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Your Criticism Invited

HE advertisers in this number of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
paid $250.00 a page for the privilege of telling you by word and
picture about their products.

Thase of us who write and illustrate these advertisements some-
times find it quite a problem to determine just what to say and just
what kind of an illustration to use in order to get your serious atten-
tion and hold it long enough so that you will ask your dealers for
the products of our advertisers.

Perhaps vou would be willing to offer suggestions. If you care
to, we shall be grateful.

Read the advertisements in this Chrstmas SCRIBNER'S — tell
us what you consider to be the four best advertisements—then out
of your selection write us a 1go-word criticism about the one you
consider to be better than the other three.

If your criticism is the best that we receive, we will send you,
without cost to you, a

$50.00 set of Rudyard Kipling
Outward Bound Edition
25 Vols. Bound in Cloth

For the second and third best criticisms, we will send a set of

{_r:-hn Fox, 6 Vols. #12.00
. Hopkinson Smith, 6 Vols. $12.00

CAUTION : 12t —In arriving at your choice, consider the small advertisements as

well as the large ones.

2d — ¥You, or some member of your immediate family, must be a reg-
ular reader of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE or else your criti-
cism will not be considered.

39 — Be zure to send in your list of four with your 150-word sug-
gestion.

4th — Be sure to send in yvour suggestion before the 15th of Decem-
ber, 1515,
Compelent adverfising men will pass wpon yonr suggesiion ond
make the award. Criticesms Srom those dnlerested in e business
of adweriising are wot inotied,

Copy and Plan Department
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York

For anncuncement of the January ;umhr see pages & and 9
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TiFraNY & Co.

JEWELRY DIAMONDS PEARLS

WATCHES CLOCKS SILVER

CHINA GLASS BRONZES
STATIONERY

A STOCK UNEQUALLED IN

VARIETY
QUALITY
VALUE

Tie MAIL SERVICE GIVES PROMPT
ATTENTION TO ALL INQUIRIES

FIFTH AVENUE & 372 STREET
NEw York

In anﬁ'ﬂring. ldv:;:ia:cm:n_ts;j;:is: mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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PomLrsMERs| Chastes Scribners Sons . ., . L . . wns Fifth Ave., New York, M. Y.
CiwxERs  Chaales S a7 Fiflh Ave., ¥ew York, ¥, Y.

Chailes 5 x .. 3 _. - o i oy Pilth Ave,, New Vork, X, ¥,

Amhur H, Scrikner . ag? Fifth Ave., New York, N, Y.
Knows Bondholders, momgagess, and nther seosity Redders belding 1 per cent of more of 1otal amount of bonds,
anomtg ks, of nEher securitie, ke

e} 1. Bomland Mix, Swseners v
Sworn 10 &l !llb'!-l.'“hlfd h!r"l\l e this II.||-ﬂ||rI| day of Saptember, roag,
Frocter, Ay Pubdic, N, 118, K.Y L'-ulu-lll'r
[ERAL} T F\-Ig‘! In NV, Counny Begister's Ofce,
My Commission expines March Forh, .

4 For gnnouncement of the Janwary number see pages 8 and §



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

" Thousands of girls are
daily ruining thelr eom-
plesions with cosmetics
—they mecd the gospel
of pure soop and water
rery badly. **

Julia Marlowe
Sﬂyﬁ' “"Beauty de-

mands mosf
of all, pure soap and
water—""

In childhood the skin is naturally soft and clear, and it
only needs a little care to keep it so. Many complexions
which otherwise would retain this childhood beauty through
later years, are spoiled by clogging the pores with cosmetics
or by using inferior soap.

These delicate little pores are the very life of the skin—
they must be left free to do their work. Keep them clean

really clean—with plenty of warm water and PEARS
SOAP and you will have no need for cosmetics,

Pears’ Soap

is pure—not almost pure—but absolutely the purest and
best soap known to the art of soap making. It cleanses
thoroughly and promotes a natural, clear, healthy condition
of the skin whi{;ﬁ 1s so much admired in all ages.

Pears is a real luxury, yet the most economical soap you
can use—its cost is so small and it lasts so much longer than

ord1 nary soap,. Note enr Special Sample affer below:

Pears” Unscented Soap is sold at 15c a cake by druggists, high-grade
grocers, etc.—either by the single cake or in boxes of one dozen.

Pears” Glycerine Soap (slightly perfumed) is sold at 20c a cake,
either by the single cake or packed three cakes to the box.

A. & F. PEARS, Ltd.

Tha Lerpest menwfacturers of kigh grade teids? soaps in the world,

Sample Offer—for a generons trinl-size cake of Pears” Unscented Scap send yoor address and 4c in
stamps, te cover mailing cost, to Walter Janvier, United States Agent, #4195 Canal St., New York City.

ALK rhwhis secuved
"YOF MLL SCENTED SOAPF PEARY OTTO OF ROSE If THE BEST

I answesing advertisements please mention SCRIBHER'S MAGAZINE
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Edward H. Sothern.

his reminiscences in the January

number in a most engaging way,
He opens at “the very first page of my
]‘Enlt!]‘l‘lhl’i{ﬂfl‘:,” a s5cene on |..|'I.I:;' !-',\L;l,gl_‘ i}E
the old London Haymarket, in 1863, the
little boy looking into a pair of twinkling
gray eyes, the eves of his father, who was
made up for his famous part of Lord
Dundreary. The elder Sothern's chil-
dren were “The Blesseds,” and were
brought up in an atmosphere of romance,
i ]il.l'll.] |.']E jI.Jl”}" I'I'Ii.i.]\.l.'""}']l"!l‘l.‘“\'l_,, Hf ]‘11[’\-’
legends and drollery.  About this period
Joseph Jtﬁtrwn went to Lnghnd to ap-
pear in *'Rip Van Winkle,” and he was a
guest of Mr. Sothern. To the children
he was introduced as a famous pirate
{“]'Jit‘:f_, but he soon won their hearts and
took part in their many plays. You will
be glad to hear something about Uncle
Hugh, an old naval officer with the rank
of captain, "a wveritable Don Quixcte.”
One of his adventures was to fit out an
expedition at his own expense and to
nearly lose his life in a vain effort to go
to the relief of Chinese Gordon, He was
a lovable old sailorman, and the story of
hiz end will make you think of Colonel
Newcome. There is an irresistible per-

ED“’ARD H. SOTHEEN will begin

sonal charm in Mr. Sothern's narrative.
It is fanciful, rich in anecdote, and per-
vaded by genial humor.

ESSE LYNCH WILLIAMS'S three-
J part serial, “Remating Time,"” be-

gins in January. Tt will be interest-
ing to follow its development and to
know what readers will think of it. Tt
is quite startling in its plot, and the
situation that develops in the first instal-
ment is certainly a novel one.  The word
F:T.:lr1|ing, hu'-.\'t:vvr, does nol mean to 1m-
ply that it is going to shock any one by
anyvthing said or done. It isn’t that kind
of a story; it is essentially free from any
taint of sordid irregularities or »uly.;ri-
ties, but this goes without saying in ev-
{‘I}lhlllg that Mr. Williams has written.
S0 much may be said to prepare the way
for a very modern and up-to-date story
of marriage and divorce. Leonard didn't
marry the girl he loved because “she was
s0 enormously rich,” while he “was ro-
mantically poor.” Evadne married Bill,
and Bill had more money than she had.
Leonard married, to be sure—married
Mary; she was more heautiful than
Evadne, and ¢ven poorer than Leonard.

Drawn by Henry Raleigh far
' Bemating Time.™

(Continued on page 10.)
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Begin Your Magazine Year
with the January Scribner

€ Read Epwarp H. SorHErRN’s * Reminiscences.”” The
first chapters dealing with his boyhood, with his earliest
impressions of his delightful father as Lord Dundreary.
A narrative with all the charm of a story.

€ Read the beginning of Jesse Lynca WirLiams's humor-
ous story, * Remating Time.”” The story of first loves and
others, of some odd matrimonial arrangements.

€ Read JouN GALSWORTHY'S most remarkable article,
““ Second Thoughts on This War.” An arraignment of all
war, a plea for the peace of the world.

€ Read the most complete and informing article ever
written on ‘‘ The Submarine in War,” by RoserT W.
NEESER, author of ““ Our Navy and the Next War.”

 Read MaRry Synon’s graphic pen-picture of Canada in
war time, ““ The West's Awake!” The fine story of what
she has done for the mother country.

€] Read the Four Best Short Stories of the month:

““Undersea Boat F-33," by “A Million Too Much,” by
Donn ByrsE. A thrilling story Francis LYNDE, A story of a

of a submarine. lucky newspaper man.

““Andy of the Timothy Quar- *The King of Kanabaloo," by
tette,”” by ARTHUR JOHNSON. Joun Patrick. The story of
A story of a musician, a Yankee soldier of fortune.

In smawering sdvestisements: please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Contents for January 1916

Pioneers —The Openingofthe Prairies Frontispiece

[The Sixth of Twelve American Historical Frontispieces)
From a painting by N. C. WyeTH, reproduced in color

My Remembrances
I.—**The Blesseds”
Ilustrations from photographs

Second Thoughts on
This War

Féte Days. Two drawings by

Reproduced in colors

Undersea Boat F-33

INustrations by W. J. Aviwarop

The Submarine in War

IMustrations from photographs

Remating Time.—I

Ilustrations by HEwry RaLEIGH

The Unknown. Poem
The King of Kanabaloo

Mlustrations by Watrrace Morcan

“The West's Awake!”

IMustrations from photographs

A Million Too Much

Hlustrations by A. E. BEcHER
Andy of the Timothy
Quartette

The Point of View

Edward H. Sothern

John Galsworthy
Howard Chandler Christy

Donn Byrne
Robert Wilden Neeser
Jesse Lynch Williams

Eliza Adelaide Draper
John Patrick

Mary Synon

Francis Lynde

Arthur Johnson

The Field of Art—1I. Alden Weir. (Howard Russel! Butler.) Tlustrated

The Financial World

Alexander Dana Noyes

Sudseriptions bo Serchmer's Mapazime may begim ot any wumber. The rubs viption price is $z.00 a
year.  Kemittances by draft, :'.1_'."'.-'(.'.' i Iﬂd.l'."rl." Wy erder, or in TR .!'..l";;”: S registered masl,  Ne
exfrr charge for Canadian pertage.  Fov other conmtrizs in (he postal nnen Hingle subscriptions 84,00,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBMER'S MAGAZINE
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LL'--n:erl, 'I:aj.' the Wiy, Was a J1f|1:1.—".l.']1l3
wanted, above all things, to be practical.

A merest skeleton of a scenario—you
can imagine all zorts of developments,
hut probably not these out of which the
author builds his story.

the impressions left by John Gals-

worthy's * Thoughts on This War,"
published in the Magazine in November,
1014 It was made the

x | "HOUSANDS of readers will recall

N{_} fighting-machine in the history

of the weorld has brought more

terror 1o those who =ail the seas
than the furtive and silent submarine.
Jules Verne's dream has come true. The
undersea boat has added tenfold to the
horrors of the present war. It has sent
great war-ships to their doom, with thou-
sancds of men; it has killed the innocent
with as little mercy. The full story of its
deeds may never be told—how many
brave men have gone

sub]m_‘l of numerous
sermons, and was spo-
kenof everywhercasa
maost remarkahble and
moving picture of
the meaning of war.
It had the quality
of partisanship, an
Englishman’s view of
the war as it ap-
peared then. In the
January number he
contributes  another
article, *“Second
Thoughts on This
War.”" It is quite as
remarkable as the
first article, even more
g0 in some respects,
for these are the
thoughts of 2 mood
engendered, not by
partisan sentiment
and emotion, but by long thought over
the significance and horror of war, and
the way to put an end to it for the fu-
ture. It iz a plea for *the lungmg for
pity, fraternity, and goodness.””  *'Verily
on every man who in time of peace
speaks or wriles one word to foster had
spitit between nations, a curse should
rest; he is part and parcel of that malev-
olence which at last sets these great En-
gines, fed by lumps of human coal, to
crash along, and pile up against each
other, in splintered wreckage. Only too
well he plays the pame of those grim
schemers to whose account lie the dehu-
manization and dts[m[r of millions of
their brother men."”

An American submarine running at
full gl

to their deaths shut
up in one of these
giant steel coffins, the
men whose duty it is
to sail them, whose
duty it is to kill. The
story of “The Sub-
marine in Warfare™
will he told by Rob-
ert W, Neeser, author
of “Our Navy and the
Next War.” He has
collected the very
latest information
about the uze and
activities of the sub-
marine by the navies
of the world, what
they are doing, what
they have accom-
plished. The article
is full of incidents, of
the most interesting
facts, of information that you will want
to know. There will bhe illustrations
showing the various types now in use.

war has meant to England away over

there on the other side of the Atlantic,
we may gel a very real impression, at
least, of the preparation for war just
across our own northern border. No
troops have fought more wvaliantly, or
suffered greater losses, than the splendid
body of men who have gone from Canada.
Great Britain may well be proud of the
loyalty and ready spirit of sacrifice of her
North American colony. Mary Synon
made a tour of inspection for the Maga-

IF it seems hard to visualize what the

{Contioued 0o page 12.)
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M embers of the Signal Corps Canadian Mounted Rifles.

zine of the Far Western Canadian troops
in training, and she has written a graphic
and stirring article about her impressions.
“The West's Awake!"—awake in its far-
thest limits, men are coming from the
cities, the towns, from the wilderness, to
fight for the flag.

“On the third day of November, 1914,
three months after the beginning of the
Great War of Europe, a prospector flung
hiz pack from a Siwash dugout upon the
shore of the Hudson's Bay Company post
at Fort Saint James, A big man, witha
trace of military training in his upright-
ness and the tense look of the gu|:|-
cruiser in his eves, he faced the little
group of white men and Indians who gave
welcome Lo his coming., ‘Is it true,” he
asked them, “that England’s fighting
Germany ¢’

“‘Where've vou been these months
past?" the Scotch factor burred at him.

“Up in the Omenica,' came the an-
swer.  * Just heard of this war three weeks
ago, and I've been coming ever since.’’

MONG the short stories of the
January pumber will be * Under-
sea Boat F-zz," |:|-].' Donn B:..'rm_',

a story of the eruise of a submarine. It
gives a picture of the life on one of these
boats, the experiences that have no doubt
been paralleled in many ways in this war.
No mere description, however, of a sub-
marine could possibly convey such an

impression as this imaginative account
of what happened to F-33, her torpedoing
of a passenger-ship, the scenes as the
great ship went down, the fate of the
submarine off the Lofoden Islands. This
story and Mr. Neeser's article will give
you a most complete idea of what the
submarine means.

HE old and new readers of the
T Magazine have this year generally
united in expressing appreciation of
its qualities, of its interest and value as
a welcome visitor to the library table.
There are now and then, of course, par-
ticular articles that stand out with espe-
cial emphasis, that are read and passed
along, that fix a number in the mind;
that fix, too, an impression of the Maga-
zine's alertness and humanness and read-
ableness.  No articles about the war have
called forth more appreciative comment
than those by Mrs., Wharton and E.
Alexander Powell and the remarkable ar-
ticle by Captain X, of the French Staff,
about General Joffre. But the policy of
the Magazine is not to put undue em-
phasis upon any one number, but to sus-
tain a standard of unvarying guality in
its articles and its fiction. The prospec-
tus pages give promise of a new vear fully
up to past Scriewer standards. It is
first of all an inferesting magazine, and
there is always something of special value
for every member of the family,
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At the critical age of middle life

To grow old gracefully! This is the hope of every man and woma
the critical age of middle life, To keep the mind fre sh, the body
keep from too-sarly * slowing up "' with the weight of advancing ye
able to resist the attack of discase with the same certainty as i
—this is the hope of the middle-aged.

And here the kindly help of Sapatogen brings most gratifying results, Em-
bodying purest albumen and organic phosphorus, Sanatc 15 easily assim
i|:|'.|'-:] into the SVRlem; it feeds the ||1'|1:|'l.:'a.f cells and riss [

akens the appetite, and strengthens the organism so that it is better
tand the inroads of disease.

Many indeed are those who, after using Sanatogen, can say with John
Burmoughs, the venerable naturalist:

=My sleep ix g0 per ce better than it was a year ago, and my mind and
stringth are much impro P

Or with the Hon. Wm. E. Chandler, former Sec’y of the Navy, who writes:
“Banatagen & pl i i
r hemy withaur iesitating

Famous men and women almost without number have j. "||'.I'I grateiul | raise
fc-r I,|1-;I r\_',,l,r-rl.lnl'- aid of Sanatogen, and over 21,000 phy ne—after watch
ing it in their daily practice—have written expressing their b in &

To guard against the pitfalls of advancing years, Sanatogen can be hel
also 10 you.

Sanatogen is sold by good druggists everywhaors from $1.00 up,

frramd Prize, fadteraational Coagrers sy Medicine, Landon, 1913

i 57 ENDUR&ED BY OVER 21,000 PHYSIGIANS

for * The Art of Living,” a charming little booklet by Richard Le Gallienne, the popular poet-author, touch-
ing on Sanatogen’s kindly help and giving other interesting aids in the quest for comtentment and better
health. The beok is free.  Tear this off as a reminder to write TEE BATER CrEMicaL Co,, 32-] Ieving PL, M. Y.

]n-ms-m“rin-g advertisements plcai-:-mcntiu:-n SCRIBMNER'S I"f!.-’LEAIT-:\'E
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DOROTHY CANFIELD’S

THE BENT TWIG

Teo fine and big a novel to be crystallized into pat phrases,

Ik u.tanr]s ok

in its interest, sincerity and quality even in this season of brilliant fction.
By the Author of ** THE SQUIRREL-CAGE, " etc. §1.35 net

INEZ
HAYNES
GILLMORE'S

THE
OLLIVANT
ORPHANS

Like Mrs. Gillmore's
“ Phoehe and Ernest'
hut better, for these

three young men
and their three sisters
have all the fun of

healthy young Amer-
icans, but they have to
face and work out the
|:-r-:||:-|-.'|‘-:.-= |||- iIIII"I.L':"'h'
cence by themselves,
Frontispiece by Flago.

$1.35 nel.

Mzs. GriisoRe

JULIE M.
LIPPMANN’S

“BURKESES
AMY?”

A new novel by the
author of

“"MARTHA BY
THE DAY ™

will have a warm wel-
[k lanls I-r\e:rn_ I'||-::-||ﬁ||:|di.
of readers. All the
humor of the

“MARTHA™

books and a love story,
T,
$1.25 nel.

52.00 nel.

Me. Stevenson has done for the realm of chil-
dren s poelry what he ac i'L":-I'I'!;II.i.FhL'd for adults

i “*The Home Book of

MORE TALES
FROM THE
ARABIAN
NIGHTS

By FRANCES
JENKINS OLCOTT

With 12 illustrations in
color  and  decorations
by Willy Pogany.

§1.50 mal.

HENRY

THESE
BE

Verze,”

HOLT

ORDERED

AS TO THEIR QUALITY

THE HOME BOOK OF VERSE
FOR YOUNG FOLKS

Compiled by BURTON E. STEVENSON
With cover amd illustrations in color and
black and white by Willy Pogany. so00 pages.

e e e

IN THE LAND OF MAKE BELIEVE

BOOKS FOR YOUNG FOLES MAY
WITHOUT MISGIVINGS
INTEREST

IN THE LAND OF MAKE
BELIEVE
By E. BOYD SMITH

OR

BY E. BOYD SMITH

Colorced illusirations.

THE
CINDER POND

A picture and story book like Mr. Smith’s
“The Story of Noah's Ark."

S1.50 met.

By
C. W. RANKIN
author of

* Dandelion Cottage"'

A splendid story for
girls from nine to six-
teen.

Tilustrated, $1.25 nel.

AND COMPANY 337, 33 Strem

In answenng aﬂx‘e:li;:.menu please mention SCRIBMNER'S MAGAZINE
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LILLIAN D. WALD’S

THE HOUSE ON HENRY STREET

The story of the
HENRY STREET
SETTLEMENT

on the east side of

New York, of the

transforming mira-

cle thatmakes Amer-
ican citizens out of
the emigrants that
throng the city's ten-
ements and shops;
and more—for over
twenty years this
settlement has been

a sort of moral gal-

vanic battery of con-

structive social ideas.

Thiz book fuses the
interest of an i|:'.|:-|:-r-
tant contribution to
our social literature
and an absorbing
personal narrative.

“The record of one of
the most valuahble seryv-

ices to the nation."
New Vork Tribune,

Witk 4 .Irl|'|lll-_lﬂl._lj;q, -
fistrations and  some
cighly refrroductions
of clchings and line
drawings by Alrakom
Philli ps.

Oclava, $2.00 nel.

THE HOUSE ON HEWEY STREET. ETCHING EY
ABEABANM FHILLIFE

WALTER LIPPMANN'S 1 ROMAIN ROLLAND’S

New Book SOME MUSICIANS OF FORMER
THE STAKES OF DIPLOMACY DAYS
By the author of From the earliest opera through Mozart.
DRIFT AND MASTERY By the author of
and JEAN-CHRISTOPHE
A PREFACE TO POLITICS From the 4th French edition
Sl._'s wel. £1 5o el
CLARENCE HAWKE'S Remarkable Autobiography
HITTING THE DARK TRAIL Starshine Through Thirty Years of Night

Just the book for any one who needs courape.

THE NEW YORK TIMES BOOK REVIEW :
" Thiz il'l:"-]l;I-IIle lattle boak r)ught Lo b repd b:.' all beave souls who are striving nEammst diis-
couragements and by all timid souls who are afraid of their environment.”

GENE STRATTON-PORTER writes :
“Mothing T have ever read has gone deeper into my hearl.  All the remainder of my life T shall
he a stronger and better woman for |:|:|.1.'i|:||:'; read it."

flustrated from photographs. 31.00 nel,

AN EIGHT-VOLUME Compiled by
EDITION OF THE HOME BOOK OF VERSE B. E. STEVENSON
Small octavo, boxed. Sold in sets only. Siz.co wel

Innia Parer Eprriows: 1 vol., cloth, $7.50 net; 1 vol., half moroceo, $12.50 wel; 2 vols,, cloth,
Sro.oo net; 2 vols., leather, 513.00 neil.

HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY ¥ 2o

In answering B.d'l.'ﬂ'_t'latl'n;ll‘.'!-_pl.t&'!t mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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My Year of the Great War

HI= is the book about the British Army in the war.

H}-’ Frederick Palmer

Author of = The Last Shol,'” ele.

Frederick Poalmer was selected by

Lord Kitchener ss the only Ameriean war -e'vl'lI'T'i'.-e[ll:lnﬂE']'lt to go to Britizh Hi‘.‘il:!ﬂllﬂfl{']":‘i in
France: amd [or o long time he was the only Ameniean correspondent permitfed to visit

the British lines.

milillv—he has had apporlnnities given to noe other man.

To say that Mr. Palmer has had exceptional opportunities is putling it
Amd he has made good use of them,

For ,'.{rilpilil' aketches that take the reader r‘ip:h! to the front, and for a wili, 'I'HIIIF:II‘EiI!'IINin_‘
view that only o man with a grasp for big things could obtain, Mr, Palmer’s book s the beat

by any war correspondent.

The Heart of
Philura

By Florence Morse
Kingsley

Further passages in the
lifee of that charming lady,
Misz Philura.  She is Mrs.
Philura in this story, with
a hushand and a problem,
but as sweet and naive aml
wholesome as ever, $1.30 net

FL.50 net
Thirty
By Howard Vineent
(' Brien
Brent Good, with his mis-
sion in hife, his bumor and
hiz pathos, is one of the most
appealing figures in recent

American fiction.
£1.35 net

The Old Order

He believes the hest of sverybody—
He does his best far everyhody—
He lives Christmas all the yesr.

MR. BINGLE

The hero of
Greorge Bare MceCutcheon's
Latest Novel
The ook that 1'.3*1?'.'.'1'.! qf the
gpiril of Christmas,

IMtusiroted by Tosees Moxroomeny Frins
468 poges of OPTIMISM, 81,95 net

Six Little Ducklings
By Katharine Pyle
Deelightful for very little people.  §1 00na

Bemd for A firoetive [lustraied Catnlogue
of dueenile Books

E

4

¥

0

Changeth ;

By Louis Couperus By Archibald Marshall

If you want to enjoy ﬂ

gomething NEW read this ‘

story by a man whom dis- :

criminating critics consider ‘

one af the greatest contem- 4
porary masters of fiction,

$] 35 net 9

10!

g

Marshall is Anthony
Trollope's successor. Com-
myended by W, Dean How-
ells, Hamilton W, Mahie,
and other leading men of
letters. £1.35 net

The Voyages of
Captain Scott
By Charles Turley

A striking biography of
one who was a notable hero,
amdl, what is far more rare,
a lovable one also,

Tlcstraled, S_‘.{m‘ net

‘e Discover New
England
By Louise Closser Hale
Iitudraled by Wartes HaLE

If you think of sending a
gift to snmeone who LOYES
Mew England, don™t forget
S200 seed

this book.

Have You ever read B‘Iaeterlinck?

Philosopher, [.wl‘1. rI!-n:natis_l. he iﬁ,_lll'- is RHfP_ to say, the leading figure in contemporary litera-
ture since Tolstoy died.  We have just published The Pocket Edition of the Complete Works
of Maurice Maeterlinek.
ESSAYS, 9 vols,, per vol., $1.75 net PLAYS, 8 vols., per vol., $1.50 ne
POEMS, 1 vol., $1.50 net
Printed om thin paper, hoond in Bmp leather,
Ask your bokseller to show you one of these atiractive rolumes

§
0
¢
'
’
9
|
Ul
.:
g The Later Life
g
0
¢
v
v
3
§

Volumes sold separately.

Let ug send you an illustrated Catalog,rust frsued, of all our NewBooks

3 urth-w:. Dﬂcad C, tzwu

———

= —
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AnyWinston Book MayBe Ordered on Approval

THROUGH YOUR BOOKSELLER OR FROM US DIRECT

Any of the books described below may be ordered from yvour bookseller,

of from us direct

, om approval, all charges prepaid. 10

the ook docs

not please you, it may be returned at our expense in five days

Napoleon in Exile at St. Helena

By Norwoon Youwo.

i I|i-'.|-r_'. ol '\'.I|||||l.'|-l'| 5 exile
on 5t. Helena

after hi= defeat at l|.1|.J_'|_I,'T|w Jllllq'
1815, The author is a very thorough schelar. 2 volu 3
TES pages Diemy #vo. 100 Hlusteations. L-ul|'
57040 net.

Napoleon in Exile at Elba

By Nomwoon Yorxc, The work gives an account of
Napoleon™s residence at Elba during the critical |u'."i-.|-.|.
which resulted in recalling him to the leadership of the
armies of France. 350 pages. Demy Svo.  go illustra-
tions. Cloth, £3.50 net.

The Story of the Tower of
London

]31. Rewe Frances. Ilustrated with 2o collotypes

and an etched frontispiece. A beautifully made Dok
that will arouse the admiration of all lovers of the Hne
arts. :jo pages ]l.l'l.u:p.rl.-' a3, Size, ¥ x 123 inches

l.|ut.|.'| E5.00 net.

The Story of Edinburgh Castle

By Lovis WemTeER, EB.A. Similar in style to “The
Story of the Tower of London,” and recounting the
romantic story of this famous castle. 24 lusteatbons:
th in colors. 266 pages letterpress.  Cloth, $5.00 net.

The Jackdaw of Rheims

By Tuouas Ivcorpsey. Page decorationa and illustea-
tions in calor by Charles Folkard. Contains 12 ||.q.-.
color-plates and many incidental black-and-white draw-
ings. Hound 1o royal purple cloth, stamped in gold
Size, 10% x 134 inches. Handsomely boxed, $3.00 net,

French Canada

and the St. Lawrence

By J. Casterr Hoesaxs, F.5.5. Historical,"picturesque,
-:lu-il.n]'ltwe Contains 25 ]1hnh:~,_'r wvures,  Pnnted on
ivory-tinished paper; bound in the fincst style in cloth;
ornamental cover design and cloth jm.L-.-L in the Italian
atyle. Bvo. Boxed, $3.00.

Washington : The City and
the Seat of Government

By C. H, Forees-Lixngay. Ansther of the Photo-
gravure Books, described wnder “Trench Canads and
the 5i. Lawrence,” which have gained a wide reputation
as being among the handsomest made in Europe or
America, 25 photogravures and a map.  Cleth, $3.040,

Seeing America

Hy Locasy Maksnang \ descoptive and picturesgue
Journey through rom wuntic and hist ities and places
natural wond scenic marvels of natienal pride s
terest.  Intim d delightful in ita style. 350 pages
1oo hali-tone Hlustrations. Cloth, $1.25 net.

From the Congo to the Niger
and the Nile

By Apocen Frigpricet (Duke of ‘n.1|:-. I-'I|-|'|"-|.=.'|_-l \
marrative full of [ascination for all who l.|u L rale of
travel and adventure. The Duke of Meckl e hirg headed
one of the most remarkable expeditions in paint af n
sults which ever penetrated the depths of unexplored
territory in Africa,  “The adventures and dizcoveries of
the party make interesting repding through two superis
actave volumes of a total of 26 pages, illustrated with
iy fime Iq.'|lfl-=]'.|-.lil.l|'|*.-' in calor and black aod white.
Cloth, $9.00 net.

The Cry for Justice

l|:||:-|-u|..1|.I of the ll'l.r.J.turL of social protest.  The

wosayss I e worl Id's history, and

a vision of h||u fiar I|| world®s future.” 5o pages. 1=
luztrated. Cloth, $2.040 net.

A Textbook of the War

By J. War, Winrre, M.ID., PhD., LLD, Ex-Attorney-
General James M. Beck savs: "It is undoubtedly I]l-.'
mast effective compilation of facts, quotations, and cia-

ons yet cont tributed to the vast Hiterature on this sob-

soo papges. Cloth, $1.00 net.

Ireland: Vital Hour

B\. Artmm Lywcn, M. P, An illumina g |.l|.-::-L. wELLEl
with that rare spirit of patrotism which seeks the weak-
neszes and the strength of the materials of which the Irish
nation of the future must be built,  Cloth, $2.50 net.

Notable Women in History

By Wrrrs J. Asmors Indorsed by prominent men
and women, and leading officials of woman’s clubs, as a
distinet contribution to the cause of women. A very
approprinte gift book. Octavo. Cloth, gilt top. Ower
400 PAgCE, 33 ) sllustentions £21.40.

International Encyclopediaof Prose
and Poetical Quotations

By Wirtam J. Warsn,
[ormer similar works, with n
fentures.  Includes guotat from American authors,
Topical index, authors’ index, and complete concoand-
ANCE, 1,190 POECS. Clath, $2.00 net.

Comtains mood gualities of
pew and important

v

Our New Catalogue of Selecied Books and Bibles Free on Requesi

THE JOHN C.WINSTON COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA

Publishers of 3.000 Standard Books and 6 00 Styles of Bibles

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGALZINE
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#Z2y JA o oks

1ustrated.

teenth gontury,

documents left by Strathcona, 16 illustratiens.

Fiction and Fuveniles

2 vuols,

=

"- #|
s = u:._&# =

g
T

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF JOHN HAY
By William Reicor Thagper
i Easily the outstanding bograply of the time ?.Illi_la warthy estimate of one of our great statesmen.”

Froo net. Horfowr Framscript,

JOHN MUIR'S TEAVELS IN ALASKA

A graphic account of exploration and auventure written by the great naturalist just before his death,
from notes made during three tops te the Far Nogth,

Fully illustrated. §2 30 net.

LYMAN AEBOTT'S REMINISCENCES

Not only the story of a wonder{ully interssting career, but 4 consummate panorama of the splritual and
intellectual development of America from 1535 to the present day.  Hlustrated, $1.50 net.

THE LIFE OF LORD STRATHCONA
By Heckiea Willon

‘The authorized and intenzely interesting biogra |.l|| ¢ of one of the great 'Err..pi:m- Builders of the nine-
Incidentally a g|,1.|1|'|iu; inmer history

Canadian spectacular development, based on original
&h.50 net,

Alary Jobnson's
THE FORTUNES OF GARIN
A ;'.;Inri.ou-_, romanes al !m-«,-: and :\.::I\.-oulm.e bn e iays

of chivalry. * s plamowr is irreskbstible. ®—Bontsn Fean-
soefpt,  Frontispiece in colos.  $o.go net.

Willa Sibest Catber's
THE S0ONG OF THE LARK

Thie story of & prima donna's career, "' A siary of same-
tling better than “.E estiveness and ck a thing fin-
ished, sound and noble " — File Ao oo met.

Richard Price's
DAVID PENSTEFHEN
Diavid is as lovalde a character as br. Pryce's * Cheis-
topher " and the story of bis life is even more interesting.
$i.35 met.
Jan Haw's
SCALLY

An enteriaining arsl affcctionale 1|||_: oy marked by
the iﬂthﬂl's ¢|‘-I.|'x|.'lr rihlu’.‘: hamor. Thlustrazed. 78 CERLR NSl
Jifargarel Prescot! Afonlogue's
CLOSED DOORS

* ot since hMyra Kelly published * Linke Citizens * has
amything at vnce so fresh, so obvicusly authe
mstantly appealing been offered ws.™ — L

met.
Clifton fobnson's

BATTLEGROUND ADVENTURES

Brarkes of the groar bateles of the Civil War as told by
non-combatant EVE-NIlnEELEs — 2 Mot n‘!:s—arhi!np biook for
young and old.  Profusely ilbustrated in tinr.

Charles Kingslep's
THE WATER-BABIES

Blr. W. Heath Robinsan, with his delightial iflastrations,
has made thes classic n most charming gift hook.  pon pics
twres pn codor and Black and white,  Fio0 net

£1.0a Bk,

BOSTON

[T TITILEA

Seughton Mifflin T,

Send for Free Mustraled Foliday Bollelin

O Baried Fnierest

Elisabeth Woodbridpe's
MORE JOMATHAN PAPERS

Written in the sams lighti-hearted, humoroas fashion
that made the earlier Jonathan Papers so delightiul. e
vt says 1 ** Elisabeth Woodbridge is ene of the cutdeor
philosophers, She & alsa & very charming writer.”

1,25 meL
Elinore Pruift Stewart’s
LETTERS OM AN ELK HUNT
Ly the author of ** Letiers of a Woman Homesteader.™
" The *human ducument * Form of literatare has nowhere
else atiaimed such =aniiy, such clarity, swch richness of
simnplicity, "— &7, Lomis epnddic, Fromtspiece, $ro.oo net,
Alildred Aldrich’s
A HILLTOP ON THE MARNE
I'kese letiers, writtem by an American whoss bome i
France was a ceniral point in the hfarne battle, make a
story of unigque inferest. [llusirations and Maps. f4.35 net
Jomes Biaell Proil'y
INDIA AND ITS FAITHS
The many cusioes and istereating religious bebels and

customs of the Indian Emr.lf dercmibed by & keen and
sympathetic observer.  Fully fllustrated. o el

Artbur Glon'
THE BOOK OF MUSICAL KNOWLEDGE
Urmplets, readalde and accurate, this is in every way
the perfect reading and referemce book for the student of
mustc or for ithe home,  Fully illustrated. #3.50 net.
Josept Hushand's
AMERICA AT WORK
Arilliant sketches of typical American industries — the
telephone exchange, the tdeel smelter, 1he grain elevatos,
the siock yard, stc.  1llustrated,  $roo nét,
Feasie . Rittenbouse's
THE LITTLE BOOK OF
AMERICAN POETS
Covers the entire agth century, forming a companion
yolume Lo her very ssecpsaful Little Baok of Moders
Yeran, ™ Cloth, £1,75 net, limp leather, $1.7¢ net.

i E, 40tk 51
P NEW VORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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| Stokes’ Holiday Books

The LORD or MISRULE
and OTHER POEMS

By ALFRED NOYES

Containg all Mr. Noyes' lyric poetry writlen since
COLLECTED POEMS in 1913, The title poem treats
in the author's best lyric siyle of an old English May
Day custom. Among other poems in the volume arc
“The Phi Beta Kappa FPoem " (Harvard, 1915), * The
Searchlights,” "A Salute to the Fleet," * The Trumpet
Call.” Cowver inlay and frontispiece in color by Spencer
B. Nichols. Cloth, Sve, 31.60 nel.

MAKING MONEY By OWEN JOHNSON

Young love and youthful ambitions are the moving forces in this
vigorous Johnson mowvel. A battle of hearts and dellars, it is, with a
charming heroine and an exciting plot.  Ilustrated by Flage, Wrapper
ingold.  Cledh, 1zmo, $1.35 nel.

The BARBIZON PAINTERS By ARTHUR HOEBER

The lives and work of Corot, Millet, Rouzsexu and their fellows,
With 100 pood reproductions in sepia representing the best and most
characteristic work of the Barbizon School.  Clavk, S0, $1.75 nel,

CGRIDIRON NICHTS By ARTHUR WALLACE DUNN

The Gridiron Cluly of Washington and its [amous dinners. Here
we see the world's notables with their masks off —the humorous side
of National American politics and history in the making. With 110
illustrations, cartoons, ctc.  Cleth, gearis, $5.00 mncl.

YOUNGC HILDA +: WARS By ARTHUR GLEASON

The true story of Mr. and Mrs. Gleason's experiences during a
vear's ambulance service at the Belpian battle front. Unigque, absorh-
ing, thiz volume stands oul from the mass of "' war books ™ a wvital,
living thing. Cisth, 12mo, S1.00 nel.

VIOLETTE of PERE LACHAISE &i."WaSi5Vily -

Vielette is a girl with o free mind, an ardent creature, more alive '-.-" Seiih
than most people, giving hersclf and her art to the social revolution e Ly
“A story warm Wwith life and not wath the semblance of it."  Cloth, o
12mme, Br.oo nel, '.4 F. A.
FILL OUT COUPON to receive, # STOKES CO.
gratis, oar [Jul:il-_l;-r_' E'.'.ll.:lilu-g of ’f e F"Uhl;'l;*'r.l
mupartant new fict X au va.
LIBRARY of IRISH LITERATURE ;o foin poss o R Wity S
Six volumes of the best that Treland has e i O Ly Phesse sendd illustrted
produced, embracing poetry, humor, sport, able Bt of mew . * Holiday Cataleg
oratory and legends.  List of titles and full children's baoks. e
descriptions are contained in ouwr Holiday w:‘ N igie -
Catalog. #
* g T
o Address
.
i
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Worth While Books for Discriminating Readers

FICTION

THE STIRRUP
LATCH

By Sidney McCall

A Southern story of love
and sacrifice. By the
author of “Truth Dexter.”

Fromliipdece, Ei .35 ned

THE THREE
THINGS

By Mary Ravmond
Shipman Andrews

The Great Big Romantic Story of the Year

Beltane the Smith

A romance of the greenwood

By JEFFERY FARNOL
Author of
“ The Broad Highway.”

The author of “The Broad
Highway ™ has written a master-
piece in this tremendous love
story. Incident is crowded upon
incident, the descriptions are so
beautiful, the drama is unfolded,
and the story sweeps to a bril-
happy ending with
such literary art that this is by

Called by the Ladies’ liant and
Home Journal = the great-
est story the war has
produced.”
S cents mel

far the greatest of the novels of Jeffery Farnol

Tlustrated. 572 pages. $1.50 met

Remodeled Farmhouses
By Mary H. Northend
An ideal volume for all who have or Im[H_'
to have a country home,
Sﬂpdl'*.'y Wlestrated. 5300 neif

Old Concord

By Allen French
The very spirit of this historic and lit-

erary town,
2% ilhutralions by Leder G Harmby.

Walks About Washington

By Francis E. Leupp

Breathes the atmosphere of the Capital
city.

25 _f'uf.'r_-a.w ifesfralions Il.w Lester (G .|Ilrllr.llll'|,l

The Story of Wellesley

By Florence Converse
The traditions and history of thiz famous
college.

$3.00 net

33.00 nd

ioarroted by Normaon I Block. 5200 net

Books Make Ideal Gifts

The Future of South America
By Roger W. Babson
A most readable analysis of the countries
for business men and investors.
NMustrated.  £2.00 nel

How to Know Your Child

By Miriam Finn Scott

A practical and common-sense guide for
mothers, educators and =zocial workers.

£1.25 pet
Tad and His Father
By F. Lauriston Bullard
Exquisitely and unaffectedly alive in its
intimate picture of the home life of Lincoln,
50 centz nel
The Making of an American's
Library. By Arthur E. Bostwick
An invaluable guide, by the Librarian of
the St. Louiz Public Library, for the real
reader in his aim to build up a library,
.00 met

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

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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GENERAL BOODKS FOR HOLIDAYS
THE WORLD’S HICHWAY
Norman Angell

A Elrt‘ﬁlﬂl rousing F~I|.]Ilf:||." e o e Ty ITHE OF WOTan who thinks
about public events and wants Americn to find some internationnl
policy besidea vague threats of war, 12mo. Net §1.60

KINGS, QUEENS AND PAWNS
Mary Roberts Rinehart

For all who are tired of men’s impressions of the War and want to
know how _!]]l{‘: fl:'n"lfu:lu-.ﬁ and hospitals struck an American woman —
sympathetie, sensitive, a famous novelist. 12mao. Net $1.560

VACRANT MEMORIES

William Winter
All lovers nf the theatre snill be charmed by these recollections of
Booth, Irving, Behan, et al., and by the rare illustr: L1|r.-m- from the

mellow groemroom days. Svo. Net $3.00
OVER THERE ;:2"%2. Arnold Bennett

All gdmarers of Arnold Bennett and hia remarkable power of obser-
vation will be bespelled by these vivid pictures of slaughtered Franes
a3 Bennett himszelf has seen it.  12mo, Dravisgaby Waiter Hoig Net $1.26

DOG STARS Mrs. TI. P, ﬂ Connnr

Tﬁr\:: Luminaries in the Dn,g' World fiong 1o colar by Will Bannedl
For every man or woman who loves dogs, JIIJ"JH te n-!- i ;_r 1y Btories
the very souls of our dog friends are shown. Swvao. Net $1.60
The Rt. Hon. Arthur J. Balfour

For readers of Bergson, Williom James, Dewey, Rovee, Haeckel, this
is the first big philosophical work for years, Svo. Net $1.76

DEMOCRACY uond THE NATIONS
Dr. James A. Macdonald

Canada and the Tmted States stamd torether showing the world
what real firie I!Ll]'\-=|u|! and democrar v ecan do, and their A Resmman 1=
thie Canadian Lincoln. 12mo. Net $1.35

NATIONAL FLOODMARKS
Editorials from COLLIER’S

All who are intereated in our changing m itional life but don't want
to wade through weighty tomes, will ind inspirs I.1|l'l:|:l in these ghort
]|_'.1_|_:| y brilliant editorials—the best in Ameries. 12mo Net $l E:['_I

BOON: The Mind of the Race,

The Wild Asses of the Devil, etc.
Introduction by H. G. Wells

Readers of contemporary great novelists will be delighted by this great
gatire on Wells, Bennett, Shaw, Hueffer, James, Moore, the American
Literary taste, and the T |1.1m]:-l|]c14*uu 12mao. Net $1.36

HAPPY HOLLOW FARM

WITII-EH'I R_ L!.g'hfﬂﬂ For every man, woman, gr boy who

S eendig Tine 19w Tooks to the farm as off nm-r;le]tpa‘.;' é:i
AT ALL BG'DKSELLERS

For Giving—DORAN BOOKS—FarPassessmg

o CHRISTMAS FICTION
T‘HEEE TWAIN
Arnold Bennett

Much the biggeat literary event of
the year; and the biggest atory of
marringe. Full color jacket by B.
Cory Rilvert. Net $1.60

NOBODY
ouis Joseph Vance

lively and [rivolons
“The Brasa Bowl.”'
Net $1.256

COLDEN SCARECROW
Hugh Walpole

For lovers of ehildhood and of sheer
beauty in writing. Net $1.25

LOT & COMPANY
WillLevington Comfort

For all lovers of an adventure story

with distinetion—real originality.
Net $1.25

OF HUMAN BONDACGE

W.Somerset Maugham
For those who understand really big
fiction and moderm life,  Net $1.80

THE BRONZE EACLE

Baroness Orzcy
\ story of dash, romanece, hard ¥il-
s, and unexpect ed drama, N¢t$l.55

SPRACGCE’'S CANYON

Horace Annesley Vachell
Forall lovers of California. Net$1,25

BUCK PARVIN movics

MOVIES

Charles E. VanlLoan
The perfect ook for all movie-fans,
Net $1.25

THE MAN TRAIL

Henry Oyen
Have vou a brother or father whi
thrills to the Big Woods, the snows,
virile action? Net $1.25

An adorably
hlc-l:ﬂ.' authorof *

IT IS WORTH YOUR WHILE

to send for eatalogue and new full mas POt
traitd—{ree wpod mguest.

T

_}_’ lorar USE THIS COUPON

Plensssend with outaost toms
catalogue and portraita of aud uni

g R

GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY 3s w. 3znd st. New Yurk

Publishers in America lor

HODDER & STOUGHTON

Tn-answeri.ng advertisements plfé.m_m?;iﬂﬂ_ SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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£ WORLD

1 HaroLp BELLWRIGHT
_..-?‘..vmm o “THE SHEPHERD e HILLS"
e THE WINNING> BARBARA WORTH e elc

America’s Biggest Author

HAROLD BELL WRIGHT
Has Written Successively Six Best Sellers

St. Louis Post-Dispatch—It is szomething to
write one of the six best sellers, It is 5ix times
something to write six best sellers. Harold
Bell Wright has done it.

His Latest Novel

The Eyes of the World

A Real Love Story with plot, action, mystery,
sentiment and passions, wnfolding heart hig-
tories and soul tragedies.

12 mo. Cloth $1.35, Leather $1.85

Other Books by Mr, Wright Uniform with the
abowe, Cloth, each $1.35. Leather, each $1.85.
That Printer of Udell's
The Shepherd of the Hills
The Calling of Dan Matthews
he Winning of Barbara Worth
Their Yesterdays

Sold at all Bookstores

Or by the publishers direct

Chrer Five Million Copies off Harold Bell Weight's
Books have been sold

Our Catalogue of
Other Publishers’ Be:mks

will b sent to you free npon reguest_ It is B ad's Inches in aize
I frertioes 5,000 of the hoat booka of all the ||uh||r|h| ra. We
curry avery book sivertised in stock. A letter or post card will
tirngg it to yow.
THE BEOOK SUPFPLY COMPANY
Publishers and Booksellers
ESTABLISHED 1885 E. W. REYNOLDS, Presidest
231-233 W. Monroe Street CHICAGO

po s S a ﬁﬂgz’ﬁ

ﬂﬂIllillillIllIll|lIlIIIIIII'IlIllIl|-1I|lllIIIIIIII-1IIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIIII'IIIII'l'iI'IIIIIIIIHIIIIIIHIIII‘!'I:

Best For
Books Gifts

Pollyanna Grows Up

Frade Afarid

The Second Glad Book

Ty — L

* Pollyannn®s girlhood and maidenliond are just as cheery,
he |[|I'||| and actively -n||||m.|-‘|,|r as hee rhl.l marrated
in the Grst GLAD BOOE was glad. She is really irvesist-
ihbe""—Pkilag ?Zl'lpI: 1 Ledger, Ner§nas5: corefape poid, §r.go
Anne of the Island
A sega freme af Gireen Gabler ™ aud A af Aol
By [ 'd HﬂNTTrl'.I\!TR'\ *“ Anne Shirley comes hack
the =ame pld Anne, beaats I'u] brilliant, and cherming. In
many ways this new story & the xur'hn;:-r'r. hest ' —Boslon
Trowscripr. Nel §1.25; corrioge gaid, $1.90

The Spell of the Holy Land

Ey ARCHIE RELL., “In all the voluminous liternture on

the Hedy Land there is no olber quite Idu this brilliantly

wel fnithfully written book. " —San Frascso Chriaicle.,
Baved, net Bz, 80 corriage paid, §2.99

The Spell of Belgium

By Mrs, LARE ANDERSON, “Mrs. Anderson's book
will well repay the reading of it, and itscharming outer garb
andl excellent dllustrations keep up the r.tnndanf set by the
Eahhxhﬂ‘ for their beautiful SPELL SERIES."—Monthly

ok Resdew, Bozed, net §2.50; carrigge paid, §2.70

Published by The Page Company 53 Beaces 5t., Boston

LRIV

Sle-GopleyPrints

For Twenty Years a Hall-Mark of Good Taste in Piciares
Alse Two New Series of the Highest Distinetion

S he-Gopley-Golor Prints
Blhe-Gapley-Gtchings

*ALDODEATHRY OF THE SHEFHERDA.~Ey E. T. Couse

For gifis and for framir
fures nre unsurpaseed. 44 Fi a
Goandens.  “T could sot wash bewer, "' —Fdwin A, Abbey.

Ar art stores, or senl on approval o0 10 froc.oo

’“w |ud Eqmpl:n IHustrated Catabsgue (practicaliy a hand-
senb for 25 cests (50 1 this cost
nt purchase of the Prins
duced privately in the Copley
Pranle ; dagusrre MV Pk, ol faded ghotopEraphs, 11[5.1'\1]:.._
etc.  Particalars on request Uy rrg'.ir by

CURTIS & CAMERDN : Dffices, 121 Harcourd 51., BDSTON

SALESROOM: Fierce Building opposite Public Library

g your o i walls, thess pic-
Aigpusius Saing-

"ur old Family Foriraits

0 answernng advrrtistmmts p]-:as: mention SCRIBNER' S MAGAZINE
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The Best of Novels for the Best Holiday Gifls

By SIR GILBERT PARKER The Money Master

"The book is as kindly as it s arresting.  If any one desives romance pure and andefiled
aa o relief from the troubles of the times, it is here.  The Maney Master” is the work of a master
craftsman." —London Standard, " A story as varied and entrancing as life."—N, ¥, Sun.

Clotk, 81.35 nel; Leather, 8150 net

By REX BEACH Heart of the Sunset

“* Admirers of Mr. Beach will doubtlesa all agree that in *Heart of the Sunset’ he has grown
bigger and broader in theme, plot and aetion, . . . Ioeidentally o vein of pathos running through
the hook tomches a respongive chord, and as a piece of literary work Mr. Beach has added an-
other big povel to the list of his splendid endeavors,"—Buffalo Courier, 8135 et

By MARGARET DELAND Around Old Chester

%A pollection of short stories that will satisfy both reslist and PULTLATLCE lover. As stories
merely, they are wholly delightiul, and na models of shori-story eraftemanship, they honor their

oreator, . . . They are so pathetically, amusingly, convincingly true to life,"—Fhdodelphia Record,
£1.35 net
Ey WILLIAM DANA ORCUTT The Bachelors

“A very modern up-to-the minute novel of socicty aml aflairs with its secnes Inid in Bos-
ton, New York, and Bermuda, " eays The New Vork Tomes, **The Bachelors' are men twenty
years out of college, of widely varying interests and charscters, but warm friends,  The story
deals with their suddenly developed desire to marry, their efforts te win wives and the comphi-

cationa that ensue.™ £1.35 net
By MARIA THOMFPSON DAVIESS Over Paradise Ridge

A love story bright with youthful enthusia=m, the freshness of outdoor life, and the charm
of Southern girlhood.  The heroine is as feminine and charming as the reader haa a right to ex-
pect Miss Daviess's heroines to be. A rich young poet offers her the life she believes she most
cares for—and she has to choose between him and a practieal farmer. S0 et
By WILL N. HAREEN The Inner Law

¥ After the long surfeit of summer novels it is positively refreshing to pick up such a wvirils
book a3 this. There is no moralizing.  But the very reading of the book makes one think nobler
thoughts and plan nobler deeds; while he who would merely pass time away will be well pleased
with the action and outeome of the story.”—Adwquste Chronicle, £1.35 nel

By EDWIN LEFEVRE H. R.

Here is & book which will compel attention by its brillianey, sudsecity, and satire.  H. R.
—nominally o bank clerk, actually a penius—upsets the convention of the bank, expresses his
love at first sight for the president’s daughter, and goes Torth (o congquer New York. A real
Jove story and a vein of romanee run throughout. B1.25 net

By SINCLAIR LEWIS The Trail of the Hawk

#Puts a big chunk of modern America before you.  Books like this will go far to make ons
feel that novel-writing in America is beginning o mean something worth whale""—N. ¥, Tines.
8135 net

By COMPTON MACKENZIE Plashers Mead

An idyllic romance—rare in its beauty—set by the foremost of England’s younger novel-
ists—in a perfect frame. - “1 am prepared to wager that Mr, Mackenzie’s futore is bound up
with what 15 most considerable in English fiction,"—London Pasck, E1.35 net

By ZANE GREY The Rainbow Trail

“One feels that Mre, Grey knows his desert country and has studied Nature's wvarious :ku'd:
changeful moods, and that his deseriptions faithfully mirror the seenie besuty and majesty of
the wonderland that has such a strong appeal for artista and poets.""—San Franciseo Bulletin.

RI.35 net
81, r

Write for our Jllustrafed Holiday Catalogue: it will be sent free

HARPER & BROTHERS [Esraguisaep 1817] NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBMNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Magazine That Is Always Interesting

HARPER’S MAGAZINE
FOR 1916

Wiy is it that Harper's Magagine has to-day the largest
wumber af annual subscribers in ifs history, and why is
its subscription list constantly and steadily increasing 2

There is just one reason: Harper's is
amagazine which makes friends of its
readers by always interesting them. It
is nof edited on any theory as to what
ought to interest people: it is edited
with a2 knowledge based on years of
experience as to what does interest
its already wast audience and is cer-
tain to interest every new reader.

The "Boslen Tramscript credits Harper's Maga-
zine with having published during the past year
more stortes **of distinctive mert '’ than any other
magazine considered in its review of the subject.
The articles in Harper's avoid those subjects
which have already been discussed and ably pre-
sented in the daily press. They cover every lield
ol |l-='r|'|1:l:'.E||‘t mnlerest,

I Harper's Magazine is one of the maost beautiful and
best printed magazines in the world, for no lmig
is ever placed on its cost, amd, above all, it is 2
magazine with 2 personality and good manners—
the sort yoy are glad 1o welcome in your home.

No complete outline of the Magazine's plans can possi-
by be given now, but here are a few notable features,

A WONDERFUL UNPUBLISHED ROMANCE
BY MARK TWAIN

For some years the editors of Harper's Magazine have been attempting to arrange
for the serial publication of this remarkable story. At last this has been accom-
plished, and it may now be definitely announced that it will begin in the May number.,

GET}IG h‘i}rstﬂrious Stranger”—rﬂr that is the title of this HEW]}' dis-

covered romance—isunguestionably the
most important and characteristic work of the great humorist's later life—a story of
the supernatural, full of deep spiritual significance. [t will be elaborately illustrated.

_ln -ans'n'cring -aa;-.trtistmtnts please mention SCR_[éNl;LRE MAGAZIﬁE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER a

HARPER’S MAGAZINE for 1916 _|

MRS. HUMPHRY WARD'S REMINISCENCES

Mo El'lglish writer of ltl—d:'l_',.- has known so many of the famous men and women of her time as Mrs,
Ward,  In these delightiul reminiscences we have mtimate pictures of such great figures as Wordsworth,
Matthew Amold, Renan, and Taine—glimpses of the most interesting society of London and Paris, and
a fund of personal experience and anecdote which will make these arlicles the most notable seres of

the kind that has appeared in years.

WHY IS A BOSTONIANY?

This is not really the subject of an article, but it
gives the key-note of the delightful papers which
Mr. Harrison Rhodes has written.  Why are people
different in different cities, why is there such a thing
as a Bostonian as distinct from a New Yorker or a
Philadelphian ? Among the cities which Mr, Rhodes
will cover are New York, Boston, Philadelphia,
Chicago and Washington. His articles will be pro-
fusely illustrated.

THE MOST RECENT VIEW OF
LIFE AFTER DEATH

Sir CHiver Lodge is one of the few great men of
science whao has had the courage to venture into this
fascinatingly interesting field of investigation. His
account of his latest investigations and his conclu-
sions bazed upon them will be an important feature
of the new year,

UNPUBLISHED SWINBURNE MATERIAL

Edmund Gaosse, the distinguished English critic who is writing the authorized biography of Algernon Charles
Swfnhu:rnp_—l has discovered much new and |;||||_11,|I1Ii\.|'|r.n| I-r'lf-l'll‘l'l'lillil:)l'l' and material .h.I!lI_i!l:,.' written h:,.' the

great poet,

TRAVEL AND ADVENTURE

Mo other general magazine publishes as many and
such dg-ligﬁll’m articles on travel, discovery and ad-
venture, Charles W. Furlong has just started on a
rnew expedibion to a strange land, Albert Bigelow
Paine will write of motor adventures in Europe,
Richard Le Gallienne will give a picturesgue account
of his wanderings among the Bahama lslands, Ad-
miral Peary will tell of arctic animals and sport.
Many cormers of the world to which the average frav-
eler never penetrates will be opened up and described.

The most interesting and important portions of this material will appear in Harper's Maga zine,

THE PROGRESS OF
SCIENCE

Harper®s is the only non-technical magazine to which
the leaders in the world of science regularly contribute,
During 1016, it will publish articles of unusual and
scientific interest by such eminent men as Jacques
Loeb of the Rockefeller Institute, Prof. Albert Michel-
son, Sir R:l_l,' Lankester, Sir Oliver 1_1;u,|gn‘-_-, Prof, Rob-
ert A, Millikan and others of equal distinction in
many fields of stience

SEVEN SHORT STORIES EACH MONTH

Harper's Magazine publishes more short stories than any other illustrated magazine —there are at least seven

in every number.

portant feature.

Every famous dlory-writer of America and England contributes to its pages, and
Harper's 15 famous flor its many °' discoveries aof remarkable new writers,

H|||||-'-r i'\- .II“'EI\'\- 11 iIII-

ILLUSTRATIONS THAT ILLUSTRATE

Piclorally, Harper’s Magazine stands in a class by itself.

It iz mose fully illustrated than any other high-

class magazine, and the costly interpretations made by its own expert engravers of the drawings and paint-
ings of the greatest illustrators of the day, in both color and black and white, are unequalled in beauty and

richness,
every number,

35 cenls
a copy

Senud in your subseription now lf:rmugh Our dealer or
the Franklin Square Subscription Agency or direct to

Henry Walf, the famous engraver on wood who works only for Harper's, is represented in nearly

$4.00

i }'I‘?ill'

HARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin Square, NEW YORK CITY

In inswcnni; advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Best Books for The Best Gifts

By ANNA HOWARD SHAW (J'tl,5hacfHUShoan The Story of a Pioneer

“Jovous in the reading . . . . more enlertaining than nine out of ten I'IU"f'I"'.-]H_Of the present
oy "—Defroit Froe Prees. 0ne of the most charming amd fascinating astobiographics ever
sublighed, . . . A luxury of humer . . . the record of a beroic and dauntless soul,"—7The St. Louis
I."u.v!—f_u'amn i $2.00 net

By RUSSELL H. CONWELL Acres of Diamonds

A wonderful source of inspiration, the ides of which has shaped thousands of lives into sue-
cega and happiness. It tells, in buman terms, the story of suceess,  The book containg also an
arcount of Dr. Conwell's own carcer as soldicr, lawyer, preacher, lecturer, and head of 4 great
unmversily. E1EK net

By MARY AUSTIN The Man Jesus

“This book is much more than o fine and beautiful interpretation of Jesus from the mod-
ern standpoint of broader knowledge and saner views than civilization has hitherto attaned.
It is an electrifving vision of our own social awakening and progression, under the immedinte
leadership of the kindest Muan, the poblest Seer, and the greatest Reformer that the world has
EVeT knl;,!'ll.'rl."—H-'uﬁkr'.l:gn'u.l.' Sinr, £1.20 net

By HENRY S. CANBY College Sons and College Fathers

You have just sent vour gon to eollege, or vou will send him next year, What s it you ex-
pect him to get out of bis four years there to benefit him most and to fit him to best serve the
community?  Professor Canby, o professor at Yale University, has written s book you cannot
afford to miss, SL.20 nel

By SAMUEL McCOMB Faith: The Greatest Power in the World
This little book answers the questions go often asked; *What is faith? Has every man o
germ of faith?  Like the author's * Prayer: What It Is and What It Does,” this companion
volume 15 meant for every person who takes an intellipent interest in the great guestions of the
time, in the 1h-1.'|1~]r.5||m-11l. of his own powers and in the u yward PrOgress of bhumanity.
Cloth, &0 cends net; Loather, 8100 nct

By NORMAN DUNCAN Australian Byways
" The 'outskirts’ of Australian civilization are deseribwsd in 4 graphie vmﬁ by Norman Dunecan
in this handsome octavo volume. The story has not a dull line, and is & big picture of a little-

understood country.—Philadelphia Record, E1.75 met

By HARRISON RHODES In Vacation America

America bas now come perforce the continent for peaceful wvacations, Therefore Mr.
Rhodes's delightful picture u} the varied ibilities of our own country as a field for every
gort of pleasant recreation is sure to be ‘t]rn:l;;l:lg.l‘]l:bi weleome,  If you are wondering where to go this
winter or looking ahead for next summer, you will find suggestions of practical value here. £1.50 set

By WOODROW WILSON When a Man Comes to Himself
“Live by enthusinsm," urges the distinguished suthor; “don't be driven by necessity.  Amd
if you fail, make failure a steppog-stone.™ Cloth, 50 cents net; Leather, 8100 net
POEMS
e
By DANA BURNET Poems
Verse of an exquisite lyrie quality is this, Mr. Burnet's gift is that he can make “today™
sl here' a8 poetie as the romantic past, $1.20 net
By DON MARQUIS Dreams and Dust
" A book Lo go upon one’s friendliest shell,  Mr, Marguis is a serious artist with o sense of
humor; and his work reflects that happy combination.”"—N. V. Evening Sun. &80 net
By ARTHUR GUITERMAN The Laughing Muse

“With exceptional facility in rhyme go keen appreciation of the comic and shrewd peree
tion of idiceyoeracies of the dayv. He writes about authors, actors, smusements, baseball,
opera, shapmng, the purcly feminine and the merely maseuline, and alwava with a twinkle in
his eves."—Bwston Herald. £1.00 niel

Write for our Ilustraled Holidoy Cotalogue; it will be sent free

HARPER & BROTHERS [Esrasuisaep 18171 NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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New Century Novels Suggested far Christmas Gifts
(An iffustrared holiday catalogue of new and standard books sent on request.)

THE LOST PRINCE

By FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT
Author of * T. Tembarom," eic.

A modern romance, based on an ancient legend of dauni-
lesz little Serbin, which carries the hero through the length
and breadth of Europe. A story for all ages from ten to a
hundred,”” says The New York Times.  * The very essence of
vouth and romance.”  [llustrated by Maurics L. Bower,

Price £§1.35 net.

DEAR ENEMY

By JEAN WEBSTER
Author of * Daddy-Long-Legs,”" etc.

A Y tender love-story about 113 orphana and a dour
young Scoteh surgeon who had forgotten how Lo 2mile, and of
Sallie MeBride, of * Daddy-Long-Legs ™' fame, who has a tre-
mendous time teaching them how to laugh again,  Forty whim-
gical pen-and-ink sketches by the suthor.

Price §1.30 net.

'STRAIGHT DOWN THE
CROOKED LANE

By BERTHA RUNKLE
Author of ** The Helmet of Navarre '

A straightaway story of love, loyalty and mystery, set in
Newpaort society and army life in the Philippines. Told with
quick action and sparkling humor. Behind the whole story,
motivating it, is the enormous, mysterious, unlucky Plassey
dinmond.

Price £1.35 net.

PEGEEN

By ELEANOR HOYT BRAINERID
Author of “ The Misdemeanors of Nancy '

A restful, rural setting and trimimings of Irish humor and
famey., “*Wholly delectable is this little love-story, flooded
with humor and pathos, with L-L\[ul:-'mq':-u- and a fine altruiam
running a happy way to o happy ending."'—Hosten Transgeript,
Price §1.25 net.

ME

A BOOK OF REMEMBRANCE
Anonymous

As vivid as fiction, and vel sll true. At once a story of
love, adventure, and (Im'i:!l.r, and a1 astounding sell=revelation
of a fascinating personality. It is the autobiography of a
woman novelist of national reputation; swift, dramatie, start-
limg.
Price 81.30 net.

For Young Fi oi‘k&‘

THE BOARDED-UP

HOUSE

By AUGUST LLL
EE.AMHLN A HUIELL

A mystery story, of special
appenl to girls,  Twelve full-
page illustrations,

Price 81.25 net.

THE FUN
OF COOKING

By CAROLINE FRENCH
BENTOM

A conkbook written in the
form of a story. Many illus-
trations. Oileloth art cover.

Price §1.20 net.

PEG O° THE RING

By EMILIE BENSON KNIPE
and ALDEN ARTHUR KNIPE

The third and last story o
the charming Denewood ae-
ries.  Sixteen full-page lus-
trations,

Price §1.25 net.

TOMMY AND THE

WISHING-STONE

By THORNTON W.
BURGESS

How Tommy beromes a
fox, a toad, a wild goose, o
squirrel, ete. Forty-eight
full=page illustrations by
Harrison Cady.
Price §1.00 net.

THE STRANGE
STORY OF MR. DOG
AND MR. BEAR

By MABEL FULLER
BLODGETT

For Very Little Follk.
Large type, wide maigins,
Many pictures
Price £1.00 net.

Hiustrated cotalogue of chil-
deen's books sent on request,

AT ALL BOOKSTORES
PUBLISHED BY

h

THE CENTURY GO.,
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Do your children get ST. NICHOLAS?
A Christmas Present Twelve Months Long

ST. NICHOLAS

For 1916

"I‘I[E quality magazine for young folks. For over
forty years absolutely unique in its field. [t goes
into the best homes in America, and is welcomed each
manth by children in every civilized country on the globe,
Within a year S7. NicHoLas readers get five or six
stories of book-length, dozens of short stones, pictures
that are first lessons in art appreciation, and department features to stimulate and
satisfy every healthy reading want of any hl:-}' or girl from six to seventeen VEATrs of age.

Do you fully capitalize for their
own benefit the rich treasury of
play instinct in your children?

The St. Nicholas League is one of the great, guiei,
constant educative forces of this country—a force, more-
over, which 1s thought of by the childrén not as educa-
tion but as most delightiul entertainment, It 15 an
|-Tlr;:a|||_z:|'i|:n without dues of ANy kind, which has en-
rolled over 80,000 S5T. NICHOLAS readers from six to
seventeen years of ape r'-r intellectual advancement
thro original work and investigation turned into play
by :,..__“;-.alnn_ direction and stimulation of the maga-
ging. 5T, NICHOLAS prints every month contributions
of verse, storics, articles, photographs, drawings, etc.,
dong by the League members; and silver and gold
badges and cash prizes are awarded for contributions
achieving a certain standard of excellence. Send for kel g i
circular descriptive of the League's aims, achievements member in 8 competition an the
and methods, or, better, see ST. NICHOLAS itself. subject *Where T Live."
And then there is The Watch Tower, conducted by e, 5, E, Forman, the historian,
which reports and interprets every month the great current news events of the world in
a manner to interest and instruct boys and girls; as well as several other departments
in addition to the stories, articles, pictures, ¢tc.

_,-.'\-'u PRis comfon TvF vomivend,  Toar alosg Py S
THE CENTURY CCI” 353 Fuurl:h J’L'w:“ MNew York 1:1.1.,
GENTLEMEN: Enclosed find £3.00, for which send Sr. NicHoLas for

ome year, beginning with the S |- 1.1 -
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.3" THE CENTURY'! A Beautiful Christmmas Present Twelve Months
Long and a Graceful Compliment to the Good Taste of the Receiver.

g

CENTURY

For 1916

Romances — Fact and Fiction

iTo appear in instalments)

CHILDREN OF HOPE
The story of a $100,000 legacy
By STEFHEN WHITMAN, author of “ Predestined,” etc

A SOUTH AMERICAN ODYSSEY

Four Years Afoot Below the Isthmus

2N

i

i P im0 )]

N

AREYEE

A
H

YR

&

LS

A

o

.3, By HARRY A. FRANCEK, author of “A Vagabond Journey Around the World,” et .j'
% OUR NATION IN THE BUILDING N
ﬁ Vivifying American History from 1776 to 1861 =

Flj" HELEN NICOLAY. author of ** Personal Traits of .-\hl.'-l'n:ml l.incnln." €rC.
{And at least three other serials of book-length, to be announced later.)

)

Y

i

i

=
L1 » L]
% Short Stories i

e

By Frances Hopcson Bugnerr, THEODORE I)HEIHI-‘.R,IJ eay WepsTER, ALicE HEcax
Rice, Mary Heaton Vorse, Jasmes Orrennem, Inez Haywes Girismore, et

L

R EARE

u Sl

Articles and Essays

By G. K. Cuestenron, Hitare Bertoc, W. Morcan SHUSTER, SIMEON STRUNSKEY,
Briay Hooxer, E. Biorewman, H. Avpincton Bruce, Eric Fisuer Wooo,
HerBERT Apams (IERONE, etc.

N V2

o 2

Wil

Poetry

By Steenen PuiLiies, Avrrep Noves, Epitn Waarton, Rurs Cosrort "rIIH.Hl-LL,
Louvis Untermever, Care Youne Rice, Avy LoweLr, _f wwES (IPPENHEIM, €0

Pictorial Art Features

By Auvcuste Rooix, Maxrieee Parniss, Josern Pexnere, N. C. Wyetn, Tinotay
CoLg, Jouw Worcorr Apawms, Lester G. Horxey, W. T. Bexpa, etc.
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Use mote-paper if you like, but mest peaple find this
-:r.-u:|lr.-n :11r!rnel_t comvensent. ‘Lear akong the Eipe

Aren't you a CENTURY kind of person? Why bother fo buy every time #
Tat Cewtury Co., 353 Fourth Avenue, New York City.

Gentlemen: Please find enclosed 24, for which send Tre Centuny for cne year, beginning
withthe . mumber to
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Selected New Century Books for Christmas Gifts
{ An lustrated holidey coralogue of new and standard books sent on request.’)

ESCAPE g553,8™"

By A. C. BENSON

Author of " The Upton
Letters,” ete,

Impressions  and  medita-
tiona by the celebrated Eng-
lish essavist and poet, many
of them autobiographical.

Price $1.50 niet,

THE NOTE-BOOK
OF AN ATTACHE
By ERIC FISHER WOOID

Vivid survey of the first
reven months of the war.
S5th printing.  Illustrated.

Price $1.60 nct.

AMERICANISM
By ROLAND G. USHER

A forecast of the inevitable
conflict between the United
Etatea and Europe’s victor.

Price $2.00 nef.

A HISTORY
OF AMERICAN
LITERATURE
SINCE 1870

By FRED LEWIS PATTEE

Professor of English in the
Fennsylvania State College

Price $2.00 net.

ASHES AND
SPARKS
By RICHARD WIGHTMAN

Cheery poems in swinging
measures by the author of
“Boul-Bpur"” and " The
Things He Wrote to Her.”

Price 31.25 net.

MY CHILDHOOD

By MAXIM GORKY

The life-story of the famous Russian nowvelist from his
earliest memory to his seventeenth year.

Explains at once

the strange genius of a great artist and the basie charaeter of

i ;[_.';I':"ai‘ FAcE.
Price $§2.00 ner,

Tlustrated from photographs and drawings.

PARIS REBORN

By HERBERT ADAMS GIBBONS
Author of ¥ The New Map of Europe **

An extended diary, written day by day in Paris during
the first five months of the war, and reflecting freshly and
spontaneously all the events and fluctuations of those exciting
days, in the midst of which the spirit of Paris was born-again,
16 full-page illustrations in tint by Lester G. Hornby.

Price $2.00 ner.

PLEASURES AND PALACES |

By PRINCESS LAZAROVICH-HREBELIANOVICH

The romantie hista
London to win fame an

¢ of an Ameriean girl who went to
fortune, who was made much of by

royally and the nétable people of her time, snd married o

prines from a
Woleott Adams.

Price $3.00 net.

far-away land.

Richly illustrated by John

'EARLY AMERICAN CRAFTSMEN

By WALTER A. DYER

Author of * The Lure of the Antique,”’ etc.

Much has been written about the work of the early
Ameriean eraftsmen, but little attention has been paid to their

personal lives and characters,

Mr. Drver's book not only sur-

veys their work—in architecture, glassware, pottery, ete.—

hut aleo the men themselves,
Price $2.40 net.

More than 100 illustrations.

| HIGH LIGHTS OF THE

FRENCH REVOLUTION

By HILAIRE BELLOC

A brilliant series of essays in which the outstanding mo-
ments of the great upheaval are described by the ablest hving

writer on these themes,
stantial, rushing in interest,

Picturesque, vivid, minutely eircum-
Fifty full-page reproductions of

famous paintings and engravings of the period.

Price £3.00 not.
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AY BOOK/ i

FRANCE AT WAR

On the Frontier ol Civilization. ﬂ]r RUDYARD KIPLING
I

v master baml.  As vavidly as
1 be describees the Fro

Here s the French soldier in action—here the af

Mr. Eipling told of the English Tommies im 4

picu-piou fighting in the trenches in Arlois, Ar

pression in England for they bave brought |

ber ally, and ber fortitude in war, Tncl

Eiting Lo the vodume though written bwo yelrs .u.'--.'l_ I it he expresses in stirming
ol 50 rmfs

KIPLING’S INDIA

By ARLEY MUMNSON
d of * Soliliers Th

[HCH
arids (he new spirit of France

with Lhe

ol ! o™ farmen ¢ il i
ulmein Pagoda'—a |l &Fe descr
i all who have [l |:||- spell of Kipling

he T u |||-. are remarkahble

s haunts of Ortheris, Mulvaney amd Lear
kimma. the " Road te Mandalay '™ and the *«
and s sympathy that will ind & ready ¢
cially suitable as o gkt to o discrimins

THE GARDEN FAIRY TALES
al.uspooru . —— EVERY CHILD
A Wanuzl of the Perannial Gapde : G o T EHUULB KHOW

I|' I.EIEIITEI i, H'CILLI.H .

IVORY lHD THE
ELEPHANT

By GEORGE F, KUNE,
A,

Il]ll..llLTEn

How fo Make T

By MARIE O. WEBSTER
¢hatar n: !

ENNBUREH. Fiood " o8 THE TRALL OF STEVENSON"

IHTERIOR DECORATION

Its Principles and Practice
By FRANK ALVAH PARSONS
Fresident of the New York School of Fine and Applied Arts
The Upshe { *"The American Silk Joumal," says
Il surprised that your 5
[ has been given o vou L
kad that you have written l':uis.
en the prof

ore v prirticularly prati
leaves somet hing I\.
I ||nrk:| 3

ON IliETu;rﬂﬁﬁ!L o"F STEVENSON

Mr. Homillon's interest has bed him o fol
Caontinent, I K n,._.-, wers al L
Eroup as Sif Seilney o nd € Llowd 13' boarme, Alson Cunningham, lrew Lang, etc
chapter Mr. Hamulton I.Iml.'.w new light on B, L. 5. " sl ay at Saranapc—his v his |ri¢n-:.-||||-'.'. I
Trudeau.  The illustrations by Walter II ;I e el |,||,|_||_,_-.|_.| Iy the pla by K. L. 5.

Ao Bored. Net, §3.00

Bou BI.EDM PAGE & €0O.

In answering advertisements please mention 50 F.,IENE.R 5 MACAZI ‘\.L
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OLIDA

Stewart Edward White's Most Brilliant Novel

THE GRAY DAWN

_|.,. { tale of the Yigilante Days in California and the love story o [ u South
ern girl and man who go West t4 o seek their fortuncs.  One of the most colorful
|-i- tures in all American History. A hook that throhs with the pulse of o new
civilization « |'|1|rhi|| from the fabuls l|-|l|.'ril.r'|<lf the | It is a notable

reprodivction of a life full of genuine &, dazzlin ; hrlllllrll and =wift-
ness and ||||| k with the Joves and hat nd ambitions of o new |"-'“;'-'I'.
FTilustraled by Thomas Fogariy. Nel; $1.35

A New Romance of
International In-
trigue by C. N. and
A. M. Williamson

Secret
History

Revealed by
LADY PEGGY O'MALLEY

Farely bave the Williamsons apm
s this piece of “'secret history
i Bapical interest, with the colarful |.-J.1'|

'"*A look deep into
the folk heari
ol a nation."®

— Walter Prichard Fajon

Jerusalem

A NOVEL
By SELMA
LACERLOF

Wisner of the Wobal Price
for Lieraisire, D00

Harriet T. Comstock says:

“1 have just HAnished
reading—aor bave I been
living f=5¢lma Lagerii's
[rﬁ-g"\-{ﬂl‘lll_' It & a clear,
exquisite pictase of life, a
vital record of & gulel, par
row commuTry That s em-
phasizes and exaggerales
the small baprenings that
exislence actually becosmes
ilramatic and tense. I1is
like bouking through the hig
end al an opera glass and
concenirating oa that small Swedish
hamlet wntil it becomes fxed forever in
the mind.” N, $r.a5.

“Tt is ome of the best and most read-

e mic uthors kave writben in a
'I|n|. time. Lady Peggy hobds :|ll_}C|l by
Irish sparit theaugh every |I-||=.: She has
wit amd spirit anad |8 good fun from Gest
i last. =¥, ¥. Times.

Fromitapiece, Nat, $1.55

This Girl Proved That Family and Wealth Are Not Necessary to Make a Woman of Culture

She did it through sheer determination to achieve the highest ideals, TIs her
slary possible in real |.”L'."'--—_'|'uli:l herselfl answers this u]ur.-_-sljr_yn. The story of

her rize told by KATHLEEN NORRIS—

is o notable addition 1o conlemporary American fiction."
—Philadelphic Press.
- presents magnificent character drawing and a sympathetic understand-
ing.''—Bosten Glabe,

a i:-1|L'l.'i1|'\.'l:!.|.:l." the best thing Mra, Morris has vet done. An inlq‘Tr'*_—'IiT“; novel,
vell worth reading."—Newe Vork Times,

READ THIS NEW NOVEL BY KATHLEEN NORRIS

THE STORY OF JULIA PAGE

Net, 81.2:. Fr orits prece i colors by O, Allaw Gilbers, _jm'nl.' T housand,

%) DOUBLEDAY, PAGE ¥ €O. 2J

In answering advertisements please mention SFRIE'\]ER 5 M,-’l,ﬂﬁ ZINE
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LIDAY BOOK/

AN AMERICAN NOVEL -DAVID GRAYSON'S

HEMPFIELD

I'n which David Grayzon has an adventure in « ountry jou m. " This new
est ‘adventure’ will take its place among the group of novels that are re
American, through and through, From beginning to end this small-town
chronicle is 'Lntcrc.l.{lng. sweet and tender, and full of an invincible human |.|||i
mism. Anthy is one of the realesl and most lovable hervines of contemporary
American fction."—N. V. Tiwoees.

Titustrated by Thomas Fogarty, Ned, $1.35. Lealhker, net, $1.50

The
Dual
Alliance

By MARJORIE BENTON

The

Co-Citizens

The Dmrl:rrunal:]'ng Critic of
Life says

b ‘."-‘l-...: happered in a small
Sauthern city when a rich old
lady’s will suddenly pave the

financial whip hand to the

wamen of the community, It COOKE

15 a5 full of character portraits e
and wverbal spice as a proper lniroducmg

pudr]l is of plams and cinna.-
P'?IIMSMM Nel, $1.00.

The Riddle
of the Night

By THOMAS W.
HANSHEW
A man mysteriously muwr-
dered st might, the figpures
g rrz scrawled om his shist [front,
broken shoe-polish label beside him.
leek sobved it. Cam you?
fliwrirared. Nel, §r.23.

E POEM LE:’GTEHE:EE —AND ITS ANSWER STHATTO?IEEEHTEH

Give us the book that flowers and fames
With love and youth and noble tears,
Oh, take away these books that tell
The hideous so-called truth of things,
These little documents of hell—
Bring us the book that dreams and sings
And whispers, “all is well 1"

“BOB” CGARRATRY
to all who loved her sister,

“BAMBI”

zuthor of
“Haok!'" [
on the 1
“rovermor's Lady ' is a fun-laden fale
of breszy romange amd Bambian sgr-
prises. Distinctively decorntes
hstrations by Mary Greene Hivmen
schein, the artist for " BEambi
Nel, §1.00

B W

Thiz little verse is echoed in the hearts of thousands who believe in the :'Lig_:u_' st
and noblest things of life. Thousands have found its answer in

CENE STRATTON-PORTER'S NEW NOVEL

MICHAEL O°’HALLORAN

Illnstrated by Framees Rogers.  asoik thousend.  Clatl, ser, 81,335, Leather, net, $z2.00.

) DOUBLEDAY, PAGE ¢ €0. 22

In answering advertisements pl.eue meation SCRIBNER'S M-!I.CA.EIP\E F
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Country Life in America

A DE LUXE MAGAZINE FOR DE LUXE PEOPLE

A Magazine that deals with country living and right
living. Published in the country—"*COUNTRY
LIFE” is edited by men who live there, and its
contributors and editors give you absolutely
authoritative information and advice—They know.
If you are interested in Golf, Tennis or other out-
door sports you will find the best articles in

Country Life in America

If you are going.to build, remodel or redecorate;

if you want a new landscape effect, or want advice

in regard to Dogs, Poultry, Flowers, Garden and

Farm Equipment, Better Stock, Automobiles, or

in anything else that pertains to the country—that

makes the country a better place to live in,
then you should read

- Country Life in America

Ta-13

Doubleday, THE MAGAZINE OF SERVICE
Page & Co.
Gardon Clty An Introductory Offer: To acquaint new

New York
o et readers with this great magazine, we will

I enclose $1.00 send the next five issues—December to
for a five months® April inclusive —for one dollar. This
subscription to Cowun- includes the Christmas Annual and
try Life in dmerica. the March Gardening Manual.

Please use the coupon.

Doubleday, Page & Co., Garden City, N. Y.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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YEAR before the murder of the Arch-
Z duke Ferdinand, Austria asked Italy’s
acquiescence in an attack on Serbia,

This is one of the exceedingly interesting
facts developed by Mr. Morton Fullerton
in his article

Italy and the Great War

- In the current issue of

TREWORLDSWORK

Mr. Fullerton, formerly representative of
the London Times in Paris, was the first
man to give to the public, notice of the for-
mation of the Entente Cordiale between
England and France.

His article on ltaly will be followed by five
others from Paris, to appear in early issues.

TO NEW READERS Vorld’s

To introduce the World's Work to new
readers, we will send six issues, December

to May, for $1.00. In Canada, $1.30.
This coupon is for your convenience,

| enclose $i1.00
for next six issues
of the World's Work

SUERECU

Ml

¢ s b0, 410 AR S AR GO e T e TINRL  LRA

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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P T F-paper, iw gFray and erINEE, .;;lf".l"f.:l:u Brinker, o The Siiver Skates”

HANS BRINKER

OR THE SILVER SKATES
BY MARY MAPES DODGE

TFath title-page, lining-paper, and B full-page illusirations

in color by GEORGE WHARTON EDWARDS

From the New York Evening Post: * The boys and
girls who loved Hans Brinker when they first made his
acquaintance in the sixties are grandparents now.
For more than half a century Mary Mapes Dodge's
delightful story has been read and reread, until it %m:-:
won and will hold its place as a genuine American
classic. The charming pictures of old Holland, dedi-
cated by Miss Dodge * to the boys and girls of New
Amsterdam,” come to us afresh in a new dress, with
attractive illustrations in color by George Wharton
Edwards, in a more than ordinanly beautitul gift book,
needing no hint to the grandparents aforesaid as to
what they may do with it this Christmas, or as much
sooner than that as they like. From every point of view
the new volume deserves a place on the library shelves
and in the hearts of the children of the present day.”

S32.00 nel; portage rxtra

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

OTHER BOOKS
OF SIMILAR TYPE
illustrated in color

THE BOY EMIGRANTS
Ev Moan Brooks. Prervres sy
H. ). Dusx f2.00 mop
STEVENSON'S KIDNAPPED
Pictores ay WN. C "|"|'r,'1;

1,25 Wt
STEVENSON'S
TREASURE ISLAND

Picromes ov M. C. Wyem
fiz.z5 met
THE ARABIAN NIGHTS
Emter v hare Doverss Wie-
d1¥ a¥p Noax Ascmpacs - Ssori.

Pictunes sy Maxriein Pannss
83,38 metd

STEVENSON'S CHILD'S

GARDEN OF VERSES
Pictvres vy Jesste WiLioox
AMITH 335 nel

FIELD?S

POEMS OF CHILDHOOD

Prctwvres s Maxrcin Pannss

218wt
STOCETONS
THE QUEEN'S MUSEUM

Pietvnes oy Frrperick Brcaann=
AR pa.2s net

SCMIDMLES

MACALINE

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SCRIBNER'SE MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS

0 BY FRANK B. LINDERMAI\I

p War Eagle 15 a fine old Indian chief who tells the voung people, across his lodge-
. fire in the long evenings, storiea that are likely o have much of the wide popularity
p of Uncle Remus's tale of Brler Rabbit and Brler Fox. They are stories out of the
. wonderful Indian world of myths: of 0d-man, the queer minor god whom the great

Manitou trusted with the arrangement of the world; of “ Why the Kingfisher Always
p Wears a War-Bonnet™; of *“The Moon and the Great Snake"'; and of a great number of
. ather t'hin;l;x. No reader will wonder that hiz audience sat absorbed tll old 1L1|.'1.7=I'E.1j.'l.il'
'D gaicd: * [ hear the owls, and it iz time for all young men who will some day be great

warriors to poto bed. Hol"™  Tlluarated in codor by Caanves M. Russece. £2.00 net

THE LIFE OF IN CAMP
ROBERT LOUIS PEEEI{ ON BASS

STEVENSON
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS “}FEN DY I*S L AN D
By Jacouerixe M. Overroy Hlustrated by F. D. Beprorn By Paue G. Tomunson

" Any boy who comes inta pa 5 : e : “ Filled with out=of=door
siom of it ;ed-- hll' surprised if The El'-"r:-‘-"-"‘]“”""]}' told; adventure of a robust and

!‘n-d scovers one of his elders perias- one simply must follow it 1o stIFTinE sort,”

ing it on the aly. R 1 - - i) i i .
—New Yark Emwuizpg Pan theend. ' =New York Tribae. Brootlyn Eaple.
Filustraded., &1.00 e #1.50 nrl Filurireded, #1250 met

THE TOY SHOP BOOK
BY ADA VAN STONE HARRIS
AND MRS. C. T. WALDO

A book delightful both in picture and text, intended for children and
vritten in a J8 arit of full s-l.ln[ |I||'. with |.|'|||.||'\.|| ideas and amusements, hut
at the same time in such a w as to direct their
thoughts and actions into profi = rhannels, Tt oo
sists of easy readings, supplemented by selections from
Mather Goase, the verses of Robert Louts Steven
son, Charles Kingaley, and so.on, about various ac-
tivitics of their life.  fllustrated in color,  B1.25 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In an;wr:'irlg al:lvrrli:em.enls pl!tsu mention SCR'EN ER'S ."-“I."I.C.-"LZI}TE-
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SOME SCRIBNER HOLIDAY BOOKS

CONSTANTINOPLE

OLD AND NEW
BY H. G. DWIGHT

““The work has been a labor of love—Constantinople is the author's birthplace.  He knows

it as home, and the touch of affection appears on every page.

Life high and low, the hut and

the palace, the marts, the water-front, the retired nooks float %cnﬂ}r within our ken under the

author's guidance, and the story of the * glory of the East’ un
tively, but effecrively. Ome can almost say, after reading the book,

olds gently, informingly, seduc-
{,knmﬂ' Constantino-

!'.IIE. R Ft"l‘r' 1:!}01{5 DF [l'll‘_' L'il'id “'i.l.l FFU"H:‘ I'I"I_L'l‘l".‘:' EiE_tiEf_'r"iﬂg £ T.Ilﬁ m‘ln&_t]‘lat l-'l."ﬂL!Id inhalc
Eastern aroma or the eve that delights in knowing things as they are.”—ZLitierary Digert.
Prr.lfm:'.-'!y ilusirated, In .bu.'r, $5.00 net

CONTINUOUS BLOOM
IN AMERICA

WHEN, WHERE, WHAT TO PLANT
WITH OTHER GARDENING BUGGESTIONS

BY LOUISE SHELTON

“A charming, scholarly, lavishly illustra-
ted manual of * where, when, what to plant,
with other gardening suggestions.” It 1s
redolent of open-air

THE ROAD TO
GLORY
BY E. ALEXANDER POWELL

hSu:-mel of thet_most I_r:_:rrruntil: and heroic of
the explms of our history—generally ne

lected by the regular hismEEn h:caim 5{
their unofhcial character—are vividly re-
counted in these srirring pages. The up-
shot is that stirring battles and gallant
figures, known be-

fore at most h}r mame

rleeand stimulartion,
balanced by well-
tried knowledge.”
—Chicagn Herald,
Beautifully ilustrated
f2.00 net

only, become real 1o

THE ONE 1 KNE“V THE the reader in the
BEST OF ALL

BY FRANCES HODGEON BURNETT

Mew and chzaper edition with foreward by the aathor,
Hilnstrated by B B, Bracuw.  §r.25 met

intense, swift, and
spirited narrative.

Ilustrated,  $1.50 net

FRENCH MEMORIES
OF EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY AMERICA
BY CHARLES H. SHERRILL

This volume, based upon the memoirs, and other forms of recorded observation and commentary, of
those French men and women who visited thes country between 1775 and 18ooc—many of them to assist

in our war for liberty—forms an extremely vivid, lively, and instructive presentation of this most inter-
esting period of our history.  The awthor, who was recently United States Minister to A rgentina, procured
a large part of his material through the courtesy of the French Government, which allowed him to search
the archives of several |,|!_'p.;|r1r||-:'|'|I,-:-—I"'|;:ur{'i,|_:r| Affairs, Manne, E-':.'_r_un:iu:g, ete.—and 1o this he has added

selected bits from more than bfty memoirs.

.”rl..'.'ll I.IIJI.!.-."Ffll.'l'.lli.l _f:-'.ll:.' I.‘-r.ll'r'.':-.llg_-'

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

i and rr.-ym.;-:-wg:. fz.00 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements pleass mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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HEART OF EUROPE

BY RALPH ADAMS CRAM

Nothing could give =a
eloquent a description of
what the war means as
this book, inspired by the
profound sense of loss felt
by its anthor—an archi=
tect of international rep-
utation. Liége, Louvain,
Malines, Laon, Soissons,
Rheims, Namur, which

ORIENTAL

RUGS

EY
JOHN KIMBERLY
MUMFORD
New York Sun:

“ The handsome fuar-
1o volume, with its re-

|..'|'.'l_' I.h.'l.ll ) i.'1:-:ll's,; .'1I.I“I[-

ens, Bruges, Ghent, Ant=
werp, and Brussels, which
have been endangered—
all these are described I‘l_'-'
one saturated with knowl-
l.'l.l;.‘:l: of their art and
beauty
Fn'l.'_l.ll:.i!-}' II.'Illlll'nlrrJ !’I'.l'dr
52.50 net

THE STORY
OF OUR
BIBLE

HOAY IT GREW TO BE WHAT
IT 15

BY HAROLD B.
HUNTING

The most fascinat-

ing description of the

markable pictures,

Rheima Catbed ral, fram

Hrart of Ewrope circumstances of rhe

bringﬁ the knowledge
of the history, the significance, the modes
of weaving, the sources, and the author’s
experience with Oriental rugs within the
reach of all who admire them.”

writing of the Bible,
giving countless details of the greatest in-
terest, such as the implements of writing,
manner of dictation, etc.  This should be a
leading gift book of the season., 4 ilfussra-

feons an cofor, 24 in Black-and-wlie,

Wah illustrations in color. Srgo mel

THE FOUNTAINS OF PAPAL ROME
BY MRS. CHARLES MAcVEAGH

One of the most characterisoic features of the Erernal Ciry 15 the quantity of magnificent
fountains served by the exceptionally abundanc water-supply. OF papal Rome, particularly,
these monuments may almost be said to summarize the story. Mrs. MacVeagh has treated
them in this sense as well as descnbing them with artistic sympathy.  Each one is adjacent to
some monument of public or privare character, next some palace, or situated in some piazza,
and each is the nucleus of a wealth of historical associations as well as an object of seulptural
and architectural interest.

Sco00 rel

f.l'."u_.'rrrg.'n." .'-.l_'.' Rl_;uuu'll Ruzicka. J‘::._;:} el

o
_iuwn:._

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S S50ONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

HIS LIFE, WORKS, AND INFLUENCE
BY GEORGE McLEAN HARPER

Prodessor of the English Language and Laterature at Princeton University

An extensive critical biography based, to a large extent, on fresh material and

viewing the life of the poet in a new perspective.

It throws light especially on his

connection with the French Revolution and in general upon the political elements of

his thought.

Periods of his career about which hitherto scarcely any information

has been available are here shown to have been flled with intense Hﬂ'ti\'it}'-

Tlustrated,

2 oo,

Bro.  Bb.50 net

LETTERS FROM AMERICA
BY RUPERT BROOEE

Wil an Ingreddection by Henry Jamos and & portrait in phoiogravens

A collection of letters wrtten to an Englizh
newspaper by Rupert Brooke, the young English
poet, who met his death at the front just as the
power and beauty of his work was becoming
everywhere recognized. B1.23 nel

IVORY APES AND
PEACOCKS

BY JAMES HUNEKER
f'."l.':rud'r."p.l'l.'-u Preces “Mre. Huneker 15 at his
very best in f Ivory Apes and Peacocks.” The
book is invaluable to everybody who wishes 1o
be intelhgently informed of late tendencies and
developments in music, art, literature, and the

B ‘
ELARE. BLs0 net

COLOURS OF WAR
BY ROBERT CROZIER LONG

A remarkable contribution to the literature of
the great conflict which will evolve for most
readers 4 new and strongly sympathetic picture
of the Russian soldier and of Russian condi-
tions. FL.50 net

THE LIFE OF ROBERT

LOUIS STEVENSON
BY GRAHAM BALFOUR
JM\.IE%. L. Forn, in the New York Herald : “His
theme iz one of perennial interest to the lover of
books and his “Life® is a complete and well-
rounded account that leaves very little unsaid.
. It well deserves a place in the library of any
real lower of literature,” THlustrated, 8200 net

THROUGH COLLEGE ON
NOTHING A YEAR

LiTeraLLy REcORDED FROM A STuDENT's STory BY CHRISTIAN GAUSS

New York Sun: “Much has been said and written about college life, but never anything
quite hike this; 1t 15 what we suppose the hero of the narrative would call ¢ inside dope,” reality
mnstead of theory, a tale of courageous perseverance.”

Bostan Herald: * The frankest and most illuminative explanation we have seen of means

of support for the poor student.”

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

In answering advertisements p'ltasé ;I'-I;;'I-I‘.-inn S;:E'».EEI;ERSMAGAEIEE

B1.00 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS

MEN OF THE OLD STONE AGE

THEIR ENVIRONMENT, LIFE, AND ART

BY HENRY FAIRFIELD OSBORN

Research Professor of Zoaolopy, Columbia University

Tl'l!: gI'E:aT Course ll_'!r EPCCLI.I.E.I.'I.':ITI.. I‘.'K.]JlUlil:'iUﬂ. iJHd I':Et'i.lﬂ.'h in ft‘“ﬁld to the prchismr}' fI'F
man, which opened with the publication of Darwin's © Descent of Man " over a half-century
ago, reaches its present culmination in the latest work of Professor thr].' Farrheld Osborn,
*Men of the Old Stone Ape.” Here we find no specularive or theoretic meandering bue a
great period of history plainly set forch, the frse presentation thatis both authoritative and abso-
lutely complete of what we actually know at the present time in regard to human prehistory.

Profurety ilwstrated. $5.00 net

THE
HOLY EARTH

BY L. H. BAILEY

“The book is as uplifting as its title.
Mr. Bailey is a naturalist whose ideal-
ism, penetrating to the heart of things,
blends with large practical knowledge
how to make the most of them both for

WHAT I BELIEVE
AND WHY
BY WILLIAM HAYES WARD

“It 1z doubtful whether the liter-
ature of apologetics contains any better
work than this. 1 wish that a hun-
dred thousand copies might be sold.

It would greatly help to make Chris-
tianity intelligible and rational and
credible.”"—Wasningron GLADDEN, In
The Independent.

5 S50 nst

physical and for ethical ends, social and
individual, . . . It 15 a book for the
people, an educational classic.”

The Outlook.

$1.00 net

THE FIGHTING CHEY ENNES
BY GEORGE BIRD GRINNELL

lt wull[d h& |'L'il'1:| ({u] ﬁnd a hou]c S0 fll“ nf_ :u'1:|-r_1|:11 .'u] venture, arul str;Jt:if_':l_'rn,,ﬂf ﬁf
heroism and self-sacrifice, as this first full history of a grear and rypical tribe by one

of the first living authorities on the Amernican Indian.

The relations, struggles, and

wirs of the Cheyennes have involved, at one time or another, not only most of the other
Western Indians but the whites as well in many of their most famous campaigns—

those of Miles, Crook, Custer, etc.
classic in its literature,

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

It will be surprising if it does not become a

With mapr.  $3.50 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering nd\:rrtis:;'nmh please cbon SCR]HNER'S_M AGAZINE
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Three Scribner Novels

Felix O’Day, by F. HOPKINSON SMITH

The New York Times says:
“ A simple plot that never relaxes its interest, characters so
fully alive that they seem like personal friends, and an opti-
mistic spirit of good-will that lingers like a sweet strain of
music. It will rank with the best from this author’s pen.”

The Freelands, by JOHN GALSWORTHY
The Dial says:

“The author has never made better use of his extraordi-

nary gift of feeling, of his keen rapier of social satire, and

of his beautiful style.”

The High Priestess, by ROBERT GRANT

The Boston Transeript says:

“1t is keen, shrewd, and it handles debatable themes with
a pentleness that shows Judge Grant to be a humorist and
a philosopher as well as a novelist.”

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements p'..-:asat mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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What the Critics Are Saying
About SCRIBNER Fiction

GOUVERNEUR MORRILS

When My
Ship Comes In

flusirated, B1.35 net

The Philadelphia Prers: " The story is told with verve and
dash, and its glimpses of the life of the foothights are delight-
ful. . . . A summer romance with the added flavor of a
Christmas story."

JENNETTE LEE

Aun_t Jane

B1.25 net

The Chicago Herald: * Jennette Lee's “Aunt Jane® is a good
soul, and the way the book lives up to its title is enchanting.”

The New York World: “Mrs. Lee’s book is remarkable for
the delicacy and sympathy revealed in its pages.”

GORDON ARTHUR SMITH

: The
Crown of Life

F1.35 pat

The New York World: " *The Crown of Life” 15 the story of
the higher education in love and life of Miss Ruth Holworthy.
I: :iE a Smf}" Dr pitasant and Eurnu.lz.ti\'n: il'l.“:'l'l:'.‘it. o N tllri:
recommend it quite strongly to all who hold novels among
tl'lings to be read.”

RICHARD HARDING DAVIS

“Somewhere
in France”

Frontizpicce tn color. $1.00 et

The Philadelphia Public Ledger: **Mr. Davis is a prince among
story=teflers. His plots are stirring; his style crsp and terse.
There are no artficialicies, no unusual words—he is telling you
simply, humorously, entertainingly of some episode, much as
he would at a dinntr-tub]u—t‘nju_}'ing himzelf in the tcl“ng."

FRANCIS LYNDE

The Real Man

Hinstrated, B1.35 net

The New York Timer: “'The Real Man' is an interesting
story, ingemous, swift-moving, and with plenty of excitng
moments. . . . In short, it is an entertaining novel. Those
who have read any of Mr. Lynde's other books do not need 1o
be told of his gift for story-telling.™

RALPH D. PAINE

The
Twisted Skein

fllustrated. 1.5 net

I:Irlkf SPFII?Egrﬁ:Pl.rﬂ?’ .pr!li':l!lfﬂl'! Ey b :VII. Pili.ﬂi.‘ :il'ljf.'f[:i I“.‘II'II}'- Amus=
ing happenings, conversations, and hoaxes into history, which
altogether 1s a diverting tale.”

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBMNER'S MAGAZINE

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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A SELECTED LIST OF IMPORTED BOOKS

SUITABLE FOR CHRISTMAS

PRESENTS

The Russian Campaign

April to August, 1915

By Srawiey Wasaeves, Correspondent of the Loador Times

I'hiz s an entirely new volame s
appeared recenily and poceivied favars i
new volame o I dlown to the fall «

the recent compaigns.

gilementing Mr, Wa
| -rywhere as one of the best presentations of t

[ Warsa and will be invalualle to those wishing infarmation about

shburn's presious wark,

i A4
w and includes later evenis

Field Notes from the Russian Front

By Stamiey Wasaepvey, Special War Correspondent

Ilustrated with numerons phalographs.  12me.

His accounts of the war on the exstern [rontser are at «

Irttde has been known and still less bas appeared in print

A History of
Events in Egypt

From 1798 to 1914
By Artavr E. P. WelcaLL
Slusfrated.  Spo. 2300
Mr. Weignll has made for hime-

seif a high repuatation as o writer

on things Egyptian, and his de
lightial books are fustly admired

The work 5 Bllustrated by pos-

traita of the men who have made

the new Egypt.

Egypt of the
Egyptians

By W. LatngxcE BULLS

Witk o full-pege illisirae-

Hong.  p2mo. S1.50 met

Presemta intercsting and useful
information alout Egypt in mod-
erate compass, and traces its for-
tumnes from the most andient times
down 2o Lhe present.

Poets and
Puritans

By T. B. Grover; Author

i The Conflict of Religions
arly Koman Em-
IJiIL“ B, B2.25 wel
s deal with some
sh writers—men ns for

spart in outlook aped tempera
mrenk 24 Bonyan and Boswel|.

In Russian Turkestan

A Garden of Asia and Its People
By Aswrerre M. B. Meakmy, FRG.S.
Wk ofs ful! e ilnafrdtions. 1amg. $1.2%
An account of two visits made 1o this liitle-known

country, for purpnaes of personal shzervation, baran

experenced traveller w[m describes with vivacity
1|Ir strange manners and customs of this picturesgue
region.  She speaks out of 2 full keowledge of Lhese

Ezstern peopde, which makes the ook of partscular

vitlee at this time when everyihing connected with

Fussin and its inhakitanis i= of special importance.

Russia and the Great
War

By GREGOE ALUXINSKY

Author of * Madern Bussia™

This baok describes Russiang naolicysince the
Japanese War, deaks with the an strugele amd
the present war, and sketches the probable [uture
relations of Eussia and the olher nations of Europe

The History of Twelve
Days

Julv 24 to Auguse 4, 1914
By J. W. Heappam, Author of
Bismarck.” #aw. S1.00 net
An adeount of Llie fdpatialbons e edlingg the onit-

hireak u| the war, based on rI.., afficial pibbicetion:

which Imcary ez Al the Etate papers ssoed by
thie various governments, including the Servien Blue

Book and the Austrinn Red Baok. and FIVED O COm-

int, im marrative form, of the preliminany

£1.00 nel

H Lafe of

Tilusiraded,  $3.00 ned

Field Notes {rom the Russian Front,” which

whr from the Russian side. This

[ the fandon Times with the Russian Armies,

Sr.50 uel

wnee vavid ail fmgartial, and cover an aspect of the fighting about which

The Flower of
Peace

By Katmanine Tunan
§r1.50 mal

A collection of devotional poet-
1y by an Irish writer whose verse
am] prose have won the admifa-
tion of thawands both o thos
country and in Great Britain,
Among these poemas ame “The
Christmas Babe,” * Christmas
Eve im Ireland™ " God's Bimd ™
“The New Moon at Cheistmas ™
YAlichael ithe Archanged™ eic.
The book = uwnosually atirsct-
ive In its binding, printing, and
Ehg

Portugal of
the Portuguese

By Aveeey . F. BELL

With 3o full-page plate ilinss

frafions opd mof, §IM0.
S1.50 nat

An aocurate estimate of the Par-
tuguese character and a thorough
peesentment of the leading jeatares
of Partuguese social, political, and
religihous life, by a writer ol lomge resi-
dence in the country and intimate
acquaintance with its institutions
and people;

England’s Guarantee to Belgium and Luxemburg

With the Full Texrt of the Trearies
By C. P. Sawcer and H. T. J. Nortom. S,

Gives i concise form al! the information which 15 ne
‘The text of the varsouwe

ward Belgih anel Livvembuarg
|h_-,- were made iz dncluded

Life and Letrers in the Italian Renaissance

By CaristorHEr Hare, author of

Doy Byo, clodh, pilf, illnrieoted

A volume |"||'J.|:rl..g'u ithihe e, the hum:

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS /¢

Alen and Women of the Ttalian Reformation,

150

Lesd by the ceader ta farm an opinion os to the trealy obligations of England
4 Lreatics = given in fzll and a specinl stody of the dircumstances under which

el

$3.00

1 the diplomnatist, and the gifted letterswriters of this remarkable period.

FIFTH AVENUE,

NEW YORK

In answering advertisements piuam m:ntmn S{'RIENER "5 MACAZINE
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A SELECTED LIST OF IMPORTED BOOKS
SUITABLE FOR CHRISTMAS PRESENTS

The Batsford Library of Decorative Art

I. DECOBATION IN ENGLAND, ¥ros 166a—170a

Containing 300 pages with over

togetber with g in colors

II. FURNITURE IN ENGLAND, rroum 1660-1762

Containing 3o0 papes with over oo Mlostmmiing:

together with 5 in colors

ITI. TAPESTRY WEAVING IN ENGLAND. By W.

FEREOSL 'I'“b': EARLIEST TiMES
4 in codare.
Sailor and
Beachcomber

By A, Sarpos-MippLEToN

With 24 illwsirafions. B,
§3.00
The confessbon: of an ndventur-
oms and roving Life at sen, in Aus
tralia, and amad the islands of Lhe
Pacific. It includes many inter-
esting conversations and exper-
ences with Robert Louss Steven-
som, meves before recorded, and
slsa some new imformation about
Father Dinmien and his wark.

The Conquest of
Mzt Cook and
Other Climbs

Aw AccouwT oF Four Sea-
508" MOUNTAINEERING 0N
THE SOUTHERN ALPS ©OF
NEW FEALAND

By Frepa Divt Fare

Witk 50 ilustrafions. Luorge
Era. §a.50 mef

It abounds in picturésquees inci-
dents of camp & hivousc, as well
ns in :hnrmm;. descriptions of the
glorious soemic effects, many of
which are beautifully illustrated in
the book by photopraphs by the
nuthor.

150 illustrations

of which 131 are full-pase, printe:

G, oMz,

T4 THE END OF THE (5TH CRERTURY
Containing 1Ho pages with 57 illustrathons, of which & are ull-gage, printed in

For the sed, Se0.00 aed

By Framors LENyGO:

By Fraxcis Lexveox

wl which 3o are Tullipage, printed i sepla tinl frem special p

pia tint from special photograph

Fables

By Ronert Lovis STEVENSON
Tlusteated seith 20 full-page lusirations, oo
initiods, and 20 twil-gicces by E. K. HER
MANN. 53.00 mef
“1 am very much sirck with Afr. Hermann's
drawings to ihe Stevenson * Fabdes. Th.t} seem Lo
me o show pem: nL;.hIr power, hoth of imrention
and hapd. " —5myEy Cocves

The Stevenson
Originals

By Eva BLANTYRE Snapsox
¢ dif cofoF i HiR
§r.50 net
A volume of fresh Stevensoniana, of unrecorded
adventures and personal remdniscences, which will

prove inestimably prechous to afl lovers of the man
and his work.,

The Hills of Home

By L. Macieax Warr, With Pentland
Essays by EopeErT Lovis STEVENSON. 12
Jull-page iNwsirafions in color, Seo
B2.00 el
Contzains Ehe amoai essays of Stevenson l|l.':||!u.r.
with the I"t:nl:]nnll l.uunln. |||l.| |li|11 o JIII
Scotch Gardener,” “The Banse, 't.
and “The Peatland Rising. " also an i r-!emtlnr: fe-
coninl of Lo coanteyr of the Pentlapd Hillz and Ste-
venaodi e Uie and comnection with them.

W ath numterons illastrdlion

210,00 el

nosepig Ul from specinl photographs,

Eib.os uef

botagrophs,

Sra.oo

Form and
Colour

By Lizve Marca PriLiiees

Author of “The Works of

Man,” & $2.25 mel

An originnl trentment of the
whole field of art, by an acoom-
mished writer and crtic, in which
art i considered a3 a language of
which the two main duﬂ 18 are
form and color, Tt deals with the
art of Lhe East, the art of the Clas-
aical Epch, and d the art of Chris-
tian Eumopse

Parish Church

AN ACCOUNT OF THE (CHIEF
Types oF Builpines Pro-
prcED 1% Exoaxn DURING
THE NNE CENTURIES
By the Rev. J. CHARLES
Cox, LL.D,, F.5.A.
With oper 300 .fé’lr:érd.l’wr..'-
including o ‘P'“:l?
fared seFies of grow _p\'u'u.r
Larpe crown Bao, nloik, gl
§3.00 wel

The English
Cou n@side

By Ersest C. PULBROOE
Wigh w26 ilfustrations from
|‘-.|'||1.‘|1:.r|rp.|'.r. £5.00 iial

Memorials and Monuments Ow o N

Two Hiwowen Svejects CHosEN FROM SEvey CENTURIES

By Lawresce Wraver, author of *Small Countey Howses,” etc.

Wilk more fhan 250 ilfuslralions,

B5.00 nef

Bernadotte: The First Phase. 1763-1799

By Duspar Pruxker Bartox, a Judee of the High Court of Justice in Treland. Tilustrated
A hingraphy of sustained interest and a valuable addition to the literature of the French Bevolation and Napokeon

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

L3 75 mef

In anawering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THE EUROPEAN SITUATION
FIGHTING FRANCE

FROM DUNKERQUE TO BELFORT
BY EDITH WHARTON

A book on the author's experiences and impressions of France in the war, includ-
ing her own visits to different parts of the French bartle line. Commenting upon the
vividness and dramatic intensity of some of these, an editorial writer in the New York
Timer says: * What that hard-won knowledge of human misery, cruelty, tenderness,
and courage known as war will effect in the work of such a consummate artist as Mrs.
Wharton is the secret of the literature of the future.” Whatever this may be, the
registration of these impressions and experiences is of extraordinary interest and will
give one of the most remarkable volumes of this unprecedented year. $1.00 el

THE
RECONCILIATION
OF GOVERNMENT
WITH LIBERTY

BY JOHN W. BURGESS

Formerly Professor of Politics] Seience and Constitatonal
Law at Columbia Usiversity

SOCIALIZED
GERMANY

BY FREDERIC C. HOWE

“ A timely, most interesting, most valu-
able book. . .. Interesting because it treats
of 1ts subject in a readable way with great

clarity of thought and admirable restraine
in expression ; it is valuable because it is a
guide to the future, the future that begins
whenwar ceases and forwhich we should pre-
pare now; it is timely because it delineates
the German penil to the United Srates.”

In view of the present European situation, this
new book by Professor Burgess, in which he traces
the effort of the ages to steer the true path be-
tween despotism on the one hand and anarchy on
the other, will prove a most essential and timely
aid 10 an adequate understanding of the causes
and an intelligent cutlock on the prospects of the

.E-I.:-'_D ael Ercat war, 53_50 met

“VIVE LA FRANCE!”

BY E. ALEXANDER POWELL

This intensely interesting record of Mr. Powell's second visit to the frone is the
result of the very unusual opportunities accorded him as a correspondent.  The book
describes, among other things, the bombardment of Dunkirk, the destruction of
Soissons, the fghting on the Aisne, the invasion of Alsace, the battle of Neuve
Chapelle, the second battle of Ypres, the poison gas, ete.

Tllustrated.

f1.00 nel

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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Frontenac Edition

FRANCIS PARKMAN

just added to

Scribner’s Library of Modern Authors

“ Mr, Parkman’s painstaking research has earned him a permanent place in the front rank of Ameri-
can writerz of history, while the brilliancy of the seyle in which hia thought is clothed imparts a charm to
his narrative unsurpassed by that of Prescott or Motley."—The Nation.

* Parkman is the most American of all our historians because he deals with purely American history,
ijl,l‘, 14 1|'IL" same !il'l'l{' !I.L' i_!i i h-lﬁll'_]riﬂ'ﬁ rl'_lr ;I!I l'lanki_ﬂd .Cln':a :III |i|'|'.'.". one (\r :hi! E’r!}]lesl ||'l.'l|. ever ii.'l"ﬂd.“

—Ds. Joux Fiske,

“1f people only knew how far superior in real interest as well as in intellectual influence Parkman's

narratives are to the sensational novel they would lay the sensational novel aside.”
—Proressor GoLoswis Suarra.

Beacon Edition F. HOPKINSON SMITH

Now Complete and Definitive

/

The publication of two new volumes, “ Felix 0'Day " and “ With Dickens
and Thackeray in London,” gives subscribers an opportunity to complete %

their sets by the addition of these two volumes. Parknan
e
If you are a subseriber and have pot received your copies, please notify ws by postecard A Thackeray
e et : A Stevenron
These editions are sold only by rubreription.  They cannot be boupht n{:‘ﬁ;:
in the bookstores, and all requests for information should be sent direct Meredith
4 o ATTIC
fo the publishers. v Carlyie
Todstes
Upon receipt of this coupon, the publishers will send particulars of special T""i’:“"i‘;‘f Ki“.i::.:
terms now E-|-|||g made L Ficld i!:'h:]
o Ranaewvel l"l;n
THACKERAY—Kensings: GILBERT PARKER—In & Edition : Mirchell Srackion
STEVENSOMN-—Thistle POE~—Sred men-Woodberry T : Hopkineen Smith
JAMES—New York Editson KIPLING —Outward Bound Edition ) )
DICKENS—Complete Ediri FIELD—5sbine Edition S CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
MEREDITH—Memarial Edition RILEY —Homestead Edition Please send special offer on
BARRIE—Thistle Edition ROOSEVELT—F e Edstion suthors checked above,
CARLYLE—Edinburgh Editiog MITCHELL —Edg wl Edition
TOLSTOI-=International Editsan PAGE—Plantation Edition T
TURGENIEFF—Internaticnal Edition  STOCKTON —Shenandosl S — —_
IBSEN—YVYiking Editicn Edition i i
Address E

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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BEAUTIFUL GARDENS

IN AMERICA

AND THE EFFECT OF CLIMATE IN VARIOUS SECTIONS
BY LOUISE SHELTON

PHOTOGRAPHS AND
DESCRIPTIONG OF
GARDENS IN
BIAINE
NEW HAMPEHIRE
VERMOMNT
BIARSACHUSETTE
RHODE ISLANEE
CONHECTICUT
HEW YORK
MEW JEESEY
FPEHNHAYLVANIA
BIAR AND
VIRGINIA
BRUTH CAROLINA
ALASKA

A Chapter on Climalte

Suthor of

8 Full-Page Color Reproductions
170 Superd Photographs

I'his sumpioous volume contains beau-
tiful pictures of a great variety of those
gardens in thiz country which m
3 ||."|'||'|.':".'|I|:||i'l (= "li ':-|||' I!l.':'\-il""ilil il'_'$ :l'r F.I:’-
dening under our diverse climatic eondi-
tions, accompanied by bref but truly illu-
As the author 2aVE, Yihe

within this book show
L 1|.|.”:| |."i|_l.|!'||'= I"EJ.I'.'I!I':J .I\'!.' OWHIETE Earnest I:I
laboring to express their sense of the beau-
1]

b taken

minative text

views contained

|i|".|| -II'. |.|I'.:5|l.' ||Il\.':al ’ll.l'll.lill_:r :r:l,:j:'_l_"b_ll

o, B5o0 et

Continuous Bloom in America ™

PHOTOGRAPHS AND
DESCRIPTIONS OF
GARDENS IN

GEORGIA

FLORIDA

TENNESSEE

MISSOLUE]

ILLIROIS.

INDIANA

THED

MICHIGAN

WISCOMSIN

NEW MEXICO

CALIFORNLIA

DORECZON

WASHINGTON

VANCOUVER [SLAND

A Ch | on E;arg'_r

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention ECR!BNER'S_F.-]I{}._-\;E]NE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER Ak

Theldeal HomeMusicLibrary
Is a Glorious Christmas Gift

How would YOU lLke to possess on your piano or music cabinet—responsive
to every mood and whim—a convenient ten-volume library of plano and vocal
music, containing every conceivable kind of music such as classic, modern,

standard, operatic, sacred and dance composi-

tions, arranged in such a way that the average

player can easily master them? If you desire

your home piano to be the chief factor in each

evening's enjoyment, if you are dissatisfied with
el the costliness and the inevitable shabbiness of
sheet music, “THE IDEAL HOME MUSIC
LIBRARY ™ WILL SATISFY YOU as it has
succeeded in pleasing every music lover among
] the thousands who are its proud possessors at
the present time.

L.} A Brief Description of the “Library”

Reduced Facsimile
Actual atze: 15 inches high, 10 inches wide,

2 “The Ideal Home Music Library™ is a perfect compilation of
piano and of vocal music for the home. It comprises ten (10} vol-
umnes measuring 9% 12 inches, each about 35 of an inch thick {the
plates being regular sheet music size), encased in a substantial birch-
10 inches deep rll:-lla.hn:g;an_'.r huu;lk-qsq I{sq-.-. IEl_I.u:.trn.t:?Inn} whill:h may li:-: pjllla.l:rd. |:||:'| ::[hrj
g g thie pland of the musie cabimel. b containg nearly [hisfeen fundreé

ooy mre rewola abivet ioskc pie pErl.nI:: and vocal numbers, [rpq'fsrnﬁng the work af .';bl’!'l...t four hundred
composers, accompanied by a convendent little volume known as the " Practical Guide,” which leads you throwgh its

pages just as a Baedeker conducts vou through Europe,

rendering intelligent use of every volume immediately Titles of the 10 Volumes

possible.  The volumes are substantially bound in taste- Volume I, Classic and Romantic Piano Works
ful green eloth, they open flat on the pianorack at any i | B M'I'ﬂﬂ?;! P"'“P"‘. Compositions

page. the music notes are large and clear, the paper 2 Hrll. E’I.Iig'ﬂ:lil-:‘.aglr;n::{;’?::cs and Piano Duets
s the very best quality ever used for music printing. *  %. Piano Sclections from the Operas
The entire set was compiled by and manufactured under v Y1 Selected Dance Music for Piano

the supervision of an E:I:p-H’iEl.‘II'.El:I pu':u:l'.ica] musician, and i 1?|=i: Emr:ffu::.:t:ﬁ:%;;;:i Music

there 13 not a single detail in which it wall fail to meet *IX. Sentimental Son

the expectations of the music lover. * X, Favorite Home Songs

How To Obtain Complete Information Free of Charge
Within the limits of this page, adequate descriptian of this /— ~— == —— ===

tremendous work is ohviously utterly impossible. Bearing this Information
fact in mind, we have prepared a dainty booklet entitled / Coupon
“The Ideal Home Music Library—How It Came To Be /° THE SCRIBNER
and What It Is,” which we are desirous of placing in s e
the hands of every home musie lover. Its contents New York City
include a readable and interesting description of tJ'u:/ Floie snnd. i Tris o
entire work; the complete contents list of each _charge, and without obliga-
volume; actual music excerpts to try upon the / b e SR
piano; and, most important of all, full partic- MUSIC CLUB Price Saving Plan,

TATHE IDEALT T
HOME MUSIC LIERARY

[
ﬁm.d

ulars of THE SCRIBNER MUSIC CLUB
plan of securing the work for a limited i N S
time at a special price saving.

Mevely fill out this coupon and maitis [/ Asama.....

In answering advertisements please m.cr-:ti.an SCR[ETJER'S .!‘v'[ACAIJNE E
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Buying Books for Christmas

THE HAPPIEST GIFT is the one that gives the
most pleasure to the giver. There is no joy in the
gift that is fought for in the weary, last-minute

Christmas shop crowd.
L

THE SCRIBNER BOOKSTORE adjusts itself to
the rush. The service is intelligent, experienced,
efficient, and courteous. There is still the literary
atmosphere, the chance to * browse.”

L

THERE ARE RARE BOOKS in the Scribner
Bookstore whose value grows with the years; old
manuscripts, old letters, autograph copies, and first

editions. -

THERE ARE FRENCH BOOKS in the Scribner
Bookstore (““ici on parle francais ”), French plays,
French novels, and very important French books on

the war. o

ILLUSTRATED BOOKS, books for boys and girls,
juvenile classics in unique and beautiful bindings,
sporting books—the books of all publishers—and an ex-
pert in each department to help you if you need help.

Ir You Cannor Come, WRITE, WIRE, OR TELEPHONE,

Fifth Avenue at 48th St. Murray Hill 7880

In answering advertisements please me ntian S«ERIB—NER'S E-[AG.AZINE
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Which Interests You Most P

And these are but a few
of the articles that ap-
peared in a single 1ssue
af Scientific American.

The Largest Hydraulic Motor

4 Ellu I5E bl tel Be anem gt the Pap

tinuous Rod Casting
e
Machine,” 15 a complete
description of a machine
that will save hundreds
grieity. Mot ooty bas it ses ke dlecrld  of thousands of dollars
3 tslng aud ke up all sorts of work,
dims to drytog nalr, bat i bes seed  fOr the manufacturers

mbskton - enulue, largely becisss a g x
develsp lote & Hghr, but powerfo W hﬂ use 1t

nede phenomezal succrsses of the 2o
pt the anishlle and: Aine Another—* The Achilles’

Heel of Germany, " tellsof
one grave danger which
Germany runsin the pres-
ent stupendous conflict.

Ay Charles E. Duryeas

il was but ssturnl thet cur to-
mnk enplealisps” shoodd confse them:
pn Chese mew ines @nd iguare the older

Read these titles of a few of the more important articles which have
appeared in Scientific American during a single recent month only :

Effect of the War on American Industries.  Multiplex- Cylinder Motors.

A Thinking Machine. How the War Has Modified the Aeroplane.
Erecting the Largest Steel Arch Bridge in A Million Chicks to the Acre.

Existence. Influence of the War on the Automobile
America’s Greatest .Eng'fnurfrlg' P‘rqjgi;.r. Frdust .
Strategic Moves of the War. Chain Sereen Doors for Oven and Furnace
How Excitement Relieves Fatigue. Openings.
Inventions, New and Interesting. Measuring the Hardness and Elasticity of
Mechanical Equipment of the Grand Central Rubber.

Post Office.? Educating Invalid Soldiers.
Where Wings are Made for Fighting Men. A Small Aero-Electric Plant.
Emergency Exit from Bailer Rooms. The War and Immigration.
The Austrian Submarines. To Make Coal Tar Dyes in America.

Far the non-technical man who would read, in simple language, of practical science and
invention; for the technical man who would hear the last word in scientific achievemeng; ]
for the business man who would learn what science can do for him; for all those who "
seek to keep in broad touch with the world's material progress; and hnally, for the

larger public which 1s attracted by the fascinating interest which underlies all {#@‘F
scientific and mechanical achievement, Scientific American is, above all, B oeis

The Weekly Journal of Practical Informaiion. L MUNN & €O, Toc.

i Waskesrth
A year's subscriprion to Scientific American—s2 numbers—costs 83.00. & » Ml 1.

You will ind ica valuable investment. : 7 Eotioad ylases o $x.cx.
ff for one year (2 [spoes)
e
MUNN & CO.,, Inc. o Name
Publishers ij T
233 Broadway New York Cityf'f N AL

One—entitled *A Con- I'

In answering advertisernents please mention SCRIBMER'S MAGAZINE
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T'S THE BEST you can do for Christmas — for

your family, a relative, an employee, or a neighbor
and all his family. It's the Most and Best you can
do for a home—at two dollars.

Ina n=---wrin1; advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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IVE IT TO WHOM YOU WILL, The Youth's Companion fits
every age and all the family enjoy it. Next year's fAfty-two
splendid issues will prove a family fortune. It brings fwice

as much reading in a year and comes four fimes as offen as the
monthly magazines. Ewery line is worthy of the ideal home,

INE GREAT SERIALS IN 1916, beginning with Homer
Greene's stirring eleven-chapter adventure, “The Flag." These
serials would cost more than $10 in book form. 250 bright,

short stories in addition. The Companion is fighting the battle for high-
purposed reading, the sort that fascinates yet builds while it entertains.

[+ ] Everything in it interests the boy.
The Bowys' Page, the live Adventure

_— =T —————n
}%%B 0 (S “l Serials and Short Stories, Sports,
gi——-/————n Games, Things to Make, and every

phase of outdoor and indoor life,

Special Stories, all her own. The

N
- Glrls Page, Suggestions for making
GINS “ pin money,” Receipts, and every-
thing from Conduct to Crochet and

ns-:———_—.—""—_-._-.—_u

Candy Making,

Strong Editorial Page, wvaluable

a = = : |
comment on important questions of
f'a mem the day, Nature and Sciens:e_, Original
e - |

Humor, and the rare Stories catch
him alzo.

T Read all, from Family Page to

Moﬁef“s Doctor’s Corner. Home Helps,

Companion Receipts, the Stories,

the Children’s Page to read to
little ones, and all are hers,

If you subscribe now, cutting out and sending this coupon with $200, you will get

1. All remaining issues for 1915 FREE. P All for
2. The Companion Home Calendar.
3. The fifty-two issues for 1916. $2 .00
4. Beautiful Christmas Folder announcing your gift. a
Sample Copies Seat Upon Request,
THE YOUTH'S COMPANION, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS

In ana\.v;;ing advertisements pl.:u.a-:.mmtiun SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Hello! Wake up!

Don't be a social back number! Don't settle
down comfortably in the coze. e world is
maoving, moving on all eight evlinders—some
folks are even moving on twelve—and you
might just as well move along with them. IF
¥ou are bcl;gm'ing an aold Eog\e-].-_ﬁr an old maid,
or an old bachelor, or anold bore, read YVanity
Fair, and prestal yaou will be nimble- wlﬂrd and

Vanity Fair will chaperon you in a box at
the cpera, show wyou the most talked of
paintings and sculptures; take you behind the
scenes at the then!:eu; tell you what to talk
about at dinners and dances; present you to
all the metropolitan celebrities; give you a
dash of golf and hoekey and tennis and foot-
bn];; :ccelcl‘atz !!‘:c pulsz bf Yaoul hram. i

shart. transform you from a social half portion

||c minded again; the joy of the picnic, the
f into a regular Class A human being.

of the party, the hit of the turkey-troatoir.

2 Try a Little Dollar Diplomacy!
: You think nothing—in your poor deluded way—of pay-

‘ . ing $2 for a theatre ticket, or $1.20 for a new novel. But
S 1 you can secure for $!| (half the cost of a single theatre
"3',;.%, 11;.. ticket and less than the cost of a single nuvel} an entire
% ‘.’*“S% 7. " winter of Vanity Fair, and with it more entertain-
E’b,'_*f‘,:_l’é‘“h{ L ment than you could derive from dozens of plays
3 % "3% .%'5«‘3 ‘?r ™, oOra shelf full of modern novels.
£ o
%‘__ -ﬁl,. “;;‘ﬂ IP“' =
X "ﬁv%%% %, Special Offer
L) ke
3 "%Q*:;ﬂ“;‘;} T N Six Months for One Dollar
Q‘-— Dﬂ* ? . a
% “".{E“q_ "‘q-é"»ﬁ_ b \‘ Vanity Fair costs 25 cents a number or $3 a year.
- AT 45;‘_ Tear off and send in the Coupon at the left
a’%;’;”% 3'“‘ and you can have a six months' "trial”
p -"ﬂ.%fé A Q*‘- subscription for One Dollar.
4 %t CONDE. NAST, Publisher

N o, RN FRANK CROWNINSHIELD, Editor
S
; G, 98
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WHY THE PRIVATE SCHOOL ?

ments of society at home and the interruptions of home life divert

the mind and deprive her of the time needed for study and for rest.

It is not sufficient that the mind be stored with learning—judg-
ment, practical philosophy, taste, bearing, and manners must all be
taken into account, as well as the stimulating association with bright,
intelligent pgirls coming from widely different sections of our own
country and frequently from all over the world.

The regular simnple life, the systematic routine of daily work, play,
and exercise—all these are vital factors in boarding-school life. Then
there is also the inestimable advantage of daily personal contact with
educated, cultured gentlewomen,

The rigid requirements of the law governing public schools are
neither necessary nor desirable in the private school, The public school
necessarily deals with classes and considers the progress and advance-
ment of the whole rather than that of the individual.

The Choice of a School

It is the aim of the School and College Service of ScRIBNER'S
MacaziNg to aid in the 2election of schools. You are invited to write
or call upon this department for information and sugpestions.

Your inquiry will receive individual and careful attention and our
reply will be based upon the data contained in vour inguiry, which
should be as full and detailed as possible to assure the most practical
Service.

Parents will find it advantageous to give ample time i which to
study and determine the proper school. Address:

IT is well for a girl to attend a private school—because the excite-

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

In answering advertisements pleass mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE A%e



Private Schools
New York City and Vicinity

MISS BANGS AND MISS WHITON
—1890-1915
The Dty Commiry Schoal for Girls in New YVork Oy
S“mall enough to be a real Bome, large enough to be a ¥ Real
tchool.”  Full enjovment of the cultural influences al New York
City with outdeor advantages of the country. Pupils enter col-
lege upon its own certificate, Twenty-fith year. Eoarding and
Dray School
verdale Avenuoe near 25and Streel, West, New Yok Cily

THE SEMPLE ScHOOL FOR GIRLS
A city school with wuuu}' nd\.xntag\es {opposite Central TPark).
Besrding and Day Pupils. cql_mwr:tou Social recres-
tian, Oatdoor cRercise. Rldlnp enny, edc., in Cemtral Park

Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, Prncijel, z
241 Central Park Wist, New Yark City.

MRAS. HELENM M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS

Resident and ﬂay pupils.  Air amd light. Recreation lawn. Full
sdvantages of city, regular or special courses. .I’u'l... Music, Pracii-
cal courses, Home care and social Lfe. Dancing, Riding, and
Swimming. ag: Fifth Avenue, New York Cily.

THE GARDNER SCHOOL
(58th year.) An exclsive schesl for Tk- combining all the ad-
vantages of city with delightful home life lnr amd Special
Courses,  Muose, Art, Elscution Dnn:ln; uch owtdoor life.
Riding, Skating, Swimming, etc. Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland,
Princcipals, éo7 sth Avenue, New York City.

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL
Tridweate Teacking by Schalarly Men

il d bool for boys in the open country at River-
#akbq::uiﬁ;;nd:';p::r New York City. Fourteen acres, Hardy
country life, sound college poeparation, cxpert physical rining,

Special ljr|'ﬂﬂl'l1.!!lt rvur tﬁm
Riverdale-on-Husdson, H:w Yark City.
Telephone, 123 Kingshridge.

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL FOR BoYs
= A school that is 'ber.l.u' than the catalogue.'” ﬂ elevation,
commanding a .mam.l.'l: view of the Hudson, 30 mult! {rom MNew
York. Complete equpment. Al Co p.:emwn-
Character relercnces required,  Cal ! afl pedgquest

{ming-cm-] H'udsc-n. Now York.

THE KNoX SCHOOL
Formerly at Driarchf Manor. Country School for Girls. g0 min-
utes from New Yark City
Mrs. Ru:nd[ Houghton, Princpal,
Box 3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York,

THI COMSTOGK SEHﬂ-ﬂL FOR GIRLS

One ol the cldest. best keown New Yotk Finishing Schools. _u.rll
year. Elective advanced courss in Muske, Langu 3&
of Art, Englich, Classical Dancing. ete.  Omly Hmit n.u:nbd' ol

beardimg pupdls. Terms §reoe.  No cxtrae
Lydia Dwight Day. Primcipal, 52 East 7and 5t., New York.
'b— _

New York State

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

v Cornwall -EEIE:I?DT““' M. Y.
CAVALRY {Special Rates to good Musicians)
For catalogue write fo the Registrar

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States

MODERATE EXPENSES
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS

CASCADILLA SCHoOL FOR Bovs
A Fitting School for Cornell.  Able faculty of specialists.  Exten
sive up=to-date mtu.l.'pnunt. Athletic feld. HEecreation bu.EIu'l.lu.g
and boat house, Gymnasium; rowing shells. Terms $675 to §775.
Send for Ca
w D nLh-ou.ﬂr. AH ]"l'-I:II:I-J.'ﬂ] Tithaca, New York.

QSIINING SGHGGL FOR GFRI.!

Suburban to New York. Preparatory, Vocatiosal, Music, Art and
Home Making {!wrm Gardealn a.nd Horticulture. 45th year.
Separate bouse for “rnuna:er girls, 0B Pequest. Elm
C. Fuller, Pooci ba T. Numnnre. Associate Priocipal,
Crsining-on-Hudson, ew York,

H " SUBURBAN SCHOOL FOR
Miss C. E. Mason's 3}i3nea%, Sevoot ron
Tamytowm-on Hudson, M. ¥,

Ouly 4ominuies fram 2. Y. City
Schwoaol for ghals 1310 25; Low
for 7otz AN d
anck wneidlonal, S
in Art, Music, Ligriure
'L:rlll’ll.‘l: admils eo |I.I.I].l.
Tissrrated catalog

MISS5 C. E. !\.IA.‘HI.‘{,'I {7}
Lock Box jofr

IAVING SCHOOL FOR BoYs
=5 milns foum Mew Viork, bw the beautiful, bistors: ' Dreing
pear. 24 yeard under present Hesd Masee, New si %
regares. for all colleges and sechnloal !-‘h'ﬂll. sy | BieF i G,
1|I.I|I||:I'.|L Ficld, Swimmimg Pool. Gyooakium. T KL Fansan, A5, 1ead
Master, Box gos. TEmylowronHudson, New Vork,

THE MISSES TEWKSEURY'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS.
INGLESIDE
{Formerly New Milford, Conn. )
Ecarsdal=, "u"rl.l.tl:hs.tcr County, New Yark

430 ) In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

EasTMAN SCHOOL OF BUSINESS

For ngaaly sixty vears the leader,  Thore tralaing in every business k.
ACtUk] JAREIEeS b brqieot Auibes: | Aecairting, Baaking Cid birviee,
Hocrwisnal and Teachers' courses. Hoth sexes. Ha.i pralned more 1hal-
ity Theusdul of Amercs's socoessful men,  (pon all the yoar, Eaer
sny weekday, Catalog an m,:-:il

- Calmes, Box 6oy, Poughkeapsie, ¥, ¥,

ODAKSMELIRE
Mrs. Merdll's School for Girls.
Orsenta Poiotl, Mamaroneck -om-the-Soumd, New York.

RYE SEMINARY

A girls' school, ome bour from New Vork. Diploma for colleg

preparatory and gemersl course, Certificate privilege ta Tu’m:
Smith, Wellesley and Mount Holyoke. Unusual advantages i
fiasic. Domestic science, Physical training, riding and outdoor
sports,  Birs. Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, Rye, New York.

Mnl.rN'r PLEASANT ACADEMY

i. Trepares for college. scientific schunl or bnondnes.  Ritien:
: - Ty 1-'=I»¢=l o !-I:u;_:u.-.l "F-'“'I"I. .F::Ilw'ﬁ. P :.ll::lu.:.!.n'r HaLL s far
e ER CAMP iu thic sbvires, wnder Mr, Fnsie's

sl charge.  Send for catalogup g

Charles Feodoick Hrusie, Fox sof, Ussining-on-Hudson, ¥. Y,

MOHEGAN LARE SCHOOL |

'I!m:ﬂ-:ll preparation for College, Techmical Schon] of Business, sith
in privile Average numbsr of pupils 1 a class, eight, Modern
l[n-ull'lll'ul lucation en Mohegan Lake, P:h
L "\-IIlIdEr competent Direcior.  Bookler A, E. Linder, AN Chas,
H. Sinith, A M., Priucipals;, Box ér, Mohapas Lake, l|'|.'=|.|,,:h-.||r I:_'uunt:,'.
Maw Yok,

Culbure &l




Private Schools
New York Smre (Continued )

Emma WILLARD SCHOOL FOR GIALS | THE MANLIUS SCHOOLS
2d 5 ‘.llih hll. dest above the ol P = i I Eruikil- kTl o " ] * K and jemss
i HI:lr it il e i sﬁm -5 L] !'r;uL.nq:I}.:ﬁu ndrr‘;;‘r\-f ’;“l | ;I:\IIJHQLI‘TI:I:’I:J 1 -1l|ﬂ-M Sl [OHNS BUHOEL-C -c.e\:arlxllllnil:lll::.l. =
Courkes. l.':nlﬂn:a.ne priviieges. Mush: Am, Eloowtlon, Domesalc Ecience. L. B Gaow'l ps iteld. VEEBHCE
Cymnasiom with swimemdn H.u-l urnlll'!l;ll-r-:-n Rl M AL —Saparaie a. Address
Bliss Eliza Kellas, PhoB., Princgal, Troy, Mew York s, New York.
Massachusetts
WORCESTER AGADEMY FOR Bovs LASELL BEMINARY o
ALl adwuntages of a lorge school. Master feachers. Comprehensive Advanced work for high schood gradustes. Music, art, hoase-
fq-'-“'l:'“"""" et '“‘II:?"' 33 acres, " blogamn,” o noble momstion ball hipdd seiences.  Basketball. temnis, horseback riding and canosing.
Kew ond petlectly Eppoisted gymsisiom gl Tw torelve budhds
u'.u'.l. '-!lmt vean, tlﬂlll:l:lle. renty ﬂl:ru welve buildings.
D W, Abescroeslie, LLTh, Principal, -« M. Winslow, Fh.D)., Principal
7 Providence Street, Worcester, Massachiusciss. 110 “'W]lln.d b’..uw.l Aul.-llm-da.l: Ha.!sa:l:u.wlu

POWDER POINT SCHOOL FOR BOYS
Extensive grounds; modern buildings. Wew Concrete residence, TENACRE

MNew gymnasinm,  Athletic felds.  Cinder track. College or A country school for young girls, Preparatory to Dens Hall,
Inzsiness aratioo. Up amd  lower schools, A Fourteen miles from Boston,
Ralph K. Bearce, A M., Headmaster, 45 King Cesar Road, Dux- Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Welleslow, Mass,
bary, Mass, R e sk
THE MaRy A, BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS ! 1R
l-.t:Jth‘hl;d by Bliss Burnham = sy, Sfuaied opposie Saieh College MES 'Elﬂ'l." - SGHG.PL FoR G ‘ﬂ i
us.  College peepammiory cowrse with certificaie sdmisting 10 Smith, For many years konown as * The Busnham School
'ﬂ.el ealgy and Vassar, Specal coures with diploma, Dumesbe Science, aoth vear upﬂnsbebl!lnbﬂ'.l i,
e M, Hpc:ﬂl-nldﬂl.'l'lh:lu.ik Ceaofdoer tensds and basker ball, Correspondence should be addresaed T
g o bampton, Mass.
L mebtﬁ::%.m?. Im;fusuﬁs. Hurlimnpion, Massachusets, Miss B. T, Capen, Principal, Nort

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
MiISS MCCLINTOCK S-SCHOOL FOR GIALS The pew college for women. (00 mile from Bssten. ) gyear course
Bliss M Law H Clintock, Ie_ad_lnlln A H. degree. Faculty of men aod women, &Ibu F-yEar

Frincipal f
Bar 5, 4 Ax Street, hmtﬂl}, Mg, ﬂeln:ﬂnﬂmm or high school gradoates, 17 dings. 1oo

Rev, Samuel V. Lvul: In. II:.FOELL.D.. President, Norton, Mass.

ABBOT ACADEMY

R MY FOR YOUNG WOMERN
A School for Giirls, Founded 3828, 33 miles from Hoston. BRACFORD ACADE ¥

Generl ith Household Science. P ; I:I.‘]l.h. year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Priscipal,
Sgtenl e i Howelold Scicacy | Collgs Prepantion. | {0 s A. Kaott, A ., radiond, Hasmachinets,
HOUSE IN THE PINES THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL FOR GIALS

A pchood for gids, Intermediate and scademic courses. Lan-
Eiages—native hers  BE Houschold & e i Founded in 1886, Resident and day pupil. Schoolbouse and

ik Residence, modern, separate buildings.  Acdemic. L‘o pre-
E:- o "'l;lh lh‘mi E‘“’? hj, t’"}-'.'“":hl p.rl;‘ = 'hhll:E ratory. Art. Gardening. Swimming. Athletics, Coat,
pRinEss. - rincipal, Nortea ﬁ'tad_ Mistress, y-40 Coocord Ave., Cambridge, M%’?.
sachuseits. {42 minutes from Hoston.)

MISS CHAMBERALAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS
Gemeral, special and college prepasatory courses.  Domestic sci- MISS HALL'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS

ence. Music. L afei—native teacbers. Simplicity—sincerity A = e .
pess,  Horseback riding, skating, ouldoor aod indoor | Miss Mira H. Hall, Principal, Pittsfield, Mass

recreation.  The Fenway, o8, Boston, Mass,

MIS5S GUILD AND MISS EVANS' SCHOOL Sea PINES SCHOOL

34th year. Sunny, airy school moms. Gymessium, cutdoor

For Girls, [hstinctly devsicd to developdug pemsonadity,  Exceptiunal hunie

I.-enu.l:. Dmnﬂ!: Science, Lafguagcs——native teachers. Music, Tife. {c,“_.g climare }uwmmg For ...‘..r :||I.|r|'\- wc\?m.n:i ““he Eroves )

reparalory and general courses.  Advanced courses wime Bt of seashore, Dossnsstics, Musie, Domestic Ars dresd Ky,

I-:nr I:igh. m‘i Theunas Bickiond, Mic: Faih Dickiond, Priscipaly.  F: 0. Boa G, Beewsicr,
ag Fairfeld E: cor. Commonwealth Ave., Boston, Cape Cod, Wlassachaseing,

THE MACDUFFIE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

aliy coltivated, Chrls taag hi Tiose bs study,  Tesautd
allege and  gpeneral wos. Ak, music,

uasdum, tennis, fding. swimmisg: o

n MacDullie (Hare,), Sl jobm bla-

peingfiekd, Mass,

There's & Type of School |
or one ndividial schood thal will besl I e i Mwwg ?’I?r
or pirl.  Study the achonl,  Obfain their EEMFI':]HH r s
il the xhdr persnnally oF o all possible.
came geur

Sgiml'.m.d‘ College Service, SCRIBNER™S MAGAFINE.

Pennsyvlvania

MERCERSEURG ACADEMY | THE MISSES SHIFLEY'S EGH:H:IL
PR A ' Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College, Special educational and
3.'.rﬁ':r‘;_-hr;;..ﬂ.".ﬁ".lfi"r‘:’.ﬂ'l'ﬂ'.""é#'f::-ﬁ:w'ii'ﬂ L ataid i the Con socinl oppertunities of situstion oppesite Eryn Mawr College
berland Valley, Gine of the most pic teresee spots of America, New gymn- Colbege Preparatory and Academic Courses,  Sapervieed athletics,

waslum, Fquipmest medern,  Wiike fa calaloLMrlrm Tow and, For creular, address
Willism Bann Tevine, LL.Ik, Hear ter, Meremburg, Pa The E\vl‘lﬁrll,it'-' nm Ts ]3“11 Mawr, mlﬁ:r]'\l'lnll
1 MIS5 MARSHALL' 3 E‘GHQGL
THE BALDWIN SCHOOL A peneral and eollege-preparatory school for pirls, comblning the
A Country School for Girls. chasm of beautiful soburben sarroundings with the oducstional
Elizabeth Forrest Johnson, A_B., Head of the Schoal. silvantages of Philadelphia, 20 minutes away Cutdoos athletics,
Bryn Mawr, Peonsylvania. aH, musie, elesution, domestic science.

Mis E. 5. Marahsll, Oak Ln.ru I‘Inhubelp}ua htntrsyh'au-m
In msm:rmg advertisements please mention SCRIBMER' s MAGAZINE a1
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PE.FH?SJ’IT.J&IHJH {ﬂ'ﬂmmnm"]

DGONTZE SCHOOL
Founded is sfga. A countey school For voang ladies; Near Phila-
delphin and New Yark.  Jay Coolee esiste, f5 nores.

Miss Abby A, Sutherland, Prindpal, Moatgomery Ca., Fenna.

SEPRINGEIDE
Boarding and Day Schoal for Girds. M, Chapman srd Diss
Jones, Principals, Chestout Hill, Philadelphia, Fa,

MJE!- SAYWARD' s scﬂnm FOR mnl.s
Colleps preparatory and special courses,

5 b ol Philadelpk
c'itrlrt:lr'-:'.;h|-|-"|;4»JLJ|'-'I::J:::1IL va, Mugic, Domestic Science.  Physical
traiming, ouldoor sports, horschack riding, swimming, Grounds

ling enlarged.  Develops character, mind and
_I_]an“_ H;ywn‘rd Prmup,ﬂ Ohverbrook, PLII.‘I'.IF_'l’]'I"i.ﬂ]E..

The Slume-ssﬂ.ﬂ' Schools
of to-day began lo adverfise In SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
vears agoe for puplls for fo-day,  To-day these schools are
adverlising for lo-morro,

Washington, D. C.

MNATIONAL PARK SEMINARY
For ihe higher education of young women, Exiension cosmes of b years'
enllegiain work albuwe hiph shool. Thorooaphly opuipped deparmeit
||llu|l= Ecotrinics, Flordodhuns, and Crans, Music. Faistng, Dramahc
Are, wystematic -u:llll:f o the M Capital.  [Hustrated Book on rogucst
tu Ragistrar, Bon sus, Forest Glen, M. Washisgros (Suburbs}, D, C

MoUNT VERNCON SEMINARY
Beariding Scheal for Girle. College Preparatory aml Advanced
Courses. Flaygeound of twelve and one-half acres, Mrs. Elizabeth
J. Somers, Pnn-:lga] Eeneritas, Mrs, Adelia G. Hensley, Principal,
Washington, D.

New Jersey

PELDDIC INSTITUTE

An esdowed schiool Tor by, oﬂeﬂuwnwh preparatlon for all -Dulle;u.
Sereap feostny, ;-- hops,  Businass, 0-20T0 CAMpIUL.
marlmesin g e fickl. Lower Schoul for boys i bo 14 rcl.q..
mm:mwfﬂ ;mh year, Catalog on request,  Address

tlarad, A.M., Box 02-C, Hightstown, New Jomay,

DWIGHT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
College L d ial courses.  Dlomestic Arts and Sci-
EnoE, me“%agl:{m: leading collepes.  Limited pumber
of pupils. bp.muu:-m'mmh Subu.rgun 1o Wew York., Gymma:
sium.  Tennie, ridin dress Hox Go7. Bliss Cresghtoa and
Miss Farrar, Princi ﬁb Englewond, New Jersey,

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY FOR
YOuNG WOoMEM
In nest residential secticn of Natiosal Capital, Two ]em u:lu:u
far High School graduates, mer&] and ape\cn] Drenmyesti
Sgence.  Outdoor sports. Edward Thampece, Pﬂnr.lm]
16o1 Comn. Ave., Washington, I, .

FAIRMONT, A HE}IIE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Regalar and Cuuunﬂ Advanced Courses for Hi
E"hamud o Erpression, muapa

xchang 1!em|.u.n: on request, £ aporis.
Washington, It C,

Schoal

eferences

WIEIHIICI.‘I'DN COLLEGE
For girds and soung women, Locaved withis Natons] Capital; pisk «f
1o mores; chetcen edwcabonal and sociad sdvantages ; refined assocacinns.
smesk Dedutifol Bodie e, Preparatory, Certifcate and Collége Courses,
Music, Art, Blecution, Domestic Science,
F. Blezefee, Presldent, Washingron, Il O

Lsimrature on regeest,  Address

-k T ——
————— —-

Cwmemmr

MONTCLAIR ACADEMY
Coantry school Tor boz“ in Orange Mountains, Fine suburban
enviromment, Hmited s, hanar gystem, seli-government, Our
booklet,  Your Bay and Char Schoal,” will interest you
Jobha G. MacVicar, liunimul'ﬂ Box 33, H’nnt:lur. New Jersey.

HGIHI‘.HTUWH MILITARY INSTITUTE
Therough preparation foe college o busines. Efcicnt faculty, coming-
shie hu-'lldlngs. hgalthiul location, careful supervision of athletcs, millieny
discipliue thae .hm-Jups charscter, anl 31 year of experignce in training

boys.  For nhl-uE.m pe
Her. T. H. ndom, AN, DIk, Principal
Col T DL Lasdon. Commaniant, Bosdeutows-on-ihe-Delawarn, N, L
e

Maryland

NUTHI DAME OF MARYLAND
ﬂ:ﬂl’--r Wiomen—conducted by the School Sister of Notre 'I."M.ulu
I.u- triin the Leady, mind ansd sgirit—En develop true womasbond, Ay
cent blkdngs In a beautingd of ju szres,  Hewing, baskethall, fenpis,
T Fnskrucbors ald spse ., Roguiar and elective courses, — Music,
Art. ‘rie for Catalog. Chatles Strect Avenue, Ballimese, Marpbasd.

RUMSEY HALL
Inthe I.lbﬂ:ﬁtld Hills. "'nu.ll: bays prepared fof secondary schoals.

Athletica uder s
ﬁ Schutte, M.A., Headmaster
Box H, Comwall, Conneetieut.

THE ELY ScHooL
For Girla. Inthe country. (One bour from New York City, Cer-
tificates to Vassar and the New Englind

Virginia
SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE
For Women. leads to AR, degree. 5t Musse
u:i Art Dq]l.:.“;'z ;D:Eny -:rézn. pre "g!ﬂ:rTEm
Modern cquipment, ﬁ.par.lli for 300 st.uS:an an estate of

scres in Fiednont Section, Main Line Southern B ﬂb‘ﬂd.
catalag sml views apply to the Secretary, Swest Briar, Virginda.

i

cticoi

Ely Couart, Greenwch,

RIDGEFIELD SCHOOL FOR BoYs

rnr.'lm froom Mew Worlk, in the highlarals of the Eerkshings.
Il walss spors, arhledc felds, pymbasiom. New boat
® Meosma, Cine tschier to v boys ghves each ssudont individ sl

armenlise
Kolaw L Blulfeed, I'h.1),, Headmasres, Bhigeteld, Cofine

LoomIs
A uniqua tombisation of budings, spriculbeml anl college I-"'tlﬂl-ll"u-
LIS, cal tEdning Tof boys fciding b eater bu
wn gprduation, 4 bedldings,  Athlets falds, 1o0.acre fam, 1.|;“,“| |,_,....
ing shage, - Froooon edowment. . $joo & year.  Ackiress

M. H. Natcheldor, A8, Meadmaste:, Windsor, Conn.

THE GATEWAY

A Echool for Girls of all

Miss Alice E olds, P £
5t. Ropan Terrace, New [ i Riyn S

awen, Connecticut,

u

i In answering advertisements phﬂl-:.l.::ntiun ECRIBN&‘.S MAGAZINE

Tennessee

WaARD-BELMONT
Eclmimt |||.'l¢|||'\- A School for Gl as Vobng Woemen, widh & kali
milllbii-cdollar enquiynoent.  Strong modiy of men and woseT—ome Fr ene
nn U‘-‘k = CHnEdnes l.I“IJEIJIl educatonal alven with enjoyvable
ki thec ul the Scuth,*  Jipaned Sept. 23, For Catakog an ﬂﬁ:—

adedress leinie Ko Mlasson, Regisieer, W n.hulll;-. Tenn,

;

All the Schools
represented in SCRIBNER'S are pood schools. [f peu want
Surther information aboul any of these, or if you want
help in delermining which schood may best meel your
needs, wrile the School and College Service.
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.

#
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Indiana

CULVER MILITARY ACADEMY
Ttz military traiming wins yearly the kighest |"||-u:|||. of the 1.
War Diept. It natural and moteral equipment s saperb, JI
methods of imstruction sape, but thoraughly aaav, Hollowed

Minnesota

COLLEGE OF SAINT TERESA
Z'i_':.lnl:!.lr.l Degree Coursis 0 Aris
Elective Courses in Music, An

REHTICE
Hum

by many besser schoals. Foe catabag address The Superintend- and course amnouncements mailed on applicatio o B
ent’s Ofce, Culver, Ind. |08 Lake Maxinkuckes). ¥ iEnma, Minn
" -
North Carolina Summer Camps
WILDWoo D w'"TER. CA e FOR HDTE SARGENT CAMPS FOR GIALS Peterhora, New Hampshir
Ploe Bl ¥, C. Six miles from Southern Pines. Regular school IIr ”" fley A, Sargent, Fresident s i

wiark, Pr:-p‘l.rm: ion for sp-h:'..lJ examinations. Life m the opxn dus-
ing the winter. Tonbc air, pure water, wholesoma focel.  Sumnee
& Hooper, Principal. Camp Wildwood, KEimneo, Maine Bax -5
After ﬂk ember 1 address Pine Bluf, N, C

Juniors, -1y,
’;IIF:'I-'] ‘rl.ln;.I-."-|x g} g
The Secretary, 24 Everetl 51,

el comsider

Cambridge, Mas

Music and Dramatic Arts

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART OF THE
CITY OF NEW YORK

An endowed swchocl, Frank Damsosch, DMeector. Frovides a
thorough and comprobensive musical edacativn in all branches
and equippesd 1o %l'.c h:ghm .m‘-.r.ml'.gvs tix mast exceptional
talents, rosu:n.m,gl: ¢ necessity of going abroad.  Correspondence
mwiged. diress

Secrefary, Box 627, 120 Claremont Awenue, New York City,

Connecled wiih
Mr. Charles

AMERICAN

ACADEE‘I‘F Erlfrﬂrér%'?lré:;ire
aF and Companies
DRAMATIC ARTS g
FOLUNDED IN 1884 | Pﬂrmdu rgesil

For Cataloguse and Infermation, apply to

Thz Seeretary, Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New York

Cﬂr respondence Schools

SPEAK A FOREIGN LANGUAGE '!!

The War has crenied unlimed opportunitics ko thide whi
mcw Unlm Frensh, German ¢ Dalis, Detter yoor

yorar & You o kars Quickiy
and '.'\-'l'|l|'l- a1 homie, dering spare momears, by the

LANGUAGE-PHONE METHOD
And Rosenthal's Practical Lingulstry
| Mighesl iword Fanvos-Parkils Expradiiea, 1 ﬁ EI

!'rlll.!nliv ibe liviag rikm of & pitbre profmier
e Tasnpungs, eoer wad oer, anil gou i 1L = bl
all islicg mechizm  Wrics h Tccklst, bodams wf Fres Talsl

Thie Language-Phase Meibod, 87 E Patrom Bisg,, 7 W, £3th 518K,

Medical

MASSACHUSETTS COLLEGE OF OSTEQOPATHY

Chartered 1Bg7. Right to confer Doctor's degres given by the
legislntun:. }w:uh;i' al 6o physiciams.  Forly thousand dallar
callege and in process of erectiom, {l:wur- Sept. 18th,
Wirite far u[alua: 15 Craigie 5t., Combridge, X

The University of Chicago

HOME “oiotossieimmiree
STUDY

tion by correspo
2His YVear

For dessiled
formatia ed

ecaa
U. of C.(Div. F)Chicago, M. souen

Quickly Learned AT
H’DHTE Irrll.:::h-h*:nl

Gerrrlau-Fl'ell:I—Elﬁi:h—ltﬂi_an-hmish -]

o Ay U I||:r la n._ anr gasll

th
rall.nll. fivrrl“u- “1 l'\. noe  for nr:m
bocdlat poday: e payinent phan.
Cortiny Academy of Languages

1848 | Mescn Eldar., 100 :Hrmﬂ-rl.r.
Carner {Mih Biresl, New Vork

Dawmg Instruction

r— LOUIS H. CHALIF—
Fradugie Hussiagn fmperial Bolled Sl
Fersonnlly teaches Interpretative, Simplified, Classic, Nattonal
and :"-u.u.ﬁ;rr]ued Ballroom Dances.  Unialogue.
7 West d2nd Streei, New YVork

Tﬂacﬁers A ~Agency

The Pratt Teacherq Agency
T Fifth Avenue, Mew York
Recommends teachers ta colleges, public and private schools in all

parts of Lhe country.
Advises parents about schonls. Wm, 0. Pratg, Mgr.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE 31
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SCRIBNERS
MAGA ZINE

for1916

will be up to the best Scribner standards.

It will con-

tain the best fiction, by the best writers; papers and
pictures about phases of our own country, the most in-
teresting country to all Americans; adventure and sport;
features of the great war and what is to come after;
how American finance is affected by the war.

And the best pictures in color and black and white,
with a monthly discussion of current art topics in The

Field of Art.

The reminiscences of a man in his
prime, whose hfe has been hnked with
the best theatrical traditions of Eng-
land, but whose whole career 1s Amen-

can, is an unusual acquisition.
Edward H. Sothern

from the days of “Lord Chumley™ to

the present—one of the most popular
as well as the most thoughtful and cul-

tivated actors—has written in a charm-

g way, ranging from the fantasies of

his vouth to the successes of his larer
career, a vivid, picturesque, and amus-

ing narrative. This present-day auto-

E: A. Soahern, E. H. Soahern's father; as
* Loed Dundreary '™

From & photograph by Sapoin

In answering ul.i ;[E;emrnts please mention SCR]BEE_FE'S MACAZINE




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

biography will appear in the Magazine,
with a wealth of illuscration which Mr.
Sothern has been long collecting.
There 1s nothing formal about this
story; it has the gayety and the spirt
of go that characterize Mr. Sothern’s
acting; moreover, 1t 1s linked with one
of the best-loved actors of the older
generation, his father, the * Lord Dun-
dreary ™ who made all English-speaking
people laugh. 5Since Joseph Jefferson’s
there has not been a theatrical autobi-

ography of anything like the charm of

kr

this one. ;

Edward 11, Sothern in 158, Other reminiscences (always a fea-
Frean @ photegragh by Saroiy , j .’ a
ture of Scrieser’s) will give pictures
of London life and literary men; of Amerncan men of letters as shown

i nt I'I elr cor respunden ce.

Scribner Fiction Is the Best

Three short serials in widely different veins—

Katharine Fullerton Gerould will
contribute her firse serial to ScRIBNER'S,

“Bunner Sisters,” by Mrs. Whar-
ton (postponed from last vear on ac-
sount of Mrs, Wharton's war series)—a

story of plain people in an old part of
New York, pathetic and touched with

tragedy.

Jesse LynchWilliams's three phases
of marriage and divorce, which he calls
“Remating Time”"—a story of the
very present day, amusing and gayly

plttured" Drawn by Henry Raleigh for Jesse Lynch Williams's
* RBemating Tims "™

In answering advertisements pleass mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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ScrRIBNER'S SHORT STorIEs have won approbation as *‘the most
uniformly excellent published in America to-day.” The short stories
of 1916 will follow that standard. Each number contains from four to
six short stories, and in addition there are the Fiction Number I.'ﬁugusfj
and the Christmas Number, almost entirely made up of short fiction.

Dawn by N.C. II-'I‘_] eth fog a Flary of 1he Canadiag malderapes

America from East to West

Elmendorf’s groups of pictures have been widely acclaimed as
“superb,” “capital,” “unique,” and nowhere have they been more
popular than in the great West which he has so skilfully portrayed.
There will be several more groups this year, made especially for Scrie-
NER'S MAGAZINE.

The Mexican : T e to-day; it is an in-

border is now, and : J - "\, teresting combina-
- .. - I_'-}- L -

will be for months : pE G < , .2 tion of the old and

new, where the trail
of Coronado 15 re-
trodden by Villa's
revolutionists. The
oldest civilization
in America over-
laps the latest rev-
olution, and Peix-
otto will picture it

o come, ThE" sCeEng
of turmml and n-
terest. Ernest Peix-
otto has made 3
sketching trip along
this border, and he
will contribute shore
articles, with his
own drawings, deal-

ing with the border #&sbar—- | ' —El Paso, The Al-
country as it looks t\";-@-;‘_“ Drawn by Ernest Peizatia A, Santa FE? eLc.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Travel, Adventure, Natural History,

Sport

“The Real Hawan,” by Mrs. Gerould: three articles on chis important
part of the United States. Mrs. Gerould made the trip within the past few
months expressly for ScrieNer's Macazing, and, with her well-known
literary art, Hawaii, the American col-

onv, will be reproduced for our readers.

Madame Waddington will give her
memories of Alassio with pictures by

Thornton Oakley,

Theodore Roosevelt has visited the
bird refuges of Louisiana. This grear
movement of conservation, begun when
he was President, will surprise all readers
by its extent, and as Colonel Roosevelr

has seen 'Itt l'I.'IL‘ rl.":ldl:l" 'ﬁ’i]I“ IJ!.‘ I'Ilill]li o

see it — semitropical islands swarming

Drawn by M. C. Wyeth

with bnlliant, strange, and interesting

birds, where, undisturbed, the wild life will be conserved.

Leo E. Miller, of the American Museum of Natural History, has
been back again in South America on the trail of an elusive bird, the
cock-of-the-rock. It took him through
strange Andean passes and he met
strange people.

Articles on certain phases of ama-
teur and college athletics, similar to the
stadia and baseball artcles, will appear
during the year.

John Fox's paper on *“ Tarpon-Fish-
ing " will be published in an early winter

number.

A. B. Frost's sporting pictures will
appear in another arucle. Phcon by i Pigran

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBMER'S MAGAZINE
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The Great War

ScriBNER's has pictured the great war on its varnious fronts by the
best wrniters available. The permanent value of these articles is shown
by the remarkable volumes which have grown out of them, by Mrs.
Wharton, Richard Harding Davis, and E. Alexander Powell. In the
coming vear there will be forward-looking articles which will discuss
the dilemmas and the probable solution of the world-upheaval; what
will happen when the armies are demobilized; and particularly what
America must expect from the fiinancial adjustment.

“The Submarine in Warfare”

by Robert W. Neeser, author of “Our Navy and the Next War,"”
founded on recent observations and conversations with authorities in
France, England, and America. The most complete and instructive
statement yet written about the place and uses of the submarine in
modern warfare. With a most complete series of pictures of all of the

types of submarines in use,

U. 5. Submarine [} 3
Feom & cojgrighted photograph by Enplque 3uller

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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The Fine Arts

E : : .
Sk more  Amencan  Historical

Frontispieces in color. The comple-
rion of a series which has artracted 2

grear deal of favorable comment.

Papers on painting, by Kenyon

Cox, dealing with the Golden Age of
Painting, the time of the grear masters
whose names are the chief glory of the
history of art.  The illustrations, which
will be profuse, will be almost hke a

journey to some of rthe grear European

galleries.

A Dhatch Gving=room by De Hooch

Fromi a ghotograph by The Dertin Photopraghic Co

The Field of Art, written by lead-
ing authorities about artistic events of current interest.  Usually illus-

trated with the work of some norable artist.

Color printing of the highest standard and illustrations by the mosr
notable American artists.

Special Numbers

The Motor Number (February), an annual institution; the Fietion
Number (August), the best stonies of the yvear; the Christmas Number
| December). A full programme for each is already prepared.

Certain phases of the great educational problem will be discussed

during the vear.

Finance

Each month Alexander Dana Noves, Financial Editor of the New
York Evening Post, a wnter of books on finance, and a man of judgment
in daily contact with every phase of the market, contributes ** The Finan-
cial World.”" He writes in language that the layman can understand,
and his opinions command the respect of the.highest financial authornities.

In .imw{ri:ng advertisements please mention S{:ﬁﬁiﬂﬁﬂ'ﬁ .H-*LGA-Z!NE_ i
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OMETHING that
s will repeat itself the
year through. What
could be more accepta-
ble than a year’s sub-
scription to Scribner’s
Magazine r

Inexpensive
and

Always
W elcome
Gift

To make this gift more personal,

the publishers will send to the

recipient an engraved card

bearing the donor’s name, the
_ card to be delivered on any date

The Boston Transcript y

sy named by the giver.

"An impartial examination

of the short stories in the lt is dt:SiI'ﬂblL‘ that gi{'t Subscrip-

best American magazines

reveals the unquestioned  t1ONS be entered early to avoid
leadership of SCRIBNER'S

MacazinNg." Hny dﬁ[ﬂ.}r.

————————————————————— DETACH AMNE MATL = e e e e o o o o o e e s i e s o i et

GIFT ORDER BLANK
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
507 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Send Scribner's Magazine for one year and engraved pgift card to
MName_

Address.

A subscription to Senboec's 18 B1oo a yesr. 1 igned._ R S —
vou prefer, this amount will be charged o your
account and a bill rendered the fErie of the moach,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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REPUBLIC

A Journal of Opinion
Published Weeckly

—rverd Legerr

The promise of
American life seen
%’ through politics, industry,
; social problems, books. and

_ the business of ordinary living

For a 3 months® trial subscription, pin a dollar bill to this strip, and mail it with
name and address to The New Republic, 421 West 21st Street, New York City

In -nu;lering adwertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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“In French Ivory and
Gald"—14K. Gold Plate, in
case of Franch lvory lined with
velvet and satin=—your choice of Pur-
ple, 014 Rose, Green or 0ld Gald

Milady Décolleté Qﬂl’ette

GIFT that is new, everywhere—now that a
A unique, very much up feature of good dressing and
to date. A beautiful good grooming is to keepthe
addition to Milady’s toilet underarm white and smooth.
table—and one that solves You can see it in the leading

an embarrassing personal departmentstores,indrugstores,

jewelry and hardware stores.
Pmlblem' Ask vour dealer—have him get it—

Milady Décolleteé Gillette or send direct to us. Say which color
you prefer in lining of case,

is welcomed by women The prics is $6.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR COMPANY, BOSTON
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FIFTH AVENUE SECTION o= ']'

0O, it is not the

thoroughfarethat
makes Fifth Avenue.
It is the shops.

There are found the
ideas from a hun-
dred style-sources of
Europe. They have
paused in the salons
of Paris to be touched
by the technique of
the masters.

And then they have
come to Fifth Ave-
nue where the Amer-
ican woman will take
them and add that in-
definable something
whichweecalla knowl-
edge of how to wear
one's clothes.

Into the shops, then!
Seek the personality
of Fifth Avenue there

—for it is there.

aﬁrw
Sasons 1915 136
Ouurerture [SMevembe

Burtarude renstiprements:
Lueian L. Benboir ¥ 6 ToIEAY.

ON TROUVE TOUTES
LES PIECES DE
THEATRE CHEZ
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S
SONS, FIFTH AVENUE,
N E N YO B XK

4l



3 &
f]’i”fﬂ: ECRINBNER"S fCJ[j

A R FIFTH AVENUE SECTION oy =

An unusual holiday display of
Maillard’sexclusive importations—
dainty, artistic and original. French
bonbonnieres, Novelties, Toys,
Christmas Tree Ornaments, Favors

BONBONS - CHOCOLATES
ICE CREAMS - FANCY CAKES

eAWCail orders given prompl and careful alfention ‘

X FIFTH AVENUE
AT 354 STREET
. Eitubhshed 1848,
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Books NCake the ‘Best Presents!
; A Spleudid
i) ((hristmas
Nz Gift
The Classics in Art

A Seriea of Beautifully [llustruted Bocks
on the World's Classic Artists:
RAFFAEL

RLIBENS
VELASQUES

REMBRANDT

TITIAN DHIRER
MICHELANGELO CORKEGGIO
DOMNATELLG VAN DYCK
MEMLIMG MAMTEGN.A
FRA ANMGELICO  HOLBEIN
WATTEAU MALTRILLLY

Each Volume contains Reproductions of
the Artist’s Complete Works, Handsomely
bound in Clath and Half Morocea, 16 Waols.

Hall Merocen (Sets anly] Met, F100.00
Clesth; 16 Volumes = b 52.50

Cloth Bindings also sold separately, prices
ranging from $2.50 to $4.50 per volume.

BRENTANO'S

Fifth Avenus ot 37th Street, NEW TORE CITY

WUra~Simart Suits |
or Street Culling.and |
(7 u.{;ortrq{!]qug ﬂ

|
% Very new ,cfﬁc&r- |
and |

Domi-Suison gﬁ'ﬂf’ineﬂj h

—————

Ritz-Carlton

Hotel & Restaurant

Madison Ave, at 464St.
Wewyé?k

The Hotel with an Interna-
tional Reputation. Distindtive
for excellence of service and
perfection of cuisine, which
characterize the entire group
of Ritz-Carlton Hotels in
this country and in Europe

dix
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GORHAM
Gifts of Silverware

The Christmas Sentiment
That Endures

Of all the occasions for giving, more sentiment
attaches to Christmas than to any other season in
the calendar of human affections.

And of all Christmas gifts, few so appropriately
express the enduring quality of the Christmas sen:
timent, as a gift of m Silverware.

Its lasting character serves not only to commem
orate one Christmas, but renews through many an
niversaries, its message of goodwill,

It is important to remember, however, that silver
ware without the Gorham insignia and name is like
Christmas without mistletoe and holly. \\_3

This famous trade mark will give the simplest sit
ver tribute consequence and charm.

i whereas its omission will be regretied
like an absent friend.

GORHAM SILVERWARE is sold
by leading jewelers everywhere.

THE GORHAM COMPANY

SILVERSMITHS 4no GOLDSMITHS

NEW YORK
Works - Providence and New York_
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MARY SHEPHERDESS
By Marjorie L. C. Pickthall

Waew the heron's in the high wood and the last long furrow's sown,
With the herded cloud before her and her sea-aweet raiment blown,
Comes Mary, Mary Shepherdess, a-seeking for her own,

Saint James he calls the righteous folk, Saint John he calls the kind,
Saint Peter calls the valiant men all to loose or bind,
But Mary seeks the little soulzs that are so hard to find.

All the little sighing soulz born of dust’s despair,
They who fed on bitter bread when the world was bare,—
Frighted of the glory gates and the starry stair.

All about the windy down, housing in the ling,
Underneath the alder-bough, linnet-light they cling,
Frighted of the shining house where the martyrs sing.

Crying in the ivy bloom, fingering at the pane,
Grieving in the hollow dark, lone along the rain—
Mary, Mary Shepherdess, gathers them again.

And O, the wandering women know, in workhouse and in shed.
They dream on Mary Shepherdess with doves about her head,
And pleasant posies in her hand, and sorrow comforted.

Sighing: There's my little lass, faring fine and free.
There's the little Jad I laid by the holly tree,
Direaming: There's my nameless bairn laughing at her knee.

When the bracken harvest's gathered and the frost is on the loam,
When the dréam goes out in silence and the ebb runs out in foam,
Mary, Mary Shepherdess, she bids the lost lambs home,

If 1 had a little maid to turn my tears away,

If 1 had a little lad to lead me when I'm grav,

All to Mary Shepherdess they'd fold their hands and pray.
Copyright, 1g15, by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights resarved.
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THE ANTWERP ROAD
[oCTOBER, 1g14]

H"-,' Ili:m':.' van I_.]':.'ke

LONG the straight, glistening road, through a
dim arcade of drooping trees, a tunnel of faded
green and gold, dripping with the misty rain of a

late October afternoon, a human tide was flowing, not
swiftly, but slowly, with the patient, pathetic slowness
of weary feet, and numb brains, and heavy hearts.

Yet they were in haste, all of these old men and
women, fathers and mothers and little children; they
were fying as fast as they could; either away from
something that they feared or toward something that
they desired.

For that was the strange thing—the tide on the road
flowed in two directions.

Some fled away from ruined homes to escape the perils
of war. Some fled back to ruined homes to escape the
desolation of exile. But all were fugitives, anxious to
be gone, striving along the road one way or the other,
and making no more speed than a creeping snail's pace
of unutterable fatigue.

I saw many separate things in the tide, and remem-
bered them without noting.

A boy straining to push a wheelbarrow with his pale
mother in it, and his two little sisters trudging at
his side. A peasant with his two girls driving their
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lean, dejected cows back to some unknown pasture.
A bony horse tugging at a wagon heaped high with
bedding and houschold gear, on top of which sat the
wrinkled grandmother with the tiniest haby in her
arms, while the rest of the family stumbled alongside
and the cat was curled up on the softest coverlet in
the wagon. Two panting dogs, with red tongues hang-
ing out. and splayed feet clawing the road, tugging a
heavy-laden cart while the master pushed behind and
the woman pulled at the shaft. Strange, antique wve-
hicles crammed with passengers. Couples and groups
and sometimes larger compantes of foot-travellers.
Wow and then a solitary man or woman, old and shabby,
bundle on back, eyes on the road, plodding through
the mud and the mist, under the hizh archway of yel-
lowing leaves.

All these distinct pictures I saw, vet it was all one
vision—a vizion of humanity with its dumb companions
in flight—infinitely slow, painful, pitiful Aight |

I saw no tears, I heard no cries of complaint. But
heneath the numh and patient haste on all those dazed
faces I saw a question.

“What kave we done? Why has this thing come upon
us and our children?"

Somewhere T heard a trumpet blown. The spikes
on the helmets of a little troop of soldiers flashed
for an instant, far down the sloppy road. Through the
humid dusk came the dull, distant booming of the un-
geen gpuns of conquest in Flanders.

That was the only answer.




IN PRAYSE OF YE PIPE

AS PLEASAUNT, WHOLESOME, AND ANCESTRALL

A EEAS RS 8 Ea

By E. Sutton
[1eusrration By Winiram A, HoTriNGER

Y* Wise Man doubts y* Cigarette, and all y* Wiles of these,

Naor fills his Bellowes upp with Reeke toe make them Pant and Wheeze,
But cleaveth toe v* Homely Pipe—his Lips will not enfolde

Y* fat Vulgarian Cigar bedizencd Red and Golde,
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Thus did ¥= Fathers of oure Land, ¥* Warrour and y" Sage,

Ye Spanish Dong that march before y° Pilgrim on y* Page,

Who in y* Floridan Morass, Palmettoe and Live-Oke,

Founde not v° Fountain of their dreames but Piped y* Streame of Smoak.

(Mde Powhatan, Tebaceo-King that bounde with Hickory withes
Stoute John, whose Sword enncbleth all ¥* proletariane Smiths,
And Pocahontas, who bequeathed—Dby savinge him {rom EKnockes—
Her Fame toe Historie, her Face toe y® Tobacco-Boxe,

They Puff'd at Pipes; and followed Suit y* Puritan Divine,
Strong on Jamaica Rumm because 5t. Paul permitteth Wine,
And Dutch Patroonez along v+ faire Pocanticoe held Sway
With Calumetts of Indian Reed, or ells of Holland Clay.

Piet Stuyvesant tooke down his Pipe when full of Wrath was he,
Washington sickened on his Firste beneath ¥* Cherrie-Tree,

And Boone put Axe and Rifle by toe seate him neare ¥* Hob,

Thumb upp a Cole, and wreathen Clouds from out a2 Wholesome Cobb,

Give me a Bowle of Briere that bloomed afar in Gallicke Land,
A Stemm of Amber golden-ribb’d as is y* Balticke Sand,

And a Goode Mixture blended faire, Three Graces in a Sheafe,
Virginia mellowe, rich Perique and Latakia Leafe.

Then upp doth floate ¥ Fragrant Haze—il Coffee has been there

It is y* Benediction softe that follows after Prayer—

And T doe wish his Spirit Blest, and thanke him from my Soule,

Who firste did Pierce ¥* pleasing Stemm, and Scoop ¥® gratefull Bowle.
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“An’ the brigal couple 'd be heldin' bands an’ gasn® over the spanker-bosm a1 the full mocn, "= Page bo.

figz



THE MEDICINE SHIP

By James B. Connolly

[rteostraTioNs my N. O, WynTH

PEEALD Bill Hickey was comin’
q out of Spiepgel's Caffy,
meanin' a place where a
man can have somethin’
<21 to eat while he's havin’ a
drink, an' he had folded
what leoked like a pretty

over his arm
swell coat for old Bill 1o be wearin'.
Noticin' me, “Hulloh, Hiker!™ says
Bill, an’ we stroll along till we come oppo-
site to Wallie Whelan's father's store on

South Street, where Bill stops. “I do
like that little Whelan kid," says Bill.
*1 wonder is he in? "'

Wallie was in, an’ * Hulloh, Hiker ™' an'
“How do vou do, Mr. Hickey ! he savs,
an’ comes runnin’ out when he sees us.

An' old Bill says, ** Oh-h, driftin’ by—
driftin’ by," an’ spreads out to the air the
coat he's carryin' on his arm. All wrin-
kled upit was, like somebody’s slept in it,
but a pretty swell coat just the same, like
the kind hackmen wear to a funeral or a
weddin® with a stove-pipe hat. There's
a pocket in one o' the coat-tails, an’ old
Bill slides his hand into it and out comes
a case, an' when he springs open the case
there's a shiny black pipe.

“Well, well,” says Bill, lookin® at the
pipe like he was wonderin® how it come
there.

“Where did y'ever get that fine pipe,
Mr. Hickey ?'" asts Wallie.

“(Oh, a souveneer, a little souveneer of
other days—of days I'd 'most forgot,”
says Bill.

“A handsome pipe!" zayvs Wallie.

“Yes,"” says Hill, “if on’y I had the
fillin’ of it once in a while!"

“Wait !"" says Wallie, an’ rushes inside
the store.

“Comanche Chief, if you have any in
stock ! calls out Bill after him.

Mr. Whelan, who's sittin’ by the open
winder in his office, looks out to Bill an’
then to the clerk an’ smiles that it's all
right to Wallie over the top of his mornin’
paper, an’ Wallie comes out with a plug o’

Comanche Chief smokin® for Bill an' a
plug o the same of chewin' for me.

1 bites into mine right away, but old
Bill looks at his pipe, an’ then, sayin® he
didn’t know's he'd baptize it yet awhile,
he reaches over an’ gnaws a corner off my
plug o chewin'.

An' Wallie's dyin’ to know how it come
to e a souveneer pipe, but is too polite to
ask, on'y he can’t help havin another look
at the pipe an’ noticin® the picksher of a
bird on the bowl an’ readin’ the letiers on
the gold band. “H R C" he reads out, an’
looks at old Bill.

“1 know, L know," says old Bill. ** They
bring me back, them initials, lad, like
nothin” ¢lse could, to days that is past 'n’
gone.” He looks across East River over
to Brooklyn mournful-like, but not for-
gettin' to chew an’ chew, 'nd bineby, when
he has hiz jaws well ciled up, he says:
“'Tis many 'n’ many a year ago, lad, an’
me the cabin-boy an® the fav'rite o' the
capt'n o' the good ship Tropic Zomne.”

“The Tropic Zone! What a corkin’
name for a 5]':1';: hE sAVE Wallie.

“Ay, lad” savs Bill, *a noble name
an’ a noble ship, a full-rigged four-master,
an’ one fine day we up jibs an' vanchor an’
sailed out this same Yeast River an' past
the Battery an’ down New York Bay an’
the Jersey coast, an’ on an’ on, bearin’
s'utherly, till we came to the land o' Yun-
zano, which waz—an' mebby iz yet—
down South Ameriky way, an' we went
ashore, me 'n” the capt’n, to call on the
noble don which them samie initials stands
for.

“H R C,"” says Bill, readin’ ‘em off the
pipe. “How well do I remember the
noble don, Hidalge Rodreego Cazamma,
who lived in r'val splender in a most love-
ly an’ fertyle valley. Lookin® back now
through the vister of my matoored man-
hood, T can't sav's I ¢'n recall in all my
vears o' world travellin’ a more entrancin’
picksher than the valley o' Yunzano when
my captn 'n’ me hove into it of that
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gorreous April mormnin’. There was a
river gleamin® like silver—an' sometimes
like gold 'n’ copper—flowin’ through that
marvellous valley, an' above it rose the
volkanous mountains with sides of the
color of the purple neglijay shirts an’ tops
like the raby =cari-pins that sometimes
you ste of a mornin’ in Times Square.
An' in that valley was forests with all the
tropic trees that ever you read of, bearin’
the most jul-luscious fruits—pomgran-
nits, cocoanuts, pineapples, limes, lem-
ons, grapefruits, alligator-pears—any fruit
ever you see to the stalls in the market
was there in abundance. An' fr'm the
branches o' them same trees came the
most melojus birds' voices, an' the birds
themselves 'd a-dazzle your eves with the
color o' their feathers. Parrakeets, mar-
rakeets, bohalinks, nightingales, an’ a lit-
tle red, white, 'n" blue spotted bird the
natives called an eggleeno.”

“Ah-h " says Wallie, “and is that the
picture on the howl o' the piper?™

“The same,” says Bill; “done by a
master hand, with the same round pop-
eves—see—an’ the same wide, square-cut
tail like the stern of a ferry-hoat.

1 Dijjer ever in ver life, William, see
anything more saliferous?’ says the cap-
t'n to me whilst we're ridin' up to the
don hidalge’s house—a hashvender, they
called it—longer 'n' wider than any two
blocks on Broadway, but not so high, with
a red roof, an' walls o’ solid marhle, an'
marble columns 'n’ promenades around it
with thousands o' lofty trees liftin® their
heads to the skv, an’ balconies outside the
winders, an’ spoutin’ fountains in the ryal
pam garden, which was the size mebby o
Central Park, It took all of a thousand
gervants, T should say, in pink-'n"-old-roze
knee-pants, to look arter the place; an’ the
old don kep' a band o’ musicians in a
green-an -old-gold uniform on tap all the
time, The house rules there—the same
engraved in silver on ivory tablets an’
hung on the wall over the head o vour
bed—was that if a guest woke up in the
middle o' the night an® didn’t feel well
enough to go hack to sleep, he had on'y to
poke the little Injun boy who slep’ on a
mat afore every door with his big toe an'
say to him: ‘Boyo, some musico!' An’
we did one night, an' in no time the still
air was rent by the entrancin’ strains of
‘In the Sweet By 'n’ By," which was the

The Medicine Ship

poplar teon o them days, an’ the one
we ordered. Guitars, manderling, violins,
ohoes, trombones, an’ cornets they had in
scquads, though to my mind & native in-
strerment called the hooloobooloo was the
most truly musical of all.  Shaped like the
bow of a ship it was, with a hundred
strings to it, an' made a neise like a breeze
o' wind tryin' to steal through a forest o’
trees on a summer's night.  "Twas rav-
ishin’.

* Arter the fatigues of our long an’ tejus
voy'ge, the hashyvender o' the don was a
most relveshin’ place to pass a few days in,
but we had our business to attend to. Not
that the noble don would sully our ears
by mentionin’ the same to us. In those
tropic countries the greatest insult to the
stranger who happens to step in an’ camp
awhile with you is to ask him what’s on
his mind—naot till he's been restin’ up for
at least a week. However, after six days
o' restin' up, with salubrious fruits an’
wines an’ the most melojus concerts, my
capt'n broaches the cause of why we're
callin® on the Don Hidalgo Rodreego Ca-
zamma.”

* Abh-h," says Wallie, “now we'l] get it,
Hiker !"

“Yes," says Bill, “now we'll have it
But, lemme see now—1I must tell it so it’ll
be clear to yvour young interlecks,” an’ he
looks hard at the pipe an’ then mournful-
like acrost East River toward Brooklyn.

“In them davs,” Bill goes on at last,
“no place you could go to in the whole
Yunnited States—the piny woods, the
rocky hills an’ grassy plains, no busy city
fr'm the rock-bound coast o' Maine to the
golden shorez where rolls the Oregon, no
sleepy hamlet hetween the wooded hills
o' Canada an’ the surf-washed sands o'
Florida, but you'd see in big letters on the
tops o' flat rocks an’ the sides o' moun-
tains, the backs o' fences an' the roofs
o' barns, in the winders o' drug-stores
an’ the flags o' back alleys, nowhere but
you'd see: Yunzano Swase Roor, FOR
Covcns, CoLps, Lumeaco, RuMamartiz,
Gout, Crisrains, Corp Sores, Couc,
Bricut’s Diseass, ax’ LIvErR TROUBLE—
all in high yoller letters agin black paint.

“Pints an' quarts in bottles, for sale al
all reputable drug-stores, an’ those bottles
had to come all the way by sea an’ ir'm
the estate o' Don Hidalgo R Ca-
zamma, who owned all the swamp-root
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region in Yunzano. An' when it’d come
on to blow an’ the ship'd take to rollin’,
where there was no way o' tellin’ till arter
you'd get to port an' counted 'em how
many bottles was left that wasn't busted.
Sometimes more'n half or three-quarters
of 'em 'd be busted.

“An’ now we come to that noble bene-
factor o the human race who at that time
owned the string o' drug-stores painted
blue 'n’ green 'n' red, with cut-rate prices
up 'n’ down the side of every one of 'em.
Twas him owned the Yunnited States
rights to Yunzano Swamp Root, an' he
used to sell millions 'n’ millions o' bottles
of Yunzano every year, an' he says: ‘Why
do we have to have so many o’ these bot-
tles 0" Yunzano busted in comin'?" An’
he says: ‘T have it—by Plutie, T have it.
I’ll build a special ship for carryin' my
wondrous tropic medicines ' An' he does,
He builds a ship ‘special, an' in her he sets
a great tank—och, mebby four hundred
foot long an’ ffty foot wide an’ deep—
oh, deep asz the ship was deep, and of all
the ships ever I sailed in she was the deep-
est. ‘“There,’ he says to my capt’n, "spill
the Yunzano in there 'stead of in bottles
an’ we'll make millions—millions, sir!’
He meant he'd make millions. An' the
Tropic Zone was that ship, an’ 20 it was we
come, me 'n’ the capt'n, to be doin’ busi-
ness thiz lovely day with the owner o’ the
great Yunzano estate.

““What we want, don,’ says the cap-
t'n fr'm his chair that was made of inlaid
precious woods an’ the horns o' th' an-
zello, a beeyootiful creachure like a nan-
telope, of which on'y one was killed every
hundred years— what we want, don,’

- saysmy capt'n—an' four liveried servants
keepin® the flies 'n' other insecks off him
with wavin' pam-leaves while he's talkin®
—‘is to take our swamp root home in
bulk.," An'the don, # man o' most ma-
jestic figger, smokin’ a fourteen-inch che-
root in another chair that was inlaid all in
di'monds 'n' gold, he considers the case
and finally agrees to sell us enough to fill
our tank, which is two million two hun-
dred 'n’ sixty thousand gallons o' Yun-
zano at forty-two cents a gallon. An'
we despatch a fleet messenger back to
the ship, an’ up comes the gold with forty
men-at-arms o the don guardin® it—a
million dollars or zo it was, an’ all in the
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coin o' the realm—shiny ten an’ twenty
dollar gold pieces.

“Well, that’s settled, so we goes back to
the ship, ridin® our sumpter-mules in the
dewy marn, an' down the gh-nrnih’ silver
n' gold 'n’ copper river comes the Yun-
zano in the skins o' wild animals on bam-
boo rafts, an’ while they’re dumpin® it in-
ter the tank the capt'n 'n’ me, by special
invitation, have a look at where the don
manufactured the Yunzana.

Tt was dark like the sassaparilla they
served out to church picnics when it oozed
first from nature's bosom, an’ not till it
was mixed with a native liguid ealled pool-
key did it become th’ inspirin’ article o
commerce which the rocks an’ fences an’
druggists’ winders an' the advertisin' an’
sometimes the readin’ columns of our
American journals shouted to the public.
This poolkey grew on trees, in little cups
like, which all you had to do was to turn
upside down an’into vour mouth, It was
the grandest proof to me o the wise pro-
visions of nature. Tt was a white-colored
stuff, an’ tazted like an equal mixture o
wood alcohol an’ red flame. Omne part
swamp root to one part poolkey made up
the Yunzano o' commerce that many folks
preferred to tea.  The poolkey kep' it {ir'm
spilin’. Some o' the most inveterate bat-
tlers agin the demon rum we ever had,
some o' the most cel'brated politicians,
platform speakers, an’ drug dealers in the
land, certified over their own signatures
to the component parts o' Yunzano an'
indorsed the same highly,

“Well, our tank was fin'lly filled to the
hatches with the two million two hundred
'n’ sixty thousand gallons o' prime Yun-
zano, an’ when we considered the sellin'™-
price—pints fifty cents, quarts a dollar—
quarts o' the five-to-the-gallon size—up
home we felt happy to think what profits
was goin® to be in this v'yage, for—but
lemme see—did I say his name, the owner
o' the Fropic Zone an’ the fleet o’ drug-
stores P’

“No," says Wallie.
derin’.”

“No? Well, Nathaniel Spiggs wis his
name. However, to continue our tale.
There we was, our cargo all aboard an’
waitin' on'y for the mornin’ light to leave
to sea. It was a windin’, tortuss channel
outer that harbor, not to be navvergated

“An' T was won-
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at night by no ship of our size, an’ the
skipper was readin® the Bible in his cabin.
He liked to read a few chapters afore
turnin' in of & night, an’ to my joy he
used to invite me to sit 'n' listen to him,
an' many a time in after life I'd be minded
of my old gkipper o’ the Tropic Zose, an’
the mem'ry of his monitions fr'm the Bible
was surely a great bullerk to me agin ter-
rible temptations.

“An’ while he's sittin’ there, balancin’
his specks an’ readin’ to me, 'n’ stoppin’
to expound now 'n’' again where mebby
my young intellergence couldn’t assim-
merlate it, the mate comes down 'n’ salutes
'n’ says: ‘Sir, there's some people on the
beach makin’ signs o' distress—on horse-
back.! An' the skipper, arter a few cus-
ses, which was on'y nacheral at bein’ dis-
turbed in his pious occupation, he sets
the Bible back in his bunk an’ goes up on
deck. An' me with him.

“An’ there thev are,  An' behold, as we
look, we see—my eyes bein' young an’
marvellous sharp in them days was the
fust—afar up the mountainside—to de-
scry & band o’ people ridin’ wildly down to
the valley an' makin® what must 'a’ been
all manner o' loud noizses, judgin® by the
way they waved their arms an’ guns, on'y
they was too far away to be heard. An’
the capt’n gets out hiz night glasses.”

“Excuse me, Mr. Hickey," zays Wallie,
“hut what is a night glags?"

“A glass vou look through at night is a
night glass, an' if you look through it by
day it's a day glass. Don't all the grand
sea stories speak o night glasses? ™

“That's why I ast. But, excuse me—
please go on,” savs Wallie,

“ An’ who should they turn out to be on
the beach, wavin' dolorous-like signals
o' distress, but the don hidalgo an™—I
forget mebby to mention her afore—the
don's lovely daughter! An' with them
is four sumpter-mules, an’ the sumpter-
mules, when we goes 'n' gets 'em off ina
boat, turns out to be loaded down with
gold 'm’ jewels. The million dollars in
gold we'd brought for the Yunzano water
'n’ all the jewels the noble don's fam'ly
has been savin' up for hundreds o' years
iz on the mules.

“When we get 'em all aboard—mules
'n" all—the don explains how there's been
a revvetlootion in th' interior, an’ how the
General Feeleepo Balbeezo, the leader o
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the revverlootionists, 'd planned to cap-
ture the hashyender o the don, includin’
his beeyoocheous daughter 'n’' the gold 'n’
jewels. An', on'y for a cook in the employ
o’ the wicked general give it away, he
would. The don had cured this cook's
grandmother of a vi'lent attack o' tropic
fever years afore this by frequent an’
lilberal applications o' Yunzano, an' this
grandson, though he was a wild an’ reck-
less an' dark-complected youth, who pre-
ferred to associate with evil companions,
nevertheless was grateful for the don's
curin’ his grandmother 'n' never forgot it.
An' when he overhears in the kitchen,
where he's fryin” a few yoller podreedos for
the general’s breakfast, the general hisself
tellin' of his dastardly plan to his vellay,
he ups on the fav'rite war-charger o’ the
general’s, a noble steed eighteen hands
high, an’ don't stop ridin’, without stirrup
or bridle or saddle, till he comes gallopin’
in a lather o' sweat—a hundred 'n' ten
miles in one night over the mountain trails
—to the don an’ tells him all. O course,
when the wicked general discovers the
cook's noble devotion to the don's fam’ly, -
he has him hung on the spot, but that's to
be expected, an’, the hero an' herrin' bein®
saved, it don't matter.

“*Cheer up, my brave don!’ says our
skipper, when the don tells him the stm
an’ refreshes him with a drink o' w
bourbon fr'm his private stock that he
kep' under lock 'n’ key in hiz cabin. An’
he has one hisself. An’ then he considers,
an', while he's considerin', the General
Balbeezo 'n’ his army, who it was I'd
seen ridin® down the high mountainside,
they're arrived at the beach. An' they
hollers acrost the harbor to us that if we
didn’t give up the don hidalgo an’ the
seenyohreeter, his daughter, an' the gold
n’ jewels, why, he, General Balbeezo, re-
pardless of possible international com-
plercations, will bring his artillery to the
beach 'n’ blow us all outer water.

“The don 'n' his daughter is tremblin’
with fear, but *Fear not, fear not!’ says
our skipper, an' sends for the owner's
son.”

“The owner's son—aboard all
time "' says Wallie.

“Sure, I'd’'a’ told y'about him afore,”
says Bill, “but it wasn't time vet. He'd
made the passage with us so's he could
study the volkanous mountains o Yun-

the
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zano, the like o' which mountains wasn't
in all the world anywhere else. He wasa
wonderful stoodent, so abstracted in his
studies that he hadn't heard a word of
what we was sayin' in the cabin this night
till the capt'n sent me to call him cuter his
room. He was sure a noble specimen o
fair young manhood to gaze upon—'twas
on'y the other day I was readin’ up to the
Yastor Library of a hero in one o' the
best-zellers just like him: seven foot tall
'n" three foot acrost the shoulders, an'
nothin' but pale pink curls to below his
shoulders, an' he no sooner steps inter the
cabin now, his wonderful keen, blue-gray
eyes still with the absent-minded lock o
the stoodent o' science, than I could see
the deon's daughter, the seenyohreeter,
was goin’ to fall wild in love with him,

“The capt'n explains the situation to
young Hennery. An' Hennery thinks
awhile, an" by'n'by he speaks. ‘Har, 1
have it!" he says. ‘The volkaners!’ an’
orders h'isted up from the hold his bal-
loon.”

“ A balloon, Hiker—whooh " says Wal-
lie, an' sits closer to Bill.

“A balloon, ves. Y’ see, besides bein'
brought up by his father to he a great
chemist an’ stoodent o mountaing, he was
likewise professor of airology in one of
our leadin® colleges, An' he fills up his
ballpon—the whole crew standin' by to
help him pump the hot air inter it—an’
then away he goes.  “Inan hour, T prom-
ise you, you shall hear from me !” he says,
an' we watch him soarin’ 'n" soarin’ 'n’
soarin’ till his balloon ain't no bigeer than
a sparrer an’ higher than the large an’
silvery moon.

“An’ all this time the wicked General
Balbeezo an’ his bandit army is bringin’
their puns down the mountainside 'n’ pre-
parin' to blow our ship outer the water,
An' by'n'by they're all ready to begin,
when ‘ Car-ra-bees-toe I exclaims the don
—*what is that sound I hear?' I forgot
to say that the last thing young Hennery
did afore leavin' the ship was to put in
the balloon a handful o' hombs of a
powerful explosive he'd invented hisself.
An' the sound the don hears is the 'rup-
tion produced when young Hennery drops
the first of them bombs into the craters o'
the nearest volkaner. An', while we
look, the air gets dark an’ the moon hides,
an’ fr'm outer the top of one volkaner

after another comes the most monstrous
explosions, an' down the mountainside
comes a4 nocean o fiery, flamin’ lavwver,
with billers "n’ billers o black smoke float-
in' up off it. An' soon we hears groans o’
terror an’ ‘Save us! Oh, save us!® from
the wicked general an' his army on the
beach, an’ inter the harbor they plunges
with their war-horses 'n’ the cannon 'n’
their armer still on 'em.

“An' onter the deck of our ship begins
to fall just then a great shower o' yashes,
An' we're in danger o' burnin’ up ‘n' suf-
fercatin' an’ wonderin® what to do next,
when outer the black heavens comes Hen-
nery 'n’ his balloon. An' we grabs his
lines that's trailin” below him when he
sails over our ship an’ makes 'em fast to
belayin'-pins, an' he climbs down to the
deck 'n’ takes charge. He's on'y eight-
een year old, but wonderful beyond his
years. He see what to do right away, an’
runs down an’ peels the vasbestos off the
boilers 'n' steam-pipes in her injin-room. "

“What!" says Wallie. “Was she a
steamer? " i

“Sail 'n’ steam both., Sail for the hot
days to make a draft 'n® keep us cool 'n’
comfortable, an’ steam when there was
air 'n’ it was cold 'n' rainy. An® young
Hennery makes fireproof coats 'n’ boots
an’ hats outer the yasbestos linin® for the
capt'n an” me an' the mate an' hisself,
"cause we're goin' to guard the deck agin
the wicked general 'n’ his army. All the
others we puts below, so no danger’ll come
to them. An' when the bandits comes
swimmin' alongside an’ up over the rail
from the backs o' their war-horses, we
captures 'em an’ take their weapons from
'em, an' then the capt'n says: ‘Now we
got "em, what'll we do with ‘em?’

40 course,’ says Hennery, ‘it would
be perfeckly proper for the crool men o
the south to kill their prisoners, but as
men of the north we must show a loftier
example.” 5o spoke up our hero nobly.

“ An’, while we're ponderin® what to do,
‘Har," says Hennery agin, ‘T have it! We
will put them in the medicine-tank.’

“* But,’ says our capt’n, ‘they'll spile it
—your father’s two million two hundred
'n'" odd thousand gallons o' Yunzano that
we paid forty-two cents a gallon for.”

"“‘An'' says young Hennery Spinks to
that "

“ Spigzs," says Wallie,
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“Spiges, T mean. ‘Is this the time or
the place,’ says hercic young Hennery
Spiggs then, ‘to be considerin’ of mere
]:|1::|m::.'—-1.=.';il|':| the lives o' human bein's at
stake? What though they be viler than
dogs, they are still our fellow creatures.
Cost what it may an’ ruthless though the
varleis be, save their lives I shall!” An’
y'oughter seen him then, the fair scion of
a noble sire, his pink hair flyin' in the
southern wind, his pale eyes an’ form in
general expanded to twice their reg’lar di-
mensions by his righteous indignation, an'
the beeyoocheous an’ volupchous daugh-
ter o' the noble, wealthy don stickin® her
head outer a hatchway to cast a nadorin’
gaze upon him,

“An’ into the tank o' Yunzano we
flopped "em, cne by one as they come over
the rail o' the Tropic Zone. 1 wouldn't
want to state at this late date how many
of "em we saved from the burnin® lavver
by throwin' "em inter the tanks, but meb-
by three or four or five hundred souls all
told. An’, to keep the burnin® yashes off
‘em, we makes a few yashestos tarpaulins
an’ claps ‘em down over the hatches o' the
tank.

“All night long we patrolled the decks
shovellin’ the yashes off where they fell.
An' when mornin' comes an’ the ‘ruptions
is over we take the tarpaulins off the
tank, an’ there was every blessed one of
‘em, fr'm the General Feeleepo Balbeezo
down to the lowest private, 'spite of
all we'd done for 'em, floatin® around
drowned. Overcome with grief 'n' sur
prise we was o' course, but when we come
to think it over—their endin’ up that way,
wi' the noble don 'n’ his heeyoocheous
daughter saved an' the revverlootion
busted up—it sure did look like the hand
o’ Providence was hoverin' over us.

“And then,” says old Bill, borrowin’
ancther chew from me,"" arter we'd cleared
out the tank of the dead revveriootionists
an' the old Yunzano, the don filled her up
again free of charge. An' o' course Hen-
nery married the don's daughter, an’ for
seven days an' seven pights there was no
|‘-L‘-IC¢ vuh could cast YEr eyes but }-‘nu'ql
see pillers o’ emoke by day an’ columns o
flame by night, an’ wherever vou see one
o' them it meant a barbecuin’ of a carload
o' gouls 'n’ oxen 'n’ pigs. "Twas nothin’
but feastin' an' the givin' o’ presents, an’
then the bridal party =mbarked on the
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Tropic Zone, an' gentle tropic breezes
wafted uz no'therly an' westerly an’ some-
times veasterly past the shores o' Panama
an' Peru an’ Brazil an” Mexico an’ Yuca-
tan an’ the Farrago Islands, an® the don's
own band used to sit on their camp-stools
under the shadder o' the great bellyin’
mains'l an’ plunk their guitars an’ mando-
lins 'n' picolettes, not forgettin® the band
leader who plaved the most amazin' solos
on the hooloobooloo.  An' strange ships
used to sail a hundred miles out o" their
course to find out who was it was sendin’
them dulcet strains acrost the cam waters.
An' the bridal couple 'd be holdin® hands
an’ gazin' over the spanker-boom at the
full moon. 'Twas gorgeous an' elevatin',
an’ a fasset an' pipe led direct from the
tank to the cutest little kegs with brass
hoops placed at frequent intervals around
deck, so that whoever o' the crew wanted
to could help theirselves any hour o
the day or night to a free drink o’ Yun-
zano,

“An' thole don sits up on the poop-
deck, with hiz hands folded acrost his
stomach, an' says: ‘CQuizcanto vascamo
mirajjar,’ which is Yunzano for ‘I am
satisfied, I can now die happy.' But he
didn’t die—he lived to be ninety year old,
an’' hefore we arrives at New York he
makes me a gift o' this pipe. ' course he
made me other pifts, the don did, but this
I value most of all, bein” made from wood
of a rare tree from the heart of the swamps
o' Yunzano, An' I'll never forget him.
An' so there's the story o' my youth an’
Yunzano,

. '-'TL!.E days of our youth

Are the days of our glory—
The days of old age

Is the time for the story-—'

S0 1 read in a book o poetry one time.”
“ But young Henry and his bride,” said
Wallie—" what happened them latei?”
“Them?'" says old Bill. *Well, it was
on'y the other day 1 met 4 nold friend o
mine who used to report prize-fights an'
jail matters, but is now writin’ about so-
cicty matters for one of our great metro-
politan journals, an’ he shows me in the
Sunday supplement a full-page picksher,
in brown ink, of a solid granite buildin’
that looked like a jail but wasn't. Tt was
the Hennery Spiggs Home for Inebriates,
an’ built strong like that so no one could
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escape from it 'n’ the good that was to be
done 'em. An’ there was another two-
page picksher, in brown ink, of Hennery
Spiges, our same young hero of other days,
but now a noldish gentleman with whisk-
ers under his ears an' children an’ grand-
children gamblin' on the green lawn of his
million-dollar Newport cottage, A great
philanthropist he iz now, an’ a leader of
society, with wealth beyond the dreams
of a movin'-picksher manufacturer—all
made outer Yunzano, Before he dies he's
hopin' to see erected a fittin® monument
for that world-famous chemist, that great
benefactor to the cause o' humanity
an' medicine, the Honorable Nathaniel
Spiggs, his father.  Already his best-paid
foremen an’ employces was bein' invited
to contribute. Sometimes I think o' goin’
to see him.™

“¥ou should go, of course,” says Wal-
lie. “He will be glad to see you.”

“Mebby so0, mebby so, lad, but why
should T thrust my wuthless carcass on-
ter him? Besides, the round-trip fare to
Newport is four dollars an’ more.” An’
Bill gazes mournful-like across East River
to Brooklyn, an® Wallie's too polite 1o
bust in on him, but I ¢'n see in his eyes
where he's goin' to get four dollars some
way for old Bill some day to pay a visit to
Newport.

An’ then it comes time for Wallie to
hike off to school, an’ he kisses his father
good-by, an’ savs “'So long, Hiker!" to
me, an’ thanks old Bill for his story.

“ It always gives me pleasure to instruct
an’ edify growin' youth,” says old Bill,
lookin® after Wallie goin’ up South Street,
an’ whilst he's lookin' a policeman an’
a common ordinary citizen heaves into
sight. An’ the man looks to be excited,
with & coat over one arm.

“¥ou take some o' these voung fuh-
lers,” says Bill, *“ that’s been drivin' a dray
all his life an’ invest him with a yunniform
an’ authority an' a club in his hand, an’
two or three times more pay than ever he
got before—vou do that, an’ I tell you
there's nobody safe from 'em.” An' old
Bill slips the pipe back into the coat-tail
pocket of the coat an' leaves it on the
steps, an' scoots lightly to behind three
high barrels o' flour in the hack o' the
store,

Mr. Whelan has a peek over his paper
at Bill passin’; but he don't say any-

thing on’y to step to the door when the
policeman an’ the man come along.

“Look ! the man hollers, an’ dives for
the coat Bill 'd left behind him. *“An’
lookat—the pipe!” He'd hauled it out
of the coat-tail pocket. “My pipe!™

An' then the policeman says: “This
gentleman this morning, Mr. Whelan,
dropped into Spicgel's after a little hat
for a little nip and a—"

“If you please,” interrupts the man,
“T will tell it. A short while ago™™—he
faces Mr. Whelan—" 1 was yunnanirmous-
ly elected outer sentinel o' my lodge o
Fantail Pigeons. And last night a few
friends, wishin’ to commemorate the hon-
or, presented me with this pipe—a fine
pipe, as you can see—of ebony., And
my initials, see—H B C—Henry R. Cot-
ton—on the gold band. And a picture
of a fantail—see—engraved on the bowl.
You don't happen to be”—the man steps
up to Mr. Whelan an’ grabs an' squeezes
hiz hand, all the while lookin® him hard in
the eye—'"a Fantail?” When Mr. Whe-
lan don't say anything, the man gives
him another grip, ‘most jumpin’ off his
feet this time to make sure it wasa good
one,

“No,"” says Mr. Whelan, wrigglin® his
fingers apart after the man let go of "'em—
“I'm no Fantail "

“Oh, well, it's all right—there are some
good men who are not.  However, I leave
the chaps this morning and step into a
place down the street for a cup of coffee
before I go to the office, and possibly I
laid my head down on the table for a min-
ute’s nap. However, when 1 get up to
take my coat off the hook where I'd left
it, the coat is gone. And in place of it is
this disreputable garment—see?” an' he
throws down the old coat an’ wipes his
feet on it.

“Spiegel’s bartender, Herman,” puts in
the policeman, “says there was an old
bum came in an’ hung his coat next to
this gentleman’s, an” when he went the
coat went; and he must 'a’ went pretty
quiet, Herman says, for he didn't notice
him goin’. An’ his description fits an old
loafer who hits the free-lunch trail pretty
reg'lar 'round here, an' I think I seen him
loafin’ around here once or twice.”

“He meant to steal that coat an’ pipe,”
says the man.

“If he meant to steal it says Mr.
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Whelan, “why d' ¥ s'pose he left it
here? "

“Why, I dunno,” says the man.

“0 course he didn't,” says Mr. Whe-
lan. “An', look here”—he sticks the
mornin' paper under the man’s nose an’

savs: "“What do you think o' Marquard
ho-lu:hn the Phillies down to two hits yes-
terday?™

“No!" says the man; “twohits? Well,
say, he's some boy, hah?"

#Iz he? Listen to me,” says the po-
liceman, shovin' his club between them.
“Listen. All T gotter say is, with Mat-
tie an’ Jefi an' the Rube goin' right,
where'll them Fed Sox fit with the Giants
in the world’s series next month? God
help 'em—that’s all T gotter say.”

“The Giants look like a good bet to me,
too,” says the man, an’ soon up the street
toward Spiegel's the pair of 'em go, fan-
nin’ about the Giants with Mr. Whelan.

An" when Mr. Whelan is soon back
alone, Bill comez out from behind his
four-barrels an’ with his plug o" Co-
manche Chief in hiz hand. *I dnn’t
s'pose yuh could swap this for chewin® o'
the same brand, could yuh, Mr. Whe-
lan?™ he says.

“Why—you given up smokin'?'" says
Mr. Whelan.

“How'm I goin' to smoke without a
pipe?" says Bill.

“That's s0," zavs Mr. Whelan, an’ goes
behind the counter an’ pulls down a couple
o' boxes of brier pipes.
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“With a middlin® good hook to the
stem, if you don’t mind,"” says Bill,

Mr. Whelan passes uu,r 1|'||., best make
of French brier. Bill held it up, “She
looks all right.”” He put it between his
teeth. “An' she feels all ripht." He
stickz it into his shirt. “An'[ guess she'll
smoke all right."” He steps to the door
an’ picks up the old coat, ** What good it
done him to wipe his feet on my coat, 1
dunno,” he says. Then he turns back.

* About Wallie, Mr. Whelan?"

“Why, Bill,” says Mr. Whelan, “when
he gets hack ‘from school of course he'l
get down the chart to look up all those
countries you passed on the way back from
Yunzano, and o' course we'll have to make
a correction or two in your jography.”

“(F courze,” says Bill.  *'I useder have
a good mem'ry once, but—he taps his
head—“gettin' old, gettin® old, Mr. Whe-
lan. That coat now—it sure did look like
the cut o' the coat I used to wear on the
Tropic Zone. And the pipe!" an’ old BEill
gazes mournful-like across E.rst River to
Brooklyn, an’ turns again an' says: “A
good boy, your boy, Mr. W helan—no evil
suspicions o' people in his heart. An', as
my old capt'n o' the Tropic Zone useder
quote fr'm the Bible to me: *It's they
shall inherit all there is that's wuth in-
heritin’.'"

An’ then Bill heaved another sigh, and
put on his old coat, an' went shufflin’
up South Street, on the side away from
Spiegel's.

THE

MOTHER

By Phoebe Hunter Gilkyson

ILLUSTRATION {FRONTISPIECE] 1V ELENORE PLAISTED AnBoTT

Our of my body was fashioned the whole of you,
Flesh of me, blood of me, bone of my bone,

Yet, with no part in the miracle soul of you,
How can I dare to call you my own?

Out of the sea and the stars and the flowers,
Out of the magic of life-giving spring,

Out of the peace of the dim t‘i\'lllght hours,
Blossomed your spirit, the God-given thing.

Pale is my gift in the light of that other.
Mine was the infinitesimal part;

God must forgive the vain pride of 2 mother
Calling you hers, as you lie at her heart.



Dvawn by Howard Geles

“MNor did she ask my bosiness, nor who | wae, por whers | bad come from,""—Page 667,
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JEANNE, THE MAID
By Gordon Arthur Smith

TLLUSTRATIONS RY

HING else that Richard
1 Barclay ever did during his
active, startling life sur-
| prised me so much as his
E-;,,“' gpdalr joining the Roman Catho-
Coad o R el i o
=SB lic Church. It is true that
I would never have accused him of being
a pagan or an atheist—he is too modern
for the one and too imaginative for the
other—but T had always marked him
down as one of those non-practizing
Epizcopalians who accept the religion of
their fathers as unthinkingly as they ac-
cept their baptismal names. * Who pave
vou thiz name?" “My sponsors in bap-
tism." “And who gave you this relig-
ion?"” “Why, [ suppose they did, too.”
But it has always been impossible to
put Richard Barclay into a pigeonhole
and say: “There; that is where he be-
longs—that is his species, that iz his
variety.” He is a man whom you can-
nol. catalogue, or, rather, whom you can
catalogue only under a score of different
headings. For example, it is difficult
definitely to state even his profession:
he is a war correspondent—yes, and he is
a philologist; he is an explorer, undeni-
ably; and he is a historian, having writ-
ten a life of Charles VI, in I forget how
many volumes; he is a soldier of fortune
when he iz unfortunate enough to have
nothing better to occupy him; and heisa
botanist no matter how pressing his other
occupations may be. A man of many
and wvaried talents, you perceive, who
might to-day have been a very famous
man had he chosen to exercise any one of
them continuously and exclusively.
Although he iz perhaps thirty-eight
years old, he appears younger; and he is
handszome in a dark, tanned, healthy way.
Women look at him twice, and having
looked, grow irritable with their husbands.
And vet he has something of the ascetic
about him—mnot that he is sallow or
starved or soulful-eyed—but he conveys
very forcibly an impression of supreme
Yor. LVIIL—753
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cleanliness and health, both mental and
physical.

I am probably the best friend that he
has in New York, and during his brief
visits to that city he makes a point of
looking me up, either at my club or at my
bachelor apartment. We dine together
and he tells me of his latest exploits in
whichever one of his professions he has
been practising. I, for my part, having
nothing in my life but humdrum routine,
make, I imagine, an appreciative listener,
Now that I think of it, ever since our
days at boarding-school, T have heen
Barclay's audience: he has never heen
mine.

Barclay had been in France when the
war broke out: that much I knew; but
where in France or why in France I knew
not. One evening in the middle of last
March he returned to New York and
enlightened me.

My Jap served us dinner in my rooms,
for Barclay inzisted that he preferred to
be alone with me that first evening. He
gaid that his soul had been spaded up and
turned under, just as you do with sail to
make it more fertile, and that out of the
hitherto barren ground had sprung up a
most wonderful bloom—mystical, golden,
awing. And then, with no further warn-
ing, he told me that he had become a
Roman Catholic.

I stammered out my astonishment,
while he sal unmoved, his chair pushed
back from the table, sipping his coffee.
Unmoved? Yes, except for a slight glow
in hiz thin brown cheeks and a new, un-
fathomable light in hiz eyes.

“You are surprized " he inguired.

“¥Yes—why, ves—naturally. It's rath-
er sudden, isn't it?"

“Quite sudden,’” he answered, “ Most
revelations of faith are. There was Peter,
and Andrew, yvou remember, and Paul,
and—yes, and Mary Magdalene.”

“That is true,” I agreed, “but they
lived in the days when Christ walked
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the earth. They saw miracles being
wrought.'

He nodded slowly, his eyes fixed on the
table, his fingers playing with the coffee-
spoon. ‘Then he threw back his head ab-
ruptly and said: “I, too, have seen mir-
acles being wrought."

He was so absolutely serious, so much
in earnest, when he made this remarkable
statement that T was at a loss how to re-
ply. T did not want to hurt his feelings,
but I might have reminded him that the
church puts no faith in latter-day mira-
cles, and that many advanced theologians
refuse to accept even the New Testament
miracles literally.

I think that he perceived my trouble,
for he said: *“0Oh, no—I'm not mad,
And I'm thoroughly sincere. T know, I
know—here in hard, matter-of-fact New
York it sounds preposterous, but wait un-
til I've told you about it and then judge
for yourself,”

I felt that vague uneasiness you experi-
ence when some one starts to tell a ghost
story, and mingled with that was a cer-
tain reluctance to =it by and witness a
man lay bare the innermeost sanctuary of
hissoul. However, it was clear that Bar-
clay would not be content until he should
have told me the story; so I lighted a
cigar to keep my nerves in hand, and
told him to begin.

“Last spring,” said he, “I spent walk-
ing in the Vosges Mountains, just across
the border from Alsace-Lorraine. Idida
little botanizing and a little stone-tap-
ping, but mostly I breathed in health and
happiness with the air. I strayed about
aimlessly enough—that was one of the re-
freshing things about it, that I had no
definite aim. A definite aim, no matter
how satisfactory it may be when at-
tained, always involves a certain amount
of labored plodding, and life is too short to
plod in—or, perhaps better, to those that
plod life seems often too long.”

I acquiesced rather bitterly.
afraid that I am a plodder.

“Well, at any rate,” he continued, * to-
ward the end of June I found myself not
far from a village—a village so small that
you can find it on few maps, and yet a
village whose name once rang round
the world. Perhaps the name, even now,
will mean something to you—Domremy,

I am

Jeanne, the Maid

What does it bring to your mind, that
name—Domremy? Do you see a girl
kneeling in a garden beside the church-
vard? Do you hear a rushing of white
wings as 5t. Michael stands before her?
I} you see her, clad in armor, a straight,
slender figure astride a huge white horse?
Do you hear the trampling of hoofs and
the shouts of men as she leads an army in-
to battle, ever triumphant under the lilies
of France? Do you see her raise a siege
at Orléans and crown a king at Reims?
And, finally, do you see her kissing the
cross as the lames reach up to her, where
she stands a martyr at the stake?"

His eyes glowed feverishly, fanatically,
and he rose from his chair and commenced
to pace the room.

“ Jeanne d’Arc,” I murmured.

“Yes,” he repeated, “ Jeanne d'Arc—
Jeanne, the Maid.”

It was a full minute before he could
control himself sufficiently to continue.

“T went to Domremy,” he said at
length, “and I saw the house in which she
was born and the garden in which she
heard the Voices. Ewven then I was in-
terested in her only as you, vourself; are
interested in her. 1 considered her the
heroine of a charming legend—a legend
based perhaps on a slim foundation of
fact, Since then 1 have learned better.
In my eyes she stands to-day second only
to our Lord as a witness of God manifest
on earth. She is an irrefutable argument
for Christianity, and since none believed
more devoutly than she in the Pope of
Rome and the Pope in Rome—there
were two popes then, you remember—it
follows that if you believe her Chris-
tianity you believe also her Catholicism.”

“She was martyred by her own
church,” 1 pointed out.

“And Christ was denied and hetrayed
by his own disciples,” added Barclay.
* Besidezs, her own church rehabilitated
her and made her a saint. All the great
prophets have been stoned during their
lifetimes—it is only when they are dead
that they receive their just rewards. It
was that way always and it shall be that
way always. It was that way—it was
that way last August, when another name
was added to the noble army of martyrs.”

“Tell me about him,"” T urged.

"It wasn't a man,” said Barclay—*it
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was a girl—a young girl. I scarcely know
how to begin, and it is hard to find words
with which to tell about it. It is very
sacred to me, you zee. 1 feel that I need
the words of a Matthew or a Mark, and T
haven't them. I am, al best, only a war
correspondent. . . .

“She was called Jeanne—there is a
coincidence there—Jeanne Leblane. I
saw her first the night T arrived in Dom-
remy—a wet, windy night in late June.
T zaw her last—well, never mind that yet.

“T told you that I had been walking,
didn't I? I had done about fifty kilome-
tres that day since breakfast—the last
dozen of them through a gusty rain, shot
with white lightning and laden with com-
plaints of thunder. My road followed
the course of the Meuze, usually a lazy,
pleasant stream, but nmow flecked with
foam and murmuring uneasily at its mar-
gins. Road and river wound through
vineyards and pasture-land, sweet with
the fragrance of moist soil and wet leaves
—a cool fragrance that you never gel
when the sun is high.

“I suppose that it was about seven
o'clock—it was deep twilight—when 1
saw ahead of me a handful of houses,
clustered snugly about a church spire that
pointed like a long, slim finger to heaven.
Smoke, white against the sky, was rising
from the chimneys, and yellow squares of
light marked the windows. Domremy
was peaceful even in the stormy night.

“A man in a blue blouse, driving a
covered two-wheeled cart, replied to my
inguiry regarding lodging by directing me
to the house of Armand Leblanc.

“ £ Across the bridge, the last house on
the left. It is not far, m’sien’, and he
makes every one welcome—he and his
poor girl.’'

“*His poor girl?’ I repeated, wonder-
ing at the adjective.

“*¥es, " he answered, nodding; ‘m'sien”
will discover for himself, but m'sien’ need
not be alarmed—she is a little mad, but
quite pentle and would not harm a spar-
row. She iz well loved here, m'zien’, and
I should not he surprised if she were
nearer to Jg bon [Mem than most of us
who can see only the ground we walk on.
Yes, m'sien’, across the bridge, the last

house on the left. Not at all, m'sieu’.
Pas de guei. Good night, m"siew’.’

i

“1 found the house with no difficulty,
and Jeanne Leblane, herself, opencd the
door at my knock. I wish I could de-
scribe her so that you could see her, or at
least give vou some hint of her. At the
time I first saw her I think perhaps |
could have done so, but now, for me she
has come to be the symbol of s0 much
that she transcends any power of word-
painting I possezs. A voung Madonna?
No, not quite: her feet seemed fixed too
firmly upon the earth. Perhaps more of a
Jeanne d’Arc—the Jeanne of Domremy,
however, not the more confident Jeanne
of Orléans and Reims; the Jeanne still
seeing visions, not the Jeanne fulfilling
them. That was to come later—the ful-
filment.

“Her features are- more easily de-
scribed—the narrow, oval face with the
closely coiffed golden hair drawn back
smoothly from the high white brow; the
ascetic mouth, thin and straight-lipped;
the wide, far-seeing eyes, clear as a
child's, wondering much and yet filled
with all knowledge. That much of her [
can describe, I say—the mere garment of
her soul—and that much of her, were I a
Raphael, I could put on canvas. That
much and no more. . . .

“She opened the door—I heard her
wooden sabots come clicking across the
floor—and, a lamp in her hand, she im-
mediately stood aside to let me in. Nor
did she ask my business, nor who T was,
nor where I had come from. It was ap-
parent that, as my friend of the covered
cart had told me, every one was welcome
at the house of Armand Leblanc.

““You are very wet,’ she said, ‘and
doubtless very cold, If you will leave
your cloak here in the hall and come into
the kitchen you will find supper ready—
and in the kitchen it is warm."

“I bowed and said that she was very
kind; hut she seemed surprised that I
should consider it kindness. She led me
through a door at the back of the hall into
the kitchen where, at the end of a pine
table, sat a grizzled, bearded man in a
peasant’s smock, whom T rightly judged
to be Leblanc. At my entrance he rose,
bowed, and said: ‘Sovez le bienvenu,
m'sien’.' Then he returned to his inter-
rupted meal.

* Jeanne indicated a chair for me at the
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table, and, having served me in spite of my
protestations, herseli took a seat opposite
her father, We ate in silence, although 1
made several half-hearted attempts to dis-
cuss the weather. At length, however,
when Jeanne had cleared away the dishes
and Leblanc had lit his pipe, they seemed
disposed Lo enter into conversation. But
never did they question me as to my name
or my business—it was as if T had lived
with them always, as if I were one of the
family returned after a Lriel abzence.

“4This rain should help the crops,’ ob-
served Pire Leblane, through the smoke
of hiz pipe.

“iAnd the garden,’ added Jeanne.
‘How the roses will welcome it] To-day
they were so tired.’

“I thought that her father regarded
her a little suspiciously at this—suspi-
ciously but not unkindly.

“‘Have you been long in the garden
to-day 7" he inquired.

“iUntil it rained,’ she answered.

““You are fond of flowers, mademoi-
selle?’ I put in, trying to be pleasant. ‘So
am I. I shall lock forward to seeing your
garden to-morrow morning, if the rain is
over by then.'

““She shook her head.

*“*The storm will be worse to-morrow,’
she said simply. ‘It will last for many
days. Godis very angry with the world.’

" Hush, Jeanne," murmured Pére Le-
blanc. “You must not talk that way he-
fore m'sien’.’

“She did not seem to understand; she
looked up at him appealingly, like a child
who has been reprimanded for no just
reason.

1 am sorry,’ said she. ‘Must I then
keep silent about that which is revealed
to me? Surely it is not something to be
ashamed of—something to conceal.’

“Leblanc sighed, glanced at me mean-
ingly, and shook his head.

“*Pardon, m'siew’,’ said he; ‘my little
Jeannot has fancies: she imagines things
—or else, indeed, she sees more than our
eyes can ever see.’  And he tapped his
forehead with the characteristic French
pesture.

“I was embarrassed to reply; but I
finally stammered out something to the
effect that the vision of the youny is often
clearer and truer than that of us older,
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wiser men. Leblanc nodded, sadly but
acquiescently, and I turned to Jeanne.

“‘Do you believe,” I asked, ‘that God
sends a storm to show that he is angry
with the world ?’

“41 don’t know,' she answered. ‘But
ifis storm he sent to show that he is an-
gry. And this storm is but the begin-
ning. Before the year is over it will rain
blaod.

*Leblanc shivered and crossed himself,
She had made the statement quietly, but
with absolute conviction, as if she had
said: ‘To-morrow we shall have crodfe-
au-pol for supper.’

“Whether it was from a certain morbid
curiosity or whether even then 1 sensed
that she was in touch with—well, never
mind—at any rate, I could not refrain
{rom questioning her.

“SWhy do you say that 7" I ventured.

*She opened her eyes very wide in sur-
prise, and then she smiled on me, as i
forgiving my absurd question, and said:
‘Because it's the truth, m'sien’. My
Voices told me.’

“It was then that I recollected we
were in Domremy; and I remembered

eanne d'Arc and the Voices that spoke to

er as she knelt in the garden. And just
as you are doing now, no doubt, I reasoned
that this other Jeanne had been brought
up on the legend, had brooded owver it,
and had clasped it to her heart until she
imagined that to her, also, there came
angels from heaven to comfort her and to
guide her. Yes, T admit that that seemed
the natural solution. But wait !

"“The next morning I awoke to the
sound of rain beating on my casement
window. The storm had increaszed over-
night, and, although there waz neither
lightning nor thunder, the wind had risen
to an alarming velocity, and as 1 looked
out I could see the trees bending low
before it, their branches whipping and
thrashing like ribbons of a split sail in &
hurricane. That Jeanne had prophesied
truly concerning the storm occupied my
mind but little, for'a sailor or a fisherman
ora New England farmer could have done
as much: what I had to consider was that
it would be madness for me to attempt to
leave four walls and a roof on such a day.
So I determined to seek out Pére Leblanc

.and arrange to stay with him as a paying
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puest until the weather should render my
departure possible. And that, briefly, is
how it came about that I stayed in Diom-
remy and learned to know Jeanne Le-
blanc—Jeanne, the Maid,”

Here Barclay paused and asked for a
fresh cup of coffee. I could see that the
recital had stirred him greatly, and his
hand shook as he bore the cup to his lips.
He smiled a little ruefully when he saw
that I had noticed his agitation,

“You thought I was a man without
nerves " he ingquired.  “I don't know—
I don’t know. Lately I have changed.
One can't Jook at the sun and not go
blind; and I have looked at a light that
is far brighter than that of a thousand
BATIE i

“1 remained at Domremy through
July. The storm lasted all that week and
half of the next, as if, truly, God were an-
gry with the world. For the most part we
staved indoors around the kitchen fire,
but Pére Leblanc had chores to do about
his farm and every day Jeanne would go
out in the rain to see how the sheep were
faring. 'Oh, yes—she tended sheep, like
Jeanne d'Arc and like them to whom the
angel of the Lord came to tell of the birth
in Bethlehem.

“One evening, shortly bhefore dinner,
Jeanne came into the kitchen, where T sat
alone working at an article that T was
writing for an American geographical
publication. Looking up, I perceived im-
mediately that something very grave had
gccurred—something grave and vet, judg-
ing by the exaltation in her eves, some-
thing very wonderful. Although she and
I had become close friends by now, I
hesitated to question her, for I felt—how
can I describe it #—1 felt that she had sud-
denly left me far behind and below her:
she had stepped bevond the earthy bound-
aries that hemmed me in. Imagine wo
people imprisoned in the same cell, one of
whom i= able occasionally, through the
barred windows, to obtain a glimpse of
the blue sky with the sun riding across it,
and the other of whom is 20 chained to the
floor that he can never see the light except
reflected in the eves of his comrade, Do
you understand what I mean? 1 saw the
light reflected in the eyes of Jeanne Le-
blanc, and the sight of it awed me and
held me silent.
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““She crozaed over beside me, sat down
noiselessly, and passed a hand across her
forehead. Without having looked at me
she knew I was there, and, before long,
5}'“‘. !-_i]_](lk.l_:..

“*1 have heard the Voices again,' she
said. ‘They came to me again in the
garden—just now—=5St. Michael and St
Catherine—the one to warn and the other
to comfort me.’

“She paused, breathing rapidly, and
her hand strayed down to her breast,
where she held it pressed against her
heart,

41t is almost over,” she said in a whis-
per. ‘There is but a short month left me
—and yet it will be very glorious to die.
Yes, I must remember that—it is very
glorigus to die in order that one may live
forever.’

“f Jeanne—my little Jeannot,” I fal-
tered—"* vou must not think such things.
Youare not going to die !’

“1 was really frightened, you see—I
was frightened because I believed that
she was speaking the truth. And she,
knowing that she was speaking the truth,
was frightened, too, I think, for a little
while; but it was the last time that I or
any one else ever saw fear in her eves.

YT have thirty-four days to live,’ she
said. *Within thirtv-four days I shall en-
counter blood, iron, and fire—and at the
end I shall wear a martvr's crown. Sweet
Lord, grant that T may wear it hravely
and without flinching !

“Then she fell silent; and I went over
to her and knelt by her chair and took her
hand,

*“f Jeanne,’ I said, ‘do you mean that
there will be war? —for, you see, even
then, toward the end of July, there were
but few that suspected what the first day
of August would bring,

“She nodded without speaking, but T
felt her fingers cold and trembling in mine.
Suddenly she slipped to her knees, clasped
her hands together, and closed her eyes,
I knew that she was praying,

“When she had finished she kissed her
crucifix and murmured: ‘Ta wolontd soil
Jaite,” Then she got to her feet and turned
to face me, her head thrown back, her
lips steady, her eyes serene.

“‘Now,” said she, ‘I have been given
strength. God is good to his servant.' "
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At this point Barclay paused and re-
garded me searchingly, as if striving to
read my mental attitude in my face. To
tell the truth, his story had carried me
along with it, and I believed every word
that he had said as implicitly as he, him-
self. Besides, Barclay is not prone (o ex-
aggeration—rather the contrary, in fact.

“Do you think you are listening to a
lunatic?” he said sharply. “IF you do,
just say so and T'il quit talking immediate-
ly. Understand, I'm not trying to make
a convert out of you; but if you don't
believe that T am telling the truth T'd
rather not go on.”

“PDon’t be ridiculous,” I answered—
“T do believe that vou're telling the truth.
5o pleasze go on.”

“You're not bored and cynieal?”

“No," I said; “goon.”

Apparently satisfied as to my willing-
ness to listen in the proper frame of mind,
he conzented to proceed, I doubt very
much if he would have told the tale to an
incredulous scoffer.

“T don't intend,” he said, *to give you
in detail the rest of my conversation with
Jeanne Leblanc. All that she prophe-
sied to me that afternoon is now history;
but, unfortunately, I am the only witness
that can testify to the fact that all that
came to pass she had foretold. For ex-
ample, however, she said that her Voices
had warned her of the first of August, the
day on which the rain of blood was to be-
gin—and of the last of August, the day on
which she was to die.

“Well, vou yourself know—we all know
now—what happened on the first day of
August; and T and a few others know
what happened on the last day. I won-
der if the histories will mention it—TI'm
afraid not,

“You remember the disastrous ad-
vance of the French into Alsace-Lorraine,
at the very opening of the war? You
remember that they overreached them-
selves P—that some one high in command
blundered ?—that a whole regiment broke
in disorder and ran? Well, we in Dom-
remy saw the advance, and we =saw the
retreat.  You see, the war caught me at
Domremy with no papers and no pass-
ports. In any case, it would have been
difficult to leave, but, to tell the truth, I
had no desire to leave: I wanted to stay
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not only because T am a’war correspond-
ent at times, but also because T had be-
come @ disciple of Jeanne Leblane and 1
was unwilling to desert her before—well,
Lefore the end of August. So I stayed.

“We saw the French pass through
Domremy, eager, enthusiastic, confident
of success. We cheered them loudly; we
cried, ' Vive la France! Vivela Républiquel’
and, in our madness, we cried also, ‘A Ber-
fin!" At least, all of us did but Jeanne.
She watched them march by with tears in
her eyes, and occasionally she would stop
some young hoy, scarcely in his twenties,
and kiss him on both cheeks and whis.
per, ‘Soyes fort!' Those were the boys
that she knew would never return.

“There came the time when Domremy
was deserted, save for the women, the chil-
dren, and the old men. Pére Leblanc re-
mained, of course, being past the age of
service. Each day we waited breath.
lessly for news of the great victory that
we all felt certain would be achieved—all,
that is, except Jeanne, who confided her
doubts to no one but me. Her Voices
had told her that the first assault on Al-
sace-Lorraine was destined to failure; and
she added, quite simply: ‘It is I who have
been chosen to save it from complete dis-
aster.’

“When I questioned her as to how this
was to be brought about, she answered:
‘I do not yet know: in due time it shall be
revealed to me.” And she was completely
confident and untroubled, except that che
grieved a great deal for the boys who were
to lay down their lives for their beautiful
France. She gave not a second thought to
her own life—that was to be disposed of
and sacrificed as God willed.

“When the retreat began, it seemed at
first unbelievable. Tt was impossible that
the French army that had gone out so
confidently should be so quickly and de-
cisively repulsed. It must be a mistake.
Well, of course it was a mistake—but the
army retreated, nevertheless, and in some
disorder. Although the news of it trav-
elled fast, it was not believed until the am-
bulances began to pass through Domremy,
bearing the wounded away from the lines.
Even then we did not learn the worst, for
naturally the men were not inclined to be
very communicative—rather, they were
furtive and sullen and a little ashamed.

h—-._
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Most of them had been perfectly willing
to throw away their lives that a victory
might be achieved, and they were dazed
' to discover that they had shed their blood
to no purpose, But there were many who
lay across the frontier, unburied and un-
honored—and they, at least, were spared
the sting of defeat.

“There is no need of my going deeply
into the strategy of the retreat. For one
reason, 1 am unable to judge of it, zince
I gained all of my information second-
hand from the soldiers themselves; and
soldiers never know why they advance
or why they retreat. At any rate, the
general in command, in order to save two
entire army corps, left behind a small
rear-guard to delay the pursuit as much
as possible. Perhaps the rear-guard did
not know it, but they were simply a
sop thrown to the enemy. A few were
leit to be slain in order that a great many
might live to slay. That is war.

“The rear-puard had some pieces of
light artillery and some rapid-firers, and
they worked them industriously; but,
naturally enough, they were forced to

ive ground—slowly, village by village,
E'.I.\ by hill; and every village that they
left became a black, bleak ruin, and on
every hill that they left the prass grew
red. That, too, is war.

“Long before they crossed the frontier
we had been warned to leave Domremy,
But we did not leave—that is, not until
later. Jeanne would not hear of it, and T,
of course, knew why. However, we did
our utmost to induce Pére Leblanc to
join one of the neighbors who offered him
a seat in his cart; but the old man, too,
was obstinate and insisted on remaining
with his daughter.

““T am old,” he =aid—' why put off the
day? I will stay with Jeannot.’

“And so on the twentieth day of Au-
gust there remained scarcely a dozen peo-
ple in the village—among them an old
man, & young girl, and an alien.

“* All morning we sat and listened to the
booming of the guns—heard it prow loud-
er and more spiteful—but in the village
there was no sound except that of the
dogs barking and whining in the empty
streets.

“At noon Jeanne went alone into the
garden. When she had gone, Pére Le-
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blanc looked at me and zhook his head
sadly.

“*Her Voices apgain,” he said. ‘Always
I know by the look of her eyes. Ah,
m'sien’, T am afraid for her—if anything
should happen to me, who will be left to
care for the little Jeannot ?'

“I went to him and laid my hand on
his shoulder.

“'If anything should happen to you,
Pére Leblanc, ' 1 said, *I swear to you that
I will be with Jeannot to the end.’

“The tears came into his dim eyes as he
turned to thank me; but, God knows, I
had promised little enough,

“When Jeanne returned to the house,
I knew at once that the great moment had
come. First she knelt at her father's fect
toask for his blessing; then she kissed him
on both cheeks and bade him good-by.

“*The time has come,’ she said quietly.
‘They need me and I am going to them.’

“Now, it happened that there were
two horses left on Piére Leblanc’s farm—
two horses that had not been comman-
deered for the army—a roan horse and a
white one. Jeanne, of course, chose the
white one—how could it have heen other-
wise '—and she buckled Pére Leblanc's
sword about her waist, It was her only
accoutrement of war, and I doubt if even
it had seen service. At any rate, it was so
rusty from years of idleness that T was
amazed that Jeanne was able to draw it
from its sheath,

“When I had helped her saddle the
white horse, I turned to the roan. She
watched me intently, saying nothing un-
til I had mounted and moved up beside
her. Then:

“'1 knew you would come with me,’
she said.

“A0f course,” T answered,

“1 shall not keep you long, and no
harm shall come to you—nor to my fa-
ther. That much the Voices have prom-
ised me.”

“*Where do we go?' I asked.

“*To Saint-Nicolas-du-Port, Tt is
about thirty miles—not far from Nancy.’

“*Very well,” I said, ‘T am ready.’

“We rode all that afternoon—a strange
couple, no doubt, and one that in times
less strange would have attracted more
attention; for while thousands of men,
women, and children were travelling in
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the opposite direction, we were the only
people going to the east—into the teeth
of the victorious German army. Many
times we were warned to turn back, and
as many times Jeanne smiled and shook
her head. There were harrowing sights
on that road, sights from which I averted
my eyes, but which Jeanne bore unflinch-
ingly.

i1t but makes my own life seem of
lesz account,’ she said once—'and my
death the more necessary.’

“Toward evening a French officer chal-
lenged us, ordering us back. He informed
us that women were not wanted on the
firing lines, and he looked at me and my
civilian clothes with suspicion.

“Jeanne answered and said: *Where
men are suffering, women are always

peeded. I am going to take a little of
their suffering onto myself. It is God's
will.’

“The officer stared—T saw him hesitate,
waver, and acquiesce—and then he sa-
luted her and said: ‘Go—and God keep
you.’

“Later, in the night, men were too busy
with their own affairs to notice us, or if
they did they put us down for peasants
returning in a mad attempt to save some
of our belongings., And shortly before
dawn we reached Saint-Nicolas-du-Port,
where the ground was rocking under our
feet, and our veices were drowned in the
ominous thundering of the cannon.

“We slept in a field outside the village
—that is, we lay on the ground and tried
to sleep; but, tired as I was, I could not,
and I think that Jeanne staved awake to
pray.

“The sun came up, red hehind the
smoke, glowing like a devil’s eye; and it
looked upon a devil's day.

*Jeanne and I arose, stretched our stiff
limbs, and left the field for the village.

“Now, it happened that the rear-guard
of the French army were making a des-
perate stand about four miles east of
Saint-Nicolas-du-Port, their idea being,
of course, that the Meurthe, on which the
village is situated, would prove a safe-
guard for their own retreat by providing
an obhstacle for the enemy'zs advance,
Bridges can always be dynamited, and
pontoons take time to construct.

“But early that morning the enemy,
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pursuing their overnight advantage,
drove the French from their trenches and
hurled them back, exhausted and in dis-
order, into Saint-Nicolas, It was a dull-
eved, crumpled-up handful of men that
we came upon, there in the village—hve
hundred that had once been five thou-
sand, and half of them bleeding from un-
dressed wounds, and all of them so ex-
hausted that death must have seemed to
them a blessed relief.

“When they saw Jeanne, cool and
white and calm, on her white horse, they
looked on her as on a vision. I am sure
that some of them did not know whether
she was flesh and blood, or whether she
was a figure in some dream conjured
up by their feverish, tired brains. They
parted their ill-formed ranks in the street
to let her dde through; but when she was
in the middle of them, she halted, drew
the rusty old sword, and swung it over her
head,

“fCourage, mes enfants!’ she cried.
‘ Be strong for the glory of France and the
glory of God !

*“They turned and tried to cheer; and
some of them passed their handz acress
their eves vaguely, as if to clear their
gight.

“Then, briefly, Jeanne told them that
she had been sent by le bon Dieu to rally
them and to lead them—that they must
not be afraid to die—that death in a just
cause is sweet—that God cared for them
and would remember.

“They listened in absolute silence until
she had finished, and then—and then—
well, they recognized her, or at least
thev recognized the spirit that animated
her, for they cried out: ‘Jeanne d'Arc!
Jeanne, the Maid!” And a young lieuten-
ant, the only officer left to them, swung
around and put his horse heside hers and
shouted: ‘Let us all die, but let not the
Germans cross the Meurthe !’

“8o, while the sapewrs were sent to
dynamite the bridges, Jeanne rode out at
the head of five hundred men to hold the
Germans back until the work should be
accomplizshed, and every one of the five
hundred knew that with the bridges went
their only hope of retreat.

“They went out, the five hundred of
them—and a few of them came back,
fighting through the streets, from house
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tohouse. When they were driven back to
the square in front of the town hall they
set up a Maxim gun and played it like a
hose on the close-massed enemy; and
when they could no longer work the gun,
they retreated into the town hall itself
and fought from the doors and the win-
dows and the balcony, And always
Jeanne was with them, unscathed, but
fighting now on foot, for the white horse
had fallen under her. I could see the
dying reaching out piteous, adoring hands
to touch her skirt before they should die;
and I could see the wounded, smiling at
her as thev fell. The young leutenant
stood by the Maxim gun to the end, oper-
ating it with his leit arm, for his right
hung limp by hisside. And then suddenly
he was struck in the head and went down
in her arms, I saw her make the sign of
the cross on hiz breast, I saw her lips
move as she whispered something to him,
and I saw him try to smile as he died in
her arms.

“Then I was hit and for a few minutes
I remember no more. When I came to 1
was lying in a doorway, across the square
from the town hall. Doubtless it was
thought that T was dead, and no one had
wasted the time to bayonet me in order
to make certain,

“Crawling out painfully to the side-
walk I perceived that the enemy were
still encountering some resistance; and
just then, from the river, I heard two
great booming crashes and 1 suspected
that the bridges had been dynamited.

“In the square the bursting shells, or
the Germans' torches, had set fire to the
town hall, and it was now a roaring, bil-
lowing sheet of lame. But from the up-
per windows occasional shots spat out,
and here and there a German soldier fell
quickly and quietly to the ground. 1
wondered if Jeanne was still in there, or
if, already, she had accomplished her
destiny,

*“And suddenly I wondered no longer,
for she appeared on the balcony, in full
view of the entire square. She stood there,
in Madonna blue, a crucifix raised up be-
fore her eyes, the flames licking hungrily
at her feet. Almost I saw a halo about
her head—I think I did—I am not sure.
Perhaps it was the vellow fire behind her:
perhaps it was the gold of her hair.

“Ah, she was very beautiful as she
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stood there with the light in her eyes as of
one whao seez God.  She was very beauti-
fual, and she was very brave—a woman
among A thousand men, a saint among a
thousand sinners. A= I looked T found
that the tears were on my cheeks, and
then, presently, 1 staggered to my knees
and began to pray as well as I could.

*There came a sudden silence over the
square—a strange, awed silence. Men
looked at one another, wonderingly, ques-
tioningly, ill at ease, and receiving no
answer, their eyes returned to the lonely
figure of Jeanne, standing high above them
on the balcony, swathed in flames.

“She made no outcry; she scarcely
moved, except once or twice when I saw
her presz her lips to the crucifix. At a
word from an officer the men surged back
a little from the heat. The officer him-
self was moving restlessly about the
square, uncertain what to do, now that
the worst was done. 1 don't think he
relished the responsibility of burning a
woman alive; or perhaps he too was not
sure whether it was 2 woman or a saint.
However, he evidently thought it best to
stay and see the husiness out.

“It was now merely a question of min-
utes, The front wall of the town hall was
shivering, tottering, and through the win-
dows we could see that the interior was
red with flame, shot through with black
smoke. The crowd edged away vet a few
steps farther; but they kept their faces
turned to the balcony,

“Suddenly it was over. There came a
leaping yvellow spurt of fire, a swirling
shroud of smoke, and with a crash of fall-
ing bricks the wall fell in. Tt wasasifa
child had swept down his building-blocks
with a blow of his hand.

“1 remember, then, that somehow or
other I got to my feet and cried, * Jeanne !
and I think that through all that mad con-
fusion of sound T heard a veice—a voice
that rang as clearly and confidently as a
bugle—calling: * Pour Diew el la patrie!’ "

Barclay stopped and put his face in his
hands.

“It was a glorious death,” T ventured
gently.

He did not answer at once. Then he
said gravely: “Yes, it was a glorious
death; but, for her, T helieve that it was
the beginning of a glorious life.  She rests
with the saints from her labors."”
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LILAC ONE

By Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews
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The fre -_-.11 white
blouse had cost &1.g3 at
Owen’s bargain-counter;
the white duck skirt
patch- ;mcLeis, wide belt, and all—had
stood for §3.47 at the same sale, She saw
his eves lift 10 the white Panama hat.
“Pretty, isn't it?"” she demanded.
“But it didn't cost much. I watched the
sales for this shape, because I'd seen one
in Curran's window, and I got it at $1.50;
vou know really good Panamas come aw-
fully high. And I had this scarf last year,
so | washed it and copied the way of put-
ting it on from the one in Curran’s. That
one cost $25.00."
“And I dare say
Sandy stated proudly.
Slim lines, sparkling eyes, youthful ra-
diance of a face set in golden-brown waves
under the Panama hat made the seven-
dollar effect more successful than many

yours is prettier,”

Tema DEREMEAUX
a foud ensemble of twenty times the ex-
pense.  There was more also than the
mere gift of dress—there was restraint,
simplicity, a lack of silk sweater and
cheap jewelry. One felt with approval,
locking at this little stenographer on ten
dollars a week, that she was not insisting
that you take her for a rich woman of
leisure with five thousand a year for
clothes. One got two or three ideas out of
a considering glance at the young face:
brains, -,L!f-re]uame imagination, sense of
humor; such things plaved cheerfully in
and out of the hazel eves. Sandy Me-
Allister, staring at her, knew all of this,
but, being a dumb Scotchman, what he
said was: “You look very nice, Annie."

That contented Annie. A shining look
came into the hazel eyes, Sitting up late
to wash and iron the blouse and skirt,
studying Curran’s windows, and working
over the twist of that scarf—it was all
worth while. Sandy said she looked nice.
It was a strong remark for Sandy.
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“Let's go. We don't want to miss that
trolley. lIen't it a perfect daye' she

threw at him happily, and started down
Lhe s1 s,

But Sandy caught her wrist, and held
her off a second while he stared again, and
his silent heart bumped with joy. She was
his girl; it was Decoration Day morning,
a holiday; it was warm and bright; she
stood there, looking like this, a picture of
delight; she was his own girl. ™ Yes, let's
go now,” said Sandy.

They went and went and went. They
got seats together in the trolley, but were
pretty well jammed in the steamer, and
laughed and did not care, and at last they
came to the Land of Heart’s Desire,
known to the rich as a lovely spot spoiled
by cheap excurzions. There they could
wander off without a care, very far away
indeed from the crowd, till they came to
the woods by the sea. They zat down
under the pines with marvellous sweet
smells of ecean and earth and hot pine-
needles closing them into an enchanted
valley, They held each other's hands,
and sometimes spoke a word and mostly
were silent,  After an hour or so of such
inchoate bliss they fell to talking about
Sandy's business. He had just bought
the little drug-store at the corner of Bath
and River Streets. Sandv called i1 a
“chemist’s shop,” but the American for
that is “* drug-store.” By whatever name,
not yet was he making enough for the two
to get married,

*“1f 1 could aford to advertise well, it
would bring things quite right,” Sandy
said. **The little shop has a fair list of
patrons, and we've got the agency for
Adams’s Lorelei Hair Tonic, and that's a
very good thing. But we need advertis-
ing. If only I could get a new way that
wouldn't come too dear.  T'm not clever
at imagining things like vou, Annie,’
stated Sandy humbly.

Annie, pondering, flashed a smile.
“What's the good of me imagining thinps
if T can't help you with it, Sandy?" she
inquired, and fell to pondering again.

The white Panama lay on the pine-
needles; the wind whipped small curls
about her forehead; the girl had wonder-
ful hair, long and very curly, an unusual
combination. Sandy lifted a hand and
touched it shyly; he could never get over
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his astonishment that he might do these
thm;{:

"&uu don't need any hair tonic, An-
nie,” he said, and smiled. I could put
vou in the window for an advertisement,
mayhe, though.”

Annie's hazel eyes lifted quickly, and
her brows drew together with mental
effort. She had a thought. “Wait a
minute—don't speak,” she commanded,
“There's an idea coming,"”

And Sandy, to whom nothing was easier
than silence, waited, gazing in respect at
this girl whose brain worked in a way
which his could not follow, this girl who
was yet his own girl.

Then Annie laughed out. “It's good,”
she said. “I believe it will go. It's not
fixed vet, but T can wiggle it cut. Listen,
Sandy."

And so, sitting in the woods by the sea,
her hand in her lover’s, laughing, happy,
adding step to inspired step, Annie wig-
gled it out.

Sometimes, going along a city street
late at night, one wonders how it would he
if the fronts of the houses could be lifted
off. There would be rows of people at add
angles asleep in beds; where a light glim-
mers there might be a girl in ey Lmng dress,
home from a ball, dancing 4 reminiscent
fox-trot down her room; or a woman
happily writing a letter; or a man anx-
iously pacing a room, mavbe; or perhaps
nurses working over a sick-bed; all the
tragedy and sentiment of life is likely shut
behind those long walls which may not be
lifted away, Butof a morning about mail
time, in broad davlight, the walls seem
mere boxes holding commonplace or com-
edy. By the white magic of fiction a
story reader may go about a town—why
not '—and know whatever is necessary to
the situation.

On a morning, then, soon after May 30,
Decoration Day, the postmen of the rising
city of Brightwater delivered the mail.
The bell buzzed at Reginald Towner's
house as Reginald himself was sitting
down to breakfast. DMrs, Towner, having
breakfaszted in her room an hour before,
was, nevertheless, present to pour coffee
for her spoiled darling, who liked this cere-
mony. The children had heen kissed and
packed off to school. The butler brought



The Very 1
in the mail and laid it by the mistress of
the house as she finished the sacred cup
and set down glittering silver.

“Quite a lot,”" remarked Reginald, stir-
ring his coffee luxuriously. Mrs. Towner
was sliding envelopes through her fingers,
“What's that very lilac one? Scented; 1

e _,.-‘\_. T ,.;gff'.-.—

W Baver saw then writing 1 iy lile,”

can smell it over here.” Mrs. Towner
dropped seven others and contemplated
the lilac one. “Tt's to you."” She looked
up at him.

“Wellr" Reginald Towner boasted
that his wifle nrwm::l all his letters.

“It's a woman's writing.™

Well 2"

Mrs. Towner opened the lilac one.
Berinald tasted his coffes, smiled henig-
nantly, turned his attention light-heart-
edly to a muffin,

“For heaven's sake!™ gasped Mrs.
Towner into the middle of the muffin,

“What?" The muffin poised in mid-
flight.

HWell 1

"“Well what?”

“0Oh!"” and then: * This mail is no place
for

“You'd better read it aloud,” finizhed
Towner, the blameless, the frank.

wits safely departed.
There was a thin edge 1o her voice
may not be astonished.
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Mrs, Towner looked I-- s f _|1 ||1|:|||*r-
I yon -11. S0
“ Vo
fam.”

‘Read iv."”

Hlu'.'.h and with distributed 1]11]111.1\]3

she read as follows:

e promaiEieed. —Page dfa

s I_'Il_'.u-: Meu. TowNER:

“*You may not perhaps remember
me, but T can never forget you. T have
seen you on the street many times and
admired vou more than I can posibly
R

“One s in possibly,” interjected Mrs.

Towner, safto voce,

** Please tl--n { think me a bold and for-
ward girl

“Huh," threw in Mrs, Towner.

f—hut it would make me so happy if
you would talk to me for a few minutes,
and surely there could be no harm in
that.'""

Cine &}'ehmw of Mra, Towner hifted.

“Would vou, will you, give me a little
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interview on the corner of Bath and River
strects at nine o'clock Wednesday night ?
Pleaze don’t think me a f(oolish, bold

girl—"

“Oh, no! Certainly not!” remarked
Mrs. Towner.

“t —hut do, do came, for this is no com-
mon feeling that makes me beg you to,
and T am

“*Yours (if you want me)
HMiss) Curry Brows,'

* ¢ Miss, Curly, Brown,'" staccatoed
Mrs. Towner, and fixed her wedded hus-
hand with a glance like a ramrod,

The wedded one stared back. By slow
degrees his mouth formed three words.
“T'll be damned !

“Ouite likely,” agreed Mrs. Towner
with chilliness.

“Let's see that.”

The wery lilac one flew across the
tulips and was prevented from landing
in the butter-pats. Absorbedly the man
read it, and the woman, exasperated, saw
a slow smile broaden—a serene, altogeth-
er delighted smile, which permeated his
face. *Foolish child,” murmuored Regi-
nald Towner in gentle accents. And then,
sharply: “Never zaw the writing in my
life,"" he pronounced. "“Don't know a
bleszed thing about it."" With that he
was grinning widely again, and something
in that well-known contagious amile sud-
denly set Mrs. Towner smiling, too.

“Reggie, vou old devil! Don't you?™
she shot at him.

“On my word, not a blessed thing."

Mrs. Towner was a handsome, big
person with a face like a lovable boy;
she liked to deserve her hushand’s state-
ment that she was “the squarest woman
on earth.” Here was a chance. “All
right. I believe you,"” she said heartily.
“What are yvou going to do? "

“What would you?"

Mrs. Towner reflected. Then—*1"d
go,"” she answered, and the admiring grin
of a comrade across the table was reward
for any effort to be broad-minded.

“You're a perfectly good sport, Nan,”
said Towner. “Dollars to doughnuts
there isn't another woman in town wha'd
come up smiling like that. But of course
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I won't go, Awfully—er-rer—undigni-
fied. Family man—son twenty years old
—ridiculous. Some foolish child.” He
wis grinning rather sheepishly now under
the sweeping mustache, That Towner
wus good-looking was a fact not to be
concealed even from himself. The sleepy
gray eyes were full of expression, the ar-
chitecture of his face was splendidly high-
brecl; one forgave him easily that he was
slightly, oh, very slightly, bald,

“You old heart-smasher,” Mrs. Town-
er went on abusively; *you Man-that-
Mows-'em-Down-in-the-Strects—look at
me!"” Mrs. Towner threw back her head
and lapl,u:f] herself, and did a fair imita-
tion of her lord's conscious grin. * Pretty
chesty, eh! She's seen you—she admires
vou—more than she can possibly—with
one s=—tell you! Not so unpleasant, is
it, Reggie? The lovely ladies adore you
still, don't they? Oh,lots! Too bad you
hate yoursell =o this morning, isn’t it,
Reggie?"

Mrs. Towner's language was common-
place, but her copy of the flattered mas-
culine, her falsetio bass, and stroked-kit-
ten manner were distinctly funny. The
audience shook with laughter,

“¥ou wouldn't be so rotten bad in
vaudeville, Nan,” he indorsed the per-
formance, and turned to a frezsh muffin.
*But—yes, more coffee—I"m surprised at
vou a bit for advizing me to pay attention
to the thing."

“Reginald Towner—'" (she brushed the
lace back from her wrist) *Reginald
Towner, if | were & man I'd die of curi-
asity till 1 got to Bath and River Streets
Wednesday night.”

“Would you? "' inguired Reginald con-
versationally. Mrs. Towner went on.

“Tell you what, old boy, You go, with
my blessing, on one condition: that you'll
honestly tell me every syllable that hap-
pens.”

“Of course I will—I mean T would.
But of course I don't consider going.”
There was an uncertain note in the firm
words, It continued on a rapid down-
grade. " Do you—really wish me to go?”

Mrs. Towner exploded into laughter.
“Dio Twish! Asa favor to me, don't you
know! Well—you go—and Larrie and [
will trot along on the side, and watch your

step."
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“MNot much youwon't! Larrie!"” Lar-
tie being the twenty-year-old. The real
article in firmness this time, and a tone
of horror in that “Larrie "

Mrs. Towner chortled with glee. “ Not
a bad rise,’" she commented., “No, Reg-
gie, dear; T wouldn't do a mean thing like
that. But I give my full consent to your
breaking loose and meeting Miss Curly
Brown, if you'll promize to tell me about
it. Mind, now, vou're susceptible, old
Reggie. A sweet young thing—admires
you more than she can possibly—with
one s—tell vou. You'll have to he a
strong, firm character. But run along
and play, and then come home to mother.
That’s the scheme. TIsnt it?”

Beginald Towner pulled at that long,
fair mustache thoughtiully. He stopped
pulling and imbibed a last drop of coffee.
He =et the cup down. * Jove, Nan—I
can’t let vou be more of a sport than Tam.
That is the scheme, T'll do it."”

Lilac was an agitating color to more
than one Brightwater breakfast-table.
The mayor and hizs new wife, a young
woman fifteen years his junior, got their
mail shortly hefore the Towners. Ewents
began much the same: a very lilac en-
velope, manly innocence, feminine alert-
ness.  But this culminated differently;
Mrz. Mayor was unhappily not of the
square type, and was jealous about her
lately acquired politician. So that in five
minutes the loving bride and groom were
arguing.

“I have to look into these things,
deary,” the leader of the Democrats
urged. “I'm the mayor of this town. [
have to know what's doing.”

“You don’t have to meet Miss Curly
Browns on street corners nights,” con-
tested Mrs. Mayor, “That hasn't a
thing to do with running the town.”

*You don't know,"” the mavor reasoned
darkly. “One can never tell. These
Republican henchmen are a wicked lot—
wily, corrupt, tricky; queer things hap-

en."’

“Well, one queer thing isn't going to
happen—vou're not going to meet any
Mizss—"

The mayor interrupted. “Deary,” he
stated with formality, “I wouldn't give
orders—to me."”
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But Mrs. Mayor had thrown her com-
pass overboard, “1 will mive orders
about this, You shall not go.”

The mayor rose and stood; a trifle pale
he was, * Dorothy, T shall use my own
judgment.”

*Oh, don't go, Frederick,” wailed Dior-
othy, and burst into tears.

The mayor began to show excitement.
“Dion't you see, you've forced my hand
—TI've got to go,'" he let off in flights
“I've gof to go." The mayor was a short,
h:l.hl man; he threw out his aArms :1ur|
bobbed his head. Dorothy lifted a tear-
stained face from the breakfast napkin
and swabbed one eve with a minor hand-
kerchief. “If you go,” she announced
solemnly, " you necd never darken these
doors again.” She spoke with author-
ity ; they were Dorothy's doors; among
her charms one counted a grist of shek-
els.

The mayor was silent a long half-min-
ute, then his arms few out again in a ges-
ture of abandoned recklessness.  As Chris-
topher Columbus, impelled by scientific
desire for knowledge, so was the mayor.
Hiz heacd bobbed: hiz voice went falsetto.
“T'wve got to know what's up. I've got 1o
go.'" stated the mayor,

A magic wand might indeed melt away
walls from all the breakfasi-rooms in
Brightwater, but one may not look at all
of them, Time fails. A glimpse more and
the rest must be taken for granted.

Colonel Bigelow, boyish, big, clean-cut
of mind and body, looked over the mail
while his wife—who was very much his
wife, and you'd better know it at once—
Emurﬂd his coffee.  The girls, her girls, not

is, had gone to school; the maid had dis-
appeared to the pantries. He flipped a
proncuncedly lilac envelope across the
table; he laughed cheerfully.

“That's amusing,” he said.
that, Girlie."

Mrs. Bigelow did not strike one as a
“girlie,” but fond parents had so nick-
named her in early youth, and she had
clung to the name like grim death. She
was zeveral over forty, four or five years
older than the colonel, buxom, handsome
in a Napoleonic way, with bright color and
abundant hair, but high-zhouldered and
short-armed, of a good, compressed figure,

“Read
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strenuously vouthful.  She was intelli-
gent, direct, capable, one of the women
who with all good qualities have not a
ray of charm. The colonel, being a cousin,
had rescued her from a beast whom she
had carelessly married, and generously
married her himsell. One would know
that the colonel was likely to do about
that.

“Funny,isn't it ? " inquired the colonel,

But Mrs. Bigelow, reading with set face,
saw no joke; humor was not her strong
point. “1 eall it impertinent,” she an-
nounced. O course you'll pay no at-
tention?™

The colonel rumpled his hair—it was
going a little thin on top. ‘' Well—1 don’t
know," he reflected. *' Rather a lark to go
and see what the little beggar has to say—
ehp™

Mrs. Bigelow's face set further.
you to do no such thing, Henry,"

“T ask
she

brought out. “I'm your wife. What
right has anv olther woman to ‘admire
vou,” as this”—tapping the letter—*bold

creature savs,

The colonel grinned.  “I wouldn't pre-
vent the sweet things from admiring me
if they want to,” he reasoned ingenuous-

Iy. *I don't mind that. That doesn’t
hurt anybody. But I won't go if you ob-
ject. T—just thought—it mtght be a

manner of lark. But if vou

“TI do object, Henry," Mrs. Bigelow
stated warmly. ‘“Please promise that
vou won't do it.”

“Promise! T said I wouldn't.
enough, I hope.”

The colonel got up impatiently. He
had made her his wife; she had a right
to every consideration, every gentleness,
from him. But sometimes it did feel as if
he would like to kick loose into freedom
for a while. Tt is a mistake to let a man
get that feeling.

“Thank you, Henry, dear,” said Mrs.
Bigelow impressively and with intense
gentleness, and the ungrateful colonel
choked back a one-syllabled remark.

“All right, Girlie. Nothing to thank
me for. I don't give a damn.” And so
the one syllable got said.

That's

“1 wish 1 could have a proscenium
box," Mrs, Towner ejaculated fervently.
Mr. Towner had come in from the hall,
where Jennings had just put him into his
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quietest overcoat—and he owned some
noisy ones—and pressed a gentle-man-
nered =oft hat into Eis hand. Even at that,
Mildred Towner considered, he looked
conspicuously handsome and well dressed;
it was difficult to disguise the good looks
of Reginald Towner. It was eight forty-
five of “ Wednesday night.” and he was
about to attempt the adventure of Miss
Curly Brown; he looked rather sheepish;
it is unusual to start to a rendezvous with
an unknown maiden of alluring name with
the eordial co-operation of one’s wife; it
is comfortable, but it also detracts from
the joy of feeling onesell a perfect devil,
His wife kissed him.

“Heaven's choicest blessings go with
you, you old rake,” she flung at him
affectionately, and Jennings opened the
door; and Towner, launched on an “af-
fair™ by his wife's own hands, trotied
down the street.

“Funny,” he murmured as he went
along., “Ifeel a good deal like a fool.™

Meanwhile, the mavor, after fiddling
over the house, appeared at the same
hour before a gloomy Mrs. Mayor—he
i:'ll'.:fl coated and hatted.

“1'm going to the city hall for an hour,™
he stated coldly. Relations had been
strained since }E:-terday.

“Oh—the city hall " repeated Dorothy
with sarcasm. Then, rising to her five
feet eight, and shooting an arm aloft with
tragedy: “Frederick Kleiner,” she in-
toned, *if vou go and meet that brazen
woman to-night, it is the end. You need
never darken these doors again.™

The mayor stared, petrified a second,
and then his hands went out and his
bald head bobhed in the combination ges-
ture which seemed inevitable to the case.
“T've gol to go," bleated the mayor.

And went,

The colonel sat quietly smoking his
cigar that night, and was deep in the
papers, when Girlie, his wife, who had
gone up-stairs with a toothache immedi-
ately after dinner, appeared in ample bil-
lows of a negligé of vicious cherry silk.

“Henry,” she moaned, “I'm afraid
you'll have to go and get me something
to stop th.ls agony. Can’t you take the
G

Henry was on his feet, all sympathy
and readiness. **Why, surely,” he =aid.
“T'll go instantly, Let me see— the near-
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est drup-store i2'—he ruminated —'* Hath
and River, I think."”

“Yes, that's it. Oh, do ]'llll‘:rj.'.
suffering terribly, Henry, love.”

I‘II'I

.l" -
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Lilac One (i
address was associated?  Suddenly it
came to him, and, hand on gear-lever, he
hesitated. Then he chuckled. He had
said he would not go to Bath and River

* Frederick Klsiner, if you go and meet that brazen woman to-night, it &= the end.""—Page 68z,

“I'm awfully sorry,” said Henry, love.
“Take a drink of whiskey, I'll be back in
a jiffy."

“Bath and River."” He said the names
of the streets over again as he turned
on the lights and opened the car door.
What was it, recently, with which that

Streets to-night. No, he had not. He
had said he would not meet Miss Curly
Erown. Well ? Was he going to meet her ?
He was going to get toothache medicine
for his wife. Of course, there were ather
drug-stores! But this was the nearest;
Mrs. Bigelow had begged him to hurry.
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What nonsense to hesitate about a fool-
less bit of silliness! Then the colone
grinned broadly in the darkness; itaaes a
manner of lark; the colonel had plenty of
boyishness in him still. The lever slid into
low pear; the car crawled out, complain-
ing in bass, changed its note, and spun
down the strect and around the corner.

It was about five minutes before nine
o'clock that night when the corner of
Bath and River Strects hegan to assume
an uncommon air of liveliness. The
policeman, strolling across the way, de-
cidled that there was a mecting; shortly
he began 1o wonder why the men didn't go
in to their meeting. It was a well-be-
haved crowd; the policeman recognized
some Brightwater celebrities as he saun-
tered among them. There was the mayor
—the officer touched his helmet, but the
mavor seemed annoved to be saluted,
which surprised the officer. There was
J. T. Hodson, president of the Second Na-
tional Bank; there was Reginald Towner,
the millionaire, the “swell” of the town:
there was Doctor Hugh Gray, head of the
Cu“&g& ot the hill: there '.'.':l.r'-_lu:]gl:_lnhn-
som, and Thomas Hamilton, of Hamilton
Brothers, and Emmaons, the leading tailor,
and perhaps two dozen more,

There was something in the manner
of these as they arrived which puzeled
the policeman: each seemed surprised to
see the others; some halted, hesitated,
and then walked on quickly, but walked
back again. The officer’s observation ex-
tended owver a wery short pericd, three
minutes, five minutes; the crowd collect-
ed almost instantaneously.  With that,
in the hig window of the little drug-store
something was doing. A white curtain
veiled it from the eye of man, and behind
that curtain there were fireworks. Red
and green and violet lights playved over the
white surface; harmless explosions ex-
ploded. The curtain appeared to be call-
ing attention to itself, and each one of the
thirty or forty or fifty men standing un-
easily about paid attention, stopped short
in his movement of just going on, and
watched. After three minutes of such
challenge up rolled the curtain before the
transfixed gaze of perhaps a hundred eyes,
disclosing the show-window set as a small
stage.
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Moreover, it was well set. Rocks were
in the foreground — stage rocks, but
dimmed by expert lighting into a con-
vincing islet. Bevond a painted river the
background rambled swiftly into vine-
yards zigzagging steeply, with blue sky
above. It was good scenery; one felt the
Rhine flowing around those rocks—and
behold the Lorelei !

She arpse from canvas depths, a slim
figure in clinging sea-green something, a
small gold harp in her hand, and about
her a loose glory of gold-brown rippling
hair, With that she was sitting on a
ledge, defined against pale-gray stone, and
the spot |ig|‘|t showerd her shifling the fillet
which bound the waves of hair away
from her face. She shifted it swiftly, and
in a flash a placard swung out under the
spotlight which read in distinct lettering:
“Miss Curly Brown.”

A manner of murmur ran through the
hypnotized crowd outside the drug-store
window, and Doctor Gray, head of the
university, was heard to mutter: "That
scenery is from the Empire Theatre.”

But no man stirred from his place ex-
cept to push toward the window. Miss
Curly Brown engaged herself at once in
combing her wonderful hair with a bright
gilt comb, and one became aware that a
concealed Victor in the immediate neigh-
borhood was making music.

“With a comb of gold she combs it
And sings o song the while;
"Tis a strange and wondrous music,
For the heart it doth beguile ™

sang Alma Glick in velvet tones from
the Victor. And the spotlight shifted,
and the little stage blurred, and when it
was clear again, behold the Lorelei still
manipulating the comb of gilt through
the cloud of hair! but the placard now
read: * Adams's Lorelei Hair Tonic makes
hair grow on rocks.” The Lorelei d

the comb and twanged discreetly at her
harp, and Alma Gliick coincided melo-
diously with rhythmical remarks about

*This with her wonderful singing
The Lorelei hath done.™

Another blur of light and darkness,
and the changing placard bore a new leg-
end.
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“Adams's Lorelei Hair Tonic,” it read.
“All such as are ]_:uml sports will walk in
and buy a hottle, Makes hair grow on
rocks."”

The Lorelei, with a twentieth-century
skip, was gone from the window, and
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handsome woman with the boyvish face
heweed half an hour later in the Towners'
great ibrary,  And Regee told her, every
item, and the two chuckled andd shouted,
like the comrades they were, over the tale
till midnight.

| thiek they guite enfoyed it, Sandy."

thirty or forty or fifty laughing men, in
varying stages of sheepishness, were prod-
ding each other into the little drug-store,
where a tall young Scotchman behind the
counter found much trouble in waiting on
them fast enough.

“Tell me about it, Reggie, quick,” the

— Page 684

“Tt was a very clever advertisement.
And the man said the girl planned it all
Lo help him get a start? We'll go there
for everyihing, Reggie, from now on,” said
big-hearted Mrs. Towner.

“Wao: stay away
you've got

don’t touch me—
to leave me to-morrow,'’
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sobbed Mrs, Mayor, and was astounded
Lo see her Frederick po off into unfitting
laurhter,

“Listen, Dolly, darling,"
erick.

“Dolly, darling!™
hesitated, and was lost.  For the silver-
tongued Frederick told the tale well. His
Diolly, to speak the truth, was glad of a
retreat from the strong position she had
taken and prateful to the unknown girl
who was nol clutching after her hero,
She laughed to the point of tears.

“I ought to be angry at you, Freddy,”
ghe =aid, with her arm around his neck.
“For you went in spite of me. But I
can't, because vou were so well, so bee-
vutifully, sold. The girl was a wonder to
think up that stunt. Just to help her
sweetheart.,  Say, Freddy, we'll go there
for all our drugs after this, won't we, hey?”

And Freddy, well-contented, said ves,
Hwe " would.

satd  Fred-

She listened, she

“Henry, what—was the mazzer? Did
the car Lreak d-down? T had to take
1.1.'|11'P.|u:1,::.', as you aajcl. I—T think T took—
good deal ™

Colonel Bigelow, regarding his emi-
nently proper Girlie, grinned sardonical-
ly. *Ithinkyou did. You're in & state
of beastly intoxication,” he pronounced.
“Here's vour stuff. I'm glad the tooth’s
better, only don’t form the habit.”

“Hennery | Girlie threw the name at
him in waves, and then spoiled her indig-
nation with a simper.  “My Hennery !"

With that her Hn’:'n::u:r'_',' told the tale of
the Lorelei.  Mrs. Bigelow, softened with
that demon rum, who certainly takes the
temporary edge off things, considered.

“Hennery,” she spoke, with careful
enunciation, ‘I believe that it was a—
a—an extremely good lesson for all those
flip—flippant men. Not you, Hennery,
love. Vou aren’t Aip—fippant. You
were al—attending to vour own wife.
Wasn't her"

Henry - grinned.
agreed,

“You were, Hennery, love,” Mrz. Bige-

*Well—mostly,” he
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low pronounced. “But it served all the
others right, And that—and that yvoung
girl—1 owe her an—an apology,  She was
simply at—attending to her own hus-
band, or fiancé, anyhow. I think well of
thoze yvoung people, Hennery.  T'll go to
that shug-drop—shup-drog, no, drup-shog
hereafter for whatever we get in that
line.™

“All right, Girlie. Gaood for vou,” said
the colonel amiably, and with one more
reminiscent grin took up his half-read
paper.

Meanwhile, as all over the town men
told the ztory to or kept it from their
wives, in the little room behind the drug-
store Annie and Sandy gloated. The
money-drawer was before them, and they
swapped details of the evening’s success,

“Such luck, me having a brother at the
Empire, and him being chums with the
scenery man and the light man, and them
all being 2o friendly to me, Sandy."”

Sandy murmured a word through the
tinkle of silver.

“And then the house being dark this
evening so they could come.  And wasn't
it a smart idea of Jimmie Peters about
that Lorelei piece? Though you were
doubiful, first off. But it got across, and
it looked awfully pretty, Jimmie said.
How much, Sandy? No—never! 875.40!
Well, thev did all walk up like men and
buy the tonic, now, didn't they? And
they swere that pleazant about it, laugh-
ing and joking each other. T think they
guite enjoyed it, Sandy.”

Sapdy grinned.

“&nd four or five of them said to me
after you called me out to help: *This
iam’t the last time we'll be in, Miss Lore-
lei," said they."

“It was good advertising, whatever,”
spoke Sandy; and then, manfully: “It's
to you that I owe it, Annie, and I'm likely
to owe yvou a lot more than I can ever
pay, Annie, dear. And now—darling—if
vou'll give me a kiss, that will be anoth-
er thing I'll owe you. But I see my way
plain to paying that back, Annie.”
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T L of their friends knew
il that it was only a question

¥ of the time and the place
when Alan Godfrey would
propose to MNatalie Eyre.
That he was going to pro-
pose was just as certain in their minds as
it was that the good-looking, whimsical,
poverty-stricken Natalie would accept so
eligible a young man as Godfrey, They
had been playing golf all afternoon and
when the game was over Natalie suggested
that, instead of stopping at the clubhouse,
they return at once to Mrz. Goddard's,
where she was staying and where they
could have a quiet, peaceful chat over a
cup of tea, Had it been her wish to hasten
Godirey's declaration, she could not more
wisely have chosen the setting for the sen-
timental event. It was a brilliant, golden
afternoon in late August. The two young
people sat across a wicker tea-table under
a canopy at the far end of the terrace. Be-
low them stretched the calm blue waters
of the ocean, and on the other side a won-
derful lawn studded with spreading oaks
through whose branches the sunshine fil-
tered and fell in orange splotches on the
Nile-green turf. The stage was set, the
hour was at hand, and therefore Godfrey,
in a few brief sentences, but every word of
which came straight from the heart, told
Watalie of his great love for her. When he
had finished, he started to rise and go to
the girl’s side so that she might whisper
the answer he had waited so long to hear,
but, looking him steadily in the eyes,
Matalie shook her head, and, with a
glight gesture of her hand, motioned him
BWLY.

For a moment the confused, un-under-
standing eyes of Godfrey held those of the
girl, and then his big frame settled slowly
back into the depths of the low chair in
which he had heen sitting.

“Alan, dear,” she began, “'it would be
foolish of me to pretend that T didn't
know that you cared or that I had not ex-
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pected that some day you would tell me
so—just az you have told me. To he
quite honest, it is about all that T have
thought of for, oh, such a very long time.
Because, vou sce, [ knew that my answer
would be the most important thing I
would probably ever have to say in all my
life. T love you, Alan, T am quite sure,
more than I shall ever love any one—ex-
cept, perhaps, myself,"

Hope flamed up in Godfrey's eves and
once more he started to rise, but again
Natalie motioned him back. “I love
you,” she went on, “and I know that you
would willingly grant me my every wish
and every whim—that is, if you could.”

Godfrey crossed his arms, pressed his
lips into a straight line, and smiled grimly
across the table.

* So far as material things go, Natalie,"”
he said, I can offer you a good deal, I-
know that there are other things that [
cannot offer you. Do you mind telling
me of which of these you were think-
i'lg?.ll

Natalie turned her ¢yes from Godfrey
and, for a few moments, let them rest on
the broad stretch of blue, dancing waters,
and then once more turned them back to
the man.

“Oh, so many things, Alan,” she said—
“such a lot of things. You see, in a way,
I lead two lives and wou lead but one.
From one of my lives T get the great hap-
piness that comes from hard work and
hard thinking—all T get from the other is
physical luxury and plenty of healthy
exercise, I'm tired of being a little
daughter of the rich. Since my people
died I have been really nothing but a well-
bred, well-mannered grafter, I'm tired of
lnxury and I'm tired of the crowd that
makes Juxury possible for me—I mean
vour crowd, Alan, and my crowd."”

“0h, I don't know that it's =uch a bad
crowd,” Godfrey protested.

“Of course, it 130t a bad crowd,” the
girl agreed cheerfully. “It's only the so-

Gy
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ciety journals and the Sunday supple-
ments that try to make our sort vicious,
But you and T know that they're not
vicious—we know they're just amateurs
—amateur farmers and amateur business
men and amateur lovers, Twant to try my
luck against professionals. You mustn’t
forget, Alan, that I've had two novels
published already.”

“Yes, 1 know,"” Godirey laughed, ** buat,
to be quite fair, weren't they published
through Ned Powell and isn't Powell the
silent partner in the firm that published
them#"

MNatalie's delicate pink-and-white color-
ing suddenly turned scarlet.

“Yes " she threw at him, * that's true
enough, and it's also true that with all Ned
Powell’s influence back of them the books
didn’t sell. But instead of reminding me
of my failures, don't you think it would be
a trifle more kindly of you if vou tried to
hold out a little encouragement for the
future? I think you would if you knew
how really and truly I was a little sister of
the rich. No one knows what is vulgarly
called a successful marriage would mean
Lo me just now. Not even you know how

-little there is between me and starvation.
Believe me, Alan, there are nol many girls
in my position who would throw you over
just because they wanted to make good on
their own. If you——"

“0h, that's all right, Natalie,” Godfrey
interrupted. “It's not that I'm not ap-
preciative, so much as it is that T'm selfizh.
You see, I want you all for myself in this
world of amateurs. And as {or you being
near starvation, that's just plain morbid.
There are a whole lot of things between
you and starvation—there’s me, for in-
stance, and there's Mrs. Goddard, and—
and lots of good friends who would con-
sider it a very great privilege to help you
over the hard places."”

Natalie shrugged her shoulders and
brought the talk to a blunt and almost
brutal end by rising from her chair and
holding out her hand.

“Thank you, Alan,” she said, “but it's
the hard places that make life worth the
living—especially if one tries to get over
them unaided. But don't ever talk to me
again of marriage as you have just now,
You know you're a good deal of a tempta-
tion, Alan. T'll be leaving Newport in a
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few days, but of course I'll see you hefore
] ] ? (3]

g(.:‘;urjfrey was standing very close to the
girl and holding her hand in both of his
own. For the first time he seemed to
realize that all of his hopes, all of the plans
he had made for the future, had come to
naught and that in his great ambition he
had failed miserably.

“Why, yes, Natalie,” he stammered,
“of course T'll see you again—many
times, 1 hope. But what are you going to
do when you leave here, especially—I
mean——"'

“ You mean especially when I'm broke,”
MNatalie interrupted. “Why, Alan, I'm
going back to town and try my luck
against the real workers, and—loose my-
self from my old friends, The next time
you see me, it may be behind a counter, or
pounding the keys of a typewriter in the
office of one of your broker friends, or
singing and dancing in the chorus of a
musical comedy. I don't know. But I
do know that for the present, at least, T've
got to break away from my old life and—
and you, Alan. I'm too weak to try any
half-way course.”

“T'm zorry,"” said Godfrey gravely, and,
raising the girl's hand, touched it with
his lips. *Good-by, Natalie and good
luck to you,”" he added, and then, sud-
denly turning his broad shoulders toward
the girl he loved, swung off across the
sunlit lawn.

Dwuring the six months that followed,
MNatalie Evre did some of the things she
had told Alan Godfrey that summer after-
noon that she was going to do. And al-
though during that period she was never
starved, there were moments when she
would have greatly relished hetter food
and more of it. She did not try to be a
stenographer, because she had not had the
necessary training, but she did do some
clerical work in 2 publishing house, as well
as posing for several artists who made il-
lustrations and covers for the magazines.
Although with small practical success, she
had continued her literary labors, and, on
account of her fragile and flower-like
beauty, had been given a very small part
in the ballroom scene of a drama of mod-
ern society. It so happened that the
play was a success, and therefore, night
after night, in the front rows and in the
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hoxes, Matalie recognized many of her
former friends. To their frequent invita-
tions to join them at supper she always
replied that her work prevented her from
going anywhere.

But, work and study as she might, she
soon dizcovered that without personal or
financial backing advancement on the
stage came very slowly, and in her search
for a better position she continued to
haunt the offices of the managers and the
theatrical agencies. It was a hard, sordid
road that she had chosen to follow, but the
art of acting interested her exceedingly,
and, above all, she wished to prove to
Alan Godirey and the friends of her more
affluent days that she was capable of earn-
ing her own livelihood. This, at least, she
did, but it was often at great privation to
her physical well-being. After a short
time, however, she became fairly callous
to her material needs and her only annoy-
ance was caused by the question that was
reonstantly presenting itself to her mind as
to whether or not her moral outlook on
life had undergone any radical change.
For a time after she had begun her career
on the stage, she had maintained for her
work and for the people who worked with
her her former view-point, which was the
larger one of the outsider. But of late she
was conscious that there had been a subtle
but ever constant change, and that more
and more she now thought and talked in
the termz of the theatre. Now she no
longer read theatrical newspapers with
the single purpose of finding opportunities
of bettering her position, but because the
news and even the gossip of her fellow
actors interested and amused her. By
degrees their narrow world had become
her world. The key to the door that led
to the big outside world she still clutched
tightly in her hand, but of late there had
been moments when she felt that even
this was slipping from her grasp. The
men of her profession with their pompous,
unnatural manners, and the women with
their petty jealousies and their ceaseless
scandal, she gradually came to accept at
their own inflated value. In considerably
less than a year her transition to Broad-
way had become complete and its people
had become her people.

It was at a supper-party of theatrical
folk in the early spring that shefmet the
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manager of one of the big moving-picture
concerns. Attracted by Natalie’s beauty
and the look of aristocratic breeding that
showed in every feature of her face and
every line of her slight, lithe body, he of-
fered her a position in his regular stock
company, and she accepted the offer. For
a few weeks, twice a day, Natalie made
the long, tedious trip between town and
the studios of the Globe Film Company at
Sheepshead Bay, but at last the cffort be-
came too strenuous and she moved her few
belongings to Sheepshead village. Here,
in comparative comfort, she settled in a
big, airy room in Mrs. Cragin's hoarding-
house, where all of the other guests were
actors and actresses emploved by the
game company with which Natalie had
cast her fortunes. Therefore, in her hours
of ease as well as those of work she found
herself constantly in the company of her
fellow players. It was a small world com-
plete in itself, and served to sever the last
link that had connected her with her for-
mer life of luxurious ease. Now she
worked from nine o'clock in the morning
until late in the afternoon and often far
into the night. But if her hours of work
were long and arduous, they were rewarded
with a prompt success. Her lovely fea-
tures and the supple grace of her move-
ments seemed peculiarly adapted to mo-
tion pictures, and in a brief space of time
she was playing fairly important parts
and her position with the company was
assured.

Among the actors who lived in Mrs.
Cragin’s boarding-house with Natalie was
Hugh Kimball, the leading man of the
Globe Film Company. He was a good-
looking voung man in the early thirties,
but in spite of his youth had spent many
years in stock companies and was not un-
known to the audiences of Broadway, In
the world of moving pictures he was al-
ready one of its best-known and most
brilliant ornaments. His name had been
persistently advertised throughout the
broad land and his pood-looking, clean-
cut features were known to every girl and
every woman in every town that boasted
of a moving-picture theatre from Maine to
Texas, By the small army employed by
the Globe Company he was petted and
spoiled and regarded as something a little
better than other humans, and at the



(AN

boarding-house which he honored with his
presence he was easily the star guest. He
enjoved the luxury of an entire suite of
rooms, and in his spacious parlor he fre-
quently gave parties to the other boarders
and to the many moving-picture actors
and actresses who lived in the neighbor-
hood. Hugh Kimball was indeed a king
among his fellows, and 2o often had he been
assured of this fact that any early sus-
picion he may have had as toits truth had
long since developed into a certainty.
His pride and vanity showed in his eyes,
in the way he carried his chin and shoul-
ders, and whether he wore doublet and
hose or evening clothes or a fur overcoat
he always moved as if clad in the armor of
a gallant knight. Until Natalie Eyre
joined the forces of which he was the
leading spirit, he had politely but firmly
refused the more or less flagrant advances
of most of the ladies and had treated them
all with chilling civility. But from the
maoment that he first saw Natalie Eyre he
seemed to find something about her not
possezzed by the others, and it was but
natural that the attention of Kimball
should cause Natalie no small amount of
satisfaction and pleasure. During the
long spaces of time when they were wait-
ing for their “scenes’ at the studios, it
flattered her to be seen so constantly in
the company of the great Kimball, the ad-
mired of all women, At the boarding-
house he was equally attentive, and on
warm spring evenings he frequently asked
her to dine with him at one of the many
restaurants or road-houses in the neigh-
borhood. If on such cccasions the good-
locking actor talked a great deal of his suc-
cesses on the stage and off it, if he spoke
with confidence of the triumphs that
awaited him, it was at least a language
with which during the past year Natalie
had become entirely familiar. When,
with a certain ring of awe in his voice,
Kimball referred to his exalted position,
Natalie was pleased to repard him from
his own view-point, and whenever he left
a restaurant without being recognized by
the other guests and complained in peev-
ish tones at the oversight, she was quite
sincere in her sympathy.

One Saturday afternoon, when Natalie
happened to be free, she went to New York
to do zome shopping, and outside of a
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Broadway theatre saw the advertisement
of a moving picture in which she had ap-
peared. From pure curiosity, she entered
the theatre and took a seat at the back of
the darkened, half-filled auditorium. The
film which she had come to see was al-
ready being shown on the screen and for
some moments she sat smiling at a love
scene between herself and Hugh Kimball.
And then, she suddenly became conscious
of the fact that the two girls sitting di-
rectly in front of her were talking about
herself and the popular leading man.

“They say he's crazy about her,” one
of the pirls whispered. It certainly looks
like it when yvou see the way he grabs her
in the picture, doesn’t it?"

“Tt sure does,” the friend giggled au-
dibly. “I wish I had her job.”

“No chance,” sneered the first gossip.
“1 know a girl who has an aunt down at
Sheepshead, and she says he never lets her
out of his sight, day or night. They both
live at the same boarding-house. Pretty .
soft for Hughie, eh?"” And at this wit-
ticism, both girls giggled long and loudly.

Natalie felt that her face had suddenly
turned scarlet, and she half rose, but, re-
membering that no one could see her in
the darkness, she once more settled back
in her seat. The resentment that she had
at first felt toward the girl who had told
the scandal vanizhed as quickly as it had
come, and a few minutes later, the
thought that Kimball's devotion to her
was public property even brought a smile
to her pretty lips. The sudden blush of
shame was but an inheritance from her
former self, and after all was but purely
physical. She watched the film to the
last picture, when Kimball and she were
shown in a passionate embrace, Then,
with the memary of the picture still illing
her mind, she went out into the sunshine
of Broadway.

“Marloe's Mummy’* was the name of
the play in which Natalie had, so farin her
career, made her most ambitious efiort.
The plot of the comedy was the old one of
the mummy who is bought in Egypt,
shipped to America, and, by the trans-
fusion of a magical elixir, eventually
brought to life. Natalie played the mum-
my which in its former life had been a true
princess royal of the Nile, and Hugh Kim-
ball was the millionaire who had pur-
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chased her in her mummy clothes, and
eventually, having married her, installed
her as the chatelaine of his Fifth Avenue
home as well as his summer palace at New-
port. Throughout the long hot days of
August Natalie, dressed in the filmy, di-
aphanous robes of the princess, and Kim-
ball and the others, clad in modern clothes,
had played the scenes that were supposed
totake place inand about New York. The
heavier part of the work was over and one
day at Newport would be all that was nec-
essary 1o complete the remaining scenes,
Abe Feldman, the business manager, had
gone on in advance, and on the last day of
August he wired that he had secured per-
mission to use the grounds of one of New-
port's finest estates and that the company
and camera men should leave New York
that same night by the Fall River boat.

It was a brilliant moonlight night, and
when they had finished their dinner Nat-
alic and Kimball seught a secluded spot
on the upper deck where undisturbed they
could whisper their confidences and enjoy
the glories of the perfect night. For a
long time they sat in silence, while Kim-
ball smoked innumerable cigarettes and
Natalie looked out on the placid waters
and the distant rim of shore bathed in the
Zoft white light of the silver meoon. They
were sitting very close together, shut off
from the sight of prying eves by a huge
life-boat, and =0, when Kimball put out
hiz hand and laid it on Natalie's and
gently pressed it, the girl made no sign of
resentment. During the past few months
Kimball had played many love scenes
with Natalie in which he had embraced
and kissed her with all the outward signs
of a true lover's passion. But then they
had been in the open sunlight, or in the
studios under the blazing glare of hun-
dreds of electric lights, with a camera
clicking in their faces and a director
gshouting his orders to them through a
megaphone. Now it was all guite dif-
ferent, The two young people were alone
in the moonlight, and Hugh Kimball was
just & man and Natalie Eyre a woman,
and the touch of hi§ hand thrilled her as
no kiss of the stage had ever thrilled her,
For a brief moment she turned her eyes to
his, and in return he smiled a smile of
happy, boyish content and once more
pressed her soft, delicate hand.
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When he spoke, it was quite evident
from the very first sentence that he had
much to say and that his opening remarks
would be only as a preamble 1o the matter
of real import to which he was to refer
later an,

“In the first place,” he began, "I want
to tell you something of my people. We
came not far from the very town where
we are going now—Newport. Bul of
course we had nothing to do with the gay
life of that resorl of fashion. We were
just simple Rhode Island farmer folk—
honest but plain. My people still live on
the farm where I was born, and during my
vacations I often go back to see the old
folks and do my best to brighten up their
declining years. You might think that T
would prefer the gayer summer resorts
where I would be well known and—and
perhaps made much of and sought after.”

From the depths of her low chair
Natalie looked steadily at the cameo pro-
file of the popular leading man, and her
lips wavered into a whimsical little smile.
What if he were vain, she argued, it was,
after all, only the wanity of a spoiled
child. There was so much to like and ad-
mire about Kimball, and she could never
quite free her mind from the truly femi-
nine thought that he was so greatly loved
by =0 many women. The woman who
married Hugh Kimball and who could hold
hiz love would indeed be one to be envied.
As far back as she could remember, Nat-
alic had always rejoiced in doing the
thing that was least expected of her, To
refuse Alan Godfrey and his millions had
caused her a certain satisfaction if only
because it had astonished her friends, and
to marry a moving-picture actor she
knew would cause them even greater as-
tonishment and she smiled pleasantly at
the prospect. And then, she became
conscious that Kimball was still telling
her of his early struggles, and the thought
occurred to her that when Hugh talked
about himself it was always in the manner
of a toast-master at a banquet enumerat-
ing the virtues of the distinguished guest
of the evening. But Natalie had come
to love the very naiveté of the man, and
long since she had convinced herself that
beneath his brageadocio there were can-
cealed the heart and soul of a real manand
a true lover.
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“As {o your family,” she heard him
saying—*'as to your past, I know nothing
and I ask to know nothing. I am satis-
fied to take you as you are. To me the
day of your hirth will always be the day I
first saw you. All I ask of you, Natalie,
is your love and your life."”

She felt his strong arm about her draw-
ing her slight body closely to him, Un-
resisting her lips met his, and, as he
gently released her, she heard him whis-
per: “That is your promise, Natalie?"

“Why, wves, Hugh,” she said; “of
course, that is my promise.”

Abe Feldman was waiting for the com-
pany at the Newport pier, and although it
was extremely early in the morning his
enthusinsm over the success of his own ef-
forts was very great. When they were all
crowiled into a large "bus and were on the
way to the hotel, he told them that he had
not only secured the use of the lawns and
gardens of one of the very finest places on
the Ocean Drive, but that the gracious
lady owner, who happened to be giving a
large luncheon party that afternoon, had
promized to use her best efforts to induce
her guests to appear as supers in the pic-
tures.

“It's a great ad for the Globe Com-
pany,” he said, beaming on the actors,
“and a great chance for you all to break
into swell society. We'll get a close slant
at them, anyhow, and see what they're
like on their own feeding-grounds.”

Of all of this Natalie heard but Little.
Through the windows of the barge she was
looking out on the narrow, sunlit streets
and the landmarks which had once been
g0 familiar to her. Of the hotel where
Feldman had said they were to stay, she
had never even heard the name. She was
entering a village which a vear before had
been as her own home, but now she came
by a new road and as a stranger, and, in
the new order of things, she knew that
after a brief glimpse of its glories as a
stranger she would leave it. For the first
time in many months, she realized how
completely she had submerged herself in
her new life and how thoroughly she had
shut herself off from her old friends and
the world in which they moved, Her
world was now the studios of the film com-
pany that employed her and Miss Cragin's

boarding-house at Sheepshead Bay. Her
friends were now the tired, travel-worn,
perspiring men and women who crowded
the omnibus and who with but a mild
show of interest were listening to Abe
Feldman tell of his experiences with what
he was pleased to designate the “nobs of
Newport.”

Ta Natalie the words of the excited
Feldman at last took form, and, but half
understanding, she smiled at the fat, shin-
ing face of the manager and asked:

“Who is it that owns these wonderful
grounds where we are to play?"

“Wrs, Alexander Goddard’s her
name,” the manager said, “and believe
me, she’s some swell—one of the kind you
read about in the papers. You know, the
gort that has grand op'ry stars after din-
ner to sing swell ballads at a thousand a
throw, and invites live monkeys in to
lunch to entertain her guests.”

Hugh Kimball majestically folded his
arms and sniffed audibly.

“ And being out of monkeys just now,”
he hurled at the well-meaning Feldman,
“T suppose she's willing to let us act out
on her lawn to amuse her friends. I won-
der if they'll feed us peanuts,”

Huddled in the corner of the rumbling
omnibus, Natalie, her face flushed, her
hands clasped tightly before her in her
lap, with wide-open, unseeing eves stared
straight before her. For some reason it
had never occurred to her that, so long as
she purposely kept out of their way, that
there was the most remote chance of being
brought into immediate contact with, or
even of seeing, any of her former friends.
She had come to Newport as a moving-pic-
ture actress just as she had gone to many
other towns where she knew no one and
was herself unknown, But now it seemed
that the stage chosen for her work was to
be the home of a very old and a very dear
friend, where, almost as a daughter of the
house, she had lived for many months at
a time. And if what Feldman had zaid
was true, she would not only meet Mrs.
Goddard again but Mrs, Goddard's friends,
who would be sure to be her friends, too,
Her unhappy, distressed mind was sud-
denly filled with a picture of herzelf in the
bespangled, transparent robes of the Prin-
cesz of the Nile wandering about and being
made to perform foolish antics on the sun-
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lit lawn., With a slight shudder, the girl
instinctively raised her hands and pressed
them against her eves as if to shut out the
miserable scene.  During the long morn-
ing hours that followed, shut up in her
room at the hotel, her confused brain con-
jured up many schemes whereby this im-
possible situation might be averted. If she
refused to act, she would have to resign or
be dizcharged from the company which
had always treated her with consideration
and with whom she had won an assured
and profitable position.  And, in addition
to this, her promise Lo Kimball of the night
previous made it almost imperative that
she continue her present work, To falter
now would be to turn her back on the road
she had voluntarily chosen to follow. It
would not be playing the game, and it had
long been one of Natalie’s boasts that she
always played the game.

When Abe Feldman and his company
arrived at their destination, Mrs. Goddard
and her guests were still at luncheon, and
therefore, while the manager and his
camera men arranged the preliminaries,
the actors and actresses gathered in
groups on the broad porches of the house,
Somewhat surprised but promptly ac-
ceding to Natalie’s request, Kimball had
left her to join the others, and when she
was alone she dropped into a low wicker
chair and, for some time, looked out on
the velvety lawn, and now and again cast
furtive plancez at her fellow players.
Their faces were made up, but they wore
modern clothes, as the play demanded
they should. Natalie had seen these same
clothes many times before at the studios
and there they had seemed appropriate
enough, but now on Mrs. Goddard's porch
they appeared whally out of place and
rather absurd. In the brilliant sunshine
the dresses of the women looked cheap
and tawdry and the men's clothes frayed,
baggy at the knees and shiny at the el-
bows. Ewen the tweed morning suit that
Hugh Kimball wore, with itz padded
shoulders and narrow waist, appealed to
NMatalie's now sceptical sight as looking
rather like an advertisement for men's
ready-made clothing, The heavily beaded
eyelashes of the women and the rouge on

eir cheeks, and the smooth pink-and-
white make-ups of the men, made them
all look rather inhuman and almost un-
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canny in the broad light of day. OF all
the company Natalie was the only one
who appeared in costume, and, with a
slight shiver of dismay, she pulled the
long coat she wore more tightly about her
filmy draperies. And then, from the
house she heard a confusion of sounds of
talking and laughter, and she saw Mrs.
Goddard, followed by her guests, come out
on the porch. In a moment Natalie was
on her feet and moving swiltly toward her
former friend. With a little cry of sur-
prise the elder woman held out her arms
and fairly smothered Natalie in her em.-
brace.

“My dear child,”" she cried, “what are
vou doing here with your pretty face all
made up, and what have you got under
that heavy coat this broiling day? What
do you mean by not letting me know you
were in town, and why didn’t you come in
to lunch

YT couldn't,” Natalie laughed. “I'ma
working-girl now-—a gueen of the movies."”
All she said after this was lost in & chorus
of noisy exclamations, and she found her-
self in the centre of a circle of Mrs. God-
dard’s excited, eager guests and violently
shaking hands with Alan Godfrey. After
Godfrey had been induced by the others
to give up Natalie's hands, she became the
recipient of a grecting the warmth of
which fell little short of an ovation. Old
ladies embraced her tenderly, young girls
of her own age kissed her enthusiastically
on both of her rouged cheeks, and men,
young and old, wrung her soft, pretty
hands until they fairly ached. Perhaps it
was on account of her aching hands or per-
haps it was from some other cause, but
when the excitement of the first greetings
was over there were tears in Natalie's
eves, tears that could not be restrained;
and therefore she put her arms about Mrs,
Goddard and laid her head on the ample
bosom of her old friend and in a low, husky
voice whispered: 1 never knew vou all
cared so much. Why didn't somebody
tell me?™

Mrs. Goddard smoothed the soft hair
of the head lving on her breast and said:
“Because, you little fool, vou wonld be
a working-girl and you refused to give any
of us the chance to tell you anyihing. Now
that we've found you again, T hope you'll
be zood.™
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When Natalie raised her head and, look-
mj, about her, smiled, through her glisten-
ing eyes she caught sight of the moon face
and the rotund figure of Abe Feldman,
who by slow and easy stages had ap-
proached within a few feet of ‘the charmed
circle.

“0Oh, Mrs. Goddard,” Natalie said,
“T want to present Mr, Feldman to you,
Mr. Feldman is our manager.”

The little man doubled up in a how so
low that his shining, perspiring, bald head
almost touched his massive watch-chain.
In turn he was presented by Mrs. Gaod-
dard to her guests, who with great en-
thusiasm accepted his invitation to join
hiz company and, for a few brief hours, to
perform the work of “extra’ people in
the moving-picture drama of “Marloe's
Mummy."

Throughout the long, hot afterncon the
cameras continued to click off thousands
of feet of films that were destined to make
Natalie Eyre and Hugh EKimball famous
and Mrs. Goddard and Mrs. Goddard's
friends, if not famous, at least better
known throughout the broad land. The
embarrassment which Natalie had at first
felt in the situation was quickly forgotten
in her work, and in the enthusiasm with
which her old friends entered into the ex-
ecution of what appealed to them as a
novel and amusing experience.

The day's work was nearly over and the
oak-trees were casting giant shadows on
the lawn, when the unhappy incident oc-
curred. Natalie and Kimball had the
green bit of lawn which served as the stage
to themselves and were in the middle of a
very serious and passionate love scene
when something went wrong with the cam-
era. The scene came to an abrupt end,
and Natalie turned to speak to her friends
who were standing in a group at the side of
the sylvan stage. Caught unaware, zhe
saw by their faces and their manner that,
instead of heing seriously interested, they
were laughing at and quietly guying the
hercic efforts of Kimball to make love as
love is supposed to be made by an Am-
erican gentleman and a Newport mil-
lionaire. Confused and blushing scarlet
under her rouge, Natalie cast a hurried
glance at Eimball, and seeing him still
staring at the broken camera, found some
consolation in the thought that he too had
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not seen the smiles of ridicule on the faces
of her old friend's guests.

A little later on, when the last scene had
been taken and the film of *Marloe's
Mummy "' was an accomplished fact, Abe
Feldman and his company of players
gladly accepted Mrs, Goddard’s invita-
tion to stay for tea with her. While the
tired but contented actors gathered about
the pretty tables on the porches, Hugh
Kimball saw a young man speak to Nat-
alie and then from the corner of his
eye watched them stroll slowly across the
lawn in the direction of the terrace that
overlooked the sea.

When Natalie and Alan Godfrey had
reached the terrace, they sat down in the
same lwo wicker chairs which they had
occupied on a very momentous occasion
just about one year before,

“Same two old chairs, same girl," God-
frey said, and laughed a rather mirthless
sort of laugh.

Natalie drew her coat tightly over the
spangled bloomers of the Princess of the
Nile, and her rouged, scarlet lips wavered
into a brilliant, dazzling smile. Whatever
may have been in the girl's heart, it was
her great wish to have this talk with God-
frey as cheerful as possible.

“*Same chairz,” she laughed, “but not
quite the same girl.”

“But you've succeeded, haven't you"
Godirey asked,

Natalie nodded. “Yes, I suppose so.
1 make my own living and a pretty pood
living at that. But I'm sorry I came
back here to-day.,"

““’h}l’ ? LE

“0Oh, I don't know, except it was rather
like the return of the prodigal daughter.
The fatted calf sort of choked me and
made me cry, And, then, of course, every-
thing about the place reminds me of a lot
of things I haven't pot any more and,
until to-day, that T hadn’t really missed."

*True friends, perhaps? " Godfrey sug-
gested.

But Natalie refused to be serious.

*No,"” she zaid, “the true-friends idea
didn’t appeal to me so much as a great
longing I had for a plunge into the surf
at Bailey's Beach. And then, all of the
time [ was acting out there on the lawn my
mind was really on the golf-links. I was
thinking what fun it would be to be stand-
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ing on & nice flat tee with a little white ball
al my feet and a good whippy driver in my
hands and the fair green stretching out
before me. And then a sweet stroke, a
swish, and the ball flying straight and
true and leaping in great hounds over the

It flanered her to be seen so constantly in the company of the great Kimball, the admired of all wamen

smooth turf, missing the traps and skim-
ming the bunkers and— Oh! I don't
know, but it was a rather pleasant
dream. "

“You're not much in the open?™

Natalie shook her head. * No, not very
much. Sometimes we work out-of-doors
but most of our scenes are in the studios,
and believe me, the heat of the lights is
awful. What have you been doing, Alan,
all this long year? ™
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With a sudden look of surprise God-
frey stared steadily at Natalie until the
girl’s eyes, tired after her long afternoon's
work, faltered and turned toward the open
Zed.

“Why, yvou know, Natalie, dear,” he
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said, “Of course you must know that 1
have been doing just what I did the year
before and the vear before that, and ever
since I have known you. There is only
one real thing in my life—and 1 suppose
always will be—my love for you. Ewvenif
you wouldn't let me see vou all of thiz time
and hid yourself from me, I knew that you
knew that T was waiting. Surely vou un-
derstood, Natalie? ™

The girl glanced up at Godfrey and
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then toward the sea and then back to God-
frey's searching eves.

“Why, ves, Alan,” she said, "*in a way
I understoed,  But, you see, T have been
working =o hard, and in my work 1 found
other interests and—and other friends.”

Natalie's hand was lying on the arm of
her chair and Godfrey suddenly put out
his own hand and took that of the girl in
a firm grasp,

“¥ou mean that there is some one
else?" he asked.

Through misty eves Natalie looked into
the frightened eves of Godfrey.

“Yes, Alan,” she whispered, “there is
some one else,”

She drew the lapels of her coat more
closely over her breast, and then, after a
few moments of silence, wearily pulled
herself to her feet.

“It's getting rather cold,” she said,
“and I'm afraid the others will be going
back to the hotel. You know we return
to New York to-night by the boat. Bea
good boy, Alan, and take me back to the
house with you now, won't your"

After Natalie had returned to the hotel
she went to her room, 2o that she might be
alone until supper-time, when it would he
necessary for her to meet Kimball and the
others. The events of the day had upset
her greatly and she was tired and nervous
and on the verge of breaking down and
crying. Try as she might, she could not
forget the look in Alan Godirey’s eves, and
she could not forget the scene when the
camera had broken down and she had
caught the crowd laughing at and silently
gpuying Hugh Kimball, the king of the
moving-picture world and the man she
had promised to marry. For some time
she lay on the bed in the little hotel room
staring wide-eyed at the whitewashed
walls; and then some one knocked and,
going to the door, she found Kimball wait-
ing to be admitted.

 Tust a few words,” he said, and, with-
out waiting for Natalie's consent, came
into the room and clozed the door behind
him,

Natalie offered him a chair, but Kim-
ball refused, and, going over to the fire-
place, took his stand %JE.‘fOI.’E the empty
grate and slowly clasped his hands behind
his back.

“1 have been taking a walk,” he began,
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“and—and thinking. Tt occurred to me
that unless there should have to be some
re-takes ‘ Marloe's Mummy ' is finished—
that is, so far as you and I are concerned.
And then it struck me how much better it
would be for you, and for me, too, if you
did not return to New York to-night but
remained on here with your friends.”

Natalie was sitting on the edge of the
bed, her elbows resting on her knees, her
chin cupped in her palms, and her eyes
fixed steadily on Kimball.

“1 don't think I understand you,
Hugh,"” she said. “Why shouldn’t I go
back with vou? Have you forgotten that
we were to have another long evening to-
gether on the boat in the same little hid-
ing-place that we discovered last night #*

“No, Natalie,” he said, “1 hadn't for-
gotten that.”” For a few moments he hesi-
tated, and during this brief interval of
silence Natalie noticed the curious change
that had taken place in the man's manner
and in the way he carried himself, There
was no longer the strut or the old air of
braggadocio about him, and in all ways
he seemed so much more simple and
human.

“Last night,” he went on, ““1 said that
I wanted to marey you just because you
were you and 1 said that T didn't caré to
know anything of vour past. Of course,
that was very foolish of me, but I didn't
know how foolish it was until I learned
something of your past to-day. I envy
vou such—such pleasant and prosperous
friends.”

*“What difference does it make,” Nata-
lie asked, “who my friends happen to be,
so long as we care for each other?™

Kimball shook his head and forced a
mirthless smile to his parched lips.

“It will seem very strange,” he =aid,
“to go back to Sheepshead Bay and to
Mrs, Cragin's without vou. T don’t think
I éver told you that just before you came
to live there that 1 was going to move
away., Well, T was. I hated the place
then. But after vou came everything was
quite different. In what to me hefore had
been a God-forsaken, cast-off racing-town
I found a quaint, deserted village. T for-
got the forlorn cottages and the neglected
gardens and saw only the flowers that still
pushed their way through the weeds.
Pleasant evenings those, Natalie, when
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Her Cwn Sort

we wialked down by the sea and had our
little dinners together at the corner Lalile

at kKettler's,

“Hugh, ddear,”
him, “I don’t un-
derstand e at all.
Why should you
talk like this—as
if everything was
over between us¢’’

Staring at the
wall before him,
apparently uncon-
scious of Matalie's
presence, Kimball,
in the same even
volce, wenl on to
say what he had so
evidently come Lo
say.

“There was a
young man there
to-day—the young
man with whom
you l-:ml-_ a walk
and with whom
vou remained some
time on the terrace.
From a remark I
happened to over-
hear, the young
man had evidently
been an old flame
of yours. Why,
even I, a stranger,
could see in his
eves how he loved
yvou, and in your
eves how you loved
him. Butevenifl
were mistaken"—
For a moment the
actor stopped, and
slowly moistened
his dry lips with his
tongue. “Ewven if
you and this young
man do not love
each other as I'm

Do yvou——

Matalie interrupted

A bo your family,” she heard him =y ing—"" ar

i your past, 1 ko
e know mothis

sure you do,"” he went on, "there was some-
thing else that happened—something that
|:n1'nl¢.|| aut to me the barrier that would
always rige between us two and happineﬁ_"

Natalic started to rise and go to Kim-
Lall, but with a quick, nervous movement
he motioned her back.

“It happened when the camera went
wrong. I suddenly glanced about at your
friends and I saw that they were laughing
at me—I suppose al my pompous ways

sthing ard [ ask

"—Fage Sy

loud clothes.

and my exagger-
ated clothes., It
wasn'L necessary
for them to laugh
to make me under-
stand the 'differ-
ence. God khows,
I'd seen it all
through the after-
foon.™

“Don’t you
think, Hugh," Nat-
alie said, “that
perhaps vou are
wrong—just a little
tired from over-
work. and—and
morhid 2"

“Don’t think

that I blame
them,” Kimball
went on. “I've

often wondered
why we actors are
as we are. T've
sometimes thought
it must be the foot-
lights. They flare
up between us and
the audience and
to look like human
beings we've got
to paint our faces,
and to act like real
people we've got to
¢xaggerate our
manners and gri-
mace and gesticu-
late like monkeys.
And then in time
we come to ex-
aggerate off the
stage and pose and
assume a grand
manner and wear

We're no worse nor better

than your friends 1 met to-day—the only
difference is that we always have our

make-ups on.”

He crozzed the room to

where Natalie sat, and held out both his
hands. “And now it's good-by, my dear.
You'd better let me tell Feldman that



I'hie emtsrrasement which Natalie had an firsc fele im the sinzarion was quackly forpatten in her waork, - .",_-l_\_l_u-t- Hiny

Lo



T
vou're not returning with us. 1 can fix
|| mare 1':1:‘1“:‘-' I.ll.:lll. _'t'l:’l.l.u

For a few silent moments Natalie held
the outstretched hands tightly in both her
LWL

“Thank you,” she said at last, “and

Her Own Sort

“I'm afraid not," he said. “You ser,
I'll be leaving Sheepshead very soon. The
place will be so full of ghosts and—"
Apain he hesitated, and then went on in
the same even voice. * But you'll be sure
to be dropping in at the moving-picture

¥ What difference does it make'" Natalie asked, " who my friends happen 1o be, 5o lang

as we care for each other ¥

good luck toyou, Hugh, and God bless vou
always, Tell them at Mra. Cragin's that
I'll be there pretty soon Lo see them all
and to get my things. And I'll see vou
there too, won't I, Hugh?"

Kimball dropped the girl's hands and,
as if afraid to meet her eyes, stared stead-
ily at the blank wall beyond.

age b

shows sometimes, won't vou, whatever
you happen to do? "

“Why, of course, Hugh,” Natalie said,
“lots of times. I'l never forget my love
for the movies. Why do you ask that?"

The question seemed to embarrass
Kimball, and, for the first time since she
had known him, he had difficulty in find-



The Lonely Land

ing the words with which 1o express him-
self.

“T was thinking," he said at last, “ that
if wyou ever saw me on the screen, as you're
pretty sure todo, give me a nod, and for
old times’ sake whisper what you said to
me just now. ‘Good luck to you, Hugh,

FL
and God lless you always. T be sure
to hear youw."

And then, with a brave attempt at his
former princely manner, the hero of the
moving-picture world made a grave and
courteous bow and, squaring his hroad,
padded shoulders, strode from the room.

THE LONELY LAND

By Madison Cawein

A miver binds that lonely land,
A river like a silver band,
To crags and shores of yellow sand.

It is a place where kildees cry,
And endless marshes eastward lie,
Whereon looks down a ghostly sky.

A house stands gray and all alone
Upon a hill; as dim of tone
And lonely as a lonely stone,

There are no signs of life about:
Mo barnyard bustle, cry or shout
Of children that run laughing out,

Mo crow of cocks, no low of cows:
Mo sheep-bell tinkling under boughs
Of beech, or song in garth or house,

Only the curlew’s mournful call
Circling the sky at evenfall,
And loon, lamenting over all.

A garden, where the sunflower dies
And lily on the pathway lies,
Looks blindly at the blinder skies.

And round the place a lone wind blows,
As when the Autumn grieving goes,
Tattered and dripping, to its close.

And on decaying shrubs and vines
The moon's thin crescent, dwindling, shines,
Caught in the claws of sombre pines.

And then a pale grl, like a flower,
Enters the garden; for an hour
She waits beside a wild-rose bower.

There is no other one aroumnd;
No sound, except the cricket's sound,
And [ar-off baying of a hound.

There is no fire or candle-light
To flash its message through the night
0f welcome from some casement bright.

COnly the moon, that thinly throws
A shadow on the girl and rose
As to its setting slow it goes.

And when 'tis gone, from shore and stream
There steals a mist, that turns to dream
That place where all things merely seem.

And through the mist there goes a cry,
Not of the earth nor of the sky,
But of the vears that have passed hy.

And with the cry there comes the rain
Whispering of all that was in vain—
At every door and window-pane.

And she who waits beside the rose
Hears, with her heart, a hoof that goes
Galloping afar to where, none knows,

And then she bows her head and weeps—
And suddenly the darkness sweeps
O'er all, and in its starless deeps

The girl, the house, the cliffs and stream
Are lost; and they, and all things, seem
But merely shadows in a dream.
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HE young men of our
] American Relief Corps are
q beginning to come back
Gl irom the front with stories.
g There was no time to
pick them up during the
first months—the whole business was too
wild and grim. The horror has not de-
creased, but nerves and sight are hegin-
ning Lo be dizciplined toit.  In the earlier
days, moreover, such fragments of experi-
ence a5 one gol were torn from their set-
ting like bits of flesh scattered by shrap-
nel.  Now things that seemed disjointed
are beginning 1o link themselves together,
and the broken bones of history are rising
from the battle-felds.

I can't sav that, in this respect, all the
members of the Relief Corps have made
the most of their opportunity, Some are
obtuse, or perhaps simply inarticulate;
others, when going bevond the bald sia-
tistics of their job, tend at once to dropin-
tosentiment and cinema scencs; and none
but H. Macy Greer has the gift of making
the thing told seem as true as if one had
seen it. Soit iz on H. Macy Greer that 1
depend, and when his motor dashes him
back to Paris jor supplies I never fail to
hunt him down and coax him to my
rooms for dinner and a long cigar.

Greer is a small hard-muscled vouth,
with pleasant manners, a sallow face,
straight hemp-coloured hair, and grey
eves of unexpected inwardness. He hasa
voice like thick soup, and speaks with the
slovenly drawl] of the new generation of
Americans, dragging his words along like
reluctant dogs on a string, and depriving
his narrative of every shade of expression
that intellizgent intonation gives. But his
eves see 20 much that they make one see
even what his fogey voice obscures,

Some of his tales are dark and dreadful,
some are unutterably sad, and some end
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in & huge laugh of irony. I am not sure
how 1 ought to classify the one T have
written down here.

11

O my first dash to the Northern fight-
ing line—Greer told me the other night—
I carried supplies to an ambulance where
the surgeon asked me to have a talk with
an officer who was badly wounded and
fretting for news of his people in the cast
of France.

He was a young Frenchman, a cavalry
licutenant, trim and slim, with a pleasant
smile aned obstinatle blue EVES that T liked.
He looked as if he could hold on tight
when it was worth his while. He had had
a lep smashed, poor devil, in the first
fighting in Flanders, and had heen drag-
ging on for weeks in the squalid camp-
hospital where T found him. He didn't
waste any words on himsell, but began at
once about his family. They were living,
when the war broke out, at their country-
place in the Vosges; his father and
mother, his sister, just eighteen, and his
brother Alain, two years younger. His
father, the Comte de Réchamp, had mar-
ried late in life, and was over seventy: his
mother, a good deal vounger, was crip-
pled with rheumatism; and there was, be-
sides—to round off the group—a helpless
but intensely alive and domineering old
grandmother about whom all the others
revolved. You know how French families
hang together, and throw out branches
that make new roots but keep hold of the
central trunk, like that tree—what's it
called >—that they pive pictures of in
books about the East,

Jean de Réchamp—that was my lieu-
tenant's name—told me his family was a
typical case. ““'We're very province,” he
said. My people live at Réchamp all
the year. We have a house at Nancy—
rather a fine old hétel—but my parents
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go there only once in two or three years,
for a few weeks. That's our ‘season.’. .
Imapgine the point of view! Or rather
don't, because vou couldn't. . ." (He
had been about the world a good deal,
and known something of other angles of
vision.)

Well, of this helpless exposed little knot
of people he had had no word—simply
nothing—since the first of August. He
was at home, staving with them at
Réchamp, when war broke out. He was
mobilized the first day, and had only time
to throw his traps into a cart and dash to
the station. His depot was on the other
side of France, and communications with
the East by mail and telegraph were com-
pletely interrupted during the first weeks,
His regiment was sent at once to the
fighting line, and the first news he got
came to him in October, from a com-
muniqué in a Paris paper a month old,
saying: “The enemy yesterday retook
Réchamp.” After that, dead silence:
and the poor devil left in the trenches to
digest that “refook™ ]

There are thousands and thousands of
just such cases; and men bearing them,
and cracking jokes, and hitting out as
hard as they can. Jean de Réchamp
knew thiz, and tried to crack jokes too—
but he got hiz leg smashed just afterward,
and ever zince he'd been lying on a straw
pallet under a horse-blanket, saying to
himself: *“ Réchamp refaken.”

*“Of course,” he explained with a weary
smile, “as long as you can tot up your
daily bag in the trenches it's a szort of
satisfaction—though I don't quite know
why; anyvhow, vou're so dead-beat at
night that no dreams come. But lying
here staring at the ceiling one goes
through the whole business once an hour,
at the least: the attack, the slaughter, the
ruins . . . and worse. . . Haven't I seen
and heard things enough on this side to
know what's been happening on the
other? Don't try to sugar the dose, I
like it bitter,"”

I was three days in the neighbourhood,
and I went back every day to see him.
He liked to talk to me because he had a
faint hope of my getting news of his

family when I returned to Paris. Thadn't

much myself, but there was no use telling
him so. Besides, things change from day
Vor. LVHL—77
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to day, and when we parted I promised to
get word to him as soon as I could find out
anything. We both knew, of course, that
that would not be till Réchamp was taken
a third time—by his own troops; and per-
haps, soon after that, T should be able to
get there, or near there, and make en-
quiries myself. To make sure that I
zhould fl.‘]'l‘gqﬂ. nol hin!.;. he drew the famil_v
photographs from under hiz pillow, and
handed them owver: the little witch-
grandmother, with a face like a withered
walnut, the father, a fine broken-looking
old boy with a Roman nose and a weak
chin, the mother, in crape, simple, serious
and provincial, the little sister ditto, and
Alain, the young brother—just the age the
brutes have been carrying off to German
prisons—an over-grown thread-paper boy
with too much forehead and eyves, and not
a muscle in his body. A charming-look-
ing family, distinguished and amiable;
but all, except the grandmother, rather
usual, The kind of people who come in
seLs.

As 1 pocketed the photographs 1 no-
ticed that another lay face down by his
pillow. “Is that for me too?" T asked.

He coloured and shook his head, and T
felt T had blundered. But after a mo-
ment he turned the photograph over and
held it out.

“Tt's the young girl I am engaged to.
She was at Réchamp visiting my parents
when war was declared; but she was to
leave the day after Idid. .. He hesita-
ted. “There may have been some dif-
ficulty about her going. .. T should like
to be sure she got away. . . Her name is
Yvonne Malo ™

He did not offer me the photograph,
and I did not need it, That girl had a
face of her own! Dark and keen and
splendid: a type so different from the
others that I found myself staring, 1f he
had not said “ma fancée’ T should have
understood better. After another pause
he went on: “I will give vou her address
in Paris. She has no family: she lives
alone—she is a musician. Perhaps you
may find her there.” His colour deepened
again as he added: “But I know nothing
—1I have had no news of her either.”

To ease the silence that followed I
suggested: “But if she has no family,
wouldn't she have been likely to stay with
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yvour people, and wouldn’t that be the
reason of your not hearing from her?™

“0Oh, no—I don't think she stayed.”
He seemed about to add: “1f she could
help it,"” but shut his lips and slid the pic-
ture out of sight.

Az zpon as I got back to Pariz T made
enguiries, but without result, The Ger-
mans had been pushed back from that
particular spot after a fortnight's inter-
mittent cccupation; but their lines were
close by, across the valley, and Réchamp
was still in a net of trenches. No one
could get to it, and apparently no news
could come from it. For the moment, at
any rate, I found it impossible to get in
touch with the place,

My enquiries about Mlle. Malo were
equally unfruitful. I went to the ad-
dress Réchamp had given me, somewhere
off in Passy, among gardens, in what they
call a “Square,” no doubt because it’s
oblong: a kind of long narrow court with
rather msthetic-locking studio buildings
round it. Mlle. Malo lived in one of
them, on the top floor, the concierge said,
and I looked up and saw a big studio
window, and a roof-terrace with dead
gourds dangling from a pergola. But
she wasn’t there, she hadn’t been there,
and they had no news of her. I wrote to
Réchamp of my double failure, he sent me
back a line of thanks; and after that fora
long while I heard no more of him.

By the beginning of November the
enemy's hold had begun to locsen in the
Argonne and along the Vosges, and one
day we were sent off to the East with a
couple of ambulances. Of course we had
to have military chauffeurs, and the one
attached to my ambulance happened to
be a fellow I knew. The day before we
started, in talking over our route with
him, I said: “I suppose we can manage
to get to Réchamp now?" He locked
puzzled=—it was such a little place that
he'd forgotten the name, “Why do vou
want to get there?”" he wondered. 1 told
him, and he gave an exclamation, * Good
God! Of course—hut how extracrdinary |
Jean de Réchamp’s here now, in Paris, too
lame for the front, and driving a motor,”
We stared at each other, and he went on;
“He must take my place—he must go
with you. I don't know how it can be
done; but done it shall he,"
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Done it was, and the next morning at
daylight T found Jean de Réchamp at the
wheel of my car. He looked another fel-
low from the wreck I had left in the
Flemish hospital; all made over, and
burning with activity, but older, and with
lines about his eyes. He had had news
from his people in the interval, and had
learned that they were still at Réchamp,
and well. What was more surprising was
that Mlle. Malo was with them—had
never left. Alain had been got away to
England, where he remained; but none of
the others had budged. They had fitted
up an ambulance in the chiteau, and
Mlle. Malo and the little sister were nurs-
ing the wounded. There were not many
detailz in the letters, and they had been a
long time on the way; but their tone was
so reassuring that Jean could give himself
up to unclouded anticipation. You may
fancy if he was grateful for the chance I
was giving him; for of course he couldn’t
have seen his people in any other way.

Qur permits, as you know, don't as a
rule let us into the firing-line: we only
take supplies to second-line ambulances,
and carry back the badly wounded in
need of delicate operations. So I wasn't
in the least sure we should be allowed to
go to Réchamp—though I had made up
my mind to get there, anyheow.

We were about a fortnight on the way,
coming and going in Champagne and the
Argonne, and that gave us time to get to
know each other. It was bitter cold, and
after our long runs over the lonely frozen
hills we used to crawl into the café of the
inn—if there was one—and talk and talk.
We put up in fairly rough places, gener-
ally in a farm house or a cottage packed
with zoldiers; for the villages hawve all
remained empty since the autumn, ex-
cept when troops are guartered in them.
Usually, to keep warm, we had to go up
after supper to the room we shared, and
get under the blankets with our clothes
on. Once some jolly Sisters of Charity
took us in at their Hospice, and we slept
two nights in an ice-cold whitewashed
cell—but what tales we heard around
their kitchen-fire! The Sisters had
staved alone to face the Germans, had
seen the town burn, and had made the
Teutons turn the hose on the singed roof
of their Hospice and beat the fire back
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from it. It's a pity those Sisters of
Charity can't marry. . .

Réchamp told me a lot in those days.
I don't believe he was talkative before the
war, but his long weeks in hospital, starv-
ing for news, had unstrung him. And
then he was mad with excitement at get-
ting back to his own place. In the inter-
val he'd heard how other people caught in
their country-houses had fared—you
Enow the stories we all refused to believe
ai first, and that we now prefer not to
think about... Well, he'd been think-
ing about those stories pretty steadily
for some months; and he kept repeating:
“My people =zay they're all right—bhut
they give no details,”

“You see,” he explained, “ there never
were such helpless beings. Ewven if there
had been time to leave, they couldn’t have
done it. My mother had been having one
of her worst attacks of rheumatism—she
was in bed, helpless, when I left. And
my grandmother, who is & demon of ac-
tivity in the house, won't stir out of it.
We haven't been abie to coax her into the
garden for years. She says it's draughty;
and you know how we all feel about
draughts! As for my father, he hasn't
had to decide anything since the Comte
de Chambord refused to adopt the tricol-
our. My father decided that he was
right, and since then there has been
nothing particular for him to take a stand
about. But I know how he behaved just
as well as if I'd been there—he kept say-
ing: ‘One must act—one must act " and
sitting in his chair and doing nothing.
Oh, I'm not disrespectful: they were like
that in his peneration! Besides—it's
better to laugh at things, isn’t it?™ And
suddenly his face would darken. . .

On the whole, however, his spirits were
good till we began to traverse the line of
ruined towns between Sainte Menehould
and Bar-le-Duc. “This is the way the
devils came,” he kept saying to me; and
I saw he was hard at work picturing the
work they must have done in his own
neighbourhood.

“RBut since your sister writes that your
people are safe ™

“They may have made her write that
to reassure me. They'd heard I was
badly wounded. And, mind you, there's
never been a line from my mother.™

“But you say your mother’s hands are
s lame that she can't hold a pen. And
wouldn't Mlle. Malo have written vou the
truthz?"

At that his frown would lift. ““Oh, yes.
She would despise any attempt at con-
cealment.”’

“Well, then—what the deuce is the
matter?”

“Tt's when I zee these devils’ traces—""
he could only mutter.

One day, when we had passed through
a particularly devastated little place, and
had got from the curé some more than
usually abominable details of things done
there, Réchamp broke out to me over
the kitchen-fire of our night's lodging.
“When I hear things like that T don't be-
lieve anybody who tells me my people are
all right!"

“But you know well enough,” 1 in-
sizsted, “that the Germans are not all
alike—that it all depends on the particu-
lar officer. . .™

“Yes ves, I know,” he assented, with
a visible effort at impartiality. “‘Only,
you See—as one gels nearer. . " He
went on to say that, when he had been
sent from the ambulance at the front
to a hospital at Moulins, he had been for
a day or two in a ward next to some
wounded German soldiers—had cases,
they were—and had heard them talking.
They didn't know he knew German, and
he had heard things. . . There was one
name always coming back in their talk,
von Scharlach, Oberst von Scharlach.
One of them, a young fellow, said: “T
wish now I'd cut my hand off rather
than do what he told us to that night. . .
Every time the fever comes T see it all
again. I wish I'd heen struck dead
first.” They all said “ Scharlach®’ with
a kind of terror in their voices, as if he
might hear them even there, and come
down on them horribly. Eéchamp had
asked where their regiment came from,
and had been told: From the Vospges.
That had set his brain working, and
whenever he saw a ruined village, or heard
a tale of savagery, the Scharlach nerve
began to guiver. At such times it was
no use reminding him that the Germans
had had at least three hundred thousand
men in the east in August. He simply
didn’t listen. . .
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Tnue day betore we started for Réchamp
his spiritz flew up again, and that night he
became confidential. “ You've been such
a friecnd to me that there are certain
things—seeing what’s ahead of us—that
1 should like to explain™; and, noticing
my surprise, he went on: “I mean about
my people. The state of mind in my
wmilfen must be so remote from anything
you're used to in your happy country. ..
But perhaps I can make you under-
stand. . ."

I saw that what he wanted was to talk
to me of the girl he was engaged to. Mlle,
Malo, left an orphan at ten, had been the
ward of a neighbour of the Réchamps’, a
chap with an old name and a starred chi-
teau, who had lost almost everything else
at haccarat before he was forty, and had
repented, had the gout and studied agri-
culture for the rest of his life. The girl's
father was a rather brilliant painter, who
died young, and her mother, who followed
him in a year or two, was a Pole: you may
fancy that, with such antecedents, the
girl was just the mixture to shake down
quietly into French country life with a
gouty and repentant guardian, The Mar-
quis de Corvenaire—that was his name
—brought her down to his place, got an
cld maid sister to come and stay, and
really, as far as one knows, brought his
ward up rather decently, Now and then
she used to be driven over to play with
the young Réchamps, and Jean remem-
bered her as an ugly little girl in a plaid
frock, who used to invent wonderful
pames and get tired of playing them just
as the other children were beginning to
learn how. But her domineering ways
and searching questions did not meet with
hiz mother's approval, and her visits were
not encouraged. When she was seven-
teen her guardian died and left her a lit-
tle money. The maiden sister had gone
dotty, there was nobody to lock after
Yvonne, and she went to Paris, to an aunt,
broke loose from the aunt when she came
of age, set up her studio, travelled, paint-
ed, played the violin, knew lots of peaple;
and never laid eves on Jean de Réchamp
till about a year before the war, when her
guardian's place was sold, and she had 10
go down there to see about her interest in
the property.
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The old Réchamps heard she was
coming, but didn't ask her to stay. Jean
drove over to the shut-up chiteau, how-
ever, and found Mlle. Malo lunching on
a corner of the kitchen table. She ex-
claimed: * My little Jean!" flew to him
with a kiss for each cheek, and made him
sit down and share her omelet. .. The
ugly little girl had shed her chrysalis—
and you may fancy if he went back once
or twice !

Mlle, Malo was staying at the chiteau
all alone, with the farmer's wile to come
in and cook her dinner: not a soul in the
housze at night but herself and her brindled
sheep dog. She had to be there a week,
and Jean finally suggested to his people
to ask her to Réchamp. But at Réchamp
they hesitated, coughed, locked away,
sajd the spare-rooms were all upside
down, and the valet-de-chambre laid up
with the mumps, and the cook short-
handed — till finally the irrepressible
grandmother broke out: “A young girl
who chooses to live alone—probably pre-
fers to live alone !

There was a deadly silence, and Jean
did not raise the question again; but I
can imagine his blue eyes getting ob-
stinate,

Soon after Mlle. Malo's return to Paris
he followed her and began to frequent the
Passy studio. The life there was unlike
anything he had ever seen—or conceived
as possible, short of the prairies, He had
sampled the usual wvarieties of French
womankind, and explored most of the so-
cial layers; but he had missed the newest,
that of the artistic-emancipated. Idon't
know much about that set myself, but
from his descriptions I should say they
wereé 4 good deal like intelligent Ameri-
cans, except that they don't seem to keep
art and life in such water-tight compart-
ments. But his great discovery was the
new girl. Apparently he had never before
known any but the traditional type, which
predominates in the provinces, and still
persists, he tells me, in the last fastnesses
of the Faubourg St. Germain. The girl
who comes and goes as she pleases, reads
what she likes, has opinions ahout what
she reads, who talks, louks, behaves with
the independence of a married woman—
and yet has kept the Diana-freshness—
think how she must have shaken up such
a man's inherited view of things! Mlle.
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Malo did far more than make Réchamp
fall in love with her: she turned his world
topsy - turvey, and prevented his ever
again squeezing himself into his little old
pigeon-hole of prejudices.

Before long they confessed their love—
just like any young couple of Anglo-
Saxons—and Jean went down to Ré-
champ to ask permission to marry her.
Neither you nor I can quite enter into
the state of mind of a young man of
twenty-seven who has knocked about all
aver the globe, and been in and out of the
usual sentimental coils—and who has to
azk his parents’ leave to get married!
Daon't let us try: it's no use. We should
only end by picturing him as an incor-
rigible ninny. But there isn't a man in
France who wouldn't feel it his duty to
take that step, as Jean de Réchamp did.
All we can do is to accept the premise
and pass on.

Well —Jean went down and asked his
father and his mother and his old grand-
mather if they would permit him to marry
Mlle. Malo; and they all with one voice
sajd they wouldn’t. There was an uproar,
in fact; and the old grandmother con-
tributed the most piercing note to the con-
cert. Marrvy Mlle. Malo! A voung girl
who Hved alone! Travelled! Spent her
time with foreigners—with musicians and
painters! A young girl! Of course, if she
had been a marned woman—that is, a
widow—much as they would have pre-
ferred a young girl for Jean, or even, if
widow it had to be, a widow of another
type—still, it was conceivable that, out of
affection for him, they might have re-
gipned themselves to his choice. But a
voung girl—bring such a young girl to
Réchamp! Ask them to receive her under
the same roof with their little Simone,
their innocent Alain. . .

He had a bad hour of it; but he
held his own, keeping silent while they
screamed, and stiffening as they began to
wabhle from exhaustion.  Finally he took
his mother apart, and tried to reason with
her. His arguments were nol much use,
but his resolution impressed her, and he
saw it. As for hiz father, nobody was
afraid of Monsieur de Réchamp. When
he said: “Never—never while I live, and
there is a roof on Réchamp!™ they all
knew he had collapsed inside. But the
grandmother was terrible. She was ter-

rible because she was so old, and so
clever at taking advantage of it. She
could bring on a valvular heart-attack by
just sitting atill and holding her breath, as
Jean and his mother had long since found
out; and she always treated them to one
when things weren't going as she liked.
Madame de Réchamp promized Jean that
she would intercede with her mother-in-
law; but she hadn’t much [aith in the re-
sult, and when she came out of the old
lady’s room she whispered: "5She's just
sitting there holding her breath.”

The next day Jean himself advanced to
the attack. His grandmother was the
most intelligent member of the family,
and she knew he knew it, and liked him
for having found it out; so when he had
her alone she listened to him without
resorting to any valvular tricks, “Of
course,” he explained, * you're much too
clever not to understand that the times
have changed, and manners with them,
and that what a woman was criticized for
doing yesterday szhe is ridiculed for not
doing today. Nearly all the old social
thou-shalt-nots have gone: intelligent
people nowadays don't give a fig for them,
and that simple fact has abolished them.
They only existed as long as there was
some one left for them to scare” His
grandmother listened with a sparkle of
admiration in her ancient eves, “And of
course,” Jean pursued, ** that can’t be the
real reason for your opposing my mar-
riage—a marriage with a young girl you've
always known, who has been received
Hippa——!

“Ah, that's it—we've always known
her 1™ the old lady snapped him up.

“What of that? Idon’t see—"

*“Of course you don’t. You're here so
little: you don't hear things. . .

“What things?™

“Things in the air... that blow
about. .. You were doing your military
gervice at the time. , "

At what time??’

She leaned forward and laid a warning
hand on his arm. “Why did Corvenaire
leave her all that money—aiy #

“But why not—why shouldn’t he?”
Jean stammered, indignant. Then she
unpacked her bag—a heap of vague in-
sinuations, baseless conjectures, village
tattle, all, at the last analysis, based, as
he succeeded in proving, and making her
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own, on & word launched at random by
a discharged maid-servant who had re-
tailed her grievance to the curé's house-
keeper,  “Oh, she does what she likes
with Monsieur le Marquis, the young
miss! She knows how. . ."" On that sin-
gle phrase the neighbourhood had raised
a slander built of adamant,

Well, I'll give you an idea of what a
determined fellow Réchamp is, when 1
tell you he pulled it down—or thought he
did. He kept his temper, hunted up the
servant’s record, proved her a liar and
dishonest, cast grave doubts on the dis-
cretion of the curé’s housekeeper, and
poured such a flood of ridicule over the
whale Himsy fable, and those who had be-
lieved in it, that in sheer shame-facedness
at having based her objection on such
grounds, his grandmother gave way, and
brought his parents toppling down with
her.

All this happened a few weeks before
the war, and =oon afterward Mlle. Malo
came down to Réchamp. Jean had in-
sisted on her coming: he wanted her
presence there, as hiz betrothed, to be
known to the neighbourhood. As for her,
she seemed delighted to come. I could see
from Réchamp's tone, when he reached
thizs part of his story, that he rather
thought I should expect itz heroine to
have shown a becoming reluctance—to
have stood on her dignity. He was dis-
tinctly relieved when he found that T ex-
pected no such thing,

“She's simplicity itself—it's her great
gquality. Vain complications don't exist
for her, because she doesn’t see them . .
that's what my people can’t be made to
understand. . ."

I gathered from the last phrase that the
vizgit had not been a complete success, and
thiz explained his having let out, when he
first told me of his fears for his family,
that he was sure Mlle, Malo would not
have remained at Réchamp if she could
help it. Oh, no, decidedly, the visit was
not 4 success. . .

“You see,” he explained with a half-
embarrassed smile, it was partly her
fault. Other girls as clever, but less—
how shall I say ?—less proud, would have
adapted themselves, arranged things,
avoided startling allusions, She wouldn't
stoop to that: she talked to my family as
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naturally as she did to me. You can im-
agine for instance, the effect of her saying:
*One night, after a supper at Montmartre,
I was walking home with two or three
pals'—. It was her way of affirming her
convictions, and I adored her for it—
but I wished she wouldn't |

And he depicted, to my joy, the neigh-
bours rumbling over to call in heraldic
barouches (the mothers alone—with em-
barrassed excuses for not bringing their
daughters), and the agony of not knowing,
till they were in the room, if ¥vonne would
receive them with lowered lids and folded
hands, sitting by in a pose de fiancée while
the elders talked; or if she would take the
opportunity to air her views on the separa-
tion of Church and State, or the necessity
of making divorce easier. **It's not,” he
explained, “that she really takes much
interest in such questions: she's much
more absorbed in her music and painting,
But anything her eve lights on sets her
mind dancing—as she said to me once:
*It's your mother's friends’ bonnets that
make me stand up for divorce!’’” He
broke off abruptly to add: “Good God,
how far off all that nonsense seems ™

IV

THE next day we started for Réchamp,
not sure if we could get through, but
bound to, anyhow! It was the coldest
day we'd had, the sky steel, the earth iron,
and a snow-wind howling down on us
from the north. The Vosges are splendid
in winter. In zummer they are just
plump puddingy hills; when the wind
stripz them they turn to mountains, And
we seemed to have the whole coun-
try to ourselves—the black firs, the blue
shadows, the beech-woods cracking and
groaning like rigging, the bursts of snowy
sunlight from cold clouds. Not a soul in
sight except the zentinels guarding the rail-
ways, muffied to the eves, or peering out
of their huts of pine-boughs at the cross-
roads. Every now and then we passed a
long string of seventy-fives, or a train of
supply waggons or army ambulances, and
at intervals a cavalry patrol cantered by,
his cloak bellied out by the gale; but of
ordinary people ahout the common jobs of
life, not a sign.

The sense of loneliness and remoteness
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that the absence of the civil population
produces everywhere in eastern France is
increased by the fact that all the names
and distances on the mile-stones have
been scratched out and the sign-posts al
the cross-roads thrown down. It was
done, of course, to throw the enemy off
the track in September: and the signs
have never been put back., The result is
that one is forever losing one's way, for
the soldiers quartered in the district know
only the names of their particular villages,
and those on the march can tell you noth-
ing about the places they are passing
through. We had got badly off our road
several times during the trip, but on the
last day's run Réchamp was in hiz own
country, and knew every yard of the
way—or thought he did. We had turned
off the main road, and were running along
between rather featureless fields and
woods, crossed by a good many wood-
roads with nothing to distinguish them;
but he continued to push ahead, saying:
“We don't turn till we get to a manor-
house on a stream, with a big paper-mill
across the road.” He went on to tell me
that the mill-owners lived in the manor,
and were old friends of his people: good
old local stock, who had lived there for
penerations and done a lot for the neigh-
bourhood.

“Tt's queer I don’t see their village-
steeple from this rise. The village is just
beyond the house. How the devil could T
have missed the turn?” We ran on a
little farther, and suddenly he stopped the
motor with a jerk. We were at a cross-
road, with a stream running under the
bank on our right. The place looked like
an ahandoned stoneyard. I never saw
completer tuin,  To the left, a fortified
gate gaped on emptiness; to the right, a
mill-wheel hung in the stream. Ewvery-
thing else was as flat as your dinner-table,

“Was this what you were trying to see
from that rise?” I asked; and I saw a
tear or two running down his face,

“They were the kindest people: their
only son got himself shot the first month
in Champagne——"

He had jumped out of the car and was
standing staring at the level waste, “The
house was there—there was a splendid
lime in the court. 1 used to sit under it
and have a glass of vin gris de Lorraine
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with the old people... Over there,
where that cinder-heap is, all their chil-
dren are buried.”” He walked across to the
grave-yard under a blackened wall—a hit
of the apse of the vanished church—and
sat down on a grave-stone. ““If the devils
have done this fere—so close to us,” he
burst eut, and covered his face,

An old woman walked toward us down
the road. Réchamp jumped up and ran
to meet her. " Why, Marie-Jeanne, what
are vou doing in theze ruins "  The old
woman looked at him with unastonished
eyes.  She seemed incapable of any sur-
prise.  “They left my hovse standing.
I'm glad to sce Monsicur,” she simply
said. We followed her to the one house
left in the waste of stones. It was a two-
roomed cottage, propped against a cow-
stable, but fairly decent, with a curtain in
the window and a cat on the sill. Ré-
champ caught me by the arm and pointed
to the door-panel.  “Oberst von Schar-
lach" was scrawled on it.  He turned as
white as vour table-cloth, and hung on to
me & minute; then he spoke to the old
woman. ‘‘The officers were quartered
here: that was the reason they spared
your house? "’

She nodded. “Yes: T was lucky. But
the gentlemen must come in and have a
mouthful.”

Réchamp's finger was on the name.
“* And this one—this was their command-
ing officer ¢’

“1 suppose so. Is it somebody's
namer” She had evidently never specu-
lated on the meaning of the scrawl that
had saved her.

“¥ou remember him—their captain?
Was his name Scharlach?" Réchamp
persisted.

Under itz rich weathering the old wom-
an's face prew as pale as his. “VYes,
that was his name—1I heard it often
enough.'

“Describe him, then. What was he
like? Tall and fair? They're all that—
but what else? What in particular?™

She hesitated, and then said: * This one
wasn't fair. He was dark, and had a scar
that drew up the left corner of his mouth.”

Réchamp turned to me. “It’s the
same, I heard the men describing him at
Moulins.”

We followed the old woman into the
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house, and while she gave us some bread
and wine she told us about the wrecking
of the village and the factory. It was one
of the most damnable stories I've heard
yet. Put together the worst of the typical
horrors and you'll have a fair idea of it.
Murder, outrage, torture: Scharlach’s
programme seemed to be fairly compre-
hensive. She ended off by saying: * His
orderly showed me a silver-mounted flute
he always travelled with, and a heautiful
paint-box mounted in silver too, Before
he left he sat down on my door-step and
made a painting of the ruins. . .™

Soon after leaving this place of death
we got to the second lines and our troubles
began. We had to do a lot of talking to
get through the lines, but what Réchamp
had just seen had made him eloguent.
Luckily, too, the ambulance doctor, a
charming fellow, was short of tetanus-
serum, and I had some left; and while I
went over with him to the pine-branch
hut where he hid his wounded 1 explained
Réchamp's case, and implored him to get
us through. Finally it was settled that we
should leave the ambulance there—for in
the lines the ban against motors is abso-
lute—and drive the remaining twelve
miles, A sergeant fished out of a farm-
house a toothless old woman with a furry
horse harnessed to a two-wheeled trap,
and we started off by round-about wood-
tracks. The horse was in no hurry, nor
the old lady either; for there were bits of
road that were pretty steadily curry-
combed by shell, and it was to every-
body’s interest not to cross them before
twilight. Jean de Réchamp's excitement
seemeid to have dropped: he sat beside
me dumb as a fish, staring straight ahead
of him. T didn’t feel talkative either, for
a word the doctor had let drop had left me
thinking. *“That poor old granny mind
the shells? Not shel” he had said when
our crazy chariot drove up. ' She doesn't
know them from snow-flakes any more.
Nothing matters to her now, except try-
ing to outwit a German. They're all like
that where Scharlach's heen—you've
heard of him? She had only one boy—
half-witted: he cocked a hroom-handle at
them, and they burnt him. Oh, shell
take you to Réchamp safe enough.”

“Where Scharlach’s been™—so he had
been as close as this to Réchamp ! T was
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wondering if Jean knew it, and if that had
sealed his lips and given him that flinty
profile.  The old horse's woolly flanks
jogged on under the bare branches and
the old woman's bent back jogged in time
with it. She never once zpoke or looked
around at us. “Ttisn't the noise we make
that'll give us away,” I said at last; and
just then the old woman turned her head
and pointed silently with the osier-twig
she used as a whip.  Just ahead of us lay
a heap of ruins: the wreck, apparently,
of a great chiteau and its dependencies.
“Lermont ! Réchamp exclaimed, turn-
ing white. He made a motion to jump out
and then dropped back into the seat.
“What's the use?” he muttered. He
leaned forward and touched the old wom-
an’s shoulder.

“I hadn't heard of this—when did it
happen?”

“In September.”

“ They did 182"

“Yes. Our wounded were there.
like this everywhere in our country,

I zaw Jean stiffening himself for the
next question. At Réchamp, too?™

She relapsed into indifference.
haven’t been as far as Réchamp.”

“ But you must have seen people who'd
been there—you must have heard.”

“I've heard the masters were still
there—so there must he something stand-
ing. Maybe though,” she reflected,
“they're in the cellars. . ."

We continued to jog on through the
dusk.

It's

FFI

".'Z"

“THERE'S the steeple ! Réchamp burst
out.*

Through the dimness I couldn’t tell
which way to look; but I suppose in the
thickest midnight he would have known
where he was. He jumped from the trap
and took the old horse by the bridle, I
made out that he was guiding us into a
long village street edged by houses in
which every light was extinguished, The
snow on the ground sent up a pale reflec-
tion, and I began to see the gabled out-
line of the houses and the steeple at the
head of the street. The place seemed as
calm and unchanged as if the sound of
war had never reached it. In the open
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space at the end of the village Réchamp
checked the horse,

“The elm—there’s the old ¢lm in front
of the church!" he shouted in a voice like
a boy’s. He ran back and caught me by
both hands. *' It was true, then—mnoth-
ing's touched!" The old woman asked:
“Is this Réchamp?" and he went back to
the horse's head and turned the trap Lo-
ward a tall gate between park walls, The
gate was barred and padlocked, and not a
gleam showed through the shutters of the
porter’s lodge; hut Réchamp, after listen-
ing a minute or two, gave a low call twice
repeated, and presently the lodge door
opened, and an old man peered out.
Well I leave vou to brush in the rest.
Old family servant, tears and hugs and so
on, I know you affect to =corn the
cinema, and this was it, tremolo and all.
Hanp it! This war's going to teach us
not to be afraid of the obvious.

We piled into the trap and drove down
a long avenue to the house. Black as the
grave, of course: but in another minute
the door opened, and there, in the hall,
was another servant, screening a light—
and then more doors opened on another
cinema-scene: fine old drawing-room
with family portraits, shaded lamp,
domestic group about the fire. They evi-
dently thought it was the servant coming
to announce dinner, and not a head
turned at our approach. I could see them
all over Jean's shoulder: a prey-haired
lady knitting with stiff fingers, an old
gentleman with a high nose and a weak
chin sitting in a big carved armchair and
looking more like a portrait than the por-
traits; a pretty girl at his feet, with a
dog’s head in her lap, and another girl,
who had a Bed Cross on her sleeve, at the
table with a book. She had been reading
aloud in a rich veiled voice, and broke off
her last phraze to say: “Dinner..."
Then she looked up and saw Jean. Her
dark face remained perfectly calm, but
she lifted her hand in a just perceptible
gesture of warning, and instantly under-
standing he drew back and pushed the
servant forward in his place.

“Madame la Comtesse—it is some one
outside asking for Mademoiselle,"

The dark girl jumped up and ran out
inte the hall. I remember wondering:
¥1s it because she wants to have him to
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herself first—or becausze she's afraid of
their being startled?” 1 wished myself
out of the way, but she took no notice
of me, and going straight to Jean fAung
her arms about him. 1 was behind him
and could see her hands about his neck,
and her brown fingers tightly locked.
There wasn't much doubt about those
two. ..

The next minute she caught sight of
me, and I was being rapidly tested by a
pair of the finest eves I ever saw—TI don't
apply the term to their setting, though
that was fine too, but to the look itself,
a look at once warm and resolute, all-
promising and all-penetrating. 1 really
can't do with fewer adjectives. . .

Réchamp explained me, and she was
full of thanks and welcome; not excessive,
but—well, I don't know—eloquent! She
gave every intonation all it could carry,
and without the least emphasis: that's
the wonder.

She went back to “prepare™ the par-
ents, as they say in melodrama; and in a
minute or two we followed. What struck
me at first was that these insignificant and
inadequate people had the command of
the grand gesture—had Io lipne. The
mother had laid aside her knitting—uof
dropped it—and stood waiting with open
arms. But even in clasping her son zhe
seemed to include me in her welcome, 1
don’t know how to describe it: hut they
never let me feel that T wasin the way, |
suppose that's part of what vou call dis-
tinction; knowing instinctively how to
deal with unusual moments.

All the while, T was looking about me at
the fine secure old room, in which nothing
seemed altered or disturbed, the portraits
smiling from the walls, the servants beam-
ing in the doorway—and wondering how
such things could have survived in the
trail of death and havoc we had been
following,

The same thought had evidently struck
Jean, for he dropped hiz sister’s hand and
turned to gaze about him too.

“"Then nothing's touched—mnothing? T
don't understand,” he stammerad,

Monsieur de Réchamp raised himself
majestically from his chair, crossed the
room and lifted ¥Yvonne Malo™s hand to
his lips. “Nothing is touched—thanks to
thiz hand and this brain.”
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Madame de Réchamp was shining on
her son through tears. “Ah, yes—we
owe it all to ¥vonne,™

“All,all! Grandmamma will tell you !™
Simone chimed in; and Yvonne, brushing
aside their praise with a half-impatient
laugh, said to her betrothed: *Bul your
grandmother! You must go up to her at
once,’”

A wonderful specimen, that grand-
mother: I was taken to sec her after
dinner. She sat by the fire in a bare
panelled bedroom, bolt upright in an
armchair with ears, a knitting-table at her
elbow with a shaded candle onit. She was
even more withered and ancient than she
looked in her photograph, and I judge
she'd never heen pretty; but she some-
how made me feel as if I'd got through
with prettiness. I don't know exactly
what she reminded me of: a dried bou-
gquet, or something rich and clovy that
had turned brittle through long keeping in
asandal-wood box. T suppose her sandal-
wood box had been Good Society. Well,
I had a rare evening with her. Jean and
his parents were called down to see the
curé, who had hurried over to the chiteau
when he heard of the young man's arrival;
and the old lady asked me to stay on and
chat with her. She related their experi-
ences with uncanny detachment, seeming
chiefly to resent the indignity of having
been made to descend into the cellar—* to
avoid French shells, if you'll believe it:
the Germans had the decency not to bom-
bard us,” she observed impartially. I
was 50 struck by the absence of rancour
in her tone that finally, out of sheer curios-
ity, I made an allusion to the horror of
having the enemy under one’s roof. “Oh,
I might almost say I didn't zee them, ™
she returned. “Inever go downstairs any
longer; and they didn’t do me the hon-
our of coming bevond my door. A glance
sufficed them-—une vieidle femme comme
moi!" she added with a phosphorescent
gleam of coquetry.

“PBut thev searched the chiteau, sure-
ly?®

“0h, 8 mere form; they were trés bien
—irés Bien,"” she almost snapped at me.
“There was a first moment, of course,
when we feared it might be hard to get
Monsieur de Réchamp away with my
young grandson; but Mle. Malo man-
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aged that very cleverly. They slipped
off while the officers were dining.”  She
looked at me with the smile of some arch
old lady in a Louis XV pastel. “My
grandson Jean's fiancée is a very clever
young woman: in my time no yvoung girl
would have been so sure of herself, so cool
and quick. After all, there iz something
to be said for the new way of bringing
up girls, My poor daughter-in-law, at
Ywvonne's age, was a bleating baby: she is
go still, at times, The convent doesn't
develop character. T'm glad Yvonne was
not brought up in a convent.” And this
champion of tradition smiled on me more
intensely.

Little by little I got from her the story
of the German approach: the distracted
fugitives pouring in from the villages
north of Réchamp, the sound of distant
cannonading, and suddenly, the next af-
ternoon, after a reassuring lull, the sight of
a single spiked helmet at the end of the
drive. Ina few minutes a dozen followed:
mostly officers; then all at once the place
hummed with them. There were supply
waggons and motors in the court, bundles
of hay, stacks of rifles, artillery-men un-
harnessing and rubbing down their horses,
The crowd was hot and thirsty, and in a
moment the old lady, to her amazement,
saw wine and cider being handed about
by the Réchamp servants. “Or so at
least 1 was told,"” she added, correcting
herself, **for it's not my habit to look out
of the window. I simply sat here and
waited.” Her seat, as she spoke, might
have been a curule chair,

Downstairs, it appeared, Mlle. Malo
had instantly taken her measures, She
didn’t sit and wait. Surprized in the gar-
den with Simone, she had made the girl
walk quietly back to the house and re-
ceive the officers with her on the doorstep.
The officer in command—captain, or
whatever he was—had arrived in a bad
temper, cursing and swearing, and prowl-
ing out menaces about spies. The day
was intensely hot, and possibly he had had
too much wine. At any rate Mlle, Malo
had known how to “put him in his place™;
and when he and the other officers en-
tered they found the dining-table set out
with refreshing drinks and cigars, mel-
ans, strawberries and iced coffee. “The
clever creature! She even remembered
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that they liked whipped cream with their
COEE'E ! 1]

The effect had been miraculous, The
captain—what was hisname? Yes, Char-
lot, Charlot—Captain Charlot had been
specially complimentary on the subject of
the whipped cream and the cigars. Then
he asked to see the other members of the
family, and Mlle. Malo told him there
were only two—two old women! *“He
made a face at that, and said all the same
he should like to meet them; and she
answered: ‘One iz your hostess, the Com-
tesse de Réchamp, who is ill in bed —for
my poor daughter-in-law was lying in bed
paralyzed with rheumatism—'and the
other her mother-in-law, a very old lady
who never leaves her room.””

“But aren't there any men in the
family #" he had then azked; and she had
said: “0Oh ves—two. The Comte de Ré-
champ and his son."”

“And where are they?”

“In England. Monsieur de Réchamp
went a month ago to take his =on on a
Lrip. L]

The officer said: T was told they were
here today™; and Mlle. Malo replied:
“You had better have the house searched
and satisfy yourself.”

He laughed and said: “The idea had
occurred to me,” She laughed also, and
sitting down at the piano siruck a few
chords. Captain Charlot, who had his
foot on the threshold, turned back—
Simene had described the scene to her
grandmother afterward. “Seme of the
brutes, it seems, are musical,” the old lady
explained; “and this was one of them,
While he was listening, some soldiers ap-
peared in the court carrying another who
seemed to be wounded. It turned out
afterward that he'd been climbing a gar-
den wall after fruit, and cut himself on
the broken glass at the top; but the blood
waz enough—they raised the usual dread-
ful outcry about an ambush, and a lieu-
tenant clattered into the room where
Mlle. Malo sat playing Stravinsky.” The
old lady paused for her effect, and I was
conscious of giving her all she wanted.

“Well g

“Will you believe it? It seems she
looked at her watch-bracelet and said:
‘Do you gentlemen dress for dinner? T
do—but we've still time for a little Mous-
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sorgsky '—or whatever wild names they
call themselves—'if you'll make those
people outside hold their tongues.” Our
captain looked at her again, laughed, gave
an order that sent the lieutenant right
about, and sat down beside her at the
piano, Imagine my stupour, dear sir:
the drawing-room is directly under this
room, and 1 a moment I heard two voices
coming up to me. Well, I won't conceal
from you that his was the finest. But
then T always adored a barytone.” She
folded her shrivelled hands among their
laces. “After that, the Germans were
frés bien—irés bien. They stayed two
days, and there was nothing to complain
of. Indeed, when the second detachment
came, a week later, they never even en-
tered the gates. Orders had been left that
they should be quartered elsewhere. Of
course we were lucky in happening on a
man of the world like Captain Charlot.”

“Yes, very lucky. It's odd, though,
his having a French name.”

“Very odd. It probably accounts for
hizs breeding,” she answered placidly;
and left me marvelling at the happy re-
moteness of old age.

VI

THE next morning early Jean de Ré-
champ came to my room. I wasstruck at
once by the change in him: he had lost
his first glow, and seemed nervous and
hesitating, 1 knew what he had come
for: to ask me to postpone our departure
for another twenty-four hours. By rights
we should have been off that morning;
but there had been a sharp brush a few
kilometres away, and a couple of poor
devils had been brought to the chiteay
whom it would have been death to carry
farther that day and criminal not to
hurry to a base hospital the next morn-
ing. “We've simply gof to stay till to-
morrow: vou're in luck,” T said laughing.

He laughed back, but with a frown that
made me feel T had been a brute to speak
in that way of a respite due to such a
CAUSE,

“The men will pull through, you know
—trust MMlle. Malo for that!™ I said.

His frown did not lift. He went to the
window and drummed on the pane,

“Do you see that breach in the wall,
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down there behind the trees? It's the
only scratch the place has got. And
think of Lermont ! It's incredible—sim-
ply incredible!"

“Butit's like that everywhere, isn't it ?
Everything depends on the officer in
command."”

“Yes: that's it, I suppose. I haven't
had time to get a consecutive account of
what happened: they're all too excited.
Mlle. Malo is the only person who can tell
me exactly how things went." He swung
about on me. “Look here, it sounds ab-
surd, what I'm asking; but try to get me
an hour alone with her, will you?"

I stared at the request, and he went on,
still hali-laughing: “¥You see, they all
hang on me; my father and mother,
Simone, the curé, the servants. The
whole village is coming up presently:
they want to stuff their eyes full of me,
It's natural enough, after living here all
these long months cut off from everything,
But the result is T haven't said two words
to her yet.”

“Well, you shall,” T declared; and with
an easier smile he turned to hurry down to
a mass of thanksgiving which the curé was
to celebrate in the private chapel. "My
parents wanted it,” he explained; "and
after-that the whole village will be upon
us. But later——"

“Later I'll effect a diversion; I swear I
will,” I assured him.

By daylight, decidedly, Mlle. Malo was
less handsome than in the eveming. Tt
was my first thought as she came toward
me, that afternoon, under the limes, Jean
was still indoors, with his people, receiv-
ing the village; I rather wondered she
hadn’t stayed there with him, Theoreti-
cally, her place was at his side; but I
knew she was a voung woman who didn’t
live by rule, and she had already struck
me as having a distaste for superfluous
expenditures of feeling,

Yes, she was less effective by day. She
looked older, for one thing; her face was
pinched, and a little sallow, and for the
first time 1 noticed that her cheek-bones
were too high. Her eyes, too, had lost
their velvet depth: fine eves still, but not
unfathomable. But the smile with which
she greeted me was charming: it ran over
her tired face like a lamp-lighter kindling
flames as he runs.
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“1 was looking for you,” she said.
“Shall we have a little talk? The recep-
tion is sure to last another hour: every
one of the villagers is going to iell just
what happened to him or her when the
Germans came.”

“And you've run away from the cere-
mony '’

“T'm a trifle tired of hearing the same
adventures retold,” she said, still smiling,

“HBut I thought there were no adven-
tures—that that was the wonder of it?"

She shrugged. *It makes their stories
a little dull, at any rate; we've not a hero
or a martyr to show.” She had strolled
farther from the house as we talked, steer-
ing me in the direction of a bare horse-
chestnut walk that led toward the park.

“0Of course Jean's pot to listen to it all,
poor boy; but I needn't,” she explained.

I didn't know exactly what to answer
and we walked on a little way in silence;
then she said: “If vou'd carried him off
this morning he would have escaped all
this fuss.” After a pause she added slow-
ly: “On the whole, it might have been as
well.”

“To carry him off 2"

“Well, yes.” 5She stopped and looked
at me. “1 wish you wonld.”

“Would P—Now? "

“Yes, now: as soon as vou can, He's
really not strong yet—he's drawn and
nervous.” ("“So are you,” I thought
parenthetically.) “And the excitement
is greater than you can perhaps imag-
ine e

T pave her back her look. “Why, 1
think I can imagine. . ."

She coloured up through her sallow skin
and then laughed away her blush. *““Oh,
I don't mean the excitement of secing me!
But hiz parents, his grandmother, the
curé, all the old associations——"

I considered for a moment; then I
said: “As a matter of fact, you're about
the only person he hasn't seen.™

She checked a quick answer on her lips,
and for a moment or two we faced each
other silently. A sudden sense of inti-
macy, of complicity almost, came over
me. What was it the girl's zilence was
crying out to me?

“Tf I take him away now ke won't have
seen you at all.” T continued,

She stood under the bare trees, keeping
her eyes on me. "“Then take him away
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now ' she retorted; and as she spoke I
saw her face change, decompose into
deadly apprehenzion and as quickly re-
gain its usual calm. From where she
stood she faced the courtyard, and glane-
ing in the same direction I saw the
throng of villagers coming out of the chi-
teau. “Take him away—take him away
at once!” she passionately commanded;
and the next minute Jean de Réchamp de-
tached himself from the group and began
to limp down the walk in our direction.

What was [ to do? T can’t exaggerate
the sense of urgency Mile, Malo's appeal
gave me, or my faith in her sincerity. No
one who had seen her meeting with
Réchamp the night before could have
doubted her feeling for him: if she wanted
him away it was not because she did not
delight in his presence. Ewven now, as he
approached, I saw her face veiled by a
faint mist of emotion: it was like watch-
ing a fruit ripen under a midsummer sun,
But she turned sharply from the house
and began to walk on.

“Can't you give me a hint of your
reason # "L I suggested as 1 followed.

“My reazon? I've given it!” I sup-
pose I looked incredulous, for she added
in a lower voice: I don't want him to
hear—yet—about all the horrors.”

“The horrors? T thought there had
Leen none here."”

“All around w=—" Her voice became
a whisper. “Our friends . .. our neigh-
bours . . . every one, . ."”

“He can hardly avoid hearing of that,
can he? And besides, since you're all
safe and happy. . . Look here,” T broke
off, “he's coming after us. Don't we look
as if we were running away # "

She turned around, suddenly paler; and
in a stride or two Réchamp was at our
side. He was pale too; and before T
could find a pretext for slipping away he
had begun to speak. But I saw at once
that he didn’t know or care if T was there,

““What was the name of the officer in
command who was quartered here?” he
asked, looking straight at the girl.

She raised her eve-brows slightly. “Do
vou mean to say that after listening for
three hours to every inhabitant of Ré-
champ you haven’t found that out?”

“They all call him something different.
My grandmother says he had a French
name: she calls him Charlot."”

“Your grandmother was never taught
German: his name was the Oberst von
Scharlach.” She did not remember my
presence either: the two were still looking
straight in each other’s eyes.

Eéchamp had grown white to the lips:
he was rigid with the effort to control
himself.

“Why didn't you tell me it was Schar-
lach who was here?” he brought out at
last in a low voice.

She turned her eyes in my direction.
“T was just explaining to Mr. Greer iz

“To Mr. Greer " He looked at me too,
half-angrily.

“1 know the stories that are about,” she
continued quietly; “and I was saying to
your friend that, since we had been so
happy as to be spared, it seemed useless
to dwell on what has happened else-
where.”

“Pamn what happened elsewhere! [
don't yet know what happened here,”

I put a hand on his arm. Mlle. Mala
was looking hard at me, but I wouldn't
let her see I knew it. “I'm going to leave
you to hear the whole story now,™ I said
to Réchamp.

“But there isn't any story for him to
hear!" she broke in. She pointed at the
serene front of the chiteau, looking out
across its gpardens to the unscarred fields,
“We're safe: the place is untouched.
Why brood on other horrors—horrors we
were powerless to help e

Réchamp held his ground doggedly.
“But the man's name is a curse and
an abomination. Wherever he went he
spread ruin.”

*“50 they say. Mayn't there be a mis-
take? Legends grow up 2o quickly in
these dreadiul times. Here—" she looked
about her again at the peaceful scene—
“here he bebaved as you see. For
heaven's zake be content with that |

“Content?” He passed his hand across
his forehead. *I'm blind with joy ... or
should be, if omly ... "

She looked at me entreatingly, almost
desperately, and I took hold of Réchamp's
arm with a warning pressure, “My dear
tellow, don't you see that Mlle. Malo has
been under a great strain? Lo joie fail
pewr—that's the trouble with hoth of
you !

He lowered his head. * Yes, [ suppose
it is,"” He took her hand and kissed it.
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“T beg your pardon, Greer's rght: we're
both on edge.”

“Yes: I'll leave you for a little while, if
you and Mr. Greer will excuse me.” She
included us both in a quiet lock that
seemed to me extremely noble, and walked
slowly away toward the chiteau. Ré-
champ stood gazing after her for a mo-
ment; then he dropped down on one of
the benches at the edge of the path. He
covered his face with his hands. ** Schar-
lach—5charlach!™ T heard him repeat.

We sat there side by side for ten min-
utes or more without speaking., Finally T
said: “Look here, Réchamp—she's right
and you're wrong. I shall be sorry 1
brought vou here if you don't see it before
it's too late.”

His face was still hidden; but presently
he dropped his hands and answered me.
“1 do see. She's saved everything for
me—my people and my house, and the
ground we're standing on.  And 1 worship
it because she walks on it !

“And s0 do your people: the war's
done that for vou, anyhow,” I reminded
him.

VII

TrE morning after we were off before
dawn. Our time allowance was up, and
it was thought advizable, on account of
our wounded, to slip across the exposed
bit of road in the dark.

Mlle. Malo was downstairs when we
started, pale in her white dress, but calm
and active. We had borrowed a farmer’s
cart in which our two men could be laid
on a mattress, and she had stocked our
trap with food and remedies. Nothing
seemed to have been forgotten. While 1
was settling the men I suppose Réchamp
turned back into the hall to bid her good-
bve; anyhow, when she followed him out
a moment later he looked quieter and less
strained. He had taken leave of his par-
entz and his sister upstairs, and Yvonne
Malo stood alone in the dark doorway,
watching us as we drove away.

There was not much talk between us
during our slow drive back to the lines.
We had to go at a smnail’s pace, for the
roads were rough; and there was time for
meditation. Iknew well enough what my
companion was thinking about and my

Coming Home

own thoughts ran on the same lines,
Though the story of the German occupa-
tion of Réchamp had been reteld to us a
dozen times the main facts did not vary.
There were little discrepancies of detal,
and gaps in the narrative here and there;
bt all the household, fram the astule an-
cestress to the last bewildered pantry-hoy,
were at one in saying that Mlle. Malo's
coolness and courage had saved the chi-
teau and the village. The officer in com-
mand had arrived full of threats and in-
solence: Mlle. Malo had placated and
disarmed him, turned his suspicions to
ridicule, entertained him and his comrades
at dinner, and contrived during that time
—or rather while they were making music
afterward (which they did for half the
night, it seemed)—that Monsieur de Ré
champ and Alain should slip out of the
cellar in which they had been hidden, gain
the end of the gardens through an old hid-
den passage, and get off in the darkness.
Meanwhile Simone had been safe upstairs
with her mother and grandmother, and
none of the officers lodged in the chiiteau
had—after & first hasty inspection—set
foot in any part of the house but the wing
assigned to them. On the third morning
they had left, and Scharlach, before going,
had put in Mlle. Malo’s hands a letter
requesting whatever officer should follow
him to show every consideration to the
family of the Comte de Réchamp, and if
possible—owing to the grave illness of the
Countess—avoid taking up quarters in
the chiteau: a request which had been
scrupulously observed.

Such were the amazing but undisputed
facts over which Réchamp and I, in our
different ways, were now pondering. He
hardly spoke, and when he did it was only
to make some casual reference to the road
or to our wounded soldiers: but all the
while T sat at his side T kept hearing the
echo of the question he was inwardly
asking himself, and hoping to God he
wouldn't put it to me. . .

It was nearly noon when we finally
reached the lines, and the men had to
have a rest hefore we could start again;
but a couple of hours later we landed them
safely at the base hospital. From there
we had intended to go back to Paris; but
as weé were starting there came an un-
expected summons to another point of the
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front, where there had been a successful
night-attack, and a lot of Germans taken
in a blown-up trench., The place was fifty
miles away, and off my beat, but the num-
ber of wounded on both sides was excep-
tionally heavy, and all the available am-
bulances had already started. An urgent
call had come for more, and there was
nothing for it but to go; so we went.

We found things in a bad mess at the
second line shanty-hospital where they
were dumping the wounded as fast as they
could bring them in, At first we were told
that none were fit to be carried farther
that night; and after we had done what
we could we went off to hunt up a shake-
down in the village. But a few minutes
later an orderly overtook us with a mes-
sage from the surgeon. There was a Ger-
man with an abdominal wound who was
in a bad way, but might be saved by an
operation if he could be got back to the
base before midnight. Would we take him
at once and then come back for others?

There is only one answer to such re-
cuests, and a few minutes later we were
back at the hospital, and the wounded
man was being carried cut on a stretcher.
In the shaky lantern gleam I caught a
glimpse of a livid face and a torn uniform,
and saw that he was an officer, and nearly
done for. Réchamp had climbed to the
box, and seemed not to be noticing what
was going on at the back of the motor, T
understood that he loathed the job, and
wanted not to see the face of the man we
were carrying; so when we had got him
settled I jumped into the ambulance be-
gide him and called out to Réchamp that
we were ready. A second later an in-
firmier Tan up with a little packet and
pushed it into my hand. “His papers,”
he explained. I pocketed them and pulled
the door shut, and we were off.

The man lay motionless on tis back,
conscious, but desperately weak., Once
I turned my pocket-lamp on him, and saw
that he waz yvoung—about thirty—mwith
damp dark hair and a thin face. He had
received a flesh-wound above the eyes,
and his forehead was bandaged, but the
rest of the face uncovered. As the light
fell on him he lifted his evelids and looked
at me: his look was inscrutable.

For half an hour or so I sat there in the
darl, the sense of that face pressing close
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on me, It was a damnable face—meanly
handsome, basely proud. In my one
glimpse of it I had seen that the man was
suffering atrociously, but as we slid along
through the night he made no sound. At
length the motor stopped with a violent
jerk that drew a single moan from him,
I turned the light on him, but he lay per-
fectly still, lips and lids shut, making no
sign; and I jumped out and ran round to
the front to see what had happened.

The motor had stopped for lack of gaso-
lene and was stock still in the deep mud.
Réchamp muttered something about a
leak in his tank. As he bent over it, the
lantern flame struck up into his face,
which was set and business-like. It
struck me vaguely that he showed no
particular surprise.

“What's to be done?"” T asked.

#1 think I can tinker it up; but we've
got to have more essence to go on with."”

I stared at him in despair: it wasa good
hour's walk back to the lines, and we
weren’t 8o sure of getting any gasolene
when we got there! But there was no
help for it; and as Réchamp was dead
lame, no alternative but for me to go.

I opened the ambulance door, gave an-
other look at the motionless man inside
and took out a remedy which I handed
over to Réchamp with a word of explana-
tion. “You know how to give a hypo?
Keep a close eye on him and pop this in if
you see a change—not otherwise.”

He nodded. *“Do you suppose he'll
die?” he asked below his breath,

“No,Idon't. If we get him to the hos-
pital before morning I think he'll pull
through.'

“0h, all right." He unhooked one of
the motor lanterns and handed it over to
me. “I'll do my best,"” he said as I turned
away,

Getting back to the lines through that
pitch-black forest, and finding somebody
to bring the gasolene back for me was
about the weariest job I ever tackled. I
couldn’t imagine why it wasn't daylight
when we finally got to the place where I
had left the motor, It seemed to me as
if T had been gone twelve hours when I
finally caught sight of the grey bulk of
the car through the thinning darkness,

Réchamp came forward to meet us, and
took hold of my arm as [ waz opening the



718
door of the car. “The man's dead,” he
saidl,

1 had lifted up my pocket-lamp, and its
light fell on his face, which was perfectly
composed, and seemed less gaunt and
drawn than atl any time since we had
started for Réchamp.

“Dead? Why—how? What hap-
pened 7 Did you give him the hypoder-
mic?" I stammered, taken aback.

“No time to, He died in a minute.”

“How do you know he did? Were you
with him#"

“0f course I was with him,” Réchamp
retoried, with a sudden harshness that
macde me realize I had grown harsh my-
self. But I had been almost sure the man
wasn't anywhere near death when T left
him. Iopened the door of the ambulance
and climbed in with my lantern. He
didn't appear to have moved, but he was
dead sure enough—had been for two or
three hours, by the feel of him. It must
have happened not long after I left...
Well, I'm not a doctor, anyhow. . .

I don’t know that Réchamp and T ex-
changed a word on the rest of that run.
But it was my fault and not his if we
didn't. By the mere rub of his sleeve
against mine as we sat side by side on the
maotor T knew he was conscious of no bar
between us: he had somehow got back, in
the night's interval, to a state of whole-
some stolidity, while I, on the contrary,
was tingling all over with exposed nerves.

I was glad enough when we got back to
the base at last, and the grim load we car-
ried was lifted out and taken into the hos-
pital. Réchamp waited in the courtyard
beside his car, lighting a cigarette in the
cold early sunlight; but I followed the
bearers and the surgeon into the white-
washed room where the dead man was
laid out to be undreszed. T had a buirning
gpot at the pit of my stomach while his
clothes were ripped off him and the band-
ages undone: I couldn’t take my eyes
from the surgeon’s face. But the surgeon,
with a big batch of wounded on his hands,
was probably thinking more of the living
than the dead; and besides, we were near
the front, and the body before him was
an enemy’'s.

®™  He finished his examination and scrib-
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bled something in a note-book. “Death
must have taken place nearly five hours
ago'’ he merely remarked: it was the con-
clusion 1 had already come to myself.

“ And how about the papers?" the sur-
geon continued. " You have them, I sup-
pose? This way, please.”

We left the hali-stripped body on the
bood-stained cil-cloth and he led me into
an office where a functionary sat behind a
littered desk,

“The papers? Thank you. You have-
n’t examined them? Let us see, then.”

I handed over the leather notecase I
had thrust into my pocket the evening be-
fore, and saw for the first time its silver~
edged corners and the coronet in one of
them. The official took out the papers
and spread them on the desk between
uz, 1 watched him absently while he
did so.

Suddenly he uttered an exclamation.
* Ah—that’s a haul 1" he said, and pushed
a bit of paper toward me. On it was en-
graved the name: Oberst Graf Benno von
Scharlach. ..

“A good riddance,” said the surgeon
over my shoulder. . .

I went back to the courtyard and saw
Réchamp still smoking his cigaretie in the
cold sunlight, I don't suppose I'd been in
the hospital ten minutes; but I felt as old
as Methuselah.

My friend greeted me with a smile.
“Ready for breakfast?” he said good-
humouredly; and a little chill ran down
my spine. .. But I said: “Oh, all right
—come along. . ."

For, after all, T Enew there wasn't a
paper of any sort on that man when he
was lifted into my ambulance the night
before: the French officials attend to their
business too carefully for me not to have
bieen sure of that. And there wasn't the
least shred of evidence to prove that he
hadn't died of his wounds during the
unlucky delay in the forest; or that Ré-
champ had known his tank was leaking
when we started out from the lines.

“I could do with a café complet, could-
n't you?"” Réchamp supgested, looking
straight at me with his good blue eyes;
and arm in arm we started off to hunt for
the nearest hotel. . .

i
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M. LE CURE'S LUNCH-PAR

TV

By Elizabeth Shepley Sergeant

|_I| USTEATIONS IIY

INmornToN OARLEY

Peasanes in the neighbsarbosd of Ares

LE CURE'S lunch-party was
the climax of my stay in the
convent at Arles. The very
memory of it, rejoicing as the Provencal
sun, brings the glow of the spontancous

human kindness of the Midi into my heart,

The day was one of those that have no ohb-

vigus story to tell, and yet remain charged

for all time with a sense of high festivity.
I remember that something in the very
Yor. LVIIL—s8

tone of Mére Justinienne's voice warned
me, when she first proposed our expedi-
tiom, that it would be worth the sacrifice
of an antiquity or two. We were sitting
in her little office, with its door open to
the convent garden, sipping a delicious
tisane, when she expressed the hope that
I could spare time [rom my other excur-
sions to drive with her to lunch with *an
old friend of the Sisters,” the curé of a
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720 M. le Curé's
certain country parish in the neighbor-
hood of Arles,

“Tt would be an act of L'hurity!"
echoed Sceur Colombe, who had brought
the tisane and was hovering solicitously
about us. “M. le curé cares so much for
good society. And he is so much alone,
poor man, in that quiet village since his
mother's death—only an old bonre in the
house! "

“A bonme devoted, indeed,” explained
the Superior, Fand trained !:'_'..' his moth-
er to serve him well. He lives,” she
added with a blandly reminiscent air,
“more formally
than most country
priests.  You will
zee. He tells me
that his sond Marie
has orders to put
the compote-dishes
i !I'IC T.i.l.ll'.lli.! EVEDN
when there is noth-
ing to fill them,
that she may never
forget how things
are done in the
world,"

M. le cureé re-
sponded with the
most amiable cor-
diality. A date
was fixed—and
then another, and
another. At the
l;l;—:l moment sonme-
thing always hap-
pened to upset our
plans. But the
more it rained, the
more duties pa-
rochial or conven-
tual thwarted our
hopes, the brighter
grew the glamour.
No other village in
the sun-browned
plain about Arles
could equal M. le
curé's for flowery
charm and verdant
shadiness. No
where else, as the
Sisters who had
nursed in his parish
could vouch, did

Arles

Rue des Arénes

Lunch- I’;lrt:,.r

coffee have the flavor which distinguished
the steaming bowls so benevolently of-
fered al the preshvtére after early mass,—
the kind man, said the Mother, actually
realized how the Sisters must feel after a
long night's vigil and a long walk! And
M. le curé, to cap the climax, had been
born within sight of Mistral’s garden wall.
In a land where the blood of the trouba-
dours still runs hot this privilege adds lus-
tre even to the aureole of an eccleziastic,

I could hardly believe that legend was
turning to truth when the sun rose cloud-
less on omy last mo:rm'ng. Prr_lrnplly at
half past ten Jo-
seph's carriage was
reported at the
door. Sceur Co-
lombe. shining with
sympathy, tucked
us in, arranged the
Mother's shawl,
and put a plump
black bag in her
lap. “Red mullet
—beauties!" she
whispered. Meére
Justinienne frown-
ed a little at the
indiscreet words.
The fact was—
well, as this was
Friday, and as a
country market
wis sure to be poor
in anything but the
grosser vareties of
fish, she was taking
M. le curé =ome-
thing jfin, some-
thing delicately
toothsome, which
he would not feel
humiliated to offer
ladies.

When we had
rattled down the
steep, cobhled
streets, past the an-
cient theatre, into
the Promenade des
Lices, and turned
southward, the
Mother settled her-
self expectantly for
an hour of bucolic
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delight. Nature has endowed this piece of
level countryside, at the very edge of the
barren Crau and the vines and tufted
marshes of the Camargue, with a soft,
smiling greenness more suggestive of Nor-
mandy than of Provence. It is a hayving
region, and on our late April morning the
fields that bordered the road were warm
with sunlight; daisiezs and buttercups
made a bright glimmer across the tall
grass; long, straight alleys, shaded thick
with ancient horse-chestnut and plane
trees led into comfortable farmhouses,

of Saint Trophims

Meére Justinienne knew the history of
every one: this was the “campagne’ of
which Mlle. Roquette had been cheated
by her cruel nephews; that, of a doubtful
reputation, belonged to a wine-merchant
from Marseilles. There were plenty of
stories, and we bowled along at a smart
pace under a row of spotted plane-trees
till at last houses began to edge the street,
and an unpretending vellow stucco edifice
with a tower came into sight—the church!
We drew up beside it, in front of the pres-
bytére, which had a garden full of roscs,
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anid a parrot on the window ledge; and
out dashed M. le curé, rubbing his hands
together and crying, in expansive welcom-
ing tones: * Ah, ma soinle Supérienre, al,
ma sainfe demoiselle, enfin vons voild!
What a happiness, what a pleasure!”

To be greeted as a saint might have
been rather disconcerting to a heretic, if
M. le curé’s amile had not reinforced the
cry of his heart. His great red counte-
nance shone, All the world was “saint-
ed” for him, I soon discovered; unction
flowed from his lips, and everything about
hiz person, from his full-blown cheeks
to his swelling cassock, was smooth and
rotund and generous. He was made on
such a large zcale that he quite dwarfed
the humble preshyiére as he stood there
among the yellow rose-bushes. 1 caught
m}‘seli wun:]vr[ng how he would ever get
through his own front door. But he
ducked in after us, still ejaculating, “ Ah,
my sainted friends, what a pleasure!”
and waved us into the study on the left.

To our dismayed surprise another
black eassock loomed from a chair at the
back of the room to salute us. “ My old
friend, M. 'abbé o explained our
host affectionately, “who came all the
way irom Maillane 1o ht:||: me with my
First Communion yesterday. We help
one another out, as friends must, when-
ever we can.”” Mére Justinienne did not
look at me, but I knew by the set of her
coiffe that she, too, was combating a feel-
ing of disappointment—here was an intru-
der upon our wonderful, our zacred day.

The =tiff zolemmnity of M. 'abbé’s bow
was far from reassuring. Tall, red-faced,
and stoutly built like his friend—and like
him, no doubt, descended from the fine
old yeoman stock of the plain of 5t.
Remy—his stern features seemed hewn of
rough granite instead of moulded and
smoothed, and his iron-gray hair gave
him a look of elderly solemnity that was
the very antithesis of M. le curé's exuber-
ance.

“ Vovons un pe, vovans wn pen,” hegan
our host, in a relaxed, rejoicing voice that
shed balm on our disquieted reflections.
“ Voyons wn pew,” and he glided monu-
mentally about the room, establishing us
in the most comfortable chairs, and pro-
ducing a decanter and glasses, *“‘WVery
mild,” he urged, “and distilled by the

LLE]I{'}:"I}LH‘lj‘ T

hands of a sainted friend.”” How could
Mére Justinienne politely refuse ? Things
began to seem more cheerful, We =ettled
down to conversation. The

CeEremony

af, Vabbe and Mére [astinienns

of vesterday was first in everybody's
thoughts. Weren't the gentlemen very
tired ?

“A little, a little,"" deprecated M. le
curé. “T talked all day. T give myself
freely. T give all I can, it's true.”

“1 should say so, indeed,” said the
Mother; *we all know your devotion.”
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"So one must,” pul in M. I'abbé with
sudden emphasis, in a peculiarly raucous
tone which cut like the mistral, after the
sunny warmth of M. le curé's—" 50 one
must spend one’s self if the truth is to
penetrate,”

“Yes," went on M. le curé, his excel-
lent face folding into serious lines, “and
my dear children responded; their eyes
were like stars to me as I talked—the
Sainte Vierge was helping me. The ladies
of the p{'rr:_.'fmmuf had decorated the
church with infinite grace and taste, and
there were five hundred people at vespers
in that tiny church meant for two hun-
dred, and not a sound, believe me, but
the rustle of the wings of the guardian an-
gels. . . . ™

“Perhaps, mademoiselle,” said the ab-
bé, “you do not realize that in the Midi
it is not always easy to exact zilence in
church if there is a crowd. There are wom-
en who, in their desire for seats, in their
eagerness 1o see, push, shout—in short,
forget themselves. What tongues, wion
Dien, what tongues!” His own southern
accent twanged sharper as he spoke,

M. le curé settled with a chuckle into
what he also would have called the codng
of his easy chair. *The other day,” he
said, “I was in a tram-car at Marseilles,
where an old fishwife was pouring out
her life history at the top of her strident
lungs. Such stories—the whole tram was
silenced and listening. Suddenly, in a
brief pause, out speaks a grim old tar next
me—it's better in the Marseilles patois:
*If she were a parrot, she'd bring five hun-
dred francs." "

The story set things going, and the
abbé, gradually unbending, turned out to
be, after all, an addition to the party. He
had tales to tell of the Camargue, where,
because of his " infirmity,” he had long
had a tiny parizh.

“Mes amis de Dien)” said M. le curé
compassionately, “vou must know that a
greal preacher was lost to the church by a
bad larynx. For three years my poor
friend couldn't speak above a whisper.
He had to give up his large town parish
finally and take an inconsiderable one in
that salt dezert, where the flock was small
enough for a hoarse veice to carry from
the pulpit. Afe—more mosquitoes than

fre

parishioners there!
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The abbé nodded grimly. Yet though
the mosquitoes were bad the hunting was
fabulously good, he said—quail, par-
tridge, snipe, duck, poose—every wild
bird that ever haunted a marsh or a vine-
yard, and with a flaver! His eloquence
grew as he enumerated them, till they
fluttered out from the tamarisk hedges be-
fore our very eves; his face reddened as to
the slap of sea-winds, and we saw marshes
stretching wide under a wide sky, and
striding off with powerful step toward a
flat horizon a giant black figure, gun on
shoulder, dog at heel. . ..

M. le curé chimed in with Horatian
descriptions of game-dishes of which he
had partaken at his friend’s table, He
had a sister, it appeared, who knew arts
in cookery such as no northerner could
ever hope to rival,

M. l'abbé modestly agreed. “1 have
always had my Mary and my Martha.
Believe me, Mme. [a Supérieure,”—he was
unbending, a little zententiously, in the
Mother's approving smile,—"1 had never
to give a thought either to my house or
my church. One took charge of the first,
the other of the second.  In that I have
been much blessed by the bon Disw. When
my liver protested and the doctor forbade
a game diet, I gave up my curacy—what
use to hunt if you can't eat what you
kill *—and we went back to the house of
our fathers in Maillane. T eultivate gur
farm lands and make myseli the appren-
tice of the furrow again. And there we
are growing old together.”

“Is he not a lucky man, after all, my
friends?" M. le curé drew a sigh. “Two
admirable sisters to care for him, and here
am I alone. There, mademoiselle, is my
dear and sainted mother.” The faded
photograph of a sweet-faced woman in
Provencal dress hung over his desk.
“Even the sainde fille to whom she con-
fided me when she died, even my good
Marie, is now getting too old to work. I
give her a pension and she comes to help
the new bonne on great occasions like this
one. You'll be tolerant? My poor Bea-
trice is ailing, too, and this, you know, is
a fast-day. But we are simple, in any
case, simple by necessity, simple by pref-
erence!"

Lunch had indeed the perfect simplic-
ity which comes, in France, of much
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reagoned calculation. The cloth was
threadbare, but the compotiers were lav-
ishly filled, and the thoroughly Provengal
meal was washed down with famous na-

"1 _— -
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a solicitous eyve on the kitchen door,
and, when appetites were just sufficiently
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M. le caré

tive wines from the cellars of M. le curé's
devoted friends. Ewven the ordingire came
from a slope that distilled an almost Bur-
rundian richness. We drank it with the
Bors-d'euwee, salty olives from le Para-
dou, thin slices of tomato garnished with

whetted, summoned the lobster, prepared
with a sauce unknown a hundred miles
from Marseilles. The *.~'|1in.'Ll‘]l that fol-
lowed was cunningly smoothed with the
rich olive oil of the region; and with the
red mullet came a salad for epicures. A
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bottle of fragrant old Ventoux kept us
lingering here, but there were still piping
hot pdlissons de Beancaire, spicy little
tarts, as mellow az the departed days of
the great fair, and a custard which drew
out a word of praise even from the dep-
recatory curé.  “Not bad, fon flan,” he
called out to the old servant whom we
could see hending an anxious wrinkled
face over the kitchen hearth.

The crowning point of the feast was,
however, reached with the deszert, when
M. le curé rose himsell to fetch hizs most
pn'l_:iqms Lreasure, a ||1L|ft]1-1‘r}'| wited Muscat
from the region of Montpellier. He bore
in the dusty bottle like a sacrificial offer-
ing. “Frontipnan of '62," he murmured
reverently, as he tilted it 50 that I might
see the brownish purple veil clinging to
the inside. We sipped our small glasses
of the sweet, ineffable fluid in silence,
drop by drop.

Conversationat lunchhad had a marked
culinary bias. The lohbster had reminded
M. l'abbé of a dish known a2 lemard &
FAméricoine in the fish restaurants of
Marseilles, and T had been L']'l;Lut'ngt}ul for
lobster recipes at the point of the fork.
By the time coffee was served in the
study, however, the talk took a more
wsthetic turn. . We strolled up and down,
examining M. le curd's objels d'arf. Be-
sides the usual religious prints and mot-
toes which hung above the meagre book-
shelves, there was the chiteau of Chillon,
painted by a friend. To think that T had
seen the original—what travellers thesze
Americans were! Those oddly shaped and
elegant vases were, underneath the gild-
ing, egg-shells! the highly esteemed fab-
rication of a widowed parishioner. But
what most took my eye was an illumi-
nated square, rather like a coat of arms,
framed in gold and standing on an easzel
in the corner.

“That, mademoizelle, iz M. le curf's
epitaph, so to speak,” said the Mother,
“Nou'll explain it, will you not, to ma-
demoiselle ? '

M. le curé joined me before the easel.
His “wovens wn pew’” was rapturously
concurrent. **You know,”” he said, **that
every Provengal farmer's daughter raises
silkworms? Mireille herself, you'll re-
member, was picking the leaves of the
mulberry-tree when she first fell in love
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with Vincent; every mas has its mul-
berry-trees. Well, then, on the shield in
the middle of the picture you will sbeerve
a silkworm on a branch of mulberry;
above the worm, the cocoon; above that
a butterfly, unfolding under the rays of
the sun. Below you'll read on a scroll
these words™—and he translated from
the Provencal: ** * Grace of God, by thy
ray, the silkworm becomes a butterfly.’
My name, my good voung lady—this is
the fine point—means zilkworm in Pro-
vencal., So this motte, happily found for
me by my great fellow townsman himself
—=zee, the artist has put it in the corner,
‘Mistral”! and artistically worked out
by the same friend whe painted the chi-
teau of Chillon—has a symbolic meaning,
and later will be carved on my tomhb.”

The curé crossed his hands over one of
the round, vermicular folds of his sou-
tane and beamed from head to foot, In
no other land could such jovial charm
radiate from so sepulchral a subject,

The afternoon was rounded off by a
walk. The Mother had promised this,
toa, talked of a little brook beside a green
lane, and an old park full of roses. The
lane turns in between the presbyfére and
the church and passes the white-walled
graveyard on its way to the haying fields
bevond, At the cemetery gate our pro-
cession paused: the abbés bared their
heads and stood for a moment in silence.

These sturdy country priests were very
much at home in the fields. Their an-
cestry was written all over them; the two
soutanes, black as they were, did not
make a false note in the sweet spring
landscape. M. le curé moved lightly
along at the Mother's side; there was al-
most a skip in his tread. Now turning
hiz huge, benevolent countenance about
to call my attention to the state of the
hay crop, now bending an agile vastness
of back to pick buttercups for his com-
panion, he welcomed us to Dame NMa-
ture’s bounty as if it were hiz own. The
abbé moved along more heavily at my
side, the bottom of his cassock scattering
the heads of the daisies, his strong, severe
face turned relentingly toward the sun,
His spirit did not soar on joyous wings
like his friend’s, for he was no natural
optimizt; victory for him must have been
won out of battle with the hosts of doubt
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and pain. But little by little, as we
walked through the [ragrant fields and
past the white hawthorn hedges, the hard
outer crust melted, and T was allowed to
gee the light of kindness and rectitude
that burned deep below the suriace.

M. le curé came to a halt at last at a
mate in a high wall. He pointed out, in
the distance, the new Communal school,
spreading a resplendent facade along the
village street. * There, my sainted young
lady, is modern progress for you." His
gigh was almost melancholy. "It repre-
sents an incredible number of thousands
of francs, and the children don’t know
how to read and write."

M. I'abbé, stern again, and with almost
the only approach to ecclesiasticism we
had during the day, said that the high
percentage of illiteracy in France—proved
by recent statistics—might be called
God's punishment of the faithless, “ Muais
ot reviendra, on reviendra—they'll come
back to the fold,” he added with convie-
tion,

The big park which we entered, when
M. le curé had unlocked the gate, was
not for the two ?ritsLs a rnu-:l}i'r {m?rf EH.E
couraging sign of the times. M. le cur
still hadghislgfreedﬂm of the place, but in
the old days, when the great family lived
in the house, he would have had his seat
at the noble board—his couneri—twice a
week, as regularly as the months sped by.
Now the chitelaine was dead, the heir
lived in Paris, the caretakers were letting
everything go to seed; the alleys were un-
raked, the shrubs and flowers had grown
into lovely neglected tangles. The roses
had outrun all bounds; there were pale
and deep pink ones under the hedges; pure
white ones in the parterres; brilliant or
sullen red ones climbing through the
shrubs, twining in the very tree-tops.

The nightingales were whistling from
secret places—it seemed an invitation to
enjoy the bloom, and Mére Justinienne
looked about her in ecstasy. May not a
nun indulge a weakness for flowers, since
she lays them all at the Virgin's feet?
The abbés, on a simultaneous impulse,
got out their jack-knives and began to vie
with each other in despoiling the bushes.
M. le curé flew from one bed to another,
and piled the Mother's arms high. Ewven
the full-blown roses seemed to him warth
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picking, “They'll be gone to-morrow,
but enjoyv them to-night,” he exclaimed,
The abbé was more deliberate in his
movements, searched conscientiously for
buds, and reached up always toward the
branches that grew high above his long
reach. "“The ‘bird's branch,'" said he,
guoting from Miréio

Yeton that ravaped trec thou savest oft

Some little branch inviolate alofi,

Tender and airy up against the blue

Which the rude spoiler canmol win unlo:

C'I.'ll_'r" the birds shall « ane and |}e||1q uct there, ., .*

Anecdotes of the divine fellow towns-
man beguiled our walk back to the pres-
bytére.  An cccasional white-veiled little
girl or boy with white-berbboned arm
gave a vaguely festival air to the village
street; a breath of yesterday's incense still
hung in the air. M. le curé’s affectionate
encounters with the aunts and uncles and
grandmothers who had come in from the
country to celebrate the f#es de famille
which attend a First Communion showed
the place he held in the hearts and lives
of the region. Catholicism never wore a
gentler, simpler, or more comforting face.
One voung peasant, just driving off in a
two-wheeled cart with his wife and baby,
jumped down from his high seat to be
kissed on both cheeks and tell the latest
news of the farm. “I baptized this fel-
low "—AL. le curé fondly introduced him
—"“and now see where he's got to—and
never a4 moment's anxiety has he given
me.” A promise was made to visit the
old mother next day. *1 always visit
the sick and the old, mademoizelle, as
Mme. la Supérieure will tell you. My
parishioners have the habit of sending for
me if they have so much as a cold. It
gives us all pleasure, and they are pre-
pared. , . "

The copper pans that had cooked our
rare lunch were set in the sunny kitchen
window when we turned into the garden.
The parrot squawked a greeting; the good
old servants were watching at the door.
Another smooth cordial, made h}' the
hands of another sainte dame, had to be
tasted before we were allowed to climb
into Joseph's carriage with our roses.
Even then the abbés continued to tower

"Tramslated by Harfiet Waters Prestoa.
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monumentally beside us.  Their ruddy
faces, all turned toward kindness and
good cheer, showed a gratifying reluc-
tance to let us go.

“You won't forget, ma sarnle demol-
sefle,” urged M, le curg, folding his plump
hands on hizs well-cushioned chest— " you
won't forget to include in your next
Provencal journey a lunch with the poor
little country curdé?"

“And one at Maillane with the old
abbé and his old sisters? " asked M. 'abbé

Jade

after his stiffer manner. “The Provencal
sun will draw you back, willy-nilly,” he
added, his grim smile softening as he laid
a hand on the curé’s shoulder:

Grand souléy de Lr Prowséng,
Crai eonm paire dén mistran . . .

Under cover of this last appropriate
quotation from Mistral Joseph gave his
horses a discreet flick. But, az we rolled
away, M. le curé's jocund voice followed
us: “* Great sun of Provence. , ,

THE JADE
By Abbie Carter Goodloe

ILLUSTRATIONS BY T, K. Haxxa

iad 1 was just like her to do it
pEged and it was doubtless fate

] that willed that young Mr.
3] Stephen Instone (arrived
A only that morning in

Louisville from New York
by way mI Pittsburgh and the Ohio River
]JHLLL[ Rie Vista, Captain Barstow)
should see her do it. His subjection,
which might otherwise have taken her all
of a week to complete, was thus satis-
factorily accomplished at first sight and
in a couple of exciting moments.

“Perhaps Angelica will settle down now
and give some of the others a chance,”
said Drusilla Imrie reflectively to her hus-
band when she heard of Stephen's in-
fatuation,

“1 don't believe she’ll settle down even
in her grave. One¢ thing's sure—there
won't be any gravevards veuming while
Angelica’s around !’ chuckled Lex Imrie,
mightily pleased with his own wit.

Drusilla smiled dutifully. “Well, if she
and Stephen do get married I hope they
won't ever have the occasion to blame me.
It's a great responsibility. "

“What's the matter with you, Drue?”
scoffed her husband. “If you hadn’t
introduced them some one else would.
Stephen would have introduced himself if
he'd had to wait another minute! He was
done for from the moment he saw her ride
that bay mare up the Galt House steps!

By Jupiter, it was a great sight, Drue!
Those old dandies loafing in the lobby got
a sensation—their eves fairly popped! I
thought old Morton would have an apo-
plectic it 1™

Nowadays well-brought-up young fe-
males do almost anything that occurs to
them as diverting or profitable or original
to do. In the early forties young women
were doubtless similarly wilfully inclined,
but more rigorously restrained. As a
matter of fact and not of speculation,
therefore, it was nothing short of scanda-
lous for MMiss Angelica 'Hommedieu to
ride her bay mare up the stone steps of
the elegant new Galt House, induce her
well-trained animal, by a firm pressure on
her arched neck, to bow to an audience of
admiring, applauding gentlemen, and then
joyously and triumphantly to ride her
down the steps again, into the main street
filled with gaping, delighted onlockers.

But Louisville, in the early forties, had
to put up with the daring escapades of
Miss Angelica 'Hommedien just as we
to-day have to put up with—say Miss
Sylvia Pankhurst or Lady Constance
Richardson. Angelica was as revolution-
ary as the one and as entrancing as the
other. At nineteen she was tall and slen-
der, of an exuberant vivacity, with flash-
ing dark eyes and black hair that betrayed
her French ancestrvy as plainly as her
name. At an epoch in the history of
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Louisville when simplicity was the key-
note in both public and private life, when
females dressed unostentatiously and arti-
ficial aids to beauty were almost unknown
and entirely disapproved of, Angelica
audaciously darkened her already dark
lashes and eyebrows, reddened her al-
ready pink lips and cheeks, and rubhed
in alluring zhadows under her brilliant
eyes. It was painting the lily, of course,
but Angelica didn't care a brass farthing
then or afterward. (At sixty she went to
France in one of her husband’s ships and
had her still beautiful face enamelled by
Berthot in the rue Pommier.)

Always ready, or, to speak more truth-
fully, eager, to fly in the face of conven-
tion, Angelica, by many arts and ex-
ploits—openly deplored and secretly ad-
mired by the astounded yvoung females
of her acquaintance—quickly got herseli
to be the most talked-of young woman in
Louisville. She was the one topic upon
which the two rival editors, Mr. Shadrach
Penn and Mr. George D, Prentice, found
themselves in harmony, and it was
thought that the affecting verses of the
celebrated poetess, * Amelia,’" beginning

" &he was 3 witching creature, o'er whaose head
51:;;1:: cighteen summers on bright wings had
wn,”

referred to her. She was so handsome and
alluring that when she swept in and out of
the shops on Market Street the infatuated
clerks hung over their counters in their
efforts to please her, the while condemn-
ing elderly, unattractive females to wait
in impatient desuetude. When she and
her dearest friend, Mrs. Lex Imrie—she
that was Drusilla Gwathmey—billowed
up and down Main Street, the whole town
turned out to watch the two young beau-
ties, tobacco-buyers suspended operations
on the “brakes," and dignified scholars,
like Mr. Mann Butler, stopped and lifted
their heavers with an ingratiating flourish,

Of course it was easy enough to get one-
self talked about in a small place like
Louisville in the forties, but Angelica had
the sort of personality that would have
made her t&lﬁced about anywhere—in Lon-
don or Petershurg or the Solomon Islands
or Terra del Fuego. Hers was the charm
that made people stop looking at and
thinking ahbout other people and look at
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and think about her.  And with all her en-
trancing beauty and high spirits and
foolishnesses and vanities, she had the
supreme attraction of a golden heart. 1§
she wore her religion—she was a scandal-
ously high-church Episcopalian—like her
ornaments, to be put off and on, there
was always her polden hearl to be count-
ed on,

It poes without saying that she was
criticised. An original, daring, unwise,
provocative young beauly may always
safely count on criticism. Not from the
men, however!  But the old ladies, espe-
cially the ones who had to wait while the
entranced young counter-jumpers pan-
dered to the capricious desires of Angelica,
and the unattractive old maids who
couldn’t get a4 man to be decently polite
tothem as long as there was the off-chance
of a glance from Angelica’s dark eyes,
shook their heads ominously when they
spoke of her—which they did almost con-
tinuously., She was always furnizhing de-
lightfully shocking bits of gossip for them
to mouth. But nothing she had ever done
occasioned more acrimonious comment
than her horseback ride up the hotel steps.
There were all sorts of rumors afloat about
that outrageous performance. Some said
she had been dared to do it by Lex Imrie,
her dearest friend’s hushand, and that
Dirusilla Imrie had stood in the middle of
Main Street and wept tears of mortifica-
tion to zee Angelica take her husband's
banter in earnest and disgrace herself.
Some said—but why repeat ill-natured
rumors?  Omly a few stood up for Angel-
ica, and the most they could say for her
was that she was motherless and that it
was the fault of her French education.

" Angelica’s grandiather, old Michael
I'Hommedieu (they pronounced it © Lum-
mydue " in little old Lonisville!), came over
from France with his friends the Taras-
cons and Lacassaignes, settled at Louis-
ville, and made the beginnings of a for-
tune in hemp., When " old Lummydue™
died he left his money to his son, young
Michael, who enlarged the business and
realized handsomely on it. Hizs famous
rope wallks were out on the Preston Sireet
road. He did for hemp what Mr. Darius
Gwathmey did for tobacco—made it such
a colossal industry that in later years
Louisville became the largest market for
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it in the world, He could therefore well
afford his handsome houze of stone

trimmed with elegant wrought-iron work,
brought all the way from Pittsburgh in
flathoats. It was one of the show places
of the town in those days. The inte-
rior was finished in old Santo Domingo
mahogany—the kind that is priceless now
—anil there was a tessellated marble floor
in the front hall, and a pedestal support-
ing a bust of Seneca, and silver knobs on
the drawing-room doors.

Mr. I'Hommedien could well afford his
fine house, and he could afford to send
Angelica to France to learn the French he
had forgotten and she had never known,
and to get her manners, which had al-
ready occasioned him a good deal of anx-
iety, toned down and polished up. She
was despatched by the passenger packet
The Connless af Donegal, Captain Pym,
to her relatives in Marseilles, the Gon-
tauts, and she stayed with them two years.
She came home a charming creature,
speaking the excellent French of the Midi,
with some extraordinary ideas on the sub-
ject of personal adornment, and a half-
dozen boxes filled with Paris finery. Her
manners, Mr. |' Hommedieu noted with
regret, had remained unchanged. She was
the same high-spirited, lamboyant young
enchantress that she had been at sixteen.

She had all the beaux at her feet in
less time than it takes to tell. But it
was not until the voung New Yorker, Mr.
Stephen Instone, arrived and instantly
and completely fell a victim to her “en-
dearing young charms” {(she could sing
that and other of Tom Moore's songs for
you in & wvoice like a lark's!) that she
found her match,

“It's an ideal arrangement. They're
exactly suited to each other,” declared
Lex Imirie to Drusilla when he heard of the
engagement. They were in the library,
whiling away half an hour after dinner—
people had dinner in the middle of the day
then—before Lex had to go back to the
tobacco warehouse, " Angelica’s a heau-
tiful young female, amusing and high-
gpirited. Besides she'll have money—not
until old Lumimydue's dead, though, He's
tighter'n a drum. I often wonder how
Angelica comes to be so generous and
free-handed. Must have been her mother,
Instone will be rich, too. His father’s got
a big Mediterranean and China trade,
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Drue. He wants to ship tobacco now. Tf
he does there's no telling how much money
the old fellow Il make. Stephen’s here to
learn the tobacco trade—he'd pick it up
fast, too, if he could put his mind on any-
thing but Angelica.” Lex looked out
of hiz father-in-law’s library window,
“There they go, now ™

Drrusilla came quickly to her husband’s
side. Angelica, looking more lovely even
than usual, was tripping down the broad
stone zteps that curled elegantly away on
cither side of the front door of her father's
house, followed by Mr. Stephen Instone.
She looked across the street and waved a
white hand to her two friends. Then she
and Stephen went on down Walnut Street
and turned the corner into Fourth,

“They are going to walk in Broadway,
I expect,” said Drusilla. Broadway was
the elegant new residence street.

“Yes, and Instone ought to be at the
warehouse this minute instead of gal-
livanting around with Angelica. By the
way, he says you two are coming down to
the store to-morrow morning.” Lex
grinned.

A wvisit to the big tobacco warehouse
was a favorite excursion with the two
dashing voung beauties. It allowed them
to navigate up Fourth Street and down
Main under full sail, as it were, and with
immense success. Their arrival at Imrie
& Dumesnoy's warehouse was the sig-
nal for an ovation, Clerks slid off their
high stocls and stood at respectful and
delighted attention. Lex and Instone
would hurry forward from the dim, cool
recesses of the vast place to convoy the
ladies zafely over the rough flooring, worn
into deep ruts by the rolling of innumer-
able hogsheads of tobacco, to the privacy
of the counting-room at the far end, from
which one could look out over the broad,
turbid Ohio and watch the river craft
come and go, and the roustabouts, in
dusky gangs, handle the freight.

Thosze huge warehouses along Main
Street were unexcelled even in New York.
They stretched to a magnificent depth of
two hundred feet or more by fifty or sixty
wide. On a hot, sunshiny day it was like
going into a pleasant, drafty cavern to
turn off the scorching, blinding street into
the cool obscurity of one of them. There
was always a breeze blowing up from the
river through the wide-open back doors;
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and a blended odor—pungent, aromatic,
indescribable—of tobacco, corn whiskey
and liquorice, of New Orleans sugar,
and hemp and spices and Java coffee—was
perpetually wafted to one's delighted
olfactories.

It was on the occasion of one of these
visits to the warehouse, about three weeks
after Stephen’s first view of Angelica, that
he proposed to her, Lex and Drusilla had
considerately immured themselves in the
counting-room at first, and later had gone
next door, to Mr. Meadd's big grocery
warehouse, to taste of a new importation
of muscavado sugar and figs in frails.
Stephen and Angelica had found a dusky
recess where they could talk comfortably
and uninterruptedly. It had required all
Stephen’s self-control not to propose (o
Angelica within twenty-four hours of his
introduction to her. When he found him-
self in a dim corner of the vast warehouse,
seated beside her on a hogshead of tobacco
and shielded from observation by number-
lezz other hogsheads, piled high, the temp-
tation became irresistible.

“Angelica,"" he =zaid masterfully, al-
though his voice trembled a little, 1
love vou. You've got to marry me. 1
haven't a home to take you to. [ haven't
any meney of my own—yet. Bul my
father is a rich man and I'm his only son.
Besides, T'll soon be making money my-
self. In the meantime I'm going to take
vou to my father's house, and I know that
he and my sisters—my mother is dead, as
you know—will be proud and glad Lo have
you with them.” A sudden misgiving
seized him, but he shook it off and leaning
forward took her two white hands in his.
“1f I give you the deepest devotion, if T
try in every way that a man can try to
cherish and protect you, don’t you think
you could begin and learn to love me a
little, Angelicat™

Slowly Angelica withdrew her hands
f:?a.nai his clasp and shook her charming

“T—I couldn’t do what vou ask,” she
said in a low voice. “I—didn't know that
you—cared!” She smiled a sudden, pro-
voking smile at Stephen.,

“Didn’t know that I cared!™ Stephen
turned white. “Didn’t know that I
cared! It's been plain enough to every
one else that you've made a fool of me!
What other folly can I commit to con-
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vince you that T care?” He laughed bit-
terly.

Angelica looked down at her little
sqquare-toed slippers of black panet de soie
that she had brought with her from
France.

“¥You never said anything before,
How could I puess?” she retorted, tossing
her ringleted head.

“Do you pretend that you didn’t know
that I loved you, Angelica?'" demanded
the voung man hotly. “Are you just the
common flirt, ready to ensnare any man
that comes near vou? You know well
E]mugh that I‘*.'q: 1.".'IJT5I'IE]_',|P|’,_‘1’_1 Vou ever
since I set eyes on you, and now—now vou
try to make me believe you've known
nothing, felt nothing ! Are all women de-
ceiverst'' groaned Stephen, looking very
miserable.

Angelica touched the plaited hair brace-
let on her wrist and smoothed down the
flounces of her Peking striped-silk dress.
She tilted her charming head at a pro-
voking angle. Suddenly she leaned to-
ward Stephen and laid a small hand on
hiz arm. She was a little pale in spite of
the dash of rouge on her round young
cheek, and the dazzling smile with which
she regarded the irate voung gentleman
before her was a trifle tremulous.

“If—if you are quite through scolding
me, Stephen, I would like to say—that is,
I mean—you—you did not understand!
How can I love you ‘a little’ when I care
so much? And why should you be angry
with me for saying that I cannot ‘hegin to
learn to love you' when I've known for
—for =0 long!” Her charming audacity
suddenly broke down and she covered her
face with her hands.

For an instant Stephen gazed at her in
bewilderment.

“Good God, Angelical What a fright
you gave me '’ he whispered, and folded
her in his arms.

At the end of ten ecstatic days Stephen
came out of his dream long enough to
realize that he ought to write to his
father ahout Angelica. 1t was harder to
do than he had thought. He told his
father of his first enchanting wvision of
Angelica and of her beauty and gayvety
and daring ways. In hisinfatuation it did
not seem possible to him that his father
could be uninterested in such details.
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“She is the most captivating, lovely
creature imaginahle and different from
any one you ever saw, sir—as different as
possible from my sisters.” His pen fal-
tered.  Angelica certainly was as dif-
ferent as possible from his sisters, He
suddenly found himself wishing not that
Angelica resembled them more, hut that
they were more like Angelica.  Alter an
uncomfortable pause he wrote bravely on:
“We are hoping to get married soon, 1
am sure, sir, that you will net withhold
vour sanction and aid when you know
how deeply my happiness is involved.”

The morning after mallm;,r this ingra-
tiating document he received a letter from
his father dated two weeks previously. It
was shorl and Lo the point.  WMr, Instone
was much worried.  Hissupercargo for the
Huntress, in the Canton trade, had died
suddenly, and Stephen was to return to
New York immediately to take his place
and sail with the vessel for Whampoa.
The tobacce project would have to wait,
He read the letter to Angelica and they
looked at each other in dismay.

“Stephen—what shall we do?" de-
mandt:gk Angelica,

“There's only one thing to do, dear
girl, and that is to marry me at once—to-
day!" said Stephen firmly. “I shall go
immediately to your father’s office and
speak to him about the matter, 1 shall
also stop at Christ Church on my way and
ask Doctor Crailk if he will marry us at—
shall we say at five this afternoon, An-
gelica?

“But,"” protested Angelica, withflaming
cheeks, “it's—it's impossible, Stephen | ™

“Impossible? MNonsense! The only
thing that's impossible is my leaving you
here, Angelica,” declared Stephen master-
fully. “I shall stop at the coffee-house
and secure two places for us on the Mays-
ville coach for to-morrow morning,” and
putting on his silk beaver Stephen walked
guickly down the street to Mr. 'Homme-
dieu's bank.

That gentleman was as indignant as
surprised at Stephen's demand and news
of immediate departure, He was astound-
ed, so he said, that any young man, after
having stolen his daughter’s affections
from him almost before he was aware of
their acquaintanceship, should seek to
make his infamy blacker by planning to
carry her off in such a high-handed fash-

ion. He could not, he continued, prevent
Angelica from receiving the four thousand
dollars left her by her mother to be given
her on her marriage, though he strongly
doubted the wisdom of placing in her
hands, under the circumstances (here he
eyed Stephen coldly), such a considerable
sum of money. As for expecting him Lo
supplement that amount at a time of so
great business depression, it was out of
the question

“Pardon me," interrupted Stephen,
rising, “* I do not expect it nor do I desire
it, sir! I shall take Angelica to my
father's house. She will be well provided
for.” At the door he hesitated. “We
shall be married this afternoon. T have
taken two places on the Mayaville coach
for to-morrow. Barring accidents, we
shall be in New York in ten or eleven
days. I have the honor to bid you good
morning, sirl"”

II
“Daux it! The boy's made a fool of
himself ! Mr. Gamaliel Instone looked

up from the letter he held in one hand,
and hastily set the coffee-cup he held in
the other in the saucer with a bang.
“And a fool of me, too!” he added
bitterly.

The Misses Maria and Dorcas Instone
looked up, startled. Their father rarely
allowed himself the luxury of swearing,
His New England conscience forbade this
much-prized masculine outlet to his emo-
tions. He had come to New York from
Salem, that godly but slow place, some
forty years hefore, but he had remained
in principle and practise as good a Salem-
ite as the day he had left his native
town. He had made money hand over
fist, had risen quickly from office hoy in
the famous commercial house of Avmer
& Co. to clerk, and then to supercargo.
In a few years he was owning ships and
sending out cargoes to China and the
West Indies in his own bottoms. But
with all his money he never caught the
New York fever for ostentation and lux-
ury, His house in St. John's Park, next
door to Mr. Elias Willetts’s handsome
mansion, was characterized by a sober,
chilly prosperity that secemed to shrink
from contact with the surrounding cos-
mapolitan elegance.
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The Misses Instone fitted admirably
into this transported New England in-
terior. They were old maids—women
were hopeless old maids at twenty-five in
those days—some six and eight years
older than Stephen. They delighted in
churchly works, and dressed with the
utmost simplicity and ugliness. They
spent much time in the drawing-room be-
fore wooden frames doing crewel-work.
It is not to be wondered at therefore that
the Misses Instone rose from their places
at the breakfast-table, startled by their
father's emphatic exclamation.

“Your brother Stephen iz married,”
gaid Mr. Instone biting his words off.
“He has married"—he referred frown-
ingly to the letter in his hand—"*a voung,
giddy beauty, a creature who rides a
horse up the steps of a public hostelry,
who has half the men of the town at
her heels, who is part French and a high-
church Episcopalian! Angelica I'Hom-
medien! It sounds positively popish!| I
dare say she crosses herself in meeting.
She may walk a tight rope or dance a
ballet for all I know! They will be here

to-morrow evening " —he referred again to
the letter in his hand. *1 sha'n't turn
them out, but damme, bride or no bride,
Stephen’ll have to sail on the Huntress
next week 1" and having hammered the
table with his doubled-up fist he rose and
stormed from the room. The two ladies

“looked at each other in dismay.

“What will become of Rebecca?”
demanded Maria breathlessly. Dorcas
shook her smooth head.

Rebecca Sawyer was Stephen's second
cousin and lived in Salem. She was as
plain, as churchly, as uninterestingly
dressed as Maria or Dorcas. It had been
the openly expressed intention of Mr.
Gamaliel Instone to marry his son to
Rebecca Sawver, who would make Ste-

hen 4 good and faithful wife. Stephen
never 20 much as thought once of Re-
becca after he saw Angelica,

They arrived late the next afternoon.
Angelica looked radiant in a redingote of
dark-blue silk, and a rice-straw bonnet
with a blond lace veil gathered ina rib-
bon about the crown and thrown back-
ward in a dashing way. She wore apricot-
colored gloves, and carried an apricot-
colored parasol. She swept into the

drawing-room, her handsome head up,
followed by Stephen, who introduced her
proudly to his father and sisters.

In the ten-day journey from Louisville
to New York Stephen had imparted the
family history to Angelica and his con-
suming fear that she might find her re-
ception cool. She found it icy. Although
it was a warm July day, she felt physic-
ally chilled by her surrounding=s, She
tried bravely to dispel the gloom. At din-
ner she was so bewitching and gay that
Stephen fell more desperately in love with
her than ever, He simply couldn’t see
how his father and sisters could with-
stand her. They did, however, and ap-
parently froze over even more solidly than
at first.

When Stephen and Angelica went to
their room after the gloomy evening, An-
gelica burst into tears. It was the first
time Stephen had seen her cry.

“How shall I be able to bear it, Ste-
phen, when yvou are gone?'" she demand-
ed stormily.

“Don't cry, Angelica!” pleaded Ste-
phen, aghast at her tears. ** Make them
love you for my sake. They won't be able
to resist you, dear girl! I never saw you
more charming than this evening.”

But Angelica only shook her head and
pressed her handkerchief to her tear-
stained eyes. She passed a bad night, and
was 50 pale the next morning that she
brushed her cheeks with a little rouge. It
made her look charming, but Stephen had
misgivings as he followed her to the break-
fast-room.

She was her gay self during the tryving
meal, but her gayety met with a chilling
silence, and her blooming cheeks with dis-
approving glances from the Misses In-
stone. While at morning prayers An-
pelica caught sight of a sithouetie of
Stephen's roached baby head, and forget-
ful of what was going forward laughed
out loud. DMr. Instone looked up stonily
from the book of Job, and immediately at
the conclusion of pravers left the room.
Angelica felt disgraced. She felt disgraced
nearly all the time, and each night before
Stephen zailed she had a good cry. He re-
assured her to the best of his ability.

“Remember it will be only for a year,
dear girl| Try and stand it for my sake.”
And Angelica would promise,

“But I'm not sure—I dont see how 1
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can bear it, she would add
doulit I'I.Jl|1.

Three weeks after Stephen had sailed
she ceased to see entirely. Her life had
become unendurable.  Her lively wit was
discourageed, her clothes and manners
. criticised, her very laughter seemed to
disturb the austere quict of the houze
If the expression had been coined, the
Misses Instone would have said that
Angelica “ pot on their nerves.,” Ewen
her singing was disapproved of.

*It sounds so—so eperafic, Angelica ™
faltered Maria Instone in a shamed un-
dertone.  Angelica toszed her curls and
laughed, but she felt the cut. For conso-
lation she went next door Lo see Penelope
Willetts., The Misses Instone did not
care for Penelope—she was too worldly,
too fashionable for them, but Angelica
and she had become great fricnds. An-
gelica liked Penelope and Tony Willetts,
Pen's brother, and old Mr. Hannibal Ged-
ney, their puardian.  As for Mr. Gedney,
he thought Angelica next to Pen Willetts
—his godchild—the most charming young
creature in the world,

Angelica gave them a brilliantly amus-
ing version of her difficulties, and Tony
Willetts was so deeply impressed with the
cruelty of her position and the necessity
for cheering her up, that he put on his hat
and walked home with her. She invited
him into the austere drawing-room—so
rarely invaded by voung gentlemen—and
they laughed and talked with such gayvety
and utter forgetfulness of time that Tony
was astounded to see Mr. Gamaliel In-
stone's disturbed countenance at the door
and to discover that it was past six o’clock
and time for dinner. His apologies were
received with undisguised disfavor by 3Mr.
Instone and the Misses Instone, who had
fluttered silently into the room in their
father's wake.

“Is it the custom in Louisville, for
young, married females to receive gen-
tlemen in their hushands' abzence?™ de-
manded Mr. Instone coldly when the door
had closed upon Tony.

Angelica threw up her handsome head,
and fixed Mr. Gamaliel Instone’s hard-
lipped, puritanical countenance with blaz-
ing eyes.

“T will tell vou what is nof the custom
in Louisville—and that is for a gentleman
to speak to his son's wife as you do !

Stephen,™
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 Zounds, girl ! do you dare try to teach
me manners?” Mr. Gamaliel Instone's
face grew purple with passion and he
shook an impetent, clinched fist in air.
“Confound it! 1 wish you were #ol my
son's wife! I had chosen a suitable help-
meet for Stephen—not an inlander, a
southerner, a—a flighty creature of whims
and vanities, who rouges and sings like
an opera singer and laughs and gabbles
French and ogles voung men ! Hark ye—
jade—— 1"

“1 shall sof " said Angelica rising, very
tall and beautiful, her cheeks aflame,
“The ‘jade’” will not remain—not even
for Stephen’s sake—another minute un-
der your roof !'* And sweeping a courtesy
to her two trembling sisters-in-law, she
marched straight from the room and the
house without so much as a bonnet or
mantle,

Mr. Instone seated himself by the cen-
tre-table, and leaned his head on a shak-
ing hand. He looked at his daughters,

“The Sultans has gone down with
captain and cargo—foundered off the
Azores,” he zaid heavily.

It was the first of a long series of ca-
lamities that pursued him for five years,

IIT

Peserove WitLerTs received Angelica
with open arms. She wanted her to stay
indefinitely, but Angelica’s pride forbade.
The next morning she sent for her clothing
and in company with Mr. Hannibal Ged-
ney, to whom she had appealed for advice,
set out to find a place in which to live un-
til Stephen should get back to her. She
had declined to return either to her hus
band's family or to Louisville, in reply to
Mr. Gedney's suggestion to that effect.

“No, I can’t go back to my father, and
I won't go back to that old wretch, Mr.
Gamaliel Tnstone! 1 honestly trind 1o
stand it for Stephen’s sake, but Twon't be
called a ‘jade’ by any man for any man!
I'm going to find a little place near the
water and wait for Stephen. Tt must be of
the simplest—I've only a few hundreds
that Stephen left me. I don't want to
touch the four thousand dollars of my
mother's.  Perhaps I can make some
money—who knows?"

They settled on a little house in South
Street by Peck Slip, where Anpelica
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could watch the shipping and dream of
Stephen. She took 1o walking along the
wharls and looking into the bag com-
mission houses where the wealth of the
incoming packet-ships was stored—bales
of Carthapena cotton, cargoes of indigo
and cochineal, China teas and coffees,
rum and Antigua sugar from the West In-
dies, and fustic and lignum vite from
overseas.  Riches were all about her.
Wealth seemed to be in every one's grasp.
She began to dream of forvign ports, of
argosies winging homeward with fortunes
in the holds for the lucky owners. Not
only by night but by day the thought of
money was with her. The zmall sum with
which she had left her father-in-law’s
house was rapidly diminishing. She must
do something.

One day Angelica got a letter from her
French cousin in Marseilles, Léon Gon-
taut. He told her all the family news and
congratulated her on her marriage, of
which he had just heard. At the end of
hiz letter he wrote a postscript. ‘' Ship-
ping is good except in the way of cotton,
and your western tobacco.  Very little has
been received at this port for some time."”

That afterncon Angelica took her ac-
customed walk along the water-front and
watched the Cleopatra, just in from Can-
ton, being unloaded of her aromatic cargo
of teas, ivory fans, fireworks, and Oriental
:-ipi-.’tES. The Sighl I"I'I.EI.I'I!.',: ]'Lt:r hrng unutier-
ably for Stephen. At the corner of Mar-
ketheld Street she passed the big com-
mission housze of Goodhue & Co. In the
doorway was an advertisement written in
chalk on a square blackboard,

“Invoice of 200 bales upland
cotton and 1o hogsheads prime
Kentucky tobacco.

To be disposed of at private sale!
To-morrow, August 3!

Angelica stood looking at it for a long
while. Then she went home and, too ab-
sorbed to remove her honnet, took her
seat at the window to think, She thought
all the rest of the afternoon and far into
the might. The next morning by nine
o’clock she was in Mr, Hannibal Gedney's
law office in Maiden Lane.

“Mr. Hannibal,”" said Angelica a little
breathlessly, “I've thought of a way to
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make some money. I want you to help
me, will vou?"

Mr. Gedney took one of Angelica's
hands, kissed her fingers; and set a chair
for her near his private desk.

“My dear Miss Angelica, can you
doubt it?"" he demanded gallantly.

“Mr, Hannibal, I've got four thousand
dollars from my mother—the papers are
here,” she tapped a bag that swung from
her arm. ‘1 want to borrow sixteen
thousand dollars and a ship,” she added
coolly.

Mr. Gedney elevated astounded eve-
brows, My dear wyoung lady!"” he
murmured.

Angelica tilted her head toward him at
her favorite provoking angle.

“I've thought it all out,” she went on
rapidly. “I've just had news that they
are short on tobaceo and cotton in Mar-
seilles. T can buy an invoice of both at ten
o'clock to-day at Goodhue's. 1 saw them
about it on my way here. I can haveit at
a bir bargain—twenty thousand dollars.
Prices must be high in Marseilles and 1
ought to make twenty or twenty-five per
cent profit on the venture.”

Mr. Gedney leaned back in his chair,
softly whistling his amazement.

“Maybe that ain’t such a wild idea,
Angelica—"

“There must be & merchant in New
York, Mr. Hannibal, with connections in
Marseilles, who'll advance me the invoice
cost, or near it, provided I ship to his
French housze and throw the commission
in his handsz "

“And vou wanl me to go security for
that advance, I shall be delighted——"

“Not at all!” said Angelica, turning
pink., “I shall insure the cargo for cost
and a profit—say twenty-two thousand
dollars in all, and tranzfer the policy to
the agent as security. The agent can
draw on hiz Marseilles house for the sum
advanced me and, after deducting com-
mission and freight, can pay over to me
the surplus of the sales price. All I want
v to do, Mr. Hannibal, is to find me an
agent!"

Mr. Gednev gazed at Angelica in si-
lence. Suddenly he leaned forward and
slapped his thigh.

“Ye're 2 wonder for a woman, Angel-
ical"” he cried admiringly. “How'd ye
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ever think it all out? Ye've gol more
brains than beauty—if that's possible ]
And I know just the man for ye! He'sa
Frenchman—just come over—agent for
Rossire & Cie of Marseilles, He's here to
establish a New York branch of his for-
eign house. He's sharp after trade—he'll
b gladl enough 1o take a risk or I'm much
mistaken ! and picking up his hat he led
Angelica down the stairs and around the
corner into Pearl Street to Minlow &
Derby's, where they found the young
Frenchman, M. Manette, at his desk in
the counting-room.

The yvoung man listened attentively to
Mr. Gedney's explanation of Angelica’s
plan.

“It's a magnificent opportunity,” he
saidl in excellent English when he had
heard Mr. Gedney through. He looked at
Angelica. **Has madame a ship?"

“Why, yes,"” said Mr. Gedney, speaking
up. “I'm the exccutor for the estate of
the late Mr. Elias Willetts, One of his
shipping packets—the Nomad —clears day
after to-morrow for Oporto and Barce-
lona. Her hottom isn’t full—she can take
good care of the tobacco and cotton and
proceed to Marseilles. Captain Peters
shall be notified at once.  Fortunately for
Mrs. Instone, freights are low."

“Good. How much does madame want
advanced "

Angelica fixed the Frenchman with her
bright eves. “1've gol 84,000, The in-
voice is worth $20,000. Candidly I can't
ship unless you advance me pretty near
cost, !

The yvoung man considered a moment.
“1 will tell you what I will do, madame,
1 will advance vou four-fifths of the in-
voice cost, or $16,000, 45 200n 45 you
hand to me bills of lading and insurance
policy made out in favor of Rossire & Cie
for cost and profit——say $22 000, as ma-
dame has suggested. T shall draw for the
sum advanced and =ell my hills on our
Paris banker.”

“Then that is settled,” said Mr, Ged-
ney, and rising alacritously he bade the
yvoung Frenchman good day.

In ten minutes he and Angelica were at
Goodhue & Co.’s, and in ten more An-
gelica had contracted to pay $20,000 for
two hundred bales of upland cotton and
ten hogsheads of Kentucky leaf tobaceo,
to be shipped the following day te H.
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Rossire & Cie, Marseilles, by packet
Nemad of the Willetts Line.

For a month Angelica, woman-like,
tortured herself with forebodings as 1o
the outcome of her venture. Then she
aroused herself. All the pluck and firm-
ness and daring in her character came
to the surface. She studied the Mercan-
fle Courder and haunted the commission
houszes, She watched shipping closely and
informed herself of prices at home and
abroad.

“1i this venture is a success, I shall be
ready for others " she told herself,

One day, three months after the Nomad
had sailed, Angelica received a communi-
cation from the agent of H. Rossire & Cie,
asking her to call. She went for Mr. Han-
nibal Gedney, and together they pro-
ceeded to Minlow & Derby's.

Monzieur Manette bowed low to An-
gelica. “You have much good chance,
madame,” he zaid pleasantly. “The No-
sid arrived safely after a quick vovage.
Prices were still up in Marseilles, Your
shipment was sold at a profit of 27 per
cent. Deducting our commission of 2 per
cent, I have instructions, madame, to pay
over to vou $o.co0—%$5000 profit and
S4.000 difference hetween cost and ad-
vance, Madame will arrange with Mon-
sieur Gedney for cost of freight.”

Angelica looked at the notes the young
man handed her.  She didn't know wheth-
er she wanted to laugh or ery. It wasall
astounding,

“Are you satisfed?” demanded Mr.
Gedney, smiling,

“Is a woman ever satisfied?”” retorted
Angelica, on fire with success, ““This is
only a beginning [

Mr. Hannibal Gedney looked at her
thoughtfully, “Have wyou heard the
morning’s news?"' he asked. *“Mr. Ga-
maliel Instone's schooner, the Minerva,
from Archangel, Captain Ezekiel Packer,
with a big cargo of Russian sail-cloth, cord-
age, tallow, and har iron, has gone to the
bottom |

Angelica shook her charming head, *1t
serves him right,” she said, and a hard
look came into her eyes. * Some way I
feel sure that f,am lucky, Mr. Hannibal
—mnone of my ships will go to the bottom,
vou will see ! she declared triumphantly.

And they didn't. She ventured again
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and again and always with success. By
frequenting the commission houses zhe
bought at low prices, found empty bot-
toms where she could, and astutely chose
the right destinations for her consign-
ments. At the end of a vear she had made
something over $20,000 in net carnings,

Stephen, returning in the Huniress, was
astounded at the whole thing,. He was
equally incensed at the way Angelica had
heen treated, and after settling up the af-
fairs of his ship severed all business con-
nection with his father. Then he and An-
gelica set about making money in earnest.
In those days people liked money as much
as the}r do now and it was jusr. about as
hard to get hold of,  Stephen and Angel-
ica, however, seemed to have little dif-
ficulty. Their luck became proverbial.
Angelica helped her hushand by her as-
tuteness and aodacity.  She had inher-
ited “old Lummydue's’ business acamen.
Their cargoes went everywhere. They
shipped immense gquantities of Ameri-
can goods to the West Indies and the emp-
tied hulls brought back pimento and Ja-
maica spirits and puncheons of Granada
rum. They sent out cotton and rice to
Madeira, and their vessels returned with
butts and pipes and quarter-casks of Red
Catalonia and Malvoisin. They even
sent their argosies to the Pacific—ships to
Valparaiso and Lima and Mazatlan. The
brigs, Hero, Captain Sunday, and Leander,
Captain Hallett, in the Liverpool trade,
carried over enormous cargoes of Ken-
tucky tobacco for Imrie & Dumesnoy, and
made big profits for both Stephen and the
shippers.

Those two seemed to have the Midas
touch. Everyvthing prospered with them.
In five vears they were rich people, ac-
cording to the standards of those days.

They left the little house in South
Street and moved up-town to fashionable
Broome Street, where the ton lived. An-
gelica ordered her hats and gowns from
Paris, and in her costly raiment looked
handsomer than ever, They became the
fashion and people spoke of them as
the best-looking, the best-dressed, and the
most devoted yvoung married couple in
LowWn.

And while Stephen and Angelica pros-
pered and grew rich, Mr. Gamaliel In-
stone met Ill Luck on the highway of life,
and walked with her. The loss of the
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Sultana was but the bepinning of a series
of disasters that brought his pride and for-
tunes to the lowest ebb, His armed brig,
the Mary Ann, in the New Orleans trade
{they armed vessels in those days for fear
of gull pirates). foundered off Hatteras,
His Canton agent proved dishonest and
muleted him of thousands of dollars. He
lost heavily in the tea trade, hrought to
ruin by that too adventurous Philadelphia
merchant, Thompson,

The crowning disaster was the break in
cotton, in which Mr. Instone had become
a heavy dealer. Diraftz for cotton poured
in from the South. They were bravely
accepted by Gamaliel Instone & Co., and
paid at maturity. Then, just when Mr.
Instone thought he had weathered the
storm, news came that the great Liver-
pool house of Manslick & Willoughby had
gone under.  1f 20, Mr. Instone knew that
he could expect nearly two hundred thou-
sand dollars of bills to be returned, on
which ten per cent of damages would have
to he paid. He was a ruined man.

It all came out in the Commercial Gazel-
feer, and there was an editorial expressing
sincere regret at the misfortunes of the
house of G, Instone & Co., 20 long and so
honorably known. Stephen, white and
diztreszed, brought the paper home and
showed it to Angelica. She read the
account through carefully, Then she
walked to the window and looked out.
She stood there for a long while without
speaking: then she turned and came back
to the Areplace, where Stephen stood,
silently gazing down into the up-leaping
flame, and laid a hand on his arm.

“Stephen,” she said, “T think wou
ought to go and see your father.” It was
the first time in four vears that she had
spoken of her father-in-law., Without a
word Stephen got into his greatcoat, took
his hat, and left the house.

It was snowing hard. The icy wind
swept him across 5t John's Park and up
the well-remembered steps of his old
home, He found his father, worn and ill-
looking, alone in the library back of the
long drawing-room. At the open door
Stephen hesitated. Mr. Instone lifted
hiz haggard eyes, then rose unsteadily.
Stephen held out a hand and suddenly,
the old man taking a step forward,
grasped the outstretched hand and, with
a strangled sob tearing at his throat, laid
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his tired white head on the strong, young
!-i'll e l': h't’. W

[ was nearly midnight when Stephen
got back to Angelica. He [ound her still

in the drawing-room, and he could =ee
[n spite of her

that she had been crying.

YW here's the Jade?"”

tear-stained eyves—or perhaps becausze of
them—she had never looked =0 beautiful
to Stephen. She listened pravely while he
told her of his long, sad conversation with
his father and while he talked she eried
AN

“He's done everything that a brave
man and a wise, resourceful merchant
cian do to keep his head above water, An-
gelica. But this failure of Manslick &
lIﬂl‘li.”.l..l Li:__:|:|1_'_r I]ﬂ'-'u I]H!'IL' El'l'l' ]'li Im. ['IL" ]'IL'l_‘I'J_ﬁ
two hundred thousand dollars to pull out
with. And not a merchant or hanker—
men he has helped to enrich, Angelica | —
would lend him & cent! They know his
business 15 tumbling about his head like
a house of cards,” =aid Stephen bitterly.

Jade

“He's a ruined man and a—a broken
man, Angelica 1"

Angelica pot up and stood restlessly by
the fireplace, nervously touching the crys-
tal prisms of a candlestick. Suddenly
she faced about and tilted her charming

he asked suddenly. —Page 741,

head at Stephen, smiling, though there
were still tears in her eves,
“We've—we've got something over

two hundred thousand dollars in the
bank, Stephen ! Have I helped earn
it?"

“You're earned it, Angelica! If it
hadn't been for vou I expect I'd still be
supercargo of the Hunfress [

“Then take it all—take it to your
father, Stephen, and tell him ‘the Jade’
sends it to him with—with her love,

[EL]

Stephen !

Stephen and Angelica sold their hand-
some house in Broome Street, and went
up to 5t. John's Park to live. Some of



A la Terre Sainte

Angelica's friends told her she had no
business to sacrifice herself needlessly for
a stern, embittered old man who had
treated her abominably. But Angelica
stoutly maintained that she had forgotien
if Mr. Instone had ever treated her badly,
and that if he thought he needed her she
intended to humor hiz whim.

He did need her. He became so fond
and proud of her, and so dependent on
her gay, strong youth that he could hardly
bear for her to be out of his sight. He got
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to love her better than his own two well-
conducted daughters,

“They're good girls, but they're chilly,”
he would say. * Angelica’s sunshine.”

On his death-led it wasn't Maria and
Dorcas he called for.

*Where's the Jade?'" he asked sudden-
ly, sitting up straight against the pillows.
Angelica leaned down and slipped her
warnt, steady young hand into his shak-
ing old one, and so, holding fast to it, he
fell back quietly to his last sleep.

A LA TERRE SAINTE
By John Finley

As some gray pilgrim of the Middle Age

(And I am of the middle age myself,

That age when all is mystical,—or else

All practical—when truth of spirit seems

More real than all the buoyant world of vouth,
When ever on the known's dim edge one dwells,
Ever in conscious awe of what's heyond.

That age when seen things are but counterpart
Of things unseen, or else the memory

Of something that has been—the happiest age
Of man and life, unwithered yet of time

Yet free of all youth's blinding loves and hates),—
Az some gray pilgrim of the Middle Age

I face each risen day, or bright or dull,
Tempestuous or calm, and pray my soul

Long leagues upon the way that souls must take
Before they reach the far and fair Terre Sainte
Whose shadow-bounded stretches we divine

But in our longing for immortal life.

"Wid dust of earth, in heat and cold and rain,
O'er far-horizoned heights, through narrow vales,
Accompanied of glowing sun, or cloud,

Of one clear star or of the ’circling host,

My body journeys on through aging time,

But not to find an empty, open tomb

As one who sought the Asian sepulchre,—

I seek the Kingdom of the Risen One,
Within—Long, long and toilsome is the way,
Unceasing must the strugele onward be,

But there's no other way i la Terre Sainte,

A la Terre Sainte!
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PAYNE WROTE “HOME!

HOME!"

LETTERS FROM PARIS, 1822-1823 *

IEdited by his Grandnephew,

PEN T is more than ninely years
td since “Home! Sweet
1 Home!" was written, but
its popularity is still world-
wide, and wherever the
English language is spoken
it is known and loved because it appeals
to that deep-lying
instinct in human-
ity which is the
basis of family life,

Many stories
have been written
of its origin, most
of them more or
|L'5-5 'il'liil:l_":]fi'.[{' il]'llj
tending to distort
reality by a mass
of pleasing fiction,

Moving worid-
pictures have been
drawn of the starv-
ing author in his
garret, and 1llus-
trations have been
published of the
original *lowly
thatched cottage”
for which he was
supposedly pining,
both affecting and
interesting, but not
in accordance with the factas.  Although
he had periods of failure and hardship, as
well as possibly briefer periods of success
and |:r4).-al'|{::|‘iLj,.-', it was not while suﬂt'ring
from poverty that he wrote “Home!
Sweet Home!™ but during a time when
he was living comfortably in Paris in the
Palais Royal, and having considerable
success in his dramatic work.

There 1z alzo no evidence to indicate
that the “lowly thatched cottage™ had
any existence outside of the author's
Lirain, in spite of the tradition which has
been built up about the Easthampton cot-
tage.
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Iohm Heward Fayne

Who wime " Home! Sweet Home !

Thatcher T. Payne Luquer

Throughout hiz life Payne had a deep
affection for his native land, his friends,
and his family, from whom he was for
many yvears widely separated. His letters
frequently allude to his longing for the so-
ciety of those he loved and his apprecia-
tion of the home and domestic life.

He was only fif-
teen }'1’.‘.’l.r:'i. uf age
when necessity
farced him to begin
hiz battle with the
world, a precocious,
high-spirited, im-
pulsive, sensitive,
ambitious boy,
L'I:,In"ﬂ(_'i.l'_'lllﬁ U[ an i]'l-
tellect above the
normal, restive un-
der restraint, quick
to take offence at
seeming slights,
and unfortunately
lacking in the
common-sense and
steadfastness of
purpose which
could have saved
him from many of
the disasters that
overtook him in af-
ter life and which
might have won him a much higher de-
gree of success,

HI:EI'I'I for success he seemed,
With grace to win, with heart to hold
With shiming gifts that took all eves.

Unfitted by nature for the drudgery of
a New York counting-house, he surrepti-
tiously published a little sheet called the
Thespran Mirror as a relaxation and as an
outlet for the literary and dramatic in-
stincts he found =20 hard to suppress.

This led to his introduction to Mr. Wil-

* See “ Correspondence of Washington In'inEtJ.rl.ve‘I John
Howard Payne,” in SCRmER"S Macazie for October and
November, 112,
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liam Coleman, the editor of the Evening
Post, who was greatly attracted by the
intellectual capacity and conversational
powers of the boy and presented him to
Mr. John E. Seaman, a wealthy New York
gentleman interested in literary and artis-
tic matters. Mr. Seaman, with great gen-
erozity, proposed to bear the expense of
giving young Payne a college education
in order to develop to the utmost an intel-
lect which gave such promise.

Obtaining the consent of Payne's father,
then principal of the Berry Street Acad-
emy, in Boston, whose circumstances, bur-
dened as he was with a large family, did
not permit of giving his son such educa-
tional advantages, it was arranged Lo send
him to Union College to study under the
preat educator, Dir. Eliphalet Nott, and
Payne entered upen his college career in
June, 1806, While a student at Union
College he was active in literary pursuits,
writing for the college societies, editing a
little paper called the Pastime, and also
contributing poems and essays to the
neighboring newspapers.

Hiz letters to his father during this
period evidence hiz deep love for his fam-
ily and his home, a love sincere and abid-
ing even though, impatient of restraint,
he frequently disobeyed his father's in-
junctions and broke the college rules.

It is only lately that a poem has come
to light, written during this period, which
is particularly interesting as the immature
expression of those sentiments which
years after culminated in “ Home! Sweet
Home!"” It was found among the papers
of Harmanus Bleecker, of Albany, a friend
and patron of Payne during his college
days, and was prezented in the summer
of zor1 to Union College by General
Amaza J. Parker, of Albany. Through
the courtesy of President Richmond, of
TUnion College, I am permitted to publish
it here for the first time,

HOME

Where burns the lov'd hearth brightest
Cheering the social breast?

Where beats the fond heart lightest,
Its humble hopes possess'd?

Where is the smile of sadness,

Of meek-eved Patience bom,

Worth more than thosé of gladness
Which Mirth's bright cheek adorn,—
Pleasure is marked by fleetness,
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To those whoever rOnm;
While grief itself has sweetness
At Home—dear Tome.

There blend the tics that strengthen
Oar hearts in hours of erief,

The silver links that lengthen
Jov's visits when most brief:
There eyes in all their aplendour
Are vocal to the heart,

Amd glances gay or tender

I'resh elogguence impart:

Then dost thou sigh for pleasure?
0, dio mant '.\'ilh:'l_:.-' FOmm,

But seck that hidden treasure

At Home, dear Home.

Iaes pure religion churm thee
Far more than aught below?
Wouldst thou that she would arm thee
Apainst the hour of woe?
Think not she dwelieth only
In temples built for prayer;
For Home it=elf iz |'=:-I"IK'|}"
Unless her smiles b there:
The devotee may Talter,

The bigot blindly roam;

If woarshipless her altar

At Home, dear Tome.

Lowe over it presideth,
With meek and watchiul awe,
Itz daily service guideth,
And shews its perfect law;
If there thy faith shall fail thee
If there no shrine be found,
What can ihy prayers avail thee
With knecling crowds around?
Cro—leave thy gift unoffered,
Beneath religion's dome,
And he thy Arst fruits proferesd
At Home, dear Home.

Jounx Howarn PAVKE,

It seems probable that these verses were
written in the fall of 1826, for in a letter
to his father, dated October 14, 1806,
Payne writes: * Eloise’s letter caught me
in one of my fits of hypo, during the
height of my illness. It afforded me much
satisfaction, for I was just at that moment
recucing the pleasures of Home to dog-
grel.'"

Payne's college life was short, for in
1808 his father's failing health and broken
fortunes made it necessary for him as the
oldest living son to actively assist in the
support of the family. Obtaining a re-
luctant consent from his father, he decided
to put his dramatic talents to use, and
leaving college spent a few months in prep-
aration and at last fulfilled his boyish

L This letker l5 in one of FPayne's letter-books in Lhe pos-
sesion of Willis T. Hanson, Jr., Exq., of Schenectady, whi

kindly callod ey nttention to the paragraph and tald me af
thé exislenos of the verses to whicls it evidently alludes.
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ambition by making his début as an actor
at the Park Theatre, in New York, on
February 24, 1800

[ will not enlarge upon Payne's stage
career in America and England, nor re-
count the successes and vicissitudes of
his life during the vears when, having
;Jh;ﬂ]l]nnl':l [|'|_§_' ||-|'|- |||' an aclor, hi: |r'ii'|l
1o support him-
self by his pen, as
these
not hear directly
on the facts I
seek to |I|'L'r'~LI'|t.<l|-
though hiz life of
exile during that
period, volunta
ry exile though
it was, tended to
develop and
strengthen his
love for the home
he had left 2o
carly and which
]'H' rl"l'llll.'lllli:ll'fr_'l.l.
with such deep
affection.

The letters
which follow are,
with one excep-
tion, published
for the first time,
and relate in con-
siderable detuil
Payne's negotia-
tions with Hen- o e

2 s fiini=al ding

ry R. Bishop for

the purchase of

“Clari,” the musical drama for which
“Home! Sweet Home!" was written, and
reveal the mental attitude of Payne as
well as the condition of his finances and
hiz style of living during that period.

Payne was quartered in Pans, at " No.
1560 Galerie des Bons Enfans, au dessus de
Salon Litterraire, Palais Royal,” and early
in the year 1822 had been =zending over
plays for Drury Lane Theatre, then under
Elliston’s management, but finding it dil-
ficult to secare pavment from Elliston for
the plays he had furnished, he transferred
hiz allegiance, by theadvice of Washington
Irving, to Covent Garden Theatre, which
had just passed into new hands and been
put under the management of Charles
Kemble. Payne was seldom under an
exclusive contract with any theatre, and

events do

Sir Henry Rowl

When II".l:-.'III.‘ Wraote “Home! Sweet Home!"

uzually sent his adaptations to the houses
where his experience told him they would
be most likely 1o be received with favor.
It therefore happened that he had sold a
pl:_l,_w-,' with the name of ”.-‘mgiclh:lta“ Lo
the Surrey Theatre, then under the man-
agement of Watkyns Burroughs.  After
corresponding with the management of
Covent Garden
Theatre throurh
the medium of the
musical director,
Henry K. Bizshap,
he found he could
dispose of “An-
gialetta” very ad-
vantageously to
Covent Garden as
a musical dramain
combination with
two other plays.
As Hurrrlu;:h.ﬁ hacd
not vet produced
“Angioletta,”’
'ayne opened

negotiations with
him to recall it,
whereupon Bur-
roughs promptly
staged it and it
was acted several
times hefore an
agreement was
reached to have
it withdrawn and
transierred to
Covent Garden.
The opera was re-
named “Clarn, the Maid of Milan,” and
Pavne undertook rewriting it and furnish-
ing it with appropriate songs while Bishop
busied himszelf with the musical setting.

The letterz hegin at the point when
Payne has secured Burroughs's consent to
the transfer and urges Bishop to complete
the negotiations.

TuatrcHER T, PAYNE LUQUER.

Hesry K. Brshop, Esgr?

11 L pper Loteer Slreel, Bedford .‘!;n;f.lld'rn'.

Lowdon,
My DEAR Sir:

I have at last secured a long letter from

Paris, O, 1, 1822,

t5ir Henry Rowley Bishop (r786-1855), composer. Mu-
sical direcior of Covent Garden Theatre, t210—1825.  Went
[ ] Irrury Lane Theatre in 1825 and was appointed to
Vaughall in 18, He returned to Covent Garden Theaire
in r3go-r84T undder the mansgement of Mde, Vestrie  He
was professor of music at Edinburgh tigr-ly 3, and Oxford
1838, He was knighted 1o 1842,
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Mr. Burroughs" in which it appears we
hawve been al cross purposes about Clard,
which has been produced by him with
great success as “ Angioletta.™

Mr. Burroughs seems desirous of retain-
ing it, but is willing to give it up if the re-
linquishment on his part can be of any real
advantage to me; and it would be incon-
siderate in me to
disoblige him
without obliging
others or myself,

I have desired
Mr. Burroughs to
confer with you
upon the subject;
or, if yvou should
be in that guar-
ter, perhaps it
would not be
amiss to give him
a call. Tt seems
to have made a
hit at the Surrey,
but I do not think
a night or two
there can possibly
injure it for any
other audience.

You will admit
that it would be
folly for me to
make any other
arrangement up-
on the subject,
than the one 1
now hint at.
You will zee what
the drama is, & if I can gain any thing by
the transfer let it be made. If not, it
would be absurd to remove it from the
course of actual success, to be sent back
after slumbering for three or four weeks in
a Manager's desk with an assurance that
“no time has been lost in reading the piece,
but the I'rf[ﬂhag::rs regret to return it as not
caleulated to succeed in representation.”

Is it still your wish that any thing
should be done with Emma in the way
I mentioned?

Believe me, Dear Sir,

Yours very truly,
A s B A

il gl

Whosang * Home! Swoet Home!

Bishop evidently made a favorable re-

| Watkyns Burroughs, manager of the Surrey Theatre,
He succesded Dibdin in March, 1Rz,

Miss A, M

" in ilig pend
b Covent Gandei Theatre 1
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ply and relieved Payne's apprehensions
as to the possible declination of ** Clari.”
Hewry K. Bishop Esqgr

3t I pper Gavoer Slreel,

Bedford Square, London,

Panis, Salvrday, Ocl g, 18233,
My DEAR SIR;

I cannol express to you how deeply T
feel your kindness
relative to my in-
terests at Covent
Garden Theatre,
The uh]}-‘ 1.1.'.;|.:,'I
can ever acknowl-
edge it, will be to
endeavour to
frame such a piece
as may furnish
your talent with
fitting opportuni-
ties. That is not
an easy malter,
but evenizally 1
feel certain of do-
ing it. All that
has yet occurred
to me seems rath-
er below the
mark; but, to
borrow a word
from Shake-
speare, we'll een
to't like French
falconers, fly at
anything we
gee,” and at last
something will
occur to atone
for all previous loss of labour.

You have my opinion of the Pachat al-
ready. I fear, in commonplace hands, it
will either not succeed, or, what is quite as
bad, only—mno! fasl. There is a wide dif-
ference between plays of dialogue and
plays of situation. Farley® and T. P.
Cooke? would beat the best actors in the

Tree

jon callesl = Clisi,”

i“ Al Pacha, or the Sipnet Ring,” a melodrama m two

acts, by John Howord Payne, produced atl Covent Ganden

Thestre, October 1o, 1822, with the lallowing cast:
All Pachn W. Farren
Selim Abbotl
Fenocles T. P. Cooke
Haszan - Farley
Talathon Chapsmon
Helena . Mizz Foote

Genest says “it might pleaze im rr[:rr_:rn.lat:'mn. but it has
mot much to recommend it for perasal’

t Charles Farlew {1770=1819), nctor ot Covent Garden
Theatre, 18oi-1814

 Thamas Potter Cooke (1786-1863], tragedian.
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world in the latter; but lose themselves
and their cause in the former.

I shall zend you immediately, however,
{and believe me, I rejoice heartily at the
opportunity of thus meeting your own
kind promptitude) a melodrama' adwmira-
Sl suited to the melodramatic company,
It was acted for the second time last
night, when 1

ceeding, others have it out and most suc-
cessful.  The rough notion of the plot is:
—Two Brothers by the name of Delisle
are employved in a Banking house. The
elder, who has a large family, loses at the
gaming table, money entrusted to him by
the house,—is desperate & attempts his
own life. The younger wrests the pistol

from him, takes

saw it. It is pro-
nounced the most
interesting since
the Maid & Mag-
pie.? 1f publish-
c¢d by Monday
you will receive it
ready for repre-
sentation by the
Ambassador's bag
which leaves on
Thursday., 1
have ordered the
music & parts &
shall mark in all
the stage busi-
ness, so that it
can be acted in a
week after you get
it, by hard driv-
ing. The scenery
can be made up,
without painting
one scrap. No

j  the charge upon
himself, and is
cnndemned. But
he escapes with
another convict
& finds refuge,
under the name
of Francois, in the
house of a miller,
in aszecluded
spot, where he
gains the confi-
dence & affection
] of all around him.
W The Miller's
Daughter, a
young widow,
consents to be-
come the Bride of
Frangois. At the
moment of cele-
brating the mar-
riage, there comes
in & man of bale-

new dresses will
be wanted, Noth-
ing will be wanted
but dispatch.
Where there is so
much competition, there must be no dilly-
dallying about opinions. Before some
Managers can make up their minds
whether a piece has any chance of suc-

Froom o grisd.

| Exvidently ¥ The Twao Gallew Slaves " An adaptatios of
the French play, © Le: deax Forcats"" acted in Paris §or the
second time, September po. 1822, [t was produced at Covent
Ciarden Theatr:, Novemben 6, 1822, with the following cast:

An Unknown I u.-:ll:w\e . v+ = o+ Farey
Heory . . Vit el ook
Banhomme . . . o o Fawoett

s S N . Keeley
La Rnuk‘ R v o Meadows
MajprdeLisle . . . . . . Egern
Felix . . . .« =« = . Maoster H: Boden
Lowise . . eoww v M Chaterky

Lt was acted l.|l.ur| Limes
Poale's translation of * '[u,- ey Fud'-g-n.l.ﬂ. was produced
&t Drrury Lone Theatre the same night

1 Payne’s first ndaptation fram the French, sald 1o Covent
Gagden Theatre uncer the man ent of Me. H:;ms. [
oo, and uced there September 15, r8rs. It i Errnne-
ausly ascori to Pocock 'I.u. Genest.  Two other wersions
were prodced at the Lyceum and at Dirury Laoe an August
1, the first by Dhibdin, the Latter by Arpald,

Charles Kemble
Aceor and managee.  Mankrer of Cuvena Ganden Theatre 1w 1823,

ful aspect, whose
unexpected ap-
Tearance strikes
the Bridegroom
with consterna-
tion. This is the Convict with whom he
fled; who had been retaken, & has now a
second time escaped. Frangois is forced
to buy his silence dearly; but, not satis-
fied with the sum received, the villain robs
the house. He is arrested. Furious, he
reveals the secret of Francois. All are
horror struck. A Traveller, who has re-
cently stopped at the Miller’s, starts when
Drelizle is named.—whao is this Traveller?
The Uncle of Francois, a General, who has
sought him every where for six months to
tell him that his elder Brother is dead, and
in dying, had avowed the innocence of
Frangois, which the Tribunals had recog-
nized & publickly proclaimed his ac
quittal.

There are some admirable incidents,
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and all the details are wrought up in a
masterly manner. How it will read, I
can’t say—nothing can gcf better,

The parts of the two Galley Slaves are
highly effective. The Innocent one is bet-
ter done than you can have it done. The
other has so much acting that Farley
would bustle through it well encugh, It
would have done as much as Tyke for poor
Emery!! The woman's i5 an excellent
part.

It is necessary I should desire the Trea-
sury will send me a ten pound note to meet
the expense of the music, so that it may
come in time, If the picce is acted, of
course these expenses will fall upon the
house. If not, the ten pounds will be re-
funded by me; but just at this moment I
am a little puzhed & cannot pay it out of
pocket without straitening myself.

I will send whatever 1 have to send
through you. I shall have one or two
musical pieces out in the rough in about
a fortnight. I am now finishing a five act
drama.

I need not hint to you that T trust you
will look a little to my interest, in what-
ever mai be discussed about terms, though
on that head I shall leave all to your sense
of justice, only (enfre nons) remember how
close I was shaved by Mr. Stephen Kem-
ble? about Brutus.?

Believe me, my dear Sir,

Very faithfully your truly obliged
J. H. P,

Hewry B. Biskop Esgr
31 U pper Gower Streel,
Bedford Sguare,
Londoun,

Meonday, Oct. 14, 1822,
My pEar Siw:
I have not been able to get the piece

1 Jobm Emery (1777-1822), an actor whose specialty was
oouptrymen aml whose preat part was Tbe i Morton's
*Sch Reform.” He painted well aml was & keen
sportsman.

2 Blephen Kemble [T75B~18a2), actor, manager, and writer,
stage manaper of Drrury Lane, 1228, A brother of Blrs. Side
floms aned uncle of Charles Kemble

% Brutus," Payme's tragedy, preduced ot Drury Lane
Thestre, December 3, 1518, with Uhe (ollowing cast:

Latius Junios . Mr. Kean
R R e e et Mr. T, Fisher
Seates Tarquin’© . . . . Bir. H. Kemble
1t e A R Alr. Penley
Clagdins Blr. Coviney
U{l“il_:inu!- Mr. Bengoiagh
S i AT e e Mr. Holland
Lacretius .« Mre Fowell
Haratius AR A oww B Warneold
EGRHGESS R e s Mre. Glover
s e T e e A Mre. W. West
e Mrs. Robinson

Friestess of Rhea®s Temple . Mrs. Brereton

Vor. LVITL—&r
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ready before today, and send it with the
violin Repetiteur. T also send a letter of
introduction of Mr, Hunter, who has the
goodness to forward the parcel, as he de-
gired it, and as he may be of use to you.
Heisa King's Messenger & the first in his
line; and his son is at the head of the Con-
sul's Letter office here; only remember e
15 very intimate with Ellision.?

I have only time to say about Terms
that T will take Two Hundred & Fifty
Pounds down for the Three Pieces you
have named—Ali Pacha, The Two Galley
Slaves and Clari; or £120 for the Two
Galley Slaves, separate—ZLico for Ali
Pacha,—and £iea for Clari—engaping
to complete Clari in any way you like.—I
will attach myself to the Theatre for £5a
week the season, and agree to let every
£5 paid be considered as £10 and counted
as so much advanced upon the repular
rernuneration of the Theatre upon such
pieces as I may produce after the first
weekly payment: that is, if in four weeks
after the beginning I should produce a
piece which should entitle me to money
trom the House, I would consider forty
pounds as already advanced upon what-
ever that piece might yield, & so on up to
the full term limited on such occasions.
On these conditions T will engage to pro-
duce a Tragedy and an Opera, and such
smaller pieces as may fall in my way, be-
fore the end of the season, and immediately
to finish a drama and an operatic picce I
now have on the stocks. If any of my
pieces should be decidedly rejected, they
should revert to my own disposal.  Copy-
rights are understood not to be included
in these Terms, & I should be entitled to
live on the continent, if I like, as that will
materially lessen my expenses & leave me
more undisturbed to work. Idon’t know,
in caze of these terms being accepted,
whether I would not take a turn of a few
weeks to look at the German Theatres,
which I understand afford rich material.

It will be imposzsible for me to do any=-
thing like justice either to the House or to
myzelf, if I have not terms which will en-
able me to put “my soul & body on the
action, both!—" This feeling you can
certainly enter into. As I hate bargain-

t Robert Willliam Ellizton {xy74-1831), n most versatile and
popular actor, Manager of Dirary Lane Theatre, r81g-s826,

and af the Surrey Theatre from 1827 until his death, Ha
waz noterlcus for his eccentricities oo and off the stage.
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ing, T mention the lowest terms at once.—
You may assure Mr. Charles Kemble' I
heartily reciprocate any kindness he may
feel for me, & that I have built my pro-
posal upon a most sincere desire to aid his
interests without entirely forgetting my
own,—and a conviction of the value of the
stock I have on hand and in contempla-
tion; and that, in accepting these terms, 1
shall actually resign others from which I
might derive equal profit,—but I am anx-
ious to do something at Covent Garden &
for him, as I leok to the permanent bene-
fit of so respectable a connection.—I had
meant the Tragedy for Kean® & Young;?
but, not being commenced, T can easily
maodel it for Mr. C. Kemble & Macready *
The subject is from English History.

I did not get your letter till Saturday
night, and have been so busy ¢ver since, I
can only anzwer it in the greatest haste. T
shall send an order on Wednesday to which
you may give up the Galley Slaves if the
Terms are refused, as it must be used
without delay. T. P. Cooke ought to
play the Unknown, Mr. C. Kemble Henry,
& Fawcett® Bonhomme, but I fear you
have no woman capable of the other. In
the french piece it was one of the most af-
fecting picces of acting 1 ever saw. The
piece was only published on Friday.

I will write again on Wednesday.
Thanks for the Ten Pounds. The rest of
the music will go by the Diligence tomor-
row might, being too bulky for any other
COLVEYANCE.

Believe me, whatever may be the result,
I shall consider my=elf in honor bound not
to forget your kindness, but to return it on
the first opportunity in the only way I can.

In great haste,

Yours very faithfully
j.H.P.

*Ali Pacha™ was produced at Covent

¥ Charles Eemble (1775-185¢]), the famones actor and man-
ager, and father of Fanoy Eemble.  He ame mansger af
Cavent Garden Theatre in 1822, Iqrd. after mamy vicissitudes
was pescued foom his fnancial difficuliies by his davghter’s
suicesses, subsoquent to her débat In 18m,

* Edmund Kean {1757-1833), the eminent tragedian who
waa almaost l:‘:\.l'l.1.il:|l|l':|l.|5|}' at Dirury Lapes Theatre from his first
appeasznce Lhere in 1814 until kis death.

1 Charles Mayne Young (17771856}, comedian and tra-
pedian, & rival of Eean and Eemhble. His début at Covent
tsarden Theatre was abowt 1Bry, and he first appeared at
Dinary Lane, October 17, 1822, with Kean.

t Williamn Charbes Macready (170518531, actar and man-
ager. At Dinary Lane Theatre, 1823-1836,

4 lohn  Faweelt {i308-2837), actor at Covent Garden
Theatre.
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Garden on October 1g with alterations
evidently unsatisfactory to Payne and
apparently without due credit to him as
the author, whereupon Payne relieves his
mind in a letter to Charles Lamb,! with
whom he was on very good terms,

Payne to Lamb (from a wrillen copy by
Payne)

Pams, Oclober 28, 1822,
Charles Lamb, fog.

aa Russel Street, Covent Garden,

Lomdon,

Many thanks for your letters. I was
sorry 1 had troubled you with the one to
which you reply and would fain have re-
called it. It relicves me infinitely to find
it gave no annoyance. The former letter
arrived a few days before. T think the
better of vou for vour books and the bet-
ter of myself for your attention. In the
vear 1806, when I edited a litle paper ata
Grammar Schaool in the interior of Amer-
ica, I quoted some of the poetry in the first
volume, néver, till how, having been aware
who was the author, My extracts were
from a manuscript collection. I then
praised the scrap entitled " Childhood™
most earnestly. Then I was sixteen years
nearer to the feelings it describes than I
now am. They were anxious for the books
at Kenney's.? Louisa® instantly put them
under shelter from the young Barbarians
in a nice white paper cover. Both vol-
umes disappeared presently, Ellen was
missing at the same time. That night she
repeated all John Woodvill to her mother;
and next morning half of Resamund Gray
in French was found under her mattrass.
The interest of Rosamund Gray appears
to me the most inobtrusive and intense I
know of. Some of Mackenzie’s Stories
try for the same effect, but this has a
deeper character, . . .

Is it not teasing that I should not have
heard a svllable from the Theatre? They
wrote to know what T would take down for
Ali Pacha and other pieces. | named my
price. They give me no reply, but act

ViCharles Lamb (1555-1834), sisayist and humorst.

? James Keoney {178c-1840], dramatist, In 1317 be col-
'!Hbumlnd with Payne in writing *' The Partiolio, or the Fam-
ilv of Apglade " produced at Covent Garden Theatte oo
February 1 of that year.  He married the widow of Thomas
Halerodt, the acior, whose daaghter Fanmy was an actréss
and dramatiag,

# Louisa Mercier Eenney (——3853), wife of James KEen-
BrY.
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Ali, alter it and put another person's name
toit. They wait for the prize before they
buy the Lottery Ticket, and will no doubt
insist that they wewld have paid just the
same, if it had drawn a blank. “Would™
is “if's" twin brother in peace making.
.+« 1 am innocent of Hassan's broken
threat to be funny. So I am of the fine
effect for which you praise Farren! 1
think that must be his own, It smacks of
the stage. It would be better anywhere
than in Ali. Al was remarkable for utter
want of natural affection. I had made
him say on hearing of his son's death,
“Go, tell it to their mother that she may
weep for them.” The actors, by falsify-
ing this fraif, and perhaps others, have
made the critics blame me for having hu-
maniséd a brute.  Richard might as well
have fainted at the children’s murder in
the tower, . . .

Poole® is, as usual, laughing at others &
lamenting for himself. Kenney stays at
Versailles, writing love songs & acting the
enraged musician to his noisy children.
He locks himself in, three doors deep.
Mrs. Kenney is jealous of your having
written to me and not to them. She says
she should hate her cat if she thought it
purred louder for another. Her jealousy
is worth having. The Blue Girl has never
been seen since. She disappeared in de-
spair at not discovering your name, . . .

With best remembrance to Miss Lamb,
believe me,

Yours ever faithfully,
JH. B,

H. K. Bishap Eigr

%1 Ulpper Gower Street,

edford Square,

London,

Pariz, Solnrday, Nev. o, 1322,
My DEAR Sin:

Many thanks for your obliging letter,
Pray pardon the impatience of my last.
Yours found me very ill with fidgetting
and a severe cold. . . .

I will do Clari in any way Mr. Kemble
& yourself like to point out. You had
better make marginal notes where you
want songs & choruses, and give some
hints as to what sort you would like to
have.—I write to Burroughs on Monday.

L William Farren (r586-1261), actor at Covent Garden
Theatre, 181E-18a5,
-t John Foole (1786—1872), dramatist.  Frieod and compet-
itor of Payoe in adapting French plays for the English stage.

749

—In closing for the two hundred and fifty
pounds, be it expressly understood 1 ac-
cepl that sum in consideration of receiv-
ing the money down, having an immedi-
ate use for the amount, which induces me
to make the difference. As for the engage-
ment to write for the Theatre, that is a
matter of minor consequence. If I am
under a stipulation, my advantages will of
course be greater, and I shall be at liberty
to make my market where I like. T only
proposed upon the principle that to keep
ammunition from the foe is sometimes
more than equivalent to opposing arms
against him.

I will attend to your request about the
opera for the two Ladies & three Gentle-
men. I trust to good luck and industry
to enable me to find something. T have
sometimes thought a very good thing
might be made of Doctor Faustus'—by
referring to Marlow's play. and the Ger-
man play, on the subject. There is a field
there for any thing. Ii you think so,
pray send me Marlow's play, the outline
gketches of the German Faustus, which
are published in London, with the Eng-
lish Translations, of which there are one
or two, one of them, I believe, by Soane.
What a field for supernatural agency and
a Macheth sort of music!—Faustus can be
made for Macready.

Then there is Sappho. That's a good
subject. There is an English Translation
of a German Sappho published in London
which I should like to sce. An opera is
announced here upon the subject, at the
Academie Royale, which as Elliston says,
“T shrewdly suspect ' to be from the Ger-
man Play. All the poetry of Sappho which
remaing to us might be brought in well,
Her “blest as the immortal Gods is he™
would be beautiful in music. Phaon

1 Famstus,” a “mmantic drama in theee scts, and with
songs by an unknown suthor” (Paynef), was I|I=\'-I'nl_5ut'rl1 il
Diriry Lame Theatre, April 16, 1823, with the following cast

PRnsbOl s et --eni . Terry and O, Smith
WogneEr- . [ a Harley
Coant di Casanovi Browne
Motolio . . Archer
Enrico . E, Penley
Orsdni = . Mercer
L uian $ i!c-_lﬁnrr]
Bewallace o0 % vk oy Enight

IR e e e S Mlizs I. Paton
Ading o oy Bliza Stephens
Lacetts . & Vs + Mlizs Fovey

Grenest =iy il i3 an Indifferent piece. The scenss in
which Mephstopheles is concerned are good. W agmer is far
fruem & bad character—the rest of the peece & insipid.'” It
wins acted twenty-fowr times,
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woitld do well fora gm:_u_] miale :iiih{_:&t', and
Sappho for Miss M. Tree,!

You =zaw “Alired the Great™ here—I
mean the pantomime. I think #ad might
be extended & made a good opera of —La
Partie de Chasse de Henry TV would make
a charming opera, and I dont think the
subject being partly anticipated in the
Y Kang & Miller " of Mansfeld would at all
hurt it. Have you ever thought of * Ca-
mille ou Le Souterrain?""—by Marsollier
& Daleyrac?—All these schemes are enire
mous,  Be explicit about them, and if you
like me to try any or all at leisure, I will do
so; and you may make a bargain for me if
you find any you think worth trying.

A new melodrama appears this evening,
Great expectations have been raised about
it. I willlet you know the result on Mon-
day.

A satisfactory adjustment of his differ-
ences with the theatre having been af-
fected, and the price for the two plays and
“Clari™ having been agreed upon, Payne
writes Lo Kemble in regard to a method of
payment and gives the outline of a new
melodrama which, being of no interest,
has been omitted.

From this time until early in February
Payne was working on ** Clari,"" and it was
probably some time in January that he
wrote " Home! Sweet Home! "

The following letter is introduced to
show Payne’s trend of thought at this
period which found complete expression
in the song.

Mr. Thalcher T. Payne?
New Fork
.5 A
Packet Steplania
lf.-nalf.lf. Swpetdy
Via Hagre,
Jan, 1823, Paris,
Partz, December 31, 1823,
My pEar BROTHER
I received a letter from you about three

t Ann Maria Tree {(t8ar—e362], popular singer.  After hav-
inz been tramed 1o the choros at Dirory Lane she made her
délnit a3 flasima in the * Barber of Seyill=" at Covent Gar-
el Thesteg in iﬁlﬂ- She was the urlutu..l.l Clard aodd afber-
ward Marp Capp in “ Charles IE" red joently by Payne
IEH W .shlngw.'. Trvimg. She m.:.mﬁj ]Drn.ﬁ. Bradsbaw abaout
1825,

1 Thatcher Tavior Payne {r7ofi-1863), the youngest
trother of John Howard Payme. After teaching in his
father’s academy, Madame Chegaray’s and other schools he
was admitind lu lllt‘ bar and l]ﬂ.'.uh!uil law in Mew York City
until his b, He married Anm Elizabeth Cottrell. the
widloaw of Rtnjmm Ru.-l‘)r of Mew York, in 15535, by whom
he had one doaghter, Eloise 'F.klnhr-lh |133|_|_ 1hoy), wha
married in 1860 the Rev. Lea L '-.'n sl 1RGO
rector of 5t. Matthew's Church, m‘l.fnnl M. X
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months ago, which had been detained a -
long time in London, and of which 1 only
heard by chance, I wrote for it and got it
safe after much anxiety and trouble,

My old folly about waiting for time to
write a very long letter has prevented me
from writing any. But the usual epoch
for making good resclutions is returned,
s0 I try to make peace with my conscience
as the old vear is expiring, that T may not
justly accuse myself of letting a whole
twelve month pass without some assur-
ance (being all I can give) of my remem-
bering you and all the wreck of our Home
with affection increased by absence.

My history since my last is soon told.
After I got back to France, matters went
on 30 hopelessly as to leave me in a state
next to starvation, for I must have per-
ished for want but for accidents. This
lasted from within a few months of my
last till this time last year. Then my
fortunes took a sudden turn.  Since last
January my connection with the London
Theatres has extended. I am on terms
with more than one; I have earned about
five hundred pounds by pieces uniformly
successful. I have ceased to be vain of
these trifles and they generally go forth
anonymously, or are ascribed to some of
the old London Authors. 1 shall begin
the New Year richer than I have been for
a very great while. I have about one
hundred and twenty pounds before me,
and am out of the way of being gnawed
aT, b}f creditors. This gives me a momen-

independence, through which, I trust,

shall be able to complete varmus pro-
Llul!'tmns which are now by me in the
rough. Hence I hope, improved by the
severe lessons taught by past suffering, to
add to my little stock by industry till com-
petency may give me a rank in the world,
before time shall take me out of it; and if
death comes before wealth, it will answer
the same purpose, as I shall then, of
course, be provided for,

My yearnings towards home become
stronger as the term of my exile lenpthens,
I long to see all your faces and hear all
vour voices, "Twould do me good to he
scolded by Lucy,! and see Anna® look
pretty and simple and sentimental.

:;nnlﬁ" {:-'.#g:‘ !’aTE [uE-;c—lI%EJIném&mﬂcr 0[{. abn
ITALTH | feiiie}
and had two children, bovs, who died yoosg.
2 Anna Beven Zeagers Pavee 1|ﬁq—:3.|u.:| anndher chsier
al Payne's who never married,
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I dare say you are greatly altered. 1
suppose you have whiskers and find it
very difficult to get razors to shave you
without hurting your face. I suppose,
too, you are very tall. No doubt you
would look with infinite dignity over my
head which is not even so high as it was!—
and think me your “little brother!"

T feel the want of some of you—parts of
myselfi—in this strange world, for though
I am naturalized to vagabondizm, still it
iz but vagabondism. I long for a Home
about me. When they told me in days of
vore I had a double crown to my head and
should cross seas, 1 thought it a fine thing
to get away from Home to old countries.
Mot un account of the twin coronals,

(Ine crown is more than T hope will
\’EI%JC at home in our country. Living
among Kings gives one a great respect for
countries when a man governs only be-
cause a whole Nation deems him worthy.
It is a prodigy to see a sensible man on the
throne of supreme power, which seldom
falls in the chances of succession. The
highest numbers on the dice will some-
times come up, though, for nations as well
as individuals.

I am delighted to find you have had
offers of professorships in learned estab-
lishments.! Itdoes you great honor, At
your age it is an uncommon distinction.
I am glad, also, to know you talk about
marrying. I was quite thunderstruck the
other day on being called an old Bachelor.
It turned me quite sick. 1 went home
and counted my years, T don't do that

often now. When that crooked 3 gets the
wrong side of one's age, it begins to lose
its grace.

I saw the notice of the Yellow Fever in
New York with unspeakable concern. So
I did of the Fire. I hope neither ]’Iﬂ.‘vE
touched our domestic circle. And yet I
do not know, even as I write to you now,
but T am addrtﬁﬁing one who is gone to his
airy Home, and whose spirit may be look-
ing over me as I write and pitying my un-
easiness.

But, if you are still one of the living,
pray write and tell me so. . . . Draw
their Portraits and your own. What are
their gowns made of? What coloured

1 Thﬂ.{r_h!l.’ T. Payme was offered the :_'ha:l.r of belles. k"ltru

at Carlisle in 1322, and in after
mu of brss at Colurabis Colege, but dactioed both

coat do you wear? Send me the sounds
of all your voices, if you can. These 1
have entirely forgotten. The other day
a person brought me a little book called a
picture of Mew York., It has a Map in
the beginning. 1 have been amusing my-
self in going through the streets with a
pin, and fancying I meet people and stop
and speak to them. But I hear french
and that wakes me. Yousay, of course [
know Fay? is married again, 1 did not,
till you told me, T have not heard from
him for a very, very long time. What
sort of a girl is it you have chozen? But
if the choice comes to nothing, don't tell
me. You will be glad enough not to re-
new grief by repetition if you are disap-
pointed in so serious a business,

I have taken this lodging where I am,
for three months certain, I shall prob-
ably stay much longer. Therefare if you
answer me immediately, your letter will
be sure to find me.  Pray send me a great
budget. Pay the ship postage and put it
in some letter bag for any french port.
When you write to me in England send
care of Mr. John Miller, Bookseller, 6g
Fleet Street, London, and it will be trans-
mitted. My French address is ¥ A Mon-
sieur Monsteur Howard Payne, No. 156
Galerie des Bons Enfans, au dessus du
Salon Litterraire, Palais Royal: Paris,"—
but for safety you may as well add—0Ou,
sil n' ¥ est pas, aux soins de messr A&'W
Galignani, No. 18, Rue Vivienne.

Never write by private hands. Letters
always linger in private hands. Trust the
post in preference, as it is their business
and interest to be punctual. People think
they will mind commissions when they set
out to go abroad, but so many new objects
press upon them when they get away, that
these little responsihilities begm to grow
itksome and are then neglected.

I want to say you will hear from me

often now. T have a long catalogue of
broken promises to answer for. I only
hope I shall be more attentive. My feel-

ings are attentive, however negligent my
pen.  But pray let me hear from you and
your punctuality may shame me into bet-
ter conduct for the future.
Ever, my dear Brother, Most Affection-
ately,
J. H. PAYNE.

1 Jogeph I, Fay, an old frend of the Payoe family.
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Early in February “Clari" was com-
pleted and sent to Bishop with a hint of
a melody which he probably used in
composing the music of “Home! Sweet
Home!™

. R, Bishop Fsqr
Londen,
Paris, Feb 1z, 1823.

My DEAR SIR:

I sent off Clari by the Diligence on Sun-
day Morning. You will find I have done
what I could to improve by your sugges-
tions. The hint about the Swiss melody
was 20 vague that T could only give you
something approaching the measure of the
Ranz des vaches, without any reference to
the air, which, of course, you prefer to
make original, 1 have given the Prince
three sonps. 1 de not see where more
music could have been got in any where
without overloading the piece. In the
Songs I have endeavoured to give as much
variety as possible. There was not time
enough to have polished them as highly as
I could have wished. For the base song I
have tried to contrive as many strong
words as would afford the best opportuni-
ties for the sort of air I presume you pro-
poze.  Inthe Duet between Rose & Nim-
pedo, pray direct them to make some
playful business, which the little laugh I
have inserted evidently requires; amd
in Rose's retreating from Nimpedo, he
should turn round upon her suddenly so as
to bring their faces in a position to steal
the kiss. Both Dhuets require a good deal
of business to be made to them. T would
have written very lareely about the acting
of Clari but I fear Miss M. Tree would have
deemed it impertinent. 1 wish her safely
through. Pray tell her, if she likes, she
may sit wot on an elevaled seat during the
play scene, but have her chair on a level
with the rest of the stage, & the servant
maid sitting by her. This may not be ex-
actly according to etiquette, but it may
poszibly give more effect to the starting
up of the maid in alarm for the exposure
after her mistress has started up, in the ex-
clamation “no, no, no.”  Inthe last scene,
where Clari appears to her father, consid-
erable effect may be produced by drageing
after him on her knees in his retreat from
her, and, in order to fill up the time dur-

" Part of this ketter has been published in Harsizon's Life of
Payne
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ing his & the mother's speeches by rising
& standing in an attitude of utter de-
spondency, from which she almost inzen-
sibly staggers to the side wing, which zhe
touches as the shouts are heard announe-
ing the Duke. . . .

I hope you make memoranda of the ex-
penses you have heen at in postage &c on
account of what I have sent to the Theatre
through you. If the Treasury has not
paid it, T shall think you do me great in-
justice if you deny me the opportunity of
preventing my correspondence from be-
coming & tax upon any thing but your
patience.

In preat haste

Yours truly bbliged
J.H. P

“Clari” was produced at Covent Gar-
den on May 8, 1823, with the following
cast:

Duke Vivaldi Abbott
Eolama Fawcett
Jocoso . . Pearman
Nimpedo . Meadows
Nicolo {.uicsaats
Geronio Leeley

Clari Miss M, Tree
Vespina Mizs Love
Fidalma Mrs. Vining
Ninetia Mizs Hallande
Nobleman . Baker
Pelgring Chapman

Diss Beaumont

Genest calls it “an interesting piece,”
but the London Times the next day had
little to say in its favor, condemning the
plot, the music, and the acting.

The critic writes: “On such a drama
Mr. Bishop has judiciously refrained from
expending any of his happiest composi-
tions, for with the exception of Miss
Tree's first song [ Home! Sweet Home! "]
there is not une piece which will linger on
the ear or be recalled to the memory. The
overture is loud and startling; but we can
say little else in its favor. The songs are
commeonplace, and there is no concerted
picce making any pretensions to novelty.
-« . Miss Tree, who personated Clari,
sang with taste and feeling, and acted
with delicacy and without offence; but
she is unequal in melodramatic power to
the situations she has to fill. Miss Love,
as the waiting maid, sang a little song in a
sprightly manner and was rewarded with




When Payne Wrote *“ Home! Sweet Home!”

an encore.  The other performers do not
require particular mention, except Faw-
cett, who threw much sturdy pathos into
the inane lanpuage of the last scene and
came forward to give out the piece with
tears in his eyes. It was occasionally ap-
plauded in its progress, and announced for
repetition amidst loud clapping of hands;
but we do not think it will add to the rep-
utation of the composer, or bring much
money to the treasury.”

Little did the critic think that the song
he so casually passed over was destined to
make the names of Payne and Bishop im-
mortal,

Kenney, who was at the opening, was
more encouraging and succeeded in dis-
posing of the copyright.

James Kenney to John Howard Payne

Dear Pavyne,

You will probably know before opening
this that Clari has had perfect success.
There was no opposition, and it stands
fair for a run.  As early as the first act I
gaw handkerchiefs employed upon the
bright eyes in the Dress boxes, and Tom
Mill who supped with us at Lambs says
Mrs. Chas. Kemble! wept torrents,  Mrs,
Lamb® was with me in a party with Fanny
Kelly,* Dick Peake,® &c. It would have
been better in two acts, the drawback
being length and monotony—but its im-
portance iz perhaps increased as it is, and
may enable us to get a better price for the
copyright. Charles says he has paid for
the alterations, and it is wholly at your
dis I desired Mill the copyist to in-
guire for a Purchaser and promised him a
guinea if he succeeded, and I am now
going to Simpkin and Marshals. Miller®
was near me and seemed disposed to buy,
but wished to hear what was offered by
others.

Mis. Smith I find is with Liston fand I

1 Maria Theresa de Came {r774-1838). Her fnther’s real
name i5 sad to have heen e Fleury. She first appeared as
cupld im the ballet of * Noverre* at the Opera House,  She
mareied Charles Femble, July 2, 1806, and made her début at
Covent Gardes Theatre, October 1, zBoé.

T Caroline Rosalie Adelaide St. Jules, the wife of George
Lamb, the politician, writer, amateur actor, and member of
Parliament,

! Frances Maria Kelly [17go-1882), o remarkable actress
At Drary Lane Theatre, t8co—1815.

¢ Richard Brinsbey Peake { Sg7) ad tist and 1
forty years treasurer c-? ni#m "Hu::trrm s i
¢ Jobm Miller, the publisler, at 30 Fleet Street

" Jobn Liston (1ys6-rBahl, actor. At €ovent Gardem,
l&ug—lﬂu. and therl?laylan:rket. 1hza-1l3a.
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must get it from him, 1 cannot see Ruth-
erford and know nothing of the 2 sergents,
—— has been at Covent Garden as vour
agent about Clari: he would sell it I sup-
pose and get drunk with the money. If
Elliston has the melodrama, I will get it
from him.

Tell Mrz. Kenney T am getting better
but have no letters —

Yrs very sincercly
J. KxnnEy.

1o Store St. Bedford Sg.—
ol May 1823,

I have been to Longman's, Simpkin's,
and Whittakers. The two former declined
—the latter would make no offer, but would
hear mine. 1 asked 7o which they refuse.
I then offered it to Miller for 5o and
twenty five more in case of a run 2o nights.
He has taken it. We all think you are
well off (fimes considered)

I will remit next post.

The packet by Baldwin is arrived.

“Clari," however, was not a great suc-
ces2. It was apparently given the follow-
ing night and one night three weeks later
at the end of the season, and had one per-
formance at the beginning of the next sea-
sorn. At all these performances Miss Tree
tock the part of Clari.

There were two performances in 1823
with Miss Foote and Miss Paton in the
title rile.

Three performances in 1826 and one in
1829 are also noticed by Genest whose
record ends with that year,

*Clari” was produced also at Sadler's
Wells Theatre in 1826, the City of London
Theatre, 1838, and Marylebone Theatre,
1854,

In this country it was first produced in
New York in November, 1823, with Miss
Johnson as Clard, and was later given with
Mrs. Duff in the title réle.

The sonpg, “Home! Sweet Home!™
however, quickly attained great popular-
ity, and it is reported that three hun-
dred thousand copies of it were sold the
first year, bringing great profits to the
publishers but none to the author, who
nevertheless cheerfully expresses his sat-
isfaction with the success of “Clani™ in
the following letter with which the series
closes:



To Miss Anna B. £. Payne

Pants, May, 28k, 1823
My DEAR SISTER,

Your letter came last month, Tt was
just a month coming. This is the first
direct answer [ have got from America
since I left. Tt seems so social. T could
gcarcely believe my pleasure. It was like
stretching out our arms and shaking hands
over the Atlantick.

I am going on pretty much as I was, am
still in the same lodging where you may
continue to address to me with certainty,
and have within the last fortnight been
favoured with another theatrical success
in an opera entitled Clari, the Maid of
Milan, of which I have desired Miller,
who has bought the copyright, to send six
copies to Thatcher, one for each of my
own family and the others for wherever
you may think they will be most valued.
I would have ordered the music to be sent
also, but the expense would have been
very great and it will probably appear im-

Dumb Witness

mediately for less money in America, [
have another little one act piece coming
out this summer at the Haymarket. Sol
am sure of bread and cheese for the rest of
the year.

I have several works on the stocks, and
to complete them undisturbed, have taken
a country house at Versailles, for which
and its large garden, 1 pay fifty dollars till
January next. You have no house rent
in York so cheap. I shall have rogm to
lodge you all, if you like to come, I am
looking out for a cat, rabhits, a large dog,
pigeons, and a cock and hcns‘fﬂw Jaire
mon menage. 1 am threatened by some
friends, who live at Versailles to be ser-
enaded with:

Once there was a batchelor who lived all by
himself

And all the bread and cheese he got he put upon
a sheli

For purposes of business I retain my
place here, which is so very cheap, that T
can do it without violating your injunc-
tions of economy,

DUMB WITNESS

By William Hervey Woods

As they set out to Calvary,
A snow-white thorn-bush clinging
Ower the road, saw there
Her own thorns crown the hair
O'er one wan face; and flinging
Her new bloom down, ceased from her scented breath,
And stood a withered parable of death,
When they went out to Calvary.

As they passed by to Calvary,
A lamb that had been bleating,
Left in the dealer's stall
Hard by the temple wall—
From that wild mob retreating,
In a dark corner dumb and trembling lay,
Long ere the earthquake, all that long, long day,
When they went on to Calvary.

And when they came to Calvary,
A floating eagle dreaming
High over hill and town,
One startled glance shot down
At the nail-strokes; and screaming
Fled away south; and folk far down the red
Arabian twilight heard him shriek o'erhead—
When they were come to Calvary.




N RIVE of
TENCH TILCHMAN
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CLINTON SCOLLARD
with drawings by

JOHN Worcorr ADAM S

HEY'VE marched them out of old Yorktown, the vancuished red-coat
host,—
The grenadiers and fusiliers, Great Britain's pride and boast;

They've left my Lord Cornwallis sitting gnawing at his nails,
With pale chagrin from brow to chin that grim defeat prevails.
Their banners cased, in sullen haste their pathway they pursue
Between the lilied lines of France, the boys in Buff and Blue;
At last their arms away are cast, with muttering and frown,
The while the drums roll out the tune—T1he World Twrned Upside Down!
Vor, LYII—82 33
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It's up, Tench Tilghman, yvou must ride,
'l'L'u, you must ricle Hll‘.‘l,igl‘ll\'l.‘:,l}"_l

And bear to all the countryside
The glory of this day,

Crying amain the glad refrain,
This word by field and town,—

“Cornwallis’ ta'en! Cornwalliz’ ta'en !

The Warld Turned Upside Down!"



Roused Williamsburgh to hear the hoofs
That loud a tattoo played,

While back from doorways, windows, roofs,
Rang cheers from man and maid.

His voice, a twilight clarion, spoke
By slow Pamunkey's ford;

In Fredericksburg to all the folk
"Twas like a singing sword.

It thrilled while Alexandria slept
By brown FPotomac's shore,

And, like a forest fire, it swept
The ztreets of Baltimore,

With it Elk Tavern's rafters shook
As though the thunder rolled;

It stirred the brigs off Mareus Hook
From lookout to the hold.

137
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When midnight held the autumn sky,
Again and vet apgain

It echoed through the way called High
Within the burg of Penn,

The city watch adjured in vain,—
“Cease, cease! you tipsy clown!”

Flung Tilghman out—" Cornwallis' ta'en!
The World Twrned U pside Down !

758



Where wrapt in virtuous repose
The head of Congress lay,

A clamor welled as though there rose
The Trump of Judgment Day.

“What madness’ this?"” fierce called Mckean,

In white nightcap and gown;

The answer came,—"' Cornwallis’ ta'en !
The World Turned L pside Doun!™

Then forth into the highways poured
A wild, exultant rout,

And till the dawn there swelled and soared
Tench Tilghman’s victory shout;

Then bells took up the jovous strain,
And cannen moared to drown

The triumph cry—" Cornwallis’ ta'en !

Tite World Twrned U pside Down!"

750



In dreams, Tench Tilghman, still you ride,
As in the ':['.l_'\'!-'i of old,

And with your horse's swinging stride
Your patriot tale is told;

It rings by river, hill, and plain,
Your memory to crown;

“Cornwallis' ta'en! Cornwallis’ ta'en!

The World Twrned Upside Downl!"

6o



TIHILE

FIRST-BORN

By Katharine Holland Brown

ILLUSTRATIONS

ERARY Lou's wedding-day
bl began early. By hall past
}‘f six the ]Jig ::.hl-fu.qhium;ri
f house was all in an eager
o flurry; excited, gay haste
beat through it, a rushing
John Landon, wakened by a crash

tide.
frome the kitchen, lay for a minute, taking

his hearings. June sunshine flooded his
wide, clean, shabby room, sketched morn-
ing-glory shadows on the white curtains,
glowed on the lovely picture of Barbara,
the twin babies clinging to her knee, as
she smiled down on him from her deep
carved frame. Barbara, his wife, dead
ten years ago; vet to-day as radiant and
alive to Landon's heart as the sunshine
that lit her beauty with immortal fire.

He went to the window and looked
down into the straggling old garden.
Charlotte and Sally, his two wounger
daughters, were picking the sweet peas.
Sally’'s clear ten-year-old pipe floated up
to him. There was always a lilt of Bar-
bara's own bell-voice in Sally's tones, al-
though the child had not one feature of
her mother's.

“Mary Lou says they'll keep fresh if we
put 'em in the cellar. But when [ oget
married, I sha'n't have anything as com-
mon as sweet peas at my wedding. T'1
have American Beauties. Or else orchids.
You'll see!™

Charlotte tossed her black head.

“Yes, vou'll have orchids, I reckon.
Bushels of 'em!"” Again she gave her
head that teasing fling. That gesture had
been Barbara's own. Yet it was the only
sparkle of Barbara that he had ever found
in Charlotte, Landon's eves clouded.
His big frame sagged a little. Every one
of his brood of five had some golden gleam
of Barbara. Not one was Barbara, her
golden self. Even Mary Lou had hardly
a trace of her. Although by divine right
of the first-horn, she should be her moth-
ET'S VEIY £ssence.

A pink figure dashed across the porch

by Fo Co Youx

and ran down the garden—Mary Lou,
At least, she was lovely in her own way,
the father thought. He looked down
proudly at her slim, straight little figure,
her delicate, small face with its wide gray
eyes and broad winged brows of a young
madonna, her wreathed ashen-fair braids.
What a little slim thing she was, for all
her twenty-two years! Landon's strong
lips tightened. Why, Mary Lou was only
a little girl,  Yet to-day she would go out
of his house forever, Mary Lou, his com-
rade, his heart's beloved !

His heart contracted with a grim
wrench.  Yet, curiously, he knew that
thiz day’s real pang would not lie in giv-
ing up Mary Lou.

Ten years it was, since Barbara went
away. All those years, Mary Lou had
stood by him, shoulder to shoulder, She
had spent her yvoung strength in mother-
ing the vounger children,  She had toiled
with all her might to keep up the home
for him. She had healed many wounds.
But his one deepest wound she had never
even tried to heal.

In all those vears, she had never spoken
to him of Barbara. She had never once
reminded him of her mother. She had
never given his lonely heart the message
it so longed for: the certainty that Bar-
hara was still alive to her child, that she
would live in her child’s love forever.

True, those first dreadful vears, he
could not endure to hear his wife's name.
He had put away her pictures; he had
forbidden her own family to speak of her.
But afterward, he had longed with all his
soul to bring her dear gay presence back
to his home. Month by month the piti-
ful human yearning grew stronger, deeper,
to hold fast the beloved humanity. He
treasured every glint of her—not only her
loftier qualities, but the sweet, wilful girl
herself; her delicious fun, her mischief, her
whimsy prejudices; her amazing streaks
of docility, her equally amazing streaks
of tvranny, her whole brave, merry na-

i
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The First-Born

ture—a nature =0 buoyant that it rede
the roughest seas, held high above strain
and rack by its own glad, resolute will.
Always he had waited, sure that the
time would come when Barbara herself
would speak to him through Mary Lou's
lips, when Barbara, in all her loveliness,
would come back to him in their first child's
dear flesh. And he had waited in vain.
These months since Mary Lou's he-
trothal, he¢ had felt certain that his
daughter’s cwn happiness would teach her
to speak out. Surely, before she went
from his house, she would give him one
word from Barbara—one sign that, in her
memory, too, that precious image reigned,
beloved and unforgotten. But not one
word had she spoken. Not one glance of
understanding had her soft, dreaming eyes
vouchzafed him. And now his hunger
wias almost more than he could bear.
“After to-day, she'll have her own
home and her own life. But surely to-
day, on her own wedding-day, she’ll he
thinking of her mother. And she'll think
what this day must mean to me. She’ll
say something, if it’s only a word, to let
me know that she loves Barbara yet, that
she'll love her always. If she doesn't, I—
Ican't stand it.” For it could not be that
Mary Lou had forgotten. Surely she
would give him one word to feed his
starved heart, to make him sure that that
vivid, loval, splendid creature was not
driven dust !
Down-stairs a door slammed., A fresh
young veice rang out.

“Daddy! 'Most ready? Waffles!
Splendiferous !
“All right, Mary Louw.” Landon

steadied his voice. He dressed quickly
and hurried down. As he reached the
dining-room, Aunt Dilsey's voice pealed
from the kitchen, a stormy orotund.

“You, Richie, drap dem raisins | Steve,
take you's paws outen my cake-hatter!
Ain’t you twins got no manners ‘tall?
An' this vou' own sister’s weddin'-day "

There was a clatter of tinware, two de-
risive whoops. Past him like two colts
shot the twing, and landed in their chairs
at table with a simultaneous unerring
leap. Charlotte and Sally were already
demurely seated. Mary Lou sprang up
from behind the coffee-urn. He stood pas-
sive under her vigorous onslaught.

fLin

“Dacldy, vou lamb! To stay home
from the office all day and help!™ Mary
Lou's voice shook with tense little |]|_'|:i—
vers.  Under her ash-gold braids her emall
face shone very white, with a strange
luminous whiteness. She stood on tip-
toe to clutch both hands on her father's
broad shoulders, she showered him with
pecky little kisses, but her wide ETAV eVes
would not meet his own., Even when he
tilted her face to kiss it, her glance eluded
his in swift fight. *“Is that bacon right
sizzlin’ hot, Dhlsey ! And his toast teo?
Richie, pull your shoulders up, honey,
vou're slumped like a meal sack. Stephen!
You forgot to wash! Yes, sirree, T know
it. Trol right up-stairs and scrub, that's
a love. Go behind your ears, mind.
Hard, Nonsense, you've got stacks of
time. No, I will not let Rich swipe your
waftles. Well, if he does, Dilsey shall
bake you some more. Yes, Sally, yvou
can have jam if vou'd rather, but don’t
shovel so. The telephone? 1Ml come in a
jiffy. The expressman? My gracious,
daddy, more presents! Regular awa-
lanche! Look, quick!"”

Excited crimzon flamed into her white
cheeks. She heaped her packages on the
sofa, and opened them with cries of de-
light. Landon watched her, tenderly
amused. Then his glance swung to the
other four,

The twins were stoking waffles, their
round faces shining with beatitude. Lan-
don's eyes kindled. They were a husky
team, all right, for twelve-year-olds. A
bit out of hand, though. Mary Lou was
too soft with them. They needed a curb
rein, Next them, Charlotte minced at her
toast with finicking grace, Charlotte was
sixteen, an olive-and-pomegranate girl,
with a dusk glowing cheek like velvet, and
lips almost too full and sulky rose-red, and
black lashes curling over great, soft,
smouldering black eves. Ewven the twins
had been known to admit that Charlotte
was easy to look at. Yet Landon felt an
anxious twinge. Charlotte was not easy
to manage. Mary Lou had handled her
fairly well, although she'd heen almost
too strict. MNone the less, he wondered
whether he himself would handle her as
well. Charlotte flew the track rather oft-
en. Shewas a problem, no doubt about
that. But Sally, his youngest, never flew
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the track, thanks be, He looked down at
Sally, square, tow-headed, apple-cheeked,
mowing down wallles with the precizion
of a small rapid-hire gun. No, Sally
didn't present any problem, bless her,
save that of keeping her comfortably
filledd up.  Anyhow, he was a fool toworry
over the kids. They were superb chil-
dren. He knew he wasn't overstating it.
Superh was the word. That was the Bar
bara in them, her voung vitality, her fire.
Butl again he looked at Mary Lou, bent
rapt above her gifts, and that dull be-
secching question deepened in his eves.

Breakfast over, everyhody scuarried to
work. Mary Lou was to be married at
eight o'clock that evening. They them-
selves must make all the preparations,
for fat Aunt Thlsey was their only ser-
vant, and she was already too jubilantly
wrought up to be of much wse. Tt would
be a large wedding; everyhody in Salerna,
their placid Southern town, had known
Mary Lou and loved her zince the day
she was born, and evervbody was invited.
There would be oul-of-town guests, too.
Jim Tunstall, Mary Lou's betrothed,
would bring his imposing array of kins-
folk on the Memphis packet, arriving, in
case the steamboat was within four hours
of her schedule, by three that afternoon.
Landon owned a sneaking hope that a
kind sand-bar might hold those serried
ranks from descending on him before six.
He was ashamed of the rancor which he
felt toward the whole race of Tunstalls.
They were an estimable family; fine old
Albemarle County stock; running a trifle
to side-whiskers and sanctimeny, but
staid, conservative, solidly prosperouws.
Young Jim himsell, at twenty-four, was
already as staid and conservative and
solidly prosperous as his side-whiskered
forebears,  That thought rasped Landon
to the quick. For Landon, for all his
steady industry, had never forged aheard.
He had worked and saved for yvears, to
clear away the mountain of debt which his
charming ne'er-do-weel father had left
behind. Since then, it had taken all he
could earn to provide for the children and
keep up his heavy insurance. He winced
as he remembered by what desperate
twists he had managed toscrew out Mary
Lou's few music lessons.  And he had not
even bought her wedding-dress. Great-

aunt Georgianna, her godmother, had in-
sisted that the entire trousseau should be
her zift. Well, zhe could have music les-
sons galore, now, and a grand piano, in-
stead of Barbara's jingling old box. And
she could have all the pretty fripperies
that her heart desired. Andasound,clean,
devoted young hushand. . . . Landon
checked a surging desire to clinch his fists.
He ought to thank heaven, fasting, that
his child would know a good man's love.
“Though I'd give my month's salary to
punch Jim Tunstall's bull head, Great,
.L'.l'.ndj.;}', arrugﬂnl young oaf 1"

“More presents !’ Charlotte skimmed
in like an excited bronze butterfly, her
arms heaped. Mary Lou dashed from the
parlor, the twins deserted their porch-
cleaning, Sally dropped the cake-pan to
run-and see. ““0Oh, table-linen ! And twao
centrepicces, all real Cluny! When [
pet married, I'm going to have real lace
on evervihing. So there!™

“HReal lace nothin’!™ gibed Richie.
“When { get married, I'll bet T have some
real eats.  No chicken-salad dabs. and no
sojuinchin’ pink ice-cream, neither. Peach
cobbler, an’ turkey, an’ strawherry short-
cake, Just you wait!"

“You shall have real lace on every-
thing, down to vour dish-towels ™ Mary
Lou snatched Charlotte and hugged her
tight. “And I'll roast yvour wedding tur-
kr:\ s, Rich, and hake the cobbler myseli—
Richard Parke Landon! You've taken
the clamp offi your front tecth again!
When vou'd promised me solemnly——"

“Well, dassent I leave that gag off the
day wyou're married, even?” Richie's
voice rose in 4 howl of injury.

*0h, if you put it that way, poor dear!
Though I really— There'sthe dmr-l_u:ll,
Stephen.  Run. More presents? My
sakes, Jim will have to hire a dray, Oh!™
".Iarj.- Lou's eyes flared wide. “Oh, it'sa
wooden box, a big one! I do helieve it's
Jim's folkses gift, at last. Rich, ask Dil-
seyv for the hammer. Fly!"

Aunt Trilsey steamed in, the hammer in
one hand, a denuded chicken in the other.
The beaming expressman ripped off the
crate. There appeared a glittering ma-
hogany chest, adorned with massive brass
initials intertwined. Diazed Mary Lou fit-
ted in the key. A gasp of wonder arose,

Side by zide in their white-plush grooves
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glistened row on row of silver: heavy, or-
nate, engraved each with Jim's large
floricdd T as well as Mary Lou's £,
““’hmpr}f!" breathed the 1wins in
reverent unison.
“Awiully swell.” Charlotte’s red lips
puckered. “But 1 like their nerve,

Tho
Only—you wait, daddy dear,  There's
something I wanted 1o tell you. J—

§ g
Mary Lou’s crisp voice halted, stam-
mered, failed. Her hands gripped hard

on his arm. Her wide gray eyes, so deep
and =oft under the l.l.'ihgl;d ||r|:r'.'c;-iI lifted to

Barbara, forever lovely amd farever young. —Page 531,

Sticking their own smarty initial along-
side of yours!™

“1 dont mind. It's magnificent.”
Mary Lou lifted tray after laden tray.
“But the design is almost too gorgeous.
I like the teaspoons daddy gave me lots
better. If unl_v T.hn:}"d arcered this set to
match his—"

“Nonsense, Mary Low.” But a warm
glow crept round Landon's chilled heart.

“Well, we've no time to sit here and
gloat.” Mary Lou sprang up, snapped
down the lid. “Run alung‘ and finish
vour porches, bovs, Charlotte, will you
dust the parlors? Sally, peep in the oven,
there’s a duck, and see if the cheese-cakes
are browning, Run along, all of you.

his in swift pleading, then faltered,
dropped away. “‘I—well—it isn’t any-
thing particular. Newer mind, now. But
—would you mind answering the telephone
for me, awhile? And the door-bell?"

“OF course T won't mind.” Landon's
voice was a litile flat. Leaden disap-
pointment weighed in his breast. Mary
Lou was half-way up the stairs now. She
had not met his eyes again.

Landen tramped patiently from front
door to telephone, from telephone to side
door, from side door to telephone again.
With all the small town’s friendly intru-
siveness, Salerno was making the most of
Mary Lou's great day.

“Hello, Mr. Landon!" Tt was their
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groceryman, over the wire. “Ain’{ it one
grand morning for Miss Mary Lou's
wedding, though! Say, pive her many
happy returns for me, and tell her that
ber order is on the way, and I'm sendin’
her the lettuce an' cucumbers for her
salad out of my own garden, with Mrs,
Peters’s an' my compliments. - Say, she's
one fing girl, ain't she? You'll miss her,
all right. Good-hy."

“(Oh, Mr. Landon!"” Tt was the new
Methodist minister's pretty, dragged-out
young wife, with one baby in the go-cart
and two more clinging to her limp skirts.
“1 stopped in to bring Miss Mary Lou
some of imny almond torten, An old Swiss
lady in Butte, where we preached last
year, taught me to make them, and 1
thought they'd be something new,  Every
girl likes something new for her wedding
supper.”” Her wan face grew pink at
Landon’s courtly thanks. “Why, it’s
kind of you to appreciate them so. I
wanted to bring her roses. You always
want 1o bring roses to a bride like Mary
Lou. Bul we haven't had time to plant
anything yvei. My love to her, pleaze.
But to let her go—it'll be so hard for
Yo " Her g¢n1,||_' hand went out to him
with & quick compassion. Then she drew
her small tribe shyly away, for Great-
aunt Georgianna Landon's battered old
victoria was trundling up the drive.

“Good morning, John.,”  Aunt Georgi-
anna leaned in puffy majesty at the
frayed old door. She put out a fat wavery
hand in a purple silk mitt. Her old puffy,
sagping face, framed in the primeval pur-
ple silk bonnet, with its nodding hearse-
plumes, would have been sardonic if it
had not been so very tired, 2o very ald.
“ Well, this will he a right had day for you,
John, You den't realize how you have
depended on Mary Lou.  That child has
heen a mather to the yvounger children.
How you'll manage without her '"

“¥es, I'll miss Mary Lou. But Cousin
Lillie Burford comes this noon.  She will
stay and take Mary Lou’s place.”

“Take Mary Lou's place!” Aunt
Georgianna snorted.  © Cousin Lillie is a
glack-twisted Burford, every inch! She
manage ! You'll be lucky if you get hot
Lread once a week,  As for the children, 1
warn you, she and that pepperpot Char-
lotte will quarrel from the first hour.
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What's more, Dilsey plain despises her,
Says she won't stay the week out if Miss
Lillie dares try to boss her—"

“Well, we'll do the best we can, aunt.
Cousin Lillie asks a very moderate zalary.
But it's all that T 4

“0h, vou know your own affairs,  Pull
out that big box, John, That is Mary
Lou’s wedding dress. Veil and all. That
Memphis dressmaker has kept me on
tenterhooks all week, and Mary Lou has
been frantic. Though she never said one
worel, She's a true-blue Landon,  Well,
good-by, Jehn, till to-night.” Under her
nodding purples, her glum, pouchy old
face suddenly flushed and thrilled. A
strange and gentle light awoke in her dull
old eyes.  “It's a hard day for you, John,
G-y, "

“My dress!” Mary Lou flung herself
down the stairs headlong. Again the
household gathered to gaze devoutly at
the great white-and-gilt box with its fold-
ed tressure of silver and pearl.

“0Oh, Aunt Georgianna was very gener-
ous. Andit'll be the grandest wedding
dress that Salerno ever laid eves on.’’ At
last Mary Lou laid back that armful of
white magic., “But I wish I hadn’t let
her buy it. I'd rather be married in
cheese-cloth, and have you give it to me,
daddy!" Her round throat quivered.
She threw herself on Landon, and hugged
him fiercelv. Her arms seemed to lock
him to her, flesh to flesh, bone 1o hone,
but she kept her face turned stubbornly
away; not for one instant would her wet
flashing eyes meet his own.  *“Now, boys,
you shine up the parlor windows. Dilzey,
look at your egg-beater ! You're dripping
icing all over the place. Charlotte, you
tidy the dining-room. Sally, come help
me up-stairs.”” Again she darted away,
with the speed of light.

The front door-bell now, Old Captain
Ashlev, spruce in white duck, carrying a
great sheaf of roses, white and pink.
“The bride’s own colors, sir. Tut, tut,
what if I stripped my garden? The garden
is honored, sir, to come to the wedding.
A happy day to her! Although to you,
sir"—the curt, martial old voice slack-
ened—"ah, well, it is the way of the
world, sir, the way of the world,

*To see our bright ones disappear,
Almost as moming dew.’
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You recall your Ingelow? But we old
fellaws have had our own diamond morn-
ings. Good day to you, sir, good day.”

The side door now. Miss Sarah Ar-
nold, Mary Lou's Sunday-school teacher,
her broad face beaming under her kitten-
ish mull hat.

“T just dropped in to bring vou-all a
deep-dish cherry pie for dinner. You'll
be too busy to cook a real meal. And tell
Mary Lou her class will come this after-
noon and help decorate. My, how this
town will miss her!"” Her large bosom
heaved, her homely, innocent face worked.
“But I reckon you'll miss her more'n her
class, even. Yes, to be sure, I'm coming
early to-night. Yes, T want to see her
presents, every one.  Good-by."

At noon the depot 'bus brought Cousin
Lillie Burford, three trunks, two suit-
cases, one hold-all, a shoe-box tied with
red baby ribbon, a large cage containing
g small limp canary, and an outraged
torty-shell cat in a basket, Landon went
dutifully down the walk to greet her.
Cousin Lillie, her candid blond front con-
siderably awry, kissed everybody lan-
guidly and demanded tea and toast and a
darkened room at once, as three hours on
the train had brought on one of her nerv-
ous headaches. Landon clumped up and
down stairs, serving her with what skill
he could. Dilsey, growling ominously,
slapped the dishes on her tray, then hus-
tled their own dinner on the table—weird
odds and ends of the festival baked meats,
topped off royally by Miss Sarah's pie.
Somehow Landon wasnot hungry. Across
from him sat Mary Lou, erect as a little
gqueen, her cheeks fiery scarlet now, her
eves dark stars. She talked and laughed
at top speed. She did not swallow a
morsel. She did not stop chattering one
moment. It was almost as if she dared
not stop. Owver and over, her starry eyes
darted to Landon's face, clung there a
moment, leaped away.

By two o'clock the tension had risen to
concert pitch. Mary Lou’s Sunday-school
class, loaded with vines and wild flowers,
had swarmed in and taken the house by
storm. Down the garden, Richie and
Steve were letting off steam with a wres-
tling match; on the side porch Charlotte,
ostensibly arranging flower-bowls, was
teaching the fox-trot to an admiring group
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of high-school boys, Out in the kitchen
Aunt Dilsey rattled the windows with her
full-throated ecstasy:

Y Eeep a'inchin® along,
Keep a'inchin’ along,
An' we'll all git to hebben by um by 1™

Landon tried to laugh at the turmoil,
Instead, he owned a sick longing to creep
away and hide. Presently he slipped up
to hiz own room,

Mary Lou stood at his big, old-fash-
ioned bureau. At his step she whirled
and faced him. She started, with a quick
impulse of flight. Then she came straight
to him.

“I've just finished prinkin’ up wvour
room, daddy. I—I'm glad vou came up.
It's so rackety down-stairs, I can’t think
straight. And there's something T want
to tell you—I must tell you—" she
stopped, quivered.

“Yes, daughter.” Landon put a steady-
ing arm round her shoulders. His heart
pounded with eager hope.

“Tao tell you something I—I've been
wanting to say, so long. Only—only—"

“Yes, dear?”” He bent to her. 5She
flinched away, then looked up bravely.
“To tell you I

*Mary Lou—och, Mary Lou!" Sally's
clarion pierced high, “Here comes Jim
Tunstall, and the major, and Mrs. Tun-
stall, and all! Hurry! Run!"”

“Oh, Jimmy and his kin—already!"”
Mary Lou's dust-cap went one way, her
apron another. She rushed away. Lan-
don followed, smiling and alert. But it
was 1o him as if he bled inwardly.

Ponderous, impressive, inexorably on
time, three touring-cars packed with
Tunstalls came up the drive. Inall, there
were only eighteen of Jim's kin; but they
seemed an army. Landon did the honors
with admirable warmth. Lord, what an
appalling horde there was of them! With
what bland condescension they looked on
Mary Lou's poor little preparations, her
linens, and her gifts! His gorge rose at
the whole majestic crew. But smiling,
cordial, he played his part.

Even the heaven-born Tunstalls could
zense the calamity of their too prompt ar-
rival. With rare tact they set off on a
round of calls, adding that they would
dine and dress at the hotel. Ewven Jim
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himself must po with them, so Major
Tunstall proclaimed.

“0Oh, very well. Funny I can't stick
around when it's my own wedding.” Jim
stood in the library door. He wasa great,
brawny fellow, a good inch over Landon’s
own six feet. Against Mary Lou's Dres-
den slenderness he loomed gigantic. His
shoulders filled the narrow door; his
thatched black head all but brushed the
lintel. His dark, heavily featured face
was almost saturnine in its complacency,
its look of inbred ownership and command.
Again Landon’s fists tightened. Great,
sullen, iron-jawed young brute! Why
Mary Lou should have chosen him——

“Well, Mary Lou's pretty busy. But
let your crowd wait a minute, Jim."” He
glanced toward the group arcund the
motor-cars. For this moment they two
were alone.  He could speak out. “Ihave
sométhing to say to you, Jim. I don't
know just how to put it. But I want you
to know that I'm banking on yvou as 1
have never banked on any man. Now, if
you fail me—if you don’t make Mary Lou
haPP AT |

He halted. The room was very still.

Jim looked back at him. His hard,
clean young face did not flinch. His level
eyes stared past Landon, out at the blue-
and-gold June. At length he turned to
Landon and spoke slowly, picking his
words.

“T understand. Very well. Now, you
mind thiz. If I don't do the right thing
by Mary Lou, if I don't make her happy
—then it will be up to you to flail the hide
off me, You hear that, sir?"

His face was imperturbable, a mask of
yvouth, His cool voice was insolent in its
unconcern. But that minute Mary Lou
dashed past the door, in search of a miss-
ing Tunstall veil; and Landon caught the
look in Jim's eves as she sped by,

Landon turned away sharply, He had
a gueer, humbled feeling, as if he had
looked in on some young shrine,

The rest of the day spun by, a blinding
whirl. The hands on the hig old clock
fairly leaped from hour to hour. Belated
gifts streamed in.  Belated well-wishers
called Mary Lou to the telephone for long
affectionate vizits; helated armiuls of fow-
ers, lust-minute borrowings of plates and
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silver, dribbled into the kitchen. By five
o'clock the house hummed like a hive of
frantic bees, By =ix it was a maelstrom.
At seven, miraculously, the tumult
stopped, stilled: a wave of silence, awed,
expectant, flooded the wide, dim, fragrant
rooms, Every space was swept and gar-
nished now; not a fern-leaf nodded awry.
Mary Lou had dizappeared. Charlotte
and Sally tiptoed and whispered about
the dining-room; the twins, scoured and
polished to a piano finish, sat dumb and
moveless on the porch, Even Aunt Dil-
sey’s chant was hushed.

Landon took a careful survey of the
parlors. Then he went up to his own room
and shut the door.

“T°ll dress right off. Then I'll be on
hand if the Tunstalls swoop down ahead
of time,” he told himself. He was slow
about it, though, He was so wretchedly
tired that he could not hurry. His limbs
were stiff, hiz hands bungled, the blood
crept lifeless through his veinz, Dully he
looked at himself in the glass. He was
not yet fifty, in the prime of his toiling,
honorable life. But to-night he looked
gaunt and burnt-out and old. And his
whole heart was sick within him. The
long, hoping, dreading day lay like ashes
on his mouth.

“She might have given me one word.
She might have known. But she didn't
once think of Barbara. I can't blame her,
poor child. She was so little. Of course
she has forgotten her. But if she'd just
said Barbara's name ! If she'd only——"

There came a tap at his door. A low,
uncertain tap.

Bruszhes in hand, Landon turned. But
the door flew open. On the threshold
stood Mary Lou,

Landon did not speak. Only he stared
and stared, as if he could not look his fill.
Mary Lou— Could this white vision be
his little, little girl? Her hridal gown
flowed round her, apindrift of frost. Her
great veil wrapped her in gossamer. Un-
der the rosebud coronet, her little white
face was whiter than the snow-mists that
enfolded her, Not a trace of Barbara.
Yet how her loveliness brought back Bar-
bara’s loveliness on their own marriage
night |

His voice sounded in his ears, loud and
harsh and strange.
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“Well, honey!
ahead of time."”

Mary Lou did not seem to hear. She
stumbled toward him. She put out two
groping hands. Suddenly her white little
face blazed with wild, heart-rending ter-
Tor.

Landon gasped out. He sprang to her
and caught her up and showered kisses on
the little drawn, agonized face, the little
icy, clinging hands.

“Mary Lou, my baby, my darling!™
He had her in his arms in the big chair
now, her hands gripped round his neck,
her shuddering little bady clasped tight,
“Don’t, my girl] Father can’t stand it.
I know just what has frightened you,
dear. You—yvou—Dbut Jim Tunstall loves
vou with his whole heart, my child. He'll
be tender with you. He'll do his level
best to make you happy. If he doesn’t,
I—"" his breath came short, then—"1'll
make him pay! But he will be good to
you., You needn't be afraid——"

“Oh, it's not that, daddy.” She
clutched him with shaking hands. She
was sobbing through her kisses, now.
“I'm not afraid, one hit. I couldn’t be
afraid, with Jim. But, oh, daddy, it's
vou, dear, it's vou! I can’t gooff and get
married and leave vou like this. You'll
never get along. Never in this world.
Cousin Lillie means well, but she's whin-
ing this minute hecause she wants Dilsey
to come up and curl her false front, and
Dilsey vows she wouldn't curl the Presi-
dent's false front for him. And nobady
but me can make Richie hold his shoulders
straight. And T must scold him every
minute, to keep that clamp on his teeth.
Az for Stephen, I stand over him like a
slave-driver. I send him bhack up-stairs
to wash, every dav of his life. His guar-
dian angel couldn’t teach him to keep his
ears clean. And Charlotte makes eyes at
everybody. From the new minister down.
And Sally will cram herself with sweet
stuff from morning till night, the little pig.
Daddy, I can't leave vou. I won't!"”

“Now, you hear me, Mary Lou.” Lan-
don held her close. His even voice was
stern now. “All these years, you have
given yourzelf to daddy and the children.
¥You've been the best little partner—"" he
halted. “But now you must take up your
own partnership. Jim is the only man in

You're ready away
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all the world for you. You have told me
that. You believe that. Certain sure?”

Mary Lou's trembling clutch relaxed.
Her wet cheek burrowed into his shoulder,

“So that's settled. Now, daughter, do
your part. Go to your new home, and
never once look back. Go and make
Jimmy as happy—as happy as vour
mother once made me. For that is all
your life, my child. That's all there is to
life. Now and always."

His voice broke. But Mary Lou drew
along, quieting breath. After a while she
spoke, very low,

“1 reckon you're right, daddy. Jimmy
certainly is the one man for me. And to
lowe him is all there is to life. That's ex-
actly what mamma said to me. About
vou."

“What mamma said?
When—what—"

Landon’s arms fell away. The words
clacked dry on his mouth. The room
swam and darkened round him; a gray
mist thickened before his eyes. But he
knew that he was listening: listening with
his soul.

“What did mamma say, daughter?
What did she tell you—about me?*

Mary Lou sat up. She pushed the long
veil back from her face.

“Why, I don't believe I've ever told
you, dad. It was when mamma—it was
just a few days before—she went away.
The nursze had sent me up-stairs with her
broth. 1 can see her this minute, as clear
as clear! She was sitting up, in her red
dreszsing-jacket, the one with the lace
ruffles, and her hair was wound up in two
big, shiny braids, and her white hands
with all her rings on—you know how
fresh and sweet she always made herself
lock. No matter how sick she was."

“Yes. I remember”

“Well, I put the broth on the table,
and spread out her napkin, and she looked
at me and sparkled her eyes, the way she
always did, and =aid: ‘Give me a kiss,
precious, to seasonit.’ You know she was
always saying that.”

“¥ez, I remember.”

“So 1 reached up to kiss her. But she
leaned out and pulled me up on the bed,
and held me tight. Then she said, very
grave and slow: ‘Mary Lou, listen.
Mother must tell you something, right

About me?
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now,  And you must always, always re-
member.  After a while, you'll be a

grown-up young lady. Then a man will
come who loves vou, and he will tell you
that he loves you. Then—hark. Lookat
your father then, Mary Lou, and say to
yourself: “Will this man make me as
happy as my own father made my moth-
er?” And let that answer decide for you.
Promise me you'll do this, Mary Loul
Promize you'll never forget !’ So I prom-
ised. Then she went on: ‘ Because, Mary
Lou, your father has made me the happi-
est woman that ever breathed. Some-
times I've been ashamed, almost. Greedy
thing I was, to snaich him and keep him
all for myself!” Then she laughed out,
but her eyes were all wet. You know
that funny trick she had of laughing even
when her eves were full of tears, so her
lazshes had regular rainbow streaks on
them?'

“Yes, I remember.”

Mary Lou’s head drooped on his shoul-
der. There was a long silence, The girl’s
strained little body was yielding to calm.
But every inch of Landon had flamed
awake. He breathed deep. All his
leaden wvears had slipped from his shoul-
ders. The blood leaped through his veins
like some celestial fire.

Mary Lou's small hand caught his
sinewy onme, drew it against her young
breast, cradled it close.

“Oh, wasn't mamma the peachiest
thing!"” she whispered. “Do vou re-
member how she used to come peacocking
down-stairs whenever she had a new hat,
and how spunky she'd get when the
puppy dug up her geranium-heds, and the
way she laughed at everything?"

Again that pulse of exquisite jov beat
high through Landon's veins,

“And the times when the babies were
little, How rdiculously proud she was
of them, and how she used to brag! I
remember how she crowed over Char-
lotte’s long evelashes, and how she strutted
about the twins, just because they were
twins. As if nobody had ever had twins
before! And how perfectly crazy she was
over Sally because her toes curled up,
‘just like an infant anthropoid ape,’ you
told her. Then mother jumped up and
told you you were no better than a cave-
man yourself, and tickled the back of
your neck to make you sneeze, for punish-
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ment. And what fun she was, Christmas
and birthdayz! She always had such
dozens of secrets up her sleeve, and we
were all in "em. The Christmas she gave
yvou the big photograph of herself and the
twing, I knew all about it a week before-
hand. Twonder I didn't burst. And how
we loved Sunday afternoons, because
she'd play Bible stories with us! Sally
would be baby Moses in the clothes-
basket, and the Jap screen was the bul-
rushes, and the twins were Pharaoh's
soldiers, and T was Pharach’s daughter,
all diked out in mother's blue-silk kimono,
Goodness, what fun! And you'd be the
crocodile,”

Landon chuckled suddenly. He saw
himself, a green-felt table-cover pinned to
his shoulders, a brass jardinitre on his
head, crawling across the floor, emitting
growls and roars like Leviathan unchained.
He could see the twins, pop-eved with
fearful joy; he could hear Charlotte's yelps
of ecstasy. He zaw Barbara, breathless,
crimson-cheeked, dump the rescued Moses
on the lounge, then lean against the wall,
to laugh till she could laugh no more.

“And times we went picnicking, and
mother made us such luscious things to
ecat! And times yvou and she would go to
parties together. My, how proud she was
of you, because you always looked so
stunning in evening clothes! How she
did dote on that shiny old swallow-tail of
yours! She just used to purr overit. And
she was always pinching Stephen’s nose
to make it like yours, and finally she got
Stephen so cross that he'd yip if she even
held up her finger. And do vou remem-
ber her streaks of ‘rearing us by rule'?
She’d send us up to bed right on the tick
of eight, all in our long-legged nighties;
the twins used to look like twao polar-bear
cubs. But by half past eight we'd be
taking the roof off with a pillow-fight, and
she'd be right in the thick of it. My, she
was a corking good shot!"

Again Landon laughed out; that laugh
of utter content, He saw Barbara dash
down the hall like a frenzied menad,
flourishing a pillow after the two small
polar hears, who galloped squeaking into
his own room, and teok refuge under
the bed. And he saw her as she sat by
Sallv's crib, with both little bears cud-
dled drowsily in her lap; he watched her
face, aglow in the dim lamplight ; he heard
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her shamed laughing whisper: “Yes, 1
know I ought to tuck them in, but they're
so cunning! I can’t go and leave them
quite yet."”

Ah, she had gone and left them zo long,
so long ago. Vet her darling life still
lived. Her brave, gay heart still heat in
her own child's loyal breast. Curiously,
he knew now that all these years he had
wandered like a man hali dead of cruel
thirst, who stumbles alone across an emp-
ty world. Now his parched soul drank
deep.  All his days he would walk alone,
But never again could he suffer as he had
sufiered. For hiz own child, his first-
born, had given him to drink of that life-

iving spring.
-4 “Aidiliﬂen, daddy.”

A moment Mary Lou hesitated. Then,
with the grave frankness of her young,
clean-minded generation, she spoke out.

“If ever I have any children, daddy, I
want my little sons to be just like vou.
Pre-cisely! Ewvery smidgeon. But if T
have a little daughter, T want her to be
like mamma. That's why I always try so
hard to remember her. Nights when I lie
awake, I tell over to myself the way she
uzed to look, and the things she used to
say, and the funny little jokes she was
always playing on us, and the way she
petted us—she'd just eat usup, you know.
I've got her all written down in me. And
—1I want to pass her along.”

“All right, honey."”

A moment more they clung, silent.
Then Mary Lou slipped to her feet.

“I ought to go down now. There'll be
some last thing— Oh, daddy, look! It's
aquarter to eplght, and you not even ready !
Mercy me! Here, I'll fix your tie. Ves,
yes, Cousin Lillie, don't wail s0. We'll
be in time."

Four hours later Landon shut the last
window, turned out the last pgas-jet,
Elm:lded up-stairs to his room. Those four

ours spun before his eves, a whirligig
blur. Howewver, from that blur certain
plcturl:s stood out sharp and clear. The
spacious old rooms, crowded with waiting
faces; the august cohorts of the Tunstall
clan; Aunt Georgianna, in antebellum
puce velvet, her gaunt face set in sardonic
grooves, but her dull eyes staring at the
young faces round her with the eternal
peering wistfulness of the old, old woman

who has never borne a child, Then, far
clearer, far more vivid, so clear that it
ached on his sight, the face of Mary Lou,
so white, so shining, so serene; and beside
her Jim, big, stolid, unswerving, yet his
hard young lips chalk-white, his hard
yvoung suavily shaken and moved. After,
the long vague torment of the reception,
when all Salerno meandered by, with the
same fond, inane speeches, to a conztant
obligato of Cousin Lillie’s snifle—then the
gay rush of departure. Showers of con-
fetti, roses flying like hail; and in the
thick of that romping storm Mary Lou’s
arms around him, her passionate whisper
in his ear: “Oh, daddy, how can I go
away! Oh, daddy, don't let Rich leave
the clamp off his teeth one single second.
And do, do make Stephen wash behind
hiz ears!” And then, through the last
flurry of roses and laughter and pelting
good wishes, her last wave from the motor
to him, her last tender, reassuring cry:
“Remember what I've told vou, daddy!
Remember everything I've told you, dear !
Good-by !

Cousin Lillie’s dove-plaint wafted down
the hall. Couzin Lillie was one of the
women who must always have a dear friend
to spend the night and talk it all over.

“But John Landon's behavior is beyond
me! He has always adored Mary Lou.
Yet he was utterly unmoved. He never
shed one tear. You'd think he was posi-
tively glad to see her go. Tt seemed so0
callous of him! When you think what
his own married life used to mean! How
pitifully voung he and Barbara were, and
how hard they had to work, and then
having such a dreadful raft Uf children,
and all! You'd think he couldn’t stand
it! To see Mary Lou start away, on the
very same road !

Landon stretched his big, tired hody on
the bed. The shutters were swung wide;
through tossing vine-shadows, June moon-
light streamed in and shone on Barbara
—Barbara, her hahies in her arms, leaning
to him from her great carven frame; Bar-
bara, forever lovely and forever young.

He laoked up longingly into her sweet,
gay eyes.

“Nou bet I'm glad to let Mary Lou go.
If only she and Jim can find the very same
road we went, together !” he whispered.
And so he fell asleep.
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THE

POINT OF VIEW -

OW and apain men of letters and

other persons more or less in the

pubilic eye are invited Lo participate
in what the newspapers (with unconscious
humaor) are wont to term a *'symposium®
—although frequently it is only a Barmecide
feast. They are requested to put
themszelves to the question and to
write out a list of their Favorite
Characters in Fiction. Sometimes they are
bidden to stand and deliver the names of
sialwart Heroes and somelimes they are
desired to lisp lovingly a list of lovely
Heroinez, And as these men of letters and
other persons more or less in the public
eve are human, after all, and therefore hypo-
crites, they are likely to go on the stand
with no intention of telling the whole truth.
Their secret delight may be in the mysteri-
ous vengeances of Nick of the Woods; yet
this is what they would never dare confess,
so they get out a mnemonic search-warrant,
and they take up a collection of their
thoughts in order to produce as their first
choice Achilles or Ulyeses, Gargantua or
Marius the Epicurean. They are equally
lacking in frankness where they volunteer
to mame a bevy of Heroines. They may
make a bluff of indifference to beauty by
putting in Jane Eyre; but no one of them
would be bold encugh to acknowledge his
sneaking fondness for Becky Sharp, that
most fascinating villainess. Thackeray tried
to make ws dislike Mrs. Rawdon Crawley,
thereby incurring the reproach of Taine—
to the effect that her creator did not lowve
Becky as Balzac loved Madame Marneffe.
Yet try as hard as he could, Thackeray
failed to arouse in the average sensual man
any detestation for the impersonator of
Clytemnestra at the Gaunt House theatric-
als. Infact, if the average sensual man had
his choice he would rather take in to dinner
Becky than the blameless Amelia, beloved
by the long-suffering Major Dobhbin.

In the new volume of essays, which Mr.
James Huneker has quaintly entitled " Ivory
Apes and Peacocks,” there is a characteris-
tically clever paper called “Three Diga-
grecable Girls™—i. e, Hedda Gabler, Mil-
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dred Lawson (in Mr. George Moore's
" Celibates '), and Undine Spragg (in Mrs.
Wharton™s “ The Custom of the Country ™).
‘These three graces Mr. Huneker disgraces
by disscction; and in so deing he suggesis
another series of symposiums to be partici-
pated in by men of letters and other persons
more or less in the public eye. Let them
now come forward with lists of Characters
in Fiction who are not Favorites, or Heroes
whom I hate and Heéroines whom I abhor,
For these delectable lists no wvillain or vil-
lainess would be eligible, and all bald bad
men would be debarred and all intriguing
sirens.  Im fact, the piquancy of the quest
would lie in the picking out of characters
obviously belowved of their creators and yet
unlovely to the readers of the records of
their careers,

I want to volunteer for the first of these
symposiums, 5o that I can cast my ballot
for the very advanced lady whose life and
adventures are narrated—and narrated with
perfect understanding and with sympa-
thetic comprehension—in Judge Grant's
novel, " The High Priestess.” T am inclined
io think that the author himself likez his
creature, although I question if he really
loves her as Balzac loved Madame Marneffe;
but he is certainly perfectly fair to her and
he looks at her character and her earcer from
her own point of view. She is the Heroine
I Hate—of course, there are others, but for
the moment there are none that I hate so
heartily, Mrs. Mary Arnold, as she chooses
to call herself, is a good woman, in the
worst sense of the word. She is an advanced
feminist, never doubtling that the world
will be a better place, when it ceases to
be man-made. She is self-possessed, seli-
absorbed, seli-centred, and supremely self-
satisfied. She is also self-supporting—al-
though the author does not quite succeed in
making me believe in her business acumen,
and he leaves me doubting her artistic en-
dowment. She is able to support herself
only by dint of hirng another woman to
maother her children for her, and to look after
the home life of her husband. She conde-
scends kindly to this husband—a very fine
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fellow; amd she has no doubt as to her own
superior wisdom. Infact, she is one of those
who “know it all,’’ and to say this is (o say
that she is supremely ignorant of life and
of the forces which direct human conduct.
She is the consummate pretender and pe-
dant and prig—in spite of which she i3 per-
fectly sincere and transparently blameless,
Perhaps iL is because she is representative
that she is reprehensible.  Perhaps it is be-
cause she stands forward as a type of the
wife and the mother and the woman certain
to be more completely attained in the next
generation that she looms up portentous.
Between Mary Arnold and Becky Sharp
the average sensual man would not hesitate
a moment—and neither would any man of
average intefligence.

F we were thoroughly honest, we shouled
find that much of the affection we hold
for our canine friends is stimulated sole-

ly by flattery. The loyalty and devotion of
my dog is an immense satisfaction to my
vanity. I am loath Lo admit this; in fael,
I never do. My dog and I—are
we not friends on some fine, lofiy
plane of sympathy and under-
standing where the eves leap to comprehen-
sion, where gonversation is futile, and words
of no avail? I like to think this: I do think
it—but the truth is not complete. My dog
follows to heel, rushes madly off on some
tour of inspection, comes to heel again, and
though perhaps [elt unconsciously, his re-
turn 15 a subtle mmpLimunt and warms me
around the heart.

All this hour I have heard the scratchy
patter of a dog in the college corridor huni-
ing his master. His faith and love are
bound with patience; he will spend the eter-
nity of an empty, waiting hour until his man
comes from the classroom.

And is there any satisfaction more geno-
ine than that you expericnce when your dog
recognizes you among a group of people
and comes to greet you? Oh, then you see
—all this talk of vour plane of higher under-
standing is gone! You are the master and
he comes, a ficf. Affection is not appca[cd
to; it i3 vanity, He stands heside you in
the very vassalage of loyalty.

There is a trick of ind{:Pl:lldl:nC-E in the
attitude of some dogs toward another than
their masters. Say [ speak to such a dog,

call him * Puppy, ' as I call all dogs, invite
him to a caress—if he responds, it is the
greeling of equality between two friendly
creatures; if he scorns even the notice of me,
I chuckle at his stiff-tailed disdain and ep=
joy vicariously the loyaliy to his master
which it becomes him best to show by ignor-
INE M.

In this way did Dana, the stately St.
Bernard, respond to the praises of those
chance people who were not in his formal
aciuainlance. Never could any one express
more bored indifference than he, his mas-
sive head resting motionless on his paws, his
eyes upturned for a second against the red
haws, then dropped afler a glance almost
unszeeing. He was a dog to appreciate the
use of 4 monocle. I have no doubt he either
has used one, or will in some other incarna-
tion. He was a king among doge—and he
believed in the divine right. 1t could not be
said of him that he ever unbent. There
waz no bending in him. Sometimes he let
go. In his puppy days—those days when,
though big as a calf, he had not yet *“ grown
up Lo his feet "—he found it difficult to learn
the technic which usually hinds size and
dignity., But even in his cumbersome ludi-
crousness he gambolled with a somewhat
stately air.

Dapa adored and lived on praise, al-
though he affected an overwhelming con-
tempt for the admirer. Indeed, he was
jealously avid of attention—but once he had
that which he craved he became a rted-
eyed contemplator of the infinite.  This is
not entirely a dog's trick.  Although he had
a native sense of humor, vanity fell upon
him at an early day, whereupon his sense of
proporiion departed, and he stalked abroad
in majesty and splendor—beautiful, aloof,
content in the gratification of his animal
pride.

I should have spoken of Romeo first, for
he was the dog 1 grew up with.  But when
I speak of dogs, Dana's name springs to the
lips, & pertinent proof that T almost believed
in Dana's unimpeachable idex of himself,
But Romeo should, T say, have been men-
tioned before. He was ever present in all
the marvellous and daring nothings of my
childhoad. Through the seasons with his
dog—what more could any child want !

Romeo was a dog of gentle sadness; he
looked oul on the fret of this world with the
drooping eyes of one who has been much at
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ged, who looks through wvast mistiness to
some far-off reality, He was a genial dog;
his tail wagged as rhythmically as a pendu-
Jum. It wasas though he had once thought
to wag his friendship to the unknown world,
and then had straightway dropped the mat-
ter from his mind. Behind the brown eyes,
so beautiful with love and kindness, there
lurked a vague yet understanding realiza-
tion of many things. A mystic and a
dreamer, he lived amidst his unexplained
background, forever pondered and forever
strange.

Romeo lacked a certain poise; he was wo-
fully deficient in self-confidence. A Gordon
getter, his nose should have been somewhat
long and pointed; instead, it was broad and
short. He should have been a hunter, but
for the most part he was content to sit under
trees, and while apparently watching the
squirrels leap about, was really deep in some
private meditation of his own, But he was
not a lazy dog—and in the matter of hunt-
ing had one tremendous affair to be laid to
his account, debit or credit it as you like—
an affair which cannot be concealed in any
true representation of his character. He
had an unutterable love for hunting skunks!
This genial, meditative dog, lover of quiet
and contéemplation, thrilled to this chase
with all the ardor of a hercely repressed
nature. Who knows what pent-up desires
or spirit of his grandsires surged within
him in the twilight darkness of his hunt-
ing woods! Good old Romeo—the luck of
luck for you, old puppy, in your happy
hunting-grounds.

I know a dog, but T can scarcely call him
friend. 1 feel too sorry for him. He has
the potentialities of a dog, but he iz only a
tame cat. Poor Sport, ironically named,
fed on treacle, disciplined by a caress, and
cabined in a place where the wind of free-
dom blows but passes over his head.

Like none of these was Rah, a rollicking,
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well-horn spirit of fun. Dana and Romeo
were my own dogs, Rab but an acquaint-
ance. Rab had an Irish sense of humor
and a bewitching eve, and though he never
recognized me puh].icly as his friend, I be-
lieve I was one. It might be said—if mas-
culinity had not long since cast off the in-
ference—that Rab was a witch. He was
thoroughly grounded in the pentle art of
teasing, and he applied the principles in all
the activities of his daily life. He adored
to differ with one on the choice of & trail, or
on the subject of whether or not he should
enter a house. He could stand debating
for an hour—if perfect obstinacy can be
called debate—until one's patience had tobe
bolstered up by a sense of enjoyment in the
idiocy of the whole situation. From under
his shagey evebrows he cocked a twinkling
eye of inquiry; his stiffened legs and quiet
body were all Scotch, and nothing was du-
bious about him but his tail. It alone be-
trayed the surety of mind was not 5o sure,
In some cryptic chamber of his soul lurked
this atom that belied his whole nature.

I have no dog now, but I sometimes pre-
tend I have. It is an easy thing to pre-
tend. I imagine him lying before the fire,
close beside me so that T can put out my foot
te nudge his hairy back, He understands
that T am teling him I love him. I think
of him as waiting—a gentle, pensive squire
—how patiently he endures that fearful
creation of time, an interval. I see him on,
a tramp—a joyous series of important ex-
plorations of the trivial. There is a frenzy
of joy on his long, galloping dashes in open
country, his perpetual “skinning umder”
fences, his sudden pursuits of a slow-rising
bird. He reveals an ecstatic vigor even in

the biting of a burr from his tail. But
most of all, I love him when from the midst
of these alarums and excursions, in rTed-
tongued happiness, he comes racing back—
1o me,
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THE WONDER OF WOKK

OBRE to-day is the greatest thing in
W the world, and the artist who best
records it will be best remembered.
Work has always been an inspiration Lo
artists, from the time when we were told Lo
earn our bread by the sweat of our brow,
till now, when most of us are Lrying to for-
get the command, and act like “ladies and
gentlemen.

Under the Church, work—the building
of the Tower of Baber and the Temple—
was the subject of endless imaginings by
pninters, sculptors, and gravers who never
assisted at the functions they illustrated.
Painters, who sat in their studios hundreds
of years after the towers and temples were
designed and destroyed, have showed v Lat
they imagined the towers and the temples
looked like. This—1this sort of creation
or invention—we art students in America
called “ genius work ' because it was *' done
out of our heads."” In Europe it is called
“acholarly,” and is concocted from a clas-
sical dictionary; a trip for a few wecks to
Greece or Italy is useful but not necessary
and adds Lo the expense, and illustrated
post-cards may be used instead.

MNow educated people, cultured people,
take such painters seriously—and pay to sit
in darkened chambers and brood. These
are carefully but sadly illuminated, and the
spectators pursue with diligence, scarce look-
ing al the exhibits, the remarks of critics
who prove conclusively that these paint-
ers show exactly what the world was like,
what buildings were like and how they were
huilt, and how the builders worked accord-
ing to the bookman and archaologist and
the critic.

As to these popular forms of arl—the
backbone of academies —1I know, for I am
& multi-academician—I have nothing to
say. The results, in a few instances, have
been works of art because of excellence
of technic, But the man with the greatest
imagination iz the man with the greatest
information about his own surroundings,
which he uses so skilfully that we call the
result imagination, and this is the way

the greatest art of the
created,

I am not disputing the power, in their
day, nor the charm they still have—for the
very few who understand—of Cimabue, of
(iiotto, of the painters of the Campo Santo
at Pisa, when they painted the subjects I
have mentioned, nor of Pinturicchio—he put
work in the background of his paintings, as
Direr did in his prints.  And there is a
wonderful building of a cathedral by Van
Eyck in Antwerp.  There are compositions
by Bellini and Carpaccio which show they
studied work. It is strange, so far as I
know, that Leonardo ignored work—in his
pictures—he who was such a great work-
man, vet vowed he could paint with any
one, amongst his other accomplishments,
But, with all these artists, either work wasa
detail or imaginative; il was never the
dominant molive, never a study of work
for work's sake. There are a few records in
sculpture, most notable amongst them be-
ing the Assyrian Reliefs at the British
Museum. Curiously, I am unable to find,
though they must exist, any sculptures,
reliefs, or paintings of the great architec-
tural work of the Epvpliane—or those of
the Grecks cither. In the Bayeux tapes-
tries there s the work of the ship-builder
and porter.

The first artist I know of —though I am
not an art historian—to see the pictorial
possibility of work, the Wonder of Work for
Work's Sake, was Rembrandt.

Rembrandt saw that his father’s mill was
beautiful, and by his renderings of the wind-
mills and the dikes of Holland proved them
the great works of his little country, and
showed they were pictorial.  And he drew,
etched, and painted them because he loved
their big, powerful forms, their splendid
sails, the way they lorded the land and kept
out the sea. They were for him the Won-
der of Work, the wondrous works of his
time, the works that were all about him.
5o strong and so0 powerful were theze Dutch
works that they have lasted till to-day, and
go well were they designed that all wind-
mills and water-mills have kept their form

s

world has been
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till noew, The working parts have possibly

been improved, but the design has not been
changed, and Rembrandt’s etchings—so ac-
curately drawn they would serve as working
models—proveit.  And vet Rembrandt has
made a perfect artistic composition as well
as o true mechanical rendering of these
mills and dikes. And as Whistler said in
the “Ten O'Clock,” the Bible of Art,
Rembrandt regretted not that the Jews of
the Ghetto were not Grecks, nor—may I
add ?—did he regret the windmills were not
temples.

Then came Claude and found the Won-
der of Work in commercial harbors, dom-
inated by necessary lighthouszes, and in the
hustling cities of Civita Vecchia and Genoa
—for it is amid the work, the life of one's
own time, that the Wonder of Work 15 to
be found.

Canaletto followed, and saw in the build-
ing of Venice the same inspiration that Tin-
toretto found in her history, Titian in her
great men, And Piraneszi discovered the pris-
ons, the Carceri, to be as enthralling as the
ruins of Eome.

Turner imitated Claude. Claude saw his
subjects about him; Turner used Claude’s
motives and tried to rival his predecessor.
Claude painted what he saw in his own
time; Turner tried to reconstruct his un-
conscious rival's facts out of his head, and
failed even in his rendering of work about
him, signally in Steam, Rain, Speed, where
an impossible engine conducts itself in an
incredible fashion in a magnificent land-
scape,  Turner was mnot here trying to
carry on tradition—the only thing waorth
doing in art—bul to embiter fes bourgesis—
and Ruskin !

Turner’s Carthage would not stand up,
il built—Claude's palaces do. Turner, too,
delying Ruskin— Ruskin anathematizing
workaday England—was a spectacle. Bul
Turner was sometimes in the right, with
Constable and Crome, and they, and not
Ruskin, have triumphed. Turner had mag-
nificent ideas, wonderful color sense, grand
composition. But when he came to fact he
was often ridiculous or pitiful, simply be-
cause he had not ohserved work, noted facts
—and to paint work one must study work.

It is far easier to paint 4 heavenly host or
a dream city in one’s studio than to make a
decoration out of a group of miners, or to
draw a rolling-mill in full blast. Yel one
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of these subjects can be as noble as the
other, as Whistler proved, when he showed
for the first time how in London “the poor
buildings lose themselves in the dim sky,
and the tall chimneys become campanile,
and the warchouses are palaces in the night,
and the whole city hangs in the heavens
and fairy-land is before us." That is the
Gospel of the Wonder of Work.

Though 1 never studied under Whistler
—never was his pupil—he is and always will
be my master—the master of the modern
world, the master who will endure.

But there was a man—all the great have
gone from us in the last few years, which
accounts for the momentary popularity of
the little—there was a man who gave his
later life to the Wonder of Work—Constan-
tin Meunier.

“ Meunier a conguis d 'arl [a beauté spé-
cinle de la nowvelle industrie; la formidable
Jabrigue, pleine de lumiére sombre ef de ton-
nerre, les fétes famboyvantes des fonderies, fa
puissance grondante des machines, Ef fon-
Jonrs celte tendance est au monumental.

Y Leyemne an Trovadl chanle ovec plus de
_,I"Errcf {yrique encore dans ses bronges ™

This was his life-work, and the life of his
world, the world, as with Whistler, around
him, for “that is the best which nearest
lieth."” Courbet in work had influenced
Legros and Brett and Millet and Segantini,
and I have no doubt Ford Madox Brown,
the man too big to be a pre-Raphaelite,
whose biggest picture is work—"Work in
London™—the man who will one day make
Manchester & place of pilgrimape because
of his pictures of work and of war in the
Town Hall.

Millet has, 1 believe, honestly done the
life around his home, the life of the fields,
but, though he has endless imitators, there
are scarcely any painters to-day who see
through their own eves the real life of the
fields and farme and the fAsherman—they
are blinded by the Frenchman and de-
bauched by sentiment.

It was incredible, but at the Panama-
Pacific Exposition there was not one single
official “mural® devoted to the glorifica-
tion of the greatest work of modern times
—the Panama Canal—the reason for the
Exposition; in fact, there was only one in
which there was any attempt at making a
decoration out of the things the artist might
hawve known or seen—>Mr. Trumbull’s * Tron
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Workers” in the Pennzylvania Building—
and a few rather unimportant things in the
Dutch and Argentine Pavilions.

Meunier showed without sentiment the
workman at work, not with any iden of
preaching aboul his wrongs, his trials, his
struggles, his misery, but to show the Wonder
of Work for its own sake, and the pictorial
pmﬁibﬂjlies of workmen and workwomen in
Belgium. Meunier showed that the work-
man was worthy of the artist’s chisel, chalk,
needle, and paint. In France, Germany,
and Italy the Wonder of Work around us
has been made the subject of endless com-
missions from the state to artists mostly
realistic. But records of facts, facts of
one’s own time, in England and America,
are scarcely ever recorded. Go Lo the Royal
Exchange, in London, and you will find Wat
Tyler, Phenicians, Britons painted blue,
and everything in the history of London
that can be made into a painting of the
past, and not a single record of the present.
Where is the building of the Tower Bridge,
the power-houses, the docks, the Blackwall
tunnel, the trams, the tube, or any of the
other works by which this age, this worka-
day age, has distinguished itself, all of which
are worth painting? In America we have
imaginings of Holy Grails, Pied Pipers, Re-
ligious Liberties, when one fact in “murals™
about steel works, sky-scrapers, or the
Brooklyn Bridge would be worth the lot in
the future, when these factless fancies are
whitewashed out or made a good ground to
paint on. One man in America, W. B. Van
Ingen, has glorified work by his Panama
décorations in the Administration Building
at Balboa. These were not wanted at the
Panama Exhibition. In France, men like
Henri Martin have painted decoratively, vet
realistically, the harvest of last summer;
Besnard and Anquetin have done wonders;
and the biggest French artists have deco-
rated the Mairies. In Chicago they turn
students out to make “murals" in school-
houses, a system of artistic debauchery
worthy of Chicago's originality. And Puvis
de Chavannes, first of all, magnificently
showed the way to combine the old deco-
ration with the new realism. His life-work
at Amiens is pure convention, so are his
designs in the Boston Library and in the
Sorbonne, but they are the most perfect
examples of decorative, imaginative, con-
ventional work in the modern world.

—_—

At Rouen and Marseilles he has treated
decoratively modern subjects, or rather he
has used modern motives. At Rouen, the
city with its spires and chimneys, its old
bridges and new transporters, as seen from
Bon Secours, prove the Wonder of Work;
in the foreground are modern figures, greel-
ing the Spirit of old France. At Marseilles
there are two subjects in which symbolism
and realism, modernity and medizvalism
are harmonized—the most difficult problem
to solve; but Puvis has solved it, and proved
himself the greatest if not the only dec-
orator since Pierro della Francesco, the
supreme master of decoration. Raphael, in
the Stanzi of the Vatican, was a decorator
of his own time, and so was Pinturicchio in
the Library at Siena, and Mantegna at
Padua, for they made decoration out of the
life about them.

And John Lavery has made, in Glasgow,
a decoration out of ship-building which is
worth the whole wall coverings of the Roval
Exchange and the Library of Congress and
the Carnegie Institute put together. But
decoration is a difficult matter, and Lavery
has done much for Glasgow,

From the very beginning I have cared for
the Wonder of Work; from the time I built
cities of blocks and eailed models of ships of
them across the floor in my father's office,
till T went to the Panama Canal, T have
cared for the Wonder of Work., There are
others who care—Brangwyn has cared, and
s0 have Sauter, Muirhead Bone, Strang, and
Short.  Crane and Anning Bell, Way, Cam-
eron, Bone, and Brangwyn have cared for
the building up and the breaking down, and
Brangwyn for life—the life of the workman,
possibly because of his Belgian and seafar-
ing education or his knowledge of Meunier,
hiz countryman. And Seymour Haden's
“ Breaking-up the Agamemmnon' is notable.
And there are Belgians like Baertsoen, De
Bruycke, and Pierre Paulus; and French-
men like Lepére, Gillot, and Adler; and
Italians like Pieretto Bianco; and there was
the great German Menzel.

But it is to America we must turn, to
White's etching of Brooklyn Bridge, Coop-
er’s sky-scrapers, Alden Weir's New York
at night, Bellow's docks, Childe Hassam's
high buildings, Thornton Oakley’s coal-
breakers—to these one must look for the
modern rendering of work., There are oth-
€rs, too, who have secn the opportunity to
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prig and steal—but this iz evident, just as
it iz evident that they will give up painting,
ar drawing work, for the next new thing.
And there is another artist who really cares
for the Wonder of Work. T do mol know
what else Van Ingen has done, bui he has
made a huge decoration of Culebra Cut—
and Paul Bartlett has put American work
on the pediment of the Capitol. 1 have
tried to do what I could in New York, Chi-
cago, San Francisco, the coal-mines of my
native State—Niagara—and in Europe and
at Panama; and, whatever their worth, 1
can only tell of the Wonder of Work as 1
s0¢ it.

New York, as the incoming foreigner,
full of prejudice, or doubt, or hope, and the
returning American, crammed with guide-
book and catalogue culiure, see it, or might
see it, Tises a vision, a mirage of the lower
bay, the color by day more shimmering
than Venice, by night more magical than
London. In the morping the mountains of
buildings hide themselves, to reveal them-
selves in the rosy steam clouds that chase
each other across Lheir fanks; when evening
fades, they are mighty cliffs glimmering
with glistening lights in the magic and mys-
tery of the night. As the steamer moves
up the bay on the left the Great Goddess
greets yvou, a composition in color and form,
with the city beyond, finer than any in
any world that ever existed; finer than
Claude ever imagined, or Turner ever
dreamed. Why did not Whistler see it?
Piling up higher and higher right before
vou is New York; and what does it remand
you of 7 San Gimignano of the Beautiful
Towers away off in Tuscany, only here are
not eleven, but eleven times eleven, not low
mean brick piles, but noble palaces crowned
with gold, with green, with rose; and over
them the waving, fluttering plume of steam,
the emblem of New York. To the right,
filmy and lace-like by day, are the great
bridges; by night a pattern of stars that
Hiroshige never knew, You land in streets
that are Florence glorified. You emerge in
squares more noble than Seville, Golden
statues are about you, triumphal arches

make splendid frames for endless visias;
and it is all new and all untouched, all to
be done, and save for the work of a few of
us, and we are Americans, all undone. The
Unbelievable City, the city that has been
built since I grew up, the city beantiful,
built by men I know, built for people I
know. The city that inspires me, that I
love., And all America is like this and—all
—or nearly all unseen, unknown, un-
touched.,

I went to Panama because I believed that,
in the making of the greatest work of mod-
cen time, 1 should find my greatest inspira-
Lion.

Almost before 1 left the Canal, artists,
architects, and decorators were on their way
there. T hope it may interest them half as
much as it interested me. One man has
succeeded, I repeat, in doing something for
himzelf down there—W. B. Van Ingen—
and this has been acknowledged by the gov-
ernment, which has purchased his great
decoration.  This is the finest, in fact, the
only complete, decorative work from him
done in the United States—and done be-
cause Van Ingen, the pupil of La Farge—
who alone countz—was trained in the right
way and had something to say for himself.

We have recently been told that art will
disappear in fifty years (by a person who
says he will call his last book—with possi-
ble appropriateness—Vale). But, though he
will disappear, and Post Impressionism will
be swallowed up in shopkeeping, and war
has engulfed that, and work is stopped—
save for war—and though the mustard-pot
has gone with the soulful doggie, and the
tearful baby rival of the Dresden Madonna,
the artist who has something to say in his
own way about his own time, and can say it,
will live, and his work will live, with Rem-
brandt, Velasquez, Franz Hals, Meunier,
and Whistler—artizsts who painted and drew
the work and life about them, who carried
on tradition, and never regretted the past.
And art which shows life and work will
never die, for such art is everlasting, un-
dying, “The Science of the Beautiful.”

JoserH PENKELL.
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THE CONDITION OF EUROPE

DURING AND

AFTER THE WAR
BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

Financial Editor of the New York Evening Posf

HE talk of tentative peace nego-
tiations which arose some weeks
ago, at the moment when Germany's
operations in the Balkans had struck
her English and French opponents
with something like conster-

The Talk y :
of Peace  Dation, attracted particular
Eﬁ'ﬁ:ﬂ“ attention for one special

reason. Rumor ascribed the
reported overtures entirely to Ger-
many. It was commonly remarked,
to be sere, that Berlin would have
been wise in selecting the flood-tide
of her military success as the moment
for opening negotiations. But the
rumorz also called forth the comment
that there must be something, in her
own economic situation, to make even
the successful invader of Servia anx-
ious for early peace. This continued
to be the rather general point of view,
even when the English and French
Governments had officially denied any
purpose of making peace, and when
the German Government had semi-
officially followed suit.

NNOUNCING in the German
Reichstag, at the close of August,

the third great German war loan, the
Imperial Finance Minister briefly re-
viewed some salient facts. The daily
cost to all the Powers involved in the
European war, he zaid, had risen to
$75,000,000; the monthly cost to more

than $2,000000000; the yearly cost
to something like $25000,000000.
The speech containing those Huge
estimates was made before Waste of
Bulgaria had entered the %fﬂtﬂ i
war and before the Balkan
campaign had begun; therefore the
present outlay must be greater still.
Germany alone, the ministerial speech
proceeded, was now spending in a sin-
gle month more by one-third than the
total cost of her Franco-Prussian War.
To these comparisons one may prof-
itably add some others of equal in-
terest, affecting Great Britain's bill of
costs. Al its present rate of war ex-
penditure, England pays out in six
months more than the United States
Government spent for military and
naval purposes in all the four years of
the American Civil War. It is com-
monly estimated that the war with
France in the Napoleonic period, from
1703 to 1815 inclusive, cost England
in the aggregate §4.150,000,000. But
the Chancellor of the Exchequer re-
cently declared to Parliament that
England’s expenditure during only
the twelvemonth period ending next
March will have amounted to $7.950,-
oco.oco; and the average daily rate
of outlay is progressively increasing.
These figures of the present waste
of capital in war are so large that to
most minds they are merely bewilder-
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ing. Some of the most experienced
international bankers wventured the

positive prediction, at the beginning
of this year, that the helligerent gov-
crnments would not be able to con-
tinue raising the necessary funds after
1915. This prediction, like so many
others made since the war began, will
have to get its answer from the progress
of events, and the answer may not be
what was expected.  But it should still
be possible to ascertain exactly how
the various belligerent governments
are raising the money for thiz pro-
digious expenditure; then to inguire
what effect, temporary or perma-
nent, the process is exerting on their
actual present financial situation, and
from that to obtain at least some idea
of the economic condition in which the
several belligerents will emerge from
this ruinous conflict.

HE first step taken, by all the
Powers confronted with these
cnormous requisitions for the war,
was to stop the subscribing of home
investment capital to other new secu-
rities, The English mar-

How War 7 2
Loans Were ket had in a single twelve-
Hoced 2t month, during the decade

preceding 1914, invested as
much as $1,337,000,000 in all sorts of
new securities, home and foreign. In
the first nine months of 1915 its total
subscriptions to new securities footed
up $3,203,500,000; but only §73,000,-
ooo of that sum was placed in ordinary
investment enterprises. The $3,22¢,-
soo,000 halance was entirely made up
of British war loans, or of loans for
war purposes, made to England's Allies
At Berlin and Paris the
story was the same,

and colonies,

The Financial World

This concentration almost exclu-
sively on home war loans, of the ac-
cruing capital heretofore annually in-
vested in other securities, provided
part of the capital needed for the war
loans, but by no means all. The war
loans thus far actually placed at home
by England, amounting to 84,750-
ooo,000, were at least twice as large
as the largest sum ever previously
invested by the English market, dur-
ing a corresponding period, in all new
securities combined. Germany’s §6,-
300,000,000 war loans are probably
five or six times as large as her best
previous record in absorbing new se-
From what source, then,
were the remaining cash subscriptions

curities.

drawn ?
proceeds of foreign investments (such
as American securities) sold back to
the countries of their origin. A very
large contribution came from deposit
banks, savings-banks, and all kinds of
fiduciary institutions, who used their
resources to the utmost limit in tak-
ing the new war honds into their as-
sets.

Much of the money must have come
from use for loan subscriptions, by mer-
chants and manufacturers, of husiness
profits which they would usually re-
invest in their own enterprises. Part
came undoubtedly from drawing down
closely the idle balances of bank de-
positors; part (and in Germany a very
substantial part) through huge sub-
scriptions virtually forced by govern-
ment from lucrative war-munition en-
terprises like the Krupps. “No new
enterprises are planned,” a Vienna
financial correspondent recently wrote,
discussing the successful war loans
of Germany and Austria. “No jour-

{Cantiowed on page 5 ¥y Solludmg)
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e A Other styles of the
Victrola XVI, §200 Victrola, $15 to §150

Victrola XV, tl&{!h’.ll'.‘-, £250 ; "* : o Victors. 10 to §i00

Mahogany or oak

Will there be a Vlctrola in
your home this Christmas?

The instrument that brings you the world's best music in
all its beauty.

The actual living wvoices of Caruso, Farrar, Gluck,
McCormack, Melba, Schumann-Heink and other famous singers.
The superb art of Elman, Kreisler, Paderewski and other noted
\lll | instrumentalists. The brilliant music of Sousa's Band, Pryor’s
Band, Vessella's Band, Victor Herbert's Orchestra and other
celebrated organizations. The inimitable witticisms of Harry
Lauder, Nora Bayes, De Wolf Hopper, Raymond Hitchcock
and other leading comechans

Only the Victrola brings you all this wonderful variety of
music—a delight every day in the year to every member of
your fﬂ.l‘nii}' li

Any Victor dealer in any ¢ity in the world will gladly demonstrate the Victrola |
and play any music you wish to hear,

*15 ¥25 $40 %50 *75 $100 $150 *200 *300

Always use Victor Machines with
Victor Records and Victar MNeedles
—ihe combinaliom There iz ng
other way to get the unegualed
Victar tone.

Victor Talking Machine Co., | |
Camden, N. J., U. 5. A. |

Bediner Gramophoss Co., Monbreal
Casadizn Distribetons
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Of all watches

the Waltham

Waltham Riverside
Watches

SUFPARS all others is definitely estab-
lished by the following tests:

At the World Expositions, wherever
exhibited, Waltham Watches Thave
received highest awards. At the
Panama-Pacific Exposition, Waltham
took the Grand Prize over all compet-
itors.

At the great Kew Ohservatory more
Waltham Watches receive the A"
rating than any other make. Ohunly one
other American manufacturer has
ever received the " A" rating and
then only on a single watch,

There are more Waltham Rail-
road Watches in use the world
over tham any other
make,

Scientists recognize
the superiority of
Waltham Watches. All
the American polar ex-
peditions {where accu-
raoy is essential) have
taken Waltham time-
pieces.

These facts are more
eloguent than any mere
words.,

Series

are the most famous. There are various
sizes and styles of Riverside Watches
but they all have the Riverside charac-
ter of fine accuracy, surplus strength
and long life. Most of the improve-
ments in watch making for a generation
have first been incorporated in River-
side Watches.

The man who has one of these River-
sides in his pocket is to that extent an
aristocrat; and the woman who
wears one on her wrist will find
herself becoming punctual,

The accuracy of the Riverside
Watches is wouched
for by the watch
company which is the
oldest in America and
the largest in the

world,

The beauty of these
watches you can see
for yourself. Let your
jeweler help you select
one for Christmas.

Waltham Watch Company
Waltham, Mass.

. in answcr.ing. advcrtistmfnl._s pleass mention :S_L“RIENER'S MAGAZINE
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Protect (Jur Good Name

Visitors to the
Goodvear focto-
ries ore always
Impressed with &
framed gignwhich
confrants them at

evEcy turn.,
In e room In
every Qoodyear

building, thay en-
counter the samae
message: Protect
our jood name.
It hangs on the
walls of all the
Goodyear bran-
cheg throwghout
thr.-mnlrr.mdli
dapted by
Hﬂ #H!W?"
whife @@ an ex-
pression of the
gpirit in which
thelr busifiess is
conducted.
We beliove that
the publle will be
interested In the
analysis of this
Bi but strik=
ing sentiment
which is published
herewith.

O e T

Fresldent

TRIPPED to the
waist, his huge

torso streaming
with sweat, a workman
swings the heavy iron
core to an iron table,
and wrenches off a
tire which has just
come steaming  from
the heater.
Hiz eye falls on the
legend over his head,
and he amiles.
Cur good name is also
his good name.
The two are inter-
twined.
He will protect the one
while he subserves the
ather.
Hiz thoughts are—as
they should be—
chiefly of himself, of
his little home, and of
his family.
Their good name, his
good name, our
name—his good work
will stand guard owver
them all.

* ® =

Two thousand miles
away—in Seattle, we
will say—the same
thought, in the same
simple words.
An irritating moment
has arrived—the temp-
tation to speak sharply
to a customer, to fling
a slur at unworthy
competition.
The salesman, or the
manager, or whosoever
it may be, locks up,
and the quiet admoni-
tion meets his eye.
FProtect our good
namoe.
In a twinkling it
emoothes the wrinkles
out of his point of
view.
He is himszelf again—a
man with a responsi-
bility which he could
not escape if he would;
and would not, if he
could,

(GoODBYEAR

Back two thousand
miles again to the fac-
tories—thiz time to
the experimental room.
An alluring chance to
save—to make maore
profit by skimping, by
substitution. No one
will ever know. But—
the milent monitor re-
peats  its  impressive
admonition.

Protect our good
name,

What chance to com-
promise with consel-
ence in the presence of

that vigilant guardian?
* W =

Thousands of men
striving to keep a name
clean.

And keeping their own
clean in*ﬂl-::prgc:u.

We Americans, it is
gaid, make a god out
of business.
Let the slur stand.
Whether it be true or
not=—it is true that busi-
ness isour very life.
Bhall it be a reproach
to us that we try to
make business as good
as it can be made?

= x *
Think of fhis business,
please, in the light of
itz great animating
thought:
Protect our good
T8 FT &
We are thinking of
you, always, when we
say it—you American
millions, and you mil-
licns in the old world.
We think of you judg-
ing us, judging us—hy
what we are, by what
we do, by what we
make.
We think of tens of
thousands of homes in
which our name can be
made to stand for that
which is worthy and
worth while,

We must not Joze your

gevod wili—we mustnot

tarmish our good name.
= =

You can call that any-
thing wou like,
You can call it busi-
ness, of sentiment, of
idealizm, or nonsense.
It may be all of these.
It may even be that
which our national
critics call making a
god of business,
But at least it gives to
us a motive that is
bigger and broader and
deeper than money.
It makes thousands of
men happier in their
work and more faith-
ful to it
It has made of this
business a democracy
of united thought—a
democracy of common
endeavor — a democ-
racy of purpose and
principle.
- -
And here iz the oddest
thing of all:—
The more we ve up
ta this “‘impractical™
ideal, the greater the
business grows.
The more we labor for
the future, the more we
profit in the present.
The more we sirive
for character, the
greater the reward in
maoney.
The more we put info

our product, the more .

we take out in sales.
Perhaps, after  all,
there is more than one
sense in which it is
good to make a god
out of business.

We think so.
And we think wyou
think so.

I Botallyprvston

Ths Goodywar Tire &
Ruobber any

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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For Christmas—your
photograph.

The simple gift that
lends the touch of friend-
ship without the embar-
rassment of an obligation.

Lhere’s a photographer in your town.
Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y.

In answering advertisements please mention SC.'RIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Weavers of Speech

Upon the magic looms of the Bell
System, tens of millions of telephone
messages are daily woven into a mar-
velous fabric, representing the count-
less activities of a busy people.

Day and night, invisible hands shift
the shuttles to and fro, weaving the
thoughts of men and women into a
pattern which, if it could be seen as a
tapestry, would tell a dramatic story
of our business and social life.

In its warp and woof would mingle
success and failure, triumph and trag-
edy, joy and sorrow, sentiment and

shop-talk, heart emotions and million-
dollar deals.

The weavers are the 70,000 Bell op-
erators. Out of sight of the subscribers,

One Policy

In answering ad'r'n:rtisn:m-:-nts pitaic mention SJCR.'IENEH'S MAGAZINE

these weavers of speech sit silently at
the switchboards, swiftly and skillfully
interlacing the cords which guide the
human voice over the country in all
directions.

Whether a man wants his neighbor
in town, or some one in a far-away
state; whether the calls come one or ten
a minute, the work of the operators is
ever the same—making direct, instant
communication everywhere possible.

This is Bell Service. Not only is it
necessary to pmvide the facilities for
the weaving of speech, but these facil-
ities must be vitalized with the skill
and intelligence which, in the Bell
System, have made Universal Service
the privilege of the millions.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPAMNIES

One System

Universal Service
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URING your
Christmas shop
ping you are sure

to visit your jeweler's
Take advantage of the first
occasion of this sort, and ask
to be shown the Hamilton
Watch in models for both
ladies and gentlemen. They
are interesting examples of
beauty and art applied to
watch construction. The
thinness of the gentiemen’s
watches and the delicate,
graceful lines of the ladies
watches have been secured
without sacrifice of that en-
durin ceuracy which has
so long been associated with
the name of Hamilton.

Our Booklet, “ The Timekeeper”’

gent on request, shows the envire line of Hamilton Watches, with prices and descrip-
vions. Omne of our most popular watches, a gentleman's thin model, 12-size, 17-jewel
timekeaper, sells for $26.00. Other thin models up to $150.00. Movements alone $12.25
{$13.00 in Canada| to §60,00. Hamilton Ladies' Bracelet Watches, §30.00 and $45.00,

In answ-:rn;a.-:.lwtllam-'u:.n:nta please mention 3CRIBMN ER:S _!'EIAGAKINE
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The afm-‘a_y.r welcomie g{'ﬁ‘—

A KODAK

The gift that keeps the picture story of every youthful interest—5chool
days and sports, the winter and summer outings, the city boy's trip to the
country and the country boy's trip to the city. In all these there is fun in
the picture taking and afterwards both fun and satisfaction in possession.

Cadalor of Kodaks and SBrownies, free af your dealer’s ov by mar!.

EASTMAN KODAK CO., Rocuester, N. Y., The Kodak City.

In Ensh’t[;nﬂ ﬂd vrr:isrmrnts FI]EE..'H" rnr'nlinn S(.R]HhF.RI% hﬂAEﬁl:{IINE
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Music’s CROWNING Ackievement

All the richness of tone, all the musieal values that
have established the pre-eminence of the so-year-old
Kranich & Bach Grand Piano are embodied in this
new instrument—the only Player Grand that satisfies =
the cultured musician’s demand for tonal beautyand
artistic playing possibilities, and that also gives to the =
novice the fascinating joy of playing good music with-
out practice. This is the c-nl}r player gra:m:l piano in
which the self-playing mechanism can be
hidden when the instrument is used for
manual playing.

¥ rite lII"-:nr Jull deseription

KRANICH & BACH
133-243 E. 23d 5t
[ew York

Price $r,250

(F. o b NewYork )

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER’S ‘_'q.:'l.ﬂd]_-\...{:INE
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or These D@g&' Wb@f} Aniles Szﬁow NH

No Excuse o
For Cotton

& L. T.. Inc.

| All Silk’s Luxury at One-Half Price |

hose than silk.  Qur plea is for Bilk Flose—for cvery-

uxite
Man-Spun Silk

Silk is made of a wviscous
flusd dipested by silk-worms
from vepetahle Abre.

In Lirxite, an almost iden-
tical fhwd 15 made synthet:-
cally—also from wegetable
fibre.

this fluid in the form of a
very fineweb. The Luxite
fluid iz =pun egually fine
thru minutz platinum tubes,

That's about the whole
difference. By analyzis the
products are nearly identi-
cal. It is extremely difhcult,
by sicht or feeling, to tell
.sdk from Luiee, save that
Luxite by its lustre shows
its utter puarity.

Luxite 15 cheaper becaise
it is made in a large way
and we have an unlimited
output. Products much in-
ferior, but also made syn-
thetically, have long been
sold as slk.

The silk.worm  exudes

/ I YIS s ot to argue 1|:1:|r:.5t Silk Hose, or to claim a better

body, every day. In perfecting Luxite we've wiped
out all exeuze for cotton.

Butdon't insist on wormespun silk unless price doesn’t matter.
You can pet ip Luxite—man-spun silk—a web practically iden-
tical. It haz milk’s sheen and softness. It has extra lustre. It
has, in substance, worm-slk’s composition.

But Luxite s man-made. And man has cutdone worms in
geveral wavs, particularly in cost of making,

Soome say, Don't pay twice Luxile peice fo hate youy
Sitk Hose made by worms,

ose of Juxite

Made of Luxite Synthetic Silk
N‘:‘t Shm E'llk 1§ wau want nlk hos= just beesuse

wilk s co et the warm-spun
Luwite is something new. M is  silk. Burin = of Luaxite vou get
not cotton made o book like =k, Ik all ela= ﬂ':_al: silk can mean, & ome=

| the price.

What is the charm @ dosble
#rece if moanecan sée fhal yon pa m‘
Luxite 1u m:mr' wal

hos no relation to the many wayas ol
imitating silk. It isthe ﬂ:urn*nuh ak
man’s efforts to da ||.-cu.|:|= silk. Ta
make u-].-nl|:|.=|:ir_ iIJE they make ose

mynthetic diamonds. ﬁhuJ .dozen  nearly eve ciby, It d.ta]er
ways long havebesn known, but the can't su| wly ik, unnr-| irect 1o ua,
texture lacked strength. Maow Luxite ar book, T he Gift af Science,”
has solved the ul:l:eq'l.-gth pmh]en: d tells more. Aak ua for it

LUXITE TEXTILES, In:, 515Fowler St., Milwaukee, Wis,
MNew York Cl. San F'ra|1|:1m Liverpacl
Makera of Hmh-ﬂ.t-de H.aat:r_p Since 1875

)
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. HOPKINSON SMITH

has written his greatest novel
and accomplished his most
important literary success in

FELIX O'DAY

a veritable Dickens novel of
New York; a story of real
people living 1n real places.

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
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WI” your House be Haunted ?

Can you live happily in a house where the ghost of the fire
peril constantly menaces you, those you love, and the possessions
you treasure 7 Ng amount of money Or INsurance can drive away
this dread. But, it can be prevented in advance. You can be
sure of safety. You can build into your house a constant and

infallible guardian against danger —

NATCO-HOLLOW- TILE

Build of Matco throughout and forget abost fire. Don't worry about pos- t‘
sible ravages of weather or time. This material, now giving safery and long &\
life to the mammaoth sk','scrupcr and to the cozy bungalow alike, defies not

SHHEHTTT]

tl

only fire but all of nature’s destructive forces,  Duild of Matco and enjoy [ it
g greater physical as well as mental comfort, Mateo's airblankets are a great Wi
aid in keeping out winter's cold and summer’s heat. W W
Whenever and whatever you do build, remember Mateo not enly as the '-'\ T
b Tl T ad b TIMMEEN 1ol 1oy u*}r but a3 a free Service st your command, ThisService means | |
nbuilt wir blankets previds  (he expericnced MNaco Enpineers working with you, your Archilect and |
:”I:'iv';jl*v'\- saminag '"'-5- Condfacier from ihe Sra pl.ﬂ:- to the Gmshed budlding, MNasco Servico
wiSe famphess. mmnt g one of the faciors that meke Naise comsiruction so enifarmly satisfsciory. I
MNaw, while you are thinking about Maica, h-'1-'1 oul more :llvll.li tha '!
marertal, Send for car A2.pepe hand-book, "Fireprool Hoases,” swith I
|:|"'| vographs and descripirond of beaudidul "lalca residenced, Y ou wi | fired i
i i many ideas fof Your new home. Mmbed anyiwhers for 10e (mampe | |
or coin), Address D, r |
— — - : - LY J_'
NATIONAL: FIRE - PRADFING )
SOMPANY cy
L fr
COMPANY
Established 1889 %
i Offices in All Principal Cities PITTSEURGH, PENNSYLVANIA 5
T T ] = i ——
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Business is booming!

Dayton, Ohio.
Merchants everywhere tell our 800 salesmen that business
is booming.

Farmers have had two record crops, at big prices, with
big demand at home and abroad.

Stocks of manufactured material are short, and labor is
in great demand.

Exports largely exceed imports.

Factories are busy, many working overtime.

More freight cars are needed, and steamers are taxed to
capacity.

People are living better, and spending their money more
freely.

This country has the best money in the world, and more
of it than ever before.

Such a combination of Favorable circumstances never has
occurred before, and probably will never occur again.

Billions of dollars are passing over the merchants’ counters.
The people who spend this money want the best service.

They demand it in all kinds of stores, from the smallest to
the largest.

They get it in stores which use our up-to-date Cash
Registers, which quicken service, stop mistakes, satisfy
customers, and increase profits.

Over a million merchants have proved our Cash Registers
to be a business necessity.

[Sigred]

Write For booklet to
The National Cosh Register Co.
e, Ohio.

In answering ad»rrti;r;nt:p].c;m:‘nt_inn SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

.-H‘\

Both Had an Equal Chance

Partial Contents

The Law of Great Thinkiug,

The Four Faclonl on whach
I Depeirds.

I‘I..vr o d@evelop analytical
pernsr

H~n %o think **all arcoond **

i,
Elorw I.\:l ﬂl:-|l.||r: tha kill of
Creative Whntdng,
How b geand agwinst ermurs
k= Thowghi.
Huw in drve from e mibid
&l unweliome thoughts
Fow 1o fiails 1 Tl.:-: afl
Beeupht wich Reen, congen-
traLed gesewer.
o a0 devedop Redsauing

mind in

The seeret of Building Mind
Poser,
Hew the “-||r-d. mmide o act
i

iy for devel-

Mental, l'hyur: Fere
Fowes

FIrTy-0uE MAXDES for
plied Powar of Percept
Memary, Liapinanon,
Analysts, Coptrad,

How b develop a- steiig,
keer 3

How 1o bevesie awarm of
Merve Acrhon
Hl'.-nr !u kaep the body well

Hu- r':l -:-'pr.-u the Mind and

B“!T for reception of in-
comlag power,

Hinw b0 s o Wiery

How ta overcome the r,nm.,‘
aff the Nerrout gysbem.

TRis ir aniy o _llu
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ety  mwntil  wlrasd AV
rhis page.
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—Power uf Will Made the Difference

.Illllrl}' i% it that tw

men with eg

l[l|:n-l fuikities, with |:._|||:|'| (BT LET[ETR B
» di Ir:r: y

o INET
r tries one |||. g

It l.l-lll-lu. i lomg rln—l-ill.dll'l'vi'llnrrur
wil 'Ill'rl' lIu|I! u ull.

Noman has ever ach
upon that does success b
will is the weapon of a
I’ll show you a strong-
o statesman, awyer, dc

.hnjrnne Can Have a Strong Will

& Wil can b tral

success unbl b has loared 1o use his will—
1 bakttle s |s

, EVEFY
- or fighter.

wen thas g At woniderfiil poswer—hy lieelli-

not wee thelr wil They carry ot

I'|.' g ||r|l.|I

* POWER _OF WILL”

& el

5 o ||Il. I. I|I

appear in this magasi

AAHE .
Half Leatber "
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37 L Wilcox Block,
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54 BANEING—INVESTMENT—INSURANCE

THE-STREET-BOND-HOUSE

7% rstien BONDS
CITIES OF CALIFORNIA

For the Improvement of Strests
Fust lien on real estabe posessed for 5 to
10 times the honds, taking precedence over
morigages, judgments, and all private liens;
superior fo morigages as a lien and o3 to
the amount of real estate security: fssued
under a State Act, and validity approved
by best legal lllhl?ri?‘i IeEll investment
for Savings Bank: of Calfornia, Trust
Companies, Estates; bought by eareful
investors for over twenty years,
liseed in STANDARDIZED form

Denaminstions = $100, §500, 31,000 or meltiples
Interest Payable APRIL ? snd OCTOBER 2

Primeipal
1917, 1918, 1515, 1920, 1921, 1922, 1523, 1924
at the Berkeley Bank of Savings and
Trust C{!l... B-et]{:ie_'.r. Cali.fu‘ma.; Na.lih.hal
Bank of Commerce, Mew York City
COLLECTED THROUGH ANY BANK
Write for Circelar 5. §
Dakland Street lmprovement
Bond Co.,
209 Syndicate Buildiog, Dakland, California
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INI recent years many important changes

have been taking place in economic condi-
ticns.  These changes have vitally affected,
for good or ill, the fortunes of nearly every
corporstion. It is the part of wisdom and
prudence therefore for every investor to
curefully scan his list of securities,  Perhaps
some should be scld. Perhaps exchanges

| can be made 1o great advantage.

The man or womasn busy with other mat-
tiers does not have the time or the facilities
to get at the basic acts,

Thiz i our business. We are specialists
im this line. It i= our business to guide the
investor wisely, to help him watch his in-
| vestments, to suggest readjustments and Lo
| aid in the proper selection of securities for

new investmenls,

There has not been for years such an op-
poriunity as now exists to make safe invest-
ments o afford a large income.

If interested to knop about this sereice
wwhich we are prepared to render write fo

| Department No. T46.

Harvey Fisk & Sons

62 Cedar Street New York
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(Continued from page 7ha)
neys are undertaken. Nobody builds
himself a house, or lays out a park.”

All of the money once devoted to
such purposes goes to the war-loan sub-
scriptions.  Very little reflection will
be needed to convince the average man
of the prodigious available fund which
all these sources combined, if simul-
taneously drawn upon in a rich and
thrifty country, and under patriotic
impulses, would provide for the public
loans. * Ewvery citizen,” one of the
highest officers of the British Treasury
declared to the House of Commons, in
a debate on the finances a month ago,
“ought to be prepared to put at least
one-half of his current income at the
disposal of the State”

He might do this through subscrib-
ing to a loan, or through paying high-
er taxes. In the Napoleonic wars, it
was commonly said that 4o per cent
of England's war expenditure was paid
from taxes, chiefly through the then
newly-invented 1o-per-cent income
tax of Pitt. Taxes, especially the in-
come tax, were already very high in
England when this present war broke
out; it was not generally believed, out-
side of England, that her people would
be willing to submit to much higher
taxation.

But when the first “war budget”
in the autumn of 1grg introduced only
slight changes in the tax hill, the Brit-
ish taxpavers themselves insisted that
their own immediate burden be in-
creased.  Last September, therefore,
the new Chancellor of the Exchequer
announced a very extraordinary series
of new imposts, The basic income tax
rose to 17%2 per cent—a wholly un-
precedented height, and nearly three
times what it had been before the
war—with a graduated *super-tax™
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on large incomes which raised the total
exaction from incomes of $500,000 or
over to no less than 34 per cent. Ex-
cise or import taxes ranging from 30 to
100 per cent were imposed on a num-
ber of articles in constant use. Rates
for postage, telephone and telegraph
messages were heavily increased.  Out
of all profits from manufacture of war
material, the government was to take
one-half in taxes., Roughly speaking,
the total annual revenue from taxation,
which was 800,000,000 in the twelve-
month before the war began, will now
be very mearly $1,500,000,000. The
absolutely new requisitions for the
coming vear foot up $3535,000,000.
No such increase in a single season
has ever been witnessed in the his-
tory of taxation.

VEN so, only 24 per cent of the
present annual British war bill
will be met from taxes. But some ra-
tional preparation for the aftermath
of war has been made, and the inter-
est on the huge new debt

Taxes 2 2
and will be more than paid by
%ﬂ’iw‘f the tax collections. The

German Government has
flinched from this; it is to-day paying
interest on its earlier war loans from
the proceeds of the new ones. The
Imperial Finance Minizter declared in
August to the Reichstag that “we do
not desire to increaze by taxation the
heavy burden which war casts on our
people’: that even profits from manu-
facture of war material are “not re-
garded az a source of revenue during
the war,” and he intimated plainly
that the country’s whole war expendi-
ture would be paid off by a war in-
demnity imposed by victorious Ger-
many on her defeated antagonists,

The truth of the matter is, however,
that Germany entered the war with
her people carrying on their back a

(Continued on page 56)
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War Tested

Investments

The past year and four months
of war time conditions have puat
..'d'hmn:r:'cim investments uf all
classes thruug]‘n such a xamh;ng
test as they never cxperien:e&
before. WWhere weaknesses
existed t}it}f have been revealed.
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But t}.zrve ire some cl:gu& 1.':||-'
securities so solid, 20 tlu.rruug‘]:l.ly
u{:g‘uardcd. that these excep=
tional conditions have only
served to show how safe and
sound tl:c:.r are.

First Mortgage 670 Real Estate
Bﬂﬂ.dﬂ Lﬂ‘r: !!ffﬂ. Eﬂnﬂpiﬂuﬂuﬂ
among the better class of Amer-
ican securities by the manner in
WI\II:I'I tl'l.-c_',r Lavc withatoo& tl‘:ﬂu:
tests. Their ua.f:tjr has ngl.:[n
been tried and prcwr.cl and the
amplest faith in them is justificd
by their record—

EREEL A T SRR e TR E A

Mo investor has ever Jost a
dollar E}c ﬁn‘n:'::ﬁn!-’ or Tn-
terest on any secury ur-
chased :rfu.r since this House
was fﬂunJeJ. 33 years ago.

W: |'mm: nows O lidnd i W!-&E
waric t].r u{ hi gracl: Flnt Mﬂrt-
g‘-a.ge :rm :nl Eatafe u:m]s,
which we have purcLasec] {'mm
the mortgagors after careful in-
vestigation, and offer with our
recommendation, in denomina-
tions Df £1.000, 55'0‘} and Slﬂﬂ.
to net ﬁrﬂ

Write for Booklet No. L-677.

S.W. STRAUS & Co.
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(Continwed from page 550

new reqguisition, which is uwsually the
last word in taxation—a special and
heavy percentage levy on all the prop-
erty in the Empire, imposed in 1913 to
provide for the immensely increased
army with which the government was
unguestionably planning, even then,
to provoke and win this war. The
German Treasury is still collecting this
tax, and the probability is, that the
government did not dare to try any
new experiments,

T is not always easy to determine
what immediate prezent effect,
financial or economic, the strain of war
is exerting on a given belligerent state.
Industrial activity is usu-
How Ex- . 5
ports Have ally keyed up toa high pitch
Decreased by the povernment's huge
in Europe i i
purchases of material. Prof-
its from many manufactures rise be-
cause of the war requirements; wages
of labor invariably rise. But what
also happens is the rapidly increas-
ing paralysis of normal business,

In countries like France or England
it is the export trade which most plainly
tells this part of the story. The de-
crease in Great Britain's merchandise
exports, during the first seven months
of 1915, of $4350,000,000, or 3234 per
cent, from the same months of 1914,
and the simultanecus decreaze in
French exports by $430,000,000, or 56
per cent, were certainly in preat part
a result of the commandeering of cap-
ital for war loans, thereby stopping
improvement and extension of private
business enterprises; of the enlistment
of skilled workmen in all the fighting
states for the war, and of the turning of
the machinery in almost every kind of
factory to the making of ammunition.

What has been the effect of the war
on the legitimate home consuming
market is less casy to determine.  But
it is reazonable to suppose that the

appeal for every hundred marks of
private German savings to be invested
in the war loans, and the tax of 17 per
cent and upward on English incomes,
must enormously reduce the whole
people’s purchasing power. Just now
all this is accepted as an inevitable
incident of a war for the country's
safety—like the inflated paper curren-
cies of the Continent, and the depre-
ciated foreign exchange on England,
But what sort of condition does it fore-
shadow when the war is over?

HE first and most unmistakable
conclusion is that the people of
what is now belligerent Europe will be

poor.  This must be 20 in England, not

only because the furious ac-  poyerty

tivity in all trades contrib- gﬂ' the
ar

uting to the war will have
stopped completely, but because the
abnormally heavy taxes must con-
tinue., It must be so in Germany
because the “war orders” will have
ceased, because the long embargo on
foreign commerce will have exerted
its cumulative influence, and because
the imposition of much heavier taxes
can then no longer be deferred. Very
few people of experience or judgment
regard as anything but a pretext or a
dream the Imperial Finance Minister's
idea of a war indemnity of $10,000.-
000,000 or upward, imposed by a vic-
torious Germany on her enemies.
With those enemies now in possession
of Germany’s colonies, with England
controlling the sea, and with the whole
world, outside of Germany, in agree-
ment that reparation to Belgium is
the sine gua non of the final reckoning,
such a prediction falls not far short of
absurdity.

But if the war lasts another year,
the annual interest alone, on the Ger-
man war debt, and on that of other
belligerents beside, will be almost or
quite as large as the whole annual
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public revenue [rom taxation hefore
the war. The formidable question
then arises, what the attitude of the
people will be toward so crushing a
burden of taxation—at a time when
political dissension has begun again,
when appeal to patriotism and na-
tional safetv has lost its force through
return of peace, and especially with
nations whose people have been de-
luded into thinking that the enemy
would foot the entire bill.  This aspect
of the post-bellum reckoning has led
to the more or less haphazard talk of
“repudiation™; a term understood in
various ways by the various people
who use it.

OTHING iz more improbable
than refusal of any great Euro-
pean government, after the war, to pay
interest on its debt, or the principal
at maturity. The reason is that the
present belligerents must borrow heav-
ily, even after the war, to
meet the continuing public
deficit, and that a policy of
bad faith in relation to the war loans
would at once destroy the public credit.
The erratic President Andrew Johnson,
in his annual message of 1868 to Con-
gress, described it as “just and equi-
table that the 6-per-cent interest now
paid by the government should be
applied to reduction of the principal.”
because *“holders of our securities have
already received upon their bonds a
larger amount than their original in-
vestment, measured by a gold stand-
ard." The overwhelming indignation
with which Congress instantly voted
down this fantastic proposal showed
that, gquite aside from the moral char-
acter of such action, they foresaw its
financial consequences.

Our legislators of that day wvoted
down also the more insidious proposal
to pay interest and principal on the
war debt, not in gold, but in depreci-

Reprudmmn
P'rohal:rl:

RACTICALLY every form of in-

surance but life insurance can be
obtained through the capable and trust-
worthy agents who represent the
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ated paper money. It is a striking
fact, illustrative of the conditions pos-
sibly foreshadowed for financial Eu-
rope after peace, that on the Conti-
nental money markets discussion is
already heard of the plan to pay in
paper money the interest on war loans,
so far as the bonds are held by the
people of those countries.  But no-
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body has suggested payment of any-
thing but gold for interest due to for-
eign creditors.  Europe is well aware
how far it must rely, aller the war,
on good financial relations with such
powerful neutral communities as the
United States.

HEERE iz left another guestion of
post-bellum conditions, still more
important to our own material inter-
ests. That is the question whether
Furope—its people impoverished by
war, its manufacturers sud-

The
:}‘a‘g‘;ﬁ" denly deprived of demands
Goods for war material, and, in

Discounted (Germany's case. its whole
productive industry in touch again
with a foreign market lost since the
war began—will not instantly pour
into the rich United States so immense
a mass of manufactured goods, of-
fered at very low prices fixed by the
urgent needs of the European pro-
ducer, as to cut off our own manufac-
turers from the market. This picture
seems on ils face convincing, the re-
sult would appear to follow the logic
of the situation. Our own govern-
ment has already begun tentatively to
discu=s measures which might be neces-
sary to avert or modify the disorganiz-
ing effect on American industry,

Yet the prospect, on examination, is
not altogether =0 clear as might he
imagined. The first and peremptory
requirement of Europe after peace
will be immense supplies of new mate-
rial for reconstruction of its own shat-
tered cities, damaged railways, bridges,
harbors and fortifications, and over-
worked industrial establishments. To
provide this new material it will find
itself with factories whose machinery
has been altered to make guns and
ammunition, and with the supply of
able-bodied laborers enormously re-
duced by loss in battle.  Some of our
own most experienced manufacturing

BANKING—INVESTMENT—INSURANCE

authorities hold to-day that these cir-
cumstances insure an export trade
from the United States to Europe,
after war 15 over, of abnormally large
proportions.

If it be answered that the output of
other than steel and iron manufae-
turers will be in no such particular
demand at home in Europe, it must
still be remembered that industrial
Europe will be confronted in a very
practical way, after the war, with the
problem of wages for labor. Those
wages have already risen rapidly; their
rise has resulted manifestly from great
excess of demand for labor over avail-
able supply. With the heavy losses
at the battle front, that condition will
not be wholly rectified, even when
armies are disbanded. If it be said
that wages will be reduced solely be-
cause of the necessity of producing
cheaply, we have before us the very
striking fact, not only that mainte-
nance of wages had been made an ei-
fective political policy throughout Eu-
rope before the war began—even in
England—but that the war’s political
commotions and readjustments have
fastened on the European governments,
much more firmly than before, the
hold of the labor party and their sym-
pathizers. But if wages remain high,
how is the European manufacturer
to undersell our own producers, and
“flood the market™ in the process?

These are among the obscure but
not the less formidable problems which
even peace will bring. Noboedy can
answer them confidently. Predictions
of the most disquieting sort are made
regarding all of them. Perhaps, how-
ever, it will be to some extent reassur-
ing if we keep in mind the far more
disquicting predictions made a year
and a half ago regarding the inevitable
and immediate economic results of the
war itself, virtually none of which has
been fulhlled.



BANKING—INVESTMENT—INSURANCE

Anglo-French Gold Bonds

Yielding an Income of Nearly 51/2%
On Your Investment

. These bonds are the joint and several ohligation
Security of the governments of the United Kingdom of
Great Bntain and Ireland and the Republic of France. The
ultimate security is the whole taxing power of the British and
French Governments and the financial morality of the British
and French peoples.

Over one-half of the 1ssue of $500,000,000 was with-
drawn for investment by members of the purchasing
group. The balance is offered ar 98 and interest, yielding an
income of nearly 51570, British Consaols and French Rentes have
usually sold in normal times at prices to yield only 2157, to 31,77,

Income

Conversion In addition to the income of nearly 5157, each
I'f’l]EgE: b{]']'.ld C:I'I'r]f"s “It[’l ]t a I5]:'.“'_'1__].|.'||. pTl‘rll.LE.,E‘ Entlt]lllj_.
the holder, if he does not desire to have his bond
rtdtemed at par, Tt E'.‘CI:]'.IH.!'IEE it dat or b!‘.‘f{}l'f." lTI.:J.tIJl'it_'I.' '—'l-'n'l'lill.'ll iS
hive yvears from date—for a 4149, bond of the two povernments,
which will run until 1940, but redeemable at the option of the
governments on and after October 15, 1930. Based on the
yield of British Consols and French Rentes in past years, such
a bond would have sold below 110 in only three years of the
eighty years prior to the beginning of the present war and
would have sold during this period as high as 126.

. The bonds are issued in convenient denomi-
Convenience | . " f $100, $500 and $1000, and in
coupon and registered form, offering equal opportunity and
return to all classes of investors. To offer a convenient market
for their subsequent purchase or sale, they will be listed on
the New York Stock Exchange. Their value, as a basis for loans,
15 already well-established among the banks of the country.

Interest Payable October 15 and April 15

Make Application to any Bank, Trust Company, Bond
Dealer or Broker

In answering advertisements plesse mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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July—December, 1915

Bound Volumes

Blue Clath, pear! tap $2.00 each
Buckram, gilt tap $2.25 cach

\]Uu may have your copies of

SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE

bound in attractive form at small cost. Magazines that are
in good condition and untrimmed may be exchanged for
bound volumes at the following rates:

Blue Cloth Binding, 50 cents each— Buckram Binding, 75 cents each
Delivery charges are additional

Send your magazines to our main office or to any of our branch
DmCES or ﬂgﬁﬂClES

W. B. Clarke & Co

e | J 5 - - [ The Burrows Bres, Ca.
BOSTON . . “\ 26 and 28 Tremont St CLEVELAND .

e 133 Euclid Ave,
1=111Lm1_LPHn"1'*"“5*"*’“*”5”" DENVER . . . . . .{ Charles Scribaer's Sans

1ir3 Arch St "1 503 and 504 Mazsau Bldg.
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Owur readers in other cities can save money by buying cloth or buckram covers from
our publication office and having the binding done in your local bookstore. Blue
Cloth Covers, 25 cents—Buckram, 50 cents, prepaid.

An index to the contents of the current volume will be sent without charge

Charles Scribner’s Sons, Fifth Ave. at 48th St., New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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This Will
Take Care of
You Both if
Anything
. Happens
mfﬁ To Me

And as he said those words he knew
that from that time on, neither of
them would have to worry any more,
They had both read the Ftna advertising and had both known that accidents
are so common in the United States that no man is safe. They had both
known that one man in every seven ig accidentally killed or injured each
vear, and they hoth know now that if he iz hurt there is provided an income
for him and an income for her.

ATNA-IZE

It costs them only 3 cents & day. And (850 added to sbhove paymenta for death
that is all it will cost you if you are in & if you insure while under 40 years of
]:PrEfegml” aucypatinn, 3 c»th- uth,v age.]

rings 31,260 to $3,250 in case of death by . . . .
accident: 85 to 810 weekly income for dis- Thia men made his wife and child
ability due to accidental injuries, ploa §1,000
to 33 000 for loss of two limbs or eyes, or : hy : SR
the income plus $500 to §1,500 for loss of [P0 5:1":: Sy "“h‘_:]nif“ o
one hand, foot or eye:; or 3260 for death fl_'.ﬁ Koton Inkas il i
from any cause. t1’4m.1 can make these © - o0 00 i P : :
amounts as much larger as you like by pay- Send the Coupon to- amEdi i
ing more than three cents daily. day. R e

2 - - r (
safe. He made himself safe. You '
ecan do the same, if yon do it b ]

Drawer 1341 HARTFORD, CONN.

The largest company in the world writing Life, Accident, Healih
and Liability fnnrranee

Agency apportunitics bor all Cassalty sad Bonding lines
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campaign working for bim all the time & &
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MOTTS PLUMBING
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The manufacturer
who brands his
goods and adver-
tises them nation-
ally 1s so sure of
their quality that
he 1s willing to
stand the full force
of possible com-
plaints.

He 1s making some-
thing for which he is
proud to be responsible.
His trade-mark secures
for him the increased
sales that result from
satisfaction and identifi-

2 Al uveridorng

cation. Atthe same time
it secures to the public
the certainty of quality
which the fnown manu-
facturer must maintain
if he 1s to continue to
be successful.

When you buy, therefore,
buy goods that are trade-
marked and advertised.
The manufacturers of such
goods stand behind them.
Your satisfaction is vital to
the continued success of
the trade-marked, adver-
tised article,

Trade-marks and national adwver-
tising are the two greatest public
servants in business to-day. Their
whaole tendency is to raise qualities
and standardize them, while re-
ducing prices and stabilizing them.

SCRIBENER’S
MEMBER OF THE QUOIN CLURB

THE NATIONAL FERIODICAL ASSOCIATION
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EveryWriter
of Business
Letters Should
Read this
FREE
BOOKLET
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Men judge you by your letters. Illl
Letters may build reputation,
good-will: create confidence, establish prestige—or the reverse, ‘

A letter may be a dangerous thing, or a great, powerful, business-building
force. At no stage in the growth and expansion of any business is the
letter an inconsiderable factor,

“Personality in Sales Letters” will prove a real help to the man interested

in increasing the efficiency of his correspondence. It 1s offered without l
obligation by the makers of |

DlafhampshireBond |

I
with the belief that as the realization of the importance of letters grows, the !
necessity for their faultless presentation will be more apparent. It has been ‘

observed that men who take letters for granted, so to speak: who take little or
no pride in them, find small incentive to use Old Hampshire Bond, Users of
Old Hampshire Bond, the standard paper for business stationery, are almost
lnvarmbly those whu are fully conscious of the part letters have p]ayed JJ"
in the success of their enterprises. Users of Old Hampshire - “
Bond are generally men who know.

The value of Old Hampahire Bond lies in its strength and
appearance: 11 leaks the part, If you EA¥ S0, We_ wi IT im-
¢lade a sarmple portfolio with *Personality in Sal:: Letters"

HAMPSHIRE PAPER COMPANY

We are the Only Paper Makers in the World Making Bond Paper Exclusively
\ S0UTH HADLEY FALLS, MASSACHUSETTS

"
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It Costs Less to Dress Fashionably!

Fushion illnstration {reduced) from the Winter
Mumher, This is by Sanlié,

whose l!r:'ll'u'lll!“'s- nppear

exclurively in
America,

Fashion
the great French fashion artisg,
Harper's Bazar |

This coupon 1 good only until December 150k

HARFPER'S BAZAR
119 West 40th Street, New York
Far the 31 enclosed, yon may

ten numbers of '|||r||_-l\. Haz beginning with

send me the next

the

I"|r|j mas MNuomber, 1 accordance . wi your special
offer in the December number of Scriboer
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Leaders of socicty in every city:
women who set the fashions for their
neighbors—are turning this vear with one
accord to the new fashion authority

HARPER'S BAZAR

And they do this because the advance
fashions in Hatper's Bazar save them the
wasted expense of gowns that are out-
moded, of hats and wraps and furs that are
not in the new fashion. Not only does the
Bazar present the designs of Soulie and
Erté of Faris, and of Leon Bakst; alsa, who
has designed its Christmas cover—but it
has now made exclusive arrangements with
three of the best New York designers—

Luecile, Henri Bendel, Tapps

All the best new creations of these three great

fashion originators will be shown doring 1916 in
Harper’s Bazar, but in no other magazine, Imn
addition o these pplendid  fashions, Harper's

best Fiction you can

Bazar alse gives you the
For instance—

find anywhere,

William J. Locke, Mrs. Homphry Ward

have each written a new mnovel for
Bazar daring 1906——and each nember will alse
Irlll% you many  shart =lOFIes. ™ it only  that,
but Harper's Hazar i= also the only magazine to
which people of socisty themselves contribute
There 18 an exclosive article every month by

Lady Randolph Churchill

and aleo many :--nlrll-|.1|.|n11r- from the hegt known

Harper's

WLATIET Cinly It has heen imposs
sihle, this i ¢ the extraordinary demand
for the Bazar: but, if you will reply at once—

before December 15th—vou will receive the next
ten numbers, at 2 special introductory price,

YOUR LAST CHANCE

For %1, sent before December 15th,
yvou will receive the next ten numbers
of Harper’s Dazar. The new price,
beginning with the Christmas Num-
ber, now ready, is 25 cents a copy.
Up to December 15th, however, we
will take your order at the old intro-
ductory price of $1 for ten numbers,

Pm a dollar bill to this coupon, sign
vour name, and mail to Harper's
Bazar immediately, If your letter is
postmarked December 15th, or earlier,
you will receive by return mail the
Christmas Number, and after it every
other number until next September.

n answering advertisements plrn;.e mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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Sweerest products of the soil from the far corners of the earth
are gathered under the tree in the packages of Whitman's that
make The Day complete.

SAMPLER—§1. 52 83 o b, LIBRARY PACHAGE —six sory of swests and & book=—=§2,
SUPER EXTRA CHOCDLATES for Conlections —4, Blc, §1.80, §2.40 34, PINEK OF PERFEL-
TIOM %1, §2 83. A FUSSY PACKAGE—for fastidious folks—350c, 81, 82, $3. 85

At our agents” also you will fnd o hest of fancy boses, hags and baskets for enclosing your candy
ELﬂ'ﬂ_ We will Rl Chostmas crders by madl postpaid only &1 romate points where We have oo agency

Write for bookiets of Candies and Gift Packages.

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc., Philadelphia, U. 5 A
Mabers of Whitman's Instontonesws Chocolate, Comma and Marihmallow Whip,
L)

Beech-Nut

Tomato Catsup

|

|  The Natural Catsup—with the rich favor of fresh vine-ripened
tomatoes—no recooking.  Only two hours to make, bottle and steril-
ize,  Yet Beech-Mut costs no more than other high grade catsup

Makers of America’s Most Famous Bacon — Beech- Mot Bacon
BEECH-NUT PACKING CO., Canajoharie, M. Y.
Catsup Plant at Rochester, M, Y.

Send 10 cents 0 stampe for the neweil, sl Tacimating game — " Going 1a
b —amusing and irstructive and dure Lo islercil the whale Family

In answering advertisements please mention SER]ENER'"S .‘."'r{.ﬂd_".AE]NE
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Copr. Life Pub, Cg.

Are You Worthy
to be a reader of

-

e

This requires a splendid intellect,

a good disposition, considerable z
cultivation, a moderate sense of /
humor, _l:ls.:mg: paticnce and a five= &
dollar il )
i
Special
__.-/ Ukfer
Yﬂ“ GEt __-'/ Encloged
For a five-dollar subscription commencing De- & hf‘“‘ﬂﬁ;‘fqﬂ’iﬂ;
cember first £ 51.13, Foreign
Lire for one vear, I}E\" $1.26). Hﬂdh;ﬂ"
The twenty-five-cent Christmas and Easter Num- A R SR R
bhers ineluded. Lt
A liberal education. g
The handsome premium picture “Sunset” printed |-§:'i =
in colors :rl..u.li\' for framing, b k
More original picteres every week than are pub QS‘
lished by any other periodical. O

Charles Dang Gibson's exclusive drawings. =
As much wit and humor as you ought to have,

Send wx o liat of freends fo whom =— —

j;uw_:ruul'd Iike ].JF_F. fo go ar a Open only to new subscribers; no subs
L_Il.rl_J:Jm:ru presewt with a handsome seriptions renewed at this rate.
Christmas card. We will send you

]"l:-'ﬁ-l'. _t'nzrtﬂ;'{u!a;'; cof just hew  te LIFE, 54 West 315t Street, New York z
achieve this glorions resull.
& One Year $5.00.  (Canadian $5.52, Forcign $6.04.)

; In_l.nsﬂr.ing advertisements please mention SER&E_NER‘S MAGAZINE
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White House
C Offe & &4 '\ -
and Teas /A&

- ..-l--u Lo WHAGHT i
]

modern and up-to-date, i:fﬁ-
cient and sanitary Coffee Factories
in the World !

Sold by high class Grocers in \\
every State. QOur Teas are from the ; ,,-:f;! QO E'E

Gﬂr:fens of the East. ""'Htl_:. wplu_ri'l' ‘ P

“None Better At Any Price” SEicac

DWINELL-WRIGHT CO.
e L oion_Chicags  WHITE HOUSE COFFEE and TEA

by his Mn..::&memmku&_

writing Eeeac s x /V“f; —_—

OULD you like to know what the handwriting of your
friends signifiest Here's a booklet of thirty-two pages that
will tell you—*“What Your Handwriting Reveals.” It is written by
William Leslie French, the celebrated Graphologist. It is illustrated
with fifty specimens of handwriting.
& i . SPEMCERIAN PEN COMPANY
A new edition 5 being printed to rupply BB Secobunn, P Yol
' : I enclose ten cents for samples of Spen-
the great demand. A copy of this book with cerian Steel Pens and a copy of the book,

twelve different patterns of Spencerian Steel =YWt Your Handwnting Reveals,"’

Pens qwill be sent on receipt of ten cenis. AL
S'r:rm-r Ma
SPENCERIAN PEN COMPANY ciy R
349 Broadway, New York IO S

n answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Lame
Muscles

After a tiresome day,
rub the fatizwed muscles
with a foew dropa of the
soothing, refreshing, anti-
geplic liniment, Absorbine, ]I‘.
This will invigorate jaded mus-
cles, limber the joints and pre
vint second-day soreness and
lamenesza,

You will find Absorbine, Jr.,
pleasant and convenient to
use and remarkably effica-
cious.

AbsorbineJ*

THE ANTIEEF"TIE LIHIHENT

ChInwaan

“Yes, sir, I'm crvin' about a joke!"
Well, weall! r-\.n t that -11'..1.|| rgp !
“ No, tain't. It was on me!

izl il '.hlf"lI meakes |.I. E'\l..-t".
|I I-. far ¢ Jl:-c. braises and =o Mo danger of |||"l*c ll|
if Absorbine, Jr, iz applied prompily. A bottle of
Ahszorbine Jr. kept handy for emergencics is excellent
health and accident insurance.

USE ABSOREBINE, Jr.

T‘1 reduce aine, swallings, soft bunches, enlarged
welne 00 gl-.nT

To relieve aches 2nd paine—to stop lameness 5

To cleanse amd beal culs, lacerations 20l wounds:

Wherever n high-grade lintment of o positive germbcide
is indicated

$1.00 a bottle mt druggists or posipaid.

A Liberal Trial Bottle .. c:mtaoris
n stamps,

w. F. YGUNG, P.D. F-.. 285 TEI‘nPIB St,,
Springfield,

* Bobby, why don't vou go out and play with ths
new little boy next door "

“h, I played with him yesterday an’ I don't s'pose
he's well enough to come out yet."”

In ancwering advertisemerits please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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DevccisT.—Do vou want to buy some candy?
*"Course I wanna—bul I gotta buy sonp,”™

WILL HE?

“I'my feelin® kind-a worried,
I'm not jus' sure, you see,
At Santa Claus will know this sock

Belongs to ‘ittle me ™
Mancarer G. Havs.

For Fun!

ont call, " To Arms1"—a
lint file into ih

b
L TL5—TTk
ghter anid
[I}' 11|’|’|||'-'\|'-'I'|I lscirs At
i ds,  They stie men's blood,
and put the sincad af mankood in the young.

This Christmas—A Brunswick Home

Billiard Tabl

s in sizes to fic
By Crrand’’ and ~C
finest and

Made of rare and beauti
all homes, The “Grand,’” **F
vertibles” have long been conceded the
fastest home tables in the workd.

Cur new ' Quick Demountable ™ is made by the
same akilled men and methods, Yet here is the
up anywhere in a jiffy and put
5, Mo v, bur a scientific

and accaracy |

$27 Up—Pay 10c a Day!

Cur prices are el vvest i all o i
because We ar i
Far ward. Y

r7 upward. 1
{
paud for—as Hitle as roc o dar

30-Day Trial —Outfit FREE!

Belect the table you want. We let you tey It 30
days, We also include Complete Higl Class Play
ing Qutht FREE — Balls, Cues, Mar
t_‘l,pl:iw, Chalk, F_-:xru-rl Book of 13 games, etc

Cur interesting  color-catalop wi all tables,
prices and full [ This ¢ or a postal
brings this ha wok free, porfpaid £ Send al
once—while they last, (adn)

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

Send This For Billiard Book FREE

| The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co.
Daept, 22 C, 623633 5. Wabash Ave., Chicags

I Send free, postpaid, your colof-catabog—

11; »
“Billiards—The Home Magnet
I and tell about your free home tral offer,

SV RO e rim 3 e e

' Addresy .
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li'i e

OUYZOOA’ COMPANYS
New RerferenceWork

JThe facits of fﬁe
Nations Prosress

HE OUTLOOK, through its Department of Industrial Progress, has interested
itself in helping to solve the questions connected with the advancement of
American commerce and industry. America’s past holds a wealth of experience that

may well guide us in planning for the future. To make the facts of this past expe-
rience accessible, THE OUTLOOK COMPANY has published

The United States

A Reference Work on Its Beginnings, Progress and Modern Development

Laditory s Adviivry Edilor ;
EDWIN WILEY, M.A., Ph.D, [Cm International Belations and Governmeni)
Farmorly of the Libracy of Congress ALBERT BUSHNELL HART,

and Fh.D., LL.Dv, Lite. D
IRVING E. RINES Professor of Fovernmend in Horvard Unroersiiy.
This great work has the value of an !!']'I{'].-'CEDFE{HH. All the facts of our cauntry's
industrial, commercial, economic and social development are here, at your hnger
tips. DMuch of the information has never before been published.
In an Index, embracing over 40,000 items, these facts have been classified for you.

Not only does this make possible quick reference to names, dates, places, people,

but also general subjects,

Agriculture
Banking
Commerce

Here are just a few suggestive topics:

Congreas, Acts of Labor
Fereign Relations Corporations
Industries Railroads

Treaties
Trusts
Panics

Eleven HandsomeVolumes =

It would be impossible, in this small space, to point out all the
Ower 800 Engravings, Maps,

features of this great work, But THE OUTLOOE COMPANY

Illustrations, Documents, ete.

Bound attractively, printed on
thin paper, with over 800 maps,
engravings, photographs of
original documents, and hali-
hones, i|11'||||.|ir||! many of the
famous Brady Civil War photo-
graphs, these volumes are a
handsome addition to any
'|i|:|-r:lr}'.

For Christmas—

(BT g’ifl can carry with it so
manyyearsof remembrance and
service as this set. Put it on
your Christmas list.

Tn answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE

has prepared 2 pppp g6, PAGE BOOKLET

which describes the work in derail, reproducing sample pages stratiang, detos
menls, eie. This Booklel bs gladly mailed free, With it will come infermalion 25 1o gar

SPECIAL OFFER
which will enable you to begin the use of these books a1 ence, a1 small knitial ouilay.
The Curted Shaies is mwork which has & place ia cvety American home,
of bow much value and assistance it can be vopou, Mail 1be ceugon HOW

Learm

- -
: THE QUTLODE CO,, Depr. of Industraal Frogreis,
S50 Fourth Ave,, Mew York.
Pleese send BODELET snd denils of SPECTAL
OFFER regurding The Dwiled Sieivs, as ddveis
tised in Serchoer’s

Mame

Ao .,
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QUALITY —PERSONAL BERVICE
During the sixty-one years' expe-
rience enjoyed by this house our
product has been recognized as a
standard of excellence both in pub-
hl: .:!.I'H.[ IJFL\'rlr.L 111{.1]11’}1'\11Ih.

Booklet G on reguest,

Harrison Granite Company
200 Fifth Avenue, New York City
{ H. Lawson, oy Osape Avenue, Phila., Pa
H. L. Diawvis, 0. C. 5. B, Bldg., Syracuse, W. ¥,
Rasident | Lreorge Simpson, isoil Eresge Bldg., Lh.l:'r\l'.

£ Much
Eiptesentanves '| L
Frir | R 5. Marrison, Fine Arts Eldg., Chicagn, TiL
| Hemey Myers, waf N. Pennsylvania 51, In

Warks: Barre, Vi, | diamnapsalis, Tnd

Nao. 555

Height 7°
Young Wisdom
Book Rocks
Frice §5.00 pair
If waak ol Chicag o

Send for this

“ARTBRONZ’

_ Catalogue
]D RODUCTS [.Z224.

A ln goteramert tor 200
Art Subjects

Fﬁ.‘(' or :{':.'-ue:r

e luesds pelies,

BOOK Rk h5 ROUDOIR L.\HF‘E

ASH TRAYS — PAFER WEIGHTS
STATUARY — PORTABLES, ETC,

vty for

ﬂ&vral:tr use in the home.
Diigtinetive Galis for all occasians,
|-|lﬂu$u-l-| Bridge and other prizes.

--wlll-mu 1|1|-
RTBRONZE. "

BRIt ! E WiORHK=

HKATE
sLLE I'II|E| Awe i Maaw Woak

for Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, SoreThroat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,

Colds, Catarrh.

TDom't fail to use Cresolene for the distressing, and
often fatal, afecrions for which it is recommended

It is a simple. safe, effective and drugless

Vaponzed Cresolene stops the parodysms of Whoop.
ing Cough and relieves Spasmodic Croup at once

It s a Aogw 10 sifferers from asthma

The air car
every breath,
throat, nnd st

Laeed wkile pow sloep™

treatment

antiseptic vapor

Lire
= gough, mssuring re

athing easy, so

Cres reves £ bronchial compbicalions of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and 15 a valuabde aid an
treatment of Diphther

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 3% years of
successful use, Send us postal for Descripove Booklet,

For Sale by Druggists

THE ?ﬁm CRESOLENE I:ﬂ.,EZ Cortlandt 51, New York
or Leeming-Miles Buildimg, Montresl, Cansds

In answering advertiserments please

The Durham - Dapl ux Doming Ragor with white
Americat fvory | Ie, safety goard, strogysing at
tachinent, package -'.hf zix of the famous Durhain
Dunlex danbleedged, hollaw ground blades in genu-
ine red leather folding kit

SOLVES YOUR CHRISTMAS PROBLEM

$5 Domino

RAZOR FOR $1

We are reguesting the gwners of Durham-Duplex
Demonstrator Kazgoers to pass th mlong to {ru_-1|.-15_
or atleast 1o iell their friends aboul the shave il 12
possibie to ob wi ihe unnn.l rf 11 Dirham-Dia-
plex Hlade i | : i ]

are paving for it I:-. %
oppEarianity to ohtaim a 13 for $1.0H, with
twenty United Profit S

-Draplex Dosslng Kit
Ot as pet illastation above for w % Bnd enclosed $1.00,

Hamie
Breil

¥ Tiaie )
.nu“r dealer will homor this coupon Ty

mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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A Righ'l' 5u gar
for
EveryPurpose

American Sugar
Refining Campany

Jones Dairy Farm Sausage recom-
mends itself.

We make it from choice young Fig’ pn-rli
seasoned  according to an nlii-fa.:.hiunt&
recipe, and ship it by the first express after
vour order is received

Ask vour FEOCET if he sells it. After try-
ing it once, give him a standing order, if
1_.r|,';u can, for regular deliveries on certain
days of the week.

Individual Sausage Rall

Bake a ragher sbofd biscwit dough snd sedl B wery thin,
cot in oblong pirced b=t wide essarh s pa areand &
mumapr coce.  Pres lghtly mogether stoche ends and
pides, Bake i & wery bot oven. jam woch a cme 38 you
wreild bave for blszaley.  Serve ar cace

MILD C, JONES, Jones Dairy Farm
Fort Atkinson, Wis.

When a cut, a scratch or a bruise comes, think
first of Dicwogen, the pure petoxide of hydro-
gen that nesds no questionable acetanilid to
preserve it, [Hoxogen prevents infection. Its
use is the best health insurance. Don't take
chances with cheap bleaching peroxides. To
enable vou to judge, we will gladly send you a
trial bottle, this size, on request.  Write today.
Ak far DFOXOGEN by name—af any drug stors

The Dakland Chemizal Co. 10 Astor Place, Now York

For the Festal Board— Cresca Dellcames

Piquant, luscious, toothsome damties, They lend character and distinction to
—over a hundred of them fo give sauce  the feast, and add to vour reputarion as
to the appeiie, an enfertainer.

“Where Epicurus Reigns”

This 1915 bocklet, intended primarsly for Epicares, i3 a veritable treasure
for the housewife desiring fo serve unosual dizhes for luncheons, teas and
social occasions, A two cent stamp will bring it with the name of the
nearest Cresca dealer

CRESCA COMPANY, 345 Greenwich Street, New York

In answering a.dl':rtlsrm:nts pir:ast ml:mu:m SCRIBNER'S MAGAEINE
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The

Christ-
mas
Present

A Practical
Gift
That Is
Pleasure-

“ Wied for Fifty Fears Whereer T

Make your Christmas one of Mutonl BMerriment WEATET

of the famous B & B skates will experience exhilarating, heslzhiul

sport, knd will ghow with satisfaction that there are none hetter,
Mo Other EI‘H Is S50 Generally Amﬁnl:hlu

J PR

ater Freeses ™

Bl O gur mew o

s F o yonr

BARNEY & BERI'I', 162 Broad 5t.;

FOR INFORMATION WRITE TO
Following EEELEY INSTITUTES:

Hat Springs, Ark. Oklibsama City, Okl
Jackseaville, Fla, 3alt Lake City, Utak
Ilt. Seattle, Wash.

LBVERTINER

VifimpshireZiond

The Stationery of & Gentlernan

?ﬂﬁld_}-‘ selecting 1t for
your personal stationery
is a tribute to your cor-
respondents—and to your-
self a2 A sample packet will
be mailed upon request

Hfll'l'li'.l.‘u::iirl'
Paper Company
Soath Hadley Falls
Massochuseits

John Barleycomn’s
Master

Ohar scientific treatment
removes the appetite for
drink or drugs—does not
nauseate, Only registersd
physicians are permitted te
administer the remedies in
our authorized institutions,
During the last thirty-five
vears, half a million have
been exred.

Make your furniture glide

Sawve rugs, carpets,

floors and your fur-

niture.  Look for

the name mside

caster At all

dealers or from us.
10 Set of 4

DOMES OF SILENCE C0.
178 Siate Strest, New Tork

-
Irmvinihl

Witheet Whieals

wins a welcome everywhere. She is a
cheerful lictle messenger of good will
anid she brings in handy form ten
vards of lingerie ribbon,—pink,
blae, lavender or white, with a hod-
kin ready for ronning.  This litde
us=inl @it {for 3bec 1% selected from
1,000 gift suggestions illustrated
in onr wonderfol Year Book which will
ll' m |.||.|] |||'|'|'||| re Lor ﬁ-l: il '\-||.|J||."

The unigque Chrlntma.ﬁ wift

Al p = nbook of America. Wrile for it

P'DHLEUN"S GIFT SHOP
98 Bank Bldg. Pawtucket, R, I

In answcﬁﬁg advertisements [;rltas-rﬁgt-inn SCRIENER'S MACAZINE
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Protect g, The Ideal
i Bl Food - Drink
Yiir&rﬁeff 1 i, for All Ages
or ! ; Jif N - p
ORIGINAL Digentibls
At Hotels The Diet for
Bestaurants ." N hita (T o Fivgy il fw g oG
Fountains A:k -Fur "HDR.‘[_ *S™ or you may get a subst

FREE Trlal fnr Xmas

Prof. I. Hubert's Proof
MALVINAQY | Eroet

CREAM
a safe ab Chest

15 Days’
Free
Trial

Red uc:ed Pr:ces

Tha fameoa

Always in

Atwood Grapefruit A

As to Flavor, in a Class by Itself.

Price about the same as the common variety.
Your dealer will supply it.

POMPEIAN [Z2=="ME ][
OLIVE OIL 1 e

Lalke Calglapue Free.
ALWAYS FRESH _ W.F.&Jno.BarnesC
PURE - SWEET-WHOLESOME Siassallig - T. GJ00. BaNESL0.

228 Buby 3t., Bockford, K1,

n
::'I.E'.ﬁﬁ mih
Teoth Brush prop phy y-lac

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE



&LHIB'\"th"& MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 7

e Sifpg ‘ﬂ;- T i R[TF toxlny for this hig, |||'n'| lustrated Shs spping Guide and do your
1Y Christmas buying comfortobly |I:|'|||I'|I-|_ Thouwsancds of practic ”.-I.,‘Ei““i
[or the best kind of gifts—useiu], beautiful, fashisnalile—art |._|._\.1.-.| |,|.._-\_|._“_.

_l o fyf orce "If.l'l.llnlt'lll_-. and ":-ll-l.'ln-.l.'l ae they come from Peacock's, the store whose
ﬁ"'r-.‘_ { {1 word iz backed by more ‘than three quarters of a centuey of 2arupulously hopor-
= i { |I able dealing.

| a This Hand-Carved

"'iln'””-' | I Cames FPendant i3 Peacnc.hﬂ:“:lélw

-:':\:Irr.xpk.i._”““ III f | a gift to be valued by

any waman for its
@":I-’,w__l

beauty and imtrinsic
worth, It iz of 10 k.
polisked pald, with
doulde circle of =ecd
pearls and haod-
carved pink shell
amea, T-imch chain,
E}._.I,J .|i: ]5-__. ;i._.“_. k's A Watch Bracelet bas practical, permanent
valwe as well as artistic beauty when it bes |.r-\.II||I_

matchless valoes at
name F‘l.-u.cm:'lt Elgin—a bwofald rant
S12.00. perlect satisfac §1z Lo IIS l-E.I|.--II',' Elzin

" %40, Men's

co CK ESTABLISHED 1837 i mé ik e Ao e
thin molel, 2o
State & Adams Sts. CHICAGO oo s

THE FLATTERER.
CaturLEcE.~—You look fine to-night, Carrie.  These pink shades would make a gargoyle book pretty|
SS

rrakes a4 most peactical 1ru| uselul gift—one that is sure to please
J..-.: sryane 1% interssted in knowing what the weather is “poing to
be' 5 & M fiver House Barometer No. 2353 i3 o nstructed with &5

scientific exactness and of highest quality throughout. Adjustable
for aoy altitude from sea level to 3500 feet elevation, Encased :
in a g inch lacguered brass case with enamel metal dial. i

S & M Treor Weather Instruments are sold by the better class Opticians, Sci-
trl.tjﬁc Instrument Dealers, ete,  Go to vour dealer first, 1§ he does not have -
SLM ﬁrw Haouse Barameters (ke illustration) or will not asder . | |
for you, send us his name and address with §10.00 and we will i e o
send you one. When ordering give Mo, szsz.  Diher styvles o
described in our " Barometer Book Y-36 " mailed on request, & Mfﬂﬂm W

| A

M. 115 Shart ln.J M Div. of Taylor Instrumesd Companies AMES STREET, POCHES }",
A AR £ .iﬂmnfm

Ioa answering advertizements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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| Travel | Resorts || 75‘”" ‘S'""-I:'“':: |

Mg Kbt 1 easyry i Capaten, Yasiwede G rmia erone— Sigiida Sasta
iy g die hamia Fr Eaifavy

The BEest Regulir Services to
EGYPT, INDIA, CHINA, PHILIP.
PINES, JAFAN, ALUSTRALIA, NEW

Showing colored views of the unrvaled seenic
II', beauty af the
s

\ STATE OF WASHINGTON
where *-rm- -':11 ped mounkams, vrlrnera.ll'lr
egts, nadl |'L'I,h€3_ wnague cibies, altrac 1§11

traveler, 'r'*"ll.j M. Howell, Sec. of State,
Dept. C, Olympia, Wik,

ZEALANDY Round World Trips
and Winter Tours in IN[MA. FEN-
INSULAR &DRLEHTJ\LS\. . CO.

IIIIIIIIIIII|'|IIIIIIIIIIIII|||| ||||||II||I|III|||'|||IIIIIIIIIIIIIII'1IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII1IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII'I]IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII.rl.l]III||||||||||||||||||||||I|u.l|||||||||||||||||||||IIIIIImIIIIIIIIImu||||.I||||_

tkins Clen on
GBG GLEN SPRIN o echﬂw—mke, ALY
Wim: E. LeaMngwall; Prag.
OFEN ALL THE YEAR

A Mineral Springs Cure and Hotel, known as THE AMERICAN NAUHEIM, from having firsk
imtradiesd into Eiis country the Sohott treatment Tof heart disease, The treptment methods and eqoipment =m
brmee Elie beal that advanced medienl science has approved, Treatments are given under the direction of physicians.
Twao of the Drinking Springs are highly Radioactive.

The Bathing Springs are similar to the waters of Bad Naoheim, bot about five
THE BATHS Limes ns sbtrong. THE RADIUM EMANATION FEUM BRINE
SPRING NO. 2 AVERAGES 64.8 MACHE UNITS PER LITER OF
WATER,; or nearly three times ns much as any other American Spring known. For the treatment of Rheuma-
tam, Gout, Diabetes, Obesity, Nearitis, Meoralgin, Ansemia, Diseases of the Digestive System and Liver, Heart

and Circulatory System, Kidney Disease, and Disorders of the Mervous System, we offer advantages unsur-

passed in this conntry or Europe.

Situated in a privi ||: park with miles of well-built and graded walks for Oertel hill elimbing exercise. Well-kept
alf Course.  Tennis Courts, Cleek Golf and Mininkure Golf. Musle, Daneing.

Our Mustrated Enoﬂel's and Laotest Rl.-pn:rf! on our Mineral Spﬂng; will be Mailed on RquIElf'
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AT

For Winter Tours
in Summer Climes

[ ere— ~ CONSULT
- “Cuba — A Winter Paradise”

A beawifully illustrated 64-page booklet sent om receipt
of 3cim p-mgc ﬂ:a.lnpl.

T-!I ) In ANEwWering advertizements p|easn l.'I"IEI'H.:iI;\_n SK_HEENERS {'.-MG,&LHRE__



TRAVEL—RESOETS.

TCHIRS

W R

—be, O TO CL.E. BEAME

COSMOPOLITAN- EH'E.H'I'!UIPI."B Flﬂ?b
BTHEYEAR-EATABLISHED TO &Vl B
£ PSSR AR

BTEL RESORT.& TRAVEL:DEPARTME]

E STREAM-REVIEW OF REVIEWS-SCRIBN

ABALE INFOMMATION TO REMAOESS OF 'n-u_

BEcAchn BT,

-3
&

NT
5-THE CAMADIAR-WORLD'S WORK
E:E-A-ﬂ?:‘: (1Y Tnmcn. Pl o P G,
BOETOMN, MASSE o

RESORT HOTEL I THE WORLD

THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA
= Al PAT
MAGRITUBE AND CHEERFULNESS

D.SWHITE rest. . W MOTT Mgt
___SBAN ANTONIO TEXAS

SPEND TH“ﬂHTEn IN d

SanAntonio

LA-HD CFF THE TEBQ
SUH

7

lazas. Palms. Ros
\CA D ﬁ'-H\'.IS.ﬁ[ILf F.%_L WIP‘TER.

ot Sien|
IDING-TEMM IS~ MOTORING,

404 I‘HIE:I-
POLO-R
GREATEST FIZHING AMD HUNTING
n UNITED STATES:——HUHNTING~

|, Dhaares, Du:H!Turh 1'hm

ﬁﬂ"ﬁgﬁ"faﬂpd’ Aot o r’ﬁa 5H'P"rm
HILLION BOLLARS HAS IS BEch ShET

LLAGH
FOR BEAUTIFYIMG CIT'Y.~Fines Hatels=Far
further I
Thousa
Carem

| Abdva llestration s

Atlantie City. ¥E40Rorer,

oWa bul one gectdon of
marnificent and Eumploously fitted
honse—the Open Alr Flaza snd Enclosed
Solarinms overleok the Eoard-walk and the
Oeean. Theenvironment, convenbancsand
comfortsof the Marlls urnu.rh Elenheim and
tha ioviporating climats at Atlantie City
make this the 1deal place for & Winter ao.
uTEL. ALWATE e, Write for handsnmely
ustrated hosklet. Jostab White & Bons
Caompaty, Proprietors aod Directors,

San Aatonlo
hokel im the Wisler Ci IIEH'E
vy hoby n brt;:l:r 47 af the mon-

i g §)

[+]] a‘rﬂi‘ﬁf—aﬁm

THE ST. ANTHON

Tha Juxorivzs hokel
tistak
in the pear. Thresfine
cetriek. Erery ouldopr
q:ﬂrt and pastima st ile
Bewd ﬂu winter long.

dolt every day

RISCOLL
. 8, Capitol. Near
{.l:rl.l.nn Htation., Amildse
Show FPlaces. Huonoing
Water, Electrie Fans in
Bunu:lu II-a.t]lG:r:l.hl:
Music. Am. [l

.;HJu.rl Bﬂuklet

FLnnle

fur & vharming winter sutng.

Fine fur-
nished cottaze for rent, 24 r manth.
Address E. 'I:lll:n"ll.axl Hibbing, Minn.

E.I.H:l .IHI’I'HE Coponnnt Grove, Fla.
Cottage coloy In primeval wooils, an Il-ain
shnre, opp. Eeefs, Dinng Lodre with
!il11 la rocmd. Baths and electric lights in
wildings. Wrile for booklet.

Where-Te-Go has 12,000,000 readers

mnn‘ll:.lr Mext forms close Dec. 1st.

ATLANTIC CITY, N..0,
Gﬂlﬂn Hﬂ.ll.. Hotel and Sanatorium.

New stone, brick & stee] building. .ﬂ.lwn&-
-]

onen, .J.Iun.}'s ready, a‘lvuyg i-"-"l"
ARKANSAS HOT SP sPnlm:s 7

ATLANTIC CITY, N.J.

UNIQUE FEARTURES:
The vast Marble Exchange-

flanked with Flowers and
“Sheltered Angles, the Forecourt,
Fountain of Fate (lister Garden,
Restaurant, Submarine Grill,
Rose Hall, Library Tawer,
Belvedere and Three
ﬂecks 1-uu-k|nq on the
rer, Boardwalk and
Oeean.

diffzrent curabie Nlr“ and orelrsese
roweed dist sysiem; reducing &
Ing etz ackentificaly repalated; thirtys
thres rpecalicog physicans: 300 sl
furpes;  restful tropical garden. calssal
sombon pymsasium, eimming poos
Bemwtiful natural surmandings, invigarar-
elimsie, just Ehe place far mes snd
Beulth I:;Id..:vg.
Send foe froe bookdet, ™ The Sompde LU ha
Mrshell " ard Dewtraled preapecta
THE SAMITARIUM,
B pem, F-I-TTLE{’IH‘.E...

HUUHT CLEMENS MICH.

attendance WHAEFRRESe]
THE ARKANSAS HOT SPRINGS
Greatest health and pleasure resort in tha
warld, wned and controlled by tho
Tnited States Government. Perfect
lahede Golf Courses Write for particulnra.
ARLINGTUN & EASTHMAN HOTELR.

CHICACO ILL.

. New

Kaiserholf
CHICAGD

450 Rooms-51.50 u;.
300 Bntha

Posat Office &
Board of Trade
Write for Falbder NoA,

Ligogtos 4
#l prasre
I mdai “HLEE,

T OTEL M |
bz PR H et

.

k'| AL l'-l"—

e
Eyce ey k\NML

|

| ks e

| T8 [miew Gl
Ay o

BEATTLE WASH. _

'HOTEL BUTLER “seon

Cafs withowt pecr. Center of Uliin g rJA.I atw M
Hoicomms §1 (dop; with bath $2 Mop. Homecomb
fo the traveler. A CHESHIEE MITCRELL,

' FLORIDA—GEORGIA
' CUBA—THE CAROLINAS

I Semd for Excursion Bates, |Hustrated ook-
| 18§ containing hotel directory, map & zen-
| oral Information Meganling guickest trkin
| BErvios & shortest rontes. Odices: Boston,

| Buffalo, Fhlls., Baltimore, Washington or
W. E. CONKELYN, @ E_F. A,

1154 Broadwny, New York

SEABOARD AIR t.INE RY.

I1|r

#HOTEL CO LLEGE

LECATED O A HIGH BDSE-HEAR THE CENTER OF EASTERN FLORIOA~ FURL,
F nlfildn' lufu'l hEHrLr:‘l_I:pléi‘Fm:r_w PIE THEES Er GRAMGE BLG
= — GOLF (DUASE-TENRIS. RIDING & CHNIYIRG=0PTH JAHPARY |52 =ASDSTES, THED O BA0INS, AE

M D
FI.ﬂFuII DA,

L S50,
THHFE: COMCERTS £ DAACINE= I8 HOLE .
RASER. 2

In answering ad:t.c;t.i;mment:.ﬁimr m:nt-i-nn- SCRIBMER'S MAGP.{[NE
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Porto Rlco

The Ideal %
16 Day Cruise e |

THERE is no lovelier spot ./

fora winter's outing than
this Island of Enchant- |

ment—unique in the tradi- I."
tions and atmosphere of
four centuries of Spanish
rule. It has a climate softer
and more delightful than [
that of the Riviera or J'L
Southern California —a ~——
charm which few can resist.

$Q 4 32 and

Which covers every expense for tﬁe entire cruise

Big steamers “Carolina,” “Brazos,” and others are especially designed and
luxuriously fitted for service in the tropice. You make the steamer your
hotel during the entire trip from Mew York to and around the island, touch-
ing at principal ports and returning again to New York, A sailing every
Saturday at noon.

Write for this beauti'uuy illustrated free booklet, “Porto Rico Cruise,”
E whicl:l tells in a most ubsurbing way the pleasures of this voyage.
.
2]
"

Just £l out the coupon and mail it to

Cruising

Depi.

Porta Rico
Line

11 Broadway,

Nc\?el' ark

Kindly wnJ. me ¥t
free booklet * ‘Parts Riea

Cruising Department
Porto Rico Line *}\2re3dway

Ve can also plan your trip to include Cuba, Mexico, Bahamas,
Florida, Texas and other resorts of

AGW] THE _AMERICAN
MEDNTERRANEAN I
DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES oo

8] BOSTON, 192 Washington St PHILADELPHIA_ 701 Chastaut 51,
£/ WASHINGTON, 1306 F 5., M.W. NEW YORK. 250 Broadway

AN NN ENENSSENESNENENRREN

.].n.a-mw-:ri:lg advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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& - THE BROWN BADGE
= OF WELL-BEING

“Big" business executives, harried and
strained to the point of mental and physical
exhanstion, are sent each winter by their phy-
gicians 1o NASSAU-BEAHAMAS,

But the truly “big"” man does not wait 1a
be sent. He knows that the way to suoccess
lies along the path perfect mental and physi-
cal well-being have blazed.

In Nassau you see him basking in the sun-
shine from his veranda chair; “exploring” the
island by carriage and motor; bathing, sailing,
fishing, golfing—out-of-doors always, and
acquiring in 8 hundred delightful ways the
“brown badge of well-being.”

Yourcopy of 'NASSAU-BAHAMAS"
will be maied upon regquaesd,

BAHAMAS GOVERNMENT AGENT
450 FOURTH AVENUE HEW YORK

SOUTHERN CRUISES

with Personal Escort an the

“GREAT WHITE FLEET”

of the Lnited Fruit Company
Under the American Flag
Leaving Mew York Jan, 26, Feb. 23, and Mar. 1, 1916

23 DAYS5—$185 and up

including berth in two-passenger outside room and
all expenses of personal conductor, hotels, transfers,
railroad excursions, automebile and carrage drives
(excepting & la carte meals on steamer ), visiling

KINGSTOMN — auto excursion to Castbeton

CRISTOBAL, CAMAL ZFOMNE —irn to Gatun and
Bamama, auto excursion te Ancen and Balboa,
all hatel accommodations on shore

CARTAGENA, COLOMBIA —train to Cartogena, car-
razpe drive, luncheon

FUERTD COLOMBIA, COLOMBIA—trzin to Bar-
moguilla, carriage drve, luncheon.

SANTA MARTA, COLOMBIA — cxcursion to Rie Frio,
Tunchean. .

CRISTOBAL nod KINGSTON.

Other cruises including alss Jamaica, Cuba, Costa
Rica, Honduras, British Honduras, Guatemala, etc.,
January, February, and March,

Tours de Luxe to SOUTH AMERICA, sailing
Feb. 2, Feb. 16.
Send for bocklel of whaleoer fowr interealy pour,

THOS. COOK & SON

243 Broadway, New Yark

Philadelphia, Chicugo, T.os Angeles,
Montreal, THOr o,

Rostarn,
Snn Francisco,

et DCEAH

F: oot b ATLANTIC
] P, "'h""'h?:

Raymond-Whitcomb

Winter Cruises

To the West Indies, Panama
The Central American Wonderland
and the Spanish Main

Tl'l'lpita.[ Three cruiges —the utmost in
{:]' H comfort and |ux1:|ry—1.-:s'i1ing the
uises beauty spots of the American

'[I.E I.-'l.lxﬂ' Mediterranean.  Stops at Havana
and Santiage (with arrangements
for side trip by rail acress Cuba), at Port Antonio
and Kingston {allowing time for the wonderful
automobile ride across Jamaica), at Panama
{witl‘i amp]e opportunity Lo see the great Canal
in full operation), at Costa Rica (land of the
world-famed scenie railroad journey from Port
Limen to San Jose, the mountain capital).

Beautiful :
a - are the luxurious steamships
Sister Ships " "

“Pastores™ and " Tenadares
of the Great White Fleet, under exclusive char-
ter to Raymond & Whitcomb Co. Built defi-
nitely for the tropics, they are of

The ships for these cruises

American Registry American Ownership
Under the American Flag
From MNew York, Jan. 29, Feb.

Depa.rhlre! 12, and March |1, 1916, arriving
in New York on the return 24 days later.

lnclut‘]inz berth in outside rosam, meals
and many shore excursions, 5230 and up.

Price

Remarkable and Comprehensive
Sﬂl'l.ltl'l.+ Tours of Two to Five Months' Dura-
America tion. Jan.15, Feb. 2, 5,16and 26,1916,

. «  Tours on the Highest Plane of
Cahfumta Travel. Departures in December,

January and February.

ja]l‘al-'l Delightful Tours including the Philip-
{:hina pines, February 5, March 4 and 25.

Send for Baoklet Desired
RAYMOND &D WHITCOMB CO.

wpl, I
17 Temple Place Boston, Mass.
NEW YORK PHILADELFHIA CHICAGD SAN FRANCISCO

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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e, .
WNORTH CAROLINA
1]

L ] T
HoTEL 4 RN
CAROLINA

and Cottages now open for L
the Season i

I eighteen-hole eonrues and o mew nine-hole eourse. Ewery facility provided for trap shoot-
GFJ The fairways received speeinl attention this year, T?’ﬁ' ‘?‘i‘ﬂ I'.‘l.ffi‘l,f ing. 4.0H acre private shooting pre-
TFHFHIT Thi: clay baiead . ooccts re Tassnas boik wasnd perve. Guides, trained dogs end shooting wogons to be hed
professionals and amateors for their excellence. by duy or week. Sraleard
5 + The large stable of saddle and driving horses is Thrawgh Pullmasn seredee from New York via wird Air
______IJE’FF!. unsder the direct supervision of the General Oifice. Lime Ruiluway. (haly one night from New Yord, Baston,

j']_.rrjfﬂ F’f.l']'_.[.’ Excellent mew rosds lor Gfty miles in every Cleceland, FPittsburgh ond Circinnari,
el

direction. Thisform of recreation ar its best. Wo eonsomptives received ot Pineharst.  Fullinfermation on request.
Pinehurst Dffice, Pinchurst, N, C., or Leonard Tufts, 282 Congress St., Boston, Mass.

In ANEWETIRY a.dve:rr.ls:..rlenl: p]ra.:..- mention Erl:ﬂlﬂ[\uE.R 5 MAGAZINE
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““There the Pirates Hid Their Gold”’

—and every vovage, every port, every route of the
Gn.-.al. ‘ﬂ."hih—. F]H-_.I: +|\rcru:gh the Colden Caribbean
hag the ramance af buried treasure, pirate ships, and
deeds of adventure—centuries ago.

Today health and happiness are the treasures sought
on the Spanish Main, and Great White Fleet Ships,
built especially for tropical travel, bear vou luxuri-
uu:].y lo seenes of TOmAnoe,
Cruises from 15 to 25 days to

CUBA, JAMAICA, PANAMA CANAL

CENTRAL AND SOUTH AMERICA
Sailings of CREAT WHITE FLEET Shipe from Mew Yaork every
W eednesdoy and Saturd ll-rr.hlmf“z‘du Sadmpgs frem
N Ovleans every Wedasedy, Thaniny, sad Satudsy, T ot mioe.

mafion wrie b

PASSENGER DEPARTMENT
United Fruit Company Steamship Service

17 Battery Place, New York

RS

Conmecticns at Colan
for all Central and
Sooth American West
Coast Ports,

I Write for Our New Bank
| “CRUISING THE CARIBBEAN"
i A story, with illustrations,
about the Pirates, Bucca-
neers and Marooners of
1.|'||.=.5pani:1]:| Miain: Sir
Henry Morgan, Cape-
tain Kidd, Teach,
“Blackbeard,” La-
fitte, and others.

SAILNG UNDER THE AMERICAN FLAG q’."‘r SOUTH AMERICA

UNITED FRUIT COMPANY STEAMSHIP SERVICE

.];1 answering advertisements plegse mention SCR]B.“.;EE-S‘ MAGAZINE
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i E‘
AYBE conditions 4
*

abroad have upset

your plans for taking _ Rl
“The Cure' — at Karlshad, sy

Vichy or Aix. i B
But vour health need not suffer % :
—for Hotel Chamberlin, Old Point S ;

Comfort, offers you evervthing
that Europe can offer; with less

expenditure of Time, Money and
Effart.

Take""THE CURE" and en-
joy it, at The Chamberlin, one of
the world’s great Resort Hotels,
MNauheim, Vichy and Aix Baths—
every sort of Treatment, all under
competent Medical direction.

.F'ml{ the Sucia] Life at Hutt].
Chamberlin — delightful people,
diversion and sport; a Cuisine that
adds to the Epicurcan repute of
the Southland: an environment
unique and charming, amid the
gaiety of Army and Navy life.

Cnmr. to Hntvl Charnhcr!in
now—and you will come again.

For illustrated hisodters appdy at all toarist
SIS o TEAn B P TN aiicm, or sddras

GEORGE F. ADAMS, Manager
FORTRESS MONROE, VA,
New York DMico
Bertha Rulines Holsl Bursas Medlpin Hotsl
Or ask Wr. Feater at any of bis Informatien Bareams

Both Arms bff.ile Eervlee
af Oid Point Comfort 4

[n answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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S/

El.n Dm
Dm::nhl:r 3-1 t

Visit “Oldest America”

The wonderland of the vivid and the picturesque, along the Apache
Tral of Arizona. Here are the cunous nined homes of the ancient cliff
dwellers—the great copper r.'.mnps-thz famous Roosevelt Dam,

See thiz enchanting country in a delightful motor side-trip, a part of
your jouney to or from the West via

Southern Pacific—Sunset Route

Mew Orleans Los Angelea San Diego San Francisco

Tl'. S nset Limited and other :'Fl ncdicd trains afford !unmuusdul.y service ot Mo Extra
Fare. Water or mail routes between Mew York and MNew Ovleans. Wrte for booklets.

GENERAL OFFICES

N“Tﬂkl:‘l-r San Francisea Mew Orleans Housta
366 Broadway Flood Building Metrapolitan Bank Building MMHPMIEH Buildin

" In answering advertisements plesse mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




1 How the World
Grows Smaller

EY

Ausmnun- In 19 Days

.-..:, .: |1:| m'n:l "on A rIl i
""“‘IIII“ri\.l!'"H 1-:. ||| 1. hlrun Lins:-

"Sonunm,“ “Slerrﬂ. or “Ventura"

'l'. ribg for allus.

DCEANIL 5. 5. C[‘.’I.

arT "|In.:l.| i -||:rul =an Fronclses, Cal.

Tours to Brazil, Argentina and all

IT'S SOUTH AMERICA NOW
South Amerlcan Polnts via Panama

Meost beautiful cities in the world.
£
— IOURS Canal, Wrile for booklet * .

Climate, Bcenery, Hotels, Social Life.
305 S. Rebecca Street, Pitisburgh, Pa.

Slaty-aiven yuikd irnctics bifors the Palend Ofica,
Drar hardbooka on Patents, Trade-Marks, &2, Bent

| fres. I atents procured through Mann & Co. receive [
fren motioe in the Beientific American, 1|
668 Woolworth BEldg., M. ¥., [}

nm‘l Was'hinulnn. D G

experimental !

An ﬂperimental subscriptiﬂn
is like a courtship. It may end
in only a summer flirtation.
It depends |arg+:l_y on the man
or woman, and more on the
magazine.

If you are not a clear ﬂ'linl::er. don't
take an experimental subscription for
THE NATION. If you do want the
best and latest thoughts on literature,
art, science, and putilid_‘s, an experi-
mental subseription will lead to a
permancnt alliance with America's
greatest cntical wr:r.[:ly TEVIEW,

4,00 a year

The term of an ** experimental ** subseription is four

months, and the ferms 51,00

THE NATION

20 Vesey Strect Mew York City

I10c a copy

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Accessible — Reasonable in Price

Hotel Seymour

44=050 West 451th Street
NEW YORK

Between Fifth Avenue and Broadway.
Three minutes from Grand Central Sta-
tion. Mear Shops and Th!lll‘ﬂl l-I.EI\I!'
Light Rooms, Beauti
Rooms, with Bath - - - - - $2.00
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath - -  3.00
Excellent Restaurant a la Carte

Also HOTEL BRETTOMN HALL
Brondway and S6ith Sieest

WRITE
THE SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE

FOR

Suggestions Regarding Schools

(0 ¥our inguiry will receive carcful con-
sideration and prompt reply, based upen
the data contained in your letter. Address

School and College Service
‘ SCRIBMNER'S MAGAZINE, NEW YORK

Paint is insurance against loss
through deterioration or decay.

lowers the cost of paint insurance

by lengthening the life of the pro-.
| tection without increasing the cost,

“ Your More™ tr yours for the arking.

| The New Jersey Zinc Company
Room 422, 55 Wall Street, New York

For big contract jobs consult our Research Bureauw

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN]:R 5 M,I\CAZENE
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“The Heart
of the Home”™

Slobe-Wernicke

Sectional Bookcases

HE appeal of a Globe-Wernicke Sectional Bookcase 1s all-inclusive, It
i5 a *“gift of noble origin whose usefulness increases with the years.
Glabe-Wernicke Bookcases offer 3 wide ranpe of attractive 31‘._i:.'.-' and finizshes to fa -
selection, and a Patented Dust-proof Felt & n cach section preserves the books and
keeps the doors from slamming.  You buy an ac litional section as you peed it. They grow
with growing libraries and are built to endure.  Un sale everyw here,
Write for Free copies of * The World's
Best Books'' and Catalog Ne. I7F

The Elnbcr"hrﬁmieh Co. Cincinnati

si New ¥ork, Chicapn, Philadelphis, Bosion, Cinannatl, Wadhingio

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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KING EIGHT $1150

Improved Five-Passenger Model

[ Motor bore and stroke, 274 x5}

IMMEDIATE DELIVERY
MDHE power, numerous engine refinements, and finer body

finich, make this car a superlative value. Only a greatly

increased output Permits the ﬂxiﬂg of such a moderate
pr]{-c for a car of this (lua]it}r. Thounsands of these cars are now
in suceessful operation the world over, and it was this model
that made the famous official high gear tests on the Pacifie Coast
—two rough trips of over 800 miles each sealed in "high,” both
with perfect scores.

RBemember, there are more KING EIGHT-CYLINDER cars
in operation than any other make except one. The KING is the
pioneer popular-priced eight—one year ahead of all competition,
and this Company possesses a knowledge of Eight-Cylinder con-
struction which makers in our wake can learn only through
Ex]}lﬁrlﬁuﬂﬂ-

The new KING color is Salon green. Body and hood of that
eolor, with black radiator, fenders and running boards. Wheels,
black with gold stripe. A ride in this car will mark a new epoch
in your motoring experience—and spoil you for other car types.

Place your order now. No waiting!

KING MOTOR CAR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICH.

DEALERS—The 1915 production of this Company iz already double that of 1914,
and this gain has been made on a new departure in cutomobile engineering—the
.':r.l:rn!.u_ﬁlf!‘.'fﬂff:f'. At a price like §1150, what will o car of the KING'S Fepulation
mean to you in sales? There may be some open territory in your district, Wire!

b ®

;i

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBENER'S MAGAZINil'.
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HEAVY DUTY ELECTRICS

“* General Vehicle ' —of course

Heavy duty G.V'. Trucks are used in over 90 lines of

business. Some cover 60 miles per day, some but 12 miles.
They pay on the longer city runs and they pay also in the mill-
yard where the hauls are not over 100 yards each. Adapting
trucks to the individual needs of the user comes only through long
experience. “ Thousands of G. V. Electrics in service " explains
why we seldom fail

EEsie

e R EEEEE
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Heavy duty G. V. Electrics are used by coal-dealers, ice-dealers, wholesale
FTOCETS, g\t,nl,-.:r:l] truckmen and manufacturers of all kinds. This truck,
one of scores in like service, is one of three operated by this firm.  The
last two were ordered 60 |:|:|.3,r:. after the hrst one was p-l.m:td in service.

The Electric truck is not a competitor of the gasoline truck. Each
has its economic field—the Electric for shart haul, frequent stop work, the
gasoline truck for the long hauls with few stops.

In the city, where heavy loads and frequent stops must contend with
street congestion and waits at warehouses and terminals, the Electric is
by far the most efficient, satisfactory and economical truck. Let us
prove this to you.

We build six models, 1,000 to 10,000 pounds capacity.
Catalogue 100 on request

% GENERAL VEHICLE COMPANY, Inc.
| "jl General Office and Factory: LONG ISLAND CITY, NEW YORE
5 B NEW YORK CHICAGO BOSTON PHILADELFPHIA
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Musical history was made a short time ago at Orange, New Jersey,

At the laboratories of the New Edison Diamond Disc Phonograph, 300

phonograph experts were witnesses to an epﬂch—makmg experiment.

When the test was done, the entire gathering agreed as one —a
modern miracle had been performed before their eyes!

Three factors predominated.

Alice Verlet, the famous Belrian prima
donna, whom European musical eritics
1 I
3 i
have hailed as the " "Wew Queen of Song.**

The Wew Edison Diamond Dise Phono-
graph.

And Thomas A. Edison. He alone knew
of the revelation to come; of the human
voice with all its range, its sweetness, its
mellowness, its sympathy and pathos com-
ing from the instrument he had created.

Miss Verlet stood beside the New Edison
Diamond Disc Phonopraph. Mr. Edison
sat with his head bowed upon his hand.

There came Ih‘f.: clear notes of the
beautiful song, "' Caro Nome,"" from
Rigoletto,

Which was singing, phonograph or lady? The
ear could net distinguish.  Only the eye could
discern that Miss Verlet's lips were not moving.
The Edison Diamond Dhse was si1sging alone,
Then—a greater volume — but saiy a greater
volume—MNism Verlet joined her voice with the

singing of the Edison Diamond Disc.

Two voices—exactly the same two—were sing-
ing together. No one among the 300 could
tell which was the more clear or distinct, or
more full of fecling.

The song volume decreased. The ear heard
but one voice. The eve must tell again, Merr
Ferlet's fijps avere moving. It was she who was
singing.

Faces were lit up with surprise—even with
amazement —a modern miracle was happening
just before them.

The phonograph and the lady continued their
duet to the end. Enthusiasm, almost wn-
bounded, ran throwgh the audience.
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Nearly 500 Phonograph Experts
Held Spellbound Dy Unpreceder}ted

Quickly these men realized that there had been given to the world a new instrument which
' P - VS y
years of endeavor had made so complete that even “‘perfect’’ failed 2sa descriptive word. Fin

TI‘IE‘}' could not describe the tone of the New Edison. It was not enough ta call it
humalz. |!f?—llkE, natural.”” No more could Ihn’:'_l,' deseribe a beautiful rose as i rue o
nature. This New Edison was nature itredf. It twar the artist in all but form,

The Edison has no tone of its own. It is a perfect vehicle for the re-creation of the
artist' s voice—or instrument.

New Ekdison

Diamond Disc

Phonodgraph

No Needies te Chanpe Unbreaktable Records
The reasons for the absolute perfection there cam be no wear on the record. The re-
D. d_ D. -Fh !"I. 3 J:o'rr|rr makes a ;ll:-:l.:d:u:d ||:|1|.| which the amoath
of the Diamon e onagraph - are surface of the diamond stylus merely foair sver.
manifold. The music passes through a 5 L) ;
; d . d faard The smooth diamond point in passing over the
real diamond, traversing a “:‘-_-"r_ q“ _ar record is as an autemobile running over a hill
that human hands cannot break ir. Edison and then into a valley. There is no more wear

on the top of the hill than at the bottom of
the valley. This is in contra-distinction to the
I.'l_tf]'ﬂl 5}'5‘!“1 I',l"l: fffl’lrl:l.i.l'lﬂ'. 'ﬁ'll;(']i il as § !WI‘.‘“—

records have been played 6,000 times,
with the same sweetness and Adelity

from the last rendition as from the firse ing river always wearing away its banks. 2

Edison records are thicker than any ever : : :
§ Edison d_ca]cl'_: evervwhere are El‘_‘.‘l-:l!' to give you r

made before, a demonstration of the new Diamond Dise.

By Mr. Edison's vertical system of recording, Ask to see the £250 Diamond Dise Phono-

used only by him (2 against the lateral system), graph, which is the official bomtory model,

Special Edison Christmas Concerls are betag piven everywdere by Edison Dealers.
You avild be under wo obiipation 1f you awk fo kaw 1 your Javarite records played for
you. Make wp your mind fo hear & Chrivtmar Comcerd eardy.  If yon cvould
prefer, arrangements can be made fo Save o desmomitrafion o yenr eI hawme.

Or, write us for a catalog of records and Diamond Disc Phonographs

THOMAS A. EDISON, Inc.  Dept. 1279  Orange, New Jersey
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ITH youngsters growing bigger every minute and fannels shrinking smaller every
washday, woolen under-garments soon feel anything but comfertable to the tender skins
and active bodies. These garments, however, can be kupl to their uri.g:ina.l. size and a.hapq-_\- if

~ washed aceording to the following suggestions:

lat—Uze warm water of the same temperature throughout the washing and rinsing. —

2nd—Cleanse by drawing the garment through the hands and by working it up ——
and down in the suds e

3rd —Make the suds with lvory Scap paste, (See directions inside WIRRPET.)
Thia method awvoids rubbing and extremes of temperature, both of which make woolens
shrink. And, most important, the use of the mild, pure, neutral lvory Soap ltﬂf:pa the

guds free from alkali which not only shrinks woolens but makes them rough, stif and
uncomfortable,

IVORY SOAP. . . |HEL . 99#% PURE

IF FLOaT 5

Factariea af foergdale, Ohie; Port loory, New York: Kansas City, Kansas; Hamilion, Canada.
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Peaches Cherries Pears
Plums  Apricots

Just an order to the grocer —a few minutes to put away the cans
and your fruit closet is stocked for the winter,

But be very sure to tell him you must have “Libby’s>’—the se-
lected product of California’s finest orchards, picked and packed the
same day in canneries as spotlessly clean as your kitchen. Suppose
you take a pencil now, estimate vour family’s needs until fresh fruit
season comes around again—and hand the order to your grocer today.

Libby, M€Neill & Libby, Chicago
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mre opa of the thirteen Mational Advertisers who can furnish you with the latest Fad —the game “Going te Market.”

Send 10 cents in coin or stamps, address Libby, MSNeill & Libby, Dept. 5, Chicago.

THE SCRIBENMER FRESS




waterman's

- [Ideal
FountainPen




	Font Covers
	Contents
	Front Advertisements
	Frontispiece
	Mary Sheperdess by Marjorie L. C. Pickthall
	The Antwerp Road by Henry van Dyke
	In Prayse of Ye Pipe by E. Sutton
	The Medicine Ship by James B. Connolly
	The Mother by Phoebe Hunter Gilkyson
	Jeanne, the Maid by Gordon Arthur Smith
	The Very Lilac One by Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews
	Her Own Sort by Charles Belmont Davis
	The Lonely Land by Madison Cawein
	Coming Home by Edith Wharton
	M. Le Cure's Lunch-Party by Elizabeth Shepley Sergeant
	The Jade by Abbie Carter Goodloe
	A La Terre Sainte by John Finley
	When Payne Wrote "Home! Sweet Home!" by Thatcher T. Payne Luquer
	Dumb Witness by William Hervey Woods
	The Ride of Tench Tilghman by Clinton Scollard
	The First-Born by Katharine Holland Brown
	The Point of View
	The Field of Art by Joseph Pennell
	The Financial World by Alexander Dana Noyes
	Back Advertisements
	Back Covers

