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pursuits of profit and pleasure, in which con
sumption the special advertisements of auto
mobiles in this issue are solely interested. 

SPECIAL AUTOMOBILE SECTION 
Colored Insert, Pages 32a to 321 

Packard, " Ask the Man Who Owns One " . . Page 32c 
The White, " A Masterpiece " . -. . Pages 32d to 32g 
The National Six, " Parlor Car " . . . . Page 3 2 i 
General Vehicle, " Electric Delivery the Coming Vogue" Page 32k 
Kelly-Springfield Tires, " Punctures Unnecessary " . Page 32h 
Lee Tires, " T h e Trail of the Zig-Zag T r e a d " . . Page 32j 
Gray & Davis, " Starting-Lighting System " . . Page 32 1 

FIFTH AVENUE SECTION 
Colored Insert, Pages 3 2 - 1 to 32 4 

Building— Furnishing 
Page 

Amer. Telephone & Telegraph Co. 35 

Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. . 45 

W. Atlee Burpee Co. -Seeds . . 44 

Henry A. Dreer—Seeds . . . . 45 

General Electric Co.—Mazda Lamp 34 

Globe-Wernicke Co 37 

Page 
New Jersey Zinc Co 45 
Pyrene Extinguisher 55 

Tiffany & Co 3 

Victor-Victrola 33 

Vose & Sons Piano Co 44 

For announcement of the March number see pages 8 and 9 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 3 

TIFFANY & Go. 

JEWELRY 
PEARLS, DIAMONDS AND OTHER PRECIOUS STONES IN NECK
LACES, COLLARS, PENDANTS,RINGS, BROOCHES, BRACELETS 
BAR PINS AND HAIR ORNAMENTS 

WATCHES 
GOLD AND PLATINUM WATCHES,PLAIN AND JEWELED WATCH 
BRACELETS, ENAMELED WATCHES WITH DIAMOND ORNAMENTS 

SILVER AND GOLD 
FOR TABLE SERVICE AND DECORATION. LIBRARY, SMOKERS 
AND TOILET ARTICLES,VANITY CASES, MESH BAGS AND PURSES 

NOVELTIES 
ENAMELED BOXES,VASES,TRAYS, CLOCKS AND DESK SETS 
AGATE.ONYX,JADE,LAPIS,IVORY, SHELL AND LEATHER ARTICLES 

CHINA AND GLASS 
FINE DINNER SETS IN EXCLUSIVE PATTERNS FROM THE 
BEST POTTERIES. ROCK CRYSTAL,ETCHED, CUT,ENGRAVED 

AND GILDED GLASS 

CLOCKS AND BRONZES 
HALL, LIBRARY AND TRAVELING CLOCKS: MANTEL SETS IN PERIOD 
DESIGNS, BRONZES AND MARBLES BY NOTED SCULPTORS 
TIFFANY FAVRILE LAMPS AND SHADES 

STATIONERY 
INVITATIONS, ANNOUNCEMENTS.VISITING CARDS,NOTE PAPERS 
PLATE ENGRAVING AND PRINTING,DIE CUTTING AND STAMPING 

PURCHASES MAYBE MADE BY MAIL 

FIFTH AVENUE & 3 7 T H STREET 

N E W YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



Index to Advertisements, February, 1915 —continued 

Food Products 
Page 

Atwood Grapefruit Co 42 

Walter Baker & Co., Ltd. . 4th Cover 

Beech-Nut Packing Co 43 

Evans' Ale 46 

Genesee Pure Food Co.—Jell-O . 41 

Page 
Libby's Hawaiian Pineapple 3d Cover 

Mellin's Food Co 5 

Postum 4th Cover 

Royal Baking Powder Co. 4th Cover 

Sanatogen . 11 

Trave l—Resor t s—Tours 
Page 

Hotel Chamberlin 54 

Thos. Cook & Son . . . 48 

Glen Springs 52 

Hudson Nav. Co.—Bermuda Service 48 

Insurance Co. of North America . 48 

Northern Pacific Railroad . . . 51 

Oceanic Steamship Co 48 

Peninsular & Oriental S. N. Co. . 48 

Santa Fe Railroad 53 

Seattle Chamber of Commerce . 52 

Southern Pacific—Sunset Route . 49 

Temple Tours 48 

Topham Tours 48 

United Fruit Co 2d Cover 

Where-To-Go Bureau . . . . 50 

Books, Magazines, Etc. 
Page 

American Poultry Advocate . 19 

David B. Clarkson 19 

Doubleday, Page & Co. . . . 14, 15 

Harper 's Bazar 12 

Life 16 

National Sportsman 47 

New International Encyclopaedia . 13 

New York Times War History . 17 

Scribner's Magazine Agency . , 20 

Scribner's Magazine Notes . 7, 10 

Charles Scribner's Sons—Books 21-25 

Sunset Magazine 18 

Vogue 32 

Miscellaneous 
Page 

Absorbine, J r 47 
AEtna Insurance Co 39 

W. F. & J. Barnes—Lathes . . . 46 

Brown's Bronchial Troches . . . 46 

Eastman Kodak Co 36 

Egyptian Deities 6 

Keeley Treatment 50 

Munn & Co.—Patents . . . . 46 

Numismatic Bank of Texas . . 46 

Charles A. Tyrell, M.D. . . . 38 

Office Appliances and Stationery 

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co. . . . 47 

Old Hampshire Bond . . . . 40 

L. E. Waterman Co. . . . 4th Cover 

Whiting Paper Co 19 

Proprietary Articles 

Ivory Soap 56 

Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brush . . 40 

Schools and Colleges, pages 26 to 31 

For announcement of the March number see pages 8 and 9 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 5 
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The steamship Ancon passing Cucaracha Slide, the first vessel to pass through the Panama Canal. 

MAGAZINE NOTES 
Colonel George W. Goethals's own story of 

" T h e Building of the Panama Canal" will be
gin in the March number. Thousands have 
visited the Canal during and since its building, 
and none have failed to bring away with them 
an almost overwhelming impression of its mag
nitude and wonder at the skill and administra
tive ability that have made it possible. Mr. 
Bishop tells in this number, in his "Personality 
of Colonel Goethals," about the man at the 
head. Colonel Goethals will tell of the work 
as it progressed, of the many problems that 
had to be solved. In the first article he will 
tell of his appointment by President Roosevelt, 
of his succeeding John F. Stevens, who had 
resigned, of the rather delicate readjustment 
of conditions, and especially of the "Success 
of Government Methods," which dominated 
everything. Colonel Goethals makes some per
tinent remarks about the comments of a cer
tain congressional committee that was inclined 
to criticise the relations between the army and 
the laboring man. Colonel Goethals never ap
peared in uniform. 

" I must confess that the slurs and insinu
ations were not relished, and in replying I 
attempted to make it clear that the army per 
se was not in charge in a military sense; that 
there was to be no militarism, no salutes; that 
I had left behind me all my military duties 
and would command the army of Panama, 
fighting nature for the accomplishment of the 
end that had brought us down here. Their 

cause was mine, and we had common enemies, 
Culebra Cut and the climate, and the com
pletion of the Canal would be our victory. I 
intended to be the commanding officer, but 
the chiefs of divisions would be the colonels, 
the foremen the captains, and no one who did 
his duty had aught to fear from militarism." 

Ex-Mayor of New York George B. McClellan 
, and Professor of Economic History, Prince

ton University, has written an article for the 
March number that will be read with great 
interest. I t is a remarkable review of "The 
War from an American Point of Viewr,'' a states
manlike comment upon the position and re
sponsibilities of the nations involved and of the 
possible effect of the war upon our own future. 
He says that " to assume the present war is the 
work of any one man or group of men is to 
permit prejudice to warp judgment and to 
allow sympathy to befog a clear understanding 
of facts." He has some very pertinent and 
very reasonable things to say about the ques
tion of an adequate armament for our coasts 
and a formidable navy. 

"Firmly resisting the efforts of both sides in 
this war to entangle and embroil us, preserv
ing a strict neutrality between the combatants 
both now and hereafter, we should prepare to 
defend ourselves so that if attack ever comes 
we may be able to resist successfully." 

(Continued on page 10.) 7 
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In the March SCRIBNER 
The First Article by 

Col. George W. Goethals 
His Own Story of 

The Building of the Panama Canal 

Success of Government Methods 
Illustrated with photographs and from paintings by W. B. Van Ingen for the 

new Administration Building on the Isthmus 

The story of his appointment as engineer-in-chief, the 
great problems of labor involved, and their solution. A 
direct and clear narrative of the foundations of the success 
of one of the greatest achievements in human history. 

The War from an American Point of View, by George 
B. M c C l e l l a n , former mayor of New York and Professor of Economic 
History, Pr inceton University. A summary of the positions of the nat ions 
involved, of the possible effect of the war on America, and of our ob
ligations to be prepared. 

The New Conditions in War—As Seen from the German 
S i d e , b y J a m e s F . J. A r c h i b a l d , correspondent for Scribner 's Maga
zine with the Austro-German army. Illustrated with the author's photographs. 

King Albert of the Belgians, by Demetrius C. Boulger, 
author of " T h e History of Belg ium." Illustrated. An int imate personal 
study of a k ing whose character and misfortune have won for h im the 
sympathy of the world. 

Subscriptions to Scribner's Magazine may begin with any number. The subscription price is $3.00 a year. 
Remittances by draft, express or postal nioney order, or in currency if sent by registered mail. No 
extra charge for Canadian postage. For other countries in the postal union single subscriptions $4.00, 

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

John Galsworthy's Novel 
The Freelands 

The early chapters have fulfilled every expectation that 
this was to be the great serial story of the year. 
The Freeland family and the other characters of the story are all very 
well worth knowing. The young folks have already furnished romance. 
Mr. Galsworthy's broad sympathy with life has never been more 
attractively revealed. 

Alice's Child, a story by Katharine Holland Brown. 
Illustrated by May Wilson Preston. A story of an orphan, of an adopted 
mother's devotion, of love and loyalty. 

The Shunway, by Armistead C. Gordon, author of "Maje." 
Illustrated by Walter Biggs. Another of his delightful stories of the old 
South — of Mars' Jeems, Ommirandy, and others. 

The Border-Land, by Francis Parsons. A story with a strange 
psychological experience, of adventure on the firing-line of the Mexican 
frontier, of the influence of heredity. 

P a l — T h e Story of a Dog Who Re-Enlisted, by Lloyd 
D o r s e y W i l l i s . Illustrated by Howard V. Brown. Pal was a fire dog, 
he loved to run with the horses, was a regular " smoke-eater" of the 
palmy days of the old Fire Department. The story of his re-enlistment 
will appeal to every lover of the big horses and their dramatic runs 
through crowded streets. 

The New Art in America, by Birge Harrison, N.A. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



MAGAZINE NOTES 
In the Magazine for August, 1898, appeared 

an article written by J. F. J. Archibald, giving 
an account of "The First Engagement of 
American Troops on Cuban Soil." Accom
panying it was a portrait of the author with his 
arm in a sling from a wound received in the 
fight. Mr. Archibald also wrote an account 
of The Day of Surrender 
at Santiago." He is now 
with the Austro-German 
army at the front, and an 
article by him will appear 
in the March number, on 
"The New Conditions in 
War." The motor and 
the aeroplane have trans
formed everything. Mr. 
Archibald has only praise 
for his treatment by the 
German authorities. 

Mr. Archibald has cer
tainly had an adventurous 
career. He was with the 
Boer army in South Africa, 
in the Philippines, in the 
Russian-Japanese War, 
with the French in Mo
rocco, the Turks in Al
b a n i a , w i t h C a s t r o in 
V e n e z u e l a . Wherever 
there is fighting going on, 
or the prospect of fighting 
or of international compli
cations that may lead to 
war, Mr. Archibald is always on the spot. He is 
the friend of great military leaders—has access 
apparently to the inner circles of diplomacy. 

There will be four exceptionally interest
ing short stories in the March SCRIBNER— 
Katharine Holland Brown's "Alice's Child," a 
story of mother love, of heroic and loyal devo
tion; "The Shunway," by Armistead C. Gor
don, author of "Maje ," the story of a wander
ing negro, of Ommirandy, and Mars' Jeems; 
" The Border-Land," by Francis Parsons, a new 
name in the Magazine, a story of the Mexican 
border with a most interesting psychological 
problem; and "Pa l , " by Lloyd Dorsey Willis, 
also a new writer, and secretary to Charles S. 
Whitman when he was District Attorney. 
The story of a dog who re-enlisted, a fire-dog, 
one who loved to run with the machine and 
chum with the horses. 

"He is the hero-King, not merely of Belgium 
but of Europe," are the closing words of Deme-
10 

trius C. Boulger's article in the March number 
on "King Albert of the Belgians." I t is a 
young kingdom, only eighty-four years old, and 
King Albert is the third of its rulers. Mr. 
Boulger is the author of "The History of Bel
gium," "Belgium of the Belgians," etc. He 
presents a most attractive picture of the man 

whose country's misfor
tunes and bravery have 
enlisted the sympathies of 
the world. King Albert 
has shared the fortunes of 
war with his men. These 
sentences will summarize 
the author's idea of his 
character: 

"Bu t the King is some
thing more than a hero, 
or, rather, he was some
thing great before he had 
the chance of proving him
self a hero. He was a man, 
honest and straight as a 
die. In this age of cal
umny no one even dared 
to cast a stone at him." 

The March instalment 
of Mr. Galsworthy's novel, 
"The Freelands," opens 
with a beautiful descrip
tion of young Derek's 
climb up the Malvern Hills 

and the coming of the dawn. This young 
iconoclast and his sister Sheila promise to stir 
up the whole countryside. The New York Tri
bune considers the story of the first importance. 

"A new fictional study of contemporary En
gland by this gifted observer and finely trained 
artist is as important a literary event as can be 
expected from his country's pens nowadays." 

Among the illustrations for the article by 
Colonel Goethals will be four full-page repro
ductions of the great mural paintings by W. B. 
Van Ingen for the new Administration Build
ing on the Isthmus. They were exhibited in 
New York at the Lotos Club recently and were 
praised for their truth and grasp of the large 
aspects of the wonderful scenes along the Canal. 

Birge Harrison, N. A., the well-known painter, 
in an article on "The New Art in America " 
says some things about the jury system that 
will, to say the least, be considered somewhat 
sensational. 

James F. J. Archibald, 
Correspondent for SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE with the Austro-

German army. 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 11 

"I wonder why Tom 
looks so tired?" 

BU T A H ! if only you knew what that 
daily struggle in business means! If 

only for one day you might sit beside him 
—sit thro ' the endless worries, the wear
ing overwork that draws so heavily upon 
a man's reserve forces—and watch him, 
driven on by his sense of duty, stubbornly 
force himself to the task. 
Then, you might appreciate why he comes home 
so tired, so taciturn. 
At such times the regular use of Sanatogen for 
some weeks or months will bring renewed vigor, 
fresh power of resistance and with it new 
buoyancy of body and mind, because by virtue 
of its peculiar combination, Sanatogen is able to 
infuse into blood and tissue the very elements 
that build nerve strength and endurance. 
Such at least has been the experience of count
less men and women, as a few examples may 
illustrate : 
Mme. Sarah Grand, author of "The Heavenly Twins," writes: 

"I began to take Sanatogen after nearly 4 years en
forced idleness from extreme debility, and felt the 
benefits almost immediately. Now, after taking it 3 times a day for 12 weeks, I find myself able to enjoy 
both work and play and able to do as much of both 
as I ever did," 

Sir Gilbert Parker, M. P., the novelist and statesman, writes : 
"I have taken Sanatogen with extraordinary benefit. 

•Sanatogen, is to my mind a true food-tonic, feeding 
the nerves, increasing the energy and giving fresh 
vigor to the overworked body and mind." 

And there are 21,000 signed letters from mem
bers of the medical profession that uphold every 
claim made for Sanatogen ! Remember that and 
you can no longer doubt Sanatogen's ability to 
help you or those dear to you. 
Sanatogen is sold by good druggists everywhere 
in three sizes, from $1.00 up. 

Grand Prize, International Congress 
of Medicine, London, 1913 

S A N A T O G E N 
ENDORSED BY OVER 2 1 , 0 0 0 PHYSICIANS 

Send 
for Elbert Hubbard's New Book—"Health in the Making." Written in his attractive manner and filled 
with his shrewd philosophy together with capital advice on Sanatogen, health and contentment. It is FREE. 
Tear this off as a reminder to address T H E BAUER CHEMICAL CO., 32-J Irving Place, New York. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Louise Cheruit O F PARIS 

Another example of the Bazar's supremacy! Cheruit is 
a master of the art of drapery. Her creations unite a fluency 
of line a subtle disposition of detail with rare dash and piquancy, 
en lout ensemble. 

The unquestioned standing of Cheruit among the modistes 
of Paris makes this contribution of particular note. She care
fully describes her new models and pictures them with ex
clusive drawings by the artists in her own establishment. 

It is just this authoritative advice that makes Harper's Bazar 
so indispensable to the smartly groomed woman. And for 
one who would be conversant with events in the world of so
ciety and fashion, Harper's Bazar leaves nothing to be desired. 

Each issue is scintillant with the month's social functions, 
interesting photographs of the exclusive costume balls, the smart 

receptions, the fetes, house parties, hunt meets, and winter 
sports of society. 

How can you afford to be without this de luxe fashion 
pictorial when a dollar bill will bring it to you for the 

\ \ next ten months? 

Harpers Bazar 
119 West 40th Street Hew York City 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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DO YOU KNOW T H A T 
a New Edition (the Second) 
Of The New International Encyclopaedia 

Is Now In Course of Publication? 
T H E P U B L I S H E R S : This work, like the 
first edition, is an undertaking of Dodd, Mead 
& Company, New York, publishers of 75 
years' experience and for 30 years makers of 
encyclopaedias. 

Never was a general reference work so 
thoroughly re-written within so short 

a time after publication. 
H I G H E S T A U T H O R I T Y : The first 
edition is in 8100 public libraries and is recom
mended by the great majority of librarians as 
the best. Of it the New York Evening Post and 
the Nation said: "As an encyclopaedia of Amer
ican interests for American readers, it is un
doubtedly the best and fullest in existence." 
The Second Edition will fully maintain this 
position of authority. 

A G R E A T E N T E R P R I S E : Few per-
sons realize the immense amount of time, labor 
and money spent in collecting the information 
so conveniently obtainable from its handy vol
umes. A costly organization of scholars of 
international acquirements and reputation was 
perfected; a trained crew of alphabetizers, and 
a corps of expert proof-readers were assembled. 
The illustrators and the map-makers are spec
ialists of high order. Expert typographers 
were consulted to secure a legible, durable type 
face. Plate-makers, electrotypers, printers, 
binders required great care in selection. The 
choice of a printing paper proved difficult. A 
special stock was made up—thin, strong, dura
ble, that won't crumple—believed to be the 
finest paper for the purpose. 

E N L A R G E D : Each article is critically ex
amined, enlarged, or rejected in favor of a new 
one and a vast number of new articles added. 
The result is an increased space of nearly 
twenty per cent., and of volumes from 21 to 
24. The work of revision is divided into de
partments, covering the whole field of learning 
and is undertaken by foremost authorities. 

A C C U R A C Y in highest degree has been 
obtained by dividing and sub-dividing the sub

ject matter among specialists and experts and 
by having their productions criticised by other 
specialists so that the articles represent the 
collective knowledge of highly trained and 
able men. Each article is proof-read six times. 

CONTENTS : The Second Edition will contain 
a b o u t 80,000 a r t i c les , 20,000 p a g e s , 40,000 co lumns , 
a n d 3,000,000 l ines . 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L : T h e w o r k is b r o a d l y in
t e r n a t i o n a l in scope , y e t con ta ins m o r e top ics of use 
a n d in te res t t o A m e r i c a n s t h a n a n y o t h e r s t a n d a r d 
encyclopaedia . 

P R O F U S E I L L U S T R A T I O N : Co lo red p l a t e s , 
ha l f - tones , duo t i n t s , a n d t e x t cuts on a sca le m o r e 
e l a b o r a t e a n d cos t ly t h a n ever be fo re a t t e m p t e d in 
th i s c o u n t r y . 

C O N V E N I E N C E : Each subject is given its own article 
and may be found instantly in the alphabetical arrangement. 

T H E CROSS-REFERENCE SYSTEM has been so ex
panded as to guide the reader to every part of a general 
subject and to form a connection between related topics. 

P R O N U N C I A T I O N and derivation of title words are 
given—valuable features not found in most encyclopaedias. 

T H E WAR: The causes, history and effects of the current 
European War will receive adequate treatment. 
MAPS : A series of new maps will be provided—later, better 
and more accurate than can be found elsewhere. 
BIBLIOGRAPHY: Every important article is supplied with 
a comprehensive bibliography. 

T H I N PAPER : There is a thin paper edition for home 
and office use and a Special Library Edition printed 
on regular book paper and bound in Library Buck- / 
ram after specifications of the American Library / 
Association. . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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New Joseph Conrad Stories 

A SET of SIX 
Conta in ing five short stories never before publ ished in Amer ica , 
and " T h e Duel , " formerly publ ished as " T h e Po in t of H o n o r . " 

T h e publ icat ion of this volume for the first t ime in the Amer ican Ed i t ion of C o n r a d ' s 
works is in response to an interest tha t is rapid ly making the n a m e and work of J o s e p h 
Conrad known everywhere . I t marks the full turn of the t ide in favor of this wonderful 
Pol ish-Engl ish writer. 

The Stories Included Are 

GASPAR RUIZ A Romantic Tale 
THE INFORMER—An Ironic Tale 
THE BRUTE—An Indignant Tale 

AN ANARCHIST—A Desperate Tale 
THE DUEL—A Military Tale 
IL CONDE—A Pathetic Tale 

Five of these are pract ical ly unknown to Amer ican readers . Of " T h e D u e l " (formerly 
" T h e Point of H o n o r " ) Mr. Curie in his critical work on J o s e p h C o n r a d wr i t e s : 

" I t is a work of wide imaginat ive impu l se—a wonderful recons t ruc t ion of the Napo leon ic 
a tmosphere . As a sustained effort in Conrad ' s sardonic later style it is u n m a t c h e d . " 

Now Ready in the " Deep Sea " Limp Leather Editon of Conrad. 
Net $1.50; In Cloth, Net $1.35 

Published by D O U B L E D A Y , P A G E & C O . Garden City, N. Y. 

A Tale of the Arctic Circle 

GOD'S COUNTRY--AND THE WOMAN 
By James Oliver Curwood 

Author of " Kazan, " " The Honor of the Great Snows, " etc. 

A romance of the Nor th Woods and the s trange promise that Philip W e y m a n is cal led 
upon to make by a girl he meets far off in " God ' s Coun t ry . " 

T h e story of his love for Joseph ine , of his a t t empts to solve the mystery tha t h a n g s over 
Adare House , of the fight with Thoreau ' s " b a d m e n " and its d ramat i c ou tcome, m a k e " G o d ' s 
C o u n t r y — a n d the W o m a n " one of the really notable tales of life on the only frontier that is 
now left. 

The Author—Arctic Explorer 
Six months of every year Mr. Curwood spends in this far 

N o r t h l a n d s — " G o d ' s Count ry , " he names it. H e has been 

Twice to the Arctic and the terra incognita 
Three times to the Barren Lands 
Four times to Hudson's Bay, between the Great Bear and the Great Slave Lakes 
Twice through the untraveled mountains of British Columbia to the Yukon 

H e can tell you how all the charac te rs in " G o d ' s C o u n t r y — a n d 
the W o m a n " are real peop le—men and women that he has met and 
lived with on these exploring trips. 

Illustrated by WILLIAM OBERHARDT. Net $1.25 

Published by DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO. Garden City, N. Y. 
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THE PASTOR'S WIFE 
By the Author of " Elizabeth and Her German Garden 

In which the English and German points of view-
are contrasted amusingly in a domestic alliance. 

Mary Roberts Kinehart says: " I want to tell you how 
\f much I enjoyed ' The Pastor's Wife.' Without any exag

geration, I could not put it down. It is quite the best book 
I have read for months." 

Illustrated by ARTHUR LITLE. Net $1.35 

23d 
THOUSAND 

BAMBI "An American Bunty" 
By Marjorie Benton Cooke 

" ' In a bubble over Bambi.' That is where even the most satiated 
' reader will quickly be. ' Bambi ' is an American ' Bunty,' and the way 

she pulls the strings that manage everybody is delicious." 
— The New York Evening Post. 

Illustrated by MARY GREENE BLUMENSCHEIN. Net $1.25 

35th 
THOUSAND 

PENROD The Story of a Real Boy 
By Booth Tarkington 

Ellis Parker Butler says: " ' Tark' has created another immortal boy to 
stand with Twain's ' Tom Sawyer,' Aldrich's 'Bud,' and that's all I can say. But 
give Booth Tarkington a tip—never let ' Penrod ' grow up ! We need him im
mortally boyish—so few immortal boys ! " Illustrated. Net $1.25 

60th 
THOUSAND 

CHANCE By Joseph Conrad 
Author of" Youth," " Lord Jim," " Typhoon," etc. 

" Mr. Conrad's books, I say it without fear of contradiction, have no counter
parts in the entire range of English literature. Mr. Conrad's style is one obvi
ously born in its author, not fashioned painfully by his ingenuity, and so is felt 
to be free from all taint of affectation. Behind and beyond and above this lies the 
power, the instinct, the genius, call it what you will, which alone enables a man 
to give articulate and artistic expression to his deeper thoughts, feeling and im
pressions, which makes these things take a form that can appeal forcibly to the 
intelligence of others. His is a notable achievement, a tremendous success."— 
SIR HUGH CLIFFORD, K.C.M.G., in the .North American Review. Net $1.35 

22d 
THOUSAND 

The TWENTY-FOURTH of JUNE 
A Home Story By Grace S. Richmond 

" 'The Twenty-Fourth of June ' is another one of those delightful stories by 
Grace S. Richmond, written in that spontaneous and irresistible style which con
veys the sense of personal conversation with a very entertaining person. Along 
with it is that tenderness and delicacy with which this brilliant author invests 
all her romances, and a still deeper vein of intensity which suggests reserve 
strength."—Buffalo Courier. Frontispiece and decorations. Net $1.25 

30th 
THOUSAND 

The SEALED VALLEY By Hulbert Footner 
Author of " Two On the Trail " 

" In ' The Sealed Valley ' Mr. Footner takes his readers through a 
wonderful country in the search for the ' Bowl of the Mountains,' where 
gold abounds, and never for an instant does the interest flag. Nahnya, 
the half-breed Indian girl, is a lovable character. 

"The hardships of Ralph in his search for Nahnya after she had 
disappeared are thrilling and well told. Mr. Footner must have wit
nessed the scenes he describes so graphically."—The New York Eve
ning Post. Net $1.25 

2d 
PRINTING 

D O U B L E D A Y , P A G E & C O . 
G a r d e n C i t y N e w Y o r k 
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Copr. Life Pub. Co. 

Here is a home. 
What is the matter with it? 
Yes, it is an American home. 
Not all American homes are this way. 
Oh, no! 
This has several things the matter with it. 
Shall we tell what they are? 
Certainly not. 
One thing, however, we might mention. 
The members of the family are not read

ing LIFE. 
If they were, would they look the same? 
We think not. 

Life 
Where Love Is,'' 

HANDSOME PREMIUM PICTURE 
IN COLORS GIVEN WITH EACH 
YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION. 

OBEY THAT IMPULSE 

E n c l o s e d 
find One Dol1ar (Canadian 

$ 1 . 1 3 , Foreign 
$1.26). Send LIFE 

for three months to 

Open only to new subscribers; no sub
scription renewed at this rate. 

LIFE, 54 West 31st Street, New York Q 

One Year, $5.00. (Canadian, $5.52; Foreign, $6.04.) 
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"UNIQUE AMONG THE MAGAZINES OF THE WORLD" 

The New York Times 

CURRENT HISTORY 
OF T H E 

EUROPEAN WAR 
Impartial ( Semi - Monthly Illustrated) P r o and Con 

A Practical Necessity for All Persons 
Who Follow the War at All Seriously 

In addition to its current interest and importance, it 
will also become a permanent record of the documents 
and official utterances of all the nations involved and of 
their rulers ; also of the more notable public utterances by 
men of influence in all lands ; also of all notable writings 
about the war. 

Scope of the First Five Numbers 
1st WHAT MEN OF LETTERS SAY OF THE WAR 

Featuring BERNARD SHAW'S sensational " Common Sense About the War." Other 
writings by Galsworthy, Kipling, Wells, Rolland, Hauptman, Fulda, Chesterton, 
Eulenberg, Jerome, Haggard, and many others. 

2d WHO BEGAN THE WAR AND WHY 
Official utterances of all the Potentates and Nations involved. Documents, 
speeches, and writings, in full, of the greatest historical importance. 

3d WHAT AMERICANS SAY TO EUROPE 
Featuring JAMES M. BECK'S celebrated summary, "The Warring Nations Before 
the Supreme Court of Civilization." Former President Eliot of Harvard, Presi
dent Hibben of Princeton, President Butler of Columbia, and many others. 

4th T H E W A R A T C L O S E QUARTERS 
Featuring SIR J O H N FRENCH'S celebrated "Dispatches Describing the Progress 
of the War in the West." Also Reports of Col. Swinton, the "Eye-Witness." 
Descriptions by many well-known war correspondents. 

5th T H E N E W R U S S I A SPEAKS 
Featuring the Marvellous Transformation which War has made in the People 
of the Great White Czar. This number contains 

64 ROTOGRAVURE PORTRAITS AND ILLUSTRATIONS 
For Historical Completeness, One Should Begin With The First Issue, December 12, 1914 

Price 25 Cents; 50 Cents a Month; $6.00 a Year 

T O BE H A D A T A L L N E W S - S T A N D S OR O F T H E PUBLISHERS 

THE NEW YORK TIMES WAR HISTORY 
TIMES SQUARE, NEW YORK 
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Legions are M o v i n g 
T h e a d v a n c e gua rd of Expos i t ion vis i tors is a l r eady th rong ing the pa laces of t he P a n a m a 
California Expos i t ion which opened a t S a n Diego on N e w Y e a r ' s D a y . 

On F e b r u a r y 20 — the original d a t e set for i t s opening — the P a n a m a - P a c i f i c I n t e r n a t i o n a l 
Expos i t ion will swing i t s ga t e s w ide t o t h e i n v a d i n g h o s t . 

These are big times in the Pacific Coast country. Wonder cities have arisen. Magical displays from the Occident 
and the Orient have been spread for the eyes of the multitudes. The curtains have been drawn. The mysteries 
have been revealed. All the preparation of months is summed up in completed palaces and exhibits. Even the 
warring nations—France, Japan, England—are represented. 

Americans! This is your year, the year of celebration, of achievement. Are you planning to take advantage of it? 
Are vou preparing to join the westward hegira? 

SUNSET MAGAZINE 
THE MAGAZINE OF ALL OF THE PEOPLE OF ALL OF THE FAR WEST 

is ready to help you. Let us assist you in learning more of the Expositions. Sunset Magazine 
is the only magazine in America that is regularly reviewing the progress of the two great Exposi
tions in text and picture. . 

Sunset Magazine Service Bureau is prepared to offer advice, to assist in the arrangement 
of itineraries, to aid in the reservation of hotel accommodations. This service is free to Sunset Magazine readers. 

If you are not now a reader of Sunset Magazine, take advantage of this opportunity 
to post yourself on the California Expositions, to learn more of the Pacific Coast 
country and to get in touch with Sunset Magazine Service Bureau. 

Note the offer in the coupon. Fifty cents will bring you Sunset Magazine 
for the next three months, and beautifully illustrated booklets descrip-
tive of the two Expositions. Many of the illustrations are in full 
c o l o r -

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

W H I T I N G ' S SUPERIOR 

When you think of writing 
think of Whiting. 

WHITING'S 
TYPEWRITER 

PAPERS 
They are made from the best 
selected stock and are so pre
pared as to give the finest re
sults in typewriter work. In 
both quality and finish these 
papers have the highest degree 
of excellence. The texture and 
surface in the different grades 
meet every r e q u i r e m e n t . 
They are most attractively 
boxed and are kept by all 
first-class stationers. 

WHITING PAPER COMPANY 
NEW YORK PHILADELPHIA CHICAGO 

WHITING'S 
SUPERIOR 

Typewriter Papers 

Manufactured by Whiting Paper Company Holyoke Mass 

WHITING'S SUPERIOR 

TYPEWRITING PAPERS 

What Clarkson 
is Doing for 

the Book Buyer 
IN several hundred thousand Libraries 

in the homes of people in every walk 
of life —from the day laborer to the 

college professor and high government 
official, from the persons who buy a few 
books of popular fiction to the persons 
who pride themselves on having the com

plete works of all the standard authors in De Luxe Editions 
artistically printed and bound—almost every book was bought 
from me. WHY? Because, I have no agents and sell you just 
the books you want — all new — many at a saving of from 5 0 
to 9 0 per cent — you examine the books in your own home for 
five days before paying for them. If not satisfied, return them a t 
my expenso—and—owe me nothing. 

Sample Prices: 
The Eyes of the World, Shakespeare.40 vol. full Home Library. 8 Tola. 

80c flexible Morocco, lar- cloth,publishcr'sprice 
Their Yesterdays. 36c largest' type; best notes $4--my price 86c 
Winning of Barbara of any Wild Animals of North 

Worth. 36c price (96. roy price J24 £ ? « ' £ • J ^ f e 
Calling- of Dan Matthews Messages a n d Papers 45c 

35c ? P r t p r ! r ? ° ? ^ M r ™ n " Orations, Addressesand 
Library of Oratory, 15 S f f h e r ' a Morocco$15 C l u b Essays, *>"*>-

vol 9 . ,pubheher 'spric e E-mv orice tjlc Usher's price $ 1 . 6 0 -
J16—my price $4.76 m y p r l c e y a c my price 42c 

Here are De Luxe Editions. Morocco bound, complete works, many of them 
at lees than 25 cents on the dollar. Hugo, Kipling, Poe, Eliot, Dickens, 
Thackeray, Scott and scores of others. 

Get My Big, New Catalogue 
My new catalog, sent free for the asking, tells you how to save 5 0 to 9 0 per 
cent on thousands of books. It is a course in literature, giving nationalities, 
date of birth and death of authors, the author ' s life and standing in litera
ture , e tc . Hundreds of sets and thousands of single volumes listed. 
1 sell more books direct to the booklover — the individual reader — the rich 
man who insists upon his dollar's worth — the man who watches his pennies 
— and sell them for less money — than any other man in America. Every 
book new and fresh, and guaranteed to please you — you to be the judge. 
I do not quibble, and would rather have a book or set of books returned a t 
my expense than to have a dissatisfied customer. 

D a v i d B. Clarkson , The Book Broker 
2 4 9 Clarkson Building Chicago, Illinois 

The Truth About Poultry 
G e t t h e Fac t s b y 
R e a d i n g 

The 
One-Man 
Poultry 
Plant 

Successful M e t h o d s of M e n on F a r m s or Sma l l A c r e a g e . 
C o m p l e t e in t w e l v e pa r t s ; p r i n t e d in o n e v o l u m e . 

By DR. N. W. SANBORN 
" R E A L work, with real poultry, on a real New England Farm. 

This is a simple story of what has been done by a man, 
at forty-five years of age, town bred and city educated, getting 
out of practice of medicine, buying a small farm in the hill 
country, and making a success of the venture. Not only is the 
rearing of chicks and the management of adult fowl completely 
covered, but the interesting side issues of fruit growing, grain 
raising and the production of milk, that cannot be escaped on a 
real farm. You get rugged facts—rarely found in print. The truth 
about poultry as found in actual life on a one-man poultry farm. 

You Can Do the Same—Book Tells How 
OUR SPECIAL OFFER—The t ine-Man Poultry Plant, in 
twelve parts (book form), and the American Poultry Ad
vocate, one year, for only 50 cts., book and Advocate 
three years, for only $1.00, if order is sent at once. 

Our paper is handsomely illustrated, practical, progressive and 
up-to-date on poultry matters. Established 1892. 44 to 132 
pages monthly. 50 cents a year. 3 months' trial 10 cents. Sam
ple copy free. Catalogue of poultry literature free. Address 

AMERICAN POULTRY ADVOCATE 
555 Hodgkins Block, Syracuse, N. Y. 
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The Year 1915 
will bring to subscribers to SCRIBNERS MAGAZINE a re
markable variety of very interesting reading matter. 
The most interesting contribution to any periodical will 
be that by Colonel Goethals, the builder of the Panama 
Canal, who has written four articles for SCRIBNERS 

MAGAZINE exclusively, telling how the Canal was built 
and how the great problems of construction, operation, 
and maintenance were solved. All of the important 
features of the great European War will be adequately 
presented to SCRIBNER readers by such writers as 
Richard Harding Davis, J. F. J. Archibald, E. Alexander 
Powell, and Edith Wharton. There will be many special 
articles. As to fiction, SCRIBNERS will have the leading 
novel of the year, a serial by John Galsworthy en
titled "The Freelands"; a short serial by Edith Wharton, 
"Bunner Sisters"; and an unusual number of short 
stories by leading writers. 

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE wants a 
personal representative in e v e r y t o w n 

in t h e Uni ted S t a t e s . Neve r h a s t h e M a g a z i n e 
rece ived so m a n y n e w s u b s c r i b e r s a s d u r i n g t h e 
p r e s e n t subsc r ip t ion s e a s o n . T h e r e wi l l be so 
m u c h of in te res t in SCRIBNER'S du r ing t h e yea r , 
t h a t subsc r ip t ions a r e eas i ly ob ta ined . W r i t e to
d a y for a P r o s p e c t u s a n d a s a m p l e copy, a list 
of special offers, a n d i n fo rma t ion a s to t h e l iberal 
c o m m i s s i o n s w h i c h SCRIBNER'S p a y s to i ts rep
r e s e n t a t i v e s . A d d r e s s 

CIRCULATION DEPARTMENT 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 
597 FIFTH AVENUE 

N E W YORK 
N. Y. 
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SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS 

AMERICA 
AND 

THE WORLD WAR 
By Theodore Roosevelt 

" The most important lesson for the United States to learn from the pres
ent war is the vital need that it shall at once take steps to p repare . " 

Here, in this one vigorous sentence of the Foreword, is stated the thesis of the book. 
Following this definite plan, he works out with careful argument his reasons for be
lieving that " all the actions of the ultrapacifists for a generation past, all their 
peace congresses and peace conventions have amounted to precisely and exactly 
nothing in advancing the cause of peace." 75 cents net; postage extra 

With the Allies 
B y R I C H A R D H A R D I N G D A V I S 

Describes: 

The Germans in Brus
sels 

The Burn ing of Louvain 
His Capture as a Spy 
The Bombardment of 

Rheims Cathedral 
Paris in War Time 
The Battle of Soissons 

and many other important events of 
the present Great War from his own 
personal observation in his great 
new book. 

Profusely illustrated from photographs 
$1.00 net; postage extra 

THIRD EDITION 

Fighting in Flanders 
B y E . A L E X A N D E R P O W E L L 

Tells of: 

The Zeppelin Attacks on 
Antwerp 

The Destruction of Lou
vain, Aerschot, Ter-
monde 

The Building of the Ar
mored Trains 

The Struggle on the Nethe 
The Bombardment of Antwerp 
The Flight of the Refugees 
and every phase of the great drama 
culminating in the fall of Antwerp 

Profusely illustrated from photographs 
$1.00 net; postage extra 

SECOND EDITION 

"DER TAG" 
or THE TRAGIC MAX 

J. M. BARRIE 
A great war play based 
on the familiar German 
toast to "The Day." 
25 cents net; postage extra 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S SONS F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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SCRIBNER WAR BOOKS 
GERMANY 

A N D 

AUSTRIA 

G E R M A N Y A N D T H E G E R M A N S . By P R I C E C O L L I E R net .75 

T H E G E R M A N E M P E R O R A S S H O W N I N H I S 

P U B L I C U T T E R A N C E S . By CHRISTIAN G A U S S In Press 

G E R M A N S E A P O W E R . By ARCHIBALD H U R D 
and H E N R Y CASTLE net $3.50 

M O N A R C H I C A L SOCIALISM I N G E R M A N Y 
By ELMER R O B E R T S net 1.25 

T H E E V O L U T I O N O F M O D E R N G E R M A N Y 
By WILLIAM H A R B U T T D A W S O N net 1.50 

T H E P O L I T I C A L T H O U G H T O F H E I N R I C H 

V O N T R E I T S C H K E . By H. W. C. D A V I S net 2.00 

T H E H A P S B U R G M O N A R C H Y 
By H E N R Y WICKHAM S T E E D net 2.50 

FRANCE F R A N C E U N D E R T H E R E P U B L I C 
By J E A N CHARLEMAGNE BRACQ net $1.50 

T H E F R A N C E O F T O - D A Y . By BARRETT W E N D E L L net 1.50 

F R A N C E O F T H E F R E N C H . By E. H. BARKER net 1.50 

F R E N C H T R A I T S . By W. C. BROWNELL net 1.50 

ENGLAND E N G L A N D A N D T H E E N G L I S H . By P R I C E C O L L I E R net $1.50 

A S H O R T H I S T O R Y O F E N G L A N D 
By M A R Y PLATT PARMELE net 1.00 

RUSSIA A L L T H E R U S S I A S . By H E N R Y NORMAN net $2.00 

M O D E R N R U S S I A . By G. ALEXINSKY (new edition) net 1.50 

R U S S I A O F T H E R U S S I A N S . By H. W. W I L L I A M S net 1.50 

INTERNATIONAL 

Problems of Power 
By WILLIAM MORTON FULLERTON 

Brought up to date and entirely revised 
in the light of the present European situa
tion. $2.25 net 

Outlines of International Law 
By CHARLES H. STOCKTON, REAR-

ADMIRAL, U. S. N. 
With full texts of Hague Convention 

and London Naval Conference. 
$3.50 net; postage extra 

Diplomatic History of 
the War 
Edited by M. P. PRICE 

Includes the German and English White 
Papers, the Russian Orange Paper, the 
Belgian Gray Paper and all official corre
spondence. $2.25 net 

PERSONAL EXPERIENCES 

With the Allies 
By RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 

3d edition. The story of the war from 
the inside. Profusely illustrated. 

The New York Times says: " F o r sheer 
ability in translating [to the reader what 
he, as an observer, saw, Mr. Davis has 
here done one of the finest bits of reporting 
of the war." $1.00 net; postage extra 

Fighting in Flanders 
By E. ALEXANDER POWELL 

Descriptions by an eye-witness of every 
phase of the great drama culminating in 
the fall of Antwerp. Profusely illustrated. 

The New York World says : " Mr. Pow
ell writes throughout in a most spirited 
style. His account of the arrival at Ant
werp of the first British reinforcements, 
with their Tipperary song, is vividly stir
ring." $1.00 net; postage extra 

FICTION AND DRAMA 

The Last Shot 
By FREDERICK PALMER 

"Frederick Palmer's novel, ' T h e Last 
Shot,' appears at the psychological mo
ment. Mr. Palmer probably knows more 
about actual war than any other novelist 
now writing, and very likely more than any 
other war correspondent now writing. . . . 
A notable quality in Mr. Palmer is that his 
intimate knowledge of war has not made 
him romantic but rather the reverse; and 
the terrible, machine-like butchery of mod
ern methods is frightfully distinct. . . . The 
greater its circulation the better for the 
formation of well-founded opinion about 
the meaning of war." 

—Editorial in Harper's Weekly. 
$1.35 net; postage extra 

Der Tag, or The Tragic Man 
By J. M. BARRIE 

A war play based on the famous Ger
man toast to the day of revenge on 
Britain. 25 cents net; postage extra 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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SCRIBNER BOOKS 
The Diary of Mrs. R. L. Stevenson 

T H E C R U I S E OF THE " J A N E T N I C H O L " 
AMONG THE SOUTH SEA ISLANDS 
" T h e book is interesting in itself and for itself; it is written 

with a sure eye for and a quick appreciation of the picturesque 
in incident and environment and with an unfailing humor." 

—New York Evening Sun. 
" A rare and real book for the innumerable company of Rob

ert Louis Stevenson's admirers."—Philadelphia North American. 
$1.75 net; postage extra 

The Grand C a n y o n , and Other Poems 

By H E N R Y VAN D Y K E 
This collection of Dr. van Dyke's recent verse takes its title 

from that impressive description of the Grand Canyon of Ari
zona at daybreak, which stands among the 
most beautiful of Dr. van Dyke's poems. 
The rest of the collection is characterized 
by those rare qualities that , as The Outlook 
has said, have enabled the author " to win 
the suffrage of the few as well as the ap
plause of the many." 

$1.25 net; postage extra 

The British Empire 
and the United States 

By W I L L I A M ARCHIBALD 
D U N N I N G 
With an introduction 
by VISCOUNT B R Y C E and 
a preface by NICHOLAS 
M U R R A Y B U T L E R 
The Independent says: " With all the 

patience of the historian and ail the in
sight of the political philosopher the story 
of the century is related and the author 's 
conclusion rendered irresistible that 
' Everything seems to promise the ab
sence of all but friendly rivalry in recip
rocal benefits and in contribution to the 
welfare of the race.' " 

$2.00 net; postage extra 

A Great Peace Maker 
A Diary of James Gallatin 
in Europe 

F R O M THE AMERICAN P E A C E THROUGH 
THE D O W N F A L L OF N A P O L E O N AND THE 
F O L L O W I N G Y E A R S 
This journal of the son and secretary of Albert 

Gallatin, who accompanied his father during the ne
gotiation of the Treaty of Ghent and afterward dur
ing his ministries to France,1815-23, and to England, 
1826-7, is one of the most entertaining and enlight
ening commentaries on that period ever written. 
The casual reader will be particularly charmed by 
the candid, sharp, and fresh observations upon great 
men and women, and events in France and England 
at the end of the Napoleonic era, made by this Ameri
can youth. 

Illustrated. 8 vo. $2.50 net; postage extra 

Through the Brazilian Wilderness 
By T H E O D O R E ROOSEVELT 
The New York Times says: " I t does not need this latest 

labor from Colonel Roosevelt's pen to vindicate his claim as an 
earnest, intrepid, and in every sense of the word genuine natur
alist. . . . Colonel Roosevelt has been able to add one more ex
cellent volume to a list which is already a praiseworthy record." 

Illustrated. $3.50 net; postage extra 

The Man Behind the Bars 
By W I N I F R E D L O U I S E T A Y L O R 
THOMAS M O T T OSBORNE, Warden of Sing Sing Prison, says: 

"Miss Taylor's book, ' T h e Man Behind the Bars,' is a valuable 
contribution to the literature of the pris-
ons. Its proof of the humanity of the 
prisoners and of the results which flow 
from a treatment of the prisoners as men 
are clearly shown, and will undoubtedly 
help to bring home to all readers of the 
book a clearer comprehension of the hu
man beings whom we have treated with 
such singular lack of knowledge and lack 
of common humanity." 

$1.50 net; postage extra 

Encyclopaedia of 
Religion and Ethics 
Volume VII 

Edited by 
J A M E S H A S T I N G S , D . D . 

The purpose of the work is to 
give an account of all religious 
and ethical beliefs, and all relig
ious and moral practices through
out the world. Every phase of 

human life and thought, wherever it is to be found, 
whatever it may be, to what age or race belonging, 
that bears upon these most fundamental interests 
is included. 

Sold only by subscription for the complete set. 
$7.00 net per volume, cloth binding; $9.00 net per 

volume, half morocco binding 

Northern Patagonia 
By B A I L E Y W I L L I S 

P U B L I S H E D BY AUTHORITY OF THE 
A R G E N T I N E R E P U B L I C 

An authoritative work on a little-known yet 
growing country; the official report of investigations 
conducted for the Argentine Government by a ge
ologist of the U. S. Geological Survey, 1911-4, 
comprising the results of topographic and economic 
surveys carried out by a corps of specialists. 

$6.00 net; postage extra. Set of maps $2.00 net extra 

THE 

PANAMA 
GATEWAY 

5th Edition 

By Joseph Bucklin Bishop 
Secretary of the Isthmian Canal Commission 

The New York Herald says: 
* "The Panama Gateway," by Joseph 

Bucklin Bishop, is not only a book of un
usual value at the present moment but 
one which may well be treasured because 
of the accurate information which it con
veys. . . . Mr. Bishop covers every phase 
of the subject fully and accurately, but his 
work does not take the form of dry statis
tics. On the contrary, it is full of interest 
and to the thoughtful mind must prove 
extremely valuable." 

Illustrated. $2.50 net; by mail $2.69 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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SCRIBNER PLAYS-

Robert Frank 
By SIGURD I B S E N 

A drama which William Archer, the distin
guished English critic, considers convincing proof 
that he possesses " dramatic faculty in abundance." 
Mr. Archer defines it as " a powerful and interesting-
play which claims attention on its own merits, 
eminently a play of to-day, or, rather, perhaps of 
to-morrow." The truth of this last comment is 
sufficiently evinced in the fact that its motive is the 
attempt of a young statesman to end, once and for 
all, the struggle between capital and labor by dra
matically heroic measures. 

$1.25 net; postage extra 

Plays by 
Bjornstjerne 
Bjornson 

Translated from the 
Norwegian, with Intro
ductions, by E D W I N 
BJORKMAN. Each with 
frontispiece 

SECOND SERIES 
" Love and Geography," " Be
yond Human Might," "Labo-
remus." 

FIRST SERIES 

"The New System," "The Gauntlet," "Beyond 
Our Power." 

$1.50 net; postage extra 

Plays by August Strindberg 
Translated from the Swedish, with In
troductions, by E D W I N BJORKMAN 

FIRST SERIES 

"The Dream Play," "The Link," "The Dance 
of Death." 

SECOND SERIES 
"Creditors," "Pariah," "Miss Julia," "The 
Stronger," " There Are Crimes and Crimes." 

THIRD SERIES 
" Advent," " Simoom," " Swanwhite," " Debit and 
Credit," " The Thunderstorm," " After the Fire." 

Each, $1.50 net; postage extra 

Half Hours 
By J. M. B A R R I E 

" Barrie opens the door of fancy, so seldom set 
ajar. There lies his peculiar mastery. A tender, 
strange, exquisitely human fancy, half child, half 
spirit, that lends you its own wings, and lifts you, 
heavy foot or heavy heart, to rainbow heights. 
You cannot resist him, or, if you do, there is nothing 
but pity to give you, as some one who has never 
known youth and, worse, never will know it. And 
by this we do not mean youth of time, but its finer, 
rarer reality, that quality, indomitable, bright, and 

free, that lies at the heart of all 
high emprise and generous dar
ing, and without which this old 
world would have dried up and 
withered away ages since." 

—New York Times. 
$1.25 net; postage extra 

Plays by 
Anton Tchekoff 

Translated from the 
Russian, with an Int ro
duction, by M A R I A N 
F E L L . Frontispiece 

"Uncle Vanya," "Ivanoff," 
" The Sea Gull," and "The Swan 
Song." 

12mo. $1.50 net 

By John Galsworthy 
THE MOB ' 60 cents net; postage extra 
A play of great power in its characters and dramatic t reatment . 
Particularly interesting at this time because of its war theme. 

THE FUGITIVE 60 cents net; postage extra 
A Drama in Four Acts 

THE PIGEON 60 cents net 
A Fantasy in Three Acts 

Above three plays in one volume form the Third Series 

$1.35 net; postage extra 

THE ELDEST SON 60 cents net 
A Domestic Drama in Three Acts 

JUSTICE 60 cents net 
A Tragedy in Four Acts 

THE LITTLE DREAM 50 cents net 
An Allegory in Six Scenes 

Above three plays in one volume form the Second Series 

$1.35 net 

PLAYS 
BY 

LEONID 
ANDREYEFF 
The Life of Man 
The Sabine Women 
The Black Maskers 
Translated from the Russian, 
with an Introduction, by F. 
N. SCOTT and C. L. MEADER 

$1.50 net; postage extra 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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SCRIBNER IMPORTATIONS-
T h e Engl ish Par ish Church 

A N ACCOUNT O F T H E C H I E F T Y P E S O F 

B U I L D I N G S PRODUCED IN ENGLAND D U R 

ING T H E N I N E C E N T U R I E S 

By the R E V . J. C H A R L E S C O X , LL.D. , 
F.S.A. 
Dr. Cox is well known for his important writings on ecclesi-

ology. He has long studied with unwearied interest the churches 
of England, the majority of which he has personally visited, and 
in the present volume he gives a bird's-eye view of the whole 
6eld of his fascinating subject. 
With over 300 illustrations reproduced from photographs and 

drawings, including a specially prepared series of ground-plans. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, gilt, S3.00 net 

Gardens of the 
Ital ian Renaissance, 
and Other Studies 

By J U L I A CARTWRIGHT, 

author of " T h e Painters 
of Florence," etc. 
Sketches of old Renaissance gar

dens and their makers, derived from the 
writings of Renaissance humanists, that 
reveal enthusiasm for beauty and ar
dent love of Nature . The volume forms 
a fascinating study, to which the illus
trations add an unusual charm. Among 
the gardens treated are those of papal 
Rome, Venice, Florence, etc. 

With 16 illustrations. 8 vo. $3.00 net 

Bruges : A Record and 
An Impression 

By M A R Y STRATTON 

A description of one of the most beautiful medieval cities 
in the world, whose fascination has been felt by travellers of 
all nationalities. Mr. Wade, who illustrated the book, is a dis
tinguished artist, whose work is at his best when depicting the 
work and art of the Middle Ages, and the striking results of his 
impressions and bis expressive technique are shown in the illus
trations. 

Illustrated by .CHARLES W A D E . 12 mo. $2.00 net 

J o h n and Sarah, Duke and Duch
ess of Marlborough, 1 6 6 0 - 1 7 4 4 

By STUART J . R E I D , D.C.L. 

With an introduction by the D U K E OF 
M A R L B O R O U G H , K.G. 

The author succeeds in giving a much more agreeable im
pression of Marlborough and the Duchess than can be obtained 
from Swift or Macaulay, and throws much interesting new 
light on the public and private life of these two remarkable 
personalities. 

With illustrations. 8 vo. $4.00 net 

The Flower of Peace 
By K A T H A R I N E T Y N A N 

A collection of devotional poetry by an Irish writer whose 
verse and prose have won the admiration of thousands both in 
this country and in Great Britain. Among these poems are 
" T h e Christmas Babe," "Chris tmas Eve in Ireland," "God ' s 
Bird," " T h e New Moon at Christmas," "Michael the Arch
angel," etc. The book is unusually attractive in its binding, 
printing, and size. 

$1.50 net 

Murray 's H a n d b o o k for Travel
lers in Japan( inc luding Formosa) 

By B A S I L H A L L CHAM

BERLAIN, Emeri tus Pro
fessor of Japanese and 
Philosophy in the Impe
rial University of Tokyo, 
and W. B. M A S O N , late 
of the Imperial Japanese 
Depar tment of Commu
nications 
This edition has been revised 

throughout, including the rewriting of 
several routes and the incorporation of 
numerous changes all over the country, 
necessitated by the extension of rail
ways, electric trams, and other improve
ments. 

" F o r all practical purposes Mur
ray's 'Handbook for Japan ' will pro
vide the tourist with the information he 
requires, set forth in plain straight
forward language."—Japan Chronicle. 
With 30 maps and plans and numerous 

illustrations. Cheaper edition, revised 
throughout. Price reduced to $5.00 net 

Well-Known P iano Solos 
H o w TO P L A Y T H E M WITH UNDERSTAND

ING, E X P R E S S I O N , AND E F F E C T 

By C H A S . W. W I L K I N S O N 
Contains 110 articles with the works of all the great com

posers, Beethoven, Chopin, Chaminade, Paderewski, and many 
others, forming an invaluable handbook for all lovers and 
students of the piano. 

12mo. $1.50 net 

Bernadot te . The Firs t Phase. 
1763 -1799 

By D U N B A R P L U N K E T BARTON, a Judge 
of the High Court of Justice in Ireland 
A character-study of the young Gascon, who, starting as 

the son of an obscure lawyer, served for more than ten years 
in the ranks of King Louis XVI, rose in the revolutionary wars 
to the rank of general, was an Ambassador and Minister of 
War under the Directory, became a marshal and a prince of 
the empire, and was elected Crown Prince of Sweden. 

Illustrated. $3.75 net 

FABLES 
By 

Robert Louis Stevenson 

" I am very much struck with 
Mr. Hermann's drawings to the 
Stevenson ' Fables.' They seem 
to me to show remarkable power, 
both of invention and hand." 

—SIDNEY COLVIN. 

Illustrated with 20 full-page illus
trations, 20 initials, and 20 tail

pieces by E. R. HERMANN. 
$3.00 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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Just 
the 
Right 
School 

The work of the School and College 

Service of Scribner's Magazine is to give 

information and offer suggestions which 

will help parents in selecting just the 

right schools for their children. Many 

years of association with Private Schools 

have given Scribner's most reliable in

formation in these matters. This infor

mation is at the disposal of our readers. It is given 

without charge. The service covers the Private School 

field. It includes Boarding Schools, College Preparatory 

Schools, Finishing Schools, Foreign and Travel Schools, 

Schools of Music and Dramatic Art, Military Schools, 

Correspondence Schools, Technical Schools, Summer 

Camps and Vacation Schools, Special Schools. If the 

school problem perplexes you, give us the conditions 

obtaining and what is desired and the Scribner Service 

will serve you. Address : 

School and College Service 

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York 

Send for our Service booklet, "Just the Right School" 
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S C H O O L S AND COLLEGES 

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY 

M i s s B A N G S A N D M I S S W H I T O N 

—1890-1915 
" A Real School" and The Only Country School for Girls in New 
York City. Certificate admits to colleges. General fee includes 
instruction in elocution, art and dancing. Unequalled advantages 
in music. Advanced special courses. A private school park of 35 
acres. All outdoor sports. 

Riverdale Avenue at 252nd Street, New York City. 

BERKELEY SCHOOL 
Boarding and Day School for Boys. 35th year. Gives the boy 
all the advantages of metropolitan association and training. 
Thorough preparation for business, college, scientific schools, 
and government academies. Absolutely modern scientific equip
ment and curriculum. Illustrated catalogue upon application. 
72nd Street and West End Avenue, New York. 

M R S . H E L E N M . S C O V I L L E ' S S C H O O L A N D T R A V E L 
C L A S S FOR G I R L S 
(30th year.) Resident and day pupils. Air and light. Recreation lawn. 
Full advantages of city, regular or special courses. Any art or practical 
work desired with privileges of home and social life. Riding, Swimming, 
Tennis . Individual care. 2042 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

T H E C O M S T O C K B O A R D I N G A N D DAY SCHOOL 
For Girls. 52 East 72d Street, New York City. Special and Ad
vanced Courses, Music, Art, Languages, Physical Culture. Many 
Social Advantages. 

Lydia Dwight Day, Principal; Fanny C. Neale, Vice-Principal. 

T H E V E L T I N S C H O O L 
For Girls. College Preparatory and General Course. Num
ber of pupils limited to twelve in each class. Fireproof building 
thoroughly equipped. 16O and 162 West 74th Street. 

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
"A school that is better than the catalogue." 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. 

E L I N O R C O M S T O C K S C H O O L OF M U S I C 
This school, endorsed by P A D E R E W S K I , GABRILOVITSCH, 
K A T H A R I N E GOODSON, etc., has been transferred to larger 
quarters in order to receive the numerous pupils unable to go 
abroad for studies. Modern comfort. Single rooms. Home life 
and care. Association in daily life with greatest Virtuosi, Music, 
Literature, Languages, History of Art, Classic Dancing. Day 
pupils accepted. Terms for boarders $1500 a year. Elinor Com
stock (pupil of Leschetizky), Principal, 
41 East 80th St. {one block from Central Park, New York City). 

Intimate Teaching by Scholarly Men 

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL 
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, 739 Marble. 

T H E G A R D N E R S C H O O L 
(57th year.) An exclusive school for girls, combining all the ad
vantages of city with delightful home life. Regular and Special 
Courses. Music, Art, Elocution, Dancing. Much outdoor life. 
Riding, Skating, Swimming, etc. Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland, 
Principals, 607 5th Avenue, New York City. 

M i s s S P E N C E ' S B O A R D I N G A N D DAY S C H O O L 
For Girls. Number in each class limited to eight pupils. Re
moved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building 30 West 
55th Street. Residence 26 West 55th Street. 

T H E K N O X S C H O O L 
Formerly at Briarcliff Manor. Country School for Girls. 50 min
utes from New York City. 

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

T H E F I N C H S C H O O L 
Boarding and Day School for Girls. General, Fine Arts, and Prac
tical Courses. Technical School includes domestic training, secre
tarial course, book-binding, interior decoration, etc. 

61 East 77th St., New York City. 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
NEW YORK STATE 

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 

(Special rates to good Musicians) 
For catalogue write to the Commandant 

M O D E R A T E EXPENSES 
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS 

The Bes t Mil i tary P r e p a r a t o r y School in the United S ta t e s 

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. 

R I V E R V I E W A C A D E M Y 
Prepares for college—and for life. Individual training for younger boys and 
for s tudents who need to be interested and taught how to study. Tutoring 
and coaching for conditions. Finishing courses in vocational studies. Ex
penses moderate. Exceptional opportunities for self help to capable young 
men of high character. Catalogue. 

Clement C. Gaines, M.A., LL.D. , Box 770, Poughkeepsie, New York. 

EMMA WlLLARD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
101st year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. Four new fireproof build
ings, the gift of Mrs. Russell Sage. Preparatory, General and Special 
Courses. Certificate privileges. Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science. 
Gymnasium with swimming pool. Catalogue on request. 

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

MRS. DOW'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
For circular address 

Mrs. Mary E. Dow, Principal, 
Briarcliff Manor, 

New York. 

MISS C. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL 
FOR GIRLS 

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

OSSINING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Suburban to New York. Preparatory, Vocational, Music, Art and 
Home Making Courses. Gardening and Horticulture. 47th year. 
Separate house for younger girls. Year Book on request. Clara 
C. Fuller, Principal, Martha J. Naramore, Associate Principal, 
Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. 

IRVING SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
25 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic " Irving " country. 77th 
year. 23 years under present Head Master. New site and buildings 1004. 
Prepares for all colleges and technical schools. Individual instruction, 
Athletic Field. Swimming Pool. New Gymnasium. J. M. Furman, A.M., 
Head Master, Box 903, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

S A I N T A G N E S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 

Forty-fifth year began September 30. 
Miss Matilda Gray, Principal, Albany, New York. 

M O U N T P L E A S A N T A C A D E M Y 
IOO Years old. Prepares for college, scientific school or business. Ration
alized military system. Manual training. MOUNT PLEASANT HALL is for 
boys under 13. S U M M E R C A M P in the Berkshires, under Mr. Brusie's per
sonal charge, for young boys under 15. Send for catalogue. 

Charles Frederick Brusie, Box 508, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL 
Thorough preparat ion for College, Technical School or Business. Aver
age number of pupils to a class, eight. Modern bui ldings. Healthful loca
tion on Mohegan Lake. Physical Culture and Athletics under competent 
Director. Booklet. A. E. Linder , A.M., Chas. H. Smith, A.M., Principals, 
Box 61, Mohegan Lake, Westchester County, New York. 

NEW JERSEY 

P E D D I E I N S T I T U T E 
An endowed school for boys, offering thorough preparation for all colleges. 
Strong faculty. 250 boys. Business. Music. 60-acre campus. Gymnasium, 
swimming pool. Athletic field. Lower School for boys 11 to 14 years. 
Rates $450 to $550. 49th year opened Sept. 23rd. Catalog on request. 
Address R. W. Swetland, A.M., Box 2-C, Hightstown, New Jersey. 

B O R D E N T O W N M I L I T A R Y I N S T I T U T E 
Thorough preparat ion for college or business. Efficient faculty, comfort
able buildings, healthful location, careful supervision of athletics, military 
discipline that develops character, and 29 years of experience in training 
boys. For catalogue, write 

Rev. T . H. Landon, A.M., D.D. , Principal. 
Col. T. D. Landon, Commandant, Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N. } . 

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

I N D I V I D U A L T E A C H I N G 
Two teachers of twelve years' experience with backward children will receive 
into their country home children delicate in health and slow in mental de
velopment. Ages three to twelve. Number limited to six. Three bathrooms 
and a sleeping-porch. Two and a half acres on the mountainside. No help
less nor unimprovable children are taken. Address Miss Charlotte Hoskins-
Miner, or Miss M. Luella Mattice, Lenox Terr;ice, South Orange, N. | . 

M O N T C L A I R A C A D E M Y 

For Boys. Orange Mountains. Correspondence or, better, a 
personal visit invited from those desiring the best. Booklet, 
" Your Boy and Our School," will interest you no matter where 
your boy is educated. Address 

John G. MacVicar, A.M., Headmaster, Box 22, Montclair, N. J. 

The Successful Schools 
of to-day began to advertise in S C R l B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

years ago for pupils for to-day. To-day these schools are 

advertising for to-morrow. 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
MASSACHUSETTS 

SEA 
PINES 

HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Dist inct ive ly Devoted to Developing Personal i t ies 

Genuine happy home life; personal attention and care. Growing- girls inspired by wholesome and 
beautiful ideals of useful womanhood. T h e Cape cl imate is except ional ly favorable for an outdoor life, 
which we make attractive and refining. One hundred acres ; pine groves, 1000 feet of seashore, ponies. 
Hyg iene and morals are observed especially for results in heal th, character and educat ion. Gymnast ics , 
Music, Handiwork, Domest ic Arts. F rench , German, Spanish—native teachers . All branches of study 
under patient and enthusiast ic instructors. Address 
Rev. Thomas Bickford, Miss Faith Bickford, Pr incipals. P. 0 . Box G, Brewster, Cape Cod, Mass. 

ROGERS HALL SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Lowell, Massachusetts. 38 minutes from Boston. 
Country sports. New gymnasium and swimming pool. 
For catalogue and views, address 

Miss Olive S. Parsons, B.A., Principal. 

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877, is continuing without 
interruption under the direction of Miss Helen E. Thompson 
and Miss Martha C. Burnham. Preparatory, Graduating and 
Special Courses. Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, 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. Twenty acres, twelve buildings. 

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

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. 
The Fenway 28, Boston. 

WORCESTER ACADEMY FOR BOYS 
All advan tages of a large school. Master teachers. Comprehensive 
e q u i p m e n t ; 10 buildings, 22 acres. Gymnasium. " Mega ron , " a noble 
recreation hall . Swimming pool. Splendid athletic field. Quarter-mile 
track, 220 yards straight-away. 82nd year. Catalogue. 

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

M I S S G U I L D AND M I S S E V A N S ' S C H O O L 
34th year. Sunny, airy school rooms. Gymnasium, outdoor 
tennis. Domestic Science. Languages—native teachers. Music, 
Art. College preparatory and general courses. Advanced courses 
for high school graduates. 

29 Fairfield St., cor. Commonwealth Ave., Boston, 

RESTHAVEN SCHOOL 
An individual school. Booklet gives graphic description of full 
day at " Resthaven." Sent on request. 

Miss C. R. Seabury, Mendon, 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). 

MISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
For many years known as " T h e Burnham School." 
39th year opens September, 1915. 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

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

TENACRE 
A school for twenty-five young girls. Preparatory to Dana Hall. 
Terms $850. 

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. 

B R A D F O R D A C A D E M Y FOR Y O U N G W O M E N 
112th year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal, 
Miss Laura A. Knott, A.M., Bradford, Massachusetts. 

M i s s H A L L ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Miss Mira H. Hall, Principal, Pittsfield, Mass. 

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E 
For women. (30 miles from Boston.) Full four-year course with 
A.B. degree. Training for efficient home making as well as for the 
business of life. Special two-year diploma course for high school 
graduates. 17 buildings. 100 acres. Catalog. 

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

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

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

N A T I O N A L P A R K S E M I N A R Y 
For the higher education of young women. Extension courses of two years ' 
collegiate work above high school. Thorough ly equipped depar tments 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. 

FAIRMONT, A HOME SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Regular and Elective Courses. Advanced Courses for High 
School Graduates. Music, Art, Expression. Outdoor sports. 
Washington, D. C. 

W A S H I N G T O N C O L L E G E 
For Girls and Young Women. Located within National Capi ta l ; park of 
10 acres ; choicest educat ional and social advantages ; refined associations, 
most beautiful home life. Preparatory, Certificate and College Courses. 
Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science. Literature on request. Address 
F. Menefee, President, Washington, D. C. 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
C O N N E C T I C U T 

RlDGEFIELD SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
50 miles from New York, in the highlands of the Berkshires. 
All water sports, athletic fields, gymnasium. New boat house. 
Limited number of boys allows each student individual 
attention. 

Roland J. Mulford, Ph.D., Headmaster , Ridgefield, Conn. 

LOOMIS 
A school that prepares for business or agricultural life, Harvard, 
Yale and other leading colleges. 150 acres; school farm; 6 new 
fireproof buildings; gymnasium; athletic fields; cinder track. 
$2,000,000 endowment. $400 a year. Address 

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

R U M S E Y HALL 
In the Litchfield Hills. Young boys prepared for secondary schools. 
Athletics under supervision. Address 

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

I N G L E S I D E SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
The Misses Tewksbury, Principals, 

New Milford, Litchfield County, Conn. 

T H E ELY SCHOOL 
For Girls. In the country. One hour from New York City. Cer
tificates to Vassar and the New England Colleges. 

Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut. 

Last-Minute Haste 
in so important a matter as the selection of a school is 
always to be deplored. Parents would find it advantageous 
to give ample time in which to study and determine the 
proper school. School and College Service, SCRIBNER'S 
MAGAZINE, 599 Fifth Avenue, New York-

PENNSYLVANIA 

T H E BALDWIN SCHOOL 
A Country School for Girls, 

Jane L. Brownell, A.M., Head of the School. 
Elizabeth Forrest Johnson. A.B., Associate Head of School. 

Box F. Bryn Mawr, Penna. 

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. Equipment modern. Write for catalog. Address Box 104. 

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

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. 

THE M I S S E S SHIPLEY'S SCHOOL 
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College. Special educational and 
social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College. 
College Preparatory and Academic Courses. New gymnasium 
and school rooms. For circular, address 

The Secretary, Box J , Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

MARYLAND 

THE TOME SCHOOL 
An Endowed Preparatory School. Illustrated Book on Request. 

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

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND 
A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notre Dame 
to train the body, mind and spirit—to develop true womanhood. Magnifi
cent buildings in a beautiful park of 70 acres. Rowing, basketball , tennis, 
hockey. Instructors all specialists. Regular and elective courses. Music, 
Art. Write for catalog. Charles Street Avenue, Balt imore, Maryland. 

M I N N E S O T A 

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. 

V I R G I N I A 

S W E E T B R I A R C O L L E G E 
A College for Women. A four years' collegiate course leads to 
the A.B. degree. A sub-freshman course prepares for college. 
Located in the Piedmont section of Virginia. Catalogue and 
views sent on application. 

Dr. Mary K, Benedict, President, Box 108, Sweet Briar, Virginia. 

INDIANA 

E L M H U R S T 
Country school for girls, where health is considered first. Outdoor 
sleeping, study and exercise. Certificate admits to colleges. 
Number limited. R. F. D. 6, Box 2, Connersville, Indiana. 

FLORIDA 

FLORIDA OPEN AIR SCHOOL 
A Boarding and Day School for Girls on Cedar River, Jacksonville, Fla. 
College Preparatory, Elective and Post Graduate Courses. Music. Certificate 
admits to leading colleges. Gymnasium, outdoor sleeping porches, all single 
rooms. Field and aquatic sports. Resident Physical Director. For Pro-
spectus, Mrs. Langdon Caskin, Principal, 1 Vernon Terrace, Jacksonville, Fla. 

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 supplying it with 
students who will be a credit to it. 
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
DRAMATIC AND APPLIED ARTS CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

We can teach you by Mail in your own 

Home our Easy Method of Drawing. C o m m e r c i a l artists earn from 

$25.00 TO $100.00 PER WEEK. 
W e G U A R A N T E E 

Y o u a Position or Refund Your M o n e y 

We furnish FREE to each Student a complete DRAWING OUTFIT. Write today for Particulars and Handsome Art Year Book —Free. 

SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART 
Dept. 15 Battle Creek, Mich. 

American Academy of Dramatic Arts Founded in 1884 Connected with 
Mr. Charles Frohman's Empire Theatre and Companies 

Franklin H. Sargent President 

For Catalogue and Information, apply to 
T h e Secretary, R o o m 150, Carnegie Hall, N e w York 

TEACHERS' AGENCY 

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

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

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

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

The University of Chicago HOME STUDY 23d Year in addition to resident 

work, offers also instruction by correspondence. 
For detailed information address 

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

LANGUAGES Quickly Learned AT H 0 M E b y t h e Original 

Phonographic Method 

German French-English-ltalian-Spanish , 
or any other language learned quickly and easily 
by the Cortina Method a t h o m e with 
Disk Cortina - Records . Write for free 
booklet today; easy payment plan. Cortina Academy of Languages CORTINA - PHONE 

1404 Mecca Bldg., 1600 Broadway, Corner 48th Street, New York 

All the Schools 
represented in SCRIBNER'S are good schools. If you want 
further information about any of these, or about any 
school in the country, or if you want help in determining 
which school may best meet your needs, Write the School 
and College Service. 

SCRIBNER'S. The service is free. 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN said: 
'I will study and get, 

ready and maybe 
my chance will come'.' 

YOUR Chance 
Will Come 

Born in a log cabin, Abraham Lincoln 
had little chance to acquire an education. 
But he was determined to succeed. Some 
day," he said, "my chance will come. 
So he studied and got ready. And his 
chance DID come. 

Your chance will come. Some day you'll 
be considered for promotion or for a good 
job in some other line of work. If you 
are ready, you'll go up. 
A n d you CAN get ready. N o mat ter if your 
schooling was limited—if you do have to work 
long hours. If you really want a better j ob , 
the In terna t ional Correspondence Schools can 
train you for it at home d u r i n g your spare t ime. 

Every m o n t h more than 400 I. C S. Students 
voluntari ly report promot ions or salary increases 
due to I. C S. help. W h a t the I. C S. have 
done for these men they can do for YOU. 

Mark the Coupon NOW 
Jus t mark the position or occupation you most 
like and mail the coupon to the I . C S. 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 922, SCRANTON, PA. 

Explain, without any obligation on my part, how I 
can qualify for the position before which I mark X: 

Salesmanship 
Electrical Engineer 
Elec. Lighting Supt. 
Telephone Expert 
Architect 
Building Contractor 
Architectural Draftsman 
Structural Engineer 
Concrete Construction 
Mechan. engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Civil Engineer 
Mine Superintendent 
Stationary Engineer 
Plumbing & Steam Fitting 
Gas Engines 

Civil Service 
Bookkeeping 
Stenography & Typewriting 
Window Trimming 
Show Card Writing 
Lettering & Sign Painting 
Advertising 
Commercial Illustrating 
Industrial Designing 
Commercial Law 
Automobile Running 
English Branches 
Poultry Farming 
Teacher Spanish 

Agriculture French 
Chemist German 

Name . _^_____„ 

Present Employer _ _ _ ^ _ ^ _ _ _ 

Street and No. 

City States 
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BE F O R E spending a penny on new clothes, 
before even planning your Spring ward

robe, you ought to consult Vogue's five great 
Spring Fashion numbers! Beginning with the 

Forecast of 
Spring Fashions 

they follow now one right after the other! In 
the next few months—the very period in which 
these numbers appear—you will be selecting 
your entire Spring wardrobe and paying out 
hundreds of dollars for the things you select. 

The gown you buy and never wear is the really expensive 
gown! Gloves, boots, hats, that miss being exactly what you 
want, are the ones that cost more than you can afford! 

Why take chances again this year when by simply send
ing in the coupon, and at your convenience paying $2—a 
tiny fraction of the loss on a single ill-chosen hat or gown 
—you can insure the correctness of your whole Spring and 
Summer wardrobe ? 

$2 INVESTED IN VOGUE 
WILL SAVE YOU $200 

For $2 — a tiny fraction of your loss on a single ill-chosen 
hat or gown—you may have before you at this important 
buying season all five of these special Spring Fashion num
bers. No t only that, but all through the Summer, the 
other numbers that follow them. Here are the twelve 
numbers of Vogue you will receive: 

Forecast of 
Spring Fashions Feb. 15 

The earliest authentic news of 
the Spring mode. 

Spring Patterns Mar. 1 
Working models for one's whole 
Spring and Summer wardrobe. 

Spring Millinery Mar. 15 
The newest models in smart hats, 
veils and coiffures. 

Spring Fashions Apr. 1 
The last word on Spring gowns, 
waists and accessories. 

Smart Fashions for 
Limited Incomes Apr. 15 

First aid to the fashionable women 
of not unlimited means. 

Brides and 
Summer Homes May 1 

A journey "thro' pleasures and 
palaces.'' News for the bride. 

A m e r i c a n Travel M a y 15 
Places in our own country well 
worth a visit at least. 

Summer Fashions June 1 
The final showing of the Sum
mer modes that will be. 

In The Country June 15 
Society takes to sports and life 
in the open. 

Hot Weather Fashions July 1 
The correct wardrobe for all out
door sports. 

Hostesses July 15 
The newest ideas in midsummer 
entertainment. 

London and Paris Aug . 1 
Europe preparing to resume 
where it left off at the start of 
the war. 

TH E earliest fashion number— 
the Spring Dress Mater ia ls -

is already on the newsstands. If no 
newsdealer is nearby, make sure of 
your copies now by sending in this 
coupon. If you enclose the $2 we 
will send you,with our compliments, 
the Dress Materials Number just 
out, making thirteen numbers in
stead of twelve. If more convenient 
send coupon without money. Your 
subscription will then start with the 
Forecast and continue through the 
next eleven numbers. Bill will 
be sent to you about March 1st. 
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In the centre of Manhattan Island, from Madison Square to 
Central Park, have been concentrated the nation's greatest 
shops. Fifth Avenue — not the ribbon of asphalt that bears 
the name, but the section itself—Fifth Avenue , Main Street, 
U . S. A . — i s a national institution. 

Over the breadth of this country and over the continent the 
name of Fifth A v e n u e is carried from lip to lip as a synonym 
for all that is most desirable in fashion and luxury. You can 
•walk the length of it in half an hour — but no one ever does. 

Somewhere along this thoroughfare, or the turnings that edge 
it in, one may buy the -work of any old master, precious stones 
as exquisite as the crown jewels of any monarch, rarest of 
laces, most intricate of tapestries. H e r e are collections of old 
silver, of first editions, of marvellous glassware and delicate 
china, of furniture wrought by our ancestors. 

Mingled with the greatest of the past is the best of the present. 
T o this supreme market-place the peoples of the earth are 
sending their choicest wares, day after day, year after year. 
The creators of women's adornment send the work of their 

imaginations. H e r e the man and woman of r e 
finement may buy anything which will satisfy a 
most discriminating taste. 

In a day gone by Fifth A v e n u e was the place 
above all others to live. Today it is the place 
above all others to buy. 

Scribner's takes pride, therefore, in making this 
Fifth A v e n u e Section a feature of its advertis
ing pages. 
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FIFTH AVENUE SECTION 

SANS EGAL 

Bonbons 
Chocolates 

The Excellence or Maillard 

The excellence of all the 
good things produced by 
Maillard reflects the purity 
and quality of every ingre
dient used, and the skill, 
care and attention bestowed 
in the making. This excel
lence, too, is the secret of 
Maillard's world-wide rep
utation — maintained for 
over sixty years. 

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. 

Established 1848 

Ritz-Carlton 
Hotel 6? Restaurant 

Madison A v e . at 46th St. 

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

BRENTANOS 
B O O K -

SELLERS. 
TO T H E 
W O R L D 

February Booh Sale 
Sets of Books of the Standard 
Writers, in attractive Cloth 
and Leather Bindings, at note
worthy reductions. Also 
G e r m a n and French Se ts . 
BRENTANO'S for over half a Cen
tury has been satisfactorily supplying 
Booh Buyers throughout the World. 
Special Catalogue T Free Upon Request. 

BRENTANO'S 
Fifth Avenue and 27th St., New York 
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FIFTH AVENUE SECTION 

JM.GIDDING & CO. 
564-566-568 FIFTH AVE. (COR 46TH ST.) 

IMPORTERS ' 'THE Paris SHOP OF A M E R I C A ' 

The representatives of this 

Establishment, now in Paris, are 

making personal observations--

and selecting Modes embody-

ing the new features for Spring 

and Summer 

Preliminary Displays 
at our New York establishment 
564-566-568 Fifth Ave. cor 46th St 
beginning February First 

• PARIS- WASHINGTON. New York. Cincinnati. Duluth 
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F I F T H A V E N U E S C R I B N E R ' S F I F T H A V E N U E 

GORHAM 
STERLING SILVER DINNER WARE 

Good silverware on the table gives you solid satis
faction as long as you live. A Gorham dinnerware 
service can be handed on from one generation to 
another, growing more valuable every year. 

Any one of the entire thirty different Gorham de
signs would make a worthy family heirloom. Each 
design comprises every essential dish and bow/ and 
tray and tureen and candlestick needed in the ser
vice of an elegant dinner. 

It is an investment that never has to be repeated, 
though you can add to your selection whenever you 
wish. 

And a thing to remember is that, if for any reason 
it is necessary fifty years from now to replace a 
piece, Gorham can furnish it. 

On every niece of G o r h a m Silverware 
this identifying trade-mark 
appears. Offered everywhere 
by jewelers of the better class S T E R L I N G 

THE GORHAM CO. 
SILVERSMITHS - GOLDSMITHS 

N E W Y O R K 
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
VOL. LVII F E B R U A R Y , 1915 NO. 2 

P E R S O N A L I T Y OF C O L O N E L G O E T H A L S 

By Joseph Bucklin Bishop 
For nine years Secretary of the Isthmian Canal Commisson; author of " The Panama Gateway " 

ISAAC DISRAELI, in that 
most delightful of books, 
'' Curiosities of Literature,' ' 
m a k e s t h i s observation, 
which is as true to-day as 
it was when written a cen

tury ago: How superficial is that cry of 
some impertinent pretended geniuses of 
these times who affect to exclaim: 'Give 
me no anecdotes of an author, but give me 
his works !' I have often found the anec
dotes more interesting than the works." 
In conversation a few years ago with John 
Hay I cited this utterance in support of 
something that he was saying to the same 
effect, whereupon he added (I quote from 
memory): "Real history is not to be 
found in books, but in the personal anec
dotes and private letters of those who 
make history. These reveal the men 
themselves and the motives that actuate 
them, and give us also their estimate of 
those who are associated with them. No 
one should ever destroy a private letter 
that contains light on public men, or will
ingly let die an illuminating anecdote dis
closing their individuality." 

In what I am about to write concerning 
the personality of Colonel Goethals I shall 
follow mainly the idea thus outlined. I 
shall endeavor to portray him as he re
vealed himself to me during seven years of 
intimate association in which he honored 
me with his confidence and admitted me 
to the inestimable privilege of his personal 
friendship. Throughout that period I 
was a constant observer of his official acts, 
of the methods by which he met and 
solved the problems which pressed upon 
him incessantly for consideration, thus be

coming familiar with the intellectual and 
moral qualities which form the basis of 
what is called character and which con
stitute the personality of a man. That 
Colonel Goethals has a distinct person
ality no one who knows him or has fol
lowed his career will deny. That it is a 
strong personality as well, every one who 
has been in the Canal service will testify 
without hesitation or qualification. 

I t is customary to regard the construc
tion of the Panama Canal as an engineer
ing achievement, but it is in equal, if not 
in larger, degree an achievement in admin
istration. The engineering problems were 
comparatively simple, being those of mag
nitude, the solution of which followed 
clearly defined and well-established scien
tific lines. The problems in administra
tion were new and there were no prece
dents in American experience from which 
to obtain light for guidance. 

The Canal force has been referred to 
frequently as being in the position of an 
army in the field. The parallel is only 
partial. An army in the field is under the 
absolute control of its commanding gen
eral from the moment of its departure for 
the scene of action. This control is the 
established order of the military system 
and is unquestioned. The Canal force, 
like an army, was in the field, two thou
sand miles from its base of supplies, but 
when assembled on the Isthmus it was an 
army of civilians, and there was no estab
lished authority for its absolute control by 
the man at its head. Every member of it 
knew this. Not only did the rank and 
file know it, but the subordinate officials 
knew it. Experience was to show that it 
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130 Personality of Colonel Goethals 

was among the latter, rather than among 
the former, that the most strenuous oppo
sition to absolute control by one man was 
to be manifested. 

Not only was it an arm}' of civilians, 
but its duties were civil, not military, and 
covered a wide and diversified field. In 
order to construct the Canal it was neces
sary to create an American state in the 
heart of a Central American republic, 
with a civil government, schools, courts, 
churches, police system, post-offices, and 
taxation and revenue systems. This civil 
government, distinct from engineering 
control of Canal work, was exercised over 
one of the most heterogeneous popula
tions ever assembled anywhere on earth, 
comprising at its maximum about sixty-
five thousand souls, and made up of many 
and widely differing nationalities—North 
Americans, Spaniards, Italians, West In
dians, Greeks, Armenians, Central Amer
icans, and others. To unite in one the two 
forms of government—engineering and 
civil—over this population and make it 
autocratic was no slight problem in ad
ministration, and so to exercise that auto
cratic rule as to make it not only accept
able and effective but popular was a task 
certainly not inferior to that of the actual 
construction of the Canal itself. 

What was needed, in fact, for the ac
complishment of the gigantic work which 
the United States Government had under
taken on the Isthmus of Panama was a 
man at the head who was both a great en
gineer and a great administrator. This 
rare combination—for few engineers pos
sess large administrative ability—was 
found in Colonel Goethals. He had not 
been long on the Isthmus before he made 
it apparent that both as an engineer and as 
an administrator he stood in the first rank. 
He revealed himself almost at once as 
that rare product of nature, the born 
leader of men. From the outset he took 
his place in a class by himself, and he held 
it, without dispute or question, till his task 
was completed. There were among his 
official associates able engineers and men 
of trained ability in other professions, but 
he alone possessed in the supreme degree 
which the case demanded the qualities of 
leader and administrator. 

I t might be said that many generations 
had united in fitting him for his great task. 

The history of his family dates back to 
860, in which year one Honorius left Italy 
with the Duke of Burgundy for France. 
In a fight with Saracens, Honorius was 
struck across the neck with what was 
capable of proving to be a deadly blow, but 
because of the fine quality of his armor 
and the physical strength of his person no 
injury was caused. His escape won for 
him the title of "Boni Coli." Certain 
lands were given to him in the north of 
France, now forming Holland and Bel
gium. His nickname was translated into 
the native tongue as "Goet Hals," mean
ing, as it had in Italian, "good neck" or 
"stiff neck," and in course of time it was 
united in one word and became the family 
name. The family divided, part settling 
in Belgium and part in Holland. Colonel 
Goethals is descended from the Holland 
branch, both father and mother being 
Dutch. His parents migrated from Hol
land to the United States, and he was born 
in Brooklyn, N. Y., on June 29, 1858. 
(The name has been Americanized and is 
pronounced—Go-thals.) 

The Goethals family, in both Holland 
and Belgium branches, has contained 
many members who have achieved dis
tinction in professional and public life, and 
the ancestral quality of "stiff neck" has 
persisted with its pristine rigidity unim
paired to the present day. 

With the blood of this ancestry in his 
veins young Goethals entered West Point 
Academy, from which he was graduated 
in 1880, standing second in his class. He 
was retained there as instructor in prac
tical astronomy for a few months, when 
he went to Willett's Point, remaining 
there in the Engineering School of Appli
cation for two years. After two years' 
service as chief engineer on government 
work in the Department of Columbia, 
which includes the States of Idaho, Wash
ington, and Oregon, and one year in sim
ilar work on the Ohio River, where he was 
in charge of dikes and dams, he returned 
to West Point, where he served as assist
ant instructor and assistant professor in 
civil and military engineering for four 
years. During the next five years he was 
on duty in Tennessee, part of the time in 
charge of the Elk River division of the 
Mussel Shoals Canal, and later of all im
provements on the Tennessee River from 
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Chattanooga to its mouth. Then for 
four years he was on duty in Washington 
as assistant to the chief engineer of the 
United States Army. 

When the Spanish War broke out he 
went to Chickamauga as chief engineer of 
the First Army Corps, under Major-Gen
eral John Brooke, going with him to Porto 
Rico, where he remained till the taking 
over of the island by the United States in 
the fall of 1898. He then returned again 
to West Point as instructor in military en
gineering, remaining there till the fall of 
1900, when he was promoted to major and 
was ordered to Newport, R. I., to take 
charge of fortifications and river and har
bor work. When the general staff of the 
army was organized, in the summer of 
1903, he was selected for detail to that and 
was in that service when appointed by 
President Roosevelt chief engineer of the 
Panama Canal and chairman of the Canal 
commission. 

While on duty at Porto Rico he jostled 
severely the old heads in both army and 
navy services in command there by a man
ifestation of independence and plain com
mon sense which was without precedent in 
their experience. He had been put in 
command of a detachment, with orders, 
under protection of a war-vessel, to con
struct a wharf upon which to land sup
plies for troops. The wharf was to be 
made on a beach over which a heavy surf 
was breaking. Near by were some flat-
bottomed barges which the war-vessel had 
captured and was holding as prizes of war. 
Major Goethals directed his men to take 
one of these, fill it with sand, and sink it as 
the foundation for a wharf. This they 
did very quickly, and under his direction 
they were seizing a second one with which 
to complete the structure when an aide 
from the admiral in command of the war-
vessel appeared with orders from the ad
miral not to use the barges. Major Goe
thals informed the aide that he was acting 
under the orders of his commanding officer 
and would take none from any one else, 
proceeding rapidly with operations with 
the second barge. The aide reported to 
the admiral and returned with word that 
unless the major heeded his orders the ad
miral would open fire on him. The major 
told him to fire away. The admiral did 
not open fire but appealed to the ma

jor's commanding officer. The latter sent 
word to the major not to use the barges 
and to get lumber with which to finish the 
wharf. The major replied that there was 
no lumber to be had, and finished the 
structure with the barges, over which he 
landed the supplies. He was threatened 
with court-martial proceedings, and was 
compelled to exist for several years under 
the acute displeasure of the admiral, who 
during that period refused to speak to him, 
but he was never brought before court 
martial. 

Colonel Goethals entered upon his 
duties on the Isthmus under very delicate 
conditions. The force was composed en
tirely of civilians and had been collected 
and controlled by civilians. The change 
from civil to military direction had caused 
much uneasiness, and this had been ag
gravated by persistent rumors to the ef
fect that militarism in extreme form would 
mark the new regime. Had Colonel Goe
thals been a soldier of the martinet type, 
complete demoralization would have fol
lowed closely upon his advent. Happily 
he was far from being anything of the kind. 
In fact, it is doubtful if there could have 
been found in the regular army of the 
United States at that time another officer 
as willing as he was to lay aside his mil
itary proclivities and sink the profession 
of soldier in that of engineer. Soon after 
his arrival he appeared in ordinary civil
ian dress before an assembly of the Amer
ican members of the force, many of whom 
had expected to see him in military uni
form, and in a brief speech he dispelled at 
once in large degree the uneasiness and 
alarm which had been created. He de
clared that there would be no more mil
itarism in the future than there had been 
in the past, and that no man who did his 
duty would have cause to complain be
cause of it. This assurance he lived up to 
absolutely, and no complaint of milita
rism was ever heard, because nothing of 
the kind was visible. 

During his entire service Colonel Goe
thals was never seen in uniform. This 
was not only a surprise to the members of 
the force but to his military associates as 
well. Left to themselves, most of the lat
ter would have worn uniform on gala and 
public occasions, if not while on regular 
duty, and for a time some of them did, but 
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his example was too forcible to be ignored 
and gradually it was followed by all. A 
secretary of war who visited the Isthmus 
to inspect the Canal work expressed great 
surprise because the colonel was in civilian 
dress, saying: " I expected to find you in 
uniform." " I never wear it," said the 
colonel. " I think I shall order you to ," 
said the secretary. With a bland smile 
the colonel said: ' ' That won't do any good; 
I have none on the Isthmus." 

I t would be difficult to overestimate the 
beneficial effect of this simple proceeding. 
I t was so simple that many other persons 
than a secretary of war were not able to 
perceive its supreme importance. I t set a 
standard of work that was above all tests 
save that of efficiency, and in his choice of 
subordinates the colonel lived up unvary
ingly to that standard. The civilian who 
was faithful and competent needed no 
uniform to strengthen his position, and 
the army man who was unfaithful or in
competent learned soon that his uniform 
was no protection from censure or trans
fer to other duty. 

One of the most conspicuous examples 
of the colonel's unmilitary policy was the 

' selection of a civilian, Mr. Sidney B. Wil-
liamson, as head of one of the three great 
divisions of Canal work. At the head of 
the Atlantic and Culebra divisions he 
placed two army members of the Canal 
commission, Colonel Sibert and Colonel 
Gaillard, but in selecting a head for the 
Pacific division he passed by all army of
ficers in the force and appointed Mr. Wil
liamson. Here again he followed a course 
which it is doubtful if any other army of
ficer in his position would have had either 
the courage or the foresight to take. I 
use the words courage and foresight ad
visedly, for the act displayed both. I t 
was fully justified by results. Mr. Wil
liamson by his energy and ability set a pace 
for work which compelled the army officers 
in charge of similar operations in the At
lantic division to do their utmost to keep 
up with him both in quality and quantity 
and also in economy. There was thus 
created a spirit of rivalry between the 
two divisions which was of almost incal
culable advantage to the progress of the 
work. 

I once asked Colonel Goethals why he 
selected Mr. Williamson for a position of 

such importance—what his reasons were 
for thinking him equal to the task. His 
reasons, as given to me in reply, throw 
such clear light upon his methods of judg
ing men and selecting agents that they 
are worth citing here. While he was in 
charge of work on the Mussel Shoals Canal 
in 1889, Major Goethals, as his rank was 
then, had directed a foreman to sink a test 
pit in order to find rock foundation for a 
lock. He had told the foreman that he 
would have to pass through a layer of 
quicksand and had warned him to take 
precautions against a cave-in. The fore
man failed to follow directions and a cave-
in was the result. The major discharged 
him, and Williamson, who was employed 
at some distance on another job, was 
recommended for the place. The major 
sent for him and put him in charge. Go
ing to the spot on the following day, he 
found Williamson down in the pit with a 
gang of negroes shovelling sand into 
buckets to be hauled up. Later he had 
Williamson dine with him and said to him 
that he did not think he should have gone 
down into the pit to work side by side 
with his men, that the place for a foreman 
was outside and in command of his gang. 
Williamson said: "You want to get down 
to rock, don't y o u ? " "Yes ." "Well, 
those negroes were so scared by the cave-
in that they refused to go into the pit 
unless I went with them." 

When the job was finished satisfac
torily Major Goethals told Williamson, in 
reply to his request for employment, that 
he would like to retain him in his employ 
but he had nothing to offer him except the 
position of assistant lockmaster,which paid 
only $40 a month, and he supposed that 
was not worth his while. " I wasn't 
asking for money but for a position," said 
Williamson. "When a man has a wife 
and child to support he takes whatever is 
offered him and holds it till he can get 
something better." 

When Colonel Goethals was placed in 
charge of Canal construction, Williamson 
applied for service under him, and the 
colonel, mindful of his capacity and char
acter, assigned him to the important po
sition which he filled with great credit to 
himself and with signal benefit to the en
tire work. 

While giving no outward show of his 
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military profession, Colonel Goethals 
quietly and firmly put into operation the 
fundamental rules of military discipline, 
the chief of which was strict obedience to 
orders. He had been in control but a few 
days when a superintendent in charge of a 

George Washington Goethals. 

At the time of graduating from West Point. 

From a photograph by Headly & Reed. 

Taken while instructor at West Point. 

branch of Canal work called at his office 
and requested to see him. He was ad
mitted at once, and the following conver
sation ensued: 

'' I received your letter, colonel." " My 
letter? I have written you no letter." 
"Yes, a letter about that work down 
there." "Oh, you mean your orders?" 
" Well, yes; I thought I'd come in and talk 
it over with you." " I shall be glad to 
hear your views, but bear in mind you 
have only to carry out my orders; I take 
responsibility for the work itself." A 
few incidents of this kind sufficed to spread 
the information throughout the force that 
the work was not to be carried forward by 
town-meeting debate, but in strict obedi
ence to the orders of the man at the head. 

An illuminating example of the benefi
cial effects of this system was brought to 
my personal attention about four months 
after the colonel had taken charge. I 

went to the Isthmus in August, 1907, 
after two years' service as secretary of the 
Canal commission in Washington. Sec
retary Taft had given directions that a 
house be constructed for my use, and 
Colonel Goethals had ordered the head of 

the building department to erect it within 
three months. Six weeks of that period 
had expired and only the foundations had 
been placed. I called the colonel's atten
tion to the matter and he went with me to 
the site of the building. Calling the fore
man of the work to him, he said: "You 
are in charge of this j ob?" When the 
foreman replied that he was, the colonel 
said: "You understand that this house is 
to be finished and ready for Mr. Bishop on 
the 15th of November?" The foreman, 
accustomed to the easy-going methods 
which had prevailed hitherto, replied: 
'' We'll do our best, colonel.'' '' Then you 
do not understand," came the quick re
sponse, in the quiet, firm voice that the 
colonel used throughout the interview; 
"this house is to be done and ready for 
Mr. Bishop on the 15th of November." 
Turning about, the colonel walked away. 
The foreman, realizing that something 
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Colonel Goethals on the top of a lock-gate as it was swinging into position. 

quite unusual and important had hap
pened to him, followed quickly, hat in 
hand, and said: " I t will be done, colonel." 
And it was. The house was finished and 
turned over to me, complete in every 
detail, on November 14. I t was a two-
story structure, containing a dozen or 
more rooms, and it had been built in 
thirty-six working days. The regular 
period of construction for houses of sim
ilar type, previous to that time, had varied 
from four to six months. In this instance 
as in all others the colonel made no 
threats of any kind as to what would hap
pen in case of failure to obey orders. He 
did not need to, for the inevitable conse
quence of failure was known to all. 

The effect of this quiet but inflexible 
control upon the force, and consequently 
upon the progress of the work, was little 
short of marvellous. I t was soon real
ized that if the colonel insisted upon ex
ercising absolute power he assumed also 
full responsibility. I t was also realized 
that he was master of his business and 
that all his orders were based upon full 
and accurate knowledge. Thus it came 
about that the wisdom of his acts was uni
versally admitted, and discussion about 
them practically ceased. With discus

sion and faultfinding there vanished from 
the force the chief sources of discon
tent. Then, too, the colonel was " on the 
job " every minute. He showed on every 
occasion exact and intimate knowledge 
of every phase of the work, for there was 
no part of it that escaped his personal at
tention. He spent part, often the whole, 
of the day in the field, and his evenings 
in his office. No man in the force worked 
longer hours than he, and no one of them 
had the minute and comprehensive knowl
edge which he not only possessed but had 
at his command at all times. His ability 
to master and retain detailed information 
was at once the marvel and the despair of 
every one associated with him. 

I remember distinctly the exhibition 
which he made of this faculty before the 
Committee on Appropriations of the 
House of Representatives on their first 
visit to the Isthmus in 1908. At its first 
session he took the stand and the mem
bers of the committee, each equipped 
with pad and pencil, began a cross-fire of 
questions at him, most of them betraying 
a simple ignorance that was quite impress
ive. The colonel endured it for a few 
minutes, and then he suggested deferen
tially to the chairman that perhaps they 
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The S. S Ancon crossing the French canal on its way to Gatun through the approach from the Atlantic, 
August 15, 1914. 

The French canal is shown on the left. 

could get on more rapidly if he were to 
outline the condition of the work as it ex
isted. The suggestion was adopted, and 
the colonel, in a quiet, deliberate manner, 
began a narrative of what was proposed 
and what had been done. As he pro
ceeded, one by one the pencils were laid 
down, the pads were pushed aside, and 
the members leaned forward in absorbed 
attention. When he finished, after about 
thirty minutes of speaking, the chairman 
moved over to where I was sitting and 
said in a low tone: " Good Lord, we've got 
to give that man what he asks for—he's 
past master of his business !" 

Like demonstration was made at every 
subsequent visit of a congressional com
mittee. I t was the custom of the colonel 
to sit by the side of the division engineer 
or department official who was testifying. 
Invariably, when a question was asked 
concerning some detail that the wit
ness was unable to answer, the colonel an
swered it for him, showing that he was 
more familiar with the details of the divi
sion or department than the head of it 
himself. 

Occasionally members of the committee 
would endeavor to show that their own 
knowledge was possibly superior to his, 

but the result was always disastrous to 
the congressmen. At one session, after 
an hour or more had been consumed in 
an effort to ascertain whether or not the 
colonel had adopted the most econom
ical plans for securing the material for 
concrete in the locks, a member of the 
committee, of the "smart Aleck" type, 
with pencil poised above a pad, turned a 
sharp eye on the colonel and proceeded: 

Member. How much cracked stone do 
you allow for a cubic yard of concrete? 

Colonel. One cubic yard. 
Member. You don't understand my 

question. How much cracked stone do 
you allow for a cubic yard of concrete? 

Colonel. One cubic yard. 
Member. But you don't allow for the 

sand and concrete. 
Colonel. Those go into the spaces 

among the cracked stone. 
The colonel's aspect was "childlike and 

bland" as he revealed, so clearly that his 
questioner was able to perceive it, that 
the able statesmen who had been trying 
to instruct him in the concrete business 
were ignorant of the elementary principle 
of its composition. No further questions 
were asked him on the subject, and the 
damaging calculation that the congress
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man with the pad had evidently intended 
to spring upon him was withheld from 
view. 

A similar display of superior wisdom 
was made by a close associate of the leader 
in the foregoing incident. The second 

He was not on the bridge of the first ship . . . but on the lock-walls . . . watching the operating machinery.—Page 151. 

performer belonged to the swagger type, 
who obviously believed that bad manners 
were the outward and visible sign of real 
statesmanship. He habitually cast his 
gaze about the room previous to asking a 
question, in order to call attention to the 
awful exhibition he was about to make of 
the witness, and then proceeded to inter
rogate him as if he were a rascal and a 
thief who was endeavoring to conceal his 
guilt. On this occasion the question of 
food supply was under inquiry and the 
head of the commissary department was 
on the stand. The item of vegetables 
was mentioned. Alert and keen-eyed, 
pencil in hand, pad in readiness for notes, 
Mr. Swagger asked what vegetables were 

brought to the Isthmus. A list was given, 
including cabbages. 

Member. What do you charge for cab
bages ? 

Commissary Head. Two cents a pound 
at present. 

Member. Yes, yes; but how much a 
head? 

Commissary Head. That depends on 
the size of the head. 

(Side remark of a cynic in the room: 
"Measure the size of Mr. Swagger's head 
and get the average.") 

Colonel Goethals had a way of his own 
in dealing with congressmen of this type 
which caused them to handle him with 
care after a few experiences with it. He 
was invariably courteous, but when 
pushed to the limit he was able to "get 
even" with them in a manner that they 
did not soon forget. During the visit of 
one large delegation its members made a 
tour of inspection of the various types of 
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commission houses, arriving finally at the 
one occupied by the chairman and chief 
engineer. "Let 's go up-stairs and see how 
he lives," said one of them. After going 
through the rooms another member said 
to the colonel: " Pretty fine house ! What 
did it cost?" " I t was built by my pred
ecessor, Mr. Stevens," replied the colonel, 
stating its cost. "You apportion the 
quality of the house to the salary the 
man receives?" was the next question. 
"Yes," replied the colonel. "Then, if we 
were down here working for the Canal we 
would each get a house half as good as this, 
the house of a $7,500 m a n ? " said the con
gressman. "Oh, no," retorted the colonel 
with a beaming smile, "if you were down 
here working on the Canal you would not 
be getting $7,500." 

The colonel's smile is famous on the 
Isthmus, being put in use usually to tem
per the wind of disapproval to the un
happy victim of it. I t is thoroughly 
frank and even beatific in character, but 
under cover of it he utters the most deadly 
of all jests—those that are based on truth. 
I t may be said of it that, like the bass 
drum in a country band, it covers a multi
tude of sins. 

One other sample of its use may be 
cited. A visiting congressman, of the 
chronic double-breasted-coat type, while 
on a tour of inspection of the locks in the 
early period of construction, climbed up 
one of the eighty-two-foot ladders that 
are embedded in the lock-walls, at the im
minent peril of being hit with concrete 
from the buckets that were flying about. 
Coming safely down, he strutted over to 
where the colonel stood with the other 
members of the delegation and, slapping 
his bulging chest, asked: " What degree do 
you give me for that, colonel?" With 
the smile in full play, the colonel replied: 
" D . F . " 

There were occasions when the colonel 
did not employ the smile in the presence 
of questions and comments by visitors. 
High official comment was frequently 
disconcerting. One cabinet member, who 
was visiting the Canal and to whom the 
colonel had devoted himself continuously 
for ten days, said on departing: " Colonel, 
I wish to thank you heartily for your hos
pitality and your courteous attention. I 
came here all worn out mentally and I 

shall go back refreshed. You have given 
me a complete mental rest." 

Another official of like rank said, as he 
was passing in a launch through the nine 
miles of the Culebra Cut, looking at the 
banks on either side, which had been seven 
years in the making and were from one 
hundred and fifty to two hundred feet in 
height above the bottom of the Canal: " I t 
is extraordinary, colonel, that nature 
should have given these banks on both 
sides the same slope !" 

One of the most frequent of the igno
rant questions asked by visitors was in re
gard to the dams and locks on the Pacific 
side. A congressman who had passed 
over the line of the Canal from the Atlan
tic entrance to the southern end of Cule
bra Cut at Pedro Miguel, and had heard 
the full explanation which had been given 
to all the members of his party, said: " But, 
colonel, I don't see why you have these 
locks and dams on this side. Why don't 
you sail right out into the Pacific ?' ' There 
is a tradition that after having this in
quiry addressed to him on several occa
sions, the colonel with a perfectly serious 
face replied: "Tha t would be all right, 
you know, going out, but coming back 
vessels would have to go up-stream against 
the current." 

The pre-eminent gifts of Colonel Goe
thals as an administrator have been de
monstrated in many ways, but most con
spicuously in two directions—first, in his 
really marvellous capacity for mastering 
and retaining details, and, second, in his 
ability to win the confidence and inspire 
the loyalty and enthusiasm of the rank 
and file of the force. His mastery of de
tails was not confined to the engineering 
part of the work, but included all depart
ments of civil-government administration 
and the operation of the Panama Railroad. 
He is one of those rare persons whose men
tal vision is not hampered by full knowl
edge of details. He uses that knowledge 
as the foundation for a broad general view 
of the field of action, with every portion of 
which he is familiar. He is not only able 
to see all phases of the problem as it ex
ists to-day, but to foresee the questions 
that will arise in the future and prepare to 
meet them. He has in rare degree the 
gift of sagacity without which there can 
be no successful leadership. 
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In his dealings with men his chief weap
ons are frankness, simplicity, and fair
ness as absolute as he can make it. In his 
first speech, to which I have alluded in the 

The colonel, with the inevitable cigarette and colored glasses, 
watching the approaching ship. 

early part of this paper, by saying that 
any one in the force could go to him at any 
time he paved the way for what became 
later his famous Sunday-morning court, 
with its doors wide open to all comers. 
This institution was itself a master-stroke 
in administration. It not only won for 
him the confidence and loyal devotion of 
the force, but it gave him intimate knowl
edge of everything that went on in that 
force, knowledge of what made for dis

content and what made for contentment, 
and, what was of far greater importance, 
knowledge of the capabilities and conduct 
of all the subordinate officers in the or

ganization. This knowledge 
of detail was an aid to wise 
administration the value of 
which could not be overesti
mated. 

His intimate and universal 
knowledge became a cause of 
w o n d e r and, at times, of 
d r e a d . An employee who 
thought he had not received 
fair treatment decided to call 
on the colonel and state his 
case. He described the inter
view as follows: " ' W h a t is 
your grievance?' asked the 
colonel, as soon as I got into 
his room. I stated it, and 
when I had finished he pushed 
a button and told the clerk 
who answered to bring my 
record. The clerk brought 
in a lot of papers with a slip, 
and the colonel read it off to 
me. I was mighty glad I had 
told him no lies, for every
thing I had done was there. 
He talked the whole thing 
over with me and when we 
got through I saw I had no 
grievance. Oh, he's square, 
I tell you. He talks the thing 
r i g h t out w i t h you and 
doesn't dodge." 

Two Canal workers were 
overheard talking on a rail
way-train. One was praising 
the colonel, with whom he 
had had an interview at one 
of the sessions of the Sunday-
morning court. The other 
listened until the narrative 

was ended, when he said: "Well, I have 
never met the colonel personally—never 
said a word to him or he to me—I don't 
give a damn for him—but he's all right!" 

It was a part of my duties to investi
gate through a special inspector all com
plaints made by the common laborers, es
pecially Spaniards and other Europeans, 
concerning their treatment by gang fore
men and others in authority over them. 
By far the greater number of these com-
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plaints were of the use of profane and 
abusive language by the gang foremen. 
Sometimes this treatment led to small 
strikes, the men refusing to work longer 
under an offending foreman, 
and at other t i m e s it was 
made the basis for a request 
to be transferred to some 
other boss. I reported the 
matter to the colonel, saying 
I thought it desirable that 
something be done to remedy 
it, since it was a cause of dis
content and, consequently, 
of reduced efficiency, as a 
dissatisfied and surly force 
would not give its best effort, 
but just as little as possible. 
He replied that he agreed in 
that view and added that a 
foreman who thought such 
treatment the only way by 
which to d i r e c t his g a n g 
thereby confessed his incom
petence; and a few days later 
he issued the following: 

CULEBRA, C. Z., 
Augus t 14, 1911. 

CIRCULAR NO. 400 

The use of profane or abu
sive language by foremen or 
others in authority, when ad
dressing subordinates, will 
not be tolerated. 

GEO. W. GOETHALS, 
Chairman and Chief Engineer. 

This circular was repro
duced in the newspapers of 
the United States and was 
headed, in one instance that 
came to my notice, " Sunday-
school Methods on the Ca
nal." I t was nothing of the 
sort, for it was not an order in the interest 
of morals but in the interest of efficiency. 
Its effect was instantaneous. Complaints 
ceased at once, several foremen were re
duced to an inarticulate condition for a 
time, but there was no instance of viola
tion of the edict. This was one of the 
many instances of the colonel's minute at
tention to every detail of administration, 
the aim always being the same—effi
ciency. 

The time came when the open, just 
treatment of all stood Colonel Goethals in 
good stead. In February, 1911, a for
midable effort was made to organize a 

The colonel joking with a group of friends, but still watching. 

This, like the other photographs, shows that his eyes are never off the work. 

strike of all the railway employees of the 
Canal commission and Panama Railroad 
which, if successful, would have paralyzed 
all excavation work. A locomotive engi
neer on the Panama Railroad, in August, 
1910, had allowed his train, in defiance of 
signals, to run into the rear end of an
other train, and in the collision the con
ductor of the latter train was killed. He 
was tried on a charge of involuntary man
slaughter, convicted, and sentenced to a 



Chief engineer's house at Culebra, in which Colonel Goethals lived during the period of Canal construction. 

It has been removed and rebuilt at Balboa Heights, on the Pacific side, and is now the governor's residence. 

year in the penitentiary. An appeal was 
taken to the Supreme Court of the Canal 
Zone, and the verdict was confirmed on 
February 21. 

Colonel Goethals was at the time on his 
way back to the Isthmus from the United 
States. A mass meeting of transporta
tion men was held on Sunday, February 
25, at which, under the lead of some hot
heads, resolutions were adopted denoun
cing the verdict as unjust, demanding the 
liberation of the engineer, and declaring 
that if the Canal authorities did not free 
him by seven o'clock on Thursday eve
ning following, the transportation men 
would leave the service. A delegation 
from the meeting went in a body to the 
office of the chief engineer and stated the 
result of the meeting to the acting chair
man and chief engineer, who persuaded 
them to await the arrival of Colonel Goe
thals before taking action. On Thursday 
following, Colonel Goethals arrived and 
went at once to his office. A leader of the 
protesting employees called him up by 
telephone at ten minutes past seven and 
asked him if he had received the petition, 

when the following conversation took 
place: 

Colonel Goethals. No, I have received 
no petition. 

Leader. You haven't? Has not Colo
nel Hodges advised you of the action of 
our meeting ? 

Colonel Goethals. Yes, I have been ad
vised of a demand from a mob. 

Leader. When will we get our answer ? 
Colonel Goethals. You have it now. 
Leader. We have it? I have not re

ceived it. 
Colonel Goethals. Yes. You said if the 

man was not out of the penitentiary by 
seven o'clock this evening you would all 
quit. By calling up the penitentiary you 
will learn that he is still there. That 's your 
answer. I t is now ten minutes past seven. 

Leader. But, colonel, you don't want 
to tie up this whole work ? 

Colonel Goethals. I am not proposing 
to tie up the work—you are doing that. 

Leader. But, colonel, why can't you 
pardon the man ? 

Colonel Goethals. I will take no action 
in response to the demand of a mob. 
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Furthermore, I cannot act in this case at 
all because you yourselves placed it in the 
hands of President Taft when he was on 
the Isthmus a few weeks ago. He told 
you then that if the Supreme Court con
firmed the verdict he would consent to 
consider the case. I t is in his hands now. 

Leader. Must the man stay in the pen
itentiary till he acts ? 

Colonel Goethals. So far as I am con
cerned he must. As for your threat to 
leave the service, I wish to say to you and 
to your associates, that every man of you 
who is not at his post to-morrow morning 
will be given his transportation to the 
United States and there will be no string 
to it. He will go out on the first steamer 
and he will never come back. 

Leader. Suppose one of us should be 
sick? 

Colonel Goethals. I t is an unfortunate 
time to be sick. 

Only one man failed to be at his post 
the next morning, and he sent a doctor's 
certificate saying he was too sick to be 
there. The mail of the chairman and 
chief engineer's office was stuffed with let
ters from signers of the resolutions asking 
to have their names taken off, and there 
was not a shadow of a strike then and 
there has been none since. 

An amusing sequel to the incident oc
curred on the following Sunday at a ball 
game at Ancon. One of the leaders of the 
mass meeting, who had signed the threat 
to leave the service and return to the 
United States, where, according to the 
resolutions, he could "enjoy the protec
tion of the Constitution," approached 
the plate to bat. As he did so a clear 
voice from the grand stand cried: "What , 
you here! We thought you had gone 
back to the United States to enjoy the 
Con-sti-tu-tion !" A roar of laughter fol
lowed, and the poor fellow was not able to 
get within hailing distance of the ball 
either then or afterward, for his every re
appearance was greeted with the same 
query, roared in joyful chorus from the 
entire assemblage. The colonel had got 
the laugh on the would-be strikers by 
his straightforward and indisputably just 
handling of the affair and nothing more 
disastrous than that could happen to 
them. 

The colonel's custom of spending a part 

of each day, usually the forenoon, in vis
iting the work, gave him a knowledge of 
every part of it that often caused a rude 
shock to some subordinate official whose 
performance was not quite up to the mark. 
No such official could foresee when the 
colonel, in his personal railway motor-car, 
known because of its color as the "Yellow 
Peril," might appear on the scene; neither 
could he foresee what defect or shortcom
ing the keen eyes of the chief engineer 
might detect. 

Toward the end of the task, when com
pletion ahead of time was assured, a tend
ency to relax effort became visible in 
several quarters, due partly to lessened 
tension and partly to a desire to make the 
job hold out as long as possible. In one 
such instance the colonel appeared sud
denly on the spot and called the foreman 
in charge to account for slowness. The 
foreman said: "Oh, that 's all right. I have 
one hundred days in which to complete 
the job." "That ' s not the way I work," 
replied the colonel. Returning to his 
office he sent for the foreman's superior 
officer and told him the work must be 
pushed more rapidly. A few days later 
he revisited the work and saw that his 
order had not been obeyed. He then is
sued an order transferring the work from 
the official who had charge of it to his per
sonal direction, and directing that the 
plant be removed to a different location 
on the Canal line and consolidated with 
another. 

The official who had been in charge of it 
and who was retained under the colonel's 
personal direction called upon him saying 
that unless the transfer order was either 
revoked or modified he should have to re
sign, as it overruled him, adding of the 
order that it could not be obeyed because 
it would cause friction between the two 
forces, and the men would refuse to be 
transferred. "Send the men to me," said 
the colonel; " I am the best handler of 
friction on the Isthmus." The men called 
on the colonel and retired from the inter
view content to be transferred. The offi
cial again protested that the order could 
not be obeyed because the tools were 
not at the new location. " When were you 
at the old place?" asked the colonel. 
"Yesterday morning," was the reply. " I 
had a special train at the old place," con-
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tinued the colonel, " a t three o'clock yes
terday afternoon. All the tools and the 
men were taken on it to the new place. I 
had arranged with the chief quartermas
ter to provide quarters for them, and they 
are all installed there now." The official, 
showing visible agitation, declared that 
unless the order taking the work from his 
supervision were revoked or modified he 
saw nothing for him to do but resign. 
"As for resigning," said the colonel, " t ha t 
is a matter for your personal decision, but 
the order will neither be revoked nor mod
ified." The official resigned, and the gen
eral comment on the incident was one of 
astonishment that a man who had served 
seven years under the colonel knew him 
so slightly as to think he would revoke or 
modify an order he had once issued. 

The faculty of going surely and directly 
to the vital point of a matter is possessed 
in a remarkable degree by Colonel Goe
thals. So also is the gift of plain speech. 
While inspecting the work in progress 
under an associate official he rebuked him 
sharply for disobedience to orders, say
ing his conduct amounted to disloyal
ty. The official unconsciously confessed 
judgment by saying: " I can be loyal to 
you." "You can be loyal," retorted the 
colonel; "then you have not been !" " I 
am told," continued the official, " t ha t 
you have accused me of disloyalty and 
have said that a man who is disloyal will 
lie and steal?" "So he would," said the 
colonel, "given provocation." 

The Canal commission had club-houses 
in six of the largest settlements along the 
line of the Canal, but there was none at 
Ancon. These contained, among other 
features, billiard and pool rooms and bowl
ing-alleys. When the building at Culebra 
was removed because threatened by the 
slides in the Cut, employees at Ancon pe
titioned Colonel Goethals to have the 
bowling-alleys placed at Ancon. They 
offered, in case the commission should be 
willing to defray the cost of moving and 
housing them, to assume the cost of main
tenance. The commission chaplain at 
Ancon gave cordial support to the pro
posal and called upon the colonel one day 
to report progress. "The boys held a 
meeting last night," he said, " t o consider 
the question. They were very enthu
siastic and authorized me to say to you 

that if the commission would defray the 
cost of removal and housing they would 
support the alleys to the full extent of their 
power." "What is your power?" asked 
the colonel, and the whole plan collapsed. 
The chaplain, after stammering for a mo
ment, admitted that he could not say 
what the power was worth. 

The management of the commission 
club-houses had been placed at the outset 
under the Y. M. C. A. of the United States 
because that institution had a trained and 
experienced force for the work. Under 
the rules of the association no games 
of any kind were permitted in the club
houses on Sunday, although the club
houses were open on that day. The re
sult of this was that many employees did 
not become members of the clubs because, 
Sunday being their only holiday, they 
wished to enjoy themselves as much as 
possible. Colonel Goethals was an ear
nest advocate of full privileges on Sun
days, but he was opposed by the national 
committee of the Y. M. C. A. in the 
United States, who threatened to with
draw their workers on the Isthmus if such 
privileges were granted. A visiting mem
ber of the national committee, in discuss
ing the subject with the colonel, said: 
"Now, colonel, how many employees do 
you estimate go, as you say, into objec
tionable places in the cities of Panama and 
Colon on Sundays because they cannot 
play billiards, pool, bowling, and other 
games in the club-houses on that d a y ? " 

"The answer to your question," said 
the colonel, "which every member of a 
Christian church who believes in its 
tenets must make is, that if by keeping 
all the club-houses open fully on Sunday 
one man could be kept away from those 
places, the opening would be justified." 

When a question arose as to individual 
responsibility in a committee on an inter
national matter with the Panama Repub
lic, one member of the committee being 
absent in the United States, a member 
present said he thought the committee 
could not safely assume the responsibility 
of the absentee. Colonel Goethals, who 
was a member, said: "Oh, that 's all right. 
I'll take the responsibility for two." 

A Panama government official, on the 
eve of what threatened to be a tumul
tuous and possibly riotous political cam-
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paign for a presidential nomination, sought 
an interview with the colonel and said he 
was afraid of riot and bloodshed unless 
some moral influence was exerted by the 
Canal authorities in favor of order—mean
ing in favor of his own political party. 
The colonel said cheerfully: "Well, we 
have the Tenth Infantry out here on the 
line. If you wish me to do so I will order 
it to march into Panama at any moment!" 
"Oh, no, no," exclaimed the official, " I 
don't think it will come to t h a t ! " 

A Washington visitor met Colonel 
Goethals one day in my office at Ancon. 
The Canal was at that time nearing com
pletion. "How soon are you going to be 
able to pass ships through the Canal ? " he 
asked. The colonel replied that he had 
no doubt that he would be able to pass 
them in 1914. The visitor, paying little 
heed to the statement, continued: "Colo
nel, I come in contact in Washington with 
many of the diplomatic representatives 
of foreign governments with whom I am 
on quite intimate terms. They say such 
things as this to me: 'You know that the 
Canal will never be open to navigation. 
You know that the Gatun dam will not 
hold water. You know that the slides in 
Culebra Cut can never be stopped. You 
know that the locks can never be oper
ated.' Now, colonel, what shall I say in 
reply to these people ?' ' The colonel, with 
an amused gleam in his eye, said quietly: 
" I wouldn't say anything." 

That was his habitual answer to igno
rant or malicious criticism. Whenever 
an instance of it was brought to his atten
tion and a suggestion was made to pub
lish a refutation of it, he would say: "Oh, 
let it go. We will answer them all later 
—with the Canal." He is as indifferent to 
fulsome praise as he is to ignorant and un
just blame, and cares so little for both that 
he rarely or never reads anything that is 
written about himself. On several occa
sions, when writers of the gushing type had 
sent to him in advance of publication, for 
approval, articles about himself and his 
work, he brought them to me to read for 
him, with the injunction to cut out merci
lessly all "fool" references to his personal 
appearance or conduct, holding me to 
strict accountability for failure to obey 
orders in any respect. His sense of humor 
is acute and unfailing, and he has the quite 

unusual ability to enjoy a joke at his own 
expense. He was hugely amused by a 
conversation which he overheard concern
ing himself on a Panama Railway train. 
Two men were talking in a seat directly 
behind him, neither of them having rec
ognized him. One, a foreman, was telling 
the other, who was a visitor, of the great 
things he and other foremen were doing 
in building the Canal, repeatedly referring 
to the colonel as the "old man." When 
he had finished, the other said: "Bu t what 
does the old man, as you call him, d o ? " 
"Oh, he just comes around and looks over 
what we've done !" 

His dislike of "fuss" of all kinds, offi
cial or other, amounts to a passion. There 
is never any parade or demonstration 
about anything he does, and his suffering 
is visibly acute when anything of the sort 
is thrust upon him. The proceedings in 
Washington and New York in 1914, when 
various societies conferred medals of hon
or upon him, caused him an amount of 
genuine anguish which he described as 
'' awful." He permitted no blare of trump
ets, no demonstration of any kind, when 
the Gamboa dike was blown up on Octo
ber 10, 1913, and the water was let into 
Culebra Cut; none when the first vessel 
passed through the Gatun locks on Sep
tember 26, 1913; none even when the 
Canal was thrown open on August 15, 
1914, to the commerce of the world. On 
none of these epoch-marking occasions 
was he visible in the forefront of things. 
He was not on the prow of the first tug that 
passed the locks, but on and within the 
lock-walls studying closely the working of 
the machinery of the gates and valves. 
He was not on the bridge of the first ship 
to pass from ocean to ocean, but on the 
lock-walls and along the banks of Gatun 
Lake and the sides of Culebra Cut, watch
ing both the operating machinery and 
the wave-action created by the moving 
vessel. 

What other man in his position would 
have been capable of this complete self-
effacement ? An English diplomatic offi
cial, who was a passenger on the first ship 
to go through the entire Canal from the 
Atlantic to the Pacific, wrote of it to 
a friend: "Colonel Goethals did not go 
through. He saw us off at Cristobal, and 
then appeared on the locks at Gatun and 
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Pedro Miguel. At the latter point John 
Barrett made arrangements to raise three 
cheers for Colonel Goethals, but, directly 
it started, the colonel, who was in shirt
sleeves, turned his back and ran. John 
was left cheering." 

Finally, as the supreme revelation of 
the character of the man whose personality 
I have been endeavoring to portray, I am 
permitted to quote from a letter which 
he wrote in May, 1913, to a congressman 
who had introduced in the House of Rep
resentatives a bill providing for his pro
motion to the rank of major-general in the 
United States Army as reward for his 
services in building the Canal: 

" I feel that I should make my position 
clear in respect to the proposed measure 
so far as it or similar legislation may apply 
to me. I am not insensible to the honor 
to be conferred upon me by the bill and 
appreciate the motives friendly to myself 
which inspired its introduction. I t is 
also to be assumed, in addition to the per
sonal side, that the action contemplated 
may be regarded as a mode of expressing 
satisfaction that the Canal work has thus 
far been successfully prosecuted. Never
theless, it has always been my position 
that the army officers assigned to the 
Canal are amply compensated, not only 
by the additional pay they receive, but by 
the honor of being associated with the 
undertaking, and we are but performing 
our duty in devoting our best energies to 
the successful prosecution of the work. 
It must be remembered that those of us 
who are members of the commission are 
receiving three times the amount of our 
regular army pay and are at the same time 
doing nothing more than that for which 
we have been educated and trained by the 
government. According to my view, we 
are not deserving of recognition or reward 
for our services here, and I do not think 
that myself or others of the commission 
should be singled out for honors. 

"Neither do I think that army officers 
should receive any special consideration 
for their services here in contradistinction 
to the civilian employees. Several civil
ians have occupied positions of great re
sponsibility on the work—notably Mr. S. 

B. Williamson, former division engineer of 
the Pacific division—and I cannot speak 
too highly of the splendid service that 
himself and civilian employees in gen
eral have rendered. These employees are 
not asking for rewards for their labors 
other than the pay received in their va
rious positions. I see no reason why 
myself or other service men should be re
garded as in a class by themselves and se
lected for benefits by special legislation, 
and, in my opinion, such favoritism should 
not be extended. Therefore, while deeply 
gratified at the evidence of your good will 
as expressed by the introduction of the 
measure, it suggests itself that I ought to 
acquaint you with my views upon the sub
ject, and I trust in so doing you will not con
sider me inappreciative of your kindness. 

"Yours sincerely, 
" GEO. W. GOETHALS." 

That utterance requires no comment. 
In it the man himself stands revealed. It 
is the epitome of his personality. The bill 
which called it forth was never reported 
out of committee. Other similar meas
ures have been introduced in both houses 
of Congress, and, at this writing, one has 
been reported favorably from committee 
in the House of Representatives. No bill 
has been introduced either recognizing or 
proposing to reward the services of civil
ians engaged in the work, nor has any 
member of Congress suggested anything 
of the sort, and yet Congress is a body 
composed of civilians. 

In January, 1914, Colonel Goethals 
was appointed first governor of the Pan
ama Canal by President Wilson, and the 
appointment was confirmed by the Senate. 
His salary as governor, which as chief en
gineer had been $15,000, was fixed by law 
at $10,000. In the words of the esteemed 
and perspicacious Mr. Dooley: "They say 
republics are ongrateful. But look, will 
ye, what they've done f'r that fellow that 
chopped the continent in two at Pannyma. 
. . . Th ' counthry sees that he has done a 
wondherful thing an' is goin' to reward 
him sootably. . . . What is he goin' to git? 
says ye. Why, Hinnissy, th ' governmint 
has already appinted him governor iv th' 
Canal at a greatly rejooced sal'ry." 



T H E F R E E L A N D S 
BY JOHN GALSWORTHY 

" Liberty's a glorious feast."—Burns. 

VI 

CLARA, Mrs. Stanley Free-
land, was n o t a n a r r o w 
woman either in mind or 
body; and years ago, soon 
indeed after she marr ied 
Stanley, she had declared 

her intention of taking up her sister-in-law, 
Kirsteen, in spite of what she had heard 
were the woman's extraordinary notions. 
Those were the days of carriages, pairs, 
coachmen, grooms, and, with her usual 
promptitude, ordering out the lot, she had 
set forth. I t is safe to say she had never 
forgotten that experience. 

Imagine an old, white, timbered cottage 
with a thatched roof, and no single line 
about it quite straight. A cottage crazy 
with age, buried up to the thatch in sweet-
brier, creepers, honeysuckle, and perched 
high above crossroads. A cottage almost 
unapproachable for beehives and their 
bees—an insect for which Clara had an 
aversion. Imagine on the rough, pebbled 
approach to the door of this cottage (and 
Clara had on thin shoes) a peculiar cradle 
with a dark-eyed baby that was staring 
placidly at two bees sleeping on a cover
let made of a rough linen such as Clara 
had never before seen. Imagine an ab
solutely naked little girl of three, sitting 
in a tub of sunlight in the very doorway. 
Clara had turned swiftly and closed the 
wicket gate between the pebbled pathway 
and the mossed steps that led down to 
where her coachman and her footman 
were sitting very still, as was the habit of 
those people. She had perceived at once 
that she was making no common call. 
Then, with real courage she had ad
vanced, and, looking down at the little 
girl with a fearful smile, had tickled the 
door with the handle of her green parasol. 
A woman younger than herself, a girl, 
indeed, appeared in a low doorway. She 
had often told Stanley since that she 

would never forget her first sight (she had 
not yet had another) of Tod's wife. A 
brown face and black hair, fiery gray eyes, 
eyes all light, under black lashes, and 
'such a strange smile'; bare, brown, 
shapely arms and neck in a shirt of the 
same rough, creamy linen, and, from under 
a bright blue skirt, bare, brown, shapely 
ankles and feet! A voice so soft and 
deadly that, as Clara said: "Wha t with 
her eyes, it really gave me the shivers. 
And, my dear," she had pursued, "white
washed walls, bare brick floors, not a pic
ture, not a curtain, not even a fire-iron. 
Clean—oh, horribly ! They must be the 
most awful cranks. The only thing I 
must say that was nice was the smell. 
Sweetbrier, and honey, coffee, and baked 
apples—really delicious. I must try what 
I can do with it. But that woman—girl, 
I suppose she is—stumped me. I 'm sure 
she'd have cut my head off if I'd attempt
ed to open my mouth on ordinary top
ics. The children were rather ducks; but 
imagine leaving them about like that 
amongst the bees. 'Kirsteen!' She looked 
it. Never again ! And Tod I didn't see 
at all; I suppose he was mooning about 
amongst his creatures." 

I t was the memory of this visit, now 
seventeen years ago, that had made her 
smile so indulgently when Stanley came 
back from the conference. She had said 
at once that they must have Felix to stay, 
and for her part she would be only too 
glad to do anything she could for those 
poor children of Tod's, even to asking 
them to Becket, and trying to civilize them 
a little. . . . "Bu t as for that woman, 
there'll be nothing to be done with her, I 
can assure you. And I expect Tod is com
pletely under her thumb." 

To Felix, who took her in to dinner, she 
spoke feelingly and in a low voice. She 
liked Felix, in spite of his wife, and re
spected him—he had a name. Lady Mal-
loring—she told him—the Mallorings 
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owned, of course, everything round Joy-
fields—had been telling her that of late 
Tod's wife had really become quite rabid 
over the land question. ' The Tods ' were 
hand in glove with all the cottagers. She, 
Clara, had nothing to say against any one 
who sympathized with the condition of 
the agricultural laborer; quite the con
trary. Becket was almost, as Felix knew 
—though perhaps it wasn't for her to say 
so—the centre of that movement; but 
there were ways of doing things, and one 
did so deprecate women like this Kirsteen 
—what an impossibly Celtic name !—put
ting her finger into any pie that really was 
of national importance. Nothing could 
come of anything done that sort of way. 
If Felix had any influence with Tod it 
would be a mercy to use it in getting those 
poor young creatures away from home, to 
mix a little with people who took a sane 
view of things. She would like very much 
to get them over to Becket, but with their 
notions it was doubtful whether they even 
had evening clothes ! She had, of course, 
never forgotten that naked mite in the tub 
of sunlight, nor the poor baby with its 
bees and its rough linen. 

Felix replied deferentially—he was in
variably polite, and only just ironic 
enough, in the houses of others—that he 
had the very greatest respect for Tod, and 
that there could be nothing very wrong 
with the woman to whom he was so de
voted. As for the children, his own 
young people would get at them and learn 
all about what was going on in a way that 
no fogey like himself could. In regard to 
the land question, there were, of course, 
many sides to that, and he himself would 
not be at all sorry to observe yet another. 
After all, the Tods were in real contact 
with the laborers, and that was the great 
thing. I t would be very interesting. 

Yes, Clara quite saw all that, but—and 
here she sank her voice so that there was 
hardly any left—as Felix was going over 
there, she really must put him au courant 
with the heart of this matter. Lady Mal-
loring had told her the whole story. I t 
appeared there were two cases: A family 
called Gaunt, an old man, and his son, 
who had two daughters—one of them, 
Alice, quite a nice girl, was kitchen-maid 
here at Becket, but the other sister 
—Wilmet—well! she was one of those 

girls that, as Felix must know, were al
ways to be found in every village. She 
was leading the young men astray, and 
Lady Malloring had put her foot down, 
telling her bailiff to tell the farmer for 
whom Gaunt worked that he and his fam
ily must go, unless they sent the girl 
away somewhere. That was one case. 
And the other was of a laborer called 
Tryst, who wanted to marry his deceased 
wife's sister. Of course, whether Mil
dred Malloring was not rather too churchy 
and puritanical—now that a deceased 
wife's sister was legal—Clara did not want 
to say; but she was undoubtedly within 
her rights if she thought it for the good of 
the village. This man, Tryst, was a good 
workman, and his farmer had objected to 
losing him, but Lady Malloring had, of 
course, not given way, and if he persisted 
he would get put out. All the cottages 
about there were Sir Gerald Malloring's, 
of course, so that in both cases it would 
mean leaving the neighborhood. In re
gard to village morality, as Felix knew, the 
line must be drawn somewhere. 

Felix interrupted quietly: 
" I draw it at Lady Malloring." 
"Well, I won't argue that with you. 

But it really is a scandal that Tod's wife 
should incite her young people to stir up 
the villagers. Goodness knows where that 
mayn' t lead! Tod's cottage and land, 
you see, are freehold, the only freehold 
thereabouts; and his being a brother of 
Stanley's makes it particularly awkward 
for the Mallorings." 

"Quite s o ! " murmured Felix. 
"Yes, but my dear Felix, when it comes 

to infecting those simple people with in
flated ideas of their rights, it 's serious, es
pecially in the country. I 'm told there's 
really quite a violent feeling. I hear from 
Alice Gaunt that the young Tods have 
been going about saying that dogs are 
better off than people treated in this fash
ion, which, of course, is all nonsense, and 
making far too much of a small matter. 
Don't you think so?" 

But Felix only smiled his peculiar, 
sweetish smile, and answered: 

" I'm glad to have come down just now." 
Clara, who did not know that when Felix 

smiled like that he was angry, agreed 
"Yes," she said; "you're an observer 

You will see the thing in right perspective '' 
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" I shall endeavor to. What does Tod 
s a y ? " 

" O h ! Tod never seems to say any
thing. At least, I never hear of i t ." 

Felix murmured: 
"Tod is a well in the desert." 
To which deep saying Clara made no 

reply, not indeed understanding in the 
least what it might signify. 

That evening, when Alan, having had 
his fill of billiards, had left the smoking-
room and gone to bed, Felix remarked to 
Stanley: 

" I say, what sort of people are these 
Mallorings?" 

Stanley, who was settling himself for 
the twenty minutes of whiskey, potash, 
and a Review, with which he commonly 
composed his mind before retiring, an
swered negligently: 

" The Mallorings ? Oh ! about the best 
type of landowner we've got." 

" What exactly do you mean by that? " 
Stanley took his time to answer, for be

low his bluff good-nature he had the te
nacious, if somewhat slow, precision of an 
English man of business mingled with a 
certain mistrust of 'old Felix.' 

"Well ," he said at last, " they build 
good cottages, yellow brick, d—d ugly, 
I must say; look after the character of 
their tenants; give 'em rebate of rent if 
there's a bad harvest; encourage stock-
breedin', and machinery—they've got 
some of my ploughs, but the people don't 
like 'em, and, as a matter of fact, they're 
right—they're not made for these small 
fields; set an example goin' to church; 
patronize the Rifle Range; buy up the 
pubs when they can, and run 'em them
selves; send out jelly, and let people over 
their place on bank holidays. Dash it 
all, I don't know what they don't do. 
W h y ? " 

"Are they l iked?" 
"Liked? No, I should hardly think 

they were liked; respected, and all that. 
Malloring's a steady fellow, keen man on 
housing, and a gentleman; she's a bit too 
much perhaps on the pious side. They've 
got one of the finest Georgian houses in 
the country. Altogether they're what 
you call 'model . '" 

"But not human." 
Stanley slightly lowered the Review and 

looked across it at his brother. I t was 

evident to him that 'old Felix' was in one 
of his free-thinking moods. 

" They're domestic," he said, " and fond 
of their children, and pleasant neighbors. 
I don't deny that they've got a tremen
dous sense of duty, but we want that in 
these days." 

" D u t y to w h a t ? " 
Stanley raised his level eyebrows. I t 

was a stumper. Without great care he 
felt that he would be getting over the 
border into the uncharted land of spec
ulation and philosophy, wandering on 
paths that led him nowhere. 

" If you lived in the country, old man," 
he said, "you wouldn't ask that sort of 
question." 

"You don't imagine," said Felix, " t ha t 
you or the Mallorings live in the country ? 
Why, you landlords are every bit as much 
town dwellers as I am—thought, habit, 
dress, faith, souls, all town stuff. There 
is no 'country ' in England now for us of 
the 'upper classes.' I t ' s gone. I repeat: 
Duty to w h a t ? " 

And, rising, he went over to the win
dow, looking out at the moonlit lawn, 
overcome by a sudden aversion from more 
talk. Of what use were words from a 
mind tuned in one key to a mind tuned 
in another? And yet, so ingrained was 
his habit of discussion, that he promptly 
went on: 

"The Mallorings, I 've not the slightest 
doubt, believe it their duty to look after 
the morals of those who live on their prop
erty. There are three things to be said 
about that : One—you can't make people 
moral by adopting the attitude of the 
schoolmaster. Two—it implies that they 
consider themselves more moral than 
their neighbors. Three—it's a theory so 
convenient to their security that they 
would be exceptionally good people if they 
did not adopt it; but, from your account, 
they are not so much exceptionally as just 
typically good people. What you call 
their sense of duty, Stanley, is really their 
sense of self-preservation coupled with 
their sense of superiority." 

" H ' m ! " said Stanley; " I don't know 
that I quite follow you." 

" I always hate an odor of sanctity. 
I 'd prefer them to say frankly: 'This is 
my property, and you'll jolly well do what 
I tell you on i t . ' " 
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' 'But , my dear chap, after all, they 
really are superior." 

"Tha t , " said Felix, " I emphatically 
question. Put your Mallorings to earn 
their living on fifteen to eighteen shillings 
a week, and where would they be? The 
Mallorings have certain virtues, no doubt, 
natural to their fortunate environment, 
but of the primitive virtues of patience, 
hardihood, perpetual, almost unconscious 
self-sacrifice, and cheerfulness in the face 
of a hard fate, they are no more the equals 
of the people they pretend to be superior 
to than I am your equal as a man of 
business." 

"Hang i t ! " was Stanley's answer, 
"what a d—d old heretic you a r e ! " 

Felix frowned. "Am I? Be honest! 
Take the life of a Malloring and take it at 
its best; see how it stands comparison in 
the primitive virtues with those of an aver-
agely good specimen of a farm-laborer. 
Your Malloring is called with a cup of tea, 
at, say, seven o'clock, out of a nice, clean, 
warm bed; he gets into a bath that has 
been got ready for him; into clothes and 
boots that have been brushed for him; 
and goes down to a room where there's 
a fire burning already if it's a cold day, 
writes a few letters, perhaps, before eating 
a breakfast of exactly what he likes, nicely 
prepared for him, and reading the news
paper that best comforts his soul; when 
he has eaten and read, he lights his cigar 
or his pipe and attends to his digestion in 
the most sanitary and comfortable fashion; 
then in his study he sits down to steady 
direction of other people, either by inter
view or by writing letters, or what not. 
In this way, between directing people and 
eating what he likes, he passes the whole 
day, except that for two or three hours, 
sometimes indeed seven or eight hours, 
he attends to his physique by riding, mo
toring, playing a game, or indulging in a 
sport that he has chosen for himself. 
And, at the end of all that, he probably 
has another bath that has been made 
ready for him, puts on clean clothes that 
have been put out for him, goes down to 
a good dinner that has been cooked for 
him, smokes, reads, learns, and inwardly 
digests, or else plays cards, billiards, and 
acts host till he is sleepy, and so to bed, 
in a clean, warm bed, in a clean, fresh 
room. Is that exaggerated ? " 

" N o ; but when you talk of his direct
ing other people, you forget that he is 
doing what they couldn't." 

" H e may be doing what they couldn't; 
but ordinary directive ability is not born 
in a man; it's acquired by habit and train
ing. Suppose fortune had reversed them 
at birth, the Gaunt or Tryst would by 
now have it and the Malloring would not. 
The accident that they were not reversed 
at birth has given the Malloring a thou
sandfold advantage." 

" I t ' s no joke directing things," mut
tered Stanley. 

" No work is any joke; but I just put it 
to you: Simply as work, without taking 
in the question of reward, would you 
dream for a minute of swapping your 
work with the work of one of your work
men? No. Well, neither would a Mal
loring with one of his Gaunts. So that, 
my boy, for work which is intrinsically 
more interesting and pleasurable, the Mal
loring gets a hundred to a thousand times 
more money." 

"All this is rank socialism, my dear 
fellow." 

" N o ; rank truth. Now, to take the 
life of a Gaunt. He gets up summer and 
winter much earlier out of a bed that he 
cannot afford time or money to keep too 
clean or warm, in a small room that prob
ably has not a large enough window; into 
clothes stiff with work and boots stiff 
with clay; makes something hot for him
self, very likely brings some of it to his 
wife and children; goes out, attending to 
his digestion crudely and without com
fort; works with his hands and feet from 
half past six or seven in the morning till 
past five at night, except that twice he 
stops for an hour or so and eats simple 
things that he would not altogether have 
chosen to eat if he could have had his will. 
He goes home to a tea that has been got 
ready for him, and has a clean-up without 
assistance, smokes a pipe of shag, reads 
a newspaper two days old, and goes out 
again to work for his own good, in his 
vegetable patch, or to sit on a wooden 
bench in an atmosphere of beer and 
'baccy. ' And so, dead tired, but not 
from directing other people, he drowses 
himself to early lying again in his doubt
ful bed. Is that exaggerated?" 

" I suppose not, but he " 
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"Has his compensations: Clean con
science—freedom from worry—fresh air, 
all the rest of i t ! I know. Clean con
science granted, but so has your Mallor-
ing, it would seem. Freedom from worry 
—yes, except when a pair of boots is 
wanted, or one of the children is ill; then 
he has to make up for lost time with a 
vengeance. Fresh air—and wet clothes, 
with a good chance of premature rheu
matism. Candidly, which of those two 
lives demands more of the virtues on 
which human life is founded—courage 
and patience, hardihood and self-sacrifice ? 
And which of two men who have lived 
those two lives well has most right to the 
word ' super ior '?" 

Stanley dropped the Review and for 
fully a minute paced the room without 
reply. Then he said: 

"Felix, you're talking flat revolution." 
Felix, who, faintly smiling, had watched 

him up and down, up and down the 
Turkey carpet, answered: 

" N o t so. I am by no means a revo
lutionary person, because with all the 
good-will in the world I have been unable 
to see how upheavals from the bottom, 
or violence of any sort, is going to equal
ize these lives or do any good. But I 
detest humbug, and I believe that so long 
as you and your Mallorings go on blindly 
dosing yourselves with humbug about 
duty and superiority, so long will you see 
things as they are not. And until you see 
things as they are, purged of all that sick
ening cant, you will none of you really 
move to make the conditions of life more 
and ever more just. For, mark you, 
Stanley, I, who do not believe in revolu
tion from the bottom, the more believe 
that it is up to us in honor to revolution
ize things from the top !" 

" H ' m !" said Stanley; " tha t ' s all very 
well; but the more you give the more 
they want, till there's no end to it." 

Felix stared round that room, where in
deed one was all body. 

" B y George," he said, " I 've yet to see 
a beginning. But, anyway, if you give 
in a grudging spirit, or the spirit of a 
schoolmaster, what can you expect? If 
you offer out of real good-will, so it is 
taken." And suddenly conscious that he 
had uttered a constructive phrase, Felix 
cast down his eyes, and added: 

" I am going to my clean, warm bed. 
Good night, old man !" 

When his brother had taken up his 
candlestick and gone, Stanley, uttering 
a dubious sound, sat down on the lounge, 
drank deep out of his tumbler, and once 
more took up his Review. 

VII 

T H E next day Stanley's car, fraught 
with Felix and a note from Clara, moved 
swiftly along the grass-bordered roads 
toward Joyfields. Lying back on the 
cushioned seat, the warm air flying at his 
face, Felix contemplated with delight his 
favorite countryside. Certainly this gar
den of England was very lovely, its green
ness, trees, and large, pied, lazy cattle; 
its very emptiness of human beings was 
pleasing. 

Nearing Joyfields he noted the Mal
lorings' park and their long Georgian 
house, carefully fronting south. There, 
too, was the pond of what village there 
was, with the usual ducks on it; and three 
well-remembered cottages in a row, neat 
and trim, of the old, thatched sort, but 
evidently restored. Out of the door of 
one of them two young people had just 
emerged, going in the same direction as the 
car. Felix passed them and turned to look. 
Yes, it was they! He stopped the car. 
They were walking, with eyes straight be
fore them, frowning. And Felix thought: 
'' Nothing of Tod in either of them; regular 
Celts!" 

The girl's vivid, open face, crisp, brown, 
untidy hair, cheeks brimful of color, thick 
lips, eyes that looked up and out as a 
Skye terrier's eyes look out of its shag-
giness—indeed, her whole figure struck 
Felix as almost frighteningly vital; and 
she walked as if she despised the ground 
she covered. The boy was even more 
arresting. What a strange, pale-dark 
face, with its black, uncovered hair, its 
straight black brows; what a proud, 
swan's-eyed, thin-lipped, straight-nosed 
young devil, marching like a very High
lander; though still rather run-up, from 
sheer youthfulness! They had come 
abreast of the car by now, and, leaning 
out, he said: 

"You don't remember me, I 'm afraid !" 
The boy shook his head. Wonderful 
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eyes he had! But the girl put out her 
hand. 

"Of course, Derek; it's Uncle Felix." 
They both smiled now, the girl friendly, 

the boy rather drawn back into himself. 
And feeling strangely small and ill at ease, 
Felix murmured: 

" I ' m going to see your father. Can I 
give you a lift home?" 

The answer came as he expected: 
"No , thanks." Then, as if to tone it 

down, the girl added: 
"We've got something to do first. 

You'll find him in the orchard." 
She had a ringing voice, full of warmth. 

Lifting his hat, Felix passed on. They 
were a couple! Strange, attractive, al
most frightening. Kirsteen had brought 
his brother a formidable little brood. 

Arriving at the cottage he went up its 
mossy stones and through the wicket gate. 
There was little change, indeed, since the 
days of Clara's visit, save that the bee
hives had been moved farther out. Nor 
did any one answer his knock; and mind
ful of the girl's words, "You'll find him 
in the orchard," he made his way out 
among the trees. The grass was long 
and starred with petals. Felix wandered 
over it among bees busy with the apple-
blossom. At the very end he came on 
his brother, cutting down a pear-tree. 
Tod was in shirt-sleeves, his brown arms 
bare almost to the shoulders. How tre
mendous the fellow was ! What resound
ing and terrific blows he was dealing ! 
Down came the tree, and Tod drew his 
arm across his brow. This great, burnt, 
curly-headed fellow was more splendid to 
look upon than even Felix had remem
bered, and so well built that not a move
ment of his limbs was heavy. His cheek
bones were very broad and high; his 
brows thick and rather darker than his 
bright hair, so that his deep-set, very blue 
eyes seemed to look out of a thicket; his 
level white teeth gleamed from under his 
tawny mustache, and his brown, un
shaven cheeks and jaw seemed covered 
with gold powder. Catching sight of 
Felix he came forward. 

"Fancy," he said, "old Gladstone 
spending his leisure cutting down trees— 
of all melancholy jobs!" 

Felix did not quite know what to 
answer, so he put his arm within his 

brother's. Tod drew him toward the 
tree. 

"Sit down!" he said. Then, looking 
sorrowfully at the pear-tree, he mur
mured: 

"Seventy years—and down in seven 
minutes. Now we shall burn it. Well, 
it had to go. This is the third year it's 
had no blossom." 

His speech was slow, like that of a man 
accustomed to think aloud. Felix ad
mired him askance. " I might live next 
door," he thought, "for all the notice he's 
taken of my turning u p ! " 

" I came over in Stanley's car," he said. 
" M e t your two coming along—fine couple 
they a re !" 

"Ah !" said Tod. And there was some
thing in the way he said it that was more 
than a mere declaration of pride or of af
fection. Then he looked at Felix. 

"What have you come for, old m a n ? " 
Felix smiled. Quaint way to put i t ! 
"For a talk." 
" A h ! " said Tod, and he whistled. 
A largish, well-made dog with a sleek 

black coat, white underneath, and a black 
tail white-tipped, came running up, and 
stood before Tod, with its head rather to 
one side and its yellow-brown eyes say
ing: ' I simply must get a t what you're 
thinking, you know.' 

"Go and tell your mistress to come— 
Mistress !" 

The dog moved his tail, lowered it, and 
went off. 

"A .gypsy gave him to me," said Tod; 
"best dog that ever lived." 

"Everyone thinks that of their dog, old 
man." 

"Yes," said Tod; "bu t this is." 
" H e looks intelligent." 
"He 's got a soul," said Tod. "The 

gypsy said he didn't steal him, but he 
did." 

" D o you always know when people 
aren't speaking the truth, t h e n ? " 

"Yes." 
At such a monstrous remark from any 

other man, Felix would have smiled; but 
seeing it was Tod, he only asked: '' How ? " 

"People who aren't speaking the truth 
look you in the face and never move their 
eyes." 

"Some people do that when they are 
speaking the truth." 
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"Yes; but when they aren't, you can 
see them struggling to keep their eyes 
straight. A dog avoids your eye when 
he's something to conceal; a man stares 
at you. Listen!" 

Felix listened and heard nothing. 
"A wren"; and, screwing up his lips, 

Tod emitted a sound: "Look!" 
Felix saw on the branch of an apple-tree 

a tiny brown bird with a little beak stick
ing out and a little tail sticking up. And 
he thought: 'Tod's hopeless!' 

" T h a t fellow," said Tod softly, "has 
got his nest there just behind us." Again 
he emitted the sound. Felix saw the little 
bird move its head with a sort of infinite 
curiosity, and hop twice on the branch. 

" I can't get the hen to do that ," Tod 
murmured. 

Felix put his hand on his brother's arm 
—what an arm ! 

"Yes ," he said; "bu t look here, old 
man—I really want to talk to you." 

Tod shook his head. "Wait for her," 
he said. 

Felix waited. Tod was getting awfully 
eccentric, living this queer, out-of-the-
way life with a cranky woman year after 
year; never reading anything, never see
ing any one but tramps and animals and 
villagers. And yet, sitting there beside 
his eccentric brother on that fallen tree, 
he had an extraordinary sense of rest. I t 
was, perhaps, but the beauty and sweet
ness of the day with its dappling sunlight 
brightening the apple-blossoms, the wind-
flowers, the wood-sorrel, and in the blue 
sky above the fields those clouds so un
imaginably white. All the tiny noises of 
the orchard, too, struck on his ear with a 
peculiar meaning, a strange fulness, as if 
he had never heard such sounds before. 
Tod, who was looking at the sky, said 
suddenly: 

"Are you hungry?" 
And Felix remembered that they never 

had any proper meals, but, when hungry, 
went to the kitchen, where a wood-fire was 
always burning, and either heated up cof
fee, and porridge that was already made, 
with boiled eggs and baked potatoes and 
apples, or devoured bread, cheese, jam, 
honey, cream, tomatoes, butter, nuts, and 
fruit, that were always set out there on 
a wooden table, under a muslin awning; 
he remembered, too, that they washed up 

their own bowls and spoons and plates, and, 
having finished, went outside and drew 
themselves a draught of water. Queer 
life, and deuced uncomfortable—almost 
Chinese in its reversal of everything that 
every one else was doing. 

" N o , " he said, " I ' m not." 
" I am. Here she is." 
Felix felt his heart beating—Clara was 

not alone in being frightened of this 
woman. She was coming through the 
orchard with the dog; a remarkable-look
ing woman—oh, certainly remarkable ! 
She greeted him without surprise and, sit
ting down close to Tod, said: " I ' m glad 
to see you." 

Why did this family somehow make him 
feel inferior ? The way she sat there and 
looked at him so calmly ! Still more the 
way she narrowed her eyes and wrinkled 
her lips, as if rather malicious thoughts 
were rising in her soul! Her hair, as is the 
way of fine, soft, almost indigo-colored 
hair, was already showing threads of sil
ver; her whole face and figure thinner than 
he had remembered it. But a striking 
woman still—with wonderful eyes ! Her 
dress—Felix had scanned many a crank 
in his day—was not so alarming as it had 
once seemed to Clara; its coarse-woven, 
deep-blue linen and needleworked yoke 
were pleasing to him, and he could hardly 
take his gaze from the kingfisher-blue 
band or fillet that she wore round that 
silver-threaded black hair. 

He began by giving her Clara's note, the 
wording of which he had himself dictated: 

" D E A R KIRSTEEN, 
"Though we have not seen each other 

for so long, I am sure you will forgive my 
writing. It would give us so much pleas
ure if you and the two children would 
come over for a night or two while Felix 
and his young folk are staying with us. 
I t is no use, I fear, to ask Tod; but of 
course if he would come, too, both Stanley 
and myself would be delighted. 

"Yours cordially, 
"CLARA FREELAND." 

She read it, handed it to Tod, who also 
read it and handed it to Felix. Nobody 
said anything. I t was so altogether simple 
and friendly a note that Felix felt pleased 
with it, thinking: ' I expressed that well!' 
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Then Tod said: "Go ahead, old man! 
You've got something to say about the 
youngsters, haven't y o u ? " 

How on earth did he know that? But 
then Tod had a sort of queer prescience. 

"Well," he brought out with an effort, 
"don ' t you think it's a pity to embroil 
your young people in village troubles? 
We've been hearing from Stanley " 

Kirsteen interrupted in her calm, stac
cato voice with just the faintest lisp: 

"Stanley would not understand." 
She had put her arm through Tod's, but 

never removed her eyes from her brother-
in-law's face. 

"Possibly," said Felix, "bu t you must 
remember that Stanley, John, and myself 
represent ordinary—what shall we say— 
level-headed opinion." 

"With which we have nothing in com
mon, I 'm afraid." 

Felix glanced from her to Tod. The 
fellow had his head on one side and seemed 
listening to something in the distance. 
And Felix felt a certain irritation. 

" I t ' s all very well," he said, "bu t I 
think you really have got to look at your 
children's future from a larger point of 
view. You don't surely want them to 
fly out against things before they've had 
a chance to see life for themselves." 

She answered: 
"The children know more of life than 

most young people. They've seen it close 
to, they've seen its realities. They know 
what the tyranny of the countryside 
means." 

"Yes, yes," said Felix, " b u t youth is 
youth." 

"They a r : not too young to know and 
feel the truth." 

Felix was impressed. How those nar
rowing eyes shone ! What conviction in 
that faintly lisping voice ! 

' I am a fool for my pains,' he thought, 
and only said: 

" Well, what about this invitation, any
w a y ? " 

"Yes; it will be just the thing for them 
at the moment." 

The words had to Felix a somewhat sin
ister import. He knew well enough that 
she did not mean by them what others 
would have meant. But he said: "When 
shall we expect them? Tuesday, I sup
pose, would be best for Clara, after her 

week-end. Is there no chance of you and 
T o d ? " 

She quaintly wrinkled her lips into not 
quite a smile, and answered: 

" Tod shall say. Do you hear, Tod ? " 
" I n the meadow. I t was there yester

day—first time this year." 
Felix slipped his arm through his 

brother's. 
"Quite so, old man." 
" W h a t ? " said Tod. "Ah ! let's go in. 

I 'm awfully hungry." . . . 
Sometimes out of a calm sky a few drops 

fall, the twigs rustle, and far away is 
heard the muttering of thunder; the trav
eller thinks: ' A storm somewhere about.' 
Then all once more is so quiet and peace
ful that he forgets he ever had that 
thought, and goes on his way careless. 

So with Felix returning to Becket in 
Stanley's car. That woman's face, those 
two young heathens—the unconscious 
Tod! 

There was mischief in the air above that 
little household. But once more the 
smooth gliding of the cushioned car, the 
soft peace of the meadows so permanently 
at grass, the churches, mansions, cottages 
embowered among their elms, the slow-
flapping flight of the rooks and crows 
lulled Felix to quietude, and the faint far 
muttering of that thunder died away. 

Nedda was in the drive when he re
turned, gazing at a nymph set up there by 
Clara. I t was a good thing, procured 
from Berlin, well known for sculpture, 
and beginning to green over already, as 
though it had been there a long time—a 
pretty creature with shoulders drooping, 
eyes modestly cast down, and a sparrow 
perching on her head. 

"Well, D a d ? " 
"They're coming." 
" W h e n ? " 
" On Tuesday—the youngsters, only." 
" You might tell me a little about them." 
But Felix only smiled. His powers 

of description faltered before that task; 
and, proud of those powers, he did not 
choose to subject them to failure. 

VIII 

N O T till three o'clock that Saturday did 
the Bigwigs begin to come. Lord and 
Lady Britto first from Erne by car; then 
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Sir Gerald and Lady Malloring, also by 
car from Joyfields; an early afternoon 
train brought three members of the Lower 
House, who liked a round of golf—Colonel 
Martlett, Mr. Sleesor, and Sir John Fan-
far—with their wives; also Miss Bawtrey, 
an American who went everywhere; and 
Moorsome, the landscape-painter, a short, 
very heavy man who went nowhere, and 
that in almost perfect silence, which he 
afterward avenged. By a train almost 
sure to bring no one else came Literature 
in Public Affairs, alone, Henry Wiltram, 
whom some believed to have been the 
very first to have ideas about the land. 
He was followed in the last possible train 
by Cuthcott, the advanced editor, in his 
habitual hurry, and Lady Maude Ughtred 
in her beauty. Clara was pleased, and 
said to Stanley, while dressing, that al
most every shade of opinion about the 
land was represented this week-end. She 
was not, she said, afraid of anything, if 
she could keep Henry Wiltram and Cuth
cott apart. The House of Commons men 
would, of course, be all right. Stanley 
assented: "They'll be 'fed u p ' with talk. 
But how about Britto—he can sometimes 
be very nasty, and Cuthcott 's been pretty 
rough on him, in his rag." 

Clara had remembered that, and she 
was putting Lady Maude on one side of 
Cuthcott, and Moorsome on the other, so 
that he would be quite safe at dinner, and 
afterward—Stanley must look out! 

"What have you done with Nedda?" 
Stanley asked. 

"Given her to Colonel Martlett, with 
Sir John Fanfar on the other side; they 
both like something fresh." She hoped, 
however, to foster a discussion, so that 
they might really get further this week
end; the opportunity was too good to 
throw away. 

" H ' m ! " Stanley murmured. "Felix 
said some very queer things the other 
night. He, too, might make ructions." 

Oh, no !—Clara persisted—Felix had too 
much good taste. She thought that some
thing might be coming out of this occa
sion, something as it were national, that 
would bear fruit. And watching Stanley 
buttoning his braces, she grew enthusi
astic. For, think how splendidly every
thing was represented ! Britto, with his 
view that the thing had gone too far, and 

all the little efforts we might make now 
were no good, with Canada and those great 
spaces to outbid anything we could do; 
though she could not admit that he was 
right, there was a lot in what he said; he 
had great gifts—and some day might— 
who knew? Then there was Sir John— 
Clara pursued—who was almost the father 
of the new Tory policy: Assist the farm
ers to buy their own land. And Colonel 
Martlett , representing the older Tory 
policy of: What the devil would happen 
to the landowners if they did ? Secretly 
(Clara felt sure) he would never go into a 
lobby to support that. He had said to 
her: 'Look at my brother James's prop
erty; if we bring this policy in, and the 
farmers take advantage, his house might 
stand there any day without an acre 
round it.' Quite true—it might. The 
same might even happen to Becket. -

Stanley grunted. 
Exactly!—Clara went on: And that 

was the beauty of having got the Mallor-
ings; theirs was such a steady point of 
view, and she was not sure that they 
weren't right, and the whole thing really 
a question of model proprietorship. 

" H ' m !" Stanley muttered. "Felix will 
have his knife into that ." 

Clara did not think that mattered. 
The thing was to get everybody's opinion. 
Even Mr. Moorsome's would be valuable 
—if he weren't so terrifically silent, for he 
must think a lot, sitting all day, as he did, 
painting the land. 

"He ' s a heavy ass," said Stanley. 
Yes; but Clara did not wish to be nar

row. That was why it was so splendid to 
have got Mr. Sleesor. If anybody knew 
the Radical mind he did, and he could 
give full force to what one always felt was 
at the bottom of it—that the Radicals' 
real supporters were the urban classes; 
so that their policy must not go too far 
with ' the Land,' for fear of seeming to 
neglect the towns. For, after all, in the 
end it was out of the pockets of the towns 
t h a t ' the Land ' would have to be financed, 
and nobody really could expect the towns 
to get anything out of it. Stanley paused 
in the adjustment of his tie; his wife was 
a shrewd woman. 

"You've hit it there," he said. "Wil
tram will give it him hot on that, though." 

Of course, Clara assented. And it was 
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magnificent that they had got Henry Wil-
tram, with his idealism and his really 
heavy corn tax; not caring what hap
pened to the stunted products of the 
towns—and they really were stunted, for 
all that the Radicals and the half-penny 
press said—till at all costs we could grow 
our own food. There was a lot in that. 

"Yes," Stanley muttered, "and if he 
gets on to it, shan't I have a jolly time 
of it in the smoking-room ? I know what 
Cuthcott's like with his shirt out." 

Clara's eyes brightened; she was very 
curious herself to see Mr. Cuthcott with 
his—that is, to hear him expound the doc
trine he was always writing up, namely, 
that ' the Land ' was gone and, short of 
revolution, there was nothing for it but 
garden cities. She had heard he was so 
cutting and ferocious that he really did 
seem as if he hated his opponents. She 
hoped he would get a chance—perhaps 
Felix could encourage him. 

"What about the women?" Stanley 
asked suddenly. "Will they stand a 
political powwow? One must think of 
them a bit." 

Clara had. She was taking a farewell 
look at herself in the far-away mirror 
through the door into her bedroom. I t 
was a mistake—she added—to suppose 
that women were not interested in ' the 
Land.' Lady Britto was most intelligent, 
and Mildred Malloring knew every cot
tage on her estate. 

"Pokes her nose into 'em often enough," 
Stanley muttered. 

Lady Fanfar again, and Mrs. Sleesor, 
and even Hilda Martlett, were interested 
in their husbands, and Miss Bawtrey, of 
course, interested in everything. As for 
Maude Ughtred, all talk would be the 
same to her; she was always week-ending. 
Stanley need not worry—it would be all 
right; some real work would get done, 
some real advance be made. So saying, 
she turned her fine shoulders twice, once 
this way and once that, and went out. She 
had never told even Stanley her ambition 
that at Becket, under her aegis, should 
be laid the foundation-stone of the real 
scheme, whatever it might be, that should 
regenerate ' the Land.' Stanley would 
only have laughed; even though it would 
be bound to make him Lord Freeland when 
it came to be known some day. . . . 

To the eyes and ears of Nedda that 
evening at dinner, all was new indeed, and 
all wonderful. I t was not that she was 
unaccustomed to society or to conversa
tion, for to their house at Hampstead 
many people came, uttering many words, 
but both the people and the words were so 
very different. After the first blush, the 
first reconnaissance of the two Bigwigs 
between whom she sat, her eyes would 
stray and her ears would only half iisten 
to them. Indeed, half her ears, she soon 
found out, were quite enough to deal with 
Colonel Martlett and Sir John Fanfar. 
Across the azaleas she let her glance come 
now and again to anchor on her father's 
face, and exchanged with him a most en
joyable blink. She tried once or twice to 
get through to Alan, but he was always 
eating; he looked very like a young Uncle 
Stanley this evening. 

What was she feeling? Short, quick 
stabs of self-consciousness as to how she 
was looking; a sort of stunned excitement 
due to sheer noise and the number of 
things offered to her to eat and drink; 
keen pleasure in the consciousness that 
Colonel Martlett and Sir John Fanfar and 
other men, especially that nice one with 
the straggly mustache who looked as if 
he were going to bite, glanced at her when 
they saw she wasn't looking. If only she 
had been quite certain that it was not be
cause they thought her too young to be 
there ! She felt a sort of continual exhil
aration, that this was the great world—the 
world where important things were said 
and done, together with an intense listen
ing expectancy, and a sense most unex
pected and almost frightening, that noth
ing important was being said or would be 
done. But this she knew to be impu
dent. On Sunday evenings at home peo
ple talked about a future existence, about 
Nietzsche, Tols toy , Chinese pictures, 
post-impressionism, and would suddenly 
grow hot and furious about peace, and 
Strauss, justice, marriage, and De Mau
passant, and whether people were losing 
their souls through materialism, and some
times one of them would get up and walk 
about the room. But to-night the only 
words she could catch were the names 
of two politicians whom nobody seemed 
to approve of, except that nice one who 
was going to bite. Once very timidly she 
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asked Colonel Martlett whether he liked 
Strauss, and was puzzled by his answer: 
"Rather ; those 'Tales of Hoffmann' are 
rippin', don't you think? You go to the 
opera m u c h ? " She could not, of course, 
know that the thought which instantly 
rose within her was doing the governing 
classes a grave injustice—almost all of 
whom save Colonel Martlett knew that 
the 'Tales of Hoffmann' were by one 
Offenbach. But beyond all things she 
felt she would never, never learn to talk 
as they were all talking—so quickly, so 
continuously, so without caring whether 
everybody or only the person they were 
talking to heard what they said. She had 
always felt that what you said was only 
meant for the person you said it to, but 
here in the great world she must evidently 
not say anything that was not meant for 
everybody, and she felt terribly that she 
could not think of anything of that sort to 
say. And suddenly she began to want 
to be alone. That , however, was surely 
wicked and wasteful, when she ought to 
be learning such a tremendous lot; and 
yet, what was there to learn ? And listen
ing just sufficiently to Colonel Martlett, 
who was telling her how great a man he 
thought a certain general, she looked al
most despairingly at the one who was 
going to bite. He was quite silent at that 
moment, gazing at his plate, which was 
strangely empty. And Nedda thought: 
' He has jolly wrinkles about his eyes, only 
they might be heart disease; and I like 
the color of his face, so nice and yellow, 
only that might be liver. But I do like 
him—I wish I 'd been sitting next to him; 
he looks real.' From that thought, of the 
reality of a man whose name she did not 
know, she passed suddenly into the feeling 
that nothing else of this about her was 
real at all, neither the talk nor the faces, 
not even the things she was eating. I t 
was all a queer, buzzing dream. Nor did 
that sensation of unreality cease when 
her aunt began collecting her gloves, and 
they trooped forth to the drawing-room. 
There, seated between Mrs. Sleesor and 
Lady Britto, with Lady Malloring oppo
site, and Miss Bawtrey leaning over the 
piano toward them, she pinched herself to 
get rid of the feeling that, when all these 
were out of sight of each other, they would 
become silent and have on their lips a 

little, bitter smile. Would it be like that 
up in their bedrooms, or would it only be 
on her (Nedda's) own lips that this little 
smile would come ? It was a question she 
could not answer; nor could she very well 
ask it of any of these ladies. She looked 
them over as they sat there talking and 
felt very lonely. And suddenly her eyes 
fell on her grandmother. Frances Free-
land was seated half-way down the long 
room in a sandalwood chair, somewhat 
insulated by a surrounding sea of polished 
floor. She sat with a smile on her lips, 
quite still, save for the continual move
ment of her white hands on her black lap. 
To her gray hair some lace of Chantilly 
was pinned with a little diamond brooch, 
and hung behind her delicate but rather 
long ears. And from her shoulders was 
depended a silvery garment, of stuff that 
looked like the mail shirt of a fairy, reach
ing the ground on either side. A tacit 
agreement had evidently been come to, 
that she was incapable of discussing ' the 
Land ' or those other subjects such as the 
French murder, the Russian opera, the 
Chinese pictures, and the doings of one, 

L , whose fate was just then in the air, 
so that she sat alone. 

And Nedda thought: ' How much more 
of a lady she looks than anybody here! 
There's something deep in her to rest on 
that isn't in the Bigwigs; perhaps it's 
because she's of a different generation.' 
And, getting up, she went over and sat 
down beside her on a little chair. 

Frances Freeland rose at once and said: 
"Now, my darling, you can't be com

fortable in that tiny chair. You must 
take mine." 

"Oh, no, Granny; please!" 
"Oh, yes; but you must! I t ' s so com

fortable, and I've simply been longing to 
sit in the chair you're in. Now, darling, 
to please m e ! " 

Seeing that a prolonged struggle would 
follow if she did not get up, Nedda rose 
and changed chairs. 

" Do you like these week-ends, Granny ?" 
Frances Freeland seemed to draw her 

smile more resolutely across her face. 
With her perfect articulation, in which 
there was, however, no trace of bigwig-
gery, she answered: 

" I think they're most interesting, dar
ling. I t ' s so nice to see new people. Of 
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course you don't get to know them, but 
it's very amusing to watch, especially the 
head-dresses!" And sinking her voice: 
" Jus t look at that one with the feather 
going straight up; did you ever see such 
a guy ? " and she cackled with a very gen
tle archness. Gazing at that almost price
less feather, trying to reach God, Ned-
da felt suddenly how completely she was 
in her grandmother's little camp; how 
entirely she disliked bigwiggery. 

Frances Freeland's voice brought her 
round. 

" Do you know, darling, I 've found the 
most splendid thing for eyebrows. You 
just put a little on every night and it keeps 
them in perfect order. I must give you 
my little pot." 

" I don't like grease, Granny." 
" Oh ! but this isn't grease, darling. I t ' s 

a special thing; and you only put on just 
the tiniest touch." 

Diving suddenly into the recesses of 
something, she produced an exiguous 
round silver box. Prizing it open, she 
looked over her shoulder at the Bigwigs, 
then placed her little finger on the con
tents of the little box, and said very 
softly: 

"You just take the merest touch, and 
you put it on like that, and it keeps them 
together beautifully. Let me! No-
body'll see!" 

Quite well understanding that this was 
all part of her grandmother's passion for 
putting the best face upon things, and 
having no belief in her eyebrows, Nedda 
bent forward; but in a sudden flutter of 
fear lest the Bigwigs might observe the 
operation, she drew back, murmuring: 
"Oh, Granny, darling ! Not just now !" 

At that moment the men came in, and, 
under cover of the necessary confusion, 
she slipped away into the window. 

I t was pitch-black outside, with the 
moon not yet up. The bloomy, peaceful 
dark out there ! Wistaria and early roses, 
clustering in, had but the ghost of color on 
their blossoms. Nedda took a rose in her 
fingers, feeling with delight its soft fragil
ity, its coolness against her hot palm. 
Here in her hand was a living thing, here 
was a little soul! And out there in the 
darkness were millions upon millions of 
other little souls, of little flame-like or 
coiled-up shapes alive and true. 

A voice behind her said: 
"Nothing nicer than darkness, is there ?" 
She knew at once it was the one who 

was going to bite; the voice was proper 
for him, having a nice, smothery sound. 
And looking round gratefully, she said: 

" D o you like dinner-parties?" 
I t was jolly to watch his eyes twinkle 

and his thin cheeks puff out. He shook 
his head and muttered through that 
straggly mustache: 

"You're a niece, aren't you? I know 
your father. He's a big man." 

Hearing those words spoken of her 
father, Nedda flushed. 

"Yes, he is," she said fervently. 
The one who was going to bite went on: 
"He ' s got the gift of truth—can laugh 

at himself as well as others; that 's what 
makes him precious. These humming
birds here to-night couldn't raise a smile 
at their own tomfoolery to save their silly 
souls." 

He spoke still in that voice of smothery 
wrath, and Nedda thought: 'He is nice !' 

"They 've been talking about ' the 
Land ' "—he raised his hands and ran them 
through his palish hair—"'the Land! ' 
Heavenly Father ! 'The Land !' Look at 
that fellow!" 

Nedda looked and saw a man, like 
Richard Coeur de Lion in the history 
books, with a straw-colored mustache 
just going gray. 

"Sir Gerald Malloring—hope he's not 
a friend of yours! Divine right of land
owners to lead ' the Land ' by the nose! 
And our friend Britto !" 

Nedda, following his eyes, saw a robust, 
quick-eyed man with a suave insolence in 
his dark, clean-shaved face. 

"Because at heart he's just a supercili
ous ruffian, too cold-blooded to feel, he'll 
demonstrate that it 's no use to feel— 
waste of valuable time—ha ! valuable !— 
to act in any direction. And that 's a man 
they believe things of. And poor Henry 
Wiltram, with his pathetic: 'Grow our 
own food—maximum use of ' the Land ' as 
food-producer, and let the rest take care 
of itself !' As if we weren't all long past 
that feeble individualism; as if in these 
days of world markets ' t h e Land ' didn't 
stand or fall in this country as a breeding-
ground of health and stamina and noth
ing else. Well, well!" 
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"Aren' t they really in earnest, t h e n ? " 
asked Nedda timidly. 

" Miss Freeland," rejoined the one who 
was going to bite, " this land question is 
a perfect tragedy. Bar one or two, they 
all want to make the omelette without 
breaking eggs; well, by the time they be
gin to think of breaking them, mark me— 
there'll be no eggs to break. We shall be 
all park and suburb. The real men on the 
land, what few are left, are dumb and help
less; and these fellows here for one reason 
or another don't mean business—they'll 
talk and tinker and top-dress—that's all. 
Does your father take any interest in this ? 
He could write something very nice." 

" H e takes interest in everything," said 
Nedda. "Please go on, Mr. Mr. " 
She was terribly afraid he would suddenly 
remember that she was too young and 
stop his nice, angry talk. 

The one who was going to bite went on: 
"Cuthcott . I 'm an editor, but I was 
brought up on a farm, and know some
thing about it. You see, we English are 
grumblers, snobs to the backbone, want 
to be something better than we are; and 
education nowadays is all in the direction 
of despising what is quiet and humdrum. 
We never were a stay-at-home lot, like 
the French. That 's at the back of this 
business—they may treat it as they like, 
Radicals or Tories, but if they can't get a 
fundamental change of opinion into the 
national mind as to what is a sane and 
profitable life; if they can't work a rev
olution in the spirit of our education, 
they'll do no good. There'll be lots of 
talk and tinkering, tariffs and tommy-
rot, and, underneath, the land-bred men 
dying, dying all the time. No, madam, 
industrialism and vested interests have 
got us ! Bar the most strenuous national 
heroism, there's nothing for it now but the 
garden c i ty!" 

"Then if we were all heroic, ' the Land ' 
could still be saved?" 

Mr. Cuthcott smiled. 
"Of course we might have a European 

war or something that would shake every
thing up. But, short of that, when was a 
country ever consciously and homogene
ously heroic—except China with its opium? 
When did it ever deliberately change the 
spirit of its education, the trend of its 
ideas; when did it ever, of its own free will, 

lay its vested interests on the altar; when 
did it ever say with a convinced and reso
lute heart: ' I will be healthy and simple 
before anything. I will not let the love of 
sanity and natural conditions die out of 
me! ' When, Miss Freeland, when?" 

And, looking so hard at Nedda that he 
almost winked, he added: 

"You have the advantage of me by 
thirty years. You'll see what I shall not 
—the last of the English peasant. Did 
you ever read 'Erewhon,' where the peo
ple broke up their machines ? I t will take 
almost that sort of national heroism to 
save what's left of him, even." 

For answer, Nedda wrinkled her brows 
horribly. Before her there had come a 
vision of the old, lame man, whose name 
she had found out was Gaunt, standing on 
the path under the apple-trees, looking at 
that little something he had taken from 
his pocket. Why she thought of him thus 
suddenly she had no idea, and she said 
quickly: 

" I t ' s awfully interesting. I do so want 
to hear about ' the Land.' I only know a 
little about sweated workers, because I 
see something of them." 

" I t ' s all of a piece," said Mr. Cuthcott; 
not politics at all, but religion—touches 
the point of national self-knowledge and 
faith, the point of knowing what we want 
to become and of resolving to become it. 
Your father will tell you that we have no 
more idea of that at present than a cat of 
its own chemical composition. As for 
these good people here to-night—I don't 
want to be disrespectful, but if they think 
they're within a hundred miles of the land 
question, I 'm a—I 'm a Jingo—more I 
can't say." 

And, as if to cool his head, he leaned out 
of the window. 

"Nothing is nicer than darkness, as I 
said just now, because you can only see 
the way you must go instead of a hundred 
and fifty ways you might. In darkness 
your soul is something like your own; in 
daylight, lamplight, moonlight, never." 

Nedda's spirit gave a jump; he seemed 
almost at last to be going to talk about the 
things she wanted, above all, to find out. 
Her cheeks went hot, she clenched her 
hands and said resolutely: 

" D o you believe in God, Mr. Cuth
c o t t ? " 

VOL. LVII.—16 
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The one who was going to bite made a 
queer, deep little noise; it was not a laugh, 
however, and it seemed as if he knew she 
could not bear him to look at her just 
then. 

" H ' m ! " he said. ' 'Every one does 
that—according to their natures. Some 
call God I T , some H I M , some H E R , now
adays—that's all. You might as well ask 
—do I believe that I 'm alive?" 

"Yes," said Nedda, "bu t which do you 
call God?" 

As she asked that, he gave a wriggle, 
and it flashed through her: 'He must 
think me an awful enfant terrible!' His 
face peered round at her, queer and pale 
and puffy, with nice, straight eyes; and 
she added hastily: 

" I t isn't a fair question, is i t? Only 
you talked about darkness, and the only 
way—so I thought " 

"Quite a fair question. My answer is, 
of course: 'All three' ; but the point is 
rather: Does one wish to make even an at
tempt to define God to oneself ? Frankly, 
I don' t ! I 'm content to feel that there is 
in one some kind of instinct toward per
fection that one will still feel, I hope, when 
the lights are going out; some kind of 
honor forbidding one to let go and give up. 
That 's all I 've got; I really don't know 
what I want more." 

Nedda clasped her hands. 
" I like that ," she said; "only—what is 

perfection, Mr. Cuthcot t?" 
Again he emitted that deep little sound. 
" A h ! " he repeated, "what is perfec

tion? Awkward, that—isn't i t ? " 
" I s i t"—Nedda rushed the words out 

—"is it always to be sacrificing yourself, 
or is it—is it always to be—to be express
ing yourself?" 

"To some—one; to some—the other; 
to some—half one, half the other." 

"But which is it to m e ? " 
" A h ! that you've got to find out for 

yourself. There's a sort of metronome 
inside us—wonderful, self-adjusting lit
tle machine; most delicate bit of mech
anism in the world—people call it con
science—that records the proper beat of 
our tempos. I guess that 's all we have to 
go by." 

Nedda said breathlessly: 
"Yes; and it's frightfully hard, isn't 

i t ? " 

"Exactly," Mr. Cuthcott answered. 
"That ' s why people devised religions and 
other ways of having the thing done sec
ond-hand. We all object to trouble and 
responsibility if we can possibly avoid it. 
Where do you l ive?" 

" I n Hampstead." 
"Your father must be a stand-by, isn't 

h e ? " 
"Oh, yes; Dad's splendid; only, you 

see, I am a good deal younger than he. 
There was just one thing I was going to 
ask you. Are these very Bigwigs?" 

Mr. Cuthcott turned to the room and 
let his screwed-up glance wander. He 
looked just then particularly as if he were 
going to bite. 

"If you take 'em at their own valua
tion: Yes. If at the country's: So-so. 
If at mine: H a ! I know what you'd like 
to ask: Should I be a Bigwig in their esti
mation ? Not I ! As you knock about, 
Miss Freeland, you'll find out one thing— 
all bigwiggery is founded on: Scratch my 
back, and I'll scratch yours. Seriously, 
these are only tenpenny ones; but the mis
chief is, that in the matter of 'the Land,' 
they are—bar half a dozen, perhaps— 
about as big as you could catch. Nothing 
short of a rising such as there was in 1832 
would make the land question real, even . 
for the moment. Not that I want to see 
one—God forbid ! Those poor doomed 
devils were treated worse than dogs, and 
would be again." 

Before Nedda could pour out questions 
about the rising in 1832, Stanley's voice 
said: 

"Cuthcott , I want to introduce you !" 
Her new friend screwed his eyes up 

tighter and, muttering something, put out 
his hand to her. 

"Thank you for our talk. I hope we 
shall meet again. Any time you want to 
know anything—I'll be only too glad. 
Good night!" 

She felt the squeeze of his hand, warm 
and dry, but rather soft, as of a man who 
uses a pen too much; saw him following 
her uncle across the room, with his shoul
ders a little hunched, as if preparing to in
flict, and ward off, blows. And with the 
thought: 'He must be jolly when he gives 
them one! ' she turned once more to the 
darkness, than which he had said there 
was nothing nicer. I t smelled of new-
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mown grass, was full of little shiverings of 
leaves, and all colored like the bloom of a 
black grape. And her heart felt soothed. 

IX 

" . . . W H E N I first saw Derek I 
thought I should never feel anything but 
shy and hopeless. In four days, only in 
four days, the whole world is different. 
. . . And yet, if it hadn't been for that 
thunderstorm, I shouldn't have got over 
being shy in time. He has never loved 
anybody—nor have I. I t can't often be 
like that—it makes it solemn. There's 
a picture somewhere—not a good one, 
I know—of a young Highlander being 
taken away by soldiers from his sweet
heart. Derek is fiery and wild and shy 
and proud and dark—like the man in that 
picture. That last day along the hills— 
along and along—with the wind in our 
faces, I could have walked forever; and 
then Joyfields at the end ! Their mother's 
wonderful; I 'm afraid of her. But Uncle 
Tod is a perfect dear. I never saw any 
one before who noticed so many things 
that I didn't, and nothing that I did. I 
am sure he has in him what Mr. Cuthcott 
said we were all losing—the love of simple, 
natural conditions. And then, the mo
ment, when I stood with Derek at the end 
of the orchard, to say good-bye. The field 
below covered with those moony-white 
flowers, and the cows all dark and sleepy; 
the holy feeling down there was wonderful, 
and in the branches over our heads, too, 
and the velvety, starry sky, and the dewi
ness against one's face, and the great, 
broad silence—it was all worshipping 
something, and I was worshipping—wor
shipping happiness. I was happy, and I 
think he was. Perhaps I shall never be 
so happy again. When he kissed me I 
didn't think the whole world had so much 
happiness in it. I know now that I 'm not 
cold a bit; I used to think I was. I be
lieve I could go with him anywhere, and 
do anything he wanted. What would 
Dad think? Only the other day I was 
saying I wanted to know everything. 
One only knows through love. I t ' s love 
that makes the world all beautiful—makes 
it like those pictures that seem to be 
wrapped in gold, makes it like a dream— 
no, not like a dream—like a wonderful 

tune. I suppose that 's glamour—a gold-
eny, misty, lovely feeling, as if my soul 
were wandering about with his—not in 
my body at all. I want it to go on and on 
wandering—oh! I don't want it back in 
my body, all hard and inquisitive and 
aching! I shall never know anything so 
lovely as loving him and being loved. 
I don't want anything more—nothing! 
Stay with me, please—Happiness ! Don't 
go away and leave me ! . . . They frighten 
me, though; he frightens me—their ideal
ism; wanting to do great things, and fight 
for justice. If only I 'd been brought up 
more like that—but everything's been so 
different. I t ' s their mother, I think, 
even more than themselves. I seem to 
have grown up just looking on at life as 
at a show; watching it, thinking about it, 
trying to understand—not living it at all. 
I must get over that; I will. I believe I 
can tell the very moment I began to love 
him. I t was in the schoolroom the sec
ond evening. Sheila and I were sitting 
there just before dinner, and he came, in 
a rage, looking splendid. 'Tha t footman 
put out everything just as if I were a baby 
—asked me for suspenders to fasten on 
my socks; hung the things on a chair in 
order, as if I couldn't find out for myself 
what to put on first; turned the tongues 
of my shoes out!—curled them over !' 
Then he looked at me and said: 'Do they 
do that for you?'—and poor old Gaunt, 
who's sixty-six and lame, has three shillings 
a week to buy him everything. Just think 
of tha t ! If we had the pluck of flies—' 
And he clenched his fists. But Sheila got 
up, looked hard at me, and said: 'That ' l l 
do, Derek.' Then he put his hand on my 
arm and said: ' I t ' s only Cousin Nedda! ' 
I began to love him then; and I believe he 
saw it, because I couldn't take my eyes 
away. But it was when Sheila sang 'The 
Red Sarafan,' after dinner, that I knew for 
certain. 'The Red Sarafan'—it's a won
derful song, all space and yearning, and 
yet such calm—it's the song of the soul; 
and he was looking at me while she sang. 
How can he love me ? I am nothing—no 
good for anything ! Alan calls him a ' run
up kid, all legs and wings.' Sometimes I 
hate Alan; he's conventional and stodgy 
—the funny thing is that he admires Sheila. 
She'll wake him up; she'll stick pins into 
him. No, I don't want Alan hurt—I 



168 The Freelands 

want every one in the world to be happy, 
happy—as I am. . . . The next day was 
the thunderstorm. I never saw lightning 
so near—and didn't care a bit. If he were 
struck I knew I should be; that made it 
all right. When you love, you don't care, 
if only the something must happen to you 
both. When it was over, and we came 
out from behind the stack and walked 
home through the fields, all the beasts 
looked at us as if we were new and had 
never been seen before; and the air was 
ever so sweet, and that long, red line of 
cloud low down in the purple, and the 
elm-trees so heavy and almost black. He 
put his arm round me, and I let him. . . . 
I t seems an age to wait till they come to 
stay with us next week. If only Mother 
likes them, and I can go and stay at Joy-
fields. Will she like them? It 's all so 
different to what it would be if they were 
ordinary. But if he were ordinary I 
shouldn't love him; it 's because there's 
nobody like him. That isn't a loverish 
fancy—you only have to look at him 
against Alan or Uncle Stanley or even 
Dad. Everything he does is so different; 
the way he walks, and the way he stands 
drawn back into himself, like a stag, and 
looks out as if he were burning and smoul
dering inside; even the way he smiles. 
Dad asked me what I thought of him! 
That was only the second day. I thought 
he was too proud, then. And Dad said: 
'He ought to be in a Highland regiment; 
pity—great pity !' He is a fighter, of 
course. I don't like fighting, and if I 'm 
not ready to, he'll stop loving me, per
haps. I've got to learn. O Darkness out 
there, help me ! And Stars, help me ! O 
God, if you are Bravery, make me brave, 
and I will believe in you forever ! If you 
are the spirit that grows in things in spite of 
everything, until they're like the flowers, 
so perfect that we laugh and sing at their 
beauty, grow in me, too; make me beau
tiful and brave; then I shall be fit for him, 
alive or dead; and that 's all I want—O 
God! Every evening I shall stand in 
spirit with him at the end of that orchard 
in the darkness, under the trees above the 
white flowers and the sleepy cows, and 
perhaps, if God grows in me I shall feel 
him kiss me again. . . . I 'm glad I saw 
that old man Gaunt; it makes what they 
feel more real to me. He showed me that 

poor laborer Tryst, too, the one who 
mustn' t marry his wife's sister, or have 
her staying in the house without marrying 
her. Why should people interfere with 
others like that? I t does make your 
blood boil! Derek and Sheila have been 
brought up to be in sympathy with the 
poor and oppressed. If they had lived in 
London they would have been even more 
furious, I expect. And it's no use my say
ing to myself ' I don't know the laborer, 
I don't know his hardships,' because he is 
really just the country half of what I do 
know and see, here in London, when I 
don't hide my eyes. One talk showed me 
how desperately they feel; at night, in 
Sheila's room, when we had gone up, just 
we four. Alan began it; they didn't want 
to, I could see; but he was criticising what 
some of those Bigwigs had said—the 
'Varsity makes boys awfully conceited. I t 
was such a lovely night; we were all in the 
big, long window. A little bat kept flying 
past; and behind the copper-beech the 
moon was shining on the lake. Derek sat 
in the window-sill, and when he moved he 
touched me. To be touched by him gives 
me a warm shiver all through. I could 
hear him gritting his teeth at what Alan 
said—frightfully sententious, just like a 
newspaper: 'We can't go into land re
form from feeling, we must go into it from 
reason.' Then Derek broke out: 'Walk 
through this country as we've walked; see 
the pigsties the people live in; see the 
water they drink; see the tiny patches of 
ground they have; see the way their roofs 
let in the rain; see their peeky children; 
see their patience and their hopelessness; 
see them working day in and day out, and 
coming on the parish at the end ! See all 
that, and then talk about reason! Rea
son ! I t ' s the coward's excuse, and the 
rich man's excuse, for doing nothing. I t ' s 
the excuse of the man who takes jolly good 
care not to see for fear that he may come 
to feel! Reason never does anything, it 's 
too reasonable. The thing is to act; then 
perhaps reason will be jolted into doing 
something.' But Sheila touched his arm, 
and he stopped very suddenly. She doesn't 
trust us. I shall always be being pushed 
away from him by her. He's just twenty, 
and I shall be eighteen in a week; couldn't 
we marry now at once ? Then, whatever 
happened, I couldn't be cut off from him. 
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If I could tell Dad, and ask him to help 
me! But I can't—it seems desecration 
to talk about it, even to Dad. All the 
way up in the train to-day, coming back 
home, I was struggling not to show any
thing; though it's hateful to keep things 

from Dad. Love alters everything; it 
melts up the whole world and makes it 
afresh. Love is the sun of our spirits, and 
it's the wind. Ah, and the rain, too ! But 
I won't think of tha t ! . . . I wonder if 
he's told Aunt Kirsteen! . . ." 

(To be continued.) 

THE BATTLESHIP REMARKS 
By E. S. Martin 

I AM the Indispensable, 
The sea depends on me. 

Without my aid there can't be trade, 
Nor can a State be free. 

Whoe'er would plough the heaving deep 
And realize his will, 

My help must have, my power must keep 
No matter what the bill. 

My ribs are stark: in mighty course 
Steel bands my entrails gird; 

With power of twenty thousand horse 
My whirling screws are stirred. 

With weight of twenty thousand tons 
On Ocean's tides I press. 

From ten miles off my artful guns 
The foeman can distress. 

Nor bale nor box my bowels hide, 
Except my needful stores. 

With nice machines my whole inside 
Is packed, and men by scores. 

No gainful errand wins me toll, 
My cruises yield no pelf, 

And though my bunkers choke with coal 
I burn it all myself. 

I'm built to stand a lawful shock; 
I don't mind being hit; 

But when my bottom touches rock 
It jars me quite a bit. 

I hate—my bottom's none too thick— 
Things not discerned till felt; 

Torpedoes do a dirty trick— 
They hit below the belt. 

This is my day. It may not be 
A long one, but it's mine. 

It may go on for aught I see 
Till Mars takes down his sign. 

Men groan, and say I come too high; 
Ha! ha! What's that to me? 

The Indispensable am I, 
And boss of all the sea. 
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Air I. The Hunters. 

On the edge of a thick wood, warm in the golden rays from 
the west, a party of primitive hunters are in the 

pursuit of game. 

Copyright, Panama-Pacific International Exposition Co. 

Water I. The Net. 
A group of fishermen hauling in the last net of the day. 

EIGHT DECORATIONS BY 
FRANK B R A N G W Y N 

FOR T H E EAST C O U R T OF T H E P A N A M A - P A C I F I C I N T E R 
NATIONAL EXPOSITION AT SAN FRANCISCO 

THE panels hang in an ambulatory that surrounds the open court, of which 
Louis Christian Mullgardt is the architect. They are placed in the four 
corners, one on each wall, where it makes the corner, and each measures 

twenty-five feet by twelve feet. The canvases reflect the spirit of humanity and of 
work. Mr. Brangwyn chose as subjects the four elements—Air, Earth, Fire, Water 
—each to be represented by two panels. With the exception of the general colors 
to be employed and the scale of the figures he had a free hand. 
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Air I I . The Windmill. 

" The Windmill " is a living spirit, rising into the cobalt skies, where the gray storm-clouds quiver, reflecting in their midst a solar 
rainbow. The golden color of the wood that age and sun have brought is in delightful harmony with the deep, pure blues. 
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Earth I. Dancing the Grapes. 
The grapes have been thrown into a great stone trough that is set in the soft shadows cast from the 

arbor of vines above; the dancers crush the wine-making juices from them. 
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Earth I I . The Fruit Pickers. 

One of the charms of "The Fruit Pickers" is in the composition and grouping of the figures. 
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Water I I . The Fountain. 
At the fountain are grouped those who have come to fill their brilliant colored pots. 
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Fire I. Primitive Fire. Fire I I . Industrial Fire. 

The dignified expression of this difficult subject of Fire is felt more, perhaps, than all of its other fine qualities. In the two panels we 
see how fire, restrained and nursed, is one of the greatest aids to man. 

To view the series in their proper setting is to see how successfully Mr. Brang-
wyn has completed another one of his decorative schemes. Owing to the great 
reduction, these illustrations can but give at the best a general idea of the color and 
design. The spirit of the architecture he has placed in his paintings, giving them 
the charm and delicacy of the building, a feature that is the basis of good deco
ration. The subjects are not allegories drawn on classical lines, but expressions by 
a man who seeks among his brethren of this age, among their works and pleasures, 
for his inspirations, rendered not too boisterously, but in a manner that is pleasingly 
alive and straightforward. About the color and design that he has chosen to beautify 
these renderings (from the sunset hues and reflecting shadows to the fine orange-trees 
in the still-life groups that are in sympathy with Mr. Guerin's color scheme for the 
whole Exposition) there is that which is opulent and grand, harmoniously balanced, 
executed with masterly freedom. They hang as pure, wholesome art—fulfilling a 
purpose in that they decorate well and beautifully the fine East Court; having been 
conceived in a spirit of sympathetic understanding with the architect, executed in a 
grand style, they are another noteworthy addition to our decorative masterpieces. 
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Drawn by Charles E. Chambers. 

" What do you mean ? " she demanded as she looked closely at him.—Page 181. 
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ARTHUR ORTON'S CAREER 

By George Hibbard 

ILLUSTRATION BY CHARLES E. CHAMBERS 

Stanwood l o w e r e d the 
newspaper with a whimsical 
bending of his s e n s i t i v e , 
shaven lip. 

"He 's coming here!" 
The thoughts in his mind 

were so forceful that for an instant he 
feared he had muttered the words aloud, 
and he glanced rapidly about. Across the 
large club-room, with its luxury of fur
nishing, two members, deep in cavernous 
leather chairs, were reading sedately and 
undisturbedly. Therefore he had not at
tracted attention, and he turned back ,to 
the page of the old, conservative local eve
ning paper. 

What he had read was merely an an
nouncement, with a heading of moder
ately large type, that the Honorable Ar
thur Orton was to "address" the political 
mass-meeting to be held that evening at 
the West Street Convention Hall. Though 
the fact was such a simple one, it aroused 
within him a feeling of unavoidable pro
test. 

Stanwood's memory bore him back 
many years, as happened always with each 
recurrence of Arthur Orton as a fact and 
factor. He saw the drearily gaudy "par
lor" of the small hotel of the obscure sea
side place. There, after a more expensive 
month at Mount Barren, Mrs. Christopher 
Wynne had retreated with her daughter, 
and thither, as soon as he was able, he 
had hurried. With all the entrancement 
of Marian's witchery upon him, Stan-
wood, young as he was and in love as he 
was, felt himself forced to admit that Mrs. 
Wynne was indubitably a trying circum
stance of a thoroughly regrettable nature. 
Invariably, when meeting Marian, pale 
and silent beside her florid and voluble 
parent, the world was in the habit of as
cribing many merits to the late Christo
pher Wynne, assistant professor of archae
ology for many years at Harvale. Of dis
tinguished Revolutionary ancestry—for 

General Roger Wynne was his great-great
grandfather, in praise of whose bravery 
Washington had sworn one of his historic 
oaths—Wynne had passed through life 
in a scholarly obscurity from which his 
pretty gift of after-dinner speaking alone 
had drawn him. That Mrs. Christopher 
Wynne undoubtedly possessed a rudimen
tary prettiness in her girlhood was always 
accepted as an explanation of such an in
congruous alliance, though little credit was 
accorded her for any inheritance of beauty 
in the lily loveliness of her daughter. 

" I call it a case of the maternal instinct 
rampant," said Mrs. Thurlow on the occa
sion often recalled by Stanwood, "and I 
suppose a great deal should be forgiven 
to that admirable but in this case exag
gerated trait. The girl must be like her 
father." This was the statement always 
made in any discussion of Marian Wynne, 
however short. "Therefore," Mrs. Thur
low continued, with the brusqueness which 
her unassailable position and natural dis
position led her to employ, "you won't be 
making much of a mistake in marrying 
her. You know, James, I was your moth
er's bridesmaid, so I naturally take an in
terest in you. Go ahead, I say, and bless 
you, my children. Marian is a dear, and 
with her really ideal beauty she will be 
snapped up before you know it. Indeed, 
her mother made no bones about the 
many chances she's had already. She ges
ticulated and positively wept, until I 
couldn't tell which were tears and which 
were beads on her bodice, at ' the child's' 
— as she called her — ridiculous indif
ference and criticalness. Why, she told 
me that at Mount Barren the most eligible 
men were positively running after her. 
Arthur Orton, for example, was perfectly 
mad about her." 

"Arthur Orton?" 
"Don ' t you know? He is that young 

man every one says has a career before 
him, is bound to be somebody great. He's 
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just made a ridiculous amount of money 
in the West in some wonderfully clever 
fashion. He is in Congress, where, al
though he is one of the youngest members, 
he is already the chairman of some com
mittee that usually it takes years to reach. 
Well, Mrs. Wynne assured me that he was 
positively at Marian's feet, and that he 
proposed again and again, but the 'child' 
would not have him." Mrs. Thurlow 
stopped short, and demanded with her 
usual directness: "When did you begin 
to make love to her? " 

" I n the spring at Vevey, just before 
they came back to this country," Stan-
wood responded, at once so disconcerted by 
the abrupt frontal attack as to be thrown 
into unresisting confusion in his answer. 

"Well, you must have made an impres
sion when your memory would lead her to 
throw away such a chance as Arthur Orton 
offered." 

"Real ly—" Stanwood hesitated. 
"Oh, Mrs. Wynne would not mind the 

fact that Marian could have married Ar
thur Orton being generally known. I 
rather think I was told for the express pur
pose of spreading it broadcast. You see, it 
increases interest in the girl and enhances 
her value, as her mother believes. I t 
would help to bring you on. Mrs. Wynne 
is wildly anxious to have the girl married. 
I don't blame her, and if you are not a 
brilliant match you are a very fairly de
sirable parti." 

No, as Stanwood readily realized, there 
was nothing which would appear coruscat
ing in his availability as a husband in the 
eyes of a truly ambitious match-maker. 
The rental from the business property 
which he would inherit was large, as rental 
was accounted in the place where his fam
ily name was closely interwoven in local 
history. Mrs. Wynne, though, as a world-
wanderer and European sojourner of many 
years, had metropolitan standards, and 
measured by these his fortune was inade
quate. In time he would take his place 
in the long-established and well-considered 
law firm of Stanwood, Parker & Dent. 
The Stanwood dwelling on Mohegan Ave
nue, standing in old-fashioned, narrow-
windowed simplicity, with the drive curv
ing up to it from the gates in the heavy 
wooden fence, would be his. Was this 
sufficient in view of Marian's "chances"? 

However, with Mrs. Wynne's final wish, 
or in spite of it, his marriage with Marian 
had taken place, and in the succeeding 
years all had happened as had appeared 
probable. A fancy, moreover, entertained 
by Mrs. Wynne that the climate of lower 
California only enabled her to maintain a 
state of health which elsewhere would be 
delicate was not without advantage, as 
immediately after the wedding she had, 
with Stanwood's aid, comfortably estab
lished herself at Los Angeles. Thereafter 
her admonitions, together with her re
grets in not seeing Marian, had only been 
conveyed to her by numerous letters, and 
Mrs. Wynne herself was not the frequent 
not to say permanent presence which Stan
wood felt otherwise she would have been. 
That was twelve years past, and now 

The immediate disaster, as Stanwood 
perceived and confusedly admitted, lay in 
the fact that he was still in love with his 
wife. This, of course, was as it should be, 
and desirable even after twelve years. 
Still, something perhaps more of a matter 
of course would have been better, some
thing requiring no more consideration or 
rendering itself no more assertive in every
day existence than the pattern of the 
breakfast china. As was the case, how
ever, certain irrational moods were inevi
table. Time and again he had experienced 
the same thing. Indeed, whenever Arthur 
Orton had "scored," the like haunting 
dread assailed him. Some unexpected en
counter with the news would cause him to 
remember; and, if he were so forced to 
recollect, would not the same be true of 
Marian? For each time he saw Arthur 
Orton's name in print, would not she see 
it nearly as often? For every occasion 
that he heard it mentioned in office and 
club, must she not hear it in drawing-room 
and at dinner-table? What did Marian 
think? The contrast was unavoidable; 
the "deadly parallel" existed too clearly 
not to have often presented itself to her. 
She might have married Arthur Orton, and 
if she had— Each step of his phenomenal 
career would have been hers—all that his 
position and wealth could give she might 
have_ had as her own and in contradis
tinction— Stanwood considered himself 
often with discontent and hot humiliation. 
Would not a comparison between them 
be to his manifest disadvantage? 
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How many tidings of new triumphs for 
this man he had fallen upon in the last 
years. Always they had marked before 
the eyes of the world, and his, the ad
vancement in a career which had pre
sented an uninterrupted series of material 
successes. With each came to Stanwood 
the same shock, the same unescapable re
flection, the petulant, satirical appraisal of 
the comedy and tragedy of the situation. 
Other men had actually opposing adver
saries with which to contend. Others had 
demonstrable rivals whom they were striv
ing to excel. Stanwood felt that for long 
he had struggled continually with some 
impossible ghostly opponent in a contest 
none the less exacting for this. 

Assuredly, he had not been without 
successes of his own, but how meagre and 
slight they had been beside the important 
achievements of one whose name was na
tional! Stanwood remembered that his 
argument made in the case of Ward vs. The 
Susquehanna Railway was highly praised 
by all his legal confreres, and with the fee 
he had given Marian the collar and rope 
of pearls. Orton, however, at once filled 
the newspapers for a month with the tur
moil aroused merely by an interview on a 
topic of the day. The investment which 
Stanwood had made in outlying real estate 
had turned out excellently, and the por
trait of Marian which he had ordered from 
the most famous of foreign portrait-paint
ers in America for the winter had proved an 
artistic sensation. Almost immediately 
Arthur Orton, after some urgence, had 
been prevailed upon to accept the position 
of ambassador to Russia, and his success 
in the management of a difficult and im
portant treaty had furnished more than a 
nine-times-nine-days' wonder. Stanwood, 
to his pride and satisfaction, had built for 
Marian the charming country house at 
Lake Ochica which she had so long wished 
to have. During the following winter Ar
thur Orton entered the cabinet, a promi
nent member of a brilliant administration, 
and the "Washington Correspondence" 
of every newspaper had been filled with 
accounts of the splendid entertainments 
which had followed one on the other at 
Arthur Orton's magnificent mansion at 
the capital. Such, Stanwood meditated, 
were examples of incidents of repeated 
occurrence. Again and again when he 

had won this or that small advantage for 
which he might justly claim Marian's ad
miration and praise, he discovered that he 
was eclipsed by the other. When the 
planning and labor of months had ob
tained some desired result, by some mere 
incidental by play, with the apparent ease 
of mastery, Orton had accomplished what 
had made his own achievements appear 
insignificant and of no consequence. In 
the juxtaposition there often seemed to 
Stanwood a mockery of Fate, and he ex
perienced a consciousness of futile indig
nation at this continual defeat which he 
could not escape. 

Stanwood had left the club and, dismiss
ing the waiting automobile, set out on 
foot on his way home. He had always en
joyed the walk up Mohegan Avenue, at that 
time and hour. The late autumn after
noon was passing into evening. The soft 
haze, mingled with the twilight, gave rich
ness and graciousness to a scene which was 
always pleasing in its quiet opulence. A 
line of motors stood along the curb await
ing members like himself on their way 
dinnerward. At the University Club at 
the other corner a like assemblage of cars 
was to be seen, their lights adding bril
liancy to the prospect. The broad, tree-
lined street lay in asphalt smoothness, 
with many vehicles moving along it, while 
on the walks the frequent pedestrians in
creased the sense of ordered animation. 
Through the windows of the big, massive 
houses might be caught glimpses of rich 
interiors where curtains were undrawn or 
were being drawn. As a part of it, as one 
for whom each of those houses held some 
agreeable memory, as one to whom there 
came from frequent passers cheerful words 
of greeting or cordial salutations given 
by substantial, important-looking men or 
well-arrayed women, and even pretty and 
modish maidens, Stanwood always experi
enced a consciousness of well-being. The 
world—his world—was certainly an excel
lent place. Yet on this evening he could 
not drive away the oppression of a certain 
dissatisfaction which had often beset him. 
I t was the crumpled leaf in his comfort
able if somewhat commonplace bed of 
roses, the one thistle in the clover in which 
his life had been passed. 

During the days of their engagement 
long before, Marian had never spoken 
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of Orton. This, Stanwood concluded, was 
only natural, for no girl, even to her be
trothed, mentions voluntarily the suitor 
who has been rejected. As for himself, in 
his own immediate and unrealizable bliss, 

• he had, for the most part, so broken away 
from all reality that any chance thought 
of what he had been told was momentarily 
lost in the haze of a scarcely present world 
somewhere below the empyrean in which 
he lived. Then, in the next few years, 
there had been nothing to recall Orton at 
all. When that personage began to take 
his place as a prominent actor in the un
seen drama of Stanwood's existence, he 
himself had experienced a decided diffi
dence and natural disinclination in refer
ring to him. Through the very conscious
ness of such enforced reticence, the pre
dicament had received a new complexity, 
and from the knowledge that he strove to 
keep the fact in the background it ob
tained greater prominence. 

Sometimes he was led to the belief that 
Marian experienced the same constraint. 
Once, when the morning's print which she 
held at the breakfast-table had contained 
particularly prominent mention of Orton, 
he had watched her as well as he could. 
He was aware that she was quite capable 
of appearing utterly unconcerned—as she 
did—for with all else, as he knew, she had 
exceeding social skill which she might well 
at that moment employ for domestic pur
poses. At least he could discover little in 
her apparently frank face and her ready 
directness of gaze. Would, however, the 
page which she read bring to her mind 
fancies of what might have been? When 
he had left the house, would she lose her
self in regretful revery? Or might she not 
put the paper resolutely aside, which he 
felt must be as bad, striving to push it out 
of her sight as he strove to push the truth? 
Not that he had ever known reason to 
complain of Marian. As the world averred, 
the marriage had been an exceptionally 
happy one, and for once, as he knew, the 
world had been entirely right in its con
clusions. 

Certainly his case was not an isolated 
one. In married life the thought must 
sometimes arise of what would have hap
pened if one or the other had willed other
wise. The wedding march means such an 
absolute turning from other ways that im

agination with a husband or wife will exer
cise itself with the fancied vista of other 
courses. If ever the better is the enemy of 
the good, the assailment comes the most 
forcibly with those united by the con
jugal yoke. For such arises with fre
quency the question in practical philos
ophy of how much less or greater are the 
evils one has than those one wots not of, 
and the temptation always exists, as he 
knew, to give exceeding value to condi
tions which may be so freely fancied. 
Rarely, though, was the conjuncture so di
rectly presented as Stanwood feared that 
it must be for Marian. Seldom was a gen
erally vague alternative brought so clearly 
forward. Was she sorry? Did she experi
ence moments, hours, in which she wished 
that her decision had been different? 
There lay the point for Stanwood. This 
was what he felt driven continually to ask 
himself—what he did ask himself—the con
sequent doubt becoming the recurring dis
turbance of his day, the harassing uncer
tainty continually arising active and dis
quieting in his mind. That was the per
plexity which had beset him since reading 
the newspaper at the club as in the same 
way he had many times before been beset. 
These perturbations accompanied him and 
involved him while he walked in an exact
ing self-argument in which beginning and 
end mingled without conclusion. 

The dusk of the evening was deep 
enough to be undistinguishable from night 
when he turned into the walk which ran 
with the drive up to the porte-cochere. His 
mind was still occupied with the matter 
which had filled his consciousness when he 
admitted himself with his latch-key to the 
dimly lit hall where there was, however, 
enough light to display its discriminating 
sumptuousness. He went, after taking off 
his hat and overcoat, directly to the 
library in the new wing which also clearly 
evinced the prosperous status of the es
tablishment. The rugs were good and 
unobtrusively valuable. The silver trap
pings of the writing-table were numerous 
and heavy. The number of magazines 
and books made it not only de jure but de 
facto a library. The apartment was unil-
lumined save for the low light, just suf-
cient to make writing possible at a desk 
where a woman sat. 

" I ' m here." 
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"All right, Marian," he answered. 
With the elaborate brass poker he broke 

up the fire. Observing that the ensuing 
blaze lit the room with a cheerful glow, he 
did not turn the button of the silk-hooded 
electric light. Standing before the grate, 
he waited, whistling softly. 

" I was afraid that you might forget and 
not be on time,' ' she began, with a measure 
of retrospective reproach as she arose and 
came toward him. The shadowed dim
ness in a degree hid her as she advanced, 
but even by the mild gleam of the flicker
ing flames her beauty was made apparent. 
In the loose, lacy garment which she wore, 
almost Greek in its folding though not of 
Greek simplicity, she lost nothing in love
liness. Indeed, in all the glory of eve
ning dress, in the full magnificence of ball 
gown, Stanwood considered that he had 
never seen her look better. She drew to
ward him rather like an amiable tragedy 
queen, as if Mrs. Siddons's portrait as the 
"Tragic Muse" had stepped out of Sir 
Joshua's canvas and approached for five-
o'clock tea. Actually, she sat down on the 
arm of one of the large leather chairs and 
then, as she saw him more clearly, spoke 
quickly. 

" Why, what is it, Jim? '' she asked, with 
a solicitude which was unmistakably real 
and tender. "Has anything bad hap
pened?" 

" No—rather good," he answered delib
erately. "Tha t is," he immediately con
tinued, with a doubtful wistfulness, "if my 
election as a director of the A. & M. Bank 
is good." 

"Why, that 's splendid," she indorsed 
heartily. " I am glad for you and I am 
glad for myself, for I am always glad when 
you are." 

"Are you?" he demanded earnestly. 
"Of course," she replied as if surprised. 

"When people have gone through as much 
of life together as we have, naturally 
they take an interest in each other," she 
laughed, "without—counting something 
else." 

"Isn't it the something else that counts?" 
"Certainly," she responded promptly, 

"when it's there." 
"And we've had it there," he continued 

insistently. 
"You know it," she returned. "Why 

do you ask that—at this late day?" 

" I suppose," he went on absently, " just 
because it is a late day." 

"Anyhow," she laughed, "you are a lit
tle late. Oh, you must go up-stairs to 
dress immediately. You know that we 
are dining at the Draytons' ." 

She paused, and began again suddenly: 
"Who—who do you suppose that we 

are to meet?" 
" W h o ? " he asked indifferently. 
"Orton," she replied. " H e is so great 

now that no one says Mr. Orton or Arthur 
Orton any longer." 

"Arthur Orton I" Stanwood exclaimed. 
He sat down in a low armchair by the 

fire and gazed steadily at it. 
"Yes ," she continued. " It is an honor. 

I t is one of the Draytons' very grandest 
dinners. He is to dine there, but has to go 
away at once to speak at this meeting." 

"He is a great man, certainly," Stan
wood declared constrainedly. 

" Isn ' t he?" she responded while, tak
ing up one of the volumes, she bore it to a 
bookcase. The darkness of the distant 
corner as well as the action which averted 
her face rendered Stanwood's scrutiny 
impossible. Unavoidably, he wondered 
how much her conduct had been planned 
in order to attain such a result. 

"You—you have followed his career? " 
"Of course," she announced, searching 

for the place of the straying volume. " I 
could hardly help it, with some new tri
umph to attract one's attention always." 

Stanwood winced and, resting his hand 
on the arm of the chair, drummed noise
lessly with his fingers. 

"Oh—hang it," he said, and his voice, 
in which was not a little hopelessness, gave 
the mild expletive a startling significance. 

With the association of years comes a 
marvellous knowledge of every spoken 
tone, of the meaning of each variation and 
inflection of utterance, so that she looked 
at him doubtfully, aware that he was un
usually stirred. 

" He is coming here and he is going to be 
at the dinner?" 

" Yes—why not? " she said, coming back 
to the fire. 

"There is no getting away from him." 
"What do you mean?" she demanded 

as she looked closely at him. 
"What 's a man to do, Marian? I've 

done my best, and what's the use?" 



182 A r t h u r O r t o n ' s C a r e e r 

" In what way? " she asked slowly as she 
continued to study him curiously. 

" I 've kept still about it for a long time; 
always I've had a natural hesitation about 
speaking about it, but I can't help break
ing out and down at last—with his coming 
here, with your going to see him to-night." 

"Of course I shall see him, since we shall 
be at the dinner." 

" I ' d no idea of saying anything any 
more now than I have before, but there-
have been several last straws, and this is 
the last of the last. I've got to speak, if 
even in a way to defend myself." 

"Defend yourself?" she repeated ques-
tioningly. 

"Don ' t you imagine that I must have 
been thinking what you must have been 
thinking? Perhaps you did not know that 
I knew. I did. Long ago, just after we 
were engaged, Mrs. Thurlow told me." 

" W h a t ? " 
"What your mother told her. That 

Arthur Orton had wanted to marry you 
and that you had refused him." 

"And that ," she said slowly, "is what 
Mrs. Thurlow told you and that is what 
is troubling you? " 

"Yes. This isn't the first time. I've 
had the trouble of it always. Remember
ing what he might have given you and 
what I haven't, and perhaps your re
gretting what you might have had." 

She was about to speak but he went on 
before she could begin: 

"A man must expect to have his poorer 
self compared with a possible better, even 
with an ideal best. However, there is a 
shadowy indefiniteness in that which is 
not so disturbing. The man flatters him
self that there may be some mistake. But, 
hang it, Marian, to know that one is being 
tried in the balance continually against— 
something, somebody actual, and found 
wanting " 

He paused, making a gesture of despair 
which, however, in its very exaggeration 
betokened a consciousness of a quality of 
humor in the position. 

"So," she said, speaking as if following 
her own thoughts and still watching him 
intently, "Mrs . Thurlow told you this— 
long ago—and—and you have been mak
ing yourself miserable with a kind of ret
rospective jealousy." 

"Not retrospective at all," he main

tained. " I t was there, or the material for 
it plain and clear coming up in connection 
always with the very present. If you had 
married Orton you would have gone as 
ambassadress to Russia—would have had 
all his position and wealth. I can't help 
thinking of those things to-day, as I have 
of others on other days; and now that you 
are going to meet him again to-night " 

" I see," she answered, slowly nodding 
her head. 

" I 've been a slave to that fellow," Stan-
wood said feverishly. " I have tried year 
in and year out for your sake to keep up 
with him, but he's set such a devil of a 
pace with his career. As you know, there 
is no more successful man in the country. 
Where was I, a mere mortal with only the 
ordinary bits of what is creditable that 
fall to every-day industrious plodders? 
I've won what I thought would please you, 
and then he has come on with something 
which left me and my poor work snuffed 
out." 

"Jim—Jim." She spoke softly, and 
putting out her hand held his for a mo
ment. 

"Don ' t think I have not recognized it," 
he went on excitedly. " You've been won
derful about it; not once have you let me 
see that you minded, that you thought me 
lacking, but I have felt it all none the less, 
and I have worked " 

"Tha t is the reason you have been so— 
ambitious." 

"No, I cannot say that. I should have 
been very much the same anyhow, I sup
pose. Still, it has counted. Away back 
in my mind unceasingly was the sense of 
what Arthur Orton was doing, of the way 
that he was building up his great repu
tation more and more, and the way you 
must be considering me." 

"Would it," she asked slowly and grave
ly, yet with an inflection he could not un
derstand, "be any comfort to you if I told 
you I have never in any of these years 
once thought of Arthur Orton? " 

"Would it!" he exclaimed quickly. 
" Wouldn't it? I was afraid that you must 
be sorry that you married me." 

" If I never have been sorry? " she asked 
with the same steadfastness, still with 
something of the same, almost mocking, 
accent. 

That Marian had wonderful eyes was 
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universally accepted as an established 
doctrine of the world in which they moved. 
Suddenly he realized the fact with greater 
force than ever before. Large and clear, 
with wide-open lids, they gazed at him in 
unfathomable darkness and with an in
scrutable meaning which perplexed him. 

"Never sorry?" he repeated in the man
ner of one hesitating to believe. 

"Never, never," she cried as she bent 
her head, and her face was hidden on her 
hands clasped on the back of the heavy 
chair. At first he thought she was sob
bing, but quickly he realized that instead 
shewasgently, though almost hysterically, 
laughing. Then she stammered brokenly: 

"J im! J im!" 
"What is i t ? " he demanded in amaze

ment. 
" J i m ! " she repeated, lifting her head, 

and he saw that, though she was still 
laughing, tears rose, welling on her eye
lashes so that she winked them away and 
her mouth trembled. "It 's—it 's too gro
tesquely awful and—and too awfully fun
ny. How can I tell you? " 

He stood grimly silent. 
" J im," she broke forth, "can you for

give me—though I don't see that I am to 
blame. I never knew Arthur Orton." 

" W h a t ? " he said in stupefaction, sharp
ly taking a step forward. 

" H e was at Mount Barren that sum
mer, but he was a very much preoccupied, 
industrious young man, already some
thing of a personage. I don't say that he 
may not have cast sheep's-eyes at me mo
mentarily from time to time, but he never 
asked to be presented to me and I have 
never spoken a word with him in my 
life." 

"Bu t then, what I was told " 

" I am afraid," Marian continued halt
ingly, " tha t mamma— You know her 
greatest desire always was to do what she 
considered the best she could for me. 
She was accustomed to make the most of 
all admiration I received, and I fear that 
immediately Arthur Orton's hesitating 
glances became a very different thing in 
her interpretation of them. I have known 
her to have a man dying of love for me 
only because he rushed forward to open a 
carriage door. When her version had re
ceived the augmentations and embellish
ment Mrs. Thurlow gave to everything, 
the tale, when it reached you, of course, 
was very different from reality. I t was a 
very real game of Russian scandal." 

"Marian," he spoke, standing beside 
her now and bending down placed his arm 
about her shoulder, "there has not been 
any Arthur Orton?" 

"Not in the sense that he existed in any 
way for me." 

"And," he said, with a sigh of immeas
urable relief as he kissed her massed dark 
hair, "you don't feel that it has been so 
bad?" 

" I am proud and happy, Jim; I have 
always been proud of you," she declared, 
and she reached up and put her arms about 
his neck. "You have made me happy." 

Immediately she drew away, and he 
looked down at her, still resting on the arm 
of the chair. 

"The only difficulty," he said at last, 
thoughtfully and with an air of puzzled 
diversion, "is that I can't help feeling that 
concealed somehow about the premises of 
the situation there is a moral somewhere 
which I can't quite discover." 

"Why, Jim," she replied earnestly, 
"don' t you see?" 



THE HOME OF HORACE 
1912 

By George Meason Whicher 

T H E cold Licenza through the valley brawls; 
Unchanged the forest rustles on the hill; 

The ploughman to his lagging oxen calls 
Amid the selfsame vines; and murmuring still 

Adown the hollow rock the fountain falls 
To yield the wandering herd its welcome chill. 

Each sound to him so long familiar grown 
Even now the poet's loving ear had known, 

Could he but stand again within these walls 
Which once the kindly gods made all his own. 

Poor poet! who so dreaded lest his book 
Might come to be at last a schoolroom bore. 

How would he mourn to see his cherished nook 
Laid bare, a prey for our myopic lore! 

Sweet peace has fled, and prying eyes may look 
On crumbling step and tessellated floor. 

Stripped to the garish light of common day, 
The sheltering mould of ages torn away, 

Now lie the little rooms, where once he took 
Long draughts of 'ease and let his fancy stray. 

Languid Maecenas left the roaring town 
To sip the Sabine in this friendly vale; 

Here Vergil, white of soul, oft sat him down 
To hear old Cervius spin his moral tale; 

Pert Davus, heedless of a growing frown, 
Plied here his argument without avail; 

While each new moon would rustic Phidyle stand 
To offer holy meal with pious hand, 

Pleasing her tiny gods with rosemary crown 
To bless the increase of her master's land. 

O! that far hence, in some dim Sabine glade, 
These stones, half buried in the kindly loam,— 

Unnoted, undiscovered, unsurveyed,— 
Might but afford the owl a darkling home! 

There might the thrush still warble undismayed. 
And timid woodland creatures boldly roam 

Through broken arch and plundered portico 
Which heard the poet's footstep long ago; 

That so no pang might touch thee, gentle Shade, 
This worse than ruined house of thine to know! 
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From a photograph by the Record Press, London. 

English motor-cyclist in France. 

The place of the galloping orderly has been taken by the motor-cyclist. 

HIS is not a war of men. I t 
is a war of m a c h i n e s . " 
Such was the dictum of a 
distinguished officer when 
the great European war had 
been eight weeks in prog

ress and it had become evident that the 
quick-firer and the machine-gun were the 
most potent weapons of offence on either 
side. 

But the war is also one of "machines" 
in a totally different sense; and whereas 
quick-firers and Maxims, though more 
liberally employed than in any previous 
campaign, are no new things of themselves, 
the feature which is new and paramount 
alike is the use of the "pe t ro l" motor in 
its every shape and form. Without it, 
indeed, history might conceivably have 

had to record another Thirty Years' War. 
With millions of men drawn up in battle 
array at one and the same time, to handle 
them effectively by old-time methods 
would have been impossible. Even be
fore the opposing fronts were extended to 
their fullest degree in France alone, they 
were officially declared to have attained 
a length of three hundred miles, and one 
of two hundred and seventy miles in the 
east—figures which not only convey some 
indication of the stupendous size of the 
engaging forces, but even more emphat
ically suggest the tremendous responsi
bilities of the commanders-in-chief. 

Nevertheless, although they have to 
deal with millions instead of tens of thou
sands, the commanders concerned have 
never had their forces so completely under 
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From a photograph by "Topical" War Service, 

Motor-wagons used in the French field telegraph service. 

The British and French armies alike employ motor-vehicles in connection with the field tele-
phoneand telegraph service, and also for the purposes of wireless telegraphy, 

control; in every phase of the warfare, 
whether of transport, attack, defence, or 
supply, the keynote of the operations 
passim has been effectiveness of the com-
pletest kind. The motor, in short, has 
"speeded u p " the war in a way that 
could never have been dreamed of by 
former generations. Never have the 
movements of troops been so rapid; for, 
instead of men having to wait for ammu
nition and food-supplies, these have been 
conveyed by motor-wagons which can 
travel, if need be, much faster than the 
armies themselves. 
N e v e r , too, have 
the firing-lines been 
kept so continuous
ly in a c t i o n , for 
motor-lorries have 
brought up ammu
nition in constant 
relays; t h e y have 
been driven right up 
to the very front, 
and shells and cart
ridges h a v e been 
served out as fast 
as they w e r e re
quired. 

Though of purely 
subsidiary interest, 
of cou r se , to the 
vital i s s u e s con
cerned, it is impos
sible for this uni

versal presentment 
of the motor's util
ity at the seat of 
war to be viewed 
w i t h a u g h t but 
pride and satisfac
tion by the auto-
m o b i l i s t s of the 
whole world. For 
years, in their re
spective countries, 
they have impressed 
upon the military 
and other authori
ties the indispen-
sability of mechan
ical locomotion for 
war purposes as well 
as those of peace; 
and, t h o u g h they 
h a v e g r a d u a l l y 

gained more and more ground, it needed 
the war itself to demonstrate the truth of 
their contentions to the full. 

But what a demonstration! Every 
preparation that had been made was in
stantly justified; everything that had been 
left undone became an immediate neces
sity for fulfilment. In England, for ex
ample, as soon as the British expedition
ary force, with an immense motoring 
equipment, had been safely transported 
across the channel the War Office placed 
orders with fourteen different firms for 

From a photograph by " Topical" War Service. 

A British motor travelling workshop in France. 

Travelling workshops . . . accompany the British motor-lorries, and have thereby contributed 
to the efficiency of the transport service. 
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the whole of their motor-lorry output for 
the next fifty weeks! In other words, new 
vehicles of this type have been issuing 
from the factories and shipped to the front 
at the rate of a round hundred a week. 
Before essaying, indeed, an analysis of the 

From a photograph by Underwood & Underwood. 

A train of commissariat's motor-lorries with the British army in France. 

The commissariat has never failed on the British side, and " Tommy Atkins " has rarely been without food. 

ways in which the motor has made its pres
ence felt, in one form or another, I make 
bold to say that, out of all the attempts 
that have been made by novelists of late 
years to depict the thaumaturgic factors 
of the "next great war," there has been 
hardly any flight of imagination that has 
not been exceeded by reality itself in the 
present campaign, and the fact tha t ' ' truth 
is stranger than fiction" has once again 
been indubitably confirmed. 

I t is true, of course, that each and all 
of the contesting armies has pressed the 
motor into its service, and that its ben
efits have been of all-round application; 
but that is no more a reason for disputing 
the advantages of motoring equipments, 
on the ground of mutual cancellation, 
than for suggesting that a naval battle 
with submarines and dreadnoughts on 
both sides marks no advance upon the 
days of Trafalgar and wooden frigates. 

Let us consider, therefore, the various 
ways in which the motor has been em
ployed in this gigantic "petrol war," as it 
is already known in England. I t is not 
too much to say that practically the en
tire control of the tactics on both sides 

has been carried out by means of motors, 
including those of aeroplanes, and the 
armies could no more have gone into the 
field without gasolene than without am
munition for the guns and victuals for the 
men. 

In the first place, there is the ordinary 
motor-car of touring type. Among staff-
officers it has been in universal use. In an 
hour a commander-in-chief, if he wished, 
could bring his generals up for consulta
tion from points forty or even fifty miles 
away on either side of his headquarters, 
for on Napoleonic roads all things are 
possible. I have myself often attained 
speeds of over seventy miles an hour in 
France, and averaged sixty for long dis
tances at a time; and, as a matter of fact, 
General Sir John French is using a similar 
type of car to the one on which I drove 
several thousand miles last June through 
Austria, Italy, and France. There is 



From a photograph, copyright by M. Branger. 

A company of French military aviators. 

nothing to prevent a commander-in-chief 
from visiting his whole line, if need be, 
from end to end; and, unprecedented as is 
the length of the opposing forces, the 
modern car has put the respective com
manders in a more favorable position in 
that respect than in the ante-motoring 
days, when armies were relatively insig
nificant in size. How much to-and-fro 
movement the chiefs have found actually 
necessary it is impossible to say; but I do 
know that General Joffre covered over 
four hundred miles 
by road on the first 
day of the war, and 
on another occasion 
he was so near the 
fighting zone t h a t 
his car narrowly es
caped destruction. 
A group of shells 
fell all around the 
vehicle, and a frag
ment of one struck 
the bonnet, but the 
driver opened wide 
the throttle, dashed 
on at full speed, and 
both the g e n e r a ] 
and himself escaped 
uninjured. 

C a r s , too, have 

been in ceaseless use in maintaining com
munications between Paris and the front, 
while Lord Dalmeny, on a Rolls-Royce, 
has made repeated journeys from the fight
ing-lines to the coast, en route for En-
gland,with official despatches for the King. 
The men who volunteered their cars and 
their own services at the outbreak of the 
war comprised the very flower of British 
motoring, and many well-known names, 
too, have appeared in the same capacity 
on the French side. Volumes might be 

Front a photograph by the Record Press, Loudon, 

Specially constructed chassis for carrying aeroplanes. 
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written of their adventures and achieve
ments, but for the present the world must 
be content to wait, for no newspaper cor
respondents are allowed at the front, and 
countless deeds of daring go unchronicled. 

Especially significant of this titanic war 
is the total disappearance of the galloping 

The commander of the Fourth Flying Squadron, British, receiving a report 
from an airman. 

orderly; his place has been taken by the 
motor-cyclist. Among British officers, 
particularly, the motor-bicycle has long 
been popular, and, in addition to what the 
army could supply in the first instance on 
its own account, a large number of riders, 
many of them from the universities, and 
specially chosen as despatch-bearers for 
their skill and linguistic abilities, have 
been recruited from the volunteer element 
and sent out as required, the first con
tingent being a thousand strong, with a 
second thousand in reserve. Theirs has 
been the most active, daring, and danger
ous work of any units of the forces, for 
they have had to carry instructions from 
point to point, often under fire, and gen
erally under conditions of great risk. As 
the speed of their machines, however, is 
five times as great as that of a horse, and 
their distance capacities virtually without 
limit, it follows that their sphere of use
fulness has been as vast as their services 
have been priceless. 

Again and again have officers paid tes

timony to the extreme military value of 
the work of these plucky riders, who have 
enabled the allied commanders to main
tain constant communication along the 
vast front from Belgium to Alsace-Lor
raine. Individual acts of the highest 
bravery have been countless, but I may 

mention two as typical. A despatch-
bearer ran right into a party of fourteen 
Uhlans. He braved them single-handed, 
drew his revolver, and shot down an offi
cer and a private. The others turned and 
fled, and the motor-cyclist was able to de
liver his despatch, which informed the 
corps commander that the Germans were 
in the vicinity, and thus prevented what 
might have been a disagreeable surprise. 
In another case, an intrenched British 
company observed in the distance a French 
regiment marching right up to a spot which 
concealed German artillery. The French
men's fate was sealed unless they could be 
warned. Out jumped a cyclist, but he was 
promptly shot down. Another followed, 
and he, too, fell immediately. Then a 
third dashed out, bending low over his 
machine, and managed to pass through a 
hail of bullets unharmed and reach the 
approaching regiment just in time. The 
commanding officer immediately detached 
a decoration from his own breast and 
pinned it to that of the intrepid rider. 
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The motor-bicycle, indeed, is a vehicle 
of such remarkable efficiency, economy, 
and speed that personally I believe its use 
in warfare is capable of infinite extension. 
Just as the tendency of recent times has 
been to convert cavalry into mounted in
fantry, there seems no reason why brigades 

Portable search-light conveyed on an eighteen-horse-power chassis. 

The illustration shows the cable on a drum behind the driver's seat so that the search-light can be operated a considerable 
distance from the vehicle. 

of motor-cyclist infantry should not be es
tablished for purposes of attack. Fight
ing is not all done on open plains nor in 
intrenchments, and, in view of the oft-
repeated seizures of roadside villages by 
the Germans in Belgium and France, 
there must have been many occasions in 
which a swiftly moving company of armed 
motor-cyclists could have carried the po
sition and put the enemy to flight. If 
attacked by cavalry, moreover, they 
could throw down their machines, over 
which it would be impossible for horses to 
charge without being thrown into con
fusion, during which their riders could be 
picked off. This, as a matter of fact, has 
actually been accomplished in the case of 
ordinary cycles. 

Motor-cyclists have also been largely 
used as escorts for the supply-trains; and 

here, too, they have incurred considerable 
risk. One of them, the son of a well-
known British peer, Lord Cowdray, ran 
into a troop of Germans, and, along with 
a companion, was pushed into the enemy's 
trenches. There they were treated with 
great brutality and in the thick of an 

engagement attempted to escape. Lord 
Cowdray's son was shot down and killed, 
but his friend succeeded in getting clear 
and eventually reached the British lines. 

And now we come to the vital question 
of ammunition and food-supply, without 
which no army could live a week. Imag
ination reels at the prospect of what 
would have happened to the opposing 
armies, operating in millions over such ex
tended fronts, if they had not been able to 
count upon mechanical locomotion from 
the very opening of the campaign. I t 
was this factor which enabled the Ger
mans to make so rapid an onslaught 
through Belgium and France, until they 
received their historic check almost at the 
gates of Paris; it was this factor which en
abled the allied forces to sustain the rigors 
of the initial retreat from Mons. The 
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British equipment was magnificent. In 
addition to its own normal supply of four-
ton lorries, of a special War-Office type, it 

From a photograph by "Topical" War Service. 

Pegoud, the famous French aviator, in his military 
uniform as one of the French Flying Corps. 

had commandeered large numbers of five-
ton and three-ton vehicles. The first-
named naturally proved the most serv
iceable, a number of the hastily acquired 
wagons, which had already undergone 
heavy commercial use at home, breaking 
down from one cause or another in the 
first two or three weeks of the war. They 
were speedily replaced by newer vehicles, 
however, and it may be said at once that 
the commissariat has never failed on the 
British side, and "Tommy Atkins" has 
rarely been without good food in plenty. 
That an army "fights on its stomach" is 
a well-known military axiom; it was cer
tainly adequately fulfilled in the case of 
the British troops, and what particularly 
impressed the French was the self-con
tained way in which they moved through
out, carrying complete supplies and sel
dom needing to requisition from the towns 
through which they passed. 

There is no reason for supposing that 
the French lines were not equally well 
served by their motor-lorry trains. Even 
greater secrecy has been observed as to 
the equipment of General Joffre's army 

than in the case of the British, and French 
papers have been all but barren of infor
mation throughout the war; but from 
sundry stray allusions in the English pa
pers there is ground for believing that the 
French piou-piou has been well fed, and 
has fought in good spirits accordingly. 
The Germans could tell a different tale. 
Their initial motoring equipment was co
lossal in itself, but the whole scheme of 
supply failed by reason of the frustration 
of their scheme of stalking through Bel
gium and reaching Paris within a fort
night. The "quick decisive blow" was 
never realized, and, as the comfort of 
their "cannon fodder" was the last thing 
that Prussian autocrats had thought 
about, the German army suffered the 
pangs of hunger for days at a time. The 
Kaiser himself, however, had a fleet of 

From a photograph by the Record Press, London. 

Sharpshooters attached to the Belgian Flying Corps. 

fifty cars for his immediate entourage, in
cluding a travelling kitchen of special de
sign. 

Not by any means the least interesting 
feature of the "heavy-motor" equipment 
of the allied armies is the way in which 
vehicles designed for peace purposes have 
performed invaluable service. The Brit
ish commercial wagons already mentioned 
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include railway companies' vans still 
bearing on their flanks the bright-hued 
advertisements of some seaside resort; 
while many others came from well-known 
dry-goods stores, brewers, and famous 
manufacturers. Most conspicuous of all, 

From a photograph by Photopress, London. 

British armored motor-car by the cathedral in Antwerp. 

however, has been the part played by the 
motor-'bus. Several thousand employees 
of the London General Omnibus Company 
alone are serving at the front, and great is 
the variety of ways in which the 'buses 
themselves have been employed, whether 
in their original form or converted into 
motor-wagons. They have carried now 
troops, now ammunition, now food, and 
even wounded men, while in the bombard
ment of Antwerp they were instrumental 
in aiding the retreat. As for the French 
army, it has used large numbers of single-
deckers recruited from the Paris streets. 

No less striking than the inestimable 
services rendered by these essentially un-
warlike vehicles is the way in which it has 
been proved that civilian drivers, with no 
military training, can adapt themselves 
to the sternest exigencies of battle. They 
do not receive mention in the despatches, 
but private letters from the front afford 

innumerable evidences of the highest 
bravery. One British soldier, for ex
ample, testifies to the fact that food is 
regularly driven right into the firing-line 
and served out under a hail of shells. An
other, describing a violent artillery en

gagement, states that the drivers of the 
motor-lorries worked untiringly, and un
doubtedly saved many a wounded man 
who otherwise would never have got 
away. Nor have opportunities for valor 
been confined to the actual firing-line; 
even on the highroad there have been 
numerous displays of heroism. A lieu
tenant of the British Army Motor Trans
port, in charge of twenty motor-wagons, 
suddenly found himself confronted by a 
large party of Germans, whose chief officer 
stepped forward and demanded the sur
render of the group. "Certainly n o t ! " 
was the lieutenant's reply. The German 
officer retired and the British officer stood 
up, faced the long line of vans, and called 
on the drivers to make a dash for it. 
Every one of them, only a short time be
fore, had been driving a motor-'bus on the 
London streets; but without a moment's 
hesitation they answered to the call and 



A big gun, crew, ammunition, and food-supply hauled by a French motor covering ground in nineteen and 
a half hours that formerly took five and a half days. 

went straight through the Germans, who 
were scattered right and left, and only 
succeeded in cap
turing the last wag
on in the line. 

A dramatic in
cident m a y a l s o 
be d e s c r i b e d in 
connection with a 
group of half a doz
en French motor-
'buses, though in 
this case they were 
each packed with 
fifty soldiers. Just 
as they reached the 
head of a long de
scent a large body 
of Uhlans was seen 
ahead. The officer 
on the leading 'bus 
gave the order to 
c h a r g e , and the 
driver, opening his 
throttle to the full, 
sent the six-ton mass hurtling down the 
hillside, while the troopers opened fire 
from the windows. " Horses were hit and 
bowled over," the narrative proceeds; 

" the 'bus swayed ominously, its violent 
skidding doing almost as much damage as 

the rifle-fire from 
the interior. This 
daring act of the 
leader had broken 
the r e s i s t a n c e . 
Spitting fire from 
t h e windows, t h e 
other vehicles fol
lowed with practi
cally a clear course, 
for a f t e r an at-
t e m p t to b r i n g 
down the d r i v e r s 
and the officers the 
enemy fled across 
c o u n t r y , leaving 
several m e n a n d 
horses on the field." 

Yet another de
partment in which 
the motor-car has 
been supreme, and 
a b s o l u t e l y indis

pensable, in view of the numbers of the 
troops engaged, is that of rescuing the 
wounded. In this respect the equipment 
of the British forces has far exceeded that 

Front a photograph, copyright by The Car Illustrated. 

Interior view of a British motor-ambulance. 

194 
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of any of the other armies in the field. 
Although a continental war had been quite 
unexpected in England, a large equipment 
of motor-ambulances was provided at the 
first outbreak, and urgent measures were 
taken to augment the supply from week to 
week. Not only were ambulances re
quired, of course, at the front, but large 

From a photograph, copyright by Underwood & Underwood. 

Motor-'buses with the French army which were formerly used on the streets of Paris. 

numbers were provided for conveying Brit-
ish and Belgian wounded to hospitals on 
arrival in England. When it was sup
posed that the service was complete, there 
came the news that the French troops were 
insufficiently supplied, despite the gener
ous help of the American community, and 
further ambulances were despatched to 
Paris, to meet the pressing need of con
veying wounded from the field-hospitals 
to the more elaborate establishments in 
the French capital itself. Great suffering 
had been endured, meanwhile, by wounded 
men lying on the floors of vans, condemned 
to many weary hours of jolting in trains on 
congested lines; in fact, it was said that 
the trains took from ten to twenty hours 
to do journeys which could be done in two 
or three by motor-cars. According to a 
correspondent, however, of a Paris daily, 
the British ambulances represented the 

"last word in comfort," and I know that 
many were not only specially built as re
gards the bodies, including six to the order 
of the American Women's War Relief Fund, 
but were attached to chassis of the most 
expensive type. A volunteer corps was 
also raised in England, pledged to work on 
the firing-line itself and rescue wounded 

who might otherwise have been left to die 
upon the field of battle. 

I t is impossible to speak too highly of 
the invaluable work rendered by the motor-
ambulances and the brave men and women 
of the Red Cross service, for never before 
have they had to work under similar con
ditions. There is overwhelming evidence 
of the fact that not only have the Ger
mans never scrupled to fire upon the 
wounded, and upon doctors and nurses 
actually engaged in succor—a whole am
bulance company was blown to pieces 
while crossing the Aisne—but they have 
even abused the Red Cross to the extent 
of arming their own ambulance corps, kill
ing wounded men, and disguising officers 
as doctors with the object of obtaining 
access to the enemy's lines and carrying 
back useful information to their own. 

So far we have considered the forms 
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From a photograph, copyright by Underwood & Underwood. 

Motor-driven trucks, which follow in the wake of the French army, carrying 
tanks of pure drinking-water. 

in which motor-vehicles have been em
ployed in considerable numbers, but va
rious other directions may be indicated in 
which the gasolene motor has played its 
part. Travelling workshops, for exam
ple, accompany the British motor-lorries, 
and have thereby materially contributed 
to the efficiency of 
the transport serv
ice. The French 
army has for sever
al years past made 
a feature at its an
nual manoeuvres of 
the use of portable 
search-lights con
veyed on eighteen-
horse-power chassis. 
Each of these car
ries a long length of 
cable on a drum be
hind the d r i v e r ' s 
s e a t , so that the 
search-light can be 
put into operation 
a considerable dis
tance a w a y from 
the vehicle i tself . 
The French started 
the war, therefore, 
with a serviceable 
equipment of these 
u s e f u l combina
tions, and a large 
number were subse
quently ordered for 
the British and Bel
gian f o r c e s also. 

The British and French 
armies alike e m p l o y 
motor-vehicles in con
nection with the field 
t e l e p h o n e and tele
graph service, and also 
for the purposes of wire
less telegraphy. 

A type of machine of 
which the use is confined 
to the German army is 
the motor-plough, de
signed for trench-cut
ting purposes. There 
are no means of ascer
taining as to what ex
tent this has been em
ployed, b u t I k n o w 

definitely that the machine exists as a 
type, for a friend of my own, who was in 
Germany not long before the war broke 
out, saw a number of these mechanical 
ploughs in a large automobile manufac
tory, and noted that they were fitted 
with engines of no less than two hun-

From photographs by the Record Press, London, 

A Krupp gun, showing the method of dismounting and carriage. 
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dred horse-power. They are capable of 
cutting a trench four feet wide by four 
feet deep, and can even be used for the 
grewsome purpose of burying the dead! 
The German military motor-cars are also 
specially equipped with wire-cutters, con-

The famous French seventy-five-millimetre breech-loader, high-angle gun. 

The gun can be elevated to an angle of seventy degrees with the horizon. It is mounted upon a twenty-five horse-power De Dion chassis. 

sisting of a framework of light steel which 
protects the lamps and extends over the 
heads of the occupants themselves. If 
wires are stretched across the road at 
night, at a height which would otherwise 
decapitate the driver, they are caught up 
by the apparatus in question and severed 
by a cutting edge. 

The use of the motor-car for offensive 
purposes has been more limited, on the 
whole, than might have been expected. 
The Germans have done some amount of 
gun-hauling by car, while their famous 
16.4 siege-guns are divided into four sec
tions, each of which is drawn by three 
traction-engines, usually of British make. 
The French have used motor-wagons to 
some extent for the combined purpose of 
gun-hauling and transport. 

French and Germans alike have a cer

tain number of high-angle guns, mounted 
on automobile chassis, for use against air
craft. A typical French example is shown 
on this page. The gun is one of the famous 
seventy - five - millimetre breech - loaders, 
and can be elevated to an angle of seventy 

degrees with the horizon. I t is mounted 
upon a twenty-five horse-power De Dion 
chassis. The German aircraft-guns are 
mounted on armored chassis, the ammu
nition being stored in a large receptacle 
behind the front seat. 

What the war has taught us more than 
anything else, perhaps, is the value of the 
fast-moving armored car with light guns. 
The Germans had provided themselves 
with large numbers of these before they 
invaded Belgium, and invariably sent 
them along the road as an advance-guard, 
effectually terrorizing the inhabitants and 
clearing the way for cavalry and troops. 
Belgium had nothing at first to withstand 
these raids, but set to work to build ar
mored cars of its own, on native and Amer
ican chassis, and these were increasing 
rapidly in number before the final laying 
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waste of that unhappy country. When 
the Germans came to grips with the allied 
armies in France they used their armored 
cars for the purpose of stealing along the 

From a photograph by the Record Press, London. 

A German motor-car showing a high-angle gun in position with ammunition-cases 
open on the side. 

roads at night until they located the 
trenches, and then, by the flashing of 
electric torches, directed the fire of their 
own artillery. 

The French equipment has only in
cluded a few armored cars, while the En
glish army started 
with none. An in
teresting develop
ment, however, was 
forthcoming a few 
weeks after the war 
broke out, when the 
B r i t i s h Admiralty 
was found to have 
provided the Royal 
Naval D i v i s i o n , 
w o r k i n g with the 
naval wing of the 
Royal Flying Corps, 
with a fleet of sixty 
armored cars of a 
new and very pow
erful type. At the 
t i m e w h e n these 
were despatched to 

the Continent there were many more of the 
same kind on order. Most of them were 
fitted with three machine-guns, capable of 
firing six hundred rounds a minute, and 

carried eight men per car; but even with 
this load they could exceed forty miles an 
hour. Although little or nothing has been 
reported of their achievements, I know 
that these cars have done deadly execu
tion, their drivers thinking nothing of 

An aeroplane repair-shop. 
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scattering whole columns of German 
troops, and one of them dashed through 
the line of fire and rescued three airmen 
whose aeroplanes had been brought down. 

Sundry faults of construction, however, 
were disclosed in the first batch, as the re
sult of experiences in the Antwerp region, 
and the later patterns built to the Ad
miralty's order have been less heavily 

From a photograph, copyright by Brown Brothers. 

A German motor-car with a gun designed for the destruction of air-ships. 

loaded with armor. The frames, too, have 
been stiffened and twin-wheels have been 
fitted to the rear, while the tires employed 
are neither pneumatic nor ordinary solids, 
but of the rubber-filled type. With a sin
gle machine-gun weighing two hundred 
pounds, and about one thousand eight 
hundred pounds of armor-plating, the to
tal weight is not beyond the capacity of a 
touring chassis, duly reinforced, to sup
port, and the Admiralty policy of associ
ating high speed with the power of attack 
will, I believe, be justified in the long run, 

The British War Office made a move, 
at a later date, in favor of armored cars, 
but of a very different type. They are 
more heavily protected than the Admi
ralty vehicles, and motor-lorry chassis are 
employed accordingly, with solid tires. 
Inevitably, they are not capable of the 
same degree of dash which their Admi
ralty rivals can display, but even a motor-

lorry is twice as speedy as a horse and 
could easily outpace cavalry. It is not 
difficult to imagine situations, of course, 
in which the robuster form of armored car 
will score over the faster and lighter 
vehicle, but it will be none the less in
structive, when the great war is over, to 
learn which type has placed the greater 
number of successes to its credit. 

I t might be interesting, from the statis
tical point of view, if one could give in 
precise figures the total motoring equip
ment of the respective armies, but this is 
entirely impossible. All alike are using 
the automobile wherever and whenever 
possible; even the Russian army set off 
with a motoring equipment, to the aston
ishment of an Austrian attache who in
quired, just before he left Petrograd, why, 
considering that the roads of Russia were 
mostly bad, it was thought that the cars 
would be of any use. His query was met 
with the rejoinder: "Yes, but yours are 
good !" Since then the Russian Govern
ment has ordered large numbers of both 
cars and motor-bicycles from English fac
tories. At a very moderate estimate I 
should put the total number of motor-ve
hicles now in service at something like a 
hundred thousand; but, whatever the ex
act figure may be, it is daily on the up-
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grade, for the continued supplies of new 
vehicles are far in excess of those which 
are put out of action from time to time. 

A final word must 
be accorded to that 
form of motor which 
is represented by the 
aeroplane. The sub
ject could only be 
dealt with adequate
ly in a separate arti
cle, but I may say 
here that the use of 
air-craft has exceed
ed, in its results, the 
most sanguine ex
pectations of early 
enthusiasts, among 
whom, as a founder 
member of the Royal 
Aero Club of Great 
Britain, I may in
clude myself. Ev
erywhere the airman 
has been supreme, 
and the British Flying Corps alone has 
made reconnaissances equivalent in mile
age to many circuits of the globe. No 
hostile army has been able to make a sud
den or unexpected change of position with

out its movement being detected from 
afar, and secret operations, unless very 
remote from the front, have proved impos

sible; gun-fire has 
been the more effect
ual because aviators 
have located the en
emy's concealed ar
tillery and signalled 
directions to t h e i r 
own; and, in short, 
in proportion to their 
numbers, the flying 
men have carried off 
the premier honors 
of the war on both 
s i d e s alike. What 
with automobiles of 
every shape on terra 
firma, and aeroplanes 
hovering constantly 
in the e m p y r e a n , 
warfare has been rev
olutionized at every 
point. E v e n t h u s 

the great European conflict may seem to 
be resolving itself all too slowly; but, 
without the motor, no one, in the face of 
these teeming millions, could have dared 
to antedate the finish. 

London motor-'bus with wounded from Antwerp 
arrives at Ghent. 

From a photograph by Underwood & Underwood. 

During the bombardment of Antwerp the London motor-'buses were used in the retreat 



Snow-drifts in the higher altitudes sometimes block the motorist's way. 

MOTORING IN T H E HIGH S I E R R A S 

By Charles J. Belden 
I L L U S T R A T I O N S FROM P H O T O G R A P H S BY T H E A U T H O R 

" Out beyond the high Sierras, where the world is 
big and free, 

M y thoughts do often wander, and 'tis there I 
long to be, 

For the stately pines do whisper and the rugged 
peaks they call 

When the sun sinks down behind them in a 
blood-red fiery bal l ." 

TO the motor
ist with pi
oneering in

stinct who delights 
in exploring t h e 
unbeaten paths of 
t h e w i l d s , the 
great chain of the 
snow-capped Sier-
ran Cordilleras of 
our western coast 
offers untold pos
s i b i l i t i e s . The 

high passes of the Swiss and Italian Alps 

have long since become familiar touring-
grounds, and every season witnesses the 
passage of thousands of motor-cars over 
the Simplon, the St. Gothard, the Mont 
Cenis, and other of the well-known Al
pine roads. 

The Stelvio Pass of the Austrian Tyrol 
has always held an undisputed supremacy 
in Europe as regards altitude and diffi
culty of ascent, and, notwithstanding the 
high degree of reliability of present-day 
machines, many motorists hesitate before 
crossing this pass. The Stelvio reaches an 
altitude of 9,041 feet above sea-level, and 
even in midsummer the traveller may 
expect to encounter snow-storms on the 
summit. This altitude, however, is sur
passed in America by a comparatively un
known pass in the Sierra Nevada Moun
tains called Sonora Pass, located about 
midway between Lake Tahoe and the 
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Yosemite Valley. The route that crosses 
the mountains at this point is known as 
the Mono State Highway and attains an 
altitude of 9,625 feet above sea-level (U. 
S. G. S.). In point of grandeur and superb 

Route over Sonora Pass. 

scenery, this region is equal to that of the 
Stelvio or any other of the more travelled 
Alpine routes of Europe, and in addition 
possesses a variety of features which are 
to be found in no other part of the world. 
A writer, in describing various localities of 
the world, most suited for motion-picture 
production, recently said: " California is, 
indeed, an adaptable place, scenically 
speaking. On a moment's notice it can be 
made to resemble any one of the known 
countries of the civilized globe and some 
that aren't known or civilized." 

The Sierras combine at once, on the 
western slope, a vegetation of the mightiest 
trees of the earth; on the east, a massive 
wall of granite that rises from a shimmer
ing desert below the level of the sea; 
and between the two, a magnificent line of 
snow-capped peaks thrusting their jagged 
summits far into the eternal blue of the 
sky. These mountains are distinctively 
hospitable. In the summer there are no 
storms to drive the traveller from the sum
mits, no avalanches to be feared, and, ex
cept for an occasional afternoon thunder-
shower, the sun shines every day through 
a crystal atmosphere. 

Sonora Pass is approached from San 
Francisco, on the west, over wide, 
smoothly oiled boulevards to Stockton, 
the metropolis of the San Joaquin delta. 
From here the road leads to the sleepy 

town of Sonora through the region once 
inhabited by Bret Harte's picturesque 
characters. Many of the relics of the gold 
days are still in evidence, but the booted 
miner and the sallow-faced gambler have 
disappeared, and the old-timers who can 
recall the author of "The Luck of Roaring 
Camp," "Tennessee's Partner," and other 
stories of '49 are hard to find. After leav
ing Sonora the road passes up through the 
brown foot-hills scantily clothed with oaks, 
maples, California laurel, and with occa
sional digger and pinon pines to remind 
one of the cool forests of magnificent con
ifers beyond. A short distance to the 
north of this route lies the Calaveras 
Grove of Big Trees, one of the noblest of 
all the groups of Sequoia gigantea. Forty 
miles to the southeast as the crow flies is 
the wonderful Yosemite Valley; which, to 
the good fortune of the motorist, is open 
to automobile travel during the summer 
months. 

Perhaps the most inspiring feature of 
the beauty of these mountains is to be 
found in the granite gorges and canyons 
that cleave the western slopes to depths of 
three and four thousand feet. These can-



A Sierra meadow guarded by snow-capped peaks. 
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The struggle between trees and granite begins at an elevation of 7,000 to 8,000 feet. 
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An island-studded inlet of Lake Tahoe strongly reminiscent of its Italian sister Lake Maggiore. 
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yons, of which Yosemite is the most beau
tiful and most widely visited, are thought 
to be the result of violent earth cata
clysms and subsequent erosion by ice and 
water. Sheer walls of granite thousands 
of feet high, that have been smoothed and 
polished by mighty rivers of ice, cannot 
help but impress one with the tremendous 
dynamic forces of nature. 

Continuing up through the foot-hills, 
the grass beside the road gradually be
comes greener and flowing streams replace 
dry creek-beds. Tall, stately pines and 
sequoias begin to appear, and an exuber
ant vegetation supplants the dry, sparse 
growth of the lower country. For a dis
tance of five or six miles the road follows 
along the top of a ridge fifteen hundred 
feet above the North Fork of the Tuol
umne River, finally climbing over the 
divide and dropping down on the other 
side to the South Fork of the Stanislaus. 
This river is crossed at a small mountain 
settlement named Strawberry, and from 
this point there is a stiff climb to the top 
of the next ridge; but the view from the 
summit looking down two thousand feet 
into a deep granite gorge, with a tumbling 
stream at the bottom, well repays the 
effort of ascent. There is now a restful 
glide of three or four miles down to the 
Middle Fork of the Stanislaus, which is 
crossed at Brightman's Flat and whose 
banks are closely followed to one of those 
beautiful mountain garden spots known 
in this case as Kennedy's Meadows. 

This point is six thousand two hundred 
feet above sea-level and marks the begin
ning of the last climb to the summit of the 
pass. The grade rises very steeply and at 
the end of the first mile the river has been 
left almost a thousand feet below. The 
steepest pitch is, by measurement, twenty-
seven per cent at a point called the "Q-
de-Porka." This place is a narrow defile 
through the solid rock, a hundred feet in 
length, forty feet deep, and just wide 
enough to allow a machine to pass. With 
an underpowered machine '' Q-de-Porka'' 
would present serious difficulties. 

The scenery now becomes more rugged; 
the large trees begin to disappear and are 
replaced by gnarled and twisted specimens 
entirely lacking in the symmetry and rich 
foliage of their lower neighbors. The road 
leads steadily upward, and as one gazes at 

the serrated outline of the peaks towering 
above, it seems as though the road could 
go no farther and that it must momen
tarily come to an abrupt end against a 
granite wall. Just as this is about to hap
pen, however, a narrow canyon opens up 
on one side and a steep rise half a mile in 
length brings the summit into view. The 
motorist is now above perpetual snow-line, 
and if it is early in the season snow-drifts 
may block the way. By the first or mid
dle of July, however, the road has usually 
been opened to ordinary travel by the 
California State Highway Commission 
and may be relied upon as being in pass
able condition. A glorious run on high 
gear through beautiful alpine meadows, 
covered with succulent grass and spring 
wild flowers, brings one to the foot of the 
last ascent, which is rather abrupt but for
tunately only a few hundred feet in length. 
On all sides rugged granite peaks rise into 
the impenetrable vault of hollow space 
above, and the silence and desolation of 
this inferno of rock and ice are broken only 
by the hum of the motor. As the last rise 
is surmounted at good speed on second 
gear, both hand and foot brakes are sud
denly applied and the startled passenger 
in the tonneau is brought to his feet by the 
yawning chasm in front. The summit has 
been gained and the crest is so narrow that 
the water from the overflow of the grum
bling radiator trickles away to the east 
while the rear wheels are still resting on 
the western slope. The scene that falls 
away under the traveller's feet is almost 
terrifying in its aspect and gives one the 
familiar sensation experienced in a rapidly 
descending elevator. The words of that 
genial and beloved mountaineer Clarence 
King are recalled and describe the view 
with the fidelity of the genius he possessed: 

"Eas t the whole range fell in sharp, hur
rying abruptness to the desert, where, ten 
thousand feet below, lay a vast expanse 
of arid plain intersected by low parallel 
ranges traced from north to south. Upon 
the one side a thousand sculptures of 
stone, hard, sharp, shattered by cold into 
infiniteness of fractures and rift, springing 
up, mutely severe, into the dark, austere 
blue of heaven; scarred and marked, ex
cept where snow and ice, spiked down by 
ragged granite bolts, shields with its pale 
armor these rough mountain shoulders, 
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storm-tinted at summit, and dark where, 
swooping down from ragged cliff, the rocks 
plunge over canyon walls into blue, silent 
gulfs." 

Behind stood " the West chain, a great 

A crude mountain bridge spanning the Middle Fork of the Stanislaus. 

mural ridge watched over by heights . . . 
defining against the western sky a multi
tude of peaks and spires. Bold buttresses 
jut out through fields of ice and reach 
down stone arms among snow and debris. 
North and south of us the higher, or east
ern, summit stretched on in miles and miles 
of snow-peaks, the farthest horizon still 
crowded with their white points. 

"The two halves of this view, both in 
sight at once, express the highest, the 
most acute, aspects of desolation—inani

mate forms out of which something living 
has gone forever. From the desert have 
been dried up and blown away its seas. 
Their shores and white, salt-strewn bot
toms lie there in the eloquence of death. 

Sharp, white light glances from all the 
mountain walls, where in marks and pol-
ishings has been written the epitaph of 
glaciers now melted and vanished into air. 
Vacant canyons lie open to the sun, bare, 
treeless, half-shrouded with snow, cum
bered with loads of broken debris, still as 
graves, except when flights of rocks rush 
down some chasm's throat, startling the 
mountains with harsh, dry rattle, their 
fainter echoes from below followed too 
quickly by dense silence." 
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This country is in striking contrast to 
that which has been left behind. The 
fertile valleys and well-watered fields of 
the western base of the mountains are re
placed on the east by a succession of bar
ren, rocky arroyos, alkaline wastes, and 
dry plains covered with the pungent sage
brush. The descent into this desert coun
try is more abrupt than the long, sweeping 
slope that has just been ascended, and 
it is not long before the cool mountain 
heights are left behind and the odor of hot 
sage begins to fill one's nostrils. Just be
fore emerging onto the desert there is a 
delightful, cool meadow known as Leav-
itt 's Meadow which affords an ideal 
resting-place. The Upper Walker River, 
which meanders through its soft green 
turf, dotted here and there with groves of 
cottonwoods, affords ample sport for the 
disciples of Izaak Walton. At a point just 
below the meadow the road forks. The 
branch to the south leads past Mono 
Lake, down through the Owens River 
Valley and Death Valley to join the 
Santa Fe trail. The branch to the north 
follows through the canyon of the Walker 
River and, hugging close under the massive 
wall of the Sierras, joins the great Lincoln 
Highway at Reno. 

The canyons that cut through the east
ern flank of the mountain bear mute evi
dence of one of the results of the rejection 
in 1873 of silver as a monetary standard. 
This region was formerly settled by thriv
ing silver-mining towns, whose relative de
gree of importance used to be judged by 
the number of saloons they boasted; but 
the Demonetization Act of 1873 reduced 
the value of silver to such an extent that 
the mines were shut down. There were 

no other means of livelihood in these rocky 
Sierra gorges, and the settlements were 
consequently abandoned to the mercies 
of winter storms and spring floods. All 
that remains of Silver Mountain, once a 
prosperous town of forty saloons and six 
thousand people, is the stone jail with its 
iron-barred windows. The forty saloons 
undoubtedly accounted for the solid con
struction of this building. To an inquiry 
as to the present population of a one-time 
" c i ty" that still lingers in a dejected state, 
the '' oldest inhabitant ' ' replied in a drawl: 
"Wal, I reckon it's about sixty-five or 
sixty-seven; I ain't quite sure which." 

From Reno the ascent to that wonderful 
gem of all Sierra lakes, Tahoe, is a matter 
of a few hours over a well-travelled route. 
The new State road that leads for twenty-
five miles around the western shore offers 
views over this magnificent body of prus-
sian-blue water that are unrivalled even by 
the Axenstrasse and Lake Lucerne, or the 
more subdued beauty of the Italian lakes. 
The road at times follows the very shore 
of the lake, enabling the traveller to peer 
down through the transparent depths. At 
times sheer rock faces descend to the 
water's edge and the road circles upward 
along ledges cut from the solid granite. 
At one point the road-bed traverses the 
face of a cliff five hundred feet above 
Tahoe's surface and presents an outlook 
over an island-studded inlet strongly remi-
niscent of its Italian sister Lake Maggiore. 
Passing under the snow-capped mass of 
Mount Tallac, a wide and well-graded 
route leads down beside the rushing tor
rent of the American River, out, through 
the foot-hills, to the well-oiled boulevards 
of the Sacramento Valley. 



T H E W O M A N A T T H E W H E E L 

By Herbert Ladd Towle 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY S. W E R N E R , AND FROM P H O T O G R A P H S 

WHAT c h a n g e s a 
dozen years have 
wrought in mo
toring ! Men no 
longer buy c a r s 
for the fun of dis
covering why they 
w o n ' t go, b u t 
wholly in the pro
saic expectat ion 
t h a t t h e y will. 
Little do the be
ginners of to-day 
know of the stern 
joys of conquest 

which once made every mile a triumph! 
To-day a man must drive his car to death 
to have anything more serious than ar
rest happen to him. And now we see 
women driving motor-cars for all the world 
as if they belonged at the wheel! 

Young girls, most of them, hardly out 
of their teens—they meet you everywhere, 
garbed in duster and gauntlets, manipu
lating gears and brakes with the assurance 
of veterans. Not always in little lady
like cars, either. If you visited last sum
mer a resort blessed with good roads, 
whether East or West, you saw " sixes " of 
patrician fame and railroad speed, with 
Big Sister sitting coolly at the wheel, 
pausing at the post-office on their way for 
a country spin. And you wondered if the 
callow youth seated beside the competent 
pilot would ever have the gumption to 
handle a real car himself! 

An amazing change, even from the 
view-point of only three years ago ! Have 
the women suddenly gained courage, or 
have motor-cars altogether lost their for
midable mien ? 

Something of both, no doubt, but es
pecially something of the latter. Cars 
are being perfected, not merely in delicacy 
of control, but in the total elimination of 
certain demands for strength and skill. 
Engine-starters—now next to universal, 

save on the lightest cars—are the most 
notable instance. You no longer whirl a 
crank or dexterously "snap her over"; 
you merely press a foot-plunger and an 
electric (or sometimes pneumatic) motor 
spins the engine merrily till the explosions 
start. A storage-battery furnishes cur
rent for both starter and lamps and a 
little dynamo mounted on the engine 
keeps the battery charged. I t isn't a toy, 
that starting-motor; some kinds are pow
erful enough to propel the whole car while 
briskly turning the engine ! 

Cranking-up is not the only task that 
the woman driver may now avoid. Gear-
shifting, in the larger cars, demands real 
strength as well as knack. Some progress 
has been made of late in developing elec
tric gear-shifts, operated by buttons on 
the wheel. You press the proper button 
at leisure; then at the right moment you 
unclutch for the briefest instant—and the 
gears shift automatically. 

A control feature that requires no 
strength but lots of "knowing how" is 
the spark advance. Many persons who 
handle the wheel well, but have only a 
vague idea of what is under the hood, 
never acquire that difficult art. A "spark 
knock" means nothing to them; they are 
deaf alike to the piteous pleadings of their 
cylinders and to the rumblings that tell of 
late ignition and a heated engine. For 
these chronic amateurs the automatic 
spark advance, to be found on a number 
of cars this year, is an unalloyed boon; and 
even to the seasoned driver it is a benefit, 
as meaning one less control to think about. 

The tire problem, it must be admit
ted, remains in an unsatisfactory state. 
Power-pumps there are, but simply get
ting the tire on and off is no light task. 
With practice a woman can manage a 
small tire, say up to 32 x 3 1/2 inches. 
Some can handle larger ones; but, as a 
rule, if even a medium-sized tire goes flat 
a woman must have masculine help, and 
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Suburban life is enhanced by the use of small cars which easily connect the 
home and country club. 

if the gallant rescuer isn't at hand she 
must wait till he appears. 

However, it is quite practicable to avoid 
almost all tire trouble by the use of suit
able protectors. These, if properly made, 
can stay on as long 
as desired without 
injuring the tires or 
seriously reducing 
speed. T h e y pre
vent punctures and 
cuts, a n d in w e t 
weather they pre
vent skidding with
out need of special 
n o n - s k i d attach
ments. T h e y a r e 
scarcely s u i t e d to 
fast going, and they 
must be judiciously 
selected, as not all 
types are beneficial; 
but for women, at 
least, the tire insur
ance they can give 
is much more use
ful than speed. 

Engine-starters— 

electric gear-shift—automatic spark ad
vance— power air-pump or tire protect
ors—an engine running more smoothly and 
tractably than ever before;—cars better 
built and garages more numerous: is it 
a wonder that so many women are driv
ing? 

I lately asked several 
representative car manu
facturers what propor
tion of their sales are for 
w o m e n ' s use. O n e , 
building a car above the 
average in both power 
and price, replied that in 
Detroit sixteen per cent 
of his sales were of that 
c h a r a c t e r , a n d he 
thought the same pro
portion would hold good 
elsewhere. A n o t h e r , 
building enormous num
bers of a l i g h t c a r 
p e c u l i a r l y suited to 
women's u s e , reported 
estimates from various 
branches ranging from 
one per cent in Fargo and 
t w o per c e n t in San 

Francisco to twenty-five per cent in Co
lumbus and Minneapolis and thirty-one 
per cent in Oklahoma City. The average 
was better than ten per cent. A third, 
building a popular small runabout, esti-

A Liverpool (England) woman in an American car in which she competed 
in the Austrian Alpine trials of 1914. 

mates that twenty-five percent of his sales 
are for women. 

In some localities the percentage of 
women drivers is even greater. In Lenox, 
Mass., for example, a census of thirty-four 
car-owning families shows sixteen women 
drivers, of whom seven drive medium to 
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The luxurious closed electric. 

high-power cars. In Stockbridge, near by, 
six car-owning families number—mothers 
and daughters — eleven feminine drivers, 
six of w h o m a r e 
above the small-car 
class! 

What then? Are 
we who have safely 
outgrown the mania 
of haste to see it run 
a yet more scintillant 
course in our better 
halves? In t r u t h , 
the idea of a speed
ing career for mother 
and the girls does not 
appeal to us. Mo
tor speeding is essen
tially a man's sport, 
like polo, yachting, 
and ice-boating. All 
are trials of strength 
and nerve as well as 
of skill. The only 
reason that women 
drive cars at all is 
that they may do so 
without courting the joys and risks of 
speed; and if they sometimes drive fast, it 
is only because the demand for strength 
and nerve is less than in purely mascu
line sports. 

In reality there is less feminine speeding 
than might be supposed. The average 
woman has small taste for mechanics; she 
pushes this lever and pulls that with only 

a vague knowledge of how the 
final result is produced; and she 
is well aware that if anything goes 
wrong she will have to wait for 
masculine succor. It is really the 
exceptional woman, not the aver
age one, who ventures much be
yond the safe-and-sane limit of 
twenty-five miles an hour. 

So we may look to see the 
majority of women content with 
small cars. Even the speed fever 
is not incurable; one good scare 
will go far to heal it, and, in any 
case, it is bound to run its course. 
Excitement will in time be elim
inated as a motif for women's 
driving, save in the case of a few 
young girls. There remain two 
other motifs: the p l e a s u r e of 
country d r i v i n g (apart f rom 

unusual speed) and plain utility work, 
as in shopping and visiting. Are these 
also transitory? 

An electric roadster of touring possibilities. 

This car has made frequent trips of sixty to ninety miles on one charge. 

What of touring? Rural innkeepers 
are complaining even now of the falling 
off in cross-country patronage; there is 
little doubt that, despite the greatly in
creased number of cars, there is less actual 
touring than there was. Again it is the 
spur of novelty that is gone; but here it 
is only the novelty of speed. Few among 
us can devote so much time to pleasure as 
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to exhaust the touring routes within our 
reach. And, with all the novelty of driv
ing gone, there will yet be a delight in vis
iting new fields, in climbing new heights 
to survey the vistas beyond, in finding 
new beauty spots by lake and river and 
ocean, in communing afresh with the 
venerable woods, and in brightening 
old memories of perfect days by re
visiting their scenes. These things 
uplift the spirit. 

Most tours are family affairs, and I 
fancy that the average woman will 
g l a d l y yield the responsibility to 
stronger hands. However self-reli
ant when alone, she " likes to be taken 
care of" when she may. And tour
ing, even with all the mechanical aids 
I have n a m e d , is real work; the 
heavier the car and the rougher and 
hillier the road, the more strenuous it 
is. A White Mountain or even Penn
sylvania tour keeps one very busy 
indeed, and a hundred and fifty miles 
of it in a day will tire any one. Hence, 
I fancy that, while tours will always 
be enjoyed, the woman's part in them 
will have to do with the hampers and 
personal belongings rather than with 
the actual management of the car. 

Let us turn to every-day matters 
— to the life of the average woman 
in suburb or country. Here we find 
a big and vital need which, if satisfied, 
will make hundreds of thousands of 
women motorists. 

The suburban man, going to busi
ness in the city, has unlimited trans
portation for his needs. To him his 
country home is a " sweet inne from 
care and wearisome turmoyle." But 
his wife and daughters don't go to 
the city. They must visit the butcher, 
the post-office, and their neighbors on 
foot, adding the labor of walking to that 
of keeping house; and for lack of time 
and strength they stay at home when 
they can. The green, open spaces about 
them are to their scanty powers more like 
prison bars than a charter of liberty! 

The very limitations which deter most 
women from motoring for sport cry out 
for aid in their common duties. Unless 
the average woman can get about in the 
country both easily and freely, she will 
continue to prefer the near neighbor

hood of railroad and trolley, as she does 
to-day. And as she elects, you and I 
will follow. 

Oh, yes, women can drive! But how 
many of them feel really at home with 
gasolene cars, even the simplest? How 

Reproduced by courtesy of "Motor." 

An American car in England. 

The Gateway, designed by Inigo Jones, is at the entrance of Stanway 
House, seat of Lord and Lady Elcho. 

many, after the newness is gone, would 
not prefer to drive a horse if he were only 
faster ? No matter how facile the clutch 
and transmission, they are there. The 
ideal woman's car must demand nothing of 
her but pushing a lever and steering; and 
it must be said that the gasolene car gives 
but a vague promise of realizing that ideal. 

The electric, then ? Observe the thou
sands of women in all our cities and towns 
who are using electrics to-day—using 
them for visiting, shopping, the theatre, 
with every sign of entire content. Note 
the comfort, the silent running, the clean 
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floors and cushions, the ideally simple 
control, the ability to travel as fast as city 
conditions demand. Reflect that these 
vehicles can travel, under favorable con
ditions, as much as eighty or ninety miles 
on a single charge, with a substantial in
crease from an hour's "boost" at noon. 
From Boston to Providence, from Phila
delphia to Cape May are within the one-
day capabilities of present electric ve
hicles. Observe further that the charg
ing is a comparatively simple matter— 
one can even do it at home by the aid of 
a modern charging set with automatic 
devices to prevent overcharge. 

For the city woman, at least, who can 
afford such a car, the electric is frankly 
ideal. I t answers every possible require
ment of her personal use, and at least 
nine tenths of all the electrics sold are 
primarily for women to drive. So handy 
are they, indeed, that the men are not 
slow to borrow them. 

Of the actual number of electrics in use, 
it is impossible to get figures. Pennsyl
vania has about eleven thousand; Cleve
land is estimated to have one thousand 
five hundred electrics, and its near-by 
suburbs five hundred more. With recent 
improvements in batteries and construc
tion generally, the number of these ve
hicles is certain to increase largely. 

Are we then to conclude that the elec
tric offers the future solution of the 
woman's problem generally? Mr. Edi
son and Doctor Charles P. Steinmetz have 
gone further, and declare that the electric 
is destined to be the universal car. And 
if it is half as well suited to suburban and 
rural use as to urban, their prophecy may 
come true. But is it? 

Mr. Edison, I believe, looks forward to 
a time when, by aid of universal charging 
or exchanging stations, electrics will be 
used for touring, to the exclusion of gaso
lene cars. Doctor Steinmetz holds that 
the attraction of touring, like that of the 
old "century runs" of cycle clubs, is 
merely its novelty. In a few years its 
charm will have worn off; and, with the 
fashionable pacemakers abandoning the 
sport, the public will presently do likewise. 
A million or more handy little electric run
abouts, of thirty-mile radius and costing 
five hundred dollars or less, will take the 
place of the present fussy and costly gaso
lene cars, and everybody will run all his 
errands in them. As for touring, that will 
be done by railway, as in the good old days. 

Delectable visions, indeed ! Not quite 
consistent, to be sure, since Mr. Edison is 
still willing to let us tour by automobile, 
provided we use electric cars. One is 
tempted to wonder, however, whether the 

If the gallant rescuer isn't at hand, she must wait till he appears. 



A Fifth Avenue group, showing two miniatures and an electric. 

social disfavor and impatience of bother 
foreseen by Doctor Steinmetz are more 
likely to give touring its coup de grace than 
the invincible leisureliness of Mr. Edison's 
favorite vehicle. 

The real trouble with electric touring is 
the high cost of combining speed with 
mileage. The vehicles able to go one hun
dred miles on a charge weigh four thou
sand pounds and cost nearly three thou
sand dollars. One may get a gasolene 
car, weighing one thousand five hundred 
pounds and costing seven hundred and 
fifty dollars or less, which will go both 
farther and faster on a tankful of gasolene. 
The owner of an electric must shape his 
route, willy-nilly, with an eye to charging-
stations and good roads. The gasolene-
car owner may start in the morning, ride 
all day in any direction, and find gasolene 
and oil wherever he happens to be at night. 

And who of us, on an open road, or a little 
behind his schedule, is willing to give up 
that seldom-used but invaluable reserve 
of speed? 

No; I fear that, with all its admirable 
qualities—qualities that have made it the 
city vehicle par excellence for those who 
can afford it—you and I will not live to 
see the electric car a popular favorite for 
touring, save, perhaps, among elderly per
sons well blessed with time and money 
and wishing to avoid all semblance of ex
citement. 

What, then, of the utility runabout pre
dicted by Doctor Steinmetz? Surely a 
million or two of these will not be too 
many to satisfy an eager public! Yet if 
you propound this idea to a maker of elec
tric vehicles he will reply with a tinge of 
sarcasm that he already has more than 
enough of just such vehicles—not new, to 
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be sure, but in excellent order, the same 
being his own earlier models taken in 
trade for the later eighty to ninety mile 
vehicles, and scarcely salable to-day for 
the price of the tires. With a million like 
them the industry would be bankrupt! 
If the public really wanted that sort of 
vehicle it could have it to-morrow. But 
the demand simply does not exist. The 
public insists on reserve mileage and a 
fair speed, even though weight, tire cost, 
and charging expense must be piled high 
to secure them. 

In view of the total lack of public in
terest at present in the light utility elec
tric, the question whether the public's 
taste may change ten years from now 
seems rather academic. However, it 
seems a safe prediction that if the car of 
Doctor Steinmetz's vision becomes a real
ity it will be only as a specialized type, 
very useful to those who want that type, 
but by no means elbowing other types off 
the map in order to gain its place in the 
sun. For those who want it will be the 
city and suburban dwellers who can afford 
it in addition to the gasolene touring car— 
not in place of the latter. 

As its up-keep and charging expense 
will be small, the small electric can replace 
the touring car for local use with real 
economy. To be sure, the best opinion 
places its probable cost at much nearer 
eight hundred dollars than five hundred 
dollars, since its chief elements of cost— 

copper, lead or nickel, hard rubber, and 
tires—are irreducible regardless of quan
tity manufacture. Nevertheless, the fam
ily that can afford a fifteen-hundred-dollar 
touring car will probably spend less, 
rather than more, by adding an eight-hun
dred-dollar electric. 

Recent improvements in motors and 
batteries will make the future small elec
tric somewhat faster than its early proto
types ; it will have the weather protection 
which the other certainly lacked, and in 
appearance it will be much less like a 
buggy and more like a real car. 

So it seems that we may see the woman's 
problem actually solved, as regards that 
class of families living in cities or suburbs 
and able to spend a certain minimum on 
their automobiles. True, thirty miles is 
a very small radius when we reduce it still 
further by bad roads and weather, but 
still it is doubtless enough for the strictly 
local uses we have described, and, with a 
gasolene car available for longer runs, the 
handicaps of the electric will not be felt. 

Before leaving the subject, mention 
should be made of a novel method of 
combining a gasolene engine with electric 
transmission, thereby eliminating both 
the clutch and the usual gears. I t is too 
technical to describe here, and cars em
bodying it are not yet on the market; but 
it has the important features of weighing, 
power for power, but little more than or
dinary gear transmission and of wasting 
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little more energy in transmission than is 
lost in sliding gears. Against these slight
ly greater losses are to be set some remark
able gains in control. An electric switch 
takes the place of both clutch and gear 
shift; one can reverse by electricity, go 
up a grade at any speed from a crawl, 
stop, start again, and back down simply 
by manipulating the switch—nothing else. 
Speeding or slowing the engine automatic
ally speeds or slows the car. With the 
switch properly set, speeding the engine 
gives the necessary pull for a slow climb 
up-hill. Only for extreme demands is a 
special low gear provided. 

Such a car would, indeed, solve the prob
lem for the woman driver ! I don't know 
what it will cost, though I don't see how it 
can ever be cheap. But add that to six 
cylinders, a self-starting engine, automatic 
spark advance, electric lights, and punc-
tureless tires, and tell me what more is 
needed to make motoring luxury! 

But what of the families that cannot 
afford fifteen-hundred-dollar cars with 
electrics added ? And what of the farmers' 
wives and daughters, for whom electrics 
are clearly impractical? Each of these 
classes is much larger than that just men
tioned. Is there an ideal car for them, too ? 

The answer for the present must be 
"No." But we need not despair, for few 
ideals are ever quite realized, and most of 
us have to get along with the best substi
tute we can find. There is a substitute 
already on the way here, in the shape of 
the miniature gasolene runabout, which 
bids fair to afford at least a workable 
solution of the problem. 

Dubbed in some of its forms a cycle-car, 
touted with mistaken zeal as a pocket-
edition man's car, and still undergoing 
changes in design with kaleidoscopic ra
pidity and variety, this miniature type of 
car yet holds the germ of a great possi
bility as a woman's utility runabout. 
Even with the standard forms of clutch, 
transmission, and control, the very light
ness of all the parts makes operation little 
more difficult than that of a motor sewing-
machine—certainly not harder than, say, 
running a small motor-boat. 

At present it must be said few of these 
machines have reached such a stage of per
fection as to promise good results in un
skilled hands. Some of them are shock

ingly crude, and even the best have not 
been in use long enough to have their 
weak points eliminated. But the logic of 
the demand is too strong to be gainsaid. 
I believe the next few years will see many 
thousands of these machines used by 
women with as much satisfaction as can 
be had from anything short of the electric. 
And as their cost will be but half that of 
the smallest practical electric, a small 
touring car can be kept with them at a 
total first cost which need not exceed one 
thousand two hundred dollars. Not im
possibly this will ultimately be the plan 
adopted by the greatest number of car-
owning families. 

Still other thousands of women, after 
learning to drive for fun, will find the 
small gasolene family car sufficiently driv-
able for daily use, and the one machine 
will then serve all purposes—as, indeed, it 
does to-day in thousands of families that 
cannot afford to have two cars. The 
necessary compromise here is a car serv
ing both uses as nearly as may be and 
costing not over, say, eight hundred dol
lars. In this class of owners will no doubt 
be found the majority of farming families, 
not always from motives of economy, but 
because farming women take to driving 
more readily than their urban sisters. 

The fact that the present trend is set
ting so strongly toward small cars is sig
nificant of the time to come when women 
will feel much more generally at home in 
them than is to-day the case; and for the 
present we may well be content with this, 
without crying too insistently for an ideal 
woman's car not yet in sight. We know, 
at any rate, that a million and three 
quarters pleasure cars are in use in this 
country, and it is a safe guess that two 
hundred thousand women are managing 
very well with the cars they have. That 
is surely a good beginning, and a pleasant 
augury of the time when the automobile's 
liberating mission will be fulfilled. For 
of one thing we are already sure—be it 
ideal or only near-ideal, the woman's 
motor-car will have a vital place in the 
social economy of the future. It will sup
ply the one link till lately missing in the 
chain making for a saner distribution of 
population and a more wholesome envi
ronment for our children. And as such 
we welcome it with thankful hearts. 
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By Katharine Fullerton Gerould 

HE doctor had been no more 
disheartening than usual; 
b u t it was disheartening 
enough to know tha t he 
would have to come and 
come, and that there would 

never be any good news for him to bring. 
Marie Farrant had learned both to wel
come and to dread his firm tread across 
the floor of their little sitting-room. She 
welcomed any break: any hint in her hus
band's sick-room that such sick-rooms 
were not the whole of life, that there were 
people who came and went, in health if 
not in leisure. At the same time, she 
dreaded each day's confirmation of the 
fact that her husband would never get 
well. The doctor's firm tread seemed to 
reiterate Leo's doom: the six steps across 
the sitting-room to the bedroom had al
ways the same cadence, were like one 
grave sentence daily repeated, in precisely 
the same words. And you paid, too, for 
the repeated phrase: paid, relatively if 
not absolutely, as if it had been a famous 
aria of a famous tenor, rising nightly 
behind footlights. I t was over-familiar; 
there was never a new word, though ap
parently the case was so bad that the old 
ones had to be said often; it was all a part 
of the technique of slow dying. Leo Far-
rant himself had no hope. Even before 
this last malady had come upon him he 
had had none. Hope had forsaken the 
middle-aged painter, with the accident 
that had lost him his right hand and arm. 
Thanks to a frightened horse, a precious 
limb had gone to the scrap-heap: as pre
cious, Marie Farrant had thought, as any 
saint's bones hoarded in a jewelled rel
iquary. Only, Farrant 's hand, cut off 
from the guidance of his brain and eye, 
could, naturally, work no miracles. He 
had begun to die, she often thought, back 
there, when it all happened. What with 
the nervous breakdown after the acci
dent, there hadn't been any life in him, to 
call life, for five years; though even now 
he was, as periods are estimated, in a 
noble prime. 

With Farrant 's fame increasing, and 
his pictures selling better and better, there 
had been no need for them to save money 
—and they hadn't saved. They had rid
den the crest of their wave: perhaps be
cause they knew the ways of waves, per
haps because they fancied that it was 
something bigger than a wave—a tide, a 
sea—that carried them so lightly and tri
umphantly onward. Mrs. Farrant 's first 
act, after the operation, had been to liqui
date all debts—precisely as if he had died. 
They had been paid, as the future bills 
were to be, from her own little capital. 
Now, towards the end, she could only won
der if her balance would hold out until he 
died. There was nothing she could do to 
earn money; she could only hypothetically 
save it by nursing him herself, day and 
night. He didn't know how close they 
were to nothing at all; and she thanked 
God their friends didn't. She had paid 
without questioning bills that had been 
incurred in their tempestuous and lavish 
period—even bills that might have been 
challenged; she had hunted up every last 
scrap of an indebtedness and discharged 
it fantastically—literally, in one or two 
cases, compounding the interest on an old 
loan of ten pounds in impoverished bach
elor days. She had tracked and snared, 
she believed, the last and least of them. 
Now there was nothing left—so little, at 
least, that the phrase which the doctor's 
firm tread reiterated for her sounded often 
like the mere naming of his fee. She 
added up his visits, in naked figures, on 
her calendar; she did all her purchasing 
on a cash basis; she paid their landlady 
weekly. Marie Farrant believed there 
would be enough to see Leo through the 
six months the doctor thought he might 
live; but she could not have borne it not 
to know, each night, where they stood fi
nancially. To have been vague about the 
smallest account would have given her a 
nervous chill. 

To-day the doctor had prescribed an 
expensive drug; and when she could leave 
Leo for a moment, she took out her cheque-
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book and calculated. She hated to with
draw one penny before interest-day. Not 
that it mattered—the interest on that 
dwindling principal; yet she had a super
stition to the effect that if she neglected 
one contrivance, one expedient, of poverty, 
disaster would somehow be justified. She 
knew that nothing was more probable 
than disaster; but she didn't want to tax 
herself, in stricken future days, with hav
ing lifted a finger to invite it. One su
perstition, finally, got the better of the 
other: she would let the druggist" charge" 
it, and after the 1st she would pay him. 
She put up the cheque-book and went 
back to Leo. 

Any one seeing Leo Farrant high against 
his pillows would have noted that he was 
very handsome, very keen, and very ill. 
His chestnut hair was dusted over with 
silver; his lean brown face had paled life
lessly in long confinement; he was wasted 
with his malady. Yet none of the old 
signs had gone; and, looking at him for 
the first time, you could have guessed all 
that he had been. His wife, tired though 
she was, glowed to her finger-tips with the 
sense of his rarity. I t had been to keep 
that sense undefiled that she had paid off 
so munificently everything that could con
ceivably constitute a claim on him; that 
she now slaved over their mean little ac
counts so that no one should ever have 
to know how hard up Leo Farrant was. 
When, after the accident, he had won
dered, before her, if there weren't some
thing he could " d o , " she had cried out 
against the notion. He had done one thing 
supremely well; if Heaven had taken away 
his means of doing that, it wasn't his duty 
to cast about for lesser ways of serving 
Heaven. They had given up their house, 
sold most of their possessions, and, after a 
vain interval at a sanatorium, had come 
to Mrs. Bleeker's to live in two rooms with 

.an attic above them for storage. They 
had been meek enough for righteousness; 
she wasn't going to be meeker than tha t ! 
She had been rewarded by being able to 
keep the sense of him as a creature afflict
ed from without but unconsumed from 
within. He was as magnificent as ever, 
bar what the gods had done to him. No 
one should remember him—she clutched 
the determination to her heart afresh— 
as anything but what he really was. He 

should go down grandly to the tomb, 
aware of what he was good for, and dis
daining to try anything else. 

" I have to go out and get this prescrip
tion for you, Leo. Can you spare me for 
twenty minutes? The bell is just by 
your hand." 

"Spare you? Yes, my dear, always, if 
I have to." Then he looked at her—dif
fidently, if a creature of his mold could 
be diffident. " I say, Marie, that stuff— 
what's its name?—is very dear, isn't it? " 

She smiled. " What in the world should 
have set you to counting pence ? I count 
them; and you can count on me. We can 
afford anything you need. Certainly, if 
we had got to the point where you couldn't 
have medicines, I think you'd see it in my 
face." 

He smoothed the counterpane with his 
deft fingers—fingers that had matched so 
well, for beauty, the fingers they could 
not match for skill. "Well, if you insist 
on it, I think I do see it in your face. 
The lines are as beautiful as ever, but— 
you've aged. There are two gray hairs 
over your right temple. I wish you'd give 
me some notion of how much we have 
left. His damned medicine won't do me 
any good, you know." 

"Did he tell you t h a t ? " 
"The doctor? He never tells me any

thing, of course. He's perfectly good 
form." 

" H e told me it might help." 
" I n what sense?" 
" M y dear"—she looked him straight 

in the eyes—"you know there's only one 
sense I think of: the sense of making you 
more comfortable." 

"You mean there isn't any ultimate 
hope?" 

"Wha t is the hope any living creature 
has except the hope of being comfortable 
a little longer instead of a little shorter 
t ime?" She asked it very gravely; and 
he was wise enough not to mistake it for 
an evasion. 

"You're a brick, Marie: I'll say that 
for you, any day. Of course, we know, 
both of us, that there isn't much hope. If 
a miracle turns up, we'll meet it standing, 
in perfectly good order. We won't crane 
our necks for it, will we, any more than 
we do for the other thing? But, all the 
same, how much have we g o t ? " 
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Marie Farrant smiled again at her hus
band. "Leo, why did you give me a 
power of attorney four years ago?" 

"Because I couldn't stand the look of 
my left-handed scrawl." 

"No t a bit of it. You gave it to me 
because you knew that I should manage 
better than you could. Well, I've done 
it: I've managed marvellously. We can 
afford quarts of this medicine if it's neces
sary. Of course, it's obvious that, if we 
were rich, we shouldn't be living as we are. 
But we shall do very well, if you won't 
worry. We don't owe any one a penny. 
Does that satisfy you?" 

"No t quite." He shifted himself on 
his pillows, with a sudden involuntary 
muscular contraction. Pain, of course— 
she knew it. Mrs. Farrant laid the pre
scription on a table, and sat down in a 
chair beside the bed. "You don't need 
that until night, anyhow. I won't go out 
now. We'll lay this little fretful ghost." 

The stab of pain had gone as suddenly 
as it came, leaving an exquisite sensation 
of relief. Mrs. Farrant knew, from the 
slight motion of his features, as well as if 
she were bearing it herself. She took his 
hand in hers. " What is it, dear ? " 

He was weaker and whiter, for an in
stant, than he had been before; but his 
voice was fairly strong. 

" It 's only that I let everything go after 
this happened. As we both know, I wasn't 
fit for anything. I didn't attempt to 
straighten things out, really. I haven't 
an idea how my debts and assets finally 
came out. Then you took everything 
over, and we've gone along swimmingly. 
Only—I've been afraid, for months, that 
we were living on your money. I haven't 
liked to speak of it; but it's so evident I 
shan't last much longer that I 'd like to 
talk it over once with you." 

"Well: even if we had been living on 
what you call my money, what difference 
would that make?" 

"The difference, dear, that I shouldn't 
have the luxury of feeling at peace about 
your future." 

" Do you mean that, if you knew I had 
a sufficient income, you would feel at 
peace about my future? " 

He could not, with those eyes looking 
firmly into his, descend to brutal con
ventionalities. "You know what I mean, 

dear. At peace, in the sense that I should 
know you could afford to hide your hurt 
wherever you liked." 

" I give you my word of honor that, if 
you do leave me, I shall be able to do 
that ." 

He smiled at her, visibly relieved. 
Then he saw what sense might be read 
into her words. " I don't mean that, 
Marie. Why, even I don't want to die." 

She stirred a little. " T h a t is mag
nificent of you. Or do you mean only 
that you don't want to leave me by my
self?" 

"That , above all. But I mean it 
otherwise, too. I don't want to turn my 
back on beauty." 

They had never shirked analysis. " Ah, 
my dear, for all the beauty you see nowa
days !" She looked round the sick-room. 

" I don't mean that. My eyes have 
seen enough in their time—too much, I 
sometimes think; for I can remember the 
individual sneer of every damned Gothic 
gargoyle I ever saw—and the hand is 
gone." He glanced involuntarily at the 
limp sleeve of his pajama jacket. 

"You wouldn't have touched a Gothic 
gargoyle, even to caricature it, and you 
well know it ," she broke in. 

"Humph—yes. Forgive my splenetic 
illustration. I only intended to say that 
I could lie here and remember, with my 
eyes shut, enough beauty to keep me 
going until I was ninety. What I meant 
by beauty is something quite different." 

" L o v e ? " 
"Love? Oh, love, my dear. How 

many people have really known it since 
the world began ? Love's a special case. 
No, I mean the sheer beauty of conscious
ness—the miracle of human intelligence, 
pure and simple. Tha t is the loveliest 
phenomenon of the cosmos. What luck 
to have had it for a little while ! To feel 
oneself think—even pain can't utterly des
troy the good of that. I 'd rather think 
as a lunatic than not think at all. One 
hates to turn one's back on it—to put 
down the cup for good and all." 

"You know I don't agree with you 
about that, Leo." 

"No—I know. You keep a religion 
going somewhere. I suppose the reason 
why it has never made any difference be
tween us is that, if you're right, why, I 'm 



Leda and the Swan 227 

in unexpected luck; and if I 'm right— 
bless your heart, you'll never even know 
it, so you won't mind." He was silent 
for a moment. " I s there anything left 
in the studio that one could sell?" 

She shook her head. " I don't think 
so." 

" I wish I could get up there and see." 
He frowned slightly. " I ' ve never been 
there, you know; and I don't know just 
what there is." 

"Ah, my dear—for all it is! An attic 
with a skylight, full of old boxes. There 
are some sketches, but I don't think a 
salable thing. Besides—aren't you going 
to let me keep anything?" 

"You have 'Leda and the Swan.' How 
I'd like to see it again! That, in the na
ture of things, can't be sold." 

" I couldn't bring it down, dear, very 
well." 

"No. . . . Two men could, I suppose." 
She set her lips firmly. "If you want 

to see it so much as that " 
"Oh, I don't. I don't. But I've nev

er done anything better—thanks to you. 
What shall you do with it—afterward? " 

"What could I do with it—afterward 
—except just to keep it for the pure pleas
ure of knowing that Farrant 's master
piece is all my own ? Kings would be jeal
ous of me. I t will be my one pride." 

"Thank you. I 'm not so big as all 
that, my dear " 

"Oh, yes, you are !" she broke in. 
"—but as I remember it, it was my 

high-water mark. I t had a touch of the 
first-rate, anyhow." 

" I t ' s a wonder, Leo. I wish, for your 
sake, it weren't I ." 

" Why for my sake ? " 
"Because you could sell it for nearly 

anything, and you would know that it 
hung in some place of honor." 

"Thank you. If it hadn't been you, it 
would never have been. Do you suppose 
I could have got Leda from any model I 
ever saw ? I needed your face as much as 
I needed your figure, remember. And any 
place you hang it will be the place of high
est honor. Of course, after you die " 

"Wha t t h e n ? " 
"Would you mind"—he did not apol

ogize for asking her so tremendous a ques
tion—"its going to the Museum?" 

Marie Farrant considered (or affected 

to consider) the matter slowly, without 
a blush, with a beautiful little judicial 
air. "Leo, if your name weren't made; if 
you weren't already admittedly first-rate; 
if the world had to be shown what you 
are—" She broke off. 

"All right. I see. You wouldn't want 
it." 

" I t might be a photograph." She 
smiled painfully. 

"Oh, no, it mightn't. Don' t insult me. 
I t might be a Giorgione—if there were 
any." He spoke listlessly, without pride. 
" B u t it's you—you all over." 

"Yes, it 's I all over." 
"And you're afraid " 
" I ' m afraid of nothing !" She denied 

it with energy. " B u t can't we be just as 
magnificent as t h a t ? " 

"As w h a t ? " 
"As to let one of your best pic

tures " 
" M y very best," he amended. 
"—have been for us alone—a luxury 

that no one else will ever have had? 
Mayn' t we keep one shred of your genius 
in the most beautiful place of all—just 
closed away forever with our love ? The 
'Leda ' seems to me as intimate as—as 
whatever we've ever had that was most 
intimate." She dropped, in sight of her 
metaphor. 

"Your father would have called you 
squeamish, Marie." He did not often 
invoke the unhappy genius in whose 
studio they had met, chaperoned by the 
whole Greek pantheon in clay. 

"If you can't see it's something other 
than squeamishness, I'll leave it to any 
one you say." 

" I can see. You mustn't blame me too 
much. I t was only an idea thrown out. 
What is up there, t h e n ? " 

"There are the Tuscan sketches." 
"Um—yes. I haven't seen them for 

years. You might let Mannheimer have 
a look at them, if you don't mind. My 
salad days and all, but there's this about 
losing your working arm: it gives you the 
market value of death. If you'd rather 
ask Showalter to look at them first " 

" I ' d much rather not. We've kept any 
of your friends from knowing we needed 
money. And, in that sense, we don't." 

"You mean my time is very short? 
But, even so, we need every penny we 
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can scrape together. I'm sure of that. 
There's you, after all, my dear." 

" I don't come into it. Besides, there's 
quite enough. If you want Mannheimer 
to look at them, I'll send for him. But 
I'd rather not take Mr. Showalter up." 

"You're confoundedly proud, Marie." 
"You've made me so, then." 
"All right—all right." His eyes were 

closed. " I ' m pretty tired. I t is more 
tiring to talk than to think. I t used not 
to be so. I must be going fast." 

Mrs. Farrant rose. "I ' l l call Minnie to 
sit in the next room, while I go for your 
prescription. Mrs. Bleeker is always glad 
to let her. I'll be back soon." She put 
on her hat, kissed him, and left the room. 

Leo Farrant, that night, in spite of the 
precious drug, had a turn for the worse. 
The doctor was summoned before dawn, 
and when, in the middle of the morning, 
he came again, he brought a nurse with 
him. " Sorry to do this without your per
mission, Mrs. Farrant," he said briskly; 
"bu t I am going, for twenty-four hours, 
to try a treatment that you couldn't pos
sibly give." 

She bowed her head. There was noth
ing else to do. But while Leo slept briefly, 
with the nurse beside him, she went softly 
up-stairs to the big attic with the skylight 
which they had, from pathetic instinct 
(though Leo Farrant had never seen it) 
called the " studio." She got out the Tus
can sketches, propped them against the 
eaves, and stared at them. They weren't 
things meant to show, to sell. They had 
been done in happy honeymoon days, 
when she was by his side, to keep his 
hand in. To see them there called up the 
dresses she had worn, the rocks on which 
she had sat, the very taste of the local 
wine they had drunk together after his 
morning's work. She knew that never 
before this had Leo thought of them as 
marketable; she even, herself, fancied now 
that they weren't. But they might be, 
for all she positively knew; and, if so, 
Mannheimer ought to be sent for. Not 
Showalter—never. She had hitherto kept 
Leo's friends from well-meant ministra
tions, and she would, still, to the end. Leo 
Farrant 's name should never figure on the 
long list of unrewarded talents held up 
periodically for an admonition to the phi-
listine public. She herself was too much 

bone of that public's bone, flesh of its 
flesh, to endure the idea. She wanted, 
for Leo, peace with honor; though well 
aware that it does not lie with genius to 
have both. Oh, she would send for Mann
heimer—not for Showalter, kind, gifted, 
eminent as he was—and she would find 
the right words to put him off while she 
welcomed him. She would open no loop
hole to Mannheimer's keen Semitic eye 
for tragic fact. Besides, Mannheimer, she 
was pretty sure, didn't gossip; was capa
ble of holding his tongue with a saccular 
reticence. And if he liked the things at 
all, he would make it out to purchasers 
that his acquisition had been, not charity, 
but inimitable luck—and flair. She knew 
her Mannheimer as well as Leo. 

A little appeased, for the moment—for 
how could the sketches look so beautiful 
to her and not be beautiful for others ?— 
she sat down on a trunk, and let her tense, 
tired limbs relax. Slight as it was, it was 
the first freedom—with Leo asleep and a 
nurse beside him—that she had known for 
months. I t had been long indeed since she 
had consulted her comfort unconscious
ly, like any other person. She had never 
wanted to leave her husband; she had kept 
so close to him that most people probably 
thought them elsewhere—anywhere ex
cept in town still, at Mrs. Bleeker's. Sho
walter was supposed to know; but he 
himself was here, there, and everywhere, 
painting the portraits that it amused him 
to paint. And Showalter tired Leo: they 
had, good friends as they were, such dif
ferent points of view. Showalter was all 
with the moderns; and Leo all with the 
far-off, time-tested classics, with luminous 
Italy and splendid, twilit Spain. Their 
world wasn't his world; though once, be
fore that accursed horse plunged, he had 
obviously hoped to make theirs his. Now 
the tumult and the shouting were all for 
Showalter. Well, what did they want with 
the tumult and the shouting? Weren't 
they "free among the dead"? 

Her moment of rest—of liberty rather 
than of real rest, for the trunk wasn't 
over-comfortable—spurred afresh the will
ing courage in her, and drove her to a 
new adventure. She would, quietly there 
alone, look once more at the " L e d a " for 
which she had posed to her husband: the 
picture that he considered his masterpiece. 
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She rose and went to the farther side of 
the room, the light falling rustily on her 
golden head through the dirty skylight. 
There it was, in its wrappings. She un
folded them, unswathed it, and sat down 
on the rough board floor to look at it. 

"Has it been so long since I have seen 
a picture?" That was what she mur
mured to herself at last, to explain away 
her tears. "Was I ever so lovely ? " came 
the whisper. "Oh, no, I never was; it is 
Leo, Leo. Nothing but his lost hand could 
ever have made me so beautiful. Yet it's 
I—not the shadow of a hope that it could 
be taken for any one else.'' She shook the 
tears from her eyes and bent nearer the 
canvas. 

She recalled, with a sudden, synthetic 
mental gesture, all the history of its crea
tion: how strange it had seemed to her, 
though used from infancy to models as 
part of the business of life, to pose, herself; 
how oddly impersonal Leo had been about 
it, criticising each attitude (she had tried so 
long before she got that listless droop of 
the head as she gazed across the green turf 
at the approaching swan); and yet how 
sometimes he had broken off to come and 
kiss her hand most gently, and beg her to 
rest. He had accused her at first of being 
Elsa rather than Leda; but even Leo could 
find nothing Gothic—term of superlative 
reproach !—in her beauty; and,in the end, 
with her, not in spite of her, he had worked 
out his idea. Loveliness caught in a doom 
of which it is a little careless; passionless 
acceptance of the passions of the most high 
gods; passivity that will not compromise 
itself by any fear, or flight, or lamentation 
—he had flung the legend to the winds 
for the sake of his symbol. She remem
bered it all—all. I t had never been hung-; 
though in his old studio it had always been 
at hand, like this, behind its wrappings, 
enclosed in its sumptuous Venetian frame. 
No one had ever seen it: there would never 
be any critic to confirm or confute Leo's 
judgment of it. I t was hers—done for 
her, with her, by her. Couldn't Leo see 
what that meant to her? It had nothing 
to do with his art—save that it insisted, 
not without malice, on being a master
piece. 

Then she heard herself called by Mrs. 
Bleeker's voice from below; and closing 
and locking the door quickly, she ran 

down-stairs. The nurse awaited her on 
the threshold—a stiff white creature for 
whose services she prayed inwardly Mann-
heimer would presently pay. Farrant had 
waked; and Miss Dall wanted the doctor 
sent for. Mrs. Farrant went down-stairs 
to telephone; but the doctor was not in, 
and she had to leave a message for him. 
While Farrant dropped off again later into 
a troubled sleep, she wrote to Mannheim-
er; and then, with a docility born of long 
discipline, ate her luncheon, which tasted 
like nothing, and which she did not want. 

By mid-afternoon the doctor came; and 
this time it seemed to her that his firm tread 
was more nervous. When he came out of 
the bedroom and closed the door, after 
whispering to Miss Dall on the threshold, 
she faced him squarely. 

"Wel l ? " 
The physician shrugged his shoulders 

patiently. " Mrs. Farrant, I don't see any 
real hope for him at all. I t is kinder to 
tell you. There is just one chance.'' He 
studied her face. "Windisch—the biggest ' 
specialist in the world, you know, for this 
sort of thing—is still in New York. He 
came over to operate on James L. Gillen-
ton's daughter." 

She nodded; she read the paper to Leo 
every morning while he breakfasted. 

"Well: there's just the hundredth 
chance that Windisch, if he could see 
your husband, could do something for 
him. Of course, Windisch gets a bigger 
fee than—" He smiled at her kindly and 
ruefully. 

"How much?" 
" I don't know. He might be ap

proached—if there is time before he sails. 
I could perhaps get at him through Doc
tor Melcher, who knows him. But even 
if he made it nominal, it would run into 
the hundreds. And if Windisch thought 
he could do anything, it would mean an 
operation and a very long convalescence 
in a hospital. I couldn't in the least say, 
Mrs. Farrant ." 

"Thousands." She murmured it to her
self. 

"Before you got through with it, yes. 
And of course, only a chance. I think, 
all things considered, even Windisch prob
ably wouldn't operate." He seemed to 
be trying to let her down easily. 

Marie Farrant closed her eyes. Fan-
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tastic sums in addition seemed to be traced 
on the inner lids; she could see, with shut 
eyes, nothing but black figures on a yel
lowish background. Presently she looked 
at the doctor again. "If you can possibly 
get Windisch to come—I think I can man
age it. Provided, that is, his fee is what you 
call nominal. I couldn't pay Gillenton 
prices—well, no matter what happened." 

" Perhaps I can manage it. I'll go and 
see Melcher myself. And—if you could 
get a little rest while he sleeps. For he 
will sleep now—I've seen to that. You're 
a sensible woman: lie down and relax a 
little, if you can't do more." He shook 
hands with her, and went out. 

The rest of the day dragged on as best 
it could for Mrs. Farrant. She sat with 
Leo while the nurse rested; she withdrew 
patiently when the nurse told her to. 
There were a few practical things that she 
could do: fetching and carrying, and ster
ilizing absurd little objects. All inani
mate objects seemed absurd to her; though, 
inasmuch as Leo needed them in mysteri
ous ways, they were sacred. When there 
were not practical things to do, she lay 
helplessly on her sofa, shut her eyes, and 
contemplated the black figures on the yel
low background. She would almost have 
sent for Showalter, if she hadn't seen, in a 
morning paper, that he had sailed for Eu
rope. Towards evening the doctor came 
again—another visit to write down on her 
calendar. He was softly jubilant. He 
had told Melcher all about the case; Mel
cher had arranged it for him; Windisch 
would come in the morning. The fee, he 
hoped, would be as small as—Farrant not 
being of the medical profession—could 
humanly be expected. She could not but 
see, across her bitter anxiety, that the doc
tor was elated at the undreamed-of chance 
of consulting with Windisch. He might 
have waited years for such a coincidence: 
Windisch's presence, and a case precisely 
in Windisch's line. To such uses had Leo 
Farrant come! "He'll sleep now," the 
doctor had said again, as he left. "The 
afternoon has worn him out. You must 
remember, Mrs. Farrant ," he went on, 
" t ha t the pain, though it's bad when it 
comes, isn't constant. Miss Dall will be 
there, in any case. So I think I'll pre
scribe for you, now." He held his hypo
dermic syringe lightly between his fingers. 

" Oh, no !" she protested. "If she want
ed me and I shouldn't wake !" 

" She'll wake you fast enough if she does 
want you. Only an eighth of a grain— 
so that you'll be fresh for Windisch in the 
morning. He may want to ask you a lot 
of questions." Then, as she shook her 
head: " M y dear lady, I know what I'm 
about. I know just the symptoms for 
which this stuff is good and those for which 
it isn't. Just at this moment you need it 
more than you need anything else. You'll 
be fit as a fiddle to-morrow—and you'll 
need to be. I know you pretty well, and I 
know the kind of night you would have if 
you didn't do this." 

Still she demurred. " What time is Doc
tor Windisch coming ? " 

"Eleven sharp." 
Mannheimer, if he got her note, would 

come at ten-thirty. She bared her arm 
obediently. 

Leo Farrant braced himself admirably, 
the next morning, to meet the great spe
cialist. Miss Dall, accustomed to every 
manifestation of the impulse to live, took 
it for hope. Marie Farrant knew better. 
Leo was merely counting on the luxury of 
being pulled to pieces by a first-rate intel
ligence : he was supremely interested. He 
had not expected anything so exciting to 
happen to him again—ever. They were 
very cheerful, the three, together; with 
that strange spontaneous gayety which 
often bursts into sudden flower in a sick
room. Waiting for Windisch gave them 
all respite; until he came there was no 
need to think. I t was hardest, for every 
reason, on Mrs. Farrant; not least because 
she had Mannheimer to face at half past 
ten. She could not tell Leo about the ap
pointment. She was glad that she didn't 
have to; though it stabbed her to see him 
so helpless that one could keep things from 
him. She managed to get a word in her 
sitting-room with Miss Dall when Mann-
heimer's card came up—enough to make 
sure that her retreat to the attic with the 
dealer would be skilfully covered for her. 
How she loathed these evasions—just as 
she had loathed, for months, the secret, 
sordid tragedy of her dwindling bank-
account. What was left in life when hus
band or wife had to conceal from the other 
the other's own affairs? 

She made some explanation to Mann-
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heimer below, then led him up, past Leo's 
very door, to the "studio." Once there, 
she made him, in all the nonchalant 
phrases she had so carefully prepared, the 
offer of the Tuscan sketches. Her pre
liminary chatter took longer than she had 
realized it would; Mannheimer had been 
late; and he had still not committed him
self when she heard unmistakable sounds 
below. Windisch was there. She turned 
to the dealer. "The specialist I spoke of 
has come. I am afraid I must go down for 
a little. But it's natural that you should 
want some time to look them over." 

"Quite so. I'll wait. I do want to look 
them over." He pursed his lips judicially, 
looked about for a seat, found one, and sat 
down heavily as she left the room. 

I t did not take Windisch long to make 
his examination. Marie Farrant watched 
the minute-hand of her clock creep in
terminably on through the brief period. 
Miss Dall looked loyally out of the win
dow all the while, save that once or twice 
she cast a keen, sidelong glance at the 
woman who sat there, hands folded and 
eyes fixed on the clock. She thought Mrs. 
Farrant beautiful, but she suspected that 
her looks would go suddenly and very 
soon. 

Eventually the great man came out. 
The doctor beckoned to the nurse, and to
gether they went into Farrant 's bedroom. 
Mrs. Farrant was left face to face with 
Windisch. She rose. " W e l l ? " 

He looked at her kindly. How she 
feared their kindness! I t so infallibly 
meant that there was some special reason 
for being kind. 

He spoke, in the careful academic En
glish of the educated foreigner. " I think, 
Mrs. Farrant, that there is very little 
chance. The only hope for your husband 
would be a grave operation; and it will be 
only just to say to you that I should greatly 
fear the result of that. The operation 
would—how do you say?—either kill or 
cure. I do not believe that it would cure. 
But there is a slight possibility that it 
would—one possibility, I might say, out 
of one hundred." 

"What do you advise?" 
His brilliant blue eyes raked the little 

sitting-room—as if to diagnose it—before 
he answered slowly: " I cannot, in such a 
case, advise. You, madam, must decide 

for yourself. I tell you the facts as I see 
them." 

" M a y I have a few hours to make up 
my mind? I must see my husband." 

He took out his watch. " A t four 
o'clock you may telephone to Doctor 
Melcher. I would operate to-morrow. 
I sail to Europe on Saturday." 

" I will telephone. Thank you." She 
shook hands with him, as the doctor came 
out of Leo's room. 

" W e l l ? " he asked, as he crossed the 
threshold. 

"Doctor Windisch will tell you. May 
I go in n o w ? " 

" N o t for ten minutes, please. Miss 
Dall will call you." 

Windisch bowed, and the two physi
cians went out. Ten minutes gave her 
time to return to Mannheimer, and she 
crept up-stairs. 

The dealer shook his head at her as soon 
as she entered the store-room. " Did Mr. 
Farrant tell you I would want these?" 

" H e thought it very unlikely. But he 
did say it might be worth your looking at 
them. He hasn't seen them for years. 
Of course they are only sketches." 

"Oh, they're clever, but they must 
have been done very young." 

"They were." "As long ago as the 
Garden of Eden," she might have added, 
but she did not. 

"Frankly, Mrs. Farrant, in spite of the 
great respect I have personally for every
thing Mr. Farrant ever touched, I don't 
believe they're marketable. I'll keep an 
eye out, and let you know, but— Only a 
very acute critic would know they were 
Farrants; and critics aren't so acute as 
that about living artists. I t doesn't pay 
them to be. No—I don't see my way." 

He gave his refusal very lightly, she 
thought. In an instant, she saw why. 
Mannheimer waved his hand to the op
posite wall, and as she turned she saw the 
" L e d a " stripped of the covering that, the 
night before, she had hastily flung over it. 

"Now, for that, Mrs. Farrant, I'll write 
you a cheque on the spot, to any tune you 
like—within reason. And 'within reason' 
leaves you a big margin, too." He smiled. 

She had a sharp sensation of cold about 
her heart; as if, just in that spot, the 
blood had chilled. 

" T h a t isn't for sale." 
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He bent forward, palms thrust out. 
"I ' l l give you now, on the spot, as much 
as you would ever get for it. I t pretty 
nearly knocked me over when I saw it— 
and I 'm fairly used to pictures, too." 

Mrs. Farrant was silent. Already the 
figures had crowded back into her brain, 
and if she closed her eyes for the merest 
flutter, she could see the amount of Win-
disch's fee (which Doctor Hynes, by pre-
arrangement with her, had murmured 
in her ear as he went out) subtracted 
from her bank balance. She could see 
the sharp line drawn beneath, and the 
three figures of the remainder. 

" I don't need to tell you," Mannheim-
er's voice went on, " tha t that picture 
ought to hang in the finest collection in 
the country." 

"No , you don't need to tell me that ." 
He drew out his cheque-book. "Say 

when, Mrs. Farrant. Unless you have to 
consult your husband further about it." 
Then, as she did not answer: " I hope he is 
not seriously ill." 

"Very seriously, Mr. Mannheimer." 
" I am exceedingly sorry. America has 

no one living who can touch him, in my 
opinion." 

" I must go to him now." She flung 
the covering back over the picture, then 
walked to the door and opened it for 
Mannheimer to pass out. He followed 
her, and she locked the door behind her. 

"You don't trust m e ? " He laughed. 
" I don't trust any one with that. I'll 

let you know if I think of selling." 
He shook his head. "Any price you 

like, Mrs. Farrant. I shan't haggle with 
you. I t honestly won't pay you anything 
to wait. I tell you frankly, Gillenton 
would take it to-morrow—at my price." 

She parted from him on the threshold 
of her sitting-room. "I ' l l write, if I de
cide." 

Mannheimer paused an instant, lean
ing on the stair-rail. Then he looked up 
at her and whispered hoarsely: "I ' l l take 
the sketches, if you'll let me have the big 
one now." 

Mrs. Farrant nodded. "I ' l l let you 
know," she repeated. Then she went 
into the room and closed the door. 

"Well, dear?" Leo Farrant greeted 
her with a smile. Miss Dall went out, and 
Marie Farrant bent to kiss her husband. 

"Well, dear." 
" H e told you I was no good, didn't 

h e ? " 
"Are you sure you ought to t a l k ?" 
"Oh, yes, they've done with me for a 

time. The pain isn't bad now. Good 
Heavens, I must talk while I can!" 

" H e said there was, with an operation, 
one chance in a hundred." 

"Wha t idiots they are !" he murmured 
softly. 

" W h y ? " 
" T o think one will take their hundredth 

chance. The ninety-nine chances are 
that I should die of it, aren't t h e y ? " 

She nodded. 
' " A pox upon them! ' as one would 

have said in a sturdier day. And how 
much did he stick you for saying t h a t ? " 

She told him. 
"Good Lord, my dear, we can't afford 

i t ! " 
"Oh, yes, we can." 
"Has some one left you money?" 
" N o ; but we can afford anything that's 

necessary." 
"Did you send for Mannheimer?" 
"Yes. He came running." She pat

ted his pillow. 
"And did he want the stuff?" 
Mrs. Farrant rose and pulled down the 

window-shade a few inches. "He ' s to 
send me a cheque to-night." 

"How much?" 
She pushed the shade up again, but 

Leo did not notice her gesture. 
"The cheque hasn't come. But, ac

cording to what he said, I may trust him 
to do very well by us. So you see we can 
afford anything that is likely to do us any 
good." 

" I ' m very glad." He smiled at her, 
as she sat down again beside him. " I 
haven't seen them since the beginning of 
time, but honestly I didn't think there 
was much hope. They weren't much, as 
I remember the lot. You kept getting in 
the way, you know." His hand covered 
hers. "And besides, I hardly knew any
thing then." 

She frowned slightly. "Tha t ' s Mann-
heimer's affair, I think. So you will try 
the operation?" 

He laughed weakly. Sensations that 
were the precursors of pain were coming 
upon him. " I should think not! I've 
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never wanted to go out under ether. And 
that is what it would really amount to. 
Their talk of my 'chance'! No, indeed. 
If there had been a real chance, he'd have 
carried me off bodily—he wouldn't have 
hemmed and hawed to you." 

"How do you know what he did?" 
" I know every line of your face, my 

dear." 
"But, Leo darling " 
"It's all right. I've always been ready 

to get out when my time came. If there 
were one chance in a million to give me 
back my arm—well, that would be a sport
ing proposition. We'd see." 

"You don't care just to be well—with 
me? Remember, there's all the Mann-
heimer money coming in." 

"No, thanks. Remember, he couldn't 
be enthusiastic, even for the sake of doing 
a little sleight of hand among my vital 
organs. And they love doing it, you 
know, just as I loved to paint. No, I'm 
content as I am. I should feel a fool—a 
fool." His voice died away in a murmur, 
and he closed his eyes. "I 'm just glad," 
he whispered, "that you'll have some
thing to go on with. Awfully glad of that, 
Marie. I always liked Mannheimer, you 
know—not like most of them." The 
pain had come, and she summoned the 
nurse. 

Doctor Hynes could not say, when he 
returned that afternoon, that he consid
ered Farrant's decision unwise. " I won't 
force him to the operating-table against 
his will," she explained, "unless you or 
Windisch can give me more hope than he 
gave me this morning. I should feel that 
I had killed him, when he didn't want to 
be killed." 

"Oh, I don't think Windisch really wants 
to operate, you know." The doctor, fin
gering a tiny square of brocade, did not 
look at her. "But he wouldn't have con
sidered it honest to say that there was no 
hope—if you measure hope as they do ra
dium. It lies with you entirely. Of course, 
it would be a very great expense." 

"There is plenty of money," she broke 
in. "We can perfectly afford the oper
ation if that hope is worth looking at." 

He was silent. " I see you don't think 
it is," she said. "Then how can I violate 
my husband's will in the matter? For 
he would only consent, for my sake, be

cause he couldn't refuse me if I seriously 
asked it." 

Doctor Hynes still fingered the brocade. 
"You've told me, yourself, everything 

I want to know," said Mrs. Farrant. 
Then he turned. "No, indeed, I 

haven't. I've only said—as Windisch 
himself did—that I couldn't advise." 

"In another case, you'd advise quickly 
enough." She smiled. " I don't ask you 
for another word. I don't hold you re
sponsible in any sense. And now—you 
said you would be good enough to see that 
Doctor Windisch's cheque reached him." 
She went to her desk, wrote the cheque 
firmly, and handed it to him. "Thank 
you. One thing I should like to know. 
How long is he going to live, on this 
basis?" 

He looked at her gravely, kindly, as so 
often he had done. "Not more than a 
month or two, Mrs. Farrant—with the 
turn things have taken in forty-eight 
hours. And the nursing is going to be 
hard. You had better keep Miss Dall." 

"Is there going to be anything to do 
for him that I can't do? Anything tech
nical, I mean?" 

"Nothing that you couldn't learn to 
do — except perhaps occasionally. But 
it would be the height of unwisdom for 
you to do it. It would mean—and I can 
speak quite positively about that—a com
plete breakdown for you: years in a sana
torium, perhaps. You are pretty well worn 
out already." 

"I'll chance the sanatorium. It won't 
in the least matter—afterward. The only 
thing I care about is being with my hus
band every minute now until the end. I 
should be jealous, you see"—she ex
pounded carefully—"of any one else who 
did things for him." 

" I see how you feel, Mrs. Farrant. But 
I'm not asking you to leave him. I'm 
only asking you to take enough care of 
yourself so that, while he does live, you 
can be a constant comfort to him—so 
that you'll be at your best for him, all the 
time. And I should be sorry to have you 
let Miss Dall go, and later have to fall 
back on some one else, for she's an excep
tionally nice woman. Most nurses would 
be much more in your way." 

"You think I can't put it through?" 
"Not to the end." 



234 L e d a a n d t h e S w a n 

"Ah, but I can! You don't know the 
whole of it, Doctor Hynes." 

He looked at her keenly. "Since it 
isn't a question of expense " 

" I t ' s a question of something very dif
ferent from mere expense. I 'm afraid I 
shall have to have my own way about 
this." 

He stepped into the hall, then turned, 
with his hand on the door-knob. " I shall 
have my way in the end, Mrs. Farrant ." 

"Oh, in the end"—she emphasized the 
words slightly—"you may do anything 
you like with me." 

She paused a moment in the hall, while 
the doctor went down-stairs; then softly, 
furtively, climbed the steps to the "s tu
dio." Once inside, she turned the key, 
and sat down where Mannheimer had 
seated himself in the morning. She was 
very, very tired, but her nerves had lifted 
her to the complicated strain of the day, 
and she must take advantage of whatever 
strength she had before she was let heav
ily, helplessly down to the lower levels of 
power. She did not dare close her eyes; 
for, if she did, that relentless arithmetical 
vision would swim beneath her eyelids and 
confront her. Only three figures: and the 
doctor, and Miss Dall, and two more 
months of life, perhaps, for Leo. If she 
could have been sure of herself, to the end, 
she would not have lifted her hand. She 
could trust herself now; but there was no 
telling what she might do later, with her 
heavy task upon her, half-crazed with 
weariness and strain. Mannheimer, wav
ing a beneficent cheque, might, then, in
duce her to anything. She must do it now, 

while she could—before Mannheimer, re
turning and returning to the charge, should 
wear her out and drag consent from her. 

She looked about the store-room for 
something to achieve her purpose with. 
She didn't want to ask Mrs. Bleeker for 
anything. In a dusty corner she found a 
screw-driver, and she seized it with a little 
gasp of relief. That would do. Lifting 
the covering from the picture, she gazed 
at it a moment. Her tears blinded her; 
presently, she knew, she would feel like 
some nameless vandal. Grasping the 
screw-driver, she drew her hand back, and 
pierced the canvas with one straight 
stroke. Then she closed her eyes—as if 
she expected to be sickened with the sight 
of blood. The black figures on the yel
lowish ground were no longer there; 
instead, she saw Mannheimer's smile. 
Then, blindly, she dragged the implanted 
screw-driver down, in a firm diagonal. 
When she looked again, her work was done: 
a jagged rent passed through the won
drous white body of Leda, across the can
vas, to the smooth plumage of the swan. 
" I t isn't worth a penny now," she mur
mured. Then she flung the tool away 
from her, loathing it as if it had killed. 
She covered the picture, wedging the 
cloth tightly round the frame, and left the 
attic, locking the door carefully behind 
her. 

As she entered her husband's room, he 
smiled at her. The pain had left him for 
another interval. The old phrase came. 
"Well, dea r?" He held out his hand. 

She took it. " W e l l ? " And, smiling, 
she kissed him. 
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" . . . While faith, that in the mire was fain to 
wallow, 

Returns at last to find 
The cold fanes desolate, the niches hollow, 

The windows dim and blind, 

"And, strown with ruins around, the shattered 
relic 

Of unregardful youth, 
Where shapes of beauty once, with tongues an

gelic, 
Whispered the runes of Truth." 

—From " The Burden of Lost Souls." 

N the day before Isador 
F r a m b e r g ' s body was 
brought back to Chicago 
from Vera Cruz , James 
Thorold's appointment as 
ambassador to Forsland 

was confirmed by the Senate of the United 
States. Living, Isador Framberg might 
never have wedged into the affairs of na
tions and the destinies of James Thorold. 
Marines in the navy do not intrigue with 
chances of knee-breeches at the Court of 
St. Jerome. More than miles lie between 
Forquier Street and the Lake Shore Drive. 
Dead, Isador Framberg became, as dead 
men sometimes become, the archangel of a 
nation, standing with flaming sword at the 
gateway to James Thorold's paradise. 

For ten years the Forsland embassy had 
been the goal of James Thorold's ambi
tion. A man past seventy, head of a great 
importing establishment, he had shown in
terest in public affairs only within the dec
ade, although his very build, tall, erect, 
commanding, and his manner, suavely 
courteous and untouched by futile haste, 
seemed to have equipped him with a nat
ural bent for public life. Marrying late 
in life, he seemed to have found his 
bent more tardily than did other men. 
But he had invested wealth, influence, 
and wisdom in the future of men who, 
come to power, were paying him with this 
grant of his desire. The news, coming to 
him unofficially but authoritatively from 
Washington, set him to cabling his wife 

and daughter in Paris and telegraphing 
his son whose steamer was just docking in 
New York. The boy's answer, delayed 
in transit and announcing that he was 
already on his way to Chicago, came with 
the morning newspapers and hurried his 
father through their contents in order that 
he might be on time to meet Peter at the 
station. 

The newspapers, chronicling Thorold's 
appointment briefly, were heavy with har-
bingering of the funeral procession of the 
boy who had fallen a fortnight before in 
the American navy's attack upon Vera 
Cruz. The relative values that editors 
placed upon the marine's death and his 
own honoring nettled Thorold. Ambas
sadors to the Court of St. Jerome were not 
chosen from Chicago every day, he rea
soned, finding Isador Framberg already 
the fly in the amber of his contentment. 
To change the current of his thought he 
read over Peter's telegram, smiling at the 
exuberant message of joy in which the 
boy had vaunted the family glory. The 
yellow slip drove home to James Thorold 
the realization of how largely Peter's 
young enthusiasm was responsible for the 
whetting of his father's desire to take 
part in public affairs. For Peter's praise 
James Thorold would have moved moun
tains; and Peter's praise had a way of fol
lowing the man on horseback. Thorold's 
eager anticipation of the boy's pride in 
him sped his course through rosy mists of 
hope as his motor-car threaded the bright 
drive and through the crowded Parkway 
toward the Rush Street bridge. 

A cloud drifted across the sky of his se
renity, however, as a blockade of traffic 
delayed his car in front of the old Adams 
homestead, rising among lilacs that flooded 
half a city square with fragrance. The 
old house, famous beyond its own day for 
Judge Adams's friendship with Abraham 
Lincoln and the history-making sessions 
that the little group of Illinois idealists 
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had held within its walls, loomed gray 
above the flowering shrubs, a saddening 
reminder of days that James Thorold must 
have known; but Thorold, glimpsing the 
place, turned away from it in a movement 
so swift as to betoken some resentment 
and gave heed instead to the long line of 
motors rolling smoothly toward the city's 
heart. 

Over the bridge and through the packed 
streets of the down-town district Thorold, 
shaken from his revery of power and 
Peter, watched the film that Chicago un
rolled for the boulevard pilgrims. The 
boats in the river, the long switch-tracks 
of the railroads, the tall grain-elevators, 
the low warehouses from which drifted al
luring odors of spices linked for James 
Thorold the older city of his youth with 
the newer one of his age as the street 
linked one division of the city's geography 
with another. They were the means by 
which Chicago had risen from the sand-
flats of the fifties to the Michigan Avenue 
of the present, that wide street of the high 
sky-line that fronted the world as it faced 
the Great Lakes, squarely, solidly, openly. 
They were the means, too, by which 
James Thorold had augmented his for
tune until it had acquired the power to 
send him to Forsland. To him, however, 
they represented not ladders to prosperity 
but a social condition of a passing genera
tion, the Chicago of the seventies, a city 
distinctively American in population and 
in ideals, a youthful city of a single stand
ard of endeavor, a pleasant place that had 
been swallowed by the Chicago of the 
present, that many-tentacled monster of 
heterogeneous races, that affected him, 
as it did so many of the older residents, 
with an overwhelming sensation of revolt 
against its sprawling lack of cohesion. 
Even the material advantages that had 
accrued to him from the growth of the 
city could not reconcile James Thorold to 
the fact that the elements of the city's 
growth came from the races of men whom 
he held in contempt. What mattered it, 
he reasoned, that Chicago waxed huge 
when her grossness came from the unas-
similated, indigestible mass of Latins and 
Greeks, Poles and Russians, Czechs, Bul-
gars, Jews, who filled the streets, the fac
tories, and the schools? 

The prejudice, always strong within 

him, rose higher as he found his machine 
blocked again, this time by the crowd that 
stood across Jackson Boulevard at La 
Salle Street. Even after the peremptory 
order of a mounted police officer had 
cleared the way for him James Thorold 
frowned on the lines of men and women 
pressed back against the curbstones. The 
thought that they were waiting the com
ing of the body of that boy who had died 
in Mexico added to his annoyance the re
alization that he would have to fight his 
way through another crowd at the station 
if he wished to reach the train-shed where 
Peter's train would come. The struggle 
was spared him, however, by the recog
nition of a newspaper reporter who took 
it for granted that the ambassador to Fors
land had come to meet the funeral cortege 
of the marine and who led him through a 
labyrinthine passage that brought him 
past the gates and under the glass dome 
of the train-shed. 

Left alone, Thorold paced the plat
form a little apart from the group of men 
who had evidently been delegated to rep
resent the city. Some of them he knew. 
Others of them, men of Isador Fram-
berg's people and of the ten tribes of Is
rael, he did not care to know. He turned 
away from them to watch the people be
yond the gates. Thousands of faces, typ
ical of every nation of Europe and some of 
the lands of Asia, fair Norsemen and Teu
tons, olive-skinned Italians and men and 
women of the swarthier peoples of Pal
estine, Poles, Finns, Lithuanians, Rus
sians, Bulgars, Bohemians, units of that 
mass which had welded in the city of the 
Great Lakes of America, looked out from 
behind the iron fence. The tensity writ
ten on their faces, eager yet awed, brought 
back to James Thorold another time when 
men and women had stood within a Chi
cago railway terminal waiting for a funeral 
cortege, the time when Illinois waited in 
sorrow to take Abraham Lincoln, dead, to 
her heart. The memory of that other 
April day of dirges linked itself suddenly 
in the mind of James Thorold with the 
picture of the lilacs blooming in the yard 
of the Adams homestead on the Parkway, 
that old house where Abraham Lincoln had 
been wont to come; and the fusing recollec
tions spun the ambassador to Forsland 
upon his heel and sent him far down the 
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platform, where he stood, gloomily apart, 
until the limited, rolling in from the end 
of the yards, brought him hastening to its 
side. 

Peter Thorold was the first to alight. 
A boy of sixteen, fair-haired, blue-eyed, 

ruddy-cheeked, springing from the plat
form of the Pullman into his father's arms, 
he brought with him the atmosphere of 
high adventure. In height, in poise of 
shoulders, in bearing, in a certain trick 
of lifting his chin, he was a replica of 
the dignified man who welcomed him with 
deep emotion; but a difference—of dream 
rather than of dogma—in the quality of 
their temperaments accoladed the boy. 
I t was not only that his voice thrilled 
with the higher enthusiasms of youth. I t 
held besides an inflexibility of tone that 
James Thorold's lacked. I ts timbre told 
that Peter Thorold's spirit had been tem
pered in a furnace fierier than the one 
which had given forth the older man's. 
The voice rang out now in excited pleas
ure as the boy gripped his father's shoul
ders. "Oh, but it's good to see you 
again, dad," he cried. "You're a great 
old boy, and I 'm proud of you, sir. 
Think of i t ! " he almost shouted. "Am
bassador to Forsland! Say, but that 's 
bully!" He slipped his arm around his 
father's shoulder, while James Thorold 
watched him with eyes that shone with 
joy. "What do you call an ambassa
dor?" he demanded laughingly. 

"Fortunately," the older man said, 
"there is no title accompanying the 
office." 

"Well, I should think not," the boy ex
claimed. "Oh, dad, isn't it the greatest 
thing in the world that you're to represent 
the United States of America?" 

James Thorold smiled. " N o doubt," 
he said dryly. His gaze passed his son to 
glimpse the crowd at the gate, frantic now 
with excitement, all looking forward to
ward some point on the platform just be
yond where the man and boy were stand
ing. "These United States of America 
have grown past my thought of them," 
he added. The boy caught up the idea 
eagerly. "Haven ' t they, though?" he 
demanded. "And isn't it wonderful to 
think that it 's all the same old America, 
' the land of the free and the home of the 
brave' ? Gee, but it's good to be back in 

it again. I came up into New York along
side the battleship that brought our boys 
home from Mexico," he went on, "and, 
oh, say, dad, you should have seen that 
harbor! I've seen a lot of things for a fel
low," he pursued with a touch of boyish 
boastfulness, "bu t I never saw anything 
in all my life like that port yesterday. 
People, and people, and people, waiting, 
and flags at half-mast, and a band off 
somewhere playing a funeral march, and 
that battleship with the dead sailors—the 
fellows who died for our country at Vera 
Cruz, you know—creeping up to the 
dock. Oh, it was—well, I cried!" He 
made confession proudly, then hastened 
into less personal narrative. 

"One of them came from Chicago 
here," he said. " H e was only nineteen 
years old, and he was one of the first on 
the beach after the order to cross to the 
custom-house. He lived over on For-
quier Street, one of the men was telling 
me—there are six of them, the guard of 
honor for him, on the train—and his 
name was Isador Framberg. He was 
born in Russia, too, in Kiev, the place of 
the massacres, you remember. See, dad, 
here comes the guard!" 

Peter Thorold swung his father around 
until he faced six uniformed men who fell 
into step as they went forward toward the 
baggage-car. " I t ' s too bad, isn't it ," the 
boy continued, " that any of the boys had 
to die down in that greaser town? But, 
if they did, I 'm proud that we proved up 
that Chicago had a hero to send. Aren't 
you, d a d ? " James Thorold did not an
swer. Peter's hands closed over his arm. 
" I t reminds me," he said, lowering his 
voice as they came closer to the place 
where the marines stood beside the iron 
carrier that awaited the casket of Isador 
Framberg's body, "of something the tu
tor at Westbury taught us in Greek last 
year, something in a funeral oration that 
a fellow in Athens made on the men who 
died in the Peloponnesian War. 'Such 
was the end of these men, ' " he quoted 
slowly, pausing now and then for a word 
while his father looked wonderingly upon 
his rapt fervor, " ' and they were worthy of 
Athens. The living need not desire to 
have a more heroic spirit. I would have 
you fix your eyes upon the greatness of 
Athens, until you become filled with the 
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love of her; and, when you are impressed 
by the spectacle of her glory, reflect that 
this empire has been acquired by men who 
knew their duty and who had the cour
age to do it, who in the hour of con
flict had the fear of dishonor always pres
ent to them.'" With the solemnity of a 
chant the young voice went on while the 
flag-covered casket was lifted from car to 
bier. " ' For the whole earth is the sepul
chre of famous men; not only are they 
commemorated by columns and inscrip
tions in their own country, but in foreign 
lands there dwells also an unwritten me
morial of them, graven not in stone but 
in the hearts of men. Make them your 
examples, and, esteeming courage to be 
freedom and freedom to be happiness, do 
not weigh too nicely the perils of war.'" 

He pulled off his cap, tucking it under 
his arm and dragging his father with him 
to follow the men who had fallen in be
hind the marines as they moved forward 
toward the gates and the silent crowd be
yond. Almost unwillingly James Thor-
old doffed his hat. The words of Peter's 
unexpected declamation of Pericles's ora
tion resounded in his ears. "Once be
fore," he said to the boy, " I heard that 
speech. Judge Adams said it one night 
to Abraham Lincoln." 

"Father!" Peter's eyes flashed back 
from the cortege to meet James Thor-
old's. " I never knew that you knew 
Abraham Lincoln." His tone betokened 
an impression of having been cheated of 
some joy the older man had been hoard
ing. But James Thorold's voice held no 
joy. "Yes," he said. " I knew him." 

The gates, sliding back, opened the way 
for the officers who led the procession 
with which Isador Framberg came back 
to the city of his adoption. The crowd 
yawned to give space to the guard of 
honor, walking erectly beside the flag-
draped coffin, to the mourners, men and 
women alien as if they had come from 
Kiev but yesterday, to the little group of 
men, public officials and rabbis, who 
trailed in their wake, and to James Thor-
old and Peter, reverently following. Then 
it closed in upon the cortege, urging it si
lently down the broad stairways and out 
into the street where other crowds fell 
in with the strange procession. Surging 
away after the shabby hearse, drawn by 
its listless horses and attended by the 

marines, the crowd left the Thorolds, 
father and son, on the pavement beside 
the station. "Don't you want to go?" 
There was a wistfulness in Peter's voice 
that told his father that the boy had 
sensed some lack of responsiveness in him. 
"He's going to lie in state to-day at the 
city hall. Don't you think we should 
go, dad?" Not Peter's query but Pe
ter's eyes won his father's answer. " After 
a while," he promised. "Then let's find 
a breakfast," the boy laughed. " I spent 
my last dollar sending you that tele
gram." 

All the way over to his father's club 
on Michigan Avenue, and all through 
the breakfast that he ordered with lusty 
young appetite, Peter kept up a running 
fire of reminiscence of his European ad
ventures. That the fire held grapeshot 
for his father when he talked of the lat-
ter's worthiness for the ambassadorship 
to Forsland he could not guess; but he 
found that he was pouring salt in a wound 
when he went back to comment upon Isa
dor Framberg's death. "Why make so 
much of a boy who happened to be at 
Vera Cruz?" the older man said at last, 
nettled that even his son found greater 
occasion for commendation in the circum
stance of the Forquier Street hero than in 
his father's selection to the most impor
tant diplomatic post in the gift of the gov
ernment. Peter's brows rose swiftly at 
his father's annoyance. He opened his 
lips for argument, then swiftly changed 
his intention. "Tell me about Judge 
Adams, dad," he said, bungling over his 
desire to change the topic, "the fellow who 
knew his Pericles." 

"It 's too long a story," James Thorold 
said. He watched Peter closely in the 
fashion of an advocate studying the char
acteristics of a judge. The boy's ideal
ism, his vivid young patriotism, his eager 
championship of those elements of the 
new America that his father contemned, 
had fired his personality with a glaze that 
left James Thorold's smoothly diplomatic 
fingers wandering over its surface, unable 
to hold it within his grasp. He had a 
story to tell Peter—some time—a story of 
Judge Adams, of the house among the 
lilacs, of days of war, of Abraham Lin
coln ; but the time for its telling must wait 
upon circumstance that would make Peter 
Thorold more ready to understand weak-
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ness and failure than he now seemed. 
Consciously James Thorold took a change 
of venue from Peter Thorold of the visions 
to Peter Thorold of the inevitable disillu
sions. But to the former he made conces
sion. " Shall we go to the city hall now ? " 
he asked as they rose from the table. 

The city hall, a massive white granite 
pile covering half of the square east of 
La Salle Street and north of Washington 
and meeting its twin of the county build
ing to form a solid mass of masonry, 
flaunted black drapings over the door
ways through which James Thorold and 
his son entered. Through a wide corri
dor of bronze and marble they found their 
way, passing a few stragglers from the 
great crowd that had filled the lower 
floors of the huge structures when Isador 
Framberg's body had been brought from 
its hearse and carried to the centre of the 
aisles, the place where the intersecting 
thoroughfares met. Under a great bronze 
lamp stood the catafalque, covered with 
the Stars and Stripes and guarded by the 
men of the fleet. 

Peter Thorold, pressing forward, took 
his place, his cap thrust under his arm, at 
the foot of the bier, giving his tribute of 
silence to the boy who had died for his 
country. But James Thorold went aside 
to stand beside an elevator-shaft. Had 
his son watched him as he was watching 
Peter, he would have seen the swift emo
tions that took their way across his fa
ther's face. He would have seen the older 
man's look dilate with the strained horror 
of one who gazed back through the dim
ming years to see a ghost. He would have 
seen sorrow, and grief, and a great re
morse rising to James Thorold's eyes. He 
might even have seen the shadow of 
another bier cast upon the retina of 
his father's sight. He might have seen 
through his father's watching the mem
ory of another man who had once lain on 
the very spot where Isador Framberg was 
lying, a man who had died for his country 
after he had lived to set his country 
among the free nations of the earth. But 
Peter Thorold saw only the boy who had 
gone from a Forquier Street tenement to 
the Mexican sands that he might prove by 
his dying that, with Irish, and Germans, 
and French, he too, the lad who had been 
born in Kiev of the massacres, was an 
American. 

With the surge of strange emotions 
flooding his heart, Peter Thorold crossed 
to where his father stood apart. The tide 
of his thought overflowed the shore of 
prose and landed his expression high on a 
cliff of poetry. No chance, but the urging 
of his own exalted mood, brought from 
him the last lines of Moody's "Ode in 
Time of Hesitation": 

"Then on your guiltier head 
Shall our intolerable self-disdain 
Wreak suddenly its anger and its pain; 
For manifest in that disastrous light 
We shall discern the right 
And do it, tardily.—O ye who lead, 

Take heed ! 
Blindness we may forgive, but baseness we 

will smite." 

But to the older man, seeing as he stood 
the picture of that other catafalque to 
which he had crept one night in the lilac 
time of a year nearly a half century agone, 
the words flung anathema. He leaned 
back against the bronze grating of the 
shaft with a sudden look of age that 
brought Peter's protective arm to his 
shoulder. Then, with Peter following, he 
went out to the sun-bright street. 

Like a man in a daze he dismissed his 
car, crossing pavements under Peter's 
guiding until he came to the building 
where the fortunes of the great Thorold 
mercantile business were administered. 
Through the outer room, where clerks 
looked up in surprise at the appearance 
which their chief presented on the morn
ing when they had learned of the Fors-
land embassy, he led Peter until they came 
to the room where he had reigned for 
twenty years. I t was a room that had 
always mirrored James Thorold to his son. 
Tall bookcases, stiff, old-fashioned, held 
long rows of legal works, books on his
tory, essays on ethical topics, and bound 
volumes of periodicals. Except for its 
maps, it was a lawyer's room, although 
James Thorold never claimed either legal 
ability or legal standing. Peter seldom 
entered it without interest in its pos
sibilities of entertainment, but to-day his 
father's strange and sudden preoccupa
tion of manner ingulfed all the boy's 
thought. "What is it, d a d ? " he asked, 
a tightening fear screwing down upon his 
brain as he noted the change that had come 
over the mask that James Thorold's face 
held to the world. 
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James Thorold made him no answer. 
He was standing at the wide walnut table, 
turning over and over in his hands the let
ters which his secretary had left for his 
perusal. Finally, he opened one of them, 
the bulkiest. He scanned it for a mo
ment, then flung it upon the floor. Then 
he began to pace the room till in his 
striding he struck his foot against the pa
per he had cast aside. He picked it up, 
tossing it toward Peter. The boy turned 
from his strained watching of his father's 
face to read the letter. It was the official 
notification of the Senate's confirmation 
of the President's appointment of James 
Thorold as ambassador to the Court of 
St. Jerome. 

"Why, father!" Incredulity height
ened the boyishness in Peter's tone. James 
Thorold wheeled around until he faced 
him. "Peter ," he said huskily, "there's 
something you'll have to know before I 
go to Forsland—if ever I go to Forsland. 
You'll have to decide." The boy shrank 
from the ominous cadence of the words. 
"Why, I can't judge for you, dad,"he said 
awkwardly. "Our children are always 
our ultimate judges," James Thorold said. 

" I have sometimes wondered," he went 
on, speaking to himself rather than to the 
puzzled boy, "how the disciples who met 
Christ but who did not go his way with 
him to the end felt when they heard he 
had died. I knew a great man once, 
Peter. I went his way for a little while, 
then I took my own. I saw them bring 
him, dead, over the way they have brought 
that boy to-day. I came down to the 
court-house that night, and there, just 
where that boy lies, Peter, I made a prom
ise that I have not kept." 

Again he resumed his pacing, speaking 
as he went, sometimes in low tones, some
times with tensity of voice, always as if 
urged by some force that was driving him 
from silence. The boy, leaning forward 
at the edge of the chair, watched his 
father through the first part of the story. 
Before the end came he turned away. 

"You remember," James Thorold be
gan, his voice pleading patience, " that 
I've told you I came to Chicago from 
Ohio before the war? I was older than 
you then, Peter, but I was something of a 
hero-worshipper, too. Judge Adams was 
my hero in those troublous times of the 
fifties. I knew him only by sight for a 

long time, watching him go in and out of 
the big white house where he lived. After 
a time I came to know him. I was clerk
ing in a coffee-importing house during the 
day and studying law at night. Judge 
Adams took me into his office. He took 
me among his friends. Abraham Lincoln 
was one of them. 

" I remember the night I met Lincoln. 
Judge Adams had talked of him often. 
He had been talking of him that day. 
'Greatness,' he had said, ' is the holding of 
a great dream, not for yourself, but for 
others. Abraham Lincoln has the dream. 
He has heard the voice, and seen the 
vision, and he is climbing up to Sinai. 
You must meet him, James.' That night 
I met him in the old white house. 

"We were in the front parlor of the old 
house," James Thorold continued, reset
ting the scene until his only listener knew 
that it was more real to him than the 
room through which he paced, "when 
some one said, 'Mr. Lincoln.' I looked 
up to see a tall, awkward man standing in 
the arched doorway. Other men have 
said that they had to know Lincoln a long 
time to feel his greatness. My shame is 
the greater that I felt his greatness on the 
instant when I met his eyes. 

"There was talk of war that night. 
Lincoln did not join in it, I remember, al
though I do not recall what he said. But 
when he rose to go I went with him. We 
walked down the street past dooryards 
where lilacs were blooming, keeping to
gether till we crossed the river. There 
our ways parted. I told him a little of 
what Judge Adams had said of him. He 
laughed at the praise, waving it away from 
himself. ' I t ' s a good thought, though,' 
he said, ' a great dream for others. But 
we need more than the dreaming, my 
friend. When the time comes, will you 
be ready ?' 

" I held out my hand to him in pledge. 
" M y way home that night took me 

past the armory where the Zouaves, the 
boys whom Ellsworth trained, were drill
ing. You remember Ellsworth's story, 
Peter ? He was the first officer to die in 
the war.'' The boy nodded solemnly, and 
the man went on. "Wi th Abraham Lin
coln's voice ringing in my ears I enlisted. 

" Years afterward, when Abraham Lin
coln was President, war came. I 'd seen 
Lincoln often in the years between." 
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James Thorold stopped his restless pacing 
and stood at the end of the table away 
from Peter, leaning over it slightly, as he 
seemed to keep up his story with diffi
culty. "He came often to Judge Adams's 
house. There were evenings when the 
three of us sat in the parlor with the dusk 
drifting in from the lake, and spoke of 
the future of the nation. Judge Adams 
thought war inevitable. Abraham Lin
coln thought it could be averted. They 
both dreaded it. I was young, and I 
hoped for it. ' What'll you do, Jim, if war 
should come ?' they asked me once. ' I'd 
go as a private,' I told them. 

"If the war had come then I should 
have gone with the first regiment out. 
But when the call sounded Ellsworth had 
gone to New York and the Zouaves had 
merged with another regiment. I didn't 
go with them in the beginning because I 
told myself that I wanted to be with the 
first troop that went from Illinois to the 
front. I didn't join until after Lincoln 
had sent out his call for volunteers. 

"You see," he explained to the silent 
boy, " I had left Judge Adams's office and 
struck out for myself. Chicago was show
ing me golden opportunities. Before me, 
if I stayed, stretched a wide road of 
success." 

"And you didn't go?" Peter inter
rupted his father for the first time. " I 
thought—" His voice broke. 

" I went," James Thorold said. "The 
regiment, the Nineteenth, was at the 
border when Lincoln gave the call. 
There was a bounty being offered to join 
it. I would have gone anyhow, but I 
thought that I might just as well take the 
money. I was giving up so much to go, I 
reasoned. And so I took the bounty. 
The provost marshal gave me the money 
in the office right across the square from 
the old court-house. I put it in the bank 
before I started south. 

" I left Chicago that night with a great 
thrill. I was going to fight for a great 
cause, for Abraham Lincoln's great dream 
for the country my father had died for in 
Mexico, that my grandfather had fought 
for at Lundy's Lane. I think," he said, 
" that if I might have gone right down to 
the fighting, I'd have stood the test. But 
when I came to Tennessee the regiment 
had gone stale. We waited, and waited. 

Every day I lost a little interest. Every 
day the routine dragged a little harder. I 
had time to see what opportunities I had 
left back here in Chicago. I wasn't afraid 
of the fighting. But the sheer hatred of 
what I came to call the uselessness of war 
gnawed at my soul. I kept thinking of 
the ways in which I might shape my des
tiny if only I were free. I kept thinking 
of the thousand roads to wealth, to per
sonal success, that Chicago held for me. 
One night I took my chance. I slipped 
past the lines." 

"Father!" The boy's voice throbbed 
with pain. His eyes, dilated with horror 
at the realization of the older man's ad
mission, fixed their gaze accusingly on 
James Thorold. "You weren't a—a de
serter?" He breathed the word fear
fully. 

" I was a bounty-jumper." 
"Oh!" Peter Thorold ' s shoulders 

drooped as if under the force of a vital 
blow. Vaguely as he knew the term, the 
boy knew only too well the burden of dis
grace that it carried. Once, in school, he 
had heard an old tutor apply it to some 
character of history whom he had espe
cially despised. Again, in a home where 
he had visited, he had heard another old 
man use the phrase in contempt for some 
local personage who had attempted to seek 
public office. Bounty-jumper ! Its prov
ince expressed to the lad's mind a layer 
of the inferno beneath the one reserved 
for the Benedict Arnolds and the Aaron 
Burrs. Vainly he bugled to his own 
troops of self-control; but they, too, were 
deserters in the calamity. He flung his 
arms across the table, surrendering to his 
sobs. 

Almost impassively James Thorold 
watched him, as if he himself had gone so 
far back into his thought of the past that 
he could not bridge the gap to Peter now. 
With some thought of crossing the chasm 
he took up his tale of dishonor. Punctu
ated by the boy's sobs it went on. 

" I came back to Chicago and drew the 
money from the bank. I knew I couldn't 
go back to the practise of law. I changed 
my name to Thorold and started in busi
ness as an army contractor. I made 
money. The money that's made us rich, 
the money that's sending me to Forsland " 
—a bitterness not in his voice before 
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edged his mention of the embassy—"came 
from that bounty that the provost mar
shal gave me." 

He turned his back upon the sobbing 
boy, walking over to the window and 
staring outward upon the April bright
ness of the noonday ere he spoke again. 
"You know of the Nineteenth's record? 
They were at Nashville, and they were at 
Chattanooga after my colonel came back, 
dead. I went out of Chicago when his 
body was brought in. Then Turchin 
took command of the brigade. The Nine
teenth went into the big fights. They 
were at Chickamauga. Benton fell there. 
He'd been in Judge Adams's office with 
me. After I 'd come back he'd joined the 
regiment. The day the news of Chicka
mauga came I met Judge Adams on 
Washington Street. He knew me. He 
looked at me as Peter might have looked 
at Judas." 

Slowly Peter Thorold raised his head 
from his arms, staring at the man beside 
the window. James Thorold met his 
look with sombre sorrow. "Don ' t think 
I've had no punishment," he said. "Re
member that I loved Judge Adams. And 
I loved Abraham Lincoln." 

"Oh, no, n o ! " The boy's choked ut
terance came in protest. " If you'd really 
cared for them you wouldn't have failed 
them." 

" I have prayed," his father said, " t ha t 
you may never know the grief of having 
failed the men you have loved. There's 
no heavier woe, Peter." Again his gaze 
went from the boy, from the room, from 
the present. " I did not see Abraham 
Lincoln again until he was dead," he said. 
"They brought him back and set his bier 
in the old court-house. The night he lay 
there I went in past the guards and looked 
long upon the face of him who had been 
my friend. I saw the sadness and the sor
row, the greatness and the glory, that life 
and death had sculptured there. He had 
dreamed and he had done. When the 
time had come he had been ready. I 
knelt beside his coffin; and I promised 
God and Abraham Lincoln that I would, 
before I died, make atonement for the 
faith I had broken." 

Peter's sobbing had died down to husky 
flutterings of breath, but he kept his face 
averted from the man at the other side of 

the table. " I meant to make some sort 
of reparation," James Thorold explained, 
listlessness falling like twilight on his 
mood as if the sun had gone down on his 
power, " b u t I was always so busy, so 
busy. And there seemed no real occa
sion for sacrifice. I never sought public 
office or public honors till I thought you 
wanted me to have them, Peter." He 
turned directly to the boy, but the boy 
did not move. " I was so glad of Fors-
land — yes te rday . Through all these 
years I have told myself that, after all, I 
had done no great wrong. But sometimes, 
when the bands were playing and the flags 
were flying, I knew that I had turned 
away from the Grail after I had looked 
upon it. I knew it to-day when I stood 
beside that boy's coffin. I had said that 
times change. I know now that only the 
time changes. The spirit does not die, 
but it's a stream that goes underground 
to come up, a clear spring, in unexpected 
places. My father died in Mexico. I 
failed my country. And Isador Fram-
berg dies at Vera Cruz." 

"For our country," the boy said bit
terly. 

"And his own," his father added. 
"For him, for his people, for all these who 
walk in darkness Abraham Lincoln died. 
The gleam of his torch shone far down their 
lands. His message brought them here. 
They have known him even as I, who 
walked with him in life, did not know him 
until to-day. And they are paying him. 
That dead boy is their offering to him, their 
message that they are the Americans." 

Into Peter Thorold's eyes, as he looked 
upon his father, leaped a flash of blue 
fire. Searchingly he stared into the face 
of the older man as Galahad might have 
gazed upon a sorrowing Percival. ' ' You're 
going to give up Forsland?" he breathed, 
touching the paper on the table. " I gave 
up Forsland," James Thorold said, "when 
I saw you at Isador Framberg's side. I 
knew that I was not worthy to represent 
your America—and his." He held out 
his hands to Peter longingly. The boy's 
strong ones closed over them. Peter 
Thorold, sighting the mansion of his 
father's soul, saw that the other man had 
passed the portals of confession into an 
empire of expiation mightier than the 
Court of St. Jerome. 



MILITARISM AND DEMOCRACY IN GERMANY 

By Oswald Garrison Villard 

N I N E T Y - T H R E E German 
savants who pledged their 
honor and reputation to the 
truth of their statements 
have recently declared that 
German militarism is one 

and indivisible with German culture. 
"Without it ," they said, "our culture 
would long since have been wiped off the 
earth.'' From many other German sources 
come denials that Germany's militarism is 
a menace to the peace of Europe or to any
body else. I t is defended, moreover, not 
only as a cultural but as a democratic in
stitution. Germans are to-day thanking 
God for their militarism, on the ground 
that but for it Napoleon would never have 
been humbled and the German Empire 
would never have come to pass; that to 
its extent and thoroughness alone Ger
many owes her safety at this hour, when 
she is beset by the troops of nearly half 
the world, but has thus far carried on the 
war almost entirely on other people's soil. 
I t is, therefore, worth while for Americans 
to examine this German institution care
fully, particularly as we are already being 
told by certain soothsayers that the war 
convicts England of folly in not having 
resorted to universal conscription, and 
places upon us the duty of still greater 
military burdens, since by some occult 
reasoning it is apparent to them that if 
Germany wins we are to be the next vic
tims of her aggrandizing ambition. 

Like the nation itself, the German army 
is curiously two-sided, for it is both a de
mocracy and an autocracy, but with the 
autocracy on top. I t is a democracy be
cause within its regiments are men of 
every rank and caste, of every grade of 
learning and every degree of poverty and 
wealth. I t is democratic because it is 
compulsory and because it spares none. 
No amount of gull or power can free a 
German from his year or more of service; 
if he escapes it is because the army's draft 
for the year when he becomes liable for 
service is so large that all cannot be cared 

for in the existing organizations, or be
cause some physical disability insures his 
exemption. Thus, when the call to arms 
came on the 4th of August it was literally 
an uprising of the people. The great 
wave of emotion which exalted the whole 
nation gained its impetus because men of 
every class went forth, singing, to die. 
Barriers of all kinds were levelled; in the 
enthusiasm of that tremendous hour, caste 
and rank were, for the moment, forgotten. 
The entire citizenship was drawn together 
by the levelling influence of devotion to a 
single cause. For the moment all Ger
many was a democracy, and democratic 
were the forces which stormed Liege, and 
swept like irresistible gray-green waves of 
the sea through Brussels, until they were 
nearly in sight of the defences of Paris. 

In the trenches to-day lie side by side, 
as common soldiers or non-commissioned 
officers, men who have made their mark 
in the field of learning, or science, or busi
ness, or the skilled professions. Some re
serve regiments would seem to be a cross 
section of the population. One of its lieu
tenants may be of humble origin, a minor 
official, let us say, in the Dresdner Bank; 
serving with him may be a reserve lieu
tenant who drafted last year one of the 
most important bills ever laid before the 
Reichstag. A reserve non-commissioned 
officer who reports to them may be a sur
vivor of the twenty-six Socialist deputies 
to the Reichstag who found the call of 
conventional patriotism far more com
pelling than the peace principles of their 
party. A lieutenant next to them may 
bear the plebeian name of Wilhelm Muller, 
yet be one of the ablest junior officials of 
the Colonial Office, for the moment bed
fellow with a police officer of Berlin who 
has exchanged the pursuit of criminals for 
the pursuit of the French. Next in line 
may be a university professor of distinc
tion, a painter for whom great things are 
prophesied, a musician of note, and with 
them may be serving apprentices, labor
ers, street-cleaners, conductors, hod-car-

24s 
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riers—men from every humble and hon
orable walk in life. 

There is similarly no discrimination 
among regiments when war is on; as far 
as this the General Staff's democracy ex
tends. Whatever the prestige of a regi
ment in peace times, whether it be the 
Garde du Corps, the crack cavalry regi
ment, or the Death's Head Hussars, until 
lately commanded by the Crown Prince, 
or one of the Imperial Infantry Guards, 
it meets with no other consideration than 
that of the most plebeian infantry regi
ment when the fighting is under way. I t 
makes no difference if ever)' officer in it is 
of ancient and noble lineage. The Guards 
are reported to have been among the 
heaviest losers in the present war, pre
cisely as at St. Privat in 1870, when five 
battalions lost every officer and were 
fighting under their sergeants when the 
day was won. I t is just the same with 
the Kaiser's younger sons; they have gone 
into the actual welter of battle exactly 
as if offspring of the humblest West-
phalian peasant, Prince Joachim being 
wounded by shrapnel and Prince Oscar 
collapsing from exhaustion and heart 
weakness after a charge at the head of his 
regiment against Turcos, whose bullets 
laid low most of his regimental officers. 
The Crown Prince may be safe by reason 
of his being the nominal commander of an 
army, but his brothers are alive to-day 
only by the fortunes of war. Not un
naturally the German press has drawn 
biting contrasts between the sons of the 
Kaiser and the Prince of Wales, who, it 
was officially announced in England, was, 
at twenty, not sufficiently trained as a 
soldier to go to the front until three and 
a half months of war had passed. That 
the privilege of dying as the German Gen
eral Staff wills belongs to princes as much 
as to anybody else is attested by the death 
of Lieutenant-General Frederick, Prince 
of Saxe-Meiningen, a brother-in-law of 
the Kaiser's sister and of other notables. 

But the brief for the democracy of the 
German army does not end here. I t 
enforces, so its adherents claim, a fine 
standard of personal conduct, of physical 
vigor, and of loyalty to King and country 
throughout the nation. The army takes 
the humblest conscript, however ignorant 
and lacking in self-respect, and turns him 

out a decent, healthy citizen with a fine 
physique, excellent carriage, inured to 
heavy burdens, long marches, and abso
lute obedience. If he is a dull clodhopper 
from a Polish province, unable to speak 
German, the recruit is taught his King's 
language and how to write it; he learns, 
as Kipling puts it, to "wash behind his 
ears," how to eat, how to walk, how to 
keep himself scrupulously neat, and how 
to think for himself. 

The great lesson of subordination to au
thority is thus learned, and in many cases 
self-restraint, as a result of methods which 
are applied just as rigorously to the son of 
a millionaire or of an aristocrat. The nat
ural German love of outdoors and of ex
ercise in the open is intensified by service 
with the colors; a genuine comradeship 
with men in all walks of life springs up, 
and with it comes the ability to feel as a 
German, to think in terms of the nation, 
whose patriotic songs one and all sing as 
they march, for singing is a wise require
ment of the German military training. 
Certainly, as the English military reports 
have so generously attested, this training 
teaches men to face certain death for the 
Fatherland with a devotion never sur
passed by Occidentals and equalling the 
stoical and fatalistic pursuance of death 
by Orientals. Again, the wonderful thor
oughness of the military machine leaves 
its impress upon all who are for a time of 
its cogs, and to it is attributed some of 
that unequalled efficiency of the Germans 
to which the nation owes its extraordinary 
national rise and prosperity. The army 
is, in other words, regarded as a vital part 
of the great German system of education. 

If this were all to be said of German 
militarism its case would be, perhaps, won. 
England and the United States might then 
be tempted to add a similar course to their 
educational system. But there is the 
other side. 

I t is hard to conceive of a closer cor
poration or a more autocratic body than 
the German General Staff; it is the army 
to which it gives the dominating note. I t 
is a group of aggressive, hard-working, ex
ceptionally able officers, envied by soldiers 
all over the world because the nation does 
as they tell it. In 1913, when they de
manded one hundred and forty thousand 
more men, the war minister acted as their 
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spokesman, and the Reichstag hardly 
questioned; the Socialists, foreshadowing 
their present desertion of their peace prin
ciples, acquiesced by a cowardly approval 
or dodged by a refusal to vote. For the 
first time after this vote the tax-gatherer 
knocked at German doors, not to take a 
share of the income, but some of the cit
izens' capital, and no one protested. To 
question the General Staff would be like 
questioning the Deity, a fact which ex
plains why, the General Staff having de
clared that it was essential to invade Bel
gium, nobody in all Germany doubts that 
decision. One may start controversies 
over sacred theology in the Kaiser's do
mains, but not one as to the all-embracing 
wisdom of the General Staff, for on that 
there have never been two opinions since 
1866 up to the time of this writing. When 
the deadly forty-two-centimetre guns were 
planned, the Grosser Generalstab asked the 
Reichstag for a large appropriation and 
obtained it without disclosing in any de
gree the purposes for which it was asked. 
I t was enough that the war minister de
clared the Generalstab must have it for a 
purpose too secret and too important to 
be intrusted to the Reichstag committee 
on army estimates or to any but the inner 
ring of the army. 

I t is that inner ring which settles the 
fate of an officer after he has reached colo
nel's rank. Let one be overslaughed and 
he resigns at once. Let him blunder in 
the manoeuvres and his "papers" go for
ward promptly; the General Staff sees to 
that. Physical efficiency is insisted upon 
as well as mental. An officer may be as 
dissipated as he pleases, but he must be 
on hand with a clear head for the five-
o'clock spring and summer march-out of 
his regiment. His habits and customs 
may be deserving of all sorts of censure, 
but if he studies diligently, passes his ex
aminations well, has good efficiency re
ports, and is altogether ein schneidiger 
Offizier his superiors will say nothing. 
There is no age limit as in our army, as is 
evidenced by the prevalence of men ap
proaching seventy in high positions to-day. 
Thus, Generals von Kluck, von Hausen, 
and von Bulow are sixty-eight; Generals 
von Moltke and von Emmich, the latter 
the capturer of Liege, are sixty-six; and 
General von Hindenburg is sixty-seven. 

But to hold their positions men like these 
must be vigorous physically and mentally, 
agreeable to the General Staff, and abso
lute upholders of the existing military tra
ditions and order. 

By this we do not mean that each gen
eral must be a follower of Bernhardi. 
Many of the German generals probably 
never saw his book nor even heard of it. 
But they must subscribe fervently to the 
overbearing pretensions of the military 
clique, to the autocratic attitude of the 
army toward the civilian and the nation. 
They must carry themselves as members 
of an exalted caste whose adoration of 
their uniform borders on pagan worship. 
Take the case of Colonel von Reuter, who 
commanded the Ninety-ninth Infantry, 
stationed at Zabern, in Alsace, and was 
acquitted in January of last year (1914) 
of the charges of illegal assumption of 
the executive power, illegal imprisonment 
of civilians, and the invasion of private 
houses in order to make arrests. This 
was at the time when his young officers, 
whom one could hardly accuse of being 
democratic in spirit, were sabring or per
secuting the civilians, who were driven 
almost to revolt by the overbearing arro
gance of the military. Colonel von Reuter 
himself openly and aggressively stated on 
his trial that if matters had gone any fur
ther he would have turned his machine-
guns, which stood ready in the court
yard of the barracks, on the populace. 
"Blood may flow," he had threatened at 
the crucial moment, "for we are protect
ing the prestige and the honor of the 
whole army and the gravely shaken au
thority of the government." " I was con
vinced that our government was allowing 
its reins to drag on the ground," he told 
the court, and so, in the name of autocra
cy, he assured the public prosecutor that 
"jurisprudence ends here," and declared 
martial law. 

A court of high officers sustained Colo
nel von Reuter and his subordinates on 
the ground that a decree issued by the 
King of Prussia in 1820—not a law—gave 
the military the right to intervene, with
out waiting for a request from civil au
thority, if they deemed the time had come 
to act. More than that, the army ex
pressly upheld the arrogant acts of the 
officers, for whom the judge-advocate 
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never asked more than a week's or three 
days' imprisonment as punishment! Colo
nel von Reuter is reported to have won 
the Iron Cross; and the young officer who 
sabred the lame cobbler of Zabern is also 
at the front, but not, let us trust, in the 
name of democracy. In defending Colo
nel von Reuter, the minister of war, Gen
eral von Falkenhayn, who has been acting 
as chief of staff during the recent tempo
rary illness of General von Moltke, de
clared that while the colonel might have 
exceeded his authority at times, his acts, 
nevertheless, saved his officers from the 
necessity of running their swords through 
the insulting civilians in order to protect 
the honor of the "Kaiser's Coat." This 
coat—hardly a democratic garment—thus 
inevitably recalls Gessler's hat; the Gen
eral Staff means that there shall be no vital 
difference between the deference asked of 
Wilhelm Tell and that which the German 
civilian owes to the "gay coat" of the mil
itary. Officers have frequently been ap
plauded and acquitted, or at most im
prisoned in a fortress for a few weeks, for 
stabbing civilians or killing them in duels 
that are against the law but are often 
forced upon officers by decrees of the regi
mental courts of honor whose ideals of 
conduct are direct inheritances from the 
days of Frederick the Great. 

In brief, the army is a narrow caste with 
professional ideals of a mediaeval char
acter scrupulously maintained in the face 
of modern progress by the ruling clique. 
From its highest officers, its General Staff, 
its Crown Prince, as well as its Kaiser, the 
army takes its tone as a bulwark of the 
privileged classes, to whom anything that 
smacks of democracy is anathema. I t is 
the chief pillar of the great landlords, the 
Junker, and the aristocrats, as it is of the 
throne. When the Reichstag passed a 
vote of censure on the government be
cause of the Zabern affair, an almost un
heard-of thing, the government simply 
ignored the vote. Doubtless the imperial 
chancellor and General von Falkenhayn, 
the censured ministers, smile to-day if 
they think of this incident, and reflect 
how completely the war has placed the 
Reichstag, the Social Democrats, and all 
the rest of the civilians in their power. 
There being no responsible ministry to fall 
in Germany, the fate of the nation has 

rested—less than a year after their cen
sure by the national parliament—in their 
and the Kaiser's hands. As for the 
Kaiser, and the Crown Prince who pub
licly upheld Colonel von Reuter, they may 
for the moment be democrats—the Kaiser 
has declared that he will never take note 
of factional differences again—but the 
only reason why they do not fear the 
Social Democrats, whom a few years ago 
the Kaiser denounced as traitors to the 
country, is the existence of the army. 
General von Falkenhayn declared in the 
Reichstag, in December, 1913, that "with
out the army not a stone of the Reichstag 
building would remain in place." Is there 
any doubt that this democratic organiza
tion of eight hundred thousand men would 
close the doors of the Reichstag if the 
Kaiser so ordered? Did not the grand
fathers of those now in the trenches in the 
Imperial Guard regiments crush out the 
republican uprising in 1848? Did not 
the Prussian guns of the grandfather of 
the present Kaiser shoot to pieces the 
same uprising in Rhenish Bavaria, Baden, 
and elsewhere ? 

In this anti-democratic tendency the 
German army is not different from any 
other. The same trend toward caste and 
autocracy is noticeable, to greater or less 
degree, in every army; even a study of the 
social life of our American navy would 
prove this. If England creates a great 
standing army the same phenomena will 
be still more manifest than in her present 
regular force, which has been about the 
most undemocratic machine thinkable. 
The social, court, and petticoat influences 
that controlled the British service down to 
the Boer War have been known of all in
formed men. I t took this present war, 
with its overwhelming need for officers, to 
break down the barriers of caste erect
ed against the common soldier. Lord 
Kitchener did an unheard-of thing re
cently when he advanced one hundred 
and twenty-five sergeants and corporals to 
lieutenancies in a single issue of the offi
cial Gazette, yet no one would describe 
Lord Kitchener as an apostle of democracy. 
The nature of an army and its very organ
ization are undemocratic; the whole basis 
is a hierarchy with the power centring in 
one head. 

Of course, the autocratic nature of an 
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army is not affected by the bourgeois an
tecedents of some of its officers. In Ger
many a man of plainest lineage, be he a 
good soldier, can rise to high rank. A 
number of the German corps command
ers are to-day commoners who do not 
write the von before their names. But 
they must have inherited or married 
means in order to hold their present posi
tions, since German officers cannot live 
on their pay. Again, many regiments are 
wholly closed to men without title, and 
Jews are, of course, quite good enough to 
be reserve officers, and to serve as Kan-
nonenfutter, whenever the General Staff 
pleases. But few, indeed, have been active 
officers and none have risen to high rank. 
Yet these are not the only undemocratic 
discriminations. Such newspapers as the 
Jewish Frankfurter Zeitung and the Ber
liner Tageblatt, as well as the Socialist 
Vorwdrts—the Frankfurter and the Tage
blatt are now unreservedly upholding the 
war and the army—have in the past filled 
columns upon columns with discreet criti
cisms of the military. When the army in
crease was voted last year certain Social
ists took the opportunity to criticise the 
favoritism in regulations shown to the 
Imperial Guards. Of course, they accom
plished nothing. Why should the Gen
eral Staff pay attention to mere members 
of the Reichstag, and Socialists at that? 
In a democratic organization criticism of 
the organization is permitted; none is 
tolerated in the German army. When an 
exceptionally able military critic of the 
Berliner Tageblatt, Colonel Gadke, a re
tired officer, undertook to criticise the serv
ice, the military authorities tried to de
prive him of his right to sign as "former 
colonel" of an artillery regiment. That 
he is not figuring as a correspondent or 
critic now has perhaps some connection 
with this incident. 

If there is any atmosphere in which de
mocracy does not flourish it is that of a 
Continental barracks. German discipline 
is unyielding as iron. The power of the 
officer is absolute and that of the non
commissioned officer little less so. The 
men in the ranks change every three years, 
but the non-commissioned officers are 
usually professional soldiers for a long 
term who know the ropes well. The con
ditions are such that brutal ones among 

them can make existence a hell for any 
man they do not like. Just as it is hard 
to prevent some hazing at West Point, so 
there is always some in the German bar
racks. I t is often almost impossible to 
checkmate brutality among the non-com
missioned officers because the presumption 
is always in favor of authority; so there are 
occasionally suicides in the barracks, fre
quently desertions, and sometimes trials 
of men finally caught in ill-treating sub
ordinates. When Rosa Luxemburg, the 
fiery Socialist orator, declared at Freiburg 
last year (1914), in speaking of the case of 
a horribly abused soldier at Metz: " I t is 
certainly one of those dramas which are 
enacted day in and day out in German 
barracks, although the groans of the actors 
seldom reach our ears," General von Fal-
kenhayn, as war minister, prosecuted the 
"Red Rosa" for libelling the army. The 
case was promptly dropped when her 
counsel announced that they proposed to 
call one thousand and thirty eye-witnesses 
to such wrong-doing, mostly in the form 
of "slaps in the face, punches and kicks, 
beating with sheathed sabres and bay
onets, with riding-whips and harness 
straps; forcible jamming of ill-set helmets 
on the wearer's head; compulsory baths 
in icy water, followed by scrubbing down 
with scrub-brushes until the blood ran; 
compulsory squatting in muscle-straining 
attitudes until the victim collapsed or 
wept for pain; unreasonable fatigue drill, 
and so on. There were also abundant 
cases of absurd and humiliating punish
ments inflicted by non-commissioned offi
cers, such as turning the men out of bed 
and making them climb to the top of cup
boards or sweep out the dormitory with 
tooth-brushes.'' Now, single men in bar
racks are never plaster saints, as Kipling, 
the exalter of British militarism and hater 
of German militarism, has made it quite 
clear to us. Sporadic cases of abuse hap
pen in our own American barracks; but 
no one will, it is to be hoped, assert that in 
this phase of its existence the German 
army even faintly suggests a democracy. 

This army hat had its Dreyfus case, too, 
though the victim was not an officer, but 
a Sergeant Martin who on a second trial 
was found guilty, on circumstantial evi
dence, of killing his captain. The two 
civilian members of the court found him 
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not guilty; the prosecutor asked only for 
imprisonment, but the military judges 
pronounced the death sentence in addi
tion to imprisonment. They felt they 
must uphold their caste, right or wrong. 
A lieutenant stationed at Memel was 
found to have beaten a soldier so severely 
with a sword that his victim had to be 
dropped from the military service, com
pensated, and pensioned for injuries "in
cident to the service." Not that the 
other type of officer is lacking. As the 
writer knows by personal experience, there 
are plenty of kindly, gifted, and charm
ing officers who are neither fire-eaters 
nor war-worshippers, who write no jingo 
books and do not subscribe to Bernhardi. 
They despise the intrigues, the narrowness, 
and frequent immorality of the small gar
rison, and the dissipation of life in the big 
cities. They recognize the mediaeval char
acter of the code of honor, but they are 
helpless to change it, and as they grow 
older the more ready they are to think an 
intense militarism the normal condition of 
society. If there are many officers of this 
type, particularly in the south German 
armies, the trend is, however, toward the 
overbearing arrogance of the Von Reuters, 
which is again merely saying that mili
tarism unchecked and unsubordinated to 
civilian control will run to excesses every
where. The note of Bernhardi has been 
more and more often heard with the cry 
that war is the natural state of man and 
that the German army is for war. I t is 
quite possible that the Kaiser, in the last 
moments before the war, was overborne 
against his better judgment by the Gen
eral Staff clique with which he is sur
rounded, and signed the fatal order prac
tically under compulsion. But there were 
thousands of his officers who went to the 
war exulting that the time had come at 
last when their years of devoted study and 
ceaseless training, unsurpassed in its com
prehensiveness and its intensity, were to 
give way to the practical application of all 
they had learned as to man-killing. 

Whether an army which by its very ex
istence creates fear and militaristic rivalry, 
which forever talks war, can be either a 
democratic force or, in the long run, a 
sound educational influence is open to 
gravest question. As an educational sys
tem it has the merits described earlier in 

this article; but even German professors 
would hardly deny that it is bought at a 
heavy cost to the school system of the 
empire. If there are underpaid common-
school teachers anywhere they live in Ger
many, and particularly in Bavaria. The 
genteel poverty of these men who have to 
exist upon their pay is one of the great 
tragedies of life under the Kaiser. But 
the economic waste of the army is a chief 
stumbling-block to any betterment in their 
condition, precisely as the millions it costs 
prevent reforms in many other directions. 
I t would seem as if it would be better to 
have the Krupps earn less than twelve 
or fourteen per cent per annum and the 
school-teachers a little more. I t would be 
better to be less efficient as a nation to the 
extent that that efficiency is created by 
the army, and for the masses to be hap
pier, with a consequent decrease of a mil
lion or so in the Social Democratic voters. 
As long as they can roll up three millions 
of votes and still protest against militarism, 
even though swept off their feet in war 
time, all cannot be well with a culture 
founded on military force. That their 
voices and many others will again be up
lifted to protest against war and armies 
when peace returns is the one thing that 
is certain about this war. 

In no such military and bureaucratic 
atmosphere as exists in Germany does 
democracy thrive ! Instead, we have the 
tradition that as the German Empire is 
the army's creation so the nation's fu
ture is dependent wholly upon it. Imita
ting the ninety-three savants, three thou
sand German teachers in universities and 
schools of technology have put their names 
to the statement that there is no other 
spirit in the army save that of the nation; 
that the spirit of German knowledge and 
militarism are the same; that the German 
army and the German universities are 
identical in their aspirations, since both 
are devoted to science. They, too, ap
parently cannot understand that a culture 
which exists only by reason of the arms 
behind it is no more a normal, healthy 
growth than is an industry artificially 
created by a protective tariff and kept 
alive solely by receiving part or all of its 
profits by the favor of a treasury. They 
belie their own culture because it is a free 
growth while service in the army is com-



The Empty Room 251 

pulsory, and compulsory service of the 
German type may be universal but it is 
not democratic. Again, this sudden as
sertion that German} is wholly dependent 
upon its army for safety is the historic ar
gument of decadent peoples relying en
tirely upon mercenaries. .Is the German 
democracy of intellect so without any 
sources of strength within itself that it 
cannot flourish save by grace of the mili
tarists ? We believe that when the present 
Rausch (intoxication) of the German peo
ple is at an end their professors will be the 

first to deny this interdependence of their 
realm upon another so materialistic, so 
mediaeval, so autocratic, with such bar
barous aims as conquest by blood and iron 
and man-killing by the hundred thousand. 
These savants and professors may in de
feat become sufficiently sobered even to 
ask themselves whether all is well with 
a civilization, or its militaristic hand
maiden, which finds itself surrounded by 
enemies and is dreaded even beyond seas 
as a power with the potentiality of great 
evil. 

T H E E M P T Y R O O M 

By Harriet Prescott Spofford 

THE lock is rusty, the slow key grates— 
Turn it more daringly, open the door! 
Only a ghost at the threshold waits, 
They that have crossed it cross it no more. 

Heavy the unbreathed air of the room— 
Throw wide the casement, let the wind blow, 
Once it brought breath of roses in bloom, 
Of the dew of a morning long ago. 

Speak low—there are Presences here of old, 
Sighs and sorrows and sweet desires, 
Falter of prayers, and wild tunes trolled, 
And here love lighted his sacred fires. 

The dreams that some woman haply dreamed, 
The smiles that shone on her tender face, 
Here where the moonlight over her streamed, 
Unseen, unshaped, still haunt the place. 

For the tense string touched sings on and on— 
Do you hear music? A cradle song. 
Lightsome laughter? The voice is gone, 
But the soundless thrill still sings along. 

Friend and lover, and man and wife, 
The child's sweet babble—stay, feel the spell 
The empty room brims over with life, 
As you hear the sea sing in the shell! 



H A T H O R : A MEMORY 

By John Galsworthy 

DECORATION BY SYDNEY JOSEPH 

\ T H O R of the old Egyp
tians ! Divine cow, with 
the mild, lustrous eyes, the 
proud and gentle step; im
mortally desirable, ever 
fruitful; veiled and radiant 

with that soft, devotional glow which 
wraps all the greatest works of art, causing 
all who behold to feel a thrill and sweet
ness, a longing to put out hands and wor
ship. Far from earthly lust; goddess 
nymph of the crescent horns—Hathor of 
the old Egyptians ! . . . 

In camp at Sennoures of the Fayoum 
it has fallen dark, and dinner is over when 
the dancer summoned by Mahmoud Ib
rahim arrives. Pretty she is as the dusk, 
as a tiger-cat, a firefly, a flower of the 
hibiscus, her skin but little darker than 
our own; her eyes clear agate-green, her 
teeth whiter than milk, a gold crescent 
through her right nostril, and her fine chin 
blue from tattooing. Quite a woman of 
the world, too, in her greetings. 

In the tent made holy by embroidered 
texts from the Koran, ourselves and Hal-
lilah (parent of all the gods); Mahmoud 
Ibrahim in dragoman's best robes; Sadik in 
white waiter's dress; and the ten Arabs in 
black night-cloaks—camel-boy " D a i s y " 
with his queer child-voice and his quaint 
ear-wrappings; Mabrouk, imp with a past 
and a future; dusky, sweet-tempered 
" Comedy"; the holy Ahmet, more excited 
than he should be; green camel-boy and 
white camel-boy, all teeth and expecta
tion; Karim, smiling; and the three dark, 
solemn camel-men who play the pipes, for 
once in animation: fifteen of us to sit, 
kneel, crouch, and wait; only cook, and 
the watchman—ah ! and Samara—absent. 

And soon our dancer comes in again, 
with her drummer, and her brother, whose 
agate eyes are finer than her own, to pipe 
for her. She has taken off her cloak now, 
and is clothed in beads and netting, with 
bare waist and dark, heavy skirt. Stand
ing by the tent-pole she looks slowly 
round at us; then, lifting her upper lip 
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square above her teeth and curling her 
tongue, begins to sing, showing us the 
very back of her mouth, and passing 
through her short straight nose tones like 
the clapping together of metal disks. And 
while she sings she moves slowly round, 
with wide-stretched arms, and hands 
clinking those little bells that make the 
sound of castanets seem vulgar. 

"She is a good one, this," says Mah-
moud Ibrahim. 

And now she ceases to sing and begins 
to dance. She makes but little movement 
with her feet, protruding her over-de
veloped middle violently, rhythmically, 
and passing her ardent gaze from face to 
face. And as she writhes before them 
each Arab visage around the tent be
comes all teeth and eyes. Above the dark 
excitement of those faces the peaceful sky 
is glittering with stars; the clear-cut palm-
trees, under a moon still crescent, shiver 
in the wind. And out there Samara, our 
tall, gaunt young camel-man, stalks up 
and down, his eyes fixed on the ground. 
That dance, what is it, but the crudest 
love-making to us all? 

"She is nearly a top-hole one, this," 
says Mahmoud Ibrahim. 

And suddenly we see Samara crouching 
with the others in the opening of the tent. 
The only one who does not smile, he 
watches her, holding his thin dark face in 
his thin dark hand; and lo! as though he 
can bear no more of such attraction, he 
leaps up, and again begins hovering out
side, like a flame in the wind. 

But she—she dances on, writhing, pro
truding her middle, clinking her bells. 
And all the time the imp Mabrouk and 
the camel-men laugh, and gurgle their de
light, and stretch out their arms toward 
her; until at last the holy Ahmet, unable 
to control his emotion, puts his hands 
about her waist. Then! What is this 
that comes swooping down, flinging at 
him fiery words, and springing back into 
the night? 

"See Samara!" says Mahmoud Ibra
him; "he is jealous. 'Come over here! ' 
My Lord ! She is a fine one !" 

But at last she has sung all her songs, 
danced all her dances, even the Sleep one, 
drunk all the wine, smoked the last ciga

rette, finished the Turkish Delight. So 
we thank and leave her. 

When the camp is quiet I come out to 
watch the circle of the palm-trees under 
Hathor's crescent horns, to listen to the 
" chump-chump " of the camels and to the 
soft talk passing from dark figures crouch
ing by the watch-fire. And Mahmoud 
Ibrahim comes up to me. 

"Most of the men are gone to the vil
lage—the holy Ahmet and all! The fools, 
they get excited. Certainly she is a good 
one; pretty, but too thin !" He sighs and 
looks up at the stars. " I t was in camp 
here, ten years ago, we had the best I ever 
saw. I went all the way to Cairo to fetch 
her; we paid her fifteen pounds. Ah ! she 
was beautiful; and I was very young. 
After the dance was over I went to her; I 
was trembling, I certainly was trembling. 
She was pretty as a flower. I asked her to 
speak to me just five minutes; but she 
looked at me—she certainly looked at me 
as if I was not there. I had not much 
money then, you see. And last week in 
Cairo I met her in the street. I would 
never have known her—never. But she 
said to me: 'Will you not speak to me? 
Do you not remember years ago how I 
came, to dance at your camp in the Fay-
oum ?' I remembered her then; we paid 
her fifteen pounds. She was not proud 
any more!" Mahmoud Ibrahim shakes 
his comely head. "She certainly is 
hidjeous now; and she cried, poor woman, 
she cried!" 

Save for the camels chumping there is 
silence; beneath the palm-trees we see a 
tall black figure standing beneath the 
crescent of the moon—Flame in the wind 
—for once quite still! 

"Look!" says Mahmoud Ibrahim: 
" Samara ! She would not have anything 
to say to him. He has not much money, 
you see!" 

Once more that night I come out of my 
tent. The men are sleeping, huddled with 
the silent camels in dark clumps on the 
gray sand. The watchman sleeps over 
all. Even the wind sleeps; and the cres
cent moon is passing down. . . . 

Ah! Hathor ! Far from earthly lust, 
immortal cow with the soft, lustrous eyes, 
and horns like the crescent moon ! 



PEACE 

By Daniel Sargent 

W I T H thousand thundering rivers 
The truth of peace flows down, 
And all the placid pools of creed 
Its ceaseless torrents drown. 

Peace—but the fear denies it 
Whenever above our head 
We see the sword of the threatening hour: 
' 'Strive on, or thy soul is dead." 

Peace—when our gaze can never 
See out of the trampling crowd, 
And only the cowards are backward 
For the cry of the hour is loud. 

And though we turn from the present 
And gaze far into the past, 
Did the stars ever stop in their courses 
For truth's loud trumpet-blast? 

Did Fate ever grow less cruel? 
Did it grant to the praying Christ 
"Yes, the cup shall be taken away from thy lip, 
Thy willingness hath sufficed"? 

For Jesus died in his passion, 
And Judas choked for his kiss, 
And Peter denied his Master thrice: 
Such is the peace that is. 

And nation rose against nation, 
And father rose against son, 
And body and soul are cleft apart 
Till the endless strife be done. 

All that the peace eternal, 
With vast tumultuous might, 
May pour its burning deluge 
Into the vaults of night. 

All that the truth may enter, 
The final word be writ, 
Then will the last and the first be one 
As Christ hath uttered it. 
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THE POINT OF VIEW 

THERE is only one thing better than 
opportunity, and that is limitation. 
The former gives us our chance, but 

the latter enables us to take it. If it were 
not for limitations, all the opportunities in 
the world would avail us nothing; for they 

The Conservation 
of Limitations 

would confront us en masse, and 
what could we do in the face of 
such an unmanageable multitude 

but sit down and fold our hands? 
Fortunately, there are very few people 

who are troubled by this extreme distrac
tion. We are most of us born with a plenti
ful supply of limitations. But, though the 
natural endowment is sufficient to prevent 
Charles Lamb from emulating the career of 
Napoleon Bonaparte, or Mrs. Pankhurst 
that of Mrs. Eddy, we do all of us have to 
be on our guard lest the devil outwit us by 
opening too many doors to us. 

I know a woman who once went away to 
the country with six books in her trunk. 
She was to be gone three months, and she 
resolved that she would not so much as turn 
the pages of a seventh book. She was a 
great reader, too. That was the trouble. 
During the past winter she had devoured 
books at the rate of five a week, and the re
sult had been a restless confusion of mind. 

The first week of her vacation was sheer 
bibliological bliss. 

" I t seemed to me," she said later, " that 
I had never before understood what it really 
means to read: to give oneself over to a 
book, to steep oneself in its spirit, to follow 
its subtlest indications. I read, for the 
most part, slowly, with pauses for medita
tion; and when a swift movement of the 
thought caught me and I had to hurry, I 
never failed to return on my tracks. I had 
a quite wonderful sense of leisure and of 
eternity." 

"And then what happened?" I asked; 
for I saw from the glint in her eyes that her 
bliss had not gone unchallenged. 

She sighed and smiled. 
" Some people came to call," she explained, 

"and asked me what I was reading. I 
showed them my six books and made no 

comment. They made none, either. But 
the next day they were back bright and ear
ly, each one carrying three books. ' Won't 
you let us lend you these?' they said com
passionately and benevolently. 'We shan't 
want them for ten days or so.' 

"Dear me!" My friend sighed again. 
" I can't tell you what an effect the very 
sight of those books had upon me. The 
spell of my peace was broken, and I became 
as excited and restless as a trolley-car. The 
worst of the matter was that I recognized a 
novel for which I had been lying in wait 
several months and a volume of essays to
ward which my spirit fairly yearned. Be
fore I knew what I was doing, I put out my 
hand. I did not want to, it made me un
happy; but I put out my hand." 

"And then?" Greatly interested, I 
nudged her again. 

"And then"—she drew herself up with a 
certain pardonable pride of achievement— 
"then I recovered myself. As courteously 
as I could, I refused the proffered loan. I'm 
afraid I didn't succeed in explaining my po
sition very intelligently, but at least I felt 
no doubt as to my intrenchment in it. I 
saw those distracting books out of the gate; 
and, retreating to the orchard, I resolutely 
read nothing at all for the rest of the day." 

The experience reminded me, as I hast
ened to say on the spot, of the analogous 
struggles of another friend of mine who, for 
several years, played a desperate game with 
Fate as to whether he should or should not 
own a horse. Fate evidently thought that 
he should, and, commanding certain ad
vantages in the control of circumstance and 
in a traditional authority, repeatedly saw to 
it that he did. But the successive beasts 
that occupied his barn irked him grievously. 
Instead of ministering to his freedom and 
independence, as they were supposed to do, 
they gave him a curious sense of impedi
ment. 

" I t used to be so simple and easy to go to 
the village," he sighed, trying once to explain 
his slavery to me. " I just opened the gate 
and went. But now I have to go out to the 
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barn and harness the horse and brush out 
the carriage; then I have to hitch the horse 
and return to the house to wash my hands. 
After that I must hunt up my gloves and 
make a list of the errands the whole house
hold flocks to suggest to me. In the end, 
after I have unhitched the horse and climbed 
in, it is not to the village at all that I go, but 
to the town in the other direction where the 
errands can be better accomplished. Life 
becomes hideously complicated the minute 
you own a horse." 

Fortunately for my friend's peace of mind, 
if for no other conceivable reason, his vari
ous horses were always falling ill from lack 
of exercise. He protested that this was not 
his fault. 

" I haven't taken a walk in three weeks," 
he declared sadly; "nor yet have I been able 
to write a paper I had in mind or read a 
book. I seem to have done nothing but 
drive and drive and drive, exercising the 
horse." 

(He always spoke of it that way—"the 
horse"—as if it were an impersonal cosmic 
creation like the sky or the sea.) 

However this might be, the fact remained 
that the local veterinary knew his way 
blindfold to my friend's barn. And when he 
was in command and "the horse" was sub
ject to his ministrations a wonderful peace 
and freedom possessed my friend. 

But the veterinary was skilful and "the 
horse" possessed of a sound constitution; 
and my friend's vacations were never long 
enough to allow him to make any headway 
with his paper or book. All too soon he and 
the horse were in harness together again at 
opposite ends of the reins. It took a brave 
resolution, a really magnificent effort of 
will, to make a permanent end of the situa
tion. 

" I did not see how I was going to get 
along without the creature," he confessed. 
"There were all those errands, a daily crop. 
I saw myself, horseless, devoting my life to 
trudging steadily back and forth between 
my house and the village with a pack-basket 
over my shoulders. But my slavery could 
not be worse than it was. So one fine day I 
sold the horse, and I never have bought an
other." 

"And you have not been sorry?" 
"Sorry?" He made an eloquent, ex

pansive gesture indicative of a scope and 
freedom too vast for words. It appeared 

that, having disposed of his horse, he now 
found himself at liberty to traverse the con
stellations. 

THESE two illustrations throw light on 
the universal nature and function of 
limitation. It simplifies and co-or

dinates life; it gives time for action; like the 
bed of a river, it makes something definite 
and effective out of a diffusion. 

The Conserva
tion of the Spirit 

But of course the matter is not 
essentially one of books or horses 
or any of the world's material 
chances. It concerns the spirit; and that 
has frequently to forego traits which it 
might like to cultivate, qualities which al
most seem to be thrust upon it. A person 
committed to any great cause has to shut 
his eyes to a good many wholesome aspects, 
worthy enough in themselves but distract
ing and weakening to him. He must not 
laugh at that which he worships, innocent 
though the laughter of a non-worshipper 
may be. He must always hate that which 
interferes with his particular ideal, although 
another person may maintain a just indif
ference. No one may manfully be mocking 
and reverent at the same moment, angry 
and tolerant. Whoever tries or allows him
self to be so, offends both God and Mammon. 

As for the deliberate inducing of qualities 
which one has been lucky enough to be born 
without, the effort is as absurd as it is, for
tunately, futile. A young man grows up 
undistracted by a sense of humor. That is 
no disgrace; and, though it may involve a 
loss, it works a solid compensation of sim
plicity and directness. For Heaven's sake, 
let the good fellow alone ! If he is bewildered 
by the suggestion that he take his experi
ence somewhat less literally, he will very 
likely fail to take it at all—he will fumble 
the whole thing. Congratulate, envy him if 
you will—no humorist's eye has that single 
beam—but let him alone. The world has 
need of him. 

Fortunately, as I said above, these efforts 
to change individual temperament are sel
dom successful. A quiet person who tries 
to make himself a more stimulating com
panion for some one whom he loves loses 
the power to soothe and charm which used 
to be his peculiar function, and, on the other 
hand, becomes an insufferable chatterbox. 
It is better to be completely oneself, expand
ing snugly and fully within the sheltering 
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walls of one's limitations, than to try the mis
fitting experiment of being somebody else. 

A paper on limitations should be con
sistent enough to ignore some of the in
numerable illustrations which lie in its way; 
and I have no intention of citing all the ex
amples that occur to me. But I cannot for
bear mentioning the experience of one friend 
who tried for many years to cultivate an 
appreciation of music, and, making no head
way at all—after heroic and pitiful sessions 
with the Kneisel Quartet and the Boston 
Symphony—gave up at last and immediately 
found his love for pictures augmented. Nor 
yet can I bring myself to neglect the view 
of the Hudson River from my apartment. 
This view is most circumspect. I t consists 
of an oblong strip marked off by the build
ings at the end of the street. One has to 
sit on the window-sill and lean out in order 
to see it at all. Yet, oh, the magic of i t! It 
has all the grandeur and mystery, all the ten
derness, all the dream of the whole sweeping 
river. More than all. When I first looked 
out and felt my breath catch at the beauty, 
I was untrue to my instinct and ran and put 
on my hat. But I was punished immediately. 
For, down on the drive, with the wide scene 
before me, I lost the peculiarly sealing touch 
that had found me above. Too much scope, 
too many details, confused and defeated me. 
Now, when I want to go straight to the heart 
of the river's significance, I perch on my 
window-sill and give myself over to the mys
tic strip at the end of the street. "Enough " 
is the gateway of heaven. "Too much" 
is paradise lost. 

The conservation of limitations implies a 
critical, watchful attitude toward life which 
may seem rather ungenerous. When Provi
dence is so open-handed with us, should we 
not be open-hearted? But Providence is 
open-handed because there are so many dif
ferent kinds of people in the world and be
cause each individual wants such different 
things at different times in his life. Also, 
perhaps, because it is well to let souls assist 
in the shaping of themselves. Heaven turns 
out the crude material of us and sets us 
down in the midst of much other crude ma
terial, animate and inanimate, and lets us 
choose. The business is a serious one. Only 
by choosing wisely and firmly can we fulfil 
our destiny. 

Limitations are monotonous, but monot
ony is one of the potent forces of life. Not 

only is it full of peace: in a curious, paradox
ical way, it offers more variety than variety 
itself. Just as a sturdy bit of matter, be
ing analyzed, resolves itself into a whirling 
dance of atoms, so the deeper one looks into 
every-day life, the subtler and swifter grows 
the change at work. If one walks or drives 
about a mountain, one gets a dozen different 
ideas of crude conformation; but if one sits 
at home on one's door-step and watches the 
mountain at rest, one is breathlessly aware 
of an incessant lightning change of very 
substance. One cannot stare hard enough, 
with wide enough open eyes, to keep up with 
the transformation. Light and shadow and 
color weave a perpetual vanishing and a 
new birth. In like manner, the way to in
crease one's knowledge of human nature is 
not to go out in search of new friends, but to 
sit at home in the orchard and put a few new 
questions to the oldest friend one has. 

It must always be noted that, as there is 
nothing more individual than limitations, 
so people must be quite independent in 
choosing and holding their own. No imi
tation of others here! For one person's 
freedom may often be another's slavery. I 
have two married friends who have man
aged to define and assert their limitations so 
happily that I am continually talking about 
them to the bothered and hampered people 
I meet. They are like two runners who have 
stripped off their superfluous garments and 
who make cleanly and swiftly for their goal. 
Everything in their house and life is re
duced to the simplest terms. But, when I 
find myself describing them and meeting 
with the eager response which is almost un
failing, I am apt to break off with a warning: 
"Hold on! Don't plan to go and do like
wise unless you are very sure you want to. 
Their superfluities are not necessarily yours. 
They may have stripped off some of your 
essentials." 

There are certain people who feed their 
souls on simplicity; and there are other peo
ple to whom simplicity spells starvation. 
The latter must be as sincere and brave as 
the former, and must, perhaps, undertake 
the process of elimination with Fifth Avenue 
for a background instead of a country vil
lage. But can one eliminate in New York? 
Of course one can. The process takes reso
lution, but that is just so much to the good. 
Moreover, there is a peculiar zest in drawing 
the line against such a background of pos-
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sibilities. If one draws it straight, it is an 
emphatic line. 

A mountain valley is a good example of 
the function of limitation. There is no 
earthly spot so dear, so intimate, so charged 
to the brim with individuality. Its in
habitants feel that they have, in a very 
peculiar sense, a local habitation and a name. 
Yet the valley depends for its life upon the 
hills which surround it and cut it off from 
the rest of the world. They create and shape 
it. The wide, varied earth beyond is not the 
valley's affair. 

At least, not yet. For, even as one ponders 
thus, a strain from "The Messiah" rings 
through one's inner ear: '' Every valley shall 
be exalted." So that is what Isaiah meant! 
How often it happens that the significance of 
a familiar verse of the Bible flashes sudden 
new light on the heart, revealing in a few 
words the whole destiny of man! When 
every valley becomes exalted and every 
mountain is brought low, we shall have no 
further use of limitations. They will have 
trained us to the manly use of infinity. 

THERE is something unaccountably 
captivating to the imagination in the 
idea of life carried on at unaccus

tomed levels—life in tree-tops or subter
ranean caves. I still recall, though I can no 

Roofs 
longer place, a story of my child
hood about a family who lived, 
unsuspected, in the thickness of 

the walls of another family's house. 
I felt the same old charm when I first 

looked down on the Eastern life of the roofs. 
I saw it first, not in the East, but from the 
tower of a cathedral in southern Spain. A 
whole city of gardens and playgrounds, and 
even of dining-rooms, was spread out be
neath me—a ground-plan, you would have 
said, if it had not been so far above the 
ground. Here and there a piano was to be 
seen, standing out boldly under the rainless 
blue sky. 

And as the sun set these roofs were peo
pled as suddenly as our streets are filled just 
after working hours. What a sensible way 
to live, I thought. Why don't we do it at 
home ? Little I then knew that we did. 

But I know it now; for recently I have 

spent my time at the top of a high building 
in an up-town district, the street-level of 
which has been familiar to me for many 
years. But, seen from above, like this, it is 
all different—as different as the bottom of 
the sea is to its surface. Not only are chim
ney-pots and water-tanks massed with sur
prising frequency, but cupolas appear, and 
half-stories with romantic French windows, 
opening on terraces never suspected from 
below. 

Across four roofs belonging to four con
tiguous houses of the dullest brownstone 
variety nuns pace every morning, with 
hands folded, heads bent, and every illusion 
of being in a cloister. On the top of a cer
tain club, which to street-level eyes had al
ways stopped at its heavy granite cornice, a 
loggia is discovered, and here a member in 
blue serge may be seen taking his exercise. 
Back and forth he goes, with his hands in 
his pockets and his head in the air, very 
different from the nuns. He is not trying to 
reproduce a cloister; he has no love of seclu
sion. Why, then, does he shun the street? 
A dozen answers suggest themselves. 

Immediately opposite is the domain of a 
small person in red. If I should meet him 
—as I probably have done again and again 
•—at the street corner, I should think he was 
a perfectly ordinary little boy of four, the 
son probably of the janitor. I should never 
guess that, as a matter of fact, he is absolute 
lord of a fairy-land a hundred feet in the 
air—a neatly gravelled labyrinth between 
sprinkling-pipes and chimneys and sky
lights, where he has, among other things, a 
swing, which must give him the effect of 
being literally swung from the blue ether. 
Occasionally he gets out of it and, coming 
to the parapet, gazes meditatively upward, 
looking, probably, for some secret visitor by 
aeroplane. I find myself sharing his inter
est, regretting that I cannot see the same 
portion of the heavens that he does, and 
that I can judge only from his expression 
what it is that is going on in the southern 
sky. 

Ah, the angel in Boccaccio's story, who 
took off the roofs of the houses for the en
tertainment of his companion, was perhaps 
a little too hasty. The roofs themselves 
might first have repaid examination. 
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PARIS IN ETCHING 

A N Y thought of Paris in etching in-
evitably brings to mind the name of 
Meryon, for his interpretat ion of the 

city is a haunting one. On his few Paris 
prints rests the 'fame of tha t mad genius, 
one among the great etchers the world has 
known. 

A remarkable variety of pictorial view
point and expression has been inspired by 
the capital city of France. And various 
A m e r i c a n s have made 
P a r i s their own, felt its 
spirit, and s k i l f u l l y re
corded their impressions 
in line. 

Of the o l d e r F r e n c h 
plates many will recall vari
ous bits of Paris by A. P . 
Martial, who etched pic
tures and text on the same 
plate in the 1860's and '70's, 
and also made many pic
tures of the city during the 
war of 1870-71. Similarly 
topographical in view-point 
and interest are the plates 
by Eugene Delatre, who 
has p r e s e r v e d numerous 
corners in tha t Montmar t re 
which has changed so since 
Georges Michel painted its 

windmills and mounds, and to which Charles 
Jacque also turned several times from his 
usual sheep-pieces. Bracquemond's "Wolf 

in the Snow," also known as "Win te r , " may 
have been a stretch of the Bois de Boulogne, 
with a wolf from the Jardin d'Acclimata-
tion. I t was, apparently, not so much the 
t ru th of locality as the subject and condi
tions tha t a t t rac ted him, as is evident in 
his view of the Pont des Saints-Peres, in 
which you see little bu t the effect of driving 
rain. 

Similarly to Mart ial , Bracquemond made 
sketches of the siege of Paris. Maxime 

L a l a n n e ' s graceful, ele
gant, finished craftsman
ship was e x e r c i s e d on 
"Souvenirs Artistiques du 
Siege " and various views 
of the French capital. H e 
felt the charm of the Seine 
as well as of the old, nar
row s t r e e t s , and lifted 
"familiar sights as com
pletely out of the common
place of every-day as does 
Meryon's sombre vision." 

Some of these artists have 
given us only rather dry, 
t o p o g r a p h i c a l records. 
Leopold Flameng, noted as 
a reproductive etcher, did 
m a n y q u i t e matter-of-
fact pictures of Paris qui va 
et Paris qui vient (1859), 

scenes in the life of the people: "Caba re t du 
Lapin Blanc," the morgue, the copyists of the 
Louvre, or " L a Californie"(the " res tauran t 

Reproduced by the courtesy of Frederick 
Keppel & Co. 

Le Stryge. By Charles Meryon. 
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Reproduced by the courtesy of Kennedy & Co. 

The Palais de Justice from the Pont-Neuf. By Lester G. Hornby. 

of the poor" ) . This last recalls the "Soupe 
a trois Sous" of Whistler, who found in 
Paris his first inspi
ration to try etching. 
His e a r l y impres
sions, however, were 
of types and nooks 
— m u s t a r d - s e l l e r , 
ragwoman, F r e n c h 
children—not of 
buildings and street 
scenes, if we except 
t h a t u n f i n i s h e d 
sketch of the Isle de 
la Cite. Long after, 
he gave us some Paris 
v i e w s , particularly 
those light, airy, joy
ous t r a n s c r i p t s of 
bits of the Luxem
bourg Gardens, its 
terraces, bebes, and 
P u n c h - a n d - J u d y 
shows. 

I t is interesting to 
see how the lure of Paris has reacted on 
the different artistic personalities of the 
younger men whose work forms part of the 
present revival of etching in our country. 
To Herman A. Webster, for example, the old 
buildings speak with a direct force, telling 
their story unadorned with extraneous trim
mings of sentimentality or melodrama. He 
did a series on the old Marais quarter, find

ing fresh material, as 
one of his biographers 
said, in " i t s grimness 
and its picturesquc-
ness, its romance and 
its t ragedy." George 
C. Aid has often been 
preoccupied with the 
play of light and air 
on f a m i l i a r spots. 
His five etchings of 
the Pont-Neuf each 
show a different as
pect, its cool arches 
contrasted with the 
sunny brightness of 
the houses beyond on 
a hot summer day. 
Notre Dame, too, has 
a t t rac ted him, with 
Pont St. Michel as a 
foil. Also the " H o 
tel de Cluny," with 

wistaria-crowned walls, the " Palais de Lux
embourg," and the "Apple Marke t , " akin 

Reproduced by the courtesy of Frederick Keppel & Co. 

The Pont-Neuf. By Herman A. Webster. 

in subject to Meryon, yet not suggesting 
him in any way. 

The fine old Pont-Neuf has been inter
preted in different ways—as have, of course, 
other Seine bridges as well — by Cam
eron, D. S. MacLaughlan, E. L. Warner, 
Webster, Hornby, F. M. Armington, Chand
ler, Goeneutte, Bejot, and many others; 
most recently in plates by Charles K. Glee-
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son and G. Roy Par
tridge. 

The irresistible charm 
of Notre Dame has been 
r e n d e r e d by m a n y : 
Meryon, R o c h e b r u n e , 
Goeneutte, Webster, Ar-
mington, Hedley Fitton 
(who did " The Rose Win
dow"), George T. Plow
man, Hornby, Vaughan 
Trowbridge, Simon, D. S. 
M a c L a u g h l a n . Mac-
Laughlan offers quite a 
personal and special view, 
of a precise truthfulness, 
in his pictures of quays 
and bridges, of corners 
in the Bievre and else
where, o b t a i n i n g , as 
Uzanne said," expressions 
of a m e l l o w , balanced 
art full of distinction." 

It is the architectural 
aspects of the city which 
principally have occupied 
many artists. Others have seen these build
ings merely as a background for the life of the 
city. Felix Buhot, with a style both vivacious 
and forcible, peopled his views of Paris streets 
with characteristic figures. We see the hol
iday crowd on the Boulevard de Clichy, 
on June 30 (la fete Nationale), a funeral or 
a moving-van wending its way on a rainy 
day, or a string of cab-horses shivering on a 
gloomy, wet winter's morning, or slipping 

Reproduced by the courtesy of Frederick Keppel & Co. 

The Place Breda. By Felix Buhut. 

Reproduced by the courtesy of Frederick Keppel & Co. 

Pont St. Bernard. By Eugene Bejot. 

and falling in the Place Breda in snow. To 
Norbert Goeneutte Paris seemed to exist 
mainly in combination with the' ' eternal fem
inine." Plates such as the "Woman on the 
Pont de l'Europe,"or the "Woman Entering 
a Vehicle," are quite characteristic of place 
and time (the '8o's) in type and costume. 
However, he also showed the attractiveness 
of locality under particular conditions—the 
Boulevard de Clichy on a snowy day, or the 

Palais de J u s t i c e . 
Somewhat later there 
a p p e a r s the freer, 
quivering line of Raf-
faelli, with which he 
peoples the Made
leine, the Invalides, 
and other places with 
l i t t l e figures that 
fairly move and have 
their being in sur
roundings to which' 
the artist has added 
color accents deftly 
and d i s c r e e t l y . 
Quite in our own day, 
Edgar Chahine has 
drawn the people of 
the slums and boule
vards. 

As different as pos-
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sible from the work of Buhot—certainly 
more serious, inclusive, and detached — is 
tha t of Auguste Lepere. His figures—in
deed, his localities also—are typical rather 
than individual. All this is fairly evident 
in the set " L a Bievre et le Quartier St. 
Severin," vigorously drawn pictures of work-

Reproduced by the courtesy of Kennedy & Co. 

Les Bateaux Parisiens. By Leheutre. 

men at their tasks, a woman trudging in 
the rain, or a hilly landscape with a high 
bridge or aqueduct in the background, 
done in big, rolling lines. There is in 
the aloofness and yet perfect understand
ing of his point of view the feeling of one 
of the old masters. The Bohemian, T. 
Frantisek Simon, in his color etchings has 
offered quay and public place and corner, 
with their human life circling about venders 
or book-stands, not as staffage but as an 
important , necessary par t of the scene. In 
one of these, "L 'Heure Matinale a Par is ," 
Notre Dame rises in the background, dimly, 
a dream, a suggestion, coming down from 
past generations and standing for those to 
come, contrasted with the human activities 

of the foreground ash-cart, ragpicker, taxi-
cab, and other evidences of the present. 
Our young countryman, Lester G. Hornby, 
offers a similar outlook. With him, too, 
street and buildings and people present them
selves in a unity of effect, his impression com
bining into a vivacious picture of life of 

to-day, sunny and j o y o u s . 
G. W. Chandler, a t t racted by 
the workaday life of the city, 
has given us "Les Travaux du 
M e t r o " and—with an eye for 
the picturesque quality of odd 
corners—"Dans l 'Avenue de 
Saxe, 1907." 

Perhaps the most Parisian of 
all the etchers of to-day, the 
most imbued with the spirit of 
the city, is Eugene Bejot. In 
a number of plates he has ex
pressed tha t spirit, with easy, 
sure f a c i l i t y of s tatement. 
Taking Paris as it is, "calm, 
collected, reasonable," he pre
sents it clearly, sanely, frankly, 
and delightfully, with sincere 
love of the subject, and with 
honesty, as his friend Bataille 
has pointed out. Bejot 's feel
ing toward tha t pulsating ar
tery of the city, the Seine, is in
fectious, it permeates the very 
air, and you cannot escape the 
consciousness of it if you haunt 
the quays with open eyes. 

I t is a bit startl ing to find 
yourself almost in the identical 
position from which Meryon 
etched the "Abside of Notre 
D a m e " sixty years ago, the 

picture complete before you excepting the 
heavy, two-wheeled cart with a team har
nessed tandem, which he introduced near the 
left, and then to be roused from your revery 
by the creaking and rumbling of the selfsame 
cart as it lumbers along the street . And yet , 
ten minutes before, you were dodging over 
the Avenue de l 'Opera to escape the automo
biles racing madly along. The lat ter mani
festation of modernity can in time be modi
fied by improved traffic regulations. The 
other phase of Paris is a very embodiment 
of tha t spirit of tradit ion which, with rich
ness of association and appropriateness in 
setting, contributes so largely to the peren
nial charm of the city by the Seine. 

F . W E I T E N K A M P F . 
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There are upward of two hundred and five manufac
turers of automobiles in this country to-day. More than 
one billion dollars is invested in their production, ex
clusive of accessories. Four hundred and twenty-five 
thousand American cars were bought in the United States 
last year and more than four hundred and twenty-five 
million dollars paid for them. Luxurious figures, but a 
large per cent of this sum went into commercial cars. A 
luxury yesterday, the automobile is an absolute necessity 
to-day. It is no longer, " Shall I buy an automobile ? " 
but rather, "Which automobile shall I buy?"—what tire 
use?—what special equipment?—what oil?—what tools? 
Scribner's carried its first automobile advertisement in 
December, 1900, and from the beginning of the indus
try has presented the announcements of the best auto
mobiles and accessories manufactured. Month by 
month throughout the years its advertising pages give 
the most reliable answers to these important questions. 
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TRAVELING 
FIRST CLASS 

One of our national traits which 
excites foreign comment is our habit, 
almost universal, of traveling first class. 

Even the American of average means 
takes the best cabin on sea, the best 
Pullman. on land, and demands as a 
matter of course the maximum of com
fort, elegance and safety in passage. 

The man or woman who selects 
the Packard is simply carrying out the 
American idea of first class travel. 

PACKARD MOTOR CAR COMPANY 
DETROIT 

ASK. THE MAN W H O OWNS ONE 
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The WHITE—a masterpiece 

HERE is the finally-perfect stream-line—so much 
talked-of, so seldom found. 

There is grace, ease and a culturedly confident 
suggestion of power in the gentle line of the hood, 
leading to the dash, where even the windshield blends 
into the stream-line. 

But the conventional back of the front seat— 
that stiff, often awkward arrangement—why did not 
our eyes pause there? We turn our gaze—and 
there is no back of the front seat! It has been 
absorbed in a ripple of the stream-line producing the 
center cowl. 

What "go," what unbroken charm this double 
cowl effect gives the body! Here at last we find a 
car which seems to have been carved from a single 
piece—sculptured, if you will, by some master having 
the hand of Phidias and the mind of Pericles. 
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The WHITE—a masterpiece 

TH E secret of all beauty is the line — the sweep
ing line. The line of milady's neck and 

shoulder, of the wave lifted against the breeze—all 
lines of beauty follow that principle. 

And here in White Motor Cars we find that 
mechanics have been matched with beauty. 

The unbroken line of faithful delivery of power 
and dependability of performance have been matched 
with this masterpiece of body-designing. 

(][ So deftly and truly has even the cunning sweep 
of fenders and footboard been drawn along the car 
that the wheels themselves melt into the idea and 
the spare tire furnishes a completing touch in what 
an artist would call a "composition." 

And the top—The White Monotop—whether 
up or down, merges quietly into the complete picture. 
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The WHITE—a masterpiece 

ME N who can create such work are never con
tent with a mere appeal to the eye. They go 

further and insist upon completeness in its appeal 
to and gratification of the mind. 

Not only the pride but the comfort of the owner 
of such a car must be given due recognition. 

So we find the doors of the car opening into 
roomy compartments; the seats luxurious with their 
deep upholstery, covered with straight grain leather 
in parallel lines of tufting. 

No bulging upholstery is seen above the line of 
the body, yet, because we sit in the car and not on 
it, we find comfortable arm rests just where they 
should be. 

And in every way we find everything just as we 
would expect to find it in such a car. 
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White leadership is a principle 

TH E secret of White leadership is patience, 
thoroughness and work. It is a principle with 

The White organization never to offer anything 
until it is tested and proven to be fundamentally 
correct. Nothing is offered to the public until the 
men who know have pronounced it worthy of The 
White name. 

Converting the often unsightly back of the front 
seat into a beauty line is one small indication of the 
constant aim toward perfection which governs The 
White staff. 

In the little things, as in the great, the unfailing 
effort has been to produce the Car of Forethought 
—not of Afterthought. 
All White dealers are now exhibiting these latest productions. 

THE WHITE COMPANY, Cleveland, Ohio 
Makers of Gasoline Motor Cars, Motor Trucks and Taxicabs 
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Most punctures are unnecessary 
Every experienced motorist knows that most punctures, 
so-called, are caused by faulty tubes rather than actual, 
accidental incision through the tire. Leakage around 
valves, porous rubber and worn spots are only a few of 
the unnecessary troubles common to cheap machine-
made tubes. 

The way to avoid needless punctures is to equip your car 
with tubes properly made by hand out of real rubber. Kelly-
Springfield Tubes are made that way—and we make them 
slowly enough and in small enough quan
tity to make them right. If you are tired of 
needless tube trouble, try them. 

Kelly-Springfield Tires are made the same 
way. You get the result in increased 
mileage. 

Send for "Documents in Evidence " which tells the experience of others 

Kelly-Springfield Tire Company 
Cor. Broadway and Fifty-seventh Street, New York 
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National six 
Parlor Car with Adjustable Arm Chairs 

THIS new National Six is appropriately 
named " Parlor Car." In luxury and 

convenience it excels the conventional type 
touring car as the railroad Pullman excels 
the day coach. 

These deep, massive individual seats that are 
veritable arm chairs move easily forward or 
back, and readily turn so passengers can face 
e a c h other. Aisle-way between all seats. 
(Note illustrations at top and side.) 
Built by the builders of the World's Stock Car Champion 
and America's record holder in 500-mile International 
races, this Parlor Car upholds the National's long record 
of being first. First in mechanical excellence and first 
in style design. 

National—Six $2375 
Now ready—Art Folio of body designs—Write for copy 

National Sixes develop any part of 55 H. P. at a fuel efficiency up to 
17 miles per gallon 

Parlor Car, $2700 

National Motor Vehicle Co., Indianapolis 
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Trade Mark 

Smiles at Miles 

P U N C T U R E - P R O O F - - G U A R A N T E E D 

The Trail of the 
ZIG-ZAG Tread 

Leading the 
Revolt against 
the High Cost 
of Motoring 

PNEUMATIC NON-SKID PUNCTURE-PROOF 

Least trouble, longest life, lowest cost-

per-mile. N o punctures Or blow-outs 

— yet pneumat ic . Fewer tires 

to buy, fewer to carry. Supreme 

resilience and positive anti-skid safety. 

Ingenious construction fully 
described in new booklet "N" 

LEE TIRE & RUBBER CO. 
Manufacturers of Rubber Goods since 1883 

C O N S H O H O C K E N , PA. 

Look Up "Lee Tires" in 
Your Telephone Directory 
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ELECTRIC DELIVERY 
IS THE COMING VOGUE 

Man power, animal power, water power, gas power—Electric Power. 
Thus has the old world moved. Just as logical to " Team with Elec
tricity " (in the proper field) as to drive a whole plant by Electricity. 

The Electric is the logical thing for city delivery. The city is its economic field. 
Would you keep a " through " freight engine in the yards " switching " ? Why use the 
gasoline car where it does not belong—where it cannot get a chance to do its best ? 

(One of the 4,000 G. V. Electrics out on the firing-line. A 1,000-/6. wagon, worm-drive type. Speed 
12 to 15 miles per hour ; 45 to 65 miles per battery charge) 

Why the G. V. Electric Earns Big Dividends 
Electric delivery is the coming vogue because the modern Electric wagon and truck can 
be operated from 25% to 60% less than other delivery equipment. All the parts revolve 
and so are not racked by frequent starting and stopping. Parts last longer, fewer 
repairs, more days per year on the road. 

The G. V. Electric earns big dividends because it is the BEST of the BEST TYPE 
for city delivery. Smart, silent, odorless and sanitary, it appeals to the public 
and builds up new business for the user. Minimum bills for tires, cur
rent, garage labor, etc. Ten years life. Backed by old line manufacturer — 
ample resources. 

Twenty-five (25) firms use 1,104 G. V. Electrics. We have been selling the leading cor
porations and small firms for years. Get acquainted with the 1915 Electric, with its 100% 
better batteries, conduit wiring, safety devices, etc. Can't we send Catalogue 100 to 
your home library ? 

GENERAL VEHICLE COMPANY, Inc. 
General Office and Factory: LONG ISLAND CITY, NEW YORK 

NEW YORK CHICAGO BOSTON PHILADELPHIA 
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DYNAMO 
WITH 

REGULATOR 
CUTOUT 

GD 1915 
MOTOR 

WITH 
STARTING 

SWITCH 

GRAY & DAVIS 
STARTING-LIGHTING SYSTEM 
A Remarkable Advance in Electrical Equipment 

A Gray & Davis dynamo and starting 
motor of the 1915 type are shown above. 

The system as installed in different 
makes of cars varies somewhat to meet 
different specifications — but all installa
tions are patterned after this general type. 

The Magnet Type of Frame 

You will notice that these units have 
a rectangular or magnet-shaped frame. This 
frame is constructed of one flat piece of low 
carbon steel formed into a U shape. A 
piece of the same quality of steel is bolted 
across the end. 

This innovation gives the following 
distinct advantages: 

(1) The frame is more rugged and will 
stand the most severe service. 

(2) It is more compact. 
(3) Magnetic leakage from the arma

ture is avoided, thus conserving the 
full power developed. 

(4) Bearings are mounted in accurate 
alignment. 

(5) Field pieces are absolutely true. 
(6) The number of parts is materially 

reduced. 

Accessibility 
A notable feature of the 1915 type is 

its ready accessibility. By unscrewing the 
side plates, the interior is open for inspec
tion or adjustment. 

Lubrication 
Convenient oiling places allow the lubri

cant to flow readily to all bearings. 

Voltage 
Our experience in building dynamos and 

motors has shown that 6 volts is the logical 
and economical pressure for automobile 
equipment. We do not require 12, 18, or 24 
volts, as is the case with some systems. 
A 6-volt battery means a genuine saving in 
battery weight, space, and maintenance 
cost. We require but a small 3-cell bat-
tery, the same as that used for ignition. 

Furthermore, the Gray & Davis dynamo 
and starting motor are designed to conserve 
the life and strength of the battery — a most 
important factor in the consideration of 
any electric system. 

Wiring 
The method of mounting the regulator-

cutout and switch leads to a distinct re
duction and simplification of wiring. 

We will be glad to supply complete data on request. Any detailed questions will be fully 
answered by special letter. 

G R A Y & DAVIS, Inc., Boston, Mass. 
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Tone 
That's where 
the Victrola 

is pre-eminent 
T h e Victrola br ings t o you the p u r e and varied tones of every 

musical instrument, and the beauty and individuality of every human 
voice—all absolutely t rue to life. 

Such fidelity of tone was unknown before the advent of the 
Victrola— the f irs t cabinet style talking-machine; and this pure and 
life like tone is exclusively a Victrola feature. 

" W h y exclusive with the Victrola?" 
Because of the pa ten ted Victrola features, which have been per-

fected after years of s tudy and experiment: 
"Goose-neck" sound-box tube—the flexible metal connection between the sound

box and tapering tone arm, which enables the Victor Needle to follow the record 
grooves with unerring accuracy. 

Concealed sounding-boards and amplifying compart
ment of wood—provide the very limit of area of vibrating 
surface and sound amplifying compartment, so absolutely 
essential to an exact and pure tone reproduction. 

Modifying Doors—May be opened wide thereby giving 
the tone in its fullest volume; or doors may be set at any 
degree graduating the volume of tone to exactly suit every 
requirement. Closed tight the volume is reduced to the 
minimum and when not in use the interior is fully protected. 

Victor system of changeable needles:—A perfect re
production is possible only with a perfect point— 
therefore a new needle for each record is the only 
positive assurance of a perfect point. You also have 
your choice of full tone, half tone or further modifi-
cation with the fibre needle. 

It is the perfection of every part, and its per
fect combination with all other parts, that gives 
the Victrola its superior tone—that makes the 
Victrola the greatest of all musical instruments. 

There are Victrolas in great variety from $15 to $200 
and any Victor dealer will gladly demonstrate them and 
play any music you wish to hear. 

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U. S. A. 
Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors 

Always use Victrolas with Victor Records and 
Victor Needles—the combination. There is no 
other way to get the unequaled Victrola 
tone. 

Modifying doors 

Sounding boards 

Goose-neck tube and tone arm 
System of changeable needles Victrola XVI, $200 

Oak or mahogany 

Victor 

"HIS MASTER'S VOICE" 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Brightening the Lives 
of your 

Children's Children 

WO N D E R F U L as is its rec
ord of triumphs, M A Z D A 

Service strives toward even high
er accomplishment in electric 
lighting. 

For the mission of M A Z D A 
Service is to develop not merely 
a better lamp, but the best il-
luminant that mankind can de
vise. For this, a corps of scien
tific pioneers in our Research 
Laboratories at Schenec t ady 
delves unceasingly into the hid
den, ways of science—exploring 
the whole world for new mate
rials, new methods, new thoughts 
and supplying the results of this 

search to the makers of M A Z D A 
lamps so that they may bring 
the perfect light always a little 
closer. 

For this, too, thro' all the 
years to come, M A Z D A Ser
vice will go on and on, ever 
seeking to improve the lamps of 
tomorrow as it has improved the 
lamps of yesterday. And thus as 
the mark M A Z D A etched on a 
lamp means to you the best lamp 
of today, so to your children's 
children, M A Z D A will mark 
the lamp that sums up in their 
day all this endless search for 
the perfect light. 

GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY 

Not the name of a thing but the mark of a Service" 
4616 
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The Telephone Unites the Nation 

A T this time, our country looms 
A large on the world horizon as an 
example of the popular faith in the 
underlying principles of the republic. 

We are truly one people in all that 
the forefathers, in their most exalted 
moments, meant by that phrase. 

In making us a homogeneous peo
ple, the railroad, the telegraph and 
the telephone have been important 
factors. They have facilitated commu
nication and intervisiting, bringing us 
closer together, giving us a better 
understanding and promoting more 
intimate relations. 

The telephone has played its part 
as the situation has required. That it 
should have been planned for its 
present usefulness is as wonderful as 

that the vision of the forefathers should 
have beheld the nation as it is today. 

At first, the telephone was the voice 
of the community. As the population 
increased and its interests grew more 
varied, the larger task of the telephone 
was to connect the communities and 
keep all the people in touch, regard
less of local conditions or distance. 

The need that the service should be 
universal was just as great as that 
there should be a common language. 
This need defined the duty of the 
Bell System. 

Inspired by this need and repeat
edly aided by new inventions and 
improvements, the Bell System has 
become the welder of the nation. It 
has made the continent a community. 

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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Write the date on the negative. 
Make the pictures that you take doubly valuable 

by recording, briefly, on the margin of the film 
negative, the all important: who-when-where. 

You can do it instantly, permanently, at the time 
you make the exposure with an 

Autographic Kodak 
T H E P R I C E S . 

N o . 3A Autographic K o d a k , pictures 3 1/4 x 5 1/2, - . - . - _ $22 50 
No. 3 Di t to , p ic tures %% x 4K, 20 00 
No. 1A Dit to , p ic tures 2% x 4 ^ . - - - - - - - - - - 17.50 
N o . 1A Autographic K o d a k , Jr. , p ic tures %% x 45^, - - . . - . 11.00 
N o . 1 Di t to , pictures 2lA x 3 % , - - - - - - , 9.00 

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, 
Catalogue free at your dealer's, 

or by mail. ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City. 
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Globe-Wernicke 
Sectional Bookcases 

AGLOBE-Wernicke Sectional Bookcase will grow as your 
library grows and prove an harmonious member of your 

furniture family. It fits—in the double sense of the word. You 
buy it by the section as your growing library dictates, and the 
cost of the whole is distributed through the years. Made in all 
the finishes and period styles that have proven to be lasting in 
their hold upon good taste. Write for the handsome illustrated 
Catalog 100, and a free copy of 

" THE WORLD'S BEST BOOKS"—a. compilation of lists selected by Ham
ilton W. Mabie, Theodore Roosevelt, Dr. Eliot and other men of eminence. 

The Globe-Wernicke Co. C i n c i n n a t i . 
Manufacturers of Sectional Bookcases, Filing Equipment (Wood and Steel), Steel Safes, Stationers' Supplies 

O n sale by 2 0 0 0 authorized agents . Freight prepaid. 

Branch S tores : N e w York, Chicago, Philadelphia, Boston, Cincinnati, Washington, D. C. 
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WHAT AND WHY 
IS T H E INT E RNAL BATH? 

By C. Gilbert Percival, M.D. 

Much has been said and written about 
the present generation living unnatural 
lives and being, for that reason, only half 
as energetic, enthusiastic, ambitious or 
even healthy as it should be. 

And this is so. 
The confined lives that we live the 

lack of constant exercise (for it must be 
constant to be effective), and the strenu
ous requirements of our business or social 
duties, directly bring on a condition to 
which little attention has been paid in 
the past, though it does more to rob us 
of power, spirit, and ambition than any 
other one thing known to medicine. 

But Nature has provided, as in so 
many other cases, an immediate and 
perfectly natural relief for this condition, 
and over five hundred thousand Ameri
cans are already taking advantage of it. 

When you are ill and a physician is 
called, the first step that he takes, no 
matter what is the matter with you, is 
to clean out the colon (large intestine). 

There are two reasons for this. 
One is that no medicine can possibly 

take effect while there is waste matter 
in the colon— 

The other and most significant reason 
is that if the colon did not contain this 
waste, it is safe to say that you would 
not have been ill at all. 

The penalty for the lives we live is 
agreed on by all physicians to be the 
clogging-up of our colons with waste 
matter which the system does not volun
tarily carry off. 

This waste is extremely poisonous; the 
blood circulation comes in sufficiently 
close contact with this waste to take up 
these poisons by absorption and distrib
ute them throughout the body. 

The result is a gradual weakening of 
the blood forces; the liver becomes slug
gish; biliousness asserts itself; we become 

heavy, dull, and develop a more or less 
nervous fear of anything we undertake. 
The more this waste accumulates, the 
more we are affected, until at last we 
become really ill and incapacitated. 

Now, the Internal Bath is the one 
process, with the assistance of simply 
warm water, properly introduced in a new 
and natural way, that will keep the colon 
as clean and sweet and pure as Nature 
demands it to be for perfect health. 

It is rather remarkable to find, at what 
would seem so comparatively late a day, 
so great an improvement on the old 
methods of Internal Bathing as this new 
process, for in a crude way it has, of 
course, been practiced for years. 

Enlightened physicians by thousands 
are prescribing this new method, which 
is fully explained in " T h e What, The 
Why, The Way of Internal Bathing," by 
Chas. A. Tyrrell, M.D., of 134 West 65th 
Street, New York City. This he will 
send on request if you mention Scribner's 
Magazine. 

It explains just why this method has 
proven superior to any other (including 
drugs) for removing this troublesome 
waste; it also contains many other inter
esting facts and statistics which cannot 
be touched on here. 

It is surprising how little is known by 
the average person on this subject, which 
has so great an influence on the general 
health and spirits. 

So if you are nearly well and want to 
get really up to " concert pitch "; if you 
want to feel consistently bright, confi
dent, ambitious and enthusiastic—in 
fact, no matter what your condition, 
sick or well, the experience of other 
hundreds of thousands would prove it 
worth your while to at least send for the 
book, and look further into this method 
and its history. 
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One of Every 7 Men is Killed or 
Injured by Accident Each Year. 

Which Will It Be ? 
YOU may be the one. Your chance is no better than those of the other six. Pro

tect yourself and your family now—while you can. Three cents a day will do it 
if you are in a "Preferred" occupation. The cost of a couple of newspapers 
brings $1,250 to $3,250 in case of death by accident, $5 to $10 weekly income, 
$1,000 to $3,000 for loss of two limbs or eyes, $500 to $1,500 for loss of one hand, 
foot or eye, $250 for death from any cause. Larger amounts at proportionate cost. 

AETNA-IZE 
If you have other policies, add this because it's so good. If you have no other 

policy, get this one now. You're in danger every moment. Send the coupon for 
the whole story and protect your family while you can. 

You Get a Weekly Income when Disabled by Accident 
It isn't only railroad wrecks and shipwrecks 

and falling elevators you have to fear. 
One man was hit in the eye by a snapping 

rubber band. It put him in bed for six weeks. 
He was AEtna-ized, so he drew his weekly in
demnity. 

One man was struck in the head with a 
baseball. He had to have a surgical operation 
and was unable to leave his home for three 

weeks. He drew his weekly AEtna benefit 
and AEtna paid for his operation. 

One man tripped on a flight of 
stairs, fell, broke his ankle, went 
to bed for two months. He 
was AEtna-ized, so he drew 
a weekly income and 
turned his hospital 
bill over to AEtna. 

Send the Coupon for the whole story 

AETNA LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 
Drawer 1341 HARTFORD, CONN. 

The largest company in the world writing Life, Accident, Health 
and Liability Insurance 

Agency opportunities for all Casualty and Bonding lines 
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Old Hampshire Bond 
Not counting your time in dictation, a series of five letters will cost 

you at the very least 25 cents (for postage and your stenogra
pher's time). To have these letters on Old Hampshire Bond will cost 
just a half cent more than on ordinary paper, or 25 1/2 cents. For that 
extra half cent you have expressed to your five customers, subtly yet 
forcibly, the standard of your business. The appearance and "crackle 
of quality" of Old Hampshire Bond cannot be disregarded. It adds 
insurance-of-attention to every letter. No man who is not proud of 
his business and its good name feels any incentive to use Old Hamp
shire Bond. 

May we send you the Old Hampshire Bond Book of Specimens ? 
— a book assembled and bound up to interest business men. 

HAMPSHIRE PAPER COMPANY, SOUTH HADLEY FALLS, MASS. 
The Only Paper Makers in the World Making Bond Paper Exclusively 

" Gee! I can rock myself to sleep." 

Tooth Brush 
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Bobbie's Easy Guess. 
"Guess what's coming, Bobbie. Something you like best." 
And Bobbie, he says, "Ho! I guess I know what that is—it's 

JELL-O 

Of course it is. 
We wonder whether mothers generally understand how much 

their children love Jell-O and whether they know that it is as pure 
and wholesome as it is delicious. Let us hope they do. 

Jell-O is put up in seven pure fruit flavors, and each makes a 
variety of exquisite desserts by the mere addition of boiling water. 

The price is 10 cents, same as ever, regardless of war prices, 
at all grocers . 

The new Jel l -O book i s a real Kewpie book, with pictures of Kew-
pies by Rose O'Neill herself . If y o u des ire one and will write and ask 
u s for it w e wil l s e n d it to y o u free . 

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD CO., Le Roy, N. Y., and Bridgeburg, Can. 

The name J E L L - O is on every package in big red letters. 
Be sure you get J E L L - 0 and not something else. 
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ATWOOD GRAPEFRUIT 
No OTHER GRAPEFRUIT EQUALS IT IN FLAVOR 

TH E superiority of Atwood Grapefruit is not an accident. From the first plant
ing the Atwood Grapefruit Co. has sacrificed everything for QUALITY. An 

initial expense of hundreds of thousands of dollars was incurred, while everything that 
scientific culture and experience could suggest was done to produce QUALITY. 
Even then some trees at maturity bore simply good grapefruit, but not good enough 

for the Atwood Brand. These trees were cut down and replaced by superior varieties. 
So through the various processes of selection, cultivation and elimination has 

evolved the ATWOOD FLAVOR, as hard to describe as it is difficult to produce. 
People who have eaten Atwood Grapefruit say: 

" It is absolutely the best grapefruit I ever 
tasted." 

" Fruit is fine and full flavored, ' The Best 
Ever'." 

" They are the nicest fruit we have ever tried." 
" The best that we have been able to secure." 

"As usual, your grapefruit is way ahead." 
" Fully ripe and delicious." 
A well-known physician writes: " I prescribe 
grapefruit for all my patients, and tell them 
to be sure and get 
Atwood Grapefruit." 

Atwood Grapefruit is always sold in the trade-mark wrapper 
of the Atwood Grapefruit Co. 

FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 
ATWOOD GRAPEFRUIT CO. 80 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK 

The Atwood GRAPE FRUIT COMPANY. 
MANAVISTA, FLA. 

PUP.—I'll bet it would be a lot of fun to jump inside of him and bark and then 
jump out again. 
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Beech-Nut 
Tomato Catsup 
AS you know, the sooner a tomato 

is cooked after picking, the finer 
the flavor. Having our Catsup 

plant in Rochester, we get the finest 
tomatoes in the world fresh from the 
vines. 

Two hours only in the making—and 
the finished Catsup is bottled, sterilized 
and ready for you. 

Get a bottle of Beech-Nut Tomato 
Catsup from your grocer. 

B E E C H - N U T PACKING C O M P A N Y 
CANAJOHARIE, N. Y. 

Catsup Plant at Rochester, N. Y. 

SPECIAL PRIVILEGE. 
STENOGRAPHER (to new office boy).—What's your name, little boy? 
OFFICE BOY.—Me name's James Alexander Huggins, but you kin call me Spider. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



44 BUILDING-FURNISHING 

Burpees 
Sweet Peas 

Six Superb 
Spencers 

For 25c we will mail one regular 10c 
packet (40 to 50 seeds) each 

of B U R P E E ' S D A I N T Y , a beautiful picotee 
p i n k - e d g e d Spencer: B U R P E E ' S K I N G 

EDWARD, deep carmine scarlet; B U R P E E ' S IRISH 
B E L L E or DREAM, rich lilac flushed with pink; M R S . 
C U T H B E R T S O N , an exquisite pink; M R S . H U G H 
D I C K S O N , rich apricot on cream ground; also one 
large packet (90 to 100 seeds) of the B U R P E E BLEND 

OF SUPERB SPENCERS FOR 1915, the finest mixture of Spen
cers or Orchid-Flowered Sweet Peas ever offered. The 
Burpee leaflet on Sweet Pea Culture with each collection. 

Burpee's A n n u a l 
Known as the leading American seed catalog—this 
bright book of 182 pages for 1915 is better than ever. 
Mailed free. Write for it today, and kindly name 
Scribner's Magazine. 

W. ATLEE BURPEE & CO. 
Burpee Buildings, Philadelphia 

The Vose Player Piano 
is so constructed that even a little 
child can play it. It combines our superior player 
action with the renowned Vose Pianos which have 
been manufactured during 63 years by three gene
rations of the Vose family. In purchasing this in
strument you secure quality, tone, and artistic merit 
at a moderate price, on time payments, if desired. 

Catalogue and literature sent on request to those 
interested. Send today. 

You should become a satisfied owner of a 

vose 
PLAYER 
P I A N O 

VOSE & SONS PIANO CO., Boylston St., Boston, Mass. 

SYMPATHETIC COP.—That machine didn't do a thing to ye, mister ; ye look like a portrait of yourself 
done by one o' these new kind o' crazy artists. 
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The last word in paint is 

zinc The best paint makers put it in 
their best paints. T h e best painters 
use it on their most important jobs. 

Act upon the facts given in "Your Move," 

sent free. 

T h e New Jersey Zinc Company 
Room 422, 55 Wall Street, New York 

For big contract jobs consult our Research Bureau 

Dreer's 1915 
Garden Book , Everything worth 

growing in 

FLOWERS 
Everything worth 

growing in 

VEGETABLES 
Cultural instructions 

for planting and grow
ing will make gardening 

easy even for the amateur. 
Over 1,000 photographic 

illustrations, 8 color and 
duotone plates, 272 pages. 

Mailed free if you mention this publication 

D r e e r ' s O r c h i d - F l o w e r e d 
S w e e t P e a s with immense wavy 
flowers in sprays of 3 and 4 blossoms each. 
Our mixture contains a full range of col
ors, 10c per pkt.—20c per oz.—60c per 
1/4 lb. Garden Book free with each order. 

HENRY A. DREER 
7 1 4 - 7 1 6 Chestnut St. , Phi ladelphia 

"The stock ain't fed yet, Hiram!" 
P l a y e d in town or c o u n t r y h o u s e — C A R O M a n d 

P O C K E T B I L L I A R D S a b o u n d wi th th r i l l s t h a t 
c rowd r i g h t out of m i n d t h e w e i g h t y ca res of t he day! 

These grand old games are filled with delicious sus
pense—shots as true as a rifle ball—and unguarded 
moments when a stroke of strategy can snatch a bril
liant victory from almost certain defeat! 

No indoor sport can match their merry cross-fire— 
it caps each climax with a burst of laughter! 

Thousands of homes are endowed with Billiards. Mothers, 
fathers, sons and daughters, and guests—everybody plays these 
princely games nowadays. And a real Brunswick Table will make 
your home the center of your social life—win your boys and girls 
and keep them off the street. 

Brunswick Home 

Billiard Tables 
"GRAND" and "BABY GRAND" 

Built exactly like our famous regulation tables, fur all games of 
Carom and Pocket Billiards—yet sizes and designs that harmonize 
with home surroundings. 

" G R A N D " and " B A B Y G R A N D , " superbly made from rare 
and beautiful mahogany, richly inlaid. Have genuine Vermont 
slate bed, Monarch cushions—famed for lightning action—fast im
ported billiard cloth—life, speed and accuracy. 

A Year to Pay—Playing Outfit Free! 
Our popular purchase plan lets you try any Brunswick 30 days 

in your home. And our popular purchase plan lets you pay 
monthly, if you wish—terms as low as 20 cents a day ! 

Balls, Hand-Tapered Cues, Rack, Markers, Tips, Cue Clamps, 
Table Cover, expert rules on " How To Play ," etc.—all included 
without extra cost. 

Now get our valuable book, "Bill iards—The Home Magnet ," 
that pictures all Brunswick Home Tables in actual colors, gives low 
factory prices and full details. Sent FREE. 

Mail For Billiard Book FREE 
T h e Brunswick-Balke-Col lender Co . (39°) 

Dept . 10-K, 6 2 3 - 6 3 3 S. Wabash A v e . , Chicago 
Send postpaid, free, your color-illustrated catalog 

" B I L L I A R D S — T H E HOME M A G N E T " 
with details of your 30-day trial offer. 

Name 

Address 
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M A D E IN AMERICA 

" Magic Drops of Malt and Hops 
to Refresh the Body and Cheer 
the Heart." Evans 

Ale and Stout 
"Never more sweetly eloquent 
than by the Winter fireside." 

Perfect brewing and perfect bottling make them perfect products suitable for all occasions and under all 
conditions. They have stood the test of time and Pure Food Laws for 129 years and are unreservedly 
recommended as beverages of the better sort to those seeking a Health drink and trustworthy tonic. 
S u p p l i e d i n B o t t l e s a n d Spl i ts b y a l l Good D e a l e r s . C. H . E V A N S & SONS, E s t a b l i s h e d 1 7 8 6 H u d s o n , N. Y. 

BROWN'S 
Bronchial 

TROCHE For Hoarseness 
A convenient and effective remedy for t h r o a t 
t roub les . Popula r a m o n g publ ic speake r s and 
s ingers . For coughs , loss of voice, i r r i ta t ion 
or soreness of t h e th roa t . B r o w n ' s Bronchial 
Troches a r e b e t t e r t h a n sy rups . 

Can be carried in pocket or purse and used freely 
whenever needed. They contain no opiates. 

Sold only in Boxes—never in bulk. 
25c, 50c. and $1.00. Sample Free. 

JOHN I . B R O W N & SON B o s t o n , M a s s . 

OLD MONEY WANTED 
We fay $50 for 1853 half-dollar, no arrows ; $5 for 1878 half S. Mint. 
We pay cash premiums for thousands of rare coins to 1909. Get posted. 
Send 4 cents. Get our Illustrated Coin Circular. Send now. 
N U M I S M A T I C B A N K , D e p t . U., F O R T W O R T H , T E X A S . 

LATHES 
For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers, 

Experimental and Repair Work, etc 
Lathe Catalogue Free. 

W. F. & Jno. Barnes Co. 
5 2 8 R u b y St., Rock fo rd , Ill.. 

PATENTS 
Sixty-seven years practice before the Patent Office. 
Our handbooks on Patents. Trade-Marks, etc., sent 
free. Patents procured through Munn & Co. receive 
free notice in the Sc ien t i f ic A m e r i c a n . 

M UNN & Co. 3 5 3 Broadway, N. Y., 
and Washington, D.C. 

MOVING DAY. 

" Say, that animal can't carry all that! " " Well, begarry, who expects him to ? " 
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F o r 
o r n a m e n t a l 

a n d s h a d 
e d w r i t i n g , 

E s t e r b r o o k ' s 
E x t r a - f i n e 

E l a s t i c N o . 128 
i s a n i d e a l p e n . 

I t s fine p o i n t and 
w o n d e r f u l e las t ic i ty 

m a k e it p a r t i c u l a r l y 
a d a p t e d t o t h i s s t y l e 

of p e n m a n s h i p . 

There's an Esterbrook Pen to suit 
every writer. 

SEND 10c. for useful metal box containing 12 of our most 
popular pens, including' the famous Falcon 048. 

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co. 
N e w York Camden, N. J. 

EsterbrooK 
250 styles Pens 

You Like to go 
H U N T I N G 
F I S H I N G 
C A M P I N G 
Then surely you will enjoy the 
N A T I O N A L S P O R T S M A N 
Magazine, with its 160 richly illus
trated pages, full to overflowing 
with interesting stories and valu
able information about guns, 
fishing tackle, camp-outfits — the 
best places to go for fish and 
game, and a thousand and one 
valuable " H o w t o " hints for 
Sportsmen. T h e N A T I O N A L 
S P O R T S M A N is just like a big 
camp-fire in the woods where 
thousands of good fellows gather 

once a month and spin stirring 
yarns about their experi

ences with rod, dog, rifle 
and gun. 
All this for 15c a copy 
or $1.00 for a whole 
year with watch fob. 

Special Offer 
Send us 25c in stamps or 
coin for a 3 months' trial 
subscription to the NA
T I O N A L SPORTSMAN 
and we will send you by re
turn mail one of our hand
some Ormolu Cold Watch 
Fobs with seal grain leather 
strap and gold plated 
buckle. 

Don' t Delay—Send your order Today 

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 4 9 Federal Street. Boston, Mass. 

For Sprains 
Lame Muscles 
Absorbine, Jr., brings 
quick relief. Keep a 
bottle of Absorbine, Jr., 
always at hand ready 
for instant use—you 
will find it a big help 
whenever anyone gets 
hurt . 

Athletes use Absorbine, Jr., for the 
muscle tha t has been strained, for the 
cut or laceration that runs a chance of 
infection; for the abrasion that pains 
and the limbs tha t are stiff" and lame 
from over-exertion. 

Absorbine Jr THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT 

When applied to cuts, bruises and 
sores, it kills the germs, makes the 
wound aseptically clean and promotes 
rapid, healthy healing. It allays pain 
and inflammation promptly. Swollen 
glands, painful varicose veins, wens 
and bursal enlargements yield readily 
to the application of Absorbine, Jr . 

Absorbine, Jr., is made of herbs and 
is non-poisonous — safe to use any
where even by the smallest member 
of the family. 

It Combines Efficiency With Safety 

Only a few drops of Absorbine, Jr., 
are required at each application, which 
makes it an economical liniment to use. 
One ounce of Absorbine, Jr., added to 
a quart of water or witch-hazel makes 
an antiseptic, general liniment of more 
than ordinary efficacy. 

Absorbine, Jr., $1.00 and $2.00 a bottle at 
most druggists or postpaid. 

A Liberal Trial Bottle 
will be sent to your ad
dress upon receipt of , 
10c in s tamps. 

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F. 
255 Temple St. 
Springfield, 
Mass. 

Scrib. Feb. '15 

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F. 
255 Temple St. 

Springfield, Mass. 

Enclosed find 10c in stamps 
for which send me postpaid Trial 

Bottle Absorbine, Jr., pamphlet 
and laboratory reports. 

Name 

Address 

My druggist is 
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P&O 
The Best Regular Services to 
EGYPT, INDIA, CHINA, PHILIP
PINES, JAPAN, AUSTRALIA, NEW 
ZEALAND. Round World Trips 
and Winter Tours in INDIA. 
PENINSULAR & ORIENTAL S. N. 
CO. Full information from 

CUNARD LINE, 2 1 - 2 4 State Street, N. Y. 

CALIFORNIA 
AND THE EXPOSITIONS 
D o n ' t d e c i d e on your California Tour before 
getting our illustrated program of arrangements 
for individual and party travel. Postal brings full 
information, estimate for any tour, with or without 
hotels, etc. Travel service absolutely the best. 

Official Passenger Agents for the Exposition 

THOS. COOK & SON 
245 Broadway, New York 

Bos ton , Phi lade lphia , Chicago, Los Ange les , 
San F r a n c i s c o , Montreal , Toronto 

Costs but a few cents a day 

Baggage Insurance 
W h a t it means to you 

if you— 
—travel for business or pleasure. 

—are going on a vacation. 

—keep any personal effects outside of 
your residence—at the office, golf or 

country club. 

—are sending your son or daughter to 
boarding school or college. 

Our Baggage Policy indemnifies you against loss due 
to fire, theft, transportation, etc., whi le your baggage is 
in the custody of any railroad, express company, s team
ship, hotel or clubhouse. 

The hazards and contingencies of travel are many, 
and you need this protection. 

It m a y save you hundreds of dollars 
W h y not at least investigate it! A request will bring 

full particulars. Write today. 

F R F F Attractive bon-voyage booklet. 
"Things to remember while traveling." 

Insurance Co. of North America 

2 3 8 Walnut St . , Philada. Founded 1 7 9 2 
Writers of insurance covering: 

Fire, rent, tornado, automobile, motor boat, marine, 
tourist, parcel post, leasehold, etc. 

Temple American Tours 
To the Panama Canal, California, the Expositions, Alaska, the Rockies, 
Grand Canyon, our great National Parks, Yellowstone, etc. Send for booklet' 
T E M P L E TOURS, 149 T r e m o n t Street, BOSTON, MASS. 

TOPHAM 
TOURS 

IT'S SOUTH AMERICA NOW 
Most beautiful cities in the world. Climate, 
Scenery, Hotels, Social Life. Tours to Brazil, 
Argentina and all South American points 
via Panama Canal. Write for booklet" R ." 

TOPHAM TOURS, 305 So. Rebecca Street. Pittsburgh, Pa. 

HONOLULU 
and SYDNEY 

A U S T R A L I A T h e splendid 10 ,000- ton American 
s teamers " S I E R R A , " "SONOMA," 
or " V E N T U R A " (classed 100 AI 
Lloyds). Sydney in 19 days , affording 
the highest degree of comfort and luxury. 
Round trip Sydney , $337.50—first cabin— 
Honolulu, $ 1 1 0 . 0 0 . Sailing every 14 days for 
Honolulu—every 28 days for Sydney. Grand 
Tour of the South Seas, including Honolulu, Sa
moa, New Zealand, Australia and Tahiti, $337.50 
Round the world at reduced rates. Write for illustrated 
folders with colored maps of the Islands of the Pacific, 

OCEANIC S. S. CO. 
6 7 1 C Market Street , San Francisco, Cal. 

^ £ § C 

Sydney Short Line 
'' Isles of Enchantment'' 

Beautiful, Balmy Ber
muda, where skies are 
fair, temperature even, 
outdoor sports enjoyable 

S.S "OCEANA" 
(14,000 tons displacement) 

American twin-screw, largest, stead
iest, most luxurious steamship in 
Southern trade. Carries mail. 

Send for booklet 

R. M. Much, General Pass. Agent 
1460 Broadway, - New York 

" UNDER AMERICAN FLAG " 
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California 
Expositions 

M A K E the journey to California 
in the soft air and superb 

climate of the 

Southern Pacific 
—Sunset Route 

"The Exposition Line—1915" 

Five days of blue sea, New York 
to New Orleans; thence through 
the golden southwest on the 

Sunset Limited 
(Every Day in the Year—No Extra Fare) 

New Orleans, Los Angeles, San Diego, San Francisco 

The most healthful and interesting trip 
in the world. Oil-burning locomotives. 
Electric Safety Signals. Through Dining 
and Observation Cars. 

Write for full information and literature 

L. H. NUTTING, General Passenger Agent 
1158 Broadway, at 27th Street 

366 Broadway, at Franklin St. 39 Broadway, near Wall St. 
NEW YORK CITY 
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WHERE-To_Go Hotel .Resort.&.Travel.Department 
APPAERING MONTHLY IN ALL 7 OF THESE MAGAZINES EVERYBODY'S-MCCLURE'S-MUNSEY'S-REVIEW OF REVIEWS-SCRIBNER'S-WORLD'S WORK WORK 
8th Year-Established to give reliable information to readers of these magazines in travel planning. 
Writer to these Advertisers for further particulars or to C. E. Beane, Pres. Where-To-Go. 8 Beacon St. Boston, Mass 
NEW YORK CITY 

If Coming To New York 
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates? 

CLENDENING 188 W.103St. 
New York 

Select, homelike, economical. Suite 
of parlor, bedroom, private bath for 
two persons, $2-00 daily per suite. 
Write for Booklet H. with map of city. 

WASHINGTON D. C. 
HOTEL D R I S C O L L 
Faces U. S. Capitol. Near 
Union Station. Amidst 
Show Places. Running 
Water , Electr ic Fans in 
Rooms. B a t h G r a t i s . 
Garage. Music. Am. $3, 
Eur. $1.50 up. Booklet. 

STATE OF WASHINGTON 

YOUR 1915 VACATION 
Should be spent in the beautiful STATE Of WASHINGTON mountains forests 
streams,inland seas.lakes.good roads,equable climate,cool 
refreshing nights-Write I.M.HOWELL, Secretary of State, 
DEPT.W.,0lympia.Wn..for 96-pp illus.Tourist Guide Free. 

SEATTLE WASH. 

Hotel Savoy. "12 stories of solid com
fort." conc re t e , s t ee l & 

marble. At center of things. English grill. 
Auto Bus. Rooms $1 up . With ba th $2 up . 

ATLANTIC CITY N. J. 

Atlantic City. MARLBOROUGH-
BLENHEIM 

Above illustration shows but one section of 
this magnificent and sumptuously fitted 
house—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed 
Solariums overlook the Board-walk and the 
Ocean. The environment , convenience and 
comforts of the Marlborough-Blenheim and 
the invigorating climate a t Atlantic City 
make this the idea] place for Win te r and 
Spring. Always open. Write for handsomely 
il lustrated booklet. Jos iah Whi te & Sons 
Company, Proprietors and Directors. 

ATLANTIC CITY N. J. 

Galen Hall. ATLANTIC CITY, N . J . 
Hotel a n d Sanatorium. 

New stone, brick & s teel building. Always 
open, always ready, always busy. Table 
and a t tendance unsurpassed. 

HEALTH RESORTS 

COME TO BATTLE CREEK 
The Battle Creek Sanitarium affords the most abundant 
facilities for rest.recreation and health improvement The 
unique diet system, physical culture classes.interesting 
health lectures.swimming golf. tennis.motoring.boating. 
and a hundred other attractive features fill each days pro
gram with useful entertainment. Guests have the combined 
advantages to be derived from favorable climatic conditions, 
homelike surroundings. scientific methods.and daily medi
cal supervision. WRITE. FOR PROSPECTUS ~ 

THE SANITARIUM-BATTLE CREEK, MICH. Box 109 

Mt Clemens Famous Mineral Baths FOR RHEUMATISM AND NERVOUS BREAK DOWNS 

The Colonial 
WRITE FDR INFORMATION 
• B O X G MT. CLEMENS 

—MICH. 

AFTER A SUMMER IN EUROPE. 
MRS. TITUS.—There is nothing in this English magazine. 
UNCLE JOHN.—Umph, it must have come over on the same steamer I did! 

The Keeley 
Treatment 

FOR INFORMATION WRITE TO 
Following KEELEY INSTITUTES: 

Hot Springs, Ark. 
Jacksonville, Fla. 
Atlanta, Ga. Dwight, Ill. 
Marion, Ind.. 
Plainfield, Ind. 
Crab Orchard, Ky. 
Portland, Me. 

Columbus, Ohio 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
Seattle, Wash. 
Waukesha, Wis. 
Winnipeg, Man. 
Guatemala City, Guat. 
Mexico City, Mexico 

London, England 
Los Angeles, Cal., Marsh-Strong Bldg. 
San Francisco, Cal., Douglas Bldg. 

Grand Rapids, Mich., 
733-735 Ottawa Ave , N, W. 

Philadelphia, Pa. , 812 N. Broad St. 
Pi t tsburg, Pa. , 4246 Fifth Ave. 

Omaha, Neb., Cor. 25th & Cass Sts. 

John Barleycorn's 
Master 

Our scientific treatment 
removes the appetite for 
drink or drugs—does not 
nauseate. Only registered 
physicians are permitted to 
administer the remedies in 
our authorized institutions. 
During the last thirty-five 
years, half a million have 
been cured. 
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G A R D I N E R G A T E W A Y Northern 
Pacific 

The Year 1915 
will see the greatest Expositions 

the world has ever known in complete operation, notwithstanding the 
European War. The Panama-California Exposition at San 
Diego opens January 1 and closes December 31 . 
The Panama-Pacific International Exposition at San 
Francisco will be open from Feb. 2 0 to Dec. 4, 1915. 
'Transcont inenta l trains run through without change between Chicago and 

St. Louis to Spokane, Seattle, Tacoma and Portland, passing through 
the most important cities of the Northwest. 

Just midway of the trip lies 

Yellowstone Park 
Season: June 15-September 15 

Reached via the O R I G I N A L 
entrance at Gardiner Gateway. 

Send for interesting literature. 
A. M. CLELAND 

General Pass ' r Agent 
Saint Paul 

Minn. 

In connection with this line the 
GREAT NORTHERN PACIFIC 
S T E A M S H I P C O M P A N Y beginning 
March, 1915, operates two new palatial oil 
burning steamers between Astoria and San 
Francisco with special steamer train connec
tion from Portland. 

The Cool, Comfortable Summer 
Route. 
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S E A T T L E THE GATEWAY TO ALASKA AND THE ORIENT 

SUMMER TOURISTS BARRED FROM EUROPE 
VISIT PUGET SOUND AND ALASKA! 

S E E T H E W O N D E R L A N D O F T H E W E S T 
Plan now to tour the Northwest wonderland in 1915. See 
S E A T T L E , the center of America's summer play-ground. 

S O M E S E A T T L E F E A T U R E S 
Population 330,000 people. Healthiest city in the United 
States. Average summer temperature 65°. Surrounded by 
snow-capped mountains, inland seas, and wooded lakes. 

M A K E T H E A L A S K A T O U R 
Spend a week or two in the mystic land of gold, glaciers, 
totems, polar-bears, and Eskimos. 

M O T O R T O M T . R A I N I E R 
Hundreds of attractive auto rides through forests and 
mountains on ideal roads. Highest peak in U. S., " M t . 
Rainier," ninety miles from Seattle. Opportunities fur 
hunting and fishing are unexcelled. 

HAVE YOUR TICKET READ SEATTLE AND STAY AS LONG AS YOU CAN 
For free booklet send card to 

M A N A G E R P U B L I C I T Y B U R E A U , C H A M B E R O F C O M M E R C E , S E A T T L E , W A S H I N G T O N 

S E A T T L E T H E S H R I N E CITY I N 1915 

Held 

ROMANTIC WOMAN.—Oh, that I'd lived in the days of yore, when bold knights would capture 
their loves by force! 

THE AMERICAN NAUHEIM T h e P i o n e e r A m e r i c a n "Cure" for 
t h e T r e a t m e n t of H e a r t Disease 

Twenty-five years experience in giving the Nauheim Baths with a Natural Ferruginous Iodo-Bromo Brine 

The GLEN SPRINGS 
A M i n e r a l S p r i n g s H e a l t h R e s o r t 
and Hotel . Open all the Year . F i v e 
m i n u t e s ' w a l k f r o m W a t k i n s G l e n 

Midway between the Great Lakes and the Hudson. A Thousand Miles of Good Roads radiate through the Lake Region. 
Automobiling, Boating, Fishing, Music, Dancing. Well-kept and sporty Golf Course, Tennis Courts, Putt ing Greens. 

THE BATHS 
are given under the direction of physicians. Complete Hydrotherapeutic, Mechanical and Elec
trical Equipment. For the treatment of heart disease, rheumatism, gout, diabetes, obesity, neuralgia, 
digestive disorders, anemia, neurasthenia, diseases of the nervous system. liver and kidneys. we offer advan

tages unsurpassed in this country or Europe. 
For descriptive booklets address: WM. E. L E F F I N G W E L L , President, Watkins , N. Y „ on S e n e c a Lake 
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The Far West wants you; Europe doesn't 
See your own Country now 

O n your "Santa Fe way" to the 
Panama Expositions visit 

Grand Canyon of Arizona and Yosemite 
Four trains a day including California Limited 
The Santa Fe deluxe (extra fare) weekly in winter 

On request will send you our Panama Exposit ions 
and California trains folders. 

W. J . BLACK, Passenger Traffic Manager 
Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railway 1054 Railway Exchange. 

Chicago. 

"Two fairs for one fare 

Santa Fe California San Francisco 1915 San Diego 
Panama Expositions 
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The Pleasures of Getting Well 

Getting well isn't 
difficult, if you go 
about it the right 

way. It's natural to be well, so getting well 
is simply getting back to normal conditions 
and ought to be a pleasurable experience. 

Live for awhile at one of the most comfortable, attractive 
resort hotels in America, easy of access and climatically just 
right all year 'round. 

Walk, drive or motor amid unusual, interesting surroundings. 
Dance, play Golf or Tennis, see the Drills and Parades at one of 
the largest Army Posts in the country. Watch an ever-changing 
marine panorama. Go sea-bathing every day if you like. 

Take some Treatments at one of the most scientifically ad
ministered, best equipped Bath Establishments in America. These 
won't interfere in the least with the pleasures of your "out ing." 
On the contrary, they add zest to the diversions that are always 
at hand. 

Enjoy appetizing Southern cooking, including delicious 
sea-food of all kinds. 

Drink a very valuable natural medicinal water, which is 
always flowing free to you. 

That ' s all! A very delightful programme, isn't it? 

And the only place in America where it is possible to do 
all these things is Hotel Chamberlin, at Old Point Comfort. 

I'll be glad to send you a book which tells about many per
sons who have followed this programme, and been "Cured"; 
also, a complete description of our Treatments, the Hotel, 
the Climate and the Medicinal Water, if you wish these, too. 

Address, GEO. F. ADAMS, Box 409 , Fortress Monroe, Va. 
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Pyrene trade-mark Fire Extinguishers 
have become the international weap
ons against fire. Thousands of them 
have been ordered by War and Naval 
Offices abroad and by the Red Cross 
organizations and are now in service. 

The Pyrene 
Extinguisher 
convenient 
in size, sim
ple in oper
ation, a n d 
powerful in 
efficiency, is 
recognized 
by fire en
gineers as a 
s u p e r i o r , 
s c i e n t i f i c 
method of 
extinguish
ing dangerous 
incipient fires 
wherever they 
occur—in the home, 
factory or garage. 

Brass and Nickel-plated Pyrene 
Fire Extinguishers are included 
in the lists of Approved Fire Ap
pliances issued by the National 
Board of Fire Underwriters, ex
amined and labeled under the 
direction of the Underwriters ' 
Laboratories. 

At Leading Dealers Everywhere 
Write fur Literature 

PYRENE MANUFACTURING CO., 1358 Broadway, New York 
Aberdeen, S. D. 
Alton 
Anderson, S. C. 
Atlanta 
Baltimore 

Birmingham 
Boston 
Bridgeport 
Buffalo 
Butte 

Charlotte, N. C. 
Charleston, W. Va. 
Chicago 
Cincinnati 
Cleveland 

Dayton 
Denver 
Detroit 
Duluth 
Fargo, N. D. 

Jacksonville 
Louisville 
Memphis 
Milwaukee 
New Orleans 

Oklahoma City 
Philadelphia 
Phoenix 
Pittsburgh 
Richmond 

St. Louis 
St. Paul 
Salt Lake City 
San Antonio 
York, Neb. 

Pacific Coast Distributors: Gorham Fire Apparatus Co., San Francisco. Los Angeles, Seattle. Distributors for Canada: May- Oatway Fire 
Alarms, Ltd., Winnipeg, Toronto. Distributors for Great Britain and Continent: The Pyrene Co., Ltd., 19-21 Gt. Queen St., London, W.C. 
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Is it any wonder 

that nearly every

body uses Ivory 

Soap nearly all 

the time for nearly 

everything? 

Ivory Soap lathers freely but rinses easily. 

Cleanses thoroughly but does not injure. 

A solid, lasting cake but floats. 

Unsurpassed for bath and toilet, yet 
equally satisfactory in the laundry and 
around the house. 

As good soap as can b e made , yet costs 
but a few cents a cake. 

IVORY SOAP 
It Floats 

99 44/100 % PURE 
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Libby's 

Hawaiian 
Pineapple 
Golden Hawaiian 
Pineapple, picked 
and packed the same 
day, retaining all the 
matchless flavor and 
fragrance of the sun-
ripened fruit. 

Libby, McNeill & Libby 
Chicago and Honolulu. 

In s i s t on Libby's in the Can with the Blue Triangle 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 



ROYAL 

BAKING POWDER 
Absolutely Pure 

Made from 

Grape Cream of Tartar 
NO ALUM 

Purity, Quality, Flavor 

BAKER'S 
COCOA 

Possesses All Three 

It is absolutely 
pure, it is of high 
quality, and its 
flavor i s del i
cious. 

Guard against imita
tions. The genuine 
has the trade-mark on 
the package and is 
made only by Registered. 

U.S. Pat. Off. 

Walter Baker & Co. Ltd. 
Established 1780 D o r c h e s t e r , M a s s . 

Hand iest 
Thing in the World 

Waterman's Ideal Fountain Pen A l w a y s R e a d y t o W r i t e . 

You can depend upon W a t e r m a n I ' s 
Ideals. Time-tested and reliable. Sat
isfaction g u a r a n t e e d . Clean fingers 
and smooth writing. Superior gold 
points to fit your hand. Illustrated 
folder on request. Avoid substitutes. 

At the B e s t S t o r e s . 
L. E. Waterman Co. - - 173 Broadway, 

New York. 
Boston, Chicago, San Francisco, Montreal. 

For Clear 
Thinking 

And efforts that count, 

Feed Right! 

Grape-Nuts 
with cream 

is ideal food— 

Delicious flavour and concen
trated food-strength. 

"There's a Reason" 
Look for the famous little book, " T h e Road to 

Wellville," in packages. 
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