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Grafonola

“The Stage of the World”

OU have the stage of the world in your home if you
own a Columbia Grafonola and Columbia Records.

A vaster company of greater artists than the greatest stage in the |
world possesses is at your direction every day, with a greater and infinitely
more varied repertoire than any one stage ever presemted.

Orchestral, operatic, instrumental music —sombre or joyous, classic
or light; whatever you desire, whatever your mood, whichever great artist
you want to hear—your wish is reality, as soon as expressed.

Tt 45 reality, nothing less; for “The Stage of the World” presents the
ariists themselves to you—in voice and playing, in temperament, in art and
personality. “Hearing is Believing”—and you can /ear today at the nearest
Columbia dealer’s.

New Columbia Records on sale on the 20th of every month.

Calumbin Grafunale
Price 3200
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11l Will You Send UsYour Suggestions?

Before those of us whose duties include the preparing of these ad-
vertising pages is the ever-recurring problem of how to make them
attractive—readable; how to hold the attention of our readers to the
advertisements long enough to make them realize that they need
the article advertised, and thus make sales for our patrons. And
we hnd it sometimes quite a problem to be absolutely new and at-
tractive and interesting twelve times a yvear. We welcome sugges-
tions.  We should be grateful for some trom you.

Read the advertisements in this August SCRIBNER'S—rell us what
vou consider to be the three best advertisements and the three
poorest ones—then out of your selection write us a 1oo-word criticism
about the very best one of the three best, and a 100-word criticism
of the very poorest one of the three poorest. If your criticisms are
the best that we receive, we will send you, without cost to yvou, 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 asetr of

Booth Tarkington, 6 Vols. $r12.00
F. Hopkinson Smith, 6 Vols. g12.00
John Fox, Jr., 6 Vols. #1z.00

CAUTHON - rst— In arfiving at your choice, consider the small advertisements as well as the large ones.
1 — Y ou, or sume member of your immediate family, must be o regular readerof SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
or else your criticisms will not be considered,
1l — Be sure to send in your list ol six with your 1oo-word sugrestions.
ath — Be sure to send i your suggestions befors the 15th of August, 1as

Competent advertising men will pass upon vour suggestions and make the zwards. Criticisms
Srom those inlerested in the business of advertising are not invited

Awards for Criticisms of the June Advertising

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

Fivit Awnd . ArTHUR E. MOKIM, Independence, Mo, $30.00 Setof Rudyard Kipling's Works, 23 vols
iLocomobile and Montague Mailing Machinery i '

Second’ Award - FRANCES 1. PALMER, Stllwater, Minn, Hom, Mention = O, B. Carson, Southbridge, Mass.
Frzooo Set of lahn Fox, Jr.'s Works, 6 vals “The Purtion ofa Champion, by Francis o Sullivan tighe I
(Charles Scribner's Sons aud Sauta Fej (Mazda Lamps and Hartford Shock Absorber I\
Third dward * C. P, RHEBERGH, Pearl River, N. Y Mo, Mewtion - DANIEL F, DAVISON, New York, N, ¥ |
F1z.00 Set of F. Hopkinson Smith's W vl **MNan of Music Mountain," by Frank H, Spearman J |
{Eastman Kodak and Allen’s Foot-Easey (FPall Mall Cigarettes and Lasell Seminary) |

Forrth Award TOE S BARTRUFF. Qunard, Cal Hos. Meantion - W. B, BLAKE. Néw York, N. ¥ |
Frz.o0 Set of Booth Tarkington's Works, o vols * Father Bernard's Parish,” by Florence Olmistead I
{Beechnut Bacon and Sears-Hoebuck) (Locomobile and Eastern S, S. Lines)

FHon, Mention | EDNA L. BLISS, Glen Ridge, M. | flom. Flestson - WARD Fugua, Burley, Idaho E
' The Stories of H. C. Bunger.””  First Series “ Letters from America,”” by Rupert Braoke |
(Tiffany and Nobby Tread Tiresi (Gorham and Bartlert Publishing Co.y

fom., Mentapnr D BURTON M. CASTNER, Seatthe, W, o Mention © HOWARD DALTON, Detrait, Mich |
“The Loug Road Home,” by Halph 10, Paine " The End of a Cliapter,” by Shane Leslis
1 Gillette Safety Kazor and Sears-Hoebuck) wall Mall Cigarettes and Paris Gartersi

NOTE: The awards for the criticisms of the advertising in the July SCRIBNER will be announced in

Address, Service Department

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS !

Fifth Avenuear 48th Street, New York

e September SCRIBNER ‘ ‘

e —— : —h
ARE YOU LOOKING FOR ““JUST THE RIGHT SCHOOL ">
Consult our School and College Service Department.  Individual attention will be cheerfully given to i
requirements without cost to you. Announcements of the best private schools and colleges, pages 16i :

= to 35,

o



SCRIBENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

TIFFANY & CO

PEARLS
JEWELRY
SILVERWARE

INTELLIGENT AND CAREFUL
SERVICE BY MAIL

FIFTH AVENUE & 51 ™ STREET
NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The September SCRIBNER

“THE BATTLE OF VER-
DUN."" by Raymond Recouly (Cap-
tain X)), author of “*General Joftre:
The Victor of the Marne.”” Another
brilliant and illuminating article
from the front by this noted French
officer.

STORIES

“DOWN RIVER," by James B.
Connolly. Ilustrated by Yohn. A
story of the Mississippit River and of
a great question of the old South.

“MY REMEMBRANCES,” by
E. H. Sothern. Rhyme and Time.
Charles Frohman. Richard Mans-
field. The Pictures Never Painted.

“THE GARY PUBLIC
SCHOOLS."” by Randolph S.
Bourne. With an Introductory Note
by Willham Wirt, Director of the
(ary Schools. An authoritative ar-
ticle on a much-discussed subject.

“THE LANDLUBBERS," by
Lawrence Perry. A yachting story

with the tang of the sea. A cruise
“down East.™
“SHANGHAIED,” by C. M.

Harger. A story of a young col-
lege man’s adventures on a great
Western farm in the harvest season.

“THE CALL OF THE MOUN-
TAINS, by LeRoyJeffers, F.R.G.S.
An article on mountain-climbing.
Ilustrated with many beautiful
photographs of famous mountains
of North America.

“THE PROPER SPIRIT OF
REGRET, by Vesta Tharp. The
story of a Western public school,
of how a forlorn httle boy got his
chance.

“THE CITY OF THE HOLY
FAITH—OLD SANTA FE,” by
FErnest Peiavotto. With illustrations
by the author. A picturesque ac-
count of this famous old New
Mexican city.

In the Field of Art: “THE
FREER COLLECTION FOR
THE NATION,” by Dana H.
Carroll. 'The first authoritative ac-
count of this incomparable collec-
tion for the National Gallery.

In answcr.iﬁg adlvertismtonts please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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) Because Pears keeps the skin absolutely clean,
without the slightest irritation, even to the tiniest
| baby’s delicate skin.

Use Pears’ Soap every day and eliminate the
( necessity for cosmetics and other artificial ‘‘aids to
' beauty.”” It will be easy to keep your skin soft,
smooth and fresh, because the pores will be clean
and free from the impurities which so often cause
skin trouble. Even where irritating soap has been

used—Pears will help to counteract its effect.
Pears is the purest soap known, and the most
economical of all toilet soaps. \
Send for Trial Cake \
SPECIAL For a generous trial-size cake of Pears' Unscented

f Soap send your address and 4c in stamps to cover _
,;| TRIAL mailing cost, to Walter Jnm’ier.‘ United States Agent, ]‘,“
OFFER 519 Canal Street, New York City. Al

A. & F. PEARS, Ltd. )

The largeat manufacturers of high-grade
toilet soaps in the world

==
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a1
Al rights secured”’
OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS' OTTO OF ROSE ]S THE BEST

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



HE world runs on inexorable time schedule. Yet
who can say what Time really is? We get it
from the stars but where do the stars get it?

When you come to think of it, there’s
something awe-inspiring in having in your
vest pocket a mechanism so delicate, so
fine, so perfect, that it actually knows and
measures Time—the power above the stars!

Do you own such a watch?

There are certain types of men who
haven't much respect for Time. Time is
nothing in the life of a tramp. Men of little
character, wasters and dreamers rather
pride themselves on their contempt of Time.
Sooner or later, that ghostly, implacable
hand reaches out and turns them back,

Any watch will do for the man who is
content to drift in a few minutes late, but
what a gap there is between him and the
man who has disciplined himself to keep
track of the seconds!

The Hamilton Watch is known as the
Railroad Timekeeper of America. That title
was honestly earned. Time is everything to
a railroad man. To him, the words, “Too
Late,” are ominous. They mean to him fail-
ure, danger, death. A railroad man is re-

SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Too Late!

quired to own an accurate watch. If his watch varies
a certain number of seconds a month, it means lguy
a new watch or get a new job., A large proportion

of railroad men own Hamilton Watches.

Thatis because they have learned, by com-
paring notes, that the Hamilton comes
closest to absolute accuracy—to Star Time.

Hamilton Watches are as thin and beauti-
ful as you could possibly desire. But after
all, a watch is nct a trinket to be selected
for its looks. A fine watch is a wonderful
instrument and must be judged solely by its
performance in accurate measuring of Time.

Buy a Hamilton, not merely because it is
beautiful, but for the deeper reason that
you can depend on it for the rest of your
life to tell you accurate time—Star Time.

Send for the Hamilton Watch Book—
“The Timekeeper'”

Hamilton Watches eell for $25.00, $28,00, $40.00,
$50.00, $60.00, $30.00 and so on ug to §150.00 for the
Hamilton Masterpiece in 18k gold case. Or you can
buy a Hamilton movement to fit your present watch
case for $12.25 ($13.00 in Canada) and upward. Read
" The Timekeeper''; then let yvour jeweler tell you
why a good watch is the only kind to buy,

HAMILTON WATCH COMPANY Dept. N
LANCASTER, PENNSYLVANIA

atch

“The Watch of Railroad Accuracy®

In_answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



LBERT BIGELOW PAINE has
been writing stories and poems for
many years, and he is, of course,

widely known as the biographer of Mark
Twain, his lifelong friend.

known Englishman of letters and

was a long-time friend of Stevenson.
He edited the Edinburgh Edition of
Stevenson's works and the volumes of
his letters. He has published many vol-
umes and is at work on an authoritative
life of the poet Keats.

S‘IR SIDNEY COLVIN is a well-

entertaining serial, “ Bonnie May,”

is concluded in this number, has had
considerable experience in newspaper
work in St. Louis. He is now giving all
of his time to fiction writing.

IE:UIS DODGE, whose original and very

man could have written the story

of “The Colyum Conductor.” It
is evidently an inside story by one who
knows. As a matter of fact, the author,
ArtHUur CHAPMAN, is a “Colyum” man
himself. He conducts one under the head
of “Centre Shots” for the Denver Re-
publican.

PROBABLY no one but a newspaper

vert,” FREDERICK VAN BEUREN, J&.,

is 2 New York physician and has
before contributed poems and an article
to the Magazine.

THE author of the poem “The Con-

BBIE CARTER GOODLOE has

A heen a frequent contributor of

short stories to the Magazine and

i< the author of ““ College Girls,” “At the

Foot of the Rockies,” ““ The Star-Gazers,”

“(Calvert of Strathore.” Her home is
in Louisville.

W, Herbert Dunton, of the Taocs group of
Indian painters

ARY SYNON has been a news-
paper woman and a wide trav-

eller. Her journeys have taken
her into various out-of-the-way places.
No doubt of her knowledge of the Irish
character; she has shown this in sev-
eral of her stories. Her home iz in
Chicago.

THE SERIAL, ‘“BONNIE MAY”

2 I "HE adventures of Bonnie May, the child of the stage, are concluded in this

number.

ways in finding herself a home with the Baron family,

Her rescue from a theatre fire; her frank, humorous, and winning

have been followed

from month to month. The mystery of her life is not solved until this last instal-
ment. Thornburg, the manager, has succeeded in winning some of her time, and
<he has found with him and his wife a second home. Two young men who
had been in road companies with her have appeared at a window in a theatrical
hoarding-house across the street. They sit on the porch of the Baron mansion and
discuss the old times with Bonnie May. Their presence leads up to Bonnie May’s
greatest adventure in the Baron house, and the curtain goes up on a scene in the
attic, part burlesque and part pathos.

(Continued on page 8)
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MAGAZINE NOTES

ORDON ARTHUR SMITH is al-
G ready well known to readers of the
Magazine by his notable short
stories.  Among those well remembered
are ** Jeanne the Maid,” “Every Move,’
“City of Lights.” The last was a story
of Paris and of rural France, as is his
story, “Feet of Gold,” in this number.
He is also the author of the novels “ The
Crown of Life” and “Mascarose.”

AMES B. CONNOLLY needs no in-
J troduction to readers of this maga-
zine. IHe has written many stories
for its pages that have been widely read
and quoted, and his books have had a
large sale. Mr. Connolly is perhaps best
known by his stories of the Gloucester
fishing-fleet, but his range of subjects has
heen wide and he is constantly revealing
himself in new ways.

VENABLE'S novel, had a popular

success, and readers will recall his
former short stories, “The Neutrality of
Mr. Antello” and “The Wife of the
Junior Partner.” He is a Baltimorean.

ONN BYRNE is a young Irish
author who has made his chief

repulation in America.  His story
of a submarine, “ Underseaboat F-33,”
in a recent number, was a vivid realiza-
tion of what it means to serve on one of
the vessels that Mr. Kipling has told us,
in his poem printed in the New York Sun,
are known in the service as the “Trade:

# PIERRE VINTON,” Epwarp C.

“Unheard they work, unseen they win—
That is the custom of the *Trade."”

Mr. Byrne's story in this number is about
a giant battleship of the air, a super-

dreadnought dirigible.

113

A TRENCHES.” Liut. Z of the
British Army for obvious reasons

must remain unknown. His story, how-

ever, will be read and talked of as one of

the remarkable narratives of the war.

As a picture of real fighting and trench

life it is unsurpassed.

BOMB - THROWER 1IN THE

HEN it is known that MarvR.S.
W ANDREWS is the author of the

great Lincoln story, “The Per-
fect Tribute,” it would seem that little
more need be said of her. “The Colors,”
in the July number, had a fine spirit of
loyalty and patriotism. No one will read
“The Discovery of Pouce-Long” and
doubt her complete knowledge, from ex-
perience, of the life of the guides and
fishermen who spend happy days in the
great north woods. Mrs. Andrews has
lived many months with her son and
her hushand, Judge Andrews, in camp.
Home folks probably could tell you they
have met and known the originals of
Bob and Walter.

in the movement to free verse from

the rules and restrictions of the
customary conventional forms. She finds
excellent authority and examples, how-
ever, in some of the early English and
French poets. Miss Lowell has published
several volumes of verse and criticism.
President Lowell of Harvard is her

brother.
H is the' son of the well-known artist
Maitland Armstrong of New York.
He has just graduated from Princeton,
where he won honors for his poetry. As
chairman of the editorial board of the
Daily Princetonian he widely
known in )
college jour-
nalism. The
decorations
for his poem
in this num-
ber, ©* Com-
plainte de
Renaud,"”
are by a zis-
ter, Miss
Helen Mait-
land Arm-
strong, who
is known as
a skilful de-
signer.

A\-IY LOWELL is one of the leaders

AMILTON FISH ARMSTRONG

was

LnLere to E. 1. Couse's studiu humn:
at Taos; N. M.
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e «-Ganatogen P romises _“’he “*In short, Sanatogen is a true
5 ader MY, TS5 Sant o down to pick you up tonic because on all the counts
and l'n‘_.u'sl olways denve g you are Ul = of its composition it is a true
advice, ane s 1t does 5% food, and in some special way a
penehit A S _fu-“"’f P nerve food. 5
ant ¥ {Rev. FF Jiri i)
‘f“ ﬁ“ﬂ ""I.I.ll-hr 2 s g W 0 W Raleelu)

undoubtedly reé
invigorates the
the patient to

siganatogein

stores SI€ETs
nerves and braces

health.

oush { — Why shouldn’t

il Sanatogen help you too?

cts are

When so conscientious a moulder
of public opinion as Col. Henry Wat-
terson, the editor, is convinced that

«ad “without Sanatogen he could not
Sanated have recovered his vitality;”

When a writer and naturalist sa re-
spectedforhislearningand keenpowers
of observation as John Burroughs is
sure that because of Sanatog‘en he
‘enjoys better sleep’” and has a “‘mind
nderfulld]  and strength much improved;”’
ye exper When novelists as famous as Arnold
our Sanaf  Bennett and Sir Gilbert Parker, and
goratindd  ymedical authorities as distinguished
snd LW e De.C. W, Saleeby of London and

all why :
itoover] Prof.C.Von NoordenofVienna,have

W' told of their belief in Sanatogen;
Andwhen themedical profession has placed
its seal of approval on Sanatogen—which it
qp give has—in signed letters of commendation from
, know 1§ more than 21,000 physicians;
4] resu Surely you must realize when you weigh
:\‘ﬂ the U such facts soberly and critically that there is

i ““I.\' exy
1as been th.
tood jt g 2t as a topje nepye

vteasion benefiteq me, ™’

CHAll Cagne) Hﬁﬁﬂ Q‘/‘lﬁ;
= = e

merit g
benef
doubt,’

pleasure

“‘Sanatogen is to my mind a
true food-tonic, feeding. the
nerves, increasing the energy and
giving fresh vigor to the over-
worked body and mind.”

“L ooy
Am sy

S?E'nel‘fted by § Mave be

.re“—‘plsﬁfh. Sdnate,,

2 = ) - e Was 3 . £ = fl[i.
s 8 M something in Sanatogen above the ordinary ; one ye, L ]
h?:t‘ne real unusual merit, the ability to “make good.” "a“détrengt'hi g0, apq €r thap
0 ! S50 2 & € Iy 7 _'mmd
Scomme! Andrealizingthis, hoaw canyou delaytaking B By 7 Mproye o,

ayselfs o advantage of the help that Sanatogen gives ?
3 5’71‘ Sanatogen is sold by good druggists,
everywhere, in sizes from $1.00 up

Grand Prize, International Congressof Medicine,

London, 1413

1 have made two extgngﬁi
trinls of your Sanatgge_znueu Y

7! . pe‘riods of 'l‘l'lE"l'lta'l iau:ﬁ h‘eneﬁt
- | euch time derived gre

. ; l | ‘

. : Th from 1its use.’
[R2E. - i

upon it ; = 4 OWed qe 15 S 3 ek

togen
ENDORSZED BY OVER 21,000 (PHYSICIANS

1L
for **The Art of Living,” a charming booklet by Richard Le Gallienne, the popular poet-
author, touching on Sanatogen’s kindly help, and giving other interesting aids in the quest
for contentment and better health.” The book is free., Tear this off as a reminder to write
THE BAUER CHEMICAL COMPANY, 32-] Iwving Place, New York City.

In answering advertzement;::leas;_mention SCRIBNER-'S MACAZINE




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINTE ADVERTISER

Pleasant Reading for ldle Days *;
cially good for vacations because the

.\%5 )
B
scenes are laid in a mountain

The novel you want for vacation reading is the novel
P forest and on a farm and the
whaole book is full of
sunlight and joy.
1z
L ]

you will feel the better for having read. Suchanovel
is * Just David It's a happy story and a
e wholesome story and a story that is spc-
pictures In

br.zg

net.

tint,

UNSPEAK-

ABLE PERK

By Samuel
H.Adams

The story of Perkins, other-
wise known as “ The Un-
speakable Perk,” and of
the rich American girl with
whom he falls in love, com-
bines the humor of “Little
Miss Grouch ' and the ra- 9
pid action of ‘“The Clarion”
into a novel that promises
to be one of the big fiction
successes of the year.
1ustrated by George

PROOF OF
THE PUDDING

Against a gorgeous back.

THROUGH

71 pround of harem life the H
L]]-s;\:n.lfe‘ne: author has woven one By Meredrth
=2 2 of the mest thrilling ro- . GLACIER
mances of recent years—a NlchOlSOfl
tale of plots and counter-
plots, of perils and hair- P
breadth escapes — and A swinging, breezy ro-
through it all an ab- r;\\(nncelnf ;}f’anjdm" -
sorbing love story RO Lok 4
Ilustrated. “Even better than ‘The By Ma.l y
.25 net. House of a Thousand Can-
dles.’ " — 8¢, Lowis Globe
Democralb, ROberts
“Mr. Nicholson 5 hest 3
work to date, " —S pring R'lneharl
Tish Sield Republican.

is the most

amusing of all

Mrs. Rinehart's
characters and one

whom readers

never

N,

tire.

The story of her excursions with

her two cronies,

Lizzie and Aggie,
and of the astonishing adventures
which they meet is sure to be a greaf success
Illustrated in color by May Wilson Preston.

with

Illustrated.
fr.15 net.

2 e
$1.50 net. t I'ts

*“Tt 15 full of the breeziness
of the West and 15 a good
book to take away with you
this summer, especially if
your vacation will be in the
m--unnms M8t Louis
Globe Denocrat.
Hlustrared.
75 Ccents net.

Days of rest and recreation take on new zest when you have a good book to add pleasure to idie
Choose now from this list the ones you want for your comrades in Vacation Land

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY MAewYork

morments.

Boston

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS
ON THE ART OF KATHLEEN NORRIS

“Mrs. Norris puts the problem
or the fact or the trait before
vou by quick, vivid touches of
partraitire or action. She hars
the secret of closely adding de-
tail to detail in a triumph of
what another California au-
thor has called Littleism but
what seems to be mnature's
way of drfz;'ft'[ug Lar_g(f_f m."”

Published August 1st
Ar All Bookstores

Frontispiece in colors.  Net £1.33

By the Author of *“ The Story of Julia Page,” ‘‘ Mother," etc.

“THE HEART OF RACHAEL”

Kathleen Norris’s Finest Novel
The Story of a Woman's Heart in the Crucible of Marriage
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO., Garden City, N. Y. ‘
f

In?swcring advcrtisemtngpleasv mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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First Printing !4 Million—Ready August 10th Vs

WH E. N [By Harold Bell Wright
'A MAN'S A MAN

INlustrated by the Author Cloth 12mo $1.35

WHEN A MAN'S A MAN is a fine, bip, wholesome novel of simple sweetness
and wvirile strength. While the papes are crowded with the thrilling incidents
that belonp to the adventurous life of the unfenced land deplcted one feels, always,
beneath the surface of the stirring scenes the great, primitive and enduring life
forces that the men and women of this story portray. In the Dean, Philip Acton,
Patches, Little Billy, Curly Elson, Kitty, Reid and Helen Manning the author has
created real living, breathing men and women, and we are made to feel and under-
stand that there come to everyone those times when in spite of all; above all and
at any cost, a man must be a man.

Popular Edition. One Million Copies
The Eyes of the World — Also Ready August 10th
Under leased riphts by A. L. Burt Co., New York

Illustrated Cloth 12mo 50 cents

i Over 34 Million Copies Have Been Sold at $1.35

Clune Film Producin® Co. will have ready Aupust 15th, Premier Production of “The

Eyes of the World,” visualizing the story in a Cinema-Theatrical Entertainment.
Other Novels by the Same Author

That Printer of Udell’s—The Shepherd of the Hills—The Calling of Dan Matthews
—The Winning of Barbara Worth—Their Yesterdays

Nearly Seven Million Copies of Harold Bell Wright's books have been sold
The great heart of the reading public is an unprejudiced critic

THE BOOK SUPPLY COMPANY, Publishers
6 E. W. REYNOLDS, President 231-233 West Monroe Street, CHICAGO €‘7

Send 10 cents To-day

Play Baseball Right Without a Coach

Every boy who loves baseball wishes to play it correctly! Mail me
ten cents with this advertisement and your name and address. T
will send you twenty complete directions for defensive and offensive
plays prepared by a National League player and coach of twenty
years' experience. Knowledge of the game makes the best player.

W. J. CLARKE

Head Coach, Princeton Varsity Baseball Team
Charles Street Station N, Baltimore, Md.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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BEST SHORT STORIES
oF 1915

And fho
Yearbook of the American
Short Stery.
Edled b
..d . U'Bl"eﬂ

Edlwa

THE BEST
SHORT STORIES
OF 1915

THE YEARBOOK OF THE
AMERICAN SHORT STORY

EDWARD J. O’BRIEN, Editor
ACOMPREHENSIVE volume of 386 pages

which not only contains the twenty
best short stories published in American
magazines in 1915 but also gives a com-
plete classified index of all the short sto-
ries published in 46 magazines during the
year, with honor lists for 1914 and 1915.

' From every 2
hilitier of veading
weaders) Jfrom (hat
concernment with life that it

o py Infevest T _Amierie
L1 response o artiztic

né of view—rome that f.mz actual Ayoba-

3 OF 1015 AND ?HF. b
JCAN SHORT STORY warrants an emphatic and wnc
'twms Fecommendalion !s- u!; —Life.
I the twenty-tue Rundved mio o Fromising shovl slories
Sy

o vepresent admost
te story, Tt needs wo
v, @re SHreE o popilar app
pernsable fo ev af
i - @ cEiicy

el ar does not exdsd flany

¢ Beyord guestion vepresent,
'a.ut./:.“»d:f.u. b

Cfoh‘a I12mo. Gilt top
At any
bookstore

$1.50 net

T By mail,
é"fﬂ‘ from us,
13

i $1.65

Puhhslmrs N .

BOSTON

Yale
NightLatchProtection

The home is no more secure from
intrusion than its weakest lock. Rein-
force the doubtful locks on your out-
side doors with Yale Cylinder Night
Latches. The result will be real pro-
tection to the lives of your family and
your property.

Yale Cylinder Night Latches keep
out curious and inquisitive people, as
well as burglars. Yale night latches
are representative of the superior qual-
ity of all Yale products. They afford
real locking security — deadlocking
latches that open only to their own
individual Yale keys.

AllYale products bear the name Yale: House

hardware, night latches, padlocks, door closers,
cabinet locks, and Triplex Hoists.

Made to Endure and Make Safety Sure
For Sale by all Hardware Dealers

THE YALE & TOWNE MFG. CO.
9 East 40th Street MNew York
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Two Books You'll Wish to Take to the Country

THE DARK FOREST
By Hugh Walpole

Weird, exotie, powerful, full of a strange spectral
beauty—this is a novel of supreme distinction.

“That this book is remarkable is only to lay
hold on a convenient word; it must be read,
for no quotation nor description is capable of
givinggmore than a bare hint of the nobleness,
the iftensity of this work of art.”"—New York
Times.

“The very spirit of Russia is here. Thisisun-
usual. Walpole appears to have become gifted
in a few months with the true Russian literary
method. Itsmagicishere.”—BostonTranscript.
“Walpole has caught the thrilling mystery of
the age-old romantic land of Galicia.”"—New
York Herald.

“At last there issues a novel with qualities of
greatness and a promise of endurance.”"—New
York World.
Picture Jacket. Net $1.36

12mo.

MY HOME IN THE
FIELD OF HONOUR

By Frances Wilson Huard
The book that “begins where ‘The Hilltop on
the Marne’ leaves off.” Written by the
danghter of Francis Wilson and wife of Charles
Huard, Official Painter to the Sixth Army of
France. A gem of namrative writing—spark-
ling—feminine. The simple, straightforward,
intimate account of the great retreat of the
civilian population before the battle of the
Marne. Unique among all the remarkable
records brought forth by the war.
“Vital, ingenuous—a unique contribution to
the memorablehistory of the most fateful August
France has ever known.""—N erth American.
“Possibly no other American woman was so
placed in the very focus of great events with the
gift to tell her observations so simply and
powerfully."—New York World.

Beautifully illustrated with sketches and end-
papers by M. Huard. 12mo. Net $1.356

GECRGE H.DORAN COMPANY 38 west s2nastreet New Yor

Publishers in Amerlca for
HODDER & STOUGCHTON

ENGLAND'S EFFORT

By MRS. HUMPHRY WARD

With a Preface by Hon. JosepH H. CHOATE

From a review in the London Observer by Mr. Garvin, Military Critic and Editor:

“Tt will prove to every reader—English, allied, or neutral—that there is
behind the cause of the civilized Powers a momentum of British energy, im-
mense, voluminous, and unresting, the disclosure of which would make almost

the hardiest foe ‘believe and tremble.” . . .

It is in the humanity of Mrs.

Ward’s tale that its cogency no less than its charm is to be recognized.”

#1.00 1ot

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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BOOKS

VA CA-
TION
BOOKS

BEAUTIFUL GARDENS
IN AMERICA
By Louise Shelton

“A pure delight, a boak for every day
of theyear, a thing of beauty, . In
deed, the volume comes at the right
time, when the art of gardening has at-
d its true place in our scheme of
living."—New York Tribune.

Itk mare than 170 photopraphs and 16
Sull-page color reproductions,  $5.00 net

CONTINUOUS BLOOM
IN AMERICA
By Louise Shelton

“A charming, scholarly, lavishly il-
lustrated manual of *where, when, what
to plant, with other gardening sugges-
tions,” It is redolent of open-air glee
and stimulation, balanced by well-tricd
knowledge."—Chicago Heraid.

Profusely illustrated.  $2.00 net

THE WELL-
CONSIDERED GARDEN
By Mrs. Francis King

President Women's National Agricul-
tural and Horticultural Association

Preface by GerTRUDE JEEYLL
“Tathe whole race of lower-gardeners,
this book, with its fifty illuminating
phularnph% will bring boundless p]cac_
ure and its study will yield rich retorn.™
—New York Evening Sun.
“Her work is both sound and inspirit-
ing, and whoso has or dreams of a garden
will do well to peruse it forthwith.”
—Chicago flerald.
Profusely illustrated. $z2.00 net

THE AMATEUR GARDEN
By George W, Cable

“Tt is doubtful if the theary, practise,

and rewards of landscape gardening on a

small scale were ever set forth more con

vincingly than in George W. Cable's

“The Amateur Garden.”
—Springfield Republican.

$1.50 net

ACCORDING TO SEASON

TALES ABOUT THE FLOWERS IN THE
ORDER OF THEIR APPEARANCE IN THE
WOODS AND FIELD
By Frances Theodora Parsons

With 32 full-p
from drawing

e llustrations in colors
Ewsie Louise Suaw

“The charm of this book is pervading
and enduring as is the charm of nature™”
—New York Times.
175 net

A BOOK-LOVER'’S

HOLIDAYS
IN THE OPEN
By Theodore Roosevelt

“This 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 peo-
ples and their ways, of folk-lore
and superstitions. 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,
* An ideal vacationist’s book.”
—New York Sun.

Thistrated.  $2.00 net

CAMP CRAFT
MODERN FRACTICE AND EQUIPMENT
By Warren H. Miller
Editor of Field and Stream
With an Introduction by Ernest
Thompson Seton

“Tt is a fascinating volume for both
the enthusiast and stay-at-home and s
a veritable treasure-mine for the gports-
man or any one who glories in the great
out-of-doars."—Philadeiphia Ledper.

Ilustrated,  $1.50 net

ON THE TRAIL

AN OUTDOOR BOOK FOR GIRLS
ByLinaBeard and AdeliaB.Beard

The firat practical camping book for
girls. A most vseful guide to trailing,
wooderaft, camping, outdoor handi-
crafts, birds and animals, outdoor pho-
tography, canoe ing and all the work
and play of camping life

f..n!fruff . 8125 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

BASEBALL

INDIVIDUAL PLAY AND TEAM PLAY
IN DETAIL
By W. J. Clarke
Head Coach Princetan "Vars Baselall
m, and

Tredrick T. Dawson
Cag L.u'J Princeton Baseball Team, 1910
w General Athletic Coach at

Union Cellege

CONNIE MACK
PuiLADELPHIA AMERICANS):

(Mer.

*It iz one of the most complete he
of the kind that has ever been publiz
And my advice would be that any playe

o is taking up t.«*cball should not be
‘\thf ut this bock.”

IHlurtrated. $1.00 wet

THE DRY FLY AND
FAST WATER
By George M. L. La Branche

“So charmingly written that it will
prove most interesting not only to dry-
fly fishermen but to all who love the
great outdoors."—New York Times.

$2.00 net

THE BOOK OF FISH
AND FISHING
By Louis Rhead
“Every page in this attractive val-
ume iz filled with practical advice fi
t‘m guidance of those who angle for all
oth {resh and salt waters”
—Sportsman’s Review.

Hlustrated. $1.50 net

BUTTERFLY AND
MOTH BOOK

PERSONAL STUDIES AND OBSERVATIONS
OF THE MORE FAMILIAR SPECILS

By Ellen Robertson-Miller

The beok iz as valuable an addition
to our scientific knowledge of the out-
cf-doors as it iz to our pleasure:

Hiustrated. $1.50 net

HOW TO KNOW THE
WILD FLOWERS
By Mrs. William Starr Dana

Hiustrated, $1.50 net

SCRIBNERS
MACAZIME

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS

THE PRESIDENCY
ITS DUTIES, 1TSS POWERS, ITS OPPORTUNITIES,
ITS LIMITATIONS
By Willlam Howard Taft
sineularly lucid and direct, and marked, when the

i SL"]'!L'IL.’. by & wview of not unkindly But pungen
—New York Times

“lrowill help o el
the Constitution does
by every American."—N

romuch natural confusion as to what
does not permit.  Ttshould be read
i} ork Stin

£1.00 net

PRESIDENTIAL NOMINA-
TIONS AND ELECTIONS
By _]osep_h Bucklin Bishop

"Th- -|pi‘ painstaking, and at the same time extremely
FR AL sl

i .\ book timely and instruetive at this political crisis.”
~Chitlook

It is:a valuable

w Transcript,

A tir
contributic

1h

. readable, imteresting
to political literature.’

THustrated from contemporary cartoons. F1.50 net

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

Author of
“*Reconstruction and the Constitution,” ete.

hows not only copently but eloquently
and pacified when recongtruction s

t cd {rom the curseof ¢
Hcr\]cc Reform was established
tic wisdom of a President to w
warded his just dues of appreciatior

IFith portrait. $1.00 net

THE END OF A CHAPTER
By Shane Leshe

“ ¢ The End of :a Chapter” is altogether delighaful.
Mr. Leslie fills his pag with charming anecdotes, interest-
ing reminiscences of men and women, and caustic
comments Upen all its phase

v in
Chicago Tribun

aru well- rf-llmJLJ contribution 1o

“Tt 1s & Taivand breczy
the memoir literature of
phia Narth A mer

LETTERS FROM AMERICA
By Rupert Brooke

With an Introduction by Henry James and a Portrait
Photogravure

“ Letters from America’ make delightful rea
bcsimum te end. spert Brooke's point of view .
original and so refre g that wonder is aroused at every
turn of a page " — elphia North American.

$1.25 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

ESTIMATES IN ART

By Frank Jewett Mather, Jr.

Professar of Arvand Archs v i Princeton University

tie feeling, catholic taste,
it The artist, the art

“A happy combination of
and practical, clear-headed judg

student, and the peneral public may oneand all ind tl

enriched by the discovery of principles in art eriticise

are not the mere whim of the eritic,""—The Nativn

o Jlustrated. 31,50 nel

WHY WAR
By Frederic C. Howe

“An exceedingly comprehensive study upen present con-
ditions in Europe, by Dr. Frederic €. Howe, a scholar who
has weighed these conditions most intelligently In
Howe's book 18 one of the broadest and most thoughtful which

the war and consideration of its underlying causes have
brought our."—Baliimore Sun

21.50 net

THE MOUNTAIN
By John C. Van Dyke

“A worthy companion book to Professor Van Dyke's
“ The Desert.’
delights, and one alwaye finds behind the appreciation of
beauty and grandeur as a basis."—The Outloot,

As a work of impressionism (thnu anid

Br.25 net

WIND AND WEATHER
B L M. Bailey
Author of *The Haly Earth™

Thid is 2 collection of poems of widely various farms and
||,u|_|JL but s unified as finally w give a single strong impres-
zion by the fact that their common inspiration i= a vital se

an’s intimate spintual—and material—relation 1o nat
an inspiration derived from a powerful love u.-.d compre-
v of the earth.

Br.oo net

THE MEANING OF
PERSONAL LIFE
By Newman Smyth
“This back is the fruit of ripe cansideration and is char-

acterized by breadth of vision and liberal
well as by pregnant knowledee of the philosophic and scien-

of thought as

tific epeculation of past and present It s vitalized
by a style so forceful and vivid and marked by =such lucidity

of expres an to make it eminently readable even for 1he
layvman."=—New York Eveniny Post.

f2.00 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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SOME SCRIBNER FICTION

NAN

of MUSIC MOUNTAIN
By FRANK H. SPEARMAN

ILLUSTRATED IN COLOR BY N. C. WYETH

Boston flerald :
of recent years.”

Boston Advertiser :
exciting story."

New York Times: “It is a romantic story be-
cause it deals simply and realistically with the
tine, true, elemental things of life and sees them
with fresh and reverent eyes.”

“The most virile Western story

“A thoroughly wholesome,

B1.35 net

FATHER BERNARD'’S
PARISH

By Florence Olmstead

JTames L. Forp, in the New York Herald, says:
“To those who are sincere in the frequently ex-
pressed desire to know how the other half lives [
cordially recommend Miss Olmstead’s story, be-
cause it is one of the most truthful pictures of
New \urly life that I have read in many a long
day.’ )

The Newe York Times says: “Itis a novel worth
reading for its dramatic story, its touches of genial
humor, and its truthful picture of an interesting
phase of American life.”

The N York World says: “A thoroughly
human bo A heart-to-heart bhook in its
way of 1|1J ucing human unde rald[lJlIlba i

Br.25 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SON

THE PORTION OF A
CHAMPION

By Francis o Su]llvm tighe

r the simplicity and
|| in_which he has
al; N. V. Evening Post
made a Lerlal study of the
y and welll"—N. ¥, Times

he h
1 rtion af a Ch

= 2 autl v has appar
periad, and he tells his stc

THE

SYMPHONY PLAY
By Jennette Lee

icate fragments, beautifully carved and full of

manim_:. re quick with remarkable psy-
y suggest their creatar’s prefatory fore-
: play’ as “not the embodiment of life—but
g in \l.n_tl_ linck, a disembodiment—thin as a veil
s worlds.""—Chicago Herald

A1.00 net

THE LONG ROAD HOME
By Ralph D. Paine

“Mr. Paine has written a delightful t

New }vrv Evening Post
“An interesting, well-related tale”
“A vivid, well-written novel.”"—B.

Tezo York Times

altimore Sun.

“Alive with adventurous action.""—Partland Journal.
Hlustrated. 31.35 net

THE STORIES OF
H. C. BUNNER

First Series: “*The M idge™ " The New York House,”
“Jersey Street and Jersey L Second Series: Two groups
originally published as ““Love in Old Cloathes™ and *Zadoc

Pine.'

The Philadelphia Public Ledger says: “Most contemparary
writers seem clumsy workmen when their pro nduct is compared
with that of Bunner's qumsn.e craftsmanship.”

Each, $1.25 net

THE CONSCRIPT MOTHER
By Robert Herrick

Author of * The Master of the Inn ™
Which is now in its 18th edition

“1tis one of the few bits of real |J'E‘rdl|.| e the great war has
produced.”" —Philadelphia Evening Ledae
50 cents met
REMATING TIME
By Jesse Lynch Williams
Author of * And S0 They Were Married
The ¢ York Syn says: “The satire is consistent, the

humor 15 marked, and the story will be read with much
inter

50 cents net

FIFITH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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SOME SCRIBNER FICTION

Coming!

The fascinating
story of a child
of the stage

BONNIE
MAY

By LOUIS DODGE

No one knew where she came

OLD GLORY from. She was just rescued
By

from a theatre fire by a young

Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews |  journalist who took her home
AUTHOR OF to his mother.

THE PERFECT TRIBUTE w3
To say the least, Bonnie May

" ratriotism! Almost never has the is unconventional. She is
word meant as much to an Ameri- shockingly pre-
can as at this moment. And al-

: cocious; humor-
most never has its call been so e
inspiringly answered in fiction as ously Sophlstlcz.l-
by the stories which make up this ted. And sheis
volume. perfectly frank.
“The Colors,” “The Stranger
Within the Gates,” and ““ The Star-
Spangled Banner"—these are the
three stories of the flag which are

But she is the
most thorough-
Iy winning little

here published; they are intense strolling p_]a}-'er
with the finest feeling and the true that ever lived.
spirit of American traditions of

which 01y 15t sy MO0, ‘Reginald Birch

Leather, $1.00 net; Boards, o cents net B1.35 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

In answering adv(‘Es-e;cnts pieas_e m;ntiun SCR]BT\_IHER'S MAGAZINE
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SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS

WITH THE FRENCH

IN FRANCE AND SALONIKA
By Richard Harding Davis
S A series

: of vivid pictures that convey to the
reader, clearly and brilliantly, not anly the out-

ward aspects of the regions which the author vis-

e animating spirits of individua
In all of Mr. Davis's

correspondence through many years from regions

ited, but alse

and communities. . . .

of war and other disturbances he has done nothing
more cffective than this, nothing that can more
guickly arrest and more surely hold the reader’s
attention."—New Vork Times.

Hiusirated. $1.00 net

THE WAR IN EASTERN
EUROPE

Described by John Reed and
Pictured by Boardman Robinson

“Combines two qualities which are rarely

found l-jag!-Thl':.’. [t is
and it is vastly informing.”

gorgeously  picturesque

—New York Tribune.
“A vivid account of various peoples under war
conditions—an account faithfully reflecting the
lights and shadows, the humor and the pathos,
the hope and the despair of terribly troubled
times."" —New York World.

f2.00 net

ANTWERP TO GALLIPOLI
A YEAR OF WAR ON MANY
FRONTS—AND BEHIND THEM

By Arthur Ruhl

“*Antwerp to Gallipoli® is a stirring, dee
moving, and dramatic narrative, and will i
one of the great stories of the great war.”

—New York Globe.

“Mr. Ruhl's war correspondence, welconie in

its carefully edited permanent form, covers mare

ground than any other single volume of its kind.”
—New York Tribune,

Ilustrated. S 1.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

WITH AMERICANS

OF PAST AND PRESENT DAYS
By J. J. Jusserand

Unired Stares
it Washingtan

1 Ambassadar to the
[hean ol the

Diplomatic Corps

“Aside from the value and interestc of s
listorical and biographical studies and its
charm as a piece of delightfully wrirten Eng-
lish, the book ought to have wide and general
perusal 1f for no other reason than to en-
lighten American readers who may have for-
gotten, or may never have known, the full
extent and nature of our indebtedness to
the French people, and to refresh and invigo-
rate in their breasts the sense of close and
sympathetic brotherhood berween the rwo
nations.” —New York Times.

£1.50 net

ENGLAND’S
EFFORT

LETTERS TO AN AMERICAN FRIEND

By Mrs. Humphry Ward

With a preface by the Hon.
JosepH H. CHOATE

“No clearer 1dea of England’s effort and
England's achievement has been given than
this by Mrs. Ward."—Boston Transcript.

*“1 shall be much surprised if it does nort
exercise a marked influence in public opinion
in this country.”

—James L. Forbp, in the Newe York Herald,

“The reader . will agree with Mr.
Choate that “all America is vastly indebred
o Mrs. Ward for her triumphant success in
proving that England has done her best, and
for making this story so clear.””

—Philadelphia Ledger.
$1.00 net

[n answering advertisements please;el';ticm SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Do you realize how fully the
whole field of the war is covered

by the SCRIBNER publications
of the last eighteen months?

Do you realize that you have
in them a history of it from the
beginning by the most vivid

THE

SCRIBNER

WAR BOOKS

and authoritative of contem-

porary authors?

Causes

Origins, Diplomatic
Correspondence, etc.

Germany Embattled. By Oswarp Garrisonw ViLLarp, £1.00 net
The German Emperor. As Suoww s His PusLic Urterances.
By Christian Gauvss. $1.25 net

The Diplomatic History of theWar. Edited by M.P.Price. $2.25 net
The History of Twelve Days. By |. W. Heapram. $3.00 net
Before, During, and After 1914. By Axtox NysTroMm. $2.25 net
England’'s Guarantee to Belgium and Luxembourg. With the Full

Text of the Treaties. By C. P.Sancer and H.T. J. NorTon, $1.50 net

The First Phase

Belgium, Flanders, etc.,
to the Taking of
Antwerp

With the Allies. By Ricuarp Harpine Davis. Tlustrated. $1.00 net

Fighting in Flanders. By E. Avexawper Powerr., [lus, $1.00 net

Fighting France. Dunkerque To Berrort. By Epits WaarToNn.
Hlustrated.  $1.00 net

Antwerp to Gallipoli. (Early Chapters.) By Artrur RumL.
Tllustrated.  $1.50 net

The Second Phase

And Later

With the French in France and Salonika. By Ricuarp Harpivg

Davis. Hlustrated. $1.00 net
Vive la France! By E. Atexanper PowerL., [llustrated. $1.00 net
Antwerp to Gallipoli. By Artaur RunL. Hlustrated.  $1.50 net
Fighting France. By Evita WharTOoN. lustrated. $1.00 net

TheWar in the East

Russia and the
Balkans

The War in Eastern Europe. By Jouw Reep. [llustrated by Boaro-

MmaN Rosmnson. $2.00 net
Antwerp to Gallipoli. By Arrtnur RunL. Litustrated.  $1.50 net
The Russian Campaign. By Staniey Wasasurn, [lw. $z2.00 net

Field Notes from the Russian Front. By Stanvey Wasupurn,

Related Books

Opinions, Essays, ete,
Preparedness

Hlustrated.  $1.50 net
Russia and the Great War. By Grecor ALExInsEY, $3.00 net
Colours of War. By Roeert Crozier Loxe. £1.50 et
England's Effort. By M=rs. Humrary Warbp. $1.00 net
The Book of the Homeless. Illustrated. $5.00 net
Why War. By Freveric C. Howe. $1.50 net
America and the World War. By Tueonorz Roosevelr. 75c. net
A Frenchman's Thoughts ontheWar. By PavL Saparier. $1.25 et
Inter Arma. By Epmvwnp Gosse. $1.50 net

Send for Descriptive Circular of Scribner War Books

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, 597 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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SCRIBNER IMPORTATIONS

exceptional career of the author of “* Ci

MY DAYS AND DREAMS
BEING AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL NOTES
By EDWARD CARPENTER, Author of " Healing of Nations’

Mr. Edward Carpenter’s volume of reminiscences will excite considerable attention owing to the rather
[ts Cause and Cure
etc. His flight from conventional conditions and adoption of plain and democratic modes of life not
only serve to illustrate his ideals, but seem to have brought him into touch with a vast number of
interesting people of all classes whose personalities are touched on with his usual vigor and subtlety.

ion:

$2.25 net

”

and “ Towards Democracy,”

CHARLOTTE BRONTE, The Woman
A Study. By Maude Goldring

A book on Charlotte Bronté will have added interest at
this time, for this year is the one-hundredth anniversary of
the birth of this woman of gLnnub. who i; not as well known
as she might be. An interesting comparison with the career
of Joan of Arc brings into strong relief the remarkable mind,
the keen analytical powers, and the strong-minded thinking
that, no doubt, did much toward freeing a great mass of
women from the enslaving conventions of her time, Her
brave life under such adverse conditions of living, her cour-
age, and her superior intellectual qualities have won for her
a place in the great literature of the past,

Miss Goldring’s book is exceedingly well written, being
carefully planned and full of sy mé\:ul:et;c interest.  An ap-
pendix containing some unpublished Bront manuscripts gives
the book further scope and throws light on another side u.F
her career. 31.00 7l

POLAND:
A STUDY IN NATIONAL IDEALISM
By Monica M. Gardner

Author of ** Adam Mickiewicz®'

The purpose of this volume is to interpret the soul of
Poland to English readers by a presentation of certain aspects
of Polish literature. The first two chapters give a picture
of the condition of the three divisions of Poland after the
partitions to which she was subjected and show how the
national literature, remaining one and undivided, gave ex-
pression to the ever-living aspirations and ideals of the
Polish people. Then follow more detailed accounts of the
characteristic work of five preat poets who, in a special
manner, were the sons of Poland's sorrow. The volume is
illustrated with copious translations, many of them hitherto
inaccessible to the English reader.

$1.25 net

A New Volume in the ' Music Story Sertes”

THE STORY OF SYMPHONY
By E. Markham Lee

Authorof ' Brahms: The Man and His Music' and "' The Story of Opera"

The latest of the “Music Story Series” is a summary of
how the form of the orchestral symphony came into existence.
Dr. Lee is in a position to know what Eacts the concert-goer
likes to be supplied with and he states those facts clearly
and simply. In fact, every one who reads this book will
learn what a symphony is and how it comes to be what it is
with, of course, an ample treatment of Btuhnu.[] 8 lrﬁu~
ence with his wonderful symphonies. A chapter is devoted
to recent composers whose wo has been heard in m 1
circles caf late vears, There is also a chapter on THLh'ﬂkD\\-
sky and one on Brahms. HL.25 et

CHATS WITH VIOLINISTS

HOW TO OVERCOME DIFFICULTIES

By Wallace Ritchie

Author of “ Advice to Violin Students ™

Mr. Ritchie, whe is well known as a practical teacher of
the vialin, has supplemented his previous work with a great
number of valuable techaical hints which will help violinists
to overcome the many difficulties that they meet in their
study. His plain language, hiz lucid explanations, and, above
all, his sympathetic manner will help the student with his
various troubles and assist him in trying original methods
of practizse. There are several illustrations showing various
positions of holding both the violin and the bow.

21.00 net

ENGLISH MURAL MONUMENTS
AND TOMBSTONES

the be: umiu!
parish church and
guide in the

mas i

il types
, for the use

will

THE LIFE of FRANCIS THOMPSON

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION
By Everard Meynell

]n view of T.'lu_ fact of the wonderful success of the first

. cis Thompson's works, the publish-
ed th; volume in a new style, uniform with the
ize and color. The extraordinarily interest-
1[ le man, whose poetical genius
OS€ VOEUE Was never
ent Lume is written by one of his
fine biography of a strange and
with an abundance of dramatic

is: now eve
greater tha
intim:
I

$2.00 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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A New Volume in The Imperial Edition of

THE WORKS OF

SIR GILBERT PARKER

" ruu- mh. -nu

HARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS are pleased to announce the addi-
tion of ‘“ The Money Master '’ to The Imperial Edition of The
Works of Sir Gilbert Parker, making the nineteenth volume in

the set. This edition, which is brought out under the personal
supervision of the author and for each volume of which he has
written a special introduction, is printed from new and carefully
selected type on especially manufactured paper and handsomely
bound in sateen cloth of a dark maroon color. Each volume has a
photogravure frontispiece. The set now includes

I. PIERRE AND HIS PEOFPLE 1X. THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY
II. A ROMANY OF THE SNOWS X. THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG
1I. NORTHERN LIGHTS XI1. THE LANE THAT HAD NO TURNING
IVv. MRS. FALCHION X11. THE RIGHT OF WAY
V. CUMNER'S SON AND OTHER SOUTH SEA X1lI. MICHEL AND ANGELE
FOLK JOHN ENDERBY
VI. WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC *“ THERE IS SORROW ON THE SEA™
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD § XIV. DONOVAN PASHA
VII. THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE XV. THE WEAVERS, VOL. I
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES XVI. THE WEAVERS, VOL. 11
AT THE SIGN OF THE EAGLE XVIl. A LOVER'S DIARY—EMBERS
VIIl. THE TRESPASSER XV, THE JUDGMENT HOUSE
THE MARCH OF THE WHITE GUARD XI1X. THE MONEY MASTER

Any subscriber to The Imperial Edition who has not yet received " The Money Master ™
should notify the publishers at once

The Imperial Edition of The Works of Sir Gilbert Parker is one of the famous sets
of The Scribner Library of Modern Authors, sold by subscription only, a list of
which is given below and full particulars concerning which zvill be sent upon request.

THE SCRIBNER LIBRARY OF MODERN AUTHORS

BARRIE—Thistle Edition MEREDITH—Memorial Edition SMITH—Beacon Edition
CARLYLE—Edinburgh Edition MITCHELL—Edgewood Edition STEVENSON—Thistle Edition
DICKENS—Tavistock Edition PAGE—Plantation Edition STOCKTON—Shenandoah Edition
DICKENS—Complete Edition PARKER —Imperial Edition THACKERAY —Kensingron Edition
FIELD—Sabine Edition PARKMAN—Frontenac Edition THACKERAY—Cornhill Edition
IBSEN—Viking Edition POE—Stedman-Woodberry Edition TOLSTOI —International Edition
JAMES—New York Edition RILEY —Homestead Edition TURGENIEFF—International Edition

KIPLING—0Ourward Bound Edition ROOSEVELT—Elkhorn Edition

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York City
Gentlemen : Kindly send me full information in regard 1o the sets checked above

Name - - -

Address__ = == ——o =

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S mCAZINE




HAVE ATHLETICS A GOOD INFLUENCE ON BOYS AS
STUDENTS AND AFTERWARD AS
MEN OF AFFAIRS?
By William Mann Irvine, Ph,D,, LL.D.

Headmaster The Mercersburg Academy

"HLETICS, conducted in the
right spirit, make boys into men.
While every headmaster recalls
certain boys who failed in school
and in life by reason of false
athletic ideals, he also has in
mind many more instances by far of boys who
have been waked up intellectually Ly taking
part in athletics, and have learned to deal with
men in a fashion that has been of undoubted
value in later life.

The writer recalls a hoy who was able hut
shv; through prominence which athletics gave
him he developed superh leadership and to-
day stands at the head of a profession in which
great executive ability is demanded. Another
instance is remembered of the laziest hoy
among two hundred in a certain school. His
dislike for study was a family trait. He passe
through the list of school punishmentz. By
accident it was discovered he could run; and
alter a short season of training, he won his
first race. His companions cheered him. He
Liecame a hero,  His lethargy changed to am-
bition. He had to be consistent; he couldn't
afford to be praised by his friends and sus-
pended by the school authorities at the same
time, He became a leader, reccived the
school's diploma, and immediately started on
a successful business career.

Several years ago, a leading writer on [oot-

ball gathered personal and intimate statistics
of the seven hundred and twenty-one football
men who had plaved on the varsity teams at
Harvard, Yale, and Princeton up to that time.
Very few had failed in life; the majority had
risen Lo be leaders in twenty-five professions,
and in nearly every man's work could be seen
courage, aggressiveness, self-control, defiance
to obstacles, and other manly qualities which
mark the football plaver.

It would not be fair to say that a boy will
succeed in school or in life simply because he
is skilful in athletics—other qualities have
great influence.  But athletics are almost in-
dispensable, for every parent and every teacher
desires his boy to have education, strong char-
acter, and good health; and athletics, with
right supervision, i3, in a generous degree, both
creator and conservator of these three qualities.
A few years ago in answering a questionnaire on
athletics sent to two hundred headmasters of
private and public schools, only three placed
athletics under a ban. With these exceptions,
all believe in Mr. Roosevelt's sentiment: “*As
I prize anything, I prize physical power; but
1 prize above and beyond even that the quali-
ties it entails.”  Among the intellectual, moral,
and spiritual qualities which come from ath-
letics are: courage, initiative, loyalty, control
of emotion under fire, fair play, honor, responsi-
bility for self and fellows, service, self-dis-
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Prz'zrz_zte’ Schools

covery, obedience, determination in face of
difficulty, correct habits, leadership, avoidance
of luxury, and knowledge of men.  Observation
of more than thirty years has given the writer
the belief that boys in athletics become ac-
quainted with victory and defeat, and fre-
quently boys who do not take part in athletics
do not have the moulding influence of such
experience. The latter class may have to wait
until after-life for it. )

Athletics are found in their highest and
purest form in our hest private schools. In
this particular, these schools surpass every
other type of school, college, or university. Tt
15 due to the fact that the private school is the
best guardian of our amateur sports; also be-
cause it gives more careful faculty supervision,
and employs the finest system yet devised of
conducting athletics, Its system creates a
wonderful and beautiful school spirit. Tts
operation includes: a thorough physical ex-
amination of every boy on enrolment; nota-
tion of weakness and form of exercise pre-
scribed to cure the weakness, the prescription
being made by a physical director scientifically

Lrained; every boy required to take some form
of exercise: coaches selected on the basis of
character as well as of skill; scholarship re-
quirements before a boy is eligible to play on
a team; and pure amateur standing. If all
schools and colleges adopted the standards of
the best private schools, the problem of “sum-

~mer ball”" would disappear.

The best private schools make athletics part
of the curriculum, but they keep athletics in
their right place. The headmasters in these
schools believe in the personal touch, good
sportsmanship, and a high sense of honor.
They feel toward American life as Sir A. Conan
Doyle does toward English life, when, in one of
his stories, he says: “Our amateur athletics
are one of the finest things of our nation.”
These headmasters lay constant emphasis on
the spiritual qualities which athletics develop,
because they realize that their boys are being
prepared for life, which, as we know, is a
“battle-field ordained of old, where there are
no spectators, but even the youngest must
take his part, and the stakes are life and
death.”

New York City and Vicinity

Scoville School for Girls

2042 Fifth Ave.
NEW YORK CITY

Resident
pupils.
special courses with
languages, art and
music. Home care,
social life, Vacation
and week-end trips.
Out-door sports,

and Day
Regular or

Wrs. Halen M. Scoville, Prin.
Miss Rosa B, Chisman, AssLPrin,

MiSs LOUISE F. WICKHAM
Will reopen her Home School Oct. sth,  Girls received who
wish to study Art, Music, Languages, etc.  Twenty-fourth year.
338 Lexington Avenue, New York, N. Y.

THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Formerly at 6o7 Fifth Avenue, has removed to 11 East sest Street.
Large fireproof building with every modern convenicnce.  Upen
Air Classes and Gymnasium.  Exceptional wlvantages in educa-
tion and music with delightful home life.
Miss Eltinge and Miss Mastand, Principals.
HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS .
Distinctively French environment, Planned exclusively for those
wishing to pursue special studies in New York, Exceptional op-
portunity to acquire Huent French and every advantage of the
city provided for. (6thyear) Address Miss Macintyre or Mlle.
Talguen, 320 West 1ath 5t. (Riverside Drive), New York City.

MRS. COOPER HARTMAN'S TWENTIETH CENTURY
CLASSES
A French home for girls in New York City.  Academic and post-gri
fnstruction with all metropolitan advantages.  Meustc, A, Lang
ing in arts of home mak Adddress Mrs. Reobena Knlcker
tton, Secretary, Rossiter Cotl Upper Nyack-on-Hudson, N, Y.
THE SEMPLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A city school with country advantages (opposite Central Park).
Resident and Day Pupils. College preparatory. Special and
finishing courses.  Music, Art, Lectures, Social life. Riding,
Tennis, Pancing, Swimming. Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, Prin-
cipal, 241 Central Park West, New York City.

luate

The Deverell School

57 East 74th Street,
New York City

9 Rue de Chaillar, Paris, France—
Mext 1o Amencan Embassy

| The Main School During Time of Peacs)

All courses in French

Parisian French teachers

|—Sixteen to twet
JTunior school

MISS FRAMNCES E. DEVERELL

Frincipal .

L' ppee sch

—Nine to ifteen years

Elinor Comstock S_ch;)o_l
OF MUSIC

Endorsed Leschetizky, Paderewski
' ¥ Goodson,Gabrilowitsch

| The Elinor Comstock School of Music offers its pupils
the unequaled opportunity of performing at the end of
the year lor artists of world fame. This year Mr. Paderewski
presided over examinations.

The School in order to sccommodate numersus de-
mands has been increased in size, and therefore has a
few vacancies. Single rooms available. French spoken

| in the house. Literature, History of An, Harmony, Dra-
matics, Physical Culture, Classic 'Buncing. Current Events.
Resident and Day Pupils accepted.

Elinor Comstock, Principal (Pupil of Leschelizhy)
41 and 43 East 80th Street New York City

In answering advertisements please
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Private Schools
New York City and Vicinity (Continued)

“The | The Holbrook School

Castle”
as e FOI‘ BOYS On Banks of the Hudson

Miss Mason’s

: ILlevation soo ft., jqo-mile of untains and
School | COuniry within 3 miles rni New \'HT!« i Record

In the Suburbs of of graduates cxceptional. lose, stim g rela-
New York City tiinship a ys existing n student and mas-
ters,  Athletics cultivated for aracter-building

nty-four-acre . chemieal ‘anrl

A Happy Community of Healthy Girls value, T

The enjoyment and benefit which these girls re- r'l'.‘f"-:'lllll“t-'--'r' IEIES SYImnAsium, GNEETIEAcK ji'l"
’ = H Tt g 5 Co 5, WIntEr spo asung, skat-
ceive from study and play in the open air is but a letic eld, 1enns courts, Winter.spe oasting, skat
el : Lo i Al e ing an artificial pond, etc.  Persona sction urged,
|.r_\|| L.-_ c_-.uT. ]l]ul. .[u fit them lor an 1 I‘I.'.l L —il <'.|l‘1]-og Gn reguest
life of efficicncy, independence and social charm
For circulars, address Ossining-on-Hudson, New York

MISS G E, MASON, LL.M.. Box 707, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y.

WALWORTH INSTITUTE
Founded 1858 v‘."urr.'p{r_h
ke

Courze ; alsa stenngr:
fividual instruc tion by ~|'n-r
Eraduates cicted to in

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

¢ at 72d Street. New York City
Boarding and Day School.  Spacious recreation B _
prounds, wooded park, tennis courts. All the THE RAYSON SCHOOL FOR GIALS
vutdoor advantages of the country with full en- tzznd year.) Home and Day Departments. College Preparatory
joyment of the cultural influences of New York General and Post Graduate Cou AMusic. Outdoor sports.
City and ready accessibility toits museumns, libra- Miss Clara I. Colburne, A.B., Miss Martha K. Humphrey, A M.,

ties, concerts, ete. Small enough to be a real home, Principals, 164-168 West 75th Street, New York City.
large enough to be a " Real School.”  Strong
Music Department.  Special courses in dancing, —— e e e
clocution, art and houschold management. THE KNGK SEHOOL

Formerly at Brarclif Manor. Country School for Girls. 40 min-
utes from New Vork City.
Mrs. Russell Houghton, Principal,
Box 3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York.

Pupils enter college upon its own certificate.

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

BRANTWOOD HALL

Named after John Ruskin's Home, C
fre : ory, G

| RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL
| Intimate Teaching by Scholarly Men
A boarding and day school for bovs 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 King=bridge.

Cathedral School of Saint Mary
Garden City, Loog Island, N. Y.
A School for Girls, 19 miles from New York,  College l

aratory and general courses. Music, Art and Domestic
tualogue on regquest.
| MIss MIRIAM A. BYTEL. Principal. ]

ew York State

BREMESTEAD FOR GIFILS 'I'HE LADY JANE GREY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Diiamond Pt on Like George. New York To 6l the need felt Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, Wellesley, Muuul
b thinking parents for a standard boarding I with moder- Gueneral course. "~|: courzes for High "-Lhuu] eradu-
ate rates, O Preparatory. general and IVE CITSeS, \id\]L and Domestic Science. E‘i{‘l’]JL-I!l\.ﬂ home life.
with domestic cv Outdoor land and water sporte The Misses Hyde and Ella Virginia Jones, AB.,
Miss Clara Christiane Dulon, Princ Box 110 CNUY
CHAPPAGQUA MOUNTAIN INSTITUTE IRVING SCHOOL FOR Boys
A Frends” School [ I=, 25 miles from New York., Separite % et Eram, Mew: York th it IR foth
Je it AT - Sire ol H hite 4fl!h yoir, | o5 miles r 01 ew Yor I||.. T |L.|Ju‘]n‘:::1 \ Irving "' country. Bt

buile Inug 1004.
ual ine t

70 acres, 500 ft to $4 mary, Preparatory, ucHon
mian, A.M., Head

( urr.rutri vil, Manus || Training, Domestic Science. Kegents' stand- '-'Un: field. - i
ards:  Gympasiom. Horseback riding, Box T, Valhalla, N. Y, Master, Box gog, Termytowns
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Private Schools

New York State (Continued)

The same

enrollment.

timacies—be as carefull
school 1tself,

ards,
immediately.

Qaksmere

Mrs. Merrill's School for Girs
Mamaroneck-on-the-Sound, New York
Telephone: Mancavonich oob

ANNOUNCEMENT

care that a mother exercises in choosing the school for
her daughter is observed at Oaksmere in considering applications for

For, it is just as important that your daughter’s associates—the
girls with whom, and with whose families, she will form life-long in-
Iy selected as the physical equipment of the

The equipment of Oaksmere, and its delightful environment in
fashionable Westchester County, near New York, are approved by the
most discriminating families in this country.
must be the judge of the desirability of the girls whom 1t admits.

But Oaksmere i1tself

While the school has this summer added a neighboring estate of
five acres in order to accommodate the demand for places, it 1s
nevertheless rigidly adhering to the maintenance of its high stand-
Applications for the school year of 1917-1918 should be made

Wintrrep E. Merrirr, Ph.D.

Principal

WALLCOURT

'\h:s f‘,ol:l,mt‘n 5 School for Girls,
Certificate privileye.
ding, hockey, swimming, tennis.
F talogue address

Mrs. Anwa Goldsmith Taylor, A.B., Principal, Aurumonlayu,{\ LA

Eightean acres, new athletiz

College preparatory, general and grad-
Healthful country life and sports,

EASTMAN SCHOOL OF BUSINESS
For nearly sixty years the leader. Thoro training in every busin
Actual practice in required duties, Accounting, Banking,
Secretarial and Teachers' courses.
filty thousand of America’s suc
any weel-day,

essful men.

Open all the year.
Catalog on request.
C

=55 pursuit.
ivil Service,
Eoth sexes. Has trained more than
Enter

C. Gaines, Box 619, Poughkeepsie, N. Y.

Founded 1833

.-".I mllirz_lr}' school
Peeksklll pilh 3 e rcer
Academy
PEEKSKILL, N. Y. ;'3"{“1:‘163;“ q:}:]j

Its certificate is
honored by all
Separate Junior School, o-13.

colleges accepting
certificates. New
$150,000 equip-
ment. Enrcllment

year.

Address John €. Bucher, ADM.
Charles A. Hobinson, Ph.D.
Principals

AWLING
SCHOOL For Boys

Frederick L. Gamage, Headmnster
oy miles from New Vork on Harlem R.
Complete ||||;.|m-m
Thorough preparat for College and
Scientific Schools,
Send for Catalogue A"
PAWLING SCHOOL PAWLING,

N. Y.

INFANTRY
CAVALRY

"NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. Y.
CADET BAND

MODERATE EXPENSES
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS

(Special Rates to good Musicians)
For catalogue write to the Registrar

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States

[n a;;e;ng advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE

16k



Private Schools
New York State (Continued)

MOHEGAN

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL (Military)

'{?Ih year.

Box 61, Mohegan Lake Weslchester CoA. ‘N Y.
oe, Tec > T

reparation for. C

Tigh e S

; 1 uluar-\_ and. Athleti ider competent I

Kelerences as to character required. Tllustrated booklet on request.

A.E. LINDER, A.M., OCHAR, Il. EMITH, A .M., Principals
..e.

gon D E
Offers ;_;lrls a ]'eﬁnr-:d Christian
home while providing them a broad,
liberal education. Healthful, beau-
tiful location, true educational en-
vironment. Academic, Music, Art,

a. Preparatory and Home-making

Courses. Suburban to New York.

% a 4oth year. Separate school
¥\ for younger girls,. Write

for catalog and book of

school views. Box 105,

Clara C. Fuller, Frinciful

Martha J. Naramore,
Aszo. Prin,

DREW SEMINARY FOR YOUNG
WOMEN

A moderately rmced school beautifully located 40 miles
from New York City. Its aim is to encourage thor-
ough scholarship, to establish habits of neatness and
promptness, and to teach each girl moderation and
sell-poise.  General and Special courses. College cer-
tificates, Fully equipped for zll sthletics. Write or
call for catalog.
Robert J. Trevorrow, DD, President,
Box 611, Carmel, New York.

Eden

On - the - Hudson
A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

In the Highlands Foughkeepsie, N. Y.
Three modern buildings, 12 acres,in view of
river and mountains. Elective studies, Pre-
N paratory, finishing and two-vear collegiate
Y courses. Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic
Science, No entrance examinations. Qut-
deor sports and recreation. Riding, physical
i culture, dancing, socialtraining. Two
o

=]

hours from New York., Address for
booklet, mentioning this magazine,
FREDERIC MARTIN TOWNSEND, Ph. D, Direclor

ASCADILLA

Casecadilla, offers a thorough scholastic
training, congenial living and unsurpassed
opportunities for physical development.
Beautiful situation
near Cornell. Small
classes. Prepares
for all colleges and
business life. Cer-
tificate privilege.
Athletic field, Ree-
reation building,
Gymnasium, Navy
outfit of rowing ma-
chines, shells, ete,
Registration 1910-14
from 36 states and 13
foreign countries.
Terms 2675 to 2775,
Catalogue free.
W. 0. FUNKHOUSER, AM,
Principal, Box 110, lthaca, M. Y,

Tecreation Building

nod Crow

AUGBY SCHOOL FOR BoYys

Country site. New dormitory and school buildings. Gymna-
sium. Small classes—personal attention for every boy. Strong
faculty. Sends 25 boys to college yearly. Highest efficiency at
lowest cost.  Home for young boys. Rates but $350 and $400.
Address Frank R. Sherman, Director, Syracuse, New York.

ELMIRA COLLEGE
Mother of American colleges for women.
courses with degree: arls, science, secretarial, social =cience,
home economics, music. Strong representative faculty. z2o-acre
campus with six buildings. Three additional buildings under
construction. Address The Registrar, Elmira, N. Y.

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

Scarsdale, Westchester County, New York.

Chartered 1855, Siz

EMMA WILLAARD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

103d year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. Four new fireproof build-
ings, the gift of Mrs. Russell Sage. Preparatory, General and Special
Courses. Certificate privileg Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science.
Cymnasivm with swimming Catalogue on request.

Miss Eliza Ke,lms Fh.B., Pnnclp«-l, Tm}. :\ew York.

REFTON SCHOOL FOR VOUNGEH Boys
Bridges the gap between home and the larger school. Healthiul,
invigorating athletic sports encouraged. Every facility of home
and school. House Mother. Private farm insures pure food.
Summer camp. Address O. C. Roach, Headmaster, Box C-3,
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. ¥.

ST. PAUL'S SCHooOL
1|._ althfully located in beautiful Garden City,
New York. Buildings completely equipped.
1 athletic fields, | rcputs for any College or scientific
a de ment. ATOWER SCHOC
Y or inform, IuII and Catalog address
Walter K. Marsh, Headmaster, 165 Stewart Ave., Garden City, N. Y.

Long Island, 18 miles from
Gymnasium, swimming pool,

1. Competent
SR YOUNGER

Russell Sage College
of Practical Arts

Founded by Mrs. Russell Sade in connection
with Emma Willard School.
Designed for the vocational and professional
training of women. Secretarial Work, House-

hold Economics and Industrial Arts. Courses
of two or four years will be offered, Special
students admitted. Address Secretary,

Russell Sage College of Practical Arts. Troy, New York

In answering advertisements ple;c mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE
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New York State (Continued)

The Manlius Schools

St John's School, Manlius, offers the most successful application of
the military principle to preparation for college, technical school or

business. For 12 years ranked by U. S. Government as * Honor
School.”™ 15 buildings, 120 acres, 11 miles from Syracuse.

Ferbeck Hall—a separate school for boys from 8 to 14, fitting for
St. John's or any other college preparatory school.  Summer Mililary
Camp with extraordinary advantages now in session. Send for cir-
cular.  Address

General WILLIAM VERBECK, President
Box G, Manlius, New York

L ] Military .
St. John’s %i5 ye deminary
For Manly Boys

Quick and thorough preparation for college A GIRLS' SCHOOL
and business. High standard academic work.
College Certificate privilege. Boys taught how One hour from New York. Diploma for college
oty olvidonl nsrucion sall e prepsratory and gencral cours ;
“lose personal relatic r ac ST SR ek .
and pupils. Beneficial Military Training. Phys- l(.ertlhgdlt\ti prll_} I}(',gi £ trdSSdr'lblT‘;lEh Welles
ical Culture and Athletics under competent di- ey sl i DIXOKE. nusua;, advantages in
rector. ‘Manly sports encouraged. Gymnasium Music, Domestic Science. Physical training,
and Drill Hall, Swimming Pool, Fine Athletic riding and outdoor sports.
Field, Junior Hall, a separate school for boys
under thirteen. Write for catalog. Mrs. LIFE THE MISSES STOWE

Rev. William Addison Ranney, AM., Ph.D., Principal Eeinciphie
Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. Rye, New York

Mount Pleasant Academy ||| Mrs Dows School Bor Cids

Founded 1814

ilitary School in the country except West Point. Separate For Ci.l’CulEu“ addrﬁss
ing hoys. Summer camp in the Berkshires under Mr.
nal charge. Mount Pleasant believes in a school which so Mr M EI D - .
trains its that, whatever danger threatens, they will be able and 5. at—g - Owl prmCIP&I,
eager, honestly and effic m]ly to contribute their share n)wal t\hc N gk
of their country, t families and their [» t o this 1
protection of their country, ther families and their property i DBriarcliff Manor, NY.

fount Pleasant, butthers is also persistent

end t hard study a
phy 1 training and life in the open, rhft’e is nifle practice, shelter
t:mulnli practice marches with all the experiences of real camp ]u—
Waork and play are both thorough,  Cur diploma admits to Wes

without evnmlumm l or Flstory of our Centennial L:J—L;rdtluh

er literature, adc

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

KYLE SCHOOL
For Boys. 22 miles from New York. Beautiful location, over-
looking the Hudson, Ages 8 to 18 Military drill. Unsurpassed
advantages in German. 26 years under present principal
Dr. Paul Eyle, Box 57, Irvington-on-Hudson, New York.

M assachusetts

MiSS CHURCH'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

College Preparatory and General Courses. Advanced work for | MISS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS

older girls. Domestic Science. Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal,
Schoolhouse, 6 Gloucester Street | Boston, Mas 4 Arlington Street, Boston, Maas,
Residence, 401 Beacon Street § oo =2
""(‘353 ?"'“"Tml'-""l:"'z's 5'”1‘“'" FOR GI')“"st LELAND POWERS SCHOOL OF THE SPOKEN WORD
eneral, special and college preparatory courses. Domestic sci- 5 o it U s o o
ence. Music. Lanpuages—native teachers. Simplicity—sincerity [&rﬁli}!.;gos!ulf;f;::spﬁ -iL,;Er:l:-lltuhala&:'.uI]E:::—oc:lf;;ﬁgl-‘:‘:.ﬂl.rea?btlmuhl“ I
—thoroughness. Horseback riding, skating, outdoor and indoor ‘Fhe Priacipal, Upper Feoway Bt M

recreation. The Fenway, 28. Boston, Mass.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNFEﬁ'S_MAGAZINE 17



M
3s5th wear.  New commodious echool building, Gymnasium,

College preparatory and general courses, Advanced coursss for
high school graduates,

Private Schools

Massachusetts (Continued)

: . & - :
& = — =
DUXBURY, MASS. BY THE SEA
38 miles from Boston, 4 buildings. Concrete residence. Gymnasium. _Athletic
fields. Cinder track. Swimming, boating, skating, tennis, all sports. The most
expert physical training for those that need it most. Something to do in play
or work every hour of the day., Everything is bent toward developing self-
mastery. Thr-rrun:h preparation for collese or business, Upper and lower schools.
Summer camp, Send for illustrated bookiet.
RALPH K. BEARCE, A.M., H + 45 King C Road

1SS GUILD AND MISS EVANS' SCHOOL CHAUNCY HALL SCHoOOL
Established 1828. Prepares boys exclusively for Massachusetts In-
a specialist.  Franklin T. Kuort, Principal, 557 Boylston Street

i . Copley Sq. ston, Mass: .
20 Fairfield St. and 200 Commonwealth Ave., Boston. (Copley 5q:),Hostan, Mastachisetis,

|
Domestic Science. Languages—native teachers. Music, Art. ‘ stitute of Technology and other scientific schools, Every teacher
|

AMERICAN SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION

SCHOOL OF THE MUSEU M OF FINE Two wears’ thorough training in essentials of Educational Gym-

415t vear begins Oct. and.  Imstructors: Drawing and Painting—

nastics and Manual Therapy.  Scientific and interesting system.
ARTS Much individual attention, Students notably enthusiastic. Our
aim—Only the best for our girls,

Trank W. Benson, Philip L. Hale, F. A. Bosley, W. James, L. P. | _ Dr Mary R. Mulliner, Director, 49 St. Botolgh St., Bastan, Mass.

Thompson, R. McLellan; Modeling—B. L. Pratt; Design—H.
Elliott, H. H. Clark, G. J. Hunt, Miss A. J. Morse, Miss M. €.
Sears. Prizes, Scholarships and Traveling Scholarships. For
circular, address

EMERSON COLLEGE OF ORATORY

Largest School of Oratory, Belles-lettres and Ped-
agogy in America. Summer Session. 36th year
opens Sept. zsth.  Address Harry Seymour Ross,

Alice F. Brooks, Manager, Boston, Massachusetts.
Dean, Huntington Chambers, Boston.

HOUSE IN THE PINES

Norton, Mass, 40 minutes from Boston

Extensive grounds and pine groves. Athletic fields fo ra]!c-uh[oors.prp=
Tutermediate and academic courses. Languages—
i Imlln"r sewing, dressmaking, ml]lmer\ embroidery,
||c|ur3|||g cooking and serving of meals, marketing, food values and th: care
I the nume Every attention, not only to habits of study, but to each girl’s health and happiness.

MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal

Horseback rid-

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Only small, separate college for women in Massachusetts, (30 BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN
miles from Beston. )  g-year course. A.B. degree. Faculty of men t14th year opens September 13th. Thirty miles from Boston.
and women. z-year diploma course for high school graduates. Address the Principal,
15 buildings. 100 acres. Endowment. Catalog. Miss Laura A. Enott, A M., Bradford, Massachusetts,

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

WiLBRAHAM ACADEMY WALNUT HILL SCHOOL

Fits boys for life and [or college work. Equipment and 23

3 A Call P tory Schoo s, i ston.
school farm valued at $250.000. Maderate rates, limite cliege Preparatory School for Gids. %y miles from Boston

40 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic Fields, 4 Buildings. Gym-

ment. Gaylord W. Douglass, Headmaster, Bex 203, Wilbraham, nasium. Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, 1o Highland
Maszachusetts. Street, Natick, Mass.

THE MARY A. BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Established by Miss Burnham in 1577, Situated opposite Smith MISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

College campus, College [:np.:ruL.nv Coinsesbiicnbacatent For many wvears known as * The Burnham School.”

ting to Smith, Wellesley and Vassar. Special courses with diploma. 4oth year opens September, 1o16.

Domestic science, new gymnasium, supervised athletics. Out-of- Correspondence should be addressed to

door tennisand baskel ball. Correspondence should be addressed to Miss B. T. Capen, Principal. Northampton, Mass,

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

Rogers Hall School &%

38 minutes from Boston Faces Rogers Fort Hill Park
Thorough preparation for college.  Advanced courses for graduates of high

= omestic Science, Hanlhrr'\fkf- Music, Art. Large grounds for out-
sports.  Experienced instructors in charge of all athlcl.u.s New Gym-
nasivm and Swimming Pool.  For catalogue address

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

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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B M(IS.T(]C/?HS&*)‘S (Continued )

LASELL SEMINARY Fer Young Women

Lasell offers regular, college-preparatory and
special courses, music, art and elocution. Tt
gives exceptional training in all phases of
home economics, including food values, mar-

school, surrounded by places of historic in-
terest and near Boston with its many advan-
tages, its music and art, gives unusual op-
portunity for general culture. Twenty acres,

twelve buildings, gymnasium, swimming
pool. Tennis, boating, basketball, horseback
riding, field hockey, skating.

keting, cooking, the art of entertaining, house
furnishing and management, sewing, dress-
making and millinery.

The location of the

]

For catalogue address
G. W. WINSLOW, Ph.D.,
Principal, 110 Woodland Road
Auburndale, Massachusetts
Ten Miles from Boston

THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Founded in 1886.
Residence, modern, separate buildings. Academic.
paratory. Art. Gardening. Swimming. Athletics. Ruth Coi
Head Mistress, 36—40 Concord Ave., Cambridge, Mass.

THE SARGENT SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION
Established 1831, Largest school for physical education in the
world. General and special courses prepare for healthy woman-
hood. Send for booklet.

Dr. D. A Sargent, 26 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass.

Resident and day pupils. Schoolhouse and
College pre-

t,

Sea Pines is the recognized pioneer School of Personality
Happy home life; personal attention and care. Students inspired
by wholesome and beautiful ideals of efficient womanhood. The Cape
climate 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, charac-
ter 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 Personality Diplomas introductory to definite service. All
branches of study under experienced and enthusiastic instructors.
For boolklet and further information, address

Rev. Thomas Bickiord, A.M., Miss Faith Bickford, Principals, P. 0. Box G,

Brewster, Cape Cod, Massachusetts

SEA
PINES

School of Person-
ality for Girls

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Private Schools
Massachusetts (Continued) .

FOR GIRLS \

We send students to Vassar, Wellesley, Smith,
Mt. Holyoke, Univs. of Mich., 1ll., Cal., Minn.,
and other colleges on certificate. Many girls,

however, after leaving high school, do not
Ou wish to go to college. But often they desirc
n advanced work in a new environment with com-
petent instructors, and to select studies best meet-
g their tastes and interests,

We offer just these opportunities. Students
a take English or Literature, but the course other-

wise is elective. All subjects count for diploma.
Graduation from high school not necessary
for entrance. No examination required.

Special work in voice, pians, viclin, cello, harp and pipe
organ, with eminent Boston masters.
c 00 trbpelpoequipned. solloch ew tuiding (6 i ol wils
new pipe organ; gymnasium and swimming pool.

All outdoor sports. All the apportunities of Boston
in Music, Art and historical associations are freely used.
Domestic Science, Art, Elocution.
. . . -
mlles from A girl, after leaving grammar school, can begin her
Boston studies at Moaunt lda and continue them untl she has an
cducation equivalent 1o two years in College, taking
through her whole course an elective program.
There are some rooms with hot and cold water. Students
for 19g16—17 are being accepted in the order of their applications.

Exceptional opportunitic
with a dg':‘rgi.'if.l‘.xf i.,rrr:( ;".‘_,frj. 88 SUMMIT ST., NEWTON, Mass.

Send for New Year Book

| S
DEAN ACADEMY

Young men and young women find here a home-like atmosphere,
thorough and efficient training in every department of a broad

THE CONCORD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS culture; a loyal and hclpj’ul school spirit.  Liberal endowment
Will open in Seplember on Ponkatasset Hill, beyond the old permits liberal terms, $300-8350 per year. Special Course in
North Endge; nineteen acres of land, ample playgrounds, Sanita- Domestic Science.  For catalogue and information address

tivn directed by Andrew D). Fuller, sanitary engineer. Alterations Arthur W. Peirce, Litt.D., Principal, Franklin, Mass.
directed by James H. Ritchie, architect College Preparatory
and Advanced Courses. Country Boarding and Dav School.
Miss Marianna Woodhull, A M., Principal, Concord, Mass, |

MISS FAULKNER'S HOUSE OF EDUCATION

For the Training of Gentlewomen, from Eight to Eighteen.  Pre-
pares for any college. Dedbam, Mass.

A School Coaege Certificate
= Abbot Academy 5

23 Miles General Course
from Boston ANREXE? IT:ASS' Household Science
; . . . e felde Sicomodern buildings
ekt s 17 CeRilta i 2 CHATactir,. Lofie, Lieanderal Iost aree | SHERIShER rertion
MIss BEI

Durnmer Acade_tny

South Bytield } Massachusells
'f::__‘lh year. 35 miles from Boston. 330 acres 8 buildings. A boys' lnn.u'-imy and day schaool, small and democratic,
Your son—naot the class—the unit. Pr tion for col ind technical schoels 1_,\111n'1~n.u|1 Athletic ficid. Tennis

L
ond.  Salt-waler spo

. I lf'nrc'. for needs of boys from g fo 14, Just eompleted,  Only 12 boys admitted.
MDO(]V "0“59- Lessons, play and home life carefully planned, correlated and supervised in healthful, comfortable

surroundings. For catalog and othier infarmation address
CHARLES S. INGHAM, Ph.D., Headmaslier, South Byfield, Mass.

courts.  New golf cours Heackey
New building

a0 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Massachusetts (Continued)

WORCESTER
ACADEMY

A School Where Boys Get
Knowledge Outside of Books

ORCESTER ACADEMY, on a sightly em-

inence at the city's edge, is distinctly a
practical school. Its boys are in an atmosphere
of accomplishing things. The relations between
the school and the many industrial and technical
plants in the city keep boys in touch with modern
business and inspire them with the spirit of progress,

MNew Gymnasium.

Each of the three courses of study prepares boys
for college. The school occupies the middle ground
between the high school and college.  Boys are
taught self-control and sell-reliance, but all whole-

Campus, Buildings.

some restraint is not withdrawn.  Students are
not exposed to the evil of lack of restraint as in
colleges and universities.

The boys learn how 1o choose friends and
estimate character by coming in contact with boys
from many states. Over 20 states and 1() countries
represented in the school. It is a typically demo-
cratic school where the individual worth of each
boy counts.

Play is not neglected.  Boys are
and to engage in all manly sports.
and swimming pool costing more
extensive in arca and complete in equipment, was
finished in November, 1915. Athletic fields and
tracks cover 12 acres. Athletic contests regularly
arranged with other New EFngland schools.

taught to swim
A gymnasium

than $100,000,

offered.
For catalogue and particulars address
D. W. ABERCROMBIE, LL.D., Principal

97 Providence St,, Worcester, Mass,

School rates are low for advantages

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

"FIF.'ETHA\.'EN "

The
association between
Art, Music, Lan-
'\I.n.]..n Mass.

miles from Boston.
tluable
Preparatory,
. Seabury,

A school in the country for girls, 33
limited number of pupils permits in
teacher and student.  College
guages, Science,  Miss €

education. Cultivation of pleasing |)t_r‘cu'|1[ILIL-| emphasized.
household arts course.

of opera. lectures, recitals, theatres, etc. 27th year.

The MacDuﬂle School for Girls

SPRINGFIELD, MASSACHUSETTS
A school with general and college courses which equips for ﬁf—\unll tI|1L|L~ while furnishing a liberal, practical
nglish
Gymnasium, teanis, horseback riding, swimming

Modern Languages, Art, Music, Full
Close enough to city to afford privileges

SCHOOL OF HOUSECRAFT, on plan of the English schools, develops efficiency and poise in household
management. Resident pupils in separate house conduct household under trained teachers.

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

'—TILNACRE—

A Country School for Young Girls

From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age

Quincy Mansion School
FOR GIRLS

WVWollaston, Massachusetis

In historic Quincy. DBeautifully located six miles
from Boston. Attractive estate, Ample grounds
for outdoor recreation, Artificial lake for boat-
ing and skating. Three fine buildings. Large
library, Gymnasium.  Special and graduate
courses of study. Advantages in Art, Music and
Languages, Certificates for college. Large corps
of experienced teachers. For Year Dook address

Mrs. HORACE M. WILLARD, Principal

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

MISS HELEN TEMPLE COOKE
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass.

In answering advertisements please rIEiD;I SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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Pc;m sylvania

Miss Cowles’ School &3 Mercersburg Academy\
(Highlﬂnd Hall) Mercersburg, Pa.

Hollidaysburg, Pa.
Miss Emma Milton Cuwler. A_R., Head of S5chool.

ATM OF THE F(‘]IiNiL —& thorough pbyeical, meotal and morsl

trainiog for college or b

— A mant v tope of self-reliance under Chr
it niversities, Persopal attention to e Iu i
unlry, e the western glope of the fam
t et eautiful sod JJL:JlIl]ul

anl complete,  Maoguificent

Write for catalowun asnd
WILLIAN NAMN IRVINE, LL, D, #TLe Spirit of Mercershure, ™'
Headmasier, Aox 104

New
Gymnasium

| PENNSYLVANIA

Ogon 4 SChOOI MILITARY COLLEGE

“Th

- 5 t
M c P West P:int T]"alﬂs Meﬂ Pr:;::l:ry
ontgomery Co., Penna. of the to Command . Scbodl for

Younger Boys
Crack Cavalry, Artillery and
Infantry. United States Army
officer detailed.  Best equip-
ment. All athletics. Degrees
in Arts, Scilence, Chemistry,
Civil Engineering, Economics
and Finance. Superior sclio-
lastic, phyvsicaland moral train-
ing to develop superior men.

Col Charles E. Hyatt, Commandant
Box 509, Chester, Pa, The BEST lsn't too good for YOUR son.

T - . 1 1"
FOUNDED IN 1850 Kifitone St
A country school for
yvoung ladies. Near Phila-
delphia and New York.
Jay Cooke estate, 65 acres.

MISS ABBY A. SUTHERLAND
PRINCIPAL

T RY
EECMISSES KIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATO AMBLER ACADEMY
=k e ) W callege prepar An ezclusive and high cluss English boarding and day school for
ool life, FPrepares espe | girls.  Sixteen miles from Philadelphia.  Preparatory to any
ity of eight teachers. Cutdoor college.  Principal, Elizubeth A. Armour, Ambler, Pa.

ot Boyn 1

PRI N ; : -
MISS SAYWARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Suburb of Philadelphia. College preparatory and special courses. |

Certificate to leading colleges. Music, Domestic Science. Physical

training, outdoor sports, horseback nnlmg swimming. Develops i

character, mind and body. | THE W_ILKES ! BARRE 'NS-NTUTF -

Miss S, Tanet Savward, Principal, Overbrook . Pennsylvania. Sixty-Third year. Boarding and Day School for Girls. Certifi-

e A 2 — cate Privileges. Prepares for Bryn Mawr. General and Special

MAPLEWOOD

Courses.  Has its
| For catalogue addr
| The Secreta

vn Farm, thus insuring pure food products,

78 South Franklin St., Wilkes-Barre, Pa.

Training.
Terms mod
1. Principal

The Birmingham School
FOR GIRLS Inc.) Founded
P —————— 1853

Healthful, invig-
S oraling location
§ amid picturesque
& surrcundings. 100
g cres of park land.
=ix modern, hume-
]ikc ]\Iuldnlgh 75

ﬂe BALDWIN SCHOOL

A Coutey School for Girls Biva Masvis P The Mountain School’' =% 1% Eachiit il

0 ft I \ i s Smith, ough college preparation ; also courses for gu'ls not going to
1 : ege  Music, dancing, practical domestic science, phys-
ical work in gymnasium and athletic field under a trained
tirector,  New gymnasium, swimming pool, sleeping porch. O
Main Line of Penna. K. R., between I'h a.i;lphla and Pittsburgh.
Jifustrated catalogies free on regucs

: e a | A. R. GRIER, President, Box 105, Blru-:;nghnm, Pa.
22 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Prrvate Schools

Pennsylvania (Continued)

School for hoys, 40 miles from Philadelphia. Prr-parct. for
College, Technic: 1 School and Business, Music, Oratory,
Agriculture, Unexcelled record for Scholarship in
leading Colleges and Universities. Carnezie Li-
brary. Gymnasium and 20-acre Athletic Field. Deve\op-
ment of character and training for efficient service the
highest nim. Separate Junior School in new cottage,
with personal care. Rates #350 to 2450. Resident nurse.
Scholarships. For catalog address the Prineipal,
OSCAR S. KRIEBEL, D.D., Box 101, Pennsburg, Pa.

KISKIMINETAS SPRINGS SCHOOL
For Boys. Endorsed by every American University. Individual
plan of work for each boy. College preparatory course and a
goud training for business life. Special course in agriculture.
cientific physical care. Pure water, good food. 200 acre farm.
A school of character. 20th year opens Sept. 1gth. Write for
catalog. Kiskiminetas Springs School, Dept. 14, Saltsburg, Pa.

THE SPIERS JUNIOR SCHOOL

(For boys 8 o 16.) Faculty chosen, home life with headmaster, work and
play planned for the young boy—to give hin sht start and foundation for
his future life. Number limited, enabling ers to study and cultivate
each boy into a worker, In exclusive suburban section near Philadelphia.
Mark H. C. Spiers, Headmaster, Box 262, Devon, Fa.

The Harcum School

FOR GIRLS

For Girls wanling college preparation a thor-
ough course is offered.

For Girls not going to college the school offers
special opportunitics to pursue studies suited to
their tastes and needs.

Bryn Mawr, Pa.

For Girls desiring to specialize in Music
or Art, there are well-known artists from New
York and Philadelphia as instructors for Piano,
Singing, Violin, Violoncello, Harp, Chamber Music,
Painting and Drawing.

TFull advantage is taken, under careful supervision,
of Opera, Concerts, Theatre, Art Exhibits and other
educational opportunities of Philadelphia.

Tn Bryn Mawre, the beautiful college town, 10 miles
from Philadelphia. Stone building, sunny rooms,
home life, large grounds, hockey, tennis, basket-
ball, riding. Catalog.

Mrs. Edith Haicher Harcum, B.L. (Pupll of Leschetisky)
Head of the School

Miss E. Beairice Daw, B.A., M.A.
Associate Head of the School

SPRINGSIDE

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

\The Misses Shipley’s School |

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College i
Instruction: Individual instruction of limited number of
pupu]s by spemaljsna in all departments. An average of one
teacher to every six girls. Two resident French teachers,
Courses: College Preparatory and Academic. Thorough
preparation for Bryn Mawz, Vassar, Smith, Wellesley.
Situation: In healthful suburb, with the special educa-
tional and social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn
Mawr College.

Building : Specially designed Colonial building, with every
improved appointment for homelike comfurt. New classrooms,
Athletics: Supervised, indoors and outdoors, by resident
English Director, New gymnasium.

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

The Secretary, Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pa.

ST. LUKE’S SCHOOL

** A thorough and honest schaol, the kind of school to which sen-
sible parents desire to send their sons.”"—BISHOP WHITAKER,
SITUATION: Healthful, naturally beautiful, and free from

undesirable influences. New buildings. 30 acres on the
Radnor Hills.

SIZE: Limited in number of boys in order that special at-
tention may be given to each boy’s health, morals, scholar-
ship, and comfort, yet large enough for the hroadening
influence of [ellowship with boys from many States,

METHODS : The reinement of the home-life and the care-
ful individual instruction by experienced teachers produce
scholarship and culture.

ATHLETICS: Closely supervised by specialists. Large
athletic field, tennis courts, gymnasium, swimming pool.

For detailed information and illustrated cotalogue address
CHARLES HENRY STROUT, A.M., Headmaster

Wayne, Pennsylvania
{14 miles from Philadelphia ou the Main Line, Pennsylvania To R,

Chestnut H111 Academy

A Country School St. Martins, Chestnut Hill,
for Boys Pennsylvania
11 miles from Philadelphia. Of last year's graduating class, 14 entersd
college, 12 without conditions. 12 acres park land. Separate room for
each boy. Doctor and trained nurse in attendance.

Upper and Lower Schouls for boys from 7 upwards,

prepacation is that governing entrance Lo Harvard, Yale, ete.

Rt. Rev, PHILIP M. RIIINELANDER, Pres. Board of Trustees,

JAMES LAWSON PATTERSON, Headmaster.

Standard of

Miss Marshall’s School

A general and college-preparatory school for girls, com-
bining the charm of beautiful suburban surroundings
with the educational advantages of Philadelphia, 20
minutes away. Campus of 4 acres, lake on school
grounds, all seasonable outdoor and indoor athletics,
Teacher for every 6 girls,

insuring rapid progress.
Art, Music, Expression,
Domestic Science.
Catalog and book
of views on request.

Miss E. 5. Marshall,
Principal,
Qak Lane, Phila.,
Penna.

Main BUILDING

|
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BISHOPTHORPE MANOR

'Iil‘.hnp E IIIE.LIiLRT T}\LBOT Visitor

e, ity and vutdosr
1o Certificate rullr tres.  Terms moderate,
3 mation and booklets, addreds

CLAUDE N. \VYANT. Principal
South Bethlehem ennsylvania

Walnut Lane School

Far Girls, coth Year. Box G
GERMANTOWN, Philadelphia

In beautiful historic Germantown; city
and cnuntry advantages. High School Grndu-
ates, General and Collepe Preparatory C r)urscs,
\Iuknr‘ Art, Elocution, Domestic Science, Sewing. Social Life.
Gymopasiam, Tennis, Basketball, Riding, Hockey, Swimming,
Miss S. Edna Johnston, A.B.

New Jersey

of “*book lore.”

Education consists not wholly
Cultured morals, mental ability and physical
fitness are of far greater value in life's under-

taking. These are the traits that Peddie de-
velops in the boy through its wholesome environ-
ment and extensive athletic equipment.

There is a sixtyv-acre campus, lake, cinder
track, bascball and football fields, gymnasium,
swimming pool — in short, just every sort of
athletic encouragement to gladden the heart of

any young American. All of the 300 boys
receive individual training — scientifically de-
termined.

Peddie graduates enjoy certificate privileces
and are remarkably prominent in scholastic and
athletic life at their various colleges,

Woodrow Wilson of Peddie: *“ These

54ys

a school that educates
the boy on all sides

quiet schools, into which so much devotion and
unheralded work go, certainly sustain the edu-
cation of the country, and supply the universi-
ties with some of the most useful material they
get.  We hold Peddie Institute in high esteem
here at Princeton.”

Peddie is an endowed school and so gives more
than its moderate tuition rates would signify.
sStudents are instructed in public speaking, de-
bating and music without extra charge. The
equipment includes fire-proof dormitories, labo-
ratories. library, observatory, etc. The school
15 located at Hightstown, New Jersey — nine
miles from Princeton, on a branch of the Pennsyl-
vania R. R.., between Philadelphia and New
York. Lower School for boys of 11 to 14 years.
Summer Camp. Address Roger W. Swetland,

Headmaster, Box 8-C, for catalog and booklets.

MiSs BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

A country school, 13 miles from New York. College preparatory,
special courses.  Music, Art, Diomestic Arts and Science. c-\mu-
vised physical work in gymnasium and field.  Separate depart-
ment for younger g,ur]: I"alnlog on request,  Address

Migs Lucie C. Beard, Orange, New Jersey,

ST. MARY'S HALL FOR GIRLS
General and College Preparatory Courses
Ciraduate work.  Music, Art, Domestic
nasium.  Outdoor Sports and Riding.

Mrs. Fearnley, Principal, Box 303, Burlington, New Jerscy,

; Two years” Puost-
science, Dancing. Gym-

I
l

LAST-MINUTE HASTE
insa |‘|'|p Thant 4 matter as the selection of a schoal is always to
7 uld find it advantageous to give ample
and determine the proper school.
OLLEGE SERVICE,
SURIBNER'S MAGAZINE,
sog Fifth Avenue, New York.

Ihne in which
SCHOOL

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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1\76 w j ersey (Continued)

Blair Qeademy

Campus of one hundred acres in highland: near Dela-
ware Water Gap. Offers courses leading to a general
education and college or technical school. Imposing

buildings, Athletics, Lake, New Gymnasium with swim-
ming pool, separate floor for basketball, running track
fifteen laps to the mile, i
school.

i You are invited to visit the
toth year. Catalogue.
JOHN C. SHARPE, LL.D., Headmaster

Box N, Blairstown, N. J.

New Gymnasium

Bordentown Military Institute

BORDENTOWN, N. J.

PURPOSE: The individual development of a boy's char-
acter and scholarship for the work of the world in college,
scientific school or business.
FACULTY : A large sympathetic and efficient body of in-
structors. 31 years of experience
INSTRUCTION: Small classes, individual attention. Each
Loy 15 taught how to study.
LOCATION: Healthful location on the Delaware River,
seven miles from Trenton, on the Pennsylvania Railroad.
SCHOOL LIFE: Highstandard of social and moral student
life : Supervised athletics, wholesome food, carefully regulated
daily program of work and recreation and drill produce sound
bodies, capable minds and cheerful dispositions.

{ Rev.T. H. LANDON, A.M,, D.D., Principal

taloe ddress - . L H. . LA LA L p

T { Col. T. D. LANDON, Commandant

FOR BOYS.

WENONAH
Military Academy

12 miles from Philadelphia, in a resi-

dential town with no factories or sa-

loons. Its peculiar combination of

individual and military training has
won high praise. Healthful outdoor life
produces unusually successful athletic
teams. Only N. J. preparatory school
under U, 5. Army detail. Riding school
in connection with Academy. Special
wol for juniors. For catalog address

Dr. Chas. H. Lorence, President

Clayton A. Snyder, Ph.B., Supt.
Wenonch, N. J.

Box 4ou

INGSLEY
SCHOOL

Essex Fells, N. J.

Located in the hills in a region of exceptional healthfulness,

22 miles from New York.
and scientific schools.

Offers preparation for all colleges
The student body is large enough for

strong athletic and other organizations, but small enough so
that individual attention can be given to the mental, moral

and physical development.

A new school building opened

September with spacious study hall, class rooms, physics
and chemistry laboratories, recreation and drawing rooms.
Large gymnasium and extensive athletic grounds. Separate
residence for younger boys with teaching and personal care

adapted to their needs.

Address
J. R. CAMPBELL, A.M., Headmaster

PRINCETON PREPARATORY SCHOOL
College preparatory school for boys over fourteen. Rapid prog-
ress possible because of limited number of pupils (60) and free-
dom 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, Prioceton, N. J.

TR

DWIGHT SCHOOL

FOR GIRLS. ENGLEWOOD, NEW JERSEY

An exceptionally good school, combining the best features of
the college preparatory and finishing school, Domestic Arts and
Seience. Post-gradu . Beautiful
iy ark City. ies acceptad Ly
wsley and Wells: Spacious grou
Gymunasium.  Tenuis, ridig.

==y

Wwel [
Lrames,
Lox 607,

i ¥
Adldress

Miss CREIGHTON and Miss FARRAR, Principals

CARLTON ACADEMY

Upper School for older boys gives thorough preparation for all
colleges. Individual attenfion. 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

ALL THE SCHOOLS

represented 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 may best meet vour needs, write

The School and College Service
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

Fifth Avenue at 48th Streer Mew York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE
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W ashington, D. C.

T Oeon, e o o SEMI NX AR
National Park Seminary g EOF Young Women

- [_m S0t l’ ircle. Lu:]uahl‘u- school life comblined with \\.hnln{_"m
For Young Women Waslnngton, D. C. (Slilbl-lrbﬂ) Py : Two years' course for Hizh School Graduates,
Gener

A condensed collegiate course for grad- Music, f“‘l'.'l.,?."n.":\1‘r,3:rrf5|. i Oalanon et
}:‘“is fOf,l.'f,"Cpafrat(’ry a,'“ll. E"“Jh St‘Chf:.’IS' Eﬁﬂﬁf&cﬂ.‘?ﬁ;in;;lcir;:ﬁflsul ConwecTicuT AVE, WaskingTow, D.C.
test facilities for specialized instruction

in Music, Art, HomepEr.'onomics, Floricul-
ture. No extra charge for Domestic Science || |
diploma course. Thirty buildings. Sixty-
five acres. Outdoor life, small domestic and
social groups. Organized study of Washing-
ton, the most interesting city in America. ‘
Registrar, Bar lllZ National Park Semmary, Forest Glen, Md.

[l.l‘ul' An
iterature on

< e |...u{er1

IMMACULATA SEMINARY
Select suburban school for Girls. Two-year course for High
School graduates. H1gh School <u1tE|; clective courses. ]':iiu
Art, Expression, Domestic Science xlensive campus. Addre
the Secretary, Immaculata Seminary, Wisconsin Avenue, Wash- CHEvVY CHASE S.EM INARY
ington, D, l'__ A school for girls in Washington's most beautiful suburb, Pre-
=== == paratory 511(! finishing courses. Strong departments of Music,
Art, and Domestic Science. Campus of eleven acres and provision
MOUNT VERNON SIEM”*'“HY for all outdoor sports. Artesian water. Catalogue on request,
Boarding School for Girls. College Preparatory and Advanced Mr. and Mrs. 5. N. Barker, P’rmup.ik Washington, D. C.
Courses. Playground of twelve and one-half acres. Mrs. Elizabeth
J. Somers, Principal Emeritus, Mrs. Adelia G. Hensley, Principal,
Washington, D). C.

THE VIAUD SCHOOL FOR YOUNG GIRLS
gth year. Regular and Special Courses, French the language | MISS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL
of the house. Each girl's personality observed and developed. A resident and day school for girle. Mise Lucy Madeira, AR,
Terms $400. Mr. and Mrs. Gustave Viaud, Principals, Hillyer Head Mistress, 1326 rgth St., Washington, D. C
Place and z1st Street, Washington, Ib. C, =

WILSON-GREENE SCHOOL OF MusIC
Endorsed by the Vit
-

THE COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Finishing, High School, and Collegiate courzes for Seminary and High
School graduates. Ar. Expression. Music, Domestic Science, Oit-of
o 5 Hall and Gymnasium. Tennis. Basketball. Golfi Horseback
imming, Certificate l(llll]ls o College.

Mliss Jessie Truman, Associate Principal, 1539 15th 5t Washington, D

orld's grearest musicians, &, plano

+ violin, h mm-n-) %
M

5y
| leaders of V
with the L:L\ 20
| music.
ticdt Ave., \\ ashin

S T'\rlur-u
\\ x_'lllll.‘u]l D.G

! LAST-MINUTE HASTE

in so important a matter as the selection of a school is always to

— - he fie|s|nrl}|| : ]"Jren:js woll:lirj find it advantageous to give ample
time in which to study and determipe the pr hool. School
BRISTOL SCHOOL o R i
. and Coll s J
Elective, Preparatory, and two years’ Collegiate CULIT‘-E‘- Avenue, Ne .I;‘L]r_e CRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, SU0RIiaR
Diploma Courze in e French eTICE '
advants Athletics A, Bris Lu] rincipal, Mi nt-

W
wood Place and 1g9th Street, W “ul.mbtnn D. C

6 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Washington, D. C. (Continued)

Lucm GALE- BAHBER Scuoos_

cial and Fegt

a0 il
e Bhythm

BELCOURT SEMINARY
A\ School iur Girls. College Preparatory and General Courses.
Two-years’ college work. Home Economics. Handsome fire-
proof building. Attractive grounds. Riding, Cross-country Walks
ind Qutdoor Sports. :
Mrs. Mary Burke Somervell, A.M., Principal, Washington, D

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Fireproof building in Cathedral Close of 40 acres. 1oo resident
pupils. College certificate privilege. Music, Art, ‘Advanced and

Special Courses

Tae Bisgop oF WASHINGTON, }

Fresident of the Board of Trustees.

C. McDownaLp, M.S., Principal.

.EN L. WessTER, Ph.D., Academic Head.

‘ Mouant St. Alban, Washington, D. C.

Maryland

Notre Dame

of Maryland
A College for Women

Condueted by the School Sisters of Notre
Dame, to train the body, mind and spirit—
to develop true womanhood, through indi-

vidual instruction.

Located in a beautiful park of 7o acres, affording all forms
of outdoor exercises—rowing, basketball, tennis, hockey
and horseback riding. The college is of freproof con-
struction with all modern appointments,

Regular college courses lead to degrees. Exceptional
npportunities for the study of Music and Art Xper:
instructurs, Lecturers have a national reputation,

Notre Dame Preparatory School

for Girls is for younger students to whom special care and
attention are given. FPrmary, Academic and College
Preparatory Courses.  Physical Training.  For catalogue
containing information address
NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND
Charles St. Ave.
Baltimore, Md.

MOUNT DE SALES ACADEMY OF THE VISITATION
(Established 1852). Catonsville, near Baltimore, Md. Music. lan-
guages, art.  Regular and elective courses. Large, modern build-
ings.  Homelike environment. Bcuullful extensive grounds.
Plenty outdoor recreation. Sisters of the Visitation. For cata-
log address The Directress.

THE GARRISON FOREST SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Md. A country school with all city advar
2V Interme " are [

artment limited. CQutdoor sports encou

e, address

i, Principal, Box A, Garrison, P. O, Me

Garrison (near Baliimore),

K <
s Mary Moncriefle Li ving

s
Mliss

Its Endowment makes possible:
€ A Faculty of university men who are special-
ists in their departments.
QAnenrollmentlimited to boysofhigh character,

YSchool buildings and grounds representing an
expenditure of $1,500,000,

Grmnasium, dthletic Fields, Golf Linki, Suarter-Mile
Track, Batting Uage, Tennis Couris,

Fully equipped Lower School for Little Boys.
Tuition §700

Elaborately illustrated back on request

THomas STockuam Baker, Ph.D., Port Deposit, Md,

e A

Mt

Hark

Taltimore,

College (A.B.
Conservatory of Music
and Tller;\r; subjets fs

Charles We;!eg Gallagher, D.D., Box G, Lu:hervllle. Md

In answering advertisements please

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Indiana

B - - e

HE Culver buildings and equip-

ment already far surpass those of
any other private military school in
the United States,  Yet during the
present summer improvenents and ad-
ditions are being made costing about
$200,000.

These include a splendid new rid-
ing hall, ample for the maneovering
of the Academy’s 65 horses, and a
swimming-pool, to be one of the
largest and finest in existence— )
60x 120 feet. This is four times as large as the average swimming-pool.

Other improvemnents include a 16-target rifle-range and the extension of
the drill and athletic field to three times its present size.

These are merely additions to the equipment which has made Culver mili-
tary training possible on such a scale that the U. S. War Dept. Inspector
reported last vear:

L Tfsar institution gives move and betier mililary instruction than any f
mr_fm . It ds abont as near pevfection as suck an institution can be!

Culver is the school for red-blooded boys who want enough physical and
mental stamina to ask no guarter from anything. For particulars address

HEADQUARTERS C.M.A., CULVER, IND. (On Lake Maxinkuckee)

NOTRE DAME “Wonrtp FauEn "

The University includes the Colleges of Classics, Letters, His-

ROSE POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE tory, Economics. Journalism, Commerce, Architecture, Law, Bi-
A College of Engineering. Courses in Mechanical, Electrical, Civil, ology, Chemistry, Pharmacy, and Engineering ( Civil, Mechanical,
Chemical and Architectural Engineering. Extensive shops, well- Electrical, Mining, and Chemical). gBozud and Tuluon, $400.00

cquipped laboratories in all departments, expenses low. 33d year. a year,

Far catalog containing full information aund professional register Preparatory School for boys over thirteen, $400.00.

of alumni, address C. L. Mees, President, Terre Haute, Indiana. | Primary School for boys under thirteen, $250.00. For Catalogue
| address (specifying department):

| The Itean, Notre Dame, Indiana.

|

TUDOR HALL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS )
Certificate admits to Vassar, Wellesley, Smith, Mt Holyoke, ete. ELMHURST SCHOOL FOR GIRLS, Connersville, R.R. 6, Ind.
Academic courses. Music, Art, Expression, Household Science. Country school where health is considered first.  Outdoor sleeping,
Native French and German teachers. 3o resident. 16 day pupils. study and exercise. Certificate admits to colleges. Number
Miss Fredonia Allen, Ph.B. (Cornell), Principal, 1544 N. Meridian limited. Tuition Sicoo.

Street, Indianapolis, Ind.

Saint Mary-of-the-Woods H ow E
s B s | | sﬁ'i?g"

H[’U\D \RD COURSES leading to Degrees AB.
A TEACHER FOR EVERY TEN BOYS.

and B.S DEPARTMENTS OF EXPRESSION,
HOUSEHOLD ECONOMICS, CONSERVA- 2
TORY OF MUSIC, SCHOOL OF ART. 1z Every Boy Recites Every Lesson Every Day.
buildings, thoroughly eqLiilal_lt'd ;_.{tymnasium i:lnd Boys Taught How To Study.
natatorium, go-acre golf links, riding, etc. for B
Bulleting and Mlustrated Booklet, address Thorough Preparation For College.
Graduates admitted to leading colleges on certificates.
Estate of 150 acres. g fine buildings. Thorough sanitation.
Healthful country life. Beautiful lakes. All athletic sports.

THE REGISTRAR,
Box 110, Saint Mary-of-the -Woods, Indiana.

Separate School for Younger Boys.
For illustrated catalogue address

Saint Mary-of-the-Woods Academy
FOUR-YEAR HIGH SCHOOL COURSE,

Rev. J. H. McKenzie, L.H.D., Rector,

| Box 215, HOWE, INDIANA.

For Bulletins and Tllustrated Booklet, ad-

dress THE SECRETARY, Box 110.

Eoth College and Academy accredited by De-
partment of Education, State of Indiana.

28 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZfEE
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‘irginia

STAUNTON

Military Academy

An Ideal Home School for Manly Boys

375 Boys from 45 Srares last session. Largest
Private Academy in the East. Boys from 10 to
20 years old prepared for the Universities, Gov-
ernment Academies, or Business.

1,600 feet above sea-level; pure, dry, bracing moun-

tain air of the famous, proverbially healthful and beau-

tiful Valley of the Shenandoah. Pure mineral spring

waters. High moral tone. Parental discipline. Military

training develops obedience, health, manly carriage. Fine,

shady lawns, expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming

pool and athletic park. All manly sports encouraged. Daily

drills and exercises in open air. Boys from homes of culture

and refinement only desired. Personal, individual instruction by

our tutorial system. Standards and traditions high. Academy

fifty-six years old. New $200000 barracks, full equipment,

absolutely fire-proof. Charges $380. Handsome catalogue free. Address
COLONEL WM. G. KABLE, Ph.D., Principal, Staunton, Va.

STUART HALL

Formerly

HOLLINS COLLEGE FOR YOUNG WOMEN

Founded 142, Colleze Course ifour years; College Praparatony tiio
3 Al i On an e ol ‘oo ucres in
Brick buildings equipiped tor

inia Female Institute. Fa
5 Ganeral

Fiano, Violin,
incleding pi
Catalogue.

Jane Celston Howard, A.B. (Bryn Mawr), Frincipal, Staunton, Va,

d Expressi ;
Cq.n -slu.'- and held melL wider trained Darecror.

+ Hox gagt Hollins, ¥

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES THE MASSANUTTEN QCADEMY
Established 1852, Term begins Sept. 14th.  Inthe beautiful and For Boys. Inculcates finest hame traditions of the Old Dominion.
historic Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. Unsurpassed climate, Healthful location, beautiful Shenandoah Valley, 100 miles from
maodern equipment.  Students from 35 states.  Courses: Collegi- ; Prepares for college, technical schools and business;
ate (3 years); Preparatory (4 years). with certificate privileges music, athletics.  Limited to roo boys. $300.  Address

Music, Art, and Domestic Science. Catalog. Staunton, Va. | Howard J. Benchoff, A. M., Headmaster, Bux 14, Woodstock, Va.

5 THI:, ACADEMY—I lHr oIS courses preparatory to the

THE COLLEGE— Oﬁ'ers a four-year course leading 1

the degree of A.B. Situated 1oco feet high in the foot-  college and general courses '\1_u~:_L and Art.  Health
hills of the Blue Ridge Mountains on an estate of 3000 conditions unsurpassed, On main line of Southern Rail-
acres. Modern equipment. Enrollment limited to 300 road.  11th year l.leglznes September 20, 1916,  For catalog
students, Art, Music, Domestic Science. and book of views address

The Secretary, Sweet Briar College, Sweet Briar, Virginia.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE - 9
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For Boys and Youué Men. Front Royal, Virdinia

A branch of the Randolph-Macon System. Liberal gifts make unusual advantages possible.
Fquipment cost $100,000. Prepares for College or Scientific Schools. " Gymnasium, physical
culture and outdoor sports. Terms, $325. 25th session opens September 19th, 19T6. For
catalogue and illustrated pamphlet, address

CHARLES L. MELTON, A.M.. I’rinmpal Box 408, Front Royal, Virginia

Virginia College
FOR WOMEN ROANOKE, VA.

One of the leading Schools in the South. Modern buildings.
Extensive campus. Located in the Valley of Virginia, famed for
G = o bealth and beauty
of scenery. Elec-
tive, Prepara-
tory and Col-
lege Courses.
Music, Art, Ex-
pression, Do -
mestic Science.
Athletics.
Students from 3z
States. For cata-
logue address

Mile. Léa M. Bouligny, Box 30, Warrenton, Va. MATTIE P. HARRIS, President, Roanoke, Va.
Mrs. Gertrude Harfis Boatwright, Vice-FPres,

Warrenton Country School
For Young Girls

|[‘L

Beautifully situated in the foo of Virginia
near Washington, D. C.  Offers college prepara-
tory and special courses. French, the l:mgu'\g' of
the house, The school is planned to teach girls
ti study, to bring them nearer nature and to in-
culcate habits of order and economy. No extras.

FAUGUIER INSTITUTE
For girls and young ladies. The 57th session begins Sept. 28th, ST. ANNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS (EPISCOPAL)
rg1h. Situated in Piedmont region of Virginia, 55 miles from College Preparatory, Music, Art and Modern Language depart-
Washington. A limited and thorough home school. Modern ments. Large campus, modern buildings. Tlustrated Catalogue.
buildings, s-acre campus. Moderate rates. Catalog. Miss Miss Mary Hyde DuVal, Principal, Charlottesville, Virginia.
Nellie V. Butler, Principal, Box 32, Warrenton, Va.

SOUTHERN COLLEGE
istoric Junior College.
Social Training. Two.y
Art, EIpn:mun

EASTERN COLLEGE
Co-Ed. 30 m. from Washington, D. C. A 20th Century College. f'lm: new
buildings. Standard A B. course, Also two.year degree courses in Lit., Ped.,
Diam, Exp ss fur high schoal ;:l:ldull_a “I.PCHJ[’
d

Miusic adamy for boys and girls.  Equipmen
eri. ic Spo Jealthful country hfe. ‘\1 KO hl = .
rates. . H | I\J I[J Pres,, Box 153, Moaudssas, Virginia, riliur Kyle Davis, A, M.

[//moz:

MONTICELLO SEMINARY.GODFREY,ILLINOIS

Junior College for Yound Women
Academy for Girls. Certificate courses in Music, Art, New dcademic and . 4dmin- —
Diomestic ~ Science, Expression. Limited enrcllment jgratipe Building at
$125,000 new equipment. life .emphasi ; =
B all, Hockey, Tennis, Golf, Baseball,
Gymnasium, Swimming Pool. Roof Garden for pt
exercise and recreation purposes vear opens mid-
September.  Catalog =

MISS MARTINA C. ERICKSON, Priocipal, Godirey, [linois.

Annex to Gymnasium, conlaing:
Gymnasium proper,
Swimming Pool,

Roof Garden.

THERE'S A TYPE OF SCHOOL

THE_UNIUERSlTY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS or one individual school that will best it the individuality ot
Certificates to Vassar, Smith, and Wellesley Colleges. Boarding | your boy or girl. Study the Schools. Obtain their catalogues,
and day pupils.  For Year Book write Better still, visit the schools personally if at all possible, The
Miss Anna B. Haire, Principal, reob | Shore Drive, Chicago. schools will welcome your visit

School and Colle

ze Service, SCRIBNER'S MAGCAZINE.
1

20 In ans_wering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAC@NE
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DAN BEARD ScCHoOL

Redding, Conn.  In foothills of Berkshires.  For boge
10 B0 a5, General an daptive cours sunal atle
Naturecraft vnder ¢ s Scout himself. 1n-
| b structive hikes Uil S
Ll Laeut, Marry W, Ba hemia, Fike Co, T

PHELPS SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Removed to charming country estate.
farm. Attractive new residence. Much out-of-door life. Pr
paratory, General, Special courses.  Intermediate sIep.urnu nt.
Miss Florence M. PecL FPrincipal, Hillfield, Mount Carmel, Conn.

125 acres with school

HiLLSIDE
For Girls.  Fou
from New Yo

. Outdow
Marga Hre B., . Hunt Francis,
Principals, ]’n 1:!—( 1—I|Il ‘\'- swwalk, Conn.

BETTS TUTORING SCHOOL
All preparatory subjects on The Old Plan. New Com(_:ra'i}m-
sive Examinations a specialty. Success puaranteed. William J
Betts, M.A, (Yal). Formerly Headmaster of Betts Academy,
Stamiord, Conn.

RUMSEY HaLL
In the Litchfield Hills. A preparatory
schools. Supervised athletics.
Louis H. Schutte, M.A., Headmaster, Cornwall, Connecticut.

school for secondary

THE GATEWAY
A School for Girls. Three buildings. Athletic field. Horseback
riding. Domestic Arts. College preparatory, gent_r il and special
courses. Miss Alice E. Reynolds, Principal, St. Ronan Terrace,
New Haven, Connpecticut.

THE CHOATE SCHoOOL
A New England Preparatory School, with a Lower School for
young boys. A catalogue will be sent uwpon application, with
addresses of those who know intimately the School’s work and
character. §
George C. St John, Headmaster, Wallingford, Connecticut.

Connecticut

lete course
ctual busi-
Schools of busi-
Agricultural

The only sch
rsiness, inclue
emditions,
d finance o

ot fur business |

lege Preparatory courses, f building:
VINNAsium. Athletic fie |||-- L ||u| rotrack.  redlacre
farm.  Mlanual training shops. e soco0s endowment

400 a year Address

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

THE ELY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
In the country, one hour from Mew York City, Grounds twenty-
five acres. Modern cquipment.  Certibcate admits to Col .
General Courses. Studio and Heousehold Arts. New dep:
for Girls under Gitecn entirely separate from upper schoo

e miles (rom
All water
1

Iu:rl- 1% L

Mulford, FhiLb, Ileadmaster, Ridge

SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL

College entrance certificate. General Courses. Household arts
and crafts. g42nd year. Gympasium. Happy spirit of good fellow-
ship he tween teacher and pupil. so-acre school farm. Aiss Emily
Gardner Munro, A.M., Principal, Waterbury, Connecticut,

W isconsin

RACINE COLLEGE SCHOOL
Grammar School and Junior College. Preparatory school for
boys, (ampus of 40 acres on hiph shore of Lake M gan.
Fine gymnasmm and swimming tank. Clay tennis courts, Large
playing field. Sixty-fifth year. Address )
The Warden, Racine College, Racine, Wis,

IN SELECTING A SCHOOL
Parents should visit personally, if possible, the schoal or schools
among which their choice lies. Learn of the school's advantages
at first hand. Talk with the men or women who will have charge
of your boy or girl during the formative period of bis or her life,
The schools will welcome your visit.  School and College Service,
ScrIBNER'S MaGAZINE, New York.

e e = e
Military and Naval Academy
Lake Geneva, Wisconsin
New freproof home on shores of Lake Geneva.
Every known improvement in sanitation, ventila-
tion, heating and lighting,.  Within two hours of

Chicago. Northwestern offers military and  naval
life, and a cultured mid-Western atmosphere.  bSpe-
cial attention given to preparation [or college. Honor
system. * Fixed annual charge, covering board, tui-

tion, uniforms, pocket money.  Outdeor life empha-

sized.  Limited enrollment.  Early correspondence
advisable, Address
Colonel R. P. DAVIDSON, Superintendent

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE i



Private Schools

Canada

- St. Andrewt’

Coronto

Calendar gent on application.

6 College

(anada

FOR BOY
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

Careful Oversight, Thorough Instruction.

Large Playing Fields. Ezcellent Situation.
& RE% D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A.,LL.D.,
Headmaster

Maine

dauzhters.

Waynflete School for Girls

by parents who value thorough work and wholesome pleasures for their
College certificate.
MISS CRISFIELD, MISS LOWELL, PRINCIPALS

Portland, Maine

Outdoor sports.

THE ABBOTT SCHoOL FOR BoYsS
An exceptionally well equipped small school. Every vacancy
filled the past 3 years. College Certificate Privilege. Business
Course. Summer Tutoring School. rsth vear opens Sept. 27.
Terms $3go, ; :
George I, Church, M.A., Headmaster, Farmington, Maine.

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

-R/zode I.r/a_fzd

MOSES BROWN SCHOOL
Upper School—Unique record for entrance preparation and for
success of graduates in college. Studio, manual training, athletics,
gymnasium, swimming pool. Lewer School—Special home care
and training of younger boys. Graded classes. Outdoor sports.
Catalog. Seth K. Gifford, Ph.D., Principal, Providence, B. L.

Vermont

BiISHOP HOPKINS HALL

An endowed school for gisls. 135 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, Vt.

Ohio

MISS KENDRICK'S COLLEGIAT

E SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

paratory and Gener

:, and personal
opporiunities
e to Eastern
k St., Walnut

| M innesota

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

Voacational
Catalogue

_F/m-'ia )

MIiSsS HARRIS' FLORIDA SCHOOL
Boarding-school for limited number of girls
lege preparatory. Outdoor study and cl
tenmis, throughout winter.  For cataloy

Miss Harris" !

Grammar and col-

Arkansas

CRESCENT JUNIOR COLLEGE FOR GIRLS
Limited to 8o girls, 13 to 22 years old. Horseback riding and
outdoor life emphasized.  WMusic, Art, Expression, Domestic Sci-
ence.  Rooms with bath. On top of the Ozarks. Write Dept. B.
Richard Thompson, A.M., President, Eureka Springs, Ark,

Success in school advertising depends on the
recognition of well-established principles. Sim-
ple as these principles are, their observance is
absolutely necessary to satisfactory publicity.

Appropriate a certain amount of money for advertising.
Figure this expenditure as you figure the salary of
your best teacher—a service you cannot do without,
Plan your campaign. Make it adequate.

Make your copy comprehensive—plain and definite.
Make it fit your school. Let it be characteristic of
you and your institution.

Use some copy—though it be small—every month in
the year.

People do not choose a school in aday. The fact that
their children will need one is present from the first, and
thoughtful parents take time to decide such matters.

29 In answering advertisements please

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




Private Schools

Missouri

A fully nrrrﬂdllﬂ!
Wark and I—‘ ay

Hatipnal Ed: on of the Girl o la 1e Woman of Ta.marmmw
M. I..mn-ﬁ Thomas, Lenox Hall, hlll"\hur\ 'L, 5. Loois

New Hampshire

- " =

Holderness School

FOR BOYS

PLYMOUTH, N. H.

Five lunln]'
nical Sch

Engl
instr
Skating.

repares for Colleges and Tech
hu,huﬂ rade schools in N

dual influences and
c field, running track.

. Maodern gy -
All winter sports.  37th }cnr
Fev. LORIN WERSTER, T.H.D., Rector.

- — —T

Georgia

BRENAU COLLEGE-CONSERVATORY
Fall Term Sept. 1z. Standard College courses. Special courses
in music, oratory, art, domestic science. Location, foot-hills of
Blue Ridge, near Atlanta. 7 National sororities. Attractive social
life. Non-sectarian. 27 States represented. Write for descrip-
tive book and catalogue. Brenau, Box F, Gainesville, Georgia.

THE Lucy CoBB INSTITUTE
Boarding and Day School for Girls. Established 1858, College
Freparatory and Special Courses in Music, Art, Domestic Science,
Oratory. Gymnasium, swimming pool, tennis courts, basket-ball
grounds. Remodeled this year. Sleeping Porches,
Susan G. Gerdine, Anne W. Brumby, Prins., Athens, Ga.

California

HITCHCOCK MILITARY ACADEMY
Located 18 miles from San Francisco, in the most healthful and
most beautiful part of California where the climate is conducive
to out-door life.  School fully accredited. Highest rank accorded
by U. 8. War Department. High morals and strict attention
demanded. Expenienced instructors, Physical Culture, Track,
Ballfield, Rifle range—just those things that make a boy manly.
Separate room for each pupil. Juniors in separate building.
Write for beautiful illustrated catalopue. Address
Rex N. Sherer, President, San Rafael, Calif.

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

MiISsS HEAD'S SCHOOL
Twenty-ninth successful year. A home and day school for girls,
combining a cheerful normal home life with thorough, earnest
instruction. QOut-of-door sports and study all the vear. Write for
catalogue. Miss Mary E. Wilson, Principal, Berkeley, California.

West Virginia

TBI? HESSEe

ST. HiLDA'S HALL
A schoal for girls, near Washington. under auspices Bishops,
Epu:o al Diocese. College Preparatory, Elective Courses, Music,
Rth]cr_ics under trained director. Rates f4o00. Catalog.
‘\ianah Pendleten Duval, Principal (Former Principal Stuart Hall),

Charles Town, W. Va.

CoLumBlA MILITARY ACADEMY
Rated highest class by War Dept. 1. 5, Army officer detailed.
£500,000 plant. Large athletic field. Gymnasium, fine swimming
pool. Prepares for all colleges and Government Academies. Illus-
trated catalog. Address
Coal. 0. C. Hulvey, President, Box 210, Columbia, Tennessee.

Summer C amps

SARGENT CAMPS FOR GIRLS Peterhoro, New Hampshire.

Dr. ‘Dudley A. Sargent, President. Two distinct camps—Seniors,

Juniors, 8-13. Finest plant and equipment in America.

A‘il field and water sports, Safety and health our first considera-
tion. The Secretary, 24 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass.

PINE TREE CAMF FOR GIRLS

Un beautiful Naomi Lake, zooo feet a
Mountains, Four ] 5 from _\c Y
tents on sunny hill. serienced

ing—all outdoor sparts.  Tutoring if
girls,  Miss Blanche L), Price, oos

End¢ r*-en! L3 p.mm« ‘1||||

uth 47th Street, Philadelphia, Penn.

Teachers’ Agency
The Pratt Teachers Agency

7¢ Fifth Avenue, New York
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all

parts of the country.

Advises parents about schoeols. Wm. O. Pratt, Mgr.

Medical

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

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE 23



Schools

Music and Dramatic Arts

Tnstitute of AdDusical Elrt

of the City of Mew Dotk
An Endowed School —FRANK DAMROSCH, Director
Session Opens Oct. 16th. Examination for Admissions October 2nd to 12th.
9 The Tnstitute gives preflerence
purpose give promise of musical
9 Endowed and conduc ted without
-teachers whose private terms
are moderate and uniform.
TE Lwll]f‘= providing a thorough and comprehensive mt iral education to students in all
branches, 1t 15 equipped to give the mehest advantages tu the must exceptional talents,
removing the necessity of going abroad
9§ Correspondence invited from those desiring the best.  Eligible students admitted as
vacancies occur,  Address

The Secretary, Box 627, 120 Claremont Avenue, New York

o those applicants whose natural ability and earnest
nce

ht of praft, the Institute commands the services
vould be prohibitive to most students.  Tuition

AMERICAN ACADEMY
OF DRAMATIC ARTS
Franklin H. Sargent, Prendent

NEW YORK COLLEGE OF MuUsSIC

Directors : Carl Hein, August Fraemcke. Thorough jnstruc-

33rd Year tion in all branches of music by 5o eminent instructors, Send
Detailed fdf"'{og ffo'" the Secretary for Catalogue, Dept. 5
Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New York | 128, 130 East ;8th Street, New York City.

Connected with CHARLES FROHMAN'S
Cagire Theatre and Companies |

THE ALBERTI SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION

CHICAGO MUSICAL COLLEGE Pantominy, Elccuton, Liverture, Dramatic Art for Peron
Pounded 1867. Dr. F. Ziegfeld, Pres. Emeritus; Felix Borowski, Variety of two-year courJ:L: #2350 per year. Separate classes and
Pres. soth season opens Sept. 11, The leading and largest mrh\m]uallmtmr‘nou 1114 Carnegie Hall, New York City.
school of music and dramatic art in_the world. roo teachers,

Frivate lessons and modern courses in Piano, Veice, Violin, Organ, |
Theory, Public School Music, Normal, Movie Pictures, etc. THE CoRA MEL PATTEN SCcHOOL

Diplomas and Teachers' Certificates. 6o Free and 150 Partial For training in expression and the recreatio . Eight teachers, T.aho.
Scholarships given annually. Catalog on request. 1s. ) for professional work and for more efficicit

e pt twelve young women in her own hone
Carl D. Kinsey, Mgr., 625 5. Michigan Awve., Chicago, Ills. i oy

THE DA\”D MANNES Music SCHOOL
Tiavid and Clara Mannes, 1'}|n_r|nr<,, 154 East Seventieth Street,
N Y. City. A new school located in New \ork most attractive

section.  Easily accessible. Mr. Manoes' wide and varied ex-
e rience as artist, teacher and educator has peculiarly fitted him e
tor such an unde rL.tP:m.r A school where beauty of sound will be

made the basis of all musical development, f.mnhpﬂt:un af
Theory and Ensemble with all courses. Orchestra practice.  Fac-
h

ulty of experienced teachers. Courses arranged o as t:.l:.{tl\ll;:l B e St M a g azin e

oo more time than music lessons at home,  Address:
David Mannes, 181 Wesl Sevenly-Fiith Street, N, Y. City.

for school advertising is t €
NEW YORK SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION i i ad o shieien
Fall term opens Oct. oth, Classes ind private instruction. Voice which has weight and influence
training for conversation, story Lelling, public speaking and the -
stare. Pantomime, classic .m-lmo{{trn dances. ( uulugm\ | n T_hf.‘ homes \\'hE‘rE T_hf.' ild\r'ﬁl'l-'

rd West 571h Street, New York .

2 tages of the Private School are
recognized, appreciated, and
COZ"?”BSj)OUdEHCC School acted upon. Such a medium
= builds up an institution by sup-
plying it with students who will
be a credit to it.

Short Story ertlng

1 The Home Correspondence School

Far. Daoywein Dreged. G4, Speinsibeld, Muss.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Schools

Music and Dramatic Arts (Continued)

New [ngland
CoNSERVATORY
s QF MUSIC s o

Boston, Mass.

The Largest and Best Equipped School of Music
IN THE MUSIC CENTER OF AMERICA

affords pupils the opportunity, environment and atmosphere essential to a finished musical
education.

COMPLETE EQUIPMENT
The largest Conservatory Building in the world; has its own auditorium and fourteen pipe
organs.  Ewvery facility for the teaching of music, Residence dormitories,
. CURRICULUM
Courses in every branch of Music, applied and theoretical, including Opera

OWING TO THE PRACTICAL TRAINING

in our Normal Department, graduates are much in demand as teachers.

THE FREE PRIVILEGES
of lectures, concerts and recitals, the opportunities of ensemble practice and appearing before
audiences, and the daily asseciations are invaluable advantages to the music student.

A COMPLETE ORCHESTRA
offers advanced pupils in voice, piano, organ and violin experience in rehearsals and public ap-
pearances with orchestral accoropaniment, an exceptional training for the concert stage
DRAMATIC DEPARTMENT—Practical training in acting.
Address RALPH L. FLANDERS, General Manager

HE purpose of the School and College Service of Scribner’s Mag-
azine is to give information and offer suggestions which will help
parents in selecting just the right schools for their children. This

information is at the disposal of our readers. It is given without charge.

Scribner’s right to suggest rests on the Magazine’s long and intimate as-
sociation with the best private schools of the country. Many of these
institutions Scribner’s has advertised to its readers for years.

The value of the Scribner Service, the correctness of our suggestions,
the applicableness of the schools suggested, depend on the facts you give
us to work on. The more explicit you are the more practical our service
to you. If the school problem perplexes you, give us the conditions
obtaining and what is desired and the Scribner Service will serve you.

Address -

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

Irl answcring, ad\ftrtiscmcm:s plcast mention SCR]BNERS MACAZ]NE -,-]
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Philadelphia

Diamond Merchants
Jewelers. Silversmiiths

WEDDING
OTATIONERY

Samples

Upor reqguest
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THE second summer that the
war has forced people to stay
on our side of the water, they
have got their bearings, and now
begin discovering America. This
proceeding generally takes the form
of a trip to the Canadian Rockies,
or perhaps Alaska in August and
shooting in September. Ewvery-
bedy is, accordingly, looking for
clothes like those at the right.
There is nothing that needs so much
the touch of a specialist as sports
clothes, in which cut and workman-
ship make or mar. This three-piece
suit is made by those who devote
themselves exclusively to the cor-
rect in sports wear. A warm, light,
shower-proof, and long-wearing ma-
terial of brownish green is used in
making the coat, skirt, and knicker-
bockers—not breeches. These
“knickers’ are twice as useful as
breeches, for they are full and so
well shaped that, besides being ideal
for riding, they look just as well,
and decidedly smart, for walking in
rough and woody country. The skirt buttons down
the front and has ample pockets, and—looking ahead
—with the coat it will make an ideal golf and walking
suit in the early winter when one is back home. The
coat is particularly good, and, quite contrary to
the habit of heavy woollen
sports clothes, makes the
wearer look most pleasingly
slender and lithe. Coat
and skirt are forty-nine
dollars and the knickers
are fourteen. The hatis a
dear little felt thing, dark

Knickerbockers

brown, with a curving
pheasant’s feather; five
dollars. As for the shoes,

they are the most comfort-
able things imaginable of
soft moose hide, and just
high enough to show a
small share of the green woollen stockings below
the knickers buttoned securely around the knee.
It is said that one may stand dry in water
when shod in these light tan boots. They are
thirteen dollars, stockings two, and gauntlet-gloves
three.

Dressing-Gown, §16.50

Coat and Skirt §49.00
14.00 Hat
Woollen Stockings 2.00

Nights are cold in the mountains
and woods, and sensible women go
prepared with a flannel dressing-
gown. This one, beautifully tai-
lored, and really made for mascu-
line wear, is very smart and popu-
lar among well-dressed women,
who often find just the things they
want in the shops their men {riends
patronize. Itis of clear blue with a
broken white check, and bound with
wide white silk braid. The wearer’s
monogram embroidered in white
on the pocket will look very well.

The little table below, in French
gray enamel with ivory trimmings,
is ideal for camp or yacht; in
fact, in any place where space
counts and compactness is desir-
able. By a simple pressure on the
fastenings at the end the legs fold
up under, and it can be carried
out and put away as a tray. This
table, or tray, sells for seventeen
dollars and fifty cents, and it can
be had in mahogany. The ice-
tea set is deliciously cool looking—
all glass, even the spoons. Sweet peas are etched
on it. The teapot, sugar-jar, lemon-dish, and six
glasses cost but twenty-three dollars.

Opaque glass, yellow like autumn sunshine,
makes the substance of the fruit-and-flower
holder. The vase in the centre can be quite re-
moved, leaving the graceful plate-like base below
for flat flower efiects with pond-lilies and the like.
Now that fruit is at least playing an equal part
with fow-
ers in table
decoration,
it is nice to
be neutral
and use
both when
one finds
such a
charming

Glaves §3.00
5.00
Shoes 13.00

way of
combin-
ing them.
The two
holders are
eight dol-
lars.

Table-Tray, 317.50 Ice-Tea Set, §23.00




FIFTH AVENUE

Whether you are a
hostess on land or sea,
in the Canadian woods
orin town, you will wel-
come to your bridge-
table this little ash-
receiver and match-
box which slips on the
edge of it just where
it is needed. The idea
is so absurdly simple
that it seems as if any
number of people who
have suffered from tip-
ping ash-trays, wandering loose over their card-tables
and under everybody’s elbows, should have thought
of it long ago. Its price in dull silver finish iz one
dollar and fifty cents.

The most fascinating
sport stocking in New
Yorkis the one on theright
below. It seems like the
impossible, but here are
really unique stockings
which are at the same time
in good taste. They pre- 45
sent a remarkable com- Ash-Tray, $1.50
bination of heavy lustrous
silk and that peculiar loose, big stitch found in
woollen sport stockings. This is obtained in a Scotch
factory by knitting extra-quality silk on the same
looms on which woollen stockings are usually done.
* The stripes are a rich old gold, rose, or green. As
one must expect, novelty
costs, in this case, twelve
dollars. The running
mate of this Scotch ho-
siery is a mixture of that
lovely sang du beeuf red
and white, with tiny
stripes of the pure color,
They are of that wonder-
fully durable texture and
weight for which one is
apt to look in vain these
days; five dollars the
pair.

This fall, shoe-buckles
will be larger and more
solid than we have ever
worn before. Some very fine workmanship has
gone into the making of these. They are of rhine-
stones and white
metal, quite differ-
ent from the ordi-
nary buckles, and
extremely hand-
some. Thirty dol-
lars the pair.

Flower Holder, 55.00

Silk Sport Stockings, $12.00
Silk Stockings, $5.00

Riiinestone Shoe- Buckles, $30.00

36hb

HE name of Maillard

has stood for quality,
excellence, and distinction in
candies for over sixty years.
It is upon the ** Quality "’
of all their products that
Maillard’s world-wide repu-
tation and pre-eminence has

been built.

BONBONS - CHOCOLATES
FRENCH PASTRIES - ICE CREAMS

Mailtard condios packedt in Fronch Bembommioros ( Seclusioe
Importation) or fancy Bowas to order, and, when requested,
made ready for 53 delivery e off pares o che world.

o

at 554 treet |

S goh
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FLORENTINE LEATHER

The creator of the
really exquisite pieces il-
lustrated on this page is
one Luigi Cecchi, and he
lives in Florence. There
he is a person of no small
importance, having been
decorated by the present
king's father for reviving
the old Florentine art of
working in leather, as it
was practised in the fif-

; = teenth and sixteenth cen-
’ Hubuee Bertioide, 31700 turies. Florence was then
- the centre of the art world, and the home of the most
skilled craftsmen the world has ever known. In
their hands even commonplace articles became
things of beauty, and great artists felt themselves
worthily expressed tn making designs for them.

This spirit is followed out in the portfolio on
the right—part of a desk set—for its decoration is
taken from the work of Dona- =
tello. It is beautifully embossed
on calf-skin, all greenish brown
in color like antique bronze.
The frame claims an even
closer relation to the days of
the golden Renaissance; it is
made of vellum taken from fif-
teenth - century manuscripts. !
Oh, no, indeed, this does not )
mean vandalism! It is that Velum Frame, 312.50
part of the manuscript not written upon which,
during the last decade, was found very much
in the way when the wonderful old libraries of
the Medici and their circle were subjected to
modern library methods. Priceless time has mel-
lowed the vellum to a creamy brown, and Mr.
Cecchi's workmen have added rich color-designs
from the old illuminated texts. In the same ma-
terial come book-ends and quaint boxes with curved
covers and bronze hinges and locks, copies of Re-
naissance wedding-chests. The little box is made of
brown calf, tooled in gold. It is seven dollars; the
portfolio and frame are seventeen and twelve-fifty
respectively. The scarcity of these lovely things
brings us an echo of the war; for the few skilled
workmen who produce them have left their work-
shop to struggle with the invading army of a north-
ern empire—just as their ancestors who founded the
art had so often to do. There is just one shop in
America where one may purchase
Mr. Cecchi’s work and it is inter-
esting to know that it is presided
: 3 over by one of his pupils, an Amer-

e ican lady, who spent five years in
Gold-tooled Box, $7.00 Florence learning the art.

Should any of our readers wish to know where the articles
described in these columns may be purchased, we shall be glad
totellthem. Pleasehave aself-addressed envelope accompany
., any request. Address: Service Dept., Scribner's Magazine.
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ILVERWARE

IN THE HOME

Silverware shares this distinction with books. that
it lends an atmosphere of refinement to the home.

It has even something of the companionable
quality of books, for one never tires of its society.

Above all, silverware is substantial — it carrics
weight. both literally and figuratively — it contrib-
utes something to the home which is out of all
proportion to the cost~it lends to its surroundings
the radiance of intrinsic worth— it has the hos-
pitality of friendship and the integrity and im-
perishability of home.

But whether you buy silverware
for ornament or for use —
for table or for mantel—
for sideboard or for centre piece —
for beauty or for service —
for breakfast, luncheon, dinner or tea
— do not forget that

GORHAM STERLING SILVERWARE
is the first and last word in silverware
and is trade-marked thus:

SO

STEFLING

FOR SALE BY LEADING JEWELERS EVERYWHERE

THE GORHAM COMPANY

Silversmiths and Goldsmiths

NEW YORK.
Works ~ Providence and NewYork
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Dvawse by N. C. Hyeth.

HE WAS A FINE BOY—AN IMAGINATIVE BOY, WITH GREAT DREAMS IN HIS HEAD.

—*Chaveru,"" page 149
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PEET OF GOLD

BY GORDON ARTHUR

SMITH

Author of *“The Crown of Life,”" *City of Lights,"" etc.

JTLLUSTRATIONS RY

I

HEN Ferdinand Tail-
landy, poet, pagan, and
wanderer on the face of
the earth, had complet-
ed his great epic he felt,
surging high within him,
the call of Paris. For
eight years he had traversed on foot the
untrammelled wilds, keeping his ear ever
close to the breast of nature, that his soul
might be in tune with her moods. For
eight years he had worshipped nature,
seeking no divinity save her, and finding
in her one god made manifest in many
forms. To his deep-seeing eyes there
were dryads lurking in the trees and in
the glades and in the groves; there were
naiads in the springs and in the rivers and
in the lakes; there were nereids in the
seas, and always there was Pan, piping
in the forests or on the hills. And so he
bent the knee to all nature, and knew no
other god but her.

But, his epic finished, he craved, like all
poets, a publisher—he was not content to
sing merely to himself. And, moreover,
he knew that the epic was good. The
need of a publisher, then, was his pretext
for turning his face to the north and to
Paris, but it was scarcely this need that so
quickened his feet and his heart. Tt was
more than that, certainly—it was rather
the exhilaration that the exile feels when
he is about to return home.

Said Taillandy to himself: “T left Paris

Copyright, 1916, by Charles Scribner's Sons.

Vor. LX.—14

Aronzo KIMBALL

of my own will; I despise Paris; Paris has
caused me only great suffering; Paris is
neither Christian nor pagan; if T go to
Paris I am a retrograde—bhut, oh, ve gods,
hasten my feet and strengthen my heart,
that T may get toParis the more quickly!”

This is comprehensible and excusable
only because Paris was his first home.
Granting that (and any one will vouch for
it), the conclusion is as inevitable as that
of a geometrical proposition, and we can
wonder only that he resisted the homing
instinct so long.

He went north by forced marches, fol-
lowing the Rhone through Avignon and
Valence to Lyon, and the Saéne to Cha-
lon; thence, by Dijon, Tonnerre, Sens,
and Melun, to Paris and the Porte de
Charenton. The last twenty-five kilo-
metres he made during the night, for
something kept him at it, made him loath
to stop and sleep with the goal so close.

It was a thick, heavy morning, then, in
November when he passed through the
octroi and said to himself: “I am home.”
And it was a morning of mist that was al-
most rain. The stallions, harnessed in
single file to the market-carts, were slip-
ping on the treacherous cobblestones,
straining with all their magnificent shoul-
ders at the traces—supremely willing but
not always successful. Taillandy, appre-
ciative of the play of their muscles,
stopped to admire them; and while he
stopped he became aware of a woman
standing at his elbow.

He did not trouble to look at her, for
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women, as individuals, were of little ac-
count in his life. He had loved one wom-
an once and been sorry for it.  That was
enough. Perhaps she had been afraid of
his intensity; perhaps he had given her
too much of himself; perhaps he had en-
deavored to halo mortal clay—or per-
haps she had been simply a timorous, flex-
ible little thing with an empty blond head
and a heart that he, at least, had been un-
able to quicken. At any rate, I know
that she had told him that she loved him,
and then the first breeze of parental op-
position had blown her into another man’s
arms, That is the story
strive to place the blame.

To Taillandy, then, women were inter-
esting only enmasse: they stood for some-
thing, they must stand for something.
After all, one half the population of the
earth could not exist merely that children
might be born. No, there was doubt-
less some mystery about them that ac-
counted for their existence—above all,
that accounted for their power. Why
else should they (as they undoubtedly
did) motivate men? Why should they
have swayed nations and killed kings?
He gave it up, but he continued, never-
theless, his ardent worship of Diana the
Huntress and of Venus Genetrix.

The woman who stood at Taillandy’s
elbow was, at first glance, in no way a re-
markable person, and it was by sheer ac-
cident that they came to know each other.
A slippery pavement, three stallions har-
nessed to an overloaded cart, a quick-
tempered driver—there was the accident,
and there the beginning of Taillandy's
further education in women.

The cart had stopped in the middle of
the road, just within the gates, and the
three stallions seemed powerless to move
it an inch forward. Obviously this de-
layed traffic, and of course the agent de
police on duty became flushed and ex-
cited, imparting much of his mood to the
driver of the cart. The driver unsheathed
his whip, short of handle and long and
cruel of lash, and sent it circling and
shivering across the back of the leader.
It was poor policy, for the animal had
not been unwilling. At the stroke he
started, slipped, and plunged in the traces;
his hoofs struck sparks from the pavement
as they slid and floundered, struggling in
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vain for a foothold, and finally, snorting
and writhing, his legs went from under
him and he fell over on his side.

The woman next to Taillandy gave a
little cry, half fear and half pity, and
clutched at his arm. When he turned he
saw that she was very white—and not un-
beautiful.

“Come,” he said, ““let us get out of this.
There is nothing one can do when beasts
are whipping beasts.”

She tottered, clinging to his elbow.

“I think,"” she said, “that I am going
to faint.”

“Tam sorry; try not to for a moment,”
he recommended.

He almost carried her to the nearest
sidewalk café, put her into an iron chair
behind an iron table, and ordered a
cognac.

fShe drank it and shivered at the heat
of it.

“Thank you, monsieur,” she said.
Then, slowly and for the first time, she
raised her eyes to look at him.

Taillandy still clung to his thirties, and
his eight years of nomadic life had kept
him young and buoyant. He was not
handsome—he was remarkable. Once
you had seen him you would never forget
him: those eyes with the sparkle of the
poet burning in them; that thin, brown
face with the crooked mouth and the
hawk’s nose; those slim, capable hands;
and that lean, restless body, jutting out
angularly from his abominable clothes.

The woman looked at him, and her eyes
widened in astonishment. Looking at
her, he reflected that astonishment be-
came her. She was at her best express-
ing astonishment.

“T am very hideous, am I not?” he re-
marked pleasantly—almost casually.

Recovering herself, she looked quickly
away, and answered very demurely and
properlv

“Ibeg your pardon, monsieur; of course
you are not at all hideous. And I am
very grateful to you. You were kind—
and
you.”

He laughed a little—quietly, as men
laugh who are accuqmmed to being alone.

“My dear,” said he, “from what do
you detain me? Am I not in Paris where
I wish to be? What more can I desire?
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Should I some day scale Olympus and be strange that you should have guessed my
admitted through the gates, do you sup- name!” .
pose that, once inside, T should abject to “You are called Diane?” he inquired.

Ferdinand Taillandy.

being detained by—well, let us say by  “But yes,” she affirmed.

Diana?” “Et voila,” said he, stretching out his
She did not follow this flight—natur- hands as if he had won his case. “VYou

ally not—but she caught at the last word. see? Great is Diane!'—Diane of what?
“Diane!” she exclaimed. ‘“How -—of the Ephesians?”
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She shook her head, at a loss.

“No,” she said—"“of Evremont-sur-
Seine.”

The name must have awakened some
memory for him, for he frowned and
squinted up his eyes.

“No, no—don't tell me,”” he com-
manded, as she was about to speak. “Let
me think. Evremont-sur-Seine . . . Ah!
1 have it! A little village on the river
with poplars patrolling the banks. A
little iridescent village, all licht and
bright and clean—with a watering-trough
in the square—and sparrows.  Yes, hun-
dreds of sparrows. And a lark or two for
the morning.  And a shop where, if one
is a Christian, one should take off one’s
hat and kneel. Ah, ves—now I remem-
Ler, now I remember! She was called
Madame Nicolas, she who kept the shop,
and she was a saint.  Tam no Christian—
Tam a pagan—bul Madame Nicolas . . .
Ah, well, one does not have to be a Chris-
tian to do homage to a Christian saint.”

He was carried out of himself; he was
aglow with the enthusiasm of remember-
ing; and he was disappointed to find that
Diane remained quiet, unkindled.,

“You don’t know her, then,” he pro-
tested—* vou don’t know Madame Nico-
las? "

She shook her head, and he perceived,
at length, that she was crying as quietly
and sccretly as possible.

“Ah,” said he softly, and then again,
“Ah!” But for the present he said no
more about Madame Nicolas. Rather
he arose, called loudly for the check, paid
it, put his hand on her shoulder, and, with
great heartiness, exclaimed: “Now we
shall go and hreakfast. You are hungry
and soamI. Weshall traverse Paris and
breakfast at the Closerie des Lilas, where,
once upon a tinie, I was at home. Come
—allons, mon enfant!  En avant!”

She protested—mot very vehemently.
She claimed she was not a cheerful com-
panion; he had better seek some one else;
it was one of her sad days. Besides, she
was not well dressed—her shoes and her
blouse . . He laughed loudly, pointed
to his own rags, and more especially to the
hole in the top of his hat which revealed
his straight, long black hair.

“What do we care for clothes!” he
cried. “Are we not young and beauti-
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ful? Diana and—and Pan. Hand in
hand they will now enter a fiacre!”

He was not to be thwarted in his holi-
day mood. Moreover, for some reason
or other, the thought of quitting her dis-
pleased him. He wanted a companion to
encourage him, to laugh at and with him,
above all to listen to him. Perhaps he
was beginning at last to realize in a small
way why it is good that women exist.

Taillandy, at least, enjoyed that drive
to the full. He was thrusting his head
constantly from the windows to point out
places that he remembered and places
that he would never forget. At first they
kept to the Seine—he couldn’t see enough
of the Seine—and he prided himself on
his ability to call each bridge by its name.

“Presently,” said he, “when we have
passed the Halle aux Vins, we shall come
to the Boulevard Saint-Germain. Then
we shall leave the river. . .. There,
what did I tell yvou? Au revoir, Seine!
Hail, Musée de Cluny and Ecole de Méde-
cine! To the left, cocher I One must see
the Odéon. Ah, the famous days—and
the famous nights, parblew !

Always he grew more eager, more ex-
cited. By Zeus, was he not back again in
his own Paris after eight vears? Why,
then, pretend to be calm? Diane, of
course, had not attempted to suggest that
he be calm. She liked him the way he
was—tempestuous, vibrant, a boy.

They drew up with a flourish in front of
the Closerie des Lilas on the Boulevard du
Montparnasse. It was his favorite haunt
in the old days, in the old days eight
years ago when he damned women and
strove to forget them all because one had
forgotten him. There it was that men
had first called him great; there it was
that, when he was sober, much of his early
poetry had been written; and there it was
that they had crowned him king. He
found that, as he paid the driver, his eyes
were dim.

“My dear,” said he to Diane, “if vou
don’t make me laugh, I shall begin to
cry.”’

“What is it that troubles you?” she
asked, a hand on his arm.

He smiled crookedly and answered:
“Eight vears of absence—that is all.”

“It is a great deal,” said she soberly.
“I understand.”
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He changed his mood with an effort,
and became deliberately gay.

“Ah, well,"” he cried, “ we shall see what
is altered. We shall see whether they still
remember Ferdinand Taillandy.”

He was not kept long in doubt. A
waiter in shirt-sleeves and apron who was

—_
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“Monsieur TFerdinand!” she ex-
claimed—*'is it truly you returned tous?
You will kill us with such sudden joy !”
And she put a hand to her heart—or as
close to her heart as her figure permitted.

“Dear Madame Maupin,” answered
Ferdinand, embracing her frenziedly.

He was aglow with the enthusiasm of remembering. —Page 134.

brushing the floor, stood up from his task
as they entered, and, seeing Taillandy,
raised his hands heavenward in a delirium
of joy and astonishment,

“But it is Monsieur Ferdinand!” he
cried. “Or else perhaps his ghost!”

Taillandy, jubilant at the immediate
recognition, extended two hands and said
warmly: “ My good Hippolyte—my good
Hippolyte!”

A buxom lady in black came hurrying
out from behind her high desk, her fingers
busy at her hair (for she was not too
young to be vain).

“You grow younger and more beautiful
each year. Of what marvellous waters do
you drink 7"

“ Always the Vichy Celestins,” she an-
swered; and then she slapped him coyly
and said: * Vieux blagueur!”

For some minutes they stood off to ap-
praise him, to take him all in, to see what
changes eight years had wrought in him.
Diane, temporarily neglected, hung in the
background until Taillandy, feeling that
she was ill at ease, led her forward by the
arm and presented her to Madame Mau-
pin as “‘his little friend Diane.”
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“But T know Mademoiselle Diane,”
said the caissiére. “Were you not here
two nights ago with Monsieur Bruno, the
artist?”

Diane nodded and blushed, looking
quickly at Taillandy and as quickly away.

“Yes, madame,” she said.

“Ah,’ said Taillandy—“with old
Bruno, hein? I am surprised that that
one still lives. And how do you like old
Bruno?”

“He was—kind,” answered Diane;
“and T had had nothing to eat for two
days. Yes, he was kind. He fed me.”

“Tt was the least he could do!” ex-
claimed Taillandy—*“the old satyr!”

Then he turned on her so suddenly that
she started back with a little cry, fright-
ened.

“And now!” he cried—"‘and now!
How long is it since you have eaten?
Answer me that. Or does Bruno still
feed you?”

“T have left Monsieur Bruno,” she re-
plied after an interval. “I lost my po-
sition with the modiste on the Rue du
Cherche-Midi. It was my own fault, be-
cause I did not apply myself to the work.”

“How long is it since you have eaten, I
ask?” interrupted Taillandy fiercely.

“When I met you, monsieur,” she said
bravely, “I was going to breakfast.”

He grunted his dishelief.

“ Where were you going to breakfast ?
At the Porte de Charenton? Not likely.”

“I was going home to breakfast.”

“Ah, you were going home? To Evre-
mont-sur-Seine? Twenty-six kilometres,
hein?”

“Yes, monsieur.”

“And how were you going ?”

“I was planning to walk, monsieur,”
she said.

“Ah—uoild! Now at last we have it.
You were going to walk twenty-six kilo-
metres for your breakfast because you
didn't have a copper sou. That pig of a
Bruno! Why do the gods allow such
tragedies on earth! Here, Hippolyte—
hasten thyself—covers for two, and all
that is best in the house. The poor child
starves while we air our vocabularies. Tt
is criminal—it is unbelievable. Allez—
heup 1

She permitted him to lead her to a seat
—he did it in the grand manner, but
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cheerfully and with many lavish gestures,
gallantly pretending that he did not see
the tears in her eyes. And while they ate
he regaled her with a spirited monologue.
He dwelt much on her name—that seemed
to delight him—and he elaborated on it,
calling her his Diana of the Moon, or his
Goddess of the Chase. It amused him to
pretend that they were feasting on Olym-
pus. She, of course, was unable to fol-
low his rhetoric, but so long as he enjoyed
himself she was pleased; and she ate with
a good appetite and no affectation.

When she had finished the omelette aux
Jines herbes the color came back into her
cheeks and she was able to laugh with
him. He bade Hippolyte, whom for the
moment he had christened Bacchus, to
fetch them some red wine from the cellar
—*‘“a good wine, Bacchus, not too heavy;
a wine in which one can taste the grapes.”

It was forthcoming, and he drank her
health very gravely—her health and her
beaux yeux; for he now perceived for the
first time that she had large, dark eyes.

At the coffee he stretched his long legs
straight out under the table, lighted a
cigarette, and sighed comfortably and
profoundly.

“Now,” said he, with a smile at his
mouth, “T will talk about myself. Shall
you like that?”

“But yes,” she encouraged him naive-
ly; “you talk so well. You must have
studied a great deal. I, as you see, am
very ignorant. I know nothing.”

He laughed quietly.

“Come,” he said, “thatisnotso. You
know a great deal. You knew enough to
start for home when you were hungry. 1,
on the contrary, when T was hungry—I
went away from home and lost myself for
eight years. But it was not food-hunger
that drove me away. Rather it was the
hunger for consolation. That is why I
went alone. One communes better with
nature when one is alone. You see, the
stars will not sing for an audience, and the
trees will not whisper to a crowd. And
the nymphs—ah, yes, my friend, the
nymphs are shy.”

He paused, not to contemplate her, but,
perhaps, to contemplate his thoughts.

“You are a poet,” said she, her eyes
large with wonder and admiration.

“I hope s0,” he answered—* I hope so.”
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“You are a great poet,” she continued
with growing awe.

“I thank you,” said he.
am not a prolific one.”

This brought him up to the remem-
brance of his epic and the reason for his
being in Paris. T think that he had been
in a fair way to forget both—he was so
completely at home there at his favorite
table that the eight years of wandering
and working seemed scarcely to have in-
tervened.,

“Ha!” he exclaimed—*“that brings me
to mysell. 1 have work to do this morn-
ing. Imustsee my publisher. Andyou,
my Diane, what do you intend to do?”

She shr ucfged her shoulders. What was
there for her to do? He questioned her a
little. Did she desire to return home to
Evremont-sur-Seine?  She did not dare.
She was afraid they would not want her.
But had she not thought to return there
this morning when he had met her at the
Porte de Charenton?

“Yes, monsieur,” she said in a very low
voice. ‘‘I was very tired and I had not
eaten, and—and T knew that I should not
be able to walk that far. But I thought
that it would be better to try.”

He looked at her searchingly. Then
said he: “What you mean to say is that
vou thought it would be better to drop by
the roadside than to fall into the river.”

She nodded. *Yes, monsieur. I was
not happy.”

“Compassionate gods!” he cried, bang-
ing the table with his fist. ““You were not
happy! There speaks Mélisande. No,
indeed, you were not happy! You were
wretched, vou were miserable, you were
starving, and vour poor little heart was
dying within you—fluttering and trem-
bling like a stricken bird. There, that is
the city for you—that is the city’s work.”

Here, forgetting his recent enthusiasm
for that self-same city, he relapsed into
the mood of bitterness and distrust that
had driven him from Paris eight years ago.
He condemned the city and everything
connected with it—it was artificial, it was
brutal, it was sordid, it was ugly, it was
selfish, it was a tyrant. It stifled the
heart and it murdered the soul.

His philippic ending as abruptly as it
had begun, he reached across the table
and took her hand.

CAt least 1

“Listen, my little one,” he said, “listen
tome. Youare too young and too sweet
to remain in this pest-hole. T am going
to care for you from now on—you shall
be my charge. 1 am going to snatch
yvou from the maw of this monster of
a city before it gets your heart and
your soul as well as your body. It will be
one good deed at least credited to the ac-
count of Ferdinand Taillandy before he
dies. They can carve it on my tomhbstone
if they wish: ‘He plucked a flower from
the mire of a Christian city and planted it
in the garden of the gods.” Ha! That
is something to have done, is itnot? And
I shall revel in it. To-morrow we shall
start—you and I. To-morrow in the
clean, white dawn. And I shall lead you
to the garden. I will take you by the
hand and show you the wide spaces of the
world; and you shall behold the sun with
new eyes; and the breeze shall blow
through vour unbound hair; and you
shall bathe in the streams and rest on the
sweet earth and sleep dreamlessly under
the singing stars! . . . Will you come
with me? "

She hesitated. His eloquence had her
bound hand and foot, and at his nod she
would have followed him to the world's
end. She was commencing to worship
him; but she was a woman and it was a
woman’s reason that made her hesitate.

“I have nothing to wear, monsieur—"’
she began timidly.

He swept the objection aside with a
grand gesture of his arm.

“So much the better !”” he cried.
shall travel the lighter.
with me?”

She thrilled to his enthusiasm. She was
proud to be his follower.

“Twill go with youanywhere,” she said,
“whenever you say you are ready.” And
she gave him her two hands across the
table as a pledge. He took them, sawed
them violently up and down in the air,
reached over and kissed her fraternally on
the forehead.

“Good !”” he said.
dinner at seven this evening,
plan. Now I go to my publisher.
revoir.”

Before she realized it he was out of the
room; but, as suddenly, he was back
again,

“We
Will you come

“Meet me here for
We will
Au
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“Here,” he explained, “T had almost
forgotten. One must pay to live and we
shall be separated for ten hours. Take
this and buy yourself some solid boots and
some thick stockings. One should be
well shod to climb Olympus.”

IT

Tuat was a memorable night at the
Closerie des Lilas—and not only that
night, but, I regret to say, several ensu-
ing mghtq for 1'111|a.11d) to Diane’s
chagrin, could not hear to tear himself
away from the city and his old disciples
and comrades. Once more he forgot how
intensely he hated Paris, remembering
only how madly he loved it. The pagan
child of nature reverted and became the
boulevardier and the café prophet.

But that first night was responsible for
the lapse. Taillandy enjoyed himself so
hugely on that first night that it was only
human of him to crave a second and
a third. It was always: “To-morrow
morning, my little Diane, we will leave all
this behind us,” and always on the mor-
row there was some unreasonable reason
why the departure should be postponed.

Diane, disappointed grievously at first,
grew depressed and then worried. Had
her great godlike poet, then, feet of clay?
She thrust the suspicion rt,'.:.olutuly from
her as unworthy, and instead, woman-
like, she endeavored to see what she could
do to help him. She knew that he was too
good to be wasting his days and his nights
in the Closerie des Lilas. She knew, too,
that champagne is no fitting diet for po-
ets—especially for poets who are great
enough to be inspired without it—and so
she found herself mothering her hero.
Worshipping him, of course—she would
always do that—but mothering him at
the same time. A curious state of affairs.

Taillandy’s publishers, it seemed, had
been exuberantly glad to see h_lm His

“Triomphe de I’Amour " and his “ Tom-
beau de ’Amour ”’ had made him famous,
and his eight years of absence had given
him a sort of posthumous halo. If he
were not dead, why, so much the better.
In brief, they gave him a thousand francs
in advance for the epic and a generous
royalty on its sale.

Of that thousand francs Taillandy
spent seven hundred and ninety-six during
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the next four days—ninety-six, possibly,
on himself, and the balance on his friends.

He had returned to the Closerie des
Lilas that first afternoon and had in-
structed Hippolyte and Madame Maupin
that he intended to entertain that evening
from dinner-time to dawn. They were to
invite any and all of his old associates
whom thu should see. Everything in the
house was to be free, and he, by Bacchus,
would foot the bills.

The result was that when Taillandy en-
tered the Lilas at seven o’clock he was
amazed to discover what an army of
friends he could lay claim to. Never had
the café been so crowded.

There was Bruno, the artist, who, he re-
membered with an inexplicable pang, was
also Diane’s friend; there was Jacques
Gaumont, a minor poet who was at-
tempting to follow in the great Taillandy’s
footsteps, and who succeeded merely in
being very shabbily dressed and very en-
thusiastic; there was Baskoff, the Rus-
sian, a sculptor of the futurist school,
half mad and wholly unprepossessing;
there was le petit Martel, in velveteens,
who cried loudly for a return to the good
old days of Bohemia, but who sometimes
dined surreptitiously at the Café de Paris
in full-dress clothes with a chapeau a huit
reflets; there were the two bearded, gray-
headed veterans who remembered De-
lacroix and very little else; there was a
young architect or two from the Beausx-
Arts, and there were a score of others—
nondescripts, driftwood, some of them
mad but talented, others mediocre but
sane. Also, there were a dozen girls—
models, midinettes, dancers, and daugh-
ters of joy.

At Taillandy’s entrance they arose with
a roar of delight. They embraced him,
they kissed him on both cheeks, they
pounded his back, they cheered him deaf-
eningly. He was the only one of them
worth while, and subconsciously they
knew it and acknowledged it. Moreover,
since he had once been one of them, they
now felt a certain responsibility in his
success. Had they not contributed to his
greatness by their encouragement? Had
he not perhaps imbibed some of his
inspiration from their companionship?
There was not a man there that did not
envy his fame, but there was not a man
there that begrudged it.
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What he read was his ** Hymn to Diana Imprisoned.” —Page 143.
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When the first commotion had some-
what subsided, Taillandy commanded
Hippolyte to serve dinner. But first he
inquired for Diane. Had any one seen
Diane?

“Has any one seen whom?' asked
Bruno, who was at his elbow.

“Diane—Diane,” answered Taillandy
impatiently. And then, remembering, he
added, with a frown: *“You know her,
Bruno, I believe. At least it was nol
vour fault that she did not starve.”

“Ah, vou wrong me,” said the artist.
“T would have fed her for life, but she
would not permit it, She left me—she
disappeared.”

“She did well,” replied Taillandy
gravely.

Bruno looked at him quizzically,
shrugged his shoulders and went to take
his place at a table.

“Our Ferdinand is in love,” he an-
nounced. “That will mean some very
bad lyrics, I fear. It is regrettable.”

Taillandy remained at the door, smok-
ing furiously, with an eye on the clock.
He would not sit down, he said, until
Diane arrived. No, nor would he drink.
There would be plenty of time for that.

Presently the door opened and Diane
stepped hesitatingly into the smoke-
stained light of the restaurant. She was
a little out of breath, for she had been
walking fast, and there was color in her
cheeks and a wet sparkle in her eye.

“Ah, my little one,” said Taillandy,
“you are late.”

“T am sorry,” she answered, “I hur-
ried as fast as L could. See, I have bought
the stout boots and the thick stockings, as
vou desired me to do, so that we might
climb—what was that mountain?”

“Olympus,” said he. “You were wise,
for itis a hard climb. Come now and sit
down. Thavekept a place for you on my
right. Youwill eat while I talk; and you
need not listen, for I shall talk nonsense.
T intend that this, my one night in Paris,
shall be remembered. It is to be a very
gay night.”

“But we start at dawn to-morrow, do
we not?" she reminded him.

“Assuredly, assuredly. That is why
we must make the most of these few
hours.”

He installed her beside him with great
ceremony, as if she were the queen of a
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carnival. Then he motioned to Hip-
polyte to open the champagne. . . .

Toward midnight Taillandy, in re-
sponse to repeated toasts to himself and
his work, rose rather unsteadily to his feet
and made a speech.

“Friends—comrades,” he began—*‘and
fellow artists, no man here is better than
his neighbor: therefore there is no reason
why I should be called upon to speak
ahead of any other man present. All of
us are alike in that all of us are seeking,
each in his own way, the Truth. Natur-
ally, since all of us are artists, we seek the
Truth through Beauty; and when I say
Beauty I spell it with a capital B, because
Beauty, as [ understand it, is more than a
noun—it is religion. Now, to my eyes,
Beauty exists wherever man does not in-
trude the ugly work of his hands. Th
world, if left to itself, would be unfver-
sally beautiful, and in like manner a man’s
soul, if isolated and uncontaminated by
man-created ugliness, would of necessity
be beautiful. A child’s soul, for example,
is beautiful—how long? Why, until the
child learns to talk and to hear and to un-
derstand the evil of men. In short, it is
the herding of men together in cities and
communities, it is the daily contact with
artificiality, it is the galling yoke that we
call modern civilization that has banished
Beauty out of our lives and so has ban-
ished Truth.

“Granting (and I am sure you will
grant it) that if a man have no responsi-
bilities he will be happy, we may go on to
say that if he be happy he will be in tune
with the beautiful, and receptive to
Beauty. What, then,is the lesson? Does
it not cry aloud in your ears? Be free!
Throw off the shackles of civilization that
weigh vou down, go forth into the world,
keep close to the Beauty that the gods
have revealed to you in nature and, cast-
ing down your false idols, bow the knee
only toher, Cease to be slaves—be free!”

He sat down to great applause. Per-
haps they were in a mood to applaud any-
thing, for they were unaccustomed to
champagne at sixteen francs the bottle.
Taillandy drained his glass, refilled it, and
drained it again. Then he turned to
Diane: “Do not forget,” he said; “we
leave at dawn to-morrow.”

“Do you think I could forget?”’ she re-
proached him.
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But they did not leave at the dawn of
the 'morrow; for at that hour Taillandy
was sleeping most uncomfortably on
Bruno's sofa, whither he had been carried
with difficulty by three well-meaning but
unsteady friends.  As for Diane, she had
cried herseli to sleep in a room over the
café that Madame Maupin had placed at
her disposal for the night. She was up
and dressed, however, at daybreak, hop-
ing against hope that her hero would not
forget to come for her; and she waited,
sad-eved at the door, watching the stars
pale in the face of the glow that came
slowly out of the east, watching the roofs
and the chimney-pots take form against a
lightening sky, watching the shadows of
the houses stretch their blue lengths along
the street.

Madame Maupin, descending cheer-
“fully from a dreamless sleep, found her at
a table by the door, with her face in her
hands. Madame Maupin, taking in the
situation with the intuition of a true
Frenchwoman, strove to console her, say-
ing: “Come, my little cabbage, you
must not cry.  He will be back, and there
are a great many more mornings ahead of
vou. He isdoubtless a little tired, that is
all, and if he is tired vou surely do not be-
grudge him his sleep.”

Diane dried her eyes and tried to smile.

“Yes, ves,” she said. ‘I am very fool-
ish. But I love him so much, Madame
Maupin.”

“Of course you do. Every one does,
He is a wonderful man, Monsieur Ferdi-
nand is. And a great poet. You must
remember that and make allowances; for
all great poets get drunk. They tell me
that Monsieur Paul Verlaine was—well,
no matter., I do not remember him, and
he is dead now. But he was a great poet
and a wonderful drinker, too.”

Diane, never having heard of Monsieur
Paul Verlaine, was of course not greatly
interested. She felt that it was all the
fault of Paris—that it was Paris that was
reaching out hideous, soiled hands to drag
her idol from his pedestal. And it was
then that the high resolve came to her to
save Ferdinand from this soul-devouring
monster. I doubt if the irony of the
situation entered her mind. I doubt if
she remembered that originally it had
been he who was to save her from the
maw of Paris, who was to “pluck the
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flower from the mire of a Christian city
and plant it in the garden of the gods.”

At eleven o'clock a perfectly cheerful
Taillandy swung into the café, arm-in-
arm with Bruno and le petit Martel, and
found a Diane, serene and resolved, there
to receive him.

He kissed her good morning on the
forchead, inquired how she had slept, was
glad that Madame Maupin had extended
her hospitality, and, worst of all, asked
Madame Maupin if she would be good
enough to repeat the offer that night or
any other night should it be necessary.
He would gladly pay the bill.

“But,” ventured Diane, “do we not
leave to-morrow surely?”'

“Of course, my little one,” he an-
swered—“ of course. To-morrow at
dawn. Butitiswell to be prepared in case
something should intervene to delay us,”

Then, complaining of a headache, he
ordered absinthe for three and a sirop de
groseille for Diane. And he took occa-
sion to warn her never to drink absinthe
—it was very injurious and led to all sorts
of follies. Diane assured him that she
would always abstain from it. She was
uncomfortable; her heart was heavy; she
wished that Bruno were not present—she
hated Bruno—and she believed that, if
she were allowed an hour alone with Tail-
landy, she could persuade him to return to
his gods. But Bruno and le petit Martel,
anticipating perhaps another evening sim-
ilar to the last, stuck close to Taillandy’s
elbow, and saw to it that his glass (and
their own glasses) remained full.

II1

Tue first four days that Taillandy
spent in Paris had a striking similarity.
1 have pictured one of them, endeavoring
to deal with the poet’s temporary down-
fall as leniently and as delicately as pos-
sible. Even average men have their evil
moments and are held excusable; how
much more readily, then, must we con-
done the lapses of a genius! I do not
pretend that he was blameless, but, re-
member, he had passed eight years alone,
and the reaction was bound to be extreme.

On the evening of the fourth day, when
Diane saw that all the signs and omens
pointed to another festival night, she
took matters into her own hands and
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made a decisive step.  Strange as it may
seem, it was Bruno who aided her in her
scheme to get Taillandy out of the city.
Perhaps Bruno, being more advanced in
years, was tiring of the dissipation; per-
haps his heart was really excellent at bot-
tom; perhaps he cared for Diane more
unselfishly than he chose openly to admit.
At any rate he rendered her invaluable
assistance.

It was he who interviewed the owner
and driver of the covered, two-wheeled
market-cart, arranging with him that he
should be at the Closerie des Lilas at two
o'clock that morning.

“ No vegetables, my friend,” said Bru-
no; “we want no vegetables, but we desire
plenty of straw on the floor in order that a
stuffed turkey may repose comfortably
thereupon.  And it will be a large turkey
—a hundred and fifty pounds.”

The driver of the cart, disturbed at this,
crossed himself violently.

“Itis not a corpse that monsieur wishes
me to drive in my wagon?”

Bruno laughed cheerfully.

“Not quite,” he answered. “Tt will be
Dbreathing—ifire and alcohol ; hut it will be
breathing. Beyond that I promise noth-
ing.”

The driver was scarcely reassured.
However, if it breathed, if monsieur guar-
anteed that it would breathe—well, for
five francs more he would take the chance.
So it was arranged.

“I have ordered Ferdinand’s hearse,”
Bruno reported to Diane.

She cried out in horror. e must not
say such things; and she, too, crossed her-
self precipitately.

At seven o'clock, the hour of dinner,
when the féte usually commenced, the
Closerie des Lilas was packed to the doors.
All the guests were present, hungry,
thirsty, licking their lips, but—there was
no host.

“Where is he?” whispered Brune to
Diane.

“Where is he?" echoed le petit Martel,

“Where is he?” muttered the two vet-
erans who remembered Delacroix.

“Where is he?” chorused the models
and the midinettes and the daughters of
Joy.

Every one had the question, but no one
the answer. Taillandy had not been seen
by any one for over two hours. Each
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thought that he had been with one of the
others. Tt was very strange.

At eight o’clock, with much grumbling,
the guests were forced to order their own
dinners, which, owing perhaps to the ob-
noxious prospect of paying the check out
of their own pockets, they ate with little
relish.  Moreover, there was no sparkling
wine of Champagne to flavor the meats,
and no Taillandy to talk glorious non-
sense.

Diane reluctantly, and for want of any
plan of action, took her seat between
Bruno and le petit Martel; but she kept
her eyes steadfastly on the door and re-
plied to all conversational efforts only
in monosyvllables,  Nor did she eat.

As the hour advanced the gloom deep-
ened. Bruno and /e petii Martel, bored
and fatigued, hazarded brutal guesses at
the cause of Taillandy’'s non-appearance.

Said Bruno: “He is doubtless drunk
in some other café.”

Said le petit Martel: “It is probable
that he has left Paris and gone back alone
to converse with his gods.”

It was this latter conjecture that hurt
Diane the more, She had planned to save
him and he had forgotten her very exist-
ence. His promises to her had been emp-
ty words. Heart-searing thoughts, these.

“Have no fear,”” she answered Bruno
and Je petif Martel bravely—“have no
fear. He will come when he is ready.”

“And vou,” insinuated Bruno, “will
wait for him?"’

“Yes,” she said, “and I will wait for
him."”

“You are very faithful,” observed le
petit Martel with a snicker.

She flushed a little but let the remark
pass. She did not choose to explain to
them that she was Taillandy's disciple—
not his mistress. Besides, something
told her that they would not understand,
that they would wink and nudge each
other and snicker, even as le pefit Martel
had already snickered.

The clock struck twelve times—twelve
weary, discouraged strokes. A few chairs
were pushed back, a few checks (very
modest ones) were paid, and a few of the
guests yawned unaffectedly, said “ He will
not come,” and departed. The two vet-
erans who remembered Delacroix called
for the backgammon-board, and immedi-
ately forgot the passage of time,
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The clock struck the half-hour—timid-
ly unobtrusively, as if ashamed of itself.
The Beaux-Arts students went gloomily
home. Bruno lit his pipe and ordered a
cognac and coffee. Le petit Martel, with
a show of bravado, called for a bottle of
champagne, then discreetly changed his
mind and substituted a yellow chartreuse.
They, at least, were determined to see it
out if they were forced to remain there un-
tildawn. Dianesat in silence, very tired,
very miserable, ready to cry.

The clock struck one, surreptitiously,
that people might perhaps think it was
merely the half-hour. Hippolyte began to
clear the tables and to pile up the chairs for
the night. Madame Maupin was stack-
ing up the dayv's receipts in little piles of
copper, silver. and gold. The gold pile, she
noted, was miserably small that evening.

And then, before the clock was forced
to strike again, the door swung violently
open and in came Taillandy, hatless, his
hair on end, intoxicated, but not with
wine. Intoxicated, rather, with the sense
of great accomplishment.

He greeted no one, but cried loudly and
exultantly: “Ihavedoneit! Itiscom-
pleted—and in six hours. Never have 1
worked so rapidly and so well. For it is
good, my friends, it is good. Listen and
judge for yourselves if it is not good. Oh,
but I was in the vein to-night! T was
tired—very tired—and I smoked fifty vile
cigarettes and wrote fifty immortal lines.
You see, I am not modest. That is be-
cause I know that it is good.”

He was tremendously excited. There
was a flush on his cheek-bones as of fever,
and a feverish light burned in his eyes.
The two sheets of paper that he held
trembled and rattled in his hands as he
stood in the middle of the room and be-
gan to read.

What he read was his ““ Hymn to Diana
Imprisoned.” We have all read it and
recognized it as his greatest lyric; and
we all remember, surcly, the last quat-
rain, which some one has translated,
poorly enough:

“Why dost thou tarry in the haunts of men?
Cast off the chains that bind thee, burst the bars!
The high gods call and, pleading, call again—
Come forth and live beneath the singing stars!””

Put that back into Taillandy’s French
and let Taillandy stand up and declaim
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it to you, and I warrant you'll feel a
shiver of exhilaration run up your spine.
For Taillandy knew how to read his verse
—there is no gainsaying that.

When he finished he had them all fairly
on their feet. The women, not under-
standing much of what he read them,
nevertheless wept from sheer excitement,
Madame Maupin the most conspicuously
and copiously, Diane the most quietly.
But there was a good bit of relief mingled
with Diane's tears. She had her hero
back, more of a hero than ever. Her
idol's feet were not of clay but of gold.
What woman could resist weeping with
such excellent cause?

Vaguely she sensed that the invocation
was addressed to her, that the poet had
passed his evening in solitude, making her
immortal in immortal verse, that, far from
being forgotten by him, she had been ever
before his inward eyes.

Triumphantly the clock struck two.
Bruno was the only one to heed it; and he
approached Diane and murmured: “It
is two o'clock, The hearse should be at
the door. Or shall we call it the trium-
phal chariot of fire that will bear him, like
Elijah, up to heaven.”

Before Diane could reply the driver of
the two-wheeled cart squeezed his broad
bulk through the door. He stood there,
whip in hand, searching the room for his
clients.

“What do you want?" inquired Tail-
landy, who was nearest him.

“ My passengers,”’ answered the driver,

“And who are they?" the poet per-
sisted.

“God knows,” said the driver. “But
one of them, they told me, would be very
drunk.”

“T am very drunk,” said Taillandy.
“Wine never macde me more so. More-
over, I see no one else who is in that con-
dition. Accordingly I retain you. Is
your wagon comfortable?”

“There is plenty of straw,” answered
the driver.

“Good. You are hired, then, until
dawn; and we start at once.”

He went to Diane and took her by the
hand.

“Are you ready?" he asked.

“T am ready,” said she.

“Then come. Let us return v e
true gods who are calling to us.”



Taillandy sat upright on the driver’s seat, with the cald light on his gaunt face and a warmer light glowing
in his eyes.

He bowed very low, first to Madame
Maupin, then to the room in general.

“Adieu,” said he. “I earnestly hope
that some day you will open your eyes
and see that you are slaves.”

With Diane on his arm he passed out
of the door into the night. The cart
stood at the curb, the huge percheron
smoking in the chilly air. The driver
climbed up into his seat, and Taillandy
lifted Diiane in his arms and placed her in
the straw under the canvas cover. Then
he himself took his seat beside the driver.

“Youwill be cold,” suggested thelatter.

“You are wrong,” answered the poet;
“T am on fire.”

“As you will, m'sieu’.
drive to?”

Taillandy bent toward him and whis-
pered in his ear.

“Blen, m'sien’,” said the driver.
know the road well.”

Where shall T

"1

v

At dawn—a white, cold dawn that
turned the frost to silver—a covered two-
wheeled cart jolted and rumbled into the
public square of the village of Evremont-
sur-Seine. Taillandy sat upright on the
driver’s seat, with the cold light on his
gaunt face and a warmer light glowing in
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his eves. Behind him, on the straw, lay
Diane, sleeping like a child, with a child’s
smile at her lips.

“To the right here,” said Taillandy
softly, when they had crossed the square.
“To the right, and then directly to the
left. The shop next to the church.”

The driver, obeyving directions, drew up
in front of a small two-story plaster
house, the ground floor of which was de-
voted to a shop. In the windows were
crucifixes, artificial wreaths, embroidered
altar-cloths, and little gilded and painted
images of saints. It was the last place
one would have expected a pagan to visit.

But Taillandy, with no hesitation,
rapped gently on the door, casting a be-
nevolent glance, meanwhile, on the em-
blems of Roman Catholicism.

“It is well,” he said to himself, “that
there should be such people in the world.
Does it matter, after all, what kindles the
flame so long as it burns brightly?”

An elderly woman came to open the
door—a woman with a face like one of her
graven saints.

“Madame Nicolas,” said Taillandy
bowing, “you are awake early. May [
come in to warm myself?"

“Certainly,” she said. “Be good
enough to enter. I am just now lighting
the fire in the stove.”
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He insisted on helping her with the
coals. Then he said: “Madame Nicolas,
you do not, of course, remember me. It
is eighteen years since T used to come to
this shop. I remember you, because you
are the sort of woman one does not forget.
I am called Ferdinand Taillandy.”

“T remember you now, Monsieur Fer-
dinand,” she answered. ‘“You were an
interesting boy.”

“I take no credit for that,” he dis-
claimed. “All boys are interesting. It
is only men and women that are occasion-
ally dull.”

He hesitated an instant. Then he said:
“Madame Nicolas, are your two daugh-
ters well?"”

“Véronique is very well,”” she answered
him quietly. “She is in the kitchen.
Diane"—she faltered a little—"Diane
has left us. She—she is working in Paris.
We miss her a great deal.”

“Ah,” said Taillandy—*“exactly.”

Madame Nicolas searched his eyes anx-
iously with hers.

“Madame Nicolas,” he continued ab-
ruptly after a silence—* Madame Nicolas,
do you own a calf?”

“But no, Monsieur Ferdinand!” she
exclaimed, surprised.

“That is a pity,” he mused.
that vou do not own a calf,”

“What should T do with a calf?”

“Kill it, of course,” he replied brightly
—“Lill it! In honor of your daughter
who is returned to you.”

Madame Nicolas half-rose from her
chair; then she fell back weakly, trem-
bling.

“Diane,” she breathed, “you have news
of my Diane?”

“I have more than news, Madame
Nicolas, T have Diane herself. She is
asleep out there in the covered cart,”

“God is merciful,” said Madame Nico-
las. “He has, in his own good time, an-
swered my prayers.”

“So be it,” murmured the pagan. “Be
very kind to Diane, for she has suffered
much.”

“Let me go to her,” said Madame
Nicolas. “My arms ache to hold her.”

They went out into the chill morning.
But Madame Nicolas did not know that
it was cold. Taillandy raised the canvas
flap at the back of the cart. Diane still
slept on the straw, her head pillowed on

“T regret
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her arm. As they watched her she stirred
and sat upright, the smile still at her lips,
for she had been happy in her sleep.

“Diane ! cried Madame Nicolas., “My
blessed baby Diane—my blessed child ™

Taillandy turned away, pretending to
shade his eyes from the sun.

“These Christians,” he muttered, “are
over-demonstrative.” And he brushed a
tear impatiently from his nose,

When he had hardened himself suffi-
ciently to look around without betraying
his lamentable weakness, he saw that he
was forgotten.  Diane was gathered close
to Madame Nicolas'’s breast, and Madame
Nicolas was crooning over her softly, as if,
indeed, she were a child.

The poet and pagan shrugged his shoul-
ders with a feeble imitation of his old
bravado.

“I fear, Ferdinand,” he said to himself
—*“I fear that you have lost a disciple.
Your creed does not seem to be popular.
However, you have done to-day what I
suppose they would call a ‘Christian
deed.” Ainsi soil.”

He climbed once more up into the
driver's seat.

“Where now, m’sieu’?” asked the
driver stolidly.

“Where? " repeated the pagan. ““ Any-
where! Get me away from these Chris-
tians. They are weakening to a man's
resolution. They sap his manliness.
They appeal insidiously to the maudlin,

sentimental side of his nature. Bah!
That sun is very glaring, driver. Do you
see how it makes my eyes water? Turn

around and face the south, and floz your
horse a little. What was it that King
Agrippa said in their Bible? Ah, T have
it now: ‘Almost thou persuadest me to
be a Christian.” Flog your horse, driver
—flog vour horse! 1 must get out of here,
It is dangerous, I tell vou—dangerous.
Flog vour harse, driver, and drive me to
the south—to the south where the nereids
are laughing and leaping and calling to
one another across the waves of the far-
resounding sea. Farewell, Diane—adieu.
I go back alone to the gods.”

Obediently the driver plied his whip,
the horse broke into a heavy, swaying
trot, the cart bounced and rattled over
the cobblestones, and Ferdinand Tail-
landy, pagan and poet, became once more
a wanderer on the face of the earth.
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CHAVERO

By James B. Connolly

TLLUSTRATIONS, INCLUDING

WAS on my way to the
plaza for my morning
cup of chocolate, when
I met Luis Chavero.
He pointed his cane to
where, far out to sea,
=1 the smoke of many
shlps smudged the sky, and took from his
shoulder a pair of glasses that I might
have a better look.

It was a fleet of American war-ships;
and to see them come steaming in—boil-
ing white bows, trailing black stacks, and
the afterflame and roar of their saluting
battery, was perhaps, as Chavero phrased
it—to put the fear of great guns into lit-
tle countries.

Chavero’s little country was Jenagua,
and he was of the Nationals, who were
then on top in Jenagua; and lying outside
the reefs of Santa Cruz, as our fleet
bowled in, was the Orizaba, with 50,000
rifles and 5,000,000 rounds of ammunition
for the Nationals.

As American consul at Santa Cruz, I
called, in proper time, on the flagship.
Chavero, who took me out in his power-
boat, would not come on deck with me.
He preferred to tinker with the engine
while he waited; also he was an amazingly
shy, sensitive man who did not like to
butt in on people.

The admiral wanted to know some-
thing of Jenaguan politics. What I could
say was that the best of the Jenaguan
leaders seemed to be of the Nationals.
The rank and file did not always know
what they were fighting for; but, honestly
led, they would be a hard crowd to beat;
at least, they did not seem to mind heing
killed.

“And probably won't,” commented
the admiral, “until they fall into fat ways
of living. At least, that is how the his-
torians haveit. But this General Podesta
of the Nationals—what of him?”

“Podesta”’—it gave me some pleasure
to say it—"‘is a grafter and a fake fighter,
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with a first-class publicity bureau to ac-
quaint the public with what a great fellow
he is,”

My answer did not shock the admiral.
I did not suppose it would. I already
knew that Podesta had sent word that
there would be no trouble—he would him-
self see to it that the Orizaba would not
land her munitions of war.

“I was wondering,’”’ the admiral an-
swered, “what sort of a patriot he could
be—mnot to want to land a small-arms
cargo for his army. But, so long as he is
ready to make it easy for us, why, it
would be foolish for us not to let him."”

After T had done absorbing a smoke
and swapping the more or less official
gossip of war, and was on my way from
the admiral’s cabin, a mess-boy waylaid
me to say that Mr. Chavero was in Mr.
Trench’s room, and would T call in there
for him?

Chavero, it seems, had been waiting, un-
obtrusively as if he were my serving man,
in the stern-sheets of his motor-boat,
when Lieutenant Ned Trench spied him
from the quarterdeck. Trench was a
young officer whom I had also met before.

“If it isn't good old Luis Chavero!”
cried Trench; and Chavero had to come
aboard, and step down to the ward-room
country for a drink. In those days it was
still permissible for an officer to think of
his ship as his home, and treat a guest
accordingly.

“T suppose vou know, " said Trench, as
I stepped in off the passageway, ““ that the
sefior here is the party who used to come
down to the Navy School and clean us up
regularly at fencing?”

I knew it; but it was his wile, not
Chavero, who had told me. I knew that
he had also done many other things while
at school in the United States of which he
did not boast.

At this point the mess-boy brought in
the needful ingredients for a Navy cock-
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tail, and Gallord, a marine lieutenant,
was for mixing it; but Trench waved him
off. *“VYou know, Gallie, that up home
we never would allow everybody to mix a
julep or a Christmas egg-nogg.”

“That so?" retorted Gallord. “You
take so much gin, so much vermouth, a
dash of orange juice, plenty of cracked ice,
throw 'em together, and shake. Where's
the mystery?”

“The same that's in a zilver sunrise, or
in poetry. It's hard to explain, but it’s
there—and it gets you. Go ’way now
and sit down, and maybe I'll let you
shake and pour.”™

“Poetry!” howled Gallord. “Talk
men's talk, Neddo.” Gallord plainly
was no dreamer under the moon, but one
of the energetic kind who always wanted
to be doing something. For one thing
alone any mess should have been glad to
have him: he was never afraid to thrash
out an argument; he believed in getting
to the bottom of things. He turned to
Chavero now.

“Senor, you've been educated in God's
country, married an American wife, seen
things done right up to the handle in the
United States—it's men like you ought
to be educating 'em up to up-to-date
methods down here. What's the matter
with the people down here that they can't
seem to govern themselves?"

“There must be a reason,” persisted
Gallord, when Chavero only smiled.
“Don’t tell me they are harder to break
to harness. That's only talking it up
for individualism, and that never gets
any country anywhere. Team-work is the
thing in this twentieth century. Don't
mind my talking out, sefior—somebody
ought to tip 'em off down here to get to-
gether.”

Trench, having properly mixed the
cocktail, had passed Gallord the shaker;
which Gallord now held high to explain
one more thing before filling the glasses.
“And there’s that sniping, sefior, if we
land.  Anybody not in uniform and firing
a shot at us will be shot on the spot, if
caught.”

Luis nodded that he understood; but
presently he also said: *“And yet, if T re-
call my American history correctly, your
men of Concord and Lexington were
snipers?”

Chavero

Gallord took one hand [rom the shaker
to wave that argument out of the air-
port. “Oh, but that was different, sefior |
That—"

“Say, Gallie,” interrupted Trench,
“before you try to get any more of that
stuff out of your system, some of us would
like to ask what we left a cool awning top-
side for?”

“Huh—what? Oh-h!” Gallord fin-
ished his shaking and filled the little
glasses. “Sefior—and you, consul—no
hard feelings, sefior—glad to see you
aboard.”

“I am honored to be aboard," replied
Chavero. “Mr. Gallord, Trench, gentle-
men—TI salute you!”

I stayed to dinner. They tried to get
Chavero to stay to dinner, too. But he
explained that he had shore business
which he could not forego; and so they let
him go.

I was hurried ashore from that dinner
later by a cable from the press service
which I sometimes served in emergencies.
They wished to know how the arrival of
our ships in Santa Cruz would affect the
political situation in Jenagua.

Chavero, the wealthiest citizen and the
most active National in that part of Je-
nagua, was of course the man to tell me.
I called up his home, his club, and then his
friend, Colonel Ramon, at the barracks.
On Ramon's advice I called up the office
of Aguirrez, Chavero’s old family lawyer;
there he was, and there I met him sign-
ing and sealing a legal paper which the
lawyer's two clerks witnessed.

After we had left the lawyer’s office T
told Chavero exactly what I wanted to
know, and why I wanted to know it.
“First, the ammunition ship outside—
arc the Nationals going to land her cargo
to-night? "

“And should we land it,” he coun-
tered—"what will happen?”

“It is no secret—our ships will take
Santa Cruz. "

“Doubtless. And so General Podesta
thinks of a certainty. You recollect the
young Colonel Ramon?"”

I recollected Ramon, the romantic.
He was then in command of the National
forces in Santa Cruz. T also recollected,
which was doubtless what Chavere had in
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mind, the first night Chavero had pointed
him out to me: Ramon disguised as a
charcoal burner and sighing up to a girl
in a balcony, she made up as her own
maid. And so Ramon had come many a
night to Santa Cruz before the Nationals
had taken the city. But that was all

ast—they were now married and happy.

“What of Colonel Ramon?' T asked.

“Podesta has withdrawn three-fourths
of Ramon's forces from Santa Cruz.”

“But why?"

“Who knows!” Chavero had been
smiling sardonically to himself all the way
up the street. “Possibly there is a good
reason,”’ he said presently. *Colonel
Ramon, as General Podesta well knows,
is young, brave, headstrong; wherefore
the general, great soul, to remove Ra-
mon’s last possible temptation to resist,
only to-day said to him: ‘Colonel, my
comrade, you love your wife. You adore
your child. They love and adore you. I
would preserve you to them, and them to
you. What is of more moment in this
life than the happiness of our beloved?
Colonel, my comrade,’ he continues, ‘do
not land our supplies while the American
war-ships are here. To do so may be your
death, and then what becomes of your
adored wife and little one? Do not; I
beseech you, not as your commander,
but as your friend—and the ice-making
concession of Santa Cruz shall be yours
when this war is over.” But we are
here.”

It was at” his home we had arrived.
Chavero’s wife and boy were waiting for
him. She was an invalid, and it was in
the hope of benefiting her that Chavero
had moved from the high mountain
capital of Jenagua only the year before.
The doctors then had it that the warm
relaxing air of Santa Cruz, on the coast,
would rest up her heart; but the last
specialist who had come down from the
capital held out no hope. Any severe
shock might take her off, he said.

She was reclining in an extension chair
when we entered, listening to the boy,
who was reading a fairy-tale, making the
English into Spanish as he read. It was
notable that, although he was twelve
years of age already, she talked nothing
but Spanish to him; Chavero nothing but
English. He was a fine boy—1I had had
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many talks with him: an imaginative
boy, with great dreams in his head.
They, I knew, had great hopes for him.

They had been waiting up only to see
him. They soon said good night to me.
Chavero, bidding me wait, lifted her up
and carried her up-stairs. The boy, in
the native costume which his mother so
liked to see him in, bounded on before
them. Soon I could hear Chavero romp-
ing with the boy; after another interval I
could hear Chavero singing a Jenaguan
love-song to her.

She was an American girl who had come
to Jenagua with misgivings, and had
wound up by becoming an ardent Jena-
guan, the not uncommon ending of North-
erners who had come to Jenagua to live.
Having known her people up home, I
thought I could understand it. To the
Jenaguan people, to deny natural and
innocent emotions is a hypocrisy; and,
in the case of pure affection, a cruelty.
Chavero's wife was a normal human being
who must have affection; or at least the
expression of it.  Chavero had loved her;
and thereafter what he believed in she
believed in—possibly believed more in-
tensely than he.

Chavero returned; we went into the
garden. It was his wife’s hobby—the
garden. When Chavero had first seen
her, she was picking flowers in her father's
garden, an incident never forgotten by
her or him. It was a dream place, this
Jenaguan garden: a little brook with sil-
ver fishes leaping under shaded lights;
wonderful bushes borne down with bril-
liant flowers; hedges cut straight and
level as a T-square.

“These forces of yours, Chavero—how
will they fight 2" T asked after a while. I
was thinking only of Ramon’s forces, and
the near possibilities for Santa Cruz; but
he plainly had in mind the forces of all
Jenagua, and the future of the whole
country.

“Fight?” he answered reproachfully.
“What man will not fight if he must?
As for these—but by this time you know
them !”

I knew something of them: pecres
mostly, what we would call pick-and-
shovel men at home, stout fellows who
had been putting in ten and twelve hours
a day of the heaviest toil under the hot
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sun for a paper peso a day. To them the
game of war seemed a sort of diversion.
Anrl with plenty to eat, time to sleep, and
the fighting just often enough to keep up
the excitement—Ifrom their point of view,
why shouldn’t they? They might even
have the comforts of home—bring along
their women-folk to do the cooking and
solace them in lonely hours. Tt was the
life for a man! As for being killed? So
is there a headache perhaps after a drink.,
The headache may come, but in the mean-
time the drink is good.

“Tt is true,” resumed Chavero, ““that
they do not know too much of the world’s
affairs. And there is the pity—to mis-
lead them when they are so trustful.”
He took another turn or two. ‘Listen,
my friend. While I was yet at college,
my good and wise father still alive, I met

many men who desired only to be given a
chance to fight. Some did not ask if the
cause were good or bad—they did not
care, so that it offered adventure. Such
were quite often good fighters, but as
likely later to be fighting against us. But
some there were who wished to know that
it was a good cause. If a losing cause, all
the better, i
sionaries some called them—great fight-
ing men. Such I tried to win to my cause.

“But the fighting was not the difficult
matter for us. We were a trustful
people.  We were most slow to learn that
there are such men as professional patri-
ots, even as there are professional poli-
ticians, financiers, soldiers, even, I have
found A
press this upon Mrs. Chavero—profes-
sional churchmen. To women the robes
of high station, even as to men the large
words of demagogues, are enormously

imposing.
“However, to proceed. Again and
again the self-seekers sold us out. But in

time we began to understand that to win,
we must handle the self-seekers in a prac-
tical way. Podesta, a self-seeker always,
is now ready to sell out.”

“Sell out! To whom?
country? "

“To your countrv?—no, my friend. I
do not accuse vour country. But there
are people who will benefit immensely if
your country takes over Jenagua. And
mind you, my friend, I am one who be-

Not to my
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lieves that this entire northern continent
shall in time hecome part of vour country.
But that time is not yet. For you now,
for any country, to say to us, ‘We are
better fitted to govern you than are you
yourselves,” that is but to impress us, not
with your greatness, but with your self-
quﬁicwnm He thouﬂhtamoment and
then laughed softly. “It is not on the
list of sins, self-sufficiency, but it should
be. No, no, a nation, even as an indi-
vidual, must fight her own way up to the
light—no one may expiate for us our sins,
even as no one should deny to us our vir-
tues.”’

“That is all fine, Chavero, but if you
attempt to land your munitions of war,
we will take Santa Cruz—and how will
yvou stop us?”’

“My dear friend, we cannot stop you.”

“And after Santa Cruz it may be all
Jenagua we shall take.™

“No, no, vou will not—you would be
ill-advised to attempt that. You know
us. We have an army of men who can
take a rifle, a bag of maize, a pair of straw
sandals, and go forty, fifty, sixty miles
a day over the mountain trails, stopping
only here and there at the water-holes—
and they know where every water-hole is.
They go to battle as to a fiesta. True,
they may not always go in uniform, but
that will not make them less brave or less
determined. An army of four hundred
thousand men were needful to conquer
the Boers. We are more numerous than
the Boers, our country more difficult for
strangers to campaign in.”

“But we would finally conquer you?”

“Not conquer—crush, And surely
your great country will not do that.”

“But Podesta has ordered the supplies
not to be landed ?”

“But not in writing. Ramon wishes it
in writing. If he will but give the order
in writing, a copy of that order will be
posted on every wall of Santa Cruz, and
printed in every Nationalist newspaper in
Jenagua within twenty-four hours. And
then—p-s-st—Podesta would have to
ﬂce the country.”

““ Unless, of course, Ramon, a poor man,
should get to thmkmg overmuch of the
1ce concession ? "’

“It is true,” said Chavero gravely.

“He is poor—the comfort of his wife and
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child mean everything to him. As he
said to me at dinner to-night, ‘It is grand
to be a hero, but what hecomes of one’s
wife and child?’ An inspiring observa-
tion! and so, this very night, the matter
was arranged. If Colonel Ramon dies in
defense of Santa Cruz to-morrow, his wife
and child, while they live, shall draw a
pension equal to the ice-making conces-
sion. Is it not what you call in your
country "—he smiled broadly—*'practi-
cal politics?”

I knew then that it was the Chavero
estate which would guarantee the pen-
sion, but I was more concerned with the
Chavero of the morrow. I took his hand.
“Chavero, you too have a wife and child.
Remember what Gallord said to-day on
the ship. You are not a soldier—do not
mix up in any fighting. "

“No? And yet—" with a shrug and a
smile—"‘what a law, that a man must get
into livery to defend his home or his coun-
try !?

I left him there, smiling up from a path
in his garden to the wonderful stars,

That night, as all men know now, the
munitions of war were landed from the
Orizaba; when our people learned it,
boat-loads of men were hurried ashore,

Lieutenant Trench commanded the
first landing party. From the top of the
steamship company's building T could see
him marching his bluejackets along the
water-front to the marine park between
the custom-house and the harbor. He
had a battery of field-pieces with him.

The war-supplies had been stored in the
custom-house, and Trench's orders were
to recapture them. Podesta had said
that there would be no opposition and our
people had banked on that; but while
Trench was yet midway of the park
Jenaguan riflemen showed at the windows
and roof of the custom-house and fired a
few shots, as if by warning, over his head.

Trench waved his men to lie flat.
When they did so the riflemen disap-
peared. Trench then ordered an advance.
Instantly the riflemen reappeared at win-
dows and roof, and volleyed, but this time
not over our fellows’ heads. T could see
the little jets of water thrown up in the
morning sun where the Jenaguan bullets
would strike in the park fountains; L
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could see pieces of small statuary begin
to wabble, or suddenly go plunging off
their pedestals to the asphalt walk.

It was a hot, sultry morning, and our
men in heavy wmarching gear. They
must have been lathered in sweat as they
ran on. Sometimes one dropped.

Trench, I knew, would not stand for the
loss of many of his men. I had sat heside
him at dinner the evening before, and T
knew that he held no feeling against these
Jenaguans—in their place he would he
firing, too; but the Jenaguan point of view
had nothing to do with him now.

Trench waved his arm; and his field-
pieces at once began shelling. The cus-
tom-house was a good-sized building; but
of adobe mostly, stiffened up with brick
partitions. I could see without glasses
the hole torn by the first shell in the wall.
No great harm in that; but when it ex-
ploded inside, it must have done harm,
The second shell also exploded inside.
I could tell that by the clouds of dust and
bricks and plaster which came puffing
through the windows.

They must have blotted them out by
squads inside. After the second shell
those who had been manning the windows
began to tumble inward; some fell outside
the walls. There were men in civilian
clothes among them. When Trench’s
shell-fire ceased no windows were needed
to look into that custom-house; and what
men were left there must have been lying
with the cases of war-stuff under the ruine.

After the custom-house went it took
but little time to clean up the rest of the
water-front. The Jenaguans had only
rifles, and to meet a shell with a rifle is like
throwing a pebble against a lightning-
bolt; hut after the water-front was
cleaned up the job still remained of mal-
ing sure that no armed Jenaguans re-
mained within the city. Some, retreat-
ing stubbornly, had been seen to disappear
into houses up-town; and so began the
combing of Santa Cruz from cellar to roof,

Trench's shipmate, Gallord, was given
a block on one side of the plaza to over-
haul. To make a thorough job of it, he
hegan with the house farthest from the
plaza, starting with the street floor and
going up through, taking room after room
and floor after floor. From the roof of
that house he went down through the next



152

house and into the court in the rear. It
was room after room, floor after floor,
oround floor to roof, and so on, up and
down, up and down, house after house.

Surprised men and woman within the
houses protested, and somelimes had to
be bundled out of the way. It wasusually
quietly done, with a question, a quick
look around, and on their way again,
Where doors would not open quickly
they had of course to be forced; but there
was little needless noise, or roughness;
and above all no outrages.

So did Gallord and his men arrive at the
second last house of this block; and, rush-
ing from the top floor down, were greeted
with a rifle-crack and a bullet from be-
hind a closed door. One of his men
dropped. Another crack and another
dropped.

“Gethim !” ordered Gallord. His men
volleyed through the door; and again and
again to his order. When they broke in
the door the Jenaguan lay dead; but one
of their own wounded men was already
dead, and the other out of action for the
day. Gallord left a guard for them, and
hurried on.

1t was a fine, large house, the next one.
Beyond the patio wall they could see the
clipped hedges; could smell, above the
reek and sweat and red heat of the day,
the fragrance of flowers. On any other
occasion they would probably have en-
tered softly, reverently, so plain was the
evidence of peace and culture here where
fountains were spurting, birds fluttering,
and somewhere a woman's gentle voice
calling, But they had just left a dead
comrade, and no knowing when another
might go the same way; so it was a rapid
rush, with heads up, eves about, bayonets
fixed and finger on trigger, but for all their
hurry making no noise.

Above a gorgeous bush an alert marine
saw a conical high straw hat of the kind so
often worn by the natives. “There’s one
—waiting forus! Look, sir—crouchin’ be-
hind that hedge ! exclaimed the marine.

Gallord saw the hat and thought of
the dead comrade behind; and then the
marine said huskily, “He's moving—
shall T get him, sir!”

“Get him !’ snapped Gallord, The ma-
rine fired. Three or four others fired with
him. The hat dropped down out of sight.

Chavero

A native Indian girl came running out
of the house then. She raised her finger
toherlips. “Sh-h—"" she said, “sh-h—"
and looked around. She called out some
words in a low voice. There was no
answer. She stood on her toes, looked
around, and in the most mournful voice
called again.

The marine who had first seen the hat
was known to be good at Spanish.
“What's she saying ? "’ demanded Gallord.

The man looked at his officer ; but made
no other answer.

Gallord shook him.
What did she say?"”

“She was calling to some boy to come
into the house—that his mother was dy-
ing. ’Twas him we shot!”

Gallord rushed around the hedge.
“Good Christ | he said—*"let’s get out of
here!” It was a beautiful young boy
they had killed—his arms full of flowers.

“You heard me!

It was Chavero's boy who was killed by
Gallord’s men, and the boy’s mother who
died of the shock of it; and what the
Jenaguan Nationalist papers said of it is
not pleasant reading. What some of our
people said later of Chavero—neither is
that pleasant reading,.

Some inescapable horrors of war are too
often charged to the cruelty of the officers
and men in it; even as the abnormal con-
duct of a man under a great strain is so
often marked up as the evidence of a con-
cealed wicked nature. Gallord wasnota
brute; nor were his men; no more than
Chavero was the cold-blooded sniper so
many of our people—good people too—
set him down as being. Perhaps Thave
stretched this statement of the Santa
Cruz affair overmuch to prove these
things; but Chavero was my friend at the
time, as Gallord became later.

Chavero came home that morning,
after taking the dead body of Colonel
Ramon from the ruins of the custom-
house. He was covered with grime and
plaster and blood, and warned his body-
servant, who let him in, not to tell their
mistress he had come until after he had
cleaned and dressed up.

Chavero went straight to his room to
clean up; and he was still at that business
when they both, master and servant—
this is the testimony of the body-servant



Lasca

later—heard the rifle-firing in the garden.
It was not the firing; at even closer quar-
ters—just outside Chavero's room in the
plaza—there had been firing all day; but
this terrifying silence that had all at once
come over his house !

He hurried to finish his dressing; but
did not finish it. Suddenly he broke off
and bounded down-stairs; and found—
what he found. After one long, silent
look, he sent the servants from the room.
They were hill Indians mostly, and now
—they so told it afterward—they went
without a word, crying only a little after a
sight of their master’s face.

The servants never agreed on how long
their master was there; but ten, twenty,
thirty minutes, whatever it was, he re-
mained alone with his dead; when he re-
opened the door to them again, their mis-
tress was laid out on a couch. The young
master was lying beside her. A Jenaguan
flag was laid across their breasts; and over
this flag their hands were folded.

Chavero had a large armorer’s case in
the large hall; from that he took two
automatic pistols, loaded them, and
stepped onto the large balcony looking on-
to the plaza, where by now some hun-
dreds of marines and bluejackets, having
completed their house work, were stand-
ing or lying at ease. Chavero drooped
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a Jenaguan flag over the balcony rail and
stood, a pistol in each hand and all in
white—white trousers, white shirt, white
shoes, no collar, no coat, no hat—no one
in the plaza could overlook him. He was
tall, too, with hair very black and very
thick.

Without a word he began to shoot. He
seemed to be aiming at no particular per-
son; but his first shot went through the
left shoulder of a marine eighty yards
away; his second through the right lung
of another marine beside him. By that
time our men had leaped to their rifles.
It was hardly more than a hundred yards
across the plaza. They could not miss
him; and they did not—a dozen men fir-
ing at once. But he held his feet until he
had emptied both automatics.

I was in the plaza when this happened;
and just as soon as I could get to him I
did so. ‘“Surely, friend, the boy should
have been allowed to live,” he said; and
for some minutes I thought thev were to
be his last words. Then he almost smiled.
“But in twenty-four hours Jenagua will
be aflame. Whether the pretenders wish
it or do not wish it, Jenagua! Jenagua!
Jenagua ! that must be their war-cry.”

With that, and a wish that I would
write his wife's people of how it hap-
pened, he passed away.,

LA A
By Edward C. Venable

Author of * Pierre Vinton '

IiLustraTION BY May WiLson PRESTON

AM fat!” wailed the
diva.

“What if you are?”
cried the manager.
“You always were fat.
You have been fat for
fifteen years.”

“I am fat!” wailed the diva.
not sing. They laugh at me.”

“They weep! they cry!” amended
Therese, clasping her hands and rolling
her eves toward the cornice. “ They cry,

“T will

‘Lasca! Lasca!’ Besides,” she added,
““it is Wagner, and one is never too fat
for Wagner.”

“You lie!" said Madame Lasca. * Be
silent! Thev laugh at me. I will not
sing,” she repeated in a tone of finality.

“Then,"” said the manager, ** you break
the contract and I'll put you in jail.”

“It is a loathsome country,” said the
diva. “I had as soon be in jail.”

The manager put on his high hat and
looked out of the hotel window, where,
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fourteen stories below, Broadway roared
along. The arcument had lasted an hour
and a hall. He was getting old, he re-
flected: he was losing his hair and his
patience.

“But,” persisted Therese, who had lost
neither, “ madame is not fat. She has the
figure of the matron; not the jeune fille—
no, certainly, but the figure of the
matron.”

“You lie!"” repeated her mistress; “be
silent! I have two hundred pounds.”

Therese repelled the suggestion with a
shiver. The diva gave a sob and hid her
head in the sofa-cushions.

Samuel Dietrich glanced contemp-
tuously at the two hundred pounds on
the cushions. He would have paid dearly
for the power to execute his threat and
put the lady in jail. She was determined
to destroy, not his fortune—that was his
plaything; not his reputation—that was
his amusement—but his confidence in
Samuel Dietrich, and that was his vital
principle. He had pledged this that he
would make New York listen to Wagner.
The world had laughed; he had said noth-
ing. He knew that New York did not
listen to operas, but to prima donnas.
He had imported Lasca to sing Wagner.
New York would listen to Lasca and
go away enchanted at having endured
Wagner. Then he would laugh. But
now, on the morning of the first perform-
ance, when Tristan’s ship was set up on
the boards, the house sold half-way to
the top, when success was tickling the tips
of his fingers, Lasca had announced her
determination not to sing, because she
was fat.

He looked at the prostrate soprano.
She was enormous. ‘‘Fat!™ he ejacu-
lated. Then he checked down the ex-
pressive description of her figure that was
on his lips.

“There can be but one reason for your
not singing to-night,” he said slowly;
“ that is because you are dead.”

The diva’s only answer was a kick de-
livered aimlessly in plain air as she lay
on her face among the cushions. The
manager dodged the kick and made to
leave. Therese held the door as he passed
through, and, with an expressive lift of
her eyebrows, closed it upon him. A
minute later she emerged into the hall-

Lasca

way through another door, two rooms
away. “M’sieu,” she said in a low tone
as she came up to him, “she will not
sing.”’

(13 '\\?hy?,‘

She shook her head.
sing,” she repeated.

“What is it?"” asked the manager;
“have the newspapers laughed at her?”

“No, it is not the newspapers.”

“Has she gained flesh lately?”” he sug-
gested.

“No,” said Therese positively; “to the
contrary, she has lost.”

“Has she received any letters?”

“No,” said Therese, “it is not the
post.”

He pushed his hat farther back on his
head.

“Then, what isit?"” he demanded.

“Tt is love,” said Therese,

Samuel Dietrich was silent. He owed
his success mostly to his clear perception
of one truth: “In the world of art there
are no such things as trifles.”” He did not
laugh even at love.

He put his feet a little farther apart,
and weighed his gold-headed cane care-
fully in his hands.

“Do you know?"

“M’sien’, I know.”

“Who is it?"

“M’sieu’, it is the maitre d’ hitel, Pascal,
down-stairs."”

“Damnation!” He dropped the gold-
headed cane with a bang. ‘‘Has the head
waiter been making love to her?”

“M’sien’,” answered Therese, ““Pascal
has made love to her, and she has made
love to Pascal, but it is all twenty years—
in Paris,”

Therese drew a little farther away from
the door.

““She has not seen him here.
not know where he is. She only knows
that he sent her this.” She put her hand
beneath the bib of her apron, and drew
forth an envelope. “This only. She
knows no more than this. But I know,
because T searched, that Pascal is head
waiter down-stairs, and that he read
madame’s name on the register. He isa
stupid, who knows nothing except what
he reads in the hotel register. Madame
received it last night. She did not sleep.
I sat with her. She was—ah! so terribly

“She will not

She does
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agitated. She told me all. This morning
she told me she would not sing.”

Dietrich took the envelope and glanced
at the contents. It was undated, and ex-
ecrably written in French. He gave it
back. “Read it to me,” he asked.

“When you sing,” Therese slowly
translated, “among the hearers will be
me. I can no more. Pascal.”

““When vou sing,”” repeated the
manager, ““ ‘among the hearers will be
me’'—is that all?”

“That is all, m'sieu’.”’ She folded the
paper, and put it back beneath her bib.
Her voice trembled. ‘“Itis enough. She
will not sing."”

He shook his head dubiously.

“But why does she object to his hearing
her sing? "’

“Pardon, m'sien’,” interposed Therese,
“but vou do not comprehend correctly.
Madame does not object to his hearing
her sing, but madame believes that if he
sees her fat he will think he has done
wisely to run away with Madame Terre.”

If, at this crisis, Dietrich had been
the dollar-branded soul his “artistes™ de-
scribed he would have been disgusted. If
he had been the visionary spendthrift his
rivals claimed, he would have been help-
less. Fortunately, he was both. He faced
the situation with the resource of an
American financier and the imagination
of a poet,

“So he did run away with Madame
Terre?” he inquired.

Therese nodded.,

“He was the garcon in M'sieu’ Terre's
cabaret in the Rue Mormantel,” she ex-
plained. “Madame lived in the Rue
Mormantel.” She sighed and looked at
the manager. Then, little by little, the
story came out. Not the whole of it, be-
cause it was a rather pretty story, and,
besides, nobody except Madame Lasca
knew the whole of it, but enough of it
to serve the somewhat mingled uses of
Samuel Dietrich: the story of Mimi, in
rags in the gutter, and Pascal, in a gleam-
ing iacket on the ferrasse, long ago in the
old Rue Mormantel, now quite another
street altogether; and also of the gleam-
ing black eves of Madame Terre just in-
side the ferrasse at the window; and of the
till of M'sieu’ Terre filled with gold pieces.
The eyes alone, perhaps—why, Pascal was
a gay fellow, and used to such things; and,

for the gold, he was an honest enough fel-
low, too; but together—it was too much.
In short, Pascal and Madame Terre and
the till went to America.

“Tascal,” observed the manager, “ was
a scoundrel.”

Therese's face brightened. “Ah, yes,
m'sieu’, Pascal is a scoundrel,” she re-
sponded eagerly. “ But what matters it?
Madame loved him. There are twenty
yvears now, and she has not had a lover.
She has grown famous, and noblemen
have kissed her hand, but she has never
had a lover, and now she is fat, and Pascal
will have no—not even the regret. It is
very sad.”

Therese shook her head sadly. No
“noblemen” had kissed her hand, but it
was generally believed she had had lovers.

Dietrich took out his watch and noted
the hands, for, having listened like a poet,
he now began to think like an American
financier.

“TIt is one o’clock. It would be best,”
he suggested, “that no one see Madame
Lasca. Perhaps she cares to see no one.
Above all, no men from newspapers.”

“Certainly no ! " replied Therese; “ma-
dame’s orders are the same.”

“But if the question iz asked wvou
whether madame is going to sing, say
positively she will; that there is ahso-
lutely no doubt about it.”

Therese nodded: her face cleared.

“M'sien’ has a plan, then?” she sug-
gested,

But, instead of answering, “m’sieu’’
rang for the lift; and Therese, unenlight-
ened, returned to her disconsolate mis-
tress.

Madame Lasca was designed by nature
to create the most sublime emotions and
the most ridiculous impression. Wallow-
ing among the sofa-cushions was only one
expression of an emotion, of which an-
other expression might be the réle of
Tsolde. There was no manner of perver-
sity in her choice; she simply adopted
the most convenient. At the time of her
interview with her manager she adopted
the sofa-cushions, She wallowed and
wailed. It was grotesque, but, none the
less, a genuine expression of madame’s
soul, which at the time was penetrated
with anguish. Wagner would have been
certainly a more beautiful expression,
possibly a more satisfving one, but having

?
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made her choice she persisted, and lay
among the sofa-cushions in dumb apathet-
ic misery throughout the early afternoon.

She had given orders to Therese to
pack. They would leave the unhappy
country on the first steamer that could
take them to Europe. Of course, this
would involve the payment of a large
compensation to the manager, but it
mattered not. Nothing mattered to this
divinely gifted woman except to preserve
in the memory of her faithless head waiter
the image of pretty young Mimi Maret,
dancing and singing among the gutters of
the Rue Mormantel, glorified as Madame
Lasca, of the Grand Opera House of
Munich. So long as that vision remained
to haunt his memory, she felt that she
was revenged. IHe could never be hap-
py with the red-lipped shop-keeper’s wife,
however black her eyes might be, while
such a glorious presentment of what he
had thrown away remained to torture
him. But, if this delusion should vanish,
if, looking down from the gallery of the
Metropolitan Opera, he saw a woman
around whose waist the tenor’s arms
could not possibly meet, whose throat had
sunk into her bosom, who waddled when
she crossed from right to left, would such
a vision remain? And more—would not
Madame Terré be there at his side to see
that it did #ot remain?

Pascal had no soul to be ravished by
music. He disliked music, except music
of the can-can, of the Apache, of the
Montmartre. All he would see would be
a fat old woman making a hideous noise.
With that she would leave him happy
forever with the red-lipped, black-eyed
Madame Terre.

Rather than this she determined she
would pay anything, suffer anything.
Having resolved, she sank deeper among
the cushions and wept afresh. Her tri-
umph was bitter to the taste. She was
old, she was fat, and it was only by flight
she could conquer. This was the only
triumph her genius could give. Poor
Madame Lasca !

The entrance of Samuel Dietrich into
his office that marning two hours after his
usual time was not that of a man of busi-
ness, of the cool, audacious, imperturb-
able genius who could gamble with for-
tunes and meanwhile hold true the bal-
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ance between twenty warring jealousies,
drive in team a dozen “ temperaments.”
And, indeed, he was not that Samuel
Dietrich at all. The poet, that element
of his personality which cannot be too
earnestly insisted upon, was in the as-
cendant. He was on fire, ablaze with in-
spiration. He drove from their chairs his
half-dozen secretaries and stenographers,
he dropped his hat on the floor, his gloves
into the waste-basket. Then, falling into
his chair, he seized a pen, and, alone with
his inspiration, he composed.

MADAME

I have wagered upon you my fortune
and my reputation. You have failed me.
I shall lose both. T know it, but I am re-
signed. I kiss your hands, and submit.

But it is not of myself and my misfor-
tunes that I feel impelled to write you. I
am, indeed, the chief sufferer from vour
mad caprice, but I am not the only one.
There are others, and it is of one of them I
am going to speak.

When I arrived here at my office after
my interview with you, I found waiting
for me two people, and perhaps nothing I
can say can better impress upon vou their
condition than the fact that it has won
them, without any claim of appointment,
admission to my office, though my em-
ployees have been always most positively
forbidden to allow such admissions. One
of them is a woman [and here Samuel
Dietrich leaned lower to his desk and
seized a new pen]—a woman old, far past
sixty, and very fat. But it is not of her
I wish to speak—it is of her husband. He
is very much younger, of a different class,
I imagine, and, madame, totally blind.
Remember that, madame, when I tell you
that in that condition he has forced the
woman who calls him her husband to
bring him from the far West here to New
York. And for what purpose? Ah! It
is there T touch you. He claims that
many years ago—in Paris, T believe—he
knew you. He speaks of himself as Pascal
and of a, I think, Terré. No matter. 1
pay no heed to such stories, for what he
has truly doneis what I tell you. He has
come that great distance, poor, blind, ill,
to hear, madame, your voice.

Finding the house sold out, as vou know
it to be, he has appealed to me, winning,
by the earnestness of his appeal and piti-
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fulness of his aspect, as T've writfen, ad-
mission to my private office.

Now, madame, if it were necessary that

I should rebuild my opera-house, my

friend should have a seat. I canseetoit

that he hears Isolde; but, madame, it is,

as I must tell him, quite beyond my power

to arrange that he should hear Lasca.

That boon one only, madame, may confer.

And, so saving, I say, too, farewell.
Yours faithfully,

SamuEL DiETRICH.

Sealed and directed, he despatched this
letter by a clerk with the command never
to return without an answer. Then, his
inspiration exhausted, the poet satiated,
he became once more the Samuel Dietrich
of tradition, a suave, imperturbable gen-
tleman with a high hat on a big desk.

The answer, when it came, was opened
by him there. It was simply a sheet of
hotel stationery once folded, unaddressed,
and it bore the thumb-print of the mes-
senger plain in one corner. Within, a
black line, big, bold, and scarcely legible
ran aslant the page, with a mighty flourish
underneath, a line that was done at a
stroke, but with a great blur in the middle
of it. Tt read:

“I sing. Lasca.”

“Of course you do,” said Samuel Die-
trich. And he carefully filed the line with
the rest of the lady’s correspondence, just
next to her receipt for an advance pay-
ment of fifty-one thousand francs, less
exchange.

Outside, in the fover, the applause was
mufiled till it sounded like the rumble of
distant artillery. Inside, he knew, the
house was on its feet, on the seats, clinging
to the railings of the boxes. Outside, the
manager, sitting by the wall, softly
smoothed the nap of his hat and smiled.
He could not resist coming there to-night;
there were some people in those boxes he
especially wished to meet. So he sat and
waited while the distant applause rolled
and rumbled.

Presently the door of one of the boxes
opened and a lady in brown furs came
out, followed by a dapper little man with
a gray beard.

“Oh, Dietrich,” said the lady, coming
forward, with both hands outstretched,
“What a treat!”

“I say, Dietrich,” said her companion
over her shoulders, “that’'s not Lasca.
I've heard Lasca, heard her two years ago
in Munich, but not like this.”

“To the best of my knowledge,” re-
plied the manager, “no one ever heard
Lasca quite like this.”

“What's happened to her?”

“She has grown—""began the manager.

“Exactly,” said the lady with the sa-
bles; “grown, developed, expanded.”

“ Precisely,” said the manager; ““Ma-
dame Lasca has expanded.”

The other doors were popping open
now, one¢ after another, and innumerable
ladies with furs and dapper gentlemen
crowded around. It was the hour of his
triumph. He had not heard Lasca, he
had been too busy, but he caught some-
thing of their enthusiasm.

“The greatest artist in Europe!”

“Inspired!"”

A fat youth ina rumpled hat ex-
claimed: “ Passion made divine!”

“Pooh!” thought the manager amid
his congratulation. It was only a blind
head waiter in the top gallery, who wasn't
even there.”

Suddenly he felt his coat-sleeve tugged
by some one in the press. He looked
around; it was Therese.

“M'sieu,”"” she panted. “‘I've looked
everywhere for you. Madame sends you
this. She says it is of all importance.”

Samuel Dietrich took the letter she
handed him and backed a little out of the
congratulatory crowd. He could not re-
sist the final touch.

“A moment"—he held up his hand.
“T have a message from Madame Lasca.”

The rumor ran the length of the fover,
and in an instant the most distant turned
and looked, and, following the eyes of
others, looked at Samuel Dietrich.

But it was not a note he held in his
hand and stared at so queerly; it was a
thick packet, an enclosure.

“Ah!” sighed the fat boy in the rum-
pled hat. “What would I give to read
it!”

“What would T!" said the manager,
“but unfortunately it is addressed to M.
Pascal Dupin.”

And, looking around at the beautiful
ladies and the dapper gentlemen all about
him, for the first time that day Samuel
Dietrich felt ashamed of himself,
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THE lights of Dunkirk
slipped rearward, vi-
hrating like a lantern at
a ship’s stern. They
became a vague yellow
splotch, like a hazy har-
vest moon: thev be-
came a dim halo, and narrowed down
to an orange pin-point, like a smoker’s
match in a fog. Ypres showed south-
ward in a pale aureole. Afar off the guns
of Flanders thundered like drums.

Meriwell, as he leaned over the middle
car of the dirigible, lowering his masked
head to the wind, watched the black
country skim by as if it were being pulled
along by a rope. A spring wind cut
past like a hurricane, and in it Meriwell
could taste the sharp tang of gunpowder
mingled with the scent of April flowers.
Ypres flashed by beneath them and Cam-
brai rose like a star. The noise of the
artillery discharges came nearer. It took
on the heavy, booming tones of a March
sea beating hollowly on cliffs.

“We're coming near the firing-line,”
Meriwell said to himself. ““We ought to
be rising now.”

He glanced across to where the steers-
man stood cowled and rigid at his wheel,
his slim, tall form suggested more than
defined by the hooded electric lights.
Beside him, poring over compass and
map, his pale lawyer’s face showing up
like that of a hunting-bird, was the navi-
gating lieutenant. In the shadows, lean-
ing over the edge of the car, as a cap-
tain leans over his flying bridge, was the
flight commander, old Colonel Sanderson.
Meriwell glanced surreptitiously at his
square-cut, tow-like beard and howed
engineer’s shoulders. They seemed to
droop more than ever to-night.

“Poor old skipper!” Meriwell mut-
tered sympathetically.

The guns of the firing-line crashed into
the air with heavy, shattering blasts. 1In
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the distance there showed the faint shad-
ows of lights. Green shadows, that were
lyddite; and infinitesimal pin-points of
yellow, that were the flashes of rifles; and
the pretty orange of shrapnel; and the
blinding white of magnesium flares.

“Eighteen degrees up.” the navigat-
ing lieutenant ordered. He watched his
plumb-line while the steersman heaved on
his switch. “Easy! Steady! Right-o!”

The floor of the car tilted like the deck
of a steamer rising to the swell. The
huge dirigible nosed her way upward like
a mounting dragon-fly. They passed
through a fleece of cloud that touched
them caressingly like soft fingers. The
noise of battle beneath them faded into
a vibrating bass chord. The propellers
purred like giant cats.

““She answered like a blood mare,’ said
the navigator, pride ringing in his voice.

“If only my guns and bombs go as well
as your planes,” Meriwell told him, “T'll
be satisfied.”

“They will, never fear,” the navigat-
or laughed.

They were all proud of her, navigator,
gunnery lieutenant, engineers, and crew.
Full-fledged, like Minerva from the head
of Jove, she had appeared from the
tousled brain of the queer, misshapen
Scotch engineer of the Clyde, who had
come knocking at the door of the war-of-
fice when the slug-shaped Zeppelins were
pouring fire on the heart of London and
the British airmen were relying on frail,
insufficient biplanes—sparrow-hawks
competing with eagles. They had, thank
God! trusted that little man with the
Scots accent and the brier pipe, and here
they had her now in the air, three hun-
dred feet of her, a miracle of aluminum
and gas and oiled silk, rigid, dependable,
fleet as a bullet from a sharpshooter’s
piece. Meriwell studied her lines through
the darkness with a throb of pride: her
graceful length, like some wonderful
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night insect; the wide sweep of her planes,
like a jinn's wings, the shelf-like hori-
zontal ones to send her nosing upward
like a hawk or to let her down in a glid-
ing sea-gull’s swoop, the vertical one like
the rudder of a gigantic vessel; the three
great baskets, attached to the keel with
the trellised runway between them; the
four propellers, humming like a nest of
bees, two to the forward car, two to the
aft; the platform above the many-joint-
ed aluminum-covered balloons, with its
emergency bridge and rapid-fire gun.

“We're up seven thousand feet,” the
navigating lieutenant grinned. “How
do you like it?"

“Don't like it at all,”” Meriwell an-
swered. His teeth were chattering.

“You'll like it less in a minute.
going up to ten.”

The din of fighting below had vanished
into a faint murmur and the flashing guns
and flaming artillery had become small,
flickering lights, like fireflies on an August
night. Occasionally a cloud flicked past
below them and shut off even the pin-
points of light. Here and there a group
of stars showed, coldly lustrous, while
southward toward Reims one fell sheer,
like a bomb.

“T'd rather be shot than as cold as
this,” Meriwell grumbled. Beneath his
leather suit and woollen mask his skin
had become rough as sandpaper.

He looked about the car. The navi-
gator stamped his feet and swung his arms
with the cold. The steersman crouched
low behind the wheel. Four of the crew
huddled in blankets against the walls of
the basket. Only the commander stood
imperturbable and grim, looking into the
night. The shaded electric bulbs threw
a sickly yellow light over the mechanism
of the dirigible; over the black signal-
board, on which green, red, and white
circles and triangles showed, messages to
and from the engineers fore and aft; over
the row of switches, like those in a railroad
tower, that opened the cages beneath the
cars to release the pear-shaped bombs;
over the navigator's map and compass.
They outlined dimly the machine gun
that peered over each side swathed in
their oilskin coverings. They drew
strange, green glints from barometer and
spirit-level, and made silver sparkles on
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the frost crystals that were forming, paral-
lelogram on parallelogram and triangle
on triangle, among the twisted riggings of
the car.

“What time is it?" Meriwell asked,

“It's ten-thirty,” the navigator jerked.
“We'll make Mainz by two and be back
about dawn.”

The cold became more dry and pierc-
ing, It seemed to ooze in at the pores
and mingle with the blood and compose
itself into a mixture that chilled flesh
and bone. Meriwell felt his limbs going
numb. The countryside beneath was be-
coming darker. There were no longer
great chandeliers of light to show towns
and small clusters that were villages.
To the left a faint geometrical array of
arc lamps rose dimly. The navigator
croszed to the side of the car and looked
at it for a moment. He shook his head
grimly. Meriwell knew it was Brussels.
A cloud enveloped them and dashed them
with particles of dew that were like a
shower of frost. Through the thick spray
the figures of the steersman and com-
mander loomed up gigantically, like visit-
ors from another world showing vaguely
through a misty dawn.

There was something eerie, Meriwell
thought, in the immobility of the com-
mander. He should have shown more
eagerness, more of a sense of satisfied
ambition. For years the old engineer
officer had lived in the hope of seeing
England recapture her lead in the avia-
tion of the world. He had worked night
and day in his laboratory, testing gases,
testing metals, working out models for a
battleship of the air that would thrust
aside the Zeppelin and the Schutte-
Laenze as the steamer put aside the bark-
entine. And now to-night he was com-
manding his dream for the first time in
action. He was to raid the great rail-
way network of Mainz, over which Ger-
man corps were entraining night and day
for the last supreme effort to gain the
coast towns. In two hours he would be
tearing the mighty terminal to shreds of
twisted rails and charred wood, and dis-
torted lumps of iron that had once been
panting locomotives. Meriwell was proud
to be with him, and the commander
should be proudest of all. The gunner
remembered how the old man had pleaded
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for the detail. The chief of staff had
argued he was too old; he was too valu-
able.  The chief had had in mind a thing
Meriwell had forgotten and which sud-
denly came back to him with stunning
force.  But the old aviator had won.

“The old sportsman!” Meriwell said
to himsvlf, and his throat choked with
pride; ‘““the great old sportsman!”

He remembered how, on the first raid
of the leprous-white Zepplins from over
the channel, the first house to he struck
was the house of the old commander,
a square, uncompromising, soldier-like
house on Notting Hill, where his wife—
the gray-haired, motherly lady with the
dignified eyes—dwelt, and his widow
daughter, mourning her husband dead
somewhere in France. His soldier son, of
the Sherwood Foresters, home on leave,
was sleeping at the time. There were
heard the high whir of propellers and the
desultory crashing of anti-aircraft guns.
Then, accurate as a thunderbolt, the great
pear-shaped bomb had dropped, with the
crash of lightning striking a tree. A
colleague of the Royal Artillery, a blunt
old fighter, with a cropped gray mus-
tache, had told him about it, tactfully,
lacomca.l]y, with a fighter’s s_\rmpa.thy
He told him how the gray-haired lady had
died—very dignified, as she had been in
life; very peaceful, as befitted an upright
gentlewoman, her calm features merciful-
lv unmarked. He stumbled as he spoke
of the young captain, for a soldier should
die on the battle-field, with guns roaring
and his men about him, instead of being
potted like a rat in a cornstack. When
he came to the daughter his face diffused
to purple and his gray eyes flashed.

“Curse them!” he swore viciously,
“curse them night, noon, and morning !
living and dead! the rotten gallows-
birds!” )

“That's all right, Carter,” the aviator
had said. “Thank you for telling me.”
And he had walked off, fumbling pitifully
at his sword-belt. What black hairs he
Lad left had turned white since then, and
his gray eyes were more sunken, but his
beard jutted savagely since, and his voice
snapped commands to his airmen with a
ring like that of steel.

"1 wish we were over that railway sta-
tion,” said Meriwell to himself, grimly.

He squinted across at the switches of the
homb-cages and at the silent machine
guns in their oilskin swathings. “He's
going to get some good work in to-night,
if I can help.”

The officer at the compass straightened
suddenly. He punched at the indicator
buttons in a quick burst of energy.

“Up planes,” he shouted. “Nine de-
grees down.”

“Nine down ! " the steersman repeated.
He heaved on lu:. switch with a long,
graceful pull. The notches clicked suc-
cessively like a clock in winding. The
car tilted forward gradually. Meriwell
grasped at a support to keep himself
from sliding. Wind flew against them
in a strong upward sweep. The steers-
man braced to his wheel like a wrestler,
The propellers purred less loudly.  Meri-
well had the sensation of being gently
pulled downward. He looked over the
side of the car fearfully. A few desultory
lights showed dimly, like the lamps of a
train in the distance. An engineer officer
dropped into the car from the passage,
electric torch in one hand and oil-can in the
other, He reeked pungently of gasolene.

“Time you were going down,” he re-
marked peevishly to the navigating lieu-
tenant in strong Scots. “Do you want
all my engines to freeze?”

“It'll be hot enough pretty soon,” the
navigator jeered at him.

“Where are we?’” Meriwell asked.

“South of Maastricht,” the lieutenant
answered. He was as excited as a school-
boy. “We’ll be over the border in a min-
ute.”  He leaned toward the wind-gauge.
“Doing seventy-two miles an hour,” he
shouted after the engineer.

It was warmer now. Meriwell glanced
at the scale beside the barometer and saw
it registered two thousand five hundred
feet. Vague, clean scents stole through
the wind—the white odor of hawthorn
and the freshness of spring grass and
early flowers, and the transparent odor
of the wind, like the transparent taste of
water. Sounds rose vaguely into the
air—the shadows of sounds, it seemed—
the baying of an uneasy dog and the
twitter of startled birds. An automo-
bile-horn screamed raucously and some-
where there was the cutting whistle of a
train. As he leaned over the side of
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the car, the gunnery lieutenant saw the
sparsely lighted land slip away beneath
them as a pier slips away from a liner.
Occasionally there was a brightly lighted
municipal building; occasionally a mi-
croscopic point that Meriwell felt was a
man with a lantern. Here and there a
forge licked like flames on a volcano—a
mute suggestion of war in which labor
ceased neither night nor day. Afar off
a flashing line of lights, like the lighted
fuse of a crude mine, showed a train
speeding. Meriwell felt himself looking
at these things as a disembodied spirit
might—the last odor and sound and sight
of an earth that years of dwelling in had
invested with a great affection. He felt
himself shiver.

He moved slightly against the edge of
the car, and as he did he discovered, with
a sense of shock, that his hand had
grasped the rail so tightly that he could
hardly move it. The horrible intent
nervousness that airmen know was lap-
ping itself about him. He felt a wild
desire to find himself on earth again, so
wild that he had to clinch his teeth to
prevent himself from jumping over the
side of the car. He was suddenly con-
scious of his nerves—they seemed to
spread all over his body like the veins of
an ivy leaf, to be writhing, to be crying
at his finger-tips. A great fear came on
him, as it might come on a man swim-
ming in the ocean far from sight of land
or sail. Thev had no right to be there,
he said to himself fiercely, no right to
be high among the winds. They were
intruders, impertinently encroaching on
the domain of some Power whose inalien-
able domain the air was. They might
irritate It, who had placed them on the
earth to walk with feet on it and not
above it to fly with wings. At any mo-
ment it might arise and smite their
meagre human device of gas and steel asa
man micht smash a flv on the wall. He
cowered suddenly, as if expecting a blow.

A faint exhalation of pale light showed
to the northeast like a phosphorescent
cloud—Aix-la-Chapelle! So they were
over the border at last! Meriwell’s teeth
set and his eyes glinted. A sense of dan-
ger seized him, and suddenly there began
running in his head the full sonorous
rhythm of the “Watch upon the Rhine.”

163

They were over the iron wall at last,
over the impregnable ring of steel. In
spite of singing, in spite of all boasting
—und as he felt his blood pulse proudly
another chilling terror came over him.
He felt as il the souls of all the dead
fighters of the empire were rising up
against them in a vast current of wings,
Saxon men and Prussian and Hessian,
soldiers of Bavaria and of Wiirtemberg,
levies of the Hansa towns—striking at the
steel bird with ineffectual, spiritual fin-
gers, clinging pathetically to rigging and
nacelle and plane, gazing hatefully at the
invaders with horrible, bloodshot, unbod-
ily eyes. . . .

The navigator turned suddenly to the
man at the wheel.

“What the deuce is wrong with you?"
he raged. * Starboard, I said. Star-
board !’

The steersman bent to the wheel. He
tugged and pushed until the veins stood
out on his forehead like ropes.

“Can’t do anything, sir,”” he stam-
mered, “T'm jammed.”

The navigator jumped to the signal-
board. He snapped switches like fingers
cracking. He leaned into the shelter-box
of the speaking-tube.

“Cut off,”” he shouted, ‘““the rud-
der’s jammed. Engineer-lieutenant amid-
ships!"

The hum of the propellers died away
musically. The dirigible glided easily like
a bird volplaning. There was the shuffle
of feet along the metal-latticed passage.
The dour Scots lieutenant dropped into
the car, cotton waste in one hand and
oil-can in the other. His second, a bright-
cheeked Suffolk lad, leaped agilely after
him.

“0Oil on the hinges all evaporated—
with your seventy-two miles an hour,”
the lieutenant snapped at the navigator.
“T'll go aft and oil up.”

“I'll do that,” the second urged. He
caught at the oil-can and plucked his
torch from its scabbard. They heard
him patter aft in the rear car. They saw
his light flicker for an instant as he swung
into the rigging. The Scotsman looked
after him with an affectionate eye,

“A fine lad!” he murmured, “and a
fine nerve he has!”

As he looked over the rail of the nacelle
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Meriwell saw the earth swing beneath
him gently like a cradle rocking. The
swaying lights gave him a sense of dizzi-
ness. He felt suddenly that the carth
was a small thing, bowling through space
like a tossed ball.

“Right!" he heard the engineer second
hail faintly.

“Right-o!"" came the cheery call of the
navigator.

He watched the light of the boy’s torch
as he crept along the rigging to the main
car, He heard him bandy a hearty word
with somebody. He heard a gruff word
of caution, a laugh, and a choked scream.
Meriwell sprang to his full height and
grasped the rail with both hands. He
saw the flicker of the shadow as it plunged
downward.

“My God !” he blurted. “He’s gone !

The navigator rushed to the side of the
car like a maniac. The steersman half-
turned from the wheel. The engineer offi-
cer stiffened like a pointing dog.

“ He'% gone!” the navigator said stu-
pidly. “Poor Conroy’s gone‘

They stood a moment silent, looking
at each other in white horror. The com-
mander came out of the shadows. He
took his peaked cap off.

“God be good to a gallant officer!” he
said.

“Amen!’ Meriwell answered.

The engineer strode forward silently
through the passage. The commander
touched the navigating officer on the arm.

“ Ahead, Mr. Brennan,” he said simply.

The navigator caught up his tube.

“Full ahead,” he ordered. He turned
to the steersman. “ Southeast by east,”
he directed.

“Southeast by east,” the steersman
repeated mechanically.  The propellers
throbbed, whirred, hummed. The night
air cut against them like a whip. A lone
star showed up for a moment in a break
of cloud, and then disappeared again, as a
stage disappears between closing curtains.

Meriwell felt dazed. War—this wasn't
war! This was a puny fooling with the
engines of destiny, children pulling the
triggers of firearms, He remembered
how a great-uncle of his had died at Bala-
klava: abright morning with the battle-
drums beating; guns pealing, soldiers
cheering; Cardigan riding gallantly at
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the head of the Light Brigade. Fro
patria mori!  Yes—but to fall two thou-
sand feet in the night-time and to strike
an alien ground with a sickening thud
—that was not war. That was horror.
He remembered inconsequently how he
had heard that a man would be dead be-
fore he struck the ground and the thought
consoled him somewhat.

Stollberg slipped past dreamily in a
murk, Lamersdorf, Blankenheim, Adenau
and Honningen. Carts rattled as they
flashed over Dumpelfeld. At Naub an
alert sentry fired his Mauser, a whip’s
crack and a bullet’s futile ping. Coblenz
flitted past and they were over the Rhine,
black, undulating, reflecting mistily the
lampq of unsleeping barges. They swung

over Wiesbaden, and Mainz came toward
them, ambling like a man into ambush.
The dirigible tilted upward at an angle of

thirty. Meriwell sprang to the centre of
the car. The commander climbed for-
ward.

“Remember,” he warned. “Not a sec-
ond to waste!"”

Doubt and nervousness dropped from
Meriwell like a cloak. His brain sprang
into action like a boxer's muscles at the
call of the gong. He clambered forward
along the passage toward the first car.
Alreadv the gun crew had stripped the
covers from the machine guns. Men stood
alongside the rails with queer umbrella-
like things in their hands—the asbestos
parachutes, with their naphtha-soaked
torch in the handle, flares that would
light up every cranny in the ground be-
neath and protect the dirigible from the
light of the flares themselves.

“Ready, gunner?" asked the navigat-
ing lieutenant.

“Ready,” Meriwell sang back.

They swung toward the town easily as
a ship comes to its pier. Beneath them
they could see the lights of the railroad
station, big violet globes that radiated
like stars. Men hurried to and fro along
the concrete platforms—queer squat,
huddled figures. Two engines fussed in
and out like busy housewives. In one
corner was a massed city of railroad-cars.
Rails shone in a bewildering intricacy like
a metal puzzle. Long, lank sheds showed
like barns.

“Ease up,

bR

the commander ordered.



Drawsn by F. C. Yol

“Sections A and B, lanyards 3 and g, 'fore and aft,” he bellowed,  “Heave on ! "—Page 166,

Vor. LX.—16 105



1463 Superdirigible “Gamma-1"

[le stood square in the centre of the car,
his beard jutting, his hands thrust deep
in his pockets. It was as if some main
nerve had suddenly come into play, elec-
trifving the great steel vessel. The navi-
eator sprang to the speaking-tube.

“Cul off,” he shouted. He thrust the
steersman  away from the wheel and
caught at the spokes. “Figure of eight,”
he muttered. The dirigible swung grace-
fully in a curve leltward. Meriwell
looked over the side again and raised his
night-glasses. On the platforms beneath
men were running to and fro excitedly.
As they looked upward they had the ap-
pearance of a child’s tin soldiers gazing
fearsomely at a human heing. A whistle
cut metallically into the air. A carbine
cracked. A search-light shot skyward in
a broad ribbon of white and began cast-
ing about like a fisherman’s line. Some-
where there was a thudding boom, a
whining scream, and a white star opened
like a flower three hundred vards away
with a crash like wood breaking.

“Go ahead, Mr. Meriwell,” the com-
mander directed.

Meriwell raised his megaphone to his
lips.

p“Ovcrboard, the parachutes,” he thun-
dered.

There was a burst of murky, vellow
flame fore and aft. Six flaming torches
floated downward like snowflakes falling.
The town cowered darkly to the rear of
them. Beneath, to the right, the station
showed as if lit up by some great confla-

gration. Above, everything seemed to
have gone grotesquely black. Meriwell
could hardly see across the car.  Another

search-light leaped into the air and crossed
the first one. They stabbed about like
the tentacles of an octopus. The anti-
aircraft guns shot six white stars to port
in rapid succession like revolver shots.
Along the concrete platforms a brace of
sharpshooters dropped to their knees and
cuddled their pieces to their cheeks. The
dirigible moved with easy dignity toward
the station. Meriwell calculated a mo-
ment. The bombs in the fall would car-
ry forward in the direction the dirigible
was headed for. He would have to wait
a moment, Weights, distance, heights,
flashed through his head like the dots and
dashes of a Morse code.

“Sections A and B, lanyards 3 and 4,
"fore and aft,” he bellowed. “Heaveon!”

The dirigible shivered and jumped like
a restive horse as the gunners heaved on
their switches and the weighted hombs
dropped from their cages. A search-
light caught the great hawk for a moment
and showed it gray and lustrous like a
battleship at sea. The navigator swung
his wheel about with a jerk. The diri-
gible turned like a hare. The propellers
burst into a wild, spasmodic hum. They
oscillated dangerously. Meriwell clung
onto the side and looked over.

Eight great splotches of red flame burst
suddenly on the ground, sideways, like
water splashing. They showed red and
angry like a man’s wound. There were
dark streaks among them—earth thrown
up, men, metal, concrete. A puff of
hot wind struck the car, and a vast un-
speakable noise, a maddened, crashing
roar, like the earth protesting at being
attacked—a shuddering, horrible thing
that drowned the feeble crackling of the
guns and seemed to blot out life itself for
amoment. The dirigible shivered like a
feather in a gully of wind.

“Ease up,” he called to the navigatar.
“Aand B, lanyards 2 and g, fore and aft,”
he roared again. Again the jump and
curvet of the car; the red cup-like ex-
plosions, the terror of sound. A gun
boomed southward, and something passed
themi with a high shriek. The search-
light caught them again and hung on with
the tenacity of a bulldog. Something
like a fly appeared in the west.

“Look out,” the commander warned
the lieutenant at the wheel. “ Get ready
to rise.”

Meriwell looked downward again with
his glasses. The naphtha planes were
approaching the junction on their drop
and were lighting up the scene with a
lurid Satanic glow. The glasses nearly
slipped from his hands. Beneath him
was chaos.  The glittering rails, the com-
pact platforms, the lank sheds, the massed
cars, the violet lights were no longer there.
The terminal showed like a ploughed field
—a wilderness of stone and earth, of
twisted metal and shattered wood. Great
chasms showed where the bombs had
struck; little hillocks of thrown-up earth;
great iron pillars broken in two like




Superdirigible

match-wood; huddled figures that had
been soldiers on the platform; while from
the massed cars and the long sheds great
waves of red and blackish flame showed
with foam tops of rolling brown smoke,
rolling, licking, crackling, roaring, like a
medieval dream of hell.

“T don't need section C,"” he laughed.
All the havoc had been wrought by the
light bombs. There were still eight mam-
moth pears in their cages, unused. He
could save those.

“Get the bridge now, Mr. Meriwell,”
the commander instructed, “and swing
around to the forts.”

“ Empty ballast,” roared the navigator.

There was a gurgle as the stop-cocks on
the water-tanks of the keel were opened
—a hollow rushing that should have end-
ed in a splash. In the glaring light the
water poured downward in two great
streams fore and aft like silver cables fall-
ing. The dirigible rose as if drawn up-
ward. Bombs burst like firecrackers.
Beneath, the fire rustled like crushed
paper and exploded now and then, in
queer, hollow, inadequate sounds. The
navigator swung over the river. Four
thousand feet below the bridge showed
over the black ribbon of the Rhine like a
plank over a rivulet. Meriwell watched
it with the eve of a cat ready to spring on
a mouse.

“Readv on section C,” he warned,
“lanyards 2 and 3, fore and aft.”

They floated along hazily, like a stick
along a river. The anti-aircraft guns
broke into a passion of whipping reports.
The search-lights cut into the air like
thrusting bayonets.

“Heave on!” he velled suddenly.

The dirigible lifted violently like a ca-
noe struck by a great wave. There was
a loud whirring in the air as the bombs
dropped downward. Meriwell felt his
heart jump to his mouth. He peered
over the edge breathlessly, his hands grip-
ping the rail with sudden fear. Mechan-

ically he opened his mouth to protect’

his ear-drums from the report, and as
he did a vast wave of orange flame,
like discolored sheet lightning, seemed to
flick along the river. For a moment,
soundless, the river rose in its bed as if
struck by a mighty hand. The great stone
bridge chaappearcd as if kicked away,
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“My God!™
“my God!”

Then suddenly noise struck him be-
tween the shoulder-blades, noise such as
he could hardly believe possible—an infin-
itude of sound that rocked him like a
crashing blow, a sound as of two planets
meeting in mid-course, a gigantic for-
bidden thing, that only gods should make.

“The bridge is gone,” said Meriwell
stupidly.

A great hush swung over the town.
The anti-aircralt guns stuttered and died.
The futile rifle fire stopped. The thunder
of the forts was cut off in mid-air. Only
the blaze at the junction roared a little
like a forced draft. Over the river all
was black, The water had shut off the
flarc of the explosion. The search-light
struck the ballonet of the dirigible as a
spear strikes a fish.  There was the throb
of propellers.

“Triplane to starboard,” the navigator
warned.

“Send him down, Mr. Meriwell,” the
commander ordered calmly. “Navigat-
or, put the men by the engines ready to
start on the word.”

The triplane rose jerkily in the air
like a toy at the end of a string. Its
three shelf-like planes showed dimly and
vaguely like a great kite. Meriwell felt
sorry for it—it was a game, chivalrous
thing, to rise in the air to give battle to
the leviathan. He felt a great throb of
sympathy and sorrow for it. It looked
such a puny thing—but he mustn’t let it
get above him, or alongside him

“Search-light on starboard gun,” he
snapped.

A sergeant and corporal sprang to the
Maxim. They clamped a thing like an
automobile-lamp to the barrel. They
snapped a switch, and a line of light shot
out like a harpoon. It whipped about
like a fencer’s blade, parryving, thrusting,
lifting, dropping. The corporal threw his
leg over the saddle and caught the trigger,

“When you see her, fire 1" M(rl\\Lll
ordered.

She showed up for a moment, black and
fragile, and motionless it seemed. The
gun broke into an infuriated chatter. The
cartridge-tape leaped like a hooked eel.
Suddenly they saw the great kite twist
like a wounded bird, It dropped in a

said Meriwell hoarsely,
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wavering zigzag while two black pin-
points dropped in plumb-lines.

“God help them ! Meriwell breathed.

The propellers of the dirigible plunged
into their loud whir like the first peal
of an organ. Meriwell staggered and
lurched. The dirigible shot forward like
a stone from a sling. The commander
fell to pacing the car nervously. His
fingers cracked like castancts. His beard
twitched. He turned on the gunner.

“Never mind the forts,” he shouted.
“We've done enough. What have you
left?"”

“Sixteen small and four large bombs,
Meriwell answered.

“Get ready,” he warned. He turned to
the navigator. “Back and over the town.”

‘Back and over the town?" the nav-
igator queried stupidly. *“Over the
town?"

“Yes,” the commander barked. His
face seemed queerly white and strained.
“Let them have all you've got, Mr. Meri-
well.”

" “You don’t mean—7?"" Meriwell nearly
laughed in amazement. “Bombard the
town?”’

“Yes.

n

1

Quick. Circle around and let
go

A great, tawny lake of flame poured
over the acreage of cars in the junction.
It lighted the town dully and they could
see it hazily, through a smoke screen,
as it were. The narrow Gothic buildings
showed up as in a painting; the peaceful
cathedral; the great, squat municipal
hall; the queer dolls’ houses—it all
seemed like a theatrical spectacle. South-
ward the gunners still threw their white
stars and the artillery of the forts stabbed
red and blindly into the murky fog.

“Take the wheel,” the navigator told
the steersman. “Planes up eighteen and
swing in a circle.” He looked at the
commander with grave, disquieted eyes.

Meriwell caught at the commander’s
sleeve.

“My God, sir! You can't do that!”
he shouted in horror. “You can't fire
on civilians.”

“I can,” said the old man doggedly.
“I can and T will.”

“You're mad, sir!
babbled.

A stray shot cut screaming past them.
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You're mad!” he
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They rocked from the current.  The crew
moved about the car uneasily.

“Bring her around,” the commander
ordered. The navigator never moved.

A vast desire to throw himself on the
old commander came on Meriwell, to bind
him hand and foot. He must have gone
crazy, he judged. That last terrific ex-
plosion had injured his brain.  Then sud-
denly he remembered the house on Not-
ting Hill, the white-haired lady who had
died on the night raid, the screaming, dis-
traught daughter, the gallant captain of
Sherwood Foresters killed like a rat in a
trap. He understood.

“1 can’t do it, sir,” the navigator re-
plied.

Meriwell took a step toward him.
hands went out pleadingly.

“I know, sir. I understand. But we
can't do it. I won't give the order and
the men wouldn’t pull the lanyards,” his
voice stumbled. “We're soldiers,” he
continued, “and we're fighting soldiers—
not unarmed men, not sleeping children,
not women."

There was a moment’s silence. The
wind blew about them as from a great
blast-pipe. The reports of the air-guns
ceased for a moment and began inter-
mittently. The navigator turned his
head away. Meriwell looked at the com-
mander's white face.

“Soldiers!” he repeated. “Clean
fighters. Soldiers and gentlemen. Offi-
cers and gentlemen, as your son was. And
your wife was a soldier’s wife and your
daughter was a soldier’s daughter.”

He waved his hand toward the town.

“We've smashed the junction and
smashed the bridge. No train will pass
that way again and no ship will come up
the Rhine. We've done our work—and
not a building outside injured and not a
civilian attacked. They'd be proud of
that, your people, sir.  You can’t do this
other thing, sir. It isn’t the game. It
isn’t ericket.”

He watched the commander’s face
keenly. He waited until he saw the bit-
ter twist pass from the mouth and the
frown go out of his eyes.

“They wouldn't want that,” he urged.
“They'd be ashamed, those people of
yours.,” He waited a moment. “The old
code, sir, an officer and a gentleman.”

His
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The commander’s head drooped a little.
The stiff poise of his gray beard softened.
His shoulders lost their tenseness sud-
denly.

“T—TI—"" he wavered. He turned to
the navigator.  “ Right about and back,”
he said weakly. He slipped into the rear
among the shadows.

The navigator sprang Lo his compass.

A Bomb-Thrower in the Trenches

he ordered.
the steersman re-

“Nor'west by west,”

“Nor'west by west,”
peated mechanically.

And as Meriwell leaned over the car he
saw the town race flatly away from them,
while the guns still chattered viciously,
like disturbed magpies, and their charges
burst high in the air into pretty, artificial
stars.

A BOMB-THROWER IN THE
TRENCHES

BY LIEUTENANT Z OF THE BRITISH ARMY

a trooper in one of the new cavalry regiments at the outbreak of the war.

"l “HESE letters are written from the trenches by an Englishman who enlisted as

His regiment remained in camp in England all winter, and when spring came
and there was still no need for cavalry, they volunteered dismounted and were sent

immediately to Flanders.

as it is called in trench vernacular, and was twice promoted for bravery,
being offered a commission in his regiment.

There he ]omed the Bombing Squad, or ** Suicide Club,”

ﬁ_nally
Most of these letters (begun in the July

number) are written to his sister in England, others to friends in America.

11
In BeErcrom. 7 July 1015.
Dear I:

Am just out of front trenches this morn-
ing early. This evening, for I slept all
day, Major asked me if T would ac-
cept a commission in the regiment, if
offered me. T told him would be proud
to do so; so he said he would send in my
name. Later I went before the Adjutant
who took my name, age and nearest rela-
tive in the Army. I gave ageas 41, andI
gave him ]'s name as Colonel of
Horse.

So please write to ]J. at once and ex-
plain. It is fine to have the offer come to
one, without ever having pushed for it.

More news. Not so good. was
wounded again, early this morning leav-
ing the trenches, by a sniper, and a man
was killed at the same time near him. He
is not badly hurt, shot in upper thigh,
with no bone injured.

I may have to come back home to train
a bit. That, I do not know as yet. Will
write more fully about doings in trenches
the last few days, but think I got the offer

for crawling out towards German lines,
and setting bomb traps for Fritz when he
goes a-sniping.

Are in reserve dugouts for three days
more, then to the village behind for four
days, then back to front trenches for four
days and so on.

In Brrerva. Sunday.
Dear I:

We are back in the village we recently
left to go to the front trenches. Not in
the same quarters because the Huns have
been shelled unmercifully since we last
left. So we are more on the outskirts. A
number of children and women, some of
whom we knew have been wounded and
battered about. The front trenches al-
lotted to us lie at the point of an apex, a
salient, allowing a good amount of Ger-
man cross-firing to take place; this, and a
multitude of snipers make life highly ex-
citing. Bullets came, almost from any
direction, both spent ones and the vicious
snappy kind. We left the trenches at
dawn of the 7th, Wednesday last, after
four days and six nights up there. From
the trenches we went to the reserve dug-

11 July 1915,
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outs, which are just outside the long coni-
munication trench leading to the firing
line, and we stayed there four days till we
came here last night.  We shall stay four
days, and then go up to the front trenches
to begin the round again. The reserve
dugouts are just badger-holes into which
vou crawl on vour hands and knees. They
are literally holes in the ground, for two
men at a time. You cannot sit up in
them at all upright, and they are roofed
with sand bags on poles, with earth on top,
ending up with a layer of grass. As they
are dug irregularly and show molelike
mounds the whole affair is like a prairie-
dog town on a big scale; men sitting at
their holes popping in or popping out.
All day bullets lop over at odd intervals,
and only one man was actually hit here,
and that was through the ankle. When
vou go to wash at a farm house close by
vou have to follow a hedge closely, and
risk a bullet when you cross the road
twice each way. During our four days in
the front trenches we had about fifteen
casualties, two being killed, and all sniper
and stray bullet work. The night before
last the Brigade bombers, about forty of
us, went up to the front trench, where it
is nearest the Hun, in readiness and bris-
tling with bombs. The idea being that
the Hun has made a sap to our trench and
has mined it, and when he blows it up, he
will make a big hole, a crater. It is our
job to make that crater, with bombs, too
hot a place for him. So we lay behind
the trench at what was thought by our
officer to be safe, all the night till dawn.
Lay under a pollarded willow in wet grass.

A heavy mist obscured everything and
dripped like rain from that confumigated
willow. Most of the men had not even
overcoats, none of us had waterproof
sheets, and the cold damp went right
through. Personally, as [ am positive
that Germans never explode mines at
night, T went to sleep, and in that way
forgot my troubles. Our trench is, of
course, evacuated along that stretch, ex-
cept for one lookout, who was amusingly
sarcastic about his future. Coming back
at dawn down the communication trench
we met our General with one orderly,
striding along not in the trench but up
above on the flat. He is much admired
by all the men, being quite fearless and
cool and a hard worker.

171

Yesterday evening, about 6 p. M. at the
prairie-dog town we saw one of our acro-
planes a long way east of us and over the
German lines.  They were sending shell
after shell up at him. We saw one shell
go very close to him, and soon the ma-
chine began to travel lower and lower
while it aimed steadily for home. As it
passed over the German trenches all their
rifles blazed away at it, and things looked
bad. But it came on very slowly and
steadily, a big bi-plane. Tt passed through
the zone of rifle fire and was safe except
for a fall in landing, coming lower and
lower with engine stopped, just silently
gliding in, straight and true, no flurry. It
passed about two or three hundred yards
to our south and would have landed in our
big field if we had not been there. About
that time cross bullets from German lines
fired at it from the sides of the apex began
to fizz among us and the prairie dog dived
below, but I did manage to see the ma-
chine just top a row of poplars to our
southwest boundary of the field, and set-
tle safely and quietly in a field bevond.
Great sigh of relief all round. Very soon
the German big guns began to search for
the luckless machine, and they got the
range correctly for the distance but fired
too much to the north, by several hundred
vards. Shell after shell they fired. Great
high explosive shrapnel that burst beauti-
fully about forty feet in the air and left a
cloud of smoke. Till dark they sent these
great whistling shells over us.  We found
afterwards that the Pilot had been shot in
leg and shoulder when high up over the
Germans, and that after he had pluckily
made his landing they pulled the machine
along and sa\ed that too. But it was
a wonderful sight and never to be for-
gotten.

It seems to be settled that in about a
week or ten days we shall (i. ., the men
who have been offered commissions) be
gent back to our depot and reserve squad-
ron at the Hampton Court Barracks,
there to receive some training before com-
ing back to the front. This is not official
but is probably correct.

Ix Bercionm. 16 July 1015,
Dear I:

Just a few lines as I may be rushed off
any minute. Il gota letter from you this
morning, and one from O. (from far off
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New York). Am glad you all are pleased
about the commission. Tt seems a long
way away as yet, according to this very
ticklish scheme of life.

Last Wednesday night we left our hil-
let in the village (about time too because
the Huns nearly burned it up last night.
They shelled it savagely, with some mon-
strous shells. The glare in the sky told
the tale) and marched up, with that
deadly pack and 1350 rounds of ball.  Full
equipment and food too to last a while.
It had poured rain in the afternoon. It
was pouring when we left and it never
stopped pouring till dawn., We walked
about two and a half miles to the long
communication trench, then followed this
ghastly maze to the bitter end at the fir-
ing lines. Pitch dark, raining and blow-
ing, clay footing slippery as ice, a narrow
trench, full of holes and bumps, wading,
tripping, staggering, bumping from side
to side, clay besmeared, and caked from
head to foot, wet through. Never was
there such a nightmare. Arrived at our
post just after midnight and at once as
Corporal of the “listening post” I had to
go out with one man to a row of willow
trees, about 1oo yards ahead. We had to
crawl over the parapet, and through three
different sets of barbed wire (ours) to a
place under the willows where a sort of
trench was made. This trench was by
that time a fine drainage pond. The rain
was pelting harder than ever. And there
we stayed till 2 A. M. almost, to the first
break of dawn, when I came in remem-
bering it was over the parapet we had to
return. What with wind and rain you
could hear nothing definite; only the big
rats that infest all the “ No man’s Lands”
at the front. Their presence and occupa-
tion is an awful sign that we in the 2oth
century may be (and are) more educated
and scientific, but not a whit more human
or “civilised” than we were in the stone
age. From 2 A. M. to 3:30 A, M. we “stood
to arms,” bayonets fixed. This is the
usual procedure. I made some tea then
and ate ravenously of bread and cheese.
Sound sleep, wet and clay besmeared and
be-smothered till 10 A. M.  Sun was out at
that time and one soon dried clothes and
belongings, and no one seems to be the
worse for the bad night.

Soon Mr. the Bombing Lieuten-
ant came and claimed me as a bomber.

A Bomb-Thrower in the Trenches

He got his way, and off T had to go with
him. He got me to post all the Bombers
in their proper places where the maga-
zines of bombs were. My orders coming
to me, officially, as to “Grenade” Cor-
poral of Trench No. so and so. This took
me to 6 p. M. That was vesterday of
course. Then I got an order to report to
with three Bombers, my sanie
squad, at once, We went and found out
that he was bent on a most foolhardy ven-
ture, and that was o try to capture a
German alive, or wounded so as to get the
Fritz to give our General information.
We each took two bombs in our tunic
pockets and our revolvers, and nothing
else, and at g p. M. we popped over the
parapet and started straight ahead, aim-
ing for the river or creek which is nearer
the German trench than our own, and
where the Hun seems to go at night for
various reasons best known to his kul-
tured self. We were out from ¢ p. M. to
1 A. M. crawling and lying still. We heard
the Huns tapping stakes for wiring, heard
them talking, heard a whistle blown, and
were quite close to them. Close enough
for this. One of their Verey lights (flare
rockets) passed over us and the red hot
lump that it ends up in dropped a few
vards only from us. But we got no pris-
oners. I expect to go out again, no doubt
tonight, because it seems a part of a
“bomber’s” duty to be a scout and a kid-
napper, too. Any job that no one else
wants to do is, apparently, at once given
to the “bombers.” We seem to be a
cheerful lot, and no one seems to care, but
it is hard work.

Trench life in wet weather on this low
land is the slimiest life of all. Slip and
slide and splash, and even up your sleeves
you find it caked. How they stood it all
of last winter is incredible. Those fellows
must have suffered. Unthinkable misery
it must have been.

Ix BELGIUM. 29 July 1015.
Dear 1: o
We are still up in front trenches holding
down the firing line. My Squadron goes
back to supports tonight, all excepting
my Troop, which stays on here three days
more, or until Sunday night, 1st August.
That is unless plans change. This morn-
ing I was sent for to headquarters to be
examined by the doctor, in reference to
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the commission, which appears therefore
to be grinding on its appointed way safely.
The days are fairly fair, but the nights are
very cold, and as we turn night into day,
rarely sleeping at all at night, the cold is
very trying. Last night one of our re-
connoitering patrols consisting of an Offi-
cer, Sergeant and Trooper, ran into a
German one which saw them first, at
twenty vards range, the Huns fired first
killing the Sergeant and seriously wound-
ing the Trooper The latter was a great
friend of mine, Foster, who has been my
“half section’ as a bomber for some time.
Young Foster was shot in groin and in
shin, did his best to drag away the Ser-
geant who was just alive, and did drag
him twenty or thirty yards, until he too
collapsed. ~ The officer, a good one, emp-
tied his automatic (10 Shots) into the
Huns, killing one and no doubt wounding
more. They must have been hit and hurt
because they squealed like swine. Help
came and all were brought back. Part of
our trench is less than two hundred yards
from the Huns, and over this part a duel
goes persistently on with grenades, day
and night. They have wounded in this
way two of our bombers, and we hope we
have accounted for more of them. At
night a great deal of rifle firing passes from
both sides.

Altogether this seems to be a spiteful
section of the front. Going down the
long communication trench today to see
the doctor we (three of us) were shelled
most of the way. Just where M. was shot
as we passed six or seven shells whanged °
to the ground, making us duck and
squirm, you may be sure. I have other
news also. It seems to be a fact that the
reserve squadron of ours, at Hampton
Court Barracks, is to go at once to the
Curragh Camp, near Dublin, over in Ire-
land. This would mean that I would
have to go there, as the headquarters of
our regiment is where the reserve is.
has sent me a glorious hamper of
good things to eat. It arrived vesterday
at the front trenches. It was greatly ap-
preciated by several of us. I am expect-
ing our post to go at any time.

P. 5. Sergeant has pot the
D. C. M. for his bombing exploit of May
25th, in which I, also, helped. Three men
of the other regiment which we assisted
also got D. C. Ms,
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I am delighted that he got it, and the
regiment is very happy.

In Brrcrum.
Dear I:
Tonight T hope to get my first real sleep
for practically a week. It gets very
monotonous to have bullets whining and
buzzing and cracking about, even if vou
feel quite safe. The mere noise after a
time (a sleepless time) hegins to irritate
one, much as one may fight against it.
Then that hopeless, sinking feeling of a
mixture of wrath and the straight jacket
when they begin to shell your trench.
You can bear it, you have to, but you do
not grin. All this after a time is a dis-
tinct strain. The “ listening patrol”” work
out in front, too, in the dark, one man
with you, among the rats and your own
thoughts, with your eyes and ears agape,
senses at full stretch, for over three hours
at a time, is to be gone through hefore
imagined correctly. The sentry at the
parapet is bad enough. To be really on
the absolute alert for hours is the pinch,
and when you are “shy” many hours of
sleep, have not had your boots or clothes
off for nearly a week, and have scarcely
even washed hands or face for the same
time the plot thickens. Your food too,
you must cook yourself. Wood is a treat
to find. Everyone after it, and many a
man risks a bullet to find it, or get it if he
sees it. For water you almost always
have to go a long way, you usually risk a
squeallng bullet, or sometimes a blasting
‘maniac’ of a shell, and the physical en-
ergy needed to carry the stuff is no play-
ful joke. Then vou eat at any irregular
hour, scrappy meals on bits of paper or
wood or cardboard, anything but your
own greasy unwashed plate. This is not
a complaint. I am trying to give you
some idea of the life and I am not in the
least bit exaggerating, I am underesti-
mating. Add the dirt, the clay, the small
usual fly in myriads, and the loathely
egg-laying blue-bottle in swarms, and
the little friendly confidential beasties
that lurk in your dugout, and you may
gather about 607 of the true facts. The
other 40% you must learn only if you
spend a week at the game. I say noth-
ing of hot sun, rain, cold or dust, all
the things which go to make up bad
weather,

Sunday. st dwgust 1915,
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I BeLcium,
Dear T:

Back again to the front trenches, with
all its disgusting excitements and disgust-
ing monotony, and disgusting discomfort.
Rainy weather,  Grey asa badger. The
sky full of grey wool, reeking damp. T
am in charge of the Squadron bombers
under This bit of front is quiet;
apart from snipers and enfilading long
shots and occasional bursts of shrapnel,
nothing seems to happen. Two of our
men, in “reserves’ of Squadron, got
under some shrapnel vesterday evening,
and were peppered severely. The regi-
ment marched up to the trenches in broad
daylicht, because wanted to review
the regiment we were relieving before
dark. Result, certain exposure to the
enemy observation balloons to be paid for
some day. It isa month today since my
commission was offered to me, and I
really believe this will be my last time in
the trenches as a non-commissioned offi-
cer. We think that the whole Brigade
will be taken out to get our horses back
again and that we were being held hack
until all trench work was done. Our
Commissions are in the Colonel’s hands
we believe, If this is true, I am glad, be-
cause I rather hated to leave when the
men were still in the trenches, This may
be moonshine, of course.

A fine parcel came from vou today.
Just when and where it was needed. Am
quite busy so will cut short.

Sunday. Sth Jlugesi 1913

Ix Brroivm. o August 1915.
Dear M:

This is from the front, and firing line,
and I am writing in a loathesome dungeon
of a “dugout” made of sandbags filled
with clay. The bags are old and rotten,
and have come away, leaving the walls a
sort of vile crumbling material that falls
in showers on you, and vour stuff, all the
time. Needless to say the roof is so low
that you cannot sit upright. 1 am shel-
tering from a fine rain, that incessantly
falls on this wretched country.  Day in,
day out, not omitting the nights, it rains
this fine rain.  Splashes of sunlight occa-
sionally, and occasionally also splashes of
heavy rain. We are very near to a real
fighting centre, just to the southward,
On July zoth, we distinctly and plainly
heard all the appalling fight which took
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place when the Huns used “flame pro-
jectors” on us for the first time, The fol-
lowing dawn Bedlam broke loose again up
there, when the trenches were re-taken by
us.  This morning, at peep of dawn, or
2: 30 A. M. the same terrific booming of big
guns suddenly started, preceded by a per-
fect frog-chorus of rifle popping, up in the
same direction, north of us. I wish you
could only hear it once. It is overwhelm-
ing when you merge sound into thought
and imagination. You want to be there
and yet you are very glad you are not.
You are overawed completely. Human
thunder and lightning is the best descrip-
tion. You hear the crash and roll, and
vou see the flashes on the horizon of the
great bursting shells, and you can feel for
the poor chaps who are under it all, hoth
sides, you feel for both. The matter is
too big to feel small things. As the up-
roar goes on, the news of orders evidently
reach great hig gun batteries farther off,
and one by one, nearer to us, the big guns,
howitzers, begin to talk. In this fight,
great guns immediately behind our front
joined in, sending their shells for miles.
Afar off continues the regular booming
roll and near by the roar and crash com-
bines. The air is full of great whirring
noises, high, high up, as the big howitzer
shells tear their wav through. They come
so fast that you cannot distinguish the be-
ginning or the end of any one shell flight.
Coveys and flights of them like gigantic
birds, with great beating wings, whirr
their way at a fabulous pace to join in the
pandemonium in the distance. Like the
stone in the pool the ripples travel far and
our immediate front becomes agitated.
Maxims rap-rap nervously and little
bursts of rifle fire spring up all about.
Flare lights flare forth all about, and big
rockets swoop gracefully across “No
man's Land.” Bullets skim the parapet
with an angry buzz, like irritated wasps,
other bullets hit the sandbags with a ter-
rific smack, louder than the original re-
port at the rifle mouth. Still others whine
high up, the whine altering in tone accord-
ing to the height up, and the distance the
thing has come, finally grading up to a
bullet that makes a noise exactly like the
mosquito who has quite gorged himself
on you, and flies away distinctly pink in
colour.  You have all these sounds going
onall at once. Exciting, there is nothing
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so exciting or which makes you feel so
small.

I am now called upon to catch the post
—ahead of time of course.

In BELGrust, 12 dwugust 1915.

(Wasps are the bane of my life.)

Dear I:

Yesterday evening, being very fine,
clear, and still, both our and the Hun
aeroplanes were out in force. Two Hun
planes appeared. One was driven home
at once by one of our batteries. The thing
just fled back. The other broke through
and began to look at us. It dropped a
smoke signal almost over us, as we lay in
the trench and passed on. Two of our
machines went in pursuit, and they dis-
appeared going north, but we saw white
smoke from the Hun, and heard their
maxim guns going ‘ rap-rap’’ high up in
the air. Later we heard that the Hun
had been brought down. These Hun ma-
chines lead a hunted life, fly very high,
and look as if they are scared and worried.

In BELcrus. 30 Awgust 1o1s.
Dear I:

I seem to be in the same position as
you. Expecting to see you at any time,
makes writing appear almost unneces-
sary. No news about the commission.
Days pass and weeks pass and no word
comes. It is certainly most trying and
unsettling, but can be endured like a good
many other things out here, which are
not done for the .extreme pleasure they
give. We are still in our same camp of
huts and leading a very safe existence.
On the 25th last, we, as a Brigade, were
paraded ]J(:‘f()l't‘ the Grand Llama of Tibet
of Ours. He arrived with his Staff, to
thank us for not having done those things
which we ought not to have done, and so
on. He was very complimentary to our
Brigade General, and gave us more praise
than we were really entitled to. He, also,
said that, as to our horses, he sympathized
strongly (being cavalry himself) and
promised us to the effect that when the
time came for him to need cavalry again
he would personally remember and see
that we were equipped with that all need-
ful part of a Trooper's equipment—a
horse. So we cheered him and he went
away leaving with me an impression of a
man in whom I could trust, and follow,
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and obey to the limit. A simple and a
fine character, with just enough of dash
of Irish to add the sparkle and effect. In
other words—he went just a little to my
head. T heard him say to one of his own
Staff “indeed they are a very fine body of
men. Alt the commanding Officers any
good?” But the answer d|w was pitched
so low that T doubt if even he himself
heard it. Every two or three days we go
on some trench fatigue, somewhere near
the front lines. The last one was up on
quite a famous Hill near a very famous
Wood, and one could trace the “front™ by
the flare lights for a long, long way on
either side. To our South, about a mile
away, a great fire was raging, looking
more as if fire was over- runmnu dry and
standing grain. It is strange but, to me,
the sound of the normal and regular rifle
fire at night is the sound of water in the
shape of waves lapping and splashing
against the piles of a wharf in deep water.
This effect comes to me if the firing is not
too close. It comes in waves and not
regularly. Occasionally one of our big
batteries blazed into life and sent great
whirring shells rushing into space over us
into a town infested by Huns opposite to
us. Then you saw the sudden flashes
over there, and later comes the sound.
Some poor devil, in trouble, mental or
physical or mortal, We start these “fa-
tigues "' at 6:30 p. a. walk three or four or
five miles, work till about 1:30 A. M. and
walk back by about 3:30 A. . Coming
back from the last one our Squadron evi-
dently tried to take a short cut home.
Short cuts in the dark are usually failures.
At any rate the Squadron found itself
climbing through four wire fences, two
posts and rails, and gate, and it was most
amusing on the whole. It takes time for
a Squadron of men to climb through a
barbed wire fence, I can assure you, and
after the second or third it became a huge
joke.

Post man is waiting for this letter and
I can go on no more.

Ix Berorom. 13 Seplember 10153,
Dear I:

I have just read your letter. Somehow
I feel very angry that vou should be under
those devilish Zeppelins.  To be even dis-
turbed by them. It is all a part towards
a better and complete reckoning with the
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Huns some day, and I hope it will be in
the Hun country. I know that you are
not in the least afraid of them, and the
[eeling uppermost in me is a silent rage,
and an anxiety to get even. Tt was an
historic sight you saw, though, and T envy
vou that. Maybe I shall see it when I
come back, and we shall sally out together
from your “wee hoosie” and see the great
beasts of the air at their proud work,
This morning about 7:30 A. M. I saw a
sight myself. T saw a German aeroplane
brought down by one of our beauties.
The fight took place straight over our
heads. Imagine a gem of a morning, cool
and quiet, not a cloud in the sky, and the
sunshine shimmering everywhere through
a light mist. Overhead all clear and no
mist. Suddenly two Huns in the air, and
at once two machines appear going like
the wind, and we realize that a chase is
going on. As they circle and whirl the
sun strikes their metallic parts, and they
flash and shine like two flying fish which
have just slipped up from the sea into sun-
shine. We could see the round bulls eyes
which mark our machines and we could
see that our machine had maneuvered
into the best place, up above the Hun, and
when straight above us we could hear the
machine gun speak from our machine,
faint innocent little far away pops, and of
a sudden the beautiful racing Hun ma-
chine fell straight down a long way, and
then recovered; it slanted to the ground
in the opposite direction to the German
lines, and in a moment it had disappeared
low down. Then we heard a burst of rifle
fire, from one of our many camps around,
in the direction it had gone, and then soon
far away cheering, which came to us from
Camp to Camp. Our machine which
dropped the Hun was soon joined by an-
other of ours, which came in racing out of
space higher up in the blue. They cir-
cled each other twice, and probably com-
municated with each other, and then our
machine which did the killing quietly
speeded up straight for the German front,
to its daily duty and was soon under fire
there. As it passed over us we cheered it
and the raucous shrill, between-the-teeth
whistle of the Maple Leaf men predomi-
nated. I hope that pilot heard it. Later
we heard that the machine was captured
about three miles back of us. Both the
Hun pilot and observer were killed by the
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rifle fire at about four hundred yards.
They were slanting down, deomed, when
they suddenly picked up and were just
about to rise. Then the rifles brought
them down. And the machine is of the
latest and not much hurt. A very satis-
factory morning's work. Two other Hun
machines came over later to try and find
the lost one. One of them our batteries
made turn tail and fly for home, and the
other flew very very high in a wide in-
sweep of a circle round and behind where
the tragedy occurred. These might have
been live, swift-flying birds seeking a lost
mate. It is very hard to realize that
there are men in these machines. The
bird idea is perfect in these racing ma-
chines, absolutely perfectly handled.
They look as sure of themselves as any
bird could, and as to their falling to earth
—not a particle of fear.

— GAYFERE STREET, WESTMINSTER, S, W.
28 Seplember 1915,
DEeArR M:

Just a line to say I got here night before
last, after a journev of eleven days from
the front in Belgium. Spent most of yes-
terday at the War Office and my papers
have gone the round to the last inch, and
have been accepted to the last inch, and
at any moment the Gazeffe will gazette me.

To rise from the ranks takes some doing,
not only at the front but more so at home.

I expect ten days to two weeks leave,
and then shall have to go to the Curragh
near Dublin. This is a big cavalry camp
where our home headquarters and reserve
squadrons are.

How long I stay there I cannot say, but,
as I am booked for Bombing Officer in our
regiment, I do not think they will give me
the usual cavalry training, and T shall get
back to the front in a hurry.

Things are getting lively, but they will
get still livelier, and I do not want to miss
the best of it. All the same I am not
worried for T feel sure that there will be
plenty left for next spring and summer.

BERESFORD BARRACKS,
THE CurrAGH, IRELAND
27 Oclober 1015,
DEar M:

Leading this peaceful existence is in-
clined to make one presuppose that it is
of no interest to another, and this is my
apology for not writing.  All the same my
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Colonel at the front has already sent for
me, and just as soon as I am passed out in
drill and manual and musketry and riding
school, etc. ete. T shall get ten days leave,
and then “ Vorwarts,” for the soggy win-
ter trenches to my beloved bombers. T
hope to go to some bombing school at
Hythe for a few days to pick up any new
bombing schemes to blot out Huns, but
that is vet uncertain. The bombers are
the pick of the regiment and it is some-
thing to be proud of to get the chance to
show the way to those fellows. A bomber
is called on to do a lot of work not bomb-
ing, such as crawling about at night sniff-
ing trouble, and likely points where Huns
may be blown sky high, and if I have luck
I ought to get quick promotion. I must
say I would like to wind up as a Captain,
atleast. Atanyrate, I can truthfully say
that I have already blotted out enough
Huns to pay for mv scalp, if that business
deal comes to the point of record. And
it is a most cheerful and fortifying sensa-
tion. I would like my epitaph to read
“He paid his way in Huns.”

The riding school is a rough game,
where a man soon learns or is covered with
bruises and tan bark. We are in the
school of the 8th Hussars, regulars, and
doughty men. The riding-master and sev-
eral sergeant-majors stand or ride in the
centre with long pop whips, and the vari-
ous orders are performed with celerity or
the whips get to work. I am doing very
finely. Yes. Indeed. 1 now go career-
ing over jumps with drawn sword, and it
is a regulation, sharp affair warranted to
stick a baby hippo. Outside the school
are all sorts of jumps of every sort. One
favourite affair of the chesty individuals
is a three jump thing over solid poles,
young trees, so that when you have
jumped the first one you are in a small
fenced enclosure and must jump out.
After No. 2 jump it is the same. The
jumps are not high, but very solid. So
far I have had only one fall. One of those
life and death struggles to get into the
saddle lasting a long time (seemed like a
life time) while you hang with everything
except your teeth before you slide sadly
to the grinning ground. This was on a
very bad rearing horse, which was ordered
not to be brought back to the school.
There are a lot of us being trained here,
and we sit down over thirty to mess. Men
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of all ages and civil occupations, hut none
of them, except our lot, have been to the
front. T see nothing stupendously diffi-
cult in the training of a British Officer,
and Teel reasonably sure of passing my
tests with a modicum of honour.  But
when a big war is going on and One is
in it, the only place 1o be is where the
noise 1s, and as near as possible to the
noise.  So I am beginning to be “fed
up’’ with this easy going life and shall
\\'(‘ICO]TIL‘ 01‘1‘1(?1'&'-'. to move me across the
water. I saw Mrs. —— in London, with
1., and I gave her my war-diary from
which she will gather local colour and
anecdotes for her recruiling campaign.
She was as wonderful as ever and seemed
very pleased with the diary. I.is with
her now in South Wales, busily engaged in
recruiting miners. The war prospects are
very good for us, on the whole, and, by
spring, there will be big changes. The
Huns are playing out in Hun power and
that is the only way to end this war.

BeresrorD BARRACKS,
CurracH Camp, IRELAND,
Now. 1gth, 1915.
Dear R:

Persomally T am as well as ever. The
only memento in that time, which I gath-
ered at the front, is in the shape of a dam-
aged left elbow and a sore left rib which
came to me by a fall one pitch dark and
wet night in a communication trench.
Place very uneven, with loose boards, and
fairly greasy with clay, * Rearguard not
in touch” the cry, and everyone in a des-
perate hurry to catch up.  Full pack and
extra ammunition (250 rounds) and T
came a hopeless purler.  Kept it quiet be-
cause if I had shown it to a doctor I would
probably have been sent to some base
hospital and been forgotten for weelks.
Might have missed my commission.
That was nearly three months ago, and
both places are very sore vel. But I
don’t need my left side to throw bombs
and the Lord has spared my right side for
a special purpose. 1 have got more than
my share of Huns as it is and I firmly
intend to get some more. Three of us,
with sufficient bombs, accounted for 46
dead Huns, 26 wounded and 22 prisoners
in one single afternoon. This was a re-
doubt which they surrendered, after they
had had enough. About forty more of
them bolted the trench earlier in the
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cume and took to the open, but our
shrapnel picked them wp.  IU just plas-

teredd them, on a side slope of a hill,
and only a handful got away. I can see
nothing hut red when T think of them. If
vou had lived in Belgium you would un-
derstand. Tt is quite impossible to exag-
gerale on that subject. There have been
hundreds and hundreds of Belgian and
French and Polish Edith Cavells,

As soon as T pass a few more tests I
hope to get some leave. Two days ago T
wound up my “musketry’ at the ranges
as a “First class shot™ not as “ Marks-
man’’ which is better yet. But I take
small interest in rifles. Bombers now
only carry revolvers and bombs.

My Colonel, at the front, has already
sent for me and T am booked for second
in command of the regimental bombers.
About a month T think will see me back
there.

The training T am getting here is most
of it quite useless for trench warfare, and,
in the dear old British way, they do not
seem to realize it. They worry along
training men exactly as if it was a Boer
War instead of for trench warfare at 300
yds. range and frontal attacks through a
maze of pits and craters and shell holes
and barbed wire.

Things may look bad for us on paper,
in the papers, but they are not really, just
the opposite. This nation has only just
begun to growl. It is not really angry
vet. The time will come when it will be
mad with rage, that is when we enter
Germany and then I shall be sorry for the
decent Germans. This country gets sol-
idly stronger every day, and more deter-
mined. The Huns will find a shortage of
men before long.  Their long fronts must
retire to shorter fronts and then Hell will
break loose on them. The Allies will ex-
act full reparation.

Goodbye.

In Bererom,  Wed, Jun. 5/ 10,
Dear I:

I am too occupied to do much writing,
being busy at the Brigade Machine Gun
School.  Here 1 have been for five days
and very much kept at work. Thereis a
lot to learn, and none too much time for
the course.

I fear I am out of my bombing for the
time being. You see new rules only
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allow [or one officer per regiment for
bombers and there was one, of course,
when I arrived. He is a newish man and
has never been in a front trench but as
long as he attends to his work that makes
no difference. He is a very good chap
too,

So I applied for the Machine Gun
School and here Tam. Since coming here
the regiment has all changed. We are
leaving our old Brigade and are to he
Divisional Cavalry, mounted. This only
means 2 Squadrons and 10 officers. The
rest will return to the Curragh I suppose.
If they will leave me alone until I finish
this course (it lasts a month) I shall try to
transfer to some infantry regiment, per-
haps Canadian, as T do not fancy footing
about doing police work anywhere from
10 to 20 miles behind the front lines.
Waiting for the big break-through which
may never come,

Ix Bergrum.,  Friday, Jan. 7/16
Dear I:

The news is all confirmed and official
about our regiment becoming Divisional
Cavalry in a few days and I am com-
pletely disgusted. If T am allowed to
finish my machine gun course T see a
chance to leave the cavalry and see some-
thing of the real war with the help of the
Maxims or Colts, and I expect to be al-
lowed to finish. This course will keep me
3 weeks longer. g A. M. to 5 P. M. every
day, Sundays included. I may call upon
H. J. to help me to find another regiment
where I can be a machine gunner instead
of a cavalry policeman posing as a trench
warrior. The real fact being that the
cavalry police never go near enough to
hear the sound of a gun in a trench. You
might send me, please, each week a tin of
oat cake biscuit and a good cheese, This
will help any Mess I may be with. Do
not send any cigarettes for I can get them
much cheaper here and the same ones ex-
actly. No time to continue !

IN BELGIUM.  Jan. 11, 1016,
Dear I: .

I have been called back from my Ma-
chine Gun training to the regiment as we
expect to move back at any moment to
some point nearer the coast, where we
shall reform and re-train as cavalry.

The Colonel has told me he will see that
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I finish my course in machine guns there,
so I feel more or less contented.

As soon as I am passed as a machine
gunner I will be able to transfer if it looks
as if this regiment is doomed to police
work. With the help of , whom I
heard from yesterday, it should be quite
easy. In the mean time one does not do
much of anything except plough about in
the mud in long walks to points of inter-
est on the front. Our guns are very busy
these days, night and day their boom is
heard from somewhere near by, and last
Monday at dawn, for an hour, the Hun
got a regular “strafing.” The Munition
question seems to be much easier for our
gunners. All this must mean continuous
casualties for the Hun, and seems to be our
winter programme. Ours, too, are quite
heavy, of course, but that is only to be
expected. The weather is normally vile.
Windy, east and northeast blows, rain off
and on every day, cold and raw and
cloudy. One lives in an atmosphere of
mud.  The coal supply is very inadequate
and the huts we live in are rarely warm.
The only way to warm up is to walk in the
mud, which soon does the trick. By the
time I am fit for machine gun work I
hope the weather will be vastly better.

Ix France. Jan. 16, t016.
DEar I:

Yesterday we moved back from the
front and we are now close to Headquar-
ters, billeted in a village,

Our job is to be cavalry. To act as
Bodyguard to the Headquarters' Staff, 1
believe. Highly honorary but a futile
profession. Any day now, though, T go
to a course of Maxim gun instruction and
I propose to follow my nose when I am
qualified.

At present I am O. C. Gun Section, and
brought the Gun Section (Machine Gun)
yesterday to this place. We entrained
with the rest of the regiment, after a
march of a few miles, at 11 A. M. All of us
travelled in horse trucks, officers and all.

About 2 p. M. we de-trained and
marched 5 miles to this village. With my
usual luck I struck a grand billet. Two
of us are together, and I. Heis the
real 0. C. Gun Section, T being only his
understudy. As he is on leave I Jooked
out for him. We have a big sitting room,
intensely French, with mural oil paint-
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ings, stuffed birds, and distorted plaster
frescoes dotted about, and tiled floor. A
bed room each, quite void of any hint of
washing, full of mirrors.  Funny old farm
people, very polite and hospitable. They
have three sons serving, one heing a pris-
oner in Germany. The old lady says
“He is hungry; ah ves, T know.”

It would do England some good to have
the same conditions for a while and as for
Ireland

In France.  Jan. 20, 1016.
Dear I:

There is not much to write about or
1 would write more. This is peculiarly
peaceful as an atmosphere.

Luckily there is a big flying camp near.
by, and one can spend very engrossing
hours watching them start and return. In
the evenings they come in one after an-
other, fast, on each other's very heels,
just before dark. With a terrible roar
and vibration they tear by and lightly
alight—just like big birds. And these
machines are not playing at flying. They
have been out on business and have been
well peppered at, at any rate, for thisisa
camp for “long reconnaissance.” These
machines in five hours go and return from
the very centre of Belgium, far inside the
Hun lines.  All the men in charge are old
hands and they alight with certainty just
where they want to and then “taxi” the
machine along the ground to the very
door of their hangar. I have designs on
going for a trip with one of them when I
get a bit better known to them, unless it
is against all their rules.

On Sunday next I begin my course of
the Vickers Maxim Gun, the very finest
gun in existence. The best school at the
front is only 2 miles away and I shall ride
over every morning from my present bil-
let. The Coiom_] today, told the Gun
Section, i. e. " that, when we get into
prime [n'a.clise a gain. we may expect to be
detailed to be attached to some regiment
and see fighting; so the Gun Section is
quite happy.

The great thing for me is to get thor-
oughly qualified, for there is good use,
somewhere, for every machine gunner. It
is a wonderful toy to juggle with, a won-
derful piece of mechanism and a great
stimulant to imagination. To look at one
of them quickens your pulse !



THE DISCOVERY

OF POUCE-LONG

By Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews

ILLUSTRATIONS BY AL B,

AM Bob. The descrip-
tion isn't enough for a
passport, but it’s enough
tor this tale I'm going to
expound, considering
that I'm just a clothes-
hanger, to spread out
the tale on, in any case. Last summer
my older brother, Walter, who's a sort of
lawyer effect winters, and for two months
in summer a mighty satisfactory small
boy, came up with me to our club in
Canada. On aday in August we 'lighted
off the one-horse train at our club sta-
tion, marooned in the wilderness, into
the arms of four half-breed guides. We
then promptly began enjoying ourselves.
Which we did at accelerating speed ev-
ery minute till we got to our own log
camp, Chateau-Rien, as we call it, next
day. And thereafter more and more.
We built an extra cabin for transients,
and that was going up, and I don’t know
any sound more cheerful than hammer-
ing and sawing on a thing that’s going
to be your own. So the first two weeks
we were busy watching a bunch of guides
do architect and carpenter and build a
guest-house, absolutely from the forest.
They're pretty skilful at it, and their
names were enough to make it pictur-
esque: Delphise Gros-Louis and Beau-
ram¢ Moison and René Sioui— pro-
nounced See-wee—a true Huron name.
Delphise was a languid, long, good-look-
ing voungster, with an air as if he had
spent most of his days winning tennis
tournaments. Poor lad, chopping wood
and paddling canoes for other people’s
fishing was more his speed; I'd bet some-
thing he’d never even seen a tennis-court
in his career.

Well, one sunshiny afternoon when the
camp was nearly done, and when Wal-
ter and I were loafing about bossing the
job, this tall, millionairish Delphise Gros-
Louis lifted his bored black eves from
the tree he was planing for the roof and
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gazed down the lake. With that the sad
black eyes turned to me, and Delphise
remarked, in a slow undertone as if it
was really almost too exhausting to speak
at all:

“Un canot, M'sieur Bob.”

T wasn’t born tired, so I whirled fairly
swiftly and stared down the two miles of
jig-dancing water. Sure enough, there
was a black spot with a flash to it; the
flash was the paddle. Two flashes—two
men paddling. At once slithers of ex-
citement seized the camp, for we hadn’t
seen a soul but our own party, and the
canoe must be coming to us because there
was nowhere else to go. Walter got out
his glass and search-lighted them, and
reported:

“André and another man; a guide, I
think,”

André is the guardian of the club, and
it's his job to go through the five hundred
square miles of it once in so often, cutting
portages and keeping club-camps in order.
Up to the guai the canoe flashed pret-
ty promptly and André stepped out as a
man might step out of his shoe; it was
about as natural to him. He's a little
bird, not over five feet, and as chunky as
a pony and quick as a wildcat. He has
china-blue eyes and a face like a winter
apple, round and rosy, and a voice and
manner of a giant. He lays down the
law and states unmitigated facts. Most-
ly they're wrong, but he’s so positive that
he fools you about every time. Also he
loves to talk English, and T certainly love
to hear him, for it’s just as positive as his
statements, and even more bias. He
wore a pinkish flannel shirt and pro-
nounced suspenders, and trousers that
had seen better days were tied up in
four points, two of them anchored by
safety-pins to the suspenders high under
his arms. Husky blue wool socks climbed
outside the trouser legs and shoe-packs
ended him. Everything was about the
same tone of dull color. He wiped his
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hand off on his very dirty clothes with
care, and shook hands with us.

“No, not mail,” he stated in a big,
strong voice. 1 am goin’ on de woads
troo my trip-le to cut portage. T come off
Lac aux Ecorces thees mornin'. Ween-
dy to-day, eh?  Artoor—" With that
I noticed Arthur— pronounced always
Ar-toor. Arthur looks like a Spanish no-
bleman gone wrong; he's tall and slim
and has unduly large bronze eyes and a
haughty mustache. He doesn’t make
good, however, for he's shy and stam-
mers, and if you speak to him suddenly
he throws a fit, There was quite a cri-
sis when Walter and I became suddenly
aware of him in the bushes back of André.
He choked and swallowed and gurgled.
André watched cheerfully while we shoved
him back on the rails with a few kind
words, and then proceeded to take the
lead again. He jerked his elbow at the
cabin.

“T hear vou got some new camp, so [
comin’ see dat.”

And he laughed merrily as if at a first-
class joke. We held up the cabin for him
to admire, and he was kind but firm
about it, so that we felt that, while we
were allowed to keep it, it was no great
shakes. André proceeded to more im-
portant topics.

“Me, 1 travel to-day off Lac aux
Ecorces,” he mentioned again.

Walter separated his mouth from his
pipe. “Any fishing up that way?" he
inquired.

“Aw—vyess,” said André scornfully.
“Feeshin'?  You lak for catch heeg
feesh?”

“Rather,” Walter allowed, which was
restraint, seeing that he'd sell his soul for
its weight in trout.

“Ho!" André threw at us in a manner
of superiority. *“Me and Artoor”—and
Artoor hiccoughed suddenly at the men-
tion of his name—"me and Artoor took
feesh. Just we t'ought we have feesh for
dinner. We not go feesh mush, we go out
vesterday on bright sunshining and take
feesh. How beeg she, Artoor, eh ! Quel
grandeur ce poisson-la?!"

Artoor turned scarlet and went through
soundless agonies trying to produce a
word. André turned from him in friendly
contempt—a man who couldn’t talk!
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“Oh, she mayvhe fouwr pound—we got
her joost for have our dinner. We didn’t
try on feesh'n’. Lots more higgair Teesh
on dat hole.  We not been feesh'n’.
Daose beeg feesh came runnin’ oop hy
side lak salmons.  School on salmons.”

Walter's pipe was out of a job; he was
drinking in André’s words.  “Ts, that,
s0?" asked Walter in his most judicial
tone. “*Where was that, André?”

André made a gesture of disdain as if
he had numbers of lakes up his sleeve all
filled with four-pound trout. “Dat lak
there?  Wot lak she war, Artoor?”
And Artoor worked his jaw and gurgled.
André appeared to gather information
from this. “Yess. Das so,” he an-
nounced firmly. “Dat lake she war Lac
Pouce-Long: she by dat side—" he
jerked his elbow to the south. “Over
more far by Lac aux Ecorces.”

“TPouce-Long,” considered Walter. “1
don’t know it. Is it lately discovered?”
For our club is so big that it’s far from all
mapped vet, and every little while some-
body finds a new lake which only Indians
have seen before. I found two mysell,
but “that's another story.”

“Yess-sir,"” stated André.  “Me, T dis-
cover her dat lac las’ winter on a snow-
shoe. I war go trap on Lac aux Ecorces,
and T travel on dat way—" André
stopped and picked up a stick and began
to draw on the gallery floor. We couldn’t
see what he drew, but that didn't dis-
courage him. “Lak dat side,” he ex-
plained, and drew rapidly forms of moun-
tains and lakes and lines of portages
connecting them. And Waller and T
leaned over and watched the stick wigele
over the logs with tops smoothed off,
which were the floor of the gallery, and
André chattered in his strident, big voice,
and somehow he got us seeing a chain of
new lakes, and bayvs and islands in them,
and mountains you wound around, and
deep valleys with streams through that
vou followed up, and the beaver in some
of the lakes, and great beaver dams across
the outlet; all that and a heap more that
little apple-iaced Frenchman made a pic-
ture of in his queer smashed English, and
got us, with his enthusiasm and his heau-
tiful gift of lving, worked up to the jump-
ing-point. So that we felt when he was
through that we had to go and see it all
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for ourselves. And Pouce-Long, undis-
covered, five-mile Pouce-Long! Pouce-
Long, where the four-pound trout, like
salmon, came rushing up in schools to the
fly!| There was no portage, André ex-
['aialixle(!‘ but, with the stick on the gallery
floor, he showed us where the inlet came
into another little lake this side, up the
valley of which inlet we must follow to
Pouce-Long. It seemed that he had
fallen first on a bay of the big lake, behind
an island, and he thought that was all
there was of it.

“Mais, ce w'est qu'un pouce-long,” An-
dré had said regarding that bit of snow-
field. And the name was given. “But
that new lake is about good three miles
long and good wide and nice little island
at the middle,” said André. Yet an inch
long he had called it and Lake-Inch-Long
it was forever.

Then André, having explained what
was fitting, asked if there was mail to
send out, nodded at us, sprang down the
little hill to the guai, and slid into the
canoe as the canoe slid from shore, with
as little fuss as a fish turns in water.

Next day Walter and I picked up four
guides and some stuff and started for
Lake Pouce-Long. Walter had a tooth-
ache, but I reasoned that exercise was
splendid for the teeth, so with low grum-
blings he came along, accompanied by a
rubber hot-water bag which his faithful
spouse had stuck into his kit. Never be-
fore did I see my brother associate with
a hot-water bag, and since that trip [
conclude never again. Now Pouce-Long
is no summer morning's jaunt. It was
weary lakes and mountains away, and if
we gol there at the end of a second day’s
tight going we were lucky. Also it was
hunting-season, and though Walter had
killed a big caribou on the first of Sep-
tember, yet meat was getting low in the
larder and I was to go ahead in my canoe
with Josef and hunt on the way. Which
delays.

It was the best sort of weather that
early September manufactures, and Sep-
tember is good at weather, when, with
two lakes already behind us, we tackled
the first real portage, the steep, long
climb to Lac Madame. There is no re-
lenting in that portage; it keeps vou at
one merciless footlift after another, and
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when you look up to see the top, behold a
precipice. But yet in the nature of things
you do get there, and there Walter and 1
stopped for a minute and set down our
guns and panted.

“Gosh !” was my comment, and then I
said: “How's toofie?”

But Walter was morose. “I'm sweat-
in’, Bobby. I'm sweatin’!” was all he
condescended to answer,

And with that we saw Josef climbing
silently below us, the canoe on his head,
and the effect of him like a strange and gi-
ant insect, writhing upward. We shoul-
dered arms again, and on we went, in level
country now, till the trail dipped through
marsh to Madame, and Josef slipped my
canoe into water and we pushed out qui-
etly ahead to see what wild beasts Ma-
dame might have. Nothing. We wound
on through another bad portage to Lac
Tréfle—Clover Lake—and across that
en canotf, and then a portage and then
Lac Squawmish; and a portage and Lac
Orage; and a portage and Lac Couchée
de Soleil; and there we lunched. At five,
after still other portages and lakes, we
reached Lac aux Ecorces and made camp
a little way down its outlet, so the noise
of our camp would not disturb the game.
Days are short in September, and at
seven-thirty that night we had dined—
or had supper—and were thinking with
eagerness of bed. No one who has not
tramped and waded in hunting-boots all
day long can know the luxury of getting
out of hunting-boots. First, like the fed,
warmed animals that we were, we sat by
the camp-fire after supper and smoked
our pipes and blinked in a pleasant, bes-
tial torpor. Walter blew out at inter-
vals in recriminations against the Lac
Madame portage.

“That was an awful hill, Bobby. My
back nearly broke carrying the rifle.
Bobby, I'm glad we have to go down that
hill and not up it going home. Bobh-
by, that hill was very dangerous to my
health. My heart was pretty well ex-
hausted when—"" and then a huge
“Ah!” of comfort, and an affectionate
patting of himself to exhibit how comfy
he was.

Now, Walter loves to listen to himself
complaining, but he’s strong as an ox
and I was not bothered about his back or
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nis heart, yet I did have a horrid vision of
a tooth putting the screws on him at Lac
aux Ecorces, unfrequented of dentists.
Soassoonas I could interrupt I remarked:
“We'll trot you harder than that to-mor-
row. Butif I were you I'd stick the little
hot-water bag in my downy to-night and
keep cosey and not give toofie a chance.”

We did that. I wentover to the guide's
camp, where the firelight flickered through
the trees, and got a kettle, and hung it on
a crotched stick over the fire, and boiled
water. Then we filled that deceitful little
red rubber bag tight up—afterward the
wise told us it was too tight up—and we
tucked it deep into the blankets in Wal-
ter’s bed. Walter brought out another
large “Ah!” of comfort, and grinned as
he thought of the joy that was to be his,
for the night was chilly. We sat down
again by the fire and put on birch logs,
and filled our pipes by the light of the
bark on them, which flared up crackling.
We smoked there contentedly perhaps
half an hour yet, saying little, thinking
largely about how pleasant it would be
to get off the boots, but, inside that re-
stricted intellectual limit, perfectly happy.
Then I looked at my watch, and behold it
was eight-thirty. Now, I had planned
to get up at four and go moose-hunting;
I thought it about time for Bobby to go
to bed. I made some such statement,
and with that Walter rolled upward and
dived into the tent. I heard the familiar
long “Ah!" of rapture and gathered that
the hot-water bag was getting in its per-
fect work, and then came a sound of woe
indescribable, and out from the tent ex-
ploded a large “Hell!”

I stood transfixed—my mind wasn’t
active, and it appeared to strike work
just there.

“Hell! Curses!” came from the tent,
and a manner of wail.

I leaped inside. “What's the matter,
Walter?” And I knew.

He was bending over the balsam bed,
his only refuge from a day of hard work;
his hand was deep in the nest of red
blankets prepared so carefully, and his
face was lifted to me as I shot through the
curtains with the most broken-hearted
look I ever saw on a gent’s visage.

“It leaks,” he stated. ‘It leaks.”

There wasn't any laughing then, though
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was pure tragedy for a few minutes. We
tore that cosey bed to picces; we built up
a huge fire and we stood by it and waved
blanket after blanket—there were four
thicknesses—in front of the Aames while
we ourselves scorched gladly as we saw
the steam rising from the woolly stuff.
The hot-water bag was little, but oh, my!
It had worked both ways with fiendish
thoroughness and everything was wet all
through.  We might have called the
guides, but the poor brutes had been
carrving canoes and packs all day and
we hadn't the heart. So there we stood
and waved lengths of scarlet blanket and
gray blanket till it got funny and we
laughed.  We laughed till we almost
dropped the things in the fire. It took a
good while to dry them, and it was all of
the perfectly devilish hour of ten o'clock
before we got to bed.

I fell away to sleep instantly, and I
gather from further developments that
brother did the same. The fire must have
died down rapidly; I heard a log roll off
with the outside fringe of my conscious-
ness, but T was too far gone to realize
whether it was a log or distant thunder.
It was all one to me. My next mental
registration was deep disgust at Walter.
He was calling me, calling insistently.

“Get up, get up, Bob! 1It's daylight.
Get up!” he hammered at my reluctant
consciousness.

I groaned.
argued.

“He must. You didn't hear him,”
Walter kept at me. “If you want to be
on that marsh by daylight you've got to
be quick. It'slightnow. Getup, Bob!”
A bool came my way.

I dragged protesting muscles out of the
perfect satisfaction of the bed, and pro-
ceeded with eyes nearly shut to get into
articles of clothing, clammy hunting-
boots being the climax. It did seem as if
T had taken off those abominable boots
only sixty minutes before. But I laced
them painfully by the sense of touch
solely, for it was far from bright, even if
it was, as Walter stated, daylight. Some-
how I got dressed. I threw water over my
face, not so much for cleanliness as to
get awake. It seemed as if sleep held
every inch of me with chains, The water

“Tosef hasn’t whistled,” T
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helped a little. T crammed on a hat and
picked up my rifle. At that second “I
wonder what time it really is,”’ T reflect-
ed, and T put down the rifle and took out
my watch.

| stared. Then I rubbed my eyes. I
stared again. Then [ held the watch to
my ecar. It was going. With that T
looked up through the trees at the pale
light that was filtering. Over the lake a
round of silver hung in a cloudless sky;
down the river rippled a path of glorious
moonlight. Moonlight! The watch said
eleven-thirty! With a howl of rage I
leaped into the tent and attacked that
guardian angel my brother, already sleep-
ing again like a baby. It is needless to
tell what I did and said, but as far as
heaven gave me strength I got even.
Walter was surprised at first and then he
seemed to consider it funny. After which
he pleaded:

“Don’t! Don't, Bob! You hurt me,
Bob,” he pleaded. And also: “Be care-
ful. If you make such a noise you'll
scare all the game.”

I undressed, gnashing my teeth, and
got into the blankets for what was left of
the night. Josef had Walter’s alarm-
watch, so he was due to wake me. And
pretty soon, as it seemed, I heard a whis-
tle. Quite a special whistle guides have:
it appears to cut through the stillness
without tearing it; something like Sa-
ladin’s seimitar which whipped across the
gauze veil and left it in two parts yet un-
disturbed.

There was a gray line where the tent-
flap was open, and I recognized it for
September 7th’s first stagger at daylight.
I went through the irksome motions of
dressing once more, and crammed extra
cartridges in my pockets, carefully sub-
duing them in handkerchiefs and such
so they wouldn’t rattle, and then T stole
across to the guides’ camp. Josef and I
partook of uninteresting chocolate out of
a thermos hottle, and swung off stealthily
up the portage. There was a manner of
grayness sifting about us, and the port-
age was a vague line of humps, where it
was forbidden to stumble one least stum-
ble or crack one twig. We got through
intact and slid the canoe in with infinitely
slow pains, as quietly as the job may he
done, and then we were off. Josef plied

of Pouce-Long

a crafty paddle in the stern and T took a
full minute to throw forward the lever
of my 38-55 Winchester and slip a car-
tridge into the barrel and move the lever
slowly, slowly, to its place again, and
half-cock.

We floated around the point like a dead
stick on a tide, and I couldn’t hear or feel
Josef take a stroke—yet we floated. The
Adirondack guides are sharks at pad-
dling and easy winners over French-Ca-
nadian habitants, but Josef is half Huron,
and when it comes to hunting on land or
water he has an extra sense five thousand
years old which the likes of us can’t see
into. Pretty soon, in a guttural low
whisper of his which is distinct to under-
stand and yet blends in a remarkable way
into forest sounds, so that it might be the
rustling of grasses or lapping of water or
wind in the branches, pretty soon Josef
made a suggestion. He suggested that we
should land in a marsh across the lake and
watch there. To the even ripple of water
from the paddle-blade—for we were au
large now, and might go faster—we beat it
over the pond, till suddenly, half-way, the
paddle missed a stroke, hung on the wing.
With that we began to go forward in
large jumps but without a sound, and I
proceeded to stare with all my eyes at
that quiet stretch of marsh spread before
usa quarter of a mile away. Not a sound
or a movement to my ears and eyes. Yet
I knew for certain that Josef's change of
paddling meant something, so I stared
some more.  All the time we were running
up and up, through the gray morning,
over the misty lake to the marsh. And
then came Josef's penetrating whisper,
only just louder than a breath.

“Un cerf, m’sieur—a red deer.”

With that I saw something move, back
among the tall marsh-grasses and Indian
tea-bushes, something brownish, tannish,
grayish, longish—shading into the ochres
of the marsh. Only the movement be-
trayed it; one thinks constantly in the
woods of Darwin and his theory of mim-
icry and protection of coloring. We slid
up and up, and the little animal’s back
showed plainly now, about six inches of
it above the tea-bushes, and the long neck
and slim head rose at the end. I have
killed oodles of deer in the Adirondacks;
T was out for bull moose; also there was
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vet meat in camp; I didn’t want to slay
this small thing. I turned my head and
whispered:

“It’s a measly little cow caribou. I
don’t want it.”

“Itis a red deer, m’sieur,” Josef whis-
pered back. “But as m’sieur wishes.
C’est bien.”

With that the lady in question heard,
She stopped short and sniffled and stared
excitedly about—saw us. She took notice
a second with interest, stretching an ab-
normally long and slender neck over the
bushes to see better. Josef and I froze.

Vor. LX.—18

The jeune fille was calmed; turned again
to her breakfast. Then I whispered an-
other unflattering sentence about her
looks, and she jumped and kicked up her
heels skittishly, and flirted with us out of
one eye, and then whirled and danced
straicht down to the edge of the water
thirty feet from the cance. She stood
there a full hali-minute devoured with
curiosity, stretching all that length of
neck, wiggling her sensitive young nose,
staring with all her eyes, the most al-
luring little wild beast 1 ever had the
privilege of meeting. Then I laughed out-
185
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right and off went Miss Red Deer, kick-
ing up heels, flashing white-lined tail,
prancing away in high indignation. I
wondered what that little deer person, in
her dim little brain, thought about our
outfit.

After that adventure Josef and Tlanded
on a point of higher land jutting into the
marsh and dividing it more or less in two.
I sat by a rock with my back comfort-
ably against a stump and watched the sun
rise hehind the mountains, for it was now
five-thirty. And Josefl sat back of me in
the wood, almost invisible in his brownish
clothes, stealing around a few vards now
and then with his velvet step to watch
every corner of that marsh, vet mostly as
still as the tree he leaned against. I
looked at my watch at six-twenty-five,
and as I put it back I got the surprise of
my lile—a combination surprise. From
the wood back of me, where Josel sat
in silence, rang out brazenly the unhur-
ried, unchokable whir of Walter's alarm-
watch, the most absolutely unfitting
sound, short of a dinner-gong, that hu-
man ears might listen to on a moose hunt.
And at the identical moment, as if in re-
sponse to his regular morning call, with a
crash of kindling-wood en passant, there
stepped out on the marsh the greatest old
bull moose ever seen,  His antlers—pa-
naches—were not record ones, it turned
out later, hut to me at that moment they
looked the height of the Singer Building.
1 crept to my feet as he proceeded from
the opening in the forest, and even in that
second of stress my subconsciousness was
saying, though I didn’t realize it till after,
a scrap from Walter Scott that I learned
as a kid:

“I1 was a stag, a stag of ten,
And he bore his antlers statelily
As he came marching down the glen.”

But that was subliminal; what T was
aware of was that I cocked my rifle with
my finger carefully on the trigger and
said to myself:

“It’s about a hundred and fifty yards;
hold medium fine.”

I held medium fine, and felt the variety
of entire confidence that comes to one
from heaven on top of a bolting horse.
And fired. And by good luck down he
went in his tracks, dead as a door-nail,
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Then, by ginger, was T excited? Rather.
I joyfully popped off the three shots a
minute apart which are the family sig-
nal of a kill, and in an astonishingly short
time two canoes shot from the river and
raced across to our marsh.

“Wallie, I forgive all your sins,” I cried
at him; and if you'll believe it he didn't
more than take time to ask what I'd
killed before he turned on me.

“Forgive! Who's doing the forgiving,
I'd like to ask? Who let loose a hot-
water bag and raised Cain with my
blankets?”

“Not me,” T grinned.

“Not you? I like that.
advise me——"

“Advise vou!

Didn’t you

Now, Wallie, pet, is it
grown-up or is it a baby boy? I sug-
gested that hot-water bottle. T didn'’t
know its Margaret furnished it with
cracked hot-water bottles, did I? Any-
how, wasn't it for you to review and judge
that hot-water bottle? Anyhow, did I
know——"

“That'll do, you young cuss,” cut in
Walter.  “Psychological revenge 1 got
in any case with that early dawn,” and
he grinned a vyard.

“Yes, speaking of forgiving,” said L
“Gee, was I sleepy when vou raked me
out at eleven-thirty ! Gee, was I cold
getting dressed by that moonlight! And
vou sleeping like a baby ! You'll forgive
me, you old chump, will you?”

And T shouted a shout and leaped on
him, for T was happy enough about that
moose to see the joke now. The camp
was then given over to butchery, and in
two hours that immense brute, one thou-
sand two hundred pounds, was reduced to
meat and hide and horns. We sent two
men back to Lac Lumitre with instruc-
tions to travel with hunks of venison to
two or three other camps, while we forged
ahead to discover Lac Pouce-Long.

We broke camp on Lac aux Ecorces
after lunch. Clouds were coming up, and
in half an hour it began to rain. It sud-
denly continued to rain. We put on
raincoats and plugged along. Then the
skies fell down. We plugged along. Wal-
ter intended to discover Pouce-Long;
moreover, there was nothing else to do,
for our happy home on Lac Lumiére was
far, far away. So we plugged from lake
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to lake, through muddy portage after
muddy portage. We hit quite a large
body of water, at which I looked long-
ingly, thinking that it made a perfectly
good Pouce-Long for my taste, and about
then it got to be high time to make camp,
and with that the skies doubled up and
fell on us with kicks and screams and
torrents. We were on the water at that
moment, and through the streams of
drink you couldn’t see one blessed shore
or landmark, and Josef had the only com-

pass and had arranged to get water in it.
Compasses with water in them do not
work. So there we were, with no idea of
where we were, on a stormy ocean. But
Walter had kept tabs on the lakes, and
when the rain abated so we could see or
hear each other he announced from his
canoe that the very next was Lac Pouce-
Long, and that it was only a quarter of a
mile up the inlet according to that born
liar André, and that we would proceed
to go on to advance to Lac Pouce-Long.
187
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1 pleaded to camp on this present God-
forsaken spot, whalever it might be, and
the guides looked yearning, but the boss
consulted nobody and was firm, Ivery-
body and everyvthing, he pointed out,
was as wel as he or it was going to be; he
had intended to make Pouce-Long that
night; he still intended to make Pouce-
Long that night.

“On faisait celd,” he announced to the
men in his own peculiar French. “On
faisait cela. On va.”

We went. There wasn't any portage,
as André said away back, from the lake
before Pouce-Long to Pouce-Long; it was
necessary to travel up the inlet. We wan-
dered about that strange pond in mist and
rain, having altogether lost in the flood
all bearings as to where we came in, and
at last we hit on an inlet. The funeral
procession worked up the small stream
in boats, and Walter stumbled in landing
from his boat, as he always stumbles
everywhere, and plunged into awful goo
up over his boots. That cheered me con-
siderably. We set off, packs and canoes
and all, through distinctly poor country,
one guide ahead with an axe clearing a
way for the other guide with one canoe,
and Walter and moi following with little
small talk. We had a load apiece, which
Walter does not care for,

Thus we wended, all because of Wal-
ter’s pig-headed determination to make
Pouce-Long that night, where there were
schools of salmon. We wended in that
order for one hour solid—being André’s
idea of a quarter of a mile—and then there
was water through trees, and T yelped:

“Thalassa!”

Very late in the afternoon we made
camp. Now, when things are as bad as
that the only possible choice is to shoot
yourself or pretend it’s funny. We pre-
tended, and pretty soon it was. The
ground was sponge, and a million dollars
a pound would not have bought dry bal-
sam for beds, but we got fires going and
laughed at the wet blankets, and then
there was supper, and food certainly is a
present help in time of trouble. So, with
sizzling bacon and fried potatoes and hot
tea and flapjacks and other delicatessen,
including much laughter at nothings, one
felt comforted.

It was too late to fish, or else, Walter
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assured us, we would have had four-
pound trout for dinner. He got into his
blankets murmuring how he would take
such rushing up to the fly like “school
on salmons’ the next morning. There
were no adventures that night but the
great nightly adventure of sleep. Lots
of that. And the morning dawned as
calm and bright and blameless as if the
land of Pouce-Long had never heard of
cloudbursts.

We had breakfast lazily around eight-
thirty, and immediately after out went
Walter en canot with Gros-Louis for his
salmonettes, mourning that the sun shone.
Yet André had stated that the four-
pounders rushed all the same at midday
in blazing sunshine, so he went with con-
fidence. I, having done my stunt the
day before, loafed about camp and lay
on pine-needles, and read Benvenuto
Cellini and browsed on sweet choco-
late.

Till suddenly there were loud sounds,
a canoe being paddled with swishes, a
keel grinding hard into the shore, du
monde debarking on rocks, murmurs of
distressfulness. The atmosphere was
wrong; I sprang from my pious leisure
and started to the landing; in six steps
I was confronted with my brother, a fig-
ure of sorrow, hastening. Lake water
dripped volubly from him; his face was
grievous; his teeth chattered like a type-
writer. He stared at me, indignant, re-
proachful; then:

“Give me something hot,” ordered
Walter lordlily.

I flew. When he had it, and had ap-
plied it, T asked questions.

“What the dickens?” T asked.

He explained. It seems he had been
fishing, sitting in the canoe facing Gros-
Louis in the stern. It struck him that he
could fish better facing the bow, so he
rose up without a hint to Gros-Louis, as
is his imperial way, and slewed around.
He caught his foot in a rib of the boat—
he never misses a chance to be awkward,
as I pointed out—and tipped the hoat
over. The water was about over their
heads, so they swam a few strokes and
waded in. Both he and Gros-Louis were
smoking pipes when they went under, and
when they came up the pipes were vet
gripped in their teeth, such is the hold of
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that vile weed. But the rifle and a Leon-
ard rod and a sweater and Gros-Louis's
coat were deposited at the bottom of the
sea.  Walter regretted that, but his real
grief was not for rifle or rod or apparel.
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He mourned this way, chanting the
saga ol a hsh that had sunk and would
never come up again.  Or so he thought.
But when, with some trouble, we had
got him dried and encased in fuzzy extra

He weighed exactly one pound and three-quarters —Fage 150,

“Bob,” he assured me, “that fish I'd
just taken was a whale. It was a whale.
T'll say it weighed four pounds because
I want to keep inside the mark—but,
Bob!” Words failed him. “It was a
whale, Bob. If that fish weighed an
ounce, it weighed six pounds. But I'll
say four, Bob. Put it at four, just to be
well inside the mark.”

ones, and a layer of shirt and trewsies, it
came to him that a thirty-five-dollar Ross
rifle and a three-and-one-sixteenth-ounce
Leonard rod were worth a try at salvag-
ing. So we ordered out a detachment of
Josef and Gros-Louis—also dried and re-
upholstered—and told them to go down
to the sea in a ship and see what they
could do about it.



190 The Discovery

Just as we were getting hungry for
lunch they appeared back, bearing rod
and gun, as good as ever, with a little
fussing. And the fish. That was a sur-
prise to my brother Walter. 1 saw his
jaw drop as he regarded that unexpected
bonus from the deep. I sprang with a
howlof unholy joy for that limp trout and
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dré’s zigzag tongue had drawn for big
brother was only a vision. When, after
fishing more or less all day in this, his
Pouce-Long, the record was sixteen under
a pound and the fish-that-came-back-
from-the-dead. Walter was suddenly
very disgusted.

“We'll start home early to-morrow,”” he

The yellow-green paper off a block of chocolate.—Page 191,

with the other leg I sprang for the fish-
scales, and I weighed him. He weighed
exactly one pound and three-quarters.
Exactly. Walter murmured things about
losing weight lying in the water, but what
were such piffling wiggles? That tale I
have to hold over my legal brother for
the term of his natural life.

As for the “school on salmons” it
didn’t materialize. The sky clouded, and
still it didn’t materialize. A number of
half-pounders and such we took with
middling ease, but the vision that An-

announced at the evening meal, while the
candles in birch-bark holders flared over
our simple board and the half-pounders
sizzled merrily where Josef squatted by
the fire. “We'll start home after break-
fast. We've discovered Pouce-Long, and
I don’t think much of it, and André’s a
damned liar.”

So the next morning early we packed up
and flopped down the tents and chopped
out the fires, sighing comfortably as we
thought of the luxurious log cabin on Lac
Lumiére and wondering if we could pos-
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sibly make the back track in a day. We
paddled down to the outlet which we
had followed up so painfully in that pelt-
ing rain two days before, and which we
hadn’t been near since. And, just as we
got almost to it, Gros-Louis, who was in
the bow, suddenly stopped paddling. He
stared as if petrified at something in the
bush back from the shore.

“Ou'est-ce vous voyerez?” demanded
Walter in good American French. “ Est-
ce que vous voyeres un perdul

Which is what he mostly calls a par-
tridge, a ** perdrixv.”  With that the boat
had drifted forward six feet, and Josef
in the stern began to laugh out loud. He
seldom does that. T was staring, too,
into the bush, and all of a sudden T saw a
blaze. A blaze! That means,yousee,the
beginning of a portage, a cut trail. And
we were supposed to be on Lac Pouce-
Long, to which there was not and never
had been a trail cut. Josef twisted the
nose of the boat, and we all piled out, as-
tounded and curious. Sure enough there
was a perfectly good trail, about twenty
vards from the outlet, parallel, broadly
speaking, with the outlet.

“What the devil does this mean?" de-
manded Walter with righteous indig-
nation, and with that I squealed and
pounced on something on the moss back
of a tree. A bit of silver foil, and beyond
it the yellow-green paper off a block of
chocolate. We stared at it and at each
other, and then light broke.

Do you see? We'd got turned around
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in the cloudburst and lost our bearings,
and in place of going on to Pouce-Long
we'd taken the back track to the lake we'd
just left—doubled on ourselves.  Only,
instead of doubling with the perfectly
good portage, we'd fought, bled, and
died following up the stream to what we
fondly thought was Pouce-Long, with a
portage twenty yards from us all the
time. So we'd been fishing on some mess
of a pond without a name and without
much fish, and at that moment we were
hitting the trail to Heaven knows what
puddle, where we'd stopped to munch
chocolate two days before. My legal
brother Walter was some fussed. IHe
started to be peevish, but it wasn't any
use; he had to laugh. No more was it
possible to go back and find the real
Pouce-Long, for the necessities of life
were giving out.  While it's all very well
saying “Give us the luxuries and we
will dispense with the necessities,” that
doesn’t work in the woods. With a fair
groundwork of salt pork and potatoes a
person can dispense with winter clothing,
maybe, in hot weather. But yank out
foundations like pork, and luxuries like
trout don’t cover the ground.

We didn’t wait long to start back to
Lac Lumiere. And, because on that voy-
age of adventure we hadn’t exactly got
there, we still have on the ice of our mem-
ories, keeping it nice and fresh, a package
carefully labelled for next year’s use, and
the label on that package is: “The Dis-
covery of Pouce-Long.”

THE DESERTED HOUSE
By Albert Bigelow Paine

Husuep voices of the summer winds that pass;
Vague dimness on the vacant window-sill,
Decay, and silence—these are death, and still
Something there is of presence in the air:
The sentient grace of her who planted there

The flowers that choke amid the tangled grass.



BATTLEDORE AND SHUTTLECOCK

By Amy Lowell

DECORATIONS BY FRANKLIN DOOTH

Tue shuttlecock soars upward

In a parabola of whiteness,
Turns,

And sinks to a perfect arc.

Plat! the battledore strikes it,
And it rises again,

Without haste,

Winged and curving,

Tracing its white flight

Against the clipped hemlock trees.
Plat !

Up again,

Orange and sparkling with sun,
Rounding under the blue sky,
Dropping,

Fading to grey-green

In the shadow of the coned hemlocks.

£l

“Ninety-one.” “Ninety-two.” “Ninety-three.”
The arms of the little girls

Come up—and up—

Precisely,

Like mechanical toys.

The battledores beat at nothing,

And toss the dazzle of snow

Off their parchment drums.

Ninety-four. Plat!

Ninety-five. Plat!




Back and forth

Goes the shuttlecock,
Tcicle-white,

Leaping at the sharp-cdged clouds,
Overturning,

Falling,

Down,

And down,

Tinctured with pink

From the upthrusting shine
Of Oriental poppies.

The little girls sway to the counting rhythm:

Left foot,

Right foot.

Plat! Plat!

Yellow heat twines round the handles of the battledores,
The parchment cracks with dryness;

But the shuttlecock

Swings slowly into the ice-blue sky,

Heaving up on the warm air




Like a foam bubble on a wave,

With feathers slanted and sustaining.
Higher,

Until the earth turns beneath it;

Poised and swinging,

With all the garden flowing beneath it,
Scarlet, and blue, and purple, and white—
Blurred color reflections in rippled water—
Changing—streaming—

For the moment that Stella takes to lift her arm.
Then the shuttlecock relinquishes,

Bows,

Descends;

And the sharp blue spears of the air
Thrust it to earth.

Again it mounts,

Stepping up on the rising scents of flowers,
Buoyed up and under by the shining heat.
Above the foxgloves,

Above the guelder-roses,

Above the greenhouse glitter,

Till the shafts of cooler air

Meet it,

Deflect it,

Reject it,

Then down,

Down,

Past the greenhouse,

Past the guelder-rose bush,

Past the foxgloves.

“Ninety-nine,” Stella's battledore springs to the impact.
Plat! Like the snap of a taut string.

“Oh! Minna!”

The shuttlecock drops zigzaggedly,

Out of orbit,

Hits the path,

And rolls over quite still.

Dead white feathers,

With a weight at the end.
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ITS MEMORIES

KEATS, MEREDITH, STEVENSON
By Sidney Colvin
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HE thoughts uppermost
in these days in the
mind of every English-
man must needs be
thoughts of the world-
war and of all its tre-
mendous issues for his

own country and for mankind. But those

of us whom age or sex keeps from the field,
and whose energies are not wholly given
to services on behalfl of our fighting forces,
must needs, if we are not to give way
under the stress of the time, have other
thoughts to “interpose a little case™ and
occupy at least a part of our minds.
Those which have lately most occupied
my own have been connected with a par-
ticular spot of English ground, and one
by aspect and association dedicated above
others to the sentiment of field enjoyment
and repose. Many of my American read-
ers no doubt know the place well. It is
that beautiful bit of home scenery, the
vale of Mickleham between Leatherhead
and Dorking, where the creeping Mole
winds and burrows its way between the

great chalk scarp of Box Hill, part bare
down and part shagged with hoxwood
and whitebeam and juniper scrub, on one
side, and the richly timbered park lands of
Norbury on the other.  More particular-
ly it is the point, just beneath the steep of
the scarp, where the highway spans the
stream at Burford Bridge and an ancient
and much frequented roadside inn, with
its garden and outbuildings, is ensconced
close by. The main area of Box Hill,
slopes and summit, has for yvears, with the
consent of the owners of the soil, served
in summer as a holiday jaunting-ground
for van-loads of London schoolchildren
and picnickers and beanfeasters; while
the inn at its foot, and a certain cottage
near by, have for lovers of letters and of
genius been consecrated by associations,
some long bygone and some recent, too
intimate and deep to be effaced or much
disturbed by any amount of such occa-
sional and passing bustle. Lately there
arose a danger threatening both the popu-
lar holiday uses of the site and the deeper
and dearer associations it held for the few.

195
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A day came when the land was thrown on
the market by its owners and might have
been acquired by the speculative builder,
enclosed, or broken up.  But a generous
neighbor, the late Mr. Leopold Salomons,
stepped in and hought it, and presently
made it over to the National Trust for
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of money though much of vigilant nego-
tiation, and with the help of much private
effort and generosity, to acquire and hold
for the community many a site of spa-
cious outlook from whence the sons and
daughters of England, and their kindred
and guests from overseas, will for ever

|
l agLomm

|

Mickleham village.

That beautiful Lit of home scenery, the vale of Mickleham between Leatherhead and Dorking,
~Vage 1935,

Places of Historic Interest and National
Beauty to hold for the public in perpe-
tuity.

On the original initiative of great en-
thusiasts and organizers like the late Miss
Octavia Hill, the late Sir Robert Hunter,
and Canon Rawnsley, the central and lo-
cal committees of the National Trust have
been enabled, at a relatively small cost

be free to survey and drink in the beauty
and variety of our island scenes and di-
late their hearts with the effluence of po-
etry and ancientry that hreathes from
them. Tracts of moorland and wood and
meadow beside Ulleswater or Derwentwa-
ter or Windermere, legend-haunted bays
or headlands of Cardigan or Cornwall,
patches of primitive East Anglian fen-
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land never touched by the spade or plough,
heathery or grassy or pine-clad expanses
of our Surrey or Kentish hills,—some of
all these we have secured already, and
with them such a monument of primeval
worship as the Druid Circle near Keswick,
such a haunt of literary memories as the
cottage in the Quantocks where Cole-
ridge wrote ‘The Ancient Mariner’ and
‘Christabel’ and ‘Kubla Khan," and a
good sprinkling, up and down the coun-
try, of remains of ancient civic or mano-
rial architecture that were or would soon
have been in risk of demolition. These
things are only a beginning. There is
very much more yet to be acquired and
made safe. But even through the stress
of war we who have worked for and with
the Trust may think with pleasure of
what has so far been done in this kind:
and one of the best and latest of our ac-
quisitions, as I have indicated, has been
that of the familiar wooded crest and open
declivities of Box Hill.

But the reasons which have drawn my
thoughts so much toward the site have
been only in part connected with the fact
of its acquisition by the Trust. They have
been also, and in two different ways, de-
pendent on special work on which I have
been engaged. I have been doing my
best, for one thing, to get right a certain
chapter in a critical biography of the poet
Keats which I have had long in prepara-
tion, the chapter in which he finishes ‘ En-
dymion’ and writes certain lyrics the true
dates of which have been lately for the
first time ascertained. For another and
separate thing, I have been trying to re-
call and fix, before it should be too late,
my personal memories of a man of genius
who is as likely to be interesting to a far-
off future as to ourselves: I mean George
Meredith. Now it happens that in the
weeks when Keats was writing the last
part of the last book of ‘Endymion’ and
the lyrics in question, that is from soon
after mid-November to early in December
1817, he was staying at that same wayside
inn by Burford Bridge under Box Hill.
And a cottage a quarter of a mile away,
sheltered in a wooded nook at the foot of
the main track that mounts the hill, was
for the last forty years of his life the home
of George Meredith.

Add to these a third and to me even

VoL, LX.—19
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more attaching association. Robert Louis
Stevenson stayed at the Burford Bridge
Inn four times, first with his parents in
1878, when he wrote there the early part
of the *New Arabian Nights’ (the Suicide
Club chapters) and when, sensitively and
shyly, not without fear of a rebuff, he
sought leave to pay Meredith that hom-
age of a beginner to a master which laid
the foundation of their friendship. In the
garden of a common friend they were
invited to meet almost daily for several
weeks, and Stevenson, who could be as
engaging in deference as he was brilliant
and stimulating in challenge, soon com-
pletely won the affection of his senjor. It
was on this occasion that I myself met
Meredith for the first time: I remember
how, having gone down to Box Hill for an
afternoon, I was introduced to him across
a stile or field-gate to which he had come
up with the two Stevensons, Louis and
Bob, at the end of a twelve mile walk: a
thing of which Louis was well capable in
those days, before his journey to Cali-
fornia, but never afterwards. Stevenson
was there again with his wife in 1881 and
1882, and for the last time in August 1886,
a year before he left England never to re-
turn. When Meredith first planned his
novel, ‘ The Amazing Marriage,” he meant
to make one of its characters, Gower
Woodseer, in some measure a portrait of
R. L. 5., but changed his purpose in the
execution, and scarce a trace of likeness
remains.

There was that about the place, apart
from its illustrious neighborhood, which
drew Stevenson for its own sake and
set his imagination working. The Suicide
Club stories, though written there, had
of course nothing to do with the senti-
ment of the scene: they had been con-
ceived in nocturnal prowls about London.
But some vears later Stevenson coupled
the Burford Bridge Inn with the Hawes
Inn at Queen's Ferry on the Forth as
a place made for adventure and thrill-
ing with suggestions of potential romance.
His words are well known:—

“T have lived both at the Hawes and
Burford in a perpetual flutter, on the
heels, as it seemed, of some adventure that
should justify the place; but though the
feeling had me to bed at night and called



198 Box Hill and
me again at morning in one unbroken
round of pleasure and suspense, nothing
befell me in either worth remark. The
man or the hour had not yet come; but
some day, I think, a boat shall put off
from the Queen’s Ferry, [raught with a
dear cargo, and some [rosty night a horse-
man, on a tragic errand, rattle with his
whip upon the green shutters of the inn at
Burford.”

The hope was realized as to Queen’s
Ferrv, but never as to Burford Bridge. I
imagine the attempt would have been
made in connection with his projected
tale, ‘Jerry Abershaw,” at one time ea-
gerly planned but never brought even
so far into being as that other highway
story, ‘The Great North Road,” which
remains so tantalizing a fragment in his
work.

Near the end of last November, just be-
fore the twenty-first anniversary of Ste-
venson's death, I spent the sunset hour
of a chill autumnal day wandering about
that familiar and haunted scene. The
weather had just cleared after storm:
above the steep shoulder of the down a
perfect half-moon hung in a sky of [faint
lilac shading into pure pearl-green: the
darkened valley woods were of a deep
misty brown touched here and there al-
most into crimson by the last lingering
flames of autumn: the hills closing the
valley southwestward stood purple and
translucent like amethyst. The rich, sol-
emnly glowing colors of the scene, with
the tingling chill of the season, sent a thrill
through one’s blood and nerves intensify-
ing the memories and associations of the
place almost into actual presences, haunt-
ings with which the very air seemed to
vibrate.

I have said how Keats spent here the
last ten days of November and the first
week or more of December 1817.  He was
then just past his twenty-second birth-
day, and had been at work for seven
months on ‘Endymion.” Beginning the
poem at Carisbrooke in the Isle of Wight
on April the 18th or rgth, he had writ-
ten:—

O may no wintry season, bare and hoary,
See it half fnished: but let Autumn bold,
With universal tinge of sober gold,

Be all about me when I make an end.
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His prayer was all but granted: the au-
tumn had not yet passed, though it was
just passing, into winter when he wrote
the last lines of the poem. The first book
had been written bhetween Carisbrooke,
Margate, Canterbury, and Hampstead,
and finished by mid-June; the second at
Hampstead between mid-June and late
August; the third during a six weeks' stay
with a friend at Oxford ending on the 1st
of October; the fourth and last again prin-
cipally at Hampstead, until he came to
Burford Bridge “to change the scene—
change the air’’—so he wrote to a friend
—*and give me a spur to wind up my
poem, of which there are wanting five
hundred lines.”

Keats dearly loved a valley: he loved
even the mere names denoting one. In his
marginal notes toa copy of ‘Paradise Lost’
he gave a friend we find the following:—

“Or have ye chosen this place
After the toil of battle to repose
YVour wearied virtue, for the ease you find
To slumber here, as in the vales of Heaven?

There is a cool pleasure in the very sound
of vale. The English word is of the hap-
piest chance. Milton has put vales in
heaven and hell with the very utter af-
fection and yearning of a great Poet. It
is a sort of Delphic Abstraction—a beau-
tiful thing made more beautiful by being
reflected and put in a Mist. The next
mention of Vale is one of the most pa-
thetic in the whole range of Poetry:—

Others, more mild,
Retreated in a silent valley, sing
With notes angelical to many a harp
Their own heroic deeds and hapless fall
By doom of battle.

How much of the charm is in the ‘val-

Jey'!

There speaks, from his inmost self, a poet
of another poet and as if to and for poets,
deep calling unto deep.  But in his every-
day vein of speech or writing Keats was
always reticent in regard to the scenery of
places he visited, disliking nothing more
than the glib ecstasies of the tourist in
search of the picturesque. When he has
looked round him in his new quarters at
Burford Bridge he says simply: “T like
this place very much. There is Hill and
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Dale and a little River. T went up Box
Hill this evening after the moon— Youa’
seen the moon’—came down and wrote
some lines.”

All lovers of English poetry are by this
time aware—though it took several gen-
erations of readers to find out—that in
‘Endymion’ Keats has turned the old
Grecian moon-myth into a parable ol the
striving of the poetic soul in man to enter
into full communion with the spirit of es-
sential Beauty in the world. The moon
with her magic, under her classic names
Cynthia or Pheebe, is for Keats the sym-
bol of that essential principle of heauty:
the shepherd prince Endymion is the
incarnation of the passion which makes
all poets long to be taken into the very
heart and inmost sanctuary of beauty.
It is this symbolic intention which fur-
nishes the only adequate clew to guide us
through the mazes of the poem, its be-
wildering, teeming, unpruned intricacies
of invention and detail.

Two main theories or convictions, both
quite simple in themselves, dictate and
control the general course of the adven-
tures which the poet devises for his hero.
One is that the soul enamoured of and
striving for union with essential Beauty
cannot achieve its quest by pursuing it in
solitude and selfishness, but only after be-
ing first purified and taken out of itself by
active sympathy with the lives and suf-
ferings of others. This is a doctrine held
as strongly by Keats as by Shelley, and
inspired, or at least fortified, in them both
by the teaching of Wordsworth. The
whole of the third book of ‘Endymion’
is occupied in enforcing it by telling how
the hero, surprised into self-forgetfulness
by sympathy with the sage and sea-god
Glaucus under the afflictions laid upon
him by Circe, is enabled to break her
spells and for his reward is endowed by
the sage with all his own dear-bought
treasures of mystic knowledge and ex-
perience; and how, thus endowed, he
finds that he can work miracles of joy
and deliverance for his fellow creatures.

The other leading idea or tenet under-
lying the poetic luxuriance of ‘ Endymion’
is that the instinctive love of the poet for
all and each of the manifold different and
dispersed beauties of things and beings
upon earth is in its nature identical with
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and essential Beauty. Hence the various
divine or human love-adventures which
befall the hero in dreams or in reality, and
seem to lure him away from his supreme
quest and make him unfaithful to it, are
shown in the end to have heen no infideli-
ties but only so many attractions exer-
cised by his one celestial mistress in vari-
ous disguises. The last part of the fourth
book, the part which Keats wrote at Bur-
ford Bridge, is given to the final clearing-
up and solution of this mystery. Endym-
ion, having fallen in love with an Indian
damsel whom he finds strayed from the
train of Bacchus and forsaken in the
forest, is distracted at thinking himself
false to Cynthia the moon-goddess, the di-
vine object of his quest. He and his new
earthly love are carried by hippogriffs on
an aerial flight among the constellations,
to the near neighborhood of the enthroned
Cynthia herself, the conflict of the two
passions disturbing and bewildering him
all the while: then he is swept down to
earth again, and passionately determines
to abandon his superhuman quest and
devote himself humbly to the joys of a
i:nuntry life in the company of his earthly
ovei—

There never liv'd a mortal man, who bent

His appetite beyond his natural sphere,

But starv'd and died. My sweetest Indian, here,
Here will T kneel, for thou redeeméd hast

My life from too thin breathing.

But she, being in truth no other than Cyn-
thia in a mortal disguise, cannot accept
this future either for her lover or for her-
self, and a long passage ensues in which
they both plan schemes of renunciation,
she to become a votaress in the temple of
Diana, he to lead a hermit life in the for-
est, visited only by his sister: until at the
last moment the supposed Indian maiden
suddenly dispels all clouds by throwing
off her lendings and revealing herself for
what she i5:—

And as she spake, into her face there came
Light, as reflected from a silver flame:

Her long black hair swell'd ampler, in display
Full golden; in her eyes a brighter day
Dawn’d blue and full of love. Aye, he beheld
Pheebe, his passion |

And so the quest is ended, and the mys-
tery solved: Endyvmion's earthly passion,
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born of human pity and desire, was one
all the while, had he but known it, with
his heavenly passion horn of poetic as-
piration and the soul’s thirst for Beauty.
The mortal love had been needed to hu-
manize Lhe celestial, the celestial Lo conse-
crate and spiritualize the mortal; the two
passions al their heighl and perfection are
inseparable, and the crowned poet and the
crowned lover are one.

These were the matters we have to con-
ceive as occupyving Keats's thoughts, these
the symbolic feelings and doings he was
putting into verse, while he trod the airy
ridges of the Surrey down, looking out
with the lustrous eyes and eager forward
and upward thrust of the head which his
friends and the portraits tell of, or strolled
brooding under the stripped elms and
poplars by the river side. Itisto benoted
that all this closing part of ‘Endymion’
is written in a distinctly minor key, and
that even the final solution brings no
such outburst of joy and triumph as that
which ends the third book, when the poet-
hero finds himself endowed with the mag-
ical gifts and powers of the seer whom he
has befriended. Is this because Keats
had tired of his task before he came to the
end, and his inventive faculties really
needed the “spur’ of which he speaks?
Or because the low critical opinion which
he had been gradually forming of his own
poem took the heart out of him, so that
as he drew near the goal he involuntarily
let his mind run on the hindrances and
misgivings which beset the poetic aspirant
on his way to victory more than on the
victory itself? His letters written in
these days show him to have been deeply
thoughtful indeed, but on the whele in
good heart, and not suffering from any of
his moods of constitutional depression.
No doubt the ifdeas of renunciation he
makes Endymion discuss with the Indian
damsel and his sister could hardly be
expressed otherwise than sadly.  And no
doubt also the spirit of the season helped
in some degree to throw a cast of autum-
nal melancholy over his verse. Here are
passages we can feel to be steeped in the
sentiment of the Surrey valley and stream-
side in late November:—

The Carian
No word return’d: both lovelorn, silent, wan,
Into the vallies green together went.
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Iar wandering, they were perforce content
To sit beneath a fair lone beechen Lree;
Nor at cach other gaz'd, but heavily

Por'd on its hazel cirque of shedded leaves.

And again:—

At this he press'd
His hands against his face, and then did rest
His head upon a mossy hillock green,
And so remain’d as he a corpse had been
All the long day; save when he scantly lifted
His eyes abroad, to see how shadows shifted
With the slow move of time,—sluggish and weary
Until the poplar tops, in journey dreary,
Had reach’d the river’s brim. Then up he rose,
And slowly as that very river flows,
Walk'd towards the temple grove with thislament:
‘Why such a golden eve? The breeze is sent
Careful and soft, that not a leafl may fall
Before the serene father of them all
Bows down his summer head below the west.
Now am I of breath, speech, and speed possest,
But at the setting I must bid adieu
Tao her for the last time. Night will strew
On the damp grass myriads of lingering leaves,
And with them shall T die; nor much it grieves
To die, when summer dies on the cold sward.”

That point about making, as it were, a
dial-hand of a certain group of poplars
with their moving shadows would have a
special local interest if one could find the
place which suggested it. The sun sets
early in this valley in the winter. I know
not if there is anyv group of trees still
standing that could be watched thus
lengthening out its afternoon shadow to
the river’s edge.

Apart from the long poem ‘Endym-
ion,” there is a well-known lyric of Keats's
which we have only lately learned on good
evidence to have been written at this
time and to breathe the spirit of the same
place and season. This is the famous
little “drear-nighted December” song, in
which Keats re-embodies with new and
seasonable imagerv the ancient moral,
echoed by Dante from Boethius and since
Keats’s time by Tennyvson again from
Dante, of the misery added to misery by
the remembrance of past happiness. As
we read the piece we can realize how it
may well have been inspired by days when
the overhanging trees beside the bridge
had shed their last gold, and spars of ice
were beginning to fringe the sluggish me-
anderings of the Mole,

Besides his occupation with his own
poctry Keats found time in these Burford
Bridge days to be intensely studying the



Box Hill and

sonnets of Shakespeare, and writes to his
friend Reynolds of new beauties he is
constantly finding in them. To another
friend, Benjamin Bailey, with whom he
had lately been staying at Oxford, he
sends on the same day a lefter contlain-
ing much interesting self-revelation and a
whole chain of tentative, discursive, half-
thought-out speculations or semi-specula-
tions (to use a phrase of his own) on one
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he writes of it as a place where Keats “ did
abide for a while, between one poem and
another, conceiving, as 1 have fanciced, a
spol ‘where damp moisture breeds The
pipy hemlock to strange over-growth,””
This is a mistake: there are indeed plenty
of plashy rank-herhaged spots heside the
Mole which might well have suggested
those lines to Keats: but as a matter of
fact the hymn to Pan, where they occur,

Purford Dridge from the meadows,

Just beneath the Steeg

of his favorite themes, the power of imag-
ination in discovering or actually creating
the only vital kind of truth.

Into these I cannot now follow him.
Another memory calls me, one nearer
and not less compelling. It was in the
late autumn of 1867, almost exactly half
a century after Keats's stay at Burford
Bridge, that George Meredith fixed his
home at Flint Cottage a quarter of a mile
away. The association with Keats, it
may be noted, was one of the attractions
the place presented to him. In the first
letter T had from him inviting me there,

Vor. LX.—20

of thiz scarp, where the higloway spans the steeam.—Page 1935,

had been written some seven months he-
fare, in Tharet or perhaps at Canterbury.

Before settling here, Meredith knew
the neighborhood well.  He had lived for
some years of his early yvouth near Wey-
bridge, later for several more years near
Esher, and mighty walker as he was, had
in tramps at all hours of the day and
night—by predilection round about the
hour of dawn—come to know all the
stretches of down and heather, all the val-
leys and water-meadows and steep wood-
lands, the roads and farm tracks and foot-
ways, of mid-Surrey, and the men and
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creatures trequenting them, with a famili-
arity such as scarcely any other man has
possessed, a poet’s intimacy at once ar-
dently imaginative and minutely observ-
ant. Within a month or two after his
settling into the cottage he writes to
a friend: “Who could help flourishing
here? T am every morning on the top
of Box Hill—as its flower, its bird, its
prophet. T drop down the moon on one
side, T draw up the sun on t'other. I
breathe fine air. 1 shout ha ha to the
gates of the world. Then I descend, and
know myself a donkey for doing it.” 1t
was here, either in the cottage itself or in
the two-roomed chalet which he after-
wards built in an upper corner of his gar-
den, and from the windows of which, as
he has told us, he loved to welcome the
thrushes when they came in February to
flute their prelude to the nightingales of
April,—it was here that he wrote, as all
the world knows, the whole succession of
his middle and later novels: ‘ Harry Rich-
mond’ and ‘Beauchamp's Career’ and
‘The Egoist’ and ‘Diana of the Cross-
ways’ and ‘One of our Concuerors’ and
‘Lord Ormont’ and ‘The Amazing Mar-
riage’; here also all his middle and later
poetry: ‘Poems and Lyrics of the Joy of
Earth,” ‘Ballads and Poems of Tragic
Life,’ ‘A Reading of Earth,” ‘A Reading
of Life,” and the rest. More potent and
strenuous labor of brain and heart to-
gether than those titles signify is hardly
recorded of any man. During the first
fifteen or more of this period of forty years
neither his novels nor his poetry had any
success with the public. Outside a nar-
row circle of friends and admirers he had
few readers and none but harsh critics,
and frugal as he was, had to live not by
the exercise of his genius but by hack work
as a journalist and publisher’s reader.
But the friends were stanch and the ad-
mirers keen: and the cottage at Box Hill
was well frequented by an intimate circle
of those who appreciated both the man
and his work. Some men are repelled,
others attracted, by a personality more
powerful and shining than their own. To
those whom such a personality attracts
Meredith’s physical activity, strength,
and heauty, the exuberance and author-
ity of his talk, with its singular blend of
high courtesy and unsparing raillery, its
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brusque transitions from grave wisdom
to riotous hyperbolical laughter, his eager
interest in all phases of life, literature
and politics, his stanchness, and at the
same time sensitiveness, in friendship, his
genial yet fastidious conviviality, made
him the most impressive and stimulating
of companions.

I was not one of Meredith's old friends
or close comrades in these earlier days of
his life at Box Hill. AsT have said, I had
shaken hands with him across a stile in
1848, but my intimacy did not begin till
after the death of his second wife in 1885
and my own removal from Cambridge to
take up work at the British Museum.
The days of his neglect were then passing
away. After the publication of ‘The
Egoist’ and ‘Diana of the Crossways’
critics like Stevenson and Henley, with
their zeal and energy and power of mak-
ing themselves heard, had forced Mere-
dith afresh upon the attention both of his
own contemporaries and theirs; a still
vounger generation needed no convincing;
American appreciation quickly followed;
and so by degrees the enthusiasm of the
few succeeded in making admiration for
him a fashion with the many. At the
same time his bodily, though not his in-
tellectual, vigor was beginning in some de-
gree to flag.  The warm brown had faded
from his hair and beard and given place
to the grizzled shade that went so well
with his habitual, unvarying suit of soft
gray set off by a bright scarlet tie. His
voice had not at all lost—indeed it never
lost—its strong virile timbre, nor his ut-
terance its authoritative rotundity and
fulness; for his speech was ever clear-cut
and complete, and the fashion, growing, I
fear, in our modern English conversation,
of mumbling and muttering at one an-
other from behind our teeth slurred half-
articulate sounds instead of formed words,
had no countenance from him. The range
of his walks was beginning to be much
narrowed, but he could still breast gal-
lantly the hill that rose from just outside
his garden gate; and it was only by
slow degrees that the symptoms devel-
oped themselves of that malady which
before the end was to cripple his lower
limbs entirely.

From the twenty years of his later life
during which Meredith used to make me
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welcome whenever I liked to come, what
do I chiefly remember? Well, T have
never attempted to play the Boswell to
anyone, being always, T suppose, too keen
on trying to bear my own parl. Nor do

I think that any pains could ever have
Re-

succeeded in Boswellizing Meredith.,

Frawe a plotograph by Frederich M. Evans,
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composing condensed oracular aphorisms
like those of the Pilgrim’s Serip in ‘ Rich-
ard Feverel’: bul these were literary
products, the fruits of hard meditation
during solitary walks or in the study.
His tallk was above all things sponta-
neous, abundant, inventive, leaping and

Flint Cottage, Box Hill

Itaias in the late autumn ol 1567 that George Meredith fixed his home at Flint Cattage.—Page o1,

member that to make the one and only
Boswell it took the one and only Johnson:
the talker of all talkers, that is, most ac-
customed to deliver himself in brief, con-
clusive, as it were portable sentences, each
rememberably laying down—say rather
hammering down—the law on this or that
question of life or conduct or opinion.
Meredith’s talk was not at all of that kind.
He was fond, as all his readers know, of

linging itsell from idea to idea and clause
to clause. It ranged from lusty com-
mon sense to extravagances of the wild-
est, most voluble and exulting burlesque
fantasy. The more overpowering of his
monologues sprang sometimes from the
mecre overflow of animal and intellectual
spirits: sometimes, before a mixed com-
pany which included strangers, 1 fear it
must be owned that they gave an impres-
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sion of proceeding from a desire to show
off and play fireworks. I do not think
that impression was quite just. The
truth is that Meredith cherished an ideal
of what the brilliance of social inter-
course ought to be which corresponded
not at all to the capacities of ordinary
persons but to the quite abnormal and
super-athletic activities of his own brain.

He never fully realized the difference
between his own mind and the minds of
average people. In his novels he will
often make characters described as or-
dinary talk like himself, in far-fetched
tropes and epigrams, and they, being his
creations, can only do as he bids them.
But when in real life he would sometimes
try to lift the talk of a commonplace
company to his own intellectual and im-
aginative plane, the result was apt to be
that he would be left discoursing alone
to auditors silent and gaping, disconcert-
ed or perhaps even annoyed. Among
those who knew him well and could play
up to him a similar strain of talk went
better. One of his favorite diversions,
when there were three or four friends,
men or women or both, gathered about
him was to begin bantering one of them
for the entertainment of the rest. I can
see him now standing on the hillside,
leaning a little back against his stick,
surrounded by such a group, and hav-
ing singled out his subject setting out to
attribute to him or her a part in some
absurd imaginary conversation, or pre-
posterous series of predicaments or adven-
tures, exulting in the riot of his own inven-
tion as he went along, till he towered into
heights of burlesque beyond conception.
And yet, at his wildest, he would be apt
to get in shrewd touches of real insight
into the character, and it may he the
weaknesses, of the person thus played
upon. Vanity might suffer under the
play: indeed vanity was never much at
ease in Meredith’s company. To give
any sign of pique or resentment was fatal:
little mercy would then be shown you: the
only safe course was to go all the way with
him, to enter into the spirit of his inven-
tions and if possible burlesque his bur-
lesque, when he would be delighted with
vou and himself, and throw back his
beautiful head, and crow with his great
manly laugh, and prolong the talk in high
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good humor, descending by easy degrees
into the vein of genial and equal com-
panionship.

So much for his company talk. But of
course it was when one had him to oneself
or at most with one or two intimates that
one got him at his true best. The range
of his moods and manners in such inti-
macy was very wide, and to me at least
all of them were inspiriting and enjoyable
save one. The prevailing strain was that
blend I have already mentioned of the
most open and affectionate courtesy with
the frankest raillery, both somewhat elab-
orate of their kind. He would take and
keep this tone with servants, whom it
mystified beyond measure but none the
less delighted, and who adored him. He
would even take it with his pet dogs. I
have noticed that the dogs of men of
genius love them more passionately and
devotedly than they love ordinary mas-
ters, I suppose feeling in them some extra
glow and intensity of the emotional facul-
ties calling for a response in kind. To the
succession of black and tan or pure tan
dachshunds given to Meredith by various
friends, Coby and Bruny and Pete (for
‘Cobold,” ‘Bruno,” ‘Peto’), and Tslet,
on whom he wrote his well-known el-
egy—rto these it was a delight to hear him
talking by the half-hour together in terms
now of caressing endearment, now of
irony, or sometimes, when the poaching
instinct had proved too strong in any of
them, of pained parental reproof.

It must not be supposed from what I
have said that badinage or satire was at
all times an element in Meredith’s conver-
sation. Noman could be more gravely or
more sagaciously sympathetic when the
appeal for sympathy was made, or could
put more of bracing life-wisdom into ad-
vice on matters of conduct when his ad-
vice was sought. To women (at least to
the right kind of women, for with senti-
mentalists of either sex he had small pa-
tience), he could be the most chivalrous-
hearted and tenderly understanding and
honorably helpful of men, as beseemed
the creator of Lucy Feverel and Rose
Jocelyn and Renée and Clara Middleton,
of Rhoda and Dahlia and Diana and the
rest: his temper and discourse in these
respects being in life and in literature
entirely and admirably the same. In féfe



Box Hill and

d téte intercourse he very rarely mounted
the high intellectual or fantastic stilts,
but would enter simply, with the power
and incisiveness of a master but on per-
fectly free and equal terms, on almost any
subject of human or historical or literary
discussion. Out of many scores of con-
versations I can recall few that stand out
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he himself went to one of his old haunts
in Switzerland or Tirol and found a huge
new block of hotel building disfiguring the
scene at its most sensitive point, and pour-
ing forth its crowd of cosmopolitan chat-
terers and loungers, he would nol turn
away in disappointment: whether, in fine,
it was not one of the standing contrarie-

Burford Bridze Inn.

Where Keats * did abide for a while, between one poem and another,"'—Tage zon

saliently from the rest. Once, when I
spoke of the impossibility of enjoying wild
scenery in the company of a crowd of
tourists, he fell upon me fiercely for the
sin of selfish exclusiveness and fancied
superiority to fellow beings as good as
myself. I stood my ground and pushed
him with questions: whether in point of
fact the spiritual and imaginative effect of
certain scenes did not depend essentially
on their being visited in solitude: whether,
for instance, the shores of a remote High-
land loch could speak to one, when a pack-
etful of MacBrayne’s trippers had just
been dumped upon them, as they spoke
to one when one was alone: whether, if

ties of things, proving no good to be with-
out its evil, that the modern poetic and
romantic love of wild scenes and solitudes
should have had, oftener than not, the
practical effect of robbing the scenes of
their wildness and the solitudes of their
power upon the soul. 1In such discussions
he would not be overbearing or unreason-
able or use his resources merely to crush
one, and I think on this occasion I got him
to a half-way agreement.

A very frequent subject of talk between
us was on the duty and necessity for Eng-
land of the obligation to national service.
He conceived military training to be a
thing desirable in every State, desirahle
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for the sake of the manhood, the sell-re-
spect, the physical and moral health of its
citizens, and desiralile for ourselves above
all people.  He held that if our popula-
tion would not shake ofl its carelessness
and sloth, horn of plethora, and submit to
that discipline, as well as to other whole-
some disciplines of mind and body, our
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only as a critic and onlooker.  In discus-
sions on England and her character and
destinies he would always separate him-
self from his countrymen and say “You
Fnglish.”  This attitude seemed to me to
be due partly to the strong Celtic strain
in his nature, his father having been of
Welsh and his mother of Irish descent,

Fror a plaiosapi by Fredvrick I Eovr,

Ham Farm, Weybridyge,

Meredith .

day was done. He believed that a more
sternly trained race like the Germans
would surely win against us and deserve
to win. These convictions at the same
time did not shake his attachment to the
Liberal party in the State, which almost
to a man was fanatically opposed to them.
When I urged that he should strive to
convert his political friends and should in
writing declare his mind on the question
in terms more calculated to strike home
than the cryptic utterances which he puts
into the mouths of a Colney Durance or a
Simeon Fenellan, he was apt to answer as
though the matter were one which con-
cerned him, not as one of ourselves, but

¢+ had Lved Tor some years of his early youth near Weybridge, —VPage 201,

partly to the sense of alienation from the
sympathies of his countrymen that had
been forced on him by their long neglect of
hiswork. Dearly as he loved, and deeply
beyond all men as he knew, the English
soil, he would sometimes inveigh against
defects of the English mind and character
in the tone not only of a detached stranger
but almost of an enemy. This from such
aman, by that time at any rate recognized
as one of the glories of our age and coun-
try, was the one thing that T used to find
it hard to bear. The true key to his mind
in the matter is perhaps to be found in his
words written in 1870:—“T am neither
German nor I'rench, nor, unless the na-
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tion is attacked, English. Tam European
and Cosmopolitan,—for humanity ! The
nation which shows most worth is the na-
tion Ilove and reverence.”” Nearly thirty
vears later, in one of his very last letters,
he writes: ** As to our country, if the peo-
ple were awake, they would submit to be
drilled. . . . The fear of imposing drill
for at least a year seems to me a forecast
of the national tragedy.” Conceive what
would have been his scorn for those who
have shrieked against the duty of im-
posing national service even now, during
these months of deadly peril to all that
England stands for and holds dear.
Space fails me to speak of the many
hours I have spent in hearing him read his
own verse. Among the things I remem-
ber particularly his trying on me were
those athletic experiments, not, I think,
entirely successful, in the accentual treat-
ment of classical quantitative metres,
‘The Fall of Phaéton’ and ‘Translations
from Homer.” I always thought the
great ode on France written at the time
of her overthrow in 1870, and foretell-
ing for her such a spiritual resurrection
as we have now witnessed, perhaps the
finest political poem in our language, and
was proportionately disappointed with
the sense of strain and obscurity pro-
duced by the later odes on Napoleon and
French history when he read them to me,
then fresh written, in 18¢gS. His tones in
reading were impressively rotund, reso-
nant, and masterful, but withal level and
not much modulated, and in poems so
close-packed and complicated in construc-
tion, so dense with imagery as these, the
sense of what he read was naturally hard
to follow. As a rule he courted no criti-
cism and allowed for no difficulty; but one
day I remember that he was more indul-
gent than usual. He paused to say how
he knew some people found his poetry ob-
scure,and to ask whether I did, and where,
and why? I tried to point out some puz-
zles in his printed poems which I had
failed to solve, even with the page before
me and full leisure to study it. But he
simply could not see that they were puz-
zles at all, and closed the talk character-
istically with a jolly laugh over the slug-
gishness of my Saxon wits. In the course
of it, defining his own aims and ideals in
verse, he repeated several times with in-
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sistence, * Concentration and suggestion,
Colvin, concentration and suggestion,
those are the things I care for and am al-
ways trving for in poetry.”” It was a mis-
fortune, 1 think, for his art, and proba-
bly for his hold on posterity, that theory
should thus have come to reinforce and
exaggerate habits of thought and style
to which he was only too prone by in-
stinct.

And so the years went by. Little by
little infirmities gathered upon him, till at
last he became incapable of walking and
received one as a prizoner and a fixture to
his armchair. He grew deaf and grad-
ually deafer, so that to contribute any
share of one's own to the talk became an
effort, and one had more and more to he
content with trying to convey to his hear-
ing some suggestion that should stimulate
him to monologue. But the intellect re-
mained quite undimmed, the spirit quite
unquenchable: his thirst for reading, and
especially for French historical and bio-
graphical reading, abated not a jot: his
interest in politics and literature and per-
sons, the work of his contemporaries and
the promise of his juniors, remained as
keen as ever. When one succeeded in
drawing a monologue it would sometimes
be almost as brilliant and well-sustained
as those of earlier days. For two years I
had for one reason or another failed to see
him, when one day in the mid-spring of
1gog came the news of his serious illness,
and almost immediately afterwards of his
death. It was on a radiant May day, a
day of summer rather than spring, that a
little company of us, his friends, assem-
bled by his cottage gate and followed his
remains to the grave chosen for them in
Dorking churchyard. That atleastis the
material account and external semblance
of what happened. What truly, to the
inward and spiritual sense, happened on
that day has been told by the most de-
voted of his younger friends, Sir James
Barrie, in words as moving as were ever
written by one man of letters about an-
other. When the coaches were gone, the
cottage, to the unsealed vision, was ac-
cording to Barrie not deserted. There
still sat in his chair, as of yore, an old
man, but presently his old age fell away
from him (‘“‘for this is what is meant by
Death to such as he"). He rose and
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went through the door into the garden,
where he found all the men and women
of his creation drawn up to salute and
do him reverence: thence up the garden
walls to the chalet,—

“where he worked, and good and brave
men will for ever bow proudly before it,
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knew they were ance again to breast the
hill with him.

“He strode up the hill whirling his
staff, for which he had no longer any
otheruse. His hearing was again so acute
that from far away on the Dorking road
he could hear the rumbling of a coach. It
had been disputed whether he should be

From a paviograph by Frederacd H. fvana.
The Chalet, Bax HilL

The twa-rovmed chalet which he [Meredith] built in an upper corner of his Farden. —Fage 202,

but good and brave women will bow more
proudly still. He went there only be-
cause he had gone so often, and this time
the door was locked; he did not know
why nor care. He came swinging down

the path, singing lustily, and calling to
his dogs, his dogs of the present and the
past; and they yelped with joy, for they

buried in Westminster Abbey or in a quiet
churchyard, and there came to him some-
how a know ledge (it was the last he ever
knew of little things) that people had been
at variance as to whether a casket of dust
should be laid away in one hole or in an-
other, and he flung back his head with
the old glorious actmn and laughed a
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laugh ‘broad as a thousand beeves at
pasture.’

“Box Hill was no longer deserted.
When a great man dies—and this was one
of the greatest since Shakespeare—the im-
mortals await him at the top of the near-
est hill.  He looked up and saw his peers.
Theyv were all young, like himself. He
waved the staff in greeting.  One, a mere
stripling, ‘slight unspeakably,” R. L. §,,
detached himself from the others, crying
gloriously, ‘ Here's the fellow I have been
telling you about !" and ran down the hill
to be the first to take his Master's hand.
In the meanwhile an empty coach was
rolling on to Dorking.”

Those beloved women and maidens of
Meredith's creation are not, as some read-
ers will doubtless have remembered al-
ready, the only heroines of fiction whom
we have to imagine haunting the slopes
of Box Hill. An earlier novelist, in her
limited field the subtlest artist who ever
wrought at that craft in England—I mean
of course Jane Austen—has made a cer-
tain afternoon picnic on the site for ever
memorable by the misbehavior of the
dear, the fascinating and fastidious, the
too confident and too managing Emma
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Woodhouse, whose cleverness led her into
more blunders than a duller person could
ever have committed, and who on the day
of that picnic made poor Jane Fairfax so
dreadfully unhappy by her reckless flir-
tation with Frank Churchill. Nor are
there wanting other associations with the
place, not brain-wrought and phantasmal
like these, but concerned with beings all
too human and red-blooded: for was it
not here that Nelson and Lady Hamilton
met and parted for the last time? But
in truth the whole neighborhood teems
with associations literary and human.
Look across the valley to the great park
of Norbury or the more modest grounds
of Camilla Lacey; and the charming
Fanny Burney, with her novels and her
diaries and her friends, her marriage
and married life with the most irreproach-
ably correct of French noblemen in ex-
ile, will rise up to occupy and animate
the scene.  And now Norbury itself is in
the market, just as Box Hill was lately
before the transaction to which I have
referred. Would that it were possible
for some benefactor to make those
noble park lands, and with them prac-
tically the whole valley, public property
also.

AT PARTING

By

Abbie Carter Goodloe

Now must we go our separate ways, Beloved.
1 may not follow you 'mid shot and shell—
Whatever to this hate-racked world War means,

To women it must ever mearn,

“Farewell |

Unmurmuring must we send you forth to death,
The love-locked gates of life fling open wide,

Bid you troop out—you dear ones whom we've kept
So close and warm l—and see you go, dry-eyed.

From out seared, silent hearts must thrust you forth
With no caress, no word, lest courage fail—
Crumble beneath the dear, familiar touch,

And love, with traitor-tenderness, prevail.

Oh, God of Battles! is there yet some land,

Some happy land, where partings have surcease?
Where unwrung heart leans to another heart,

And breathes in tranquil rapture, “Here is peace!“?



Daggett felt that there was interesting work ahead . . .
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By Arthur Chapman

ILiusTRATIONS BY EVERETT SHINN

and paragraphs on a New York
newspaper. It was an interesting
column—*clever” was the word that fell
oftenest on the ears of the bored Daggett
—and thousands turned to it before they
so much as glanced at the portentous
headings on the front page. Daggett
drew a big salary, but he was worth itand
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DAGGETT ran a column of verse

more. DMany of his quips crept, or rather
jumped, into the common speech of the
day. Comedians and monologists made
free use of the material in the “On the
Face of Things” column. Daggett’s work
was steadily clipped by watchful exchange
editors everywhere, and the changes on
his jests were rung by other column con-
ductors, but before a “wheeze” had per-

work



that would keep him busy without mental effort. —Page 213,

colated to Biloxi or Yakima the resource-
ful humeorist had caught the public fancy
with something new.

No one with a head for figures had ever
estimated how much of a void would have
been created if all the laughs for which
Daggett was responsible had been re-
moved from the world, but such a void
would have been considerable. Still,
Daggett never posed as a benefactor of
the human race. He was content to put
his modest initials, A. S. D., at the bottom
of his column each day, nor longed for a
widening and deepening of the path the
world was wearing to the door of his flat.
He freely admitted that he was giving
his newspaper work the best that was in

him, and never hinted that he was saving
his major efforts for a book or play. No
doubt it was largely because of this
honesty of effort that Daggett’s following
increased and his salary went up until it
became the envy of every other column
conductor in the country.

In fact, so interested was Daggett in his
work that he always had to be told when
it was time for him to take a vacation.
For the second time in one season Dag-
gett’s chief had reminded him that he had
some recreation coming. Daggett was
puzzled for a while. He did not care for
fishing, or he would have struck for the
trout country, and the thought of firing
a gun at a live animal filled him with hor-
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ror. The crowds at the beaches did not
provide the same proportion of * hunches”
that came from city crowds. For Dag-
gett was always on the lookout for possible
copy. A sign in the subway, or some lin-
guistic peculiarity of a guard, or a head-
line shrilled in distorted fashion by a news-
boy—all these were trifles which did not
seem as trifles when transferred to Dag-
gett's column.

Daggett had always found that it was
slower work getting ideas in proportion to
the thinning of the mob. The man who
built that greatest of crowd-catchers, the
subway, laid no small part of Daggett's
modest fortune. The business of wrest-
ing material from the brooks and the skies
and the hills and the sea appealed to Dag-
sett not at all.  Other column conductors
could do it. There was Weddige, out in
Saint Louis, who had published two or
three creditable volumes of near-to-na-
ture verse which had first appeared in his
column. Burton, down in Dallas, had
made his big hit with “kid” verse—some-
thing which Daggett never attempted.
In short, Daggett was content to be the
rhymester and jester of the villagers of
New York, who like pure frivol liber-
ally sprinkled with names of the promi-
nent.

“You've hit 'em right,” said Daggett’s
chief. “Keep poking fun in a well-bred,
satirical way. Tt's the safest play to hit
class foibles. Nobody gets sore at such
jabs. It's always one's neighbor who is
getting hurt, you know. The individual
who happens to do the reading is always
above class foibles—in his own estima-
tion.” '

But Daggett, having been born with
the newspaper man’s greatest asset, good
judgment, hardly needed such advice, and
the chief knew it. However, he made his
lecture on vacation-seeking rather more
effective.

“Now,look here, Daggett,” pursued the
chief, “what are you going to do about
this vacation business? You really must
take one for the sake of the paper’s repu-
tation. If you keep on working they’ll
say we are paying you such a big salary
that we can’t afford to let you have any
time off. You must stay away the full
two weeks. Make it a month if you want
to. Noslicing it down to ten days, much
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as you want to get back to work. T’ll not
try to advise you where to go. No doubt
you have a place all spotted.”

“Well, T haven't,” growled Daggett,
“but if you'll tie this handkerchief around
my eyes I'll have a place in a minute,”

The editor wonderingly tied the hand-
kerchief, while Daggett picked a pin from
atray on hisdesk. Then Daggett walked
straight at a map of New England which
hung on the wall and jabbed the pin into
its geographic vitals. Slipping off the
handkerchief, he looked at the pin, whose
head gleamed close to an obscure town
near one of those caterpillars which rep-
resent mountain ranges on all well-regu-
lated maps.

“That’'s where I'm going,”” said Dag-
gett. “Right to that little joint, Rock-
ton. Sounds common enough, doesn't
it? Well, I'm going there and bury my-
self. I'm coming back to New York as
shy of original ideas as a Sunday editor.
You give me an order on the cashier for
that two weeks’ pay, and it’s the last dip-
lomatic relations we’ll have till the school
Lell rings again.”

“TFine!” ejaculated the chief.

And that was how Daggett, the ad-
mired conductor of the world’s most
quoted “colyum,” began the one big ad-
venture of his life.

Daggett was somewhat disappointed,
on reaching Rockton, to find that the only
vehicle for summer tourist use was an
automobile instead of a ramshackle car-
riage. The chauffeur, too, was evidently
a city importation, and not the bearded,
gossipy village sort Daggett had pictured.
The inn, it transpired, was a mile and a
half up the hillside. The hill itself was
the start of the mountain that had loomed
so large on the map which Daggett had
stabbed. In reality it wasn’t such a big
mountain as the map-maker had tried to
fool the public into believing, Daggett
had seen the Rockies, and he could insti-
tute comparisons. But its smallness only
made him glad. He was getting away
from the largest city on the western hemi-
sphere, with its talk of the largest bank
accounts and its constant evidence of the
largest capacity for feverish amusements.
He wanted small things, and a small
mountain looked like a good start.
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Left to his choice of walking or adding
another automobile ride to the rides of
which he had sickened, Daggett inglori-
ously chose the automobile. The road
looked dusty, and his walking-shoes were
in his suit-case, anyway. So, quite cer-
tain that he was not going to realize
any of his vacation expectations, Dag-
gett leaned back against the cushions
and smoked. The town-drafted chauffeur
tried to engage him in conversation, but,
when it came to shutting off talkative
drivers, Daggett had a way with him.
More Daggetts in cars and the ratio of
automobile accidents would be consider-
ably lessened.

At the first glimpse of the inn Daggett
was cheered. It was painted blue, and
he knew, even before he saw the sign in
front, that it was called the Blue-Jay Inn.
Probably there are a thousand Blue-Jay
Inns in New England, all painted blue.
Some day a Bernard Shaw among inn-
keepers is going to prove that, by all the
rules of real logic, Blue-Jay Inns should be
paintedred. Daggett would have fled be-
fore such evidence of originality. A Blue-
Jay Inn was just what he wanted. He de-
scended from the car and strode up the
blue steps, almost whistling.

Several women were rocking on the
front porch. Most of them were about
the age of the woman with the serpent’s
tongue—doubtful, to put it non-Watson-
ically. As Daggett climbed the steps he
noticed that a board under the nearest
rocker gave out a high note. A board a
little farther down the porch was pitched
lower. Daggett felt that there was in-
teresting work ahead classifying the differ-
ent tones in those porch boards, It was
work that would keep him busy without
mental effort.

A young woman interested Daggett al-
most at first glance. She was quite the
youngest and best-looking of the hali-
dozen on the porch. She was just over
a board which squeaked in A-flat, and she
ceased not her contributions to the mass
of porch harmony. The other sounds
stopped momentarily when Daggett had
mounted the steps, but the A-flat hoard
kept on squeaking. Daggett resolved to
thank the A-flat rocker at the first oppor-
tunity for the reassuring lack of interest
thus displayed.
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The interest of the majority of porch
rockers at the Blue-Jay Inn was short-
lived, so far as the new arrival was con-
cerned. In fact, no man who lacks the
physical endowment of a movie hero can
create a real flutter at a summer resort.
The comic-weekly theory that men are all
that make summer-resort life worth liv-
ing is a man-made fabrication intended to
flatter that portion of the sex which does
most of its reading in barber shops.  Dag-
gett never would create a sensation any-
where, if he depended on personal appear-
ance. Not that he was bad-looking. He
had no distinguishing features. His hair
might have been fetching if he had al-
lowed it to grow long enough to show its
natural waviness. His brow was broad
enough to be pleasing, but he kept his hat
pulled down over his eyes. Tortoise-shell
glasses might have supplied the missing
note of distinction, but the spectacles
Daggett wore were of the grandfather va-
riety, with steel bows. He was neither
short nor tall, and, in fact, was one of
those original personalities which take a
long time to impress people with their dis-
tinctive qualities. Daggett found this an
advantage, for it enabled him to study
people in their natural moods. When
Smithers, the corner druggist, found that
his ordinary-looking customer was a dis-
tinguished humorist, there was an end of
copy for Daggett. Smithersimmediately
became possessed of the desire to say bril-
liant things. He was no longer Smithers
the unconsciously funny druggist, but a
very poor actor, always trying to show off
with puns and antiquated jests in the
presence of Daggett.

Away from New York, Daggett had
reasonably based hopes that his identity
would remain a secret for two weeks at
least. Journalism, even in its greatest
aspects, is a provincial thing. The influ-
ence of the mightiest newspaper outside
its own bailiwick is feeble and gasping.
The brilliant work of the best reporter in
New York never penetrates to Mancos,
Colorado. Yet the aggregate of people in
the nation’s Mancoses is far greater than
New York's five millions. Newspaper
fame Daggett would have put beside a
statesman’s classification of the tariff as a
local issue. Consequently, he put his full
name on the register and knew no fear.
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The host of the Blue-Jay Inn was for-
merly a livery-stable keeper who had sold
out the business and bought the hotel
alter years of heckling by his wife. In
the depths of his heart there always
lurked a longing to return to the livery
husiness. Daggett was glad to find the
conversation of his host turning to horses.
He had once spent a week at a winter re-
sort in Florida where the proprietor had
retailed the isms and ologies that had been
brought to his place by guests from all
over the country. But the Blue-Jay host
was not of that sort. Encouraged by
Daggett's ordinary appearance and sub-
dued manner, he had invited the para-
grapher to come out and view a promising
two-year-old colt. Then he had turned
Daggett over to the Blue-Jay hostess, who
had introduced the humorist to the other
guests as Mr. Baggot, and had given him
the one magazine he detested above all
others and left him to his fate.

It was not many minutes before Dag-
gett found himself talking to the young
woman who had caught his attention on
the hotel porch. He had not talked with
her long before he struck a copy trail.
She was the most delightfully prosaic
conversationalist he had ever met. Her
first half-dozen sentences were platitudes.
Though each was a naked fish-hook, Dag-
gett went after it voraciously. He had
been bombarded so long with all the
flashy things stored up in the minds of
his brilliant acquaintances, that here was
something refreshing. At the sixth plat-
itude Daggett leaned back in his chair
and experienced a languorous delight that
he had not known for years. He had no
idea that conversation could be made so
soothing.

The young woman's name was Almira
—Almira Myers. It was a name lyvric in
itself, and Daggett almost hummed it like
a lullaby. Beyond this she said nothing
of herself, and Daggett did not ask. It
was enough to bask in the sunshine of
her bromidioms. He was sorry when the
waitress came out and whanged the huge
triangle that called the boarders to dinner.
There were no laggards. The inviting
walks that stretched from the Blue-Jay
Inn were seldom trod by boarders’ feet.
It was so much easier to sit on the porch
and take one’s exercise rocking. Had the
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vibrant triangle been a child’s toy, all
could have heard it. Almira’s only com-
ment on the ringing of the triangle was
that she believed in having one’s meals
regularly. Tt didn’t make so much dif-
ference what one ate, she thought, as hav-
ing each meal served at the right hour,

“Great!” thought Daggett. “If she'd
been right out of a college for young
women probably she would have made
some brilliant remark about the base uses
of this mighty crowbar, fit for the hand
of Archimedes himself.”

After dinner Daggett’s paragraphic in-
stincts began to assert themselves. He
rummaged around in his suit-case till he
found copy paper. He did not remember
putting any copy-paper there. Infact, he
had intended to make this a noteless trip.
But, anyway, the copy paper was there,
and a good thing it was, too, for he had
made a find which was bound to tickle the
appetites of his New York readers.

Daggett wrote down several of Almira’s
remarks.  He could not remember all her
platitudes, but no doubt she had plenty
more in reserve. He would make them a
feature of his column during the next two
wecks,  Better than that, he would make
them the only feature. Regardless of his
announced intention of not writing a line
during his absence, Daggett sent on a
half-dozen of Almira's platitudes. He
despatched a short note to his chief, ex-
plaining that he intended to run a series,
entitled “The Bromidioms of Daphne.”
Nothing else was to appear in the column.
Electric under the glow of his inspiration,
Daggett sealed and stamped the letter and
tucked it in his pocket. Then he set out
Lo walk to the village post-office. He was
disappointed not to find Almira on the
porch as he went out. He would have
liked the walk with her to the post-office.
Perhaps on the way she would have con-
tributed another day’s supply of bromid-
ioms to his column,

Almira appeared in the evening, but
spoke to him only briefly and vanished.
Next morning, however, she was on the
porch, and, in a quiet angle, Daggett lis-
tened once more to her soothingly com-
monplace remarks. He was careful not
to say anything that would break the
thread of her conversation. He refrained
from mentioning books, plays, or music.
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He had not talked with her long before he struck a copy trail. —Page 14

A Debussy selection on the phonograph
brought no remark from him. He coin-
cided with Almira when she said the new
music might be all right, but the old songs,
like old friends, wore best.

It was a morning swiftly sped, so far as
Daggett was concerned. He was afraid
he had missed at least hall of Almira’s
platitudes, they came so fast. But the
half he set down pleased him immensely.
He captioned them and forwarded the lot
to be put in the column. He felt a trifle

guilty when Almira walked to the post-
office with him and watched him post the
letter containing her innocent vacuities,
“But,” reflected Daggett, *“we are go-
ing to part after this two weeks” vacation
of mine is up, and I'm never going to see
her again.  She will not know who T am,
and it is reasonably certain she is never
going to see these things inprint.  Con-
sequently it is perfectly legitimate for me
to make use of her remarks for copy.”
So Daggett dropped the letter in the
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post-office and eased his conscience by
buying Almira an ice-cream soda, for
which she in turn rewarded him by re-
marking that while ice-cream was good,
and soda-water was good, yet it was no-
ticeable that each tasted better in an ice-
cream-soda glass.

Next day Daggett received a telegram
from his chief congratulating him on the
hit the Daphne stuff was making.

“You haven’t had such another wheeze
in the colvum since you began the work,”
went on the telegram. ‘“The contribu-
tors are flooding the mail with variations
of the Daphne bromides. Fire along an
instalment every day, by wire if neces-
sary. Where the dickens are you getting
ite”

Daggett gave one of his justly cele-
brated sardonic grins. Tell where he was
getting it, indeed! Was any successful
prospector in the habit of babbling of the
location of his richest gold claim? No-
body should ever be told about this Al-
mira of the Bromides, who had drifted so
strangely into his life, with her craft a
blue rocker on the blue porch of the Blue-
Jay Inn, and who was to drift so com-
pletely out again in a scant two weeks.
He thrust the telegram into his pocket,
and Almira noted the color of the enve-
lope. Her gentle eyes widened, and she
remarked that she always hated to get
telegrams, they startled her so. She nev-
er vet had had one announcing a calam-
ity in her family, but one never knows
when it is to be one's turn. Daggett
found it considerable of a game to match
such stereotyped remarks with replies
equally stereo. His average of successful
returns was not high. One of his feeble
efforts along the line of the trite was gen-
erally capped by two or three from Al-
mira, and Daggett was left stranded.

Almira did not seem to mind any lapses
in the conversation. In fact, when Dag-
gett figured it up at the end of the day, Al-
mira herself did not do so very much talk-
ing. He saw her perhaps an hour in the
morning and two hours more, afternoon
and evening, and the sum total of their
conversation would not fill the smallest
phonograph record. Out of this he se-
cured from fifteen to twenty-five lines of
“The Bromidioms of Daphne” and fired
them on to the paper.
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Once a great fear swept over Daggett.
He thought of the smashing of everything
if his newspaper should happen to be
among those taken at the Blue-Jay Inn.
He went to the library and pawed over all
the periodicals on the table. His journal
was not there. His host assured Daggett
that the most-quoted newspaper in the
world was not received in the village and
never had been received in the wvillage.
In fact, the host had never heard of it,
even as a distant and shadowy affair.
He preferred to read nothing in the peri-
odical line but a horse journal. He re-
newed the invitation to come out and see
the two-year-old colt. Daggett went, but
vawned while the host was explaining the
animal’s supernatural gifts of speed, and
there were no more invitations. The in-
sulted host confided to his wife that, if the
yvoung feller from New York was a sample,
the standard of intelligence in that town
was anything but high.

Daggett found himself looking forward
to the hours of sitting and walking with
Almira. He was pleased in greater degree
each time Almira appeared. Sometimes
it was Daggett who sat by Almira, and
sometimes Almira dropped into the empty
chair that was always beside Daggett, but
their companionship was so simple and
childlike that not half an evebrow was
raised among the elderly ladies who con-
stituted the main battery of porch rockers.

Toward the end of the first week, Dag-
gett got another telegram from his chief,
It read:

“Daphne has the town’s goat. All
wild about her platitudes. You aren't
thinking up that stuff, surely. Where
are you getting it? By all means keep
it up!”

Again Daggett smiled, and glanced at
the cool, placid, and comforting young
creature at his side. Almira had just
given him a mine of commonplaces that
day, beginning with a statement as to
the unmanageability of her hair after it
had been washed, which remark was in-
spired by the dropping of a hairpin under
her rocker. Daggett had picked up the
hairpin and had noticed that Almira’s hair
was exceptionally glossy and wavy, and
the hands which patted her locks into
place were white and small and quick.
They were the hands of an individual
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of active temperament, and, beautiful
though they were, somehow did not fit
Almira’s placid personality. They flitted
about her hair momentarily, white as
snowflakes, and then they were folded in
her lap and were still. Daggett, soothed
with another platitude, again dreamed.

Toward the middle of the second week,
Daggett began to feel uneasy. He won-
dered how he was going to say good-by to
Almira. She settled the question herself
by coming down one morning with her
suit-case in her hand and announcing her
departure. Yes, it was sudden, but her
sister’s second baby was sick, and help
was needed at home. She shook hands
with everybody, and several of the porch
rockers and the landlady patted her
shoulder and kissed her. The landlord
also was genuinely sorry to have Almira
go, not because she represented the loss of
a payving boarder, but because she had not
vawned when he showed her the two-year-
old colt, and also because she talked talk
that he could understand.

As for Daggett, he found no word to
say until Almira had faced him shyly to
say good-by. Then he remembered that
this was just the moment for a common-
place ending of a commeonplace acquaint-
ance—not so commonplace for him, per-
haps, because it had supplied him with
good copy, but easily forgotten so far as
its actualities as a friendship were con-
cerned. He shook Almira’s hand, though
not effusively, and deliberately let the
landlord have the honor of carrying her
suit-case to the automobile. Almira fired
her final platitude to the effect that she
had found Mr. Daggett’s acquaintance at
once pleasing and helpful, and she hoped
he would get over the habit of receiving so
many telegrams, as it surely would bring
on heart trouble. Then she was carried
away in the auto, and Daggett went to
his room and wrote the last bunch of
bromides under the Daphne heading and
wandered alone to the post-office.

Daggett had intended to stay three
days longer, but, without giving himself
any satisfactory explanation for his act,
he departed the next morning. The last
sound he heard from the porch was the
squeaking of chair rockers, but the note in
A-flat was missing. Turning, as the auto-
mobile rounded the curve near the house,
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Daggett could have sworn that he saw Al-
mira in her chair on the porch and that her
hands were fluttering at her hair like
snowflakes. But he knew it was only im-
agination, and that in all probahility he
was never Lo see Almira again.  Thinking
over this finality, which of a sudden had
become astonishingly grim, Daggett was
in such a state of dejection by the time he
reached the office that his chiefl said:

“That's a helva expression for a reju-
venated vacationer! And what the deuce
do you mean, young feller, by cutting
short that Daphne bromide stufl in the
colyum when you had it going good? I
telegraphed you to-day that Dilson wants
to stage Daphne, and Haskin, the pub-
lisher, wants a novel written around her.
You've got your chance at the big stuff at
last, my boy. Now go toit!”

Daggett “went to it,” but only half-
heartedly. It was hard work for him to
get through his column a day, much less
to tackle a novel and a comedy. The
sixth chapter of the novel found him ready
to quit, and the scenario of the play was
tossed aside, the clamorous Dilson being
gruffly told to wait. Daggett knew what
was the matter. He missed Almira. If
he could have fallen under her soothing in-
fluence an hour or two a day he knew he
could have turned out copy which would
have satisfied his own critical taste. He
missed the quiet of her voice and the calm
of her eyes, and one of her innocent little
bromides would have been balm to his
soul. Daggett fell into a state of snarling
savagery which was not understood by the
copy boy, or the men in the composing-
room, or the others about the office who
were in the habit of coming in with pos-
sible contributions. Daggett deliberately
alienated several of his most dependable
contributors, who “switched” to a rival
column. But he did not want contribu-
tors. He wanted Almira.

Daggett wrote at last to the landlord of
the Blue-Jay Inn, asking for the address of
Miss Almira Myers, a young lady who had
stopped there a few weeks before. But
the landlord was a creature of mean re-
venges, and he remembered that Daggett
had yawned over the two-year-old colt.
So he tore Daggett’s letter into bits and it
went unanswered. Daggett waited a few
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days for a reply, and then he telegraphed
to the landlady, asking why in blazes a
guest of that hotel could not get informa-
tion when he wrote for it, and would his
communication regarding the address of
Miss Almira Myers please receive some
attention? The landlord confessed his
guilt to his wife and received a merited re-
buke, but the landlady respectfully and
regretfully informed Mr. Daggett—and
she hoped to have the honor of seeing him
again next season—that Miss Myers had
gone without leaving any address.

Convinced that he must face the future
Almiraless and without hope of ever hav-
ing the raw edges of life smoothed under
her gracious touch, Daggett gave up the
cearch for his one divinity and deliberately
planned to hasten his inevitable chronic
cynicism by going in for social doings.
These were things which Daggett had
avoided with scrupulous care. His invi-
tations were many. Some of his “con-
tribs” were wealthy social leaders, but
Daggett always gave himself credit for
printing their good stuff just as readily as
he printed the stuff of the socialist printers
up-stairs. He saw no reason for turning
down Art just because it was brought in
by wearers of purple-edged robes. Social
invitations, however, he had refused sys-
tematically, and now, with Almira hope-
lessly lost, life had been turned inside out,
so far as he was concerned. He meant to
do all the things he believed in not doing,
and one of his steps was to accept several
bids which lay on his desk.

At one of these affairs, a lecture whose
subject he did not remember, Daggett was
a little late. The young woman who had
invited him was one of his “highbrow”
contributors. She sent in splendid trans-
lations of Slav poets whose names nobody
knew and that caused Mergenthaler men
and proof-readers an immense amount of
worry. She had never inveigled the over-
seer of the column to one of her highly in-
structive affairs, but she had not ceased
to send him invitations, and at last he had
done her the almost incredible honor of
accepting, Then, at the beginning of her
hour of triumph, there had been a miser-
able delay on the street-car, and they were
latﬁ getting to their seats in the darkened
hall.

Somebody was lecturing, and the voice
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went flowing on, calm and quiet, and Dag-
gett was conscious of giving a foolish start
when he heard it—one of those starts
which novelists are always describing and
which Daggett scornfully declared in print
to be among the things people never did in
real life.  Yet he started so violently that
he dropped his hat with a clatter. Before
he stooped to recover it he straightened
up deliberately, in spite of an exclamation
of annoyance from a spectacled young so-
ciologist behind him, and took a long look
at the speaker on the platform,

There could be no doubt about it—the
speaker was Almira. She was dressed in
white, almost as she used to dress at the
Blue-Jay Inn.  Her brow was as serene as
ever, and her gaze as clear, and her voice
as firm and comforting. Only instead of
platitudes she was talking something very
deep. From the lips which had framed
“The Bromidioms of Daphne” came sen-
tences crisp and with the right words al-
ways dropped into the right places.

Had Daggett remained standing an-
other fraction of a second, drinking in all
these wonders, he would have received a
sharp punch in the back from the indig-
nant young sociologist behind him. Then
there would have been a slight disturb-
ance, and perhaps Almira would have
recognized him, but Daggett sank dazedly
into his seat and managed to comport
himself reasonably well for a man whose
brain was for the moment all sky-rockets
and pinwheels, i

By all the rules of romance Almira
should have seen Daggett come in, or,
better still, by some sixth sense she should
have divined his presence in the hall. But
rules of romance suffer the most unlooked-
for suspensions in New York, and Almira
went on talking to the not overly vast as-
semblage as impersonally as when it was
Andrew Scott Daggettless.

The young woman at Daggett’s side
heard every word normally, no doubt, but
Daggett heard only the beloved voice of
the girl on the porch of the Blue-Jay Inn,
and he would close his eyes, even as he
used to do in the rocking-chair when the
bromides were rippling, but he must keep
them very intently on that figure on the
platform lest said figure vanish as when a
film breaks at a moving-picture perform-
ance. Daggett did not remember the
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subject of the lecture. Tt was something
deep and puzzling, but, as set forth in Al-
mira’s clear language, it did not mystify
the audience. In fact, when the lecture
was over and the applause had subsided,
at least half the audience lingered to meet
the speaker, thinking, perhaps, to get a
few words on a topic that had been made
so vital.

Daggett was among those who lingered.

of it, at college, Tsabelle did sign an “A"
between her first and last names.

The lion-hunters in the crowd filed back
of the stage and into a little reception-
room, where Almira, youthful and beauti-
ful and smiling, shook hands and listened
to words of praise, not as if they pleased
her particularly, but as if they might be
slight aids in the cause she had taken up.
Daggett and his lecture companion joined

Daggett and his lecture companion joined the line.

Dimly he heard his lecture companion ex-
plaining that this dear, brilliant girl who
had just thrilled everybody with that ex-
quisite lecture was the most gifted student
in our college, and she had just finished
her education abroad and now she was
going to devote her life to uplifting the
submerged nine-tenths, not by working
in the depths so much as by appealing to
the floating one-tenth. She was going to
prove that the social uplift would pay the
race, morally, mentally, and financially.
If anybody could succeed, through sheer
force of a highly developed intellect, it
was Isabelle Myers. Yes, her name might
be Isabelle Almira Myers. Come to think

the line. The young woman contributor
wore a large hat, and its plumes concealed
Daggett’s features until he stood trem-
blingly in front of Almira, with his words
of salutation choked somewhere in his
throat and his outstretched hand shaking
visibly. But, in spite of all his agitation,
the real Daggett was watching, from those
steel-bowed glasses, for whatever look
might leap into the eyes of his Daphne
of the Bromides when he faced her.

The young woman contributor, who in-
troduced Daggett as the celebrated A. S.
D. of the Star, merely thought Almira was
strangely and unaccountably flustered.
But Daggett knew better. He had seen
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the light for which he had looked, and he
knew Almira had been far from forgetting
him. He managed to murmur something
about having enjoyed the lecture, and
then he passed on, propelled by the young
sociologist who had sat behind him and
who was eager to crush Almira’s hand and
tell her what a godsend she was to the
human race. It was an exalted Daggett
that walked out of Almira’s presence. He
laughed foolishly aloud as he piloted to
the curb the young lady who translated
Russian poets.

“YI'm sorry, but T'll have to send you
home alone,” said Daggett thickly, as he
thrust his lecture companion into the
shallows of a half-grown taxicab. “It's
something I've forgotten at the office—
proof of a triolet which I overlooked read-
ing. You have no idea of the things the
machine operators can do to verse forms.
Good-by! I've enjoyed this lecture im-
mensely—more than you'll ever suspect,
in fact.”

The note of genuine sincerity in Dag-
gett’s last words was unmistakable and
prevented any protests. As the taxicab
disappeared, containing a puzzled young
woman, Daggett turned back to the lec-
ture-hall in search of another young wom-
an who was also puzzled. He found Al-
mira in the centre of a cordon of her most
faithful feminine admirers. Daggett’s
charge upon this cordon was notable.
The exploit of Fuzzy-Wuzzy in breaking a
British square was not to be mentioned,
poetically or any other way, in comparison
with the masterly manner in which Dag-
gett scattered the group about his Almira.

He had half-expected to find that she
had disappeared during his brief ab-
sence, but no—here was one of her snow-
flake hands resting on his rough coat
sleeve as they made their way to the street
together. Hereafter he would have his
coats made of better and softer material,
lest those hands be scratched!

There was another reckless demand
upon the endless taxicab resources of New
York. Daggett had swiftly planned that,
when he had seated himself beside Almira
in the vehicle, he would confess his duplic-
ity and declare his love at the same time.
But the taxi was slow in arriving, and
Daggett’s courage had ebbed second by
second. Almira, too, wasill at ease owing
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to the deception she had practised on this
sophisticated city person at the Blue-Jay
Inn, when she had apparently convinced
him that bromidioms formed her natural
means of expression. Altogether it was
a rather formal ride to Almira’s home,
whereas Daggett, at the peak load of his
enthusiasm, had fully determined that the
journey should be marked by a proposal
of marriage as fervid and gallant as any-
thing that ever figured in those impossible
romances where love-affairs are carried
along at whirlwind speed.

Only once in the course of the ride did
Daggett have a surge of courage that
might have enabled him to speak what
was on his mind. That was when Al-
mira, looking out of the taxicab window,
said, in the drawling voice of the girl on
the porch of the Blue-Jay Inn:

“Isn’t the growth of the automobile
business astonishing? They say every
farmer in Kansas has his Ford.”

Daggett was about to speak burning
words, but just then the automobile
stopped, and a few moments later he was
going through the ceremony of meeting
Almira’s father, mother, and swarm of
brothers and sisters.

The contributors virtually ran Dag-
gett’s column for the next few days.
Faithful writers who had formed what
they called the Wastebasket Hitters’
Union were delighted at seeing their con-
tributions in print. One enthusiastic cof-
fee-merchant, who had tried unceasing-
ly but unavailingly for three years to get
so much as a line into the column, was
so delighted at having a jest printed that
he sent Daggett a twenty-five-pound sack
of the finest Mandheling, which the de-
partment boss promptly cacled for possi-
ble future domestic use.

The final chapter of the Daphne bock
went unwritten, and the rehearsals of the
Daphne play went on without the custom-
ary quarrels between author and stage-
director, for the reason that there was no
author present to start any unpleasant-
ness. But, for all his constant attend-
ance upon Almira, a great embarrassment
possessed Daggett. Each time he called
he thought he would tell her everything,
but there came the terrible thought thata
confession of his duplicity might end their
acquaintance. He pictured the confes-



The Colyum Conductor

sion scene in a dozen different ways. But
always she would look at him in pained
surprise, and Daggett knew he never could
stand it il he brought griel into the blue
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ing brow in approved fictional fashion
every time he thought of losing Almira
after having found her again. He was
fearful lest, in some way, she should se-

The deed of daring was dune.—Page 223

depths of the most adorable eyes in the
world. Daggett had always claimed, in
his column, that people in real life who are
under severe mental stress never act as
they do in books, yet he would pace up
and down his office and mop his perspir-

cure back numbers of the column, and
the thought of her reading the heartless
“Bromidioms of Daphne” and looking
up at him with a stricken-doe expression
made him groan aloud, just as he had
claimed lovers in real life never groaned.
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He was angry with himsell for having run
the Daphne series, anyway. It wasnoth-
ing but despicable clowning, the whole
column-conducting business. He was go-
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out and see Almira, and sit around gloom-
ily in her home or walk moodily beside her
and let his heels scuff in a way that adver-
tised his dejection to the world.

“See how the leaves are falling.  Ain't nature wonderful 2" —Page 223,

ing to hand in his resignation and ask
some city editor for a job doing police or
reading copy. With this determination
in his mind he would put on his hat and
rush to his chief’s office—and then he
would walk right on past the door, and go

As for Almira, she, too, had her doubts
and fears. What they were Daggett did
not know until one magic day when they
had wandered into a little flat-iron park,
just as the lamps were springing to life,
and he had suddenly burst out with his
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declaration of love and had imprisoned
an unresisting hand and covered it with
kisses—all within sight and hearing of a
fat man who evidently made it his busi-
ness to declare himself “in" on park en-
gagements. Then, while Daggett drew
a deep breath, preparatory to confessing
what base use he had made of her Blue-
Jay Inn talks, Almira forestalled his con-
fession by neatly putting hers across first.

“You see,” said Almira, “Twent to that
little resort to get away from all the work
1 had been doing, just as you went away
from your work. When you came up the
steps at the Blue-Jay Inn I thought you
looked so comfortably commonplace that
I could practise bromidioms on you. You
have no idea how systematically T worked,
thinking up those little stercotyped re-
marks, They seemed to be what you had
been used to hearing, so I kept on with
them. They rested me, too, I found, so
it became a pleasant sort of a game that I
looked forward to every day. You'll for-
give me for thinking vou commonplace,
won't you? I had noidea you were the
brilliant A. S. D. of the Star."”

“My only vanity is over my absence of
vanity,” solemnly reassured the surprised
Daggett, * You haven't hurt my feelings
a bit, but I'm not so sure that I haven’t
hurt yours.”

Then Daggett told how he had used
Almira’s hard-studied commonplaces for
copy, in the belief that they were the nat-
ural expressions of one who knew few by-
paths of conversation.

Almira sat quiet a minute or two after
Daggett had finished.

“It was mean of you,” she said at last,
“but under the circumstances I don’t
know that I blame you. Besides, it’s
some comfort to know that you suffered
just a little bit when you had lost me.
But you'll not make copy of me any more,
after your book and play come out, will
you?r”

“Um—well, I can’t promise that,” said
Daggett jauntily, as all his doubts and
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fears vanished. He looked about and fig-
ured that he would have at least a min-
ute to put his arm about Almira’s waist
before the nearest arc-light sputtered its
challenge to the darkness. The fat man
was still near by, but he was kindly look-
ing, and always pretended to he gazing
into the tops of the park’s three trees
when Daggett glanced toward him. The
deed of daring was done, and the arc-
light held off at least fifteen geconds later
than usual before its blaze made Daggett
withdraw his arm.

“Yousee,” said Daggett, with triumph,
self-satisfaction, adoration, and a dozen
other elements blended in his voice, “you
can't expect me to turn down such good
things as your bromidioms. I'll see that
you are counted in on the royalties from
them, though."”

“Well,” said Almira, with the demure
expression of Daphne of the summer re-
sort, “I suppose that will be all right if
it's a partnership affair. Married people
should have a common aim in life, don't
yvou think?”

“And our aims will be bromides,”
laughed Daggett. “I'll come home, wear-
ied to death after my hard two hours and
thirteen minutes of toil, and we’ll just
talk common, ordinary things to each
other and will live the only restful life in
New York. And you've got to sit in a
blue porch rocker, and I'll have the jan-
itor loosen a board in the floor till it
squeaks. Them’s the only conditions on
which T consent to marry you, miss.”

More lights were bursting into white
bloom, and the flat-iron was no longer a
place for lovers. As they walked out of
the little park together, hand in hand,
Almira said:

“See how the leaves are falling. Ain’t
nature wonderful ?”

And the fat man, who had heard the re-
mark, wondered why so plain a statement
of fact, which he had made himself every
autumn for thirty years, should send both
the young people into laughter.




"1s it yourself, John Sutton, whe's talking here of plots, and plans, and war? "—Page z2q.

MY GRANDMOTHER AND

MYSELF

By Mary Synon

ILLusTRATIONS BY BoARDMAN Ropinsoxn

Y grandmother was at the
basement window, peer-
ing into the street as if
she were watching for
some one, when I came
home from school.  “Is
= =~ that you, John?” she

asked me as I stood in the hall stamp-

ing the snow from my boots, “Sure,” I

called to her. “Who'd you think I was?

A spirit?”

She laughed a little as T went into the
room and flung down my books. My
erandmother hasn’t seen any one in ten
years, though she sits day after day look-
ing out on the street as if a parade were
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passing; but she knows the thump of my
books on the table as well as she knows
the turning of my father’s key in the lock
of the door. ““'Tis a lively spirit you'd
make, Shauneen,” she said with that
chuckle she saves for me. “No, ’twas
your father I thought was coming.”

“What'd he be doing home at this
time?”

“These are queer days,” she said, “and
there are queer doings in them.”

“There’s nothing queer that I can see,”
I told her.

“T'm an old, blind woman,” she said,
“but sometimes I see more than dothey
who have the sight of their two eyes.”
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She said it so solemnly, folding her hands
one over the other as she drew herself up
in her chair, that I felt a little thrill creep-
ing up my spine. “ What do youmean?”
I asked her. “Time'll tell you,” she
said.

My mother came in from the kitchen
then. * Norah forgot to order bacon for
the morning,” she said. “Will you go to
the market, John, before you do anything
else?”

“0Oh, I'm going skating,” T protested.

“Tt won't take vou five minutes,” said
my mother. She seemed tired and wor-
ried. The look in her eyes made me feel
that there was trouble hanging over the
house. My mother isn't like my grand-
mother. When things go wrong, my
grandmother stands up straight, and
throws back her shoulders, and fronts
ahead as if she were a general giving or-
ders for attack; but my mother wilts like
a hurt flower. She was drooping then
while she stood in the room, so I said:
“ All right, T'll go,” though I'd promised
the fellows to come to the park bLefore
four o’clock.

“And look in at the shop as you go
by,” my grandmother said, “and see if
your father’s there now.”

“Why shouldn’t he be?” my mother
asked.

There was a queer sound in her voice
that urged me around past my father's
shop. My father was there in the little
office, going over blue-prints with Joe
Krebs's uncle and Mattie Kleiner's fa-
ther and a big man I'd never seen be-
fore. I told my grandmother when T
went home. “I knew it,” she said. “I
knewit. And I dreamed last night of my
cousin Michael who died trying to escape
from Van Diemen's Land.”

“You knew what?” I asked her, for
again that strange way of hers sent shiv-
ery cold over me.

“Go to vour skating,” she bade me,.

There wasn't much skating at Tomp-
kins Square, though, when I found the
crowd. The sun had come out strong in
the afternoon and the ice was melting.
“Ground-hog must have seen his shadow
last week,” Bennie Curtis said. All the
fellows—Joe Carey and Jim Dean and
Frank Belden and Joe Krebs and Mattie
Kleiner and Fred Wendell and the rest
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of them—had taken off their skates and
were starting a tug of war in the slush.
Mattie Kleiner was the captain on one
side and Irank Belden the captain on the
other. Mattie had chosen Joe Krebs and
Jim Dean and Joe Carey on his side.
Just as T came along he shouted that he
chose me. Frank Belden velled that it
was his choice and that he'd take me.
“He don't want to be on your side!”
Mattie cried. *““He’s with the Ger-
mans!"’

“Well, T guess not,” T said,
than I'm with the English.
American.”

“You can't be just an American in this
battle,” Frank Belden said.

“Then I'll stay out of it," T told him.

They all started to vell “ Neutral !”" and
“Traid cat!” and “Oh, you dove of
peace!” at me. I got tired of it after
a while, and T went after Mattie hard.
When 1'd finished with him he bawled at
me: “Wait till your father knows, he'll
fix you!”

“What for?” T jeered.

“For going against his principles, that's
what,”” Mattie Kleiner roared.

“TI'd like to know what vou know about
my father’s principles,” I laughed at
him.

“Well, T ought to know,"” he cried.
heard him take the oath.”

“What oath?” we all demanded, but
Mattie went off in surly silence. Joe
Krebs and Joe Carey trailed after him. T
stayed with the other fellows until it was
dark. Then I started for home.

Joe Carey was waiting for me at the
corner. “Do you believe him, John?”
he asked me. “Do you believe Mattie
about the oath?”

“How's that? " I parried. T seemed to
remember having heard a man who'd been
at the house a fortnight before whisper-
ing something about an oath, and T knew
that I'd heard my mother say fo my
grandmother: “I pray to God he'll get in
no trouble with any oaths or promises.”
I kept wondering if Mattie Kleiner’s
father and Joe Krebs's uncle and the big
man with the blue-prints who'd been in
my father’s shop had anything to do with
it. “Oh, Mattie's talking in his sleep,”
I said.

“Well, maybe,” said Joe Carev; “hut
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he wasn’t sleeping the night they had the
mecting in his house. He was on the
stairs going up to the top floor, and he
kept the door open a little way and he
heard everything they said, and nobody
at all knew he was there.”

Joe Carey's eyes were almost popping
out of his head, and so I knew that Mattie
had been telling him o long story. “1
guess he didn't hear very much,” I said.

“You bet he did,” Joe declared. “He
heard them reading the letters telling
people not to go on the ships because they
were going to be sunk, and he heard them
talking about bombs and munition fac-
tories. He says that he heard your father
say that he'd gladly lay down his life for
the sake of Ireland.”

“But Treland's not in this war!"

“Sure it is! Mattie says the Germans
are going to free Ireland if they beat
England. That’s why the Irish ought to
be with the Germans. Mattie says vour
father’ll be awful ashamed that you
wouldn't go on his side. Mattie says
your father ad

“I don't give a whoop what Mattie
says about my father,” I told him. “I
guess I can take my own part.”

“T guess you'll have to,” said Joe.

As T went up the street toward our
house I had that queer feeling that comes
sometimes after I've been away for a
while, a fear that something terrible has
happened while I've been gone and that
I'll be blamed for it. Tt was dark on the
street, for people hadn't lighted the lamps
in the basement dining-rooms, and T was
hurrying along when suddenly a man’s
voice came over my shoulder. T hadn’t
heard his step behind me at all, and I
jumped when he spoke. “Where does
Mr. John Sutton live?" he asked me.

“Right there.” Ipointed to our house.

“Do you know him?” he asked.
Through the dark T could see that he was
a tall man with sharp eyes. T knew that
I had never seen him before, and that he
didn’t look like any of the men who came
to my father’s machine-shop. “Don't
you know Mr. Sutton?"” he repeated.

“Yes, sir.”

“Know him well, sonnv?”

“ Ved, gir,?

“How well?"'

“He'’s my father.”

My Grandmother and Myself

He whistled softly, then laughed,
turned on his heel,"and strode down the
street. I watched him to see if he'd take
the turn toward the shop, but he turned
the other way at the corner. I thought
that I'd tell my grandmother about him,
but my mother was with her in the dark
when [ went in. They were talking very
low, as if some one were dead in the house,
but I heard my mother say, “If I only
lnew how far he's gone in this!” and my
grandmother mutter: “Sure, the farther
he goes in, the farther back he’ll have to
come.” T stumbled over a chair as I
went into the room with them, and they
both stopped talking.

I could hear the little hissing whisper
my grandmother always makes while she
says the rosary, but I could hear no sound
from my miother at all until she rose with
a sigh and lighted the gas-lamp. She
looked at me as if she hadn't known I'd
been there. ‘“Have you any home work
to do to-night, John?" she asked me.

“No, ma'am,” I said. “It's Friday.”

“Then I want you to come to church
with me after your dinner,” she said.

“Oh, I don’t want to go to church,”
I'd said before my grandmother spoke.

“"Twill be a queer thing to me as long
asTlive,” she said, “that those who have
don’t want what they have and that those
who haven't keep wanting.”

The telephone bell rang just then up
in the room that my father uses for an
office, and I raced up to answer it. A
man’s voice, younger than that of the
man who'd spoken to me, came over the
wire. “Say, is this John Sutton’s resi-
dence?"” it asked. “And is he home?
And, if he isn't, who are yvou?”

“What do you want?" T called.

“Information. Thisis The World. We
hear that there's to be a meeting of the
clans to-night, and we want to know
where it's to be held.”

“T don’t know,” 1 said.

“Can you find out?”

“No,"” I'lied. “There's nobody home.”

“Won't your father be home for din-
ner?

Even then I could hear his key turning
in the lock, could hear him passing on his
way up to his bedroom, but a queer kind
of caution was being born in me. “No,
sir,” I said.
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“Who was that?” my grandmother
asked me when I went down.

I told her of the call, told her, too, of
the man who had stopped me on the
street. Her rosary slipped through her
fingers. “I feared it,” she said. Then
the whisper of her praying began again.

At dinner my father was strangely si-
lent. Usually he talks a great deal, all
about politics, and the newspapers, and
the trouble with the schools, and woman-
suffrage, and war. But he said nothing
at all except to ask me if the skating were
good. My mother was just as quiet as
he, and I would have been afraid to open
my mouth if my grandmother hadn’t
started in to tell about New York in the
days she'd come here, more than sixty-
five years ago. She talked and talked
about how different everything had been
then, with no tall buildings and no big
bridges and no subways and no elevateds.
“Faith, you can be proud of your native
town, John,” she said to my father.

“I wish I'd been born in Ireland,” he
said.

She laughed. “And if I'd stayed in
Ireland I'd have starved,” she said, “and
little chance you'd have had of being born
anywhere.”

“It might have been just as well,” he
said bitterly.

“0Oh, no,”
neen.”

He rose from the table, flinging down
his napkin. “I won't be home till very
late,” he said to my mother.

She stood up beside him. “Do you
have to go, John?” she asked him.

“Yes,"” he said.

“Oh, John,” she said, “I'm afraid.”

“Of what?”

“Of what may happen you.”

“Nothing'll happen me,” he said.

I wanted to tell him of the strange man
who had halted me on the street, and of
the telephone call, but my father’s anger
was rising and I feared to fan it to flame.
My grandmother said nothing until after
my father had gone. Then she spoke to
my mother.

“Don’t you know better,” she asked
her, “and you eighteen vears married to
him, than to ask John not to do something
you don't want him to do?”

My mother began to cry as we heard

she said; “there's Shau-

the Danging of the outer door aiter my
father. “Well, if you ecan do nothing
else,” my grandmother said," you'd better
be off to church.  Keep your eves open,
Shauncen,” she warned me while my
mother was getting her hat and coat.

It was a grand night, with the evening
star low in the sky, like a lamp, and the
big yellow moon just rising in the east.
The wind blew sharp and salt off the
water, but there was a promise of spring
in the air, saying that it must be almost
baseball time. We went over to the Jes-
uit church, walking slowly all the way.
There we knelt in the dark until T was
stiff.  Aswe came out my mother stopped
at the holy-water font. * John,” she said,
“will you promise me that if you ever
marry you'll never set any cause but
God's above your wife?”

“No, ma'am, I won't,” T said, vaguely
understanding that my father had hurt
my mother by his refusal to stay at home,
and wondering what cause he had set
above her. As we walked toward the
car line I remembered what Joe Carey
had told me of Mattie Kleiner’s speech
about my father. * Do vou have to go to
Ireland to die for Ireland? " T asked her.
She clutched my hand. *My grandfa-
ther died for Treland,” she said, “and he
wasn't the first of his line to die for her.
But I pray God that he may have been
the last.” She said no more till we came
into our own house.

My grandmother was still at the win-
dow of the dining-room. There was no
light, and my mother did not make one.
“There was another telephone call,” my
grandmother said. “ Norah answered it.
'Twas the newspaper calling again for
John to ask about the meeting. She said
she knew nothing about it and that no
one was here to answer.”

“Do you suppose,” 1 said,
tectives?”’

They said nothing, and I could feel
a big lump coming up my throat. T
thought they might not have heard me
until my grandmother said: *Do wvou
know, Kate, where the meeting is?”

“T don't know, and I don’t want to

it was de-

know,” my mother cried. She turned to
me sharply. “Go to bed, John,” she
said.

“I know where the meetings are,”’ I
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blurted out, eager enough for any excuse
to put off the hateful order. ““They're
at Mattie Kleiner's house, because he
hides on the stairs when they come, and
he heard them take the oath.”

“Is that Matthew Kleiner's boy?"" my
grandmother asked, so quietly that I
thought she had not realized the impor-
tance ()E lTl}-" news.

“Yes, ma'am.”

“Go to bed, Shauneen.”
my mother’s order,

I went up-stairs, leaving the two of
them silent in the dark. T whistled while
I undressed, but I shivered after I had
turned out the light and jumped between
the sheets. Iwas going to lie awake wait-
ing for my father’s return, but I must
have dozed, for I thought that it was in
the middle of the night that something
woke me. I knew, as soon as I woke,
that some one was in my room. I could
feel him groping. 1T tried to speak, but
my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth.
Then I heard a faint whisper. ‘ Shau-
neen,” it said.

So far away it seemed that T thought it
might be a ghost until my grandmother
spoke again. “Your mother’s in bed
now,"” she said. “Put on your clothes as
quick as you can.”

“What is it?” I whispered.

“We're going to Matthew Kleiner’s,
you and 1,” she said. “I'd go alone if
I could see.”

“What time is it?"”

“Between ten and eleven.”

I pulled my clothes on as fast as I could.
Then stealthily as thieves we crept out
from my room and down the stairs. T
held my grandmother's hand and won-
dered at its steadiness. When we had
come outside the basement-door she
halted me. “Look down the street for
the tall man,” she bade me. There was
no one in sight, however, and we walked
along sturdily, turning corners until we
came to Kleiner's.

It was a red-brick house in a row, not a
basement house like ours, but with a cel-
lar below and an attic above its two main
floors. There was no light on the first
floor, but T thought that I saw a stream
behind the drawn curtains up-stairs. I
found the bell and pushed on it hard.
No one came for a long time. I rang

She repeated
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again. 1 could see shadows back of the
shades before Mattie Kleiner's mother
came. ‘“What is it?”’ she demanded be-
fore she opened the door.

“Tell her that your mother’s sick and
that you've come for your father,” my
grandmother ordered me. I repeated
what she’d said. Mrs. Kleiner opened
the door. “Oh,” she cried, “it is Mrs.
Sutton and little John. Oh, you did
frichten me. Is the mother very sick?
I shall call the father.”

“Let me go to him,” my grandmother
said. We were inside the hall then, and
I put her hand on the railing of the stair-
way. She had started up before Mrs.
Kleiner tried to stop her. “I've a mes-
sage for him,” said my grandmother.
Mrs. Kleiner and I followed her. At the
top of the stairs I turned her toward the
front room, for I could hear the murmur
of voices. I passed a door and wondered
if Mattie Kleiner were hiding behind it.
“Oh, we must not go in,” Mrs. Kleiner
pleaded. “ The men will not want us to
go in.”’ She tried to stop us, but my
grandmother turned, looking at her as if
she could see her. “I've always followed
my own conscience, ma'am,” she said,
“not my hushand's, nor my son's, nor
any other man's.”

From within the front room came the
sound of the voices, growing louder and
louder as we stood there, my grandmother
alert, Mrs. Kleiner appalled, I myself
athrill. T could hear my father’s voice,
short, sharp. *It’s our great opportuni-
ty,” he was saying. ‘“We have only to
strike the blow at England’s empire, and
the empire itself will arise to aid us.
Twenty thousand men flung into Canada
will turn the trick. French Quebec is
disaffected. What if soldiers are there?
We can fight them! We may die, but
what if we do? We will have started the
avalanche that will destroy Carthage!”

There were cries of “Right!” to him.
Then a man began to talk in German.
His voice rang out harshly. From the
murmurs that came out to us we knew
that the men were applauding his words,
but we had no idea of what the words
were. Mrs. Kleiner stood wringing her
hands. “Who's in there?” my grand-
mother asked her.

“I do not know,

" she insisted.
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“Joe Krebs's uncle is there,” 1 said.
“T know his cough. And Mr. Winngart
who keeps the delicatessen shop. And
Frank Benner's father; and that's Mr.
Carey's voice.”

“They just meet for fun,”
Mrs. Kleiner.

“Sure, I saw that kind of fun before,
said my grandmother, *“ when the Fenians
went after the Queen’s Own.,”

My father’s voice rose again. “Weare
ready to fire the torch? We are ready
to send out the word to-night for the mo-
hilization of our sympathizers? We are
ready to stand together to the bitter
end?”

“We are ready!” came the shout.

Then my grandmother opened the
door.

Through the haze of their tobacco
smoke they looked up, the dozen men
crowded into the Kleiners’ front bedroom,
to see my ;zmnd_mother standing before
them, a bent old woman in her black dress
and shawl, her little jet bonnet nodding
valiantly from its perch on her thin white
hair. She looked around as if she could
see every one of them. My father had
sprung forward at her coming, and, as if
to hold him off, she put up one hand.

“Is it \mfrsdf‘ Jolmn Sutton, who's m:’i—
ing here of plots, and plans, and war?’
she said. Her voice went up to a sharp
edge. She flung back her head as if she
defied them to answer her. All of them,
my father and Joe Krebs's uncle and
Mattie Kleiner's father and Mr. Carey
and Mr. Winngart and the big man who'd
had the blue-prints in the shop, and the
others, stared at her as if she were a ghost.
No one of them moved as she spoke.
“'Tis a fine lot vou are to be sitting here
thinking ways to bring trouble on yvour-
selves, and vour wives, and your children,
and your country. Who are there here
of you? Isit yourself, Benedict Krebs,
who's going out to fight for Germany
when your own father came to this very
street to get away from Prussia? Is it
vou, Matthew Kleiner, who gives roof
to them who plot against America, you,
who came here to earn a living that you
couldn’t earn at home? Is it you, Mi-
chael Carey, who's helping them hurt
the land that's making yvou a rich man?
Shame on you; shame on you all!”

groaned

i3]
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“Why shouldn’t we fight England?”
Joe Carey's father said with a growl,
“You'd be the last one, Mrs. Sutton, Lhat
I'd think’d set yourself against that.”

“"Tis not England,” said my grand-
mother, “that you fight with vour plots.
"Tis America you strike when you strike
here. And, as long as you stay here, he
Americans and not traitors!”

They began to murmur at that, and
my father said: “You don't know what
you're talking about, mother. You'd
better take John home. This is no place
for either of you.”

“No more than it’s a place for you,”
she said. “Will you be coming home
with me now?"

“T will not,” my father said.

“Faith, and you'll all be wishing you
had,” she told them, “* when the jails’ll he
holding vou in the morning.”

“The jails!”™ The big man who had
held the blue-prints came closer to us.
“What is it you say of jails? You have
told the police, then?"

“I didn't need to,” my grandmother
said. “The government men have heen
watching this long time. ’'Twill be at
mid_nighl that they'll come here. But
"tis not myself they'll be inding.” T saw
the men's glances “flash around the room
through the smoky haze before she called:
“Come, Shauneen.” I took her hand
again and led her out of the room. Just
before the door closed after us I saw that
my father’s face had grown very white
and that Mattie Kleiner's father had
dropped his pipe on the floor,

Outside the house I spoke to my grand-
mother tremblinglv. “Do the police
really know? " T asked her.  She gave her
dry little chuckle. “1f they don’t, they
should,” she answered; “but I was born
an O'Brien, and I've never known one of
them yet that ever told the police any-
thing. No, Shauneen,” she laughed,
“’twas the high hill T shot at, but I'm
thinking that the shot struck. We'll
watch.”

We crossed the strect and waited in the
shadow of the house at the corner. For
a little while all was quiet at Kleiner's
Then I saw the tall man come out with
Joe Krebs’s uncle. After a time my
father came out with Mr. Winngart and
Mr. Carey. They walked to the other



corner and stood there a moment hefore
they separated. ‘“Shall we go home
now?" 1 asked my grandmother after I
had told her what T had seen.

“Not yet,” she said. “I've one more
errand to do this night.” T thought it
might have something to do with the tall
man who'd spoken to me or with the tele-
phone call, and I wondered when she
sighed. “I'm a very old woman,” she
seemed to be saying to herself. “Tll be
ninety-one years come Michaelmas Day.
Some of the world I've seen, and much of

life. Out of it all I've brought but a few
things. I'd thought to give these to my
son. But—" She paused. “How old

are vou, Shauneen?” she asked me.

“Fourteen,” T said.

“0Old enough,” she nodded. She turned
her head as if she were looking for some-
thing or some one. Then: “ Do you know
your way to the Battery?"” she asked
me.

“Sure,” T told her.
there?”

“We are.”

It had been quiet enough in our part of
town. It was quieter yet when we came
to Bowling Green and walked across to
the Battery. Down there, past the high
buildings and the warehouses, we seemed
to have come into the heart of a hush.
To the north of us the sky was afire with
the golden glow from the up-town lights.
In front of us ran the East River and
the North River. Out on Bedloe’s Is-
land T could see the shining of the God-
dess of Liberty's torch. Every little
while a ferry-boat, all yellow with lights,
would shoot out on the water. A sail-
ing-vessel moved slowly after its puffing
tug. The little oyster-boats were com-
ing in from the bay. A steamer glided
along past it as T walked with my grand-
mother out toward the old Castle Gar-
den.

On the Saturday before Joe Carey and
I had come down to the piers, prowling all
afternoon on the docks, watching the men
bringing in the queer crates and boxes and
bags while we told each other of the places
from where the fruits and spices and coffee
and wines had come. There were thou-
sands and thousands of ships out there in
the dark, T knew, and I began to tell my
grandmother what some of the sailors had

“Are you going
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told us of how the trade of the world was
crowding into New York, with the ships
all pressing the docks for room. *If you
could only see it!"” I said to her. “I can
se¢ more than that,” she said. Then:
“Take me to the edge of the waters,” she
bade me.

Wondering and a little frightened, I
obeved her, trying to solve the while the
mystery of her whim to bring me to the
deserted park in the middle of the night.
“Is Castle Garden over there?” she
pointed. “Then I've my bearings now.”

She stood alone, a little way off from
me, staring seaward as if she counted the
shadowy ships. The wind blew her thin
white hair from under her bonnet and
raised the folds of her shawl. There in
the lateness of the night, alone at the edge
of the Battery, she didn't seem to be my
grandmother at all, but some stranger.
I remembered the story I'd read some-
where of an old woman who'd brought a
pile of books to a King of Rome, hooks
that she threw awav, one by one, as he
refused them, until there was but one
book left. When he’d bought that one
from her he'd found that it was the book
of the future of the empire and that he'd
lost all the rest through his folly. As I
looked at my grandmother T thought she
must be like the old woman of the story.
Even her voice sounded strange and deep
when she turned to me.

“It was sixty-five yvears ago the seventh
of November that I first stood on this
soil,” shesaid. *“’'Tisa longlifetime, and,
thank God, a useful one I've had. Bur-
dens I've had, but never did T lack the
strength to bear them. Looking back,
I'm sorry for many a word and many a
deed, but I've never sorrowed that I came
here.”

I would have thought that she had for-
gotten me if she hadn’t touched my arm.
“You've heard tell of the famine, Shau-
neen,” she went on, “the great famine
that fell on Ireland, blighting even the
potatoes in the ground? We'd a little
place in Connaught then, a bit of land my
father was tilling. We hadn't much, even
for the place, but we were happy enough,
God knows, with our singing and dancing
and the fairs and the patterns. Then,
little by little, we grew poorer and poorer.
I was the oldest of the seven of us. My
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mother and myself'd be planning and
scraping to find food for the rest of them.
Every day we'd see them growing thinner
and thinner. Oh, mavrone, the pity of it !
And they looking at us betimes as if we
were cheating them of their bit of a sup!
Sometimes now in the dark I see them
come to my bed, with their soft eyes beg-
ging for bread, and we having naught to
give them. Brigid—she was the young-
est of them all—died. Then my father
went.

“T used to go down to the sea and hunt
the wrack for bits of food. There by the
shore I would look over here to America
and pray, day after day, that the Lord
would send to us some help before my
mother should go. Youdon't know what
it is to pray, Shauneen. Your father can-
not teach you and your mother hopes
you'll never learn. For prayer is born in
agony, avick, and grief and loss and sor-
row. But because you are the son of my
soul I pray for you that life may teach
you prayer. For when you come to the
end of the road, Shauneen, you'll know
that ’tis not the smoothness of the way,
but the height of it and the depth of it,
that measures your travelling. Far, far
down in the depths I went when I prayed
over there on the bleak coast of Con-
naught.

“God answered my prayer. There
came from America food to us. There
came, too, the chance for me to come here
with the promise of work to do. 'Twas
a drear day when I left home. How I
cursed England as I looked back on the
hills of Cork harbor, all green and smiling
as if never a blight had cast its shadow
behind them !

“"Twas a long, dreary sailing. Nine
weeks we were in the crossing. A life-
time I thought it was between the day I
looked on the western sea from the Con-
naught mountains and the day when I
stood here looking back toward home.
Sure life is full of lifetimes like those.”

She paused a moment, but I felt as if
T were under a spell that I must not
break by word of mine. A cloud came
over the moon and all around us grew
shadowy. The big throb that the city
always beats at night kept sounding like
the thrumming of an orchestra waiting
for the violin solo to start.
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“I'd plenty of them before many
years.,” My grandmother’s voice came
like the sound for which the thrumming
had waited. ““Did you ever think what
it means to the poor souls who come here
alone for their living? When you've a
house of your own, Shauneen, with men
servants and maid servants, don’t forget
that your father’s mother worked out for
some one. They were kind people, too,
who took me to their homes. Don’t for-
get that either. For 'tis my first memory
of America. Kind they were, and just.
They helped me save what I earned and
they showed me ways of helping my folks
at home. I'd brought out Danny and
James and Ellen and Mary before the
war. I met each one of them right here
at Castle Garden. That’s why I always
think of this place as the gateway through
which the Irish have come to America.
Sure Ellis Island’'s been for the Italians
and the Jews and the Greeks. We didn't
wait outside the door. We came straight
in,” she chuckled.

“My mother wouldn't come from the
old place. Long I grieved over her there
in the little house where my father and
Brigid had died, but after a while I knew
she was happier so. Sometimes, Shau-
neen, I think of Ireland as an old woman,
like my mother, sitting home alone in the
old places, grieving, mourning, with her
children out over the world, living the
dreams of her nights by the fire. 'Twas
here we found the freedom the Irish had
been fighting for. ’'Twas here, away
from landlords and landholding, away
from famine and persecution, that we
found that life need not be a thing of
sorrow. 'Twas here I met your grand-
father.

“I'd nothing of my own, and your
grandfather had but a trifle more when
we married. I suppose 'tis brave that
people would call us now. We didn't
think that we were. We were young and
strong and we loved each other. And
we were getting along fairly well—we'd
started the payments on a bit of a house
of our own after your father was born—
when the war came down on us.

“Your grandfather went with the bri-
gade. Not twice did we think whether
or not he should go. We knew that he
owed his first duty to the country that
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had called him, and sheltered him. and
given him work and hope and freedom.
For he was a boy from home as I was a
girl from home. T stood on the curb-
stone the day he marched by, with your
father in my arms, and I cheered for the
flag. “Sure he'll be walking to meet
you when you come back!" T called,
lifting up the child. Your grandfather
never came back. He fell at Marye's
Heights.”

When she spoke again her voice had
changed more to her every-day tone.
“Well, 1 raised your father,” she said,
“and I thought I was raising him well.
My arms were strong. 1 worked at the
wash-tub morning, noon, and night. It
wasn’t long till I had a laundry of my
own. I thought to give my son all that
I'd ever wanted for myself. Perhaps that
was where I made my mistake. I thought
too much of the things that money can
buy in those vears when money was so
hard to earn. Perhaps 'twas myself and
no other who taught your father the cold,
hard things of life, though God knows,
I'd no thought to doit. He’s a good man
in many ways, but he's not lhc man 1
want you to be. He's a good hater but
he’s not a good lover. And, faith, what's
there in life but love?"

I moved a little then, and my grand-
mother swung me around, with her two
hands on my shoulders, and, blind as she
is, stared at me as if she were looking
right down into my heart. “Shauneen,”
she said, “‘I have praved, day and night,
that your father might be to America
the good citizen his father was. I have
prayed that if America should ever need
him he would stand readv for her call.
I have praved that he’d love America
as I have loved America. T love Ireland,
mavrone. Always in my heart do T see
her hills as they looked on the morning
I looked back on them from the sea.
But I love America, too, and I wanted
my son to love her even more than I do.
I've wanted him to love this land as my
fathers and their fathers loved Ireland.
"Twas not that T wanted him to forget
my land; when he was a lad like you I'd
tell him tales of Treland’s glory and of
Ireland’s woe. How was I to know that
all it would do for him was to rouse the
black hate for England? I taught him
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love for Ireland, but never did I teach
him to set my land above his own.

“For "twas America gave us our chance,
Shauneen, when we'd no other place on
earth to seek., Hard days we've known
here, too, days when even the children
jeered at us, but we've never felt the hand
of the oppressor upon us since we touched
our feet on these shores. We've been
free and we've prospered. Fine houses
we have and fine clothes; and ’tis a long
day since I knew the pinch of hunger.
This is our debt. Tell me again, Shau-
neen, what you see out there?”

I told her of the shining lights, of
the funnels of the steamers, of the piled
piers, of the little oyster-boats, of the
great liners waiting the word for their
sailing.

“’Twould be a fine sight,” she sighed.
“Dao you think me a madwoman to bring
you here?” she went on, as if she had
read my thought. “Perhaps I am that.
Perhaps I'm not. For you'll remember
this night when you've forgotten many
another time, just as I remember the day
when my mother took me to the shrine at
Enock. For this is the shrine of vour
country, Shauneen, this old Castle Gar-
den, where your people set foot in the land
that’s given them liberty. Here it was
that T told my brothers and my sisters of
the future before them. Here it is that
I'm telling you that your country will be
the greatest nation of all the world if
only you lads stay true to her. That's
why I've brought you here to- night, Shau-
neen. I'm an old, old woman. T've not
long for this earth. But I've this mes-
sage for you; it's yours; this duty that
your father shirks when he plots with
black traitors who'd drag us into wars
that are not of our choosing. Raise vour
hand, Shauneen. Say after me: ‘As long
as I live, God helping me, I shall keep my
country first in ny heart and, after God,

Jirst inomy soul !

Through the misty moonlight there
came to me the memory of my mother’s
plea at the door of the church, my
mother's cry: “Promise me that \'Gu'll
set no cause but God's before your wife !’
Some hattle of spirit struggled within me.
For an instant I was silent, Then, sud-
denly, as if the moon had ridden above
the cloud, T saw the right. “Since all
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true causes come from God,” T said to
myself, “it is right to set my own coun-
try above anything else that may ever
come.” And I said the words after my
grandmother.
She took my face between her hands
Vor. LX.—23

“God keep you, Shau-
neen,” she said, “for the woman who'll
love you, and the children you'll teach,
and the land you'll serve!”

Then through a sleeping city my grand-
mother and T went home.

and kissed me.
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RexAUD came from the wars;
And above in the window-bow
His mother said: I see

Where comes my son Renaud.

Renaud, Renaud, rejoice,
Your wife has borne a king.
Neither for wife nor son
My heart again shall sing.

But quickly lay me down
Within a long white bed.
Quickly they laid him down,
And straight his spirit fled.
(The bells sound for his passing.)

Now tell me, mother, tell me,
Why sounds the castle knell?
Daughter, it iz the peal

Of the rogation bell.

(They nail up the coffin.)

Now tell me, mother, tell me,
What is the noise I hear?

The carpenters in the granaries,
For harvest-time is near.

(The priests take away the corpse.)

Now tell me, mother, tell me,
Who sing so sad and slow?
Daughter, the long processions
About our houses go.

Now tell me, mother, tell me,
What robe shall I wear to-day?
Choose thou the decent black,
Leave ofi the rose and gray.

Tell me, tell me, mother,
Whom have I then to weep?
I cannot hide it—Renaud
Is dead and buried deep.

Earth! Open thy arms!
Earth! Close above!

That Renaud I may rejoin—
Renaud, the king I love.

The earth forthwith opens,
Closes forthwith above.
The Queen is with Renaud,
Her king and only love.



BONNIE MAY
BY LOUIS DODGE

A strolling player comes

TLLUSTRATIONS DY

XX
WHAT HAPPENED IN THE ATTIC

HEN Bonnie May got up
into the attic she gave
one swift thought to
the fact that Mr. Addis
would be coming to the

& house before long and
Sl g that she would not be

free to receive him. Flora would be sur-

prised to see him, but then, she concluded,

Flora ought to think all the more highly

of him if she decided that he had come

without waiting for an invitation.

Then her mind was diverted from DMr.
Addis and his affairs. It was diverted by
an impulse which compelled her to put
her arms swiftly about Clifton’s neck,
and Jack's, and express again her joy at
seeing them.

“You dear boys!” she exclaimed, “it
makes me feel so good—and so bad—to
see vou again. Oh! those old days!”

They all found chairs, and for a little
time Bonnie May leaned forward in hers,
her shoulders drooping, her eyes filled
with yearning. Then she aroused herself.
“Do yvou remember the time we went to
Cheyenne in a sort of coach and the
soldiers made us have dinner—a Christ-
mas dinner—with them?” she asked.

Clifton remembered. He said: “And
you put on a cap that came way down over
your eyes, and ran into the fat old captain
who had come in ‘unbeknownst,” as one of
the soldiers said, to inspect the quarters "

Said Bonnie May: “And the soldiers
wanted us to change our play, ' The Cap-
tain's Daughter,” so that it would be a
military play instead of a sea story!"”

There was a moment of silence, and
then, for no apparent reason, the child and
her visitors joined in a chorus of laughter.

#* A summary of the preceding chapters of * Bonnie
May " appears on page 7 of the Adverlising puges.

Recivann BrrcH

“That old play—I remember every
word of the heroine’s part ! said Bonnie
May. “She wasn't much, was she? T
remember wishing T was big enough to
have the part instead of her.”

She shook her head gently in the ec-
stacy of recalling the old atmosphere, the
old ambitions, the old adventures. Then
she clasped her hands and exclaimed:
“Let's do an act of it, just for fun! Oh,
let’s do! If vou could only think how
hungry I've been il

She did not wait for an answer. She
hurried to Thomason's door and knocked.
Her movements expressed a verv frenzy
of desire—of need.  When Thomason did
not respond she opened his door and
looked into his room.

“He's not here!” she exclaimed.
“Come—his things will make the grand-
est sailors out of you!” She had them
in Thomason's room in no time,.

“But we can't both be =ailors,” ob-
jected Jack. “We'll need a captain.”

“We'll imagine him. He'll be out of
sight somewhere.” She opened Thoma-
son's trunk.

“It's not—Romeo’s, is it?” asked
Clifton dubiously.

Bonnie May only emitted a little
scream of delight. She had caught sight
of two red bandanna handkerchiefs. She
had them out swiftly. Also a new canvas
coat and an old one.

Then she heard some one entering the
room. Thomason came and stood be-
side her, to see what she was doing. He
looked into the trunk as if he were curi-
ous to see what it contained.

Her manner betrayed no confusion at
all. “So glad vou've come!” she said.
“It's going to be a play. Oh, the very
thing! You can be one of the sailors,
Thomason, and then we can have the
captain, too.” She appealed to Clifton
and Jack. “Won’t he make a perfectly
splendid sailor?”’ she demanded.
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“ Laok at them ! " she screamed,

“Look! look!"—Page 239,
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They agreed that he would be an ideal
sailor.

Thomason hadn’t the slightest idea
what it all meant. But when she tied
one of the red bandanna handkerchiefs in
a special fashion around the neck of one of
the actors he concluded that it was going
to be some kind of a game. Or possibly
he feared he was going to lose his hand-
kerchiefs.

“Put one on me ! he suggested.

And Bonnie May put one on him.

Then she happened to look at one of
the window-shades. ‘““Earrings!" she ex-
claimed. “They used to look so delight-
fully wicked!”

With Clifton’s aid she removed several
brass rings from the window-shades.

“T won't need them,” said Clifton.
“You know, I am to be the captain.”

So the rings were hung in Jack's ears
and Thomason’s.

“Splendid !”" cried Bonnie May. She
inspected the result critically. “If we
only had ... Thomason! is there any
blacking 7"

Thomason found a box of blacking in
Baron's room.

She dipped her finger into it and drew
a series of sinister lines across Jack's un-
lined face.

Clifton proffered a criticism. *“You're
putting on too much. He’s to be a sailor
—not a pirate.”

“No, only a sailor. But he ought to
look a little frightful.” She stood back
in admiration of her work.

Thomason had begun more clearly to
understand. “Put some on me,” he in-
vited.

Clifton, in the meantime, had found a
golf-cap which had been handed down
from Baron to Thomason. It did not
make a thoroughly realistic captain of
him, but it was the best he could do. He
was trying to recall some of the telling
phrases in “The Captain’s Daughter.”
He could improvise, if necessary. He
looked on seriously while Bonnie May put
the finishing touches on Thomason's face.

It was then that Mrs. Harrod appeared.

“Oh! IT'm sure I'm intruding!” she
cried. She looked with profound amaze-
ment at every face in the room.

“You're not intruding at all!” de-
clared Bonnie May. “It's to be a play,
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yvou know. You can be the audience, if
you will."”

Mrs. Harrod began to laugh almost
helplessly. Then she checked herself, be-
cause she perceived that Bonnie May was
deeply in earnest.

“OI course ! she responded. “T make
a very good audience. I'll be delighted
to help.”

She took a chair and became, imme-
diately, a highly inspiring audience.
Still, she was amazed. She had never
been told by any of the Barons that
Bonnie May had formerly been “of the
profession.”

“We'll do only the third act,” decided
Bonnie May, addressing the two actors,
“where the ship sinks and the raft is seen
at sea.” She ended by glancing at Mrs.
Harrod, who nodded as if she really pre-
ferred to witness only the third act.

“We'll need a-raft, of course,” she said.
She glanced about the room. The trunk
was not large enough to hold two and
contribute to a realistic effect. “It will
have to be the bed,” she decided.
“Thomason, you and Jack will sit on
the bed. And you'll have to remember
that you're on a raft in a storm. The
storm is so severe that you nearly fall off
the raft.”

“TIsit?” asked Thomason.
incredulous.

“It will be. Jack will let yvou know
when. You look at him once in a while
and do just as he does.”

There was an explosion of shrill laugh-
ter in the adjoining room and then the
MecKelvey girls appeared.

They seemed quite startled and ready
to run, even after they saw Mrs. Harrod.

But DMrs. Harrod reassured them.
“Come right in,”" she called cordially.
“It's to be a play, and as vel we have a
miserably small audience.”

Theyv drifted a little farther into the
room, wide-eyed.

It was here that Clifton rebelled. “Oh,
look here!”™ he protested, it will look so
silly 1"

“Just because we have an audience "
retorted Bonnie May blankly. Then,
with feeling: © If you've got used to play-
ing to empty seats it will do you good to
have somebody looking at vou. Now,
do be sensible.”

He seemed
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“T shall be awfully disappeinted not to
see the play—that is, the third act,” pro-
tested Mrs. Harrod.

“Well, go ahead,” said Clifton,
he looked decidedly shamefaced.

Bonnie May took her position in the
middle of the room. She meant to ex-
plain what it was they were about to do.
She did not know that Flora had come in
and was standing just inside the door,
nor did she know that Victor and Mr.
Addis also arrived a moment later.

“This is the situation,” she began. “I
am the daughter of the captain of a sailing
vessel. Two of the sailors love me, but
they have to keep still about it because I
am so far above them. We're all on the
ship, on a vovage, you understand. I
love one of the sailors, but I'm afraid to
admit it for fear my father will be angry.
Then one of the sailors speaks to my
father—about his love for me, you know.
But my father tells him he must never be
guilty of such boldness again. Then the
two sailors lead a mutiny, in the hope of
getting control of the ship. But the mu-
tiny fails and the two leaders are put in
irons.

“I feel so sorry for them that I plan
their escape. I know I cannot marry
either of them, but I pity them just the
same. So I take some of the rest of the
crew into my confidence, and they con-
struct a raft in secret. Then one night
when we are within sight of land I get the
other sailors to release the two men who
are in irons and throw them overboard,
together with the raft. I mean it all for
their own good, though they make the
mistake of thinking I wish to have them
murdered. Of course my father isn't al-
lowed to know anything about all this.
It's done while he is asleep.”

“A likely story ! interpolated Clifton.

“A very fine situation,” amended Bon-
nie Mav. “Itisarranged that the sailors
who are my confederates are to tell my
father, when he wakes, that the two pris-
oners made their escape and were trying
to murder him, when they, the other sail-
ors, threw them overboard in a desperate
fight,

“Then comes the third act, which we
are about to present. A storm comes up
and the ship strikes a rock. We are about
to sink when the raft drifts into sight.

But

Bonnie May

The two sailors who were prisoners are
on it. My father urges me to join the
sailors on the raft so that I may be
saved. But I know they believe I plotted
their murder, and I am more afraid of
them than of the sinking ship. The
climax comes when the ship sinks and I
am thrown into the sea. Of course, the
two sailors rescue me. Now, we will
imagine that the curtain has just gone
up on the third act.”

She turned for an inspection of the
“company,” and caught sight of Flora,
Victor, and Mr. Addis just inside the
doorway.

“Don’t mind us,” said Flora.
hope we're not interrupting.”

But Bonnie May was not to be em-
barrassed now. She scarcely took pains
to answer bevond a swift—"Not at all "
She was earnestly shaping her mood for
the work ahead of her.

Her intensity had created a really
strange atmosphere. Nothing louder
than a whisper could be heard in the
room, and even whispering soon ceased.

“Now, captain—or father—take your
place on the bridge, where you belong.”

Clifton proceeded with the utmost se-
riousness to climb up on Thomason’s ta-
ble. He stood at one end so that there
would be room for Bonnie May also.

“The sailors will now take their places
on the raft,”" was the next order. “VYou
know, you're not supposed to be visible
until you hear the line, ‘ The ship is sink-
ing,” and then you want to remember that
vou are in a violent storm.”

Jack and Thomason climbed to the
middle of the bed and sat down awkward-
ly, both looking in the same direction,
like rowers in a boat.

“And remember vou have paddles in
your hands,” reminded Bonnie May.

“I have a paddle,” responded Jack.

“I ain't,” objected Thomason.

“Oh, yes, you have,” declared Jack,
“one just like mine.” He took a stroke
with an imaginary paddle, held suitably.

“Well—I have a paddle,” conceded
Thomason.

Bonnie May was then helped to the
“bridge,” beside Clifton.

Clifton began. He was not quite sure
about the lines, but he recalled the situa-
tion clearly enough. “Best go below, my
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daughter,” were the words which filled
the room with ringing effect. “I have
not seen a gull since the second watch
ended, and they do not hide from ordi-
nary storms. I fear we may be caught
in a tempest.”

Bonnie May clasped her hands in a
frenzy of earnestness. Her words came
with intense eloquence: “Let me stay
with you, father. I fear no storm while
I am by your side.”

Her voice filled the room with tones
which were intense, even, resonant, gold-
en.
Mrs. Harrod, regarding her incredu-
lously, put out a hand and touched Flora
on the arm. No one else stirred.

There came Clifton’s response: “But,
child, I tell you Davy Jones's locker fairly
gapes in gales like this. I bid you go be-
low.”

The response came with even greater
intensity: “But tell me first, father:
would a raft live in such a sea as this?”

So the rather silly lines were repeat-
ed back and forth. But they scarcely
seemed silly. The two players were put-
ting a tremendous earnestness into them,
and the “audience " felt no inclination at
all to smile.

The two players came to the point in
the story where the ship struck a rock,
and their intensity was more than
doubled. The raft began its part in the
scene, but nobody looked at it for a
time

Clifton was trying to compel Bonnie
May to consent to board the raft. He
had seized her arm roughly and was
threatening her. She screamed her re-
fusal. Then it came time for her to be-
hold the murderous looks on the faces of
the two men on the raft.

“Look at them!” she screamed.
“Look! Look!” She pointed at the raft,
her eyes wide with terror. The “audi-
ence’” could not refrain from looking at
the raft.

Jack and Thomason were wielding their
imaginary paddles with great vigor.
Jack had also begun to lurch from right
to left, as a man might do on a storm-
tossed raft. Thomason, catching the
drift of things, was imitating him.

And then, unfortunately, Thomason’s
bed gave way. With an ear-splitting
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crash it collapsed just as Bonnie May
screamed: “Look ! Look !

And of course it was at that precise in-
stant that Mrs. Baron came rushing inlo
the room.

NXI
AFTER THE CURTAIN WAS LOWERED

Mrs. Baron had returned from her
calling expedition earlier than she had
expected to. She had had a feeling that
something might go wrong. Prescience
is really a wonderful thing,

Now, as the poor lady stood within
Thomason's room she was quite terrified.
For the moment there had been a dread-
ful din. And now, looking at Thomason,
she caught the rebellious expression in
his round, innocent eyes. She saw that
he had brass rings in his ears. Unfor-
tunately "she did not associate the brass
rings with the window-blinds. And his
face was horribly streaked. His right leg
was sticking up in air quite inelegantly,
and he was clawing at some other un-
speakable person in an effort to regain his
equilibrium.

And then there was Bonnie May with
an insane light in her eyes. And behind
Bonnie May was a smirking creature who
grinned maliciously at Mrs. Baron as if
he and she shared some guilty secret in
common. Certainly she did know the
marn.

Moreover, there stood Flora, looking
impossibly demure, with the man Addis
by her side. Addis was looking as if her
arrival had provoked him. His look
seemed to say: ““If you don’t like it, why
don’t vou run along?”

Mrs. Baron did not stop to take in any
of the others. At first she was speechless,
as the saying is, though she was trying to
shape certain comments which she meant
to direct at Bonnie May.

She opened her mouth once and again
quite helplessly. Then she found her
voice.

“You little—limb of Satan!" The
words came with difficulty. In that in-
stant her features looked quite unlovely.
Bonnie May might have told her that
elderly people ought never, under any
circumstances, to hecome violently angry.
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But Bonnie May was in no condition to
utter clemental truths,

“You awful little—wretch!"” added
Mrs. Baron. “No sooner do I turn my
back than vou disgrace me! VYou apen
my door to—the whole street !

Bonnie May was blinking rapidly. She
wag very pale. If you dreamed that vou
were finding large sums of moneyv, and
some one threw a bucket of cold water
on vou, and you woke up to find yourself
in the poorhouse. . . . Her mental state
was something like that.

She had not been quite sorry that the
bed collapsed. Some of the secondary
cells in her brain had been warning her,
as she stood on the “bridge,” that the
third act could scarcely be made to come
toa true climax. She couldn’t be project-
ed into the sea, really. She would have
to step tamely down from the tahle and
begin to talk in a commonplace fashion.

Under favorable conditions the collapse
of the bed would have been a relief.

But now she stood looking at Mrs.
Baron, trving to reach her soul through
her angry eyes. She shrank so from being
humiliated before her friends—the old
and the new. If Mrs. Baron, who had
been so kind in many unimportant ways
and times, could only spare her now !

“If you will permit me, madam—"" be-
gan Clifton,

“Who are these—gentlemen?” de-
manded Mrs. Baron, still wrathfully re-
varding Bonnie May—Bonnie May and
no other.

“They are my friends,” said Bonnie
May. “Thev have known me always.
And, reallv, vou know, we weren’t doing
anything wrong !"”

Clifton had assisted her to the floor,
and now, after an appealing step in Mrs.
Baron's direction, and the swift con-
clusion that nothing she could do would
save the situation, she broke into tears
and rushed from the room.

“PBonnie May!" called Clifton, with
overflowing solace in his tone. He ran
after Bonnie May. The other actor, cast-
ing brass rings and red bandanna to the
floor, followed.

“Emily Boone!” The voice was Mrs.
Harrod’s. “I think you might blame us,
if it’s all o terrible. We encouraged her.
We enjoyed it.”
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Mrs. Baron now turned toward the as-
sembled group. She seemed dazed. “I
—I didn't know vou were here!’ she
said, her voice trembling weakly. And
then—"T don’t care! What would any
woman do, coming home and finding
strangers and—and such a scene in her
house ?”

“We invited them in,
fessed Baron weakly.

“Yes," echoed Flora, “they were old
companions of Bonnie May’s, and we
thought it would be nice to invite them
m ¥

“And I suppose vou invited—Whim in,
too?"" retaliated Mrs. Baron, indicating
Addis by a scornful, slight movement of
her head.

The effect of all this upon Flora was
most distressing. Could her mother so
far forget herself as to reveal family dif-
ferences in the presence of Mrs. Harrod
and the McKelvey girls? Her wounded
eves fairly begged for mercy.

Addis promptly came to her relief,

“No, she didn’t, Mrs. Baron. I just
dropped in.” His voice, by reason of its
bigness and calmness, had the effect of
making every one in the room feel how
petty and needless had been the un-
pleasantness which Mrs. Baron’s arrival
had created. His hair seemed more
bristling than ever as he added: “If you
will permit me, I'll bid vou good day.”
He made a rather stiff bow, which was
meant to include every one in the room,
and turned to go.

But here Mrs. Harrod interfered again.
“Peter!” she called.

The uttering of the unfamiliar given
name created profound surprise in cer-
tain minds.

“Peter!” she repeated. “I won’t have
vou go away like that. I want you to
know Mrs. Baron better than you seem
to know her. She doesn't mean half what
she says. Emily, tell him I'm right!”
She looked command.mgh at Mrs, Baron.
It was evident that she had a nature
which was not to be subdued by trivial
mishaps.

Mrs. Baron flinched.
khc demanded feebly.

“If you don’t know, I advise you to
cultivate your son's friends. Do you
mean that you don't know Peter Addis?

mother,” con-

“Whois Peter?”
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Why, he'’s been like a son to me. You
ought to have known how fond I am of
him—and the colonel, too. I'm surprised
you’'ve never met him at our house.”

“T never did,” said Mrs. Baron, swal-
lowing with difficulty.

“Well, for goodness’ sake let's go down-
stairs—please excuse me for suggesting,
Emily, in your house—and behave our-
selves. I suppose we've all been at fault
—all except that delightful child. I'm
going to find her and tell her so!”

“It was so funny !" declared the elder
Miss McKelvey, appealing tremulously
to Mrs. Baron and patting her on the
arm. She thought of laughing, which
was, she believed, the easiest thing to do
in all sorts of circumstances.

Mrs. Harrod's brain was working ener-
getically. She had been reading various
faces, and she realized that even yet Mrs.
Baron had not spoken to Addis. She
drew conclusions. On the way down-
stairs she kept Addis close to her.

“Do you know, Peter,” she said, in
large, cheerful tones, “I think it's down-
right shabby for you to neglect us as you
have done of late. I miss those old eve-
nings so |—when you and the colonel used
to come in from hunting, and sit down
and eat like two famished boys, and bring
the atmosphere of outdoors with you.
Do you remember how the dogs used to
slip into the house, in spite of the colonel’s
scolding, and put their heads on your
knees while you ate supper? Those were
the occasions that made a home worth
having.”

Addis, entirely satisfied with the turn
affairs were taking, responded heartily:
“I certainly do remember. I've often
wondered if the colonel had Queenie yet.
There was a dog for you!”

“Oh, no! Queenie’s been dead over
a year. It's Prince and Hector now—
Queenie’s puppies. The colonel says
they're every bit as smart as their mother
was. I wish you'd come out soon. On a
Sunday, if you'd rather find us alone.
We'll sit out under the grape-arbor. You
know, the grapes are just getting ripe.
Those little vines have grown up beauti-
fully. The colonel always has his bottle
of what-do-you-call-it out there, and his
pipe, and I send the servants away and
prepare a little lunch
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They were in the sitting-room now, too
eagerly engaged in their conversationto
think of sitting down, and Mrs. Baron
was waiting humbly to regain control of
the situation.

Mrs. Harrod was not unmindful of
her old friend's discomfort, but she harl
an idea she was engaged in giving a
patient a dose of medicine and that she
ought to be careful that none of it was
spilt.

“If you'll excuse me,” said Mrs, Baron,
now thoroughly dejected, “I'll look for
Bonnie May. I think I ought to have a
talk with her.” '

She had heard every word that Mrs.
Harrod had spoken to Mr. Addis. And
she had heard enough. She went to
Bonnie May’s room. She was too con-
fused to realize that Flora accompanied
her. But as she stood staring miserably
into the empty room she heard Flora's
comforting voice,

“She’s probably down-stairs,
with—with her friends.”

Flora went to the stairway and called.
There was no response. She listened,
anxiously turning her eves toward her
mother, but there was no sound of voices
on the floor below.

“They wouldn’t have remained in the
house a minute,” declared Mrs. Baron,
who was now frankly remorseful.

“But Bonnie May—she may have gone
back to talk to Mrs. Shepard,” suggested
Flora. They could hear Mrs, Harrod's
voice, pleasantly masterful. She had in-
troduced Addis to the McKelvey girls,
now that she happened to think of it, and
they were slipping eager gusts of laughter
and disconnected phrases into the con-
versation,

Mrs. Baron and Flora went down-
stairs and appealed to Mrs. Shepard.

Bonnie May had gone out, Mrs. Shep-
ard said. She had come down-stairs and
telephoned something in great haste, and
then she had induced her two gentlemen
friends to go away. An automobile had
come quite promptly, and she had gone
away in it

Mrs. Baron turned away from her
daughter and rested her hand against the
wall at the foot of the staircase. Her at-
titude spelled repentance and fear.

She went up into the child’s room, and

mother,
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Flora followed close enough to hear a low,
tremulous cry of despair.

“T wouldn’t, mother ! soothed Tlora,
whose eager voice brought Mrs. Harrod
and the others.

Mrs. Baron was standing beside a little
work-table and a chair that were Bonnie
May's. Her face was quivering. “I'ma
disagreeable old creature,” she declared.
“T don't deserve to have any happiness.”

One hand fumbled with a handkerchief,
which she lifted to her eyes. From the
other, slowly relaxing, a handful of roses
and ridiculous little silk butterflies flut-
tered slowly to the floor.

“I want you all to leave me—please!”
she begged. “I'm not fit to be seen.”
She put forth a hand to Mrs. Harrod.
“Do come back again soon,” she said.
“And you, too,” she added, extending
her hand to the McKelvey girls. And
then, as she dabbed her discolored eyes,
she concluded with—*“And you, too!”
She glanced aside, but her hand went out
to Addis.

Then she disappeared into her own
room and softly closed the door.

Flora's eyes were shining as she escort-
ed the party down-stairs. “She's only
gone to wisit friends,” she declared.
*“She’ll be back.”

The McKelvey girls burst from the
front door ahead of the others. They
were cheerful creatures who were not to
be depressed by the scenes they had just
witnessed.

Flora, standing in the hall to let the
others pass, heard them shricking joy-
ously, “Oh, what a lovely new car you've
got, Mrs. Harrod,” and then she heard
Mrs. Harrod explaining: “A birthday
present from the colonel.”

They had all passed out now except
Addis, and when Flora opened the door a
little wider for him he stood still an in-
stant and looked out. The others were
out there inspecting Mrs, Harrod's car.
" Then he took Flora’s hand in his and
closed the door firmly and securely. It
was fully a minute before the door was
opened again, and then Addis descended
the steps alone.

Mrs. Harrod and the McKelvey girls

forgot the new machine immediately..

They were all looking at Peter Addis.
And they were all thinking precisely

Bonnie May

the same thing—namely, that they had
never in all their lives seen a man who
Jooked more extraordinarily handsome
and happy.

XXII
THE MANSION IN SHADOW

WrEN Bonnie May did not return to
the mansion that night the fact was not
commented upon by any member of the
family. It was not quite remarkable that
she should spend the night with the
Thornburgs. That was where she had
gone, of course.

It is true that Mrs. Baron was de-
cidedly uncomfortable. The rupture that
had occurred was more serious than any
that had preceded it. Possibly she had
gone too far. There was the possibil-
ity that Bonnie May might nurse a very
proper grievance and decide that it was
pleasanter to live with the Thornburgs
than to continue her residence at the
mansion.

In brief, she might refuse to come back.
That was Mrs. Baron’s fear. It was a
fear which hurt the more because she was
unwilling to speak of it.

However, when the next day passed
and night came, Baron took no trouble to
conceal his anxiety—for still Bonnie May
had not returned.

He called up the Thornburgs by tele-
phone. Was Bonnie May there? He
asked the question very affably. Ves,
came back the reply—in an equally af-
fable tone—she was there. Would he like
to speak to her?

No, she need not be troubled; he mere-
ly wished to be sure she was there.

Baron believed, without expressing his
belief to any one, that it would be a mis-
take to manifest anxiety about the late
guest—or probably the temporarily ab-
sent guest, So it came about that one
day followed another, and Bonnie May
did not come back, and the several mem-
bers of the family pretended that nothing
was specially wrong,

It was Mrs. Baron who first thrust
aside a wholly transparent pretense.

“That’s the trouble with that Thorn-
burg arrangement,” she said at dinner
one day, apropos of nothing that had
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been said, but rather of what everybody
was thinking. *“‘I don’t blame her for
being offended; but if the Thornburgs
were not making efforts to keep her she'd
have been back before now. On the
whole, we were really very good to her.”

“Oh, I shouldn't worry,” declared
Baron briskly. *'She’ll be back. If she
doesn't come before long I'll go over there
and—and tole her back.”

A second week passed—and she had
not returned. And now her absence was
making a distinct difference in the man-
sion. The dinner and sitting-room con-
versations became listless; or during the
course of them a tendency toward irrita-
bility was developed.

One day Mrs. Baron sought her son
alone in his attic. Said she: “Do you
suppose she's not coming back at afl?”
She looked quite wan and bereft as she
asked the question.

Baron felt remorseful. “Of course she
is,” he assured her. “I'm going over to
the Thornburgs'. I'm going to see about
it.”

Bonnie May was acting foolishly, he
thought. The Thornburgs were not keep-
ing faith. Yet it was a difficult matter
for him to make a clear case against
either Bonnie May or the Thornburgs,
and he was by no means comforted bv
a little event which transpired one morn-
ing.

He encountered the two actors as he
was leaving the mansion, and his impulse
was to speak to them cordially. But in
returning his greeting they manifested a
well simulated faint surprise, as if they
felt sure Baron had made a mistake.
They nodded politely and vaguely and
passed on.

In his mind Baron charged them angrily
with being miserable cads, and he was
the more angry because they had snubbed
him in such an irreproachable fashion.

Even Baron, Sr., became impatient
over the long absence of Bonnie May,
Realizing that his usual practise of watch-
ing and listening was not to he effective
in the present instance, he leaned back in
his chair at dinner one evening and asked
blandly: “What’s become of the little
girl?”

And Mrs. Baron made a flat failure of
her effort to be indifferent. Her hand
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trembled as she adjusted her knife and
fork on her plate. *“Why, I don’t know,”
said she. “You know, she has two
homes.”  But she was afraid to attempt
to look anywhere but at her plate.

Baron was astounded by the utter de-
jection which his mother tried to conceal.
Why, she loved the child—really. She
was grieving for her.

And that evening he emerged from the
house with much grimness of manner and
made for the Thornburgs’.

The dusk had fallen when he reached
the quiet street on which the manager
lived.  Street-lamps cast  their light
among the trees at intervals. In the dis-
tance a group of children were playing on
the pavement. Belore the Thornburg
home silence reigned, and no one was
visible,

Yet as Baron neared the approach to
the house he paused abruptly. He had
been mistaken in believing there was no
one near. In the heavy shadow of a
maple-tree some one was standing—a
woman. She was gazing at the lower win-
dows of the Thornburg residence. And
there was something in her bearing which
seemed covert, surreptitious.

He, too, looked toward those windows.
There was nothing there hevond a frank-
lv cheerful interior. He could see no one.

What was the woman looking at? He
glanced at her again, and a bough, sway-
ing in the breeze, moved from its place so
that the rays from a near-by lamp shone
upon the figure which appeared to be
standing on guard.

She was over-dressed, Baron thought.
Under an immense velvet hat weighted
down with plumes masses of blond hair
were visible. Her high, prominent cheek-
hones were not at all in keeping with the
girlish bloom which had been imparted to
her cheeks by a too obvious artifice. She
had caught up her skirt lightly in one
hand, as if the attitude were Im!nluai and
one aggressively elegant shoe was visible,

He had paused only momentarily.
Now he proceeded on his way, passing
the woman in the shadow with on!\' half
the width of the sidewalk Dbetween her
and him,

He had recognized her. She was the
woman who had stood in the theatre that
nicht talking to Thornburg—who had
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visited Thornburg in his office. Could
she be Miss Barry? Baron wondered.

A maid let him into the house and drew
open a sliding door, revealing the lighted
but empty drawing-room. She took his
card and disappeared.

He sat for a time, counting the heavy
minutes and listening intently for sounds
which did not reach him. Then the
manager and his wife entered the room,
both bending upon him strangely ex-
pectant glances.

Baron arose. ‘‘I've taken the liber-
ty—"" he began, but Thornburg instantly
swept all formalities aside.

“That’s all right,” he said. “Keep
your seat.” Then, obviously, they waited
for something which they expected he had
come Lo say.

But he was listening for the sound of
Bonnie May's voice. He seemed almost
absent-minded to the man and woman
who were intently regarding him.

Then Thornburg, plainly afraid of of-
fending his guest by a too impulsive or
impatient word, fell back upon commeon-
places. He concluded that he must wait
to hear what Baron had come to say.

“You've heard about Baggott's good
luck ?” he asked.

“T think not,” replied Baron, not at
all cordially.

“His play. They're getting ready to
put it on in Chicago. His people have a
theatre there that’s not engaged just now.
There’s to be an elegant production—
first-class people and everything. Bag-
gott’s gone on to look after the rehearsals.
We ought to have it here by the first
of the year—or earlier, if a number two
company is organized.”

“I hadn’t heard,” said Baron. “I
haven't seen Baggott lately.” With in-
tention he spoke listlessly. Thornburg
wasn’t coming to the point, and he didn’t
intend to be played like a fish.

An uncomfortable silence fell again,
and again Baron found himself listening
intently.

And then he could bear the suspense
no longer. He leaned toward Thornburg
with animation. “Look here, Thorn-
burg,” he said, “I don’t believe you're
playing fair!”

“You might explain that,” responded
the manager curtly.

Bonnie May

“You know what the agreement was.
I don’t believe she’d stay away like this
unless she'd been restrained.”

Thornburg’s only response was a per-
plexed frown. It was Mrs. Thornburg
who first took in the situation. She arose,
painfully agitated, and faced Baron.
“Do vou mean that she isn’t at your
house ? " she demanded. Her voice trailed
away to a whisper, for already she read
the answer in his eyes.

Baron sank back in his chair.
hasn’t been for weeks,” he replied.

Thornburg sprang to his feet so ener-
getically that the caller followed his ex-
ample. “I thought it was you who wasn't
playing fair,” he said. And then he stared,
amazed at the change in Baron’s manner.

The younger man was rushing from the
room. There had come to him unbidden
the picture of the two actors who had
snubbed him in front of his house—a
recollection of their studied aloofness,
their cold, skilful avoidance of an en-
counter with him. They had taken her!

But at the door he paused. “But I
telephoned to you,” he said, remember-
ing. “You told me she was here.”

*‘She was here the day vou telephoned.
She went away the next day.”

Baron frowned. *“She went away—
where? "

“She went in the machine.
we supposed A

Thornburg hurried to the telephone
and was speaking to his chauffeur in a
moment. “Oliver? Come to the house
a moment, Oliver—and hurry.”

He replaced the receiver and hurried
back to meet the chauffeur.

The soldierly appearing young chauf-
feur was standing at attention before
them in a moment.

“We want to know if you can re-
member where you took Bonnie May the
last time she left the house.”

“Perfectly, sir. She asked me to stop
at the Palace Theatre. She said she was
expecting to meet a friend there. And
she told me I was not to wait—that she
wouldn’t need the car again that after-
noon.”

‘She

Of course

_ Fifteen minutes later Baron was ring-
ing the bell of the house next to the
mansion, He couldn’t recall the two act-
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ors’ names, but he described them. He
wished to see them on urgent business.

But they had paid their bill and gone
away. The woman who met Baron at
the door was sure they had said some-
thing about finishing their engagement at
the Folly and about leaving the city.

As Baron turned away from the door
it seemed to him that the street had sud-
denly gone empty—that the whole world
was a haunted wilderness.

NXIIT
“THE BREAK OF DAY”

“MRr. VicTor Baron, please.”

An usher with an absurdly severe uni-
form and a frankly cherubic countenance
had pushed aside the hangings and stood
looking into the Baron box in the Barry-
more Theatre. '

It was the night of the first performance
of Baggott’s play, “ The Break of Day,”
in Thomburg's theatre, and the Barons
were all present—by special and urgent
invitation.

Baron had been studying the aisles full
of people, eagerly seeking their seats, and
listening to the continuous murmur which
arose all over the house. But when he
heard his name called he arose and slipped
out into the shadows.

“Mr. Thornburg sends his compliments
and asks if you'll be good enough to visit
him in his office for a few minutes.” Thus
the cherubic usher.

The Barrymore office was off from the
lobby, but it commanded a view not only
of the street but also of the procession of
men and women who passed the ticket
office.

Thornburg had left the door open, and
Baron, approaching, caught sight first of
a considerable expanse of dazzling white
shirt-front and then of the manager’s rud-
dy, smiling countenance. Evidences of
prosperity were all about. A procession
of motor-cars continued to stop before the
theatre to deposit passengers. Through-
out the lobby there was the shimmer of
costly fabrics worn by women, the flash-
ing of jewels, the rising and falling of
gusts of laughter, and a chaos of happy
speech. And everywhere there was the
glitter of onyx panels and pillars, and the
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warmth of hooded lights, and the inde-
finable odor of fine raiment and many
delicate perfumes.

Thornburg scized Baron's hand and
shoved the door to with his foot. Hap-
piness radiated from him. “I've a secret
to tell you,” he began. “I want you to be
one of the first to know.”

“Let's have it!” responded Baron,
trying to reflect a little of the manager’s
gayety.

“You'll remember my telling you that
I had a little daughter by my first wife?”

“I remember.”

“I've found her again!”

“Ah, that’s fine!”

“And that isn’t all.
see her to-night.”

Baron waited.

“‘She’s the girl they've been making all
that fuss about in Chicago—who's been
known only as ‘The Sprite.” She’s got
the leading part in ‘ The Break of Day.””

Baron felt his way cautiously. He
couldn't mar such superb complacency,
such complete happiness. “And Mrs.
Thornburg—"" he began haltingly.

“God bless her, it’s all right with her.
She knows, and she’s as happy as I am,”

Baron shrunk back with a sense of utter
loss. “Thornburg,” he said, “I want you
to tell me—is the little girl the daughter
of—of Miss Barry?”

The manager clapped a heavy hand on
Baron's shoulder. ““No,” he responded.
And after a moment’s almost pensive re-
flection he regained his buoyant manner
and resumed: “I'd like you to meet her.
Between acts, or after the play. You and
your family. She's young. 1 think a
little attention, especially motherly at-
tention, will mean a lot to her just now.
Of course she mustn’'t be worried to-
night; but suppose we make up a little
party, after the performance, and make
her feel that she's got friends here?”’

Baron couldn’t think of refusing. “I'd
have time to pay my respects, at least,”
he agreed. “And I'll put the case before
my mother and the others, just as you
have stated it. I think perhaps she'll
consent.”

“That's a good fellow. I'll be looking
for you,” concluded Thornburg, and then
he joyously shoved Baron out of the office,

The footlights were being turned on

You're going to
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and the asbestos curtain lifted as Baron
returned to his seat. Then the orchestra
hegan to play, and under cover of the mu-
sic Thornburg's secret and his invitation
were passed on to Mrs. Baron and to the
others in the box.

Baron did not catch his mother’s re-
sponse, and she did not repeat it. She
had turned to listen to the music. For
the moment the orchestra was command-
ing a good deal of attention. A cycle of
popular melodies was being played, and
under the spell of the singing violins the
outside world was being made to recede
into the distance while the mimic world
became real.

Men and women forgot that out on the
winter streets, only a few yards from
them, there was passing that disinterested
throng which always passes the door of
every theatre; the eager, the listless, the
hopeful, the discouraged, and that sprin-
kling of derelicts who have no present
drama at all but who are bearing in-
evitably on toward the final tragedy.

The orchestra completed the popular
melodies; and after a brief interval the
leader rapped his music-rack with his
haton to enjoin attention. Then he lift-
ed his hand as if in benediction over a
player to his left, and a wood-wind in-
strument announced a new theme—pene-
tratingly, arrestingly. Then the strains
of “The Ride of the Valkyries,” with
their strident and compelling quality,
filled the theatre.

Baron was startled by the touch of a
hand on his shoulder. Baggott was lean-
ing toward him. ‘“That's to create the
right atmosphere,’” he whispered, nodding
toward the orchestra. “It’s to put the
idea of the supernatural into evervbody's
mind, you know.” He withdrew then.

Baron thought that was just like Bag-
gott—to be explaining and asserting him-
self as if he were doing it all. He was
glad to be rid of him. He wanted to feel,
not to think. Then he realized that the
musicians had laid aside their instruments
and that the curtain was being slowly
lifted.

Applause greeted the sefting. The
stage represented the heart of a forest in
midsummer—*“ the heart of the summer
storms.” There was a shadowy dell shut
in by a wilderness. One giant tree in the
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foreground rose to invisible heights. At
the back a little stream trickled down
over a mossy bank, and during its course
it formed a silent pool in one silent place,
and before this a Psyche innocently re-
garded her face in the mirror of water,

Then the foliage of the big tree began
to be agitated by a rising storm, and the
leaves shook as if they were being beaten
by descending drops.

For a moment the summer-shower ef-
fect continued. Then from the highest
point on the stage visible to the audience a
character in the drama appeared—the
Sprite. She sprang from some unseen
point to the limb of the ancient tree. The
limh gave gently, and she sprang to the
next limb below. The secure platforms
making this form of descent possible
were hidden from the audience by heavy
foliage. The descent continued until the
fairy figure sprang lightly to the stage,

She was clad in a costume of leaves, the
prevailing color of which was a deep
green rising to natural tints of yellow.
She wore a hood which was cunningly
fashioned from one big leaf, around which
an automobile veil of the gauziest texture
was wound so that it concealed her face.

She began unwinding this veil as she
spoke her first lines,

“Back again where the storms are!”
she was saying. “Ah, it is good, after
that dreadful calm.”

Baron realized that his mother had
lifted her hands to her bosom as if to
stifle a cry. For himself, a thrill shot
through his body, and then he leaned
forward, rigid, amazed.

For when the Sprite had removed the
last fold of her veil and faced the audience
he beheld again, after long waiting and
vain search, the lost guest, Bonnie May.

She wore her hair in a little golden knot
at the crown of her head; the waist-line
of her dress was just below her arms, and
a pair of tiny golden sandals adorned her
feet. When she would have lain the veil
aside a screen of leaves parted and a Titan
sprang to her side to render service.

And so the play began.

But for the moment Baron could not
think about the play. He was thinking
of Baggott—Baggott, who had known all
the time. Then again he felt a touch on
his arm, and, turning, he found himself
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looking into the playwright's eyes; and
he could perceive only the delight of a
childish creature, jubilant because he had
achieved an innocent surprise.

He tried to respond with a smile—and
could not. But little by little the play
caught his attention. The impression
grew upon him that ** The Break of Day ™
was a play of that indefinable quality
which goes unfailingly to the heart. But
more—he realized that Bonnie May was
carrying her audience with her with the
ease and certainty of an artist. She
ceased to be on trial almost immediately,
and those who watched her began to feel
rather than to think, to accept rather
than to judge.

When the first intermission came Baron
slipped out of the box and went in search
of Baggott, whom he found standing apart
in the foyer.

“Idon’t have to tell vou I'm glad,” he
began; and then, with furrowed hrow, he
added, *‘but surely . . .”

Baggott read his thought accurately.
“I wanted to give you the surprise of
vour life! You can't help being pleased?”

“Pleased ! Certainly! But we'vebeen
distressed about her.”

“Oh—distressed! Well, she belongs to
the theatre. She always has. [ saw that
right away!”’

“But if we'd only known! I don’t sup-
pose we could have stood in the way.”

“But it was her idea—at first. She
didn’t want you to know. I mean when
we put the piece on here for a try-out—at
first.”

“You don’t mean

“Of course! It was when you were
laid up. T thought she'd lay down on me,
because you wouldn't see her that night.
And then came the Chicago engagement.
I took my mother along to look after her.
I didn’t know she hadn’t told you any-
thing for a time, and then I left it to her
to do what she wanted to do. Tt was al-
ways her idea to take you by surprise. 1
think she cared more for that than for
anything else. Great goodness, man, you
don’t imagine you've been treated badly 2"

Baron's glance hecame inscrutable.

“Why, just think of it " Baggott went
on. ‘“She’s drawing the salary of a regu-
lar star. And her reputation is made.”

Baron turned away almost curtly.
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What was to be gained by discussing
Bonnie May with a creature who could
only think of salary and reputation ?—
to whom she was merely a puppet skilled
in repeating lines of some one else's fash-
ioning ?

He entered Thornburg's office.
manner was decidedly lugubrious.

The manager held out his hand ex-
pansively.  “You've come to congratu-
late me,” he said.  And then he took in
Baron's mood.

“Oh, I see!” he went on. “There's
something that needs explaining. 1
played, fair with you all right, Baron.
You see, I was in the dark mysell in some
ways.”

He took occasion to light a cigar, which
he puffed at absent-mindedly. * Just be-
fore Bonnie May showed up here—when
you got hold of her—I learned that her
mother had died. It had been kept from
me. You see, I was sending the mother
money. And when the little one was only
a year or so old I got a letter from her
mother offering to give her up to me.
I've told you what happened then. I—I
couldn’t take her. Then I got another
letter from the mother sayving she was
turning Bonnie May over to her sister for
the time being and that I was to send
the remittances to her. That was Miss
Barry.

“I believed the arrangement was only
temporary. I didn’t understand it, of
course. But when several years went by
I began to suspect that something was
wrong. I didn’t like Miss Barry. She
was never the woman her sister was. She
was—well, the brazen sort of woman. 1
wasn’t willing to leave the little daughter
with her any longer. I wrote to her and
told her she might send Bonnie May to
me, if she cared to, but that there weren’t
to be any more remittances. I thought
that would fetch her. T meant to put the
little daughter in a home or a school some-
where. And then they blew in here and
you got her—and vour getting her was
just the thing T wanted.”

An incandescent light on the manager’s
desk winked once and again. “The cur-
tain’s going up,” he informed Baron, and
the latter hurried back to his seat.

As he entered the box a flood of cold
air from the stage swept over the au-

His
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dience. And when his mother shivered
slightly he obhserved that Peter Addis,
sitting immediately behind her, quietly
leaned forward and lifted a quilted satin
wrap from a chair, placing it deftly about
her shoulders.

She yielded with a nestling movement
and with a backward flash of grateful
recognition which told a story of their
own.

The audience was stilled again as the
second setting was revealed—*the home
of the autumn leaves.” Here was a mas-
terpiece of designing and painting, Baron
realized. A house was being constructed
for the Sprite. Much disputation arose.
The sort of talk which precedes the plan-
ning of a home was heard—save that the
terms were grotesquely altered. Then
the action was complicated by the arrival
of a band of vikings driven ashore by a
gale.

And then Baron, too, forgot that Bon-
nie May was a human being, as Baggott
seemed to have done, and was lost in
the ingenious whimsicality of the play.

It was after the third act—in which
there was a picture of cruel winter, with
all the characters in the play combating
a common foe in the form of the withering
cold—that the Sprite won the heartiest
approval.

Thunders of applause swept over the
house; and when the effect of thunder had
passed there was a steady demonstration
resembling the heavy fall of rain. Again
and again Bonnie May bowed as the cur-
tain was lifted and lowered, and again
and again the applause took on new vigor
and earnestness. And then she stepped a
little forward and nodded a little toward
some one back in the wings, and the cur-
tain remained up.

She made a little speech. It seemed she
had a special voice for that, too. It was
lower, but elaborately distinct. The very
unconventionality of it afforded a differ-
ent kind of delight. Her manner was one
of mild disparagement of an inartistic cus-
tom. She bowed herself from the stage
with infinite graciousness.

She was a tremendous success.

It was only after the curtain went down
for the last time that Thornburg appeared
at the Baron box. The scene had been
called “Spring—and the Fairies,” and it
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had put the pleasantest of thoughts into
the minds of the audience, which was now
noisily dispersing.

“T hope you're all coming back on the
stage for a minute,” said the manager.

He was dismayed by Mrs. Baron’s im-
petuosity. She was too eager to remain
an instant talking to any one. She could
scarcely wait to be escorted hack to the
stage—and yet she had no idea how to
reach that unknown territory undirected.
Her bearing was really quite pathetic.

And in a moment the entire party had
passed through a doorway quite close to
the box, and were casting about in that
region where the wings touch the dressing-
rooms. The players were hurrying to and
fro, and one man, carrying a large waxen
nose and a pair of enormous ears—he had
been a gnome in the play—paused and
looked curiously at the very circumspect
intruders.

Somehow it did not seem at all remark-
able to Baron, as it might have done, that
he presently found himseli confronting
Miss Barry. It was plain that she had
been waiting to enter the child’s dressing-
room, and at the approach of Thornburg
she brightened—rather by intention, per-
haps, than spontaneously.

“Oh, how fortunate!” she began.
“You'll be able to help me, of course. I
want to see the new star! T'd lost track
of her.” Her practised smile and shifting
eyes played upon Thornburg menacingly,
inquiringly, appealingly. “I want to be-
gin planning for her again. When her en-
gagement here is over I mean to take her
with me to the coast. She's reached an
age now when I can be of real help to her.
Isn’t it wonderful—the wayv she has de-
veloped?”’

Thornburg had paused to hear her to
the end. He realized that there was a
pitiful lack of assurance—of conviction—
in her manner,

When she had finished he smiled toler-
antly yet with unmistakable significance.
“No, Miss Barry,” he said, replying to
her thought rather than her words.
“That’s all ended now. When Bonnie
May has finished her work here I shall
see that she has a home in her father's
house.”

The party moved into the dressing-
room, where Bonnie May had been robbed
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of her fairy trappings and put into a
modest frock. Her hair, released [rom its
little knot, was falling about her shoulders
and was being combed by a maid.

But she escaped from the maid—and
for the moment from all the life which
the dressing-room implied—when she saw
Mrs. Baron standing in her doorway.

She had put her arms about the trem-
bling old lady’s neck, and for the moment
they were both silent. And then Mrs.
Baron drew back and stood a moment,
her hands framing Bonnie May's face.

“You do forget that I was a disagree-
able old woman!” she murmured.

“QOh, that!” came the warm response;
“you know you forget just little slips
when you are happy in your work. And
I couldn’t have remembered such a little
thing, anyway, when you'd been so lovely
to me!”

She took Mrs. Baron's hand in both
her own and clung to it, and lifted it to
her face and laid her cheek against it.
“If you only knew how I've thought of
you—of all of you—and I longed for you !
«And how much I wanted you to see me
at work, so you would—would know me
better! You know, just talking doesn’t
prove anything. T wanted so much to
have you know that I was an—an art-
ist "

In the theatre the orchestra was still
playing while the people filed out. In the
distance there was the mufiled sound of
the procession of motor-cars starting and
of announcers shouting numbers above
the din.

It was Flora’s turn to press forward and
take her seat beside Bonnie May now;
and while Mrs. Baron stood aside, smiling
quite happily, the manager spoke to her as
if he were merely continuing a conversa-
tion which had been interrupted.

“Yes, I'm particularly anxious to have
you go on with—with the lessons, you
know. Not just the books and music,
vou understand, but—well, say a general
influence. You know, she's tremendously
fond of all of you. I mean to get her off
the stage as soon as the run here is fin-
ished. It’s time for her to have a little
real life. And I'd like things to go on
about as they were—I mean, having her
in your house, or mine, just as she feels
about it. You were the first to give her
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a mother's attention. I'd be grateful if
you felt you could go on with that.”

Mrs. Baron tried to answer this quite
punctiliously, but she had to turn aside
to hide her eyes, and when she spoke her
words were a surprise to her.

“I think you're a good man,” she said.
And she did not trust herself to say any-
thing more. She was gazing at Bonnie
May again, and noticing how the strange
little creature was clinging to Flora's
hand with both her own, and telling—
with her eyes illustrating the story glo-
riously—of the great events which had
transpired since that day when the man-
sion went back to its normal condition of
loneliness and silence.

Baron was observing her, too. He had
found a chair quite outside the centre of
the picture, and he was trying to assume
the pose of a casnal onlooker.

But Bonnie May’s eyes met his after a
time and something of the radiance passed
from her face. She turned away from
Flora and stood apart a little and clasped
her hands up nearly beneath her chin,
and her whole being seemed suddenly
tremulous. She was thinking of the home
that had been made for her, and of how it
was Baron who had opened its door. The
others had been lovely, but the ready
faith and the willingness to stand the
brunt—these had been his.

She moved forward almost shyly until
she stood hefore him, and then her hands
went out to him,

“1 must offer my congratulations,
too!" he said.

But she ignored that. “Do you re-
member a time when we talked together
about some words that we thought were
beautiful—up in the attic?” she asked.

“And you told me you didn’t think
much of ‘aunt’ or ‘uncle;” but that you
liked ‘father’ and 5

“Yes, that was the time.”

“T remember perfectly.”

“You know, there’s another word I've
thought of since then that T've wished I
could—could have for my own.”

He seemed to be casting about for that
other word,

“Tt’s a lovely word, too. .., .” She
drew closer to him. “Help me!” she
pleaded, and when he looked into her
eyes, a bit startled, she whispered—




The Convert

“Brother . . . brother!” Her hand was
on his shoulder, and then it slipped its
way to his neck.

“ Ah, that is a good word ! " said Baron.
And then the tempest of affection broke,
and she had her arms about his neck.

He had no idea she was so strong. She
was choking him a bit. But no, it wasn’t
really the strength of her arms, after all,
he realized.

And then, because his mother and
Flora were watching, and hecause—well,
because he was Baron, he straightened up
and got possession of her hands again.
He patted them lightly.

“Itisa good word,” he repeated. “Tt's
one that has come to have a much higger
meaning for me since I knew you.”

*“And yvou won’t think it's got anything
to do with that silly old joke . . . 2"

He was really perplexed.

“You know when they sav ‘I'll be a
sister to you!” " She was bubbling over
with the old merriment now. * Just to
make vou keep at a distance, you know.”

“Oh—no, I'll be sure it hasn't anything
to do with that.”

He regarded her almost dreamily as she
turned again to his mother and Flora. He
was thinking of the amazing buoyancy,
of the disconcerting, almost estranging
humor which lay always just beneath the
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surface; of her fine courage; of the in-
eradicable instinet which made every-
thing a sort of play. They would be hers
always.  Or would there come a time
when she would lose them? He won-
dered.

“There is our number!” interrupted
Peter Addis, who had been listening to
the voice of the announcers. He had
brought the party to the theatre in his
OWN CAr,

There was a reluctant movement to-
ward the theatre.

“. . . Oh, a matinee performance now
and then, if she likes,” Thornburg was
explaining to Baron. “But for a few
vears, al least, that will be all. She's
going to have the things she's had to go
without all her life.”

They followed the line of the wall
around toward the front exit. The or-
chestra had quit playing. The time had
come to extinguish the lights.

But after the others had gone Baron
stood a moment alone. He looked
thoughtfully toward the upper right-
hand box.

“I thought she was lost that day,” he
mused. T thought T was rescuing her.
And now I know she wasn’t really lost
then.  Not until afterward.  And now
she has found her home again,”

Enp.

CONVERT

Frederick Van Beuren, Jr.

Brrovip, my Beloved, thou hast laid

Upon mine eyes thy magic touch; I see
More clearly now the beauties of the world,
And in them all, fairest and dearest, thee.

Dreams have come true; promises are fulfilled;
Shadow and substance have been centralized:
God takes on human semblance in thine eyes,
And offers me my ideals realized.
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These things, Beloved, God has done through thee
That thou mayest be more holy to my mind,

And He may be more loved and thanked and praised,
Because ye two are blended, undefined.

I cannot think that any hand but thine,
Touching mine eyes, could thus have made me see
The world so fair: because I have loved, shall love
Could love no one else like this but thee.

Listen! the wind is singing. Oh! before

T loved thee, I could hear no song above

Its music. Now, cradled in melody,

There swing two whispers, ““Cressida” and “Love.”

The blessing of the sun, the flowers’ perfume,
The sweetness of the songs of birds, all these
Thou hast enhanced by sharing, and enriched
The darkness of thy favorite cedar-trees.

I never knew the stars had so much fire,

Such friendly eyes and were so numerous,

Until that night we sat upon the bank,

Beside the stream, and they looked down on us.

For me the moon had ne’er such radiance,
Ne'er shed such mystic brightness on the air,
As on that last night-vovage, when it pearled
The sail and silvered your dear, golden hair.

I hear the ocean’s deep, vibrating tones

Call the delaying river, “Come to me,”

More clearly since I knew my own heart’s voice,
Under the world’s unrest, calling to thee.

Oh! in thine eyes, clear wells of perfect truth,
My thirsting glances often stoop to drink
Deeply of hope and trust, and rise to find
Happiness standing beside them on the brink.

Beloved—yes! T know the world is still

The same world that it was 'fore I knew thee,

"Tis T am changed—changed by thy magic love:
Then I was blind; now thou hast made me see!

This thou hast done; so all my gratitude

And all my love, in all the ways T've trod,
For this fair miracle thou hast performed,

I give to thee and, through thee, give to God.



Romance and
the Saddle

OMANCE likes to come on horsehack:
the jingling spurs and bridle-irons
chant a happy pwran in his cars; and

from the saddle, as from a throne, he looks

out over the workaday world. Romance
always has been linked with riding; in the
playroom mounted on a gallant
rocking-chair vouth rides into a
land of golden deeds; later he
swings in long gallops on the faithful hobhy-
horse into spicy and fugitive adventure.
To the page on a prancing palirey and to the
cavalry-man in khaki the lure of romance is
the same; the rhythm of galloping hoofs
thuds always in the imagination, the lady’s
favor on the lance and the quivering scarlet
guidon flutter alike a mysterious and eternal
challenge to the spirit of youth. **To horse
and away ' and all the world's before one.
Though at first the child demands that his
stage be set—let the properties be grotesque
and absurd as they will—he later enters a
land of pure imagination and lives unham-
pered by the necessities of stage invention;
“the hobby-horse is forgot "—and he gal-
lops vicariously and battles by proxy. But
after a time there comes a regeneration of
the dramatic, and his roving eye lights in
newly realized wonder on the docile, quictly
blinking family horse.

So was Bobby, our staid old carriage-
horse, commandeered by me in my youth to
serve the spirit of romance. At the time I
saw in him a gallant companion he was fast
becoming an introgpective equine.  Almost
all horses are introspective; they have not
the inscrutability of the cat, or, having it,
because of their larger form and because
of their service to man, cannot express it.
Cats live in a world of past ages on some
other plane, and we call them inscrutable
because they so seldom hasten to leave that
other plane when we thrust ourselves upon
them. Horses live in a sort of pathos of
loneliness. A colt has an outward-looking
eye, but as he grows older his interests
swing in constantly decreasing circles until
finally he is almost purely subjective.  And
as this comes upon him his cyes turn inward
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and gradually he holds converse with the
outer world only through the medium of ex-
pressive cars. A cat is subjective and s
independent; but a horse is only nolly pa-
thetic.  Even ponics, dearly loved by chil-
dren, look upon the world with a wvision
somewhat shadowed by sadness, And Bob-
by, left to his solitary contemplations most
of the day, was becoming more and more
mntrospective.

Every afternoon in the placid routine of
his life he mildly propelled the family sur-
rey, albeit he did it with an air of detach-
ment.  The surrey was harnessed (o him,
but Bobby's manner disavowed its presence;
and he jogged along the shady avenues and
down the long country lanes as though he
were on private business of his own. He
was like an old gentleman trotting disinter-
estedly on his daily walk, accomplishing
necessary exercise but invelved in mental
agitations of far greater import.  But for
all this air of reflection there was a certain
aspect in his eves which helied it—a sort of
reserve fund of interest for those things
which had not yet happened. In this wide-
eyed expectation of a happy future Bobby
was something of a child, semething of a
man—and little of @ horse.  He had settled
down toan ambling pace in life and did not
care to change his ways. His hours of lei-
sure, and they were many, he spent in a
sunny corner of the paddock whence he had
a regal view over the lawns.  And here,
blinking quietly and meditating, he planned
to pass a quict and philosophic age—con-
templating life even as a garden.

jut this was not Lo be. Romantic youth
looked upon him and saw his mild eye snort-
ing fire; vouth thought of him and he
became a prancing charger.  And Bobby
entered into his squirchood and the days
of discipline fell upon him. Fundamen-
tally, Bobby had a dear and kindly nature,
and his remonstrances were always gentle.
Even when a primitive saddle, made of
horse-blanket and rope, was “lashed round
his mizzenmast 7 and strings were tied to
his halter, his eyes expressed not pettish-
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ness but an inquiring perplexity. Then a
gnat scaled his mountainous sides. Gnat !

How was Bobby to know at this stage of the
game that he bore the gallant Rudolpho,
the queen’s page? Later on this knowledge
crept gradually into his tardy perceptions,
and he put an extra curvet into his ambling
and held his head somewhat more proudly.

Bobby was, above all things, dearly be-
loved; his heavy struggles in the fantastic
fields of the imagination brought a look of
persistent inquiry into his eyes, and this,
with his well-meaning clumsiness, made him
strangely like a little boy and provoked
great bursts of affection. But, try as he
might to enter into these games of the im-
agination, Bobby always retained an air of
wistful reluctance. He never was quite sure
ol his cue—and what should have been a
noble entrance-stride in the pageantry of
play he blurred with a walk of questioning
self-consciousness.  Perhaps it was a per-
sonal sense of responsibility for my safety
which hindered his dramatic development.
Later a circus ring was made, and after long
training Bobby galloped around it. Then
came the moment for the World's Greatest
Equestrienne—Queen of the Sawdust Ring
—to make her flying mount. Quite prop-
erly speaking the flying mount was to be
modified: one stirrup had been lengthened
and the World’'s Greatest Equestrienne ex-
pected to make use of it. But this affair
was not approved by Bobby, for at the first
intimation that he was to be mounted he
stopped with utmost consideration, his be-
nign eyes full of worried inquiry. And no
training, no discipline, no affection ever
shook his convictions on this issue. He had
the tremendous problem of adjusting the
vagaries of a Celtic playfellow to his own
Saxon temperament. After long endeavor
he learned somewhat to gambol in the paths
of pantomime; though, to speak truly, a
joust remained always foreign to his afiec-
tions. Bobby was logical rather than in-
tuitive, and it took a meditating length of
time for the perceptions of the romantic life
to register on his perplexed and ponderous
mind. Even after long training Bobby
took a deeper interest in his oats than in
the tremendous tournaments where arms
clashed and noble causes always prospered.

But if Bobby preferred the quiet of soli-
tude with leisure for an orderly procession of
his own thoughts, interspersed, perchance,
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with occasional—quite occasional—interrup-
tions for food, Sniff, a noble Kentuckian,
leaped mind and heart and body to the serv-
ice of imagination, His slender bay flanks,
arched neck and tail, eyes wide open, ears
always pricked forward, and nostrils quiv-
ering with excitement—all these equipped
him for a part in the spectacle of life. No
one was more fully aware of his perfections
than himself. This is as it should be. “If
I am a king and know it not, then shall I be
no king.” The very manner of his single-
foot proclaimed: “All the world’s a stage,
and I'm the only person onit!" But, like
his human friends of somewhat the same
cast of character, he realized the @sthetic
value of an audience; and in this realiza-
tion he showed himself an artist. However
this conviction may have sobered his secret
mind, no trace of homage, no ignoble cater-
ing ever lessened the independent nobility
of his outward behavior. He pranced as
prettily for his shadow as for the judges—
and, it may be an unworthy thought, for the
possibility that he personalized his shadow
and made of him a Tinker Bell of ever-fresh
admiration. Sniff never stood, he posed;
he never walked, he pranced; and it may be
said of him that he made of life a glorious
and beautiful pageant, through which, as
a scarlet thread in some great tapestry, he
galloped in a noble splendor. He set his
stage and then took the centre of it; and
because he was so beautiful and because he
was so sure—the rest of his world granted
it to him. But Sniff was more than a pre-
tender, for to his beauty and assurance was
added the perfect knowledge and practise
of pace. To a natural grace he brought an
exquisite surety of technic. He knew how
to manage his feet; and higher intellects
than his have failed in this.

Maid Marian, a noble beauty of high
nerves, curvelted first into my knowledge
under the massive boughs of a Sherwood.
So it was she had her Saxon name though
her nature belied it. A Castilian name or a
Celtic would have been of deeper signifi-
cance in revealing the shadow of her dream-
ing past. Because her inmost soul sheltered
this half-guessed mysterv, her nerves re-
sponded all the more intently to those inex-
plicable irritants of a well-bred horse: paper
blowing beside the road, the black hole of
a culvert, or sound coming from the un-
seen., She was not afraid of great sound,
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and in thunder and lightning would stand
on the crest of a hill like a wild and beautiful
spiril—in tune with the rhythms of black
mystery. Bobby was dear and comie, Sniff
loved a joke; but the Maid's eye was shad-
owed by some tragedy of phantom ages long
since past, and she looked upon life in a sort
of nobility of sorrow. The outer world
moved in unseen circles, and she herself
dwelt in a land of fantasy where seen
things were all unreal and only the unseen
were actual. The Maid had as kindly a
heart as Bobby, as beautiful a pace as Sniff;
but these things came to her not of training
or volition, but through the mysteries of past
ages and long lines of noble sires.  When [
rode Bobby Italked to him, when I rode Sniff
Iwasproud; but before Leven mounted Maid
Marian I questioned my own worthiness.

0O be astride a horse—it connotes
T mastery, and it mostl readily betrays
him who is not a master. Such a one
mounts questioningly; he holds the reins as
though they were fuses, and his eyes linger
in tremulous inquiry on the horse's ears.
It is very simple to ride. As the

The Artof Riding White Knight so carefully ex-

plained to Alice, *“ The great art of
riding is to keep your balance properly.”
To ride well parallels itself in subtler mean-
ings with the mastery of life, for the key-
note of both is only to keep your balance.
Both the horse and the world recognize the
master by the sure, firm hand on the reins.
Yet the horse by his obedience has not be-
come servile and he may yet teach the world
something of his philosophy; for his sturdy
neck arched in the strength of labor typi-
fies noble effort, and he has learned to glo-
rify drudgery and make of service a token
of regality.

Stevenson always wanted to write a story
about a man galloping up to an inn at night;
and the very suggestion brings a tingle to
the imagination.

“By on the hizhway, low and loud,
By at the gallop goes he.”

He heard him in the sleepless midnights of
his childhood; and, indeed, the sound of
thudding hoofs always makes the heart beat
faster. The sociable clattering of a single-
footer on asphalt, the crackling of twigs and
leaves on the quiet autumn trails, the mulf-
fled rhythm of a canter on the turf, its res-
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onance on a bridge—all these make music in
the ears and bring the very smell of adven-
ture. To him who rides there is always
“something lost behind the ranges’ —and
his heart yearns for it.

Riding makes for intimacy. My horse
knows the touch of my hand; I understand
his semaphoric ears—and we hold subtle
and secret conversation. T think he likes
to feel my hand under his mane and to have
me talk to him: I like his clumsy gentle-
ness, his yearning cyes, and his soft breath-
ing when he puts his head close to mine,
We like to go carefully through quiet moun-
tain trails and then to stop suddenly to lis-
ten Lo the murmuring stillness of the woods.
We like to come suddenly to an upland pla-
teau where the wind blows strong, to stand
on the highest point and hold our heads
high and to take deep breaths. Neither of
us is insensible to the artistic possibilities of
our silhouette—though there be no one by
tosee. Riding brings also a certain calm re-
gard of life; with it comes vigor of happi-
ness, quietude of thought, and an unspeak-
ing comrade who will listen. The whine of
saddle leather and the soft jingling of the bit
invite one to reposeful thought; and there is
nothing in the world that synchronizes bet-
ter with philosophic contemplation than the
crisp, equine munching of a bit of grass.

But I am not always in this mood of medi-
tation, and I love fierce, swill darts of speed,
with Lhe wind and the road rushing by.
Nothing in the ecstasy of motion compares
with the delightful wickedness of galloping
up a hill; a series of peaks in Darien with
new worlds sweeping to one’s ken, the hori-
zon leaping in the sky, then falling back to
spread in wider circles on the land—and al-
ways before one the arching neck and proud
head and the fuzzy softness of two ears
pricked forward., Oh! I pray I may never
be satisfied with the “equable jog-trot of
feeling,” but always, like some brave figure
in an old romance, scek my new adventures
in a hilly country, on the gallop—that in
sudden bursts of vision my horizon may lift
and spread itself into new worlds.

anything so old-fashioned as a fa-
vorite newspaper? And did it ever
flourish anywhere as it did in the country
town? Not that the local journal was ever
one’s favorite. That distinction was re-

D()ES the younger generation have



One's Favorite
Newspaper
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served for the paper that came, twelve
hours late, from the great city which was,
for that town, the centre of things; the
place where things happened, or
to which the news of them came
humming on the wires of the world.
To the children of the family in the provin-
cial town the newspaper favored by their
elders was as integral a part of life as, say,
the kitchen stove. One knew its pages and
its columns as one knew the rooms of the
house. Just as a particular kind of flower-
vase was in the left-hand corner of the top
shelf of the parlor closet to the right of the
folding-doors, or a special bottle of medicine
lived on the middle shelf of the little cup-
board of the passage-way next the bath-
room, 50 would you find certain items of
news at the top of the first column on the
third page, or al the bottom of the last col-
umn on the fourth. You knew your paper
through and through. As to the editorials,
you didn’t usually read them when you were
a child. As you grew up you did taste of
them from time to time and learned their
point of view. As children do not always
walk in the footsteps of their fathers, quite
possibly you did not agree with the opin-
ions set forth, but that made no difference.
The paper was an institution, whether you
agreed with its politics or not.

In the family which I knew best there
were two favorite newspapers, a daily and a
weekly. There were others—the local paper
which came daily and the outside ones which
came incidentally, bul these two were a mat-
ter of course, like daily bread. One hardly
thought of life without them. The daily
paper we read for the news and for its for-
eign correspondence; less for ils editorials,
even when we grew up, though they served
the purpose of showing us that there were
two sides to a question, since they differed so
often from our weekly paper. Thatl one we
early learned to read, precisely on account of
its editorials, those pungent, witty, some-
times ferocious comments and criticisms
which showed neither fear nor favor. 1t was
finely independent, our weekly, and praised
or blamed irrespective of party; blaming
more than it praised, to be sure, since human
affairs are so imperfectly managed, but not
the less entertaining for that reason.  Mostly
we agreed with it, but even when we did not
agree we enjoyed it.  Our daily undoubtedly
trimmed its sails to the winds of party poli-
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tics. We expected that and took no offense,
even though we preferred independence.

So time went on. The younger genera-
tion in its turn grew old. The old editors
died and were replaced by new ones, but we
still read the favorite newspapers, caring as
little as ever whether we agreed with their
views so long as we were greeted by the fa-
miliar front page and could still find the va-
rious items at their old stands, or could be
gently entertained by the same sort of criti-
cism of life, even though a trifle less salted
with wit than of old.

But all at once we have waked up. Great
and terrible things are going on in the world.
It is not enough for us to read the news. We
must read also what is said about these por-
tentous events abroad and about cur own
affairs at home which, more than ever be-
fore, are the affairs of the world. And now,
when over a great part of the civilized world
ordinary living is suspended and the stark
realities are all that matters—now, to an ex-
tent we never thought of before, we find our-
selves demanding that the men who, sitting
in their offices, pen in hand, are trying to in-
fluence opinion, should subordinate politics
to sincerity. Too much to ask, apparent-
ly, with a presidential election impending.
In view of that election there must be, it
seems, exaggeration here, suppression there;
and much vituperative criticism which, with
a little more pains, could be more seemly
and yet quite as effective. And although the
political opinions of our favorite paper mat-
ter no more to us than the political opinions
of any other lifelong friend who may agree
with us or differ from us without influenc-
ing our affection, its manners and its morals
suddenly matter a great deal to our freshly
awakened sensibilities.

We turn to our weekly. There, at least,
we shall find sincerity and independence.
We do find these qualities, but allied to a
singular lack of adaptability, which also jars
on us as it never did before. Our weekly
clected some time ago to inherit traditions
rather than tradition.

Well, of course we know that no journal
which is the organ of a political party is go-
ing to put politics in the second place. We
know, too, that no editorial has as much in-
fluence as its writer dreams that it may have.
And we still read the newspapers, our two old
friends among the rest; but gone is the day
of the favorite. One feels a little homesick.
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THE FIELD OF ART

“*Making Pottery."’

Carnegie Prize N. A, D, 1oz

THE TAOS SOCIETY OF ARTISTS

EW American painters of note have
F given serious study to the American

Indian. A number of men have de-
picted the red man since the early day
when Catlin went out with the dragoons to
draw them from life upon the plains, but
these men have, for the most part, left only
faithful portraits of chiefs and tribesmen
that, artistically, have little more value
than colored photographs—documents of
permanent value, to be sure, perpetuating
the memory of a disappearing race. Most
painters, like most of the public, if asked,
would/ declare that the real Indian has
passed away and that the degenerate of to-
day is scarcely worthy of his brush.

Yet in certain parts of the Southwest, dif-
ficult of access, I confess, and primitive as
far as living conditions are concerned, tribes
of Indians still exist quite as Coronado
found them centuries ago. Acoma perched
upon its lofty mesa, the Hopi villages of
the Painted Desert, and certain pueblos of
the upper Rio Grande afford wonderful op-
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By E. Irving Couse.

Owned by the Fort Worth Museum, Texas,

portunity for the artist, but it is next to im-
possible to live in them without bringing
along one's entire outfit.

In many ways the most extraordinary of
them all is the pueblo of Taos. Here, luckily,
only two miles from the Indian village, lies
an old Mexican town, as picturesque in its
way as the pueblo itself and affording a
comfortable sort of Spanish hostelry. So
the painters most interested in the Puehlo
Indian and his ways, little by little, have
congregated here and made this spot their
headquarters. Set on a prodigious table-
land at the feet of the Sangre de Cristo
Mountains, about ninety miles north of
Santa Fé¢, Taos Pueblo piles its two great
community houses, fortress and dwelling-
place alike, five or six stories high, with the
Taos River running merrily between.

The picturesque corrals of cedar logs; the
warm, blank, sun-dried mud walls; the rude
ladders that lead from terrace to terrace;
the mountainsides clothed with forest; the
never-ending reaches of prairie afford count-
less suggestions for pictorial background,
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while the Indians themselves focus the at-
tention as they go about their work in their
old accustomed ways, unchanged and prac-
tically untouched by cenluries of contact
with the white man. Basket-weavers and
potters work in the primitive whitewashed
TOOMS; wWomen bake at the outdoor ovens;
the men sit upon the roof-tops wrapped in
hlankets, blown into noble folds by the keen
mountain breezes.

The pioneer among the Taos painters was
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the primitive life of his models. His first
studio in Taos was an abandoned church
which he put in order and floored over with
cedar “to keep the dead Penitentes down,”
as he quaintly expressed it. He then took
an old garden adjoining and built himself
a new and larger studio in the pueblo style,
in which he now works and stores his rare
and precious collections of baskets, mats,

and costurmes.
After him and at his suggestion, about
seventeen years ago, two

other painters came to Taos
and became so enamoured
with its possibilities that
they sold their wagon and
outfit and decided to settle
there for good.  One, Bert
I"hillips, has remained ever
since. The other, Ernest
Blumenschein, though he
lives in New York, goes out
to New Mexico almost ev-
ery year.

Mr. Blumenschein’s
paintings of the Indian
have improved steadily in
quality and give great
promise for the future. He
does not content himself
mercly with the pictur-
esque side of Indian life,
but is preoccupied prima-
rily with harmony of line,
mass, and color, building
compositions that ‘‘carry”

“The Peacemaker."

Joseph Henry Sharp, who came down here
from the Crow Reszervation in Montana,
where he has stayed for many a year in a
commodious log cabin studying and paint-
ing the Indian. Ethnologically his work is of
the greatest value, for he has painted from
life & number of remarkably fine portraits of
the plainsmen. One important group of
these hangs in the Smithsonian Institution,
while another, much larger, more than a
hundred in all, has been given to the Univer-
sity of California by Mrs. ’haebe Hearst.
Mr. Sharp spared himself no pains in
making these portraits and in studying the
backgrounds suitable for his pictures, paint-
ing snow scenes out-of-doors, with the tem-
perature near zero, and sharing in every way

By E. L. Blumenschein.

and please the eye with
their fine decorative effect.
In this mood he painted
his ““Wise-man, Warrior,
Youth," a group forming a noble silhouette
against a gray-blue sky. There is a rare
sympathy in the faces that far transcends
the mere transcription of type. These three
men might, indeed, be merely looking at a
game, but then again they might be deeply
thinking, pondering—the far-away, thought-
ful expression on the youth’s face in particu-
lar suggesting some vague memory, some
indefinite longing.

This picture, when shown at the Academy
a few years ago, was awarded the Isidor
Gold Medal. *‘The Peacemaker,” that fol-
lowed it, is another decorative composition,
but built on a more monumental plan, the
two groups standing like pillars or caryat-
ides at each side of the canvas, an extended
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arm binding them together above, and the
curving line of the deep canyon of the Rio
Grande, rich and blue, tying them below.
The effect is decidedly handsome and em-
phasizes Mr. Blumenschein's desire to find
the truly decorative value of these Indian
subjects—a task in which it is hoped he will
persevere, for it is a field rich in possibilities
and one that has scarcely
been touched as yet.

These two pictures were
his contribution to the
TPanama-Pacific Exposition,
where they were awarded
a medal. This year he
has turned his attention
in another direction, and
has depicted the cun-
ning, the latent power for
evil, of the Indian—espe-
cially the warrior. Two
carefully studied, life-size
figures, the product of the
past summer's work, em-
phasize this new tendency,
one figuring in the Exhibi-
tion of the AMen Who Paint
the Far West, the other in
this year's Academy—fine
studies of character, rich in
their colorations of burnt
reds and tawny browns con-
trasting with well-chosen,
cool grays.

The second of these pio-
neers, Mr. Phillips, as I
have said, remained defi-
nitely in Taos, where he
built himself a house. For
many years he painted In-
dian heads—highly finished,
faithful portraits—until
trouble with his eyes forced him to abandon
his art for a time and become a forest ran-
ger. His experiences during these four years
were remarkable, exploring every crevice of
the mountains and imbibing the very spirit
of the woods. The subjects of his later pic-
tures are drawn from these themes, and he
has pitched them in a much higher key than
his earlier work. His most notable achieve-
ment is a large lunette in the court-house
at Des Moines, a grouping of Indian fig-
ures dignified and sober in silhouette and
restrained in color—altogether a notable
achievement. : 2

E. Irving Couse came to Taos a few years

Capprisiet by W,
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alter these two, lived with the Mexicans for
several years, and then established himself
in his own house.  He has chosen the roman-
tic side of the Indian’s life for the subjects
of his pictures. A young man piping to a
maiden, a runner drinking at a mountain
stream, family groups gathered in corners
of the pueblo, interiors where crouching

Hertert Diepton,

““The Crossing.”” By W. Herbert Dunton,

figures are lit by Iragrant cedar-wood fires—
these are the episodes he likes best. His
pictures have had a wide success and are
well known to all who follow the American
exhibitions, where they have been awarded
many honors. He studied in Paris with the
famous masters of his day, and his figures
still show the influence of that early training
in their solid drawing, careful modelling, and
due regard for color values. TFifteen years
ago he was elected to the water-color so-
cieties, then to the National Academy,
and at this same period began his awards
in various exhibitions. In 1gir he won the
Isidor Gold Medal at the National Academy
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with his “San Juan Pottery,” an Indian
squalting on his heels to examine a long-
necked vase coated with the typical black
glaze that distinguishes the pottery of the
Santa Clara Valley—a picture that now
hangs in the Detroit Museum,

In the following Spring Academy Mr.
Couse won the Carnegie Prize with his
“Making Pottery,” a firmly modelled tribes-
man smoothing the rim of a fat jar that he
has just moulded.  Another fine canvas de-
picts his favorite model, Elkfoot (whose
Spanish name, Hicronymos, is rendered into
English as plain Jerry), a scated figure, life
size, wrapped in a full red blanket, making
a handsome silhouette against a simple
background. Behind him rests his coup-
stick for touching the dead, thus claiming
the scalp.  This picture was presented to
the National Gallery in Washington by
William T. Evans.

The most recent permanent acquisition to
the Taos colony is W. Herbert Dunton, who
has been known hitherto chiefly as an illus-
trator of Western life—the life of the plains
—a limner of the cowboy, the Mexican,
and the Indian environed by wvast stretches
of sun-baked sage-brush. Since his coming
to Taos, however, he has been giving very
serious attention to painting, devoting him-
self zealously to his favorite themes, study-
ing the shifting light, the changeable effects,
and luecid atmosphere of the Rocky Moun-
tain wilds. He believes in painting direct
from nature, and spares himsell no trouble
to get his effects, setting forth at times with
models and half a dozen ponies of varied
color—buckskin, roan, piebald—to paint
them in a wind-storm, with his canvas an-
chored against the stiff breeze by big boul-
ders.

He has created himseli a home in the
DMexican quarter of the town that is pic-
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turesque as can be—a typical Mexican c/a-
cal with a forecourt surrounded by adobe
buildings and set out with teepees from
the plains. He dresses the frontiersman,
and fits into the picture admirably with his
tall, spare figure. Indeed, my last recollec-
tion of Taos, as I departed on the morn-
ing stage, was a vision of him and his model
riding off upon a ridge-top against the sky,
waving his canvas to me in sign of adieu.

The success of these men who paint the
Indian should influence and encourage
others to follow their lead. Why some of
our “moderns,” with their love for “vigor
and vitality,” their fondness for primitive
color and pattern and the naive crudities
of aboriginal art, have not hit upon this
pueblo country for their inspiration is a
mystery. Why have they not studied the
pictographs of Frijoles Canyon, the sym-
holic pottery of Acoma and the Zuni vil-
lages, the crude graces of the Hopi dancers,
instead of feeling impelled to fare far afield
to distant Polynesia and the Malays of Su-
matra?

During these past few years a number
of younger men have indeed come up to
Taos, and last summer there were actually
a dozen at one time in the old Mexican
town, so that the permanent colony was
encouraged to found the Taos Society of
Artists, that, in August, held its first ex-
hibition in a room of the Palace of the
Governors at Santa Fé.

It is earnestly to be hoped that more of
our painfers, with their fine technical equip-
ment, their wvirile natures and American
spirit, will accept the lure of the West and
go outl to New Mexico, where, under the ex-
citing stimulus of its vivid color and highly
rarefied atmosphere they may be confident-
ly expected to produce enduring works of
art. ErxEsT PrixorTo.

“T'he First Inhalitants—Haspitality."

A decoration by Bert G, Phillips in the Des Moines, lowa, Court-House,



THE WORLD'S MONEY

WAR

MARKETS IN

TIME

BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

Financial Editor of the New York Erening Fost

URING all the period of war-
time prosperity in this country,
one of the most familiar incidents of
active trade and rising markets has

been lacking. Prosperity and * busi-
ness booms” of the past
PWSPe“tY have led the way, quite

dll

Money ” ~ Without exception, to an era

of high money rates. After
more than a year of such financial
and industrial conditions, the Amer-
ican market still found itself sur-
rounded with the phenomena of **easy
money.”” As the first half of 1916
drew toward its end, there were some
faint signs which caused more or less
cautious prediction of a change. That
possibility makes it timely to review
the somewhat remarkable history of
Europe’s money markets and our own,
since the war began.

It was unquestionably the general
expectation at the beginning of the
war, that a period of very dear money,
with possible great resultant financial
distress, was in sight the world over.
The reasoning on which the markets
based this conclusion was apparently
convincing. Demands on the world’s
money and investment markets, for
the sums of capital required to conduct
a modern war on such a scale as this,
would vastly exceed any former requi-
sitions in the history of finance. Since
the available supply of capital, in the
half-dozen or more nations engaged in
war, would be absorbed in loans issued
for a war expenditure at the rate of
850,000,000 to $100,000,000 per day,
ordinary financial and business enter-

prise would have to pay abnormally
high rates to procure the funds for its
own absolute necessities.

Nor was this conclusion based on
general principles alone. When even
the small Transvaal War broke out in
the autumn of 18¢g, the Bank of Eng-
land raised its official discount rate
from 3 per cent to 6; the last-named
figure having been reached only twice
in a quarter of a century. The Im-
perial Bank of Germany put up its
rate from 4 per cent to the almost un-
precedented figure of 7, and all other
European markets followed. A period
of extreme tension continued on every
money market until it was seen how
the conflict in South Africa would be
circumscribed.  Similar results accom-
panied the outbreak of the Balkan War
in the autumn of rgrz, when the banlk
rate in half the Continental cities
stood for months at the abnormal fig-
ure of 6 per cent; money markets
throughout Europe remaining in a
state of tension up to the end of 1g913.

URTHERMORE, actual events in
the money markets, on the out-
break of the present European war,
seemed to bear out the earlier antici-

pations. Even before the German
ultimatums of July 31, but o

3 r g o are en the
when war was apparently ~ p/reR e
inevitable, rates began ris- Rapidly

ing to unusual heights. By

August 1 the Bank of England fixed

its official rate at 10 per cent, the

highest figure in the institution’s his-

tory. Only a few weeks before the
201
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rate had heen 3 per cent. The official
discount rate of the Bank of France
went in a fortnight from 373 per cent
to 0; at the Bank of Germany from
4 to 6; at the Banks of Belgium and
Austria from 4 to 8. During the first
week in August it was possible to say
that money for ordinary purposes was
unprocurable from the banks at either
London, Paris, or Berlin.  On the New
York market loans payable on de-
mand, which had commanded only 2
per cent earlier in July, went suddenly
to 1o per cent, and loans for two or
three months from 27 per cent to 7.

This apparently logical response to
war conditions continued, as we shall
see, only for a very brief period. It
will doubtless be the judgment of
cconomic history that the extreme de-
rangement of the money markets dur-
ing August, 1914, was not the fore-
shadowing of the financial influence of
war, but the direct reflection of per-
haps the greatest of all financial panics.
When actual panic was ended, through
the “special holidays,” the morato-
rium on debts, and the extension of
large credits under government aus-
pices, the abnormally high money rate
came down. Yet there were reasons
why its much longer continuance
might have been expected, even on
the basis of actual events. Tradition-
ally, the Bank of England does not
allow the ratio of its gold reserve to
its deposit liabilities to fall below 40
per cent—a figure which Bagehot, the
historian of Lombard Street, described
as the “apprehension minimum.”
Now, in the first week of August, 1914,
because of the run on the Bank of
England and the enormous expansion
of its loans to protect embarrassed
private bankers, this ratio of reserve
fell to 145§ per cent; a percentage
lower than any reached in half a cen-
tury, except for a moment in the great
London panic of 1866. Nevertheless
the bank rate, after being raised to 1o
per cent on the 1st of August, was re-

The Financial World

duced again to 5 per cent scarcely a
week later, and has remained at that
lower rate without a single change dur-
ing the subsequent months of war.
Not only was this so, but the rate
for ordinary loans on Lombard Street
got down early in 1915 to less than 2
per cent, and only at rare intervals
thercafter did it rise even as high as
the Bank of England rate. The low-
est quotation on the open London dis-
count market during 1915 was 14
per cent, in February; the highest 514,
in December, and the average for the
whole year only 337{. This happened
notwithstanding the fact that the
Bank of England’s gold reserve, which
had been brought up to $361,000,000
in November, 1914, dropped back
again to $251,000,000 toward the end
of 1915, while the “ratio of reserve,”
which had reached the respectable
figure of 3472 per cent at the end of
1914, declined to 1634 in the middle
of 1gr5. The usual and perfectly fa-
miliar recourse of the London market
at a time of such movements at the
Bank—especially when, as happened
in 1915, the Bank’s position has been
weakened by heavy export of gold—
is to advance the Bank of England’s
discount rate arbitrarily. That action
has the result of forcing up money
rates in the open London market;
thereby attracting capital from other
foreign markets where it is earning
less, and thus, through its influence
on the foreign exchanges, drawing gold
from abroad to the Bank of England.

UT in all the period since the first

week of this present war the
Bank has not once adopted that his-
toric recourse. One reason doubtless
was that the condition of other Eu-
ropean markets rendered
automatic import of gold
from them to London, as
a result of such procedure,
quite impossible. Another was that,
although the American markets held

Why the
Rate Has
Kept Down

(Continued on page 56, following)



HEY put their
Saithintwethings
—the shining brass
steamer, litlle more
efficient than the
steamers of the posi-
bellum days, and the
fire laddies, brimful
of personal heroism.
With telephones
and signal systems in
a crude stage, the
chances were fu'g' Sor
any fire lo gel beyond
control.

When All Louisville Laughed

By THEODORE AHRENS

Note:

The following is an interview with My,

Ahrens, President of the

great Standard Sanitary Mfg. Co. of Pittsburgh, which manufactures the
famous Standard Sanitary bath-room fixvtures, etc.

ANY years ago, in Louisville, I helped
put in the first automatic sprinkler job
south of the Ohio River. It happened

that we had trouble with our workmen and my
partner and I, both master plumbers, worked
in person for clght successive Sundays to com-
plete the contract.

But I have reason to remember it especially
well because of an incident.

I believed in the principle of the Grinnell
apparatus, although I had never seen one of
the sensitive heads actually melt, fly open and
put out a fire. Frederick Grinnell was getting

splendid recognition back in New England, but
folks in Louisville never saw his device. The
only means of mechanical fire fighting was the
fire department’s shining brass steamer, and it
was hardly any more efficient than the steam-
ers we had back in the post-bellum days.
While we were putting up the pipes of the
new system I had to explain a good many times
to the curious onlookers what this apparatus
was supposed to do—make a fire ring its own
fire alarm and turn water on itself. This in-
variably brought a laugh. It seemed to strike
every one like the nonsense of Bill Nye. The
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more serious I hecame, the more they langhed.
The story spread. A newspaper editor heard
of it and wrote it up. The idea of getting a
piece of machinery to find a fire and do those
wizardy things, some people said, was even
wilder than the visionary “flying machine” of
Darius Green.

Within a year under that very system a fire
did ring its own alarm bell and twrn water on
itself. 1t wasa big cotton mill. Fire broke out
in the picker room, but the nearest sprinkler
head opened promptly and squelched it on the
spot.

SAVES $28,000 A YEAR

Ever since then I have been interested in
watching the development of the sprinkler
business and have not missed my opportunities
to buy sprinklers myself in the intervening
years when I had occasion to look at them
from another angle.

Three of our Standard Sanitary plants, for
instance, are insured for $4,000,000. The busi-
ness is not especially hazardous, and if we did
not have sprinklers we would have to pay
about $32,000 a year in fire premiums—at a
rate of S8ce.—which is not high, as industries
go. We do pay from 7 to 1oc., or about $4,000
a year. So we are saving $28 000 a year on
fire insurance, enough to pay for the installa-
tion over and over again every few years.

T can see, however, how a business man
might make a mistake if he looked at auto-
matic sprinklers solely from the money-saving
standpoint, because the main thing after all is
to prevent having the business wiped out some
windy night with all the endless demoraliza-
tion that is involved in conflagration. Insur-
ance will not prevent a fire, it only helps to
relieve the loss by the indemnity method.
Without automatic sprinklers the sum paid for
this indemnity in the course of the life of a
business, in many cases, amounts to the full
value of the property. In other words, if a
business burns aiter paving a rate of $1.50 for
twenty-five years, its indemnity is only the re-
payment of past premiums with interest.

Automatic sprinklers change this whole situ-
ation. The entire cost of insuring the tangible
property of a business for a period of 235 years
is only a fraction of its value.

MANY LITTLE FIRES HARMLESS

Another point is that when the fire comes,
it will be only a little fire of a few hundred or
a few thousand dollars. A little fire under an-
tomatic sprinklers does not interrupt a busi-
ness nor demoralize it, A company can stay
in business in spite of scores of little fires put
out by automatic sprinklers, but it will go out
of business or be tremendously demoralized by
a single fire which is not nipped at the start.

The loss is usually five or ten times the cost of

the sprinkler equipment. The insurance in-

demnity does not cover that loss as any busi-

ness man who has had a big fire will tell you.
End of Mr. Ahrens statement.

LOUISVILLE OF TO-DAY

Any number of hig business men of Louis-
ville to-day are keen on the subject of auto-
matic sprinklers. One firm of insurance
agents in that city last year induced a dozen
or more jobbing firms and manufacturers
to safeguard their going businesses by in-
stalling this protection. They agitate the
subject on the grounds that automatic sprink-
lers are necessary to insure the owners' pros-
perity, to help safeguard the city against the
calamity of a conflagration and to make bank
loans safer.

SMALL BUSINESSES—NOTE

Most captains of industry—most large man-
ufacturers—most big merchants use auto-
matic sprinklers as a matter of manifest econ-
omy. Yet there are thousands of smaller
properties where sprinklers would be propor-
tionately profitable, whose owners never in-
quire or investigate. They go on endlessly
paying high rates of insurance. In many cases
they could have Grinnell Sprinklers installed
without cash investment, merely letting the
insurance savings of a few years apply against
the cost. We will gladly put you in touch with
companies which specialize in this “deferred
payment” plan.

Have you ever seen the figures on your
property? Don't theorize—Investigate.

We have not mentioned Grinnell Sprinklers
as distingnished from sprinklers in general.
All makes of automatic sprinklers must be ap-
proved—licensed virtually—by the underwrit-
ers before they will grant the rate reduction.
Jut that does not mean all are of equal fire
fighting efficiency any more than the licenses
on automohiles mean they all take hills on high
speed. We feel confident that no buyer can
look into sprinkler propositions without dis-
covering that the Grinnell System is the oldest,
the preferred, the one which protects more
property than all others put together, the one
that has a $6,000,000 corporation and thirty
years’ experience behind it.

Write now—to the General Fire Extin-
guisher Company, 287 West Exchange St.,
Providence, R. 1., asking for a copy of the
Grinnell Information Blank. Or, give the floor
area of your building, including basement and
attic, insurance carried on building and rate,
together with insurance on stock and rate, and
we will gladly submit estimates and proposals,
without cost or obligation on your part.
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THE TAMING OF CAOUTCHOUC

R ODAY Caoutchouc is your serv-
| ant, mastered, trained to a thou-
sand tasks.

Caoutchoucisalways with you
—in private and public, in sick-
ness and health, through plea-
sures and trials, in work and
i play, from infancy to age—a
dm]y he]p, comfort and necessity.

So perfect a servant is Caoutchouc that you
barely realize the magnitude of the service; so
accustomed a companion as rarely to cause no-
tice. Yet were Caoutchouc to be suddenly taken
from the world, the world would be suddenly set
back to your great-grandfather’s time—the time
when Caoutchouc was still one of the wild, mys-
terious, unmanageable things of the Amazon
jungles. For Caoutchoue, though old as the trees,
is very young in service.

The taming of Caoutchouc is a romance of
achievement—no less a romance because Caout-
chouc’s other name is Rubber.

God moves in a mysterious way, His wonders
to perform. Of which this is an instance: back
in the dark ages men fought with steel, fed them-
selves with bread and covered themselves with
cloth, while rubber, made fit to use, has only
been given to the last two or three generations.

Today rubber is one of the great necessities
of life. It is a commodity, like any other, and
calmly accepted as our rightful heritage. Yet by
what a narrow margin of time is rubber ours!
Through all the centuries it waited for the needs
of a complex civilization and the ability of such a
civilization to master it. That mastery came less
than eighty years ago.

PROMISING, BUT—

When white men first saw South America, they
saw the natives playing with balls made of rubber.

Not long after, like children fascinated by a play-
thing of which they could only half sense the
possibilities, other white men brought rubber
home with them. Its qualities and properties
were obvious. But it had a fault. Shoes made of
rubber were soft and sticky in hot weather, and
in cold weather grew hard and easy to crack. It
was this fault that had to be overcome, and it was
in this particular that rubber long remained as
untamed and unmanageable as ever.

In spite of its shortcoming, however, rubber
was not unused, even in the old, crude state.
From our present viewpoint, living in an age
when rubber has come into its own, some of the
old-time uses are most amusing. It would be
absurd, nowadays, to think of sending shoes to
South America to have them waterproofed, but
that was actually done, and not infrequently.
Folks sent their shoes on that long journey by
sailors, whohad them dipped in rubber to the end
that their owners could walk dry and more com-
fortably.

MASTERED BY GOODYEAR

Charles Goodyear tamed rubber—halter-broke
it, as it were. He had been trying for years to
process it in some way so that it would stand ex-
tremes of cold and heat. After many failures
success came, as success sometimes does, by acci-
dent. He happened to drop some rubber mixed
with sulphur on a hot stove. And thus vuleani-
zation was discovered.

That wasin 1839. It took Goodyear three years
to perfect the process and to find anybody who
would invest money in it. On such a slender
thread—accident and a man's persistence in spite
of disappointment—hung dhe development of
the material that has since so vitally affected
civilization.

It was Goodyear's unfortunate lot that his labors

Copyright 1916 Unlted States Rubber Company
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The Taming of Cacutchouc

werenotrewarded in material riches.
He was never connected with a single
successful company which manufac-
tured vuleanized rubber. In Eng-
land he was unable to interest capital.
In France a company which he or-
ganized soon failed, and he was im-
prisoned for debt. In America he was
content to license others to manufac-
ture under his patents. 3 2
Charles Goodyear'sreward is fame, =~
written indelibly in history. So great
has been the appreciation of the rub-
ber industry for his wonderful inven- o=
tion, that a number of individual rub-
ber goods manufacturers have incor-
porated his name in theirs. Thus
there are today, for instance, **Good-
year's India Rubber Glove Manufac-
turing Co.” and “‘Goodyear’'s Metallic
Rubber Shoe Co.,”” both manufactur-
ing rubber boots and shoes, and both
integral parts of the United States
Rubber Company.

L. CANDEE & CO. FIRST LICENSED

In 1842 Goodyear granted to Lever-
ett Candee, of New Haven, a license to manufac-
ture under his newly perfected process of vul-
canization. With Henry and Lucius Hotchkiss,
the firm of L. Candee & Co. was formed to manu-
facture rubber shoes. This was the first license
Goodyear granted—74 years ago. The firm of L.
Candee & Co. is still in existence as one of the
large units of the United States Rubber Company,
and the descendants of Henry and Lucius Hotch-
kiss are now active in the affairs of the latter
company.

So Goodyear gave rubber, halter-broken, to the
world. That in itself was a wonderful gift anda
great achievement. And not less great has been
the ingenuity, the nlanning and the toil by which
industry has harnessed rubber and trained it to
perform the multitude of tasks you know of.
Not only were the problems of adaptation and
manufacturing tremendous; the public was at
first suspicious.

The first rubber shoes made by L. Candee &
Co. were made over straight lasts—there were
neither rights nor lefts. Mr. Downs, their sales-
man, used to carry these shoes around from store
to store in baskets, and the doubting retail
dealers would only accept them to be sold on
commission.

How far the development and the acceptance
of rubber have traveled in the short, fast-mov-
ing three-quarters of a century since then! To
what an extent it has become part of our lives!
To be deprived of rubber now would turn our
existences upside down. Picture such condition
of affairs.

Rubberis
shipped in "Biseuits."

IMAGINE A RUBBERLESS WORLD

Without rubber overshoes and
raincoats, the first rainy day
would find us all unprotected
against the wet, The lawn would
wait for showers and the garden
would have to be watered with a
sprinkling can. The body’s chill
would no longer know the solace
of the rubber spine bag or hot
water bottle ; the fever, the bless-
ing of an ice bag.

The automobile would stand
unused, fornobody has yetfound
a satisfactory substitute for rub-
ber tires. Mother, at home, with-
* out jarrings, would no longer be
~- able to preserve fruits and vege-
tables. Father, at the office, could
no longer snap a rubber band
. around his papers. Jimmy's

= stockings would always be down
around his ankles, for there
would be no elastic bands to
make garters of —and Jimmy
wouldn’t stand the pressure of
bands that were not elastic. Little Susie would
never know the ecstacy of mothering a rubber
doll, and the baby would have to take nourish-
ment every three hours from a spoon. Without
rubber for the laundry wringer rolls, the weekly
wash would grow from a problem to a calamity.

How sport would suffer! Withoutrubber-soled
tennis and sport shoes, without tennis and golf
balls, and without rubber bladders for footballs
and punching bags, the world would be a drab
place, indeed. Even the good old game of jack-
stones would be nothing but a memory. Imagine
a child without a rubber ball!

THE COMMUNITY LOSS

The funetions of rubber goods in medicine and
surgery are vitally important. Infection and suf-
fering would increase enormously with its loss.
Rubber fire hose is still the mainstay of the fire
department, and the fire department is one of our
last lines of defense. Rubber gaskets, washers
and packings in pumps and valves play an essen-
tial part in supplying you water and all power
which turns all wheels which produce all things.
You have hardly a manufactured article, these
days, in the production of which rubber does not
take a hand. Man-made harbors are opened and
kept open by the grace of rubber sleeves on
dredging pipes. The world’s business corre-
spondence is conducted on typewriters with rub-
ber platens. The world’s news is proclaimed in
newspapers, in the printing of which a rubber
blanket could not be replaced. Air and steam
drills eat into the earth that great tunnels and
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The Taming of Caoutchouc

buildingfoundationsmay be made;
air and steam riveters clinch the
rivets that hold together the vast
skeletons on which skyscrapers
are built—and to all of these air
and steam is conducted through
rubber hose. Electricity can be
conducted in many places only
because wire can be insulated
with rubber. An immense pro-
portion of the belts that carry
power from source to point of use
are made of rubber over canvas.

The list grows long, yet itis but
partly representative of the de-
pendence our modern civilization
has learned to place on rubber.

To meet all these demands there
has grown up a tremendous indus-
try, dedicated to the purpose of
supplying every need for rubber.
Into the taming and training of
Caoutchouc, theuniversalservant,
have gone millions on millions of
dollars and some of the best brains
of modern times. In the very be-
ginnings of rubber as a commodity, a little rub-
ber eraser cost seventy-five cents. Today you
can buy one anywhere for a nickel. And in that
comparison you have the measure of efficiency
which the importers and manufacturers of rubber
have applied.

Even before Goodyear’s discovery of vulcani-
zation, companies had been organized to make
rubber shoes, carriage cloth and other products
in which rubber occupied a conspicuous place,
Following straightway on the heels of the granting
of patents on Goodyear’s process, several of these
and other newly organized firms obtained licenses
to manufacture under that process.

OLDEST MANUFACTURERS OF RUBBER GOODS

Among these were, in 1840, the National India
Rubber Co., of Providence, a firm which at first
bought molded rubber shoes that came from Para
stuffed with rice hulls, and stretched them over
lasts to cure; in 1842, L. Candee & Co.; in 1843,
Goodyear’s Metallic Rubber Shoe Co.; in 1844, the
MeyerRubberCo.and the Goodyear’sIndia Rubber
Glove Manufacturing Co.; in 1853, the Malden Mfg.
Co., later the Boston Rubber Shoe Co.; in 1874, The
American Rubber Co. These firms have grown,
added to their lines, perfected their methods of
manufacture, and have joined together along with
the Banigan Rubber Co., the Lycoming Rubber
Co., the Woonsocket Rubber Co., the Fabric Fire
Hose Co., the G and J Tire Co., the Hartford
Rubber Works Co., the Mechanical Rubber Co.,
Morgan & Wright, the New York Belting & Pack-
ing Co., Limited, the Peerless Rubber Manufac-
turing Co., the Revere Rubber Co., the Sawyer

Tapping a rubber tree.

Belting Co., and the Stoughton Ruu-
ber Co.—all, with some others, form-
ing the United States Rubber Com-
pany, the largest manufacturers of
rubber goods in the world.

Thus the United States Rubber
Company, now operating the amaz-
ing total of 47 factories, harks back
in its ancestry to the oldest rubber
manufacturers in existence—one of
them having been founded seventy-
four years ago.

It is not uncommon for some one
to wonder what is going to happen
in rubber. There have been violent
fluctuations in the prices of crude
rubber, and there have been rumors
of rubber shortages. Willsuch things
seriously affect the public in the
future ?

That question finds its answer in
the size, scope, activities and integ-
rity of the United States Rubber Com-
pany. This great System is not only
to be known as a manufacturer, but
as an organization operating in every
department to provide the best rubber products
at uniform prices—a large contract, but one which
is already being fulfilled.

THE GREATEST PLANTATION

Fluctuations in rubber supply and price have,
in the past, been due fundamentally to the source.
As long as rubber is procured through native
sources from South America, such fluctuations
may be expected. But the United States Rubber
System has provided for a future secure against
these conditions. Six years ago it purchased over
90,000 acres in Sumatra, and has devoted this ex-
tensive plantation to the cultivation of the best
quality rubber. Commensurate with the size of
the Company itself, this is the largest plantation
in existence. It represents an investment to date
of approximately nine millions of dollars—invest-
ed that the quality, the price and the supply of
rubber may be stabilized.

Nearly half of this plantation, 43,500 acres, is
already planted to 5,600,000 rubber trees. Over
a million of these trees are already being tapped.
The great enterprise is moving forward with the
utmost precision—a vast project in which 14,000
Coolies are employed, and in which the rate of
planting is 5,200 trees per day.

Such a plantation is a work of time. Trees can-
not produce rubber until they are five years old,
and do not come into full bearing until still later.
The United States Rubber System is building for
future generations.

AN IMMENSE, WELL-BALANCED MACHINE

The prosperity of the United States Rubber

Company, and hence its ability to continue serv-
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ing the public well, does not depend on the con-
tinued demand for automobile tires or any other
one produet. It is active in every field where
rubber is a factor. And to each it carries the
same measure of efficiency.

The products of the United States Rubber Com-
pany are divided into these principal classes—
clothing (raincoats of rubber, rubberized fabrics
and cravenette goods), footwear (rubber shoes
and boots, overshoes, tennis and outing shoes),
tires, druggist sundries, and mechanical and
molded rubber goods (which include practically
everything not included in the other classifi-
cations).

These products are sold by the Company in
practically every part of the civilized world. To
make them and sell them, more than 35,000
people are given employment, exclusive of the
labor on the Sumatra plantation. Forty-seven
factories in all make U. S. Rubber goods—a
floor space of over 8,300,000 square feet, equiva-
lent to 191 acres.

It requires more than 58,000 horse power, ex-
clusive of water power, to produce the U. S.
Rubber goods to supply the earth’'s demands; and
to transport a year’s production of these goods
needs more than 15,000 freight cars, or a train
over 112 mileslong, The members of the selling
organization of the United States Rubber System
travel 15,000,000 miles in a single year. And the
result of their traveling is this: one hundred and
eighty-nine U, S. Rubber branches (a hundred
and seventy-five of them in this country) and

thousands upon thousands of stores have U.S.
Rubber goods to supply a waiting world.

The Company deals in more than rubber. In
many of its products are cotton ducks, drills,
sheetings, etc., and of these it consumes over
55,000,000 yards a year—a yardage that would
cover 31,250 miles.

AN IMMENSE OUTFLOW

A single figure will visualize for you the volume
of the torrent of finished goods that pour con-
stantly out of the United States rubber factories.
In one year, recently, these factories made over
50,000,000 pairs of shoes—a pair for every other
person in the United States.

From time to time you will see new uses made
of rubber, The Development Department of the
United States Rubber Company is constantly work-
ing toward that end. And there are chemists and
other technical men in each factory, safeguarding
the buyers of U. S. Rubber goods by the most
critical chemical and physical tests of materials.

Throughout, from the operating and executive
heads in New York to the men in the various
plants and branches, is a spirit of sincere resolve.
They have grown up in the rubber industry.
Their world is rubber. Their problem is rubber.

The United States Rubber Company has grown
to be great because the people have willed that
it be great, and this they have willed because the
service of the United States Rubber Company
shines out through the services of Caoutchouc,
the servant.

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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~ The worlds greatest bands
parade before you on the Victrola

_ One famous band after another entertains you with
its inspiring music,

Sousa's Band, Pryor's Band, Vessella's Band,
Conway’s Band, U. S. Marine Band, Banda de Ala-
barderos of Madrid, Black Diamonds Band of London,
Band of H. M. Coldstream Guards, Garde Répub-
licaine Band of France, German Cavalry Band, Kryl's
Bohemian Band, Police Band of Mexico City—the
greatest bands and orchestras of all the world.

With a Victrola you can sit back in your easy chair and hear
these celebrated musical organizations.

You can have them play for you any music you wish to hear.
And you hear it as only those great bands can play it—as only
the Victrola brings it into your home.

Any Victor dealer will gladly show vou the complete
line of Victors and Victrolas—$10 to $400—and play the
music you know and like best.

Victor Talking Machine Co.
Camden, N. J, U. 5. A.

Berliner Gramophene Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors

Important warning. Victor Records can be safely
and satisfactorily played only with Victor Needles
or Tungs-tonz Stylus on Victors or Victrolas,
Victor Records cannot be safely played on machines
with jeweled or other reproducing points.

ictrola

To insure Victor quality, always look for the famous trademark,
His Master's Voice,"! Ewvery Victor, Victrola. and Victor Record
bears it. You instantly identify the genuin

Victrola X VI, $200
Victrola XVI, electric, $250
Mahogany or oak

In an;swering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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NSCO

MERAS & SPEEDEX FILM

Camera value is not alone in the
camera design, nor. in the lens or
shutter, but in the proper way in
which these elements are combined.
More than half a century of experi-
ence in camera making has taught
the Ansco Company the proper bal-
ance. No other camera manufac-
turers have had that long experience.

Extravalues in the Ansco, for which
you pay nothing, are the exclusive
features for taking pictures easily and
with certainty—such as the wonderful
exact radius finder,
the automatic ad-
justable focusing
device and many
useful refinements.

The 1916 Ansco Cata-

| log tells the whole story.
% j Get it from the nearest
% ) Ansco dealer, or write to
us for one and a specimen
picture on Cyko Paper
made by the camera in 3] aoreApc s

to $27.50, depending on equip-
w thh you are lntereSted ment. Other Anscos $2.00 up.

TheSts:rJ of the
Ansco Dealer

In answering sdvertisirhents ;lcas_e r_nentin;-n_SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Double-thick All-

front wheels. The deep,

Winning a Wider

iw|uIlllummuulllluluuy.gIME wriswiher: Goods

year Cord Tires were
considered the special
= S prerogative of the
i i lﬂ.l'gt:l' and costlier cars.

A

Now, a tremendous demand has
sprung up among owners of cars of
every size and almost every class.

You have known that Goodyear
Cord Tires are regular equipment
on the Franklin, the Packard Twin
Six, the Locomobile, the Peerless, the
White, the Haynes Twelve and the
Stutz.

Look about and you will see that
they are being adopted, now, by
owners of the Cadillac, Chalmers,
Pierce-Arrow, Studebaker, Winton,
Overland, Jeffery, Saxon, King,
Casz, Inter-State, Glide, Cole, Ford
and many other cars,

Could there be a stronger indica-
tion of downright good value than
this spontaneous and widespread

OODETYEAR CORD TIRES

=
i
=
AEI';;FI ON

and  Ribbed
for rear and

and Wider Field

adoption of a tire whose first cost
is, of course, greater?

If there wasn't something more
tangible than mere good looks and
social distinction— the mass of
motorists would never pay the
higher price.

That something is, of course,
greater goodm:ss, and greater com-
fort, less-power-lost, and more-mile-
age-gained.

Extreme flexibility and resilience
enable Goodycar Cord Tires to
absorb road shocks without danger
of stone-bruise and blow-out; assist
in a quicker get-away; and make the
car coast farther.

Their size is much larger, and
they have much greater air space,
than ordinary Q. D. clinchers. This
increased pneumatic cushion empha-
sizes their comfort and offers further
effective Insurance against trouble.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Company
Akron, Ohio

No-Hook and @. D.
Chlincher types,
oline and electric
Goodyear Tires,

sharp All- Weather grips
resist skidding and give
great traction. The Rib-
bed Tread assists easy
steering.

—_—

T answeritig advertissments pledsé mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

Tourist Tubes and Tire
Saver Accessories are
easy to get from Good-
vear Service Station
Dealers everywhere,
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If You Lived

As The Cave Man Lived

Your health would take care of itself.
The cave man ate coarse food and lived a strenuous life in
the open. His digestive apparatus was suited to that kind
of an existence.
You inherit from the cave man the same internal mech-
anism, but you cat different food and you lead a different
kind of a life.
Hence the almost universal prevalence of constipation and
its constant menace to health.
Your problem is to adjust that “cave man” internal mechanism of
yours to the sedentary life and concentrated food of civilized man.
NUJOL accomplishes this adjustment by preventing the bowel con-
tents from becoming hard, thus making natural movements easy.

It doesn't upset the ordinary processes of digestion and it doesn't
form a habit.

NUJOL is sold in pint hottles only, at all drug stores, Refuse
substitutes —look for the name NUJOL on the boltle and package.

Depl. 8
STANDARL{)N OIL COMPANY

ew Jerseyl
Bayonne New Jersey

Send for booklet, ‘““THE RATIONAL TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION.?’ Write your name
and address plainly on the margin below,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Jj DISTINGUISHED
} TIRES

N e e

N

U ¥

M L"]k

U ILVERTOWN Cord Tires
::;;] I have been scarce!

U | (They are not yet so
o

plentiful as to be ‘‘Common.”’)

Many special Machines had to be
invented, developed, perfected, and
buwilt, before we could produce *‘Silver-
town Cord’’ Tires up to the spontan-
eous demand for them,

Many large Orders, from leading
Car-Manufacturers, had therefore to
be refused (with very great regret.)

But,— Silvertown production-cap-
acity has been maultiplied, by the B.

I 5C. 5

g g o,
| —r— B~
= | s |

5 25
— nr_-.—?:: —

nl A F. Goodrich Co., during the past six
\npJ)  months.

Al L' We are now ready for large, and
U R} quick, expansion.

Al Thus far, the Cars listed herewith
i have been Prestiged and Distinguished
J [ by adoption of the genuine Silvertown

{"d ¢ CORD Tires as their standard equip-

‘.({I ment,

‘ GOODRICH

Silvertown-—
<< Cord Tires

Standard equipment
on following Cars:

CUNNINGHAM - Gasolene
FRANKLIMN - - Casolene
LOCOMOBILE - Gasolene
McFARLAN - - Gasclens
MURRAY - - - Gasolene
MAEMON - - - Gasolene
OWEN MACHNETIC, Gasolene
PEUGEQT - - - Gasolene

FIERCE-ARROW, Gasolene
SIMPLEX-CRANEL, Gasoclene
STANLEY (Touring), Steam
STUTZ (Bull-dog), Gasolene
WHITE - Gasolene
WINTON, Model 48, Gasolene

AMERICAN,
Electric
DETROIT,
Electric
BAKERR.& L.,
Electric
BEARDSLEY,
Electric /
OHIO - Electric |
WAVERLEY, /|
Electric  f/
WooDs, 5
Electric /

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Several sample copies
will be sent on receipt
of ten cents.

Gl E

£gﬁ)

Ten cents
Every Tuesday
LEverywhere

A few of LiFe's covers
are reproduced herewith
—in miniature. Look for
it each week on all news-

stands. In case you can-
not buy this week's Lirk, A
notify Lire Office at once. i
- Special
4\11'7' Offer

Enclosed

find One Dol
lar (Canadian
$1.13, Forelgn
$1.20). Send Liie

for three months 1o

Open only to new subscribers; ne
subscriptions renewed at this rate.

LIFE, 54 West 315t Street, New York.

/" Onme Year, $5.00. (Canadian, $5.52; Foreign, $6.04.)

In answering ad\:rtis_e';nts please r;nzion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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AZDA

“Not the name of a thing,
but the markof a service”’

Instead of one manu-
facturer’s spasmodic
development of his
product, MAZDA
Service substitutes a
systematic, all-inclu-
sive study of incan-
descent electric
lamps for several
manufacturers.

The Meaning of MAZDA

MAZDA is the trademark of a world-wide gervice to
certain lamp manufacturers, Its purposeisto collect
and select acientific and practical information con-
cerning progresd and developmenta in the art of in-
candescent lamp manufacturing and to distribute
this information to the companies entitled to receive
this Service. MAZDA Service i3 centered in the
Research Lahoratories of the General Electric Coms
pany at Schencetady.

The mark MAZDA can appear only on lamps which
meet the standards of MAZDA Serviee, Tt is thus
an assurance of quality.  This trademark is the
property of the General Electric Company.

RESEARCI LABORATORIES OF
GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY

4028

In answerinz advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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CONSTANT POWER,

5\4 Explains the remarkable performance of the

KING |

EIGHT CGYLINDER

HE diagrams shown above represent the manner in J '

which three different engine types deliver power to the ’- |I

rear wheels. The King’s eight-cylinder motorproduces
aconstant swift-flowing stream of energy composed of power
strokeswhich overlap at thepointoftheir highestefficiency.
There are no gaps between violent impulses to be bridged by
the momentum of a heavy, power-wasting fly-wheel ; no high
and low power periods to cause vibration and wear. With
four impulses per revolution, delivered at right angles instead
of vertically, the King’s motor gives a smooth, steady push,
easywith mechanism, saving in fuel, light on tires and rest-
ful to passengers. JH
The extraordinary road ability of the King Model E has been demonstratedin a se-

riesofofficial trials and contests covering Flexibility, Climbing Power, Endurance .
and Operation Economy., AsktheKingdealerin yourtown toshow youtheremark- rr

able record of this pioneer Eight—then RIDE and your doubts will disappear.
60 Horse Power, 7 Passenger Touring Model, $1,350

KING MOTOR CAR COMPANY, DETROIT

L r ——|
qﬁe Car of No Regrets

fk ~
1= 72 ~l!
= _’,.,,(L ——\o
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The

Night Watch

Story

““ After [ rang my box at midnigk

A back of the old freight shed, I walk

. up the spur track and there he-wa®h
“under the shipping platform toiuch-
ing 4 match to a plle of excelsior.
I covered him with my COLT and
made him come dlong. - He's a tough -
character —the police have him now
—and- ‘if it bad not been for my
COLT, this place would have gone
up in smioke last night.” ;

) In answe_ring advertisements please menticl.n- ECRIBNER'S ]\-TAC;\Z__INE_
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Guaranteed w5000 Miles

“While others are claiming quality
we are guaranteeing it’’

FOR eleven years Ajax tires
have been guaranteed in
writing for 5000 miles.

lith Year

This guarantee is definite, black and white ©
assurance that the quality is there, the
same inbuilt quality that has made the |
Ajax plan successful and has kept our fac-

tories working 24 hours daily since 1gr1.

Ajax Rubber Company, Inc.
1796 -1798 Broadway New York

AJAX Branches in Atlanta, Boston, Brooklyn, Chicago,
Cleveland, Dallas, Denver, Des Moines, Detroit, Indian-
apolis, k_l-.ms-\\ﬁ City, Mo., Los Angeles, Minneapolis,
Philadelphia,  Portland, Ore, San Francisco, Scattle.

Factories—Trenton, N. J.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



L& 'The Plugiththe
Greenackets

B Lctisikinowlcar
_ X pebor=
-8 BWelean supply
F SRYod with the
'lgb_'i plug.

' SPLITDORF ELECTRICAL CO.

. NEWARK, N.J.
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You said:
~and of course.
de. the best
" [t was
there in the famous
red box, George
never fails

A Shilling, in London
A Quarter Here

George Kuhnert -
Maitre d Hotel
Vanderbilt Hotel
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One of the }

57 b oHEl

IN ORIGINAL PACKAGES
FILLED AND SEALED
IN THE HEINZ ESTABLISHMENT

AND now one of the very oldest
of the 57 Varieties puts on a new dress
and thus makes possible better things
to eat for everyone, everywhere.
Heinz Pure Vinegars are now procur-
able in bottles filled and sealed in the
Heinz kitchens. Expert chefs have
for years been insisting on Heinz
Vinegars, realizing that the aroma,
purity and flavor of these Vinegars
were the secret behind many of their
most tasty dishes. Now that they are
packed in bottles everyone can make
sure of the genuine.

PURE MALT
VINEGAR

FEH_ME'_\ITED

Heinz Malt Vinegar Heinz White Salad Vinegar
Heinz Cider Vinegar Also Spiced Salad and Tarragon Vinegars

All Heinz Vinegars may now be had in glass; pints, quarts and half-gallons

HEINZ Pure = Olive Oil

Such Olive Oil as this can
beobtained only from fresh,
ripe olives, made under
Heinz conditions.

For delicious French dress-
ing, use any Heinz vinegar
with Heinz Pure Olive Oil
and the seasoning you like
best.

All Heinz goads sold in Canada are made in Canada

—

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Every Rameses
smoker is a mag-
net from which ra-
diate lines of force.

Himself satisfied
thathehasfoundat
last the invariably
satisfactory ciga-
rette from which
he need never
change, his next
thought is to pass
it on.

It is a good impulse.

It has spread Rameses
all over the globe—
among men alike in dis-
crimination and taste.

This would not be pos-
sible were Rameses a
neutral cigarette— one
which might easily be
confused with others.

Rameses, ‘““The Aristocrat
of Cigarettes,’’is quite alone
— possessed of an unusual
fragrance, unmistakable and
not to be forgotten.

Investigation willshow you

why they say “Nobodyever
changes from Rameses.”’

STEPHANO BROS., Inc

PHILADELPHIA

| \ that tl‘ley won t ‘go wild'.

' }; shield. Look for it when vou buy.

.S B
Flewi ] 0 S,
bl f A FA T
J' :\"l- ~ o ._
..'.'”: T d

1; Grover Alexander, star pltcl'ier b

of the Philies, ‘puts ‘em over

e T,

f in his appearance. as well as in the
! game. This is due, in part, to the =;
I fact that he wears the comfortable i I;]

' PARIS GARTERS

i He knows these serviceable garters
i will hold up his socks neatly and &

!-
L
5

25 and 50 cents
The name PARIS 15 on the back of

]
}
i
4]
B
?
H
H
\
l
J
&
4
E

i} A, Simin & Co,

Chicago New York

7 PARIS
~\i/ GARTERS

" No metal
can touch you

~* POMPEIAN

OLIVE OIL

" ALWAYS FRESH
THE STANDARD IMPORTED OLIVE OIL

LATHES

l- Gunsmiths, Tool Makers,
wental and Hepniv Work, ete.

et
e N e AL

seienranmendl £

Lm’fc Catalogue Free,

i » W.F.&Jno. Barnes Co.

=7 528 Ruby St., Rockford, 111

In a.ns'z\'er;'lg ;dvertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACGAZINE
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The First Real Ant-Sd——
And Still First

‘Nobby’ Tread was the first successful
all-rubber-tread anti-skid tire made.

It is still the first—still in a class apart.

Still the first as a real anti-skid.

Still the first as a high-traction tire.

Still the first in low-cost per mile of
service.

Still the largest selling very high-grade
anti-skid in the world.

The ‘Nobby’ is one of the five United

States ‘Balanced’® Tires which meet every
motoring condition of price and use.

Ask the nearest United States Tire Dealer
for your copy of the booklet, ““Judging
Tires,”” which tells how to find the particular
tire to suit your needs.

United States Tire Company

‘Nobby’ ‘Chain’ ‘Usco’ ‘Royal Cord’ ‘Plain’
“ INDIVIDUALIZED TIRES "

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



THE FINANCIAL WORLD

{Continued [rom page 262)

unusually large reserves in gold, and
tllthnu;,h the drain on the Bank of
England reserve was chiefly caused by
shipment of gold to the United States,
nevertheless the purchaszes of war ma-
terial by England in this country were
so stupendous in amount that even the
gold export movement to New York
could not be controlled, or even greatly
affected, by a mere difference between
the money rates of the two markets.
But a third and important reason was
the mass of foreign indebtedness to
London banking-houses, which at the
outbreak of hostilities had been as-
sumed by the Bank of England for
the full duration of the war; such
houses to pay interest to the Bank at
2 per cent over the Bank rate. That
arrangement meant payment of 7 per
cent by the banking-houses, on all
such foreign bills assumed by the Bank
of England; and it is easy to see what
burden would have been imposed on
the London bankers by a further con-
siderable rise in the Bank rate with
the resultant higher rate which they
would have to pay.

Nevertheless the question remained,
how was it possible for easy money to
continue in the face of the huge requi-
sition of capital for the war?  This
problem at the start had equally dis-
turbed financial minds in the United
States; yet here, as in England, tight-
money conditions proved to be only
temporary. During the actual “‘war
panic” period, hoarding of cash by
depositors became so great that cash
in the New York bank reserves, which
at the end of July was $25,000,000
more than was required to make up
the 25 per cent ratio of reserve to de-
posits, stipulated by the banking law,
fell in the later weeks of August to a
figure $47,000,000 less than the legal
requirement. This condition at the
&6

New York banks continued up to the
third week of October, 1914, by which
time the return of hoarded money had
at least removed the deficit. The
New York money market accordingly
vielded, though more slowly than at
London, and the next twelve months
were marked by abnormally low rates.

T has been a common impression

that this favorable turn in the
New York bank position and in the
American money market was a result
of the new banking law. It is cer-
tainly true that the Federal . py.
Reserve Banks went into to Federal
operation under that law in Reserve
1914; it is also true that 3
the subsequent reports of the New
York banks not only showed restora-
tion of the surplus reserve beyond legal
requirements, but raised that surplus
in September, 1915, to the enormous
sum of $224,000,000, whereas the high-
est previous surplus in New York
banking history had been the $111 -
6co,000 of February, 18¢94. But this
astonishing result was due in no re-
spect to operations of the new Federal
Reserve Banks. Actual cash held in
the vaults of the New York banks rose
from $496,000,000 at the end of June,
1014, and $ 82,000 ooo in the second
week of Auguat to $526,000,000 in
September, 1915, plus $29,000,000 de-
posited with other banks.

But that increase could not have
resulted from the new banking system;
indeed, the tendency of the Federal
Reserve machinery was to decrease,
not increase, actual cash holdings in
the banks’ own vaults. Every indi-
vidual bank in the system was re-
quired to pay in gold, as its subscrip-
tion to the stock of the Federal Re-
serve Bank in its district, 6 per cent
of its own capital stock and surplus—
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which meant, in the case of New York
City banks, the surrender of $20,000 -
ooo from their cash reserves. The
great change in the bank position was
due to other causes; it would in all
probability have happened, even had
the old banking system been con-
tinued; it was a quite inevitable out-
come of the unprecedented import of
$451,000,000 gold by this country dur-
ing 1915, of which upward of $300,.-
ooo,o00 came from England, or from
Canada on England’s account.

The moral influence of the new
banking system was undoubtedly very
great on financial sentiment during the
first year or two of the European
war, and its influence is destined, as I
shall try to show later on, to be very
much greater hereafter. But it did
not cause either the quick mastery of
panic by our banks in 1914, or the
return to easy money during 1015.
Speeches at the political conventions
of last June quite generally ascribed to
the new banking system both achieve-
ments; especially the successful sur-
mounting of the strain of August, 1914.
But the new banking system did not
go into operation until nearly four
months after that month began, and
its facilities for expanding banking
credits were virtually untouched up
to the middle of 1916. Meantime,
however, despite the investment of
our markets, to the extent of a thou-
sand million dollars during the single
year 1915, in loans to foreign coun-
tries, and despite the rapid revival in
home trade with its natural demand
on credit, money rates on Wall Street,
even for three months’ time, never in
1915 rose above the very low rate of
3 per cent.

T now remains to explain these re-
markable results; to show why the
seemingly reasonable predictions of a
tight-money era during continuance of
the war were so notably unfulfilled,
and to ask whether the present signs of
higher money indicate a change. Itis

(Continued on page 58)

The Road

to Independence

One of our chients 15 now sixty-frve
years old, For twenty-seven years
he has purchased securities of us,
Durn’ng this time his salary has never
exceeded $1,500 a year. Yet on this
moderate income he has supported his
famsly in comfore, lved a hapfy, use-
ful, and not unduly frugal Ilife, and
accumulated a fartune of more than
$30,000 out of his savings, This sum
he fnvested through us in small amounts
as he saved 7t, ahvays re-mvesting his
interest. Now he has retired on an
income of approximately $1,800 a year,
the interest on his savings, fnvested in
safe securities.

HAT this man has

clonc. otllers can l:ln.

The road to mdepend-
ence has been traveled |:3r 80
many feet that the way is plain
to every man and woman. If
you lLive on less than you mal;e.
and Invest your aurplus steaclily
in safe bonds, re-l-nvesting the
interest as it is paicl. yvou will
accumulate a comforta')le for-
tune, and attain lndependcnce
before you attain grey hair

We Wlll be gla& to co=-
operate with any investor in the
selection of safe securities. and
the attainment of a competence
through prudent investment.
Our fitness for this service 1s
inclicatccl I:y the record of t{:is
House—34 vears without a dol=-
lar loss to any investor.

For safety ancl fncome. we
recommend first mortgage serial
real estate boncls, secured By th e
best 1 1ncomc-eammg real estate in
our largcr cities, yleldmg oY {70.

Write today for Circular No. H-678

S.W.STRAUS & Co.

tabliahed 1RRD Incorn:
'srnms. BLTLDING 150 B0 WY
CHICAGO MEW YORK
DETROIT=MINNEAPOLIS

mllillll.ll-illllll!l A IIi||'IIIIIIIII'I'I-I||.|||I!JI'Imn
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possible that a study of the facts which
bear upon this question may throw a
little light on what is likely to happen
when the war is over.

This much may be said, to begin
with: that the failure of the absorp-
tion of such huge sums of capital in
war loans to force money rates to a
high figure, and hold them there, is

in at least one respect in
thﬁé";l‘: line with past experience.
tion by Law Money rates are tradition-

ally regulated by demand
for credit at the banks; rising as such
demands enlarge, falling as they de-
crease. Supposing that a subscriber
to a Government war loan merely
reinvests in that security the money
accruing to him from salary, rents, or
interest and dividends on former in-
vestments, there will be no necessary
strain on the general money market.
He does not borrow; he merely trans-
fers the sum in question from one
bank account to another. When, on
the other hand, the money for such
investment is borrowed from the
banks, or when speculators use money
similarly borrowed to force up prices
of securities or commodities, in order
to sell out with a profit on the advance,
the banks soon feel the strain of in-
creased liabilities on their own ac-
count, and put up their lending rates
accordingly.

But no such process has been under
way in Europe. Speculation for the
rise has been sternly discouraged and
restricted. At London, Berlin, and
Paris, Governments have by edict
forbidden transactions with borrowed
money on the stock exchanges. Tt is
true that, in Germany, ‘‘loan banks”
under Government auspices have heen
established to enable individuals to
borrow money, either for subscrip-
tions to Government loans or for pri-
vate purposes. But the rate of in-
terest charged at the German loan
banks, or “ Darlehnskassen,” is strictly
regulated by law, at a figure only frac-
tionally above the German Imperial

BANKING—INVESTMENT—INSURANCE

Bank rate. At London, where for a
time the Bank of England engaged to
lend money on security of subscrip-
tions to its first war loan, and to the
full face value of such subscriptions,
the lending rate was fixed arbitrarily
at 1 per cent below the Bank of
England’s official 5-per-cent rate. In
other words, the usual influences mak-
ing for high money in such directions
were suppressed by law.

HERE naturally still remained the

demands for credit to use in or-
dinary trade. It might still have been
imagined that, with all available cap-
ital absorbed in subscriptions to the
war loans, resources of the p, . 0ocoin
banks would have been so Ordinary
heavily depleted as to make Business in
i) - 1 England
rise in money rates unavoid-
able. But three considerations inter-
vened to prevent that outcome. The
first was the great decrease in volume
of ordinary business during war time,
and therefore the proportionate de-
crease in the amount of money or
credit needed to conduct that trade.
The surest witness to such tendencies
is the amount of checks drawn on the
banks. In England “bank clearings"
at the great London institutions, dur-
ing the second half of 1914, decreased
$11,000,000,000, or 33 per cent, from
the same period a year before. The
full year 1915 showed a decrease of
$6,600,000,000, or g per cent, as com-
pared with 1914. Not only, in fact,
had England’s normal commercial ac-
tivities at home decreased, but its
export trade for the full year 1915 was
smaller by 24 per cent than in 1913,
the last previous full year of peace.
These facts provide the most obvious
explanation of the fact that the war-
time money market was not affected
by requirements of trade. A further
reason was that the money raised on
Government loans was for the most
part paid out at home, thus not dis-
turbing bank reserves; or if, as in
purchases of munitions of war in the

(Continued on page fio)
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Copper Stockholders
Reaping Dividend Harvest

Q Holders of high-grade o
are faring handsomely through receipt of
attrag 1i\ e ||IJill'|1‘r]_\ i|i~'l|h'[|l| -} '\Il'] there
1= a strong possibility that before long
a substantial market appreciation will
take place in these securities.

q This prospect, with the present high
rate of dividends, and the probability of
increased disbursements, makes the Cop-
pers an ideal investment proposition.

ipper stocks

q Free statistical Copper Book  sent
upon request together with circular nom-
ing best purchases among the dividend
payers, Ask for 21-5.C., including

booklet explaining

““The Twenty Payment Plan”
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6 0 Steel Bonds

Combining all the essential
features of a sound First
Mortgage Investment.
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DE\E. !
Suc-

Strong Borrower—A well-known,
established, steadily growing,
cessful Company.

Ample Security—Net assets nearly 3to 1.

Excellent Earning Record—Not an un-

| profitable year since established in

. 1889.

Large Present Profits
excess of principal
quirements.

Marketabilitcy—So widely distributed as
to practically assure salability.

Ask for Circular No. 924 5C |

| Peabody; |
Houghteling & Co. |

(Established 1565)

10 So. La Salle St., Chicago

Substantially in
and interest re-
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(Continued [rom page 58)

United States, it was spent on foreign
markets, the outlay was made wholly
by the Government, and partly at
least provided for by borrowings from
the American markets themselves.
Back of all this stood the further and
highly important fact that every bel-
ligerent government, including Eng-
land, was issuing an emergency paper
currency. That currency, providing
as it did a new circulating medium for
ordinary hand-to-hand transactions,
relieved to precisely that extent the
usual draft for such purposes on the
reserve money of the banks.

HE reasons for easy money in
the United States during the first

two years of war were of a very differ-
ent order. We have seen how largely
the reserves of American bhanks, at

Unusual New York and other cities,
Influences  jncreased in response to the
United unprecedented import of
States gold. Those importations

represented England’s efforts to meet
the huge liahilities incurred, first
through purchases of grain from our
own overflowing harvests after Eu-
rope’s short crops of 1914, and next
through orders for war material,
placed in the United States. It was
these influences, combined with actual
transfer of capital by neutral com-
munities from London to New York,
which forced New York exchange last
autumn to $4.50 in the pound sterling,
representing the quite unprecedented
discount of 724 per cent, and it was
that turn in the situation which com-
pelled the British Government not
only to arrange for borrowing in the
United States, but to send to New
York, directly or indirectly, practically
all the gold delivered from the Trans-
vaal mines, which England owns.
London could not allow its interna-
tional financial prestige to be damaged
by the quoting of the sovereign at such
a discount on a foreign market.

But the result of these gold imports
was, that American banks of 1915

were confronted with the problem, not
how to avoid the tight money pop-
ularty associated with war time, but
how to keep their funds on loan at a
rate which would be remunerative,
without encouraging excited specula-
tion on the markets, and asking higher
rates accordingly. American banks
last vear actually competed with one
another to lend money, even at the
low prevailing rates. All of them
found it difficult to keep their availa-
ble funds outstanding. During con-
siderable periods even the European
Governments purchasing war material
in America made their immediate pay-
ments through loans raised from the
New York banks, and repayahble on
demand. The borrowers were sure
that such repayment would not be
required at an inconvenient moment.

But with the later months of 1913
a new influence appeared in the sit-
uation. Not only had prices on the
Stock Exchange advanced substan-
tially, causing equivalent increase in
the request for credit at the banks,
but normal business activity expanded
at an extremely rapid rate. Bank
checks drawn on all banks in the
United States during the first quarter
of 1915 increased ¢ per cent from the
vear before. In the second quarter,
they increased 4 per cent. During the
third quarter, in which the figures of
1915 compared with those of the first
three months of war, the total increase
was 30 per cent; in the fourth quarter,
68 per cent. The last three months
of 1915 brought bank clearings in the
whole United States 25 per cent above
the highest record for that period in
any previous year.

Expansion continued in the first
three months of 1916, when checks
exchanged at the banks of the United
States ran 30 per cent beyond the
highest previous record. Even out-
side of New York City bank checks
drawn in the opening quarter of the
present year increased 28 per cent over
1915. The increase in the Middle
States was 63 per cent; the South,
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despite the handicap of the shrinking | |7 e .
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sections of the country were still sub-
stantially above the usual level of the
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RE you thinking of build-
ing, remodelling, refur-
nishing or decorating a
country home, cityresidence,
church, library, or bank?
If so, you will find THE
HOGGSON MAGAZINE,
published in the interest of
harmony,efficiency and econ-
omy in building, of helpful

and practical interest.

The Hoggson Magazine Serv-
ice Bureau is prepared to
offer expert advice and sug-
gestions on problems of
building, remodelling, dec-
orations, furnishings and
landscape work. This serv-
ice is free to subscribers.

Subseription One Dollar peryear.

The HOGGSON
MAGAZINE

485 Fifth Avenue, New York

{Continued from page 61}

was resumed, and in six weeks after
the middle of May fully $100,000,000
was imported. The effect was soon
visible in bank reserves; presumably
they would rise toward their previous
high level with increasing rapidity, if
the gold import should continue.

How long it could continue was the
question of perplexity. The British
Government was known to have ac-
cumulated a fund of gold in Canada,
not reported in the Bank of England’s
reserve, and it was from this fund that
the consignments for New York were
drawn. How large it was the markets
were not informed; but there would
seem to be some limit to the possible
size of any such accumulation. In
our market’s power to draw from
Europe cither gold or securities, how-
ever, there was no relaxation. The
statement of the country’s foreign
trade for May showed merchandise
exports $61,000,000 greater than in
any other month of the present war,
and larger by $194,000,000 than in
any month of our commercial history
before the war.

The other offsetting influence is the
machinery of the Federal Reserve
Banks. Continued shrinkage in bank
reserves and a considerable rise in
money rates, if not accompanied by
a still larger advance in the lending
rates of those institutions, would lead
individual banks to turn over loans
of their own to the Reserve Banks
for “rediscount’”; thereby relieving
themselves of the existing burden and
strengthening their reserves. That the
Federal Reserve Banks, whose cash
holdings in the middle of this year
were four times as large as the total
sum of their rediscounts, would have
abundant capacity to perform this of-
fice on a very substantial scale, is quite
unquestionable. The only question
would be that concerning the disposi-
tion of the Federal Reserve Board to
control the money market.

If it were thought that existing
money rates were unduly low, the
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Reserve Banks would naturally raise
their own rate for rediscount, and the
general money market would follow.,
This is a traditional office of the cen-
tral banking institution. Such action
is, however, usually taken either be-
cause the bank position as a whole
is weak, or because low money rates
have encouraged reckless speculation,
or because it is desired to import gold.
The last-named motive could not exist
in the face of the gold arrivals from
Canada. The existence of the other
motives would be determined largely
by the course of events next autumn,

SCRIBNER SERVICE
FOR INVESTORS

EADERS may obtain, through the Ser-
vice Bureau of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE,
without cost, authentic literature pertain-
ing to various types of investments. The
following booklets and financial periodicals,
prepared especially for investors and pro-
spective investors, are recommended by
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE:

Bond Glossary: J. Frank Howell.

Conservative Security Review: C. R, Berg-
mann & Co.

Facts About Street Improvement Bonds:
Oakland Street Improvement Bond Co.

First Mortgages on Farms: Cronan Morl-
gage Co.

Motor Stocks: Slattery & Co.

Public Utilities Securities: Williams, Troth
& Coleman.

Selected Investments: Peabody, Houghleling
& Co.

Straus Investor's Magazine: S. IW. Straus
& Co.

The Belcher Plan: 1.
Mortgage Co.

The Oldest Safe Investment: S. 1. Straus
& Co.

“The Twenty Payment Plan’:
& Co.

The Unlisted Securities Review: Duwson,
Lyon & Co.
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literature desired, sign, and mail to the
Service Bureau, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE,
507 Fifth Avenue, New York.
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If You
Are Under
FORTY

Slop now to con-
sider your chances of
escaping Pyorrhea
(Riggs’ Disease,
loosening of the
teeth, receding and
inflamed gums).
Many persons un-
der 40 are afflicted
with it, and after
that age only one
out of five avoids it
—unless preventive
measures are
adopted. A recog-
nized preventive
and treatment is
Forhan's Pyorrhea
Preparation. Used
daily like a denti-
frice (it is pleasant
to the taste) it posi-
tively prevents Py-
orthea. Even in ad-
vanced cases it usually
brings prompt relief, but
then it is best to frst
CONSULT YOUR DEN-
TIST, 'as his treatment
is indispensable. Large
tube (as illustrated) 50c.
If your druggist hasn't
it, send us his name with
10c. in stamps and we
will "send 5 trial tubes
(enough for your family
andfriends). Forhan Co.,
15 Elm St., New York.

ABLE IDEAS WANTED. Man-
ufacturers want Owen Patents

‘ \ I EI l Send for 3 free books; inventions
I W

anted, etc. I help you market your invention without charge.

RICHARD B. OWEN, 135 Owen Bldg., Washington, D.C.

ll Our Hand Books on Patents, Trade-Marks, etc., sent free.

| 7o vears’ expericnce.  Patents procured through Munn &
Co. receive free notice in the SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN.

| MUNN & CO. 5o gin, vy |
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HROUGHOUT the

entire land, Alaska and
Hawaii too, the wanderer
finds Wells Fargo Travelers
Checks as good as gold.

Safe, convenient,
1cal, of course.

They are sold in denominations of
$10, 820, 50, $100 or 2200, at a
premium of one-half cent on each

dollar, with a minimum charge of
ten cents.

econom-

Wells Fargo Express Service is
personal, immediate, safe. Use it
for your packages.

WELLS FARGO
Uravelers Checks
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ATLANTIC CITY,N.J.

UNIQUE FEATURES:
The vast Marble Exchange-
flanked with Flowers and
Sheltered Angles,the Fotecourt,

THE LARGEST FIREPROOF Fountain of Fate,Cloister Garden,
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The purpose of the School and College Service of Scribner’'s Magazine is to give in-
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without charge. The correctness of our suggestions, the applicableness of the schools
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Watkins, N.Y.

©Ghe GLEN SPRINGS .-zt

A Mineral Springs HEALTH RESORT and HOTEL, known as THE AMERICAN NAUHEM
In Private Park with miles of graded walks for Oertel hill climbing. On the Southern Tier Highway, all macadam.
Attractive and Well-kept Golf Course.  Miniature Golf. Clock Golf. Tennis. Motoring.

TH E BATHS are directly connected with the Hotel and complete in all appointments (or
Hy-drotherapy, Electrotherapy and Mechanotherapy
FOUR MINERAL SPRINGS. The Bathing Springs are similar to the waters of Bad Nauheim in the pro-
portions of Caleium Chloride and Sodium Chloride, but are about five times as strong. The Radium Emana-
tion from Brine Sprmz No. 1 averages 68 ‘Mache Units per liter of water and is due to Radium

Salts in Solution. Unsurpassed advantages for the treatment of Heart, Circulatory, Kidney, Nutrilional
and Nervous Disorders; Rheumatism, Goul and Obesity.

Ilustrated Booklets and latest reports on Mineral Springs mailed on request
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Cleanliness
and Protection

Let every member of your house-
hold know about Dioxogen.
Teach them to use it at once to
keep little or big
hurts from becom-
ing dangerous or
fatal.

Dioxogen

is absolutely harm-
less. Have a bottle
where it can be
reached by all mem-
bers of the family
at any moment.

The Oakland Chemical Co.
10 Astor Place - New York
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IN this unique pleasure trip, every hour has its
revelation of beauty, grandeur and historic in-
terest—the fairylike Thousand Islands, the thrilling
descent of the marvelous rapids, the great cities of
Montreal and famous old Quebec,
the stupendous Capes “Trinity”
and “Eternity” on the Saguenay
River and then the broad expanse of

the mighty St. Lawrence rolling on-
ward tothe gea.

|
|
|
|

Send6c postage forillustrated booklet,

map and guide, to John F. Pierce, As-

sistant Passenger Traffic Manager, 103 5

R. & O. Bldg., Montreal, Canada. Shooting the Rapids

CANADA. STEAMSHIP LINES

HE patient placing himself under the l\ee]ey Treatment for T e, Established
liquor or drug using, loses none of his self-respect, When \ V= Ny (5

fie leaves he feels glad that he came, The Keeley Treatment
has bef:ome famous because it is a rational treatment, administered
by registered, trained physicians.

For information write to following heefey Jnsmm.a_s

Datkis, Tevas Kawas Ciis o, ri
Dwigzhi, 1l LB LM 3 D TH
Marfon, Tnd. Bultlo, N, Yr Salt
Pluinfleld, Lud, Oltaliomn €1y, Obi, -
s Seattle, Wasb, Li 1, M

Waukesha, Wis.

. B 18
Columbus, Ghio

Por e
West Waven, Conn.
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Your friends can buy
anything you can give
them—
except your photograph.

There's

a photographer in your town.

Eastman Kodak Co., Rochester, N. Y.

Farr’s Gold
Medal Irises

Highest Award at the Panama-
Pacific Exposition

= wonderful collection of Trises exhibited
| Francisco came from Wyomissing,
large number of my own seed-
lings, as well as the best new European in-
troductions, and was given the—highest
awarded—the Panama-Pacific Gold Medal.
During recent years I have found the hy-
bridizing and raising of seedling Irises a
very interesting pastime.  From the many
sands 1 have raised I have selected
only the varieties which I consider to be the
very best.  Those who have seen them here
and abroad pronounce them very beautiful
—a great advance over the older kinds.

*While for extreme delicacy of coloring, com-
' md with great nil uuu\ual fragrance
: : sed

wdon, April g, 1616,

I zm sure if you are interested in growing extra fine
things—things out of the urdnnr\'—\-un will want
to try some of these Irises in your g: arden. You
will find them described and illustrated in colors,
with upwards of oo other varieties, in my book.

Farr’s Hardy Plant Specialties
| Edition 1015-1516)
Amanual of Trises, Peonies, Phloxes, and other hardy
garden favorites. A copy will be mailed on request.

Bertrand H. Farr—Wyomissing Nursery Co.
132 Garfield Avenue, Wyomissing, Penna.

1 IR AT T,

Athl etes

Absorbine, for the muscle t
1‘1.\ ]!LL'I'l slr.nln;n.L ir:r the cut or lacera-
tion that runs a chance of infection, for
the abrasion that pains and the himbs
that are stiff and lame from over-exer-
tion. A few drops of this clean, fragrant,
refreshing lmiment acts quickly and ef-
fectively and leaves no greasy residue.

I.il’

Applied before a contest it conditions
the muscles and minimizes fatigue.

AbsorbineJ’

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

Is a positive antiseptic and germicide
which increases its efficiency. When ap-
plied to cuts, bruises, sores and wounds,
it kills the germs, makes the wound asep-
tic and promotes rapid healing.

The positive merits of Absorbine, Jr., for
conditioning athletes is recognized by
successful trainers everywhere, as well
as by physical directors in colleges, pre-
paratory schools and Y. M. C. A. gym-
nasiums.

Used as a Rub-Down

after violent exercise or physical exertion it
puts vim and energy into jaded muscles and
gives the body the glow
of health. A good formu-
la for a rub-down is one
ounce of Absorbine, Jr.,
to a quart of water or
witch hazel.

Absorbine, Jr., is just as
valuable in the home as
in the club house locker,
for taking care of the
little 1injuries that are
““part of the day’s work”
and 1n relieving soreness
and strains.

$1.00 a bottle
at druggists or postpaid

A Liberal Trial Bottle Vill b

ot to
your address on receipt of rocin
stamps. Send for trial bottle or
pr e regular size from your
druggist today.

W.F.YOUNG,P.D.F.

255 Temple St., Springfield, Mass,
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To Japan on the M

Carpet

.
The illustration shown above is a Japanese artist’s interpretation of the idea
“seeing the world on A.B.A. Cheques,” already familiar to magazine

readers, The artist has woven into the Arabian Night’s tale of travel on the
magic rug, the thought that a trip on “A.B.A.” Cheques is auspicious. The
“god of good luck” is in the party, and the flying of fish banners in the Japa-
nese village indicates a festive occasion. The artist has the right idea:

“A.B.A.” 5 Cheques

Bankers
do add to the aunspiciousness of any trip for

Association
pleasure or business; they contribute to en-
joyment by providing safe and convenient
means of paying one's way in every part of
the world—the Americas, Europe, Asia, Africa,
Australia and every other place where people
travel for business or for pleasure.

You use “A. B. A."” Cheques just as you would
use currency, and you do not have to convert
the cheques into foreign money when crossing
aninternational boundary. They are knownin
terms of dollars in the Americas, pounds in
Great Britain and her Colonies,francs in France,
marks in Germany, lire in Italy, and so on.

When using an “A.B. A" Cheque you countersign it in the
presence of the person accepting it; your countersignature
identifies you and makes the cheque negotiable. It cannot
be used until you have countersigned it; hence it is safe for

you to carry. It is not only the safest but also the handiest
“travel money."”

Eiet them at your bank. If your own bank is not yet supplied with
A

.B. A" Cheques, write Bankers Trust Company, New York, for book-
let and information as to where they may be obtained in your vicinity,

BANKERS TRUST COMPANY, NEW YORK
0 A
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REPEATING '
SHOTGUNS

Lifetime of
First Class Sport

THE way these guns hold their suﬁgra

shooting quality year after year 1s giving
them the preferencc of hunters and trap-
shooters all over the world.

Remington UMC Pump Gun—"The Good Old
Standby " —six shots, bottom ejection (empty
ehells, smoke, gas. go down, away from your face),
solid breech, hammerless, safe.

Remington UMUC Autoloading Shot Gun—""The
Auto Shot Gun that works ™ —five shota: simply
pull the trigger for each shot, the recoil does the
work ; solid breech: hammerless; safe.

For the why and how of the mechanical details—the reasons
for emooth, poritive action and certainty of the guns hitting
where they are aimed, go to the dealer displaying the Red Balf
Mark of Remington UMC, the Sign of Sportsmen's Head-
quarters in every town.

Clean and oil your gun with REM OIL—the combina-

tion Powder Solvene, Lubricant and Rust Preventative

THE REMINGTON ARMS UNION METALLIC
CARTRIDGE COMPANY
Largest Manufacturers of Er'rﬂ'lrml and Ammunition
in the World
Woaolwarth Building New York
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EN like Ivory Soap because of its lather, it forms so quickly and is so

copious and lively. They like it because it rinses easily, saving time.
They like the refreshing cleanness it produces. They like if because it gives
the same pleasing, grateful results no matter what the condition of the skin.
They like it because it floats, always at hand and in sight.

| Users of Ivory Soap enjoy the advantages of a mild soap that cleanses thor-
Be: | oughly and the advantages of a thorough cleanser that is mild. It is the
{ | combination of safety and efficiency that places Ivory beyond all limitations
and gives it a universal appeal.

IVORY SOAP. ... | %, .. 992% PURE

Fnctorle.! at Ivorydale, Okio; Port Ivory, New Y-Drk Kﬂnsaa C:éy. Kumas. Eamt!!an Cﬂnad’g
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A Solid

Nothing can ever disturb the demand
for this car.

Not for a month, not for a week, not
for a single day.

Having only one car to build, Dodge
Brothers have been able to build it
better and better.

But in the sense of radical changes, it is
the same car today it was when they
designed it.

And still the demand goes on growing
greater and greater.

No outside conditions, no conditions in-
side the industry, seem to slow it up
a particle.

The people want the car more intensely
at this moment than they ever wanted
it before.

This in the face of the fact that produc-
tion is at the highest peak it has ever
reached.

And in the face of the further fact that
the sales—in a year and a half—have
been more than sixty-three million
dollars.

¥ou can find out why this is so from
what people are saying about the
car all around you.

For months and months they talked par-
ticularly of its performance.

Now, you will hear even greater emphasis
laid on its economy.

You will hear that with thousands of cars
in use, Dodge Brothers dealers have
\ practically no use for repair parts.

That rumor is true. Accidents are the
chief source of demand for Dodge
Brothers repair parts.

You will hear that the cost of mainten-
ance is practically nil.

The gascline consumption is unusually low

The tire mileage is unusually high

of Good Will

This, too, is true in thousands of cases.

You will hear that the car consumes an
unusually small amount of gasoline
and oil.

This is literally true—of every Dodge
Brothers car, under all conditions.

You will hear that it is very difficult to
find Dodge Brothers cars for sale at
second-hand anywhere.

You will also hear that the second-hand
price is only a little lower than the
first price.

Both of these things are true—not in
one city, nor one state, but all over
the Union.

You do not hear people talking about
the price of the car.

But you do hear them talking every-
where about the kind of a car it is.

In short, wherever you find a Dodge
Brothers car, you will find it sur-
rounded by friends.

You will find it running from morning
to night, in an atmosphere of good
will.

No ill will anywhere, good will every-
where—good will that grows out of
its good work.

No one knows the value of this good
will any better than Dodge Brothers
know it.

No one counts more on it, nor works
harder to deserve it.

This is your guarantee when you buy
one of Dodge Brothers cars—the great
good will that all the owners feel to-
ward it and the high wvalue which
D?E:lge Brothers place on that good
will.

DooGe BROTHERS, DETROIT

The price of the Touring Car or Roadster, com-
plete, is $785 (f. 0. b. Detroit)

Canadian price $1100 (add freight from Detroit)

§
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The purchaser of a Pierce-Arrow secures a car of
lifelong durability at a cost which, when spread
over years of service, over continents of travel,
is insignificant. Its natural age is greater than
that of lesser cars, just as the natural age of the
oak is greater than that of the birch. It has.not
yet realized all of its potential mileage because it
is still too young. Frequent requests for instruc-
tion books for Pierce-Arrow cars built eight,
nine or ten years ago show that cars at least
that old are starting service anew in the hands
of new owners.

THE PIERCE - ARROW MOTOR CAR CO - BUFFALO N Y
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