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Your Opinion Is Valued 
We want your opinion of the November SCRIBNER. 

Read the advertisements critically—you will find it interesting 
—and tell us which you think are the three best ones. Then 
pick the very best advertisement and write a criticism of about 
one hundred words upon it. As with SCRIBNER readers who 
have sent such criticisms in previous months, you may use one 

or more of the three following critical methods: 
First. They have described how the advertisement impressed them—made them think, 

feel, or act. 
Second. They have caught the big idea behind an advertisement and expressed it well. 
Third. They have discussed the advertisement technically—the kind of illustration or 

type employed, the balance, attention, value, apt wording, etc. 

Last ly , find an advert isement telling of a firm or product with which you are familiar 
and which you th ink might be described differently. Tell us briefly wha t other points 
you would ment ion, in wha t way would you tell the s tory differently, if you wished 
to interest thousands and make sales b y the advert ising page. 

For the best 100-word criticism on the best advert isement and for the best construc
tive criticism on an adver t i sement where you would suggest a change, we will give, 
wi thout post to you, a 

$54.00 Set of the Works of Charles Dickens 
Tavistock Edition. 36 Vols. Bound in Cloth 

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

Booth Tarkington, 6 Vols. $12.00 
F. Hopkinson Smith, 6 Vols. $12.00 
John Fox, Jr . 6 Vols. $12.00 

CAUTION: 1st— In arriving' at your choice, consider the small advertisements as well as the large ones. 
2d — Be sure to send in your list of four with your 100-word suggestions. 
3d —Be sure to send in your suggestions before the 15th of November, 1916. 

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

Awards for Criticisms of the September Advertising 
Because eleven of the criticisms were of high order and worthy of recognition, seven 

additional awards have been made 

First Award: Miss MARY MUGAN, Kansas City, Mo. (Gorham Co.) $50.00 set of Rudyard Kipling's Works, 25 vols. 

Second Award: MISS ANNA B. HERR, Lancaster, Pa. 
(Valspar) 
$12.00 set of John Fox, Jr.'s Works, 6 vols. « 

Third Award: MISS LORENA ROBINSON, Jeffersonville, 
(American Telephone and Telegraph Co.) [Ind. 
$12.00 set of F. Hopkinson Smith's Works, 6 vols. 

Fourth Award: MISS ETHEL BICKFORD, Boston, Mass. 
(Victrola) 
$12.00 set of Booth Tarkington's Works, 6 vols, 

Hon. Mention: I. MARKS, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
(Shredded Wheat) 
" Unfinished Portraits," by Jennette Lee 

Hon. Mention: Miss J A N E MACKAY, Lethbridge, Alta, 
(Standard Sanitary Mfg. Co.) [Can. 
"Souls Resurgent," by Marion Hamilton Carter 

Hon. Mention: E. H. CHANDLER, Danvers, Mass. 
(Goodyear Tires) 
" Our First War in Mexico," by Farnham Bishop 

Hon. Mention: MERTON W. JUDD, Detroit, Mich. 
(Aeolian) 
" Head Winds," by James B. Connolly 

Hon. Mention : Louis H. GOLDSTEIN, New York, N. Y. 
(Royal Baking Powder) 
"Ten Thousand Miles with a Dog Sled," by Hudson 

Stuck 
Hon. Mention : MISS MlNNE CASTNER, Seattle, Wash. 

(Murad Cigarettes) 
"Enoch Crane," by F. Hopkinson Smith and F. Berk

eley Smith 
Hon. Mention : MRS. E.. TOLLEFSON, Manitowoc, Wis. 

(King Motor Car) 
" After the Manner of Men," by Francis Lynde 

NOTE: Awards for the criticisms of the advertising in the October SCRIBNER announced in December. 

Address, Service Department 

CHARLES S C R I B N E R ' S SONS 

A R E Y O U L O O K I N G F O R " J U S T T H E R I G H T S C H O O L " ? 
Consul t our School and College Service Depa r tmen t . Individual a t tent ion will be cheerfully given to your 
requirements wi thout cost to you. Announcements of the best pr ivate schools and colleges, pages 45 to 51 . 
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MAGAZINE NOTES 

"BUNNER SISTERS" 
SUMMARY OF PART I 

MMRS. WHARTON'S story opens in a New York side street, doomed to de
cline, near Stuyvesant Square, in a very small shop, in the days when Chris
tine Nilsson sang at the Academy of Music. The sign in the shabby base

ment window read Bunner Sisters. The window displayed artificial flowers, wire 
hat frames, and jars of home-made preserves, and the Bunner Sisters were proud of 
the neatness of their shop. They were mildly prosperous; Ann Eliza was the elder 
of the firm and constantly tried to protect her sister, Evelina, who still permitted 
herself the frivolity of waving her pale hair. Ann Eliza introduces to the story the 
keeper of a little shop across the Square, Herman Ramy, who used " to work in Tif
fany's clock department," and from whom Ann Eliza had purchased a clock for 
Evelina's birthday. From this simple incident begins the belated romance of the 
younger sister. Numerous little excursions are made on holidays, and while the 
younger sister has been fascinated by Mr. Ramy, he, obtusely, at the end of the 
first part, proposes to the elder sister, who flatly tells him that she isn't suited to 
him but that Evelina would "miss you awfully." 

SSARA TEASDALE is Mrs. Ernest 
B. Filsinger of St. Louis, Mo., and 
is the author of several volumes of 

poems. Many readers will recall former 
poems of hers in this magazine, among 
them two of specially nota
ble quality, "Helen" and 
" Sappho." 

J J E S S E L Y N C H 
W I L L I A M S h a s 
been a valued con

tributor of stories and 
articles for many years. 
His famous story of news
paper life, "The Stolen 
Story," first appeared in 
this magazine. His book 
about " T h e Freder ick 
Carrolls" was greatly en
joyed, and his recently 
p u b l i s h e d w h i m s i c a l 
story of divorce, "Remat-
ing Time," is meeting with fine success. 
Hardly a college man in the country 
has not read Mr. Williams's Princeton 
stories, for they are not only loyal 
stories of a good Princeton man but 
they are good stories about young men, 
of interest to every one, in or out of col
lege circles. 

VVERNON HOWE BAILEY is an 
artist whose beautiful pencil draw
ings of architectural subjects and 

of picturesque scenes in both city and 

country streets have made him widely 
known. His delicate yet very effective 
drawings in pencil have given him a 
unique place among modern i l lustra
tors. 

ETHEL WATTS 
M U M F O R D , the 
author of "The Bells 

of Cullam," has long been 
well known to readers of 
short stories in various mag
azines. This is her first 
appearance in SCRIBNER'S. 

Ralph D. Paine. 

L. H. BAEKELAND is 
a native of Belgium 
educated in foreign 

universities, who, however, 
has long been a loyal and 
p a t r i o t i c c i t i z e n of t h e 
United States. In a recent 
article he said: ' ' I should 
like to see a law introduced 
whereby every man and wo

man would be compelled to give at least 
one year's work to our Republic, and thus 
earn their full citizenship and the right 
to vote." He is recognized everywhere 
as one of the most distinguished chemists 
and electrical experts. The subject of 
his article is one of vital interest to the 
nation. He is a member of the Naval 
Consulting Board of the United States. 

FRANCIS CHARLES MACDON-
ALD is an associate professor of 
English at Princeton. 

(Continued on page 6.) 4 
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The above illustrates a reproduction of an Antique Iran Rug of the Safavid Dynasty 
(XVI Century) made upon our own looms in the East; size 20 ' 9" X I 5 ' 0 " ; price $1400. 

The Hidden Story In a Rug 
FREE from the orthodox Islamic restraint in respect to the 
* depiction of birds, beasts, or human forms, the Shiite artists 
wove into their rugs symbols expressing something of the 
thought and philosophy of their era. 

The "Lion attacking the Stag" shown in the above design, 
emblematic of light prevailing over darkness, and the Phoenix, 
symbolical of life and resurrection, reveal an interest and 
charm not found in commonplace modern Oriental rugs. 

Our reproductions follow faithfully the best masterpieces 
of the early Eastern weavers and cost no more than many of 
the ordinary market rugs of trade. 

W e shall be pleased to give further information regarding 
our stock, if desired. 

W . & J. SLOANE 
Direct Importers of Eastern Rugs 

Interior Decorators Floor Coverings and Fabrics Furniture Makers 

FIFTH AVENUE AND FORTY-SEVENTH STREET, NEW YORK 

WASHINGTON, D. C. / SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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RRALPH D. PAINE was a famous 
Yale oarsman when in college, and 
he has been identified with articles 

and books on college topics ever since 
his graduation. He has recently finished 
a long cruise on a big coasting schooner, 
one of the vessels about which he writes 
so interestingly in this number. 

EEDITH WHARTON (now living in 
Paris) has been mentioned many 
times before in these pages. 

including what he considers the best short 
stories of 1915. 

RR O B E R T W. S N E D D O N is a 
writer of short stories. This is his 
first appearance in the Magazine. 

J JAMES HUNEKER is one of the 
most brilliant and entertaining of 
modern essayists. He has for many 

years been a recognized authority on mu
sical and art matters, and is an accom
plished musician himself. 

BBRANDER MATTHEWS is a pro
fessor in Columbia College, and 
in the preceding number there was 

a paragraph telling about his work. 

CCHARLES BELMONT DAVIS is 
a brother of the late Richard 
Harding Davis, and has been 

known for a long time as a successful 
writer of short stories. 

EEVELYN HARDY is a granddaugh
ter of Arthur Sherburne Hardy, 
the novelist and poet. In a letter 

from him that came with the verses, he 
said: "The enclosed lines are by my 
granddaughter Evelyn, aged 13.'' 

PPEARCE BAILEY, M.D., is a prom
inent physician of New York who 
has made a special study of the 

mind and of the educational methods 
that contribute to fitting young men for 
the best work they are capable of. 

EEDWARD J. O'BRIEN is a Harvard 
man who has been in newspaper 
work for a number of years, and 

has been especially identified with the 
Boston Transcript. Mr. O'Brien has for 
several years made a special study of the 
short story, and has published a volume 

CCLIFFORD W. ASHLEY, who 
painted the frontispiece, "The Last 
Whaler," for the number, is a resi

dent of New Bedford, the greatest of the 
old whaling towns, and for years he has 
made the subject of whaling and the old 
whaling ships a personal one. One of the 
New Bedford newspapers, in reviewing an 
exhibition of Mr. Ashley's pictures, said: 

"Few painters know the sea as Ashley 
knows it; while other marine painters 
have been content to set up their easels 
on the shore, or to skirt the coast in sum
mer yachting days, Ashley has shared 
the hardships and dangers of the rough 
water sailor's life. The ocean Ashley 
paints is the ocean he saw as a foremast 
hand on the bark Sunbeam, or studied 
from the rolling lightship on Nantucket 
shore. He has fished the length of the 
coast and worked at Cuttyhunk helping 
the fishermen set their nets." 

Mr. Ashley was among the pupils of 
the late Howard Pyle, who did such an 
immense service in helping and develop
ing the genius of the young men who 
came under his influence. 

Clifford W. Ashley. 

FFRANK WEITENKAMPF is the 
curator of prints in the great New 
York Public Library, and is an au

thority on the subject of prints and the 
various reproductive arts. 

6 

MMARTHA HASKELL CLARK is 
a poet whose verses have before 
appeared in the Magazine. 
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D R E S C R I B E D more in detail 
-•-^in Mott's new 138 page 
"Bathroom Book", which illus
trates the latest examples of 
plumbing fixtures for bathroom, 
kitchen and laundry, and shows 
22 model bathrooms, with full 
descriptions and prices. Mailed 
for 4c postage. 

Any plumber can give you an 
estimate on Mott's plumbing 
fixtures installed complete. 

OOUR newest contribution to modern 
bathroom equipment is the vitreous 

china lavatory with vitreous china wall 
brackets. A high grade Mott fixture of 
exceptional beauty. Eliminates the usual 
pedestal—simplifies bathroom cleaning. 

Another new Mott fixture is the needle 
and rain shower in combination with 
Mott ' s light-weight porcelain bath. W h e n 
not in use the needle shower arms fold 
back, against the wall. 

T H E J. L. M O T T I R O N W O R K S 
Fifth Avenue and 17th Street 

1828—Eightyeight years of Supremacy—1916 
Seattle Portland, Ore. 
Cleveland tWashington, D.C. 

+ Detroil Columbia, S. C. 
tDes Moines New Orleans 
+Toledo Denver 

fBoston 
Pittsburgh 

tChicago 
Minneapol is 
At lanta 

tPh i l ade lph ia 

New York 

tSan Francisco 
tSt. Louis 
"("Montreal, Can. 

San Antonio 
Dallas, Texas 

tShowrooms equipped with model bathrooms 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

MOTT'S PLUMBING 



TTHE first complete, uniform set of 
the works of J. M. Barrie, with the 
exception of a subscription edition, 

has just been issued. There are ten vol
umes, bound in limp leather, which may 
be purchased separately as well as by 
the set, and all of Barrie's writings are 
included. 

II R E L A N D h a s 
her "Lit t le Peo
ple," Germany 

h e r " G n o m s ," 
S c a n d i n a v i a her 
"Trols," A m e r i c a 
—wel l , A m e r i c a 
didn't know it, but 
she has her own 
f a i r i e s , too—the 
Munes. They live 
a m o n g the dead -
wood on New Eng
land hillsides and 
a long her c o a s t s , 

and lurk about the roots of the forest 
trees; the most fascinating, grotesque, ex
pressive little people imaginable. Their 
discoverer is Frederick Judd Waugh, the 
distinguished marine painter; and he has 
written a book about them called "The 
Clan of Munes," just now published. 
The word "unique" can be used of its 
pictures with absolute veracity—there 
are forty-seven of them, representing the 
life and story of the Munes. 

TTHE French Ambassador, J. J. Jusse-
rand, speaking at a reception given 
him at the City Hall of New York 

on Lafayette Day, September 6, turned 
to Doctor Finley, Commissioner of Edu
cation, and complimenting him upon his 
book, " The French in the Heart of Amer
ica," said that the title seemed to him 
to have a special significance, since it 
could be interpreted in two ways, and 
that he hoped that its unintended mean
ing was true and would become ever more 
true. The book is an account of the 
French explorers and settlers in America, 
and of the present situation and influence 
of their descendants. If Doctor Finley 
had spoken later he might have found 

8 (Continued on page 10.) 

an opportunity to return the compli
ment by a play upon Ambassador Jusse-
rand's title to his own recently pub
lished book, "With Americans of Past 
and Present Days," a book which has 
run into its third edition. 

AARE you a Nordic?—a member of 
that greater breed whose conquer-

L ing march through history is 
traced by Madison Grant in "The Pass
ing of the Great Race"? No reader 
with a spark of egoism but will ask him
self this—the answer lies in the shape of 
his head and in his complexion—as he 
turns the fascinating pages of this inter
pretation of history in terms of anthro
pology. It is, in fact, a history of Europe 
written in terms of the great biological 
movement which may be traced back to 
the teachings of Galton and Weissmann. 
I t is history as influenced by hereditary 
impulses, predispositions, and tenden
cies which, as highly distinctive racial 
traits, date back many thousands of 
years, and were originally formed long 
before the advent of civilization. Their 
formation began in that dark period of 
human history so much clarified by 
Henry Fairfield Osborn in his " Men of the 
Old Stone Age." Professor Osborn has 
written the introduction to this volume. 

MMRS. WHARTON'S new volume 
of stories includes "Xingu," "The 
Long Run," "The Triumph of 

N i g h t , " " K e r f o l , " " C o m i n g Home," 
"Other Times, Other Manners," "The 
Choice," and "Bunner Sisters." The 
title-story is a humorous one, satirizing 
a community of literary and artistic souls. 
Others are of great timely interest. 
"Coming H o m e " is a story of the war; 
"The Triumph of Night " a story of the 
supernatural with a striking contempora
ry setting; and "Kerfol" one of strange 
originality and power. 

MMRS. FRANCIS KING, the presi
dent of the WTomen's National 
Agricultural and Horticultural 

Association, and the author of "The 
Well-Considered Garden," has super-

BOOK NOTES 
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COTTON as a W O R L D POWER 
By JAMES A. B. SCHERER 

Author of " The Japanese Crisis" 

A work of sound scholarship, giving the history of cotton, with special stress 
on its influence on the entire industries of any nation or period. Professor 
Scherer shows t h a t just a few southern s tates have annually maintained 
the balance of t rade in favor of the United States , and tha t this single sta
ple product has had the power for centuries largely to control the character 
and degree of the world's civilization. Cloth, large limo, net $2.00 

JACOBEAN FURNITURE B y H E L E N C H U R C H I L L C A N D E E 
Author of "The Tapestry Book" etc. 

A book for the general reader as well as the collector, bringing out especially 
the personal connection between antiquities and the great people of their era. 
T h e relation between Jacobean styles and those of the European courts of the 
17th century is also emphasized. Cloth, Soo, net $1.25 

NEW FICTION 

WITTE ARRIVES By ELIAS T O B E N K I N 

Professor William Lyon Phelps of Yale compares " Wi t t e Arrives " with M a r y 
Antin 's brilliant book " T h e Promised L a n d " and says: " W e Americans ought 
to be hearti ly grateful for both books." 
" An int imate and convincing picture of the Jewish immigrant family and its 
absorption into the best kind of ' Americanism.' "—N. Y. Evening Sun. 
' ' Wi t te Arr ives ' is more than a novel—it is an impor tant sociological 

treatise."—Chicago Herald. Cloth, 12mo, net $1.25 

The NEST-BUILDER By BEATRICE FORBES-ROBERTSON HALE 
Author of "What Women Want" 

T h e story of a love-match in which comes conflict between the artistic tem
perament and the home-making instinct. 
" The story is clearly conceived and cleanly carried through. I t s life is genuine 
and of unfailing interest ."—Boston Herald. Cloth, 12mo, net $1.35 

The GUIDING THREAD B y B E A T R I C E H A R R A D E N 
Author of " Ships That Pass in the Night," etc. 

" I t is an adventurous , joyous tale of one woman's feet upon the Broad High
way, . . . touched with mysticism, enriched with many encounters, many 
interesting interludes and people worth while; it is brightened with humor, very 
human, and deliberately but not forcedly optimistic."—.V. }' . Tribune. 

Cloth, 12mo, net $1.35 

MR. WILDRIDGE of the BANK By LYNN DOYLE 

A novel of progressive Ireland, rich in humor and keen characterization. A 
scheme to build a woolen mill in Por tnamuck involves Mr . Wildridge, the clever 
bank manager, the intriguing blacksmith, the rector 's p re t ty daughter , and 
other village characters, each a joy in himself. Cloth, \imo, net $1.30 

The SIX-POINTED CROSS in the DUST 
B y J O H N R O L A N D , Author of " The Good Shepherd" 

There is in this story the same free, unconventional spirit t ha t endeared " The 
Good Shepherd " to so many readers. The hero is a modern knight-errant who 
travels over Europe meeting with extraordinary adventures and doing astonish
ing deeds. Cloth, 12mo, net $1.30 

Publishers FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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From " O u r Hispanic Southwest," by Ernest Peixotto. 

vised the publication in America of 
"Studies in Gardening," by A. Clutton-
Brock, of the London Times; for she be
lieves that his studies are of the best 
of all gardening literature and have an 
especial interest for American gardeners. 
Mr. Clutton-Brock writes of English 
gardening, but so largely of the general 
theory and practice of the art that his 
work is equally valuable in America; and 
Mrs. King in her notes has thoroughly 
adapted it to American climatic condi
tions. 

FFRIENDS and relatives of soldiers 
on the border in Arizona, Texas, and 
New Mexico could gain nowhere 

a better sense of the nature of those re
gions than by reading Ernest Peixotto's 
new book, "Our Hispanic Southwest," 
and looking at his charming pictures. 
Of course he is concerned mainly with 
especially beautiful and picturesque places 
and objects which are beyond the reach of 
many of the men in the border camps; 
but you get the look and the feel of the 
country from his pages. 

WW H E N I was young I had a little 
friend," says E. H. Sothern, 
"and one day, when other lit

tle friends were invited to a festivity, I 
said: ' Look here ! You hide behind this 

curtain, and then nobody will know where 
you are.' 

' ' But,' said my little friend, ' nobody 
cares!' 

"The pitiful experience indicated by 
this remark has remained with me, and I 
have frequently thought that when we 
are prepared to jump out from behind 
our curtain and surprise people with 
our opinions we should be warned by 
my small friend's pathetic conclusion. 

"However, we never profit by other 
people's experience, so here I am." 

If, according to his meaning, Mr. 
Sothern had "profited," the reading pub
lic would enormously have lost; for this 
figurative jump from behind the curtain 
is represented by "The Melancholy Tale 
of ' M e , ' " his delightful volume of "Re
membrances," of which this quotation is 
the preface. 

MMARION HAMILTON CARTER, 
the author of "Souls Resurgent," 
is a New Yorker and a graduate 

of Vassar who has written fiction for a 
number of years with great success, but 
in all cases, up to the present one, under 
no name at all or an assumed one. The 
scenes of her stories have always been the 
West, as in the present instance—a Wyo
ming ranch. But this is the reverse of 
a typical Western romance. 

10 
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Fifth Avenue, New York, before the Hotel 
Plaza and the Sherman statue—the great
est automobile parade way in th, world. Buy Goodyear Cords 

BecauseThey're Better 
There is just one sensible reason for paying 
the higher price for a Goodyear Cord tire. 

Y o u can count on this tire to give you su
perior serv ice—greater comfort, surer se
curity, longer wear. 

T h e explanation of such service is the con
struction of the tire itself—its extreme flex-
bility, its high quality, its supple strength. 

T h e guarantee of such service is the 
Goodyear policy of full value to the buyer 
in every instance. 

Proof of both, if further proof were need
ed, is to be found in the everyday perform
ance of Goodyear Cord tires, and in the 
steadily growing demand for them in all 
parts of America. 

Goodyear Tires, Heavy Tourist 
Tubes and Tire Saver' 'Accessories 
are easy to get from Goodyear Serv
ice Station Dealers everywhere. 

T h e Goodyear T i r e & Rubber C o m p a n y 
Akron, Ohio 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Told in a French Garden 
By Mildred Aldrich 

The new book by the author of A Hilltop on the 
Marne. 

August, 1914—ominous days—finds a group of de
lightful Americans holding a house-party near Paris. 
War!— and with it heated discussion! So they fall 
to telling stories—each in turn. The stories are capital 
—read them and see!—but the war comes nearer and 
nearer, until— 
/2mo. With a photogravure frontispiece. Net $1.25 

DR. NICK 
By L. M. STEELE 

Perhaps no novel like this ever came out of America 
before. It is a book that would enrich any publishing 
season, yet a book not for this season alone, but for 
many seasons to come. Possibly Dostoievsky might 
have written it—yec it is American to the core. Un
questionably the story of Nick and Naida is one of 
the world's great love-stories. It is a strong book, 
worth reading. 

i2mo. With a frontispiece in color. Net $1.40 

The House of Luck 
By HARRIS DICKSON 

A fine, stirring tale of Mississippi in the thirties. 
You surrender to the spell of a master story-teller and 
thank fortune for his wizardry. 

i2mo. Illustrated by E. M. Ashe. Net $ I . J J 

The 

Stranger at the Hearth 
By KATHARINE METCALF ROOF 

A story of present-day New York and its reaction 
on a charming woman, who, after a ten years' absence, 
returns to visit it with her husband, an interesting 
Italian nobleman. A novel that every cultivated 
reader will enjoy. 

i2mo. Net $/.jJ 

The 

Clue of theTwisted Candle 
By EDGAR WALLACE 

A detective and mystery story that is just what the 
lovers of detective stories are looking for. And the 
author has the literary "touch," too, so that his work 
is a delight to read. 

12mo. Frontispiece in color. Net $1.25 

Small, Maynard & Company 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Boston Publishers 

Just Published 

Yale Cylinder Night Latch, No. 44 

A real safeguard 
against all intrusion 

This Yale Cylinder Night Latch cannot be 
forced, or tampered with through the crack of the 
door. Either by itself, or as reinforcement for a 
doubtful lock, on any door, front, rear or closet— 
it affords real protection and security against 
sneak thieves and curious intruders. An auto
matic deadlock that opens only to its own key. 

You will not need to worry when your doors 
are protected with Yale Night Latches. You can 
see this Yale Cylinder Night Latch, No. 44, as 
illustrated, at your hardware dealer's. 

Look for the name Yale on Door Closers. 
Padlocks, Night Latches, House Hard
ware and Chain Hoists. 

The Yale & Towne Mfg. Co., 9 East 40th St., New York 

The Yale Door Closer con
trols and closes your doors 
always and quietly. 
It brings better health and 
greater comfort. A neces
sity in refined homes. 

Yale " Standard" Padlock— 
a Yale leader. The ideal 
•watchman. It never leaves 
its job ; never lets go until 
it is opened luith its otvn key. 
Ask to see series Xo. Soo. 

YALE 

Pincus Hood 
By Arthur Hodges 

A novel t h a t enriches 
our l i terature with a new 
and much-loved personality 
—as the m a n y printings 
of the book bear 
witness. 

I2tno. Illustrated. 

Net $1.40 

I2T7W. 

Frontispiece. 

Net %i.3S 

The 
Beloved Son 

By Fanny Kemble Johnson 

A beautiful s tory t h a t 
has qualities of perma

nence. 
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Dodd, Mead & Company's Latest Publications 
All Prices Net 

From the Housetops 
By GEORGE BARR McCUTCHEON 
Author of " Brewster's Millions," " Graustark," etc. 

Imagine a great Trus t to promote the idea t ha t 
Society should have the right to take the final step 
in alleviating hopeless human suffering! Then, 
too, a great fortune, a great love, and a great 
greed complicate the plot. I l lustrated, $1.40. 

D a m a r i s 
By LUCAS MALET 
Author 0/ "Sir Richard Calmady" etc. 

The East—passionate , mysterious, fascinating 
— a n d the love of a strong man, his domineering 
and not over-scrupulous na ture hardened by auto
cratic au thor i ty in India . $1.40. 

The Old Blood 
By FREDERICK PALMER 
Author of " Tlie Last Shot," " My Year of the Great War," etc. 

A romance of the great war—telling of human 
values and of human issues in the crucible of the 
great world conflict. $1.40. 

The Chief Legatee 
By ANNA KATHARINE GREEN 
Author of " The Leavenworth Case," " Dark Hollow" etc. 

" A thriller of the First Wate r . " 
—Philadelphia North American. 

Frontispiece, $1.35. 

The W r a c k of the Storm 
By MAURICE MAETERLINCK 

A great plea for Belgium and for humani ty— 
the most important Maeterl inck book yet pub
lished. Cloth, $1.50. Limp leather, $1.75. 

The N e w York of the Novelists 
By ARTHUR BARTLETT MAURICE 
Editor of " The Bookman." 

The famous and picturesque old literary landmarks, haunted by the memories of the wel 
loved masters of fiction, that are serving to crystallize the literary traditions and customs 
of New York. Profusely illustrated from photographs. $2.00. 

Love and Lucy 
By MAURICE HEWLETT 
Author of " The Forest Lovers," " Richard, Yea and Nay," etc. 

All the sentiment and delicacy of Hewlet t ' s 
mediaeval stories are in this modern romance of 
a great love and of a great woman who rose above 
conventions. $1.35. 

The Tutor 's Story 
By CHARLES KINGSLEY 
Author of "Westward, Hoi," " Uypalia," etc, 

A posthumous story completed by his daughter , 
" L u c a s M a l e t , " describing the wonderful ad
ventures of a tu tor among England 's great coun
try families. $1.35. 

W a t e r m e a d s 
By ARCHIBALD MARSHALL 
Author of " Exlon Manor," etc. 

" E x t r a o r d i n a r y charm . . . moves along like 
beautiful voices with orchestral accompaniment . 
. . . I have read all his novels, and have never 
finished one without wishing t ha t we could follow 
his people farther. . . . If there are any readers 
who do not like M r . Marshal l ' s novels, I am 
sorry for them."—Professor William Lyon Phelps, 
of Yale University, in " The Dial." $1.50 

The Short Cut 
By JACKSON GREGORY 
Author of " The Outlaw," etc. 

A western romance of thrilling adventure— 
ranch life, the sandy desert, the rugged mountains 
and the reckless primeval people who live out 
their lives there. I l lustrated in color, $1.35. 

Memor ies of the Fatherland 
By ANNE TOPHAM 
Author of " Memories of the Kaiser's Court." 

The best of Germany, the Germany of a saner, 
happier t ime, when peace reigned and all seemed 
well with the world. I l lustrated, $3.00. y 

/ / 
/ 

The Life of the Caterpi l lar 
By J . HENRI FABRE 
Author of " The Hunting Wasps," etc. 

Fabre shows us with scientific precision, yet vivid descriptive force 
and with the imagination of a poet, insects—their lives, loves, come
dies and tragedies, duplicating the passions of human nature. $1.50. 

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY 
4 4 3 FOURTH AVE.. NEW YORK 

/ / 
Sc. 

11-16 

/ A * O u r h a n d -
v ^ some illustrated 

4 ^ / catalog will be sent 
to any address—there 

are many other interest-
V\/' 'ng books and many for the 

O , ' children as well. 

/ 
./ v..„„ 

L>. M. & Co. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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" Now, here is a good story for all that revel in ancient days and panoramic pictures of vivid 
scenes long past, a romantic novel of the heroic age in Ireland."—Chicago Post. 
" A colorful tale with plenty of incident and adventure."—New York Times. 
" A romantic and heroic tale . . . notable in vigor and at times almost Homeric in its tales 
of fighting and feasting."—Outlook. 
" An eventful and stirring tale."—New York Sun. 

Ii25 net By FRANCIS O SULLIVAN TIGHE 
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

THE PORTION OF A CHAMPION 
" It certainly is good, robust reading, with a touch in it of the childhood of the world."—New York Tribune. 
" A narrative well and bravely told, saturated with the old courageous and care-free atmosphere of Ireland." 

—Baltimore Sun. 

Are You Equipped 
To Win Success? 

How many unfamiliar names, new words, and puzzling war terms 
did you skip over as blank space in this morning's paper because of 
ignorance? 

If you are asked the value of a Yen, 
the location of Nigeria, the capital of 
Abyssinia, or the pronunciation of 
Przemysl, do you hesitate or become 
embarrassed? 

How many business 
letters have come to 
your attention to-day 
containing poor choice 
of words, careless 
punctuation, incorrect 
spelling? 

Do technical terms 
in an automobile cata
logue convey a mean

ing to you? Do you know that the 
familiar word Khaki is derived from the 
Persian word meaning dust? Is Hong
kong a city or an Island? How much 

more interesting a 
Nasturtium appears 
when you remember 
that the name comes 
to us from the Latin 
word meaning " nose 
twister". 

If you are seeking 
efficiency and ad
vancement— 

WEBSTER'S N E W INTERNATIONAL 
Dictionary provides the means to Win Success. 

I t is an all-knowing teacher, a universal question answerer, made by specialists to 
meet your needs. Hundreds of thousands of people in all walks of life use, 
enjoy, and profit from this vast fund of information. /tf 

GRAND PRIZE (Highest Award) Panama-Pacific Exposition. 
400,000 Vocabulary Terms. New Gazetteer, nearly 30,000 
Hundreds of NEW Words not Subjects. 

given in any other dictionary. Thousands of other References. 
12,000 Biographical Entries. 6000 Il lustrations. 2700 Pages. 

Write for specimen pages of Regular and India-Paper Editions. 
FREE a set of pocket maps if you mention Scribners. 

G. & C. MERRIAM CO., Springfield, Mass., U.S.A. 
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-NEW FALL PUBLICATIONS-] 

THE SINS OF 
THE CHILDREN 

By COSMO 
HAMILTON 

Author of 
'The Blindness of Virtue 

HERE is a story of endless thrill and romance, 
*- A perhaps the most thought-provoking novel 
of American family life published in recent years; 
a story of youth's temptations which will 
cause many parents to ask themselves " Have 
I done my duty by my children?" 

" He writes like a man inspired to do a thing that will 
convince and impress."—Book News Monthly. 

Frontispiece. $1.40 net 

THE WOMAN GIVES By OWEN 
JOHNSON 
Written by the author of " The Salamander." Inga Sonderson, gifted, beautiful, having much 
to give, gives much, and counts not the cost so long as she gains her object—the regeneration 
of a man. The author 's most splendid achievement. 

Illustrations by Howard Chandler Christy. $1.40 net 

B I G T I M B E R THE KINGDOM OF THE BLIND 
By Ber t r and W. Sinclair By E. Phi l l ips O p p e n h e i m 

The best out-of-doors story he ever wrote ." Depicts the ceaseless struggle of the English War 
—N. Y. Herald. $>i-35 net Office against the German Secret Service. $1.35 net 

CHLOE MALONE THE WORN DOORSTEP 
By F a n n i e Heasl ip Lea By Margare t Sherwood 

A charming love story of New Orleans, with a An American girl opens wide the door of her 
captivat ing heroine who wanted to marry a cottage in England to refugees from Belgium—-
millionaire. $1.35 net an unusual story. $1-25 net 

FROM THE DEEP WOODS TO CIVILIZATION 
By Char les A. E a s t m a n . Chapters in the autobiography of an Indian. The life story of 
the nephew of Sitting Bull. Illustrated. &vo. $2.00 net 

THE QUEST OF THE QUAINT 
By Virginia Robie 

An at t ract ive, well-illustrated book for those 
interested in old furniture, mirrors, glassware, 
etc. $2.00 net 

THE MOTHERCRAFT MANUAL 
By Mary L, Read 

An invaluable work by the director of the 
School of Mothercraft , N . Y. 

$1.25 net 

TALKS ON BUSINESS CORRESPONDENCE 
A standard and authori tat ive text book on letter writing, sales campaigns, handling of mail, 
filing system, etc .—By the advertising manager of the N . E. Telephone Co. $1.00 net 

Send for FREE Booklets—"Books on the Drama "—"Holiday Catalog "—"Fall List. " 

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, Publishers, BOSTON, MASS. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

By WILLIAM 
C. BAMBURGH 
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In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

ONE CAN LIVE W I T H O U T , A R T - B U T NOT SO W E L L 

The Medici Prints The Copley Prints 
After ilie Old M.isii-s " Tlic finest of all reproductions in 

color; (heir perfection is lutie snort ut amaz ing , " says J he 
London Times. 

Masterpieces of American Art, reproduced in rich sepia tone, 
some in color. For twenty-one years a hall-mark of yood taste 
III pictures. 

For Gifts, and for decoration in one 's own home, they are of 
the highest distiiictiou. J lie British Museum itself has the 
entire series. 

Prices, 12.50 to $20.00, Also Hedlel Mnlatorea at 2!i and r.0 
cents. Careful attention to appropriate framing. Fra Angelica's 
The Annunciation above, 23x18 , $12.00; properly framed, 
$20.00. 

Orders for COPLEY PRINTS and MEDICI P K I N T S may be 
sent to either Company. 

At art stores, or send 2.ri cents <stamps'! Tor Illustrated Catalogue 
(a work of art itself) and select Prints to be sent to you prepaid 
on approval. 

Published by the new American Branch of 

THE MEDICI SOCIETY, 163 Harcourt St., BOSTON 
Salesroom: Pierce Building', opp. Public Library 

Unsurpassed for clfls and for one 's own home. Of our 
COPLEY PKINTS of bis Holy Grail the late Edwin A. Abbey 
said, " I could not wish be t te r . " 

Prices, $i 50 to ?10.00 and upwards. Winslow Homer 's above 
masterpiece, The Gale, 8 x 13, $3.00 ; 12 x 20, $6.00. Suitably 
framed, $6.00 and $12.00. 

Your old Family Portrait* reproduced privately,—daguerreo
types, old faded photographs , t intypes, etc. ,—make unique 
gifts to your relatives. 

At art stores, or send 2*i cents (stamps) for Illustrated Catalogue 
(practically a Handbook of American Art), and make selections 
to be sent to you prepaid on approval. 

Above picture copyright by 

CURTIS & CAMERON, 163 Harcourt St., BOSTON 
! Salesroom : Pierce Building, opp . Public Library 

Ridpath's 
History of the World 

At a Bargain 

We will name our special low price and easy terms only m 
direct letters to those mailing us the Coupon below. Tear off 
Coupon, write name and address plainly, and mail now 
b e f o r e y o u f o r c e t i t . The 46 Free Sample Pages will give you some 
idea of the splendid illustrations and wonderfully beautiful style in which 
the work is written. Thousands have already availed themselves of our 
offer and every purchaser is more than satisfied. M a l l C o u p o n N o w . 

4000 Paifps 
2000 Pictures 

N i n e 
Hlsr 
Vole. 

FREE I COUPON 
W E S T E R N N E W S P A P E R A S S O C I A T I O N m t 

110 Booth Dearborn St . , Chicago, 111. 
Please mail your 46-patre free sample booklet of Ridpath's History of 

the World, containing- photogravures of Napoleon, Socrates, Caesar and 
other great characters in history, Map of European War Zone, and write 
me full particulars of your special offer to Scribnor's readers . 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

BARTLETT BOOKS ARE BETTER 
L I L I E S O F T H E V A L L E Y 

A tremendous poetical success 
B y P E R C I V A L W . W E L L S 

Author of " The Son of Man " 
51 Love Poems, Finely Illustrated, $1.00 postpaid 

BARTLETT P U B L I S H I N G C O . 
I . W A N T A G H , N.Y. 

I am a Mune. 
See ad. pages 8 and 25. 



Scribner's for Christmas 
A gift which is renewed twelve times 

throughout the year 

T H I S is a reproduction of the 
unusually handsome Christ
mas Card which we will send 
for you — to carry your Holi
day Greetings and to tell 
your friends tha t your gift of 
Scribner's Magazine will arrive 
twelve times in 1917. 

A SUBSCRIPTION to Scribner's 
is a peculiarly appropriate gift 
for a discerning friend. It pre
supposes a fondness for the best 
in contemporary literature and 
art. It expresses an appreciation 
of a well-balanced, intelligent 
magazine. It is at once a com
pliment to another's taste and an 
indication of unusual thoughtful-
ness on the giver's part. There 
is something of permanence in it, 
too, for the pleasure of receiving 

Scribner's is renewed twelve times throughout the year. 

Think of those people for whom it is usually most 
difficult to choose a Christmas gift. 
Write down " Subscription to Scrib
ner's " opposite their names on your 
Christmas list. Then send us your 
check for $3 for each name. What 
else could you send that would give 
both you and the recipient so much 
pleasure and satisfaction ? 

• DETACH AND MAIL 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
597 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Send Scribner's Magazine for one year beginning with t h e . 
from me to 

Name _ 

number and a gift card 

Address. 

A subscription to Scribner'a i-; $3.00 a year. If you S i g l i e < L 
prefer, this amount will be charged to your account 
and a bill rendered the first of the month. Additional 
subscriptions may be sent on the margin of this page. 

16a 



Scribner's for 1917 
NOVELS 

KATHARINE FULLERTON 
GEROULD'S First Serial Story 

"A Change of Air" 
Mrs. Gerould, whose volume "Vain Obla
tions" and short stories in Scribner's made 
such a decided impression in recent years, 
has written her first novel, which will be 
published in these pages in 1917. It is called 
" A Change of Air" and is concerned with 
the unusually human situations which de
velop when a woman distributes her for
tune among a varied group of persons so 
that they may be free to follow their bent. 
It is a present-day comedy, as rich in feel
ing as it is bright with laughter, and its 
appearance is an event of importance to 
our readers. 

FRANCIS LYNDE'S 
'Stranded in Arcady" 

This novel of love and 
adventure in the Cana
dian wilderness is based 
upon the unique situa
tion of two people who 
find themselves ma
ned by aeroplane in 
a country of which they 
know as little as they 
do of one another. The 
author and the illustra
tor are shown here dis
cussing the pictures for 
this story. 

Drawn by F. V. Yohn 

The lieioineof one of John Fox's 
Kentucky mountain stories 

J O H N FOX, JR. 

author of "The Trail of 
the Lonesome Pine," 
will c o n t r i b u t e six 
short stories in the 
coming year — tales of 
Happy Valley in the 
Kentucky mountains. 
Each one depicts a 
unique mountain char
acter. 

SHORT STORIES 
HENRY VAN DYKE 
MARY RAYMOND SHIPMAN ANDREWS 
MARY SYNON 
JAMES R. CONNOLLY 
ARMISTE YD C. GORDON 
RALPH D. PAINE 
GORDON ARTHUR SMITH 
GEORGE T. MARSH 
LOUIS DODGE 
CAPTAIN HUGH JOHNSON, and many others 

ART FEATURES 
During the year a series of color reproduc
tions of Modern Paintings will be published 
as Frontispieces of Scribner's Magazine. It 
will be international in character and, in a 
general way, will follow the continuous line 
of development from the Old Masters to the 
modern development. 
Another series of importance will be un
usual picture-groups of American Scenes by 
Elmendorf and others, showing Chicago, 
West Point, and Annapolis. 
The Field of Art each month will contain a 
short popular article on a topic of current 
interest. 

16b 

Fi.-mrt- Lvnde I1eft\ author of 
"Stranded in A ready ," and Ar-
thni ' I" Berber, the illustrator 



Scribner's for 1917 

The guacliaro bird desc ibed I y 
Theodore Roosevelt 

THE WEST INDIES 
where many are travelling who cannot" Go Abroad." 

T H E O D O R E ROOSEVELT describes in 
two articles his notable trip among the Isl

ands and tells many 
interesting facts about 
a novel Tropical Out-
Door Laboratory. The 
illustration here shows 
the now-famous bird, 
which lives in caves. 

•BARBADOES: A 
S u c c e s s f u l N e g r o 
State." By Professor 
Henry Jones Ford. 

"NASSAU: A Winter's Tr ip" : Drawings 
and description by Oscar Frederick Howard. 

NOTABLE ARTICLES 
HENRY JAMES: Two posthumous papers 
of autobiography — reminiscences and an
ecdotes of London life, of Tennyson, George 
Eliot, and Lowell as Minister to Great 
Britain, and other famous Victorians. 

North of the Headwaters of Peace River — 
"Beyond the farthest camp-fire and the last 
tin can " is a region of mighty canyons, rush
ing rivers, and mountain peaks. Dr. Paul 
L. Haworth—historical and outdoor man 
—will describe his adven
tures. 

"STANDARDS—LITER
ARY AND ARTISTIC," by W. 

C. Brownell—critical es
says of great interest. 

SOTHERN 
AND MOTION PICTURES 

MR. SOTHERN, who has recently ap
peared upon the motion-picture screen, will 
describe the differences between acting for 
the theatre and acting for the film. 

P R ES IDE NT NICHOLAS MURRAY 
BUTLER will give his recollections of Eng
lish universities. 

COLONEL EDWIN A. STEVENS, Road 
Commissioner of New Jersey, will write on 
the Nation and Good Roads with reference 
to the appropriation of $85,000,000 made 
by Congress. 

L A W R E N C E 
P E R R Y ' S "Winter 
Sports in Colleges" 
tells about the way in 
which our New Eng
land and Canadian in
stitutions utilize se
vere winters to hold 
carnival on ice and 

E. II Sothein hi the "movies," 
S n O W . "An Enemy of the Kmc " 

BUSINESS ARTICLES 
The Financial World, by Alexander Dana 
Noyes. Every month appear financial arti

cles on topics of current 
importance to the business 
and banking worlds. The 
coming year promises strik
ing and surprising events 
in American finance. Mr. 
Noyes will clarify them. 

Paul L. Haworth 

16c 



The Christmas Scribner's 
THE December Christmas num
ber will be beautiful in its many 
illustrations, some of them in 
color. The contents includes 
nine short stories of rare quality 
and distinction. Especially no
t ab le among t h e m is James 
Whitcomb Riley's "Grandfather" 

LOOK AT THE RICH PROMISE IN THE TITLES AND NAMES BELOW 

JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY— Grandfather—A beautiful little story of old age.. 

HENRY VAN DYKE—War Music—A poem. 

ROBERT GRANT—Feminism in Fiction and Real Life. 

S T O R I E S — " T h e Shadowy Third," by Ellen Glasgow. 
"The Cockatrice's Den," by Armistead C. Cordon. 
"Tropic Madness," by Gordon Arthur Smith. 
"Troop Horse Number One," by Hugh Johnson. 
"The Garden of Bee-Man John," by Margaret A. Wilson. 
"The Social Secretary," by Vesta Tharp. 
"The Victory," by Mildred Cram. 
"A Home for Tatiana," by Katharine Baker. 

THE DANCE — Eight drawings illustrating the development of National Dances, with 
descriptive text by the artist, W. T. Benda. 

FRONTISPIECE, in color, by Wyeth. 

A SUPER WITH SALVINI, by Algernon Tassin. 

THE FIELD OF ART —An article on "The Child in Art," by Mrs. Schuyler van 
Bensselaer. 

16d 
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Scribner Fall Publications 

F. Hopkinson Smith's 
Last Novel 

ENOCH CRANE 

" Enoch Crane him
self is one of Hopkin
son Smith's happiest 
creations—a true New 
Yorker of an older gen
eration." 
— N E W YOKK TRIBUNE. 

" Enoch Crane him
self is the life and son! 
of the book. A delight
ful, old-fashioned gen
tleman, courteous and 
chivalrous, capable of 
the fiercest kind of in
dignation." 

— N E W YORK TIMES. 

" .4 story of very 
great charm." 
—JAMES L. FORD, in the 

N E W YORK HERALD. 

A characteristic story of New York City, planned and begun by the author 
of "Peter ," "For ty Minutes Late," "Kennedy Square," "Felix O'Day," 
and completed from an elaborate synopsis by the novelist's son, 

F. Berkeley Smith 
Is o n sale t o - d a y a t all books tores everywhere 

Illustrated by Alonzo Kimball .d&i&k. $1.35 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH A VENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

From a painting by Rittenbtrg 
F. Hopkinson Smith 
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New Scribner Fiction 

After the Manner of Men B y F r a n c i s L y n d e 

M r . L y n d e ' s new book is a new combina t ion of his favori te e lements of love, a d v e n t u r e , 
and psychology. T h e last factor is the one suggested in the ti t le, the hero ' s va r i an t of 
the classic s t ruggle be tween love and d u t y exhibi t ing m a r k e d h u m a n , not to say par t icu
larly mascul ine , t ra i t s . T h e d r a m a , however , is by no means a l toge ther an inter ior one. 
T h e r e is p l en ty of act ion and , as no reader of M r . L y n d e needs to be told, a m y s t e r y 
a round which it revolves. Illustrated. $1.35 net 

T h e S t o r i e s a n d 

S k e t c h e s of 

H e n r y v a n D y k e 

N E W E D I T I O N 

Seven volumes. Each 
$1.25 net. The set 
in box, $8.50 net 

This new edition 
gives the more luxuri
ous edition, with its 
illustrations in color 
and black-and-white, 
in a somewhat sim
pler binding at a re
duced price. 

"Henry van Dyke is 
like nature in that he never 
does disappoint the hearts 
that love him." 

—Chicago Herald. 

LITTLE RIVERS 
FISHERMAN'S LUCK 
DAYS OFF 

UNKNOWN QUANTITY 
BLUE FLOWER 
RULING PASSION 
OUT-OF-DOORS IN THE 

HOLY LAND 

Bonnie May 
B y L o u i s D o d g e 

" A story as bright and entertaining 
and lovable as this tale of 

Bonnie May 
a child of the stage placed in conven
tional environment, is refreshing to 
read."—New York Post. 

Bonnie May 
is a quaint, lovable, amusing creation, 
and Mr. Dodge is to be congratulated 
upon the skill with which he has drawn 
her picture."—New York Times. 

Bonnie May 
the most charming, diverting, bewitch
ing, and heart-gripping little miss that re
cent fiction has given us ." 

—St. Louis Republic. 

Bonnie May 
the reading public will not willingly lose 
sight of—a character so subtly ingenious 
and so full of grace and charm." 

—Philadelphia North American. 
Illustrated by REGINALD BIRCH. $1.35 net 

U n f i n i s h e d 

P o r t r a i t s 

STORIES OF ARTISTS 

AND M U S I C I A N S 

By Jennette Lee 

These stories of 
some of the greatest 
of the world's artists 
and composers are 
pure fiction, though 
in some cases based 
upon rumored or leg
endary incidents of 
their lives. The book 
includes: " T h e D a y 
Shall Declare I t " of 
Albrecht Durer, " T h e 
Serenade" of Franz 
Schubert, " T h e Un
finished P o r t r a i t " of 
Leonardo da Vinci, 
" Frederic Chopin—A 
Record," " T h e M a n 
with the Glove" of 
Tit ian and Giorgione, 
and " By the Waters " 
of Johann Sebastian 
Bach. 

Si.25 net 

Head Winds B y J a m e s B . C o n n o l l y 

Th i s book is remarkab le for the var ie ty of the stories it conta ins a n d their cha rac t e r s 

which include Cont inen ta l immigran t s , Cen t ra l Amer ican soldiery, Glouces ter f ishermen 

Mississippi rous t abou t s a n d s t e a m b o a t people, Amer ican b lue jackets , a n d newspaper cor

respondents . These are among the best stories M r . Connol ly has ever wr i t t en . A m o n g t h e m 

are " T h e T r a w l e r , " which won the twenty-f ive-hundred-dol lar prize offered by Collier's. 

Illustrated 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

S I . 3 5 net 
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Scribner Fiction 

Xingu and Other Stories By Edi th W h a r t o n 

This volume is a brilliant successor to "Men and Ghosts," Mrs. Wharton's last group 
of stories. I t includes "Xingu," "The Long Run," "The Triumph of Night," "Kerfol," 
"Coming Home," "Other Times, Other Manners," "The Choice," and "Bunner Sisters." 
The title-story is a humorous one, satirizing a community of literary and artistic souls. 

$1.40 net 

T h e P o r t i o n of a 
C h a m p i o n 

By Franc is 
o Sul l ivan t ighe 

" It certainly is good, 
robust reading, with a 
touch in it of the child
hood of the world." 
—New York Tribune. 

" A narrative well and 
bravely told, saturated 
with the old courageous 
and care-free atmos
phere of Ireland." 

—Baltimore Sun. 
" Now, here is a good 

story for all that revel 
in ancient days and pan
oramic pictures of vivid 
scenes long past, a ro
mantic novel of the he
roic age in Ireland." 

-—Chicago Post. 
" A colorful tale with 

plenty of incident and 
adventure." 

—.Yea' York Times. 
" A romantic and he

roic tale . . . notable 
in vigor and at times 
almost Homeric in its 
tales of fighting and 
feasting."—Outlook. 

" A n eventful and 
stirring tale." 

—New York Sun. 
$1.35 net 

Souls Resurgent 
A novel of the West 
whose c o u r a g e and 
veracity in presenting 
t y p i c a l l y A m e r i c a n 
s i t u a t i o n s and con
ditions give it a na
tional significance 

By 

Marion Hamilton Carter 

" Occasionally, at intervals that are far too 
long, there rises from the undistinguished 
and undistinguishable mass of current Amer
ican fiction—facile, pretty, superficial—a real
ist of exceptional gifts and greater promise." 

—New York Tribune. 

S1.35 net 

F a t h e r B e r n a r d ' s 

P a r i s h 

By Florence 
Olmstead 

James L. Ford, in the 
New York Herald, 
says: 

" T o those who are 
sincere in the fre
quently expressed de
sire to know how the 
other half lives, I cor
dially r e c o m m e n d 
M i s s O l m s t e a d ' s 
story, because it is 
one of the most truth
ful pictures of New 
York life that I have 
read in many a long 
day." 

The New York Times 
says: 

" It is a novel worth 
reading for its dra
m a t i c s t o r y , i t s 
touches of genial hu
mor, and its truthful 
picture of an interest
ing phase of American 
life." 

$1.2 <; net 

The Stories of H. C. Bunner 
One vo lume of th is convenien t edit ion includes the two beautiful longer stories of N e w 

York , " T h e M i d g e " a n d " T h e S to ry of a N e w Y o r k H o u s e , " wi th w h a t one of his crit ics 
has called " t h e r ipest of his b o o k s , " " J e r s e y S t ree t and Jersey L a n e , " and the o ther the 
two groups of s tor ies originally publ i shed unde r the t i t les " L o v e in Old C l o a t h e s " a n d 
" Z a d o c P i n e . " 

" In Bunner's work one finds excellent character drawing, and his total contribution to American litera
ture finds a quality for this very reason that insures its permanence."—New York Times. 

First Series—Second Series .jKi~\. Sold separately, each $1.25 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



20 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

Scribner Fiction 

The Eternal Feminine By M a r y R a y m o n d S h i p m a n A n d r e w s 

This volume of stories will be welcomed by the readers of Mrs. Andrews's former vol
ume, " The Eternal Masculine," as well as by many new readers. The stories here grouped 
are among the cleverest she has ever written and are linked together by playful satire of 
feminine weaknesses and whims which characterize each of them. 

Illustrated. $1.35 net 

B y F r a n k H . 
S p e a r m a n 

Nan of Music 
Mounta in 

Illustrated in color by 
N. C. WYETH 

"It is a romantic story 
because it deals simply and 
realistically with the fine, 
true, elemental things of 
life and sees them with 
fresh and reverent eyes." 

—New York Times, 
" M r . Spearman does it 

superlatively well, and, in
cidentally, provides more 
excitement to the page 
than a dozen ordinary sto
ries."—Xew York Globe. 

Si-35 »et 

Held for O r d e r s 
This new edition of 

one of Mr. Spear
man's popular books 
is a series of stories of 
railroading. They 
are: "The Switch
man's Story," "The 
Wiper's Story," "The 
Roadmaster's Story," 
"The Striker's Sto
ry," "The Despatch-
er's Story," "The 
Nightman's Story," 
etc. 
Illustrated. Si.35 net 

The Shepherd Who Watched by Night By Thomas Nelson P a g e 

In this attractive and appropriate form Mr. Page's beautiful little storv of Christmastide 
makes a most welcome addition to "The Perfect Tribute Series" and an ideal gift book. 

The Conscript Mother By R o b e r t H e r r i c k 

This beautiful story of the devotion of an Italian mother to her soldier son in the davs 
just before and after Italy's entrance into the war is perhaps the finest bit of short fiction 
the European conflict has produced. 

Each d&j ^ % . 50 cents net 

Old Glory 
B y M a r y R a y m o n d 
S h i p m a n A n d r e w s 

Author of " The Perfect 
Tribute " 

Three little stories 
of the flag—"The 
Colors," "The Stran
ger Within the 
Gates," and "The 
Star Spangled Ban
ner"— all intensely 
patriotic and all with 
a distinct note of 
timeliness. 

" Patriotic stories that 
deserve to rank with the 
author's ' The Perfect Trib
ute'—and that is, indeed, 
high praise."—TheOutlook. 

A l s o by M a r y R. S. 
A n d r e w s 

THE COUNSEL ASSIGNED 

THE COURAGE OF THE 

COMMONPLACE 

THE PERFECT TRIBUTE 

THE LIFTED BANDAGE 

Illustrated. 50 cents net 

The Works of J. M. Barrie 
Hitherto no complete uniform set of 

the Works of Barrie has been pub
lished in this country except the 
Thistle Edition, sold only by subscrip
tion. This new set of ten volumes, 
substantially and attractively bound in 
leather and sold by the volume or by 
the set, will meet a popular demand. 

Leather. 10 vols. Each $1.65 net 
The set in box, $16.50 net 

AULD LICHT IDYLLS 
WHEN A MAN'S SINGLE 
A WINDOW IN THRUMS 
THE LITTLE MINISTER 
SENTIMENTAL TOMMY 

TOMMY AND GRIZEL 
MY LADY NICOTINE 
THE LITTLE WHITE BIRD 
PETER AND WENDY 
HALF HOURS AND 

DER TAG 
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Scribner Fall Publications 

A Book About the Theater B y B r a n d e r M a t t h e w s 

An exper t on the d r a m a t i c a r t and p lay p roduc t ion has here given a mos t informing 
and popu la r book a b o u t every aspec t of the a r t and business of the s tage . T h e r e is a 
chap t e r on the l imi ta t ions of the s tage , one on d r a m a t i c col laborat ion, and one on a sub
jec t which every year seems to increase in i n t e r e s t—drama t i za t i on of novels and the 
novel iza t ion of p lays . Scene-pain t ing , the opera , the dance , p a n t o m i m e , negro min
s t re l sy—its decline a n d fa l l—var ie ty show, magic , P u n c h and J u d y , p u p p e t s , and the big 
B r o a d w a y p roduc t ion all h a v e their place in this book. Illustrated. $2.50 net 

P o e ' s H e l e n 

By Carol ine T icknor 

A book devoted to 
the romance between 
Edgar Allan Poe and 
Mrs. Sarah Helen 
Whitman, their en
gagement, its break
ing, etc.—in short, 
the whole Whi tman 
episode in Poe's life. 
I t includes Poe's love-
letters, his poems to 
Helen, Mrs. Whit
man's defense of Poe, 
letters from Malarme, 
the French translator 
of " T h e Raven ," and 
a great deal of other 
contributory matter , 
much of it quite new, 
even to Poe students. 
The illustrative mate
rial is particularly in
teresting, comprising 
some ten portraits, 
most of them little 
known, and among 
them two pictures of 
Mrs. Whi tman never 
before reproduced. 
Ill its/rated from photo

graphs. $1.50 net 

Photograph by Sarony 
E. H. Sothern 

The Melancholy Tale of " Me " 
My Remembrances 

By E. H. Sothern 
This is a volume of autobiographic 

reminiscences of the celebrated actor in 
the pages of which are presented most of 
the leaders in the dramat ic world of, say, 
the last half-century. But it is by no 
means a conventional volume of remi
niscences: it contains incidents, sketches, 
portrai ts , observations, some whimsical, 
some fantastic, some pathetic, so com
bined as to come to a complete presenta
tion of the author 's career. 

Illustrated. $3.30 net 

T h e C y c l e ' s R i m : 
Sonnets to One Drowned at Sea 

By Olive Tilford 
Dargan 

Author of " The Path-Flow
er," " The Mortal Gods," 
" Lords and Lovers," etc., 
etc. 

Mrs. Dargan 's po
etic imagination has 
never reached a high
er plane than that on 
which th i s unsur 
passed sequence is 
written. As the title 
suggests, the sonnets 
twine round the bor
d e r of a p r o f o u n d 
sp i r i t ua l experience, 
restrained from cross
ing its threshold by a 
reticence befitting the 
intimacy of the theme 
with variations which 
they compose. The 
depth of feeling, how
ever, with which the 
theme vibrates and 
t h e r i c h n e s s a n d 
beauty that saturate 
its variations have the 
universal quality that 
belongs to lyrical ex
pression of the high
est order. $1.25 net 

H a w a i i : Scenes and Impressions By Katharine Fullerton Gerould 
Author of " Vain Oblations," " The Great Tradition," etc. 

T h e H a w a i i a n I s l ands of to -day , their c l imate and t h e vege ta t ion i t produces , their 
cus toms a n d g o v e r n m e n t , their Amer icaniza t ion , a n d especially the people who live 
t h e r e — n a t i v e , Or ien ta l , a n d Amer i can—are here described wi th the resources of observa
t ion, t h e keen sense of the p ic tu resque , a n d the r emarkab le facul ty for apprec ia t ing h u m a n 
beings t h a t h a v e m a d e M r s . Gerould ' s stories famous. 

Illustrated from 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

photographs. $1.50 net 
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Scribner Fall Publications 
G e n e r a l J o f f r e a n d H i s B a t t l e s By R a y m o n d R e c o u l y ( C a p t a i n X) 

The author is on the staff of a great French general: his book is the expression of an 
exceptionally well-informed eye-witness. It reveals the personality of Joffre and his 
great plan for the Battle of the Marne; describes the right and left hands of Joffre— 
de Castelnau and Foch; sheds clear light on the great Champagne Drive and on what 
is known as " the battle in the forest," in Argonne; and finally explains Verdun—what 
the Germans hoped and why they failed. 

T h e W a r in 
E a s t e r n E u r o p e 

DESCRIBED BY JOHN 
R E E D AND P I C 
TURED BY BOARD-
MAN ROBINSON 

This is an account 
of the important op
erations and aspects 
of the war by the 
young correspondent 
whose war correspon
dence from Mexico 
and Europe brought 
him so rapidly into 
fame, illustrated by 
the amazingly effec
t ive ske tches of 
Boardman Robinson, 
the celebrated car
toonist and artist. 
The book excels all 
earlier ones about the 
war in imparting a 
sense of the color and 
atmosphere of peo
ples and countries, 
and also in giving an 
appreciation of the 
light as well as the 
shadow in the lives of 
soldiers. 

$2 .00 net 

The Navy as a Fighting 
Machine 

By R e a r A d m i r a l B r a d l e y A. F i sk e 

Admiral Fiske's qualifications for 
writing about the navy, to the study 
as well as the duties of which he has 
devoted his life, are too well known to 
need recapitulation. In this thorough
going but particularly popular and 
suggestive book he has considered the 
questions of war and peace and of sea 
power in general. He discusses the 
purposes for which the navy exists, of 
what parts it should be composed, and 
what principles should be followed in 
designing, preparing, and operating it 
in order to get the maximum return for 
its cost. He shows that a navy, in
cluding the ships, guns, navy-yards, 
bases, and the department itself, is a 
real machine—one of the most power
ful, costly, and complicated ones ex
isting. It follows that the engineer in 
charge of it all should be especially 
capable of handling this machine. 

$ 2 . 0 0 net 

With map. $1.25 net 

E n g l a n d ' s Effort 
LETTERS TO AN 

AMERICAN FRIEND 

By Mrs. Humphry 
Ward 

Preface by HON. 
JOSEPH H. CHOATE 

This inspiring book 
gives a wonderfully 
graphic picture of the 
intense activity of the 
Engl i sh people at 
home in their part of 
the war: the vast mu
nitions and equip
ment industries into 
which women are 
pouring by the tens of 
thousands to take the 
places of men; the 
transformed England 
that has come with 
the realization of her 
needs. Mrs. Ward 
has followed, too, the 
munitions to the front 
in France, of which she 
gives a vivid picture. 

James L. Ford, in the 
Nnv York Herald, says: 
" It will exercise a marked 
influence on public opinion 
in this country." 

$ 1 . 0 0 net 

Financial Chapters of the War By A l e x a n d e r D a n a Noyes 

This book discusses clearly, simply, and in a manner free from technicalities the course 
of financial events in the European war. The average man finds the greatest perplexity 
in the questions—what actually happened on the world's financial markets when the 
war began; how the belligerent powers have raised their stupendous war loans; what 
the depreciation of exchange rates on their markets means; how far and why New York 
has displaced London as the financial centre of the world; what will be the financial con
dition of Europe and America after the war. $1.2? net 
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New Scribner Publications 

Our Hispanic Southwest B y E r n e s t P e i x o t t o 

Our Hispan ic Southwes t is the mos t roman t i c region of our coun t ry , no doub t , and i ts 
romance finds in M r . Pe ixo t to , a lways in love wi th the p ic turesque , a mos t s y m p a t h e t i c 
in t e rp re te r and por t r a i t i s t . H e begins wi th a delightful chap te r on N e w Orleans , whence 
he goes to San An ton io , the old T e x a n capi ta l , and after a review of i ts historic back
g round he sets out for the real S o u t h w e s t — T e x a s , N e w Mex ico , and Arizona. 

With illustrations by the author. $2.50 net 

S t u d i e s i n 

G a r d e n i n g 

By A. C lu t ton-Brock , 
of the London Times 

With Introduction and 
Notes by M R S . 

FRANCIS KING 

Author of " The Well-Consid-
ered Garden " 

It is in the belief that 
Mr. CIut ton-Brock 's 
charming studies are of 
the best of all gardening 
l i terature tha t Mrs. 
King has s u p e r v i s e d 
their American publica
tion. He writes of Eng
lish gardening, but so 
largely of the general 
theory and practice of 
the art that his work is 
equally v a l u a b l e in 
America. 

Some of the subjects 
di s c u s s e d are: "The 
N a m e s of Flowers," 
"Gardening in H e a v y 
Soils," "The Cultivation 
of Alpine Plants," "The 
Right Use of Annuals," 
"Late Summer and Au
tumn in the Rock Gar
den," "The Problem of 
theHerbaceousBorder," 
and "The House and the 
Garden." $2.00 net 

G I B S O N 
N EW C A R T O O N S 

A BOOK OF 
CHARLES DANA GIBSON'S 

LATEST DRAWINGS 

Copyright Life Pub. Co. 

SOMEWHERE IN AMERICA 
This beautiful book of quarto'size is unquestion

ably the best volume of Gibson cartoons yet pub
lished. It contains the cleverest of Mr. Gibson's 
most recent drawings. There is much satire in 
them of contemporary fads and follies—of modern 
dancing, skating, etc. $2.50 net 

Other Recent Boohs on 
Gardening 

T h e W e l l - C o n 

s i d e r e d G a r d e n 
By Mrs . Francis King 
President Women's National 

Agricultural and Horticul
tural Association 

Preface by GERTRUDE 
JEKYLL 

Profusely illustrated 
$2.00 net 

B e a u t i f u l G a r 

d e n s i n A m e r i c a 
By Louise Shel ton 

With more than 170 pho
tographs and 16 full-

page color repro
ductions 
$<c.oo net 

C o n t i n u o u s 

B l o o m i n 

A m e r i c a 

By Louise She l ton 

Profusely illustrated 
S2.00 net 

I n D i c k e n s ' s L o n d o n By F. H o p k i n s o n S m i t h 

T h e wide popu la r i ty of this book of Dickens scenes which so perfectly combines the 
l i t e ra ry a n d ar t i s t ic t a len t s of M r . Hopk inson Smi th has d e m a n d e d a new and cheaper 
edi t ion. T h e publ ishers have responded wi th this vo lume, which includes all of the 
twenty- four full-page i l lus t ra t ions of the original edi t ion. 

"Soft charcoal seems to be an excellently sympathetic medium for this smoky city, and Mr. Hop
kinson Smith is a master of the use of it."—The Spectator. 

"Mr. Smith is able to write and draw with equal facility."—London Athcnazum. 

New edition at lower price <&, " ^ » Illustrated. $2.00 net 
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Scribner Fall Books 

The Passing of the Great Race By M a d i s o n G r a n t 
Chairman, New York Zoological Society; Trustee, American Museum of Natural History; 

Councillor, American Geographical Society 

With a Foreword by HENRY FAIRFIELD OSBORN 

An interpretation of European history in terms of race—race implying heredity and 
heredity implying all the moral, social, and intellectual characteristics and traits which 
are the springs of politics and government. 

With maps. $2.00 net 

Our First War in 
Mexico 

By F a r n h a m Bishop 

Mr. Bishop's book 
supplies for the first 
time a very real need 
of the moment—a 
history, brief but 
most complete and 
readable, of our war 
with Mexico, 1846-
1848. It is illus
trated with reproduc
tions of contemporary 
pictures of the Mexi
can War. 

With illustrations and 
map. Si.25 net 

John Galsworthy, 

A Sheaf 
By J o h n G a l s w o r t h y 

Author of " The Freelands," " The Patrician," " The 
Dark Flower," etc., etc. 

Under this title Mr. Galsworthy has 
ga thered another volume of his 
thoughtful, sympathetic, and beauti
ful essays and sketches—fellows of 
those which in "The Inn of Tranquil
l i ty" and "A Motley" have attracted 
to him readers as warmly attached as 
those of his fiction. 

Si.sO net 

T h e Free Man 
and the Soldier 

Essays on the Reconciliation 
of Liberty and Discipline 

By Ralph Bar ton 
Perry 

Professor of Philosophy in 
Harvard University. Au
thor of " The Moral Econ
omy," " The Approach to 
Philosophy " 

These discussions 
of the abstract princi
ples underlying such 
questions as prepar
edness, the righteous
ness of war, the duties 
implied by patriotism 
—afford a new and 
refreshing view-point. 

Si.40 net 

With Americans of Past and Present Days By J. J. Jusserand 
French Ambassador to the United States^ Dean of the Diplomatic Corps at Washington 

"Aside from the value and interest of its historical and biographical studies and its 
charm as a piece of delightfully written English, the book ought to have wide and general 
perusal, if for no other reason than to enlighten American readers who may have forgotten, 
or may never have known, the full extent and nature of our indebtedness to the French 
people."—New York Times. 

$i .So ^ >
; ^ % A net 
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New Scribner Juveniles 

The Banner of the White Horse By Clarence Marsh Case 
A Tale of the Saxon Conquest 

An adventurous, exciting story of two boys who accompany the Saxon army in its 
invasion of Britain; help drive the war-vessels through the stormy North Sea; fight through 
the battles against the Picts and Scots; and feel the first softening influence of Christianity 
upon their race. I t is an ideal boy's book. 

Willi frontispiece in full color. $1.00 net 

T h e Ful lback 

By Lawrence Perry 

In "TheFullback," 
the first of his " Fair 
Play Series," Mr. 
Lawrence Perry, well 
known u n d e r his 
name of " Fair Play " 
as the Evening Post's 
writer on athletic 
sports, has written a 
spirited and absorb
ing stor)- of the begin
ning of a boy athlete's 
career. His hero, 
Tom Kerry, is an ideal 
boy of his kind, a true 
"sport," clean, ear
nest, full of grit and 
endurance, as well as 
a born football and 
baseball player, whose 
exploits are as bril
liant as they are mod
estly treated by Kerry 
himself. The school 
and college atmos
phere are admirable, 
and the games de
scribed hold the read
er as though he were 
watching actual play. 

Illustrated. $1.25 net 

This book is something utterly new. 
It lays bare the existence of a hitherto 
unknown tribe of fairies in forty-seven 
large, full-page pictures, four in color. 
They are an American species, utterly 
unlike the Irish or Scotch fairies, the 
Scandinavian Troll, or the German 
Gnome. They live among the dead-
wood on New England hillsides and 
lurk about the roots of trees. Their 
discoverer and historian—in a charm
ing text—is Frederick Judd Waugh, 
one of the most distinguished artists of 
the country, and now the leading ma
rine painter. He found them almost 
by accident. Illustrated. $2.50 net 

By Ernest 
Thompson Seton 
The fact that the 

following books have 
taken their places 
among the classics of 
American li terature 
has induced the pub
lishers to bring them 
out at a reduced price 
in this peculiarly at
tractive and conve
nient edition. 

The Trail of t h e 
Sandhi l l S tag 
"Bliss Carman, speak

ing of 'The Trail of the 
Sandhill Stag,' says: ' I 
had fancied that no one 
could touch " The Jungle 
Book " for a generation at 
least, but Mr. Seton has 
done it. We must give him 
place among the masters at 
once '; and we agree with 
Mr. Carman."—Bookman. 
Illustrated. 50 cents net 

Monarch , the 
Big Bear of 

Tallac 
" Another of those vivid 

stories of animal life which 
have made Mr. Seton so 
popular among young peo
ple."—Outlook. 

Illustrated. 50 cents net 

The Strange Gray Canoe By Paul G. Tomlinson 
This new volume in the " Classmate Series " tells of an expedition through the Canadian 

lakes by canoe. The four boys have an even more exciting time than they had expected. 
Hunting, fishing, a forest fire, treacherous rapids, and a strange gray canoe make it a 
story of manv thrilling adventures. I t is the author's best book to date. 

Illustrated 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

$1.25 net 

FIFTH A VENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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New Scribner Publications 
Little Folks in Busy-Land Illustrated in color. $1.25 net 

By A d a V a n S t o n e H a r r i s a n d M r s . C. T . W a l d o 
A fascinating book for children of kindergarten age, profusely illustrated in color. It 

tells the adventures of Clara Clay on her journeys through Shadow-Land, Paper-Land, 
Box-Land, etc., and gives instructions for making the various objects, such as houses, 
buildings, animals, and people, which are described in the story. 
T h e T o y S h o p Book Illustrated in color. $1.25 net 

N u r s e r y R h y m e s 
f r o m M o t h e r 

Goose 
Illustrated by GRACE G. 

DRAYTON 
Full to overflowing of 

the ridiculously amus
ing roly-poly pictures of 
children and animals 
that have made Sirs. 
Drayton so universally 
beloved as an illustrator 
for little people. There 
are many full-page pic
tures in color and pen-
and-ink sketches on ev
ery page. 

$1.00 net 

N u r s e r y Tales 
P r i m e r 

By Hannah T. 
McManus and 

John H. Haaren 
Illustrated by FLORENCE 

STORER 
This book is filled to 

overflowing with pic
tures, many of which are 
in color, illustrating the 
familiar rhymes of Little 
lack Horner, Old Moth
er Hubbard, Little Bo-
Peep, etc. Miss Storer's 
picturesforchildren have 
become justly famous. 

50 cents net 

Illustrated in color by N. C. Wyeth 

Any one who is familiar with the 
Wyeth illustrations, in color, of '"Kid
napped" and "Treasure Island," must 
realize how perfectly his art has iden
tified itself with the romantic thought 
of Stevenson. 

More than welcome, then, will be 
this classic feudal England romance, 
done in color by Mr. Wyeth. The 
book will be of the same character in 
size, binding, etc., as "Kidnapped" 
and "Treasure Island." 

S2.25 net 

The Scribner Series 
for Young People 

With /our illustrations ill 
full color, each Do cents net 

The publication of the 
new editions in this 
series of children's clas
sics, many of which have 
had constant popularity 
for more than three gen
erations, has put these 
books in a permanent 
form at a remarkably 
low price. 
Tbe Modern Vikings 

By H. H. Boyesen 
Sara Crewe 

By Frances Hodgson 
Burnett 

Will Shakespeare's Little Lad 
By Imogen Clark 

Stories for Boys 
By Richard Harding Davis 

Hans Brinker, or Tbe Silver 
Skates 

By Mary Mapes Dodge 
H itk additional illustrations 
The Hoosier School Boy 

By Edward Eggleston 
The Court ol King Arthur 

By W. H . Frost 
Redskin and Cowboy 

By G. A. Henty 
At War with Pontiac 

By K. Munroe 
Tommy Trot's Visit to Santa 
Clans and 
A Captured Santa Clans 

By ' lhomas Nelson Page 
Boys of St. Timothy's 

By Arthur Stanwood Pier 
Treasure Island 

By Robert Louis Stevenson 
With additional illustrations 

Baby's Journal 
A beautifully decorated and illustrated book for the record of the babv's progress from 

birth, with blank spaces for recording weight at different periods, date of first bottle, of 
first learning to walk, first spoken words, and countless other of the little incidents of 
its life. Every page is appropriately decorated with borders reproduced from dainty 
water-colors. A fascinating gift-book. 

Illustrated in color bv BLANCHE. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

F I S H E R W R I G H T . $2.00 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Scribner Religious Publications 
The Sources of Religious Insight 

upon the experiences of human life. 

By J o s i a h Royce 

This is one of the most characteristic books of the late distinguished philosopher, as 
well as the one least technical and most sympathetic to the lay mind. 

He reasons for belief in a divine scheme of the universe that includes the salvation 
of man. His method is such as to render his argument valuable to every thoughtful 
person, irrespective of the particular form of his faith or scepticism; for he relies purely 

$1.25 »et 

History of the 
S tudy of 
Theology 

By Charles A. Briggs, 
D.D., L i t t .D . 

Prepared for publication by 
his daughter, 

E M I L I E G R A C E B R I G G S 

These two volumes 
contain succinct sum
maries of the life, the 
theological views, and 
the educational meth
ods of practically ev
ery theological think
er of importance since 
Paul. 

Each 75 cents net 

Faith Justif ied 
by Progress 

By Henry Wilkes 
Wr igh t , Ph .D . 

Professor of Philosophy in 
Lake Forest College 

This book traces 
the evolution of hu
man ideals to the 
present stage in which 
it sets as its goal the 
transformation of our 
entire material and 
social environment 
in the interest of the 
highest spiritual wel
fare of every indi
vidual. 
i2mo, cloth, $1.25 net 

Child S tudy and 
Child Training 
By Wil l iam Byron 

Forbush 
Every parent, every 

teacher, should read 
and study this book. 
It outlines not only 
what the child needs, 
but instructs how 
best to meet that 
need. 

319 pages 
Cloth, Si.00 net 

The Story of Our Bible 
By Harold B. H u n t i n g 

This book contains a scholarly and in
teresting presentation of what has been 
learned through centuries of study about 
the making of the several books that 
compose the Old Testament and the 
New. The story deals with the men and 
women who wrote these books, tells why 
they wrote them and what results they 
achieved, and shows how their writings 
were preserved and brought together so 
that the Bible grew to be what it.is to-day. 
Twenty-four full-page half-tone illustrations ; four full-page 

illustrations in color. Bound in purple 
cloth, stamped in gold 

Crown Svo, $1.50 net 

T h e Mythica l 
Interpretat ion of 

the Gospels 
By R e v . T h o m a s 

J a m e s T h o r b u r n , 
D.D., LL.D. 

St. Helen's Down, Hastings. 
England 

A noteworthy an
swer to modern doubt 
and disregard for the 
historical character of 
Christ. 
12 mo, cloth, $1.50 net 

I s C h r i s t i a n i t y P r a c t i c a b l e ? By William Adams Brown, Ph.D., D.D. 
Rooseyelt Professor of Systematic Theology in the Union Theological Seminary. Author of 

" Modern Theology and the Preaching of the Gospel." " The Christian Hope: 
A Study in the Doctrine of Immortality," etc. 

Dr. Brown considers the question in his title in the light of the great European war. 
Recognizing the failure of the churches to exercise a controlling influence on national 
policy, he nevertheless draws hopeful conclusions from the lessons taught by the conflict 

and shows what contribution Christians can make after the war is over. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

$i .2s net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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New Scribner Importations 

P o r t r a i t s o f t h e ' S e v e n t i e s By the Right Hon. G. W. E. Russell 

A collection of reminiscences and character studies of people noted in politics, in the church, 
in literature, and in society, as they appeared in the 'seventies and 'eighties: Mr. Gladstone, 
Lord Beaconsfield, Lord Acton, Mr. Bright, Dr. Liddon, Lord and Lady Salisbury, Archbishop 
Tait, Lord Randolph Churchill, Mr. Chamberlain, Mr. Parnell, and Mr. Bradlaugh are among 
them. $3-75 net 

A Political History of 
Japan During the 

Meiji Era, 1867-1912 
By 

W. W. McLaren, Ph.D. 
The author, a teacher of 

politics in Keiogijuku, the 
oldest and most liberal of 
the universities of Japan, 
has had the advantage of 
association with students 
of the constitutional prob-
lemsof that country, and he 
understands and sympa
thizes with the aims of the 
leaders of the reform move
ment initiated immediate
ly after the death of the 
Meiki Tenno. 

$3-75 '"' ' 

Egotism in Ger
man Philosophy 

, By 

Prof. G. S a n t a y a n a 
Author of 

"Winds of Doctrine," etc. 
Full credit is given to 

German sincerity, original-
it3r, and profundity; and 
the utmost care is taken to 
show without prejudice or 
rancor the standpoint of a 
philosophy which is acting 
as a motive power for what 
the author defines as " a 
double assault upon man
kind." 

$1.50 net 

Twenty-Five Great 
Houses of F r a n c e 

By Si r T h e o d o r e A n d r e a Cook 
Author of " Old Provence " and " Old Touraine " 

With an Introductory Chapter Outlining the Development 
of French Domestic Architecture, by W. H. Ward, 

M.A., F.S.A., F.R.I.B.A. 

This book, containing over four hun
dred superb illustrations, plans, and dia
grams, with a map of France, showing 
the position of each chateau, presents a 
pageant of the great figures who sur
rounded the throne of such kings as 
Francois Premier and Louis Quatorze. 

$ 1 6 . 0 0 net 

The 
Life of Francis Thompson 

By E v e r a r d M e y n e l l 

This is a new edition, at less than half 
the original price, of a biography which 
has established itself as one of the classic 
literary biographies. It is possible to 
produce it at this price in practically 
the same form as the original, except for 
use of smaller paper and fewer illustra
tions, because of the greatly increased 
demand for the life of one of the most in-
teresting'and charming literary men of the 
last century. S2.00 net 

Charlotte Bronte: 
The Woman 

A Study 

B y M a u d e G o l d r i n g 

"A careful and intimate 
study; should be read by 
all Bronte" lovers." 

—T.P.'s Weekly. 

"This brief study has a 
greater and sweeter qual
ity of sympathy than most 
critics succeed in achieving 
in their treatment of Char
lotte Bronte." 

—London Daily News. 
$1.00 net 

My Days and 
Dreams 

BEING AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL 
NOTES 

By 
E d w a r d C a r p e n t e r 

Author of u Towards Democ
racy," " Civilization: Its 

Cause and Cure," etc. 

Mr. Edward Carpenter's 
volume of reminiscences 
will excite considerable at
tention, owing to the ex
ceptional career of the au
thor of "Civilization: Its 
Cause and C u r e " and 
"Towards Democracy." 
With portraits and illustra

tions. $2.25 net 

By T. H. S. Escott Great Victorians 
Among the Old World celebrities drawn from life in this work are personages as widely 

representative of their age as, among churchmen, Bishop Phillpotts ("Henry of Exeter") and 
Archdeacon Denison. The soldiers include the Duke of Wellington, Lord Raglan, Lord 
Cardigan, Lord Hardinge, the Lawrences, Sir Colin Campbell (Lord Clyde), Sir Henry Nor
man, Sir Donald Stewart, Lord Roberts, Lord Wolseley, the chief members of the Wolseley 
group, and Lord Kitchener. The diplomatists begin with the great " Eltchi," Lord Stratford 
de Redcliffe, continue with his Constantinople successors, with Lord Dufferin, Lord Odo 
Russell, Sir A. H. Layard, ending with Lord Bertie and Lord Bryce. $3.50 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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THE NOVELS AND STORIES OF 

RICHARD 
HARDING 

DAVIS 
CROSSROADS E D I T I O N 

This edition, prepared according to plans often dis
cussed with Mr. Davis, is issued under conditions which 
make it peculiarly commemorative of the personal and 
popular affection in which he was held. His brother and 
executor has given invaluable aid in its preparation, and 

to the different volumes have been prefixed brief appreciations and reminiscences— 
tributes which perhaps no other of the younger American writers could have commanded 
—from Theodore Roosevelt, Booth Tarkington, Augustus Thomas, Charles Dana Gib
son, Winston Churchill, John Fox, Jr., Irvin S. Cobb, Gouverneur Morris, John T. McCut-
cheon, Peter Finley Dunne, Leonard Wood, and E. L. Burlingame. 

In this edition are brought together for the first time all that succession of stories, 
from "Gallegher ," of nearly th i r ty years ago, to those of the present war, that made 
Davis the knight-errant of American story-writers—the one of whom one of his contem
poraries has said tha t the young men and women of his time "lived with a happier 
bravery because of h im." 

Collected in uniform and at t ract ive shape are also the novels and longer stories— 
"Soldiers of For tune , " " C a p t a i n Mackl in ," "Pr incess Aline," " T h e King's Jacka l , " 
" T h e White Mice"—which in separate issues have been continual sources of delight 
and have found their way on to the stage and into every form of popular presentation. 
The collection in its completeness thus includes some books that have been literally the 
most popular of their kind. 

The books have been manufactured with the intention of making a clear, beautiful, 
and at t ract ive library edition, worthy of its definitive and lasting character. The set 
has in general the same distinguished form and appearance as the well-known Outward 
Bound Edition of Kipling, the Thistle Edit ion of Stevenson, the Memorial Edition of 
George Meredith, and the Imperial Edition of Sir Gilbert Parker. Two volumes have 
portraits and the others photogravure frontispieces from drawings by Gibson, Appleton 
Clark, Christy, Morgan, and others. 

This edition cannot be bought at the bookstores. The publishers will, how
ever, be pleased to quote an unusually attractive offer to those requesting it on 
the coupon below. 

TEAR OFF ALONG THIS LINE 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
GENTLEMEN: Kindly send me particulars of your special offer on the Crossroads Edition 

of the Novels and Stories of Richard Harding Davis. 

Name -

Address — 

Charles Scribner's Sons, Fifth Avenue, New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Richard Harding Davis 
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The Only Girl 
\ Who Commanded 

A Nation's Armies 
A simple little girl of sixteen played one 
day in a little lost village. The next year, 
in supreme command of all the troops of 
France, she led them in t r iumph to victory. 

Great dukes bowed before this girl who 
could not read. Sinful men, men who had 
cursed and drunk and murdered all their 

Wf days, followed her meekly. 

1 I t is the most dramatic , the most amazing 
J story in the whole story of human life. In 

the dim, far-off past, Joan of Arc went her 
shining way in France—and her story was 
never told as it should have been till it 
was told by an American— 

M A R K 
T W A I N 

T o us whose chuckles had tu rned to tears over "Huck lebe r ry F i n n " — t o us who felt t h e cu t t ing edge of " I n 
nocents A b r o a d " — t h e coming of Joan of Arc from the pen of M a r k Twain was no surprise. 
"We were ready t o receive from him this book. I t has almost the simplicity, the loftiness of the Bible—it has a 
whimsical touch which makes it human . Mark Twain ' s J o a n of Arc is no cold s t a tue in a chu rch—no bronze 
on a pedestal , b u t a warm, human , loving girl. 
R e a d " J o a n of A r c " if you would read the most sublime th ing t h a t has come from the pen of a n y American. 
Read " J o a n of A r c " if you would know Mark Twain in all his greatness. I t is accura te his tory, told in warm 
itory form. 

The Price Goes Up 
The Great 
American 
Born poor—growing up in a 
shabby little town on the 
Mississippi — a pilot — a 
seeker for gold—a printer 
— M a r k T w a i n was 
molded on the frontier of 
America. 

The vastness of the West— 
the fearlessness of the pioneer 
—the clear philosophy of 
the country boy were his— 
and they stayed with him in 
all simplicity to the last day 
of those glorious later days 
when German Emperor 
and English King, Chinese 
Mandarin and plain Ameri
can, all alike, wept for him. 

25 Volumes Novels 
Humor 

Stories 
Travels 

Essays 
History 

This is Mark Twain ' s own set. This is t h e set he wanted in the 
home of each of those w-ho love him. Because he asked it. 
Harpers have worked t o m a k e a perfect set a t a reduced price. 
Before the war we had a con t rac t price for paper , so we j 
could sell th is set of M a r k Twain a t a reduced price. / 
The last of t h e edition is in sight. T h e price of paper ' 
has gone up . There can be no more M a r k Twain a t , Scrib. 
the present price. ' H46 

Send the Coupon Without Money • HARPER & 
I here never again will be a n y more M a r k I w a i n y F r n U i n g( n a r e 
a t the present price. Get t h e 25 volumes now / r^" f f v rk 
while you can. / 
Eve rv American has got t o h a v e a set of ' S e n d m e , all 
M a r k Twain in his home. Ge t this > ' ' c h a r g e s prepaid a set 
„^..T „ , „„„„ * of Mark 1 wain s works 
now and save money. , in 2 J v o l l l m e s illustrated. 
This is t h e first announcemen t of t h e S bound in handsome green 
final closing of the sale . Your t cloth, stamped in gold, gold 
children want M a r k Twain. You S tops and deckled edges. If not 
want him. Send this coupon ' satisfactory, I will return them at 
today—now—while you a r e X y"ur e*Pense Otherwise I will send looking at it. 

Harper & Brothers 
New York 

/ you {1,00 within 5 days and $.2.00 a 
/ month for 12 months, thus getting the 

benefit of your half-price sale. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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THE WORLD 
FOR SALE 

By 

Sir Gilbert 
Parker 

The New York Times says: " I t was a daring thing 
to inject a gipsy quarrel and feud into the plans and 
hopes and love of a Canadian captain of industry. But 
Sir Gilbert succeeds t r iumphant ly in his audacious 
experiment. . . . T h e love story is t reated with delicacy 
and charm and is notable for i ts effect of freshness and 
beauty ." Illustrated. $1.35 net 

RAINBOW'S END 

THE RISING 
TIDE 

By 

Margaret 
Deland 

The Boston Transcript says: " N o t h i n g in the way 
of fiction could be more thoroughly of the present day 
and hour than Mrs . Deland's latest novel. I n ' T h e 
Rising T ide ' she lays bare the restless soul of the modern 
woman who is bound to be man 's equal in all things. . . . 
In ' T h e Rising T i d e ' Mrs. Deland has wri t ten a novel 
tha t is very close to human na tu re . " IH'd. $1.35 net 

By Rex Beach 
A romance of the Cuban War of Independence. Beach has pu t all its flavor into his new book, its struggles 

against the Spaniards, the cruelty and bravery of the contest, a lost treasure, Southern beauty and love, fighting 
and filibustering and an Irish-American hero, who was not the kind of man to leave any of it untas ted. And, 
like seeds in the Cuban oranges, humor is in it all. Illustrated. $1.35 net 

SECOND CHOICE 
By Will N. Harben 

Once again Mr. Harben reveals the spirit of his Geor
gia and the new south in his new novel. I t is alive 
with the spirit of youth and contains a chuckling vein 
of humor. I t is a story of intensely human people for 
every reader everywhere. This romance of the ambi
tious son of a poor farmer. His brother ' s conduct 
costs the hero his position and his sweetheart . Years 
later, after he has made a second start in life, he makes 
a second choice in love. Frontispiece. $1.35 net 

PEACE AND QUIET 
This new novel by the author of " T h e Squaw M a n " is a story of you th and high spirits, showing the love of 

a girl and a man, both full of the joy of life. An adventurous young American (just out of Princeton and cut off 
by his father) believes tha t he wants peace and quiet. He gets mixed up with revolutionists, smugglers, filibus-
terers, and finally becomes an officer in the Mexican army. And, of course, the love affairs in this dashing tale of 
thrills and humor are not peaceful either. Frontispiece. $1.35 net 

A VOICE IN THE WILDERNESS 
By Grace L. H. Lutz 

On her way from her sheltered home to the Arizona 
school where she was to teach, the heroine got off her 
t rain by accident twenty-five miles from her destina
tion. She was rescued from the dangers of the desert 
and from a man 's brutal i ty by " t h e Boy." This was 
but the beginning of the girl tenderfoot 's adventures . 
There is an abundance of humor and in addition to 
the clean fun there is the spiritual note which makes 
Grace Lutz 's stories so popular. Frontispiece. $1.30 net 

By Edwin Milton Royle 

SEVENTEEN By Booth Tarkington 
"If, a t this late date , one re turns to a book tha t has 

been steadily best-selling since the day of its publica
tion, it is out of pure gra t i tude to the author . 'Seven
teen ' deserves more than one, it deserves several 
'visi ts . ' . . . I t is an encouraging sign of the times t ha t 
sterling work like this has met with such popular re
sponse from a public which has been so much belabored 
of late for its lack of tas te in the selection of its favor
i tes ."—N. Y. Tribune. 

Illustrated. Cloth, $1.35 net; leather, $1.50 net 

THE THIRTEENTH 
COMMANDMENT 

"Of all the novels depicting American life at its 
present stage which have appeared within the last few 
months, this book is one of the best, both in depth and 
power of treatment, and in rapidity and novelty of 
action."—Utica Daily Press. "A sparkling, driving 
story which points an invaluable moral, while furnishing 
keen, critical comment on current problems."—Phila. 
North American. Illustrated. $H0 net 

HARPER & BROTHERS [ESTABLISHED 1817] NEW YORK 
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IF you have a zest for the newest in 
life and art, if you have finished 
With yesterday and Want the best 
that to-day has to give you, read 

The Magazine that is made 
for you, HARPER'S 

More interesting than ever 
the coming yea r 

Gilbert Parker's 
N E W NOVEL—a really big serial of adventure and romance. 
Striking illustrations. 

Frances Hodgson Burnett's 
New Novelette,"THE W H I T E PEOPLE," unique as a story, 
with a rare spiritual significance — and a young girl as its 
heroine. 

Short Stories de Luxe 
Ellen Glasgow, Booth Tarkington, Meredith Nicholson, Fannie 
Hurst, Henry van Dyke, W . D. Howells, Mary E. Wilkins, 
Mary Heaton Vorse, Katharine Fullerton Gerould, Wilbur D. 
Steele, Alice Brown, Fleta Campbell Springer, Howard Bru-
baker, and others of the very first order of story-tellers. At 
least seven short stories in each number. 

Mrs. Humphry Ward 
knew Wordsworth, Matthew Arnold, Taine, Renan—the great 
figures in the English and French literary worlds. Her literary 
reminiscences will appear in a series full of anecdotes and 
hitherto unpublished incidents. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Mark Twain's Letters 
to the great of the earth—and to little children—letters writ ten 
from the heart of the philosopher-humorist , have been edited 
for Harpe r ' s Magazine by Albert Bigelow Paine and will form 
the outstanding magazine series of the year. 

Mrs. W. K. Vanderbilt at Verdun 
Her personal narrat ive of the trip she made to the beleaguered 
city during the height of the battle. 

Mexican Memories of 
"A Diplomat's Wife" 

(Mrs. Nelson O'Shaughnessy), wri t ten in the brilliant and inti
mate fashion of her book, show the inside features of crisis 
after crisis—the fall of Diaz, the t r iumphal entry of Madero, 
his election and tragic end, Huer ta and what followed—and 
more of that delightful thing the author calls "Mexican Magic.' ' 

Science, Industry, Finance 
In the field of science the position of Harper ' s is unique. It is the 
one non-technical magazine for which the great savants are glad 
to 'write. Notable scientific articles will appear by such men as 
Professor Millikan of the Universi ty of Chicago, L.H.Backland, 
the famous chemist; Charles P. Steinmetz, the distinguished 
electrical engineer, and others of equal rank abroad. There 
will be important papers on sociological and economic subjects, 
and occasional contributions in the field of world finance. 

Personal Narratives 
of Human In teres t—The Confessions of a Phi lanthropis t—The 
W o m a n in Business—-.and others . 

Agnes Repplier, Burges Johnson, Henry Seidel Canby, Wil l iam 
Trufant F o s t e r , E . S. Martin, Laura Spencer Porter , Meredith 
Nicholson, and others will contribute essays. Science and 
Travel—on which Harper ' s never pu ts any limit of expense to 
secure—will of course be features of the magazine during 1917. 

TO-DAY should see your order for 
Harper's Magazine for the coming 
year in the hands of your newsdealer, 
or it may be sent to Harper & Broth
ers, Franklin Square, New York City 
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In a Presidential Year You 
Have to Read Collier's 

Politics can be very dry or interesting, de
pending on who tells about them and how 
the stories are told. It is always COLLIER'S aim to 
make the whole important story of government affairs as 
interesting and human as possible. Writers like Mark 
Sullivan, F. P. Dunne , Ray Stannard Baker, Walter 
Lippman, Julian Street, Henry J. Allen, James Hopper, 
and Lincoln Steffens give COLLIER'S national political articles 
and editorials a unique standing. Follow the campaign in 

Collier's 
T H E N A T I O N A L W E E K L Y 

416 West Thirteenth Street, New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Oh what joy, oh what fun ! Everybody's on the run. 
Father , Mother, Auntie Sue, Uncle John and Brother, too. 

Outlook Offers 
for 1917 

FOR THE MINDS AND HEARTS OF ALL THE FAMILY 
FOR THE YOUNG AND OLDER-OLD AND VERY YOUNG 

I love a certain book, 

I need not give its name; 

You love a certain book, 

We find it is the same. 

Now, let us stop and think-

Here is a link that binds; 

Here is a friend indeed. 

For friendly hearts and minds. 

Something that will interest and de
light the children, be helpful to the 
parent and teacher, or entertain the lover 
of brilliant and thrilling tales of fiction 
is always welcome in every family. 

SEND FOR OUR LITTLE BOOK 
OF SPECIAL OFFERS FOR 1917 

W e will gladly mail it upon 
request, without charge. 

The Outlook Company 
386 Fourth Avenue New York 

Dearie you, dearie m e ! What can all the matter be ? 
Read our story; then you'll know why we all are running so. 
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Copr. Life Pub. Co. 

This Is the Way 

you would feel if you had just won 
the Five-Hundred-Dollar Prize in the 
great title contest, just concluded, the 
winner of which will he announced 
in the November second issue of 

Life 

/ Special 
/ Offer 

/ E n c l o s e d 
/ find One Dol-

/ lar (Canadian 
$ 1 . 1 3 , Foreign 

$1,261. Send LIFE 
for three months to 

Send for 

a copy of the Miniature L I F E 
(no charge except a two-cent 
stamp for mail ing) , a new edi
tion of which has just been 
issued. Full of good things. 
Pr in ted in colors. 

/ Open only to new subscribers; no 
/ subscriptions renewed at this rate. 

LIFE, 54. West 31st Street, New York. K 

One Year, $5.00. (Canadian, $5.52; Foreign, $6.04 J 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 37 

SOCIETY 
THREE times each month 

TOWN & COUNTRY ap
pears on your library table 
like an illustrated letter from 
your friends in many cities. 
There was never a paper with 
such a carefully appointed 
list of correspondents—and 
never did a paper perform 
its task of including and ex
cluding with such thorough
ness and discernment. 

The result is a magazine 
with a surprising number of 

pages, devoted to telling about the latest entertain
ments of Society, the latest play or opera, or book or 
art exhibition; devoted to recounting interesting in
cidents about people of note, about amateur sport as 
it appeals to people of wealth, about their new homes 

and about club and country house life. Always 
V*x> with this comment appear photographs—which 

x Cy. do not appear elsewhere, usually exclusively 
posed. If you are not seeing this paper 

as regularly as you might, order it now. 

•> TOWN & COUNTRY 
\v$*_ . Established 1846 

Name. 

Address. 

NO. 8 WEST 40TH ST., NEW YORK 

36 ISSUES. $5.00 A YEAR. 25 CENTS A COPY 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Town & 
Country 

for 6 months (18 
issues), for $2.00, pay
able on receipt of bill. 

Kindly 
send me 
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What's New? 
in inventions and mechanics 

and science 

W h a t ' s new in automobiles, 
electricity and aeroplanes, in 
submarines, machinery, astron-
omy and wireless ? You will 
f ind it all in the Popular Science 
Monthly. Each month all the 
new wonder s are e x p l a i n e d 
simply and clearly with the aid 
of over 300 vivid pictures. 

Popular Science 
Monthly 

Think of a magazine that gives actual pictures of all the 
new inventions and all the interesting developments in 

industry and science. Besides the hundreds of pho-
^ tographs and drawings in every issue there are dia-

Thir ty-Seven 
N o v e m b e r A r t i c l e s 

, / / / Fully Illustrate! 
A Deadly Man-Steered Tor

p e d o ; 
A Halloween Chamber of 

Horrors ; 
Hearing Your Voice Through 

Your Bones : 
Reduc ing the Furnace Man to 

a Mere l 'ush-Button; 
T h e Shaveteria; 
A Fish That Builds a Nest 

I J k e a Bird; 
Toys Tha t Obey Your Voice: 
The Handiest Bam EverBullt; 
Gett ing Drunk with a Fair of 

Opera (".lasses; 
Signalii i tfThmugh the Ocean; 
I s jup i t e r l - aunch ing a Moon! 
The Mechanics of Shoplifting; 
How to Become a Wireless 

Operator; 
Watching a Battle Through a 

Super-Feriscope ; 
Mechanical Midgets That 

Dance. Play and S i n g ; 
The Deepest Place in the 

Ocean : 
" S h o o t i n g " Birds with a 

Camera; 
T h e Electric Thief-Catcher; 
What Becomes of Old Army 

Rifles? 
A Daylight Developing Tank; 
Measur ing the Horsepower ol 

That B a b y , 
How Trees Split Rocks ; 
T h e Wiles of the North Sea 

Blockade R u n n e r ; 
T h e Honeybee ' s Infernal 

Machine ; 
Improvingthe lmperfec tHeu; 
F a i r i n g s for Animals; 
Nature 's Great Hoodoo Tem

ple ; 
Protect ing t he Telephone 

Operator; 
Transforming a Wheelbarrow 

into a T o y ; 
How to Build a Stereopticon ; 
How to Straighten the 

Crooked Straws of a Broom ; 
An Alarm-Clock Dinner Bell 

for Old D o b b i n ; 
Keep ing Roasted Peanuts 

Hot on a Steam Radiator; 
A Pocket F lash-Lamp for the 

Bicycle-Handlebar; 
Est imat ing the Speed of Pass

ing Automohi les ; 
Amateur Trench Electricians; 
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$1.50 per year— 75 cts. a month 

POPULAR SCIENCE MONTHLY 
239 FOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

grams for many articles that explain every detail. 

Just a few of the articles in the big November number 
are listed opposite. Besides these there are 146 other 

articles all fully illustrated. But it is impossible 
for you to get any idea of this fascinating mag

azine until you see it and run through its 
100 pages of pictures and articles. 

Do you like to make things—well, there are 
fifty-four articles in the November number 

that tell you how to do things just with a 
hammer, a chisel, a saw and a few nails. 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 39 

HUGHES or WILSON? 
In 1904 Mr . George Harvey predicted tha t Mr . Roosevelt would receive 314 electoral 

votes—he received 336. 

In 1908 he predicted tha t Mr. Taft would receive 338 votes in the Electoral College -
he received 321. 

In his editorial, " The Political Predestination of Woodrow Wilson," which appeared 
in the March, 1911, number of The Nor th American Review (over eighteen months prior 
to election), Mr . Harvey said: 

" The finger of Predestination, guided by Logic, Circumstance, Conditions, and History, 
points unerringly to Woodrow Wilson, Democrat, as the opponent of William H. Taft, 
Republican, in 1912." 

In October, 1912, Mr . Harvey predicted tha t Mr . Taft would carry only Utah and 
Vermont, as the event proved, and forecast the general results as follows: 

In the belief tha t George Harvey 's editorials and forecasts will be help to a better 
understanding of the vital issues at stake in the coming election, the most important since 
that of Abraham Lincoln, the publishers take pleasure in offering a special pre-election 
subscription of five months for one dollar—almost one half the regular rate. 

The North American Review, 171 Madison Ave., New York City. 
I accept your special election subscription offer of five months, and I enclose herewith one dollar 

in payment. 

Name. Street. 
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Pred ic - R e -
t ion su i t 

Alabama W W 
Arizona W W 
Arkansas W W 
California R R 
Colorado W W 
Connec t i cu t W W 
Delaware W W 
Florida W W 
Georgia W W 
Idaho D W 
Illinois D R 
Ind iana W W 
Iowa W W 
Kansas W W 
Ken tucky W W 
Louis iana W W 

Predic - Re-
t ion su i t 

Maine W W 
Mary land W W 
M a s s a c h u s e t t s W W 
Michigan D R 
Minneso ta W R 
Mississippi W W 
Missouri W W 
M o n t a n a W W 
Nebraska W W 
Nevada D W 
New H a m p s h i r e D W 
New Jersey W W 
New Mexico W W 
New York W W 
Nor th Carol ina W W 
Nor th Dakota D W 

Predic - Re-
t ion su i t 

Ohio W W 
Oklahoma W W 
Oregon D W 
Pennsylvania D R 
Rhode Island D W 
S o u t h Carolina W W 
S o u t h Dakota D R 
Tennessee W W 
Texas W W 
Utah T T 
Vermon t T T 
Virginia W W 
Wash ing ton R R 
West Virginia W W 
Wisconsin W W 
Wyoming D W Sta tes correct ly placed 36 

" incorrect ly placed 1 
Classified as doubt fu l 11 

48 
KEY: W—Wilson R—Roosevelt T—Taft D Doubtful 

City. 
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B. C. FORBES 

Big businessmen started reading 
"The Men Who Are Making 
A m e r i c a , " now running in 
Leslie's, because it was being 
written by B. C. FORBES, the 
country's leading industrial and 
financial writer. 

Big and little businessmen, and 
the rest of the country, too, are 
reading it now because they 
realize that it is the greatest 
history of modern American en
terprise ever compiled. 

/ 
$5.00 and the coupon brings Leslie's for S 

f Scribner's 

a year. Indicate whether you wish your S """ 
subscription to begin with the first Forbes f LESLIE-
article (July 27th), or the current issue. / JUDGE CO. 

> 225 Fifth Avenue 
/ New York City 

* Enclosed find $5.00. 
Jr Please send me Leslie's for 

> one year, beginning with'July 
4 27th) or Uhe current issue). 

Name 

dress 
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Leslie's Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
Established in 1855 

225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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HOW long is it since you 
have been "back home" ? 

Back home, with its sun-
soaked Main Street, where 
the patient nags at the hitch
ing posts fought flies, while 
their owners and the store
keepers in tip-tilted chairs, 
u n d e r the faded a w n i n g s , 
fought over the battles of '61, 
or the merits of " J i m " Blaine 
and Cleveland. 

Where , under the evening 
stars, to the far-off and there
fore strangely sweet music 
of the village band down at 
the Square, you wandered up 
Lincoln Street with her—and 
the blossom-laden apple trees 
filled the dusk with a won
drous perfume, which you 
never, never will forget. 

How long is it? Too long? 
Good! Here is Booth Tar -
kington waiting to take you 
"back h o m e " with him. 

You'll know all his folks 
and love them. 

Especially—quaint, whim
sical, dependab le , Luc ius 
Brutus Allen — the village 
lawyer and friend of man— 
a tine, new Tarkington character. 

IN A SERIES 

O C T O B E R —The Spring Concert 

N O V E M B E R — M a y t i m e in Alarlow 

D E C E M B E R — M a u d and Bill 

J A N U A R Y —The Only Child 

EVERYBODY'S 
MAGAZINE 

L U C I U S B R U T U S A L L E N 
A N e w Charac te r by Booth T a r k i n g t o n 

The creator of Penrod and Willie Baxter 
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Ideas! Did they mean more 
in business then than now? Not 
if we heed the words of a man 
as busy as Charles M. Schwab, 
Chairman of the Board of the 
Bethlehem Steel Co. For in 
speaking of SYSTEM as the great 
source of plans and methods 
from business everywhere, Mr. 
Schwab says, "I find it repays 
me for the time I give to it." 
Andhe adds: "Mr. Carnegie told 
me about his article in SYSTEM dur
ing our recent trip to Pittsburgh." 

Why shouldn't you, too, gain by 
•watching SYSTEM—some fortune-mak
ing idea, perhaps—at least a score of 
knacks and plans and methods every 
month that will cut your business costs 
and are sure to make your earnings 
grow. 

Get November SYSTEM today at your 
newsdealer's. 

If vour newsdealer is already sold 
out, Bend 20 cents to the publish
ers , A.W.Shaw Company, Chicago 
or New York, or, if abroad, London. 
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Buried in obscurity, by 
the sheer power of a keen 
i d e a A n d r e w Carnegie 
revolutionized all business 
in iron and steel. 
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A Gift to Last 
a Lifetime 

You can make one gift this coming Christmas that will be re
membered gratefully many Christmases hence. The passing of 
the years will not affect its enduring usefulness. 

Time and again its recipient will turn to it and its presence will 
serve as a continuing reminder of the good taste of the giver. 

This gift is 

THE NEW INTERNATIONAL 
ENCYCLOPAEDIA 
S E C O N D E D I T I O N 

Every American will be proud to own this latest achieve

ment of American scholarship. In these twenty-four 

volumes is more than the mere recital of many facts—there 

is opportuni ty and a new breadth of vision. 

For the business or professional man—The New Interna

tional offers a broadened outlook on life—an all-around 

education tha t leads on to success. 

For women—The New Internat ional is the interpreter of 
that larger world of affairs into which they are every
where entering. 

For children—The New Internat ional comes as a delight

ful background for the routine work of education. Think 

what it would have meant to you as a youngster to have 

had such a fascinating work at hand. 

The coupon below will bring you full details of the scope of The Xew 
International. Here is but a brief summary of some of its riches: 

80,000 Articles—(30,000 more than in any other encyclopaedia) treating every 
subject of human interest in compact manner and understandable style. ' 

Illustrations—profuse and of the highest type in colors and black and white. 

Maps—compiled from the latest data, dependable and complete. 

W a r Articles—treating in a gripping manner the causes and progress of the Great War and discussing A } 
the new problems that the War has brought up. The New International alone among encyclo- r V * 

g? / paedias contains this material. 
•/5a 

American Articles—such as are to be found in no other encyclopaedia, covering even - phase -J^" / 
L : „ . . c. c m . - ; . * 1 r«~l • , . . „ * , r \ . i u.._ XT »*• O ' » L / o a c , > 

K e y to Pronunciation—a unique feature and an invaluable one, giving the authoritative 
pronunciation ol" every name and subject. 

Bibliography—a list of works for further reading on every- important subject. 

of American life from Christopher Columbus to Columbus, N. M. /*%-•.' Mea 
JSTS' CO., Inc., 

^ O / Publishers 
^ . y 4 4 9 Fourth 

sS^t A v e n u e 
Thin Paper—you will be delighted with the ease with which this durable paper can < V / N e w Y o r k C i t y 

be handled. A special Library Edition is printed on regular book paper and v , jf Send me full infor-
bound in Library Buckram. > V mation regarding your 

fc^v , S e c o n d Edition of The 
.-» / N e w International Ency-

•gj / c lopaedia . with details of the 
w» / special price, etc. 

You owe it to yourself to know more about this splendid product of Ameri 
can brains and research. 

'/ 
Today—before the rush of Christmas plans begins—tear off the coupon. 
We will send you free of charge a book of specimen pages from 
The Xew International with color plates and duotone illustrations, *S* / N a m e . . 
particulars as to price, Courses of Reading and Study, etc., etc. Q / 

* . / Occupation 

DODD, MEAD & CO., Inc., Publishers <?/ 
/ 

/ 

Bus. Address . 

Residence 

Town 
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Books of Permanent Value 
YEARS OF MY YOUTH By William Dean Howells 

Mr. Howells tells the interesting facts of his life up to the time he went abroad as U. S. Consul. And not only 
the facts, but the early impressions and numerous influences which went to mold the man and the writer in his Ohio 
boyhood home. In later chapters he pictures the life at the State Capitol, Columbus, over half a century ago. 

$2.00 net 

A D I P L O M A T ' S W I F E I N M E X I C O By Edith O'Shaughnessy 
"Letter-writing, as an art, has been pronounced dead. Prematurely, however, for the history of literature 

affords few examples of the art superior to this volume of letters from Mexico by Mrs. O'Shaughnessy. . . . It 
would be a wholesome exercise for the stay-at-home citizens to look for a little while at the Mexican problem through 
this gifted woman's eyes."—New Republic (N. Y.). Illustrated. $2.00 net 

CHARLES FROHMAN: Manager and Man 
By Isaac F. Marcosson and Daniel Frohman 

The authorized life of the great manager, with a Foreword by Sir James Barrie. In these pages are shown 
Frohman's early struggles; his apprenticeship days at the Madison Square Theater; preparations for his first 
production; the rise of the star system; beginnings in England; his participation in the Syndicate; days of un
ceasing and prolific production. Illustrated. $2.00 net 

A M E R I C A A N D T H E N E W E P O C H By Charles P. Steinmetz 
A constructive book on what lies before this country—and what it can become—because of the European 

War and the changed conditions which will present themselves to America, politically and industrially, at the 
close of the war. Mr. Steinmetz shows how organization and democracy can go hand in hand. $1.00 net 

THE BORDER LEGION 
By Zane Grey 

' " T h e Border Legion' is a typical Zane Grey ro
mance, with all the thrill and atmosphere which char
acterize 'The Rainbow Trail,' 'Desert Gold' and other 
of his stories of life on the frontier. . . The story is thor
oughly alive."—San Francisco Bulletin. 

Frontispiece. $1.35 net 

THE SHINING ADVENTURE 
By Dana Burnet 

A story of children and grownups, of humor and 
poetry, of democracy and charity, of'royal titles and 
aldermen's platforms—and it all takes place in Gram-
ercy Park and O'Connor's Alley, New York City. It 
will make you smile and perhaps it will make you cry, 
but at all events it will make you say that not all of 
Mr. Burnet's poetry goes into his verse. 

Frontispiece. $1.30 net 

LOVERS' KNOTS 
By Elizabeth Jordan 

Stories of youthful love for all the world—since all 
the world loves a lover. Young readers will hear in 
these vicissitudes and adventures the strains of their 
own tender passion, and elder lovers will catch the echo 
of their youth. Practically every phase of love-making 
is covered, from the dilemma of the young man who 
cannot get his loved one alone long enough to propose 
to her, to that of the youth who practices a proposal 
on one girl with a view to its effect on another. 

Illustrated. $1.25 net 

-Fiction-

THIS WAY TO CHRISTMAS 
By Ruth Sawyer 

A Christmas book for any age—provided that you 
have kept the heart of a child. It is not for children 
alone, though there is everything in it that children 
love; it is the kind of a book that a grownup who has 
begun to read it to a child will finish it for his or her 
own pleasure. An Irish woman, a gipsy, an American, 
a German, and an old negro—all tell Christmas tales 
to a little boy, the friend of a fairy. Ill'd. $1.00 net 

THE INCREDIBLE HONEYMOON 
By E. Nesbit 

A happy story is this, of love, of youth, of adventure, 
of wanderings through summer England, of a chival
rous hero and a warm-hearted heroine. I t all began 
when the hero found himself at liberty to look for ad
ventures. He spent a day or two in a quiet little inn; 
but when he went out early one morning to test a 
toy aeroplane it got caught in a tree, and when he 
jumped over the wall after it, there She was! 

Frontispiece. $1.30 net 

THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER 
By Mark Twain 

A story of the supernatural. Mark Twain seems 
alive again, with his scorn of tyranny, mental and physi
cal, and he holds up the shortcomings of the human race 
for our laughter or for our tears. Whimsical, strange, 
fascinating, is the book—in short, Mark Twain. No 
less of a person than Young Satan, nephew of the Prince 
of Darkness, is the Mysterious Stranger. 

Colored Illustrations. $2.00 net 

HARPER & BROTHERS [ESTABLISHED 1817] NEW YORK 
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THE INCREASING DEMAND EOR ENDOWED 
AND PRIVATE SCHOOLS 

By Alfred E. Stearns 
Principal of Phillips Academy, Andover, Mass. 

found, thoughtful parents are disposed to look 
with growing favor on the endowed and private 
schools. Modern city life, with its countless 
distractions and its home environment limited 
to the dimensions of a city flat or confined with
in the walls of a city hotel, is seldom conducive 
to the best intellectual and moral development 
of youth. The small country town may pro
vide a more natural and normal home life, but 
from the nature of things it cannot often sup
ply a first-class public school. 

While the public school may and frequently 
does furnish the highest type of intellectual 
training it is definitely limited in the emphasis 
it is able to place on the moral and religious 
training of its pupils. Our forefathers clearly 
recognized that the development of character 
must be the basis of all true education. The 
more thoughtful of American parents still 
recognize this truth, and they are naturally 
disposed to seek for their children an educa
tional environment where the moral and relig
ious training of the pupils is recognized as of 
paramount importance. Such an environment 
thev find in the best of our endowed and pri
vate schools. 

In another important aspect the public high 
school differs from schools of the type we are 
discussing. The high school is the servant of a 
local public, and that public demands with in
creasing emphasis that practical subjects shall 
make up the body of the school curriculum. 
Cultural subjects are thus on the defensive, 
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A FEW years ago a gentleman 
prominent in educational work 
remarked to me: ' 'The day of 
the endowed school has gone by. 
In their day these schools have 
done an effective pioneer work 

and have blazed the way for the public schools 
that followed them by setting and maintaining 
high ideals in the field of secondary education. 
That particular work has now been accom
plished and the endowed school must give way 
to the public high school." Several years later 
this same gentleman sent his son to an en
dowed school and in doing so frankly acknowl
edged that further study and observation had 
convinced him that his earlier views were 
wrong. 

The fact is that during recent years the de
mand for endowed and private schools in Amer
ica has been greater than ever before. New 
schools are constantly springing into existence, 
while those already firmly established in the 
public confidence have increased in enrolment 
and, in many cases, are turning away each 
year an increasing number of applicants. 

With all its splendid assets the public high 
school has distinct limitations. A combina
tion of a first class high school and a good 
home may still and often does supply the best 
educational environment for American youth. 
But this combination, especially in the larger 
cities and the small country towns, is increas
ingly difficult to find. When it cannot be 

PRIVATE SCHOOLS 



Private Schools 
and in many cases have been wholly sup
planted. With the large majority of its pupils 
destined to go no further in their education 
than the high-school course itself the public 
school is doubtless justified in heeding this 
demand, but it is none the less true that since 
this is so those parents, and they are still many, 
who believe that education should seek a 
higher than material goal will turn in increas
ing numbers to those schools that have re
fused to surrender the higher ideals in their 
educational life. 

Undoubtedly, there are still other factors 
that exert their influence in favor of the en
dowed and private schools. The increasing 

New York City 

Elinor Comstock School 
OF MUSIC 

Endorsed Leschetizky, Paderewski 
by G o o d s o n , Gabrilowitsch 

T h e Elinor Comstock School of M u s i c offers its pupils 
the unequaled o p p o r t u n i t y of performing at the end of 
the year for artists of world fame. This year Mr. Paderewski 
presided over examinat ions . 

The School in o r d e r to accommodate n u m e r o u s de 
mands has been increased in size, and therefore has a 
few vacancies. Single rooms available. French spoken 
in the house . Literature, History of Art, Harmony, Dra
matics, Physical Culture, Classic Dancing, Current Events. 
Resident and Day Pupils accepted. 

E l i n o r C o m s t o c k , Pr inc ipa l (Pupil of Leschetizky) 
41 and 43 East 80th S t ree t N e w Y o r k Ci ty 

Miss BANGS A N D M I S S W H I T O N 
—1890-1916 

The Only Country School for Girls in New York Cily 
Small enough to be a real home, large enough to be a " Real 
School.'' Full enjoyment of the cultural influences of New York 
City with outdoor advantages of the country. Pupils enter college 
upon Its own certificate. Twenty-sixth year. Boarding and Day 
School. 

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

RlVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL 
Intimate Teaching by Scholarly Men 

A boarding and day school for boys in the open country at River-
dale-on-Hudson, upper New York City. Fourteen acres. Hardy 
country life, sound college preparation, expert physical training. 
Special department for younger boys. 

Address Frank S. Hackett . Headmaster, 
Riverdale-on-Hudson, New York City. 

Telephone, 123 Kingsbridge. 

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Resident and Day pupils. Regular or special courses with lan
guages, art and music. Home care, social life. Vacation and 
week-end trips. Out-door sports. Mrs. Helen M. Scoville, Prin
cipal, Miss Rosa B. Chisman, Assistant Principal, 2042 Fifth 
Avenue, New York City, 

number of women teachers—many of them 
mere girls—in the public schools induces a 
good many parents to choose, for their sons at 
least, schools where red-blooded men occupy 
the teachers' chairs. Others look with appre
hension on the constant changes in the teach
ing staff, political influences so often perni
ciously exerted, the frequent experimentation 
in fads and untried methods of instruction, the 
overcrowded classes, evils of which the public 
high school is a conspicuous victim. 

The growing demand for endowed and 
private schools represents no passing whim. 
It is based on a definite need, and from present 
indications is likely steadily to increase. 

and Vicinity 

THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Formerly at 607 Fifth Avenue, has removed to n East 51st Street. 
Large fireproof building with every modern convenience. Open 
Air Classes and Gymnasium. Exceptional advantages in educa
tion and music with delightful home life. 

Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland, Principals. 

T H E S E M P L E SCHOOL FOR G I R L S 
A city school with country advantages (opposite Central Park). 
Resident and Day Pupils. College preparatory. Special and 
finishing courses. Music, Art, Lectures, Social life. Riding, 
Tennis, Dancing, Swimming. Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, Prin
cipal, 241 Central Park West, New York City. 

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

Only 40 minutes from New York City. Upper School for girls 13 
to 25 ; Lower School for girls 7 to 13. All departments, including 
vocat ional . Certificate admits to leading colleges. For circular 
address Miss C. E. Mason, LL.M., Lock Box 707, " T h e Castle," 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

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

T H E KNOX S C H O O L 
Formerly at Briarcliff Manor. Country School for Girls. 40 min
utes from New York City. 

Mrs. Russell Houghton, Principal, 
Box 3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 
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Private Schools 
New York State 

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

IRVING SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
25 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic " Irving " country. 80th 
year. 25 years under present Head Master. New site and buildings 1904. 
Prepares for all culleges and technical schools. Individual instruction. 
Athletic field. Swimming Pool. Gymnasium. J. M. Furmail, A.M., Head 
Master, Box 903, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, Nov York. 

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

OSSINING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Suburban to New York. Preparatory, Vocational, Art, Music, 
and Home Making Courses. Gardening and Horticulture. 4gth 
year. Modern buildings in a ten-acre park. Separate house for 
younger girls. Year Book on request. Clara C- Fuller. Princi
pal, Martha J. Naramore, Associate "Principal, Box 105, Ossining-
on-Hudson, N. Y. 

T H E M I S S E S T E W K S B U R Y S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
In its new home the Reynal Estate. 54 acres on Mamaroneck 
Road, twenty miles from New York City. (Express Station, 
White Plains.) Catalog on request. 

Scarsdale, Westchester County, New York. 

EMMA WlLLARD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
103d year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. Four new fire
proof buildings, the gift of Mrs. Russejl Sage. Preparatory, 
General and Special Courses. Certificate privileges. Music, Art, 
Elocution, Domestic Science. Gymnasium with, swimming pool. 
Catalogue on request. 

Miss Eliza Kellas, Ph.B., Principal, Troy, New York. 

C A S C A D I L L A S C H O O L FOR B O Y S 
A Fitting School for Cornell. Able faculty of specialists. Exten
sive up-to-date equipment. Athletic field. Recreation building 
and boat house. Gymnasium; rowing shells. Terms $675 to $775. 
Send for Catalogue. 
W. D. Funkhouser, A.M., Principal, Bux n o . Ithaca, New York. 

OAKSMERE 
A country boarding and day school for girls, on 
Long Island Sound, one hour from N e w York. 

MOUNT PLEASANT SCHOOLS 
For over 100 years a refined school home for boys of all ages. 
Practical military training with field work. College and business 
preparation. Physical training and athletic sports. Address 
Chartes Frederick Brusie, P. 0 . Box 508, Ossining-on-Hudson. 

E A S T M A N S C H O O L OF B U S I N E S S 
For nearly sixty years the leader. Thoro training in every business pursuit. 
Actual practice in required duties. Accounting, Banking, Civil Service, 
Secretarial and Teachers' courses. Both sexes. Has trained more than 
fifty thousand of America's successful men. Open all the year. Enter 
any week-day. Catalog on request. 

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

REPTON SCHOOL FOR YOUNGER BOYS 
Bridges the gap between home and the larger school. Healthful, 
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. V. 

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY 
INFANTRY 
CAVALRY 

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

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

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

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States 
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cover every requirement. Special training 
in advanced English, literature, art, his

tory, and the languages. Special vocational training in 
diction, gardening, household arts, and finance. Practice 
house for applied housekeeping. 

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

Private bathing beach, rowing crew, unusual boating ad
vantages. Extensive grounds equipped for all outdoor sport3. 

Illustrated booklet and school paper on request. 

Mrs. Winifred Edge r ton Merrill 
O A K S M E R E 

Orienta Point, Mamaroneck, N e w York 

Courses 



Private Schools 

Pennsylvania 

T H E B A L D W I N S C H O O L 
A Country School for Girls. 
Elizabeth Forrest JohnsoD, A.B., Head of School. 

Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

T H E S H I P L E Y S C H O O L 
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College. Special educational and 
social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College. 
College Preparatory and Academic Courses. Supervised athletics. 
For circular, address 

The Secretary, Boi J , Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

S T . L U K E ' S SCHOOL 
College or business preparation. Limited number of pupils, 
large grounds, new buildings, healthful situation, gymnasium, 
swimming pool, supervised athletics, experienced teachers, small 
i lasses. Send for illustrated catalogue. Charles Henry Strout, 
A.M., Headmaster, Wayne, Pa. (14 miles from Philadelphia.) 

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

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

M I S S B E A R D ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
A country school, 13 miles from New York. College preparatory, 
special courses. Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Science. Super
vised physical work in gymnasium and field. Separate depart
ment for younger girls. Catalog on request'.' Address 

Miss Lucie C. Beard. Orange, New Jersey. 

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

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY 
For the higher education of young women. Extension courses of two years* 
collegiate work above high school. Thoroughly equipped departments of 
Home Economics, Floriculture, Arts and Crafts, Music, Painting, Dramatic 
Art, systematic study of the National Capital. Illustrated book on request 
to Registrar. Box 102, Forest Glen, Md. Washington (Suburbs), D. C. 

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

PAUL INSTITUTE 

( Mrs. Nanette E. Paul, I -L.B. , President. A Boarding; and 
Day School for Girls. Preparatory, Academic and Special 
(""urses. The Arts. Journalism. Short Story Course. 
Vocational Training-. Mrs. Florence Jackson Stoddard. Prin
cipal, 2107 S Street, N. W., Washington, D. C. 

M O U N T V E R N O N S E M I N A R Y 
Boarding School for Girls. College Preparatory and Advanced 
Courses. Playground of twelve and one-half acres. Mrs. Elizabeth 
J. Somers, Principal Emeritus, Mrs. Adelia G. Hensley, Principal, 
Washington, D. C. 

N O T R E D A M E OF M A R Y L A N D 
A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of N'otre Dame 
to train the body, jn ind and spirit—to develop true womanhood. Magnifi
cent buildings in a beautiful park of 70 acres. Rowing, basketball , tennis , 
hockey. Instructors all specialists. Regular and elective courses. Music, 
Art. Write for catalog. Charles Street Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland. 
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OGONTZ SCHOOL 
Founded in 1850. A country school for young ladies. Near Phila
delphia and New York. Jay Cooke estate, 65 acres. 

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

T H E B I R M I N G H A M S C H O O L , I N C . 
For Girls. An excellent school offering either Academic or Col
lege Preparatory Courses. Beautiful and healthful location in 
the mountains. On Main Line P. R. R. Physical training. New 
gymnasium, swimming pool, sleeping porch. For catalogue address 
A. R. Grier, President, Box 105, Birmingham, Pa. 

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

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

PEDDIE I N S T I T U T E 
An endowed school for boys, offering thorough preparation for all 
colleges. Strong faculty. 300 boys. Business. Music. 60-acre 
campus. Gymnasium, swimming pool. Athletic field. Lower 
School for boys n to 14 years. Moderate rates. 51st year. 
Catalog on request. Address 

R. \V. Swetland, A.M., Box n - C . Hightstown, New Jersey. 

F A I R M O N T , A H O M E S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Regular and Special Courses. Advanced Courses for High School 
Graduates. Music, Art, Expression, Languages. References 
Exchanged. Literature on request. Outdoor sports. 

Washington, D. C. 

T H E PURPOSE OF T H E S C H O O L AND 
COLLEGE SERVICE 

of Scribner's Magazine is to give information and offer suggestions 
which will help in the selection of the right school. The correct
ness of the information, the applicableness of the schools sug
gested, depend on the facts you give us to work on. 

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE. SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 

590 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

T H E T O M E S C H O O L 
An Endowed Preparatory School. Offers the best possible preparation for 
college or technical school. T h e most beautiful and complete school build
ings and grounds in America. 20 buildings. 9-hole golf course. 5 athletic 
fields, gymnasium, batt ing cage, tennis courts, quarter-mile track. 

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

New Jersey 

Washington, D. C. 

Maryland 



Private Schools 
Massachusetts 

M i s s M C C L I N T O C K ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal, 

4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass. 

M I S S GUILD AND M I S S E V A N S ' S C H O O L 
35th year. New commodious school bui lding. Gymnasium, Domestic Sci
ence. Languages— native teachers. Music, Art. College preparatory and 
general courses. Advanced courses for high school graduates . 

Miss j eann ie Evans, Prin., Miss Clara A. Bentley. Asst. Prin., 
29 1-airlield St. and 200 Commonwealth Ave., Boston. 

M i s s C H A M B E R L A Y N E ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
General, special and college preparatory courses. Domestic sci
ence. Music. Languages—native teachers. Out-of-door sports. 
The Fenway, 28. Boston, Mass. 

L A S E L L S E M I N A R Y 
Advanced work for high school graduates. Music, art, house
hold sciences. Basketball, tennis, horseback riding and canoeing. 
Twenty acres, twelve buildings. 

G. M. Winslow, Ph.D., Principal, 
n o Woodland Road, Auburndale, Mass. 

THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Founded in 18S6. Resident and day pupils. Schoolhouse and 
Residence, modern, separate buildings. Academic. College pre
paratory. Art. Gardening. Swimming. Athletics. Ruth Coit, 
Head Mistress, 36-40 Concord Ave., Cambridge, Mass. 

HOUSE IN THE PlNES 
A school for girls. Intermediate and academic courses. Lan
guages—native teachers. Music, Household Arts. Every atten
tion, not only to habits of study, but to each girl's health and 
happiness. Miss Gertrude E. Cornish, Principal, Norton, Mas
sachusetts. (40 minutes from Boston.) 

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E FOR W O M E N 
Only small, separate college for women in Massachusetts. (SO 
miles from Boston.) 4-year course. A.B. degree. Faculty of men 
and women. 18 buildings. 100 acres. Endowment. Catalog. 
Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.I). , LL.D., President, Norton, Mass. 

T E N A C R E 
A country school for young girls. Preparatory to Dana Hall. 
Fourteen miles from Boston. 

Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 

A B B O T A C A D E M Y 
A School for Girls. Founded 1828. 23 miles from Boston. 
General course with Household Science. College Preparation. 
Address Miss Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass. 

M i s s C A P E N ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
For many years known as " T h e Burnham School." 
41st year opens September, 1917. 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

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

Miss Hall's 
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

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

Miss MIRA H. HALL, Principal 

Pittsfield, Massachusetts 

S E A P I N E S S C H O O L 
For Girls. Distinctly devoted to developing personality. Exceptional home 
life. Cape climate favorable for outdoor sports. 100 acres ; pine groves ; 
1000 feet of seashore. Gymnastics, Music, Domestic Arts. Secretarial 
Course. Address Kev. Thomas Bickford, Miss Faith Bickford, Principals, 
P. O. Box G, Brewster, Cape Cod, Massachusetts. 

WORCESTER ACADEMY FOR BOYS 
All advantages of a large school. Master teachers . Comprehensive 
equ ipmen t ; n buildings, 22 acres. " Mega ron , " a noble recreation hall. 
Splendid athletic field. New and perfectly appointed gymnasium and 
pool. 83rd year. Catalogue. 

D. YV. Abercrombie. L L . D . , Principal, 
97 Providence Street, Worcester , Massachusetts . 

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN 
114th year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal, 
Miss Laura A. Knott , A.M., Bradford, Massachusetts. 

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

THE MARY A. BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Established by Miss Burnham in 1S77. Situated opposite Smith 
College campus. College preparatory course with certificate admit
ting to Smith, Wellesley and Vassar. Special courses with diploma. 
Domestic science, new gymnasium, supervised athletics. Out-of-
door tennis and basket ball. Correspondence should be addressed to 

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

Canada 

St. Andrew's College 
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" R E S T H A V E N " 
A school in the country for girls, 33 miles from Boston- The 
limited number of pupils permits invaluable association between 
teacher and student. College Preparatory, Art, Music, Lan
guages, Science. Miss C. R. Seabury, Mendon, Mass. 

Toronto FOR BOYS Canada UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS 
Careful Oversight. Thorough Instruction. Urge Playing Fields. Excellent Situation. 

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



Private Schools 
Connecticut 

RlDGEFIELD SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
50 miles from New York, in the highlands of the Eerkshires. 
All water sports, athletic fields, gymnasium. New boat 
house. One teachei to six boys gives each student individual 
attention. 

Roland J. Mulford, Ph.D., Headmaster, Kidg-efield, Conn. 

R U M S E Y HALL 
In the Litchfield Hills. A school for boys under 15. Supervised 
athletics. 

Louis H. Schutte, M.A., Headmaster, Cornwall, Connecticut. 

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

T H E ELY S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
In the country, one hour from New York City. Grounds twenty-
five acres. Modern equipment. Certificate admits to College. 
General Courses, Studio and Household Arts. New department 
for Girls under fifteen entirely separate from upper school. 

Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut. 

LOOMIS 
A unique combination of agricultural, business and college pre
paratory courses. Practical training for boys intending to enter 
business or farming on graduation. 6 buildings. Athletic fields. 
100-acre farm. Manual-training shops. $2,500,000 endowment. 
$400 a year. Address 

N. H. Batcheldcr, A.M., Headmaster, Windsor, Conn. 
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Maine 
T H E ABBOTT SCHOOL FOR BOYS 

An exceptionally well equipped small school. Every vacancy 
filled the past 3 years. College Certificate Privilege. Business 
Course. Summer Tutoring School. 15th year began Sept- 27. 
Terms #800. 

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

WAYNFLETE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Old-fashioned home-life and modern intellectual advantages. 
Esteemed by parents who value thorough work and wholesome 
pleasures for their daughters. College certificate. Outdoor sports. 

Miss Crisfield, Miss Lowell, Principals, Portland, Maine. 

Minnesota 

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

Winona, Minn. 

Virginia 
SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE 

For Women. 4 years' course leads to A.B. degree. Strong Music 
and Art Depts. The Academy offers prep, and general courses. 
Modern equipment, capacity for 300 students on estate of 3000 
acres in Piedmont Section, Main Line Southern Railroad. For 
catalog and views apply to the Secretary, Sweet Briar, Virginia. 

Teachers' Agency 

The Pratt Teachers ' Agency 
70 Fifth A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 

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

Advises parents about schools. W i n . O . P r a t t , M g r . 

Medical 

MASSACHUSETTS COLLEGE OF OSTEOPATHY 
Chartered 1897. Right to confer Doctor's degree given by the 
legislature. Faculty of 60 physicians. Forty thousand dollar 
college and hospital in process of erection. Opened Sept. 18th. 
Write for catalog. 15 Craigie St., Cambridge, Mass. 

Illinois 

MONTICELLO SEMINARY 
For Young Women and Girls. 79th year opened mid-September. 
Rated a Junior College of Class " A " by University of 111. Pre
paratory courses. Domestic Science, Music, Art. Certificate 
privileges. Fine buildings. Gymnasium, tennis courts, archery, 
basketball, hockey. Limited enrollment. Miss Martina C. 
Erickson, Prin., Godfrey, Ill. 

Indiana 

CULVER MILITARY ACADEMY 
The U. S. War Dept. Inspector reported last year: "Culver is 
about as near perfection as such an institution can be." The 
catalog shows why. Address Headquarters, C. M. A., Culver, 
Indiana (on Lake Maxinkuckee). 

Summer Camp 

S A R G E N T C A M P S FOR G I R L S Peterboro, New Hampshire. 
Dr. Dudley A. Sargent, President. Two distinct camps—Seniors, 
14-24. Juniors, 8-13. Finest plant and equipment in America. 
All field and water sports. Safety and health our first considera
tion. The Secretary, 24 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 

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 recog
nized, appreciated, and acted upon. Such a 
medium builds up an institution by supply
ing it with students who will be a credit to it. 



Schools 
Music and Dramatic Arts 

AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC ARTS 

Franklin H. Sargent, President 

3 3 r d Y e a r 

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

Connected with CHARLES FROHMAN'S 
Empire Theatre and Companies 

INST ITUTE OF M U S I C A L ART OF THE ClTY OF 
NEW YORK 

An endowed school. Frank Pamrosch , Director. Provides a thorough and 
comprehensive musical education in all branches and equipped to give 
highest advantages to most exceptional talents, removing the necessity of 
going abroad. Correspondence invited. Address 

Secretary, Box 027, 120 Claremont Avenue, New York City. 

T H E ALBERTI SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 
P a n t o m i m e , E l o c u t i o n , L i t e r a t u r e , D r a m a t i c A r t s for P e r s o n a l 
C u l t u r e , P r o f e s s i o n a l Ro le s , P a g e a n t r y , a n d E d u c a t i o n a l W o r k . 
V a r i e t y of t w o - y e a r c o u r s e s , $ 2 5 0 p e r y e a r . S e p a r a t e c lasses a n d 
i n d i v i d u a l i n s t r u c t i o n . 1114 C a r n e g i e H a l l , N e w Y o r k C i t y . 

DAVID MANNES MUSIC SCHOOI 
DAVID and r i . IB \ MANHE8, Director*. ~ " 

Located in XPW York's most •ftraetlTt BI Hon, Primary, Intermediate, Advanced and 
Teachers'Owr?™. LfloiareCoane, •• Mimic in its Relation to Life," by THOMAS WHIT
NEY bURETIE, open to alL Fur particu'nra address : 

SE.'nirTARv, 154 East Borentloth Street, N. T. City 

Dancing Instruction 
DANCING from L. H. CHALIF-

Graduate, Russian Imperial Ballet School 
Personally teaching Interpretive! Simplified Classic, Racial 
and Ballroom Classes; amateur and teachers'. Catalog. 

m^m7 W E S T 4 2 n d S T R E E T , NEW YORK CITY. 

T H E S U C C E S S F U L S C H O O L S 
of t o - d a y b e g a n t o a d v e r t i s e in S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E y e a r s a g o 
for p u p i l s for t o - d a y . T o - d a y t h e s e s c h o o l s a r e a d v e r t i s i n g for 
t o - m o r r o w . 

Correspondence Schools 

a EARN $ 2 , 0 0 0 TO $ 1 0 , 0 0 0 A YEAR 1 
W e will t e a c h you t o b e a h i g h g r a d e s a l e s m a n , I D e i g h t 
w e e k s a t h o m e a n d a s s u r e y o u def ini te p r o p o s i t i o n f r o m a l a r g e 
n u m b e r of r e l i ab le firms w h o oiTer o u r s t u d e n t s o p p o r t u n 
i t i e s t o e a r n B i g P a y w h i l e t h e y a r e l e a r n i n g . N o f o r m e r 
e x p e r i e n c e r e q u i r e d . W r i t e t o d a y f o r p a r t i c u l a r s , l i s t of h u n 
d r e d s of good o p e n i n g s a n d t e s t i m o n i a l s f r o m h u n d r e d s o f o u r 
Btudentsomv earning $100 to $500 a month. Address Dearest Office 
D f c p r *£-'. N A T I O N A L S A L E S M E N ' S T R A I N I N G A S S N . 

C h i c a g o N e w Y o r k S a n F r a n c i s c o 

Short-Story Writing 
A course of forty lessons in the history, form, structure, 
and writing of the Short Story, taught by Dr. J . Ber^ 
EMnweln, for years Edi tor of Lippincot t ' s . Over cue 
hundred Home Study Courses under Professors in 
Harvard, Brown, Cornell and leading colleges. 

950-|Mge catalog free. Write today 

The Home Correspondence School 
Dept. G», Springfield, Muss. 

The University of Chicago 
HOME 
STUDY 

i n a d d i t i o n t o r e s i d e n t 
w o r k , o f f e r s a l s o i n s t r u c 
t i o n b y c o r r e s p o n d e n c e . 

F o r de t a i l ed in 
f o r m a t i o n a d d r e s s 

U.ofC.(Div.F)Chicago,Ill. 

A 
M A K E 
MONEY 
WRITING 

BY 
MAIL STORY-WRITING TAUGHT 

MSS. criticized, revised, and typed ; also sold on com
mission. Our s tudents sell stories to best magazines. 
F ree booklet. " W R I T I N G FOR P R O F I T , " tells how, 
gives proof. Novels printed and published. 
National P ress Associat ion, Dept . 9 3 , Indianapol is , lod. 

BE A BANKER 
Prepare by mail for Quo BijBO prof radon, in which there are great 

a high profession, in which there are great 
opji'TiuniucB. ,-iix months ' term. Dinlnma av arded, Sendforfree 
book, "How tu Recomt.' a Ranker. '1 EDGAR G. ALCOKN,Pres. 

A M E R I C A N S C H O O L O F B A N K I N G 
4 4 7 E a s t S t a t e S t r e e t , C O L U M B U S , O H I O 

The War lias created unlimited opportunities for those who 
know Spanish, French, Germin or Italian. Better your 
position or increase your business. You can learn quickly 
and easily, .it home, dur ing spare moments, by the 

LANGUAGE-PHONE METHOD 
And Rosenthal's Practical Linguistry 

THE work of the School and College Service of Scribner's Magazine is to give information 
-*• and offer suggestions which will help you in selecting schools for your children. This in

formation is at the disposal of our readers. It is given without charge. 
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. 
Address: School and College Service, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York City 
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25th Year 

You listen to the. llvinp voice of a Dative professor pronounce the 
foreipn lanpuazc over and over, until TOU kn»w it Our r-'iordBflt 
all talking machines. Write frr Booklet, particulars of Frue Trial. 
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Shopping for Christmas 
In an age of Reform and Reformers 

Christmas giving has suffered no neg
lect; think of the societies formed to 
promote or prevent this or that phase 
of it. "Shop ea r ly" has added to the 
joy of all concerned, but o t h e r w i s e 
such a personal mat te r defies regula
tion, and happy is s h e w h o t a k e s 
thought of naught beyond the per
sonality and habits of a friend and the 
state of her own finances. 

Is it just a remembrance you wish 
to send? The vase for a single flower, 

Vase, $i-5° though not new, is always welcome, 
especially if it has a silver top and base 

and a slender stem with an enamel
like finish in any color desired. $1.50. 

To h e l p t h e 
busy hostess ar
range h e r d i n 
ners, this leather 
and silk "sea t 
i n g - b o a r d " 
w h i c h will ac

commodate the place cards for all 
but the largest affairs, in different 

c o l o r s a n d 
l e a t h e r s , from 
$4.50 up. 

For one who 
t r a v e l s a n d 
trusts not del
i c a t e bits to 
the rigors of a 
hotel laundry, 
this blue or rose leather 
case with six ivory clothes
pins, white cord, and glass 
tacks. $2.50. 

There are sewing-cases and sewing-cases, bu t 
few open and snap together to make a 
place to put your work, or fold up to 

Individual coffee- Silver lea-ball, She field plate lea-caddy, 
pot, Sheffield J56.00 £22.00 
plate, #10.00 

than a flat board which slips in 
5.00 in dark green or blue. 

Crystal salt-cellars with 
silver bases, $5.00 each 

Ess set, $6.00 

Leather " seating-board," 
$4.50 

Sheffield Muffineers, 
$12.00 each 

nothing more 
anywhere 

A very good-looking addition to the busy worn 
an's desk is this green leather 
file basket with an ivory paper-
knife slipped in one side. $9.00. 

A most unusual 
tea-caddy is shaped 
like a basket with 
a partition in the 
centre, so that two blends of tea may 
appear on the tea-tray simultane
ously without inconvenience. Shef
field plate. $22.00. 

The silver tea-ball is unique in 
shape. S6.00. 

For the men
age where only 
one drinks cof
fee, or for the 
tray, this indi
vidual coffee
pot of uncom
mon design in 
Sheffield plate. $10.00. 

Delightful for the breakfast-tray 
is this egg-cup in its graceful silver-holder. I t is 
decorated in an unusually pret ty pat tern. $6.00. 

Also the " three- in-one" tea or coffee pot 
which carries creamer and sugar-bowl in place of 
a cover. $5.00. 

Two very smart muffineers for 
sugar, which may be purchaser 

Coffiee pot-jagar-and-
creamer, $5.00 

Travelling sewing-
case, leather, $5.00 

Leather file basket, $9.00 

Traveller's 
laundry set, 

$2.50 
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Bonbons & 
Chocolates 
72u - QUALITY" if MAILLARD 

THE delight of a 
\Ls Maillard gift is in 

its exclusiveness, its ex

cellence—the purity and 

rich flavor of Maillard's 

candies have won for 

them a preference in the 

opinion of all who ap

preciate fine quality. 

B O N B O N S . CHOCOLATES 
FRENCH PASTRIES . ICE CREAMS 

Maillard Candies packed in French 

Bonbonnieres {Exclusive Importation) 

or Fancy Boxes to order, and when 

requested made ready for safe delivery 

to all parts of the world. 

Fifth Avenue at 35th Street 

NEW YORK 
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5TH A V E . A T 46TH S T 

PARIS NEWYORK 

The marvelous growth 
and prestige of this es-
tablishment is founded 
upon the cumulative 
experience & the well 
directed energies of a 
personnel that has 
made a life study of 
the Fine Art of 
Woman's Dress. 

No other Fashion estab
lishment enjoys so perfect 
a co-operation between 
its Paris and American 

organizations— 
nor the distinction of 
having so many talented 

Designers Interpreters 
and Executors of Style 

PARIS 

WASHINGTON • CINCINNATI 

Fifth avenue at 46th St. 
New York 

Gidding 
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Smart hand-fainted 
hat-rest, $2.00 

Cap with double lace ruffle 
held by rings of flowers, 

£2.50 

Crepe de chine negligee, Georgette 
crepe, and lace collars and cuffs 

in pink or blue, $16.75 
Cap of embroidered batiste and 
real lace, tight fitting, and the Vt ry 

newest thing, $16.75 Heavy pink crepe de chine 
negligee, cut on very good 

lines, $11-75 
Val. lace and ribbon flowers 

make this cap, $16.50 

Corset bag, light blue or peach colo. 
satin with soft lace ruffle, $5.95 

singly, are of old Sheffield plate. 
$12.00 each . 

The salt-cellars have crystal bowls 
and silver stand
ards and are cop
ies of old pieces. 
S5.00 each. 

For the woman 
or girl who loves 
clothes, these bou
doir things make 
ideal gifts. 

Matinee of pink or blue satin with crisp 
fine lace ruffles and flowers to trim it, $5.95 

Before all else, look at the 
smart, wooden-headed lady whose 
rosy cheeks and raven locks are 

hand-painted; s h e ' s 
supported on cither 
a pink or blue stand
ard: an ideal hat-rest 
which does not get 
dusty or mussy as 
silk-covered ones do. 
$2 .00 . 

Peach-color Georgette crepe and soft lace combine to make this 
very charming costume, $30.00 

Bands of creamy lace and ribbon alternate to make the cap, $3.50 

Enamelled bell, 
$ 1 0 . 0 0 

Boudoir clock, white 
enamel with pink 

roses, $20.00 

Satin covered with shirred lace 
held in place with ribbon 

flowers, $5.75 

Ash-tray with blue, 
pink, or green enamelled 

rim, $6.50 

Flash-light to match 
the clock, $10.00 
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Double bag of blue silk 
done in steel beads, $16.50 

Bronzed silver, 
jade, and smoky 
amber make this 
chain and pen

dant, $20.00 

r~Fifth Avenue 
^ Section 

Bead bag in the tones 
of a black opal, bright 
green silk lining, $65.00 

Cray suede :vith black 
ribbon ruffles, $25.00 

Silk crochetted bag, soft 
Roman coloring, $16.50 

Shell comb studded with va
ried colored stones, $20.00 

Lavender silk bag, $12.50 

Lovely beyond words is the coloring of this ob
long pillow; very lustrous apple-green taffeta, 
the fruits on their antique gold background 
quaintly fashioned of clear purples, pinks, and 
yellows in the same material. The harmony 

of it is so 
fascinating 
that you'll 
find it hard 
to turn to 
a n y t h i n g 
else except 

Taffeta pillow, $35.00 

perhaps the exquisite bag above it—made all of 
shirred ribbons—pale lavender, flower-trimmed, 
its shape doubtless inspired by a garden hat 
caught up by its streamers. 

On the dressing-table this painted tin "make
u p " box would fill 
all the r equ i r e 
ments of the most 
exacting guest, for 
i t c o n t a i n s a l l 
shades of powders 
and lip sticks. 

(Continued on page 62.) "Make-up" box, $10.00 

Card-case of 
filet lace, $11.00 

Filet lace and 
embroidery hand
kerchief-case, 
lined with 
pink or blue 
satin, $7.50 

Embroidered lingerie pillow with filet lace inserts, lined with pink or blue satin, $12.; 

Very decorative; 
of silver filigree 
and lapis lazuli, 
with bits of white 
pearl at the right 
places, $20.00 
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A tiny real lace 
and embroidery 

sachet to bring 
sweet memories of 
the sender, $1.50 

A white lace 
basket to 

delicately hold the 
miscellaneous in 
a boudoir ,$^.00 
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YOUR NEW OPPORTUNITY 
TO KNOW THE WORLD'S 

GREAT MUSIC 

Rudolph Ganz 

WHEN Mr. Ganz grips 
' your hand in an intro
ductory clasp, your in

stant impression is of a man's 
man — a keen, •virile person
ality free fom the taint of 
morbidity so often associated 
•with high artistic ability. 

He is a composer of fine 
achievement. His songs and 
compositions for piano and or
chestra are "widely performed. 

Possessed of remarkable 
power as an interpretative art
ist, bis popularity as d concert 
pianist is growing "with a 
rapidity that he -well deserves. 

£Mr. Ganz is the -well 
balanced, "well informed type 
of musician •whose sincere and 
authoritative statements cannot 
be taken lightly by the public. 

An interview with Rudolph Ganz, the 
eminent Swiss pianist, regarding 

The Duo-Art Pianola 
HE degree of pleasure you derive 
from the music depends largely 
upon your musical associations, 
Let any person of good taste and 
intelligence listen regularly to fine 

music beautifully interpreted and presently he 
is an enthusiastic music lover." 

Mr. Gang's grave, good humored manner of 
speaking and the hint of a twinkle that is always 
lurking about the corner of his eyes betray him 
for what he is—a big, jovial optimist, a fine, 
wholesome'minded artist who believes simply 
and earnestly in his art. 

"You think then," I said, "that people who 
consider themselves unmusical are merely those 
who haven't heard plenty of great music played 
so they can derive pleasure from it ? " 

"Yes," he replied, "and so it is that artists, if 
they live up to their ideals, are accomplishing 
more than entertainment in their concert work 

Section 
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— they are imparting to their audiences 
music knowledge and comprehension 
- their interpretations of the musical 

scriptures are aiding the hearers to a 
new and broadened capacity for musical 
pleasure and understanding. 

"And now the time has come," 
con t inued Mr. Ganz, "when every 
pianist must awaken to a new responsi-
bility—a new and greater opportunity. 
By the developments of the past few 
years the pianist's field has been ex
tended immeasurably." 

"You are speaking, perhaps, with 
your recent experience with the Duo-
Art Pianola in mind?" I suggested. 

TTHE Duo-Art Pianola, yes. The 
reproducing piano brings the artist 

into intimate contact with the people 
in their homes—he is to become a part 
of their daily lives instead of remaining 
the casual stranger of the concert hall. 
His message of music is made generally 
available by the Duo-Art." 

"You seem to have a very definite 
confidence in the ability of the Duo-
Ar t to accurately reproduce your 
playing." 

"Well, I must confess that at first 
I doubted. But now that I have heard 
my finished records, I have nothing 
more to ask — these records are my 
own performances. Anyone who has 
heard me play would instantly recog
nize these reproductions." 

"DO YOU intend that statement to 
apply to the Duo-Art reproduc

tions in all respects? Do you. for ex-

ample, consider that we have faithfully 
duplicated your tone production?" 

"Surely! I have had no difficulty 
in getting the tone results I wanted in 
my records. The climaxes are worked 
up just as I played them. The distinc
tion between voices, between theme 
and accompaniment, are practically per
fect. The intonation and crispness of 
phrasing add the last convincing touch 
of personality and the tone-production 
pleases me much. If anyone criticizes 
it, they criticize my playing," said Mr. 
Ganz, smiling. 

"And tempo and phrasing?" 

AH! they are perfect—true to 
my performance. My typi
cal rhythmical characteris
tics, my rubati, my most 

personal ways, are exactly duplicated. 
I have been much interested also in the 
pedal results. By careful editing, the 
tone color and sustained effects secured 
by the pedal may be even more fully 
developed than in the spontaneous per
formance at the keyboard. 

"Thorough work in recording and 
editing may well bring the interpreta
tion as reproduced by the Duo-Art 
Pianola to a point where it challenges 
the artist's performance in the concert 
hall. When playing in concert so many 
circumstances and conditions may in-
fluence results. In recording we make 
our own conditions—even choose our 
moods. So the Duo-Art should present 
the pianist at his best. 
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Mr Ganz (at the right) 
engaged in editing Duo-Art Records. 
This work of retouching and revising 
the recorded interpretations gives them 
the last degree of perfection that the artist can impart. 

"Instead of feeding upon concert 
memories, those who love music may 
actually hear their favorite interpreta-
tions whenever they wish. This new 
and closer contact between artist and 
audience is to me the most fascinating 
possibility of the Duo-Art. 

AWHILE ago the Swiss Ambassa-
dor in Washington, who is a 

friend of mine, purchased one of these 
instruments—and at his request I tried 
a number of them and chose the one 
which was to be sent him. In writing 
him I said—'It is with pleasure that I 
look forward to being in your home 
indirectly, for with this new instrument 
I can have the privilege of playing for 

you whenever you like, even though I 
am not with you in person.' 

"And that is exactly the way I feel 
about it—you see! What a delight 
to be able to think that you are part 
of the artistic life in so many homes. 

TH A T is the wonderful thing The 
Aeolian Company has accomplish' 

ed: to take the concert pianist from 
the concert hall into the home." 

I have read the above interview in 
print and find it a true report of my 
statements. 
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THE DUO ART PIANOLA 
THE Duo-Art Pianola is 

the highest modern de-
velopment of the piano
forte. 

It is primarily a 
'piano of conventional 

type — a Steinway, Weber, Steck or 
Stroud, with all the fine tonal quali-
ties that distinguish these well-known 
instruments. The action and keyboard 
for hand playing are identical w i th 
other pianos of the same make. 

IIT is a player-piano of truly remark
able capacity, providing the Pianolist 

with easy and complete con-
trol of every phase of musical 
expression possible upon the 
pianoforte. It is an instrument 
of such broad artistic possibili
ties that it will interest not 
only the layman but also the 
experienced musician who will 
find in it the enjoyment of a 
limitless repertory. 

A S a reproducing piano — 
2. x as an instrument for re
creating the interpretations of 

Steinway Duo-Art Pianola 
Other models are the Steck, Stroud and 

famous Weber. Moderate prices. 

the great artists of the pianoforte, it is 
truly revolutionary in its attainments. 
Guided by the wonderful Duo-Art 
records, the Duo-Art Pianola actually 
repeats in every shading of tone and 
tempo the pianist's original performance. 

A E O L I A N representatives in every 
X \ . principal city of the United 
States are prepared to demonstrate this 
wonderful new instrument. We 
invite you to write for address of 
representative nearest you and an in
teresting Booklet of the Duo'Art. 
Please address D e p a r t m e n t S n . 

T H E AEOLIAN COMPANY, AEOLIAN HALL 
29 WEST FORTY -SECOND STREET * N E W YORK CITY 

Makers of the Aeolian-Vocalion, largest manufacturers of musical instruments in the world. 
60 
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Where splendor reigns supreme 

REED & BARTON 
Established 1824 

Fifth Avenue C 32nd Street 4 Maiden Lane 

N E W ^rt>R.rc 
Sfarfinq Silver, Diamonds, Gold Jeivelry, Watches, Gocfcs, Leather Goods, Stationery, Canes,Vm$rellas 

J\ Art and luxury blend into one 
/ \ grea t a r ray of magnificence 

at the Reed & Barton Stores. 
Yet this does not mean that prices 
are prohibitive here . O n the con
trary, these stores abound in practical 
useful articles of everyday service 
that are quite inexpensive. 

Whether one visits these stores 
to secure some exclusive tittle token 
of good taste, or simply drops in for 
the sheer joy of feasting the eyes on 
r a r e a n d beautiful t r ea su res , a n 
equally cordial welcome is assured. 
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Game of the Hare and Tortoise, 
$1.00 

Silk sweater and cap, $3.25 

E v e r y l i t t l e g i r l 
loves to have her doll 
wear the same things 
she does, and this silk 
sweater and cap an
swer a long-felt desire; 
they come in rose or 
blue, in three sizes. 

To answer the golf madness tha t has at tacked 
the adult world, these tiny golf-bags and clubs in 

different lengths ac
cording to age and 
stature. Can ' t you 
see the delight of 
the little boy with 
a golfing father who 
receives one. The 
miniature balls are 
of moderately soft 
r u b b e r — t o g u a r d 
a g a i n s t casualties 
among one's smaller 
sisters. 

If you are young 
and enjoy garden
ing, wouldn't you 
joyful ly receive a 
wheelbarrow which 
looked like a nice 
brown rabbit just 
springing over the 
garden hedge. 

The gray donkey and the coffee-
colored dog in the upper corner make delightful 
sounds when squeezed by baby fingers. Made of 

so f t p l u s h a n d h a n d -
p a i n t e d , t h e y a r e u n 
breakable, have no sharp 

Doggie crib doll, $.50 

Child's golf-bat, 
three clubs and 

balls, $5.00 

Nursery powder-puff, hand-painted 
handle, #2.50 

corners to run into one, and 
therefore are awfully comfy 
to take to bed. 

Twin hand-painted paper 
dolls under the protection of 
their French nurse; clad in most correct slips, 
they can be taken from their bonnets and coats 
and dressed in the frocks which 
come neatly packed in a pocket 
behind the nurse. $1.50. 

Quite the nicest 
hobby-horse you 
ever saw, tha t will 
hold the interest 
after all the me
chanical toys are 
broken and for
g o t t e n , h a s h i s 
slender body and 
wheels painted a 
bright yellow. 

Such a s turdy 
little chair is tha t 
in t h e c o r n e r ; 
p a i n t e d w h i t e 
and decorated in 
bright colors, it is 
q u i t e d i f f e r e n t 
f r o m t h e u s u a l 
child's chair. 

A large fluffy 
powder-puff for 

the baby has a sweet child's head for the handle 
and sets securely in a blue 
celluloid box. 

The fabled Hare and 
the T o r t o i s e in a new 
game are Si.00. 

Hobby-hone, 
$2.50 

Bunny wheelbarrtm, $4.25 Donkey, y!..;o 
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A very convenient 
and decorative knit
ting-bag is made of 
black satin and gay-
ly printed linen. I t 
adds a charming spot 
of color to a room. 
SS.50. 

Knitting-bag, $8.50 

Very smart new bath 
towels have broad stripes 
of pink or blue across their 
width; with wash-cloths to 
match, they make a nice 
gift for the woman who is 

Striped bath towel, 
$10.00 a dozen 

IVash-cloth to match, 
$3.50 a dozen 

fond of her linen clos
et. $10.00 a dozen . 
Wash-cloths, $3.50. 

T h e s e are v e r y 
a t t rac t ive doily-cases. 
The set is $2.75. 

To keep the elusive pen
cil and eraser ever handy, 
this purple or blue leather 
box. When the cover is 
snapped together it is small 
and flat, and excellent to 
t a k e t r a v e l l i n g . A n d 
wouldn't it delight the heart 
of any school child! $6.50. 

Leather box with pencils 
and erasers, $ 6 . 5 0 

The articles described above were sketched and pho
tographed by Scribner artists through the courtesy of 
the following Fifth Avenue shops: 

Grande Maison de Blanc 
Mayfair Shop 
The Little Shop 
Mark Cross ly Company 
Helen Speer Incorporated 
Bonwit Teller IS Company 
J. AI. Gidding y Company 
B. Altman ly Company 

Should any of our readers wish to know where arti
cles described in these columns may be purchased, 
we shall be glad to tell them. Please have a self-
addressed envelope accompany any request. Address 
Service Department, Scribner's Magazine. 

FIELD-OFART: 
iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiu| 

EDWARD G. GETZ 
Antique Chinese W o r k s of Art, Porcelains, Bronzes, | 

Jades, Crystals, etc. 

14 East 45th Street , N e w York Ci ly 

GORHAM GALLERIES 
SCULPTURE BY AMERICAN ARTISTS 

THE GORHAM COMPANY 
Fifth Avenue at Thirty-Sixth Street, New York City 

G'iFTS T H A T L A S T P Q ^ E ' V E ' R 
GIFTS OF LEATHER, hand polished to the luŝ  

* trous brown that only Italy can produce, gold tooled 
in Renaissance 16th and 17th century patterns. 

T H E F L O R E N T I N E A R T L E A T H E R S H O P 
601 Madison Ave., New York City 

ATIUNCTON - - — — " 
PAINTINGS BY AMERICAN ARTISTS 

EXHIBIT THROUGH NOVEMBER 
ROBERT SPENCER, N.A. 

274 Madison Avenue, New York City 

Y A M A N A K A & COMPANY 
254 Fifth Avenue, New York 

DEALERS IN ORIENTAL ART OBJECTS 

KENT-COSTIKYAN 
Trading Co, Inc. 

O R I E N T A L ( Antique and Modern • Choice Collection 
RUGS Moderate Prices * Approval Shipments 

485 Fifth Ave. New York Opp. Pub. Library 

Write now, a 
W p 0 S t a i w i i i ti)1> 

for your free copy 
of this beautiful 
catalog of exclusive 
C h r i s t m a s gifts. 
C o n t a i n s t n u u -
sands of quaint and curious 
Oriental articles, that cannot be 
duplicated elsewhere. Explains how 
you may do your Christmas shopping pleasantly and 
profitably by mail at your leisure. Send now as the 
edition is limited. Address Dept . 108. 

A. A VANTINE & CO.Inc-
Fifth Avenue & 39th Street. New York 

« 

Section 

Daguerreotypes 
RE-CREATED: 
An opportune Christmas suggest ion. T h e 
restoring and copying of Daguerreotypes 
or other family pictures, modernly treated 
and appropriately framed. Wonderful re
sults from seemingly impossible material. 

Bradley Studios, 435 Fifth Ave , New inrV 

Gifts 
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The Finality of 

Gorham 
In all branches of human endeavor, 

in Industry, in Art; and in Letters, there 
are certain names which convey the 
idea of finality, outshining all o the r s 
as the North Star outshines subsidiary 
planets. 

Gorham is that name in Silverware. 

And when you buy Sterling Silverware 
with the celebrated Gorham imprint on it, 

you have the satisfaction of 
knowing that you have pur

chased the finest silverware for the 
money that the world affords. 

For sale by leading jewelers everywhere 

The Gorham Company 
Silversmiths & Goldsmiths 

New York 
Works--Providence and New York 





From a painting by Clifford W. Ashley. 

THE LAST WHALER. 

One by one the ancient mariners, the old merchants, the famous and picturesque whaling-barks, have 
gone to their last port. At New Bedford, whence in the old days sailed 700 ships and 20,000 sea
men, there is left the merest remnant of the days when whaling was a great industry. These stout 
ships and their hardy sailors carried the American flag into ports all over the world and into the 
ice-bound seas of the polar regions. This ship, the Charles W. Morgan, was built over seventy 
years ago. 
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A NOVEMBER NIGHT 

By Sara Teasdale 

T H E R E ! See the line of lights, 
A chain of stars down either side the street— 
Why can't you lift the chain and give it to me, 
A necklace for my throat? I 'd twist it round 
And you could play with it. You smile at me 
As though I were a little dreamy child 
Behind whose eyes the fairies live. . . . And see, 
The people on the street look up at us 
All envious. We are a king and queen, 
Our royal carriage is a motor-bus, 
We watch our subjects with a haughty joy. . . . 
How still you are! Have you been hard at work 
And are you tired to-night? I t is so long 
Since I have seen you—four whole days, I think. 
My heart is crowded full of foolish thoughts 
Like fragile flowers in an April meadow, 
And I must give them to you, all of them, 
Before they fade. The people I have met, 
The play I saw, the trivial, shifting things 
That loom too big or shrink too little, shadows 
That hurry, gesturing along a wall, 
Haunting or gay—and yet they all grow real 
And take their proper size here in my heart 
When you have seen them. . . . There's the Plaza now, 
A lake of light! To-night it almost seems 
That all the lights are gathered in your eyes, 
Drawn somehow toward you. See the open park 
Lying below us with a million lamps 
Scattered in wise disorder like the stars. 
We look down on them as God must look down 
On constellations floating under him 
Tangled in clouds. . . . Come, then, and let us walk 
Since we have reached the park. I t is our garden, 
All black and blossomless this winter night, 
But we bring April with us, you and I; 
We set the whole world on the trail of spring. 

I think that every path we ever took 
Has marked our footprints in mysterious fire, 
Delicate gold that only fairies see. 
When they wake up at dawn in hollow tree-trunks 

Copyright, 1916, by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights reserved. 
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520 A November Night 

And come out on the drowsy park, they look 
Along the empty paths and say, "Oh, here 
They went, and here, and here, and here! Come, see, 
Here is their bench, take hands and let us dance 
About it in a windy ring and make 
A circle round it only they can cross 
When they come back again!" . . . Look at the lake 
Do you remember how we watched the swans 
That night in late October, while they slept? 
Swans must have stately dreams, I think. But now 
The lake bears only thin reflected lights 
That shake a little. How I long to take 
One from the cold black water—new-made gold 
To give you in your hand! And see, and see, 
There is a star, deep in the lake, a star! 
Oh, dimmer than a pearl—if you stoop down 
Your hand could almost reach it up to me. . . . 

There was a new frail yellow moon to-night— 
I wish you could have, had it for a cup 
With stars like dew to fill it to the brim. . . . 

How cold it is! Even the lights are cold; 
They have put shawls of fog around them, see! 
What if the air should grow so dimly white 
That we would lose our way along the paths 
Made new by walls of moving mist receding 
The more we follow. . . . What a silver night! 
That was our bench the time you said to me 
The long new poem—but how different now, 
How eerie with the curtain of the fog 
Making it strange to all the friendly trees. 

There is no wind, and yet great curving scrolls 
Carve themselves, ever changing, in the mist. 
Walk on a little, let me stand here watching 
To see you, too, grown strange to me and far. . . . 

I used to wonder how the park would be 
If one night we could have it all alone— 
No lovers with close arm-encircled waists 
To whisper and break in upon our dreams. 
And now we have it! Every wish comes true! 
We are alone now in a fleecy world; 
Even the stars have gone. We two alone! 
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"GOOD H U N T I N G " 

By Jesse Lynch Will iams 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY A. B. F R O S T 

AT the delectable old count ry-sea t 
/ - \ where I am invited for shooting in 

November, there are no beaters to 
drive half-tame birds out of well-planted 
coverts; no skirmish line of "sportsmen" 
deployed upon portable stools and appro
priately dressed in brave English checks; 
no obsequious servants to load and hand 

us guns; no gallery of women to applaud 
our skill. 

We work for our shots, my host and I 
and our two congenial friends, the dogs— 
his idealistic young pointer, my philo
sophic old setter. We start out at frosty 
dawn and tramp all day through the 
russet and red of the autumn woods 
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and fields, wading across luscious-smelling 
swamps, breaking through cat-brier thick
ets which tattoo our legs and would make 
English tweeds retire in shame to the rag
bag. There are no game carts to bear 
home the trophies of carnage, no game
keepers—and for that matter there is 
sometimes but little game. 

Yet I wonder if any of my fellow lovers 
of the most ancient and the most royal of 
sports is lucky enough to have a better 
time with a truer sportsman in a more 
delightful corner of the country than 
has been my portion almost every season 
since my host and I were boys together at 
college shooting clay pigeons on the gun 
club. 

I 

EXCEPT to those who kill to live, or live 
to kill, the game bag can no more gauge 
the joy of shooting than money-bags the 
success of life. Indeed, I know sports
men, good shots at that, who say they 
find more contentment in the lean bag 
than in the full one, basing this doctrine 
not upon the grim philosophy of the 
Stoics, but upon sound Sybaritic princi
ples of pleasure. More than enough for a 
feast dulls the fine edge of appreciation in 
the shooting of game as well as in the eat
ing thereof. 

For my part, except when on the West
ern plains, I've seldom had enough of 
either! But I agree that to get the keen
est zest out of shooting I must not only 
work but wait for my shots. As a mere 
matter of skill, it is more of a feat, of 
course, to execute a right and left on 
driven pheasants rocketing overhead 
than to score a double on "straight
away" quail flushed over dogs. But, for 
one thing, you miss the fun of the dogs. 
And so do the dogs, God bless them. If 
the object of shooting in the field is sim
ply to test your skill, why take the trouble 
to go into the field? You may get muddy 
and tear your clothes. Why not slaughter 
live pigeons at the trap and be done with 
it? 

Not that we are of that modern breed 
of sportsmen who pursue game with the 
camera. We were trained in the old 
school. We have not learned to interest 
ourselves in the introspection of birdies 

and bunnies, nor to be thrilled by the left 
hind footprint of the skunk. We are still 
so incompletely evolved from savage an
cestry as to love the chase more than most 
of the joys of life—and for this I offer no 
apology and ask no palliation. I suppose 
we might try to tell you (and ourselves) 
that we carry several pounds of steel and 
lead all day through bush and bog until 
utterly exhausted, all for the beneficent 
purpose of bestowing a swift and painless 
death upon quail and woodcock which in 
the ordinary course of nature would meet a 
violent or a lingering end. That is one of 
the familiar sophistries of sport, and sport 
is one of civilization's compromises with 
barbarism. There is still a good deal of 
the savage left in all of us, including those 
who will not admit it, and it might crop 
out in ways more harmful to society, less 
beneficial to the individual. (It has been 
known to happen.) Some men, perhaps, 
do not need a safety-valve in order to re
main social. Others do. 

But with equal candor I can say that 
although some seasons bring us "big days" 
down there on the old place, days of bar
baric delight which stand out in recollec
tion like a crimson swastika on a white 
blanket, yet there have been still other 
days, failures according to the game book 
in the hall, which stand out like pure 
gold against the fading weave of happy 
memories. 

Good shooting, in fine, can help make a 
good day's sport, but poor shooting can
not mar it, provided time, place, and com
panionship be perfect. . . . So there may 
be hope for our descendants! 

I I 

To drain the quintessence of enjoyment 
from a shooting trip you should time it to 
come at the end of a long sentence of hard 
labor. I t should loom up ahead of you as 
something to work for, to live for; a goal 
toward which you are struggling like a 
long-distance runner. Then with your 
holiday comes the voluptuous peace of an 
athlete breaking training. "Toil that is 
o'er is sweet," but it is so much sweeter if 
followed by active indulgence in your fa
vorite form of play than by passive loafing, 
which kills so many vacations. 

And yet more important than all else, I 
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think, is the choice of your playmate. 
How many lifelong friendships have 
started over guns or the talk of shooting! 
How many congenial brothers, from all 
over the world, are discovered by mem
bers of the freemasonry of sport! Wher
ever found, in the smoking-rooms of clubs, 
steamers, or sleeping-cars, and whatever 
their station of life—for the true democ
racy of outdoors is too robust for artificial 
distinctions—they nearly always turn out 
to be real people, likable, reliable fellows, 
the sort instinctively trusted by women, 
adored by children, and abjectly wor
shipped by dogs. Their faults may some
times be those of conviviality or reckless
ness, but of cupidity or smallness rarely. 

My friend Billy and I first met in a 
cloud of powder smoke. For there were 
clouds in those days: our youthful can
nonading at the traps began before smoke
less powder came into general use. And 
since he first invited me, in Professor 
Woodrow Wilson's class-room, to shoot 
quail and ducks with him on a Thanks
giving holiday, two generations of dogs 
have matured from yapping puppyhood, 
retired to the dignified leisure of the fire
side, and, alas! have slipped away to the 
happy hunting-ground. Gawky young 
saplings have grown into self-centred 
trees with self-respecting branches. Cer
tain well-remembered scenes of hot fusil
lades in the past have been changed by 
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time from "ideal cover" into underbrush 
too thick to shoot in; while other nooks 
and corners, once commonplace, are now 
in their turn acquiring the look of those 
thrillingly correct backgrounds to A. B. 
Frost's shooting-pictures. 

We've been at it so long, indeed, that 
we work together as a team as well as any 
pair of dogs we've ever shot over—better, 
in some respects, for we aren't jealous of 
each other's successes, as they often are; 
we don't try to bluff about our failures, as 
they have been known to do. And when 
the day's sport is over and all four of us 
are taking our well-earned rest by the fire, 
the dogs sometimes snarl and have to be 
separated; we, as it happens, have never 
yet fought—even over politics or religion, 
though we differ in both sufficiently to 
make conversation. And so, since time 
and occupations now allow us to meet but 
rarely during the rest of the year, the an
nual oiling up of guns means more than 
companionable indulgence in our favorite 
sport. I t means the reunion of two old 
friends who know each other's ways and 
like them. 

As for the place where I enjoy these 
blessings, doubtless it was not designed 
originally for a game preserve, but it would 
be hard to find a better location for one 
within such easy reach of town. The 
broad acres, remote from the railroad, in
convenient for poachers, and completely 
hidden from the highway by several miles 
of woods, lie tucked away upon a sunny, 
sequestered neck of land between a small 
river, in which there are sometimes trout 
in the spring, and a great bay, in which 
there are always ducks in the fall. The 
land is no longer used for farming, and one 
might suppose it had been laid out express
ly for quail, as we in the North incor
rectly term the Bob White, known as par
tridge in the South and recognized as the 
king of American game-birds in all sec
tions. Each of the many fields is en
closed, not by fences (which are more or 
less dangerous to climb with a loaded gun, 
and a nuisance in any case), but by deep 
borders of trees of ancient planting, like 
the bauks of English estates. These, lo
cally called "hedges," though that has 
always seemed to me a frivolous term for 
such dignified oaks, make perfect cover. 
When the dogs locate a covey in the open 

and we have flushed and shot at the birds 
on the rise, they scatter, after the manner 
of quail, for the nearest hedge, but, also 
after the manner of quail, they seldom fly 
beyond the first one they come to. So, 
bidding the dogs keep close, we care
fully work down the length of the hedge, 
putting up singles and doubles. The 
undergrowth is thick enough to make 
the birds lie close, and the trees are not 
too thick for shooting. But you must 
shoot quick. It makes a good sporting 
chance. 

After a day or two of this our legs give 
out, for after all ours are only human legs, 
and we have but two apiece. Of late 
years we have observed—with amuse
ment, if not with alarm—a growing tend
ency to take the car when going "down 
neck" to "Injun Point," "Little Boat 
Place," "Big Boat Place," or any of the 
remote portions of the estate. Indeed, as 
there are usually openings through the 
hedges, and all of the fields are level and 
most of them unploughed, we sometimes 
stay in the car, plunging and bumping 
about through the long grass, until the 
dogs strike a scent. Then we jump out, 
shouting "s teady" and "careful," flush 
the covey and follow where they lead. It 
is something like the method of shooting 
quail in the South, only there it is done on 
horseback. Cross-country riding by mo
tor is, so far as I know, a new sport of our 
own invention. 

When we have had enough quail-shoot
ing, or even before that point is reached, 
we chain up the dogs, by this time also 
fagged, and, arising before dawn, set sail 
by starlight in a "scooter," laden with 
duck decoys, for one of the low-lying 
points which the salt meadows thrust like 
fingers into the bay. There, luxuriously 
resting at full length upon the soft mud 
and sedge, with rubber blankets and hip-
boots intervening for our comfort, we 
listen to the soporific breezes in the rushes, 
or to each other's ideas for correcting the 
universe—which also, at times, has a so
porific effect—until a bunch of broadbill, 
redhead, or black ducks comes hurtling in 
over the decoys. Then we neglect the 
rest of the universe entirely. 

That, of course, is just what we are 
there for—to forget. No other means, 
as the late President Cleveland used to 



Putting out decoys. 

Set sail by starlight in a "scooter," laden with duck decoys.—Page 524. 

say, is quite so successful for the purpose 
as shooting. Such is a man's absorption 
that frequently one of us asks the other, 
seated scarcely a yard away, "Did you 
shoot, too?" 

A mile of the outer beach across the bay 
belongs to the estate, and here snipe and 
other shore birds of a dozen varieties ap
pear in their appointed seasons. In the 
woods near the house ruffed grouse are 
found—infrequently enough to be appreci
ated. And down in the rich black loam 
of the river banks, under low-lying al
ders, hides the elusive woodcock, often 
in considerable numbers, though when to 

hunt and where to find that most mys
terious and beautiful of all our American 
birds is usually a different matter. Oc
casionally even deer are seen in the 
woods, though no attempt is made to 
shoot them. 

That is a goodly variety of game for a 
country place within three hours of New 
York by rail, just a pleasant afternoon's 
run by motor over roads famous for 
smoothness. Nor is this place stocked 
with game, except occasionally in the case 
of quail, when the winters have been too 
severe or the foxes and owls too prolific for 
the coveys to survive. 
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I I I 

BUT, for my part, an annual pilgrimage 
to the scene of these delights would be a 
gratifying privilege, even without the fe
licity of friendship or the fun of shooting: 
An ancestral homestead, built half a cen
tury or so before the Revolution and oc
cupied by the direct descendants of the 
builder for at least a part of every year 

the land, so the story goes, on a gambling 
debt from a neighbor whose descendants, 
as it happens, are neighbors to this day. 
The latter still have on fading parchment 
the original grant for the whole tract from 
the royal William and Mary. " H e re
mained an exile from his estate for seven 
years," a local historian writes of William 
the Signer. " The devastations committed 
on his property were very great." But 

IN the woods near the house ruffed grouse are found.—Page 525. 

since—except when the British occupied 
it, the family having fled for safety to a 
neighboring State. The William of that 
generation (for I suppose he would resent 
being called Billy as much as his present 
namesake would object to being called 
William) was too entirely well known and 
hated by the English to take any risks for 
his household, having already taken quite 
enough for himself by signing the Declara
tion of Independence and raising a regi
ment which he was now leading as a 
general in the field—a grim, determined 
William, judging from the portrait which 
hangs in the hall over the sword he fought 
with and the pen he also risked his life 
with—in order, I suppose, that his de
scendant and I might kill quail. . . . Well, 
William immortalized himself as a pa
triot, but I'd rather go shooting with Billy. 

William was of the fourth generation 
back from the present, and third down 
from the original ancestor who acquired 

fortunately, although the family silver, so 
carefully concealed, was never recovered, 
the old house itself, for it was old at the 
time of the Revolution, was not destroyed. 
With an added wing or two, in keeping 
with the rest, it remains to this day as it 
was then, a serene and dignified expression 
of early Colonial simplicity—long and low 
and lovable, well-proportioned rooms and 
many of them, low-ceiled, party-raftered, 
and with twenty-four small panes in each 
of the many old windows. 

Gleaming white against the dark pro
tecting woods to the north, nestling close 
to the ancestral sod, and caressed by an 
enormous linden-tree which towers high 
above the sturdy chimneys, the house 
smiles upon a wide expanse of velvet lawn, 
level as a billiard-table and undefiled by 
flower-beds or bushes. This is bound at a 
restful distance by a noble oak frame, also 
of ancestral planting. I t is a mile or more 
to the water, and two vistas have been 
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cut through the trees to catch the gleam 
of the silver bay and—beyond the tawny 
dunes of the outer beach—the crisp blue 
band of the thrilling sea. 

It is a stalwart old house, constructed in 
days before American builders were given 
to putting on Georgian airs and graces. 
The plain clapboard exterior suggests that 
tranquil disdain of decoration which our 
best modern architects now display in 
some of their chaste domestic exteriors— 
certain of Charles Piatt 's, for example— 
as if quietly aware of being exquisitely cor
rect in line and proportion but aristocrat
ically oblivious to whether you know it or 

not. Out of sight, but not many miles 
down the coast, numerous smart country 
homes rear their conspicuous heads, each 
looking just as expensive as it can, or, if 
it can't, then self-consciously "artistic." 
The summer crowds rushing by on the 
train to the resorts of fashion would never 
guess, from the desolate little station bear
ing its name, the existence of this vener
able estate hidden by its thick wall of 
woods, far removed from the highways in
fested by screeching motors, meditating 
on the past in unmolested seclusion. 

Up in the garret are rough hide trunks, 
studded with brass nails, containing flow-

Down in the rich black loam of the river banks hides the elusive woodcock.—Page 525. 
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ered waistcoats, poke bonnets, mob caps. 
Under the stout hewn rafters are hand
made chests and home-made casks, gath
ering dust. In dark corners lie candle-
moulds, spoon-moulds, and quaint cush
ioned saddles—all waiting patiently. . . . 

As in other old houses diamond scratch-
ings may be found on some of the old 
wrinkled window-panes. Now, the gen
eral had two beautiful daughters, who 
were asked in marriage, so the family tra
dition runs, by two swains who later in the 
course of human events became Presi
dents of these United States, but, if I may 
quote one of his great-great-granddaugh
ters, the humorous annalist of the present 
generation, " Unmindful of the laments of 
collateral posterity the daughters rejected 
them for the superior charms of an army 
surgeon and a gallant colonel." Perhaps 
it was one of these belles who, either be
fore or after her great decision, felt im
pelled to express her views of the world 
upon the window of her boudoir—"Life is 
a blank." Whatever may have been the 
cause, the results were curious, for the dia
mond slipped upon the glass, the " 1 " in 
"b lank" became an " e " and the " k " de
clined to become at all. So "Life is a 
bean " remains to this day the message the 
fascinating lady left to collateral posterity 
and to its numerous house-parties; thus 
showing that even in the good old times 
of soft sighs and subtle swoonings, of lace 
frills and silver snuff-boxes, ironic reality 
had a mischievous trick of touching high 
romance with low comedy. 

Out in the shadowed garden, recently 
restored, is the same path once trod by 
this ennuied lady's dainty slipper when 
she ventured forth to gather what were 
then called "posies." Down the lane are 
the same oaks beneath which the beaux 
and belles of those days strolled and 
courted. Young people stroll there still 
at times; only now they wear linen or duck 
dresses, and knickerbockers or flannels. 
And it is highly improbable that their dia
logue is adorned with such long and com
plicated compliments as in those days. 
Otherwise it is not so vastly different, I 
fancy—more stately then, less artificial 
now. 

Meanwhile, in any case, the oaks them
selves have grown more stately than ever, 
and the garden path once merely bordered 

with box is now completely canopied by it 
from end to end. . . . So, after all, there 
are advantages in belonging to the present 
generation even for purposes of romance 
and picturesqueness. Older generations 
cannot enjoy the tone of time which they 
create for those who follow after. The 
glamour of their day did not exist for 
them. A dull, prosaic age they doubtless 
considered it (witness "Life is a bean") 
until, peradventure, they took a certain 
never-to-be-forgotten stroll down the lane 
or through the box. Then it did not mat
ter. For there are older things than oaks, 
and more beautiful than gardens. 

IV 

M Y first expedition to this entrancing 
spot had the added delight of a memo
rable surprise. Though I had occasion 
later to learn how much he loved it, my 
shooting pal had told me nothing about 
his country home except to say that it was 
"an old farm-house—pretty plain," and 
to hope that I would not mind! Now, 
even in those youthful days old houses 
were a passion with me, and so, at the end 
of our long, cold drive by night past an In
dian reservation and through what seemed 
an interminable forest, when I found what 
kind of " an old farm-house " it was, it was 
love at first sight for me. Here were 
broad fireplaces built before the nation 
was founded, with full-length logs blaz
ing cheerily in them; bewildering passage
ways with unexpected steps leading up 
into one room, down into another; whim
sical doors with latches which would not 
stay latched; antique furniture which had 
not come from shops; grandfather clocks 
placed there by grandfathers; and an 
ancient gun-room with long fowling-pieces 
left there by previous generations of 
sportsmen—almost everything, in fact, 
orthodox old houses ought to have, ex
cept, to be truthful a t the risk of seem
ing to be carping, there were no ghosts. 
Clinging to it all, from cellar to garret, 
was that wondrous, that delicious odor of 
antiquity, so suggestive of life and its 
changes, so eloquent of death which does 
not change. 

As it happened, good shooting in good 
company over good dogs, combined with 
bachelor hall in an old country-house, 
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mellow and remote, was a thing I had 
fondly dreamed and doubtless written 
about. But it is such a rare joy, even in 
youth, when life obligingly comes true to 
fiction. It proved too much for me. 
Despite the deplorable lack of a ghost, I 
could not sleep that night. 

But for that matter neither did my host, 
and he had lived there all his life and his 
ancestors before him. The next morn
ing, when with chattering teeth he came 
to wake me at chilly dawn, he explained 

that he never could sleep the first night 
before shooting. Well, even to this day, 
though the years have brought us deeper 
joys than good hunting and keener sor
rows than bad weather, we are usually too 
excited to sleep much on the eve of shoot
ing. He, it seems, is continually startled 
by the old horror of not waking until noon 
and I by the tantalizing nightmare of a 
shell stuck in my gun while a thousand 
birds are describing graceful parabolas 
about my head. 
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And to this day we still arise at an un
earthly hour, like children on Christmas. 
This, of course, is quite unnecessary, un
less we are going out on the bay after 
ducks, for quail are hard to find in the 
early hours, before they leave the woods 
to forage, and we are sure to get soak
ing wet in the long grass at dewy dawn 
and to be tired out before sunset in any 
case. 

But, oh, the fun of those early morning 
starts! The hurried dressing by candle
light; the dark, stark silence of the sen-

530 

tient old house; the startling creak of the 
stairs, the surprising unconcern of the pre
occupied clock in the hall, ticking loudly, 
tocking deliberately. And then the daz
zling light and the welcome roar of the 
crackling fire in the dining-room; the even 
more welcome smell of the coffee bubbling 
on the old black crane; the hurried break
fast devoured with boy-like talk and 
laughter. And finally, lighting a pipe, 
"sweetest at dawn," and taking up our 
glistening guns, we carefully tiptoe out of 
the side door—having by this time, to be 
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sure, thoroughly awakened the rest of the 
household. 

But we're off at last! the long-awaited 
moment! Across the frosted lawn comes 
the cool, sweet b rea th of the woods. 
Above the clear-cut rim of the sea comes 
the inquiring sun. And from far out on 
the bay comes a muffled " th rump!"— 
some one is shooting ducks. We slip shells 
into our guns. We close the breach with 
a low clang that is music to our ears and 
to the dogs'. They are unleashed now, 
they race like mad across the whitened 
grass, then back again to us to make sure 
that it is all true—are we really going 
shooting together again? We are! We 
are! They leap and dance and lick our 
faces. They bark and whine and bump 
their silly old heads against our gun-bar
rels. For they too have been waiting and 
longing for this moment, understanding 
all the preparations, crying for joy at the 
sight of faded shooting-coats, springing to 
their feet at every movement of their 
gods. . . . 

Perhaps we fail to strike the scent in 
"Great Lot," in "Ballroom Lot," or the 
"Lot Before the Door." Maybe even 
"Lucky Lo t" fails us, though that used 
always to be a sure place to find a covey or 
two, as the name suggests—our own name, 
which in turn may be handed down and 
accepted unquestioningly by later genera
tions like the many other local names with 
no other authority than custom. Possi
bly we find it necessary to work far out 
through "Muddy Bars" and beyond 
"Lun's Orchard" to the sweet-smelling 
cover among the bayberries down by the 
water. 

The sun is getting high. I t is nine 
o'clock. I t seems like noon. Sweaters 
have become a nuisance. The dogs have 
lost their first enthusiasm. . . . Then sud
denly—it is always when least expected— 
one of them, ranging casually by a clump 
of stunted bushes, stops abruptly as if 
instantaneously petrified. It is a most 
complete stop. His head was slightly 
turned to one side; it remains so. His 
tail is straight out behind. His eyes are 

fixed and glassy. His nostrils are twitch
ing. 

"He's got 'em—come up!" We both 
run forward, the shells in our pockets rat
tling. Thirst and fatigue are forgotten 
now. 

The other dog has seen, heard, and 
straightway understands. He too comes 
up, but more cautiously. Watch him 
putting down one foot at a time gin
gerly, "backing u p " his friend splendidly 
—until he too winds the birds, crouches 
suddenly, and stands as if frozen to the 
spot. I t is a beautiful sight. Beyond, 
the brown fields fall away to the blue 
water. The dogs are silhouetted against 
it. There's a white sail out there. 

" Be ready—they're lying close." 
Our voices are high and tremulous. 
"They'll turn and make for the woods 

—look out for a cross shot." 
We take a step nearer. Though we 

cannot see the birds it is now a moral 
certainty that there is a covey of quail 
here within a few feet of us. And it is 
bound to rise in a second or two with a 
furious whir of wings which always alarms 
the novice and frequently confuses even 
veterans like ourselves. We stand with 
guns poised, our hearts thumping like 
trip-hammers. The dogs are trembling, 
but they are holding the point stanchly. 

With no premonitory sound or move
ment there is a sudden roar, a speckled 
brown geyser has gushed up out of the 
grass at our feet, and a dozen quail are in 
the air at once, scudding at high speed for 
the woods, while we, remembering or neg
lecting to "follow through" with our cross 
shots, empty our guns after them. 

V 

How many did we bag? 
We each scored a right and left, per

haps. Perhaps we both made double 
misses. Four birds or none, it doesn't 
matter much. Every care in the world 
was forgotten for the moment, and we 
have a picture to remember through the 
long days in town. 
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Vanderbilt residences. 
Hotel Gotham. 

A bit of Fifth Avenue above 52d Street, harmonious in effect, combining residences and a business building. Just 
beyond is St. Thomas 's Church, the University Club, and Hotel Gotham. This section has the effect 

of being finished although New York is constantly changing in appearance. 
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Hotel Biltmore. 

Hotel Belmont. Vanderbilt Avenue Office Building. 

BY VERNON HOWE BAILEY. 

Grand Central Terminal. 

The Grand Central Terminal, the building of which has formed the connecting-point of four subway systems and has 
created a great public centre. Not a. building in the picture is fifteen years old, and the work of rebuild

ing is still going on. The excavation is on the site of the Grand Union Hotel. 
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Drawn by Alunzo Kimball. 

The childish little figure that danced with rage before him.—Page 536. 
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THE BELLS OF CULLAM 

LORD LOVALL STUART 
McCAMMERON of Ab-
ernethy and Lochan, was a 
grand golfer—" gowfer," he 
pronounced it, with a won
derful rounded "ow." He 

was sixty-five years old, stood six feet six 
in his spiked heather-brogues, and his 
temper was as short as his stroke was 
long and his accent broad. He was the 
admiration and terror of all the links 
from John o' Groat's to " Killiecrankie," 
and body and soul he owned "Wul ly" 
Forsythe, the only caddie to survive his 
fierce czarship of " the Game of Kings." 

In his tyrannical way the old man 
loved the boy. I t was his one concession 
to human weakness. Ice and iron he 
was to every other claim. He hated 
weakness, he hated it so viciously that 
he had cut out his own heart—though 
his tenants claimed he never had one— 
to satisfy that hatred. The countryside 
told in whispers how he had cast forth 
his only daughter, lovely, gentle Ann 
Linsey, because in her feminine softness 
she had given her heart to Duncan Gor
don, who was ' 'no wat, but a puir laddie 
frae the pass o' the Laicht." Ay, he had 
put her out, and she and her husband had 
gone to Canada, to be heard of no more, 
and the estate being entailed, there was 
but little cause to hope that lovely Ann 
Linsey would ever glad the wayside with 
her bonnie face again. But her father, 
having cast her from his house, to all 
appearances cast her from his mind also. 
Her name was never mentioned after the 
boards were nailed across the doors of the 
rooms that had been hers. Consequently 
the affection the dour lord displayed for 
Wully Forsythe was a miracle second only 
to that of Daniel in the lions' den. 

To have passed through the ordeal of 
being his lordship's caddie, and not only 
retained this high office, but actually to 
have wrung favor from the taskmaster, 
argued a being little short of angelic. 
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Could the good people of Abernethy have 
eavesdropped at the forming of this 
strange alliance, they would have under
stood the situation better, for Wully was 
far from being even a lesser cherub. At 
the age of eleven, undersized, red-headed, 
and freckled in flakes, he was as emo
tional a little liar as ever told himself to 
sleep with stories of hair-raising crimes, 
not the least frequent of which were the 
mental trouncings he gave his master. 
Wully was tender-hearted to foolishness, 
and sentimental as only a Highlander can 
be. Tears dwelt so near his red-lashed 
eyelids that he controlled them only by 
giving his tongue free rein. The Fates, 
in order to keep him from bursting when 
fury was upon him, had endowed him 
with language. He could swear!—heav
ens, how he could swear! I t was this gift, 
which amounted to real genius, that per
formed the miracle. 

I t happened one hot August morning 
on the second day of Wully's incumbency 
of the position of caddie-in-chief. He 
lugged his master's clubs across the links, 
perspiration dropping from his bulbous 
brow, weariness cramping his thin legs 
as he strove to keep pace with the huge, 
tireless old man. The giant was having 
his own troubles. The unaccustomed 
heat put him off his game. He foozled, 
he tore the turf, he lost three balls in the 
Banlock tarn, and ended by breaking his 
favorite lofter. "Wha t were caddies for 
but to be sworn a t? Any able-bodied 
man could carry his own clubs." Thus 
he would have argued, and, therefore, 
with a clear conscience, he cursed Wully 
Forsythe right through the dictionary of 
anathema. The boy's eyes took on a 
misty look, furious tears gathered back 
of the pale blue, his nose pricked, and he 
swelled like a pink and freckled toad. 

Lord Lovall continued his tirade, and, 
words failing, he struck the boy fair on 
the bare knees with the handle of the 
broken lofter. 
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Then the dam broke. Tears dripped 
from Wully's eyes, his gash of a mouth 
opened to eloquence that swept over the 
great golfer's choice collection of insults, 
drowned it and flowed on unchecked. 
When he had used up every epithet 
known to the links, he invented new ones, 
derived from, the de'il himself would 
have to guess where. They were vivid, 
picturesque, biting as vitriol, spontane
ous and all-embracing. 

His lordship stood, his huge legs spread 
apart, his knotted hands on his hips, his 
shoulders bent forward, and his great 
leonine head overhanging the childish 
little figure that danced with rage before 
him. 

Wully capped the climax by snatching 
up the head of the golf-stick and casting 
it at the giant's shin, where it landed 
with a resounding crack. Having com
mitted the crime of leze-majesty, Wully 
stopped short. He stood still, aghast, 
fully expecting to be beaten to jelly with 
any or all of the steel-tipped weapons he 
carried. 

What happened was sheer cataclysm— 
Lord Lovall Stuart McCammeron held 
out his hand. 

" I apologize, Wully. I should have 
been mair the man than to cast ma ill— 
will at a child. I beg yer pairdon." 

Wully calmed down instantly, but he 
stood his ground. 

"Ah accept yer lordship's apology," 
he said with the dignity of an archbishop. 

Lovall's vast shoulders began to shake, 
and he turned away his face to hide the 
grin that would not be controlled. The 
boy had won. From that day the two 
were companions. Wully left his aunt's 
none too opulent home, and came to live 
at the castle. Up and down the land, as 
golf tournaments drew them, went the 
dean of the sport and his freckled squire, 
together, one and inseparable. 

But success had made him overbold, 
and there came a day when Wully over
stepped his bounds, a day that burned 
itself into the boy's mind and heart, a 
day of wrath, a day that threatened com
plete disruption. And the cause of his 
undoing was far-away Ann Linsey, and 
thereafter he hated her resentfully. 

Came a letter to Factor Stevens, a let

ter from Canada—a pitiful, proud, brave 
letter. There was news, great news and 
sad news. Duncan Gordon was dead and 
gone—killed in the cave-in of a mine— 
and his son was born in black sorrow in 
a blacker world. There was also an en
closure addressed to his lordship, in a 
shaking hand. 

Factor Stevens sat for long in the office, 
thinking. Who dare present that letter? 
Not he! He was manager of the vast 
estate, and had no will to forfeit his job. 
He was minded for a moment to destroy 
both communications, for who would ever 
know? But his conscience smote him 
cruelly and he mumbled excuses to him
self under his breath. With the thin for
eign paper scorching his pocket he sought 
out the minister, Stewart Campbell, at 
the manse. Campbell looked at the en
velope directed in that quavering hand, 
and his spirit sickened—he was a mild 
little man. Face the Lion of Lochan 
with that message—not he ! He had four 
motherless children, and the manse was 
comfortable, " the minister's pool " in the 
salmon river, a rich one, and the "glebe" 
rented well. But Ann Linsey's letter 
must, for all that, reach its destination. 

He rose, donned his flat black hat, 
seized Stevens's arm, and led him across 
the cobbled street to the long gray 
schoolhouse, over which presided Domi
nie Farquarson, a man of learning and 
resource. They found him seated at his 
back door, a pipe in his mouth, Epictetus 
in his hand. And there, with the babble 
of the Banlock burn in their ears, they 
set the matter before him. " He stood well 
with his lordship—better than any. I t 
would be his place to deliver the letter." 
Dominie Farquarson wrinkled his shrewd 
eyes. 

" Afreed fer yer jobs ? " he said. " Weel, 
so am I." He shifted his pipe and raised 
his book. The visitors, with sinking 
hearts, departed. 

Stevens looked blank, the minister 
scratched his gray head and pursed his 
lips. And then came Hepsey McLean 
bobbing down the street, a basket of 
" scattern " on her arm, her withered face 
framed in a red knitted cap, as envelop
ing as an aviator's. 

" I t ' s Hepsey," said Campbell hope
fully. 
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"Ay, it's Hepsey," said Stevens with 
a sigh of relief. 

They headed her off and conducted her 
to the quiet of the lane back of the fish-
shop. And there they consulted her, as 
did every one in Lochan and Abernethy. 

She shook her old head and clacked 
her wi thered lips. "Auch, a y ! " she 
murmured, and wiped the tears from her 
rhumy eyes. "There 's but one in the 
world can tak that letter tae his lordship 
and live," she said, "and that same is 
Wully Forsythe, the caddie." 

The two harassed men looked at each 
other. 

" I t ' s Wully," said they in one breath. 
"Wumman, yer recht." 

"And Wully's in high favor noo," 
Stevens added. "His lordship has made 
the score for the bell at Cullam links, and 
made the bell at Lorcan, too, within the 
month. I t ' s the Lord's doin', I 'm think-
in'." 

"Tell his aunt, the widow Forres," sug
gested Hepsey. "She'll send for the lad, 
and then ye can win him to it, he's as 
soft as a girl. Get him tae greet over 
Ann Linsey, an' yer got him. Auch, 
ay," she sighed, and took up the basket 
and went her way. 

Thus it came about that Wully was 
sent for. Very flattered he was when the 
two great men of the village made much 
of him, assured him that he alone could 
be trusted with the all-important com
munication, complimented him on hold
ing his unique position of caddie for well 
over a year; and Wully, swelling with 
self-importance, wept over her leddyship's 
misfortunes, and, between pride and pity, 
was swept off his common-sense feet. 

He hid the letter in his inside pocket 
and returned to the castle. As he trudged 
on his gait became heavier, his courage 
began to ooze, his braggart pride col
lapsed like a pricked balloon. He was 
a very frightened, very unhappy, and, af
ter all, a very little boy of only twelve. 
But his word was passed to deliver that 
letter. He had no alternative. 

He sought admittance to the library, 
where his lordship never read, but often 
sat of a lonely evening. His master looked 
up, his lion's eyes glaring at the intruder. 

" I didna send for ye, lad," he growled. 
"Please, sir," Wully shuffled, " i t ' s ma 

rapoort." He handed his school report 
to the giant, who glanced at it. 

"Gude, gude—it'll do." 
"An'—an' ," Wully's heart was beating 

ha rd . • 
"Oot with it ," his lordship commanded. 

" W h a t hae ye done the noo?" 
Wully fumbled in his breast, clutched 

the envelope, and brought it forth with a 
trembling hand. " I brought yer lord
ship a letter," he squeaked, like a cor
nered mouse, and placed the missive on 
the great oak table under his master's 
eyes. 

The change that came over the old man 
was terrifying. His face became livid, his 
eyes blazed with ungovernable fury. He 
rose with one terrible up-sweep of his gi
gantic figure. 

"Throw that letter in the fire!" he 
thundered, "throw i t ! " Shaking like a 
blown reed, Wully took up the letter and 
tossed it on the embers, where it blazed 
for an instant and fell to black wisps. 
"And now"—the great hand fell upon 
the boy's shoulders; he was lifted clean 
off his feet, shaken till his teeth rattled 
and his eyes started from his head, and 
thrown across the room, where he fell 
asprawl, his head within an inch of a 
stand of heavy armor that would have 
killed him outright had he struck upon 
it. Half stunned, he looked up into the 
contorted face of his chief. "Listen tae 
m e ! " Lord Lovall bellowed. "If ever 
ye dare to bring me such a letter—or to 
mention that name, or by word or deed 
mind me of that limmer—that day I'll 
kill ye, Wully Forsythe, dead wheer ye 
stand." 

A heavy dog-whip lay on the table. 
His lordship seized it and brought the 
lash down with all the force of his huge 
body on the boy's quivering shoulders 
again and again. Wully did not cry out. 
He clambered to his feet, covering his 
face with his skinny arm, and shrieked: 

" I resign, damn ye, I resign!" 
His coat was torn open in half a dozen 

places, and the blood glowed on the white 
shirt beneath. 

Lovall. with an oath, cast the whip on
to the hearth and, crossing his great arms, 
seemed to press back his rage within him
self. When he spoke again his voice was 
calm. 
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"Tell Mar, the gillie, tae wash yer 
back, Wully—and be on the links at six 
thirty, the morn." 

The boy lifted his livid face. "Ye 
links ' deil,' I hae resigned! I telt yer." 

"At six thirty," said his lordship. 
"Ye canna tell me, Wully Forsythe, ye 
didna ken ye shudna have come tae me 
with that letter. Ye got yer pay fer corn-
in.' Ye ken what tae expect shud ye 
offend again. Now we understand one 
another. At six thirty, the morn." 

Stiff, sore, and outwardly sullen, Wully 
was on the links when the mists cleared, 
but deep in his heart was overwhelming 
thanksgiving—he was not to be cast out. 
Once more the strange friendship was 
cemented. The two took up their united 
life, one and inseparable—the giant of ice 
and iron; the romantic, sentimental boy. 

The weary, dreary fogs of Glasgow 
drifted before Lord Lovall McCammer-
on's windows overlooking the gray and 
crowded street. The grand old golfer sat 
wedged in an armchair, two sizes too small 
for him, and surveyed the boy. Wully 
was now thirteen. The years had pulled 
him out long and narrow and peppered 
him with more freckles. His hair was 
auburn, and his blue eyes held back the 
sympathetic or tempestuous tears with a 
harder pucker, a parody and unconscious 
imitation of his lordship's challenging eye. 
Time had been unable to hack or hew 
another wrinkle on McCammeron's face 
or filch a cubit from his upright stature. 
Grimmer of expression it could not have 
made him, but at the moment satisfied 
pride had relaxed the gashes from nostril 
to chin that bounded his iron mouth on 
the east and west. 

"Wully," said he, " i t ' s a great honor 
they have conferred upon us, d'ye mind 
it, lad ? To be made custodian of the 
golf bells at the Glasgow Exhibeetion ! 
It 's the highest tribute the united gov
ernors of all the links in Scotland could 
pay, and I hope ye'll realize it." 

Wully flushed magenta under the 
freckles. 

" I ken," he nodded. " I t ' s grrand!" 
"We will now go forrmally to the ex

hibeetion grrounds and prresent ourr-
selves," his lordship announced, rising 
with difficulty from the grip of the chair. 

The boy rang a hand-bell, which 
brought forward a serving-man attired in 
a suit of shockingly loud plaid—his lord
ship's " service tar tan." The whiskered 
valet presented his master with stick, 
gloves, and handkerchief, and helped him 
with his wide-skirted overcoat. Wully 
took up his cap and jerked the knees of 
his outgrown golf trousers. The dean of 
the links and his henchman were about 
to take office as custodians of the trophies; 
and the keeper of the Great Seal of Eng
land guarded a mere trifle compared to 
the glorious responsibility of the golf 
prizes of Scotland's ancient and honorable 
companies. 

At the door of the hotel his lordship's 
barouche awaited him—he scorned such 
"kitt le cat t le" as taxis—and in state, 
Wully on the box beside the driver, was 
driven to the exhibition grounds. At the 
historical pavilion they were met by a 
deputation of officers representing the 
great clubs, the formidable links of the 
north and south countries, and Lovall 
Stuart McCammeron, Lord of Abernethy 
and Lochan, was conducted to the long, 
well-lighted room, where, on shelves and 
in cases, shone the priceless treasures 
that two hundred years of golfing had 
won and lost. There were high silver 
flagons bearing the hall-marks of the 
Georges, tankards and bowls of Queen 
Anne's time, platters and nefs and loving-
cups, shields and beakers of all sorts and 
sizes and ages. A brave and glittering 
show they made, and each bore the score 
and the name of the match it com
memorated, a feast for the eye of every 
true golfer—a silver record of mighty 
strokes and magnificent putting. 

But it was not upon this gorgeous dis
play that the eye of their honorable 
custodian dwelt with keenest pride, not 
the magnificence of hall-marked plate 
that rejoiced his sporting soul. Such 
plate one might gaze upon in many an 
ancient hall, many a castle boasted its 
carefully polished and hoarded testi
monials to golf supremacy. But only 
once in a proverbial blue moon were the 
golf bells brought together for the vulgar 
herd to covet and wonder at. The golf 
bells ! How their jingling music tinkled 
down the years, and how they shone and 
twinkled in the long central cases down 
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the room. Each of the great links had 
its own show-case—and there the silver 
bells reposed. In shape like sleigh-bells, 
of varying sizes, strung on the slim rod 
of an ancient golf-stick that had itself 
made its grand record; each bell bearing 
a name, the winner of the club match of 
the year. There were brassies and lof ters 
and putters galore, fitted close between 
handle and iron, with crowding bells. One 
read in quaint script names world-famous 
in their day, names forgotten, except for 
a mossy stone in the kirkyard, and on the 
dented "grelot" that commemorated a 
championship. 

It was upon the golf bells that the Lord 
of Abernethy's eyes gloated. Here, in
deed, was the Great Trust. 

Wully's eyes almost popped from their 
tawny-lashed sockets as the keys of the 
cases were turned over to his master. 
For upon him would devolve the dusty 
honor of polishing these honored relics 
during the long months the exhibition 
would last. And as he looked at the 
serried ranks of silver his heart misgave 
him. There must be a million bells. I t 
seemed impossible that all the golf as
sociations of Scotland together for two 
hundred years could have accumulated 
such a collection. But the pride in his 
lordship's eyes brought an answering 
glow to his squire's. Without a doubt, 
to polish the golf bells of Scotland was a 
privilege, and meet for brag when one 
should be once again among the heather 
hills. But six months with a tooth-brush 
and silver powder!—when the open heath 

. called, and the cloud shadows raced each 
other across bunker and tee—! Wully 
swallowed a sigh—a king may sigh at his 
coronation for thought of schoolboy free
dom. There may have been a regret in 
his master's heart as well, for while the 
exhibition lasted the links would call in 
vain. When his lordship accepted re
sponsibility he took it hard, and woe be
tide him who failed to realize it and abide 
by the law. So the days of guardianship 
began. 

In the directors' room his lordship pre
sided, grandly as a chancellor of the realm. 
In the gallery, after hours, Wully kept the 
"siller o' Scotland" bright. His days were 
free. He hung around the rooms, listen
ing to the talk of the visitors as they 

gazed at the famous bells. Occasionally 
he proudly acted as exhibitor, pointing 
out the oldest and most famous trophies, 
speaking of the individual tone and tin
kle, for now he knew them all like the 
voices of friends. 

I t was during these early days that 
he first met the Lady and the Baby. She 
was tall and slender and very pretty, 
with frail apple-blossom beauty. But 
the surprising thing was her interest in 
golf. As a rule, the women enthusiasts 
were gowned in tweed, well-set-up, out-
striding females, with open-air manners. 
This was no wielder of the brassy; she 
was too slow of movement, too weak, too 
gentle. Then, too, she brought the baby 
when she haunted the exhibition. The 
baby was a strapping, solid person, who 
looked as if, given time and opportunity, 
he might achieve first-class caddiehood. 
The lady made Wully's acquaintance 
and asked him a thousand questions. She 
was more interested than all the tweed-
ed champions. The friendship ripened. 
Wully so far forgot his manly importance 
as to take a fancy to the future caddie. 
Once or twice he dared to open the cases 
and run a finger over the tinkling bells, 
to the infant's delight. 

Then the lady ceased to come. She 
had looked very white for a day or so, 
her step had dragged, even the preoc
cupied boy had noticed it. Then for a 
week her slim figure in its plain, thread
bare black, did not show itself at the 
accustomed noon-hour. Perhaps she was 
only an exhibition visitor, and had gone 
away. Sorely Wully missed her. Often 
she had brought her lunch in a paper, 
and the baby's bottle strapped to a hot-
water bag wrapped in a napkin, and the 
three had sat out-of-doors, in the sun
ny esplanade, and eaten their "piece." 
She might at least have said good-by, 
thought Wully, strangely annoyed at 
this lack of courtesy. He had taken much 
pains to show the lady everything of in
terest, and she had appeared to drink in 
his words, never tiring of hearing of the 
prowess of his lordship and all the details 
of the great matches they had won to
gether. She even loved to hear of Aber-
nethy and the castle and the collies, and 
all the little happenings on Abernethy 
links. Yet she could go away with never 
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a word! Wully was very lonely in his 
foreign grandeur. More and more his 
master was surrounded and absorbed by 
banquets and addresses. He was writing 
articles, too, "On the development of 
the ' lofter' and the ' putter, ' " " the main
tenance of greens,'' and the "tabulation 
of bogies." Wully saw little of him now, 
and the frail lady in black with the large 
baby in white had come to mean a great 
deal in his empty days. 

On the eighth day of her absence, a 
shock-haired youth clopped into the gal
lery and pounded sulkily up to Wully, 
sitting disconsolate in a corner under the 
great International Challenge Cup. The 
youth spoke in the heavy accents of the 
Glasgow dialect that defies transcription. 
The lady in black was ill, was the gist of 
his message, and asked that Wully come 
to see her. The youth thrust a slip of 
paper bearing an address in the heart of 
Glasgow's cheapest slum, and clopped out 
again. 

Had there been any one to notice 
Wully's absences from that day on, he 
must have observed their growing length. 
Had any one been keen to follow his men
tal and moral processes, they would have 
seen a new wonder, a new responsibility, 
an abiding terror in his red-lashed eyes, 
and the pucker of his freckled forehead 
never relaxed. But no one saw and no 
one cared. The days lengthened into 
weeks. Several times Wully appeared at 
the exhibition rooms, shamefacedly carry
ing the massive infant. He sat long hours 
nursing the child in his lap, or guiding its 
unsteady rambles, his eye fearfully watch
ful of the door at the end of the gallery 
that led to the directors' room. 

These were days of great official activi
ties, and his lordship was busy meeting the 
" Committees on Art and Sculpture," the 
"Committee on Scottish Historical Ex
hibits," "Scottish Manufactures," " Cale
donian Transportation," and all the oth
er committees the great exhibition had 
brought together. 

He never saw the astonishing spectacle 
of Wully Forsythe and his newly acquired 
child. 

Then one day Wully absented himself 
wholly, only turning up after hours to 
assume his task as polisher-in-chief. 

The morning following this truancy his 

lordship chose to devote to an inventorial 
examination of the treasures in his charge. 
Catalogue in hand, he came slowly down 
the great corridor, checking up the con
tents of each show-case with a vigorous 
stab of his gold pencil. All was in perfect 
order until his progress led him before 
the centre case. Suddenly he stopped 
short and his jaw fell. He looked again, 
unwilling to believe his perfectly healthy 
old eyes. A bell was missing from the 
Arran Links Club—the big grelot, with 
three dents in it, inscribed in running 
script: "John Manerchill, 1792!" His 
horrified glance rested on a second club 
loaded with its jingling trophies, thick as 
grapes on a stem. By Saint Andrew, 
patron saint of balls and brassies! The 
Killiecrankie Club was minus its bell of 
1903! 

Lord Lovall's heart stood still. In all 
his violent life he had never known shame 
or fear. But it was not for him to die 
unknowing their sting. He remembered 
opening that very case on the previous 
day, and passing the laden clubs from 
hand to hand of the members of the "Art 
Loan Committee"—and two bells were 
missing ! He closed the glass door, beads 
of perspiration spangling his brow. With 
anguished care he inventoried the con
tents of the other cases. They were in
tact. He retired to the official room, a 
prey to all the devils of mortification and 
suspicion. Fortunately there was no one 
to whom the loss must be reported—he 
was sole custodian. 

He sallied forth in vexation of spirit to 
walk the streets. To accuse the members 
of the visiting committee was out of the 
question. There had been twenty of 
them present. On no one in particular 
could he cast suspicion; a score of men 
could not collectively steal two golf bells. 
But he was responsible. His trust was 
broken. He could not hope that the theft 
would pass unnoticed. Yet to report the 
loss was to shame himself forever and 
cast suspicion upon twenty men sure to 
bitterly resent the imputation—it was a 
case of devil and deep sea. 

Then Lord Lovall had an inspiration. 
He would replace the missing tokens. To 
have them fashioned in Glasgow was out 
of the question. The whole of Scotland 
would inevitably and literally ring with 
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the scandal. There was nothing for it 
save a trip to London. He cancelled en
gagements, pleaded business with his 
solicitors, and fled in the night. He re
membered the missing bells clearly. Out 
of all the thousands displayed he could 
have minutely described each one. The 
West End silversmith who made them to 
his order was mystified at the necessity of 
adding dents and scratches. The en
graver in the East End, who marked the 
two pieces, asked no questions, doubtless 
never troubled to ask himself any. But 
his lordship trembled guiltily before both 
these humble artisans, to whom he gave 
his name as "Mr . James Wentworth." 

That week in London was terrible. 
He hid from the millions he did not 
know, and who knew him not, with the 
craft of a Fenimore Cooper Mohican. 
He was haunted by the thought that the 
loss would be discovered before he could 
make his substitution. To ease his anx
iety he wrote daily to Wully Forsythe, 
and received daily painful, tongue-in-
the-cheek, pencil-chewed letters from the 
boy. 

Apparently no one, not even the caddie, 
had noticed the mysterious disappear
ances. His lordship, in spite of his relief, 
made a mental note against his freckled 
squire. Wully should have noticed the 
loss. His work must be heedless, indeed, 
if he failed to note the absence of two of 
his sacred charges. 

With his substitutes in his overcoat 
pocket, their tinkling voices gagged by 
bits of paper, the miserable custodian of 
Scotland's most honorable relics retraced 
his way to Glasgow. With furtive eyes 
he watched for a chance to replace the 
lost bells. All day he hovered guiltily at 
a distance from the case that drew him 
like a magnet. I t seemed to him that 
the whole population of Glasgow and 
every visitor to the exhibition had given 
rendezvous in the "Golf Trophy Hall." 

At last the great rooms were closed 
to the public , and Wully Forsythe, a 
strangely preoccupied and silent Wully, 
came in, rag in hand, to begin his minis
trations. Master and man exchanged 
nervous greetings. His lordship found a 
lame excuse and sent his squire to search 
for a mythical muffler dropped somewhere 
in the entry. 

At last he was alone. Hastily he tip
toed to the case, unlocked it, and thrust 
his hand into his pocket. He paused, 
open-mouthed. Mysteriously returned to 
their parent stem, the two missing bells 
gleamed at him. He gulped, slammed 
the glass door shut, staggered to a settee, 
and sat down heavily. Anger glowed 
in his h e a r t . T h i s was a h o a x ! a 
wretched wheeze evolved by some addle-
brained joker among his confreres ! They 
had made a fool of him; well and good. 
Find out the mystificator he would, and 
then he should learn that fooling with the 
wrong man is costly business. Boiling 
inwardly, but outwardly his dour pom
pous self, he stalked to the hotel. His 
ruminations of the night elucidated 
nothing, but left him a determined sleuth. 
He sought out each member of the sus
pected "Historical Loan Committee" and 
watched him keenly. They were a gen
eration of deceivers. Not one showed ev
idence of guilt or concealed amusement. 
The Chief of Abernethy and Lochan de
scended to eavesdropping, to cat-footed 
trailing—all to no purpose. And then, 
four days after his return from hated 
London, the sword of Fate fell once more. 
The first and second bells were removed 
from the Cullam stick ! 

His brain whirling, the harassed cus
todian staggered to the directors' room. 
They dared to play with him ! with him— 
the ferocious, fear-compelling, unforgiv
ing Lovall Stuart McCammeron, whom 
no one in all the golfing shires dared so 
much as contradict! Were the culprit 
before him he would brain him where he 
stood. 

But the culprit was not before him, 
neither could he summon him. For once 
in his life the rage of the old Lion of 
Lochan spent itself on unresisting air, 
his fury thwarted, his red-eyed madness 
inspiring no panic. I t was a new experi
ence. He was apoplectic with unrelieved 
anger. Yet he could not voice his fury 
without delivering himself into the hands 
of those who jeered him. He spent a 
day and a night of torment, sleepless, 
nursing his hot resentment. And it went 
hard with the whiskered, green-plaided 
valet, who had need of all his clan loyalty. 
Over and over in his superexcited mind 
Lovall turned the facts of the case. A 



thought obtruded. Could it be Wully 
Forsythe ? He dismissed the notion with 
a shrug. But it returned. Wully had 
acted strangely. There was something 
fearsome and furtive in the boy's blue 
eyes. Wully had access to the cases, and 
Wully had been given the run of the town 
all day without restraint. The thought 
hurt him. His affection for the lad was 
deep as it was rough and selfish. That 
insidious suspicion pained him cruelly. 
He ha ted himself for harboring the 
thought—he who had never questioned 
any thought or act of his own. " I will 
na be unjust to the lad!" he told him
self—he who had never thought in terms 
of justice. But the more his heart re
belled at the suggestion of his protege's 
guilt, the more his slow7 brain tenaciously 
and logically clung to the theory. Emo
tionally torn as he had never been torn 
before, he threw trust to the winds. 
Know the truth he must. 

He began to watch with the evil sharp
ness of a weasel in his level, leonine eyes, 
and with every uneasy, slinking action of 
the quarry his painful conviction grew. 
Had the lad been tossing pennies and 
pawned the bells, only to redeem and 
return them? A pang shot through him. 
He cursed himself for giving the boy no 
pocket-money. He paid his expenses, 
bought his clothes, threw him a tip at 
rare intervals; but had Wully any wants 
outside the round of his daily tasks, they 
must, perforce, have gone unsatisfied. His 
miserable benefactor controlled an im
pulse to offer the lad an allowance. First 
he must learn if it were, indeed, Wully 
who had committed the unspeakable 
theft. Were they not joint custodians 
of the bells, their honor jointly at stake? 
For such a crime there could be no for
giveness. He realized suddenly how com
plete and unquestioning had been his 
faith in the lad. Ay, he had been weak! 

Weak he had been, but deep within 
his breast, unknown, unguessed even by 
himself, cataclysmic changes had taken 
place. Iron he had been, and iron he re
mained, but rebellious metal sloughs, dis
integrates, and rots where the continuous, 
unseen currents of electricity work upon 
it, until, while the semblance stands, an 
unbending rod, the substance is ready 
to melt at a touch. Are not affections 

aroused and palpitant the electricity of 
the spirit? The love he had grown to 
bear the boy had quickened others long 
dormant and wilfully sealed with the 
stamp of oblivion. His anguish of heart 
stirred shrouded ghosts of other memo
ries—there came tormenting visions of 
Wully and his letter, the letter burned 
unread. . 

The longer he brooded on his fears and 
the gnawing hurt of suspicion ate at his 
heart, the surer the weakening of his 
armor of tyranny. His sorrow and his 
fears, his parched and aching heart were 
breaking down his resistance; he was 
human at last, and he cursed himself for 
his weakness and vowed bitter vengeance 
to heal his hurt. But now he knew that 
punishment and vengeance would be of 
no avail, and regrets whispered to him 
from behind the closed and boarded doors 
of empty rooms away in Lochan Castle. 
He was near breaking down with the 
strain of his misery, the doubt and anx
iety that made him even doubt himself. 
But none would have guessed from his 
frowning eyes and hard, set mouth that 
closed grimmer and more dour than ever. 

Wully was apprehensively conscious of 
the watching eyes of his master. There 
was a dogged look in the boy's freckled 
face, a drawn twist to his gash of a mouth, 
a suspicious redness of the eyelids pro
claiming the threat of tears; but he fully 
believed he had eluded his fate when, 
late one night, he left the exhibition 
buildings and, threading his way through 
the brawling Saturday night crowds, lost 
himself in the narrow streets of Glasgow's 
slums. The towering form of his lord
ship was no easy one to hide. He topped 
the crowd always, like a pine in a forest 
of saplings, and' Wully's glances over his 
shoulders disclosed no avenging giant on 
his trail. But, keeping him in view, 
doubled over on his cane like a palsied 
cripple, retribution was following close. 
Many a tipsy street wag paused to jeer 
and leer at the stooping figure in gray 
homespun of Edinboro' cut, but they gave 
ground before the glare of the lion eyes 
and the fierce set of the great jaws. His 
lordship followed his caddie with love and 
pain, fury and fear at his heart, for what 
could a country-bred lad be doing in this 
city reek; a lad with his keep well doled 
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" There 's but one in the world can tak that letter tae his lordship and l ive," she said, " and that same is 
Wully Forsythe, the caddie."—Page 537. 

him at the best hotel in Glasgow? The 
old man's heart bled with apprehension. 

Wully turned in at the door of a gaunt 
building, black with the damps of cen
turies of Scotch fog, and hurried up flight 
after flight of stone steps in a passage as 
cold and clammy as a vault. His lord
ship followed. He dared not risk the as
cent of the noisy stairs. He stood below 
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in the dark, counting the landings as the 
boy's shadow crossed the glare of an oil 
lamp at each rise. Four—there was the 
sound of a closing door, then only the 
myriad sounds of a teeming tenement. 

Stealthily the old man mounted from 
floor to floor. A woman came down from 
the fourth corridor with a word flung 
back. She passed him, eying him cu-
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riously and with trepidation—they send 
big men to collect the rents in such human 
hives. Impassive as Fate the grim in
truder mounted the worn stone stairs and 
stood silent and tense on the last land
ing. With a firm hand he opened the 
door, for there was no mistaking the silver 
bell-voices that came from within. 

Wully stood by a bed at the far side 
of the ill-furnished chamber, holding out 
his hands to a baby. On a faded blue 
ribbon, about the child's neck, hung the 
big, glossy bells of Cullam, tinkling 
softly. 

Lord Lovall slammed the door shut, 
the baby sat down with a jolt, and the 

Once or twice he dared to open the cases and run a finger over the tinkling bells, to the 
infant's delight.—Page 539. 



"I'm n o ! " shrieked the boy. " I'm no a thief! " 

boy turned white as wax, the fear of 
death in his eyes. 

" S o ! " roared his outraged master, 
"i t 's ye, Wully Forsythe! I 'd 'a' told 
the devil in hell he lied if he'd told me 
ve waur a thief—a thief!" he bellowed. 
"A thief! a thief!" 

" I ' m n o ! " shrieked the boy. " I ' m 
no a thief!—He wanted them, I tell ye, 
he wanted them. He waur sick and cried 
for the wee bit bells!" 

"And ye give slum brats the honor of 
Scotland to play with—your honor and 
my honor, the trophies o' the links o' 
Cullam—you dishonored, thieving cum
mer, that spits upon the bread of kind
ness !" 

The tears burst from Wully's eyes, and 
he swore as never before. Words tumbled 
from his quivering lips in a stream of fire, 
the epithets thinned to coherence at last. 

" I t ' s you, you, that should beg yer 
pairdon o' the Lord," he shrilled—"it's 
you! He wanted them, I tell ye. I had 
ta' bring them, and his mither awa' in 
the hospital. I've na a hairt of stain." 

"What ' s that tae me?" his lordship 
said, and now his voice was cold as gray 

steel. He came forward, seized the rib
bon at the baby's neck, and broke it with 
a snap of his huge fingers. 

The child's pink fist closed on the 
cherished playthings and he set up a 
howl of protest. Wully, beside himself, 
struck with all his might at his master, 
tears of emotion raining down his cheeks. 

"Shame! black shame to y e ! " he 
croaked. " An' you his grandda!" 

There was stark silence in the room. 
Lord Lovall slowly drew himself erect, 

his great hand unclinched, the bells of 
Cullam fell and rolled across the floor 
with musical tinklings. The voice of re
gret behind the closed and barred doors 
of Lochan Castle was now a sudden 
call 

"Ann Linsey!" he whispered. 
"Ay , ay ," sobbed Wully, "h i s fa

ther's dead in Canada and his mither's 
in the hospital. I pit them back once, 
but he fretted an' cried for the wee bit 
bells, so I tuck them again—an' now ye 
can beat me, now ye can kill me, ay, 
' kill me dead where I stand,' as ye said 
ye would—I'm ready." 

As on that far day of his first defiance, 
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Wully stood his ground, awaiting an
nihilation—never for an instant doubting 
that it was the end. 

The Lord of Lochan leaned over the 
bed, lifted the baby in his arms, and 

" Pit the bells in yer pooch, Wully," he growled. 

glowered at it, his lips working. The 
iron of his armor was rusted away. 

"Pi t the bells in yer pooch, Wully," 
he growled. "We'll tae the hospital, lad. 
I 'm takin' ma twa bairns hame." 



RENEWING THE EARTH FROM THE AIR 

THE ROMANCE OF T H E SEARCH FOR NITROGEN 

By L. H. Baekeland 
Member of the Naval Consulting Board of the United States 

THIS war, with all its grew-
someness, is forcing us final
ly to do what no amount of 
reason and appeal to com
mon sense has ever been 
able to accomplish. I t 

is a sad fact that suffering, sorrow, fear, 
and carnage should still be needed to 
make us think—the great majority of us 
merely hybrids—half-child, half-savage— 
unwilling to read the open book of wisdom 
until we get badly hurt. In the meantime 
we have kept on gnawing and rehearsing 
through thousands of years the literature 
and aims of bygone ages. Our race has 
studied eagerly the philosophy of the an
cients, which tried to explain everything 
with all the artifices of polished rhetoric, 
fostering much superstition, much preju
dice, and all that this implies, and in the 
meantime not even getting as far in real 
knowledge as to be able to explain such 
simple phenomena as rain, wind, or fire, 
or the cause of contagious diseases, nor to 
solve even such elementary problems of 
practical utility as to furnish us means of 
locomotion beyond what they were at the 
beginning of the history of the human race. 

Then, much later, we ceased some of 
our lip philosophy and attempted to do 
better by resorting to the cross-examina
tion of nature through direct scientific in
vestigation; this laid bare an unforeseen 
amount of exact knowledge, an inex
haustible gold-mine, which provided us 
with means to control the until then most 
dreaded forces of nature, and to turn 
them into docile servants for our greater 
power of action and for greater comfort, 
revealing new resources for happiness, 
health, long life. But, some way or an
other, we cannot forget our time-honored 
habit of bungling. So we fail to utilize 
our scientific knowledge for the better 
aims, and in most cases we have gone 
much out of the way, taken great pains, 
to use it for wrong purposes. 

Art, too, has had unending opportuni
ties to add her gifts to make this world 
more agreeable, happier to live in. Then, 
again, we pride ourselves in the possession 
of more than one beautiful religion, in
cluding brotherly love and many other 
precepts which should tend to make men 
better and happier. But, when it all 
comes finally to a supreme test, our proud
est scientific discoveries are put to sow 
mutilation, destruction, and sorrow; art 
and literature are brought into play to 
fan up the devouring flame of hatred and 
anger; even religion, under different 
names, is conveniently manipulated to 
condone the grossest outrages, and each 
one of the nations killing each other is in
voking, in dead earnest, the support and 
indorsement of its own "only God" and 
its own interpretation of religion. 

Some way or another we have kept on 
growing in knowledge and in resources, 
but certainly not in wisdom, and in the 
meantime our abundant treasures lie 
around, haplessly scattered about without 
order, like a lot of unpacked boxes of 
valuable material waiting only to be put 
to really good and orderly use. 

There are on this globe about 1,500,-
000,000 inhabitants. Most of us, who 
lack the sense of proportion, at the men
tion of this big number, are apt to speak 
of the "over-population" of the world. 
Yet, if we spare a few moments' thought, 
we shall better know what this repre
sents. There is, in my study-room, a geo
graphic globe about fifteen inches in di
ameter. On that sphere, there is marked 
a little spot, about the size of the point of 
a pencil—at any rate, so small as to make 
it impossible to write the initials of its 
name—Lake Champlain—upon it. Yet, 
whenever Lake Champlain freezes over, 
there is good standing-room for every one 
of all the inhabitants of the earth, and 
then this lake would be considerably less 
crowded than some of the busy streets 
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of New York. Indeed, strange as it may 
sound, every one, young and old, would 
find about one square yard to stand upon. 
Nay, more, if the very young and the very 
old would please to stand aside on the 
shores of the lake, the remainder of the 
total inhabitants of the world could ar
range a skating-party, where there would 
be less crowding than is seen on a busy 
winter day on that skating-pond in New 
York's Central Park. 

Sketching this picture is like visualizing 
the great tragedy of the human race—the 
few people of this earth do not begin to 
realize their immense opportunities and 
their unused resources; meanwhile, they 
have the insane feeling that the world is 
"over-populated." All our science, our 
religion, our art have not given us com
mon sense enough to learn how to use 
them to live comfortably and happily— 
we, this mere handful of inhabitants on 
this immense world of ours. Nor does it 
look as if we were going to get to our 
senses before many generations to come, 
as long as we keep on muddling and blun
dering; as long as greed and vanity, lust 
for power, the main inheritance of the 
aims and thoughts of the past, together 
with some of our time-honored traditions, 
keep us in the cold, relentless grip of by
gone ages. On the other hand, there is 
that undeniable possibility that those of 
the nations which may feel peacefully in
clined and trust to luck by remaining un
armed, are liable at the most unexpected 
time to be at the mercy of the wild beast 
which lurks around, as the atavism of the 
primitive instincts of our race. 

In the midst of this bungling humanity 
live some seers who have visions of the fu
ture. Decidedly different from the an
cient philosophers who built their visions 
merely on the shifting quicksand of their 
imagination, our modern seers take their 
flights of fancy from the solid foundations 
of well-established scientific facts. Un
fortunately, when they speak their voices 
are scarcely listened to, except by a very 
few, among the din and noise of the living 
habits of that humanity, half-child, half-
savage. 

One of these seers, in England, spoke 
some years ago. His name is William 
Crookes. The British crown, by putting 
a little "Sir"—the lowest grade of non-

hereditary nobility—before it, could cer
tainly not make it more imposing to the 
few who know the man and his work. As 
to others, the name of William Crookes 
means nothing as compared to that of 
Harry Lauder or Charlie Chaplin. 

In 1898 Sir William Crookes, at a mem
orable meeting of the British Association 
for the Advancement of Science, sounded 
a warning—an alarm call—to the human 
race. What he said was substantially 
this: " We are relying on Chile nitrates for 
our needed supply of fertilizer for our 
wheat-fields and other crops. The con
sumption of this fertilizer is increasing 
steadily with the rapidly rising food re
quirements of our race. But the nitrate 
deposits of Chile will be exhausted before 
the end of this century. What means 
shall we devise for obtaining additional 
sources of nitrogen supply so as to prevent 
starvation of the human race?" 

All this may sound better to the aver
age reader after we tell him more about it. 
The whole story is nothing less than a 
modern epos of applied science. The 
story began the day when chemistry 
taught us how indispensable are the ni
trogenous substances for the growth of all 
animal beings, for building up their tis
sues. Generally speaking, the most ex
pensive foodstuffs are precisely those 
which contain most nitrogen; and this for 
the simple reason that there is, and al
ways has been in the world, at some time 
or another, a shortage of nitrogenous 
foods—proteid-containing foods, as scien
tists call them. 

Germany's most serious problem, at 
this moment, is how to get enough meat or 
other proteid food for her population and 
for her army; she has plenty of potatoes, 
but potatoes contain little or no proteids 
—they contain mostly starch; hence her 
bread-and-meat ticket system. Agricul
ture furnishes us these proteid or nitrog
enous bodies, never mind whether we eat 
them directly as vegetable products, like 
wheat or beans, or indirectly, as meat, 
milk, cheese, or eggs, from any animals 
which have fed on proteid-containing 
plants, or eat other animals which live on 
plants. 

I t so happens that by our reckless 
methods of agriculture the plants take the 
nitrogen from the soil much faster than it 
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is supplied to the soil through some nat
ural agencies from the air. 

We should remember here that the at
mosphere in which we live and breathe 

In 1825 a ship arrived in Europe loaded 
with Chile saltpetre as ballast; it tried to 
sell its cargo, but could find no buyer; so 
the cargo was thrown in the sea as useless 

contains about four parts of nitrogen gas, material. This now seems rather funny; 
mixed with one part of oxygen. But this it was some time before it occurred to 
gas, nitrogen of the air, can only be taken anybody that this Chile saltpetre, or ni-
up by the plants 
under very par
ticular conditions. 

So our farmers, 
long ago, have 
f o u n d it neces
sary to r e m e d y 
this discrepancy 
bv enriching the 
soil with manure 
and other fertil
izers. But, with 
our growing pop
ulation, we have 
been compelled 
to resort to meth
ods of intensive 
culture, and our 
fields want more 
and ever m o r e 
nitrogen. 

S i n c e t h e s e 
facts have been 
e s t a b l i s h e d by 
the chemists of 
the last century, 
agr icul ture has 
b e e n l o o k i n g 
around anxious
ly to find new 
sources of nitro
gen fertilizer. For a time an excellent 
supply was found in Peru, in the guano 
deposits, which are merely the result of 
dried excrements of birds, but the ma
terial was bought up so eagerly that, after 
a few years, the supply was practically 
exhausted. 

Another source was found in the by
products of gas works and coke-ovens, 
which by the distillation of coal produce 
a certain percentage of ammonia, and the 
latter, as sulphate of ammonia, has come 
into increasing use as a nitrogen fertilizer. 
Here, again, the supply, although seem
ingly enormous, cannot keep pace with 
the constantly growing demand, even if 
we leave out of consideration that our 
coal-beds are not everlasting. 

From a photograph by G. C. Beresford. 

Sir William Crookes. 

trate of sodium, 
is one of the best 
sources of nitro
gen for agricul
ture, as well as a 
raw material for 
the manufacture 
of explosives and 
the other indus
t r i e s which re
quire nitric acid. 
The awakening 
apprecia t ion of 
the great value 
of this Chile salt
petre has, since 
then, developed 
an e n o r m o u s 
commerce; ex-
p l o i t a t i o n of 
C h i l e n i t ra te -
beds has become 
not only a source 
of riches to the 
o w n e r s b u t to 
the Chilean Gov
ernment as well, 
which l i v e s on 
the revenues of 
the exporta t ion 
tax which it lev

ies on every pound of Chile sa l tpe t re 
which leaves its ports for every part of the 
civilized world. So practically every agri
cultural country, ours included, pays di
rect tribute to Chile for its food-supply. 

This naturally increases the cost of this 
material, aside from the fact that the 
Chilean nitrate-beds cannot last forever. 
There is some heated controversy going 
on whether they will be empty by the 
middle of this century or by the end; but, 
after all, every one must admit that it is 
merely a matter of years before this nat
ural storehouse of this valuable product 
will be entirely exhausted. 

Just as important as the problem of the 
rapidly vanishing supply of Chilean ni
trates is the fact that any fertilizer can 
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only be used to advantage when it can he 
supplied cheaply enough, and thereupon 
hangs the explanation why in some coun
tries, like the United States, the use of 
fertilizer is so much smaller and the yields 
per acre are so much lower than in some 
European countries. For instance, the 

D. R. Lovejoy. 

average yields per acre in Germany are 
more than twice as high as they are in the 
United States, and in Belgium they are 
still higher. I t is significant, however, 
that in Belgium farmers use, on an aver
age, more nitrogen per acre than the Ger
man farmers, and the latter use consider
ably more than our American farmers. 

Free from all side considerations, nitro
gen fertilizer is merely a labor-saving de
vice. The same amount of seed, the same 
acres, and the same labor give consider
ably better yields by an increased use of 
nitrogen fertilizer. I t seems obvious that 
a labor-saving device which is valuable 
with cheap European labor ought to be 
still more valuable with expensive Ameri
can labor. 

But no farmer can afford to use nitro
gen fertilizer unless the price is low enough 
to make it worth while; otherwise the 

price of fertilizer costs him more than the 
value of increased yields. We are told 
that nitrogen fertilizer, here in the United 
States, by the time it is delivered to the 
farmer, costs about twice as much as it 
does in Europe, and thereby hangs an
other tale which will be taken up later on. 

From a photograph by Campbell Studios. 

Charles S. Bradley. 

The full warning of Sir William Crookes 
meant no more nor less than that before 
long our race would be confronted with 
nitrogen starvation. In a given country, 
all other conditions being equal, the abun
dance or the lack of available nitrogenous 
food has a direct bearing on the general 
welfare or the physical decadence of the 
population. The less nitrogen there is 
available for foodstuffs, the nearer the 
population is to starvation. The great 
famines in such countries as India, China, 
and Russia, were simply epochs of pro-
teid-food deficiency, sad examples of ni
trogen starvation. 

And yet nitrogen as such, free and un-
combined, is everywhere; it is so abundant 
that each column of air of our atmosphere 
resting upon every square foot of the 
earth's surface contains about 6 1/2 tons of 
nitrogen. The amount of nitrogen in the 
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air above one square mile of land, is about 
20,000,000 tons, as much as the world will 
require in about fifty years. Unfortu
nately, free nitrogen is of no use as such, 
in this instance. It must be brought into 
some kind of a chemical combination be
fore it is good for anything. Precisely 
there lies the difficulty of the problem, be
cause nitrogen is one of the most indiffer
ent, the most inert, of all chemicals. I t is 
really too lazy to enter into combination, 
as most other chemicals do. 

William Crookes' disquieting message 
of rapidly approaching nitrogen starva
tion did not cause much worry to politi
cians; they seldom look so far ahead. But 
to men of science it sounded like a re
proach to the human race. Here, then, 
we were in possession of an inexhaustible 
store of nitrogen in the air, and yet, un
less we found some practical means for 
bringing some of it into some suitable 
chemical combination, we would soon be 
in a position similar to that of a ship
wrecked sailor drifting around on an im
mense ocean of brine and yet slowly dy
ing for lack of drinking-water. 

As the glimmer of a far-off beacon, in
dicating faintly a course to follow, there 
was the knowledge of a modest experi
ment, carried out as far back as 1785 by 
two Englishmen well known to science. 
One of them was aristocratic Lord Cav
endish and the other democratic Priest
ley, whose restless th inking and lib
eral pol i t ical opinions earned him his 
exile to the United States, where he lies 
buried. 

They had shown, the one independently 
of the other, that if electric sparks are 
passed through air contained in a little 
glass tube, the oxygen was able to burn 
some of the nitrogen and to produce ni
trous vapors. Chemists know how to 
convert these nitrous vapors into nitric 
acid and nitrates. At that time electric
ity itself was a mere toy, and nobody 
dreamed that some day it was to develop 
into one of our most powerful agencies. 
Such is the tremendous potency of some 
of these seemingly insignificant laboratory 
curiosities. I t frequently happens that 
after they lie long dormant, half forgotten 
in the scientific literature, they blaze out 
as the starting-point of a revolutionary 
development of applied science. 

VOL. LX.—57 

Two American inventors, Charles S. 
Bradley and D. R. Lovejoy, in Niagara 
Falls, tried to build upon these meagre 
facts; they succeeded in creating the first 
industrial apparatus for converting the 
nitrogen of the air into nitric acid by 
means of electric sparks. As early as 
1902 they published their results, as well 
as the details of their apparatus. To 
them belongs the credit of first demon
strating publicly that it was possible to 
produce nitric acid from the air in practi
cally unlimited quantities. All that was 
necessary was enough capital and cheap 
electric power. Electric current as sold 
in Niagara Falls, at $18 a horse-power-
year, proved the first bar to the commer
cial utilization of their process. Further
more, their financial backers, frightened 
by the need of huge further investments, 
instead of developing the process gave up 
the attempt. 

Two Scandinavian inventors, Profess
or Birkeland and Doctor Eyde, in the 
meantime, attacked the same process in a 
different way. They were no longer han
dicapped by expensive water-power. The 
abundant falls in Norway, developed un
der very economical financing, were able 
to furnish them current at a price three to 
five times less than at Niagara Falls. 
Furthermore, the apparatus they used 
was devised in considerably bigger units— 
1,000 to 3,000 kilowatts, as compared to 
the modest 12 kilowatt units of Bradley 
and Lovejoy—and after some years of 
strenuous work and expensive develop
ment the installation was gradually in
creased, so that before 1914 200,000 elec
trical horse-power were employed, and the 
capital invested amounted already to 
$27,000,000, to which further additions 
have been made later. 

The process as used in Norway is the 
same process which the Dupont Powder 
Company is trying now to introduce in 
the United States. I t is often called the 
" a r c " process, because it is based on the 
oxidation of nitrogen of the air under the 
intense heat of the electric arc. 

I t is interesting to note that in this 
process only a relatively small fraction 
of the air is transformed into nitric acid. 
In fact, the Bradley-Lovejoy apparatus, 
which showed yields of conversion as 
much as two and one-half per cent, were 
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even somewhat superior to those of their 
successors. 

But the problem did not rest there. 
Other means of fixation of the nitrogen of 
the air were arduously pursued in several 
countries, and the development of the 
problem was pushed along by scientists 
and engineers of many countries, so that 
no race or nation can claim the exclusive 
credit of solving this epoch-making prob
lem. Nor have these processes said their 
last word. All of them are still suscepti
ble of immense improvements, and every 
one is liable to be superseded to-morrow 
by any newcomer. 

For instance, before this war, the Ger
mans pinned their faith on the so-called 
Haber process, which they considered as 
their "white hope" because it enabled 
them to fix nitrogen directly under the 
form of ammonia by uniting nitrogen gas 
and hydrogen gas in presence of a special 
substance which is usually called a cata
lyst. This is a rather mysterious scien
tific word, but it sounds much simpler if 
we say that a catalyst, in the chemical 
union of two bodies, like hydrogen and 
nitrogen, acts in about the same capacity 
as a clergyman in a marriage; after the 
clergyman is through with his work in 
marrying a couple, he is still free and 
eager to start the same operation over 
again with others, and the clergyman, like 
our catalyst, remains unimpaired. 

The reason Germany entertained such 
high expectations of the Haber process is 
that it was claimed that it can be run with 
very little power. Germany possesses no 
waterfalls to speak of, and production of 
power by steam or gas engines is too 
expensive to be thought of with the arc 
process, which is very extravagant in 
power, as it consumes about three horse
power-year for every ton of acid pro
duced. I t begins to look, however, as if 
the broad statement that the Haber proc
ess requires little power has to be taken 
with some reserve, since it has been found 
that it involves compression of gases and 
heating, all of which require a not unim
portant amount of power, so that, after 
all, the factor of power seems considerably 
more serious than we were led to believe 
at first. 

But there is another process for the fixa
tion of nitrogen of the air, which requires 
about five times less power than the arc 

process and has taken a formidable de
velopment. For the moment, at least, it 
has been developing away beyond any 
and all of the other processes. Here, 
again, it is interesting to note that the 
first step of this process was invented 
and developed by Americans. Nor is this 
process difficult to explain. I ts first step 
began when Willson started, here in the 
United States, the manufacture of cal
cium carbide for making acetylene gas. 
This operation is rather simple, and con
sists mainly in submitting a mixture of 
quick-lime and coke to the action of the 
electric current. A high temperature is 
developed, and calcium carbide is formed, 
which has found abundant use for the 
well-known acetylene-lamps and private 
illumination outfits. The manufacture of 
this important chemical is now one of the 
leading industries of Niagara Falls. But 
Frank and Caro, in Germany, found that 
if you take calcium carbide and heat it, it 
can be made to unite with nitrogen gas 
and give a new compound which is called 
calcium cyanamid. However, an essen
tial precaution must be observed: the ni
trogen used in this operation must be free 
from the oxygen with which it is mixed in 
the air; otherwise, the process does not 
work. In order to make this separation of 
the two gases of the air, a roundabout 
method is used, which consists in liquefy
ing air by submitting it to the combined 
action of an intense cold and great pres
sure, which permits the separation of the 
nitrogen from the oxygen by their relative 
volatility. Several of such processes for 
separating nitrogen and oxygen have been 
developed, of which the French process of 
Claude at present seems the most efficient 
one, although there again improvements 
are attempted right and left. 

The calcium cyanamid, as such, is sold 
as an excellent and cheap nitrogen fertil
izer, and was modestly working its way 
into the world on its own merits when 
suddenly the war broke out, and then the 
whole nitrogen problem took an entirely 
new aspect the day England prevented 
any further importation of nitrates into 
Germany. 

Thus far we have spoken of nitrogen as 
the main source of our food-supply, as the 
element which procures life, health, and 
prosperity. But in war it becomes also 
the most terrible element of death and de-
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struction, for nitric acid is the all-impor
tant substance from which modern gun
powder and all explosives of war are 
made. Nitric acid, in reacting upon cot
ton, gives guncotton, also called nitro
cellulose, the base of smokeless powder. 
In reacting upon carbolic acid it gives 
picric acid; with toluol, that colorless 
liquid extracted from coal-tar, it pro
duces trinitrotoluol—better known as T. 
N. T.—and all these or similar substances 
form the base of all modern war explo
sives, whether they be called T. N. T., 
cordite, melenite, lyddite, or many other 
names. 

If Germany had not succeeded in utiliz
ing any of the nitrogen-fixation processes 
for making synthetic nitric acid, the war 
would have come to a stop long ago, and 
this notwithstanding the extraordinary 
organization of the enormous German 
army or the unprecedented size and va
riety of her armaments. Her 42-centi
metre guns would be no more able to sow 
devastation and destruction than an auto
mobile would be able to run after its sup
ply of gasolene is used up. 

It is true that Germany had foreseen 
such a possibility. On this account she 
had an enormous supply of explosives 
ready, and besides this was in possession 
of about 600,000 tons of Chile saltpetre, 
kept ready for further contingencies. 
After England joined the war matters be
gan to look so much more serious that 
hurriedly about 200,000 tons more were 
imported, through neutral ports, and we 
are informed that, as a piece of good luck 
to the German army, about 200,000 tons 
were found stored in the port of Antwerp 
after the fall of that city. But, from all 
appearances, it looks now as if Germany, 
well prepared as she was, never expected a 
war of the present magnitude and dura
tion. The amount of nitrate explosives 
which have been used in this war almost 
staggers description. Men competent to 
estimate have reported that during a few 
days' battle in some of the principal en
gagements more explosives were used than 
in the whole Franco-Prussian War. So 
the reserve of explosives and nitrates in 
Germany rapidly disappeared as snow 
melts before the sun, and some heroic 
measures had to be taken to replenish 
promptly her supply of nitric acid. 

The main question was to get a process 

which could be extended fast enough to 
keep pace with the increased demands. 
To those unacquainted with chemical 
methods it seems rather unexpected that 
the exigencies of the situation should have 
dictated the choice of that harmless-look
ing cyanamid, which until then had been 
used exclusively for the peaceful purposes 
of agriculture. 

The well-known chemical fact was re
membered that this cyanamid, heated 
with steam under a high pressure, lets its 
nitrogen be converted into ammonia. It 
was remembered also that, when once 
you have ammonia, the latter, after being 
mixed with air, can be burned by the oxy
gen of the air—oxidation, chemists call it 
—and can be transformed thereby into 
nitric acid. Here again all that is neces
sary is a so-called catalyst, and the best 
catalyst for this purpose is platinum, and 
this is one of the reasons why platinum is 
now on the list of contraband of war. So 
in the end the issue of this war depends 
very much on the proper working of 
a catalyst! Such are the ramifications 
of modern chemistry. By these simple 
chemical means Germany is producing to
day her nitric acid at the rate of more 
than 300,000 tons a year. Many people 
erroneously imagine that all this was 
neatly installed before the war or was car
ried out a short time after the war was 
started. The real fact is that it took 
German chemists and engineers about a 
year and a half of the most strenuous and 
uninterrupted efforts before they had 
erected enough plants to arrive at the con
dition where they were independent for 
their full nitric-acid supply. I t is esti
mated that $100,000,000 has thus been 
spent on additional equipment. Before 
the war the yearly output of the existing 
cyanamid works in Germany amounted 
to scarcely 50,000 tons. Since then it 
has been increased to about 600,000 tons. 
This has been done in a number of dif
ferent localities by either adapting exist
ing electric-power plants, or by erecting 
new ones for the production of this indis
pensable material. So that here again 
the drastic exigencies of war have called 
into existence an enormous industry for 
which there was scant enthusiasm in 
times of peace. 

The warning of Sir William Crookes 
was scarcely listened to when it referred to 
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insuring the food-supply of our race. But 
suddenly every country seems to under
stand its message, when the nitrogen-fixa
tion problem carries within itself the ele
ments of efficiency for war. Even the 
Allies, although they can import from 
Chile, are making now large quanti
ties of nitric acid by the synthetic proc
esses. 

Our country, too, begins to awaken to 
the fact that no programme of national de
fense is worth anything unless we possess 
means of making ourselves independent of 
the importation of nitrates from Chile. 
In time of war a swift foe could easily cut 
us off from this source of supply. I t 
seems simple enough to provide against 
this by purchasing a sufficiently large re
serve of Chile saltpetre for cases of emer
gency; but this involves such an enormous 
outlay of money for purchase and interest 
that it is cheaper to erect a well-equipped 
plant which would give us cheap fertilizer 
in times of peace and nitric acid in times 
of war. Once more the imperious com
mands of the god of war compel us to act, 
where the voice of reason, in times of 
peace, was impotent to obtain attention. 
A few years ago, during our former admin
istration, a bill was passed through both 
houses of Congress enabling a private 
corporation to erect a large water-power 
and chemical plant in the Southern States 
for the fixation of nitrogen of the air; this 
would have furnished us abundant and 
inexpensive fertilizer in times of peace 
and nitric acid in times of war. But, some 
way or other,, the value of this effort was 
so much misunderstood that the bill was 
vetoed. In the meantime the Cyanamid 
Company, an American business enter
prise with American capital, had to locate 
in Canada on account of lack of cheap 
power in the United States. 

Present conditions had put additional 
emphasis on the urgency of the situation 
and new attempts of legislation of a simi
lar nature have been made, putting aside 
the sum of $20,000,000 for a nitrate and 
fertilizer plant. A special committee of 
the National Academy of Sciences, in con
junction with members of the United 
States Naval Consulting Board, is now 
actively at work in order to be able to 
advise how this project can best be carried 
out. The fact does not seem to be suf
ficiently understood that, difficult as the 

problem is, its greatest difficulty is not in 
providing sufficient nitric acid in time of 
war. Such problems are then handled re
gardless of cost and nothing seems too ex
pensive for war when war is raging; the 
main trouble, then, is to start hustling and 
to equip rapidly the immense plants re
quired for such emergencies. Even with 
all the cleverness and abilities of our engi
neers and chemists, nothing worth speak
ing of could be manufactured within any
thing short of a year, and very probably 
much longer, if we take into consideration 
all the enormous and intricate machinery 
and equipment which has to be built to 
order and all the stoneware, pottery, and 
acid-proof containers which form a cum
bersome but indispensable part of a gen
eral plant of the kind. 

It is generally overlooked that the 
problem of nitric acid for war purposes, if 
intelligently handled, can be arranged in 
such a way as to give us a permanent na
tional asset for the purposes of peace, by 
furnishing us with an installation where 
cheap fertilizers can be obtained in suf
ficiently abundant quantities to bring the 
yields of our acres up to what they should 
be and to what they are already in Eu
rope—which, after all, means cheaper 
food. The importance of this can best be 
illustrated by the statement of Mr. F. J. 
Tone, former vice-president of the Ameri
can Electrochemical Society, that, if all 
the power of Niagara Falls wrere utilized 
for making electric current, then the lat
ter would be able to convert enough nitro
gen of the air into fertilizer to increase 
our wheat crop 3,000,000 bushels every 
twenty-four hours. 

As far as the matter stands at present, 
it is considerably more expensive to fix 
nitrogen under the form of nitrates than 
under that of ammonia or cyanamid. So 
in times of peace the latter ought to be 
relied upon, so that in times of war it 
could be converted into nitric acid, which 
does not require much additional installa
tion. Furthermore, the fact that cyan
amid requires from five to six times less 
electric current for furnishing the same 
amount of nitric acid than if the arc proc
ess is used means much as to the required 
size of power installation. 

But now comes another consideration 
to interfere with all these plans. The 
rapid construction of our by-product coke-
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ovens is increasing considerably our sup
ply of ammonia in this country. It is 
promised that, by 1917, from this source 
alone we shall have annually 400,000 tons 
of sulphate of ammonium. This, of 
course, involves that our steel produc
tion, on which the coke industry is de
pendent, should keep on at the present 
rate. The by-product coke-oven inter
ests fear that if any of the synthetic proc
esses are introduced there will be an 
over-production of nitrogen fertilizer, and 
that the price they can get for their by
product ammonia will be so much less. 
Such a condition seems hardly probable, in 
view of the fact that Germany too has an 
even larger production of ammonia from 
her coke-ovens, as well as from her gas-
plants, and notwithstanding this she 
wants more nitrogen fertilizer all the time. 
As long as it can be obtained cheaply 
enough, there seems to be practically no 
limit to the market. In 1912 nitrogen 
fertilizers were already used at the rate of 
about $200,000,000 a year, and any de
crease in price, and, more particularly, 
better education in farming, is bound to 
lead to an enormously increased consump
tion. So this seems to invite the sug
gestion that the by-product coke-oven 
interests should prepare to deliver their 
ammonia at cheaper prices than hereto
fore, and try to make up this difference by 
a slight increase of the selling-price dis
tributed over all their other products. 
In fact, until now, this country has been 
importing steadily ammonium salts, 
amounting to about one-half of our en
tire coke-oven ammonia production. 

The idea has been advanced also that 
ammonia from by-product coke-ovens 
could be used to manufacture nitric acid 
by a process similar to that which is used 
now in Germany with pure ammonia ob
tained from cyanamid. But insufficient 
attention seems to be paid to this little de
tail, that our friend " the catalyst" re
fuses to work with ammonia which con
tains certain impurities. To eliminate 
these impurities from by-product ammo
nia is no easy task, and involves addi
tional equipment and increased expense. 
Furthermore, at present all our available 
ammonia, entirely converted into nitric 
acid, would only furnish a fraction of the 
immense war requirements of nitric acid 
now consumed by the Central Powers. 

At any rate, the Germans have preferred 
not to do it, although their gas-works and 
coke-production furnish them with con
siderably larger amounts of ammonia. 
Moreover, there was more than ample use 
for all this ammonia, needed in war time 
more than ever for fertilizer, for refriger-
ating-machines, and many other industrial 
purposes. All this is said without trying 
to belittle the importance of the by-prod
ucts of coke-ovens, some of which, like 
benzol and toluol, are just as indispen
sable as nitric acid for the manufacture of 
explosives. 

The production of fertilizers by the fix
ation of nitrogen from the air confronts us 
directly with the question of cheap natu
ral powers. Every one of the hitherto suc
cessfully developed processes for fixation 
of nitrogen depends in the last analysis on 
very cheap water-power. For purposes 
like electric lighting or traction, or most 
chemical industries, a few dollars more or 
less a year expressed in kilowatt hours 
amounts to a mere trifle. But when it 
comes to making fertilizer at the very low
est possible cost, then every dollar counts, 
and here we are unfortunately face to 
face with the distressing fact that, with 
our present methods of financing, the fixed 
charges of our water-powers amount to 
about ninety cents financing and ten cents 
engineering. If engineers succeeded in in
creasing their efficiency of operation ten 
per cent, it would only amount to one per 
cent in the total cost. So, if any improve
ments have to be made, it must be in the 
financial side of the problem. Mean
while every one advances his own argu
ments why it should be this way, and 
every one is more or less right—from 
his personal standpoint. Capitalists say: 
" Some of our government laws about the 
utilization of our water-powers are so un
certain and threatening that we prefer to 
invest in less risky enterprises." Then our 
rates of interest in this country are con
siderably higher than they are in Europe. 
Some other persons have proposed that 
the United States Government should use 
its own excellent credit and thus be able 
to issue bonds for water-powers at three 
per cent, in the same way as the Panama 
Canal has been constructed. With our 
wasteful methods of financing and bank
ing, and the many middlemen, it costs 
usually about nine per cent to accomplish 
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this result by the time the bonds are 
floated and put in the hands of the hesi
tating investor. This puts the annual cost 
of some of our cheapest water-powers at 
$10 a horse-power-year, of which $9 is for 
interest and bonded charges and $1 for 
general operation and maintenance ex
penses, to which has to be added profit 
for dividends. But with interest at three 
per cent the cost per horse-power would 
suddenly be reduced to $4 per horse
power-year, which brings it closer to that 
of some of the water-power developments 
in Norway. Then, again, others say that 
the government has no right to partici
pate in any such enterprise, or that it is 
unprepared and unfit for any such busi
ness operation. To this others retort 
that the erection and operation of a 
hydro-electric plant is much easier and 
less expensive for the government than 
for private companies, because the gov
ernment has already in its power the ques
tion of extending the navigability of 
streams, which, by the way, has always 
been a never-ending source of "pork-bar
rel" appropriations. Streams are made 
navigable by the erection of dams. By 
the proper selection of stream and loca
tion the cost of the dam can be made to 
furnish the most important part of the 
total outlay for a hydro-electric plant; all 
that is necessary is to add the turbines and 
the electric equipment for obtaining at 
somewhat increased cost a first-class hy
dro-electric plant, furnishing forever elec
tric current for any purposes. A hydro
electric plant as a government enterprise 
would not involve much of a new depar
ture as compared with that splendid ex
ample of good engineering, the Panama 
Canal, which is a national monument of 
efficiency and which, similar to the pres
ent problem, is an asset for national de
fense in time of war, while in the mean
time it is an aid to private shipping 
enterprises. The methods of hydro-elec
tric plants are, by this time, well estab
lished and well known, and leave little 
scope for further improvement except 
the enormous cheapening which is pos
sible for such plants in the reduction of 
fixed charges by very economical financ
ing. 

When, however, it comes to the chem
ical part of the nitrogen-fixing processes, 

then we stand before a subject in which 
great and rapid changes in methods are 
more than probable. Before this war 
started most chemists of the world imag
ined that the arc process was the cheapest 
and simplest, while just now it looks de
cidedly as if the cyanamid process were 
better adapted to the purpose. But be
fore we know it many improvements will 
probably have been introduced right and 
left, not only in these processes but in 
others which have been taken little into 
consideration until now; or perhaps by 
some hitherto entirely unsuspected possi
ble methods. We shall undoubtedly see 
that the development of this problem will 
be merely a repetition of that of the his
tory of other chemical industries. Initia
tive, rapid action, great flexibility of or
ganization, avoidance of all red tape will 
carry great stress in the battle for su
premacy or improvement in all these new 
chemical processes; and just there is 
where our slow, cumbersome, and dilatory 
methods of governmental action would 
put us at great disadvantage. A very ad
vantageous plan would be to let the gov
ernment equip some hydro-electric plants, 
while using its excellent credit and other 
advantageous prerogatives to accomplish 
this at less cost than it is possible for pri
vate enterprises. Then let the govern
ment lease the electric current to the most 
liberal bidders—one or several—with cer
tain restrictions as to the selling-price of 
the manufactured materials; a stipulation 
should be made whereby the government 
should exercise control of the situation, 
specially in times of war, and the plant 
should be constructed in such a way that 
at short notice it can immediately be con
verted from the manufacture of fertilizers 
to that of nitric acid or explosives. In
stead of one plant two or several should 
be installed. Let us bear in mind, how
ever, that the operation of small plants 
below 20,000 horse-power is not consid
ered profitable. 

This special message of science has 
finally reached the masses, since it spoke to 
them, not in the language of peace and 
knowledge, but in the arguments of war; 
since nitrogen was to be harnessed not 
for giving growth and life to our race, but 
for carrying forth death and destruction. 
What next? 



O P T I M A M E M O R I A E 

By Francis Charles MacDonald 

IF I could unlock the Past 
And the unlovely things forget— 
The rubbish memory has amassed, 
These for her pride, these for regret, 
And take, of all, the three best things 
To carry with me to the last, 
What dreams I'd brush aside and cast 
Away what wild imaginings!— 
Pleasure that stood me in ill stead; 
Loves that prevailed not, hopes that led 
To no fulfilment; projects vast 
That neither peace nor profit brought; 
Vain purpose; and the vexing thought 
Of heaven and hell, with all the fears 
That haunted me through the long years, 
Of God standing in the shadow there 
To catch me sinning, unaware. . . . 

Straight to the depth I'd dig my way 
To where the first great rapture lay— 
The smile I saw upon my mother's face— 
(So long ago I have forgotten how 
She looked then, and I would remember now)— 
That said, "No matter what you do, how base 
You may be, or how high you climb,— 
Love if honor be yours, love if disgrace, 
My love shall follow you." . . . Ah, from Time, 
If in God's providence such thefts might be, 
I'd steal that guerdon for eternity! 

There was an hour once . . . so swift it came, 
And touched my soul, and passed—a flower, a flame, 
A breath, a being without name, 
That thrilled my heart and gave a voice 
To all my yearnings, mute so long; 
That bade me see the glad world and rejoice 
And sing! Untutored was the song, 
Soon ended; but I was a poet then, 
Crowned and anointed. Not again 
The spirit came. I would recall the song 
To-day, that I might sing once more 
To myself only, for old sake, before 
I come upon the silence of the long 
Uncertain night. I would remember now 
The way the laurel felt upon my brow. 

Once, within a desolate place, 
Broken, I cried on God for grace. 
Silence and night surrounded me, 
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Immortal, in Eternity: 
I waited desperate for a space. 
A touch—a voice—I slipped my fear 
Back into time; my sight came clear 
To heavenly vision, and I saw! 
And with the joy of comradeship 
His name came bravely to my lip: 
His, whom we name, but do not know, 
And have misjudged a Fear, an Awe, 
A Scourge—I did not find Him so! 
—There is not very far to go 
Before the silence and the night, 
Falling, shall encompass me. 
I would remember now, against the day 
I stand once more within the uncounted, slow, 
And timeless pauses of Eternity, 
The touch I felt, the voice I heard, the way 
My soul, scarce knowing what befell, 
Was folded in God's miracle! 

If it were granted, from the past 
These three things I would carry to the last. 

OLD SEAPORTS AWAKENED 
By Ralph D. Paine 

IT is the fashion to mourn for 
Yankee ships as vanished 
from the blue water on 
which they won and held 
supremacy through the 
greater part of a century. 

Gone are the noble square-rigged fleets 
whose topsails lifted in roadsteads exotic 
and remote, while the few survivors of 
the intrepid race of mariners that manned 
them linger in old age as relics of another 
era. These obsolete figures are to be 
sought for in the ancient coastwise 
towns of New England, where the ships 
were built and the young men went in 
them until the call of the West led the 
spirit of adventurous enterprise inland. 
You may still hear brave yarns of thrash
ing close-reefed around the Horn or 
spreading clouds of canvas to the breath 
of the Indian Ocean. But of late these 
venerable narrators have been moved in
to the background, or totally eclipsed, by 
the fabulous prosperity of another kind 
of American sailing-vessel which they af
fected to despise. 

This is the fore-and-after, the shapely 
coasting schooner which seldom ventured 
into the offshore trade and, laden with 
coal or lumber, was to be seen in many 
harbors from P o r t l a n d to Pensacola . 
Originally a plodding little two-master 
handled by three or four men, her dimen
sions boldly increased until the shipyards 
of Maine and Boston were launching the 
five and six masted schooners whose ca
pacity far exceeded that of the clippers of 
romance and which challenged them for 
speed and stanchness. With native in
genuity the donkey-engine was employed 
to hoist the mighty area of sail, and a 
dozen foremast hands were able to do the 
work of thirty. Almost with the regular
ity of steamer schedules, these huge coast
ers plied between Norfolk and the north
ern Atlantic ports, freighting 4,000 and 
5,000 tons of coal a t a voyage. They were 
commanded by splendidly efficient sea
men of the old American stock, who up
held the traditions of smartness and dis
cipline, and encountered in the leeshore, 
the shoal, and the sudden winter gale 
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perils of navigation more imminent than 
the deep-water school of master mariner 
had met in the foreign trade. 

Two years and more ago this traffic had 

The launching of the Carl F. Cressy at Bath, Maine, January 6, 1915. 

Such vessels as these are built on honor, with skilled and careful artisanship.—Page 560. 

suffered a decline which threatened slow 
extinction. Freight rates had ebbed so 
low that it was difficult to pay expenses, 
and charters were frequently unobtain
able at any terms. You might have seen 
these big vessels moored in various har
bors, empty and idle, while long strings of 
barges trailed seaward behind powerful 
tow-boats and carried the cargoes which 
had been previously transported under 
sail. The same fate overshadowed the 
smaller craft, the hundreds of three and 
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four masters which earned a toilsome live
lihood by knocking up and down the coast 
in whatever business might come to hand. 
It seemed as though the final, melancholy 

chapter of American achievement on salt 
water was about to be written. 

Since the days of the colonies the ship
ping industry has been deep-rooted in the 
life of the "down-Easter" who dwells 
within sight of the rugged forelands that 
reach northward from Cape Cod to East-
port. It used to be that every bay and 
tidal creek saw vessels building of wood 
cut in near-by forests, brigs and ketches, 
pinks and topsail schooners which steered 
away for Europe and the West Indies, 
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dodging pirates and privateers or fighting 
them with carronade and pike. These 
were community enterprises. The neigh
bors shared the hazards with the builder 
and the skipper, investing their money, 
labor, and goods in part ownership of the 
ship and her cargo and aptly calling it 
their "adventures." 

This honest custom has endured into 
the present century, and the man in the 
Maine seaport who wishes to build a 
schooner still looks to his friends and 
neighbors to buy the shares, or "pieces," 
that will enable him to finance the under
taking. There may be thirty owners when 
the long hull slips into the water from the 
keel-blocks of the yard, and among them 
are likely to be the carpenters, the black
smiths, and the riggers who created her. 
And because of this old-fashioned co
operation, such vessels as these are built 
on honor, with skilled and careful artisan-
ship and material scrupulously selected. 

Now, when dull times overtook the 
coastwise trade in recent years there was 
scrimping anxiety in many and many a 
home whose savings had been invested in 
schooners. The value of a craft of mod

erate size was divided into sixty-four 
"pieces," each of which had cost its 
owner about $1,000. And many of these 
were declaring "left-handed dividends," 
which means that the shareholders were 
assessed to meet the operating expenses. 
Some sold out at a loss, but the habit of 
sending savings to sea was strongly in the 
blood, and most of them grimly hung on 
and hoped for better days. 

The war in Europe, which wrought such 
dreadful havoc in so many other direc
tions, awakened these drowsy ports and 
called these waiting fleets to hoist anchor. 
The merchant navies of the world were 
inadequate for the commerce urgently de
manded of them, and the sailing-vessel had 
come into its own again. Presently the 
tall schooners were seeking the old trail of 
the square-rigger, out to Rio and Buenos 
Ayres, to the west coast of Africa, across 
to Lisbon and to London River, to quays 
and havens where the stars and stripes 
had not fluttered from a masthead in gen
erations. A few months and almost all 
the great five and six masters had van
ished from the coast. Then the smaller 
schooners were snapped up for this golden 

Most of the force in these yards at Bath are elderly, deliberate, slow-spoken men.—Page 563. 



Hoisting the frame into place with block and tackle, Bean's yard, Camden, Maine. 

They work in wood for the love of it, hand and eye wonderfully trained.—Page 564. 

offshore trade, and those that remained 
at home found a wonderful harvest be
cause of the scarcity of domestic tonnage. 

It was like a fairy-tale of commerce, 
and somehow more wholesomely gratify
ing than the fevered activity of munition 
stocks in Wall Street with their inflation 
and jobbery. These fine ships deserved 
to live, and those who owned them had 
been steadfast in fair weather and foul. 
For example, there was the six-master 
E. B. Winslow, which had been carrying 
coal from Norfolk to Portland; and she 
is one of scores whose good fortune has 
been as dazzling. She was chartered for 
Rio with 5,000 tons of coal beneath her 
hatches and came home laden with man
ganese ore after a voyage of seven months. 
Her owners received $180,000 in freight 
money, or considerably more than the 
cost of building her, and $120,000 of this 
was net profit to be distributed as divi
dends. 

It soon became commonplace informa
tion to hear that a schooner had paid for 
herself in one voyage offshore. Those who 
preferred to sell instead of charter also 
enjoyed a sort of Arabian Nights come 
true. There was the retired skipper of 
Portland who recklessly bought an old 
vessel two years ago for $17,000, a tre

mendous speculation which absorbed all 
he had thriftily tucked away in a lifetime 
at sea, and strained his credit besides. 
In two voyages this sturdy coaster put 
$35,000 in his pocket, after which he sold 
her for $100,000 and dared to indulge in 
the long-deferred luxury of navigating his 
own cabin catboat. 

I t was also in Portland that I met a 
ship-owner who had from year to year 
bought "pieces" in schooners of all sizes 
until he had ventures in more than a hun
dred of them. He was willing to confess 
that he no longer carried them on his 
books as losing investments. A list of 
shares which had cost him $52,000 had 
yielded dividends of $35,000 in four 
months. Another list, costing a total of 
$6,000 when purchased, he was willing to 
sell outright for $125,000, but showed no 
great eagerness to separate himself from 
them. 

And there was the widow who weeded 
the flowers in the dooryard of the gray 
cottage within sound of the surf near 
Thomaston. Her man had been lost in 
the schooner which he commanded, leav
ing her a thirty-fourth interest, which he 
had acquired from the managing owners. 
Some years there had been dividends, 
said she, but more than once she was 
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assessed $100, and it had been hard to 
keep a roof over her head. I t was dif
ferent now. Her shares, worth $2,000 in 
normal times, were giving her an income 

Shaping a hundred-foot mast 

With an axe he chips day after day until the spar is ready for smoothing.—Page 564. 

of $2,000 a year, and she did not know 
what to do with so much money. 

Until this sensational revival of Yankee 
shipping, the builders of wooden vessels 
had been employing their capital in other 
directions. They were sagacious men of 
long experience who had earned comfort

able fortunes in earlier days, and they 
maintained their plants partly from senti
ment, partly to patch up the old ones, 
with a new schooner on the stocks now 

and then to r e p l a c e 
those lost by stress of 
weather. Unexpectedly 
came the summons for 
more sh ips as fast as 
they could be hewn and 
s a w e d a n d f r amed . 
T h e s e b u i l d e r s en
deavored to forecast the 
future, and opinion was 
divided. I t had been 
taken for granted that 
theirs was a dying in
dustry. Was this a brief 
flurry before the ruth
less age of steam should 
write the epitaph of sail 
in the smoke of the mer
chant tramp? Or might 
not this thrilling rejuve
nation be prolonged for 
several years after peace 
should come to Europe ? 
This l a t t e r judgment 
prevai led, backed by 
hard cash. 

Forty years ago the 
shore of the Kennebec 
at Bath was one vast 
shipyard, like the Clyde 
be low G l a s g o w . In
stead, however, of the 
clamor of steel girders 
and plates and rivets, 
the chisel and adze were 
s t i l l f a b r i c a t i n g t h e 
stately w o o d e n ships, 
square-r igged, which 
had made a jest of the 
dogma that Br i t ann ia 
ruled the waves. The 
Sewall family gained its 
solid wealth and mari
time prestige in building 
and sailing such ships 
as these and was compa

rable with the Derbys of Salem during the 
period following the Revolution. Even 
into the nineties the Sewalls courageously 
persisted in their faith and launched the 
last fleet of deepwater ships under the 
American ensign. True sailormen recall 
with wistful regret the Shenandoah, the 
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Roanoke, the Arthur Sewall, and the Wil
liam P. Frye, whose tragic end it was to 
be destroyed by a German cruiser. 

The Sewalls abandoned shipping and 
turned to banking, re
c e n t l y l ea s ing t h e i r 
yards for the construc
tion of steel barges and 
tankers. M a n y other 
famous s h i p y a r d s of 
Bath mouldered in de
cay and the green grass 
gently blotted them out. 
There were left at the 
lower end of the town 
two of these h i s t o r i c 
plants which survived 
the era of transition and 
managed to hold their 
organizations together 
by means of the occa
sional demand for coast
wise schooners. Now 
they are reaping the re
wards of a t e n a c i t y 
which refused to accept 
the inevi table. Their 
only complaint is lack 
of men and mater ia l . 
Time is so precious that 
vessels take the water 
four months after the 
keel is laid, and they are 
so completely fitted for 
sea that with a master 
a n d crew aboard they 
can hoist brand-new 
canvas and fill away to 
load their h o l d s on a 
maiden v o y a g e that 
may fetch home every 
penny t ha t went in to 
building them. 

The equipment of this 
ancient handicraf t is 
astonishingly simple, 
almost pr imi t ive . In 
most respects it has 
been unchanged since 
the frigate Constitution Was framed and 
planked by the forefathers of these cun
ning workmen. No other native industry 
has been so independent of the complex 
improvements of invention, the substitu
tion of the machine for the man. Shops 
for the blacksmiths and the carpenters, 
some weather-beaten staging, and a row 

of blocks leading to the water's edge— 
this is the yard which will put together 
for you a ship whose model is unsur
passed, which will be seaworthy when 

C a l k i n g a schooner. 

If the schooner is almost finished there will he the merry music of calking-mallets . 
and a tarry rkivor of oakum.—Page 564. 

steel has rusted and pitted, and whose 
dimensions will be as great as you may 
care to pay for. 

I t is literally handiwork from start to 
finish. Young men no longer learn the 
trade, and most of the force in these yards 
at Bath are elderly, deliberate, slow-spo
ken men who were recruited from an hon-
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orable retirement. They work in wood 
for the love of it, hand and eye wonder
fully trained. One of them may be shap
ing the hundred-foot masts of Oregon 
pine which come rough-sawed from huge 
trees. With an axe he chips day after day 
until the spar is ready for smoothing, and 
then he finishes it as round and polished 
as a marble column. And because he has 
the soul of an artist he comes to the yard 

frame timber, he sent to a lumberman in 
Nova Scotia, who hewed them from oak in 
the woods so that they should fit together 
when set upon the keel and form a skele
ton so s trong t h a t s torms could not 
wrench it asunder. Bolts will corrode, 
and so the frames are still pinned together 
with wooden pegs and the planking of 
Southern pine is fastened with thousands 
of locust-tree nails. The vessel is literally 

On the deck of a schooner building at Bath. 

Looking aft to the comfortable quarters of the captain and his mates. 

at four o'clock in the summer mornings 
that he may have a longer day in which 
to make a perfect mast. 

Other men, perhaps fifty of them, are 
using the homely tools which, from im
memorial days, have built the ship and 
the rooftree. The master workman of 
them all first whittled his model by rule 
of thumb, as he thought the schooner 
ought to be. If you ask him for rules and 
measurements he has none to give. With 
a jack-knife he shaped the vision that 
was in his mind, every curve and sheer 
planned and foreseen. Then on the floor 
of a loft he drew his patterns and shaped 
his moulds where his father perhaps de
signed square-rigged ships before him. 

These wooden patterns, cut from thin 
board, showing the shape and size of every 

constructed of wood from keel to deck, 
and the smell of the yard is fragrant with 
a thick carpet of chips and shavings. 

If the schooner is almost finished there 
will be the merry music of calking-mal-
lets along her sides and a tarry flavor of 
oakum. And the carpenters are busied 
with the living-quarters of the officers and 
crew. Here is the canny builder's one ex
travagance. I t is a mistake to assume 
that the lot of a coaster's company is hard 
and shabby. There is a certain pride in 
handsomely providing for their comfort. 
The captain has his bathroom and steam 
heat, his cabin and stateroom are spa
cious and the walls and floors are of 
polished hardwood. The forecastle is no 
longer a dripping, stuffy cubby-hole, and 
the galley, with its brass work, awaits the 
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Gardiner Deering overseeing his men. 

The Deering yard about to lay the keel of another schooner. 
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dapper African steward in white cap and 
apron. 

One of these old Bath yards is owned 
by Gardiner Deering, who has been build-

ing ships since 1866, or a round half cen
tury. A veteran as soundly seasoned as 
the timbers piled on his water-front, 
he binds together the past and present. 
When I was loafing happily in Bath 
among this briny activity, the Deering 
yard was about to lay the keel of another 
schooner. There was little to indicate it 

—two or three teams of horses dragging 
great beams from the river upon which 
they had been rafted, a gang of men as
sorting other lumber, scattered heaps of 

frames, and a venera
ble gentleman with a 
white beard who lent a 
hand wherever needed. 
A chauffeur and a very 
expensive automobile 
were waiting to carry 
him home to dinner, 
and presumably his 
vessels afloat were gar
nering dividends to 
awaken the cupidity of 
a Pittsburg steel man, 
but in his yard Gar
diner Deering was still 
t h e a r t i s a n w h o 
deemed it honorable to 
work with his hands. 

He typified that van
ished community spir
it, the substantial de
mocracy p e c u l i a r to 
New England, which 
flowered in the town 
m e e t i n g a n d which 
maintained a very hu
man relation between 
m a s t e r a n d m a n . 
There was no question 
of his authority. He 
was a part of the work 
because he knew pre
cisely how every detail 
of it should be done. 
While he showed a 
teamster how to coax 
a balky timber up the 
runway a five-masted 
schooner at anchor in 
the stream prepared to 
warp into the wharf. 
She was one of t he 
Deering fleet returned 
to the home port for re
pairs in the yard where 

she had been launched. To own one such 
vessel as this in these roaring days of trade 
meant opulence. I t was to be a hasty 
task, to rig and refit and put to sea again, 
with lumber freights to Buenos Ayres at 
the unheard-of figure of forty-five dollars 
a thousand feet. 

Two black seamen from Savannah 

Renewing a rotten stem. 

It was to be a hasty task to . . . refit and put to sea again. 
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rowed a line ashore in a skiff, and the 
great schooner slowly pulled herself in by 
means of her steam-winch. More haw
sers followed to hold her stern and bow 
a g a i n s t the tide, and 
Gardiner Deering, spry 
for his y e a r s , ran to 
catch and belay them. 
In his opinion the cap
tain should have lifted 
his anchor a bit instead 
of le t t ing it drag to 
check her way, and he 
exp re s sed himself to 
this effect. This com
ment was blown to the 
ear of the s k i p p e r , a 
trim, active figure who 
seemed everywhere a t 
once on deck, and his 
s o n o r o u s voice came 
back: 

" I have hauled many 
a schooner in my time, 
Mr. Deering, and I'll 
t h a n k you to let me 
manage my own job." 

Unruffled, the owner 
accepted the m e r i t e d 
rebuke and confided in 
an aside: 

"Smarter than chain 
lightning, that fellow. 
Let me tell you what he 
did. He was chartered 
to sail empty to Pensa-
cola and bring lumber 
to New York. He got 
wind that the govern
ment needed a cargo of 
coal, so he slipped it 
aboard in a hurry, car
ried it south, coaxed a 
hundred blue-jackets to 
help unload, and they 
p l a y e d it out with a 
brass band from a bat
tleship. He was able to 
take on his lumber with
out any delay so the party that chartered 
him couldn't object, and he just sneaked 
in that cargo of coal on the side." 

" And did he share in this extra profit ? ' ' 
said I . "How does the captain fare in 
these piping t imes?" 

" T h a t fellow sails for forty-five dollars 
a month wages and five-per-cent primage, 

or percentage of the gross freight. That 
is customary in most of the big schooners. 
Before the war they cleaned up perhaps 
$200 a month. In the foreign trade a t 

present? Good Lord, they are getting 
richer than any sailor ought to be. I have 
heard of a lot of them who are averag
ing $1,000 a month, and yet your brass-
buttoned master of a coastwise steamer 
looks down on these schooner skippers as 
pretty small potatoes. What are these 
fellows doing with their ill-gotten gains? 

Two shipbuilders of Bath " ta lking it over." 

He talks of ships and their ways with an ardent enthusiasm.—Page 569. 
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Buying pieces of other schooners and 
playing the game both ways. Raking in 
dividends with one hand and primage 
with the other. Well, it sort of makes up 

to sleep with the decadence of its ship
yards. And the busiest place on this 
curving bight of deep-water shore was 
Snow's marine railway. Hither came the 

coasters to be dragged 
out and repaired, many 
of them old and forlorn, 
d r u d g e s of the ocean 
which still w e a t h e r e d 
the winter passages by 
dint of good luck and 
better seamanship. And 
as fewer new schooners 
were built, more of this 
work came to I s r a e l 
Snow and his brother, of 
the third generation of 
sailors and shipwrights. 
No other yard north of 
Boston helped to keep 
as many vessels afloat 
and hardily sailing in 
quest of a pittance of 
profit. 

Now and then they 
launched a handsome 
four-master schooner in 
a c c o r d a n c e w i t h the 
family t r a d i t i o n , for 
there was a worthy pride 
in maintaining the place 
as a shipyard as well as 
a hospital for tired and 
broken craft that limped 
in from seaward. An 
Israel Snow had built 
stout square-riggers on 
this same spot when the 
Black Ball packets were 
s t o r m i n g a c r o s s the 
western ocean in a fort
night from Sandy Hook 
to Liverpool , and the 
yards were braced to the 
lusty chorus of "Whisky 
Johnny" and "Blow the 
M a n D o w n . " N o w , 
when Yankee bottoms 
are again at a premium 

in the world's carrying trade, you may be 
sure that the present Israel Snow has mus
tered his men and material to add to the 
fleet of fine new schooners which the sto
ried ports of Maine are swiftly sending 
forth to reap an unexpected harvest. 

A stalwart man and vehement is this 
Israel Snow, his face bronzed by wind 

for lean years when they sometimes had 
to live on their wages. They gambled 
and they won, and I can't begrudge it." 

Rockland is a port familiar for the 
smudge of its ever-burning lime-kilns and 
for the speed trials of battleships. I t 
managed to preserve a certain cheerful 
aspect of energy while Bath was going 

A newly laid keel at the Snow yard, Rockland, Maine. 

The gaunt length of a new-made keel at the farther end of which rose the rounded 
outline of the transom timbers. —Page 569. 
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and sun, very much the pattern of a mas
ter mariner of the old New England breed. 
He talks of ships and their ways with an 
ardent enthusiasm, and it is plain to see 
that his zest for work is 
not wholly inspired by 
dollars. He had halted 
beside the gaunt length 
of a new-made keel a t 
the farther end of which 
rose the rounded out
line of the transom tim
bers, first hint of the 
tapered lines and intri
cate structure of a four-
master. Sweating in 
his shirt-sleeves, he in-
d i c a t e d the uncouth 
stacks of t i m b e r and 
exclaimed: 

" I t takes all kinds of 
wood to make a good 
vessel, more than a 
l a n d l u b b e r w o u l d 
dream of. This stuff 
has been shipped from 
the Pacific coast, from 
Virginia, Georgia, and 
Nova Scotia, pine and 
oak and spruce and cy
press. And there's a 
difference in trees same 
as t h e r e is in m e n . 
Take the native spruce 
that is cut inland. I t is 
sheltered, so it grows 
soft. What we put into 
a vessel is the black 
spruce that grows on 
the rocky islands off the 
coast. I t wrestles for 
its life with the nor'east 
w i n d s , a n d t h e r e ' s 
nothing between it and 
the freezing At lan t ic . 
T h e t r ee t h a t l ives 
through forty years of 
this is tough. You can 
depend on it to stand up under the strain. 
I t 's a question of character, you might 
say." 

There trudged into the yard a middle-
aged man who walked with a slight roll. 
His skin was burned a richer tint than 
Israel Snow's, and the black clothes, 
slightly wrinkled, suggested that they 
had been laid away for shore-going oc-

casions. This was Captain " C o r t " Perry, 
just home from South America in one of 
the Snow four-masters and reporting to 
the owners to settle accounts for the voy-

age. Character had been built into this 
vessel of his, and for years she had safely 
come and gone under his command; nor 
since boyhood had he sailed in any other 
employ. He was sedate, taciturn, show
ing no elation that this was the prodigious 
moment of his career. No doubt he 
would face adversity with this same pa
tient, unemotional demeanor. He had 

The long deck of a five-master. 



At the hawse-hole—a new schooner. 

Patching up and calking an old vessel. 

They were eagerly awaiting their turns to be patched and calked in order that they might snatch a modest portion of prosperity. 
—Page 572. 
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taken lumber to Para and returned with 
a cargo of logwood from Hayti, despatch
ing the whole business in three months, 
which signified that Captain Perry was 
not afraid to crack on sail. 

Far older than the system of wages and 
primage is the arrangement by which the 
skipper shares expenses and profits with 
the owner. This is how the Snow vessels 
are managed, an account-book for each 

voyages and continuously heavy seas or 
spells of calm, she is much more difficult 
to handle than the square-rigged ship or 
bark. When running before the wind 
the immense sails are dangerously un
wieldy, and to reef them in bad weather 
is a herculean task. American lads have 
ceased to go in the forecastles, and the 
crews are strange assortments of negroes, 
Scandinavians, and what not, but in the 

Schooner Wyoming, built at Bath, Maine, by Percy & Small. 

one. The captain buys the provisions 
and pays the wages of his crew, besides 
one-half the port charges. He receives 
fifty per cent of the gross earnings of 
his schooner, and it follows that when 
freights are scarce and low he may find 
himself considerably out of pocket. This 
ancient custom is in high favor among 
mariners at present, and the bookkeeping 
in the instance of Captain Perry and his 
voyage to Para divulged that he was 
richer by something like $3,000. 

He had nothing to say of the hazards of 
this offshore trade, but the large schooner 
was designed to fit the peculiar condi
tions of coastwise navigation. For long 

after-house is to be found the Yankee 
master, true to type, who will take his 
vessel anywhere. 

"The square rig would be handier for 
this rush of deep-water t r ade?" gustily 
exclaimed Israel Snow. "Certainly; but 
how long will these fancy rates last, and 
where can you find a man who knows how 
to rig a bark? You'd have to look in a 
graveyard. Why, there's my own son," 
and his gesture expressed tolerant con
tempt, " he came to me one day and asked 
what kind of a queer vessel that was tow
ing in from sea. I looked, and it was a 
barkentine. To think of such blighted 
ignorance in my own blessed family ! The 



On the quarter-deck of a five-master. 

boy ought to have known better out of 
sheer instinct. Where will we find our 
next crop of schooner captains if this 
booming trade has come to stay? Ask 
me something easy. We're not raising 
'em. The youngsters who are turned out 
of the school-ships prefer to go in steam. 
It 's more genteel, and I guess it's the win
ning game in the long run, but just at 
present you don't have to waste any pity 
on the masters that sail for us." 

Moored at the wharfs, beached on the 
marine railway, or anchored in the stream 
were smaller fore-and-afters, a flotilla of 
them. They were eagerly awaiting their 
turns to be patched and calked in order 
that they might snatch a modest portion 
of prosperity. I t was a matter of vital 
concern that the freight on spruce boards 
from Bangor to New York had increased 
to five dollars per thousand feet, or twice 
the former rate. I t meant a longer lease 
of life for little schooners which had been 
battering along the coast for thirty and 
forty years, leaking like baskets, a man 
and a boy seesawing at the pump brake 
as a matter of course. 

Many of them were owned by their 
grandfatherly skippers, who dared not 
venture past Cape Cod in winter lest the 
ancient Matilda Emerson or the Joshua 
R. Coggswell open up and founder in a 
blow. In bleak farmhouses they hugged 
the kitchen stove until spring and then 
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put to sea again. The rigor of circum
stances forced others to seek for trade 
the whole year through, and in a recent 
winter fifty-seven schooners were lost on 
the New England coast. Most of these 
were unfit for anything but summer 
breezes. As by a miracle, they have been 
able to renew their youth, to replace 
spongy planking and rotten stems and 
deck out in fresh paint and white canvas. 
In Snow's yard is a ship-chandlery shop 
with an alcove where the captains for
gather. The floor is strewn with sawdust 
and the armchairs are capacious. The 
environment nicely harmonizes with the 
tales that are told. I t is an informal 
club of coastwise skippers. 

They move with a brisker gait and the 
laughter is more spontaneous than when 
they went begging for charters at any 
terms. A sinewy patriarch stumps to a 
window, flourishes an arm at a stubby 
two-master, and booms out: 

" T h a t vessel of mine is as sound as a 
nut, I tell ye. She ain't as big as some, 
but I'd like nothing better than to fill her 
full of suthin' for the west coast of Africy, 
same as the Horace M. Bickford that 
cleared t'other day stocked for sixty thou
sand dollars." 

"Huh , you'd get lost out o' sight of 
land, John," is the cruel retort, "and that 
old shoe-box of yours 'ud be scared to 
death without a harbor to run into every 
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time the sun clouded over. Expect to 
navigate to Africa with an alarm-clock 
and a sounding-lead, I suppose." 

"Mebbe I'd better let well enough 
alone. Africy don't seem as neighborly 
as Phippsburg and Machiasport. I'll 
chance it as far as Philadelphy next voy
age, and I guess the old woman can buy 
a new dress." 

"You've got no cause to grumble. 
There's been nothing like it since the Civil 
War. Did you hear about the Merrimac, 
six-master, hails from Bath, carries 6,000 
tons of coal ? Her owners are so sad that 
they weep when you mention the vessel. 
She was tied up on a long-time charter at 
eighty cents a ton from Norfolk, and the 
contract has another year to run. I 'm 
afraid to reckon how many thousand dol
lars she loses every trip. And if she was 
free and foot-loose she'd sell for nigh a 
hundred thousand more'n she cost to 
build twelve years ago. I should say the 
fly in that ointment was as big as a 
whale." 

Not far from Rockland, on this deeply 
indented coast, are the lovely little har
bors of Thomaston and Camden, also 
rich with memories of blue-water ships 
and sailors. In mellowed dignity their 

square white houses beneath the elms re
call to mind the mariners who dwelt in 
them. It seemed as if their shipyards 
also belonged with the past; but the sum
mer visitor finds a new attraction in 
watching the schooners rise from the 
stocks, and the gay pageant of launching 
them, every mast ablaze with bunting, 
draws crowds to the water-front. And as 
a business adventure, with the tinge of 
old-fashioned romance, the casual stran
ger may be tempted to purchase a sixty-
fourth " piece " of a splendid Yankee ves
sel and keep in touch with its roving 
fortunes. The shipping reports of his 
daily newspaper will prove more fascinat
ing than the ticker tape, and the tidings 
of a successful voyage may thrill him with 
a sense of personal gratification. For the 
sea has not lost its magic and its mystery, 
and those who go down to it in ships 
must battle against elemental odds. 

This revival of wooden shipbuilding 
in the old New England yards is, of 
course, an item comparatively small in 
the tremendous total of construction 
along the Atlantic coast, which is mostly 
of steel. For instance, on July 1 there 
were 385 vessels building or under con
tract in the United States, and 70 of 

A glimpse into Percy & Small's yard, Bath. 

It seemed as if their shipyards also belonged with the past; but the summer visitor finds a new attraction in watching the schooners 
rise from the stocks. 



One of the old Spanish fleet of deep-water ships built by Sewall at Bath, Maine. 

these were being turned out on the Del
aware River alone. During the second 
year of the war 35 large merchant steam
ers were launched from American yards, 
21 of them larger than 5,000 tons, an 
unprecedented record. The new fleet of 
schooners, in the water, on the stocks, or 
ordered, numbers about 20, with a valua
tion of $2,000,000, but this may be only 
a beginning. The most uncertain fac
tors are the tremendously increased cost 
of material, the difficulty of getting it at 
all, and the dearth of skilled workmen in 
wood. The owners of the shipyards agree 
that the orders for large schooners are 
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coming in much faster than they can hope 
to fill them. 

The vessel under sail may be unknown 
to the next generation, and perhaps this 
dramatic recrudescence of the maritime 
spirit of New England is a transitory 
phase of commerce, but this is a conclu
sion very hard to accept. They did some 
things better in the simple days of old, 
and when the American race no longer re
garded seafaring as its rightful heritage 
there was lost to it an asset of courageous 
manliness which the clattering spindles 
of ten thousand factories could never re
place. 
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PART II 

VIII 

MR. RAMY, after a decent 
interval, returned to the 
shop; and Ann Eliza, when 
they met, was unable to de
tect whether the emotions 
which seethed under her 

black alpaca found an echo in his bosom. 
Outwardly he made no sign. He lit his 
pipe as placidly as ever and seemed to 
relapse without effort into the unruffled 
intimacy of old. Yet to Ann Eliza's initi
ated eye a change became gradually per
ceptible. She saw that he was beginning 
to look at her sister as he had looked at her 
on that momentous afternoon: she even 
discerned a secret significance in the turn 
of his talk with Evelina. Once he asked 
her abruptly if she should like to travel, 
and Ann Eliza saw that the flush on Eve
lina's cheek was reflected from the same 
fire which had scorched her own. 

So they drifted on through the sultry 
weeks of July. At that season the busi
ness of the little shop almost ceased, and 
one Saturday morning Mr. Ramy pro
posed that the sisters should lock up early 
and go with him for a sail down the bay in 
one of the Coney Island boats. 

Ann Eliza saw the light in Evelina's eye 
and her resolve was instantly taken. 

" I guess I won't go, thank you kind-
ly; but I 'm sure my sister will be happy 
to." 

She was pained by the perfunctory 
phrase with which Evelina urged her to 
accompany them; and still more by Mr. 
Ramy's silence. 

"No , I guess I won't go," she repeated, 
rather in answer to herself than to them. 
" I t ' s dreadfully hot and I've got a kinder 
headache." 

"Oh, well, I wouldn't then," said her 
sister hurriedly. "You'd better jest set 
here quietly and rest." 

*** A summary of Part I of " Bunner Sisters " appears on 
page 4 of the advertising pages. 
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"Yes, I'll rest," Ann Eliza assented. 
At two o'clock Mr. Ramy returned, and 

a moment later he and Evelina left the 
shop. Evelina had made herself another 
new bonnet for the occasion, a bonnet, 
Ann Eliza thought, almost too youthful 
in shape and colour. I t was the first time 
it had ever occurred to her to criticize 
Evelina's taste, and she was frightened at 
the insidious change in her attitude to
ward her sister. 

When Ann Eliza, in later days, looked 
back on that afternoon she felt that there 
had been something prophetic in the qual
ity of its solitude; it seemed to distill the 
triple essence of loneliness in which all her 
after-life was to be lived. No purchasers 
came; not a hand fell on the door-latch; 
and the tick of the clock in the back room 
ironically emphasized the passing of the 
empty hours. 

Evelina returned late and alone. Ann 
Eliza felt the coming crisis in the sound of 
her footstep, which wavered along as if 
not knowing on what it trod. The elder 
sister's affection had so passionately pro
jected itself into her junior's fate that at 
such moments she seemed to be living two 
lives, her own and Evelina's; and her pri
vate longings shrank into silence at the 
sight of the other's hungry bliss. But it 
was evident that Evelina, never acutely 
alive to the emotional atmosphere about 
her, had no idea that her secret was sus
pected; and with an assumption of uncon
cern that would have made Ann Eliza 
smile if the pang had been less piercing, 
the younger sister prepared to confess her
self. 

"Wha t are you so busy abou t?" she 
said impatiently, as Ann Eliza, beneath 
the gas-jet, fumbled for the matches. 
"Ain ' t you even got time to ask me if I 'd 
had a pleasant d a y ? " 

Ann Eliza turned with a quiet smile. 
" I guess I don't have to. Seems to me 
it's pretty plain you have." 

"Well, I don't know. I don't know 
575 
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how I feel—it's all so queer. I almost 
think I'd like to scream." 

" I guess you're tired." 
" N o , I ain't. I t 's not that. But it 

all happened so suddenly, and the boat 
was so crowded I thought everybody'd 
hear what he was saying.—Ann Eliza," 
she broke out, "why on earth don't you 
ask me what I 'm talking abou t?" 

Ann Eliza, with a last effort of heroism, 
feigned a fond incomprehension. 

"What are y o u ? " 
"Why, I 'm engaged to be married—so 

there ! Now it's out! And it happened 
right on the boat; only to think of i t ! Of 
course I wasn't exactly surprised—I've 
known right along he was going to sooner 
or later—on'y somehow I didn't think of 
its happening to-day. I thought he'd 
never get up his courage. He said he was 
so 'fraid I'd say no—that's what kep' him 
so long from asking me. Well, I ain't 
said yes yet—leastways I told him I'd have 
to think it over; but I guess he knows. Oh, 
Ann Eliza, I 'm so happy!" She hid the 
blinding brightness of her face. 

Ann Eliza, just then, would only let her
self feel that she was glad. She drew 
down Evelina's hands and kissed her, and 
they held each other. When Evelina re
gained her voice she had a tale to tell 
which carried their vigil far into the night. 
Not a syllable, not a glance or gesture of 
Ramy's, was the elder sister spared; and 
with unconscious irony she found herself 
comparing the details of his proposal to 
her with those which Evelina was impart
ing with merciless prolixity. 

The next few days were taken up with 
the embarrassed adjustment of their new 
relation to Mr. Ramy and to each other. 
Ann Eliza's ardour carried her to new 
heights of self-effacement, and she in
vented late duties in the shop in order 
to leave Evelina and her suitor longer 
alone in the back room. Later on, when 
she tried to remember the details of those 
first days, few came back to her: she knew 
only that she got up each morning with 
the sense of having to push the leaden 
hours up the same iong steep of pain. 

Mr. Ramy came daily now. Every 
evening he and his betrothed went out for 
a stroll around the Square, and when Eve
lina came in her cheeks were always pink. 
"He 's kissed her under that tree at the 

corner, away from the lamp-post," Ann 
Eliza said to herself, with sudden insight 
into unconjectured things. On Sundays 
they usually went for the whole afternoon 
to the Central Park, and Ann Eliza, from 
her seat in the mortal hush of the back 
room, followed step by step their long 
slow beatific walk. 

There had been, as yet, no allusion to 
their marriage, except that Evelina had 
once told her sister that Mr. Ramy wished 
them to invite Mrs. Hochmuller and Linda 
to the wedding. The mention of the laun
dress raised a half-forgotten fear in Ann 
Eliza, and she said in a tone of tentative 
appeal: " I guess if I was you I wouldn't 
want to be very great friends with Mrs. 
Hochmuller." 

Evelina glanced at her compassionately. 
" I guess if you was me you'd want to do 
everything you could to please the man 
you loved. I t ' s lucky," she added with 
glacial irony, " that I 'm not too grand for 
Herman's friends." 

"Oh," Ann Eliza protested, " t ha t ain't 
what I mean—and you know it ain't. 
Only somehow the day we saw her I didn't 
think she seemed like the kinder person 
you'd want for a friend." 

" I guess a married woman's the best 
judge of such matters," Evelina replied, 
as though she already walked in the light 
of her future state. 

Ann Eliza, after that , kept her own 
counsel. She saw that Evelina wanted 
her sympathy as little as her admonitions, 
and that already she counted for nothing 
in her sister's scheme of life. To Ann 
Eliza's idolatrous acceptance of the cruel
ties of fate this exclusion seemed both nat
ural and just; but it caused her the most 
lively pain. She could not divest her love 
for Evelina of its passionate motherliness; 
no breath of reason could lower it to the 
cool temperature of sisterly affection. 

She was then passing, as she thought, 
through the novitiate of her pain; pre
paring, in a hundred experimental ways, 
for the solitude awaiting her when Evelina 
left. I t was true that it would be a tem
pered loneliness. They would not be far 
apart. Evelina would "run in" daily from 
the clock-maker's; they would doubt
less take supper with her on Sundays. 
But already Ann Eliza guessed with what 
growing perfunctoriness her sister would 
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fulfill these obligations; she even foresaw 
the day when, to get news of Evelina, she 
should have to lock the shop at nightfall 
and go herself to Mr. Ramy's door. But 
on that contingency she would not dwell. 
"They can come to me when they want to 
—they'll always find me here," she sim
ply said to herself. 

One evening Evelina came in flushed 
and agitated from her stroll around the 
Square. Ann Eliza saw at once that 
something had happened; but the new 
habit of reticence checked her question. 

She had not long to wait. "Oh, Ann 
Eliza, on'y to think what he says—" (the 
pronoun stood exclusively for Mr. Ramy). 
" I declare I 'm so upset I thought the 
people in the Square would notice me. 
Don't I look queer? He wants to get 
married right off—this very next week." 

"Next week?" 
"Yes. So's we can move out to St. 

Louis right away." 
"Him and you—move out to St. 

Louis?" 
"Well, I don't know as it would be 

natural for him to want to go out there 
without me," Evelina simpered. " B u t 
it's all so sudden I don't know what to 
think. He only got the letter this morn
ing. Do I look queer, Ann El iza?" Her 
eye was roving for the mirror. 

"No , you don't ," said Ann Eliza almost 
harshly. 

"Well, it's a mercy," Evelina pursued 
with a tinge of disappointment. " I t ' s 
a regular miracle I didn't faint right 
out there in the Square. Herman's so 
thoughtless—he just put the letter into 
my hand without a word. I t ' s from a big 
firm out there—the Tiff'ny of St. Louis, 
he says it is—offering him a place in their 
clock-department. Seems they heard of 
him through a German friend of his that 's 
settled out there. I t 's a splendid open
ing, and if he gives satisfaction they'll 
raise him at the end of the year." 

She paused, flushed with the impor
tance of the situation, which seemed to 
lift her once for all above the dull level of 
her former life. 

"Then you'll have to g o ? " came at last 
from Ann Eliza. 

Evelina stared. "You wouldn't have 
me interfere with his prospects, would 
you?" 

"No—no. I on'y meant—has it got 
to be so soon?" 

"Right away, I tell you—next week. 
Ain't it awful?" blushed the bride. 

Well, this was what happened to moth
ers. They bore it, Ann Eliza mused; so 
why not she? Ah, but they had their 
own chance first; she had had no chance 
at all. And now this life which she had 
made her own was going from her forever; 
had gone, already, in the inner and deeper 
sense, and was soon to vanish in even its 
outward nearness, its surface-communion 
of voice and eye. At that moment even 
the thought of Evelina's happiness refused 
her its consolatory ray; or its light, if she 
saw it, was too remote to warm her. The 
thirst for a personal and inalienable tie, 
for pangs and problems of her own, was 
parching Ann Eliza's soul: it seemed to 
her that she could never again gather 
strength to look her loneliness in the face. 

The trivial obligations of the moment 
came to her aid. Nursed in idleness her 
grief would have mastered her; but the 
needs of the shop and the back room, and 
the preparations for Evelina's marriage, 
kept the tyrant under. 

Miss Mellins, true to her anticipations, 
had been called on to aid in the making 
of the wedding dress, and she and Ann 
Eliza were bending one evening over the 
breadths of pearl-grey cashmere which 
in spite of the dress-maker's prophetic 
vision of gored satin, had been judged 
most suitable, when Evelina came into the 
room alone. 

Ann Eliza had already had occasion to 
notice that it was a bad sign when Mr. 
Ramy left his affianced at the door. It 
generally meant that Evelina had some
thing disturbing to communicate, and 
Ann Eliza's first glance told her that this 
time the news was grave. 

Miss Mellins, who sat with her back to 
the door and her head bent over her sew
ing, started as Evelina came around to 
the opposite side of the table. 

"Mercy, Miss Evelina! I declare I 
thought you was a ghost, the way you 
crep' in. I had a customer once up in 
Forty-ninth Street—a lovely young wom
an with a thirty-six bust and a waist 
you could ha' put into her wedding ring— 
and her husband, he crep' up behind her 
that way jest for a joke, and frightened 
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her into a fit, and when she come to she 
was a raving maniac, and had to be taken 
to Bloomingdale with two doctors and a 
nurse to hold her in the carriage, and a 
lovely baby on'y six weeks old—and there 
she is to this day, poor creature." 

" I didn't mean to startle you," said 
Evelina. 

She sat down on the nearest chair, and 
as the lamp-light fell on her face Ann 
Eliza saw that she had been crying. 

"You do look dead-beat," Miss Mellins 
resumed, after a pause of soul-probing 
scrutiny. " I guess Mr. Ramy lugs you 
round that Square too often. You'll walk 
your legs off if you ain't careful. Men 
don't never consider—they're all alike. 
Why, I had a cousin once that was en
gaged to a book-agent " 

" Maybe we'd better put away the work 
for to-night, Miss Mellins," Ann Eliza in
terposed. " I guess what Evelina wants 
is a good night's rest." 

"That ' s so," assented the dress-maker. 
"Have you got the back breadths run to
gether, Miss Bunner ? Here's the sleeves. 
I'll pin 'em together." She drew a cluster 
of pins from her mouth, in which she 
seemed to secrete them as squirrels stow 
away nuts. "There," she said, rolling up 
her work, "you go right away to bed, Miss 
Evelina, and we'll set up a little later to
morrow night. I guess you're a mite nerv
ous, ain't you? I know when my turn 
comes I'll be scared to death." 

With this arch forecast she withdrew, 
and Ann Eliza, returning to the back 
room, found Evelina still listlessly seated 
by the table. True to her new policy of 
silence, the elder sister set about folding 
up the bridal dress; but suddenly Evelina 
said in a harsh unnatural voice: "There 
ain't any use in going on with that ." 

The folds slipped from Ann Eliza's 
hands. 

"Evelina Bunner—what you mean?" 
"Jes t what I say. I t ' s put off." 
" P u t off—what's put off?" 
"Our getting married. He can't take 

me to St. Louis. He ain't got money 
enough." She brought the words out in 
the monotonous tone of a child reciting a 
lesson. 

Ann Eliza picked up another breadth of 
cashmere and began to smooth it out. 
" I don't understand," she said at length. 

"Well, it 's plain enough. The jour
ney's fearfully expensive, and we've got 
to have something left to start with when 
we get out there. We've counted up, and 
he ain't got the money to do it—that's all." 

" But I thought he was going right into 
a splendid place." 

"So he is; but the salary's pretty low 
the first year, and board's very high in 
St. Louis. He's jest got another letter 
from his German friend, and he's been fig
uring it out, and he's afraid to chance it. 
He'll have to go alone." 

" But there's your money—have you 
forgotten that? The hundred dollars in 
the bank." 

Evelina made an impatient movement. 
"Of course I ain't forgotten it. On'y it 
ain't enough. I t would all have to go 
into buying furniture, and if he was took 
sick and lost his place again we wouldn't 
have a cent left. He says he's got to lay 
by another hundred dollars before he'll be 
willing to take me out there." 

For a while Ann Eliza pondered this 
surprising statement; then she ventured: 
"Seems to me he might have thought of 
it before." 

In an instant Evelina was aflame. " I 
guess he knows what's right as well as you 
or me. I 'd sooner die than be a burden 
to him." 

Ann Eliza made no answer. The 
clutch of an unformulated doubt had 
checked the words on her lips. She had 
meant, on the day of her sister's marriage, 
to give Evelina the other half of their com
mon savings; but something warned her 
not to say so now. 

The sisters undressed without farther 
words. After they had gone to bed, and 
the light had been put out, the sound of 
Evelina's weeping came to Ann Eliza in 
the darkness, but she lay motionless on 
her own side of the bed, out of contact 
with her sister's shaken body. Never had 
she felt so coldly remote from Evelina. 

The hours of the night moved slowly, 
ticked off with wearisome insistence by 
the clock which had played so prominent 
a part in their lives. Evelina's sobs still 
stirred the bed at gradually lengthening 
intervals, till at length Ann Eliza thought 
she slept. But with the dawn the eyes of 
the sisters met, and Ann Eliza's courage 
failed her as she looked in Evelina's face. 



She sat up in bed and put out a plead
ing hand. 

"Don ' t cry so, dearie. Don' t ." 
"Oh, I can't bear it, I can't bear it ," 

Evelina moaned. 
Ann Eliza stroked her quivering shoul

der. "Don ' t , don't ," she repeated. "If 
you take the other hundred, won't that 
be enough ? I always meant to give it to 
you. On'y I didn't want to tell you till 
your wedding day." 

IX 

EVELINA'S marriage took place on the 
appointed day. I t was celebrated in the 
evening, in the chantry of the church 
which the sisters attended, and after it 
was over the few guests who had been 
present repaired to the Bunner Sisters' 
basement , where a wedding supper 
awaited them. Ann Eliza, aided by Miss 
Mellins and Mrs. Hawkins, and con
sciously supported by the sentimental in
terest of the whole street, had expended 
her utmost energy on the decoration of 
the shop and the back room. On the table 
a vase of white chrysanthemums stood 
between a dish of oranges and bananas 
and an iced wedding-cake wreathed with 
orange-blossoms of the bride's own mak
ing. Autumn leaves studded with paper 
roses festooned the what-not and the 
chromo of the Rock of Ages, and a wreath 
of yellow immortelles was twined about 
the clock which Evelina revered as the 
mysterious agent of her happiness. 

At the table sat Miss Mellins, pro
fusely spangled and bangled, her head 
sewing-girl, a pale young thing who had 
helped with Evelina's outfit, Mr. and 
Mrs. Hawkins, with Johnny, their eldest 
boy, and Mrs. Hochmuller and her daugh
ter. 

Mrs. Hochmuller's large blonde person
ality seemed to pervade the room to the 
effacement of the less amply-proportioned 
guests. I t was rendered more impressive 
by a dress of crimson poplin that stood 
out from her in organ-like folds; and 
Linda, whom Ann Eliza had remembered 
as an uncouth child with a sly look about 
the eyes, surprised her by a sudden blos
soming into feminine grace such as some
times follows on a gawky girlhood. The 
Hochmullers, in fact, struck the dominant 

note in the entertainment. Beside them 
Evelina, unusually pale in her grey cash
mere and white bonnet, looked like a faint
ly washed sketch beside a brilliant chromo; 
and Mr. Ramy, doomed to the traditional 
insignificance of the bridegroom's part, 
made no attempt to rise above his situa
tion. Even Miss Mellins sparkled and 
jingled in vain in the shadow of Mrs. 
Hochmuller's crimson bulk; and Ann 
Eliza, with a sense of vague foreboding, 
saw that the wedding feast centred about 
the two guests she had most wished to ex
clude from it. What was said or done 
while they all sat about the table she never 
afterward recalled: the long hours re
mained in her memory as a whirl of high 
colours and loud voices, from which the 
pale presence of Evelina now and then 
emerged like a drowned face on a sunset-
dabbled sea. 

The next morning Mr. Ramy and his 
wife started for St. Louis, and Ann Eliza 
was left alone. Outwardly the first strain 
of parting was tempered by the arrival of 
Miss Mellins, Mrs. Hawkins and Johnny, 
who dropped in to help in the ungarland-
ing and tidying up of the back room. 
Ann Eliza was duly grateful for their kind
ness, but the ' 'talking over' ' on which they 
had evidently counted was Dead Sea fruit 
on her lips; and just beyond the familiar 
warmth of their presences she saw the 
form of Solitude at her door. 

Ann Eliza was but a small person to 
harbour so great a guest, and a trembling 
sense of insufficiency possessed her. She 
had no high musings to offer to the new 
companion of her hearth. Every one of 
her thoughts had hitherto turned to Eve
lina and shaped itself in homely easy 
words; of the mighty speech of silence she 
knew not the earliest syllable. 

Everything in the back room and the 
shop, on the second day after Evelina's 
going, seemed to have grown coldly un
familiar. The whole aspect of the place 
had changed with the changed conditions 
of Ann Eliza's life. The first customer 
who opened the shop-door startled her 
like a ghost; and all night she lay tossing 
on her side of the bed, sinking now and 
then into an uncertain doze from which 
she would suddenly wake to reach out her 
hand for Evelina. In the new silence sur
rounding her the walls and furniture found 
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voice, frightening her at dusk and mid
night with strange sighs and stealthy 
whispers. Ghostly hands shook the win
dow shutters or rattled at the outer latch, 
and once she grew cold at the sound of 
a step like Evelina's stealing through the 
dark shop to die out on the threshold. 
In time, of course, she found an explana
tion for these noises, telling herself that 
the bedstead was warping, that Miss Mel-
lins trod heavily overhead, or that the 
thunder of passing beer-waggons shook 
the door-latch; but the hours leading up 
to these conclusions were full of the float
ing terrors that harden into fixed fore
boding. Worst of all were the solitary 
meals, when she absently continued to set 
aside the largest slice of pie for Evelina, 
and to let the tea grow cold while she 
waited for her sister to help herself to the 
first cup. Miss Mellins, coming in on one 
of these sad repasts, suggested the acquisi
tion of a cat; but Ann Eliza shook her 
head. She had never been used to an
imals, and she felt the vague shrinking 
of the pious from creatures divided from 
her by the abyss of soullessness. 

At length, after ten empty days, Eve
lina's first letter came. 

" M y dear Sister," she wrote, in her 
pinched Spencerian hand, " i t seems 
strange to be in this great City so far 
from home alone with him I have chosen 
for life, but marriage has its solemn duties 
which those who are not can never hope 
to understand, and happier perhaps for 
this reason, life for them has only simple 
tasks and pleasures, but those who must 
take thought for others must be prepared 
to do their duty in whatever station it has 
pleased the Almighty to call them. Not 
that I have cause to complain, my dear 
Husband is all love and devotion, but 
being absent all day at his business how 
can I help but feel lonesome at times, as 
the poet says it is hard for they that love 
to live apart, and I often wonder, my dear 
Sister, how you are getting along alone in 
the store, may you never experience the 
feelings of solitude I have underwent since 
I came here. We are boarding now, but 
soon expect to find rooms and change our 
place of Residence, then I shall have all 
the care of a household to bear, but such 
is the fate of those who join their Lot with 
others, they cannot hope to escape from 

the burdens of Life, nor would I ask it, I 
would not live alway but while I live 
would always pray for strength to do my 
duty. This city is not near as large or 
handsome as New York, but had my lot 
been cast in a Wilderness I hope I should 
not repine, such never was my nature, and 
they who exchange their independence for 
the sweet name of Wife must be prepared 
to find all is not gold that glitters, nor I 
would not expect like you to drift down 
the stream of Life unfettered and serene 
as a Summer cloud, such is not my fate, 
but come what may will always find in me 
a resigned and prayerful Spirit, and hop
ing this finds you as well as it leaves me, 
I remain, my dear Sister, 

"Yours truly, 

" EVELINA B. RAMY." 

Ann Eliza had always secretly admired 
the oratorical and impersonal tone of Ev
elina's letters; but the few she had pre
viously read, having been addressed to 
school-mates or distant relatives, had ap
peared in the light of literary compositions 
rather than as records of personal experi
ence. Now she could not but wish that 
Evelina had laid aside her swelling periods 
for a style more suited to the chronicling 
of homely incidents. She read the letter 
again and again, seeking for a clue to what 
her sister was really doing and thinking; 
but after each reading she emerged im
pressed but unenlightened from the laby
rinth of Evelina's eloquence. 

During the early winter she received 
two or three more letters of the same kind, 
each enclosing in its loose husk of rhetoric 
a smaller kernel of fact. By dint of patient 
interlinear study, Ann Eliza gathered from 
them that Evelina and her husband, after 
various costly experiments in boarding, 
had been reduced to a tenement-house 
flat; that living in St. Louis was more ex
pensive than they had supposed, and that 
Mr. Ramy was kept out late at night 
(why, at a jeweller's, Ann Eliza won
dered?) and found his position less sat
isfactory than he had been led to expect. 
Toward February the letters fell off; and 
finally they ceased to come. 

At first Ann Eliza wrote, shyly but per
sistently, entreating for more frequent 
news; then, as one appeal after another 
was swallowed up in the mystery of Eve-
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Una's protracted silence, vague fears be
gan to assail the elder sister. Perhaps 
Evelina was ill, and with no one to nurse 
her but a man who could not even make 
himself a cup of tea ! Ann Eliza recalled 
the layer of dust in Mr. Ramy's shop, and 
pictures of domestic disorder mingled 
with the more poignant vision of her sis
ter's illness. But surely if Evelina were 
ill Mr. Ramy would have written. He 
wrote a small neat hand, and epistolary 
communication was not an insuperable 
embarrassment to him. The too prob
able alternative was that both the un
happy pair had been prostrated by some 
disease which left them powerless to sum
mon her—for summon her they surely 
would, Ann Eliza with unconscious cyni
cism reflected, if she or her small econo
mies could be of use to them ! The more 
she strained her eyes into the mystery, 
the darker it grew; and her lack of ini
tiative, her inability to imagine what 
steps might be taken to trace the lost in 
distant places, left her benumbed and 
helpless. 

At last there floated up from some 
depth of troubled memory the name of 
the firm of St. Louis jewellers by whom 
Mr. Ramy was employed. After much 
hesitation, and considerable effort, she 
addressed to them a timid request for 
news of her brother-in-law; and sooner 
than she could have hoped the answer 
reached her. 

" D E A R MADAM, 

' ' I n reply to yours of the 29th ult. we 
beg to state that the party you refer to 
was discharged from our employ a month 
ago. We are sorry we are unable to fur
nish you with his address. 

"Yours respectfully, 
" L U D W I G AND HAMMERBUSCH." 

Ann Eliza read and re-read the curt 
statement in a stupor of distress. She 
had lost her last trace of Evelina. All 
that night she lay awake, revolving the 
stupendous project of going to St. Louis 
in search of her sister; but though she 
pieced together her few financial possibili
ties with the ingenuity of a brain used to 
fitting odd scraps into patch-work quilts, 
she woke to the cold daylight fact that 
she could not raise the money for her fare. 

Her wedding gift to Evelina had left her 
without any resources beyond her daily 
earnings, and these had steadily dwindled 
as the winter passed. She had long since 
renounced her weekly visit to the butcher, 
and had reduced her other expenses to the 
narrowest measure; but the most syste
matic frugality had not enabled her to put 
by any money. In spite of her dogged ef
forts to maintain the prosperity of the lit
tle shop, her sister's absence had ahead)' 
told on its business. Now that Ann Eliza 
had to carry the bundles to the dyer's her
self, the customers who called in her ab
sence, finding the shop locked, too often 
went elsewhere. Moreover, after several 
stern but unavailing efforts, she had had to 
give up the trimming of bonnets, which in 
Evelina's hands had been the most lucra
tive as well as the most interesting part of 
the business. This change, to the passing 
female eye, robbed the shop window of its 
chief attraction; and when painful expe
rience had convinced the regular custom
ers of the Bunner Sisters of Ann Eliza's 
lack of millinery skill they began to lose 
faith in her ability to curl a feather or 
even "freshen u p " a bunch of flowers. 
The time came when Ann Eliza had al
most made up her mind to speak to the 
lady with puffed sleeves, who had always 
looked at her so kindly, and had once or
dered a hat of Evelina. Perhaps the lady 
with puffed sleeves would be able to get 
her a little plain sewing to do; or she 
might recommend the shop to friends. 
Ann Eliza, with this possibility in view, 
rummaged out of a drawer the fly-blown 
remainder of the business cards which the 
sisters had ordered in the first flush of 
their commercial adventure; but when 
the lady with puffed sleeves finally ap
peared she was in deep mourning, and 
wore so sad a look that Ann Eliza dared 
not speak. She came in to buy some 
spools of black thread and silk, and in the 
doorway she turned back to say: " I am 
going away to-morrow for a long time. I 
hope you will have a pleasant winter." 
And the door shut on her. 

One day not long after this it occurred 
to Ann Eliza to go to Hoboken in quest of 
Mrs. Hochmiiller. Much as she shrank 
from pouring her distress into that par
ticular ear, her anxiety had carried her 
beyond such reluctances; but when she 
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began to think the matter over she was 
faced by a new difficulty. On the occa
sion of her only visit to Mrs. Hochmiiller, 
she and Evelina had suffered themselves 
to be led there by Mr. Ramy; and Ann 
Eliza now perceived that she did not even 
know the name of the laundress's suburb, 
much less that of the street in which she 
lived. But she must have news of Eve
lina, and no obstacle was great enough to 
thwart her. 

Though she longed to turn to some one 
for advice she disliked to expose her situa
tion to Miss Mellins's searching eye, and 
at first she could think of no other con
fidant. Thenshe remembered Mrs. Haw
kins, or rather her husband, who, though 
Ann Eliza had always thought him a dull 
uneducated man, was probably gifted with 
the mysterious masculine faculty of find
ing out people's addresses. I t went hard 
with Ann Eliza to trust her secret even to 
the mild ear of Mrs. Hawkins, but at least 
she was spared the cross-examination to 
which the dress-maker would have sub
jected her. The accumulating pressure 
of domestic cares had so crushed in Mrs. 
Hawkins any curiosity concerning the af
fairs of others that she received her vis
itor's confidence with an almost masculine 
indifference, while she rocked her teething 
baby on one arm and with the other tried 
to check the acrobatic impulses of the next 
in age. 

"My, my," she simply said as Ann 
Eliza ended. "Keep still now, Arthur: 
Miss Bunner don't want you to jump up 
and down on her foot to-day. And what 
are you gaping at, Johnny ? Run right off 
and play," she added, turning sternly to 
her eldest, who, because he was the least 
naughty, usually bore the brunt of her 
wrath against the others. 

"Well, perhaps Mr. Hawkins can help 
you," Mrs. Hawkins continued medita
tively, while the children, after scattering 
at her bidding, returned to their previous 
pursuits like flies settling down on the 
spot from which an exasperated hand has 
swept them. " I'll send him right round 
the minute he comes in, and you can tell 
him the whole story. I wouldn't wonder 
but what he can find that Mrs. Hochmul-
ler's address in the d'rectory. I know 
they've got one where he works." 

" I ' d be real thankful if he could," Ann 

Eliza murmured, rising from her seat with 
the factitious sense of lightness that comes 
from imparting a long-hidden dread. 

X 

M R . HAWKINS proved himself worthy 
of his wife's faith in his capacity. He 
learned from Ann Eliza as much as she 
could tell him about Mrs. Hochmuller and 
returned the next evening with a scrap of 
paper bearing her address, beneath which 
Johnny (the family scribe) had written 
in a large round hand the names of the 
streets that led there from the ferry. 

Ann Eliza lay awake all that night, re
peating over and over again the directions 
Mr. Hawkins had given her. He was a 
kind man, and she knew he would willingly 
have gone with her to Hoboken; indeed 
she read in his timid eye the half-formed 
intention of offering to accompany her— 
but on such an errand she preferred to go 
alone. 

The next Sunday, accordingly, she set 
out early, and without much trouble found 
her way to the ferry. Nearly a year had 
passed since her previous visit to Mrs. 
Hochmuller, and a chilly April breeze 
smote her face as she stepped on the boat. 
Most of the passengers were huddled to
gether in the cabin, and Ann Eliza shrank 
into its obscurest corner, shivering under 
the thin black mantle which had seemed 
so hot in July. She began to feel a little 
bewildered as she stepped ashore, but a 
paternal policeman put her into the right 
car, and as in a dream she found her
self retracing the way to Mrs. Hochmul-
ler's door. She had told the conductor 
the name of the street at which she wished 
to get out, and presently she stood in the 
biting wind at the corner near the beer-sa
loon, where the sun had once beat down on 
her so fiercely. At length an empty car 
appeared, its yellow flank emblazoned with 
the name of Mrs. Hochmuller's suburb, 
and Ann Eliza was presently jolting past 
the narrow brick houses islanded between 
vacant lots like giant piles in a desolate 
lagoon. When the car reached the end of 
its journey she got out and stood for some 
time trying to remember which turn Mr. 
Ramy had taken. She had just made up 
her mind to ask the car-driver when he 
shook the reins on the backs of his lean 
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horses, and the car, still empty, jogged 
away toward Hoboken. 

Ann Eliza, left alone by the roadside, 
began to move cautiously forward, look
ing about for a small red house with a 
gable overhung by an elm-tree; but every
thing about her seemed unfamiliar and 
forbidding. One or two surly looking 
men slouched past with inquisitive glances, 
and she could not make up her mind to 
stop and speak to them. 

At length a tow-headed boy came out of 
a swinging door suggestive of illicit con
viviality, and to him Ann Eliza ventured 
to confide her difficulty. The offer of five 
cents fired him with an instant willingness 
to lead her to Mrs. Hochmuller, and he 
was soon trotting past the stone-cutter's 
yard with Ann Eliza in his wake. 

Another turn in the road brought them 
to the little red house, and having reward
ed her guide Ann Eliza unlatched the gate 
and walked up to the door. Her heart 
was beating violently, and she had to lean 
against the door-post to compose her 
twitching lips: she had not known till that 
moment how much it was going to hurt 
her to speak of Evelina to Mrs. Hochmul
ler. As her agitation subsided she began 
to notice how much the appearance of the 
house had changed. It was not only that 
winter had stripped the elm, and black
ened the flower-borders: the house itself 
had a debased and deserted air. The 
window-panes were cracked and dirty, 
and one or two shutters swung dismally 
on loosened hinges. 

She rang several times before the door 
was opened. At length an Irish woman 
with a shawl over her head and a baby in 
her arms appeared on the threshold, and 
glancing past her into the narrow passage 
Ann Eliza saw that Mrs. Hochmuller's 
neat abode had deteriorated as much 
within as without. 

At the mention of the name the woman 
stared. " Mrs. who, did ye say ? " 

"Mrs . Hochmuller. This is surely her 
house?" 

"No , it ain't neither," said the woman 
turning away. 

"Oh, but wait, please," Ann Eliza en
treated. " I can't be mistaken. I mean 
the Mrs. Hochmuller who takes in wash
ing. I came out to see her last June." 

"Oh, the Dutch washerwoman is it— 

her that used to live here? She's been 
gone two months and more. It 's Mike 
McNulty lives here now. Whisht!" to 
the baby, who had squared his mouth for 
a howl. 

Ann Eliza's knees grew weak. "Mrs . 
Hochmuller gone? But where has she 
gone? She must be somewhere round 
here. Can't you tell m e ? " 

"Sure an' I can't ," said the woman. 
" She wint away before iver we come." 

"Dalia Geoghegan, will ye bring the 
choild in out av the cowld ? " cried an irate 
voice from within. 

"Please wait—oh, please wait," Ann 
Eliza insisted. "You see I must find Mrs. 
Hochmuller." 

"Why don't ye go and look for her 
t h in?" the woman returned, slamming 
the door in her face. 

She stood motionless on the door-step, 
dazed by the immensity of her disappoint
ment, till a burst of loud voices inside the 
house drove her down the path and out of 
the gate. 

Even then she could not grasp what had 
happened, and pausing in the road she 
looked back at the house, half hoping that 
Mrs . Hochmul le r ' s once detested face 
might appear at one of the grimy windows. 

She was roused by an icy wind that 
seemed to spring up suddenly from the 
desolate scene, piercing her thin dress like 
gauze; and turning away she began to re
trace her steps. She thought of enquir
ing for Mrs. Hochmuller at some of the 
neighbouring houses, but their look was so 
unfriendly that she walked on without 
making up her mind at which door to ring. 
When she reached the horse-car terminus 
a car was just moving off towardHoboken, 
and for nearly an hour she had to wait on 
the corner in the bitter wind. Her hands 
and feet were stiff with cold when the car 
at length loomed into sight again, and she 
thought of stopping somewhere on the way 
to the ferry for a cup of tea; but before 
the region of lunch-rooms was reached 
she had grown so sick and dizzy that the 
thought of food was repulsive. At length 
she found herself on the ferry-boat, in the 
soothing stuffiness of the crowded cabin; 
then came another interval of shivering on 
a street-corner, another long jolting jour
ney in a "cross-town" car that smelt of 
damp straw and tobacco; and lastly, in 
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the cold spring dusk, she unlocked her 
door and groped her way through the shop 
to her fireless bedroom. 

The next morning Mrs. Hawkins, drop
ping in to hear the result of the trip, found 
Ann Eliza sitting behind the counter 
wrapped in an old shawl. 

" Why, Miss Bunner, you're sick ! You 
must have fever—your face is just as red !" 

" I t ' s nothing. I guess I caught cold 
yesterday on the ferry-boat," Ann Eliza 
acknowledged. 

"And it's jest like a vault in here !" 
Mrs. Hawkins rebuked her. "Le t me 
feel your hand—it's burning. Now, Miss 
Bunner, you've got to go right to bed this 
very minute." 

" Oh, but I can't, Mrs. Hawkins." Ann 
Eliza attempted a wan smile. "You for
get there ain't nobody but me to tend the 
store." 

" I guess you won't tend it long neither, 
if you ain't careful," Mrs. Hawkins grimly 
rejoined. Beneath her placid exterior she 
cherished a morbid passion for disease and 
death, and the sight of Ann Eliza's suffer
ing had roused her from her habitual in
difference. "There ain't so many folks 
comes to the store anyhow," she went on 
with unconscious cruelty, " and I'll go 
right up and see if Miss Mellins can't spare 
one of her girls." 

Ann Eliza, too weary to resist, allowed 
Mrs. Hawkins to put her to bed and make 
a cup of tea over the stove, while Miss 
Mellins, always good-naturedly respon
sive to any appeal for help, sent down the 
weak-eyed little girl to deal with hypo
thetical customers. 

Ann Eliza, having so far abdicated her 
independence, sank into sudden apathy. 
As far as she could remember, it was the 
first time in her life that she had been 
taken care of instead of taking care, and 
there was a momentary relief in the sur
render. She swallowed the tea like an 
obedient child, allowed a poultice to be 
applied to her aching chest and uttered no 
protest when a fire was kindled in the 
rarely used grate; but as Mrs. Hawkins 
bent over to "se t t le" her pillows she 
raised herself on her elbow to whisper: 
"Oh, Mrs. Hawkins, Mrs. Hochmuller 
warn't there." The tears rolled down her 
cheeks. 

" She warn't there ? Has she moved ? " 

"Over two months ago—and they don't 
know where she's gone. Oh what'll I do, 
Mrs. Hawkins?" 

"There, there, Miss Bunner. You lay 
still and don't fret. I'll ask Mr. Hawkins 
soon as ever he comes home." 

Ann Eliza murmured her gratitude, and 
Mrs. Hawkins, bending down, kissed her 
on the forehead. " D o n ' t you fret," she 
repeated, in the voice with which she 
soothed her children. 

For over a week Ann Eliza lay in bed, 
faithfully nursed by her two neighbours, 
while the weak-eyed child, and the pale 
sewing girl who had helped to finish Eve
lina's wedding dress, took turns in mind
ing the shop. Every morning, when her 
friends appeared, Ann Eliza lifted her 
head to ask: " I s there a l e t t e r?" and at 
their gentle negative sank back in silence. 
Mrs. Hawkins, for several days, spoke no 
more of her promise to consult her hus
band as to the best way of tracing Mrs. 
Hochmuller; and dread of fresh disap
pointment kept Ann Eliza from bringing 
up the subject. 

But the following Sunday evening, as 
she sat for the first time bolstered up in 
her rocking-chair near the stove, while 
Miss Mellins studied the Police Gazette be
neath the lamp, there came a knock on 
the shop-door and Mr. Hawkins entered. 

Ann Eliza's first glance at his plain 
friendly face showed her he had news to 
give, but though she no longer attempted 
to hide her anxiety from Miss Mellins, her 
lips trembled too much to let her speak. 

"Good evening, Miss Bunner," said 
Mr. Hawkins in his dragging voice. " I've 
been over to Hoboken all day looking 
round for Mrs. Hochmuller." 

"Oh, Mr. Hawkins—you have ? " 
" I made a thorough search, but I'm 

sorry to say it was no use. She's left 
Hoboken—moved clear away, and nobody 
seems to know where." 

" I t was real good of you, Mr. Haw
kins." Ann Eliza's voice struggled up in 
a faint whisper through the submerging 
tide of her disappointment. 

Mr. Hawkins, in his embarrassed sense 
of being the bringer of bad news, stood 
before her uncertainly; then he turned 
to go. " No trouble at all," he paused to 
assure her from the doorway. 

She wanted to speak again, to detain 
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him, to ask him to advise her; but the 
words caught in her throat and she lay 
back silent. 

The next day she got up early, and 
dressed and bonneted herself with twitch
ing fingers. She waited till the weak-
eyed child appeared, and having laid on 
her minute instructions as to the care of 
the shop, she slipped out into the street. 
I t had occurred to her in one of the weary 
watches of the previous night that she 
might go to Tiffany's and make enquiries 
about Ramy's past. Possibly in that 
way she might obtain some information 
that would suggest a new way of reaching 
Evelina. She was guiltily aware that 
Mrs. Hawkins and Miss Mellins would be 
angry with her for venturing out of doors, 
but she knew she should never feel any 
better till she had news of Evelina. 

The morning air was sharp, and as she 
turned to face the wind she felt so weak 
and unsteady that she wondered if she 
should ever get as far as Union Square; 
but by walking very slowly, and standing 
still now and then when she could do so 
without being noticed, she found herself at 
last before the jeweller's great glass doors. 

I t was still so early that there were no 
purchasers in the shop, and she felt her
self the centre of innumerable unemployed 
eyes as she moved forward between long 
lines of show-cases glittering with dia
monds and silver. 

She was glancing about in the hope of 
finding the clock-department without hav
ing to approach one of the impressive 
gentlemen who paced the empty aisles, 
when she attracted the attention of one 
of the most impressive of the number. 

The formidable benevolence with which 
he enquired what he could do for her made 
her almost despair of explaining herself; 
but she finally disentangled from a flurry 
of wrong beginnings the request to be 
shown to the clock-department. 

The gentleman considered her thought
fully. " M a y I ask what style of clock 
you are looking for? Would it be for a 
wedding-present, or ?" 

The irony of the allusion filled Ann 
Eliza's veins with sudden strength. " I 
don't want to buy a clock at all. I want 
to see the head of the department." 

" Mr. Loomis ? " His stare still weighed 
her—then he seemed to brush aside the 

problem she presented as beneath his no
tice. "Oh, certainly. Take the elevator 
to the second floor. Next aisle to the 
left." He waved her down the endless 
perspective of show-cases. 

Ann Eliza followed the line of his lordly 
gesture, and a swift ascent brought her to 
a great hall full of the buzzing and boom
ing of thousands of clocks. Whichever 
way she looked, clocks stretched away 
from her in glittering interminable vistas: 
clocks of all sizes and voices, from the bell-
throated giant of the hallway to the chirp
ing dressing-table toy; tall clocks of ma
hogany and brass with cathedral chimes; 
clocks of bronze, glass, porcelain, of everv 
possible size, voice and configuration; and 
between their serried ranks, along the 
polished floor of the aisles, moved the 
languid forms of other gentlemanly floor
walkers, waiting for their duties to begin. 

One of them soon approached, and 
Ann Eliza repeated her request. He re
ceived it affably. 

"Mr . Loomis? Go right down to the 
office at the other end." He pointed to a 
kind of box of ground glass and highly 
polished panelling. 

As she thanked him he turned to one of 
his companions and said something in 
which she caught the name of Mr. Loomis, 
and which was received with an apprecia
tive chuckle. She suspected herself of 
being the object of the pleasantry, and 
straightened her thin shoulders under her 
mantle. 

The door of the office stood open, and 
within sat a gray-bearded man at a desk. 
He looked up kindly, and again she asked 
for Mr. Loomis. 

" I ' m Mr. Loomis. What can I do for 
y o u ? " 

He was much less portentous than the 
others, though she guessed him to be 
above them in authority; and encouraged 
by his tone she seated herself on the edge 
of the chair he waved her to. 

" I hope you'll excuse my troubling you, 
sir. I came to ask if you could tell me 
anything about Mr. Herman Ramy. He 
was employed here in the clock-depart
ment two or three years ago." 

Mr. Loomis showed no recognition of 
the name. 

" R a m y ? When was he discharged?" 
" I don't har'ly know. He was very 
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sick, and when he got well his place had 
been filled. He married my sister last 
October and they went to St. Louis, I 
ain't had any news of them for over two 
months, and she's my only sister, and I'm 
most crazy worrying about her." 

" I see." Mr. Loomis reflected. " I n 
what capac i ty was R a m y employed 
here?" he asked after a moment. 

"He—he told us that he was one of 
the heads of the clock-department," Ann 
Eliza stammered, overswept by a sudden 
doubt. 

" T h a t was probably a slight exaggera
tion. But I can tell you about him by 
referring to our books. The name again?' ' 

"Ramy—Herman Ramy." 
There ensued a long silence, broken 

only by the flutter of leaves as Mr. 
Loomis turned over his ledgers. Pres
ently he looked up, keeping his finger be
tween the pages. 

"Here it is—Herman Ramy. He was 
one of our ordinary workmen, and left us 
three years and a half ago last June." 

"On account of sickness?" Ann Eliza 
faltered. 

Mr. Loomis appeared to hesitate; then 
he said: " I see no mention of sickness." 
Ann Eliza felt his compassionate eyes on 
her again. "Perhaps I'd better tell you 
the truth. He was discharged for drug-
taking. A capable workman, but we 
couldn't keep him straight. I 'm sorry to 
have to tell you this, but it seems fairer, 
since you say you're anxious about your 
sister." 

The polished sides of the office vanished 
from Ann Eliza's sight, and the cackle of 
the innumerable clocks came to her like 
the yell of waves in a storm. She tried to 
speak but could not; tried to get to her 
feet, but the floor was gone. 

" I ' m very sorry," Mr. Loomis re
peated, closing the ledger. " I remember 
the man perfectly now. He used to dis
appear every now and then, and turn up 
again in a state that made him useless for 
days." 

As she listened, Ann Eliza recalled the 
day when she had come on Mr. Ramy 
sitting in abject dejection behind his coun
ter. She saw again the blurred unrecog-
nizing eyes he had raised to her, the layer 
of dust over everything in the shop, and 
the green bronze clock in the window rep

resenting a Newfoundland dog with his 
paw on a book. She stood up slowly. 

"Thank you. I 'm sorry to have 
troubled you." 

" I t was no trouble. You say Ramy 
married your sister last October?" 

"Yes, sir; and they went to St. Louis 
right afterward. I don't know how to 
find her. I thought maybe somebody 
here might know about him." 

"Well, possibly some of the workmen 
might. Leave me your name and I'll send 
you word if I get on his track." 

He handed her a pencil, and she wrote 
down her address; then she walked away 
blindly between the clocks. 

X I 

M R . LOOMIS, true to his word, wrote a 
few days later that he had enquired in 
vain in the work-shop for any news of 
Ramy; and as she folded this letter and 
laid it between the leaves of her Bible, 
Ann Eliza felt that her last hope was gone. 
Miss Mellins, of course, had long since 
suggested the mediation of the police, and 
cited from her favourite literature con
vincing instances of the supernatural 
ability of the Pinkerton detective; but 
Mr. Hawkins, when called in council, 
dashed this project by remarking that de
tectives cost something like twenty dol
lars a day; and a vague fear of the law, 
some half-formed vision of Evelina in the 
clutch of a blue-coated "officer," kept Ann 
Eliza from invoking the aid of the police. 

After the arrival of Mr. Loomis's note 
the weeks followed each other unevent
fully. Ann Eliza's cough clung to her till 
late in the spring, the reflection in her 
looking-glass grew more bent and meagre, 
and her forehead sloped back farther 
toward the twist of hair that was fastened 
above her parting by a comb of black 
India-rubber. 

Toward spring a lady who was expect
ing a baby took up her abode at the 
Mendoza Family Hotel, and through the 
friendly intervention of Miss Mellins the 
making of some of the baby-clothes was 
entrusted to Ann Eliza. This eased her 
of anxiety for the immediate future; 
but she had to rouse herself to feel any 
sense of relief. Her personal welfare was 
what least concerned her. Sometimes she 
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thought of giving up the shop altogether; 
and only the fear that, if she changed her 
address, Evelina might not be able to find 
her, kept her from carrying out this plan. 

Since she had lost her last hope of trac
ing her sister, all the activities of her lonely 
imagination had been concentrated on the 
possibility of Evelina's coming back to her. 
The discovery of Ramy's secret filled her 
with dreadful fears. In the solitude of 
the shop and the back room she was tor
tured by vague pictures of Evelina's suf
ferings. What horrors might not be hid
den beneath her silence? Ann Eliza's 
great dread was that Miss Mellins should 
worm out of her what she had learned 
from Mr. Loomis. She was sure Miss 
Mellins must have abominable things to 
tell about drug-fiends—things she did not 
have the strength to hear. " Drug-fiend" 
—the very word was Satanic: she could 
hear Miss Mellins roll it on her tongue. 
But Ann Eliza's own imagination, left to 
itself, had begun to people the long hours 
with evil visions. Sometimes, in the 
night, she thought she heard herself called: 
the voice was her sister's, but faint with a 
nameless terror. Her most peaceful mo
ments were those in which she managed to 
convince herself that Evelina was dead. 
She thought of her then, mournfully but 
more calmly, as thrust away under the neg
lected mound of some unknown cemetery, 
where no headstone marked her name, no 
mourner with flowers for another grave 
paused in pity to lay a blossom on hers. 
But this vision did not often give Ann 
Eliza its negative relief; and always, be
neath its hazy lines, lurked the dark con
viction that Evelina was alive, in misery 
and longing for her. 

So the summer wore on. Ann Eliza 
was conscious that Mrs. Hawkins and 
Miss Mellins were watching her with af
fectionate anxiety, but the knowledge 
brought no comfort. She no longer cared 
what they felt or thought about her. Her 
grief lay far beyond touch of human heal
ing, and after a while she became aware 
that they knew they could not help her. 
They still came in as often as their busy 
lives permitted, but their visits grew 
shorter, and Mrs. Hawkins always brought 
Arthur or the baby, so that there should 
be something to talk about, and some one 
whom she could scold. 

The autumn came, and the winter. 
Business had fallen off again, and but few 
purchasers came to the little shop in the 
basement. In January Ann Eliza pawned 
her mother's cashmere scarf, her mosaic 
brooch, and the rosewood what-not on 
which the clock had always stood; she 
would have sold the bedstead too, but for 
the persistent vision of Evelina returning 
weak and weary, and not knowing where 
to lay her head. 

The winter passed in its turn, and 
March reappeared with its galaxies of yel
low jonquils at the windy street corners, 
reminding Ann Eliza of the spring day 
when Evelina had come home with a 
bunch of jonquils in her hand. In spite of 
the flowers which lent such a premature 
brightness to the streets the month was 
fierce and stormy, and Ann Eliza could 
get no warmth into her bones. Neverthe
less, she was insensibly beginning to take 
up the healing routine of life. Little by 
little she had grown used to being alone, 
she had begun to take a languid interest in 
the one or two new purchasers the season 
had brought, and though the thought of 
Evelina was as poignant as ever, it was less 
persistently in the foreground of her mind. 

Late one afternoon she was sitting be
hind the counter, wrapped in her shawl, 
and wondering how soon she might draw 
down the blinds and retreat into the com
parative cosiness of the back room. She 
was not thinking of anything in particular, 
except perhaps in a hazy way of the lady 
with the puffed sleeves, who after her long 
eclipse had reappeared the day before in 
sleeves of a new cut, and bought some tape 
and needles. The lady still wore mourn
ing, but she was evidently lightening it, 
and Ann Eliza saw in this the hope of fu
ture orders. The lady had left the shop 
about an hour before, walking away with 
her graceful step toward Fifth Avenue. 
She had wished Ann Eliza good day in her 
usual affable way, and Ann Eliza thought 
how odd it was that they should have been 
acquainted so long, and yet that she 
should not know the lady's name. From 
this consideration her mind wandered to 
the cut of the lady's new sleeves, and she 
was vexed with herself for not having noted 
it more carefully. She felt Miss Mellins 
might have liked to know about it. Ann 
Eliza's powers of observation had never 
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been as keen as Evelina's, when the latter 
was not too self-absorbed to exert them. 
As Miss Mellins always said, Evelina 
could " take patterns with her eyes": she 
could have cut that new sleeve out of a 
folded newspaper in a trice! Musing on 
these things, Ann Eliza wished the lady 
would come back and give her another 
look at the sleeve. I t was not unlikely 
that she might pass that way, for she cer
tainly lived in or about the Square. Sud
denly Ann Eliza remarked a small neat 
handkerchief on the counter: it must have 
dropped from the lady's purse, and she 
would probably come back to get it. Ann 
Eliza, pleased at the idea, sat on behind 
the counter and watched the darkening 
street. She always lit the gas as late as 
possible, keeping the box of matches at 
her elbow, so that if any one came she 
could apply a quick flame to the gas-jet. 
At length through the deepening dusk she 
distinguished a slim dark figure coming 
down the steps to the shop. With a little 
warmth of pleasure about her heart she 
reached up to light the gas. " I do believe 
I'll ask her name this time," she thought. 
She raised the flame to its full height, and 
saw her sister standing in the door. 

There she was at last, the poor pale 
shade of Evelina, her thin face blanched 
of its faint pink, the stiff ripples gone from 
her hair, and a mantle shabbier than Ann 
Eliza's drawn about her narrow shoulders. 
The glare of the gas beat full on her as she 
stood and looked at Ann Eliza. 

" Sister—oh, Evelina! I knowed you'd 
come!" 

Ann Eliza had caught her close with 
a long moan of triumph. Vague words 
poured from her as she laid her cheek 
against Evelina's—trivial inarticulate en
dearments caught from Mrs. Hawkins's 
long discourses to her baby. 

For a while Evelina let herself be pas
sively held; then she drew back from her 
sister's clasp and looked about the shop. 
" I 'm dead tired. Ain't there any fire?" 
she asked. 

" Of course there i s ! " Ann Eliza, hold
ing her hand fast, drew her into the back 
room. She did not want to ask any ques
tions yet: she simply wanted to feel the 
emptiness of the room brimmed full again 
by the one presence that was warmth and 
light to her. 

She knelt down before the grate, scraped 
some bits of coal and kindling from the 
bottom of the coal-scuttle, and drew one 
of the rocking-chairs up to the weak flame. 
' ' There—that'll blaze up in a minute, ' ' she 
said. She pressed Evelina down on the 
faded cushions of the rocking-chair, and, 
kneeling beside her, began to rub her 
hands. 

"You're stone-cold, ain't you? Just 
sit still and warm yourself while I run and 
get the kettle. I 've got something you 
always used to fancy for supper." She 
laid her hand on Evelina's shoulder. 
" Don't talk—oh, don't talk y e t ! " she im
plored. She wanted to keep that one 
frail second of happiness between herself 
and what she knew must come. 

Evelina, without a word, bent over the 
fire, stretching her thin hands to the blaze 
and watching Ann Eliza fill the kettle and 
set the supper table. Her gaze had the 
dreamy fixity of a half-awakened child's. 

Ann Eliza, with a smile of triumph, 
brought a slice of custard pie from the 
cupboard and put it by her sister's plate. 

"You do like that, don't you? Miss 
Mellins sent it down to me this morning. 
She had her aunt from Brooklyn to din
ner. Ain't it funny it just so happened ? " 

" I ain't hungry," said Evelina, rising 
to approach the table. 

She sat down in her usual place, looked 
about her with the same wondering stare, 
and then, as of old, poured herself out the 
first cup of tea. 

"Where's the what-not gone t o ? " she 
suddenly asked. 

Ann Eliza set down the teapot and rose 
to get a spoon from the cupboard. With 
her back to the room she said: "The 
what-not? Why, you see, dearie, living 
here all alone by myself it only made one 
more thing to dust; so I sold it ." 

Evelina's eyes were still travelling about 
the familiar room. Though it was against 
all the traditions of the Bunner family to 
sell any household possession, she showed 
no surprise at her sister's answer. 

"And the clock? The clock's gone 
too." 

"Oh, I gave that away—I gave it to 
Mrs. Hawkins. She's kep' awake so 
nights with that last baby." 

" I wish you'd never bought it," said 
Evelina harshly. 
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Ann Eliza's heart grew faint with fear. 
Without answering, she crossed over to 
her sister's seat and poured her out a 
second cup of tea. Then another thought 
struck her, and she went back to the cup
board and took out the cordial. In Eve
lina's absence considerable draughts had 
been drawn from it by invalid neighbours; 
but a glassful of the precious liquid still 
remained. 

' 'Here, drink this right off—it'll warm 
you up quicker than anything," Ann Eliza 
said. 

Evelina obeyed, and a slight spark of 
colour came into her cheeks. She turned 
to the custard pie and began to eat with a 
silent voracity distressing to watch. She 
did not even look to see what was left for 
Ann Eliza. 

" I ain't hungry," she said at last as she 
laid down her fork. " I ' m only so dead 
tired—that's the trouble." 

"Then you'd better get right into bed. 
Here's my old plaid dressing-gown—you 
remember it, don't y o u ? " Ann Eliza 
laughed, recalling Evelina's ironies on the 
subject of the antiquated garment. With 
trembling fingers she began to undo her 
sister's cloak. The dress beneath it told 
a tale of poverty that Ann Eliza dared not 
pause to note. She drew it gently off, and 
as it slipped from Evelina's shoulders it 
revealed a tiny black bag hanging on a 
ribbon about her neck. Evelina lifted 
her hand as though to screen the bag from 
Ann Eliza; and the elder sister, seeing the 
gesture, continued her task with lowered 
eyes. She undressed Evelina as quickly 
as she could, and wrapping her in the 
plaid dressing-gown put her to bed, and 
spread her own shawl and her sister's 
cloak above the blanket. 

"Where's the old red comfortable?" 
Evelina asked, as she sank down on the 
pillow. 

"The comfortable? Oh, it was so hot 
and heavy I never used it after you went 
—so I sold that too. I never could sleep 
under much clothes." 

She became aware that her sister was 
looking at her more attentively. 

" I guess you've been in trouble too," 
Evelina said. 

" M e ? In trouble? What do you 
mean, Evel ina?" 

"You've had to pawn the things, I sup

pose," Evelina continued in a weary un
moved tone. "Well, I've been through 
worse than that. I've been to hell and 
back." 

"Oh, Evelina—don't say it, sister!" 
Ann Eliza implored, shrinking from the 
unholy word. She knelt down and began 
to rub her sister's feet beneath the bed
clothes. 

" I ' ve been to hell and back—if I am 
back," Evelina repeated. She lifted her 
head from the pillow and began to talk 
with a sudden feverish volubility. " I t 
began right away, less than a month after 
we were married. I 've been in hell all 
that time, Ann Eliza." She fixed her 
eyes with passionate intentness on Ann 
Eliza's face. " He took opium. I didn't 
find it out till long afterward—at first, 
when he acted so strange, I thought he 
drank. But it was worse, much worse 
than drinking." 

"Oh, sister, don't say it—don't say it 
ye t ! I t ' s so sweet just to have you here 
with me again." 

" I must say it ," Evelina insisted, her 
flushed face burning with a kind of bitter 
cruelty. "You don't know what life's 
like—you don't know anything about it— 
setting here safe all the while in this peace
ful place." 

"Oh, Evelina—why didn't you write 
and send for me if it was like that ? " 

"Tha t ' s why I couldn't write. Didn't 
you guess I was ashamed?" 

"How could you be? Ashamed to 
write to Ann El iza?" 

Evelina raised herself on her thin elbow, 
while Ann Eliza, bending over, drew a 
corner of the shawl about her shoulder. 

" D o lay down again. You'll catch 
your death." 

" M y death? That don't frighten me ! 
You don't know what I've been through." 
And sitting upright in the old mahogany 
bed, with flushed cheeks and chattering 
teeth, and Ann Eliza's trembling arm 
clasping the shawl about her neck, Eve
lina poured out her story. I t was a tale 
of misery and humiliation so remote from 
the elder sister's innocent experiences that 
much of it was hardly intelligible to her. 
Evelina's dreadful familiarity with it all, 
her fluency about things which Ann Eliza 
half-guessed and quickly shuddered back 
from, seemed even more alien and terrible 
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than the actual tale she told. I t was one 
thing—and heaven knew it was bad 
enough !—to learn that one's sister's hus
band was a drug-fiend; it was another, 
and much worse thing, to learn from that 
sister's pallid lips what vileness lay behind 
the word. 

Evelina, unconscious of any distress but 
her own, sat upright, shivering in Ann 
Eliza's hold, while she piled up, detail by 
detail, her dreary narrative. 

"The minute we got out there, and he 
found the job wasn't as good as he ex
pected, he changed. At first I thought he 
was sick—I used to try to keep him home 
and nurse him. Then I saw it was some
thing different. He used to go off for 
hours at a time, and when he came back 
his eyes kinder had a fog over them. 
Sometimes he didn't har'ly know me, and 
when he did he seemed to hate me. Once 
he hit me here." She touched her breast. 
" Do you remember, Ann Eliza, that time 
he didn't come to see us for a week—the 
time after we all went to Central Park 
together—and you and I thought he must 
be sick?" 

Ann Eliza nodded. 
" Well, that was the trouble—he'd been 

at it then. But nothing like as bad. 
After we'd been out there about a month 
he disappeared for a whole week. They 
took him back at the store, and gave him 
another chance; but the second time they 
discharged him, and he drifted round for 
ever so long before he could get another 
job. We spent all our money and had to 
move to a cheaper place. Then he got 
something to do, but they hardly paid 
him anything, and he didn't stay there 
long. When he found out about the 
baby " 

"The b a b y ? " Ann Eliza faltered. 
" It 's dead—it only lived a day. When 

he found out about it, he got mad, and 
said he hadn't any money to pay doctors' 
bills, and I'd better write to you to help 
us. He had an idea you had money hid
den away that I didn't know about." She 
turned to her sister with remorseful eyes. 
" I t was him that made me get that hun
dred dollars out of you." 

"Hush, hush. I always meant it for 
you anyhow." 

"Yes, but I wouldn't have taken it if 
he hadn't been at me the whole time. He 

used to make me do just what he wanted. 
Well, when I said I wouldn't write to you 
for more money he said I 'd better try 
and earn some myself. That was when 
he struck me. . . . Oh, you don't know 
what I 'm talking about ye t ! . . . I tried 
to get work at a milliner's, but I was so sick 
I couldn't stay. I was sick all the time. 
I wisht I 'd ha' died, Ann Eliza." 

"No , no, Evelina." 
"Yes, I do. I t kept getting worse and 

worse. We pawned the furniture, and 
they turned us out because we couldn't 
pay the rent; and so then we went to 
board with Mrs. Hochmuller." 

Ann Eliza pressed her closer to dis
semble her own tremor. "Mrs . Hoch-
muller?" 

"Didn ' t you know she was out there? 
She moved out a month after we did. 
She wasn't bad to me, and I think she 
tried to keep him straight—but Lin
da " 

"Linda ?" 
"Well, when I kep' getting worse, and 

he was always off, for days at a time, the 
doctor had me sent to a hospital." 

" A hospital ? Sister—sister !" 
" I t was better than being with him; 

and the doctors were real kind to me. 
After the baby was born I was very sick 
and had to stay there a good while. And 
one day when I was laying there Mrs. 
Hochmuller came in as white as a sheet, 
and told me him and Linda had gone off 
together and taken all her money. That 's 
the last I ever saw of him." She broke 
off with a laugh and began to cough again. 

Ann Eliza tried to persuade her to lie 
down and sleep, but the rest of her story 
had to be told before she could be soothed 
into consent. After the news of Ramy's 
flight she had had brain fever, and had 
been sent to another hospital where she 
stayed a long time—how long she couldn't 
remember. Dates and days meant noth
ing to her in the shapeless ruin of her life. 
When she left the hospital she found that 
Mrs. Hochmuller had gone too. She was 
penniless, and had no one to turn to. A 
lady visitor at the hospital was kind, and 
found her a place where she did house
work; but she was so weak they couldn't 
keep her. Then she got a job as waitress 
in a down-town lunch-room, but one day 
she fainted while she was handing a dish, 
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and that evening when they paid her they 
told her she needn't come again. 

"After that I begged in the streets"— 
(Ann Eliza's grasp again grew tight)— 
"and one afternoon last week, when the 
matinees was coming out, I met a man with 
a pleasant face, something like Mr. Haw
kins, and he stopped and asked me what 
the trouble was. I told him if he'd give 
me five dollars I'd have money enough to 
buy a ticket back to New York, and he 
took a good look at me and said, well, if 
that was what I wanted he'd go straight 
to the station with me and give me the 
five dollars there. So he did—and he 
bought the ticket, and put me in the 
cars." 

Evelina sank back, her face a sallow 
wedge in the white cleft of the pillow. 
Ann Eliza leaned over her, and for a long 
time they held each other without speak
ing. 

They were still clasped in this dumb 
embrace when there was a step in the shop 
and Ann Eliza, starting up, saw Miss Mel-
lins in the doorway. 

" M y sakes, Miss Bunner! What in 
the land are you doing ? Miss Evelina— 
Mrs. Ramy—it ain't y o u ? " 

Miss Mellins's eyes, bursting from their 
sockets, sprang from Evelina's pallid face 
to the disordered supper table and the 
heap of worn clothes on the floor; then 
they turned back to Ann Eliza, who had 
placed herself on the defensive between 
her sister and the dress-maker. 

" My sister Evelina has come back— 
come back on a visit. She was taken sick 
in the cars on the way home—I guess she 
caught cold—so I made her go right to 
bed as soon as ever she got here." 

Ann Eliza was surprised at the strength 
and steadiness of her voice. Fortified by 
its sound she went on, her eyes on Miss 
Mellins's baffled countenance: "Mr. Ramy 
has gone west on a trip—a trip connected 
with his business; and Evelina is going to 
stay with me till he comes back." 

X I I 

WHAT measure of belief her explana
tion of Evelina's return obtained in the 
small circle of her friends Ann Eliza did 
not pause to enquire. Though she could 
not remember ever having told a lie be-
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fore, she adhered with rigid tenacity to 
the consequences of her first lapse from 
truth, and fortified her original statement 
with additional details whenever a ques
tioner sought to take her unawares. 

But other and more serious burdens lay 
on her startled conscience. For the first 
time in her life she dimly faced the awful 
problem of the inutility of self-sacrifice. 
Hitherto she had never thought of ques
tioning the inherited principles which had 
guided her life. Self-effacement for the 
good of others had always seemed to her 
both natural and necessary; but then she 
had taken it for granted that it implied the 
securing of that good. Now she perceived 
that to refuse the gifts of life does not en
sure their transmission to those for whom 
they have been surrendered; and her fa
miliar heaven was unpeopled. She felt 
she could no longer trust in the goodness 
of God, and that if he was not good he was 
not God, and there was only a black abyss 
above the roof of Bunner Sisters. 

But there was little time to brood upon 
such problems. The care of Evelina filled 
Ann Eliza's days and nights. The hastily 
summoned doctor had pronounced her to 
be suffering from pneumonia, and under 
his care the first stress of the disease was 
relieved. But her recovery was only par
tial, and long after the doctor's visits had 
ceased she continued to lie in bed, too 
weak to move, and seemingly indifferent 
to everything about her. 

At length one evening, about six weeks 
after her return, she said to her sister: " I 
don't feel's if I 'd ever get up again." 

Ann Eliza turned from the kettle she 
was placing on the stove. She was 
startled by the echo the words woke in 
her own breast. 

"Don ' t you talk like that, Evelina ! I 
guess you're on'y tired out—and disheart
ened." 

"Yes, I 'm disheartened," Evelina mur
mured. 

A few months earlier Ann Eliza would 
have met the confession with a word "of 
pious admonition; now she accepted it in 
silence. 

"Maybe you'll brighten up when your 
cough gets better," she suggested. 

"Yes—or my cough'll get better when I 
brighten up," Evelina retorted with a 
touch of her old tartness. 
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"Does your cough keep on hurting you 
jest as much ? " 

" I don't see's there's much difference." 
"Well, I guess I'll get the doctor to 

come round again," Ann Eliza said, trying 
for the matter-of-course tone in which one 
might speak of sending for the plumber or 
the gas-fitter. 

" I t ain't any use sending for the doctor 
—and who's going to pay h i m ? " 

" I am," answered the elder sister. 
"Here 's your tea, and a mite of toast. 
Don't that tempt y o u ? " 

Already, in the watches of the night, 
Ann Eliza had been tormented by that 
same question—who was to pay the doc
tor?—and a few days before she had tem
porarily silenced it by borrowing twenty 
dollars of Miss Mellins. The transaction 
had cost her one of the bitterest struggles 
of her life. She had never borrowed a 
penny of any one before, and the possi
bility of having to do so had always been 
classed in her mind among those shameful 
extremities to which Providence does not 
let decent people come. But nowadays 
she no longer believed in the personal su
pervision of Providence; and had she been 
compelled to steal the money instead of 
borrowing it, she would have felt that her 
conscience was the only tribunal before 
which she had to answer. Nevertheless, 
the actual humiliation of having to ask 
for the money was no less bitter; and 
she could hardly hope that Miss Mellins 
would view the case with the same de
tachment as herself. Miss Mellins was 
very kind; but she not unnaturally felt 
that her kindness should be rewarded by 
according her the right to ask questions; 
and bit by bit Ann Eliza saw Evelina's 
miserable secret slipping into the dress
maker's possession. 

When the doctor came she left him 
alone with Evelina, busying herself in the 
shop that she might have an opportunity 
of seeing him alone on his way out. To 
steady herself she began to sort a trayful 
of buttons, and when the doctor appeared 
she was reciting under her breath: 
"Twenty-four horn, two and a half cards 
fancy pearl . . . " She saw at once that 
his look was grave. 

He sat down on the chair beside the 
counter, and her mind travelled miles be
fore he spoke. 

"Miss Bunner, the best thing you can 
do is to let me get a bed for your sister at 
St. Luke's." 

"The hospital?" 
"Come now, you're above that sort 

of prejudice, aren't y o u ? " The doctor 
spoke in the tone of one who coaxes a 
spoiled child. " I know how devoted you 
are—but Mrs. Ramy can be much better 
cared for there than here. You really 
haven't time to look after her and attend 
to your business as well. There'll be no 
expense, you understand " 

Ann Eliza made no answer. "You 
think my sister's going to be sick a good 
while, t h e n ? " she asked. 

"Well, yes—possibly." 
" You think she's very sick ? " 
" Well, yes. She's very sick." 
His face had grown still graver; he sat 

there as though he had never known what 
it was to hurry. 

Ann Eliza continued to separate the 
pearl and horn buttons. Suddenly she 
lifted her eyes and looked at him. " I s 
she going to d ie?" 

The doctor laid a kindly hand on hers. 
"We never say that, Miss Bunner. Hu
man skill works wonders—and at the 
hospital Mrs. Ramy would have every 
chance." 

"Wha t is it? What 's she dying of?" 
The doctor hesitated, seeking to sub

stitute a popular phrase for the scientific 
terminology which rose to his lips. 

" I want to know," Ann Eliza per
sisted. 

"Yes, of course; I understand. Well, 
your sister has had a hard time lately, and 
there is a complication of causes, resulting 
in consumption—rapid consumption. At 
the hospital " 

"I ' l l keep her here," said Ann Eliza 
quietly. 

After the doctor had gone she went on 
for some time sorting the buttons; then 
she slipped the tray into its place on a 
shelf behind the counter and went into 
the back room. She found Evelina 
propped upright against the pillows, a 
flush of agitation on her cheeks. Ann 
Eliza pulled up the shawl which had 
slipped from her sister's shoulders. 

"How long you've been! What 's he 
been saying?" 

"Oh, he went long ago—he on'y 
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stopped to give me a prescription. I was 
sorting out that tray of buttons. Miss 
Mellins's girl got them all mixed up." 

She felt Evelina's eyes upon her. 
" H e must have said something: what 

was i t ? " 
"Why, he said you'd have to be care

ful—and stay in bed—and take this new 
medicine he's given you." 

"Did he say I was going to get well?" 
" Why, Evelina !" 
"What ' s the use, Ann Eliza? You 

can't deceive me. I've just been up to 
look at myself in the glass; and I saw 
plenty of 'em in the hospital that looked 
like me. They didn't get well, and I ain't 
going to." Her head dropped back. " I t 
don't much matter—I'm about tired. 
On'y there's one thing—Ann Eliza " 

The elder sister drew near to the bed. 
"There 's one thing I ain't told you. I 

didn't want to tell you yet because I was 
afraid you might be sorry—but if he says 
I 'm going to die I've got to say it." She 
stopped to cough, and to Ann Eliza it now 
seemed as though every cough struck a 
minute from the. hours remaining to her. 

"Don ' t talk now—you're tired." 
"I ' l l be tireder to-morrow, I guess. 

And I want you should know. Sit down 
close to me—there." 

Ann Eliza sat down in silence, stroking 
her shrunken hand. 

" I ' m a Roman Catholic, Ann Eliza." 
" Evelina—oh, Evelina Bunner ! A Ro

man Catholic—you ? Oh, Evelina, did 
he make y o u ? " 

Evelina shook her head. " I guess he 
didn't have no religion; he never spoke of 
it. But you see Mrs. Hochmiiller was a 
Catholic, and so when I was sick she got 
the doctor to send me to a Roman Catholic 
hospital, and the sisters was so good to me 
there—and the priest used to come and 
talk to me; and the things he said kep' 
me from going crazy. He seemed to 
make everything easier." 

"Oh, sister, how could you? " Ann Eliza 
wailed. She knew little of the Catholic 
religion except that "Pap i s t s " believed in 
it—in itself a sufficient indictment. Her 
spiritual rebellion had not freed her from 
the formal part of her religious belief, and 
apostasy had always seemed to her one of 
the sins from which the pure in mind avert 
their thoughts. 

"And then when the baby was born," 
Evelina continued, " he christened it right 
away, so it could go to heaven; and after 
that, you see, I had to be a Catholic." 

" I don't see " 
"Don ' t I have to be where the baby is? 

I couldn't ever ha' gone there if I hadn't 
been made a Catholic. Don't you under
stand t h a t ? " 

Ann Eliza sat speechless, drawing her 
hand away. Once more she found her
self shut out of Evelina's heart, an exile 
from her closest affections. 

" I've got to go where the baby is," Eve
lina feverishly insisted. 

Ann Eliza could think of nothing to say; 
she could only feel that Evelina was dying, 
and dying as a stranger in her arms. 
Ramy and the day-old baby had parted 
her forever from her sister. 

Evelina began again. " If I get worse 
I want you to send for a priest. Miss 
Mellins'll know where to send—she's got 
an aunt that 's a Catholic. Promise me 
faithful you will." 

" I promise," said Ann Eliza. 
After that they spoke no more of the 

matter; but Ann Eliza now understood 
that the little black bag about her sister's 
neck, which she had innocently taken for 
a memento of Ramy, was some kind of 
sacrilegious amulet, and her fingers shrank 
from its contact when she bathed and 
dressed Evelina. I t seemed to her the 
diabolical instrument of their estrange
ment. 

X I I I 

SPRING had really come at last. There 
were leaves on the ailanthus-tree that 
Evelina could see from her bed, gentle 
clouds floated over it in the blue, and now 
and then the cry of a flower-seller sounded 
from the street. 

One day there was a shy knock on the 
back-room door, and Johnny Hawkins 
came in with two yellow jonquils in his 
fist. He was getting bigger and squarer, 
and his round freckled face was growing 
into a smaller copy of his father's. He 
walked up to Evelina and held out the 
flowers. 

"They blew off the cart and the fellow 
said I could keep 'em. But you can have 
'em," he announced. 
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Ann Eliza rose from her seat at the 
sewing-machine and tried to take the 
flowers from him. 

"They ain't for you; they're for her," 
he sturdily objected; and Evelina held 
out her hand for the jonquils. 

After Johnny had gone she lay and 
looked at them without speaking. Ann 
Eliza, who had gone back to the machine, 
bent her head over the seam she was 
stitching; the click, click, click of the ma
chine sounded in her ear like the tick of 
Ramy's clock, and it seemed to her that 
life had gone backward, and that Evelina, 
radiant and foolish, had just come into 
the room with the yellow flowers in her 
hand. 

When at last she ventured to look up, 
she saw that her sister's head had drooped 
against the pillow, and that she was sleep
ing quietly. Her relaxed hand still held 
the jonquils, but it was evident that they 
had awakened no memories; she had 
dozed off almost as soon as Johnny had 
given them to her. The discovery gave 
Ann Eliza a startled sense of the ruins that 
must be piled upon her past. " I don't 
believe I could have forgotten that day, 
though," she said to herself. But she was 
glad that Evelina had forgotten. 

Evelina's disease moved on along the 
usual course, now lifting her on a brief 
wave of elation, now sinking her to new 
depths of weakness. There was little to 
be done, and the doctor came only at 
lengthening intervals. On his way out he 
always repeated his first friendly sugges
tion about sending Evelina to the hos
pital; and Ann Eliza always answered: " I 
guess we can manage." 

The hours passed for her with the fierce 
rapidity that great joy or anguish lends 
them. She went through the days with a 
sternly smiling precision, but she hardly 
knew what was happening, and when 
night-fall released her from the shop, and 
she could carry her work to Evelina's bed
side, the same sense of unreality accom
panied her, and she still seemed to be 
accomplishing a task whose object had 
escaped her memory. 

Once, when Evelina felt better, she ex
pressed a desire to make some artificial 
flowers, and Ann Eliza, deluded by this 
awakening interest, got out the faded 
bundles of stems and petals and the little 

tools and spools of wire. But after a few 
minutes the work dropped from Evelina's 
hands and she said: "I ' l l wait till to
morrow." 

She never again spoke of the flower-
making, but one day, after watching Ann 
Eliza's laboured attempt to trim a spring 
hat for Mrs. Hawkins, she demanded im
patiently that the hat should be brought 
to her, and in a trice had galvanized the 
lifeless bow and given the brim the twist 
it needed. 

These were rare gleams; and more fre
quent were the days of speechless lassi
tude, when she lay for hours silently star
ing at the window, shaken only by the 
hard incessant cough that sounded to Ann 
Eliza like the hammering of nails into a 
coffin. 

At length one morning Ann Eliza, start
ing up from the mattress at the foot of the 
bed, hastily called Miss Mellins down, and 
ran through the smoky dawn for the doc
tor. He came back with her and did what 
he could to give Evelina momentary relief; 
then he went away, promising to look in 
again before night. Miss Mellins, her 
head still covered with curl-papers, dis
appeared in his wake, and when the sis
ters were alone Evelina beckoned to Ann 
Eliza. 

"You promised," she whispered, grasp
ing her sister's arm; and Ann Eliza under
stood. She had not yet dared to tell Miss 
Mellins of Evelina's change of faith; it 
had seemed even more difficult than bor
rowing the money; but now it had to be 
done. She ran upstairs after the dress
maker and detained her on the landing. 

"Miss Mellins, can you tell me where 
to send for a priest—a Roman Catholic 
pr ies t?" 

"A priest, Miss Bunner?" 
"Yes. My sister became a Roman 

Catholic while she was away. They were 
kind to her in her sickness—and now she 
wants a priest." Ann Eliza faced Miss 
Mellins w'ith unflinching eyes. 

" M y aunt Dugan'll know. I'll run 
right round to her the minute I get my 
papers off," the dress-maker promised; 
and Ann Eliza thanked her. 

An hour or two later the priest ap
peared. Ann Eliza, who was watching, 
saw him coming down the steps to the 
shop-door and went to meet him. His 



expression was kind, but she shrank from 
his peculiar dress, and from his pale face 
with its bluish chin and enigmatic smile. 
Ann Eliza remained in the shop. Miss 
Mellins's girl had mixed the buttons again 
and she set herself to sort them. The 
priest stayed a long time with Evelina. 
When he again carried his enigmatic smile 
past the counter, and Ann Eliza rejoined 
her sister, Evelina was smiling with some
thing of the same mystery; but she did not 
tell her secret. 

After that it seemed to Ann Eliza that 
the shop and the back room no longer be
longed to her. I t was as though she were 
there on sufferance, indulgently tolerated 
by the unseen power which hovered over 
Evelina even in the absence of its minister. 
The priest came almost daily; and at last 
a day arrived when he was called to ad
minister some rite of which Ann Eliza but 
dimly grasped the sacramental meaning. 
All she knew was that it meant that Eve
lina was going, and going, under this alien 
guidance, even farther from her than to 
the dark places of death. 

When the priest came, with something 
covered in his hands, she crept into the 
shop, closing the door of the back room 
to leave him alone with Evelina. 

It was a warm afternoon in May, and 
the crooked ailanthus-tree rooted in a fis
sure of the opposite pavement was a foun
tain of tender green. Women in light 
dresses passed with the languid step of 
spring; and presently there came a man 
with a hand-cart full of pansy and gera
nium plants who stopped outside the win
dow, signalling to Ann Eliza to buy. 

An hour went by before the door of 
the back room opened and the priest re
appeared with that mysterious covered 
something in his hands. Ann Eliza had 
risen, drawing back as he passed. He had 
doubtless divined her antipathy, for he 
had hitherto only bowed in going in and 
out; but to day he paused and looked at 
her compassionately. 

" I have left your sister in a very beau
tiful state of mind," he said in a low voice 
like a woman's. "She is full of spiritual 
consolation." 

Ann Eliza was silent, and he bowed and 
went out. She hastened back to Evelina's 
bed, and knelt down beside it. Evelina's 
eyes were very large and bright; she 

turned them on Ann Eliza with a look of 
inner illumination. 

" I shall see the baby," she said; then 
her eyelids fell and she dozed. 

The doctor came again at nightfall, 
administering some last palliatives; and 
after he had gone Ann Eliza, refusing to 
have her vigil shared by Miss Mellins or 
Mrs. Hawkins, sat down to keep watch 
alone. 

I t was a very quiet night. Evelina 
never spoke or opened her eyes, but in the 
still hour before dawn Ann Eliza saw that 
the restless hand outside the bed-clothes 
had stopped its twitching. She stooped 
over and felt no breath on her sister's lips. 

The funeral took place three days later. 
Evelina was buried in Calvary Cemetery, 
the priest assuming the whole care of the 
necessary arrangements, while Ann Eliza, 
a passive spectator, beheld with stony in
difference this last negation of her past. 

A week afterward she stood in her bon
net and mantle in the doorway of the 
little shop. I ts whole aspect had changed. 
Counter and shelves were bare, the win
dow was stripped of its familiar miscellany 
of artificial flowers, note-paper, wire hat-
frames, and limp garments from the dyer's; 
and against the glass pane of the doorway 
hung a sign: "This store to let." 

Ann Eliza turned her eyes from the sign 
as she went out and locked the door 
behind her. Evelina's funeral had been 
very expensive, and Ann Eliza, having 
sold her stock-in-trade and the few articles 
of furniture that remained to her, was 
leaving the shop for the last time. She 
had not been able to buy any mourning, 
but Miss Mellins had sewed some crape 
on her old black mantle and bonnet, and 
having no gloves she slipped her bare 
hands under the folds of the mantle. 

I t was a beautiful morning, and the air 
was full of a warm sunshine that had 
coaxed open nearly every window in the 
street, and summoned to the window-sills 
the sickly plants nurtured indoors in 
winter. Ann Eliza's way lay westward, 
toward Broadway; but at the corner she 
paused and looked back down the familiar 
length of the street. Her eyes rested a 
moment on the blotched "Bunner Sisters" 
above the empty window of the shop; then 
they travelled on to the overflowing foli-
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age of the Square, above which was the 
church tower with the dial that had 
marked the hours for the sisters before 
Ann Eliza had bought the nickel clock. 
She looked at it all as though it had been 
the scene of some unknown life, of which 
the vague report had reached her: she felt 
for herself the only remote pity that busy 
people accord to the misfortunes which 
come to them by hearsay. 

She walked to Broadway and down to 
the office of the house-agent to whom she 
had entrusted the sub-letting of the shop. 
She left the key with one of his clerks, who 
took it from her as if it had been any one 
of a thousand others, and remarked that 
the weather looked as if spring was really 
coming; then she turned and began to 
move up the great thoroughfare, which 
was just beginning to wake to its multi
tudinous activities. 

She walked less rapidly now, studying 
each shop window as she passed, but not 
with the desultory eye of enjoyment: the 
watchful fixity of her gaze overlooked 
everything but the object of its quest. At 
length she stopped before a small window 
wedged between two mammoth build
ings, and displaying, behind its shining 
plate-glass festooned with muslin, a varied 
assortment of sofa-cushions, tea-cloths, 
pen-wipers, painted calendars and other 
specimens of feminine industry. In a 
corner of the window she had read, on a 
slip of paper pasted against the pane: 
"Wanted, a Saleslady," and after study
ing the display of fancy articles beneath 
it, she gave her mantle a twitch, straight
ened her shoulders and went in. 

Behind a counter crowded with pin
cushions, watch-holders and other needle
work trifles, a plump young woman with 
smooth hair sat sewing bows of ribbon on 
a scrap basket. The little shop was about 
the size of the one on which Ann Eliza 
had just closed the door; and it looked as 
fresh and gay and thriving as she and 
Evelina had once dreamed of making 
Bunner Sisters. The friendly air of the 
place made her pluck up courage to 
speak. 

"Saleslady? Yes, we do want one. 
Have you any one to recommend?" the 
young woman asked, not unkindly. 

Ann Eliza hesitated, disconcerted by 
the unexpected question; and the other, 
cocking her head on one side to study the 
effect of the bow she had just sewed on 
the basket, continued: "We can't afford 
more than thirty dollars a month, but the 
work is light. She would be expected to 
do a little fancy sewing between times. 
We want a bright girl: stylish, and pleas
ant manners. You know what I mean. 
Not over thirty, anyhow; and nice-look
ing. Will you write down the name ? " 

Ann Eliza looked at her confusedly. 
She opened her lips to explain, and then, 
without speaking, turned toward the 
crisply-curtained door. 

" Ain't you going to leave the ad-dress ?" 
the young woman called out after her. 
Ann Eliza went out into the thronged 
street. The great city, under the fair 
spring sky, seemed to throb with the stir 
of innumerable beginnings. She walked 
on, looking for another shop window with 
a sign in it. 

T H E E N D . 



AN OLD MAN W I T H O U T A SON 

THE patron of the cafe looked 
up from the pages of Le 
Journal, took the cigar 
from his mouth, and stared 
aghast. Marcel, his head 
waiter, had just made an 

astounding request. He had said in that 
quiet voice of his: 

"M'sieu, will you permit me to go off 
for the afternoon? I will be back at six 
o'clock." 

It was amazing. I t was unheard-of, in
credible. He rubbed his blue chin with a 
fat hand in order to gain time to compose 
his thoughts. The old waiter stood pa
tiently. I t was plain something was in 
the wind, for he had on a new black tie 
and his shoes shone like a mirror. 

"But , yes, Marcel, you can go. Yes. 
Perhaps you feel a little out of sorts? 
The weather, hein?" 

" N o , " answered Marcel, his faded blue 
eyes smiling; " no, m'sieu, it is not that. 
N o ! " 

"Eh bien! I ask no more. Go, mon 
vieux." 

"Thank you, m'sieu," s a id M a r c e l 
gratefully, and a few moments later, 
when he had taken off his white apron 
and his alpaca coat, he walked boldly 
out of the cafe, carrying the blue um
brella which was his constant and, if 
report were true, his only companion. 

The patron watched him go, his brain 
still numb with surprise. 

"Imagine," he said at last to the cash
ier, " in the twenty years he has been here 
he has never asked a day off, and now— 
now—what the devil is happening? I t is 
a revolution." 

" I t is the spring, no doubt," giggled the 
stout cashier, patting her thick black hair 
coquettishly, " the old droll. Well, well." 

"Nonsense," said the patron sharply. 
" H e has seen too many springs come and 
go to worry about one more. A waiter 
has no time, if he is a good waiter, to 
think of the seasons. Winter! One sits 
inside. Spring and summer, we return to 
the terrasse. That means only so many 
more steps between the pavement tables 
and the bar. A waiter measures the sea

sons by the soreness of his feet. Dieu! 
What a life! I am content to be what I 
am, to sit at my ease, to read my paper, 
to talk with my clients, to take a hand at 
cards, and in the evening to check my ac
counts." 

The cashier shrugged her shoulders. 
"You are right. What a life! I my

self am very content; I read, I sew, I knit. 
I have my admirers with their compli
ments. But this Marcel! He waits, and 
that is all. No one has heard him speak 
of friends or relatives. A solitary ! Now 
and then a letter comes here for him. 
And that is all." 

The patron grunted and took up his 
paper again. The cashier resumed her 
knitting. 

"Zut!" the patron broke out again, " I 
hope he is not going to leave me. I shall 
not get another Marcel in a hurry." 

"Leave you," purred t h e c a s h i e r , 
"mon dieu! Where would he go to ? This 
is his home. Set your mind at ease, 
m'sieu." 

" I t is curious, nevertheless," solilo
quized the patron. "Very curious. At 
six o'clock we shall see." 

Meanwhile Marcel was walking slowly. 
He had forgotten his sore feet and that 
weakness at the knee-joint which assailed 
him after a long day of standing. For a 
few hours he was free from the incessant 
commands of the clients for drinks, for 
coffee, for the newspapers, the railroad 
time-tables, the writing materials, for the 
dominoes and the backgammon-board; 
free from keeping a wary eye on his sub
ordinates, from seeing that beggars did 
not steal the lump sugar from the tables 
on the pavement and that the collectors 
of cigarette and cigar butts did not grow 
too daring with their pointed sticks. All 
that was forgotten in this wonderful new 
experience of seeing Paris again by day. 

He looked into the windows of the 
stores with childish interest, fingered a 
book or two at a stall, and halted before a 
flower-seller who had caught his ear with 
her cry of: 

" Fleurissez vous, messieurs et mes-
dames." 
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He bought a little bunch of violets and 
let her slip them into his buttonhole. The 
flower-seller, a brown-faced girl with a 
woollen shawl about her, regarded him 
kindly. There was about him a quiet air 
of dignity, and though his clothes were 
old they were neat and well brushed. 

Suddenly the old man felt the need 
of taking some one into his confidence. 
And who better for confidences than a 
stranger? 

" I am going to the railroad station," 
he said slowly. 

"Ah, you are going to meet madame, 
m'sieu?" 

Marcel shook his head. A faint, troub
led smile crept into the corners of his 
clean-shaven mouth. 

"Your son or your daughter, per
haps?" the girl suggested, trying to help 
him out. 

"No , a las !" the old waiter sighed, " I 
have never married. I am nothing but 
an old bachelor. Look at my umbrella," 
he added whimsically. 

The flower-seller smiled frankly into 
his face. 

"Take care, m'sieu, it is leap year." 
"What would you do with an old 

waiter, mademoiselle, who can say noth
ing but 'Yessir, immediately.' " His blue 
eyes were smiling down upon her as she 
made a mimic mouth of despair at his 
refusal. "No , I go to the station for an
other reason." 

"Then I give it up. No ! You are go
ing to the country, perhaps?" 

Marcel looked away from her. 
"No , mademoiselle, nothing like that. 

I t is a foolish fancy." 
" I t is springtime," she assured him; 

" i t is the season of foolish fancies." 
" I t is this way," he told her, his tongue 

loosening: " I am waiter in the cafe at the 
corner of the rue de Rennes, for twenty 
years, and before that at the Cafe de la 
Paix. Since the day of war every one who 
comes there dins in my ears with their 
talk of sons or nephews at the front. And 
I who have never had a son—or a nephew 
—and I am too old to go myself. I t is 
very hard, mademoiselle, to listen—to 
feel something—beat here, you under
stand, within my breast— I t is very 
hard." 

She nodded, her lips twitching. 
" I have a little son, two years—pau-

vre petit—and my man is fighting some
where " 

Marcel nodded gravely and continued: 
"Each day those others are sending 

gifts to their dear ones— They get let
ters— Oh, many letters come addressed 
care of the cafe. So I think to myself, 
perhaps among them there is one without 
parents—an orphan—but how to reach 
him? But to-day I hear a new levy is 
leaving for the front, and so I am going to 
the station. Perhaps, who knows—I may 
find one among those departing who will 
welcome the farewell of an old man with
out a son." 

" I t is a good thought, m'sieu. As
suredly you will find a godson," the girl 
said sympathetically. " You have a kind 
heart." 

"Mais non! I t is nothing," faltered 
the old man, "a whim, nothing else, but I 
must hurry or I shall be late. Meanwhile, 
madame, for your little one," and he 
slipped a franc into the pocket of her 
checkered apron. 

"Oh, m'sieu! Thank you. I hope you 
are fortunate." She blushed slightly at 
her daring. "Perhaps you will tell me 
about it—some time—in passing." 

"Truly—yes, if it will interest you," 
Marcel promised, and with an au revoir 
went on his way. 

"Poor man," sighed the flower-seller as 
she turned to attract another customer. 

Marcel hurried now. There was no 
more time to linger by the way though 
everything a t t r a c t e d him. He must 
reach the station. Soon he found himself 
in the crowd and was carried into the 
arched hall. What confusion there was! 
The recruits in their new uniforms of 
blue—blue of the horizon—what a deli
cate name ! very awkward and self-con
scious, surrounded by their relatives, their 
mothers, their wives, their sweethearts, 
who hung upon them in breathless won
der as they tried to speak lightly of what 
they would do in the trenches. They 
stood in little groups. Here one had his 
arms about his dear one and was whisper
ing in her ear. Here a father was talking 
earnestly to his boy, holding the parcel 
he was about to give him. 

A sudden jealous envy filled the old 
man's heart as he stood by the consigne 
watching and waiting. His quest seemed 
almost hopeless. There was none with-
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out some one to see him off. All at once 
he started. Leaning against a pillar was 
a young soldier smoking a cigarette and 
wearing an air of bravado. He was alone. 
Marcel watched him eagerly. Perhaps he 
awaited some one who was late. He was 
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a young man with a sullen face, a slender 
yet well-built fellow of twenty, his hands 
in his pockets, his feet crossed. He was 
regarding his comrades with a curious air. 
When they looked at him he drew him
self up, tossed his head, and blew a cloud 
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of smoke; but Marcel noted that when 
he fancied himself unobserved he passed 
his hand over his mouth nervously and 
let his head sink dejectedly upon his 
breast. 

The old waiter hesitated a little longer, 
then cautiously strolled over. The young 
man regarded him suspiciously with nar
rowed eyes and turned away his head. 

"Pardon, mon brave," said Marcel fi
nally. " You are expecting some one, per
haps?" 

The young man turned his head sharp-
ly. 

" N o ! " he mumbled defiantly—"no!" 
"Ah, there is no one to see you off ? " 
"No , no, grandfather," snapped the 

young man and turned his back upon 
him. 

Marcel did not lose heart. Evidently 
a person of a certain shyness. 

"Then perhaps you will permit me to 
offer you a little something before part
ing. A bottle of wine, e h ? " 

The young man stared him in the face 
for a moment, then laughed coarsely. 

"What do you want with me? It is 
some game, e h ? " 

"No, no," Marcel protested. 
"Then w h a t ? " 
The young man's face was full of sus

picious ferocity. 
" I see you are alone. So am I. What 

more natural than that we should share a 
bottle for luck." 

The young man hesitated, then, after a 
prolonged scrutiny of Marcel, muttered 
ungraciously: 

"Eh bien! I accept, but no tricks." 
But Marcel in triumph was leading the 

way to the refreshment bar. The bottle 
was opened. Gravely he poured out two 
glasses and handed one to his guest. 

"Safe return, my boy," he said. 
"Thank you, m'sieu," said the young 

man in a gentler voice. " To your health. 
I t is good wine." 

" I am a waiter," Marcel explained with 
a glow of pleasure, "and I know a good 
year when I taste it." 

A bugle sounded. A harsh voice out
side cried: 

"En voiture, mes enfants, en voiture." 
" I must go aboard the train," said the 

young man. "Tha t is my sergeant." 
Marcel pulled out his purse and paid 

the bill. His guest eyed it with greedy 

interest. They went out through the 
door, side by side, jostled here and there 
in the rush. 

" Good-by, my boy, good luck and good 
courage," said the old man, and shook 
the young soldier's hand. 

"Good-by, grandfather," muttered the 
young man. " I must go now," and he 
hurried through the gate. 

The old man stood watching the re
cruits file through. All around him was a 
stillness. Some sobbed, others held their 
handkerchiefs tight to their lips. The 
gates clanged to. The little tin trumpet 
sounded, the flag waved, and the train 
moved out. For a breathless instant no 
one moved, and then there was a rush to 
the gates and a waving of handkerchiefs. 
M a r c e l put his h a n d in to his p o c k e t 
for his handkerchief and started with a 
shock. 

His purse was gone. 
A shrewd-faced man standing by no

ticed his distress as he searched again and 
again in his pockets. 

"You have lost something?" he asked. 
" M y purse, m'sieu." 
"There were several jailbirds among 

those just gone. Perhaps I can help you. 
I am a detective. Were you in contact 
with any of them, m's ieu?" 

Marcel hesitated. He saw again the 
sullen face of the young man who had 
stood apart. He knew who had taken his 
purse. Should he speak? Perhaps the 
young man would expiate his crimes— 
and his purse—a trifle—it was little he 
could do for a defender of his country, so 
helpless himself. 

" D o you suspect any of them," ques
tioned the detective impatiently. " I can 
telegraph. Come, m'sieu, I am in a 
hurry." 

"No, m'sieu. I suspect no one." Mar
cel lied calmly. " I must have dropped 
it. Do not trouble. I t was only twenty 
francs and an old letter." 

And he hurried away to escape further 
questioning. 

At six o'clock Marcel returned to the 
cafe, donned his apron and his alpaca 
jacket, and resumed his old life without 
explanation to his patron of his experi
ence. 

He did not go near the flower-seller. 
What could he have told her? 

Through the months that followed he 
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thought many times of his experience and 
always with a sigh. What was the young 
man doing? What a p i ty! His upbring
ing—his parents, perhaps, were to blame. 
Was he dead without a chance to set his 
legs upon the right path ? 

" A h , you are going to meet madame, m'sieu ? " — Page 598. 

One day a soldier came into the cafe 
and asked for Monsieur Marcel Barrau. 

" I t is me, m'sieu," said the old waiter 
wonderingly. 

" I have a letter for you from a com
rade," the soldier said, and handed Mar
cel an old envelope tied about with a piece 
of string. 

Marcel stared at the envelope. The 
handwriting was that of an old friend, a 
letter received many months ago at the 
cafe. How, then, did it come into the 
hands of this soldier? Slowly he opened 

it and drew out a little parcel. He un
folded the paper. 

"Mon dieu!" he exclaimed, "what is 
th i s?" 

"The military medal," explained the 
messenger. "There is a note." 

Marcel drew out a scrap of pasteboard 
on which an uneducated hand had pain
fully printed in straggling letters: 

"Pardon, bon grandpere." 
"But , " he stammered— " I do not 

know—I—" And he sought for words. 
" It is my comrade Bibi. When he was 

dying he made me swear I should bring 
this to you, m'sieu." 

Suddenly there flashed into the old 
man's mind the memory of a sullen face, 
of a harsh voice which said "Good-by, 
grandfather," of a stolen purse which had 
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contained the envelope. He stumbled 
and clutched the edge of the table. 

The soldier coughed sympathetically. 
"He called you his godfather, m'sieu. 

He was wounded in four places while 
bringing in the body of his captain, and 
died in hospital. But perhaps I have 
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made an error?" he added anxiously as 
Marcel did not speak. 

"No—no—mon brave—I thank you. I 
did not recognize the handwriting. It 
was, indeed, my godson who died so 
bravely. Will you not sit down and tell 
me of him." 



T H E H U S B A N D OF MADAME 
THE CONFESSION OF A MUSIC CRITIC 

B y J a m e s H u n e k e r 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY W. M. B E R G E R 

I R V I N G P L A C E a t t h e 
time I write was not the 
street of tall buildings it is 
to-day. Rows of modest 
three-story dwellings, from 
Fifteenth Street to Gram-

ercy Park, were occupied, for the most 
part, by their owners, and interspersed 
with comfortable lodging or boarding 
houses. The only thing that hasn't suf
fered a change is the sky-line at either end 
of the street; the park at the upper side 
and the familiar facade of the restaurant 
on Fourteenth Street are still there. Un
changed, too, is Washington I rv ing ' s 
pretty cottage at the corner of Seven
teenth Street. Across from it I lived at 
Werle's, once well known as a private ho
tel. I t was a joyous place, full of Bohe
mians, the cooking excellent, the "wine" 
usually brewed after the German method. 
A block away was Union Square, and be
low stood the Academy of Music—it still 
stands, sadly shorn of its ancient glory— 
and Theodore Thomas conducted his fa
mous orchestra at Steinway Hall. The 
musical world congregated there; reputa

tions were made or broken within its four 
walls, while Italian opera reigned at the 
Academy, and old Moretti gave you per
fect spaghetti in his original home. The 
golden age of the cuisine, music, arts, and 
letters in our town, never to return! 

I usually walked around Union Square 
for daily exercise; the park railings had 
been removed nearly two decades, but the 
Square was as yet unspoiled by tramps or 
disfigured by shanties. There were trees, 
shady seats, and the sound of fountains. 
Gloomy, barn-like structures did not hem 
in this park, and summer evenings it was 
a favored promenade of the residents of 
the vicinity. Several seasons I had no
ticed a ponderous dame of certain years 
and fantastically attired, escorted by a 
tall, elderly man with a grizzled beard, 
and had been informed that it was the 
celebrated singing-teacher, Madame Mi-
ramelli, or, to give her full title: Miramelli-
Mario. The soldierly looking man was 
M. Mario, ex-barytone, and the manager 
of his wife's business affairs. She had a 
studio on Irving Place, one flight up, the 
basement having been converted into a 
Turkish bath. On the door-plates you 
read the rather confusing legend: "Mira-
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melli: Vocal Instruction"; also "Baths : 
Turkish and Russian, Down-s t a i r s . " 
However, the numerous singing pupils 
that streamed in from 8 A. M. to 6 P. M. 

Madame and M. Mario. 

didn't seem to mind this jumbling of mu
sic and manners; and the "Madame," 
as she was invar iably addressed, was 
too busy to bother about it. Curiously 
enough, whenever I passed the house her 
husband was either entering or emerging. 

He was a busy man. I did not meet 
him personally till later, and then by 
chance at the dear, old Belvedere House 
—now only a memory. I t was at lunch

eon, and as we shared 
the same table I spoke 
to him about the excel
lent coffee. He ele
vated his s h o u l d e r s , 
and in his reply I found 
less of the Italian and 
more of the Slav than I 
had expected from one 
of his appearance. He 
explained that he had 
spent twenty-odd years 
at the Royal Opera, Pe-
trograd. 

We slipped into an 
easy-going acquaint
ance, and met not only 
at Riccadonna's but at 
Morelli's on Fifth Ave
nue, also at Lienau's 
and M a u r e r ' s ; at the 
la t ter resort for the 
Rhine wine. M. Ma
rio's tastes were cosmo
politan. But no mat
ter his whereabouts, at 
s even o ' c lock every 
evening he could be 
seen piloting his heavy 
wife a r o u n d Un ion 
S q u a r e ; she, fatigued 
though voluble , he, 
melancholy and taci
turn. They did not give 
the impression of being 
well mated. One day, 
when I had occasion to 
call on him, the little 
m a i d - s e r v a n t w h o 
opened the door shrew-
ishly responded to my 
question, " I s M. Mario 
at home?" with "You 
mean the husband of 
madame? " That threw 
some light on their do

mestic relations, and when I saw him 
shovelling snow, carrying bundles or mar
ket baskets, or running errands, I realized 
his subaltern position in the artistic part
nership. 

I was then a music critic, and possibly 
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the friendly advances made by M. Mario 
were prompted by professional reasons. 
Yet, he never hinted that his wife gave an 
annual concert at which her pupils bril
liantly distinguished themselves. He pos
sessed tact, was educated and a linguist. 
His clothes, while not of fashionable cut, 
were neat and clean. Perhaps M. Mario 
did take a drop too much and too often, 
though I'll swear I never saw him the 
worse for it. He seldom appeared at any 
of his daily posts after seven o'clock, so 
I set him down as an early bird till one 
night, returning very late from the opera, 
I saw him sitting on a Union Square 
bench, his head in his hands. I t was 
moonlight, and I hesitated, fearing he 
might not like to be aroused. I suddenly 
changed my mind and, going to him, 
called out: 

"Hello, old friend ! What are you do
ing up so late ? " He instantly arose, and 
I saw that he had been weeping but was 
sober. I joked and asked him to go to Lii-
chow's. He gravely refused. 

" I t is this way," he said in strangely 
s t r e a k e d accent. " I was w a r m and 

couldn't sleep. I sometimes worry. I—" 
He stopped, hesitated, and quickly re
sumed: " Couldn't you come to madame's 
to-morrow morning, say about noon? I 
promise you a surprise. A young voice, 
bell-like, with velvet added to the crys
talline quality"—he was strangely ex
cited, as are all artists when a rare talent 
is discovered. I promised, though I dis
like hearing novices, especially when the 
affair smacks of reclame. But the agita
tion of M. Mario was unmistakable, his 
interest sincere, and, thinking there had 
been a row in his family and that I would 
be doing him a favor, I said yes, and at 
noon the next day I passed the office of 
the Turkish bath on the first floor and 
achieved the studio of Madame Mira-
melli. 

She was at her pianoforte, a battered 
instrument still serviceable, and she only 
inclined her head on my entrance. Evi
dently I was not persona grata. In the 
middle of the room was a young girl of 
seventeen or eighteen, not more. She 
was blonde and wore her hair in foreign 
fashion. She was indifferently clad; to 
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tell the truth, I was taken by her face, not 
so pretty as attractive. Her features 
were irregular, her nose small and snub; 
but her large blue eyes (the clear eyes of 
a born liar) blazed with intense feeling 
and her mouth quivered. She was very 
nervous. No wonder. Madame Mira-
melli had been scolding her. 

"Lyda," she screamed—a long last 
name followed, Slavic in sound and begin
ning with a z—"Lyda, you sing like five 
pigs! If you sing so to this gentleman, 
who is, I believe, a critic"—she lifted her 
savage old eyebrows as if with sardonic 
intention—"you will drive him out-of-
doors. As for my beloved husband"— 
more pantomime—"he thinks you are 
to become a second Gerster or Nilsson. 
Don't disappoint him, for he is M. Mario, 
the greatest living ex-barytone, and a 
wonderful judge." 

She would have kept on only that M. 
Mario entered and took a seat near the 
girl. His wife stared at him and his eyes 
fell. Shrugging her fat shoulders, she 
called out: "Again! Begin at the aria and 
skip the introduction." Then Madame 
Miramelli struck a chord. The girl looked 
entreatingly at M. Mario, who literally 
trembled. His expression was one of 
mingled fear and adoration. His eyes 
blazed, too; he folded his arms and his 
whole being became concentrated in his 
hearing. 

The girl sang. He had not boasted; her 
voice was like a velvet bell. She sang 
with facility, though, naturally, the mu
sical conception was immature. A prom
ising talent, without doubt. When she 
finished M. Mario shook her hand, which 
limply fell as he released it; he led her to 
a seat, and to my astonishment and pity I 
saw that she was lame, sadly so, for her 
gait was almost ludicrous, so distorted 
was the movement of one hip. My gaze 
collided with the cross old woman at the 
keyboard, and if ever there was such a 
thing as infernal malice blended with 
hateful jealousy it was in her face. She 
held her silence, and feeling the tension 
unbearable I said some pleasant, conven
tional words to the timid girl, shook hands 
with madame—though why I can't say— 
and hastily left. M. Mario accompanied 
me to the street-door but did not ask for 
further criticism, merely thanking me for 

my kindness in giving so much of my 
"valuable time." I cut him short and 
escaped, though not without noticing the 
tears in his eyes. Decidedly an emo
tional man, or—an old fool too easily af
fected by a pretty face. But the lame
ness !—maybe that had aroused his in
terest; also disgust at his wife's sharp 
tongue and unamiable demeanor toward 
the poor girl. Ah ! These ancient prima 
donnas and the tyrannical airs they dis
play to their superfluous husbands. The 
husband of madame! It was a little 
tragedy, his; yet why should he become so 
tearful over the lame girl with the lovely 
voice and plaintive eyes ? Madame was 
jealous, and the girl wouldn't be treated 
any too well because her husband was 
sentimental with the wrong woman. . . . 

I I 

T H E musical season had set in, and on 
the wings of song and symphony I was 
whirled away from memories of Irving 
Place and the Miramelli-Mario pupil. As 
the winter modulated into spring I occa
sionally thought of these people, but one 
warbler of the present is worth a dozen in 
the future, and it was May before I saw 
M. Mario. He pretended not to know 
me; at least, it looked so. I wasn't of
fended. I knew his odd habits and 
waited. In the evenings I resumed my 
old walks about the Square, more as an 
appetizer than a diversion. Precisely at 
seven o'clock the musical couple moved 
slowly through the park, and I took care 
to avoid them. They were, as ever, bored, 
and I noted that madame was no longer 
loquacious. This went on for a month, 
when one night I found M. Mario near the 
fountain, staring at the stars. I saluted, 
and was shocked by his altered appear
ance. He had become thin, neglected-
looking, his linen not too new, and I must 
admit he wore a desperate air. He bowed 
in his stately style, and to my inquiry as 
to his health he kept silence. '' Come and 
have a drink," I bade him; " i t will cheer 
you up." 

We went across the street to Brubach-
er's Cafe, where they played chess in 
those times, and I asked M. Mario to be 
seated. "And the girl, that pretty girl 
with the beautiful soprano—is she im-
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proving?" His eyes filled. "She is no 
longer with us," he answered. "Too 
bad," I commented. "She had talent, 
though I suppose her lameness would hurt 
her career; but there was Carlotta Pat-

I realized his subaltern position in the artistic partnership. — Page 604. 

ti—" He raised his hands with a gesture 
of supplication. 

" N o , " he whispered; "she was driven 
out-of-doors by my wife, by Madame 
Miramelli." I was utterly taken aback. 
Driven away because of petty jealousy! 
Then I saw the humorous side. " I fear 
you are a Don Juan, my friend. Can you 
blame your good wife ! Such a handsome 

first love, she is dead; she was a great Rus
sian dramatic soprano; and that girl—she 
is my daughter, she " 

I was tremendously excited. "Your 
daughter. Oh! Now I see all." "You 
see nothing," he tersely replied. I per
sisted. "Bu t did your wife know the girl 
was yours ? " He shook his head and took 
a sip of wine. I was puzzled. After all, 

chap as you are, and still dangerous, you 
k n o w — " He s topped me. " S a y no 
more; the subject touches me too closely. 
Yes, Madame Miramelli is jealous. That 
girl—that girl—how shall I say it ? My 
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it was not polite to put such personal ques
tions. I said: "Pardon me, M. Mario, 
but I can't help feeling interested." He 
pressed my hand. We must have sat si
lent for some minutes; then he exclaimed: 

Sitting on a Union Square bench, his head in his hands.—Page 605. 

" I was crazy to bring the girl to her, 
but I hoped for her artistic future. No, 
she doesn't know, she will never know. 
My wife was jealous of the girl's youth, 
jealous of me, of my own daughter " 

"Well, why didn't you tell he r?" I 
hastily interposed. 

"Why ? Why ? Because the girl does
n't know it herself; because I 'm a miser
able coward, afraid of my old she-devil; 
because—" He arose and without say
ing good-by went away, leaving me in 

a stupefying fog of con
jecture. 

That night for the first 
time the husband of ma-
dame did not keep com
pany with her in the prom
enade around old Union 
Square. 

III 

I POSSESS an indifferent 
sense of t ime; the years 
pass and leave but little 
i m p r e s s on m y sp i r i t . 
Nevertheless, I 'm sure I 
felt older when, on a cer
tain evening at Carnegie 
H a l l , I awaited without 
undue impatience the de
but of a well-advertised 
Russian soprano, Zelocca, 
or some such name. The 
affair was one of those tire
some mixed c o n c e r t s in 
which a mediocre pianist, 
or violinist, or tenor with a 
bleating voice, or an im
possible buffo-basso, par
ticipate. The only element 
of horror missing on this 
occasion was a flute vir
tuoso; but flutes and harps 
as solo instruments were no 
longer in the mode. How
ever, as a seasoned veteran 
I settled down in my seat 
prepared for the worst. I t 
came in the s h a p e of a 
young woman who gave 
her audience a distorted 
version of the popular 
Chopin Ballade in the in
gratiating key of A flat. 
She was applauded, I re

gret to say; but these concerts are the joy 
of the encore demons, who happened to 
be out in great force. The tenor sobbed 
an aria, I 've forgotten what it was, Deo 
gratias! and then the bright star of the 
entertainment appeared. 

A blonde woman of distinguished ap-
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pearance, at least thirty years of age, 
hobbled on the stage, leaning on the arm 
of her accompanist. I t was Madame 
Zelocca, " the greatest living exponent 
of coloratura singing." I confess I was 
neither intrigued by this managerial an
nouncement nor by the singer's person
ality. But what did interest me was the 
idea that Carlotta Patt i had a successor. 
(You of this generation have probably 
forgotten the most brilliant member of 
the Patti-Barili family, Carlotta Patti , 
whose lameness did not prevent her from 
singing the Queen of the Night in "The 
Magic Flute.") Zelocca sang the bell 
song from "Lakme," a mild, preparatory 
exercise to warm up her fluty tones. Yes, 

it was a marvellous voice, of wide range, 
extraordinary agility, the timbre of a 
fruity richness. And she sang as only 
an accomplished artist sings. When she 
limped off, after applause noisy enough to 
awaken even the critics, a compartment 
of my memory flew open and out popped 
the past—Irving Place and the white, 
hard light of a bare music-room, a lame 
girl singing in the middle of this room, 
and a sour-faced woman accompanying 
her; and the most potent impression—a 
middle-aged man devouring the girl with 
a gaze in which were mingled pride and 
humility. Of course, it was the prote
gee of Madame Miramelli-Mario. Why 
hadn't I recognized this lame singer? 
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And where was my musical memory if I 
couldn't remember the color of this bril
liant voice ! After all, a decade and more 
had passed since I first heard the girl 
Lyda, now Madame, or was it Signo-
rina Zelocca? Much music had filtered 
through the porches of my ears since 
then. I was not to blame for my short 
memory—but hush, here she is again! 

For her second number she sang with 
astounding bravoura the famous "Magic 
F lu te" aria, followed it with some Ros-
sinian fireworks, threw in "The Last Rose 
of Summer" and "Home, Sweet Home" 
as crumbs of consolation to a now frantic 
audience—in a word, she played at ease 
with the whole bag of prima-donna tricks. 
I t needed no prophet to tell us that she 
was not only a great singer, but also a 
money-maker of superlative possibilities. 
Pardon my cynical way of putting things. 
The practise, year in, year out, of musical 
criticism doesn't make a man altogether 
an idealist. This young woman, with the 
opulent figure, lark-like voice, and homely 
though intelligent face, would surely be 
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the successor to Carlotta Patti , Sembrich, 
Ilma di Murska, and other song-birds 
with gold-mines in their throats, but only 
on the concert platform. Her lameness 
was deplorable ; she floundered rather 
than walked. Yet, such was the magnet
ism of her voice . . . 

I pushed my way to the corridors, leav
ing a mob of lunatics clustered about the 
stage clamoring for more; true children of 
the horse-leech. Seeing that the front of 
the house was impassable, I tried to go out 
by the Fifty-sixth Street artists' entrance; 
but before I reached the door I was caught 
in a maelstrom of babbling, enthusiastic 
humanity. There must be some sinister 
magic in music that transforms sensible 
men and women into irresponsible beings. 
They call it temperament, but I think it is 
our plain, every-day, sensual souls out on 
a lark. As I was pushed and shoved I 
felt some one grab my arm. I turned. It 
was Mario. But Mario aged, so it seemed 
to me at the time, a quarter of a century. 
Perhaps it was the excitement of the mo
ment, the uncertain light, and also the 
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fact that it had been years since I had 
seen the barytone. His face was full of 
gnarled lines, his hair and beard snow-
white; his large, dark eyes alone hinted at 
their former vitality. They burned with 
a sombre fire, and if ever a man looked as 
if he were standing on the very hub of hell 
it was poor old Mario. Why didn't I 
think of him earlier in the evening as the 
father of the celebrated Madame Zelocca ! 
I whispered in his ear vague congratula
tions. He didn't hear me. His face was 
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the mask of a gambler who has played his 
last and lost. 

Gradually I fought my way through the 
phalanx of half-crazy humans, with Mario 
all the while tugging at my arm. We 
found ourselves on the street, and I has
tened to tell him the pleasure I had ex
perienced, adding: 

"And you, weren't you proud to be the 
father of such a genius?" 

"Yes," he muttered, " I was proud." 
His toneless voice surprised me. 
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"But what did she say when she saw 
you, for you were her first inspiration?" 

He answered: " I was her first inspira
tion." His echo of my words annoyed 
me. Was the poor chap mentally too 
feeble to appreciate the triumph of his 
daughter? I persisted in my question: 

"Wasn' t she glad to see you?" He 
stopped under the light of a lamp and 
looked at me slightly bewildered. Then 
he spoke in explicit accents. 

"No, she wasn't glad. I went in after 
her first aria, which Madame Miramelli, 
God rest her soul"—he piously crossed 
himself—"taught her, and " 

"Well—well?" I impatiently inter
posed. 

"Well, she didn't know me, that's all." 
His voice trailed off into a ghostly whis
per. I became indignant. Such abom
inable lack of gratitude. 

" I tell you the truth," he reiterated, 
"she had forgotten me, my face, my 
name, and, as she never knew I was her 
father—" He paused. I whistled my 
rage and incredulity to the heavens. 

"Much must have happened to her in 
ten years. She forgot. She forgot—she 
is not to blame, only she forgot m e — " 
He moved slowly down Broadway, this 
debris of a great artist, this forgotten 
father of a famous singer with a conve
nient memory. Later I wrote a glowing 
critical notice for my newspaper about 
his daughter, The Zelocca, which bristled 
with technical terms and was bejewelled 
with adjectives. Was she not a successor 
to Carlotta Patt i? 

IV 

To go or not to go ? I argued the case 
for hours before I finally decided to accept 
the prettily worded invitation of La Ze
locca to visit her some afternoon, or, to be 
precise, the afternoon following the ar
rival of her note. I dislike informal little 
calls on prima donnas at hotels, where you 
usually find a chain of adorers, musical 
managers, press-agents, and anonymous 
parasites. Nevertheless, I went up to 
the Plaza, the Lord only knows why. 
Perhaps my curiosity, now aflame, would 
be gratified; perhaps the young woman 
would make an excuse for her cold-blood
ed behavior to her abandoned father. 
Who knows ? Some such idea was in my 

mind when—after the pompous preluding 
of my presence—I knocked at the door of 
her suite in the hotel. She was sitting in 
a comfortable chair and gazing out upon 
the still, green park. I begged of her not 
to derange herself as she made a feint of 
rising, and saluted her with the conven
tional kiss on the hand—I'm bound to 
acknowledge a finely articulated, well-
kept hand—and in return was warmly 
welcomed. Close by Zelocca was hand
somer than on the stage. Her robust fig
ure was draped in a well-fitting street cos
tume and her shapely head had evidently 
been treated by a discriminating hair
dresser. We conversed of the weather, of 
the newspaper criticisms (mine in partic
ular!), and I went so far as to ask her 
about the box-office. Yes, it had pleased 
her; better, had pleased her manager—a 
jewel of a man, be it understood. She 
spoke in a silvery voice and with the cool 
assurance of a woman who fully realized 
her financial worth. We drank tea served 
in Russian fashion. I saw my opening. 

"So you were in Russia before taking 
the Western world by storm." 

"Ah, yes, cher maitre" (I bristled with 
importance; I always do when I am thus 
addressed), " I studied hard in Saint Pe
tersburg." (It was not yet Petrograd.) 
"And I benefited by my intimacy with 
the great Zelocca." I was puzzled. She 
quickly added: " I am a relative of hers. 
I took her name by her kind permission. 
My mother gave me a letter to her when 
I left New York. She was a friend—an 
early friend of my mother's husband." 

Her mother ! I thought, who the dick
ens is her mother? My face must have 
betrayed me, for she looked at me pen
sively (her eyes were truly glorious in 
their deceptive frankness) and murmured: 

"Of course, M. Mario must have told 
you of my mother's death." I under
stood. She meant old Miramelli-Mario, 
and should have said stepmother. I nod
ded as sympathetically as I could (music 
critics are sometimes greater actors than 
the opera-singers they criticise) and re
plied: 

"Ah, yes. M. Mario told me. But 
you say Zelocca still lives. He said to 
me, if I remember, that she was dead 
years ago." She seemed startled. 

" H e told you that— Ah! the misera
ble—" I jumped at my chance. 
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" Madame." 

mother was a she-devil." This sounded 
like the daughter of Mario. "She treated 
me as if I were a kitchen-maid." The 
dramatic manner with which this speech 
was delivered left me no doubt as to 
its sincerity. I was again at sea. She 
poured a torrent of words into my ears. 

" My father, my father, that old drunk
en beast, my father! Ah ! if you only 
knew the truth. How an artiste must suf
fer before she drags herself out of the mire. 
It was a vile swamp that home of mine on 
—on—" She paused for the name. 

"On Irving Place," I interposed. 
"Yes, on Irving Place. That Mario 

was not my father, he was only the hus
band of madame—and she—she was, I'm 
ashamed to say it, my true mother." 

La bella Zelocca covered her face with 

passe had I reached. She continued, her 
face still hidden: 

"A cruel, unnatural mother, a still 
crueller stepfather . . . he never ceased his 
persecutions . . . and I was too young, too 
timid, too much in fear of my jealous 
mother—who soon found out what was 
going on. That 's why she was so dis
agreeable the day you called. She soon 
got rid of me—I was packed off to Russia 
to her sister. Oh! didn't I tell you that 
the other Zelocca is my aunt ? N o ! She 
is; but kinder than my mother. Now you 
know why I wouldn't see the old rascal 
—who expected to live on me—as he lived 
on the bounty of two sisters—why " 

But I felt that my presence was becom
ing indecorous in this close atmosphere 
of family scandal. I stood up and took 

"But , my dear lady, he is, after all, 
your father, and if I guess rightly your 
mother has proved your best friend. I 
mean your real mother." 

She harshly in te r rup ted . " My real 

her eloquent hands, and her shoulders 
sobbed if her throat did not. I was flab
bergasted by this unexpected, this absurd 
revelation. What sort of a devil's dance 
had I been led, what kind of a sinister im-
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my hat. She sat bolt upright, stiff as a 
votive candle. Her expression was one of 
annoyed astonishment. 

"Surely you're not going so soon, and 
not going without saying a word of sym
pathy? You, I felt, were one of my old
est and truest friends"—at these doleful 
words my tongue clove to the roof of my 
mouth from sheer terror—"and to whom 
should I appeal but to you!" I wrig
gled, but saw no way of escape. Then I 
burst out: 

" I n God's name, madame, what can I 
say, what can I do for you ? This is the 
third time I've seen you in my life. I 
only knew Mario—that venerable scamp 
—superficially. Your mother—heavens ! 
—your mother I've seen often enough— 
too often—" She beamed on me and be
came so excited that she, too, got on her 
feet, the while supporting herself with a 
gold-topped stick. 

" A h , " she t r i umphan t ly cried. " I 
knew it, I knew it. You are the man 
I thought you were. You hated my 
mother. You despise her husband and 
you will, I 'm sure, help me in my search, 
my search '' 

The room began to spin slowly around 
and the grand pianoforte seemed to tilt 
my way. Perhaps Zelocca saw the hunt
ed look in my eyes, a man as well as a 
music critic at bay, for she suddenly ex
ploded the question: "You will look for 
him, find him, bring him to m e ? " I 
wavered toward the door, fearing heat 
apoplexy, yet I contrived to stammer: 

"Find—find—who shall I find for 
you?" 

" M y real father," she fairly chanted, 

and her face was as the shining face of an 
ardent neophyte at some tremendously 
mystical ceremony. I vow as I left the 
room—on a dead run—that an aureole 
was foaming about her lovely head. I 
didn't stop sprinting till I reached the 
ground floor, ran across Fifty-ninth Street 
into the park, and, finally, at the Casino I 
threw myself into a seat and called for— 
oh, it wasn't water ! After such a display 
of drab family linen one doesn't drink 
water. Any experienced social washer
woman will tell you that. By Jove! I 
was positively nervous with their crazy-
quilt relationships. I pondered the sit
uation. Was Zelocca an ar t is t ic liar, 
a wonderful actress, or simply a warm
hearted and too enthusiastic woman in 
search of a father? I couldn't make up 
my mind. I haven't yet. She may have 
suspected that my critical notice of her 
second concert might not be as fervid as 
the first on account of Mario's tale about 
her cruelty. I 've known singers to tell 
worse lies for a smaller reason. But she 
had won her public, and press, too; her 
forthcoming appearance was bound to be 
a repetition of the premiere as far as suc
cess went. No, I give it up. I knew I'd 
go to all of her concerts and write sweet 
words of her distinguished art. I did. 
(Later she married her manager and lived 
unhappily ever afterward.) I 'm begin
ning to regret now that I left her so hur
riedly that afternoon. Perhaps she might 
have given me a clew. What a liar ! Or 
a crazy woman? Her father—I'm begin
ning to believe that her father was M. 
Mario, the husband of madame, and that 
her aunt—oh, hang her Russian aunt! 
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back swiftly the memory of the wild 
growths, bristling up unrestrained by 
man, in the Chippewa Reservation which 
I had crossed fourteen years before in my 
canoe trip from Lake Superior to the 
Mississippi. 

Simple as the word seemed, it was in
terpreted by each of us in accord with his 
previous personal experience. And these 
divergent experiences exchanged that 
evening brought home to me as never be
fore the inherent and inevitable inade
quacy of the vocabulary of every lan
guage, since there must always be two 
partners in any communication by means 
of words, and the verbal currency passing 
from one to the other has no fixed value 
necessarily the same to both of them. 

II 

A T the end of September, 1883, I re
ceived a note from Walter Pollock, telling 
me that the editor of the Saturday Review 
had resigned and that he was thereafter 
to be in charge of the paper; and he 
wanted me to become a contributor to its 
columns. I accepted the invitation, and 
during the eleven years of Pollock's edi
torship I wrote frequently for the Satur
day, most frequently when I was in Lon
don for the summer but also occasionally 
when I was at home in New York, re
viewing American books and criticising 
the plays performed in the New York 
theatres. My first article gave an ac
count of the visits of various British act
ors to the United States; a topic timely 
in the fall of 1883, when Henry Irving was 
about to come to America for the first 
time. 

The Saturday Review was then the 
property of its founder, A. J. B. Beres-
ford-Hope; and Pollock was the third 
editor in its less than thirty years of life. 
I ts editorial office was in the Albany, 
where it occupied G. 1., a little set of 
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I 

OUT of the flotsam and jet
sam which the dark tides 
of Time d e p o s i t on the 
shallow shores of Memory, 
I clutch at the vision of a 
goodly company gathered 

in the private dining-room of the Savile 
when Gosse invited a group of his friends 
to do honor to Howells. Of our fellow 
guests I can recall with certainty only 
Thomas Woolner, the sculptor-poet, Aus
tin Dobson, George Du Maurier, Thomas 
Hardy, and William Black. And I can 
rescue only two fleeting fragments of the 
talk. The first was a discussion of the 
reasons for the disappearance of revenge 
as a motive in fiction—a discussion which 
resulted in a general agreement that as 
men no longer sit up nights on purpose to 
hate other men, the novelists have been 
forced to discard that murderous desire to 
get even which had been a mainspring of 
romance in less sophisticated centuries. 

Over the second topic there could be 
no general agreement, since it was a 
definition of the image called up in our 
several minds by the word forest. Until 
that evening I had never thought of 
forest as clothing itself in different colors 
and talcing on different forms in the eyes 
of different men; but I then discovered 
that even the most innocent word may 
don strange disguises. To Hardy forest 
suggested the sturdy oaks to be assaulted 
by the woodlanders of Wessex; and to 
Du Maurier it evoked the trim and tidy 
avenues of the national domain of France. 
To Black the word naturally brought to 
mind the low scrub of the so-called deer-
forests of Scotland; and to Gosse it sum
moned up a view of the green-clad moun
tains that towered up from the Scandina
vian fiords. To Howells forest recalled 
the thick woods that in his youth fringed 
the rivers of Ohio; and to me there came 
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rooms on the ground floor, looking out on 
Vigo Street. The tradition of mystery 
still lingered in its management, and the 
contributors were supposed not to know 
one another; and when we visited the 
editor we were shown into one or another 
of the tiny rooms wherein we waited in 
solitude until the coast was clear for us to 
approach the editor without danger of 
meeting some other member of the staff in 
the short, dark hall. I t seemed to me 
that this affectation of secrecy was a 
little absurd; especially did it seem so 
when I first attended one of the annual 
fish-dinners at Greenwich, which the pro
prietor was in the habit of giving every 
summer to all his contributors. I was 
present at two of these very agreeable 
gatherings, in June, 1885, and in July, 
1886; and I think the second of these was 
the last occasion when the large body of 
Saturday Reviewers had the privilege of 
beholding themselves in mass. 

I find that I have preserved not only 
the invitations and the bills of fare of 
these banquets but also one of the seating 
plans with the names of the guests, nearly 
threescore and ten; and I suppose that 
this is a list more or less complete of those 
who were then contributors to the London 
weekly which was still a power in British 
politics. I read the names of Mr. Arthur 
Balfour and of Mr. James Bryce, but I 
am inclined to believe that they had 
ceased to write before I began. The 
assistant editor was George Saintsbury; 
and among the most frequent writers 
were Lang, Dobson, Gosse, Wigan, H. D. 
Traill, David Hannay, William Hunt, 
Herbert Stephen, W. E. Henley, Richard 
Garnett and the editor's brother, the 
present Sir Frederick Pollock. E. A. 
Freeman had only recently withdrawn 
from the Saturday for political reasons, 
after having been an assiduous contrib
utor for a quarter of a century; and his 
friend, John Richard Green, for years a 
most voluminous writer in its columns, 
had died in 1883. Although Green was 
primarily a historian he was also a very 
versatile man in his tastes, dashing off 
sparkling articles on social topics; and I 
was informed by one of his intimates that 
most of the somewhat sensational papers 
on the "Girl of the Period," which had 
enlivened the pages of the Saturday in the 

late sixties were due to Green and not to 
Mrs. Lynn Lynton, who was generally 
credited with their authorship. 

As I glance down the seating plan I am 
reminded that I sat between Wigan and 
W. R. Ralston, the leading British au
thority on Russian literature; and in the 
course of our conversation I referred to a 
review bearing his signature which I had 
read in the Academy and which praised a 
recent American book on the epic songs of 
Russia, and I added that I had been pa
triotically pleased to find equally lauda
tory comments on this volume in the 
Athenaeum and in the Saturday. Ralston 
smilingly told me that he was responsible 
for those two anonymous reviews of this 
Ameriqan book as well as for his signed 
article. " I did not want to write about 
it three times," he explained, "bu t I felt 
that I ought to do so, since there is no
body else here who takes any great in
terest in Russian literature. I t was a 
good piece of work, that American book; 
and if I had refused to write those reviews 
it would have had to go without notice— 
which did not seem to me quite fair to the 
author." I t struck me then that it was 
fortunate for the author that Ralston had 
taken so favorable a view of the volume; 
but I also reflected that anonymous re
viewing might readily put it in the power 
of a personal enemy to attack a writer 
from the ambush of half a dozen different 
journals. 

The Saturday Review was not hospi
table to outsiders; and I doubt if the edi
tors even examined the voluntary offer
ings which might be sent in. The theory 
was that the paper had a sufficient, a com
plete, a regular staff, who had been in
vited and who had been tested by time. 
The editor had such confidence in his as
sociates that he did not even read their 
articles until these came back to him from 
the printer in galley-proof. Of course, he 
had to arrange his table of contents for 
every number and to distribute his timely 
topics, so as to avert repetition and to 
secure variety. Generally I submitted 
the subject of any paper I proposed to 
prepare; but when I was three thousand 
miles away I sometimes went ahead and 
sent in my article without previous au
thorization. And I may confess frankly 
now that it was great fun for me, an 
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American of the Americans, to say my 
say about American topics in the columns 
of the most British of British periodicals. 
About American politics I rarely ex
pressed any opinion, because that topic 
had been for years in the care of one of 
the oldest contributors to the paper, al
though his long service had not equipped 
him with knowledge of the subject. Pol
lock called my attention once to an article 
on American affairs in the current number 
and wondered whether it was not all at 
sea in its opinions; and I had to answer 
that I had counted fifteen misstatements 
of fact in the first column, whereupon he 
shrugged his shoulders and explained that 
he was powerless, since he had inherited 
that contributor from the preceding edi
tors. I was told, although I forget by 
whom, that the ancient light who thus 
devoted his mind to the misunderstand
ing of American politics was G. S. Ven-
ables, otherwise unknown to fame except 
as the man who had broken Thackeray's 
nose. 

I think that not a few of the British 
readers of the Saturday Review may have 
been a little surprised by an article of 
mine, early in 1884, on "England in the 
United States," in which I tried to ana
lyze the American attitude toward Great 
Britain; and certainly one American read
er of the paper was struck by it, since 
it was taken as a text for an Easy-Chair 
essay by George William Curtis, who nev
er suspected it to be the work of a fellow 
New Yorker. 

During the first Cleveland campaign I 
prepared a paper on "Mugwumps," elu
cidating the immediate meaning of that 
abhorrent word, which had been totally 
misinterpreted in England, Lang having 
even gone so far as to rhyme a ballad 
with the refrain, " T h e mugwump never 
votes," whereas the main objection to 
him on the part of the persistent parti
sans was that he always voted. This 
article led to another in which I explained 
for the benefit of the distant islanders a 
handful of other "Political American
isms." And in 1886, when the late R. A. 
Proctor, who made a specialty of science 
but who carried omniscience as a side
line, began to publish in Knowledge an ill-
informed essay on Americanisms, I took 
delight in pointing out certain of his blun

ders, arousing him to violent wrath and 
also to a belief that the corrections had 
been made by Grant Allen, who was 
forced at last to appeal to the editor of 
the Saturday for a formal letter exon
erating him from the accusation. 

In 1894 Beresford-Hope sold the Satur
day Review; Pollock ceased to be its edi
tor; and the old staff ceased to contrib
ute. I t past into alien hands and its 
glory departed forever. I t lost its dis
tinctive character, once for all, and it be
came merely one among many London 
weeklies, only superficially to be distin
guished from each other. 

III 

I T was, I think, in 1881, although it 
might not have been until 1883, that I 
became acquainted with Charles H. E. 
Brookfield, who was a great friend of 
Walter Pollock's and a fellow member of 
the Savile. Brookfield was a character-
comedian with an unusual gift for sug
gesting varied types, partly by ingenious 
make-up and partly by assumption of 
manner. I t cannot be held, however, that 
he was an actor of high rank, for he could 
not carry a play on his own shoulders, 
and he was better in what are known on 
the stage as " b i t s " than in more stren
uous parts. He was a member of the 
Bancrofts' admirable company at the 
Haymarket, where I saw him once as 
Baron Stein in "Diplomacy," the very 
British perversion of Sardou's "Dora ." 
One summer when the Bancrofts were 
about to close the house, Brookfield sub
leased it for a season of his own, having 
found a friendly backer. "Angels," so it 
is said, rush in where fools fear to tread; 
and I doubt if the financial rewards of 
this summer season were as ample as the 
improvised manager had hoped. 

Brookfield had a pretty wit of his own, 
and his clever sayings were current in 
London club circles. One of them, al
most the only one that I now remember, 
was uttered the winter after his venture 
into management. One evening in the 
green room of the Haymarket, the "old 
woman" of the company was belauding 
the beauty of Mrs. Bancroft's hair, where
upon Brookfield went up to a mirror and 
arranged his own locks lovingly, remark-
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ing audibly, " My hair has also been much 
admired." And the old woman sharply 
inquired, "P ray by whom, Mr. Brook-
field?" To which the ex-manager re
sponded nonchalantly, "Oh, by my com
pany—in the summer season." 

It must have been one afternoon in the 
summer of 1883 when Brookfield and 
Pollock and I were chatting after lunch
eon in the smoking-room of the Savile 
that the talk turned upon "Vanity Fair." 
Brookfield remarked to me very casually, 
" M y mother has a lot of Thackeray 
letters." When I asked for particulars, 
he explained that his parents had been 
very intimate with the novelist and that 
his mother had preserved nearly a hun
dred letters to them extending over long 
years and often adorned with character
istic drawings. When I inquired why 
this correspondence had not been printed, 
he replied that his mother had offered 
them without success to the London pub
lisher who was the owner of the Thack
eray copyrights. I knew that the law 
laid down by the English court when 
Chesterfield protested against the pub
lication of his letters to his son, admitted 
the physical ownership of a letter by the 
recipient, while reserving to the sender the 
right to control publication; and I saw 
that the situation was a deadlock since 
Mrs. Brookfield could not sell her letters 
for publication without the permission 
of the owner of Thackeray's copyrights, 
whereas the publisher could not issue the 
correspondence unless she supplied him 
with the copy. 

When Charley Brookfield went on to 
tell me that Miss Thackeray (now Lady 
Ritchie) had written to his mother a cor
dial approval of any publication Mrs. 
Brookfield might desire, I saw no reason 
why Thackeray's letters should not make 
their first appearance in the United States, 
where there was no recognition of the 
exclusive ownership of any British copy
right; and I suggested that I should be 
glad to offer the correspondence to an 
American publisher, if the Brookfields 
would like me to do so. Charley thanked 
me and said he would convey my proposal 
to his mother. 

Two or three times later in that sum
mer of 1883, I asked Brookfield about 
the Thackeray letters; and I always re

ceived the same response, that his mother 
was arranging the correspondence. In 
the fall I came back to New York for the 
winter; and in the spring of 1884 I went 
over to London again. As soon as I saw 
Brookfield in the Savile I once more in
quired about the correspondence; and 
he returned an answer as before—that his 
mother was at work over the letters. I 
returned home again in the fall, having 
heard nothing further. Then most un
expectedly in March, 1885, I received 
a cable message: "Advise publication 
Thackeray letters. Brookfield, Haymar-
ket." 

Thus authorized I went to Charles 
Scribner's Sons and explained the situa
tion; and they told me promptly that if 
the correspondence was as characteristic 
as I believed it to be they would gladly 
acquire it. They suggested that copies of 
a few representative letters should be 
sent to them for examination. When I 
reported this to Brookfield I received a 
charming letter from his mother, which I 
showed to the publishers, who thereafter 
negotiated with her directly, my labors 
as an intermediary being no longer neces
sary. 

James Russell Lowell, one of the few 
survivors of Thackeray's friends, was per
suaded to go over the correspondence and 
select those letters most suitable for pub
lication. Fortified by Lowell's assistance 
and by Miss Thackeray's letter of ap
probation, the New York publishers ap
proached the London publisher who con
trolled the Thackeray copyrights; and 
they were able to arrive at an arrange
ment whereby the letters chosen by 
Lowell appeared serially in the opening 
numbers of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE is
sued simultaneously on both sides of the 
Atlantic. When at last the correspond
ence appeared in a volume, they revealed 
for the first time the high position that 
Thackeray was entitled to take among 
English letter-writers; and they con
firmed the impression of sweetness and 
of strength, of kindliness and of courage, 
which earlier could have been only de
duced from his more formal works. 

That portion of the correspondence 
which Lowell had selected was acquired 
by Augustin Daly, and after his death it 
found a permanent resting-place in the 
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collection of autographs and manuscripts 
gathered by the late J. P. Morgan. 
Those letters which Lowell in his dis
cretion thought it wiser not to publish, 
in 1886, also came to America after Mrs. 
Brookfield's death. They were long a 
precious possession of the most ardent 
and devoted collectors of Thackerayana, 
Major Lambert, of Philadelphia; and at 
his death they were sold at auction one 
by one and scattered far and wide. 

IV 

ALTHOUGH I found at the Savile more 
men of my own age and of my own in
terests I was glad to be a guest also of 
the Athenaeum, where Locker caused me 
to be invited in 1881, 1883, and 1884. To 
bestow on a young American man of 
letters the privilege of strolling through 
the spacious and lofty halls of the most 
dignified of London clubs was like con
ferring on him the power of beholding 
many of the men who had made the in
tellectual history of England. I used to 
see Cardinal Manning consulting the 
catalogue in the silent library and to gaze 
at Herbert Spencer playing billiards in 
the subterranean vault excavated under 
the garden in the rear to provide a pair 
of little rooms for the smokers, who were 
not then permitted to indulge their fond
ness for the weed above ground. I 
lunched at the Athenaeum once with 
Lang to meet Robertson Smith, the ori
entalist, who was then engaged in editing 
the Encyclopaedia Britannica. 

Locker introduced me to Matthew 
Arnold, who consented to propose me for 
membership; and I may remark that the 
waiting-list was then so long that my 
name was not reached for eighteen years; 
and it was only in 1901 that I had the 
pleasure of receiving notice of my election. 
When we returned home in the Servia in 
October, 1883, I was delighted to dis
cover that Arnold was a fellow passenger 
on that first visit to the America which 
interested him so keenly that he tried 
hard to understand it. I cherish the 
memory of the several protracted walks 
on the deck of the ship in the course of 
the voyage, whereby I was enabled better 
to appreciate the engaging simplicity of 
his character. 

I t was Locker also who made me ac
quainted with Alfred Ainger, the biog
rapher of Lamb, and one of the wittiest 
and most charming of conversationalists. 
He was a friend of George Smith, the 
senior partner of Smith, Elder & Co., 
the publishers of the Cornhill, the mag
azine that Thackeray had started a score 
of years earlier, that Leslie Stephen had 
edited, and that had then been taken in 
hand by James Payn, with a consequent 
reduction both in its price and of its 
quality, much to the disgust of Ainger, 
who had an affectionate regard for the 
monthly as it had been from the begin
ning. Ainger knew that Smith was also 
the chief proprietor of the Apollinaris 
Co. and of the Aylesbury Dairy; and 
this moved him in his disappointment at 
the downfall of his favorite magazine to 
send to its publisher this merry jest: 
' 'To George Smith, proprietor of the 
Aylesbury Dairy, of the Apollinaris Co., 
and of the Cornhill Magazine: 

"The force of nature could no farther go; 
To form the third, she joined the other two." 

One reason why the waiting-list of the 
Athenaeum was so long was because the 
aged members found the club a haven of 
rest, so quiet that "few died and none re
signed." Octogenarians were common 
and nonagenarians were less uncommon 
within its walls than anywhere else. This 
protracted longevity of the members of 
the Athenaeum was brought home to me 
one chilly evening in 1883, when Pollock 
dined with me and when we were joined 
by Palgrave Simpson, the playwright, 
best recalled now by his adaptation of 
the "Scrap of Paper" from Sardou's 
"Pa t t e s de Mouche." After dinner we 
went down to the tiny smoking-room, 
dug out of the bowels of the earth, and 
we took chairs in front of the little fire
place, not noting whether or not there 
were other members in the seats which 
ran along the walls on three sides. Of 
course, we talked about the stage, and 
we came in time to consider the historic 
accuracy of stage-costumes. I ventured 
to express my belief that Talma had been 
the first performer to garb a Roman of 
old in a flowing toga; this had been de
signed for him by David, and it demanded 
that he should don sandals on his other-
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wise bare feet. And I added the anecdote 
of the actress of the Francais, who was 
so shocked by this departure from the 
traditional costume long familiar to her 
in the theatre that she cried out when her 
eyes fell on the actor's naked foot—"Fie, 
Talma, you look like an antique statue !" 

Then most unexpectedly a voice from 
an unseen man behind us broke in: " T h a t 
may be all very well. But the last time I 
saw Talma he played Hamlet in Hessian 
boots!" 

Now, Talma had died in 1826; and 
here was an Englishman telling us in 
1883 that he had seen the French actor 
more than once. Who was this belated 
survivor? Who could he have been? 
Neither Pollock nor Simpson recognized 
the voice; and we did not deem it polite 
to demand his name. In this second dec
ade of the twentieth century the fact 
that I have been in the same room with 
some one recalling that he had seen an 
actor who died in the third decade of the 
nineteenth century, seems to link me 
more closely with the distant past. I t was 
an experience highly characteristic of the 
Athenaeum. And I may comment here, 
more than thirty years after this experi
ence, that I think the memory of the 
owner of this unknown voice had be
trayed him, and that it was not in Ham
let, but in the now forgotten "Stranger" 
that Talma wore Hessian boots. 

On a hot evening in July, 1884, I 
dropped into the Athenaeum to dine. I t 
was getting late in the season, and the 
long dining-room was almost deserted, 
there being in it only two men at opposite 
ends of the hall. After I had given my 
order, one of these started to go out; it 
was Palgrave Simpson; he came over to 
me for a few words, and then went to 
the other solitary diner. In a moment he 
returned and said to me: " T h a t is Lord 
Houghton over there. He is all alone this 
evening; and when I told him that you 
were an American he wanted to know 
whether you would not like to take your 
dinner at his tab le?" Of course, I ac
cepted with alacrity. Simpson took me 
over to Lord Houghton, introduced me 
and left us. I knew Lord Houghton as 
the biographer of Keats, as the ardent 
advocate of a more adequate copyright 
protection for authors, and as the stanch 

friend of the Union during the Civil War. 
I had seen him when he came to America 
in 1875, and I had been introduced to 
him by Locker the summer before in the 
Travellers Club, a fact which I did not 
expect him to recall. He was then just 
seventy-five, but his vivacity was un-
dimmed by years; and his friendliness of 
welcome to a young stranger from beyond 
the seas was undisguised. 

I asked him if he ever intended to cross 
the Atlantic to see us once more; and he 
answered that his friends told him his 
best poem was "Never Again." He in
formed me that he had been one of the 
five members of the House of Commons 
who stood up for the North during the 
Civil War, two of the others being John 
Bright and Forster; and that he had al
ways advocated cultivating the friend
ship of the United States. Then, perhaps 
in humorous explanation of his desire for 
amity between his country and mine, he 
drew attention to his own resemblance 
to the portraits of George Washington— 
certainly striking so far as the upper half 
of the head was concerned. He declared 
that Americans were then so popular in 
London society that Henry James had 
expressed dread of a reaction which might 
bring about a Yankee-Hetze in England 
as fierce as the Juden-Hetze in Germany. 
He relished the writings of certain Amer
ican authors, Cable's "Old Creole Days" 
in particular and Mrs. Burnett 's "Loui
siana." He said that Tennyson had com
mended to him Mrs. Burnett 's short sto
ry "Surly Tim," and that Hallam Ten
nyson offered to read it aloud to them, 
with the warning that his father would 
surely break down at one part. And at 
the pathetic point in the little tale Tenny
son did break down, the tears rolling from 
his eyes. 

In the course of our two hours' talk I 
chanced to mention that Charley Brook-
field was persuading his mother to pub
lish the letters that Thackeray had writ
ten to her and to his father. Lord Hough
ton said that he had always understood 
that Mrs. Brookfield was the original of 
the heroine of "Henry Esmond," an un
derstanding confirmed when Thackeray's 
letters to her were printed three years 
later. He informed me that the Brook-
fields were among Thackeray's oldest and 
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most intimate friends and that at one 
time Brookfield had been very jealous of 
Thackeray. " B u t don't say I told you 
so ! " he added suddenly; and I should 
not venture to set this down here if the 
facts had not been made plain by the 
letters to the Brookfields, which were sup
pressed by Lowell only to become public 
property when the second half of the cor
respondence was scattered abroad after 
Major Lambert's death. 

V 

IN those successive summers in Lon
don I went far more often to the Savile 
than to the Athenaeum; and among those 
whom I came to know at the younger 
club was William Ernest Henley. Al
ready in 1878 Austin Dobson had told me 
of the ballads and other French forms 
which Henley was writing in a weekly 
called London, then edited by him. Dob-
son also informed me that London was 
printing a series of strange tales, called 
the "New Arabian Nights," written by a 
very clever young Scotchman, Robert 
Louis Stevenson. I looked up the pub
lication offices of London in some squalid 
side street, and I secured a lot of the 
back numbers, in which I read Steven
son's fiction and Henley's rhymes, not 
being greatly taken with the latter, which 
seemed to me then—and now also—to 
lack the brightness and lightness, the un
premeditated ease, and the certainty of 
stroke which had charmed me in Dobson's 
ballads and villanelles. I t is not in famil
iar verse that Henley was to make his 
mark as a poet—in so far as he did make 
his mark—but in the sledge-hammer as-
sertiveness of his intensely characteristic 

" I am the master of my fate, 
I am the captain of my soul." 

In the early eighties I saw a good deal 
of Henley. I attended the solitary mati
nee at the Prince of Wales Theatre on 
July 2, 1884, when "Deacon Brodie" was 
first tested in the fire of the footlights. I 
contributed myself (and I also procured 
other American contributions) to the 
Magazine of Art, which Henley was then 
editing; and I suggested to the editors 
of the Critic that Henley might be en
listed as their London correspondent. 

While this engagement was pending he 
wrote me: " I think I can manage the 
work—provided always that I 'm not 
asked to praise Gladstone and that I can 
say pretty much (within limits) what I 
please. I 'd rather like to try my hand at 
it anyhow." He had the chance to try 
his hand at it and he was not asked to 
praise Gladstone; but his connection 
with the Critic was finally terminated 
mainly because Henley in the fury of 
his Tory partisanship could not refrain 
from filling his letters with bitter abuse 
of Gladstone, abuse wholly out of place 
in the columns of an American periodical 
devoted to gentler arts than politics. 

This exuberance of animosity was just 
like Henley. He had no assured income; 
he did not form new connections easi
ly; he needed the money from this corre
spondence; but he could not refrain from 
freeing his soul in print, regardless of the 
editors who were employing him. He 
was radically uncompromising; and when 
Sidney Colvin got him the editorship of 
the Magazine of Art it was with the ut
most difficulty that he was made to re
frain from uttering in every issue his con
tempt for the craftsmanship of Gustave 
Dore, that prolific improvisor in black 
and white, whose books were being 
pushed by the owners of the review in 
which Henley was urgent to abuse them. 

Henley was handicapped by physical 
disability; his mind was sturdier than 
his body. I t was his misfortune also that 
in the land of his birth society is stratified, 
like a chocolate layer-cake, and that the 
man who is forceful enough to push him
self up into a level above that in which 
he was born is likely to be made acutely 
conscious of his struggle in the ascent. 
Henley started on the lower rounds of the 
social ladder; he was self-educated, with 
yawning gaps in his equipment for criti
cism, and yet with superb self-confidence 
in the validity of his own insight. 

The surprising attack that Henley 
made upon the memory of Stevenson 
was exactly what might have been ex
pected by any one who knew Henley's 
fundamental honesty and his uneasy self-
assertion. I doubt if Henley's article 
would have pained Stevenson as much as 
it did his admirers. After all, Stevenson 
was not a bad judge of character; and I 
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think that even if he would deplore Hen
ley's attitude, he would understand it. 

While I saw a good deal of Henley in 
those summers in the eighties I saw 
Stevenson only once, although we had 
exchanged messages through Henley. I 
knew that his health was frail and un
certain and that he rarely revisited the 
club; and I doubted whether I might ever 
stand face to face with him. Then on the 
afternoon of August 3, 1886, he dropped 
into the Savile quite unexpectedly. For 
most of the two hours that he stayed, 
the talk was general and I can recapture 
few fragments of it. As the afternoon 
wore on, the others dropped out until 
Stevenson and I were left alone in the 
smoking-room. What I remember most 
vividly was the high appreciation of 
"Huckleberry Finn" that he expressed, 
calling it a far finer book artistically than 
"Tom Sawyer," partly because it was 
a richer book morally; and he wound up 
by declaring it to be the most important 
addition to the fiction of our language 
that had been made for ten years. 

Another book that we discussed he did 
not hold to be so important; this was my 
own "Last Meeting," a brief novel which 
ought to have been a long short-story. 
It had at the core of it a romantic idea 
which I still think to have enticing pos
sibilities for a more romantic writer than 
myself—the idea that the villain, after 
having shanghaied the hero for a long 
voyage on a sailing ship, would journey 
to its next port, so that he might repeat 
his marine kidnapping. I had sent the 
book to Henley with a request that he 
might pass it on to Stevenson; and all 
the news I had had of it was contained in 
a single sentence of one of Henley's letters 
to me: " R , L. S. says he wishes he'd 

found the shanghaing himself." And 
when Stevenson and I were abandoned 
by the others he expressed at once his 
interest in my idea as it was expounded 
toward the end of the tale. " I t is a fine 
idea for a story," he dec la red ; "bu t 
when you had found that, you ought to 
have thrown away all the earlier part of 
the story and have written straight up 
to the effect which alone made it worth 
while." 

I knew that his words were golden; but 
honesty compelled me to confess that I 
had started with the fine idea and that 
if I had failed to lead up to it adequate
ly, it was because I had mischosen my 
method. As a dramatist by inclination, 
I could never begin any narrative un
less I knew exactly how it was going to 
turn out and unless I foresaw its devious 
windings. Stevenson's sole response was 
to say that it was a pity I had maltreated 
an effect worthy of a more appropriate 
handling. My blunder was in putting so 
purely romantic a motive in a more or 
less realistic setting of literary life in New 
York with its atmosphere of superabun
dant small-talk. Henley had written to 
me that the book "is dreadfully like your 
talk. Not that I don't like your talk; 
you know very well that I do. But talk 
is talk, and writing's writing, and both 
are best in their proper places";—and 
this has always seemed to me one of the 
shrewdest and soundest of Henley's crit
icisms. He went on, with equal wit and 
wisdom, to object to the "crackle of 
cleverness" in the conversation of my 
characters, which affected him "like the 
noise of an electric spark. I get tired of 
you and them, as I do of a high-tuned 
lunch at the Savile. I long for a few 
flashes of stupidity." 
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DAVID P R I N D L E gathered 
up his change and his 
m o n t h l y c o m m u t a t i o n 
ticket and, th rough the 
grated window, smiled at 
the station agent. David 

said: "A fine morning for the 1st of De
cember," but the thought in his mind 
was: " I have now in my pocket two dol
lars, and this added to the seventy dollars 
I have in bank will not pay the monthly 
bills, and I wonder which of the monthly 
bills I can best leave unpaid." 

For five years now, on the first day of 
every month, Prindle had been facing the 
same question, whether it was better to 
rob Peter and pay Paul or pay Peter and 
let Paul wait. Every morning as he sat 
with his fellow commuters and smoked 
his pipe and tried to read his newspaper 
his thoughts were seldom far afield from 
the question of the high cost of living. 
The same thoughts usually filled his mind 
on the return trip, but no sooner had 
he left the stuffy, smoke-ridden car than 
such gloomy reveries took instant flight. 
His head held high, his shoulders thrown 
back, with long, swinging strides he swung 
along the broad country road that led to 
his home. And such a home ! The very 
first glimpse that he caught of the white 
clapboard farmhouse never failed to 
cause the same old thrill. Evil reflections 
concerning unpaid bills, the long, dull 
routine of the day's work, the years of in
cessant struggle were forgotten, and the 
only thoughts that filled his tired, over
worked brain were of the little house 
hidden among the trees and the figure of 
the girl sure to be waiting for him before 
the open door. That was about all there 
was in David's life—this one girl and the 
open door. And so intertwined were they 
in his heart and in his mind that they 
seemed like two happy dreams constantly 
fading one into another, both very dis
tinct and quite inseparable. For it was 
in this same farmhouse that David and 

his beloved Angela had begun their mar
ried life. I t was the only home they 
had ever known together, and (with the 
exception of a new roof and an addition 
which was to contain an oak-panelled 
library and a pink-and-gold bedroom for 
Angela) it was the only home they ever 
wanted to know. 

For one year David had paid a modest 
rental, but a t the end of that time, so satis
fied were he and Angela that it was the 
best home in the world, they decided to 
try to buy the place outright. Therefore, 
having carefully counted their capital and 
such prospects as the future might have 
in store for them, they called on the 
agent of the property and briefly told him 
of their heart's desire. The agent ad
mitted that the owner had no possible use 
for the house himself and would no doubt 
be glad to part with it on easy terms. 
These surmises proved correct, and in a 
week's time David and Angela once more 
met at the agent's office to sign the all-
important papers. 

The agent sat behind his flat desk, 
smiled a little mysteriously, and with one 
finger tapped the long, red-sealed deeds 
that lay before him. 

"Mr . Dolliver, whom I represent," he 
began, "is willing to accede to the terms 
that you suggest. My client, however 
reluctantly, must insist on one condition 
which it is quite possible may deter you 
from buying the property." 

David and Angela exchanged swift, 
unhappy glances, and then David nodded 
for the lawyer to continue. 

"The original owner of the house, one 
Abraham Enright, decreed in his will 
that so long as the house lasted the eldest 
male member of the family of Enright 
should always have the privilege of oc
cupying a certain room for so long a 
period as he saw fit. That was a long 
time ago—at least three generations—and 
although the property has changed hands 
several times that same clause has al-
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ways appeared in the deed. The eldest 
living descendant of Abraham Enright, if 
there is one, still has the right to occupy 
that room. I believe it is the one at the 
northern end of the house on the second 
floor." 

"Then, as I understand it ," said David, 
"although we own the house we are liable 
at any time to have a stranger wander in 
and settle down in our only spare room, 
and perhaps stay there until he dies?" 

"Exactly," said the agent. "Bu t I 
think it is only fair to say that since the 
condition was first made no one, so far as 
is known, has ever taken advantage of 
the privilege." 

For a few tense moments David al
ternately turned his glance from the keen, 
smiling eyes of the lawyer to the deeds, 
and then back to the lawyer. 

" D o you not think," he suggested, "if 
I saw your client and explained how " 

"No t a chance in the world," the law
yer interrupted. " T o be quite frank 
with you, I don't believe he cares very 
much whether he sells the property or 
not. Personally, and I speak from a long 
experience, I consider the terms, in spite 
of this unusual condition, very favorable 
to you." 

David glanced at Angela and saw tears 
slowly ebbing into the eyes that he loved 
the best in all the world. Without an
other word he reached for the deeds and 
quickly seized the pen the lawyer prof
fered him. Even with less hesitation 
Angela affixed her signature, and the lit
tle farmhouse, with the exception of its 
one absurd and annoying condition, was 
their very own. 

When David and Angela had once 
more returned home they spent the eve
ning in speculating on the probable per
sonality, condition of life, and habits of 
the stranger who at any moment might 
demand a place in their household. The 
name of the creator of the unhappy con
dition was as unknown to them as was 
that of the present head of the house of 
Enright. They speculated about him that 
particular night and for the next five 
years, with occasional brief lapses, they 
continued to speculate about him. The 
oldest living inhabitant of the neighbor
hood could not remember an Abraham 
Enright and where he had gone and who 

were his heirs no one knew. But to David 
and Angela the present heir was a very 
real person and a distinct menace to their 
lives. During the five years of specula
tion their composite guesses had assumed 
the form and character of a real individu
al. According to this gradually conceived 
idea the mysterious stranger who was 
legally entitled to upset their lives was a 
rather elderly person with few humane or 
kindly instincts. Also, although David 
and Angela always referred to him as 
" the family skeleton," he was very short 
and stout, had a stubbly, iron-gray beard 
and a most ungovernable temper. This 
in their hours of depression was the ogre 
they always saw. They pictured the 
roly-poly form stumping up the road; 
they saw him standing in the doorway 
gruffly demanding entrance; and they saw 
him in their one spare bedroom—irri
table, gouty, and, with his meagre, un
couth belongings, settled there for life. 
I t was for the latter reason, perhaps, that 
of all the little home the spare room alone 
failed to grow in beauty and comfort. A 
typical farmhouse bedroom, cold, gray, 
and cheerless they had found it, and 
cold, gray, and cheerless Angela and 
David let it remain. I t was as if they had 
prepared a vault to receive the remains 
of all their happiest and most cherished 
hopes. 

However, apart from the always ex
pected visit from the unwelcome guest, 
Angela and David had known five years 
of well-nigh perfect content. I t is true 
that to keep the place in proper repair, 
to add to its simple comforts, to make 
Angela's flower-garden worthy of its love
ly mistress had been no easy task, 
and had been accomplished not without 
many unmentioned deeds of sacrifice and 
privation. For ten years David had 
worked hard and faithfully for the com
pany with whom he had found his first 
employment, but, fortunately or unfor
tunately, David had been born with a 
nature which contained sweetness and 
kindliness out of all proportion to aggres
siveness or business acumen. Therefore, 
as is the usual fate of such personalities, 
he had become but a human cog in a great 
human wheel that with each revolution 
ground out many dollars for its owners. 
For ten years David had served his mas-
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ters well and just as far as he was al
lowed to serve them, and, then, when he 
had reached the office on the morning of 
that first day of December, he found the 
place filled with whispered rumors that 
chilled the hearts of the human cogs. 
Big Business had laid its steel hand on the 
wheel of human cogs and hereafter it was 
to play but a minor part in a really great 
machine. David and all the other human 
cogs knew that Big Business brought with 
it sons and nephews and cousins, all of 
whom must have jobs, and, late that same 
afternoon, the fears of David at least 
proved correct. 

With a heavy heart he alighted from 
the train and with feet of lead he started 
to plod wearily over the brittle, frozen 
roads to his home. After ten long years ! 
But the thought that was uppermost in 
David's mind was not one of reproach 
against the company but against himself. 
Human cogs of ten years' standing could 
not easily find new positions, and David 
knew this as well as he knew that with 
all the needs of his home pressing upon 
him he had been unable to lay by. Dur
ing the period of their married life David 
had held no secret from his wife, and now, 
more than ever before, he needed the help 
of her love and of her fine, young courage. 
They sat down before the wood fire in the 
little sitting-room, and with no word of 
bitterness David told the tragedy that 
had come into their lives. After he had 
finished the two lovers sat in silence. 
Gazing into the crackling fire, her chin 
resting in the palm of one hand, Angela 
stretched out her other hand until it 
lay in that of her husband. For a few 
moments they remained thus, and then, 
suddenly, they were aroused from their 
unhappy reveries by the incessant tooting 
of an automobile horn, evidently clam
oring for admission at their garden gate. 

"Delmonico's," said Johnny Enright 
to his chauffeur, and, with a dolorous 
sign of discontent, fell back into the deep-
cushioned seat of his limousine. To be 
whisked away in such a gorgeous, pur
ple-lined chariot to a banquet at Del
monico's might have brought a smile of 
anticipatory pleasure to some young men, 
but not to Johnny Enright. Had it been 
a dinner with a few congenial friends, that 

would have been a very different matter, 
but of all the chores that his business life 
very occasionally forced upon him, the 
annual banquet given to the big men in 
his employ bored him the most. He hated 
the dinner with its innumerable courses, 
he hated the ostentatious souvenirs, the 
long-winded speeches, and, most of all, he 
hated the speech that he himself had to 
make. Had it not been for the latter he 
could at least have partially forgotten 
his dislike of the occasion by indulging 
in large libations of champagne. But as 
vice-president and the practical owner of 
the Universal Milk Company it was neces
sary for him to appear at his very best 
when the time came for him to address the 
officers and the district managers of that 
eminently successful concern. 

The banquet itself proved to be very 
much like every other banquet, whether 
the price is five dollars a plate or five 
times that amount. The dinner proper 
once over, the old gentlemen at the speak
ers' table, one by one, arose and gravely 
threw verbal bouquets at every one pres
ent, including themselves. Johnny sat 
between two of these elderly, bearded per
sons and dreamily wondered whether he 
would spend the next day in town or go 
to Rye to play golf. And then he was 
suddenly aroused from his revery by a 
sudden break in the oratory which at 
least to Enright seemed to have been 
rumbling on for hours. A little way down 
the table a young man with a Henry Clay 
face and a rarely sympathetic voice was 
telling his elders something of the worth 
of Abraham Enright, whose sagacity and 
high principles had brought the Uni
versal Milk Company into being and to 
whom every man present owed a debt of 
gratitude that none could ever hope to 
pay. From Abraham Enright the young 
and convincing orator passed to his son, 
John Enr igh t , and , having proper ly 
crowned him with laurel, proceeded to 
decorate the present head of the house in 
a similar manner. With a flushed face 
and downcast eyes Johnny heard himself 
credited with a list of virtues to not one 
of which could he possibly lay claim. A 
few minutes later, confused and still 
blushing, Johnny himself arose and 
heartily thanked the young man for 
mentioning all the things that he should 
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be and wasn't, but promised faithfully 
that the hint should not go unheeded. 
To his great relief the banquet came to 
a fairly early end, the mass of black 
coats and white shirt-fronts at last arose, 
disintegrated, and finally disappeared. 
With a huge sigh Johnny hustled into a 
fur coat, and, with all possible despatch, 
started for the nearest cabaret. 

I t was early afternoon on the following 
day when Enright awoke from a heavy 
sleep and rang for his servant. The 
strain of remaining respectable during the 
long banquet had been too much for him, 
and to make up for it he had one-stepped 
and fox-trotted and supped at the cab
aret until the new day was well on its 
way. His first half-crystallized thought 
was of the beautiful young butterfly with 
whom he had danced away the early 
morning hours, and then his mind sud
denly reverted to the boy orator with the 
Henry Clay face who had so glowingly 
described the great and good work of the 
three generations of Enrights. Perhaps 
the youthful district manager had said 
what he said because he believed it, or 
perhaps he thought that it would help 
him with the officers of the company and 
bring him instant preferment, but, what
ever his intention, there could be no doubt 
that his words had sunk deep into the 
guilty, joyous soul of Johnny Enright. 

For some time Enright lay gazing up 
at the ceiling, listening to his servant mov
ing stealthily about the room, and then 
he cast a guilty glance at the clock. To 
his further chagrin he found that it was 
nearly half past three. Of course, it was 
too late for golf, and, as he had no dinner 
engagement, a long, dull afternoon and 
night in town faced him ominously. He 
was thoroughly discouraged at the out
look and he was more discouraged about 
himself. The words of the district man
ager orator returned to taunt him and 
upbraid him for not having lived the fine, 
useful life that his father and grandfather 
had lived instead of that of the pampered 
son of a multi-millionaire—a waster. 
And then, as he still lay gazing up at the 
ceiling, but now quite wide-awake, there 
came to his mind a talk he had had with 
his father just before the old man had 
died. The conversation that he now re
called so vividly seemed to fit in most 

curiously with the dis t r ic t manager ' s 
speech as well as his gloomy views con
cerning his own present worthless exist
ence. 

They had been sitting together in his 
father's study and the gist of the old 
man's words was this: 

"To-day, my son, I have made you my 
sole heir, but, for certain reasons, there is 
one bequest I did not mention in my will. 
Your grandfather began life as a plain 
farmer. He was born and brought up on 
a little place that was known as The 
Oaks, near a town called Millbrook, in 
Jersey. As a boy he worked on the farm, 
and among his other chores he drove the 
cows to and from the pasture and milked 
them. Long before he died he estab
lished one of the biggest milk concerns 
this or any other country has ever known. 
When he was successful he moved to New-
York, but in a way he held on to the farm 
at Millbrook. He practically gave the 
place over to an old farmer and his wife, 
but he always retained the privilege of 
spending a night there whenever he saw 
fit. And, in spite of his town house and 
the big place he built afterward at El-
beron, he frequently availed himself of 
the privilege. He contended that one 
night at the old farm not only did his 
nerves a world of good but kept his rela
tive values straight. If the money came 
in a Little too fast he would run down and 
have a look at the old cow pasture and the 
barnyard where he worked as a bare
footed boy. And when he felt that his 
power was getting the better of his heart 
and his common sense he would spend a 
night in his old whitewashed room at the 
farm, sleep on a corn-husk mattress, and 
go back to town chastened and ready to 
help others who hadn' t had his luck or 
his talent for success. When your grand
father died he left the old place to the 
farmer who had looked after it for him, 
but it was stipulated in the deed that the 
eldest male member of his family should 
always have the right to occupy his bed
room." 

"And did you ever take advantage of 
the privilege?" Johnny asked. 

" N o t exactly," said Johnny's father. 
"The place had changed hands before I 
grew old enough and wise enough to feel 
the need of it. But several times I ran 
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down there and looked at the farm where 
father had made his start, and I must say 
it always helped me over some hard place. 
Do as you feel best about it, my boy, but 
the privilege of spending a night, or as 
many nights as you choose, in the old 
house is yours, and I'm pretty sure that 
some of these days it might do you good 
to take advantage of it." 

For the first time Johnny was old 
enough and wise enough to understand 
what his father's words had meant and 
his mind was already made up. Jumping 
out of bed, he ordered his chauffeur to re
port at once with his touring-car, told his 
servant to pack his bag for one night, and 
then proceeded to complete his hasty 
toilet. Half an hour later he was in his 
big gray touring-car, alone, and driving it 
toward the Fort Lee ferry as fast as the 
speed laws would permit. I t was a fine, 
crisp December day, and the clear, sharp 
air of the North River made his blood 
tingle and drove away every vestige of 
the unhappy effects of the last long, hard 
night. The farther he went, the more 
times he lost his way, the more broadly 
did Johnny Enright smile at his adven
ture. I t was already dark; he was soon 
to knock at the door of a house he had 
never seen and demand a night's lodging 
of people even of whose names he was ig
norant. His mind, now alert and keen, 
fairly thrilled at the idea, and he compared 
himself to the imaginative heroes of the 
"Arabian Nights." The latter thought 
it was, no doubt, that made him decide 
to emulate the adventurers of the fiction 
of the Far East and present himself to his 
unknown hosts under an assumed name. 
Then, later, when they had rudely refused 
him admission, he would dramatically de
clare his true identity. Who, indeed, 
should say now that Johnny Enright was 
without imagination or that there was no 
longer the spirit of adventure throughout 
the land! 

Thus it was, when David left Angela by 
the fire and went out to his front gate, the 
young man in the gray car introduced 
himself as Mr. Brown-Jones. The stran
ger also admitted that he had lost his 
way and was thoroughly chilled after his 
long ride. Ten minutes later Mr. Brown-
Jones was before the Pr indle fireplace 
and, with its help and that of a hot whis

key toddy that Angela had brewed for 
him, was gradually being thawed into a 
state of genial warmth. When, still later, 
Mr. Brown-Jones suggested that he con
tinue on his way, Angela and David 
only laughed at the idea, and both of 
them insisted on accompanying him to 
the spare bedchamber to be sure that 
everything that could be done was done 
for the unexpected guest. 

"We always have it ready," said David 
as he lighted the candle that stood before 
the sadly tarnished mirror. "We've been 
expecting a guest these five years." 

"A long wait," said Mr. Brown-Jones. 
"You must have been looking forward to 
his coming with much pleasure." 

David looked at Angela and smiled. 
" Hardly that, Mr. Brown-Jones," he said. 
" But it's a long story, and I'll tell you at 
dinner." 

David not only told the story at dinner, 
but he told of all of his and Angela's fears 
as to the coming of this Enright—the ogre 
who might legally settle down on them, 
bag and baggage, for the rest of his days, 
and put an end to all their happiness. 
And then, while Angela talked, David 
wondered, now that he had lost his job, 
if there was to be any more happiness. 
Johnny Enr igh t , alias Brown-Jones, 
smiled pleasantly at Angela as she chatted 
on, but he really heard nothing of what 
she said. For he, too, was wondering— 
wondering that any two people could find 
so much happiness in the world as these 
two babes in the wood on whom, by some 
curious whim of fate, he had so unexpect
edly stumbled. After dinner, indeed un
til far into the night, they sat about the 
fire and, as the hours grew, so grew the 
confidence in each other of these three 
new friends. There was something so 
genial and gay, a certain human warmth 
about Mr. Brown-Jones, that , to Angela 
and David, it seemed to permeate the 
whole room and completely envelop their 
minds and hearts. So intimate became 
the talk that David even confided to the 
stranger the dream of the new wing which 
was to contain the oak-panelled library 
and the pink-and-gold bedroom for An
gela. And then, when it was very late, 
and without knowing exactly why or how, 
David told of the great tragedy that 
had befallen them that very day. But, 
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although the stranger spoke words of 
sympathy, David, and Angela, too, were 
a little hunt to note how lightly he regard
ed the loss of a job. Indeed, in the very 
midst of David's tale of woe Mr. Brown-
Jones clasped his hands over his stomach, 
gazed fixedly at the rafters, and smiled as 
if a new and beautiful idea had just en
tered his good-looking head. 

Angela and David were up and about 
early the next morning, but not so early 
as the stranger, whom they found wan
dering happily about the barnyard. 

"Never have I felt so refreshed," said 
Mr. Brown-Jones. "Tha t room of yours 
is a tonic—almost an inspiration. It has 
given even me a whole lot of ideas." 

I t was at breakfast that Enright dis
closed his identity and told them of the 
ideas. 

"Down at Norfolk," he said, " I 've got 
a houseboat waiting for me. I t ' s a bit 
of a tub but rather comfortable. We'll 
drift down the canals to Florida, and play 
golf at Saint Augustine and roulette at 
Palm Beach. And then, if the notion 
seizes us, we can go to New Orleans for 
the carnival and a dinner at Jules's, or we 
can run over to Havana for some good 
green cigars. What do you say?—I'll 
even promise to have you back in time for 
Angela to do her spring planting. Besides 
that, by then David and I have got to 
begin our real life's work with the Uni
versal Milk Company. The company 
mayn't know that, but we know it." 

At the moment neither Angela nor 
David gave an answer; in fact, they never 

did give an answer in words. David tried 
to say something, but it was a rather 
sorry effort, and Angela, suddenly jump
ing up from the table, ran to her bed
room, from which she later returned with 
a nose much bepowdered. 

True to his word, Enright brought 
them back just as the first crocus in An
gela's garden poked its head into the 
warm spring sunshine. A few months of 
luxurious ease had in no way dimmed 
their love for the little farmhouse. As 
they turned the bend in the road and 
caught the first glimpse of it there was 
still the same thrill. The same old home 
—and yet, as they drew nearer, they 
found it was not quite the same. Evi
dently the fairies had been at work over
night, for there it was—the new wing. 
On close inspection they found the oak-
panelled library, just as it had appeared 
in David's dreams, and a pink-and-gold 
bedroom—almost as exquisite in its love
liness as the loveliness of Angela herself. 
Everywhere, as they ran through the 
house like two laughing children, they 
found new treasures—treasures devised 
and created by the clever architect and 
the cleverer lady decorator, both of whom 
served under the golden wand of Johnny 
Enright. Everywhere they found some
thing new to admire and to wonder at— 
everywhere except in one room, which 
they found just as they had left it. The 
golden wand of Johnny Enright had 
spared that one room. There it was, cold, 
gray, uncompromising—a hard-bound 
legacy, a reminder of other, simpler days. 

TO A DESERTED GARDEN 

By E v e l y n H a r d y 

T H Y silent places birds do love; 
The robin, wren, the thrush, and dove 
All know thy cosey sheltered nooks, 
Thy bending trees, thy trickling brooks. 

No human gardener cares for thee 
Like bird, like beast, like buzzing bee. 
'Tis Nature tends to all thy wants, 
She knows thy ways, thy secret haunts. 

'Tis tonic to the tired mind 
To walk within thee, and to find 
A glimpse of Heaven there concealed 
Which is not found in road or field. 



LOOKING YOUTH IN T H E FACE 

By Pearce Bailey, M.D. 
ACCORDING to the Ger

man recruiting figures for 
1910, only fifty-three per 
cent of their men of mili
tary age are fit for first-
class service. The re is, 

perhaps, similarity enough between the 
requirements of military service and those 
of the fierce industrial competition of civil 
life, and between us and the Germans, to 
sanction the guess, in the absence of sta
tistics which might prove it wrong, that 
there is no great dissimilarity between 
the conditions as to the fitness of adoles
cents in this country and in Germany. If 
sticking at a useful thing, and excelling 
in it, and enjoying the process is an index 
of first-class ability, and if the reverse 
stamps ability as not first-class, we have 
proof and to spare that large numbers of 
our young men—and young women, too, 
whom military figures do not as yet in
clude—are not fit for first-class jobs. 

In that they recognize a relative in
feriority at the outset, the Germans gain 
the opportunity of bringing capacity up 
to standard, or of allowing for deficiences. 
We make no such humiliating admissions, 
except in the case of the distinctly feeble
minded, whom the graded classes in the 
public schools partially provide for. We 
seem to cherish the agreeable hypothesis 
that all our boys and girls grow up equal, 
that all are first-class, and all alike fitted 
for the intense and varied requirements 
of modern life. On this hypothesis we 
plan complacently our educational and 
training systems. The disparity between 
what we wish for and what we get comes 
out soon enough, but not until the results 
are past remedying or, if remediable, have 
already involved great economic loss. 

The proof of the error in our original hy
pothesis is furnished by the large numbers 
of persons who fail hopelessly, by those 
who waste time and money in changing 
occupations before they find one suited to 
them, by those who never find occupa
tions in which they do well enough to be 
entirely independent. In the State of 
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New York, with a population of nine and 
one-half millions, there are nearly three 
hundred thousand persons who are regis
tered every year as unable to take care of 
themselves, either by reason of physical 
disability, mental defects, or criminality. 
For every one whose inefficiency leaves 
him stranded on State or private charity, 
there are doubtless three or four who, 
though practically of no constructive use, 
have escaped registration. I t would, per
haps, not be far out of the way to assume 
that ten per cent of the adult male popu
lation of this State are, for some reason or 
other, and for shorter or longer periods, 
in a position of approximate if not abso
lute economic dependence. 

The percentage of failures in our col
leges is extravagantly large. I t is least 
where the requirements for entrance are 
high. Seventeen per cent of one class was 
dropped from the academic department of 
an Eastern university well known for its 
rigid entrance examinations. In one of 
the best American schools of technology, 
not more than forty out of every hundred 
men entering receive diplomas at the end 
of four years. A recent review of ten con
secutive classes in fourteen American col
leges showed as an average result that 
from twenty per cent to twenty-two per 
cent of freshmen do not become sopho
mores and that from sixteen per cent to 
eighteen per cent of sophomores do not 
become juniors. 

But in addition to this it is no secret 
that many of the young men who flock to 
our colleges, even if they do not fail in 
their studies, find out there that they are 
not fitted for the variety of education with 
which it was proposed to equip them. 
Doctor Stewart Paton offered, a t one 
time, to examine and talk with Princeton 
students who were not doing well in col
lege or who felt, for some reason or other, 
that they ought not to be there. He was 
so quickly overrun with consultations 
that he had no time left to do anything 
else, and was obliged to abandon his phil
anthropic plan. Life in college is life in 
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miniature, and it is easy to believe that 
many of the failures which harass all vo
cations result from the worker being un
equal to, or unfitted for, the profession or 
trade he chanced to choose. If only he 
could have found this out early enough, 
and have made a wiser choice, he might 
have saved his backers much besides anx
iety, to say nothing of his own personal 
happiness. 

The economic significance of this ques
tion is immediately apparent. The boy 
who goes to college and has to leave it, 
either for lack of interest or because he 
finds something that suits him better, 
pays more than any experiment ought to 
cost; the young man backed into some 
industrial venture at which he fails, has 
not only sacrificed the capital he rep
resents, but has also impaired his chances 
of succeeding at something else. But in 
these, as in less ambitious apprenticeships, 
it is perhaps wiser in the end to admit un
fitness and take the loss, than to keep on 
at a venture which is bound to be unsuc
cessful. Even if a man is not so unfaith
ful to his job that it will have none of 
him, even if failure is not absolute, by 
keeping on without hope of real success 
or harmony with his work he misses the 
elation that comes from adapted labor, 
and is assailed every day of his life by 
two persistent enemies of efficiency—dis
couragement and discontent. And this, 
too, is of economic importance, though 
viewed psychologically. For whoever is 
nailed to a career at which he never can 
excel lives under the cloud of his own 
inadequacy. Realizing that he has not 
obtained the respect for himself and from 
others necessary for his happiness and 
productiveness, and believing that he 
might have had better things under differ
ent conditions, he nourishes always a sul
len resentment against the world. 

We hear so much nowadays about al
cohol and kindred social dangers that we 
are apt to forget that evil in some form 
is here to stay, in defiance of all crusades, 
and that a real emancipation from evil im
plies more than attempts to eradicate it. 
I t implies also a strength to conquer it, 
whatever form it may take. All indi
viduals must be protected during certain 
periods, and some individuals always; but 
a fundamental purpose in preparing any 

one for life should be to further a devel
opment which eventually will leave him 
so free that he can himself protect himself 
against the perils of his environment. Of 
the various means recommended for ac
complishing this, work that interests and 
keeps a man cheerful is the one that has 
stood the test best. I t arouses the con
sciousness of creativeness and the feelings 
of identity and self-reliance. It is such 
feelings that tap a man's best energies 
and so multiply his powers of resistance 
by ten. Without such feelings, energies 
find other outlets and show themselves as 
discontent and perversity. 

I t is particularly necessary not to forget 
this factor of personal feeling now in our 
day, when industrial organization has al
ready so far invaded the domain of indi
vidual craftsmanship, and to compensate 
for this invasion by efforts undertaken to 
insure the task of each worker being the 
one for which he is best fitted, both men
tally and physically. But this can never 
be done unless at the outset we recognize 
and arrange for the natural inequalities 
of men. 

According to the dictionary, the pur
pose of education is " t o bring out or elicit 
or develop from a condition of latent, 
or rudimentary, or potential existence." 
This definition recognizes the differences 
in individuals which our present modes 
of education recognize most imperfectly. 
By our methods, in the absence of some 
special flaire or aptitude, or of some de
fect which, as the French have it, "jumps 
to the eyes," all individuals of similar 
groups are educated along similar lines. 
We pay little heed to the character and 
distribution of the various individual 
qualities. Yet in some these may be too 
rudimentary to merit development along 
the lines of the group, while the particular 
potentialities of others may promise to 
repay a much higher elaboration than is 
possible in that group. 

Cer ta in inequal i t ies are manifest ly 
within the limits of the average and must 
be treated alike. Certain preferences, 
certain aptitudes, certain associations of 
brilliancy and weakness, overevaluation 
of emotional qualities to a degree to im
pair their practical usefulness, a strong 
mind tenanting a frail body, all of these, 
perhaps, have their best chance of finding 
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balance or adjustment through the ordi
nary school, industrial, or college training. 
Perhaps no more insistent method could 
be devised to assort young men with the 
above characteristics than the one now 
in use. But the other large class, a class 
which physic ians and teachers have 
brought to their attention constantly, and 
which corresponds to the forty-seven per 
cent of the German recruits who are unfit 
for first-class service, contains those who 
cannot make the best of themselves as 
personal units or as citizens, unless special 
efforts are made to adapt their education 
and their life-work to their individual re
quirements. Members of this class de
mand a more detailed attention. 

Perhaps some day it will be possible to 
pick out beforehand the best occupations 
for all young men, whatever their ca
pacity may be at the time of this all-im
portant decision. But at present the ne
cessity of interference for the purpose of 
allotting them is only insisted upon for 
those who are either not first-class or who 
require some special training before they 
can become so. 

In countries which have a military serv
ice, the service itself provides means for 
a selection or sorting out of individuals 
in early life. Physical conditions are as
certained before entering the army, and 
capacities are determined by the way in
dividuals react under the exactions of 
discipline, which are fixed and controlled. 
For months or years such men fulfil the 
conditions of a psychological experiment 
constructed for the purpose of deter
mining capacity in respect to endurance, 
adaptability, respect for authority, self-
control, and power of co-operation. In 
the absence of any such system in the 
United States, the question arises, should 
not some means be devised for obtaining 
the same or, if possible, even better re
sults in civil life than are obtained by 
the tests incidental to military service. 
Would not even a peace-loving country 
be better off in the end if it made some 
effort to determine beforehand the possi
bilities and limitations of the young men 
on whose shoulders will so soon rest its 
political and social welfare? 

The practical and immediate advan
tages to individuals and to industry of 
such a determination, as far as physical 

health is concerned, every one concedes. 
Such examinations ensure the recognition 
of and provision for tendencies which may 
become disabling if let go on unattended 
to. 

For instance, boys with deficient chest 
expansion should not engage in occupa
tions where there is much dust. Un
less this defect can be remedied during 
the educating period, they should choose 
occupations which would develop their 
lungs. The adolescent with a strong fam
ily history of diabetes, and with a ten
dency to this disease himself, which may 
be determined experimentally, should not 
only observe certain precautions as to 
diet, but should choose a life which is 
as calm and equable as possible. The 
boy with a high degree of hypermetropia 
should not select an occupation which will 
always require accuracy and flexibility of 
vision, because after forty, with the loss 
of power of accommodation incidental to 
advancing years, his vision will decline. 
A hypermetropic surgeon is apt to be
come a menace to his clients when he gets 
to be forty-five. 

The value of examinations of psycho
logical characteristics meets with no such 
indorsement as does estimation of phys
ical fitness. Character and personality 
are regarded as too complicated to be 
analyzed. People generally refuse to be
lieve that psychology has reached a point 
where it can identify certain trends, cor
rect many defects, and indicate the con
ditions under which character has its 
best chance of practical development. 
They fail to realize that the teachings of 
two closely allied sciences have, in recent 
years, amplified psychology and made it a 
trustworthy method for the understand
ing or s o l u t i o n of h u m a n problems. 
Comparative psychology has taught the 
enormous influence which racial history 
exercises upon our behavior, and abnor
mal psychology has furnished opportuni
ties to study b a s i c traits of character 
which in the abnormal are drawn with 
such rough lines. 

Psychological methods can now, for 
example, indicate defects with great ac
curacy. They can show the difference be
tween originality and a superficial bright
ness largely the result of imitation. They 
may ferret out aptitudes which had been 
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dormant and not recognized, the recogni
tion and cultivation of which may prove 
of inestimable value to the individual. 
They show very definitely tendencies 
which may lead to the formation of en
slaving habits. All habits have a similar 
origin, the result of certain struggles of 
the individual with himself. The forma
tion of the particular habit is determined 
by the personal and social conditions 
which exist at the time it is begun. When 
the habit is once formed, or even when 
the tendency to habit formation is pro
nounced without the actual formation of 
it, the type of the personality is usually 
recognizable by one skilled in such mat
ters. Finally, the byways of habits are so 
characteristic that it is frequently possible 
to recognize the particular habit that an 
individual is addicted to, even in the ab
sence of any facts on this specific point. 
For example, any one accustomed to deal
ing with drug habitues can make a fairly 
accurate guess, from behavior alone, as to 
the particular drug by which the addict is 
enslaved. 

Information concerning the will can 
often be determined in a concrete way. 
Leaving entirely out of account the purely 
metaphysical question as to the nature 
of will, clinically it shows itself as per
sistence and determination. Its quality 
and usefulness to the individual is deter
mined not only by its own strength, but 
also by the nature of the object on which 
it expends itself. If the object is imper
fect, the will becomes negative instead 
of positive, so that instead of being con
structive, it becomes a refusal to do this, 
that, or the other thing and is spoken of 
as obstinacy. There is no single test 
which reveals anomalies of volition, for 
the will is a summation of the general 
psychological characteristics of the indi
vidual. But such a summation furnishes 
invaluable information as to the person's 
capacity. 

An especially important field for psy
chological examinations among a highly 
cultured people is an analysis of the way 
ideals are formed. In considering them 
sight must not be lost of the influence of 
example and surroundings. Colonel Hen
derson puts it concretely when he says: 
"If Stonewall Jackson had been a New 
Englander, educated in the belief that se

cession was rebellion, he would assuredly 
have shed the last drop of his blood in de
fense of the Union; if Ulysses Grant had 
been a Virginian, imbibing the doctrines 
of States' rights with his mother's milk, it 
is just as certain that he would have worn 
the Confederate gray." Energies are di
rected on the one hand and held back on 
the other by ideals; and whether an indi
vidual's ideals are suited to his particular 
capacities or to the environment in which 
he moves is an important factor in his per
sonal efficiency. Such ideals are formed 
in the beginning by the imitation of those 
people, especially the father and the 
mother, by whom the child is surrounded 
in early years. Later, these are added to 
by the imitation of admired characters in 
history, in fiction, or in actual life, until 
finally a person's abstract idealistic con
ceptions are an amalgamation of these 
various components. At any point of 
this idealistic evolution, ideals may be
come inconsistent with reality, so that 
many individuals cherish aims which are 
quite at variance with common sense. 
Such views may be corrected or at least 
directed toward a level of greater use
fulness, either by individual explanation 
or by the conditions of life. If no such 
correction takes place, it results that a 
person's ideals may limit his development 
in many lines of perfectly respectable en
deavor, and, consequently, he or she, in 
order to succeed, must either abandon 
certain points of view or else choose some 
vocation with which they are not totally 
incompatible. A man's most cherished 
ideal may really be an ill-conceived notion 
or a prejudice. As such it may hinder his 
best expression for many years. Then in 
the light of a single experience, or as the 
result of the enlargement of all his expe
rience, it suddenly is rolled away, and 
the individual emerges from his sepulchre 
something quite different from what he 
had been before. He always may have 
been remarked as a person of good intel
ligence and fine mind, and people may 
have wondered that he never got any
where, and then suddenly he surprises 
every one by getting somewhere. I t is 
along such lines that are to be explained 
the puzzling cases of people who develop 
late. 

In view of the practical quality of the 
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results of psychological examinations thus 
outlined, it is not unreasonable to suppose 
that much practical knowledge can there
by be gained concerning an individual, 
which may give a clearer conception as 
to his place in the world, and may even 
indicate the conditions which will lead to 
his fullest development. Even if it be 
granted that psychological investigations 
can do nothing for boys who are easily 
recognized as first-class, the second-class 
boys, who after all are nearly one-half 
of the whole, should derive much useful 
benefit from them. The boy who seems to 
have no special qualifications or special 
interests when he reaches the period when 
he should begin to prepare for his life-
work is convicted by his own indifference 
of not being first-class. In the event of 
his parents having no employment or oc
cupation ready at hand, he falls into 
something haphazard. Such a boy un
der present arrangements, may have apti
tudes which could be experimentally de
termined, and which might permit him 
to excel at some particular calling, or he 
may have defects which definitely pro
hibit certain callings. There is another 
class of boys between whom and their 
parents there is disagreement as to what 
they should do. Each is, perhaps, con
trolled by an idealistic preference for some 
occupation, but the ideals do not coin
cide. Psychological examinations might 
determine whether the boy really had 
some leaning to or qualifications for what 
he wanted to do, or whether his ideals on 
the subject were purely imitative without 
solid foundation, and whether he would 
do better at the calling that his father 
wished him to follow. In deciding this 
question, the antipathy which not infre
quently exists, although hotly denied, be
tween parent and child would have to be 
considered. I t has often been found, 
when a parent is determined on some one 
thing, and the son just as obstinately on 
another, that the divergence is not on the 
real issue, but on a personal antagonism 
which neither of the two admits. 

There is another large class of boys and 
young men who are almost certainly pre
destined to get in wrong unless they are 
wisely directed in youth. There is some 
twist in their mental make-up, either con
genital or acquired, which unfits them for 

certain lines of work, and if they follow 
these lines the result is not only economic 
failure, but physical and mental collapse. 
Such young persons are recognizable by a 
variety of signs. In some, at the outset 
there is much mental brilliancy, which de
teriorates under the stress of discipline 
and hard work, and if hard work is per
sisted in they become moody or peculiar 
or even actually insane. The early deter
mination of the temperament which is as
sociated with this variety of personality is 
rarely made by either parents or teachers. 
If it were recognized and social conditions 
shaped to meet it, ultimate results would 
be quite different. The idiosyncrasies of 
this class becomes plain when they begin 
to seem alien to their surroundings or at 
war with them. Even in their school
days, and later in college, such persons 
present a disharmony with their envi
ronment; their development is irregular. 
While brilliant in one or two ways, they 
are stupid or abnormal in the way they 
react toward life. The whole personality 
is uneven and shows lack of dependabil
ity. In the work that they are made to do 
they are unhappy, obstinate, insubordi
nate, and both teachers and parents are 
surprised to discover that punishment 
makes no difference. There is no absolute 
standard by which such individuals may 
be judged as a class. On the contrary, 
each one is different, depending upon he
redity, environment, early education, pas
sionate prejudices acquired through indi
vidual experience, a lack of balance in 
learning, and a discrepancy in moral de
velopment, capacity, and ideals. Each 
requires a different social remedy. They 
are the boys that present the most serious 
problems that parents have to face, such 
as drinking, failure in studies, tendency 
to evil associations, criminal and immoral 
tendencies. The vast majority of these 
are the product of conditions and are not 
incurable delinquents. Could the funda
mental disharmony be recognized early 
enough, and could conditions be changed, 
many of these boys might be saved from 
ultimate collapse and might become use
ful citizens. 

Even if the value of such physical and 
mental examinations as have been out
lined be recognized, doubt may be ex
pressed if it would be practical, or even 
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possible, to have them made in a satis
factory and economical way. The prob
lem would be to secure all the available 
facts about an individual and to amal
gamate them all into a final estimate of 
his particular capacity and promise. I t 
would imply an organization with a large 
corps of examiners, highly competent in 
their various departments, and a control
ling head which could co-ordinate all the 
results into a final estimate of the per
sonality. I t is readily apparent that no 
methods of medical or psychological or
ganizations now in existence are suffi
ciently systematized to accomplish this 
end. 

To meet such a need, Doctor Allan Mc-
Lane Hamilton proposed, twenty years 
ago, the foundation of an institute for the 
determination of individual efficiency. 
The time was not ripe then, apparently, 
but now the times as well as psychology 
have changed, and it would seem that to
day such an organization were a perfectly 
practical enterprise. 

On the physical side, such an institute 
would determine physical defects which 
might otherwise escape recognition, but 
which must be either corrected or allowed 
for if an individual is to have the fullest 
use of his life. Tests in this department 
would refer to all the organs of nutrition 
and of special sense, and would indicate 
any which needed further development 
for a high personal efficiency. 

The mental examination would em
brace the life history of the individual, 
year by year, from infancy up to the pres
ent—heredity, the circumstances of child
hood, family relationships, early compan
ions, mental shocks, habits, all would be 
given their due value in the explanation 
of the formation of the character. These 
would probably refer only to conscious 
life. To go into the unconscious might 
often be desirable, but would probably be 
impracticable for a scheme of this kind. 
The determining psychological factors 
which had been active in the develop
ment of character would be checked up 
by intellectual tests, such as those which 
refer to the capacity for concentration, 
readiness in making new adjustments, 
continuous efforts, ability to comply with 
controlled conditions, purposeful control 
of thinking processes, precision in men

tal operations. No one of these tests is 
reliable if taken by itself, but in con
junction with all the others they are val
uable and suggestive. All the results, 
both physical and mental, together with 
the present conditions as to environment 
and prospects, would be drawn togeth
er into a final opinion. This would point 
out defects, emphasize features which 
needed special development, and would 
indicate those lines of endeavor from 
which the individual as constituted should 
be excluded; they might indicate those 
in which he would have the best chance 
to succeed. 

Thus at first the institute would act as 
a deterrent, for, of the candidates who 
passed as first-class, little effort at the 
outset would be made to influence them 
or their sponsors in the choice of a career. 
I t is quite possible, however, that as the 
institute proceeded, and as it acquired, 
as it would be its intention to do, a knowl
edge of the requirements of different occu
pations and the individual qualities which 
made success in them probable, it might 
eventually be in a position to give advice 
along these lines also. The great advan
tage of the final opinion would be that it 
would be as entirely freed from bias as 
any human opinion can be. I t would not 
be an opinion of one man, but an inevi
table deduction from a concrete mass of 
facts. No mercenary bias could be at
tributed to it, as the institute would un
der no circumstances undertake any treat
ment itself. 

While the recommendations derived 
from these examinations would be im
mediately valuable, the main purpose of 
the enterprise would be very much more 
comprehensive than mere advice to indi
viduals. I t would be to establish prin
ciples as to the variations between indi
viduals and to ascertain the conditions, 
now very imperfectly known, which are 
active in determining the evolution of 
character. The real end sought by the 
institute would be scientific. I t would 
work out in this way. The records of the 
institute's examinations would be fol
lowed up at stated periods of one year, 
or three years, or five years later, and 
then would be found out how individuals 
whose characters had been determined at 
one given time developed and what the 
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conditions had been which had shaped 
their development. 

This plan of acquiring knowledge of 
later results immediately conditions the 
financial organization, for with an un
stable class such as are found in charity 
institutions it would be impossible years 
afterward to keep track of the candidates 
who had been examined. In order to 
realize its main purpose, therefore, the 
institute would be obliged to deal with 
a provident class of which it could later 
get accurate information. By dealing 
with a provident class it would be self-
supporting, for it would be proposed to 
charge such fees for the examinations as 
would not only be sufficient to meet the 
running expenses, but would supply a 
surplus which would be devoted to acquir
ing collateral information and to perfect
ing the records. To this end the insti
tute should be under the management of 
trustees. All the workers of the institute 
should be salaried, and none of them 
would be financially interested in it in 
any other way. The surplus should be 
devoted to the study of trades and pro
fessions, their requirements and rewards; 
to the social influences' that may be 
counted on in different communities, to 
the influences of different forms of edu
cation. The institute would endeavor 
to co-operate with boards of education 
and schools of social science and would 

organize classes for teachers and employ
ers of labor. We believe it would set an 
example of how individual efficiency could 
be determined and improved, and would 
prove the truth of the same in a way to 
be convincing to private individuals, to 
boards of education, and to all who are 
unselfishly interested in the political wel
fare of the country. The number of ex
aminations it could make would not, of 
course, be sufficient to effect any great 
impress upon social conditions, but it 
would point out the principles which as 
yet have not been established, for meth
ods of dealing with individuals in a way 
to prevent their failure. 

In this country public reforms and 
betterments come from the examples and 
demonstrations of individuals. The gov
ernment is more active in prescribing pen
alties for offenses than in initiating pre
ventive remedies for social defects. But 
there is an increasing tendency on the 
part of the government to adopt methods 
which have been proved useful by private 
enterprises. Such an institute would be 
able to demonstrate methods which would 
be useful to the government, and it is by 
such methods alone that individual char
acter is to be raised. And after all the 
raising of the quality of the individual is, 
apparently, the only way possible for a 
democracy to raise the standard of public 
opinion. 

T H E S H E P H E R D BOY 

By Edward J. O'Brien 

I SAW him naked on a hill 
Above a world of gold, 
And coming by, so still, so still, 
The sheep within his fold. 

He strode along that golden air, 
A rosy-bodied fool, 
With wonder-dripping dreams as fair 
As starlight in a pool. 

He sang of old, forgotten springs 
Of worship in the sky, 
And longing passionate with wings, 
And vision that must die. 

His body and his spirit glowed 
For joy that they were one, 
And from his heart the music flowed 
Into the setting sun. 

I hurried as the light grew dim, 
And left him far behind, 
Yet still I heard his joyous hymn 
Come faintly down the wind. 



T H A N K S G I V I N G D A Y 

By Martha Haskell Clark 

T H E little, wistful memories they woke with me to-day 

Amid the pale-lit, primrose dawn that streaked the snow-clouds gray, 

For when the first, wan light appeared upon my chamber wall 

The little, wistful memories they waked me with their call. 

Across my frost-ferned window-pane a hint of wood-smoke sweet, 

Adown the hallways of my heart the tiny, stirring feet 

Of dear and lost Thanksgiving Days, like children's ghosts astray, 

And little, wistful memories that woke with me to-day. 

The little, eager memories they crowded at my board, 
They stilled the kindly stranger-voice that blessed our simple hoard 

With low and half-heard whisperings in tones of other years, 
That thrilled my trembling heartstrings through, and stung my eyes to tears. 

The lighted room grows strangely dim, and through my lashes wet 
I see in all its olden cheer another table set; 
Oh present, dear Thanksgiving joy,' with heartache underscored, 
And little, eager memories that crowd around the board ! 

The little, pleading memories, I heard them where they crept, 

When warm upon the wide-armed hearth the dying fire-glow slept; 

They slipped small fingers into mine, and watched, while dimmed and gray 

There paled the last red embers of each past Thanksgiving Day. 

Oh God, while here for present good I bring Thee grateful praise, 

I thank Thee too for all the joy of old Thanksgiving Days; 

For voices stilled, and faces gone, in living presence kept 

By little, tender memories that sought me where they crept. 
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IT is one of the amusing anomalies of the 
English language that a long-drawn 
legal document is entitled a "brief" 

and that the end of the undergraduate's 
career in college is celebrated by a "com
mencement." It is also an anomaly that at 

this commencement some scholar 
in cap and gown will seize the 
opportunity to congratulate the 

graduates on the completion of their studies 
and to warn them as to the dangers and the 
duties which await them in the world out
side academic walls, while at the same sea
son some newspaper humorist in cap and 
bells will assure these ambitious apprentices 
to life that they are really lamentably ig
norant and that they have everything to 
learn if they are ever to make places for 
themselves in this outside world. 

While it is at commencement in the 
spring that the college students find them
selves targets for advice of all sorts, from all 
sorts and conditions of men, it is at the ac
tual beginning of the academic year, in the 
fall, that the college professors are likely to 
hear themselves discussed and to have the 
disadvantages of their career pointed out to 
them. By some critics they are told that 
they are shamefully underpaid; that they 
are deprived of freedom of speech; that they 
are the hirelings of brutal boards of trustees 
and the serfs of autocratic presidents; and 
that they are poor creatures at best, ac
cepting conditions under which strong men 
would never be willing to work. By an
other group they are informed that they 
are incompetent; that they are not inspir
ing teachers; that the programme of studies 
for which they are responsible is not ade
quate or satisfactory; and that they fail in 
their duty to the rising generation intrusted 
to their charge. 

The professor reads these things and other 
things quite as absurd, and he knows them 
to be so absurd that he is not moved to 
protest. He is aware, better than any out
sider can be, that the programme of studies 
is not perfect, that he may have a colleague 
or two who is not inspiring; that the presi-

dent may seem at times a little too auto
cratic; tha t the trustees may not always 
take the broadest view of the immediate 
and of the ult imate necessities, and that his 
salary is not as large as he deserves and 
certainly not as large as he desires. He 
would willingly confess at all times that no 
universi ty is perfect either in its organiza
tion, its administration, its equipment, or in 
its teaching staff. None the less has he 
faith and hope and chari ty; and he has a 
profound satisfaction in his own opportunity 
for work congenial to his tastes. 

The position of the college professor in 
the leading American institutions has cer
tain obvious disadvantages and limitations. 
In the first place, no one who accepts a pro
fessorship can ever hope to be a rich man; 
and, in the second place, he must forego, 
to a slight extent at least, tha t complete 
freedom of speech which is the right of ev
ery American citizen. He is condemned to 
pe t ty economies for himself and his family; 
and he cannot express all his opinions at all 
t imes—not because he is in danger of dis
missal but because he is loyal to the institu
tion he serves, and because he feels he has 
no right to make that institution responsible 
for his ut terances. An American university 
bulks so big in the eyes of the American pub
lic tha t the individual is merged in it and 
can speak only as a par t of it. If Emerson 
had been a professor of Harvard , everything 
he said would have been credited to " P r o 
fessor Emerson of H a r v a r d " ; and lesser men 
wisely think twice before using the univer
sity as a sounding-board. To say this is to 
admit tha t an aggressive and vehement rad
ical is out of place in an institution, one of 
the chief purposes of which is to be the con-
server of the heritage of the past—even if 
another of its chief purposes is to lead to
ward the bettering of the future. 

The pay of the professor may be meagre, 
but it is certain. There is nothing aleatory 
about i t ; and he can cut his coat according 
to his cloth. Then there is the pension for 
his old age and for his widow if she should 
survive him. He has security of tenure— 
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except in a few State universities where pol
itics still meddles with education. His ten
ure is so secure that he is not likely to be 
dismissed even if he gets stale and becomes 
less efficient as a teacher. And this security 
of tenure is not likely to be affected by any 
expression of his individual opinions which 
he may make with due regard to his own 
obligation as a gentleman and a scholar. 
There have been perhaps half a dozen cases 
in half a score of years when a professor en
dangered his position by his utterances; but 
these instances are surprisingly few when 
we consider how many professors there are 
and how many utterances they have permit
ted themselves. 

The professor's pay is not what it ought 
to be and not what it will be in the imme
diate future; but his tenure is secure; he is 
rarely overworked; he has a long annual 
vacation; and in the better and more sol
idly established institutions he can have a 
leave of absence for one term every seventh 
year without diminution of salary. Further
more, his work is congenial and his associ
ates are congenial. Above all, he is kept in 
the constant companionship of youth, which 
is an ever-renewed stimulus and inspiration. 

I N the address of welcome which Presi
dent Butler made to the students of the 
summer session at Columbia in 1915 

he expressed his hope that it would be borne 
in upon his hearers "that membership in a 
company of scholars, living the life of the 

constructive, forward-facing, pro
ductive scholar, carrying on the 
life, the work, the tradition of a 

great university, is the most satisfying oc
cupation that has yet been offered to the 
ambitious American. I know of no career 
that offers such compensations; I know of 
no companionship that offers such satisfac
tion and such stimulus; and I know of no 
tradition that carries one on farther and far
ther toward living, or toward the real things 
of life and an appreciation and an under
standing of them." 

If this eloquent assertion of the utility, the 
dignity, and the beauty of the professor's 
calling is well founded—and it would be sup
ported by the testimony of all who are really 
competent to express an opinion—then we 
might expect to find in the more important 
universities in the more important cities an 
increasing group of men of independent 

means who have chosen this vocation from 
sheer love of it, from intelligent understand
ing of its rewards and its opportunities. We 
might expect to discover in the faculties of 
these institutions men of inherited wealth 
who have deliberately preferred scholarly 
labor in a university to the less attractive 
toil of the market-place. And this is just 
what can be discovered. Any one who is 
familiar with the faculties of our leading 
universities is aware that each of them is 
likely to have among its foremost and most 
efficient members men of wealth—some of 
them even millionaires. 

It is a hard choice that is put before the 
young man of wealth in the United States. 
What is he to do with himself? He can 
carry on the business at the old stand; but 
he does not really need the money, even if 
he often deceives himself into the belief 
that he does. He can go into public life, but 
there he is likely to find that his wealth is 
more or less of a handicap—unless he is con
tent to buy himself an ambassadorship from 
time to time. He can, of course, acquire the 
art of tooling a coach-and-four; but if he 
happens to have a soul above the buttons 
of a groom he is not likely to find abiding 
satisfaction in this superfluous service to 
his fellow man. He can—and this choice is 
nobler and far more remunerative—he can 
train himself for usefulness as a trustee of 
libraries, hospitals, colleges, and public in
stitutions of one kind or another, a form of 
service which offers unlimited opportunity 
for hard work with little appreciation. 

If he wishes to shun luxurious ease he 
can essay the writing of history, as Gibbon 
and Prescott and Parkman did, all of them 
enabled to accomplish it only by the aid of 
the fortunes they had inherited. But au
thorship is not incompatible with professor
ship; and writing, delightful as it is, is not 
as delightful as teaching. To the scholar 
who is investigating the sources and who 
is enlarging the boundaries of knowledge, 
there is no stimulus equal to that which 
comes from contact with a group of grad
uate students, all intensely interested in the 
subject, all eager to receive, and all keen to 
discuss. And there is no discipline more 
profitable for the investigator than the 
necessity of meeting the inquiries of these 
alert students, of answering their piercing 
questions, of making sure that he is carry
ing the approval of his class as he goes 
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forward. Of a truth, he learns more than 
he teaches. 

Three times at least within the past quar
ter of a century has a man of inherited 
wealth been called to the presidency of one 
or another of the older universities on the 
Atlantic coast, and once the experiment was 
satisfactory, because the new president had 
been promoted from a professorship in 
which he had distinguished himself, where
as in the other two and less successful cases 
he had been called from outside. It would 
be unfortunate if the time ever came when 
the possession of private means should be a 
condition precedent to an American profess
orship as it is now to an American ambas
sadorship. But there will be advantages 
both to the individual and to the university 
when more men of private means take up 
teaching as a life-work. 

FFOR a long time I have been debating as 
to whether the flavor of Ellen could 
possibly be put on paper. I wanted 

to try to do it because Ellen is a fast-van
ishing type. Twenty years ago it would 
have been as superfluous to write about her 

as to describe a buffalo to a 
prairie dweller in the fifties. Al
most everybody had an Ellen in 

the kitchen then, and did not need to be 
told what a sweet-natured, fresh-colored, 
unsophisticated bit of Ireland was like. 
But times have changed. 

Ellen has been with us over three years. 
I do not know why she has not become in 
that time like her sophisticated sisters who 
spend Thursday (or more likely Wednesday) 
afternoons comparing notes on how many 
duties they have been able to compel their 
mistresses to remove from them, and how 
Katie Mullaney is getting eight dollars a 
week, with two in the family and the wash
ing put out, and a man to shake rugs and 
wash windows, and no answering of the 
telephone. 

I think we owe part of our immunity to 
Ellen's aunt, for, instead of going out with 
the girls of a Thursday (characteristically 
she prefers Thursday for her day off), 
Ellen usually goes to see her aunt. The lat
ter is a delightful, white-haired person, al
most as fresh-colored as Ellen herself, who 
lived twenty-seven years in one household, 
and only left the position because the last 
of the family died. She has now retired to 

enjoy a well-earned competence, to mourn 
her family, and to look after her niece. 

Ellen's aunt knows where her niece spends 
every afternoon and evening off; she insists 
that she go to bed early instead of gallivant
ing on wash-day evenings; when Ellen goes 
shopping, her aunt goes, too, and looks to 
it that she does not spend too much of her 
earnings upon clothes or buy shoddy mate
rials or flashy colors; and, best of all, to 
our thinking, she instils into Ellen that 
self-respecting courtesy and deference to
ward employers that is a lost art among 
most of the servants of to-day. 

Ellen is not perfection nor anywhere 
near it. I do not mean to imply that. 
She is young; she is a scion of a race whose 
most precious heirloom is a blessed irre
sponsibility. No one could possibly ex
pect her to put so much stress on cleanli
ness and order as a New England housewife, 
and she certainly fulfils that lack of ex
pectation. She simply will not keep her 
kitchen utensils in any cut-and-dried place; 
her manner of sweeping shows that she 
thinks that even though the gods see every
where they are too big and kind to look 
under bookcases and into remote corners 
for a little dust; she loves to rub the faucets 
and the boiler in the kitchen until the bur
nished copper is a feast for the eyes, but she 
seems to have an aversion to cleaning the 
silver. As my mother often complains, 
she never does so unless specially requested 
to attend to the matter, "though you would 
think she couldn't help seeing how tar
nished it gets." 

In vain do I point out to my mother that 
the kitchen is Ellen's home, her living-room 
in which she must entertain her friends, 
and that in burnishing the copper and thus 
giving the room that small measure of dec
oration within her power she is display
ing the normal home-making instinct which 
my mother, being an ardent conservative, 
should rejoice to see; whereas, the silver 
being part of our home, Ellen cannot reason
ably be expected to have such a personal 
interest in it. My mother only looks un
convinced and sometimes even makes a 
little incredulous noise which unmistakably 
resembles a sniff. 

Like any child (the race to which Ellen 
belongs is essentially and eternally child
like—not childish, mind you), Ellen is very 
sensitive to praise and blame. To fail in 

The Flavor 
of Ellen 



642 The Point of View 

anything and be blamed for it upsets her 
completely. She had made one or two 
pies with mediocre results, and we found 
her most unwilling to try again. For a 
time we sadly set this down to the fact that 
she must be acquiring the sophisticated be
lief that the mistress of the house should 
make all the desserts. Then one day Ellen 
made a pie and it was excellent. We said 
so, and Ellen's face became radiant. "I'll 
make you a pie every day if you'll only like 
them," she promised. Whereupon squash 
pie followed apple, and mince, squash, and 
cranberry, mince, until even the son of the 
family, who happily hails pie as a "male 
dessert," in contradistinction to "custards 
and such little messes," was forced to cry 
"hold, enough! " 

On another occasion, when we were put
ting up preserves on a day which unexpect
edly turned out to be the hottest of the 
summer ("I don't see how you dared ask 
her to do it," my neighbor had said; " I . 
know mine would have left on the spot"), 
Ellen suddenly burst out: "Aren't we hav
ing a good time!" 

Ellen has the spirit of Erin in her in many 
and diverse ways—in her patience with little 
children, in her love of animals, in her dim
ples and ready blushes, in her sweet (though 
sometimes quick) temper, in her whimsical 
sayings, and most of all in her soft, pretty 
accent. Much of the time she talks with 
very little brogue, but now and again she 
forgets herself to a rich, delicious breadth of 
speech. The first rainy morning of her 
stay she met me with the greeting: " 'Tis 
a fine day for yoong doocks." Of course, 
the spelling is ridiculously inadequate to 
convey her pronunciation. The combina
tion of the quaint saying and the quainter 
brogue was as poignantly, exquisitely Irish 
as the wail of an Irish folk-song. 

One of Ellen's childlike weaknesses came 
to light when we had as guest a young girl 
who wore glasses. I noticed that Ellen 
seemed greatly interested in her, and the 
next day she confided in me that she thought 
her very pretty. "And how fine them 
glasses do look on her!" 

"She hates them," I explained. "I t ' s a 
great trial to her that she has to wear 
them." 

Ellen's big blue eyes grew bigger and 
bluer. "Oh, Miss Ruth," she said, "I 'd 
just love to wear glasses. I think they're 

beautiful. I'm always hoping I'll have to 
wear them." 

My mother often complains sadly that 
Ellen is not so thorough about many things 
as she could wish. There is one thing, 
however, which Ellen does more thoroughly 
than any one I have ever seen—I refer to her 
blushing. A single teasing reference to the 
grocer boy, or the gas-man, or the laundry-
man, or any of the several functionaries 
who seem to spend more time in our kitchen 
than they did before the advent of Ellen, 
will bring the color surging up into her face. 
Redder and redder it gets until the bright 
blue eyes look two shades deeper blue in the 
midst of all that suffusion and her throat 
and neck, and finally her small, pretty ears, 
are touched with scarlet. 

The son of the house avers that if you 
pointed a finger at her and said "blush" she 
would do it, and is with difficulty dissuaded 
from trying the experiment. Ellen, of 
course, is very much ashamed of her blushes 
and most indignant at her inability to con
trol them. In vain we tell her that it is 
pleasant to see any one who still possesses 
that old-fashioned faculty. " 'Tis not the 
truth you do be telling me," she bursts out 
with unwonted lack of deference. "'Tis a 
terrible thing to bloosh, and I do be always 
doing it when I have no wish to, and a great 
trial it's always been to me. Why, Miss 
Ruth, when two of us had been in some mis
chief in school they'd bring us face to face, 
and whichever one blooshed they'd punish, 
and I'd always bloosh, whether or not." 

Ellen is not a chatterbox. She is too 
well-bred a servant for that, and the back
ground of her reticences sets off her oc
casional flashes of confidential speech. I 
often wish she would chatter a little more, 
so piquant are the glimpses she gives me 
into the little Irish schoolhouse or into 
that alert, childlike mind that is forever 
silently reacting on this new world of ours. 

Unless we should be as fortunate as her 
aunt's much-mourned family, I know that 
Ellen is destined to become only a memory 
within a few years, and I should like to have 
more of these flashes to remember her by. 
But, in any event, I shall always have stored 
away among the impressions that sum up 
my past life that pleasant consciousness of 
her sweet, simple, Irish personality, that I 
call, for lack of better phrasing, the flavor 
of Ellen. 



Nocturne. By Whistler. 

LITHOGRAPHY FOR THE ARTIST 
L I T H O G R A P H Y , invented about one hun

dred and twenty years ago, has ac
quired such importance through ex

tensive application to business needs tha t a 
taint of "commerc ia l i sm" seems to hang 
about it in the minds of many people. And 
yet, not many years after its discovery 
by Senefelder, a number of artists showed 
active appreciation of the rich possibilities 
which it offered them. Here was a supple 
medium, not calling for a great amount of 
technical preparation, flexible to the art is t 's 
touch, which it reproduced with absolute 
fidelity—an "autographic a r t , " directly ex
pressing individual style and temperament 
without intervention of any engraver-trans
lator; a process with a wide variety of 
possible effects such as no other one repro
ductive art offers. Crayon, pen, ink, brush, 
and scraper can be used on the stone, pro
ducing chalk drawings which may strike the 
octave from the lightest, most delicate gray 
to the deepest black, of a rich, velvety tex
ture; tones rubbed in with a sauce of pow
dered crayon; washes done with pen and ink; 
lights brought out by scraping. And all of 
this to be printed in black and white or in 
color, as preferred. 

The whole process is based on the lack of 
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affinity between grease and water. The 
crayon or ink used in drawing on the stone 
is of a greasy composition, as is also the ink 
used for printing. To print, water is first 
applied to the stone, which accepts it only 
at the places not drawn upon. On the other 
hand, when ink is applied to the stone it ad
heres only to the portions actually covered 
by the design. The result, in printing, is a 
faithful facsimile, on paper, of the drawing 
on stone. To obviate the necessity of han
dling the heavy stone, the artist may draw 
upon "transfer paper ," from which the de
sign is then transferred to the stone. 

Of course, despite this wide range of possi
bilities, l i thography has its distinct limits to 
be respected by the artist—its character and 
its l imitations must be understood by him. 

The rich means of expression dormant in 
the stone were utilized in the first half of the 
nineteenth century, particularly in France. 
I t is easy enough to find there strongly con
trasted examples. Look at the shimmering, 
silvery-gray tones of J. B . Isabey and the 
rich, deep harmonies of his son Eugene; the 
elegant, suave, and at times subtle crayon
ing of Achille Deveria; the audacious hand
ling of the medium by Delacroix in his 
"L ion de l 'At las" and "T ig re R o y a l " ; the 
crayon-and-scraper effects of A. de Lemud; 
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and the spotty wash-drawing results by A. 
Hervier. It was a period of brilliant achieve
ment. The painter Gericault's revolt 
against a cold classicism found its echo in 
the "brilliancy and warmth" which, as 
Bouchot said, he 
brought into lithog
r a p h y . Decamps 
carried his qualities 
as a colorist into the 
g a m u t of t o n e s 
bounded by the white 
paper and the dark
est black that the 
crayon yields. The 
"Napoleonic legend" 
was carried on, wi th 
patriotic fervor, with 
military spirit, but 
also with humor, par
ticularly by Raffet 
and Char le t . The 
soldiers of the "Little 
C o r p o r a l " m o v e 
through an imposing 
array of lithographic 
albums and separate 
prints. Pictorial sat
ire also found in lith
ography a ready and facile means of ex
pression. From the mass of caricaturists— 
Dore, Philipon, Travies, Jacque, Beaumont, 
Cham, Grandville, Vernier—there stand out 
two, Daumier and Gavarni, by sheer force 

The Bear Pit. By Menzel. 

Le Ventre Legislatif. By Daumier. 

of artistic personality. Different, indeed, in 
outlook and expression, with a difference 
that appears strongly also in the handling of 

the medium, thus farther emphasizing the 
range of the latter. A forceful pictorial 
satirist, an artist of compelling power, Dau
mier worked with a big stroke, with ele
mental force. Gavarni's touch, on the other 

hand, had the verve of 
elegance and brillian
cy and expressed a 
trenchant wit. 

Among the publica
tions illustrated with 
lithographic plates 
was the f a m o u s se
ries "Voyages pitto-
resques en France," 
edited by Nodier and 
Baron Tay lor . In 
that appeared two of 
the finest plates of the 
Englishman R. P. 
Bonington: "Rue du 
Gros Horloge, Rou
en," and "Tour du 
Gros Horloge." They 
are of a noteworthy 
delicacy, the architec
ture bathed in an at
mosphere that per
mits decorative detail 

to be surmised through suggestion, though 
no clean-cut definition of detail is disclosed. 
Bonington's clever countryman, J. D. Har
ding, was remarkably facile and dexterous, 
both in lithotint (wash effect) and crayon, 

with which he at times 
combined so vigorous a 
scraping of whites that 
the latter have an em
bossed effect in printing, 
the paper hav ing been 
pressed into the deeply 
cut spaces. He has a cer
tain kinship with Calame, 
the Swiss, from whom one 
may pass to Germany, 
where the work of Menzel 
is p r o m i n e n t l y no te 
worthy. In the six plates 
of his "Attempts on Stone 
with Brush and Scraper" 
(1851) he employed an 
ink wash, from which he 
scraped his lights. I re
call no one who has em

ployed this mezzotint process on stone in 
just the same way and with such virtuosity. 

The wide-spread practice of this fascinat-
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ing art ceased over a generation ago. Still, 
the process has never quite missed its appeal 
as a means of original 
expression, a "painter 
art." The last quar
ter of the nineteenth 
cen tu ry particularly 
beheld artist-lithogra
phers sufficiently large 
in number and varied 
in outlook and style to 
prove again both the 
many resources of lith
ography and its adapt
ability to changing 
views in art. Fantin-
Latour, the "melo-
maniac" a r t i s t , en
veloped his emotional 
interpretation of Wag
ner and other compo
sers in a vaporous grain 
absolutely peculiar to 
his s ty le . With his 
harmonies, sonorous 
yet delicate, you may, 
if you will, compare 
the fantastic symbol
ism of the mystic Re-
don or, running to op-
posites altogether, the 

irresponsible, gay frivolity of Willette. 
Continuing in the antithetical vein, there 
are the Oriental dreams 
of Bauer and the incisive 
precision of Veth in Hol
land; the firm, tight mod
elling of Greiner and the 
light touch of Slevogt in 
Germany; the broad vig
or of Brangwyn and the 
silver-point delicacy of 
Legros in England. And 
if color work delight there 
are the resounding blast 
in the "Absinthe Drink
er" of Lunois, the flat 
yet modulated tints em
ployed by Kallmorgen, 
Yolkmann, or Biese, and 
the almost evanescent 
color notes flecked upon 
some of Whistler's litho
graphic drawings. Whist
ler did some lithotints, evening or night 
scenes, with completeness of tonal effect, 
but most of his lithographs were crayon 

High Bridge. 

One of a series of New York views by C F . W. Mielatz. 
Reproduced by the courtesy of the Society of Iconophiles. 

drawings — suggestive, like his etchings, 
born of the line and insisting on it, tremu

lously expressive of his 
nervously tempera
mental response to ar
tistic mood. His light, 
joyous touch is dif
ferent alike from the 
pale-gray crayonage of 
the earliest men and 
from the rich reso
nance, the throbbing 
color feeling in later 
work, such as that by 
Eugene I sabey or 
Huet. His tendency 
toward t enderness 
rather than richness, 
t o w a r d gray rather 
than black, is found, 
with different personal 
note, in Shannon and 
others of his day and 
ours. 

With Whistler we 
have come near home. 
What have we to show 
here? In the early 
days Rembrandt Peale 
did (in the twenties) a 
highly creditable head 

of Washington. Thirty to forty years later 
there were issued, partly through the efforts 

Tigre Royal. By Delacroix. 

of the late Louis Prang, some interesting 
drawings showing the quiet charm of J. 
Foxcroft Cole, the picturesque swing of 
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Thomas Moran, the painter-like qualities of 
W. M. Hunt, the firm notation of Winslow 
Homer. Later, in the eighties, an at
tempted revival produced a few scattering 
essays from which one easily selects a draw
ing each by J. Alden Weir, who showed 
discriminating understanding of a new 

the conquest of nature at the Panama 
Canal. 

And right now, to-day, what are we do
ing? What do we find? Here a portrait of 
Ernest Lawson, by W. J. Glackens, there a 
few clever poster-portraits by Ernest Has
kell, and recently some vigorous and char-

By courtesy of the artist and Frederick Keppel & Co. 

medium, and H. W. Ranger, who offered a 
remarkable rendition of a rainy day on a 
Paris quay. A little later Robert J. Wick-
enden did twoscore subjects (note "La 
Mere Pannecaye"), Mary Cassatt tried the 
medium just once, J. S. Sargent contrib
uted one or two drawings of models of an 
unctuous, suggestive draftsmanship simi
lar to that which we know in his aqua
relles. And there is, too, that series of New 
York views (the "High Bridge" one of 
the most striking) done for the Society of 
Iconophiles by C. F. W. Mielatz. Mielatz 
has kept more strictly to etching, while 
Pennell has continued to intersperse litho
graphs, some with the crisp, gray, pencil
like strokes of his Holland scenes, others 
with the deep tones of his "Rouen Cathe
dral." It is characteristic of Pennell and 
of our time that he has told of the " Won
der of Work" (in New York, Wilkes-Barre, 
Niagara, and Charleroi, Belgium) and of 

acteristic work by George Bellows. I can 
recall only three of our artists who have 
continued to woo the process with some 
sort of fidelity, even intermittent; Albert 
Sterner has, from the days of his portraits 
with a Munich influence to such late pro
ductions as the " Pierrot Mourning His 
Dead Love," touched with Gallic grace. 
Arthur B. Davies paid court for a while, al
most in secret; his dozen or so experiments 
are delightful examples of the sensitive 
adaptation of lithography to his poetic fan
cies. And then there's John Sloan, whom 
the process served well in a series of subjects 
similar to those illustrated in his etchings. 

Would that we might see more! Just 
now it is all etching. Meanwhile, one can 
nurse the hope that some day more artists 
will awaken to the advantages of a process 
that is as light in its technical demands on 
their skill as it is rich in the resources it 
offers. F. WEITENKAMPF. 

In the Park. By George Bellows. 



THE SPECULATIVE MARKETS 
BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES 

Financial Editor of the New York Evening Post 

I IN the autumn of 1914, the prevail
ing opinion among experienced fin

anciers was that the European war 
would cause a prolonged and disas
trously heavy fall in prices of American 
securities. A year later, the same 
practical observers of the situation 
had reversed their judgment. The 
actual economic movement of the in
tervening period had convinced them 
that the rise on the stock exchanges, 
which had then already occurred, was 
justified by the facts of the situation. 
But it was also usually remarked that 
the spirit of speculation which that 
advance in prices had stirred up was 
dangerous; that conservative influ
ence ought firmly to be exerted to re
strain the movement. 

Twelve months more elapsed, and 
the present autumn's outburst of 
seemingly unbridled s p e c u l a t i o n 
brought the verdict from some quar
ters that, violent as the rise in prices 

was, it normally reflected 
the actual prosperity; from 
others, that the movement 
had reached the danger 

point already and would end in trou
ble; from still others, that it was 
something greatly to be deprecated, 
but too powerful to be successfully 
opposed and too securely based to 
upset financial equilibrium. The judg
ment of 1914 was based on the mis
taken theory that Europe's with
drawal of capital and gold would leave 
our markets helpless under the ava

lanche of sales of our own securities 
by Europe. The judgment of 1915 
took account of the unexpected gold 
imports and of the huge export of 
grain and war munitions, but also of 
the history of other "war booms" and 
of the fact that the war must end. 
The judgments of 1916 were framed 
from knowledge of the extraordinary 
business profits and abnormally great 
personal wealth which the year had 
brought to the United States. 

CCONTRARY to rather general 
supposition, the furiously ex

cited speculation on the Stock Ex
change this autumn was not in the 
least an unusual incident of a great 
war. Most people know 
that something of the sort 
occurred during our own 
War of Secession; but that had been 
commonly ascribed to inflation of the 
currency with depreciated paper. A 
very much older precedent occurred 
in England. In the very year when 
England's fight against Napoleon 
seemed most hopeless, "speculations 
in shares," we are told by the English 
economic historian of the period, "had 
already proceeded to a considerable 
extent," and, although the prevailing 
scarcity had brought prices of many 
necessities of life " to a height beyond 
any which they ever afterward at
tained," nevertheless the stock specu
lation "reached the utmost height in 
the beginning of 1808 "—at the climax 
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of Napoleon's victories. In the out
come, the speculation collapsed some
what unpleasantly before war was 
over. 

No economic observer has ever 
doubted what was the primary cause 
of that great stock speculation, or 
what was at least the secondary cause 
of the Stock Exchange speculation of 
1864. Government's enormous and 
urgent purchases were bound to force 
up prices of all material used in war, 
even without a depreciated currency. 
Huge profits were made, not of neces
sity illegitimately, by a host of pro
ducers and manufacturers. Labor 
was in great demand at rising wages. 
Transportation enterprises were ab
normally busy. These were the eco
nomic influences which found reflec
tion in the excitement on the Stock 
Exchange, as well as in speculation on 
the grain and metal markets.'. 

SSUCH ruling influences have always 
hitherto been reflected; on the 

stock exchanges of the belligerent 
states themselves. In the present 
war, however, European governments 

took early measures to head 
off such activities at home. 
The stock exchanges at 
London, Paris, and Berlin 

have been kept, since their complete 
suspension of business, early in the 
war, was terminated, under the strict
est kind of public scrutiny. In none 
of them is trading permitted on the 
basis of extended borrowing of money. 
Some of them require, and have re
quired since the war began, immediate 
cash settlement for every purchase. 
At Berlin, a year ago, signs of specula
tive activity, on the basis of Ger
many's victories in Russia and Servia, 
brought a very direct hint from Wil-
helmstrasse that the movement must 

be stopped. Even shares of metal-
making companies in England have 
risen comparatively slowly from the 
prices of a year ago. Stocks of a few 
shipping companies have advanced 20 
per cent or more on the London Stock 
Exchange; one or two of them have 
doubled in value since the war began. 
Some mining shares are substantially 
higher. But the rise even in these 
came gradually. There has been no 
excited speculation; the great bulk of 
stock exchange securities has hardly 
moved. The actual "war boom" of 
the period has occurred on the markets 
of Japan, of India, and of neutral 
countries—above all, on those of the 
United States. 

TTHE successive stages in the his
tory of the American speculative 

markets, since the war began, make up 
a curious narrative. Every one re
members what was expected from that 
quarter when Europe be
gan righting. The greatest 
banks and the oldest stock 
exchange houses of this 
country shaped their actual policy 
with a view to the probability of a 
disastrous fall in prices of securities, 
as soon as investors in the belligerent 
states should get a chance to sell their 
American securities. On the day 
when the New York Stock Exchange 
closed its doors, July 31, 1914, it was 
known that almost unlimited foreign 
selling orders were in New York bro
kers' hands, at prices (if such prices 
should be necessary to effect a sale) 
10, 20, or 30 per cent below the pre
vious day's quotations. 

During the subsequent four months, 
the Stock Exchange refused to take 
the risk of reopening and confronting 
this avalanche. When trading in 
stocks began on the sidewalk, as it 

(Continued on page 84, following) 
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BB E G I N wi th t h e y e a r 1905. T h o s e were 
da rk d a y s in N e w Y o r k S t a t e . 

T h e ' " H o u s e of M i r t h " was m o r e 
popular t h a n t h e E x e c u t i v e m a n s i o n at 
Albany and t h e " B l a c k H o r s e C a v a l r y " 
were in t h e sadd le . T h e g r e a t i n s u r a n c e 
companies con t ro l l ed t h e S t a t e I n s u r a n c e 
D e p a r t m e n t as a m a t t e r of sacred r igh t , t h e 
gas compan ies con t ro l l ed t h e G a s C o m m i s 
sion, t h e ra i l roads con t ro l l ed t h e R a i l r o a d 
Commiss ion a n d t h e big pub l i c u t i l i t y cor
porat ions ran a m u c k as t h e y p leased , whi le 
they all c o m b i n e d t o c o n t r o l 
the powers beh ind t h e Leg i s 
lature. 

These were t h e c o n d i t i o n s 
when, by a h a p p y c h a n c e , 
there came q u i e t l y h u t s u d 
denly in to t h e pub l i c life of 
the S t a t e t h e ref reshing per 
sonali ty of one of t h e l eas t 
known b u t ab les t a t t o r n e y s of 
his t i m e , C h a r l e s E . H u g h e s . 

A t t a c k i n g t h e G a s 

M o n o p o l y 

A legislative committee went 
down to New York Ci ty to in
vestigate the gas companies. 

They needed as their a t torney 
and chief investigator some 
effective lawyer who was not 
entangled with the far-reaching 
ramifications of the Wall Street 
powers. Most of the great law
yers were ineligible because they 
had followed the custom of the 
day in accepting "general re-
tamers." Hughes, it seemed, 
never accepted such fees, a per
sonal rule of conscience against easy money which 
had an unexpected reward. 

The committee asked him to serve them. He 
accepted reluctantly for he disliked notoriety, and 
specified tha t he must have an absolutely free 
hand. Little knowing what was to come, they 
pledged themselves not to hamper him. Some of 
them were sorry afterwards, for Hughes led them 
at a tremendous pace into the innermost retreats 
of high privilege, mastering the most intr icate 

" I regard Mr. Hughes as a man 
whose public record is a guarantee 
that he will not merely stand for 
a Platform of clean cut, straight-
out Americanism before election, 
but will resolutely and in good 
faith put it through if elected. " 

-THEODORE 
ROOSEVELT 

arrays of figures and the most devious technical
ities of the business with an intellectual gtasp 
that amazed and terrified his opponents. 

The Fight for Honest Insurance 
When the insurance investigation came along a 

little later, Hughes was the logical man to con
duct it. The whole world watched this fearless 
stranger as he plucked the dignity and mystery 
from towering figures in the financial and insur
ance world, and revealed them as nothing mote 
than merry-makers with other people's money. 

Sinister influences tried to stop him; they jerked 
his coat tails. " D o n ' t open up 
that bank account," they whis
pered. " T h a t is where our party 
campaign funds were kep t . " 
Whereupon that particular bank 
account became the special object 
of his most searching attention. 

He put prominent Democrats 
on the s tand first, and it was ex
pected tha t he would follow the 
usual precedent of not disturbing 
the leaders of his own party. But 
tha t was not Hughes' way! The 
great Republican leaders got 
their turn in due time and were 
mercilessly exposed. You reap 
the benefit of Hughes' brilliant 
work in tha t investigation, every 
time you pay a life insurance 
premium. 

Secretly desiring to remove 
such a persistent investigator, 
they nominated him for Mayor 
of New York. He was not to be 
diverted from his uncompleted 
task. He waved the nomination 
aside and went on fearlessly and 
persistently until his great work 
was done. 

A N e w Kind of Governor 
The next year his par ty, torn by factions, 

sought a leader who would stand out above all 
factions and assure victory. A convention tha t 
would have preferred some one else, nominated 
him for Governor without his lifting a finger to 
get the nomination. 

Then followed those inspiring four years of his 
Governorship, still remembered with a thrill by 
every upward-looking citizen of the State. 
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Exit Bossism 
The party leaders came to him with the names 

of men whom they had selected to be his subor
dinates. The appointments required the consent 
of the Senate. They controlled the Senate. The 
Governor thanked them dryly for their kindness 
in doing his work for him—but he had already 
selected satisfactory appointees and the names 
would go to the Senate on the morrow. Patiently 
they explained as to a child, tha t things were not 
done that way in poli t ics—that " t h e organiza
tion" would be against him—and gradually, as 
the fruitless argument proceeded, they began to 
realize that here was a man who would cheerfully 
go down to defeat with all his colors flving, for a 
righteous cause. 

Unafraid of Defeats 
They did succeed in preventing, for the t ime 

being, the passage of his Direct Primary Bill, his 
Massachusetts Ballot Bill and his Short Ballot 
Amendment. He struggled hard for them, but 
he left office with this part of his work still unac
complished. But the issues tha t bore his name 
would not die. Three years after he left office, 
both a real direct primary law and an office group 
ballot law were writ ten into the s ta tutes of the 
State, while all parties vied with each other in 
professions of devotion to the Short Ballot prin
ciple. 

Yet there never was a time when Hughes could 
not have forced through his program of reform 
immediately by trading " p a t r o n a g e " for meas
ures. There were the State employees in the 
Capitol, for instance, the stalwart political 
henchmen of one of Hughes ' bitterest foes. A 
wave of Hughes' hand, the dismissal of one of 
these job holders with its implied threat toward 
the rest, and his opponent 's machine would have 
collapsed! Yet Hughes would not stoop to such 
expedients, no mat ter how tempting was the ob
jective. State employees learned tha t their jobs 
were safe, if they did their work, and unsafe if 
they didn' t . 

The End of " Deals " 
Neither would Hughes make deals with the 

legislators with bill for bill. If a champion of his 
big measures slipped through an improper little 
local bill, Hughes would veto it sharply. If a 
good bill came along originating with a legis
lative arch-enemy, Hughes would gladly sign it. 

Taming the Utility Corporations 
But to return to his record of achievements. 

His first big fight revealed new methods—new 
theories. He proposed the Public Service Com
missions law, a law with real teeth in it. 

Most of the States have such laws now but it 
was a new and radical thing in those days when 
the public uti l i ty corporations were accustomed 
to doing about as thev pleased. The legislature 
soon showed tha t it had no idea of taking the bill 
seriously. 

Hughes then undertook one of his famous " a p 

peals to the people." He began to accept invi
tations to speak in various parts of the State, and 
he spoke always on this one topic. The State 
began to think and then to talk. Hughes did not 
call his opponents bad names or impugn their 
motives. But letters began to pour into Albany 
asking representatives where they stood. The 
opposition changed from contempt to alarm. 
Soon they were saying tha t of course they ap
proved the bill—with modifications. Finally the 
fight centered on the modifications—adroit tricks 
to get the teeth out of the law, but in the end, 
Hughes won completely. 

Great Days for Labor 
There was another great batt le over the law 

for Workmen's Compensation for industrial ac
cidents. I t was a new idea then and much harder 
to put through than it would be today. This 
law, too, had teeth in it—Hughes saw to that . 
I t made the employer in certain trades liable for 
the accidents tha t happened to his employees, re
gardless of the old doctrines of "assumption of 
r i sk" and "cont r ibu tory negligence," so tha t in
jured employees could recover damages without a 
law suit. I t was the pioneer compulsory law and 
formed the basis for all such subsequent legisla
tion in America. 

Hughes acquired great strength with Labor by 
this piece of work and by the rest of the fifty-six 
labor laws tha t he helped to put through. 

" H e was a great Governor ," said the organ of 
the State Federation of Labor, regretfully, when 
his term ended and credited to his brief four years 
one-third of all New York's labor legislation ! 

The Big Race Track Gambling Fight 
Then there was the fierce batt le for ending 

race track gambling. The great race tracks had 
become huge living roulette wheels with their 
inevitable train of defalcations, suicides, and de
moralized lives. Hughes showed up these glit
tering and picturesque affairs in their true and 
sordid light, converted the State to his way of 
thinking and jammed reform through in the face 
of powerful and sinister opposition. 

General Interest Above Special Interests 
When he ran for the Governorship the second 

time, it was calculated tha t he had affronted no 
less than fourteen great special interests any one 
of which would have made an ordinary Governor 
hold his hand for the sake of his political future. 
But committ ing political suicide seemed a favor
ite amusement with this fearless executive who 
put his faith in the people and waited for them to 
come slowly but surely rallying to his support . 

How " H i s Soul Went Marching O n " 
So the name of Hughes became a thing to 

conjure with in New York politics for years after 
he left the State to take his place on the Supreme 
Court . T o have been a "Hughes m a n " has been 
an asset ever since. T o say " H u g h e s favored 
this measure" gave it standing. Republicans, 
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Democrats and Progressives have used the name 
of Hughes to win support for men and measures. 

The State administration still feels the impetus 
he gave, the new life and vitali ty which he in
jected into humdrum depar tments . He brought 
into office a great group of the 
strongest and mostexper tadmin-
istrators tha t ever served the 
State. He was keenly aware 
tha t passing a good law was not 
enough if the enforcement of 
the law or the realization of its 
beneficent o p p o r t u n i t i e s were 
intrusted to partisan hacks or 
good-natured nonentities. 

Back in the Arena Today 
The Hughes of those great 

days is back in the arena today— 
back at the very moment when 
we need at W a s h i n g t o n the 
strongest and ablest executive 
the nation can supply. One can 
understand from his own record 
the impatience with which he has 
been forced to watch the empty 
rhetorical " t r i u m p h s " of the 
present administration, the end
less catering to mere expediency, 
the appointments of "dese rv ing" 
politicians made for the party 's 
sake at the country's expense, 
the inefficiency that is inevitable 
when trembling hands hold the 
reins of government! Such things are incom
patible with Hughes' character. He is built of 
sterner stuff! 

Let's Have a Great President! 
I t is easy to foresee what kind of executive he 

will make ! We have but to look back at what 
he did when Governor! 

' ' Mr. Hughes 'strength before the 
people and the importance to them 
of his utterances and promises grow 
out of their confidence that he is not 
an opportunist, but that no political 
expediency will prevent his hewing 
to the line and fighting to the last 
for his principles. " 

— WILLIAM H. TAFT 

His cabinet will be one of the strongest in the 
Nation's history. He will choose full-sized men, 
who will serve the country in the same spirit he 
serves it. Nor will he lack material. He has 
in his par ty a far better array of experienced 

ability from which to draw than 
his opponent can find among his 
old-fashioned sectional-minded 
Southern Democrats . 

We can see him in action, mas
ter of the hard fact rather than 
the happy phrase. We can see 
his fine passion for public service 
freshening the whole Federal ad
ministration. We can see the 
joyful satisfaction he will take in 
vetoing pork-barrel appropria
tions and pet ty pension grabs! 
And we can see him when foreign 
ambassadors come in and meet 
t ha t straight unfearing look of 
his and listen to a simple unvar
nished s ta tement of what is per
missible and what is no t ! 

These are days tha t demand 
true greatness a t Washington. 

And Charles E. Hughes is the 
m a n ! 

Enroll in The National 
Hughes Alliance! 

I t is a union of men of all 
parties. 

The Hughes Alliance is not the 
Republican pa r ty ; it is not a par ty at all. 

\ \ hatever your political creed, you can join the 
Alliance wi thout cut t ing loose from your own 
party. 

There are no dues; no pledge to support any 
party platform or any candidate except Hughes. 

Women may enroll with the Woman 's Com
mittee through the Nat ional Alliance. 

BE SURE TO READ THIS COUPON 

The National Hughes Alliance 
511 Fifth A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k Ci ty 

President, W. CAMERON FORBES 
Vice-President, PHILIP J. McCOOK 
Treasurer, A. W. SHAW . . . . 

Massachusetts 
. New York 
. . . Illinois 

Asst. Trcas.. lOHN H. ISELIN New York 
Secretary, A. F. COSBY New York 
Asst. Secy., WM. J. NORTON Illinois 

THEODORE ROOSEVELT. New York. 
"WILLIAM II. T A F T . Connecticut. 
CHARLES FRANCIS ADAMS. Massachusel 
HENRY W. ANDERSON. Virginia. 
ALBERT !. BEVERIDGE, Indiana. 
CHARLES J. BONAPARTE, Maryland. 
THEODORE E. BURTON. Ohio. 
"WILLIAM HAMLIN CHILDS, New York. 
JOSEPH H. CHOATB, New York. 

NATIONAL COUNCIL 
CHARLES A. COFFIN, New York. 
GBORGE l-\ EDMUNDS, California. 
MPS. H. LLAY EVANS, Tennessee. 
MRS. WM. DUDLEY FOULKE. Indiana. 
HERBERT S. HADLEV, Missouri. 
HERBERT I. HAGER.MAN, New Mexico. 
FREDERICK R. HAZARD, New York. 
HENHY L. HIGGINSON, Massachusetts. 
ROBERT T. LINCOLN, Illinois. 

FRANKLIN MACYEAGH, Illinois. 
TRUMAN H. NEWBERRY. Michigan. 
HORACE PORTER, New York. 
RAYMOND ROBINS. Illinois. 
E L I H U R O O T . New York. 
JULIUS ROSENWALD, Illinois. 
HENRY L. STIMSON, New York. 
GEORGE VON L. MEYER. Massachusetts 
AUGUSTUS E. YVILLSON, Kentucky. 

Tear out and mail. 

T H E N A T I O N A L H U G H E S A L L I A N C E , 511 Fifth A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k C i t y 
G E N T L E M E N : 

Enroll me in The Hughes Alliance as a voter 
support Mr. Hughes in the coming election. 

• 
Name 

rho will 2. Enroll me as a member of The Hughes Alliance. I attach 
"1 check which you may use in your efforts towards Mr. 

1—' Hughes ' election. 

Address _ 

In IQI2 J voted for_ 

68 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 69 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Victrola 
The chosen instrument 

of the world's greatest artists 
The instrument which plays the greatest 

music is the instrument you want in your 
home! The Victrola is supreme. Its suprem
acy is founded on a basis of great things ac
tually accomplished. It is in millions of 
homes the world over because it takes into 
these homes all that is best in every branch 
of music and entertainment. 

The artists who make records exclusively 
for the Victor are the greatest artists in the 
world. The Victrola tone is the true and faith
ful tone of the singer 's voice and the master 's 
instrument. It is for this reason that the 
Victrola is the chosen instrument of practi
cally every artist famous in the world of opera, 
instrumental music, sacred music, band music, 
dance music, vaudeville and entertainment. 

Go today to a V i c t o r d e a l e r ' s and l is ten to this ins t ru
m e n t for yourself . H e a r C a r u s o or Me lba or E l m a n or 
H a r r y L a u d e r or S o u s a ' s B a n d on the Vic t ro l a . 

V i c t o r s and Victrolas—$10 to $400 

V i c t o r T a l k i n g M a c h i n e C o . 
C a m d e n , N . J . , U. S. A. 

Berliner Gramophone Co., Montre.il, Canadian Distributors 

I m p o r t a n t w a r n i n g . Victor 
Records can be safely and satisfactori ly 
played only w i t h victor Needles or 
Tungs-tone Stylus on Victors o r 
Vic t ro las . Vic tor Reco rds c a n n o t b e 
safely played on m a c h i n e s w i t h j ewe l ed 

or o the r reproduc ing points . 

T o insure Victor qual i ty , a l w a y s look 
for t h e famous t r a d e m a r k , " H i s M a s 
te r ' s Voice ." It is on eve ry Vict rola 
and every Victor Record. It is t h e iden
tifying label on all genuine Vict ro las 

and Victor Records . 

Victrola XVI, $200 1 
Victrola XVI, electric, $250 

M a h o g a n y or oak 
N e w Vic tor R e c o r d s d e m 
o n s t r a t e d a t al l d e a l e r s on 
\ the 2 8 t h of e a c h m o n t h 

C A R U S O 

SCHUMANN-HEINK 

RUFFO 

FARRAR 

ELMAN 

Montre.il
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Scribner's Fiction Best 
of 46 magazines 

Edward J. O'Brien, a Literary Critic 
of The Boston Transcript, says: 

"An impartial examination of the short stories published during 
1915 in forty-six American magazines compels me to reaffirm 
the unquestionable leadership of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE. 

"Seventy-one per cent of the stories published in SCRIBNER'S 

MAGAZINE dur ing 1915 I find to be distinctive. SCRIBNER'S 

MAGAZINE, in the quality of its short stories as estimated upon 
a percentage basis, passes its nearest contemporary by an 
appreciable margin. 

" S C R I B N E R ' S MAGAZINE has succeeded in maintaining the most 
nearly level high average in its fiction." 

Of Course You Will Want to Read 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

During 1917. Now is a good time to send in your order 
Use the coupon on page 16a 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Is Your Watch 
a Gay Deceiver? 

Does your watch mock your in te l l igence with cons tan t 
inaccuracies? 

If i t does , i t ' s safe to say you d o n ' t feel any a t t a c h 
m e n t for your wa tch . A n inaccurate watch is like an in
efficient employee who is habi tual ly l a t e , or always mak ing 
plausible excuses for work not done . 

If you really w a n t a watch t h a t keeps accura te t ime 
tell your j ewele r so. Observe his in te res t . 

W h e n a m a n comes a long who has grasped t h e fact 
t ha t if h e wants a fine, du rab le watch he must pay the 
price of a suit of clothes to ge t i t , t he j ewe le r will go to 
any l eng th to satisfy h im, and will cheerfully give much 
of his t ime to see ing t h a t t h e purchaser has his watch 
properly ad jus ted to his personal r equ i rements and that 
it keeps accurate time. 

W h e n you beg in to ta lk accuracy to a j ewe le r , he be 
gins to ta lk Hami l ton W a t c h to you. 

When you consult your watch, do you have to guess 
where the minute hand belongs? Dots your watch 
mock your intelligence with constant inaccuracies? 

If, before you see your j ewele r , you want a 
broader familiarity with what makes a fine watch 

Write for Hamilton Watch Book 
" T h e Timekeeper" 

It has condensed into 36 readable pages the story of 
what makes a watch worthy of carrying. It shows all 
Hamilton Models for men and women—from the $12.25 
Movement Only, or a Movement to fit your present 
watch case, and" cased watches at $25, $28, $40, $50, $80 
and so on, up to $150 for the Hamilton Masterpiece in 
18k extra heavy gold case. Book sent free on request. 

HAMILTON WATCH COMPANY 
Dept. N Lancaster, Pennsylvania 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

"The Watch of Railroad Accuracy" 
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Send for booklet. "THE RATIONAL TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION." Write your name and address plainly below. 

I 
i.-Name- - Address City- -State. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

FIGHTING TRIM 

WWHETHER your battle is fought in the trenches, behind an 
office desk or in the home you need to keep fit. 

It 's comparatively easy for the soldier to keep up to scratch. The 
civilian—man or woman—has a harder task. Sedentary habits, in
sufficient exercise, too much food and too much hurry about eating 
it, combine to cause a more or less chronic condition of constipation. 
Don't think you can dispose of constipation with a cathartic pill. 
Laxatives and cathartics cause more constipation than they cure 
and their persistent use is likely seriously to undermine your health. 
NUJOL relieves constipation effectively and has none of the 
objections which are common to all drug remedies. It acts as an 
internal lubricant, preventing the bowel contents from becoming 
hard and facilitating the normal processes of evacuation. 
NUJOL. put up in pint bottles only, is sold at all drug stores. Re
fuse substitutes—look for the name NUJOLon bottle and package. 

Dept. S 

STANDARD OIL COMPANY 
(New Jersey) 

Bayonne New Jersey 
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Doing "the Impossible" 
The Gordian knot is the ages-old 

symbol of the seemingly impossible. 
Alexander the Great gave it a place in 
legendary history when, unable to untie 
it, he cut it in twain with his sword. 

This famous incident of antiquity 
has its modern counterpart in the real 
work of the men whose vision and un
restricted initiative brought forth the 
great Bell System. 

In the development of the telephone, 
one Gordian knot after another has 
been met with. Yet each new obstacle 
yielded to the enterprise of the tele
phone pioneers. Every difficulty was 
handled with a will and a courage 
which knew not failure. 

Man's words have been given wings 
and carried wherever his will directs. 
Electrical handicaps have been over
come one by one. 

The feeble current of telephone 
speech has had a way hewn for its 
passage through all physical impedi
ments, until the entire country, from 
the Atlantic to the Pacific, is within 
hearing of a child's faint cry. 

This record of the Bell System for 
past achievements is an earnest of 
future accomplishment. New prob
lems are being met with the same 
indomitable spirit, which guarantees a 
more comprehensive as well as a more 
perfect service. 

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 

A N D A S S O C I A T E D C O M P A N I E S 

One Policy One System Universal Service 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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FOR heart-stirring songs—for the thrill of military bands—for fascinating fox trots 
-1- and waltzes—for selections from musical comedies—there is no phonograph that 
can equal Sonora. It reveals every delicate shade of expression with crystal clarity, 
precise accuracy and marvelous beauty. 
S e n d t o d a y 
for latest illus
t ra ted catalog 
S. 7 2. Free on 
reouest. 

Ten magnificent models. Each machine guaranteed for one year 
S45, 560, S7S, S100, S150. S175. S190. S225. S350. S1000 

SONORA PHONOGRAPH CORPORATION 
GEORGE E. BRIGHTSON, President 

Executive Offices: :,' Reade Street Demonstration Salon: Fifth Avenue at 53rd Street New York City 
If there is no Sonora representative in your vicinity wri te us direct 

Hif/lif.st Score for Tone o„nlit,i 
at Panama-Pariti, 
Exposition ^^___~ 

/'/.,• Highest Class Talking 
Machine in the 

. World 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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AA SEDAN which is something more than a closed car re
stricted to city streets, or smooth, level, paved highways. 

A Sedan built also for the open road. Light enough to hold 
down the cost of upkeep, yet sturdy enough to travel in 
comfort over long distances and all sorts of roads. 
An open car or a closed car in a twinkling. Wide open to 
the bracing air of Autumn, or the cool country breezes of 
Summer. Cozily closed against the keen, sharp wind or the 
gusty storms of a Winter day. 
Blessed with the pulling power that distinguishes the 
Hupmobile Perfected Four. A marvel in heroic hill-work. 
Smooth and swift in high-gear pick-up. Delightfully flex
ible in thick traffic. 
And with a National Coupon Service System which transfers 
its mechanical care into the hands of experts. 
A service that costs you not a penny. 

The regulation Touring Car and the Roadster are convertible 
into winter cars by our Year Round bodies. Though these 
closely resemble permanent enclosed bodies, they are easily 
removable when you want an open car again. 

Hupp Motor Car Corporation, Detroit, Michigan 

Powerful Hupmobile 
Four Cylinder Motor 

The Sedan, lilce all our other 
models, is equipped with the 
Hupmobile Perfected Four-
cylinder motor. 
In this motor we have created 
what amounts to a new type. 
It has the power-capacity of a 
racing motor. Instead of using 
this great power for speed, we 
translate it into pulling ability; 
or, as the engineers call it, 
lugging power. 

This is the source of the Hup
mobile s remarkable high-gear 
performance on hills, in sand 
and mud, all over the country 
—in which it is not excelled by 
any multi-cylinder cars, and 
equalled only by the better 
types. 

The Mark 
of Superior 

Motor Car 
Service 

Five~Passenger Sedan $1735 
Five-Passenger Year 'Round Touring Car, 
$1385; Year 'Round Coupe, $1370; Five-
Passenger Touring Cor, $1185; Roadster, 
$1185; Seuen-Passenger Touring Car, $1340. 
Prices /. o. b. Detroit. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

mobile Hup 
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W h e n we began the manufacture of "Speed" film it was decidedly 
faster than our regular N . C. emulsion. There were, however, some 
particulars, such as uniformity and keeping quality, in which it was 
more difficult to control than the old reliable " N . C . " In order to 
protect our customers against film that might have deteriorated 
through age, we did not give it as long a dating as was given the 
N . C film. W e were inclined to make haste slowly. 

In the Speed film, we had just what we claimed for i t : "speed"'. 
In the N . C. film, which had a very different emulsion, we had 
beautiful gradation and absolute reliability. Gradually, during a 
period of six years, we have increased the speed of our N . C. film 
without losing one jot of its reliability, its keeping quality or its 
fineness of gradation. 

All Kodak film is now Non-Curl ing Speed film, both the Auto
graphic, and the " N . C . " that is wound in the old way without the 
autographic feature. Both are the reliable, dependable film—with 
added speed. 

Important to Amateurs. Practically all 
negative emulsion; (both plates and films) 
and Kodak film in particular, have a wide 
latitude on the side of over-exposure. This 
means, that while your pictures will be un
satisfactory if even a little under-exposed, 
they can have considerably more than the 
necessary exposure without the slightest 
harm. The moral is, of course: when in 
doubt take the choice of erring on the side of 
over-exposure. Kodak Speed film will help 

out appreciably by giving better timed nega
tives than can be obtained with other films 
when light conditions are poor. On the 
other hand, the latitude is such that you can 
expose and should expose, under good light 
conditions, just the same as you always have 
with the regular Kodak N . C. film. It isn't 
intended that you should cut down exposures 
when using Speed film. I t is intended that 
you shall get better negatives when working 
under adverse conditions—and you will. 

If it isn't Eastman, it isn't Kodak film. 

E A S T M A N K O D A K C O . , R O C H E S T E R , N . Y., The Kodak City. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

All Kodak Film 
is now Speed Film 
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Varsity Six Hundred 
The latest and best in overcoats. 

The name includes many models, 
all good. Style is just as import
ant in your overcoat as in your 
suit. O u r label is a small t h i n g to 

look for, and a big thing to find 

Hart Schaffner & Marx 
Chicago Good Clothes Makers New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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South Bend 
The 

Watch with the 
"Purple Ribbon 

NNO N E E D to hurry, worry or doubt when 
you time your goings and coinings with 

the watch, that wears the purple . 
South Bend Watches insure you dependable "second 
time"; combining lasting accuracy with striking beauty 
of design and finish. Models to suit every desire, 
prices ranging from $16 to $125. The new 19 Jewel 
Extra-Thin model at $27.50 sets a new standard of 
value for watches at that price. See it at your jeweler's. 
An interesting descriptive watch booklet on request. 

SOUTH BEND WATCH COMPANY 
2011 STUDEBAKER STREET SOUTH BEND, INDIANA 
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No Theatre Party Tonight 
When Billiards starts on the Brunswick Home Table all other 
engagements are off by mutual consent. Who wants to quit when 
luck is on his side—or if it's not, who doesn't thirst revenge? 

Carom and Pocket Billiards played among friends 
at h o m e are winning both sexes, old and young. Of ten the tide 
of victory is turned, not by a skillful shot, but a witty tongue! 

BRUNSWICK 
HOME BILLIARD TABLES 

$5 Brings One on 30 Days' Trial 

No Home Too Small 
Regardless of room, there's a man's 

size Brunswick that will easily fit your 
home. Superbly built of beautiful oak 
or mahogany. Fast ever-level playing 
bed, quick-acting Monarch Cushions 
and scientific accuracy. 

Quick Demountable" Brunswick 
can be set up anywhere and taken 
down quickly when not in play. 

Convertible" Brunswick—perfect 
Library or Dining Table when not in 
use^for Carom or Pocket Billiards. 

Baby Grand" Brunswick — for 
homes with a spare room, attic, base
ment or den. 

All shown in our de luxe billiard 
book. Sent free if you write or mail 
this coupon at once. 

WWHY seek expensive outside amusements when 
a Brunswick will make your home the 
center of social life? 

Billiards costs nothing except for the table, and our 
plan lets you play while you pay. Comple te Playing Outfit 
of balls, cues , e t c . , included without extra cost. 

Dec ide right now to give your boys and girls this manly 
training tha tkeeps them h o m e and cultivates social graces. # 

Today—Send This Free Coupon 
Unless you are sure which local store has the genuine 

Brunswicks, send for our free book today and see 
these handsome tables in actual colors. 

Read in this book the indorsements of parents, ministers and 
doctors. See our low prices, easy terms and home trial offer. 
Don't wait — this book is free. Mail this coupon NOW. 
THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER CO. 

Dept.34 1-623-033 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 

Tie 
Brunswick* 

Balke-
Collender Co. 

Dept34T 
623-633 9 Wabash 

Ave.. Chicago • Send a free copy of 
your d e l u x e book -

Billiards—The Home Magnet 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER S MAGAZINE 
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The Call 
of the Caribbean 
South with the birds; cruising 
over calm seas, blue as sapphire, 
where winter never comes and 
where the soft trade winds bring 
renewed health 

—with all the comforts and all 
the luxuries of life you enjoy 
aboard the palatial ships of the 
GREAT WHITE FLEET. 

Delicious meals a la carte—in
cluded in price of ticket; prompt 
and efficient service. Dainty 
staterooms, perfectly ventilated, 

' commanding a view of sea and 
sky; wide decks for playing 
games 

—every facility for the enjoyment of" 
a glorious out-of-door rest and vaca
tion amid the scenes of romance and 
history in the Caribbean* 

And with it the opportunity to win 
for yourself a treasure of health and 
happiness, of greater benefit than the 
fabled fountain of youth, sought by 
Spanish adventurers in the tropic isle* 
of the Spanish Main. 

Cruises from 16 to 24 days 
C U B A . J A M A I C A , P A N A M A 

C A N A L , C E N T R A L and 
S O U T H A M E R I C A 

Ships 
sail from New York every Wed
nesday and Saturday and fortnightly 
on Friday. Sailings from New Orleans 
every Wednesday, T h u r s d a y and 
Saturday. Write for literature to: 

G R E A T W H I T E FLEET 

Passenger Department 

U N I T E D F R U I T C O M P A N Y 
S T E A M S H I P S E R V I C E 

17 Battery Place New York 

Long Sunny Days on Magic Sea! I 
That Welcome You With Health" \ 
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Q927, Fine Mabogauj Clock with 
B Aay Seth Thomas movement. 
Has 8 in. base and 2J2 in. white 
porcelain dial. Specially priced 
at #G.uu. 

$6.00 Q227 

G3330 $3.75 
BSSSO, $ 8 . 7 5 Tea Pol TUe with 
"Po l ly put the kettle o n , " e tc . . 
engraved on the heavy sterl ing 
silver rim. 

Uux MAUuND BuuK telle the simple 
truth *bouidl*monda. Srnt on r<si urgt 

Rare Gifts at a 
Saving 
by Mail 

Why go "Christmas 
Shopping"? W i t h 
a Daniel Low Year 
Book before you, you 
can sit at ease , at 
home, and take your 
pick of A m e r i c a ' s 
choicest collection of 
gifts, gathered from 
all over the world by 

the greatest of gift experts — specialists in their 
field for 49 years. 

And because of the tremendous buying 
power of this house — we have thousands of 
regular customers — you get bigger values at 
less cost. 

$15.00 E4238 

Cnnum 
Ring 

Pink 
coral 

Hni idsonie ly^TI , 
and pierced ^ 
t ing. Give size. 

e n g r a v e <\ 
I J K gold set-

S482 
8482, 9 1 . 0 0 Ken Totting BhntUa of 

L1167 v " > - '"• '« - " i l " " 1 PMeni 
leather I'm-k.-lliuuk ^ x 7 in. 

$1.25 with attractive silk lininrr. 

Ten Thousand Beautiful Gifts by mail 

Daniel Low & Co. 
Jewele r s and Si lversmiths for 4 9 Years 

207 Essex St. Salem,Mass. 

Z884 

$1.50 

Z 8 8 4 , t l . S O Silver plated 
Ash Tray. Has holder for 
matches and test for 
cigar. Clips on a tm of 
chair or edge of table. 

$2.25 M28 

w Coal-Hanger. Heavy 
sterling - i l v c r nitii 
three initials. 

I.:t:,:l. tl.25 " S U r r n p " 
"liisk re in. long. Has 
pigskin s t rap with tine 
nickel t r immings. 

L353 

$125 

L961 
$3.50 
pair 

liDM, SH.oO pair. Book Ends of 
line broun tooled leather. 

Handsome Gift Book 
Sent FREE 

It pays you trebly to shop the Daniel Low 
way. Pays because you get better things — 
more novel, or artistic articles (useful, too.) It 
pays because you save money. Pays because 
you save time, energy, vexation, worry. 
M a n y men a n d w o m e n of note buy from our Y e a r 
Book every year . Big business a n d professional m e n 
a n d their wives, society leaders, t he r ich a n d those in 
modera te c i rcumstances. Since so m a n y find this a d 
van tageous , w h y d o n ' t you invest igate? 
W r i t e for your copy of the Y e a r Book a n d study t he 
pic tures , descriptions a n d prices of j ewel ry , d i amonds , 
s i lverware, Sheffield P l a t e , cut-glass, leather goods , 
toilet articles, e tc . C o m p a r e t he prices wi th w h a t y o u 
w o u l d have to p a y a n y o n e else. 

Y o u will b e pleased wi th the quali ty of our g o o d s ; t h e 
da in ty w a v w e pack everything will deliaht vou . O n c e 

you have tried the D a n i e l 
L o w w a y you will w o n d e r 
h o w you ever shopped the 
old w a y , wi th its hours of 
t ramping , its w e a r y w a i t 
ing a n d last-minute e x t r a v 
agances . 

W e p repay the t ranspor ta 
tion charges a n d g u a r a n t e e 
satisfaction or your m o n e y 
back. 

Write Us Today for Your Copy of 
Our Catalog 

D A N I E L L O W & C O . 
Jewelers a n d Silversmiths for 4 9 y e a n 

207 Essex Street Salem, Mass. 

Z182 $1.75 l 
Z182, $1.75 Door 
Knocker 4 in.high. 
Gaily colored cock 
on white back
ground. 

Sterling silver 
g i l d e d a n d 
beautifully enameled. Has 18 in. 
chain with three enamel links. 
Ball u n s c r e w s and perfume 
placed on sponge inside escapes 
through filigree band. 
lUUplnk. 1141 blue, IU2 yellow, 

It U h.wml.-r 

L406 

$10.00 

1,40(J. #1 U.00 Lady's "Military" Man
icure St t. 1 inest leather and ii)k liu-
'ng . Fitted with seven toilet articles. 
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The world-wide success of the KING car at the 
beginning of its 3d year of 8-Cylinder leadership 

IIN October, 1914, after several years of building suc
cessful "Fours," the King Motor Car Company 
announced the world's first popular-priced eight 
cylinder automobile—and the second American 
car of that engine type. 

Today there are more eight cylinder Kings in operation 
the world over than any other '"Eight" save one. 

Throughout America, and in forty-nine foreign lands, 
in every climate and over all kinds of roads, this pioneer 

"Eight" is giving the satisfaction that makes evfpy owner 
a King salesman. The King Company has never had a 

"war order,"yet in England alone there are 270 Kings in 
private service—and American automobiles have been 
barred from that market since March of this year. 

1916 has been a year of many triumphs for the King 
Eight, all made with stock cars. 10,850 miles without 
stopping the motor was the great OFFICIAL A. A. A. record. 
987 miles sealed in high gear, and the climbing of tor-
tuous Mt. Wilson in the same manner, are two Pacific 
Coast feats, and 544 miles sealed in"high'*is a New York 
exploit. An OFFICIAL A. A. A. economy test, from Pitts
burgh to Milwaukee, under actual touring conditions 
brought further honors to the King. 

The KING Eight will be continued for 1917 substan
tially as now constructed. This Company does not wait 
for "popular" announcement seasons to make refine
ments and improvements—these go steadily on during 
the entire year. 

KING MOTOR CAR COMPANY Detroit 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

KING 
*Eigh t* 
7-Passenger60H.P. 

Touring Car $1350 
Roadster . . . $1350 
Sedan $1900 

Prices F. O. B. Detroit 
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It's a Berry Finished Room 
from Floor to Ceiling 

When a room is finished throughout with 
B E R R Y F I N I S H E S it is given a per
manent beauty t ha t delights the eye and 
satisfies the pride. 

And you can feel sure of highest quality 
results, no matter what scheme of interior 
decoration you may prefer. For B E R R Y 
BROTHERS' products can be relied on to 
produce the effects you have in mind, and 
to supply as well t ha t enduring quality your 
pocketbook demands. 

Liquid Granite Floor Varnish, Luxeberry 
Enamels, Luxebcrry Wood Finishes and Luxe-
berry Wall Finishes are b u t a few of B E R R Y 
B R O T H E R S ' celebrated products t h a t have 
been first choice of home owners, architects 
and decorators for more than half a century. 

Specify B E R R Y B R O T H E R S ' . I t ' s a safe 
course always—in finishing your new home 
or re-finishing the old one. Write for home-
builders' booklet giving helpful hints on 
interior decoration. 

Factories: 
Detroit, Mich. 
Walkerville, Ont. 
San Fraacisco, Cal. 

BERRY BROTHERS 
*-World's Largest Varnish Makers 

Branches in 
principal cities of 

the world. 
Established 1658 (403) 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Liquid Granite 
VARNISH FLOOR 

Luxeberry 
WHITE ENAMEL 
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was bound to do with the Stock Ex
change out of business, banks were so 
frightened at the possible consequences 
of even so limited a market , tha t one 
banking institution actually threat
ened to stop advertising in newspapers 

which should print this "outs ide mar
k e t ' s " prices. 

When a t last, in the middle of De
cember, 1914, the Stock Exchange it
self reopened, its governing committee 

(Continued on page 85) 

Our Record- Fifty-two Years' Successful 

Administration of Trusts 
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limited the number of securities which 
might be bought or sold, and pub
lished a list of arbitrary prices, below 
which nobody was allowed to offer 
such securities. Yet on the very first 
day after resumption of trading, prices 
advanced. In a week they were ris
ing sharply. Within four months, ac
tive speculative stocks were selling 15 
to 25 per cent above their prices of 
July, 1914. In the autumn months of 
1915, with prices rising violently, daily 
transactions on the Stock Exchange 
ran repeatedly beyond a million shares; 
the traditional sign of speculative ex
citement. 

Now all this movement of financial 
values—especially the unexpected and 
unpredicted advance of prices imme
diately after the reopening of the 
Stock Exchange—arose, as we can 
nowadays see, from a correct view of 
what was about to happen in American 
finance. I t was an episode which ex
hibited the stock market at its best, 
in its traditional role of foretelling the 
economic future. That indefinable 
quality known as "business instinct" 
led investors to buy even at the mo
ment when they were shaking their 
heads over "European liquidation." 

Events in American industry and 
finance swiftly verified the stock mar
ket's prediction; the country's enor
mous export of grain to belligerent Eu
rope was followed (this at least could 
hardly have been foreseen in Decem
ber, 1914) by the hundreds of millions 
of dollars in "munitions orders" 
placed by Europe with our manufac
turers. By September, 1915, Wall 
Street had begun to take the position 
that the war was not only no hindrance 

(Continued on page 86) 

The Investments 
of One Elderly 
Woman 

Many investors prefer to purchase 
securities diversified in dates so 
that a payment of interest is made 
every month. Nineteen years ago 
we selected an investment of this 
character for an elderly woman, 
entirely dependent on the interest 
from her securities. J^low, on her 
death, her daughter has written 
US, expressing the satisfaction the 
mother always felt in the fact that 
two -hundred and twenty-eight 
payments of interest had hcen made 
her without a single day's delay, 
that her principal sums had always 
"been offered her in cask on the days 
when due, and that they had al
ways been reinvested through us 
without the fass of a day's interest, 

TTHIS true s tory or sound securities 
sold ana service faithfully rendered 
may be an example to thousands 

of persons in search of really safe invest
ments, and of the thorough-goingeervice 
that is rightfully to be expected of the 
twent ie th-century bond House. 

O u r history of th i r ty - four years is full 
of such incidents, arising from the facts 
that w e deal in only the safest class of 
investments and tha t no investor Las 
ever lost a dollar on any eecurity pu r 
chased of us. 

W e are now offering a wel l diversified 
list of safe first mortgage bonds. Each 
issue is secured by a building and land 
in N e w York, Chicago or some other 
large and prosperous city. Each has been 
protected by the definite system of safe
guards which w e have developed in our 
34 years of experience, known as the 
Straus Plan. 

I t would be to you r advantage to inves
tigate these bonds. O u r current Invest
ment List, describing a var ie ty of issues, 
and our booklet telling how they are 
safeguarded, 'will be sent on request. 

W r i t e today for Circular No . K-678 
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TO KNOW 
"When"-"Where"-and "How" 

T O I N V E S T M O N E Y 

is the personal obligation of 
every man or woman. You 
owe it to yourself to properly 
employ the funds which you 
have labored to accumulate. 
To do this intelligently and 
safely requires, at least, a gen
eral knowledge of investment 
m e t h o d s . T h e r e are safe 
m e t h o d s and s p e c u l a t i v e 
methods. These are the only 
two classes of investments. 

It is time enough after you 
have accumulated a substan
tial investment safely, to con
sider risking some of your ad
ditional funds in a speculation, 
but the probability is that , 
after you have acquired the 
habit of investing safely, the 
lure of speculation will have no 
attraction for you. 

Th ose who are interested in 
accumulating money and in
vesting it safely at a reason
able interest rate will be very 
much interested in 

"THE INVESTORS GUIDE" 
This book discusses invest
ments of different kinds and 
their relative merits. It will 
be of service to anyone who 
desires to invest or save any 
amount. 

Send for Booklet No. 74 

(Continued from page 85) 

to American prosperity, but that all 
our prosperity depended on its con
tinuance. The decline in prices which 
occurred after the opening of 1916 
was openly ascribed to the possibility 
of early peace as a consequence of 
Germany's overtures. 

PEOPLE who understood the bad 
as well as the good effects of 

"war booms"—especially their dan
gerous possibilities if allowed to run 
absolutely wild—were more disposed 
to explain that check to speculation 
as a result of underlying conservatism. 
If so, the influence was effective until 
the autumn of 1916 was at hand. But 
the speculative mania which then 
broke out on the Stock Exchange bade 
fair to surpass in scope and violence 
all of its war-time predecessors. In 
particular, it was marked by these 
three not wholly reassuring character
istics: It was based far less on what 
was expected to happen than on what 
had happened already; therefore it 
ignored an unfavorable turn in any 
part of the situation. It took for 
granted continuance of the war for 
one or two years longer, and therefore 
threw aside the instinct of precaution. 
After the rise in prices had drawn a 
mass of outside speculators into the 
market, Wall Street began to talk of 
the speculation itself as a movement 
which nothing could check. 

When the speculators looked around 
them, there was enough to stimulate 

i m a g i n a t i o n . One well-
known ''munitions com
pany" whose shares were 

dealt in on the Stock Exchange, and 
whose largest annual net earnings be
fore the war were $4,800,000, had 

E.F. Coombs & Co. 
120 Broadway, New York 

Facts That 
Stimulated 
Imagination 
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An Investment Suited 
to Your Requirements 
can be found in our new list, No. 950 SC, 

which offers wide variety in 

Character of First mortgage bonds upon real 
Securities estate, manufacturing plants, 

natural resources and other 
properties of ample value and 
earning power to protect the 
investor, also municipal bonds 
and farm mortgages. 

Location In established sections of 
United States and Canada. 

Maturity One to twenty-five years. 
Interest 4l4C7o to 6%. 
Amount $ioo, $500, $1,000 or more. 

Over fifty years' continuous successful 
experience qualifies us to recommend 
these conservative investments. 

Peabody; 
Houghteling & Co. 

(Established 1865) 

10 So. La Salle St., Chicago 

earned $23,700,000 in 1915. Another 
manufacturing company, which had 
converted its machinery into plant 
for executing "war orders," had earned 
$11,000,000 in the twelve months end
ing with June, 1916, as against a pre
vious maximum of $6,800,000. The 
huge shipping combination, which had 
been placed in receivers' hands two 
years before, and whose annual net 
earnings prior to the war never ex
ceeded $9,500,000, was believed now 
to be earning at the annual rate of 
$60,000,000. The largest steel-trade 
corporation had earned in only the 
first half of 1916 nearly 90 per cent as 
much as its largest previous net earn
ings of any full twelvemonth period. 
American railway companies as a 
whole, as reports of the Interstate 
Commerce Commission showed, 
earned in excess of operating expenses, 
during the fiscal year ending with last 
June, 27 per cent more than in any 
preceding year. 

Shares of all these various com
panies were bought and sold on the 
Stock Exchange. Like all other se
curities of sound corporations, they 
had been bought in quantity, not only 
by the usual investors but by the 
multitude of producers and manufac
turers who had accumulated sudden 
fortunes by the "war orders" and the 
attendant home prosperity. These 
fortunes were described as the "back
bone" of the rise in stocks. Wall 
Street cited the case of a single manu
facturer of motor-cars, whose personal 
share of the profits from his company 
had risen to $34,000,000 in a single 
year. The war demand for petroleum 
for use in motor-cars had immensely 
enhanced the profits of the Standard 

(Continued on page 88) 
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Oil millionaires. It is not difficult to 
understand why knowledge of such 
facts as these should set on fire the 
speculative imagination. 

NNOW it might naturally be asked, 
why such admitted facts in the 

situation did not in all respects jus
tify the Stock Exchange speculation. 
Why should there have been criticism 
or deprecation of the "million-share 
markets" and the exciting rise of 
prices ? Even experienced Wall Street 
men would probably answer thus: 
First, what the Stock Exchange calls 
"discounting" increased prosperity 
through advancing prices is well 
enough when based on purchase of 
securities by practical men familiar 
with real industrial conditions; but 
it becomes a more doubtful sign of the 
times when its basis is buying with 
borrowed money, by outsiders at
tracted only through the sight of 
other men's speculative profits. Sec
ond, since the fact is admitted that 
with the ending of the war (and pos
sibly before it), the present abnormal 
prices of materials and abnormal 
profits of companies making or trans
porting them must come down, it 
necessarily followed that the higher 
Stock Exchange prices themselves 
were carried in the "discounting" 
process, the more precarious was likely 
to be the resultant situation. 

Experience teaches that such finan
cial movements begin to be actually 

dangerous when the belief 
is spreading that specula
tion need no longer be sub
ject to the risks and un

certainties that ordinarily surround 
it. On such occasions, Wall Street 

usually hears the story that the finan
cial situation differs so greatly from 
any in the past that old-fashioned 
precaution is out of date. Whenever 
the signs indicate that such a spirit is 
getting possession of a community, 
prudent financiers take their bearings 
with particular care regarding the 
general outlook. 

That outlook is at the moment un
doubtedly inspiring. The latest re
turns of the country's merchandise 
export trade, surplus of exports, gold 
importations, continue the extraordi
nary story of the past twelve months. 
Even some industrial phenomena of 
the day which business men dislike— 
such as the difficulty of obtaining labor 
except at rising wages—are themselves 
witness to the high pressure under 
which business activity is proceeding. 
There is perhaps only one visible cloud 
on the financial horizon; yet this is 
remarkable enough to warrant close 
examination. 

I IN every great war, the world's 
wheat market is always a matter 

of peculiar—one may say of historical 
—interest. Whatever privations may 
be endured through lack of the usual 
supplies, the army and the 
people at home must be 
fed. But the very first 
situation created by most 
great wars is that some wheat-im
porting state, whose home production 
is too small to feed its own people, 
will have broken off relations with 
some wheat-exporting states, and will 
thus be deprived of part of its usual 
supplies. The next development is 
apt to be that the surplus wheat, 
even of an allied producing country, 
will have been cut off from outside 

When the 
Danger 
Point Is 
Reached 

Wheat 
Shortage 
a Cloud on 
the Horizon 
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importing markets by the enemy's 
blockade. 

Even a war of minor scope or 
importance always contains the pos
sibility of involving other nations. 
When the United States declared war 
on Spain, in the spring of 1898, wheat 
went to $1.85 per bushel on the 
Chicago market, as against 64 cents 
a year b e f o r e . From 73 cents a 
bushel, just before the Franco-Prus
sian War broke out, in 1870, the price 
rose to $1.31 only three months later. 
Neither of these wars involved inter
ruption of the grain trade's ocean 
transportation. The wars of a cen
tury ago, however, created that situa
tion on a very extensive scale, and the 
price of wheat at Liverpool, which had 
averaged $1.83 per bushel during 1803, 
the year of temporary truce between 
England and France, rose in 1805 to 
an average of $2.80, and in 1812. when 
the United States declared war on 
England, to one of $3.97, with a top 
price of something like $4.20, the high
est in the grain trade's history. 

Actual blockade of grain exports 
from producing states was always the 
immediate cause for this; but other 
causes contributed. Supply of agri
cultural labor is necessarily depleted 
by drafts for military service; small
er crops are planted and harvested. 
Extensive grain-producing areas are 
trampled over by armies. If, in ad
dition, a season of harvest shortage 
intervenes because of adverse weather 
conditions, all other influences are 
emphasized. In Europe, T h o m a s 
Tooke tells us in his "History of 
Prices," written nearly a century ago, 
"the harvest of 1804 proved greatly 
deficient"; those of 1807 and 1808 

(Continued on page 90) 
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Our Business 
is to select and to make the best 

Farm Mortgages 
W e can still net 6 % 

Send for Our Booklet 
it gives our methods in detail and shows 
why our clients have never had a loss. 

George M. Forman & Co. 
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"yielded only scanty crops"; in addi
tion to which, " the enforcement of the 
Berlin and Milan decrees, coincident-
ally with the non-intercourse acts of 
the United States of America, . . . 
threatened to cut off all future supply, 
thus justifying a great rise in prices 
on the ground not only of actual, but 
of prospective, scarcity." 

To Europe, indeed, the last-named 
years were a time of grinding famine. 
Histories of the period occupy them
selves chiefly with military victories 
and diplomatic manoeuvres. But the 
social history of England and the Con
tinent, during the "great rise of the 
prices of corn and other leading ar
ticles of consumption, some of them to 
a height beyond any which they ever 
afterward attained"—a history not so 
often told—is a dismal narrative. 

Now the point of immediate inter
est is, that the situation when the 
present war began seemed in many 
respects to foreshadow exactly similar 
results. England imported during 
1913 (the last full year of peace) 
$251,000,000 worth of wheat or flour, 
of which $165,000,000 came from other 
countries than the United States. In 
the very summer when the war began, 
Europe's wheat harvest ran short, the 
shrinkage from 1913 being no less than 
14 per cent. Among the great out
side exporting countries, Canada's crop 
had decreased 30 per cent, Argen
tina's nearly 40 per cent. Aside from 
the United States, the whole world's 
wheat production of 1914 was reduced 
by 650,000,000 bushels, or not quite 
20 per cent, from the year before, and 
the total was much the smallest in 
half a dozen years. This happened 
when control of the seas was in mo-

S T E E L , O I L 
and COPPER 

Earnings of companies in these industries 
are increasing at a record pace, and, as a 
consequence, their securities possess greater 
investment and market-profit value than 
ever before. 

The question as to which stocks in the three 
classes offer the best speculative possibilities 
and maximum income yield, combined with 
stability of principal and marketability, is cur
rently covered in our fortnightly publication 
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mentary doubt; when Russia's crop 
(which is one-fifth of the whole world's 
yield), was cut off from export by the 
German and Turkish blockades, and 
when the fertile Danube countries 
were isolated. 

TTO grain-importing states, this was 
a very serious situation. That 

belligerent Europe was not confronted 
by something much like famine at 
the very beginning of the war, was 

wholly due to a freak of 
agricultural fortune in the 
United States. The largest 
wheat crop we had ever 
produced before the war 

was the 763 ,000,000 bushels of 1913. 
In 1914, the harvest was 891,000,000 
bushels; in 1915 it exceeded 1,000,-
000,000. In the very first year of war, 
therefore, when the consequences of 
the European war and the European 
harvest shortage would naturally have 
been most formidable, the enormous 
surplus production of the United 
States solved the whole dilemma. 
The American exports provided wheat 
enough for all. In the second year of 
hostilities, not only were our own grain 
crops larger even than those of 1914, 
but other nations also increased their 
yield substantially; the total harvest 
of the world being actually the largest 
in history. 

The effect of our unprecedentedly 
large wheat harvests of 1914 and 1915 
was to save belligerent Europe a for
midable food shortage; but it also 
served to increase enormously the ex
port trade and industrial prosperity 
of the United States. In the twelve 
months ending with June, 1915, when 
our total outward trade increased 
$404,000,000 over the year before, ex
port of all breadstuffs increased $408,-

(Continued on page 92) 
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000,000, and of wheat and flour alone, 
$281,000,000. In the same period, 
our export of manufactured goods 
(including munitions of war) had in
creased barely $60,000,000; the great 
increase in shipments of that sort 
came later. Yet revival of prosperity 
came before it. If belligerent Europe 
had never placed an order for war 
material with our manufacturers, the 
grain trade of the first year of war was 
enough to insure to the United States, 
on the basis of all previous experience, 
business revival at home and a power
ful economic position in regard to the 
outside world. 

TTHE American harvest of 1916 is 
now completed. The results, as 

reported in the government's estimates 
of yield, tell a different story from that 
of 1915 or 1914. Instead of the thou

sand-million-bushel wheat 
crop of a year ago, we shall 
harvest little more than 
600,000,000 bushels; not 

only much the smallest American crop 
of the war, but the smallest of any in 
a dozen years. The grain trade's own 
calculations make it doubtful whether 
the United States has raised this year 
more wheat than will be needed for 
home consumers. It is fortunately 
true that a substantial unsold surplus 
was carried over from the great crop 
of 1915; but there is no good reason 
to expect repetition of our huge ex
ports of the past two years. 

While this has occurred with wheat, 
the American harvest of other grains 
was estimated to have decreased 14 1/2 
per cent from last year, or more than 
700,000,000 bushels. Estimates of the 
foreign harvests are as yet in a meas
ure obscure and contradictory. But 
the grain trade in September esti
mated this season's wheat yield, even 
in other countries than our own, at a 

figure 400,000,000 bushels less than 
in 1915, making the whole world's 
output possibly smaller even than that 
of the first year of war. 

TTHIS great change in the whole 
world's food production is bound 

to have profound effect on consum
ing Europe. Exactly how it will af
fect producing America, it is not 
altogether easy to say. The 
price of wheat, which stood 
at 87 cents per bushel on 
the day of August, 1914, 
when England went to war with Ger
many, which rose temporarily to $1.67 
in February, 1915, but which fell be
low $1 early in 1916, rose above $1.50 
this September. High prices for what 
the United States can spare for export 
will compensate to some extent for the 
fact that we have less to send abroad. 
High prices for what he sells at home 
will largely compensate the farmer for 
his smaller yield. But they will hard
ly make possible any such results as 
those of our grain trade with the out
side consuming world in the first two 
years of the present war, and even 
with the "carry-over" from the har
vest of 1915, they will give no such 
grain tonnage to American railroads 
as that of 1915 and 1914. 

This is the one perplexing economic 
influence immediately in sight. Its 
effects on American prosperity may be 
offset or wholly superseded by the 
other powerful forces at work in our 
finance and industry—notably the 
stupendously large export of steel and 
other metals used for war material. 
It is nevertheless a reminder that re
cent conditions in the field of American 
trade are not wholly free from the 
possibility of change or modification, 
even while war continues. All such 
considerations have a part, on the 
Stock Exchange itself, in prudent 
men's "discounting" of the future. 

This Year's 
Harvest 
Relatively 
Small 

How the 
Shortage 
May Affect 
Prosperity 
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SCRIBNER SERVICE 
FOR INVESTORS 

RR E A D E R S may obtain, through the Ser
vice Bureau of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 

without cost, authent ic 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 M A G A Z I N E : 

The American Investor : The $100 Bond 
News, Inc. 

How Forman Farm Mortgages Are Made: 
George M. Forman &* Co. 

The Management of Your Es ta t e : Union 
Trust Co. 

Babson Service: Babson Statistical Organ
ization. 

The Unlisted Securities Review: Dawson, 
Lyon 6* Co. 

Standard Gas and Electric Company: H.M. 
Byllcsby &* Co. 

Kansas Farm Mortgages: Perkins 6" Co. 

Straus Investor 's Magazine: 5 . W. Straus 
& Co. 

Motor Stocks: Slattery 6° Co. 

Selected Investments : Peabody, Houghleling 
& Co. 

Public Utilities Securities: Williams, Troth 
&° Coleman. 

Bond Glossary: J. Frank Howell. 

Byllesby Management : H. M. Byllesby 
cf Co. 

First Mortgages on Farms : Cronan Mort
gage Co. 

The Belcher Plan: W. C. Belcher Land 
Mortgage Co. 

The Oldest Safe Inves tment : 5 . W. Straus 
(3° Co. 

"The Twenty Payment P l a n " : Slattery 
& Co. 

Back of the Inves tment : H. M. Bvllesby 
&Co. 

Cut out this announcement, check the 
literature desired, sign, and mail to the 
Service Bureau, SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E , 
597 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

Name 

A ddress 

City State 

An illustration from "Holding Sum-
mer Captive," in Tkt Hoggson Magazine. 

THE SPIRIT OF 
FINE BUILDING 

IF y o u a r e i n t e r e s t e d in t h e excep-
t ional in b u i l d i n g — a n d w h o is n o t 

t h e s e d a y s — w e be l ieve T h e H o g g s o n 
M a g a z i n e will a p p e a l t o y o u . 

WE h a v e b e e n to ld m a n y t i m e s 
Y t h a t , as a w o r k of a r t , i t is i n 

d i v i d u a l a m o n g m a g a z i n e s . B u t i t 
h a s a dec ided p r a c t i c a l s ide. T h e 
H o g g s o n M a g a z i n e Serv ice B u r e a u 
offers, c o m p l i m e n t a r y t o i ts r e a d e r s , 
p r o m p t , efficient a n d e x p e r t a id on 
b u i l d i n g p r o b l e m s . 

W E be l i eve T h e H o g g s o n M a g a 
zine fills a need n o t cove red b y 

a n y o t h e r p u b l i c a t i o n . 

HERE a r e s o m e of t h e Specia l 
Ar t i c les in t h e c u r r e n t i s sue : 

Magic in the Old Manse 
The Fallacy of Free Plans 
Holding Summer Captive 
Dream of a Library Come True 
Garden Walls and Garden Walks 
The Hoggson Magazine is one dollar per year. 

Sign and send us the coupon below with 
twenty-five cents for a specimen copy. 

The HOGGSON 
M A G A Z I N E 

485 Fifth Avenue, New York 
T H E HOGGSON MAGAZINE, 

485 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
Enclosed find 25c for which please send ine a specimen copy 

of your magazine. I am interested in a proposed building 
operation. 

Ka me . _ _ 

Add,; 
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Rameses. 
A very peculiar 
cigarette. You 
may not like it. 
But be very sure 
t ha t y o u wi l l 
form a strong and 
definite opinion one 
way or the other . 
The reason for the 
constant changing 
in b rands among 
cigarette smokers is 
a certain soft neu
t r a l i t y of f l a v o r 
c h a r a c t e r i s t i c of 
most varieties. The 
only variation in placid 
mediocrity is on the box. 
If almost any decent 
brand satisfies you, you 
probably will not care 
fo r R a m e s e s , " T h e 
Aristocrat of Cigarettes." 
But if you are seeking a 
"very definite and dis
tinctive cigarette, unlike 
others—unforgettable— 
the one c igare t te for 
your personal and indi
vidual taste — then you 
are coming to Rameses. 
Soon. 
Remember,Nobody ever 
changes from Rameses. 

STEPHANO BROS., INC. 
Philadelphia 

HIGH-CLASS SALESMEN 

TH E largest real estate concern in the world is planning a 
national advertising campaign to advertise their New York 

real estate as the best investment opportunity in the country, 
We control $10 ,000 ,000 of property on subways projected, or 
now in operation, and are planning to take on a few high-class 
salesmen. Positively no applications considered from men who 
cannot maintain their own personal expense while demonstrat
ing their ability, but to such as are able to fulfill the require
ments, a liberal contract will be made similar to the one under 
which our representatives are making as high as $25 ,000 a 
year, and none under $3 ,000 . Every assistance given to men 
capable of making good, in the shape of a liberal individual 
advertising appropriation and personal help in getting started. 

W O O D , H A R M O N & C O M P A N Y 
D e p t . R, 2 6 1 B r o a d w a y , New York 

PATENT •ABLE IDEAS WANTED. Man
ufacturers want Owen Patents. 
Send for 3 free books; inventions 

wanted, etc. I help you market your invention without charge. 
RICHARD B. OWEN, 1 3 5 O w e n Bldg . , Wash ing ton , D.C. 

Kathodion Bronze Works, Inc.. 299 Madison Avenue. N. Y. 
Studio and Factory, 366 Gerard Avenue, N. Y. 

YOU CANNOT SELL A STORY 
until grammatically and technically correct. We criticize and re
vise manuscripts of novels, short stories, photo-plays, etc., returning 
them attractively constructed and typewritten. Efforts often fail 
merely for lack of this experienced editing and advice. Address 

Writers Roundtable. Station 1 6, Kansas City, Mo. 

.jre.T-uu.sp.. 

V I S I T O R . — T h a t farm-hand of yours ought to be 
chock full of work. 

F A R M E R . — H e ought ter be. I a in ' t ever been able 
to git any out o' him. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

WANTED 

Send 4c Today 
For Our Latest 

"ARTBRONZ" CATALOG 

jre.T-uu.sp
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HANDEL 
Lamps 

YYOU can increase the coziness and intimacy of 
your boudoir with this Handel electric lamp. 

On the escritoire its forget-me-not design awakens 
thoughts of correspondents far and near. 
Ask your dealer for No. 645 4 or write for illustrated booklet. 
THE HANDEL CO., 387 East Main St., Meriden, Conn. 

These lovely juicy grapes I sec 
Are not for P u p p y Dogs like m e ! 

Science has now created a 
phonograph that is all melody. 
When the Manophone plays, 
you hear only the enchanting 
strains of the music; the instru
ment itself is forgotten. 

T h e Manophone plays all makes of 
disc records. It provides a T o n e Control 
that enables you to graduate the me lody . 
T h e Guarantee assures lasting pleasure. 

Manophones are made in many dif
ferent styles and finishes from $ 1 5 . 0 0 
up to prices that provide for the most 
luxurious cabinets. 

Send For Illustrated Booklet 
lhat describesIhe many improved (ealures, and for 
Ihe address of the Manophone Dealer, where you 
can hear Ihe Manophone play your way. Address 
Depl. E - l l , The Manophone—a distinctive 
Christmas gift. 

J A M E S M A N O I L C O M P A N Y , Inc. 
Factory & Executive Offices; 

Newburgh.N.Y. 

'The Music Master of Phonographs' 

T o D e a l e r s : 
W r i t e or 

w i re at once 
for interest
ing agency 
p ropos i t i on 
r e g a r d i n g 
t h i s better 
phonograph. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Manophone The 
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WHITING-ADAMS Hair and Toilet Brushes Have Been Avail
able for Eve's Daughters for over ONE HUNDRED YEARS 

WHITING-ADAMS 
Thank you. 
That is so 
much better 
than an apple" 

Methods of Manufac
ture produce perfect BRUSHES EVERYBODY MAKES PRESENTS.-Birthday presents, Wedding presents, 
Christmas presents,Easter presents, New Year's presents, and presents at many 
other times. A present that will be a joy and comfort to a friend is a WHITINGr-
ADAMS Bhavlng brush, hair brush, cloth brush, nail brush, or, in fact, any kind 

of a WHITING-ADAMS brush adapted to a friend's requirements. A full set of WfllTTNG™ 
ADAMS brushes for any purpose will biud friendship ciosely for yearB and then some. 

For $2.50 and this advertisement we wtfl send postpaid a nice stiff bristle hair brush 

JOHN L. WHITING-J. J. ADAMS CO., BOSTON 

STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, ETC.. REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, JQIJ 
of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, published monthly at New York, N. Y., for October 1, 1916 

State of N E W YORK. County of N E W YORK 
Before me, a NOTARY PUBLIC in and for the State and county aforesaid, personally appeared C H A R L E S SCRIBNER, J R . , who. having been duly 
sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the BUSINESS MANAGER of the SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE and that the following is, to the 
best of his knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, management , etc . , of the aforesaid publication for the da te shown in the above 
caption, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section 443, Postal Laws and Regulat ions , to wit; 

1. That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, manag ing editor, and business managers are: 
PUBLISHER: Charles Scrihner's Sons, 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. I M A N A G I N G EDITOR: None 
EDITOR: Robert br idges, . . 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. | BUSINESS MANAGER: Charles Scribner, J r . , 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 

2. That the owners are: (Give names and addresses of individual owners, or, if a corporation, give its name and the names and addresses of stock
holders owning or holding 1 per cent, or more of the total amount of stock). 

Charles Scribner's Sons . 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. | Arthur H. Scribner . . . 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N . Y. 
Charles Scribner . . . 597 Fifth Ave.. New York, N . Y. | Charles Scribner, Jr. . . . 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 

E. T. S. Lord 597 Fifth Ave.. New York, N. Y. 
3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders owning or holding 1 per cent, or more of total amount of bonds, mort

gages , or other securities a r e : . . . . None. 
4. That the two paragraphs next above giving the names of the owners, stockholders and security holders, if any, contain not only the list of 

stockholders and security holders as they appear upon the books of the company but also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears 
upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, is 
given; also that the said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant's full knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and conditions under 
which stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon the books of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than 
that of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any other person, association, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect 
in the said stock, bonds , or other securities than as so stated by him. 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 20th day of September, 1916. C H A R L E S SCRIBNER, JR., Business Manager. 
W, H . Procter, Notary Public. No. in, N. Y. County. 

[ S E A L . 1 Certificate No. 7004 filed in N. Y. County Register 's Office. My Commission expires March 30, T917. 

G U N N Sectional 
Are Lower in Price than Others 

TTHE two things you want—quality and a low price—you get 
in Gunn Sectional Bookcases. The judges at the Panama-

Pacific Exposition awarded us first prize for quality. We 
guarantee you a big saving in freight because we ship in a con
densed knock down form one-fourth the size of others. 

When you need a bookcase to really preserve your books, 
do not fail to look at the Gunn. Our free new catalogue 
in colors helps you make a bargain selection from our 
handsomely finished, dust-proof Colonial, Mission, Claw-
foot, etc., styles in mahogany and oak. 

| You will also get a new booklet " In an Emperor's Den" 
telling about our furniture in use by high officials in 

the Orient. Dealers everywhere. 

T H E G U N N F U R N I T U R E C O . 

jgP 1804 Broadway - Grand Rapids, Mich. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Bookcases 
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"Used while you sleep " 

for Whooping Cough, 
Spasmodic Croup , 
Asthma, SoreThroat, 
Coughs, Bronchitis, 
C o l d s , C a t a r r h . 

Don't fail to use Cresolene for the distressing, and 
often fatal, affections for which it is recommended. 

It is a simple, safe, effective and drugless treatment. 
Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whoop

ing Cough and relieves Spasmodic Croup at once. 
In Asthma it shortens the attack and ensures 

comfortable repose. 
The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with 

every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore 
throat, and stops the cough, assuring restful nights. 

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of 
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in 
the treatment of Diphtheria. 

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 37 years of 
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet. 

For Sale by Druggists 
Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated thront, 

composed of slippery elm bark, licorice, sugar and Cresolene. They 
can't harm you. Ol your druggist or from us, ioc. in stamps. 

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St., N. Y. 
or Leeming-MJes Building, Montreal, Canada 

From 
Photograph 
at Tuberculosis 
Sanatorium 

Save him — 
to be a useful American 

If he were your boy, there is no extreme to 
which you would not go to snatch him 
from the clutches of the White Plague. 

Unfortunately he has no able protector. 
His life depends upon what you and other 
patriotic Americans give at this 
Christmastide to help him fight 
for his existence. RED C R O S S 
C H R I S T M A S SEALS give you 
this opportunity. Make the most 
of it. Buy generously. 

The Trenton Potteries Co. 
Bathrooms of Character 

A Quiet Closet In Your Home 
You can keep closet noise out of your 

home by keeping out the kind of a closet 
that makes a noise. 

To permit the installation of a noisy 
closet in your bathroom is an indifference 
to an unpleasant and avoidable noise 
which you are bound to regret later on. 

T h e Trenton Potteries Company 

SI-WEL-CLO 
Silent Closet 

Tell your architect or plumber that you 
want a Si-wel-clo and you will be sure 
that the closet installed cannot be heard 
beyond a closed door. Your own sensi
bilities will not be shocked by the sound 
of frequent noisy flushings, and your 
guests will not be subjected to the embar
rassment of pretending they do not hear it. 

Silence is not the only advantage of the Si-
wel-clo. It is made of vitreous 
china—white all the "way through. 
The suiface is highly glazed, will 
not tarnish or stain,crackor peel. 

Write for Booklet M-24 
'Bathrooms of" Character" 

if you want to know more 
about them — and of beautiful 
and convenient bathroom ar
rangement. 

The Trenton Potteries Company, Trenton, N. J. 
The Largest Makers of Sanitary Pottery in U. S. A. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



Copper River, Alaska 
Courtesy of the Alaska Steamship Company 

AUSTRALIA 
M. L Go the re now! Voyage is delightful via Honolulu and Samoa. 

" ^ Splendid 10 ,000 ton twin-wsreir American steamers every 81 
dnys from San Francisco (No». 3, Nov. 28 , Dec. 19, Jan. 0). Return ist 
class, * ; I37 .50 ; 2nd class, $ 2 3 5 ; including China and Japan , ist class, 

- f 5 7 5 ; to Honolulu, # 0 5 . Folders free. 
II. E. JM'KNETT, 17 Battery Place, Hew York, nr Oceanic S. B. Co. 
__ _ _ .— ___ _ <;, ;1I Unrjjpt s t ree t , , Cal. 

SHORT LINE 

Two luxurious 24 day 
cruises to Cuba, Jamaica, 

Panama and Costa Rica, the 
wonderlands of the Caribbean, by the beau

tiful American steamships "Tenadores" and 

" Pastores," of the Great White Fleet, under 

special charter. 

Many exceptional side trips by automobile 

and special train are included. 

Every detail that our long experience in the 

West Indies suggests as adding to the luxury 

and delight of tropical travel has been added 

to make ihese cruises 

An Ideal Winter Holiday 
Sailing from N e w York Feb. 10 and Feb. 24 , 1 9 1 7 

Price $ 2 9 0 and up 

Also remarkable tours to South America: T)ec. 30, Jan. 
13, Feb. 10, Feb. 24, Mar. 14. Japan and China: Jan. 
27, Feb. 24, Mar. 24. Australasia: Mar. 7, Mar. 13. 

Send for Booklet Desired 

17 Temple PI. 

D e p t . 1 0 B o s t o n 
New York Philadelphia 
Chicago San Francisco 

RAYMOND & WHITCOMB CO. 

S O U T H A M E R I C A 
Small Select Pa r ty leaves New York Feb. 3d, 

visiting all points of interest on East and West Coasts. 

A Cruise 

WEST INDIES-PANAMA 
CENTRAL AMERICA 

24 restful days away from winter 
WITH THE 

AMERICAN EXPRESS 
SPECIAL STEAMER 

SHORE VISITS 

Sail Jan. 27 or March 10 
Write for Booklet 

AMERICAN EXPRESS COMPANY 

66 Broadway, New York 

Philadelphia Boston Chicago San Francisco 

98 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Travel - Resorts -Tours 

Sydney 

WEST INDIES CRUISES To the Tropics 

JAPAN-CHINA tours leaving in the Winter and Spr ing. In Japan 
during Cherry Blossom Season. 

CALIFORNIA and HONOLULU tours Fall and Winter by rail or 
thru Panama Canal. 

Write for particulars specifying trip. Low Rates 

GILLESPIE, KINPORTS and BEARD 

1115 Walnut Street, Philadelphia 309 Fifth Ave., New York 
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HOTEL-RESORT & TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT 
A P P E A R I N G M O N T H L Y I N T E. f-1 F A M O U S M A G A Z I N E S 

C e n t u r y - C o u n t r y L i f e i n A m e r i c a - E v e r y b o d y ' s - Field & S t r e a m - H a r p e r ' s 
R e d B o o k - R e v i e w of R e \ / i e w s - S c r i b n e r ' s - T h e C a n a d i a n - W o r l d ' s W o r k . 
F O R R E L I A B L E I N F O R. M A T I O N I N T R A V E U P l _ * \ N IS I M G , W R I T E T O T H E S E A D V E R T I S E R S 

O R T O T H E W M E W . E - T O - G O T R A V E . L_ C l_U B - B B E A C O N S T R E E . T - fci O S T O N . M A S S . 

Traymore 

T H E SPIRIT OF AMERICA 
A T P L A Y 

MAGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS 

D.S.WHITE.Prest. J.W.MOTT.Mqr. 

ATLANTIC CITY, N.J. 
UNIQUE FEATURES: 
The vast Marble Exchanqe-
f lanked wi th Flowers and 
Sheltered Anqles.the Forecourt, 
Fountain of Fate.CloisterCarden, 
Restaurant, Submarine Gri l l , 

Rose Hall, Library Tower, 
A Belvedere and Three 
IJi] Decks l ook inq on the 

J J I ^ P B , Boardwalk and 
the Ocean. 

NEW YORK CITY N. Y. 

If Coming To New York 
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates ? 

L88W.108St. 
New York 

Select, homelike, economical. Suite 
>f parlor, bedroom, private bath for 
two persAns, $'2.00 daily per suite. 
Write f"rB»nldctH..-with map of city. 

BOSTON MASS. 

ATLANTIC CITY N. J. HEALTH RESORTS 
ATLANTIC CITY, N.J . 
Hotel and Sanatorium. 

New stone, hrick A steel building. Always 
open, always ready, always busy. Table 
and attendance unsurpassed. 

v SEABOARD AIR LINE RY. 

H O T E L W PUBLIC tSLotH 

THORNDIKE 
ONEDFB05TDN5BESTH0TEL5--J/*?/^'(7iKM'A«r?/ 
Especially suited to the Requirements of , c-, 

- M K-u™1 5 1"5 °" 'iccw", of 'ts Plca5' •" '=*'" 
^ • ^ ^ ^ p a n t Localioi anj Accessibility i * , ^ ; ( ip 

^ I t j ^ ~-^= from Every Point- Lmfield Damon.Prop ifc' ==?*l 

1 Solid steel t ra ins \ 
\Yasliinftuu, B 

shnrtc: 

SEATTLE W A S H . 

HOTEL BUTLER £ K E 
Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25c. 
Rooms $1.00 up; with bath %1 OOup. H<<me comforts 
to the traveler. A. CHFJ-H1KE MITCHELL, Mgr. 

Forms for D e c e m b e r c lose Nov. 1st. 

te through W 
and the noted ( I ) 

C A R O L I N A R E S O R T S * 
'Southern Pines-Pinehurst -Camden" 
Columbia and Savannah to t he famous 

F L O R I D A R E S O R T S * ; 
(I) St. Petersburg, Belleair, Tampa. Sarasota, 
*x Bradeutown, St, Augustine, Ormond, Doy-

tona , Rockledge, Palm Beach, Miami. 

CUBA AND NASSAU 
Resurt Booklets and schedules for thoask-

) Ing at our offices in Boston, Philadelphia, 
) Balt imore, Washington, Buffalo. W. E. 
\ CONKLYN, G. E. P. A. , 1184 Broadway, N.Y. 

PARK HOTEL™u
£>. 

Health a Pleasure Resort with v l - 1 - ' „ , , . , Health a Pleasure Resort with 
the famous Mineral Baths for 
the relief of Rlr 

The Fall Months a' 
tiful-a deliqhtfL 
time for taking the 
treatment-Hotel a 
Baths under one 
roof-Open all year. BOom fj 

MICH. 

Robertson-Blackman Sanitarium 
Atlanta, Ga. Not a hospital. Complete 
water treatment, Dietetics, Milk and 
Rest Cure, Medication, Osteopathy, 
Disorders of Nutrition and Elimina
tion. Cheerful, homelike surroundings. 
Excellent climate. Cuisine the best. 
Write for illustrated booklet and rates. 

WHERE-TO-GO ia t he highest class, m.>st 
effective directory i n t he world of publi
city. Seen in 10 best magazines monthly. 

Pasadena, Cal. A Sanita
rium for chronic diseases. 

Homelike surroundings. Individual medi
cal supervision (dietary, treatment, and 
exercise closely supervised); complete 
electrical and hydrotherapy departments. 
No tuberculosis or insanity taken. 

Weymouth Heights • H I G H L A N D P I N E S I N N Southern Pines, N.C. 
Home of winter poll. Tennis. Turkey and Quail shooting. 700 ft. elevation. Just right climate. No snow. Pure spring water. 
Best of everything. Cottages. Bungalows. Orchestra. Write CKKASLKR & TURNKR, Lessees and Managers, for booklet. 

B A T T L E C R E E K F O R H E A L T H 

^Write for Beautifully Illustrated Booklet 
T H E B A T T L E C R E E K S A N I T A R I U M TiO^C iO0, B A T T L E C R E E K . M I C H . 

HAWAII 
SCENES AND IMPRESSIONS 

By 

KATHARINE FULLERTON GEROULD 
" A charming and poetic record full of illumina

ting touches of scenes and an exotic popula t ion." 
—Boston Transcript. 

Illustrated. Sl-50 net. 
CHARLES S C R I B N E R S SONS, N E W YORK 

W I N T E R T I M E h e r e is SUMMER T I M E in t h e 
SOUTH SEAS. A r r a n g e m e n t s shou ld now 

be made to v is i t 

AUSTRALIA 
• ^ ^ • * • „ ! _ _ C M V l „ „ J 

Honolulu New Zealand 
The Palatial Passenger Steamers 

(R. M. S. " N I A G A R A ») (R. M. S. " M A K U K A ") 
(20,000 tons) (13.50° t ° n s ) 

Sail from Vancouver , R. C , Nov. 22, Dec. 20, J a n . 17 . 
B o u n d Paci f ic T o u r $337.50 u p . H o n o l u l u $135 .00 
u p . For further particulars apply 
Can. P a c . Rly. , 1231 Broadway, N. Y., or to Can. Ans t . 

Roya l Mai l L ine , 440 Seymour St., Vancouver, B. C. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNERS MAGAZINE 

WHERE-TO-GO 

CLENDENING 

Galen Hall. 

TRAVEL 

LasEncinas 

Suva, 

file:///Yasliinftuu
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HOTEL 
LENOX 

A New England 
Institution 

The sumptuousness of 
L? its equipment, the cui

s ine a n d t h e se rv ice all 
suggest the comforts and 
luxuries you expect to find 
in the best homes. 

Single Room with bath 
$2.jo to $4.00 

Double Rooms with bath 
Sj.jo to $6.oo 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Boston 

L. C. Prior 
Managing Director 

The St. 
James 

Philadelphia. 
Walnut at 13th. 

Centrally located 
Distinctive service 
Excellent cuisine 
Room with bath ,$2up 

R J Ritchie, 
*& J. 

(Popular Song Illustrated.) 

" I Hear You Calling Me." 
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Virginia Hot Springs 

In Winter— 
The only place in America where a cure 
can be taken just as comfortably as in the 
Spring, Summer or Fall. A t no other place can there 
be found such ideal conditions for rest, recreation and recup
eration with environments that leave nothing to be desired. No pains are spared 
to make The Homestead even more attractive in the winter than at other seasons. The 
well known standard of equipment and of service is maintained throughout the year. 
Situated 2,500 feet above sea level—Never any extremes—Agreeable mornings, cloudless 

skies, balmy noons, wonderful and incomparable sunsets— 
Magnificent vistas—spacious rooms, corridors and verandahs. 

Famous Healing Waters 
Truly Wonderful—Naturally Heated—106° 

In the waters at H o t Springs is found more radio activity 
than at any place in the world—a fact so fraught with importance 
that it is almost startling to suffering humanity. A t none of the 
celebrated places in Europe are the natural waters so charged with all 
their gases and other health giving qualities—At no other place is 
the temperature prescribed for hot baths, that at which the water 
actually emerges from the earth in the natural springs. 

T h e f a m o u s S p o u t B a t h for Gout, Rheumatism, Ner
vous Diseases, Sciatica, Nervous Prostration, Liver Troubles 
and Old Joint Injuries. Modern and complete bath equip
ment—Swedish Gymnastics, Massage and H o t Air Treat
ments—Needle, Spray, Electric, Medicated and other 
Baths—Physicians of international reputation—Expe
rienced and careful attendants. 

T h e Ba th H o u s e is connected with the Hotel by an ornate, 
sunlighted viaduct, so that the bather may go to and from his room 
without outside exposure. 

The Homestead Book 
A lifelike photographic description of the Homestead Hotel and 

its surroundings, in natural colors. I t tells of the 500 rooms—excellent 
cuisine—incomparable drinking water—attractive ballroom—fascinat
ing drives—interesting trails and bridle paths -Golf courses and 
Tennis Courts. This book, together witii the treatises on the 
therapeutic value of the waters, should be read by everyone looking 
for an ideal winter resort for rest, recuperation and recteation. W e 
will gladly send copies upon request. 

H. ALBERT, Resident Manager, Hot Springs, Va, 
Booking Offices—Ritz-Carlton Hotels, New York, Philadelphia 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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KEY WEST 

No matter what other places you 
have planned to visit this winter 
see Florida first. Make your 
plans early, thus insuring choice of 
accommodations. It will pay you to 
write now and see for yourself how 
comfortably and inexpensively you can 
go on low round trip fares from New 
York to 

Jacksonville, St. Augustine, 
Miami, Palm Beach,Tampa, 
Key West, St. Petersburg 

A N D A L L O T H E R 

Florida Resorts, 

Charleston and the Carolinas 

Clyde-Mallory steamers offer the ideal 
route—delicious cuisine, spacious social 
halls, latest magazines, broad decks, 
comfortable staterooms, some with con
necting private bath. 

REMEMBER meals and 
sleeping accommodations 
aboard ship are included 
in the fare without ad
ditional cost. 

Fall and Winter bookings now open 
Write for information andbeautiful descriptive literature 

CLYDE-MALLORY LINES 
Pier 3 6 , North River, N e w York 

DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES 
Boston Philadelphia New York 

192 Washington St. 701 Chestnut St. 290 Broadway 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Florida First 
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Don't stop your open-air 
sports when winter comes 
Go to California 

MOTORING ? 
California has more asphalt 
ed highways thin -any other 
state; touring opportunities 
equal to Europe © © © 

RACING ? 
Winter races at Tia Juana 
near San Diego begin early 
in November and continue 
lOO days 

POLO ? 
this thrilling pastime is in-
creasing rapidly on the Coast 
GOLF? 
Modern links and hospit-
able country clubs invite 
you to beat par © © © 

THE OCEAN? 
Salt water bathing- sailing-fishing 
e ® e e © © © e 
Four daily California trains, including. California 
Limited; aim Santa Fe deluxe, weekly in wintei 
Enroute visit Petrified Forests the Grand Canyon 
of Amona <s and Castle Hot Springs 0 a 
Hawaii afterwards a Fred Harvey meals 

Booklets of trip and trains on request 
WJ.Black.Pass Traffic M#.. A.TiS.F.Ry. 

1054 Railway Exchange. Ch i cago 
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

California 
outdoor 
sports 
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Actual 
Size 

80% Have 
Inf lamed 

GUMS 
after 40 years of 
age. Inflamed or re
ceding gums, which 
eventually lead to 
the loosening of the 
teeth, are symptoms 
of Pyorrhea (Riggs' 
Disease). If your 
gums are painful, 
CONSULT YOUR 
DENTIST and be 
guided by his ad
vice, because his 
treatment is abso
lutely necessary. 
Forhan's Pyorrhea 
Preparation is used 
and prescribed by 
many of the leading 
dentists, as a part 
of their own treatment. 
It brings prompt relief 
in most cases. Use daily 
as a preventive (in the 
same way as a dentifrice 
is used); it will positively 
prevent Pyorrhea and 
keep the gums firm and 
healthy. Very agreeable 
to the taste. 

Large tube (as illus
t r a t ed ) , 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 and friends). 
Forhan Company, 15 
Elm St., New York. 

LATHES 
For Gunsmiths. Tool Bakers, 

Experimental uml Repair Work, etc. 

Lathe Catalogue Free. 

W.F.& Jno. Barnes Co. 
5:'S Rui>y St., Rockford, Ill. 

TRY A BOTTLE O F 

POMPEIAN 
O L I V E O I L 

SALAD DRESSING 
A M A Y O N N A I S E OF 

SURPASSING DELICIOUSNESS 
AT ALL GROCERS 

Our Hand Books on Patents, Trade-Marks, etc., sent free. 
70 years' experience. Patents procured through Munn & 
Co. receive free notice in the SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN. 

EE9 Woolworth Bldo . N. Y. 
b2S F St., Washington, D. C. MUNN & CO. 

GIVE THIS FOR XMAS 
Moth-
Proof 
Red 
Cedar 
Chest 
S e n t 

o n 
F r e e T r i a l 

Cedar Chest. Your choice of 75 styles and des igns 
sent on 15 days ' Iree trial. We pay ihe ireight. 
A Piedmont protects furs, woolens and plume* From 
motli.,, mice, dust and damp. Distinctly beautiful. Needed 
in every home. Lasts for generat ions . Finest Christmas, 
wedding or b i r thday gift at great saving. Write today for 
our great catalog and reduced prices—postpaidfrce. 
PIEDMONT UV.h ( EDAK (MEM l_U. D.pl . U .STATKSVILLE, \ . C 

Reduced 
Factory 
Prices. 
Freight 

Prepaid. 

Book for the Motorist— 

50 cents net 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S SONS 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Pro-phy-lac-tic 
Tooth Brush 

PATENTS 
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BAKE your 

BEECH-NUT 
BACON 

For 10c we will send you a 
special Beech-Nut bak ing rack 

B E E C H - N U T P A C K I N G C O . 
CANAJOHARIE, N. V. 

Makers of 
Beech-Nut Peanut Butter 
Beech-Nut Mustard Oscar's Sauce 
Beech-Nut Strawberry, 

Red Raspberry. Peach and 
Damson Plum Jams 

Beech-Nut Grape, Red Currant 
and Crab-apple Jellies 

Beech-Nut Orange and 
Grapefruit Marmalades 

Beech-Nut Cherry Preserve 
Beech-Nut Chewing Gum 

Beech-Nut Mints,Cloves, Win tergree hi 
ASK YOUR DEALER 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

White House 
Coffee 
andTeas 
A Man's Coffee 

is his 
Breakfast 

Sold in the whole bean, ground or 
pulverized, never in any package 
but the 1, 2, 3 or 5-lb. All-Tin 
cans. Whi te House Tea, Yt 

and VS-lb. All-Tin cans, all 
varieties, as good as Whi te 
House Coffee. 

DWINELL-WRIGHT CO. 
M~*.l o r - R—.... BOSTON - CHICAGO 
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The dentist is your teeth's best friend. 
His best assistant is 

PEBECO 
TOOTH PASTE 

Get acquainted with both and keep 
your teeth for life. 

Ten-Day Trial T u b e mailed Free upon request . 
Address Lehn & Fink, 116 Wil l iam St., N e w York. 

J A C K . — B o b b y Towne says he paid $7,000 for his new automobile . 
G L A D Y S . — I s he a millionaire? 
J A C K . — N o — h e ' s a liar. 

A Gift that is never 
put away. 

An S & M Tycos House Barometer is not one of the admired-and-then-forgotten 
gifts. It is a center of interest for all the family every day in the year. Everyone 
wants to know " what the weather is going to be." 

The S & M Tyccs House Barometer, No. 2252 , is a Scientific Instrument, accurately con
structed. Patent adjustment eliminates all troublesome " sett ing." Self-adjusting for any alti
tude up to 3 ,500 feet. Encased in a 5-inch lacquered brass case and enamelled metal dial. 

Most Opticians, Scientific Instrument Dealers, etc., sell S & M Tyccs House Barometers. 
If not at yours, send us his name and address and $10 .00 and we will send you one direct. 

Our " Barometer Book," sent free on request, describes other styles 

Taylor Instrument Companies 
ROCHESTER, N. Y. 

Makers of Scientific Instruments of Superiority 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

S&.M 

Tycos BAROMETER 



The VOSE PLAYER PIANO 
not only has one of the latest, most perfect control 
methods, but has a patent device that enables you to 
instantly change the key in which a piece is written 
to suit your taste or the voice of the singer. This is 
a most remarkable improvement, without which no 
player piano is complete. To this is added the sweet 
tone and supreme quality of the Vose Piano, made 
for 66 years by the Vose family. 

We challenge comparisons 
Time payments accepted. Delivered to your home free of 
cliarge. Liberal allowance for old pianos. If interested in 
,? J\,t>io or Player Piano send for beautifully illustrated 
catalog, VOSE & SONS PIANO COMPAX)' 
Boylsto7i Street Boston, JILtss. 

"M-Mama, Tillie won't play fair—it's my turn to 
say prayers an' her turn to wash her hands, an' she 
jumped into bed without doing either!" 
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vose 
PLAYER 
PIANO Globe-Wernicke 

Sectional Bookcases 
(Built to Endure) 

"I will study and prepare my
self," said Lincoln, "and then, 
some day, my chance will come!" 

1Look about you! You must perceive, 
-* as Lincoln did, tha t there is no suc

cess without knowledge. Prepare yourself. 
Read for recreation. Study for success. 
A Globe-Wernicke Sectional Bookcase in 
vour room will help you. I t is a constant 
invitation to read and study. As you add 
section to section to take care of incoming 
books, it becomes a guide-post of your prog
ress, the outward symbol of the growth 
within. Place it in your room where you 
can spend those intimate hours before re
tiring in mental companionship with the 
great minds of the world—the great minds 
tha t will prepare you for the day your 
chance will come. 

Write for Catalog No. 1105, and ask for a copy of " The 
World's Best Books," a valuable reading course 

prescribed by eminent men. 

The Globe-Wernicke Co. 
CINCINNATI 

Agents in over 2000 cities. Branch stores in 
New York Chicago 
Philadelphia 

'Washington 
St. Louis Boston 
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BUY DIAMONDS DIRECT 

FROM JASON WEILER & SON 
Diamond I m p o r t e r s , Boston, Mass . 

and save 20 to 40 per cent on retail or jewelers' prices 

For over 40 years the house of Jason Weiler & Son of 
Boston has been one of America's leading diamond 
importers selling to jewelers. However, a large busi
ness is done direct by mail with customers al importing 
p r i ce s ! H e r e a r e five d i a m o n d offers—direct to you by 
mail—which clearly demonstrate our position to name 
prices on diamonds that should surely interest any 
present or prospective diamond purchaser. 

Ladies' 
Diamond : 
Ring 
$205.00 | 

: r i n g is I 
ile of al l i 

p l a t i n u m , j 
r i c h l y carved i 
and pierced in • 
the new lace- ! 
work e f fec t , • 

set with perfectly cut blue-white i 
diamond. ! 

1 Cara t , $95.00 
This i-carat genuine dia
mond is of great brilliancy 
andperfectlycut. Mounted 
in ladies' or men's style 
14k. solid gold se t t ing . 
Money refunded if you can 
duplicate it for less than 
$125.00. Our price, $ Q C 
direct to you . . , * * J 

Men's Diamond Ring, $175.00 
Perfectly cut blue-white diamond i 
mounted in 18k. solid gold pierced • 
setting, in the new olive finish, : 
Diamond is securely embedded • 
in solid platinum, square" top. i 
Money refunded if your jeweler j 
can duplicate this ring for less • 
than $250.00. I 

Men's Diamond Ring, $165.00 = 
New green solid j,rold rin^', «et with S 
perfectly cut blue-white diamond E 
and on each side is moun'ed a — 
triangular cut sapphire of rich ~ 
velvety blue color. E 

4 C a r a t s , $ 6 8 0 . 0 0 
This 4-carat genuine diamond 
is of great b r i l l i a n c y , fine 
c o l o r and p e r f e c t l y cut. 
Mounted in ladies' or men's 
style 14k. solid gold setting. 
Muiiey r e f u n d e d if y o u r 
jeweler can duplicate it for 
less than $725,00 

M o n e y r e f u n d e d if n o t en t i re ly satisfied 
If des i red , rings will be sent to you: 
B a n k or any Expres s Co. with privi 
lege of examination. Our diamond 
guarantee fur 5 years' full value 
goes with every purchase. 

Ur , W R I T E T O D A Y 
We refer yi 
as to our reli
ability, to any 
bank or news
paper in Boston. 

FOR T H I S R 
B E A U T I F U L 
BOOK ON 
HOW TO BUY 
DIAMONDS 

This catalog is beautifully illus
trated. Tells how to judge, se
lect, and buy diamonds. Tell-
how thev mine, cut, and market 
diamonds. This book, showing 
weights, sizes, and prices {{ 
to $10.0<>0i, is cons ide r* 
an authority. 

A copy will be mailed to 
you FREE on receipt of 
your name and address. 

Jason Weiler & Son 
346 W a s h i n g t o n S t r ee t Bos ton , Mass . 

Diamond Importers Since 1876 
Foreign A g e n c i e s : A m s t e r d a m and P a r i s 

For over seventy 
years this magazine 
has been the standard 
American m o n t h l y , 
covering the subjects 
of b a n k i n g a n d fi
nance. Its monthly 
f e a t u r e s are indis
pensable to the bank
er and the student of 
finance. 

Sample Copy Sent on 
Request 

BANKERS 
MAGAZINE 

N e w York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

THE BANKERS PUBLISHING CO 
BOJTON N E W Y O R K CMKACO 

SPECIAL FEATURES 

A SWELLING PERIOD 

SPENDINC MONEY FOR THAT WHICH 15 NOT 
BREAD 

FLIRTING WITH THE TRUSTS 

DRIVING BUSINESS AWAY 

THE BANKER AND THE FARMER 

A TRANSACTION IN BONDS 
Br M « u r u t ' . ' . . . 

BANK ADVERTISING MEN MEET IN PHILADELPHIA 

BANKING PUBLICITY 

THE ADVERTISING MAN-A BANKER BY 
ABSORPTION 

IS 00 A YEAR - SO CENTS A COPY 

BANKERS 
MAGAZINE 
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The charm of a quaint old custom 
rests upon the cover of Whi tman ' s 
Sampler box of chocolates and con
fections. Prettily and daintily it brings 
bach to you the days when every little 
girl was expected to learn her stitches 
on a sampler. 

A n d each dainty " sample " of the 
Whi tman art in candy-making (started 
in 1842), which you will find inside 
this box, speaks no less delightful a 
message. 

$1 a pound at the stores that have the 
Whi tman agency, almost everywhere. 

STEPHEN F. W H I T M A N & S O N , Inc. 
Philadelphia, U . S. A . 

Makers of Whitman's Instantaneous Chocolate, and Marshmallow Whip 

Q U I T E SO. 

" T h e preacher says, 
We're made o' dus t , " 
Said little T u m m y Blake. 
" I ' v e eated too much dinner— 

An '— 
Gee whiz ! b u t dust can ache . " 

M A R G A R E T G. H A Y S . 

Georgia 
Paper Shell Pecans 
E x t r a l a r g e , f u l l - m e a t e d , 
de l i c ious flavor. Se lec ted 
nuts , 1916 crop, 70 cents per 
pound. Special 3 and 5 pound 
gift boxes at $2.50 and 24.00. 

Our $1.00 trial package ample for 
Thanksgiving or Christmas dinner 

We pay all delivery charges 

Send check or Money Order to 
A S S O C I A T E D PAPER SHELL 

PECAN G R O W E R S 
Box 4 4 7 Albany, Georgia 
Ref.: First Nat. Bank, Georgia Nat. Bank, 
or Chamber of Commerce. Albany, Ga. 

Geneseo Jam Kitchen 
MARMALADE 
J E L L Y and 
other products 

i r e as delicious, 

pure and wholesome as those put up in 
r y o u r o w n home—and, as I contracted for 

my supplies before prices advanced, they cost less. 

Sold by leading grocers or direct by 

MISS ELLEN H. NORTH 
GENESEO JAM KITCHEN GENESEO, N . Y . 

W r i t e for pr ice list of specialties 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

" Started in 
1842" 

Jam 
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In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE. 

Is Your Type Here? 

—is your wife's or husband's 
or f a the r ' s or m o t h e r ' s or 
son's or daughter's type here? 

Liquid-Food-Tonic 
is recommended as an aid to diges
tion and a strengthening tonic. For 
the overworked—for the anaemic— 
for all who are o v e r w r o u g h t or 
undernourished—the weak, the tired 
and the convalescent. Should be 
taken at each meal and before 
retiring. 

All Druggists—Most Grocers 
Malt-Nutrine declared by 

I U. S. Internal Revenue 
Department to be a pure 
malt product—not an al
coholic beverage. Con
tains 14.50 per cent malt 
s o l i d s — 1 .9 p e r cent 
alcohol. 
Interesting Booklet on Request 

Anheuser-Busch 
St . Louis , U. S. A. 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

You said • 
"- and also the best 
cigarette, Leo. 

So you found 
there the famous 
red box. 

Leo is w i se . 

— *rir good places 
you need noi 
mention tile name 

Just ask for 
the best cigattette 

A Shilling in London 
A Qua r t e r Here 

Leo Thmmer— 
Hotel Sl.A'etfis 
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OLIVER "9" 

Since Oliver first introduced visible writing to the world, men 
and women have realized that < Hiver mechanical principles must 
dominate. As people come to know the basic merits of Oliver 
construction they prefer this Typewriter of Distinction—the only 
one with the arch (fl) — Shaped type bar—the only one which 
prints on the down stroke- not up. No weight to lift, hence 
lightest touch without fatigue. This exclusive feature also insures 
permanent a l i g n m e n t . How and why in our new catalogue, now ready-

THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER CO., 1348 Oliver Typewriter Bldg , CHICAGO 
Branches and Agents Throughout the World. 
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W H A T is there about the Franklin 
/ Car that gives an entirely new sense 

of efficiency to the man w h o has 
owned ten other motor cars , and now 
owns four of different makes? 

Wha teve r this thing may be , whatever 
the factors responsible for it, it can be 
covered by one general t e rm Road Ability. 

Road ability as you find it in the 
Franklin Cars is the all-'round ability to 
show speed, safety, comfor tand economy, 
in service month after 
m o n t h ' and t a k i n g 
r o a d conditions as 
they come. 

It is a fact that any 
man w h o owns other 
cars and a Frankl in 
will find himself al
ways using the Franklin 

for his own driving. 
Even the enclosed Franklin Cars are 

showing a higher road ability than most 
motorists will d ream of getting out of 
their open cars of whatever make . 

W i t h the Frankl in Car , you have a 
quick get-away. Y o u have speed on the 
hills. Y o u have max imum speed from 
place to p lace—not merely that short 
burst be tween nearby points, but the hour-
in, hour-out maximum average that makes 
long-distance touring a success. 

T h e ability of t h e Frankl in C a r is art 
ability you can use wi thout working yourself. 

T h e ease and safety of fast driving with 
the Franklin Car are things that the o w n e r 

of the average car 
never experiences. 

T h e Franklin has 
always been celebrat
ed as the car of highest 
efficiency — for econ
omy in operat ion, for 
saving in repairs and 
depreciation. 

Y o u will go more miles to the gallon of 
gasoline—more miles to the set of tires. 

Franklin road ability can be demonstrated 
to your satisfaction by any Franklin 
dealer anywhere in the Uni ted States. 

FRANKLIN AUTOMOBILE COMPANY 
SYRACUSE.N.Y U.S.A. 
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The FRANKLIN CAR 

2280 lbs $1850.00 
2H0 lbs 1800.00 
2250 lbs 1850.00 
2550 lbs . . 2650.00 
2585 lbs . . . . . . 2750.00 
2M0lbs 2700.00 
2680 lbs . . 3000.00 
26Wlbs 3000.00 

The New Series T'ranklin Cars 

Touring Car 
Runabout 
Four-fassenser lioadstei 
Cabriolet 
Seda n 
ltrouzham 
Town Car 
Limousine 

All Vri„, r. 0. B. Syracun 
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STEINWAY 
TTO own a Steinway is to have a limitless source of satis

fying pleasure to be shared with your friends. It is 
a possession to be proud of, both as a flawless musical 
instrument and as a piece of furniture of unexcelled beauty. 

The Steinway has set the world's standard wherever 
pianos are known, with a degree of perfection which has 
never been successfully imitated. 

The price of the Steinway is but little more than the cost 
of ordinary pianos. Send for illustrated literature and terms. 

STEINWAY & SONS, STEINWAY HALL 
107-109 East 14th Street, New York 

Subway Express Station at the door 
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W H E N T H E 
I Chinese potters of 
the Ch'ien-Lung 
reign evolved the 

lovely "tea-dust" glaze, the 
Emperor enacted a law re
serving it for his private 
possession. 

Today it is the proud ac
complishment of makers of 
beautiful objects, to have 
their productions accessible 
to many people. Berkey 
& Gay furniture is a notable 
example. 

Among the achievements 
of Berkey & Gay is the cre
ation of Knoleworth Fur
niture in which American 
walnut is utilized in the 
Newby finish. 

Every piece of Berkey & Gay furniture is inlaid 
with the SHOP-MARK, known to dealers and 
their patrons, as the symbol of perfection in 
design, materials, cabinet-work and finish. It 
guarantees your children's heirlooms." 

A Portfolio of Pictures of Model Rooms will 
be sent you for twenty cents in stamps. 

F U R N I T U R E COMPANY 
F a c t o r i e s , E x e c u t i v e Offices and E x h i b i t i o n 

178 Monroe Avenue. Grand Rapids, Michigan 
E a s t e r n Office a n d E x h i b i t i o n 

313-119 West 40th Street, New York 
A d m i t t a n c e to ou r E x h i b i t i o n s a t N e w York a n d G r a n d Rap ids , 
g r a n t e d o n l y b y l e t t e r of i n t r o d u c t i o n or in c o m p a n y of dea le r . 

NLV* TOW* U i A . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

BERKEY & GAY 
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Wonderful Scenery 
T h e thrilling motor run over the Old A p a c h e Trail is the crown
ing feature of the journey of scenic pleasures on the 

SUNSET LIMITED 
N e w O r l e a n s 

A n d o t h e r s p l e n d i d t r a i n s 
L o s A n g e l e s S a n D i e g o S a n F r a n c i s c o 

You can enjoy this motor side trip over America's oldest highway, visiting the copper 
camps, prehistoric cliff'dwellings and the great Roosevelt Dam, at only slight additional 
cost. Through Pullman service in connection with the Sunset Limited between El Paso 
and Globe, starting point of the motor trip, on Sundays, Tuesdays and Fridays. Oil-
burning locomotives — no dust, no smoke, no cinders. 

SOUTHERN PACIFIC LINES 
NEW YORK CITY SAN FRANCISCO NEW ORLEANS 

366 Broadway Flood Bldg. Metropolitan Bank Bids 
HOUSTON 

Southern Pacific Bldg. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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A bit of 
the Orient 
in America 

WHITTALL 
RUGS 
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makes "A.B.A.'" Cheques recognized the world over 
as the safest form of travel money. 

They are everywhere known to be as good as gold, be
cause they bear the approval of an Association composed of 
15,000 of the strongest American banks. Hotels, railroad and 
steamship companies and the best merchants accept them 
readily, and 50,000 banks cash them without exchange. 

The only identification needed is the countersignature of 
the owner in the presence of the person accepting an 
"A. B. A." Cheque. 

Get them at your bank. If your own bank is not yet 
supplied with "A. B. A." Cheques, wri te Bankers Trus t Com
pany, New York, for booklet and information as to where they 
may be obtained in your vicinity. 

"A. B. A." 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

American Bankers Association 
This name 

Cheques A m e r i c a n 
Bankers 

Associat ion 
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Fruit 
Desserts 

\ 

Libby's luscious California fruits and golden 
Hawaiian Pineapple a re distinguished by the 

exquisite taste and rich color found only in fully 
sun-ripened fruit, because Libby's fruits are picked 
the moment they reach perfection — not before — and 
prepared the same day. 

Pineapple Surprise 

Cut one can of Libby's Sliced 
Hawaiian Pineapple into small 
pieces; cut a stale sponge cake 
into slices and soak each slice in 
the pineapple sirup. Put alternate 
layers of the pineapple and the 
cake into a wet ring mold, and 
fill it up with lemon or wine jelly. 
Put in the refrigerator or a cool 
place to set. When quite firm, 
dip the mold into a bowl of tepid 
water, and turn i t out on the 
se rv ing dish. Deco ra t e with 
whipped and sweetened cream 
and half slices of pineapple. 
Send to table with some more 
cream served separately. 

MARION HARRIS NEIL 

Pears in Rice Border 

Drain one can of Libby's Pears. 
Pour four cupfuis of milk into a 
saucepan, add six tablespoonfuls 
of sugar and grated rind of one 
lemon, bring to boil, sprinkle in 
one cupful of rice, and cook 
slowly until it is tender, and has 
absorbed the milk. When done, 
turn it into a bowl to cool, add 
three-fourths cupful of whipped 
cream, and one and one-half 
tablespoonfuls of powdered gela
tine dissolved in one-half cupful 
of the pear liquor. Pour into a 
wet ring mold and turn out 
when firm. Place the pears in 
the center and serve decorated 
with whipped cream and a few 
blanched almonds. 

MARION HARRIS NEIL 

Ask for Libby's— 
Peaches Plums Pears 

Cherries Apricots 
Hawaiian Pineapple 
—at your dealer's 

Libby, McNeill & Libby, Chicago 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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9 9 44/100% PURE IVORY SOAP 

W I T H a gun, a dog, good company and Ivory Soap none need hesitate to 
follow where adventure beckons. In the great outdoors as at home, 

cleanliness is essential to health and pleasure, and Ivory Soap produces it in 
persons, clothes, utensils, everything. 

Ivory Soap is so mild that it is delightful for the bath and toilet. It is so 
good a dirt mover that it makes the most badly soiled clothes, dishes and 
cooking utensils sweet and clean. 

N o matter what kind of task, Ivory does the work with entire satisfaction be
cause it includes every desirable quality that any soap can have. It is white. 
It lathers freely. It rinses easily. It is pure. It is free from alkali and 
other harsh materials. It is not greasy. It has a pleasant natural odor. It is 
made of choice materials. It floats. And it is so inexpensive that everybody 
can use it for everything. i=——k.: ^ ^ 



Know Your Own Stomach 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 

You ought to know more about it than the Doctor. You have 
lived with it a long time. You know how you have treated it. 
You know whether it will digest cucumbers or lobsters. You 
know how vitally it is related to your health, to your happiness, 
to your earning capacity. There is always safety in 

Shredded Wheat 
the food that is easily digested when the stomach rejects all other 
foods. It contains all the body-building nutriment in the whole 
wheat, including the bran coat, which is so useful in keeping the 
bowels healthy and active. Shredded Wheat Biscuit is made by 
the best process ever devised for 
making the whole wheat grain 
digestible. It contains more real 
nutriment than meat or eggs and 
costs much less. 

For breakfast heat one or more biscuits in the 
oven to restore their crispness; then pour hot 
milk over them, adding a little cream. Salt or 
sweeten to suit the taste. W h o l e s o m e and 
delicious for any meal in combinat ion with 
fresh or preserved fruits. 

Made only by 

The Shredded Wheat Company, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 



For 
C o n s t a n t 

Se rv i ce and 
Genuine Writing 
Qualities, Buy 
Waterman's 
Ideal 

Fountain Pen 
In many kinds 

For different minds 

At the Best Stores 
L. E. Waterman Company 

Manufacturers" 

New York 

What 
Food 

For 

Children 

Improper food 
o f t e n m a k e s 
them dull and 
peevish. 

Grape-Nuts 
the delicious, scientific food 
contains just the elements re
quired by Nature to build 
bright, strong, happy children. 

"There's a Reason" 

BAKER'S Breakfast 
COCOA 

A pure, delicious and 
wholesome drink. Rich in 

food value yet of moderate 
price, it possesses the natural 
flavor,color and aroma of 
high grade cocoa beans. 

WALTER BAKER & Co. IIP-
DORCHESTER.MASS. 

ESTABLISHED 1780 

V , 

POWDER 
Absolute ly Pure 

Made from Cream of Tartar 

NO ALUM NO PHOSPHATE 

ROYAL 

BAKING 

price.it
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