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bubscnptmns (o SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE may begin
with any number. The subscription price is $3.00 a year. Re-
mittance by draft, express or postal money order, or in currency
if sent by registered mail. No extra charge for Canadian post-
age. For other countries in the postal union, single subscrip-
lions $4.00. ’

Renewals: The expiration date of a subscription is alwayvs |
printed on the wrapper in which SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE is
mailed.  Subscribers are urgently requested to send in renewal
orders in advance of the date of expiration, so that there may
be no interruption in the mailing of copies. To be effective,
notice of change in address should be sent in by the sth of the
month; give both old and new addresses.
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Those Who Advertise in Scribner’'s Magazine

SCI"lanI',S believes in its advertisers—in the high character and
quality of their products. They seek your patronage because you are
a reader of SCRIBNER'S. We recommend them to vou. You will
find them eager to serve you. They will pay particular attention to
vour correspondence if you will mention SCRIBNER’'S MAGAZINE.

It will be to your material advantage to run through the adver-
tising pages of SCRIBNER'S each month. An immense amount oi
real shopping is done—suggestions received, goods bought—on these
quiet trips.
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I[@H @59 BACH

For three genera-
tions Kranich & Bach ~
ptanos have been pro-
duced in strict adher-
ence to the loftiest ideals
of musical excellence com-
bined with the highest
standards of workmanskip,
finish and design.  Today,
more than ever, the name
Kranich & Bach on a piana
represents unquestioned value
and unequalled tone. For real
musical merit these world-famous
instruments have no competition.
After more than fifty years of public recognition Kranich &
Bach quality stands today in a class unequalled and unap-
JUBILEE PLAYER proached. F.d_ucated musicians the world over pay trib%:te
Price, $700 to the superiority of these fine instruments by acknowledging
them the standard of the world.
F.OB. New York Wriie for Golden Anniversary Booklet

KRANICH & BACH
233-243 EAST 23d STREET, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Maters of the Highest Grade Turlush
| and Egyplian Cigaretles ithe World
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College baseball—one of the hig commencement games,

MAGAZINE NOTES

of the war has been in the Argonne,

and Edith Wharton, whose graphic
and very human “Look of Paris” ap-
pears in this number, has been at the
front there. She motored by way of
Chalons and Verdun; visited the second-
line hospitals; saw the beginning of the
great battle at Vauquois—with a clear
view of a charge by French infantry; was
within ten miles of St. Mihiel, where the
Germans have so long held their place;
and visited many of the towns ruined by
the great German sweep in August. In
the June number she will give her impres-
sions of the fighting “In Argonne.”

SOME of the most desperate fighting

as thebuilder of the Panama Canal

will be more often spoken of, prob-
ably, for his masterly administration, his
genius for handling men, keeping them at
work, than for his engineering achieve-
ments. And from his own story it would
appear that this will be the way he'd pre-
fer to be remembered. There are no en-
gineering problems any more, apparently,
that seem beyond accomplishment, given
capital and labor. AtPanama an army of
over 40,000 men had to be kept at work,
to be fed and housed and governed, and
the happiness and social life of those with
families considered. There were clubs for

GEN ERAL GOETHALS'S record

women and various kinds of entertainment
provided. Itwasa little nation initself, a
nation composed of various races, black
and white, whose welfare, physical and
moral, were in a large measure dependent
upon one man's judgment. In the June
number General Goethals concludes his
own story by an article on ** The Human
Element in Administration.”

. ATTER UP!” Every college in
the country is playing baseball,

and on every vacant lot in the
land schoolboys, who later on may he-
come famous members of a Yale or
Princeton or Harvard nine, are having
disputes with the umpire. If college base-
ball lacks the machine-like precision of
professionalism it makes up in enthusiasm
and dead-in-earnest sport. The big uni-
versities have been adding to their base-
ball grounds until at many of them every
yvoung man who cares to swing a bat
can go out and play some sort of an
old game on one of the scrub or class
teams. ‘“‘Fair Play,” Lawrence Perry,
the New York Evening Post's authority on
college sports, has written an article for
the June number on “Baseball, the Ideal
College Game.” He tells of what is being
done to bring more students into the
game, of the new additions to playing-
grounds, and of the general feeling that

(Continued on page 10.)
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‘H Another brilliant article on
the war by EDITH WHARTON:
Fighting “In Argonne.”

An eyewitness account of a French infantry
charge.

1]] GENERAL GOETHALS'S nzon
story of the Building of the
Panama Canal: “The Human
Element in Administration.”

The organization and efficient use of men.
and the happiness and social life of those with
families, was a greater problem than the one
of engineering.

‘;ﬂ “Baseball —Theldeal College
Game,” by LAWRENCE PERRY
(Fair Play), the sporting au-

thorityof 7he Evening Post.

What the colleges are doing to bring more
students into the game.

q[ “Our Beautiful National
Parks,” 16 tull-page views, by
DWIGHT L. ELMENDORF, the
famous artist-lecturer.

In answering advertisecments p@e mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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1 q] The Days of the Old-Time |
- Minstrel Companies—"The |
- Rise and Fall of Negro Min-
| strelsy,” by BRANDER MAT-
| THEWS.
([ JOHN GALSWORTHY'S great
| novel, "The Freelands.” The

‘ best fiction of the vyear.

‘;H Short Stories: “Martin’s Hollow,”
by Katharine Fullerton Gerould.
This is a remarkable story, a story
that will appeal to your imagination
and hold you with its haunting spell.

—"Made in Germany,” by Temple
Bailey. A story of a little Toy Shop,
charming in its simplicity and tender
sentiment.— " The Last Flash,” by
Sarah Barnwell Elliott. The story of
an old Confederate veteran.— " The
Freedom of Edith,” by Mary Guérin.
An American girl’s Turkish romance.

FEZE =RV m2e F

Lllustrations in color: A beautiful frontispiece, = Mad-
rigal,” by Eleanor Plaisted Abbott.—<The Great Spirit,”
i by W. R. Leigh.—«Warming Up” for the Game,” by
'l - H. Howland.

In answering advertisem=ats please m_t‘nlian SCRIBNER'S M.-\GA-ZTNE
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haseball is a beneficial sport for all hands.
He gives a graphic description of one of
the great commencement games when old
arads and new classes get themselves up
for the “peerade.” In his recent article
on the Stadiums he tald about the great
structuresthat havebeen
huilt for football, The

article is illustrated.

HERE won't be
T any need of talk

about seeing Amer-
ica first this summer,
and, thinking of the con-
ditions in Europe, the
words are written in no
spirit of exultation. No
one can even think of
what has happened in
many places (think of
Belgium!) that some
who may not have seen
hoped to see, without a
mood of regret., But,
since we must stay at
home, thousands will be-
come better acquainted
with their own land and
find it amighty good land
1o travel in, a wonderful
land to look upon. And
with the expositions in
San Francisco and San
Diego, at the end of the

Barnwell Elliott tells a story of an old
Confederate soldier in “ The Last Flash.”
“TheFreedomof Edith,” by Mary Guérin,
the wife of Jules Guérin the painter, who
isresponsible for thebeautiful color scheme
of the Exposition at San Francisco, is the
story of an American
girl’s attempt to intro-
duce new-woman ideas
into a Turkish home and
of the way a romance in
herownlifeended. Tem-
ple Bailey's “Made in
Germany,” the scene of
which is alittle toy-shop,
ismarked by both senti-
ment and pathos.

“Nomagazine hasever
surpassed Secribner’s in
the difficult art of keep-
ing in touch with life
and yet maintaining al-
wavs a certain literary
distinction.”

—Chicago Record-Herald.

O one could better
express the pur-
poses of the pub-

lishers of the Magazine
from its very first num-
ber, and it is a gratifying
confirmation of good in-
tentions carried oul to

journey westward, hun-
dredswill take the oppor-
tunity, either going or
coming, of visiting the great national parks
thatlieontheway. DwightL. Elmendorf,
the famous world traveller and artist-
lecturer, has permitted the Magazine to
publish sixteen full-page reproductions of
his exclusive views made in the Grand
Canyon, the Yosemite Valley, Mount
Rainier Park, and the Yellowstone Park.

are widely varied in character. One

of them by Katharine Fullerton
Gerould, “Martin’s Hollow,” makes a
powerful appeal to the imagination. It
1s one of those stories of strange experi-
ences, of haunting memories, for which
this author is famous. Her “Vain Ob-
lations™’ is one of the hest-remembered
short stories of recent years. Sarah

! I *HE short stories in the June number

I'he Yoszemite Falls from the road

have such an opinion
from the outside. To es-
tablish and maintain
such a standard for twenty-eight years,
to keep in touch with life and yet never
sacrifice its ‘“literary distinction,” is
just as much an ideal to-day as in the
beginning.

It is life that every one is most inter-
ested in, what men and women are doing
and thinking and achieving the world
over. And it is /ife, too, life in its emo-
tional and imaginative aspects, the truth
of life as seen by the best writers of
fiction, that has always contributed a
large element to “a certain literary dis-
tinction.”  Mr. Galsworthy's story of
“The Freelands,” in its close touch with
life and in the beautiful and masterly
way it is written, is maintaining the best
standards of fiction for which the Maga-
zine has been known from its first volume.
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¢ Good Lightprevents Eye-strain :
I You see people everywhere o
whose eyesight has been strained o

by poor light; many of them are g
wearing glasses. %

If your children could foresee %

the future they would cry to you @
now: “Give us good lig/t so that "@r

are older. Don’t let us study in
poor light; don't irritate our eyes
with flickering gas light or un-
shaded piercing electric lights.”
Why run the risk of injuring
your children’s eyes when it is so

A beaatiful fixture showing o Decora

C&LS}' tO get gOOd light? bowl of Adam design.,

Alba Lighting Equipment
makes light kind to the eyes

Alba makes seeing easy and comfortable. Alba softens
the brilliant, eye-rritating light and sends it where the eye
needs it. Alba is beautiful and makes good light cost less
(less current) than poor light.

Free Pamphlets on Good Light

Send for any of the Pamphlets listed below —they tell the facts
g about Good Light and Alba. We will also send an Indi-
vidual Portfolio of Suggestions for your particular purpose.

%

:

[ '

3 our eyes will be strong when we
%

pou |
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Macbeth-Evans Glass Company Pittsburgh

Salez and Showrooms also in New York, Chicago, Philadelphia, St Louis, Poston, Cincinoati

Reg U S Pat Of Cleveland, Dallas, San Francisco Macbeth-Evans Glass Co Lid Toronto %5

o
| et

J'

| ERRERRIEERRE TEAR OFF — CHECK SUBJECT —SIGN AND MAI PR ERRRED

Macbeth-Evans Glass Co., Pittsburgh : Send article on Good Lizlt for subject checked and

Portfolio of Individual Lighting Suggestions for my needs to name and address sizned below:  W-3-13
1—Homes 3—Restaurants 5—Offices 7—Hotels I—Theatres 11—Chiirches
2—Department Stores  4—Stores 6—Clubs §—Banks 10—Hospitals

In ;msw;ring advertiscmcnts-pl_ease mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE )
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| e Century Co.”” on a book stands for quality without stodginess

By the author of ** The Lady of the Decoration’’

The House of the Misty Star

By Fannie Caldwell Macaulay (Frances Little)

A combined love and mystery story set in the ancient little Japanese city
of Hipiyama-—Hijiyama, home of crumbling castles and lotus-filled moats, swung
in the cleft of a mountain overlooking the magical Inland Sea. Stray threads
out of East and West woven into a rich romance, and presented with the
author's rare and kindly humor.

Lot full page illustrations.  Price B1.25 net . postage 10 cents

By the author of ‘"Home'' | By the author of '* The Choir Invisible "'
Through Stained Glass The Sword of Youth
By George A. Chamberlain By James Lane Allen

' A brilliantly told love story of a sophisti- Another of the author's stories of the Ken-
| cated father, an unseophisticated son and a | tucky blue-grass region. The new story not

number of memorable women ; set in Brazil, | only has the marvelous coloring and thrilling
| the Parisian art world, London high society | intensity of the earlier stories—it has a rich-

and a New England rural community. It ness and depth born of added years of seeing,
| never drags. It never bores, thinking and feeling.

Price B1.30 net; postage 10 cents Trventy-one full-page illustrations, FPrice $1.25

netl ) postare 10 cenls
s J 5
By the author of ** Henry of Navarre, Ohio "'

Pepper -
By Holworthy Hall (Harold E. Porter) Billie’s Mother

By Mary J. H. Skrine

By the author of '* Bedesman 4 "'

An epidemic of infectious youth and jollity.

| “Infectious” means getting in the blood. The author's ¢ Bedesman 47 last year was
Well, *“ Pepper” does. He is a Harvard un- recognized by the foremost critics of America
| dergraduate of moods, money, sense and as a real addition to contemporary litera-
slang—as much of the third as the fourth. ture. “* Billie's Mother " is as fine a piece of
| Better even than ““ Henry.” | literary art as that. and a larger, stronger

story.
Tacket in colov.  Price 81,35 nel ; postage 1o cents

| Jacket in color. FPrice $r.30 net; postage 10 cendy
| By the author of '’ The Smoke-Eaters, "’ etc.

| The Adventures of

| Detective Barney
By Harvey J. O'Higgins

By the author of "' Siberia and the Exile System '’

A Russian Comedy of
Errors

Detective stories with a smile.  Picturesque By George Kennan

|
‘ comedy dealing with unfamiliar phases of met- With all the color and appeal of fiction, these
ropolitan life exceedingly well done. One of the short stories of romantic Russia happen to be
| several incidents of the book furnished material entirely true. They are chiefly about under-
| for the very successful play ‘¢ The Dummy.” ground Russia—the police and spy systems,
Six full-page illustrations. Price $1.30 net ; the exiles on the cold edge of the world,
| Jpostage 10 cents Price 8r.25 net ; postage 10 cenls

|THE CENTURION, an illustrated magazine about books and their makers, will be sent regu-
larly and without charge upon application to THE CENTURY CO. The first number just ready.)

THE CENTURY CO.

353 Fourth Avenue (at 26th Street)

New York City

CIn answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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STILL
JIM

By HONORE WILLSIE

Author of "' The Heart of the Desert"

An American novelist of real importance, a writer who understands
—such Mrs. Willsie shows herself both in “Still Jim” and in her
earlier novel, *“ The Heart of the Desert.”

“Still Jim” is human, democratic, significant — interesting as a
story without regard to its message, and doubly interesting to the
reader who thinks about American life and institutions. In the
career of Jim Manning, “ maker of trails,” it goes along way toward
answering the questions: What is an American? What will become

of the American pE‘OpIC? Ilustrated.  Cloth, 12mo. $r1.35 net

PAINLESS
CHILDBIRTH

A Survey of All Methods
Especially “ Twilight Sleep”

By MARGUERITE TRACY
and MARY BOYD

The one authoritative book on
this subject. Inparticular the
authors fully explain * Twi-
light Sleep,’” what it is, how it
is induced, its advantages other
than the removal of pain, and
the movement to introduce it
generally in America.  Con-
tains full translations of Frei-
burg reports.

Illustraled. $1.50 nel

THE
MAN OF IRON

By RICHARD DEHAN

* Finely done, forceful, graphic,
fusing into a living personality
the many descriptions of the
Iron Chancellor. . . . An un-
usually capable and interesting
historical novel.”

—New York Times.
“Without joining the excited
ranks of the war writers—
Richard Dehan has written a
prophecy of to-day’s war in her
story of Bismarck and the War
of 1870.""—Boston Transcripl.

$1.35 net

WHAT |
FOUND OUT

In the House of a German
Prince

By AN ENGLISH-AMERI-
CAN GOVERNESS

More than a war book. Would
interest women at any time.
A wonderiul revelation, that
never would have been made
but for the war, of happenings
inaprincely househeld that now
have tremendous significance.
The Kaiser, the Crown Prince,
Hindenburg, Bernhardi, Count
Zeppelin, and many others fig-
ure prominently. br.z5 nel

Publishers

FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY

New York

In answering advc_rtgr-ncr;;_p-[case mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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A New Library Every Year

q A famous American statesman once said: “If I were asked to found a library
cwith one single set of books I would wunhesitatingly select the volumes of

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

and | would add a continuous subscription to that periodical.”
¢ Everybody knows Harrer's Macazine—but did you ever think of it in this way—as
a library that never grows stale and that automarically increases with each new number?
“ Ler us rake the rwelve numbers for a year and see just what they are. These twelve
magazines contain nearly 2,000 pages of reading matter and illustrarions—for no issue
contains less than 160 pages or about 5,000 pages of book text. Published in book form
this would amount to about twenty volumes of average size.
“ In the held of ferion there is always one famous serial novel—often more. A new serial
by Basil King, the author of “The Inner Shrine,” will begin soon. It is his greatest book.
Each month there are at least seven complete short stories—there were eighty-five actually
published during the last year. These in themselves are the equivalent of eight volumes
of fair size.
€ There were 24 articles on travel and exploration.
¢ There were 17 articles on history and biography. These articles in themselves would
make more than two good-sized volumes.
€ Then there 1s the fascinating field of science—the field in which new wonders are being
worked almost every day. There is at least one scientific arnicle in every number—the
twelve articles during the year would make a great illustrated book of 500 pages.
€ Bur there is still another feature of Harper’s Macazixe that is unequalled elsewhere
—that rare yet indispensable quality of humor. Not only in its fiction are deliciously
funny stories to be found, but each month there are eight pages given up entirely to humor
—text and picture. So by the year's end you get the equivalent of another big volume
—and this one all pure fun.
¢ Dozens of other subjects are covered—Art, Education, Literature, Sociology, Economics,
Language, Child-life, Nature, etc., etc. There are full-page pictures in color in every
number and always more than hfty illustrations by famous artists like F. Walter Taylor,
C. E. Chambers, N. C. Wyeth, Elizabeth Shippen Green, ]. A. Williams, W. J. Aylward,
Frank Craig, André Castaigne, May Wilson Preston. Howard Giles, etc., etc. And there
are frequent examples of the excellent art of wood engraving by Henry Wolf, who works
only for Harper’'s. Harper’s Macazine is the most beautiful and interesting magazine
in the world, for no limit 15 ever placed on its cost.

J SYt' h’ﬂ’ .'.H

the Franklin Sguare Subscription Agency, or direct

HARPER & BROTHERS, FRANKLIN SQUARE, NEW YORK

m

ur r”;_f-_.,-,r‘.'lr._r,f.r.u; J’.r"lruu.;f! your dealer, through

35 cents a copy lr $4.00 a year

- f-n_;'lswr-ring advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MACGAZINE
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VARIOUS NEW BOOKS. among which you may find JUST THE

BOOK vou want. either for your own pleasure or as a gift for a friend
) ) | g

Sinister Island
By Charles Wadsworth Camp

If you want to be led seductively on from
puzzle to puzzle, read how the good-looking
man from the North wintered on Sinister
Island and of what he found there—the lone
fisherman, the secret of the slave-quarters,
the brooding threat in the dark, and the
strange but beautiful girl.

Hlustrated.  $1.25 net.

Loneliness ?
By Robert Hugh Benson

Readers will not soon forget this exquisite
story of a brave and heantiful girl who found
through trial the highest and most enduring
happiness. The carefully thought out, beau-
titully written novels of Mgr. Benson are com-
ing more and more to theattention of diserim-
inating novel readers. ** Loneliness?” is this
author's latest and best hook.  $1.35 net.

The Tourist’s
Maritime

Provinces
By Ruth Kedzie Wood

Combines the practical
value of a guide-book and
the charm of a book of trav-
el.  Full of hints for delight-
ful vacations.

THlustrated.  $1.25 net.

The Tourist’s

California
By Ruth Kedzie Wood

Has proved to be the bhest
guide and the most interest-
ing new hook of its kind.
Will add many times its cost
to the pleasure of a trip to
California.

I Hiustrated.

stacles,
time.

$1.25 nel.

Can a man
second time ?

of a man who succeeded; who
threw away
and who, in spite of great ob-

succeeded a
Also it is the story of
“ Little Thing,” the wonderful
wife who helped him.

$1.35 net.

‘ Poems

|
The ? By

: Pretender

Maurice Maeterlinck

By [ _ Introducing to the Amer-
2 ) | ican public the early poems
I UiJI_E'I"I. of Maeterlinek, symbolical
W. in character, rich in beauty

of word and thought.
$1.25 net.

Service

Author of
“The Trail of

Ninety-Eight”
- efe.

Bramble-Bees

and Others
By J. Henri Fabre

In which the famous
Frenchman, aptly called the
*Seientist with a  poet’s
heart,” discusses Bees in the
same svmpathetic and de-
lightful manner that has
made his * Life of the Spi-
der " a classic of its kind.

| $1.50 net.

‘malke good 7 a
This is the story

his advantages;

second

Rabindranath Tagore
" The Man and His Poetry

By Basanta Koomar Roy

Affords especially illuminating and valu-
able insight into the character of this noted
philosopher and poet, by reason of the fact
that the author is a fellow-countryman and

American Women in
Civic Work
By Helen Christine Bennett
An inspiring and valuable hook about
women which discusses the |)1.‘FSI!II¢'—1“H\'.‘_\' and
the work of America’s foremost women—Jane

Addams, Anna Howard Shaw, Ella Flags
Young, and others. With portraits, $1.25 net.

|1 intimate friend.  Tlustraled, $1.25 net.

Free on application:

443 Fourth Ave.

Our latest Catalogue of New Books

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY

New York

ln_answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACGAZINE
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THE
LONE STAR
RANGER

By Zane Grey

“Few stories so effeetively  com-
bine  high romantie mierest with
trath and genuine msight as does

this of Mr. (ll'l'_\lf‘:.” ~-Wacvo Times-
Hiruld,
“There s something about this

story of a hunted young man that
makes it easily the sfrongest hook
of the new yewr"—rand Ropids
Press.

“‘The Lone r‘n ar
glowing fale of ¢

Ranger’ is a
v lurid period in the
history  of our great Southwest”
afhirms the N. V. World.

rontispicee.  81.35 nel.
Frosntisy $1.3 ¢

MOONGLADE

By the author of
““The Martyrdom
of an Empress’’

Different fromn the other books of
the author in this cosmopolitan novel
of life in Franee and Russia, but
the same in infimate knowledge of
aristoeratic society and pieturesque
settings.

“1t is like a chapter of old chivalry
brought down to date"—(rand
f((:pufa Press.

‘Bavoir faire, an air of good breed-
ing, marks ‘Moonglade,’ as it does
other books by this author whose
knowledge of continental society is
exceptional.”—Boston Hevald,

Pﬁ‘(ur”.s;u‘r ce. 813 nel,

THE LIFE.-
BUILDERS

By Elizabeth

Dejeans
Who 18 the more conservative—
man or woman-—when it iz a question
of home and marriage?  This is the
question which the author asks, the
theme of her clean and earnest ro-
mance of a vital, gracious, and grace-
ful woman. T he author’ s handling
of their decision 1s unusual, but full
of insight into the differences in mas-
culine and feminine nature,

Frontispiece.  £1.35 net.

ADVERTISER

The best-selling
book in America

THE
TURMOIL

By
Booth
Tarkington

“I think this is the
hest novel that he has
written;  and apart
from its charm, it is a
book every American
ounght to reads'—
WiLniay LyvoN PRELPS

of Yale University.
F. P. A, writing in
the N. Y. Tribune of

his Grand Tour, says:

I don’t have to sece
the Great Salt Lake.
Far pleasanter to read
"The Turmeil,” and to
realize that Booth
Tarkington i1s quite as
important in the na-
tion's development as
Pikes Peak or Ulintah
Mountain Range., I'm
prouder of him, if you
muzt know,"”

Filustrated, Cloth, §1.55
wel;  Limp-Leather,
Thin-Paper Edition,
81,00 ned,

Harper

&
Brothers

-.[n;n;w-ering ad verl.i:sem_e-nts pl_e-a;e r;ént-ior; _SCR_lﬁEFE_S MA.G_;‘Z[NE

JOHNNY
APPLESEED

By
Eleanor
Atkinson

A sympathetic story of a real char-
aeter into whose unusual personality
the author has succeeded in pene-
trating as she did into the dog nature
of the real “Greyfriars Bobby.” All
the romance of our early frontier life,
with its hardships, its courage, its sae-
rifices, and its joys, fills the pages of
the book. 1t is a portion of our bor-
der life that waited to be written, not
the fiphting only, but the upbuilding,
the conguering of the forests, the
making the wilderness blossom.

Hlustrated,  £1.25 net.

A DEALER
IN EMPIRE

By Amelia
Josephine
Burr

A brilliant historie novel of Spain
in the 17th century, picturing its
magnificence and eruelty, its court
intrigues, and the dangers and the
devotion of women. Here is the
dramatic story of the great and am-
bitious Olivares who dreamed of
welding an empire to conquer the
world,

Fronlispicec.  S§1.25 nel.

PALS FIRST

By Frances
Perry Elliott

v delicious story, full of spirit and
1!.11|-1l1\1l romance and humor. A
romance of mistaken identity, with
a charm of plausibility which recalls
“The Prisoner of Zenda.” Two pie-
furesque vagabonds arve fraversing a
highway in the South. They come
to a stately old mansion. The negro
servant who meets them welcomes
the yvounger as the long-absent mas-
ter of the house. They accept the
situation; then—things happen.

Fronutispiece. §1.30 nel.
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““Better than Queed”

the verdict of critics on

Angela’s Business

By HENRY SYDNOR HARRISON

New York Times New York Tribune
“Mr. Harrison has written with serious intent a novel ‘A delightful book, as thoraughly enjoyable as its two
i 2 g A predecessors (* Queed ' and * V. V.'s Eyes’), as full of human

far-reaching in its 1ssues and full of thought: but, to the joy Lindling s they, bat of far deeper understanding of the
of his readers, he can no more help seeing the humorous side prelude to life o The book as, indesd, the hest of
of things and writing with a twinkle in his eye than he can  the three My, Harrison has written thos far.
help breathing. . . The strongest and most satis- St. Louis Post Dispatch
fying of Mr. Harrison's remarkable trio of “The bhest thing that the author of ‘Queed’
novels.” and "V. V.'s Eyes’ has done.”

Llustrated by F. . |(.-r‘.’"}r’l.,""r'.?'. $I.35 net

Ready in May

Sundown Slim
By the author of * Overland Red”
HENRY H. KNIBBS

Anovel of the Range, full of galloping
romance and hair-trigrer excitement. Sun-
down is 1 new kind of Western hero, just
as likable as Overland Red, but in an alto-
vetherdifferentway. (Readyabout May1s)

Filustrated in color.  $1.35 net

Doodles
By the author of the *“Polly" books
EMMA C. DOWD

Plucky little Doodles, an irresistibly
radiant cripple, will win his way straight
to the affections of every reader and leave
Bl = bit of his own sunshine in their hearts.
Chance.” lustrated.  $1.00 net

“ Doodies.

“Sundown * and his dog

Of a More Serious Nature

PRESIDENT ELIOT'S

The Road Toward Peace
A constroctive study of the war, its probable results, and the best means of preventing future wars.
Clatk. $1.00 net.
FRITZ EREISLER'S
Four Weeks in the Trenches
The great violinist tells his t.‘{]writ'ncf_':i as Austrian lieutenant during the L':unpui:_:n in (Galicia,
A graphic and thrilling picture of war as it is. Jifustrated, $1.00 nel.
JOHN BURROUGHS’ .

The Breath of Life

This new volume presents Mr. Burroughs' ripest thought on many important problems of
evolution and human life.  $1.15 net.
(Ready in May)
The Diplomacy of the War of 1914
The Bedinnings of the War
By ELLERY C. STOWELL
This, the first of three volumes to trace the entire diplomatic
history of the war, is perhaps the most complete, authoritative and
impartial account of the subject yet written.
Send for pamphlet describing our books on California
Boston HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY New York

In answering advertisements picase mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Hats
Parasols

"Warm Weather

Dresses

g o N N e D

\

You probably have never §p
stopped to (f)i]\]ll{[ the value of

]-‘at(—JSt f_J[‘]"IIld.l ideas from such designers ¥
PHI‘iS Faﬁllion.s ¥ as those here mentioned. For if yvou

@ had, you would be a subscriber to )
/'?"O?R ]:IE!.T'])(_‘I"H Bagar.
[
Callot Cheruit { Any ;‘_mvr oii 'thesc xnalmes is ﬂL )
| TS - synonyvm lor rasnion., AT }“'.‘1{ Wil
Doucet Docuillet find their latest models in each issue N
Jenlly Beer @ Harper’s Bazar.
Preme Vor
.'t “ O] th ¢ With such a wealth of advance )
Pa(l[_un Redfern ¢ information it would he almost im- )
Martial et Armand possible for you to he at fault in any
Somasune Tal ek ( detail of your wardrobe, For Paris, §)

despite the war, is still the fountain

Eve ].}'lll_’ Varon head of fashion and Harper's Bazar

Jeanne Lanvin ; has maintained its superior fashion )
; i % service.
Maria Guy

eorecelte Thousands  of  other discriminating ]

\ ) ) women profit by this authentic advice. You
]'U_‘})('lllx ‘ haven't, simply bhecause you've overlooked it ’

Lewis up to this time.  But the coupon on the left
CWIS leaves you no excuse.  Bign it and mail now, ’

hefore you fnr‘m al,

wHarp o1y Bajars

19 W, #0th 8t., New York City

- L A e, T 2

A

In answering advertisements pleast-mcnuon SCR[BNER;S_ MACE!NE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER e

THE PICTURESQUE FRANCE OF THE OLD REGIME
LIVES AGAIN IN THE HISTORICAL WRITINGS OF

JAMES BRECK PERKINS

“ Mr. Perkins’s enduring title to a place ameng historians will rest ehiefly upon his sincere
love of truth, his diligence in seeking it, his sound judgment of men and policies, his
lucid style, and his artistic sense of fitness and proportion.”—dwmerican Historieal Kevieae,

FRANCE UNDER MAZARIN FRANCE UNDER THE REGENCY
With a Review of the Administration of With a Review of the Administration
Richelicu (2 vols.) of Louis XIV
FRANCE UNDER LOUIS XV FRANCE IN THE AMERICAN
(2 vols,) REVOLUTION
Each vol. $z.00net,  The set, 6 vols,, boved, Frz.00 net .
4 Park Street, Boston HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY 16 E. 40th Street, New York

Author of "' The Glory of the Conguered " and
Y The Visioning "

OUTING NEW, BRILLIANT AND POWERFUL
ADVENTURE B b NOVEL of intense human interest. The
LIBRARY 18 author calls it, *“ The story of a woman's
B | love—of what that love impels her to do—what

| it makes of her.”

IN THE OLD WEST [ 8
| is the story of RUTH HOLLAND, a woan worth

by Lt. G. F. Ruxton is designed tointerest [
both President Wilson and Ivick Canter.  As |
astory it has action on every page. As his- [ §
tory it gives a participant’s statement of the [
early frontier days. ltisa close athand pic- B

e of the doings of Kit Carson, Jim Bridger [i8 ihe— S
ture ofthe doings of Kit Caon, Jim Brdser [ 18 stuc}yn}g not a type _but an 1£d1\f1::lual,_ reali
This is the first of a series of great stories 8 § una raid, never hesitating to ask a question o
of adventure. Bookstores or direct, $1.00. | Life for fear of the answer. There is nothing
Postage, 10 cents. Catalogue free. ! el e R e A “Fidelitv.”
Outing Pub. Co., 141 W. 36th St., N. Y. Y P idelity.

I At All Bookstores $1.35 net
Send for Our Book Catalogue

< has never been more satisfactorily ex-
The Natlonal Galne plained than in the new book by
W. J. Clarke, Head Coach of the
Princeton “Varsity Baseball Team,
and Fredrick T. Dawson, Captain of
the Princeton Baseball Team, 1grr.
The book is called BASEBALL: IN-
DIVIDUAL PLAY AND TEAM
PLAY IN DETAIL. Itis profusely
illustrated. Its costis $1.00 net. Itis
published by Charles Scribner’s Sons.

In a;;wering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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‘ou The American Year Book

FOR 1914

% and A Year’s Subscription to The Outlook

|| = —qu " For Onlya Little More Than
' =%/ the Usual Price of One Alone

By special arrangement with the
publishers of The American Year
Book weareable toofferthesetwo
valuable publications together for
very little more than the price of
either one if bought separately.

What the Year Book Is

The New American Year Book gives
ininterestingnarrative forma complete
survey of the progress of the year 1914
in every field of human knowledge and
activity, with special attention to those
developments of greatest interest to APPLETONS
Americans.

A Valuable Aid to Busy People in All Walks of Life

It is a reference work of the highest value to lawyers, editors,
teachers, doctors, ministers, business people, students, club
women—every one, in fact, who requires an authoritative record
of the developments of the year in many different fields. But it
is unlike any other reference work. For it is not an almanac—
a mere collection of facts and statistics—Dbut a series of wonder-
fully interesting and instructive articles on a multitude of topics
written by men who are recognized authorities in their respect
ive fields. It covers practically every department of learning
and human affairs—history, politics, legislation, industry,
science, the arts, the professions, agriculture, social reform,
literature, religion, and many others. In each field it shows
you just what progress has been made during the past year.

<very American who wishes to keep abreastof the times should
have this book.

HERE IS OUR SPECIAL OFFER

The regular price of The American Year Book is €3.00
and if purchased separately it can nowhere be obtained at
a lower price. ‘The subsecription price of The Outlook is
$3.00. DBut by contracting with the publishers for a large
number of copies of the Year Book we were able to secure
them at a very low price, and, until the edition is exhausted,
we will send a copy of The American Year Book and The
Outlook for one year for the special combination price of $3.65

e,

r_}: OL.' [ fO()k

[ <rutferot | ooUImenIRaN Address

h,

f’ _ o ) THE
e - OUTLOOK
COMPANY

287 Fourth Ave.
New York

" In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Get Your Garden Hat

And this Spring don’t you want to look from
under it and see better roses than yvou have
ever grown before, a better looking lawn, a
genuine artistic color scheme among your
flowers and finer vegetables for the delecta-
tion of your week end guests! You will
find the help, in practical, defnite form, to
secure these results in

Country life
in Aiamerica

So Country Life can serve you in your gar-
dens, in vour home, in all new and lovely
schemes of decoration, among your pets, dogs
or cats or ponies, in your sports—indeed in a
hundred ways. And besides adding to your
pleasure it will save you a lot of money. To
this end you can use constantly, without
charge

Our Readers’ Service

It grew to meet the special needs of our read-
ers; the sort of personal and individual needs
not covered in our magdmnt‘s, owing to a lack
of knowledge as to just what those needs
were. It will save you in actual money many
times the cost of your subscription in solving
just one of your problems. Thousands of our
readers avail themselves of the services of
this Board of Experts every vear, thus testi-
fying to their appreciation of its helpfulness
and intrinsic value. When you join Country
Life readers, now numbering several thou-
sands of the distinctive, discriminating peo-
ple in America, this service 1s at once at
your command.

An Invitation to Scribner’s Readers

So sure are we that you will quickly become
a regular reader of Country Life in” America,
that we are willing to sacrifice our immediate
profit and we will send Jyou w ith our compli-
ments the May issue “Planning the House
and its Garden Together” and enter your
subseription for seven months—June to No-
vember inclusive, for only $z.00.

Our Special Offer

The May number with our compliments and
the next seven months for $2.00. Please sign
vour name and address on the white margin
below the sun dial, cut out and mail today.

Write Your Name Under the Sun Dial

THE COUNTRY LIFE PRESS
GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK

DoUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, PUBLISHERS %

In answering advertisements please mention SCR]BF\'EES MACAZINE
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Copr. Life Pub: Co.

Are You An Optimist?

Lif
Will Issue on May 20th

An Optimist’s Number

: " Special
10 cents Offer

Enclosed

find One Daol-

far {Canadian
$1.13  Foreign
§1.20),  Send Lrre
for three months to

. L Open only to new subscribers; no sub-
Avoid it if you s scription renewed at this rate,
are afraid to be 4 o
lerf. ;_fe::] ful / LIFE, 34 West 315t Street, New York 4
10 C Tl
oy One Year, $5.00. (Canadian, $5.52; Foreign, $6.04.)

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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ENGLAND’S EXPERIENCE WITH “THE REAL THING”

in the April number of

THE YALE REVIEW

THE NEW AMERICAN QUARTERLY

Edited by Wilbur L. Cross

An intimate and vivid study of the national thoughts and feel-
ings of England in the European war; first, as the thought of * the
real thing” dawned upon her one morning in August, and then as the
consciousness of THE REAL THING began to obsess the national
mind and life. The author is L. P. Jacks, the distinguished editor of
“The Hibbert Journal,” author of “The Alchemy of Thought,” and
Professor of Philosophy at Oxford.

NATIONALITY AND THE
NEW EUROPE

An interesting prophecy of
the geographical and racial
realignment of Europe, by
Archibald Cary Coolidge, the
Harvard historian, author of
“The United States as a
World Power,” whose intel-
lectual and diplomatic mis-
sions have carried him to
Perrograd, Pans, Berlin, and
Vienna.

IMPERIALISM AND THE

CHRISTIAN IDEAL

A significant analogy be-
tween Caesar and Kaiser in
conflict with enduring Chris-
tian ideals, by Benjamin W.
Bacon, Professor of New Tes-
tament Criticism at Yale,
and author of “ Christianity

Old and New.”

NEUTRALIZATION IN
THEORY AND PRACTICE

A discussion of the rights
and wrongs of neutralization
as apphed to such countries
as Belgium, by George G.
Wilson, Exchange Professor
from Harvard to France in
1913, and authority on the
legal aspects of internanional
relations.

OTHER ARTICLES OF PERMANENT LITERARY CHARACTER

Tue Ramroap Crisis: A Way Our, Ray Morris; An Arorocy For OLp Maips, Henry

Dreeight Sedgevick; Encrist LITERATURE IN FraNCE, Emile Legouwis; Ovip AMonG THE GOTHS,
Gamalicl Bradiord; Tue UniTy oF THE CHURCHES, Newman Smyvih, THE Journevine Atoms,
John Burroughs; WALPOLE AND FAMILIAR CORRESPONDENCE, Chauncey B. Tinker; NANTHIPPE
on Woman SuFFRAGE, Duffield Osbarne; three poems, Tue True Concorp, Frances Barber;
Grier, A. MacLeish; Tue Maker oF Imaces, Brian Hooker, and 41 pages of signed, authori-
tative book reviews.

Mail This Special Offer Coupon

Please enter my order for The Yale Review for one year to begin with the July 1913
number. A remittance of $2.50 is enclosed in payment of my order.
be included free of charge.

The April number will

This order 1s directed to

THE YALE REVIEW, NEW HAVEN, CONNECTICUT

By Address

In answering ad\rcrtisement;p!ease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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“"PIERRE VINTON is. indeed. a quite wonderful book. So

expert is it, so full of charm as well as
insight, that it is hard to believe it the
first book of a new writer. One would
say there are not more than four Ameri-
can authors capable of such work.”

THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY.
NLet me eXpreSS to you immediately my admiration for the

novel you sent me by Venable. I think
this is a very remarkable book, far above
the level of contemporary fiction. . . The
cleverness of this book is extraordinary.”
—WILLIAM LYON PHELPS,

Professor of English at Yale Unwversity.

PIERRE VINTON

THE ADVENTURES OF A SUPERFLUOUS HUSBAND
By EDWARD C. VENABLE
NOW IN ITS SECOND EDITION

S1.00 net postage et

The Bookman says: “A rare and delicate love story, touching
deftly, with alternate irony and wistful tender-
ness, upon the deepest and holiest sides of
life. . .. A volume of very unusual quality.”

The Outlook Says: "It is bright, witty. and gay in manner, but it
is serious in purpose. ... A light-hearted, con-
versational manner conveys a sane and noble

ideal of marriage in this charming story.”

The ChicagoTribune:" It is seldom that an American novel is re-
- ceived with such unanimous praise. . . . The
book contains literary virtues which lead its
readers to believe that the author must be
reckoned with in the future.”

FIRST CHAPTER SENT FREE ON REQUEST

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
FIFTH AVENUE AT 48w ST. NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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BY JOHN GALSWORTHY

NOVELS

The Dark Flower

“In his perfect novel, *The Dark
Flower'—for it is impossible for
one whois by temperament anovel-
ist,
measured terms of praise of work
s0 delicately wrought as

not a reviewer, to speak in
S0 rare,
this—he has painted the portraits
of four women that stand out as
softly
lovely, as the figures in Titian's
*Sacred and Profane Love. ™

glowing, as mysteriously

—Eriex Grascow, the novelist.

$1.35 net

The Patrician

“Tt is a distinguished book, by
reason of its style and because of
the exactness and perfection with
which the portraits of the charac-
ters are worked in upon the brain,
until the reader is confident that
not merely would he know them if
but
their

he met them in the street,

would recognize them

voices in another room."
— London Aecademy.

by

$1.35 net

The Country
Anewedition uniform instyle
with “The Dark Flower,”
“The Patrician,”

“Mr. Galsworthy has given us

House

ete.

in this book a story worthy of his
reputation. Cleverly and
gradually, without anything in the
way of Jahored descriptions, he
makes his people real to us, and
differentiates them so justly that
after a time we should know them
by what they say without being
told who is speaking.”
— London Daily Telegraph.

$1.35 net

FSSAA }—HQ_ BT

John Galsworthy,

PLAYN

SECOND SERIES
$1.35 net

INCLUDES

The Eldest Son

A Domestie Drama in Three Acts
60 ernls nel

The Little Dream
An Allegory in Six Scenes
50 cents net

Justice
A Tragedy in Four Acts
The play which changed the English
prison syslem.
60 cenils nel

THIRD SERIES
$1.35 net
INCLUDES

The Mob

A dramatic character-study involving
the subject of unnecessary aggressive war.
60 cents net

The Fugitive

A Play in Four Acts

“The Fugitive” is the young woman
“hu attempts flight from the bondage of
modern society —a  tragic fizure,

tinetly individual, yet typical of m-..l. ‘r
live. 60 cents net

The Pigeon

A Fantasy in Three Acts

“Grimness relieved by irony, guided
by a nobility of soul, and r:u-h lovely
by o delight in sensuous things

New ]rm’ Times,
60 conts nel

The Little Man

and Other Satires

This volume contains penetrat-
ing studies of various phases and
types of modern society. In a gen-
eral way it belongs to the class of
“A Motley,” “The Inn of Tran-

quillity,” ete,, being a collection of
sketehes, including several brief
plays, which express the author’s

personal views and observations in
a peculiarly poignant way. But
these sketehes are all related h‘\'
this satirical intent: they all ex-
pose, ever so deftly, some sham or
flaw in man or men.
BL30 net; postage extra
A Motley
A VoLuMmE or SKETCHES
“Stimulating both to imagina-
tion and to T}lnllghf s and it touches
very close to the heart of to-day.”
—New Yorl Times.
$1.20 net

Memories

The biography of a black cocker
spaniel told simply, amusingly,
sympathetically, by the one who
knew him best—his master.
Hlustrated in color by Mavp Earn

$1.50 net; postage cxira

m . .

ThelnnofTranquillity

StupiEs and Essavs

“We would like more of Mr.
Galsworthy's essays. Tn the case
of this entire volume the reviewer's
is a thankless task. It is like pick-
ing apart, for the sake of showing
their beauly, a string of finest
pearls."—New York Times.

H1.80 nef

Moods, Songs,
Doggerels

“These rhymes have the Gals-
worthy spontaneity; several are
very human, tender, and whim-
sical; others hreathe of manliness, a
sort of sublimated Coursge tlmL
lies at the heart of all the author’s
work."—Review of Reviews.

$1.00 net

nd
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M I’( )ll’l‘ ATIONS

The Christ of the
Men of Art

By J. R. ArrgeN

A book of interest to all who love art,
and one which forms an up-lo-date in-
troduction Lo a greal subject Il.r ministers,
art students, and all who are interested in
Lhe Christ-Figure as revealed in Lhe master
works of the greatest painters. The leading
arl experts and erilics ha en consulled,
i sy the falest works dealing with the
suliject,  Special  atlention s paid Lo
Eurly Christian and  Byzantine arl, and
references are made in the text and foot-
noles to the leading authorilies,
Witk frantigpicee in color, 20 reproductions

i plholgraeire, and 28 in fral f-loree

Thicl large 8vo.  $6.00 el

Poets and Puritans
By T. R. GLovEr
Author of "Thu Conflict of Religions
in the Karly Koman Ewmpire™
These essayvs deal with some nine Eng-
lish writers—men as far apart in ontlook
and temperament ds Bunyan and Boswell;
pocts and Purital d men who were
neither, T each

he endeavor 1s 1o

realize a personalily—to see & man in an
environment, face to face with problems
in arl or l'1||;.,m|| or both: in shorl, with

human life as it bears on him, and to let
him speak for himself,
Svo.  §2.25 net

The Flower of Peace

By Karnarine Tynan
A collection of devotional poetry.
$1.50 net

Kaiser, Krupp and
Kultur

By T. A. Coox
Author of “Old Touraine,”
works.

A series of articles written by the
editor of Field, of London. defending the
British side of the war controversy, with
an atlack on the German ||1|rlu|u.ul|u and
woral attitude,

Ve, limp cloth.

and other

75 renty net

The Ideals of the
Prophets

Servoxs BY THE Late S. R.

Driver

Reging Professor of Helirew, Oxford

A collection of Dr. Driver's sermons
made before his death by bimself, which
together form o group representative of
his ardir ching, and connected to-
gether by “certain u:lm of subject and
treatment. om0, $1.50 net

RELIGIOUS

John Huss

His Live, TEACHINGS, AND
Deatn, arrer Five Hun-
DRED YEARS

By Davip 8. Scuarr,

Professor of Church  History
Western Theological Seminary

D.D.

in the

The need of 4 comprehensive, scholarly,
and yet thoroughly readable life of John
Huss has lang heen recognized both by
theologians, hibraries, and the more seri-
ous T:'miillg public. 1t has now heen re-
moved in time for the five T
anniversary of his death, which takes place
in July, by De. David Schaff, The distin-
f.,ill"lll(r seholar and theologian and the
son of Ur Philip Sehaff, author of the
famous ** History of the Christiuo Church.”

In press

Footings for Faith

By WiLLian Pierson MERRILL
Pustor of Brick Preshyterian Church

The writing of Ihiq volume  was
prompted by the  varions  influences,
maostly produced by madern seience, which
ave brought such confusion amd  such
ubt into the minds, especially of the
younger people, of to-diy.
with appreciation of the bases of these
doubits, and sympathy with the douhiters,

B1.00 net

The Environment of
Early Christianity

By 5. Ancus, M.A., Ph.D.
or of New

torical Theology,
University of "-\ulut\

ament and His-
Andrew’s College,

The purpaose of thiz hook is to survey
the ancient world in which Christianity
wiis firsl planted. It reviews the conditions
which fuvered or retarded the spread of Lhe
Gospel and presents a brief account of the
pening and achievements of the Jew, the
Greek, and the Roman, the three greal
peoples to whom the Gospel was first
offered. 75 cenls nel
New Volwmee Titernational

Critical Commentary

Commentary

on Il Corinthians

By Rev. Aurrep Pruver

In Press

THESSALONTANS T HEBREWS

PSALM CXIX TO S0NG OF SONG
F2.00 eack net

It is wrillen |

New Folume Studies in Theology |

IMPORTATIONS

The Conquest of Mt.
Cook and Other Climbs

AN Account oF Four SEa-
sonNs’ MOUNTAINEERING ON
THE SOUTHERN ALPS OF
NEW ZEALAND

By Frepa Du Faur

The history of four seasons' splendid
work in elimbing the beautiful snow-clad
New Zewland Alps, and describing ils

strugeles, difficulties, and dangers in vivid
manner. Il abounds n Psrlurr-que in-
cidents of camp and bivouae, as well as in
charming  descriplions of the glorious
seenic effects, many of which are heauti-
fully illustrated in the book by photo-
graphs by the author
HWoith 50 (ustrations

The
Japanese Empire and

Itz Economic Conditions
By JosepH DAUTREMER

“Mr. Dautremer tells us  concisely
something about everything, from the
reigning falmh to manufacturers, from re-

from the Canstitution
s Tothe student of the
it

Large Svo, #4.50 net

to the cost of In
economic conditions of Japan to-day
should be of great servie
—Saturday Review,
Wiith 16 illustrations
Cheap edition,  Cloth, $1.50 net

The Argentine in the
Twentieth Century

By Avpert B. MARTINEZ

(Formerly Under-Secretary of State to
the Minister of France) axp

MavricE LEWANDOWSKI

With an Introduction by Cu. Pepre-
GRINE, formerly President of the Ar-
genting Republie, and a Preface by
Esibie Levasseon
“Ranks among the highest authorities
on its subject.”—Manchester Guardian.
Cheap edition.  Cloth,

Gluck and His Operas

By Hecror BerLIOZ
With an account of the relalion to

81,50 net

musical art,  Translated from  the
French by Epwis Evaxs
This forms an exhaustive study of

Gluck and his work, interesting to the
peneral reader s it s valuable to the stu-
dent., here is no more competent eritic
than Berlioz to bandle the subject,

51.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
FIFTH AVENUE AT 48TH ST., NEW YORK
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SCRIBNER FICTION

Do

THE SEVEN DARLINGS
By GOUVERNEUR MORRIS

«A charming comedy of youth and high spirits.”—New York Tribune.

Tllustrated by Howarp Craxprer CHRISTY.

$1.35 net

A Lovers’ Tale
By Mavrice HEwLETT

“The story and its manner are
different from anything previously
produced by Mr. Hewlett, but his
talent appears on every page.”

—{'hicago Herald.

“One of the finest romances of
the year."—Philadelphia Record.

$1.25 net

The Great Tradition

By Kataarine FULLERTON

GEROULD
(Author of * Vain Oblations ")

Mrs. Gerould’s power of develop-
ing situations which are intense,
dramatic, and difficult, her mas-
tery of strange settings and her ex-
traordinary psychological analysis
have won her universal praise.
The Atlantic Monthly said that her
first volume, ‘“Vain Oblations,”
marked “the formal entrance into
our literature of a new and strik-
ing talent.”

$1.35 net

AUGUST
FIRST

By
MARY RAYMOND
SHIPMAN ANDREWS

AND
ROY IRVING
‘ MURRAY

The story of a woman, sated
| from her birth with superficial
pleasures, who suddenly finds her-
sell facing a life of unhappy mar-
riage and incurable illness. In her
extremity she asks a young clergy-
man to decide between it and
suicide. The story tells of his
struggle to teach her the joy of
life in the shadow of disaster.
$1.00 net

Daybreak
By Ervizasera MILLER
(Mrs. Oren 5. Hack)

A story of the age of discovery.
A wvast and splendid panorama of
historical events, including the dis-
covery of the Western Hemisphere
by Columbus. The scene is laid
amid the splendor of fifteenth-
century Spain.

$1.85 net

A Cloistered Romance
By FrLorEncE OLMSTEAD

A novel of really remarkable
and peculiarly individual charm,
and so truly humorous that not a
page is turned but it evokes a
smile or a chuckle. TFull of amus-
ing and lovable characters—in-
cluding “Goliah,” the mule.

$1.25 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS @ FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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JOHN
GALSWORTHY

THE LITTLE MAN

AND OTHER =sATIRES

[|r||| abily aehieved Lthe most popu-
bl sketehe ays, ele, hal
wriller e |‘|]J|-.
els and a uni-
sul appeal.

have

salirizes

H1.30 nef

Germany Embattled
Ax AvERICAN INTERPRETATION

By Oswapp GArRrisox

VILLARD

“Many presentations of  the
German side have already been
made in this country, but none
will '|:|uh by receive so mueh con-
sideration as that of Oswald Gar-
rison Villard.,"—New York Lribune.

#1.00 net

The Democracy

of the Constitution
By Hexky Capor Lopce
Muost of these |<Ir|r1 wsses and es-
says are immediate in their value,
as they deal with such topies as the
initiative, referendum, recall of
judges. and constitutional amend-
ments.  The author has holdly

| g_:i\'('ﬁ the

The German Emperor

As Snown vy His Pusic

rrErRANCES

By Cuaristiany Gavss

Prrinoetar Lnfrevidty

An illuminating :-ur]lp]l;ltinll of
the specches, proclamations, ete.,
of Emperor William  IL, which
fairest presentation of

| this much-disputed character.

presented facts and advanced argu- |

ments balanced by logic and un-
derstanding.

£1.50 nef

F. HOPKINSON
SMII\'TH

TP
OUTDOOR
B ral A AT B |

SKETCHING
has written and illustrated a book
overflowing wilh suggestion and which
really covers & much wider field than
that indicated by the title.
“Able to write and to draw with equal
facility."—London Athenaum.

B1.00 net

| value at the present moment but |

$1.25 net

Our Navy and the
Next War

By RopeErr W. NEESER

J. Berxanp Warker, Editor of
the Sefentific American, says: It
i the most elear, conservative,
foreeful and judicial presentation
of the needs uf our navy that I
have ever seen.”  &1.00 net

The Present Military
Situation in the
United States

By Fraxcts VintoNn GREENE |

Criticism of our national
fense has made the time ripe for
this clear, sane statement, free
from all alarmist or pessimistic
tendency, of our military inade-
quacies

of meeting them. 75 cents net

By E. AvExaxpEr PowELL

“There is a wealth of entertain-

ment and information in his pages.”
—T'he Dial.

Hiustrated,  $3.00 net

The Panama Gateway
B\ IIISLPH Buckrin BL-H:;p

sran Canal Connissi

New ﬂm.’ Revised Edition
“Not only

a hook of unusual

| one which may well be treasured be-

cause of the accurate information
which it conveys.”
—New York Herald.
Hlustrated.  $1.50 net

de- |

and of the best methods |

JAMES
HUNEKER
NEW COSMOPOLIS

deseribes  “intimately ™ the funda-
mental fr atures. of New York as it
strikes  the artist and eritic,  Mr,
Huneker is here at his best,
“ A brilliant hook ™

— Philudelphia North American.

F1.50 el

T VYT
P]a}s- by
Leonid Andreyeff
“THE_ Brack Maskers,”
“Tue Lire oF Max,” “*Tur
Sapive Woumen™
Translated from the Russian,
with an Introduction, by F.
N. Scorr and C. L. MEADER
This translation, made with the
author's authorization and from
his own choice of the plavs, has
been competently and brilliantly
carried out.
£1.50 net

The Modern City
axp Its ProeLEMS
By Freperic C. Howe
“Every city official ought to

| sleep with this hook under his pil-

The End of the Trail

low. . . Here he can get the

perspective he needs, the informa-

tion essential and the ideals indis-

pensable."—New York Globe.
$1.50 net

JOHN FINLEY

IN
THE FRENCH
IN THE HEART
OF AMERICA

pives a veritahle l’pl(‘ of the develop-
ment of those sections of our country
which had French heginoings, Not
dry history but romantie, picturesque
narralive most dellghl[u]l\ told.

2,50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE AT 48t ST.. NEW YORK
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Baseball

Inpivinvan Preay axp Tean Pray ix Derain

- By W. J. Crarke, Head Coach of the
Princeton "Varsity Baseball Team, and
Frepricx 1. Dawsox, Captain of the
Princeton Baseball Team, 1911
This is a complete presentation of the game,

perhaps especially designed for school and college
players.  The whole book—a madel of thoraugh-
ness, simplicity, and method of arrangement—is
really the first practical. thoughtful, and syvstematic
handbook on the game. Its value to players, cap-
tains, and coaches engaged in hall playing in any
form cannot be overstated.

Tlustrated. 1,00yt

Athletic Training

By Micnaern C. Murpny

Edited by E. R. Busu~eLL, with an Intro-

duction by R. Tarr McKexzie

It is, in fact, a handbook for athletes, perhaps
especially for those who have not the advantage of
a regular training-table and whose time for athletics
is limited to their leisure hours,

MWith 32 illustrations.  $1.00 net

OUR NATIVE TREES
By Hanrrier L. KeeLEr

“T h[e-n||~ the practical and poetical oo way Lo delight all
reders, Nt Louis Globe-Democra!,

Hlestrated.

B 00 et

OUR NORTHERN SHRUBs

By Harrrer L. Keerer
csimple. elear deseriptions that o ohibd can anderstand
The utlond:.
Mlustrated, 52,00 et
HOW TO KNOW THE FERNS
By Fraxces Tneopora Parsoxs
(Mrs. William Starr Danu)
“The charm of Lhis book is as pervading amd eaduring as
i= the charm of nature, New Yorl Tines,
Mlustrated.  $1.50 uet

BUTTERFLY AND MOTH BOOK
By EvLen Roprrrsox-MinLer

“Amateurs as well as those more advanced in he study of
hutterflies will rejoice over this hook. . The illustrations
have the merit of showing just 1 he puml,t. most needed for per-
fect exposition,”—The Dial,

Hlustraled. $1.50 et

The Well-Considered Garden

By Mes., Fraxcis Kixg, President of the

Women's National Agricultural and Horti-

cultural Association, Vice-President of the

Garden Club of America

With a Preface by Gertrupe JExyLL,

author of “Colour Schemes in the Flower

Garden™

Mrs. King's volume is exceptionally attractive
in text and pictures, and will be published in equally
attractive format, with thirty-two full-page illus-
trations reproduced by the planotype process,
which gives especially satisfactory and adequate
effects with garden scenes.  The book is the fruit
of o very extensive experience and a sure taste,

Thirty-two illustrations.  $2.00 net

The Amateur Garden
By Georce W. CasLe

“Ttis douhtful if the theory, prae
seape gardening on g small se: ale were
vincingly and delightfully."—Spring,

ACCORDING TO SEASON
By Fraxces THEODORA Pansoxs
Adrs. William Stare Do)
“An unpretentious series of lalks aboul the Howers in the
order of their appearance in the woods wml fields=.”

and revwards of land-
set forth more von-
it Rephlino.

Iistrated.

L

B1.50 et

w Herulid
B . o IMustrated, $1.55 net
OUR GARDEN FLOWERS
By HarriErT L. KEELER
“The author has cleverly grouped together the various
families, snd the reade er will find within her pages all the in-
fororation he may uire, well presented and aceompanied Ly
excellent illustrations. —Philadelphia Ledger.
Tustrated.
THE HERBACEOUS GARDEN
By Mgs. PHiLIP MARTINEAD
Part T tells how Lo arrange hardy horders: Part 1T consists
of wn alphabetical list of the most suilable plants,
fllustrated, $2.55 net
GARDENS IN THE MAKING
By Warrer H. Goprrey
A beautifully made hook deseribing, with the aid of pictures
anil diagrams, every sorl of garden equipment, ornament, and
arrapgement, Tllustrated. 3200 net

ROCK GARDENS
By Lewis B. MergviTa.
tion by F. W. Moore

S AN et

With an Inteodie-

Hlugtrated, §2.75 net

HOW TO KNOW THE WILD FLOWERS

By Frasces Turoponra Parsoxs

(Mrs. Willinm Starr Dana)

Miss C. W. Hosr, Superintendent of Children’s Diepart-
ment, Brooklyn Public Library, says: "Get [lm book if vou
only carry one flower book on your vacation,

Hlystrated, S2.00 wet

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENU

i, NEW YORK
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(, FB\I \N\ GERMANY EMBATTLED. By O. & ViLLarp
GERMANYANDTHE GERMANS. By PricE COLLIER
THE GERMAN EMPEROR AS SHOWN IN HIS
PUBLIC UTTERANCES. net $1.25

net $1.00
net .75

By Curistian Gavss

GERMAN SEA POWER. By A. Hukp and H. CAsTLE net  3.50
MONARCHICAL SOCIALISM IN GERMANY
By EvmeEr RoBERTS net 1.25
THE EVOLUTION OF MODERN GERMANY
By Wirviam Harsurr Dawson net  1.50
THE POLITICAL THOUGHT OF HEINRICH
VON TREITSCHKE. By H. W. C. Davis net 2.00

KAISER, KRUPP and KULTUR

By Tuneopore A. (oo

FRANCE UNDER THE REPUBLIC
By Jean CHARLEMAGNE Bracq

FRANCE

net $1.50

THE FRANCE OF TO-DAY. By Bargerr WENDELL net  1.50
FRANCE OF THE FRENCH. By E. H. Barger net 1.50
FRENCH TRAITS. By W. (. BrowNELL net 1.50

ENGLAND ANDTHE ENGLISH. By Price CoLLIER

A SHORT HISTORY OF ENGLAND
By Mary Prart PARMELE

net $1.50

ENGLAND

net 1.00

ALL THE RUSSIAS, By Hexry NORMAN
MODERN R[TSSIL‘- I;_\' (. ALEXINSKY {wew edition) net
RUSSIA OF THE RUSSIANS, By H. W. WiLLiavs

net $2.00
1.50
net 1.50

RUSSIA

INTERNATIONAL

PERSONAL EXPERIENCES

FICTION AND DRAMA

Problems of Power
By WinLiam MortoN FuLierton

Brought up o date and enticely revised
in the light -rl‘ the present Europe: -
tioo. 3

QOutlines of International Law
By Crarees H. StockTox, Rear-
Admiral, U. 8. N.

With full texts of Hague Convention
and London Nuval Conference
$2.50 net,; postage ertra

America and the World War
By Treopore RoOsSEVELT

T8 cends nel
Diplomatic History of
the War

Edited ]i}' M. P. Price BL50 net

With the Allies

By Rurnarp Harpmvg Daves

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

The New YVork Times saya: * For sheer
ahility in translating to the reader what
he, us nn ohserver, saw, Mr. Davis has
here done one of the finest bits of reporting
of the war.” FLO0 net; postage extra

Fighting in Flanders
By E. Atexanpen PoweLy

Descriptions by an eye-wilness of every
T,]. e of the great drama culminating in
the fl” of Antwerp. Profusely illus |r1|u‘i
New York World says:

e5 throughout in s most
style.  His weeount of the arrival
werp of the first British re
with Ih ir l"lm.rm song,
ring:’

The Last Shot

By FreEpERICE PALMER
“ Frederick Palmer's novel,
Shot," appears at the psychological mo-
menl. Mr. Palmer probably koows more
ihout actual war than any other novelist
now writing, and very likely more than any
other war correspondent now writing. . .
A notable quality in Mre. Palmer is that his
intimate knowledge of war has pot made
him romantic but rather the reverse; and
the terrible, machine-like butchery of ‘mod-
ern methods is frightfully distinet. . . . The
greater its clrculllmu the better “for the
formation of well-founded opinion about

the meaning of w
—Editorial in Harper's Weelly.
#1.35 net; postage exira

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

A war play based on the famous Ger-
man foast Lo the day of revenge on
Britain. 25 cents nel; postage extra

*The Last

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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JUST THE RIGHT SCHOOL IS THE ALL-IMPOR-
TANT FACTOR IN THE DEVELOPMENT OF YOUR
CHILDREN. THE DEGREE OF THEIR SUCCESS
AND HAPPINESS IN LIFE DEPEND UPON IT

OU cannot choose a school as vou buy a manufactured ar-
ticle.  With the school you are selecting conditions. picking

the right men and women to mould and develop the minds and
bodies of vour children, finding the right atmosphere, the right com-
panions, the right individuality—right because they fit your children.

The appeal of the school comes to yvou in the advice of outsiders,
the recommendation of graduates, attractive advertisements, beauti-
ful literature, age, national fame, fine buildings, big names—but at
best these are only suggestions. Your choice must not depend ex-
clusively on any of these, for the reason that your child is an in-
dividual and to be rightly placed must fit his personal and physical
surroundings.  Personality 1s curious and wonderful, and schools are
as unlike as the boy or girl of yours is unlike the hoy or girl next door.
Just the right school for your neighbor's child may be the worst
possible school for your own.

The work of the School and College Service of Seribner's Maga-
zine is to give information and offer suggestions which will help 1on
in selecting just the right school for vour children.  This information
is at the disposal of our readers. It 18 given without charge.

The correctness of our suggestions, the applicableness of the
schools suggested, depend on the facts you give us to work on. The
more explicit you are the more practical our service to you. Address

School and College Service, Scribner’'s Magazine
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York City

In answering advertisements please mention Sf?RI_-BJ\-“-]__T,.R.:é -'.\_'TAGAEI_\J_E N




Private Schools
\f,m‘} ozl Cn‘y and f icinity

ELINOR COMSTOCK SCHOOL OF MusiIc
Endorsed by PADEREWSKI, GABRILOWITSCH, KATHA-

BINE GOODSON,  This School s the |-|r| mist exponent of the
Leschetizhy method,  Situated inm delightful part of New
Voark, one block from Centeal Park \!h-l\rn cambort, single
roomms for carly appliconts. Music, Literature, History of Art,
M Iun L;n'uuu Classic Dancing.  Boarders and day pupils

s oasowell s wdvinced students ane

amd outdoor sportss Gl des ired. for
r. Elinor Comstock (pupil of Lesche iml\n
shticth 5t,, New York Luly

Principul, 41 East Eig

THE GARDNER SCHOOL
(57th year ) An exclusive school for girls, eombining all the ad-
agis of city with delightful home life.  Regular and Special
Music, Art, Elocution, Dancing  Much outdoor life.
ne, skiting, Swimming, etc. Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland,
Principals {aa? sth Avenue, New York City.

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL
Intimate Teaching by Scholarly Men
A boarding and day school for boys in the open country at River-
date-on-Hudson, upper Mew York City, Fourteen acres. Hardy
country life, -.r;und college prepuration, expert physical training,
Special department for younger boys,
Address Frank 5. Hackett, Headmaster,
Riverdale-on- Hudson New York City.
Telephone, 730 Markle.

THE SCUDDEH SCHDGL
Dy -

THE SEMPLE BOARDING AND DAY SCHoOOL
Overlooking Central Park. College Preparatory.  Post-Graduate
work, Music Lectures, Art, Social Life.  Catalog,

Mrs. T, Darnngton Semple. Principal,
241 Central Park West, New York,

THE VELTIN SCHoOL
Fur Girls. College Preparatory and (General Course  Num-
ber of pupils limited to twelve in each eclass.  Fireproof buildiog
thorougiily equipped. 1o and 162 West 74th Street.

FRENCH SEHOOL FOR GIRLS IN NEW YORK CITY

o 155 MARG
After June 1, €

1T WinLtaMs
NEDDICH, Alars

MRS, HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
1915 TRAVEL CLI\SS TO THE COA

Tesident

r piEa
s Swiming,

THE RAYSON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Home and Day Departments.  College Preparatory, General and
Fost Graduate Cou . Smallcla Outdoor sports. Twentieth
year Oct. 1g14. Miss Clara I Colburne, A.B., Miss Martha K.
Humphrey, A M. Principals, 164, 166, 168 West 75th Street,
New York City.

THE FINCH SCHOOL
Boarding and Day School for Girls.  General, Fine Arts, and Prac-
tical Courses.  Technical Schaol includes domestic training, secre-
tarial course, book-binding, interior decoration, ete.
61 Euast 77th St., New York City.

Miss Bangs and Miss Whiton, 1890-1915
The Only Country School for Girls in New York City

Mo in its twenty-fifth year. Boarding and Day
1 Spacious recreation grounds, wooded park

ENCEs uf MNew York City and ready a
its mugeums, libraries,
i be a real home,
School.”  Strong Musi
dancing, elocution, art and hous
Pupils cater college upon its own certifica

ment

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

- advanced
nelish, l.

warding g
of the electe

T
B end oy
Lyvpia DwicHT Das

a CFGH,

Principal,
s2 East 72ni Street, C New York

MISS LOUISE F. WICKHAM

Will reopen her Home School Oct. é6th.
wish to study Art, Music, Languages, etc.
338 Lexington Avenue, New York, N Y.

Girls received who
Twenty-third year.

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL FOR BoYs
““A school that is better than the catalogue.”
commanding a go-mile view of the Hudson, 3o es from New
York. Complete equipment  All sports. College preparatory.
Character references required. Catalogue nn request,

Ossm:m, -on-Hudson, New York.

500 [t. elevation,

CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY

A Schoal for Girls, 10 miles from New York, Healthful loca-
tion; spacious buildings. Excellent advantages in music and art.
Gensral and college preparatery courses. Mizs Miriam A, Bytel,
Principal, Garden City, Long Island, New York.

(‘a-‘afog._rp and vigws, address
Mre £ Rosceti Howgiifon Frincipat

Tarrpisu g an Hudson MY |
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Prrvate Schools

f\/c“‘} wL Citvandl’” n Nm‘r (Comt)

BRANTWOOD HALL ScHOOL FOR GIRLS
28 minutes from New York City,  In celebrated Lawrence Park,
Bronxville, N. Y. Prepares for all colleges.  General course.
Unusual home life,  Ideal environment,

_ ’\/ez Y o:i State

IRVING SCHOOL FOR BoYS

from N

“Trving
¢ it

'...u,l

Master, Hox oy, Tarryte

Nez ) ml Smn

INFANTRY
CAVALRY

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. Y.
CADET BAND
(Special Rates to good Musicians}
For catalogue write to the Registrar

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States

MODERATE EXPENSES
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS

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

SUBURBAN SCHOOL FOR
GIRLS. '""THE CASTLE,"”

B@ C. E. Mason’s

Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. ¥

including  veeally
in ‘lﬂ \]ll‘-lC.]

lustrated cnalnrruc

C. E. MASON, LL.M,,
Lock Box

707

REPTON SCHOOL

1 with the sole aim of training, developing and elu.
\en buildings in center of large park a it
o lh_l,»]ra] Development,
Hlustrated catalogue.
Headmaster, Box Co3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N, Y.

Diesigned and equir
c ¥

elevition, £ 1 nticin
Terme maderate and ino ]u-.ue
€. RKoeach,

Summer Camp

Mrs. Dows Schodl [or Cirls
For circular address |

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

PuTNAM HALL

Vassar Preparatory School for girls. Refers to Dr
Vassar Colleye, Dr. t Williams, Directar P
m, Columbia Univer and others, Certificate admits 1

et Sleeping porches and sun parlers.  Address
] IJcn Clizbe Bartlett, A.B., Principal, Box 807, Poughkeepsie, New Yaork

EMMA WILLARD ScHoOOL FOR GIRLS

1oad year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city.  Four new fireproof build-
ings, the gift of Mrs. Russell Saye. Freparatory, General and S r_-r_'
Courses,  Certl rivilegres, \Ius Art, Elacution, Domestic ice.

ing pool, € maingu: on request,
Miss Eliza Kellas, Ph.B..

Gymnasium w

Frincipal, Troy, New York.

ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL

For Manly Boy Speci: sortunilies for quick college preparation
e, Gymupasiom, Swimming pool, -Ath :
lunior Hall, a ceparate school far L 35

Mili-

under 13.

Rev. W. A, -u-]]mlsull.f\c\\ Yaork

OAKSMERE

Mrs. Merrill's School for Girls,
Orienta Point, Mamaroneck-on-the-Sound, New York.

OSSINING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Suburban to New York. Preparatory, Vocational, Music, Art and
Home Making Courses. Gardening and Hortic ulture. 48th year.
Separate house for vounger girls, VYear Book on request, " Clara
C. Fuller, Principal, Martha J. Naramore, Associate Principal,
Ossmmg-on—Hudson New YVork.

MOUNT PLEASANT QCAOEM\"
101 years old. Prepares for college, scientific schonl or hu i
alized ll\l|ll'\r) system. Manual truulmg 1
boys under 13. SUMMER CAMP in the B

1l -.||31;,:. Send for catalogue,

Charles Frederck B

kshires, under \]r Brus m 5 plers

e, Box g

ok, OssivdugonHuedson, 8.0y,

WALLCOURT
Miss Goldsmith's School for Girls, College Preparatory Course,
General Courze.  Home Economics.  Folk dancing. Swimming,
tennis, hockey, track work under Physical Director.  For cata-
log address Principal.

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

ST. PAUL'S ScHooL
Healthfully located in beautiful Garden City
New York., Buildings letely equipped.
fine athletic fields. Fre for any Colleye or'scienti
master at the head of each department. A LOWER SCHOOL FOR Y
Bovs., Forinformation and Catalog address
Walter R, Marsh, Headmaster, Box 10,

i [-I'zu(l |& miles from

Garden Ci

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL
Thorough preparation for College, Technical School or Business, with
certificate privileges, Average number of pupils to a class, eight. Madern
buildings. Healthful location on Mohegan Lake. FPhysical Culture and
Athletics under competent Director. Booklet. AL E. Linder, A.M., Chas,
H. Smith, A.M., Principals, Box 61, M Dheﬁa!: Lake, Westchester Luuul).
New York,

RIVERVIEW ACADEMY

Summer teri begins ul

Prepares for co

vouhger b Individual training for students o to be o
and taught | ¢ Tutaring and coaching for o ditians. Expenses
moderate. al opportunities for self help ot pable young men
of high cha talogue,

cter.
Clement C, Gaines, M, A., LL.Th, Bax ses, Paughkeepsie, N, V.

PEEKSKILL MILITARY ACADEMY
84th year.
Courses,

College Preparatory and Business
Separate Junior School (ages g-13).
Peekskill-on-the-Hudzon, New Vork.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE . o9



Private Schools

Massachusetts

o i .
DUXBURY, MASS. BY THE SEA
Madern buildings, New concrele residence, New gyvmnasium, Extensive grounds,
Large athlefic fiells. Cindertrack. Safe boating and swimming in land-locked
Plymauth Harbar, bordering on school grounds. Summer camp in Maine woods,
Collepe or business preparation,  Individual responsibility developed. Non-
military, Upper and lower schools,  For illustrated catalog address
RALPH X. BEARCE, A.M., Headmasier, 45 King Caesar Road

DEAN ACADEMY

b 1 | Young men and young women find here a home-like atmosphere,
lSS ul an thorough and efficient training in every department of a broad
cultare, a loyal and helpiul school spirit.  Liberal endowment
< ’ permits liberal terms, $300-8330 per year. Special Course in
lSS vaﬂs c 00 Domestic Science.  For catalogue and information address
Arthur W. Peirce, Litt. D)., Principal, Franklin, Mass.
29 Fairfield Street, corner Commonwealth

Avenue, Boston — =

; . QUINCY MANSION SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
J4th vear. S\lﬂl’!)', airy school In historic Quingy. ci-\LlrauLi\'c- estate, El» miles from Boston.
; . | Ample grounds. Outdoor sports.  Special and graduate courses.
TOOI‘(‘!S. G\ mm}smm_ * Outdoor | Advantages in Music, Art, Languages. Preparation for foreign
Tennis. Domestic Science. Lan- travel.  Certificates for eollege. Mrs. Horace M. Willard, Prin-

| cipal, Wollaston {Quincy), Massachusstts,

guages—native teachers. Music.
Art. College preparatory and gen-
| eral courses. Advanced courses for
high school graduates.

EMERSON COLLEGE OF ORATORY
Largest School of Oratary, Belleslettres and Ped-
aguzy io America.  Summer Sessions.  3sth year
opens Sept. 28th.  Address Harry Seymour Ross,
Trean. Huntington Chambers, Boston.

WaALNUT HILL SCHOOL | THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A College Preparatory School for Girls. Seventeen miles from | Founded in 1886, Resi day pupils.  Schoolhousze and
Boston.  Forty Acres. Athletic Fields. Five Buildings. Gym- Residence, modern, se =, Academic. College pre-
nasium, ss Conant. Miss Bigelow, Principals; 1o Highlind paratory. Art. Gardening. Q\\:mmmg Athletics. Ruth Coit,
Street, Natick, Mass Head \T_l tress, 36-42 Concord Ave., Cambridge, Mass,

MISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIALS

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

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

For miny vears known as ' The Burnham School”
3oth year opens September., 1915,
Correspondence should be addressed to
Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass,

BRADFORD ACADEMY

FOR YOUNG WOMEN
Bl{"\}_ill ‘)!Hi

Valley,
adiies
CAears

itiful Blerrimas
=nt.  Certin
years au

Addres. Miss ]_, AT R A AL KNOTT, AN, Trrincipal,

s B e

HOUSE IN THE PINES

Norton, Mass. 40 minutes from Boston
farm ani pine groves. Ho
1

ol campus, athleti chack tiding. New
5 gl rses. La ©s
nul]lncr} embroidery,

varketing, food values

irl’s I calth and happiness.

MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Private Schools

M assachusetts (Continued)

Distinctively Devoted to Developing Personality
A Genuine happy home life: personal attention and care. Grow-

ing girls inspired by wholesome and beautiful ideals of useful

womanhood. The Cape climate is exceptionally [avorable for an outdoor
PINES life, which we make attractive and refining. One hundred acres:
pine groves, 1000 feet of seashore, ponies. Horseback riding.
Home SChOOl Hygiene and morals are observed especially for results in health,
character and education. Gymnastics, Music, Handiwork, Domestic

- Arts. French, German, Spanish—native teachers. All branches
fOl' Gll'lS of study under patient and enthusiastic instructors. Address

Rev. Thomas Bickiord, Miss Faith Bicklford, Principals, P. 0. Box G
Brewsler, Cape Cod, Massachusetts.

CHAUNCY HALL ScHoOL ABBOT ACADEMY
Established 1828, Prepares boys exclusively for Massachusetts In- A School for Gids, Founded 1828
stitute of Tnhn--lob\ and otheér scientific schools. Every teacher : c £ & Ak
alist.  Franklin T. Kurt, Principal, 557 Boylston St
(Copley Sq.), Boston, Massachusetts,

23 miles from Boston
Generzl course with Household Science. College Preparation.
Address Miss Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass.

THE MACDUFFIE SCHOOI. FOR GIRLS

WILBRAHAM ACADEMY
A school which fits boys for useful, sane and successiul living,
and gives thorough preparation for college work, Gavlord W,
Douglass, Headmaster, Hox 293, Wilbraham, Massachusetts.

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN LASELL SEMINARY
The new college for women. (80 miles from Boston.| 4-Vear course Advanced work for high school graduates. Music, art, house-
leading to A.B. degree. All classes in operation. Also 2-year hold sciences, Baskethball, tennis, horseback riding and canoeing.
diploma course Ir-r high school graduates. 17 buildings. 100 Twenty sr_re-,, twelve buildings.
acres. Endowment. Catalog G. M. Winslow, Ph.D., Principal,
Rev, Samuel V. Cale, D. !J LL.D., President, Normu Mass, 116 Woodland Road, Auburndale, ‘\Iaﬁsachucc—lu

Rogers Hall School S

_ 38 minutes from Boston Faces Rogers Fort Hill Park
Thorough preparation for college.  Advanced courses for graduates of h:;\._]l =

Domestic Science, Handicratts, Music, Art
Experienced instructors in charge of all at h]e\lu New Gymnasium anc 1 s
ming Pool,  For catalogue address

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

Miss Hall’s FORGIRLS

Boston
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS Prtparatnry ﬁmshmg school .
Advanced Elective Courses

- . | for high school aduates
In the Berkshire Hills, on lda Collegs Cartibeate Privileas

the Holmes Road to Lenox. -

Piano, Voice, Violin, Pipe

Forty-five acres. One thou- Df:;i:'ir: s‘iﬁ:,cf.ﬂmff e

sand feet above the sea level. School T o nning
Exceptional = opportunities,

Miss MIRA H. HALL, Principal Write for O e il
Pittsfield, Massachusetts New Year Book NEWTON, mass.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE



Private Schools

_f‘l'jf?,!‘.\'!”'ff Usetts (Continued

MiSS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
il Unillege Prepiratury Courses

Vaeneral, Special,

Mg Feuway

WOHCESTEH ACADEM\" FOH Bovs
' In .

VEaster

MoONSON ACADEMY FOR Bovs

TENACRE
A schonl for twenty-Ave young girls.
Terms $so
Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Weliesley, Mass,

Preparatory to Dana Hall,

MisSs MCCLINTOCK'S SCHooL FOR GIRLS
Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal,
Box 5, 4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass,

Schools Advertise in Scribner’s

rrath year. Fifteen miles fram Springlicld. Owver azoa graduates because il pays them to do so; because it has paid them
haye ¢ I cobloge, ( .I|-Ilillr' I||I'i\'i||_ Mt_u]rrn ||ui|'fir.-|_:-u_ to do so for mare than a quarler Ofﬂ' cenlury; because
& 2 b nerihleticteld; SRate daso. Euaditor:boysob SCRIBNER'S carries the story of their facilities for train-
I Henry Franklin Dewing, Principal, Maonson, Mass. ing wouth, inlo so many representative homes each month.

= e =

I ashington

" National Park, Semmary

For Young YWomen
Wa;h:ngrc-n D. s (auleur

T
Fidte. Tor dessriptive
[ achi s

THE REGISTRAR,
Mational Park Seminary
' Bax 102, Forest Glen, Md.

Mount Vernon Seminary
WASHINGTON, D. C,

for Girli—Callege preparatory and

Pupils azcepred from 14 years
advantapes in English, History
Modern Languages and Muse, Classes in Musical
Criticism and  Si Reading. Ewxcellent advantages
in Domestic Science, Physical Culwre and waining
of the Speaking Vaice. A ciry school with a country
playground camprising I}_ acres, equipped for basker-

Boarding Schiosl
advanced courses.
of spe.  Excepuonal

ba” tenres. zolf and ‘other sports.  Plavground
eached by auts bus from <h._ school
Addre;u
Maount Vernon Seminary Mrs. Elizabeth J. Somers;
M and Eleventh Sis Mrs Adelia G, Hensley
Principals

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY

Tor Young Women. Located in the finest resi-
Li mil Capital, overlooking

Delightful school Life u.ruhmu.l

I':hll'll..LlJﬂ advantages.  Twe vears' ¢

sclood praduates.  General mul 5P

[JL‘|DITL|'HI ot Hf_ Domeslic

]quln.lm d

Hompaon,
Prin.. 160t Connecticut Avi Ln‘“v Washington, D), (.

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Firepraot building in Cathedral Clase of 4o acres.  too resident

pup]l-\ College certinoate privilege.  Music, Art, Advanced and
Special gur\u -
Tur Bisunp of WASEINGTON,

President of the Board of Trostees.

gssie O MeDoxanp, M.S., Principal,

{rries L. WesstER, Ph.D., Academic Head
Mouont St, Alban, Washington, D, O,

BRISTOL SCHOOL

French R lence Slective T’r|-|-:|r:|lur}- Academic anid L
B ate Course= Diploma Course io Music, Uy |l
£ Athle Aiss Aliee AL ||r|».Ls-| Erincipat, A
..-I Plate Washinzton, J’ (

anil agth Stree

MiSs MADEIRA'S SCHoOOL
A boarding amd day school for zirls
Head Mistress, 1320 toth 56, YV ashington,

Miss Tucy
L. G

MEadderen, AT

PauL TNSTITUTE FOFI GIRLS

WILSON-GREENE SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Thie only restdent music school for young ladies in Washington.
Endorsed by the world's greatest musicians,  Voice, piano, \mlm‘

litLr:ture

Individual attention, home

supervision  of practice. Twelve or more Eree con-

wned artists, Mr. and Mrs, Greeneare the mu-
hington, Tnguiries solicited only from earnest

and financial references. Catalog D,

Mrs, Wilson-Greene, Prin.

snnecticut Ave., Washington, D. C.

harmony, grand opera, dramatic art. languages, Englis
clussic dancing and accompanying.
daily

life,

Evins Greene

FMHMONT, A HoME SCHODL FOR GIRLs
Rcbu[.n' and Special Courses.  Advanced Courses for High School
Graduates.  Music, Art, Expression, Languages. References
Exchungid.  Literature om request.  Outdoor sports.
“;Luhmgton D.C

CHE\J’Y CHASE SEMINARY
~{‘|uw-] for in W as hlr"Lrln s most beautiful suburh. Pre-
paratory Stropz departments of Music,
\rL m-l Domestic & mipus of eleven acres and provizion
for all cutdoor sports 2 water. Catalogue on request.
Mr. and Mrz. 5 N. Barker, ]Jlm als, Washington, D, C

GUNSTON HALL

Frit

Mrs, \I iy Burke Svmervell, AN,

THE MISSES TIMLOW
School for girls from fourteen to twenty.
ecializing in Psychology. Ethics and Sociolog
:; social advantages,  For circular, addres=
Miss E. W, Timlow, 6o Scott Circle. Washington, D, C,

Broad curriculum,
Delightful home

- i answering advemsemenls please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Private Schools

Pennsylvania

and personality. But does

far more: discovers each sru-
dent's ambitions and abilitiesalong
practical lines, and fits her [or em-
ployment which she may need or
desire to pursue later in life. And
does each thoroughly. Early train-
ing for possible emergencies is
most wise and prudest. Nodaugh-
ter should be left unprepared.

DEVELO PS5 women of culture

iMiss Marshail's School
A general and college-preparatory school
for girls, combining the charm of beautiful

e e Ch w o o d suburban surroundings with the educational
advantages of Philadelphia, 20 minutes

(Incorporated) away. Outdoor athletics, Art, music,
A Cultural and Practical Schaol elocution, domestic science. For catalo,
M. H. REASER, Ph.D., Pres., Box 406 For Rk d taen: it ¢ Y
Rer. D. R. KERR, D.D., LL.D., Associate Youngd and DogLoL VISWS, AUl

Jenkintown, Pa. {23 minutes from Philadelphia) Women ll MISS E. S. MARSHALL, Oak Lane, Phila. J s

@ Pennsylvania \y7 [The Misses Shipley’s School
Mllltal‘y COllege Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College

Instruction: Inlln idual inztruction of ||n|||rrl num ke
with Preparatory Department pupils by specialisis in al departments _ An averige
Nearest of all colleges ‘

teacher to ev cry s =sident French t
to the discipline, phys-

Conrses: Diplomain O eparatory and
ical training and edu- Cour Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, and W
cation of West Point.

Sitnation: In healthful suburh, with the
R tional and social opportunities of situation
Age limit 14 years and '\I.n\-r f'ull-—"x:-
upward. Total enroll-
ment limited to 150
Degrees  granted in
CivilEngineering.
Chemistry and Arts.
For Catalogue Address

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

improved 11"[' mtnu—nt fur ]; |1|e||1.erumf. e, B
Athletics: Supervised, indoors and outdoors
English Dhirector
Younger T‘lllnl
suit the personality, health, and men
For catalogue, address

| The Secretary, Box J Bryn Mawr, Pa.

ScHooL

For Girls. An excellent school ofering either Academic or Cal-
lege Preparatory Courses.  Beautiful and healthful lo
P.R.R. Gymnasium

wlividual work in all coll
¢ 11

the mountains.  On Main Li
training. For catalogue addre
A. K. Grier, President, Box 105, Birmingham, Pa

MERCERSEBURG ACADEMY
Offers a tharough physical, me el moral triini

Ity of eight teachers,  Chutdoor

|
THE MISSES KIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATORY | THE BIRMINGHAM SCHoOOL, INC.
|

Ogontz School

Montgomery Co.. Penna.
FOUNDED IN 1850

: i il g A country school for
‘ﬂ,? young ladies, Near Phila-
ﬂe BALD IN SCHOOL ‘ delphia and New York.
A Colmtry School for Girls Bry‘n Mawr, Pa. Jay Cooke estate, 65 acres.
MISS ABBY A. SUTHERLAND
eir PRINCIPAL
building.  Abundant outdooe life an
Elizabeth Foreest Jobnson, A B, Head of the School UH ‘
[n answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE o



Private Schools

Pennsylvania (Continued)

Walnut Lane School for Girls
sBth Vear

Box G, Germantown, Fhila.
In beawtiful historic Germantown ;
city and country advantages. High School
Graduates, General and Colle 'repari-
tory Courses; Musie, Art, cution,
Science, Sewing.  Social Life.  Gymnasium, Tennis,
Basketball, Riding, Miss S. Edna Johnston, A.B.

Dromestic

KISKIMINETAS SPRINGS SCHOOL FOR BOYS
Endorsed by every Americain University., Individual plan of
work for each boy.  College Preparatory Course and a fair train-
ing for business life. Special course in agriculture. Scientific

sical care.  Pure water, good food. 200 acre farm. A school
acter. 28th year opens Sept. 215t. Write for catalog No. 3,
ainctus Springs School, Saltsbhurg, Pa, =

New

Jersey

A School

Peddie i, %ors

Meets the parents’ requirement of modern equip-
ment, high scholastic and moral standards and a
rational, healthful school life. It secures the enthu-
siastic ca-operation of the boy because of its expert
faculty leadership, its body of 250 picked students,
its fine equipment for athletics, high standing in all
outdoor sports, strong literary and musical clubs
and general policy of keeping its students busy in
worth-while ways.

9 Peddie Institute is located nine miles from Princeton, midway
between New York and Philadelphia. Modern school buildings.
Gymnasium, Swimming Fool, Athletic Field and écacre Campus,
Its certificate is honored by all colleges accepting certificates,  Eu-
dowment permits moderaterates.  soth year.  Send for catalog,

R. W. SWETLAND, A.M., Headmaster
Box 5-C, Hightstown, N. J.

Montclair

FOR BOYS

Academy

MONTCLAIR, N. J.

Montelair stands for sound, thoroughgoing methods of
teaching hoys sumething more than their mere daily lessons
It is small encugh for the individual attention that stimu-
lates a boy's ambition and encourages him to discover his
possibilities; yet large enough for strong athletic and stu-
dent organizations, Complete athletic facilities, including
swimming-pool. Honor system and self-government. Splen-
did college record of graduates.

A country sch the Orrange Mountains, at elevation
of soo feet, in a beantiful suburb thirteen miles fraom New
Yark, giving opportunity for inst ive excursions. Our
bocklet, * Your Boy and Our School,”” will interest you no
maltter where your son iz educated. Address

JOHN G, MacVICAR, Headmaster Box 22

St. Mary’s_ Hall

Box 403, Burlington, New Jersey
Brielly stated, the aim of the school is 1o give a
thorough ed i tod lop healthy bodios,
gracious manners and Christian characier,

A School for Girls, providing a general and a
college preparatory course. Certificate admit-
ting to the leading woman's colleges. Art,
Music, Domestic Science. Gymnasium, abun-
dant outdoor life, athletics, horseback riding.
wsthetic dancing.

MES. FEARNLEY, Principal

PRINCETON PREPARATORY SCHOOL

College preparatory school for boys over fourteen, Rapid prog-
ress possible because of limited number of pupils (60) and free-
dom from rigid class organization. Excellent equipment and facil-
ities in the way of buildings and grounds. Special atteption given
to Athletics and moral welfare, ~ 42nd year, Personal inspection
invited. For year book, address

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

KENT PLACE: A SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Mrs. Sarah Woodman Paul, Mise Woodman, Principals. Hamilten
Wright Mabie, LL.D., President Board of Directors. Preparatory
and General Courses, Domestic Science, Residence, New School
House, Gymnasium. Year Book on request.
Summit, New Jersey, (20 miles from New York.)

BORADENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE

Thorough preparation for college or business. Efficient faculty, comfort-
wildi ti i

dings, healthful location, careful supervisi [ att -+, milltary
e that develops character, and 31 years of e¢xperience in training
catalogue, write

Rev, T. H. L o, AN, D.D,, Principal.

Col. T. 1. Landon, Commandant, Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, M. 1.

able

BLAIR ACADEMY
Very liberally endowed. 67th vear. 6o miles from New York.
Prepares for any college or technical school, Beautiful, healthful
location. Fine buildings. 1oc-acre campus. Two gymnasiums,
Ilustrated catalogue on request. John C. Sharpe, A.M., D.D.,
Principal, P. O. Box N, Blairstown, New Jersey.

Miss BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A country schaol, 13 miles from New York City. College prepara-
tory and special courses. Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Sa-
| ence. Supervized physical work in gymnasium and field. Illus-
trated catalogue on request. Address
Miss Lucie C. Beard, Orange, N. J.

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

WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY
12 miles from Philadelphia. Prepares for college or business, in
town without factories or saloons. U, 5. Army Officer_detailed.
Special School for Juniors. Catalog. Dr. C. H. Lorence, President,
Clayton A. Snyder, Ph.B., Supt., Box 409, Wenonah, N. J.

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

94 In an-swcring advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Private Schools

1 o trmm

Vll'émla College | [SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE

FOR WOMEN ~ (JUNIOR)  ROANOKE, 1 A. i COR BonEy g ——
One of the leading Schools in the South, Modern buildings. | e illl U . s A
Extensive campus. Located in the Valley of Vieginia, famed for | T

[_ health and beauty |
of scenery,  Bilee- |

Live, Prepa !

tory and Col-
lege Con

mestie scicnee,
Supervised alh-
letice. Studentls
from 32 States. For

i catalogue address
MATTIE P. HARRIS, President, T ke, Vi
Mors, Gertvnde Havvi= Beatwright, Vice-FPres.

MAaRY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES
Opens Sept. oth, 1013, In Shenandoah Valley of Virginia., Un- |
surpassed climate, beautiful grounds, modern appointments, Stu-
dents the past session from 33 States. Terms moderate. Pupils |
enter any time. Send for catalogue, |

Miss E. C. Weimar, Principal, Staunton, Virginia.

STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY
Largest private academy in the United States,  Boys from 1o to 20
vears old prepared for the Univers , Government Academies or
Business. Gymnasium, swimming pr -OI and athletic park. New
$150,000 barracks. Charges $300. For catalogue address
Col. Wm. G. Kable, PL.D., Principal, Staunton, Va.

|

RANDOLPH-MACON ACADEMY FOR BOYS I SQUTHEHN SEMINARY FOR GIRLS AND YOUNG
A Brawce of THE Ravporem-Macox SvsTesm, In the Valley of wom
Virginia. Equipment cost $1o0,000. Large gifts make possible Tow | ihlhi swr

erly Virginia Female
Mirginia Mounta
o, Violin, Vecal, Arc and Ex e T
Ciyminasti and feld sporis l|||||x:r tr
thog. - Jane Colstan Howard, A_B. {Bryn Mawr, Principal, Staunts

rates. Prepares for College or Scientific Schools. Gymnpasium and
Athletics, 24th Seszsion opens Sept. zr5t.  Address
Cras. L. Merton, AM., Principal, Box 408, Front Royal, Va.

Te. i
o Atucdents from
hop IOH. Vincen

Connecticut

Rldgefleld School for Boys

aoo feet above the sea in the foothills of the Berkshires, so miles from New Vork Ciry,
115 acres. Lake, one mile in length, provides all water sports. New boat L
Athletic fields, gymnasium, new buil prepar and general ce
With the limited number of boys individual attention is aseured,  Address

ROLAND J. MULFORD. Ph.D., Headmaster, Ridgefield, Connecticut

THE ELY SCHooOL
Far Girls. Inthe country. One hour from New York City. Cer-
tificates to Vassar and the New Epgland Colleges, St
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut.

THE GATEWAY

A School for Girls of all ages. Miss Alice E. Reynolds, Principal
Ronan Terrace, New Haven, Connecticut.

LoomiIs

!
INGLESIDE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS !
The Misses Tewksbury, Principals, |

New Milford, Litchfield County, Conn.

RUMSEY 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.

Vida  H

=T, Priuc ||}al
N ||l Coun,

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 recognized, appreciated, and acted upon. Such
a medium builds up an instilution by supplying it with
_ students who will be a credil fo it.

In answering advertisements please mention SCR[B\JFR"" MAGAZINE -

SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL
College entrance certificate. General Courses. Housel dd arts
and crafts. grst year. Gymnasium. Happy spirit of go
bhl[) between teacher and pupil. so-acre school farm. I\!Ia.
Gardner Munro, A M., Principal, Waterbury, Connecticut,




Private Schools
Maryland

MARYLAND COLLEGE FOR WomMEN—1853-1915
Baltimore suburbs, Magnifieent new fireproof buildings.  Large
campus. Domestic Science and Arts. Full musical equipment;
[ o For High School graduates, two and three year courses.

»ey

re conferred.  Non-sectarian.
THE TOME SCHOOL Chi ||'|r sWesley Gallagher, D.D ., President, Box G, Lutherville, Md.
An Endowed Preparatory School. Wlustrated Book on Request.

| 4 —
Thomas Stockham Baker, Ph.D., Port Deposit, Md NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND
" aiducterd by the School Sisters of Notre Dame
L Maguific
tennis
gular and el E\Iuslc.
“Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland,

A Collegre for

" E
Charles Street

M innesota

SHATTUCK ) COLLEGE OF SAINT TERESA
T dor college and business. Large fuculty, Ff,“"’” clagses, Standard Degree Courses in Arts, Science, Music. Vocational
16 buildings. 200 acres.  Supervised Athletics.  Gymnasium. Elective Courses in Music, Art and Home Economics, Catalogue

swimming pool. Military system.  goth r. Moderate in- nd course snnouncements mailed on application.
clusive terms. Col. Vasa E. Stolbrand, E., Headmaster, “ F Winona, Migii,

Drawer E, Faribault, Minnesota,

New Hampshire Maine

HOLDERNESS ScHOOL FOR BoYs WAYNFLETE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Five buildings. Twenty acres, Prepares for Colleges and Tech- Two acres for outdoor sports.  Outdoor classrooms and sleeping
nical Schools. Ranks with the highest grade schools of New | porches, if desired.  Separate residence and school building. Cer-

New gymnasium. Skating.  All winter sports.  36th year, personal care, Write for booklet,

England, yet by reason of endowment the tuition is moderate, tificate to college. Domestic Science, Limited number allows
Rev. Lorin Webster, L.H.D., Rector, Plymouth, N. H. Miss Crisfield, Miss Lowell, Principals, Pertland, Maine.

Tennessee 1 VE’?‘)?IOII?‘

WARD-BELMONT
Union of Belmont College (26th year) and Ward Seminary (s1st BISHOP HOPKINS HALL
year). Opens Sept. 23rd in half-million-dollar plant. 12 schools. A School for Girls on Lake Champlain.
Academic, College Preparatory, Music, Art, Expression, Domestic Miss Ellen Seton Ogden, Principal,
Science, Physic 7 Education.  Apply early Registration limited. Rock Point, Burlington, Vermont.

Jennie K. Masson, Registrar, Nashville, Tenn.

West Virginia Florida

ST. HILDA'S HALL FLORIDA OPEN AIR SCHoOOL
5 i for Girls under the auspices he Bishops of the Dioceze (Ep A Boarding and Day School for ©

Washingron, & miles from Harper's Ferry. © College Freparato “lective and P,
SPOTTS i admits to leading colleg
Mariah Pendleton Duval, Principal. (Frincips rooms. Field
sixteen years,) Charles Tc-wn, West Virginia. spectus, Mrs. L

n Cedar River, Jacksonville; Fla.
Graduate Courses, Music, Certificate
Gymnasium, cutdeor sleeping porches, all single
sports,  Resident Physical Diréctor.  For Pro-
askin, Principal, 1 Vernon Terrace, Jacksonville, Fla.

Ohio , Indiana

THE WESTERN COLLEGE FOR WOMEN ELMHURST

Country school for girls, where health is considered first, Qutdoor

For information address Wm. W. Boyd, P”"dg‘ihrd Ohio. sleeping, study and exercise. Certificate admits to colleges.
Number limited. R. F. D. 6, Box 2, Connersville, Indiana.

— - — e e -

Illinois Medical

LAKE FOREST ACADEMY MASSACHUSETTS COLLEGE OF OSTEOPATHY
For Hoys. ANes-Afidetary, Honor Ideals.  Aim distinctively educational,

Sharp attention to preparation for Yale, Harvard, Princeton, etc. Also Chartered 1807. Right to confer Doctor’s degree given by the

<l||.l||_-lll'ﬂ admits o certificate universities.. Modern h|nI|1 o Lyympasium, ltglbl“tum FaCLll[}' of 6o physmans ‘Forl) thousand dollar

swimming pool. Golf, John Wayne Richards, Headuiuster, Box 128, college and hospital in process of erection. Opens Sept. 13th.

Lake Vorest, Hlinois, 128 miles from Chicagn.) Write for catalog. 15 Craigie 5t., Cambridge, Mass,
MONTICELLO SEMINARY The Successful Schools

For Young Women and Carls. th year opens mid-September, Prepara-

Tanior Colleg ‘.uu(.n:s Demestic Science, Music, Ar, Certilicate ﬂf fﬂ-Jﬂy 633"“ to advertise in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

lmr: buildings. Gym astum teunis courts, archery, Lasket-
£y, ited Iment. P exMabars af Faname- Facyfic fad, years QgO fOl’ puplfs far fﬂ-dﬂy. Ta-day h‘le.se SChOO{S oL
Exposition. \]Ibb MARTINA C. ERICKSON, Frin., Godirey, 11l Bdbtrf.‘slng far lo-morrow.

% In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Schools
Dramatic and Applied Arts Correspondence Schools

AMERICAN |y

r. arlies
A AD F‘rphman“s
CADEMY [
DRAMATIC ARTS

FOUNDED IN 1884 Franklin H. Sargent
President
For Catalogue and Information, apply to

The Secretary, Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New York] |

Teachers’ Agency

The Pratt Teachers’ Agency

70 Fifth Avenue, New York |
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all | I
parts of the country.
Advises parents about schools. Wm. O. Pratt, Mgr.

———  Your Hands Can't Earn
Correspondence Schools tbe Money You Need

You'll have to work for low wages
all your life if you depend upon your
hands to make your living.

_Tlle University of Chicago

in addition to resident
H 0 M work, offers also instruc-

tion by correspondence.

For detailed in-
formation address

23d Year U, of C.(Div. F)Chicago,Ill.

To earn more money you must have the
special training that w:ffenable you to get
and hold a better job.

The International Correspondence Schools
will give you this necessary trainil]# in your
—— own home, in your spare time. hey will

LA N G U AG ES qu%'ﬁf{'{,‘f;:n&:::ﬂ f;[{o'\:‘i?; zobneer;fr po;f:ian.- where you can

b N | If you want to advance in your present
Sermun Tipach TAOh Falin-Pawi - occupation, the I. C. S. will give you the | |
i ot il 8 heme e training that will entidle you to promotion. |-
booklet taday; easy payment pian, E If your present work is not congenial, the
Cortina Academy of Languages [. C. S. will quality you for a good pasition

in the kind of work that you like,

1407 Merea Ride., 1600 Broaduuy,
Mark the Coupon

Corner 15th Street, New York
What occupation attracts you or what posi-

| . tion do you want? Mark it and mail the
coupon now, and learn how the I. C. S. :
ll S l can help you to earn the money you need. J
| represented in the l Box 922, SCRANTON, PA.
Explain, without further obligation on my part, how
) i e o
School and CoHege Secnon OF | _I_can qualify for the p smnn\ bei?re whl_c 11 mark X |
[JELEOTRICAL ENGINEERING e.\:l\)li[bﬁs{tﬁ;%lgr
. ' 4 Electrio Lighting % o
Seribner’'s Magazine | | I Telephone Expert " | Window Trimming l
I IMECHANICALENGINEERING [ |Show Card Writing
i i Mechanical Dirafting Letterlng and Sign Palntlog
are good schools.  If you want further E(;u;‘_.,g...e ILLUSTRATING |
; . . CIVIL ENGINEERING BOOKKEEPING
information about any of these, or if I o ng and Mapplog Stenography and Typewritiog |
: - . . ll!l}'il\l\ AND SUPT, Higher Accounting
you want help in determining which | HlsTaTin Commercial Law
; 4 ; HARCHITECTURE G0OD ENGLISH FOR ETYONE |
school may best meet your needs, write |_|Building Contractor Teachers Course
I _érchstecn;_rul_l')rall_ms ‘_Cl\'llil‘qhsglr{.{‘[l(lla l
- i 1 & 4 14 nis
The School and College Service [ Stractotal Brpineesing AGRICULTURE i
I [PLUMBING AND) HEATING POULTRY French
AUTO RUNNING Chemistry Italinn
SCRIBNER’'S MAGAZINE | Name |
NEW YORK | | Present Occupation I
e ‘ | Street and Mo, 1
ity Stat
LS e e e e ¢
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YOUR BOY MAY HAVE INDIVIDUAL CARE
At the island cottage on the coast of Maine, where a master and
the dlhl..]n::uu_h af a foremost bovs' schoal will giv U[].:I|lJ|.'
summer to six youngsters, ten to fourteen years of age, Special
tutoring if d sp-sea fshing, sailing, a wood- land camp
for week-ends, a ten-ds 1y trip through the W hite Mountains. An
unusual combination of sea and land recreations,  Address

Guy S. Goodwin, Furmington, Maine.

CampP CHAMPLAIN
\'\ Lieal Summer Cam
“very convenien
\ ll.aml_nud

Lake Champlain, Twent ry first Yenr
nforr, W 1[=||rruuf

Lo

No mosquitie
-\.'t upon appl
ik

MASSAWIPPI SUM’MEH SCHDOL

Torth Hatley, £ h of Vermont, Spanish,

1 Elementiry Law and

cessful in preparng for
dighth ceason,  Address

son Clirk, ‘..1|g.— F. ()., New Haven, Catin.

rJ||c

Dir. Charles I s

CAmMP OXFORD
“T commend Cum?(Jx_ford “:Lhour. reserve, as a healthful, happy,
helpful summer place for boys."—Bishop 'Ed\&ln H. Hughes, A
booklet will tell you more. A, F. Caldwell, A M., Oxford, Me.

g
= portfolio of views,

Schenectady, N, ¥

QUANSET THE CAPE COD CAMP FOR GIRLS

11th seazon. Swimming, canoeing, sailing, taught under safest
conditions. Exceptional training in Land Sports. Pageant. Mu-
zical comedy. Riding. Separate camp for little girls. Illustrated

haoklet P )
M= E. AW, Hammatt, 15 Water St., Newton Centre, Mass.

CAMF POK-O'-MOONSHINE
Adirondacks, Unguestionably une of the finest camps in the
country. Ages g-17. Jofh season. srrwcn equlpment. Rates
absolutely inclusive. 114 boys, To14. Addr
Dr. C. A. Robinson, I’-tk<L:H j|radf-|-n).l, Pefkshll New York.

WINNETASHKA, Lare Asouau, N,
* Place of Pleasant Laughter.” :\ camp lhdl. mikes
girls vigorous, 5|Alf-_re]'|:unt. democratic. Tramping,
camping and canoeing trips. Nature study. Hand-
icraits, all sports. Address Dr. and Mrs. John B

May, 646 Waban Ave., Waban, Mass,

KINEOWATHA CAMPS FOR GIRALS
Separute camps for younger and older girls in the
Maine woods. Little bungalows, modern plumbing,
All sports, mountain trips, nature work, arts and
crufts, theatricals, etc, Alature supervision insures

cafety. Booklet. Elisabeth K. Bass, B.A., Wilton, Me.

WINONA CAMPS FOR BoYs, Moose Poxp
Eighth Seazon. Two camps graded {agez 8 to 16).
trated Booklet address ;i )

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

For Tlus-

CAMP WINAPE, I GREES MULSTAINS OF NORTHERY Y ERMONT
Fifty boys, nine buildings, thirty tents. Eleven cups and forty
medals as prizes. All camp attr Physician. Matron.
Baoklet on request. S. W. Berry, 33 West 84th St., N. V.

CAMP IW’INN ESHEWAUKA

1 ul the Preside
Biriis:

KEOKA CAMP FOR GIRLS
On Leautifil Lo . n arines -
Maodemn = i ¥
of boats i
cilors. R
Mrs. Framg
Misg Edith C. l’Luua.m‘ \]

alow with fire-place.
atht et
Experienced couis

aklym, N. Y.
:hts Brocklyn, N, ¥.

ALOHA CAMPS FOR GIALS
I.ake Marey and Fairlee Lake, V 11th 5eas:
Teunls;

Lake Katherine, N.H,

Healthful location, Ture wal T \\'.u:r ;pun_.
MNitur hor: i eering.
a:-«.mt by hall.
Mr. and Mrs.

HAMPSHIRE.

ghtful summer home on the

he White Mountains, under the
1 ial conditions. Write for particulars.

1 \\ est End Ave., New York City.

NEW
-\

CaMP WACHUSETT FOR BoYs

Lake Asquam, Holderness, N. H. Thirtecnth season, 7 build-

ings. Boutlnp. canoeing, swimming, fishing, water and land
sports. Instruction in Natural History. Tutaring if desired.
Notents.  Fisher huts.  Booklet.

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

CAMP MOY-MO-DA-YO AND WILDWOOD LODGE

In Limington, Maioe. A place where girls spend a happy, health-
ful, and profitable summer,  Miss Maye, Miss Moody, 16 Mont-
view St., West Roxbury, Mass.

CAMF‘ ACADIA FOR GIRLS
nth Season. 8 to 15 vears of
H. Al outdoor
. Ouimby, NI, T

HiLu.:ttlu] on Lake Winni-
For illustrated booklet
skeport, N. H

ABBOTT HILL Rscnr-:n.'nnu ScHooL

For boys who fail of promotion in any subjecc.
where tutoring is incidental. Breaks the long vacation with 3
of '|_trnﬁl'1lale study. Week-end camp trips. Opens July 1.
George D. Church, M.A., Headmaster, Abbott School,
Farmington, Maine.

Not a camp

CAMP ANDROSCOGGIN FOR BoYs

Send for beautiful illustrated
c Write or call personal
with Androscoggrin spirit and
Willoughby Ave., Brooklym, N. Y.

CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS

Inquiries n...lnlln" Camps and Summer Schools will receive
careful consic s School and  College Service,
*crvi mer's Mg

3% In answering advertisements please

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



— Summer Camps-— Continued

ﬁ An Unrwaled Summer at Culver

Send your son to one of the Culver Summer Schools for health,
| stamina, mental alertness and a wondeefully good time, The

-

A b schools have been designed and are managed by men who f
il '} L - l\\ are leaders in youths' education because they can malke |
i ) vilally interesting to boys the things that count. The /I o=
} j b catalogs show what a summer at Culveris like, They S
| y, make any red-blooded father as e nthusiastic as his son. Naval, Cav- raf-
aley and Woodcerait Schools, the latter open Lo bovs as voung as
] twelve, Send for whichever catalog interests you, Board
; and tuition, $150; uniforms, $35. No extras. Address . !
1 & < " S .:_ y 3
f - Officer in charge, Culver Summer Schools Qe
N \ Culver, Indiana {On Lake Maxinkuckee) )
- - 9 ‘
WoopLanp, N, Y.
CAMP WAKE ROBIN, Voooin, - CHATHAM WOODS CAMP FOR GIRLS

llcnhl]l SCASOTL ountain life with
. Foe

6th Season.  South Chatham, New Hampshire, Beautiful situa-

L tion on mountuin lake. All lind and water sports. Booklet,
ratlun apply o Mr. Katharine L, Bishop, 276 Mill Hill, Bridgeport, Conn.
Two Complete Camps in one. Lake Winnepesaukee, N. H.
24th year. CAMP lDLEWlLD Long Lake, Maine.

PIRST THINGQ EXPERIENCE COUNTS

ree years of camp ]|Ix_
i1

s personal supervision for twen ty-three years.
Your boy deserves the best— Half summer in N. 4.
Illll'“ilfl provides it Half summer in Maina.
7 of lake shore. 300 acres. . Pleets of canoes and motor boats,

_, Thirty-two-page llustrated Dlscnﬂwe Booklet on reqnzat Address JOHN M. DICK, B.D., 354 Exchange Blde., Boston

For

__Sar_gent_C_aﬂp_as_izls

WYNONA CAMP

s i e For Girls Fairlee, Vt.
PETERBORO, N. H.  Dr. D. A. SARGENT. President Wynona's is a healthy and happy outdoor life in
Finest plant and equipment in Ame 1100 feet alove the sea a pine grove overlooking Lake Morey.  All water

evel. Al field and wate = Tranpini: natiel Sy, ae did | | sports are under safe restrictions—canoeing, motor-

crafts. The safety and h o our Ldlll]‘:eh Is the first cousidera- . ark A Y
tion.  For illustrated Looklet address boatlng. sathng: swunming on sand-bottom beach.
The Secretary, 24 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. Land sports are regulated so as not to overtire— [

hiking, mountain climbing, basketball, tennis, golf,
— archery and horseback riding. Resident physician

WYONEGONIC CAMPS FOR GIRLS, Moose Poxn and nurse watch over girls’ health. For recreation
Fourteenth Seazon.  Three separale camps (ages o to 21). For there s musm‘da“““g-lhand‘"aft.- nature study a_nd
Tliustrated Bonkl.et\addrcés\ 2 gty g | open-fire talks. Tutoring. Rustic cabins, sleeping §

Mr. and Mrs. C. E. Cobb, Denmark, Maine. | | bungalows, administration building with complete

equipment. Modern plumbing. Water is from a
scientifically tested spring; good food from camp
For catalogue address

range; bowling alley. Amusement hall with piano and billiards. ; THE DIRECTOR, Thompson St.,

KYLE CAMP FOR BoYs
Catskint, MounTtains, NEar Rie Van Wmkre's Rock. Model
Bungalows—no damp teots.  All land and water sports.  Rifle farm.

1lustrated booklet. Dr. Paul Evle, Box 57, Irvington-on-Hudson. g Fitchburg, Mass
KyLe ScHOOL For Bovs, est. 1390, iles from New York. |

THE RAYMOND RIORDON SCHoOOL CAMP FOR BoYs
Permanent tents, Healthful.  Among the hills.  Constructive
worle, Canoeing, swimming, fishing, rowing, lramping, tennis.
3oc-acre farm. Use of school's manual training shops and librury,
July and August. Terms $175. Parents accommodated ot Inn.
Write for catalog:  Highland, Ulster County, New York,

KINEO FAMILY CAMPS, Wirton, ME
Unique plan for families with children.  roth season
Happy solution of children's care and training. Kinder-
garten play school. Separate recreation camps for boy
and girls, under experts.  Send for illustrated hooklet.
Irnnr' K. McColl, Hotel McAlpin, New York City,
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The manufacturer
who brands his
goods and adver-
tises them nation-
ally 1s so sure of
their quality that
he 1s willing to
stand the full force
of possible com-
plaints.

He 1s making some-
thing for which he is
proud to be respon-
sible. His trade-mark
secures for him the
increased sales that
result from satisfaction
and identification. At
the same time it secures

000

MLEMBER OF

¥
) SCRIBNERS [
<! rw:.asz \;'.'

“ASK THE MAN WHO OWNS ONE"

to the public the cer-
tainty of quality which
the known manufacturer
must maintain if he 1s
to continue to be suc-
cessful.

When you buy, buy goods
that are trade-marked and
advertised. The manufac-
turers of such goods stand
behind them. Your satis-
faction is vital to the con-
tinued success of the trade-
marked, advertised article.

Trade-marks and national
advertising are the two
greatest public servants in
business to-day.

Their whole tendency is
to raise qualities and stand-
ardize them, while reduc-
ing prices and stabilizing
them.

SCRIBNER'S

THE QUOIN CLUB

I'HE NATIONAL PERIODICAL ASSOCIATION

I

S,

In answering ad\ertlsemems please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Established 1885

C. W. KRAUSHAAR

260 FIFTH AVENUE - Near 29th Street

NEW YORK

Sole American Representative of

IGNACIO ZULOAGA

The Spanish Master

You are cordially invited to view

his most recent paintings and other

Modern Masterpieces, among them
“Coast of Brittany,” by VWHISTLER

““Ma cheére niece Sonia,” by FANTIN LATOUR
“Sphynx Parisienne,” by A. BESNARD

Also

RARE E"bl"CHlNGS

VVHISTLER - SIR. SEYMQUR. HADEN - LEGROS - CAMERON - BAUER.
MUIRHEAD BONE - and others

In shopping, kindly mention SCRIENER'S
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T FIFTH-AVENUE

From Madison Square to Central Park.

¥ Social

].I\-'I.GIDDIT\'GQCO‘ [ ’ Usage

AR Ry Stk : ENGRAVING

‘"’/”*’/2‘5"@"’ . || STATIONERY
( |

’ i ¥ £ - = !
“Tie Par1s SHOP or AMERICA Wedding Invitations, Announce-

x ‘ ments, Churchand ReceptionCards,
/' b Calling Cards, Menu end Dinner
g Cards. Monograms, Coatsof Arms,
5 : | ‘ { Crests. Book Plates and Address
LS SO S H700]) "/fy i | Dies (Samples of Engraving sent on

request). Writing Papers(Imported
AN . (_‘v :
o/l @Dcﬂ

and Domestic). Imported and Do-
mestic Place Cards and Favors,
suitable for any occasion, The latest
requirements in all that pertains to
¥ | polite custom and usage.

/-r"' Vs '. = ——

c_.é;v{f;? Ut f?fdg.x'

5 S o
f/@ CEPHONS "L Zﬁtf; Aaniise/~

{-/ 3 / [' ‘} ~ / i / > The c.a\-'ﬁw,-\c.ltEFE:ESQ#EI\VE?&%SIS? h\l}
S o 0o [ gy s manufaciune d } 15 "ATE}
e hummer (o iy CIRTH ‘ Made exclusrvely brhe CROFUT & KNAFP COMPANY

e s
an’ (.’r%:ﬂ {,-4?: w or- (ountry Loar i

. . ) . .
Ondividual ecice in

,l:-f_‘)l !--ur.h' .;i)n'\lfl‘q " flf'llq an 1{ I.l-“'.tl' r‘J"t": i‘r?l\lf ,;. I Dobbs 8 Co
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the silverware you buy it is not Gorham-if it
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what you want, then your investment is not
what it ought to be.
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constitute a chapter as glorious in our day as
the art of Benvenuto Cellini in his.

And the Gorham trade-mark about which we
are pardonably insistent, is affixed especially for

the benefit and guidance of those who seek
the protection and satistaction which it affords.
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N the 3oth of last July, mo-
toring north from Poitiers,
we had lunched somewhere
| by the roadside under ap-
ple-trees on the edge of a
field. Other fieldsstretched
away on our right and left to a border
of woodland and a village steeple. All
around was noonday quiet, and the so-
ber disciplined landscape which the trav-
eller's memory is apt to evoke as dis-
tinctively French. Sometimes, even to
accustomed eyes, these ruled-off fields and
compact gray villages seem merely flat
and tame; at other moments the sensitive
imagination sees in every thrifty sod and
even furrow the ceaseless vigilant attach-
ment of generations faithful to the soil.
The particular bit of landscape before us
spoke in all its lines of that attachment.
The air seemed full of the long murmur of
human effort, the rhythm of oft-repeated
tasks; the serenity of the scene smiled
away the war rumours which had hung on
us since morning.

All day the sky had been banked with
thunder-clouds, but by the time we
reached Chartres, toward four o'clock,
they had rolled away under the horizon,
and the town was so saturated with sun-
light that to pass into the cathedral was
like entering the dense obscurity of a
church in Spain. At first all detail was
imperceptible: we were in a hollow night.
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Then, as the shadows gradually thinned
and gathered themselves up into pier
and vault and ribbing, there burst out of
them great sheets and showers of colour.
Framed by such depths of darkness, and
steeped in a blaze of midsummer sun, the
familiar windows seemed singularly re-
mote and yet overpoweringly vivid. Now
they widened into dark-shored pools
splashed with sunset, now glittered and
menaced like the shields of fighting angels.
Some were cataracts of sapphires, others
roses dropped from a saint’s tunic, others
great carven platters strewn with heav-
enly regalia, others the sails of galleons
bound for the Purple Islands; and in the
western wall the scattered fires of the rose-
window hung like a constellation in an
African night. When one dropped one's
eyes from these ethereal harmonies, the
dark masses of masonry below them, all
veiled and muffled in a mist pricked by a
few altar lights, seemed to symbolize the
life on earth, with its shadows, its heavy
distances and its little islands of illusion.
All that a great cathedral can be, all the
meanings it can express, all the tranquil-
lizing power it can breathe upon the soul,
all the richness of detail it can fuse into a
large utterance of strength and beauty,
the cathedral of Chartres gave us in that
perfect hour.

It was sunset when we reached the
gates of Paris. Under the heights of
St. Cloud and Suresnes the reaches of
the Seine trembled with the blue-pink
lustre of an early Monet. The Bois lay
about us in the stillness of a holiday eve-
All rights reserved.
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ning, and the lawns of Bagatelle were as
fresh as June. Below the Are de Tri-
omphe, the Champs Elysées sloped down-
ward in a sun-powdered haze to the mist
of fountains and the ethereal obelisk; and
the currents of summer life ebbed and
flowed with a normal beat under the trees
of the radiating avenues, The great city,
so made for peace and art and all human-
est graces, seemed to le by her river-side
like a princess guarded by the watchful
glant of the Eiffel Tower.

The next day the air was thundery with
rumours. Nobody believed them, every-
body repeated them. War? Of course
there couldn’t be war! The Cabinets,
like naughty children, were again dan-
gling their feet over the edge; but the
whole incalculable weight of things-as-
they-were, of the daily necessary business
of living, continued calmly and convin-
cingly to assert itsell against the bandy-
ing of diplomatic words. Paris went on
steadily about her midsummer business of
feeding, dressing, and amusing the great
army of tourists who were the only in-
vaders she had seen for nearly half a cen-
tury.

All the while, every one knew that other
work was going on also.  The whole fab-
ric of the country's seemingly undisturbed
routine was threaded with noiseless invis-
ible currents of preparation, the sense of
them was in the calm air as the sense of
changing weather is in the balminess of
a perfect afternoon. Paris counted the
minutes till the evening papers came.

They said little or nothing except what
every one was already declaring all over
the country. “We don't want war—
mais il faut que cela finisse!”  “Thiskind
of thing has got to stop’: that was
the only phrase one heard. 1If diplomacy
could still arrest the war, so much the bet-
ter: noonein France wanted it.  All who
spent the first days of last August in Paris
will testify to the agreement of feeling on
that point. But if war had to come, then
the country, and every heart in it, was
ready.

At the dressmaker's, the next morning,
the tired fitters were preparing to leave
for their usual holiday,  They looked pale
and anxious—decidedly, there was a new
weight of apprehension in the air. And
in the rue Royale, at the corner of the

The Look of Paris

Place de la Concorde, a few people had
stopped to look at a little strip of white
paper against the wall of the Ministere de
la Marine. “General mobilization” they
read—and an armed nation knows what
that means. But the group about the
paper was small and quiet. Passers by
read the notice and went on. There were
no cheers, no gesticulations: the dramat-
ic sense of the race had already told them
that the event was too great to be drama-
tized. Like a monstrous landslide it had
fallen across the path of an orderly labori-
ous nation, disrupting its routine, anni-
hilating its industries, rending families
apart, and burying under a heap of sense-
less ruin the patiently and painfully
wrought machinery of civilization. . .

That evening, in a restaurant of the rue
Royale, we sat at a table in one of the
open windows, abreast with the street, and
saw the strange new crowds stream by.
In an instant we were being shown what
mobilization was—a huge break in the
normal flow of traffic, like the sudden rup-
ture of a dyke. The street was flooded by
the torrent of people sweeping past us to
the various railway stations, All were on
foot, and carrying their luggage; for since
dawn every cab and taxi and motor-omni-
bus had disappeared. The War Office
had thrown out its drag-net and caught
them all in. The crowd that passed our
window was chiefly composed of con-
scripts, the mobilisables of the first day,
who were on the way to the station ac-
companied by their families and friends;
but among them were little clusters of be-
wildered tourists, labouring along with
bags and bundles, and watching their lug-
gage pushed before them on hand-carts—
puzzled inarticulate waifs caught in the
cross-tides racing to a maelstrom.

In the restaurant, the befrogged and
red-coated band poured out patriotic
music, and the intervals between the
courses that so few waiters were left to
serve were broken by the ever-recurring
obligation to stand up for the Marseil-
laise, to stand up for God Save the King,
to stand up for the Russian National An-
them, to stand up again for the Marseil-
laise. “Et dire que ce sont des Hongrois
qui jouent toul cela!” a humorist remarked
from the pavement.

As the evening wore on and the crowd
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about our window thickened, the loiterers
outside began to join in the war-songs.
“Allons, debout!”’—and the loyal round
begins again. “La chanson du départ !
is a frequent demand; and the chorus of
spectators chimes in roundly, A sort of
quiet humour was the note of the street.
Down the rue Royale, toward the Made-
leine, the bands of other restaurants were
attracting other throngs, and martial re-
frains were strung along the Boulevard
like its garlands of arc-lights. It was a
night of singing and acclamations, not
boisterous, but gallant and determined.
It was Paris badauderie at its best.

Meanwhile, beyond the fringe of idlers
the steady stream of conscripts still poured
along. Wives and families trudged be-
side them, carrying all kinds of odd impro-
vised bags and bundles. The impression
disengaging itself from all this superficial
confusion was that of a cheerful steadiness
of spirit.  The faces ceaselessly streaming
by were serious but not sad; nor was there
any air of bewilderment—the stare of
driven cattle. All these lads and young
men seemed toknow what they were about
and why they were about it. The young-
est of them looked suddenly grown up and
responsible: they understood their stake
in the job, and accepted it.

The next day the army of midsummer
travel was immobilized to let the other
army move. No more wild rushes to the
station, no more bribing of concierges,
vain quests for invisible cabs, haggard
hours of waiting in the queue at Cook’s.
No train stirred except to carry soldiers,
and the civilians who had not bribed and
jammed their way into a cranny of the
thronged carriages leaving the first night
could only creep back through the hot
streets to their hotels and wait. Back
they went, disappointed yet half-relieved,
to the resounding emptiness of porterless
halls, waiterless restaurants, motionless
lifts: to the queer disjointed life of fash-
ionable hotels suddenly reduced to the in-
timacies and makeshifts of a Latin Quar-
ter pension. Meanwhile it was strange to
watch the gradual paralysisof the city. As
the motors, taxis, cabs and vans had van-
ished from the streets, so the lively little
steamers had left the Seine. The canal-
boats too were gone, or lay motionless:
loading and unloading had ceased. Every
great architectural opening framed an emp-
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tiness; all the endless avenues stretched
away Lo desert distances. Inthe parksand
gardens noone ruked the paths or trimmed
the borders. The [ountains slept in their
basing, the worried sparrows fluttered un-
fed, and vague dogs, shaken out of their
daily habits, roamed unquietly, looking for
familiar eyes.  Paris, so intensely can-
scious yet so strangely entranced, seemed to
have had carare injected into all her veine,

The next day—the 2nd of August—
from the terrace of the Hotel de Crillon
one looked down on a first faint stir of re-
turning life. Now and then a taxi-cab or
a private motor crossed the Place de la
Concorde, carrying soldiers to the sta-
tions. Other conscripts, in detachments,
tramped by on foot with bags and ban-
ners. One detachment stopped before the
black-veiled statue of Strasbourg and
laid a garland at her feet. In ordinary
times this demonstration would at once
have attracted a crowd; but at the very
moment when it might have been ex-
pected to provoke a patriotic outburst it
excited no more attention than if one of
the soldiers had turned aside to give a
penny to a beggar. The people crossing
thesquare did not even stop tolook.  The
meaning of this apparent indifference was
obvious. When an armed nation mobil-
izes, everybody is busy, and busy in a defi-
nite and pressing way. It is not only the
fighters that mobilize: those who stay be-
hind must do the same. For each French
household, for each individual man or
woman in France, war means a complete
reorganization of life. The detachment of
conscripts, unnoticed, paid their tribute
to the Cause and passed on. . .

Looked back on from these sterner
months those early days in Paris, in their
setting of grave architecture and summer
skies, wear the light of the ideal and
the abstract. The sudden flaming up of
national life, the abeyance of every small
andmean preoccupation, cleared the moral
air as the streets had been cleared, and
made the spectator feel as though he were
reading a great poem on War rather than
facing its realities.

Something of this sense of exaltation
seemed to penetrate the throngs who
streamed up and down the Boulevards till
late into the night. All wheeled traffic
had ceased, except that of the rare taxi-
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cabs impressed to carry conscripts to the
stations; and the middle of the Boulevards
was as thronged with foot-passengers as
an Ttalian market-place on a Sunday
morning.  The vast tide swayed up and
down at a slow pace, breaking now and
then to make room for one of the volun-
teer “legions” which were forming at
every corner: Italian, Roumanian, South
American, North American, each headed
by its national flag and hailed with cheer-
ing as it passed. DBut even the cheers
were sober: Paris was not to be shaken out
of her self-imposed serenity. One felt
something nobly conscious and voluntary
in the mood of this quiet multitude, Yet
it was a mixed throng, made up of every
class, from the scum of the Exterior Boule-
vards to the cream of the fashionable res-
taurants. These people, only two days
ago, had been leading a thousand different
lives, in indifference or in antagonism to
cach other, as alien as enemies across a
frontier: now workers and idlers, thieves,
beggars, saints, poets, drabs and sharpers,
genuine people and showy shams, were all
bumping up against each other in an
instinctive community of emotion. The
“people,” luckily, predominated; the
faces of workers look bestin such a crowd,
and there were thousands of them, each
illuminated and singled out by its mag-
nesium-flash of passion.

I remember especially the steady-
browed faces of the women; and also the
small but significant fact that every one
of them had remembered to bring her dog.
The biggest of these amiable companions
had to take their chance of seeing what
they could through the forest of human
legs; but every one that was portable was
snugly lodged in the bend of an elbow,
and from this safe perch scores and scores
of small serious muzzles, blunt or sharp,
smooth or woolly, brown or gray or white
or black or brindled, looked out on the
scene with the quiet awareness of the Paris
dog. It was certainly a good sign that
they had not been forgotten that night.

IT

WE had been shown, impressively, what
it was to live through a mobilization: now
we were to learn that mobilization is only
one of the concomitants of martial law,
and that martial law is not comfortable
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to live under—at least till one gets used
to it.

At first its main purpose, to the neutral
civilian, seemed certainly to be the way-
ward pleasure of complicating his life; and
in that line it excelled in the last refine-
ments of ingenuity. Instructions began
to shower on us after the lull of the first
days: instructions as to what to do, and
what not to do, in order to make our pres-
ence tolerable and our persons secure.
In the first place, foreigners could not
remain in France without satisfying the
authorities as to their nationality and an-
tecedents; and to do this necessitated
repeated ineffective visits to chanceries,
consulates and police stations, each too
densely thronged with flustered appli-
cants to permit the entrance of one more.
Between these vain pilgrimages, the trav-
eller impatient to leave had to toil on foot
to distant railway stations, from which he
returned baffled by vague answers and
disheartened by the declaration that tick-
ets, when achievable, must also be visés
by the police. There was a moment when
it seemed that one’s inmost thoughts had
to have that unobtainable visa—to obtain
which, more fruitless hours must be lived
on grimy stairways between perspiring
layers of fellow-aliens. Meanwhile one’s
money was probably running short, and
one must cable or telegraph for more.
Ah—Dbut cables and telegrams must be
visés too—and even when they were, one
got no guarantee that they would be sent !
Then one could not use code addresses,
and the ridiculous number of words con-
tained in a New York address seemed to
multiply as the francs in one's pockets di-
minished. And when the cable was finally
despatched it was either lost on the way,
or reached its destination only to call
forth, after anxious days, the disheart-
ening response: ‘“‘Impossible at present.
Making every effort.” It is fair to add
that, tedious and even irritating as many
of these transactions were, they were
greatly eased by the sudden uniform good-
nature of the French functionary, who,
for the first time, probably, in the long
tradition of his line, broke through its
fundamental rule and was kind.

Luckily, too, these incessant comings
and goings involved much walking of the
beautiful idle summer streets, which grew
idler and more beautiful each day. Never
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had such blue-grey softness of afternoon
brooded over Paris, such sunsets turned
the heights of the Trocadéro into Dido's
Carthage, never, above all, so rich a moon
ripened through such perfect evenings.
The Seine itself had no small share in this
mysterious increase of the city's beauty.
Released from all traffic, its hurried rip-
ples smoothed themselves into long silken
reaches in which quays and monuments at
last saw their unbroken images. At night
the fire-fly lights of the boats had van-
ished, and the reflections of the strect
lamps were lengthened into streamers of
red and gold and purple that slept on
the calm current like fluted water-weeds.
Then the moon rose and took possession
of the city, purifying it of all accidents,
calming and enlarging it and giving it
back its ideal lines of strength and repose.
There was something strangely moving in
this new Paris of the August evenings, so
exposed yet so serene, as though her very
beauty shielded her.

So, gradually, we fell into the habit of
living under martial law. After the first
days of flustered adjustment the personal
inconveniences were so few that one felt
almost ashamed of their not being more,
of not being called on to contribute some
greater sacrifice of comfort to the Cause.
Within the first week over two thirds of
the shops had closed—the greater number
bearing on their shuttered windows the
notice “‘Pour cause de mobilisation,”
which showed that the “patron” and
staff were at the front. But enough re-
mained open to satisfy every ordinary
want, and the closing of the others served
to prove how much one could do without.
Provisions were as cheap and plentiful as
ever, though for a while it was easier to
buy food than to have it cooked. The
restaurants were closing rapidly, and one
often had to wander a long way for a meal,
and wait a longer time to get it. A few
hotels still carried on a halting life, gal-
vanized by an occasional inrush of travel
from Belgium and Germany; but most
of them had closed or were being hastily
transformed into hospitals.

The signs over these hotel doors first
disturbed the dreaming harmony of Paris.
In a night, as it seemed, the whole city
was hung with Red Crosses. Every other

s
527

building showed the red and white band
across its front, with “Ouvroir™ or * Ho-
pital™ beneath; there was something sin-
ister in these preparations for horrors in
which one could not yet believe, in the
making of bandages for limbs yet sound
and whole, the spreading of pillows for
heads yet carried high.  But insist as they
would on the woe to come, these warning
signs did not deeply stir the trance of Paris.
The first days of the war were full of a
kind of unrealizing confidence, not boast-
ful or fatuous, yet as different as possible
from the clear-headed tenacity of purpose
that the experience of the next few months
was to develop. 1t is hard to evoke,
without seeming to exaggerate it, that
mood of early August: the assurance, the
balance, the kind of smiling fatalism with
which Paris moved to her task. Tt is not
impossible that the beauty of the sea-
son and the silence of the city may have
helped to produce this mood. War, the
shrieking fury, had announced herself by
a great wave of stillness. Never was des-
ert hush more complete: the silence of a
street is always so much deeper than the
silence of wood or field.

The heaviness of the August air intensi-
fied this impression of suspended life. The
days were dumb enough; but at night the
hush became acute. In the quarter T in-
habit, always deserted in summer, the
shuttered streets were mute as catacombs,
and the faintest pin-prick of noise seemed
to tear a rent in a black pall of silence. 1
could hear the tired tap of a lame hoof half
a mile away, and the tread of the police-
man guarding the Embassy across the
street beat against the pavement like a
series of detonations. Even the wvarie-
gated noises of the city’s waking-up had
ceased. If any sweepers, scavengers or
rag-pickers still plied their trades they did
it as secretly as ghosts. I remember one
morning being roused out of a deep sleep
by a sudden explosion of noise in my
room. I sat up with a start, and found I
had been waked by a low-voiced exchange
of “Bonjours” in the street. . .

Another fact that kept the reality of
war from Paris was the curious absence of
troops in the streets.  After the first rush
of conscripts hurrying to their military
bases it might have been imagined that
the reign of peace had set in. While
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smaller cities were swarming with soldiers
no glitter of arms was reflected in the
cmply avenues of the capital, no milita-
ry music sounded through them. Paris
scorned all show of war, and fed the pa-
triotism of her children on the mere sight
of her beanty. It was enough.

cven when the news of the first ephem-
eral successes in Alsace began to come in,
the Parisians did not swerve from their
even gait. The newsboys did all the
shouting—and even theirs was presently
silenced by decree. Tt seemed as though
it had been unanimously, instinctively de-
cided that the Paris of 1914 should in no
respect resemble the Paris of 1570, and as
though this resolution had passed at birth
into the blood of millions born since that
fatal date, and ignorant of its bitter les-
<on.  The unanimity of self-restraint was
the notable characteristic of this people
suddenly plunged into an unsought and
unexpected war. At first their steadiness
of spirit might have passed for the bewil-
derment of a generation born and bred in
peace, which did not yet understand what
war implied.  But it is precizely on such a
mood that easy triumphs might have been
supposed to have the most disturbing ef-
fect. Tt was the crowd in the street that
shouted “A Berlin!” in 1870: now the
crowd in the street continued to mind its
own business, in spite of showers of extras
and too-sanguine bulletins.

I remember the morning when our
butcher’s boy brought the news that the
first German flag had been hung out on
the balcony of the Ministry of War. Now,
I thought, the Latin will boil over! And
I wanted to be there to see. I hurried
down the quiet rue de Martignac, turned
the corner of the Place Sainte Clotilde,
and came on an orderly crowd filling the
street before the Ministry of War.  The
crowd was so orderly that the few pacific
gestures of the police casily cleared a way
for passing cabs, and for the military mo-
tors perpetually dashingup. Tt was com-
posed of all classes, and there were many
family groups, with little hoys straddling
their mothers’ shoulders, or lifted up by
the policemen when they were too heavy
for their mothers. It is safe to say that
there was hardly o man or woman of that
crowd who had not a soldier at the {ront:
and there before them hung the enemy's
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first Mag—a splendid silk flag, white and
black and crimson, and embroidered in
gold, Tt was the flag of an Alsatian regi-
ment—a regiment of Prussianized Alsace,
It symbolized all they most abhorred in
the whole abhorrent job that lay ahead of
them; it symbolized also their finest ar-
dour and their noblest hate, and the
reason why, i every other reason failed,
France could never lay down arms till the
last of such flags was low. And there
they stood and looked at it, not dully or
uncomprehendingly, hut consciously, ad-
visedly, and in silence: as if already fore-
seeing all it would cost to keep that flag
and add to it others like it: foreseeing the
cost and accepting it.  There seemed to
he men’s hearts even in the children of
that crowd, and in the mothers whose
weak arms held them up.  So they gazed
and went on, and made way for others like
them, who gazed in their turn and went on
too. All day the crowd renewed itself,
and it was always the same crowd, intent
and understanding and silent, who looked
steadily at the flag, and knew what its
being there meant. That, last August,
was the look of Pariz.

111
FEBRUARY

FeprUARY dusk on the Seine. The
boats are plving again, but they stop at
night-fall, and the river is inky-smooth,
with the same long weed-like reflections as
in August.  Only the reflections are fewer
and paler: bright lights are muffled every-
where.  The line of the quays is scarcely
discernible. and the heights of the Troca-
déro are lost in the blur of night, which
presently effaces even the firm tower-tops
of Notre-Dame. Down the damp pave-
ments only a few street lamps throw their
watery zig-zags. The shops are shut,
and the windows above them thickly cur-
tained. The faces of the houses are all
blind.

In the narrow streets of the Rive Gauche
the darkness is even deeper, and the few
scattered lights in courts or “cités™ cre-
ate effects of Piranesi-like mystery. The
gleam of the chestnut-roaster’s brazier at
a street corner deepens the sense of an old
adventurous Italy, and the darkness be-
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vond seems full of cloaks and conspiracies.
I turn, on my way home, into an empty
street between high garden walls, with a
single light showing far off at its farther
end. Not a soul is in sight between me
and that light: my steps ¢cho endlessly in
the silence. Presently a dim figure comes
around the corner ahead of me. Man or
woman? Impossible to tell till T over-
take it. The February fog deepens the
darkness, and the faces one passes are
indistinguishable. As for the numbers
of the houses, no one thinks of looking
for them. If you know the quarter you
count doors from the corner, or try to puz-
zle out the familiar outline of a balcony or
a pediment; if yvou are in a strange street,
vou must ask at the nearest tobacconist's
—for, as for finding a policeman, a yard
off you couldn't tell him from your grand-
mother !

Such, after six months of war, are the
nights of Paris; the days are less remark-
able and less romantic.

Almost all the early flush and shiver of
romarnce is gone; or so at least it seems to
those who have watched the gradual re-
vival of life. Tt may appear otherwise to
observers from other countries, even from
those involved in the war. After London,
with all her theatres open, and her ma-
chinery of amusement almost unimpaired,
Paris no doubt seems like a city on whom
greal issues weigh. But to those who
lived through that first sunlit silent month
the streets to-day show an almost normal
activity. The vanishing of all the motor-
buses, and of the huge lumbering commer-
cial vans, leaves many a forgotten per-
spective open and reveals many a lost
grace of architecture; but the taxi-cabs
and private motors are almost as abun-
dant as in peace-time, and the peril of pe-
destrianism is kept at its normal pitch%y
the incessant dashing to and fro of those
unrivalled engines of destruction, the
hospital and War Office motors. Many
shops have reopened, a few theatres are
tentatively producing patriotic drama or
mixed programmes seasoned with senti-
ment and mirth, and the cinema again un-
rolls its eventful kilometres.

For a while, in September and October,
the streets were made picturesque by the
coming and going of English soldiery, and
the aggressive flourish of British military
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motors. Then the fresh faces ard smart
uniforms disappeared, and now (e near-
est approach to “militarism " which Paris
offers to the casual sight-seer is the occa-
sional drilling of a handful of piou-pious
on the muddy reaches of the Place des
Invalides. But there is another army in
Paris. Itsfirstdetachmentscame months
ago, in the dark September days—lamen-
table rear-guard of the Allies’ retreat on
Paris. Since then its numbers have
grown and grown, its dingy streams have
percolated through all the currents of
Puaris life, so that wherever one goes, in
every quarter and at every hour, among
the busy confident strongly-stepping Pa-
risians one sees these other people, dazed
and slowly moving—men and women with
sordid bundles on their backs, shuffling
along hesitatingly in their tattered shoes,
children dragging at their hands and tired-
out babies pressed against their shoulders:
the great army of the Refugees. Their
faces are unmistakable and unforgettable.
No one who has ever caught that stare of
dumb bewilderment—or that other look
of concentrated horror, full of the reflec-
tion of flames and ruins—can shake off
the obsession of the Refugees. The look
in their eyes is part of the look of Paris.
It is the dark shadow on the brightness of
the face she turns to the enemy. These
poor people cannot look across the bor-
ders to eventual triumph. They belong
mostly to a class whose knowledge of the
world’s affairs is measured by the shad-
ow of their village steeple. They are no
more curious of the laws of causation than
the thousands overwhelmed at Avezzano.
They were ploughing and sowing, spin-
ning and weaving and minding their busi-
ness, when suddenly a great darkness full
of fire and blood came down on them.
And now they are here, in a strange coun-
try, among unfamiliar faces and new ways,
with nothing left to them in the world but
the memory of burning homes and mas-
sacred children and young men dragged
to slavery, of infants torn from their
mothers, old men trampled by drunken
heels and priests slain while they prayed
beside the dying. These are the people
who stand in hundreds every day outside
the doors of the shelters improvised to res-
cue them, and who receive, in return for
the loss of everything that makes life
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sweel, or intelligible, or atleast endurable,
a col in a dormitory, a meal-ticket—and
perhaps, on lucky days, a pair of shoes. . .

What are Parisians doing meanwhile?
For one thing—and the sign is a good one
—they are refilling the shops, and es-
pecially, of course, the great * department
stores.””  In the early war days there was
no stranger sight than those deserted pal-
aces, where one strayed between miles of
unpurchased wares in quest of vanished
salesmen. A few clerks, of course, were
left: enough, one would have thought, for
the rare purchasers who disturbed their
meditations. But the few there were did
not care to be disturbed: they lurked be-
hind their walls of sheeting, their bastions
of flannelette, as if ashamed to be discov-
ered. And when one had coaxed them
out they went through the necessary ges-
tures automatically, as if mournfully won-
dering that any one should care to buy. I
remember once, at the Louvre, seeing the
whole force of a “ department,” including
the salesman I was trying to cajole into
showing me some medicated gauze, desert
their posts simultaneously to gatherabout
a motor-cyclist in a muddy uniform who
had dropped in to see his pals with tales
from the front. But after six months the
pressure of normal appetites has begun to
reasserl itself—and to shop is one of the
normal appetites of woman. Isay“ shop”
instead of buy, to distinguish between
the dull purchase of necessities and the
voluptuousness of acquiring things one
might do without. It is evident that
many of the thousands now fichting their
way into the great shops must be indulg-
ing in the latter delicht. At a moment
when real wants are reduced to a mini-
mum, how else account for the congestion
of the department store? FEven allowing
for the immense, the perpetual buying of
supplies for hospitals and work-rooms,
the incessant stoking-up of the innu-
merable centres of charitable production,
there is no explanation of the crowding of
the other departments except the fact that
woman, however valiant, however tried,
however suffering and however self-deny-
ing, must eventually, in the long run, and
at whatever cost to her pocket and her
ideals, begin to shop again. She has re-
nounced the theatre, she denies herself
the tea-rooms, she goes apologetically and

The Look of Paris

furtively (and economically) to concerts
—but the swinging doors of the depart-
ment stores suck her irresistibly into their
quicksand of remnants and reductions.

No one, in this respect, would wish the
look of Paris to be changed. It is a good
sign to see the crowds pouring into the
shops again, even though the sight is less
interesting than that of the other crowds
streaming daily—and on Sundays in im-
mensely augmented numbers—across the
Pont Alexander 111 to the great court of
the Invalides where the German trophies
are displayed. Here the heart of France
beats with a richer blood, and something
of its glow passes into foreign veins as one
watches the perpetually renewed throngs
face to face with the long triple row of
German guns. There are few in those
throngs to whom one of the deadly pack
has not dealt a blow; there are personal
losses, lacerating memories, bound up
with the sight of all those evil engines.
But personal sorrow is the sentiment least
visible in the look of Paris. It is not fan-
ciful to say that the Parisian face, after
six months of trial, has acquired a new
character. The change seems to have af-
fected the very stuff it is moulded of, as
though the long ordeal had hardened the
poor human clay into some dense com-
memorative substance, I often pass in
the street women whose faces look like
memorial medals—idealized images of
what they were in the flesh. And the
masks of some of the men—those queer
tormented Gallic masks, crushed-in and
squat and a little satyr-like—look like the
bronzes of the Naples Museum, burnt and
twisted from their baptism of fire. But
none of these faces reveals a personal pre-
occupation: they are looking, one and all,
at France erect on her borders. Even the
women who are comparing different widths
of Valenciennes at the lace-counter all
have something of that vision in their
eyes—or clse one does not see the ones
who haven't.

Tt is still true of Paris that she has not
the air of a capital in arms. There are as
few troops to be seen as ever, and but for
the coming and going of the orderlies at-
tached to the War Office and the Military
Government, and the sprinkling of uni-
forms about the doors of barracks, there
would be no sign of war in the streets—no
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sign, that is, except the presence of the
wounded. Itisonly lately that they have
begun to appear, for in the early months of
the war they were not sent to Paris, and
the splendidly appointed hospitals of the
capital stood almost empty, while others,
all over the country, were overcrowded.
The motives for this disposal of the
wounded have been much speculated
upon and variously explained: one of its
results may have been the maintaining in
Paris of the extraordinary moral health
which has given its tone to the whole
country, and which is now sound and
strong enough to face the sight of any
misery.

And miseries enough it has to face.
Day by day the limping figures grow more
numerous on the pavement, the pale band-
aged heads more frequent in passing car-
ringes. In the stalls at the theatres and
concerts there are many uniforms; and
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their wearers usually have to wait till the
hall is emptied before they hobble out on
asupporting arm.  Most of them are very
young, and it is the expression of their
faces which I should like to picture and
interpret as being the very essence of what
I have called the look of Paris.  They are
grave, these young faces: one hears a
great deal of the gaiety in the trenches,
but the wounded arce not gay, Neither
are they sad, however. They are calm,
meditative, strangely |mr|hu1 and ma-
tured. Itisas Ihnugh their great experi-
ence had purged them of pettiness, mean-
ness and frivolity, burning them down to
the bare bones of character, the funda-
mental substance of the soul, and shaping
that substance into something so strong
and finely tempered that for a long time
to come Paris will not care to wear
any look unworthy of the look on their
faces.
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structed was the result of a
process of development,
and a clear understanding
of it can best be conveyed
hy 0ut1iuing, as briefly as possible, the
steps which led to its adoption. This out-
line will include, necessarily, an account of
the conditions which existed at the time
the work was transferred, in 1907, and the
impediments to progress which developed
subsequently. As noted in a previous ar-
ticle, Major Gaillard and I arrived on the
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Isthmusin March of that yearin company
with a party of congressmen. During
their visit we accompanied them on the
sightseeing trains supplied by the officials
for inspection of the work, thereby getting
a general idea of what was heing done,
what was contemplated, and the methods
employed. After the departure of the
congressmen time was devoted to going
over the work in greater detail, looking
particularly into the organization, for upon
this factor success in such enterprises
always depends.

There were in operation at the time
departments and divisions covering all
phases of the work, the chief of which were
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With the scttlement
in June, 1gof, of the
question that had been
pending for some time as
to the type of canal, a
designing [orce had been
organized to prepare the
plans for the locks, lock-
gates and their appur-
tenances, and the spill-
ways with their operating
mechanisms. This force
was located in Washing-
ton and was under the
direction and super-
vision of a committee
composed of the engineer
members of the commis-
sion who were stationed
in the United States.

The chief element in
the organization was, of

water-supply; material and supplies, in course, the Isthmian Canal Commission
charge of equipment and construction of seven members, which constituted the

-

Barkentine Jodoe £aa, first large sailing vessel 1o pass throngh the Canal, under tow, on January 24, 1015
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executive control. There had been, as
stated in the first article of this series,
{:(_)n:-;i::lt'.r;ﬂ)lc friction and trouble in pre-
vious commissions because of this seven-
headed authority. Mr. Stevens main-
tained that the commission system had

a0
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Still, there could be no question that in
any undertaking there must be a directing
and controlling head; and this would be
accomplished were the veto power vested
in the chairman of the commission.

In common with other visitors to the

In March, 1ary, one of the locks at Gatun was used as a dry dock fur the overhauling of five subunarines,

The photograph shows them resting on crudles placed on the lock foor Lefore the water was withilrawn,

never been given a fair trial, and that
its ineffectiveness was due, not to the sys-
tem itself, but to the way in which it had
been handled. He claimed, in the case of
the one with which he had been connected,
that its members had been practically ig-
nored, since their services were called for
only when a quorum was necessary for a
vote on a proposition. He believed that
with a proper personnel, under intelligent
leadership, the work could be subdivided
among the members in such a way as to
secure better results than had been ob-
tained, but this could be hoped for only in
case the chairman was vested with the
direction of the various subdivisions and
with final approval or veto power. I had
not given the matter any thought, for this
form of executive control had been pro-
vided by law, and that settled the matter.

Canal, T was strongly impressed by the
magnitude of the work, which seemed to
grow greater the more closely examina-
tion was made. Whether the new régime
would be able to carry the burden re-
mained to be seen: there were times when
I had a feeling of doubt; but certain it is
that we were fortunate in falling heir to
the organization that had been perfected
for excavating Culebra Cut, for no one not
thoroughly familiar with railroad trans-
portation and not possessed of organizing
ability could have succeeded in this part
of the work—the one part for which our
previous training had not fitted any of us.
The lock type of canal had been adopted
only the previous June, so that the organ-
ization for other portions of the construc-
tion work was in a more or less tentative
stage. The period of preparation was



Diry dock in process of construction at Pacific entrance to Canal.

It will have an inside capacity of

ome thovsand feet length and owe hundred and ten (et width, same dimensions as the locks.

Fhotograph shows also new machine-shops vn water-front of inner harlor.

practically completed, however, and the
success subsequently attained is indica-
tive of the thoruu;hlu% and clear-sighted-
ness rhsph}erl in the preparatory “work.
Recalling the President’s desire to con-
tinue intact the existing organization, I
could not but feel that it would be mad-
ness to attempt any change; such a course,
had it been taken, would have resulted in
nothing short of chaos.

Because of his familiarity with the
work in all its ramifications, I took coun-
sel with Mr. Stevens as to the manner
in which he would so subdivide it as to
utilize to the fullest extent the services of
the other members of the commission and
at the same time carry out the views of
the President by placing each in charge of
a department. Three of them fell into
place naturally—Colonel Gorgas at the
head of the department of sanitation, Mr.
Jackson Smith at the head of the depart-
ment of labor, quarters, and subsistence,
and ex-Senator Blackburn as governor.
For the other three, who were engineers,
there must be found departments, and
necessarily they must form part of the de-
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partment of construction and enﬂmeermg,
which remained with the chief engineer.
Following the suggestions of Mr. Stev ens,
I decided to organize the department of
excavation and assign to it Major Gail-
lard, with supervisory charge of all excava-
tion both dry and wet, and Major Sibert
to the department of lock-and-dam con-
struction. Instead of placing Mr. Rous-
seau at the head of the division of material
and supplies, as had been suggested, I
combined the divisions of municipal engi-
neering, building construction, and mo-
tive power and machinery into one de-
partment and assigned him to the head of
it. In this way each of the engineers was
given charge of engineering work.

Mr. Stevens retired from the service at
the end of March, 1907, and on April 1
the management of Canal affairs passed
into the hands of the third commission
that had been created since construction
was undertaken. The Secretary of War
(Mr. Taft) was on the Isthmus at the
time and various questions concerning the
organization were taken up with him.
The Canal Commission maintained its



Quartermaster’s storehouse (long white building) and office building of machine-shops at Pacific entrance,

headquarters in Washington, which for
a time were in charge of the Bureau of
Insular Affairs of the War Department.
Soon after the creation of the second Ca-
nal Commission, Mr. Shonts, chairman of
that commission, took charge of the office.
He, as well as the other members of the
commission, spent most of his time in
Washington, making only occasional vis-
its to the Isthmus. When Mr. Shonts
resigned, on March 4, 1907, Mr. Stevens,
who had been appointed a member of
the commission in July, 1906, was ap-
pointed chairman as well as chief engi-
neer; this was the first move in the di-
rection of concentrating authority. He
designated Mr. Joseph Bucklin Bishop,
who was secretary of the commission, to
act as the head of the Washington of-
fice, which action was approved tempo-
rarily by the Secretary of War. Mr. Taft
preferred to have the office placed again
under the Bureau of Insular Affairs, but
for various reasons this could not be ac-
complished. I desired to have Mr. Bish-
op on the Isthmus. All the members
were there and the secretary should be
also.

From the committees of the labor or-

ganizations I had learned that the mem-
bers of the working force had been given
little opportunity for a hearing in case
any of them had grievances and com-
plaints. While T had promised hearings
in all such cases, I was assured that it
would not be possible for me to attend
personally to matters of this kind; if this
should prove to be the case, then there was
greatneed for some one to look after them,
and it scemed to me that Mr. Bishop, by
reason of his position, would not only be
useful but the proper person in this field,
How pending labor questions would be
settled was unknown at the time, for the
formal hearing by the Secretary of War
had not been held, but there had been in-
stances of complaints and grievances be-
ing taken direct to the President, so that
more were likely to be, and if the com-
mission side could be presented as such
cases occurred our authority would be
strengthened materially. If Mr. Bishop
lived on the Isthmus he would be familiar
with local conditions and would be of
much assistance in making such presenta-
tions.

I had a further reason for desiring his
presence with the commission. In my
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interview with the President on February
18, as mentioned in a previous article, I
suggested that the Canal work be placed
under the Chief of Engineers of the army,
in order that T might have a “firiend at
court.” Having failed in this, I realized
that Mr. Bishop would be much more val-

Taro Point, or West Breakwater in Colon harbor, about two miles in length,
fifteen feet wide at the top, surface ten feet above mean sea-level.

It contains about three million cubic yards of rack and is armored with specially hard rock.

uable on the Isthmus than in Washington,
for that the President had confidence in
him was indicated clearly in what he said
about him at that time. Mr. Taft ex-
pressed doubt about the President send-
ing Mr. Bishop down, but suggested that
I write to him after his return to Washing-
ton and make the necessary application.

The Building of the Panama Canal

In regard to the Washington office,
while it served many useful purposes,
there was no doubt that its most impor-
tant duty was to contract for supplies and
purchase and inspect them. Officers of
the Corps of Engineers had experience in
such matters, and, furthermore, if through

the Chief of Engi-
1 neers inspections
could be made by
his local officers
distributed over
the country, usual-
ly in commercial
and manufacturing
centres, in connec-
tion with river and
harbor work, some
economy would re-
sult. I therefore
advocated that an
army engineer be
placed in charge of
the Washington of-
fice, acting under
the Chief of Engi-
neers.

Previous to the
advent of the new
commission there
had arisen some
friction between
the head of the de-
partment of law
and government
and the chief engi-
neer, due to lack of
proper co-opera-
tion, for there was
the seeming im-
pression on the part
of the former that
the raison d’étre of
the presence of the
Americans on the
Isthmus was not
primarily to con-
structa canal but to
set an example in government to the
republics of Central and South Amer-
ica. Referring to this subject, Mr. Ste-
vens was said to have remarked: “Ttisa
case of the tail wagging the dog.” Mr.
Taft concluded, after examining the situ-
ation, that in order to subordinate every-
thing to the construction work the chair-




“EASNOL AIALIMAPASLATIAT [0 Pas

S BT 0 TMOT MO
uoHENST ey Jeag ayy g

paud pue joor Suoj ay

e juagg-aog ey Fauo s uo sdoys-aunpem sy eadde goor sy pu
01 5 saauFuE JanyD S AESsuno) ses s fasne

331 PUE PRAGIIR ‘elga(n]

SIBle Y BoqpE




First and second lock-gates at Gatun

man of the commission should have direc-
tion over the civil functions, and on April
2, 1goy, he issued an Executive Order, by
direction of the President, decreeing that
the “authority of the governor or chief
executive of the Canal Zone, under exist-
ing laws, regulations, and Executive Or-
ders, shall be vested in and exercised by
the chairman of the Isthmian Canal Com-
mission.”  This put an end to that source
538

of friction and also to the idea which had
been the cause of it.  In view of this order
1 was instructed that when Senator Black-
burn arrived on the Isthmus he should be
assigned to duty as “‘governor ” but desig-
nated as head of the department of civil
administration. The official designation
—"“governor "—thus passed out of exist-
ence until revived by the Panama Canal
Act of August 24, 1912,
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I brought up with Mr. Tait the ques-
tion of giving me the veto power over any
action of the commission, and in discuss-
ing the matter he expressed the hope that
as all the members of the commission were
on the Isthmus things would work more
smoothly under the seven-headed system.
I explained to him the views of the Presi-
dent, who had said he would give me such
power, and suggested that, while occasion
for use of the power might not arise, it
might be advisable to issue an order con-
ferring it. This he did not think it advis-
able to do, for the law contained no such
provision but apparently contemplated
the settlement of all questions by ma-
jority rule; he preferred not to reduce the
bestowal of the power to writing, and sug-
gested that should it prove to be desirable
or necessary to exercise it I take such
action and report the facts to him. In
this connection Ilearned from him that a
man’s usefulness in the public service is
determined by the abuse and criticism he
can take without complaining.

As Secretary of War, Mr. Taft was the
principal stockholder of the Panama Rail-
road Company, which was operating under
its corporate charter from the State of
New York; consequently, he directed its
policy. The hoard of directors was com-
posed of thirteen stockholders, and he pro-
posed to divide the board into two parts—
seven members on the Isthmus and six in
the United States. He had instructed
the New York board that the members of
the Isthmian Canal Commission should
be elected directors and that I should be
selected as the president of the company,
so that the interests of the railroad on
the Isthmus and those of the commission
could be adjusted on the ground.

Subsequent to Mr. Taft’s return to
Washington, I made application for the
transfer of Mr. Bishop to the Isthmus,
and recommended that the policy out-
lined ahove relative to the Washington
office be made effective. The outcome
was that Major H. F. Hodges, of the Corps
of Engineers, was placed in charge of the
Washington office, for which duty he
could be spared, apparently, though a few
months earlier this was not possible, and
Mr. Bishop was transferred to the Isth-
mus, arriving there on August 7. In the
interval that had elapsed since assuming
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charge T had become convinced that some
kind of newspaper was greatly needed in
order that information about the various
phases of the work might be disseminated
among the members of the force, and I dis-
cussed the matter with Mr. Bishop as a
part of his duties. He proposed the pub-
lication of a weekly official paper, under
the authority and supervision of the com-
mission, which should set forth the prog-
ress of the work, together with incidents
and general developments of interest to
the men, with the view, primarily, of keep-
ing them informed, and, secondarily, of al-
fording to the public of the United States
means of obtaining accurate and unques-
tionable information on the subject. He
drew up a plan for such a publication,
which was approved by the commission,
and in September, 19o7, the first number
of The Canal Record was issued.  Its pub-
lication continued throughout the con-
struction period. Tt served a very useful
purpose in many ways. It supplied a
medium for communicating all official
orders to members of the force, furnished
a complete file of progress in all sections,
and aroused a spirit of wholesome rivalry
by publishing the records made by steam-
shovels, concrete plants, and dredges.

One source of the complaints made to
Secretary Talt by the labor committees of
the men in April, tgoy7, was that the men
were dismissed or disciplined for some in-
fraction of the rules without a hearing.
I had agreed that when complaints were
made they should be investigated; that
when of sufficient importance investiga-
tion should be conducted by a committee
composed of three members, one repre-
senting the commission, another the order
to which the complainants belonged, and
a third the department against which the
complaint was lodged. This task of in-
vestigation was also assigned to Mr. Bigh-
op, and, although a large number of minor
grievances were investigated, only one of
sufficient importance to call for the serv-
ices of a committee was presented. To
Mr. Bishop's office Giuseppe Garibaldi
was assigned to investigate complaints
and grievances among Spanish, Italian,
Greek, and other laborers from European
countries.

With the commission residing perma-
nently on the Isthmus, it was deemed ad-
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visuble to move the force of designing en-
gincers to the Isthmus also; this was not
regarded favorably by certain members of
the force, resulting in separations from
the service, and was modified to the extent
of permitting those in charge of designing
the lock-gates to remain in Washington, on
the ground that they should have the ad-
vantages of and access to machine-shops
and rolling-mills so that the design of the
gates might be made to conform to com-
mercial practice and shapes.  Following
the example of the previous commission,
an engineering committee was established
for the consideration of such engineering
matters as might be referred to it, and
Majors Gaillard and Sibert and Mr. Rous-
seau were designated as constituting the
committee. By naming them in this or-
der, I expected that Major Gaillard, as
the senior or ranking member, following
the usual custom in the army, would be-
come its chairman.

An incident which occurred soon after
the announcement of this committee will
serve to illustrate how small a matter
may create friction or annoyance. Inthe
Executive Order announcing the appoint-
ment of the engineer members of the com-
mission the name of Major Sibert was
placed ahead of Major Gaillard. While L
noted this reversal of their rank in the
army, I paid no attention to it. They
were classmates at West Point and had
roomed together there; Major Gaillard
had been graduated No. 5 and Major
Sibert No. 7. I had concluded that the
reversal of rank in the order had been un-
intentional, but Major Gaillard spoke to
me about it, saying that Major Sibert felt
that by virtue of the order he should be
the senior member of the engineering com-
mittee. IsaidIthoughtthat thearrange-
ment in the Executive Order was merely
an error in making out the list, but he
was sure Major Sibert would bring up the
question for decision, and if so he had no
objection to stepping aside, for it made no
difference to him. It did make a differ-
ence to Major Sibert, apparently, for when
he brought up the subject he assumed that
it was no error but deliberate action taken
by the President because the President
had probably been advised of the work he
(Sibert) had done in the way of lock and
dam construction, maintaining that if
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rank had been taken into account the
order would not have been arranged as it
was. I did not think it was advisable, so
early in the game, to take up the question
with Washington, as it might create the
impression that friction had already devel-
oped, and, as Major Gaillard had volun-
teered to give way, I arranged the com-
mittee in accordance with the order until
Icould havethe questiondecided. Subse-
quent investigation showed that the ar-
rangement of names in the order had been
fixed by a clerk without regard to rank, of
which he knew nothing, and the matter
was finally put to rest when the annual
message of the President appeared con-
taining an announcement of the appoint-
ment of the commission, in which Major
Sibert’s name followed that of Major Gail-
lard.

The seven-headed commission system
worked very smoothly for the first few
months, but toward the fall of 1go7 a com-
bination was formed against me for the
purpose of securing special privileges for
certain employees in whom one of the com-
misgioners wasinterested, which privileges
Thad told him I would not consent to grant.
Much discontent existed in the clerical
force because the compensation in some
departments was greater than in others
for similar services. A scheme was pre-
pared removing discrepancies and mak-
ing a uniform system of salaries. This
was objected to by the heads of depart-
ments in which the larger salaries were
paid. An anomalous condition existed in
the commission, for three members were
in charge of departments which were em-
braced in the department of construction
and engineering, and on all questions sub-
mitted to the commission for action each
of these three had a vote which counted
equally with that of the chief engineer,
who was its head. As personal feeling
and association usually have influence on
people’s views, especially when, as in this
case, three of the members of the commis-
sion knew little or nothing about engi-
neering, the resi.c of a vote was doubtful.
The only method by which an adverse
vote on questions of any importance could
be avoided was to bring up the doubtful
ones toward the end of a session and, when
failure seemed assured, withdraw them
without submitting them to a vote.
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This was a situation of affairs which
might become intolerable, since four mem-
bers of the commission could, by com-
bining, defeat any proposed action that
was objectionable to them for personal or
other reasons, and thus make impossible
the execution of a uniform and effective
policy designed for the sole purpose of ex-
pediting the building of the Canal. How-
ever, this condition of affairs never arose,
due to a change which was effected shortly
after.

Ex-Senator Blackburn spoke to me of
the commission form of control on several
occasions and expressed the opinion that,
notwithstanding the general feeling of
good will which existed, there was no
doubt in his mind that there should be a
single responsible head rather than a head
of seven executives. Whether or not he
expressed such views to President Roose-
velt I do not know, but undoubtedly
some one did. When I reached Washing-
ton in December, 1907, and called at the
White House to pay my respects, Mr.
Blackburn had preceded me. The Presi-
dent began his conversation by expressing
gratification at the progress which was
being made, and after this expressed his
conviction that from what he had heard
and from the experience already gained
the commission form of organization could
not secure the best results; he then an-
nounced his intention to concentrate au-
thority in my hands and to hold me
responsible for the work. With this in
view he desired me to draw up an Execu-
tive Order which should accomplish the
purpose. I discussed the matter with
Mr. Richard Reid Rogers, the general
counsel of the commission, who prepared
such an order. As the Secretary of War
was my immediate superior, I submitted
it to him. The general counsel accom-
panied me and remarked that it was the
best he could do without squeezing the
law too much. Mr. Taft read the order,
laughed, and said that it was not entirely
in accordance with law, but, as it had been
prepared under the President’s direction,
he drew up a note of transmittal, suggest-
ing that T take it with the order to the
President and see what he thought of it.
I took the order to the White House and
handed it to the President. After read-
ing it he reached for a pen, asking if it
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was satisfactory to me. I replied affirm-
atively, but explained that Mr. Taft
thought it was not exactly in accord with
the law. To this the President replied
that he would take the chances on the law,
adding that he wanted the Canal built.
He then signed the order and passed it
over to me.

The order was dated January 6, 1908,
and under its provisions I assumed com-
plete control of the work inallits branches.
1t left the assignment of the other mem-
bers of the commission to such duty as T
deemed proper, and the commission ceased
thenceforth to be an executive body. The
veto power was not conferred in terms,
but under the new conditions this was not
necessary. Measures governing salaries
and kindred questions were not submitted
to the commission but were put in force
by official order of the chairman and chief
engineer.

When I reached the Isthmus from
Washington in February I found that the
new Execcutive Order was accepted uni-
versally and that no question was raised
about the authority it conferred upon the
chairman. This condition of affairs con-
tinued until April, 1913, when some of the
members of the commission found that
their consciences, which apparently had
been sleeping for five years or more, re-
quired them, under their oath of office, to
perform certain duties specified by the
Spooner Act, but the awakening came too
late to overthrow the power which it was
claimed I had usurped, for the Panama
Canal Act had ratified and confirmed all
Executive Orders previously issued, so
that the one of January 6, 1¢o8, had been
enactedinto law, Failingin this, the press
spread the news that there was friction in
the commission; that the commissioners
had been instructed by President Roose-
velt that they were to carry out my orders
without question or be relieved; and that,
since there was a change in administra-
tion at Washington, this condition would
be remedied. This was a press sensation
of short duration, however, for the man-
agement continued to the end of the con-
struction period without modification.
Now that the Canal is in operation, I
doubt if this result could have been ac-
complished in any other way than by a
single responsible head. This President
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Roosevelt realized the first time T met
him, and T have consequently Telt that to
this order and to the support given to me
in carrying it out are due the results that
have heen attained.

The oreanization Tor the construction
of the Canal, adopted in 1907, did not
work satisfactorily.  There was an over-
lapping of work between the departments
which resulted not only in friction but in
placing subordinate officials under two
heads, making it difficult at times to fix
responsibility: the departments which
formed part of the department of con-
struction and engineering were undertak-
ing work and issuing instructions of which
the chiefl engineer had no previous knowl-
edge, and the latter was not in as close
touch with the work as his position war-
ranted and required. There were too
many heads, with the usual accompani-
ment, under such situations, of unneces-
sary expense. The designs for the locks
and their appurtenances were not keep-
ing pace with the work, for it was difficult
to get anything definitely decided or
adopted.

While in Washington in January, 1908,
I divorced the lock-gate designing force
from the authorities on the Isthmus and
placed it under Colonel Hodges (he had
received his promotion to lieutenant-
colonel Corps of Engineers on August 27,
1907), for I found that the distance from
the Isthmus prevented proper supervision
of the work and also was causing delays;
furthermore, Colonel Hodges was pecul-
iarly fitted for the work through his pre-
vious experience and training. When,
in 1907, the Chagres River division was
created to excavate the channel between
Gatun and Culebra Cut, Mr. L. K,
Rourke, at that time assistant division
engineer, Culebra division, suggested put-
ting all the excavation work between the
Atlantic and Pacific locks under one head.
From this suggestion came the thought of
reorganizing the department of construc-
tion 'md engineering, for, as the proposi-
tion of Mr. Rourke scemed feasible, by
dividing the work along the lines of terri-
torial subdivision a consolidation could
be made which would eliminate several
of the existing divisions of the work. The
recent Executive Order would e¢nable me
to do it, and the plan was very materially
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assisted by a change in the personnel of
the commiszion which was made in 1go8.

Secretary Taft arrived on the Isthmus
on May 0, 1go8, and informed me that one
purpose of his visit was to relieve Mr.
Jackson Smith, who had been made a
member of the commission in 1go7 in
recognition of the work that he had done
previously. There was no question of
Mr. Smith’s ability. To him probably
more than to any other one man was due
the system of collecting hoth skilled and
unskilled laborers and of housing and
feeding the force. 1 doubt if any one
could have secured better results in a
tropical country which produced nothing
and was so far removed from the United
States, our only reliable market. He had
begun his task under great disadvantages,
for not until the summer of 1907 had an
adequate cold-storage plant been estab-
lished and ample refrigeration on the
Panama Railroad Company's ships for
transporting meat, fruit, and vegetables
been installed. T did not believe that
there was any dishonesty in Mr, Smith’s
management, but T did not feel that T had
his confidence and support. To him was
attributed a published attack on the new
or third commission in the spring of 1907,
which predicted failure, and because of
this and other indications T was not sure
of his loyalty. These views I expressed
to Mr. Taft, who catechised separately
each member of the commission in regard
to Mr. Smith. Apparently two members
straddled the fence—had no opinion or
views, pro or con, though there seemed to
be little doubt in the minds of the others
about his disloyalty.

One, if not the chief, cause of Mr. Taft's
visit was the receipt at Washington of
numerous complaints about general con-
ditions on the Isthmus, especially in re-
gard to quarters, food-supplies, and hours
of labor. An official from the Civic Fed-
eration had been down, and had made an
investigation of foodstuffs, hotels, mess-
es, and kitchens, quarters and their fur-
nishings, amusements for the men, and
general treatment of employees, and
had made a report severely criticising the
management of the department of labor,
quarters and subsistence. This investi-
gation instigated another, which was made
by a reputed expert in food-supplies and
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their preparation for consumption. He
made various criticisms concerning the
quarters, hotels, and food-supplies, and T
suggested that he take them up with Mr.
Smith, which he did, reporting conditions
as he found them at various places along
the line of the Canal at the times of his
inspection. While a reading of a state-
ment or report that he prepared tended to
create a rather unfavorable impression,
this in great measure was palliated, if not
removed, by the closing paragraphs, in
which he complimented Mr. Smith on
what he had accomplished with the means
at his disposal. Consequently, I was not
prepared for a cable message from Wash-
ington, followed by a letter from the Pres-
ident, in which were suggested the relief
of Mr. Smith and the creation of a new de-
partment combining the subsistence fea-
tures with the commissary department
of the Panama Railroad. This was one
of the details of the reorganization that I
had in mind, but could not carry out until
I was in a position to divorce the subsist-
ence from the department of labor, quar-
ters, and subsistence, having relieved Mr.
Smith in 1go7 from charge of the commis-
sary because he said he could not carry on
the business except by a method of ac-
counting which I could not approve. I
never learned just what report was made
to the President and the Secretary of War,
but it was serious enough to make them
both fear that unless a change was made,
and at once, a scandal might result.
After making a thorough inquiry in re-
gard to Mr. Smith, the Secretary of War
decided to allow him to resign, which he
did, his resignation taking effect at the
expiration of his annual leave of absence,
September 15, 1908. The question of a
successor was then taken up. Mr. Taft
decided to appoint Major C. A. Devol,
of the quartermaster’s department of the
army. This was agreeable tome. T had
served with Major Devol on the general
staff for a short time and was very favor-
ablyimpressed withhim. Hehadhandled
work in many respects similar to that re-
quired on the Isthmus, both in the Philip-
pines and at San Francisco after the fire,
in each instance with much credit to
himself. So far as the vacancy on the
commission was concerned, I urged the
appointment of Colonel H. F. Hodges.
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General Mackenzie would be retired from
service as chief of engineers by the time
Mr. Smith’s leave of absence expired, and
the reasons which interfered with Colonel
Hodges's selection in 1907 no longer ob-
tained. He was pre-eminently fitted to
take up the designing work and push it.
I had more confidence in Colonel Hodges's
ability to act in my place during absences
orin case Ishould be relieved than in that
of either of the two army members of the
commission; in the latter contingency,
though I regarded Mr. Rousseaun as the
one, of those available, best fitted tem-
peramentally and professionally to be the
chairman and chief engineer, there was no
possibility of his advancement to the post
if the existing policy of having an army
engineer in charge was to continue. [
therefore urged the selection of Colonel
Hodges on these grounds.  He ranked the
two army engineer members, and his ap-
pointment would permit the ruurganiza—
tion of the work along the lines I had laid
downinaw ay more :atl‘:f’iclnry than any
other that could be devised. Mr. Taft
would have preferred to relieve one of the
army engineers and appoint Major Devol
in his place, but such a course would have
discredited the officer suggested for relief
by the secretary, and this I wished to
avoid. A cable message along these lines
was sent to the President, and Colonel
Hodges was selected for a place on the
commission vice Mr. Jackson Smith.
Colonel Hodges was to report for duty
on July 15, 1908, in advance of his ap-
pointment on the commission; and in the
meantime, with the assistance of Mr,
Benj. L. Jacobson, the details of the
reorganization were worked out to be
made effective in such a way that the
changes could be accomplished gradually,
thus avoiding confusion and consequent
delay to the work. The objects sought
by the reorganization, and which were
accomplished by it, were: concentrating
authority; expediting the transaction of
business; securing better co-operation and
co-ordination of the various parts of the
force; fixing more definitely the respon-
sibility in any particular case; enforcing a
more uniform wage scale, the lack of which
was a source of much complaint; and re-
ducing the cost of administration.
The plan was to divide the Zone into
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three construction divisions, one extend-
ing from deep water in Limon Bay te
Tabernilla, but later reduced so that it did
not extend beyond Gatun locks and dam,
called the Atlantic division; one extend-
ing from Gatun to Pedro Miguel, called
the Central division; and the third ex-
tending from Pedro Miguel to deep water
in the Pacific, called the Pacific division.

Euch division was placed in charge of a
division engineer, and to him was assigned
all work of construction within the terri-
torial limits, including building construc-
tion and municipal engineering work, to
which was added at a later date sanitary
engineering work.,  To each division was
also assigned an assistant division engi-
neer who shared the work with the divi-
sion engineer in such a way that one of
these officials was in charge of the field
work of the division, the other in charge
of the office work and such designing as
was assigned to the division. The work
in the divisions was subdivided and placed
in charge of resident engineers, superin-
tendents, general foremen, and foremen
in such a way that responsibility could be
definitely fixed. Major Gaillard was as-
signed to duty as division engineer of the
Central division, Major Sibert to the At-
lantic division, and Mr. S. B. Williamson
to the Pacific division.

The publication of steam-shovel records
in The Canal Record had stirred up a
rivalry in Culebra Cut to the advantage
of the work; and by placing the army en-
gineers in charge of the work in the At-
lantic division and civilian engineers in
charge of the work in the Pacific division,
the construction in both divisions being
similar in character, I hoped to arouse a
wholesome rivalry between these two di-
visions and secure better results both in
time and money in building the locks and
dams. The three resulting construction
divisions were formed by the consolida-
tion of nine divisions that had previously
existed, and the division engineers re-
ported directly to the chiel engineer, who
consequently was more closely in touch
with the work than formerly.

The office of the chief engineer was
divided into three divisions. Colonel
Hodges, after his arrival on the Isthmus,
was assigned to duty as assistant chief en-
gineer and put in charge of the first divi-
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sion, under which was placed the design of
the locks, including valves, lock-gates and
protection devices, operating machinery,
movable dams, and spillways. Later he
had charge of the inspection and erection
of the lock-gates and the installation of
the operating machinery. DMr. Rousseau,
the remaining engineer member of the
commission, as assistunt to the chief engi-
neer was placed at the head of the second
division and had charge of all mechanical
matters, preparation of estimates, some
of the civil-engineering mutters that arose,
and later the dry docks and coaling-sta-
tions, hoth design and construction. Colo-
nel Hodges and Mr. Rousseau were my
advisers, and 1 have always referred to
them as my right and leit bowers. To
the faithful and loyal support of these two
men is attributed in large measure the
satisfactory progress of the work.

The third division was put under Mr.
Caleb M. Saville, in charge of meteorol-
ogy, hydrography, surveys, and special
investigations, the most important of
which was the examination of the material
underlying Gatun Dam. The relocation
and construction of the new Panama Rail-
road was placed under the chief engineer
of the Panama Railroad Company, Mr.
Ralph Budd, acting through the general
manager, Mr. Hiram J. Slifer, until the
latter resigned, when the head of the work
reported directly to the chief engineer of
the commission. Lieutenant Frederick
Mears succeeded Mr. Budd and com-
pleted the road.

This, in brief, was the organization of
the construction forces that resulted from
the changes made in 1908, and which was
continued, with minor changes to suit new
conditions as they arose, until the water
was admitted into Culebra Cut on October
10, 1913. In addition to definitely fixing
the work in charge of each subordinate,
an effort was made to give him full au-
thority and hold him responsible, thus se-
curing the best that was in him. As a
consequence, each individual took a per-
sonal interest and pride in the work, feel-
ing that the particular work on which he
was engaged was the important piece; it
therefore became our Canal and we were
doing it.

When, in 1910, it was decided to fortify
the Canal, involving the construction of
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gun and mortar batteries for its defense
against naval attack, I took the posi-
tion that the Isthmus was too small for
two separate and independent construc-
tion organizations and that all work of
this character on the Isthmus should he
under one head.  This policy wasadopted
so that the Canal forces and plant were
utilized for the purpose. In the same
way the construction of quarters for the
army is now in charge of the Canal author-
ities with resulting economy in both in-
stances. The additional work was taken
care of by the creation of units reporting
to the chief engineer.

The department of labor, quarters, and
subsistence was subdivided into the quar-
termaster’s department, under Major C.
A. Devol, and the subsistence depart-
ment, under Major Eugene T. Wilson.
The former had charge of the recruiting of
labor, skilled and unskilled, care and as-
signment of quarters, together with fur-
nishing them, distributing fuel, commis-
sary supplies, and distilled water. On
September 1, 1908, the division of mate-
rial and supplies was merged with the
quartermaster’s department. Tothe sub-
sistence department was assigned the op-
eration and care of the hotels, messes, and
kitchens, and to secure the proper and
economical management of the commis-
saries the commissary department of the
Panama Railroad was transferred from
the control of the general manager and
placed under Major Wilson as commis-
sary of the railroad. Thus he had charge
of the purchasing of food-supplies and
their inspection and care after receipt on
the Isthmus.

After explaining to the Secretary of
War, during his visit in 1go8, the changes
in the organization that were under con-
sideration, he called attention to the ex-
penses of sanitation, which had brought
forth considerable criticism from members
of the Committee on Appropriations which
visited the Isthmus in the fall of 1907, and
asked me to look into the matter, suggest-
ing that when Major Devol came down it
might be possible for him to take over the
work inmuch thesame way aspost quarter-
masters perform the work for hospital au-
thorities at military posts. He expressed
the belief that economies might be el-
fected, and if so, a change should be made.
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L had paid little attention to sanitary
work other than to attempt to have grass
cut by seythes and mowing-machines in-
stead of machetes, Tor the estimates that
had been submitted for constructing the
Cuanal were exclusive of sanitation anel
civil administration. After examining the
work being done, the methods of its do-
ing, and discussing the matter with Ma-
jor Devol, Tfelt that a reduction in the
expenditures could be made and better
co-ordination sccured if the grass-cutting
and garbage and night soil collection were
turned over to the quartermaster's de-
partment and the drainage work turned
over to the construction divisions, By
this arrangement the sanitary department
would prescribe what should be done in
the various localities requiring improve-
ment, but the actual work would he exe-
cuted by the forces of other departments,
thereby doing away with the duplication
of supervisory forces that existed. The
health statistics were prepared by Colo-
nel Gorgas, and on looking into them 1
felt that there were some grains of truth
in Lindon W. Bates's charges in his ** Re-
trieval of Panama™; and I hesitated about
ordering the change, for, if this course were
taken, an unfavorable change in statistics
might force me to return to the existing
system, which would have been awkward.

I discussed the matter with Colonel
Gorgas, and, though I failed to convince
him that the work could be done just as
well if not better, I finally secured his con-
sent to have the scheme tried; he was to
prescribe the areas where grass and brush
were to be cut; and, as he held that, as
a rule, engineers were not competent to
drain lands for sanitary purposes, L agreed
to have his engineer prepare such plans
and to carry them out if they conformed
to future construction work. The change
was put into effect September 1, 1g0S.
There was considerable friction for some
time, but this was finally eliminated. 1
watched the statistics carefully for some
months, but, finding that the percentage
of sick continued to drop, I felt that the
new method of doing the work was pro-
ducing the results expected, and the cost
was less, notwithstanding that greater
areas of grass and brush were cut. In
1910 Colonel Gorgas stated that the work
wius not being done so well as formerly
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and requested a return to the old system,
hut, as economies had been effected and
the statistics continued to show a con-
stantly decreasing percentage in the sick-
rate, I declined to comply. 1 laid the
facts before President Taft, who visited
the Isthmus shortly afterward.

The organization of the sanitary de-
partment was top-heavy, and this was
overcome by abolishing some of the exist-
ing positions. The general policy of con-
centration was made applicable to the
hospitals. In 1goj the health branch of
the department consisted of seven hos-
pitals, located one each at various settle-
ments along the line of the Canal, in ad-
dition to the main hospitals at Ancon and
Colon, while in 1gog the line hospitals had
been eliminated, with the exception of the
one for the treatment of inmates of the
penitentiary located at Culebra; the sick
were carried to the terminal hospitals on
hospital cars attached to passenger-trains.

The method of accounting for property
was not satisfactory, and steps were taken
to change the existing system, resulting in
a corresponding change in the organiza-
tion. Themethod in use was modelled, it
is believed, after that in common use by
the railroads, the records being prepared
from the monthly abstracts of receipts
and issues by the division of material and
supplies, which therefore were duplicates
of the record kept by the chiel of that di-
vision; yet the latter was the responsible
officer. The system proposed for substi-
tution was to have the chief quartermas-
ter take up on returns all property as it
arrived or was purchased on the Isthmus,
The property would then be transferred
to the various divisions or departments
for which ordered, or turned over to the
main storehouse, which was to he in
charge of an accountable officer, All
officials having property were to render
returns for that in their possession to be
checked against the records. A change
in the personnel of the accounting branch
of the work brought to the Isthmus Mr.
W. W. Warwick as examiner of accounts,
whose thorough familiarity with govern-
ment accounting, by reason of his service
under the Treasury Department in an im-
portant position and knowledge of com-
mission methods dating almost from the
start, made him of great assistance in re-
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organizing this essential element of the
work. The method of advanced audit
was introduced, and the reorganization of
the property and accounting branches
was made effective October 1, 1908,

Very little change was made in the or-
ganization of the department of civil ad-
ministration. An Executive Order abol-
ishing the existing municipalities was
issued before the third commission took
charge, though it hecame effective subse-
quent to that date. The Canal Zone was
divided into five municipalities, each with
its mayor, municipal council, secretary,
treasurer, and judge. These were re-
placed by four administrative districts, to
each of which a tax-collector was assigned.
The municipal judges were replaced by
district judges, and the public works and
improvements of the several districts
were placed under a superintendent of
public works for the Zone. The enact-
ment of ordinances, previously vested in
the municipal councils, was assigned to
the Isthmian Canal Commission, but such
ordinances required the approval of the
Secretary of War to be effective. With
the organization of the three construction
divisions, the municipal engineering re-
quired by the superintendent of public
works was performed by the various divi-
sion engineers,

Ex-Senator Blackburn, who had served
as the head of the department of civil ad-
ministration from April 1, 1907, severed
his connection with the work by resigna-
tion effective December 4, 1gog, and by
this Tlost one of my supporters. Hislong
public service, his knowledge of men and
public affairs, made him a very valuable
adviser and counsellor, and his method of
handling matters with the Panama officials
in cases affecting the interests of the Canal
Zone and the neighboring republic has
never been equalled. The vacancy on the
commission was filled by the appointment,
on May 6, 1910, of Mr. Maurice H.
Thatcher, of Kentucky, who occupied the
position until August g, 1913. When 1
was in Washington in the summer of 1911
President Taft asked me about the satis-
factoriness of Mr. Thatcher’s services as
head of the department of civil adminis-
tration, and, after telling him frankly the
opinion I had formed, I could not refrain
from quoting his formula for determining
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a man’s uscfulness in the public serviee,
and brought forth a laugh when T claimed
some credit for not complaining.,  Mr,
Thatcher was succeeded by Mr. Richard
L. Metcalle, of Nebraska, who continued
in office until April 1, 1914, when the com-
mission was abolished und the oreaniza-
tion provided by the Panama Canal Act
was made effective.

In the winter of 1009 Mr. Taft, then
President-elect, made an effort to securce
the passage by the Senate of the bill passed
by the House of Representatives which
provided for abolishing the commission
and establishing the one-man control for
completing the work and for operating
and maintaining the Cuanal. While the
one-man control was already in effect, it
rested upon the Executive Order of Pres-
ident Roosevelt, and it was deemed ad-
visable to have it founded on law; but
his efforts were unavailing. The House of
Representativesof the next Congress again
passed such a measure, and, while it was
reported favorably by the Senate Com-
mittee on Interoceanic Canals, it failed to
be taken up when it was reached on the
calendar, because, as I understood, of the
provision in the measure which discrim-
inated against ships owned by the trans-
continental railroad lines. T was amuserl
to learn, from gossip extant on the Isth-
mus, that if the bill became a law ex-Pres-
ident Roosevelt, after his return from Af-
rica, would be sent to take charge of the
work, and that I was aiding and abetting
thisplan; it was alsoasserted that Twanted
the measure enacted in order to get more
power. INo bill could have given me more
power than had already been vested in
me by the Executive Order of January 6,
1go8. Whether the bill passed or not
made little difference to me, for T always
had the right to quit, and this T would
have been obliged to do if there had been
any abridgment of my authority, for
time had not bettered the relations exist-
ing between myself and some of my col-
leagues, and I could not have carried for-
ward the work satisfactorily except as it
was being done. However, the time was
approaching when some action was neces-
sary.

The Spooner Act provided for the con-
struction of the Canal but made no pro-
vision for its operation and maintenance.
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As the work advanced and there seemed
every reasonable prospect of having a
canal usable by shipping, commercial in-
terests had to be informed of the rules
and regulations governing its use as well
as the tolls that were to be charged, and
nothing could he done until Congress de-
termined the policy; naturally, this in-
volved the consideration and settlement
of the whole subject, including the organ-
ization for operation and maintenance.
The committecs of bhoth houses of Con-
gress having charge of Canal legislation
visited the Isthmus during the winter of
1911-12, made examinations of the exist-
ing conditions, held hearings for taking
the testimony of the heads of the various
departments and divisions, and continuerl
them later in Washington: us the result of
which the Panama Canal Act received the
approval of the President on August o4,
1gr2,

This act is similar in some respects to
the Spooner Act, in that it authorizes the
President of the United States, after abol-
ishing the commission when the services
of that body were no longer necessary, " to
complete, govern, and operate the Pana-
ma Canal, and govern the Canal Zone,”
while the Spooner Act authorized the Pres-
ident to construct it. In short, full au-
thority in both cases was vested in the
President. The Panama Canal Act dif-
fers from the Spooner Act in that, while the
latter imposed a commission of seven as
the instrumentality for construction, the
former provides a governor, or one-man
control, for completing, operating, and
governing the Canal. The designation
“governor " for the head of the enterprise
has heen regarded as unfortunate, as tend-
ing to give an erroneous impression of the
duties and scope of the office, but the
framer of the Bill, Judge W. C. Adamson,
M.C., chairman of the Interstate Comi-
merce committee of the House, explained
to me that he had fixed upon this title so
as to prevent the creation of a position
to look after civil affairs, which must of
necessity be of relatively small impor-
tance, to be used for political purposes us
theretofore had been the case.

With the Canal advanced sufficiently
toward completion to permit of its use, its
operation and maintenance became the
first considerations, and the organization
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to be adopted should he such as to subor-
dinate everything to these two objects—
in exactly the same way as was done with
the building of the Canal during the con-
struction period.  As between operation
and maintenance, the former would be
relatively easy were the Canal properly
maintained. Under such conditions, in
order that proper subordination might be
secured, the most effective, and therefore
most economical, organization would be
secured by placing an engincer in con-
trol—one who had the technical ability
to solve the various engineering problems
that werelikely to arise and who was at the
same time a good administrator, Thissug-
gestion or recommendation was adopted,
which enabled the governor to place the
department of operation and maintenance
in such relation to the other branches of
the organization as to bring about the co-
operation necessary to secure the best re-
sults from all. The governor is assisted
in the management of the department of
operation and maintenance by an engi-
neer of maintenance, whose title indicates
his duties, and by a naval officer in charge
of shipping through the Canal together
with all other marine matters and ques-
tions that may arise. The work under
each is subdivided into divisions the work
and authority of which are definitely fixed.

The conduct of civil affairs is vested
in the governor, who exercises this func-
tion through an executive secretary. The
other portions of the work are adminis-
tered through the supply department—in
charge of all food and construction sup-
plies and the management of hotels, mess-
es, kitchens, cold-storage plants, and laun-
dries; the health department—in charge
of sanitation, hospitals, and quarantine;
accounting department—charged with the
collection and disbursement of all funds,
together with auditing the Panama Rail-
road and Canal Zone accounts and the ad-
ministrative examination of the expend-
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itures and collections whose final audit
rests with the auditor for the War De-
partment.

By the Panama Canal Act specific pro-
vision is made for the courts and their
officials, making an independent judicial
system for the Canal and the Zone. The
remaining construction work is executed
either throurzh the engineer of mainte-
nance or by separate divisions reporting
to the governor, the latter to exist only so
long as may be necessary to complete the
work, which includes dry docks, coaling-
stations, and terminal facilities, not au-
thorized until 1g12 and therefore not yet
completed, fortifications, and some dredg-
ing, which could not be completed with
the rest of the Canal because of the neces-
sity for using the plant on the slides,

During the construction period each
department administered its own affairs,
but with the reorganization under the
Panama Canal Act began a gradual con-
centration of administrative functions, in-
cluding the Canal proper, the Canal Zone
government, and the Panama Railroad; so
that all accounting is done now by one
force instead of three; the records of all
departments and divisions ‘are consoli-
dated under one head, as are all corre-
spondence, property, and drafting.

The reorganization is completed and
follows that which existed during con-
struction as closely as the new conditions
permitted. The same results are sought
—economy of administration and the con-
centration of authority in such a way as
not only to enable the fixing of responsi-
bility but also to allow such scope as to
arouse an individual interest in the work.
The reorganization was begun on April 1,
1914, and was completed in September
following: it has, therefore, been in opera-
tion but a relatively short time, yet the
team-work already secured promises for it
the same success as that attained by the
construction organization.

[General Goethals's fourth article, "' Questions of Administration,” will appear in the June number.]




A BROTHER OF THE

ANGLE

By Willis Boyd Allen

IrruesrrATIONS BY Al B.

T seemsstrange that in these
daysof bustle and business,
of commotion over tariff
and income tax, of unsuc-
cesstul and successful war;

== =~ of flying over the ground

at the rate of a mile a minute, and through
the air even more swiftly; of “progrem '
and muck-raking and “boom’’; of mate-
rialistic tendencies and activities whose
watchwordsare, in the vernacular, * push
and “punch,” and whose slogan is “ Get
a move on!”’ that in this era of restless
energy and change there should exist one
civilized, full-grown man who cares for
fishing: an occupation which, as our hon-
est Izaak Walton assures us, “invites to
contemplation and quietness.” He adds
naively, “I, sir, am a Brother of the

Angle.”

Contemplation and quietness! Will
these words soon be labelled in our dic-
tionaries ““obsolete? It would seem so;
yet there will be some use for them, among
old-fashioned folk, as long as the word
“angling” holds its place. I have read
somewhere, in an interesting letter of by-
gone days, that when the writer became a
man, he put away childish things. But
bound up in the same volume is another
pamphlet, wherein we are told of an au-
gust Form who addressed the multitudes
by the seashore; whose chosen compan-
ions were fishermen; and who bade his
hearers become as little children, if they
would inherit the kingdom of heaven.

With a good conscience, then, and sup-
ported by the highest Authority, one may
yield to the delights, however childish, of
that innocent recreation which * Pisca-
tor’” so well defended nearly three cen-
turies ago. When we are confused and
harried by the turmoil of modern life, our
heads and our hearts aching with its com-
plex problems, its exigent demands, its
rebuffs and its bitter disappointments,
let us turn once more to the forest and

Frost

meadow, the peaceful stream, with the
fleecy clouds or overhanging boughs
kindly tempering the rays of the summer
sun; let us drop our pens, abandon for
the nonce our manuscripts, our ledgers, or
the stock reports of the day, and “go
a-fishing.”

I was ransacking a long-unopened chest
the other day, when I picked up a little
tin flask, unscrewed the stopper abstract-
edly, and took a sniff. What a trans-
formation! The walls of my foom, and
of the brick and stone dwellings on the
other side of the way, vanished as if at
the touch of an enchanter's wand. They
were replaced by the drooping branches
of pine and hemlock, “bearded with
moss.”  The roar of the city street died
away in the murmur and rush of a moun-
tain brook. The arrogant, coughing
shriek of a passing automobile became
a thrush’s flute-note, calling from the
thicket. In the dark, foam-flecked pool
before me a trout had just shown a
golden flash as he rose for a floating in-
sect. Quick—let me select a fly, a mod-
est one, for this small stream—say, a
brown hackle or a dark’ Montreal—but
the moment passed, and I was again a
hurried, dusty, fussy man of business,
hunting for an old deed in my musty
chest. Such had been the magic, only
too fleeting, of that one whiff of the few
drops of pennyroyal-and-tar which the
little flask still contained! -

When the actual scenes of his loved
pursuit are inaccessible, your true fisher-
man tries to find a temporary solace in
looking over his tackle; and when that
diversion palls, in the pages of his books,
The “Compleat Angler,” it need hardly
be said, is first choice; and its Appendix,
by “Charles Cotton, Esq.,” is not to be
neglected.  Of modern writers we turn to
Doctor van Dyke, with his “Little Riv-

rs" and “Fisherman’s Luck"; or to an
author who is in danger of being forgotten
549
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nowadays, William C. Prime. His ©T
(o a-Iishing " s fragrant with the odor
of balsam fir and arbor vite.  In his de-
Jectable pages 1 have gloated over the old
fisherman’s defense of his tobaceo-pipe.
His Tavaorite indulgence, he declares, is
harmless compared with the pernicious
doughnut habit of rural New England;
and then follows that delightiul descrip-
tion of the butterfly that doted on to-
hacco smoke—which was enough to settle
the whole qguestion, once for alll It is
Doctor Prime who tells us of the results
of his ohservations of trout rising to nat-
ural flies.  The crafty fish. he soberly as-
serts, invariably strike the insect first
with their fails, knocking it over into the
water and snapping it up with a lightning
dart, which can hardly be distinguished
from the original movement. so quickly
does one succeed the other! The good dac-
tor may be right, for all T know, Would
that I could at this moment hear the
splash of the rising beauty, and see the
widening rings on the sunset-illumined
surface of the forest lake! I must con-
fess, right here, that of late years I have
often had misgivings lest, from my sym-
pathy with the 5. P. C. T. A,, and the
modern nature-study movement, I should
become too tender-hearted to enjoy fish-
ing; as 1 long ago abjured hunting as a
sport.  But with every returning season I
am devoutly thankful to find my passion
for angling unimpaired, and my conscience
in the matter as clear as ever. The sui-
fering inflicted upon these dully organized
creatures is, science assurcs us, compari-
tively light; and it is invariably reduced
to its lowest terms hy all true sportsmen.
I have seen people who sincerely mourned
over the violent death of & mosquito.  So
easy is the descent from genuine thought-
fulness to sentimentalism. With which
comforting reflection we may dismiss the
subject.

I was spending a few August dayvs at
Crawford’s, some twenty yeuars ago, and
had amused myself, us had others, in
whipping the dark little like at the head
of the Notch, with no results beyond a
sun-scorched face and draggled flies. One
afternoon Doctor Prime arrived.  Within
a half-hour after he had left the train he
was on thelake. Itwasa treat to see him
cast, his sixty or seventy feet of line
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gently floating through the air in exquisite
curves, and the flies dropping like thistle-
down at their farthest range. A little
later the gray-bearded fisherman pad-
dled back to the landing, his net sagging
with the weight of a pound-and-a-quarter
trout—the very one, we all declared, that
we had been trying for a week to catch!
I'rom which it may be deduced that what
W. C. Prime did not know about fishing,
and the habits of salmo fontinalis, was a
negligible quantity.  As old English Jack,
the Crawford hermit, once said of a local
fisherman, “Why, sir, he c¢'d ketch trout
off'n a fir-tree!”

Then there is * Charley ™ Stevens, with
his book on Ayv-fishing in Maine; and gal-
Jant ** Captain’’ Farrar, who wrote that
series of jollv camping-out stories for
boys a generation ago, and whom old
habitués of the Middle Dam and Par-
machenee remember right well and right
pleasantly.  The child-hearted captain
commanded no battleship nor ocean
liner, but his little thirty-foot launch
bravelv ploughed the waters of those beau-
tiful mountain-encircled lakes of Maine,
and many an expert fisherman and mighty
hunter has he conveved—anamic, weak-
muscled, brain-fagged—to their camps
in the wilderness; to bring them out, a
few weeks later, bronzed, hearty, and
once more ready for the world's work.
How the wild Indian names of those
Llessed lakes stick in the memory—Um-
bagog, Welakennebacook, Mooselucme-
guntic, Mollychunkamunk, Cupsuptic,
andOquossuc!  To whisper them softly is
to hear again the sough of the wind in
the pines, the mocking laugh of the loon,
the " light drip of the suspended oar,” the
purrund crackle of the flames of the eve-
mng camp-fire.

There are come writers—adventurous
fellows, too, and full of outdoors spirit—
who show plainiy enough in their books
that they have 1o genuine love for fishing.
I do not now recall a single instance in
Clark Russell's glorious sea-stories, or in
Rider Haggard's tales of the African veldt
and jungle, of the legitimate capture of
a fish, either for sport or for food. The
wrecked crew break open biscuit-hoxes,
the lost adventurer brings down game by
wonderiful shots: they do everything to
procure food, except fish.  The characters
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of these novelists have the instinct of the
sailor, the hunter, not of the fisherman;
and so are the more truly drawn, I sup-
pose. How surely one can deduce from
Dickens’s stories that piscatorial pursuits
were utterly outside his world! Mr.
Snodgrass, Mr. Winkle, and Tracy Tup-
man might toy with shotguns—to the
trepidation of the keeper and his boy
but they never touched rod or line; and
Mr. Pickwick himself, although repre-
VorL. LVIL.—s8

sented on the first page of the original
parts of the immortal history which bears
his name as sitting asleep in a punt, while
a hooked fish pulls down the end of his
rod, was not, I believe, once betrayed, in
the varied course of his adventures, into a
trial of Walton's ““ genial art.”

Novelists there are, indeed, whose hearts
are plainly in the highlands, a-chasing
not the wild deer, but the wilder and
more elusive trout and salmon, while they
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scratch away with their pens and burn mid-
night oil over their manuscripts. What
would be left of William Black’s ro-
mances, if you expurgated them of salm-
on-catching scenes? One of the most
fascinating accounts of fishing T know oc-
curs in a book of travel and exploration,
now almost completely forgotten by the
public, Sir Samuel Baker’s “Nile Tribu-
taries of Abyssinia,”” published in 1868.
He was encamped on the banks of the At-
hara, which had fallen far below its rainy-
season level; and started to try his luck
without the least idea of the kind or size
of fish that the turbid waters might fur-
nish. A “terrific strike” at his minnow
bait carried away the hook and half the
line in a moment. ‘““‘Well, that was a
monster!’ T exclaimed, as I recovered my
inglorious line. ‘T replaced the lost hooks
by a still larger set, with the stoutest
gimp and swivels, and once more I tried
my fortune,”” This time he had better
luck, and “quickly landed a fish of about
twelve pounds, known to the Arabs as a
bavard.” Afterward, fishing in the same
river, he caught a bayard weighing a lit-
tle over sixty pounds. A few days later,
using a one-pound fish as bait, he hooked
a great, perch-like creature, which sev-
eral times leaped above the surface of the
water and took out a hundred yards of
fresh line. The monster was finally played
into the shallows, and a native attendant
landed him oi ef armis. This fish was
salmon-colored, and tasted like trout.
It weighed about fifty pounds. The
Arab name for it was “baggar,” or “cow-
fish.” The next notable capture was a
baggar of eighty pounds—but here we will
leave the doughty sportsman, whose fish
stories I should well like to have heard,
before a camp-fire.  One cannot help be-
ing reminded—although no doubt has
been thrown on these thrilling accounts—
of the occasion when a committee-man
was examining a classof boys in the South.
“Can any of you,” he asked, “tell me
what ‘amphibious’ means, and give a
sentence to illustrate?” A bright little
darky held up his hand. “T know, sah!
It’s lying! Mos’ fish stories am fibious!”
Baker, who will always be remembered as
one of the great African explorers of the
nineteenth century, was knighted on his
return from the Sudan in 1866. He com-
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manded one more expedition to Africa
in 1869, wrote several books of travel,
and died at his home in England on the
last day of 1893,at the age of seventy-two.
After all, his experiences were no more
wonderful than those of tarpon fisher-
men in our own Florida. Tt was the weird
stage-setting, the constant imminence of
the unexpected, the ex Africa semper ali-
quid, novi, that gave them their unique
charm. Who is there that does not re-
call one more instance of wonderful fish-
ing in Lower Egypt? This time it is a
queen who speaks:

“Give me mine angle—we'll to the river: there,
My music playing far off, I will betray
Tawney-finned fishes ; my bended hook shall

pierce
Their slimy jaws; and, as I draw them up,
I'll think them every one an Antony,
And say, ‘Ah, ha! you're caught!””

Whereupon Charmian, the saucy at-
tendant, replies:

“’Twas merry when
You wagered on your angling ; when your diver
Did hang a =alt-fish on his hook, which he
With fervency drew up!”

What a vivid touch is that “with fer-
vency”’! One can see the real angler's
expression in Antony’s face as he hauls in
his strangely submissive captive; and hear
the silvery laugh of the queen, leaning for-
ward and clapping her little hands, as the
head of her guest’s “salt-fish” appears
above water. She was no haughty, un-
scrupulous, crafty monarch at that mo-
ment, but a mischievous girl. T am glad
we have had that one wholesome glimpse
of Antony and Cleopatra.

It is a far cry from Africa to Maine.
My own piscatorial experiences, T admit,
have been of a far less sensational order
than those of the famous traveller or the
infatuated Roman of ancient days. I
was early initiated into the peaceful art by
my father, himself an enthusiastic, though
not fanatical, disciple of Walton. 1 well
remember when, at the age of seven or
thereabouts, I was promised an excursion
to a stream where real trout were occa-
sionally caught. Thitherto my exploits
had been limited to the capture of small
shiners; and even now I can recall the vi-
sions I had of a great, sweeping river,
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something between the Mississippi and
the Amazon, in whose foaming food
sported gigantic fish, gleaming like silver,
and flecked with scarlet and gold. It was

of the Angle

ol the beautiful creature
to my fondest expectations.
there was

was fully up
After that
always good-natured rivalry

between my loved preceptor—the truest

That first fizht with a three-pound trout —Page 554,

a great disappointment to find that the
trout-stream was a brook hardly larger
than the home of the shiners, flowing
sleepily through a cow-pasture and linger-
ing in sunny meadows. With the l.mdmrr
of 1 my first trout, however, all dissatisfac-
tion vanished. Even the disillusionment
as to the real size of the fish—a few ounces
in weight—could not balance the joy of
the capture; and the coloring, at any rate,

type of sweet and noble fatherhood I
have ever known—and myself, as to the
number and size of our respective catches.
As long as my father lived, each of us was
first choice to the other as companion in
our woodland tramps.

In the old farmhouse which was our
home for a few weeks each year, during
the fishing season, we used to lay out the
largest fish upon birch-bark or brown
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paper, and trace his outlines, filling in
with various artistic touches alterward.
The sketch was then labelled with data
as to the weight of the fish and time of
capture, signed by the successful fisher-
man, and pinned to the wall of the living-

projecting and swaying log, over which the
water rushed ankle-deep, I played the fel-
low for twenty minutes—minutes fraught
with a lifetime of excitement and anxiety
lest T should slip off the log and be swept

down-stream; or, far worse, the trout

I have taken them—ome, two, three,

room, which is still adorned with many
such trophies—mute and touching re-
minders, to me, of the dear comrade who
is no longer in visible presence beside me
as, at long intervals, T escape from my
work in the city, loiter on the banks of
that little country brook, and listen to
its soft murmur blended with the sighing
of the pine.

My next promotion in the art of an-
gling was to fly-fishing, in the wild, forest-
nurtured waters of the upper Androscog-
gin. I shall never forget that first fight
with a three-pound trout.  Standing on a

or mere pounds’ weight —Page 550.

should succeed in warping the line around
a bowlder and free himself. My rod was
bent into an inverted U, the taut line
dripped and wandered hither and thither
in the rapids, with the buried end always
drawing a little nearer as I gained notch af-
ter notch in my reel: until at last the Upton
guide, anxious to please my father as well
as me, skilfully slipped his net under the
fishand lifted him from the foaming water.

I wonder that I did not then and there
lose my footing on that slippery, sub-
merged log. Tt seemed impossible to bal-
ance mysell, in the delirious flush of tri-
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umph, and creep slowly back to shore, to
walk on two ordinary, soaking-wet feet.
I wanted to fly, to soar above the tree-
tops like an osprey, clutching my booty.
Instead, I followed the guide, speculating
eagerly and vocally as to the weight of our
catch, and recounting to willing ears the
trepidations and thrills of various critical
moments of the fizht. We were below
the old “ Middle Dam,” on the upper side
of which was my father, who, absorbed in

his own fishing, had known nothing of the
battle royal. I clambered up the rocky
face of thedam. The guide followed, still
carrying the trout in the net. The fish
was so big that his huge square tail actu-
ally projected above the brass rim. A
moment more, and the exploit would be
complete. I shouted to my father to
come and see what I had caught. The
guide, climbing rather awkwardly, and
holding the long-handled net in his left
555
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hand, wasg just surmounting the cap-piece
ol the dam when the trout gave an unex-
pected flop, threw himself out of the net,
flashed through the air, caromed off a
mossy log—and was gone in the foaming,
roaring torrent of the river! Sic fransit
cloria mundi !

Let us draw the kindly veil of silence
over the guide's remarks, chielly ad-
dressed to himself and the trout, during
the next few minutes. It was noticeable
that the weight of that fish had increased
perceptibly since he was netted, that he
already weighed at least half a pound
more than at first.  He has been gaining
ever since. I am not positively sure that
originally he would have tipped the scales
at over two pounds and three-guarters.
No sooner had he escaped than he was “a
little better than a three-pounder.” I
speak of him carelessly, nowadays, as
“something under four pounds.”

I sometimes wonder whether that dis-
appointment of my boyhood days is not
responsible for the fact that in my dreams
T am never quite successful in Janding a
fish; or that the trout, genuine enough in
the dream river, becomes a minnow, or
even a bloated sculpin, when brought to
shore. The impression then made seems
to have scored deeply on the mysterious
brain tissues, like the “recorder” of a
graphophone; and in the unconscious
night visions the “reproducing cylinder”
is fitted to its place and set running, so as
to re-enact, in distorted fashion, that
scene of long ago. I take a good deal of
pleasure in dreams, and have had my
share of interesting ones: darting about on
invisible wings, like a swallow; singing
like Caruso; swimming with the speed of a
bluefish; trundling over hill and dale in a
horseless wagon, long before the world
gaped at the sight of the first automobile.
But there is no fun for me in my fishing-
dreams, which are not infrequent. Some-
how I am never successful in my sport,
and start up, after one of them, as from a
nightmare.

Once or twice I have had actual experi-
ences, in my waking moments, which left
exactly the same impression. Not long
ago I was in Iredericton, N. B. Seeing
a couple of men fishing off the end of a
wharf, I felt the attraction of “a brother
of the angle,” and strolled down to say,
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“What luck?” and see what they were
catching. As I drew near, my words of
cheery greeting died away. The men—
they were huge negroes of the lowest type,
with intensely black, brutal faces—were
bobbing for eels, and several of these
never too agreeable objects were squirms-
ing on the wharf. They were about two
feet long, of a sickly, greenish yellow
(when they turned upon their backs), and
were thicker than my wrist. It was evi-
dent from what source these abominable,
bloated creatures of mud and slime, fre-
quenting the water-front of the city,
obtained their sustenance. Even then I
might have spoken, but the men turned
their backs on me sullenly and silently, as
I approached, and I hastened to retrace
my steps.

One other scene, in this connection, re-
curs to me vividly. As I was crossing
Boston Common on a cold day early in
November I noticed a small group of
idlers lining the curb of the western por-
tion of the Frog Pond. There was a
“fly-casting contest,” it seemed, in prog-
ress. A platform had been built out
into the pond, and upon this the contest-
ants took position in turn, as they cast
for accuracy or distance. Nobody spoke:
a dull, depressing silence hung over the
gathering. The gray sky, the naked
branches of the elms, the stolid and rather
squalid crowd, hands in pockets; the far-
cast fly settling into the sour, murky,
stagnant water,or entangling itself among
sodden leaves and floating rubbish, as the
voiceless wielder of the rod slowly reeled
in—it was a veritable dyspeptic dream of
trout-fishing.

It is curious to note purely local predi-
lections for special sorts of fish found in
various districts. Very likely I was over-
squeamish about those eels. In the col-
ored colony at the little New Brunswick
capital, eels—overfed and overgrown but
decidedly cheap and easily procured—are
no doubt as popular on the table as they
were in ancient Rome. The country folk
in many parts of New England are very
fond of pickerel, as a breakfast dish. In
Boston they are a rather expensive luxury,
almost ranking with trout; but in north-
ern Maine, especially in the vicinity of the
great trout streams and lakes, the idea of
using them as food is abhorrent. “I'd as
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soon eat snake!” said a guide to me.

Brook trout, crispy and brown from the
frying-pan, had made an epicure of him.
Most of the fish that abound in the Sea
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pursuit of the wealthy in Egypt, as well
as of the poor who could not afford a net.
Something like our modern weirs were
also in vogue; but in Gennesaret they

—

And soon the fish are sputtering and sizzling.— FPage sfio.

of Galilee nowadays, as they did two thou-
sand years ago, are a species of bream and
chub. A canning-factory, I am told, is
now in process of erection on the shore
not far from Capernaum! These fish
were formerly taken almost wholly in
nets, though fish-hooks seem to have been
known and used more or less throughout
the East from very early times. Wilkin-
son tells us that angling was a favorite

were expressly forbidden by law, in Bible
times. Fly-fishing was unknown until a
comparatively recent period.

But the word “fly-fishing” recalls us
from Egypt and Palestine with a snap, as
the trailing fly is jerked from the surface
of the pool where it rippled a moment, a
dozen fathoms distant from the canoe; to
be cast over the shoulder, it may be, by
a deft turn of the wrist, to an inviting spot
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in the opposite direction. Once again
memory reverts to serene and blithesome
scenes of long ago, when life itself seemed
but a jovous stream, from which we had
but to take the choicest of fish, at our lik-
ing. The taste for reminiscence grows
hy indulgence, and may easily become
boresome to one's friends, pernicious
to oneself. At what age, I wonder, does
a man begin to walk backward? The
tendency, which, of course, varies with
the temperament of the individual, is a
subtle and deplorable habit. After fifty
most of us look over our shoulders a good
deal, to say the least; and before long,
turning slowly, like Mr. Pickwick on the
ice at Dingley Dell, we are but too apt to
set our faces almost wholly toward the
558

past.  When I revisit the scenes of earlier
travel and adventure I find myself in-
evitably reverting to those days in which
1, too, was young and hopeful; and, what
is worse, boring my youthful companions
by calling their attention to incidents long
forgotten, and to biographical anecdotes
of friends who once, as these do now, made
the forest ring with their laughter and
merry voices, long since silent. ** Twenty”
—*“thirty "—"forty years ago,” I hear
myself saying, over and over. Tt is, in-
deed, an insidious fault, apt to result in a
habit of mind, and consequent reiteration
of reminiscence, which might be termed
“agoism.” Many of my friends are af-
flicted with it, and I find my own mood
and conversation but too often glaring ex-
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amples of the failing. Heavens! if all of
us who yield to Lot’s wife's temptation
were to be summarily visited with that
unhappy lady’s punishment, every high-
way would soon be but a pergola, for the
white pillars upreared along its course!

But what, pray, would become of fish
stories, were reminiscence tabooed? Hard-
ly less enjoyable than the actual scenes
recalled are the mutual accounts of fish-
ermen’s adventures, as the campers gather
around the blazing fire in the log hut, or
under thestars, andstoriesare ““ swapped,”
amid the curling wreaths of smoke from
brier-wood and meerschaum. It isall the
cosier if the gathering must be under
shelter, with the rain-drops pattering on
the bark roof. The guide shuts the low
door of the cabin and makes all snug.
“I don't want no b’ars creepin’ 'raound
on my feet to-night," he soliloquizes. The
clergyman, in flannel shirt, corduroys, and
heavy brogans, takes out his fly-book, to
illustrate his day’s adventures, and proves
the story of the big trout he lost by pro-
ducing the *‘silver doctor,” draggled and
torn by the monstrous fish. The tired
lawyer leans upon his elbow, on a fragrant
heap of fir boughs, blows a few circles of
blue smoke, and matches the minister's
story with one of his own experiences in
the Adirondacks. The rest smoke in
silence, their eyes fixed on the glowing
brands of the fire in the huge, rudely con-
structed fireplace. The wind moans out-
side the tiny, four-pane window, and the
call of a loon is heard, far off on the lake.

“He'd weigh six pounds, if an ounce!”
exclaims the reverend camper, smiting his
knee as he supplements his story.

Every fisherman has heard of certain
mysterious runs, or " holes,” stocked with
fabulously large and gamy trout. In a
little bay near the northwest extremity of
Umbagog is a quiet bit of water, suggest-
ing pickerel, but one of the last places in
which to look for trout. Casting, indeed,
would be futile. The wary monsters hid-
den under that smooth surface will not rise
to an artificial fly. At the bottom of the
lake, nearly sixty feet deep at that point,
is a cold spring, where these splendid fel-
lows congregate. Itneeds some courage
to confess how I have taken them—one,
two, three, or more pounds’ weight, with
bait, at the end of a tremendously long
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line. It did seem like cod-fishing—until
the fish was [airly hooked; then it hecame
rather exciting. Now, a hundred [eet
away you might fish all day, with hait or
fly, without seeing or feeling a sign of
trout.

There is a tradition that somewhere
far up on the side of Mount Willard, near
the White Mountain Notch, a fisherman
once came upon a deep pool half-hidden
under moss and shrubbery, and by skil-
ful manipulation of his hook and line ex-
tracted therefrom a basketful of fine
trout. The brook which supplied the
pool was, as often happens in the moun-
tain districts, mostly concealed under-
ground, and the casual tramper, so the
story goes, would never discover its exist-
ence. I have hunted for that wonderful
fish-pool myself, and have succeeded so
far as to find the tiny stream, gurgling
under the roots of gnarled firs, and be-
neath moss-covered howlders; but the
magic reservoir itself, il it ever existed,
remained unseen. There is, however, a
spot within a mile of its supposed loca-
tion, where I am perfectly sure I could go
at any time when the ice is out of the
stream, and take from half a dozen to a
dozen fine trout. The bhrook—1I shall
be forgiven, I trust, if I do not specify
which brook of the many in the district—
rippling hardly two inches in depth over
a bed of golden pebbles, makes a sudden
turn behind a thick clump of scrub trees,
and gathers itself, unsuspected by the
uninitiated, in a pool five or six feet deep
under a huge rock. The top of that
bowlder, densely overgrown with moss
and hushes, is the only point from which
the pool can be fished; and from its ap-
pearance no one would guess the harvest
below. T am always careful not to leave
traces of my scramble, in broken twigs or
displaced moss! The last time I was
there I took sixteen good trout in about
as many minutes.

By these open and shameless references
of mine to bait-fishing the reader may see
that T am not one of those sportsmen who
despise “ground hackle.” That fly-fish-
ing is clean, and free from the muscular
efforts of mountain-climbing; that it is
usually rewarded with larger fish than
those taken with a worm; that it has a
freedom, a jollity, a certain broad, wide-
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spaced  exhilordion, T willingly  admit.
But the humbler, old-Tushioned methaod
has o charm of its own which T am not
ready Lo forego,

With no impedimenta but a ereel (even
that is not an  absolute necessity; its
place being often taken by an alder Lwig,
a tstring,” cut froni the nearest bush), a
bait-box strapped in my belt, and a small
tin [rying-pan in my pocket, I start up a
mountain path which crosses the brook a
mile or two above the valley. There,
alter a briel rest from my steep climb, I
proceed to cut w slender rod—alder, birch,
or moosewood—ahbout eizht feet [rombutt
to tip; attach six or seven feet of dark-
ereen silk line, with a gutted * Limerick ”
hook: and T am ready for business.

Creeping up to the pool below the first
rapid (the brook is so narrow, or its bed
so strewn with Lowlders, that it can be
crossed with dry feet at almost any point),
I crouch low, and let the bait sink under a
projecting rock, keeping the hook gently
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trout; lift the close-fitting cover fro_m my
tiny pocket frying-pan, which contains an
ounce of corn-meal and two small squares
of pork wrapped in oil-paper; and soon the
fish are sputtering and sizzling in most
appetizing fashion over a bed of hot coals.
T have brought in another pocket, it may
be, a buttered roll, or some fruit. The
trout, brown and crisp, are served on a
square of birch-bark; and what a feast is
mine!

After lunch is finished, débris burned,
pan sand-scoured, dried, and again pock-
eted, T lean back against my moss-up-
holstered couch, and smoke my pipe of
peace. Peace, indeed! There is a sense
ol uplift, mental and spiritual as well as
physical, in these high places, far removed
from the cares, the grosser demands of
lile, the petty anxieties and limitations of
every-day existence in the busy world we
have left behind and below us. The air
breathes softly down from the near-by
mountain summits, following the course

in motion and floating naturally with the —efthe little stream which, owning the same

current. T use no sinker, beyond, some-
times, a single shot.  Presently the tip of
the little rod goes down with a wabbling
tug. A moment’s pause, then a deft
“strike,” and out comes my first trout,
flashing through the air.  One by one the
number in the basket increases as T make
my way slowly down-stream, clinging to
roots of huge, overhanging trees, wrig-
gling over mossyv ledges, dropping [rom
low-drooping houghs to point after point
of vantage. After a couple of hours of
this, I deem it time for a halt.

The stream just here broadens out into
ashallow sheet of water, singing and dinc-
ing between moss-covered rocks and over
stretehes of  tawny-gleaming  sand. T
take off my creel, which hus grown pretty
beavy, gather a few dry sticks, and start a
little ire on a broad ledge where there is
no danger of its spreading. Then T pro-
ceed to dress three or four of the smallest

birthplace, seems hardly less translucent
than the golden atmosphere. I take a
cupful from the swift current, and quaff
the essence of the white vapors, the errant
winds, of the lofty peaks. It is like drink-
ing music. On the mossy forest floor
all about me the pools of sunshine shift
and shimmer in ever-changing succession.
The silence of the deep wood, broken only
by the dreamy song of the brook, rests
upon the fir-clad mountain slope. Not a
bird-note punctuates the stillness.

Far overhead, through an opening in
the boughs of maple and yellow birch, I
see a dot, growing to a thin black line,
moving slowly across the field of blue: a
solitary eagle, soaring through space as
far over me as I am above the restless life
of man in the valley below. Now he has
passed out of my vision, and T am alone
again with the brook, the forest, the golden
sunlight, the long, bright summer day.
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SNC’ JONAS, he say it look
ty| ter him like things ain’t
f P owine on right on dis here
/ % plantation, somehow,” ob-
ol served Delphy to the
4 assembled company in the
kitchen at Kingsmill.

“Unc’ Jonas, he furdermo’ say it lock
ter him like Mars' Jeems dunno how ter
han'le Kingsmill like Ole Mars’ useter
han’le it in his time. He say de gulleys,
dey gittin’ bigger, an’ de broom-swadge, it
takin’ a closeter holt on ter de groun’, and
de stake an’ rider fences, dey all fallin’
down fur lack o’ new rails. Dat what he
say. Unc’ Jonas, he say, times is done
been change’ pow'ful some, 'bout Kings-
mill, sence he furs’ knowed it.”

“Dat been a long time,” ventured
Evadne timidly. “Unc¢’ Jonas, he done
been here all his life.”

It was fifteen years after the close of the
war—the only war that ever was or ever
could be for the old-timers of Kingsmill.
They had been lean and strenuous years,
thronged with the mutations and priva-
tions and hardships that were but vaguely
recognized or indifferently understood by
the untutored black population, to all of
whom the struggle’s close had brought
freedom, and to many a propensity to
wander from the home places, in order to
show that they were really free.

The Kingsmill freedmen, with an ai-
fection generally characteristic of the race,
had promptly agreed in practical unanim-
ity that they would “stay wid Mars’
Jeems’; and they had stayed, evincing a
constant and inherited loyalty.

In the kitchen at Kingsmill, even more
than at Old Town, whose dilapidated
whitewashed cabins faced one another in
a long street, set with ragged aspen-trees,
strenuous discussions involving the for-
tunes of the “white folks” at “de Gre't
House'" were of more or less [requent oc-
currence.

Ommirandy, when she deigned to par-
ticipate at all in these gossiping and in-
consequential talks, was always the un-
failing upholder of the cause of the owner
of the place, and the stanch defender of

all things that she considered part and
parcel of the illustrious past.

From the moment when the almost in-
comprehensible news had come to the
slaves on the p].l]lt.llinll that they were
free, the old woman's dominating person-
ality had impressed upon them a sense of
their own inconsequence and helplessness,
and of the unabated dignity and power of
young Mars' Jeems.

“You-all thinks you's 1ree " she would
say to them scornfully. “But you ain't.
Dat ain't nothin’ but talk. Is you free
ter go away f'om here? Den, whar you
gwine? Who gwi' take keer o’ you ef you
go? What kin you do for yvo'se’f? T tell
vou, vou ain’t free. You niggers, hear
me! I'm preachin’ ter vou!”

“Amen!" responded Delphy, the cook;
and Evadne and Ariadne, the chamber-
maids, and Astarte, who looked after the
dairy, each echoed “Amen!”

When Delphy on this notable day pro-
claimed to the assembled kitchen com-
pany the frank and outspoken criticism of
young Mars’ Jeems by Uncle Jonas, things
came to a climax in the old woman'’s con-
templation.

“He say! Jonas, he say!” she ejacu-
lated with infinite scorn. Her large gold
ear-hoops trembled with her voice as she
arose from her seat where she had heen
nervously smoothing the creases from her
apron while Delphy was talking, “Phila-
dclphy, T'se upsot to hear a respect’ble
(:man like you is, comin’-over dat ole
man’s foolish talk. You done been here
sence I remembrance vou, when yvou was
a teeny bit o' nigger-gell, totin’ de hot
baddy-cakes an’ de buttered waffles f'om
de kitchen ter de house. Ole Mars’, he
useter say dat you was de spryes’ little
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nigger on de pluce, heca'se how come vou
always fetched in de cakes de hottes’. Ole
Mars', he thought o pow'lul lot o' you,
Philadelphy. It werries me fur ter hear
vou noratin® ter dese here gells what Jonas
sy hout voung Mars' Jeems.”

‘A sombre shadow gathered over the
harsh and buccancer features of Ommi-
randy, that was indicative of her hurt feel-
ings.

“Lor’, Ommirandy,” said Delphy, who
regarded her with an admiration that was
not devoid of fear. “Is I done anything
wrong ? Ijes” hear him say what I tell vou
he say, when he come in here vistiddy at
dinner-time fur ter git his meal's vittles.
Dat what he sayv, sho™.”

“Umhum ! she snorted, still standing
in the attitude of Cicero in the Senate
accusing Catiline. * Umhum! I ain’t
doubtin’ dat he said it. I ain’t doubtin’
it. But he ain't nuver dahred ter say
nothin' like dat ter me. I been hear him
buse de place, an’ [ tuk it. But I ain't
nuver yvit heerd him "buse voung AMars
Jeems ter myv face.”

She paused a moment, and continued :

“ Dat ole man an’ me was born de same
night down dar at Ole Town on dis here
very plantation. T done knowed him all
his lile.  He alwayvs is heen makin® a row
‘mongst de nigeers, an’ he ain't nuver fur-
wive Ole Mars' vit fur havin’ me at de
Gre't House, whilst he stay at Ole Town,
an’ work in de fiel's. Tt ain’t been so
pow’'ful many vears sence I tole him right
in dis here kitchen: * Jonas, I knows you.
You was born on one side 0" de road at de
Quarters an’ me on de t'other side de same
night, some years back, now. Jonas,' T
siys, ‘vou was raisin’ a debble of a racket
dat night, an’ 'fo” Gord, you done been
keepin® on raisin’ it uver sence!"

The assembled company greeted this
sally with complimentary laughter. As-
tarte, who wus sitting on the wooden
bench near the fireplace, next to Evadne,
poleed her companion in the ribs, and ex-
claimed:

“You sho” was talkin® ter him, Ommi-
randy ! You sho’ was!"

The next evening Uncle Jonas., gray
and patriarchal, with the appropriate
stoop and the appropriate walking-stick,
came to the kitchen, as was his frequent
custom, to get his supper,

He had never been a man of very vigor-
ous frame or constitution, and when the
war ended young Mars' Jeems had per-
mitted him to continue in the possession
of his cabin and his garden-patch at Old
Town rent-free, and had fed and clothed
him, and allowed him to work or not, as he
pleased.

“Jonas,” said Ommirandy, eving him
sternly as he entered, “I got a crow fur ter
pick wid yvou. I been hearin’ "bout you.”

The vague accusation aroused his ap-
prehension.  He paused for a moment
before taking his accustomed seat in the
corner opposite the bench by the fire-
place, where the pot-hooks and spit of a
Colonial era still swung in the huge and
gaping chimney.

“"Bout me, Sister M'randy ?"" he ques-
tioned, settling himself rheumatically in
his chair. “What de martter wid you
now? What I done fur ter make you
quo'ill wid me? Dey ain't no crow "twixt
vou an’ me, marm."”

“Yes, dey is,” the old woman said
tartly. * Delphy, here, done tell me you
been 'busin' young Mars® Jeems.”

He looked very miserable, sitting with
his hands clasped over the handle of his
dogwood stick, and regarding Ommirandy
with an expression of alarm.

“Whar Delphy?” he asked desperate-
lv. “What dat de 'oman say I say?”

“Here me! You sees me!” replied
Delphy, aroused, and with a note of de-
fiance in her voice. “How come you ask
dat queshtun, Unc’ Jonas? Don’t you be
callin’ me no 'oman, nuther.”

She held a double handiul of corn-
dough in both hands, shifting it nervously
from one to the other. She was “patting
a pone” to wrap in the green collard-
leaves on the kitchen-table and cook in
the ashes on the hearth. She knew that
Ommirandy was very fond of ash-cake
and buttermilk for her supper.

“* Philadelphy say you done heen fling-
in-off on young Mars’ Jeems,” inter-
posed Ommirandy. “She say you claim
he dunno how ter keep up wid Ole Mars’
on de Kingsmill place.”

The accusation struck a momentary
terror to Uncle Jonas's heart.

“Well, den, it's gospel,” he replied,
driven into a corner and turning at bay.

Ommirandy’s face became tense with
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anger. If she had been white the color
of her countenance would have seemed
scarlet. Being aiter a fashion copper-
hued, it took on an appearance to Uncle
Jonas of an indescribable and alarming
gray-blackness that he had never seen be-
fore.

“De 'oman look like she owi' fling a
duck-fit,” he said to himself.

She strode across to where he sat, and
shook her knuckled fist in his face.

“Fo' Gord!" she threatened. *You
dunno what vou talkin’ "bout. I gwi' eben
up wid yvou fur dat, ef it takes me a hun-
nerd years. Dey ain't no black, gizzard-
footed, low-down scrub of a free-nigeer
gwi’ say anything 'gin dese here white
folks dat is been here sence 'fo’ de flood,
an’ me stan’ by an’ keep my mouf shet !
Jonas, don’t you b'lieve it!”

Uncle Jonas's grip on the head of his
stick was such as the old dogwood had
never known before. All of his injured
self-esteem, his pride of opinion, his stub-
born and jealous dislike of Ommirandy’s
dominating position and power on the
place, came over him in a wave of emo-
tion. But he was foxy in his day and
generation. He knew her torrential volu-
bility when aroused, and he was conscious
of his own inferiority to herin debate. He
dissembled and held his peace.

For the first time in many months he
went back from the Kingsmill kitchen to
his cabin in Old Town unfed. He was too
mad to eat the tempting victuals that
Delphy grudgingly set before him.

Young Mars' Jeems was wont to say to
Mis' Nancy and to Mr. Sinjinn that Jonas
and Baytop had each grown old, and were
now turned out to graze together, after
their time of service had ended. But he
always added, smilingly, that the pas-
ture was green in the sunshiny summer
weather, and that there was no lack of
corn in the trough and fodder in the
rack when the grass went with the first
frost. It was his metaphorical way of
stating that he would always take care of
the old man and the old horse without
ever again requiring any serious work of
either.

Uncle Jonas's heaviest task was to go to
the wharf for the mail when the steamer
came in every other day onits way up and
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down the river. So, too, this was Bay-
top's easy stint of work, save that his fel-
low * grazer " had permission to drive him,
on Sundays, hitched to the spring-wagon,
to the colored church a mile hevond the
Quarters at Old Town.

“ Bavtop, he been a good hoss in his
day,” Uncle Jonas would hoast to his
grandson, Tiberius, a lad of filteen veurs,
as they sal together on the front seat,
with an invited guest or two in the back
part of the little wagon, on these red-let-
ter Sabbath days, when the other colored
members, including the parson himseli,
walked to “ preachin’.”

“He been a good hoss, but he done
work hisse'f out. He like me an’ Mars'
Jeems an’ de place. He done kinder run
down, Baytop is.”

“Gran'pap,” asked Tiberius one Sun-
day when they were alone together in the
wagon, “how ole is Baytop, nohow?"

“ Baytop, he older’'n vouis, son. Mars’
Jeems, he rid dis here hoss three vear en-
durin’ o' de war, arfter he done got shot
in de leg an’ cudden march wid de in-
fant’y no mo’. He jined de caval’y den,
an' dis here was his hoss. Bavtop, he
mons’'ous nigh eighteen vear ole.

“Giddup !

Bayvtop, alter his acquired wont during
many easeful vears last past, moved with
a sedate walk that evinced no kinship to
the gait that had been his in the old times.

*Baytop, he a blooded hoss, son, He
was a racer in his prime, same ez dey tells
me Mars' Jeems was when he was a hov at
college. But de bofe on "em is done pars’
dev prime now.”

Uncle Jonas sighed deeply and clucked
to Bayvtop. This intimation of his to his
steed was a fixed custom no longer pro-
ductive of results, but he still clung to it
through habit.

“Gran'pap,” said Tiberius, turning on
his seat and looking at his grandfather in
order to note the effect of his communica-
tion, “ I done seed him run.”

*Look-y here, boy!" exclaimed Uncle
Jonas, giving the reins an involuntary pull
that caused Bavtop to stop still in the
road. “You ain't done uver hit dis here
hoss, is you? 'Case ef you is, an’ Mars’
Jeems gits holt on it, yvo' mammy gwi’
have ter give yvou a breshin’ dat vou'll
remembrance "twel you won't furgit it!”
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He glared at his grandson with gather-
ing suspicion.

Tiberius grinned.

“Don’'t vou know,” his grandfather
continued, *dat Mars’ Jeems is done gin
orders long ago dat dev ain’t no whup ter
be laid on his army hoss by nobody on dis
here plantation?

“Ts you hit him?”

“Nor, sir. T ain’t hit de hoss, an’ 1
ain't seed nobody what is hit him. But
I ig done seed him run, all de same.”

Uncle Jonas clucked again, and Baytop
stood motionless.  Then he gave the
“lines” a jerk, and said:

“Giddup |7

Baytop got up, after his fashion.

The old man began to catechise the boy.
He wanted to know about this unusual
event in the horse’s later history. He sus-
pected Tiberius of trying to “fool him,”
and vet his credulity inclined him to credit
the truth of his grandson’s assertion.

For quite a while Tiberius, who de-
lighted in nothing more than in teasing
his grandparent to the point of frantic
exasperation, avoided making any further
disclosure of his knowledge. He evaded
the questions propounded to him, or an-
swered them irrelevantly with chuckles
and grins. At length, by dint of mingled
threats and promises Uncle ]onaa suc-
ceeded in breaking down the bov's barrier
of what he called “bafflin’ " with him, and
Tiberius told him a strange tale.

It had happened one day in the preced-
ing winter, when Uncle Jonas, with Mars'
Jeems's consent, had permitted his grand-
son to drive Baytop in the spring-wagon
alone to the wharf, to get a bucket of
oysters that were coming to the kitchen
on the up-river boat. Tiberius, accord-
ing to his yarn, had just gone through the
Vcll'd gate and reached the point in the
lane leading to the river, where the lane
meets the main county road from Yel-
lowlev's store, when a man in the road,
with a big gripsack in his hand, called
to him.

“He say, ‘How long 'fo' de steamer?’ "
narrated Tiberius. “T say, ‘She done
whistle fur de wharf.” He look at his
watch an’ he say, ‘Can T git him dar in
three minutes?’ I say, ‘Dis here hossis a
ole army hoss, an’ he can’t go out'n a
walk.” He say, ‘How fur is it?’ T sav,
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‘Mighty nigh onter a mile.” He say,
‘Army hoss?’ Isay,'Yas,sir. Datman
tuk’ n’ flung his big gripqack inter de hine
part o’ de wagon, an’ jump in up here on
dis seat whar you is. He tuk de lines, an’
he call one word ter Baytop. Baytop, he
r'ared his head up, like he hear sump'n.
He flung his ears back, he did; an’ den,
sir, dat man, he call another word, an’
Bavtop he tuk out down de lane ter beat
de ban’! Gran'pap, vou ain’t nuver seed
no hoss on dis place run like dis here hoss
run dat time. When we got ter de wharf,
de steamer she done put off de oysters,
dat was all de freight dat day, an’ you
could see her startin’ ter swing herse’f off
inter de ribber. De man, he say one mo’
word ter Baytop, whilst Baytop was run-
nin’, an’ Baytop stop at de wharf like a
cannon-ball done hit him. De man he
jump out o' de wagon an’ grab his grip-
sack, an’ run thoo de shed, almos’ samer'n
Bayvtop run. T spec’ he tuk de boat, 'case
I ain’t nuver seed dat man afo’ or sence.”

“Ah-h-h-h!”" snarled Uncle Jonas con-
temptuously. “Giddup!”

“T ’clar 'fo' Gord, it's de trufe,”
tested Tiberius.

“Den how come you ain’t done tell me

pro-

nothin' "bout it befo'?” demanded his
grandfather, visiblyimpressed by the bov's
earnestness,

fur no trouble
he replied sagely.
Tibe?”

“I ain't been huntin’
'long o' Bavtop,"”

“What was dem words,
Uncle Jonas.

“Unh-unh!" responded the boy with
emphasis. “I ain’t gwineter. 1 ain't
nuver gwineter.”

“How come vou ain't?
old man sternly.

“Tus' thing Aars' Jeems 'ud know,
you'd be a-racin’ his ole hoss ter meetin’
on Sundays, fur ter show off ter de wim-
men folks, an” he nuver knowin’ nothin’
‘bout it,” said Tiberius impudently.

“'Fo' Gord, I got a mine ter smack you
out o’ dis here wag'n, vou ornery brat,”
retorted Uncle Jonas, while Tiberius
hitched away from him as far as the nar-
row limits of the seat would permit.

For weeks a private controversy was
waged between the two over Tibe's per-
sistent declination to give his grandfather
the words that the old man cudge]led his
brain in vain to imagine. By every wile

said

" demanded the
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and device that his aroused fancy could
suggest he sought in vain to win from
Tiberius a recital of the magic utterance
that had restored to Baytop that fire and
speed which had been his in the vanished
days when young Mars' Jeems bestrode
him in the cavalry, and he scented the bat-
tle afar off.

It was only the day before Ommirandy
had wounded Uncle Jonas to the quick,
and humbled his pride before the audience
in the kitchen, that he had at length suc-
ceeded in accomplishing by dint of a bribe
what all his cajoleries and threats had ut-
terly failed so long to effect.

“Tibe, I gwi’ give vou dis here money
ef you tell me dem words,” he said. ** Mr.
Sinjinn, he give it ter me dis mornin’,
when I tuk a letter ter de boat fur him."”

He exhibited a shining silver half-dollar
which Tiberius regarded with eyes of av-
arice.

“Dat look ter me like pewter money,”
said the boy, drawing nearer and critic-
ally inspecting the coin in his grandfa-
ther's hand.

“Go 'way ['om here, vou Tibe!" ejac-
ulated Uncle Jonas. “What vou talkin’
'bout, nigger? Duz you reck’'n any white
gen'mun gwi' gimmea pewter fiftyv-cent?

“Lemme feel it fus',” demanded Ti-
berius, vanquished by the prospect of
such wealth, and stretching forth a grimy
and eager paw.

“Youlow-downroscal!"” chuckled Uncle
Jonas jocosely. “Duz you think yo' ole
gran'daddy gwi’ try ter fool ye, chile? 1
dunno what’s gwine ter become o' vou
little new-issue free-niggers, nohow.”

“Gimme de money fus’, gran'pap,”
said Tiberius warily. “Dis here ain't no
pig in a poke dat I'se a-sellin’ vou. You
knows what you gwi’ git. I gwi’ tell vou
dem words, but I gotter feel de feel o’ dat
'ar money fus’."”

“Tibe, ye ain't done tole 'em ter no-
body else, is you?"" inquired Uncle Jonas.

He wished the assurance of an absolute
monopoly in the commaodity for which he
was bargaining.

“Nor, sir. I ain’t done menshun em
ter a soul,” responded his grandson.

“An’ef I give vou dis here money,is you
gwi’ swar an’ cross vo' heart dat vou
ain’t nuver gwi’ tell 'em ter nobody else
but me?"

aha

Tiberius grinned, and the old man's
horny fingers closed over the coin and
shut it from sight.

“1 'elar o’ Gord, an’ eross my heart,”
said Tiberius, as the half-dollar dizap-
peared from view.

Uncle Jonasunclosed hisfist and handed
the boyv the piece of money.

Tiberius took it.  With the inevitahle
instinct of the plantation negro to hide the
state of his finances from an inquiring
world, he turned hiz back on his grand-
father, and drawing a small and greasv
ll_'uthfl’ h:.llq fre 111 hi= ll‘ull_-%t-_‘rﬁ—[lm L‘rt, l]t:—
posited the coin in itsrecesses and restored
the “puhss™ to its accustomed place.

Then he turned and faced Uncle Jonus
with a quizzical expression on his unin-
fantile face.

The old man regarded these antics of
his grandson with a countenance that
indicated a struegle between wrath and
grave suspicion.

“What de matter wid you now? Ain't
ve gwi' tell 'em ter me, son?” he inquired,

“Hole vo’ head down here, gran'pap,”
said Tiberius. T gwi' whisper dem
words ter you. [ don’t want none o' dese
here house niggers ter git holt on ‘em.
Deyv's pow'Tul partick’lar words!"”

“Dat’s right, son, dat’s right!"" said
the old man. “Nobody but me an’ vou,
Nobody but me an’ you.”

Uncle Jonas bent forward, and Ti-
berius put his right arm about his grand-
father's neck and held it in a stalwart
grasp. The bov had played so many
tricks at times on his ancestor that Uncle
Jonas became momentarily alarmed.

“He's a pow'ful smart-ellick,”" he
thought, as Tiberius's grasp grew tighter.
“ Gorddlemighty knows what he gwi’ do
ter me now."”

But Tiberius's good faith was justified
of his subsequent performance.

“Jes' a leetle closeter, gran'pap,” he
murmured, and the old man stooped far-
ther forward. The boy brought his mouth
very near to his grandfather’s ear, and his
warm breath tickled Uncle Jonas's cuticle.
The old man drew back with involuntary
laughter, but Tiberius hung on. The bov
was having the time of his life.

“Looky here, Tibe,” =aid his grand-
father, “don’t you go put vo' blame
mouf so dern close ter my ear, Yo' brefl s
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hotter'n a fritter, an’ T ain't no deef some-
body, nohow.”

“All right,
“Come agin !

Onee more they resumed their former
attitude.

“Um-hud! ™
smiling, as Tiberius whispered.
de nex’——"

Tiberius gave it to him.

“Um-fraehe! " said the old man with em-
phasis, and his face was wreathed in
smiles.

“An’ now de t'other one? " he queried.

“Dis here one de one what stopped
him,” said the boy aloud, grinning at his
grandparent’s palpable pleasure. “Git it
cood, gran’pap?”

Grandpap got it good, and immediately
demanded permission towhisper the words
in turn to Tiberius, to assure himself that
he had them right.

The youth reluctantly consented.

Now that the tradewasover and ended,
and he had the money, he suspected his
grandfather of some sinister purpose of re-
venge for the annoyancehe hadgiven him.

“He Jes lief h1te my ear off, ez not, fur
pesterin’ uv him,” thought Tiberius.

But he finally _\,-'ielded to Uncle Jonas's
whispering, with such grace as he could
command; and after the “words” had all
been correctly repeated he amiahly added
a brief and final sentence of instruction.

“You gotter holler em out loud fur ter
make him go. Don't ve furgit dat, gran'-
pap.”

This conversation, apparently for the
most part in pantomime, took place near
the corner of the =zmoke-house some
twenty yards from the Kingsmill kitchen.

“Name o’ Gord!”" exclaimed Ommiran-
dy, who unobserved had been watching
the pair from the door-step. “What is
you-all doin’? Tiberius, is yvou havin’ a
rastlin’ match wid yo’ gran'pa? You is
sutny been actin’ foolisher 'n any niggers
1 done seed on dis place sence de Revun’
baptize Eva-Adny.”

gran'pap,” said Tiberius,

responded Uncle  Jonas,
“An’

On the morning after his humiliation by
Ommirandy in the Kingsmill kitchen, the
patriarch sat in the doorway of his white-
washed cabin at Old Town, and watched
the bee-martins, and smoked his corn-cob
pipe, that was filled with a strong and red-

Baytop

olent “migger-twis’” tobacco, which he
had raised himself in the little garden-
patch at the back of the house, and

“cured’ amid the strings of onions and
dried apples that adorned the cobwebbed
joists of his domicile.

The aroma of the curling smoke dis-
pelled for the moment his unpleasant
memories of the preceding evening. Un-
der its nicotian influence he had little
sense of life and time and space, save a
vague consciousness of the flight of the
bee-martins through the air, and a phys-
ical feeling of the goodness of his “‘smoke”’;
and little thought of self, save the satis-
faction that came from his being free and
fed and warm in the sun that was shining
down on him beyond the shade of the
aspens.

When he had finished his pipe and
knocked its ashes into his hand, he re-
membered the boat and the wharf and the
mail, and then he thought triumphantly
of Baytop.

In the circumstance of life the evil and
the good crowd close on each other’s
heels alike for the lofty and the lowly;
and out of the faded fumes of Uncle
Jonas's home-cured tobacco emerged, like
the winged things that came from Pan-
dora’s opened box, bitter memories of his
encounter on the previous evemng with
Ommirandy.

“She scorn’” me befo’ all on 'em,” he
communed with himself. “I could ’'a’
stood it 'fo’ Delphy. She middlin’-age.
But dat ole M 'randy 'omanhad’n’ oughter
say what she say 'bout me fo’ dem _young
gells. Dey’s all likely young wimmen
foll.s an’ dey’s always been good ter me,
‘speshl_\' Eva-Adny.”

Uncle Jonas was a widower of thirty
years’ standing. He lived alone, and his
daughter Janey, Tiberius’s mother, whose
cabin was three doors away down the row,
did his infrequent cooking, when he was
too tired to go to the “ Gre’t House,” and
his cleaning and his washing for him. He
had no purpose ever again to adventure
his humble fortunes on the uncertain sea
of matrimony; but masculine vanity still
remained a burning passion in the old
man’s heart, although he had come to the
d.nvs of the burdensome grasshopper.

“Dat’s a vicious ole hussey,” he solilo-
quized. “She scandalige’ me befo’ dem
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voung nigger gells; an” I gwi’ git eben wid
her. She think she de top o’ de pot, case
Mars' Jeems an’ Mis' Nancy lets her do
jes' like she wanter up yonder. She don’t
know it, but T done required de fixin' uv
her now, an’ T gwi’ fix her, too.”

He chuckled in high feather.

On the following Saturday evening
Uncle Jonas, who had conspicuously ab-
sented himsell from the kitchen at Kings-
mill since his encounter with Ommirandy,
appeared again among the women folks of
the kitchen company.

He entered the room with such an air of
humility, and the deference of his de-
meanor toward his late adversary was so
marked, that her heart softened toward
him in her capacious bosom, while the
others were almost overwhelmed by their
surprise and pleasure at the old man’s ap-
parently contrite demeanor.

“Sister M'randy,” he said, after salut-
ing them allin turn, “I'se pow'Tul troub-
led in my mine 'bout you thinkin’ hard
o’ me. Furdermo’, I gwi’ expashiate ter
vou, marm, dat you ain’t no mo’ de-
tached ter Mars’ Jeems an’ de Kingsmill
fam’bly dan Jonas is. Ef I went an’ say
what was wrong, I wants ter make my
apollygises, right here an’ now."”

He looked from one to another to ob-
serve the effect of his fine language, which
he had rehearsed beforehand at the Quar-
ters.

The old woman sat in her chair as
straight as a poker. The gold earrings
were as motionless as a sloop’s sail in a
dead calm, and her face remained as im-
mobile as that of a wooden Indian in
front of a provincial cigar-store.

“* Sister M'randy,” pleaded Uncle Jonas
with soft, insinuating intonation, “vou
an’ me b'longs ter de meetin’, an’ is mem-
bers o’ de same chu'ch an’ cong'egation,
ain’t we?”

She nodded a grim assent, while Del-
phy and the others, interested and silent,
sat listening.

“Well,den,” he said, “dat bein’ de case,
what gwi’ hender us ['om gittin' tergether
agin, like we useter be? Jes' fur ter show
you I ain’t got no hard feelin’s, marm, I
come here dis ebenin’ fur ter make up by
axin’ you ter 'comp'ny me ter preachin’
ter-morrer mornin’ behine Baytop.”

Baytop

Ommirandy knew that young Mars’
Jeems permitted Uncle Jonas to drive
Baytop to the meeting-house on Sundays,
and she knew, too, that it was regarded by
the plantation as a special distinction to
be his guest in the spring-wagon on such
occasions. She was pleased and Aattered.

“Ef you's got repentunce fur what you
is done said, Jonas,” she replied with
Spartan fortitude, “I don’t see how I
gwine ter git out o' goin’ wid you.”

The stern features relaxed into a sem-
blance of kindliness, and the gold ear-
rings trembled visibly.

The younger women hearkened in ad-
miration. Delphy, older and wiser, gave
a scarcely audible grunt.

“Dey ain’'t neither o’ dem two ole cree-
turs foolin’ me,” she said to herself.
“Dey bofe on 'em up ter sump'n; an’ I
bets on Ommirandy.”

Ommirandy was at peace with herself
and all the world on the shining summer
morning when she awaited the coming of
Jonas and Baytop to take her to “ preach-
in".”" In the old davs of slavery her pre-
dilections had been Episcopalian, due to
her not infrequent attendance with Mis’
on the services at Christ Church, where
from Colonial times a gallery had been set
apart for the house-servants of the neigh-
borhood. But after the war a dearth of
horses in the Kingsmill stables had ren-
dered the means of travelling thence to
Christ Church inadequate, and the old
woman had become a “perfessin® mem-
ber” of the colored Baptist congregation
that worshipped in the rickety little meet-
ing-house beyond the Quarters. Her at-
tendance on the “meetings,” however,
hadgrownless frequentof late years. She
had protested to the inquiring minister
that her legs were too short and her bones
too achey to walk so far, and when he in-
timated that a suggestion to Brler Jonas
would doubtlessbe immediatelyandgladly
acted on by that worthy, Ommirandy had
replied:

“Ef Jonas want me ter ride ter meetin’
wid him, he kin ax me. T don’t hint ter
no nigger fur favors.”

Arrayed in her Sunday’s best of checked
gingham dress, white cape, and a huge
turban of an unusually vivid turkey-red
hue, she sat by the kitchen-door on a
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Drawn by Walter Biggs.

' Lemme feel it fus’,” demanded Tiberius, vanquished by the prospect of such wealth.—Page 565,
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chair which Evadne had brought out for
her, holding in her hands the little prayer-
book that Mis" had given her before the
Wilr.

The breeze that came up from the river
was s0it and sweet, and stirred the leaves
of the ancient oaks in the Kingsmill yard
into a faint susurrus, that, alike for young
Mars' Jeems, smoking his pipe under the
trees, and for Ommirandy, was full of hap-
py if elusive memories. A tranquil silence
lay over everything, which was typical of
the day of rest.

“He pow'ful long time comin’,” she
said at length to Evadne, looking up be-
yond the shadow of the maple-tree to
where the sun was mounting toward the
zenith. “It mus’ be mighty nigh ten
o'clock; an’ dey begins over dar at half
pas’ ten. De Rev'un’ Simpson he don’t
wait fur time nur tide, nur fur no man
nur fur no 'oman nuther, white nur
black.”

“Yondah he come, now, Ommirandy,”
said Evadne, relieving the tension. “He
jes’ turnin’ de cornder at de stable.”

In a few moments Uncle Jonas drew
rein near the kitchen-door, and descended
from his perch in the spring-wagon. He
had a smile on his face, but the evil in his
heart was invisible. He worealong-tailed
black coat and a pair of striped trousers
which had belonged to Mr, Sinjinn in the
earlier vears of his sojourn at Kingsmill.
His broad-cut waistcoat, from the mid-
dle buttonhole of which a huge brass
watch-chain swung ostentatiously to the
left-hand pocket, displayed an ample ex-
panse of one of young Mars’ Jeems's
pleated-bosomed shirts, surmounted by a
very high standing collar, over which the
old man’s thin and crinkled gray beard, in
uneven fringes, impinged on a volumi-
nous blue cravat. But the crowning glory
of Uncle Jonas’s Sahbath-day adornment
was a silk hat, moth-eaten in places and
of a size too large, with wads of paper
under the sweat-band; vet in every shift-
ing position which its wearer from time
to time gave it, unmistakably illustra-
tive of an aristocratic genesis and associa-
tion.

Young Mars’ Jeems had presented the
“heaver" to him many vears before.

“Tt is of the vintage of 1860, Jonas,” he
had said, “but I reckon it is still fashion-

Baytop

able enough for you to wear on Sundays
at Kingsmill.”

Older even than Baytop, the perennial
“heaver " had long continued to be Uncle
Jonas's proudest possession, and no king’s
heir ever wore a crown at coronation with
more pride and dignity than he wore his
silk hat on the morning that he came for
Ommirandy.

With a grace derived from persistent
private practice in his cabin at Old Town,
for it seldom went abroad save on most
important occasions, he doffed the hat on
this fair June day with a sweep that in-
cluded in its recognition both Ommirandy
and Evadne. To the former, the beaver
spoke, at once, reverence, recognition of
the compliment implied in her acceptance
of his invitation, delight to be her host
and escort. To the latter, it proclaimed
admiration and regret that the occasion
afforded no larger opportunity for its
wearer's expression of his profound regard.

“Brer Jonas,” said Ommirandy, with
woman's unfailing intuition of man’s im-
memorial conceit, while her visitor stood
bowing and scraping and waving his
"IJeu\‘er." “_\'ou looks pow'ful spry dis
mornin’ in yvo' Sunday-go-ter-meetin’s.
I always dxd admire ter see you wid dat
beaver on.’

“Thanky, Sister M'randy, thanky,
marm,” he replied, dissembling the deceit
in his heart, and genuinely pleased with
her compliment.

“Br'er Jonas,” continued Ommirandy,
“you gwi’ ter have ter set dis here cheer
by de wheel, fur me ter git in. No duck-
leg ole 'oman like me was uver built fur
ter clime inter a spring-wagon at my time
o’ life, nohow. 1 been useter ridin’ ter
Christ Chu'ch in de white folks’ carriage
wid Mis’, what let down de folded steps.
Dat’s de way me an’ Mis’ useter git in
and out, dem days."”

Uncle Jonas regarded the remark as
gratuitous, and a “fling-off” on him and
his equipage. But he gave no sign of an-
noyance,

“No trouble fur ter git in at all, Sister

M'rand_\'," he assured her. “None at
all, marm. De hoss, he gentle. He gwi’
stan’.”

With the asseveration of Baytop's gen-
tleness he replaced his hat at a rakish
angle on his bald head.
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His last speech, or else something gro-
tesque in Uncle Jonas's appearance and
demeanar, was too much for Ommirandy.
She had known the old horse nearly all
his life.  Jonas surcly did look funny.

She broke out into an unaccustomed
and hilarious laugh that was hercely re-
sented by Uncle Jonas.

“Ha! ha!” she laughed; and Evadne,
turning her face away and holding her
mouth with her hand, echoed:

“Ha! ha!”

“TFo' Gord, Brler Jonas,” said the old
woman. puffing from her exertions, as she
achieved the seat in the wagon, “don't
you tell me nothin’ 'bout Baytop stan’in’,
I done seed dat hoss stan’ so still Gal'el’s
horn wudden "2’ removed him. Ef he
cits us dar 'fo’ de Rev'un’ come ter lars’
hyvmn, I gwi' be saterfied.”

Uncle Jonas mounted to his seat beside
her in silence, and gathered up the * lines "
with an expression on his ancient counte-
nance that was an inadequate index of his
overwrought feelings.

“Sister M'randy,” he said at length,
after clucking and calling ** Giddup ! to
Bavtop, ©“1 'spec’ vou ain’ 'quainted wid
dis here hoss like 1 is. You done furgit
Bavtop is a blooded war-hoss."”

“T ain’t furgit,” she retorted, adjusting
her skirts and clinging to her prayer-hook.
“Dat how come I say what [ duz sav. I
know he’s a war-hoss. DBut dese here
ain’t no blooded war-hoss times, Jonas.”

Uncle Jonas made no utterance in reply.
He was beginning to grow a little weary of
being, as he thought, “sawed off.” Yet
everything was coming his way. Why
should he disquiet himsell about the small
matters of tithe, anise and cummin?

“Mebbeso! mebbeso!™ he communed
with himself. “But I 'spec’ you gwine
ter iind out what sort o' war-hoss Bay-
top is in de nex’ couple o’ hours, honey.
Yes, Lord !

The ride of Uncle Jonas and Ommi-
randy to “meetin’” was placid and un-
eventful. They overtook other members
of the congregation trudging warmly
along on foot, some of the women fanning
themselves with turkey-wing fans, and
many of the men with their Sunday coats
hung over their arms under the hot June
sun. Ommirandy greeted them in passing
with a smile of accustomed superiority.

Baytop

After the meeting was over, and a short
corner-bench had been fetched from the
meeting-house by two of the obsequious
deacons to facilitate her return to the
spring-wagon, the journey hack to Kings-
mill was begun. Baytop walked slowly,
and Uncle Jonas had clucked and said
“Giddup ! twenty times between the
place of worship and Old Town. The
horse’s placid movement seemed to Om-
mirandy to grow even more Jeisurely and
sedate and irritating than usual as he
passed along the road between the white-
washed cabins of the Quarters, under the
faintly rustling aspen-trees, while the lit-
tle children paused in their play to marvel
at the patriarch in his Sundav raiment
and his silk hat, driving the old woman
back home. She grew impatient.

When thev reached the three white
oaks, standing by the roadside something
over a hundred vards west of Old Town,
Uncle Jonas moved nervously in his seat.

“ Dis here hoss do "pear kinder slow dis
mornin’, Sister M’randv,” he said. “I
gwi’ stir him up.”

“I wush you would stir him up,” she
replied. ““Mis’ Nancy want me 'fo’
dinner.”

“Giddup!"” said Uncle Jonas to Bay-
top, hardening his heart.

The horse walked on.

“Attention!” the old man suddenly
velled in a stentorian voice that might
have been heard by the playing children
back at the Quarters.

Ommirandy flashed on him a glance of
swift suspicion.

“What de matter wid you, Jonas?”
she demanded. * Is vou done gone plum
crazy? What you holl'in’ at de hoss dat-
a-way fur?”

He made no reply, but gathered the
reins in both hands and crouched in his
seat. His “beaver” hat took on a new
and grotesque angle.

“Charge!” he shouted, arising and
standing up in the spring-wagon, while
Ommirandy dropped the prayer-book and
grabbed him by the leg.

At the first word of command the horse
had laid his ears back and raised his head.
With the order “ Charge !” Baytop struck
out in a gallop that in a few moments
developed into a stiff run. The light
wagon swayed and swung from side to

il
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side of the road, and Ommirandy, arising
also, transferred her grasp from Jonas'sleg
to his arm, and drew him back to his seat.

The old man resumed his crouching at-
titude, with a vague fear of what might
happen. But he was in for it now at all
hazards, and over his apprehension tri-
umphed the exultant thought that he was
“searing Ommirandy stiff.”

She planted her feet against the dash-
board and held on to the wagon-seat with
one hand and to the driver with the other.

“'Fo' Gord! He done resurrected !
What you done ter him, Jonas?” she
muttered.

Jonas made no reply.

A dominecker rooster and two hens
flew from the road, where they had been
feeding, with a squawk. Old Jonas was
vaguely conscious that they were his
daughter Janev's fowls escaping a pre-
mature violent death.

On and on went Bavtop, while Om-
mirandy,withshut eves, began to murmur,
“Now I lay me down to sleep,” and the
old man vainly cudgelled his memory to
recall the elusive word that Tiberius had
told him would malke the horse stop. For
his life he could not remember it.

“What did Tibe say? What did Tibe
say?” he kept repeating audibly, until
his companion paused in her prayer, and
opened her eves to look at him.

“Crazy nigger an’ crazy hoss!” she said
aloud. “T dunno which de crazies’.”

“I done furgit de word,” said Uncle
Jonas despairingly at the sound of his
companion’s voice. “I done furgit it!”

“What word vou talkin® "hout?" de-
manded Ommirandy with reviving cour-
age, as she caught a glimpse in the dis-
tance of young Mars' Jeems sitting under
the trees in the Kingsmill yard reading his
newspaper. ‘‘What sort o’ word, vou old
idjut? You nuver did have no sense, no-
how !

“De word fur ter stop him, Sister
M'randy,” murmured Uncle Jonas miser-
ably. “Duz you know it? T ’clar ter
Gord T done furgit it !”

“I ain't knowed nothin' ’bout none
o' dis here foolishness,” she responded.
“You better think it up quick, 'To’ bofe
on us gits our necks broke.”

The owner of Kingsmill looked up from
his paperat hearing the rattle of the spring-
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wagon and the subdued thud of Bayvtop's
hoofs in the sandy roadway.  They were
coming toward the vard from the stable-
corner.  The old horse was on a run.

He threw down his newspaper and
jumped to his Teet.

“Bv heaven!" he exclaimed.,  “The
horse thinks he's with the Laurel Brigade
at Trevillian’s!"”

On came Bavtop with ancient and
mighty stride,

“Halt!" called young Mars™ Jeems,
as Bavtop, with his scared human freight,
approached him,

The old horse stopped within twenty
vards of where his former rider stood
wondering.

So sudden was his halt that Uncle Jonas
went head foremost over the “spatter-
board.”  Ommirandy, however, with
firmly planted feet and elinging hands, for-
getting “Now T lay me” in her faith in
voung Mars® Jeems, sat firm in her seat
when the war-horse stopped.  But she
was visibly shaken.

“1 'spec’ ef dese here duck-legs o’ mine
had "a’ been longer, T'd "a’ gone out, too,
like dat ole vilyun!” she confided next
day to Evadne.

Young Mars' Jeems hastened to the
rescue of Uncle Jonas,

“Are you hurt, old man?" he queried
anxiously,as he lifted thediscomfited Jehu
to his feet from the soft greensward.

“Whar my hat, Mars’ Jeems?" said
Uncle Jonas, as he looked about him rue-
fully.

Theyfounditsomefeetaway, untouched
save of the antique moths that long ago
had corrupted it.

“Thank de Lord ™ he exclaimed as he
brushed it lovingly with the sleeve of his
coat, .

Then he continued, stooping and rub-
bing his leg:

“Mars' Jeems, so he'p me Gord, dat
was de fus’ an’ de onlies’” time. 1 ain’t
nuver gwi' do so no mo’. But, marster,
would vou mine tellin” me what dat rab-
bit-word was? It got away f'om me like
a hyar out'n a gum-trap.”

Ommirandy, still seated in the spring-
wagon, while Baytop, quivering as a racer
that has run his course, stood with heav-
ing flanks and distended nostrils, heard
Uncle Jonas’s question and answered it.



“ Rabbit, nuthin’! " she exclaimed. “Tt

was de word o Gorddlemighty an’ de
word o' young Mars’ Jeems. Dat’s what
word it was. Ef it had depen’ed on yo
word, de debble would "a’ had you on a
toastin’-fork dis minute, you pomponious
ole hippercrit "

Lais to Her Dog

Young Mars’ Jeems fetched the chair
from the place where he had been reading,
and helped Ommirandy to the ground.

As she stepped down she caught a
glimpse of Tiberius turning the corner
of the smoke-house, and heard a note of
shrill and derisive laughter.

LAIS TO HER DOG

By Emma A. Opper

You're a droll flower that lifts its face in meek
Obeisance to the skies;

You cannot smile, poor wight! you cannot speak,
But love yearns from your eyes.

I have blenched white under the cruel blaze
Of scorning glances bent;

Never was blame in your adoring gaze—
You hold me innocent.

Lovers that lightly come as lightly go,
Forget me and forsake;

Should you be torn from me, comrade, T know
Your little heart would break.

And if T whispered to you how I fought,
Shrinking with fear and hate,

The Doom that dragged me down and made me naught,
The ruthless, grinning Fate—

And how to see a white rose smites me sore,
Sets me to brood and grieve,

Because they grew beside my mother’s door—
You'd listen; you'd believe,

You joy with me, you sorrow when 1 sigh;
[ am your shining star.

O little wistful friend!

And when T die

And creep to heaven's bar,

If then some angel, kinder than the rest,
Shall say, “Forgive her sin;

It is a tired soul, a fevered breast;
Forgive her; let her in"—

And if T cannot hide you

'gainst my heart

_And somehow take you through,
And if they chide me, thrusting us apart,
I'll stay behind with you.
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“ Liberty's a glorious feast.’

XVIII

HE anxieties of the Lady
1 Mallorings of this life con-
e cerning the moral weliare of
] their humbler neighbors are
inclined to march in front
of events. The behavior in
cottage was more correct than it
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Tryst’s
would have been in nine out of ten mid-
dle or upper class demesnes under similar

ey

conditions. Between the big laborer and
‘that woman,” who, since the epileptic fit,
had again come into residence, there had
passed nothing whatever that might not
have been witnessed by Biddy and her
two nurslings. For love is an emotion
singularly dumb and undemonstrative in
those who live the life of the fields; pas-
sion a feeling severely beneath the thumb
of a propriety born of the age-long ab-
sence of excitants, opportunities, and the
@sthetic sense; and those two waited, al-
most as a matter of course, for the mar-
riage which was forbidden them in this
parish. The most they did was to sit and
look at one another.

On the day of which Felix had seen the
dawn at Hampstead, Sir Gerald's agent
tapped on the door of Tryst’s cottage, and
was answered by Biddy, just in from
school for the midday meal.

“Your father home, my dear?”

“No, sir; auntie's in."”

‘“ Ask your auntie to come and speak to
me.!]

The mother-child vanished up the nar-
row stairs, and the agent sighed. A
strong-built, leathery-skinned man in a
brown suit and leggings, with a bristly
little mustache and yellow whites to his
eyes, he did not, as he had said to his wife
that morning, ‘like the job a little bit.’
And while he stood there waiting, Susie
and Billy emerged from the kitchen and
came to stare at him. The agent re-
turned that stare till a voice behind him
said: “Yes, sir?”
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‘That woman’ was certainly no great
shakes to look at: a fresh, decent, faith-
ful sort of body! And he said ﬁruﬂl).
“Mornin’, miss.  Sorry to say my orders
are to make a clearance here. I suppose
Tryst didn't think we should act on it, but
I'm afraid I've got to put his things out,
vou know. Now, where are vou all going;
that’s the point?”

I shall go home, I suppoze; but Tryst
and the children—we don’t know.”

The agent t.11 yped his leggings with a
n(]mfr—t,.me “So you've heen (*\pectm[z
it!" he said with relief. “That's right.”
And, staring down at the mother-child,
he added: “Well, what d’you say, my
dear, you look full of sense, you do!”

Biddy answered: “I'll go and tell Mr.
Freeland, sir.”

“Ah! You're a bright maid. He'll
know where to put you for the time bein’.
Have you had your dinner?”

“No, sir; it’s just ready.”

“Better have it—better have it first.
No hurry. What've you got in the pot
that smells so good?"”

“Bubble and squeak, sir.”

“Bubble and squeak! Ah! Good
stuff I~ And with those words the agent
withdrew to where, in a farm wagon
drawn up by the side of the road, three
men were solemnly pulling at their pipes.
He moved away from them a little, for, as
he expressed it to his wife afterward:
“Look bad, vou know, look bad—any-
body seeing me! Those three little chil-
dren—that’s where it is! If our friends
at the Hall had to do these jobs for them-
selves, there wouldn’t be any to do!”

Presently, from his discreet distance,
he saw the mother-child going down the
road toward Tod’s, in her blue ‘pinny’
and corn-colored hair. Nice little thing!
Pretty little thing, too! Pity, great pity !
And he went back to the cottage. On his
way a thought struck him so that he well-
nigh shivered. Suppose the little thing
brought back that Mrs. Freeland, the lady
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who always went about in blue, without a
hat! Phew! Mr. Freeland—he was an-
other sort; a bit off, certainly—harmless,
quite harmless—but that lady! And he
entered the cottage. The woman was
washing up; seemed a sensible body.
When the two kids cleared off to school he
could go to work and get it over; the
sooner the better, hefore people came
hanging round. A job of this kind some-
times made nasty blood! His yellowish
eyes took in the nature of the task before
him. Funny jam-up they did get about
them, to be sure! Every blessed little
thing they'd ever bought, and more, too!
Have to take precious good care noth-
ing got smashed, or the law would be
on the other leg! And he =zaid to the
woman:

“Now, miss, can I begin?”

“I can’t stop you, sir.”

‘No,” he thought, ‘you can't stop me,
and I blamed well wish you could!” But
he said: “Got an old wagon out here.
Thought I'd save him damage by weather
or anything; we'll put everything in that,
and run it up into the empty barn at Mar-
row and leave it. And there they'll be
for him when he wants ‘em.”

The woman answered: “You're very
kind, I'm sure.”

Perceiving that she meant no irony, the
agent produced a sound from somewhere
deep and went out to summon his men.

With the best intentions, however, it is
not possible, even in villages so scattered
that they cannot be said to exist, to do
anything without every one’s knowing;
and the work of ‘putting out’ the house-
hold goods of the Tryst family, and placing
them within the wagon, was not an hour
in progress hefore the road in front of the
cottage contained its knot of watchers.
Old Gaunt first, alone—for the rogue-girl
had gone to Mr. Cuthcott’s and Tom
Gaunt was at work. The old man had
seen evictions in his time, and looked on
silently, with a faint, sardonic grin. Four
children, so small that noteven school had
any use for them as yet, soon gathered
round his legs, followed by mothers com-
ing to retrieve them, and there was no
longer silence. Then came two laborers,
on their way to a job, a stone-hreaker, and
two more women. It was through this
little throng that the mother-child and
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Kirsteen passed into the fast-heing-gutted
cottage.

The agent was standing by Tryst’s bed,
keeping up a stream of comment to two of
his men, who were taking that aged bed to
pieces. It was his habit to feel less when
he talked more; but no one could have
fallen into a more perfect taciturnity than
he when he saw Kirsteen coming up those
narrow stairs. In so small a space as this
room, where his head nearly touched the
ceiling, was it fair to be confronted by
that lady—he put it to his wife that same
evening—'* Was it fair?” He had seen a
mother wild duck look like that when you
took away its young—snaky fierce about
the neck, and its dark eye! He had seen
a mare, going to bite, look not hali =0
vicious! ‘““There she stood, and—let me
haveit?—nota bit! Toomuch of a lady
for that, yvou know '—Just looked at me,
and said very quiet: ‘Ah! Mr. Simmons,
and are you really doing this?’ and put
her hand on that little girl of his. ‘Orders
are orders, ma'am !° What could T say?
*Ah !” she said, ‘yes, orders are orders, but
they needn't be obeyed.” ‘As to that,
ma'am,’ I said—mind you, she’s a lady;
you can’t help feeling that—'I'm a work-
ing man, the same as Tryst here; got to
earn my living.” ‘So have slave-drivers,
Mr. Simmons.” ‘Every profession,” I
said, ‘has got its dirty jobs, ma'am. And
that's a fact.” ‘And will have,’ she said,
‘50 long as professional men consent to do
the dirty work of their employers.” ‘And
where should T be, T should like to know,’
Isaid, “if T went on that lay? I've gotto
take the rough with the smooth.” ‘Well;
she said, ‘Mr. Freeland and I will take
Tryst and the little ones in at present.’
Good-hearted people, do a lot for the la-
horers, in their way. All the same, she’s
a bit of a viven. Picture of a woman,
too, standin’ there; shows hlood, mind
you! Once said, all over—no nagging.
She took the little girl off with her, And
pretty small I felt, knowing I'd got to fin-
ish that job, and the folk outside gettin’
nastier all the time—not sayin’ much, of
course, but lookin® a lot!” The agent
paused in his recital and gazed fixedly at
a bluebottle crawling up the window-pane.
Stretching out his thumb and finger, he
nipped it suddenly and threw it in the
grate. “Blestif that fellow himself didn’t
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turn up just as I was fAnishing. T was
sorry for the man, you know. There was
his home turned out-o’-doors. Big man,
too! ‘You blanky-blank!” he says; ‘if
T'd been here you shouldn’t ha’” done this !’
Thought he was goin’ to hit me. ‘Come,
Tryst!’ I said, ‘it's not my doing, you
know!” “Ah!’ he said, ‘T know that; and
it'll be blanky well the worse for tiem !’
Rough tongue; no class of man at all, he
is! ‘Yes," he said, ‘let 'em look out; 1'll
be even with 'em yet!' ‘None o' that!”
I told him; ‘vou know which side the
law’s buttered. I'm making it easy for
you, too, keeping your things in the wagon,
ready to shift any time!” He gave me a
look—he’s got very queer eyes, swimmin',
sad sort of eyes, like a man in liquor—and
he said: ‘I've been here twenty years,” he
said. ‘My wife died here.” Andall of a
sudden he went as dumb asa fish. Never
let his eyes off us, though, while we fin-
ished up the last of it; made me feel funny,
seein’ him glowering like that all the
time. He'll savage something over this,
you mark my words!” Again the agent
paused, and remained as though trans-
fixed, holding that face of his, whose yel-
low had run into the whites of the eyes, as
still as wood. ““He's got some feeling for
the place, I suppoge,”” he said suddenly;
“or maybe they've put it into him about
his rights; there’s plenty of 'em like that.
Well, anyhow, nobody likes his private
affairs turned inside out for every one to
gape at. Iwouldn't myself.” And with
that deeply felt remark the agent put out
his leathery-yellow thumb and finger and
nipped a second bluebottle. . . .

While he was thus recounting to his
wife the day’s doings, the evicted man =at
on the end of his bed in a ground-floor
room of Tod's cottage. He had taken off
his heavy boots, and his feet, in their thick,
soiled socks, were thrust into a pair of
Tod’s carpet slippers. He sat without
moving, precisely asif some one had struck
him a blow in the centre of the forehead,
and over and over again he turned the
heavy thought: ‘They've turned me out
o’ there—I done nothing, and they turned
me out o’ there! Blast them—they
turned me out o’ there!’ . . .

In the orchard Tod sat with a grave
and puzzled face, surrounded by the three
little Trysts. And at the wicket gate Kir-

steen, awaiting the arrival of Derek and
Sheila—summoned home by telegram—
stood in the evening vlow, her Dlue-clad
figure still as that of any worshipper at
the muezzin call.

NIX

“AriRE, causing the destruction of sev-
eral ricks and an empty cowshed, occurred
in the early morning of Thursday on the
home farm of Sir Gerald Malloring's es-
tate in Worcestershire.  Grave suspicions
of arson are entertained, but up to the
present no arrest has been made. The
authorities are in doubt whether the oc-
currence has any relation with recent sim-
ilar outbreaks in the eastern counties.”

So Stanley read at breakfast, in his fa-
vorite paper; and the little leader thereon:

“The outbreak of fire on Sir Gerald Mal-
loring’s Worcestershire property may or
may not have any significance as a symp-
tom of agrarian unrest. We shall watch
the upshot with some anxiety. Certain
it is that unless the authorities are pre-
pared to deal sharply with arson, or other
cases of deliberate damage to the property
of landlords, we may bid good-by to any
hope of ameliorating the lot of the laborer™
—and so on.

I Stanley had risen and paced the room
there would have been a good deal to be
said for him; for, though he did not know
as much as Felix of the nature and senti-
ments of Tod’s children, he knew enough
to make any but an Englishman uneasy.
The fact that he went on eating ham, and
said to Clara, “Half a cup!™ was proof
positive of that mysterious quality called
phlegm which had long enabled his coun-
try to enjoy the peace of a weedy duck-
pond. .

Stanley, a man of some intelligence—
witness his grasp of the secret of success-
ful plough-making (none for the British
market |)—had often considered this im-
portant proposition of phlegm. People
said England was becoming degenerate
and hysterical, growing soft, and nervous,
and towny, and all the rest of it. 1In his
view there was a good deal of bosh about
that! *“Look,” he would say, “at the
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weight that chauffeurs put on! Look at
the House of Commons, and the size of
the upper classes!”” If there were grow-
ing up little shrill types of working men
and Socialists, and new women, and half-
penny papers, and a rather larger crop
of professors and long-haired chaps—all
the better for the rest of the country!
The flesh all these skimpy ones had lost,
solid people had put on. The country
might be suffering a bit {rom officialism,
and the tendency of modern thought, but
the breed was not changing. John Bull
was there all right under his mustache.
Take it off and clap on little side-whiskers,
and you had as many Bulls as you liked,
any day. There would be no social up-
heaval so long as the climate was what it
was! And with this simple formula, and
a kind of very deep-down throaty chuckle,
he would pass to a subject of more im-
mediate importance. There was some-
thing, indeed, rather masterly in his grasp
of the fact that rain might be trusted to
put out any fire—give it time. And he
kept a special vessel in a special corner
which recorded for him faithfully the num-
ber of inches that fell; and now and
again he wrote to his paper to say that
there were more inches in his vessel than
there had been “for thirty years.” His
conviction that the country was in a bad
way was nothing but a skin affection,
causing him local irritation rather than
affecting the deeper organs of his sub-
stantial body.

He did not readily confide in Clara con-
cerning hisown family, having in a marked
degree the truly domestic quality of think-
ing it superior to his wife's.  She had been
a Tomson, not one of the Tomsons, and it
was quite a question whether he or she
were trying to forget it the faster. But
he did say to her as he was getting into
the car:

“It’s just possible I might go round by
Tod’s on my way home. I wanta run.”

She answered: ““Be careful what you
say to that woman. I don’t want her
here by any chance. The young ones
were quite bad enough.”

And when he had put in his day at the
works he did turn the nose of his car
toward Tod’s. Travelling along grass-
bordered roads, the beauty of this En-
gland struck his not too sensitive spirit
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and made him almost gasp. It was that
moment of the year when the countryside
seems to faint from its own loveliness, from
the intoxication of its scents and sounds.
Creamy-white may, splashed here and
there with crimson, flooded the hedges
with breaking waves of flower-foam; the
fields were in buttercup glory; every tree
had its cuckoo, calling; every bush its
blackbird or thrush in full even-song.
Swallows were flying rather low, and the
sky, whose moods they watch, had the
slumberous, surcharged beauty of a long,
fine day, with showers not far away.
Some orchards were still in blossom, and
the great wild bees, hunting over flowers
and grasses warm to their touch, kept the
air deeply murmurous., Movement, light,
color, song, scent, the warm air, and the
fluttering leaves were confused, till one
had almost become the other.

And Stanley thought, for he was not
rhapsodic: ‘Wonderful pretty country!
The way everything’s looked after—you
never see it abroad!’

But the car, a creature with little pa-
tience for natural beauty, had brought
him to the crossroads and stood, pant-
ing slightly, under the cliffi-bank whereon
grew Tod's cottage, so loaded now with
lilac, wistaria, and roses that from the
road nothing but a peak or two of the
thatched roof could be seen.

Stanley was distinctly nervous. Tt
was not a weakness his face and figure were
very capable of showing, but he felt that
dryness of mouth and quivering of chest
which precedes adventures of the soul.
Advancing up the steps and pebbled path,
which Clara had trodden once, just nine-
teen years ago, and he himself but three
times as yet in all, he cleared his throat
and said to himself: ‘Easy, old man!
What is it, after all? She won’t bite!’
.;lmd in the very doorway he came upon

er.

What there was about this woman to
produce in a man of common sense such
peculiar sensations, he no more knew
after seeing her than before. Felix, on
returning from his visit, had said, “ She’s
like a Song of the Hebrides sung in the
middle of a programme of English bal-
lads.” ‘The remark, as any literary man’s
might, had conveyed nothing to Stanley,
and that in a far-fetched way. Still,
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when she said: “Will you come in?"" he
felt heavier and thicker than he ever
remembered feeling; as a glass of stout
might feel coming across a glass of claret.
It was, perhaps, the gaze of her eyes,
whose color he could not determine, under
eyebrows that waved in the middle and
twitched faintly, or a dress that was blue,
with the queerest effect of another color
at the back of it, or perhaps the feeling
of a torrent flowing there under a coat of
ice, that might give way in little holes, so
that your leg went in but not the whole of
you, Something, anyway, made him feel
bothsmall and heavy—that awkward com-
bination fora man accustomed to associate
himself with cheerful but solid dignity. In
seating himself by request at a table, in
what seemed to be a sort of kitchen, he ex-
perienced a singular sensation in the legs,
and heard her say, as it might be to the air:

“Biddy, dear, take Susie and Billy out.”

And thereupon alittle girl with a sad and
motherly face came crawling out from un-
derneath the table,and dropped him a little
courtesy. Then another still smaller girl
came out, and a very small boy, who, after
staring, followed the first little girl out.

All these things were against Stanley,
and he felt that if he did not make it
quite clear that he was there he would
soon not know where he was.

“I came,’ he said, “to talk about this
business up at Malloring’s.” And, en-
couraged by having begun, he added:
“Whose kids were those?”

A level voice with a faint lisp answered
him:

“They belong to a man called Tryst; he
was turned out of his cottage on Wednes-
day because his dead wife's sister was
staying with him, so we’ve taken them in.
Did you notice the look on the face of the
eldest?”

Stanley nodded. In truth, he had no-
ticed something, though what he could
not have said.

At nine years old she has to do the
housework and be a mother to the other
two, besides going to school. This is all
because Lady Malloring has conscientious
scruples about marriage with a deceased
wife's sister.”

‘Certainly '— thought Stanley — ‘that
does sound a bit thick!" And he asked:

“Is the woman here, too? "
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““No, she's gone home for the present.”

He felt relief.

“Isuppose Malloring'spointis,” hesaid,
“whether or not you're to do what you
like with your own property. For in-
stance, if you had let this cottage to some
one you thought was harming the neigh-
borhood, wouldn't you terminate his ten-
ancy "

She answered, still in that level voice:

“Her action is cowardly, narrow, and
tyrannical, and no amount of sophistry
will make me think differently.”

Stanley felt precisely as if one of his
feet had gone through the ice into wa-
ter so cold that it seemed burning hot !
Sophistry! In a plain man like himself !
He had always connected the word with
Felix. He looked at her, realizing sud-
denly that the association of his brother's
family with the outrage on Malloring’s es-
tate was probably even nearer than he had
feared.

“Look here, Kirsteen!” he said, utter-
ing the unlikely name with resolution, for,
after all, she was his sister-in-law. “Did
this fellow set fire to Malloring’s ricks?”’

He was aware of a queer flash, a quiver,
a something all over her face, which passed
at once back to its intent gravity.

“We have no reason to suppose so.
But tyranny produces revenge, as you
know.”

Stanley shrugged his shoulders. “It's
not my business to go into the rights and
wrongs of what’s been done. But, as a
man of the world and a relative, I do ask
you to look after your youngsters and see
they don't get into a mess. They're an
inflammable young couple—young blood,
you know !

Having made this speech, Stanley
looked down, with a feeling that it would
give her more chance.

“You are very kind,” he heard her say-
ing in that quiet, faintly lisping voice; “but
there are certain principles involved.”

And, suddenly, his curious fear of this
woman took shape. Principles! He had
unconsciously been waiting for that word,
than which none was more like a red rag
to him.

“What principles can possibly be in-
volved in going against the law?”

“And where the law is unjust?”’

Stanley was startled, but he said: ** Re-
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member that your principles, as you call
them, may hurt other people besides your-
seli; Tod and your children most of all.
How is the law unjust, may I ask?”

She had been sitting at the table oppo-
site, but she got up now and went to the
hearth.,  Forawoman of forty-two—as he
supposed she would be—she was extraor-
dinarily lithe, and her eyes, fixed on him
from under those twitching, wavy brows,
had a curioug glow in their darkness.  The
few silver threads in the mass of her over-
fine black hair seemed to give it extra
vitality. The whole of her had a sort of
intensity that made him profoundly un-
comfortable. And he thought suddenly:
‘Poor old Tod! Fancy having to go to
bed with that woman !’

Without raising her voice, she began
answering his question.

* These people have no means of set-
ting law in motion, no means of choosing
where and how they will live, no means
of doing anything except just what they
are told; the Mallorings have the means
to set the law in motion, to choose where
and how to live, and to dictate to others.
That is why the law is unjust. With
every independent pound a year, this
equal law of yours—varies!”

“Phew!” said Stanley.
proposition !

“T give you a simple case. If T had
chosen not to marry Tod but to live with
him in free love, we could have done
it without inconvenicnce.  We have some
independent income; we could have af-
forded to disregard what people thought
or did. We could have bought (as we
did buy) our piece of land and our cot-
tage, out of which we could not have been
turned. Since we don't care for society,
it would have made absolutely no differ-
ence to our present position.  But Tryst,
who does not even want to defy the law—
what happens to him?  What happens to
hundreds of laborers all over the country
who venture to differ in politics, religion,
or morals from those who own them 77

‘By George!” thought Stanley, ‘it's
true, in a way; I never looked at it quite
like that." But the feeling that he had
come to persuade her to be reasonable,
and the deeply rooted Englishry of him,
conspired to make him say:

*That's all very well; but, you see, it's

“That's a
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only a necessary incident of property-
holding.  You can't interfere with plain
rights.”

“You mean—an evil inherent in prop-
erty-holding 2"’

“Tf you like; Tdon’t split words. The
lesser of two evils, What's your rem-
edy? Youdon't want to abolish property;
you’ve confessed that property gives you
yvour independence | ”

Again that curious quiver and flash !

“Yes; but if people haven’t decency
enough to see for themselves how the law
favors their independence, they must be
shown that it doesn't pay to do to others
as they would hate to be done by.”

*“And you wouldn’t try reasoning?”

*They are not amenable to reason.”

Stanley took up his hat.

“Well, T think some of us are. I see
vour point; but, vou know, violence never
did any good; it isn't—isn't English.”

She did not answer.  And, nomplussed
thereby, he added lamely: “1 should have
liked to have seen Tod and your young-
sters. Remember me to them. Clara
sent her regards 7'y and, looking round the
room in a rather lost way, he held out his
hand.

He had an impression of something
warm and dry put into it, with even a
little pressure.

Back in the car, he said to his chauffeur,
*Go home the other way, Batter, past the
church.”

The vision of thatkitchen, withitsbrick
floor, its black cak beams, bright copper
pans, the flowers on the window-sill, the
great, open hearth, and the figure of that
woman in her blue dress standing before
it, with her foot poised on a log, clung
to his mind’s eye with curious fidelity.
And those three kids, popping out like
that—proof that the whole thing was not
arather bad dream! ‘Queer business !’ he
thought; *bad business! That woman’s un-
commonly all there, though. Lot in what
she said, too. Where the deuce should
we all be if there were many like her !’
And suddenly he noticed, in a field to the
right, a number of men coming along the
hedge toward the road—evidently labor-
ers. What were they doing? He stopped
the car.  There were fifteen or twenty of
them, and back in the field he could see
a girl’s red blouse, where a little group
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of four still lingered. ‘By George!’ he
thought, ‘those must be the young Tods
going it!” And, curious to see what it
might mean, Stanley fixed his attention
on the gate through which the men were
bound to come. First emerged a fellow
in corduroys, tied below the knee, with
long brown mustaches decorating a face
that, for all its haggardness, had a jovial
look. Next cameasturdylittle red-faced,
bow-legged man in shirt-sleeves rolled up,
walking alongside a big, dark fellow with
a cap pushed up on his head, who had evi-
dently just made a joke. Then came two
old men, one of whom was limping, and
three striplings. Another big man came
along next, in a little clearance, as it were,
between main groups. Hewalked heavily
and looked up lowering at the car. The
fellow’s eyes were queer, and threatening,
and sad—giving Stanley a feeling of dis-
comfort. Then came a short, square man
with an impudent, loquacious face and a
bit of swagger in his walk. He, too,
looked up at Stanley and made some re-
mark which caused two thin-faced fellows
with him to grin sheepishly. A spare old
man, limping heavily, with a yellow face
and drooping gray mustaches,walked next,
alongside a warped, bent fellow, with yel-
lowish hair all over his face, whose expres-
sion struck Stanley as half-idiotic.  Then
two more striplings of seventeen or so,
whittling at bits of sticks; anactive, clean-
shorn chap with drawn-in cheeks; and, last
of all, a small man by himself, without a
cap onaround head covered with thin,light
hair, moving at a ‘dot-here, dot-there’
walk, as though he had beasts to drive.

Stanley noted that all—save the bigman
with the threatening, sad eyes, the old,
yellow-faced man with a limp, and the
little man who came out last, lost in his
imaginary beasts—looked at the car fur-
tively as they went their ways. And
Stanley thought: ‘ English peasant! Poor
devil! Whois he? What is he? Who'd
miss him if he did die out? What's the
use of all this fuss about him? He's done
for! Glad I've nothing to do with him at
Becket, anyway! “Back to the land!”
“Independent peasantry!” Not much!
Shan’t say that to Clara, though; knock
the bottom out of her week-ends!” And
to his chauffeur he muttered:

“Get on, Batter!”
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So, through the peace of that country,
all laid down in grass, through the dignity
and loveliness of trees and meadows, this
May evening, with the birds singing under
a sky surcharged with warmth and color,
he sped home to dinner.,

XX

Bur next morning, turning on his back
as it came dawn, Stanley thought, with
the curious intensity which in those small
hours so soon becomes fear: ‘By Jove! I
don’t trust that woman a yard! T shall
wire for Felix!”  And the longer he lay on
his back, the more the conviction bored a
hole in him. There was a kind of fever
in the air nowadays, that women seemed
to catch, as children caught the measles.
What did it all mean? England used to
be a place to live in. One would have
thought an old country like this would
have got through its infantile diseases!
Hysteria! No one gave in to that. Still,
one must look out! Arson was about the
limit! And Stanley had a vision, sud-
denly, of his plough-worksin flames. Why
not? The ploughs were not for the En-
glish market. Who knew whether these
laboring fellows mightn't take that as a
grievance, if trouble began to spread?
This somewhat far-fetched notion, having
started to burrow, threw up a really horrid
mole-hill on Stanley. And it was only
the habit, in the human mind, of saying
suddenly to fears, Stop! I'm tired of you'!
that sent him to sleep about half past
four.

He did not, however, neglect to wire to
Felix:

“If at all possible, come down again at
once; awkward business at Joyfields."

Nor, on the charitable pretext of employ-
ing two old fellows past ordinary work,
did he omit to treble his night-watch-
DA, » ..

On Wednesday, the day of which he had
seen the dawn rise, Felix had already been
startled, on returning from his constitu-
tional, to discover his niece and nephew in
the act of departure.  All the explanation
vouchsafed had been: “Awfully sorry,
Uncle Felix; mother’s wired forus.” Save
for the general uneasiness which attended
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on all wetions of that woman, Felix would
have felt relieved at their going. They
had disturbed his life, slipped between him
and Nedda !  So much so that he did not
even expect her to come and tell him why
they had gone nor feel inclined to ask
her. So little breaks the fine coherence of
really tender ties!  The deeper the qual-
ity of affection, the more it ‘starts and
puffs,” and from sheer sensitive feeling,
cach for the other, spares attempt to get
back into touch !

His paper—though he did not apply to
it the word ‘favorite,” having that proper
literary feeling toward all newspapers,
that they took him in rather than he them
—gave him on Friday morning precisely
the same piece of news as it gave Stanley
at breakfast and John on his way to the
Home Office.  To John, less in the know,
it merely brought a knitting of the brow
and a vague attempt to recollect the num-
bers of the Worcestershire constabulary.
To Felix it brought a feeling of sickness.
Men whose work in life demands that they
shall daily whip their nerves, run,as a rule,
a little in advance of everything. And
goodness knows what he did not see at that
moment. He said no word to Nedda, but
debated with himself and Flora what, if
anything, was to be done. Flora, whose
sense of humor seldom deserted her, held
the more comfortable theory that there
was nothing to be done as yet. Soon
enough to cry when milk was spilled ! He
did not agree, but, unable to suggest abet-
ter course, followed her advice.  On Satur-
day, however, receiving Stanley’s wire, he
had much difficulty in not sayving to her,
“I told youso!™ The question that agi-
tated him now was whether or not to
take Nedda with him. Flora said: ** Yes.
The child will be the best restraining in-
fluence, if there is reully trouble brew-
ing!” Some fecling fought against thisin
Felix, but, suspecting it to be mere jeal-
ousy, he decided to take her. And, to the
girl’s rather puzzled delight, they arrived
at Becket that day in time for dinner,
It was not too reassuring to find John
there, too. Stanley had alsowired to him.
The matter must indeed be serious! The
usual week-end was in progress. Clara
had made one of her greatest efforts. A
Bulgarian had providentially written a
book in which he showed, beyond doubt,

The Freelands

that personsfed on brown bread, potatoes,
and margarine, gave the most satisfactory
results of all. Tt was a discovery of the
first value as a topic for her dinner-table—
seeming to solve the whole vexed problem
of the laborers almost at one stroke. If
they could only be got to feed themselves
on this perfect programme, what a saving
of the situation!  On those three edibles,
the Bulgarian said—and he had been
well translated—a family of five could be
maintained at full efficiency for a shilling
per day. Why! that would leave nearly
eight shillings a week, in many cases more,
for rent, firing, insurance, the man’s to-
hacco, and the children’s boots. There
would be no more of that terrible pinch-
ing by the mothers, to feed the husbhand
and children properly, of which one heard
so much; no more lamentable deteriora-
tion in our stock! Brown bread, pota-
toes, margarine—dquite a great deal could
be provided for seven shillings! And
what was more delicious than a well-baked
potato with margarine of good quality?
The carbohydrates—or was it hybocar-
drates—ah, yes! the kybohardrates—
would be present in really sufficient quan-
tity ! Little else was talked of all through
dinner at her end of the table. Ahove
the flowers that Frances Freeland in-
sisted on arranging—and very charmingly
—when she was there—over bare shoul-
ders and white shirt-fronts, those words
bombed and rebombed. Brown bread,
potatoes, margarine, carbohydrates, cal-
orific!  They mingled with the creaming
sizzle of champagne, with the soft murmur
of well-bred deglutition. White bosoms
heaved and eyebrows rose at them.  And
now and again some Bigwig versed in sci-
ence murmured the word * Fats. Anag-
ricultural population fed to the point of
efficiency without disturbance of the ex-
isting state of things! Eureka! If only
into the bargain they could be induced to
bake their own brown bread and cook
their potatoes well! Faces flushed, eyes
brightened, and teeth shone. Tt was the
best, the most stimulating, dinner ever
swallowed in that room. Nor was it until
each male guest had eaten, drunk, and
talked himself into torpor suitable to the
company of his wife that the three broth-
ers could sit in the smoking-room together,
undisturbed.
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When Stanley had described his inter-
view with ‘that woman,” his glimpse of
the red blouse, and the laborers’ meeting,
there was a silence before John said:

“It might be as well if Tad would send
his two youngsters abroad for a bit.”

Felix shook his head.

“I don't think he would, and T don't
think they'd go. But we might try to get
those two to see that anything the poor
devils of laborers do is bound to recoil
on themselves, fourfold. T suppose,” he
added, with sudden malice, *“a laborers’
rising would have no chance?”

Neither John nor Stanley winced.

“Rising? Why should they rise?”

“They did in "32.7

“In 321" repeated John. *Agricul-
ture had its importance then,  Now it has
none. Besides, they've no cohesion, no
power, like the miners or railway men.
Rising? No chance, no earthly ! Weight
of metal’s dead against it.”

Felix smiled.

“Money and guns!  Guns and money !
Confess with me, brethren, that we're
glad of metal.”

John stared and Stanley drank off his
whiskey and potash. Felix really was o
bit ‘too thick’ sometimes.  Then Stanley
caid:

“Wonder what Tod thinks of it all.
Will you go over, Felix, and advise that
our young friends be more considerate to
these poor beggars?”’

Felix nodded.  And with *Good-night,
old man’ all round, and no shaking of the
handsg, the three brothers dispersed.

But behind Felix, as he opened his hed-
room door, a voice whispered:

“Dad!”  And there, in the doorway of
the adjoining room, was Nedda in her
dressing-gown.

* Do come in @ minute.
ing up. You are late.”

Felix followed her into her room. The
pleasure he would once have had in this
midnight conspiracy was superseded now,
and he stood blinking at her gravely. In
that blue gown, with her dark hair falling
on its lace collar and her face so round
and childish, she seemed more than ever
to have defrauded him. Hooking her
arm in his, she drew him to the window;
and Felix thought: ‘She just wants to talk
to me about Derek. Dog in the manger

I've been wait-
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he said:

“Well, my dearz”

Nedda pressed his hand with a little
coaxing soueeze,

“Daddy, darling, I do love you!”

And, though Felix knew that she had
grasped what he was fecling, a sort of
warmth spread in him. She had begun
counting his fingers with one of her own,
sitting close beside him. The warmth
in Felix deepened, but he thought: ‘She
must want a good deai out of me!” Then
she began:

“Why did we come down again? [
know there’s somethingwrong ! It’s hard
not to know, when you're anxious.”  And
she sighed.  Thatlittle sigh affected Felix.

“I'd alwavs rather know the truth,
Dad.  Aunt Clara said sumething about
a fire at the Mallorings'.”

Feliv stole a look at her.  Yes! There
was a lot in this child of his! Depth,
warmth, and strength to hold to things.
No use to treat her as a child!  And he
answered:

“ My dear, there’s really nothing be-
yond what you know—our young man
and Sheila are hotheads, and things over
there are working up a bit. - We must try
and smooth them down.”

“Dad, ought T to back him whatever
he does? ™

What o question! The more so that
one cannot answer superficially the ques-
tions of those one loves.

“Ah!” he said at last.  “T don’t know
yet. Some things it's not your duty to
do; that’s certain. Tt can’t be right to
do things simply because he does them—
that’s not real—however much one loves.”

“Noj; Ifeel that. Only,it's so hard to
know what I do really think when there’s
such alot trying to make me feel that only
what's nice and cosey is right 1"

And Felix thought: * 've been brought
up to believe that only Russian girls care
for truth. It seems I wuas wrong. The
saints forbid I should be a stumbling-
block to my own daughter searching for
it!  And yet—where's it all leading? 13
this the same child that told me only the
other night she wanted to know every-

Here moes to be decent

thing? She's @ woman now! S0 much
for love!” And he said:
“Let's go forward quietly, my pret-
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ty, without expecting too much of our-
selves.”

“Yes, Dad; only I distrust myself so.”

“No one ever got near the truth who
didn't.”

“Can we go over there to-morrow? [
don't think I could bear a whole day of
Bigwigs and cating, with this hanging
over i

“Poor Bigwigs! All right! We'll go.
And now, bed; and think of nothing !

Her whisper tickled his ear:

“You are a darling to me, Dad!”

He went out comforted.

And for some time after she had for-
gotten everything he leaned out of his
window, smoking cigarettes, and trying to
sce the body and soul of night. How
quict she was—night, with her mystery,
bereft of moon, in whose darkness seemed
to vibrate still the song of the cuckoos
that had been calling so all day! And
whisperings of leaves communed with
Felix.

NXXI

Waat Tod thought of all this was, per-
haps, as much of an enigma to Tod as to
his three brothers, and never more so than
on that Sunday morning when two police
constables appeared at his door with a
warrant for the arrest of Tryst.  After re-
garding them fixedly for full thirty sec-
onds, he said, “Wait!" and left them in
the doorway.

Kirsteen was washing breakfast things
which had a leadless glaze, and Tryst's
three children, extremely tidy, stood mo-
tionless at the edge of the little scullery,
watching.

When she had joined him in the kitchen
Tod shut the door.

“Two policemen,” he said,
Tryst. Are they to have him?”

In the life together of these two there
had, from the very start, been a queer
understanding as to who should decide
what. It had become by now so much
a matter of instinct that combative con-
sultations, which bulk so large in married
lives, had no place in theirs. A frowning
tremor passed over her face. '

“I suppose they must. Derek is out.
Leave it to me, Tod, and take the tinies
into the orchard.”

Tod took the three little Trysts to the

“want
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very spot where Derek and Nedda had
gazed over the darkening fields in exchang-
ing that first kiss, and, sitting on the
stump of the apple-tree he had cut down,
he presented each of them with an apple.
While they ate, he stared. And his dog
stared at him. How far there worked
in Tod the feelings of an ordinary man
watching three small children whose only
parent the law was just taking into its
charge it would be rash to say, but his
eyes were extremely blue and there was a
frown between them.

“Well, Biddy?"" he said at last,

Biddy did not reply; the habit of being
a mother had imposed on her, together
with the gravity of her little, pale, oval
face, a peculiar talent for silence. But
the round-cheeked Susie said:

“Billy can eat cores.”

After this statement, silence was broken
only by munching, till Tod said:

*“What makes things?"

The children, having the instinct that
he had not asked them, but himself, came
closer. He had in his hand a little beetle.

*This beetle lives in rotten wood; nice
chap, isn’t he? "

“We kill beetles; we're afraid of them.”
So Susie,

They were now round Tod so close that
Billy was standing on one of his large
feet, Susie leaning her elbows on one of his
broad knees, and Biddy's slender little
body pressed against his huge arm.

“No,” said Tod; “beetles are nice
chaps.”

“The birds eats them,” remarked Billy.

“This beetle,” said Tod, “eats wood.
It eats through trees and the trees get
rotten.”

Biddy spoke:

“Then they don't give no more ap-
ples.”

Tod put the beetle down and Billy got
off his foot to tread on it. When he had
done his best the beetle emerged and van-
ished in the grass. Tod, who had offered
no remonstrance, stretched out his hand
and replaced Billy on his foot.

“What about my treading on you,
Billy ?"” he said.

3 Why?fl

“T'm big and you're little.”

On Billy's square face came a puzzled
defiance. If he had not been early taught
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his station he would evidently have found
some poignant retort, An intoxicated
humblebee broke the silence by buzzing
into Biddy's fluffed-out, corn-gold hair,
Tod took it off with his hand.

“Lovely chap, isn't he?”

The children, who had recoiled, drew
close again, while the drunken bee
crawled feebly in the cage of Tod's large
hand.

“Bees sting,” said Biddy; “I fell on a
bee and it stang me!"”

“You stang it first,”” suid Tod, **This
chap wouldn't sting—not for worlds.
Stroke it !”

Biddy put out her little, pale finger but
stayed it a couple of inches from the bee.

“Go on,"” said Tod.

Opening her mouth alittle, Biddy went
on and touched the bee.

“Tt's soft,”" she said.
buzz?™

“T want to stroke it, too,” said Susie.
And Billy stamped a little on Tod's
foot.

“No,"” said Tod; *only Biddy.”

There was perfect silence till the dog.
rising, approached its nose, black with a
splash of pinky whiteness on the end of
the bridge, as if to love the bee.

“No,” said Tod. The dog looked at
him over yellow-brown eyes dark with
anxiety.

“TIt'l sting the dog’s nose,” said Biddy,
and Susie and Billy came yet closer.

It was at this moment, when the heads
of the dog, the bee, Tod, Biddy, Susie, and
Billy might have been contained within
a noose three feet in diameter, that Felix
dismounted from Stanley’s car and, com-
ing from the cottage, caught sight of that
little idyll under the dappled sunlight,
green, and blossom. It was something
from the core of life, out of the heart-beat
of things—like a rare picture or song, the
revelation of the childlike wonder and
delight, to which all other things are
but the supernumerary casings—a little
pool of simplicity into which fever and
yearning sank and were for a moment
drowned. And quite possibly he would
have gone away without disturbing them
if the dog had not growled and wagged his
tail.

But when the children had been sent
down into the field he experienced the

“Why don't it
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usual difficulty in commencing a tall with
Tod. How [ar was his big hrother within
reach of mere unphilosophic statements;
how far was he going to attend to facts?

“We came back vesterday,” he hegan;
“Nedda and 1. You kioow all about
Derek and Nedda, T suppose?”

Tod nodeded.

“What do you think of it?”

“He's a good chap.”

“Yes,” murmured Felix, “but a fire-
brand. This business at Malloring's-
what'sit going to lead to, Tod?  We must
look out, old man. Couldn’t you send
Derek and Sheila abroad for a hit?"

“Wouldn't go.”

“But, after all, they're dependent on
ynu."

“Don’t suy that to them; T should
never see them again.”

Felix, who felt the instinctive wisdom of
that remark, answered helplessly:

“What's to be done, then?”

“Sit tight.” Tod’s hand came deown
on Felix's shoulder.

* But suppose they getinto real trouble ?
Stanley and John don’t like it; and there's
mother.”  And Felix added, with sudden
heat, * Besides, I can’t stand Nedda being
made anxious like this.”

Tod removed his hand. Felix would
have given a good deal to have been able
to see into the brain behind the frowning
stare of those blue eyes.

“Can't help by worrying. What must
be, will. Look at the birds!”

The remark from any other man would
have irritated Felix profoundly; coming
from Tod, it seemed the unconscious ex-
pression of a really felt philosophy.  And,
after all, was he not right? What was
this life they all lived but a ceaseless
worrying over what was to come? Was
not all man's unhappiness caused by nerv-
ous anticipations of the future? Was
not that the discase, and the misfortune,
of the age; perhaps of all the countless
ages man had lived through,

With an effort he recalled his thoughts
from that far flicht. What if Tod had
rediscovered the secret of the happiness
that belonged to hirds and lilies of the
fiecld—such overpowering interest in the
moment that the future did not exist?
Why not? Were not the only minutes
when he himself was really happy those
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when he lost himsell in work, or love?
And why were they so few? For want
of pressure to the square moment.  Yes!
All unhappiness was fear and lack of vi-
tality to live the present fully.  That was
why love and fighting were such poignant
ecstasies—they lived their present to the
full.  And so it would be almost comic to
say to those young people: Go away; do
nothing in this matter in which your in-
terest and your feelings are concerned!
Don't have a present, because you've got
to have a future! And he said:

“I'd give a good deal for your power of
losing yoursell in the moment, old boy !

“That's all right,” said Tod. He was
examining the bark of a tree, which had
nothing the matter with it, so far as Felix
could see; while his dog, who had followed
them, carefully examined Tod. Both
were obviously lost in the moment.  And
with a feeling of defeat Felix led the way
back to the cottage.

In the brick-floored kitchen Derek was
striding up and down; while around him,
in an equilateral triangle, stood the three
women, Sheila at the window, Kirsteen
by the open hearth, Nedda against the
wall opposite. Derek exclaimed at once:

“Why did you let them, father? Why
didn’t you refuse to give him up?”

Felix looked at his brother. In the
doorway, where his curly head nearly
touched the wood, Tod’s face was puzzled,
rueful. He did not answer.

“Any one could have said he wasn’t
here. Wecould have smuggled him away.
Now the brutes have got him! T don't
know that, though—" And he made
suddenly for the door.

Tod did not budge. “No,” he said.

Derek turned; his mother was at the
other door; at the window, the two
girls.

The comedy of this scene, if there be
comedy in the face of grief, was for the
moment lost on Felix.

‘It’s come,” he thought. ‘What now?’

Derek had flung himself down at the
table and was burying his head in his
hands. Sheila went up to him.

“Don’t be a fool, Derek.”

Howeverright and natural that remark,
it scemed inadequate.

And Felix looked at Nedda. The hlue
motor scarf she had worn had slipped off
her dark head; her face was white; her
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eyes, fixed immovably on Derek, seemed
waiting for him to recognize that she was
there. The boy broke out again:

“Tt was treachery! We took him in;
and now we've given him up. They
wouldn’t have touched us if we'd got him
away. Not they!"”

Felix literally heard the breathing of
Tod on one side of him and of Kirsteen
on the other. He crossed over and stood
opposite his nephew,

“Look here, Derek,” he said; “your
mother was quite right.  You might have
put this off for a day or two; but it was
bound to come. You don’t know the
reach of the law, Come, my dear fellow !
It's no good making a fuss, that’s child-
ish—the thing is to see that the man gets
every chance.”

Derek looked up.  Probably he had not
yet realized that his uncle was in the
room; and Felix was astonished at his
really haggard face; as if the incident had
bitten and twisted some vital in his body.

“He trusted us.”

Felix saw Kirsteen quiver and flinch,
and understood why they had none of
them felt quite able to turn their backs on
that display of passion. Something deep
and unreasoning was on the boy's side;
something that would not fit with com-
mon sense and the habits of civilized so-
ciety; something from an Arab’s tent or
a Highland glen. Then Tod came up be-
hind and put his hands on his son’s shoul-
ders.

“Come!" he zaid; “milk’s spilt.”

“All right I said Derek grutily, and he
went to the door,

Felix made Nedda a sign and she
slipped out after him.

NXII

NEeppa, her blue head-gear trailing, fol-
lowed along at the boy's side while he
passed through the orchard and two fields;
and when he threw himself down under
an ash-tree she, too, subsided, waiting for
him to notice her.

“T am here,"” she said at last.

At that ironic little speech Derek sat
up.
“It’ll kill him,” he said.

“But—to burn things, Derek! To
light horrible cruel flames, and burn
things, even if they aren’t alive!”
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Derek said through his teeth:

“Tt's Iwhodidit! If I'd never talked
to him he'd have been like the others.
They were taking him in a cart, like a
calf.”

Nedda got possession of his hand and
held it tight.

That was a bitter and frightening hour
under the faintly rustling ash-tree, while
the wind sprinkled over her flakes of the
may blossom, just past its prime. Love
seemed now so little a thing, seemed to
have lost warmth and power, seemed like
a suppliant outside a door. Why did
trouble come like this the moment one
felt deeply?

The church bell was tolling; they could
see the little congregation pass across the
churchyard into that weekly dream they
knew too well. And presently the drone
emerged, mingling with the voices outside,
of sighing trees and trickling water, of the
rub of wings, birds’ songs, and the callings
of beasts everywhere beneath the sky.

In spite of her suffering because love
was not the first emotion in his heart, the
girl could only feel he was right not to
be loving her; that she ought to be glad
of what was eating up all else within him,
It was ungenerous, unworthy, to want to
be loved at such a moment. Yetshe could
not helpit! This was her first experience
of the eternal tug between self and the
loved one pulled in the hearts of lovers.
Would she ever come to feel happy when
he was just doing what he thought was
right? And she drew a little away from
him; then perceived that unwittingly she
had done the right thing, for he at once
tried to take her hand again. And this
was her first lesson, too, in the nature of
man. If she did not give her hand, he
wanted it! But she was not one of those
who calculate in love. So she gave him
herhandat once. That went to hisheart;
and he put his arm round her, till he could
feel the emotion under those stays that
would not be drawn any closer. In this
nest beneath the ash-tree they sat till they
heard the organ wheeze and the furious
sound of the last hymn, and saw the brisk
coming-forth with its air of, ‘Thank God !
And now, to eat !’ till at last there was no
stir again about the little church—no stir
atallsave thatof nature’s ceaseless thanks-
giving. . . .

Tod, his brown face still rueful, had fol-
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lowed those two out into the air, and
Sheila had gone quickly after him.  Thus
left alone with his sister-in-law, Felix said
gravely:

“1f you don't want the boy to get into
real trouble, do all you can to show him
that the last way in the world to help
these poor fellows is to let them fall foul
of the law. It's madness to light flames
you can’t put out. What happened this
morning? Did the man resist?”

Her face still showed how bitter had
been her mortification, and he was aston-
ished that she kept her voice so level and
emotionless.

“No. Hewentwith them quite quietly.
The back door was open; he could have
walked out. I did not advise him to.
I'm glad no one saw his face except my-
self. You see,” she added, “he's devoted
to Derek, and Derek knows it; that's why
he feels it so, and will feel it more and
more. The boy has a great sense of honor,
Felix.” )

Under that tranquillity Felix caught the
pain and yearning in her voice. Yes!
This woman really felt and saw. She was
not one of those who make disturbance
with their brains and powers of criticism;
rebellion leaped out from the heat in her

heart. But he said:
“Isit right to fan this lame? Do you
think any good end is served 7" Waiting

for her answer, he found himself gazing at
the ghost of dark down on her upper lip,
wondering that he had never noticed it
before.

Very low, as if to herself, she said:

“I would kill myself to-day if T didn’t
believe that tyranny and injustice must
end.”

“In our time?"”

“Perhaps not.”

““Are you content to go on working for
an Utopia that you will never see?”

“While our laborers are treated and
housed more like dogs than human beings, -
while the best life under the sun—because
life on the soil might be the best life—is
despised and starved, and made the play-
thing of people’s tongues, neither I nor
mine are going to rest.”

The admiration she inspired in Felix at
that moment was mingled with a kind of
pity. He said impressively:

“Do you know the forces you are up
against? Have you looked into the un-
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fathomable heart of this trouble?  Under-
stood the tug of the towns, the call of
money to money; grasped the destructive
restlessness of madern life: the abysmal
selfishness of people when you threaten
their interests; the age-long uapathy of
those you want to help ? Haveyougrasped
all these?"

“And more!”
Felix held out his hand.
suid, “you are truly brave!”

She shook her head.

“It got bitten into me very young. [
was brought up in the Highlands among
the crofters in their worst days.  Insome
ways the people here are not so badly off,
but they're still slaves.”

“Lxcept that they can go to Canada if
they want, and save old England.”

She flushed. “I hate irony."”

Felix looked at her with ever-increasing
interest; she certainly was of the kind
that could be relied on to make trouble.

“Ah!” he murmured. “Don’t forget
that when we can no longer smile we can
only swell and burst. Tt /s some consola-
tion to reflect that by the time we've de-
termined to do something really effectual
for the ploughmen of England there’ll be
no ploughmen left!"

“T cannot smile at that.”

And, studying her face, Felix thought,
“You're right there! You'll get no help
from humor.” . . .

Early that afternoon, with Nedda he-
tween them, Felix and his nephew were
speeding toward Transham.

The little town—a hamlet when Ed-
mund Moreton dropped the e from his
name and put up the works which Stan-
ley had so much enlarged—had monopo-
lized by now the hill on which it stood.
Living entirely on its ploughs, it yet had
bt little of the true look of a British fac-
tory town, having been for the most part
built since ideas came into fashion.  With
- its red roofs and chimneys, it was only
moderately ugly, and here and there an
old white, timbered house still testified to
the fact that it had once been country.
On this fine Sunday afternoon the popula-
tion were in the streets, and presented all
that long narrow-headedness, that twist
and distortion of feature, that perfect ab-
sence of beauty in face, figure, and dress,
which is the glory of the Briton who
has been for three generations in a

“Then,” he
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‘And my great-grandfather '—
God rest

town.
thought Felix—*‘did all this!
his soul !’

At a rather new church on the very top
they halted, and went in to inspect the
Morton memorials. There they were, in
dedicated corners. ‘Edmund and his
wife Catherine’—‘Charles Edmund and
his wile Florence’—*Maurice Edmund
and his wife Dorothy.” Clara had set her
foot down against ‘Stanley and his wife
Clara’ being in the fourth; her soul was
above ploughs, and she, of course, in-
tended to be buried at Becket, as Clara,
dowager Lady Freeland, for her efforts in
regard to the land. Felix, who had a tend-
ency to note how things affected other
people, watched Derek’s inspection of
these documents and marked that they
excited in him no tendency to ribaldry.
The boy, indeed, could hardly be expected
to see in them what Felix saw—an epit-
ome of the great, perhaps fatal, change
that had befallen his native country; a
record of the beginning of that far-back
fever, whose course ran ever faster, which
had emptied country into town and slowly,
surely, changed the whole spirit of life.
When Edmund Moreton, about 1780,
took the infection disseminated by the de-
velopment of machinery, and left the
farming of his acres to make money, that
thing was done which they were all now
tulking about trying to undo, with their
cries of: “Back to the land! Back to
peace and sanity in the shade of the elms!
Back to the simple and patriarchal state
of feeling which old documents disclose.
Back to a time before these little squashed
heads and bodies and features jutted
every which way; before there were long
squashed streets of gray houses; long
squashed chimneys emitting smoke-blight;
long squashed rows of graves; and long
squashed columns of the daily papers.
Back to well-fed countrymen who could
not read, with Common rights, and a
kindly feeling for old ‘Moretons,” who
had a kindly feeling for them ! Back to
all that? A dream! Sirs! A dream!
There was nothing for it now, but—prog-
ress!|  Progress! On with the dance!
Let engines rip, and the little, squash-
headed fellows with them! Commerce,
literature, religion, science, politics, all
taking a hand; what a glorious chance
had money, ugliness, and ill will! Such
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were the reflections of Felix before the
brass tablet:

“To e Loving MEMORY OF
EDMUND MORTON
AND
His Devorep WiIrE
CATHERINE.
At REst 1N THE Lorp. A. D, 1816.7

From the church they went about their
proper business, to interview a Mr. Po-
gram, of the firm of Pogram & Collet,
solicitors, in whose hands the interests of
many citizens of Transham and the coun-
try round were almost securely deposited.
He occupied, curiously enough, the house
where Edmund Morton himself had lived,
conducting his works on the one hand and
the squirearchy of the parish on the other.
Incorporated now into the line of a long,
loose street, it still stood rather apart from
its neighbors, behind some large shrubs,
and trees of the holm-oak variety.

Mr. Pogram, who was finishing his Sun-
day after-lunch cigar, was a short, clean-
shaved man with strong cheeks and those
rather lustful gray-blue eyes which accom-
pany a sturdy figure. He rose when they
wereintroduced, and, uncrossing his fat lit-
tle thighs, asked what he could dofor them.

Felix propounded the story of the arrest,
so far as might be, in words of one syllable,
avoiding the sentimental aspect of the
question, and finding it hard to be on the
side of disorder, as any modern writer
might. There was something, however,
about Mr. Pogram that reassured him.
The small fellow looked a fighter—looked
as if he would sympathize with Tryst's
want of a woman about him. The tusky
but soft-hearted little brute kept nodding
his round, sparsely covered head while he
listened, exuding a smell of lavender-
water, cigars, and gutta-percha. When
Felix ceased he said, rather dryly:

“Sir Gerald Malloring? Yes. Sir Ger-
ald’s country agents, I rather think, are
Messrs. Porter of Worcester.  Quite so.”

And a conviction that Mr. Pogram
thought they should have been Messrs.
Pogram & Collet of Transham confirmed
in Felix the feeling that they had come to
the right man.

“I gather,” Mr. Pogram said, and he
looked at Nedda with a glance from which
he obviously tried to remove all earthly
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desires, “that you, sir, and your nephew
wish to go and see the man. Mrs. Po-
gram will be delighted to show Miss I'ree-
land our garden.  Your great-grandfather
sir,on the mother's side, lived in this house.
Delighted to meet you; often heard of
your books; Mrs. Pogram has read one
let me see—* The Bannister,” was it?”
““The Barrister,”” Felix answered gently.
Mr. Pogram rang the bell.  “ Quite so,”
he said. ‘“ Assizes are just over, so that
he can't come up for trial till August or
September; pity—great pity! DBail in
cases of arson—ifor a laborer, very doubt-
ful ! Ask your mistress to come, please.”

There entered a faded rose of @ woman
on whom Mr. Pogram in his time had
evidently made a greal impression. A
vista of two or three little Pograms behind
her was hastily removed by the maid.
And they all went into the garden.

“Through here, said Mr. Pogram, com-
ing to a side door in the garden wall, “ we
can make a short cut to the police station.
As we go along I shall ask you one or two
blunt questions.” And he thrust out his
under lip:

“For instance, what’s your interest in
this matter?”

Before Felix could answer, Derek had
broken in:

“ My uncle has come out of kindness.
It's my affair, sir. The man has been
tyrannously treated.”

Mr. Pogram cocked his eye. *““Yes,
yes; no doubt, no doubt! He's not con-
fessed, T understand?”

“No; but A

Mr. Pogram laid a finger on his lips.

“Never say die; that's what we're here
for. So,” he went on, “you're a rebel;
Socialist, perhaps. Dear me! Well,
we're all of us something, nowadays—
I'm a humanitarian myself. Often say
to Mrs. Pogram—humanity's the thing in
this age—and so it is!  Well, now, what
line shall we take?” And he rubbed his
hands.  “Shall we have a try at once to
upset what evidence they've got? We
should want a strong alibi.  Our friends
here will commit if they can—nobody
likes arson. I understand he was sleep-
ing in your cottage. His room, now?
Was it on the ground floor? "

“Yes; but ¥

Mr. Pogram frowned, as who should
say: Ah! Be careful! “He had better
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reserve his defence and give us time to
turn round,” he said rather shortly,

They had arrived at the police station
and alter a little parley were ushered into
the presence of Tryst,

The big luhorer was sitting on the stool
in his cell, leaning back against the wall,
hiz hands loose and open at his sides.
His gaze passed al once from Felix and
Mr. Pogram, who were in advance, to
Derck; and the man's soul seemed sud-
denly to look through, as one may see all
there is of spirit in a dog reach out to its
master.  Thiswas the first time Felix had
seen him who had caused already so much
anxiety, and that broad, almost brutal
face, with the yearning fidelity inits tragic
eves, made a powerful impression on him.
Tt was the sort of face one did not forget
and might he glad of not remembering in
dreams. What had put this yearning
spirit into so gross a frame, destroying its
solid coherence? Why could not Tryst
have been left by nature just a beer-loving
serf, devoid of grief for his dead wife, de-
void of longing for the nearest he could
get to her again, devoid of susceptibility
to this young man's influence? And the
thought ol all that was before the mute
creature, sitting there in heavy, hopeless
patience, stung Felix's heart so that he
could hardly bear to look him in the face.

Derek had taken the man's thick,
brown hand; Felix could see with what
effort the boy was biting back his feelings,

“This is Mr. Pogram, Bob. A solic-
itor who'll do all he can for you.”

Felix looked at Mr. Pogram. The lit-
tle man was standing with arms akimbo;
his face the queerest mixture of shrewd-
ness and compassion, and he was giving
off an almost needlessly strong scent of
gutta-percha.

“Yes, my man,” he said, “you and 1
are going to have a talk when these gentle-
men have done with you," and, turning on
hisheel, he began to touch up the points of
his little pink nails with a penknife, in
front of the constable who stood outside
the cell door, with his professional air of
giving a man a chance.

Invaded by a feeling, apt to come over
him in zoos, that he was watching a crea-
ture who had no chance to escape being
watched, Felixalsowarned; but, though his
eyessawnot, hisears couldnot help hearing.
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“Forgive me, Bob! Tt's Twho got you

into this!”

“No, sir; naught to forgive.
be back, and then they'll see!”

By the reddening of Mr. Pogram’s ears
Felix formed the opinion that the little
man, also, could hear,

“Tell her not to fret, Mr. Derek. I'd
like a shirt, in case I've got to stop. The
children needn’ know where 1 be; though
Ian't ashamed.”

“It may be a longer job than you think,
Bob.” .

In the silence that followed Felix could
not help turning. The laborer's- eyes
were moving quickly round his cell, as if
for the first time he realized that he was
shut up; suddenly he brought those big
hands of his together and clasped them
between his knees, and again his gaze ran
round the cell. Felix heard the clearing
of a throat close by, and, more than ever
conscious of the scent of gutta-percha,
grasped its connection with compassion
in the heart of Mr. Pogram. He caught
Derek's muttered, “*Don’t ever think
we're forgetting you, Bob,” and some-
thing that sounded like, * And don’t ever
say you did it.”” Then, passing Felix and
the little lawyer, the boy went out. His
head washeld high, but tearswere running
down his cheeks. Felix followed.

A bank of clouds, gray-white, was rising
just above the red-tiled roofs, but the sun
still shone brightly. And the thought of
the big laborer sitting there knocked and
knocked at Felix's heart with a mournful,
miserable sound. He had a warmer feel-
ing for his young nephew than he had ever
had. Mr. Pogram rejoined them now,
and they walked on together.

“Well 2™ said Felix.

DMr. Pogram answered in a somewhat
grumpy voice:

“Not guilty, and reserve defence. You
have influence, young man! Dumb as
a fish. Poor devil!” And not another
word did he say till they had re-entered
his garden.

Here the ladies, surrounded by many
little Pograms, were having tea. And
seated next the little lawyer, whose eyes
were fixed on Nedda, Felix was able to
appreciate that in happier mood he ex-
haled almost exclusively the scent of
lavender-water and cigars.

T'll =00n

{To be continued. )
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THE NEW CANADIAN NATIONAL TRANS-
CONTINENTAL RAILWAY

By Duncan MacPherson
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to the Chairman in Charge of Operation.

OST people on the American conti-
M nent know more or less about Can-
ada’s pioneer transcontinental
railway, the Canadian Pacific, but prob-
ably not many, outside railway men, in
the United States know very much about
her latest creation in that line which has
just culminated in the completion of what
has been called, during construction, the
Transcontinental Railway on the eastern
half and the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway
on the western half. Joined together,
these halves constitute the new National
Transcontinental Railway, to be operated
by and called the Grand Trunk Pacific
Railway.
It might be considered that the building
Vor. LVII.—62

of a trunk-line railway between 3,000 and
4,000 miles long is no great feat in these
days of high explosives and gigantic
steam-shovels; but when it is understood
that a large part of this line runs through
rugged and comparatively unknown north-
ern latitudes, where the summers are
short and the winters long and cold; that
scores of mighty rivers had to be spanned,
the Rocky Mountains crossed, and the
whole line constructed on lower gradients
and easier curves than had hitherto been
thought practical, the accomplished fact
becomes more interesting.

A few words as toitsinception.* Tt was

*See “ Canada'’s New Transcontinental Railway,”
Hugh D. Lumsden, and *“ The Grand Trunk Pacific,” by
Cy Warman, in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, July, 1gob.
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only natural that the Canadian Pacific
Railway, having heen so successful, should
in due time be emulated by rival lines, as,
although that infant of the early cighties

The New Canadian National Transcontinental Railway

Is it any wonder that emulating rivals
brought forward many schemes from
time to time, more or less well supported
by enterprising men, until, 1n 1903, the

proposition began

Quebec Lridge.

had been much de-
cried at birth, and
even early bank-
ruptcy and death
freely predicted by
able men, it had
grown to sturdy
manhood before
the end of the last
century, and still
continued to wax
stronger as its new
trunk lines and
branches were ex-
tended into all
promising territory
m the early years
of the new century.

A glance over the successive annual re-
ports of this company, from 18835 onward,
is like reading a fairy tale, so swiltly but
surely do the millions pile up from vear to
year. Great was the jubilation at the end
of the year 1892, when the gross receipts
first crossed the $20,000,000 mark, which
was practically double what they had
been five years previous. In 1go3 their
earnings were approximately $44,000,000,
and in 1913 over $128,000,000.

to assume concrete
shape under the
auspices of the
Grand Trunk Rail-
way, which com-
pany had been the
only serious rival of
the Canadian Pa-
| cific Railway in
eastern Canada up

i to that time.
There were, of
| course, divers
i| opinions held by
prominent railway
men and others
both as to the pres-
_ ent necessity for
... .| another transconti-

= ]
|
|
|

Bridge over Red River, at Winnipeg.

nental railway and as to the organization
and financial arrangements for its con-
struction. It was, however, generally
agreed that no private corporation could
be induced to carry through such a stu-
pendous undertaking, involving the con-
struction of many hundreds of miles
through an unsettled wilderness, difficult
of access, requiring very expensive work
and with little Jocal traffic in sight.

The government of the day, therefore,
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decided to construct the eastern divi-
sion, from Moncton, N. B., to Winnipeg,
Manitoba, themselves, by means of a
commission, and afterward to lease it to
the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway Com-
pany, which had entered into an agree-
ment with them to construct the line from
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Pacific Ocean, and Quebec, on tide-water
of the Atlantic, passes through the State
of Maine to really reach the ocean at
Saint John.

It was decided to build an air-line, as
nearly as possible, consistent with due
economy, and to make the maximum

Shops at Transcona for building and repairing cars and locomotives,

Winnipeg to the Pacific coast, and to op-
erate the whole line from the Atlantic to
the Pacific, when it was completed.

Accordingly, an act respecting the con-
struction of the National Transcontinen-
tal Railway was assented to by the Do-
minion Parliament on the 24th of October,
1903, which provided for the construction
of a line to be operated as a common rail-
way highway across the Dominion, from
ocean to ocean, and wholly within Cana-
dian territory.

Much importance was attached to the
words “wholly within Canadian terri-
tory,” as hitherto the only other trans-
continental line, the Canadian Pacific
Railway, although it is entirely in Cana-
dian territory between Vancouver, on the

gradient, east bound, or against the major
traffic, o.4 feet, and west bound, o.5 feet
per hundred, and to limit curvature to a
maximum of 6 degrees, these maxima to
be used sparingly. Bridges and culverts
were to be of concrete and steel and of
the most modern description.

These specifications—especially the low
gradients—meant much heavier expendi-
ture than for existing roads having one-
per-cent grades; but, as most roads were
busy cutting down one-per-cent grades,
the higher standard set by the National
Transcontinental Railway was considered
justifiable.

There are no special hardships involved
in building a railway through settled
regions where other railways, highways,
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Union Station at Winnipeg, the junction of the Canadian Nurthern Railway and the Grand T'runk Pacific.

Fort Garry Haotel at the right, erected on the site of old Fort Garry.

and rivers furnish easy and rapid means
for transporting men from point to point at
all stages of the work, from the prelimina-
ry survey to the driving of the last spike;
but it is an entirely different matter when,
in the initial stages, the only means of
transportation for hundreds of miles is by
canoe in summer and dog train in winter.

Canoeing is very pleasant at times,
when done for recreation, in fine weather,
but when it becomes a necessity every
day, without regard to weather conditions,
the pleasure very often becomes a pain,
after one has paddled a laden canoe many
weary m}||:~,, with err uent intervals of
portaging it and couLL.an over the rough-
est of trails from lake to lake.

Travelling by dog train may also be
considered grand sport when taken in
homaeopathic doses, or travelling light
over a good trail, but when done every
day for a week or more, over the worst of
trails, or no trail at all, in deep snow,
where you have to walk ahead of the dogs
to tramp down with your snow-shoes a
suﬂicunllv firm trail for the dogs to haul
the tl_’rl)l)g("ln‘:. there are more pleasant
forms of exercise.
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In 19o4—5 the Transcontinental and
Grand Trunk Pacific had some seventy-
five surveving parties in the field, con-
sisting of about eighteen men each, not
counting the men engaged in transport-
ing supplies by canoe and dog train, in
the manner above described, though, of
course, there were many accessible parts
of the line where such primitive transport
was 'Llnnecessﬂ.l'_\'.

These men were mostly under can-
vas, and in the farthest-north locations
the thermometer seldom ranged above
zero for months at a time, in winter, and
often fell to over 50° below zero. Liv-
ing in tents is scarcely a picnic under
such conditions ; but the men kept well
and cheerful, owing to the fact that
no pains were spared to keep them well
supplied with a good variety of canned
soups, vegetables, and fruits, in addition
to the usual rations of flour, bacon, and
beans.

Active construction began on the east-
ern division in the summer of 1906, when
a few hundred men, steam-shovels, etc.,
started in to burrow through the hills and
fill the valleys, to construct the latest of
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man’s scientific trails across the North
American continent.

From time to time new contracts were
let until, in 1908, the whole line was let

of 1914.
tically completed by November, 1914.
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The ballasting, etc., was prac-

The quantities of the most important

items of material moved and placed in the

The Fraser River from Stellagua Mountain,

and something like 35,000 men were
actually engaged on the work, not includ-
ing officials and their office staffs. On
the eastern division alone, which is 1,805
miles long, there was at one time an army
of over 21,000 men employed.

The last link of the main track of the
eastern division (except for the Saint Law-
rence River bridge) was connected in No-
vember, 1913, and on the western divi-
sion, 1,745 miles long, in the early summer

work, on the eastern division, were, in
round figures, as follows:

Cu. yds
Solid reck. cisarisrarnua 10,000,000
Loose-xock: wovusuiom 18,500,000
Common excavatlon.. .. ...... ... 21,000,000
Train-hauled filling... ... . ......... 33,000,000
Ballast. ... 0o eesonnns s seine 7,000,000
Concrete. . ... 700,000

Steel bridges, 11 miles, containing aboul 61,000
tons of steel.

The cost of this division was, approx-
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imately, $160,000,000, including shops,
ete., complete.

The cost of the western division was,
approximately, $130,000,000 for 1,745
miles, and the quantities of material
moved less per mile than on the eastern
division, owing to the comparatively long
stretch of prairie country from Winnipeg
west.

The total length of line from Moncton
to Prince Rupert is 2,550 miles.

The ordinary tourist or business man,
as he rolls smoothly along at 75 miles per
hour, whilst enjoying a meal in a well-ap-
pointed dining-car or sitting at ease in a
comfortable smoking or library car, watch-
ing the ever-changing landscape roll past
the window, has seldom much apprecia-
tion of all the foresight, mental and phys-
ical labor, and often real privation inci-
dental to the building of a railway through
long stretches of hitherto unexplored rug-
ged country in a cold climate.

The pioneer engineers could tell such
travellers many truthful tales of inter-
esting experiences connected with nearly
every mile of this line he may now be pass-
ing so smoothly over.

For example, that abandoned camp just
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passed beside the line, on the bank of a
beautiful lake, brings back no memories
to the ordinary passenger; yet two hardy
exploring engineers reached that camp
one bitter night, in December, 1904, when
the temperature was 40° below zero, ex-
pecting to find an emergency supply of
provisions that had been cached there for
their use; but the storehouse and provi-
sions had been burned, and it was too late
to go farther that night. They had to
satisfy, as best they could, on dry bread
and tea, the ravenous hunger induced by
a weary tramp of twenty miles on snow-
shoes over an unbroken trail, then dig a
hole in the snow, make a bed of pine
boughs, roll up in blankets, and take
turns at trying to sleep, whilst the other
kept a roaring fire going as near as was
safe to the bivouac.

In the night a howling blizzard came on
which lasted two days, during which it
would have been suicide to start for the
nearest camp, twenty-five miles distant;
but, as soon as it cleared, they started the
weary tramp through the new-fallen snow,
having consumed the last of their bread
and tea before starting.

They, however, reached camp late at



A fieckd of bearded wheat in Saskatchewan

night, footsore, weary, and ravenous. For-
tunately the camp was occupied and well
provisioned, so that no time was lost in
satisfying the cravings of the inner man,
after which they literally fell into bed
and slept the sleep of the exhausted for
twenty-four hours on end. They had
good cause to remember the burned cache,
which was facetiously christened “ Short-
bread Cache.”

The occupant of a luxurious sleeping-
car passing through the scene of such ad-
ventures may well ponder over the wide
gap between dog-train and steam-train
locomotives, though he will never fully
appreciate the difference without a real
test of the dog train.

That wildly beautiful rapid glinting
through the trees as the train rounded
the last bluff; what a superb picture, and
framed by a harmonious landscape !

“Yes,” but the pioneer replies, T hate
the sight of that picture. It was there, in
those treacherous rapids, a wrecked ca-
noe snuffed out in a moment the brightest
life in our party. Dear old Harry! the
cheeriest, the truest, and best of compan-
ions on many a weary trip by trail and
canoe.”

That seems a perfect terrace formed by
nature for a railway, some thirty feet
broad, with a steep blufl towering on the
left and a sparkling lake some hundreds
of feet below on the right!  Yes, it looks
as if made on purpose for a railway; and
s0 it was, but by the hand of man instead
of nature. Men were lowered by ropes
from the cliffs above, to locate the line
along that cliff, where nature had left
scarcely a foothold for man; and now, be-
hold the solid, seemingly natural road-
bed, over which thunder in safety pon-
derous locomotives, hauling thousands of
human beings, oblivious to the hardships
of those who blazed the trail along a
seemingly impassable barrier in order
that the traveller might have several
miles less to go on his journey across the
continent than if the line had been put
in a more accessible location! This also
at the cost of several valuable lives, one
due to falling over the precipice; several
others to premature explosions when
blasting off the mighty hillside.

Thus the toll was taken at every stage,
from the early days of exploration to the
final completion of construction, even
though every possible precaution was
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taken to guard against accidents to life
and limb.

The understanding reader will not only
appreciate the comfortable train all the
more by knowing ol the hardships which
preceded it, but he will value at their full
worth the hardy pioneers who have toiled
and suffered that others might enjoy the
results thercol.  To such an appreciative
person, then, the writer would say: Step

The New Canadian National Transcontinental Railway

distance after leaving this point, though
al some of the larger river crossings it has
been necessary to run down and up again
to minimize the cost of the bridging,
which cost is large even after every legit-
imate economy has been practised.

For the first few hours there is nothing
very special to note, from a scenic point
of view: simply an undulating, more or
less fertile farming country, with here and

-

Station at New Hazelton, 150.7 miles east of Prince Rupert

with me on hoard the Transcontinental
Limited, leaving Moncton for Prince Ru-
pert, some fine day in June, and let us
glance at the moving panorama as we
speed toward the setting sun'!

Before leaving Moncton one has, of
course, seen * The Bore," that solid wall
of water, six feet high, as it literally bored
its way up the river. Moncton is one of
the few places in the world where such
a phenomenon can be seen in maximum
volume, due to the excessively high tides
in the Bay of Fundy and the formation
of the bed and banks of the river Petit-
codiac.

The terminus at Moncton being only
fifty-seven feet above sea-level, the gen-
eral trend of the grade is rising for some

there a town, always located on one of the
many rivers which form the natural high-
ways here as elsewhere.

Most of these rivers are of very con-
siderable size, and the Transcontinental
crosses them all on modern and substan-
tial structures of concrete and steel. The
river names, Big and Little Salmon, etc.,
carry the sportsmen’s thoughts back to
the keen delight of his many struggles
with that king of sporting fish; and, as
the train speeds along, through and over
tunnels, gorges, and bridges, between
which the cultivated farms are giving
place to dense forests, tales of the famous
moose hunting of New Brunswick are
brought to mind. Indeed, the moose is
still to be found there in plenty by those
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who are alive to his wily wavs. As a
rule, he is shy and keeps well away from
the railway, but he has been known to
get on the track and run for some dis-
tance ahead of a train. The writer can

The New Canadian National Transcontinental Railway

watersheds of the Saint Lawrence and
the Saint John Rivers, and as gradually
descend to the crossing of the former
river, just above and in view of the pictur-
esque old city of Quebec, we pass through

Mount Robson, from the north, 13,700 feet high,

vouch for one such case in his own ex-
perience.

The highest summit in New Brunswick,
1,195 feet above the sea, is 146 miles west
of Moncton; and at Mile 185 is the Little
Salmon River steel viaduct, 3,018 feet
long, 200 feet high, containing 6,995 tons
of steel. This is the largest of sixteen
large steel bridges crossed within a dis-
tance of 125 miles, and gives one some
idea of the magnitude of the work re-
quired to overcome such obstacles on a
railway 3,550 miles long.

At Mile 256 the boundary line between
the province of New Brunswick and the
historical province of Quebec is crossed,
and as we gradually surmount the sum-
mit, elevation 1,284 feet, between the

many typical old French hamlets and
towns, with their glistening white cot-
tages and substantial churches. Inva-
riably the church is the most prominent
feature of the works of man, until Quebec
city isreached. There even the churches,
which are many and conspicuous, are
dominated by the frowning old citadel, on
Cape Diamond, near which, on the plains
of Abraham, the gallant General Wolfe
fought the equally gallant Montcalm, and
won Canada for the English on that mem-
orable day in 17530.

Just above Cap Rouge, where Wolfe
landed his force to scale the hitherto in-
accessible heights, is being erected the
Saint Lawrence River-Quebec Bridge, hav-
ing the longest single span of any bridge
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in the world—1,800 feet, or over one-
third of & mile.  This bridee, when com-
pleted, will close the last link in the steel
band of the Transcontinental Railway.
The gap is at present crossed by a modern
steel steam ferry capable of carrying a
fully loaded train and engine on its three
parallel tracks. The bridge is not ex-
pected to be finished until some time in
1g17; but it is, even at present, a most in-
teresting thing to see in the actual making
what will be one of the wonders of the
world when completed.

Some idea of the dimensions of the
many gigantic members which will make
up its colossal whole may be conveyed to
the untechnical mind by the bald state-
ment that there will be 65,000 tons of
steel compressed within the whole length
of 3,236 feet; whercas, about 61,000 tons
of steel were sufficient to build 11 miles of
heavy modern bridges, one of which, 3,918
feet long, only contained 6,005 tons, on
this same Transcontinental Railway.

The crossing of the Saint Lawrence
River isat Mile 460; thence northwesterly
the way lies through some of the oldest
French settlements in Canada, where the
language, customs, and manners are prac-
tically the same as in the davs of Cham-
plain and Frontenac. Tradition and au-
thentic writing establishes the association
of these and other famous names with
many points of interest in this part of the
country, which are readily accessible from
the railway.

A short distance west of Quebec the
road crosses the Jacques Cartier River,
and one’s thoughts fly still further back, to
1535, when that intrepid explorer, Car-
tier, first sailed up the Saint Lawrence and
discovered this New France,

It might be interesting to note that on
the bank of the Jacques Cartier River, on
a sunny plateau, stands the new historical
camp site of Valcartier, now practically
deserted, but recently echoing with the
thunder of artillery and the many minor
noises incidental to the training of 33,000
soldiers who have gone to the firing-line
to assist in the defense of Jacques Car-
tier's native land—mayhap even of his
home town of Saint Malo—against spoli-
ation and devastation by the Germans.
One wonders if the spirit of grim old Car-
tier is cognizant of the titanic strug-
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gle and inspiring his descendants to heroic
deeds.

West of the Jacques Cartier River be-
gins the long climb up the valley of the
Saint Maurice River, which has been for
many years a great highway for large lum-
bering interests and for centuries before
that one of the routes down which the
savage redskin descended to the Saint
Lawrence, and thence to Quebec, on his
forays against the paleface.

The Saint Maurice River is crossed
three times by the Transcontinental Rail-
way within a distance of 67 miles, and the
size of the river may be judged by the fact
that at the third crossing by the railway,
150 miles above where it flows into the
Saint Lawrence, it requires a bridge of
three spans of 200 feet each.

Near its headwaters, Mile 758, the
height of land between the Saint Law-
rence and Hudson's Bay watersheds is
crossed, at an altitude of 1.494 feet above
sea. The valley of the Saint Maurice is
said to contain 3,000,000 acres of ara-
ble land, all of which will now be readily
accessible to settlers.  The sporting fea-
tures of this region are well known to
Canadian and American sportsmen, who
have hunting and fishing clubs established
at the numerous points of vantage.

The well-known Shawenegan Falls and
many others are in this vicinity, some of
them developed by large manufacturing
interests and others being held for future
developments.

After crossing the height of land the
railway runs for some distance on the
Hudson’s Bay watershed, and soon enters
the great clay belt, which extends some
450 miles westerly with a width of from
50 to 100 miles. The Transcontinental
traverses approximately the centre of this
belt, and will give easy access to its
immense area of virgin soil, awaiting
the right kind of settlers, who are al-
ready coming in in ever-increasing num-
bers,

At Mile 956 the road passes out of the
province of Quebec into Ontario, and soon
reaches Cochrane, Mile 1,028, where there
is a junction with the Temiskaming &
Northern Ontario Railway from North
Bay. About 150 miles south of Cochrane
the Temiskaming & Northern Ontario
passes through the celebrated silver-min-
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Yellowhead Lake.



ing district of Cobalt. Cochrane is one
of the divisional points of the Transcon-
tinental, of which there are fifteen on the
eastern division and fifteen on the western
division, selected approximately 125 miles
apart. Winnipeg, one of these points, is
common to both divisions.

At the divisional points are located rail-
way offices, engine-houses, machine-shops,
coaling and watering plants, and other
usual accessories, and, even where located
in the wilds, towns have quickly sprung
up around them.

At Mile 1,157, the next divisional point
west of Cochrane, called Hearst, is a junc-
tion with the Algoma Central & Hud-
son’s Bay Railway.

The Grand Trunk Pacific branch line
from Fort William joins the National
Transcontinental Railway at Mile 1,547,
about six miles east of Graham, which is
another divisional point beautifully situ-

6o4

Prince Rupert, the western terminal

ated on one of a chain of lakes which have
many interesting Indian traditions.

Near Graham is Sioux Lookout, a bold
promontory, from which the warlike Sioux
were wont to keep watch and ward against
their enemies, whose movements on the
lakes could be observed for long distances
from that rocky eminence still called after
those Indians.

The Fort William branch line gives an
outlet to Lake Superior for the golden
wheat stream from the prairies.

From Graham westerly, about 173
miles, the country is a succession of rocky
ridges, with numerous lakes and streams,
through which many lines were run be-
fore it was possible to get a practicable
low grade at anything like reasonable cost.
These lakes and rivers are full of fish and
the woods abound in game.

Manaki, 114 miles east of Winnipeg, is
already established as a summer resort,




of the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway.

and has considerable attraction for those
who love nature and are content with
comfortable though perhaps not luxurious
surroundings.

Winnipeg, 1,805 miles from Moncton, is
on the great wheat plain andis the railway
centre of western Canada, from which
numerous lines radiate in all directions.
It is the western terminus of the eastern
division of the National Transcontinental
Railway, which has been built by the gov-
ernment under a commission, and the
eastern terminus of the Grand Trunk Pa-
cific proper, which has been built by that
company from there to Prince Rupert.
Winnipeg, located on the level prairie, at
the junction of the Assinaboine and Red
Rivers, though possibly not a beautiful
city, is arrogantly prosperous, and its
streets and business places fairly hum
with life and enterprise.

It owes much to the fact that Lake Win-

nipeg, jutting down from the north, leaves
such a narrow belt between its southern
end and the international boundary that
all transcontinental railways must pass
through, or near, Winnipeg. That in it-
self establishes the importance of the city
and helps to account for the steady and
rapid growth of the population—from
about 40,000 in 1go1 to 250,000 in 1014.

In the business heart of the city the
Grand Trunk Pacific has modern joint
terminal facilities with the Canadian
Northern Railway and a handsome, com-
modious station and general office build-
ing on Main Street. Adjacent thereto,
on the historical site of old Fort Garry, is
the new hotel, appropriately named The
Fort Garry.

At convenient intervals along the line,
where business or pleasure will surely at-
tract crowds of travellers, are other sim-
ilar hotels, built or in process of construc-
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tion, viz., at Saskatoon, Regina, Edmon-
ton, Prince Rupert, etc.

The Canadian Pacific Railway having
made such a success of their comfortable
hotels from coast to coast, the Grand
Trunk Pacific wisely followed suit, so

The New Canadian National Transcontinental Railway

at present, with room enough to extend
to several hundred miles. These yards
are all on the level prairie, which begins
about 70 miles east of Winnipeg and ex-
tends over goo miles west of that point.
On this prairie, in harvest-time, may be

H

Hazelton,

that travellers are not only made comfort-
ably at home en route but much more so
at all points of interest where they may
elect to spend a few days or months.
About six miles east of Winnipeg are
the Transcona Shops for building and
repairing cars and locomotives. These
shops are extensive and of the latest and
most efficient design both as regards
buildings and equipment. Adjacent are
commodious holding, sorting, and for-
warding yards for through freight busi-
ness. There are over 5o miles of sidings

seen the golden wheat-fields extending to
the horizon on all sides.

The prairie section of the railway is, of
course, the least interesting from a purely
scenic point of view, but the potential
wealth of the millions of acres of deep
black soil is almost incalculable, there-
fore of much interest to present and future
settlers and incidentally to the general
public.

Engineering difficulties might seem ab-
sent from the level prairies, but the many
large rivers which have in time burrowed
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wide and deep channels for themselves
through the rich, fertile soil, leaving pre-
cipitous banks, have to be spanned by gi-
gantic bridges from roo to zoo feet high
and of great length. The largest one on
the western division, over the Battle
River, is 17{ miles long, 185 feet high.

At all the divisional points new towns
are springing up where older ones were not
in existence, and all of them are centres
of activity and progress. The principal
older cities are Portage la Prairie, Saska-
toon, Regina, Battleford, and Edmonton,
The newer ones, Wainwright, Fort George,
Prince Rupert, etc.

Edmeonton, near the eastern foot-hills of
the Rocky Mountains, 703 miles west of
Winnipeg, has increased from about 3,000
to 70,000 population in ten years. It is
beautifully situated on the banks of the
North Saskatchewan River and forms the
gateway to the great and as yet almost
unsettled Peace River country, with its
countless acres awaiting the plough and
its great undeveloped resources of timber,
coal, petroleum, and gas.

Edmonton is served by the three rail-
ways, the Grand Trunk Pacific, the Cana-
dian Pacific, and the Canadian Northern,
and is bound to be a city of importance,
rivalling even Winnipeg for first place in
the west.

In the vicinity of Edmonton coal is
mined by the settlers from the banks of
streams in the most primitive fashion,
and between that point and the Rockies
there are unlimited coal-heds, many of
which are being profitably mined.

West of Edmonton begins the steady
ascent of the eastern slope of the mighty
Rockies, the summit of which is crossed
through the Yellowhead Pass, at an alti-
tude of 3,718 feet above sea-level, the lo-
cation being 1,045 miles west of Winnipeg.
This is the lowest altitude of any trans-
continental railway Rocky Mountain sum-
mit in America, being about 1,280 feet
lower than the Central Pacific Railway
summit and much lower than that of any
other North American railway.

This valuable desideratum is attained
with much easier grades than on any
other line, the eastern approach being
surmounted with the normal o.5-per-cent
grade and the western by a comparatively
short stretch of r-per-cent grade. This
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latter is only a temporary grade and can
be replaced later on, when the expense
will warrant it, by the standard lower
grade.

As the balance of the line has ruling
grades of only 0.4 per cent rising east and
0.5 per cent rising west, the tonnage rat-
ing of trains will be practically double
that of other lines, which will be an im-
portant economical factor in the opera-
tion of this most important and modern
trunk-line railway.

On the eastern slope of the Rocky
Mountains the railway traverses Jasper
Park for over fifty miles. This great na-
tional park comprises 5,000 square miles,
in which vast expanse torrential rivers
and waterfalls, pine-clad slopes and ice-
bound peaks in endless procession com-
bine in wonderful scenery the most tempt-
ing fields of endeavor for mountain clinb-
ing.

Five mighty rivers, the Athabaska,
Saskatchewan, Thompson, Columbia, and
Fraser, all have their sources in this great
national plavground. The railway fol-
lows the valley of the Athabaska for many
miles on the eastern approach to the
Great Divide and the valley oI the Fra-
ser, on the western slope, for a long dis-
tance beyond the boundaries of Jasper
Park.

On each side of these magnificent rivers
rise the overshadowing giant mountain
peaks, and already hardy members of dif-
ferent alpine clubs have conquered a few
of the mightiest.* There still remain
hundreds of virgin peaks to conquer, and
doubtless many will be attracted to this
new tramping-ground next season.

At Prince George, 1,279 miles from
Winnipeg, a branch line is projected down
the Fraser River valley to Vancouver.

The main line, after leaving the Fraser
and Nechako Rivers, strikes down along
the precipitous sides of the Skeena River,
through Smithers, Hazelton, etc., on to
the coast and Prince Rupert, that pearl of
the Pacific, fitly called after the dashing
Prince whose very name is synonyvmous
with heroic deeds.

The city is beautifully situated on
Kaien Island, with a spacious, deep-water
harbor bordering which capacious docks

*See “A New Field for Mountaineering,” by Elizaheth
Parker, in ScRIBNER's MAGAZINE for May, 1014,
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The Transcontinental Railway on the castern half and the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway

and warchouses have arisen asif by magic. erties and at the same time provide for
The hotel, stores, banks, schools, and pri- the rapidly increasing cost of materials
vate residences are already worthy of a and also meet the clamor for better serv-
city ten times its age, and all bid fair to ices and the even more insistent demands
a rapid and dashing advance befitting its of employees for higher wages. As an
princely namesake, until within a few almost identical situation obtains in Can-
years a great and thriving city will have ada, the query is pertinent whether the
replaced the primeval forest, and Prince time was ripe for the second transconti-
Rupert, the new Pacific gateway to the nental line in that country.

continent, some oo miles nearer to the  The question can, perhaps, be truth-
Orient than Vancouver, may well rest as- fully answered both in the negative and
sured of its future. affirmative.

Dwellers in the great American republic  In the negative, in so far that as a com-
might fairly question whether Canada, mercial propesition from the start it was
with its 8,000,000 of people, could give quite impossible for any private corpora-
remunerative business to a second trans- tion to finance its construction and opera-
continental railway when they, with their tion until such times as the earnings would
100,000,000, have nothing like a propor- pay a reasonable return on the enormous
tionate number of suchrailways, and when necessary outlay, This applied more es-
those which they have are strenuously in- peciallv to a great part of the eastern di-
sisting upon permission to raise their rates vision through an undeveloped country,
in order to earn even a modest return on where the local traffic will be compar-
the many millions invested in the prop- atively meagre for many years.
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An affirmative answer can, however,
be given, with some assurance as to the
eventual satisfactory earning powers of
this great undertaking and its present ne-
cessity, when it is borne in mind that
the Canadian Pacific Railv ray also passes
through a long stretch of sparse level
traffic north of Lake Superior; vet the
meagre earnings of its early years have
grown with steady and increasing rapid-
ity, even when the average increases of
population and cultivated areas of the
western wheat-fields have been compar-
atively small.

The government having undertaken to
guarantee the financial end of the con-
struction on the grounds that it wasa pres-
ent necessity for the development of vast
areas hitherto without railway facilities,
let us glance at the present condition and
future possibilities of agricultural develop-
ment in the new western provinces served
by the transcontinental railways.

acihc Failway.

The provinces of Manitoba, Saskatche-
wan, and Alberta contain, in round num-
bers, 171,000,000 acres of wheat-lands, of
which in rg12 less than g,000,000 ucres,
or about 6 per cent, were under cultiva-
tion; vet in that vear they produced 18¢,-
585,000 bushels of wheat in addition to
many million bushels of other grains.

The total arable land in these same
three pr:'-\incw is OVer 357,000,000 ACTES,
and again less than 6 per centis cultivated.

That the first transcontinental railway
has proved a national and financial suc-
cess before 0 per cent of the available land
was producing crops cannot be ques-
tioned, the earnings having risen from a
little over $20,000,000 In 1802 to over
$128 000,000 in 1913, during which time
the populationof the three provinces above
mentioned had only increased from about
200,000 to 1,500,000 and the acreage un-
der wheat had increased at the same time
from about 1,000,000 to 9,000,000 acres.

Gog
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Surcly no more need be said to prove
that the second transcontinental railway
was a national necessity, that the govern-
ment was justified in financing it, and
that the people who have put their money
into it will eventually receive fair returns
on its seemingly enormous cost.

Let us summarize the salient facts and
some of the possibilities, or probabilities,
which seem almost certainties, inherent
in a railway tapping the greatest poten-
tial wheat-fields in the world, only a small
percentage of which has yet been culti-
vated.

The line has been well and permanently
built, so that maintenance or renewal
charges on structures should be light.
The grades and curves are so easy that
similar locomotives can haul about double
the tonnage for the greater part of the
mileage and for the mountain section
about four times the tonnage as com-
pared with other lines.

The distance from Winnipeg—the com-
mon wheat centre—to the nearest avail-
ahbl i i
the Transcontinental, or 215 miles shorter
than the shortest rival railway. Assume
twelve daily trains, six each way, over
this 1,350 miles and the cost of operation
at $1.50 per train mile. This would give
a yearly operating cost of $8,869,500.

As aliberal estimate, assumec that exist-
ing lines with 1-per-cent grades could haul
as much in twenty trains as the Transcon-
tinental could haul in twelve. Then the
operating cost for the ten daily trains cach
way, on a line 1350+ 215 miles long, would
be $17,136,750, or nearly double the cost
that it would be to haul the same tonnage
on the low-grade line, not taking into ac-
count the fact that eachindividual freight-
train on the shorter line would cover the
distance in about twenty-four hours less
time.

Again, let us compare the new line with
existing combined rail and water routes
between Winnipeg and the Atlantic. The
distance from Winnipeg to Quebec, via

The New Canadian National Transcontinental Railway

rail to Fort William, thence via lake, ca-
nal, and Saint Lawrence River, is,inround
figures, 1,770 miles, involving five trans-
shipments of grain.

On the Transcontinental grades an or-
dinary locomotive can haul a gross load of
3,000 tons, say 2,000 net, equal to 66,666
bushels of wheat, in one train.

The combined rail and water rate, Win-
nipeg to Quebec, is 15 cents per bushel.
At this 15-cent rate the earnings on a
train-load of 66,666 bushels over the 1,350
miles of the Transcontinental would be
$10,000, or $7.40 per train mile.

Assuming the same class of locomotive
could haul 1,200 net tons over 1-per-cent
grades, on lines 2135 miles longer the earn-
ings of such a train, at 15 cents per bushel,
would be $6,000, or $3.83 per train mile,—
or just over half the earnings per train
mile on the Transcontinental Railway.
The earnings per train mile on the Cana-
dian Pacific for the yvear 1913 were ap-
proximately $3.00.

Surely the above establishes the ability
of the new Transcontinental Railway to
make profitable earnings, even with a con-
servative estimate of the volume of busi-
ness which is bound to develop from an
agricultural district containing 357,000,-
ooo acres, of which 336,000,000 acres are
as yet unbroken. Every additional set-
tler cultivating the soil or living in town
and earning his living indirectly from the
soil means so much more traffic for the
railway, and as the wheat provinces, with
a present population of 1,500,000, pros-
pering on the cultivation of 6 per cent of
the available land, have so well supported
one of the most successful railways on the
continent, the present need of another
such railway seems apparent; also that
more than two transcontinental railw ays
will in the future be required to accommo-
date the 25,000,000 of people who will,
doubtless, in time, occupy the whole of
this vast treasure-house opened up by the
railways, of which the National Transcon-
tinental is by no means the last or least.
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FRENCH
CENTURY

MEMORIES OF EIGHTEENTH-

AMERICA

EDUCATION, COLLEGES, AND NEWSPAPERS

By Charles

H. Sherrill

TLLUSTRATIONS FROM PAINTINGS AND ENGRAVINGS

UPPOSE that some French traveller,
who spoke no English, should find
himself in the Grand Central Station,

New York City, with no interpreter at
hand, and suppose he tried, by speaking
Latin, tomake himself understood by some
one of the passing throng, how long do you
suppose he would have to wait to accom-
plish his purpose? It makes one hungry
and thirsty and sleepy to think upon the
hoursand the endurance such a task would
necessitate. Andwould this not be equally
true in any part of the United States ex-
cept in certain learned university circles?
Vet during Revolutionary times the abil-
ity to speak Latin was not uncommon
among our educated classes. Blanchard,
Vor. LVIL.—64

quartermaster of the French forces, tells
of a trip to a garden two miles out of
Providence with General Varnum, com-
mander of the local militia, to play at
bowls, and incidentally to partake of
punch and tea; although he knew only a
few words of English, he got on famously,
because * General Varnum spoke Latin.”
On another occasion a hussar who spoke
Latin acted as his interpreter while pur-
chasing supplies. Nor were incidents of
that nature reported only by this eru-
dite quartermaster, whose interesting nar-
rative shows his enthusiasm for things
American tempered only by his disgust at
American bread, and the constant diffi-
culty of procuring sufficient for Rocham-
611
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heau's troops, even on one oecasion bring-
ing down on his perplexed head the wrath
of that exacting commander. Times have
changed, and that many of our college-
bred Tolk could then converse in Latin
may or may not have been a fine thing,
depending on one's point of view. But
there can be no difference of opinion as to
the wide enjoyment
ol a common-school
education by the
contemporarics ol
those \':l]’l}u’ lin-
cuists, which was as
surprising to for-
eigners as 1s to us
the facility in Latin
speech just cited.
Saint Méry was
only one of many
to be amazed that
“everybody in the
United States can
read and write, al-
though almost no
French sailor is
able to do s0,” and
Michaux agrees
that “itis very rare
to find an Ameri-
can who does not
know how bhoth to
read and to write,”
Even the ever-crit-
ical Beaujour ad-
mits that * primary
instruction is wide-
ly spread in the different States, and
especially in those along the Atlantic,
where almost every one knows how to
read, write, and figure.” The acquisition
in youth of this general boon was apt to be
a painful and somewhat harrowing experi-
ence, if Bayard is to be believed: *The
schoolmasters employ a system better
suited for training slaves than forming
citizens. An English or American school-
teacher is the most dreary and pedantic
personage that limited knowledge has
ever produced. Doctor Benjamin Rush
has in wvain recommended the humane
methods of J. J. Rousseau. The pedants
have unanimously rejected them, and con-
tinue to ]}u‘rch;tst 4 very modest amount
of information with blows of the whip.
Their chief arcument in faver of thut

Mercy Warren, General Warren's wife.

From the painting by Copley,

IFrench Memories of Eighteenth-Century America

method is that theirdignity might be com-
promised by the pranks of a bright and
lively child, that the discipline of their
school runs this terrible risk.  ‘But you
should dismiss the insubordinate,” you an-
swer them. ‘A detestable plan,’ replies
the vender of knowledge, ‘there goes my
pay for a whole quarter right out of my
pocket. Ttisbetter
to whip scholars
than to let them
go.” The unfortu-
nates who toil un-
der the direction of
these pedants soon
lose that sweetness
of character which
they took to school,
and you see them
emerging Ifrom
their torture-cham-
ber tormenting and
beating each oth-
er.” As balm for
our aroused sympa-
thies, and as anti-
dote against a too
confiding helief in
yvouthful torture as
depicted by Bay-
ard, it is refreshing
to read of Blan-
chard’s experience,
who, a few days
after his landing,
visited a school in
Newport and, re-
marking upon the handwriting of a little
girl of nine years, whose beauty and mod-
esty he admired and whose name he kept
(Abigale Earl), puts down in his journal,
“She iswhat i would like to see in my little
girl when she reaches her age,” and he
writes in her copy-hook, at the end of the
little girl’s name, *“very pretty.” “The
schoolmaster,” he added, *“had neither
the air of a pedant nor of a missionary,
but of a father of a family.”

It was a sore trial to several of the
Frenchmen that we did not promptly de-
cide to discard the English language at
the same time that we threw off their
authority. Even the wildest optimist of
them all could not have foreseen a day
when the fringe of colonies along the At-
lantic would have grown into a nation
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with twice the population of the British
Isles, thus becoming much the largest
English-speaking power, and therefore
there were then some grounds for the
French desire that we should renounce
the language of as well as our allegiance to
our English foes. But which tongue was
to be adopted as our national language ?
Here was a puzzling problem. Two sug-
gestions in this regard then advanced
deserve notice because they came from
such thoughtful and acute observers as
Brissot and Chastellux. The former holds
that nothing abrupt should be attempted,
as a change in our speech was already
commencing and would inevitably de-
velop; “they should, if possible, seek to
obliterate their origin, and remove every
trace of it, and, since their language will
always give them the lie, they should
make such innovations in it as they have
attempted in their Constitution. What
should prevent their adopting certain
terms from the French? The Americans
are coming nearer to other peoples, and
they are moving further away from the
English. They are developing a language
which will be theirs alone, and there will
be an American language.” Chastellux,
on the other hand, discusses a proposition
that we should adopt Hebrew in its en-

tirety as a substitute for English. 1If he
were to return in the flesh and see how
numerous are the Hebrew signs displayed
in New York shop-windows, he would
conclude that the general esteem enjoyed
by our Hebrew fellow citizens must have
made the adoption of their language a
more serious proposal now than it was
when he wrote of it so flippantly. Neither
of those writers took so gloomy a view as
Beaujour, who, while despondently sub-
mitting to our continued use of English,
regretfully points out that “they will
never have, or at least not till very late, a
literature of their own, because they lack
a national language and because English
literature will take the place of their
own.”

Chastellux has already told us of his
astonishment that Mrs. Meredith, a Phil-
adelphia lady, should know as much of
French history as he himself, but even
greater was his surprise when, turning
from the realms of society to the humbler
sphere of a public inn, he finds on the
parlor table at Courtheath Tavern, ** Mil-
ton, Addison, Richardson and several oth-
er books of that sort,” the property of the
tavern-keeper’s two young sisters, and read
by them when not busy waiting on travel-
lers. Another glimpse at the education
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Buildings of Yale College, New Haven.
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then enjoyed by American women iz fur-
nished by that distinguished exile, the Duc
de Rochefoucauld Liancourt, who trav-
elled extensively in the United States dur-
ing 1793, 1700, and 1797. He noticed at
the house of old General Warren that * his
wife, of the same age as he, is much more
interesting in conversation. Contrary to
the custom of American women, she has
been busy all her life with all sorts of
reading. She has even printed one or two
successful volumes of poetry, and has
written a history of the Revolution which
she had the modesty and good taste not
to wish published until after her death.
This good lady of seventy is amiable, and
has lost none of her activity, nor of her
sensibility, for she still mourns a son whom
she lost in the War. They assured me
that the literary occupations of this esti-
mable dame have not diverted her atten-
tion from the duties of housekeeping.”
All of which makes out an excellent case
for the adequacy of the education of our
women, whatever their walk in life,

As forecasters of the future, upon any-
thing except the generality of a glorious
orowth for the United States, the French
were distinctly unsuccessful; upon any
details of that growth they usually guessed
wrong: Chesapeake Bay did nof become
the great centre, we did not grow steadily
more lazy and lymphatic, etc., ete. One

fitg

successful prophecy by Beaujour about
our advance in the mechanical arts there-
fore deserves especial attention: “Al-
though the Americans have made little
progress in science and the arts, they care-
fully cultivate the more usual branches
of learning, and one may judge from re-
sults that they have no less aptitude for
them than other nations. They have very
learned men in medicine and natural his-
tory, such as Doctor Rush, Wistar, Muh-
lenburg, Michel, Barton, and some very
distinguished amateurs of agriculture like
President Jefferson, Chancellor Livingston,
and Humphries. In inventions they have
had Franklin, Rittenhausen, Gould, and
they now have Fulton. They even pre-
tend that the squaring of the circle, at-
tributed to the Englishman, Hadley, is
the invention of their compatriot, God-
ifrey. While Americans show a marked
inclination for science and the mechanical
arts, they show less for literature and the
fine arts. Nevertheless, they have had
some writers who merit distinction, such as
Ramsay, Franklin, Jefferson, Barlow; the
latter’s poem, ‘ The Columbiad,’ although
lacking animation and grace, still shows
some originality andis full of liberal ideas
and generous sentiments. One may there-
fore predict for Americans the greatest suc-
cess in science and the mechanical arts, but
not the same successes in the fine arts,”
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That our colleges were performing
great and a patriotic service for the rising
generation, and therefore for the future of
the nation, was the unanimous opinion of
our observers, who realized how potent
was their agency for good. Chastellux,
in one of his quaint moods, even goes so
far as to credit
the College of
William and
Mary with a
“miracle, that is
to say, that it
made me a Doc-
torof Law!™ An
agreeably modest
way of saying
that on May 1,
1782, they pre-
sented him with
an honorary de-
aree. Before fur-
ther considera-
tion of colleges
and college life,
there is a serious
admission to
make, which to
some readers will
prove a disheart-
ening one, viz.,
that, except for
Brissot’s com-
ment that Har-
vard's “sur-
roundings are charming, open, and exten-
sive, with space for the young men’s ex-
ercise,” there is absolutely nothing in all
these memoirs to indicate that athletic
sports even existed in American colleges.
What a dreadiul exposition of the inad-
equacy of early college life! How much
times have changed can be seen by re-
flecting that in order to fill the sixty-seven
thousand seats of the new stadium at Yale
University (locally styled ““the Bowl™) it
would have taken more than the combined
population of Boston, New York, and
Philadelphia, which were then respectively
twenty thousand, twenty-five thousand,
and twenty thousand, according to Robin,
Pontgibaud, and Mandrillon. This is not
the place to set out what the French
thought of our boxing, the only athletic
game they deign to mention, but at the
best only brief excerpts could be used, as

Ezra stiles, Pre

From the portraic by Re
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the i|t'.~;t'l'i|:li:=|}~ are far too untidy with
gore for quotation in full anywhere but
in a butcher's shop, ’

To the patriotic stand taken by all our
colleges many glowing tributes are paid,
and in these encomiums the students
share equally with their instructors. No
liner type of col-
lege-bred patriot
can be cited than
Captain Nathan
Hale, Yale 1773,
whodied with the
vlorious regret
on hislips that he
had but one life
to give for his
country. The
Cl >][t‘_£[t‘.‘: strove
for the cause with
brain as well as
brawn, as ap-
I}R'Llr."\ from more
thana few appre-
ciationsof the ex-
cellent political
pamphlets of
President Stiles,
ol Yale, and other
(‘::Ht.‘gicl ns like
him. They
taught with their
lives as well as
their voices, did
these early in-
structors: “living books," Chastellux calls
them, of a “country already so distin-
guished [or academies and universities
equal to those of the Old World.”

‘Warm approval of the system of remov-
ing colleges from the influence of large
cities is accorded by Abbé Robin, a chap-
lain in Rochambeau’s army, whose mem-
oirs are of more than usual interest, so
mellow are his appreciations of men and
things: “There has been shown us in
Europe the physical and moral danger of
education in large cities. The Bostonians
have done more; they have prevented it.
Their university is at Cambridge, four
miles from Boston, on the banks of the
River Charles, in a delightful and healthy
situation.” Tts site is also approved by
Brissot for the same reason: “ This uni-
versity is far enough from Boston so that
the tumult of business does not at all in-

lent of YVale
il

i Moultheops, 17
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terrupt study.  There one can give onc-
sell over to that meditation which solitude
alone permits. It is also sufficiently re-
moved so that the arrival of strangers and

1teenth-Century America

¢ties on both sides of the Atlantic, friend
of Washington and Franklin, and for some
time French consul at New York. He sold
for thirty guineas his famous “Letters

from an American Farmer,” a

—

book that Washington de-
clared would “afford a great
deal of profitable and amusive
information”; neither of
them foresaw the great vogue
itwas destined to enjoy, bothin
its English and French forms.

The individual universities
and colleges of our country
elicited frequent comments
and general praise from the
French. Of Harvard we learn
from Brissot that " Boston has

Nas:au Hall.

Lo " An Account of the College of New Jersey, 170"

that sort of license which is carried on in a
commercial city (even in a free State)
shall have no influence upon the habits of
the students.” Of another institution,
which had been located in a city, we read:
“One regrets only that this new academy

had the glory of giving the
first university to America.
The building in which the
students and professors as-
semble is situated in a superb plain four
miles from Boston in a place called Cam-
bridge. The building is divided into dif-
ferent parts very well distributed.  As the
students, who arrive from all over the
United States, are numerous, and the
number is constantly in-

Fragment of an issoe of the Boston Nezos- £ ofdir,

From the copy at the New York Public Libeary,

had not been erected far from the city, in
some rural retreat, where the scholars would
have been farther removed from the tu-
mults of business and the dissipations and
pleasures so numerous in large cities.”
Thus wrote J. Hector Saint John de Créve-
cceur, the most widely read of all these
French writers, member of learned soci-

credasing, additions will have
to be built. The course of
study is almost the same as
at the University of Oxford.”
He gives an account of Mr.
“ Beaudouin,” the president,
andof the dl.-tI]'lgulShEd pro-
fessors who assist him, and
then goes on to describe how
patriotic is the solemn fes-
tival celebrated the third
Wednesday of July in honor
of learning: ** This festival
which takes place in all the
American colleges, but on
different days, is called the
‘Commencement.” It is
similar to the exercises and
distribution of prizes in our
colleges. Tt is a day of joy for Boston;
d]I’nO\t all the inhabitants, with all the
covernment officers, set out for the beau-
tiful plain of Cambridge. The most suc-
cessful students there display their talent
in the presence of the public, and receive
prizes, and these academic exercises, of
which patriotic subjects form the principal

Lun:t- i3y
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part, end with an entertainment out-of-
doors at which frankness, gayety, and the
most touching [raternity reign.”” In these
days of constant increase in the cost of
living, it is disheartening, not to say exas-
perating, to read in Rochelou-
cauld that the Harvard under-
graduates ““are subject to the
modest tax of sixteen dollars
for each one of the four years
that they stay there, and six
dollars per month pays for
their food. If after their four
years of residence, they desire
to prolong their study to take
degrees, they no longer pay the
sixteen dollars, but only the
rent of their rooms.”

Of Yale there are numerous
and favorable accounts.
Rochefoucauld reports that
“there is in New Haven a col-
lege of an already ancient
foundation, where they assure
you that the instruction is as
good as In any other of the
United States,” and Mandril-
lon agrees that in New Haven
“the instruction of youth is
very carefully conducted, and
to that end they have founded
a college which is largely at-
tended.” Tt is comlorting to
learn that “the young stu-
dents, who are there in great
numbers, are subjected to very
wise regulations.”” That same
city so highly appreciated the value of the
services the French were rendering our
country, not only by their swords but also
their pens, that they voted the freedom of
the city to sundry soldiers and littérateurs
of that friendly nation. This act enabled
the Marquis de Condorcet, when adding
four letters to Mazzei's book, to use the
nom de plume of “A Burgess of New-
Heaven " (sic).

Because of the long sojourn of the
French army in Rhode Island, there are
frequent complimentary references to
Brown University, although Rochefou-
cauld ranks it after Yale and Harvard:
“The college is maintained at Providence
bylegacies, gifts and private subscriptions,
and as it is incompletely kept up, families
who wish to give their children a more
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carclul education send them to Massachu-
setts or Connecticut.  The principal gifts
to the college have been made by a Bap-
tist.  He has imposed the condition that
the chiel posts, and most of the others
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also, must be filled by men of that persua-
sion, and that fact has drawn to this State
a greater number of that sect than of any
other.”

Because of the sedate reputation which
Princeton has earned and long enjoyed,
the author does not hesitate to discharge
his duty as historian by quoting in full
Saint Méry's remarks concerning that
digtinguished institution: * Princeton has
one college, with a brick wall around a
dirty courtyard, which is a bad example
to set the students. There is also an old
cannon which is in bad condition. In
Nassau Hall are forty-two bedrooms, each
for three students. Although there is
room for one hundred and twenty stu-
dents, there are generally only about
eighty in residence, mostly from Virginia
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and the two Carolinas.  The life there is
too easy-going.  Gaming and [oose ]i\in'r
accupy th students more than study.”

Chastellux was a most discriminating ob-

server, <o that over against those just
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mense building casily seen from a distance.
[tisa college that the State of New Jersey
built several years before the War.  As
this building is remarkable for its size
alone, it is useless to describe it. I dis-

mounted for a moment to go

The Public are respecttully acqueiniad that ihe ! through the vast edifice. Twas
THEATRE joined almost immediately by
s, Will open for the ensuing scason, Mr. Withersporn _[SI'L'J, Presi-
5‘? THIS EFENING, 6t NOFEMEER, 1567, 5[; dent of the U-I'll\’t.'l'filt}". Heisa
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i LOVER’s VOWS.. ¢ age,a Member of Congress,and
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7 3 . Ty -
ot | Frederick Fribowg Mir. Cosivr: country. In meeting me he
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o i]:L:&'; Wt 24 use of this language rather by
ri- Jewy Mr. Yor, “;il reading than by conversation,
s Ehrij}lu;. :\:’r x;fr'?z, sy which did not prevent me from
andlovd, re Weuool, ;. _ By * ¥ i
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Facsimile

quoted shall be set his remarks upon
what he calls “Prince-Town": “This
town is situated on a sort of slightly ele-
vated plateau sloping off on every side.
It has but one street, which is formed by
the highway. The houses are to the num-
ber of sixty or eighty, all pretty well
built, but they are hardly noticed because
one’s attention is at once called to an im-

g Post of Monday,

educational influences exer-
cised by our universities and
colleges is and always has been
thatwielded by our newspapers,
and from the very beginning of
our republic the character of those edu-
cating and enlightening publications has
been of an excellence unsurpassed in for-
cign lands. One has only to recall that
Benjamin Franklin, our first and greatest
diplomat, was a member of that worthy
guild, to realize the high type of many of
the men concerned in the presentation of
current events to our public thirsty for
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information. No wonder Robin remarks
that “almost all take the newspaper which
is printed in their neighborhood ™ or that
“all, from the Congressman to the work-
man, read one or another of the thousands
of nmewspapers which appear.” Brissot
realizes that “these newspapers are the
channel of infor-
mation in America,
and that is why
they are kept
so generally in-
formed.” The great
political usefulness
of these numerous
public prints espe-
cially appealed to
LaFayette: “In
this happy coun-
try, where every
one hears of and
follows the course
of public events,
newspapers prove
of great assistance
to the Revolution-
ary cause.” In
Boston, says Bour-
geois, ‘‘there are
printed, just as in
London, not only
books but also dai-
ly sheets called
‘papers,’ which have encouraged both cre-
dulity and fanaticism among them—what
a curious collection it would be if there
were gotten together all the different ga-
zettes published in Boston, and circulated
thence throughout the United States!"
He seemed to think the editors capable of
sometimes coloring the news to suit their
own wishes, and General Moreau also
thought “the newspapers of this land do
not always tell the truth, when it is a
question of their own interests.” Ewven
in the then most sparsely settled regions
the newspapers’ educating influence was
constantly exerted. ““In the province of
Main [sic] they only print one newspa-
per twice a week, but that is an impor-
tant one,” says the Duc de la Roche-
foucauld. “ It is widely circulated in the
country districts and read with interest.
Newspapers are more numerous in New
Hampshire, three of them are printed at
Portsmouth, two at Dover and one at

re—

From the painting by fohn He
Musum uf A

Sarah Bache, daughter of Benjamin Franklin

(19

Darmouth [sic] on the Conneeticut
River where the state college is located.”
Saint Mcéry tells us that in Norlolk,
Va., there were two printing-offices, two
newspapers, and a loan library, but he
gives the palm to Philadelphia, with its
thirty-one printing-offices and thirteen
newspapers, In
this conclusion sev-
eral other writers
agree, among them
Brissot: “Thereis
no city on this con-
tinent where they
print so much as in
Philadelphia. The
printing-offices, the
newspapers, and
the booksellers are
as numerous there
as the booksellers
are throughout the
State.” While
speaking of Lexing-
ton's two presses,
each printing a bi-
weekly gazette,
Michaux com-
ments that “some
of the paper is
made in this coun-
try and costs a
third more than
in France; writing-paper is imported from
England.”

It is perhaps surprising to learn that the
early American gazettes did not confine
themselves to neighborhood or even to
American news. It was from a Boston
newspaper that the Marquise de la Tour
du Pin learned that her father, Colonel
Arthur Dillon, had been guillotined in
Paris, April 13, 1704, and she adds: “In-
deed, all the news from France was printed
in the American papers as soon as re-
ceived.” While dining at General Schuy-
ler's in Albany she learned from a local
newspaper of the overthrow of Robes-
pierre, and she comments on the personal
satisfaction this news gave to Talleyrand
and Beaumelz, who were alzo present on
that occasion. Brissot records that ““Sa-
lem, like all American cities, hasaprinting-
press and a newspaper which copies the
newspapers of other States.  While wait-
ing for supper there I read a newspaper in

. 1753, in the Metropolitan
v Yurk,
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which was the speech delivered by Mon-
sicur de 'Etremesnil when he was ar-
rested in open Parliwment (in Paris).
What an admirable invention is the print-
ing-press ! it puts all nations into touch,
[t electrifies one by the recital of fine ac-
tions in one country that will soon become
common to all.”

In view of what we have just learned of
how large was the reading public enjoyed
by the numerous American newspapers,
we are quite prepared to find the French-
men encountering a wide-spread interest
in political affairs. Ségur had hardly land-
ed and started for Philadelphia when he
mentions that, us all took a great interest
in public affairs, before allowing me to go,
I had to reply as best 1 might to countless
questions which they asked.” Even more
forcibly is this evidenced in the episode of
Rochambeau's vehicle breaking down on
the road near Windham, Conn., necessi-
tating the services at night of a carter,
whom they found already in bed. The
man was sick, and though they offered to
fll his hat with guineas he would not
work at night, but when he heard who it
was he did so.  Called out a second time,
he still asked further political questions,
and ended by saying: “*Well, you are
brave men, you shall have your wagon by
five o'clock in the morning,—but before
setting to work and without wishing to
pry into your secrets,—are you pleased
with Washington, and was he with you?’
We assured him that we were. His pa-
triotism was satisfied, and he kept his
word.”  “All the agricultural people in
the interior,” said Rochambeau. who re-
counts the foregoing anecdote in his mem-
oirs, “and almost all the landholders of
Connecticut are animated by this public
spirit, which should serve as a model for
many others.” Beaujour remarks, ** The
conversation of the men generally turns
upon politics”; and Chastellux adds, “Eve-
ry American conversation has to wind up
with politics.”  Bayard evidently agrees
with the two foregoing: “* After the ladies
withdrew, we talked politics. The liber-
ality of the sentiments of these two Amer-
icans as well as their education encour-
aged me to hazard some reflections on the
mode of elections adopted in the United
States.”” Mazzei concludes that ‘“they
seek to inform themselves upon public af-
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fuirs hecause they find it to their interest.
The progress made by the American peo-
ple, since the beginning of the Revolution
till now, in the matter of reasoning upon
this sort of affairs, is really astonishing.”
This same Mazzel was the indiscreet per-
son who, by quoting Jefferson in his letter
of April 24, 1796, to the Directory, which
it hastened to publish in the Monitenr of
January 23, 1797, was (according to Ro-
bert de Crevecceur, biographer of his dis-
tinguished progenitor) the means of caus-
ing the estrangement between Jefferson
and Washington which persisted so long.
That Jefferson cherished no ill feeling
against Mazzeifor this indiscretion is clear
from the friendly tone of a subsequent let-
ter from the former to the latter.

Nor did the interest in public affairs,
everywhere noticeable in the United
States, evidence itself in speech alone.
Baron De Kalb, that intelligent investi-
gator of the French Government, who died
so gloriously at the battle of Cowpens,
reported to his Foreign Office that even
while it was still peace *Boston has sus-
pended all commerce with the port of
London. The people are no longer willing
to use anything brought from or made
there.” The women even denied them-
selves their cherished solace of tea in or-
der to injure the English tea trade, and
the men, on the occasion of the ** Boston
Tea Party,” changed this passive resist-
ance into an active one by turning Boston
harbor into a stronger infusion of the
costly herb than the English authorities
could stomach! Our early women-folk
were as sturdy as their consorts in practi-
cal demonstrations of their keen interest
in public affairs, as appears from La Fay-
ette’'s letter of October 7, 1780, to his
wife: “ The women have made and are still
making subscriptions to aid the soldiers,
When this idea was broached I made my-
sell your ambassador to the ladies of
Philadelphia, and you are down for one
hundred guineas on their list ” Chastel-
lux's account of a call upon ““ Mrs, Beach
(sic) (Franklin's daughter) gives a pleas-
ant plcturc of how pl‘aLllCdl was the
women’s patriotism: ““ Simple in her man-
ners as was her respected father, she has
also his benevolence. She led us into
a room filled with recent handiwork of
Philadelphia ladies. This work was nei-
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ther embroidered waistcoats nor sets of
lace, nor even gold embroidery—it was
shirts for the Pennsylvania soldiers.
These ladies had provided the cloth at
their own expense, and had taken real
pleasure in cutting and sewing them them-
selves. On each shirt was marked the
name of the lady or girl who had made it,
and there were 2,200 of them!”
Connecticut was not behind Maryland
in setting patriotism before thrift when her
interest in public affairs was appealed to,
for, after the victory at Yorktown, Ro-
chambeau says that on his way to his
transports at Boston “the French Army,
in its march, crossed Connecticut, and
Governor Trumbold [sic] and his Council
issued a proclamation requesting all their
fellow citizens not to increase prices dur-
ing the march of the French Army.
Everybody conformed thereto so gener-
ously that each soldier’s mess obtained
daily at a very low price all sorts of food
to add to their ordinary rations.” Beau-
jour believes our zest for politics was due
to our English origin: “They get their
political opinions from those nations from
which they spring, and as most of them
are of English origin, they have carried to
America all these elements of discord

ngraviing by S, Hill,

which agitate England. In every State
they are divided into two great parties
like those of the Whigs and Tories, and
what is most tiresome is that neither of
those parties knows exactly what it wants,
or at least takes no steps to obtain it.”
Then follow four pages of what he under-
stands to be American politics, but he can
hardly be said to unravel the mysteries
thereof.

A little time ago a friend of the author
remarked to him that the worthies of the
Revolution and the times in which they
lived had become so idealized as to seem
to him no more human than a steel en-
graving. As a protest against this use
of denatured alcohol for preserving the
memories of our glorious past, and by way
of proving that our worthy sires were
quite as human as their descendants, it
seems well to conclude this article with
Bayard’s description of scenes on election
day, which, for real human nature, rivals
those which Mr. Pickwick and Samuel
Weller witnessed: *“ Your election days are
days of debauch and quarrels. Candidates
publicly offer drinks to whomsoever will
give them his vote. Those who would
excuse everything reply that the intention
of the candidates is only to offer refresh-
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ments to those who abandon their work
and come from a distance. It is a great
seandal that these candidates are charged
with this entertainment, and another that
the voters should live so far away from
the place of election. The taverns are
occupied by party adherents. The citi-
zens take their stand under the banners of
the candidates, and the voting-place is
often surrounded by men armed with
sticks, who push back and intimidate the
voters of the opposing party.  Therefore,
it is not the people who register their deci-
sion, hut the [actions which fight about
it. After the candidates have published
their platforms in the public prints, their
adherents start the campaign, and give
drinks to those they wish to win over. To

Old King Cole

get the recruits all together, the public is
often notified to assemble on such a day
at such a tavern in order to clarify the
opinion of the voters. If the candidate
has oratorical talent, he is to be found
there haranguing his friends and awaiting
with security the day of election. The
country people come on horseback, and in
troops of two by two. Drums beaten by
hirelings who cry out ‘Huzza’ at the top
of their lungs, complete the martial con-
fusion on election day. Women solicit
votes, running from shop to shop to get
them.” *This is a true picture of what
happens in the maritime cities,” replied
Mr. Smith, “but it is overdrawn if you
are trying to depict election days in the
interior cities.”

OLD KING

COLE

By Edwin Arlington Robinson

In Tilbury Town did Old King Cole

A wise old age anticipate,

Desiring, with his pipe and bowl,

No Khan's extravagant estate;

No crown annoyed his honest head,

No fiddlers three were called or needed;
For two disastrous heirs instead

Made music more than ever three did.

Bereft of her with whom his life
Was harmony without a flaw,

He took no other for a wife,

Nor sighed for any that he saw;

And if he doubted his two sons,

And heirs, Alexis and Evander,

He might have been as doubtful once
Of Robert Burns and Alexander.

Alexis, in his early youth,

Began to steal—from old and young.
Likewise Evander, and the truth
Waus like a bad taste on his tongue.
Born thieves and liars, their affair
Seemed only to be tarred with evil—
The most insufferable pair

Of scamps that ever cheered the devil.

The world went on, their fame went on,
And they went on—from bad to worse;
Till, goaded hot with nothing done,
And each accoutred with a curse,
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The friends of Old King Cole, by twos,
And fours, and sevens, and elevens,
Pronounced unalterable views

Of doings that were not of heaven's.

And having learned again wherehy

Their baleful zeal had come about,

King Cole met many o wrathlul eye

So kindly that itz wrath went out—

Or partly out.  Say what they would,

He seemed the more to court their candor:
But never told what kind of @ood

Wias in Alexis and Evander.

And Old King Cole, with many a puff
That haloed his urbanity,

Would smoke till he had smoked enough,
And listen most attentively. "
He beamed as with an inward Jight
That had the Lord’s assurance in it;
And once a man was there all night,
Expecting something every minute,

But whether from too little thought,

Or too much fealty to the bowl,

A dim reward was all he got

For sitting up with Old King Cole.
“Though mine.” the father mused aloud,
“Are not the sons I would have chosen,
Shall T, less evillv endowed,

By their infirmity be frozen?

“They’ll have a bad end, I'll agree,
But T wus never born to groan;

For I can see what I can see,

And I'm accordingly alone.

With open heart and open door,

I love my friends, I like my neighbors;
But if T try to tell you more,

Your doubts will overmatch my labors.

“This pipe would never make me calm,
This bowl my grief would never drown.
For grief like mine there is no balm

In Gilead, or in Tilhury Town.

And if I see what I can see,

T know not any way to blind it;

Nor more if any way may be

For you to grope or fly to find it.

“There may be room for ruin yet,

And ashes for a wasted love;

Or, like One whom you may forget,

I may have meat you know not of.

And if T'd rather live than weep
Meanwhile, do you find that surprising?
Why, bless my soul, the man’s usleep!
That’s good. The sun will soon be rising.”
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’@ﬁ;?’? was haymaking time in
= f ;w,i\i Gnadenfest. The valley
g?ﬁi; gi; ¥l lay at the foot of the Karer
@*? f‘@ Pass, and upon its near
;).,ijy ,"k(m. horizon rose the peaks of
= =~ the Dolomites. About
the scattered houses of the tiny village
stretched the fields of harvest, warm in
the sunlight—a sunlight so warm in the
Austrian Tyrol that it would seem to make
the very snows of the glaciers glow into
incandescence. These fields were flecked
with the color of the haymakers—men and
women, but for the most part women—
flushed with labor, laughing in the sun,
gay with the gladness of accomplishment.
In their white bodices, their bright-col-
ored petticoats, and their brighter-colored
aprons, their heads bound with brilliant
kerchiefs, the girls and women spread and
tossed the hay, or even swung a scythe
with that swiftness of strength and achieve-
ment which makes a field of mowers as
stirring as a march; dressed for the har-
vest-home of light opera, they were vital
with the concentration of purpose. It was
all so sunny that it seemed impossible that
it could ever be overcast, so gay that it
could never be saddened, so warm and
alive that there could be no such things as
cold and death.

From the hard, white road came the
sound of approaching hooi-beats. There
were many passers along this white road:
villagers to and from the town, strangers
—decorous English and rich Americaus,
for were not all Americans rich as all Eng-
lish were decorous 7—on theirway through
the mountains. Work was not so press-
ing in the hay-fields but that one could
pause an instant, handsome, brown, and
unwearied, to look up, smiling, from he-
neath a scarlet kerchief; one woman, her
bodice of black satin, her petticoat more
gayly embroidered than thoseof the others,
was a Madonna della Sedia, with a touch
of the allegro of sun and laughter. She
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stood leaning on her fork while the hoof-
beats sounded nearer, and was the first to
recognize the horses trotting into view
with their stalwart driver. This time it
was no peasant on his way to market, nor
any Auslander touring the country: it
was Anton Huttebach, driving his own
two splendid horses, strong and gentle like
Anton himself, which drew the comfort-
able, low-hung carriage as lightly as if
it had been a racing sulky. He reined
into the field and beckoned to the Ma-
donna della Sedia, who dropped her fork
and went over to him. The other hay-
makers nodded, and either went on with
their work or stood watching the inter-
view with that placid, rustic curiosity
which is zatisfied with its own exercize and
does not demand significant results,

“Elsabetta,” said Anton, the reinslying
loosely in his careful hands as he leaned
from his driver’s seat to smile down into
her uplifted eves. “Two Amerikanerin-
nen have engaged me for the three days’
drive. We go over the pass this after-
noon, and it is best that we start within
the hour. Get in, and I will take you
home to give me a bit of Mittagsessen.”

“Schiéin!” said Elsabetta, and she
turned back to call out a word of explana-
tion. “And do they pay you well, An-
ton?”" she asked as she turned again to-
ward him.

“They pay me well,” he assented.
“And they are freundlich. I think,” he
added, “that usually the Americans have
friendliness—they are like that.”

Still Elsabetta paused, her foot on the
step of the carriage.

“And they, Anton,” and she gave a
little nod toward the horses. *“It is not
too soon? They are not tired from the
last time? They are rested?”

“Tired!” exclaimed Anton proudly.
“That they are not. Get in and you will
see! I will but say the word and we are
there.”
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“I know they are strong—but it was a
long way vesterday,” she said apologetic-
ally as she sprang to his side, and the
horses, released from their immobility,
broke into a long, swilt gait which cer-
tainly betokened no fatigue.

“You see,” said Anton. But it was
a moment only before he checked their
speed. They had a long pull before them,

and what mattered a minute or two more -

before they reached the low, white house
with the odd eaves and the many windows?
“But you are right, Elsabetta—yes—to
think of the horses as always.  You think
about as much of Hans and Gretel as of
Anton, is it not true?" he concluded,
laughing, as she sprang down as lightly as
she had stepped in.

“Why not?" she asked, with a lift of
the brown Italian eyes from under the
smooth white brow. ** Are they not part
of Anton, and were they not his dearest
before Iwas?"  Then she walked to their
headsand petted them, while Gretel whin-
nied and Hans put his nose in her brown
hand.

“Well, after all, they are good horses,
hein?”" said Anton, smiling broadly, un-
ashamed of his commingled sentiments.

An hour later, his own snack partaken
of, he was again taking up the reins, fod-
der for Hans and Gretel in the carriage,
rubber blankets stowed, and everything
ready.

“ Auf Wiedersehen, Elsabetta,” he said
for the last time.

“Ade, ade, Anton!" and again she
paused, the laughter of her eyes giving
place for & moment to a faint shadow of
anxiety as she reached up and laid her
hands on his. “We shall not have war?
—it is not true—all the talk—it will not
be?”

“War!” he answered, “ Nein, nein. A
little lesson, perhaps, some time to Servia
—who knows?—she is not polite, Servia.
He was not much—the archduke—and
he gave a little shrug by way of tribute to
the slain—*"“but it was not polite that
which they did. But war!—no, T do
not believe it—our Franz Josef, has he
not seen enough war?—and the German
Kaiser, he is a man of peace, too—does he
not always say it ?—nein, nein, my Elsa-
betta, no war this time!"

“But,” and her hand did not leave his,
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‘Al they mobilize
Deutschland——

“Ach ja, Deutschland !
mobilizicrt—Deutschland | And Austria
perhaps—a little—but war!'—no. And
il thereis war, Elsabetta, Hansand Gretel,
will they not bring me back to you safe
and sound ?  Hans and Gretel and 1, we
will not forget thee—ade!”

This time she let him go, and he snapped
his whip as he waved it in farewell, and
the little plume in his Jacgerhut danced
gayly down the road. She was still
thoughtiul asshe went hack into the house.
Anton knew even better than she what he
was Lo do and where he was to go in case
war was declared—though he wus not to
go on the first call—and as for Hans and
Gretel—they were so wise, perhups they
knew, too—it is true that they were very
wise! But it could not he—it was as
Anton said—the Emperor he was too old
and too sad to want war again in his day
—and as for the German Kaiser, was he
not always talking of peace ?—natirlich,
there would be no war!—and, throwing
back her pretty head in a long breath of
pure enjoyment of the sunny, perfumed
air of noon as she came out of the house
again, she closed the door behind her and
went back trippingly to the hay-field for
the afternoon.

Meanwhile Anton had picked up the
Amerikanerinnen, and they were climbing
the road to the pass. For hours they
mounted toward the sky—a sky which
hung over them in a sort of breathlessness
of beauty and lucidity. It was so lovely
that one felt as if the slightest jar must
shatter something precious, that some de-
tail of the vision might slipor tremble from
its place, that the foaming waters might
be arrested in the perfection of their swirl
and plunge, that the shining duskiness of
the green forests might thin and scatter,
that the elorious white of the glaciers
might tarnish, that the blue and purple
and pink of the hillsides and fields might
droop and dull, that the splendid road it-
self, as it bridged cataracts and lost itself
in rock galleries and emerged again into
blinding sunshine, might suddenly yvawn
into a chasm or lose itsell upon a brink.
It was a vision of that perfection which
makes the human heart stand still in fear
of its eclipse.

they suy even now, in

1

When iz il not
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At the first long ascent Hans and Gretel
had settled themselves steadily to their
work and Anton had swung himself off
the box and tramped beside them.

“He begins early to save his horses,”
suid one of the Americans,

“Anditisnota very heavy load, either,”
responded the other.

Once, that first day, they came to a bit
of road that was nearly level. It skirted
a magnificent wall of rock, while on the
other side the mountain fell steeply to the
stream—for ever about them was the
sound of rushing waters, rivers green and
rivers gray, rivers almost colorless—snow-
waters from the neighboring glaciers, pal-
lid with the cold—all hurrying madly as
only Alpine rivers hurry. Here, where
the stream lifted its voice from far below,
steep precipices shut them in; before and
behind them the road seemed abruptly
to begin and end—end at a bridge beneath
which a cataract plunged and whitened in
the dimness of the daylight—a daylight
tempered almost to gloom by the high
hilltops. On this comparative level An-
ton climbed to the box and rode for a half-
mile, regarding with unwinking satisfac-
tion the easy stride of his hays. Tt was
then that Hans took 2 slight advantage,
accruing from the fact that he had suc-
ceeded in getting his tail over the reins,
and proceeded to kick a section off the
dashboard. For a moment it looked as
if the incident might result in something
like permanent distrust. To the Ameri-
kanerinnen it seemed prophetic of possible
disaster and indicative of too much tem-
perament on the part of Hans. But Anton,
after the first moment of prompt activity,
took it so calmly, he so swiftly and so
securely mended the subordinate strap
that Hans’s inadvertence had broken, and
surveyed the splintered dashboard in such
absence of bitterness, that they at once
fell into what was evidently his own opin-
ion, that it had been, to be sure, a little
careless of Hans, but that no great harm
had been done in the present and that it
held absolutely no dark presage for the
future. In fact, save for the riit, and
consequently revelation of the unpainted
wood of the dashboard, an incongruity
which gave Anton opportunity to play at
diplomatic negotiation at several rest-
houses on the route, the incident was
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closed. They soon got to know Hans so
well that they estimated his carelessness
at its true value; as for Gretel, she had
never flickered into mutiny for an instant.
Anton smilingly proffered what was un-
doubtedly a perfectly adequate explana-
tion, but, like all the spoken communica-
tion bhetween the members of the party,
considered from the point of view of a

“document in the case, it lost something,

through a difference in tongues, of the
more elusive niceties of expression, though
from the first there had been between the
three that entire understanding of hoth
the physical and mental moods of the
moment which goes deeper than the exi-
gencies of speech and makes clear any
clumsiness of wverbal statement. This
gentle-voiced Anton, with his ready smile,
his quick perception of inclination, his
prompt measures, and his patient execu-
tion—why was it necessary that he should
find English at his tongue’s end? And
Anton, on his part, soon found a certain
swiftness of realization and an ungrudging
delight in his country’s beauty, with a
flexibility in adjustment to circumstance,
which made for the easy establishment of
an enlenle cordiale.

“You see, Hans did not understand,” he
explained; “he does not always under-
stand, Hans. But there is no evil in him.
Gretel, she is different—and she holds
back—because she sees,” and as he walked
beside him he petted the brown flanks of
the somewhat confused Hans as if to
make up to him for that slight social lapse
and consequent embarrassment which
sometimes betray the most well-meaning.
Indeed, from that moment it appeared
that the three had entered upon a tacit
compact to entirely overlook, for the com-
plete reassurance of Hans, the slip and its
consequences, No one alluded to, or even
glanced at, the rough aspect of the dash-
board, and if, during a rest, one happened
to come upon Anton engaged in the labor
of emergency repairs, both parties ignored
his occupation as though it were a thing
superfluous and uncalled for. Thus was
the charm of confident personal inter-
course preserved intact.

More than once they halted at small,
isolated inns, between the larger villages
with their post hotels, and at each one of
them there were exchanged a few words,
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at least, about Hans and Gretel—words
which never failed to redound, directly or
indirectly, to their credit. Proprietors all
along the Dolomite highway knew them,
as they knew and liked Anton, and so
when the distant mutterings of war—so
distant and so incredible—had died out of
the conversation there was admitted a
note of peace and understanding. Once
they paused for mid-morning refreshment
at a little osteria planted in the midst of
the forest. Under a primitive pergola of
vines, by the side of the white road, the
Americans sat at a round table and ate
strawberries and cream brought them by
a bright-eyed, bright-clad girl—those tiny
wild strawberries that have the perfume
of sun-warmed flowers —while Anton
within, in the Gastzimmer, smoked a cig-
arette, drank his foaming beer, and gos-
siped with the landlord.

“There is talk of war, is it not so ?"" said
one of the Americans to the pretty Friu-
lein. She nodded.

“They are mobilizing,” she said with-
out enthusiasm, as she half-shrugged her
shoulders, as Anton had done.

““ Austria mobilizes, does she ?” said the
American. “Yes—but it is impossible
that there should be war.”

She had said it a number of times al-
ready, her mood remaining quite detached.
Of course there would be no actual war—
that was out of the question in this age
—but mobilizieren—yes, perhaps—that
seemed to be part of the game. Euro-
peans were always playing at hostilities.
It was so absolutely apart from hostili-
ties, really, this sunny peace under dane-
ing leaves—sousligné by strawberries and
cream., This was the real thing—and
talk about war was the artificial fever of
diplomats.

“And the Amerikanerinnen, do they
like Hans and Gretel 2"’ asked the land-
lord good-naturedly, as he came out with
Anton and helped with a buckle.

“Ja, ja, they understand,” nodded An-
ton. “They have seen—why should they
not have seen?”” he exclaimed with justi-

“fiable pride. ‘“Have they not come over
the Karer without 2 stumble and without
delay?”

“Ja wohl,” agreed the landlord, “and
they are not even breathed,” and he
slipped the Trinkgeld into his pocket and
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settled the travelling-rugs more securely
in their places. The carriage went on
into the wonders, the exquisite, serene
wonders, of the way, and ever hefore them,
drawing nearer and nearer in their isola-
tion, were the Dolomites themselves, cas-
tles and towers, monoliths and turrets,
strange, inaccessible, unresponsive, white
with snow; gray, as il covered with gray
velvet of a heavy pile; soft, seamed, and
fissured, touched with saffron and with
rose, shadowed and accented with violet
—dominant, serrated, fantastic.

On their way they passed other fields
where other bright-skirted, bright-ker-
chiefed women were harvesting the hay,
for it must be the women who gather into
barns.  Mobhilizing—that hitherto some-
what unfamiliar word, beginning to be ut-
tered with unconscious familiarity as of
long acquaintance—mobilizing evidently
meant something practical.  Was it a fan-
cy that the faces of the haymakers were
a shade less glad than they had been
the day before?—even though they still
looked up and smiled? Perhaps. But it
would be but a transient shade. It would
all be over with the precaution of mobil-
izing. The civilized world would never
go to war.

“There are moments,” said one of the
Americans meditatively, *“ when it seems
to me that it is upon childhood that the
shadow of mature anxiety has fallen with
the most obvious effect. Did you ever
see such funny little old children? Do
you suppese they have aged in a single
night?”

“They are certainly funny,” returned
the other, “but I don’t believe it is the
war. It is more apt to be father's coat
and trousers, cut down, but not remod-
elled. Not to mention father’s hat.”

“Mother’s cap and apron also add,”
agreed the first speaker. “And their
cheeks are unblanched as yet.”

Crimson-cheeked and solemn-eyed, the
little Dolomite girls and boys stood in
turns of the road or within the confines of
garden fences and watched the strangers
drive past, unchallenging and unwinking
babies, dressed like burgomasters and
burgomasters’ wives,

“Give them some chocolate,” said one
of the strangers, “and see if they smile.
They are eating it, silver paper and all,”
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she ;ulnlu] a moment later as she I:mkul
hack; “bhut they have not smiled.”

They were charming, these little chil-
dren, weighed down as they were by the
traditions and responsibilities of adult
sarments.

The day they went over the third pass
one said to the other, as she looked, hali-
absently, at Anton, a sturdy hgure with
the usual cigarette in his mouth, as he
forged steadily ahead by the side of Hans:
“Do you realize that he has practically
walked the whole distance over all three
passes 2"

S0 he has,” returned the other.  “An-
ton,”” she said, * why do you always walk ?
You must be more tired than the horses.”

“Nein, nein,” he smiled. “1 am not
tired—nor 15 Hans, cither,” he added
jealously, “nor Gretel.  But they have to
go back, you see,” und again he patted the
warm flanks as if to assure Hans that
there was always some one near to see that
justice was done und considerations taken
into account.

Always climbing, they were drawing
nearer to the summit of the pass. They
had left the fields of flowers, the lovely,
swift rushes of color which dyed the reti-
cence of the unshaded meadows helow the
elaciers; above them the white-walled
fastnesses of the road bulwarked the last
of the mounting curves, which lost itself
in the echoing chambers of a tunnel, only
to emerge, after mysterious convolutions
in the semi-dark, upon the highest level.
Beside them the curious cattle, cropping
the short herbuge, hardy as themselves,
wandered to the road to see them pass.
Finally, they left behind them the last of
the climbing curves, and their breath
coming a little shorter in the rarefied uir,
they looked out, with a new thrilling sense
of exultation, uver the superh, outlying
mountains of strange, tinted rock and
glistening glaciers, and down into green
valleys where the trees stood macnifi-
cently dense und the pale streams broke
from their recesses.

After they had eaten luncheon in the
dazzling chill of the summit, where a good-
natured and unhurryving German Frau dis-
tributed hot soup and eclectic stew to the
cuests of all nations, sitting about the bare
Speisezimmer, and where a glassful of
sour wine borrowed the intoxicating glow
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of the true Falernian, they dropped down
into the last valley. Anton was on the
box now—the journey was nearly over,
and Hansand Gretel were permitted a dis-
creet trot down the gentler declivities of
the descent.

“They know, is it not true?” Anton
said, with a confident nod toward Hans
and Gretel. They knew perfectly, there
was no doubt of that. The hard part of
the journey was over, but there were other
passes and other journeys before them—
had they not spent their lives in going over
passes ?—and this was no place for an
abuse of privilege, at once perilous and
premature.

Even upon the pristine calm of this re-
mote valley there seemed to lie an unusual
peace.  As the sun dropped down to the
mountain-tops, which rose so high toshield
its disappearance, and which threw their
long shadows athwart the warm dusk of
the forests and the declining activities of
the twilight, it was as if the very dove of
peace were folding her soft wings to brood
above its rest.  And when, later on, the
moon rose over the enchantment—when
the village slept and the valleys dreamed
in the dark, and only the mountains waked
and watched in the serenity of everlast-
ing strength, while the flood of the moon-
licht bathed their shoulders and flowed
down to their feet, still the world was
wrapped in a vision of perfect peace.

Early the next morning was the awaken-
ing. Before the moon had set, while yet
the darkness lay dense in the depths of the
mountaing, at three o'clock of the dawn,
rushing like the whirlwind of war itself,
came into the courtyard of the inn an
automobile, bringing the news that peace
was at an end, and that the nations were
arming themselves for battle.

“War! War! War!" it panted, as it
paused a moment among the peasants
of the inmn. “War! War! War!" it
shrieked like a modern Valkyr as it tore
out of the courtyard, and, as it plunged
into the night and the mountains, from
the far distance came its humming mono-
tone: “War! War! War!"

Anton was very apologetic when the
Americans came out after their hasty
breakfast, served by red-eyved women—
five of the men had already left. He had
had to rouse the Herrschaften an hour
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earlier than had been agreed upon, be-
cause, you see, they must be carried
to their destination, and then he must
get back at once to Gnadenfest with
Hans and Gretel. Hans and Gretel were
angemeldel—they must be in readiness
should they be called for.  No, he should
not have to go himself, this time, but
Hans and Gretel—yes—if they were called
out. But they would not be—no, he did
not think it—only—and he leaned over to
pat Hans—they must be ready. And
truly Hans and Gretel had much to do
to-day, and must do it quickly. Their
hoofs rang more noisily and more swiftly
on the hard road, and the carriage bowled
along with fewer delays for rest and good-
fellowship.

The same beauty waited upon their
steps, still an unshattered vision, but if it
was not jarred it was charged with some-
thing new—something anticipatory though
undefined—the trail of that automobhile
which had rushed over that road a few
hours earlier. There were groups of gray-
coated soldiers about the inns; there were
sharp-eyed sentries on the frontier who
scanned the carriage and its occupants;
there were stolid peasants trudging along
with their bundles of clothing; and there
were anxious women, their gay kerchiefs
not much alleviating the terrors of their
solicitude.

“Yes,” said Anton, as he turned and
leaned toward his passengers, “‘Hans and
Gretel have been listed for long—with
their stable and their owner—every good
horse in Austria was known and stood
waiting conscription—naturally Hans and
Gretel would be—such horses, would they
not be very useful in time of war? To
draw cannon? Well, perhaps,” and he
paused an instant as if to grasp the pos-
sibility—*‘yes, or perhaps supplies—meat
and bread. But, after all, it would soon
be over—yes, Servia would have her les-
son—ja, ja—perhaps she needed it; if
Russia had not eingetreten there would
not have been much trouble,” he thought
—“but Russia would see—yes—she would
see.”

There was nothing of the braggart in
Anton’s quiet manner and words; evi-
dently he cared very little whether Servia
had her lesson or not—or if Russia saw
but in the depths of his kind eyes, as he
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watched Hangs and Gretel cover the moun-
tain spaces, there was lurking a great fear.

Early that afternoon they came to the
end of their journey. Anton left the
Americansat their hotel—a hostelry which
preserved a forced air of comfort and ad-
equacy, a would-be placidity, as of an
existence something supernal, above the
disturbing currents of war, by means of a
force reduced to the portier and two un-
accomplished bell-boys, with a rapidly
waning visitors’ list.

Anton’s drive back was by a shorter
route than that by which he had brought
his passengers, and it was pricked by haste
—the awful, ruthless, calculated haste of
war, Hans and Gretel must now put
forth those reserves which had been un-
drawn upon on the way over. Armed
men stopped Anton, made inquiries, and
passed him on. He paused voluntarily
only for food and rest necessary for man
and beast, and in the inn-vards soldiers
tossed grim jests from one to another, or
shouted peremptory orders, and there was
no dallying over beer and cigarette. The
tremors of hostility were troubling the
crystalline beauty of the woods and fields,
and only the mountains seemed to draw
farther away from the tumult of quarrel,
and, flushed with violet and with pearl, to
turn the shoulder of their strange, barren,
dream-like inaccessibility to the clamor
of the wrath of man. One wonders if
to the limited equine intuitions of Hans
and Gretel there penetrated any sense
of a coming struggle. Did their instinct
tempt them to start and swerve at the
presence of the wild beast lurking un-
leashed, but unseen, in the forest that
bordered their path? In all probability
they caught nothing of the melancholy of
farewell to the sunny road over which
they had fared so gayly. The war-horse,
like the militarist, snuffs the battle from
afar, and recks little of present happiness
in the prospect of the fierce contest of the
brute.

Through his village of Gnadenfest An-
ton drove, without a word of parley on the
way, straight to his own door. Indeed,
there was little for which to pause; there
were no gay groups of haymakers; only
here and there a lonely figure raking list-
lessly in the late afternoon. It was as if,
in the brief interval, a veil of something
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filmy yet constricting had settled down
upon the land, something that mufiled and
shrouded without darkening or obliterat-
ine. War had come into the quiet valley,
not as a stimulant, but as an anodyne.

Elsabetta saw him coming and ran out
to the stable to meet him.

“They huve been sent for, Anton,” she
cried, throwing her arms about him, * but,
Gott sei dank, not you, not you!"”

“They have been sent for 2" he repeated
dully.  ““Already?”  And he looked at
Hans and Gretel as if for explanation, as
they stood shaking their heads, gently im-
patient to be rid of the harness they had
carried long enough for one day.

“Yes,” sohbed Elsabetta, “already,”
and she laid her head on Hans's brown
coat while her deft fingers unbuckled a
strap with a touch that was a caress.

“So—o!" breathed Anton, in a long,
low exclamation.  * And they must go at
once—hein? "’

“To-morrow,” siched Elsabetta. It
is within—the order. You will see.”
Slowly Anton walked about the splendid
creatures, unharnessing, petting, admon-
ishing, as if for the first time examining
every buckle, testing every strap, mute
under the magnitude of the blow that had
fallen. Elsabetta watched him, her eyes
brimming still with tears, murmuring now
and then a fond word to Hans or Gretel.

“But not you, Anton,” she said at last.

“Ach, nein, not 11" he replicd half-im-
patiently. All his anxieties were concen-
trated upon the two grateful animals,
whinnying in pleasure, their smooth coats
tended to glossiness, their strong limbs
scarcely wearied by the long drive. He
had thought only for them—none to spare
cven for Elsabetta, just now. “Not al-
ready.  Time enough for that,” he added.

“Nein! nein!” cried Elsabetta in her
turn, but in a different note—a sharp cry
of protest. **Thou hast told me that this
time thou art not called out—that 1

“And so I tell thee again,” he answered
with what was not meant for brusqueness,
“But Hans and Gretel—yes! Aber,"
and he turned back as he led Gretel into
her stall, “they will come back! T tell
thee they will come back!”

“Yes, yes,” assented Elsabetta gladly,
“ they will come back,” and Hans docilely
followed her to his appointed place as she
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spoke, “and without a scratch—well, per-
haps—it may be, a little scratch—to show
that he has fought for Austria, like our
Colonel Austerburg—bhut that is all—is it
not true, Hans?"

Never had Hans and Gretel looked bet-
ter than the next morning when they were
ready to be driven to the rendezvous.  As
Elzabetta stood waiting to see them start,
they turned their heads and looked at her,
as il in conscious demand for an acknowl-
edgment of their beauty—of how satin
were their coats, how scrupulously combed
their manes, and how polished the shoes
that were to ring upon the hard, white
road. As for Anton, he walked round and
ahout them,searching in vain for a shab-
hiness or a flaw.

“The general himself, he will ride one, T
think,” said Elsabetta, wiping away with
her apron a tear which had snatched a
moment's inadvertence to course down
her brown cheek.

“I wish it would be the Kaiser von
Deutschland ! said Anton, with a sudden
flash of anger such as seldom illumined
the calm resourcefulness of his tempera-
ment. ““Then Hans, he would be quite
safe !

“Aber, Anton,” said Elsabetta with
alarmed compunction. “The German
Kaiser—he is a brave man.”

“Ja, ja, freilich,” muttered Anton.
“Brave ! for others—yes. But I have not
saidl that he was not a brave man,” he
added lamely. “Only it would be an
honor for Hans to carry him. It is that
—yes.

“Or Gretel,” said Elsabetta.

“Or Gretel—schin,” nodded Anton
with a return to the soft, smiling speech
which had so won the Amerikanerinnen.

“See,” and Elsabetta came nearer. I
have put here a little, little knot of ribbon,
where it will never show—szeest thou, An-
ton?—even the sergeant, he will not see it
—in the mane of Hans and of Gretel—so
that if one saw them, perhaps—if they
were riderless—or hurt—why one could
find that blue ribbon and shall say—
*Sehen Sie an—that is the ribbon of Elsa-
betta, the Frau of Anton '—isitnottrue?”
and the gayety of her laughter, though
it may have been dangerously near the
border-land, sought to dispel the hint of
tragedy.
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“ He begins early to save his horses,”" said one of the Americans.— Page 6206,

“You are always a child,” grumbled
Anton with what tried to be disapproval,
“always die Kleine. 1 should take it out
but so ! who would see?—no, 1 leave it
—it makes nothing. Ade, Elsabetta, auf
Wiedersehen,”

And walking proudly at their heads,
though the pain of parting tugged sharply
at hisheart-strings, with the downy{feather
in his Jaegerhut flickering a little in the
breeze, his horses following spiritedly but
obediently, Anton led the way to the ren-
dezvous of dumb recruits. Thus, with
all their silken flanks in garlands dressed,
Hans and Gretel went through the little
town to the sacrifice—to plunge, with
their shining coats, their docile strength,
their ignorant gayety, into the horrible
vortex of inhuman battle—of an inhuman-
ity far below the cruelties of the beast, in
that it was coldly directed by human
brains and human hands, and trained by
human craft to maim, to torture, and to
kill. It was not so many days after—
those were days in which things happened
fast—first, the declarations of war, one
after another, sharp, decisive, like the re-
ports of guns heard round the world—that
battle itself drew near; fighting, fierce,
lustful, devilry incarnate, deciding noth-
ing, achieving nothing, horribly effective,
supremely ludicrous in its folly; eager,
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tragic as life, vapid, vain, purposeless as
hell.

And very early, as it chanced, the regi-
ment in the neighborhood of Gnadenfest
was engaged in active warfare. They
fought their first fight and met with heavy
loss, and the field was left in its horror
of torture, mutilation, and the unburied
dead. The hurricane of the wrath of
man passed over it and left a devastation
to which the mercy of God could only
send his swift angel of death.

“Elsabetta,” said Anton, the second
day after, “I am going to see where they
fought the battle. Isidor Gansbuch is
going, and he gives me a seat in his cart.
Isidor's Lena was too old to be com-
mandeered,” he added with a flash of the
disdain of the owner of Hans and Gretel,
“and lame—wirklich—a little lame.”

“Yes, Anton,” said Elsabetta submis-
sively. “It will take some time with Isi-
dor's Lena,” she added almost timidly;
“for you it will be something different.”

“Different? Ach, ja,” answered An-
ton morosely. “ But I shall go,” he con-
cluded doggedly.

“Ja, freilich,” she rejoined quickly.
“It may be, too, that you would find—
would see——"

“Nothing, nothing,” he interrupted, as
if resenting the quickness of her compre-
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hension.  “What would there he for me
to see?  We have there no hrothers and
sons.”’

“That is true,” agreed Elsabetta as if
on second thoughts; “my brother, he is
far to the north, is it not?  And” ' —she
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are strong, and they have gone far with
our army by this time—and our men, do
they not know a good horse when they
see him?—they will look after Hans.
But,” he added, “1 go with Isidor to see
the battle-ficll. It will| perhaps, be my

Never had Hans and Gretel looked better than the next morning when they were ready to be

driven to the rendezvous,

paused an instant, and then went on with
the little laugh which she meant to make
one of gay confidence—"as for Hans, I
think the prince has him by this time—
and Gretel, would she not be for the
colonel himself?"”

“Ja, ja,” said Anton, but without the
quick smile which had endeared him to
the Americans. “ He has ridden him to
safety, I believe. Hans and Gretel, they
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turn next,” he concluded under his hreath.
But Elsabetta heard him.

“Nein, nein, Anton ! she cried aloud,

“But if it is for the Vaterland,” he said
without enthusiasm, as if repeating a well-
worn formula.

“For the Vaterland!” she began mu-
tinously, and then checked herself as An-
ton rose and went out without speaking,
Her eyes filled with tears—tears were
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so much nearer Austrian eyes these lust
weeks than they had ever been.  Anton
hud changed already.  With his horses
hae gone his oceupation, and for him and
Flsabetta what had been the poetry of
their existence. With Hans and Gretel,
there had been always something—if it
were not the homely cares of feeding and
watering and grooming, there had been
their heauty and their strength, and their
manifest superiority to talk about. There
had been the long drive over the moun-
tains to plan for, and the shorter drives
into the glory of the forests; there had
heen the personality of the travellers to
discuss, and the inspiration of intercourse
with other villagers and other wayfarers;
there hadd been the breath of the high
peaks and the cold, clear stimulant of the
glaciers. Then, besides these depriva-
tions, there was now the question of
money.  Where was that to come from?
They had a moderate sum laid up, to be
sure—there was no immediate hardship—
but food was already less plenty—and
Elsabetta’s eyes grew more anxious as
they watched Anton pass the door of the
empty stable—if he was to spend all his
time at the village Gasthaus, smoking
cigarettes and drinking beer, how was
more money to be earned?

Certainly Tsidor’s lame Lena made slow
work of the trip to the battle-field, and the
two men stopped overnight on the way,
in a melancholy wayside inn, where two
women and a small boy did all the work
which had been done by a landlord and
two sturdy assistants.  On the third day
they reached the scarred and broken
level, where a hastily dug trench, shat-
tered tree-trunks, and a ruined mill testi-
fied to a recent engagement, and dotting
its irregular surfaces were ghastlier wit-
nesses.  Merciful and patriotic hands had
done what they could, but it had not been
enough. It had heen one of the least epi-
sodes of a titanie struggle, this skirmish
in a secluded Austrian valley. A body of
men hastening to join a large force had
been surrounded and cut off after a sharp
resistance—an affair hardly worth a bul-
letin in the official reports.  But had the
same sullering and the same toll of death
been the burden of a day of peace, a sym-
pathetic world would have paused long
enough in its avocations for a sigh of
horror.  As the two men climbed out of
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the cart they paused a moment as they
stood, for the first time, face to face with
the savage irony of war.  In the distance
the flush of the setting sun lay upon the
Rosengarten, and the strange, carven mon-
oliths of the dolomites held themselves
austerely aloof, while faintly to the car
came the sound of the pallid waters from
the depths of Torests touched in turn by
the blackening hand of destruction.  And
scattered here and there, indistinguish-
able in detail, but appallingly significant
in suggestion, were grim, motionless forms
amirl the more trivial confusion of torn
anid shattered accoutrements and splin-
tered guns.  There lay many horses still
unburied, dumb, helpless creatures who
had never known even the savage lust of
killing, nor vet the warm thrill of a respon-
sive patriotism—condemned to death be-
fore the trumpet of war had even sounded
—their names called, their days numbered,
the bounds of their existence set—sealed
unto death by the official tape of milita-
rism while yet they breathed the scent of
hay-filled meadows and tossed their heads
in the pleasure of mountain highways.
Slowly the two men made their stum-
bling way over the ridges of the field—
leaving Isidor’s Lena standing unambi-
tiously in the road, not uncontented with
her hampered fate, had she but known.
Suddenly Anton paused a sccond time,
while his heart gave a quick throb, and a
rush of something hot and swift seemed
to blind him for seconds before he real-
ized that he was looking down at Hans,
stretched out in a mutilated and tortured
death. For an appreciable instant he
tried to think that there was a mistake,
but revelation had been too direct, he
knew too well every line and muscle that
he had followed with the faithful careful-
ness of love. The skinwas no longer satin,
its gloss had vanished long since, and
there were marks of other hardship than
those of the hideous shrapnel; but as
Anton dropped on his knees and dragged
toward him the lifeless head, not for a
moment did he doubt that it was that of
his beloved Hans. Tt was hardly worth
while to put his hund under the uncomhbed
mane and find still unwound, amid all the
fury of onset and defeat, the bit of blue
ribbon that Elsabetta, only half in jest,
had twisted there to identify the gallant
charger of a victorious commander.



Anton did not answer.

“Du lieber Gott ! exclaimed Tsidor in
heavy-hearted wonder, “it is, indeed, thy
Hans.”

Anton did not answer. Slow tears
came into the eyes that looked down at
the glazed and tragic sightlessness of his
dear companion, and his strong, hrown
fingers pulled aimlessly at the little serap
of ribbon.  He must get it for Elsabetta,
he said to himself, he must get that for
Elsabetta. Isidormoved on a step or two
and then paused again, looked over at
Anton as if about to speak, but did not.
Finally he broke the silence.

“Anton,’” he said, “is it not that this is
thy Gretel? See here.”

Anton did not rise, but he leaned forward
on hands and knees and scanned the dead
animal as it lay stretched out near Hans.

“Ja, ja,” he said heavily. “That is
Gretel.  Why should it not he?  But she
is so thin—I might not have known. And
Hans—how he is thin, too!”

“There is not a scratch on her,” said
Isidor as he, too, kneeled down to examine
her. “It is, I think’— and again he
hesitated—* that she has starved. One
says, you know, that they were never fed,
the horses. What is the use?” he went
on with the bitterness of the helpless.
“They are sure to be killed—is it not so?
Why give them food and water?”

Anton pulled himgelf to his feet slowly,
like a man that has been stunned, and
came nearer to Isidor and Gretel.

“So—o!" he Dbreathed between his
closed teeth. “They gave them neither
food nor water, and they drove them into
the fight [” He spoke brokenly, as if it
were difficult to find the words. The
Americans would not have recognized
the Anton of the soft voice and the
ready speech had they seen him standing
there, his Jaegerhut over his bitter eyes,
his big fingers twisting and untwisting
the pitiful knot of blue ribbon while he
gazed down at the scarred fields and of
to the freshness of the hills that was never
again to breathe upon him and Hans and
Gretel, and down again to the ground at
his feet.  “So! They were good enough
to be killed, Hans and Gretel, but not to
feed nor to water. No, she has not a
scratch—Gretel; Hans, he was hit, was it
not 7—but Gretel, not a scratch—bhut she
was weak—she was used, you see, to food
and water—hein? Imust tell Elsabetta,”
he repeated, still twisting about the tiny
spot of blue.  Then suddenly, in the hall-
affrighted presence of Isidor, and over the
bodies of those companions to whom his
voice had been like that of their maker,
Anton lifted up an exceeding bitter cry
and cursed the lord of war.
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rdHOUGH Miss Wooster's life
2] had been an unusually hap-
py one, she was, at forty,
still prone to believe that
the worst was extremely
likely to happen.

Euach year, when she came hack from
Europe, she would lean, bravely enough,
over the rail, trying to read in the eyes of
her brother-in-law, who always came to
meet her, with his pockets full of Amer-
ican gold, what was the special disaster
that had occurred during her absence.

Rodney Traver was a delightful person
to help you through the customs—at once
so good-tempered and so efhcient; and
usually, by the time this was over, Miss
Wooster found herself reassured, and he-
gan to think it possible that perhaps her
family and friends had struggled through
after all.  But on the special occasion be-
fore us she was aware that even alter they
had left the docks and were driving up-
town her spirit was not completely at rest.

Was something really wrong?  Or wuas
Rodney annoyed at the amount of her
duties, or shocked at her not having de-
clared the dress she was wearing ?

She decided to hazard a direct question.

“How is Helena?”

He did not instantly answer, and in
that second’s pause Miss Wooster had
time to imagine every possible human
tragedy that could have overtaken her
sister.

“Helena's well, I think,” Rodney an-
swered, but his tone did not satisfv her.

She liked her brother-in-law, sincerely
and without reserves, and yet thirteen
years hefore she, and others more nat-
urally optimistic, had not felt absolute
confidence that the marriage would turn
out well.

For Helena was a beauty—not just a
pretty woman, but a pure, perfect blonde
beauty, whom foreign courts honored and
no one ever forgot. The objection to
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Rodney was not only that he did not offer
anything very brilliant in the way either
of money or position, but that he insisted
on being interested in his own affairs;
he was not absolutely selfless, as it was
felt the hushand of a great heauty, like
the husband of a prima donna, ought
to be.

And then Miss Wooster had her own
private objection, which she hadn’t told
any one. Helena was too much in love.
It wasall very well for ordinary, every-day
people to be swayed by such considera-
tions—DMildred Wooster herself would
have married {for no other reason, but she
had an undefined feeling that great beau-
ties, like rovalties, ought to look a little
farther ahead. 1t seemed to her as if in
some way Helena had been false to a ca-
reer and would be made to regret it.

For Helena's beauty was of an order
that made it in a measure a career. There
are, as Miss Wooster had long ago noted,
two kinds of beauties—the passive and
the active, the hoarders and the spenders:
those who consider their beauty as an end
in itself and those who consider it merely
as a means.

Helena was of the latter sort.
She did not just contribute her appear-
ance as a splendid spectacle.  She madeit
serve to make her a personage, and a per-
sonage she certainly was.

Some of Helena's admirers had re-
gretted that Rodney did not seem to be
content with one personage in the family,
but had,in aquiet sortof way,set out to be
at least a person. But as years went by,
and the marriage proved to be an uncom-
monly successful one, all these criticisms
died away, and only an observer as de-
terminedly apprehensive as Miss Wooster
still remembered the old doubts.

She was much relieved on arriving at
the house to find Helena much as usual.
The first fifteen minutes went beautifully;
the first hour not so well. And after this
everything began to look so black that the
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first instant she was alone with her sister
she turned to her and asked:

“Helena, what in the world is the mat-
ter?”

This question is met in but one way by
those who do not intend to answer it.
Helena allowed her eyves to dwell on her
sister as if far away she could just hear a
strange but unimportant sound, and then
she said:

“Withme? Why, nothing at all.”

But of course Miss Wooster was not
deceived.  Helena was depressed, was in-
deed much more than that—she lived ina
sort of fog, an icy mist surrounded her,
There was something careful and mechan-
ical in every gesture and expression. The
very tone of her voice was indefinably dif-
ferent.

At the end of a day or twa Miss Wooster,
knowing that her imagination had some-
times led her astray, spoke to her brother-
in-law, hoping that he would tell her the
nichtmare did not exist. But no such
comfort was to be hers.

“Oh, I'm =0 glad you've come home,
Mildred,” he broke out. **Tt's heen like
this for months. What canit be? Some-
times I've tried to persuade myself that it
was nothing, but of course you see it too.
She’s like a fellow I once knew who [ound
out he had a fatal disease—so like that T
actually went to the doctor about her, but
he says she's as sound as ever. If she
were a clerk in my office, I'd say she had
embezzled and that she saw the peniten-
tiary looming just ahead of her.  You see,
if one only knew what it was, one might be
able to help.”

“Bills sometimes weigh on the best of
us,” said Miss Wooster from the depths of
her own experience.

“Oh, if it were only that!
isn’t.”

A darker suspicion had crossed Miss
Wooster’s mind. A lover. Helena was
just at the age to fall in love with a beau-
tiful boy who either did not return the
feeling or else was too prudent to admit
it.  (Miss Wooster had long been of the
opinion that prudence was the great mas-
culine virtue—or defect.)

She spent several busy days trying, as
it were, to pass Helena's conversation
through a sieve, in the hope that a telltale
name would appear, but without success.

But it
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The truth at length came out in the sim-
plest way.  Mildred Wooster had brought
her sister out a dress, as she usually did,
and this vear it was of a [aint vellowish-
pink color which had always heen a favor-
ite with Helena. Tt was obvious from the
first moment that it was not becoming.
Miss Wooster, with natural egotism, was
most occupied with that aspect of the case
which concerned her own failure.  She
felt extremely sorry and said so a number
of times.

“But why in the world doesn’t it he-
come you? "’ she eried. It always used
to—that color.”

Helena, standing before her long light
mirror, turned to her sister with the dress
slipping about her knees.

“Because I'm getting old,” she said,
and for an instant she looked actually
haggard.

“ My dear child

“I'm old; I'm done for,” she said with
real passion.  *Oh, other women wouldn't
be who do other things, but T had nothing
else. I was a beauty and that was all.
Rodney had a friend who went bankrupt
last vear, and we all pitied him because we
said he was nothing but rich. T'm like
that. I wasnothing but a beauty, and it
was quite enough while it lasted.  Every-
thing I did was different because of it.
You don’t understand. No one could, T
suppose, who had not had it.  Why, the
way I came into a room was different be-
cause I was beautiful; and don’t imagine
that the room was not different, too. 1
believe, Mildred, T could have had any-
thing in the world in the gift of man, if 1
had wanted it; it isn’t impossible. Do
you remember our first night at the opera
in Berlin?  Or that wonderful Texan? [
valued those things, not just because they
flattered me, hut because they made any-
thing possible—they opened doors.  And
now all the doors are closing.”

“T never thought you so vain, Helena.”

She smiled. *This is not vanity,” she
said. *“It’s just a fact—the greatest fact
in my life.”

“Not greater than Rodney.”

“Yes, in a way greater. Love is a re-
lation, but this is me, myself. I'm like a
goddess whose worshippers have turned
atheist. They may be kind to me, but
there will be no more worshipping done.”
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“Certainly Rodney

“Yes, Rodney loves me, but do you
think T want to be loved because I'm a
nice old hag whom he’s accustomed to!
Oh, I shall come to being grateful even for
that, but remember, I've been used to be-
ing loved because I'm lovely—strange
that I never thought of myself as being
without my beauty any more than T
thought of myself as being without a roof
over my head. ‘She must have been
handsome’—that’s what people will soon
be saying. I'd rather be dead.”

“My dear, my dear, be careful what
you say. You have so much to live for.
This bitterness of spirit will pass.”

“Yes, with the last spark of youth,”
said Mrs. Traver, “and I shall still go on
living—if you call it living.”

Miss Wooster was in some doubt
whether this interview left her relieved or
depressed. Age, after all, was not exactly
a catastrophe, and yet there was some-
thing terribly inevitable in the quality
of Helena’s despair.

“She’ll adjust herself,” Miss Wooster
thought, and, even as she formulated the
belief, was aware that she herself would
find it hard to adjust herself to the idea of
Helena faded and marred.

But whatever Mildred's feelings in re-
gard to this conversation may have been,
there was no doubt that Rodney, when
she told him, as she immediately did, was
immensely relieved—relieved and, like so
many of us when the strain of anxiety re-
laxes, a little annoyed.

“T don’t want to be a fatuous fool,” he
said to his sister-in-law, ** but, after all, she
has me, and to me she is as much the god-
dess as ever. It seems to me it's rating
our relation pretty low in the scale. Be-
sides, even if I didn’t exist, her life is a
fairly pleasant one—most women would
consider it so, I think.”

Miss Wooster tried to say something
tactful about Helena valuing her beauty
principally on her husband's account, but
the words would not come. In her heart
she thoroughly agreed with him,
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It was one of Mildred's gayer theories
of life that unwarranted gloom was a bea-
con to misfortune. And so she was not in
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the least surprised to learn, some months
later—Helena's  depression having con-
tinued unabated—that her sister was now
in the grip of a real disaster,

Rodney's heart, never very strong
since his college davs, had suddenly given
out. There had been a short, sharp, life-
and-death struggle to which an indefinite
period of invalidism seemed likely to suc-
ceed.

Mildred was in California when she re-
ceived the news, and the worst was over
before she reached her sister. Her anxi-
ety had been acute. Tt was quite clear to
her that, if Rodney died, for Helena the
last incentive to live would he gone. And
then there were other worries.

Rodney’s affairs had always been solid
rather than brilliant. He was the chan-
nel through which an uncle, who owned
mills in New England, marketed his prod-
ucts. This business, so prosaic in Mil-
dred’s eyes, was not prosaic to Rodney.
He had been brought up in and out of the
mills, he believed in them: the whole sub-
ject had alwayvs had his liveliest attention.
Now, for the first time, he had begun to
succeed, his plans had begun to bear fruit.
He was bringing contracts to his uncle in-
stead of merely disposing of whatever his
uncle sent him,.

But Mildred feared the business was de-
pendent for its existence on Rodney. She
feared deeply for the Travers’ finances.
Helena poor, as well as old, was a thought
she could not face.

She had been prepared on her arrival to
find her sister heroic, or unstrung, or cold,
or passionate, but the one thing she had
not expected was to find Helena was out.

Mildred reached the house about noon.
Rodney was still in the hands of his nurses.

Mrs. Traver would not be back until

lunch-time. Miss Wooster went up-stairs
to superintend her unpacking and here
elicited another fact: Mrs. Traver was al-
ways out from half past nine to one.

Soon she heard Helena come in and go
straight to Rodney’s room. When, pres-
ently, luncheon was announced, Miss
Wooster was urged to go down alone, as
Mrs. Traver was with Mr. Traver and
might be a little late.

Mildred had reached the sweet course
before Helena came in, very eager and af-
fectionate.
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“ My dearest Mildred,” she cried, “ how
good of you to come as quickly—" But
she did not finish the sentence, for a
servant interrupted tosay— Mildred could
not help hearing—that Mr. Bristow, of
the Bristow Curtain Company, would like
to speak to Mrs, Traver on the tele-
phone,

Helena was gone in a flash.

As Mildred sat, trying to make three
spoonfuls of pudding last twenty minutes,
she allowed herself to become aware of one
encouraging fact: her sister was no longer
plunged in melancholy. If not exactly
gay, she was keener and more active than
she had seemed for vears. Was this
merely the effect of a crisis?

One of the little things that in the past
had been indicative of Helena's state of
mind had been her utter indifference as to
what she ate.  There was nothing of that
now. When, presently, she came back,
and at last sat down to the table, she se-
lected her food with the closest attention.

The reason for her changed demeanor
was not long in coming out. Helena was
running her husband’s business. A few
days aflter his illness he had had an ap-
pointment in which he had hoped to se-
cure an important contract. He had
fretted so much over the danger of losing
it that the doctors had finally allowed the
interview to take place at his bedside.
Helena had been present.  She had sub-
sequentlv become Rodney's messenger
and then his representative.  He had, of
course, coached her for her part.

“It's such fun, Mildred. Business is
more of a game than I ever imagined.
Rodnev told me first what he really
wanted and then—a, I, c—what he would
be willing to accept. And then he made
nme try and imagine their point of view
and what they would trv to put through.
He would talee my role, and 1T theirs, and
we could almost always guess just what
they were going to say. And then he
taught me to recognize just the psycho-
logical second when a deal can be made—
the moment to get either in or out.”

“Dear me,” said DMiss Wooster, “it
sounds very difficult.”

“It is, and it isn't. There are really
only a few things to think about, but vou
must think of them hard. And then vou

see, my dear, I have the advantage of all
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Rodney's experience besides the immense
advantage of being a woman."”

“You mean vour looks?”

“0Oh,no,” said Mrs. Traver, “ my looks,
in a way, have been a disadvantage.”

“A disadvantage!” cried Miss Woos-
ter, and no one could bhlame her for
being astonished. “What do 1 hear!
Is the goddess repudiating her divinity?
Six months ago vou told me that your
beauty B

“1 know, I know, Mildred,"’ said her sis-
ter, “but vou must not laugh at me be-
cause I'm trying to begin all over again—
to find something where, since I am losing
my beauty, beauty doesn't so much mat-
ter. It's not easy, you know—not being
a goddess to one who had grown accus-
tomed to it—but I've suddenly found
a way that makes it bearable. At least I
feel as if 1 were alive again, and that's
something. Only, of course, I was a great
beauty, and I shall never be a great busi-
ness woman.,”

“I own I'm surprised to see what an in-
terest you take in it,” said Miss Wooster.

“Interest!” Helena laughed. “Twake
up at six every morning so as to have an
uninterrupted hour or two to think out
just what I must do through the day. It
isn't quite fair, in a wayv, for my being a
woman fusses them terribly: they never
can guess how wise or how stupid I'm go-
ing tobe; whereas, their being men doesn't
fuss me at all.”

During the hour which, later in the day,
she was allowed to spend with her brother-
in-law she heard his account of Helena’s
activities, He had been terribly anxious
at first—just at a time when anxiety was
most dangerous to him. Helena had, per-
haps, saved his life as well as his business.

“When I get about again,” he said, “I
must take her in as a partner.”

Miss Wooster regarded such talk as fan-
tastic, but she was much relieved. Ob-
viously, the Travers' finances were not in-
stantly going to destruction.

11T

Alrss WoosTeR had set up agreat friend-
ship with Rodney's doctor, who used to
stop in her sitting-room both before and
after his visit to his patient.

“Yes,” he said on one of these occa-
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sions, “I feel thoroughly satisfied. With
proper care he'll live for years, though—
this between ourselves—he must never go
to work again."

“What! Rodney not go back to busi-
ness!”

“No, it will be safer not. He's one of
the fortunate ones, however, with enough
money to live on and a wife he adores.
When I have to say this to some beggar
who knows he must either work or starve,
it's a very different matter. But I'm
only sentencing Traver to a perpetual
holiday.”

“Oh, come,” said Miss Wooster, “you
would not like such a sentence vourself.”

“Ah, it's different in my case,” said the
doctor. “ A wretched bachelor—what has
he but his work? At my time of lifeaman
begins to realize fully what a mistake it is
to suppose that any one can make work
his whole existence. We need something
more than a career, Miss Wooster, and yet
one is hardly fit—hardly dares to offer
oneself as a companion. T own I dread
idleness, but I should feel very differently
if T had a wife to share my leisure. Be-
sides, I can't help feeling that a profession
has a slightly higher value to a man thana
mere business can have. Thave no doubt
your brother-in-law, with all his many in-
terests, will find himself leading a pleas-
anter life than when he used to go to an
office every day.”

And at this they fell to picturing possi-
ble lives for an imaginary couple until the
nurse came down to know if she should de-
lay Mr. Traver's luncheon any longer or
if the doctor were coming up.

All that day the subjectof a fittingback-
ground to the life of a sympathetic pairoc-
cupied so much of Miss Wooster's atten-
tion that perhaps she wasnotas observant
as usual of the particular pair who were
nominally, at least, to occupy the centre
of the stage.

She had been with Rodney some time
before she noticed that his response to her
customary gossip was more listless than
usual. She rose rather guiltily to go.

“I'm so glad you're really out of the
woods, Rodney."”

“Yes,” he answered, “I'm going to live
—if you call it living.” Then, seeing her
surprise at the bitterness of his tone, he
explained: “Didn’t you know? I sup-
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posed you were in the secret. The doctor
talks of a trip abroad, a few months’ holi-
day. I know very well T shall never he
able to work again.”

“Oh, I'm sure you're mistaken,” Miss
Wooster gasped rather unconvincingly;
“but, even at the worst, is enforced idle-
ness so dreadful 27

He smiled. “ Death is nothing but ¢n-
forced idleness on rather a large scale,”
he answered. “And, upon my word, [
think I'd about as lief be dead. T was
not born to be an idler, and, even if I were,
my tmlnmcr has made it impossible. 1've
worked all my life for one object, and now,
just as T wasreachingit, my doctor hland]v
tells me to take a holiday and think of
something else. Of what, in Heaven's
name? "’

“How about Helena?"

“Of course it was for Helena T wanted
success.”

“Business isn’t everything, Rodney,"”
said Miss Wooster. *“Your daily life does
not sound so terrible to me—travelling,
books, Helena 4

“Yes, yes, that's what my medical man
has been dinning into myv ears,” he re-
turned crossly. “It's all very well for
him. In the first place, he has no one to
think of but himself; he's unmarried; and
in the second, he's a professional man; I
suppose he could sit placidly at home all
day and study. Butit's very different in
business. My only ability is in action—
to pit my brain against the other fellow’s
in the actual everv-dav contest, That's
all T know how to do and about all I want
todo. They talk of peace and leisure and
art—well, I'm afraid we've just got to
face the fact that I'm a commonplace
American business man and my only rea-
son for existence has just been taken from
me."’

There was something so hard and final
in his tone that even Mildred could think
of nothing consolatory to say, and as she
watched him she saw the same haunted
look come into his face that had so lately
disappeared from Helena's

In the long pause that followed Helena
herself came into the room, and, without
breaking the silence, took her husband’s
hand, not looking at him but staring
where he was staring—into the fire.

At last she said, as if phrases from the
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late diadorue were still audible in the
air:

“How =trange it is that we are brought
up to think middle age is a peaceful time

—an easy, monotonous down-grade.  As
amatterof fact, it's the time [or heginning
over—Ior starting vour life alresh.”

“T'm too old tostart fresh,” said Rod-
[]l'_\'.

“It's because vou're old that you have
to,” =he answered.  * When we're young
it all goes of itsell. Yes, every one who's
worth anvthing begins life again some-
where between thirty-five and fifty—
beging it destitute in some important re-
soect. I look back and see that my par-
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ents did it, though T did not know it at
the time; they lost their belief in each
other; and yours, too, Rodney, though
their fresh start was only o financial one.
And I've had to do it, and now you must,
Rodney.”

He shook his head sadly, but she did not
change her tone.

“Yes, vou will, my dear,” she said.
“Tt's u losing fight, I suppose, and that
makes it terrible, but somehow it’s rather
exciting.”

There was another pause, and in the si-
lence Miss Wooster, watching her brother-
in-law, fancied she saw a speculative
gleam begin to waken in his eyes.

FUTURE

(VOvAGEURS' SONG)

By Samuel McCoy

But what was hefore us we knew not,
And we know not what shall succeed.
—AATTHEW ARNOLD.

Drirr, brothers, drift!
Down the long shallow reaches flouting, floating!

Our voices lift

Songs of another home, another year;
Oh, hark! the hidden singer answers clear—
The thrush pours out his golden-timbred throating!

Fast, brothers, fast,
Down the swift rapids our canoces are flving, flying!
The bend is passed,
Where long-leafed willows rest upon the stream
And hide the eddy with its breast agleam,
And lJast the River, in his broad strength lving!

Soon sets the sun;
From the dark ripples fast the light is flowing, flowing!

See, one by one,

Bright in the swirling flood, the stars gleam out;
Now friendly voices raise their answering shout;
Sce, on the farther shore, the camp-fire glowing.
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Instead of
the Movies

HE writer of a recent * Point of View ™
T suggests that there was areason why
we, who were as young a generation
ago as our children are to-day, didn't go to
the movies. And not improbably, as he
wigely concludes, the games which occupied
our out-of-school hours furnished quite as
good training for our minds and
bodies as do the fascinating moving
pictures which stimulate the imagi-
nations of our children to-day.

But this writer set some of us thinking,
along another track, of certain charmed
hours of our own childhood, when we did go,
not to moving-picture shows, indeed, but to
entertainments as rare as they were entran-
cing, and for which the children of to-day
might shake the pennies out of their banks
in vain.

I recently discovered, at the hottom of a
box of old keepsakes, which had not seen the
light in many a year, a little photograph
showing four doll-like figures standing in
row, two tiny men in dress suits and two
tiny ladies in low-necked satin gowns, hold-
ing elaborate lace handkerchiefs in their in-
finitesimal, white-gloved fingers.

modore Nutt, and Minnie Warren! When
had T thought of them, and of the breath-
less delight of those evenings when, at in-
tervals of a vear or two probably—I am
sure we saw them several times—this min-
iature troupe appeared upon the stage of our
town hall!

I do not remember much that they did,
except that General Tom Thumb sat astride
a chair and winked his eye and said things
that the grown-up people laughed at, but 1
do recall, with great distinctness, the way
they looked and the sound of their voices,
that matched the size of their persons.

The general and the commodore were in-
teresting, of course, but chiefly, to our way
of thinking, as foils to the fairylike beauty
of the little ladies whom they accompanied.

When T dreamed of Titania, I am sure
that I saw Minnie Warren, with her be-
witching dark curls, her exquisite features,
so perfect in shape and delicate in color, her

doll-like figure, and her tiny hands and fect,
She always wore a pink satin gown with a
beautiful spreading train that fell over the
sides of the little clevated board walk on
which they all promenaded, down the centre
aisle, during the “intermission,” while they
sold their photographs. 1 remember ac-
tually touching that shimmering train with
my finger when she swept by my seat at the
end of the aisle!

Mrs. Tom Thumb was very lovely, too,
v thought, and her little, beribboned while
satin gown was also a thing of beauty—such
as queens probably wore —but while we re-
sponded gratefully as she smiled when we
bought her photograph, she did not take
quite the place in our afiections that did her
tinier younger sister.

No other entertainment provided for our
yvouthful enjoyment ever quite equalled the
Tom Thumb performance.

Then there were the glass-blowers! 1o
not recall much of their processes, but that
they were magical we were certain, and the
trophies which we brought home in careiul
fingers seemed proof pesitive of the fact.
Who but a magician could ever have pro-
duced those fragile and exquisite swans, with
uplifted wings, by just blowing and blowing!

The London bell-ringers came a lictle Later
in our experience than most of these other
entertainers, I am inclined to think, for 1
recall with much vividness those active fig-
ures lifting the bells from their long table
and swinging them with a curious, wizard-
like swiltness and precision, I wonder if
those tones were really so wonderfully soft
and musical, with a kind of muffled sweet-
ness, as L recall them.

“The Blue Bells of Scotland™ I can still
remember, as if I had heard that soft chim-
ing but yesterday, and there were * Annic
Laurie " and * Robin Adair” and other tuncs
which our parents sang, tunes of a genceri-
tion or two back of our own,

What became of those London bell-ring-
ers?  Did the chimes that began 1o gather
more frequently in the towers of our city
churches finally put their music on the lis
of too casily attained enjoyments?
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Then came “ Uncle Tom's Cabin™!

[ remember the beautiful blue sash which
Fva wore, Uncle Tom’s kindly face, Top-
sy's ridiculous little figure, and, most clearly
of all, Eliza stepping guardedly across the
stage on unconvincing blocks of ice planted
at regular intervals in a blue cambric river.

This was the theatre; we were growing up
—it was promised that some time we should
go to the city and see Joe Jefferson in “Rip
Van Winkle™!

Alas! my children of the movies, those
were glories which will never be for you,
though you may daily sce, with accustomed
eyes, such marvels as were not dreamed of
by the sagest philosophers of a few short
years ago!

does not consist necessarily in living
apart from a large city. The name im-
plies less an accident of position than a
mental bias: an exclusive satisfaction with
some one particular province of the universe.
In this sense Broadway is as full of Provin-
cials as Rocky Ford; Regent Street
as Barsetshire. Yet, though the
census may mark him down as the
inhabitant of a metropolis, the Provincial is
never conscious of the variety, the cosmo-
politanism which makes the great city to
some extent a miniature of the whole world.
Though he moves in the very thickest of
life, he is always surrounded by a self-built
fortification of traditions and prejudices,
and nothing short of a French Revolution
or a Day of Judgment can make him look
over his wall at anything beyond. Hence,
no matter what his geographical position,
in spirit the Provincial always does live
in a village, and it is his conviction that
this tiny spot is the centre of the universe
about which the planets and the constel-
lations revolve, that here are concentrated
all the good things in creation, leaving for
the other places in the world nothing but
the bad. By an easy transition the Provin-
cial comes to think that he must be a rather
extraordinary person since he inhabits such
an all-important situation, and from this
conception it is only a step to the certainty
that he himself is the centre of his own cen-
trally located community.
The Provincial finds few to agree with
him—the cosmic centrality of Harlem is ob-

]N spite of popular usage provincialism
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vious only to the Provincials who live in
Harlem; Camden jeers at Hoboken’s self-
importance; Brookline at Evanston. But
the Provincial is protected from the world’s
scepticism by thick-shielding obtuseness;
no seed of doubt can germinate in a mind
so fundamentally sterile as his; no suspi-
cion of the world as it exists for others can
blur his own clear vision; none of the rude
stimuli of daily life can disturb the serenity
of his settled mind.

His is an intelligence uncontaminated by
unrest; amply satisfied with the world as
it appears to him, he deplores the thought
of change. To new ideas he opposes all the
force of a solid and inflexible personality.
New ideas imply the possibility of change;
hence they are of the devil. To combat
them by invoking the machinery of logical
discussion would be to pay them too much
honor; besides, in such an encounter an hon-
est man runs the risk of being put at a seem-
ing disadvantage by some agile unscrupu-
lous sophist. The Provincial chooses rather
to shout down the offending suggestion under
a torrent of derogatory epithets: “social-
ism,” ‘‘legalized robbery,” ‘vandalism,”
“treason to society’'—the relevancy of the
charge matters less than its sonorousness.

He does not care what people may be
doing in other cities; he is sure they are
doing very well in the best city in the world.
He never changes his mind or his manner
of life. He is proud of himself, of his dwell-
ing, and of his part in preserving the at-
mosphere of heavy stagnation which he
calls settled tradition. So long as he lives
on in his quiet corner, insulated from thought
and progress, the strength of his spirit is
masked by a complacent placidity which
combines many of the genial characteristics
of the Bourbon and the Boer, but the true
salt and vigor of his soul become evident
only when chance takes him away from his
contented home into strange lands. This
is his time of trial! Strange sights, new
customs, are a pain to him. It is difficult
to determine which he loathes more heart-
ily, European bed-making or Continental
breakfasts. Yet even in the midst of in-
conveniences and torments of the flesh, the
Provincial abroad enjoys a certain spirit-
ual exaltation; for does he not have daily
evidence of the sloth and stupidity of the
common herd, of his own infinitely superior
intelligence and virtue? He is no selfish
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egotist, to keep to himsell such an uplifting
faith. To the best of his power he sheds
his light on other men. He detests Euro-
pean trains because they are so different
and so slow. He makes himsell agrecable
to such foreigners as understand his lan-
guage by comparing the foreign accom-
modation train on which he travels be-
tween way stations, with the T'wentieth
Century Limited or the Empire State Ex-
press. All trains in America, he reiterates,
average at least sixty miles an hour,
Foreign languages appear to him only in-
tricate ciphers to disguise English. ITe has
no patience with grown men and women
who keep on jabbering such gibberish when
they might talk a sensible tongue. He is
quite in accord with that classic Provincial
who laughed at the French for calling milk
“lait,” and when a Frenchman replied that
he could see as much to laugh at in the Eng-
lish calling lait *“ milk,” settled the matter by
exclaiming, ** Oh, but it is milk, yvou know."”
The Provincial's dislike of Europeans goes
deeper than language or customs; the antip-
athy is fundamental. Germans and Aus-
trians seem to him excessively Teutonic;
French and Italians deplorably Latin. 1f
he does not specily the other races it is he-
cause, with broad superiority to ethnological
quibbles, he recognizes only two classes, the
Dagoes and the Dutch. Neither does he
waste his intelligence on foreign books.
Picture galleries, architecture, music cannot
tempt him. There is nothing of the sort at
home. He iz no sentimental tourist to see
in cathedral, palace, and town hall, mile-
stones on the long road of human advance;
he is no crude revolutionist to suspect irom
the management of the ports of Antwerp and
Liverpool, from the administration of I'rank-
fort, that everything at home has not yet
reached ultimate perfection. Such acraven
imitative spirit is not for the devoted bul-
wark of conservatism; hestrides over Europe
in the hob-nailed boots of the village shoe-
maker, he glares at the kingdoms of earth
and the glory thercofl through the correcting
lenses of his inherited parochial spectacles.

official letters. We do not even call
it *“the mail,”" though the latter term
means much. We call it “Robert™; and
therein is suggested the whole distinction be-

NOT that we ever call it by those cold,
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tween the impersonal mechanism of the city
and the country’s warm, human fricndli-
ness.

Robert is the event of the day.  There
again the country's advantage is indicated,
In the city letters come dropping

in withsuch casual frequeney that, R.T.

priceless as they are, they cannot

be properly appreciated.  But in the coun-
try their one daily arrival is anticipated, re-
alized, and remembered with a zest which
zilds their refined gold,

Robert is due at our house anywhere be-
tween one and three; and, though we often
find fault with it, the latitude has its own
charm.  Our cagerness is augmented by be-
ing sometimes surprised and sometimes kept
waiting a little.  The general time of day is
just right—with the long morning’s work be-
hind us, with the tranquillizing effect of din-
ner in benclicent action, with no immediate
duties to claim our attention.  We have the
wish and the leisure to do our letters and
papers all the honor in the world, and to ex-
tract from them their utmost of interest.

Like all our neighbors, we possess an
aven-shaped mail-box, mounted on a post;
but, also like them, we seldom permit it to
be of any use. Paradoxically, it is only
when we happen to be in a hurry or when
we are especially cager for our mail that we
retreat from it, hiding behind the curtains in
the house until Robert has filled our box,
then dashing out and collecting our booty,
with many a regretiul, apologetic glance at
our benefactor's receding vehicle. Weknow,
and he knows, that an unwritten social law
is infringed when we take our mail in this
Way.

The proper method is demonstrated by
our neighbors all down the road, as far as
the eye can see; and the observation of it is
a stiff training in patience and self-control.
Fortunately, a merciful hill limits the scope
of our discipline to four boxes. At cach of
them, Robert draws up with a flourish; for
they are convenient symbols and may as
well be treated with at least a pretense of
recognition.  But they perform no active
function: that is all monopolized by the
waiting houscholder.  Into his hands the
mail is delivered; from his hand his own
contribution to the next outgoing mail is re-
ceived: then his friendly cyes are consulted,
and Raobert leans back in his seat and ad-

dresses himsell Lo conversation.  Some-

I,
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times, the whole family gathers; sometimes,
chance passershy stop and join in; occa-
sionally, Robert gets out and goes to inspect
a new horse or a fence; now and then, the
householder retires to answer one of his let-
ters; always the factors of the social group
pay full tribute to whatever of human inter-
est the oceasion may hold.  Five minutes,
ten minutes, a quarter of an hour: what
matter, so long as the amenities are pre-
served ?

Now, I affirm, this is quite as it should be;
and il we, watching and waiting behind our
fence, are fully in our right minds, we ac-
cept it tolerantly. The humanness of the
method of our letters’ delivery is the element
which we most applaud; and if Robert did
not take time to cultivate the friendly rela-
tions between himself and his clients the
daily transaction would soon degenerate
into the mechanical dulness which we so
deplore in the city. But sometimes, being
quite human ourselves, we are false to our
finer intelligence and grow impatient.

I remember well one day when I thus fell
from the grace of sympathetic wisdom. I
think that I must have been tired; I prob-
ably had an inflated sense of the possible im-
portance of my lingering letters. At any
rate, I hung over the fence, watching Rob-
ert’s delays, until I worked myself into a
ridiculous state of protest.

“QOutrageous!"” I went so far as to ex-
claim, quite in the urban manner. “Offi-
cial business should not be conducted insuch
arandom fashion. I wonder that we put up
with it.”

Finally, I swept out of the gate and down
the road to our next-door neighbor’s box,
where Robert had been at a standstill for
twenty minutes.

“Robert,” T said coldly, “I have been
waiting for half an hour. Will you kindly
give me my mail?"

Robert’s conduct was admirable. He
looked startled, as did all the little group of
people, with whom I am generally on the
best and mildest of terms; but he did not de-
fend himself, nor did he smile as he promptly
produced from his bag and handed over to
me my so highly important consignment of
mail, consisting of one circular addressed to
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my maid Bridget, This document I made
shift to receive as if it were a communica-
tion from the White House, and retired with
it, very stately. But I have not yet heard
the last of the matter in my family.

Nor was that all of my punishment. The
next day a caller from the village referred to
an astonishing bit of news which brought me
up short, speechless and staring.

“What " she exclaimed. “You don't
mean to say you haven’t heard that? Why,
it was all over the valley by yesterday eve-
ning.”

Then I, remembering, understood the
cause of Robert's delay, and was doubly hu-
miliated by the effects of my failure in self-
control. Not only had I brought on myself
an immediate ridicule (politely suppressed,
but none the less effective for that), but
I had missed my share of the sympathetic
excitement which, originating in a village
elopement, had been carried all over the
township along with the daily mail.

The lesson was good for me. Now, when
Robert is late, I harbor no criticism, but
wait expectantly by our letter-box; and
when our turn comes and he drives up, smil-
ing and fraught, “ What’s the news?” I cry.

Robert is a man to be envied. He serves
the community in a vital, indispensable
fashion, weaving for it the threads of its
most important affairs. In the performance
of this function he meets with none of the
opposition which so often [alls to the lot of
other public benefactors, such as the min-
ister and the editor of the local paper; and he
gathers an admirable fund of experience and
knowledge. How well he knows the times
and the seasons, the tricks of the weather,
the moods of the hills! How thoroughly he
must understand the ways of hisfellow men!
His light touch is daily on the pulse of the
life of the little valley, and he knows more
about it as a whole than any other man.
Probably he does much to interpret it to it-
self and to bring its parts into harmony.
That would be a great work, more impor-
tant than letter-carrying.

If I were ambitious to be a moulder of pub-
lic opinion, an arbiter in the affairs of men,
an influence in a community, I think I should
apply for an R. F. D. position.




Sepulveda, near Segovia, Spain.,

Frogn the collectionof Willard I Straight.

IGNACIO ZULOAGA

O emphatic has been his success, and
S so significant is his position in the

province of contemporary art, that
few realize the fact that Ignacio Zuloaga y
Zabaleta has but comfortably turned forty.
Into his briel, picturesque career have been
crowded enough adventure and achievement
to satisfy a dozen ordinary mortals. Al-
though determined from the outset to
become a painter, he was forced by circum-
stances to undertake the study of engineer-
ing, to work as an operative in his father’s
foundry, to accept a position as clerk for a
mining company, and to practise such in-
congruous professions as those of antique-
dealer and bull-fighter. His struggle for
recognition forms one of the most stimulat-
ing chapters in the annals of current artis-
tic endeavor. A less virile, affirmative na-
ture would have succumbed, but not so this
sturdy Basque in whose veins flows some of
the oldest and proudest blood of Europe.
Whatever else may be his claim to consid-
eration, he assuredly offers a salutary in-
stance of ethnic as well as ®sthetic persist-
ence.

Vor. LVII.—68

You must not fail to note the important
role that inheritance has played in the de-
velopment of Zuloaga both as man and as
artist. He is, before all else, a typical son
of Spain—not the sparkling Spain of For-
tuny and his school, but the sombre, ascetic
Spain which still survives in Castilla la
Vieja—Old Castile. In the best sense of
the term his art is traditional. It looks
back to the days of El Greco, Ribera, Ve-
lizquez, and Goya. Against an unchanged
and unchangeable background is projected
this modern incarnation of the antique
Iberian spirit. Everything that is Spanish
exercises an imperious fascination over
Ignacio Zuloaga. During those lean years
when he was proudly, even defiantly, await-
ing acceptance as a painter, he made him-
self familiar with the wildest, most inacces-
sible parts of the Peninsula. His companions
were gypsies, mule-drivers, and idols of the
bull-ring. He everywhere sought that which
savored strongly of national and local life.
And when at last he came into his own, it
was inevitable that he should have been sat-
urated with the character and color of the
land he loved with such passionate intensity.
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By the courtesy of C. W, Kraushaar,

Although the general outlines of Zuloaga's
career are reasonably fresh in the popular
mind, it may not be amiss to mention that
he was born July 26, 1870, at Eibar, in the
heart of the Pyrenees. Situated on the
tortuous, narrow-gauge railway connecting
San Sebastian and Bilbao, Eibar has been
aptly christened the “Toledo of the North,”
its entire population of twelve thousand
souls being either directly or indirectly eon-
cerned with the manufacture of small arms.
It was in this rigorous industrial atmosphere
that Ignacio grew to manhood. Descended
from a veritable dynasty of craftsmen, it was
but logical that he should have been ex-
pected to continue in the footsteps of his
forebears. The lad had, however, somewhat
different ideas upon the subject of his fu-
ture profession, and these were strengthened
by a visit to Madrid where, for the first time,
he beheld the masterpieces of the Prado.
Though he submitted for a while to the dic-
tates of a stern-willed father, it was not long
before he departed for Rome, rich in aspira-
tion, precariously poor of purse.

It is unnecessary here to trace save
briefly the successive steps by which the
young Basque attained that prominence in
the art world he to-day so rightfully merits.
Unhappy and out of his element in Rome,
he shortly drifted to Paris, where life on the
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heights of Montmartre, just back of Sacré-
Ceeur, appealed more strongly to him than
the serenity of Raphael and the troubled
majesty of Michelangelo. Yet Paris was
unprepared to accept Peninsular subjecis as
presented upon the canvases of the uncom-
promising newcomer. His vision was too
austere for a public accustomed to the Spain
of convention, of sunshine and castanets,
It was with indifferent success that he ex-
hibited on one occasion at the Old Salon,
and later placed a few pictures on view at
Le Barc de Boutteville’s in the rue Le Pele-
tier. Realizing that he was not gaining a
foothold, and painfully conscious of the fact
that he was unable to earn even a bare liv-
ing by his brush, he next crossed the Chan-
nel to London. With a few pounds saved
through painting portraits, he subsequently
managed to reach Spain, and it is Spain
which has since been the scene of his ac-
tivity.

Such a casual silhouette gives but scant
hint of the life led by the robust young
Basque during his period of probation. His
circle in Paris included his countrymen
Rusifiol, the landscape painter, and Paco
Durrio, a gifted exponent of decorative
sculpture, together with the Frenchmen
Toulouse-Lautrec and Paul Gauguin. He
was, and still is, rugged and independent of



The Field of Art

temper, positive of opinion, and pronounced
in his likes and dislikes. Although he did
not at first paint with that sovereign assur-
ance which to-day characterizes his style, he
was certain of himself, and seldom in doubt
as to what he wished to accomplish.
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and the third, which he now occupies, con-
sisting of a portion of the famous Roman-
esque church of San Juan de los Caballeros.
It is in Segovia that you encounter the real
Zuloaga. Possessing incomparable models

It is significant to recall in this con-
nection that Ignacio Zuloaga had
no preceptor, and never once set
foot in an academy or art school.
He is a purely autogenous product.
“T have received no lessons,” he
lately remarked, “save from nature
and the few painters whose works
I admire.”. Though living in Paris
during the rise of the much-dis-
cussed modern movement, he re-
mained untouched alike by the deli-
cate ambience of Impressionism
and the stressful decision of the Ex-
pressionists. Nothing was able to
turn him from his appointed path-
way. He stepped into the arena
fully equipped for the struggle, des-
tined to fight, and to win, alone and
unaided.

While you may be able to gather
a reasonably serviceable conception
of Zuloaga at his studio apartment
in the rue Caulaincourt, or dining
at certain of his favorite haunts on
the crest of Montmartre with Paris
palpitating at your feet, it is neces-
sary to see him in Spain in order
to grasp the fulness of his person-
ality and the fundamental essence
of his production. Directly he
boards the train for San Sebastiin
he becomes a new man, a sort of
glorification of his Parisian sell.
And when he alights and changes
carriages for Eibar his enthusiasm for na-
tive soil and scene is overpowering. It is
not, however, at Eibar, but at Segovia, where
for the past sixteen years Zuloaga has lived
and worked. His uncle Daniel and family
having previously settled in this typically
Castilian town, it was there that the young
painter-bull-fighter repaired in order to re-
cuperate after an accident which caused him
to renounce the corrida for brushes and
canvas.

He has at various periods possessed three
different studios in Segovia. The first was
situated in the grim Casa del Crimén, the
second in the fortress-like Canonjia Vieja,

[r,.(—,‘_,_ =

“orcito ( The Deer)

From the collection of Willard 1), Straight.

for a certain class of subject in his cousins,
las Senoritas Candida, Theodora, and Es-
peranza Zuloaga, he finds types of a more
primitive aspect among the dwarfs, witches,
and sorceresses of San Milldn, or the mule-
teers and brigands of the neighboring moun-
tains. And yet while Segovia constitutes
the focus of his activity, his observation
covers a radius including Avila, the wine dis-
tricts of La Rioja, and, on occasion, the
cafés and dance-halls of Madrid and Sevilla.
From the high terrace fronting San Juan de
los Caballeros, or the soaring towers of the
Alcézar, his gaze seems Lo embrace all Spain.
And it is the very essence of Spain, both
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past and present, that he fixes with un-
flinching accent upon his canvases,

From the day when he achieved his first
real success—il was at the vernissuge of the
New Salon of 180g—Ignacio Zuloaga has
forged steadily toward his goal.  Impelled
by [orces all the more potent because latent
and hereditary as well as conscious, he has
been a law unto himself.  There are those
who have painted hlithely and brilliantly
the shining outer shell of Spain. Natural-
ism and Impressionism have had their fer-
vent apostles south of the Pyrenees, yet it is
the old-time note of absolutism that finds
reflection in the art of Zuloaga. He cares
nothing for slavish fdelity to nature or
that scrupulous study of miliew which are
the watchwords of so many contemporary
painters. Nature simply Turnishes the pre-
text, the finished picture being the only fac-
tor worthy of consideration. The avowed
enemy of everything that savors of imita-
tion or illusionism, his work is personal and
synthetic. The facts and chance effects of
form and mass, of plane and perspective, do
not of themselves interest him. He does
not scruple to subordinate, to dominate at
will, those elements which he deems the
mere accessories of pictorial representation.

While it cannot be denied that a method
so individual, so arbitrary, has its grave de-
fects, it is nevertheless not without legiti-
mate compensations. The art of Zuloaga
displays a rare identity of conception and
expression.  No trivial details disturb the
general effect.  The design is clear, firm,
and follows the dictates of an invincible sense
of logic. The rhythms are superb, the col-
oring boldly schematic, and the setting in-
variably conforms te the character of the
theme. Conceived upon such lines, each
canvasoffers an aspect of concentrated unity
that can scarcely fail to compel attention.
In a measure all this work falls within the
category of portraiture. The large compo-
sitions containing several figures reveal a
succession of likenesses, while the glimpses
of wide-sweeping sierra or silent monastery
are veritable portraits of place, not descrip-
tive, but subjective in appeal. It is an elo-
quent, penetrant vision, now sinister, now
seductive, which groups together these
fragments from the inexhaustible pictorial
treasury of Spain, and brings to life these
countless atavisms never, indeed, far be-
neath the surface.

The Field of Art

As we were strolling one fitful night under
the arches of the massive Roman aqueduct
that spans Segovia from end to end, Zuloaga
paused abruptly as though overpowered by
the might and mystery of the scene and ex-
claimed: “Ah, it is sombre and tragic—this
land and its people; I sometimes think they
can only be painted with colors made of
granite dust and brushes of steell” You
have herewith an illuminating commentary
upon the creative processes which inspire
the art of Zuloaga. That indomitable
personality so apparent in his work is ex-
pressed in these few trenchant words. Be-
vond question a certain metallic induration
sometimes mars these canvases. At mo-
ments they are hard and glittering, again
they are scething and sulphurous. It was
not for naught that the painter's ances-
tors were celebrated armorers. Not only
is he a legitimate product of the vivid
graphic tradition of his country; in many
respects as well he recalls those sturdy
artist-artisans who, through their work in
iron, bronze, or carved and colored wood,
added equal lustre to the wsthetic legacy of
the Peninsula.

Ignacio Zuloaga has placed to his credit
approximately four hundred sketches and
finished pictures. He isrepresented in most
of the important public and private collec-
tions of the Continent. Three years ago he
was awarded the Grand Prize at the exhibi-
tion of international art at Rome, and,
though averse from official recognition of any
description, is at present experiencing a flat-
tering measure of favor. Those who saw his
pictures a few seasons since at the Hispanic
Society will note the change that has taken
place even during so brief an interval. Some
hint of this progress toward a more pro-
nounced self-revelation was manifest in the
subjects lately on view at a local gallery, an
impression which was confirmed by the four
canvases that fizured at a recent Salon.
To-day, rejoicing in the fulness of creative
power, Zuloaga epitomizes the fundamental
passions and instincts of his race. Dignity,
austerity, and a convincing fusion of realism
and mysticism are the dominant character-
istics of his production. It is not from the
restless, questing moderns that he descends.
It is from those masters of the past who have
left their imperishable stamp upon Penin-
sular art and life.

CHRISTIAN BRINTON.



Beautiful Court of Abundance at the Panama-Pacific Exposition, California,

TRAILING THE

SUNSET TO THE

WONDERLANDS OF THE WEST

BY
GRE yvou tired and wondering what

vou will do for change and relaxa-
tion this spring and summer?
Then imagine vourself comfortably set-
tled on a big ocean liner, care-free, floating
away from New York—from the daily
grind, business or social—down the bay,
out through the narrows, and into the
broad Atlantic. Your captain sets his
course not eastward toward war-ridden
Europe, but southward toward an ame-
thyst sea and a land of sunshine where
summer comes early and stays late—a
summer tempered by fresh salt breezes
and the dry air of lofty altitudes.

ERNEST PELIXOTTO

For it is toward California that vou are
heading on one of the big Southern Pa-
cific steamers that take you direct to New
Orleans in a few happy dayvs—"a hundred
golden hours at sea,” as it has been ap-
propriately expressed.

On the second morning you awake to
feel the caress of southern seas. Wraps
are discarded; deck games are brought
out and you take your daily exercise in
theinvigorating air of the promenade-deck
or lean idly over the rail watching those
saffron-colored spots of seaweed that mark
the Gulf Stream floating northward on
their voyage to England.

Each day that follows fills

vou more and more with the
lure of the South. You pass
Palm Beach and Miami dot-
ted with palatial hotels; vou
see the mazes of the Florida
Keys—emerald islets set in a
turquoise sca, replete with
memories of the old-time
buccaneers: Hawkins, Mor-
gan,and the treasures of Cap-
tain Kidd. Then the broad
waters of the Gulf stretch

One hundred golden hours at sea on a Southern Pacific steamship.

out unbroken before vou.
Another delightful day

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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Trailing the Sunset to the

Wonderlands of the West

Lrakes of Louisiana go flving past
the broad windows of the obser-
vation-car. Youare easy in your
mind, for vour security is well
aguarded. For the Southern Pa-
cific was awarded the safety
medal last year by the American
Museum of Safety. You know
too that the train contains every-
thing needful to vour comfort,
and the fact that it is drawn by
oil-burning locomotives means
an absence of soot and cinders
that vou appreciate keenly.
Near Beaumont you cross into

One of the picturesque levees, New Orleans,

passes, the fourth from New York; then
the bright-blue water grows murky as you
near the vast delta of the Mississippi and
thread the long pass by the Eads jetties,
and for almost a hundred miles ascend the
turbid Father of Waters.

Soon the shipping becomes denser and
your big steamer draws up alongside one
of the great wharfs that line the Missis-
sippi for nearly ten miles. You note the
varied and picturesque ships: the cum-
bersome luggers, the strange ferry-boats,
the fleet Mississippi packets, white and
flat, reminders of the days of Mark Twain.

Now, if vou know New Orleans and its
many fascinations you may go on at once
via the Sunset Limited, but if vou prefer
to linger you may stop over and explore
the mazes of the French Quarter—that
labyrinth of narrow streets, balconied
houses, and picturesque court-yards where
fig-trees and magnolias reach up-
ward to the sun, where fountains
gplash and children play among
flowers all the vear round.  You
may visit the *Vieux Carre”
and its Creole markets, see the
famous old Cabildo, and then he
back in the brisk streets of the
modern Crescent City simply by
crossing to the other side of Canal
Street.

At New Orleans you begin
vour railroad journey toward the
Golden West.  You settle vour-
self comfortably in one of the
steel Pullmans of the Sunset
Limited and watch the cane-

Texas. Inthe late evening hus-

tling Houston strings its lights

along the track. Here you may
stop over if you wish, and if time permits,
vou may decide to visit Galveston, the
Atlantic City of the Southwest, only fifty
miles away. Early the next morning you
pull into the handsome Mission station at
San Antonio where you may alight and, in
spite of its modernity, explore this fine old
town withits many reminders of the early
history of the Lone Star State. On busy
Alamo Plaza still fronts the ancient Ala-
mo, scene of one of the most thrilling
episodes of American history, when Davy
Crockett and William Travis with their
devoted band of less than two hundred
men died gloriously for Texan freedom,
fighting Santa Anna’s army, ten times
their own number.

From San Antonio westward the cotton-
fields grow fewer and are succeeded by
fields of Indian corn and then by the great
cattle ranges, until you finally enter the

Typical Louisiana plantation homestead.
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Trailing the Sunset to the Wonderlands of the West

arid Southwest, that land of fas- |
cinating color, of mamificent dis-
tances, and almost eternal sun- |
shine.

All this time you have been
passing close to the Rio Grande.
Then you thunder into El Paso,
the Border City, and find your-
sell right upon the Mexican
boundary, with Ciudad Juarez, a
tvpical city of Old Mexico, just
across the river.  Both it and El
Paso afford fascinating glimpses
of Mexican life and tempt you
to linger.

You continue your journey
over the cactus-covered hills to
Arizona’s metropolis, Tucson, a
thriving city, much frequented by tour-
ists, for near it is one of the finest of all
the old Spanish missions, that dedicated
to San Xavier.

This vear there is a new attraction for
travelers along the Sunset Route to Cali-
fornia. It is more in the nature of an
alternative route than of a stop-over—a
diversion from Bowie to Maricopa on the
main line that gives instead a journey
through Globe and Pheenix, Arizona. This

Copyriyhe by Detvoit Piavtograpiiia Cuo

Upper Yosemite Falls, Yosemite Valley,

California’s famous beaches are the Mecea for thousands

trip i made over the Arizona Eastern
Railroad to Globe, where the train is left
and a touring automobile entered. From
Globe vou go over the Apache Trail, a
magnificent Government highway for 120
miles through the deep canvon of the Salt
River, via the Roosevelt Dam.

Resuming vour journey on the main line,
vou cross the Colorado River at Yuma
and enter California, then down to the
Salton Sea where you enjoy the unique
experience of running over tracks two
hundred and fifty feet below the level of
the sea! One more long climb and from
the top of a ridge you descend to Colton,
to find vourself transported in an instant
to the semi-tropic gardens and orange
groves of Redlands, Riverside, and San
Bernardino.

A short hour through the lovely San
Gabriel Vallev brings vou puffing on time
into the depot at Los Angeles, and your
transcontlinental journey is over, to linger
now as a cherished memory for years to
come.

For your tour of California a choice of
routes awaits vou. First, perhaps, vou
will visit San Diego and see 1ts Panama-
California Exposition spread like a dream
of Spanish days about plazas and lagoons

its palaces, balconies, and rejas, its ar-
cades and patios, flecked with golden sun-
shine.

Then vou will visit the Los Angeles
beaches, whose dazzling sands and lazy
Pacific rollers tempt you to a dip in the
sea. You will see Santa Barbara with its

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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Trailing the Sunset

to the Wonderlands of the West

lemon groves set in the moun-
{ains, its azure waters, and its old
mission church still guarded by
brown-robed  Franciscans,  Yo-
semite will lure vou toits mighty
cliffs and waterfalls, and il you
are wise you will wander farther
afield in the mountains, lor from
now on will he the season when
they open their icy barricrs, and
entice yvou with the cool breezes
of theirlofty altitudes and the pun-
genl aroma of their pine forests.

There are two main routes
[rom Los Angeles north to San

Francizco, one via the sreat in-
terior valley that lies hetween the
Sierras and the sea, and the other
skirting the ocean itself, often within sizht
of its mighty surges that come rolling in
to break against the headlands.

This latter road follows more or less the
old Camino Reul, the Spanish highway
that connected the California mission
churches one to another. So, along it, vou
still find the old mission settlements with
their tuneful Spanish names. They lead
vou on to Monterey, the most interesting
town historically in the State, as well as the
happy possessor of beautiful Del Monte,
that rare hotel famous the world over for
its gardens, its golf-links, and its varied
sports and tournaments,

Then, by way of the superb summer
colomicsof Burlingame and San Mateo, vou

Southern Pacific Building at the Panama-Pacific Expositic

reach San Francisco, the goal of yvour de-
sires, Queen of the West, inviting you this
vear to her wonderful Exposition, where
colonnaded palaces mirror themselves in
broad lagoons; where great gardens, pos-
sible only in California, have sprung up in
a night along the Bay; where fountains
flash and sparkle in vast courts decorated
with harmonious color schemes; where
all the latest and best of man’s achieve-
ments in the Arts and Sciences await
vour inspection in palaces arranged with
the greatest taste and care,

Such briefly is the journey via the Sun-
sct Route that lures vou this yvear to the
Golden West. Can you afford to resist
its charm?

Oil Burning
tric salet)

NEW YORK CITY
366 Broadway

NEW ORLEANS

CALIFORNIA EXPOSITIONS

Make the journey to California in the soft air and salubrious
climate of the

Southern Pacific—Sunset Route

“The Exposition Line™

Five days of blue sea, New York to New Orleans; thence through the golden
Southwest on the

Sunset Limited
(Every Day in the Year—MNo Extra Fare)
New Orleans, Los Angeles, San Diego, San Francisco
Locomolives, permitting open windows all the way. No cinders—no smoke. Automatic Elec-
anals: Through Dining and Observation Cars.,
GENERAL OFFICES :

Metropolitan Bank Bldg.
Agencies all over the United States, Mexico, Cuba, Europe

Write for full information and literature,

HOUSTON

SAN FRANCISCO
Southern Pacific Bldg.

Flood Building
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.7'7/010 wou/(/
you like

to hear
this record -

Loud.
Soft, or
Subdied ?

The Victor system of changeable needles
enables you to meet every acoustic condition

It gives you perfect control of the tone volume and enables you to
adapt every record to the acoustic limitations of any room,

The different kinds of Victor Needles give you different and distinct
gradations of tone. Without this chan: =e£11:1e needle system, it would
be necessary to have several instruments, each with a different tone, to
give such variation.

You can use the full-tone needle, the half-tone needle, or the fibre
needle, to suit the individual beauty of cach record to its particular
acoustic surroundings.

You choose the volume of tone and play each record as loud or
soft as you personally wish to hear it, without interfering in any way
with the artist's interpretation.

Go to any Victor dealer’s anid hear your favorite music
played with the different needles and you will fully appre-
ciate the infinite variety of charm afforded Ly the Victor
system of tone control.

There are Victors and Victrolas in great variety of
styles from $10 to $230.

Victor Talking Machme Co., Camden, N. J i BCE

Becliner Gramaphons Coo, Monteeal, Canadian Diseeibones

New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 28th of each month

In answering B — please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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SWIftS

Premium”

A N =i

baked ham

If you want to give the whole family a genuine treat, order
a whole “Swift’s Premium’’ ham and bake it at home.

Try This Recipe

Boil a whole “*Swif#’s Premium’® Ham slowly (one-half hour for each pound),
changing the water when half done. Remove the rind and insert cloves in
_ the soft fat, covering thickly with brown sugar. Place in a baking
X dish with water and bake for one-half hour.

; ¢ When broiling or frying “Swift’s Premium” Ham //

T there is no need to parboil or “freshen”,

- \ b The uniform, delicate flavoris the — <

x\\\ Yo 7 . result of a distinctive cur- / L

A ing process perfected A J/'{?_ .
77

/ \. through years of
1] Y N experience.
Y N,
; Swi& &5 .'?-..\‘L‘ inspect-
1 Company = ed and
W & A " Passed
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One of the most significant facts
of our telephone progress is that one-
fourth of the 9,000,000 telephones in
the Bell System are rural.

In the days when the telepnone was
merely a ““city convenience,” the farms of
the country were so many separated
units, far removed from the centers of
population, and isolated by distance
and lack of facilities for communication.

But, as the telephone reached out
beyond cities and towns, it completely
transformed farm life. It created new
rural neighborhoods here, there and
everywhere.

Stretching to the farthest corners of
the states, it brought the remotest vil-
lages and isolated places into direct
contact with the larger communities.

Today, the American farmer enjoys
the same facilities for instant, direct

One Policy

Neighborizing the Farmer

One System

communication as the city dweller.
Though distances between farms are
reckoned in miles as the crow flies, the
telephone brings every one as close as
next door. Though it be half a day's
journey to the village, the farmer is but
a telephone call away.

Aside from its neighborhood value,
the telephone keeps the farmerin touch
with the city and abreast of the times.

The Bell System has always recog-
nized rural telephone development as
an essential factor of Universal Service.
It has co-operated with the farmer to
achieve this aim.

The result is that the Bell System
reaches more places than there are post
offices and includes as many rural
telephones as there are telephones of
all kinds in Great Britain, France and
Germany combined.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

Universal Service
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Cogrrighe, UL 5. 4. 7915, bs
The B.V. . Company.

“That’s Your
Friend, The
B.V.D. Labgel,
Boys!”’

¢ AKE a mental snapshot of that Red Woven
Label/, Tom, and you won’t be fooled as I've

been once. \Tow they can’t sell 7¢ anything

but B.V. D. Underwear. I’m justas particularabout
my underclothes as 1 am about my outer clothes.

“I prefer B.V.D. because it feels so soft and fits so good.
Take my word for it, it’s certainly cool and comfortable,
washes up like new and gives me no end of wear. I don’t
buy, if the B.V.D. Red Woven Label is missing.”

On every B.V. D, Undergarment it teaved This Red Woven Label
MADE FOR THE

.V.D. Union Suits (Pat.
.S.A. 4-30-07) $1.00, F1.50,
.00, $#3.00 and $#5.00 the Suit.

B.V.D. Coat Cut Undershirtsand
Knee Length Drawers, 50c.,
75¢c., #1.00and $1.50 the Garment,

;g:::n

BEST RETAIL TRADE
\Trade Mard Reg. U.5. Pat. OfF. and Fereipn Ceuntries)

The B.V.D. Company, New York.

London Selling Agency: 66, Aldermanbury, E. C.
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Illy twenty years experlence
in the roofing business has
convinced me that you take
no chances with roofing
backed up by J-M Responsibility.

iz, & oo

Sussgsex, Ill.J.

Hundreds of folks in the southern tier of
INew York State and over the line in north-
ern New Jersey know what John Myers
stands for—and a lot of j-M Roofs up that
way back him up, too.

= COVERS
THE CONTINENT

Your Roof Becomes Our Roof

when you cover your building with J-M

LW T Roofing and register that roof with us.

AsbestosShingles

Fire- and weather-
proof, last forever,
Highly artistic.

J-M Asbestos
Ready Roofing

Weather proof, fire
retardant, needs no
coating, First cost
only cost.

J-M Asbestos
Built-up Roofing

You may have a guarantee if
you want one; but no “guar-
antee " ever printed assures
your roofing satisfaction so
well as the J-M way of doing
business.

Every foot of roofing we ever
made was made not merely
to sell but to serve. J-M
Responsibility is not a policy.
It is a principle.

J-M Responsibility gives this
roofing service because our

branches cover the country
and our representatives are
everywhere., Bea J-M reg-
istered roof owner and one
of our men will take super-
visory charge of your roof.

J-M Asbestos Roofings never
need painting and last for
years practically without re-
pairs. And they are not only
weather-proof, they are also
fire-retardant. Sparksand fly-
ing brands will not ignite them.

Permanent, fire re-
sistant, Light-
weight, smooth sur-
faced,needs nopaint,
The imperishable
fiat roof,

J-M Asbestos Roofings are examined and a jxproved
by Underwriters’ Laboratories under the direction
of the National Board of Fire Underwriters.

If every J-M roof owner will register his J-M Roof with us, we
will see that that roof gives him full roofing service. Tell us
what kind of building you have to roof and we will give yon
our experience with roofs of that kind.

J-M Regal
Ready Roofing

“Rubber Type"
ready roofing for
general roofing pur-

DOSES,
J-M Roofings
for Every
Regquirement
N ReS onsibilit Y
H. W o dJ OHNS-MAN Vv ILLE CO.
Akron Buffalo Dayton New \}rl ans  Portland, Ore.  Seattle
Albany Chicago enver ew York Hochester Syracuse
Atlanta Cincinnati Detroit - Omaha St. Louis Toledo
Baltimore Cleveland  Duluth salis  Philadelphia St Paul Washington
Birmingham Columbus Galveston Newark, N.J.  Pittsburg Salt Lake City  Wilkes-Barre
Eosten allas San Francisco  Youngstown

JOHNS-MANVILLE CO., LTD,, Toronto, Winnipeg,

Montreal, Vancouver
J057

THE CANADIAN H. W,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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" THE WHITE

—the car which makes made-to-order
bodies unnecessary

In all the years of motoring nothing ever awakened such a
volume of pleased approval as the latest White.

The distinction, the quiet refinement accomplished in the center cowl,
which absorbs the always awkward back of the front seat into a line of
beauty—a “ripple in the streamline”—narurally received the most com-
ment at first.

But now it is realized that the latest White removes -all further need of
specifying a custom-made body. The White was designed in recognition
of the artistic desires of car users, and by its very beauty and exclusiveness
it at once established the correct mode.

White leadership is a principle

It is natural that the established sterling
worth of White Motor Cars from the
engineering and mechanical standpoint
should thus be matched by the incompar
able beauty and luxury of the finally-
perfect streamline body designs.

Grace of appearance is equaled by grace
of performance—The White engine and
mechanical features operating so harmo-
niously that the gentlest movement or
the swiftest speed answer the will of the
driver quietly and surely.

THE WHITE AGENCY NEAREST YOU WILL ARRANGE FOR YOUR DEMON-
STRATION, OR IF YOU WRITE US WE WILL EE GLAD TO MAKE
THE ARRANGEMENT FOR YOU.

THE WHITE COMPANY, Cleveland

Maufacturers of Gasoline Motor Cars, Motor Trucks and Taxicabs

Exhibiting at Transportation Bldg., Panama-Pacific Internat’l Exposition, San Francisco

In answering ad-vert_isemer:ts p]('a;e me_nt;n SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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LEE Jies

PNEUMATIC NON-SKID PUNCTURE-PROOF

Puncture-Proof—Guaranteed!

I 'REEDOM from “puncture,” “blow- | cushion absolutely guard carcass and inner

out,” “undue wear”” and “high cost.” || tube; how LEE “Vanadium” rubber helps
Learn how three layers of impene- || add mileage; and how the Zig-Zag
) ; e nileag d : &~ag

trablc dlSCS embedded m a PL[[‘I_' I"Lfl__‘hcr trL‘ﬂLI 15 tl'lf_‘ Gl?lc]'lt]hc 1'1{.‘)]1'5!\_1&.

HWRITE FOR “NEN™ BOOKLET "IN

LEE TIRE & RUBBER CO, Conshohocken, Penna.

3 £ 13 ] Q ']
Manufacturers of Rubber Goods Since 1883

Distributors in all Principal Creies Lock up "Lee Tires” in youe Telephone Directory

In answering advertisements please mention 5C [.{-iBf\'l—:R'f \].—\‘:].\E{NE
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" BILTMORE %
| NEW YORK

Vanderbilt and Madison Aves., 43rd and 44th Sts.

HE largest and latest of American hotels

and the social and business center of the

& Metropolis. Convenient to everything, and in

the heart of theatre and shopping districts.

1000 outside rooms. 950 private baths.
Rates from $2.50 per day.

“The greatest hotel success of

s

ST e
Sl

T

Fittingly termed
America.”” To stop at The Biltmore is to see

By, New York at its best. “On the Empire
“M¥. Tour.” Hlustrated booklet upon request.

e
JOHN McE. BOWMAN ‘ﬁ
- i

In answering advertisements ];iease mention SCRIBNER'S -MAGAZ_iNE
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Nation-wide Special Sale

~ Ostermoor
$23.50 Hotel Style Mattress $1 050

Regular Specl

4 feet 6 inches wide by 6 feet 3 inches long — weighing 50 pound-.

A Mattress Bargain for You!

Built (not stuffed) layer-wise, in the Ostermoor way, and much better even j

than the regulur Ostermoor. 7
They contin 5 pounds more, hard-luid, shiceted filling than regular, and are
much thicker, plumper, softer and even more Juxuriously comfortable.
Coverings are the finest, most durulle and most expensive Tickings made, both
Dust-Proof Satin Finish and Irench Mercerized Art Twill.
Finished with boxed borders, bound edges, rcund corners and close tuftings, %
their construction is both the daintiest and most substantial possible, Z
Regular Price, $23.50— ¢ n¢r —Special Price, $16.50
1f vour dealer has none in stock, we will deliverat yonr home by express,
all charges prepad, mmmediately upon receipt of check or money order.
Aet gquickly, now, while the opportinity Jasts.  Even thouch vou luve no immediare use
4 for a mattress now, we know you will never regret your purchase of so real a bargain.
1 We are so sure of pleasing you, we sell it with our guarantee of *‘money back if not satished”’

during thirty days’ trial
Mattresses are shipped carefully wrapped in leatherette paper and
burlap. They come to you directly from our work-room, absolutely
untouched and unhandled. A postal brings vou our illustrated 144-page
Free Book descriptive of Mattresses, Springs, Cushions, Divans, etc,, and
Samples of Coverings. Write today. "

__ OSTERMOOR & CO., 108 Elizabeth Street, New York g

Canadian Apencyr Alaska Feather & Down Coo, Lul, Montreal i

;;’ 7 : i -

In answering ad\utrtisemfnls-please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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He whose paint lasts, paints best.
Your painter should know, and you
should let him know that you know,
that the ingredient which makes paint
last longer and look better while it
lasts 15

Z1NC

We have three books discussing Zinc from the three view-
points of the parties most concerned.

For House Owner: “* Your Move”
For Architects: ““One of Your Problems"”
For Painters: “Zinc That Made a Painter Rich”

Ask for yours. Sent free.

The New Jersey Zinc Company
Room 422, 55 Wall Street, New York

For big contract jobs consult our Research Bureau

In answering advertisements please mention ‘_“'{;‘RIE’;GF.R'S MACGAZINE
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HE biggest new thing, the most important

photographic development in two decades, is
the Autographic Kodak. It makes the record
authentic ; answers the questions: #ben did I make this? Where was this
taken ?  Every negative that is worth taking is worth such date and title,
and with the Autographic Kodak you make the record, almost instantly,
on the film

It's all very simple. Open the door in the back of Kodak, write the
desired data on the red paper with pencil or stylus, expose for a second
or so, close the door. When the film is developed, the records will appear
on the intersections between the films.

This autographic feature having been incorporated in all of the most
important Kodak models, we have now arranged to take care of our old
customers by supplying Autographic Backs for all Kodaks of these
models.

The old camera can be brought up to date at small cost, and there is
no extra charge for autegraphic film. Make your Kodak Autographic.

PRICE-L1S8T OF AUTOGRAPHIC BACKS.

No. 1 Kodak Junior, i ; £2.50 No. 4 Folding Pocket Kadak, . 3 £4.00
No. 1A Kodak Junier, 3.00 No.4A Folding Kodak, . ; ; 4,50
No. 1A Folding Pucket I-\ud.g-( R.H. Nu. 1A Special Kodak, . . . 4,00

Type, . . . 3.50 No. 3 Special Kodak, ; . . 4.00

No. 3 Fuldmg Pc,c}\.cr I\nd,‘]‘ No. 3A Special Kodak, 3 ‘ . 4.23

No. 3A Folding Pocket Kodak,

EASTAMAN KODAK COMPANY,
Ask your dealer, or 2write us for J"\(_)CI‘IE.S,FI.R. N. Y. Tte Kedak i”,'.';f_\'.

Autographic Booklet.

In ;n-sTverng advertisements p]ca:s.(- mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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prices you formerly paid for
ordinary tires.

). .) OU now buy these highest grade tires at

Baes:

:-,|I -.‘IPJ-.'I. AV ‘l‘”.‘.lln-

ONSIDERING
prices alone our dow nward
revision of schedules is not unique. We were simply in posi-
tion to more than proportlonately meet the general reductions.

What brings our action on prices, however, so strongly and singularly

into the limelight, is the fact that we have added fully 50% to the wear
resistance of

PENNSYLVANIA
VACUUMI! CUPVTIRES

Remember, it was our 1914 product that scored the unapproached
average mileage of 6,760 miles in The Automobile Club of America official
test. Think of what you get in the 1915—now!

QOur undeviating policy to work, work, work to make our product

better and better and better—mstead of cheaper and cheaper—yielded
us this enormous improvement.

And the transfer of our operations to the newest, best equnpped tire plant
in the world automatically took care of the problem of competitive prices.
Then there’s the oilproof quality and the guarantee that Vacuum Cup

Tires will not skid on wet or greasy pavements or returnable at full
purchase price after reasonable trial,

Can you ask for greater assurance of tire economy and service than is
so definitely offered in Vacuum Cup Tires? Dealers everywhere.

Pennsylvania Rubber Co. Jeannette, Pa.

Atlanta Cleveland Kansas City, Mo, Omaha St. Paul

Boston Dallas Minneapolis FPhiladelphia San Francisco
Eid Chicago Detroit New York Pittsburgh Seattle

An Independent Company with an Independent Selling Policy

I il | I FafdlL \ I ,|
|||| AT t'ﬂ' [.95) I VRN VAL VS ”" I Jﬂm-\l uhllb alﬁshm\'ﬂ W " Il

J’\"

.M” .

v, wlﬁ ﬁ@w hf iﬁ”}f (i “ At vt vt vk v vl v.ih v |ﬁf‘@
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He knew S0 much
general manager.

learning. No one
ever gets to the top

in business. When

an executive stops
growing he very
soon ceases to be an executive.

The Modemn Business Course and Service of the Alexander

Hamilton Institute is a course of study which covers the whale
range of organized business knowledge. It offers to the man
of limited horizon the concentrated experience of all busi-
ness—reduced to an orderly working science. To the man of
broad affairs it offers an invaluable summary of that which
he knows; that is to say, it organizes his own experience into
& more efficient counsel.

The Alexander Hamilton Institute is planned and con-
ducted by recognized authorities under the supervision of an
Advisory Council composed of the following educators and
business leaders:

JOSEPH FRENCH JOHNSON, D.C.S., Dean of the New York
niversity School of Commerce, Accounts and Finance,

FRANK A. VANDERLIP, LL.D., President of the National City
Bank of New York.

ELIJAH W, SELLS, M. A., C.P.A., Senior Member Hasking &
Sells, Certified Public Accountants.

JEREMIAH W. JENKS, LL.D., Professor of Government, New

York University.

ELBERT H. GARY, LL.D., Chairman of the Board, U. 8. Sieel
Corporation,

It! GUI:‘C!1b¢Tl mdude men in every rnn|( 0‘ busmvu llf' nrealdenls Bnd

cers ig corporations; proprietars of progressive smaller cancerns:
department heads and assistants; accountants, chief clerks an I e younger
men who are looking forward to bigger mponmbd.hu all these it

gives knowledge that could be otherwise obtained only by :rc:ua of bitter
experience—if at all. Find out today what it offers you.

ALEXANDER
HAMILTON
INSTITUTE

61 Astor Place. New York

job you must be a bigger man.
with a mental equipment that is just big enough for
your present job.

job because it cramps his growing powers.
partment manager who became general manager had
first to learn how the other departments— sales, adver-
tising, finance, accounting—were run.
banking, transportation, organization, commercial law.

|ZINE ADVERT!SER n7

You must do it

all yourself

Don't imagine that your superiors are going to help

you to a higher level or that your subordinates are
working hard to push you up.
their own advancements—not yours.
the pushing and pulling yourself—that’s a law that is
not often broken in business.

Both are working for
ou must do

And here is another law—if you want a bigger
You cannot advance

The man who goes ahead bulges out of the old
The de-

He learned

more than anyone else that they had to make him
And he staved general manager because he kept on

The Modern Business

Course and Service
of the ALEXANDER
HAMILTON INSTITUTE

“‘Forging Ahead in Business’’

e drawn from the experiences of hundreds of suc-

cunlama a vital messal
BT book is handsomely printed and bound, cca-

cessful business men,
taing ] 16 pages, is |ilusrrated
with charts in_color, and
will make a valuable addi-
tion to your business library,
Wewill gladly send you a
copy free and without the
slightest obligation, if you
will request it on your busi-
ness ]e[t:lhcad or 6l oul
attached coupon.

Send the
Coupon Now

.. EEE -
Alexander Hamilton Institute
61 Astor Place, New York City
1 should like to have you send, without cost or obligation to me,
a capy of "'Forging Ahead in Business,”* and full information about
vour Modern Business Course and Service.

Streer A

Town bammrraassEsetease dhbEdsbbiriang

Business Position.........ccooerinns
{Mame of firm or company)

Number of years in business...

1f you wish to add facts about ym:rself or b\..smess lhar w |1I help us
determine the fitness of our Coursc and Service for yu_n needs, we
shall treat your letter as 1and give it

In answering advertisements please

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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What a famous War Correspondent says of

The .
Autographic Kodak

In Dukla Pass with the Austrian Army at the front, November 13.

Eastman Fodak Company, Rochester, N, Y,

GenrLEmEn—The Autographic Kodak 1 am carrying would have saved me many hours, many notes
and many dollars in other campaigns. A note of the title and exposure means everything when photo-
graphs are making history, either in war or in the family circle.

Photographers everywhere owe the inventor a great debt of gratitude, and they will realize the actual
saving in time and in money when they use the Autographic. 1 have used Kodaks and developing machipes
in every clime and in every way, but the Autographic adds the final convenience. It is simply marvelous,
and marvelously simple,  Much obliged! Very truly yours,

(SIGNED)
O) '
Y

- (Y

(bor i

In annwr_’:inq sdvestiserients plzase mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Autographic Kodaks
At the Front

Behind and in the trenches themselves, Kodaks by the
thousand are “‘getting’’ the story of the war with relentless
accuracy, absolute impartiality and pictorial charm.

Kodak war pictures that have already appeared (in
Scribner’s and elsewhere ) are among the most intimate and
interesting human documents ever published.

The Autographic feature—invented and added to the Kodak
only a few months before the war broke—makes every such
Kodak picture an historical document of incalculable value.

Accurate data means aqutomatic data, and this the Auto-
graphic feature practically supplies. The WHo, WHEN, WHERE
of every picture is written on the margin of the film itself,
at the time the exposure is made.

The Kodak feature that works this accuracy and conven-
ience in recording world events, is just as useful in keeping
the home and travel records.

The Kodak gualities that insure highest photographic effi-
ciency and reliability, under the exacting conditions of war, are
precisely the qualities the amateur needs in his every-day work.

These, together with Kodak simplicity and other Kodak
advantages, are combined in

THE AUTOGRAPHIC KODAK
The greatest photographic advance in twenty years.
Now ready in a score of styles and sizes—from $6.00 up.

Ask your dealer, or werite us for catalogue.

EASTMAN KODAK CO:, RocHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZ]NE
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A Wonderful Range

A Woman can’t help wanting a new plain Cabinet Glenwood: it
is 5o smooth and easy i clean, no liligree or fussy ornamentation,
Just the natural bluek iron lmhh —““The Mission Ldea’ applie .l
tiv o range.  The broad, square oven is very roomy.
The improved baking damper, heat
indicator, revolving grate and roller
bhearing ash pan make it the most
wonderful Cooking Machine ever de-
vised to make housekeeping drudg-
less,
The Gas Range Attachment, bakes,
conks and broils to !J“i]”l tion and
can be used with the coal range to
double bhaking capacity.
Cabinet Glenwood Ranges
Oy | de P ‘.! i ‘:‘1:
ar lJr._l[.].].‘\Orllz-', (,1{ 3\ L.rI.J I For Coal o Weaad.
and wonderful bakers,
“:'umner or Later vou'll have one, now if you knew
hat it would zave Write today for free booklet.

Glenwood

The Range that “Makes Cooking Easy.”

Write for free booklet 63 of the Pluin Cabinet Glenwond Bange to Weir Stove Co., A biz display of Glenwoods at both
Tuunton, Mass, 1f interested in a separate Gas Range ask for booklet 95, San Francisco and S5an Diego Expositions.

e

For Coal Wood or Gas.

L

Tremonstrator
Acents
wiunted
evervwhere

| on first
ot it sold

Engine staris without cranking;
only throe moving parts. 3 E: ¥
Detroil Englne Waorks, 1aU dellerson A ve.,

vt rovit, Michi.

LAT H ES [rro Wan,—Just o dittle temperature, Mrs, Fudze,
Ay 1 osee yone tonzue
Pred

For Gonsmiths, Tool Mk,
Expevimeninl sl Bepaie Work, ele.

Laihe Catalogue Free,

‘a_'k'. F. &Jno. BarnesCo.

208 Ruby =t., Rockford, 11

IT
- n—_.l\..-—

_.L—m

vars privctice before th
t2, Trode-Ma :
Hatents procuraed through Monn & Co. receive |l l
o notee in the Seiendilic American,

l MUN" & [:ﬂ CE9 Woolworth Bldg.,N.Y., |

* and Washinagton, D. C.
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Here are a few points of dil-
ference and superiority:

1—Eoszert Redibilt Ho
cut Tamber but comple
Merely a monkey wrench is require
wt'them together
[hiere are. no
t one up in from

omes

L for i

Tusiide finizhed i oil

| £LNE

14— Hir
2

I ERTISE R

Bosser‘t Houses are

fin

/. More than
Tt Portable

When vou buy a porrable
house you want o build-
| ill'_: that can be erected on
any plot of around with the areatest
economy and speed and thar will

give satistaction eicher us a tempo-

rary or permanent home, no mateer where it is placed, and regardless of climare orseason.
For these reasons you should not butld or buy any house uncil vou have fully investionted

G—Al

Bossert F@Er Homes e

**Not Even a Nail to Buy" i

£ an alsa by Tusserr Redilil Corapes. B

Wrire_fpr our Netw Catalog — it contains illustrations
shotwing many attractive designs and gquotes prices

LOVIS BOSSERT @ SONS,

stung in

T'm always gettin’

“Darm it! No gum!
some financial deal !

1303 Grand Street,

BROOKLYN, N.

$5:-m Doﬁmio

Razor tor $1

i v I b= e il we
e |' 12 -#1
[ at B
m i 1
DURHAM-DUPLEX RAZOR GO., 590 Monidomery Si.. I
Jeesey Gify, N
Gentlemen :(—Semd me o #3 Durl I (e a
Ournt per st f; | | =1 !
\\ . ﬂ
. 2
¢ s i
Ay dealer will honor this Coupon I3l I

In answering adverlisc;’nmts plﬂ‘e mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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OU young fellows, par-
ticularly, should wear
Double Grip PARIS GARTERS.
- They hold your socks
doubly secure and doubly
snug; the hose are sup-
ported at two places. They
are light in weight and
strong in support. You will’
get unusual satisfaction
from your hose if you wear
these Double Grip garters.

25 and 50 cents

When you buy, look for the name
PARIS that is stamped on the inside
of the shield. It insures the fullest
value for your money and the fullest
satisfaction from your garters.

A Stein & Co.

Laters Children's HICKORY Garters

Chicago New York

GARTERS

No metal
"* can touch you

T T T et

Reg u.s paAT oFF

COAT CUT
UNION SUIT

(¢ Olus is coat-cut, opens all
. the way down the leg.
@ Coat-cut means easy to
put on and take off.
‘ ¢ Olus is the simplest union
suit—one thickness of ma-
| terial anywhere.
|  You wear a coat-cut shirt.
Try the Olus coat-cut
\ union suit.
| ¢ Olus coat-cut construction
. is patented. Don’t
accept substitutes.
S1,-%$1.50,-$2,~§2.50,-$3.00
Olus one piece pajama for lounging

and comfortable sleep.
tighten or come loose.
| $2.50,-93,-$3.50,-84.

write us.

niAE |

Nostrings to
$1.50,—%2,-

If vour dealer cannot supply you,
Olus bhooklet on request.

THE GIRARD COMPANY
346 Broadway, Dept. 5, New York

If it isn’l coat-cut, it isn’t Olus

In answering advertisements please mention SCR]B?ER’S MAEENE
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Wherever and whenever
good candy, you can get Whitman's.
In the little far-off places you will find
Whitman's, as fresh and dainty and
inviting as in the big centers. Only
sweets of Whitman's quality could

you want

make so many friends in so many places.

ational swe

Ask for the Super Extra Package by
name. Chocolates of supreme Whitman
quality in a charming assortment of
nut, hard, and cream centers. Eighty
cents the pound. This is the Package
which first made Whitman's farmous—
each piece a delightful * reason why."

ets

Ask for booklet or write us

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc.,, Philadelphia, U. S. A.

Zz,, W

s
CHa e o
ocgfé»z,?

Seaworthy,
SpeedY:
Simple,
Safe

—that’s an ELCO Express in a nutshell—'"the boat that serves you on the water as the automabile doeson land
Here is a craft brought up to the automobile standard of today—reliable in performance, easy of control, quis:
in operation, inexpensive in upkeep. The graceful lines of these Expresses breathe refinement and beauty, the
comtfort of their accommodations isa juy and pride to an owner, the certainty ot the new model ELCO E.I'I_\_'_!Ilc
is the greatest possible satisfaction. ELCO speed is guaranteed.
The Cruisette—the latest ELCO triumph—is a 32 footer with sleeping comfort for six,
most wonderful little craft that ever rode the water.

Full information about ELCO Standardized Models sent on request.

Main Office and Works

The ELCO COMPANY, 169 Avenue A, Bayonne, N. J

T il

30 foot ELCO Express
36 foot ELCO Express
32 foot ELCO Cruisette
38 foot ELCO Cruiser

36 foot EL() Express 45 foot ELCO Cruiser

The daintiest and

Write for a copy of “"Marine Views "
New York Office
5 Nassau Street
ST ¥ um

In answering advertisements plwas_w. mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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These Shingles Look Better and Last Longer

We select seasoned cedar shingles of exceptional quality and preserve
them with cred nil finest earth pigments (no analine dyes) ground
twice in pure lir | oil.  They are proof against dry rot, worms
and decay. They do not curl up or pull out.

“CREO-DIPT?” stincies

17 Grades. 16, 18, 24-inch. 30 Different Colors.
They come in bundles ready to lay.

We are resp le for both the quality of shin
They las : on ru ated

Roof, one color; ' CRED-DIPT"

ide Walls, Shingles have
another |, repeated-
ly specified by
Mr. Ritchie.
On  his own
home, he re-
marks that 18-
inch shingles
on side walls
were laid 8
inches to the
weather and
show no zign
of curling, as
is =0 often no-
ticed in other
shingles.

k of * CREQ-DIPT **

Names of lumnber dealer,

architect
STANDARD ST

THE
Food-Drink
g, for All Ages
‘,3 Nourishing
% Delicious
5 Digestible

i OTHERS ARE
IMIT ATIONS

PROTECT
Yourself £
At Soda

Fountains
Ask for

ORIGINAL:K

GENUINE~

Hoyle up-to-date
SENDISC IN STAMPS

For General Play
Use the latest art backs at In all languages "' Bicycle™
your next party. Twonew designs means " good, inexpensive play-
issued every sixty days. \SSUED ing cards.” Used by all nations.
YEARLY Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish

| THE U.S. PLAYING CARD CO.CINCINNATIU.S.A.

For Social Play

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

This Newest
Vacuum Sweeper
is a BISSELL

: At last yvou can secure a thoroughly practical,

Fend fur E*‘T“"C_“rll! ‘1',l" reliable vacuum sweeper with sufficient power to

[li:l"-::lltll‘ug ;F:’tha“v; intha b really ¢lean thoroughly, vet easily —one that is good
5 o use in the home T . R ; i

L qough to bear the Bissell name aund pnaraniee

St | Distinctive Gifts for all occasions enough ar the Bissell name and gusran!

’F_ARTBRON ;
Products : B i

4 v Book
Fqual of cast bronze in BE ok

workmanship — hnish  and
durability —at one-tenth
the prices.

Book Rocks — Boudoir Lamps
—Ash Trays—Paper Weights
—Statuary — Portables, etc.

Subie® | Unusual Bridde amd other prizes This will be all the recommendation needed by the
Ranging in price from $1500up. . ilers everyw here. hundreds of thousands of women who use the Fissell's
oni genuine without Carpet Sweeper—the women who have been asking

KAT H ODION BR O NZE WORKS | our company to make them a BISSELL'S Vacwum

529 Fifih Avenue Mew York Swee per.
i The exclusive features and conveniences embodied

in this new BISSELL'S are especially appreciated.
- == B Ask vour dealer to show yvou how the dust receptacle
comes out with the nozzle in onc piece, making
A S STITUTE FOR GASOLINE | emptying sanitary and easy. This is hut one of the
advantages that characterize the Bissell's. You won't

8 Gnd it on other machines,
| Prices, lic|'u-l'|-'.]inﬁ on locality, are §7.50 to $10.50

. will reduce the cost of auto-

mobiling, but until this is . - o ; ; ol
fovind coonie tiv il eihsie | @ for the _\ acuum leaner "' (without brush) and
i = y oY 80 .00 toS12.00 for the Vacuum ' Sweeper' (with brush).
in operation must be prae- Carpet sweepers $2.75 to $5.75. Booklet on request
ticed. Advice on thisisgivenin The complete BISSELL'S line will he found on
| OUTING HANDBOOKS sale at dealers everywhere.
Automobile Operation. The | | BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO.
(rasqllua Motor. The Auto- Largest Exclusive Manufacturers of Carpet
mobile, Its Selection, Care Sweeping Devices in the World
8 and Use. Department 14
Catalog: deacribing forty-one other out- GRAND RAPIDS, MICH.

door HANDBOOKS free on request
At your dealer or direct, Seventy Cents, postage five cents extra,
OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY, 111 W. 36th 5t., New York

‘ i Put Your Sweeping Reliance in a

BISSELL Appliance

Make your furniture glide

! Invisible Caster

Without Wheels Save rugs, carpets,

Hoors and your [ur-

niture.  Look for

the name inside

caster. At all

dealers or Tom us.
10¢ Set of 4

DOMES OF SILENCE CO.
17 State Street, New York

“May I have the next dance ?’
“I'm afraid I don’t know the steps.”
“That's all right. Neither de I."

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACGAZINE



SURIBNER'S

1

This Size
TRIAL '

BOTTLE

Sent Free

Many a pin prick has led to blood poisoning.
i Many a nail scratch has brought on lock jaw.
Any Lreak in the skin lets infection in—unless
vau cleanse it first with Dioxogen. Every
household needs this powerful, pure, non-
poisanous germicide.  Avoid the weak perox-
idez preserved with acetanilid so frequently
offered.  Ask for Dioxogen by name—at any
drug store.

THE OAKLAND CHEMICAL CO.

10 Astor Place New Yorl

Sea Lion Caught with a Goerz!

“Cluick action™ pictures that are sharp from
edre to cdge—these are the kind of pictures

GOERZ 5= |l

take. The name " Goerz* means lenses and cameras of
the Lighest obfainnble « ||_.|I-rv L lbi P ional and amateur ‘

who want of musr ha K

Your dealer

| prices lower—

Y Leniser and Cameras™

Send for Special Cutalog en Hich Grade

- C.P. GOERZ AMERICAN OPTICAL CO.
' 323A East 34th Street New York City

WAGAZINE

ANV !f{!).‘;."R

Brides and

Summer Homes

Number nou

! Rﬁ‘thf’\'

O every phase of weddings, Vogue is an acknowl-
edied ‘.u1hunt\ This \r'ur in addition to its
many practical helps for the bride, Vogue has pre-
pared for her a real surprise.  No other ceremony
lends itself so well to pictorial effect ag the wed-
dimg eevemony—Hhut how little is usually made of
it! Therefore, Baron de Meyer, Claire Avery, and
Hobert MeQuinn have been working independently
for Vogue upon a series of original wedding pag-
cants.  They are a delightful variation from the
iise=cit=seene of the dverage \\'f_-i]ding Ceremany.
Look for theze pageants in the May 1st Vogue—
also for all the new ideas in wedding gowns, veils,
trousseaux, and presents. The number includes,
moreover, many ideas for the decoration of the
summer home.

And after the May 1st Vogue—

|
‘American Travel

Number dated May 15th

Une feature of this forthcoming Vogue is the
“Grand Tour "—American style. Starting at New
York, the tour embraces Santiago, Havana, Jamai-
the Panama Canal, New Orleans, California,
and the Grand Cafion. This article will show in
A pictorial way what to take, and how to travel
luxurionsly.

Ll 1

Secure the May 1st Vogue to-day, and at
the same time tell the newsdealer to put
your name down for the May 15th num-
ber, and the others that will follow.

VO GUE

443 TOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
CONDE NAST; Pullisher

=0 &4 a vear
Pwice & menth

Twenty-four numbers

| IIIIHIIIIH'IIIII]IIIIHIII|I|IIJIIIIIIHI]IIIiHIlIIlIIIIIlIIIlI]IIHIIIIJIIiIJIIlIlIIIIIIIIiIIHIIIII!IIIIIIIH!IIIHIII!IIIIHI

]n answering advertisements plﬁaex_— mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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LDV ERTESER

During the sixty-one years' expe-
rience enjoyed by this house our
product has been recognized as a
standard of excellence both in pub-
lic and private memorials,

Booklet G on request.

Harrison Granite Company
200 Fifth Avenue, New York City

[H Tu\»..\n 1035 1'\ age Avenue, Phila., Pa,
|1| L Davis, 1206 East AdimsSt., Syracuse, N Y.
4 George Simpson, 15010 kresge Bl IJ\Ir- i,

Mich.
Works: Barre, Vt. | E. 5. Morrizon, Fine

Arts Bldg., Chicago, IIL

Costs but a few cents a day

Baggage Insurance

You need it if you—

—are going to the Expositions at Califor-
nia where baggage risks are multiplied.
travel for business or pleasure.

—are going on a

—keep any personal effects outside of
your residence—at the office, golf or
country club.

vacation anywhere,

—are sending your son or daughter to
boarding school or college.

Our Baggage Policy indemnifies you against loss due
to fire, theft, transportation, etc., while the baggage isin
the custody of any railroad, express company, steam-
ship, hotel or clubhouse,

A yearly policy relieves you of all worry, costs less in
the end and automatically protects you and your family
even though travelling in different places.

The hazards and contingencies of travel are many,
and you need this protection. The value of your bag-
gagels more than you realize.

Remember the liability assumed by railroads, etc., is
considerably Jess than the actual value of your baggage!

It may save you hundreds of dollars
- Write today fnrmmation,
Insurance Company
of North America
238 Walnut St., Phila., Pa, Founded 1792

Writers r.i in
Fire, rent, tormado, nobile
torist, '|>|r el post, leas

aat, marine,

ARTISTIC TEMPERAMENT.

“Did vou bring
N0y T havi

your machine to-day 2

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S

No Rubber Real Year
in Leg Band Round Comfort

ONE LOOK tells Vo \\'h‘.' vou' re G-
g toowear NEVERBIND, [t can'r
choke vour les —always lifts on the
socks just enough to keep them smooth.

If vou ‘l-n||1 find it at yvour dealec’s

we'll s ar pair, postpaid, mer-

I’Il/'Ll _,Jn_-_||L__I||- 35¢; silk, 500
George Frost Co., Sole Makers, Boston, Mass.

N T e R

5 MAGAZINE



Where shall
4 Spen(/ my

Vacatiorn ?

TRAVEL BY BOAT TO THE | Nyo Europe this Year!
CAL[FORNIA EXPOS[TIONS ‘ Visit Foreign America

the o th

ymous Panan
Hur n] er 1re

hfulness to a European
Scatia, the land of
wioundland, the Norway

equal in interest, novelty, and he
Visiting HALIFAX,
ine, and ST. JOHNS, Ne
of America, via the

Red Cross Llne: ‘

ships, 8T 'PH 3\\.t’}l qnd ¥ L”RI{.’I:I , fitted

|1 \ll[l-_. TOURS,

149 Tre l.um.ll St

at
5. "up is
or Superior Ace
ay for illustrated booklet .3.

I BOWR]NG & COMPANY, 17 Battery PL, N. Y.

THE IDEAL
VACATION VOYAGE

Delightful 17-day Cruises

NEW YORK

THROUGH THE

PANAMA CANAL
SAN FRANCISCO

Large American
Trans-Atlantic Liners

“FINLAND” and “KROONLAND"
22,000 Tons Displacement

e
Atlin and the Yukon
The one trip you will never forget and never regret.
Every mile of interest, pleasure and comfort,

Frequent Sailings—High Class Service—Special Rates

Send for our handsome illustrated booklets and
information rebanlmg rates, ete, -—But write how
HERMAN WEIG, G. P F. ZIPF, T.
121 w Washingtan St., cmnasn 810 4Ia-lu Bidg., sum. Wash.

| =WHITE PASS & YUKON ROUTE—

O A O O

FROM NEW YORK FROM FRISCO |
MAY 1 MAY 26 :
MAY 22 JUNE 16

| F you are going West you will find

a book entitled ** The End of the
Trail 7 almost indispensable. It is
| by E. Alexander Powell and it tells
' | of the real West, the West that you
| will want to know. It is pub-
lished by Charles Scribner’s Sons.

and Every Third Week Thereafter
Highest Standard Cuisine and Service

Circalar Tickets, One Way Water Route,
The Other Way Rail

PANAMA PACIFIC LINE

9 Broadway 319 Geary Street
NEW YORK SAN FRANCISCO
AGENTS EVERYWHERE

E
E lIIIlI|||I|||ﬂIIIIIflIIHﬂfl!llllllilﬂflHIl|II|I|III]IIIIIII[IIIIIIIIIIﬂﬂ]lIIIIIIIIIII||||||||I|IIIII]IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII'
|

E3 K

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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e Charming
N Vacation Spots

await you in the beautiful lake and
mountain country of Northern New

York reached by the

Delaware & Hudson
Lines

Shortest, Quickest and Best
Between New York and Montreal

Saratoga Springs, Lake George, Lake Cham-
plain, Ausable Chasm, Lake Placid and Coop-
erstown, with their historic associations and
natural beauty, are among the best known of
the many popular centres which attract a
host of wvisitors during the Summer season.

“D.& H." through trains leave the New York

Grand Central Terminal. Summer passengers
on the Hudson River
Boat Lines can make
connections with
*D. & H." trains at
Albany and Troy.

‘A Sammer Paradise’’
contains photographs
and descriptions of
hundreds ofdelightful

placestochoose from
—lake resorts with
boatingand fishing—
hotels_and _cottage:
with finest facilities
ortennis and golf.
Send bc in stamps

to cover mailing.

Ready May Ist.

M..J. Powers, G.P.A,
Albany, N.¥.
New York City Information
Bureau, 1354 Broadway

RAIL AND
STEAMER
LINES

WHERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION ?

“RAYMOND.

- California
TWO-EXPOSITIONS L

To the Wife*

of the

Experienced Traveler
*(or Daughter)

-t 3
. Do you want your
You have husband or father to get
Luxury rest and enjoyment out
of your California trip
this vear, and to spend
his time with you?

“RAYMOND-
IWHITCOMB

SERVICE" qJ, Or—do you want him

to work and worry over
getting tickets, making
You Save planshiringautomobiles,
Money arranging itineraries,
checking baggage, trying
to secure hotel accom-
modations and doing all
those tiresome, trouble-
some things that must be
done day after day?
. * want us to do all
You Enjoy %i??onrty}&;zu? “?: h:nvc dbren

Privacy taking cultivated Americans to
California for 36 years.

IWHITCOMB
SERVICE"™

(. By using Raymond -Whit- Panama

comb Service, you oblain First

Class railroad, steamship, and

Pullman accommodations, meals  Midnight Sun

on lrains, holel rooms and meals, in Aierica

fransfers, aulo lrips and side trips
ascinaling places.

< 6¥ Yellowstone

O California Tu-‘o-E.\,(rou'f.-'nn

Tours, $385 to $1200. = Alaska

ties limited in numbers. Shorter

tours ul lower prices.

Grand

Q. Your lelter, asking any {ravel Canyon

question, will be welcomed.

@ Spring and Summer booklels Caﬂadl.all
now ready. Rockies

RAYMOND & WHITCOMB CO.

BOSTON NEW YORE PHILA. CHICAGO BANFRANCISCO
OFFICIALLY APPOINTED:

General Tour .‘1genf3“—-.5(_m Francisco Exposition

Of 'l Tourist Representatives— San Diego Exposilion

ADDRESS INQUIRIES TO

17 Temple Place Boston, Mass.

|n_anSWQ;ing advertisements pl(--a.st_' mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




WHERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION?

QX W

BIH YEAR-ESTARBL

WRITE TO THE
-_.‘-.__UR ‘t‘OC- .

NEW YORK CITY

lf Coming To New Yor
hy Pay Excessive Hotel Rates?

CLENDENING S

g, privide bath for
$2.00 daily per sulte.
st H, with mape -hli\-

Stiike

0
n.n.' |B.

HOTEL CHELSEA

West 23d St.at Tth Ave., New York
500 Rooms, 400 Baths. Fireproof.
RESTAURANT A LA CARTE & TARLE I'HOTE,
Feooms il joining bath, #1 up, with privite
bath, 2. Write for eolored niap I oF city.
ADIRONDACK MTS. N.Y.
4th Lake | m Fultom Cliain.
M Capacity 125, Latest equip-
& Coltuges ment, elmni: ity, runni.
Wi Her every rooim, fire prrond,
-Llrt O, 5, Longstatl, old For N Y.
WASH!NCTON D. C.
HOTEL DRISCOLL
Faces U, 5. Capitol. Near
Union Station.  Amidst
Show Places. Running

Water, Electric Fans
]uuml%

Bath Grati

e. Music, Am.
zu 50 up. Bookle

r.nﬁur-m

EVERYBODYS-MSCLURE'S- MUNSE‘!’S OUTING REVIEW OF FEEV!EWS SCHIBNERS WOF-'LDS WORK

ED TO GIVE RELIABLE INFORMATION TO READERS OF THESE MH(“\Z:NLSINTFU\\J’EI. PLANMING.
BEAMNE.

TEL'RESORT-& TRFN EL:DEPARTMENT

7 0

SE ADV
PRES.

ERTISERS FOR FURTHER
RE-TO-GO. B

"ATLANTIC CITY N. J.

MAI.,LBURUU( ll—
BLE

| Atlantic Clty

AGAZINE

BEASACOMN

Ahoveillustration shows but nIJF‘:FLtIU]J l-f |

this magnificent and snmptuously fitted |

bouse—the Open Air FPlaza and Enclosed
Solarinms overlook the Board-walk aud the
Oeean. The enviromment, convenience and
comforts of the Marlborotgh-Blenhein and
| the invigorating climate at Atlantie City
make this the ideal place for Spring & Sum-
mer. Always open, Write for handsomely
illustrated hooklet. Josiab White & Sons

i | Company, Proprietors and Directors.

PARTICULA

sST. BDSTON MASS

HEALTH

At Battle Creek the ecauses of ill
health are determined by the most
exact methods known to modern
medical science, Then follows a
course of health-training adapted to
the needs of the patient—a pleasant,
faseina mn' program  for each day
with real * rest' and health better-
ment in view.

I'ree Booklet, * The Simple Life in a

.\'.’rﬂ'}rr"H‘“ On request,
The SANITARIUM, Battle Creek, Michigan
Box 109

MT CLEMENS FAMOUS MINERAL BATHS

FOR RHEUMATISM AND NERYDLS BREAK DOWNS

WRITE FOR INFORMATIDN
Jeo @nial 80X 6 AT.CLENENS
N —— MICH.

~ _ATLANTIC CITY

ATLANTIC CITY, N.d.
Galen Han‘ Hotel and ba.natﬂrmlu

New stone, brick & steel building. Always
open, always ready, always buosy. Table
and attendance unsurpassed,

New England Vacations

Maine Coast

The vacation of your h:ar:_'s
own in this wonderful

desire is d
sca CD\JD“'Y

Brilliant summer resorts with their
superb hotels, small inns 1n wonderful
places, quaint fshing villages, ltle
island colonies, beaunful camps

Nowhere else in America do you
get so much of the real flavor of the
sea, or such beaury of shore, woods and
eky, or such glorious out- -door life

Send for booklet A

“Some Fishing”

Oaly bve hours from Boston
Only ten from New York.

America’s Gnest big game fish-
ang, in

MAINE’S
1500 Forest Lakes

Salmon and rrout. & and § pound-
ers caught every day  Big bass

Best of all spring oupngs. Good
guides, good camps, good hotels.

Send for booklet D

—

Address Vacation Bureau, 171 Broadway, Room 107, New York

Vacation Bdos

_ Essential tp i,

€ summer plag.

Ding,

Containing fises

sts of

boarding-houges and mf;ﬂf:: err“:“h.
E:ﬁcs WITH RATEs and '100
seful information, il

The Whira N
N qur:sfuuh::nm?s the Maine,

and Woods, Berksh;

. 5, snire Hills, Cy

hl;rtg:‘s 1&;1?';5:1 Nanrucker, F;:E:hd:
esel

Coast of five srapsy .u-«:ri:ua\n:rcn:lrhe [

Send for ‘bookle
s L
TEEION You prefer. B=stats

New York, New Haven & Hartford R. R.— Boston & Maine R.

R.—Maine Central R R.

et

haurdao co,

/ﬁ%

Marthas Vineyard and Nantucket

Warm Sea-bathing, Fresh and Salt-water Fishing, Sailing, Motor-boating, Golf, Tennis

Clean, white, sandy Beaches—perfect places for children to romp and
Write Advertising Department, Room 450, Railroad Building, New Haven, Ct., for Booklets

Wonderful
VYacation
Islands

play

MAINE
EY LA Ke |-1ou_s\‘e“:]1 ["R’“"C'Eﬁp\.

RMGE‘-

labina, \\|II|

|-|lh
lake i

Where-To-Go closes for June | May first.

| BOSTON MASS.

BOSTON MASS.

HOTE L BoY LETIJN ST.

st | HORN DI KE
ONE OF BISTONS BEST-HOTELS lW'
Especially Suited to the Requirements of TJURISTS on azeount #5,
of its Peasant Lacation and hr(fs&lhlh'y rom Every Paint.
ALSD ATLANTIC HOUSE

NANTASKET BEACH lBUUI‘iLETl —
20 Miles fram Boston S50 dEpEa®

TO SEFT B

3 HOTEL PURITAN

Commonwealth Ave. Bostan

> THE DISTINCTIVE BOSTON HOUSE
Globe Trotlers call the Puritan one of

& the mast homelike hotels in the world,
ES ourmq»nrle\rlﬁd]} ans\wrrd
AT oflgr  mnd our oohlet mailed

= MAINE == =u
- Srarboro Beach, Me.

Aﬂaﬂhc House, Tts64d season. Beau.

tiful loeation, with woods Quiet

Lieach.
Restful. J1|_|l|_|_-<_li-nll Surf bathin .Q'*'Mjll]n

Where-To-Go closes for Ju]y June First.

In answering  advertissmedts ph ase mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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WHERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION ? .-

INTERVALE-WHITE MTS. N.H.

g —
INTERVALE HOUSE. _=—# A Sumrer Hone OF Re
FINEMENT AND REST WITH AMUSEMENT ALL 1r
GRAND SCENERY, CARRUAGE § GARMGE Livemis, Fine Rloacs, ALL‘
SpoTs, ORCHESTAA, EXCELLENT TRBLE  Booklelb H SMUDGETT

HIIHI. ONA RANCH= NEW LIFE AWAITS YHH

(©"5o CEDARVALE RANCH
&, Tor Grand Outing-Horses, Hunting Fishing
e ains-Molor-Bosling thraugh wild, deep, piciures

canyons-p o dare oulfils for Yellowstone Park
and Custers Battletield-Bountifu Idhlvdalrd! qar-
2. dims HunningWater Electie Lights =Terms Moderale

LET US HELP ¥OU Lo decide where you will spend
your Summer Vacahion by acnqu o yau our 48 page
descriplive of 1he River
Sl John— !hc Rhine of ﬂmcrlca —and Ihe hunting Tish

? canceing and camping opporiunilics in the deliqht-
ful clImaIe Mlhls counlry, Enclase 2 cents in stamps 1o

L———— - | N THE:FREDERICTON - TOURIST-ASSOCIATION
OCEAN GROVE N. J. Rg 0K 367 FREDERICTON NEW BRUNSHICK GAHADA

NORTH END HOTEL BELLAIRE MICH. " SEATTLE
Open all year, Excepticnally attractive. Th- T =

rectly t-t't_ occanrfrx-utl_ i l‘-n;cl:i to the most dig- FISHERHAHS PAR&DISE M’Eé-h"__:gﬁ "::ﬂ" in Seattle <‘"
coppmading. -Everguiing modern, ©sSon wates Trout and Bass-Aqua Planing-8oaling-Bathing-(anaein I T F R Y EI

. x e ¥ J HE S
in baths. FRANCIS D YARNALL Hau fineTable-Tents or Collages- Bobh et N D. Smilh, i.H_‘.“.H. .u| NI

CEDAR POINT RESORT COMPANY SANDUSKY OHIO

LCZLEDAR POINT 0% LAKE ERIE

LARGEST HOTELS ON THE GREAT LAKES
FOR PAATICULARS ADDAESS GA.BOECHUNG PRES-SAROUSKY, OHID

FOR SALE-/DEAL .ﬂ?![ﬂ‘.i‘.]'#f’f—'zﬁﬁﬂ"’!fj Y THE RESIDENTIAL
THE CHILDRENS PARADISE

Superb Automobile Boulevard on the shares of Lake Erie

Boamaax (hearing squeaky oar-lock ). —Want some oil on your scull, sir?
Barp Mav.—No, thanks, I've tried everything.

Cure' for
. Disease

THE AMERICAN NAUHEIM Genamairrs

Twenty-five vears' experience in giving the Nauwheim Baths with @ Nataral Fervuginous Indo-Bromo Brine

s ¥
A Mineral Springs Health Resor!
and Hatel. Open all the Year. Five

GhHe GLEN SPRINGS i opersh seven Wi
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, Putting Greens.
are given under the direction of physicians. Complete Hydrotherapeutic, Mechanical and ec-
THE BATH trical Equipment. For the treatment of heart disease, rheumatism, gout, diabetes, obesity, neurs 2
digestive dizorders, anemia, neurasthenia, diseases of {he nervous system, liver and kidoeys, we offer advan-
tages unsurpassed in this country or Europe.
For descriptive booklets address: WM, E. LEFFINGWELL, President, Watkins, N. Y., on Seneca Lake

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



~ WHERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION?

A 1 £ L 22
Ty M L Ap 980 44t 4t i 4 %
&;’v’ 4’ 4’ : S g b B ;3'5

. OLD DOMINION LI.NE

Attractive Short Sea Trips

<1

4 x ey
for Spring Vacations v 'V _
\ 2 A N e
666 miles of all-water travel, including ‘E \\ R
meals and stateroom berth, also including E%
i days' accommodations at the famous g%
HOTEL CHAMBERLIN LR VS
Old Point Comfort, Va. B A ;
$1 8.50 Including All Expenses [# ) )(,
Afloat and Ashore 344 te.
\ An Ocean Swim Indoors in the Chamberlin’s / -
LA Great Sunlit Pompeian Sea Pool
o1 Bvery week day at 3 P. M. / /
8 0. from Pier 25, North River, New York
v\%‘j N Send for illustrated pamphlet No. 40 |
24D\ . ). BROWN, Gen'l Pass. Agt. :
&5, W.L WOODROW, Trai. Mgr. A2 29¥ %41 ]
F m &
23 [ 544% 77
T——
|
3 |l
N

X .H/} _;l_ﬂu-w‘

Te——
/ -
e fl
f
{ kf
R
“1s there one or two 's in challenee, cap'nr”
“That ain't the cap'n’s dooty.  That's up to you; you're the se etiry.”

In answering ad\ ertisements please mention ‘\CR]B\IERS \IAGAZ]N




The Editor of ALL OUTDOORS
has two theories about you.

If you seck entertainment through
stories of fishing, hunting, adventure,
you want yarns that will give you the
spirit of the real thing, not crude
boastings of other men’s doings.

If you wish to know how to fish,
camp, shoot, canoe, feed dogs, you
desire that informationin the clearest,
most condensed form.

Buy a copy of the May number at
a newsstand for 15 cents and see how
the editor has suited your mneeds.
There are special pictures and articles
for canoeists.

ALL OUTDOORS, Inc., 145 W. 36th St., N.Y.

Send me ALL OUTDOORS for six months

on trial. 50 cents is enclosed. ($1.00 for

a year.)

Name

Address

Sc. b

 WHERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION?

VISIT THE

California

E ] t.
An educational and entertaining trip to the two
mammoth Expositions, where exhibits from
more than forty nations portray the achieve-
ments of the world.

TRAVEL VIA THE

‘Northern Pacific Ry

The cool Northern route *Over the Scenic High-
way" in through daily trains from Chicago, St.
Louis and Kansas City, connecting with steam-
ship lines at Seattle, Tacoma, Portland,
Great Northern Pacific 8. 8. Co. at Astoria or
“Shasta Route” to San Francisco. Choice of
routes via Puget Sound or along the Columbia
River from Spokane.

Stop at GARDINER GATEWAY for a tour of
Yellowstone National Park

“Nuature's Qwn World's Exposition™

View the strange phenomena and unequalled
beauty of the world's greatest Wonderland.
Low Excursion Fares Daily Until Nov. 30
Personally escorted tours to and through Yel-
lowstone Park weekly from Chicago during the
ark season.
nd for illustrated travel literature, including
Exposition folder.
A. M. CLELAND ¥
Gen'l Pass’'r Agent .
Si. Paul, Minn.

“SEE
AMERICA™

A, M. CLELAND, G. P, A, 522 Northern Pacific Bidg., St.

Paul. Minn. _Flease send me information and literature regard-
ing the Expositions, the Yellowstone and the Northern Pacific.

Address

Name
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Making Home Management E.asier

Where the housewife’s comfort is considered Western Electric
Inter-phones should be in use. They are easily provided for
in new homes or old. When building, the same wires that
are strung for door bells and push buttons may be made to serve
for Inter-phones, without adding materially to the cost. In
houses already built, they can be installed at very little expense.

Western Electric
Inter-phones

save running from floor to floor, put the living
room or bedroom in instant touch with
kitchen or garage — make home management
easier. There is different equipment to meet
different conditions; so, whether you are inter-
ested in wiring a house just being built, or
simply in adding Inter-phones to your present
home equipment, write to our nearest house
below and let us send you booklet No. 27-A H.

Any reliable electrical contractor will install
Inter-phones.

WESTERN ELECTRIC COMPANY

Manufacturers of tha 8,500,000 “Bell” Telephones

MNew York Atlanta Chirago St. Louis KanzasCity D 8o
Buttals Richmond Milwaukees Indianapchis Dkl:?. om.; ‘Cil)- O::«:l:; g;:kiil:;mx
Philadelphia Savannah Putsburgh Minneapolis Drallas Salt Lake Ciry e
Boston Cincinnat Cleveland 5t. Paul Houston Los Angeles Portland
New Orleans EQUIPMENT FOR EVERY ELECTRICAL NEED Detroit

In answering advertisements please mention SC RIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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“Standard” Built-in Bath

You can afford and should have a “Standard” Built-in Bath in
your home. They are far superior in sanitation and conven-
ience to the bath on feet. Yet, they cost but little more and
their quality is assured by the “Standard” Green and Gold label.

EASIER TO CLEAN  MORE SANITARY  INEXPENSIVE

“Standard” Built-in Baths (like ““Conrcd’® pattern shown above) are made complete in
one piece, poreelain enameled inside and out, combining the beauty of china with the
strength of iron. The outside surface is as permanent and easy to clean as the insidc.
They are made for building into right or left corner, in a recess, or into wall at back. Thev
are five inches lower than the ordinary bath, wet have better bathing accommodations.

Ask your Architect or Plumber about “Standard” Built-in Baths, or see all patterns in the
“Standard” Showrooms.  Our books “Standard” ‘‘Built-in Baths™ and ‘““Modern Bathrooms**
showing complete line of ‘Standard” Plumbing Fixtures, sent free upon request to persons

interested. If possible, send name of Architect or Plumber when writing for booklers,
Standard Sanitary Thfa. Co.
Dept. C Pittsburgh

“Standard” SHOWROOMS

4409 Euclid Avenue Houston, Tex., Preston & Smith 8t.
--633 Walnut Street San Antonio, Tex....212 Losoya St.
. .311-321 Erie Street  porg Worth, Tex., Front & Jones Ste.

New York..... 35-37 W. 3lat Street Cleveland.
Boston . . 186-200 Devonshire Street Cincinnati
Philadelphia, . 1215 Walnut Street Toledo, ...

Washington, D. C., Southern Bldg. Erie.. .. 128-130 West Twellth St. X :
Pittsburgh. ....106 Federal Street Louisville. . 319-323 Weat Main St. San Francisco....... . Rialto Bldg.
Chicago, ...... 900 8. Mich. Avenue Nashville, 215-317 10th Ave., South Toronto, Can. .69 Richmond St,, E.

St. Louis. ....100-102 N. Fourth S5t. New Orleans. B46-866 Baronne St. Hamilton, Can., 20 Jackeon St, W,

cALL AT A “Standard” SHOWROOM BEFORE MAKING YOUR SELECTION

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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" ABIES and Ivory Soap seem to belong to each other. It is natural to think
B’i, of Ivory Soap in connection with a baby's tender skin and it is almost
' impossible not to think of baby's bath when recalling the many particular
things which lvory does so well.

The sensitive little body demands a soap that is mild and pure, above all else. To most people
Ivory has come to mean the mildest and purest soap that can be made.

Users of lvory Soap now think of it as the soap for all better-than-ordinary purposes, They know
) that it is capable of the most exacting things—that even the tender skin of a
new baby is unhurt by its use.

The lvory Soap "' Baby Book " is a valuable treatise on the raising of healthy,
happy children, You may have a mpg free of charze by addressing
The Procter & Gamble Company, Dept. 25, Cincinnati, Ohio.

[VORY SOAP. . [ms . .99#% PURE

o - YT
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“Guests of the Company”

0 OO AN DARSRAR

ISR AT

How many corporations treat their employes as ‘“‘guests?’” The
jolly company of young ladies shown in the above picture are
having noon-day luncheon in the beautiful sunlit dining room in

“The Home of Shredded Wheat”

Treating employes as guests bespeaks a relationship that insures
loyal, faithful service—and this service means a good breakfast
for you. Ithas taken millionsof dollarsto perfect
Shredded Wheat Biscuit and to build a sanitary,
sunlit factory in which to make it. Our kitchen
is your kitchen when you serve Shredded Wheat.

T

Shredded Wheat is made in two forms—
BISCUIT and TRISCUIT —the biscuit for
breakfast with hot milk or cream, or with
sliced bananas, baked apples or canned or
preserved fruits of any kind. TRISCUIT is
the Shredded Whole Wheat Wafer, eaten
as a toast with butter or soft cheese—a de-
licious substitute for white flour bread or
crackers.

Made only by
The Shredded Wheat Company, Niagara Falls, N. Y.
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Like an OIld Friend—
You can depend upon it.

Made in Self-Filling, Regular and Safety Types.

Sold at the Best Stores.

L. E. Waterman Co., 173 Broadway, New York

5
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POWDER

Absolutely Pure

Made from

Grape Greamof Tartar
NO ALUM

Personal
Power—

The capacity to plan and
put into action ideas for success
—requires “a sound mind in a
sound body.”

The famous wheat
barley food—

Grape-Nuts

is scientifically prepared for
body and mind building—

and

“There’s a Reason”

Sold by Grocers everywhere

)

| Abso]utely Pure.
‘|and Dehcmus .‘

AR ER &CO Lty

An lclea”:)everade of l'udh |

drac]e and dreat nutnhve value
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