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The Foremost High-Grade Cigarette
in the World
Far greater than any other |5 Cent cigarette

Far greater than any 20 Cent cigarette
Far greater than all 25 Cent cigarettes

This NATION WIDE PREFERENCE

FOR A FIFTEEN CENT CIGARETTE
COULD NEVER BE MERE CHANCE.

It has been attained only by that Delicious,
© Exclusive, Wonderful Taste of Pure Turkish
Tobaccos that is found only in “MURAD.

Can you afford not to try MURADS?
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Private School Announcements

are a most important feature of this July issue of Scribner’s. In
the constantly increasing number of these schools are com-
prised the greater proportion of the most representative schools
in the country, most of which have been appearing in the Private
School Section of Scribner’s Magazine for periods ranging from ten
to twenty-five years past. Their standing is fixed by long and
honorable service in the cause of education, in its best sense.

In the announcements of these schools are set forth, in carefully
considered, succint form, what the heads of the schools them-
selves believe to be their most salient points of advantage.
When writing to the schools for more specific information,
parents are advised to outline, at some length, what is desired
in the school for their sons or daughters, and to visit the school
or schools personally if at all possible, thereby rendering more
certain their finding of ““ Just The Right School.” If you will
address the School and College Service, Scribner's Magazine,
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York, this department will
be very glad to assist you in making a selection.

Private Schools and Summer Camp Suggestions
Will Be Found on Pages 22 to 30
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JUST‘.one ounce! That’s all one PARIS GARTER
weighs; you can readily understand why these
serviceable garters are so delightfully comfortable for
summer wear. They are so soft you’ll forget you
have them on. These garters hold up your socks
evenly and securely; you'll be proud of the neat
appearance;of your ankles. PARIS GARTERS are
scientifically tailored to fit the leg; just as you put
them on each morning, they will remain until you
take them off at night, without slipping or sagging.

25 and 50 cents

To identify PARIS GARTERS easily and quickly,
look for the name on the back of the
shield. It’s easy to find; and it eases the mind.

A. Stein & Co.
Chicago Makers Children’s HICKORY Garters New York

GARTERS

Pt No metal
can touch you
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MAGAZINE NOTES

lished twenty-six years ago, the

August ScrisNer will be the an-
nual Fiction Number. Year after year
it has become a repository for many of the
best short stories published. SCRIBNER'S
short stories have al-
ways maintained a
standard, generally
recognized and ac-
knowledged to be the
best. Mr. Edward J.
O’Brien, of the Bos-
ton Evening Tran-
script, in a recent
notable analysis of
the best short stories
of 1914, gave ScRrIB-
NER's the highest per-
centage among eight
of the representative
magazines that pub-
lish short stories,
and of the five best
stories of the year
(out of the total num-
berof 601 considered)
three were published
in this magazine.
They were John Gals-
worthy’s “A Simple
Tale,”” Mary Synon’s
“The Bravest Son,”
and Mrs. Wharton's
“The Triumph of
Night.” Mr.O'Brien
says ‘‘the American
short story has been
developed as an art form to the point
where it may fairly claim a sustained su-
periority as different in kind as in quality
from the tale or ‘conte’ of other litera-
tures.”

HERE is an innovation in the
T Fiction Number for this year—a

long short story, really a novel-
ette. It is by Kate Douglas Wiggin,
whose stories have often appeared in the
Magazine, and whom every one knows
as the creator of that delightful young
person, ‘“ Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm.”
This story is about a young American
girl, “Miss Thomasina Tucker,” “Tom-
my " for short, who goes abroad to study
music, She is a very charming, very

QS usual, following the custom estab-

Kate Douglas Wiggin,

alert and independent young lady, and

the story of her adventures makes a

mighty pretty little comedy with plenty of

the author’s fascinating touches of senti-

ment and humor.  Of course, it is prima-

rily a love story. There are illustrations
by H. J. Mowat.

TEPHEN PHIL-
S LiPs, the well-
known English
poet and dramatist,
contributes a prose
dramatic sketch; the
title is *“ No. 6. The
scenes are in the ca-
thedral at Milan and
in a prison at Naples.
It is the story of An-
drea Donati, the most
famous painter of
Italy. Ithasthe fine
qualities of the au-
thor's best work and
ends with a scene of
great dramatic in-
tensity. It may not
be generally known
that Mr. Phillips was
himself an actor for
some vears and ap-
peared on the English
stage in a great va-
riety of parts. Heis
the author of a num-
ber of volumes of
poems and plays.
Wyeth's pictures, one
of them in color, are splendid realiza-
tions of the author’s characters.

troduction to the readers of Ameri-

can short stories. His stories of the
Gloucester fishermen are among the best
sea stories in existence. Many will recall
his *“ Sonnie-Boy’s People " as a fine plea
for idealism in living and working. His
story in the Fiction Number, “Mother
Machree,” is of an Irish family, and the
scenes are laid in Ireland and the United
States. It has the note of pathos, of
which the author is a master, and one of
the scenes, a boatful of castaways in a
gale at sea, is full of thrills. There are
illustrations by D. C. Hutchison.

J AMES B. CONNOLLY needs no in-

(Continued on page 10.)
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The Best Short Stories of the Year

| 26th Annual Ficti0n Number

' August Scribner

A Complete Novelette by KATEDOUGLAS
WicGIN, “Miss Thomasina Tucker.”
[Mlustrated by H. J. Mowat. A love
story, full of charming sentiment and
comedy, by the author of “Rebecca of
Sunnybrook Farm.”

t “No 0,” a prose play by STEPHEN PHIIL-

LIPS, the English poet.
| story of the two masterpieces of a
g creat [talian artist. Illustrated by N. C.
| Wyeth, with a full page in color.

| “Mother Machree,” by JAMES B. Con-

The dramatic

NOLLY. A thrilling story of the sea and
shore in Ireland and America. Illus-
trated by D. C. Hutchison.

“Letitia,” by GORDON ARTHUR SMITH,
author of “Every Move.” A story of
comedy, pathos, and loyalty, with a very
original plot. i

“A Little Tragedy at Coocoocache,” by
GEORGE T. MARSH. A story of the
Canadian wilderness. Illustrated by
F. E. Schoonover. >

In answ_c-ring advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Best Short Stories of the Year |

26th Annual £/ 7¢£1077 Number

éugust Scribner

“At the End of the Rainbow,” by |
JENNETTE LEE. lllustrated by E. L. S
Blumenschein. The romantic story of
an artist who built his home on a
rocky Maine island.

“Her First Marrying,” by Una HuNT,
author of “Una Mary.” A deliciously
humorous story of a very real Southern
negro girl. Illustrated by A. B. Frost.

JOHN GALSWORTHY'S great novel, “The
Freelands.”

Travel 1in Portuga] — “Lisbon and
Cintra” described and pictured by
ERNEST PEIXOTTO.

“English Opinion of the War,” by FRED- i 72
ERICK W. WHITRIDGE. &

“The Education of the Artist,” by C.
GRANT LA FARGE, in “The Fieid of Art.”

Una Hunt

Special illustrations in colors. A colored
cover by G. B. Mitchell. The second of the [#88
American historical frontispieces, “Franklin at |S8
the French Court,” by Stanley M. Arthurs. A — %
full-page painting by N. C. Wyeth. N. C. Wyeth,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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already established himself as a

writer of short stories out of the
ordinary, and hig father before him, Ar-
thur Cosslett Smith, is known for some of
the best short stories the Magazine has
ever published. The younger Mr. Smith’s
story, “ Every Move,"” will be recalled by
many for its originality and surprising end-
ing. In the August
number “ Letitia " is
decidedly original in
its plot, and, while
essentially comedy,
it is not without
touches of senti-
ment. The long-lost
daughter, *‘Letitia,”
plays her part with
uncommon loyalty.
The illustrations are
by Charles E. Cham-
bers, including one
in color.

HE revelations
of the mind of
a child, “Una

11

GORDON ARTHUR SMITH has

Mary,”” by Una
Hunt, that appeared
in the Magazine
were referred to as
remarkable, and,
published in book form, they have had
exceptional success. The author has
written a story for the August number,
“Her First Marrying” —a deliciously
humorous study of a wvery real young
Southern darky woman who came North
owing to an amusing mix-up in her mat-
rimonial plans. There are Frost pictures
for it and they are inimitable, as always.

EORGE T. MARSH, the author
G of the story in this number, “A

Little Tragedy at Coocoocache,”
is a lawyer whosze home is in Providence.
He has made many journeys into the
Canadian wilderness and described some
of them in the Magazine. His story,
“When the Prince Came Home,” is still
well remembered. This, also, is a story
of his favorite hunting country, the chief
character heing a French-Canadian trap-

Stephen FPhillips.

per and guide. Frank E. Schoonover, the
illustrator, has himself spent many days
in the Canadian woods.

ENNETTE LEE’S story, “ The End
J of the Rainbow,” the scene of which
is a great rocky island off the Maine
coast, has a most romantic background in
the old pirate legends of the place. The
story is of a young
artist and his family
and the success of his
famous picture. A
little boy is the one
who brings the pot
of gold home. E.L.
Blumenschein’s pic-
tures are imaginative
and distinguished.

ORTUGAL is

butlittle known

to tourists, and
within the past year
or two has come very
prominently before
the world owing to
internal troubles.
Ernest Peixotto, the
artist-author, made
an extended journey
there, and the first
of his beautifully il-
lustrated articles describing his visit to
Lisbon and Cintra will appear in the
August number.

REDERICK W. WHITRIDGE, one
F of New York's leading lawyers, who
has had superior opportunities to
know the English people—his wife is a
daughter of the famous critic, Matthew
Arnold—has written an article for the
August number giving his impressions of
the English attitude toward the War.
It is the result of a recent visit when he
came in contact with many people whose
opinions were representative of the na-
tion. The first impression of the power
of the great German fighting machine has
heen changed by events, and ““to see the
thing through ” is the spirit that is evident
everywhere. *“Great Britain has become
Greater Britain indeed.”
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Car Thieves FEAR the M. S. A. Bull-dog

“The little red bull-dog” on the radiators of cars owned by

members of the M. S A, is hlghly respected by auto thieves. Inside of one

T T—— hour after the theft of such car is reported to us,

Thousands of notification cards offering $50 re-

ward for the arrest of the thief are actually in the mails. No

thief has ever succeeded in breaking through the far-flung

line of M. S. A, surveillance. This is just one of the many
helpful activities of the

s m'("'““'"' | MOTORISTS
| | Security Alliance

The National Organization of Automobile Owners
for Protection, Saving, Legal Aid and Insurance

Organized along the lines of the American

Bankers’ Association. It looks after the motor
owner’s interests in a multitude of ways — keeps you out
of legal difficulties—frees you from the extortion of supply men,
garages and hotels—aids you in all emergencies—establishes
your credit when among strangers. The Insurance Department
alone saves you more than the cost of your membership.

STOLEN 25809 Cats Exers Year

. The theft of cars and accessories is rapidly on the increase.

THIS BOOK SENT FREE It is a recognized * business”—well organized. Automobile

owners must unite for mutual protection.

A Few of the Benefits Substantial Savings on Supplies
Prevention of Theft. Anything and everything, fromspark plugs to bodies sup-
Emergency Certificate of Identifica- plied at a substantial saving in double quick time through

tion for Credit. our Purchasing Department for members exclusively. &
Best Legal Service Obtainable. : 2 & :
Best Medical Attendance. B Benefits Far Exceed Cost of Membership ¢
&30 =ving on lumance Covering The value of a membership in the M. S. A. (&

Bis Soame S cannot well be measured in terms of dollars . QQ' g 3
Pr;g:ltectimf P]atesp?or Your Car. and cents. The actual cash saving on <L £
i Official Routes & Touring Suggestions. Sl;nplE[l;s anddlndemmgy In;ur?nce pexs QO 2
- . ack the modest membership tee over 3
Prevention of Extortion. e . ny A \\Q\
é\, o oD oo
o o
B wil &
M. S. A. Book FREE —Send Coupon i~ ,éo @ :;,\*‘;,_v’ﬁ;
Send for the official M. S. A. Book which gives a complete synopsis < nﬁ g .
of the plan of operation, with interesting details on every phase of.its OQ ‘;J Uy &
activities, Learn what big things the M. 8. A. is doing in behalf of s‘;@‘ &
its rapidly growing membership. < <= »_°
230 x“rg ~°
LOCAL AGENTS WANTED & %ooy §
We have a very attractive proposition for men qualified &\’9 oa? ;
to represent the M. S. A. If interested ask for details. ) Fay o
J. LESTER WILLIAMS, Secretary &0 ‘43:’65 q‘-‘
. & ) &
Motorists Security Alliance @ 59 &
National Headquarters, Dept. 68, 327 S. LaSalle St., Chicago e

In answcrin;dvertiser;en_ts please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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Read

The Conquest of
America

By CrLeveLanDp MoOFFETT

The great war story that
everybody 1s talking
about; the sensation of
the magazine world.

Five Minutes!

ON HINDENBURG’S men are

in pursuit of General Wood’s flee-

ing army. It is desperately import-
ant that the Americans receive reinforce-
ments; but one means of calling help is
open — the wireless station atop the
Washington Monument in Trenton.

Two of our officers and a wireless operator
reach the monument, but—so do the Ger-
mans. A hundred yards from the shaft a
gix-inch gun is placed by the enemy.

It will take five precious minutes to get
the message to Harrisburg.

A hundred-pound ghell is placed in the
gun and the order to fire is given. A door at
the monument's base opens; an old man, a
white-haired veteran of ninety, appears, with
the Stars and Stripes around his waist.

The Germans are so surprised by this ven-
erable apparition that they stand like stones.

Three minutes have passed. Up above are
three Americans who want but two more
minutes of life.

"1 fought in the Civil War," cries the old
man in a shrill voice; "here's my flag; if
you're going to sheot, shoot me, too!™

Five minutes have passed, and Harrisburg
has received the message.

“Fire and be damned!” ghouts Colonel
Reading from the top of the shaft.

“Hurrah!"' echoes the old man, “why don't
vou shoot?""

Then they do fire; the monument crum-
bles to earth, burying four brave Americans,

Buy

The July

‘Clure’s

10 cents in the Big Size
FORMERLY 15 CENTS

At All Newsstands Now

In anf;w:-ri;g Qverl-i-scm;nts;]ease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.
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“You forgot to
send in your
subscription to

Life.”

While there's Lirg, in addition to
hope, there’s mental exhilaration,
cheerfulness, a reasonable amount
of sentiment, some wit, a stratum
of sanity, some philosophy and
even things that you don't like.

One thousand dollars

‘/‘

: Special
Offer

Enclosed

find One Dol-

lar (Canadian
$1.13, Foreign
$1.26). Send LiFe

Oﬂ:cred fD]' the best , for three months to

“shortest short story.”
See current issues of

LiFE.
Open only to new subscribers; no sub-
! scription renewed at this rate.
@ e LIFE, 54 West 31st Street, New York o
i~ One Year, $5.00. (Canadian, $5.52; Foreign, $6.04.)

In answering adverlisem;ts please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Birds

THE POCKET GUIDES
ARE UNIQUE IN
NATURE LITERATURE

Flowers

EVERY BIRD, FLOWER
AND BUTTERFLY
IN NATURAL COLORS

Butterflies

WITH FLEXIBLE
COVERS. IDEAL
FOR FIELD USE

Trees

SE .U.F‘\f"}"\ M Et [/I‘,f

ADVERTISER

YourVacation Companions

The Butterfly Guide pr.w.J. ROLLAND

This is the first pocket butterfly guide, which gives in its
natural colors cach of the 255 varieties described,
the identihcation of our common buteerflies a simple mat-
Index.
Limp Leather, net, $1,25

ter for amateurs.
Linen Cloth, net, $1.00.

Land -Birds East of the Rockies
By CHESTER A. REED, B. S.

151 color plates,  Description of each
bird. Boxed. Linen Cloth, net, 75c.
Lunp L:aLh-\_r, net, $1.00.

Western Bird Guide
By CHESTER A. REED, B. S.

The ficst complete pocket bird guide for
west of the Rocky Mountains, 230 color
lates. Boxed. Linen Cloth, ney, $1.00.
_imp Leather, net, §1.25.

Ready fune 28th.

It makes

Sample Style, 3§x 51

Boxed.

Water and Game Birds
(East of the Rockies)
By CHESTER A. REED, B. 8.
230 birds in color. Boxed. Linen
Cloth, net, $1.00. Leather, net, $1.25.

Flower Guide
(Wild Flowers East of the Rockies)
By CHESTER A. REED, B. 5.

192 colored illustrations, with full de-
scription of each Hower. Boxed. Linen
Cloth, net, 75¢. Limp Leacher, net, $1.00.

Tree Guide By JULIA ELLEN ROGERS
32 colored illustrations and 211 in black and white of the trees east of the Rockies.
Boxed, Linen Cloth, net, $1.00. Leather, net, $1.25.

TWO NEW BOOKS ABOUT BIRDS

The Bird Book
Bv Chester A. Reed, B. 5.

The last word on birds. Library size.
472 pages. More than 1o00 illustra-
tions of birds and their eges, 500 of
them in four colors, Full descriptions
of 768 birds. Index. Ner, $3.00.

The Propagation of Wild Birds
By Herbert K. Job
A book that tells everyone who lives in
the country how he may have the wild birds
around his home, Many unusual illustra-
tions. Net, $2.00.

Published by DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, Garden City, N. Y.

20 Vesey Street

by few, if any, living men.

10c a copy— $4.00 a year

THE NATION

1865—1915
America’s Greatest Weekly Review

Lord Bryce

can speak upon things literary and American with an authority equalled
This is his opinion of THE NATION: “The
best periodical, not only in America, but in the world.”

For fifty years THE NATION has been the foremost weekly review,
by virtue of its independent stand on public questions and its devotion to
the highest ideals of English literature.

Send $1.00 for 4 months’ trial

Address THE NATION

New York City

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Che New York Times

CURRENT
HISTORY

A MONTHLY MAGAZINE

THE EUROPEAN WAR

SIS

readable, explanatory record of the events which have occurred since

August 1, 1914, Not one-sided or prejudiced, it prints the story as told
by the chief antagonists, the eyewitnesses, and the literary spokesmen of
the nations in this tragic drama of history.

THIS magazine originated in the extraordinary demand for an intelligent,

HEN the powers of historians of the future have been taxed to write
\;‘,‘ a full and well-proportioned account of this war, it will still lack the
vividness and sheer thrill of these first-hand accounts. The impas-
sioned speeches of the German Emperor; the terse, dramatic descriptions from
the fronts by staff correspondents of the world's newspapers; the glimpses of
fighting in the letters of soldiers, and the words of fate spoken from the
European Chancelleries suffice to give the reader a reasoned notion of the -
causes and effects, the interplay of moral and spiritual antagonisms that have
hurled vast armies into conflict.

OO

\BANSLY,

HILE the European war furnished the occasion for starting this mag-

v i/ azine, it had been planned long in advance to be a permanent monthly

review recording the progress of the world as told by great authorities

and gifted spokesmen. As coming events cast their shadows before, Current

History will interpret the past and the present with an outlook upon the

future. Great programs of action and forecasts of future events, when made
by able men, will be included.

ASNS

B

$3.00 a Year—25 Cents a Copy

PBLABL

CURRENT HISTORY, TIMES SQUARE, NEW YORK.

I enclose $. ..... for which {please send Current History for
months to the address below.
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SCRIBNER WAR BOOKS

AMERICA AND
THEWORLDWAR

By Tueonore RooseEvELT

“Among all the books on the world war
which have been issuing from the presses in
an unending stream since it began, this is
the ane that concemns us Americans most vi-
tally."—New York Tribune.

75 cents net

OUR NAVY AND
THE NEXT WAR

By Roeert W. NEESER
“The book, which is one long plea for
preparedness, not for militarism, should be
attentively read;by all who take interest in
the immediate future of our country.”
$1.00 net —The Nation.

THE PRESENT
MILITARY
SITUATION IN THE
UNITED STATES

By Fraxcis Vintox GREENE

“An able, suggestive, and most interest-
ing book. . . . It is couched in admirable
style, is free from all rhetoric, and is the
most sober and significant publication that I
have asyet seen on this subject.”—FrEpERIC
R. CouperT in the North American Review.

75 cents nel

OUTLINES OF
INTERNATIONAL
LAW

By Cnarces H. StockroN

“A noteworthy contribution to the liter-
ary performance of Uncle Sam’s sea affairs.™
—New York Sun.

$2.50 net

THE DIPLOMATIC
HISTORY OF THE
WAR

By M. P. Price

$2.25 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

THE GERMAN
EMPEROR

As Shown in His Public Utterances
By Curistiany Gauvss

“These speeches, which cover the entire
period of the Kaiser's reign, are interesting
in themselves and at the same time throw
the strong light of self-revelation on the im-
perial character and its absolute faith in the
Hohenzollern tradition.”—New York Herald.

$1.25 net

GERMANY
EMBATTLED

An American Interpretation
By Oswarp GarrisoN VILLARD

“A timely, instructive and intensely read-
able work. . . . The author’s charming lit-
erary style, his vivid English. and the direct-
ness and clarity of his reasoning all contribute
to hold the attention and excite the admira-
tion of whoever begins to read the book.”

—Hartford Courant.
E1.00 net

WITH THE
ALLIES

By Ricuarp Harping Davis

“Mr. Davis has the facts from personal
observation and a delicionsly vivid and in-
teresting way of placing them hefore readers.
As a narrative of personal observation it can
hardly be excelled.”"—Detrait Free Press.

Hllustrated.  $1.00 net

FIGHTING IN
FLANDERS

By E. Artexanper PowELL

“A volume to be heartily commended.
AMr. Powell is a war correspondent of supris-
ing resourcefulness and dauntless determina-

tion. Hlustrated. $1.00 net

GERMANY AND
THE GERMANS

By PriceE CoLLiER
T3 rents net

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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100 Miles from a Bookstore!

In the places where some of us
spend the summer there is no
such thing as a bookstore. You
cannot drop in casually and
order a book sent home. Or
perhaps the nearest bookstore
does not have the kind of book
you need.

Yet books are necessities. There
are long, rainy days when you
crave reading. The little supply
you brought in your trunk is
soon exhausted. You tire of
seeing the same old covers.

And you will want a book on
trout fishing, one on the birds,
one on golf, one on gardens—
_all these in your hurry you
forgot to bring along.

And some one will rush up to
you all enthusiastic about a new
novel you haven’t read. And
you may be 100 miles from a
bookstore—perhaps a thousand
from a real one.

Down on Fifth Avenue the
Scribner Bookstore keeps right
on working all summer. There

they sell the books of all French,

English, and American publish-
ers—novels, sport books, out-
door books, serious books, rare
books, poetry, plays, travel
books. If you are not sure what
you want, write and ask. It is
waiting for you at the Scribner
Bookstore.

A letter will bring it instantly.
There will be no delay. If you
are near enough, say ” Murray
Hill 78807 to Central and have a
talk on literature with an expert.

Read the publishers’ announce-
ments in this magazine. That
will help you to make out a
list. Or if you will let us make
the selection we will use expert
judgment.

Customers very often send us
lists of books with a date op-
posite each book. We arrange
it so that each book arrives on
the proper date. So when one
book is read the next arrives
automatically!

Let us make you up a list of
books of the kind you are most
interested in.

The Scribner Bookstore, Fifth Avenue at 48th St., New York

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

AUTHOR OF “THE FREELANDS,” IN THIS NUMBER

NOVELS
The Dark Flower

“In his perfect novel, ‘The Dark Flower," he has
painted the portraits of four women that stand out
as softly glowing, as mysteriously lovely, as the
figures in Titian’s ‘Sacred and Profane Love. ™

—ELLEN Grascow, the novelist,
$1.35 net

The Country House

ESSAYS
The Inn of Tranquillity

Stupies AND Essavs
“We would like more of Mr. Galsworthy’s
essays. In the case of this entire volume the re-
viewer's is a thankless task, It is like picking apart,
for the sake of showing their beauty, a string of
finest pearls.”"—New Vork Times.
%1.50 net

A new edition uniform in style

Memories

with “The Dark Flower,"
“The Patrician,” etc.

“Cleverlyand gradually, without
anything in the way of labored de-
scriptions, he makes his people real
to us, and differentiates them so
ju:ﬁﬂy that after a time we should
know them by what they say with-

out being told who is speaking.”

—London Daily Telegraph.

$1.85 net

The Patrician

“It i3 a distinguished book, by
reason of its style and because of
the exactness and perfection with
which the portraits of the char-
acters are worked in upon the

i
- Feste v E8.Marai.

John Galsworthy

The biography of a black cocker
spaniel told simply, amusingly, sym-
pathetically, by the one who knew
him best—his master.

Hlusirated in color by Maup Earn
$1.50 net

-SKETCHES-
A Motley

A VoLUME oF SKETCHES
“Btimulating both to imagina-
tion and to thought; and it touches
very close to the heart of to-day.”
—New Yorlk Times.

brain." —London Academy. $1.35 net

PLAYS
A Bit o’ Love

A THrEE-AcT PLaY
Here is a new Galsworthy play done in his best
manner. Thescene is laid in a village of the West
in England. GO cents net

THIRD SERIES

moLunEs B85 net

The Mob
A dramatie character-study
involving the subject of unnec-
€SIATY ARETESSIVE WAr,
60 eents net
The Fugitive
A Play in Four Acts
GO ecents nef
The Pigeon

A Fantasy in Three
Acts
60 cents net

SECOND SERIES

neLopEs #1835 net

The Eldest Son

A Domestic Drama in
Three Acts
60 cends et

The Little Dream
An Allegory in Six

Scenes
50 cents net

Justice

A Tragedyin Four Acts

The play which changed the
English prison system.

60 cents nel

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

SCRIBNERS
AGAZINE
i

$1.20 net

The Little Man and
Other Satires

“ John Galsworthy is at his best in satire. . . .
His wit is keen, but never cutting; his sardonic
laughter knows no bitter basis. He merely laughs
with us all."—Chicago Herald.

$1.830 net

Moods, Songs, and
Doggerels

“ These rhymes have the Galsworthy sponta-
neity; several are very human, tender, and whim-
sical; others breathe of manliness, a sort of subli-
mated courage that lies at the heart of all the
author’s work."—Review of Reviews.

$1.00 net

R In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S.E;\CAZ[NE-

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK



THE SEVEN DARLINGS

By Gouverneur Morris
Illustrated by HOWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY

SCRIBNER'S Mﬂll‘..!Z.‘NE ADVERTISER 11

The Delroit Free Press says: “ The story is jolly, incredible, amus- '
ing, ingenious, and leaves the reader in the best of humors.” ‘

$1.35 net

By Mary RAyMoND SHIPMAN ANDREWS
and Roy Irving MURRAY

American story, conceived and completed
in an original vein.”
With Frontispiece. $1.00 net

By MavriceE HEwLETT

charming tale than this, with its simplicity,

its poetic beauty, its deeds of physical

prowess and of cunning, and its graceful,

limpid, flowing style.”—The Bookman.
$1.25 net

The Boston Herald says: “In ‘A Clois-
tered Romance ' we find many a smile. The

humanity in a quiet corner of the world.”
$1.25 net

AUGUST FIRST | DAYBREAK

“ A thorough and fine piece of \'\"(aTk
The New York World says it is *‘an full of knowledge and of entertainment.’

“The book 1s interesting and carefully
written. . . .

A LOVERS’ TALE iensunny f"m‘”;ﬁ::‘ct: York Times.

““ Mr. Hewlett has never written a more T H E G R E A T
TRADITION

By KataAriNE FuLLErRTON GEROULD
“A group of striking stories, some of

! them little more than studies, some wider

A CLOISTERED in scope, but each is a curious episode
ROM AN CE brushed in with clean, swift strokes, by an

artist who does not blur the effect by over-

Bv FLorencE OLMSTEAD intense color or multiplication of detail.”

“*The Great Tradition’ is an inter-
author has opened a door upon simple esting volume, one well worth reading.”

By Evizapers MiLLer ] .

—New York World.

‘Daybreak * is history in an

—Independent.

—New York Times.
$1.35 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS

THE FRENCH
IN THE
HEART OF
AMERICA

By Jonn FinvLEY
“In this romantic and stirring book
the author has collected such o body of
facts relating to the development of these
French seitlements that the patriotic eit-
izen will find his confidence in the coun-
try’s future mightily increased.”
—Pliladelphia North
$2.50 net

A BIT
O’ LOVE

By Jorn GALSWORTHY

American,

A play set in a “village of the West™
in England. The theme centres about
the young curate,’ a strange, beautiful
character full of passion in restraint, who
endures, with a temiper that seems the very
essence of Christianity, his desertion by
his wife and the scorn and gibes of the
village folk that follow on the scandal.
It is all in the best manner of Galsworthy,
simply, in the dialect of the peasants, with
the setting of spring in the sleepy country
and suffused with white moonlight.

60 cents net

NEW
COSMOPOLIS

By James HUNEKER

“Mr. Huneker i3 nothing if not bril-
liant, and, although he is an expert jour-
nalist who knows how to satisfy the ca-
pricious newspaper readers, everything
that he writes has in it the permanency
of a boolc.""—Boston Transeript.

$1.50 net

MUSIC AND
THE HIGHER
EDUCATION

By Epwarp Dickinson
Professor of Music in Oberlin College
A stimulating and suggestive hook, of
the greatest practical value in the rapidly
growing movement for the study of mu-
sical history and appreciation in the uni-
versities and higher schools.
$1.50 net

IMPORTATIONS

FIELDNOTES
FROM THE
RUSSIAN
FRONT

By StanLey WASHBURN
Speciul War Correspondent of the London
Timys with the Russian Armies

Mr. Washburn was for some time the
only l';tu,hsh :pe.lkmu war eorrespondent
officially recognized by the Russian army.
He bas becn at the front and in the trenches
in many important engagements, and his
accounts of the war on the eastern frontier
are at onee vivid and impartial, and cover
an aspect of the fichting about which little
has been known and scarcely anything has
appeared in print.

IMustrated with numerous pholographs

12mo,  $1.50 net

KAISER,
KRUPP
AND KULTUR

By TueoporE ANDREA CoOK
Editor of “The Field" (London)
75 cents net

POETS AND
PURITANS

By T. R. GLovER

Author of “The Conflict of Religions in
the Early Roman Empire"”

These essays deal with some mm Eng-
lish writers—men as far apart in outlook
and temperament as Bunyan and Boswell;
poets and Puritans; and men who ‘were
neither.

8vo.  $2.25 net

THE CHRIST
OF THE MEN
OF ART

By J. R. Arrxexn

A book of interest to all who love art,
and one which forms an up-to-date intro-
duction to a greal subject for ministers,
art students, and all who are interested in
the Christ-Figure as revealed in the master
works of the greatest painters,

With frontispiece in ecolor, 20 reproductions
in photogravure, and 28 in half-tone
Thick large Svo.  $6.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

JOHN HUSS

His Life, Teachings, and Death,
after Five Hundred Years

By Davip S. Scuarr, D.D.

Professor of Church History in the Western
Theological Seminary

The need of a comprehensive, schol-
arly, and yvet thoroughly readable life of
John Huss has long been recognized both
by theologians, libraries, and the more seri-
ous reading public. It has now been re-
moved in time for the five-hundredth an-
niversary of his death, which takes place
in July, by Dr. David Schaff, the distin-
guished scholar and theologian and the son
of Dr. Philip Schaff, author of the famous
“History of the Christian Church.”

$2.50 net

THE CHURCH

A Treatise by John Huss
Translated, with Introduction
and Notes

By Davip S. Scrarr, D.D.

Professor of Church History in the Western
heological Seminary
This is the first translation into Eng-
lish of John Huss's hest-known work, the
treatise in which he made an elaborate
defense of his views and from which were
taken the charges on which the Council of
Constance sentenced him as a heretic and
for which he was burned at the stake, July 6,
1415. It has the especial value of not only
illustrating, better than most of his writ-
ings, his power of thought and of expres-
sion, but of revealing that independence,
sincerity, and courage in them which were
most significantly characteristic,
$2.50 net

FOOTINGS
FOR FAITH

By WirLiam Prerson
MERRILL
Pastor of Brick Presbyterian Church

The writing of this volume was
prompted by the various influences, mostly
produced by modern science, which have
brought such confusion and such doubt
into the minds especially of the younger
people of to-day, It is written with ap-
preciation of the bases of these doubts and
sympathy with the doubters. It consists
of a series of very simple, forceful papers
on such subjects as the Problem of Faith
and Doubt, God and Our Relation to Him,
Prayer, the Divinity of Christ, the Au-
thority of the Bible, the Gospel of Re-
demption, ete.

$1,00 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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OUTDOOR BOOKS

CAMP CRAFT

Modern Practice and Equipment
By Warren H. MicLer

Editor of “ Field and Stream "
With an Introduction by Ervest
TrompsoN SETON

“Tt is a fascinating volume for
both the enthusiast and stay-at-
home and is a veritable treasure-
mine for the sportsman or any
one who glories in the great out-of-
doors."—Philadelphia Ledger.

Illustrated, $1.50 net

ONTHE TRAIL

An Outdoor Book for Girls

By Lixa Bearp and ApEria
B. BEARD

The first practical camping book
for girls. A most useful guide
to trailing, woodcraft, camping,
outdoor handicrafts, birds and ani-
mals, outdoor photography, canoe-
ing, and all the work and play of
camping life.

Illustrated. %1.25 net

AHE DRY FLY
AND FAST
WATER

By George M. L. LA BrancHE
“So charmingly written that it
will prove most interesting not
only to dry-fly fishermen, but to
all who love the great outdoors.”
—New York Times.

$2.00 net

THE BOOK OF
FISH AND
FISHING

By Louis Rurap

“Every page in this attractive
volume is filled with practical ad-
vice for the guidance of those who
angle for all fishes in both fresh
and salt waters.”

—Sportsman’s Review.

IMustrated. 1.50 net

BASEBALL

Individual Play and Team Play
in Detail

By W. J. CLARKE
Head Coach Princeton "Varsity Baseball

Tean, and

FreEDpRIick T. Dawson
Captain Princeton Baseball Team,
Now General Athletic Coach at
Union College
IMustrated.  $1.00 net

CONNIE MACK

Megr. Philadelphia Americans

“It 1s one of the most complete books
of the kind that has ever been published,
and my advice would he that any player
who 1s taking up baseball should not be
wilhout this bouﬁ

HUGH JENNINGS

Mgr. Detroit Americans

“Mr. Clarke's ideas are of much value,
nol alooe Lo the coming generation of hall-
players, but to the men now engaged in
the playing of the game, and the managers
of Lthe different clubs.”

WILBERT ROBINSON
Megr. Brooklyn Baseball Club

“Should be read not only by every ball-
player, but every fun as well, heeause the
more the public knows about the real
ingide of the play the more mleresled they
will become in the national game.

1910.

| all interested in pictures,

OUTDOOR
SKETCHING

By F. Horxinson Syt

“It is nol necessary to he an
artist in order to understand and
appreciate this book. It reads
like Mr. Smith's stories and is
hardly less fascinating if one is at
Indeed,
it might serve admirably as an in-
troduction to the appreciation of
painting."—Springfield Republican.

Hiustrated. $1.00 net

THE WELL-
CONSIDERED
GARDEN

By Mgs. Francis King
President of the Women's National Agricul-
tural and Horticultural Association, Vice-
President of the Garden Club of America
With a Preface by GERTRUDE JEEYLL
Author of * Colour Schemes in the Flower

arden "

“ Mrs. King’s work is both sound
and inspiriting, and who so has or
dreams of a garden will do well to
peruse it forthwith.”

—Chicago Herald.
Illustrated. $2.00 net

The AMATEUR
GARDEN

By Grorce W. CaBLE

*“Tt is doubtful if the theory,
practice, and rewards of landscape
gardening on a small scale were ever
set forth more convincingly and de-
lightfully.”

—Springfield Republican.
IMustrated. $1.50 net

PETS FOR
PLEASURE
AND PROFIT

By A. HyaTr VERRILL

“ As a natural history the book
is very entertaining, and the de-
sceriptions of the manner in which
wild creatures may he attracted
will fascinate young readers.”

—New York Sun.
Tllustrated. $1.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’'S SONS, FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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IF YOU ARE IN DOUBT, WRITE US

|

‘ VERY good school possesses individuality and atmosphere of
l E its own, therefore that school is best which best conforms to
| the individuality of your child. To aid in the selection of the
right school you are welcome to avail yourself of the information
which the School and College Service of Scribner’s Magazine has at
its command. The service is simple and direct. Its object is to bring
vou into personal touch with the management of the schools best
suited to your requirements. The service is also extended to young
men and women who may require information or suggestions regard-
ing Colleges or Universities. The Scribner School and College Service
covers the following:

Schools of Music and Dramatic Art

College Preparatory Schools Finishing Schools Correspondence Schools
Summer Camps Technical Schools Boarding Schools
Summer Schools Military Schools Universities Special Schools Colleges

Haste in o important a matter as the selection of a school is
always to be deplored. If you are in doubt, we will be glad to assist
you. It will be found advantageous to give ample time in which to
study and determine the proper school.

The value of the Scribner Service, the applicableness of the
schools suggested, depend on the facts you give us to work on. The
more explicit your inquiry, the more practical our service. There is
no charge for the service.

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

o2 In answering advertisements please n;;;a-tion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




Prrvate Schools
New York City and Vicinity

THE GARDNER SCHoOOL
(58th year.) An exclusive school for p,‘nrls combining all the ad-
vantages of city with delightful home life. Regular and Special
Courses. Music, Art, Elocution, Dancing. Much outdoor life.
Rldmg Skuting, Sw!mmmg etc. Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland,
Pr Is, 6oy sth Avenue, New York City.

THE VELTIN SCHoOOL
For Gitls, College Preparatory and General Course. Num-
ber of pupils limited to twelve in each class. Fireproof building
thoroughly equipped. 160 and 162 West 74th Street.

THE RAYSON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Home and Day Departments.  College Preparatory, General and
Post Graduate Courses. Small classes. Qutdoor sports. Twenty-
first vear Oct. 115, Miss Clara I. Colburne, A.B., Miss Martha
K. Humphrey, A.M., Principals, 164, 166, 1658 West 75th Street,
New York City.

THE FINCH ScHooL
Boarding and Day School for Girls.

General, Fine Arts, and Prac-

tical Courses. Technical School includes domestic training, secre-
tarial course, book-hinding, interior decoration, etc.
61 East 77th St., New York City,

THE COATES HOME ScHoOL
For Elective Studies.  Girls received who wish to follow courses
“in Music, Art, Literature, Languages, etc,, under teachers of Ltheir
own.choice. Elevator, Fire-esc: ape.  Ior Clrcuhr Address
Mrs. Isabel Ib. Coates, 228 West yad 51[‘{‘Lt New York,

MISS LOUISE F. WICKHAM
Will reopen her Home School Oct. 6th.
wish to study Art, Music, Languages, éte.
338 Lexington Avenue, New York, N, Y.

Girls received who
Twenty-Lhird year.

FRENCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS IN NEW YORK ciTy
All courses in French and French spoken atall times in household, Parisian
u-;chmg staff. American management, Opera, Art-exhibits, Théditre
Frangais, etc, Also, older glr!: studying music or painting in New York,
carefully chaperoned.  Addre

Miss LOUISE MCC Lu_LANor M155 MARGARET WILLIAMS,
=4 EAST oiTH 5T, After June 1, CAPE NEDDICK, MAINE,

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL FOR BOYS
A school that is better than the catalogue.”
commanding a 4o-mile view of the Hudson. 30 miles from New
York. Complete equipment. All sports. College preparatory.
Character references required. Catalogue on request.

=sining-on-Hudson, New York.

500 ft. elevation,

MISS GIBSON FRENCH ScHoOOL
for Girls. New York City. Thorough instruction in French His-
tory, Literature and Diction. All classes in French, and French
the language of the household. Every possible advantage taken
of the Théitre Frangais, Concerts, DDLI.\. Lectures, Art Exhi-
bitions, ctc. Address Miss Marguerite Gibson, care of John
Munro‘- & Co., Bankers, 3o Pine qtrer_l

MLLE. TALGUEN AND MISS MACINTYRE
receive a few girls wishing to pursue special studies in New York,
They offer a remarkable opportunity to acquire fuent French.
A distinctly French environment, All city advantages. Apply
Mlle. Talguen or Miss Macintyre, soz West 115th 5t., New York.

THE SEMPLE SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

B A city school with country advantages

(opposite Central Park), Boarding and

| day pupils, College preparatory. Social

recreation. QOutdoor exercise, riding,
tennis, ete.

Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, Principal,

241 Central Park West, New York.

THE COMSTOCK SCHOOL for GIRLS

One of the oldest, best known New York Finishing Schools.

rd year,

ﬁecme advanced courses in Music, Languages, History
of Art, English, Classical Danc‘mx. ctt . §

Only limited number of boarding pupils. 7T erms_!‘Fl 1060,
No extras—including any of the elected courses, with two
private lessons a week from

Mr, Chawries Lee Tracy, Head of the Music Department

Certificated Leschetizly Exponent
** Ich Lestitige hiermit, dass ich Herrn Charles Tracy

aus Amerika, welcher wahrepd zwei Saisons bei mir
mit gutem Erfoly seine Studien im Clavierspiel ge-
macht hat, fiir vollkommen wecignet halte, hrer

in bester und gediegener Weise wirken zu kénnen,”

e o@f%

Lypra DwicHT Dav, Principal,
52 East yznd Street, New York

('ara(oyue and views. agu‘r Doy
Mrs, £ Russell Hougfiton. r'ﬂc’};‘-ﬂ!yrﬂ»n SsLs A

ELINOR COMSTOCK SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Endorsed by PADEREWSEI, GABRILOWITSCH, KATHA-
RINE GOODSON. This School is the foremost exponent of the
Leschetizky method. Situated in most delightful part of New
York, one block from Central Park. Modern comfort, single
rooms for early applicants. Music, Literature, History of Art,
Modern Languages, Classic Dancing. Boarders and day pupils
accepted, beginners as well as advanced students. Home and
social life. Riding and outdoor sports if desired. Terms for
boarders $1500 a year. Elinor Comstock (pupil of Leschetizky),

Principal, 41 East Eightieth St., New York City.

A Country School for Girls

1890-1915

BOARDING AND DAY '
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Spacious recreation grounds,
wooded park, tennis courts;
all the outdoor advantages of the
country with ready accessibility *
to, and full cnioym.ent of. the
libraries, museums, lecture courses,
concerts, art exhibitions and all the
cultural influences of New York.

Small enough to be a real home, large
enough tobea " Real School.” Exception-
ally strong music department. Sper_‘{al
caursesinDancing\ElocutiDn‘Art..Gym- <
nastics and Houschold Science. Pupils |
enter college upon its own certificate.

Miss Banns and Miss Whiton ||

Riverdale Avenue, Near 252nd St. West
NEW YORK CITY

——

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE

b



Private Schools

New York City and Vicinity (Continued)

ﬁ; Helen M. Scoville’s School

New

2042

for Girls
York City,

Fifth Awve,

Resident and Day
Pupils, Air, light.
Recreation  lawn.
Advantagesofcity.
Regular or
cial courses:
music; pract
courses. Home
care and social
life, Dancing, rid-
ingand swimming.

THE SCUDDER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Tk Huome ¥ LFreg -

', New York City.

CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY
A Schoal for Girls, 19 miles from New York., College preparatory
and general courses. Music, Art and Domestic Science. Catu-
logue on request.  Miss Miriam A. Bytel, Principal, Garden City,
Long Island, New York.

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

MRS. COOPER HARTMAN'S TWENTIETH-CENTURY
CLASSES FOR GIRLS

e for European Trave

acly.

French, German, Music, Art, and
and metrn i

ects, with home priv wlitan advantages, in
Uctaber ta May, under expert direction. Apply to Mrs. Reubena
ickerbocker Statton, Secretary, Hotel Vermont, Burlington, Vermont.

The Successiul Schools
of to-day began to advertise in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
years ago for pupils for to-day. To-day these schools are
adverlising for to-morrow.

New York State

PuTnam HALL

fassar Preparatory School for girls, Refers to Dr. 1. M. Taylor, ex-Pres.
College, Dr. Talcatt Williams, Director Pulitzer Schoal of [our-
slumbia University, and others. Certificate admits to leading
Sleeping porches and sun parl Address

1e Bartlett, A.E., Principal, Box #o07, Poughkeepsie, New York,

colleges,
Ellen Cl

WALLCOURT _
Miss Goldsmith’s School for Girls. College Preparatory Course.
General Course. 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.

EASTMAN SCHOOL OF BUSINESS
i the leader. Thoro training in every business pursu
quired duties. Accounting, Banking, Civil Ser
* Both sexes. Has trained more
I'men. Open all the year.

Enter

Gaines, Box 6o, Poughkeepsie, N, Y.

THE RAYMOND RIORDON ScHOOL
A live school for live boys. High School, College Preparatory,
Special Courses and Department for Younger Boys, Individual
attention. Terms $3co. No extras. 3oo acres—iarm, lake. hills.
Manual training. Constructive work. Summer Camp. School
Inn. Catalog. Highland, Ulster Co., N. Y.

ining School]
Ossining-on*Hudson N. Y4

Offers girls a refined Christian

home while providing them a broad,
liberal education. Healthful, beau-
tiful location, true educational en-
vironment. Academic, Music, Art,
Preparatory and Home-making
Courses. Suburban to New York,
g 48thyear. Separate school
for younger girls. Write
for catalog and book of
school views,
Clara C. Fuller, Frincipal.
_ Martha J. Naramore,
Assa. Prin,

Cascadilla offers a thorough scholastie
training, congenial living and unsurpassed
opportunities for physical development.
Beautiful situation
near Cornell. Small
classes. Prepares
for all colleges and
business life. Cer-
tificate privilege.
_Athletic field, Rec-
reation building,
Gymnasium, Navy
outfit of rowing ma-
chines, shells, ete.
Registration 1910-14
from 36 states and 13
foreign countries.
Terms $675 to $775.
Catalogue free.
W. D. Funkhanser, A
Frineipal, Tihaca, B

Recreation Building
mil Crow

2
=

AWLING|
SCHOOL For Boys

Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster
64 miles from New York on Harlem R. R.
- Complete Equipment.
Thorough preparation for College and
Scientific Schools.
Send for Catalogue
PAWLING SCHOOL PAWLING, N. Y.

MOHEGAN

Molieé‘an Lake School

#6th year. Box 61, Mohezan Lake, Westchester Co., ¥, Y.
Thoraugh preparation for College, Technical School or Business,
with certificate privi - Averaze number of boys in a class, eight.
‘.\Tnderu buildings, tionally healthful location on Lake Mohegan
in the heart of the Highlands of the Hudson, four miles from Peelkekill
by trolley. Fhysical Culture and Athletics under competent Director.
Ces as to character ired. Illustrated booklet on request.

A.E. LINDER, A.M,, CHAS, Il EMITH, A M., Principals
P
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Private Schools

Nﬁ"w Yorfz Sfafe ( Continued)

A Happy Community of Healthy Girls
In the suburbs of New York City

The enjoyment and benefit which these girls receive from study and play in the

open air is but a part of our plan to fit them for an ideal life—a life of efficiency,

| independence and social charm.  All departments, including vocational.

For circulars, address i 0. E. MASON, LI.M.,

Tarry tow neon-Hudaon,

New York

THE STONE SCHOOL | oo
® A military school
Cornwall-on-Hudson, Box 13, New York with a fine record
FORTY-NINTH YEAR ee s l for scholarship.
A School in the Heart of the Open Its certificate is

Country. For Boys from 9 to 19, honored by all
Lﬂcat.ion' so miles from New York, on a spur of Storm colleges acce'pting

—_— " * King Mountain, goa feet above sea level =g L
Healthful, invigorating, unusually adapted to a sane and '{e“]ﬁc"[es" ~\_e“
simple out-of-door life. $150,000 equip-
work. Preparation for College or Buziness Life; recent ment, Enrollment
— ' graduates in twelve leading colleges. Each bay almost trebled in
studied physically and mentally to increase individual effi- PEEKS KILL-, N' Y' h >, ,I', :
ciency. Small classes; a teacher for every six boys. the past 10 years.
Athletics: Tvo fields with excellent facilities for all e 83dyear. Separate Junior School,0-13
———————= sports. Boy Scout troop; hiking, woods life. Addreis Tokn O Tiaihar, AV

You are dnvited fo come and see for yowurself. 2
Cataioge sent on application. o Charles A. Robinson, Ph.D.

CARLOSH.STONE  Headmasters  ALVAN E. DUERR Erincipals
HIEI:TDTanCHqD:; it Al o Aavilors % o DREW SEMINARY FOR YOUNG WOMEN
esigned and equipped wi e sole aim of training, developing and edu- o E 5
cating the Younger Hoy. New buildings in center g large park at 6o f. 66th year. An efficient moderately-priced school with general and
elevation. Special attention to Physical Development. Summer Camp. special courses. Certificates to seven colleges. Advantages in
Terms moderate and inclusive. Tllustrated catalogue. music. Robt. J. Trevorrow, D.D., Box sr1, Carmel, New York.

0. C. Roach, Headmaster, Box C-3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y.

Mount Pleasant Academy

Founded 1814. A century of service is a guarantee of merit.
Your son will enjoy here an ideal school home and will be prepared for college, technical school or
business, as you choose. He will also grow in manliness and self-reliance.  We have Manual Training
and a rationalized nulitary system. Monnt Pleasant Hall is for boys under 13.  We also maintain a
Summer Camp in the Berkshires under Mr. Brusie's personal charge. Read what the colleges and
b universities say of Mount Pleasant in the history of our Centennial Celebration. For this and other
literature address The Principal, Box 508, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y.

Emma Willard School

For Girls 102d Year Troy, N. Y.

On the hills, 400 feet above the city of Troy. Four beautiful, new, fireproof buildings, the gift of Mrs. Russe'l Sage.
Campus 30 acres. A broad variety of work, including college preparation and courses for girls not going to
et e e T =S college. Special advantages
in Music and Art. Praectical
course in Domestie Science.
Certificate admits to Welles-
ley, Smith, Vassar and Mt
Holyoke colleges. Tennis
courts, hockey, basketball.
Gymnasium with swimming
pool and bowling alleys.
Resident nurse. Illustrated
catalogue on request.

Miss Eliza Kellas, Ph. B.,
Principal
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Private Schools
New York State (Continued)

Offers a quick
and thorough prep-
aration for college.
Develops strong

hodies, clear, active
minds and clean, manly
habits. Certificates given
students with an honorable
record. Firm, yet kindly, dis-
cipline. Daily instruction in mili-

_S_i;_John’s
School

For Boys

i tary science. Graded gymnastic
“ssming-ou- training, Ewvery boy must take some
Hudson, exercise, Gymnasium, swimming pool,

athletic field of five acres, tennis, golf.
Manly sports encouraged. $s00 a year
covers all expenses.  Junior Hall, a separate
school for boys under 13. Summer session.
For catalogue, address

N. Y.

Rev. WILLIAM ADDISON RANNEY, A. M., Po.B., PrinCiPAL

RVING

SCHOOL

FOR BOYS Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N, Y.
Twenty-five miles from New York, in the beautiful,
historic “‘Irving'' country. g7gth year. 24years
under present Head Master. New site and build-
ings, 1gog. Prepares for all colleges and technical
schools. Individual as well as class instruction,
Equipment includes Athletic Field, Gymnasium
and Swimming Pool.
Summer Camp in White Mountains
For information on School or Camp, address

J. M. FURMAN, A.M., Head Master, Box 903.

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
cparatory and general course. Certificate privilege to Vassar,
mith, Wellesley and Mount Holyoke. Unusual advantages in
music. Domestic science. Physical training, riding and outdoor
sports. Mrs. Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, REye, New York.

COOK ACADEMY
For Boys. Prepares for all colleges. Personal attention. College-
trained teachers. " A school tha! cares.” All sports. Beautiful
location in the heart of the " Glen and Lake Country.” Military
drill during winter months. Address

E. Hanke, Principal, Box C, Montour Falls, N. Y.

Healthfully located in beautiful Garden City, Long
Island, 18 miles from New York, Buildings completely
equipped. Gymnasium, swimming pool, fine athletic
fields. Prepares fur any college or scientific school.
Competent master at the head of each department.

A Lower School for Younger Boys

For information and Catalog address

WALTER R. MARSH, Headmaster, Box 10, Garden City, L. L.
|

CHAPPAGUA MOUNTAIN INSTITUTE
A Friends’ School for Girls, 25 miles from New York, with separate depart-
ments for both sexes under 14 years, in care of Home Mother, 4sth year.
New buildings, 7o acres, goo ft. altitude; $300 to 375, Primary, Prepara-
tory, Commercial, Manual Training, Domestic Science and Music Dept.
Address Box T, Valhalla, New York.

OAKSMERE

Mrs. Merrill's School for Girls
MAMARONECK, NEW YORK

A country school for girls, one hour from
New York Complete college preparatory |
and finishing course. Located directly on
Long Island Sound. Catalogue on request

! Tuition $1300.00. Address

THE SECRETARY
Orienta Point, Mamaroneck, MNew York

Mrs. Dows School Ior Girls
For circular address
Mrs. Marg E.Dow, Principal,
Briarcliff Manor, N,

24b
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Private Schools

New York State (Continued)

THE LADY JANE GREY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
i_{gd year. Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, Wellesley, Mount
olyoke. General course. Special courses for High School gradu-
ates. Music and Domestic Science.  Exceptional home life.
Principals: The Misses Hyde and Ella Virginia Jones, A B.,
Binghamton, N. Y.

""MARYMOUNT''
High-Class School for Yeung T
Sacred [ Mary. - M i
from N
Courses, i
ical Culture, Tennis, Skating

The Re

lies, Conducted Ly th
ntly situated

New Jersey

Peddie

the

LONGSTREET
LIBRARY

a School which develops
boy’s person

1

** These quiet schools, into which so much devotion and unheralded work go, certainly sustain
the education of the country, and supply the universities with some of the most useful material
they get. We hold Peddie Institute in high esteem here at Princeton.”"—Woodrow Wilson.

Peddie is conspicuously successful in developing
character and personality. The achievements of
Peddie graduates in scholarship and athletics at
their colleges well indicate the value of its training.

Peddie prepares for college or business—in a way to
sharpen a boy’s zest for learning. |HHEEEEEEE—
Every boy takes equal part in the
athletics—under the same scien-
tific system of training that has
placed Peddie representatives on
the teams of leading colleges.

Peddie is an endowed school, and
so offers at §450 to 550 as much as
any school can give at any price.
Music, public speaking and de-
_bating are taught to all pupils

Glee and
Mandolin
Club

without charge. It has complete equipment, includ-
ing fireproof dormitories, 6o-acre campus, lake for
boating and skating, athletic field, gymnasium, swim-
ming pool, laboratories, library, observatory, etc.
Graduates have certificate privileges.

Peddie is g miles from Princeton,
at Hightstown, N. J., on the Penn-
sylvania R. R, between New York
and Philadelphia. A request ad-
dressed to Roger W. Swetland,
Headmaster, Box 7-C, will bring
convincing reasons for giving your
boy a Peddie training.

The Lower Sehool is for boysof 11 to 14 years
old. This provides separate living quarters,
personal care and training and continuous
Hit preparatory work in one school.

PRINCETON PREPARATORY SCHOOL

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

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

KINGSLEY SCHOOL FOR BoYs

College preparatory. Location of unusual healthfulness, 22 miles
from New York City, in the New Jersey hills. Individual instruc-
tion in small classes. Boys are taught how to study. Gymna-
sium, bowling alley, billiard room. Large athletic field. Separate
residence for vounger boys. For illustrated catalogue address
J. R. Campbell, M.A., Box 22, Essex Fells, New Jersey.

NEW JERSEY, BORDENTOWN-ON-THE-DELAWARE

Bordentown Military Institute

Our purpose is the individual development of a hoy's
character and scholarship for the work of the world, either
in college or business.

A large, s‘ymparheli\‘.. efficient faculty, carefully selected
pupils of high character, adequate equipment, supervised
athletics, military discipline, healthful location.  31st year.
For catalogue, address

REV. T. H. LANDON, A.M., D.D., Principal.

Cor. T. D. LANDpoN, Commandant. =

WENONAH
Military Academy

{12 Miles from Philadelphia)

We Train Boys to be Men Worth While

We knew them well—have studied them and
worked with them. We have secn the back-
ward young man developed to an almost
unbelievable extent. Through our instrue-
tion boys have developed initiative and en-
thusiasm. Preparation for business, for pro-
fessional or college courses. U. 5. Army
detailed officer, fine big gym, athletic field,
athletics under competent coach. Riding
school in connection. Physical as well as
mental and moral development.  Catalog.

DR. CHAS. H. LORENCE, President

CLAYTON A. SNYDER, Ph.B., Supt.
Box 409 Wenonah, N. J.
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Private Schools

New Jersey (Continued)

lake.

e

Bascball Field

ai = ndid enviranment for your son.
Irzlllulill; TJ!}'L;rse:LSEi]:turcsque beauty. ‘_lutgurrr life on athletic fields, track and Academ
& stone and concrete buildings include g
physical and biological laboratories and fireproof dormitory for younger boys. Cu"ug?
preparation. 68th year. 6o miles from New York. Tuition $400. For catalog address

JOHN C. SHARPE. A.M.. D.D., Principal, Box N, BLAIRSTOWN, N. L.

The 10o-acre campus lies on high-

rmnasium, swimming-pool, chemical,

Montclairr Academy

FOR BOYS MONTCLAIR, N. J.

Montelair stands for sound, thoroughgoing methods of
teaching boys something 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; vet Jarge 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 school on the Urange Mountains, at elevation
of soo feet, in a beauntiful suburb thirteen miles from New
York, giving opportunity for instructive excursions, Our
beoklet, ** Your Boy and Our School,”” will interest you no
matter where vour son is educated.  Address

JOHN G. MacVICAR, AM., Headmaster

Box 22

]

DWIGHT SCHOOL

ENGLEWOOD, NEW JERSEY
chool, combining the best features of
nil finishing school, Domestic Arts and

autif suburban w )

An excepti
the college p
Science. Post-g
New York City.
Wellesley and Wel
games. Gymnasium.
Box &47.

ul location,
tes accepted by Vassar, 5
pacious grounds for outdo
Tennis, nding. Address

Miss CREIGHTON and Miss FARRAR, Principals

Iﬂ. o
é’mﬁ'}m&mﬁﬁﬂ

St.Mary’s Hall

Box 403, Burlington, New Jersey

Eriefly stated, the aim of the school Is to give a
thorough i to develop healthy bodles,
gracious manners and Christian character,

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

KENT PLACE: A SCHOOL FOR GIRLS _ _
Mrs. Sarah Woodman Paul, Miss Woodman, Principals. Hamilton
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 Jersev. (20 miles from New York.)

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

INDIVIDUAL TEACHING
A teacher of twelve years’ experience with backward children will receive
into her country home children delicate in health or slow in mental develop-
ment., No helpless or unimprovable children are taken. Aim of teaching
is to give the c&ﬁlr! the habits of obedience and self-help and provide the
useful occupations that bring him happiness.  Address
Miss Charlotte Hoskins-Miner, Ll:mlx Terrace, South Orange, N. 1.

Ivy HALL (FOR GIRLS)

Delightfully located. Number limited. Individual Instruction, Home life,
outdoor life and supervised athletics are features. Certificate privileges,
Special Finishing Course and cour n French and other languages {or the
girl who intendect to o ahroad, Diomestic ence.

Miss Macdonald and Miss Finu, Bridgeton, New Jersey (near Philadelphia).

|

A Good School
is not necessarily a good school for all boys or all girls.
The most successful schools are those wherein the principle
of selection, to best fit the school fo the child, is most
tharoughly carried out. It works to the advantage of the
school as well as to the child. School and College Service,
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, New York.

Massachusetts

DE MERITTE SCHOOL
Prepares young men for qullege. The Massachusetts Tnstitute of
Technology, and West Paint. ‘
Edwin De Meritte, A.B., Prin., 813 Boylston 5t., Boston, Mass.

WHITTIER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
General Courses or College Preparation.
Fitting the Girl for what she is fit.
Lower school for younger girls.
Mrs. Annie Brackett Russell, Prin., Merrimac, Mass.

DUMMER ACADEMY
153rd year. A high-grade, well-equipped school for boys. 330
acres. 8 buildings. Healthful outdoor life. Prepares for college,
technical school and business. Separate building now being erected
for boys from ¢ to 14. Number limited. References required.
Charles 5. Ingham, Ph.D., Headmaster, South Byfield, Mass.

STANDISH MANOR SCHOOL
The special school for girls who are unable to keep pace with others
of their own age. Each girl advanced as rapidly as health and
ability permit. Intimate home care. 20 acres. Modern Manor
House, Address

Mrs. Ellen C. Dresser, Principal, Halifax, Massachusetts.

24d
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Private Schools

Massachusetts (Continued) .
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Segwy P
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POWDER POINT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

DUXBURY, MASS. BY THE SEA
Maodern buildings, New concreteresidence. New gymnasium. Extensive grounds.
Large athletic fields, Cinder track. Safe boating and swimming
P'I\m-slllh Harbor, bardering on school grounds. Summer camp in Maine wos Vs,
College or business preparation. Individual rua1\|u|-|h|ut\ developed, Non-
military. Upper and lower schools, For illustrated catalog address

RQI.PH K. BEARCE, A. M Haadmaslor 45 Kin Caesar Road

FOR GIRLS

R oger d @ || Quincy Mansion School

C O v ‘ I l ‘ In historic Quincy, Deautifully located six miles
{from Boston. Attractive estate. : 5

Ample grounds

for outdoor reecreation. Artificial lake for boat-

SChOOl for Boys ing and skating. Three fine buildings. Large

The most unigue, all-round and complete school of its kind. library. Gymnasium. Special and graduate

West Newton, Mass. Superbly located ten miles from courses of study, Advantages in Art, Music

Boston. Graduates prepared to enter any college or tech- and: Laneuag Preparati R kT el

nical school unconditioned. A positively efficient faculty of "_In Anguages. reparation for loreign travel.

college men. Graded athletics, Business course. Lower Certificates for college, L:v'"e corps of ex-
School receives boys 1o years of age. Upper School boys perienueu.l teachers. For Year Book address

of 13 and upward. Write for catalog.

ROGER E. E. CLAPP, Headmaster, P. O. Box 6 Mrs. HORACE M. WILLARD, Principal

THE WESTON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
14 miles from Boston. Country sports. Outdoor classes and sleep- SCHOOL OF THE MUSEUM OF FINE

inz. Home making. Handerafts and college preparatory courses. ARTS
Afiectionate care in work and play. Address Mrs. Elisabeth = =
Matthews-Richardson, A.B., Principal, Weston, Mass. soth year begins Sept. 27th. Iwstructors: Drawing and Painting

Frank W. Benson, Phlll[a L. Hale, F. A, Bosley, W. James,

L. P. Thompson, E. McLellan; Meadeling—B. L. Pratt; Design—
HOME CARE AND CHAPERONAGE H. Elliatt, H. H. (  G. J. Hunt. Prizes, Scholarships and
For young girls attending day-schools or studying under speci l[ Traveling Scholarships. For list of prizes won and of positions
masters in Boston. Number limited to cight. Terms §700 fo held by past pupils of school and for circular, address
the school year, Alice F. Brooks, Manager, Boston, Massachusetts.

Mrs. Charlotte B. Green, 43 Chestnut Street, Boston,

FOR GIRLS

We send students to Vassar, Wellesley, Smith, Mt. Holyoke on
certificate. Many girls after leaving high school do not wish to go to
college. But often they desire advanced work in a new environment
with competent instructors, and to select studies best meeting their
tastes and needs.

Mount
Ida
School

6 miles from

Boston

We offer just these opportunities. Students take English or Literature,
but the course otherwise is elective. All sulijects count for diploma.
Graduation from high school not necessary for entre
Special work in voice; piano, violin, harp and pipe argan with eminent I'
A finely equipped school.  New building with new organ; new gymnasium ar
All the opportunities of Boston in Music, Art and hi
A girl, after leaving grammar so |‘Ju-)] can begin her studies
until she has an education equivalent to two years in College,
att elective program, Domestic Science, Are, Elocution, D Fog

B et = 88 SUMMIT ST, NEWTON, Mass.

nce.
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Private Schools

M assachusetts (Continued)

Miss Hall’s

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

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

Miss MIRA H. HALL, Principal
Pittsfield, Massachusetts

_TENACRE=

A Country School for Young Girls

REPARATORY to Dana Hall.

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

MISS HELEN TEMPLE COOKE
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass.

DEAN ACADEMY
Young men and young women find here a home-like atmosphere,
thorough and efficient training in every department of a broad
culture; a loyal and helpful school spint. Liberal endowment
permits liberal terms, $300-8350 per year, Special Course in
Domestic Science.  For catalogue and information address
Arthur W. Peirce, Litt.D., Principal, Franklin, Mass.

MiSsS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
General, Special, and College Preparatory Courses,
The Fenway 28, Boston.

THE SARGENT SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION
Established 1881, Largest normal department for physical edu-
cation in the world. General and special courses prepare for
healthy womanhood.  Sessions at all seasons. New buildings in
1904 and 1914, Address for booklet,

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

MISS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Miss Mary Law McClintock, Pnnapal,
Box S, 4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass.

MiSS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
For many years known as * The Burnham Schoal.”
aoth vear opens September, 1015,
Correspondence should be addressed to
Miss B, T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass.

THE MISSES ALLEN SCHOOL
Each girl’s personality observed and developed. Write for cir-
culars. West Newton, Mass.

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877, i= continuin
interruption under the direction of Miss Helen E. ’Fhompﬁou
and Miss Martha C. Burnham. Preparatory, Graduating and
Special Courses. Correspondence should be addressed to

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

EMERSON COLLEGE OF ORATORY
Largest School of Oratory, Belles-lettres and Ped-
agogy in Americi. Summer Sessions. 3sth year
opens Sept. 28th. Address Harry Seymour Ross,
Dean, Huntington Chambers, Boston.

without

WALNUT HILL SCHooOL
A College Preparatory School for Girls. Seventeen miles from
Boston. Forty Acres. Athletic Fields. Five Buildings, Gym-
nasium. Miss Conaat, Miss Bigelow, Principals, 19 Highland
Street, Natick, Mass.

THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Founded in 1886. Resident and day pupils. Schoolhouse and
Residence, modern, separate buildings. Academic, College pre-
paratory. Art. Gardening., Swimming. Athletics. Ruth Coit,
Head Mistress, 36-40 Concord Ave., Cambridge, Mass.

MonNSON ACADEMY FOR Bovs
112th year. Fifteen miles from Springfield. Over 2000 graduates
have entered college. Certificate privilege. Modern buildings.
Gymnasium; new athletic field, Rate, $250 to $350. Fund for
boys of proven worth.
Henry Franklin Dewing, Principal, Monson, Mass.

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

MBRADFOBP

FOR YOU
BRADFORD, MASS,
113th year opens September 15th

to leading colleges
course for High

] graduates,

ACADEMY

VWOMEN

_Thirty miles from Boston, in the beautiful Mermimae Valley,
Extensive grounds and modern equipment. Certificate admits
General course of five years and two years’

Address Miss LAURA A, KNOTT, A.M., Principal. ——

Norton, Mass.

A Schoaol for Girls,

—mnative teaghers. Music,

dwelling with sleeping porch.

Thom
costumie desipning, etc.  Domestic science, including cooking and serving of meals, marketing, food valuss
and the care of the home. Every attention, not only to habits of study, but to each girl's health and happiness.

MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal

HOUSE IN THE PINES

40 minutes from Boston

Thirty acres of campus, athletic fields, farm and pine groves. Horseback riding. New
Separate school building,  Intermediate and academic courses. Languages
stic arts, including pl

sewing, dressmaking, millinery, embroidery,
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Distinctively Devoted to Developing Personality
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 favorable for an outdoor
life, which we make attractive and refining. One hundred acres;
pine groves, 1o0oo feet of seashore, ponies. Horseback riding.

H' S h l Hygiene and morals are observed especially for results in health,
ome CINOOL haracter and education. Gymnastics, Music, Handiwork, Domestic

: Arts. French, German, Spanish—native teachers. All branches
fOI' Gll'ls of study under patient and enthusiastic instructors. Address

Rev. Thomas Bickford, Miss Faith Bickiord, Principals, P. 0. Box G
Brewster, Cape Cod, Massachusetts.

Lasell Seminary Miss Guild and
.hlmrnﬂﬂle. Mmachusetts. Ten Miles from Boston M‘ ?
= S iss Evans’ School

| 29 Fairfield Street, corner Commonwealth
Avenue, Boston

I 34th year. Sunny, airy school
| rooms. Gymnasium. QOutdoor

Courses in Language, Literature, Science, Music and Art, E ; 2
with thoro instruction in the the-rry and practice of House- tennis. Domestic Science. Lan-

hold Economics. Training is given in the Art of Enter- |

taining, House Furnishing and Management, Marketing, guages—native teachers. Music.

Cooking, Dressmaking and Millinery. Twenty acres, i 5 =

twelve buildings. Tennis, Boating, Swimming, Riding and A[t' (.aOIngC preparator; and gen

other sports are encouraged.  Address eral courses. Advanced courses for
G. M. WINSLOW, Ph.D., Principal, ]-”gh school graduatcs.

WORCESTER ACADEMY

EQUIPM ENT i

" Dining Hall
Mogaron
Cattage Inflrmary

Modern Dormitorivs

Playing Fields
82nd year begins e
Sept. 15th, 1915 J

Campus pwl Hilhlml Bulldings, . Gkl Field, Field Wouse, T-4 Mile Track, Tennds, Fosthall, Biseball,
Wide Patronage: Boys enrolled in 1914 from 22 states and 12 countries,
A Stroné Achievement : 171 boys prepared for 33 colleges in the last four years.
Efficiency : Faculty of 20 experienced memn.
SChOﬂI Democracy : Atmosphere and spirit pure, broad and genuinely democratic.
Supervised Athletics: Organized and required play for every boy. School teams in all sports,
BECﬂIISE of Scholarships: Moderate rates and scholarship aid for w orthy and able hoys.

Catalogue. D.W. ABERCROMBIE, LL.D., 97 Providence St., Worcester, Mass.

In answering advertlsements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE a7
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M assachusetts (Continued)

WILBRAHAM ACADEMY
A school which fits boys for useful, sane and successful living,
and gives thorough preparation for college work. Gaylord W.
Douglass, Headmaster, Box 203, Wilbraham, Massachusetts.

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

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
The new college for women, (80 miles from Boston.) 4-Year course
leading to A.B. degree. Faculty of men and women. Also 2-year
diploma course for high school graduates. 17 buildings. 100
acres. Endowment. Catalog.

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

THE MACDUFFIE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

ality cultivated, Girls taught how to study.  Beauti-
8/ re and general cour Art, music,
gymnasium, tenunis, riding, ming. 26th

ye: pals: John MacDuffie (Harv.), Mrs. John Mac.
Duffie (Radcl.), Springfield, Mass,

CHAUNCY HALL SCHooOL
Established 1828 Prepares boys exclusively for Massachusetts In-
stitute of Technology and other scientific schools. Every teacher
u specinlist. Franklin T. Kurt, Principal, 557 Boylston St
(Copley 5q.), Boston, Massachusetts.

WALTHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
1o miles from Boston. In open country. 6 buildings. Separate
fireproof homes for older and younger girls. Gymnasium. Out-
door sports. Household Arts, General and College Preparatory
Courses, s6th year. Address o o
George B. Beaman, Ph.D,, Principal, Waltham, Mass.

8.

ming Pool.

Rogers Hall School

38 minutes from Boston
Thorough preparation for college.
Domestic Science, Handicrafts, Music, Art.

Experienced instructors in charge of all athletics.
For catalogue address

Miss OLIVE 5. PARSONS, Principal, Lowell, Mass.

For

Girls
Faces Rogers Fort Hill Park

Advanced courses for graduates of high schoals.

Large grounds for outdoor sports,
New Gymnpasium and Swim-

W ashington

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

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

Tae Bisgor oF WASHINGTON,

President of the Board of Trustees.
Jessie C. McDowarp, M.S., Principal.
Hevew L. Wesster, Ph.D., Academic Head.
Mount St. Alban, Washington, D. C.

WILSON-GREENE SCHOOL OF MuUsIc

The only resident music school for young ladies in Washington.
Endorsed by the world’s greatest musicians. Voice, piano, violin,
harmony, grand opera, dramatic art, languages, English literature,
classic dancing and accompanying. Individual attention, home
life Pdaily supervision of practice. Twelve or more concerts by
world-renowned artists free to students. Mr. and Mrs. Greene are
the musical leaders of Washington. Inguiries solicited only from
earnest students with the best social and financial references.
Catalog G. Thos. Evans Greene, Mrs. Wilson-Greene, Prin.,
2647 Connecticut Ave., Washington, D. C

GUNSTON HALL

A School for Girls. Established 189z, Preparatory and Academic Courses,
Two years Post-graduate and College work. Music, Art and Expression,
Doymestic Science.  Building specially planned for the school, Required
athletics. Mrs. Beverley R. Mason, Prin., Miss E. M, Clark, LL.A., M A,
Miss Clara A. Bentley, A.B. (Vassar), Associates, 1910 Florida Ave., Wash.
ington, D. C.

BELCOURT SEMINARY

A school for girls, Preparation for college. Complete Academic course
for students not wishing to enter college. Two years’ advanced wurk for
High School graduates, Elective courses, Exceptional advantages in
Music, Art, Expression, and Languages., Outdoor sports.

Mrs. Mary Burke Somervell, A.M., Principal, Washington, D.C.

CHEVY CHASE SEMINARY
A echaol for girls in Washington’s most beautiful suburh. Pre-
paratory and finishing courses. Strong departments of Music,
Art, and Domestic Science. Campus of eleven acres and provision
for all outdoor sports. Artesian water. Catalogue on request.
Mr. and Mrs. 5. N. Barker, Principals, Washington, D. C.

THE MISSES TIMLOW

School for girls from fourteen to twenty. Broad curriculum,
specializing in Psychology, Ethics and Sociology. Delightful home
life; social advantages. For circular, address

Miss E. W. Timlow, 1600 Scott Circle, Washington, D. C.

For Young Women

Located in the finest res ntial section of the National Capital, over-
i Hipont Circle th 10l life el with ington
ady Two years' course for High School Graduates,
General and Special Courses. Department of Domestic Science.
Music, Flocuti Modern suages.  Outdoor sports.  Sight-

seeing each week, $ooo upwards,

EDWARD W. THOMPSON, Prin., 1601 Connecticut Ave. WasHINGTow, D.C.

WASHINGTON, D. C.

Regular and Special courses. Advanced courses for high
school graduates, Music, Art, Expression, Languages. Ref-
erences exchanged. Literature onrequest.  Outdoor sports.

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

and the small school. Specialists in Music, Art,

A Junior College
with Preparatory Department and two years of
Collegiate Work. All the best features of the large

Elocution, Domestic Science, Floriculture, Arts and

Crafts, Secretarial branches, Library Methods, Busi-  illustrated catalog.

REGISTRAR, NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY, Box 102, Forest Glen, Maryland

ness Law, Modern gymnasium—indoor and open-
air sports, Bowling, Swimming, Riding. Democ-
racy of life and consideration for the individual.
The story of the school, its thorough equipment,
its training in home-making, told fully in our
If a copy is desired, address

THE ODEGN

BRISTOL SCHOOL
French Residence. Elective, Preparatory, Academic and two
years' Collegiate Courses. Diploma Course in Music, Capital
advantapes. Athletics. Miss Alice A. Bristol, Principal, Mint-
wood Place and 1oth Street, Washington, . C.

PAUL INSTITUTE

(Formerly Washington Seminary.) Mrs. Nanette B, Paul, LL.B.,
President. A Boarding and Day School for Girls. Equivalentof a
High School Course. College preparatory. Certificate privileges.
Studio Classes. Vocational Training. Address: Mrs. Paul Hamill,
Principal, 2107 § Street, N. W., Washington, D. C.

An Ideal School for Girls and Young Women

Address

ey

Tocated in a charming park of ten acres.  Surrounded by and within
easy réach of the many and varied educational institutions for which
Washington is famed,

Cultured instructors; delightful home life; refined as
advantages wholesom Preparatory rtificate and e .
Music, Art, Elocution znd Domestic Science.  Literature on request.

F. MENEFEE, President, Washington, D. C.

MISS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL

A boarding and day school for girls. Miss Lucy Madeira, A.B.,
Head Mistress, 1326 1oth St., Washington, D. C

THE COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Finishing, 'High School, and Collegiate courses for Seminary and High
School graduates.  Art, Ex!rre.‘-him:. Musie, Domestic Science; Out-of-
door Study Hall and Gymnasium, Tennis. Basketball. Golf. Horseback
riding. Swimming. Certificate admits to College.

Miss Jessie Truman, Associate Frincipal, 1539 18th St., Washington, D. C.

In Selecting a School

parents should visit personally, if possible, the school or
schools among which their choice lies. Learn of the
school’s advantages al first hand. Talk with the men
or women who will have charge of your boy or girl dur-
ing the formative period of his or her life. The schools
will welcome your visit. Scheol and College Service,
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, New York.

Mount Vernon Seminary
WASHINGTON, D. C.

Boarding Schoal for Girls—College preparatory and
advanced courses. Pupils accepted from 14 years
of age. Exceptional advantages in English, Histary,
Modern Languages and Music. Classes in Musical
Criticism and Sight Reading. Excellent advantages
in Domestic Science, Physical Culture and training
of the Speaking Voice. A city school with a country
playground comprising |2} acres, equipped for basker-
ball, tenris, golf and other sports. Playground
reached by auto bus from the school.

Mrs, Elizabeth J. Somers, Principal Emeritus

Mrs. Adelia G, Hensley, Principal.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE 29
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Pennsylvania

A Cultural and Practical School. (Inc.)
We seek to discover the natural aptitudes
of our students and have the departments to

develop them. Our aim is a woman of cul-
ture who can successfully do the practical.

aratory;  College  Departments;
of Music: Art, Arts and Crafts,
. LCourses in Domestic Arts and Sci-
Secretaryship, Normal Gymnastics, Nor-
ten as electives.  Unusual build-

1s with private bath. Swimming
thletic field: new gymnasium. Healthful
i Maoderate terms,

Apply {
catalogue to
M. H, REASER, Ph.D., President, Box 406, Jenkintown, Penna.
Rev. D. H. KERR, D.D., LL.D., Asso. (28 minutes from Philadelphia)

N

Ogontz School

Montgomery Co., Penna.
FOUNDED IN 1850
A country school for
young ladies. Near Phila-
delphia and New York.
Jay Cooke estate, 65 acres.

MISS ABBY A, SUTHERLAND
PRINCIPAL

FRANKLIN AND MARSHALL ACADEMY
Founded 1787. Enters about 40 boys to colleges each year.
Modern dormitories. Laboratories, gymnasium, athletic field.
$125,000 in recent improvements. Good health record.  Terms
moderate. T.G. Helm, A.M., E. M. Hartman, A.M., Principals,
EBox 401, Lancaster, Pennsylvania.

—

Miss Marshall’s School

FOR GIRLS Oak Lane, Philadelphia

The location in one of Philadelphia’s most beautiful suburbs,
with its four acres of campus and a lake, combines the charm
of cauntry life with the eduecatiunal, artietic and musical ad-
vantages of the city, 8 miles awa Great incentives for out-
door sports. A teacher for every six girls insures progress in
the general and college-preparatory courses.  Music, art, elo-
cution, domestic science. Catalog and book of views. Address

Miss E. S. Marshall, Oak Lane, Philadelphia

0

Pennsylvania

@7 Military College '

with Preparatory Department

Nearest of all colleges
to the discipline, phys-
ical training and edu-
cation of West Point.
Age limit 14 years and
upward. Total enroll-
ment Jimited to 150.
Degrees granted in
CivilEngineering.
Chemistry and Arts.

For Catalogue Address

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

The Birmingham School

FOR GIRLS (Inc.) Founded
1853

Healthful, in
orating location
amid picturesque
surroundings. 100
acres of park land
Six modern, home-
A 5 1]}:.]: huiidinf. 75
T, R rs girls, 12 teachers in
The Mountain School Cidenne L The
ough college preparation ; also courses for girls not going to
college. Music, dancing, practical domestic science, physi-
cal work in gymnasium and athletic field under a trained
director. On Main Line of Penna. R. R., between Philadelphia and
Fittsburgh. 7

strated catalogue free on reguest.

A. R. GRIER, President, Box 105, Birmingham, Pa,

KISKIMINETAS SPRINGS SCHOOL FOR Boys
Endorsed by every American University. Individual plan of
work for each boy. College Preparatory Course and a good train-
ing for business life. Special course in agriculture. Scientific
physical care. Pure water, good food. zoo acre farm. A school
of character. 28th vear opens Sept. 21st. Write for catalog No. 3.
Kiskiminetas Springs School, Saltshurg, Pa.

MiSs SAYWARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Suburb of Philadelphia. College preparatory and special courses.
Certificate to leading colleges. Music, Domestic Science. Physical
training, outdoor sports, horseback riding, swimming. Grounds
and building enlarged. Develops character, mind and body.
Miss 5. Janet Sayward, Principal, Overbrook, Pennsylvania.

GEORGE SCHOOL

Under management of Society of Friends. Endowed. Thorough college

General courte, hasizing English, Science, Manual Train-
Science. New swimming pool. Athletic fields. =227 acres
Creek, 26 miles north of Philadelphia, George A, Walton,
- Principal, George Scheol P. O., Box 272, Bucks Co., Pennsylvania,

AM

SPRINGSIDE

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

MiISS HART'S TRAINING SCHOOL FOR KINDER-
GARTNERS

3600 Walnut Street, Philadelphia. Junior, Senior, Graduate and
Normal Trainers’ Courses. Practice Kindergartens. Opens
October _1st, 1915. Demand for graduates. For particulars
address Miss Caroline M. C. Hart, The Pines, Rutledge, Pa.

THE MISSES KIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATORY
SCcHooOL

Offe

ie opporiunities for individusl work in all college preparatory
ined with the advantages of school life, Prepares especially
Fourteen hoarders, Faculty of eight teachers,

. Bux €06, Bryn Mawr, Fa,

tor

Cutdoor
LYINAS

vT.
e
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THFE
| MI.S.SE.S .SHIPLEYS

A Country School Bryn Mawr
for Girls Pennsylvania : : v - 4
3 Fireproop P 5 =
B s s Freparatory to Bryn Mawr Gollege
Preparation for Bryn Mawr, Mount Holyoke, Smith, Instruction: Individual instruction of limited num-
Vassar and Wellesley LOU&N:H Also a strong general ber of pupils by specialists in all departments, An aver-
course. Within 24 years 2s5r students from this age of one teacher to every six girls. Two resident

school have entered Bryn Mawr College,  Certifi- French teachers

cate pruli;t{tl hlrbUtiﬁerbCItlllth:h‘ '“é““d"m out- Courses: Diploma in College Preparatory and Aca-
door life—hockey, baskethall, tennis, riding demic Courses. Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith and

Jane L. Brownell, A.M., Head of the School Wellesley.

Elizabeth Forrest JOhﬂSUR-ESA-g-a-le Hesg Situation: In healthful suburl, with the special edu-
0! eal ¢ cational and social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn
Mawr College.

Building: Specially designed Colonial building, with
every appointment for homelike comfort,

Athletics: Supervised, indoors and cutdoors, by ex-
perienced Athletic Director, Well equipped gymnasium,

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

For catalogue, address
The Secretary, Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pa.

P

Bishopthorpe Manor)

Box 242, South Bethlehem, Pa.
CLAUDE N. WYANT, Principal
Bishop ETHELBERT TALBOT, Visitor

A select school for a limited ||Inuherm',»__filla. Attract-
ive home life and careful oversight. I'he most con-
emal and most contented boarding school that I
Edlt seen iu this country or in Europe,” states an
experienced educator. Convenlent to New York and
Philadelphia, Beautiful .:u.cl picturesque  situation,
Delightful climate. Athletics and outdeor life. College Preparatory and
Finishing Courses, Certi e 5-r|v|]._uo. Exceptional advantag

in
Music, Art, Domestic 5¢ Domestic  Art, Arts and Crafis, and
,prxesswu. For booklets address The Principal.

Sburs Academy

Mercersburg, Penna.
5 A thorough physical, mental and moral
Alm 0‘ “le Schoo‘ training for college or business.

i A manly, Christian tone of self-reliance is
Spir“ ol Sc.“")l the pervading spirit among the boys,
fostered by Christian imﬁsters from the great universities. Personal
attention given to each boy.

‘ he ¢ , on the west lope
[’ocahon Eut;ll:er-.‘l?l‘:;l-:fﬂltr\gnlnlgr. ﬂﬁe“gﬁ H\Té 2ege chths nan.
most beautiful and healthful spots of America. 85
Mod d lete. M;
Equlpmenl ]II.?IL?-_‘I;:}I anlll'\?m{[\]r;mnasu:uu 4
sierance Building,  Write for catalogue and
to Main Hatt ' The Spirit of Mercersburg.”

WM. MANN IRVINE, LL.D., Headmaster, Box 104 {8

Walnut Lane School rorﬁlrls

58th Year

Box G, Germantown, Phila.
In beautiful historic Germantown ;
city and country advantages. High School
Graduates, General and College Prepara-
tory Courses; DMusic, Art, Elocution, Domestic
Science, Sewing. Social Life. Gymnasium, Tennis,
Basketball, Riding. Miss 5. Edna Johnston, A.B.

New
Gymnasium

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE al
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Connecticut

Founded by Elizabeth B. Mead, 1883
NORWALK, CONN.

A echool for girls, in a picturesque town, one hour from
New York. From primary to college.

Admits by certificate to the ]Lat_lllb colleges,  Attractive
General and Special Courses for girls who do not enter col-
lege. Music and Art instruction. Pleasant home and school
life. Extensive grounds for outdoor sporte New schaool
building. Cottage for younger girls. Booklet on application.

MARGARET R. BRENDLINGER, A B., Vassar, Principal,
VIDA HUNT FRANCIS, B.L., Smith, Associate.

e Féte of the Senjor Department

The Berle Home-School

FOR YOUNG CHILDREN

The most important time
between the ages of six and thirteen. We accept
children of th ages in our home-school. Qur
aim is to secure the fullest intellectual, physical and
mnr:nl development of your child. We have twenty
years' experience. W ‘holesome outdoor life in the
invigorating air of the Berkshire Hills. Scientific and
al]'a,ctlrm ite guidance in all work and lay. Your
child is developed as rapidly as he isa le to attain
his best. Summer session opens July 6. A unigue
school under the directionof A. A. BERLE, D.D. For
information address IRA Z. ALLEN, A.M., MASTER

Litchfield, Connecticut

in your child's life is

THE ELY SCHOOL
For Girls. Inthe country. One hour from New York City. Cer-
tificates to Vassar and the New England Colleges.
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut.

RUMSEY HALL

In the Litchfield Hills, Voung boys prepared for secondary schools.
Athletics under supervision. Address
Louis H. Schutte, M A., Headmaster,
Box H, Cornwall, Connecticut,

INGLESIDE
A country school, for girls, in the Berkshire Hills.
The Misses Tewksbury, Principals, New Milford, Conn.

THE GATEWAY

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

SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL
College entrance certificate. General Courses. Household arts
and crafts. 415t year, Gymnasium. Happy spirit of good fellow-
ship hetween teacher and pupil. so-acre school farm. Miss Emily
Gardner Munro, A.M., Principal, Waterbury, Connecticut.

MiIsSs HOWE AND MISS MAROT'S SCHooOL
A Country Boarding School for Girls.
Thompzon, Connecticut.

THE CHOATE SCHOOL

gland Preparatory School, with a Lower School for

sung A catalogue will be sent upon applicanon, with
reczes of those who know intimately the School's work and

LOOMIS

115 acres. L
Athletic fields
One teacher to every 6
and pupil

Rldgefleld School for Boys

ooo feet above the sea in the foothills of the Berkshires, so miles from New York C1ty,

, one mile in length, provides all water sports.
y 1m, new buildings.
.- buy- makes possible an intimate relationship between master
Each boy's individuality studied and developed.

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

New boat house.
College preparatory and general courses,

Address

Virginia

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES

Opens Sept. oth, 1015. In Shenandoah Valley of Virginia, Un-
Sllrpd:<td rllnnl{ beautiful grounds, modern appointments, Stu-
dents the past session from 3 5 States. Terms moderate. Pupils

enter any time.  Send for cataluguL
Miss E. C. Weimar, Principal, Staunton, Virginia.

SOUTHERN COLLEGE FOR GIALS

53 year. oso-§ Registered Junior College. Prep. or College or
Finishing Course cial Training and development of marners in hom=
life, Music, Art, Expression, Domestic Scieice, Tennis, Basketball. Five
Buildings. Gymnasium. Students from 2o States. Ideal climate,

Arthur Kyle Davis, A.M., 214 College Place, Petershurg, Virginia

29 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE




Private Schools

Virginia (Continued)

Staunton Military Academy

An fdeal Home School for Manly Boys

375 Boys from 45 States last session. Largest Private Academy in United States.
Boys from 10 to 20 years old prepared for the Universities,
Government Academies or Business.

1,600 feet above sea-level; pure, dry, bracing mountain air of the famous proverbially healthiul
and beautiful Valley of the Shenandoah. Pure mineral spring waters. High moral tone.  Pa-
rental discipline, \hlll'lry training develops obedience, health, manly carriage. Fine, shady
lawns, expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming pool, "athletic park. All manly sporis encour-
aged.  Daily drills and exercises in open air. Hoys from homes of culture and refinement only
desired. Personal, individual instruction by our tutorial system. Standards and traditions high.
Academy [ilty-live years old. New $15o.000 barracks, full equipment, absolutely freproof.
Charges $300. Handsome catalogue free. Address

CAFPTAIN WM. G. KABLE, Ph.D,, Principal, Staunton, Va.

Randolph-Macon Academy |

For Boys and Young Men " Front Royal, Va.

Sweet Briar College

FOR WOMEN SWEET BRIAR, VA.
A branch of the Randolph-Macon System. Liberal gifts THE COLLEGE—Offers a four-year course
make unusual advantages possible.  Equipment cost $1co,- leadmg tU'Tht‘ dﬁgffe of A.B. Situated 1000
ooo. Prepares for College or Scientific Schools. Gymna- feet high in the foothills of the Blue Ridge
sium, physical culture and outdoor sports. Terms, $273. T i
2sth session opens September 21st, 1915, For catalogue Mountains on an estate of 3000 acres. Mod-
and illustrated pamphlet, address . ern equipment. Enrollment limited to 300
CHARLES L. MELTON, A.M., Principal, Box 403, Froat Hoyal, Va, students.  Art, Music, Domestic Science.

THE ACADEMY—Offers courses preparatory
w db F t to the college and general courses. Music and

00 erry Ores Art. Health conditions unsurpassed. On
main line of Southern Railroad. 1oth year

A College Preparatory begins September 21, 1915. For catalog and

School for Boys book of views address The Secretary.
In the Virginia hills, on main line Sonthern Ry., two
hours from Washington. Large modern buildings, pri- . ADMINISTR ATION
vate study rooms separate from dormitories, Thoroughly R BulLpive

equipped laboratonies. Large gymnasium, baseball and
football fields, cinder track, outdoor board track, tennis
courts, golf course. School estate covers 630 acres.

Honor system, administered in co-operation with
older boys. One Master to 1o boys. High standing of
graduates in colleges attests thorough training. Yale,
Princeton, and the Board examinations are held at the
School every June. Terms $524. For catalogue address

The Headmaster, Box 104, Woodberry Forest, Va.

7= Hollins College

FOR YOUNG WOMEN FOUNDED 1842

Four-year College Course, two-yvear College
Preparatory, Music, Art, Domestic Science, etc.
In the beautiful Valley of Virginia, 7 miles north
of Roanoke, on a 700-acre estate. Buildings
equipped for 250 students and 40 officers and
teachers. Send for Catalogue and Book of Views
MISS MATTY L. COCKE, Box 308, Hollins, Va.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Virginia College

ROANOKE, VA.

FOR WOMEN  (JUNIOR)

One of the leading Schools in the South.
Extensive campus.

Lacated in the Valley of

MATTIE P. HAK
Mrs. Gertrude Hary

S, FPresident,
is Boatwrigh

Modern buildings.
Virginia, famed for
health and beauty
of scene Elec-
tive, Prepara-
tory and Caol-
leze Courses
Muszic, Art, Ex-
pression, Do -
mestic Beience.
Supervised ath-
letics, Students
from 3z States. For
catalogue address
Roanoke, Va.
t, Vice-Pres.

49th
. in Famous Valley
al Bridge. © Rare health

For 1! o
Girls
and

Young ¢

Expiress
Domest
sonal atten . . Sp
' Large _Erouni Building : beautiful and com-
Women . Students from every section. Recom-
mended by Bishop H.. Vincent, Chicago. Rate, $z05.
Addre: -kSUUTHEﬁN SEMINRRY Box s! Bllul!ﬂvl

STLH!FIT HALL

nalee Institute.
mntaing
Alt \ml

sion Departir
including pis

y f
Catnide, Jane Colbton Hiomsrd AR,

Founded 1843,
al and College Preg

eld sports under trained Director.
tyn Mawr), Principal, Staunton, Va,

Diocesan School for
ratory Courses,
ent. New eguipment

There’s a Type of School
or one individual school that will bes! fit the individuality gcyonr bod(
or girl. Study the Schools. Oblain their catalogues.

visit the schools personally if at all possible. The schools will we-"
come your visif.

School and Cuf{ege Service, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.

M ary!and

T R

An Endowed Preparatory

college or technical school; the
ous provision for the physical
welfare of students.

school buildings and gro
America. 20 buildings.
room for each boy.
Manual Training
acres, 9-hole golf course, §
fields, gymnasinm, battin
quarter-mile track, tennis

A completely equipped Lower School
Elgborately illustrated prospectus

Turrion, $r00

Port Deposit, Maryland

The Tome School

Offers the best possible preparation for

The most beautiful and complete

Exceptional
facilities.

THOMAS STOCKHAM BAKER, Ph.D.

School

most gener-
fitness and

AT TR TR

unds in
Single

175
athletic

g cage,
courts.

for Little Boys

@t reqreest

MOUNT DE SALES

ACADEMY OF THE VISITATION
Established 1852, by the Sisters of the Visitation, at Catonsville,
near Baltimore, Md. Music, languages, art. Regular and elec-
tive courses. Large, modern buildings. Homelike environment.
Outdoor recreation. Beautiful, extenzive grounds. For catalogue
address The Directress.

NOTRE DAME of Maryland

A College for Women
Conducted by School Sisters of Notre Dame, to train the body, mind and
spirit—to develop true womanhood, Located in a beautiful park of 70
Outdoor exercises—rowing, basket-ball, tennis, hockey, Beautiful
ngs, Tnstructors  all Lecturers of pational

putation Courses regular and e Music and Art. Notre
Dame Preparatory behoo] is for younger students,
Catalogue., Address

Notre Dame of Maryland
Charles St Avenue, vear Baltimore, Md.

1853 —

Maryland College —

1915

Music Hatr

FOR WOMEN

Gorpoxy HaLn CENTEE HALL

An Ideal College in Size, Equipment, Location and Courses of
Study. Suburbs of PBaltimore, convenient to Washington.
soo feet above the Chesapeake, in an exceptionally healthful and
beautiful section. Large campus, with 200 forest trees, athletic
field, shrubbery and gardens. New freproof buildings, steam,
electric lights; private baths, set bowls, laboratories, swimming
pool, gymnasium, elevator. The faculty is large and able.  Two
and three vear courses for High School graduates. Graduate
Courses in Music. =0 pianos, new pipe organ. Graduate schuols
of Domestic Science and Arts: School of Expression, Art and Elo-
cution. Unusually pleasant home and social life. Non-sectarian.
Every attention given to mental, moral and physical improvement.
Degrees conferred.  Tllustrated catalogue.

Grace Harr. CHARLES WESLEY GALLAGHER, D. D., Box G, Lutherville, Md.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Indiana

military-trained men can do in civil life.
success in his business or professional career.

4 sane, progressive educational policy. A

Culver’s scholastic methods.

Why QuiR Training Counts

Nations that require military training lead others in their business efficiency because of what

Culver can develop in your son those qualities that insure

No other military school offers such a varied and attractive military training. None other has
such an interesting body of students from all parts of the country.
consulting psychologist removes guesswork from
None other has such a thoroughly adequate equipment—a 3o0-acre
campus (with ten modern buildings) on a beautiful lake.
so completely the possibilities of a boy's affection.

The catalog fascinates everyone with red blood.

The Superintendent’s Office, CULVER MILITARY ACADEMY, Culver, Ind. (On Lake Maxinkuckee)

None other has developed such

None other has a school life that can grip

For a copy address

ELMHURST
Country school for girls, where health is considered first. Outdoor
sleeping, study and exercise. Certificate admits to colleges.
Number limited. R. F. D. 6, Box 2, Connersville, Indiana.

ROSE POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE
A College of Engineering. Courses in Mechanical, Electrical, Civil,
Chemical and Architectural Engineering. Extensive shops, Vwells
equipped laboratories in all departments, expenses low, 3znd year.
For catalogue and roicssmnafrug:ster of alumni, address
é} L. Mees, President, Terre Haure Indiana.

Schools Advertise in Scribner’s
because it pays them to do so; because it has paid them
fo do so for more than a quarter of a century; because
SCRIBNER'S carries the story of their facilities for Irain-
ing youth into so many representative homes each month.

SCHOOL

(ENDOWED)

HOWE

A TEACHER FOR EVERY TEN BOYS.
Every Boy Recites Every Lesson Every Day.
Boys Taught How To Study.

Thorough Preparation For College.

Graduates admitted to leading colleges on certificates.

Estate of 150 acres. g fine buildings. Thorough sanitation,

Healthful countrylife. Beautiful lakes. All athletic sports,
Separate School for Younger Boys.

For illustrated catalogue address

Rev. J. H. McKenzie, L.H.D., Rector,
Box 215, HOWE, INDIANA.

Ohio

MIiSS KENDRICK'S COLLEGIATE SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS (OAKHURST)
College Preparatory and General Courses, Hefined home life, and personal
supervision of students, Resident French teacher. Special opportunities
for Modern Languages, Music and Art. Certificate privileges to ern
Colleges, Miss Helen F. Kendrick, Frincipal, 723 and 724 Oak St,, Walnut
Hills, Cincinnati, Ohio.

Missouri

COTTEY COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Aceredited. Junior College, Prepamatory and Elective Courses.
Music, Domestic Science, Art and Expression. High standards of
work and character, ‘SErnr’LKe dormitory for young girls. Ideal
Christian Home. Outdoor sportz. Address Mrs. V A s
Stockard, President and Founder, Nevada, Missouri.

GLENDALE COLLEGE
A residence school for young women with unusual opportunities
for culture. Special arrangement for girls twelve years old, Cata-
logues and information sent upon application. h
Glendale, Ohio. (Suburban to Cincinnati.)

HOSMER HALL
A Home School for Girls, Limited number. Academicand College
Preparatory. Certificate admits to Smith, Vassar, Wellesley and
other colleges. Four Years Domestic Sc‘tenci" Course. Nlusic,
32nd year, Catalog on request. Miss Louise McNair, Principal,
4286 Washington Boulevard, St, Louis, Missouri.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 35



Private Schools

Lllinois

TFOREST ACAD

OR BOYS

ENY

TAKE,

AL P IEN /
Andrew C,

Eastern Training. Mid-Western School

Noze-peidieasy ;. homor ideals. No longer
Lest preparatory school-
Definite preparation
ard, etc., and for
Leautiful Ipca-
one hour from Chi-
LRSI, Swim-
including golf.

ALl athle

JUHN WAYAE RICIIARDS, Headmaster
Box 128, Lake Forest, LI,

ssiomal Schoals si

t of Ch
SCHOUWL
spital center,
beds in seven h i
Recent Dbene

ical advantages, T.aw
S ilrary of e
onal opportunities. Campus of Lil

Large gymuasium, new dormitories,
entrance to Medical School.  Typical
neering as a Views of

Alsa Liooks in Schools
Unatory, Commer Suinmer School

volumes, offer
an shores of Lak

Write for requi
lessons in Phanmacy.
Campus, Earning one’s
of Law, Dentistry, Mus
and Evanston Acadeiny.

E.S. BRANDT, 470 Northwestern University Bldg.
Dearborn and Lake - - - - - CHICAGO

The University School for Girls
receives forty resident pupils in the home

Building new, fireproof, with modern equipment
throughout, faces Lake Michigan, on Lake
Shore Drive, near Lincoln Park.

For Girls and Young Women. Rated a Junlor College of
Clasz A" by University of Lilinois.  Strong Preparatory courses,
Domestic Science, Music, Art.  Certificate admits to leading

aculty of 25, TIndividuality recognized. Outdoor
life, tennis, archery, baseball, hockey, gymnasium. Modern
Luildings and equipment.  78th year opens mid-September.
Two exfribits at Panama-Pacific Exposition, Catalog.

Miss Martina O, Erickson, Princlpal, Godfrey, I11,

College preparatory  courses

Educational meet entrance requirements of
references colleges and universities. Spe-
Harry Pratt Judson, cial courses in Art and Music.

Instruction given in Dalcroze
Eurythmics, Art of Expres-
sion, and Gymnastic Dancing.
Athletics include Basket-ball,
Badminton, Tennis, Field
Hockey, and Skating.
Nineteenth school year begins
Sept. 21,1915
For year book, addrean MISS ANNA R. HAIRE, Principal

THE UNIVERSITY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Box 18, 1106-1112 Lake Shore Drive, CHICAGO, ILL.

President of the Uni-

versity of Chicago
Jane Addams

Hull House,Chicago
John Dewey, Ph, D.

Professor of Philos-

ophy, Columbia Uni-

versity, N.Y. City

ToDpD SEMINARY FOR Boys

1000 feet above the sea.  Absolutely healthful. 68 years of successful train.
ing of boys 7 to 16 years old, Every graduale has proved himself a man,
Highly commended by mothers, Our ideal—"For Every Todd Boy a Good
Citizen.'  Write for book and information about Northern Summer Camp,
Noble Hill, Prin,, Woodstock, Illincis, (r hour from Chicago.)

MILITARY
ACADEMY

ated an *Honor School™ by the War Depariment, the highest
n, lt e or Busing Wark

«. Fireproof

= g pool 20X 6o,

Tuition $eoo.  For catalogue address

/

Western

Design;
ruting

Superlatendent, Box

Georgia

THE GEORGIA MILITARY ACADEMY
Splendidly equipped for mental, moral and physical development.
Altitude about 1200 ft. & miles from Atlanta. Large, efficient
faculty. Broad curriculum. “ Especially commended for prog-
ress " by War Dept.
Col. J. C. Woodward, A.M., Pres., College Park, Ga.

Florida

FLORIDA OPEN AIR ScHooOL
A Boarding and Day School for Girls on Cedar River, Jacksonville, Fla.
i.ol]ggeI‘r:patalury. Elective and Post Graduate Courses, Music, Certificate
admits toleading colleges. Gymnasium, outdoor sleepin perches, all single
reoms.  Field and aquatic sports. Resident Physical i)mb(‘tor. For Pro-
spectus, Mrs. Langdon Caskin, Principal, 1 Vemon Terrace, Jacksonville, Fla.
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Minnesota

Shattuck

on the honor basis. The school tradition

Rn)» respond to the Shattuek axiom:
is to be Trusted.
spire high ideals

cal and mental culture results in highest ac

Noted for its Collede Entrances, including Yale,
Harvard, Princeion, Columbia, Johns Hopkins, etc.

“A Boy's Sense of Right and Honor
Dhistinctively a military school, Shattuck is conducted
Designated by the U. 5. War Department as an Honor

School.  An equal thoroughness in phy lemic achievement. Shattuck

is noted for its educational standards and successful college preparatory work.  Six weeks' Summer School, June

to August. 16 build 200 acres. 5o miles south of St. Paul and Minneapolis.  For catalogue address
Col. VASA E. STOLBRAND, C.E.,, Headmaster, Drawer E, Taribault, Minnesoia

Maine

THE ABBOTT SCHOOL FOR Boys
An exceptionally well equipped small school. College certificate
privilege. Business course. Remarkable for contentment of boys
and health record. Ewvery vacancy filled the past year. Terms
$700. Summer Tutoring School.
George D, Church, M.A., Headmaster, Farmington, Me.

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

Vocational
Catalogue

Rhode Island

WAYNFLETE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A quiet, old-fashioned home-life and modern intellectual advan-
tages. Esteemed by parents who value thorough work and whole-
some pleasures for their daughters. College certificate,
Miss Crisfield, Miss Lowell, Principals, Portland, Maine.

THE SHEPARD SCHOOL
On Narragansett Bay. Every facility for the care of boys whose
hysical condition prevents their education in ordinary schools.
EI[L out of deors. Scientific methods. Boys learn to become
efficient by doing and observing. For booklet address Fred
Walker Burnham, M.A., Prin., & Hamilton Ave., Wickford, R. 1.

New Hampshire

HOLDERNESS SCHOOL FOR BOYS
Five buildings. Twenty acres. Preparesfor Colleges and Tech-
nical Schools. Ranks with the highest grade schools of New
England, yet by reason of endowment the tuition is moderate.
New gymnasium, Skating. All winter sports. 36th year,
Rev. Lorin Webster, L.H.D., Rector, Plymouth, N. H.

MoseEs BROWN ScHooOL
Uﬁpcr School—Thorough preparation for college and technical
ool. Manual Training. Extensive athletic fields, gymnasium,
swimming pool. Moderate rates. Lower \dmof——-Specml home care
and training of younger boys. Graded classes. Outdoor sports.
Catalog. Seth K. Gifford, Ph.D., Principal, Providence, E. I.

West Virginia

THE PHILLIPS EXETER ACADEMY
Unusual cpportunities for boys of exceptional character and
ability. risth year opens Sept. 15th, 1gr5. The Phillips Exeter
Academy, Lewis Perry, Principal, Exeter, New Hampshire.

ST. HILDA'S HALL

A School for Girls under the auspices of the Bishops of the Diocese (Episco-
pall. Near Washington, & miles from Harper's Ferry. College Preparatory
aud elective courses, Music and Art, Outdoor sports and athletics.  For
cataloy address Marah Pendleton Duval, Principal. (Principal of Stuart
Hall for the past sixteen years.) Charles Town, West Virginia.

Vermont

W isconsin

BISHOP HOPKINS HALL
A School for Girls on Lake Champlain.
Miss Ellen Seton Ogden, Principal,
Rock Point, Burlington, Vermont.

NORTHWESTERN MILITARY AND NAVAL ACADEMY
This well known select boys' school will occupy its new fireproof
building in so-acre park, on beautiful Lake Geneya, this fall.
Limited enrollment. Early correspondence advisable. Catalog.
Address Col. R, P. Davidson, Superintendent, Lake Geneva, Wis.

THE VERMONT ACADEMY FOR Boyvs
An ideal school for wholesome training and thorough education.
Certificate to colleges. Special attention to life in the open.
Lower school for younger boys. Terms $400-$500.
George B. Lawson, M.A., Principal, Saxtons River, Vermont.

GODDARD SEMINARY
In the Green Mountains, College entrance certificate, State
Teacher's Training Course. Music. Domestic Science. Commer-
cial Course. New equipment. Large endowment. 4 buildings.
Gymnasium. Athletic Field. _$250 a year—no extras.
Orlando K. Hollister, Litt.D., Prin,, Box 21, Barre, Vt.

If the School Problem Perplexes

write the Scheol and College Service for suggestions.
The service is free. Your inquiry will receive careful
consideration, and a prompl reply, based upon the data
contained in your letter. School and College Service,
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, New York.

St. John’s Military Academy

The School has a national reputation for the
high character of its scholastic work, the ex-
cellence of its military instruction and ‘the per—
fection of its physical training.
Write for catalogue.

I

an **Honor ™’
School by
U. 8. Govl.
e Address Box 20-B,
Delafield, Waukesha Co., Wis.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 37
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Tennessee

Technical School

MASSON, Registrar

SCcHOOL OF ENGINEERING
Practical | Al Education. All bra
iditions. 5

aught by practical instructors
ter at any time and complete
15 secured; many graduites
tiom. s for illustrated Catalog.  Fail
School of Eugineering of Milwaukee, 204

e
ten
Stroh B

Medical

MASSACHUSETTS COLLEGE OF OSTEOPATHY
Chartered 1897. Right to confer Doctor’s degree given by the
legislature.  Faculty of 60 physicians. Forty thousand dollar
college and hospital in process of erection. Opens Sept. 1jth.
Write for catalog. 13 Craigie 5t., Cambridge, Mass,

Music and Dramatic Arts

Institute of of thr e
Musical Art e Pork

An Endowed School—FRANK DAMROSCH, Director
Session Opens Oct. 11. Examinations for Admission Sept. 27 to Oct. 7,
The Tnstitute gives preference to those applicants whose natural
ability and earnest purpose give promise of musical excellence
Endowed and conducted without thought of profit, the Institute
commands the services of artist-teachers whose private terms
would be prohibitive to most students.  Tuition fees are mod-
erate and uniform

Besides providing a thorough and comprehensive musical edu-
cation to students in all branches, it 12 equipped to give the
highest advantages to the most exceptional talents, removing
the necessity of going abroad.

Correspondence invited from those desiving the best.
students admirtted as vacancies occur. Address

The Secretary, Box 627, 120 Claremont Ave., New York

Eligible

Chicago Musical College

DR. F. ZIEGFELD, President. Founded 1867

FOREMOST SCHOOL OF MUSIC
AND DRAMATIC ART
IN AMERICA

80 TEACHERS IN ALL DEPARTMENTS
50th SEASON OPENS SEPTEMBER 13

COMPLETE CATALOGUE- MAILED ON REQUEST
CARL D. KINSEY, MCR., 625 S. MICHIGAN AVE.
FREE AND PARTIAL SCHOLARSHIP APPLI-
CATIONS ACCEPTED UNTIL SEPT. =

Connected with
Mr. Charles
Frohman's

Empire Theatre

and Companies

AMERICAN
ACADEMY

Franklin H, Sargent

President

DRAMATIC ARTS

FOUNDED IN 18384

For Catalogue and Information, apply to

I The Secretary, Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New Yark

Teachers’ Agency

The Pratt Teachers’ Agency
70 Fifth Avenue, New York

Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools fn all

parts of the country

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

In answerinz advertisemen®s pleaze mention SCEiIéNER-?&'IAGXJ{{P&E

Miscellaneous

A HANDBOOK OF

THE BEST PRIVATE SCHOOLS

With a Chapter on Summer Camps for Boys and Girls,
Introductory and Historical Chapters, Comparative Tables of 1300
Schools, and Educational Directory.

A Critical and Discriminating Account of the Schools as they Are.
A GUIDE FOR PARENTS—A DESK-BOOK FOR EDUCATORS
Just out—The First Book on the Subject. 8vo., sy4 pp., Postpaid

$2.00. B-p. Hlustrated Deseriptive Circular on request.
PORTER E. SARGENT, 50 Congress 5t., Boston.

The Best Magazine

for school advertising is the one which has weight and
influence in the homes where the advantages of the Privale
School are recognized, appreciated, and acted upon. Such
a medium builds up an institution by supplying it with
students who will be a credit to it.




Winona CAMPS FOR Boys, Moose Fown
| Ei:,’hlhBSeariun. ddT\\'rn camps graded (ages 8 to 16). For Illus-
trated Booklet address

CAMP RIVERDALE C. E. Cobb, Denmark Inn, Drenmark, Maine.

Lowe Lake, Hamairow Couwty, N. ¥. In the Adirondacks.

Wholesome wilderness experience for 30 boys only. Send for story = = = = =

of one adventure, Booklet C. Telephone 125 Kingsbridge, or

address Frank 8. Hackett, Headmaster, Riverdale Country Schoel, CAMP WINAPE, I8 GREEN MOUNTAINS OF NORTHERN VERMONT

Riverdale-on-Hudson, N. Y. C. Fifty boys, nine Lml] lings, thirty ients. Eleven cups and forty
medals as prizes. All camp attractions. Physician. Matron,
Booklet on request.  S. W. Berry, 35 West 84th S5t., N. Y.

KYLE CAMP FOR Boys KEOKA CAMP FOR GIRLS
Catskitr Mountamvs, NEar Rip Van Wivere's Rock.  Model i 1
Bungalows—no damp tents. All land and water sports. Rifle
range; bowling alley. Amusement hall with piano and billiards.
Illustrated booklet, Dr, Paul Kyle, Box 57, Irvington-on-Hudzon,
KEvLE ScHOOL For Bovs, est. 1890, 22 miles from New York.

. Putnam, M.A,

'ER GAP, T'a
Iy situat
Dielaware R
+eKS Or more

mming, Tenuis
oa week. Laundry the only 5
is Cushman, 232 West 715t Street, \u w York City.

CAMP GAHAPA,
For boys of Christi
tiful

NMRONDACK MouNTAINS
= : Tune 3cth to Seprember 1st. 1

1 picturesiiie mountain coun
5. s may enter for two

1ts and bungalows,
recreation,  Terms §
Mrs. Anna S

28 miles from New York
Juniar and
ne durin
Il farms

MASSAWIPPI SUMMER ScHoOL WINNETAS KA, Laxe Asqguam, N. H.

North Hatley, Que.. on a beautiful lake just north 7 i " Place of Pleasant Laughter.” A camp that makes
gitls vigorous, self-reliant, democratic,  Tramping,
camping and canoeing trips. Nature study., Hand-
icraits, all sports. Address Dr. and Mrs, John B.
May, 646 Waban Ave., Waban, Mass,

-playing.
school and college entr
Dir, Charle:

QUANSET. THE CAPE CoD CAMP FOR GIRLS
tith season. Swimming, canoeing, sailing, taught under safest CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS

conditions. Exceptional training in Land Sports. Pageant. Mu- Inquiries regarding Camps and Summer Schools will receive
sical comedy. Riding. Separate camp for little girls. [lustrated careful consideration.  Address School and College Service,
booklet. Scribner’s Magazine, New York.

Mrs. E.A.W. Hammatl 15Water St., Newton Centre, Mass.

CAmMP PﬂSSUMFSIC FOR YOUNG BDYS pINE TREE CAMP
ON LAKE FAIRL VT. Bungalows, Ar
room, thorough I
free for all; mou
two manths $aisc
sumpaic Lodge,  Address

William W. Clendenin, 120 Vista PL, Mt Vernon, N Y

water, screened din un,, For Girls, on Iu_luullll Naomi 1

a specialty
with younger children accommodated d{ J s

Have the young fo]k spend this summer out-of-doors at a well-
conducted summer camp.

 Boys and girls crave an outdoor life in summer. A real camp in the wilds
with companions of their own age where they can hunt, fish, boat, climb moun-
tains and otherwise live their ideal existence, is the most natural of all youthful
desires. All real boys and girls have had it always.

 Write the School and College Service of Scribner's Magazine if the camp or
summer school problem puzzles you. Your inquiry will receive individual con.
sideration and prompt reply. Please give as much information as possible. Address

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York
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Vg Anorer iy

Trade-marks are the
guides which enable
the purchaser to repeat
every satisfactory buy-
ing experience and to
avoid the repetition of
every unsatisfactory
buying experience.

National advertising 1s
the force which induces
agreatnumber of people
to #ry a product—so that
the economy of quantity
production can be at-
tained if the product
gets general approval.

The trade-mark is the
thing which identifies a
maker so that we can
repeat—or avoid re-
peating—the experience
we have with his goods.

| s

il Perviodical Advertising

National advertising i1s
the thing which makes
enough of us use a prod-
uct so that it can be pro-
duced economicallyand can
be sold to usat a price much
lower than the manufac-
turer would have to charge
if he sold to only a few.

These are the reasons why
trade-marked, nationally
advertised goods are so
generally the best goods of
their kinds and are sold at
such relatively low prices.

Trade-marks and national
advertising, working to-
gether, are the two most
valuable public servants in
businesstoday. Theirwhole
tendency is to raise quali-
ties and standardize them,
while reducing prices and
stabilizing them.

=

e E

X, SCRIBNERS W/
S MACAZINE

SCRIBNER’S
MEMBER OF THE QUOIN CLUB

THE NATIONAL PERIODICAL ASSOCIATION
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~ FIFTH-AVENUE —

IFTH AVENUE is a neighborhood
—a neighborhood with a personality,
not merely a thoroughfare with a
name. A dozen years ago it was the place
above all others to come to live. To-day it
is the place above all others to come to buy.

New York shifts the figures upon its
checker-board rapidly. Not long ago the
exclusive shopping section rubbed elbows,
at Fourteenth Street, with the less exclu-
sive. But the growth could be no greater
to the southward.

Enfin! The trail led northward. Above
Forty-second Street the shops were hud-
dled modestly beneath the frowns of marble
and brownstone residences. To-day they
are dotted thickly here, and others, seeking
for admission, crowd in closely from the by-
ways that feed the parent stream of custom.

It is appropriate that there should be some
place where one can learn just where and
what to buy. This section of our magazine
will be an introduction for our readers to
the greatest shopping district, certainly in
this country, perhaps in the world.

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

In shopping, kindly mention SCRIBNER'S

The brawnstane col-
ony is yielding step by
step, A landmark
that has stoed for
years a half a dozen
blocks above the Scrib-
nerBuildinghas given
way, and now a busi-
ness house goes up
amongils arislocratic
neighbars.

A definite impression
seems to have per-
vaded the merchants'
world that to be down-
town was to be forgot-
ten or, worse by far,

ignored. A score of
well-known names
have abandoned their
famous homes—many
not so far dewntown
—to build their great
new marble piles
within the chosen
zone.

Now, all this concen-
tration of the greatest
in the nation's shops
has had a purpose—
that the shopper in
New York conld find
with little effort and
with pleasure any-

thing that the purse
can buy.  Somewhere
along this thorough-
farve, or the rurnings
that edge it in, one
may find at a price the

40a
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work of any old mas-
ter, precious sfones as
exquisite as the cromn
of anymonarch, ravest
of laces, mast intri-
cale of rapestrics.
Here are collections
of old silver, of first
editions, of marvel-
lons glass-ware and
delicate china, of
Surniture wronpht by
anr ancesiors.

Mingled with the
greatest of the past
is the besr of 1he

present.  To this su-
preme market-place
the peaple of the earth
are sending their
choicest wares, day
after day, year after
year. The ereators of
women's adornment
contribute the worl
of their imagina-
tiens. The designers
of man'scomfort and
convenicnce here affcr
their most ingenions
innovations. Here
the man and woman
of refinement and cul-
ture may buy any-

thing that will satisfy
a wmost discrimina-
ting rtaste.

And whocames to this
great market-place to
fuy?  New Yorkers,
to be sure.

The *QUALITY " of MAILLARD

The name of Maillard has stood for quality, excellence
and distinction in candies for over sixey years. It is
upon the “Quality " of all their products that Maillard’s
world-wide reputation and preeminence has been built.
BONBONS - CHOCOLATES
FRENCH PASTRIES - ICE CREAMS
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Summer Reading
All the New and Recent Books, in
every Department of Literawre,
especially recommended for pe-
rusal in the season of leisure.

Periodical Department |
Short Term Subscriptions, etc.. etc,
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Sfashionable

Open Air Restaurant
of the

RitzCarlton

Hotel
Madison Ave. at 46St.

Newﬁvk

NOW OPEN

Its distinctive features char-
acterize this as the coolest
and most attractive Sum-
mer Restaurant in the City.
Its advantages are greatly
appreciated by discrimi-
nating patrons.
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Their fimousines
crawl slowly through
the traffic held iv check
by poalice at every
corner.  Their quiet
browghams are drawn
against the curbs.
They clamber to the
‘hus-topsinallweatl -
ers, and their foa:-
steps heat upon the
sidewalks in the
erowd.

Fifth Avenune's char-
acter would be safe
were it only for the
tea-hour, when all
New York—New York
that buys—is thers.
Upon the walks are
seen, firstin A merica,
the styles which
afterward, well re-
ceived, will sweep the

Never was
it greater as.a prom-
enade than now—rio-

couniry.

day. Noneed to wai:
to see it on an Faster
maorning. Theswing-
ing crowd, the spark-
ling faces, the well-
groomed people of
New Yuork are there
onany day that's fine.
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GORHAM
is the accepted choice for
the Silver of Sentiment
and the Silver of Service

A gift, for example, should carry the Gorham name
—indeed to give silverware without the Gorham name is
so rare as fo be almost a breach of gift etiquette!

And what is true of gifts of silverware to others is
doubly true with respect to the silverware with which,
from time lo lime, you enrich the possessions of home.

The name Gorham is as substantial as that metal
in yvhich the Gorham Sitversmiths have wrought eg/aty-
[fve years of leadership in the silvepyare of sentitment
and service.

Look for the Gorham trade-martk.

on all sterling @&
sﬂyerwargg @

That trade-mark on a piece of sibveryare, be the price
fittle or large, establishes fidelity of design and infeg-
tity of workmanship, and is universally recognized as
the standard for solid sitver and for sibvervare value.

Ask for Gorham Siberware in any of

the leading jewelers stores amywhere—
it costs no more, but the yield is greater.
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WARFARE

BY CHARLES LINCOLN FREESTON

Founder Member of the Royal Aero Club of Great Britain and Ireland

SJHE development of aviation

as a science has long been
“'\ watched with varying de-
grees of interest by every
civilized nation, but its ap-
“ plication to military pur-
poses is a matter of more or less secret
history. Few people, for example, know
why, when the outlook was threatening to
the last degree, Germany and France did
not actually come to blows at the time of
the Morocco crisis. It so happened that
the French military manceuvres had just
taken place, and the aeroplanes with
which France had by that time provided
herself in large numbers performed such
amazing feats, and foreshadowed so dras-
tic a revolution in warfare, as to petrify
with astonishment all the foreign attachés
who were present on the field. Just when
every one was expecting war to be de-
clared at any moment, the German
representatives hastened to Berlin and
pointed out that, as Germany’s own aero-
plane equipment was at that time all but
a negligible quantity, it would be utterly

hopeless for her to enter upon a war
against France with any prospect of suc-
cess.  When one sees what has been done
in the present war by the aviators of both
sides alike it is easy to understand the
correctness of Germany's decision in the
Morocco period, for so remarkable a
preponderance as then existed on the
French side would have gone far toward
outweighing the German superiority in
numbers where its ordinary army was con-
cerned. Instead of declaring war, Ger-
many set to work to develop her “fourth
arm,” with the result that when she took
the field against France in 1914 she had a
colossal array of aeroplanes and trained
pilots to control them.

It was a single event, too, which
speeded up the British War Office—re-
putedly the most conservative of human
institutions. Aviation had been devel-
oping with rapid strides in Great Britain
for a good number of years, and the gov-
ernment had been even moved to devote
a grant for the production of aeroplanes
on military lines. The money provided,

Copyright, 1915, by Charles Scribner's Sons.  All rights reserved.
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2 The Aeroplane in Warfare

however, fell very far short of the require-
ments of the case, in view of the immense
progress already achieved in France, and
the speed with which Germany was en-
deavoring to set her house in order.
Nevertheless, the British Government

the advocates of progress to point out
that if a British aviator could fly thus
easily and speedily into German territory,
a visitation from a German aviator, or
German aviators, was equally feasible.
More convincingly than ever was it shown

The PBritish Royal Flying Corps in camp.

From a photograph taken during the war.

and the War Office continued to regard
the question as an insular matter pure and
simple, in spite of the reiterated protests
of the leaders of British aviation, who
knew what was being accomplished else-
where. Obviously some striking lesson,
of instantaneous value, was needed to con-
vince the government of the error of its
ways, but it wasleft for a small committee
of practical patriots to provide the lever
which should burst open the coffers of the
reluctant treasury. The intrepid Gustav
Hamel was engaged to attempt a long-dis-
tance flight from England across the Chan-
nel, and thence over foreign soil. After
an initial failure which, so far as I am
aware, has not been recorded previously,
he made a triumphant journey right over
into Germany, reached Disseldorf (two
hundred and thirty miles) in three hours
and ten minutes, and finished twenty miles
farther on in Cologne. It was open to

that Great Britain was no longer an island
so far as concerned immunity from dis-
tant attack. The War Office woke up,
the government voted the money, and the
training of military and also naval avia-
tors proceeded apace.

As a practical result, British military
aviation had undoubtedly attained a
greater degree of organization before the
war broke out than at one time appeared
possible, or indeed than was realized by
the British public. Like every other de-
partment, of course, its personnel and
equipment were not based upon a scale in
any sense commensurate with the magni-
tude of the gigantic war with which the
nation was suddenly confronted, but nev-
ertheless were ready and complete enough
to astound, by their effective work, every
man who was not already aware of their
inspiring capabilities. At the very out-
set of the campaign they saved the Brit-




Australian pilot, Captain Watt (in front seat) of the French Military Aeronautical Service.

Since the war bewan Captain Wait has been decarated by General Toflre with the Legion of Honor

ish Expeditionary Force from extinction,
for, if his aviators had not warned him
in time, General Sir John French would
not have known of the oncoming of im-
mense German hordes charged with the
Kaiser’s express command to wipe out the
“contemptible little army.” As every
one knows, the memorable retreat from
Mons was strenuous enough as it was,

and ranks as one of the greatest of mil-
itary achievements; but in his historic
despatch Sir John French could not con-
ceal his satisfaction with the services
which his gallant flying men had rendered,
while General Joffre awarded the British
Flying Corps the decoration of the Legion
of Honor forthwith.

As the British aviators began, so they

French armored aeroplane mounted with a rapid-fire gun.



4 The Aeroplane in Warfare

continued, and the history of their achieve-
ments is one long record of deeds of gal-
lantry and daring. Fired by these ex-
ploits large numbers of young men passed
through the schools and were enrolled as
pilots, while the manufacture of aero-
planes was pushed forward in every avail-
able factory. The efficiency of the flying

in twelve minutes! Another aviator left
Farnborough, in Hampshire, with a stiff
gale behind, flew down to the coast,
crossed the Channel, and sped across
France to Sir John French’s headquarters
in an hour and a half, and it is computed
that the machine at times must have at-
tained a speed of one hundred and fifty

r

A French Deperdussin monoplane equipped with a Benet-Mercier machine gun.

contingents at the front has not only been
increased accordingly from month to
month, but the outstanding feature of the
aerial warfare has unquestionably been
centred in its scientific no less than its
military value. Whether voluntarily or
under orders, flights have been made, and
with conspicuous success, of a kind which
had never before been attempted. In
wind force nothing short of a hurricane
has prevented the aviators from carrying
out their duties, while the machines them-
selves have proved capable of things
which only enthusiasts would have ven-
tured to predict; indeed, reconnaissances
in ninety-mile-an-hour gales have been
officially recorded. The art of flying by
night, too, has received an extraordinary
stimulus.

As anillustration, in passing, of the ad-
vances made from the technical point of
view, since the war actually began, I may
mention two unrecorded feats which were
performed only a few days before I write.
A friend of my own crossed the English
Channel, from Folkestone to Boulogne,

milesan hour. As tothe first-named feat,
the fact may be recalled that M. Blériot,
in his epic flight across the Channel, took
thirty-five minutes, while, as regards the
second, it is sufficient to point out that
Lord Kitchener at the War Office and the
commander-in-chief at the front could
communicate by aeroplane, if need be,
with a celerity that is only rivalled by the
telephone itself.

To General Joffre, no doubt, the capa-
bilities of the aeroplane came less as a sur-
prise than to Sir John French, and this
may account for the fact that the services
of French aviators have received infre-
quent mention in the despatches. It was
not, in fact, until March of this year that
it was stated that, from the beginning of
the war up to the end of January, the
French flying squadrons had carried out
about 10,000 reconnaissances, correspond-
ing to more than 18,000 hours of flight.
According to official estimate, the actual
distances which these flights involved
amounted to no less than 1,800,000 kilo-
metres, or forty-five times the circumfer-
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(s The Acroplane in Warfare

cnce of the world,  These hgures show
strikingly cnough the efficiency of the
aeroplane as a military adjunct, without
drawing any invidious and wholly un-
necessary comparisons as to the records of
the airmen of other nations; but to the
French communiqué was added a state-
ment as Lo “‘grievous losses, which are
comparable to and often more severe than
those of other arms so far as the number
of killed, wounded, and missing is con-
cerned.”

The explanation of this sentence is not
one which is ever likely to be published in
official documents, nor has it up to the
present been manifested elsewhere. Noth-
ing has been more remarkable, so far as
concerns the British aviation corps of
hoth sections, than the astonishingly small
degree of failure, either as regards men or
machines. The number of deaths, either
from accidents connected with flight as
such, or from the enemy’s artillery, has
certainly not exceeded three per cent.
Not for a moment, however, could it be
said that the flying men of the British
forces have been coddled and those of
the French ordered to take extreme risks;
the most dangerous ventures, indeed, in
the shape of organized raids, have been

carried out by the Royal Naval Air Serv-
ice.

The plain truth of the matter is that,
relying upon their superiority in equip-
ment as compared with the air depart-
ments of other nations, the French had
allowed their military aviators to grow
slack, and at the time when the war broke
out they were by no means in a state
of high efficiency. The government ma-
chines were neither of the latest nor best,
nor were the men who handled them the
most expert the country could produce,
either as pilots or mechanics, while trained
observers were at an utter discount. The
losses referred to in the statement above
quoted, there is reason to believe, were for
the most part sustained in the earlier
months of the war, and matters assumed
a different aspect when reorganization
was effected, although meanwhile the
French army had to borrow from the
Royval Flying Corps of General French.
But not only were new and better ma-
chines eventually forthcoming, but the
services of well-known civilian pilots were
enlisted, and experts such as Verrier and
Louis Noel were summoned from the Eng-
lish aviation grounds, where they were
giving exhibition flights. France has never

Frone v pientographe copyragat . fupeead Press Adgeny.

A British gun-carrying hiplane, showing the armored seats,
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lacked skilled and daring aviators in
plenty; all that was wrong was that avia-
tion had been mismanaged on its mili-
tary side. Even the French losses, how-

yond doubt that, to a large extent, an
aviator may be said to bear a charmed life
even when over the enemy’s fire. Time
and time again machines have descended

Commander Samson, K. N, commanding a wing of the Royal Naval Air Service, seated in a
Maurice Farman bipiane

ever, have been fewer than might have
been expected as compared with popular
ideas of the dangerous nature of aviators’
work, and on the law of averages most
people would have calculated upon a
higher percentage of disaster even if the
same number of flights had taken place
under peace conditions.

Two main factors, indeed, have to be
borne in mind when considering the ex-
traordinary efficiency and comparative
immunity from loss of the aviation squad-
rons of the Allied armies. The first was
known before the war began. Aviation
may be said to have entered the realm of
practical science when it was discovered
that, notwithstanding the fact that an
aeroplane is heavier than air and working
against gravity by the power of its engine,
the pilot is nevertheless not solely depend-
ent upon the latter for the preservation of
his own life. A headlong and fatal flight
to earth was assumed to be inevitable
when the engine failed; but when it was
shown in due course that an aeroplane
could glide down in spirals and alight with-
out disaster, if only the pilot could choose
a safe landing-place, the problem of flight
assumed an entirely new phase.

As for the second factor, which only the
war has taught us, it has been shown be-

with their planes honeycombed with bul-
lets, and it has been shown that to bring
anairman down by gun-fire or rifle-fireitis
necessary either to kill or wound the man
himself or to damage an integral part of
the machine to a degree that makes it
uncontrollable. Rifle-fire has proved in-
effective, save by sheer luck, but anti-
aircraft guns are a more serious matter.
They can fire almost straight up in the
air to a distance of about seven thousand
vards, and the Germans place their guns
in groups, so that when an aviator is
sighted he has not to fear a single weapon
only, but enters upon a zone of fire. This
fact notwithstanding, he escapes oftener
than not by a quick change of course,
coupled with a rapid ascent, and the op-
portunities of effective marksmanship are
generally inferior to the pilot’s chances
of escape. What he fears, indeed, even
more than the prospect of being actually
hit is the disturbing effect of shell-fire on
the stability of his machine, and there is
no gainsaying the fact that aviators gen-
erally, from this cause, experience many
anxious moments. As a matter of gen-
eral practise, however, it has been found
that reconnaissance work is fairly safe at
anything above six thousand feet. Inso-
much as rays of light diverge from the
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human eye, a machine that is travelling
at any considerable altitude appears to
be absolutely stationary, and its speed
cannot be gauged, while at a height any-
thing near the full range of the guns it is,
of course, invisible.

It is almost superfluous to say that no
official details have been vouchsafed as to
the composition of the Royal Flying Corps
or the Royal Naval Air Service of the
British Expeditionary Force. Asan illus-
tration of the tardiness with which in-
formation filters through from the front,
I mayv mention that it was not until the
war had been in progress for seven months,
or, in other words, a month after the arti-
cle on “The Motor in Warfare' appeared
in ScrIBNER'S MAGAZINE, that any mate-
rial reference was made by the official

seaplaie equipped with a one-and-a-half-pounder gun,

“Eye-witness at the front to the question
of mechanical transport, by which time,
however, he was pleased to inform the
world that this was “a petrol war.” 1
may state here, however, that the number
of machines employved by both wings of
the British forces was about two hundred
in all in March last, since when, however,
the government orders have been rapidly

maturing from week to week. No one
type is paramount. Though the govern-
ment factory, of course, favors the

“BEz" biplanes of its own design, the
output is not particularly large. Official
plans were supplied to motor-car factories
and others, but rapidity of production was
hampered by the fact that numerous alter-
ations of design were made from head-
quarters.

Liratishi-built Curtiss fiying buat, ar Lrighton, Eugland.
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Meanwhile, the various aeroplane man-
ufacturers themselves have been working
on government orders for their own ma-
chines, and have produced these at a much
more expeditious rate than the official fac-
tory itself. As a result, the types are no
less varied than they were at the outbreak

The aviator is seated wpder the win

of the war, when everything that was
availableat themoment was requisitioned.
The monoplane is out of favor because it
is neither so speedy nor so stable as the
biplane, but it has nevertheless figured at
the front because of the exigencies of the
occasion. The preponderance of the bi-
plane is, nevertheless, emphatic, although
in great diversity of pattern. While it may
be said that the capabilities of the distinct-
ive types were well known to aviators be-
fore the fateful August 3d of last year,
sundry reputations have been materially
enhanced. The Avro biplanes, for exam-
ple, have proved remarkably efficient, and
are a striking example of the rewards of
persistent endeavors on the part of their
inventor, Mr.A. V. Roe. DMany years ago
T saw him vainly striving to rise from the
earth on a little triplane, fitted with a nine-
horse-power motor, at the first aviation

meeting ever held in England, amid gen-
eral laughter.  The Avro of to-day, with
an eighty-horse-power Gnome motor, can
do 84 miles an hour, with a slowest speed
of 30, and can land at 20, while it has laid
Lo its credit the most remarkable achieve-
ment of the war. When the Admiralty

aircraft raid on Friedrichshafen took place,
the machines by which this feat was ac-
complished were three Avros which had
never before made a single flight. Con-
structed in the north of England, they
were packed straightway in crates and
sent to Belfort, on the French side of the
Swiss frontier. There they were unpacked
and assembled, and were mounted forth-
with by the gallant trio—Squadron-Com-
mander Briggs, Lieutenant Babington,
and Lieutenant Sippe. Briggs, it will be
remembered, was wounded in the head
and taken prisoner, but the other two re-
turned and landed within 250 yards of
the spot from which they started, having
flown about 240 miles in wintry weather,
and mostly over enemy territory.

In point of speed, however, the chief
honors have been gained by machines
of the “baby,” or “tabloid,” scout type.



LFrench anmy monoplane mounted with 1ot

veuty-horse-power Renault Motor,
Lristol scout, tabloid type.

Euglish army seaplane.

TYPES OF



MILITARY AEROPLANES.
Avrn, Sopwith ** tableid ** biplane.
Genman Albatros biplane, Caudron biplane.
Supwith biplane,
Gennan Albatros—Taube seaplane.
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They are biplanes with very small planes,
and are equal to a speed of go to 100 miles
an hour, and a slow speed of 40; they re-
quire, however, a particularly skilful type
of pilot. The Bristol, Short, “BEz2,” Sop-
with, Avro, De Havilland, Blackburn, and
Handasyde may be mentioned as British
aeroplanes which have done chief service

The Aeroplane in Warfare

sin, Caudron, Henri and Maurice Farman,
with a new type of the latter, and the
Morane “parasol,” all being biplanes with
the exception of the last-named. The
Caudron can rise three thousand metres
in ten minutes but is not overspeedy in a
straight flight. The new Voisin is a large
and powerful machine, fitted with a two-

The Lewis machine gun.

This gun is largely vsed in afrcraft and is so light it can be used as a hand weapon.,

It was

invented by Colomel Lewis, of the United States army, was perfected in
Belgium, and is now built in England.

at the front, while there are, of course, a
number of machines of French pattern
which have long been manufactured under
license in British factories. The engines
themselves also, with the exception of the
Green, are all of foreign type, though
manufactured in England. The famous
rotary Gnome motor is largely employed,
but the Renault, with eight inclined cylin-
ders, and the Austro-Daimler are also used
to a considerable extent, and ever since
the war began have been manufactured in
leading British motor-car factories, such
as the Daimler, Rolls-Royce, and Arrol-
Johnston.

In France a curious situation arose at
the outset, inasmuch as certain types of
aeroplanes were deemed unsuitable for
military purposes, and their manufac-
turers were confronted with the prospect
of either closing down their business or
producing machines to government order
from the designs of their own rivals; the
Blériot factory among others had to set to
work upon the making of biplanes. The
most prominent types in use are the Voi-

hundred-horse-power motor, and is built
of steel; it can not only carry a machine
gun, but a good number of bombs as well,
while itslanding-power has been improved
as compared with its prototypes.

As for the Germans, they had taken the
lesson of the Morocco incident so seriously
to heart that they entered the theatre of
war with an aeroplane equipment which
was far in excess of that of any other coun-
try; indeed, it is believed that the Ger-
man aeroplanes were quite 1,500 in num-
ber, with between 6oo and oo pilots.
They were of various types, chief among
which was the Taube, in several varieties,
both monoplane and biplane, together
with the Albatros, also in both forms, and
the Aviatik, D. F. W., and L. V. G. hi-
planes. The motors employed were the
Mercédés and the Benz. The first-named
engine, by the way, is the best thing
yet produced for its purpose in the avia-
tion world, where reliability and duration
of flight are concerned. In the earlier
months the Taube machines were the
most prominent, not only by their number
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but by their distinctive shape. Asa mat-
ter of fact, however, though they resem-
bled and were named as ‘“doves,” the

Austrian inventor, Etrich, whose designs
the Germans unblushingly annexed, (_lid
not take his idea of the wing formation

The Acroplane in Warfare

just received, Herr Etrich had passed over
Calais |

Eventually large numbers of the Taube
machines were eliminated from the field
by accident or attacks in mid-air. The
German pilots have proved far inferior in
initiative and skill to those of the
Allies, and were evidently trained
too much on military lines pure
and simple. Even their the-
atrical displays over Paris came
to naught, and were regarded as
an interesting diversion by the
inhabitants of the gay city, who
used to crowd the bridges when-
ever the “doves” were signalled
ar expected. On one occasion an
enterprising person brought outa
large number of chairs and hired
them to spectators at so much
per head, but on that particular
morning no hostile aircraft ap-
peared, and the unlucky specu-
lator was thrown into the Seine
by his indignant patrons. The
most useful thing that the Ger-
man aviators have ever done was
the saving of Von Kluck's army
from annihilation, as they were
able to inform him of the unsus-
pected presence of General Foch's
army in the neighborhood of
Amiens and also of large forces
behind Paris. Without this fore-
warning Von Kluck’s army would
certainly have been cut to pieces,

From a photogsuph by the Sport and General Fress dyency, Lid., Londan, but thanks to the aergplanes he
French army airman starting on a reconnoitring trip over the was able to extricate himself jUSt
German lines in northern France.

from a bird, but from the leaf of the za-
nolia-tree. The impression, nevertheless,
created even by the original Etrich mono-
planes when in flight was essentially that
of a giant bird. I have never seen any-
thing more beautiful, in fact, than an
Etrich which flew over my head on a Lon-
don golf-course during a short visit which
the inventor himself paid to England.
And thereby hangs a tale. Herr Etrich
drove in a taxicab to the flving-ground at
Hendon, in order to pick up his machine
and fly home. Heforgot, however, to dis-
charge the cabman, and after waiting five
hours the latter proceeded to make in-
quiries as to his fare. He was met with
the reply that, according to a telegram

in time. The Austrians, too,

would not have been able to
hold Przemysl for five months but for the
fact that their aeroplanes located the Rus-
sian guns wherever they were laid.

The work of the aviators at the front
has been a curious admixture of purely
routine operations and feats of supreme
personal danger. The primary duty, of
course, of a military aviator is that of
effective reconnaissance. It may take the
form of watching for the advance of hos-
tile troops, directing artillery fire, or the
locating of the enemy’s concealed batteries
when they have got to work. But what
is sauce for the goose is proverbially sauce
for the gander, inasmuch as the enemy is
always endeavoring to achieve like pur-
poses, and a highly important feature of
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the aviator’s services is that of warding
off the reconnaissances of his opponents.
Now, one of the things of which the Royal
Flying Corps has especially good reason
to be proud is the undoubted way, as tes-
tified by Sir John French himself at a very
early stage of the proceedings, in which it
established an ascendency in this respect
over the German aircraft. Aviators with
whom I have conversed many months
later have convinced me that this feature
has been maintained throughout. The
value of the German equipment has been
largely neutralized by the fact that when-
ever a British pilot sees an enemy machine
he goes for it without a moment’s hesita-
tion, and in the resultant aerial duels the
Germans have lost so many machines and
men that now they generally decline to
put up a fight, and retire from the scene as
hastily as possible, in which process they
are undoubtedly helped by the great
power of their machines.

The methods of repelling an aerial at-
tack are various, and depend, of course,
on the types of machine engaged. It is
commonly supposed that one pilot invari-
ably attempts to rise above the other and
shoot or drop bombs from above; but the
British aviators have lately adopted an-
other method with success, if the hostile
aircraft is a biplane, by getting in front of
it from below, and thus obtaining a fair
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gaged, and also of their armament. A
pilot may be alone, or the machine may be
a two-seater with an observer armed with

French armored maonoplane with a Hotchkiss
rapid-fire gun.

a rifle. The position of the observers,
moreover, is also dependent on the type
of machine. On the larger English and
French biplanes he

is placed right in
front, while on the
German biplanes,
which have heavy
engines, he is a good
way behind the pi-
lot, and incidentally
in a much more de-
sirable position in
every way. The
carrying of machine
guns and the armor-
ing of aeroplane
bodies is the excep-
tion rather than the
rule, but the seats

A German L. V G. biplane {wings off), captured by the Royal Flying Corps
and guarded by French sentries.

mark at the pilot himself. The circum-
stances vary, however, in every case ac-
cording to the nature of the machines en-

themselves are high
and bullet-proof
more often than
not.

While reconnaissance work, as has been
mentioned, is the main duty of the aero-
planist in war, his power of offensive oper-
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ations is by no means to be despised, and
almost daily sorties are made from the
Allies’ lines in order to drop bombs on
hatteries, powder magazines, ammunition
trains, railway junctions, aeroplane parks,
submarines, etc., and often to invaluable
effect. So far as the British forces are

The Aeroplane in Warfare

Volumes might be written, if all the
facts were known, as to the innumerable
thrilling adventures and narrow escapes
which have been incidental to this aerial
warfare throughout. A certain number
have found their way into the world’s
press, and others one hears of privately,

A British aetoplane camp.

concerned, this has been done in routine but it is safe to say that many will never
fashion by the Royal Flying Corps, but berecorded. Inthesecond category may
wherever a great distance is involved the be mentioned the remarkable experience
work has been performed by the Royal of an English aviator named Mapplebeck.
Naval Air Service, whose daring exploits A fragment of a shell entered his right hip,
have been the most dramatic events of the struck a five-franc piece in his pocket, and
whole war. Not only have they achieved the splinters of each ploughed across his

the most important practical results, but
their moral effect has been tremendous,
and Teutonic complacency must have re-
ceived a series of very severe shocks by
the magnificent raids on Diisseldorf, Cux-
haven, Friedrichshafen, Hoboken, and
other places. The combined raid, more-
over, of English and French machines, to
the number of forty, on the Belgian litto-
ral must have provided one of the most
imposing spectacles of the war; at the same
time, it may be pointed out that artistic
imagination, as displayed in theillustrated
papers at the time, was hopelessly at fault
in showing the forty machines rising into
the air ensemble like a flock of birds, for the
simple reason that they were despatched
one by one, at five-minute intervals.

body to his left hip. By all the laws of
surgery he ought to have bled to death.
He retained consciousness, however, un-
til he alighted, and was then, after tem-
porary attention, despatched to a base
hospital, where the surgeons found that
though anartery had actually been pierced
it had been automatically plugged by a
severed muscle. Verrier, the French ex-
pert, also effected a descent under ex-
traordinary conditions. Onelegwas com-
pletely paralyzed by the enemy’s fire,
while the observer on board was even
more seriously wounded, and Verrier had
to guide his machine earthwards not only
when all but disabled himself, but with
the whole weight of his passenger leaning
on the control levers.
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In the way of sensational falls two may
be mentioned as specially noteworthy.
One of the best-known British aviators,
Mr, B. C. Hucks, was flying against a
sixty-mile-an-hour gale, at a height of
six thousand feet above the German lines,
but in spite of his slow speed trusted to
his altitude to save himself from artillery
fire. A shell found its mark, however,
and passed between Hucks and his ob-
server. It opened up a big hole in the
fabric, and carried away a main strut, two
ribs, and the petrol pipes. These facts
notwithstanding, however, he managed to
alight with safety. Flight-Commander
C. Grahame-White, during the naval air
raid on the Belgian coast, ran into a fierce
snowstorm, which overweighted his planes,
disturbed the balance of his machine, and
literally hurled him into the sea from a
height of seven thousand feet. After being
thirty-five minutes in the water he was
picked up by a French mine-sweeper, which
was then shelled for an hour and a half by
German guns. Truly a lively experience.

Very remarkable, too, are the instances
which go to show the way in which pilots
have escaped disaster under other condi-
tions than that of disablement, but none
the less abnormal. One member of the
Royal Flying Corps, for example, was ren-
dered almost completely dazed by shell-
fire at close quarters, and lost command of
his machine. For some little time it gy-
rated about in all manner of ways, and
finally ““looped the loop,” but before the
point of actual disaster was reached he
regained possession of his faculties and
alighted with the machine under control.
A naval airman when flying seaward en-
tered a thick white cloud and wholly lost
his sense of direction. He only realized
that he was upside down on finding that
things were falling out of his pockets.
Then his belt broke, and he had to hang
on by his knees and elbows. At length he
emerged from the cloud and saw the sea
apparently over his head, but was able to
right his machine and continue his flight.

Baron de Neufville flew for three hours
above the German lines near Arras, at a
height of nine thousand feet and in a tem-
perature of thirty degrees below freezing-
point. Even the anti-aircraft guns, as he
remarked, did not serve to warm him! A
young English aviator, the bullet-holes in
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whose planes bear testimony to his re-
peated exposure to fire, had one narrow es-
cape with an amusing ending. Mistaken
for a German airman, he was fired at by
the French and forced to descend through
the puncturing of his petrol-tank. When
the mistake wasdiscovered, of course, pro-
fuse apologies were forthcoming, and he
was presented by the mayor of the district
with a bouquet ! Talking of bullet-holes,
by the way, I may mention that the record
is held by a British aviator who, escaping
from a hail of shrapnel, counted ninety
separate punctures in his planes.

It is not to be supposed that the flying
man misses any opportunity of poking fun
at the enemy. A French aviator flew
over Antwerp and dropped leaflets to en-
liven the inhabitants. The Germans, of
course, opened fire, and thought they had
winged him, but to their chagrin he
“looped the loop ' several timesin obvious
derision, then sailed away. Hoodwink-
ing the Germans under much more danger-
ous conditions has been practised several
times with consummate daring. Verrier,
for example, found himself over a German
camp, and immediately became the ob-
ject of a furious fire. He “banked"” right
over and dropped like a wounded bird,
but when at close quarters he suddenly
righted the machine, distributed half a
dozen bombs in the middle of the camp,
and in the resultant confusion effected his
escape. As a matter of fact, however,
it is absolutely necessary for the British
naval aviators, at all events, to do some-
thing of this kind, for they are under Ad-
miralty instructions to descend to three
hundred feet in order to make sure of
their mark. To fly in an aeroplane at all,
uvnder peace conditions, is usually sup-
posed to be fairly indicative of courage,
and vastly more so to pass over the
enemy's lines; but surely the sublimity
of human bravery is reached in cases like
that of the Friedrichshafen raid, when,
according to the Germans’ own admis-
sion, the English trio descended to with-
in ninety feet and into the heart of the
enemy's fire, in order to effect, as they
did, the wrecking of the Zeppelin sheds.

Among other individual deeds may be’
mentioned that of a French armored aero-
plane which attacked single-handed three
armored Taubes near Amiens, and suc-
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ceeded in driving them off. Another
French machine with a gunner on board
brought down a Taube and two Aviatiks
in one and the same flight. Pégoud, the
original “looper,” has been decorated for
many achievements, among which was
the dropping of nine bombs on a German
ammunition depot, the terrific explosion
which followed nearly upsetting his ma-
chine. Hehad threebombs left, however,
and with these he'scattered a company of
soldiers. On another occasion he rose to
a great height, then dropped within fifty
feet of a captive airship, which he demol-
ished with his final bomb, but again with
serious risk to himself. An English air-
man, endeavoring to locate a battery,
stuck to his task while one hundred and
fifty rounds were fired at him, but when
the smoke had cleared away he was able
to signal the position, and give the range
to the British artillery, who promptly put
in effective work on the German guns. One
could multiply examples almost indefinite-
ly of individual daring, or of the extreme
utility of the aeroplane in attack or de-
fense; but space will only allow the men-
tion of one striking example under the
latter heading. The German army was
advancing secretly by night, when sudden-
ly the search-light of a British aeroplane
revealed the presence of the Prussian Guard
at a distance of barely one hundred and
thirty yards bekind the British lines, and
the intended surprise was converted after
heavy fighting into an utter rout.

While the war has, for the most part,
merely brought into effective and world-
wide prominence the capabilities of ma-
chines with which students of aeronautics
were already familiar, it has evolved one
new departure in connection with the use
of the hydro-aeroplane, or seaplane, as it
is termed by the British Admiralty. Iso-
lated experiments, of course, had been
made as to the launching of seaplanes
from a battleship’s deck, but the attack
on the Dardanelles produced an unher-
alded novelty in the shape of a vessel de-
voted solely to the carrying of aircraft.
This was the 4rk Royal. Originally de-
signed as a cargo steamer, she had the
front half cut entirely away, leaving a
long and wide level platform. The aero-
planes employed were stowed in the hold,
and being either of the scout type, with
only twenty feet spread, or the Short, with
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folding planes, they could be hoisted with-
out previous dismantling, and once on
deck could take to immediate flight. The
appearance of the Ak Royal, in its semi-
truncated form, is decidedly novel. Of
course, there are many other seaplanes of
a larger type which could not be disposed
of in this way; one of the largest is the
Curtiss “flying boat,” and the British Ad-
miralty has not only several examples of
this well-known American machine, but it
has also been adopted by other countries.

The attack on the Dardanelles, by the
way, also presented a fresh feature for the
consideration of pilots, from the fact that
the forts were bombarded by battleships
from varying distances. The object of the
seaplanes, of course, was to signal to the
gunners, but, as the battleships were firing
projectiles with differing parabolas, it was
naturally extremely difficult for the air pi-
lots to determine the highest point of the
arc in each case and so keep out of danger.
In the end they had to adopt the plan of
getting behind or to the south of the forts
themselves. It must be added that, while
the vast range of the Queen Elizabeth’s guns
is regarded as being the new factor which
made possible the bombardment of the
Dardanelles forts, even the modern gun
would have been useless without the aero-
plane to direct its fire upon invisible marks.

In a word, without the aeroplane in its
numerous forms, the war would have been
waged on utterly different lines at almost
every point. Either the trench warfare
would have been indefinitely prolonged, or
there would have been an ever-recurrent
number of surprise attacks, with alternate
successes and defeats, and a ceaseless shift-
ing of the balance of advantage; and when
so many millions of troops were engaged,
over fronts of unprecedented lengths,
Heaven alone knows how the commanders-
in-chief would have controlled their forces
or directed their tactics. In any future
war no country will take the field without
regarding its ““ fourth arm ™ as its most pre-
cious and indispensable factor. The mon-
oplane will probably have disappeared, and
huge biplanes will be employed, of great
speed, enormous lifting-power, surprising
strength, and efficiency in every part, and,
in short, an all-round capacity for attack
and defense which will all but eliminate the
element of chance, and transfer no small por-
tion of the fighting to the region of the air.
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S soon as an invention is
made war appropriates it.
The first air-ship, the
Montgolfiére, was floated in
1783. Eleven years later,
at the battle of Fleurus, the
captive balloon was used by the French
for observing the enemy's position, and in
1812 the Russians at Moscow sent up a
sort of balloon loaded with explosives.
Thus the two military functions of the
aeronaut, reconnoitring and bombarding,
were promptly developed. War began to
grow wings—short at first: for in 1899, at
the first peace conference at The Hague,
even the most unyielding of the nations in
the matter of their military rights agreed
to clip the wings of war. They declared
that dropping projectiles from balloons
was forbidden. But when the powers
held their second peace session at The
Hague, in 1907, the science of aeronautics
had made such progress that the Platonic
sacrifice of 18¢g, if renewed, would have
become a real sacrifice. While Belgium
was proposing to continue the agreement
of 1899, at least until a third conference
should meet, the dirigible Pafrie was
making its first flights, and another type
of flying-machine, the aeroplane, was just
about to appear. The conquest of the air
was no longer a chimerical dream. Con-
sequently, the cause of peace having made
less progress since Kant than the science
of aeronautics since Montgolfier, war pre-
pared to scale the heavens.

Twenty-nine out of forty-four powers
still agree to the articles of the first Hague
conference prohibiting the dropping of
bombs from balloons. The other powers,
among them Germany, Austria-Hungary,
France, Japan, Italy, Russia, refuse to be
bound. “Do not the two elements of
earth and water furnish a theatre large
enough for war without seizing the third 2"’
cries Lord Reay. Before attempting to
limit war on land and sea should we not

exclude it entirely from the air—the realm
which heretofore has been free from its
curse? Undoubtedly, such a course
would be highly desirable. But, since
this scourge of humanity, called war, dogs
man'’s footsteps, it is perfectly natural
that it should follow him into the sky.
Are the aerial bombs more cruel than the
sleeping mines, or more destructive than
the furtive torpedoes? Are they not
rather the weapon par excellence of the
weaker power, since at small expense they
can be thrown from an aeroplane costing
$5,000 to destroy a dreadnought costing
$15,000,000? And has not the weaker
power often the juster cause? To allow
the air-craft to reconnoitre (as every one
of the powers at The Hague did), and at
the same time to prohibit it from drop-
ping bombs, would be illogical. For to
reconnoitre is to observe, and to observe
is to injure the enemy, and to injure the
enemy is to expose one’sself to the enemy’s
fire. Can one expose one’s self to fire, log-
ically, without firing one’s self? We de-
plore the fact that men are so slow in
moral growth, in spite of their rapid prog-
ress in material things, that they are ready
for the conquest of the air long before they
have conquered peace. But man is man.
And the curse of war, so long as it follows
him on land and sea, will follow him also
into the vast regions of the air.

The powers which refused in 1907 to
renew the prohibition of aerial bombard-
ment intended thereby to reserve to them-
selves the right to destroy the ships of war
of the enemy on the sea and the troops, in
camp or in action, the arsenals, the store-
houses, etc., of the enemy on land, with-
out giving due warning. They did not
claim and could not claim the right to pass
beyond the limits prescribed for the na-
tions by the laws of terrestrial and mari-
time warfare,

The merchant ship which cannot be
lawfully torpedoed by a submarine until
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the crew has been removed to a place of
safety, cannot lawfully be destroyed by
surface-craft or air-craft, hydroplane or
aeroplane, without the same precautions
having been taken. In defended cities,
inland or on the coast, churches, hos-
pitals, museums, schools must be spared
as far as possible; and undefended sea-
ports can be the object of a bombard-
ment by ships of war only as a measure of
constraint to provide food or, with the
aythority of the local powers, to destroy
magazines and depots of arms and muni-
tions (by the terms of the two conven-
tions of the Hague conference of 1go7, on
terrestrial warfare and naval bombard-
ment). Now, these cities cannot in any
case be bombarded by aerial forces in con-
junction with naval or terrestrial forces,
unless under the same conditions under
which the naval or terrestrial artillery
with which it seeks to co-operate acts.

In other words, the aerial squadron car-
rying bombs, which appears above Paris,
London, or any other city, inland or on
the coast, defended or undefended, must,
if co-operating with an attacking army or
fleet, proceed according to the laws gov-
erning the action of that army or fleet.
That is undoubtedly what the powers
meant when they inserted in the Hague
regulations concerning terrestrial warfare,
in 1goy (though not in the convention
on naval bombardment), the apparently
gratuitous warning that the rules of terres-
trial bombardment applied to bombard-
ment “from any source whatever.”

When hostile air-craft appear above a
city, even a defended or fortified city,
which no army is besieging or attacking,
or above a seaport when no fleet is near:
when, in a word, the aerial attack is made,
not in conjunction with terrestrial or na-
val forces, but isolated and independent
of both, is bombardment allowed ?

In such a case one would be tempted to
extend the rules of terrestrial or naval
bombardment to aerial bombardment:
that is to say, to permit the attack on the
defended city under the double condition
of previous warning and the immunity of
such establishments ashospitals, churches,
schools, and museums; or, following the
naval rules, to allow the bombardment of
undefended cities for the destruction of
certain stores or magazines or for the sake
of the requisition of food supplies.

Aerial Warfare and International Law

But how can we conceive an aerial
bombardment for the purpose of provi-
sioning aeroplanes or dirigibles? Such
air-ships could hardly take away a heavy
load, and they would consume almost as
much fuel and food as they could take
away, and would then incur a very great
risk. And how could they, flying over
undefended cities, negotiate, as by law
they must,with the local authorities for the
destruction of military establishments?
Granted that it were legally justified, the
extension of rules of maritime war to
aerial war would be extremely difficult in
the present or immediately imaginable
status of aeronautic science. But the ex-
tension of the right of bombardment to
undefended cities, granted in naval war, is
not possible in law, because the bombard-
ment, by air-ships, of cities, even de-
fended, is not allowed when the air-ships
do not co-operate with land or sea forces.

The bombardment of a fortified place
has only one purpose: to force the place to
surrender. Consequently the person who
is not in a position to receive a surrender
has no right to attack. Now, one must
admit that the dirigible or the aeroplane
which flies over a city which is not being
attacked by any land or marine forces
has no way of bringing the city to open its
gates. To whom shall the city open, then?
To a besieging army? Thereisnone. To
the air-craft which threatens it in an au-
dacious raid? The craft cannot come
down without being captured. It may
be true that the city contains magazines
and troops. If the city is not fortified
the local authorities can be summoned to
destroy them without a demand for sur-
render. If the city is fortified the only
summons that can be addressed to it is
the surrender—a summons which the
aeroplane is manifestly unable to enforce.
No force that is not strong enough to
exercise an efficient mastery has the right
to 1ssue a summons,

But it is not only the spirit of the Hague
regulations, it is their very letter even,
that is opposed to the present tenden-
cies of aerial warfare, directed in isolated
Instances, at long "distances, and rather
against the citizen population (placed by
the Hague decrees beyond the reach of
war) than against the so-called military
establishments of the fortified or the non-
fortified places. These raids, which ought
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always by law to have been preceded by
warnings, but which have not so been, be-
long to a new kind of warfare, hardly
dreamed of in the past, but now raging—
the warfare of terror. In this kind of war-
fare, aerial raids, which Wells awhile ago
imagined passing over New York in their
destructive flight, are one of the favorite
arms. This warfare of terror, in which
the peaceful civilian population is threat-
ened, is disqualified from the very start.
It can justify itself only by the striking
success of its measures. Judged even
solely by its own standards it is con-
demned. The gamin of Paris, welcoming
the “five o'clock Taube in the first days
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of September, with his mocking irony,
gave final judgment. A war which kills
children, only extorting from its innocent
little victims the brave cry of Denise Car-
tier, “I am glad to suffer for my coun-
try !"—a war of terror which does not
terrorize the inhabitants of the cities but
only encourages their resistance, their
energy, their bravery, gayly mocking in
France, cold in Belgium, phlegmatic in

effect is to offer little girls the occasion
for sublime sentences—such a war, with
its infernal judgment that ““success jus-
tifies every measure,” stands self-con-
demned !

THESFREELANDS
BY JOHN GALSWORTHY

“Liberty’s a glorious feast.”"—Burns.

XXVII

AN the 13th of June Sir
Gerald Malloring, return-
ing home to dinner from
the House of Commons,
4 1 found on his hall table the

“ following paper enclosed
in a letter from his agent:

“We, the undersigned laborers on Sir
Gerald Malloring’s estate, beg respect-
fully to inform him that we consider it un-
just that any laborer should be evicted
from his cottage for any reason connected
with private life, or social or political con-
victions. And we respectfully demand
that, before a laborer receives notice to
quit for any such reason, the case shall be
submitted to all his fellow laborers on the
estate; and that in future he shall only
receive such notice if a majority of his fel-
low laborers record their votes in favor of
the notice being given. In the event of
this demand being refused, we regretfully
decline to take any part in the approach-
ing hay harvest on Sir Gerald Malloring's
estate.”

Then followed ninety-three signatures,
or signs of the cross with names printed
after them.

The letter which enclosed this docu-
ment mentioned that the hay was already
ripe for cutting; that everything had been
done to induce the men to withdraw the
demand, without success, and that the
farmers were very much upset. The
thing had been sprung on them, the agent
having no notion that anything of the
sort was on foot. It had been very se-
cretly, very cleverly, managed; and, in
the agent’s opinion, was due to Mr. Free-
land’s family. He awaited Sir Gerald's
instructions. Working double tides, the
farmers and their families might perhaps
save a quarter of the hay.

Malloring read this letter twice, and the
enclosure three times, and crammed them
deep down into his pocket.

It was pre-eminently one of those mo-
ments which bring out the qualities of
Norman blood. And the first thing he did
was to look at the barometer. It was
going slowly down. After a month of
first-class weather it would not do that
without some sinister intention. An old
glass, he believed in it implicitly. He
tapped, and it sank further. He stood
there frowning. Should he consult his
wife? General friendliness said: Yes! A
Norman instinct of chivalry, a perhaps
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ey

deeper Norman instinct, that, when it
came to the point, women were too vio-
lent, said, No! He went up-stairs three
at a time, and came down two. And all
through dinner he sat thinking it over,
and talking as if nothing had happened; so
that he hardly spoke. Three-quarters of
the hay at stake, if it rained soon! A big
loss to the farmers, a further reduction in
rents already far too low. Should he grin
and bear it, and by doing nothing show
these fellows that he could afford to de-
spise their cowardly device? For it was
cowardly to let his grass get ripe and play
it this low trick ! But if he left things un-
fought this time, they would try it on
again with the corn—not that there was
much of that on the estate of a man who
only believed in corn as a policy.

Should he make the farmers sack the
lot and get in other labor? But where?
Agricultural laborers were born, not made.
That was always the trouble. Should he
simply suspend wages till they withdrew
their preposterous demand? That might
do—but he would still lose the hay. The
hay! After all, anybody, pretty well,
could make hay; it was the least skilled
of all farm work, so long as the farmers
were there to drive the machines and di-
rect. Why not act vigorously? And his
jaws set so suddenly on a piece of salmon
that he bit his tongue. The action served
to harden a growing purpose. So do
small events influence great! Suspend
those fellows’ wages, get down strike-
breakers, save the hay! And if there
were a row—well, let there be a row! The
constabulary would have to act. It was
characteristic of his really Norman spirit
that the notion of agreeing to the demand,
or even considering whether it were just,
never once came into his mind. He was
one of those, comprising nowadays nearly
all his class, together with their press, who
habitually referred to his country as a
democratic power, a champion of democ-
racy—but did not at present suspect the
meaning of the word; nor, to say truth,
was it likely they ever would. Nothing,
however, made him more miserable than
indecision. And now that he was on the
point of deciding, and the decision prom-
ised vigorous consequences, he felt al-
most elated. Closing his jaws once more
too firmly, this time on lamb, he bit his
tongue again., It was impossible to con-
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fess what he had done, for two of his chil-
dren were there, expected to eat with that
well-bred detachment which precludes
such happenings; and he rose from dinner
with his mind made up. Instead of going
back to the House of Commons, he went
straight to a strike-breaking agency. No
grass should grow under the feet of his de-
cision! Thence he sought the one post-cf-
fice still open, despatched a long telegram
to his agent, another to the chief constable
of Worcestershire; and, feeling he had
done all he could for the moment, returned
tc the ‘House,” where they were debating
the rural housing question. He sat there,
paying only moderate attention to a sub-
ject on which he was acknowledged an au-
thority. To-morrow, in all probability,
the papers would have got hold of the af-
fair! How he loathed people poking their
noses into his concerns! And suddenly
he was assailed, very deep down, by a feel-
ing with which in his firmness he had not
reckoned—a sort of remorse that he was
going to let a lot of loafing blackguards
down onto his land, to toss about his
grass, and swill their beastly beer above it.
And all the real love he had for his fields
and coverts, all the fastidiousness of an
English gentleman, and, to do him justice,
the qualms of a conscience telling him that
he owed better things than this to those
born on his estate, assaulted him in force.
He sat back in his seat, driving his long
legs hard against the pew in front. His
thick, wavy, still brown hair was beauti-
fully parted above the square brow that
irowned over deep-set eyes and a per-
fectly straight nose. Now and again he
bit into a side of his straw-colored mous-
tache, or raised a hand and twisted the
other side. Without doubt one of the
handsomest and perhaps the most Nor-
man-looking man in the whole ‘House.’
There was a feeling among those round
him that he was thinking deeply. And so
he was. But he had decided, and he was
not a man who went back on his decisions.

Morning brought even worse sensations.
Those ruffians that he had ordered down
—the farmers would never consent to put
them up! They would have to camp.
Camp on his land! It was then that for
two seconds the thought flashed through
him: OughtI to have considered whether
I could agree to that demand? Gone in
another flash. 1f there was one thing a
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man could not tolerate, it was dictation !
Out of the question! But perhaps he had
been a little hasty about strike-breakers.
Was there not still time to save the sit-
uation from that, if he caught the first
train? The personal touch was every-
thing. If he put it to the men on the
spot, with these strike-breakers up his
sleeve, surely they must listen! After
all, they were his own people. And sud-
denly he was overcome with amazement
that they should have taken such a step.
What had got into them? Spiritless
enough, as a rule, in all conscience; the
sort of fellows who hadn’t steam even to
join the miniature rifle-range that he had
given them! And visions of them, as he
was accustomed to pass them in the lanes,
slouching along with their straw bags,
their hoes, and their shamefaced greetings,
passed before him. Yes! It wasall that
fellow Freeland’s family! The men had
been put up to it—putup toit! The very
wording of their demand showed that!
Very bitterly he thought of the unneigh-
borly conduct of that woman and her
cubs. It was impossible to keep it from
his wife | And sohe told her. Rather to
his surprise, she had no scruples about the
strike-breakers. Of course, the hay must
be saved! And the laborers be taught a
lesson! All the unpleasantness he and
she had gone through over Tryst and that
Gaunt girl must not go for nothing! Tt
must never be said or thought that the
Freeland woman and her children had
scored over them! If the lesson were
once driven home, they would have no fur-
ther trouble.

He admired her firmness, though with a
certain impatience. Women never quite
looked ahead; never quite realized all
the consequences of anything. And he
thought: ‘By George ! I'd no idea she was
so hard! But, then, she always felt more
strongly about Tryst and that Gaunt girl
than I did.’

In the hall the glass was still going
down. He caught the g.15, wiring to his
agent to meet him at the station, and to
the impresario of the strike-breakers to
hold up their departure until he tele-
graphed. The three-mile drive up from
the station, fully half of which was
through his own land, put him in posses-
sion of all the agent had to tell: Nasty
spirit abroad—men dumb as fishes—the
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farmers, puzzled and angry, had begun
cutting as best they could. Not a man
had budged. He had seen young Mr.
and Miss Freeland going about. The
thing had been worked very cleverly. He
had suspected nothing—utterly unlike the
laborers as he knew them. They had no
real grievance, either! Yes, they were
going on with all their other work—milk-
ing, horses, and that; it was only the hay
they wouldn't touch. Their demand was
certainly a very funny one—very funny
—had never heard of anything like it.
Amounted almost to security of tenure.
The Tryst affair no doubt had done it!
Malloring cut him short:

“Till they've withdrawn this demand,
Simmons, I can't discuss that or any-
thing.”

The agent coughed behind his hand.

Naturally ! Only perhaps there might
be a way of wording it that would satisfy
them. Never do to really let them have
such decisions in their hands, of course!

They were just passing Tod's. The
cottage wore its usual air of embowered
peace. And for the life of him Malloring
could not restrain a gesture of annoyance.

On reaching home he sent gardeners and
egrooms in all directions with word that he
would be glad to meet the men at four
o’clock at the home farm. DMuch thought,
and interviews with several of the farm-
ers—who all but one, a shaky fellow at
best—were for giving the laborers a sharp
lesson, occupied the interval. Though he
had refused to admit the notion that the
men could be chicaned, as his agent had
implied, he certainly did wonder a little
whether a certain measure of security
might not in some way be guaranteed,
which would still leave him and the farm-
ers a free hand. But the more he medi-
tated on the whole episode, the more he
perceived how intimately it interfered
with his fundamental policy—of knowing
what was good for his people better than
they knew themselves.

As four o'clock approached, he walked
down to the home farm. The sky was
lightly overcast, and a rather Cchill,
draughty, ru';tlmt7 wind had risen. Re-
solved to handle the men with the per-
sonal touch, he had discouraged his agent
and the farmers from coming to the con-
ference, and passed the gate with the
braced-up feeling of one who goes to an
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encounter. In that very spick-and-span
farmyard ducks were swimming leisurely
on the greenish pond, white pigeons strut-
ting and preening on the eaves of the barn,
and his keen cye noted that some tiles
were out of order up there.  Four o’clock !
Ah, here was a fellow coming! And in-
stinctively he crisped his hands that were
buried in his pockets, and ran over to him-
self his opening words. Then, with a sen-
sation of disgust, he saw that the advan-
cing laborer was that incorrigible ‘land
lawyer’ Gaunt. The short, square man
with the ruffled head and the little bright-
gray eyes saluted, uttered an ““ Afternoon,
Sir Gerald!” in his teasing voice, and
stood still. His face wore the jeering
twinkle that had disconcerted so many
political meetings. Two lean fellows,
rather alike, with lined faces and bitten,
drooped moustaches, were the next to
come through the yard gate. They halt-
ed behind Gaunt, touching their forelocks,
shuffling a little, and looking sidelong at
cach other. And Malloring waited. Five
past four! Ten past! Then he said:

“D’'you mind telling the others that
I'm here?”

Gaunt answered:

“If so be as you was waitin’ for the
meetin’, I fancy as 'ow you've got it, Sir
Gerald !

A wave of anger surged up in Malloring,
dyeing his face brick-red. So! He had
come all that way with the best intentions
—to be treated like this; to meet this
‘land lawyer,” who, he could see, was only
here to sharpen his tongue, and those two
scarecrow-looking chaps, who had come
to testify, no doubt, to his discomfiture.
And he said sharply:

“So that’s the best you can do to meet
me, is it?”

Gaunt answered imperturbably:

“T think it 1s, Sir Gerald.”

“Then you've mistaken your man.”

“T don't think so, Sir Gerald.”

Without another look Malloring passed
the three by, and walked back to the
house. In the hall was the agent, whose
face clearly showed that he had foreseen
this defeat. Malloring did not wait for
him to speak.

“Make arrangements. The strike-
breakers will be down by noon to-morrow.
T shall go through with it now, Simmons,
if I have to clear the whole lot out. You'd
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hetter go in and see that they're ready to
send police if there’s any nonsense. Tl
be down again in a day or two.” And,
without waiting for reply, he passed into
his study. There, while the car was being
got ready, he stood in the window, very
sore; thinking of what he had meant
to do; thinking of his good intentions;
thinking of what was coming to the coun-
try, when a man could not even get his la-
borers to come and hear what he had to
say. And a sense of injustice, of anger, of
bewilderment, harrowed his very soul.

XXVIII

For the first two days of this new
‘kick-up,’ that ‘fellow Freeland’s’ fam-
ily undoubtedly tasted the sweets of suc-
cesful mutiny. The fellow himself alone
shook his head. He, like Nedda, had
known nothing, and there was to him
something unnatural and rather awful in
this conduct toward dumb crops.

From the moment he heard of it he
hardly spoke, and a perpetual little frown
creased a brow usually so serene. In the
early morning of the day after Malloring
went back to town, he crossed the road to
a field where the farmer, aided by his fam-
ily and one of Malloring's gardeners, was
already carrying the hay; and, taking
up a pitchfork, without a word to any-
body, he joined in the work. The action
was deeper revelation of his feeling than
any expostulation, and the young people
watched it rather aghast.

“It's nothing,” Derek said at last;
“Father never has understood, and never
will, that you can’t get things without
fighting. He cares more for trees and
bees and birds than he does for human
beings.”

“That doesn’t explain why he goes over
to the enemy, when it’s only a lot of
grass.”

Kirsteen answered:

“He hasn’t gone over to the enemy,
Sheila. You don’t understand your fa-
ther; to neglect the land is sacrilege to
him. It feeds us—he would say—we live
on it; we’ve no business to forget that but
for the land we should all be dead.”

“That’sbeautiful,” said Nedda quickly;
“and true.”

Sheila answered angrily:

“It may be true in France with their
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bread and wine. People don't live off the
land here; they hardly eat anything they
grow themselves. One can’t feel like that
- when we're all brought up on mongrel
food. Besides, it's simply sentimental,
when thereare real wrongsto fight about.”

“Your father is not sentimental, Sheila.
It's too deep with him for that, and too
unconscious. He simplyfeels so unhappy
about the waste of that hay that he can’t
keep his hands off it.”

Derek broke in: “ Mother’s right. And
it doesn’t matter, except that we've got to
see that the men don’t follow his example.
They've a funny feeling about him.”

Kirsteen shook her head.

“You needn’t be afraid.
been too strange to them !

“Well, I'm going to stiffen their backs.
Coming, Sheila?” And they went,

Left, as she seemed always to be in these
days of open mutiny, Nedda said sadly:
“What is coming, Aunt Kirsteen?”

Her aunt was standing in the porch,
looking straight before her; a trail of
clematis had drooped over her fine black
hair down on to the blue of her linen
dress. She answered, without turning:

“Have you ever seen, on jubilee nights,
bonfire to bonfire, from hill to hill, to the
end of the land? Thisis the first lighted.”

Nedda felt something clutch her heart.
What was that figurein blue? Priestess?
Prophetess? And for a moment the girl
felt herself swept into the vision those
dark glowing eyes were seeing; some vio-
lent, exalted, inexorable, flaming vision.
Then something: within her revolted, as
though one had tried to hypnotize her into
seeing what was not true; as though she
had been forced for the moment to look,
not at what was really there, but at what
those eyes saw projected from the soul
behind them. And she said quietly:

“T don’t believe, Aunt Kirsteen. I
don’t really believe. I think it must go
out.”

Kirsteen turned.

“You are like your father,” she said—
“a doubter.”

Nedda shook her head.

“T can’t persuade myself to see what
isn't there. I never can, Aunt Kirsteen.”

Without reply, save a quiver of her
brows, Kirsteen went back into the house.
And Nedda stayed on the pebbled path
before the cottage, unhappy, searching

He's always
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her own soul. Did she [ail to see because
she was afraid to see, because she was too
dull to see; or hecause, as she had said,
there was really nothing there—no flames
to leap from hill to hill, no lift, no tearing
in the sky that hung over the land. And
she thought: ‘London—all those hig
towns, their smoke, the things they make,
the things we want them to make, that we
shall always want them to make. Aren’t
they there? For every laborer who's a
slave Dad says thereare five town workers
who are just as much slaves! And all
those Bigwigs with their great houses,
and their talk, and their interest in keep-
ing things where they are! Aren’t they
there? Idon’t—I can’t believe anything
much can happen, or be changed. Oh!
I shall never see visions, and dream
dreams!” And from her heart she sighed.

In the meantime Derek and Sheila
were going their round on bicycles, to
stiffen the backs of the laborers. They
had hunted lately, always in a couple, de-
siring no complications, having decided
that it was less likely to provoke definite
assault and opposition from the farmers.
To their mother was assigned all corre-
spondence; to themselves the verbal ex-
hortations, the personal touch. It was
past noon, and they were already return-
ing, when they came on the char-a-bancs
containing the head of the strike-breaking
column. The two vehicles were drawn up
oppositethe gate leading to Marrow Farm,
and the agent was detaching the four men
destined to that locality, with their camp-
ing-gear. By the open gate the farmer
stood eying hisnew materialaskance. De-
jected enough creatures they looked—poor
devils picked up at ten pound the dozen,
who, by the mingled apathy and sheepish
amusement on their faces, might never
have seen a pitchfork, or smelt a field of
clover, in their lives.

The two young Freelands rode slowly
past; the boy's face scornfully drawn
back into itself; the girl’s flaming scarlet.

“Don't take notice,” Derek said;
“we’ll soon stop that.”

And they had gone another mile before
he added:

“We've got to make our round again;
that's all.”

The words of Mr. Pogram, ‘You have
influence, young man,” were just. There
was about Derek the sort of quality that
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belongs to the good regimental officer;
men followed and asked themselves why
the devil they had, afterward. And if it
be said that no worse leader than a fiery
young fool can be desired for any move-
ment, it may also be said that without
youth and fire and folly there is usually
no movement at all.

Late in the afternoon they returned
home, dead beat. That evening the
farmers and their wives milked the cows,
tended the horses, did everything that
must be done, not without curses. And
next morning the men, with Gaunt and a
big, dark fellow, called Tulley, for spokes-
men, again proffered their demand. The
agent took counsel with Malloring by
wire. His answer, “Concede nothing,”
was communicated to the men in the
afternoon, and received by Gaunt with
the remark: “T thart we should be hearin’
that. Please to thank Sir Gerald. The
men concedes their gratitood. . . .”

That night it began to rain. Nedda,
waking, could hear the heavy drops pat-
tering on the sweetbrier and clematis
thatching her open window. The scent of
rain-cooled leaves came in drifts, and it
seemed a shame to sleep. She got up;
put on her dressing-gown, and went to
thrust her nose into that bath of dripping
sweetness. Dark as the clouds had made
the night, there was still the faint light of
a moon somewhere behind. The leaves of
the fruit-trees joined in the long, gentle
hissing, and now and again rustled and
sighed sharply; a cock somewhere, as by
accident, let off a single crow. There
were no stars. All was dark and soft as
velvet. And Nedda thought: ‘The world
is dressed in living creatures! Trees,
flowers, grass, insects, ourselves—woven
together—the world is dressed in life! I
understand Uncle Tod's feeling ! If only
it would rain till they have to send these
strike-breakers back because there’s no
hay worth fighting about!’ Suddenly
her heart beat fast. The wicket gate had
clicked. There was something darker
than the darkness coming along the path !
Scared, but with all protective instinct
roused, she leaned out, straining to see. A
faint grating sound from underneath came
up to her. Awindow being opened! And
she flew to her door, She neither barred
it, however, nor cried out, forin that second
it had flashed across her: ‘Suppose it’s he |
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Gone out to do something desperate, as
Tryst did!” If it were, he would come
up-stairs and pass her door, going to his
room. She opened it an inch, holding her
breath. At first, nothing! Was it fancy?
Or was some one noiselessly rifling the
room down-stairs? But surely no one
would steal of Uncle Tod, who, everybody
knew, had nothing valuable. Then came
a sound as of bootless feet pressing the
stairs stealthily | And the thought darted
through her, ‘If it isn’t he, what shall I
do?’ And then—‘What shall T do—if it
is!’

Desperately she opened the door, clasp-
ing her hands on the place whence her
heart had slipped down to her bare feet.
But she knew it was he before she heard
him whisper: “Nedda!” and, clutching
him by the sleeve, drew him in and closed
the door. He was wet through, dripping;
so wet that the mere brushing against him
made her skin feel moist through its thin
coverings.

“Where have you been? What have
you been doing? Oh, Derek !”

There was just light enough to see his
face, his teeth, the whites of his eyes.

“Cutting their tent-ropes in the rain.
Hooroosh !

It was such a relief that she just let out
a little gasping “Oh!” and leaned her
forehead against his coat. Then she felt
his wet arms round her, his wet body
pressed to hers, and in a second he was
dancing with her a sort of silent, ecstatic
war-dance. Suddenly he stopped, went
down on his knees, pressing his face to her
waist, and whispering: “What a brute,
what a brute! Making her wet! Poor
little Nedda !”

Nedda bent over him; her hair covered
his wet head, her hands trembled on his
shoulders. Her heart felt as if it would
melt right out of her; she longed so to
warm and dry him with herself. And, in
turn, his wet arms clutched her close, his
wet hands could not keep still on her.
Then he drew back, and whispering: ““Oh,
Nedda! Nedda!” fled out like a dark
ghost. Oblivious that she was damp from
head to foot, Nedda stood swaying, her
eyes closed and her lips just open; then,
putting out her arms, she drew them sud-
denly in and clasped herself. . , .

When she came down to breakfast the
next morning, he had gone out already,
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and Uncle Tod, too; her aunt was writing
at the bureau. Sheila greeted her gruffly,
and almost at once went out. Nedda
swallowed coffee, ate her egg, and bread
and honey, with a heavy heart. A news-
paper lay open on the table; she read it
idly till these words caught her eye:
“The revolt which has paralyzed the
hay harvest on Sir Gerald Malloring’s
Worcestershire estate, and led to the in-
troduction of strike-breakers, shows no
sign of abatement. A very wanton spirit
of mischief seems to be abroad in this
neighborhood. No reason can be ascer-
tained for the arson committed a short
time back, nor for this further outbreak of
discontent. The economic condition of
the laborers on this estate is admittedly
rather above than below the average.”
And at once she thought: ‘ *“ Mischief !’
What a shame!” Were people, then, to
know nothing of the real cause of the re-
volt—nothing of the Tryst eviction, the
threatened eviction of the Gaunts? Were
they not to know that it was on principle,
and to protest against that sort of petty
tyranny to the laborers all over the coun-
try, that this rebellion had been started?
For liberty ! only simple liberty not to be
treated as though they had no minds or
souls of their own—wasn’t the public to
know that? If they were allowed to
think that it was all wanton mischief—
that Derek was just a mischief-maker—it
would be dreadful! Some one must write
and make this known? Her father?
Dad might think it too personal—his
own relations! Mr. Cuthcott! Ah!into
whose household Wilmet Gaunt had gone.
Mr. Cuthcott who had told her that he
was always at her service! Why not?
And the thought that she might really do
something at last to help made her tingle
all over. If she borrowed Sheila’s bicycle
she could catch the nine-o’clock train to
London, see him herself, make him do
something, perhaps even bring him back
with her! She examined her purse. Yes,
she had money. She would say nothing,
here, because, of course, he might refuse !
At the back of her mind was the idea that,
if a real newspaper took the part of the la-
borers, Derek’s position would no longer
be so dangerous; he would be, as it were,
legally recognized, and that, in itself,
would make him more careful and respon-
sible. Whence she got this belief in the

legalizing power of the press it is difficult
to say, unless that, reading newspapers
but seldom, she still took them at their
own valuation, and thought that when
they said: “We shall do this,” or “We
must do that,” they really were speaking
for the country, and that forty-five mil-
lions of people were deliberately going to
do something, whereas, in truth, as was
known to those older than Nedda, they
were speaking, and not too conclusively
at that, for single anonymous gentlemen
in a hurry who were not going to do any-
thing. She knew that the press had
power, great power—for she was always
hearing that—and it had not occurred to
her as yet to examine the composition of
that power so as to discover that, while
the press certainly had monopoly of artic-
ulate expression, and that same ‘spirit of
body* which made police constables swear
by one another, it yet contained within its
ring fence the sane and advisable futility
of a perfectly balanced contradiction; so
that its only functions, practically speak-
ing, were the dissemination of news, seven-
tenths of which would have been hap-
pier in obscurity; and—*‘irritation of the
Dutch!” Not, of course, that the press
realized this; nor was it probable that
any one would tell it, for it had power—
great power.

She caught her train—glowing out-
wardly from the speed of her ride, and in-
wardly from the heat of adventure and
the thought that at last she was being of
some use.

The only other occupants in her third-
class compartment were a friendly looking
man, who might have been a sailor or
other wanderer on leave, and his thin,
dried-up, black-clothed cottage woman of
an old mother. They sat opposite each
other. The son looked at his mother
with beaming eyes, and she remarked:
“An’ 1 says to him, says I, I says,
‘What?’ I says; so 'e says to me, he
says, ‘Yes,’ he says; ‘that’s what I say,’
he says.” And Nedda thought: ‘What
an old dear! And the son looks nice too;
I do like simple people.’

They got out at the first stop and
she journeyed on alone. Taking a taxi-
cab from Paddington, she drove toward
Gray’s Inn. But now that she was get-
ting close she felt very nervous. How
expect a busy man like Mr. Cuthcott to
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spare time to come down all that way?
It would be something, though, if she
could get him even to understand what
was really happening, and why; so that
he could contradict that man in the other
paper. It must be wonderful to be writ-
ing, daily, what thousands and thousands
of peopleread! Yes! Itmustbea very
sacred-feeling life! To be able to say
things in that particularly authoritative
way which must take such a lot of people
in—that is, make such a lot of people
think in the same way! It must give
a man a terrible sense of responsibility,
make him feel that he simply must be
noble, even if he naturally wasn’t. Yes!
it must be a wonderful profession, and
only fit for the highest! In addition to
Mr. Cuthcott, she knew as yet but three
young journalists, and those all weekly.

At her timid ring the door was opened
by a broad-cheeked girl, enticingly com-
pact in apron and black frock, whose
bright color, thick lips, and rogue eyes
came of anything but London. It flashed
across Nedda that this must be the girl for
whose sake she had faced Mr. Cuthcott at
the luncheon-table! And she said: ““ Are
you Wilmet Gaunt?”

The girl smiled till her eyes almost dis-
appeared, and answered: ““ Yes, miss.”

“I'm Nedda Freeland, Miss Sheila’s
cousin. I've just come from Joyfields.
How are you getting on?”

“Fine, thank you, miss.
here.”

Nedda thought: ‘That’s what Derek
said of her. Bursting with life! And so
she is.”  And she gazed doubtfully at the
girl, whose prim black dress and apron
seemed scarcely able to contain her.

“Is Mr. Cuthcott in?”

“No, miss; he'll be down at the paper.
Two hundred and five Floodgate Street.”

‘Oh !’ thought Nedda with dismay; ‘I
shall never venture there | And glancing
once more at the girl, whose rogue slits of
eyes, deep sunk between cheekbones and
brow, seemed to be quizzing her and say-
ing: ‘You and Mr. Derek—oh! I know!’
she went sadly away. And first she
thought she would go home to Hamp-
stead, then that she would go back to the
station, then: ‘After all, why shouldn’t T
goand try? Theycan'teat me. Iwilll’

She reached her destination at the
luncheon-hour, so that the offices of the

Plenty of life
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great evening journal were somewhat
deserted. Producing her card, she was
passed from hand to hand till she rested
in a small bleak apartment where a young
woman was typing fast. She longed to
ask her how she liked it, but did not dare.
The whole atmosphere seemed to her
charged with a strenuous solemnity, as
though everything said, ‘We have power
—great power.” And she waited, sitting
by the window which faced the street,
On the buildings opposite she could read
the name of another great evening jour-
nal. Why, it was the one which had con-
tained the paragraph she had read at
breakfast! She had bought a copy of it
at the station. Its temperament, she
knew, was precisely opposite to that of
Mr. Cuthcott’s paper. Over in that
building, no doubt, there would be the
same strenuously loaded atmosphere, so
that if they opened the windows on both
sides little puffs of power would meet in
mid-air, above the heads of the passers-
by, as might the broadsides of old three-
deckers, above the green, green sea.

And for the first time an inkling of the
great comic equipoise in Floodgate Street
and human affairs stole on Nedda’s con-
sciousness. They puffed and puffed, and
only made smoke in the middle! That
must be why Dad always called them:
‘Those fellows!” She had scarcely, how-
ever, finished beginning to think these
thoughts when a handbell sounded sharply
in some adjoining room, and the young
woman nearly fell into her typewriter.
She readjusted her balance, rose, and,
going to the door, passed out in haste,
Through the open doorway Nedda could
see a large and pleasant room, whose walls
seemed covered with prints of men stand-
ing in attitudes such that she was almost
sure they were statesmen; and, at a ta-
ble in the centre, the back of Mr. Cuth-
cott in a twiddly chair, surrounded by
sheets of paper reposing on the floor, shin-
ing like autumn leaves on a pool of water.
She heard his voice, smothery, hurried,
but still pleasant, say: ‘“Take these, Miss
Mayne, take these! Begin on them, be-
gin! Confound it! What’s the time?”
And the young woman’s voice: ‘‘Half
past one, Mr. Cuthcott!” And a noise
from Mr. Cuthcott’s throat that sounded
like an adjuration to the Deity not to pass
over something. Then the young woman
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dipped and began gathering those leaves
of paper, and over her comely back Nedda
had a clear view of Mr. Cuthcott hunch-
ing one brown shoulder as though warding
something off, and of one of his thin hands
ploughing up and throwing back his brown
hair on one side, and heard the sound
of his furiously scratching pen. And her
heart pattered; it was so clear that he
was ‘giving them one’ and had no time for
her. And involuntarily she looked at the
window beyond him to see if there were
any puffsof smokeissuing therefrom. But
they were closed. She saw the young
woman rise and come back toward her,
putting the sheets of paper in order; and,
as the door was closing, from the twiddly
chair a noise that sounded like: * Brr-grr!
Cuss their silly souls!”  When the young
woman was once more at the typewriter
she rose and said: ‘“Have you given him
my card yet?”

The young woman looked at her sur-
prised, as if she had broken some rule of
etiquette, and said: “No.”

“Then don’t, please. Icanseethathe’s
too busy. I won't wait.”

The young woman abstractedly placed
a sheet of paper in her typewriter.

“Very well,” she said. “Good morn-
lng |22

And before Nedda reached the door she
heard the click-click of the machine, re-
ducing Mr. Cuthcott to legibility,

“I was stupid to come,” she thought.
“He must be terribly overworked. Poor
man! Hedoessay lovely things!” And,
crestfallen, she went along the passages,
and once more out into Floodgate Street.
She walked along it frowning, till a man
who was selling newspapers said as she
passed: “Mind ye don't smile, lydy !

Seeing that he was selling Mr. Cuth-
cott’s paper, she felt for a coin to buy one,
and, while searching, scrutinized the news-
vender’s figure, almost entirely hidden by
the words:

GREAT HOUSING SCHEME
Hore ror THE MILLION !

on a buff-colored board; while above it,
his face, that had not quite blood enough
to be scorbutic, was wrapped in the ex-
pression of those philosophers to whom a
hope would be fatal. He was, in fact,
just what he looked—a street stoic. And

a dim perception of the great social truth:
“The smell of half a loaf is not better than
no bread!” flickered in Nedda’s brain as
she passed on. Was that what Derek was
doing with the laborers—giving them half
the smell of a liberty that was not there?
And a sudden craving for her father came
over her. He—he only, was any good,
because he, only, loved her enough to feel
how distracted and unhappy she was feel-
ing, how afraid of what was coming. So,
making for a tube station, she took train
to Hampstead. . . .

I't was past two, and Felix, on the point
of his constitutional. He had left Becket
the day after Nedda's rather startling re-
moval to Joyfields, and since then had
done his level best to put the whole Tryst
affair, with all its somewhat sinister rele-
vance to her life and his own, out of his
mind as something beyond control. He
had but imperfectly succeeded.

Flora, herself not too present-minded,
had in these days occasion to speak to him
about the absent-minded way in which he
fulfilled even the most domestic duties,
and Alan was always saying to him,
“Buck up, Dad!” With Nedda's ab-
sorption into the little Joyfields whirlpeol,
the sun shone but dimly for Felix. Anda
somewhat febrile attention to ‘ The Last of
the Laborers’ had not brought it up to his
expectations. He fluttered under his buff
waistcoat when he saw her coming in at
the gate. She must want something of
him! For to this pitch of resignation, as
to his little daughter’s love for him, had he
come! And if she wanted something of
him, things would be going wrong again
down there! Nor did the warmth of her
embrace, and her: “Oh ! Dad, it is nice to
see you ! 1" remove that instinctive convic-
tion, though delicacy, born of love, for-
bade him to ask her what she wanted.
Talking of the sky and other matters,
thinking how pretty she was looking, he

waited for the new, inevitable proof that
youth was first, and a mere father only
second fiddle now. A note from Stanley
had already informed him of the strike.
The news had been something of a relief.
Strikes, at all events, were respectable
and legitimate means of protest, and to
hear that one was in progress had not
forced him out of his laborious attempt
to believe the whole affair only a mole-
hill. He had not, however, heard of the
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strike-breakers, nor had he seen any
newspaper mention of the matter; and
when she had shown him the paragraph,
recounted her visit to Mr. Cuthcott, and
how she had wanted to take him back with
her to see for himseli—he waited a mo-
ment, then said almost timidly: “Should
I be of any use, my dear?’ She flushed
and squeezed his hand in silence; and he
knew he would.

When he had packed a handbag and left
a note for Flora, he rejoined her in the
hall. In the dim light there he had to
look twice to be sure that she had tears in
her eyes, by which he realized there was
nothing in his feelings of which she was
not conscious. Yes !she knew his grief at
being dispossessed, his effort to hide it—
knew it as well as he, and was as sorry.
That was something !

It was past seven when they reached
their destination, and, taking the station
‘fly,’ drove slowly up to Joyfields, under
a showery sky.

NXIX

Lirk is like a road, along which all hap-
penings come, to people now advancing to
meet them, now standing in the roadside
doorway, now sitting within.

When Felix and Nedda reached Tod's
cottage, the three little Trysts, whose ac-
tivity could never be quite called play were
all the living creatures about the house.

“Where is Mrs. Freeland, Biddy?”

“We don’t know; a man came, and she
went.”

“And Miss Sheila?"’

“She went out in the mornin’.
Mr. Freeland’s gone.”

Susie added: “The dog's gone, too.”

“Then help me to get some tea.”

“Yes."

With the assistance of the mother-child,
and the hindrance of Susie and Billy,
Nedda made and laid tea, with an anxious
heart. The absence of her aunt, who so
seldom went outside the cottage, fields,
and orchard, disturbed her; and, while
Felix refreshed himself, she fluttered sev-
eral times on varying pretexts to the
wicket gate.

At her third visit, from the direction of
the church, she saw figures coming on the
road—dark figures carrying something,
followed by others walking alongside.
What sun there had been had quite given

And
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in to heavy clouds; the light was dull, the
elm-trees dark; and not till they were
within two hundred yards could Nedda
make out that these were figures of police-
men. Then, alongside that which they
were carrying, she saw her aunt’s blue
dress. What were they carrying like
that? She dashed down the steps, and
stopped. No! If it were /e they would
bring him in! She rushed back again,

distracted. She could see now a form
stretched on a hurdle. It was he!
“Dad! Quick!”

Felix came, startled at that cry, to find
his little daughter on the path wringing her
hands and flying back to the wicket gate.
They were close now. She saw them turn
the hurdle and begin mounting the steps,
those behind raising their arms so that it
should be level. Derek lay on his back,
with head and forehead swathed in wet
blue linen, torn from his mother’s skirt;
and the restof his face very white. Helay
quite still, his clothes covered with mud.
Terrified, she plucked at Kirsteen's sleeve.

“What is it ?"

“Concussion!” The still force of that
blue-clothed figure, so calm beside her,
gave her strength to say quietly:

“Put him in my room, Aunt Kirsteen;
there’s most air there!” And she flew
up-stairs, flinging wide her door, making
the bed ready, snatching her night things
from the pillow; pouring out cold water,
sprinkling the air with eau de cologne.
Then she stood still. Perhaps they
would not bring him there? Yes, they
were coming up. They brought him in,
and laid him on the bed. She heard one
say: “Doctor’ll be here directly, ma’am.
Let him lie quiet.” Then she and his
mother were alone beside him.

“Undo his boots,” said Kirsteen,

Nedda’s fingers trembled, and she
hated them for trembling so, while she
drew off those muddy boots. Then her
aunt said softly: “Hold him up, dear,
while I get his things off.”

And, with a strange rapture that she
was allowed to hold him thus, she sup-
ported him against her breast till he was
freed and lying back inert. Then, and
only then, she whispered:

“How long before he ek

Kirsteen shook her head; and, slipping
her arm round the girl, murmured:“ Cour-
age, Nedda!”
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The girl felt fear and love rush up des-
perately to overwhelm her. She choked
them back, and said quite quietly: *“ T will.
I promise. Only let me help nurse him !

Kirsteen nodded. And they sat down
to wait.

That quarter of an hour was the long-
est of her life. To see him thus, living,
yet not living, with the spirit driven from
him by a cruel blow, perhaps never to
come back! Curious, how things still got
themselves noticed when all her faculties
were centred in gazing at his face. She
knew that it was raining again; heard the
swish and drip, and smelled the cool wet
perfume through the scent of the eau de
cologne that she had spilled. She noted
her aunt’s arm, as it hovered, wetting the
bandage; the veins and rounded white-
ness from under the loose blue sleeve
slipped up to the elbow. One of his feet
lay close to her at the bed’s edge; she
stole her hand beneath the sheet. That
foot felt very cold, and she grasped it
tight. If only she could pass life into
him through her hot hand. She heard the
ticking of her little travelling-clock, and
was conscious of flies wheeling close up
beneath the white ceiling, of how one by
one they darted at each other, making
swift zigzags in the air. And something
in her she had not yet known came well-
ing up, softening her eyes, her face, even
the very pose of her young body—the
hidden passion of a motherliness, that
yearned so to ‘ kiss the place,” to make him
well, to nurse and tend, restore and com-
fort, him. And with all her might she
watched the movements of those rounded
arms under the blue sleeves—how firm
and exact they were, how soft and quiet
and swift, bathing the dark head! Then
from beneath the bandage she caught
sight suddenly of his eyes, And her heart
turned sick. Oh, they were not quite

closed! As if he hadn't life enough to
close them! She bit into her lip to stop
a cry. It was so terrible to see them

without light. Why did not that doctor
come? Over and over and over again
within her the prayer turned: Let him
live! Oh, let him live!

The blackbirds out in the orchard were
tuning up for evening. It seemed almost
dreadful they should be able to sing like
that. All the world was going on just the
same ! If he died, the world would have

no more light for her than there was now
in his poor eyes—and yet it would go on
the same! How was that possible? It
was not possible, because she would die
too! She saw her aunt turn her head like
a startled animal; some one was coming
up the stairs! It was the doctor, wiping
his wet face—a young man in gaiters.
How young—dreadiully young! No;
there was a little gray at the sides of his
hair! What would he say? And Nedda
sat with hands tightly clenched in her lap,
motionless as a young crouching sphinx.
An interminable testing, and questioning,
andanswer ! Neversmoked—neverdrank
—mnever been ill! The blow—ah, here!
Just here! Concussion—yes! Then long
staring into the eyes, the eyelids lifted
between thumb and finger. And at last
(how could he talk soloud! Yet it was
a comfort too—he would not talk like
that if Derek were going to die !)—Hair
cut shorter—ice—watch him like a lynx!
This and that, if he came to. Nothing else
to be done. And then those blessed words:

“But don't worry too much. I think
it'll be all right.” She could not help a
little sigh escaping her clenched teeth.

The doctor was looking at her. His
eyes were nice.

“Sister?”’

“Cousin,”

“Ah! Well, Tl get back now, and
send you out some ice, at once.”

More talk outside the door. Nedda,
alone with her lover, crouched forward on
her knees, and put her lips to his. They
were not so cold as his foot, and the first
real hope and comfort came to her.
Watch him like a lynx—wouldn't she?
But how had it all happened? And where
was Sheila? and Uncle Tod?

Her aunt had come back and was strok-
ing her shoulder. There had been fight-
ing in the barn at Marrow Farm. They
had arrested Sheila. Derek had jumped
down to rescue her and struck his head
against a grindstone. Her uncle had
gone with Sheila. They would watch,
turn and turn about. Nedda must go
now and eat something, and get ready to
take the watch from eight to midnight.

Following her resolve to make no fuss,
the girl went out. The police had gone.
The mother-child was putting her little
folk to bed; and in the kitchen Felix was
arranging the wherewithal to eat. He
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made her sit down and kept handing
things; watching like a cat to see that she
put them in her mouth, in the way from
which only Flora had suffered hitherto;
he seemed so anxious and unhappy, and so
awfully sweet, that Nedda forced herself
to swallow what she thought would never
go down a dry and choky throat. He
kept coming up and touching her shoul-
der or forehead. Once he said:

“It’s all right, you know, my pet; con-
cussion often takes two days.”

Two days with his eyes like that! The
consolation was not so vivid as Felix
might have wished; but she quite under-
stood that he was doing his best to give it.
She suddenly remembered that he had no
room to sleep in. He must use Derelds.
No! That, it appeared, was to be for her
when she came off duty. T'elix was going
to have an all-night sitting in the kitchen.
He had been looking forward to an all-
night sitting for many years, and now he
had got his chance. It was a magnificent
opportunity—*‘without your mother, my
dear, to insist on my sleeping.” And
staring at his smile, Nedda thought: ‘He's
like Granny—he comes out under diffi-
culties. If only I did!’

The ice arrived by motor-cycle just be-
fore her watch began. It was some com-
fort to have that definite thing to see to.
How timorous and humble are thoughts
in a sick-room, above all when the sick
are stretched behind the muffle of uncon-
sciousness, withdrawn from the watcher
by half-death! And yet, for him or her
who loves, there is at least the sense of
being alone with the loved one, of doing
all that can be done; and in some strange
way of twining hearts with the exiled
spirit. To Nedda, sitting at his feet, and
hardly ever turning eyes away from his
still face, it sometimes seemed that the
flown spirit was there beside her. And
she saw into his soul in those hours of
watching, as one looking into a stream
sees the leopard-like dapple of its sand
and dark-strewn floor, just reached by
sunlight. She saw all his pride, courage,
and impatience, his reserve, and strange
unwilling tenderness, as she had never
seen them. And a queer dreadful feeling
moved her that in some previous existence
she had looked at that face dead on a field
of battle, frowning up at the stars, That

was absurd—there were no previous exist-
ences! Or was it prevision of what would
come some day?

When, at half past nine, the light began
to fail, she lighted two candles in tall,
thin, iron candlesticks beside her. They
burned without flicker, those spires of yel-
low flame, slowly conquering the dying
twilight, tillin their soft radiance the room
was full of warm dusky shadows, the night
outside ever a deeper black. Two or three
times his mother came, looked at him,
asked her if sheshould stay, and, receiving
a little silent shake of the head, went
away again. At eleven o’clock, when
once more she changed the ice-cap, his
eyes had still no lustre, and for a moment
her courage failed her utterly. It seemed
to her that he could never win back, that
death possessed the room already, pos-
sessed those candle-flames, the ticking of
the clock, the dark, dripping night, pos-
sessed her heart. Could he be gone before
she had been his! Gone! Where? She
sank down on her knees, covering her eyes.
What good to watch, if he were never
coming back! A long time—it seemed
hours—passed thus, with the feeling grow-
ing deeper in her that no good would come
while she was watching. And behind the
barrier of her hands she tried desper-
ately to rally courage. If things were—
they were! One must look them in the
face! She took her hands away. His
eyes! Was it ligcht in them? Was it?
They were seeing—surely they saw. And
his lips made the tiniest movement. In
that turmoil of exaltation she never knew
how she managed to continue kneeling
there, with her hands on his. But all her
soul shone down to him out of her eyes,
and drew and drew at his spirit struggling
back from the depths of him. For many
minutes that struggle lasted; then he
smiled. It was the feeblest smile that
ever was on lips, but it made the tears
pour down Nedda’s cheeks and trickle off
onto his hands. Then, with a stoicism
that she could not believe in, so hopelessly
unreal it seemed, so utterly the negation of
the tumult within her, she settled back
again at his feet to watch and not excite
him. And still his lips smiled that faint
smile, and his opened eyes grew dark and
darker with meaning.

So at midnight Kirsteen found them.

(To be continued.)




THE WATER-HOLE

By Maxwell Struthers Burt

TrLusTraTIONS BY W, HERBERT DUNTON

> AOME men are like the twang
of a bow-string. Hardy
was like that—short, lithe,
sunburned, vivid. Into the
lives of Jarrick, Hill, and
myself, old classmates of
and went in the fashion of

his, he came
one of those queer winds that on a sultry
day in summer blow unexpectedly up a

city street out of nowhere. His comings
excited us; his goings left us refreshed and
a little vaguely discontented. So many
people are gray. Hardy gave one a shock
of color, as do the deserts and the moun-
tains he inhabited. It was not particu-
larly what he said—he didn't talk much
—it was his appearance, his direct, a
trifle fierce, gestures, the sense of mysteri-
ous lands that pervaded him. One never
knew when he was coming to New York
and one never knew how long he was go-
ing to stay; he just appeared, was very
busy with mining companies for a while,
sat about clubs in the late afternoon, and
then, one day, he was gone.

Sometimes he came twice in a year;
oftener, not for two or three years at a
stretch. When he did come we gave him
a dinner—that is, Jarrick, Hill, and my-
self. And itwas rather an occasion. We
would procure a table in the gayest res-
taurant we could find, near, but not too
near, the music—Hill it was who first sug-
gested this as a dramatic bit of incongru-
ity between Hardy and the frequenters of
Broadway—and the most exotic food ob-
tainable, for a good part of his time Hardy,
we knew, lived upon camp fare. Then
we would try to make him tell about his ex-
periences. Usually he wouldn't. Tmper-
sonally, he was entertaining about South
Africa, about the Caucasus, about Alas-
ka, Mexico, anywhere you care to think;
but concretely he might have been an
illustrated lecture for all he mentioned
himself. He was passionately fond of
abstract argument. Y’ see,” he would

Vor. LVIIL.—3

explain, “I don’t get half as much of this
sort of thing as I want. Of course, one
does run across remarkable people—now,
I met a cow-puncher once who knew Keats
by heart—but as a rule I deal only with
material things, mines and prospects and
assays and that sort of thing.” Poor
chap! T wonder if he thought that we,
with our brokering and our writing and
our lawyering, dealt much with ideas! I
remember one night when we sat up until
three discussing the philosophy of pro-
hibition over three bottles of port. I
wonder how many other men have done
the same thing!

But five years ago—no, it was six—
Hardy really told us a real story about
himself. Necessarily the occasion is mem-
orable in our recollections. Wehad dined
at Lamb’s, and the place was practically
empty, for it was long after the theatre
hour—only a drowsy waiter here and there,
and away over in one corner a young
couple who, I suppose, imagined them-
selves in love. Fancy being in love at
Lamb’s! We had been discussing, of all
things in the world, bravery and con-
science and cowardice and original sin,
and that sort of business, and there was
no question about it that Hardy was en-
joving himself hugely. He was leaning
upon the table, a coffee-cup between his
relaxed brown hands, listening with an
eagerness highly complimentary to the
banal remarks we had to make upon the
subject. “This is talk!” he ejaculated
once with a laugh,

Hill, against the combined attack of
Jarrick and myself, was maintaining the
argument. “There is no such thing as
instinctive bravery,”” he affirmed, for the
fifth time at least, “amongst intelligent
men. Every one of us is naturally a cow-
ard. Of courze we are. The more imag-
ination we've got the more we can realize
how pleasant life is, after all, and how
rotten the adjuncts of sudden death. TIt’s
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reason that does the trick—reason and
tradition. Do you know of any one who
is brave when he is alone—except, that is,
when it is a case of self-preservation?
No! Of course not. Did you ever hear
of any one choosing to go along a danger-
ous road or to ford a dangerous river un-
less he had to—that is, any one of our
class, any man of education or imagi-
nation? It’s the greater fear of heing
thought afraid that makes us brave,
Take a lawyer in a shipwreck—take my-
self| Don’t you suppose he’s frightened ?
Naturally he is, horribly frightened. It’s
his reason, his mind, that after a while
gets the better of his poor pipe-stem legs
and makes them keep pace with the sea-
legs about them.”

“It's condition,” said Jarrick doggedly
—* condition entirely. All has to do with
vour liver and digestion. I know; I fox-
hunt, and when I was younger—yes, leave
my waist alone!—I rode jumping races.
When you're fit there isn’t a horse alive
that bothers you, or a fence, for that mat-
ter, or a bit of water.”

“Ever try standing on a ship’s deck,
in the dark, knowing you're going to
drown in about twenty minutes?”’ asked
Hill.

Hardy leaned forward to strike a match
for his cigarette. “I don't agree with
you,” he said.

“Well, but—"" began Hill.

“Neither of you.”

“Oh, of course, you're outside the ar-
gument. You lead an adventurous life.
You keep in condition for danger. It
isn’t fair.”

“No.” Hardy lit his cigarette and in-
haled a puff thoughtfully. “You don’t
understand. All you have to say does
have some bearing upon things, but, when
vou get down to brass tacks, it’s instinct
—at the last gasp, it's instinct. You
can't get away from it. Look at the
difference between a thoroughbred and
a cold-blooded horse! There you are!
That'’s true. It’s the fashion now to dis-
count instinct, I know; well—but you
can’t get away from it. I've thought
about the thing—a lot. Men are brave
against their better reason, against their
conscience. It’s a mixed-up thing. It's
confusing and—and sort of damnable,”
he concluded lamely.

The Water-Hole

“Sort of damnable!” ejaculated Hill
wonderingly.

“Yes, damnable.”

I experienced inspiration. “You've got
a concrete instance back of that,” I ven-
tured.

ardy removed his gaze from the ceil-
ing. “Er—" he stammered. “Why, yes
—ves. That’s true.”

“You'd better tell it,” suggested Hill;
“otherwise your argument is not very
conclusive.”

Hardy fumbled with the spoon of his
empty coffee-cup. It was a curious ges-
ture on the part of a man whose frank-
nesses were as clean-cut as his silences,
“Well—"" he began. “I don't know.
Perhaps. Idid know a man, though, who
saved another man’s life when he didn’t
want to, when there was every excuse for
him not to, when he had it all reasoned
out that it was wrong, the very wrongest
possible thing to do; and he saved him
because he couldn’t help it, saved him at
the risk of his own life, too.”

“He did!” murmured Hill incredu-
lously.

“Go on!” I urged. I was aware that
we were on the edge of a revelation.

Hardy looked down at the spoon in his
hand, then up and into my eyes.

“It’s such a queer place to tell it""—
he smiled deprecatingly—*here, in this
restaurant. It ought to be about a camp-
fire, or something like that. Here it
seems out of place, like the smell of bacon
or sweating mules. Do you know Los
Pinos? Well, you wouldn’t. Tt was just
a few shacks and a Mexican gambling-
house when I saw it. Maybe it isn’t
there any more, at all. You know—
those places! People build them and
then go away, and in a year there isn't a
thing, just desert again and shifting sand
and maybe the little original old ranch by
the one spring.” He swept the table-
cloth with this hand, as if sweeping some-
thing into oblivion, and his eyes sought
again the spoon. “It’s queer, that busi-
ness. Men and women go out to lonely
places and build houses, and for a while
everything goes on in miniature, just as
it does here—daily bread and hating and
laughing—and then something happens,
the gold gives out or the fields won't
pay, and in no time nature is back again.
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It's a big fight. You lose track of it in
crowded places.” He raised his head and
settled his arms comfortably on the table.

“T wasn't there for any particular pur-
pose. I wason aholiday. I'dbeenona
big job up in Colorado and was rather
done up,and, as there were some prospects
in New Mexico I wanted to see, I hit
south, drifting through Santa Fé and Sil-
ver City, until I found myself way down
on the southern edge of Arizona. It was
still hot down there—hot as blazes—it
was about the first of September—and the
rattlesnakes and the scorpions were still
as active as crickets. Iknew a chap that
had a cattle outfit near the Mexican bor-
der, so I dropped in on him one day and
stayed two weeks. You see, he was lone-
ly. Had a passion for theatres and hadn’t
seen a play for five years. My second-
hand gossip was rather a godsend. But
finally I got tired of talking about Mary
Mannering, and decided to start north
again. He bade me good-by on a little
hill near his place. ‘See here!’ he said
suddenly, looking toward the west. ‘If
you go a trifle out of your way you'll
strike Los Pinos, and I wish you would.
It’s a little bit of a dump of the United
Copper Company’s, no good, I'm think-
ing, but the fellow in charge is a friend
of mine. He’'s got his wife there. They're
nice people—or used to be. T haven’t
seen them for ten years. They say he
drinks a little—well, we all do. Maybe
you could write me how she—I mean,
how he is getting on?” And he turned
red. I saw how the land lay, and as a
favor to him I said I would.

“TIt was eighty miles away,and I drifted
in there one night on top of a tired cow-
horse just at sundown. You know how
purple—violet, really—those desert eve-
nings are. There was violet stretching
away as far as I could see, from the faint
violet at my stirrups to the deep, almost
black violet of the horizon. Way off to
the north I could make out the shadow
of some big hills that had been ahead of
me all day. The town, what there was
of it, lay in a little gully. Along its single
street there were a few lights shining like
small yellow flowers. Iasked my way of
a Mexican, and he showed me up to where
the Whitneys—that name will do as well
as any—lived, in a decent enough sort of
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bungalow, it would seem, above the gully.
He left me there, and I went forward and
rapped at the door. Light shone from
between the cracks of a near-by shutter,
and I could hear voices inside—a man'’s
voice mostly, hoarse and high-pitched.
Then a Chinaman opened the door for
me and I had a look inside, into a big
living-room bevond. It was civilized all
right enough, pleasantly so to a man step-
ping out of two days of desert and Mexi-
can adobes. At a glance I saw the rugs
on the polished floor, and the Navajo
blankets about, and a big table in the
centre with a shaded lamp and magazines
in rows; but the man in riding-clothes
standing before the empty fireplace wasn’t
civilized at all, at least not at that mo-
ment. I couldn’t see the woman, only
the top of her head above the back of a
big chair, but as I came in I heard her
say, ‘Hush —Jim |—please!’ and I no-
ticed that what I could see of her hair
was of that fine true gold you so seldom
find. The man stopped in the middle of
a sentence and swayed on his feet, then
he looked over at me and came toward
me with a sort of bulldog, inquiring look.
He was a big, red-faced, blond chap, about
forty, I should say, who might once have
been handsome. He wasn’t now, and it
didn’t add to his beauty that he was quite
obviously fairly drunk. ‘Well?’ he said,
and blocked my way.

“‘I'm a friend of Henry Martin's,” T
answered. ‘I’'ve got a letter for you.” I
was beginning to get pretty angry.

“‘Henry Martin?’ He laughed un-
steadily. ‘You'd better give it to my
wife over there. She’s his friend. I
hardly know him.” I don't know when
I'd seen a man I disliked as much at first
sight.

““There was a rustle from the other side
of the room, and Mrs. Whitney came
toward us. I avoided her unattractive
husband and took her hand, and I under-
stood at once whatever civilizing influ-
ences there were about the bungalow we
were in. Did you ever do that—ever
step out of nowhere, in a wild sort of
country, and meet suddenly a man or a
woman who might have come straight
from a pleasant, well-bred room filled
with books and flowers and quiet, nice
people? It’s a sensation that never loses
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its freshness. Mrs. Whitney was like
that. T wouldn’t have called her beau-
tiful; she was better; you knew she was
good and clean-cut and a thoroughbred
the minute you saw her. She was lovely,
too; don't misunderstand me, but you
had more important things to think about
when you were talking to her. Just at
the moment I was wondering how any one
who so evidently had been crying could
all at once greet a stranger with so cor-
dial a smile. But she was all that—all
nerve; I don't think I ever met a woman
quite like her—so fine, you understand.”

Hardy paused. “Have any of you
chaps got a cigarette?” he asked; and 1
noticed that his hand, usually the steadi-
est hand imaginable, trembled ever so
slightly. “Well,” he began again, ““ there
youare! Ihad tumbled into aboutasrot-
ten a little, pitiful a little tragedy as you
can imagine, there in a God-forsaken des-
ert of Arizona, with not a soul about but a
Chinaman, a couple of Scotch stationary
engineers, an Irish foreman, two or three
young mining men, and a score of Mexi-
cans. Of course, my first impulse was to
get out the next morning, to cut it—it was
none of my business—although T deter-
mined to drop a line to Henry Martin;
but I didn’t go. T had a talk with Mrs.
Whitney that night, after her attractive
husband had taken himself off to bed, and
somehow I couldn’t leave just then. You
know how it is, you drop into a place
where nothing in the world seems likely
to happen, and all of a sudden you realize
that something s going to happen, and
for thelife of youyou can’tgo away. That
situation up on top of the hill couldn’t
last forever, could it? SoTIstayedon. I
hunted out the big Irish foreman and
shared his cabin. The Whitneys asked
me to visit them, but T didn’t exactly feel
like doing s0. The Irishman was a fine
specimen of his race, ten years out from
Dublin, and everywhere else since that
time; generous, irascible, given to great
fits of gayety and equally unexpected fits
of gloom. He would sit in the evenings,
a short pipe in his mouth, and stare up at
the Whitney bungalow on the hill above.

““That Jim Whitney’s a divvle, he con-
fided to me once. ‘Wan o’ these days T'll
hit him over th’” head with a pick and be
hung for murther. Now, what in hell
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d’ye suppose a nice girl like that sticks by
him for? 1If it weren’t for her I'd a’ re-
ported him long ago. The scut!” And
I remember that he spat gloomily.
“But 1 got to know the answer to that
question sooner than I had expected.
You see, I went up to the Whitneys’ often,
in the afternoon, or for dinner, or in the
evening, and I talked to Mrs. Whitney a
great deal; although sometimes I just sat
and smoked and listened to her play the
piano. She played beautifully. Itwasa
treat to a man who hadn’t heard music
for two years. There was a little thing of
Grieg’s—a spring song, or something of the
sort—and you've no idea how quaint and
sad and appealing it was, and incongru-
ous, with all its freshness and murmuring
about waterfalls and pine-trees, there, in
those hot, breathless Arizona nights. Mrs.
Whitney didn’t talk much; she wasn't
what you'd call a particularly communi-
cative woman, but bit by bit I pieced to-
gether something continuous. It seems
that she had run away with Whitney ten
vears before— Oh, yes! Henry Mar-
tin! That had been a schoolgirl affair.
Nothing serious, you understand. But
the Whitney matter had been different.
She was greatly in love with him. And
the family had disapproved. Some rich,
stuffy Boston people, I gathered. But
she had made up her mind and taken
matters in her own hands. That was her
way—a clean-cut sort of person—like a
gold-and-white arrow; and now she was
going to stick by her choice no matter
what happened; owed it to Whitney.
There was the quirk in her brain; we all
have a quirk somewhere, and that was
hers. She felt that she had ruined his
career; he had been a brilliant young en-
gineer, but her family had kicked up the
devil of a row, and, as they were powerful
enough, and nasty enough, had more or
less hounded him out of the East. Of
course, personally, T never thought he
showed any of the essentials of brilliancy,
but that’s neither here nor there; she did,
and she was satisfied that she owed him
all she had. T suppose, too, there was
some trace of a Puritan conscience back
of it, some inherent feeling about divorce;
and there was pride as well, a desire not
to let that disgusting family of hers know
into what ways her idol had fallen. Any-
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way, she was adamant—oh, yes, T made
no bones about it, I up and asked her one
night why she didn’t get rid of the hound.
So there she was, that white-and-gold
woman, with her love of music, and her
love of books, and her love of fine things,
and her gentleness, and that sort of fiery,
suppressed Northern blood, shut up on
top of an Arizona dump with a beast that
got drunk every night and twice a day on
Sunday. It was worse even than that.
One night—we were sitting out on the ve-
randa—her scarf slipped, and I saw a scar
on her arm, near her shoulder.” Hardy
stopped abruptly and began to roll a
little pellet of bread between his thumb
and his forefinger; then his tense expres-
sion faded and he sat back in his chair.

“Let me have another cigarette,” he
said to Jarrick. “No. Wait a minute!
T'll order some.”

He called a waiter and gave his instruc-
tions. “You see,” he continued, “when
you run across as few nice women as I do
that sort of thing is more than ordinarily
disturbing. And then I suppose it was
the setting, and her loneliness, and every-
thing. Anyway, I stayed on. I got to
be a little bit ashamed of myself. I was
afraid that Mrs. Whitney would think me
prompted by mere curiosity or a desire to
meddle, so after a while I gave out that
I was prospecting that part of Arizona,
and in the mornings I would take a horse
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and ride out into the desert. T loved it,
too; it was so big and spacious and silent
and hot. One day I met Whitney on the
edge of town. He wassober, as he always
was when he had to be; he was a master-
ful brute, in his way. He stopped me and
asked if I had found anything, and when
I laughed he didn’t laugh back. ‘There's
gold here,” he said. ‘Lots of gold. Did
you ever hear the story of the Ten Strike
Mine? Well, it's over there.” He swept
with his arm the line of distant hills to the
north. ‘The crazy Dutchman that found
it staggered into Almuda, ten miles down
the valley, just before he died; and his
pockets were bulging with samples—pure
gold, almost. Yes, by thunder! And
that's the last they ever heard of it. Lots
of men have tried—lots of men. Some
day I'll go myself, surer than shooting.’
And he let his hands drop to his sides and
stared silently toward the north, a queer,
dreamy anger in his eyes. I've seen lots
of mining men, lots of prospectors, in my
time, and it didn’t take me long to size up
that look of his. ‘Aha, my friend!” I
said to myself. ‘So you've got another
vice, have you! Itisn't only rum that's
got a hold on you!" And I turned my
horse into the town.

“But our conversation seemed to have
stirred to the surface something in Whit-
ney’s brain that had been at work there a
long time, for after that he would never
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let me alone about his Ten Strike Mine
and the mountains that hid it. “Over
there!” he would say, and point to the
north. From the porch of his bungalow
the sleeping hills were plainly visible
above the shimmering desert.  He would
chew on the end of a cigar and consider.
‘Itisn’t very far, you know. Two days—
maybe three.  All we need’s water. No
water there—at least, none found. All
those fellows who've prospected are fools.
I'm an expert; so are you. [ tell you,
Hardy, let’s do it! A couple of little
old pack-mules! Lh? How about it?
Next week? T canget off. God, I'd like
money ! And he would subside into a
sullen silence. At first I laughed at him;
but T can tell you that sort of thing gets
on vour nerves sooner or later and either
makes yvou bolt it or else go. At the
end of two weeks I actually found myself
considering the ool thing seriously. Of
course, I didn’t want to discover a lost
gold-mine, that is, unless I just happened
to stumble over it; T wanted to keep away
from such things; they're bad; they get
into a man’s blood like drugs; but I've
always had a hankering for a new country,
and those hills, shining in the heat, were
compelling—very compelling. Besides, I
reflected, a trip like that might help to
straighten Whitney up a little. T hadn’t
much hope, to be sure, but drowning men
clutch at straws.  It's curious what soph-
istry you use to convince yourself, isn't
it? And then—something happened that
for two weeks occupied all my mind.”
Hardy paused, considered for a mo-
ment the glowing end of his cigarette, and
finally looked up gravely; there was a
slight hesitation, almost an embarrass-
ment, in his manner. “T don't exactly
know how to putit,” he began. “Idon't
want you chaps to imagine anything
wrong; it was all very nebulous and in-
definite, you understand—DMrs. Whitney
was a wonderful woman. Twouldn’t men-
tion the matter at all if it wasn’t neces-
sary for the point of my story; in fact, it
is the point of my story. But there was a
man there—one of the voung engineers—
and quite suddenly I discovered that he
was in love with Mrs, Whitney, and T
think—I never could be quite sure, but I
think she was in love with him. It must
have been one of those sudden things, a
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storm out of a clear sky, deluging two
people before they were aware. Timagine
it was brought to the surface by the chap's
illness. He had been out riding on the des-
ert and had got off to look at something,
and a rattlesnake had struck him—a big,
dust-dirty thing—on the wrist, and, very
faint, he had galloped back to the Whit-
neys'. And what do you suppose she
had done—Mrs. Whitney, thatis? Flung
herself down on him and sucked the
wound ! Yes, without a moment’s hesi-
tation, her gold hair all about his hand
and her white dress in the dirt.  Of course,
it was a foolish thing to do, and not in the
least the right way to treat a wound, but
she had risked her life to do it; a slight
cut on her lip—you understand; a tiny,
ragged place. Afterward, she had cut
the wound crosswise, so, and had put on a
ligature, and then had got the man into
the house some way and nursed him until
he was quite himself again. I dare say he
had been inlove with her a long while with-
out knowing it, but that clinched matters.
Those things come overpoweringly and
take a man, down in places like that—
semitropical and lonely and lawless, with
long, empty davs and moonlit nights. Per-
haps he told Mrs. Whitney; he never got
very far, I am sure. She was a wonder-
ful woman—but she loved him, I think.
You can tell those things, you know; a
gesture, an unavoidable look, a silence.
“Anyway, I saw what had happened
and I was sorry, and for a fortnight I hung
around, loath to go, but hating myself all
the while for not doing so. And every
day Whitney would come at me with his
insane scheme. ‘Over there! Tt isn't
very far. Two days—maybe three. How
about it? Eh?’ and then that tense
sweep of the arm to the north. T don't
know what it was, weariness, disgust, irri-
tation of the whole sorry plan of things,
but finally, and to my own astonishment,
I found myself consenting, and within
two days Whitney had his crazy pack out-
fit ready, and on the morning of the third
day we set out. Mrs. Whitney had said
nothing when we unfolded our intentions
to her, nor did she say anything when we
departed, but stood on the porch of the
bungalow, her hand up to her throat, and
watched us out of sight. T wondered
what she was thinking about. The Voo-
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doos—thatwas the name of themountains
we were heading for—had killed a good
many men in their time."”

I've reached the point where I've imag-
ined horrors, heard voices, you understand,
and seen great, bearded men mouthing

“ There was a rustle from the other side of the room, and Mrs. Whitney came toward us.""—Page 35.

Hardy took a long and thoughtiul sip
from the glass in front of him before he
began again. “I've knocked about a
good deal in my life,” he said; “I've been
lost—once in the jungle; I've starved;

at me—a man's pretty far gone when
that happens to him—but that trip across
the desert was the worst I've ever taken.
By day it was all right, just swaying in
your saddle, half asleep a good part of the
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time, the smell of warm dust in your nose,
the three pack-mules plodding along be-
hind; but the nights I tell you, I've sat
aboutcamp-firesup the Congoand watched
big, oilv black men eat their food, and I
once saw a native village sacked, but I'd
rather be tied for life to a West Coast
nigger than to a man like Whitney. It
isn’t good for two people to be alone in a
place like that and for one to hate the
other as I hated him. God knows why I
didn’t kill him; I'd have to get up and
leave the fire and go out into the night,
and, mind you, I'd be shuddering like a
man with the ague under that warm, soft
air. And he never for a minute suspected
it. His mind was scarred with drink as
if a worm had bored its slow way in and
outof it. I can see him now, cross-legged,
beyond the flames, big, unshaven, heavy-
jowled, dirty, what he thought dripping
from his mouth like the bacon drippings
he was too lazy to wipe away., I won't
tell you what he talked about; you know,
the old thing; but not the way even the
most wrong-minded of ordinary mentalks;
there was a sodden, triumphant deviltry
in him that was appalling. He cursed the
country for its lack of opportunity of a
certain kind; he was like a hound held
in leash, gloating over what he would do
when he got back to the kennels of civili-
zation again. And all the while, at the
back of my mind, was a picture of that
white-and-gold woman of his, way back
toward the south, waiting his return be-
cause she owed him her life for the bril-
liant career she had ruined. Tt made you
sometimes almost want to laugh—in-
sanely. T used to lie awake at night and
pray whatever there was to kill him, and
do it quickly. T would have turned back,
but I felt that every day I could keep him
away from Los Pinos was a day gained
for Mrs. Whitney. He was a dangerous
maniac, too. The first day he behaved
himself fairly well, but the second, after
supper, when we had cleaned up, he began
to fumble through the packs, and finally
produced a bottle of brandy.

“‘Fine camping stuff |’ he announced.
‘Lots of results for very little weight.
Have some?’

“‘Are you going to drink that?’ T
asked.

“‘Oh, go to the devil!” he snapped.
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‘I’ve been out as much as you have. I
didn’t argue with him further; I hoped if
he drank enough the sun would get him.
But the third night he upset the water-
kegs, two of them. He had been carrying
on some sort of weird celebration by him-
self, and finally staggered out into the
desert, singing at the top of his lungs, and
the first thing I knew he was down among
the kegs, rolling over and over, and kick-
ing right and left. The one that was open
was gone; another he kicked the plug out
of, but I managed o save about a quar-
ter of its contents. The next morning I
spoke to him about it. He blinked his red
eves and chuckled.

“‘Poor sort of stuff, anyway,” he said.

““Yes,” T agreed; ‘but without it you
would blow out like a candle in a dust
storm.” After that we didn’t speak to
each other except when it was necessary.

“We were in the foot-hills of the Voo-
doos by now, and the next day we got into
the mountains themselves— great, bare
ragged peaks, black and red and dirty
yellow, like the cooled-off slake of a fur-
nace. Every now and then a dry gully
came down from nowheres; and the only
human thing one could see was occasion-
ally, on the sides of one of these, a shiver-
ing, miserable, half-dead pifion—nothing
but that, and the steel-blue sky overhead,
and the desert behind us, shimmering like
a lake of salt. It was hot—good Lord!
The horn of your saddle burned your
hand. That night we camped in a canyon,
and the next day went still higher up, fol-
lowing the course of a rutted stream that
probably ran water once in a year. Whit-
ney wanted to turn east, and it was all a
toss-up to me; the place looked unlikely
enough, anyway, although you never can
tell. T had settled into the monotony of
the trip by now and didn’t much care
how long we stayed out. One day was
like another—hot little swirls of dust,
sweat of mules, and great black cliffs;
and the nights came and went like the
passing of a sponge over a fevered face.
On the sixth day the tragedy happened.
It was toward dusk, and one of the mules,
tll-l_?f one that carried the water, fell over a
cliff.

“He wasn’t hurt; just lay on his back
and smiled crossly; but the kegs and the
bags were smashed to bits. I like mules,
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1'd have to get up and leave the fire and go out into the night.""—Page 4o.
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but I wanted to kill that one. It was
quiet down there in the canyon—quiet and
hot. I looked at Whitney and he looked
at me, and I had the sudden, unpleasant
realization that he was a coward, added
to his other qualifications. Yes, a cow-
ard! I saw it in his blurred eyes and the
quivering of his bloated lips—stark dumb
funk. That was bad. T'm afraid I lost
my nerve, too; I make no excuses; fear is
infectious. At all events, we tore down
out of that place as if death was after us,
the mules clattering and flapping in the
rear. After a time I rode more slowly,
but in the morning we were nearly down
at the desert again; and thereit lay before
us, shimmering like a lake of salt—three
days back to water.

“The next two days were rather a blur,
as if a man were walking on a red-hot
mirror that tipped up and down and tried
to take his legs from under him. There
was a water-hole a little to the east of the
way we had come, and toward that I tried
to head. One of the mules gave out, and
staggered and groaned, and tried to get up
again. I remember hearing him squeal,
once; it was horrible. He lay there, a
little black speck on the desert. Whitney
and I didn’t speak to each other at all, but
T thought of those two kegs of water he
had upset. Have you ever been thirsty
—mortally thirsty, until you feel your
tongue black in your mouth? It's queer
what it does to you. Do you remember
that little place—Zorn’s—at college? We
used to sit there sometimes on spring
afternoons. It was cool and cavern-like,
and through the open door one could see
the breeze in the maple-trees. Well, I
thought about that all the time; it grew
to be an obsession, a mirage. I could
smell the moss-like smell of bock beer; T
even remembered conversations we had
had. You fellows were as real to me as
you are real to-night. It's strange, and
then, when you come to, uncanny; you
feel the sweat on you turn cold.

“We had ridden on in that way I don't
know how long, snatching a couple of
feverish hours of sleep in the night, Whit-
ney groaning and mumbling horribly,
when suddenly my horse gave a little
snicker—low, the way they do when you
give them grain—and T felt his tired body
straighten up ever so little. ‘Maybe," I
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thought, and I looked up. But I didn’t
much care; T just wanted to crawl into
some cool place and forget all about it and
die. It was late in the afternoon. My
shadow waslengthening. Too late, really,
for much mirage; but I no longer put
great stock in green vegetation and mat-
ters of that kind; I had seen too much of
it in the last two days fade away into
nothing—nothing but blistering, damned
gand. And so I wouldn’t believe the cool
reeds and the sparkling water until T had
dipped down through a little swale and
was actually fighting my horse back from
the brink. I knew enough to do that,
mind you, and to fight back the two mules
so that they drank just a little at a time—
a little at a time; and all the while I had
to wait, with my tongue like sand in my
mouth. Over the edge of my horse’s neck
I could see the water just below; it looked
as cool asrain. Iwas always a little proud
of that—that holding back; it made up,
in a way, for the funk of two nights earlier.
When the mules and my horse were
through I dismounted and, lying flat,
bathed my hands, and then, a tiny sip at
a time, began to drink. That was hard.
When I stood up the heat seemed to have
gone, and the breeze was moist and sweet
with the smell of evening. I think I
sang a little and waved my hands above
my head, and, at all events, I remember I
lay on my back and rolled a cigarette; and
quite suddenly and without the slightest
reason there were tears in my eyes. Then
I began to wonder what had become of
Whitney; Ihadn’t thought of him before.
I got to my feet, and just as I did so I saw
him come over the little rise of sand, sway-
ing in his saddle, and trying, the fool, to
make his horse run. He looked like a
great scarecrow blown out from some
Indian maize-field into the desert. His
clothes were torn and his mask of a face
was seamed and black from dust and
sweat; he saw the water and let out one
queer, hoarse screech and kicked at his
horse with wabbling legs.

*“‘Look out!” I cried, and stepped in his
way. I had seen this sort of thing before
and knew what to expect; but he rode me
down as if I hadn’t been there. His horse
tried to avoid me, and the next moment
the sack of grain on its back was on the
sands, creeping like a great, monstrous,
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four-legged thing toward the water. ‘Stay quite_mad, there was no Floubt abou;_that,
where you are,” T said, ‘and I'll bring you but, just the way a dying man ac 1&\!:35
some.'” But he only crawled the faster. some of his old desire to will, there was

=

“ lkept saying, very steady and quiet: *Don't shoot, Whitney | T¥youn hear ! " "—Page 45

I grabbed his shoulder. ‘You fool!’ T
said. ‘You'll kill yourself!’

“‘Damn vou!’ he blubbered. ‘Damn
vou!” And before I knew it, and with all
the strength, I imagine, left in him, he
was on his feet and I was looking down
the barrel of his gun. It looked very
round and big and black, too. Beyond it
his eyes were regarding me; they were

definite purpose in them. ‘You get out
of my way,” he said, and began very
slowly to circle me. You could hardly
hear his words, his lips were so blistered
and swollen.

“And now this is the point of what I
am tellingyou.” Hardy fumbled again for
a match and relit his cigarette. “There
we were, we two, in that desert light,
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about ten feet from the water, he with his
gun pointing directly at my heart—and his
hand wasn’t trembling as much as you
would imagine, either—and he was cir-
cling me step by step, and I was standing
still. T suppose the whole affair took two
minutes, maybe three, but in that time—
and myv brain was still blurred to other
impressions—I saw the thing as clearly as
1 see it now, as clearly as I saw that great,
swollen beast of a face. Here was the
chance I had longed for, the hope I had
lain awake at night and prayed for; be-
tween the man and death I alone stood;
and I had every reason, every instinct of
decency and common sense, to make me
step aside. The man was a devil; he was
killing the finest woman I had ever met;
his presence poisoned the air he walked in;
he was an active agent of evil, there was
no doubt of that. I hated him as I had

never hated anything else in my life, and

at the moment I was sure that God
wanted him to die. I knew then that to
save him would be criminal; I think so
still. And I saw other considerations as
well; saw them as clearly as I see you sit-
ting here. Isaw the man who loved Mrs.
Whitney, and I saw Mrs, Whitney her-
self, and in my keeping, I knew, was all
her chance for happiness, the one hope
that the future would make up to her for
some of the horror of the past. It would
have been an easy thing to do; the most
ordinary caution was on my side. Whit-
ney was far larger than I, and, even in his
weakened condition—I was weak myself
-—stronger, and he had a gun that in a
flash of light could blow me into eternity.
And what would happen then? Why,
when he got back to Los Pinos they would
hang him; they would be only too glad of
the chance; and his wife ?—she would die;
I knew it—just go out like a flame from
the unbearableness of it all. And there
wasn’t one chance in a thousand that he
wouldn’t kill me if T made a single step
toward him. Thad only to let him go and
in a few minutes he would be dead—as
dead as his poor brute of a horse would be
within the hour. I felt already the cool
relief that would be mine when the black
shadow of him was gone. I would ride
into town and think no more of it than
if I had watched a tarantula die. You
see, I had it all reasoned out as clearly as
Vor. LVIIT.—5

could be; there was morality and com-
mon sense, the welfare of other people, the
man’s own good, really, and yet—well,
I didn'’t do it.”

“Didn’t?”” Tt was Jarrick who put the
question a little breathlessly.

“No. Istepped toward him—so! One
step, then another, very slowly, hardly
a foot at a time, and all the while I
watched the infernal circle of that gun,
expecling it every minute to spit fire. 1
didn’t want to go; I went against my will.
T was scared, too, mortally scared; my
legs were like lead—TI had to think every
time I lifted a foot—and in a queer, crazy
way I seemed to feel two people, a man
and a woman, holding me back, plucking
atmy sleeves. ButIwent. All the time
I kept saying, very steady and quiet:
‘Don't shoot, Whitney! D’you hear!
Don't shoot or I'll kill you!” Wasn't
it silly? Kill him! Why, he had me
dead ten times before I got to him. But
I suppose some trace of sanity was knock-
ing at his drink-sodden brain, for he didn’t
shoot—just watched me, his red eyes
blinking. So! One step at a time—
nearer and nearer—I could feel the sweat
on my forehead—and then I jumped. I
had him by the legs, and we went down in
a heap. He shot then; they always do!
But I had him tied up with the rags of his
own shirt in a trice. Then I brought him
water in my hat and let him drink it,
drop by drop. After a while he came to
altogether. But he never thanked me;
he wasn’t that kind of a brute. T got him
into town the morning of the second day
and turned him over to his wife. Soyou
see’’— Hardy hesitated and looked at
the circle of our faces with an odd, ap-
pealing look —“it 45 queer, isn’t it?
All mixed up. One doesn’t know.” He
sank back in his chair and began to
scratch, absent-mindedly, at a holder
with a match.

The after-theatre crowd was beginning
tocomein; the sound of laughter and talk
grew steadily higher; far off an orchestra
wailed inarticulately.

“What became of them?” T asked.

Hardy looked up as if startled. “The
Whitneys? Oh—she died—Martin-wrote
me. Down there, within a year. One
would know it would happen. Like a
flame, I suppose—suddenly.”
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“And the man—the fellow who was in
love with her?”

Hardy stirred wearily. “I haven’t
heard,” he said. “I suppose he is still
alive.”

He leaned over to complete the striking
of his match, and for an instant his arm
touched a glass; it trembled and hung in
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the balance, and he shot out a sinewy hand
to stop it, and as he did so the sleeve of
his dinner jacket caught. On the brown
flesh of his forearm I saw a queer, ragged
white cross—the scar a snake bite leaves
when it is cicatriced. I meant to avoid
his eyes, but somehow I caught them
instead., They were veiled and hurt.
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differs from other countries
in the most unexpected ways, and chal-
lenges most of our theories of politics.
We find difficulty in understanding the
psychology of the people, their attitude
toward the war, the Kaiser, and the ruling
classes. There are many other paradoxes
that elude the Anglo-Saxon, and especial-
ly the American, mind. Governed by an
almost feudal aristocracy, with a detach-
ment and contempt for all other classes,
Germany has worked out the most elabo-
rate programme of social legislation and
state socialism of any country in the
world. Admittedly a people with but
little aptitude for politics in the common
acceptation of the term, the states and
cities have perfected their administration,
and carried government ownership be-
yond the programmes of any except the
extreme socialists of other countries. Op-
pressed by the antisocialist laws of Bis-
marck, there has grown up the most
highly organized revolutionary type of
socialism in Europe, with a total vote of
over 4,000,000 electors. Up to 1870 al-
most exclusively an agricultural nation,
Germany has developed her resources, di-
versified her industries, expanded her
trade and commerce, and pushed herself
to the front rank as an industrial power,
in the face of the almost complete occu-
pation of the markets of the world by
other countries.

These are but suggestive of the many
political and social riddles which Germany
presents. These are some of the anom-
alies which challenge the teachings of his-
tory and our currently accepted theories
of politics.

What is the explanation of the German
people? What lies back of the prowess of
the nation not only in war but in the arts
of peace as well? By what means has a
peasant country been able to project its
life into industry, commerce, and finance,
and extend its conquests into every cor-
ner of the earth? How has an autocratic
state, the most autocratic in western Eu-
rope, been induced to think in the terms of
the peasant and artisan, and to provide
social insurance and education, state
socialism and protection, for the weaker
members of the state, far beyond any pro-
gramme yet developed by any of the
democratic nations of the world? What
is the social psychology of the German
people that apparently denies the materi-
alistic interpretation of politics enunci-
ated by socialists and largely confirmed
by the contemporary experiences of other
countries ?

A people cannot be analyzed in a few
paragraphs, and cannot be understood
by an outsider even with the most sympa-
thetic of intentions. Tt is difficult to un-
derstand one’s own country—the changes
in sentiment and conviction, the swift
abandonment of one position, tenaciously
held, for another. The political and so-
cial currents of America elude us. And
the social psychology of Germany is par-
ticularly baffling. It confuses even the
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tens of thousands of students, artists, and
travellers who during the last generation
have gone to Germany for an education,
for the cultural things and the leisure life
which Germany offers.

Possibly the most important influence
in the making of modern Germany and
in moulding the mind of the nation is
the persistence down to very recent times
of the feudal idea of the state, with the
eighteenth-century relation of classes.
The German people, especially the Prus-
siang, still think in terms of an earlier age;
they accept the divine right of kings and
the only less divine right of the feudal
aristocracy to rule. And they accept this
with but little intellectual protest. Up
to a generation ago there were but two
classes in Germany: the feudal estate-
owners and the peasants working upon
the soil, whose relations had not material-
ly changed in centuries. For feudal land-
tenure still persists in Prussia, and feudal
land-tenure is the economic mould of Ger-
many. Itis this thatis responsible for the
caste, for the division into classes; it is
this that explains the social cleavage and
the acceptance of authority. It is this,
too, that explains the paternalism of Prus-
sia, just as it is the wide distribution of
the land under peasant proprietorship
that explains the Gemuitlichkeit of South
Germany.

Feudal land-tenure has projected the
traditions of an earlier age down to the
present day. It is responsible for the au-
tocratic power of the King of Prussia, who
remains a great landlord, the first among
other great landlords. His possessions
have been in the Hohenzollern family for
centuries. TheMark of Brandenburg, ex-
tended by force of arms into the kingdom
of Prussia and later under Bismarck into
the empire, is an expansion of the feudal
state. The constitution of 1871 is a legal
crystallization of eighteenth-century con-
ditions, as is the earlier constitution of
Prussia. While suggesting parliamentary
forms, in reality they but legalize, through
the limitations upon the suffrage, the un-
just distribution of seats, and the ascend-
ancy of the feudal class, the control of
the old aristocracy in the life of the na-
tion.

And this old feudal class is the ruling
class. It fills all the higher offices of the
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state. From it come the chancellors and
ministers of the empire. It officers the
army and navy. It makes public opinion
and controls legislation. The feudal class
is society. But this class is not Germany.
It has little interest in or sympathy for
the Germany which many Americans
know and love. And we cannot under-
stand Germany without understanding
this duality. The confusion we feel, the
mental conflict of so many people, is
traceable to the fact that there are two
Germanys: the Germany of politics, mili-
tarism, and aggression, and the Germany
of culture, sweetness, efficiency, and life.
Official, feudal Germany is separate and
apart from the real Germany. The voice
of the class which rules is not the voice of
the people. It does not represent the
worker, the peasant, the merchant, or
even the great majority of the property-
owning classes.

It is the persistence of an earlier organ-
ization of society that explains the sense
of dependence on the part of the people,
and the respect and veneration for au-
thority which affects all classes. No other
nation has so completely subordinated the
individual to the state; nowhere does such
unchallenged authority attach to so large
an official class, and nowhere does the
official command such unquestioned obe-
dience.

There are two explanations for this per-
sistence of the medizval idea of the state
—an anachronism in the twentieth cen-
tury. In the first place, the French revo-
lution did not penetrate into Prussia as it
did into Italy, Belgium, South Germany,
and even Scandinavia. Prussia was
sparsely settled. There were few cities,
and the system of feudal land-ownership
was too nearly universal for the revolu-
tionary forces to find a footing. Nor did
the later revolutionary movements of the
nineteenth century penetrate into that
part of Germany that lies to the east of
Berlin,into East Prussia, Posen,and Pom-
erania. And when the constitution of
Prussia was formed the liberal forces were
too weak to make their influence felt.
The constitution then adopted was merely
a recasting in legal form of the old feudal
order. There was no provision for direct
universal suffrage or even an approach to
it; for a responsible ministry, or for real
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constitutional forms. Later, when Prussia
became the dominating state in Germany,
she impressed her feudal will and control
by the feudal classes upon the imperial
constitution. Manhood suffrage, it is
true, was provided in elections to the
Reichstag, but this is only a semblance of
popular power. The King became the
Kaiser and, along with the Bundesrat, or
Senate, the final repository of authority.
There is no suggestion of popular control
over the government, and popular opinion
does not influence the ruling classes. Even
in the Prussian cities the great majority of
the people have but little voice. Polit-
ically, Germany is but little changed from
what it was a century ago, and the expla-
nation is to be found in the fact that the
traditions of the people and the constitu-

tion of the state repose the government in .

the hands of the feudal land-owners, who
remain almost as powerful as they were in
an earlier age.

A second explanation of the persistence
of the feudal state and the eighteenth-cen-
tury relation of classes is found in the fact
that the industrial revolution did not
reach Germany until very recently. The
factory system with a large industrial ur-
ban population dates back to the Franco-
Prussian War. It was almost a century
old in Great Britain before it appeared in
Germany. In the former country it had
built great cities and created a powerful
financial class, which insisted on political
and social recognition, and through its in-
fluence on legislation and public opinion
it put an end to much of the personal and
political subjection of earlier times. The
new commercial aristocracy broadened
the suffrage as early as 183z. Itabolished
the rotten borough system, which still
prevails in Prussia. It repealed all limita-
tions on admission to the Commons, and
in 1910 it took away the veto from the
House of Lords. Freedom of conscience,
of speech, and of the press were guaran-
teed, and these are of the very essence of
popular government. The ministry was
made responsible, not to the King, but to
Parliament and the party in power. Far
more important, the commercial classes
became rich and powerful a generation be-
fore they appeared in Prussia. The mem-
bers entered Parliament. They married
into the old aristocracy. And one by one
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they took away the privileges of the old
feudal class.

Through the growth of industry Eng-
land became predominantly an industrial
and trading nation, until to-day four-
fifths of her people live in cities. And
through manhood suffrage industry be-
came articulate in legislation. It broke
down the old feudal concepts of the state
and changed the psychology of Great
Britain. A new aristocracy was elevated
alongside of the old landed aristocracy,
and in securing political equality for itself
it secured equality for the nation as well.

In Germany, on the other hand, the old
régime was crystallized into constitutional
form long before the commercial classes
had risen to prominence in the empire.
The commercial aristocracy is of recent
appearance; it has never been admitted to
the old aristocracy, and under the con-
stitutions of Prussia and the empire it has
but little voice in the affairs of the nation.

The second influence in the moulding of
modern Germany is the complete ascend-
ancy of two powerful individuals who have
dominated the life of the nation fo1 over
fifty years. These individuals are Prince
Bismarck and William IT. And these two
men were consistent in their ambitions
and alikein their traditions. They had the
same vision of the paternal state. And
both reflected the ideals of an earlier age.
Bismarck came from the ruling classes,
the aristocracy. He loved Prussia and his
king. And he loved only less the Junker
class from which he came. He was trained
tostatecraft, and just as Stein and Harden-
berg were intrusted with power following
the humiliation of Prussia by Napoleon,
so Bismarck was given almost sovereign
authority by William I in the years prior
to the Franco-Prussian War, as well as
in the period of construction which fol-
lowed it, when the results of military con-
quest and the French milliards were made
the basis of a political, industrial, and
social programme that has been carried on
since Bismarck's retirement by Emperor
William IT.

These two men have guided the des-
tinies of Germany. They framed con-
structive legislation and directed the
state in the same general direction. Both
were possessed of boundless imagination
as to the ultimate destiny of the German
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people. They were not seriously dis-
tracted by political controversy, They
ruled by party coalitions when that was
possible; and when it was not, they ruled
without parliamentary sanction. Their
control over Prussia was absolute, and
through Prussia their control of the em-
pire was almost equally so. They chose
their own associates, and they chose them
from their own class. And they fashioned
Germany to their liking, not only for mili-
tary purposes but for industrial and com-
mercial aggression as well. The legisla-
tion which they promoted, even the social
legislation for the protection of the work-
ing classes, was in harmony with the early
traditions of Prussia. The laws they in-
sisted on involved no violent break with
the past. Rather they were a continua-
tion of the paternalism, of the feudalism,
of the ascendancy of the state over the
individual, to which Germany had been
long accustomed.

A third influence in the making of Ger-
many is education—an education which
begins with the cradle, that is compulsory,
and is open even to the poorest, who are
able to make their way through the sec-
ondary schools, the academies, technical
colleges. and the university, if they have
the ambition and the ability to do so.
Nowhere, not even in America, is uni-
versity training so universal as in Ger-
many; and nowhere are there fewer
obstacles to educational equality. More-
over, education is a matter of the most
serious official concern by statesmen and
experts. It is adjusted to every activity,
to every industry, and every scientific
need. And it is a public rather than a
private function. The appropriations for
this purpose are generous. The standards
of elementary education are prescribed by
law, to which all communities must con-
form. Elementary education is compul-
sory. Above the minimum requirements
prescribed by the state, local authorities
may go so far as they choose, and the
greatest diversity exists in the develop-
ment of higher education not only be-
tween the universities, which are found in
almost every state of the empire, but
among the municipalities as well. Cities
maintain a great variety of high schools
and academies, in which provision is made
for all kinds of mechanical, vocational, and
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artistic study. There are gymnasia for
classical training, for science, for the fine
arts. In addition, the larger cities main-
tain colleges of commerce and technology,
through which thousands of students are
trained for industry, commerce, and state
activities. There are twenty-one univer-
sities, with 66,000 students, giving higher
post-graduate degrees in philosophy, law,
and medicine, and a dozen technical col-
leges, with 17,000 students pursuing sim-
ilar advanced courses in engineering and
science. Provision is made for training in
statecraft and administration. Diissel-
dorf has a college of city administration
and Berlin a college of town-planning,
while Frankfort has recently opened a
municipal university planned on an am-
bitious scale. There are numerous tech-
nical colleges and laboratories for mining,
architecture, forestry, and agriculture, and
hundreds of industrial and vocational high
schools. And these educational institu-
tions are all closely identified with the
state. Their professors and scientists co-
operate with the civil and military author-
ities, while the civil servant is everywhere
trained to meet the needs of administra-
tion and statecraft. Education, in fact,
is a prerequisite of admission to the high-
er positions in the civil service, while the
universities and technical schools are con-
sciously allied with the administration of
the empire.

Education in Germany, from the pri-
mary school to the higher endowments for
scientific research, is.an -adjunct of the
state, not an isolated, detached thing.
And it is consciously organized to promote
efficiency. A large part of Germany’s in-
dustrial achievement is traceable back to
the system of education, just as her inter-
national trade is traceable to the commer-
cial colleges, in which thousands of men
are trained for the conquest of the trade
of the world. Official and industrial Ger-
many is a product of the trained adminis-
trator. And this has had a profound in-
fluence on the development of the past
generation. It has made Germany a land
of experts.

All of these influences have reacted
upon one another. Obedience is a prod-
uct of feudal tradition, as is the universal
ambition for state service which affects
all classes. Education gave the Kaiser
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and the civil service a body of highly
trained men, devc ed to the Fatherland,
and condemned by the pressure of com-
petition to a calling chosen early in life.
Education supplied industry with scien-
tific assistants and millions of trained
hands and brains, prepared from child-
hood for a definite calling. A respect for
authority, coupled with a constitution that
legalizes autocratic power, made it possi-
ble for the Kaiser to carry through a colos-
sal internal programme, even against the
temporary wishes of the nation. There
was no responsible ministry to check his
will and no popular party to be satisfied,
while the press and discussion were un-
der the strictest surveillance. Intelligent
leadership, an overcrowded scientific
class, a wonderful system of trade educa-
tion, and a people trained by generations
of respect for authority combined in the
making of a nation, on the unpromising
individualistic foundation of a score of
jealous kingdoms, principalities, and free
cities, that in a generation’s time has be-
come one of the most powerful nations of
the modern world.

All of these influences combined to make
the mind of modern Germany what it is,
to create a psychology quite different
from that of two generations ago, quite
different from that of any other nation in
Europe. Still other influences contributed
in the same general direction. The tra-
ditions of a patriarchal feudal state made
it easy for Bismarck to carry through his
programme of state socialism. The uni-
versities and public opinion accepted with-
out protest the taking over the railways,
the development of canals and waterways,
and the acquisition of mines and other in-
dustrial properties. State socialism fell
in with the traditions of the state, with
the will of the governing classes, as well as
the opinions of the academic world. For
had not the state owned great landed pos-
sessions and forest preserves for centuries
and operated them at a profit? Legisla-
tion in the interest of the working classes,
the old age, sickness, and accident insur-
ance schemes, were all part of the tradi-
tions of an earlier age and found a sanction
in similar activities promoted by the Great
Elector and Frederick the Great. New
Germany accepted state socialism just as
it accepted interference by the state with

the lives and property of the ind_l\_-‘ldual-
It was in harmony with the traditions of
the people.

Agd gtatc- socialism has reacted on tl'{e
people. It has not only increased their
dependence; it has created afle:‘ctlon for
the state as well. One explanation of the
devotion of the German people to the
Fatherland is the devotion of the Father-
land to the people. This is 2 most impor-
tant factor in the psyvchology of modern
Germany, a factor that has been gen-
erally overlooked. We in America find
this difficult to comprehend. For with
us the state performs but few services for
the citizens. Our political philosophy per-
mits every one to do pretty much as he
pleases. Neither the nation, the States,
nor the cities engage in many positive,
helpful activities. Germany has the other
point of view. The common good is a
matter of constant concern, and the state
is the greatest of all agencies of service.
More than 3,000,000 persons are in civil
service. This is one person out of every
twenty. And state positions are highly
prized. They carry dignity, social posi-
tion, permanent tenure, and a pension on
retirement. These employees and those
dependent on them believe in the Father-
land and all that it stands for. Tt is their
whole life to an extent that is difficult for
us to understand. In addition, and this
is very important, the state looks after the
individual in countless ways. It serves
him all the time. The service is of a pa-
ternal sort, it is true, but it is satisfactory
to the German people. And this in turn
creates a reciprocal love on the part of the
people for the state. In addition they
have a sense of common ownership in the
railroads, the telegraph, the mines, forests,
and the agricultural estates. There are
insurance funds which provide against ac-
cident, sickness, and invalidity, as well as
the old-age pensions. If a citizen lives in
a city, as 49 per cent of the people do, he
is a joint owner of the street railways and
gas, water, and electric-lighting plants,
as well as numerous other activities which
touch his life in many ways. He is edu-
cated in the public schools: the teacher,
the health officer, and even the relief com-
mittees come to him as aids to his ambi-
tion and his well-being. Even the taxes
areadjusted soas to fall most heavily upon
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those best able to bear them. For the
bulk of the revenues of the cities, and a
large part of the revenues of the state,
come through the income tax, a tax that
is paid directly and that is consciously
felt by the payer. The payment of direct
taxes in turn creates an interest in the
state and its many activities. And no-
where in the world do people pay taxes
with more willingness than in Germany.

The devotion of the German people in
the present struggle is far more than a
feudal tradition. It is not alone inspired
by coercion or veneration for authority.
Rather it is largely a product of the ac-
tion and reaction of the state upon the

daily lives of the people. The state may
not be dedicated to a good cause, and it
may be mistaken in its conception of the
value of German kultur to the world.
But the people have been so indissolubly
merged into the state, so identified with
it by tradition, education, and the com-
mon ownership of so many things, that
there has been created a social psychology
that is unique in the history of the mod-
ern world; a social psychology, too, that
is so different from anything with which
we are familiar that it is difficult, if not
impossible, for us to comprehend the con-
flicting meanings which Germany presents
to the world.

HIT 1:5

By Arthur Guiterman

I NEVER loved your plains!—
Your gentle valleys,

Your drowsy country lanes
And pleachéd alleys.

I want my hills!—the trail
That scorns the hollow.—

Up, up the ragged shale
Where few will follow,

Up, over wooded crest
And mossy bowlder

With strong thigh, heaving chest,
And swinging shoulder,

So let me hold my way,
By nothing halted,
Until, at close of day,
I stand, exalted,

High on my hills of dream—
Dear hills that know me!
And then, how fair will seem

The lands below me,

How pure, at vesper-time,
The far bells chiming!

God, give me hills to climb,
And strength for climbing!




SIXTEEN PHOTOGRAPHS

BY

DWIGHT L. ELMENDORF

TAKEN ALONG
THE PACIFIC COAST
OF THE
UNITED STATES
FROM SAN DIEGO TO SEATTLE

A PARK IN LOS ANGELES — CORONADO
BEA€CH — SANTA BARBARA — COAST NEAR
MONTEREY — SAN FRANCISCO — PORT-
LAND — THE BIG TREES — COLUMBIA
RIVER — MOUNT RAINIER — MOUNT HOOD

The pictures here published for the first time have been seen
only in Mr. Elmendorf’s lectures, and are reproduced from glass posi-
tives made by Mr. Elmendorf especially for SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE.
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MISS MARRIOTT

AND THE FAUN

By Katharine Fullerton Gerould

queryingly.
I don’t know how the
4 word had been mentioned
between us. Love doesn’t
bulk big in Hoyting's vo-
cabulary, or in mine when I'm talking
to him. But occasionally one comes in
sight of this great natural wonder and
can scarcely refrain from alluding to it.
This must have been one of the occasions.

“What about it?” I was curious to
hear what Hoyting had to say. I could
have sworn that he himself had never
known the “sacred terror.” His lurch-
ing bulk and his brown face have been
shaped and tempered to other adven-
tures and other solutions. What a time
(I've often thought, without blasphemy)
St. Peter will have with Hoyting’s pack
when he dumps it at the pearly gates for
appraisal ! Noone I have ever known has
wandered so far afield—disinterestedly.
I don’t think Hoyting has ever plucked an
orchid or brought home—but he has no
home—the skin of a beast. - What has
ever mattered to him save the encounter,
in minor seas and insignificant ports, with
things that, to the end, did not concern
him? No Aziyadés and Chrysanthémes,
I feel sure, for Hoyting.

“Love?"” he repeated again, relaxing
his huge body slowly and flinging one leg
over the other. “I've seen as much of
love as the next man, in more places than
most. I've never been mixed up with it
myself—not with the real thing. But
most things are mixed up with it. You'll
believe that I don’t read poetry. If you
people could ever get the beat of life, you'd
get it with prose. Imagine fitting human
beings—black or white—into a stanzaic
form! T realized that young. TI've seen
people make love all over the shop. I'm
not denying it’s effective. But the one
thing I've never seen it do is really change
a person. That’s why I don’t believe in
all the things they tell me the poets say
about it. Time and again I've seen the
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trick tried; and time and again I've seen
the woman or the man slump back into
the shape God made ’em in. Puffing out
like the frog in the fable—and bursting,
sometimes—hut never turning into the ox,
you know. Humph!” Hoyting snorted
mildly, emitting blue smoke from his nos-
trils like a djinn.

I didn’t care to take up the challenge.
I have always suspected Hoyting of sus-
pecting me of perpetrating fiction—if you
called it “literature,” it would make no
difference to Hoyting. He must have
read a few books in his time, for now and
then he quotes. But if you placed Hoyt-
ing on the classic uninhabited island, with
the traditional spoils of shipwreck clus-
tered about him; if you went the wild
length of floating in a properly labelled
Mudie box on the seventh wave: well, my
guess is that when the rescuing party
came they would find Hoyting—or per-
haps his skeleton—sitting on the sand,
hunched into the most comfortable posi-
tion the scene afforded, and the box lying
unopened in the middle distance. Idon't
know any other human creature of whom
T could, with conviction, predicate that.
Hoyting prefers humanity to anything;
but he would prefer the barest vegetation
to books.

As I said, I never supposed Hoyting au-
thority on the “sacred terror’—for one
thing, I don’t believe any woman has ever
gone the length of falling in love with him
—but I should always be exceedingly in-
terested to know what he thought of any-
thing so variously human. So I egged
him on, as the years have taught me how:
with vermouth close to his hand, the cig-
arettes just by, and my own face turned
non-committally to the fresh sea-wind.
The lights of the little café were going out
one by one as the prudent proprietor dis-
covered that they were no longer needed,
and Frangois himself withdrew on tiptoe
to some region at the back, like an inspired
accomplice. Hoyting sleeps when he feels
like it, and no vigil discourages him.
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T had to wait for a time, and I almost
wondered if Hoyting were not giving him-
sell up to one of his inconsiderate silences
—silences which, far into the evening, he
will end by rising and lurching into the
dusk, leaving you a coin with which to
pay his shot, as if you were his valet. Out
of those silences something may always
come; but any show of curiosity snaps the
time-lock into place. If you question too
airily, you are sure to have to wait until
the next day’s sun has renewed all things.
And, with the next day’s sun, Hoyting
may be anywhere.

He poured out the vermouth and
screwed his lips impatiently. “Yes, I've
seen the thing tried—honestly and fer-
vently tried. Did you ever know a girl
named Marriott— Eva Marriott—or a
man named Dallas?”

“T've known two or three men named
Dallas.”

“Was any one of them English?”

“Omne of them was.”

“What was he like?r”

“A red-haired bruiser with a game leg
that he got from being thrown in the
hunting-field. Or so he said.”

“Big, then?”

“Six feet three, and bulky in propor-
tion.”

“That is not the man.
knew the girl?”

“Never. And I am safe, in any case,”
I reminded him.

“Oh—yes. Only I shouldn’t like to
ticket them, But since you don't know
either of them"—Hoyting's gesture shed
the pair down the windy ways of time.

“She was young, very young; and he
had the hopeless un-selfconsciousness of
the pagan. ‘Pagan’ is a stupid word to
use; but you know what I mean.”

Hoyting knitted his brows and jerked
his chin towards me inquiringly. T didn’t
know, precisely, but I wasn’t going to
delay him over a definition. “VYes.” I
spoke very quietly.

“Well, then, let it go at that. He
knew his way about among his sensations,
too, and was as serious about them as if
they had been his morals. Perhaps they
were. I don’t mean he was a rotter—
though, again, perhaps he was—but that
he couldn’t see why taking a cold bath
when you needed it wasn’t as virtuous as

And you never
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selling all you had and giving to the poor.
He hadn’t any brains, I think; neither
had she—not twopence worth between
them. If they had been ants, the com-
munity would have executed them. And,
of course, they had to knock up against
each other. She was chaperoned by an
intellectual aunt who expected to write a
book about her experiences in those dan-
gerous and exotic lands where Cook has to
buy your railway ticket for you. Noth-
ing could persuade the aunt that she
wasn't a sort of Marco Polo. She had no
brains, either: she was all intellect. They
had got to Biskra, and the aunt was filling
note-books. You can imagine how much
brain she had if she was taken in by
Biskra. I won't stop to explain why I
was there myself. You can be sure it was
by no fault of my own.”

“My dear Hoyting,” I ventured, “it's
unworthy of you to apologize.”

“I wasn’t apologizing. 1 only meant
that these people and their kind had noth-
ing to do with me. I ran into them by
accident—as you might run into sticking-
plaster by accident. The result was much
the same. I wascaught by the legin that
painted and powdered and generally mere-
tricious town. For certain reasons, I had
to be there a fortnight. And the woman
stalked me—me! Some one had told her
that I had been in Persia. She wanted to
know all about Persia. ine
me sitting in the garden of the Palace
Hotel answering questions about Persia?
I tried to make it clear to her that she
couldn’t go to Persia. I didn't think her
fit to go anywhere; but I thought she
would do less harm in Biskra than she
would anywhere else. Biskra, if she had
only known it, was just her size. I never
put her wise; why should I? My chief
object was to keep her in Biskra the rest
of her life, so that I should never have to
see her again.”

“What was she like?”

“Haven’t T just told you?”

“Not wholly. She might have been a
nice woman or a harpy.”

““She was a very curious person,” Hoyt-
ing mused. “I had some respect for her,
you know. Apparently she had wanted,
all her life, to travel in strange places, and
had never been able to stir from her an-
cestral homestead. Recently she had in-

Can you imaginé
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herited a lot of money and a niece to
chaperon; and she had chucked all the
photographs and books that she had been
feeding her poor lean soul on, and started
out, dragging the niece with her. She
was as respectable as even a woman of
her antecedents could possibly be; but
she had no prejudices. That was the one
thing that distinguished her from any
other fussy old maid. It made her rather
pathetic. She had gradually, in the long,
busy, baffled years, managed to discard
every tradition she had. She was scep-
tical of everything that her native com-
munity held for gospel. She didn't be-
lieve in revealed religion, or the Ten
Commandments, or the sacredness of the
marriage tie, or the superiority of the fe-
male sex, or any of the things she must
have been supposed at home to stand for.
She had sat perfectly still in her own vil-
lage for fifty years, and her only recrea-
tion had been to burst silently, one by

one, her intellectual bonds. She wasn't
in the least revolutionary; she didn't
want to preach or subvert. She only

wanted to see things with an unpreju-
diced eye. She might have been mag-
nificent if she had had youth or strength
or beauty; but she had none of those.
Her body went back on her mind at every
turn. She was afraid of every beast that
walks, from camels to spiders; she was de-
pendent on a whole set of special medica-
ments that had to be renewed every now
and then from America—she couldn’t have
conceived of using a foreign substitute,
even British. She kept the vocabulary
of her prejudices, too, though she dis-
pensed with the prejudices. I am sure,
for example, she hadn’t the slightest ob-
jection to the Ouled Nails, but she always
referred to them as ‘fallen women.” She
would have been amusing if she hadn’t
been such a bore. In retrospect, and safe
from her, I do find her amusing. She was
naive to the last degree: any shifty Arab
could take her in. She bought things in
the bazaars that simply smelled of Bir-
mingham. But not the shiftiest Arab of
the lot, even if he had once in a way told
her the truth, could have shocked her.
And she wasn’t morbid, you understand.
She wasn't hunting horrors; she was only
hunting something different from all the

things she had been fed up with. Every-
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thing was fish that came to her net—
everything. But she was about as well
equipped as a baby, towriteabook, Now
do you know what she was like? She had
sandy hair, and a blue veil that hung
crooked over it, and always wore dirt-
colored clothes, and always had a clean
handkerchief in her left hand.”

“T see perfectly,” I replied.
about the niece?”

“Oh, the niece? Well, little Eva Mar-
riott had all the prejudices her aunt
hadn't. Morally speaking, she went
round in her aunt’s discarded clothes.
But she was exquisitely pretty—even I
could see that. I'm no judge of female
beauty—TI have lost all my standards—
but I could see that her coloring was ex-
ceedingly satisfactory. She had red hair,
and a white skin, and sad green eyes,and a
wonderful veil of sweetness over all.  She
held herself badly, like all American girls,
but you could have written Chinese poet-
ry to her head and neck. She was about
twenty, I believe, and by the time the
aunt clutched me in the hotel garden
young Eva and young Dallas were head
over heels in love with each other.”

Hoyting refilled his glass, and turned
his head slowly from side to side as if to
feel the wind move across his skin.

‘A civilized love-affair is the devil. Tt
doesn't even interest me. It’s like trying
to wrestle with stays on: a fine exhibition
of endurance, no doubt, but certainly not
good wrestling—and most certainly not
beautiful to the onlooker. Oh, the hero-
ine of this tale is the aunt, if you like. I
don’t think even she had any imagination;
but a complete absence of prejudice is al-
most as good. She liked Dallas no end—
I could see that out of the tail of my eye.
They didn't grow his kind in her little co-
lonial village. He was as exotic, from her
point of view, as a palm-tree—and, from
mine, no more interesting,”

“Who was interesting, if none of them
was?"' [ asked. Hoyting does not deal in
the platitudinous human, and T didn't be-
lieve for a moment that he was asking me
to assist at any pious dissection of a spin-
ster's wanderlust.

“*None of them was; but the combina-
tion of the two young things was irresist-
ible. Puritan and pagan have met often
enough; but never were two such pure

“What
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and unprotected specimens of their differ-
ent types.  She had been bred in the kind
of atmosphere that I'd forgotten about.
It never was mine, even when I was a kid,
but I'd always heard of it. ‘Ewva reads a
great deal—a great deal, Thave given up
books for life,” Miss Marriott said to me
once. A perfectly decent thing to do if
vou don't talk about it !—and then gaze
jike a love-sick owl at the filthy little ‘vil-
lage negre’ across the way. You know
what ‘villages négres’ are in French co-
lonial towns—so new that it's a wonder
they can be so dirty. The woman was a
terrible bore!”

“T didn't know you were ever terribly
bored by the same person more than once.”™
Indeed, no one has ever had less right than
Hoyting to pose as a social martyr.

“Um—no. But I was in Biskra be-
cause I had to be—as I explained. I had
definite business there. I was bound to
be bored anyhow, and I'd rather be bored
sitting still in a hotel garden than riding
round on a mule to see what the avaricious
Arab has prepared for people like Miss
Marriott. Of course, sitting still let mein
for a certain amount of Miss Marriott,
but it was otherwise comfortable.”

“T didn’t know you ever had business
anywhere.”

“T seldom do. But I had then. It
was not wholly my own business, so I
won't go into it.”

Hoyting frowned and was silent for a
moment. I had naturally no intention of
questioning him further; but it was the
first hint I had ever had of his doing any-
thing save what the instant suggested.
Was it possible that even he was at the
mercy of past and future, like the rest of
us? I put the thought aside,for T have got
no end of mental luxury, first and last, out
of the Everlasting Now that is Hoyting.

“She let me understand that her young
people were engaged. She gave it to me
like a piece of gossip, as if it weren’t her
affair. Thadn’t seen much of young Eva,
and scarcely more of young Dallas, but I
was curious to know if the aunt approved.
It seemed to me that in her place—though
I don't pretend to say I could put myself
there very successfully—I shouldn’t. I
said something. ‘Oh, it's Eva's affair.’
she answered. ‘In ’ (she named their
State) ‘a girl's of age at eighteen.’
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““My dear Miss Marriott,’ I said, ‘a
State in which a girl is of age at eighteen
doesn’t exist north of Cancer or south of
Capricorn. I don’t know much about the
Jaws of my precious country, but I do
know something about climate.’

“‘I think he's fascinating.” That is all
I could get out of her. Not that I tried
very hard to get anything out of her. It
would have been like going a-fishing in a
provincial aquarium.

“Now, mind you’’—Hoyting frowned
again, then shrugged his great shoulders
as if to reassure himself that the burden
was gone from them—"1 don't say the
chap wasn’t fascinating. He had bowled
over Eva Marriott, anyhow. Their love-
affair had grown under that sun like the
perfect date-palm in the perfect oasis. It
looked as if they’d hunt up their respec-
tive consuls and be married before they
left Biskra. But they didn’t. At least,
not before I left Biskra, and I fancy not
since. I am sure not since. He wasn’t
fit to marry any one.”

“You said he wasn’t—not past doubt,
at least—a rotter,”

“‘Rotter’ has nothing to do with him.
You might as well call him something in
Coptic.”

Hoyting frowned again. Then he turned
suddenly. “Let's not talk about it. I
don’t know why I started out to tell you,
anyhow. It's none of your business or
mine. Therefore it deesn't interest us.
Only, vou mentioned love. . . . Let me
tell vou about the only time I ever tried
pig-sticking. It was a few months ago,
and I must have looked like one afflicted
of God.”

“T'll hear that later.” I was firm.
“Tell me more about these people. I
shall never see them.”

“No, I dare say not.
business, all the same.”

“Probably I shouldn’t agree with vou,”
I went on. “Until you prove it to me I
sha'n't believe you know the sacred terror
when you see it.”

“‘Thesacred terror.” Um. ... Prob-
ably, as you say, vou won't agree with me.
But what does it matter? T know what I
know.” He sealed his lips for a moment,
and I was afraid I hadn’t overcome his
reluctance. But presently I knew that
I had. Hoyting narrowed his eyes until

But it isn't our
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they were almost shut. Head thrown
back, he began to talk.

“I don’t pretend, for a moment, to
understand young Dallas. He had ob-
viously been brought up like every one
else, and he certainly had no theories. T
think he just wanted—whatever he want-
ed at the moment. Whether it was some-
thing to eat, or something to look at, or
something to go out and do, or some-
thing to possess. He was a little more
complicated than a faun, but he was more
like a faun than like anything else that
has ever had human shape.”

“Furry ears? Donatello?
sort of thing? "

Hoyting opened his puzzled eyes.
don’t know what you mean.”

“Oh, of course, you never read novels.
Go on.”

“If there has ever been a novel about a
faun, you can be sure it had nothing to
do with Dallas. I only meant that he
seemed to have really no inhibitions. He
tried for what he wanted, and if such
brawn and brain as he had didn’t give it
to him, he lay down placidly in the shade,
as it were, and licked his wounds and
waited until he wanted something else.
Then he would try for that. He wouldn’t
have been likely to raise his voice unduly,
or fail to dress for dinner, or blaspheme
before ladies; but if he had thought any of
those little things would give him real
pleasure he'd have done it. He was just
a mass of desires and the means to satisfy
them. I said he had no brains. He
hadn’t, T think; but he had a very keen
knowledge of what you might call phys-
ical arithmetic. He could calculate his
sensations, like lightning, to the fifth place
of decimals. If he wanted a glass of
water badly, and he had to go a distance
to get it, he knew like a shot whether the
joy of the glass of water totted up to more
or less than the annoyance of going that
distance. And he went, or didn’t, quite
regardless of the social situation at the
moment. Do vou see what I mean?”

“Quite. But why did you say he
wasn't a rotter?”’

“T don't know.” Hoyting answered
very simply. “But there was something
exhilarating in his sweetness, his simplic-
ity, his health, his gayety. Hedidn’t even
seem precisely selfish. He simply carried

All that
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on the business of his own organism as
piously and efficiently as if it had been a
model orphanage. 1 didn’t like either of
them—but T saw trouble ahead, in spite
of Miss Marriott's optimism. And the
trouble came.

“You see, he had fallen in love with
Eva Marriott. His desires were concen-
trated upon her. And she was in love
with him. T think she thought her soul
was in love with him—though how a soul
can be in love with a man passes my com-
prehension. If we have souls, I'm sure
they don’t messabout like that. Anyhow,
the two had so little in common, tempera-
mentally, that it must have been what
you call the ‘sacred terror.” Youcouldn't
account for it except by the unforeknow-
able thunderbolt. Her face, 1 suppose,
had focussed his desires; he would never
be satisfied until he had kissed it into
weariness. She—oh, I suppose he stood
to her for all kinds of things she had never
so much as laid her fingers on. Probably
in her village none of the worthy male
souls had had such exteriors. A fortiori,
the soul inside his exterior must be ten
times worthier than they. I may be
wrong, but that's the way T figured it out.
The aunt loved him for his looks and his
way of getting things. It was extraordi-
narily interesting to her to find a man who
owned up to his physical tastes. She had
been used to seeing all desires either con-
cealed or apologized for.

“If Dallas had had any brains, I think
he could have taught Eva Marriott his
own hedonism. She was a blank page, in
spite of those austere Puritan head-lines;
and T fancy anything that sounded the-
oretical could have got her for a disciple
in no time. But Dallas couldn’t explain
anything; he could only manifest himself.
And she was taken by that supple exhibi-
tion. They wanted each other—that was
what it came to. Why reason about it
any more? You can take my word for it
that they did. And I suppose he must
have seemed to her very much her own
kind when all North Africa was jostling
them in the streets. But the aunt! No,
I never supposed that her sort existed. Tt
was too futile, I dare say her sort doesn’t
really exist—she was probably a ‘sport.’
But she was there in the flesh, anyhow.

“ And then she decided that she wanted
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to go to Touggourt. Some women in the
hotel had been, and that started her off.
She wouldn’t go alone with Eva, though.
She found the natives much too inter-
esting to be trustworthy. Eva wouldn’t
oo without Dallas—not she! Miss Mar-
riott therefore said Dallas might go. 1
advised her to give it up; especially as she
wouldn’t go by diligence. She wanted a
little caravan of her own—camels, and the
rest. It shocked me to think of Miss
Marriott on a camel; it somehow seemed
disrespectful both to the camel and to her.
Let Dallas and Eva go to Touggourt on
their honeymoon if they wanted to, but
why drag two young things, who had to be
chaperoned, out into the desert? They
would either be dreadfully bored or fright-
fully unhappy. Hotel life and the dis-
tractions of Biskra—the day all chopped
up into little amusements—were much
Letter for them. But the aunt wouldn't
seeit. She thought it would be romantic.
What my senses told me wasn’t her busi-
ness. 1 only gave her the results in a
little brief advice.

““They are very much in love,” she re-
marked. ‘Ishould like to see themin the
desert.’

“The retort was easy enough, but I
couldn’t make it. I couldn’t even tell her
just why I thought they would be very
unhappy in the desert. If she wanted to
sacrifice them to her lack of prejudices, I
couldn’t stop her without beingrude. I'm
not sure I could have stopped her even
then. She wasa most extraordinary crea-
ture. I knew enough about the desert
to know she’d be damned sorry, some
time, that she had done it—that is, if she
had a grain of the human aunt left in her
—but my lips were sealed. After all,
from any serious point of view, young
Dallas and young Eva were perfectly un-
important. And the relief of getting them
all out of Biskra would be very great.

“Well—they went. Dallas made their
arrangements for them. They were so
busy for two days beforehand that T
hardly saw them. But I did see them
start. Tt came over me then, like a pre-
sentiment, that it was all wrong. TItisn't
safe to have no more prejudices than Miss
Marriott. She ought to have seen that
God never meant her to go anywhere on
a camel; that he never even meant her to
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go to the places that camels take you to.
Anything so silly as that had to come to
grief. It made me sick; and I was glad
to see the last of Miss Marriott’s blue veil.
She was so exalted that she hardly spoke
to me; she was surer than ever that she
was Marco Polo. Miss Marriott was ca-
pable of anything; but I was a little puz-
zled by Dallas’s acquiescence. If you
could have seen Miss Marriott hunched up
in an aflalowch! 1 was sure that he would
much rather have stayed respectably be-
hind and made Jove to Eva in Biskra. 1T
know he wanted to marry her on the spot;
and I gathered that she wouldn’t. There
are women—girls, anyhow—who love be-
ing engaged. It’s like—well, never mind
what it’s like. They don’t analyze; they
merely know it's delightful. I fancy most
men don't find it delightful, and Dal-
las was certainly the last man in the
world to find it so. The fact that he did
go to Touggourt with no trouble showed
me at least that he wasn’t liking Biskra,
and that he was probably in a state of
nerves. The rate of progress of a Sa-
haran camel wasn’t going to improve his
nerves; neither was Touggourt, or any
other place where he didn't have to dress
for dinner—where the physical habits of
the European world couldn’t be repro-
duced. TI've seen men in that condition
before, plenty of times. We all have.
But I never saw one in that condition
going to Touggourt, on a camel, with a
Miss Marriott.”

Hoyting spoke almost with bitterness.
I could have fancied that in his heart of
hearts he blamed young Dallas for every-
thing—whatever it was—that had hap-
pened. Inspite of his cynical flings at the
aunt, it was clear that he had a particu-
lar respect for her. He couldn’t have
been more irritated by her follies if he had
been really fond of her.

The evening was wearing on to night—
Francois was dropping with sleep some-
where behind us. I summoned him, and
had with him a brief whispered colloquy
while Hoyting, his back turned to us,
snuffed up the wind as thirstily as if it had
beenalove-philtre. Ididn’tknowhow long
the tale might last, and T wanted to fore-
stall any interruption by a poor creature
who had to work and therefore had to
sleep. Our table was outside in the gar-
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den, and from the garden a little path
led, by way of a gate in the scrubby hedge,
to the sea-strand. 1 paid for the ver-
mouth that stood on the table, and bade
Frangois lock up the café behind us and
leave us to our talk. A few sibilant whis-
pers arranged it, and Frangois had dis-
appeared before Hoyting had got his fill
of the wind. Whether he knew what
had been accomplished behind his back,
I could not tell. Hoyting never troubles
himself with details. The world more or
less swings into his stride, I've noticed.
Finally he turned to me and looked me
straight in the eyes.

“Never mind what I thought. . . .
Let's get ahead with this. I've a notion
I shall sleep to-night, and sleep’s a good
thing. Um.”

You understand that T can’t report
Hoyting verbatim. He has no structure.
But I've learned to remember the gist of
what he says, and more or less in his own
words. I wish I could remember his every
phrase, for my own equivalents are poor
stuff. But Hoyting wouldn’t help you re-
produce him if he “could. He talks ob-
stinately into the void. If he ever saw
himself recorded, he'd never speak again.
Yet the best I have to give is Hoyting’s.
You'll pardon my way of dealing with
him, T hope.

“Never mind me.” It was with some
such phrase that he returned to the tale.
“I put in ten days more in Biskra. I had
to. Never Biskra again for me! Odd,
isn't it, how you hate any place where
vou've ever had to be?—even though, if
you like to look at it in that way, you've
always got to be somewhere or other until
you die. Anyhow, in about eight days,
Miss Marriott and her niece returned to
the hotel. They came suddenly into the
dining-room one night, and I knew that if
they had been to Touggourt at all they
must have come back by diligence. Their
kind of camel—for even Miss Marriott
had had the wit to stop short of a mehari—
couldn’t have done the round trip under a
fortnight. Dallas wasn't with them; and,
somehow, from the moment I saw them
come in, I knew he wasn’t even in Biskra.
My first thought was that I had been plain
cheated. T had expected to be off well be-
fore they returned, and if I ever saw Mar-
co Polo again, it wouldn’t be my fault.”
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“Come, Hoyting, you liked her!”

“I didn't like her. T don’t like people
I run across in that way—women, espe-
cially. I should be a nervous ghost by
this time if 1 had stopped to like people.
Fancy all one’s chance encounters, turn-
ing into pulls on one'’s affection—like the
ropes the Lilliputians tied round Gulliver.
If I had been Gulliver, I should have gone
mad. TI'd rather be tied with one stout
steel cable than with a million threads.
Liked her! Ugh!”

“Very well: youdidn't like her.
did she do?"

“She did nothing—except crumple her
handkerchief hard in her left hand. She
spoke to me with a kind of gasp. The
girl was white as a Carrara cliff.  All her
color had gone into her hair: that flamed
out in the most wicked way, as if every
curl had been a licking tongue of fire.
After dinner, Miss Marriott indicated
that she would like to talk to me. I
responded, for evidently my purgatory
wasn't yet over. I must have sinned
pretty often to have had that Biskra so-
journ so prolonged.

“We went out into the garden. Eva
disappeared. She hadn't said a word.
She hadn’t even answered my polite ques-
tions. I might have been speaking to a
wax-work. Itisuncanny to go on talking
to a person who pays no attention—who
doesn't even smirk; and after five min-
utes I stopped. I was glad to have her
go away. I learned from Miss Marriott
that they had reached Touggourt on their
camels, and that the next morning she
and her niece had taken the diligence back.
Dallas had stayed behind and said he was
going to Guerrara—perhaps on to Ghar-
daia. She didn’t know when he would
return.

“‘Then the desert wasn't so romantic
as you thought it would be—if your little
trip went to smash?’

“She didn't answer straight, only said:
‘I'm not broken in to camels yet, I find.
I was really ill when we got to Touggourt.’

“Poor thing! She did look a beastly
color. T hoped she had had all her Amer-
ican medicines in her affatouch. 1 was
sure she had needed them.

“‘Did your niece mind it ?’

“‘Oh, Eva soon learned. She wasn't
ill, anyhow.'

What
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“‘Very sporting of her! So Dallas
wanted to go on, and as you weren't up
to it, you had to bring vour niece back?
It’s a pity they weren’t married before
you started,’

“T was being merely flippant, and you
can imagine that I was surprised when she
Jaid her foolish-virgin claw on my arm and
exclaimed tearfully: ‘Oh, itis!itis!’

“‘Do you mean it's off, and that’s why
Dallas has gone to Guerrara? Did the
desert finish them?’

““ Miss Marriott mopped her eyes with
the crumpled handkerchief, and pulled
herself together.

“‘T suppose it did. T shouldn't have
taken them. But Eva is a little fool.’
Her tone was not untender.

“‘She looks as if she were paying for it,
then. Isn't sheill??

“‘Eva’s never ill. She was gloriously
well when we reached Touggourt.’

“‘And Dallas?’

“Miss Marriott looked back across the
garden at the lighted windows of the ho-
tel. Then she spoke, as it seemed to me,
irrelevantly.

“*T wish you would take me to one of
those Ouled Nail places.’

“*And Eva?' I mocked.

“‘Certainly not Eva.
bed.’

“I paused a moment. I didn’t want
to insult the woman; but for pure mani-
acal cheek!

“‘I'm sorry to be disobliging, Miss
Marriott, but I certainly won't. Let me
tell you something: it's either a silly make-
believe and not worth paying for, or it's
the real thing, and in that case you've no
business there. T dare say one of your pet
native guides will take you, but I won't.’

“‘Have you prejudices, then?’

CEA few.’

““Ah, I have none.’

“I had heard her affirm that many
times, but never before in the tone of de-
spair. I turned and looked at her.

““What is up, Miss Marriott?’

A mesh of her sandy hair was straying
across her forehead. She pushed it back,
andstillit wouldn't stay. Finally she drew
out a hairpin and stuck it through the lock
like a skewer. When she had succeeded
in making herself uglier than ever, she
gazed up at me, with her pale, stupid eyes.

She's gone to
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“‘T suppose you think it’s very queer of
me. But I thought perhaps it would help
me to understand.’

“‘Understand what?’

“‘Eva and Herbert Dallas. There are
two points of view there, you see. They
seem to me to have quarrelled over noth-
ing. That sort of thing is very strange to
me. I have never been in love. They
are, you know—immensely. I thought I
should like to watch them. And they've
come to grief, and talking to Eva does no
good.’

“‘What did vou expect the Ouled
Nails would do for you?’

“‘T thought,” the flat little voice of
this extraordinary creature went on, ‘that
if they were very disgusting, I might work
myself up to be more tactful with Eva.
T have been very tactless. But of course
nothing does disgust me.” She sighed.
‘To tell the truth, I'm very tired of her.
I quite hated her in the diligence.’

“‘What did happen out there?’
ally wanted to know.

“The first and last gleam of humor I
ever detected in Marco Polo came into
her eves then. ‘I don’t think T can tell
yvou—though I haven't any prejudices.
I'm just not used to talking about such
things. My words would probably shock
you.'

‘‘No one could shock me.’

“‘Oh yes, I could!” And she got up
and trailed into the hotel, her dust-col-
ored skirt hanging somehow like an Eng-
lishwoman's.

“I sat there for some time, wondering.
As far as T could make it out, young Eva
and young Dallas had quarrelled about
the Ouled Nails. Yet they were much
too directly and personally in love with
each other to let sociology separate them.
Still, Marco Polo was capable de fout. She
might have got them going some evening
under the desert moon. What a fool! 1
made nothing of it, except that there
must have been a quarrel, or Dallas
wouldn’t have gone on by himself to
Guerrara. I don't know how long T sat
there in the sweet air. I know that, at
one moment, a white figure suddenly stood
before me. It was Eva Marriott, and she
looked, all in white, with her white face
and her tortured, flaming hair, like a ghost
that has just begun to burn in hell. I

Ire-
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pulled out a chair for her, and she sat
down. It was certainly her turn to speak,
so I waited for her.

“She said nothing for a long time.
Then she looked at me.

“‘Do you like my aunt?’

“‘Very much. Why?’

“‘T don’t. I think she's dreadful.’

“‘Well, my child, does it really mat-
ter !

“‘Tt matters, since she's all I've got in
the world.’

“*What about Dallas?’

“¢0Oh, I mustn’t have him—I mustn’t.’
Not ‘can’t’ or ‘won’t,) you notice, but
‘mustn’t.'

““Why not?’

“‘Didn't Aunt Cordelia tell you? She
came out here with vou after dinner.’

“‘She did not. She said only that you
and your fiancé had quarrelled. T should
have known that anyhow, from the fact
that vou came back without him.’

““Well, T can’t tell you.’

“‘Apparently no one can. But why
vou both want to talk to me about some-
thing you can't tell me, puzzles me a good
deal.’

“*Did Aunt Cordelia say nothing else ?’

“‘Nothing except that she didn't like
camels. I could have told her that be-
fore, but she wouldn't listen to me.’

“‘Yes: she was awfully ill before we
got to Touggourt.” The girl spoke list-
lessly.

“I had an indiscreet impulse, which I
followed. ‘She wanted me to take her to
see the Ouled Nails dance. T wouldn’t.’

“‘0h, the dreadful, dreadful creature !
Eva Marriott wailed.

“‘T don’t believe she's dreadful, vou
know, for a moment. Every one goes.
T'd have taken her like a shot if the no-
tion hadn’t hored me so.’

“4T1t would be more to the point,” Eva
Marriott said suddenly, ‘if you'd take me.’

“‘So I gathered from your aunt—
though she didn’t tell me why, any more
than you do. But how can you call her
dreadful, after what you've just said?’

““‘She is dreadful. She is.’

“‘She strikes me as being an unusu-
ally nice woman.” I don’t know why I
flung compliments at Marco Polo’s back.
Probably because it didn’t seem wise to
sow dissension between the two.
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“‘Do you think any one can change?’
“‘Do youmeanyouraunt? Ishouldn't

want her to.’

“‘No, I mean myself.’

“*‘Oh, I shouldn’t want you to, either.’

“I don’t know where those silly an-
swers of mine came from. I felt like a
heavy fool making them. A trainednurse
read me a lot of Tauchnitz trash in a hos-
pital once. Perhaps my faithless memory
was doing it for me. In any case, that
girl wasn't real. You couldn’t talk to her.
If she hadn't been so deadly white, I'd
have turned my back on her.

“‘But I want to. I want to change,
for Herbert. He doesn’t like me the way
Iam.’

“‘More probably you don’t like him the
way he is.’

“‘Oh, I don’t, I don’t! And yetI do.
Don't you see?’ She broke down and
cried hard. Fortunately there was no
one else in that corner of the garden. ‘I
don’t see’—she got her words out be-
tween sobs— who brought him up. He’s
been to Eton and Oxford like any one else.
Are all men like that? No, they aren’t,
for I've known men before—nice ones.’

“*Then vou did discuss sociology, you
little fools !’

“*We never discussed anything, he and
I. Aunt Cordelia did all the discussing—
afterwards.’

“*Do you mean that—I fished about
for a word—"'he insulted you?’

“*He was perfectly lovely to me. But
of course I went away.” Lucid, wasn’t
it? But I knew that she wouldn’t have
defined over-insistent love-making as
‘lovely,” whatever she might have felt
about it. Dallas, in the sandy distance,
suddenly grew interesting to me. I tried
another lead.

“‘If you don't want to marry him,
you've only to say so.’

“The fire stole down into her face again
for an instant, but it couldn’t strive
against that whiteness.

‘] want dreadfully to marry him! If
he would only say the right things, I
would. But he won't.’

“‘Have you given him a chance?’

‘‘He didn’t wait for it. So he can’t
have meant to say them.’

“T was desperate. I couldn’t stand
this much longer. I was beginning to feel
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like Gulliver. I got up and stood in front
of her, It was a relief to find that T was
able toget up.  They had rooted me there
so long, those two!

s he still in love with you?’

“‘He says he is.’

“‘PDallas would never say it if he
weren't.”

“{§p I should think. Yet how can he
be? Perhaps heis. But what difference
does it make—except that, in that case, I
can’t ever see him again. For I am so in
love with him that my principles would
never hold out against him.’

“Tt was all said rather stupidly, vet
with obvious sincerity. I shook my head.

““When is he coming back?’

“‘Tn a week, I think. Just long enough
to give me time. But I've had as much
time as I can stand. It will kill me.
He'll never say the right thing. How can
I marry him?’ I

“‘Of course I don’t know what you
want him to say. But if you make love
to him, he'll say it.’

“T know I was brutal, but she was such
a negligible little idiot! My relief in
knowing that the crisis, which would come
after Dallas’s return, would also come
after my own departure, was too great. 1
couldn’t choose words.

“¢Oh no, not that!
prove anything, vou see.’

“T did see, of course, perfectly; but it
seemed too arrogant for a child like that
to expect to be both loved and ‘under-
stood.” I lost all patience with her.

““You had better go to bed now, and
buy a lot of things in the bazaars to-
morrow. A whole new shipload has come
in from Germany while you've been away.
Run along, there's a good girl. And I
wouldn’t worry. Worry never cleared up
any situation.” Then T repented a little,
for her suffering would have been clear to
a blind man. ‘Don’t you see, my dear
Miss Marriott, that, when yvou won't tell
me the whole thing, I can’t advise? But
it doesn’t matter, for I honestly believe
that even Solomon would be a mere
nuisance to people who are in love with
each other, They don't need advice. Or
put it that it’s of no use to them. Good
night.'

1 wish T were different,’ she sighed
out, ‘even if it meant that I was wrong.’

That wouldn't
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Then she slipped away, and I could get
them off my mind.

Nor did I keep them on my mind the
next day. I went out to El-Kantara,
merely to get rid of the Marriotts. 1f you
realize that I went with a Cook’s auto-
mobile party, you can imagine how much
I wanted to get rid of them. I should
have changed my hotel but for the nui-
sance of it. Besides, Miss Marriott would
have hunted me down anywhere, if she
had felt like it. She had no prejudices.
T dined elsewhere; but I went back to the
Palace in the evening. Luckily the Mar-
riotts weren't about. I was just turning
to go out into the garden (having assured
myself by careful reconnoissance that
they weren’t in the landscape) when I
heard some stir behind me. There, very
dusty, very worn and tired, but handsome
as usual, stood Dallas. T nodded at him,
and almost ran. T didn’t even go to the
garden. I went to my room. I had no
reason to suppose that Dallas would pur-
sue me, but you never could tell. I de-
cided to be safe, though hot, in my own
quarters. Didn’t T curse the Marriotts
as I sat there under the lamp! Why are
we such a beastly articulaterace? There
are people in the world, you know, who
keep their affairs to themselves. Crea-
tures that are so damn confidential ought
to be made to stay at home!”

Hoyting flung his latest cigarette away
half smoked. The silence round us was
phenomenal. Tought tohavebeenableto
hear the patron and his wife snoring, but I
couldn't. Perhaps they slept without it.
Noj; that wasinconceivable. Insuchridic-
ulous little spirals my mind went wander-
ing while Hoyting took breath beside me.

“Let's get this thing over. I'm sleepy.
T'll compress asmuchasIcan. . . . The
end of that was that after an hour or two,
when T thought T was safe, I sneaked
down to the garden to get some air.
Would you believe it? I had no sooner
sat down and hidden myself well in the
foliage when Dallas was upon me like a
cat. I don’t know where he had come
from, or how he had seen me. He had
to talk to me, too, apparently. Well:
even that was almost better than staying
within—and indeed Dallas was the only
one of the three about whom I had the
least curiosity left.
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“He did give me the clew—the key to
the enigma. Apparently, by the way, he
had sent up word to Miss Marriott that
he had returned, and she had sent word
down that Eva was asleep and she herself
in bed, and that she would see him in the
morning.

“He had given up going to Guerrara
when he was a few miles out of Touggourt
—couldn’t stand the notion; had rushed
back to Touggourt and come on to Biskra
as fast as he could, by the same old blessed
diligence. He was in a state! He asked
me about the Marriotts, first off; and
when I told him I could make nothing out
except that there was a moral crisis of
sorts, which the aunt and niece were both
muddling according to their respective
stupidities, he didn’t wait for more. He
blurted out the whole thing. . . .

“Then I saw what a damned fool Marco
Polo had been. To take those young
things out into the desert! I suppose
there are young things you could take into
the desert with impunity; but Dallas!
Even a woman who had never laid eyes on
any man before ought to have seen that
Dallas was a special, a very special case.
She did see; she liked him because he was
so special; but—well, it doesn’t do for
ignorance to have no prejudices. Dallas
was in no condition for a journey of that
sort with a very beautiful girl who loved
him and whom he was anxious, for every
reason, to marry as soon as possible. He
didn’t insult Eva Marriott—except in one
indirect but fatally illuminating way, as
vou’ll see. TIf he had insisted on their
being married by a marabout at M 'raier or
Djema4 or some other Saharan hole on the
way, I'm not absolutely sure she wouldn't
have done it—it being perfectly under-
stood that they should run to their con-
suls as soon as they got back. She was off
her head about him. And he, who had
never seen why he shouldn’t have any-
thing his organism craved, had had, for
the first time in his life, T judged, an inhi-
bition. That is, he didn’t ask her to be
married to him by a marabout. He didn’t
say a word to her. He hadn’t even seen
her alone since they left Biskra. Miss
Marriott wanted to watch romance; I
wonder if she ever considered whether ro-
mance would like to watch her. Eva
Marriott must have managed to madden
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Dallas without much talk . . . and you
can imagine them at the door of a Saharan
caravanserai, under a Saharan moon—
with Marco Polo egging them on. Humph!
The indecencies of the decent are among
the strangest things in the world.

“Oh, well, never mind. . .. Isn't
there any end to this thing? . . . Yes,
there was an end, just there in Touggourt,
where they turned up at nightfall after
six days at camels’ pace. Miss Marriott
was completely done up, and Eva had to
look after her. And Dallas—well, Dallas
broke away and ran amuck in the Sahara.
Touggourt isn't very big, but it's big
enough for that. Almost any place is, in
point of fact; and the Sahara would, of
course, have understood Dallas perfectly.”

“And you said he wasn’t a rotter?”

“I didn’t say he wasn't a rotter. I
said it seemed a singularly inept word to
apply to him. I tell you he was like a
faun. Fauns aren’t perpetually sitting
for their portraits, are they? They're
very pretty when they are; but they must
eat and drink, and scratch themselves, and
sprawl in the sun. After all, he could
have carried yvoung Eva off if he had de-
cided to. 1 give you my word he could.
Do vou suppose any Bedouin or Berber of
them all would have stopped him, so long
as he could pay more thantheaunt? And
he didn’t so much as touch the hem of her
skirt. She was the cause of it all; but the
results had nothing to do with her. That,
at least, was the way Dallas saw it.

“He was as much in love with Eva
Marriott,” went on Hoyting, with annoy-
ance, as if I had interrupted him, “as he
could be with any one; that is to say, he
worshipped her face. He wouldn’t have
understood the ‘soul’ part of it. Neither
did she, if she had but known it. But she
mixed up his inches with the Ten Com-
mandments. I'm not defending him; de-
fending him would imply a point of view,
and I have none. I mean only that, take
him as he was, he behaved as he couldn’t
help behaving. And she couldn’t see it.
Certainly he was no person for her to
marry, since she couldn’t see it. T don’t
say she oughtn’t to have been shocked. I
say that she never understood. She
would have forgiven him like a shot for
any insult to herseli—though he hadn’t
the faintest wish to insult her, poor
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pagan!” (Hoyting said it as one says
“poor devil!”) “She would have con-
doned any sin if he had once admitted
that he had sinned, and was sorry. He
was sorry enough; but he couldn’t con-
sider that he had sinned. He was willing
to die if he had hurt her—willing to die
at the thought that he had hurt her—will-
ing to admit that it was natural she should
be hurt; but as for sin, he didn’t know
what it meant. He must have heard
about it all his life, but his organism had
thrown it off like a germ; he was perfectly
immune to any such notion as hers of
‘morality.’ So they came back to
Biskra, and he tried to go to Guerrara,
and couldn’t.”

“Do you mean to say that he owned
up, and they had it out in Touggourt?”

“T don’t think he so much owned up as
was taxed with it by the aunt and didn't
lie. I doubt if there was anything very
explicit said, but the women somehow
jumped to the right conclusion. A little
place like that—it would have been easy
enough. His apologies didn't satisfy Eva
—of course fauns weren’t made for apolo-
gizing—and she left.”

“Naturally,” I retorted.

“Yes, naturally,” Hoyting rejoined
quietly. “Well, you see that Dallas’s
confession to me threw a white light on all
that Eva Marriott had said the night be-
fore. T couldn’t say anything to him ex-
cept that I thought he and Eva were ut-
terly unsuited to each other. That
sounded rather colorless, but what else
could I say? I got up and went in; left
him there with a puzzled look on his face.
He understood jealousy, he understood
pique, he understood passion; but he
didn’t understand why, if she could per-
sonally forgive him and take him back,
she still had to nourish a grievance on be-
half of the Almighty. Just couldn’t un-
derstand. And as long as he couldn’t
understand that, she wouldn’t take him
back. A nice thing Miss Marriott did
when she took to travelling !

“I found the next morning, to my de-
light, that I could leave Biskra in twenty-
four hours more. I didn’t even have to
go to El-Kantara again, for Dallas himself,
after one interview with Miss Marriott,
had gone there. 1 knew I must bid fare-
well to Marco Polo, so I sent word to her
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that I should hope for a few minutes after
dinner in the garden.

“She came—with Eva. And the first
thing she asked me—before the girl—was
what Dallas had said to me the night be-
fore. Imagine my position! I would
have talked biology all night with Miss
Marriott if necessary, but I wasn’t going
to discuss Dallas’s temperament with his
ex-fiancée. So I held my tongue.

“‘But I want to know." This, if you
please, from the ex-fiancée.

“T was desperate. ‘I won’t tell you,
What Dallas said is Dallas’s affair.  You
havealready made each other sufferagood
deal. I should advise you both to go
away from Biskra—in opposite directions.
Otherwise you will make each other suffer
more.’

“‘He wants to marry me, and I want to
marry him; but he won't, he just won't,
make it right for me to.” Apparently Eva
Marriott couldn'’t face my knowledge of
the situation, for, with that despairing
little utterance, she fled.

“Marco Polo could face anything,
though. ‘You are a fool, Eva,’ she called
after the girl, in her flat, slightly nasal
voice. There was no reply from the
speeding white figure—just a little twitch
of the shoulder, as if she had heard.

“I turned to the aunt. ‘So you sym-
pathize with Dallas?’

“*I don’t sympathize with him!” She
blushed—actually blushed and turned her
head away. But the weakness was very
brief. ‘How should I?’ she went on.
‘But T do think she’s a fool not to marry
him.’

““Can'tyouunderstand her principles ?'

“‘Who should if I don’'t? 1 was
brought up on them. But they haven't
anything to do with life as I see it. Those
two want each other desperately. Why
shouldn’t they take each other?’

“‘Because your niece disapproves of
him.” That was easy.

“Then Marco Polo turned her face
away and stared hard at a palm. ‘I've
never been in love with any one in my life,’ ]
she said. ‘T don’t know what it may do
to you. But I am quite sure that, if Eva
wants him, she had better take him while
he wants her.’

““And you didn’t disapprove of his be-
havior?’
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“She turned her pale eyes on me. ‘I
thought it very interesting. I have never
seen human passion at such close range
before.’ .

“Really, she made me sit up, that
woman. ‘You'd trust your niece to him,
then?’

“I would. He's fascinating. But she
won't have him because hewon't lieto her.
He told me this morning that he had tried.
He said: “I'd say anything, Miss Mar-
riott; but she'd catch me out, because,
you see, I can’t get it through my head
what she really wants me to say.”’

“‘Can’t you get it through yours, Miss
Marriott, and put him wise?’

“‘Oh, I understand what she wants.
But she'll never get it out of him. He'd
make some mistake. I shall pack her off
home, and she can marry a vestryman.
There's one who wants her.’

“‘T can’t understand why you take his
side.” Nor could 1.

“ Miss Marriott rose. ‘Because he's so
real. That vestrymanisn't. AndIhave
no prejudices.’

““She shook hands with me and went
into the hotel. That was the last I saw of
any of them.

“T left, the next morning, myself. I
happen to know from other sources that
young Dallas went to Egypt immediately
and stayed there many months, and I
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heard last year, in Trebizond, of a soli-
tary woman who had been there en route
for Persia, and who sounded, in the de-
scriptions I got, extraordinarily like Marco
Polo. I didn't follow up her trail to see.
Obviously, the affair never came off. The
faun couldn’t twist his lips to a Christian
confession. If you had ever seen Dallas,
you would know what I mean. He really
couldn't. That section of his brain didn't
work; it was atrophied. Eva Marriott
could have walked all over him, but he
couldn’t lie his way about among her con-
victions. He wasn’t a rotter. He was
made like that. T don’t believe the girl
married her vestryman, though. You
wouldn’t, you know, after you had been
in love with a faun.

“ And all that is left of it for me, really”
—Hoyting threw away the ultimate ciga-
rette, and rose—*‘‘is that sometimes, in a
tropically humorous situation, I see that
blue veil, and hear that flat voice saying:
‘“You know, I have no prejudices.” If
you ever run across the woman in the
flesh, telegraph me. T’ll get into the oth-
er hemisphere.”

I made no reply, for evidently Hoyt-
ing had absolutely nothing more to say.
We went through the little gate. T closed
it carefully, and five minutes later I
separated from Hoyting on the deserted
strand.

PORTRAIT OF A JUDGE

By Arthur Davison Ficke

HE sits impassive, high above the tears
Of women and the stifling dumb despair

Of men.

Not all the ruin that they wear

Perturbs him, nor the wreck of all their years.
No tremor stirs him though the words he hears
Like rain-swept shadows fill this shaken air
With horror to the eye that, watching there,
Sees the defenceless head, the doom that nears.

He sits;

and on his face slow wrinkles grow

As year by year all pleading he denies

Of error, pity, pain, misguided worth:

Speakmg the law, dealing the bitter blow,
Guarding his heart with grave and troubled eyes—
That justice may not perish from the earth.



THE EV(’)LUTION OF SCENE-PAINTING

By Brander Matthews

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM DRAWINGS AFTER

ANLY recently have students
"&EJ of the stage seized the full
M significance of the fact that
dramatic literature is al-
ways conditioned by the
circumstances of thespecial
theatre for which it was designed. They
are at last beginning to perceive that they
need to know how a play was originally
represented by actors before an audience
and in a theatre, to enable them to appre-
ciate adequately the technical skill of the
poet who composed it. The dramatist is
subdued to what he works in; and he can
accomplish only that which is possible in
the particular playhouse for which his
pieces were destined. For the immense
open-air auditorium of ancient Athens,
with its orchestra levelled at the foot of
the curving hill-side whereon thousands of
spectators took their places, the dramatic
poet had to select a simple story and to
build massively. For the unadorned plat-
form of the Tudor theatre, with its arras
pendent from the gallery above the stage,
the playwright was compelled to heap up
swift episodes violent with action. For
the eighteenth-century playhouse, with its
“apron’ projecting far beyond the line of
the curtain, the dramatist was tempted
to revel in ornate eloquence and in elab-
orate wit. And nowadays the dramatic
author utilizes skilfully all the manifold
resources of the twentieth-century picture-
frame stage, not only to give external
reality to the several places where his
story is supposed to be laid, but also to
lend to these stage-sets the characteristic
atmosphere demanded by his theme.

Merely literary critics, secluded in their
studies, intent upon the poetry of a play
and desirous of deducing its philosophy,
rarely seek to visualize a performance on
the stage; and they are therefore inclined
to be disdainful of the purely theatrical
conditions to which its author had per-
force to adjust his work. As a result they
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MODELS AND FROM CONTEMPORARY PRINTS

sometimes misunderstand the dramatic
poet’s endeavors and misinterpret his
intentions, On the other hand, purely
theatrical critics may be inclined to pay
too much attention tostage arrangements,
stage business, and stage settings, and
even on occasion to disregard the drama-
tist's message and his power of creating
character to consider his technic alone.
And yet it can scarcely be denied that the
theatrical critics are nearer to the proper
method of approach than the literary
critics who neglect the light which a care-
ful consideration of stage conditions and
of stage traditions casts upon the master-
pieces of the drama.

Sinceall these masterpieces of the drama
were devised to be heard and to be seen
rather than to be read, the great dramatic
poets have always been solicitous about
the visual appeal of their plays. They
have ever been anxious to garnish their
pieces with the utmost scenic embellish-
ment, and the utmost spectacular accom-
paniment of the special kind that a play
of that particular type could profit by.
This is as true of Sophocles, of Shake-
speare, and of Moligre as it is of Kotzebue,
of Sardou, and of Clyde Fitch. In view
of the importance of this scenic embel-
lishment, and of its influence upon the
methods of the successive playwrights,
there is cause for wonder no one has yet
written a satisfactory history of the art of
the scene-painter as this has been devel-
oped through the long ages. The mate-
rials for this narrative are abundant, even
if they still lie in confusion. Certain parts
of the field have been surveyed here and
there; but no substantial treatise has yet
been devoted to this alluring investiga-
tion. The scholar who shall hereafter
undertake the task will need a double
qualification: he must master the annals
of painting in Renaissance Italy, and later
in France and in England, and he must
familiarize himself with the circumstances
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of the theatre at the several periods when
the art of the scene-painter took its suc-
cessive steps in advance.

It is partly because we have no man-
ual covering the whole field that we find
so many unwarranted assertions in the
studies of the scholars who confine their
criticism to a single period of the develop-

utility in the past and which is accepted
by the public in the present; and many of
the peculiarities of the Tudor theatre are
survivals from the medimval stage.
There are still to be found classical
scholars who accept the existence of a
raised stage in the theatre of Dionysus at
Athens, and even of painted scenery such

The Roman Theatre at Orange.

{From the model at the Paris Opéra.)

ment of the drama. Partly also is this
due to the fact that we are each of us so
accustomed to the theatres of our own
century, and of our own country, that we
find it difficult not to assume similar con-
ditions in the theatres of other centuries
and other countries. Thus the Shake-
spearian commentators of the early eigh-
teenth century seem not to have doubted
that the English playhouse in the days of
Elizabeth was not unlike the English play-
house in the days of Anne; and as a result
they cut up the plays of Shakespeare into
acts and into scenes, each supposed to take
place in a different spot, in accord with
the eighteenth-century stage practice, and
absolutely without any justification {from
the customs of the Tudor theatre. This
was the result of looking back, and of be-
lieving that the late sixteenth-century
stage must have resembled the early eigh-
teenth-century stage. We are now begin-
ning to see that, in our effort to recapture
the methods of the Elizabethan theatre,
we must first understand the customs of
the medieval stage, and then to look for-
ward from that point. Of all places in the
world, the playhouse is perhaps the most
conservative, and the most reluctant to
relinquish anything which has proved its

as we moderns know; and they find sup-
port in the assertion of Aristotle that
among the improvements due to Sophocles
was the introduction of *“'scenery.” But
what did the Greek word in the text of
Aristotle which is rendered into English
as “scenery’’ really mean? At least, what
did it connote to an Athenian? Some-
thing very different, we may be sure, from
what the term “scenery’ connotes to us.
Certainly the physical conditions of the
stageless Attic theatre precluded the pos-
sibility of painted scenes such as we are
now familiar with. That there were no
methods of representing realistically, or
even summarily, the spot where the action
is taking place, is proved by the detailed
descriptions of these spots, which the
dramatic poet is careful to put into the
mouths of his characters whenever he
wishes the audience to visualize the ap-
propriate background of the action. We
may be assured that the dramatists would
never have wasted time in describing what
the spectators had before their eyes.
Ibsen and Rostand and d’Annunzio are
poets, each in his own fashion, but their
plays are devoid of all descriptions of the
special spot where the action passes; that
task has been spared them by the labors



The multiple-set of the French mediaval stage

{From the modal in the Dramatic Museum of Columbia University.)

of the modern scene-painter, working
upon their specific directions.

As there was no scenery in the Greek
theatre, so there was little or none in the
Roman. M. Camille Saint-Saéns once
suggested that certain airy scaffoldings
in the Pompeian wall-paintings were per-
haps derived from scenic accessories.
But this seems unlikely enough; and the
surviving Latin playhouses have a wide
and shallow stage, closed in by a sumptu-
ous architectural background, suggesting
the front of a palace with three portals,
often conveniently utilized as the en-
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The set of the Ttalian comedy of masks.

trances to the separate dwellings of the
several characters, Again we may infer
the absence of scenery [rom the elabora-
tion with which Plautus, for one, localizes
the habitations of his leading characters.
In Rome, as in Athens, some kind of a
summary indication of locality, some
easily understood symbol, may have been
employed; but of scene-painting, as we
84

moderns know the art, there is pot a
trace.

It is not until we come to the mysteries
of the Middle Ages that we find the be-
ginnings of the modern art; and even here
it is only a most rudimentary attempt that
we can discover. The mystery probably
developed earliest in France, as it certainly
flourished there most abundantly; and the
French represented the dramatized Bible
story on a long, shallow platform, at the
back of which they strung along a row of
summary indications of certain necessary
places, beginning with Heaven, on the
spectator’s left, and ending
with Hell, on his right, and in-
cluding the temple, the house
of thehigh-priest, and thepal-
ace of Herod. These neces-
sary places were called “man-
sions,” and they served to
localize the action whenever
this was deemed advisable—
the front of the platform re-
maining a neutral ground
which might be anywhere.
But these mansions do not
prove the existence of scene-
painters; they were very
slight erections, a canopy
over an altar serving to in-
dicate the temple and a little
portico sufficing to represent
a palace; and they were probably built by
house-carpenters, and painted by house-
painters, just as any boat which might be
called for would be constructed by the
shipwrights.

nd as we need not assume the forming
of a guild of scene-painters because of
these mansions which performed some of
the functions of our modern scenery, so
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also we must not assume it because the
medi®val artisans invented a variety of
elaborate spectacular devices, flying angels
for example, and roaring flames from
Hell-mouth. Even in the stageless and
sceneless Attic theatre there had been
many mechanical effects of
one kind or another, especial-
ly in the plays of Euripides—
the soaring dragon chariot of
Medea, for instance, and the
similar contrivance whereby
a god might descend from the
skies. Mechanical tricks,
even when they are most in-
genious, do not imply the aid
of the scene-painter; and
even to-day they are the task
of the property-man, or of the
master mechanic, although
the scene-painter’s aid may
be invoked also to make them
more effective. That there
were property-makers in the
Middle Ages admits of no
doubt, and also highly skilled
artificers delighting in the
daring ingenuity of their in-
ventions. There were abun-
dant properties, it may be
noted, on the Elizabethan
stage—well-heads, thrones,
and arbors. Henslow’s diary
records payment for a variety
of such accessories; but there
is not in that invaluable vol-
ume a single entry indicating
any payment for anything
equivalent to the work of
the scene-painter.

Adroit as were the French
mechanics who prepared the
abundant spectacular effects of the me-
dieeval mysteries, they were surpassed in
skill by the Italian engineers of the Renais-
sance who lent their aid to the superb
outdoor festivals wherein the expanding
artistic energy of the period was most
magnificently displayed. Leonardo da
Vinci did not disdain to design machines
disclosing a surprising fertility of resource.
It was from those outdoor spectacles of
the Ttalians that the French court-ballets
are directly descended, and also the English
masques, which demanded the collabora-
tion of Inigo Jones and Ben Jonson. Yet
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at first the Italians got along without the
aid of the yet unborn scene-painter; and
the inventions of the engineer were carried
out by the house-carpenter and the deco-
rator. Even as late as the seventeenth
century a magnificent spectacle presented

Le Ballevde la Teine

A French court-ballet, in the early seventeenth century.

in the garden of the Pitti Palace, in Flor-
ence, relied mainly upon the ingenious
engineer and scarcely at all upon the scene-
painter. It seems probable that it is here
in Italy in the Renaissance, and at first as
an accompaniment of the outdoor specta-
cle (or of its indoor rival), that the art
of the actual scene-painter had its birth
The engineers required the aid of the art-
ists—indeed, in those days, when there was
little specialization of function, the engi-
neers were almost always artists them-
selves, capable of their own decoration,
In time there would be necessary spe-
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cialization, and after a while certain art-
ists came to devote themselves chiefly
to scene-painting, finding their immedi-~
ate opportunity in the decoration of the
operas, which then began to multiply.
The opera has always been aristocratic,
expensive, and spectacular; and it con-
tinued the tradition of the highly deco-
rated, open-air festivals. In fact, it im-
proved upon this tradition in so far as
that was possible, and it achieved a va-
riety of mechanical effects scarcely less
complicated than those which charm our
eyes to-day in “Rheingold” and “Parsi-
fal.” Thirty years ago the late Charles
Nuitter, the archivist of the Paris Opéra,
and himself a librettist of wide experience,
drew my attention to Sabbatini’s “Prac-
tica di fabricar scene e machini ne teatri,”
published in 1638, and declared that the
resources of the Opéra did not then go be-
yond those which were at the command
of the Italians three centuries earlier.
“They could do then,” he asserted. “al-
most everything that we can do now here
at the Opéra. They could bring a ship
on the stage under full sail, for example.
We have only one superiority over them:
we have abundant light now; we have
electricity, and they were dependent on
candles and lamps.”

Yet even in Italy, in the Renaissance,
the most popular form of the drama, the
improvised play which we call the * com-
edy of masks,” was performed in a tradi-
tional stage setting representing an open
square whereon only the back-cloth seems
to have been the work of thescene-painter,
the sides of the stage being occupied by
four or more houses, two or three on each
side, often consisting of little more than a
practicable door, with a practicable win-
dow over it, not made of canvas but con-
structed out of wood by the carpenter
with the solidity demanded by the climb-
ing feats of the athletic comedians and by
their acrobatic agility. The traditional
set of the comedy of masks conformed to
that recommended for the comic drama
by Serlio, in his treatise on architecture
published in 1545; but it may be noted
also that Serlio’s suggested set for the
tragic drama was not dissimilar—although
it was distinctly more dignified.

The opera was the direct descendant of
the court-ballet (known in England as the
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masque), as that in its turn seems to have
been derived from the open-air spectacle
of the Italian Renaissance, such as sur-
vived in Florence in the seventeenth
century. In the beginning the court-
ballet of France, like the masque of Eng-
land, was not given in a theatre with a
stage shut off by a proscenium arch, but
in the ball-room or banqueting-hall of a
palace. One end of this spacious apart-
ment, often but not always provided with
a raised platform, served as the stage,
whereon one or more places were repre-
sented, a mountain, for instance, and a
grotto, at first only by the decorated ma-
chines of the artistic engineers, but after-
ward by the canvas frames of scene-
painters. The action of the court-hallet
or of the masque was not necessarily con-
fined to this stage, so to call it. The
spectators were ranged along the walls
and under the galleries (if there were any),
leaving the main part of the hall bare,
and the performers descended frequently
into this area, which was left free for
them and which was better fitted for their
dances and processions and other intricate
evolutions than the scant and cluttered
stage.

A twentieth-century analogue to this
sixteenth-century practice can be seen in
the spectacles presented in our modern
three-ringed circuses—the “Cleopatra,”
for example, recently the opening item
on the Barnum and Bailey programme,
where the Roman troops and the Egyp-
tian populace came down from the stage
and paraded around the arena, Bacon,
in his essay on ‘‘ Masques,” used the word
“scenery” as though he meant only dec-
orated scaffolds, perhaps movable; and
his expression of desire for room “to be
kept clear” implies the use of the body
of the hall for the manceuvres of the per-
formers. Ludovic Celler, in his study of
“ Mise en scéne au dix-septieme siécle”” in
France, shows that the action of the court-
ballet was sometimes intermitted so that
the spectators could join in the dancing, as
at an ordinary ball. In the earlier Ttal-
ian open-air festivals and in the earlier
French court-ballets there was not even
a proscenium sharply separating the stage
from the rest of the hall; but in England,
by the time of Inigo Jones, the advantage
of a proscenium had been discovered, and
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we have more than one of the sketches
which that skilful designer devised for his
masques. But even then this proscenium
was not permanent and architecturally
conventionalized; it was invented afresh
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lingers also in the variety shows, where
it is the proper setting for many items of
their miscellaneous programmes.
Although the Ttalians had discovered
perspective early in the Renaissance, they

An outdoor entertainment in the gardens of the Pitti Palace in Florence in the early sixteenth century.

(From a contemporary print.y

for every successive entertainment; and
it was adorned with devices peculiar to
that particular masque. TInigo Jones had
also advanced to the use of actual scenery,
that is to say, of canvas stretched upon
frames and then painted. Mr. Hamilton
Bell believes it possible that the invention
of * grooves,” to sustain wings and flaps,
may be ascribed to Inigo, or to his assist-
ant and successor, Webh.

Even in the Italian opera, where all the
scenery was due to the brush of the scene-
painter, there was for a long while a for-
mal and monotonous regularity. Whether
the set was an interior or an exterior, a
public place or a hall in a palace, the ar-
rangement was rectangular, with a drop
at the back and a series of wings on ei-
ther side equidistant from one another.
This stiff representation of a locality is
preserved for us nowadays in the toy-
theatres which we buy for our children.
It is still seen on the actual stage onlyin
certain acts of old-fashioned opera. It

utilized it on the stage timidly at first, be-
stowing their rectangular regularity upon
all their sets, both in their architectural
interiors and exteriors and in their rural
scenes, in which rigid wood-wings receded,
diminishing in height, to a landscape
painted on the drop at the back, thus
leaving the whole stage free for the actors,
Not until the end of the seventeenth cen-
tury did an Italian scene-painter, Bibiena,
venture to abandon the bhalanced sym-
metry of the square set and to slant
his perspective so as to present buildings
at an acute angle, thereby not only gain-
ing a pleasing variety but also enlarging
immensely the apparent spaciousness of
the scene, since he was able to carry the
eyes of the spectator into vague distances,
and to suggest far more than he was able
to display. This advance was accompa-
nied by a more liberal use of stairways and
platforms—"“practicables” as the stage
phrase is, that is to say, built up by the
carpenters so that the actors could go from
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(From a contemporary print.)

one level to another. Hitherto flights of
steps and balconies had been only painted
and could not be used by the performers.
A similar development took place also
in the landscape scenes; the foreground
was raised irregularly, so that the persons
of the play might climb up. Practicable
bridges were swung across torrents; and
the former formality of the pastoral and
forest scenes began to disappear. Appar-
ently the scene-painters were influenced
at this time by the landscape-painters,
more especially by Poussin. The inter-
relation of painting and scene-painting,
each in turn affecting the other, is far
closer than most historians of pictorial art
have perceived. It is not unlikely, for
example, that Gainsborough and Con-
stable (who were the fathers of the Bar-
bizon men) had been stimulated by the
stage-pictures of De Lutherbourg. David
Garrick profited by the innovating art of
De Lutherbourg, who came to England in
1771. Apparently it was De Luther-
bourg who invented “ raking-pieces,” as
the scene-painters term the low fragments
of scenery which mark the inclines of
mounds. To him also is credited the first
38

use of transparent cloths to reproduce the
effect of moonlight upon water and to sug-
gest the flames of volcanoes. Thus to
him must be ascribed the beginnings of
that complicated realism by which our
latter-day scene-painters are enabled to
create an appropriate atmosphere for
poetic episodes.

The next step in advance, and one of
the most important in the slow develop-
ment of the scene-painter’s art, took place
in France early in the nineteenth century
and simultaneous with the Romanticist
movement, which modified the aims and
ambitions of the artists as much as it did
those of the poets. The severe stateliness
of the stage-set which was adequate for
the Classicist tragedies of Racine and
Voltaire, generally an indefinite interior
of an indefinite palace, stiff and empty,
was hopelessly unsuitable for the fiery
dramas of Victor Hugo and the elder
Dumas. An even greater opportunity
for spectacular regeneration was afforded
in these same early decades of the nine-
teenth century by the bold and moving
librettos which Scribe constructed for
Meyerbeer and Halévy at the Opéra and
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for Auber at the Opéra-Comique. The
exciting cause of the scenic complexities
that we find in Wagner’s music dramas
can be discovered in these librettos of
Scribe's, from ‘“‘Robert le

59

tawdry version of “ Faust,” who revealed
the delicate artistic possibilities of our
modern facilities for stage illumination.

In France the Romanticist movement

Diable"” to “L’Africaine.”
For one act of “Robert le
Diable,” that in which the
spectral nuns dance among
the tombs under the rays of
the moon, Ciceri invented
the most striking and novel
setting yet exhibited on any
stage—a setting not sur-
passed in poetic glamour by
any since seen in the theatre,
although its eerie beauty may
have been rivalled by one
scene in the “ Source,” a bal-
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let produced also at the Z
Opéra forty-five years ago—
a moonlit tarn in a forest
glade, with half-seen sylphs
floating lightly over its sil-
vered surface. This exqui-
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The set for the opera of * Persée " (as performed at the Opéra in

Paris in the seventeenth century).

sitely poetic set was im-
ported from Paris to New
York, and inserted in the
brilliant spectacle of the
“White Fawn.”

The ample effect of these
scenes was made possible
only by the immense im-
provement in the illumina-
tion of the stage due to the
introduction of gas. Up to
the first quarter of the nine-
teenth century the stage-
decorator had been depend-
ent upon lamps—a few of
them arranged at the rim of
the curving apron which jut-
ted out into the auditorium
far beyond the proscenium, and a few
more hidden here and there in the flies
and wings. Early in the nineteenth cen-
tury gas supplanted oil, and a little later
than the middle of the century gas was
powerfully supplemented by the calcium
light. Toward the end of the century
gas in its turn gave way to the far more
useful electric light, which could be di-
rected anywhere, in any quantity, and
which could be controlled and colored at
will. Tt was Henry Irving, more especial-
ly in his marvellous mounting of a rather
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A prison (designed by Bibiena in Italy in the eighteenth century).

of Hugo was swiftly succeeded by the
Realistic movement of Balzac, who was
the earliest novelist to relate the leading
personages of his studies from life to a
characteristic background, and to bring
out the intimate association of persons
and places. From the novel this evoca-
tion of characteristic surroundings was
taken over by the drama; and a persistent
effort was made to have the successive
sets of a play suggestive and significant
in themselves, and also representative of
the main theme of the piece. The actors
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were no Jonger dependent upon the
“float,” as the foot-lights had been called;
they did not need to advance out on the

enough to us, but it was a startling inno-
vation fourscore years ago. When the
“School for Scandal” had been originally
produced at Drury Lane, in

1778, the library of Joseph

A landscane set

(Desigued by FF. Fontanesiin Italy fn the eighteenth cent

“apron” to let the spectators follow the
changing expression of their facss; and
in time the apron was cut back to the
line of the proscenium arch, and the cur-
tain rose and fell in a pic-

Surface, where Lady Teazle
hides behind the screen, was
represented by a drop at the
back on which a window was
painted and by wings set
starkly parallel to this back-
drop and painted to repre-
sent columns. There were
no doors; and Joseph and
Charles, Sir Peter and Lady
Teazle, walked on through
the openings between the
wings very much as though
they were passing through
the non-existent walls. Tous
this would be shocking, but

iy it was perfectly acceptable

to English play-goers then.

To them, in fact, it seemed natural, since

they were familiar with no other way of
getting into a room on the stage.

The invention of the box-set, of a room

ture-frame, which cut the
actors off from their prox-
imity to the audience—a
proximity forever tempting
the dramatic poet to the
purely oratorical effects
proper enough on a plat-
form. A most momentous
change this was from the
platform stage of the past
to the picture-frame stage
of the present, and the ulti-
mate consequences of this
change have not yet com-

pletely disclosed them-
selves.

When the modern play
calls for an interior this in-
terior now takes on the sem-
blance of an actual room. Apparently
the “box-set,” as it is called, the closed-in
room with its walls and its ceiling, was
first seen in England in 1841, when “Lon-
don Assurance” was produced; but very
likely it had earlier made its appearance
in Paris at the Gymnase. To supply a
room with walls of a seeming solidity, with
doors, and with windows appears natural

A set for the opera of ** Robert le Diable "

(AL the Paris Opéra.)

with walls and ceilings, doors and win-
dows, led inevitably to the appropriate
furnishing of this room with tangible ta-
bles and chairs. Even in the eighteenth
century the stage had been very empty;
it was adorned only with the furniture
especially demanded by the action of the
drama; and the rest of the furniture—
bookcases and sideboards, chairs and ta-
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bles—was frankly painted on the wings sonality of his “Peter Grimm " the exact
an.d on the back-drop by the side of the habitation to which that appealing crea-
painted mantel-pieces, the painted win- ture would return in his desire to undo

dows, and the painted doors.

In the plays of the twentieth
century characters sit down

L L

and change from seat toseat;
but in the plays produced in
England and in France be-
fore the first quarter of the
nineteenth century all the
actors stood all the time—
or at least they were allowed
to sit only under the stress
of dramatic necessity, as in
the fourth act of “ Tartuffe,”
for instance. In all of Mo-
liére’s comedies there are
scarcely half a dozen char-
acters who have occasion to
sit down; and this sitting
down is limited to three or
four of his more than thirty
pieces. Nowadays every effort is made
to capture the external realities of life.
Sardou was not more careful in composing
stage settings to his liking than was Ibsen
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The get of " (Edipe-Roi "' (at Comédie.Frangaise),

after death what in life he had rashly

commanded.
While the scene-painter. of our time is
most often called upon to realize the
actual in an interior and to

The set of *“ The Return of Peter Grimm."’
(From the model in the Dramatic Museum of Columbia University.)

in procuring the scenic environment that
he needed. The author’s minute descrip-
tion of the scenes where the action of the
“Doll’s House" and of “ Ghosts” passes
proves that Ibsen had visualized sharply
the precise interior which was,in his mind,
the only possible home for the creatures
of his imagination. And Mr. Belasco has
recently bestowed upon the winning per-

delight us with a room the
dominant quality of which is
that it looks as though it was
really lived in by the person-
ages we see moving around
in it, he is not confined to
those domestic scenes.
There are other plays than
the modern social dramas;
and these other plays make
other demands upon the
artist. On occasion he has
to supply a gorgeous scenic
accompaniment for the Ro-
man and Egyptian episodes
of ““ Antony and Cleopatra,”
to suggest the blasted heath
where Macbeth may meet
the weird sisters, and to call
up before our delighted eyes the placid
charm of the Forest of Arden. The awk-
ward and inconsistent skyborders, strips
of pendent ca&nvas wholly unsatisfactory
as substitutes for the vast depths of the
starry heavens, he is able to dispense with
by lowering a little the hangings at the
top edge of the picture-frame and by thus
limiting the upward gaze of the spectators
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so that he can forego an impossible at-
tempt to imitate the changing sky. He
can achieve an effect of limitless space,
as in “The Arrow Maker” and “ The Gar-
den of Allah,” by the use of a cyclorama
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all the pomp that his lofty themes and
his marvellous workmanship may demand.
But the tragedies of the mighty dramatic
poets ought not to be used merely as
pegs on which to hang gorgeous apparel.

After all, the play’s the thing;

and whenever the scene-
painter and his invading

The set of the last act of ** The

partner, the stage-manager,
are tempted to oust the
drama from its pre-eminence
and to substitute an exhibi-
tion of their accessory arts,
the result is a betrayal of the
playwright. :
A distinguished British
art critic told me that when
-the curtain rose at a recent
revival of “Twelfth Night”
and disclosed Olivia’s garden,
he sat entranced at the
beauty of the spectacle be-

Garden of Allah."

{From the model in the Dramatic Museum
of Columbia University.)

background, the drop being
suspended from a semi-cir-
cular rod which runs around
the top of the stage, shutting
in the view absolutely and
yet permitting a representa-
tion of sand and sky meeting
afar off on the faint horizon.

In the past half-century,
and more especially since

the improvement of the
electric light, scene-painting
has become very elaborate
and very expensive. In-
stead of being kept in its
proper place as the decora-
tion of the drama, as a beautiful acces-
sory of the action, it has often been
pushed to the front, so as to attract at-
tention to itself and thereby to distract
attention from the play which it was
supposed to illuminate. Shakespeare has
been smothered in scenery, and the art of
the actor has been subordinated to the
art of the scene-painter. Now, it must
be admitted that nothing is too good
for the masterpieces of the drama, and
that Sophocles, no less than Shakespeare,
ought to be presented to the public with

A set for " Hamlet,"” Act [: Scene LV
{Designed by Mr. Gordon Craig.)

fore his eyes, with its subtle harmonies of
color, so entranced indeed that he found
himself distinctly annoyed when the actors
came on the stage and began to talk. For
the moment, at least, he wished them away,
as disturbers of his wsthetic delight in the
lovely picture which his eyes were feast-
ing on. But even a stage setting as cap-
tivating as this might very well be justi-
fied if it had been employed to fill a gap
in the action and to buttress up the in-
terest of an episode where the dramatist
had allowed the appeal of his story to re-
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lax. Perrin, the manager of the Comédie
Frangaise thirty years ago, declined to
produce a French version of “Othello,”
because he found a certain dramatic emp-
tiness in the scenes at Cyprus at the open-
ing of the second act, which he felt he
would have to mask by the beauty of
spectacular architecture, too costly an ex-
pedient, in his opinion, for
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painter. No doubt there are a few plays
for which this method of decoration
would be appropriate enough—M. Mae-
terlinck’s “Intruder” for one, and his
“Sightless” for another, plays which are
independent of time and space and in
which the action appears to pass in some
undiscovered limbo. As yet the advanced

the finances of the theatre

just then.

It was Perrin, however,
who produced the French
version of the “Edipus the
King " of Sophocles, and who
bestowed upon it a single set
of wonderful charm and
power, at once dignified, ap-
propriate, and beautiful in
itself. It represented an
open space between a temple
and the palace of the ill-fated
(Edipus, with an altar in the
centre and with the profile of
another temple projected
against the distant sky and
relieved by the tall, spare
outline of the poplar-trees.
The monotony of a rectangular architec-
tural construction was avoided by placing
all the buildings on a slant, the whole
elevation of the temple being visible on
the left of the spectators, whereas only a
corner of the colonnade of the palace on
the right was displayed. This set at the
Théatre Francais was the absolute antith-
esis of the original scenic surroundings
in the theatre of Dionysus more than two
thousand years ago, when the master-
piece of Sophocles had been performed in
the open-air orchestra, with only a hut of
skins or a temporary wooden building to
serve as a background for the bas-reliefs
of the action.

So elaborate, complicated, and costly
have stage sets become in the past hali-
century, that there are already signs of
the violent reaction that might be ex-
pected. Mr. Gordon Craig, an artist of
remarkable individuality, has gone so far
as to propose what is almost an abolition
of scene-painting. He seeks to attain
effects of massive simplicity by the use
of unadorned hangings and of huge bare
screens, thus substituting vast spaces for
the realistic details of the modern scene-

A set for *“ Medea.”

{Dasigned by Herr Gustav Lindemann.)

and iconoclastic theories of Mr. Craig have
made few adherents, the most notable
being the German, Reinhardt, who lacks
Mr. Craig’s fine feeling for form and col-
or and who is continually tempted into
rather ugly eccentricities of design, being
apparently moved rather by the desire
to be different from his predecessors than
by the wish to be superior to them.
Interesting as are Mr. Craig’s sugges-
tions, and well founded as may be his
protest against the excessive ornamenta-
tion to which we are too prone nowadays,
there is no reason to fear that his prin-
ciples will prevail. The art of the scene-
painter is too welcome, it is too plainly in
accord with the predilections of the twen-
tieth century, for it to be annihilated by
the fiat of a daring and reckless innovator.
That the producers should hearken to
Mr. Craig’s warnings and curb their ten-
dency to needless extravagance will be
wise; but we may rest assured that a re-
turn to the unadorned simplicity of the
Attic theatre, or of the English theatre in
the time of the Tudors, is frankly unthink-
able now that the art of scene-painting
has heen developed to its present possi-
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bilities. In fact, the probability is rather
that the scene-painters will continue to
enlarge the boundaries of their territory,
and to discover new means and new
methods of delighting our eyes by their
evocations of interesting places,

Perhaps they would be more encouraged
to go on and conquer new worlds if there
was a wider recognition of the artistic
value of their work. Although De Luther-
bourg and Stanfield won honorable posi-
tions in the history of painting by their
easel pictures, the art of scene-painting
does not hold the place in the public
esteem that many of its practitioners de-
serve. Théophile Gautier—often negli-
gible as a critic of the acted drama, but
always worth listening to when he turned
to pictorial art—was frequent in praise
of the scene-painters of his time and of
scene-painting itself as a craft of exceed-
ing difficulty and of inadequate apprecia-
tion. Perhaps one reason why the scene-
painter has not received his due meed of
praise is because his work is not preserved.
Tt exists only during the run of the play
which it decorates. When the piece dis-
appears from the boards, the scenes which
adorned it vanish from sight. They lin-
ger only in the memory of those who
happened to see this one play—and then
only in the memory of such spectators as
have trained themselves to pay attention
to stage pictures. For the scene-painter
there is no Luxembourg; still less is there
any Louvre. As Gautier sympathetically
declared: “It is sad to think that nothing
survives of those masterpieces destined to
live a few evenings only, and disappear-
ing from the washed canvas to give place
to other marvels, equally fugitive. How
much invention, talent, and genius may
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be lost—and not always leaving even a
name!"’

Tt is pleasant to know that at the Opéra
in Paris a formal order of the government
has for now a half-century prescribed the
preservation of the original models—the
little miniature sets which the scene-
painter submits for the approval of the
manager and the dramatist before he be-
gins work upon the actual scene. These
models are always upon the same scale—
in France this is three centimetres to the
metre and in America it is a hali-inch to
the foot. In the Paris Opéra a dozen of
these models are set up to be viewed by
visitors to the library. Of course, no tiny
model. however cleverly fashioned, can
give the full effect of the scene which has
been conceived in terms of a huge stage;
and yet the miniature reproductions do
not betray the scene-painter as muchasan
engraving or a photograph often betrays
the painter. Whatever its limitations,
and they are obvicus enough, the collec-
tion of models at the Opéra is at least an
attempt to retard the oblivion that Thé-
ophile Gautier deplored, and to provide
for the scene-painter a substitute, how-
ever inadequate, for the Louvre and the
Luxembourg.

In the dramatic museum recently es-
tablished at Columbia University and
intended primarily to contain models of
theatres of historic importance in the de-
velopment of the drama, space has now
been provided for a few models of scenery,
including the realistic and characteristic
interior which served for the three acts of
“Peter Grimm,” and also the final scene of
“The Garden of Allah,” with its vista of
the vast Sahara stretching away in every
direction.
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ILLUSTRATIONS

;‘;FWV' a stage army, the Bin-
e ney children were in con-
stant circulation, yet,
4 because of the f-.\'iguity of
1 shipboard, never all visible
at any one time. So it may
be that the effect of multitude that they
produced during our voyage was at least
partly illusory. Idid refer the question to
their mother, but the most curious of Le-
ota’s various puzzling aspects, at the time
of our encounter, was her reticence in
regard to her orderly and homogeneous
brood, who were bafilingly of the same
shape, size, and color, and as difficult to
count as the flock of sheep that you
evoke lying in bed with your eyes closed.
“We're taking them home to be edu-
cated,” was the solitary formula to which
their mother clung. From this point she
drifted always into evasiveness. And I
found that I grew drowsy as often as I
made an independent effort to reduce the
infant Binneys to statistics.

Perhaps the thing would not have ob-
sessed me so if the robust curiosity of the
Westovers, with whom I was travelling,
hadn’t centred on this very point. ButI
remained absurdly unable to answer them,
and,in thelight of my consequent chagrm
it even struck me that Leota herself had
sometimes a faintly shamed attitude to-
ward her children that was manifestly
inexplicable in view of their creditable
appearance and the entirely orthodox
circumstances of their birth. They were
much nicer than their too professionally
clerical father—and yet she strove to ob-
scure the Reverend Wilbur Binney by no
mitigating veil. One got the singular im-
pression that she was vaguely trying to
conceal her progeny, as if they were large
feet or contraband finery. I remember
even suspecting that she considered them
out of fashion—the kind of possession one
frugally conserved but did not flaunt.

It hadn't, of course, heen in the least
surprising to discover Leota Binney on
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the steamer at Naples. For there was
scarcely a spot in the Orient where a Cir-
cleville face, pale, exotic, conscious of its
irreproachable purpose, hadn’t met my
expectant look. They had always taught
us at home that the East—or India and
Egypt, at all events—was in a sense our
own especial territory, fenced off, prac-
tically, from the rest of the world, and pa-
tiently awaiting our beneficent approach.
The Himalayas used, indeed, to seem
nearer than the Adirondacks, and Cairo
rather less distant and foreign than New
York. All this, of course, was because of
the lively spiritual commerce that we con-
ducted with the antipodes. A one-sided
commerce in my earlyd :
club hadn’t then begun to study the Ve-
das. But one that from the beginning hac
a strongly personal side. There are few
of our families that haven’t a close con-
nection with heathen strongholds, for the
consequence of maintaining a theoIogical
seminary in Circleville is that we've been,

for a generation or two, the main suppl)

centre for missionaries’ wives. Leota,

therefore, was one of many—so many that
I had really forgotten what had become
of her. And I should not have supposed
she would remember even the look of
me.

But at the very first glimpse she had
hastily tossed two very young children on
her husband’s spare, sable lap, and seized
me in a disconcertingly warm embrace.
The poor creature had been too long an
exile, one could see that; she was home
sick to the point of hysterla. It was a
case where that sallow apostle, her hus-
band, could not minister to her. Her
psychic surfaces seemed to have become
insensible to domestic contact. But T,
habitual wanderer though I was,embodied
home to her. I was America, I was the
Middle West, I was Circleville itself. T
carried with me something of Circleville's
pungent provincial atmosphere, I spoke
its loved familiar speech. We became in-

95




96

timate in an hour. There was no resist-
ing the famine in Leota’s eyes.

It was a bit of a bore at first, although
I was ashamed to feel it so. Leota’s sav-
agely insistent curiosity demanded, after
all, such insipid food. 1 could have sum-
moned romance or tragedy, had she asked
for them, and even perhaps recalled a
whiff or two of scandal. But to describe
the furnishings of Opal Jennison's new
house, or pretend I remembered the frocks
worn at Arvilla Sweet’s wedding, were
services that I fear I performed rather
sleepily. Leota’s interests, so far as she
confessed them, were as banal and simple
as the youngest schoolgirl’s. And yet—
and yet—it wasn’t wholly from a sisterly
sympathy that I maintained our intima-
cy. For, with all her ingenuousness, she
had her reserves; and these intrigued me.
There was a queer knowledge in Leota's
eyes—a knowledge that her suddenly
dropped lids were always masking. There
were subjects you couldn’t bring her to
the brink of—she would dodge with the
most determined affectation of innocence.
Even the poor woman's homesickness
came to seem to me a mysteriously exag-
gerated emotion. But I don’t know why
I should have taken it for granted that
the simple creature’s secrets would in time
become my secrets too.

It was an evidence, I thought, of Leo-
ta’s unnatural and almost trance-like con-
dition that she made such scant response
to the occasional civil advances of the
Westovers. Thisat first surprised me the
more because Clara Westover, a round,
smooth, worldly woman, who {frankly
couldn’t abide missionaries but adored
children, had paid flattering court to as
many of the Binney brood as she could
identify and waylay. And youwould sup-
pose that to have practised motherhood
on the scale that Leota had, one must
have the enthusiasm of a specialist. But
it occurred to me that any stray maiden
aunt would have shown more pride than
she in the quite charming blond pattern
to which each one of the innumerable
little Binneys conformed.

My own preoccupations being those of
the tourist, I had hoped to learn some-
thing from Leota about India itself. But
it was as though she had during her exile
lain under a spell. She seemed to have
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perceived strangely little, and that little
she was too indifferent to recall. Such in-
formation as I received, therefore, came
through the Reverend Mr. Binney, who,
in addition to his morning sermon, gave
a Sunday afternoon address on “Prayer
and Praise in the Punjab.” He styled
himself *“the King’'s messenger,” and ad-
hered closely to the stock metaphors of the
evangelical pulpit. Somehow I could not
picture myself yielding to his exhortation,
were I a heathen soul.

We were in mid-Atlantic when Leota
led me one afternoon to an unfrequented
corner of an upper deck, where we could
but faintly hear the boots and the voices
of the Binney children as they defiled be-
low us—and besought me once again to
help her picture the scenes and figures of
Circleville. But I had already told her
all T knew, and when a steward scudded
obliquely past us with tea I eagerly hailed
him by way of interruption. Shortly
after, refreshed by the interval, I braced
myself for the counter-attack.

“Leota,” I demanded, “you haven’t
told me why you didn’t care more for In-
dia. Was it so different from what you
had thought?”

Leota drew a bottle from a bag that
hung at her waist and applied it to the
suddenly contented lips of the youngest
Binney, who, as usual, occupied her un-
maternal lap. Then she turned to me
with a surprisingly candid look.

“I wish it /iad been different. . . . But
didn’t I know beforehand just what India
was? Hadn't I been listening toreturned
missionaries all my life? You ought to
remember—you heard them too. They
all dwelt on the same things—and they
were just the things I always knew I
couldn’t bear. Oh, you know what 1
mean—the dirt—and.disease—and thelow
ways of living. Don't you remember the
Saturday afternoons when they dragged
us away from ‘playing house,” and dressed
us in our best frocks with pink ribbons,
and sent us to the girls’ missionary meet-
ings? And do you know the old ladies in
tight, black silk dresses who used to talk
to us? They tried to throw in a little
diversion by talking sometimes of ele-
phants and monkeys, but they never
amused me. From the time I was a baby
T’ve known what India really is.”
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“Then how could you go out there?
But of course”—1 offered the platitude
falteringly—"one is always told that a
woman doesn’t care what part of the
world she is in when she is with her hus-
band—and her children . . . and you
had them, or the hope of them.”
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and hiatuses and her continual allusions,
both too familiar and too distant. More-
over, it will be plainer il 1 piece it out with
certain recollections of my own. . . .
Leota was nineteen when, without con-
sulting her elders, she became engaged to
Wilbur Binney. The matter once settled,

. But dido’t I know beforehand just what India was? ""—Page gf.

“ButIdidn’t,” declared Leota frankly;
“T had never thought of such a thing—as
children, I mean.”

“Oh!” I said. . . . “DBut, Leota!"

Leota glanced a little fearfully at the
baby in her arms; it was engaged in the
serene sleep of repletion.

“I may as well tell you how it was,” she
said. Poor woman, she would have had
to tell somebody. Tknew then that T had
half-expected it from the beginning—the
confession that now overflowed from her
surcharged consciousness.

I won't attempt to tell the story in
Leota’s own words, with her repetitions
Vor. LVIIl.—10

she found that she had to summon what
was almost bravado toannounce the news,
not to her own large, cheerful, disorderly,
and poverty-pressed family, who would
readily welcome it, but to that severer
social tribunal, the Girls’ Thimble Club.
She shared devoutly the ideals of these
very young creatures, which were rigidly
unromantic. Their hearts inclined less
to a lover than to the management of a
house—a shining, dustless, noiseless temple
of propriety which should be regulated
according to the precepts of the leading
woman’s journal of the period. With
a profound and innocent passion, they
longed for a guest-room that should con-
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tain a lace bhedspread; and they knew no
dearer wish than to invite each other to
luncheon served from pink-flowered china.
As one of the conditions of such an es-
tablishment, they sagaciously accepted
husbands—but children they proscribed.
Hadn't their own homes been filled with
them, and didn’t they know? Didn’t they
know, that is, how it was with the mussy
paraphernalia of infancy, which you never
could succeed in getting out of the way
quickly enough before some one whose
formality you respected came to call—
worsted blankets, a little soiled; go-carts
that you stumbled over; and moist, well-
chewed rubber cows and sheep—babies
always chewed things so. Hadn't their
own mothers almost daily lamented the
effect of hall a dozen children on fur-
nishings in general; and hadn’t the finer
and more perishable features of house-
hold decoration been eliminated altogether
on that account?

So that if you were going to strive for
elegance and refinement in your home, as
the woman’s journal advised, you must
keep children out of it. And if any of
the Thimble members accepted this view
with secret reservations, Leota wasn't one
of them. Inengagingherselftotheyouth-
ful Mr. Binney, she had not swerved from
her ideal; but she was sorely afraid that
her associates would not give her credit
for her allegiance. It was the unshaken
local belief, hased, it is true, on ample ev-
idence, that ministers’ families were al-
ways large.

Her future decided, and Wilbur Binney
accepted as a daily visitor, Leota began
to embroider towels that she frankly con-
sidered too fine for use, and tried to believe
that a minister’s house, with the interrup-
tions one couldn’t, of course, avoid hav-
ing, could ever be administered as smooth-
ly as a secular one—and that a minister’s
salary could ever, ever yield a piano. The
seminary graduation was to take place in
May, and Leota was to be married in June.
In April it chanced that a missionary of a
certain renown, hoary with long apostolic
service, came to lecture at the seminary,
and through his agency young Binney
received, as he said, the call to the For-
eign Field. There were vacancies in the
service; Binney's application was passed
upon almost before Leota had regarded
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the matter as a serious passibility. Then,
suddenly, she was obliged to face her fate.

She met it stolidly.  As she herself told
me, there wasn’t a question that she
needed to ask. She may have been quite
ignorant of most things that educated
people know, but as to the Foreign Field
she had been, for as long as she could re-
member, copiously informed. And she
was well aware that her qualities were not
such as fitted her for labor in it. Her
first impulse, she confessed, was to throw
Wilbur Binney over. The second was to
make him feel that she was sacrificing
everything for his sake. She stopped em-
broidering towels—who would ever see
the delicate stitches, now ?—and began to
think of herself as a martyr.

A year later they were in the Punjab—
accustomed to a hot climate, to alien
speech, to offensively foreign customs, to
slow, oh, dismally slow, progress in their
work of conversion—but totally unrecon-
ciled, or at least Leota was, to the absence
of cleanliness and order, of trim green
lawns, and of china cabinets, with all the
delightful implications that that article of
furniture conveys.

Furthermore, it seemed to Leota that
she was, in a new, unexpected, and des-
perately unwelcome sense, the object of a
universal conspiracy. Women who had
preceded her in the field by a score or two
of years, and who displayed a mysterious
content with its intangible harvests, sig-
nificantly assured the newcomer that she
would be happier in India—later on.
Over and over again keen-eyed matrons
who missed the note of exultation in Leo-
ta’s demeanor, and foresaw that she was
of the tribe that become discontented and
handicap their husbands, patted her com-
fortably on the shoulder and intimated
that the babies would settle everything—
that she would feel at home when fhey
came.

Being reduced to violent weeping one
day by an encounter of this sort, Leota
was called upon to account for her emo-
tion to her husband, and for the first time
confessed the persecution of which she
regarded herself the victim.

“It’sas if they were threatening us with
a thing they know we can’t escape,”
wailed the girl. ‘““And it has nothing to
do with them. Why do they take the
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liberty of insisting on it so? Why, sup-
pose we did have a baby. What could
we do with it?” Leota dried her eyes
and took a brief, practical survey of their
small quarters. *“And how could we ever
support it, with the pittance we have?”
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have been young and now am old, yet
have I never il

“Did you say, the Board?" interrupted
Leota, bewildered.

“The Board stipulates a yearly allow-
ance of one hundred dollars for each child

““ Leota,"" he said, ‘I think your concern is unnecessary."'”

Young Wilbur Binney, precocious in
his, acquisition of the clerical manner,
cleared his throat. ‘“‘Leota,” he said, “I
think your concern is unnecessary. Don’t
you know that ‘the just man walketh in
his integrity: his children are blessed
after him’? Moreover, the Board”—
with the inimitable round and resonant in-
flection that this word receives at clerical
lips—“the Board has made ample pro-
vision for that contingency—for all such
contingencies. You recall, too, that ‘I

born to a missionary during the first ten
years of the child’s life.”

So that, after all, Leota hadn’t known
everything about the Foreign Field.
“You said, for each child?” she repeated.

T will show you the printed ordinances
of the General Assembly,” reassured her
husbhand, reaching toward his writing-
table.

There can never have been a single soul,
whether in Circleville or the Punjab, who
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suspected loolish young Leota’s continued
theoretical faithlfulness to the doll-house
ideals of the Girls" Thimble Club. The
actual trend of life of even so simple a
person as she may be completely masked
by circumstance.  Fortheoutwardevents
of her existence were, it is true, precisely
what Circleville would have expected of
her.  As her mother had done, she had
married very young; as scores of Circle-
ville girls had done, she had gone to the
Foreign Field; and, witha most unremark-
able conformity to custom, the first haby
appeared when they had been in India a
year. To the superficial historian there
would seem to be nothing salient or sig-
nificant in such a history. Even Leota's
altered attitude toward the detested life,
and the energy with which she now sought
out the forlorn women in the little mud
houses and persuaded them to come to
clubs and classes of her own devising—
even this surprised no one. Hadn't ev-
erybody known it would be so?

The secret truth was, of course, that
Leota was acting under the stimulus of
an idea. Even after so many years she
glowed with reminiscent pride as she told
me. At the moment when it had come to
her what glorified use might be made of
the extra hundred dollars, with the—for
her imagination had leaped boldly into
the future—with the two or three or four
hundred dollars to be vouchsafed annu-
ally by the Board, she had known the
keen intellectual joy of creation. For, of
course, the idea had been entirely her
own. Never for an instant had Wilbur
Binney had a share in it, and even now,
at this late day, he hadn’t a suspicion of
its magnitude or its success. That was
to be his surprise. And need I wonder
that now, after so many years of delay
and suspense, when she was at last on her
way home again—need I wonder that she
was conscious of nothing in the world but
the desire to be in Circleville, and to prove
to herself and Circleville the validity of
her idea?

She had had the instinctive wisdom not
to appeal to Wilbur when the first extra
hundred dollars had been sent them.
Without ever having heard the phrase, she
chose to assume that it was a mother’s
pension, and that the disposition of it be-
longed to her. Affecting, therefore, to
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consider the matter for the first time, she
had said, on the morning that the Ameri-
can mail arrived:

“How absurdly little it costs in this
country to care for a baby! She'll need
this money so much more, later on, when
she has to be educated, than she does now.
We'll send it home, I think.”

The educational argument had seemed
brilliantly cogent to Leota herself, and
her hushand, taken by surprise, appeared
to think it could not reasonably be op-
posed.  After a few moments’ troubled
hesitation, he said:

*“I think bahby’s life will be more richly
blessed if she donates a tithe of her—her
stipend to the mission work.”

This concession Leota hurriedly made.
The next day she sent the remainder of
the money to a prosperous cousin in New
York, asking that heinvest it. If possible,
she suggested, she would like something
more remunerative than the convention-
al investment. Weren't there opportuni-
ties of buying shares, or whatever they
were called, at a low price, and selling
them at a considerable advance? Her
solicitude, Leota explained, arose from the
fact that the money represented baby’s
education fund and that, if baby kept on
growing as fast as she had already, her
school bills would soon be due. Leota
was partly sincere in referring to the
money as an education fund. But, re-
membering how little her own education
had cost, she couldn't help foreseeing that
there ought to be a great deal left over.

Leota was always a literal person, and
her recollections, once she had started the
train, entirely exhaustive. She filled in,
I believe, every detail of the accumulation
of that as yet untouched fortune, as her
obliging and alert relative had reported
upon it; and her complacent allusions led
one to picture it no less concretely than in
piles of yellow disks, securely confired
within triple steel. Its precise measure,
of course, I never knew, even as I never
knew just how many candidates there
were for the education it was incidentally
to supply. Doubtless I should have
learned more if I could, after a certain
point, have been more attentive; but who
could have listened to Leota’s meticulous
narrative after she had disclosed her one
astounding fact? For the time, indeed,
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I quite forgot Leota herself, so promptly
had my mind swerved to the more than
ever fascinating consideration of the wise,
reticent, elusive, engaging little blond
Binneys. Picturing their charming neg-
lected multiplicity, an indignant sym-
pathy burned in me. I suddenly saw the
situation in a lurid and infamous light.
How could the little creatures seem other

than shadowy and cinematographic when
they had never been offered a solid human
place in the world—when they confess-
edly represented mere stages in a sordid
industry, milestones in a secret enter-
prise? Smoothly self-possessedlittle con-
fraternity, I almost believed they intu-
itively knew.

It was after my emotion had subsided

I0I
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a little that Leota'’s colorless voice re-
captured my eur. . . . The thing had de-
manded resolution on her own part, she
proclaimed.  Wilbur Binney, who wasn't
at all “practical " where his family was
concerned, hadn't always been satisfied
with having the mere Scriptural tithe of
his children’s emoluments turned over to
him. His occupation and his pride were
the building of a mission church. And
the well-to-do church people at home were
not lavish in their contributions, and the
natives themselves were, of course, almost
paupers, and so the education fund, or the
punctual yearly accessions to it, seemed
to him so more than opportune, so almost
divinely contrived. Tor, as the round,
blond babies multiplied, their father
seemed to incline to the view that they
themselves constituted substance.

“They are as arrows in the hand of
the mighty man,” he reminded Leota.
“Happy is the man that hath his quiver
full.”  And he attempted to persuade her
that godly families, being under special
protection, are exempt from the duty of
thrift.

But Leota remained indomitable. Ex-
cept in the year when there was a famine,
and when almost every penny that the
Board sent out to them went to buy rice
for the starving—she did not concede a
jot. Their life in India would come to
an end sooner or later, she had dared to
suggest to her husband. And if educa-
tion hadn't to be considered in the Punjab
it had in Circleville.

To defend her purpose, Leota was
obliged to repeat the word so often that
the education of her little clan came to
seem to her a matter far more significant
than the education of the world in general.
The Reverend Wilbur, even though he
could not wholly share it, respected a pur-
pose so high and so unassailable. And
her acquaintance unanimously praised
and stood in awe of her maternal ambi-
tion.

Such as Leota’s purposes were, circum-
stunce from the first strongly favored
them. And she couldn't have considered
it altogether a calamity when the climate,
from which Wilbur had always suffered
more than the others, made such definite
inroads upon his health that a furlough
—as Leota was willing to allow it to
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be called—hecame imperative. The fur-
lough was to be of indefinite length; and
during this happy interval the education
of the children, or such at least was the
announcement made to strangers, could
at last be begun.  To me Leota offered an
ampler version of her programme. Al-
though her husband was not seriously ill,
she prophesied, with no tinge of regret in
her tone, that it would take him several
years to regain his health. The best
thing for them to do, therefore, would be
to devote a part of the fund—since, after
all, the children's first schooling needn't
cost so much—to building a house in
Circleville, and there establishing them-
selves according to the secret dreams that
Leota had for so long cherished. . . .

So couldn’t T understand, she chal-
lenged me, how it was that now that In-
dia lay behind her, and the rainbow shone
ahead, each moment’s delay was torture?
Such impatience as hers was a veritable
malady. She believed it might really
have consumed her during this last stage
of the journey, if she hadn't prmldl.n-
tially encountered me, and if I hadn’t
seemed to grasp the dire character of her
thwarted longings and the brightness of
her anticipated joys. And the vision was
nothing if not definite. Leota knew pre-
cisely what her house would cost, and had
the plans in her bag at that moment. It
wis to contain a piano (Leota was not a
musician)—and a linen closet of prodig-
ious size—and a shining multitu' e of
bright, beautiful **conveniences,” ywhose
names I had never heard before. = And
then, the machinery once in place, there
would be the long-aw dlted ecstasy of
setting it in motion. “1 want to give
some luncheons,” she declared wistfully.
“ Does Opal Jennison give very successful
ones? And I want to show them that T
can keep house, even after living in India,
and even—even though I have so many
young children.”  She spoke of her pretty
tribe as though they were troublesome
pets, whose maintenance could only be
regarded as an eccentricity. T suppose
Myrtle Sabin has no babies? I forgot to
ask about her.”

**She has six,” T announced with satis-
faction. *“And she couldn’t live for a
mlﬁute v‘uthout them. Or she has always

said so

B
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Leota seemed vaguely surprised and
shocked, as at each report I had made of
the cheerful fruitfulness prevailing in the
homes of Circleville. But she made no
comment.

The hysterical fulness of my friend’s
confidence to me must have been followed
by a quite natural reaction, for I was to
hear no more of the Binneys’ financial
future during the voyage—a voyage so
happily conditioned that we all—except
Leota—bewailed its end. But while the
rest of us surrendered ourselves to its dis-
tractions, I recall her, during those last
few days, as sitting for the most part alone,
her hands perfunctorily occupied with the
baby in her lap, her eyes strained beyond
the neglected ocean toward Circleville.
Her husband was usually rather ostenta-
tiously busy in the writing-room, or en-
gaged in giving dry little dissertations to
more or less uninterested passengers, who
felt that they were merely making a just
use of their opportunities in inviting in-
formation as to the missionary life. They

had all promptly learned that nothing of
the sort was to be had from Mrs. Binney,
who was at no pains whatever to sustain
the réle of missionary coadjutrix, and had
frankly left the unwelcome subject behind
her on the Indian peninsula. Meanwhile
the active little brother and sister Binneys,
mysteriously efficient in taking care of
themselves and of each other, were always
forming absorbed little conversational
groups that dispersed, like coveys of wild
things, directly the too curious adult ap-
proached.

Inasmuch as the Westovers were hos-
pitably delaying me in New York, I
parted with the Binneys on the pier,
where more than ever they swarmed in-
numerably—and for several weeks forgot
all about them.

But, arriving in Circleville amonth later,
my first concern was for this still unedu-
cated family and its secret fund. They
were at the point, I now realized for the
first time, where missionary traditions
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would rather awkwardly confront them.
Corrupt politicians might accumulate [or-
tunes that they couldn’t account for; mis-
sionaries distinetly didn’'t.  How would
Leota summon the effrontery to spend
hers hefore o Circleville audience, even
conceding the acquiescence of her aston-
ished husband? 1 wondered if she had
convinced him by this time that a new
house and a pilano were indispensable
cducational instruments.  After all, edu-
cation is an elastic term,

But my prompt and eager inquiries
drew out, not a breath of disapproval,
only a chorus of praise of the Binneys,
large and small. To my bewilderment,
they were spoken of quite as though they
were a normal family. ILspecial eulogies
of Leota herself, not only as a missionary,
but as a mother, met me everywhere.
Circumstances, however, delayed our
meeting, and meanwhile T one day en-
countered on the strect the Reverend
Wilbur Binney who read me, from an
open letter in his hand, the distressing
news that his mission church had burned
to the ground. T saw that he was genu-
inely smitten by the disaster; he had
never been so free of clerical cant.  And,
though it was plain that his health had
not yet improved, he spoke of returning
to India as soon as possible to begin the
work over again.

Tt must have been a week after this that
I at length accomplished my afternoon
visit to Leota. A wholly altered, an al-
most contradictory personality received
me. 5She was engaged in spirited talk
with a group of girlhood friends, who, like
herself, had long ago become matrons and
mothers; and she was enveloped by an
aura of almost tangible complacency. The
poverty of my own experience prevented
my making any worthy contribution to
the talk, but it went on almost without
reference to me.  And the strange, the
inexplicable, thing was that in this in-
nocently competitive struggle in which
they were engaged, Leota should so easily
outdistance her guests. The air was res-
onant with infant exploits, the mothers
of Circleville were shrill in emulation; yet
it appeared that in health, good nature,
intelligence, precocity—and above all,
naturally, in sheer numbers—the Binney
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children brilliuntly took the lead.  Anec-
dotes, measurements, infant data of every
description dropped from Leota’s lips as
glibly as though she had devoted all her
waking moments to collecting them—as,
after all, it may be that she secretly,
shamefacedly, had. She glowed superbly
with maternal pride. Furthermore, she
had the supreme advantage over the
others of immediate demonstration, for in
addition to the yardful of cavorting Bin-
neys outside, the Binney baby, really a
most persuading object, sat blond and
beaming in her lap. Leota had, indeed,
every cause for satisfaction; for I had
graclually perceived that in this group of
redundantly maternal visitors she was
facing again the tribunal of her youth—a
tribunal, it may be, no less rigid than ever,
but with standards radically changed.
In these days one had to produce some-
thing beyond table appointments to meet
its approval. There are so many possible
lines of emulation in the matter of baby-
culture; the Circleville mothers were vig-
ilantly alive to all of them. The prim
circle that had once formed the Girls'
Thimble Club had, of course, undergone
an entirely normal development; but it
was one that the yearning Indian exile
had not had the imagination to foresee.
At all events, it had now become happily
plain to her. Babies were the fashion
in Circleville. And it was a fashion to
which, at last, she could showily, trium-
phantly, conform.

When I left the gathering in which I
had played so inconspicuous a part, Leota
followed me to the door. T could not miss
the opportunity to ask her if the educa-
tion of the Binneys had been arranged.

* Oh, we shall send them to school, I sup-
pose; that is, the older ones,” Leota an-
swered, with cheerful indifference.  And,
as [ looked my amazement—"* There isn’t
any fund any longer,” she added, with a
shade of embarrassment. *“The children
have sent it out to India, as their joint
gift, to rebuild the church. I did have
other plans, as I think I told you. But
their father said it wouldn’t do. . . .
And we don’t mind, we're all so happy in
getting back to Circleville. . . . And, as
Wilbur says, the great blessing is that we
have our quiver full.”
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THE SPEED KING
By William Wright

ILLusTrRAaTIONS BY HELEN C.

HEN Peter Piper was angry, his
gray eyes clouded and some-
times tears clustered under his

heavy black lashes, He was very angry
now. His automobile had hit a tree and
he had just discovered that the front axle
was bent.

“The old thing!” he muttered; “the
old thing !”

At each exclamation he kicked the
machine viciously and his toes tingled.
He climbed into the seat, hoping the dam-
age was not as serious as it looked, but
the wheel scraped against the body so
that the car barely crept along. Hisrage
was too deep for words, and he sat back
in silence; a fearful scowl on his forehead,
a pout on his lips.

So he was when Lady Linda found him.

“Peter! Peter!” she cried in alarm.
“Look! What have you done?"”

Unconcernedly he gazed at the palm of
his hand and examined the scratches and
the grime which had been ground into it
when he sprawled across the sidewalk.
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“Come with me, quick,” she com-
manded.

So Peter ruefully dismounted. He re-
pressed a desire to kick the car again, be-
cause he was ashamed to show his anger
before Lady Linda. He trudged along at
her side until they went up the steps of
the big house on the hill and entered the
dark, cool hall.

The sting of the antiseptic he bore un-
flinchingly as the nurse bathed his hand.

“There,” she said, “that will fix it.
Now vou must be careful not to get any
dirt in it.”

Peter looked at the bandage.
quite proud of it.

“Will Jack the Giant-killer be sorry?”
he asked.

“Of course he will,” replied the nurse.
“We all aresorry to see Peter Piper hurt.”

She lifted him to her lap and kissed his
forehead, which was moist with perspira-
tion,

“Hasn't he been away a long time?”
remarked Peter.

He was
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“Yes, a very, very long time. But he
will soon be back,” she said.

The boy raised his eves to hers.

“Will vou be glad,
too?” he inquired.

Lady Linda made no
reply, but she hugged
him tighter.

“The old ogre,” he
muttered. “ Didn't
the old ogre send him
away?"

“Peter,” answered
the nurse sharply,
“you mustn't call him
that. Mr. Norden is
an old man and he is
sick.”

“Well, he is an
ogre,” insisted Peter,
“and I'mafraid of him.
He did send Jack the
Giant-killer away.”

“Yes, he did. Be-
cause Jack was a
naughty boyv and
wouldn't do as he was
told, just as you are
sometimes.”’

“How was Jack a
naughty boy?"

“Never mind. Now
Tl tell vou a story.”

“An Indian story,”
said Peter, and he set-
tled back in her arms
to listen while she
rocked gently in the
chair.

When she had fin-
ished he was silent a
long time, but Lady
Linda had little sus-
picion of his thought.
She had not answered
his question, and when he asked again,
“How was Jack a naughty boy?”" a faint
shadow passed across her face.

“His uncle wanted him to do something
and he disobeved. So Mr. Norden sent
him 'way, "way off to Europe.”

“When is he coming back?”

“Next weel, T think,” she replied, put-
ting the boy down.

“T’'ll be awful glad to see him," he said;
“won’t your”

He repressed a desire to kick the ear again,
because lie was ashamed o show his
anger before Lady Linda.
—Page 106,

107

“Of course T will,” answered Lady

Linda.
“Well, T must take my automobile
home.  Good-by.”
He stopped at the

door and turned to-
ward her again.

“Jack the Giant-
Liller doesn’t like Miss
Parker,” he gaid.
“He likes you.”

“Peter! Peter!”
cried the nurse. “You

~mustn’t say such

things. Who told
you anything like
that?”

“My mother told
Mrs. Williams,” he re-
plied.

Peter stalked out of
the house and down
the short hill to where
his automobile stood
onthelawn. He gazed
disconsolately at the
wreck. It would need
repairs before he could
spin around the cor-
ners, leaning far out of
his seat in the manner
that earned him the
sobriquet of “The
Speed King” among
those who lived along
thestreet. He tugged
the cart behind him,
meeting the smiles of
the neighbors with
covert glances.

When his mother
saw the bandage she
jumped and hastily
unwound it. Finding
only a few scratches,

she decided not to replace it, but Peter
was other-minded.

“Lady Linda said T mustn't get any
dirt in it, so put it back,” he commanded.

“Peter,” she reproved, “you've been
playving on Mr. Norden’s sidewalk again.
You know I've forbidden you to do it.
He doesn’t like it.”

“T didn't make any noise,” he said.
“Tt's the only hill anywhere. And Jack
the Giant-killer is coming home next weel.”
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“Did Lady Linda tell you?” asked his
mother.

When he assented, she looked know-
ingly at a friend who had brought her
embroidery
over for the
afternoon, and
said something
about “setting
her cap.”

Once Peter’s
mother was
young, too,but
the haze which
gathered with
the vears
obscured ro-
mance and she
saw only the
designing
woman.

“TJack the
Giant-killer
does not like
Miss Parker,
does he?”
asked Peter.

Intuitively
his mother
caught the
drift of his
words,

“Did you
tell Lady Lin-
da that?" she
inquired.

There was a
stern expres-
sion about her face that the boy did not
trust.

“No,” he lied in a feeble voice, and ran
off.

If Peter had remained he might have
learned more of the gossip that centred
around the mansion on the hill where the
aged and invalid Mr. Norden was trying
to guide the destinies of a nephew whom
he had brought up as a son. Only the
old bachelor and the father of the woman
he had picked for a daughter-in-law knew
the real reason for the union, though
the theories were many, None suspected
the vein of sentiment buried so deep in
the past.

Although the talk of the village never
penetrated the big house, sheltered by

“There,"" she said, ** that will fix it
nut te get any dirt in it —Page 106,
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towering maples and flanked by flower-
flaming lawns, Lady Linda, as Peter Piper
had named her, was too shrewd not to
divine what they all were saying, and
her heart was
heavy.

So the day
came when Pe-
ter’s grief knew
no comfort.
Lady Linda
called him in
and told him
she was going.
He saw her
trunk packed
and her charts,
bandages, and
instruments all
neatly laid
away in her
handbag.

“Andyou’re
never comin
back?"” he
asked in open-
eved astonish-
ment.

“Never,
never,” was
her answer.

She leaned
forward in the
chair, pinning
his arms down
with her own
as he stood at
herknees. His
wondering eyes looked solemnly into hers
as though he did not know what to say.

“I shall come to see you sometimes,”
she told him.

But he was silent.
studied her face.

“You won't forget me, will you?r”

She was almost pleading, but still he
said nothing. When he finally spoke, his
voice was very grave.

“What will Jack the Giant-killer say?”

She hugged him and made no answer.

“You are crying,” he declared accus-
ingly, as she strove to hide her tear-filled
eyes. Then his lips began to quiver.

“You mustn’t go, you mustn’t, You
must wait till he comes.”

He stamped his foot in vexation.

Now you must be careful

For a long time he



The Speed King

“Hush!"” cautioned the nurse, hurriedly
picking him up. “Come, T'll tell you a
last, last story, Now listen. Once upon
a time there was a great king who lived
in a big, big castle by the sea.”

Peter's eves dried as he followed her
words. But the tale was never finished,
Lady Linda could
not choke back
the sobs, though
the boy did his
best to comfort
her. TFinally she
smiled at him, and
he asked:

“Did the prince
marry the swan-
keeper’s daugh-
ter?”

“Idon’t know,’
replied the nurse,
burying her face
in her hands.

In a few hours
shehad gene. Pe-
ter saw her bag-
gage piled in the
express-wagon.
He stood at the
corner and watched
the team roll
away under the
interlocking elms that arched over the
street.

It was here that Jack the Giant-killer
found him. Peter had seen the big purple
touring-car leave the garage and knew the
reason. He sat on the curb, calmly wait-
ing, and was industriously engaged with a
black beetle when the car returned,

“Peter Piper!” shouted Jack, rising from
his seat and ordering the chauffeur to stop.

He leaped from the car and tossed the
boy in his arms. A pair of dirty hands
stole around his neck to ruin a spotless
collar.

“Gee, but you're getting heavy!" said
the Giant-killer, his teeth gleaming.
“How’s the pickled pepper king been all
summer? "’

Peter kicked his heels in the air from
joy.

“My automobile’s busted,” he replied
as he was carried back to the car.

He started to tell of the accident, but
was awed into silence by the stately Miss

]l

It was here that Jack the Giant-killer found him , .,
industriously engaged with a black beetle.
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Parker, who sat by his side. Although
she smiled sweetly, he was not encour-
aged. Jack plied him with questions all
the way to the house, but he answered
only by shaking his head.

Old Mr. Norden in a wheel-chair was
on the veranda when they drove up, and
the returned trav-
eller was all en-
thusiasm until a
white-clad figure
moved noiselessly
up to the side of
the invalid. He
saw a strange face
and grew strange-
ly quiet. In a mo-
ment he excused
himself and drew
Peter into the
house.

“Has Lady Lin-
da gone?” he
asked quickly
when they were
alone.

“Yes,” replied
Peter dolefully.
“I told her to wait
till you came.”

Jack the Giant-
killer sat down and
rested his head in his hands. He was
quiet so long that the boy became un-
EL‘.S}"

“Are you sorry?” he asked.

“Yes, very, very sorry,” was the de-
jected reply. “Did she tell you where
she was going? "

“No, she just said she was going far,
far away and nobody would ever find
her.”

Jack became very grave,

““She is coming to see me some time,”
continued the boy, and at the words his
idol looked up.

“Listen, Peter,” he said. “Will you
promise me something? = If she comes,
will you run up here and tell me? If she
writes will you let me know?”’

Peter promised, but the days passed
into weeks and the weeks into months be-
fore anything was heard from Lady Linda.
The void in the boy’s little heart was
quickly filled. With Jack the Giant-
killer, however, it was not so. The hours
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were long for him and his face grew
solemn. Peter noticed the change.  All
the stories he listened to were about a
wonderful, wonderful land where dreams
come true. He did not understand much
about it except that every one seemed to
be happy and things came about just as
they all wished.

“I'd like to live there,
he asked.

“Yes,"” replied Jack. “ Miles and miles
away. Too far for your little feet ever
to walk.”

“I could have a pony then, couldn’t
1e”

“A pony and a gun, and you would al-
ways be a happy little boy.”

“But I want to be a man so I can drive
a real automobile.”

“T know. That's why the land is so
far away.”

As the winter drew on and the trees
lifted their gray branches to the cold skies,
Mr. Norden grew weaker. He found it
too tiring to get up each day, and one
evening he called Jack to his bedside.

“I feel I am not going tolive long, son,”
hesaid. “ By the time the first snowdrop
opens again, I will be laid away. But
that is neither here nor there.”

Jack took the old man’s outstretched
hand in his.

Isit very far?”

The Speed King

“T want to die in peace,” he continued,
“and you know how you can bring me
that blessing.”

The younger bowed his head in silence.

“I have been irritable and impatient at
times during these last few years. 1
wanted to see you married, and when you
got out of law school I thought the day
was near. But youheldoff. Isupposel
might have been like the rest. I might
have threatened to disinherit you and
driven you away, like a thousand other
angry fathers. But that would have
been foolish. You are all T have, Jack,
and everything goes to you. It isn't
much, compared to some fortunes. But
it is enough to keep you in comfort, in
the greatest luxury even, if you desire.
It's to be all yours, son, all yours.”

The old man stopped for a moment.

“You know what my one wish is, and T
want you to give me your word you will
do all in your power to fulfil it,”” he con-
tinued. “You won't ask me why, for T
should have to unburden my very soul to
you and that wouldn’t be right. I have
kept the secret all these yvears. It would
sound different if I put it into words, I
was a coward once. But let that pass.”

Jack looked at the white face on the
pillow. The old man’s eyes were veiled
with memories. Years had dropped away

Miss Parker gazed into the fire and said nothing.—Page 113,
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in that half-lighted room where only the
gentle ticking of a watch broke the still-
ness. The minutes passed and no words
were spoken.

“T thought you loved some one else,”
said Mr. Norden finally, T wasn't sure,
but I was afraid. That is why T asked

you to go away, and when
the nurse left suddenly just .

e
&

before you came back, my
suspicions were confirmed.
But I was wrong, wasn't 1?
You have heard nothing
from her since, have you? "

He turned and gazed
sharply into the voung
man'’s eyes.

“No,” Jack replied
firmly.

“Of course, if you had
loved her you would have
found a way to see her,”
he added in a relieved tone.

Jack’s head sank as the
old man looked away. The
words struck deeper than
the speaker realized.

“That is over, and now
will vou give me your
word? "’

His pleading voice was weak and his
eyes grew misty with a look of inexpress-
ible longing. Tt was a bitter moment for
Jack, but he did not flinch.

“Yes,"” he said, and a smile came to the
face of his foster-father such as he had
never seen before,

“My son,” murmured the old man with
grave satisfaction. “Now I will sleep.”

When Peter Piper tramped gayly up to
the house one day, not long afterward,
Jack greeted him “with an old-time wel-

come. The boy clutched a picture post-
card.

“Read it,” he said. s from Lady
Linda.”

He had already heard the message sev-
eral times from his mother.

Unmoved, Jack took the card. He no-
ticed it had been mailed in Chicago.

“Has my little Peter Piper got his peck
of pickled peppers yet?" he read.

That was all. There was no address.

“Look at the picture,” commanded
Peter.

Jack turned the card over and saw the

*She's here, she's here! ' he
shouted, —Page 113,
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representation of a gayly lighted amuse-
ment park. Down in the corner was the
printed title: “ Dreamland.”

With a grim smile he handed it back to
the boy.

“Isn’t that fine?" he said.

“She didn’t say when she was coming
back, did she?” comment-
ed Peter. “Do you think

o vou will get one, too?"”
“No, I don't think so.”
“Why don't you think
2

“ Because she has forgot-
ten me.”

There was a peculiar
gleam in hiseyes. ““That's
funny,” said Peter. “She
remembered me and told
me never, never to forget
her. And I won't, will
you?"

“Let's pop some corn
over the big fire,” was
Jack’s answer, and Peter
romped off, leading the way.

In time the boy came to
know another, who never
was quite able to supplant
Lady Linda in his affec-
tions. As Mr. Norden's health failed,
both Jack and Peter saw much of Miss
Parker, for she was a constant visitor at
the house. She was very beautiful, but
the light in her deep-blue eyes gleamed
cold. Her smile was brilliant, her hair
mounted in Justrous waves of silky gold,
and a faint pink bloomed on her cheeks,
which were as soft as sheerest linen. Pe-
ter was afraid of her, though he tried hard
not to let her know it.

“You can’t tell stories like Lady Linda,
can you?’" he once told her.

“No,"” she admitted, and a fleet trem-
or of wistfulness played across her face.
“Lady Linda must have been a very won-
derful person.”

They were sitting on a long divan in
front of the fire with Jack the Giant-
killer. The gale outside caught the icy
particles that surfaced the snow and sent
them crackling against the window-panes.
The shadows of late afternoon crept into
the room while they silently watched the
tongues of flame, blue, red, and gold, eat
into the heartof the wood on the andirons.

S0
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“Do vou think the swan-keeper's daugh-
ter was happy?” asked Peter suddenly.

“1 don't know," said Jack. “Tell me
who she was.”

“Well, once upon a time there was a
great king who lived in a big, big castle

The Speed King

a little house near the big, big castle. She
loved him, too, but she said the king would
be very angry when he found out. And
he was, because he sent the prince away to
a distant land, where he was nearly killed
by brigands, and escaped after many,

“See," he said, " this is what [ wrote Lady Linda,"—Page 114,

by the sea,” began the boy, and then
stopped.

“That’s the way it started,” he con-
tinued in a moment. ‘““Lady Linda never
told it all. One dark night the king was
riding his horse and nearly ran over the old
witch. The old witch was very angry and
shook her cane at him and cursed his line.

‘“‘Beware for the young prince,’ she
said. ‘Ior the girl is fair and the prince
is young and the blood of the peasant will
enter your house.’

“Then the old witch flew away and the
king was very angry, because he didn’t
know what she meant, and he wanted the
prince to marry the beautiful princess in
a distant land. But the prince loved the
daughter of the swan-keeper, who lived in

many years. When he came back, the
king said, ‘Now will you marry the prin-
cess?’ and the prince said, ‘T must first
see the swan-keeper's daughter,’” for he
still loved her and she loved him. But
the king said, ‘I have banished her to a
distant land and she no longer loves you,’
which was not true. Then the prince was
very angry and said, ‘I must see the swan-
keeper’s daughter.” Then she cried.”

“Why did she cry?" asked Jack.

“I don’t know, but she cried awful hard
and put her arms around me and kissed
me and told me never to forget her.”

“Who do you mean, Peter?” asked the
man, his voice rising.

““She never told me the rest,”’ answered
the boy dreamily.
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“It was Lady Linda!" he exclaimed,
getting up and rubbing his forehead in
dismay. ‘“Tell me, tell me again, Peter.
What was it? What do you mean?”

He became excited and grasped the
boy's arm. Then he felt a pair of blue
eyes fastened on him in quiet study, and
a flush came to his face. He sat down
quickly to hide his confusion. Miss Par-
ker gazed into the fire and said nothing.

Not long afterward old Mr. Norden
sank wearily into a sleep from which he
never awoke, and they laid him away.
When the soft touch of the passing days
had taken the edge off grief, Jack took
counsel with himsclf as to how soon he
could fulfil the promise he had made.
Long was he occupied in settling the big
estate, most of which he had inherited,
and he often wondered if thedelay in seek-
ing out Miss Parker was more from de-
sire than necessity.

Then came the day when he felt he
could no longer compromise with time,
and he faced the beautiful woman who
was decreed his wife.

“Do you know why he wanted you
to marry me?”’ she asked. “You prob-
ably don’t. Tam not sure, but I suspect.
Men say so little about such things.”

Jack listened in silence. There was an
unfamiliar tenderness in his eyes.

“You know, Jack, ever since I was a
little girl I have known that T was to
marry vou. When mother died and father
and Mr. Norden became such fast friends,
it was settled. All these years I have been
waiting.”

She gazed at him pityingly.

“I have always liked you better than
any other man I ever saw. Perhaps that
is love. If it isn't, then that is all I am
capable of. I sometimes think I am dif-
ferent from other women and will never
really love any one very deeply. There
has been no one besides you, Jack.”

For a moment she hesitated.

“But your case is not the same, isit?”
she said finally.

He bowed his head.

“T saw it in your eyes when Peter Piper
told us that story. Yet you would mar-
ry me to keep the word you gave a man
now dead. We might be happy. Idoubt
.

“Don't say that,” he expostulated.
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“You know I am fond of vou and always
have been.”

“Yes, I realize it.” she continued.
“We grew up together. It might have
been all right if no else had come along.
But that was inevitable.”

She gently placed her hand on his shoul-
der and her face grew very solemn.

“Your uncle once loved my mother,”
she said. Tt is time you knew it. But
his heart was faint and he never had the
courage to tell her. She waited long for
him to speak, but the years passed and he
said nothing. Then father married her.
Not long afterward Mr. Norden learned
what he had lost, and the sorrow preyed
on him throughout his life. None knew
the secret. Now his hand reaches back
from the grave to point you to the way
that brought him such disappointment.
It isn’t right, Jack, it isn’t right.”

They were silent a long time. The fire
glowed softly on the hearth and the fitful
shadows danced in eerie procession across
the ceiling.

“He once told me he was a coward,”
said Jack. * DBut I never knew what he
meant.”

“T hope vou will never be able to say
the same about yourself,” she replied.

“Oh, that is all done!” he exclaimed
almost angrily. “Don’t talk about it,
I have made up my mind. Would you
ask me to be so faithless?"”

He looked awayv from her and she gently
placed her hand on his shoulder. Perhaps
there was more than sympathy in the
sweet light that dawned in her eyes.

“You know you love her, Jack. Some
day you will meet her again. Fate brings
such things about. Be sure to tell her

then. It would be only a tragedy for you
to marry me. I couldn’t do it. Never,
never.”

One day when the breath of the softened
earth had scented the April air, the wheel
of fortune completed its cycle. As Jack
passed down the street he heard the patter
of little feet on the sidewalk, and turned
to see Peter running up to him.

“She's here, she's here!” he shouted.

His eyes were dancing with delight and
he grasped Jack's hands to pull him along.

But the man’s face fell in sore perplex-
ity, and he hesitated.

“She came to see me this afternoon,”
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announced the boy.
going pretty soon.”

Still he hung back, and Peter stepped
away in amazement.

“Aren’t you coming?” he asked sol-
emnly. “It’s Lady Linda."”

Jack slowly shook his head.

“But you must, you must. Quick! T
wrote her you wanted to see her, and you
must.”

“You wrote her?" inquired the Giant-
killer. “How?"

But Peter would say no more, and con-
tinued to coax until tears of disappoint-
ment began to run down his red cheeks.
Tt wasn’t until Jack felt a valued friend-
ship at stake that he turned and followed
into the house.

Lady Linda rose to greet him when he
entered the room,and a wise mother drew
Peter away.

“It is a long time since I have seen
you,” she said in a low voice. “Did you
have a pleasant trip?”

“In a way, yes,” he replied. “But
from the day I started I looked forward
to the time I should return, and when I
reached home you were gone.”

The color rose in her cheeks.

“Perhaps you know why I did it,” she
suggested.

“No, I didn’t at the time.
pect now.”

As they stood facing each other, he felt
as though he could not keep his hands
away from her another instant.

“It seems so good to see you after all
these weeks,” he said, his face brighten-
ing. “Do you remember the times you
and I and Peter had together? He was
all you left me.”

She smiled at him so tenderly that he
trembled to think what would happen if
she looked at him like that again.

“Come quick, she’s

But I sus-

The Speed King

“What was the story about the swan-
keeper’s daughter?” he asked suddenly.

“Oh, why did he tell you that?’ she
pleaded, her face flushing.

Jack gazed into her eyes for a moment
and then swept her into his arms.

“Oh, Linda! Linda!” he murmured.
“Why did you do it? Why did you go?
If you only knew how I have wanted you.”

For a long time they talked quietly to-
gether, while the light faded and the room
was shadowed with the dusk. It was so
still that they heard Peter softly tiptoe-
ing across the hall and they waited for him
to stick his head through the portiéres.

“Come in, Peter Piper,” said Jack, with
a laugh. “You've done your worst now
and I hope you're satisfied.”

Peter ran to the big chair in which they
both were sitting, and piled on top. In
his hands was a much-soiled letter.

“See,” he said, ‘“this is what I wrote
Lady Linda.”

“When did you learn to write?’” asked
Jack.

“You read it,"” ordered the boy.

It said little, only begging Lady Linda
to come back. But at the end were the
words: * Jack the Giant-killer wants you,
too. He is waiting, waiting, waiting, and
thinks you have forgotten him. Won't
you come? "

A long string of X's of many sizes
and shapes cluttered the bottom of the
page to represent kisses, and a misshapen
scrawl formed the name, “Peter.”

Jack carefully examined the handwriting.

“Why, I know!" he exclaimed. “It
was Miss Parker.”
He looked up at Lady Linda. Her

eyes were grave and a solemn little smile
curled her lips.

“Oh, Jack," shesaid.
are!

“How blind you
She loved you, too.”
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By Pearce Bailey, M.D.

tory employee woke up
blind. He never had had
any trouble with his eyes,
and had worked full time
the day before, as indeed he had for the
past fourteen years, without missing a day.
From the first he was under the care of
skilled ophthalmologists who examined
him frequently and under different con-
ditions, but who prescribed no remedies,
as they could find no disorder to remedy.
The whole ocular apparatuses— pupils,
lenses, muscles, and optic nerves—were,
they said, normal. Then searching ex-
aminations of all kinds were made in order
to discover if any general ;" ysical disease
existed which might explain the blindness.
From all this there resulted nothing but
voluminous reports, according to which
the man should have seen, out of respect
for the industry and learning which had
been expended on him, if for no other rea-
son. But in the face of everything he per-
sisted that he could not see, and acted as
blind men do, stumbled over obstacles,
felt his way, was led about, did not go
out alone, and did not even feed himself.

Sight being, after all, a subjective af-
fair and so outside final prooif, the ques-
tion arose if the man were feigning. This
hypothesis fell flat, as every circumstance
which might make feigning profitable was
absent in the case of this poor factory hand
who had no insurance, who had sustained
no injury, and who was entirely dependent
on wages which stopped when he stopped
work. Instead of helping him in any way,
his infirmity jeopardized the welfare of
his family, which consisted of a wife and
three children. And besides that, all the
various tests to detect feigned blindness
failed in his case. As, then, there was no
motive for the man to deceive us and no
evidence that he was trying to do so, we
were forced to the conclusion that he was
deceiving himself, and that some mental
state, individual to him, had rendered it

impossible for him to put to any personal
use the ocular impressions of the outside
world. In October this hypothesis was
demonstrated correct, after four days of
mental analysis and after three months of
continuous blindness. A wish was shown
to be at the bottom of the loss of sight.
There was, it seemed, a condition in his
life that had created in him a deep but un-
recognized conviction thatit would be bet-
ter for him not to see at all than to see
that; that even blindness was preferable
to looking at what he hated, which was his
wife. Thiscreateda wish powerful enough
to rob him of his vision; he realized the
wish but he did not realize at first the far-
reaching effect of it. When the dissection
of his mind was completed and the results
of it were spread out before him, his
mind’s eye took in the full situation. He
appreciated then that unconscious wish-
ing sometimes goes too far. For, as Doc-
tor Ames, who made the analysis and who
reported the case in full, said, “on realiz-
ing that his blindness was the expression
of his desire not to see, and that by being
blind he gratified the desire, the idea oc-
curred to him that if all he wished was not
to see her, he could find less inconvenient
ways than by remaining blind.”

And then he saw.

He had been the sport, to a superla-
tive degree, of what may happen to any
one when a wish so permeates the mind
that this latter creates a reality out of
what is little more than air. The man’s
wish was not to see, and it was strong
enough to create for him the actual real-
ized state of blindness, in the same way
that a child astride a cane looks upon him-
self as a mounted warrior, or that some
little man's desire to be great convinces
him that he has actually arrived.

All are examples of wish-thinking or
autistic thinking, a type of cognition in
which the judgments are not subjected
to critical comparison with demonstrable
reality, but are accepted at the persuasive
call of the thinker’s inclinations. Behind
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such judgments may generally be detected
the instinctive idea of personal gratifica-
tion or advantage, and the autistic quali-
ties of judgment must be considered in
any estimate of truth.

Those who treat truth as an undesir-
able abstraction, do with knowledge what
the autistic mind does unconsciously, . .,
they fabricate a situation for the purpose
of gaining an end. The difference lies in
the consciousness of the motive. The liar
creates his situation with the intention of
gaining his end by deceiving others; the
end of the autistic thinker is not in such
plain view and he often denies there is an
end; for the end or purpose is bound up
with organic propensities and need not be
recognized in consciousness; together they
conjure up realities too attractive to he
disbelieved and too alluring to risk ver-
ifying, and are accepted at the outset, as
the liar may accept finally as true what he
once knew was lies. The point between
truth and falsehood must remain fluid as
long as we believe in the truth of our pre-
tensions without making any effort to get
warrants for them. The tendency is not
the exclusive birthright of the inaccurate.
Sonia Kovalewski, the famous Russian
mathematician, was not able to ride nor
to skate well, but she talked to every one
as though she were accomplished in both
sports. “She hoped that next time she
could,” her biographer explains.

In every human document, from the
construction of an anthropomorphic idol
to the plans of an invader, the wish ap-
pears as thenear relative, if not thefather,
of the thought. It is recorded in myths
and fairy-tales, and to-day, as Professor
Bleuler says, we still live our fairy-tales,
whether it be in the discriminating inter-
est which selects the becoming necktie, or
in the final flourish to a signature on the
hotel register.

It is in our own times chiefly that the
biological inevitableness of the personal
element in reason has become evident and
that its recognition has brought to light
new methods of understanding the infinite
varieties of character. As wish-thinking
carried on uninterruptedly brings about
a disorganization of the personality, it is
not surprising that those who have to do
with disordered personalities should have
been the first to take up this subject in its
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scientific aspects. Up to the late eighties
ithad beensupposed that there were many
bodily functions that only physical causes
could interfere with. But Charcot, in his
studies on hysteria, enlarged the category
of paralysis from idea, and went on to
demonstrate that many of the deformed
and contorted figures huddled for years in
the Salpétritre were mental cripples only,
curable by mental means. More recently
the general study of the unconscious and
the demanstrations by Freud of the mech-
anisms by means of which personal lean-
ings, desires, wishes, createrealities for the
holders of them, have furnished a solution
to many human riddles, inexplicable he-
fore.

In medicine it is daily being proved
that some unconscious purposive thinking
which the sick man does not know about
may create a reality for him of blindness,
deafness, paralysis, convulsions, or pro-
tracted pains which even simulate some
operable disordzr. The reality seems true
or logical to the sick man and he acts on
it. He is to be counted fortunate if the
wise man called to cure him sees through
the fantastic simulacrum of disease and
recommends, instead of drugs or a surgical
operation, an analysis of the personal rea-
sons that have transported the deceiver,
who is also self-deceived, into the land of
unreality, The credit of the analytical
method is largely due to Freud, and being
a pioneer he has been bitterly attacked.
But none can fail to cede to Freud the in-
troduction into medicine of a much-needed
method of causal psychology, which as a
means to an understanding of human con-
duct is indispensable for the comprehen-
sion of disease.

The outlines of this subject were
summed up in 1913 by Professor Bleuler,
who then introduced into English the
term “autistic thinking " as a contrast to
““pure reason.” He intended by this term
to indicate the willing, the feeling, the per-
sonal element, all the subtleties of human
nature which insinuate themselves into
what we call reason, making it human, too,
and defeating the object of the syllogism.
For to think autistically is to let thoughts
be smuggled past the censor of critical ap-
proval by our natural inclinations to turn
toward what pleases us and away from
what does not, so that our desires and
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fears, without paying duty, get the stamp
of intellectuality.

Such inclinations are inborn and un-
avoidable. Through the long course of
evolution desires and fears have become
imbedded in us as complicated psycho-
physical reactions, each with its own char-
acteristics in the way of motor expression
and of feeling, each strong determinants
of those actions which carry thought with
them. Their forerunners existed before
thought. They can be traced back to the
earliest beginnings, and upon them de-
pended the evolution of the race. Every
living organism was and still is required to
obtain for itself certain things in order to
live, and is confronted by things which
may kill it. Its survival depended and
depends on striving for one and avoiding
the other. Life demands of every living
thing that it overcome obstacles for its
personal benefit and that it protect itself.
And the struggle which is the one means
of preserving existence must be the only
means of transcending it. To meet vital
necessities two separate springs of action
arose, one assertive, which maintains life,
and one defensive. Somewhere in the
evolutionary scale feelings were added—
yearning, elation, and pleasure to the one,
and pain, depression, and fear to the other.
Each also acquired highly characteristic
motor expressions, those of desire being
aggressive, such as jumping at, running to,
showing the teeth, embracing; those of
fear are defensive, such as jumping and
running from, warding off, avoiding, flight.
When these two springs of action fused
into instincts, which are the innate tend-
encies to strive after some particular end,
the ends of them became more evidently
constructive; but a knowledge of purpose
was not acquired until consciousness was
enlarged by ideas, and these ideas became
associated with the instincts in a relation-
ship too intimate ever to be broken up.
The physical stimulation of an instinct
arouses thoughts as to the means of its
gratification or else to its control—and, on
the other hand, thinking about an instinct
will arouse it.

In the deportment of the serene and
thoughtful man it may be difficult to de-
tect the basic factors of the instincts; but,
even if they are not immediately apparent,
they can generally be identified by the
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associations they have acquired. Many
of our gestures are unrecognized survivals
of reactions to ancient and forgotten fears.
William James suggests that the common
phobia of closed places is a reincarnation
of the fear of being attacked. Wishes may
account for many of our moods. Desire,
as it carries with it the pleasure of per-
formance, has the mood of anticipation
and cheerfulness: fear, through the check-
ing of performance, has acquired the
mood of apprehension and doubt. In ac-
tion, one turns to or rushes to, the other
turns away from or flees. In thought,
desire creates the attractive realities of
optimism, while fear hastens, if it does
not ahsolutely lead, the pessimist to his
conclusions. It is sometimes difficult to
distinguish between these, and, from the
philosophical point of view, they may be
the positive and negative expression of the
same thing. Desire to have carries the
fear of losing, and fearing to loze implies
desire. We are most solicitous about
what we prize most. But biologically
they are distinct.

Freud posits a wish behind every
dream. Butmany dreams, while express-
ing wishes in their content, are really fear
dreams, as the dream wish is only wished
for the purpose of defeating the threaten-
ing thing which aroused the fear. Dur-
ing a period of investigation a financier
dreamed that a certain person identified
with an associate and personal friend
called “X " was dead. Now, “X" was
about to be called to testify. and he pos-
sessed information which, if others knew
it, might result in the financier going to
jail. “X7” was the only one who knew.
Would he tell?  As dead men are the only
human beings who can be relied on not to
tell, the frightened financier dreamed that
“X,” the one man who might ruin him,
was dead. In this sly way he wished
him dead. But the wish had no occasion
for existence except as danger prompted
it, and while it appeared in the dream
as a wish, fear created it, not desire.

Additional evidence as to the organic
derivation and character of autistic think-
ing is furnished by the tendency of mental
operations to revert, under certain circum-
stances, to more primitive types. The es-
tablishment of this tendency, to which
Jung has given the name “ regression,” is
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psychology's chief contribution to the
theory of evolution. Primitive tenden-
cies are individualistic. But with the es-
tablishment of family and community life,
the individual was forced to curb some of
his tendencies for the benefit of the group,
a necessity later refined and idealized as
altruism. The primitive individual tend-
encies are held in check by self-control,
which is partly the product of our enlarg-
ing mentality and partly the result of
habit forced on the individual by a life of
mutual co-operative service. Self-control,
heing a recent acquisition, is lost easily,
and when lost, the primitive tendencies
may be counted on to reproduce, in
thought and conduct, earlier phases of the
race. At the time of great calamities,
stampedes, terrors, primitive individual-
ism thrusts itself forward in ugly form,
especially when the terror is too sudden
and unexpected to permit the person to
get a grip on himself.

One of the survivors of the Titanic, a
yvoung, unmarried, and lovely woman,
even after she was safely in the life-
boat was still trembling with terror at
her own personal danger. She then saw
thegreat vessel,stern high in the air, begin
to settle, and the lights along its side ex-
tinguished one by one as they glided into
the water. Asin a dream, she saw fren-
zied people massed at the unsubmerged
stern, and she heard their shrieks until the
sea silenced them. But this made no
painful impression on her then or after-
ward, she said; she felt neither pity nor
horror—she felt nothing but joy and grat-
itude at her own rescue. The terrific
shock did away for the time with all hu-
man qualities, leaving her with the one
emotion of satisfaction over the victory in
her personal struggle for existence. At
the sudden, unexpected threat of death
the primitive wish to live had left no room
in consciousness for sympathy, pity, or
distress for others, which are later evolu-
tionary acquirements and so less funda-
mental traits of character. She had but
one reality and it was that of her own
personal desire for life. It was “asin a
dream’ that she looked at the sinking
steamer. '

Similar examples of regression, recog-
nizable as an unconscious egotism, are fur-
nished throughout the period of dévelop-
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ing mentality, “that age without pity,”
and reappear again in the degenera-
tive changes of senility. They appear as
primitive expressions in any state which
impairs or limits the supremacy of the
critical intellectual faculties. They are re-
gressions in that they are mental “ throw-
backs,” in that they call to life again its
earlier phases of both racial and individual
development when thought was all autis-
tic and beforg the mind had acquired the
ability to test reality by the facts. In-
deed, it would seem that a measure of
man's intellectual progress is his mastery
over his natural tendency to think autis-
tically, and it may well be that to fix the
balance between the criticised and the
wished-for or the feared, in the represent-
ative life of an individual, is the surest
means of gauging his personality. In at-
tempting this, it must not be forgotten
that desires and fears often appear in ac-
tion as their direct opposites, that they
are in normal life often masked, and that
the direction of desire is always toward
personal gratification or advantage, ac-
tual or ideal. Desire is the more com-
mon and the more evident; but fear also
creates beliefs, as in the prisoner de-
nounced by Daniel Webster, * who thinks
the whole world sees the guilty secret in his
face, reads it in his eyes, and almost hears
it in the very silence of his thoughts.”
The delusions of the insane are marked
repressions in that they constitute the
most striking contrast between phantasy
and facts and are the most typical exam-
ples of autistic thinking. Ithasnever been
possible to define insanity, but any defini-
tion must be considered in relation to
reality, for the essence of sanity is the
ability to adapt beliefs to facts on all sub-
jects where adequate facts exist. An in-
sane delusion abolishes more or less com-
pletely that ability. The cripple walks on
legs that have been paralyzed for years;
the pauper, with trembling fingers, counts
his millions or sketches on stray. bits of
paper the chateaux he has dreamed of:
some shrivelled waif believes that a queen
or an heiress is in love with him. In the
delusions of grandeur the phantasy con-
trasts so grotesquely with the facts that it
seems almost a beneficent compensation
which permits some wretched, wasted fig-
ure to turn wishes into horses and to
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believe himself whatever it is that he
would like to be. In insane delusions,
the gulf between the autistic and the log-
ical conclusion isso wide that the phantasy
is immediately evident to every one.

Such discrepancies are not limited to
the mental peculiarities which exclude
from social intercourse. In many cases of
mere nervous illness the contrast is almost
as great. But in these the wishful nature
of the conclusion is so deeply imbedded in
the personality that it escapes recogni-
tion, and the illness, which is really the fic-
tion of an organic purpose to create an as-
set, passes in the world as true. Many
neurotic people, physically robust, express
their individuality by assuming an inca-
pacity which secures for them the sym-
pathy and help they desire and which
they might fail to get by direct means.
Through the solicitude and co-operation of
some fond relative, by blood but oftener by
marriage, they create a gilded unreality of
invalidism which obtains the result it set
out for. On the death or disillusionment
of the hitherto unsuspecting confederate
the patients are forced back to reality by
neglect, take up their beds and walk again,
to the amazement of their friends.

Often the purpose reveals itself in more
dramatic ways. A hopeless domestic situ-
ation paralyzed a woman'’s legs. She was
paralyzed for life, everybody thought.
But “she just couldn’t walk up to it,” she
said finally. She had unconsciously cre-
ated a physical expression for her feeling of
inadequacy and for her wish that others
should realize the position she was in. It
was the cry for help, although for some
time unrecognized as such. Convulsions
in a precocious girl proved to be her way
of expressing that she had arrived at ma-
turity, although they had long passed as
epileptic and had debarred her from the
schools.

It is difficult to determine how deeply
the idea of personal benefit is hidden from
the individual in such cases—whether or
not he has some glimmering of what his
true self wants. It is probably more
deeply hidden than is the headache of the
boy on the morning he dare not go to
school, or than can be believed by the
railway claim agent who sees an injured
passenger, bad , crippled before the ver-
dict, begin to walk {con atcer it. In liti-
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galed cases the purpose is asevident as the
point at issue.  But in private life it is a
much more personal affair, sacred, and se-
cretly interwoven with the intimate men-
tal life that one dreads to speak of, often
dreads to think of, and even may not
know.

The fantastic unreality of the creation ol
autistic thought, even when carried to an
extreme, is often difficult to recognize, but
there is, nevertheless, something about the
personality of those given over to it which
distinguishes them from matter-of-fact
personalities—the inconsistencies in the
presentation may escape attention, but
the mystic attitude of the individual is
unmistakable. He has an air of mild
detachment, of mystery, a self-satisfied
reserve which makes him somewhat inac-
cessible in intercourse. Any one who has
had a friend or relative go insane will re-
call that before the final smash, some-
times weeks or months before, a strange
aloofness, an indefinite estrangement,
something new and still intangible, weak-
ened the relationship. When the truth
came out it was easy, on looking back and
putting together stray actions here and
there, to see that the sick man was
withdrawing into the web of his creative
fancies. Autistic thinking has that tend-
ency—to withdraw the thinker from the
world of facts and to isolate him from the
companionship of those who do not see all
the realities that he does.

In many emotionalized experiences, in
many creeds, and particularly in cults like
Christian Science, in which autistic think-
ing becomes an 1mp0:~,ed faith as well as an
effective method of therapeutics, converts
find a more acceptable companionship
with their emotional cothinkers than with
their former friends. In the absorption
of the day-dreamer, as in the selfishness of
the fictitious invalid, one sees the isolating
attributes of egotism which are fatal to
constructive friendship.

Like everything connected with per-
sonal welfare, autistic thoughts are highly
emotionalized. and it is their emotional
quality which vitalizes the conviction that
what they create is true. This latter,
in its power to convince of a reality
devoid of proof or for which all proof that
might destroy it is brushed aside, indi-
cates the balance at the time between
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the feelings and the intellect. It gives to
bias its fieriness, for under the prompt-
ing of interests, arguments which might
jeopardize them are minimized or rejected
altogether. A man can hardly be expect-
ed to stop for reasons when the question
involves the reputation of his wife.

The emotional reaction is particularly
intense when a beloved conviction is at-
tacked, or when the idea arises that it
needs to be defended. Tt is hazardous to
oppose the delusions of the paranoiac, and
hardly less hazardous to remark on the
behavior of a badly brought-up child in the
presence of a fond progenitor. The very
frailty of an autistically created convic-
tion demands for its existence a readiness
in defense of it—it must have a strong
emotional backing—and few emotions are
stronger than those connected with de-
fense. To arouse the full warlike spirit of
a nation, it is imperative that this idea of
defense be wide-spread; and so in every
well-conducted war each belligerent is led
to the belief that he is fighting to save his
home. If the final discernment of reality
ever comes, as it sometimes does, it is apt
to cause a profound shock to the individ-
ual. Hugh Miller, when he realized that
geology contradicted Genesis, committed
suicide.

There iz never a sharp line of demarca-
tion between the normal and the path-
ological. There are easily recognizable
extremes, but between them uncertainty
prevails, as there is no standard of nor-
mality. Even such criteria of reality as
are fixed by the conceptions of the times,
and which insure a certain precision in
practical affairs, are changing constantly.
What was half folly yesterday may be
demonstrated to-day as fact; and facts
accepted as final may soon require read-
justment in the light of new discovery.
The standard must be regarded in rela-
tion to the times and also to theindividual.
What might be phantasy in one is in an-
other a justifiable ideal. We smile su-
periorly at the boasts of youth; but as we
look back we find nothing humorous in
Bacon's statement that he was born to re-
vitalize the world of scientific thought.

But it 1s certain that the more one
flies in the face of facts the nearer one
approaches the pathological. There are
never facts enough to cover every point,
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and no subjects on which the facts are
adequate enough to leave no gaps. Into
these gaps settles the personality of who-
ever forms an opinion about them. Crit-
icism aims to be impartial. But it can-
not be entirely so, for the opinions gravely
emitted by the critic are also his confes-
sion—for there has been left room for
choice and the critic’s choice reveals those
phantasies of his which are the product of
his constitution and his experience. Such
phantasies need not contradict the facts—
by filling in the background they may
well insure the attraction of variety.

The establishment of facts limits and
directs autistic thinking. What must be
delusion now, need not have been so in
the past. To believe in demons was once
reasonable enough, but ceased to be so
when it became known that his own fears
and wishes are the ‘““demons” which
threaten and cajole the one possessed.

And for so many subjects no positive
facts exist at all! There is nothing in our
life here to check up our idealized desires
for the future life. It is the same with
many of our ideals. These appear as intel-
lectual products, but they really spring
from our organic natures whence are de-
rived the impulses to struggle, to reach
out, to climb. They are autistic points
of view and fluctuate with age and time.
The earliest ones of childhood are the
expression of the consciousness of weak-
ness, before fear has subsided, and imply
submission. Thus children first idealize
goodness, kindness, qualities which attract
friends rather than enemies. Later, with
fears quieted by experience, they idealize
patriotism and leadership—i. e., desire,
freed from fear, has come to express it-
self more aggressively. In heroic natures
the organic pleasure of striving is inten-
sified by an idealism which esteems self-
expression above failure or even death,
as Cyrano said in his famous line: “C’est
beaucoup plus beau lorsqu’il est inutile.”

Idealism, fancy, imagination, poetry,
all sprung from the phantasies of autistic
thinking, give life its charm, and contain
the hope of its expansion. But they be-
come most effective when they co-operate
with demonstrable truth. Ideals should
surpass the immediately attainable—but
they are futile when they aim at the im-
possible. = It is wholesome to believe +in
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human nature—but to optimistically ex-
pect of it a perfection it cannot give ends
nowhere. Ttisgenerally believed that the
records of a man’s life are in direct pro-
portion to the loftiness of his ideals; but it
may well be questioned if idealism limited
to the ultimately attainable will not show
a greater sum of good. Certain it is that
many people are rendered desperately un-
happy at finding how far short they (and
others too!) come of realizing the impos-
sible ideals they set themselves. When
they compare the wished-for with the actu-
al they lose their zest for life and give up
striving or choose some other course of
life, not by reason of fitness, but because
they hope thereby to atone for failures.
A large number of the students in divin-
ity schools are where they are for some
such reason; and during every war ideal-
ists flock to recruiting offices in the hope
of being sent somewhere where they will
be shot.

In all practical affairs it is important to
see things as they are and to restrict au-
tistic and unattainable ideals. To say
that we blindly believe in peace is another
way of saying that we love the undis-
turbed enjoyment of our goods or of our
means of getting them. As a belief it
seems an autistic phantasy of the well-to-
do and justified neither by experience nor
theoretical considerations. If we were
starving we might not be so keen about it.
Ideals are wishful and hypothetical; to
become effective guides they must be reg-
ulated by comparison and probability.
As such, they point a way which the crit-
ical, discriminating faculties make prac-
tical for travel.
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It is sometimes said that the mind as an
mstrument of thought has made no ad-
vance since the days of Plato. From the
point of view of autistic thinking it may
well be questioned if this be true. It
would be profitless to compare great
isolated intellects—to guess in how far
Pasteur's genius equalled that of Aristotle.
The question is whether the mind as a
creative force does not acquire a higher
efficiency and grasp with the increase in
knowledge.

In ancient and medieval days there
were many subjects, which science and
discovery have since illuminated, in which
there were no facts by which reality could
be tested; this was partly due to creeds
and superstition, which forbade investiga-
tion; partly due to the absence of scien-
tific methods, for among the sciences con-
nected with nature the ancients had de-
veloped geometry alone to a complete and
general form. One result was that, out-
side of every-day experience, there was
little to check the pilotless excursions of
autistic thought; another was that, data
failing, the exercise of the highest criti-
cism was impossible. “The Critique of
Pure Reason " could not have been writ-
ten in the groves of Greece.

Every fact established, every criterion
of reality or even of possibility, limits law-
lessness of thought in that direction; and
by doing that it gives a greater concen-
trated energy to the imagination which
creates. It would seem that each step
thus taken toward increase in efficiency of
the mind becomes a step toward the real-
ization of its highest ideals and toward the
justification of a higher standard of ideals.




THE POINT OF VIEW:

The Quarry

marble quarry and the local metropolis,

six miles away. Time was when the
quarry was in full swing, and when the
train bore a certain important relation to
the great world beyond the hills. Then it
behaved itself rather grandly, with
something of the impersonal air
common to railroads. Consisting
sometimes of as many as four or five cars,
laden with huge white blocks, it took its
way noisily and consequentially over its
uneven rails. But now that the quarry has
gone to sleep and the train serves only to
hold the charter and, incidentally, to con-
vey farmer folk to town and back, it has
softened into quite the most human and
charming institution in the world.

The very look of it is delightful. Its
engine belongs to an ancient vintage, with
a high and wide smokestack; and its one
car is furnished with lateral seats which face
each other sociably. It is generally very
dingy, though now and then the engineer
and the conductor put in their time between
runs by painting it. Then, for a week or so,
a mottled apparition travels back and forth,
adding to the gayety of the valley. Bright
pink is, on the whole, the favorite color.

It has a regular schedule, and even so
far conforms to the tradition of its class as

['l‘ runs back and forth between a disused

to ‘“make connections’ with the Rutland
Railroad. But the connections are never
““close.”” Plenty of time is allowed for the

cultivation of a leisurely and accommodating
spirit. If it knows that its passengers are on
the way, it will wait for them as long as pos-
sible, T remember once making one of a
group of travellers who were unexpectedly
interviewed by ‘ Charley,” the conductor.
““Say, are any of you people goin’ to take
the northbound train?” In some perplex-
ity we shook our heads. “Well, then, I
guess we'll wait a little longer. Joel Bar-
low’s just sent word that his wife is comin’.”

Friendliness is the key-note of the quarry
train’s philosophy. The first thing to do on
boarding it is to greet the conductor and the
passengers. Part of the interest of the trip
lies in the uncertainty as to who the latter
may prove 1o be; and when the traveller

122

returns his family is sure to ask him: “Who
did you go over with?” It is no sort of place
for the meditation which some railroad trips
induce; nor is it a place for taking private
counsel with one’s shopping companion for
the day. 1If one isincautious enough fo re-
mark, “I think I'll try a pair of those shoes
which were advertised in The Journal,” one
must expect that Charley will interrupt
with “T’ve got a pair, and I like them first-
rate.”” If, on the way back, one suddenly
remembers that one has forgatten some im-
portant errand and utters a subdued excla-
mation to that effect, the whole car breaks
forth into sympathy, and Charley looks re-
gretfully, half-guiltily anxious, as if he de-
plored his failure to order the engine re- .
versed on the spot.

I believe he would do so, if properly urged.
There are seemingly no limits to the patience
with which he delays committing his train
to departure on its last return trip for the
day. Always he waits for the arrival of the
Montreal “flier’—frequently belated. Then
he waits until any possible connecting pas-
senger has had time to go around by the
grocery store and do some marketing. After
that he considers the probable fate of a pas-
senger who came over with him in the morn-
ing and has not yet put in an appearance
for return. He inquires of passing vehicles
if such a one has been seen getting a lift
home in any wagon or automobile. (For
my part, I cannot understand the lack of
consideration which allows a passenger,
having a return ticket on the quarry train,
to accept a carriage ride home without noti-
fying Charley.) At last, perhaps urged by
some one of the assembled passengers, he
nods to the engineer, leaning sociably out
of his cab window and catching scraps of
the general conversation; and, with a great
puffing and ringing of its bell, the engine gets
under way.

But even then the necessity for thoughtful
circumspection is not over. The train makes
but three official stops between its terminal
stations, but it is liable to be solicited any-
where. It is almost too obliging, Walking
beside it one day, in the course of a long
ramble, I had all T could do to prevent it
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from stopping and taking me on hoard. As
for letting its passengers off, it consults their
convenience rather than the claims of its
regular stations, and pauses neatly just
where Mis' Jenkins can make the best speed
to her home, or where Mis' Merriman's
“team’' is waiting for her, Conductor and
engineer work in perfect accord in this
matter and seldom seem to consult each
other; though now and then I have seen
Charley open the door and snap his fingers
in the direction of the engine, and have
heard the whistle reply.

Conversation runs high during these
trips. Charley must share with the R. F.
D. postman the privilege of being as well-
informed locally as it is possible to be.
Perhaps he is even the better off of the
two, for he hears the news of two villages.
Narrative, comment, speculation, mirth,
indignation, pathos make a product of that
peculiarly human spiciness and richness
which the erstwhile city-dweller, trans-
planted to the country, finds so intoxi-
cating. Having travelled on various trans-
continental roads and found them—except
for their scenery—very much of a bore, I
never fail to return from a trip on the quarry
train in a tingling glow of amusement and
interest.

Nor is the scenery through which, laugh-
ing and chatting, we pass, anything to fear
comparison with the glories of the Canadian
Pacific or the Santa Fé. It is of the essence
of New England—and does not that say
everything? Noble hills swell around it—
green in summer, dazzling white in winter,
soft gray between times; dancing brooks
companion it; dim woods receive it among
their shadows and let it go again; rocky
pastures, dotted with spruce and pine trees,
climb the lower slopes of the hills about it;
over it bends the beautiful, tender New
England sky.

Oh, dear New England! dear Vermont !
Who would live in a city prison who might
look on these hills and breathe this air? Who
would travel in lonely state on the cushions
of a Pullman car who might jog sociably
with his neighbors on the quarry train?

once again talk about their gardens.
This is no attack on flowers. Even
the geranium in a sooty window draws the

£ I YHIS is the season when your friends
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attention of every passer-by; how much
more the color and perfume of a well-
ordered garden. But I for my part was
better pleased in those almost forgotten
days when gardeners did the gardening.
They were stern, autocratic men, jealous
tyrants who forbade as far as pos-
sible the picking of any fruit or
flowers; they did not, certainly,
create color-schemes as beautiful as those
evolved nowadays by our gifted amateurs.
But they did let you enjoy the general re-
sults of their handiwork in peace and quiet.
The most you were ever expected to say
was: ‘“Ah, MacFarlane, how well the fuch-
sias are doing!"

But things are changed nowadays. The
gardens of our friends! How half an acre of
land can destroy conversation, friendship,
and indeed all the finer relations of life.
The garden-lover has no conscience. Neither
has the man who is building a house, but he
commits his atrocity only once in a lifetime.
The garden, on the other hand, is like a
spoiled beauty. There is no limit to its de-
mands for admiration. It is new not only
each spring, but each month, almost each
day of the year. You may be required to
find something fresh to say about it at least
twenty-five times in one season, something
which usually turns out to be grossly igno-
rant and unsatisfactory.

You arrive weary and dusty at the coun-
try house of a friend, and have hardly swal-
lowed your tea, when—Wouldn't you like
to see my garden?’ says your hostess. Ten
to one you have been sitting for twenty min-
utes in some pergola or piazza from which
the garden was designed to be viewed; but
in your hostess’s question the verb “ to see”
takes on a new and sinister meaning. It
signifies counting buds, chasing small insects,
listening to long, confusing names, and allow-
ing opinions to be dragged from you on mat-
ters about which you have neither informa-
tion nor intuitive judgment. For hours
afterward sentences like this ring through
your head: “Do tell me, should I do better
with a group of golden-throated asterisks
against that wall, or do you like the azure-
eyed Armenias better?” “Give me your
opinion about this twelfth-century well-head
that we picked up at Ampelopsis last sum-
mer. Doctor Bones thinks it’s a genuine
Marie Corelli.”

Not only the suffering of the moment is to

Gardens

Other People's
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be considered, but the fact that painful asso-
ciations are gradually being set up in connec-
tion with all growing things. Your heart
sinks at the mention of a crocus.  The smell
of damp, freshly turned earth—once so full
of a pleasant promise—now suggests nothing
but wet feet, a backache, and hours of in-
terminahle waiting beside a digging friend,
who knows just as well as you do that
luncheon is getting cold.

“God Almighty,” said Lord Bacon, him-
self a gardener, “first planted a garden.”
Very true, but that garden was Paradise—
that is to say, Adam and Eve were spared a
personally conducted tour of inspection.

that in the eyes of my close friends I am
an object of profound pity. 1 can often
feel their conviction of the tragedy of my
circumstances when I happen to be smiling
at some one clse’s baby; I read perfectly

[AM an old maid, and I like it. I realize

The Point of View

one or two, or the youngster that is not glad
to come. X

Besides her work, which many an old
maid has found as absorbing as a man finds
his, there is the entire realm of friendship—
not only with borrowed children but with
comrades everywhere. Friendship is pos-
sible for the married, of course, but it is not
so easily cultivated. To the married, dan-
gers threaten [riendship—lack of time, cal-
culation and ambition for the children, jeal-
ousy in a hali-dozen guises. The old maids
I know are not too serious or too strenuous
to cultivate the heart’s ease and the inde-
pendence of soul that are two of the freshest
flowers in the garden of friendship. No, it is
not ‘“the mark of inward pain,” nor yet
“the genuineness of a resolute courage,”
that keeps the old maid brave. It may be
these things, just as it may be these that
keep her married sister brave; inward pain
and genuine courage have come sometimes
even to the married. The fact is that many
an old maid is happy in the belief that she

Trom an Old clearly the glances of understand-

Maid That Needs ing that a father flashes to his re- has chosen a perfectly simple, sane, and hon-

No Apology sponsive wife when, by chance, I
am caught playing with their offspring. It
is not so very long since a generous husband
of one of my old friends whispered, as we
left a wedding together: ““Never mind—
we shall all be going to yours some day.”” He
said it very kindly. Why should I have been
moved to a mirth that recurs at intervals at
the thought of his compassion? I know
that I am a disappointment to my family
and a failure from the world’s point of view.
And yet I like it. Sometimes—dare I say
it 7—1I have seen in the eyes of my dearest
friend, mother of six, a kind of leaping envy
at my freedom. She knows that I have my
work to do and that I believe in it and like
it.  For all the sweetness of those

“*Stragglers into loving arms,
Those climbers up of knees,"”

they are heavy to carry sometimes and they
make enormous confusion in the darning-
bag. Besides, they disturb one's late morn-
ing nap in a way that I could never brook,
As it is, there are a dozen such “stragglers™
that are glad to see me whenever I appear;
they can be borrowed at will; I have yet to
see the mother that is not glad to lend me

orable path through life; she has neither
“defied nature,” nor has she “passed through
purgatory,” except as there is a good deal of
purgatory in most lives. She has maternal
instinct—that wearisome, reiterated pos-
session. Of course—why not? She is a
woman. She uses it, too—not in a cool, se-
questered, pale, poetic fashion, but whenever
she may happen to see a next thing to do—
asis the way of woman. She has obeyed the
impulses of her nature in not marrying be-
cause she has never fallen in love or has not
loved the right man; and she is as secure
and as brave and as independent in her walk
through a puzzling world as any other hu-
man being that burns her own smoke and
keeps her powder dry, whether she be mar-
ried or single or—even a man !

I am not only an old maid, but I know
many others, just as I know many married
women, and I believe that it is time for the
world to lock upon them neither as pitiful,
perverted beings nor as unclaimed blessings,
but as fellow workers and comrades in a
world in which there is serious business to
do whether one be married or not. After all,
does it make so very much difference except
to the novelist and the poet and the scientist
—this question of being an old maid?
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SOME ASPECTS OF MODERN DUTCH ART
HE recent death of B. J. Blommers
T brings freshly to my mind some im-
pressions of other men who have
made a particular place for themselves in
modern Dutch art.

A number of vears ago, in company with
two of the younger Dutch painters, George
Poggenbeek and Nico Bastert, I walked
from the village of Breukelen, on the river
Vecht, to Blaricum, on the shores of the Zuy-
der Zee. We were making this excursion to
pass a day or two with our friends Kever
and Van Essen. Hardly had we entered the
village when we saw coming from one of the
low, thatched-roofed cottages a short, thick-
set man with a large head and strong fea-
tures. I soon learned that this was Albert
Nieuhuys. He had come to Blaricum, one
of his favorite sketching-grounds, for a few
weeks’ work, and he was then at work upon
a picture of a handsome peasant girlengaged
in teaching her little sister to read, a picture
we afterward saw in an exhibition at The
Hague. When, a little later, I met Nieu-
huys, I found him interested in all that was
going on in the art world of America and
eager for any information I could give him.

Vor. LVIIT.—12

His own works were even then on their way
to this country, and were among the first to
make modern Dutch art known to our col-
lectors. Nieuhuys, like Kever, had come to
Blaricum because here they found ready to
hand the subjects they so loved to paint.
The whole village seemed to be at their serv-
ice; unannounced they entered any cottage
and were as free to observe the inmates at
their ordinary household duties as though
the painters themselves were the proprie-
tors and were going at will about their own
houses. So far as I can remember, I never
saw any of these peasant women or children
actually posing, though there were undoubt-
edly occasions when they were called upon
to hold a special pose that the artist might
verify a bit of drawing or more clearly de-
fine a detail. These studies from life were
usually done in charcoal or crayon on tinted
paper, lightened by touches of chalk. There
was never any suggestion of the professional
model, never any dressing or other arrang-
ing for the part. These painters seemed Lo
be visitors for the time, on a common level
with their hosts and part of the every-day
life of the home. I mention this to make it
clear how simple were the relations between
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the painters and the folk whose life they
found it worth while to study and interpret.
It was so real and genuine that T began to
understand how these painters were able to
get so much that was absolutely natural and
unaffected in their pictures. They were
themselves living the life of the Dutch peas-
ants and learning to know all its sorrows
and joys, for they saw with their own eyes

From an unpublished sketeh by Kever.
(Dwmerd by Mr, Van Laer,)

the drama enacted from the cradle to the
grave. In this way, too, they grew familiar
with the setting for these intimate home
scenes: the large, roomy, low-toned inte-
riors, the high, tiled fireplaces, the great red
chests, the red or blue rush-hottomed chairs,
the table with its potted plant placed under
the one big window. the delit ware of blue,
or the shining copper cans. There seemed
to be no picture-making about all this. It
was as if able but sympathetic men were,
for the pure love of it, making daily record
of the doings of their kind: the spinning, the
cooking, the feeding, the mending, the teach-
ing, the weeping, the laughing, the coming
into this world, the going out of it, the tak-
ing of the first step, the tottering of the last,
the playing, the praying, the gathering for
the family meal or for council—what more
worthy of record or more wholesome for the
painter! How remote all this from our

The Field of Art

usual conception of the studio-manufac-
tured picture !

I know we have sometimes wearied of this
cndless repetition of these ordinary themes,
but I think it is because our markets have at
times been flooded by inferior work. We
cannot see too much of the output of such
masters as those already mentioned and a
dozen more I might name. Iknow,too,itis
said, *“ Art is of no country,” “ Art is univer-
sal,” and this in a sense is true, but Dutch
art is emphatically of Holland, and unless
we know Holland we cannot fully under-
stand or appreciate its art.

The Hollander is intensely patriotic. He
loves not only his country and its institu-
tions, but its very soil and the skies over
it, its luscious fields and its windmills, its
dikes and its ditches.  He loves these with
the ardor of one who has paid dear and con-
tinues to pay dear forhis possessions. Now,
to the painter these sentiments are all the
more keenly felt because he is a painter.
When he paints his windmills they must
come against his own grayskies. His black-
and-white cattle must graze in his own rich
pastures and his willow-bordered canals
must cut their way through his canvases.
This is why so few Dutch painters live out
of Holland. T can recall but one painter of
distinction who has chosen to spend his life
away from home,and that is Matthys Maris,
who lives in London. Tt is told of Jacob
Maris that when he sought rest from his ab-
sorbing occupations he fled to the German
Rhine, for hesaid there hewasnevertempted
to take brush in hand. Tonce asked George
Poggenbeek why he did not spend a season
in America. “What should I do there?”
he replied, with a shrug of his shoulders;
“you know I cannot paint out of Holland.”
Because of their loyalty to their own coun-
try, many Dutch painters cannot under-
stand why artists from other countries flock
to Holland and insist upon painting wind-
mills and willows and canals and Dutch in-
teriors, themes they can at best know but
superficially, catching only the outside of
things,only what they can see. They argue:
What can these foreigners know about our
real life—our inner life—and if they cannot
know that, why attempt to paint it at all?
It is a very queer Holland that such painters
carry away with them, they say. When
Nieuhuys was in this country a few years
ago he travelled from Washington to Phil-
adelphia. It wasin the autumn of the year.
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He tried to describe to a little group of us
at the Salmagundi Club the glory of our
autumn foliage, the inviting subjects that
crowded into his vision, the skies that were
crying aloud to be painted, and, though he
spoke English very well,he confessed he was
unable to convey to us any idea of how he
had been impressed. He thought Amer-
icans had no need to hunt for subjects in
strange lands.

When Joseph Israels painted for us a fat,
rosy, Dutch baby attempting its first steps
by the aid of a sort of cage on rollers, or a
lonely old woman saying grace before her
meal, he could not be ignored. Like Millet,
Israels knew the people he painted. He
lived amongst them and loved them. It
was a genuine sentiment, born of experience,
that led Israels to paint *“Alone in the
World.” The old woman sits beside her
dead, utterly dazed and forlorn. Without
her loved companion, what is she to donext ?
How can she live without him?  Such a pic-
ture speaks to vast multitudes and is easily
understood. It is a tragedy taking place
every day in every land, in the palace and in
the cottage. So far the theme is universal,
but the treatment of it is so truly Dutch that
it could not have been painted anywhere
but in Holland. What has here been said of
Israels may be said of the sheep and cattle
pictures of Mauve. They belong not only
to Holland, they could belong nowhere else.
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like their ancestors, are good craftsmen.
They know how to paint,  They know their
trade. Above all, theyhave learned toadapt
their way of painting Lo their needs. A
little examination will show that in this

From an unpublished sketch by Jan Van Essen.
(Chwned by M Van Laer, )

their methods are sound, sound because
simple and direct. They neither know nor
tolerate trickery of anysort.  Infact,purely
technical problems

bother them very lit-
tle. They are never
the subjects of con-
versation in studios
or clubs as with us.
Dutch painters seem
to have but one aim,
and that is to paint
truthfully and seri-
ously but with the ut-
most simplicity and
irankness. This does
not mean that they
all paint alike. There
is a vast difference
between a canvas by
Jacob Maris and one

From an unpublizshed sketch by George Poggenbeek,

(wned by Mre Van Laer)

But these pictures by Israels, Kever, Nieu-
huys, and Blommers appeal to artistand lay-
man alike for another reason. These men,

by Albert Nieuhuys,
or between the man-
ner of Mauve and
that of Poggenbeck, and yet these men at-
tain their various ends through one and the
same underlying principle, which is nothing



Alone in the World, by Josef Israels.

more than the attempt of each man to put
down his own impressions in his own way,
with all the clearness and power at his
command, by honest and direct means.

One afternoon Poggenbeek, Bastert, and I
were roaming over the fields near Breukelen.
Poggenbeek stood still, took from his pocket
a little sketch-book, and jotted downin a few
hurried lines the essentials of the scene before
us. The next morning in the studio, in a few
hours’ work, he had upon his canvas a strong
interpretation not only of the scene but of the
day and the hour. This splendid start was
made as innocently and as free from mystery
as if it were the work of a beginner but with
the grasp and knowledge of a master. For
weeks after this, when conditions were favor-
able, he walked out to the fields, spent a half-
hour renewing his impressions and absorbing
again their charm and mystery, till finally
he felt he had said all there was for him to
say, and for him the thing was done.

It must not be forgotten that most Dutch
painters work as willingly in water-color as
in oil, and while they appreciate that each
medium has its peculiar charm—that the
beauty of water-color is one thing and that
of oil is another—the mental process is the
same. If it suits the theme to use trans-
parent washes, they will be careful to pre-
serve the purity of the paper. How skil-
fully Mauve could work in this manner!
If the subject calls for texture or solidity,
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they do not hesitate to employ opaque color
or wash and rewash the paper a dozen times.
Israels and Blommers were masters of this
method. What depths of shadow could
they not reach, or by the superimposing of
snappy touches of brilliant bits of color to
what lightness did they not attain! Who
better than they have made this subtle and
difficult medium yield more willingly to
every shade of feeling or thought or revelled
in it with greater zest and freedom ?

It must be admitted that Dutch art has
its limitations. We shall look in vain for
works of high imaginative quality, always
excepting the beautiful canvases by Matthys
Maris. T cannot conceive, for example, of
any Dutch painter living in Burne-Jones’s
world. Since the seventeenth century Hol-
land has had no notable portrait-painters,
nor are there to-day, so far as I know, any
mural decorators executing historical or
purely decorative works of a high order. As
always, it is the life going on about him that
holds the interest of the modern Dutch
painter, and this he still interprets in his own
way. He is still a realist but not wholly
given over to materialism. He cannot for-
get his splendid heritage, his sensitiveness to
all that is beautiful in the little world in
which he lives and moves. He is and always
will be the artist practising those excellences
that make for a sound and vigorous art.

ALEXANDER T. VAN LAER, N.A.
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the Bell System has been rebuilt and
renewed, piece by piece, at an expense
exceeding the cost of the Canal.

Thus the Bell System is kept at the
highest point of efficiency, always
apace with the telephone requirements
of the public. And the usefulness of
the telephone has been extended to
all the people.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES
One System

Universal Service
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Facts About
Shortening

The greatest element of success in baking is the use of
the right kind of shortening.

Shortening is used to prevent the grains of flour from
sticking together and baking into hard lumps or heavy
sticky masses. A good shortening, when worked in,

coats each individual grain of flour with a
fine film of oil. Moisture cannot pass
through this oily layer to the flour so the
particles separate readily when the gas from
yeast or baking powder begins to expand.

— A shortening which contains too large a propor-
Showing how wrang tion of stearine is wasteful as stearine is lacking

severalgrains of lour in shortening properties.

into a lump.

Soft lards or oils which containlittle or nostearine are
not best suited for use in the home kitchen because
they do not work into the flour in a satisfactory way.

Thousands of experiments have shown that soft
lard, which by itself is too soft for convenient use,
when combined in proper proportions with fats hav-
AAS ing anexcess of stearine produces an ideal shortening.
Sgpinehowswin's  Swift’s “Silverleaf’’ Brand Pure Lard is scien-
PanS Lard fests  ftifically prepared with the exact
Exsin of floue proportions of suitable pure pork
fats to give it just the right texture and secure
the best shortening results.

If you have never tried Swift's “Silverleaf”
Brand Pure Lard, order a pail today.

A valuable booklet, “Thirty ‘Silverleaf’
Recipes,” sent free on request.

Swift & Company, 4118 Packers Ave., Chicago
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| LR -'.-Il' ii “Oh, the wind blows coal, ll
L == 8 ik And the wind blows free, I_-‘_',l
NNeTe s " And it brings a message of comforl (o me.” "\

THE cooling breeze that springs from :|
foam-flecked waves is srmply urdmar} |l
air in motion. You can enjoy the in-
vigorating comfort, the exhilaration of
moving air wherever you are, in home
or office, from the silent wings of the

G-E ELECTRIC FAN

Automatically swinging from side to side its
air flow is distributed to cool the whole rcom.
The smooth-running mechanism of the G-E Fan
is the result of over 20 years’ experience. The
high quality of the materials used, the exacting
care exercised in manufacturing and the perfect
balance assure you a long lifetime of service.

TWO TO THREE HOURS FOR ONE
CENT is the trifling cost of operating a G-E
Electric Fan.

Regularly furnished in black, or your choice
of over 50 special finishes to harmeonize with
room decorations,

Look for the G-E Trade Mark on the face—
it is your guarantee of excellence. Actyour near-
est dealer’s or local electric lighting company.

GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY
General Offices: Schenectady, New York

Ageniie

T
'Fu_l,\ll ire / y
/(“"\ i:x f““_\

9 _
TR —~ __/Q‘?
7 ﬁ;\— *’*'\\\\
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Grone faré
San Francisco and San Diego f
Expositions are open

On your Santa Fe Way
- to California visit the
Colorado Rockies,the
old-new city of Sanfa
Fé, the Indian pueblos,
Grand Canyon ?fArlzona

Los Angeles, Yosemife'
and Big Trees

Daily Excursions until
Novémber 302 1915

about one Fare round trip

Four daily transcontinental traing, including Cali-
fornia Limited  Exclusively ﬁr«:&daw i
Aok for prctuze folders of both Edpositions and Gand Grym, |
W. J BLACK, PassTnf 2

Atchison Topeha & Santa Failtaﬂway‘ 105‘?&‘1%}* Exchetde

e _n_”’éc' !_.,—J
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34 Graflex 34 x5
wrfli d’_.f,:f" ‘tapitiic Feature

With the Graflex you can make the
kind of pictures you have always wanted
—snapshots in the shade or even indoors,
landscapes, portraits and speed pictures.

With the Graflex there is no uncertainty.
A glance in the focusing hood shows the
image right side up, the size it will appear
in the finished picture, and the image re-
mains brilliantly visible up to the instant
of exposure. There is neither focusing
scale nor finder. Graflex Cameras are all
fitted with the Graflex Focal Plane Shutter,
giving exposures of any duration from
“time” to 1-1000th of a second.

Our 64-page illustrated catalog tells why the
Graflex Camera is best for your work.

May we send you a copy ?

Folmer & Schwing Division
EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY
Rochester, N. Y.
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( The only thing in the world that
will get there without apparently
moving is a shirttail. You know
where—up!! |

( Every shirttail is doing it— Ask
the man!

¢ Obviate discomfort—What good
is a shirttail anyway?

( That means OLUS —the shirt
with drawers attached —same
price as the ordinary shirt be-
cause the tail material is used
for drawers —sensible economy
with endless hours of comfort.

qIf ““OLUS® label isn’t in the
neck, it’s a substitute and isn’t
coat-cut.

( Important—Wear only an under-
shirt with Olus, no further under- |
wear necessary.

$1.50, $2, $2.50, - $3, & }
up to $12. S

OLUS ONE PIECE
for lounging or sleeping
or come loose, 1,50, —%2,

and 4

A. Delightful
strings to tighten

2.50,—83,—%$3.50

1f your dealer cannot supply you, write us.
Olus bookler on

PHILLIPS-JONES COMPANY, Inc.
1199 Broadway, Dept. 4, New York

Fequest,

) |
O e e AT |

= = Ak

Eii b2 = ;J ;-”-F— 7

Sl - \ - \F_H_H';\ SRegmavE 5
e R— 4 =

‘“ Bay, officer, if any reporters comes t’ interview
me in me cell, tell 'em I ain’t got nothin’ t’ say fer pub-
lication.”

:’?5 it seems to father, after giving Willie a chest of
tools.

In-a;s-wcring advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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Cut Out Guess Work
Afield and At Traps

HANGE over to the Remington-UMC *'Speed
Shells”—Arrow” and *“ Nitro Club”—and your -
good old duck gun will give you new reason for [
liking it. |

Shoot “Arrow” and “Nitro Club” against any shok
shells i_n the \\_’urld, afield or at the traps.

You will find that these famous Remington-UMC
Shells are the fastest by a good round margin.

It is the Steel Lining that does it—grips the powder,
keeps all the drive of the explosion in a straight line
hehmd the shot. A Reminn_vton—UI\IC specialty that
is giving the “Speed Shells” first place with Sportsmen
everywhere.

Ask for "Arrow™ or *Nitro Club."” You can bs

sure of getting them from the dealer who displays
the Red Ball Mark of Reminglon-UMC. Go to him.

Remington Arms-Union Metallic Cartridge Co.
WOOLWORTH BLDG. (233 Broadwsy) NEW YORK CITY

The "SPEED SHELLS" =

Write for
descriptive
cercuiar

ER answering advertisﬂments please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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WHITE HOUSE

ADDRESS

ORDERS
TO

BOSTON
CHICAGO

- |COMPANY

PROTECT _

Y If p
A‘:usrjsa | for All Ages
Fountains ¥ gm].lnshlng
Ask for elicious

Digestible

ORIGINAL
GENUINE

LATHES

For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers,
Experimental amil Kepair Work, ele.

Lathe Catalogue Free,

W.F. &Jno.BarnesCo.

528 Ruby St., Rockford, 111.

Sixty-zeven years practice before the Patent Office.
il Our handbooks on Patents, Trade-Marks, ete., sent |
| free, Patents procured through Munn & Co. receive Hill
lll free notice in the Scientific American. I

669 Woolworth Bldg., N. Y., Jilljitt
MU"N & [:u and w?sm:gtnn. " . C. IH e

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
FIFTH AVENUE AT 45TH STREET, NEW YORK

Please enter my subscription for
! SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

for one year, beginning with the
find three dollars.

— issue. Enclosed please

Name Street Addresr.

Cily. State

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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A scientific discov-
ery that means
much to you

A new means of securing better health and
lengthened years of life is now obtainable in
America in convenient tablet form. The
corrective food principle contained in these
tablets is directly derived from the famous
sour milk ferments of Bulgaria—where peo-
ple frequently attain 125 years—and repre-
sents the result of long years of research on
the part of Massol, Grigeroff, Tissier, Combe,
Wollmann of the Pasteur Institute, Paris, and
other noted scientists.

““Some stupid person has changed the number on
my door.” 4

This research work has determined be-
yond doubt that the chief cause of many
gastro-intestinal troubles and nervous dis-
eases is auto-intoxication, or the self-poison-
ing of the human system often brought on by
harmful bacteria thriving in the colon. The
| elimination of these poisons frequently re-

sults in a return of youthful vitality and ex-

emption from premature senility, constant
ill-health and the petty ailments that follow
advancing years.

| Intesti- Fermin

| Tablets

| form a pleasing and helplul part of the daily diet—and
thus used, exert a powerlul influence for physical and
mental good, They act directly against the poison-
breeding microbes that bring on auto-intoxication and
tend to prevent headache, biliousness, the gradual
slowing down and weskening of the human syztem.
Intesti-Fermin, in fact, has proved in many cases adaily
and cumulative aid (o efficient living.

The exceptional helplulness of Intesti-Fermin leads
many users to think of it as a drug. It is, however, not
a drug, but rather a food guard in highly conceniraled
form. Your drupgist has it; or you may secure it at
$1.00 the bottle by mail direct from

The Berlin Laboratory, Ltd.

| Dept. P,

373 Fourth Ave., N. Y.—Tel. Mad. 5q. 6062
Send today for “Premaiure Old Age—Its Cause and
Prevention,” by Dr. A.V, deSouza, Physician io the Am-
erican Ambassador and the British Embassy, Dresden

“Gee! I've got 'im bluffed!”
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All newly painted jobs look alike
—for a while. Time reveals the
house upon which

ZINC

was used. Zinc in paint makes

paint last.

If you want Zine on your house, ask for our book,
“Your Move,” and act on it.

The New Jersey Zinc Company
Room 422, 55 Wall Street, New York

For big contract jobs consult our Rescarch Bureau

AT LL

OO OO OO

Hot Weather Fashions Number
Now on Sale

The midsummer mode in detail—all the newest
Paris models for every hour of the summer day,
with the original accessories that mark the care-
fully gowned woman. This Vogue also has many
seasonahle features—Elsie Janis's houseboat, and
other aids to the season of rest and recreation.

Hostesses Number
Dated July 15

Of course you entertain, but do you do it with-
out endless trouble 7 This number of Vogue is
edited especially for the woman who iz planning
a week-end party, a summer dance, or even a
déjewner d quatre. Uneasy lies the head that plans
the fete, unless you have this Vogue for guidance,

%VOGUE

St AT O SRR T T
TR
L“ _!|H “ |]

T O STV VAR AT

lIiHIIHIIHlI[IIIFIIFHIIHIIP

FEroOCIOUS-LookiNG Inprvipuar.—I just had to beat up a guy fer knockin’ Gen’] von Hindenburg.
What do you think about Gen’l von Hindenburg ?

L —
a%m.-._-. 4‘\}\%‘({@\\ |

"For Soc:al Play

Shuffling and dealing Congress Cards
is a real pleasure because Air-Cushion
Finish prevents sticking

Alr—Cuahlon Finish Club Indexes

SN S

ISSUED
YEARLY

RIS =g

Hoyle up-to- datE//__

SEND ISE IN STAMPS

For General Play
You pay not a cent for the reputation of
Bicycle Cards, but for the guality that
made and keeps it up.

Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish

lJ S.PLAYING CARD CO., E:INL“.INNATIJIJ S;A:

L e e ARENI==

(B / = S ||J
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A beautiful Bossert Redibilh Bungalow, 800 alhaolutely compleie,
repdy to live in.  Lmmedinte delivery

No One Would Think it is Portable

Iu the Bossert Bungalow, as in any ].us:«erl Fedibilt
Home, you can live and loll to your heart's content, out in
the blq wide world of fresh air and Hlm-hmg,—‘-uum ner
and Winter. We believe ours is the only method which
has achieved portability and permanency of construction
at the same time.

Bossert E&dibill’ Homes

“ Not Even a Nail to Buy "

can be erected 15 times faster and 15 times more economic-
ally than houses constructed of ready cutlumber. T'women
and a monkey-wrench can do the job in a couple of days,
Each section is finished complete in our magnmoth sz-acre plant
and comes ready fitted, painted in two colors outside —two coats
{you select the colors) oiled inside — fine brass hardware in place,
and all windows and doors expertly fitted and hung. Nothing to
do but lock each section in place.
All timbers very best grown and extra heavy. All sections —side
and roof— built of five thicknesses with air chambers — side wall air
chambers lined with felt paper and roof air chambers lined with
asbestos—outside of roof covered with non-rusting galvanized iron.

Investigate hefore you huy or bulld.  Wrile

for vur hig catulog showlng all kinds of bouses

Louis Bossert @ Sons, Builders of Bungalows for 25 Years
1303 Grand Sireet, Brooklyn, N. Y,

T e e T A

SO VR

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. Lawson, 4027 Ok'uzc Avenue, Phila., Pa.
Reasidént H. L. Davis, O. C. 5. B. Bldg., "-\r.ﬂ.u:;r N. Y.
Representatives 3 OEOTEE ;-u]mpsun rgor Rrnge Elde., Detn’ut
Mich
Works: Barre,Vt, | R. S. Morrison, Fine Arts Bldg., Chicago, Ill.

Bov.—Would you please stand there a minute? Here comes father with a new horse, and we want to

see if it will shy at you.

THE AMERICAN SUGAR REFiNING co.

ADDRESS: 117 WALL ST. N.Y.
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FEach Year
IT Does!

IT eats 7,000,000,000 meals

Do you make a food product ?

[ pairs of shoes

IT wears 12,000,000 | suits and gowns

hats
Do you sell wearing apparel ?

IT drinks enough to make a good-
sized river

Do you manufacture beverages or
liquors ?

IT loves to be beautiful. IT uses | |
tons of soap, powder and |
cream |

Are you a master of Beauty's
SERtRES Sufficiency.
IT travels 700,000,000 strong on ITS | |
local surface cars N SUBSTITUTE FOR GASOLINE

will reduce the cost of auto-
mobiling, but until this is
found economy and efficiency
in operation must be prac-
ticed. Advice onthisisgivenin
3 OUTING HANDBOOKS
Automobile Operation. The
Gasoline Motor. The Auto-

mobile, Its Selection, Care
and Use.

IT is the world's greatest market.

Let us show you how to make
IT yours!

RAILWAY ADVERTISING CO.
NEW YORK CITY CAR ADVERTISING CO. |
JESSE WINEBURGH, President Catalog describing forty-one other out-

225 Fifth Avenue Brunswick Building door HANDBOOKS free on request.
Telephone Madison Square 4680 At your dealer or direct, Scventy Cents, postage five cents exira,
| OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY, 141 W, 36th St., New York

The Surface Cars of Manhatran
The Bronx and Westchester 5

The Fifth Avenue Busses 1]
el ALL THE SCHOOIS
RAILWAY ADVERTISING CO. | represented in the
NEW YORK CITY CAR ADVERTISING CO. Schoal dind College S cion o8

225 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. :
2 J : Scribner’s Magazine

Send me, free, information about advertising in the ite Goodisdtionls “JF you deasve Fories

NEW YORK CITY SURFACE CARS | information about any of these, or if
THE FIFTH AVENUE BUSSES you require help in determining which.
school may best meet your needs, write
GG e T e ) e A A Al A Ko The SChOOl and Co]lege Service ||
Company - ............ : . : - SCR]BNER!S MAGAZINE
Street City P, > 7 | -] ‘ Fift Wiierine at B8 Seen New Yok

RIS
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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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 vacation anywhere.

—keep any personal effects outside of
your residence—at the office, golf or
country club.

—are sending your son or daughter to
boarding school or college.

QOur Baggage Policy indemnifies you against loss due
to fire, theft, transportation, etc., while the baggage is in
the custody of any railroad, express company, steam-
ship, hotel or clubhouse. Subject to policy conditions.
It automatically protects you and your family, even
though traveling in different places.

A yearly policy relieves you of all worry, and costs
less in the end.

The hazards and contingencies of travel are many,
and you need this protection. The value of your bag-
gage is more than you realize.

Remember the ligbility assumed by railroads, etc., is
considerably /err than the actual value of your baggage !

It may save you hundreds of dollars

‘Write today for infor!nation.
Insurance Company
of North America
238 Walnut Street, Philadelphia
Writers of insurance covering:

Fire, rent, tornado, automobile, motor boat, marine,
tourist, parcel post, leaschold, ete.

No Rubber * Weighs only
in Leg Band 145 an Ounce

No needless material poes into this OPEN |
TRIANGLE garter. This means COMFORT
without buik STRENGTI—[ without weight,
; and constant
smoothness,

sock

If your dealer is out, we'll send r
ﬁdni])'(, pair, postpaid, mercerized,
25c; double-grip, 35c; silk, 50c

George Frost Co., Makers, Boston, Mass.

Stout ParTy.—Wonderful effect on the figure—golf !

fright when I took it up.

Why, I was really a

o] T
r a 1
Jor WBig Game, ot to Guard a Cf}ggﬁ‘::jtﬂﬁfﬁ:ﬁ;
r v - ure
+ that are sharp from edge to
Mation Use a Wlake RWiftle ey =
A modern high power seven cartridge revolving pictures
clip repeater. .30 caliber U. 8. American Anm G a ERZ
1go6 model ammunition, LENSES CAMERAS
i 400 caliber 300 grain Blake Ammu- take. Th i s
nition, Both giving 3000 F.5.M.V. “"ARIFLE me:,.s[eézg?,fd c‘;’gf;fas
—NOT A TOY!" Adopted by American Army of the highest obtainable
during the Spanish-American War. Send for Free quality.
Blake Riflebook. Booklet free—specify which—
: i w v "
ke Bltly Gunony P U IREIENTIEN
501 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK, N. Y. 3230 E, 34th Si..Na’w‘I‘urkGiiv ¥
& —
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TRAVELERS CHECKS. Wherever

you go you can cash them.
your bank. Have your mail sent in care of our
correspondents in California, if going to the fairs.

KNAUTH, NACHOD & KUHNE, NEW YORK

Get them from

Up in Smoke

Thoseworriesthat
seemed so large to
you in the rush of
the city vanish in
the camp-fire's
smokeinNorthern
New York's zest-
ful air. There's a
delightful escape foryou from the city's
care if you travel over the

Delaware & Hudson
LINES

Whether it's Lake Champlain, with its histori-
cal associations, beautiful Lake George or the
charm of the Adirondacks you seek there's no
more comfortable way of getting there than

that offered by the dependable D. & H.

“A Summer Paradise’ is a book full
f facts set out in absorhing

or uREfu X
manner. Send 6 cents for it today

M. J. POWERS, G. P. A.
Albany,N.Y.

New York City Information Bureau:
1354 Broadway

'|'/HOTEL TURPIN

| Jeventeen Powell Jitreet at Market

SAN FRANCISC O, California
| European Plan $1.50 and upwards

Free Auto Bus Meets Trains and JSteamers

TRAVEL BY BOAT TO THE
CALIFORNIA EXPOSITIONS

Go the most delightful way to the Panama-Pacific and San Diego Ex-
positions.  Enjoy an all-sea voyage in a luxurious steamship which
takes you down along the Gulf Stream and then through the famous
Panama Uanal. Cne way by Rail. Select

. OPHAM partics of alimited number are now being
booked for this trip,  Alsp tours to Seuth

America, Spain, rhef\‘iviera,‘llapau,Hawaii
and the Philippines. Write for Booklet R.
305 5. Rebececa Street, Pittsburgh, Pa.

‘ Foreman.—Here,you! Cut out them fancy airs—one’d

think you was a member o’ th' club, t’ hear you go on!

56 In answering SV thaments ;dease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



WHERE

SHALL I SPEND MY

EVERYBODYS- MCCLUFI
STHYEAR-ESTABLISHED T%G
E

New Y k
s Hotel Rates

¥ .fpm']- T, ul
two persons, 82,00 daily per t—-nrr'
\\u:e(ur[i-uh]t‘lH “‘|l|n|mmh|13

Bound for NEW YORK and were l]nll'll] tostop at
HOTEL BRISTOL

—l122-129 W 4 "'"‘ TREET
WHERE THE SERYICE IS CI]URTWLIE THE PRICES Hﬂ\il]u
RBLE,THE LOCATION CENTRAL- NEAR SHOPS,
THEATAES AHDTRANSIT FALILITIES,

EURDPEAM RATE 3150 852 PER DAY

AHERICAN RATE 53 & %5 PER DAY

HOTEL CHELSEA

West 23d St.at 7th A\re., New York
500 Rooms, 400 Baths. Fireproof.
RESTAURANT A LA CARTE & TABLE I'HOTE,
TRooms adjoining bath, #1 up, with private
bath,#2. Write for colored map* R of city.

~—_ ADIRONDACK MTS. N.Y.

4th Lake. (‘a.pacntvl

M est equipment, elmmul\,

& Cotfages running water every TOOIL.
Garage. C. 8. Longstaff, Old Forge, N

BOSTON MASS.

HOTEL BDYLSTCIN 5'[

”"E ot BUSTHHS BEST HOTELS lw}
Eml Suited to the Requirements of TOURLSTS onazount %
of ts Pleasant Location and Accessibilily from Every Point, 35
ALSO ATLANTIC HOUSE

NANTASKET BEACH (BODKLET) —

DRT&TRF\VEL ‘DEPARTMENT,
JUTING_REVIEW OF REVIEWS-5CRIBNERS-WORLDS WORK

NFOAMATION TO READERS OF THE“I’. Mnc,.qzln.r-_s |u*=cn\,fal_ PLANNING,

RTISERS FOR FURTHE

\NHEFH:'TD [=H=5 BEEACON 5T EOSTDN MASS
ATLANTIC CITY N. J.

ML \I’L.bUh(_rL-{;H-
Atiantlc Clty ELENHEIM
Aloveillustration shows hut one section of
this magnificent and sumptuously fitted
louse—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed
Solariums overlook the Board-walk and the
Ocean. The environment, convenience and
comfortsof the \Iarlhnr[mqll Blenheim and
the invigorating climate at Atlantic City
malke this the ideal place for a Summer so-
journ. Alwaysopen, Write for handsomely
illustrated booklet. Josiah White & Sons
Company, Proprietors and Directors.

ATLANTIC CITY,N.J
Galen Hall' Hotel and Sanatorinm.

New stone, brick & steel building, Always
open, always ready, always busy. Table
and attendance umurpa‘;srd

20 Miles from Boston Se5 H 2

RanceL

OHE OF HAMES FINTST INLAND R[Sllﬂl HOTLLS AT
I‘ILIS\L BOATING-THOUT AND SALMON-BATHING-TENHIS -

Scarboro Beach, Me,
Atlantic House, Tfiii toaon. Bean:
tiful location, with woods & beach. Quiet,
Restful. Tennis. Golf. Surf bathing, §2.50 up

Commonwealth Ave. Boston
THE DISTINCTIVE BOSTON HOUSE
Globe Trotters call the Puritan one of
The most homelike hotels in the world,
Your inquiries qladly answered

F coneloRar

and our brmklct mailed ——a

ﬂ HOTEL PURITAN

INTERVALE—WHITE MTS. N.H.

INTERVALE HOUSE. == A Summes Home OF Re-
FINEMENT AND REST WITH AMUSENENT. ALL |MPAOVEHENTS
GRAND SCENERY, CARRiAGE & GaRsss Livemes, Fine Roaps.Aul
SPORTS, ORCHESTRA, EXCELLENT TABLE  Boaklek H.5 Mupcert

VACATION ? 57

TICULAR

___CANADA

A MAGNIFICENT VIEW FROM THE VERANDAH OF THE
HOTEL TADOUSAC. YOU'LL PROBABLY MAKE A STOP-OVER
'HERE WHEN YOU TAKE THE DELIGHTFUL BOAT TRIP =
“NIAGAAATOTHE SEA'— CANADA STEAMSH IR
LINES LIMITED,I0D VICTORIA 5Q.MONTRE
1 SEND 6% FOR BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED BOOK ENTIT

LIAGARA TO THE SE.

WASHINCTON D. C.

HOTCL DRISCOLL
Iaces U. 8, Capitol. Near
Union Station. Amiidst
Show Places. Runmning
Water, Electric Faus in
Rooms. Bath Gratis
Garage. Music. Am.

Eur.£1.50 up. Booklet I\

HEALTH RESORTS

Health-Getting

Every day at Battle Creek is made a
dav of real health-building under idea]
conditions. You are brought back to
health and physical well-being ina way
that causes no privation. Yoo enjoy
the * Simple Life’ while getting well
without the absence of a single Tiome
coumfort.

Your name on a card will bring* The
Simple Life ig-a Nulshell” —a sel of
health rules.

THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM
Box 109, Battle Creek, Michigan

MT CLEMENS FAMOUS MINERAL BATHS

FOR RHEUMATISM AND NERVOUS BREAK DOWNS

] WRITE FOR INFORMATIDN
Jeo pnial

MT.CLEMENS
BDX 6 —— T MICH™

=

THE CHILDRENS PARADISE.

Supert Automobile Boulevard on the shores of Lahe rie.

.#uCEDAR POINT 8N LAKE ERIE.

LRR

N OF AMER
H OTELS

CAN WATERING PLACES |
N THE GREAT LAKES®

- FOR PAFTICUU\HS ADDRESS CABOECKLING, PRES=3ANDUSAY, DHIG.

MOUNTAINEERING IN THE SIERRA NEVADA

Here is a book which, by its atmosphere, should be a great inspiration to
It is not mere description but is full of
amusing, and all full of the real color of

the traveller in the Far West.
incidents thrilling, adventurous,
the great California range. An acknowledged classic of its kind.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’

By Clarence King

S SONS, NEW YORK

$1.50 net.

l;answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The American “"Cure’” giving (he
NAUHEIM Nauheim Baths with a Natwral, Todo-
Ferruginous Radio-Active Brine

A Mineral Springs Health Resort
Ghe GLEN SPRINGS &7 st frin s
minutes’ walk from Watkins Glen
Midway between the Great Lakes and the Hudson. A Thousand Miles of Good Roads radiate through the Lake Region
Automébiling, Doating, Fishing, Music, Dancing. Well-kept and sporty Golf Course, Tennis Courts, Putting Greens.
are given under the direction of physicians. Complete Hydrotherapeutic, Mechanical and Elee-
E BATH trical Equipment. For the treatment of heart disease, rheumatism, gout, diabetes, obesity, neuralgia,
digestive disorders, anemia, neurasthenia, diseases of the nervous system, liver and kidneys, we offer advan-
tages unsurpassed in this country or Europe
For descriptive booklsts address: WM. E. LEFFINGWELL, President, Watkins, N. Y., on Seneca Lake

GRANLIDEN HOTEL, LAKE SUNAPEE,
NEW HAMPSHIRE. At the Gateway to the White Mountains. On the Ideal

: : : Tour. Fine Golf Course, Saddle Horses, Tennis, Bathing,
Boating, Canoeing and Fishing, as good, if not the best, in New England. Fine Motoring. Accommodates
300 guests. Remains open until October 1st. Furnished cottages to rent for the season. Write for circular.
Address W. W. Brown, Granliden Hotel, Lake Sunapee, N. H.— Hotel Aspinwall; Lenox, Mass., in the
heart of the famous Berkshires, under same management. :

THE END OF THE TRAIL

THE FAR WEST FROM NEW MEXICO TO BRITISH COLUMBIA
By E. ALEXANDER POWELL

An ideal book for this summer’s traveller West. Profusely Illus., $3.00 net.
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE
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Gatew y to_Hz;ppiness

fo fAind 1t go fo
any pierofthe

Hudson River
Day Line A

New York
zo Albany

Daily except Sunday. Through rail
tickets between New York and Albany

accepted. Music; restaurant. Send
four cents for illustrated literature.

Desbrosses St. Pier, New York

WHEN .YOU GO TO
CALIFORNIA—

You are going right into Wells
Fargo country. Born in the West,
Wells Fargo today possesses a
particularly extensive Pacific
Coast organization. We maintain
our own Pavilions for tourists on
grounds of both expositions. Our
Travelers Checks pass like cur-

rency, but they are better than
currency, because you need have no fear
that your money will be stolen—you are
the only person who can cash the checks
made out in your name.

These are good reasons for carrying
your money in

‘WELLS FARGO
TRAVELERS CHECKS

They are for sale af our offices and at prin-
cipal banks, railroad and eteamship offices.

Guide-books to both Expositions on application to
FINANCIAL DEPARTMENT 51 BROADWAY NEWYOBK‘.

Oprrurstic PorTER.—Mighty good thing, boss, dat | AasEEEBEEED IEBEEBEERER
S - I

PPECMNZOTHED

e

banana peel was dropped in a puffeckly clean place.

Tni answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S. MAGAZINE,



WHERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION ?

A GLIMPSE OF FAIRYLAND,

OTHING quite like the scenery of the Thousand Islands of

N the St. Lawrence—nowhere in the world just that trans-
lucent “blue’ of the water or just that delightful maze of
Island-dotted river scenery.

Our palatial steamers pass through this fairyland of Canadn
on their way from Niagara-to-the-Sea. A .trip you'll enjoy every
minute of. Beautifully-illustrated book telling all about it, on
application. Send 6e. in stamps to cover cost of mailing.
Canada Steamship Lines, Limited,104Victoria Square, Montreal.

=ume T ——r——

Fare from Niagara
Falls:
To Montreal and
return $18.55
To Quebec and re-
turn $25.90
To Saguenay River
and return..$34.55

HANDICAPPED.

* What's the trouble over there? "
** Just saved the life-saver from drowning.”

“ But he's the best swimmer on the coast—won over forty medals at it.”

*'That’s just it; he went in with all his medals on.”

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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O hotel on the ',

New England |
coast is more notable
in the beauty of its
location, the attrac-
tiveness of surround-
ings and perfection

of service.

Located on the sea, in
the center of a large pri-
vate park. Accommo-
dates 500. Local and
]ong distance telepl‘lone in
each room.

i Wentworth Hotel Co.
Associated with the IDEAL and
NEW ENGLAND Tours. H. W. PRIEST, Hnlll{ Director
e T Winter —THE C.'\ LINA
Every facility for sport and recreation. Pinehural;
Tennis courts unsurpassed by any in
New England. Fine golf course, bathing,
yachting, deep sea fishing, and well
equipped garage under competent su- 5
pervision.
Music by symphony orchestra players.
Send postal today for illustrated book, telling

how easy to reach herc from all points. NE‘W CASTLE - BY s THE - SEA
SEASON OPENS JUNE 25 NEW HAMPSHIRE

Closes Late September NEAR PORTSMOUTH

HOTEL ASPINWALL, LENOX, MASS.

In the heart of the famous Berkshires. One of the most fashionable and attractive resorts in this
country, Accommodates 500 guests. Three Golf Courses, Tennis, Saddle Horses, Driving, Motoring,
Dancing, etc. Remains open until late in October. Furnished cottages to rent for the season.
Write for circular. W. W, Brown, Lenox, Mass. — Granliden Hotel, Lake Sunapee, New Hampshire,
at Gateway to the White Mountains, under same management.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Most
Significant Fact

in Aviation’s
History

Curtiss Flying-boats and
Hydroaeroplanes have
been used during 4 years

by the World’s Greatest

Navies, including:

U. S. Navy

Imperial Russian Navy
German Navy

Austrian Navy

Royal Italian Navy
Imperial Japanese Navy

Can you wonder that
Curtiss Machines are
used so extensively for
Sport in America, Eng-
land, France and Italy?

““The World’s Standard
of Excellence”’

THE CURTISS
AEROPLANE COMPANY

Buffalo, New York

| AMERICA'S BACKWARDNESS IN
AERONAUTICS

BY HENRY WOODHOUSE,
Gaovernor of the Aerp Club of America, author of “ The Empire of
the Air,” etc.

The United States, the birthplace of flight,
the country that gave to the world the first prac-
tical aeroplane, the first hydro-aeroplane, and the
first flying-boat, is very backward in aeronautics.
In military aeronautical equipment it ranks prac-
tically last among nations—behind all the first
and second class powers and their colonies—very
much behind Japan, China, Switzerland, Aus-
tralia, and Morocco.

Our navy, which boasted three years ago of
being the first navy in the world to have an avia-
| tion section, has not at this time, three years
| later, even a complete aviation squadron of ten
aeroplanes. The half-dozen naval aviators who
hold the aviators’ certificates have had no oppor-
tunily to gain experience in reconnoitring, have
never mancruvred with a fleet, and do not know
what ships and submarines look like from the air.

The United States army has a few more aero-
planes than the navy, about half a dozen. But
it also has only very limited resources., The
very aerodrome used as aviation centre, at San
Diego, is private property and the corps may be
turned away any day. The army aviators have
never had practise in operating with troops; our
artillery has no aerial observers, has never prac-
tised firing with aviators as “‘spotters”; the bulk
of officers of the army have never seen an aero-
plane, nor have the rank and file. Our coast de-
fense has no aeroplanes; the big guns no aerial
eyes. Panama Canal, the Philippine Islands, and
Hawaii have no aerial protection.

The National Guard and Naval Militia have
had no experience with aeroplanes, and the bulk
of the ofticers in charge of the first line of defense,
as well as the rank and file, have never seen an
aeroplane.

While American aeroplanes are as efiicient as
the best European machines, the use has been
restricted—our aviators have had no inducement
to make long-distance flights and break records.
While American constructors of aeroplanes are
working day and night to supply large orders of
aeroplanes for the warring countries—which
proves that American aeroplanes are efficient—
only hali a dozen American aviators have made
flights lasting one hour.

To relieve these conditions the Aero Club of
America has started a movement intended to dec-
velop aviation corps for the Naval Militia and
National Guard of the States, to form an aero-
| l_mutica[ reserve which, while being used daily

for peaceful purposes, shall be ready for military
| service in case of need.

In answering advertisements please mentio.n -SCR[BNER'S MAC}-\ZINE



SLHJBNERS MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Beach
cAeroplanes

Automatically stabilized
machines with gyroscopes

Military...Sporting
Machines

of all types

Flying Boats
Hydro-Aeroplanes
Aviation Motors

Rotary Air-Cooled and Stationary Water-
Cooled Motors, 150-200 h. p. Both are of dis-
tinctively new types and of novel construction

It will pay you to investigate for particulars

SCIENTIFIC AEROPLANE CO.
125 East 23rd Street Dept. S New York

The

SPERRY
GYROSCOPIC
STABILIZER

a logical accessory to
every military aeroplane.
It allows free use of the
hands and insures stability.

The Sperry Stabilizer
isbeing used now by the

Principal European
Governments

Sperry Gyroscope Company
126 Nassau Sireet Brooklyn

The Cooper
Aircraft Company

cManufacturers of
Seaplanes
Military Tractors
Submarine Destroyers
Exhibition and Sporting
Machines of all Types

BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT

NAIAD
AERO VARNISH

Address Dept. S

for samples and prices

THE C. E. CONOVER CO., Manufacturers
101 Franklin Street, New York

red Motor

6 Cylinder Vertical 1o H. I, Gea

Aeromarine Motor

Double Ignition
Forced Feed Oil System
2 Zenith Carburetors
Perfectly Balanced Reciprocating Parts

Make Direct or Geared Inter-
changeable Motors

Address
AEROMARINE PLANE & MOTOR CO.
N. Y. Office
TIMES BUILDING

Factory
NUTLEY, N. J.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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EXT to fresh air and bread in the essentials of life comes cleanliness.
And to most people this means the use of Ivory Soap.
Ivory Soap satisfies millions of families not only for the bath and toilet, but
for nursery use, for particular laundry work, for washing dishes, for cleaning
fine furnishings and for brichtening up the house in general.

The work of Ivory Soap practically is unlimited because its mildness, purity,
quality and freedom from alkali enable it to clean thoroughly—and safel.

[_

[VORY SOAP. ... |ww .... 99#% PURE

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE /= 7
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SHREDDED WHEAT BISCUIT & TRISCUIT

XY

Our new model, sanitary factory at Qakland, California, will be the pride of the
Pacific Coast. A forerunner of its tasteful beauty and ornate refinement of
architecture may be seen in the

SHREDDED WHEAT EXHIBIT

in the palatial Food Products Building at the San Francisco Fair. It is an
expression of the ideals of purity and cleanliness that have been carried out in the
home plant at Niagara Falls—a plant that is visited every year by over one
hundred thousand persons who are permitted to inspect every detail in the
manufacture of Shredded Wheat Biscuit and Triscuit.

The above picture is a photograph of our Exhibit in the Food
Products Building which you are invited to visit at the Panama
Pacific International Exposition. The photograph conveys only a
very imperfect idea of the architectural beauty of the booth and
the fascinating interest that attaches to the operating machinery.

THE SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY

Four Factories — two in Niagara Falls, N. Y., one in Niagara Falls, Canada, one in Oakland, California

T
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Absolutely Pure

Made from

Grape Creamof Tartar
NO ALUM

Y Can be Instantly identified by
the imprint on holder

A splendid pen for your
vacation. “ The Safety "
can be carried filled, in
purse, trunk or pocket, in
any position and cannot
spill the ink.

From the Best Stores.

; L. E. Waterman Company
173 Broadway New York

= —

'ﬁAbsoi_Lite.ly Pure
and Delicious .!!

| Anideal beverage,of high '

| grade and greal nulrilive value |

e DORCHESTER, MASS.
i ESTABLISHED
17380

of Health
And that

Grape-Nuts

FOOD
builds body

and brain.

“There’s a Reason”
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