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The three vital features < 
your Christmas Grafonola 
For , of course, y o u r new ins t rument 
w i l l be a C o l u m b i a , if it is a question 
of musica l q u a l i t y — o f cer ta inty o f 
las t ing enjoyment. Judge the supe
r io r i ty of the C o l u m b i a Grafonola , 
first of a l l , upon its superb tone. 

Tone: 
Tone perfection depends fully as much 
upon the scientific exactness of the repro
ducing mechanism of the instrument itself 
as upon the original recording process. 
The perfected reproducer and tone-arm of 
the Columbia Grafonola is the crowning 
achievement in this branch of the art. 

Once you realize the tone possibilities of 
the Columbia Grafonola, playing Columbia 
Records or any other records, we believe 
you will never again be satisfied with any 
tone less full and true, less brilliant and 
round and natural. 

Tone control: 
With the Columbia you have every pos
sible gradation of tone at your command. 
The tone-control leaves, built on the one 
right principle of controlling tone-volume, 
and the wide variety of needles available, 
give you any and all degrees of tone-volume, 
from the lightest pianissimo to the resound
ing fortissimo to fill the largest auditorium. 

Convenience: 
Your Grafonola, equipped with the individ
ual record ejectors, an exclusive Columbia 
feature, is ideal in its convenience. Your 
records are racked individually in velvet-
lined slots that automatically clean them 
and protect them against breaking and 
scratching. A numbered push-button con
trols each record—a push of the button 
brings any record forward to be taken 
between the thumb and fingers. 

COLUMBIA 
G R A P H O P H O N E C O M P A N Y 

Hrn^Z Box L 207, Woolworth Bldg., N. Y . 

COLUMBIA 
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Your Criticism Invited 
H E advertisers in this number of S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
paid $250.00 a page for the privilege of telling you by word and 

picture about their products. 
Those 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 you would be willing to offer suggestions. If you care 
to, we shall be grateful. 

Read the advertisements in this Christmas S C R I B N E R ' S — tell 
us what you consider to be the four best advertisements—then out 
of your selection write us a 150-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 K i p l i n g 
Outward Bound Ed i t i on 

25 Vols . Bound in C lo th 

For the second and third best criticisms, we will send a set of 
John Fox, 6 Vols . $12.00 
F . Hopkinson Smith , 6 Vols . $12.00 

C A U T I O N : 1st — I n arriving at your choice, consider the small advertisements as 
well as the large ones. 

2d — Y o u , or some member of your immediate family, must be a reg
ular reader of S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E or else your criti
cism will not be considered. 

3d — B e sure to send in your list of four with your 150-word sug
gestion. 

4th — Be sure to send in your suggestion before the 15th of Decem
ber, 1915. 
Competent advertising men will pass upon your suggestion and 
make the award. Criticisms from those interested in the business 
of advertising are not invited. 

Copy and Plan Department 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, N e w Y o r k 

2 For announcement of the January number see pages 8 and 9 
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Julia Marlowe 
Q "Beauty de-

days: 
mands most 

of all, pure soap and 
water—'' 

"Thousands of girts are 
daily ruining theircom-
plexions with cosmetics 
—they need the gospel 
of pure soap and water 
very badly. " 

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 P E A R S ' 
S O A P and you wi l l 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 which is 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 
O r d i n a r y S O a p . N o f e m r Special Sample offer below: 

Pears' Unscented Soap i s so ld at 15c a cake by d ruggis t s , h i g h - g r a d e 
grocers, e tc .—ei ther by the s ing le cake or i n boxes of one dozen . 
Pears' Glycerine Soap (slightly perfumed) is sold at 20c a cake , 
either by the s ing le cake or p a c k e d three cakes to the box . 

A . & F . P E A R S , L t d . 
The largest manufacturers of high grade toilet soaps in the world. 

Sample Offer—for a generous trial-size cake of Pears' Unscented Soap send your address and 4c in 
stamps, to cover mailing cost, to Walter Janvier, United States Agent, 4195 Canal St., New York City. 

"All rights secured " 
OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS' OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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DEITIES 
The Utmost in Cigarettes 

Plalin End or Cork Tip 

TkpLofcuitm,neJinenrent 
andeduadknitwariablu 
Prefer Deities to 
anxjothercigarette.' 

SAnagyros 

Makers ofthe Highest GradeTurkish and Egyptian Cigarettes in the Worlds 
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sonal charm in M r . Sothern's narrative. 
I t is fanciful, r ich in anecdote, and per
vaded by genial humor. 

E D W A R D H . S O T H E R N wi l l begin 
bis reminiscences i n the January-
number i n a most engaging way. 

H e opens at " the very first page of m y 
remembrance," a scene on the stage of 
the old London Haymarket , i n 1863, the 
little boy looking- into a pair of twinkling 
gray eyes, the eyes of his father, who was 
made up for his famous part of L o r d 
Dundreary. The elder Sothern's chil
dren were " T h e Blesseds," and were 
brought up in an atmosphere of romance, 
a land of jol ly make-believe, of fairy 
legends and drollery. About this period 
Joseph Jefferson went to England to ap
pear i n " R i p V a n W i n k l e , " and he was a 
guest of M r . Sothern. T o the children 
he was introduced as a famous pirate 
chief, but he soon won their hearts and 
took part i n their many plays. Y o u wi l l 
be glad to hear something about Uncle 
H u g h , an old naval officer wi th the rank 
of captain, " a veritable D o n Quixote." 
One of his adventures was to fit out an 
expedition at his own expense and to 
nearly lose his life i n a vain effort to go 
to the relief of Chinese Gordon. H e was 
a lovable old sailorman, and the story of 
his end wi l l make you think of Colonel 
Newcome. There is an irresistible per-

(Continued on page 10.) 

J E S S E L Y N C H W I L L I A M S ' S three-
part serial, "Remat ing T i m e , " be
gins in January. I t wi l l be interest- • 

ing to follow its development and to 
know what readers wi l l think of i t . I t 
is quite startling in its plot, and the 
situation that develops in the first instal
ment is certainly a novel one. The word 
startling, however, does not mean to i m 
ply that i t is going to shock any one by 
anything said or done. I t isn't that k ind 
of a story; i t is essentially free from any 
taint of sordid irregularities or vulgari
ties, but this goes without saying in ev
erything that M r . Wil l iams has written. 
So 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 
so enormously r i ch , " while he "was ro
mantically poor." Evadne married B i l l , 
and B i l l had more money than she had. 
Leonard married, to be sure—married 
M a r y ; she was more beautiful than 
Evadne, and even poorer than Leonard. 

Drawn by Henry Raleigh for 
" Remating T ime ." 

M A G A Z I N E NOTES 
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8 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

Begin Your Magazine Year 
with the January Scribner 
t JRead E d w a r d H . Sothern 's "Reminiscences ." The 
first chapters dealing with his boyhood, with his earliest 
impressions of his delightful father as L o r d Dundreary. 
A narrative with all the charm of a story. 

•I Read the beginning of Jesse L y n c h Wi l l i ams ' s humor
ous story, " Remating T i m e . " The story of first loves and 
others, of some odd matrimonial arrangements. 

<]JRead John G a l s w o r t h y ' s most remarkable article, 
" Second Thoughts on This W a r . " A n arraignment of all 
war, a plea for the peace of the world. 

•J Read the most complete and informing article ever 
written on " T h e Submarine in W a r , " by R o b e r t W . 
Neeser, author of " Our Navy and the Next W a r . " 

Cfl Read M a r y 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. 

• JRead the Four Best Short Stories of the month: 

"Undersea Boat F-33," by 
DONN Byrne. A thrilling story 
of a submarine. 

" A n d y of the Timothy Quar
tette," by Ar thu r Johnson. 
A story of a musician. 

" A Mi l l ion Too M u c h , " by 
Francis Lynde. A story of a 
lucky newspaper man. 

" The K i n g of Kanabaloo," by 
John Patrick. The story of 
a Yankee soldier of fortune. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Second Thoughts on 
T h i s W a r John Galsworthy 
Fete Days. T w o drawings by Howard Chandler Christy 

Reproduced in colors 

Undersea Boat F-33 
Il lustrations by W. J . A y l w a r d 
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I l lustrat ions from photographs 

Remating T i m e — I 
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Leonard, by the way, was a poet—who 
wanted, above all things, to be practical. 

A merest skeleton of a scenario—you 
can imagine all sorts of developments, 
but probably not those out of which the 
author builds his story. 

' H O U S A N D S of readers wi l l recall 
the impressions left by John Gals
worthy's "Thoughts on This W a r , " 

published in the Magazine in November, 
1914. I t was made the 
subject of numerous 
sermons, and was spo
ken of everywhere as a 
most remarkable and 
m o v i n g p i c t u r e of 
the meaning of war. 
I t had the quality 
of p a r t i s a n s h i p , an 
Englishman's view of 
the war as i t ap
peared then. In the 
January number he 
contributes another 
a r t i c l e , " S e c o n d 
Thoughts on This 
W a r . " It is quite as 
remarkable as t h e 
first article, even more 
so in some respects, 
for t he se are the 
thoughts of a mood 
engendered, not b y 
p a r t i s a n sentiment 
and emotion, but by long thought over 
the significance and horror of war, and 
the way to put an end to i t for the fu
ture. I t is a plea for "the longing for 
pi ty, fraternity, and goodness." " V e r i l y 
on every man who in time of peace 
speaks or writes one word to foster bad 
spirit between nations, a curse should 
rest; he is part and parcel of that malev
olence which at last sets these great E n 
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 game of those grim 
schemers to whose account lie the dehu-
manization and despair of millions of 
their brother men." 

A n American submarine running at 
full speed. 

0 fighting-machine in the history 
of the world has brought more 
terror to those who sail 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. I t has sent 
great war-ships to their doom, wi th thou
sands of men; i t has k i l led the innocent 
wi th as little mercy. The full story of its 
deeds may never be told—how many 

brave men have gone 
to their deaths shut 
up in one of these 
giant steel coffins, the 
men whose duty i t is 
to sail them, whose 
duty i t is to k i l l . The 
story of " T h e Sub
marine in War fa re" 
wi l l be told by Rob
ert W . Neeser, author 
of " O u r N a v y and the 
Nex t W a r . " H e has 
c o l l e c t e d the v e r y 
latest i n f o r m a t i o n 
a b o u t the use a n d 
activities of the sub
marine by the navies 
of the world, what 
they are doing, what 
they have a c c o m 
plished. The article 
is full of incidents, of 
the most interesting 

facts, of information that you wi l l want 
to know. There w i l l be illustrations 
showing the various types now in use. 

F i t seems hard to visualize what the 
war has meant to England away over 
there on the other side of the At lant ic , 

we may get a very real impression, at 
least, of the preparation for war just 
across our own northern border. N o 
troops have fought more valiantly, or 
suffered greater losses, than the splendid 
body of men who have gone from Canada. 
Great Br i t a in may well be proud of the 
loyal ty and ready spirit of sacrifice of her 
N o r t h American colony. M a r y Synon 
made a tour of inspection for the M a g a -

(Continued on page 12.) 30 
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Use the 
Mellins Food Method 

of 
Milk Modification 

Mellin's Food has always represented the 
highest form of infant feeding. 

Mothers who study the care of their baby 
closely are using Mellin's Food, because they 
have proved it best. 

Send today for a trial 
bottle of Mellins Food. 

Mellin's Food Company, Boston, Mass. 
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Members of the Signal Corps Canadian Mounted Rifles. 

zine of the Fa r Western Canadian troops 
in training, and she has written a graphic 
and stirring article about her impressions. 
" T h e West's Awake!"—awake in its far
thest l imits, men are coming from the 
cities, the towns, from the wilderness, to 
fight for the flag. 

" O n the third day of November, 1914, 
three months after the beginning of the 
Great War of Europe, a prospector flung 
his pack from a Siwash dugout upon the 
shore of the Hudson's Bay Company post 
at For t Saint James. A big man, wi th a 
trace of mil i tary training in his upright
ness and the tense look of the gold-
cruiser i n his eyes, he faced the lit t le 
group of white men and Indians who gave 
welcome to his coming. ' Is i t true,' he 
asked them, ' that England's fighting 
Germany ?' 

" 'Where 've you been these months 
past? ' the Scotch factor burred at h im. 

" ' U p i n the Omenica,' came the an
swer. ' Just heard of this war three weeks 
ago, and I've been coming ever since.' " 

L O N G the short stories of the 
January number wi l l be "Under 
sea Boat F-33," by Donn Byrne, 

a story of the cruise of a submarine. I t 
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. 
N o 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 M r . Neeser's article wi l l give 
you a most complete idea of what the 
submarine means. 

H E old and new readers of the 
Magazine have this year generally 
united in expressing appreciation of 

its qualities, of its interest and value as 
a welcome visitor to the l ibrary table. 
There are now and then, of course, par
ticular articles that stand out wi th espe
cial emphasis, that are read and passed 
along, that fix a number i n the mind ; 
that fix, too, an impression of- the Maga
zine's alertness and humanness and read-
ableness. N o articles about the war have 
called forth more appreciative comment 
than those by M r s . Whar ton and E . 
Alexander Powell and the remarkable ar
ticle by Captain X , of the French Staff, 
about General Joffre. B u t the policy of 
the Magazine is not to put undue em
phasis upon any one number, but to sus
tain a standard of unvarying quality i n 
its articles and its fiction. The prospec
tus pages give promise of a new year fully 
up to past S C R I B N E R standards. It is 
first of all an interesting magazine, and 
there is always something of special value 
for every member of the family. 

M A G A Z I N E NOTES 
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At the critical age of middle life 
To grow old gracefully! This is the hope of every man and woman at 

the critical age of middle life. To keep the mind fresh, the body active—to 
keep from too-early " slowing up " with the weight of advancing years—to be 
able to resist the attack of disease with the same certainty as in younger days 
—this is the hope of the middle-aged. 

And here the kindly help of Sanatogen brings most gratifying results. E m 
bodying purest albumen and organic phosphorus, Sanatogen is easily assim
ilated into the system; it feeds the depleted cells and tissues, restores energy, 
reawakens the appetite, and strengthens the organism so that it is better able to 
withstand the inroads of disease. 

M a n y indeed are those who, after using Sanatogen, can say with John 
Burroughs, the venerable naturalist: 

" M y sleep is 50 per cent, better than it was a year ago, and my mind and 
strength arc much improved." 

Or with the Hon. W m . E . Chandler, former Sec'y of the Navy, who writes: 
"Sanatogen is a pleasant nutriment for capes of impaired digestion. It 
strengthens without irritating and promotes vitality in feeble folks." 

Famous men and women almost without number have given grateful praise 
for the restorative aid of Sanatogen, and over 21,000 physicians—after watch
ing it in their daily practice—have written expressing their belief in Sanatogen. 

To guard against the pitfalls of advancing years, Sanatogen can be helpful 
also to you. 

Sanatogen is sold by good druggists everywhere from $1.00 up. 
Grand Prize, International Congress of Medicine. London, 1913 

Set*? 
for " T h e A r t of L i v i n g , " 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 contentment and better 
health. The book is free. Tear this off as a reminder to write T h e B a u e r C h e m i c a l C o . , 32-J Irving PI., N . Y . 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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D O R O T H Y CANFIELD'S 

T H E BENT TWIG 
T o o fine a n d b i g a n o v e l to b e c r y s t a l l i z e d in to pa t p h r a s e s . It s t ands o u t 
i n its interest , s i nce r i t y a n d q u a l i t y e v e n i n th is season o f b r i l l i a n t f i c t i on . 

B y the A u t h o r of " THE SQUIRREL-CAGE, " etc. $1.35 net 

INEZ 
H A Y N E S 
GILLMORE'S 

T H E 
O L L I V A N T 
ORPHANS 

Like Mrs . Gillmore's 
"Phoebe and Ernest" 

but better, for these 
th ree y o u n g m e n 
and their three sisters 
have all the fun of 
healthy young Amer
icans, but they have to 
face and work out the 
problems of adoles
cence by themselves. 
Frontispiece by Flagg. 

$1 .35 net. M r s . Gixlmore 

J U L I E M . 
LIPPMANN'S 

"BURKESES 
A M Y " 

A new novel by the 
author of 

" M A R T H A B Y 
T H E D A Y " 

will have a warm wel
come from thousands 
of readers. A l l the 
humor of the 

" M A R T H A " 
books and a love story, 
too. 

$1 .25 net. 

T H E S E B O O K S F O R Y O U N G F O L K S M A Y 
B E O R D E R E D W I T H O U T M I S G I V I N G S 
AS T O T H E I R Q U A L I T Y O R I N T E R E S T 

T H E H O M E B O O K O F V E R S E 
F O R Y O U N G F O L K S 

Compiled by B U R T O N E . S T E V E N S O N 
W i t h cover and illustrations in color and 
black and white by W i l l y Pogany. 500 pages. 
$2.00 net. 
M r . Stevenson has done for the realm of chil
dren's poetry what he accomplished for adults 
in "The Home Book of Verse." 

IN T H E L A N D O F M A K E 
B E L I E V E 

By E . B O Y D S M I T H 

A picture and story book like M r . Smith's 

"The Story of Noah's A r k . " 

Colored illustrations. $1 . 50 net. 

M O R E T A L E S 
F R O M T H E 
A R A B I A N 
NIGHTS 

By F R A N C E S 
. J E N K I N S O L C O T T 

W i t h 12 illustrations in 
color and decorations 
by Wi l ly Pogany. 

$1.50 net. 

IN T H E L A N D O F M A K E B E L I E V E 

B Y E . B O Y D S M I T H 

T H E 
CINDER POND 

By 

C . W . R A N K I N 
author of 

"Dandel ion Cottage" 
A splendid story for 
girls from nine to six
teen. 
Illustrated. $1 .25 net. 

H E N R Y H O L T A N D C O M P A N Y 34 W . 33d Street 
New York 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

11 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 15 

LILLIAN D. WALD'S 

THE HOUSE ON HENRY STREET 

T h e s tory of the 
H E N R Y S T R E E T 

S E T T L E M E N T 
on the east side of 
N e w Y o r k , of the 
t ransforming mi ra 
cle that makes A m e r 
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 mora l gal
vanic battery of con
structive social ideas. 

T h i s book fuses the 
interest of an impor
tant contr ibut ion to 
our social literature 
and an absorbing 
personal narrative. 

" The record of one of 
the most valuable serv
ices to the nation." 

—New York Tribune. 

With 24 full-page il
lustrations and some 
eighty reproductions 
of etchings and line 
drawings by Abraham 
Phillips. 

Octavo, $2.00 net. 

THE HOUSE ON HENRY STREET. ETCHING BY 
ABRAHAM PHILLrps 

W A L T E R LIPPMANN'S 
New Book 

T H E S T A K E S O F D I P L O M A C Y 
B y the author of 

D R I F T A N D M A S T E R Y 
and 

A P R E F A C E T O P O L I T I C S 
$1.25 net. 

ROMAIN R O L L A N D ' S 
S O M E MUSICIANS OF F O R M E R 

DAYS 
From the earliest opera through Mozart . 

B y the author of 
J E A N - C H R I S T O P H E 

From the 4th French edition 
$1.50 net. 

C L A R E N C E H A W K E ' S Remarkable Autobiography 
Starshine Through Thir ty Years of Night H I T T I N G T H E D A R K T R A I L 

Just the book for any one who needs courage. 
THE NEW YORK TIMES BOOK REVIEW i 

" This inspiring little book ought to be read by all brave souls who are striving against dis
couragements and by all t imid souls who are afraid of their environment." 

GENE STRATTON-PORTER writes : 
"Noth ing I have ever read has gone deeper into my heart. A l l the remainder of my life I shall 
be a stronger and better woman for having read i t . " 

Illustrated from photographs. $1.00 net. 

A N E I G H T - V O L U M E 
E D I T I O N O F 

Small octavo, boxed. Sold in sets only. $12.00 net. 
I n d i a Pape r E d i t i o n s : i vol . , cloth, $7.50 net; 1 vol . , half morocco, $12.50 net; 2 vols., cloth, 

$10.00 net; 2 vols., leather, $18.00 net. 

H E N R Y H O L T A N D C O M P A N Y 34 W . 33d Street 
New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E 
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Some New Books for Christmas 
My Year of the Great War 

Thirty 

By Frederick Palmer 
Author of " The Last Shot," etc. 

US is the book about the B r i t i s h A r m y in the war. Frederick Palmer was selected b y 
L o r d Kitchener as the only Amer ican war correspondent to go to Br i t i sh Headquarters i n 
France; and for a long time he was the only Amer ican correspondent permitted to vis i t 

the Br i t i sh lines. T o say that M r . Palmer has had exceptional opportunities is put t ing i t 
mildly—he has had opportunities given to no other .man . A n d he has made good use of them. 
For graphic sketches that take the reader right to the front, and for a wide, comprehensive 
view that only a man wi th a grasp for big things could obtain, M r . Palmer's book is the best 
by any war correspondent. $1.50 net 

The Heart of 
Phi lura 
B y Florence M o r s e 
Kings l ey 

Further passages i n the 
life of that charming lady, 
M i s s Ph i lu ra . She is M r s . 
Ph i lu ra in this story, w i th 
a husband and a problem, 
but as sweet and naive and 
wholesome as ever. $1.30 net 

The Later Life 
B y L o u i s Couperus 

If you want to enjoy 
something N E W read this 
story by a man whom dis
criminating critics consider 
one of the greatest contem
porary masters of fiction. 

$1.35 net 

We Discover New 
England 
B y Louise Closser H a l e 
Illustrated by W A L T E R H A L E 

If you th ink of sending a 
gift to someone who L O V E S 
New England , don't forget 
this book. $2.00 net 

He believes the best of everybody— 
He does his best for everybody— 
He lives Christmas all the year. 

M R . B I N G L E 
The hero of 

George B a r r M c C u t c h e o n ' s 
La tes t N o v e l 

The book that is full of the 
spirit of Christmas. 
Illustrated by James Montgomery Flaog 

368 pages of O P T I M I S M . $1.35 net 

Six Litt le Ducklings 
B y K a t h a r i n e P y l e 

Delightful for very li ttle people. $1.00 net 

Send for Attractive Illustrated Catalogue 
of Juvenile Books 

B y H o w a r d V i n c e n t 
O ' B r i e n 

Brent Good , w i th his mis
sion i n life, his humor and 
his pathos, is one of the most 
appealing figures i n recent 
Amer ican fiction. 

$1.35 net 

The Old Order 
Changeth 
B y A r c h i b a l d M a r s h a l l 

M a r s h a l l is A n t h o n y 
Trollope 's successor. C o m 
mended by W m . Dean H o w -
ells, H a m i l t o n W . M a b i e , 
and other leading men of 
letters. $1.35 net 

The Voyages of 
Captain Scott 
B y Charles T u r l e y 

A str iking biography of 
one who was a notable hero, 
and, what is far more rare, 
a lovable one also. 

Illustrated. $2.00 net 

Have Y o u ever read Maeterlinck ? 
Philosopher, poet, dramatist, he is, i t is safe to say, the leading figure i n contemporary l i tera
ture since Tols toy died. W e have just published The Pocket E d i t i o n of the Complete W o r k s 

of Maur ice Maeter l inck. 
E S S A Y S , 9 vols., per v o L $1.75 net P L A Y S , 8 vols., per vo l . , $1.50 net 

P O E M S , 1 vo l . , $1.50 net 
Volumes sold separately. Printed on thin paper, bound in limp leather. 

Ask your bookseller to show you one of these attractive volumes 

Let us send y o u an i l l u s t r a t e d Catalocj ,/ust issued, of all our Neu/ Books 

443 F0urthAve Dodd, Mead & Company, 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Any Winston Book May Be Ordered on Approval 
THROUGH YOUR BOOKSELLER OR FROM US DIRECT 

A n y of the books descr ibed be low m a y be ordered f rom y o u r b o o k s e l l e r , 
o r " f r o m u s direct , o n a p p r o v a l , a l l c h a r g e s p r e p a i d . If the book does 
not please y o u , i t m a y be re turned at our expense i n five days. 

N a p o l e o n i n E x i l e a t S t . H e l e n a 
By Norwood Young. A history of Napoleon's exile 
on St. Helena after his defeat at Waterloo, June 18, 
1815. The author is a very thorough scholar. 2 volumes. 
715 pages. Demy Svo. 100 illustrations. Cloth, 
$7.00 n e t . 

N a p o l e o n i n E x i l e a t E l b a 
By Norwood Young. The work gives an account of 
Napoleon's residence at Elba during the critical period 
which resulted in recalling him to the leadership of the 
armies of France. 350 pages. Demy Svo. 50 illustra
tions. Cloth, $3.50 n e t . 

T h e S t o r y o f t h e T o w e r o f 

L o n d o n 
By Rene Frances. Illustrated with 20 collotypes 
and an etched frontispiece. A beautifully made book 
that will arouse the admiration of all lovers of the fine 
arts. 270 pages letterpress. Size, Q% x 12% inches. 
Cloth, $5.00 n e t . 

T h e S t o r y o f E d i n b u r g h C a s t l e 
By Loms Welrter, R .B .A . Similar in style to "The 
Story of the Tower of London," and recounting the 
romantic story of this famous castle. 24 illustrations; 16 in colors. 266 pages letterpress. Cloth, $5.00 n e t . 

T h e J a c k d a w o f R h e i m s 
By Thomas Ingoldsby. Page decorations and illustra
tions in color by Charles Folkard. Contains 12 large 
color-plates and many incidental black-and-white draw
ings. Bound in royal purple cloth, stamped in gold. 
Size, ioJ4 x isH inches. Handsomely boxed, $3.00 n e t . 

F r e n c h C a n a d a 

a n d t h e S t . L a w r e n c e 
By J . Castell Hopkins, F.S.S. Historical.'picturesquc, 
descriptive. Contains 25 photogravures. Printed on 
ivory-finished paper; bound in the finest style in cloth; 
ornamental cover design and cloth jacket in the Italian 
style. 8vo. Boxed, $3.00. 

W a s h i n g t o n : T h e C i t y a n d 

t h e S e a t o f G o v e r n m e n t 
By C. H . Forbes-Lindsay. Another of the Photo
gravure Books, described under "French Canada and 
the St. Lawrence," which have gained a wide reputation 
as being' among the handsomest made in Europe or 
America. 25 photogravures and a map. Cloth, $3.00. 

S e e i n g A m e r i c a 
By Logan Marshall. A descriptive and picturesque 
journey through romantic and historic cities and places, 
natural wonders, scenic marvels of national pride and in
terest. Intimate and delightful in its style. 350 pages. 
100 half-tone illustrations. Cloth, $1.25 net. 

F r o m t h e C o n g o t o t h e N i g e r 

a n d t h e N i l e 
By Adolph Friedrich (Duke of Mecklenburg). A 
narrative full of fascination for all who enjoy a tale of 
travel and adventure. The Duke of Mecklenburg headed 
one of the most remarkable expeditions in point of re
sults which ever penetrated the depths of unexplored 
territory in Africa. The adventures and discoveries of 
the party make interesting reading through two superb 
octavo, volumes of a total of 526 pages, illustrated with 
514 fine reproductions in color and black and white. 
Cloth, $9.00 n e t . 

T h e C r y f o r J u s t i c e 
An anthology of the literature of social protest. The 
Review of Reviews says: "It is a new world's history, and 
a vision of hope for the world's future." 950 pages. Il
lustrated. Cloth, $2.00 n e t . 

A T e x t b o o k o f t h e W a r 
By J . Wm. White, M . D . , Ph.D., LL.D. Ex-Attorney-
General James M . Beck says: "It is undoubtedly the 
most effective compilation of facts, quotations, and cita
tions yet contributed to the vast literature on this sub
ject." 500 pages. Cloth, $1.00 ne t . 

I r e l a n d : V i t a l H o u r 
By'ARTHUR Lynch, M . P . An illuminating book, written 
with that rare spirit of patriotism which seeks the weak
nesses and the strength of the materials of which the Irish 
nation of the future must be built. Cloth, $2.50 n e t . 

N o t a b l e W o m e n i n H i s t o r y 
By Willis J . Abbott. Indorsed by prominent men 
and women, and leading officials of woman's clubs, as a 
distinct contribution to the cause of women. A very 
appropriate gift book. Octavo. Cloth, gilt top. Over 
400 pages. 32 illustrations. $2.40. 

I n t e r n a t i o n a l E n c y c l o p e d i a o f P r o s e 

a n d P o e t i c a l Q u o t a t i o n s 
By William J . Walsh. Contains good qualities of 
former similar works, with many new and important 
features. Includes quotations from American authors. 
Topical index, authors' index, and complete concord
ance. 1,100 pages. 8vo. Cloth, $2.00 n e t . 

Our New Catalogue of Selected Books and Bib le s Free on Request 

T H E JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA 
Publishers q f 3 , 0 0 0 Standard BooKs and 6 0 0 S t y l e s of "Bibles 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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J O H N M U I R ' S T R A V E L S IN A L A S K A 
A graphic account of exploration and auventure written by the great naturalist just before bis death, 

from notes made during three trips to the F a r N o r t h . F u l l y illustrated. £ 2 . 5 0 net. 

L Y M A N A B B O T T ' S R E M I N I S C E N C E S 
Not only the story of a wonderfully interesting career, but a consummate panorama of the spiritual and 

intellectual development of Amer ica from 1S35 t o t n e P r e s e n t day. Illustrated. £ 3 . 5 0 net. 

T H E L I F E O F L O R D S T R A T H C O N A 
3y deckles Witlson 

T h e authorized and intensely interesting biography of one of the great E m p i r e Bui lders of the nine
teenth century. Incidentally a graphic inner history of Canadian spectacular development, based on original 
documents left by Strathcona. 16 illustrations. 2 vols. $60o net. 

- jFitttan. an* ^Tttbeiules 
£XCary Johnston s 

T H E F O R T U N E S O F G A R I N 
A glorious romance of love and adventure in the days 

of chivalry. " Its glamour is irresistible."—Boston Tran
script. Frontispiece in color. $1.40 net. 

WUla Siberl Calber's 

T H E S O N G O F T H E L A R K 
The story of a prima donna's career. * 'A story of some-

tiling better than suggestiveness and charm —a thing fin
ished, sound and noble.'1 — The Nation. $1 .40 net. 

Richard Pryce's 

D A V I D P E N S T E P H E N 
David is as lovable a character as M r . Pryce's "Chris

topher" and the story of his life is even more interesting. 
$1.35 net. 

Jan Hay's 
S C A L L Y 

A n entertaining and affectionate dog story marked by 
the author's characteristic humor. Illustrated. 75 cents net. 

JXCargaret 'Prescolt tJXContague's 

C L O S E D D O O R S 
" Not since Myra Kelly published ' Little Citizens ' has 

anything at once so fresh, so obviously authentic and so 
instantly appealing been offered us. 1' — Life, $1.00 
net. 

Cl(fton Johnson's 

B A T T L E G R O U N D A D V E N T U R E S 
Stories of the great battles of the Civil W a r as told by 

non-combatant eye-witnesses — a most absorbing book for 
young and old. Profusely illustrated in tint. $2,00 net. 

Charles Kingsley's 

T H E W A T E R - B A B I E S 
M r . W . Heath Robinson, with his delightful illustrations, 

has made this classic a most charming gift book. 100 pic
tures in color and black and white. $2.00 net. 

®i Ba t t en 3fntmgt — 
Elisabeth Woodbridge's 

M O R E J O N A T H A N P A P E R S 
Written in the same light-hearted, humorous fashion 

that made the earlier Jonathan Papers so delightful. The 
Dial says : " Elisabeth Woodbridge is one of the outdoor 
philosophers. She is also a very charming writer." 
ji.25 net. 

£linore 'PruiU Stewart's 

L E T T E R S O N A N E L K H U N T 
By the author of " Letters of a Woman Homesteader." 

" T h e 'human document' form of literature has nowhere 
else attained such sanity, such clarity, such richness of 
simplicity."—St. Louis Republic. Frontispiece. £1 .00 net. 

J&ildred Jildrich's 

A H I L L T O P O N T H E M A R N E 
These letters, written by an American whose home in 

France was a central point in the Marne battle, make a 
story of unique interest, lllustrationsand Maps. $1.25 net. 

James fT$issett 'Pratt's 

I N D I A A N D ITS F A I T H S 
The many curious and interesting religious beliefs and 

customs of the Indian people described by a keen and 
sympathetic observer. Fully illustrated. P4.00 net. 

Jirthur &son's 

T H E B O O K O F M U S I C A L K N O W L E D G E 
Complete, readable and accurate, this is in every way 

the perfect reading and reference book for the student of 
music or for the home. Fully illustrated. $3.50 net. 

Joseph Husband's 

A M E R I C A A T W O R K 
Brilliant sketches of typical American industries — the 

telephone exchange, the steel smelter, the grain elevator, 
the stock yard, etc. Illustrated. #1.00 net. 

Jessie S- 'Hittenbouse's 
T H E L I T T L E B O O K O F 

A M E R I C A N P O E T S 
Covers the entire 19th century, forming a companion 

volume to her very successful Little Book of Modern 
Verse." Cloth, #1.25 net, limp leather, Si.75 net. 

I 4 Park Street 
B O S T O N 

16 E . 40th St. 
N E W Y O R K 
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Stokes' holiday books 

T h e L O R D o f M I S R U L E 
a n d O T H E R P O E M S 

B y A L F R E D N O Y E S 

Conta ins a l l M r . N o y c s ' l y r i c poet ry wr i t t en since 
C O L L E C T E D P O E M S i n 1913. T h e t i t le poem treats 
i n the author 's best l y r i c s tyle of an o ld E n g l i s h M a y 
D a y cus tom. A m o n g other poems in the vo lume are 
" T h e P h i B e t a K a p p a P o e m " ( H a r v a r d , 1915), " T h e 
Searchl ights ," " A Salute to the F l e e t , " " T h e T r u m p e t 
C a l l . " C o v e r i n l a y and frontispiece i n color b y Spencer 
B . N i c h o l s . Cloth, Svo, $1.60 net. 

M A K I N G M O N E Y 
Young love and youthful ambitions are the moving forces in this 

vigorous Johnson novel. A battle of hearts and dollars, it is, with a 
charming heroine and an exciting plot. Illustrated by Flagg. Wrapper 
in gold. Cloth, 121110, $1.35 net. 

The B A R B I Z O N P A I N T E R S 
The lives and work of Corot, Mi l le t , Rousseau and their fellows. 

W i t h 100 good reproductions in sepia representing the best and most 
characteristic work of the Barbizon School. Cloth, Svo, $1.75 net. 

G R I D I R O N N I G H T S 
The Gridiron Club of Washington and its famous dinners. Here 

we see the world's notables with their masks off—the humorous side 
of National American politics and history in the making. Wi th 110 
illustrations, cartoons, etc. Cloth, quarto, $5.00 net. 

Y O U N G H ILDA T H E W A R S 
The true story of M r . and Mrs . Gleason's experiences during a 

year's ambulance service at the Belgian battle front. Unique, absorb
ing, this volume stands out from the mass of " war books " a vital , 
l iving thing. Cloth, \2nt0, $1.00 net. 

V I O L E T T E of P E R E L A C H A I S E B y A N N A S T R U N S K Y 
( M r s . W m . E n g l i s h W a l l i n g ) 

Violette is a girl with a free mind, an ardent creature, more alive 
than most people, giving herself and her art to the social revolution. 
" A story warm with life and not with the semblance of i t . " Cloth, 
\2nt0, $1.00 net. 

L I B R A R Y of IRISH L I T E R A T U R E 
Six volumes of the best that Ireland has 

produced, embracing poetry, humor, sport, 
oratory and legends. Lis t of titles and full 
descriptions are contained in our Holiday 
Catalog. 
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o F. A. 
t* S T O K E S C O . 

P u b l i s h e r s 

4 4 9 F o u r t h Ave., 
N e w Y o r k 

file:///2nt0
file:///2nt0


211 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

Worth While Books for Discriminating Readers 

F I C T I O N 

T H E S T I R R U P 
L A T C H 

B y S i d n e y M c C a l l 

A Southern s tory of love 
a n d s a c r i f i c e . B y the 
author of " T r u t h D e x t e r . " 

Frontispiece. $1 35 net 

T H E T H R E E 
THINGS 

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

C a l l e d b y the Lad ie s ' 
H o m e Jou rna l " t h e great
est s tory the war has 
p roduced . " 

50 cents net 

T h e G r e a t B i g R o m a n t i c S t o r y of the Y e a r 

Beltane the Smith 
A r o m a n c e of t he g r e e n w o o d 

B y J E F F E R Y F A R N O L 

Author of 

" T h e B r o a d H i g h w a y . " 

T h e author of " T h e B r o a d 
H i g h w a y " has w r i t t e n a master
piece i n this t remendous love 
story. Inc ident is c rowded u p o n 
incident , the descript ions are so 
beautiful , the d r a m a is unfolded, 
and the story sweeps to a b r i l 
l i an t and h a p p y ending w i t h 
such l i t e ra ry art that this is b y 
far the greatest of the novels of Jeffery F a r n o l . 

Illustrated. 572 pages. $1.50 net 

Books M a k e Ideal Gifts-
Remodeled Farmhouses 

B y M a r y H . N o r t h e n d 
A n ideal volume for al l who have or hope 

to have a country home. 
Superbly illustrated. $5.00 net 

Old Concord 
B y A l l e n F r e n c h 
The very spirit of this historic and li t

erary town. 
29 illustrations by Lester G. Hornby. $3.00 net 

Walks About Washington 
B y F r a n c i s E . L e u p p 
Breathes the atmosphere of the Capi ta l 

c i ty . 
25 full-page illustrations by Lester G. Hornby. $3.00 net 

The Story of Wellesley 
B y F l o r e n c e Conve r se 
The traditions and history of this famous 

college. 
Illustrated by Norman I. Black. $2.00 net 

The Future of South America 
B y R o g e r W . B a b s o n 
A most readable analysis of the countries 

for business men and investors. 
Illustrated. $2.00 net 

How to Know Your Child 
B y M i r i a m F i n n S c o t t 
A practical and common-sense guide for 

mothers, educators and social workers. 
$1.25 net 

Tad and His Father 
B y F . L a u r i s t o n B u l l a r d 
Exquis i te ly and unaffectedly alive in its 

intimate picture of the home life of L inco ln . 
50 cents net 

The Making of an American's 
Library. B y A r t h u r E . B o s t w i c k 

A n invaluable guide, by the L i b r a r i a n of 
the St. Lou i s Pub l i c L i b r a r y , for the real 
reader in his a im to bu i ld up a l ibrary . 

$1.00 net 

L I T T L E , B R O W N & C O M P A N Y , P U B L I S H E R S , B O S T O N , M A S S . 
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For Giving—DORAN BOOKS—For Possessing 

O V E R T H E R E 

D O C S T A R S 

Scenes of War on 
the Western Front 

T H E W O R L D ' S H I G H W A Y 

N o r m a n A n g e l l 
A gift w i t h rousing significance for every man or woman who th inks 
about publ ic events and wants A m e r i c a to find some internat ional 
pol icy besides vague threats of war. 12mo. Net $1.50 

K I N G S , Q U E E N S A N D P A W N S 

M a r y R o b e r t s R i n e h a r t 
F o r a l l who are t i red of men's impressions of the W a r and want to 
know how the trenches and hospitals struck an Amer ican woman — 
sympathetic, sensitive, a famous novelist. 12mo. Net $1.60 

V A G R A N T M E M O R I E S 

W i l l i a m W i n t e r 
A l l lovers of the theatre w i l l be charmed by these recollections of 
B o o t h , I r v i n g , R e h a n , et a l . , and by the rare il lustrations from the 
mellow greenroom days. 8vo. Ne t $3.00 

A r n o l d B e n n e t t 

A l l admirers of A r n o l d Bennet t and his remarkable power of obser
va t ion w i l l be bespelled b y these v i v i d pictures of slaughtered France 
as Benne t t himself has seen i t . 12mo. Drawingsby Walter Halt Ne t $1.25 

M r s . T. P . O ' C o n n o r 
Three Luminaries in the Dog World Illustrations in color by Will Ranmlh 
F o r every m a n or woman who loves dogs, here i n tender gay stories 
the very souls of our dog friends are shown. Svo. Ne t $1.50 

T H E I S M A N D H U M A N I S M 

T h e R t . H o n . A r t h u r J . B a l f o u r 
F o r readers of Bergson, W i l l i a m James, Dewey, Royce , Haeckel , this 
is the first big phi losophical work for years. Svo. Net $1.75 

D E M O C R A C Y and T H E N A T I O N S 

D r . J a m e s A . M a c d o n a l d 
Canada and the U n i t e d States stand together showing the wor ld 
what real friendship and democracy can do, and their spokesman is 
this C a n a d i a n L i n c o l n . 12mo. Net $1.35 

N A T I O N A L F L O O D M A R K S 

E d i t o r i a l s f r o m C O L L I E R ' S 
A l l who are interested i n our changing nat ional life but don ' t w a n t 
to wade through weighty tomes, w i l l find inspirat ion i n these short, 
l i v e l y , b r i l l i an t editorials—the best i n A m e r i c a . 12mo. Ne t $1.50 

B O O N : T h e M i n d o f t h e R a c e , 

T h e W i l d A s s e s o f t h e D e v i l , e t c . 

I n t r o d u c t i o n b y H . G . W e l l s 
Readers of contemporary great novelists w i l l be delighted by this great 
satire on Wells , Bennett , Shaw, Hueffer, James, Moore , the Amer ican 
l i t e ra ry taste, and the mi l i ta r i s t pamphleteers. 12mo. Net $1.35 

H A P P Y H O L L O W F A R M 
William R . Lighton F o r every man , woman, or boy who 

, ; r , tii i o looks to the l a rm as ottering the way 
out to freedom. I l lus . 12mo. fcot t 1 0i 

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS I N 6 t 

THESE TWAIN 
A r n o l d B e n n e t t 

M u c h the biggest l i terary e v e n t o( 
the year; and the biggest s tory o f 
marriage. F u l l color jacket b y B . 
C o r y K i l v e r t . N e t $1.50 

NOBODY 
L o u i s J o s e p h V a n c e 

A n adorably l ive ly and fr ivolous 
tale by author of " T h e Brass B o w l . " 
T h e N e t $1.25 

GOLDEN SCARECROW 
H u g h W a l p o l e 

For lovers of chi ldhood and of sheer 
beauty i n wr i t ing . N e t $1.25 

LOT & COMPANY 
W i l l L e v i n g t o n C o m f o r t 
F o r a l l lovers of an adventure s t o r y 
wi th dist inct ion—real o r ig ina l i t y . 

N e t $1.25 

OF HUMAN BONDAGE 
W . S o m e r s e t M a u g h a m 
For those who understand r e a l l y big 
fiction and modern life. N e t $1.60 

THE BRONZE EAGLE 
Baroness Orzcy 

A story of dash, romance, ha rd r i d -
ing,and unexpected drama. Net$1.25 

SPRACCE'S CANYON 
Horace Annesley Vachell 

For a l l lovers of Ca l i fo rn ia . Net$1.25 

BUCK PARVIN y & 7 £ j 

C h a r l e s E . V a n L o a n 
The perfect book for a l l movie-fans. 

N e t $1.25 

THE MAN TRAIL 
H e n r y O y e n 

H a v e you a brother or fa ther win 
thr i l ls to the B i g Woods, the snows, 
v i r i le action? Ne t $1.25 

IT IS WORTH YOUR WHILE 
| to send for catalogue and new full size por-I 

traits—free upon request. i 

U S E THIS C O U P O N 
Please send wittaoutcost to me y o u i l 
catalogue and portraits of authore I 

N a m e . . . 

Address. 

T o w n . . . 

S t a t e . . . . 

GEORGE H. DORAN C O M P A N Y 3 8 w . 3 2 n d s t . N e w Y o r k 
P u b l i s h e r s A m e r i c a f o r H O D D E R & S T O U C H T O N 
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, America ' s Biggest A u t h o r 
H A R O L D B E L L W R I G H T 

Has Written Successively Six Best Sellers 
St. Louis Post-Dispatch—It is someth ing to 
write one of the six best sellers. It is s ix t imes 
something to write six best sellers. H a r o l d 
B e l l W r i g h t has clone i t . 

His Latest Novel 

The Eyes of the World 
A Real Love Story w i t h p lo t , ac t ion , mystery , 
sentiment a n d passions, u n f o l d i n g heart his
tories and soul tragedies. 

12 mo. Cloth $1.35, Leather $1.85 
Other B o o k s b y M r . W r i g h t U n i f o r m w i t h the 
above. C l o t h , each $1.35. Lea ther , each $1.85. 
That Printer of Udell's 

The Shepherd of the Hills 
The Calling of Dan Matthews 

The Winning of Barbara Worth 
Their Yesterdays 

Sold at all Bookstores 
Or by the publishers direct 

Over Five Million Copies of Harold Bell Wright's 
Books have been sold 

O u r Cata logue o f 
O t h e r Publ ishers ' B o o k s 

will be sent to you free upon request. It is 8 ^ x 5 ^ inches in size 
and advertises 25,000 of the best books of all the publishers. We 
carry every book advertised in stock. A letter or post card will 
bring it to you. 

T H E B O O K S U P P L Y C O M P A N Y 
P u b l i s h e r s a n d B o o k s e l l e r s 

E S T A B L I S H E D 1895 E . W . R E Y N O L D S , President 
2 3 1 - 2 3 3 V V . M o n r o e S t r e e t C H I C A G O 

Pollyanna Grows Up 
Trade Mark 

The Second Glad Book 
Trade ^^^^^^Mark 

" Pollyanna's girlhood and maidenhood are just as cheery, 
helpful and actively optimistic as her childhood narrated 
in the first G L A D B O O K was glad. She is really irresist
ible.1'—Philadelphia Ledger. Net $1.25; carriage paid, $1.40 

Anne of the Island 
A sequel to "Anne of Green Gables " and "Anne 0/Avonlea " 

By L . M . M O N T G O M E R Y . "Anne Shirley comes back 
the same old Anne, beautiful, brilliant, and charming. In 
many ways this new story is the author's best."—Boston 
Transcript. Net $1.25 ; carriage paid, $1.40 

The Spell of the Holy Land 
B y A R C H I E B E L L . " I n all the voluminous literature on 
the Holy Land there is no other quite like this brilliantly 
yet faithfully written book."—San Francisco Chronicle. 

Boxed, net $2.50; carriage paid, $2.70 

The Spell of Belgium 
B y Mrs . L A R Z A N D E R S O N . " M r s . Anderson's book 
will well repay the reading of it, and its charming outer garb 
and excellent illustrations keep up the standard set by the 
publishers for their beautiful S P E L L SERIES.''—Monthly 
Book Review. Boxed, net $2.50 ; carriage paid, $2.70 

Published by The Page Company 53 Beacon St . , Boston 

For Twenty Years a Hal l -Mark of G o o d Taste in Pictures 
Also Two New Series of the Highest Distinction 

* A D O R A T I O N O F T H E SHEPHERD3.—By E . T . Couse 

For gifts and for framing for your own walls, these pic
tures are unsurpassed. " F i n e in quality. "—Augustus Saint-
Gaudens. " I could not wish better."—Edwin A . Abbey. 

A t art stores, or sent on approval. $ 1 . 0 0 to $100 .00 . 
New and Complete Illustrated Catalogue (practically a hand

book of American Art) sent for 25 cents (stamps); this cost 
deducted from a subsequent purchase of the Prints. 

Y o u r old Family Portraits reproduced privately in the Copley 
P r in t s : daguerreotypes, old faded photographs, tintypes, 
etc. Particulars on request. * Copyright by 

CURTIS S CAMERON: Offices, 121 Harcourt St., BOSTON 
S A L E S R O O M : Pierce Building opposite Public Library 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

HAROLD B E L L WRIGHT 

WORLD 
EYES 

Best 
Books 

For 
Gifts 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 23 

The Best of Novels for the Best Holiday Gifts 
By SIR GILBERT PARKER The Money Master 

" T h e book is as k ind ly as it is arresting. If any one desires romance pure and undefiled 
as a relief from the troubles of the times, it is here. ' T h e M o n e y M a s t e r ' is the work of a master 
craftsman."—London Standard. " A story as varied and entrancing as l i fe."—N. Y. Sun. 

Cloth, SI.35 net; Leather, $1.50 net 

By REX BEACH Heart of the Sunset 
" A d m i r e r s of M r . Beach w i l l doubtless a l l agree that in 'Hear t of the Sunset ' he has grown 

bigger and broader in theme, plot and action. . . . Incidental ly a vein of pathos running through 
the hook touches a responsive chord, and as a piece of li terary work M r . Beach has added an
other b ig novel to the list of his splendid endeavors."—Buffalo Courier. $1.35 net 

By MARGARET DELAND Around Old Chester 
" A collection of short stories that w i l l satisfy both realist and romance lover. A s stories 

merely, they are whol ly delightful, and as models of short-story craftsmanship, they honor their 
creator. . . . They are so pathetically, amusingly, convincingly true to life."—Philadelphia Record. 

$1.35 net 

By WILLIAM DANA ORCUTT The Bachelors 
" A very modern up-to-the minute novel of society and affairs wi th its scenes la id in Bos

ton, N e w Y o r k , and Be rmuda , " says The New York Times. " ' T h e Bachelors ' are men twenty 
years out of college, of widely varying interests and characters, but warm friends. The story 
deals w i th their suddenly developed desire to marry, their efforts to win wives and the compli 
cations that ensue." $1.35 net 

By MARIA THOMPSON DAVIESS Over Paradise Ridge 
A love story bright w i th youthful enthusiasm, the freshness of outdoor life, and the charm 

of Southern girlhood. The heroine is as feminine and charming as the reader has a right to ex
pect M i s s Daviess 's heroines to be. A r ich young poet offers her the life she believes she most 
cares for—and she has to choose between h im and a practical farmer. $1.00 net 

By WILL N. HARBEN The Inner Law 
" A f t e r the long surfeit of summer novels it is posit ively refreshing to pick up such a vir i le 

book as this. There is no moral izing. B u t the very reading of the book makes one th ink nobler 
thoughts and plan nobler deeds; while he who would merely pass time away wi l l be well pleased 
wi th the action and outcome of the story."—Augusta Chronicle. $1.35 net 

By EDWIN LEFEVRE H. R. 
Here is a book which wi l l compel attention b y its bri l l iancy, audacity, and satire. H . R . 

—nomina l ly a bank clerk, actually a genius—upsets the convention of the bank, expresses his 
love at first sight for the president's daughter, and goes forth to conquer N e w Y o r k . A real 
love story and a vein of romance run throughout. $1.25 net 

By SINCLAIR LEWIS The Trail of the Hawk 
" P u t s a b ig chunk of modern Amer ica before you. Books like this w i l l go far to make one 

feel that novel-wri t ing in Amer i ca is beginning to mean something worth while ."—N. Y. Times. 
$1.35 net 

By COMPTON MACKENZIE Plashers Mead 
A n idy l l i c romance—rare in its beauty—set by the foremost of England 's younger novel 

e t s — i n a perfect frame. " I am prepared to wager that M r . Mackenzie 's future is bound up 
wi th what is most considerable i n Eng l i sh fiction."—London Punch. $1.35 net 

By ZANE GREY The Rainbow Trail 
"One feels that M r . Grey knows his desert country and has studied Nature 's various and 

changeful moods, and that his descriptions faithfully mirror the scenic beauty and majesty of 
the wonderland that has such a strong appeal for artists and poets."—San Francisco Bulletin. 

$1.35 net 

Write for our Illustrated Holiday Catalogue; it will be sent free 

HARPER & BROTHERS [Established 1817] NEW YORK 
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The Magazine That Is Always Interesting 

H A R P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

F O R 1 9 1 6 

W h y i s it t h a t H a r p e r ' s M a g a z i n e h a s t o - d a y t h e l a r g e s t 

n u m b e r a f a n n u a l s u b s c r i b e r s i n i t s h i s t o r y , a n d w h y i s 

i t s s u b s c r i p t i o n l i s t c o n s t a n t l y a n d s t e a d i l y i n c r e a s i n g ? 

There is just one reason: Harper 's is 
a magazine w h i c h makes friends of its 
readers by a l w a y s interesting them. It 
is not edited on any theory as to wha t 
ought to interest people : it is edited 
w i t h a k n o w l e d g e based on years of 
experience as to w h a t does interest 
its already vast audience and is cer
tain to interest every n e w reader. 
The "Boston Transcript credits Harper's Maga
zine with having published during the past year 
more stories ' ' of distinctive merit" 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 field 
of permanent interest. 

Harper's Magazine is one of the most beautiful and 
best printed magazines in the world, for no limit 
is ever placed on its cost, and, above all, it is a 
magazine with a personality and good manners— 
the sort yoij are glad to welcome in your home. 

N o c o m p l e t e o u t l i n e of t h e M a g a z i n e ' s p l a n s c a n p o s s i 

b l y b e g i v e n n o w , b u t h e r e a r e a f e w n o t a b l e f e a t u r e s . 

A W O N D E R F U L U N P U B L I S H E D R O M A N C E 
B Y M A R K T W A I N 
For some years the editors of Harper 's Magaz ine have been a t tempt ing to arrange 
for the serial publ ica t ion of this remarkable s tory. A t last this has been a c c o m 
plished, and it may n o w be definitely announced that i t w i l l begin in the M a y number . 

"The Mysterious Stranger "- f o r *5 a t i s t h e t i t l e o f t h i s " e w | y 
J O covered romance—is unques t ionably the 

most impor tan t and characterist ic w o r k o f the great humoris t ' s later life —a s tory of 
the supernatural, full of deep spir i tual significance. It w i l l be elaborately i l lus t ra ted. 
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H A R P E R ' S M A G A Z I N E fo r 1916 

M R S . H U M P H R Y W A R D ' S R E M I N I S C E N C E S 
No English writer of to-day has known so many of the famous men and women of her time as Mrs. 
Ward. In these delightful reminiscences we have intimate pictures of such great figures as Wordsworth, 
Matthew Arnold, Kenan, and Taine—glimpses of the most interesting society of London and Paris, and 
a fund of personal experience and anecdote which wil l make these articles the most notable series of 
the kind that has appeared in years. 

W H Y IS A B O S T O N I A N ? 
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. W h y 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 
wi l l cover are New York, Boston, Philadelphia, 
Chicago and Washington. His articles wil l be pro
fusely illustrated. 

T H E MOST R E C E N T V I E W O F 
L I F E A F T E R D E A T H 
Sir Oliver Lodge is one of the few great men of 
science who has had the courage to venture into this 
fascinatingly interesting field of investigation. His 
account of his latest investigations and his conclu
sions based upon them wil l be an important feature 
of the new year. 

U N P U B L I S H E D S W I N B U R N E M A T E R I A L 
Edmund Cosse, the distinguished English critic who is writing the authorized biography of Algernon Charles 
Swinburne, has discovered much new and unpublished information, and material actually written by the 
great poet. The most interesting and important portions of this material wil l appear in Harper's Magazine. 

T R A V E L A N D A D V E N T U R E 
No other general magazine publishes as many and 
such delightful articles on travel, discovery and ad
venture. Charles W . Furlong has just started on a 
new expedition to a strange land, Albert Bigelow 
Paine wil l write of motor adventures in Europe, 
Richard Le Gallienne will give a picturesque account 
of his wanderings among the Bahama Islands, A d 
miral Peary wil l tell of arctic animals and sport. 
Many corners of the world to which the average trav
eler never penetrates wil l be opened up and described. 

T H E P R O G R E S S O F 
S C I E N C E 
Harper's is the only non-technical magazine to which 
the leaders in the world of science regularly contribute. 
During 1916, it wi l l publish articles of unusual and 
scientific interest by such eminent men as Jacques 
Loeb of the Rockefeller Institute, Prof. Albert Michel-
son, Sir Ray Lankester, Sir Oliver Lodge, Prof. Rob
ert A. Millikan and others of equal distinction in 
many fields of science. 

S E V E N S H O R T STORIES E A C H M O N T H 
Harper's Magazine publishes more short stories than any other illustrated magazine—there are at least seven 
in every number. Every famous story-writer of America and England contributes to its pages, and 
Harper's is famous for its many "discoveries" of remarkable new writers. Humor is always an im
portant feature. ^ 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S T H A T I L L U S T R A T E 
Pictorially, Harper's Magazine stands in a class by itself. It is more 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. Henry Wolf , the famous engraver on wood who works only for Harper's, is represented in nearly 
every number. 

35 cents 
a copy 

Send in your subscription now through your dealer or 
the Franklin Square Subscription Agency or direct to 

$4.00 
a year 

H A R P E R & B R O T H E R S , F rank l in Square, N E W Y O R K C I T Y 
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The Best Books for The Best Gifts 
By ANNA HOWARD SHAW elizabeth jordan The Story of a Pioneer 

"Joyous in the reading . . . . more entertaining than nine out of ten novels of the present 
day."—Detroit Free Press. "One of the most charming and fascinating autobiographies ever 
published. . . . A luxury of humor . . . the record of a heroic and dauntless soul."—The St. Louis 
Post-Dispatch. $2-00 net 

By RUSSELL H. CONWELL Acres of Diamonds 
A wonderful source of inspiration, the idea of which has shaped thousands of lives into suc

cess and happiness. I t tells, i n human terms, the story of success. The book contains also an 
account of D r . Conwell 's own career as soldier, lawyer, preacher, lecturer, and head of a great 
university. SI.00 net 

By MARY AUSTIN The Man Jesus 
" T h i s book is much more than a fine and beautiful interpretation of Jesus from the mod

ern standpoint of broader knowledge and saner views than c ivi l iza t ion has hitherto attained. 
I t is an electrifying vision of our own social awakening and progression, under the immediate 
leadership of the kindest M a n , the noblest Seer, and the greatest Reformer that the world has 
ever known."—Washington Star. $1.20 net 

By HENRY S. CANBY College Sons and College Fathers 
Y o u have just sent your son to college, or you wi l l send h im next year. W h a t is i t you ex

pect h im to get out of his four years there to benefit h im most and to fit h i m to best serve the 
community? Professor Canby, a professor at Y a l e Univers i ty , has wri t ten a book y o u cannot 
afford to miss. $1.20 net 

By SAMUEL McCOMB Faith: The Greatest Power in the World 
Thi s l i t t le book answers the questions so often asked: " W h a t is faith? H a s every man a 

germ, of faith? L i k e the author's " P r a y e r : What I t Is and Wha t I t Does , " this companion 
volume is meant for every person who takes an intelligent interest i n the great questions of the 
time, i n the development of his own powers and in the upward progress of humani ty . 

Cloth, 50 cents net; Leather, $1.00 net 

By NORMAN DUNCAN Australian Byways 
" T h e 'ou tsk i r t s ' of Austral ian civi l izat ion are described in a graphic way b y N o r m a n D u n c a n 

in this handsome octavo volume. The story has not a du l l line, and is a b ig picture of a l i t t le-
understood country."—Philadelphia Record. $1.75 net 

By HARRISON RHODES In Vacation America 
Amer ica has now come perforce the continent for peaceful vacations. Therefore M r . 

Rhodes's delightful picture of the varied possibilities of our own country as a field for every 
sort of pleasant recreation is sure to be doubly welcome. If you are wondering where to go this 
winter or looking ahead for next summer, y o u w i l l find suggestions of practical value here. $1.50 net 

By WOODROW WILSON When a Man Comes to Himself 
" L i v e by enthusiasm," urges the distinguished author; "don ' t be dr iven by necessity. A n d 

if you fail , make failure a stepping-stone." Cloth, 50 cents net; Leather, $1.00 net 

P O E M S 

By DANA BURNET Poems 
Verse of an exquisite lyr ic qual i ty is this. M r . Burnet ' s gift is that he can make " t o d a y " 

and "he re" as poetic as the romantic past. $1.20 net 

By DON MARQUIS Dreams and Dust 
" A book to go upon one's friendliest shelf. M r . Marqu i s is a serious artist w i th a sense of 

humor; and his work reflects that happy combination."—N. Y. Evening Sun. $1.20 net 

By ARTHUR GUITERMAN The Laughing Muse 
" W i t h exceptional faci l i ty i n rhyme go keen appreciation of the comic and shrewd percep

tion of idiosyncracies of the day. H e writes about authors, actors, amusements, baseball, 
opera, shopping, the purely feminine and the merely masculine, and always w i th a twinkle in 
his eyes."—Boston Herald. $1.00 net 

Write for our Illustrated Holiday Catalogue; it will be sent free 

HARPER & BROTHERS [Established 1817] NEW Y O R K 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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New Century Novels Suggested for Christmas Gifts 
(An illustrated holiday catalogue of new and standard books sent on request.) 

T H E LOST PRINCE 
By F R A N C E S H O D G S O N B U R N E T T 
Author of " T . Tembarom," etc. 

A modern romance, based on an ancient legend of daunt
less l i t t le Serbia, wh ich carries the hero through the length 
and breadth of Europe . " A story for a l l ages from ten to a 
hundred ," says The New York Times. " T h e very essence of 
youth and romance." I l lustrated by Maur ice L . Bower. 
Price $1.35 net. 

DEAR ENEMY 
By J E A N W E B S T E R 
Author of " Daddy-Long-Legs," etc. 

A gay, tender love-story about 113 orphans and a dour 
young Scotch surgeon who had forgotten how to smile, and of 
Sallie M c B r i d e , of " Daddy-Long-Legs " fame, who has a tre
mendous time teaching them how to laugh again. F o r t y w h i m 
sical pen-and-ink sketches b y the author. 
Price 91.30 net. 

STRAIGHT DOWN T H E 
CROOKED L A N E 
By B E R T H A R U N K L E 
Author of " The Helmet of Navarre " 

A straightaway story of love, loyal ty and mystery, set in 
Newpor t society and army life i n the Phil ippines. T o l d wi th 
quick action and sparkl ing humor. Beh ind the whole story, 
mot iva t ing i t , is the enormous, mysterious, un lucky Plassey 
diamond. 
Price $1.35 net. 

PEGEEN 
By E L E A N O R H O Y T BRAINERD 
Author of "The Misdemeanors of Nancy " 

A restful, rura l setting and trimmings of Irish humor and 
fancy. " W h o l l y delectable is this l i t t le love-story, flooded 
wi th humor and pathos, w i th tenderness and a fine altruism 
running a happy way to a happy ending."—Boston Transcript. 
Price $1.25 net. 

ME 
A BOOK OF R E M E M B R A N C E 
Anonymous 

A s v i v i d as fiction, and yet a l l true. A t once a story of 
love, adventure, and daring and an astounding self-revelation 
of a fascinating personality. I t is the autobiography of a 
woman novelist of nat ional reputat ion; swift, dramatic, start
l ing . 
Price $1.30 net. 

For Young Folks 

THE B O A R D E D - U P 
HOUSE 
B y A U G U S T A H U I E L L 
S E A M A N 

A mystery story, of special 
appeal to girls. Twelve fu l l -
page i l lustrations. 
Price $1.25 net. 

T H E F U N 
O F C O O K I N G 
B y C A R O L I N E F R E N C H 
B E N T O N 

A cookbook writ ten i n the 
form of a story. M a n y il lus
trations. Oi l c lo th art cover. 
Price $1.20 net. 

P E G 0' T H E RING 
B y E M I L I E B E N S O N K N I P E 
and A L D E N A R T H U R K N I P E 

The th i rd and last story in 
the charming Denewood se
ries. Sixteen full-page il lus
trations. 
Price $1.25 net. 

T O M M Y A N D THE 
WISHING-STONE 
B y T H O R N T O N W . 
B U R G E S S 

H o w T o m m y becomes a 
fox, a toad, a wi ld goose, a 
s q u i r r e l , etc. Forty-eight 
f u l l - p a g e illustrations b y 
Harr i son C a d y . 
Price $1.00 net. 

THE S T R A N G E 
STORY OF MR. D O G 
A N D MR. B E A R 
B y M A B E L F U L L E R 
B L O D G E T T 

For V e r y L i t t l e Fo lk . 
Large type, wide margins. 
M a n y pictures. 
Price $1.00 net. 

Illustrated catalogue of chil
dren 's books sent on request. 

T H E CENTURY CO., 353 F O U R T H A V E N U E 
N E W Y O R K C I T Y 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

A T A L L B O O K S T O R E S 
P U B L I S H E D B Y 
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Do your children get ST. NICHOLAS? 
A Christmas Present Twelve Months Long 

ST. NICHOLAS 
For 1916 

l H E qual i ty magazine for y o u n g folks. F o r over 
forty years absolutely unique i n its field. It goes 

into the best homes i n A m e r i c a , and is we lcomed each 
month b y chi ldren in every civi l ized country on the globe. 
W i t h i n a year S T . N I C H O L A S readers get five or s ix 
stories of book- length , dozens of short stories, pictures 

that are first lessons i n art appreciat ion, and department features to s t imulate a n d 
satisfy every heal thy reading want of any boy or g i r l f rom six to seventeen years of age. 

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

T h e St . Nicholas League is one of the great, quiet, 
constant educative forces of this coun t ry—a force, more
over, wh ich is thought of b y the chi ldren not as educa
t ion but as most del ightful entertainment. It is an 
organization without dues of any k i n d , which has en
ro l led over 80,000 S T . N I C H O L A S readers from six to 
seventeen years of age for inte l lectual advancement 
through or ig ina l work and investigation turned into play 
b y suggestion, direct ion and s t imulat ion of the maga
zine. S T . N I C H O L A S prints every m o n t h contributions 
of verse, stories, articles, photographs, drawings, etc., 
done by the League members ; and silver and gold 
badges a n d cash prizes are awarded for contr ibutions 
achieving a certain s tandard of excellence. Send for 
circular descriptive of the League 's aims, achievements 
a n d methods, or, better, see S T . N I C H O L A S itself. 

A n d then there is The Watch Tower, conducted by D r . S . E . F o r m a n , the h is tor ian , 
wh ich reports and interprets every m o n t h the great current news events of the wor ld in 
a manner to interest and instruct boys and gir ls ; as well as several other departments 
i n addi t ion to the stories, articles, pictures, etc. 

(Use note-paper if you prefer, but most people 

find this coupon very convenient. Tear along this line.) 

T H E C E N T U R Y C O . , 353 Fourth Ave., New York City 
G E N T L E M E N : Enclosed find $3.00, for which send S T . N I C H O L A S for 
one year, beginning with the number, to 

Aiime 

AJdrcs. 

Photograph contributed by a League 
member in a competition on the 

subject "Where I L i v e . " 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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C E N T U R Y 
For 1916 

Romances — Fact and Fiction 
(To appear in instalments) 

C H I L D R E N O F H O P E 
The story of a $100,000 legacy 

B y S T E P H E N W H I T M A N , author of " Predes t ined , " etc. 

A S O U T H A M E R I C A N O D Y S S E Y 
Four Years Afoot Below the Isthmus 

B y H A R R Y A . F R A N C K , au thor of " A V a g a b o n d J o u r n e y A r o u n d the W o r l d , " etc. 

O U R N A T I O N IN T H E B U I L D I N G 
Vivifying American History from 1776 to 1861 

B y H E L E N N I C O L A Y , author of " Personal T r a i t s of A b r a h a m L i n c o l n , " etc. 

(And at least three other serials of book-length, to be announced later.) 

Short Stories 
B y F r a n c e s H o d g s o n B u r n e t t , T h e o d o r e D r e i s e r , J e a n W e b s t e r , A l i c e H e g a n 

R i c e , M a r y H e a t o n V o r s e , James O p p e n h e i m , I n e z H a y n e s G i l l m o r e , etc. 

Articles and Essays 
B y G . K . C h e s t e r t o n , H i l a i r e B e l l o c , W . M o r g a n S h u s t e r , S imeon S t r u n s k y , 

B r i a n H o o k e r , E . B j o r k m a n , H . A d d i n g t o n B r u c e , E r i c F i s h e r W o o d , 
H e r b e r t A d a m s G i b b o n s , etc. 

Poetry 
B y S t e p h e n P h i l l i p s , A l f r e d N o y e s , E d i t h W h a r t o n , R u t h C o m f o r t M i t c h e l l , 

L o u i s U n t e r m e y e r , C a l e Y o u n g R i c e , A m y L o w e l l , James O p p e n h e i m , etc. 

Pictorial Art Features 
B y A u g u s t e R o d i n , M a x f i e l d P a r r i s h , J o s e p h P e n n e l l , N . C . W y e t h , T i m o t h y 

C o l e , J o h n W o l c o t t A d a m s , L e s t e r G . H o r n b y , W . T . B e n d a , etc. 

Use note-paper if you like, but most people find this 
coupon extremely convenient. Tear along the line. 

Aren 't you a CENTUR Y kind of person ? Why bother to buy every time ? 

The Century Co., 353 Fourth Avenue, New York Ci ty . 

Gentlemen: Please find enclosed #4, for which send The Century for one year, beginning 
with the .-number, to 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

24c 

THE CENTURY! A Beautiful Christmas Present Twelve Months 
Long and a Graceful Compliment to the Good Taste of the Receiver. 
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S e l e c t e d N e w C e n t u r y B o o k s f o r C h r i s t m a s Gifts 

(An illustrated holiday catalogue of new and standard books sent on request.) 

X}CC* A P I ? A N D O T H E R 
I \ O V j i A I Ml, E S S A Y S 

B y A . C . B E N S O N 
A u t h o r o f " T h e U p t o n 
L e t t e r s , " etc . 

Impressions and medita
tions by the celebrated E n g 
lish essayist and poet, many 
of them autobiographical. 

Price S1.50 net. 

T H E N O T E - B O O K 

O F A N A T T A C H E 

B y E R I C F I S H E R W O O D 

V i v i d survey of the first 
seven months of the war. 
5th pr int ing. Illustrated. 

Price $1.60 net. 

P A N -

A M E R I C A N I S M 

B y R O L A N D G . U S H E R 

A forecast of the inevitable 
conflict between the Uni ted 
States and Europe's victor. 

Price $2.00 net. 

A H I S T O R Y 

O F A M E R I C A N 

L I T E R A T U R E 

S I N C E 1 8 7 0 

B y F R E D L E W I S P A T T E E 
P r o f e s s o r o f E n g l i s h i n the 
P e n n s y l v a n i a State C o l l e g e 

Price $2.00 net. 

A S H E S A N D 

S P A R K S 

B y R I C H A R D W I G H T M A N 

Cheery poems in swinging 
measures by the author of 
" S o u l - S p u r " and " T h e 
Things H e Wrote to H e r . " 

Price $1.25 net. 

MY CHILDHOOD 
B y M A X I M G O R K Y 

The life-story of the famous Russian novelist from his 
earliest memory to his seventeenth year. Exp la ins at once 
the strange genius of a great artist and the basic character of 
a great race. I l lustrated from photographs and drawings. 
Price $2.00 net. 

PARIS REBORN 
B y H E R B E R T A D A M S G I B B O N S 
A u t h o r o f " T h e N e w M a p o f E u r o p e " 

A n extended diary, wri t ten day by day i n Par is during 
the first five months of the war, and reflecting freshly and 
spontaneously a l l the events and fluctuations of those exciting 
days, i n the midst of which the spiri t of Par is was born again. 
16 full-page illustrations i n t int b y Lester G . H o r n b y . 
Price $2.00 net. 

PLEASURES AND PALACES 
B y P R I N C E S S L A Z A R O V I C H - H R E B E L I A N O V I C H 

The romantic history of an Amer ican gir l who went to 
London to win fame and fortune, who was made much of b y 
royal ty and the notable people of her time, and married a 
prince from a far-away land. R i c h l y i l lustrated b y John 
Wolcot t Adams. 
Price $3.00 net. 

E A R L Y A M E R I C A N C R A F T S M E N 
B y W A L T E R A . D Y E R 
A u t h o r o f " T h e L u r e o f t he A n t i q u e , " e t c . 

M u c h has been wri t ten about the work of the" early 
Amer ican craftsmen, but li t t le at tention has been paid to their 
personal lives and characters. M r . Dye r ' s book not only sur
veys their work—in architecture, glassware, pottery, etc.— 
but also the men themselves. M o r e than 100 i l lustrations. 
Price $2.40 net. 

HIGH LIGHTS OF T H E 
FRENCH REVOLUTION 

B y H I L A I R E B E L L O C 
A bri l l iant series of essays i n which the outstanding mo

ments of the great upheaval are described b y the ablest l i v ing 
writer on these themes. Picturesque, v i v i d , minute ly c i rcum
stantial, rushing i n interest. F i f t y full-page reproductions of 
famous paintings and engravings of the period. 
Price $3.00 net. 

A T A L L B O O K S T O R E S 
P U B L I S H E D B Y T H E CENTURY CO., 353 F O U R T H A V E N U E 

N E W Y O R K C I T Y 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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m H O L I D A Y B O O K / M 
F R A N C E A T W A R 

O n t h e F r o n t i e r of C i v i l i z a t i o n . B y R U D Y A R D K I P L I N G 
Here is the French soldier in action—here the spirit of France resurgent described by a master hand. As vividly as 
M r . Kipling told of the English Tommies in quarters and in the short sharp fights in India he describes the French 
piou-piou fighting in the trenches in Artois, Argonne and Champagne. His observations have created a profound im
pression in England for they have brought home to the English as nothing else has done the tremendous sacrifices of 
her ally, and her fortitude in war. Included in the volume is M r . Kipling's poem "France," which is peculiarly 
fitting to the volume though written two years ago. In it he expresses in stirring words the new spirit of France, 

Net, 50 cents 

K I P L I N G ' S I N D I A 
B y A R L E Y M U N S O N 

The haunts of Ortheris, Mulvaney and Learoydof "Soldiers Three" fame ; the route of Kim's pilgrimage with the 
lama, the "Road to Mandalay" and the "old Moulmein Pagoda"—all are described with a first-hand knowledge 
and a sympathy that will find a ready response from all who have felt the spell of Kipling's India. This book, is espe
cially suitable as a gift to a discriminating friend. The photographs are remarkable. 

36 illustrations. Net, $1.50 

F A I R Y T A L E S 

E V E R Y C H I L D 

S H O U L D K N O W 
Illustrated by Mary Hamilton Frye 
Ildited by Hamilton Wright Mabie 

Miss Frye's illustrations are a 
delight to children. The vol
ume includes a number of the 
most popular old stories. "Puss 
in Boots/ " The Princess on the 
Pea," " Sinbad the Sailor," and 
for eight of the stories Miss 
Frye has done a delightful - -
drawing in color. In addition 
there is a silhouette chapter 
heading- for each. 

S illustrations in colors. 
Boxed, Net, $2.00 ^ 1 

Q U I L T S 
Their Story and How to Make Them 

By MARIE D. WEB5TER 
Mrs. Webster not only tells the ;'. 
romantic story of the quilt but 
is the first to give in clear, work
able English an account of how 
quilts can be made today. 
There are 60 illustrations in' 
black and white; 15 in full 
color. t S 
Net, $2.50. De Luxe Edition 
(limited to 125 copies). 

I N T E R I O R D E C O R A T I O N 
I ts P r i n c i p l e s a n d P r a c t i c e 

B y F R A N K A L V A H P A R S O N S 
President of the New York School of Fine and Applied Arts 

C . R . Clifford, Editor of "The Upholsterer," "Wal l Paper News," "The American Silk Journal," says: 
"I am not at all surprised that your book is so well conceived, so well written, so well printed. (The mechanical 
support that has been given to you by your publishers is particularly gratifying.) 
"I am glad that y ou have written this book because it leaves something behind you, proof of the great service you 
have given the profession, so that those who forget the great work you have done may be reminded by a glance at its 
pages." 69 illustrations. Net, S3 00 

O N T H E T R A I L O F S T E V E N S O N 
B y C L A Y T O N H A M I L T O N . 2 5 D r a w i n g s by W a l t e r H a l e 

M r . Hamilton's interest has led him to follow in Stevenson's footsteps throughout England, Scotland, and the 
Continent, and he has been fortunate in knowing and talking personally with such members of the Stevenson 
group as Sir Sidney Colvin, Edmund Gosse, Lloyd Osboume, Alison Cunningham, Andrew Lang etc In the final 
chapter M r . Hamilton throws new light on R. L . S. 's stay at Saranac—his work there—his friendship with D r 
Trudeau. The illustrations by Walter Hale picture most delightfully the places visited by R. L . S. on his journeys. 

25 illustrations. Boxed. Net, §3.00 

D O U B L E D A Y , P A G E & C O . 

T H E G A R D E N 
B L U E B O O K 

A Manual of the Perennial Garden 
By L E I C E S T E R B. HOLLAND 

With more than- 200 illustrations and 
Color Chart for Garden Planting 

The color chart of this book, 
which tells at a glance what 
plants to choose with reference 
to height, color, time of bloom, 
fragrance, sun, soil, etc., is 
unique in garden literature. 
An additional page gives a 
photographic reproduction of 
each perennial and describes its 
character, cultural direction and 
enemies. No effort has been 
spared to make this an indis
pensable book to any one in
terested in a garden. 

Net, $3 -5° 

I V O R Y A N D T H E 
E L E P H A N T 

B y G E O R G E F . K U N Z , 
Ph.D., Se.D., A . M . 

This is par excellence, the Ivory 
Book. Dr. Kunz has been for 
more than twenty-five years gem 
expert for Tiffany & Co. He 
tells in this book the complete 
story of ivory from how it is ob
tained to the art of carving it 
both in ancient times and to
day. His collection of photo
graphs of ivories is remarkable. 
More than 100 illustrations. 

EDINBURGH. FROM " ON THE TRAIL OF STEVENSON" 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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H O L I D A Y B O O K S 
S t e w a r t E d w a r d W h i t e ' s M o s t B r i l l i a n t N o v e l 

T H E G R A Y D A W N 
A great tale of the Vigilante Days in California and the love story of a South

ern girl and man who go West to seek their fortunes. One of the most colorful 
pictures in all American History. A book that throbs with the pulse of a new 
civilization emerging from the fabulous period of the gold rush. It is a notable 
reproduction of a life full of genuine drama, dazzling in its brilliance and swift
ness and quick with the loves and hates and ambitions of a new people. 

Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty. N e t , $ i . 3 $ 

A N e w R o m a n c e o f 
I n t e r n a t i o n a l I n 
t r i g u e b y C . N . a n d 
A . M . W i l l i a m s o n 

S e c r e t 
H i s t o r y 

R e v e a l e d by 

L A D Y P E G G Y O ' M A L L E Y 
Rarely have the Williamsons ap

proached this piece of "secret history" 
in topical interest, with/the colorful back
ground of the European war and the 
Mexican tangle for the romance of Lady 
Peggy and Eagle March the American 
aviator. 

"It is one of the best and most read
able stories its authors have written in a 
long time. Lady Peggy holds high her 
Irish spirit through everything. She has 
wit and spirit and is good fun from first 
to last."—N. Y. Times. 

Frontispiece. Net, $1.35. 

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. Is her 

story possible in real life?—Julia herself answers this question. The story of 
her rise told by K A T H L E E N N O R R I S — 

" . . . is a notable addition to contemporary American fiction." 
—Philadelphia Press. 

" . . . presents magnificent character drawing and a sympathetic understand
ing."—Boston Globe. 
" . . . is decidedly the best thing Mrs . Norris has yet done. A n interesting novel, 
well worth reading."—New York Times. 

R E A D T H I S N E W N O V E L B Y K A T H L E E N N O R R I S 

T H E S T O R Y O F J U L I A P A G E 
Net, $1.35. Frontispiece in colors by C. Allan Gilbert. $olh Thousand. 

" A l o o k d e e p i n to 
the fo lk h e a r t 
o i a n a t i o n . " 

— Walter Prichard Eaton 

Jerusalem 
A N O V E L 

B y S E L M A 
L A G E R L O F 

Winner ol the Nobel Prize 
for Literature, 1809 

Harriet T . Comstock says: 
"I have just finished 

reading—or have I been 
living ?—Selma Lagerlof's 
'Jerusalem.' It is a clear, 
exquisite picture of life, a 
vital record of a quiet, nar
row community that so em
phasizes and exaggerates 
the small happenings that 
existence actually becomes 
dramatic and tense. It is 
like looking through the big 
end of an opera glass and 
concentrating on that small Swedish 
hamlet until it becomes fixed forever in 
the mind." Net, $1.35. 

D O U B L E D A Y , P A G E & C o . 
In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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HOLIDAY B O O K S 
A N A M E R I C A N N O V E L — D A V I D G R A Y S O N ' S 

H E M P F I E L D 
In which Dav id Grayson has an adventure in country journalism. " This new

est 'adventure' wil l take its place among the group of novels that are really 
American, through and through. From beginning to end this small-town 
chronicle is interesting, sweet and tender, and full of an invincible human opti
mism. Anthy is one of the realest and most lovable heroines of contemporary 
American fiction."—N. Y. Times. 

Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty. Net, $ 1 . 3 5 . Leather , net, $1 . 50 

Co-Citizens 
B y C O R R A H A R R I S 
The Discriminating Critic of 
Life says: 

"What happened in a small 
Southern city when a rich old 
lady's will suddenly gave the 
financial whip hand to the 
women of the community. It 
is as full of character portraits -
and verbal spice as a proper 
pudding is of plums and cinna
mon." Illustrated. Net, $1.00. 

The Riddle 
of the Night 

B y T H O M A S W . 
^ H A N S H E W 

A man mysteriously mur
dered at night, the figures 

2x4x1x2 scrawled on his shirt front, 
a broken shoe-polish label beside him. 
Cleek solved it. Can you? 

Illustrated. Net, $1 .25. 

A P O E M 

The 
Dua l 
A l l i ance 

B y M A R J O R I E B E N T O N 
C O O K E 

I n t r o d u c i n g 
" B O B " G A R R A T R Y 
to a l l w h o l o v e d h e r s i s t e r , 

" B A M B I " 
A new kind of love story by the 

author of "Bambi ." How charming 
" B o b " Garratry, the best-loved actress 
on the American stage, becomes the 
"Governor's L a d y " is a fun-laden tale 
of breezy romance and Bambian sur
prises. Distinctively decorated, and il
lustrations by M a r y Greene Blumcn-
schein, the artist for "Bambi ." 

Net, $1 .00 

B y R I C H A R D 
L E G A L L I E N N E - A N D ITS A N S W E R B y G E N E 

S T R A T T O N - P O R T E R 

Give us the book that flowers and flames 
W i t h 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 

A n d whispers, " a l l is w e l l ! " 

This little verse is echoed in the hearts of thousands who believe in the highest 
and noblest things of life. Thousands have found its answer in 

G E N E S T R A T T O N - P O R T E R ' S N E W N O V E L 

M I C H A E L O ' H A L L O R A N 
Illustrated by Frances Rogers. 2$oth thousand. Cloth, net, $1.35. Leather, net, $2.00. 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE &CO. 
In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Country Life in America 
A DE LUXE MAGAZINE FOR DE LUXE PEOPLE 

A Magazine that deals with country l iv ing and right 
l iv ing. Published in the c o u n t r y — " C O U N T R Y 
L I F E " 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 wi l l find the best articles in 

Country Life in America 
If you are going, to bui ld, 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 

Scrib. 
12-15 

Doubleday, 
Page & Co. 
Garden City 
New York 

I enclose $1 .00 
for a five months ' 
subscription to Court 
try Life in America. 

Name. 

Country Life in America 
THE MAGAZINE OF SERVICE 

An Introductory Offer: To acquaint new 
readers with this great magazine, we will 

send the next five issues—December to 
April inclusive — for one dollar. This 

includes the Christmas Annual and 
the March Garden ing M a n u a l . 

Please use the coupon. 

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

Addras. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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f E A R before the murder of the A r c h 
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 

THEWORLDSWORK 
M r . 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 Italy wil l be followed by five 
others from Paris, to appear in early issues. 

/ 1 2 - 1 5 

T O N E W R E A D E R S A/old" 
/ Work 

To introduce the World's Work to new / G a r d e n a t , , N . Y . 

readers, we wil l send six issues, December / > enclose $1.00 

, 1 , r if. i / — / f o r next six issues 

to May, for $1.00. In Canada, $1.30. / of the world 's w o r k 

This coupon is for your convenience. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Lining-paper, in gray a?id orange% of if Hans Brinker, or The Silver Skates" 

H A N S B R I N K E R 
O R T H E S I L V E R S K A T E S 
B Y M A R Y M A P E S D O D G E 
With title-page, lining-paper, and 8 full-page illustrations 
in color by G E O R G E W H A R T O N E D W A R D S 

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 has 
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 ordinarily beautiful 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." 

J$2.oo net; postage extra t 

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

O T H E R B O O K S 
O F S I M I L A R T Y P E 
illustrated in color 

T H E B O Y E M I G R A N T S 
B Y N O A H B R O O K S . P I C T U R E S B Y 
H . J . D U N N $2.00 net 

S T E V E N S O N ' S K I D N A P P E D 
P I C T U R E S B Y N . C . W Y E T H 

$2.25 net 

S T E V E N S O N ' S 
T R E A S U R E I S L A N D 

P I C T U R E S B Y N . C W Y E T H 
$2.25 net 

T H E A R A B I A N N I G H T S 
E D I T E D B Y K A T E D O U G L A S W I G -
GIN A N D N O R A A R C H I B A L D S M I T H . 
P I C T U R E S B Y M A X F I E L D P A R R I S H 

$2.25 net 

S T E V E N S O N ' S C H I L D ' S 
G A R D E N O F V E R S E S 

P I C T U R E S B Y J E S S I E W I L L C O X 
S M I T H $2.25 net 

F I E L D ' S 
P O E M S O F C H I L D H O O D 

P I C T U R E S B Y M A X F I E L D P A R R I S H 
£2 .25 net 

S T O C K T O N ' S 
T H E Q U E E N ' S M U S E U M 

P I C T U R E S B Y F R E D E R I C K R I C H A R D 
S O N £ 2 . 2 5 net 

F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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F O R B O Y S A N D G I R L S 

I N D I A N 
W H Y 

S T O R I E S 
S P A R K S F R O M 

W A R E A G L E ' S L O D G E - F I R E 

B Y F R A N K B . L I N D E R M A N 
War Eagle is a fine old Indian chief who tells the young people, across his lodge-

fire in the long evenings, stories that are likely to have much of the wide popularity 
of Uncle Remus's tale of Br'er Rabbit and Br'er Fox. They are stories out of the 
wonderful Indian world of myths: of Old-man, the queer minor god whom the great 
Mani tou trusted with the arrangement of the world; of " W h y the Kingfisher Always 
Wears a War-Bonnet" ; of "The Moon and the Great Snake"; and of a great number of 
other things. N o reader will wonder that his audience sat absorbed till old War Eagle 
said: " I hear the owls, and it is time for all young men who will some day be great 
warriors to go to bed. H o ! " Illustrated in color by C H A R L E S M . R U S S E L L . $2.00 net 

T H E L I F E O F 
R O B E R T L O U I S 
S T E V E N S O N 
F O R B O Y S A N D G I R L S 

B Y J A C Q U E L I N E M . O V E R T O N 

" A n y boy who comes into pos
session of it need not be surprised if 
he discovers one of his elders perus
ing it on the sly." 

—New York Evening Post. 
Illustrated. $1.00 net 

PETER 
A N D 

W E N D Y 
Illustrated by F . D . B E D F O R D 

" T h e story is skilfully told; 
one simply must follow i t to 
the end."—New York Tribune. 

$1.50 net 

I N C A M P 
O N B A S S 
I S L A N D 

B Y P A U L G . T O M L I N S O N 
" F i l l e d with out-of-door 

adventure of a robust and 
stirring sort." 

—Brooklyn Eagle. 
Illustrated. $1.25 net 

T H E T O Y S H O P B O O K 
B Y A D A V A N S T O N E H A R R I S 
A N D M R S . C . T . W A L D O 

A book delightful both in picture and text, intended for children and 
written in a spirit of full sympathy with childish ideas and amusements, but 

at the same time in such a way as to direct their 
thoughts and actions into profitable channels. It con
sists of easy readings, supplemented by selections from 
Mother Goose, the verses of Robert Louis Steven
son, Charles Kingsley, and so on, about various ac
tivities of their life. Illustrated in color. $1.25 net 

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

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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S O M E SCRIBNER H O L I D A Y B O O K S 

C O N S T A N T I N O P L E 
O L D A N D N E W 

B Y H . G . D W I G H T 
" T h e 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 gently within our ken under the 
author's guidance, and the story of the ' glory of the E a s t ' unfolds gently, informingly, seduc
tively, but effectively. One can almost say, after reading the book, I know Constantino
ple. . . . Few books of the kind will prove more satisfying to the mind that would inhale 
Eastern aroma or the eye that delights in knowing things as they are."—Literary Digest. 

Profusely illustrated. In box, #5.00 net 

C O N T I N U O U S B L O O M 
I N A M E R I C A 

W H E N , W H E R E , W H A T T O P L A N T 

W I T H O T H E R G A R D E N I N G S U G G E S T I O N S 

B Y L O U I S E S H E L T O N 

" A charming, scholarly, lavishly illustra
ted manual of ' where, when, what to plant, 
with other gardening suggestions.' It is 
redolent of open-air 
glee and stimulation, 
balanced by w e l l -
tried knowledge." 

—Chicago Herald. 
Beautifully illustrated 

$2.00 net 

T H E O N E I K N E W T H E 
B E S T O F A L L 

B Y F R A N C E S H O D G S O N B U R N E T T 

New and cheaper edition with foreword by the author. 
Illuslrated by R . B . B I R C H . $1.25 net 

T H E R O A D T O 
G L O R Y 

B Y E . A L E X A N D E R P O W E L L 

Some of the most romantic and heroic of 
the exploits of our history—generally neg
lected by the regular historian because of 
their unofficial character—are vividly re
counted in these stirring pages. The up
shot is that stirring battles and gallant 

figures, known be
fore at most by name 
only, become real to 
the reader in the 
intense, swift, and 
spirited narrative. 

Illustrated. $1.50 net 

F R E N C H M E M O R I E S 
O F E I G H T E E N T H - C E N T U R Y A M E R I C A 

B Y C H A R L E S H . S H E R R I L L 
This volume, based upon the memoirs, and other forms of recorded observation and commentary, of 

those French men and women who visited this country between 1775 and 1800—many of them to assist 
in our war for liberty—forms an extremely v iv id , lively, and instructive presentation of this most inter
esting period of our history. The author,, who was recently United States Minis ter to Argentina, procured 
a large part of his material through the courtesy of the French Government, which allowed him to search 
the archives of several departments—Foreign Affairs, Marine, Colonies, etc.—and to this he has added 
selected bits from more than fifty memoirs. 

With illustrations from paintings J ^ ^ - ' - ^ ^ & A and engravings. $2.00 net 

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

H E A R T O F E U R O P E 
B Y R A L P H A D A M S C R A M 

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

O R I E N T A L 
R U G S 

B Y 
J O H N K I M B E R L Y 

M U M F O R D 

New York Sun: 
" The handsome quar
to volume, with its re
markable pictures, 
brings 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." 

With illustrations in color. $5.00 net 

have been victims; A m i 
ens, Bruges, Ghent, Ant 
werp, and Brussels, which 
have been endangered— 
all these are described by 
one saturated with knowl
edge of their art and 
beauty. 

Profusely illustrated 
#2.50 net 

T H E S T O R Y 
O F O U R 

B I B L E 
H O W IT G R E W TO B E W H A T 

IT IS 

B Y H A R O L D B. 
H U N T I N G 

The most fascinat
ing description of the 
circumstances of the 
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 illustra
tions in color, 2 4 in black-and-white. $1.50 net. 

T H E F O U N T A I N S O F P A P A L R O M E 
B Y M R S . C H A R L E S M A C V E A G H 

One of the most characteristic features of the Eternal Ci ty is the quantity of magnificent 
fountains served by the exceptionally abundant 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 describing them with artistic sympathy. Each one is adjacent to 
some monument of public or private 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 sculptural 
and architectural interest. 

Illustrated by R U D O L P H 

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

R U Z I C K A . $ 2 . 5 0 net 

F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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S O M E S C R I B N E R B O O K S 

W I L L I A M W O R D S W O R T H 
H I S L I F E , W O R K S , A N D I N F L U E N C E 

B Y G E O R G E M c L E A N H A R P E R 
Professor of the English Language and Literature at Princeton University 

A n 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 filled with intense activity. 

Illustrated. 2 vols. 8»o. $6.50 net 

L E T T E R S F R O M A M E R I C A 
B Y R U P E R T B R O O K E 

W i t h an Introduction by H e n r y James and a portrait in photogravure 

A collection of letters written to an English 
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. $1.25 net 

I V O R Y A P E S A N D 
P E A C O C K S 

B Y J A M E S H U N E K E R 

Philadelphia Press: " M r . Hunekcr is at his 
very best in ' Ivory Apes and Peacocks.' The 
book is invaluable to everybody who wishes to 
be intelligently informed of late tendencies and 
developments in music, art, literature, and the 
stage." $ i - S ° net 

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

L I T E R A L L Y R E C O R D E D F R O M A S T U D E N T ' S S T O R Y B Y C H R I S T I A N G A U S S 

New York Sun: " M u c h has been said and w r i t t e n about college life, bu t never a n y t h i n g 
qui te l ike this ; i t is w h a t we suppose the hero o f the na r ra t ive w o u l d c a l l ' inside dope, ' r ea l i ty 
instead o f theory, a tale of courageous perseverance." 

Boston Herald: " T h e frankest and most i l l u m i n a t i v e exp lana t ion we have^seen o f means 
of suppor t for the poor s tudent . " jo^. 

C O L O U R S O F W A R 
B Y R O B E R T C R O Z I E R L O N G 

A remarkable contribution to the literature of 
the great conflict which wil l evolve for most 
readers a new and strongly sympathetic picture 
of the Russian soldier and of Russian condi
tions. ?l-50 net 

T H E L I F E O F R O B E R T 
L O U I S S T E V E N S O N 

B Y G R A H A M B A L F O U R 

J A M E S L . F O R D , in the Nezv York Herald: " H i s 
theme is one of perennial interest to the lover of 
books and his ' L i f e ' is a complete and well-
rounded account that leaves very little unsaid. 
. . . I t well deserves a place in the library of any 
real lover of literature." Illustrated. $2.00 net 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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S O M E S C R I B N E R B O O K S 

M E N OF T H E O L D STONE A G E 
T H E I R E N V I R O N M E N T , L I F E , A N D A R T 

BY H E N R Y F A I R F I E L D O S B O R N 
Research Professor of Zoology, Columbia University 

The great course of speculation, exploration, and research in regard to the prehistory of 
man, which opened with the publication of Darwin's " Descent of M a n " over a half-century 
ago, reaches its present culmination in the latest work of Professor Henry Fairfield Osborn, 
" Men of the Old Stone Age." Here we find no speculative or theoretic meandering but a 
great period of history plainly set forth, the first presentation that is both authoritative and abso
lutely complete of what we actually know at the present time in regard to human prehistory. 

Profusely illustrated. $$.cx> net 

W H A T I B E L I E V E 
A N D W H Y 

B Y W I L L I A M H A Y E S W A R D 

" I t is doubtful whether the liter
ature of apologetics contains any better 
work than this. I wish that a hun
dred thousand copies might be sold. 
I t wou ld greatly help to make Chr i s 
t i an i ty intel l igible and ra t ional and 
c r e d i b l e . " — W A S H I N G T O N G L A D D E N , in 

The Independent. 

#1.50 net 

T H E 
H O L Y E A R T H 

B Y L . H . B A I L E Y 

" T h e book is as upl i f t ing as its t i t le . 
M r . Ba i l ey is a natural is t whose ideal
ism, penetrat ing to the heart of things, 
blends w i t h large pract ical knowledge 
how to make the most of them both for 
physical and for e thical ends, social and 
ind iv idua l . . . . I t is a book for the 
people, an educat ional classic." 

— The Outlook. 
$ 1 . 0 0 net 

T H E F I G H T I N G C H E Y E N N E S 
B Y G E O R G E B I R D G R I N N E L L 

I t wou ld be hard to find a book so ful l of action, adventure, and stratagem, or of 
heroism and self-sacrifice, as this first full his tory of a great and typ i ca l tribe by one 
of the first l i v i n g authorit ies on the A m e r i c a n Indian. T h e relations, struggles, and 
wars of the Cheyennes have invo lved , at one t ime or another, not only most of the other 
Wes te rn Indians but the whites as well in many of their most famous campaigns— 
those of M i l e s , C r o o k , Custer , etc. It w i l l be surpris ing i f i t does not become a 
classic i n its l i terature. With maps. £ 3 . 5 0 net 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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Three Scribner Novels 
Felix O ' D a y , by F. HOPKINSON S M I T H 

The N e w 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." 

T h e Freelands, by J O H N GALSWORTHY 
The D i a l 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." 

T h e H i g h Priestess, by ROBERT G R A N T 
The Boston T r a n s c r i p t says: 

" It is keen, shrewd, and it handles debatable themes with 
a gentleness that shows Judge Grant to be a humorist and 
a philosopher as well as a novelist." 

#1.35 net each 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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What the Critics Are Saying 
About SCRIBNER Fiction 

G O U V E R N E U R M O R R I S 

W h e n M y 
Ship Comes In 

Illustrated. $ 1 . 3 5 net 

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

J E N N E T T E L E E 

A u n t Jane 

$ 1 . 2 5 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: " M r s . Lee's book is remarkable for 
the delicacy and sympathy revealed in its pages." 

G O R D O N A R T H U R S M I T H 

T h e 
Crown of Life 

gi . 35 net 

The New York World: ' " T h e Crown of Li fe ' is the story of 
the higher education in love and life of Miss Ruth Holworthy. 
It is a story of pleasant and cumulative interest. . . . We 

1 recommend it quite strongly to all who hold novels among 
things to be read." 

R I C H A R D H A R D I N G D A V I S 

"Somewhere 
i n F r a n c e " 

Frontispiece in color. $1.00 net 

The Philadelphia Public Ledger: " M r . Davis is a prince among 
story-tellers. His plots are stirring; his style crisp and terse. 
There are no artificialities, no unusual words—he is telling you 
simply, humorously, entertainingly of some episode, much as 
he would at a dinner-table—enjoying himself in the telling." 

F R A N C I S L Y N D E 

T h e Rea l M a n 

Illustrated. #1 .35 net 

The New York Times: ' " T h e Real M a n ' is an interesting 
story, ingenious, swift-moving, and with plenty of exciting 
moments. . . . In short, it is an entertaining novel. Those 
who have read any of M r . Lynde's other books do not need to 
be told of his gift for story-telling." 

R A L P H D . P A I N E 

T h e 
Twis ted Skein 

Illustrated. #1 .35 net 

The Springfield Republican: " M r . Paine injects many amus
ing happenings, conversations, and hoaxes into history, which 
altogether is a diverting tale." 
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the recent campaigns. 

Field Notes from the Russian Front 
B y S T A N L E Y W A S H B U R N , Special War Correspondent of the London Times with the 
Illustrated with numerous photographs, nmo. 
His accounts of the war on the eastern frontier are at once vivid and impartial, and cover an 

little has been known and still less has appeared in print. 

A History of 
Events in Egypt 
From 1798 to 1914 

B y A R T H U R E . P . W E I G A L L 
Illustrated. Svo. $3.00 
M r . Weigall has made for him

self a high reputation as a writer 
on things Egyptian, and his de
lightful books are justly admired. 
The work is illustrated by por
traits of the men who have made 
the new Egypt. 

Egypt of the 
Egyptians 

B y W . L A U R E N C E B U L L S 
With ,30 full-page illustra
tions. 12wo. $ 1 . 5 0 net 
Presents interesting and useful 

information about Egypt in mod
erate compass, and traces its for
tunes from the most ancient times 
down to the present. 

Poets and 
Puritans 

B y T . R . G L O V E R , A u t h o r 
of " T h e Confl ict of Religions 
in the E a r l y R o m a n E m 
pire ." Svo. $2.25 net 
These essays deal with some 

nine English writers—men as far 
apart in outlook and tempera
ment as Bunyan and Boswell. 

In Russian Turkestan 
A Garden of Asia and Its People 

B y A N N E T T E M . B . M E A K I N , F . R . G . S . 
With it>full-page illustrations, nmo. $1.25 
A n account of two visits made to this little-known 

country, for purposes of personal observation, by an 
experienced traveller who describes with vivacity 
the strange manners and customs of this picturesque 
region. She speaks out of a full knowledge of these 
Eastern people, which makes the book of particular 
value at this time when everything connected with 
Russia and its inhabitants is of special importance. 

Russia and the Great 
War 

B y G R E G O R A L E X I N S K Y 
A u t h o r of " M o d e r n Russ ia ' ' $.3.00 net 
This book describes Russian foreign policy since the 

Japanese War, deals with the Balkan struggle and 
the present war, and sketches the probable future 
relations of Russia and the other nations of Europe. 

The History of Twelve 
Days 
July 24 to August 4, 1914 

B y J . W . H E A D L A M , A u t h o r of " L i f e of 
B i s m a r c k . " Svo. $3.00 net 

A n account of the negotiations preceding the out
break of the war, based on the official publications, 
which incorporates all the state papers issued by 
the various governments, including the Servian Blue 
Book and the Austrian Red Book, and gives a com
plete account, in narrative form, of the preliminary 
negotiations. 

Russ ian A r m i e s . 
$1.50 net 

aspect of the fighting about which 

The Flower of 
Peace 

B y K A T H A R L N E T Y N A N 
S I . 5 0 net 

A collection of devotional poet
ry by an Irish writer whose verse 
and prose have won the admira
tion of thousands both in this 
country and in Great Britain. 
Among these poems are "The 
Christmas Babe," "Christmas 
Eve in Ireland," "God's Bird.'' 
"The New M o o n at Christmas/' 
" Michael the Archangel, :' etc. 
The book is unusually attract
ive in its binding, printing, and 
size. 

Portugal of 
the Portuguese 

B y A U B R E Y G . F . B E L L 
With 30 full-page plate illus
trations and map. i2mo. 

$1.50 net 
A n accurate estimate of the Por

tuguese character and a thorough 
presentment of the leading features 
of Portuguese social, political, and 
religious life, by a writer of long resi
dence in the country and intimate 
acquaintance with its institutions 
and people. 

England's Guarantee to Belgium and Luxemburg 
With the Full Text of the Treaties 

B y C . P . S A N G E R and H . T . J . N O R T O N . Svo. $1.50 

Gives in concise form all the information which is needed by the reader to form an opinion as to the treaty obligations of England 
toward Belgium and Luxemburg. The text ot the various treaties is given in full and a special study of the circumstances under which 
they were made is included. 

Life and Letters in the Italian Renaissance 
B y C H R I S T O P H E R H A R E , author of " M e n a n d W o m e n of the I ta l ian R e f o r m a t i o n , " etc. 

Demy Svo, cloth, gill, illustrated. $3.00 

A volume dealing with the poet, the humanist, the historian, the diplomatist, and the gifted letter-writers of this remarkable period. 

F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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The Russian Campaign 

By S T A N L E Y W A S H B U R N , Correspondent of the London Times 

A S E L E C T E D L I S T O F I M P O R T E D B O O K S 
S U I T A B L E F O R C H R I S T M A S P R E S E N T S 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS , 
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A S E L E C T E D L I S T O F I M P O R T E D B O O K S 
S U I T A B L E F O R C H R I S T M A S P R E S E N T S 

The Batsford Library of Decorative Art 
I . D E C O R A T I O N I N E N G L A N D , F R O M 1 6 6 0 - 1 7 6 0 . By F R A N C I S L E N Y G O N . $16.00 net 

Containing 3 0 0 pages with over 3 5 0 illustrations, of which 133 are full-page, printed in sepia tint from special photographs, 
together with 4 in colors. 

I I . F U R N I T U R E I N E N G L A N D , F R O M 1 6 6 0 - 1 7 6 0 . By F R A N C I S L E N Y G O N . $ 1 6 . 0 0 net 

Containing 3 0 0 pages with over 400 illustrations, of which 104 are full-page, printed in sepia Lint from special photographs, 
together with 5 in colors. 

T I L T A P E S T R Y W E A V I N G I N E N G L A N D . B y \ Y . G . T H O M S O N . %i2.oonet 
F R O M T H E E A R L I E S T T I M E S TO T H E E N D OF T H E i S T H C E N T U R Y 
Containing 180 pages with 57 illustrations, of which 24 are full-page, printed in sepia tint from special photographs, together with 

4 in colors. 
For the set, $ 4 0 . 0 0 net 

Sailor and 
Beachcomber 

B y A . S A F R O N I - M I D D L E T O N 

With 2 4 illustrations. Svo. 
$3.00 

The confessions of an adventur
ous and roving life at sea, in Aus
tralia, and amid the islands of the 
Pacific. It includes many inter-
esting conversations and experi
ences with Robert Louis Steven
son, never before recorded, and 
also some new information about 
Father Damien and his work. 

The Conquest of 
Mt. Cook and 
Other Climbs 

A N A C C O U N T O F F O U R S E A 
S O N S ' M O U N T A I N E E R I N G O N 
T H E S O U T H E R N A L P S O F 
N E W Z E A L A N D 

B y F R E D A D U F A U R 

With 5 0 illustrations. Large 
Svo. $ 4 . 5 0 net 

It abounds in picturesque inci
dents of camp and bivouac, as well 
as in charming descriptions of the 
glorious scenic effects, many of 
which are beautifully illustrated in 
the book by photographs by the 
author. 

Fables 
B y R O B E R T L O U I S S T E V E N S O N 
Illustrated with 2 0 full-page illustrations, 2 0 
initials, and 2 0 tail-pieces by E . R . H E R 
M A N N . $3 .00 net 
"I am very much struck with M r . Hermann's 

drawings to the Stevenson 'Fables.' They seem to 
me to show remarkable power, both of invention 
and h a n d . " — S I D N E Y C O L V I N . 

The Stevenson 
Originals 

B y E V A B L A N T Y R E S I M P S O N 

With numerous illustrations in color. i2mo. 
$ 2 . 5 0 net 

A volume of fresh Stevensoniana, of unrecorded 
adventures and personal reminiscences, which will 
prove inestimably precious to all lovers of the man 
and his work. 

The Hills of Home 
B y L . M A C L E A N W A T T . W i t h Pent land 
Essays b y R O B E R T L O U I S S T E V E N S O N . 12 
full-page illustrations in color. Svo. 

$ 2 . 0 0 net 

Contains the famous essays of Stevenson dealing 
with the Pentland country, including " A n Old 
Scotch Gardener," "The Manse," " A Pastoral," 
and '"The Pentland Rising," also an interesting ac
count of the country of the Pentland Hills and Ste
venson's life and connection with them, 

Form and 
Colour 

B y L I S L E M A R C H P H I L L L P P S 
A u t h o r of " T h e W o r k s of 
M a n . " Svo. $ 2 . 2 5 net 
A n original treatment of the 

whole field of art, by an accom
plished writer and critic, in which 
art is considered as a language of 
which the two main dialects are 
form and color. It deals with the 
art of the East, the art of the Clas
sical Epoch, and the art of Chris
tian Europe. 

The English 
Parish Church 

A N A C C O U N T O F T H E C H I E F 
T Y P E S O F B U I L D I N G S P R O 
D U C E D I N E N G L A N D D U R I N G 
T H E N I N E C E N T U R I E S 
B y the R E V . J . C H A R L E S 
C o x , L L . D . , F . S . A . 
With over 3 0 0 illustrations 
including a specially pre
pared series of ground-plans. 
Large crown Svo, cloth, gilt. 

$ 3 . 0 0 net 

The English 
Countryside 

B y E R N E S T C . P U L B R O O K 

With 126 illustrations from 
photographs. S3 .00 net 

$ 5 . 0 0 net 

Memorials and Monuments O L D A N D N E W 
T w o H U N D R E D S U B J E C T S C H O S E N F R O M S E V E N C E N T U R I E S 

B y L A W R E N C E W E A V E R , author of " S m a l l C o u n t r y Houses , 1 ' etc. 

With more than 250 illustrations. 

Bernadotte: The First Phase. 1763-1799 
B y D U N B A R P L U N K E T B A R T O N , a Judge of the H i g h C o u r t of Justice in Ire land. Illustrated. $3-75 net 

A biography of sustained interest and a valuable addition to the literature of the French Revolution and Napoleon. 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 
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T H E E U R O P E A N S I T U A T I O N 

F I G H T I N G F R A N C E 
F R O M D U N K E R Q U E T O B E L F O R T 

B Y E D I T H W H A R T O N 
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 battle line. Commenting upon the 
vividness and dramatic intensity of some of these, an editorial writer in the New York 
Times says: "Wha t 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 net 

S O C I A L I Z E D 
G E R M A N Y 

B Y F R E D E R I C C . H O W E 

" A timely, most interesting, most valu
able book. . . . Interesting because it treats 
of its subject in a readable way with great 
clarity of thought and admirable restraint 
in expression; it is valuable because it is a 
guide to the future, the future that begins 
when war ceases and for which we should pre
pare now; it is timely because it delineates 
the German peril to the United States." 

$1.50 net 

T H E 
R E C O N C I L I A T I O N 
O F G O V E R N M E N T 
W I T H L I B E R T Y 

B Y J O H N W . B U R G E S S 
Formerly Professor of Political Science and Constitutional 

Law at Columbia University 

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, wil l prove a most essential and timely 
aid to an adequate understanding of the causes 
and an intelligent outlook on the prospects of the 
great war. rf 

$2.50 net 

" V I V E L A F R A N C E ! " 
B Y E . A L E X A N D E R P O W E L L 

This intensely interesting record of M r . Powell's second visit to the front 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 fighting on the Aisne, the invasion of Alsace, the battle of Neuve 
Chapelle, the second battle of Ypres, the poison gas, etc. 

Illustrated. .a^XiJ^js. $1.00 net 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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Frontenac Edition 

F R A N C I S P A R K M A N 
just added to 

Scribner's Library of Modern Authors 
" M r . Parkman's painstaking research has earned him a permanent place in the front rank of Ameri

can writers of history, while the brilliancy of the style in which his 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, 
but at the same time he is a historian for all mankind and all time, one of the greatest that ever l ived." 

— D R . J O H N F I S K E . 

" If 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." 

— P R O F E S S O R G O L D W I N S M I T H . 

Beacon Edition F. H O P K I N S O N S M I T H 
Now Complete and Definitive / 

The publication of two new volumes, " F e l i x O ' D a y " and " W i t h Dickens 
and Thackeray in London," gives subscribers an opportunity to complete 
their sets by the addition of these two volumes. 

If you are a subscriber and have not received your copies, please notify us by post-card 

These editions are sold only by subscription. They cannot be bought 
in the bookstores, and all requests for information should be sent direct 
to the publishers. 

Sc. i=-'JS 

Upon receipt of this coupon, the publishers will send particulars of special 
terms now being made. 

T H A C K E R A Y — K e n s i n g t o n Edition 
S T E V E N S O N — T h i s t l e Edition 
J A M E S — N e w York Edition 
D I C K E N S — C o m p l e t e Edition 
M E R E D I T H — M e m o r i a l Edition 
B A R R I E — T h i s t l e Edition 
C A R L Y L E — E d i n b u r g h Edition. 
T O L S T O I — I n t e r n a t i o n a l Edition 
T U R G E N I E F F — I n t e r n a t i o n a l Edition 
I B S E N — V i k i n g Edition 

Parkman 
Poe 

Thackeray 
S t e v e n 6 o n 

. . . . James 
. . Dickens 

. Meredith 
. . . Barrie 

. . . Carlyle 
Tolstoi 

.Turgenieff Ibsen 

. . . . Parker . . . Kipling 
Field Riley 

. Roosevelt Page 
. . Mitchell . . Stockton 

Hopkioson Smith 
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G I L B E R T P A R K E R — I m p e r i a l Edition 
POE—Stedman-Woodberry Edition 
K I P L I N G — O u t w a r d Bound Edition 
F I E L D — S a b i n 
R I L E Y — H o m < 
R O O S E V E L T 
M I T C H E L L -
P A G E — Plan ta 
S T O C K T O N 
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B E A U T I F U L G A R D E N S 
IN A M E R I C A 

A N D T H E E F F E C T OF C L I M A T E IN VARIOUS SECTIONS 

B Y L O U I S E S H E L T O N 
Author of " Con t inuous B l o o m in A m e r i c a " 

P H O T O G R A P H S A N D 
D E S C R I P T I O N S O F 
G A R D E N S I N 

M A I N E 

N E W H A M P S H I R E 

V E R M O N T 

M A S S A C H U S E T T S 

R H O D E I S L A N D 

C O N N E C T I C U T 

N E W Y O R K 

N E W J E R S E Y 

P E N N S Y L V A N I A 

M A R Y L A N D 

V I R G I N I A 

S O U T H C A R O L I N A 

A L A S K A 

Chapter on Climate 

8 Full-Page Color Reproductions 
170 Superb Photographs 

This sumptuous volume contains beau
tiful pictures of a great variety of those 
gardens in this country which may be taken 
as representative of the possibilities of gar
dening under our diverse climatic condi
tions, accompanied by brief but truly i l lu 
minative text. As the author says, " the 
views contained within this book show 
chiefly gardens planned by owners earnestly 
laboring to express their sense of the beau
tiful in these their outdoor homes." 

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

P H O T O G R A P H S A N D 
D E S C R I P T I O N S O F 
G A R D E N S I N 

G E O R G I A 

F L O R I D A 

T E N N E S S E E 

M I S S O U R I 

I L L I N O I S 

I N D I A N A 

O H I O 

M I C H I G A N 

WISCONSIN 
N E W M E X I C O 

C A L I F O R N I A 

O R E G O N 

W A S H I N G T O N 

V A N C O U V E R I S L A N D 

A Chapter on Gates 
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The Ideal Home Music Library 
Is a Glorious Christmas Gift 

How would YOU like to possess on your piano or music cabinet—responsive 
to every mood and whim—a convenient ten-volume library of piano 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 
the costliness and the inevitable shabbiness of 
sheet music, " T H E IDEAL HOME MUSIC 
L I B R A R Y " WILL SATISFY YOU as it has 
succeeded in pleasing every music lover among 
the thousands who are its proud possessors at 
the present time. 

A Brief Description of the "Library" 
" T h e Ideal Home M u s i c L i b r a r y " is a perfect compilation of 

piano and of vocal music for the home. It comprises ten (10) vo l 
umes measuring 9 x 1 2 inches, each about % of an inch thick (the 
plates being regular sheet music size), encased in a substantial birch-
mahogany book-case (see illustration) which may be placed on either 
the piano or the music cabinet. It contains nearly thirteen hundred 
piano and vocal numbers, representing the work of about four hundred 

composers, accompanied by a convenient l i t t le volume known as the "P rac t i ca l G u i d e , " which leads you through its 
pages just as a Baedeker conducts you through Europe, 
rendering intelligent use of every volume immediately 
possible. The volumes are substantially bound in taste
ful green cloth, they open flat on the piano-rack at any 
page, the music notes are large and clear, the paper 
is the very best quali ty ever used for music printing. 
T h e entire set was compiled by and manufactured under 
the supervision of an experienced practical musician, and 
there is not a single detail in which it wi l l fail to meet 
the expectations of the music lover. 

R e d u c e d Facs imi le 
A c t u a l size: 15 inches high, 10 inches wide, 

10 inches deep 
Plates are regular sheet music size 

Titles of the 10 Volumes 
Classic and Romantic Piano Works 
Modern Piano Compositions 
Light Piano Pieces 
Juvenile Piano Pieces and Piano Duets 
Piano Selections from the Operas 
Selected Dance Music for Piano 
Sacred Piano and Vocal Music 
Songs from the Operas 
Sentimental Songs 
Favorite Home Songs 

How To Obtain Complete Information Free of Charge 
Within the limits of this page, adequate description of this / ' 

tremendous work is obviously 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 / T H E S C R I B N E R 
and What It Is," which we are desirous of placing in / MS tt?thCA™ 
the hands of every home music lover. Its contents / New York City 
include a readable and interesting description of the 
entire work; the complete contents list of each 

M T H E I D E A L ® $ 

H O M E MUSIC LIBRARY 
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B u y i n g B o o k s for C h r i s t m a s 

T H E H A P P I E S T G I F T 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. 

T H E S C R I B N E R B O O K S T O R E adjusts itself to 
the rush. The service is intelligent, experienced, 
efficient, and courteous. There is still the literary 
atmosphere, the chance to " browse." 

•#> 

T H E R E A R E R A R E B O O K S in the Scribner 
Bookstore whose value grows with the years; o ld 
manuscripts, o ld letters, autograph copies, and first 
editions. ^ 

T H E R E A R E F R E N C H B O O K S in the Scribner 
Bookstore (" ic i on parle francais "), French plays, 
French novels, and very important French books on 
the war. ^ 

I L L U S T R A T E D B O O K S , books for boys and girls, 
juvenile classics in unique and beautiful bindings, 
sporting books— the books of a l l publishers—and an ex
pert in each department to help you if you need help. 

IF Y O U C A N N O T C O M E , W R I T E , W I R E , O R T E L E P H O N E . 

Fifth Avenue at 48th St. M u r r a y H i l l 7880 
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Which Interests You Most? 
And these are but a few 
of the articles that ap
peared in a single issue 
of Scientific American. 

One—entitled " A Con
tinuous R o d C a s t i n g 
Machine," is a complete 
description of a machine 
that will save hundreds 
of thousands of dollars 
for the manufacturers 
who use it. 

Another—"The Achilles' 
Heel of Germany,"tellsof 
one grave danger which 
Germany runs in the pres
ent stupendous conflict. 

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 Engineering Project. Industry. 
Strategic Moves of the War. Chain Screen 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 Boiler Rooms. The War and Immigration. 
The Austrian Submarines. To Make Coal Tar Dyes in America. 

For 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 achievement; / I 
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 finally, for the ^ 
larger public which is attracted by the fascinating interest which underlies all ^ 
scientific and mechanical achievement, Scientific American is, above all, ^ s t 

The Weekly Journal of Practical Information. / M U N N & C O Inc 

A year's subscription to Scientific American—52 numbers—costs $3.00. / Woo B M f . , N . Y . 

Y o u will find it a valuable investment. / s i d t s S 
for one year (52 issues), 

MUNN & CO., Inc. / N -
Publishers / Sreet 

/ C i t v 

233 Broadway New York City /state... 
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T'S T H E B E S T 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. 
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I V E IT T O W H O M Y O U W I L L , The Youth's Companion fits 
every age and all the family enjoy it. Next year's fifty-two 
splendid issues will prove a family fortune. It brings twice 

as much reading in a year and comes four times as often as the 
monthly magazines. Every line is worthy of the ideal home. 

I N E G R E A T S E R I A L S I N 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 Boys' Page, the live Adventure 
Serials and Short Stories, Sports, 
Games, Things to Make, and every 
phase of outdoor and indoor life. 

Special Stories, all her own. The 
Girls' Page, Suggestions for making 
"pin money," Receipts, and every
thing from Conduct to Crochet and 
Candy Making. 

Strong Editorial Page, valuable 
comment on important questions of 
the day, Nature and Science, Original 
Humor, and the rare Stories catch 
him also. 

Read all, from Family Page to 
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 wi th $2.00, you wi l l get 

1. Al l remaining issues for 1915 F R E E . 
2. The Companion Home Calendar. 
3. The fifty-two issues for 1916. 
4. Beautiful Christmas Folder announcing your gift 

Sample Copies Sent Upon Request. 

T H E Y O U T H ' S C O M P A N I O N , B O S T O N , M A S S A C H U S E T T S 
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32f SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

Hello! Wake up! 

Be a modern! Read 
VANITY FAIR 

D o n ' t b e a s o c i a l b a c k n u m b e r ! D o n ' t set t le 
d o w n c o m f o r t a b l y i n the ooze . T h e w o r l d i s 
m o v i n g , m o v i n g o n a l l e i gh t c y l i n d e r s — s o m e 
fo lks are e v e n m o v i n g o n t w e l v e — a n d y o u 
m i g h t jus t as w e l l m o v e a l o n g w i t h t h e m . If 
y o u a re b e c o m i n g a n o l d f o g e y . o r a n o l d m a i d , 
o r a n o l d b a c h e l o r , o r a n o l d b o r e , r e a d V a n i t y 
F a i r , a n d p re s to ! y o u w i l l b e n i m b l e - w i t t e d a n d 
a g i l e - m i n d e d a g a i n ; the j o y o f the p i c n i c , t he 
l i fe o f the pa r ty , the h i t o f the t u rkey - t ro t t o i r . 

V a n i t y F a i r w i l l c h a p e r o n y o u i n a b o x at 
t he o p e r a , s h o w y o u t h e m o s t t a l k e d o f 
p a i n t i n g s a n d s c u l p t u r e s ; t a k e y o u b e h i n d the 
scenes a t t h e t h e a t r e s ; t e l l y o u w h a t t o t a l k 
a b o u t a t d i n n e r s a n d d a n c e s ; p r e s e n t y o u to 
a l l the m e t r o p o l i t a n c e l e b r i t i e s ; g i v e y o u a 
d a s h o f g o l f a n d h o c k e y a n d t e n n i s a n d foot
b a l l ; a cce l e r a t e t he p u l s e o f y o u r b r a i n , i n 
short , t r a n s f o r m y o u f r o m a s o c i a l h a l f p o r t i o n 
i n to a r e g u l a r C l a s s A h u m a n b e i n g . 

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 
you can secure for $1 (half the cost of a single theatre 

% ticket and less than the cost of a single novel) an entire 
winter of Vanity Fair, and with it more entertain

ment than you could derive from dozens of plays 

Special Offer 
Six Months for One Dollar 

Vanity Fair costs 25 cents a number or $3 a year. 
Tear off and send in the Coupon at the left 

\ and you can have a six months* " t r ia l " 
subscription for One Dollar. 
V CONDE- N A S T , Publisher 
\ F R A N K CROWNINSHIELD. Editor 
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W H Y T H E P R I V A T E S C H O O L ? 

IT is well for a girl to attend a private school—because the excite
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 girls coming from widely different sections of our own 
country and frequently from all over the world. 

The regular simple 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 S C R I B N E R ' S 
M A G A Z I N E to aid in the selection of schools. You are invited to write 
or call upon this department for information and suggestions. 

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

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

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

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

— 1 8 9 0 - 1 9 1 5 
The Only Country School for Girls in New York City 

Small enough to be a real home, large enough to be a " Real 
School." Full enjoyment of the cultural influences of New York 
City with outdoor advantages of the country. Pupils enter col
lege upon its own certi6cate. Twenty-fifth year. Boarding and 
Day School. 

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

T H E S E M P L E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

A city school with country advantages (opposite Central Park). 
Boarding and Day Pupils. College preparatory. Social recrea
tion. Outdoor exercise. Riding, Tennis, etc., in Central Park-

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

M R S . H E L E N M . S C O V I L L E ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

Resident and day pupils. Air and light. Recreation lawn. Ful l 
advantages of city, regular or special courses. Art , Music, Practi
cal courses. Home care and social life. Dancing, Riding, and 
Swimming. 2042 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

T H E G A R D N E R S C H O O L 

(58th year.) A n exclusive school for girls, combining all the ad
vantages of city with delightful home life. Regular and Special 
Courses. Music, Art, Elocution, Dancing. M u c h outdoor life. 
Riding, Skating, Swimming, etc. Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland, 
Principals, 607 5th Avenue, New York City. 

R I V E R D A L E C O U N T R Y S C H O O L 
Intimate Teaching by Scholarly Men 

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

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

Telephone, 123 Kingsbridgc. 

T H E H O L B R O O K S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 

" A school that is better than the catalogue." 5 0 0 ft. elevation, 
commanding a 40-mile view of the Hudson. 30 miles from New 
York. Complete equipment. A l l sports. College preparatory. 
Character references required. Catalogue on request. 

Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. 

T H E K N O X S C H O O L 

Formerly at Briarcliff Manor. Country School for Girls. 40 min
utes from New York City. 

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

T H E C O M S T O C K S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

One of the oldest, best known New York Finishing Schools. 53rd 
year. Elective advanced courses in Music, Languages, History 
of Art, English, Classical Dancing, etc. Only limited number of 
boarding pupils. Terms $1100. N o extras. 

Lydia Dwight Day , Principal, 52 East 72nd St., New York. 

New York State 

NEW Y O R K M I L I T A R Y A C A D E M Y 
INFANTRY 
C A V A L R Y 

C o r n w a l l - o n - H u d s o n , PsJ. Y . 
C A D E T B A N D 

(Special Rates to good Musicians) 
For catalogue write to the Registrar 

M O D E R A T E EXPENSES 
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS 

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States 
C A S C A D I L L A S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 

A Fitting School for Cornell. Able faculty of specialists. Exten
sive up-to-date equipment. Athletic field. Recreation building 
and boat house. Gymnasium; rowing shells. Terms $675 to $775. 
Send for Catalogue. 

W . D . Funkhouser, A . M . , Principal, Ithaca, New York. 

O S S I N I N G S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

Suburban to New York. Preparatory, Vocational, Music, Art and 
Home Making Courses. Gardening and Horticulture. 48th year. 
Separate house for younger girls. Year Book on request. Clara 
C. Fuller, Principal, Martha J . Naramore, Associate Principal, 
Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. 

Miss C. E, Mason's 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson , N . Y . 

O n l y 40 minutes from N . Y . City. Upper 
School for girls 13 to 25; Lower School 
for girls 7 to 13. A l l departments, 
inc luding vocatloniil. Special courses 
in Art , Music , Literature, Languages . 
Certificate admits to leading colleges. 

Illustrated catalogue. 

M I S S C . E . M A S O N , L L . M . , 
L o c k Box 707. 

I R V I N G S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 

25 miles from New Y o r k , in the beautiful, historic " Irving " country. 79th 
year. 24 years under present H e a d Master. New site and buildings 1904. 
Prepares for all colleges and technical schools. Individual instruction. 
Athletic F i e l d . Swimming Pool . Gymnasium. J M . F a r m a n , A . M . , Head 
Master, Box 903, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York . 

T H E M I S S E S T E W K S B U R Y ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S . 
I N G L E S I D E 

(Formerly New Milford, Conn.) 
Scarsdale, Westchester County, New York. 

E A S T M A N S C H O O L O F B U S I N E S S 

F o r nearly sixty years the leader. T h o r o training in every business pursuit. 
Actual practice in required duties. A c c o u n t i n g , B a n k i n g , CivO Service, 
Secretarial and Teachers' courses. Both sexes. H a s trained more than 
fifty thousand of America ' s successful m e n . O p e n al l the year. Enter 
any week-day. Catalog on request. 

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

O A K S M E R E 

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

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

M O U N T P L E A S A N T A C A D E M Y 

101years old. Prepares for college, scientific school or business. Ration
alized military system. M a n u a l training. M O U N T P L E A S A N T H A L L is for 
boys under 13. S U M M E R C A M P in the Berkshires, under M r . Brusie's per-
sonal charge. Send for catalogue. 

Charles Frederick Brusie, Box 508, Oss in ing-on-Hudson, N . Y. 

M O H E G A N L A K E S C H O O L 

T h o r o u g h preparation for Col l ege , T e c h n i c a l Schoo l or Business, with 
certificate privileges. Average number of pupi ls to a class, eight. Modern 
bui ldings . Healthful location on M o h e g a n L a k e . Physical Culture and 
Athletics under competent Director. Booklet . A . E . L i u d e r , A . M . , Chas . 
H . Smith, A . M . , Principals , Box 61, M o h e g a n L a k e , Westchester County , 
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Private Schools 
New York State {Continued) 

E M M A W I L L A R D S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
io2d year. Ori the hills, 400 feet above the city. F o u r new fireproof build
ings, the gift o f M r s . Russell Sage. Preparatory, General and Special 
Courses. Certificate privileges. Mus ic , Ar t , E locut ion , Domestic Science. 
Gymnas ium with swimming pool. Catalogue on request. 

Miss E l i z a Kel las , P h . B . , Pr inc ipal , T r o y , New Y o r k . 

T H E M A N L I U S S C H O O L S 

Beautiful country location. S T . J O H N ' S S C H O O L — C o l l e g e and Business 
Preparatory. Beneficial Mi l i tary T r a i n i n g . F o r twelve years ranked by 
U , S . Gov't as " Honor School , ' the supreme honor granted. V E R B E C K 
H A L L — S e p a r a t e school for boys from 8 to 14. Catalogues. Address 

W i n . Vcrbeck , President, Box G , Manlius , New York . 

Massachusetts 
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Pennsylvania 

W O R C E S T E R A C A D E M Y F O R B O Y S 
A l l advantages o f a large school . Master teachers. Comprehens ive 
equ ipment ; n building's, 22 acres. " M e g a r o n , " a noble recreation hall . 
Sp lend id athletic field. New and perfectly appointed g y m n a s i u m and 
pool . 82nd year. Catalogue. 

D . W . Abercrombie , L L . D . , Principal , 
0.7 Provideuce Street, Worcester, Massachusetts. 

P O W D E R P O I N T S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 

Extensive grounds; modern buildings. New Concrete residence. 
New gymnasium. Athletic fields. Cinder track. College or 
business preparation. Upper and lower schools. Address 
Ralph K . Bearce, A . M . , Headmaster, 45 K i n g Caesar Road, Dux-
bury, Mass. 

T H E M A R Y A . B U R N H A M S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
Establ ished by Miss Burnham in 1877. Situated opposite Smith Col lege 
campus. Col lege preparatory course with certificate admit t ing to Smith, 
WeUesley and Vassar. Special courses with d iploma. Domest ic Science, 
new gymnasium, supervised athletics. Out-of-door tennis and basket bal l . 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss H e l e n E . T h o m p s o n , Headmistress, Northampton, Massachusetts. 

M I S S M C C L I N T O C K S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal, 
Box S, 4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass. 

A B B O T A C A D E M Y 

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

H O U S E I N T H E P I N E S 

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

M i s s C H A M B E R L A Y N E ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

General, special and college preparatory courses. Domestic sci
ence. Music. Languages—native teachers. Simplicity—sincerity 
—thoroughness. Horseback riding, skating, outdoor and indoor 
recreation. The Fenway, 28. Boston, Mass. 

M i s s G U I L D A N D M I S S E V A N S * S C H O O L 

34th year. Sunny, airy school rooms. Gymnasium, outdoor 
tennis. Domestic Science. Languages—native teachers. Music, 
Art . College preparatory and general courses. Advanced courses 
for high school graduates. 

2q Fairfield St., cor. Commonwealth Ave., Boston. 

There's a Type of School 
or one individual school that will best Jit the individuality of your boy 
or girl. Study the schools. Obtain their catalogues. Better still, 
Visit the schools personally if at all possible. The schools will wel
come your visit. 

School and College Service, S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E . 

L A S E L L S E M I N A R Y 

Advanced work for high school graduates. Music, art, house
hold sciences. Basketball, tennis, horseback riding and canoeing. 
Twenty acres, twelve buildings. 

G . M . Winslow, P h . D . , Principal, 
i r o Woodland Road, Auburndale, Massachusetts. 

T E N A C R E 

A country school for young girls. Preparatory to Dana Hal l . 
Fourteen miles from Boston. 

Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hal l , WeUesley, Mass. 

M i s s C A P E N ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

For many years known as " The Burnham School." 
40th year opens September, 1016. 
Correspondence should be addressed l o 

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

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E F O R W O M E N 

The new college for women. ( 8 0 mi les f r o m B O H ton . ) 4-year course 
leading to A . B . degree. Faculty of men and women. Also 2-year 
diploma course for high school graduates. 17 buildings. 100 
acres. Endowment. Catalog. 

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

B R A D F O R D A C A D E M Y F O R Y O U N G W O M E N 

113th year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal, 
Miss Laura A . Knott, A . M . , Bradford, Massachusetts. 

T H E C A M B R I D G E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

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

M I S S H A L L ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

Miss M i r a H . Hal l , Principal, Pittsfield, Mass. 

S E A P I N E S S C H O O L 

F o r Girls . Distinctly devoted to developing personality. Except ional home 
life. Cape climate favorable for outdoor sports. 100 acres; pine groves; 
1000 feet of seashore. Gymnastics , Music , Domestic Arts. Address Rev. 
T h o m a s Bickford , Miss Fa i th Bickford, Principals. P. 0 . Box G , Brewster, 
Cape C o d , Massachusetts. 

T H E M A C D U F F I E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

Individuality cultivated. Girls taught how to study. Beauti
ful grounds. Col lege and general courses. Art , music, 
household arts, gymnas ium, tennis, r id ing , swimming. 26th 
year. Principals : J o h n M c i c D u f f i e (Harv.) , M r s . J o h n M a c -
D u f f i e (RadcL) , Springfield, Mass. 

M E R C E R S B U R G A C A D E M Y 

Offers a thorough physical, mental and moral training for college or business. 
Under Christ ian masters from the great universities. L o c a t e d in the C u m 
berland Va l l ey , one of the most picturesque spots of A m e r i c a . New g y m 
nasium. E q u i p m e n t modern. Write for catalog. Address Box 104. 

W i l l i a m M a n n Irvine, L L . D . , Headmaster, Mercersburg , Pa. 

T H E B A L D W I N S C H O O L 

A Country School for Girls. 
Elizabeth Forrest Johnson, A . B . , Head of the School. 

Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

T H E M I S S E S S H I P L E Y ' S S C H O O L 

Preparatory to Bryn M a w r College. Special educational and 
social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College. 
College Preparatory and Academic Courses. Supervised athletics. 
For circular, address 

The Secretary, Box J , Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

M I S S M A R S H A L L ' S S C H O O L 

A general and college-preparatory school for girls, combining the 
charm of beautiful suburban surroundings with the educational 
advantages of Philadelphia, 20 minutes away. Outdoor athletics, 
art, music, elocution, domestic science. 

Miss E . S. Marshall, Oak Lane, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 
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Pennsylvania {Continued) 

O G O N T Z S C H O O L 

Founded in 1850. A country school for young ladies. Near Phila
delphia and New York. Jay Cooke estate, 65 acres. 

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

S P R I N G S I D E 
Boarding and Day School for Girls. Airs. Chapman and Miss 
Jones, Principals, Chestnut Hi l l , Philadelphia, Pa. 

M I S S S A Y W A R D ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

Suburb of Philadelphia. College preparatory and special courses 
Certificate to leading colleges. Music, Domestic Science. Physical 
training, outdoor sports, horseback riding, swimming. Grounds 
and building enlarged. Develops character, mind and body ; 

Miss S. Janet Sayward, Principal, Overbrook, Pennsylvania. 

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

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

advertising for to-morrow. 

Washington, D. C. New Jersey 
N A T I O N A L P A R K S E M I N A R Y 

F o r the higher education of young women. Extension courses of two years' 
collegiate work above h igh school. T h o r o u g h l y equipped departments of 
H o m e Economics , Floriculture, Arts and Crafts, Mus ic , Paint ing, Dramatic 
Art , systematic study of the National Capital . Illustrated book on request 
to Registrar. Box 102, Forest G l e n , M d . Washington (Suburbs), D . C . 

M O U N T V E R N O N S E M I N A R Y 

Boarding School for Girls. College Preparatory and Advanced 
Courses. Playground of twelve and one-half acres. Mrs. Elizabeth 
J . Somers, Principal Emeritus, Mrs. Adelia G. Hensley, Principal, 
Washington, D . C. 

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

F A I R M O N T , A H O M E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

Regular and Special Courses. Advanced Courses for High School 
Graduates. Music, Art, Expression, Languages. References 
Exchanged. Literature on request. Outdoor sports. 

Washington, D . C. 

W A S H I N G T O N C O L L E G E 
F o r girls and y o u n g women. Located within Nat ional Cap i ta l ; park of 
10 acres ; choicest educational and social advantages ; refined associations, 
most beautiful home life- Preparatory, Certificate and Col lege Courses. 
Mus ic , Ar t , E l o c u t i o n , Domestic Science. Literature on request. Address 
F . Menefee, President, W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 

P E D D I E I N S T I T U T E 
A n endowed school fur boys, offering thorough preparation for all colleges. 
S trong faculty. 300 boys. Business, Mus i c . 60-acre campus. Gymnas ium, 
s w i m m i n g pool . Athlet ic field. L o w e r Schoo l for boys n to 14 years. 
Rates $450 to $550. 50th year. Cata log on request. Addres s 

R . W . Swetland, A . M . , B o x 12-C, Hight s town, N e w Jersey. 

D W I G H T S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

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

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

Country school for boys in Orange Mountains. Fine suburban 
environment, limited classes, honor system, self-government. Our 
booklet. " Your Boy and Our School," will interest you. Address 
John G. MacVicar, Headmaster, Box 22, Montclair, New Jersey. 

B O R D E N T O W N M I L I T A R Y I N S T I T U T E 

T h o r o u g h preparation for col lege or business. Eff icient faculty, comfort
able bui ld ings , healthful location, careful supervision o f athletics, military 
discipline that develops character, a n d 31 years of experience i n training 
boys. F o r catalogue, write 

R e v . T . H . L a n d o n , A . M . , D . D . , Pr inc ipa l . 
C o L T . D . L a n d o n , Commandant , Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N , J . 

Maryland 
N O T R E D A M E O F M A R Y L A N D 

A Col lege for W o m e n — c o n d u c t e d b y the School Sisters of Notre Daine 
to train the body, m i n d and spirit—to develop true womanhood . Magnif i 
cent bui ldings in a beautiful park of 70 acres. R o w i n g , basketbal l , tennis, 
hockey. Instructors all specialists. R e g u l a r a n d elective courses. M u s i c , 
Ar t . Wri te for catalog. Charles Street A v e n u e , Bal t imore , M a r y l a n d . 

Virginia 

Connecticut 
R U M S E Y H A L L 

In the Litchfield Hills. Young boys prepared for secondary schools. 
Athletics under supervision. Address 

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

T H E E L Y S C H O O L 

For Girls. In the country. One hour from New York City. Cer
tificates to Vassar and the New England Colleges. 

Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut. 

R I D G E F I E L D S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 

\ 50 miles from New York , in the highlands of the Bcrkshires. 
u A l l water sports, athletic fields, gymnasium. New boat 
T house. One teacher to six boys gives each student individual 
/ attention. 

Ro land J . Mul ford , P h . D . , Headmaster, Ridgefield, C o n n . 

L O O M i s 

A unique combination of business, agricultural and college preparatory 
courses. Practical training for boys intending to enter business or fanning 
on graduation. 6 buildings. Athletic fields. 100-acre farm. M a n u a l train
i n g shops. $2,000,000 endowment. $400 a year. Address 

N . H . Batchelder, A . M . , Headmaster, Windsor , C o n n . 

T H E G A T E W A Y 

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

All the Schools 
represented in S C R I B N E R ' S are good schools. If you want 

further information about any of these, or if you want 

help in determining which school may best meet your 

needs, write the School and College Service. 

S C R I B N E R - S M A G A Z I N E . 

W A R D - B E L M O N T 

Belmont Heights . A School for Girls and Y o u n g W o m e n , with a half-
mill ion-dollar equipment. Strong faculty of men a n d women—one for every 
ten students. Combines unusual educational advantages with enjoyable life 
in the "heart of the South ." O p e n e d Sept. 22. F o r Cata log a n d View Book 
address Jennie K . M a s s o n , Regis trar , Nashvi l le , T e n n . 

Tennessee 

S W E E T B R I A R C O L L E G E 

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



Music and Dramatic Arts 

I N S T I T U T E O F M U S I C A L A R T O F T H E 
C I T Y O F N E W Y O R K 

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

Secretary, Box 627, 120 Claremont Avenue, New York City. 

C o n n e c t e d w i t h 
rVlr. C h a r l e s 
K r o h m a n ' s 

E m p i r e T h e a t r e 
a n d C o m p a n i e s 

Franklin H. Sargent 
President 

F o r Catalotrue a n d I n f o r m a t i o n , a p p l y t o 
T h e Sec re t a ry , R o o m 150, C a r n e g i e H a l l , N e w Y o r k 

AMERICAN 
A C A D E M Y 

O F 

D R A M A T I C A R T S 
F O U N D E D I N 1SS4 

Correspondence Schools 

SPEAK A FOREIGN LANGUAGE !! 
T h e W a r has created unlimited opportunities for those who 
know S p a n i s h , F r e n c h , G e r m a n or Italian. Better your 
position or increase your business. Y o u can learn quickly 
a n d easily, at home, dur ing spare moments, by the 

L A N G U A G E - P H O N E M E T H O D 
And Rosenthal's Practical Llnguistry 

(Highest A w a r d P a n a m a - P a o t f l a E x p o s i t i o n , 1 9 1 6 ) 
You listen to the l iving voice of a native professor pronounce the 
foreign language, over and over, unti l you know It. Our records fit 

• — ^ a l l talking machines. Write for Booklet, particulars of Free Tr ia l . 
[ IDEAL XMAS GIFT ] The Language-Phone Method, 978 Putnam Bldg.t 2 W. 45th St., NX 

Medical 

M A S S A C H U S E T T S C O L L E G E O F O S T E O P A T H Y 

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

Dancing Instruction 

— LOUIS H. CHALIF— 
Graduate Russian Imperial Ballet School 

Personally teaches Interpretative, Simplified, Classic, National 
and Standardized Ballroom Dances. Catalogue. 

7 W e s t 4 2 n d Street , N e w Y o r k 

The University of Chicago 

HOME 
STUDY 

in addition to resident 
work, offers also instruc
tion by correspondence. 

For detailed in
formation address 

U. of C.(Div. F)Chicago,HI. 

L A N G U A G E S 
German-French-English-llalian-Spanish 
or any other language learned qu ick ly and easily fl 
by the Cortina Method at h o m e with '< 
D i s k C o r t i n a - R e c o r d s . Write for tree 
booklet today; easy payment plan. 

Cortina Academy of Languages 
1641 Mecca lild-., 1600 Broadway, 

Corner 48(h Street, New York CORTINA-PHONE 

Teachers' Agency 

The Pratt Teachers' Agency 
70 F i f t h A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 

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

Advises parents about schools. W m . O. Prat t , M g r . 
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Private Schools 
Indiana Minnesota 

C U L V E R M I L I T A R Y A C A D E M Y 

Its-military training wins yearly the highest ranking of the U . S. 
War Dept. Its natural and material equipment is superb. Its 
methods of instruction sane, but thoroughly progressive, followed 
by many lesser schools. For catalog address The Superintend
ent's Office, Culver, Ind. {On Lake MaxinkuckeeJ. 

C O L L E G E O F S A I N T T E R E S A 

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

Winona, Minn . 

Summer Camps North Carolina 
W I L D W O O D W I N T E R C A M P F O R B O Y S 

Pine Bluff, N . C . Six miles from Southern Pines. Regular school 
work. Preparation for special examinations. Life in the open dur
ing the winter. Tonic air, pure water, wholesome food. Sumner 
S. Hooper, Principal, Camp Wildwood. Kineo, Maine, Box 2-S. 
After December i address Pine Bluff, N . C . 

S A R G E N T C A M P S F O R G I R L S Petcrboro, New Hampshire. 
D r . Dudley A . Sargent, President. Two distinct camps—Seniors, 
14-24. Juniors, 8-13. Finest plant and equipment in America. 
Al l field and water sports. Safety and health our first considera
tion. The Secretary, 24 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 
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S C R I B N E R ' S 
M A G A Z I N E 

for 1916 

wil l be up to the best Scribner standards. It w i l l 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. 

A n d the best pictures in color and black and white, 
with a monthly discussion of current art topics in The 
Fie ld of Ar t . 

T h e r emin i scences o f a m a n i n his 

p r i m e , whose life has been l i n k e d w i t h 

t h e best t h e a t r i c a l t r a d i t i o n s o f E n g 

l a n d , b u t whose w h o l e career is A m e r i 

c a n , is an u n u s u a l a c q u i s i t i o n . 

E d w a r d H . S o t h e r n 

f r o m the d a y s o f " L o r d C h u m l e y " to 

the p resen t—one o f the m o s t p o p u l a r 

as w e l l as the m o s t t h o u g h t f u l a n d c u l 

t i v a t e d ac to r s—has w r i t t e n i n a c h a r m 

i n g w a y , r a n g i n g f r o m the fantas ies o f 

his y o u t h to the successes o f his l a t e r 

career , a v i v i d , p i c t u r e s q u e , a n d a m u s 

i n g n a r r a t i v e . T h i s p r e s e n t - d a y a u t o -
E. A. Sothern, E. H. Sothern's father, as 

"Lord Dundreary" 
From a photograph by Sarony 
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Edward H . Sothern in 1884 
F r o m a photograph by Sarony 

biography w i l l appear in the Magazine , 
w i th a wealth of i l lustrat ion which M r . 
Sothern has been long collecting. 

There is nothing formal about this 
story; it has the gayety and the spirit 
of go that characterize M r . Sothern's 
act ing; moreover, it is linked wi th one 
of the best-loved actors of the older 
generation, his father, the " L o r d D u n 
d rea ry" who made all English-speaking 
people laugh. Since Joseph Jefferson's 
there has not been a theatrical autobi
ography of anything like the charm of 
this one. 

Other reminiscences (always a fea

ture of S C R I B N E R ' S ) w i l l give pictures 

of London life and li terary men; of Amer ican men of letters as shown 

in their correspondence. 

Scribner Fiction Is the Best 
Three short serials in widely different veins— 

Kathar ine Ful ler ton Gerould w i l l 

contribute her first serial to S C R I B N E R ' S . 

" B u n n e r Sisters," by M r s . W h a r 

ton (postponed from last year on ac-

;ount of M r s . Wharton 's war series)—a 

story of plain people in an old part of 

N e w Y o r k , pathetic and touched wi th 

tragedy. 

Jesse L y n c h Wil l iams ' s three phases 

of marriage and divorce, which he calls 

" R e m a t i n g T i m e " — a story of the 

very present day, amusing and gayly 

pictured. Drawn by Henry Raleigh for Jesse Lynch Williams's 
" Remating Time " 
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S C R I B N E R ' S SHORT STORIES have won approbation as " the most 
uniformly excellent published in Amer i ca to-day." T h e short stories 
of 1916 wi l l follow that standard. Each number contains from four to 
six short stories, and in addit ion there are the F ic t i on N u m b e r (August) 
and the Chris tmas Number , almost entirely made up of short fiction. 

Drawn by N . C . Wyeth for a story of the Canadian wilderness 

America from East to West 
Elmendorf 's groups of pictures have been widely acclaimed as 

"superb," " c a p i t a l , " "un ique , " and nowhere have they been more 
popular than in the great West which he has so ski l ful ly portrayed. 
There w i l l be several more groups this year, made especially for SCRIB
NER'S M A G A Z I N E . 

The Mex ican 
border is now, and 
w i l l be for months 
to come, the scene 
of turmoi l and in 
terest. Ernest Peix-
otto has made a 
sketching trip along 
this border, and he 
w i l l contribute short 
articles, wi th his 
own drawings, deal
ing wi th the border 
country as it looks 

to-day; i t is an in
teresting combina
t ion of the old and 
new, where the trai l 
of Coronado is re
trodden by Vi l la ' s 
revolutionists. The 
oldest civi l izat ion 
in Amer i ca over
laps the latest rev
olut ion, and Peix-
otto w i l l picture it 
— E l Paso, T h e A l 
amo, Santa Fe, etc. 
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Travel, Adventure, Natural History, 
Sport 

" T h e Rea l H a w a i i , " by M r s . Ge rou ld : three articles on this important 
part of the Un i t ed States. M r s . Gerould made the t r ip wi th in the past few 
months expressly for S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E , and, w i th her well-known 

li terary art, H a w a i i , the Amer ican col
ony, w i l l be reproduced for our readers. 

M a d a m e Wadding ton wi l l give her 
memories of Alassio wi th pictures by 
Thorn ton Oakley . 

Theodore Roosevelt has visited the 
bird refuges of Louis iana . This great 
movement of conservation, begun when 
he was President, w i l l surprise all readers 
by its extent, and as Colonel Roosevelt 
has seen it the reader w i l l be made to 
see it — semitropical islands swarming 

Drawn by N . C . Wyeth ' l L ' l l ' j • 

wi th bri l l iant , strange, and interesting 

birds, where, undisturbed, the w i ld life w i l l be conserved. 
Leo E . M i l l e r , of the Amer ican M u s e u m of N a t u r a l His tory , has 

been back again in South Amer ica on the t ra i l of an elusive bird , the 
cock-of-the-rock. It took h im through 
strange Andean passes and he met 
strange people. 

Art icles on certain phases of ama
teur and college athletics, similar to the 
stadia and baseball articles, w i l l appear 
during the year. 

John Fox's paper on " T a r p o n - F i s h 
i n g " w i l l be published in an early winter 
number. 

A . B . Frost 's sporting pictures wi l l 

appear in another article. Drawn by Fred Pegram 
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The Great War 

S C R I B N E R ' S has pictured the great war on its various fronts by the 
best writers available. The permanent value of these articles is shown 
by the remarkable volumes which have grown out of them, by M r s . 
Whar ton , Richard Ha rd ing Davis , and E . Alexander Powel l . In the 
coming year there w i l l be forward-looking articles which w i l l discuss 
the dilemmas and the probable solution of the world-upheaval ; what 
w i l l happen when the armies are demobil ized; and par t icular ly what 
Amer ica must expect from the financial adjustment. 

"The Submarine in Warfare " 
by Robert W . Neeser, author of " O u r N a v y and the N e x t W a r , " 
founded on recent observations and conversations wTith authorities in 
France, England , and America . T h e most complete and instructive 
statement yet wri t ten about the place and uses of the submarine in 
modern warfare. W i t h a most complete series of pictures of all o f the 
types of submarines in use. 

U . S. Submarine D 3 
F r o m a copyrighted photograph by E n r i q u e Mul l er 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 37 

The Fine Arts 
Six more American His tor ical 

Frontispieces in color. The comple
tion of a series which has attracted a 
great deal of favorable comment. 

Papers on painting, by Kenyon 
Cox , dealing wi th the Golden Age of 
Pain t ing , the t ime of the great masters 
whose names are the chief glory of the 
history of art. T h e illustrations, which 
w i l l be profuse, w i l l be almost like a 
journey to some of the great European 

A Dutch living-room by De Hooch gallelieS. 
From a photograph by The Berlin Photographic Co. 

T h e F ie ld of A r t , wri t ten by lead
ing authorities about artistic events of current interest. Usua l ly i l lus
trated w i t h the work of some notable artist. 

Color pr int ing of the highest standard and illustrations by the most 
notable Amer ican artists. 

Special Numbers 
The M o t o r N u m b e r (February) , an annual ins t i tu t ion; the F ic t ion 

N u m b e r (August), the best stories of the year; the Chris tmas N u m b e r 
(December). A full programme for each is already prepared. 

Cer ta in phases of the great educational problem w i l l be discussed 
during the year. 

Finance 
Each month Alexander D a n a Noyes , F inanc ia l Ed i to r of the N e w 

Y o r k Evening Post, a writer of books on finance, and a man of judgment 
in dai ly contact w i th every phase of the market, contributes " T h e F inan 
cial W o r l d . " H e writes in language that the layman can understand, 
and his opinions command the respect of the.highest financial authorities. 
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An 
Inexpensive 

and 
Always 
Welcome 

Gift 

T h e Boston Transcript 
says: 

" A n impartial examination 
of the short stories in the 
best American magazines 
reveals the unquestioned 
leadership of SCRIBNER'S 
M A G A Z I N E . " 

S O M E T H I N G that 
will repeat itself the 

year through. What 
could be more accepta
ble than a year's sub
scription to Scribner's 
Magazine ? 
T o make this gift more personal, 
the publishers wi l l send to the 
recipient an engraved card 
bearing the donor's name, the 
card to be delivered on any date 
named by the giver. 

It is desirable that gift subscrip
tions be entered early to avoid 
any delay. 

A subscription to Scribner's is $3.00 a year. If 
you prefer, this amount will be charged to your 
account and a bill rendered the first of the month. 
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G I F T O R D E R B L A N K 
C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S SONS 
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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 
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Welcomed by 
Women Everywhere 

In F r e n c h Ivory and 
Gold"—14K. G o l d Plate , in 
case of F r e n c h Ivory l ined w i t h 
velvet a n d sat in—your choice 
pie, O l d Rose, G r e e n or O l d G o l d 

Milady Decollete Gillette 
G I F T that is new, 
unique, very much up 
to date. A beautiful 

addition to Milady's toilet 
table—and one that solves 
an embarrassing personal 
problem. 

Milady Decollete Gillette 
is welcomed by women 

everywhere—now that a 
feature of good dressing and 
good grooming is to keep the 
underarm white and smooth. 

You can see it in the leading 
department stores, in drug stores, 
jewelry and hardware stores. 

Ask your dealer—have him get it— 
or send direct to us. Say which color 
you prefer in lining of case. 

The price is $5. 

G I L L E T T E S A F E T Y R A Z O R C O M P A N Y , B O S T O N 
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The Happy 
Thought 

in Gifts 



SCRIBNER'S 
F I F T H A V E N U E SECTION 

NO, it is not the 
thoroughfare that 

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. 

A n d then they have 
come to Fifth A v e 
nue where the Amer
ican woman will take 
them and add that in
definable something 
which we call a knowl
edge of how to wear 
one's clothes. 

Into the shops, then! 
Seek the personality 
of Fifth Avenue there 
—for it is there. 

THEATRE 
FRANCAIS, 

OuArtsiure/ l5Jhcrvvmirrt 

O N T R O U V E TOUTES 
L E S P I E C E S D E 
T H E A T R E C H E Z 
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S 
SONS, FIFTH A V E N U E , 
N E W Y O R K 
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S C R I B N E R ' S 
F I F T H A V E N U E S E C T I O N 

Maillard 

A n unusual holiday display of 
Mail lard ' s exclusive importations-
dainty, artistic and original. French 
bonbonnieres, Novelties, Toys, 
Christmas Tree Ornaments, Favors 

B O N B O N S • C H O C O L A T E S 

I C E C R E A M S • F A N C Y C A K E S 

JXCail orders given prompt and careful attention 

F I F T H A V E N U E 

A T 35th S T R E E T 

"Established 1 8 4 & . 

40b 



S C R I B N E R ' S 
F I F T H A V E N U E S E C T I O N 

^orSocial Ctienkr MI!OII)/I 

arxit,the ^as/ilotiabLe 
%Winter-ylesorkr 

Afternoon(SalLina deceptions 
^A)rmalx>rtfnfornialdffalnr 

Cjxr <J2reeb (PaMj/ujand 
(JporhRlJear 

{Books <Mai\e the @est "Presents! 

Christmas 
mt 

The Classics in A r t 
A Series of Beautifully Illustrated Books 
on the W o r l d ' s Classic Ar t i s t s : 

R A F F A E L 
R E M B R A N D T 
T I T I A N 
M I C H E L A N G E L O 
D O N A T E L L O 
M E M L I N G 
F R A A N G E L I C O 
W A T T E A U 

R U B E N S 
V E L A S Q U E Z 
D U R E R • 
C O R R E G G I O 
V A N D Y C K 
M A N T E G N A 
H O L B E I N 
M U R I L L O 

Each V o l u m e contains Reproductions ot 
the A r t i s t ' s Complete ^J^orks. Handsomely 
bound in Clo th and H a l f Morocco . 16 V o l s . 

H a l f Morocco (Sets only) N e t . $100.00 
C l o t h ; 16 V o l u m e s - " 52.50 

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

B R E N T A N O ' S 
Fifth A v e n u e at 2Tth Street. N E W Y O R K C I T Y 

Ritz-Carlton 
Hotel & Restaurant 

Madison Ave. a r ^ S t . 

T h e Hote l w i t h an Interna^ 
tional Reputation. Distinctive 
for excellence of service and 
perfection o f cuisine, w h i c h 
characterize the entire group 
o f R i t Z ' C a r l t o n Ho te l s i n 
this country and in Europe 

40c 

J.M. Gidding & Co. 
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G O R H A M 
Gifts of Silverware 

The Christmas Sentiment 
That Endures 

O f 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 o f Gorham Silverware. 

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

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

This famous trade mark, will give the simplest sil 
l ^ f f t e V e r t " ' 3 U t e consequence and charm, 
^rSio whereas its ornission will be regretted 
like an absent friend. 

G O R H A M S I L V E R W A R E is sold 
by leading jewelers everywhere. 

T H E G O R H A M C O M P A N Y 
SILVERSMITHS and GOLDSMITHS 

N E W Y O R K 
Works - Providence and New York 

40d 





Drawn by Elenore Plaisted Abbott. 
T H E M O T H E R . 

Out of the sea and the stars and the flowers, 
Out o( the magic of life-giving- spring. 
Out of the peace of the d im twilight hours, 
Blossomed your spirit, the God-given thing, 

—" T h e M o t h e r , " page 663. 
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D E C E M B E R , 1915 

M A R Y S H E P H E R D E S S 

By Marjorie L . C. Pickthall 

W H E N the heron's in the high wood and the last long furrow's sown, 
W i t h the herded cloud before her and her sea-sweet raiment blown, 
Comes M a r y , M a r y 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, 
B u t M a r y seeks the little souls that are so hard to find. 

i 

A l l the li t t le sighing souls 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. 

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

Crying in the i v y bloom, fingering at the pane, 
Grieving in the hollow dark, lone along the rain,— 
M a r y , M a r y Shepherdess, gathers them again. 

A n d 0 , the wandering women know, in workhouse and in shed. 
They dream on M a r y Shepherdess wi th doves about her head, 
A n d pleasant posies in her hand, and sorrow comforted. 

Sighing: There's m y little lass, faring fine and free. 
There's the little lad I la id by the holly tree, 
Dreaming: There's my nameless bairn laughing at her knee. 

When the bracken harvest's gathered and the frost is on the loam, 
When the dream goes out i n silence and the ebb runs out in foam, 
M a r y , M a r y Shepherdess, she bids the lost lambs home. 

If I had a l i t t le maid to turn my tears away, 
If I had a l i t t le lad to lead me when I ' m gray, 
A l l to M a r y Shepherdess they'd fold their hands and pray. 

Copyright, 1915, by Charles Scribner's Sons. A l l rights reserved. 
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T H E A N T W E R P R O A D 
[ O C T O B E R , 1914] 

By Henry van Dyke 

A L O N G the s traight , g l is tening road, th rough a 
d i m arcade of d rooping trees, a tunne l of faded 
green and gold , d r i p p i n g w i t h the m i s t y r a i n of a 

late October afternoon, a h u m a n t ide was flowing, not 
swif t ly , bu t s lowly , w i t h the pat ient , pa the t i c slowness 
of weary feet, and n u m b brains , a n d h e a v y hearts. 

Y e t they were i n haste, a l l of these o l d m e n and 
women, fathers and mothers and l i t t l e ch i ld ren ; they 
were flying as fast as they cou ld ; either a w a y from 
something that they feared or toward something that 
they desired. 

F o r that was the strange th ing—the t ide o n the road 
flowed i n two direct ions. 

Some fled away f rom ru ined homes to escape the perils 
of war . Some fled back to ru ined homes to escape the 
desolat ion of exile. B u t a l l were fugit ives, anxious to 
be gone, s t r iv ing along the road one w a y or the other, 
and m a k i n g no more speed than a creeping snail 's pace 
of unut terable fatigue. 

I saw m a n y separate things i n the t ide, a n d remem
bered them wi thou t no t ing . 

A b o y s t ra in ing to push a wheelbarrow w i t h his pale 
mother i n i t , and his two l i t t l e sisters t rudg ing at 
his side. A peasant w i t h his two gir ls d r i v i n g their 
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lean, dejected cows back to some u n k n o w n pasture. 
A b o n y horse tugging at a wagon heaped h igh w i t h 
bedding and household gear, on top of w h i c h sat the 
w r i n k l e d grandmother w i t h the t iniest b a b y i n her 
arms, whi le the rest of the f ami ly s tumbled a longside— 
and the cat was cur led up on the softest coverlet i n 
the wagon. T w o p a n t i n g dogs, w i t h red tongues hang
ing out. and splayed feet c l awing the road, tugging a 
heavy- laden cart whi le the master pushed beh ind a n d 
the w o m a n pu l l ed at the shaft. Strange, ant ique ve
hicles c rammed w i t h passengers. Couples and groups 
and sometimes larger companies of foot-travellers. 
N o w and then a sol i tary m a n or w o m a n , o l d and shabby, 
bundle on back, eyes on the road, p lodd ing th rough 
the m u d and the mis t , under the h igh a rchway of y e l 
l owing leaves. 

A l l these d is t inc t pictures I saw, ye t i t was a l l one 
v i s i o n — a v i s ion of h u m a n i t y w i t h its d u m b companions 
i n f l ight—inf in i te ly slow, pa infu l , p i t i fu l flight! 

I saw no tears, I heard no cries of compla in t . B u t 
beneath the n u m b a n d pa t ien t haste on al l those dazed 
faces I saw a quest ion. 

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

Somewhere I heard a t rumpet b l o w n . T h e spikes 
o n the helmets of a l i t t l e t roop of soldiers flashed 
for an ins tant , far d o w n the s loppy road. T h r o u g h the 
h u m i d dusk came the d u l l , d i s tan t booming of the un 
seen guns of conquest i n F landers . 

T h a t was the on ly answer. 
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I N P R A Y S E O F Y E P I P E 

AS P L E A S A U N T , W H O L E S O M E , A N D A N C E S T R A L L 

By E . Sutton 

ILLUSTRATION BY W I L L I A M A . H O T T I N G E R 

Y E Wise M a n doubts y e Cigarette, and all y e Wiles of these, 
Nor fills his Bellowes upp with Reeke toe make them Pant and Wheeze, 
But cleaveth toe y" Homely Pipe—his Lips will not enfolde 
Y e fat Vulgarian Cigar bedizened Red and Golde. 

Thus did y e Fathers of oure Land, y e Warriour and y e Sage, 
Y e Spanish Dons that march before y e Pilgrim on y e Page, 
Who in y e Floridan Morass, Palmettoe and Live-Oke, 
Founde not y e Fountain of their dreames but Piped y e Streame of Smoak. 

Olde Powhatan, Tobacco-King that bounde with Hickory withes 
Stoute John, whose Sword ennobleth all y e proletariane Smiths, 
And Pocahontas, who bequeathed—by savinge him from Knockes— 
Her Fame toe Historie, her Face toe y e Tobacco-Boxe, 

They PufFd at Pipes; and followed Suit y e Puritan Divine, 
Strong on Jamaica Rumm because St. Paul permitteth Wine, 
And Dutch Patroones along y e 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 y e Cherrie-Tree, 
And Boone put Axe and Rifle by toe seate him neare y e Hob, 
Thumb upp a Cole, and wreathen Clouds from out a Wholesome Cobb. 

Give me a Bowie of Briere that bloomed afar in Gallicke Land, 
A Stemm of Amber golden-ribb'd as is y e Balticke Sand, 
And a Goode Mixture blended faire, Three Graces in a Sheafe, 
Virginia mellowe, rich Perique and Latakia Leafe. 

Then upp doth floate y e Fragrant Haze—if Coffee has been there 
It is y e Benediction softe that follows after Prayer— 
And I doe wish his Spirit Blest, and thanke him from my Soule, 
Who firste did Pierce y e pleasing Stemm, and Scoop y e gratefull Bowie. 
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Drawn by N. C. Wyetk. 

" A n ' the b r i d a l c o u p l e ' d be h o l d i n ' hands a n ' g a z i n ' over the spanke r -boom at the fu l l m o o n , " — P a g e 660. 
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T H E M E D I C I N E S H I P 

By James B. Connolly 
ILLUSTRATIONS ISY N . C. W Y E T H 

OLD B i l l H ickey was comin' 
o u t of S p i e g e l ' s C a f f y , 
m e a n i n ' a place where a 
man can have somethin' 
to eat while he's havin ' a 
d r ink , an ' he had folded 

over his arm what looked like a pretty 
swell coat for old B i l l to be wearin'. 

No t i c in ' me, " H u l l o h , H i k e r ! " says 
B i l l , an' we stroll along t i l l we come oppo
site to Wall ie Whelan's father's store on 
South Street, where B i l l stops. " I do 
like that little Whelan k i d , " says B i l l . 
" I wonder is he in ? " 

Wall ie was in , an' " Hu l loh , H ike r !" an' 
" H o w do you do, M r . H i c k e y ! " he says, 
an ' comes runnin' out when he sees us. 

A n ' old B i l l says, " O h - h , driftin' by— 
driftin' by , " an' spreads out to the air the 
coat he's carryin' on his arm. A l l wrin
kled up it was, like somebody's slept i n it, 
but a pretty swell coat just the same, like 
the kind hackmen wear to a funeral or a 
weddin' wi th a stove-pipe hat. There's 
a pocket i n one o' the coat-tails, an ' old 
B i l l slides his hand into i t and out comes 
a case, an' when he springs open the case 
there's a shiny black pipe. 

" W e l l , wel l , " says B i l l , lookin ' at the 
pipe like he was wonderin' how it come 
there. 

"Where did y'ever get that fine pipe, 
M r . H i c k e y ? " asts Wall ie. 

" O h , a souveneer, a little souveneer of 
other days—of days I ' d 'most forgot," 
says B i l l . 

" A handsome pipe !" says Wall ie . 
" Y e s , " says B i l l , " i f on 'y I had the 

fillin' of i t once in a w h i l e ! " 
" W a i t ! " says Wall ie , an' rushes inside 

the store. 
"Comanche Chief, if you have any in 

s tock!" calls out B i l l after h im. 
M r . Whelan, who's s i t t in ' by the open 

winder in his office, looks out to B i l l an ' 
then to the clerk an ' smiles that it 's all 
right to Wall ie over the top of his mornin ' 
paper, an ' Wal l ie comes out wi th a plug o' 

Comanche Chief smokin' for B i l l an' a 
plug o' the same of chewin' for me. 

I bites into mine right away, but old 
B i l l looks at his pipe, an' then, sayin' he 
didn't know's he'd baptize i t yet awhile, 
he reaches over an' gnaws a corner off my 
plug o' chewin'. 

A n ' Wallie 's dyin ' to know how it come 
to be 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 
bi rd on the bowl an' readin' the letters on 
the gold band. " H R C " he reads out, an' 
looks at old B i l l . 

" I know, I know," says old B i l l . " They 
bring me back, them initials, lad, like 
nothin ' else could, to days that is past ' n ' 
gone." H e looks across East R ive r over 
to Brook lyn mournful-like, but not for-
gettin' to chew an' chew, 'nd bineby, when 
he has his jaws well oiled 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 Zone." 

" T h e Tropic Zone! What a corkin' 
name for a ship !" says Wall ie. 

" A y , l ad , " says B i l l , " a noble name 
an' a noble ship, a full-rigged four-master, 
an' one fine day we up jibs an' yanchor an' 
sailed out this same Yeast River an' past 
the Battery an ' down New Y o r k B a y an' 
the Jersey coast, an' on an' on, bearin' 
s'utherly, t i l l we came to the land o' Y u n -
zano, which was—an' mebby is yet— 
down South Amer iky way, an' we went 
ashore, me V the capt'n, to call on the 
noble don which them same initials stands 
for. 

" H R C , " says B i l l , readin' 'em off the 
pipe. " H o w well do I remember the 
noble don, Hidalgo Rodreego Cazamma, 
who l ived in r 'yal splender in a most love
ly an' fertyle valley. Look in ' back now 
through the vister of m y matoored man
hood, I can't say's I c'n recall in all m y 
years o' world travellin' a more entrancin' 
picksher than the valley o' Yunzano when 
my capt'n ' n ' me hove into i t of that 
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gorgeous A p r i l mornin' . 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 wi th sides of the 
color of the purple neglijay shirts an' tops 
like the ruby scarf-pins that sometimes 
you see of a mornin' in Times Square. 
A n ' in that valley was forests wi th 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. A n ' fr 'm the 
branches o' them same trees came the 
most melojus birds' voices, an ' the birds 
themselves'd a-dazzle your eyes wi th the 
color o' their feathers. Parrakeets, mar-
rakeets, bobalinks, nightingales, an ' a l i t 
tle red, white, V blue spotted bird the 
natives called an eggleeno." 

" A h - h ! " says Wallie, "and is that the 
picture on the bowl o' the p ipe?" 

" T h e same," says B i l l ; "done by a 
master hand, with the same round pop-
eyes—see—an' the same wide, square-cut 
tail like the stern of a ferry-boat. 

" ' D i j j e r ever in yer life, Wi l l i am, see 
anything more saliferous?' says the cap
t 'n to me whilst we're r idin ' up to the 
don hidalgo's house—a hashyender, they 
called it—longer 'n ' wider than any two 
blocks on Broadway, but not so high, wi th 
a red roof, an' walls o' solid marble, an' 
marble columns 'n ' promenades around it, 
with thousands o' lofty trees l i f t in ' their 
heads to the sky, an' balconies outside the 
winders, an' spoutin' fountains in the r 'ya l 
pam garden, which was the size mebby o' 
Central Park. It took al l of a thousand 
servants, I should say, i n pink-'n'-old-rose 
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' your 
bed—was that if a guest woke up in the 
middle o' the night an' didn't feel well 
enough to go back to sleep, he had on'y to 
poke the little Injun boy who slep' on a 
mat afore every door wi th his big toe an' 
say to h im: ' B o y o , some musico !' A n ' 
we did one night, an ' i n no time the st i l l 
air was rent by the entrancin' strains of 
' I n the Sweet B y 'n ' B y , ' which was the 

pop la r toon o' them days, an ' the one 
we ordered. Guitars, manderlins, violins, 
oboes, trombones, an ' cornets they had in 
squads, though to m y mind a native in -
strerment called the hooloobooloo was the 
most truly musical of al l . Shaped like the 
bow of a ship i t was, wi th a hundred 
strings to it, an ' made a noise like a breeze 
o' wind t ry in ' to steal through a forest o' 
trees on a summer's night. 'Twas rav-
ishin ' . 

" A r t e r the fatigues of our long an ' tejus 
voy'ge, the hashyender o' the don was a 
most refreshin' place to pass a few days in , 
but we had our business to attend to. N o t 
that the noble don would sully our ears 
by mentionin' the same to us. I n those 
tropic countries the greatest insult to the 
stranger who happens to step in an' camp 
awhile wi th you is to ask h im what's on 
his mind—not t i l l he's been restin' up for 
at least a week. However, after six days 
o' restin' up, wi th salubrious fruits an' 
wines an' the most melojus concerts, my 
capt 'n broaches the cause of why we're 
call in ' on the D o n Hidalgo Rodreego Ca-
zamma." 

" A h - h , " says Wall ie , "now we' l l get it, 
H i k e r ! " 

" Y e s , " says B i l l , "now we'l l have it. 
But , lemme see now—I must tell it so i t ' l l 
be clear to your young interlecks," an' he 
looks hard at the pipe an ' then mournful-
like acrost East River toward Brooklyn. 

" I n them days," B i l l goes on at last, 
"no place you could go to in the whole 
Yunni ted States—the piny woods, the 
rocky hills an ' grassy plains, no busy city 
fr 'm the rock-bound coast o' Ma ine to the 
golden shores where rolls the Oregon, no 
sleepy hamlet between the wooded hills 
o' Canada an ' the surf-washed sands o' 
Flor ida, 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, i n the winders o' drug-stores 
an ' the flags o' back alleys, nowhere but 
you 'd see: Y U N Z A N O S W A M P R O O T , F O R 
C O U G H S , C O L D S , L U M B A G O , R U M M A T I Z , 
G O U T , C H I L B L A I N S , C O L D S O R E S , C O L I C , 
B R I G H T ' S D I S E A S E , A N ' L I V E R T R O U B L E — 
al l in high yoller letters agin black paint. 

" P i n t s an' quarts in bottles, for sale at 
al l reputable drug-stores, an ' those bottles 
had to come al l the way by sea an ' fr 'm 
the estate o' D o n Hidalgo Rodreego C a -
zamma, who owned al l the swamp-root 
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region i n Yunzano . A n ' when i t ' d come 
on to blow an ' the ship'd take to rol l in ' , 
where there was no way o' tel l in ' t i l l 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 ' e m ' d be busted. 

" A n ' 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, wi th cut-rate prices 
up 'n ' down the side of every one of 'em. 
'Twas h im owned the Yunn i t ed States 
rights to Yunzano Swamp Root, an' he 
used to sell millions ' n ' millions o' bottles 
of Yunzano every year, an ' he says: ' W h y 
do we have to have so many o' these bot
tles o' Yunzano busted in comin ' ? ' A n ' 
he says: ' I haye i t—by Plut ie , I have i t . 
I ' l l bui ld a special ship for carryin ' m y 
wondrous tropic medicines! ' A n ' he does. 
H e builds a ship 'special, an ' i n her he sets 
a great tank—oh, mebby four hundred 
foot long an ' fifty foot wide an' deep—• 
oh, deep as the ship was deep, and of al l 
the ships ever I sailed in she was the deep
est. 'There, ' he says to m y capt'n, ' spi l l 
the Yunzano in there 'stead of in bottles 
an' we ' l l make millions—millions, sir !' 
H e meant he'd make millions. A n ' the 
Tropic Zone was that ship, an' so i t was we 
come, me 'n ' the capt'n, to be doin' busi
ness this lovely day wi th the owner o' the 
great Yunzano estate. 

" ' W h a t we want, don,' says the cap
t 'n f r '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 ki l led every 
hundred years—'what we want, don,' 
says my capt'n—an' four liveried servants 
keepin' the flies ' n ' other insecks off h im 
with wavin ' pam-leaves while he's ta lk in ' 
—' i s to take our swamp root home in 
bulk. ' A n ' the don, a man o' most ma
jestic figger, smokin ' a fourteen-inch che
root i n another chair that was in la id al l i n 
di 'monds ' n ' gold, he considers the case 
and finally agrees to sell us enough to fill 
our tank, which is two mil l ion two hun
dred ' n ' sixty thousand gallons o' Y u n 
zano at forty-two cents a gallon. A n ' 
we despatch a fleet messenger back to 
the ship, an ' up comes the gold wi th forty 
men-at-arms o' the don guardin' i t—a 
mil l ion dollars or so i t was, an ' a l l i n the 
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coin o' the realm—shiny ten an ' twenty 
dollar gold pieces. 

" W e l l , that's settled, so we goes back to 
the ship, r idin ' our sumpter-mules in the 
dewy morn, an ; down the gleamin' silver 
'n ' gold 'n ' copper river comes the Y u n 
zano in the skins o' wi ld animals on bam
boo rafts, an' while they're dumpin ' i t in 
ter the tank the capt 'n 'n ' me, by special 
invitat ion, have a look at where the don 
manufactured the Yunzano. 

" I t was dark like the sassaparilla they 
served out to church picnics when it oozed 
first from nature's bosom, an' not t i l l it 
was mixed wi th a native l iquid called pool-
key did i t 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. 
Th i s poolkey grew on trees, i n little cups 
l ike, which all you had to do was to turn 
upside down an' into your mouth. I t was 
the grandest proof to me o' the wise pro
visions of nature. I t was a white-colored 
stuff, an ' tasted like an equal mixture o' 
wood alcohol an' red flame. One part 
swamp root to one part poolkey made up 
the Yunzano o' commerce that many folks 
preferred to tea. The poolkey kep' it fr 'm 
spil in ' . 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. 

" W e l l , our tank was fin'lly filled to the 
hatches wi th the two mil l ion two hundred 
'n ' sixty thousand gallons o' prime Y u n 
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 Tropic Zone an ' the fleet o' drug
stores?" 

" N o , " says Wall ie . " A n ' I was won-
derin ' ." 

" N o ? W e l l , Nathaniel Spiggs was his 
name. However, to continue our tale. 
There we was, our cargo all aboard an ' 
wai t in ' on'y for the mornin ' l ight to leave 
to sea. I t was a windin ' , tortuss channel 
outer that harbor, not to be navvergated 
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at night by no ship of our size, an ' the 
skipper was readin' the Bible i n his cabin. 
H e liked to read a few chapters afore 
turnin ' in of a night, an ' to my joy he 
used to invite me to sit ' n ' listen to h im, 
an' many a time in after life I 'd be minded 
of my old skipper o' the Tropic Zone, an ' 
the mem'ry of his monitions fr 'm the Bible 
was surely a great bullerk to me agin ter
rible temptations. 

" A n ' while he's s i t t in ' there, balancin ' 
his specks an ' readin' to me, ' n ' s toppin' 
to expound now 'n ' again where mebby 
m y young intellergence couldn't assim-
merlate i t , the mate comes down 'n ' salutes 
' n ' says: ' S i r , there's some people on the 
beach mak in ' signs o' distress—on horse
back.' A n ' the skipper, arter a few cus
ses, which was on'y nacheral at bein' dis
turbed in his pious occupation, he sets 
the Bib le back in his bunk an ' goes up on 
deck. A n ' me wi th h im. 

" A n ' there they are. A n ' 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 a band o' people r id in ' wi ld ly down to 
the valley an ' makin ' what must 'a ' been 
all manner o' loud noises, judgin ' by the 
way they waved their arms an ' guns, on'y 
they was too far away to be heard. A n ' 
the capt 'n gets out his night glasses." 

"Excuse me, M r . H i c k e y , " says Wal l ie , 
"bu t what is a night glass?" 

" A glass you look through at m'ght is a 
night glass, an ' if you look through i t by 
day it 's a day glass. Don ' t a l l the grand 
sea stories speak o' night glasses?" 

"Tha t ' s why I ast. Bu t , excuse me— 
please go on ," says Wall ie . 

" A n ' 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! A n ' wi th them 
is four sumpter-mules, an' the sumpter-
mules, when we goes ' n ' gets 'em off i n a 
boat, turns out to be loaded down wi th 
gold V jewels. The mil l ion dollars i n 
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 
is on the mules. 

" W h e n we get 'em al l aboard—mules 
'n ' all—the don explains how there's been 
a revverlootion in th ' interior, an ' how the 
General Feeleepo Balbeezo, the leader o' 

the revverlootionists, ' d planned to cap
ture the hashyender o' the don, inc ludin ' 
his beeyoocheous daughter ' n ' the gold ' n ' 
jewels. A n ' , on'y for a cook in the employ 
o' the wicked general give i t 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 ' 
liberal applications o' Yunzano, an ' this 
grandson, though he was a wi ld an ' reck
less an ' dark-complected youth, who pre
ferred to associate wi th evil companions, 
nevertheless was grateful for the don's 
curin ' his grandmother V never forgot i t . 
A n ' when he overhears in the kitchen, 
where he's f ry in ' a few yoller podreedos for 
the general's breakfast, the general hisself 
tel l in ' 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 r id in ' , without stirrup 
or bridle or saddle, t i l l he comes gallopin' 
i n a lather o' sweat—a hundred ' n ' ten 
miles in one night over the mountain trails 
—to the don an ' tells h i m al l . O ' course, 
when the wicked general discovers the 
cook's noble devotion to the don's fam'ly, 
he has h im hung on the spot, but that's to 
be expected, an' , the hero an ' herrin ' bein' 
saved, i t don't matter. 

" ' C h e e r up, m y brave d o n ! ' says our 
skipper, when the don tells h im the story, 
an ' refreshes h im wi th a drink o' void 
bourbon fr 'm his private stock that he 
kep' under lock ' n ' key in his cabin. A n ' 
he has one hisself. A n ' then he considers, 
an ' , while he's considerin', the General 
Balbeezo ' n ' his army, who i t was I ' d 
seen r id in ' down the high mountainside, 
they're arrived at the beach. A n ' 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
gardless of possible international com-
plercations, w i l l br ing his arti l lery to the 
beach ' n ' blow us a l l outer water. 

" T h e don 'n ' his daughter is tremblin' 
wi th fear, but ' Fear not, fear not ! ' says 
our skipper, an ' sends for the owner's 
son." 

" T h e owner's son—aboard a l l the 
t i m e ! " says Wall ie . 

" Sure. I ' d ' a ' told y 'about h im afore," 
says B i l l , "bu t i t wasn't time yet. H e ' d 
made the passage wi th us so's he could 
study the volkanous mountains o' Y u n -
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zano, the like o' which mountains wasn't 
in all the world anywhere else. H e was a 
wonderful stoodent, so abstracted in his 
studies that he hadn't heard a word of 
what we was sayin' i n the cabin this night 
t i l l the capt 'n sent me to call h im outer his 
room. H e 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 L i b r a r y of a hero in one o' the 
best-sellers just l ike M m : seven foot tall 
V 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 st i l l w i th the absent-minded look o' 
the stoodent o' science, than I could see 
the don's daughter, the seenyohreeter, 
was goin' to fall w i l d i n love wi th h im. 

" T h e capt 'n explains the situation to 
young Hennery. A n ' Hennery thinks 
awhile, an' by 'n 'by he speaks. ' H a r , I 
have i t ! ' he says. ' The volkaners !' an ' 
orders h'isted up from the hold his bal
loon." 

" A balloon, H ike r—whooh!" says W a l 
lie, an' sits closer to B i l l . 

" A balloon, yes. Y ' see, besides bein' 
brought up by his father to be a great 
chemist an' stoodent o' mountains, he was 
likewise professor of airology i n one of 
our leadin' colleges. A n ' he fills up his 
balloon—the whole crew standin' by to 
help h im pump the hot air inter i t—an' 
then away he goes. ' I n an hour, I prom
ise you, you shall hear from me !' he says, 
an ' we watch h im soarin' ' n ' soarin' V 
soarin' t i l l his balloon ain ' t no bigger than 
a sparrer an ' higher than the large an ' 
silvery moon. 

" A n ' a l l this time the wicked General 
Balbeezo an ' his bandit army is bringin ' 
their guns down the mountainside ' n ' pre-
par in ' to blow our ship outer the water. 
A n ' by 'n ' by they're al l ready to begin, 
when ' Car-ra-bees-toe!' exclaims the don 
—'wha t is that sound I hear? ' I forgot 
to say that the last thing young Hennery 
did afore leavin ' the ship was to put i n 
the balloon a handful o' bombs of a 
powerful explosive he'd invented hisself. 
A n ' 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. A n ' , while we 
look, the air gets dark an ' the moon hides, 
an ' f r 'm outer the top of one volkaner 

after another comes the most monstrous 
explosions, an ' down the mountainside 
comes a nocean o' fiery, flamin' l a w e r , 
wi th billers ' n ' billers o' black smoke float-
i n ' up off i t . A n ' 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 
wi th their war-horses ' n ' the cannon V 
their armer stil l on 'em. 

" A n ' onter the deck of our ship begins 
to fall just then a great shower o' yashes. 
A n ' 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. A n ' we grabs his 
lines that's t rai l in ' 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. H e see what to do right away, an ' 
runs down an' peels the yasbestos off the 
boilers ' n ' steam-pipes in her inj in-room." 

" W h a t ! " says Wall ie . " W a s she a 
steamer?" 

" S a i l ' 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 ' i t was cold 'n ' rainy. A n ' young 
Hennery makes fireproof coats ' n ' boots 
an' hats outer the yasbestos l in in ' 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. A l l the 
others we puts below, so no danger'll come 
to them. A n ' 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: ' N o w we 
got 'em, what ' l l we do wi th 'em ?' 

" ' O ' course,' says Hennery, ' i t would 
be perfeckly proper for the crool men o' 
the south to k i l l their prisoners, but as 
men of the north we must show a loftier 
example.' So spoke up our hero nobly. 

" A n ' , while we're ponderin' what to do, 
' H a r , ' says Hennery agin, ' I have i t ! We 
w i l l put them in the medicine-tank.' 

" ' B u t , ' says our capt 'n, ' t hey ' l l spile i t 
—your father's two mi l l ion two hundred 
' n ' odd thousand gallons o' Yunzano that 
we paid forty-two cents a gallon for.' 

" ' A n ' ' says young Hennery Spinks to 
that " 

"Sp iggs , " says Wall ie . 



660 The Medicine Ship 

"Spiggs, I mean. ' Is this the time or 
the place,' says heroic young Hennery 
Spiggs then, ' to be considerin' of mere 
money—with the lives o' human bein's at 
stake? Wha t though they be viler than 
dogs, they are stil l our fellow creatures. 
Cost what i t may an' ruthless though the 
varlets be, save their lives I sha l l ! ' A n ' 
y'oughter seen h im then, the fair scion of 
a noble sire, his pink hair flyin' i n 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 st ickin ' her 
head outer a hatchway to cast a nadorin' 
gaze upon him. 

" A n ' into the tank o' Yunzano we 
flopped 'em, one by one as they come over 
the rail o' the Tropic Zone. I wouldn't 
want to state at this late date how many 
of 'em we saved from the burnin ' l a w e r 
by throwin' 'em inter the tanks, but meb
by three or four or five hundred souls al l 
told. A n ' , to keep the burnin ' yashes off 
'em, we makes a few yasbestos tarpaulins 
an' claps 'em down over the hatches o' the 
tank. 

" A l l night long we patrolled the decks 
shovellin' the yashes off where they fell. 
A n ' 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 wi th grief ' n ' sur
prise we was o' course, but when we come 
to think i t over—their endin' up that way, 
w i ' the noble don ' n ' his beeyoocheous 
daughter saved an ' the revverlootion 
busted up—it sure did look like the hand 
o' Providence was hoverin' over us. 

" A n d then," says old B i l l , borrowin' 
another chew from me," arter we'd cleared 
out the tank of the dead reweriootionists 
an' the old Yunzano, the don filled her up 
again free of charge. A n ' o' course Hen
nery married the don's daughter, an ' for 
seven days an ' seven nights there was no 
place yuh could cast yer eyes but you 'd 
see pillers o' smoke by day an ' columns o' 
flame by night, an' wherever you see one 
o' them i t meant a barbecuin' of a carload 
o' goats ' n ' oxen V pigs. 'Twas nothin ' 
but feastin' an' the g iv in ' o' presents, an ' 
then the bridal party embarked on the 

Tropic Zone, an ' gentle tropic breezes 
wafted us no'therly an ' westerly an ' some
times yeasterly past the shores o' Panama 
an ' Peru an ' Braz i l an ' Mex ico an ' Y u c a 
tan an ' the Farrago Islands, an ' the don's 
own band used to sit on their camp-stools 
under the shadder o' the great bel ly in ' 
mains ' l an ' plunk their guitars an ' mando
lins ' n ' picolettes, not forgettin' the band 
leader who played the most amazin ' solos 
on the hooloobooloo. A n ' strange ships 
used to sail a hundred miles out o' their 
course to find out who was i t was sendin' 
them dulcet strains acrost the cam waters. 
A n ' the bridal coup le ' 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 wi th 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' Y u n 
zano. 

" A n ' thole don sits up on the poop-
deck, wi th his hands folded acrost his 
stomach, an ' says: 'Quiscanto vascamo 
mirajjar, ' which is Yunzano for ' I am 
satisfied, I can now die happy. ' B u t he 
didn' t die—he l ived to be ninety year old, 
an ' before we arrives at N e w Y o r k he 
makes me a gift o' this pipe. O ' course he 
made me other gifts, the don did, but this 
I value most of a l l , bein ' made from wood 
of a rare tree from the heart o' the swamps 
o' Yunzano. A n ' I ' l l never forget him. 
A n ' so there's the story o' m y youth an' 
Yunzano. 

' The days of our youth 
Are the days of our glory— 
The days of old age 
Is the time for the story-—' 

So I read in a book o' poetry one time." 
" B u t young Henry and his bride," said 

Wal l i e—"what happened them latet?" 
" T h e m ? " says old B i l l . " W e l l , it was 

on'y the other day I met -a nold friend o : 

mine who used to report prize-fights an' 
ja i l matters, but is now wr i t in ' about so
ciety 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 bui ldin ' 
that looked like a jai l but wasn't. I t was 
the Hennery Spiggs Home for Inebriates, 
an' built strong Like that so no one could 



Drawn by N. C. Wyeth. 

"'Quiscanto vascamo mirajjar,' which is Yunzano for ' I am satisfied, I can now die happy.' "—Page 660. 

VOL. L V I I I . — 7 2 661 



662 The Medicine Ship 

escape from it ' n ' the good that was to be 
done 'em. A n ' there was another two-
page picksher, in brown ink, of Hennery 
Spiggs, 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 is now, an ' a leader of 
society, wi th 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 ' employees was bein' invited 
to contribute. Sometimes I think o' goin' 
to see h i m . " 

" Y o u should go, of course," says W a l 
lie. " H e wi l l be glad to see y o u . " 

" M e b b y so, mebby so, lad, but why 
should I thrust m y wuthless carcass on-
ter h im? Besides, the round-trip fare to 
Newport is four dollars an' more." A n ' 
B i l l gazes mournful-like across East R ive r 
to Brooklyn , an' Wallie 's too polite to 
bust in on h im, but I c'n see in his eyes 
where he's goin' to get four dollars some 
way for old B i l l some day to pay a visit to 
Newport . 

A n ' then it comes time for Wall ie to 
hike off to school, an ' he kisses his father 
good-by, an ' says " S o long, H i k e r ! " to 
me, an' thanks old B i l l for his story. 

" I t always gives me pleasure to instruct 
an ' edify growin' youth ," says old B i l l , 
lookin' after Wall ie goin' up South Street, 
an' whilst he's lookin ' a policeman an ' 
a common ordinary citizen heaves into 
sight. A n ' the man looks to be excited, 
wi th a coat over one arm. 

" Y o u take some o' these young fuh-
lers," says B i l l , " that's been dr iv in ' a dray 
al l his life an ' invest h im with a yunniform 
an' authority an' a club in his hand, an ' 
two or three times more pay than ever he 
got before—you do that, an ' I tell you 
there's nobody safe from 'em." A n ' old 
B i l l slips the pipe back into the coat-tail 
pocket of the coat an ' leaves i t on the 
steps, an' scoots l ightly to behind three 
high barrels o' flour i n the back o' the 
store. 

M r . Whelan has a peek over his paper 
at B i l l passin'; but he don't say any

thing on'y to step to the door when the 
policeman an ' the man come along. 

" L o o k ! " the man hollers, an ' dives for 
the coat B i l l 'd left behind h im. " A n ' 
lookat—the p i p e ! " H e ' d hauled i t out 
of the coat-tail pocket. " M y pipe ! " 

A n ' then the policeman says: " T h i s 
gentleman this morning, M r . Whelan, 
dropped into Spiegel's after a l i t t le bat 
for a little nip and a " 

" I f you please," interrupts the man, 
" I wi l l tell i t . A short while ago"—he 
faces M r . Whe lan—" I was yunnanimous-
ly elected outer sentinel o' m y lodge o' 
Fanta i l Pigeons. A n d last night a few 
friends, wishin' to commemorate the hon
or, presented me wi th this pipe—a fine 
pipe, as you can see—of ebony. A n d 
m y initials, see—H R C — H e n r y R . Cot
ton—on the gold band. A n d a picture 
of a fantail—see—engraved on the bowl. 
Y o u don't happen to be"—the man steps 
up to M r . Whelan an ' grabs an ' squeezes 
his hand, al l the while lookin ' h im hard in 
the eye—'' a Fanta i l ? ' ' When M r . Whe
lan don't say anything, the man gives 
h im another grip, 'most jumpin ' off his 
feet this time to make sure i t was a good 
one. 

" N o , " says M r . Whelan, wrigglin ' his 
fingers apart after the man let go of 'em— 
" I ' m no Fan ta i l . " 

" 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 I get up to 
take m y coat off the hook where I ' d left 
i t , the coat is gone. A n d in place of i t 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 i n 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'. A n ' 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." 

" H e meant to steal that coat an ' pipe," 
says the man. 

" If he meant to steal i t , " says M r . 
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Whelan, " w h y d' y ' s'pose he left it 
here?" 

" W h y , I dunno," says the man. 
" 0 ' course he didn ' t ," says M r . Whe

lan. " A n ' , look here"—he sticks the 
mornin' paper under the man's nose an ' 
says: " W h a t do you think o' Marqua rd 
holdin' the Phillies down to two hits yes
te rday?" 

" N o ! "says the man; " two hits? W e l l , 
say, he's some boy, h a h ? " 

" Is he? Lis ten to me," says the po
liceman, shovin' his club between them. 
"L i s t en . A l l I gotter say is, wi th M a t -
tie an' Jeff an' the Rube goin' right, 
where'll them R e d Sox fit w i th the Giants 
in the world's series next month? God 
help 'em—that's al l I 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 wi th M r . Whelan. 

A n ' when M r . Whelan is soon back 
alone, B i l l comes out from behind his 
flour-barrels an' wi th his plug o' Co
manche Chief i n his hand. " I don't 
s'pose yuh could swap this for chewin' o' 
the same brand, could yuh, M r . Whe
l a n ? " he says. 

" W h y — y o u given up smok in ' ? " says 
M r . Whelan. 

" H o w ' m I goin' to smoke without a 
p i p e ? " says B i l l . 

"Tha t ' s so," says M r . Whelan, an' goes 
behind the counter an' pulls down a couple 
o' boxes of brier pipes. 

" W i t h a middl in ' good hook to the 
stem, if you don't mind , " says B i l l . 

M r . Whelan passes over the best make 
of French brier. B i l l held i t up. "She 
looks all right." H e put i t between his 
teeth. " A n ' she feels al l right." H e 
sticks i t into his shirt. " A n ' I guess she'll 
smoke al l right." H e steps to the door 
an' picks up the old coat. " What good it 
done h im to wipe his feet on my coat, I 
dunno," he says. Then he turns back. 

" A b o u t Wal l ie , M r . W h e l a n ? " 
" W h y , B i l l , " says M r . Whelan, "when 

he gets back from school of course he' l l 
get down the chart to look up all those 
countries you passed on the way back from 
Yunzano, and o' course we'l l have to make 
a correction or two in your jography." 

" O ' course," says B i l l . " I useder have 
a good mem'ry once, but"-—he taps his 
head—"gettin' old, gettin' old, M r . Whe
lan. Tha t coat now—it sure did look like 
the cut o' the coat I used to wear on the 
Tropic Zone. A n d the p ipe ! " an ' old B i l l 
gazes mournful-like across East R ive r to 
Brooklyn , an ' turns again an' says: " A 
good boy, your boy, M r . Whelan—no evil 
suspicions o' people in his heart. A n ' , as 
my old capt 'n o' the Tropic Zone useder 
quote fr 'm the Bible to me: ' I t ' s they 
shall inherit a l l there is that's wuth in-
her i t in ' . ' " 

A n ' then B i l l heaved another sigh, and 
put on his old coat, an' went shufflin' 
up South Street, on the side away from 
Spiegel's. 

T H E M O T H E R 
By Phoebe Hunter Gilkyson 

ILLUSTRATION (FRONTISPIECE) BY E L E N O R E PLAISTED A B B O T T 

O U T of m y body was fashioned the whole of you, 
Flesh of me, blood of me, bone of m y bone, 
Y e t , wi th no part in the miracle soul of you, 
H o w can I dare to call you m y 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 twilight hours, 
Blossomed your spirit, the God-given thing. 

Pale is m y gift i n the light of that other. 
M i n e was the infinitesimal part; 
G o d must forgive the vain pride of a mother 
Cal l ing you hers, as you lie at her heart. 
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J E A N N E , T H E M A I D 

By Gordon Ar thu r Smith 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y H O W A R D G I L E S 

N O T H I N G else that R icha rd 
Barc lay ever did during his 
active, startling life sur
prised me so much as his 
joining the Roman Catho
lic Church . I t is true that 

I would never have accused h im of being 
a pagan or an atheist—he is too modern 
for the one and too imaginative for the 
other—but I had always marked h i m 
down as one of those non-practising 
Episcopalians who accept the religion of 
their fathers as unthinkingly as they ac
cept their baptismal names. " W h o gave 
you this name ? " " M y sponsors in bap
t i sm." " A n d who gave you this relig
i o n ? " " W h y , I suppose they did, too." 

B u t i t 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 is his 
var iety." H e is a man whom you can
not catalogue, or, rather, whom you can 
catalogue only under a score of different 
headings. F o r example, i t 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 V I , i n I forget how 
many volumes; he is a soldier of fortune 
when he is unfortunate enough to have 
nothing better to occupy h im; and he is a 
botanist no matter how pressing his other 
occupations may be. A man of many 
and varied 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. 

Al though he is perhaps thirty-eight 
years old, he appears younger; and he is 
handsome in a dark, tanned, healthy way. 
Women look at h i m twice, and having 
looked, grow irritable wi th their husbands. 
A n d yet he has something of the ascetic 
about him—not that he is sallow or 
starved or soulful-eyed—but he conveys 
very forcibly an impression of supreme 
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cleanliness and health, both mental and 
physical. 

I am probably the best friend that he 
has in N e w Y o r k , and during his brief 
visits to that ci ty he makes a point of 
looking me up, either at m y club or at m y 
bachelor apartment. We dine together 
and he tells me of his latest exploits i n 
whichever one of his professions he has 
been practising. I, for m y part, having 
nothing in m y life but humdrum routine, 
make, I imagine, an appreciative listener. 
N o w that I think of i t , ever since our 
days at boarding-school, I have been 
Barclay 's audience: he has never been 
mine. 

Barclay had been in France when the 
war broke out: that much I knew; but 
where i n France or why in France I knew 
not. One evening in the middle of last 
M a r c h he returned to N e w Y o r k and 
enlightened me. 

M y Jap served us dinner in m y rooms, 
for Barclay insisted that he preferred to 
be alone wi th me that first evening. H e 
said that his soul had been spaded up and 
turned under, just as you do wi th soil to 
make i t more fertile, and that out of the 
hitherto barren ground had sprung up a 
most wonderful bloom—mystical, golden, 
awing. A n d then, wi th no further warn
ing, he told me that he had become a 
Roman Catholic. 

I stammered out m y astonishment, 
while he sat unmoved, his chair pushed 
back from the table, sipping his coffee. 
Unmoved ? Yes, except for a slight glow 
in his thin brown cheeks and a new, un
fathomable light i n his eyes. 

" Y o u are surprised?" he inquired. 
" Yes—why, yes—naturally. It 's rath

er sudden, isn't i t ? " 
"Qui te sudden," he answered. " M o s t 

revelations of faith are. There was Peter, 
and Andrew, you remember, and Paul , 
and—yes, and M a r y Magdalene." 

" T h a t is true," I agreed, "bu t they 
l ived in the days when Chris t walked 
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the earth. They saw miracles being 
wrought." 

H e nodded slowly, his eyes fixed on the 
table, his fingers playing wi th the coffee-
spoon. Then he threw back his head ab
rupt ly and said: " I , too, have seen mir
acles being wrought." 

H e was so absolutely serious, so much 
in earnest, when he made this remarkable 
statement that I was at a loss how to re
p ly . I d id not want to hurt his feelings, 
but I might have reminded h im that the 
church puts no faith in latter-day mira
cles, and that many advanced theologians 
refuse to accept even the N e w Testament 
miracles literally. 

I think that he perceived m y trouble, 
for he said: " O h , no—I'm not mad. 
A n d I 'm thoroughly sincere. I know, I 
know—here in hard, matter-of-fact N e w 
Y o r k i t sounds preposterous, but wait un
t i l I 've told you about i t and then judge 
for yourself." 

I felt that vague uneasiness you experi
ence when some one starts to tell a ghost 
story, and mingled wi th that was a cer
tain reluctance to sit by and witness a 
man lay bare the innermost sanctuary of 
his soul. However, i t was clear that Bar 
clay would not be content unt i l he should 
have told me the story; so I lighted a 
cigar to keep m y nerves in hand, and 
told h im to begin. 

" L a s t spring," said he, " I spent walk
ing i n the Vosges Mountains , just across 
the border from Alsace-Lorraine. I d id a 
li t t le botanizing and a li t t le stone-tap
ping, but mostly I breathed in health and 
happiness wi th the air. I strayed about 
aimlessly enough—that was one of the re
freshing things about i t , that I had no 
definite aim. A definite aim, no matter 
how satisfactory i t 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 bit terly. I am 
afraid that I am a plodder. 

" W e l l , 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 i t on few maps, and yet a 
village whose name once rang round 
the world. Perhaps the name, even now, 
wi l l mean something to you—Domremy. 

W h a t does i t br ing to your mind , that 
name—Domremy? D o you see a girl 
kneeling in a garden beside the church
yard? D o you hear a rushing of white 
wings as St. M i c h a e l stands before her? 
D o you see her, clad in armor, a straight, 
slender figure astride a huge white horse ? 
D o you hear the t rampling of hoofs and 
the shouts of men as she leads an army in
to battle, ever tr iumphant under the Lilies 
of France? D o you see her raise a siege 
at Orleans and crown a k ing at Reims? 
A n d , finally, do you see her kissing the 
cross as the flames reach up to her, where 
she stands a mar tyr at the s t ake?" 

H i s eyes glowed feverishly, fanatically, 
and he rose from his chair and commenced 
to pace the room. 

"Jeanne d ' A r c , " I murmured. 
" Y e s , " he repeated, "Jeanne d 'Arc— 

Jeanne, the M a i d . " 
I t was a full minute before he could 

control himself sufficiently to continue. 
" I went to D o m r e m y , " he said at 

length, " a n d I saw the house i n which she 
was born and the garden in which she 
heard the Voices. E v e n then I was in
terested in her only as you , yourself, are 
interested in her. I considered her the 
heroine of a charming legend—a legend 
based perhaps on a slim foundation of 
fact. Since then I have learned better. 
In m y eyes she stands to-day second only 
to our L o r d as a witness of G o d manifest 
on earth. She is an irrefutable argument 
for Chris t iani ty , and since none believed 
more devoutly than she i n the Pope of 
Rome and the Pope in Rome—there 
were two popes then, you remember—it 
follows that if you believe her Chris
t ianity you believe also her Cathol ic ism." 

"She was martyred by her own 
church," I pointed out. 

" A n d Chris t was denied and betrayed 
by his own disciples," added Barclay. 
"Besides, her own church rehabilitated 
her and made her a saint. A l l 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 i t shall be that 
way always. I t was that way—it was 
that way last August , when another name 
was added to the noble a rmy of martyrs." 

" T e l l me about h i m , " I urged. 
" I t wasn't a man , " said B a r c l a y — " i t 
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was a gir l—a young gir l . I scarcely know 
how to begin, and i t is hard to find words 
wi th which to tell about i t . I t is very 
sacred to me, you see. I feel that I need 
the words of a Ma t thew or a M a r k , and I 
haven't them. I am, at best, only a war 
correspondent. . . . 

"She was called Jeanne—there is a 
coincidence there—Jeanne Leblanc. I 
saw her first the night I arrived in D o m -
remy—a wet, windy night i n late June. 
I saw her last—well, never mind that yet. 

" I 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 
wi th white l ightning and laden wi th com
plaints of thunder. M y road followed 
the course of the Meuse, usually a lazy, 
pleasant stream, but now flecked wi th 
foam and murmuring uneasily at its mar
gins. R o a d and river wound through 
vineyards and pasturedand, sweet wi th 
the fragrance of moist soil and wet leaves 
—a cool fragrance that you never get 
when the sun is high. 

" I suppose that i t was about seven 
o'clock—it was deep twilight—when I 
saw ahead of me a handful of houses, 
clustered snugly about a church spire that 
pointed like a long, sl im 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, dr iving a 
covered two-wheeled cart, replied to m y 
inquiry regarding lodging by directing me 
to the house of A r m a n d Leblanc. 

" 'Across the bridge, the last house on 
the left. I t is not far, m'sieu', and he 
makes every one welcome—he and his 
poor g i r l . ' 

" ' H i s poor g i r l ? ' I repeated, wonder
ing at the adjective. 

" ' Y e s , ' he answered, nodding; 'm'sieu' 
w i l l discover for himself, but m'sieu' need 
not be alarmed—she is a little mad, but 
quite gentle and would not harm a spar
row. She is well loved here, m'sieu', and 
I should not be surprised if she were 
nearer to le bon Dieu than most of us 
who can see only the ground we walk on. 
Yes, m'sieu' , across the bridge, the last 
house on the left. N o t at a l l , m'sieu' . 
Pas de quoi. Good night, m'sieu' . ' 

" I found the house wi th no difficulty, 
and Jeanne Leblanc, herself, opened the 
door at m y knock. I wish I could de
scribe her so that you could see her, or at 
least give you some hint of her. A t the 
time I first saw her I think perhaps I 
could have done so, but now, for me she 
has come to be the symbol of so much 
that she transcends any power of word-
painting I possess. A young Madonna ? 
N o , 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 Orleans and Reims; the Jeanne st i l l 
seeing visions, not the Jeanne fulfilling 
them. Tha t was to come later—the ful
filment. 

" H e r features are- more easily de
scribed—the narrow, oval face wi th 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 
wi th al l knowledge. Tha t much of her I 
can describe, I say—the mere garment of 
her soul—and that much of her, were I a 
Raphael , I could put on canvas. Tha t 
much and no more. . . . 

"She opened the door—I heard her 
wooden sabots come clicking across the 
floor—and, a lamp i n her hand, she im
mediately stood aside to let me in . N o r 
did she ask m y business, nor who I was, 
nor where I had come from. I t was ap
parent that, as m y friend of the covered 
cart had told me, every one was welcome 
at the house of A r m a n d Leblanc. 

' " Y o u are very wet, ' she said, ' and 
doubtless very cold. If you wi l l leave 
your cloak here in the hal l and come into 
the kitchen you w i l l find supper ready— 
and in the kitchen i t is warm. ' 

" I bowed and said that she was very 
k i n d ; but she seemed surprised that I 
should consider i t 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 I r ight ly judged 
to be Leblanc. A t m y entrance he rose, 
bowed, and said: 'Soyez le bienvenu, 
m'sieu'.' 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 m y 
protestations, herself took a seat opposite 
her father. We ate in silence, although I 
made several half-hearted attempts to dis
cuss the weather. A t length, however, 
when Jeanne had cleared away the dishes 
and Leblanc had l i t his pipe, they seemed 
disposed to enter into conversation. B u t 
never did they question me as to m y name 
or m y business—it was as if I had l ived 
with them always, as if I were one of the 
family returned after a brief absence. 

" ' T h i s rain should help the crops, ' ob
served Pere Leblanc, through the smoke 
of his pipe. 

" ' A n d the garden,' added Jeanne. 
' H o w the roses wi l l welcome i t ! To-day 
they were so tired. ' 

" I thought that her father regarded 
her a little suspiciously at this—suspi
ciously but not unkindly. 

" ' H a v e you been long in the garden 
to-day ?' he inquired. 

" ' U n t i l i t rained, ' she answered. 
" ' Y o u are fond of flowers, mademoi

selle ?' I put i n , t rying to be pleasant. ' So 
am I. I shall look forward to seeing your 
garden to-morrow morning, if the rain is 
over by then. ' 

" She shook her head. 
" ' The storm wi l l be worse to-morrow,' 

she said simply. ' I t w i l l last for many 
days. God is very angry wi th the wor ld . ' 

' " H u s h , Jeanne,' murmured Pere Le 
blanc. ' Y o u must not talk that way be
fore m's ieu ' . ' 

"She d id not seem to understand; she 
looked up at h im appealingly, like a child 
who has been reprimanded for no just 
reason. 

" ' I am sorry, ' said she. ' M u s t I then 
keep silent about that which is revealed 
to me ? Surely i t is not something to be 
ashamed of—something to conceal. ' 

"Leb lanc sighed, glanced at me mean
ingly, and shook his head. 

" ' P a r d o n , m's ieu ' , ' said he; ' m y li t t le 
Jeannot has fancies: she imagines things 
—or else, indeed, she sees more than our 
eyes can ever see.' A n d he tapped his 
forehead wi th the characteristic French 
gesture. 

" I was embarrassed to reply; but I 
finally stammered out something to the 
effect that the vision of the young is often 
clearer and truer than that of us older, 

wiser men. Leblanc nodded, sadly but 
acquiescently, and I turned to Jeanne. 

" ' D o you believe, ' I asked, ' that G o d 
sends a storm to show that he is angry 
wi th the world ?' 

" ' I don't know, ' she answered. ' B u t 
this storm he sent to show that he is an
gry. A n d this storm is but the begin
ning. Before the year is over i t w i l l rain 
b lood . ' 

"Leb lanc shivered and crossed himself. 
She had made the statement quietly, but 
wi th absolute conviction, as if she had 
said: 'To-morrow we shall have croute-
au-pot for supper. ' 

"Whether i t was from a certain morbid 
curiosity or whether even then I sensed 
that she was i n touch wi th—wel l , never 
mind—at any rate, I could not refrain 
from questioning her. 

" ' W h y do you say that ?' I ventured. 
" She opened her eyes very wide in sur

prise, and then she smiled on me, as if 
forgiving m y absurd question, and said: 
'Because it 's the t ru th , m'sieu' . M y 
Voices told me. ' 

" I t was then that I recollected we 
were i n Domremy; and I remembered 
Jeanne d 'Arc and the Voices that spoke to 
her as she knelt i n the garden. A n d just 
as you are doing now, no doubt, I reasoned 
that this other Jeanne had been brought 
up on the legend, had brooded over i t , 
and had clasped it to her heart un t i l she 
imagined that to her, also, there came 
angels from heaven to comfort her and to 
guide her. Yes , I admit that that seemed 
the natural solution. B u t w a i t ! 

" T h e next morning I awoke to the 
sound of rain beating on m y casement 
window. The storm had increased over
night, and, although there was neither 
l ightning nor thunder, the.wind had risen 
to an alarming velocity, and as I looked 
out I could see the trees bending low 
before i t , their branches whipping and 
thrashing like ribbons of a split sail i n a 
hurricane. T h a t Jeanne had prophesied 
t ruly concerning the storm occupied my 
mind but l i t t le, for a sailor or a fisherman 
or a N e w England farmer could have done 
as much: what I had to consider was that 
i t would be madness for me to attempt to 
leave four walls and a roof on such a day. 
So I determined to seek out Pere Leblanc 

, and arrange to stay w i t h h i m as a paying 
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guest unt i l the weather should render m y 
departure possible. A n d that, briefly, is 
how it came about that I stayed in D o m 
remy and learned to know Jeanne L e 
blanc—Jeanne, the M a i d . " 

Here Barclay paused and asked for a 
fresh cup of coffee. I could see that the 
recital had stirred h im greatly, and his 
hand shook as he bore the cup to his lips. 
H e smiled a l i t t le ruefully when he saw 
that I had noticed his agitation. 

" Y o u thought I was a man without 
nerves?" he inquired. " I don't know—• 
I don't know. La te ly I have changed. 
One can't look at the sun and not go 
bl ind; and I have looked at a light that 
is far brighter than that of a thousand 
suns. . . . 

" I remained at Domremy through 
Ju ly . The storm lasted al l that week and 
half of the next, as if, truly, God were an
gry wi th the world. For the most part we 
stayed indoors around the kitchen fire, 
but Pere Leblanc had chores to do about 
his farm and every day Jeanne would go 
out i n the rain to see how the sheep were 
faring. Oh, yes—she tended sheep, l ike 
Jeanne d 'Arc and like them to whom the 
angel of the L o r d came to tell of the bir th 
in Bethlehem. 

"One evening, shortly before dinner, 
Jeanne came into the kitchen, where I sat 
alone working at an article that I was 
wri t ing for an American geographical 
publication. Looking up, I perceived im
mediately that something very grave had 
occurred—something grave and yet, judg
ing by the exaltation in her eyes, some
thing very wonderful. Al though she and 
I had become close friends by now, I 
hesitated to question her, for I felt—how 
can I describe i t ?—I felt that she had sud
denly left me far behind and below her: 
she had stepped beyond the earthy bound
aries that hemmed me in . Imagine wo 
people imprisoned in the same cell, one of 
whom is able occasionally, through the 
barred windows, to obtain a glimpse of 
the blue sky wi th the sun riding across i t , 
and the other of whom is so chained to the 
floor that he can never see the light except 
reflected in the eyes of his comrade. D o 
you understand what I mean ? I saw the 
light reflected in the eyes of Jeanne L e 
blanc, and the sight of i t awed me and 
held me silent. 

"She crossed 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, 
she spoke. 

" ' I have heard the Voices again, ' she 
said. ' T h e y came to me again in the 
garden—just now—St. Michae l 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 i t pressed against her 
heart. 

" ' I t is almost over, ' she said in a whis
per. 'There is but a short month left me 
•—and yet i t w i l l be very glorious to die. 
Yes, I must remember that—it is very 
glorious to die in order that one may live 
forever.' 

" ' Jeanne—my lit t le Jeannot, ' I fal
tered—'you must not think such things. 
Y o u are not going to die !' 

" I was really frightened, you see—I 
was frightened because I believed that 
she was speaking the truth. A n d she, 
knowing that she was speaking the truth, 
was frightened, too, I think, for a l i t t le 
while; but i t was the last time that I or 
any one else ever saw fear in her eyes. 

" ' I have thirty-four days to l ive , ' she 
said. ' W i t h i n thirty-four days I shall en
counter blood, iron, and fire—and at the 
end I shall wear a martyr 's crown. Sweet 
L o r d , grant that I may wear i t bravely 
and without flinching !' 

" T h e n she fell silent; and I went over 
to her and knelt by her chair and took her 
hand. 

" ' Jeanne, ' I said, 'do you mean that 
there w i l l be war? '—for, you see, even 
then, toward the end of Ju ly , there were 
but few that suspected what the first day 
of August would bring. 

"She nodded without speaking, but I 
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. 

" W h e n she had finished she kissed her 
crucifix and murmured: 'Ta volonte soit 
faite.' Then she got to her feet and turned 
to face me, her head thrown back, her 
lips steady, her eyes serene. 

" ' N o w , ' said she, ' I have been given 
strength. G o d is good to his servant. ' " 
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A t this point Barclay paused and re
garded me searchingly, as if striving to 
read my mental attitude in m y face. T o 
tell the truth, his story had carried me 
along wi th i t , and I believed every word 
that he had said as impl ic i t ly as he, h im
self. Besides, Barc lay is not prone to ex
aggeration—rather the contrary, in fact. 

" D o you think you are listening to a 
luna t i c?" he said sharply. " I f you do, 
just say so and I ' l l quit talking immediate
ly . Understand, I ' m not trying to make 
a convert out of you ; but if you don't 
believe that I am telling the truth I ' d 
rather not go on . " 

" D o n ' t be ridiculous," I answered— 
" I do believe that you're telling the truth. 
So please go on ." 

" Y o u ' r e not bored and c y n i c a l ? " 
" N o , " I said; " g o o n . " 
Apparently satisfied as to m y wil l ing

ness to listen in the proper frame of mind, 
he consented to proceed. I doubt very 
much if he would have told the tale to an 
incredulous scoffer. 

" I don't intend," he said, " to give you 
in detail the rest of m y conversation wi th 
Jeanne Leblanc. A l l 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 a l l that 
came to pass she had foretold. F o r 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. 

" Wel l , you yourself know—we al l know 
now—what happened on the first day of 
August; and I and a few others know 
what happened on the last day. I won
der if the histories w i l l mention i t — I ' m 
afraid not. 

" Y o u remember the disastrous ad
vance of the French into Alsace-Lorraine, 
at the very opening of the war? Y o u 
remember that they overreached them
selves ?—that some one high in command 
blundered ?—that a whole regiment broke 
in disorder and ran? W e l l , we in D o m 
remy saw the advance, and we saw the 
retreat. Y o u see, the war caught me at 
Domremy wi th no papers and no pass
ports. I n any case, i t would have been 
difficult to leave, but, to tell the truth, I 
had no desire to leave: I wanted to stay 

not only because I am a' war correspond
ent at times, but also because I had be
come a disciple of Jeanne Leblanc and I 
was unwil l ing to desert her before—well, 
before the end of August . So I stayed. 

" W e saw the French pass through 
Domremy, eager, enthusiastic, confident 
of success. We cheered them loudly; we 
cried, ' Vive laFrance! Vive la Republique!' 
and, i n our madness, we cried also, 'A Ber
lin!' A t least, a l l of us d id but Jeanne. 
She watched them march by wi th tears in 
her eyes, and occasionally she would stop 
some young boy, scarcely in his twenties, 
and kiss h im on both cheeks and whis
per, ' Soyez 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. Pere Leblanc re
mained, of course, being past the age of 
service. E a c h day we waited breath
lessly for news of the great v ic tory that 
we a l l felt certain would be achieved—all, 
that is, except Jeanne, who confided her 
doubts to no one but me. H e r Voices 
had told her that the first assault on A l 
sace-Lorraine was destined to failure; and 
she added, quite s imply: ' I t is I who have 
been chosen to save it from complete dis
aster. ' 

" W h e n 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. ' A n d she was completely 
confident and untroubled, except that she 
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 G o d willed. 

" W h e n the retreat began, i t seemed at 
first unbelievable. I t was impossible that 
the French army that had gone out so 
confidently should be so quickly and de
cisively repulsed. I t must be a mistake. 
W e l l , of course i t was a mistake—but the 
army retreated, nevertheless, and in some 
disorder. Al though the news of i t trav
elled fast, i t was not believed un t i l the am
bulances began to pass through Domremy, 
bearing the wounded away from the lines. 
E v e n 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 l i t t le ashamed. 
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M o s t of them had been perfectly wi l l ing 
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. B u t 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 m y going deeply 
into the strategy of the retreat. For one 
reason, I am unable to judge of i t , since 
I gained al l of m y information second
hand from the soldiers themselves; and 
soldiers never know why they advance 
or why they retreat. A t any rate, the 
general i n 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 i t , but they were simply a 
sop thrown to the enemy. A few were 
left to be slain in order that a great many 
might l ive to slay. T h a t is war. 

" T h e rear-guard had some pieces of 
light artil lery and some rapid-firers, and 
they worked them industriously; but, 
naturally enough, they were forced to 
give ground—slowly, village by village, 
h i l l by h i l l ; and every village that they 
left became a black, bleak ruin, and on 
every h i l l that they left the grass grew 
red. That , too, is war. 

" L o n g before they crossed the frontier 
we had been warned to leave Domremy. 
B u t we did not leave—that is, not unt i l 
later. Jeanne would not hear of i t , and I, 
of course, knew why. However, we did 
our utmost to induce Pere Leblanc to 
join one of the neighbors who offered h im 
a seat in his cart; but the old man, too, 
was obstinate and insisted on remaining 
wi th his daughter. 

"'I am o ld , ' he said—'why put off the 
day ? I w i l l stay wi th Jeannot. ' 

" A n d so on the twentieth day of A u 
gust there remained scarcely a dozen peo
ple i n the village—among them an old 
man, a young gir l , and an alien. 

" A l l morning we sat and listened to the 
booming of the guns—heard it grow 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. 

" A t noon Jeanne went alone into the 
garden. When she had gone, Pere L e 

blanc looked at me and shook his head 
sadly. 

" ' Her Voices again, ' he said. ' Always 
I know by the look of her eyes. A h , 
m'sieu', I am afraid for her—if anything 
should happen to me, who w i l l be left to 
care for the little Jeannot ?' 

" I went to h im and laid m y hand on 
his shoulder. 

" ' I f anything should happen to you , 
Pere Leblanc , ' I sa id , ' I swear to you that 
I w i l l be wi th Jeannot to the end. ' 

" The tears came into his dim eyes as he 
turned to thank me; but, G o d knows, I 
had promised little enough. 

" W h e n Jeanne returned to the house, 
I knew at once that the great moment had 
come. Fi rs t she knelt at her father's feet 
to ask for his blessing; then she kissed h i m 
on both cheeks and bade h im good-by. 

" 'The time has come,' she said quietly. 
' T h e y need me and I am going to them. ' 

" N o w , i t happened that there were 
two horses'left on Pere 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 i t have been other
wise?—and she buckled Pere Leblanc's 
sword about her waist. I t was her only 
accoutrement of war, and I doubt i f even 
it had seen service. A t any rate, i t was so 
rusty from years of idleness that I was 
amazed that Jeanne was able to draw i t 
from its sheath. 

" W h e n I had helped her saddle the 
white horse, I turned to the roan. She 
watched me intently, saying nothing un
t i l I had mounted and moved up beside 
her. Then : 

" ' I knew you would come wi th me, ' 
she said. 

" ' Of course,' I answered. 
" ' I shall not keep you long, and no 

harm shall come to you—nor to m y fa
ther. Tha t much the Voices have prom
ised me. ' 

" ' W h e r e do we go? ' I asked. 
' " T o Saint - N i c o l a s - d u - P o r t . I t is 

about thir ty miles—not far from N a n c y . ' 
" ' V e r y we l l , ' I said, ' I am ready. ' 
" W e rode al l 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 i n 
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the opposite direction, we were the only 
people going to the east—into the teeth 
of the victorious German army. M a n y 
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 
m y eyes, but which Jeanne bore unflinch
ingly. 

' " I t but makes m y own life seem of 
less account, ' she said once—'and m y 
death the more necessary.' 

" T o w a r d evening a French officer chal
lenged us, ordering us back. H e informed 
us that women were not wanted on the 
firing lines, and he looked at me and m y 
civi l ian clothes wi th suspicion. 

"Jeanne answered and said: 'Where 
men are suffering, women are always 
needed. I am going to take a little of 
their suffering onto myself. I t is God's 
w i l l . ' 

" The officer stared—I saw h im hesitate, 
waver, and acquiesce—and then he sa
luted her and said: ' Go—and God keep 
y o u . ' 

" 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. A n d shortly before 
dawn we reached Saint-Nicolas-du-Port, 
where the ground was rocking under our 
feet, and our voices were drowned in the 
ominous thundering of the cannon. 

" W e slept i n 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 stayed awake to 
pray. 

" T h e sun came up, red behind 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. 

" N o w , i t 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 obstacle for the enemy's advance. 
Bridges can always be dynamited, and 
pontoons take time to construct. 

" B u t early that morning the enemy, 

pursuing their o v e r n i g h t advan t age , 
drove the French from their trenches and 
hurled them back, exhausted and i n dis
order, into Saint-Nicolas. I t was a dul l -
eyed, crumpled-up handful of men that 
we came upon, there in the village—five 
hundred that had once been five thou
sand, and half of them bleeding from un
dressed wounds, and a l l of them so ex
hausted that death must have seemed to 
them a blessed relief. 

" W h e n 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 i n the street 
to let her ride through; but when she was 
in the middle of them, she halted, drew 
the rusty old sword, and swung i t over her 
head. 

"'Courage, mes enfants!' she cried. 
' Be strong for the glory of France and the 
glory of G o d !' 

" T h e y turned and tried to cheer; and 
some of them passed their hands across 
their eyes vaguely, as if to clear their 
sight. 

" T h e n , briefly, Jeanne told them that 
she had been sent by le bon Dieu to ral ly 
them and to lead them—that they must 
not be afraid to die—that death in a just 
cause is sweet—that G o d cared for them 
and would remember. 

" T h e y listened in absolute silence unti l 
she had finished, and then—and then— 
well , they recognized her, or at least 
they recognized the spirit that animated 
her, for they cried out: 'Jeanne d ' A r c ! 
Jeanne, the M a i d !' A n d a young lieuten
ant, the only officer left to them, swung 
around and put his horse beside hers and 
shouted: ' L e t us a l l die, but let not the 
Germans cross the M e u r t h e ! ' 

" S o , while the sapeurs were sent to 
dynamite the bridges, Jeanne rode out at 
the head of five hundred men to hold the 
Germans back unt i l the work should be 
accomplished, and every one of the five 
hundred knew that wi th the bridges went 
their only hope of retreat. 

" T h e y went out, the five hundred of 
them—and a few of them came back, 
fighting through the streets, from house 
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to house. When they were driven back to 
the square in front of the town hall they 
set up a M a x i m 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. A n d always 
Jeanne was wi th 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 they fell. The young lieutenant 
stood by the M a x i m gun to the end, oper
ating i t wi th his left arm, for his right 
hung limp by his side. A n d then suddenly 
he was struck in the head and went down 
in her arms. I saw her make the sign of 
the cross on his breast, I saw her lips 
move as she whispered something to h im, 
and I saw him try to smile as he died in 
her arms. 

" T h e n I was hit and for a few minutes 
I remember no more. When I came to I 
was lying in a doorway, across the square 
from the town hall . Doubtless i t was 
thought that I was dead, and no one had 
wasted the time to bayonet me in order 
to make certain. 

"Crawl ing 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 I suspected 
that the bridges had been dynamited. 

" I n the square the bursting shells, or 
the Germans' torches, had set fire to the 
town hall , and it was now a roaring, b i l 
lowing sheet of flame. But from the up
per windows occasional shots spat out, 
and here and there a German soldier fell 
quickly and quietly to the ground. I 
wondered if Jeanne was stil l in there, or 
if, already, she had accomplished her 
destiny. 

" A n d suddenly I wondered no longer, 
for she appeared" on the balcony, i n full 
view of the entire square. She stood there, 
in Madonna blue, a crucifix raised up be
fore her eyes, the flames l icking hungrily 
at her feet. Almost I saw a halo about 
her head—I think I did—I am not sure. 
Perhaps it was the yellow fire behind her; 
perhaps it was the gold of her hair. 

" A h , she was very beautiful as she 

stood there wi th the light in her eyes as of 
one who sees God . She was very beauti
ful, and she was very brave—a woman 
among a thousand men, a saint among a 
thousand sinners. As I looked I found 
that the tears were on m y cheeks, and 
then, presently, I staggered to m y knees 
and began to pray as well as I could. 

"There came a sudden silence over the 
square—a strange, awed silence. M e n 
looked at one another, wonderingly, ques-
tioningly, i l l 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 press her lips to the crucifix. A t 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. I don't think he 
relished the responsibility of burning a 
woman alive; or perhaps he too was not 
sure whether it was a woman or a saint. 
However, he evidently thought i t best to 
stay and see the business out. 

" I t was now merely a question of min
utes. The front wal l of the town hall was 
shivering, tottering, and through the win
dows we could see that the interior was 
red wi th flame, shot through wi th black 
smoke. The crowd edged away yet a few 
steps farther; but they kept their faces 
turned to the balcony. 

"Suddenly i t was over. There came a 
leaping yellow spurt of fire, a swirling 
shroud of smoke, and wi th a crash of fall
ing bricks the wall fell i n . I t was as if a 
child had swept down his building-blocks 
wi th a blow of his hand. 

" I remember, then, that somehow or 
other I got to m y feet and c r ied , ' Jeanne!' 
and I think that through al l that mad con
fusion of sound I heard a voice—a voice 
that rang as clearly and confidently as a 
bugle—calling: ' Pour Dieu et la patrie!"' 

Barclay stopped and put his face in his 
hands. 

" It was a glorious death," I ventured 
gently. 

He did not answer at once. Then he 
said gravely: " Y e s , i t was a glorious 
death; but, for her, I believe that it was 
the beginning of a glorious life. She rests 
wi th the saints from her labors." 
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IT was Decoration Day morn
ing; i t was hot; she stood 
there. T h e fresh whi te 
blouse had cost $1.93 at 
Owen ' s bargain-counter; 
the whi te duck sk i r t— 

patch-pockets, wide belt, and all—had 
stood for $ 3 . 4 7 at the same sale. She saw 
his eyes lift to the white Panama hat. 

"Pre t ty , isn't i t ? " she demanded. 
" B u t i t didn't cost much. I watched the 
sales for this shape, because I 'd seen one 
in Curran's window, and I got i t at $1.50; 
you know really good Panamas come aw
fully high. A n d I had this scarf last year, 
so I washed it and copied the way of put
ting it on from the one in Curran's. Tha t 
one cost $25.00." 

" A n d I dare say yours is prettier," 
Sandy stated proudly. 

Sl im 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 

a tout 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 wi th approval, 
looking at this little stenographer on ten 
dollars a week, that she was not insisting 
that you take her for a rich woman of 
leisure wi th five thousand a year for 
clothes. One got two or three ideas out of 
a considering glance at the young face: 
brains, self-reliance, imagination, sense of 
humor; such things played cheerfully in 
and out of the hazel eyes. Sandy M c 
Allister, staring at her, knew al l of this, 
but, being a dumb Scotchman, what he 
said was: " Y o u look very nice, Ann ie . " 

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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" L e t ' s go. We don't want to miss that 
trolley. Isn't it a perfect d a y ? " she 
threw at h im happily, and started down 
the steps. 

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 g i r l ; i t was Decoration D a y morning, 
a holiday; it was warm and bright; she 
stood there, looking like this, a picture of 
delight; she was his own girl . " Y e s , 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 L a n d of Heart 's Desire, 
known to the rich as a lovely spot spoiled 
by cheap excursions. There they could 
wander off without a care, very far away 
indeed from the crowd, t i l l they came to 
the woods by the sea. They sat down 
under the pines wi th marvellous sweet 
smells of ocean 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. H e had just bought 
the little drug-store at the corner of Ba th 
and River Streets. Sandy called it a 
"chemist's shop," but the American for 
that is ' ' drug-store." B y whatever name, 
not yet was he making enough for the two 
to get married. 

" If I could afford to advertise well, i t 
would bring things quite right," Sandy 
said. " T h e little shop has a fair list of 
patrons, and we've got the agency for 
Adams's Lorelei Ha i r Tonic, and that's a 
very good thing. B u t we need advertis
ing. If only I could get a new way that 
wouldn't come too dear. I 'm not clever 
at imagining things like you, Ann ie , " 
stated Sandy humbly. 

Annie, pondering, flashed a smile. 
"Wha t ' s the good of me imagining things 
if I can't help you with it, S a n d y ? " 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 

his astonishment that he might do these 
things. 

" Y o u don't need any hair tonic, A n 
nie," he said, and smiled. " I could put 
you in the window for an advertisement, 
maybe, though." 

Annie's hazel eyes lifted quickly, and 
her brows drew together wi th mental 
effort. She had a thought. " W a i t a 
minute—don't speak," she commanded. 
"There 's an idea coming." 

A n d Sandy, to whom nothing was easier 
than silence, waited, gazing in respect at 
this gir l whose brain worked in a way 
which his could not follow, this gir l who 
was yet his own gir l . 

Then Annie laughed out. " I t ' s good," 
she said. " I believe it wi l l go. It 's not 
fixed yet, but I can wiggle it out. Lis ten, 
Sandy." 

A n d so, sitting in the woods by the sea, 
her hand in her lover's, laughing, happy, 
adding step to inspired step, Annie wig
gled i t out. 

Sometimes, going along a ci ty street 
late at night, one wonders how it would be 
if the fronts of the houses could be lifted 
off. There would be rows of people at odd 
angles asleep in beds; where a light glim
mers there might be a girl i n evening dress, 
home from a bal l , dancing a reminiscent 
fox-trot down her room; or a woman 
happily wri t ing a letter; or a man anx
iously pacing a room, maybe; or perhaps 
nurses working over a sick-bed; al l the 
tragedy and sentiment of life is l ikely shut 
behind those long walls wmich may not be 
lifted away. B u t of a morning about mai l 
time, in broad daylight, the walls seem 
mere boxes holding commonplace or com
edy. B y the white magic of fiction a 
story reader may go about a town—why 
not ?—and know wLatever is necessary to 
the situation. 

On a morning, then, soon after M a y 30, 
Decoration D a y , 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. M r s . Towner, having 
breakfasted in her room an hour before, 
was, nevertheless, present to pour coffee 
for her spoiled darling, who l iked this cere
mony. The children had been kissed and 
packed off to school. The butler brought 
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in the mai l and laid i t by the mistress of 
the house as she finished the sacred cup 
and set down glittering silver. 

"Qui te a lot ," remarked Reginald, stir
ring his coffee luxuriously. M r s . Towner 
was sliding envelopes through her fingers. 
"What ' s that very lilac one ? Scented; I 

M r s . Towner looked to see if Jennings 
was safely departed. " I f you say so." 
There was a thin edge to her voice. " You 
may not be astonished, / a m . " 

" R e a d i t . " 
Slowly and with distributed emphasis 

she read as follows: 

' N e v e r saw the w r i t i n g i n m y l i f e , " he p r o n o u n c e d . — P a g e 680. 

can smell i t over here." M r s . Towner 
dropped seven others and contemplated 
the lilac one. "I t ' s to you ." She looked 
up at h im. 

" W e l l ? " Reginald Towner boasted 
that his wife opened al l his letters. 

"I t ' s a woman's wri t ing." 
" W e l l ? " 
M r s . Towner opened the lilac one. 

Reginald tasted his coffee, smiled benig-
nantly, turned his attention light-heart
edly to a muffin. 

" F o r heaven's sake!" gasped M r s . 
Towner into the middle of the muffin. 

" W h a t ? " The muffin poised in mid-
flight. 

" W e l l ! " 
" W e l l w h a t ? " 
" Oh !" and then: " This mai l is no place 

for me, Reginald. I 'd better " 
" Y o u ' d better read i t aloud," finished 

Towner, the blameless, the frank. 

' " D E A R M R . T O W N E R : 

' " Y o u may not perhaps remember 
me, but I can never forget you. I have 
seen you on the street many times and 
admired you more than I can posibly 
say ' 

"One s in possibly," interjected M r s . 
Towner, sotto voce. 

" ' Please don't think me a bold and for
ward girl ' 

" H u h , " threw in M r s . Towner. 

" ' —but 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 . ' " 

One eyebrow of M r s . Towner lifted. 

" ' Would you, wi l l you, give me a little 
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interview on the corner of Ba th and River 
streets at nine o'clock Wednesday night? 
Please don't think me a foolish, bold 
girl ' 

" O h , no! Certainly no t ! " remarked 
M r s . Towner. 

" ' —but do, do come, for this is no com
mon feeling that makes me beg you to, 
and I am 

" ' Yours (if you want me) 
' " ( M i s s ) C U R L Y B R O W N . ' 

" ' M i s s , Cur ly , B r o w n , ' " staccatoed 
M r s . Towner, and fixed her wedded hus
band wi th a glance like a ramrod. 

The wedded one stared back. B y slow 
degrees his mouth formed three words. 
" I ' l l be damned!" 

"Qui te l ike ly ," agreed M r s . Towner 
wi th chilliness. 

"Le t ' s see that." 
The very 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. "Fool i sh ch i ld , " murmured Regi
nald Towner in gentle accents. A n d then, 
sharply: "Neve r saw the writing in my 
fife," he pronounced. " D o n ' t know a 
blessed thing about i t . " W i t h that he 
was grinning widely again, and something 
in that well-known contagious smile sud
denly set M r s . Towner smiling, too. 

"Reggie, you old devi l ! Don ' t y o u ? " 
she shot at him. 

" O n my word, not a blessed thing." 
M r s . Towner was a handsome, big 

person with a face like a lovable boy; 
she liked to deserve her husband's state
ment that she was "the squarest woman 
on earth." Here was a chance. " A l l 
right. I believe y o u , " she said heartily. 
" W h a t are you going to d o ? " 

" W h a t would y o u ? " 
M r s . Towner reflected. T h e n — " I ' d 

go," she answered, and the admiring grin 
of a comrade across the table was reward 
for any effort to be broad-minded. 

" Y o u ' r e a perfectly good sport. N a n , " 
said Towner. "Dol la rs to doughnuts 
there isn't another woman in town who'd 
come up smiling like that. B u t of course 

I won't go. Awfully—er-rer—undigni
fied. Fami ly man—son twenty years old 
—ridiculous. Some foolish ch i ld . " H e 
was grinning rather sheepishly now under 
the sweeping mustache. Tha t Towner 
was 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
bred ; one forgave h im easily that he was 
slightly, oh, very slightly, bald. 

" Y o u old heart-smasher," M r s . Town
er went on abusively; " y o u Man-that-
Mows-'em-Down-in-the-Streets—look at 
m e ! " M r s . Towner threw back her head 
and tapped herself, and did a fair imita
tion of her lord's conscious grin. "P re t ty 
chesty, eh ! She's seen you—she admires 
you—more than she can possibly—with 
one s—tell y o u ! N o t so unpleasant, is 
it, Reggie ? The lovely ladies adore you 
sti l l , don't they ? Oh, lots ! Too bad you 
hate yourself so this morning, isn't it , 
Reggie?" 

M r s . Towner's language was common
place, but her copy of the flattered mas
culine, her falsetto bass, and stroked-kit-
ten manner were distinctly funny. The 
audience shook wi th laughter. 

" Y o u wouldn't be so rotten bad in 
vaudeville, N a n , " he indorsed the per
formance, and turned to a fresh muffin. 
" But—yes, more coffee—I'm surprised at 
you a bit for advising me to pay attention 
to the thing." 

"Regina ld Towner—" (she brushed the 
lace back from her wrist) "Regina ld 
Towner, if I were a man I ' d die of curi
osity t i l l I got to B a t h and R ive r Streets 
Wednesday night." 

" W o u l d y o u ? " inquired Reginald con
versationally. M r s . Towner went on. 

" Te l l you what, old boy. Y o u go, with 
my blessing, on one condition: that you ' l l 
honestly tell me every syllable that hap
pens." 

" O f course I w i l l — I mean I would. 
B u t of course I don't consider going." 
There was an uncertain note in the firm 
words. I t continued on a rapid down
grade. " D o you—really wish me to g o ? " 

M r s . Towner exploded into laughter. 
" D o I wish! As a favor to me, don't you 
know ! Wel l—you go—and Larr ie and I 
wi l l trot along on the side, and watch your 
step." 
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" N o t much you won ' t ! L a r r i e ! " La r -
rie being the twenty-year-old. The real 
article in firmness this time, and a tone 
of horror in that " L a r r i e !" 

M r s . Towner chortled with glee. " N o t 
a bad rise," she commented. " N o , Reg
gie, dear; I wouldn't do a mean thing like 
that. B u t I give my full consent to your 
breaking loose and meeting Miss Cur ly 
Brown, if you ' l l promise to tell me about 
it. M i n d , now, you're susceptible, old 
Reggie. A sweet young thing—admires 
you more than she can possibly—with 
one s—tell you. Y o u ' l l have to be a 
strong, firm character. B u t run along 
and play, and then come home to mother. 
That 's the scheme. Isn't i t ? " 

Reginald Towner pulled at that long, 
fair mustache thoughtfully. H e stopped 
pulling and imbibed a last drop of coffee. 
H e set the cup down. "Jove, N a n — I 
can't let you be more of a sport than I am. 
Tha t is the scheme. I ' l l do i t . " 

L i l ac was an agitating color to more 
than one Brightwater breakfast-table. 
The mayor and his new wife, a young 
woman fifteen years his junior, got their 
mail shortly before the Towners. Events 
began much the same: a very lilac en
velope, manly innocence, feminine alert
ness. B u t this culminated differently; 
M r s . M a y o r 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. I 
have to know what's doing." 

" Y o u don't have to meet Miss Cur ly 
Browns on street corners nights," con
tested M r s . Mayor . " T h a t hasn't a 
thing to do wi th running the town." 

" Y o u don't know," the mayor reasoned 
darkly. "One can never tell. These 
Republican henchmen are a wicked lot— 
wily, corrupt, t r icky; queer things hap
pen." 

" W e l l , one queer thing isn't going to 
happen—you're not going to meet any 
Miss " 

The mayor interrupted. " D e a r y , " he 
stated with formality, " I wouldn't give 
orders—to me." 

B u t M r s . M a y o r had thrown her com
pass overboard. " I will give orders 
about this. Y o u shall not go." 

The mayor rose and stood; a trifle pale 
he was. "Doro thy , I shall use my own 
judgment." 

" O h , don't go, Frederick," wailed Dor
othy, and burst into tears. 

The mayor began to show excitement. 
" D o n ' t you see, you've forced m y hand 
—I've got to go," he let off in flights. 
" I ' ve got to go." The mayor was a short, 
bald man; he threw out his arms and 
bobbed his head. Dorothy lifted a tear-
stained face from the breakfast napkin 
and swabbed one eye with a minor hand
kerchief. " I f you go," she announced 
solemnly, " you need never darken these 
doors again." She spoke with author
i ty ; 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 flew out again in a ges
ture of abandoned recklessness. As Chris
topher Columbus, impelled by scientific 
desire for knowledge, so was the mayor. 
H i s head bobbed; his voice went falsetto. 
" I ' ve got to know what's up. I 've got to 
go," stated the mayor. 

A magic wand might indeed melt away 
walls from al l the breakfast-rooms in 
Brightwater, but one may not look at al l 
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 mai l 
while his wife—who was very much his 
wife, and you'd better know it at once— 
poured his coffee. The girls, her girls, not 
his, had gone to school; the maid had dis
appeared to the pantries. H e flipped a 
pronouncedly lilac envelope across the 
table; he laughed cheerfully. 

"That ' s amusing," he said. " R e a d 
that, Gi r l i e . " 

M r s . Bigelow did not strike one as a 
"g i r l i e , " but fond parents had so nick
named her in early youth, and she had 
clung to the name like grim death. She 
was several over forty, four or five years 
older than the colonel, buxom, handsome 
in a Napoleonic way, wi th bright color and 
abundant hair, but high-shouldered and 
short-armed, of a good, compressed figure, 
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strenuously youthful. 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 himself. One would know 
that the colonel was likely to do about 
that. 

" Funny, isn't i t ? " inquired the colonel. 
But M r s . Bigelow, reading with set face, 

saw no joke; humor was not her strong 
point. " I call it impertinent," she an
nounced. " O f course you ' l l pay no at
tent ion?" 

The colonel rumpled his hair—it was 
going a little thin on top. " Wel l—I don't 
know," he reflected. " Rather a lark to go 
and see what the little beggar has to say— 
e h ? " 

M r s . Bigelow's face set further. " I ask 
you to do no such thing, H e n r y , " she 
brought out. " I ' m your wife. What 
right has any other woman to 'admire 
you, ' as this"—tapping the letter—"bold 
creature says." 

The colonel grinned. " I wouldn't pre
vent the sweet things from admiring me 
if they want to," he reasoned ingenuous
ly . " I don't mind that. Tha t doesn't 
hurt anybody. B u t I won't go if you ob
ject. I—just thought—it might be a 
manner of lark. B u t if you " 

" I do object, Hen ry , " M r s . Bigelow 
stated warmly. "Please promise that 
you won't do i t . " 

"Promise! I said I wouldn't. That 's 
enough, I hope." 

The colonel got up impatiently. H e 
had made her his wife; she had a right 
to every consideration, every gentleness, 
from him. B u t sometimes it did feel as if 
he would like to kick loose into freedom 
for a while. I t is a mistake to let a man 
get that feeling. 

" T h a n k you, Henry , dear," said M r s . 
Bigelow impressively and with intense 
gentleness, and the ungrateful colonel 
choked back a one-syllabled remark. 

" A l l right, Girl ie . Noth ing to thank 
me for. I don't give a damn." A n d so 
the one syllable got said. 

" I wish I could have a proscenium 
box," M r s . Towner ejaculated fervently. 

M r . Towner had come in from the hall , 
where Jennings had just put him into his 

quietest overcoat—and he owned some 
noisy ones—and pressed a gentle-man
nered soft hat into his hand. Even at that, 
M i l d r e d Towner considered, he looked 
conspicuously handsome and well dressed; 
i t 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 
C u r l y B r o w n ; he looked rather sheepish; 
it is unusual to start to a rendezvous with 
an unknown maiden of alluring name with 
the cordial co-operation of one's wife; it 
is comfortable, but it also detracts from 
the joy of feeling oneself a perfect devil. 
H i s 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
fa i r " by his wife's own hands, trotted 
down the street. 

" F u n n y , " he murmured as he went 
along. " I feel a good deal like a fool ." 

Meanwhile , the mayor, after fiddling 
over the house, appeared at the same 
hour before a gloomy M r s . Mayor—he 
also coated and hatted. 

" I 'm going to the ci ty hal l for an hour," 
he stated coldly. Relations had been 
strained since yesterday. 

"Oh—the city h a l l ! " repeated Dorothy 
with sarcasm. Then, rising to her five 
feet eight, and shooting an arm aloft with 
tragedy: "Freder ick Kle ine r , " she in
toned, " i f you go and meet that brazen 
woman to-night, it is the end. Y o u need 
never darken these doors again." 

The mayor stared, petrified a second, 
and then his hands went out and his 
bald head bobbed in the combination ges
ture which seemed inevitable to the case. 
" I ' ve got to go," bleated the mayor. 

A n d went. 
The colonel sat quietly smoking his 

cigar that night, and was deep in the 
papers, when Gir l ie , his wife, who had 
gone up-stairs wi th a toothache immedi
ately after dinner, appeared in ample bil
lows of a neglige of vicious cherry silk. 

" H e n r y , " she moaned, " I ' m afraid 
you ' l l have to go and get me something 
to stop this agony. Can ' t you take the 
car " 

Henry was on his feet, a l l sympathy 
and readiness. " W h y , surely," he said. 
" I ' l l go instantly. Le t me see— the near-
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est drug-store is"—he ruminated—"Bath address was associated? Suddenly it 
and River , I th ink." came to h im, and, hand on gear-lever, he 

" Y e s , that's i t . Oh , do hurry. I 'm hesitated. Then he chuckled. He had 
suffering terribly, Henry, love." said he would not go to Ba th and River 

" F r e d e r i c k K l e i n e r , i f y o u go a n d meet that brazen w o m a n to-night , it is the e n d . " — P a g e 682. 

" I ' m awfully sorry," said Henry, love. Streets to-night. N o , he had not. H e 
" Take a drink of whiskey. I ' l l be back in had said he would not meet Miss Cur ly 
a j i ffy." Brown. Wel l ? Was he going to meet her ? 

" B a t h and R i v e r . " H e said the names H e was going to get toothache medicine 
of the streets over again as he turned for his wife. Of course, there were other 
on the lights and opened the car door, drug-stores! B u t this was the nearest; 
What was i t , recently, wi th which that M r s . Bigelow had begged h im to hurry. 
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What nonsense to hesitate about a foot
less bit of silliness! Then the colonel 
grinned broadly in the darkness; it was a 
manner of lark; the colonel had plenty of 
boyishness in him sti l l . The lever slid into 
low gear; the car crawled out, complain
ing in bass, changed its note, and spun 
down the street and around the corner. 

I t was about five minutes before nine 
o'clock that night when the corner of 
Ba th and River Streets began to assume 
an uncommon air of liveliness. The 
policeman, strolling across the way, de
cided that there was a meeting; shortly 
he began to 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 
mayor seemed annoyed to be saluted, 
which surprised the officer. There was 
J . T . Hodson, president of the Second N a 
tional Bank; there was Reginald Towner, 
the millionaire, the " s w e l l " of the town; 
there was Doctor Hugh Gray, head of the 
college on the h i l l ; there was Judge John
son, and Thomas Hamil ton , of Hami l ton 
Brothers, and Emmons, the leading tailor, 
and perhaps two dozen more. 

There was something in the manner 
of these as they arrived which puzzled 
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 over a very short period, three 
minutes, five minutes; the crowd collect
ed almost instantaneously. W i t h that, 
in the big 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 played 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. 

Moreover, i t was well set. Rocks were 
in the foreground — stage rocks, but 
dimmed by expert l ighting into a con
vincing islet. Beyond a painted river the 
background rambled swiftly into vine
yards zigzagging steeply, wi th blue sky 
above. It was good scenery; one felt the 
Rhine flowing around those rocks—and 
behold the Lore le i ! 

She arose 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. W i t h that she was sitting on a 
ledge, defined against pale-gray stone, and 
the spotlight showed her shifting the fillet 
which bound the waves of hair away 
from her face. She shifted i t swiftly, and 
in a flash a placard swung out under the 
spotlight which read in distinct lettering: 
" M i s s Cur ly B r o w n . " 

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: " T h a t 
scenery is from the Empire Theatre." 

B u t no man stirred from his place ex
cept to push toward the window. Miss 
Cur ly Brown engaged herself at once in 
combing her wonderful hair wi th a bright 
gilt comb, and one became aware that a 
concealed Vic tor in the immediate neigh
borhood was making music. 

" Wi th a comb of gold she combs it 
And sings a song the while; 

'Tis a strange and wondrous music, 
For the heart it doth beguile " 

sang A l m a Gl i ick in velvet tones from 
the Vic tor . A n d the spotlight shifted, 
and the little stage blurred, and when i t 
was clear again, behold the Lorelei still 
manipulating the comb of gilt through 
the cloud of ha i r ! but the placard now 
read: "Adams ' s Lorelei H a i r Tonic makes 
hair grow on rocks. ' ' The Lorelei dropped 
the comb and twanged discreetly at her 
harp, and A l m a Glt ick coincided melo
diously wi th 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. 

684 
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"Adams 's Lorelei H a i r T o n i c , " i t read, handsome woman with the boyish face 
" A l l such as are good sports wi l l walk in begged half an hour later in the Towners' 
and buy a bottle. Makes hair grow on great library. A n d Reggie told her, every 
rocks." item, and the two chuckled and shouted, 

The Lorelei , wi th a twentieth-century like the comrades they were, over the tale 
skip, was gone from the window, and t i l l midnight. 

" I th ink they quite enjoyed it, S a n d y . " — P a g e 686. 

thir ty 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. 

" T e l l me about i t , Reggie, quick," the 

" I t was a very clever advertisement. 
A n d the man said the girl planned it a l l 
to help h im get a start? W e ' l l go there 
for everything, Reggie, from now on ," said 
big-hearted M r s . Towner. 

" N o ; stay away—don't touch me— 
you've got to leave me to-morrow," 
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sobbed M r s . M a y o r , and was astounded 
to see her Frederick go off into unfitting 
laughter. 

"L i s t en , Do l ly , darl ing," said Fred
erick. 

" D o l l y , da r l ing ! " She listened, she 
hesitated, and was lost. For the silver-
tongued Frederick told the tale well. H i s 
Do l ly , to speak the truth, was glad of a 
retreat from the strong position she had 
taken and grateful to the unknown girl 
who was not clutching after her hero. 
She laughed to the point of tears. 

" I ought to be angry at you, Freddy," 
she said, wi th her arm around his neck. 
" F o r you went in spite of me. E u t I 
can't, because you were so well, so bee-
yutifully, sold. The girl was a wonder to 
think up that stunt. Just to help her 
sweetheart. Say, Freddy, we' l l go there 
for all our drugs after this, won't we, hey?" 

A n d Freddy, well-contented, said yes, 
' ' w e " would. 

" H e n r y , what—was the mazzer? D i d 
the car break d-down? I had to take 
whiskey, as you said. I—I think I took— 
good deal." 

Colonel Bigelow, regarding his emi
nently proper Gir l ie , grinned sardonical
ly . " I think you did. You ' re in a state 
of beastly intoxication," he pronounced. 
"Here 's your stuff. I 'm glad the tooth's 
better, only don't form the habit ." 

" Hennery I" Girlie threw the name at 
h im in waves, and then spoiled her indig
nation wi th a simper. " M y Hennery !" 

W i t h that her Hennery told the tale of 
the Lorelei. M r s . Bigelow, softened wi th 
that demon rum, who certainly takes the 
temporary edge off things, considered. 

"Hennery ," she spoke, wi th careful 
enunciation, " I believe that i t was a— 
a—an extremely good lesson for all those 
flip—flippant men. N o t you, Hennery, 
love. You aren't flip—flippant. Y o u 
were at—attending to your own wife. 
Wasn' t h e ? " 

Henry grinned. "Wel l—mos t ly , " he 
agreed. 

" Y o u were, Hennery, love," M r s . Bige

low pronounced. " B u t i t served al l the 
others right. A n d that—and that young 
gi r l—I owe her an—an apology. She was 
simply at—attending to her own hus
band, or fiance, anyhow. I think well of 
those young people, Hennery. I ' l l go to 
that snug-drop—shup-drog, no, drup-shog 
hereafter for whatever we get in that 
l ine." 

" A l l right, Gir l ie . Good for y o u , " said 
the colonel amiably, and wi th one more 
reminiscent grin took up his half-read 
paper. 

Meanwhile, as al l over the town men 
told the story to or kept i t 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 h im being chums wi th the 
scenery man and the light man, and them 
al l being so friendly to me, Sandy." 

Sandy murmured a word through the 
tinkle of silver. 

" A n d then the house being dark this 
evening so they could come. A n d wasn't 
i t a smart idea of J immie Peters about 
that Lorelei piece ? Though you were 
doubtful, first off. B u t i t got across, and 
i t looked awfully pretty, J immie said. 
H o w much, Sandy ? No—never! $75.40! 
Wel l , they did a l l walk up like men and 
buy the tonic, now, didn' t they? A n d 
they were that pleasant about i t , laugh
ing and joking each other. I think they 
quite enjoyed it , Sandy." 

Sandy grinned. 
" And four or five of them said to me 

after you called me out to help: 'Th i s 
isn't the last time we ' l l be in , M i s s Lore
lei , ' said they." 

" I t was good advertising, whatever," 
spoke Sandy; and then, manfully: "I t ' s 
to you that I owe it , Annie , and I 'm likely 
to owe you a lot more than I can ever 
pay, Annie, dear. A n d now—darling—if 
you ' l l give me a kiss, that wi l l be anoth
er thing I ' l l owe you. B u t I see m y way 
plain to paying that back, Ann ie . " 



H E R O W N S O R T 

By Charles Belmont Davis 
I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y F . R . G R U G E R 

f ALL of their fr iends knew 
that i t was only a question 
of the time and the place 
when A l a n Godfrey would 
propose to Natal ie Eyre . 
Tha t he was going to pro

pose was just as certain in their minds as 
i t was that the good-looking, whimsical, 
poverty-stricken Natal ie would accept so 
eligible a young man as Godfrey. They 
had been playing golf all afternoon and 
when the game was over Natal ie suggested 
that, instead of stopping at the clubhouse, 
they return at once to M r s . Goddard's, 
where she was staying and where they 
could have a quiet, peaceful chat over a 
cup of tea. H a d i t been her wish to hasten 
Godfrey's declaration, she could not more 
wisely have chosen the setting for the sen
timental event. I t 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 wi th spreading oaks 
through whose branches the sunshine f i l 
tered and fell i n 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 
Natal ie 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 h im steadily i n the eyes, 
Natal ie shook her head, and, wi th a 
slight gesture of her hand, motioned h im 
away. 

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 i n 
which he had been sitting. 

" A l a n , dear," she began, " i t would be 
foolish of me to pretend that I 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 as you have told me. T o be 
quite honest, i t is about al l that I have 
thought of for, oh, such a very long time. 
Because, you see, I knew that m y answer 
would be the most important thing I 
would probably ever have to say in al l m y 
life. I love you, A l a n , I am quite sure, 
more than I shall ever love any one—ex
cept, perhaps, myself." 

Hope flamed up in Godfrey's eyes and 
once more he started to rise, but again 
Natal ie motioned h i m back. " I love 
y o u , " she went on, " a n d I know that you 
would wil l ingly grant me m y every wish 
and every whim—that is, if you could." 

Godfrey crossed his arms, pressed his 
lips into a straight line, and smiled gr imly 
across the table. 

" So far as material things go, Nata l ie , " 
he said, " I can offer you a good deal. I -
know that there are other things that I 
cannot offer you. D o you mind telling 
me of which of these you were think
i n g ? " 

Natal ie turned her eyes 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. 

" O h , so many things, A l a n , " she said—• 
" such a lot of things. Y o u see, i n a way, 
I lead two lives and you lead but one. 
F r o m one of m y lives I get the great hap
piness that comes from hard work and 
hard thinking—all I get from the other is 
physical luxury and plenty of healthy 
exercise. I ' m tired of being a little 
daughter of the r ich. Since m y people 
died I have been really nothing but a well-
bred, well-mannered grafter. I ' m tired of 
luxury and I ' m tired of the crowd that 
makes luxury possible for me—I mean 
your crowd, A l a n , and m y crowd." 

" O h , I don't know that it 's such a bad 
crowd," Godfrey protested. 

" O f course, i t isn't a bad crowd," the 
girl agreed cheerfully. " It 's only the so-
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ciety journals and the Sunday supple
ments that t ry to make our sort vicious. 
B u t you and I know that they're not 
vicious—we know they're just amateurs 
—amateur farmers and amateur business 
men and amateur lovers. I want to try m y 
luck against professionals. Y o u mustn't 
forget, A l a n , that I 've had two novels 
published already." 

" Y e s , I k n o w , " Godfrey laughed, "but , 
to be quite fair, weren't they published 
through N e d Powell and isn't Powell the 
silent partner in the firm that published 
t hem?" 

Natalie 's delicate pink-and-white color
ing suddenly turned scarlet. 

" Y e s , " she threw at h im, "that 's true 
enough, and it 's also true that wi th al l N e d 
Powell 's influence back of them the books 
didn ' t sell. B u t instead of reminding me 
of m y failures, don't you think it would be 
a trifle more kindly of you if you 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 r ich. N o one knows what is vulgarly 
called a successful marriage would mean 
to me just now. N o t even you know how 

•little there is between me and starvation. 
Believe me, A l a n , there are not many girls 
i n m y position who would throw you over 
just because they wanted to make good on 
their own. If you " 

" Oh , that's aU right, Nata l ie , " Godfrey 
interrupted. "I t ' s not that I ' m not ap
preciative, so much as i t is that I ' m selfish. 
Y o u see, I want you al l for myself i n this 
world of amateurs. A n d as for you being 
near starvation, that's just plain morbid. 
There are a whole lot of things between 
you and starvation—there's me, for i n 
stance, and there's M r s . Goddard, and— 
and lots of good friends who would con
sider i t a very great privilege to help you 
over the hard places." 

Natal ie shrugged her shoulders and 
brought the talk to a blunt and almost 
brutal end by rising from her chair and 
holding out her hand. 

" T h a n k you, A l a n , " she said, "bu t it 's 
the hard places that make life worth the 
living—especially if one tries to get over 
them unaided. B u t don't ever talk to me 
again of marriage as you have just now. 
Y o u know you're a good deal of a tempta
tion, A l a n . I ' l l be leaving Newport i n a 

few days, but of course I ' l l see you before 
I g o ? " 

Godfrey was standing very close to the 
girl and holding her hand i n both of his 
own. For the first time he seemed to 
realize that al l of his hopes, a l l of the plans 
he had made for the future, had come to 
naught and that i n his great ambit ion he 
had failed miserably. 

" W h y , yes, Na ta l i e , " he stammered, 
" o f course I ' l l see you again—many 
times, I hope. B u t what are you going to 
do when you leave here, especially—I 
mean " 

" Y o u mean especially when I ' m broke," 
Nata l ie interrupted. " W h y , A l a n , I 'm 
going back to town and t ry m y luck 
against the real workers, and—loose my
self from m y old friends. The next time 
you see me, i t may be behind a counter, or 
pounding the keys of a typewriter i n the 
office of one of your broker friends, or 
singing and dancing i n the chorus of a 
musical comedy. I don't know. B u t I 
do know that for the present, at least, I 've 
got to break away from m y old life and— 
and you, A l a n . I ' m too weak to t ry any 
half-way course." 

" I ' m sorry," said Godfrey gravely, and, 
raising the girl 's hand, touched i t with 
his hps. "Good-by , Nata l ie and good 
luck to y o u , " he added, and then, sud
denly turning his broad shoulders toward 
the girl he loved, swung off across the 
sunlit lawn. 

D u r i n g the six months that foUowed, 
Nata l ie Ey re d id some of the things she 
had told A l a n Godfrey that summer after
noon that she was going to do. A n d al
though during that period she was never 
starved, there were moments when she 
would have greatly relished better food 
and more of i t . She d id not t ry to be a 
stenographer, because she had not had the 
necessary training, but she d id do some 
clerical work i n a pubhshing house, as well 
as posing for several artists who made i l 
lustrations and covers for the magazines. 
Al though wi th small practical success, she 
had continued her li terary labors, and, on 
account of her fragile and flower-like 
beauty, had been given a very small part 
i n the ballroom scene of a drama of mod
ern society. I t so happened that the 
play was a success, and therefore, night 
after night, i n the front rows and i n the 
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boxes, Nata l ie recognized many of her 
former friends. T o their frequent inv i ta 
tions to join them at supper she always 
replied that her work prevented her from 
going anywhere. 

Bu t , work and study as she might, she 
soon discovered 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. I t was a hard, sordid 
road that she had chosen to follow, but the 
art of acting interested her exceedingly, 
and, above a l l , she wished to prove to 
A l a n Godfrey and the friends of her more 
affluent days that she was capable of earn
ing her own livelihood. This , at least, she 
did, but i t was often at great privat ion 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 

• constantly presenting itself to her mind as 
to whether or not her moral outlook on 
life had undergone any radical change. 
F o r a time after she had begun her career 
on the stage, she had maintained for her 
work and for the people who worked wi th 
her her former view-point, which was the 
larger one of the outsider. B u t 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 i n 
the terms of the theatre. N o w she no 
longer read theatrical newspapers wi th 
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. B y 
degrees their narrow world had become 
her world. The key to the door that led 
to the big outside world she st i l l clutched 
t ight ly 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 wi th their pompous, 
unnatural manners, and the women wi th 
their pet ty jealousies and their ceaseless 
scandal, she gradually came to accept at 
their own inflated value. I n considerably 
less than a year her transition to Broad
way had become complete and its people 
had become her people. 

I t was at a supper-party of theatrical 
folk in the early spring that she met the 

manager of one of the big moving-picture 
concerns. At t racted 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 i n his regular stock 
company, and she accepted the offer. F o r 
a few weeks, twice a day, Natal ie made 
the long, tedious trip between town and 
the studios of the Globe F i l m Company at 
Sheepshead B a y , but at last the effort be
came too strenuous and she moved her few 
belongings to Sheepshead village. Here, 
i n comparative comfort, she settled i n a 
big, airy room i n M r s . Cragin's boarding-
house, where al l of the other guests were 
actors and actresses employed by the 
same company wi th which Natal ie had 
cast her fortunes. Therefore, i n her hours 
of ease as well as those of work she found 
herself constantly i n the company of her 
fellow players. I t was a small world com
plete i n itself, and served to sever the last 
l ink that had connected her wi th her for
mer life of luxurious ease. N o w she 
worked from nine o'clock i n the morning 
unt i l late i n the afternoon and often far 
into the night. B u t if her hours of work 
were long and arduous, they were rewarded 
wi th a prompt success. H e r lovely fea
tures and the supple grace of her move
ments seemed peculiarly adapted to mo
tion pictures, and i n a brief space of time 
she was playing fairly important parts 
and her position wi th the company was 
assured. 

Among the actors who l ived i n M r s . 
Cragin's boarding-house wi th Natal ie was 
H u g h K i m b a l l , the leading man of the 
Globe F i l m Company. H e was a good-
looking young man in the early thirties, 
but i n 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 a l 
ready one of its best-known and most 
bri l l iant ornaments. H i s name had been 
persistently advertised throughout the 
broad land and his good-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. B y 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 
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boarding-house which he honored wi th his 
presence he was easily the star guest. H e 
enjoyed 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 l ived in the neighbor
hood. H u g h K i m b a l l was indeed a k ing 
among his fellows, and so often had he been 
assured of this fact that any early sus
picion he may have had as to its t ruth had 
long since developed into a certainty. 
H i s 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. U n t i l Natal ie E y r e 
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 
al l wi th chill ing c ivi l i ty . B u t from the 
moment that he first saw Natal ie Ey re he 
seemed to find something about her not 
possessed by the others, and i t was but 
natural that the attention of K i m b a l l 
should cause Natal ie no small amount of 
satisfaction and pleasure. Dur ing the 
long spaces of time when they were wait
ing for their "scenes" at the studios, i t 
flattered her to be seen so constantly i n 
the company of the great K i m b a l l , the ad
mired of al l women. A t the boarding-
house he was equally attentive, and on 
warm spring evenings he frequently asked 
her to dine wi th h im at one of the many 
restaurants or road-houses i n the neigh
borhood. If on such occasions the good-
looking actor talked a great deal of his suc
cesses on the stage and off i t , if he spoke 
wi th confidence of the triumphs that 
awaited h im, i t was at least a language 
wi th which during the past year Natal ie 
had become entirely familiar. When, 
wi th a certain ring of awe i n his voice, 
K i m b a l l referred to his exalted position, 
Natal ie was pleased to regard h im 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 Nata l ie 
happened to be free, she went to N e w Y o r k 
to do some shopping, and outside of a 

Broadway theatre saw the advertisement 
of a moving picture i n which she had ap
peared. F r o m 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 H u g h K i m b a l l . 
A n d then, she suddenly became conscious 
of the fact that the two girls sit t ing d i 
rectly in front of her were talking about 
herself and the popular leading man. 

" T h e y say he's crazy about her," one 
of the girls whispered. " I t certainly looks 
like i t when y o u see the way he grabs her 
in the picture, doesn't i t ? " 

" I t sure does," the friend giggled au
dibly. " I w i s h / h a d her job ." 

" N o chance," sneered the first gossip. 
" I know a girl who has an aunt down at 
Sheepshead, and she says he never lets her 
out of his sight, day or night. T h e y both 
five at the same boarding-house. Pret ty 
soft for Hughie , e h ? " A n d at this wit
ticism, both girls giggled long and loudly. 

Natal ie 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 
i n her seat. The resentment that she had 
at first felt toward the girl who had told 
the scandal vanished as quickly as i t had 
come, and a few minutes later, the 
thought that K i m b a l l ' s devotion to her 
was public property even brought a smile 
to her pretty Hps. The sudden blush of 
shame was but an inheritance from her 
former self, and after a l l was but purely 
physical. She watched the film to the 
last picture, when K i m b a l l and she were 
shown i n a passionate embrace. Then, 
wi th the memory of the picture st i l l filling 
her mind, she went out into the sunshine 
of Broadway. 

"Mar loe ' s M u m m y " was the name of 
the play in which Nata l ie had, so far in her 
career, made her most ambitious effort. 
The plot of the comedy was the old one of 
the mummy who is bought i n Egypt , 
shipped to America , and, by the trans
fusion of a magical elixir, eventually 
brought to life. Natal ie played the mum
m y which i n its former life had been a true 
princess royal of the N i l e , and H u g h K i m 
bal l was the millionaire who had pur-
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chased her i n her m u m m y clothes, and 
eventually, having married her, installed 
her as the chatelaine of his F i f th Avenue 
home as well as his summer palace at New
port. Throughout the long hot days of 
August Natal ie , dressed in the filmy, di
aphanous robes of the princess, and K i m 
bal l and the others, clad in modern clothes, 
had played the scenes that were supposed 
to take place in and about N e w Y o r k . The 
heavier part of the work was over and one 
day at Newport would be al l that was nec
essary to 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 Y o r k 
that same night by the F a l l R ive r boat. 

I t was a bri l l iant moonlight night, and 
when they had finished their dinner Na t 
alie and K i m b a l l sought 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 i n silence, while K i m 
bal l smoked innumerable cigarettes and 
Natal ie looked out on the placid waters 
and the distant r im of shore bathed in the 
soft white light of the silver moon. They 
were sitting very close together, shut off 
from the sight of prying eyes by a huge 
life-boat, and so, when K i m b a l l put out 
his hand and la id i t on Natalie 's and 
gently pressed i t , the girl made no sign of 
resentment. Dur ing the past few months 
K i m b a l l had played many love scenes 
wi th Natal ie i n which he had embraced 
and kissed her wi th al l the outward signs 
of a true lover's passion. B u t then they 
had been in the open sunlight, or i n the 
studios under the blazing glare of hun
dreds of electric lights, wi th a camera 
clicking in their faces and a director 
shouting his orders to them through a 
megaphone. N o w i t was al l quite dif
ferent. The two young people were alone 
i n the moonlight, and H u g h K i m b a l l was 
just a man and Natal ie Eyre a woman, 
and the touch of his hand thrilled her as 
no kiss of the stage had ever thrilled her. 
For a brief moment she turned her eyes to 
his, and i n return he smiled a smile of 
happy, boyish content and once more 
pressed her soft, delicate hand. 

When he spoke, i t 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 to the matter 
of real import to which he was to refer 
later on. 

" I n the first place," he began, " I want 
to tell you something of m y people. W e 
came not far from the very town where 
we are going now—Newport . B u t of 
course we had nothing to do with the gay 
life of that resort of fashion. We were 
just simple Rhode Island farmer folk—• 
honest but plain. M y people st i l l live on 
the farm where I was born, and during m y 
vacations I often go back to see the old 
folks and do m y best to brighten up their 
declining years. Y o u might think that I 
would prefer the gayer summer resorts 
where I would be well known and—and 
perhaps made much of and sought after." 

F r o m the depths of her low chair 
Natal ie looked steadily at the cameo pro
file of the popular leading man, and her 
lips wavered into a whimsical little smile. 
Wha t if he were vain, she argued, i t was, 
after a l l , only the vani ty of a spoiled 
child. There was so much to like and ad
mire about K i m b a l l , and she could never 
quite free her mind from the truly femi
nine thought that he was so greatly loved 
by so many women. The woman who 
married Hugh K i m b a l l and who could hold 
his love would indeed be one to be envied. 
As far back as she could remember, N a t 
alie had always rejoiced i n doing the 
thing that was least expected of her. T o 
refuse A l a n Godfrey and his millions had 
caused her a certain satisfaction if only 
because i t 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. A n d then, she became 
conscious that K i m b a l l was stil l telling 
her of his early struggles, and the thought 
occurred to her that when H u g h talked 
about himself i t was always in the manner 
of a toast-master at a banquet enumerat
ing the virtues of the distinguished guest 
of the evening. B u t Natal ie had come 
to love the very naivete of the man, and 
long since she had convinced herself that 
beneath his braggadocio there were con
cealed the heart and soul of a real man and 
a true lover. 
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" A s to your fami ly ," she heard h im 
saying—" as to your past, I know nothing 
and I ask to know nothing. I am satis
fied to take you as you are. T o me the 
day of your bir th wi l l always be the day I 
first saw you. A l l I ask of you, Natal ie , 
is your love and your l i fe ." 

She felt his strong arm about her draw
ing her slight body closely to h im. U n 
resisting her lips met his, and, as he 
gently released her, she heard h im whis
per: " T h a t is your promise, N a t a l i e ? " 

" W h y , yes, H u g h , " she said; " o f 
course, that is m y promise." 

Abe Feldman was waiting for the com
pany at the Newport pier, and although i t 
was extremely early in the morning his 
enthusiasm over the success of his own ef
forts was very great. When they were al l 
crowded 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 Dr ive , but that the gracious 
lady owner, who happened to be giving a 
large luncheon party that afternoon, had 
promised to use her best efforts to induce 
her guests to appear as supers in the pic
tures. 

" I t ' s a great ad for the Globe C o m 
pany," he said, beaming on the actors, 
" and a great chance for you al l to break 
into swell society. W e ' l l get a close slant 
at them, anyhow, and see what they're 
like on their own feeding-grounds." 

Of a l l of this Natal ie heard but lit t le. 
Through the windows of the barge she was 
looking out on the narrow, sunlit streets 
and the landmarks which had once been 
so 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 year before had 
been as her own home, but now she came 
by a new road and as a stranger, and, i n 
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 i n 
her new life and how thoroughly she had 
shut herself off from her old friends and 
the world i n which they moved. H e r 
world was now the studios of the film com
pany that employed her and Miss Cragin's 

boarding-house at Sheepshead B a y . Her 
friends were now the tired, travel-worn, 
perspiring men and women who crowded 
the omnibus and who w i t h but a mi ld 
show of interest were listening to Abe 
Feldman tell of his experiences wi th what 
he was pleased to designate the "nobs of 
Newpor t . " 

T o Natal ie 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: 

" W h o is i t that owns these wonderful 
grounds where we are to p l a y ? " 

" M r s . Alexander Goddard's her 
name," the manager said, " a n d believe 
me, she's some swell—one of the k ind you 
read about in the papers. Y o u know, the 
sort that has grand op 'ry stars after din
ner to sing swell ballads at a thousand a 
throw, and invites Live monkeys i n to 
lunch to entertain her guests." 

H u g h K i m b a l l majestically folded his 
arms and sniffed audibly. 

" A n d being out of monkeys just now," 
he hurled at the well-meaning Feldman, 
" I suppose she's wi l l ing to let us act out 
on her lawn to amuse her friends. I won
der if they ' l l feed us peanuts." 

Hudd led i n the corner of the rumbling 
omnibus, Natal ie , her face flushed, her 
hands clasped t ightly before her in her 
lap, wi th wide-open, unseeing eyes stared 
straight before her. F o r 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 wi th , or 
even of seeing, any of her former friends. 
She had come to Newpor t as a moving-pic
ture actress just as she had gone to many 
other towns where she knew no one and 
was herself unknown. B u t 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 l ived for many months at 
a time. A n d if what Fe ldman had said 
was true, she would not only meet M r s . 
Goddard again but M r s . Goddard's friends, 
who would be sure to be her friends, too. 
H e r unhappy, distressed m i n d was sud
denly filled wi th a picture of herself i n the 
bespangled, transparent robes of the P r in 
cess of the N i l e wandering about and being 
made to perform foolish antics on the sun-
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l i t lawn. W i t h a slight shudder, the girl 
instinctively raised her hands and pressed 
them against her eyes as if to shut out the 
miserable scene. Dur ing 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 i m 
possible situation might be averted. If she 
refused to act, she would have to resign or 
be discharged from the company which 
had always treated her wi th consideration 
and wi th whom she had won an assured 
and profitable position. A n d , in addition 
to this, her promise to K i m b a l l of the night 
previous made i t almost imperative that 
she continue her present work. T o falter 
now would be to turn her back on the road 
she had voluntari ly chosen to follow. I t 
would not be playing the game, and i t had 
long been one of Natalie 's boasts that she 
always played the game. 

When Abe Feldman and his company 
arrived at their destination, M r s . 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 i n 
groups on the broad porches of the house. 
Somewhat surprised but promptly ac
ceding to Natalie 's request, K i m b a l l 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 glances at her fellow players. 
Their faces were made up, but they wore 
modern clothes, as the play demanded 
they should. Natal ie had seen these same 
clothes many times before at the studios 
and there they had seemed appropriate 
enough, but now on M r s . Goddard's porch 
they appeared wholly out of place and 
rather absurd. I n the bri l l iant 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. E v e n the tweed morning suit that 
H u g h K i m b a l l wore, wi th its padded 
shoulders and narrow waist, appealed to 
Natal ie 's now sceptical sight as looking 
rather l ike an advertisement for men's 
ready-made clothing. The heavily beaded 
eyelashes of the women and the rouge on 
their cheeks, and the smooth pink-and-
white make-ups of the men, made them 
all look rather inhuman and almost un

canny in the broad light of day. Of all 
the company Natal ie was the only one 
who appeared in costume, and, wi th a 
slight shiver of dismay, she pulled the 
long coat she wore more tightly about her 
filmy draperies. A n d then, from the 
house she heard a confusion of sounds of 
talking and laughter, and she saw M r s . 
Goddard, followed by her guests, come out 
on the porch. In a moment Natal ie was 
on her feet and moving swiftly toward her 
former friend. W i t h a l i t t le cry of sur
prise the elder woman held out her arms 
and fairly smothered Natal ie in her em
brace. 

" M y dear ch i ld , " she cried, "wha t are 
you doing here wi th your pretty face a l l 
made up, and what have you got under 
that heavy coat this broiling day? W h a t 
do you mean by not letting me know you 
were in town, and why didn ' t you come in 
to l u n c h ? " 

" I couldn' t ," Natal ie laughed. " I ' m a 
working-girl now—a queen of the movies." 
A l l she said after this was lost i n a chorus 
of noisy exclamations, and she found her
self in the centre of a circle of M r s . God
dard's excited, eager guests and violently 
shaking hands wi th A l a n Godfrey. After 
Godfrey had been induced by the others 
to give up Natalie 's hands, she became the 
recipient of a greeting the warmth of 
which fell little short of an ovation. O ld 
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 unt i l they fairly ached. Perhaps i t 
was on account of her aching hands or per
haps i t was from some other cause, but 
when the excitement of the first greetings 
was over there were tears in Natalie 's 
eyes, tears that could not be restrained; 
and therefore she put her arms about M r s . 
Goddard and la id her head on the ample 
bosom of her old friend and in a low, husky 
voice whispered: " I never knew you all 
cared so much. W h y didn' t somebody 
tell m e ? " 

M r s . Goddard smoothed the soft hair 
of the head ly ing on her breast and said: 
"Because, you little fool, you would be 
a working-girl and you refused to give any 
of us the chance to tell you anything. N o w 
that we've found you again, I hope you ' l l 
be good." 
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When Natal ie raised her head and, look
ing 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 wi thin a few feet of the charmed 
circle. 

" O h , M r s . Goddard ," Nata l ie said, 
" I want to present M r . Feldman to you. 
M r . Feldman is our manager." 

The little man doubled up i n a bow so 
low that his shining, perspiring, bald head 
almost touched his massive watch-chain. 
In turn he was presented by M r s . God
dard to her guests, who w i t h great en
thusiasm accepted his invi ta t ion to join 
his company and, for a few brief hours, to 
perform the work of " e x t r a " people i n 
the moving-picture drama of "Mar loe ' s 
M u m m y . " 

Throughout the long, hot afternoon the 
cameras continued to click off thousands 
of feet of films that were destined to make 
Natal ie E y r e and H u g h K i m b a l l famous 
and M r s . Goddard and M r s . Goddard's 
friends, if not famous, at least better 
known throughout the broad land. The 
embarrassment which Natal ie had at first 
felt i n the situation was quickly forgotten 
in her work, and in the enthusiasm wi th 
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. Nata l ie and K i m b a l l had the 
green bi t 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 wi th the cam
era. The scene came to an abrupt end, 
and Natal ie turned to speak to her friends 
who were standing in a group at the side of 
the sylvan stage. Caught unaware, she 
saw by their faces and their manner that, 
instead of being seriously interested, they 
were laughing at and quietly guying the 
heroic efforts of K i m b a l l to make love as 
love is supposed to be made by an A m 
erican gentleman and a Newport m i l 
lionaire. Confused and blushing scarlet 
under her rouge, Nata l ie cast a hurried 
glance at K i m b a l l , and seeing h i m sti l l 
staring at the broken camera, found some 
consolation in the thought that he too had 

not seen the smiles of ridicule on the faces 
of her old friend's guests. 

A li t t le later on, when the last scene had 
been taken and the film of " M a r l o e ' s 
M u m m y " was an accomplished fact, Abe 
Feldman and his company of players 
gladly accepted M r s . Goddard's invi ta 
tion to stay for tea wi th her. Whi l e the 
tired but contented actors gathered about 
the pretty tables on the porches, H u g h 
K i m b a l l saw a young man speak to N a t 
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 Nata l ie and A l a n Godfrey had 
reached the terrace, they sat down in the 
same two wicker chairs which they had 
occupied on a very momentous occasion 
just about one year before. 

"Same two old chairs, same g i r l , " God
frey said, and laughed a rather mirthless 
sort of laugh. 

Natal ie drew her coat t ightly over the 
spangled bloomers of the Princess of the 
N i l e , and her rouged, scarlet hps wavered 
into a bri l l iant , dazzling smile. Whatever 
may have been i n the girl 's heart, i t was 
her great wish to have this talk w i t h God
frey as cheerful as possible. 

"Same chairs," she laughed, " b u t not 
quite the same g i r l . " 

" B u t you've succeeded, haven't y o u ? " 
Godfrey asked. 

Natal ie nodded. " Y e s , I suppose so. 
I make m y own Hving and a pretty good 
l iv ing at that. B u t I ' m sorry I came 
back here to-day." 

" W h y ? " 
" Oh, I don't know, except i t was rather 

l ike the return of the prodigal daughter. 
The fatted calf sort of choked me and 
made me cry. A n d , then, of course, every
thing about the place reminds me of a lot 
of things I haven't got any more and, 
unt i l to-day, that I hadn' t really missed." 

" T r u e friends, perhaps?" Godfrey sug
gested. 

B u t Nata l ie refused to be serious. 
" N o , " she said, " 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. A n d then, al l of the 
time I was acting out there on the lawn my 
m i n d was really on the golf-links. I was 
thinking what fun i t would be to be stand-
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ing on a nice flat tee wi th a little white ball 
at my feet and a good whippy driver in my 
hands and the fair green stretching out 
before me. A n d then a sweet stroke, a 
swish, and the ball flying straight and 
true and leaping in great bounds over the 

W i t h a sudden look of surprise God
frey stared steadily at Natal ie until the 
girl's eyes, tired after her long afternoon's 
work, faltered and turned toward the open 
sea. 

" W h y , you know, Natalie, dear," he 

smooth turf, missing the traps and skim
ming the bunkers and— O h ! I don't 
know, but i t was a rather pleasant 
dream." 

" Y o u ' r e not much in the open ? " 
Natal ie shook her head. " N o , 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, A l a n , 
all this long year ? " 
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said. " O f course you must know that I 
have been doing just what I did the year 
before and the year before that, and ever 
since I have known you. There is only 
one real thing in my life—and I suppose 
always wi l l be—my love for you. Even if 
you wouldn't let me see you al l of this time 
and hid yourself from me, I knew that you 
knew that I was waiting. Surely you un
derstood, N a t a l i e ? " 

The girl glanced up at Godfrey and 

It flattered her to be seen so constant ly i n the c o m p a n y of the great K i m b a l l , the admi red of al l w o m e n . — P a g e 690. 
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then toward the sea and then back to God
frey's searching eyes. 

" W h y , yes, A l a n , " she said, " i n a way 
I understood. But , you see, I have been 
working so hard, and in my work I 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 i n 
a firm grasp. 

" Y o u mean that there is some one 
else?" he asked. 

Through misty eyes Natal ie looked into 
the frightened eyes of Godfrey. 

" Y e s , A l a n , " 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. 

" I t ' s getting rather cold ," she said, 
" a n d I 'm afraid the others wi l l be going 
back to the hotel. Y o u know we return 
to New Y o r k to-night by the boat. Be a 
good boy, A l a n , and take me back to the 
house with you now, won't y o u ? " 

After Natalie had returned to the hotel 
she went to her room, so that she might be 
alone unt i l supper-time, when it would be 
necessary for her to meet K i m b a l l 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. T r y as she might, she could not 
forget the look in A l a n Godfrey's eyes, and 
she could not forget the scene when the 
camera had broken down and she had 
caught the crowd laughing at and silently 
guying Hugh K i m b a l l , 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 K i m b a l l wait
ing to be admitted. 

" Just a few words," he said, and, with
out waiting for Natalie 's consent, came 
into the room and closed the door behind 
h im. 

Natalie offered h im a chair, but K i m 
ball refused, and, going over to the fire
place, took his stand before the empty 
grate and slowly clasped his hands behind 
his back. 

" I have been taking a walk ," he began, 

"and—and thinking. I t occurred to me 
that unless there should have to be some 
re-takes 'Mar loe ' s M u m m y ' is finished— 
that is, so far as you and I are concerned. 
A n d then it struck me how much better it 
would be for you, and for me, too, if you 
did not return to N e w Y o r k to-night but 
remained on here wi th your friends." 

Natal ie 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 K i m b a l l . 

" I don't think I understand you, 
H u g h , " she said. " W h y shouldn't I go 
back wi th you ? 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 n igh t?" 

" N o , Nata l ie , " he said, " I hadn't for
gotten that.' ' For a few moments he hesi
tated, and during this brief interval of 
silence Natal ie 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 h im, and in al l ways 
he seemed so much more simple and 
human. 

" L a s t night ," he went on, " I said that 
I wanted to marry you just because you 
were you and I said that I didn' t care to 
know anything of your past. Of course, 
that was very foolish of me, but I didn't 
know how foolish i t was unt i l I learned 
something of your past to-day. I envy 
you such—such pleasant and prosperous 
friends." 

" W h a t difference does i t make," Nata
lie asked, "who m y friends happen to be, 
so long as we care for each o ther?" 

K i m b a l l shook his head and forced a 
mirthless smile to his parched lips. 

" I t w i l l seem very strange," he said, 
" to go back to Sheepshead B a y and to 
M r s . Cragin's without you. I don't think 
I ever told you that just before you came 
to live there that I was going to move 
away. Wel l , I was. I hated the place 
then. B u t after you came everything was 
quite different. I n what to me before had 
been a God-forsaken, cast-off racing-town 
I found a quaint, deserted village. I for
got the forlorn cottages and the neglected 
gardens and saw only the flowers that stil l 
pushed their way through the weeds. 
Pleasant evenings those, Natal ie , when 
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wc walked down by the sea and had our 
little dinners together at the corner table 
at Kct t ler ' s . D o you " 

" H u g h , dear," Natal ie interrupted 
him, " I don't un
derstand you at al l . 
W h y should y o u 
t a lk l i k e this—as 
if everything was 
over between u s ? " 

S t a r i n g at the 
w a l l before h i m , 
apparently uncon
scious of Natalie 's 
presence, K i m b a l l , 
i n the same even 
voice, went on to 
say what he had so 
evidently come to 
say. 

" T h e r e w a s a 
y o u n g m a n there 
to-day—the young 
m a n w i t h w h o m 
y o u t o o k a w a l k 
a n d w i t h w h o m 
you remained some 
time on the terrace. 
F rom a remark I 
happened to over
hear , the y o u n g 
man had evidently 
been an old flame 
of y o u r s . W h y , 
even I, a stranger, 
c o u l d see i n h i s 
eyes how he loved 
you , and i n your 
eyes how you loved 
him. B u t even if I 
were mistaken"— 
For a moment the 
actor stopped, and 
s lowly mois tened 
his dry lips with his 
tongue. " E v e n if 
you and this young 
man do not love 
each other as I 'm 
sure you do," he went on, "there was some
thing else that happened—something that 
pointed out to me the barrier that would 
always rise between us two and happiness." 

Natalie started to rise and go to K i m 
ball, but with a quick, nervous movement 
he motioned her back. 

'As to your family," she heard him saying—"as 
to your past, I know nothing and I ask 

to know nothing."—Page 692. 

" I t happened when the camera went 
wrong. I suddenly glanced about at your 
friends and I saw that they were laughing 
at me—I suppose at m y pompous ways 

and m y exagger
a t e d clothes . I t 
wasn ' t necessary 
for them to laugh 
to make me under
s tand the differ
ence. God knows, 
I ' d s e e n i t a l l 
through the after
noon." 

" D o n ' t y o u 
think, H u g h , " Na t 
al ie sa id , " tha t 
perhaps y o u are 
wrong—just a little 
t i r e d f r o m over
w o r k , a n d — a n d 
m o r b i d ? " 

" D o n ' t t h i n k 
t h a t I b l a m e 
t h e m , " K i m b a l l 
w e n t on . " I ' v e 
o f t e n w o n d e r e d 
why we actors are 
as we are . I ' v e 
sometimes thought 
it must be the foot
lights. T h e y flare 
up between us and 
the audience and 
to look like human 
b e i n g s we 've got 
to paint our faces, 
and to act like real 
people we've got to 
e x a g g e r a t e o u r 
manners and gri
mace and gesticu
late like monkeys. 
A n d then in time 
we c o m e to ex
a g g e r a t e off the 
stage and pose and 
a s s u m e a g r a n d 
manner and wear 

loud clothes. We're no worse nor better 
than your friends I met to-day—the only 
difference is that we always have our 
make-ups on ." H e crossed the room to 
where Natal ie sat, and held out both his 
hands. " A n d now it 's good-by, my dear. 
Y o u ' d better let me tell Feldman that 
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you're not returning with us. I can fix 
it more easily than you . " 

For a few silent moments Natal ie held 
the outstretched hands tightly in both her 
own. 

" T h a n k you , " she said at last, " a n d 

" I ' m afraid not," he said. " Y o u see, 
I ' l l be leaving Sheepshead very soon. The 
place wi l l be so full of ghosts and—" 
Again he hesitated, and then went on in 
the same even voice. " B u t you ' l l be sure 
to be dropping in at the moving-picture 

" W h a t difference does it m a k e , " N a t a l i e asked , " who m y fr iends happen to be, so l o n g 
as we care for each o the r? " — P a g e 696. 

good luck to you, Hugh, and God bless you 
always. Te l l them at M r s . Cragin's that 
I ' l l be there pretty soon to see them al l 
and to get my things. A n d I ' l l see you 
there too, won't I, H u g h ? " 

K i m b a l l dropped the girl 's hands and, 
as if afraid to meet her eyes, stared stead
i ly at the blank wall beyond. 

shows sometimes, won't you, whatever 
you happen to d o ? " 

" W h y , of course, H u g h , " Natal ie said, 
"lots of times. I ' l l never forget my love 
for the movies. W h y do you ask that ? " 

The question seemed to embarrass 
K i m b a l l , and, for the first time since she 
had known h im, he had difficulty in find-
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ing the words wi th which to express him
self. 

" I was th inking ," he said at last, " that 
if you ever saw me on the screen, as you're 
pretty sure to do, give me a nod, and for 
old times' sake whisper what you said to 
me just now. 'Good luck to you, H u g h , 

and God bless you always. ' I ' l l be sure 
to hear you ." 

A n d 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 broad, 
padded shoulders, strode from the room. 

T H E L O N E L Y L A N D 

A R I V E R 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 hi l l ; as dim of tone 
And lonely as a lonely stone. 

There are no signs of life about: 
No barnyard bustle, cry or shout 
Of children that run laughing out. 

No crow of cocks, no low of cows; 
No 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 li ly on the pathway lies, 
Looks blindly at the blinder skies. 

There is no other one around; 
No sound, except the cricket's sound, 
And far-off baying of a hound. 

There is no fire or candle-light 
To flash its message through the night 
Of welcome from some casement bright. 

Only 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 years that have passed by. 

And with the cry there comes the rain 
Whispering of all that was in vain— 
At every door and window-pane. 

And round the place a lone wind blows, 
As when the Autumn grieving goes, 
Tattered and dripping, to its close. 

A n d on decaying shrubs and vines 
The moon's thin crescent, dwindling, shines, 
Caught in the claws of sombre pines. 

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. 

By Madison Cawein 

A n d then a pale girl, like a flower, 
Enters the garden; for an hour 
She waits beside a wild-rose bower. 



C O M I N G H O M E 

B Y E D I T H W H A R T O N 

THE y o u n g m e n of o u r 
American Relief Corps are 
beg inn ing to come back 
from the front wi th stories. 

There was no t ime 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 begin
ning to be disciplined to it. In the earlier 
clays, moreover, such fragments of experi
ence as one got were torn from their set
ting like bits of flesh scattered by shrap
nel. N o w things that seemed disjointed 
are beginning to link themselves together, 
and the broken bones of history are rising 
from the battle-fields. 

I can't say 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 beyond the bald sta
tistics of their job, tend at once to drop in
to sentiment and cinema scenes; and none 
but H . M a c y Greer has the gift of making 
the thing told seem as true as if one had 
seen it. So it is on H . M a c y Greer that I 
depend, and when his motor dashes h im 
back to Paris for 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 youth, 
wi th pleasant manners, a sallow face, 
straight hemp-coloured hair, and grey 
eyes of unexpected inwardness. H e has a 
voice like thick soup, and speaks wi th 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 intelligent intonation gives. B u t his 
eyes see so much that they make one see 
even what his foggy voice obscures. 

Some of his tales are dark and dreadful, 
some are unutterably sad, and some end 
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in a huge laugh of irony. I am not sure 
how I ought to classify the one I have 
written down here. 

I I 

O N 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 east 
of France. 

He was a young Frenchman, a cavalry 
lieutenant, t r im and sl im, wi th a pleasant 
smile and obstinate blue eyes that I liked. 
H e looked as if he could hold on tight 
when it was worth his while. H e had had 
a leg smashed, poor devil , in the first 
fighting in Flanders, and had been drag
ging on for weeks in the squalid camp-
hospital where I found him. H e didn't 
waste any words on himself, 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 A l a i n , two years younger. His 
father, the Comte de Rechamp, had mar
ried late in life, and was over seventy: his 
mother, a good deal younger, was crip
pled wi th rheumatism; and there was, be
sides—to round off the group—a helpless 
but intensely alive and domineering old 
grandmother about whom al l the others 
revolved. Y o u know how French families 
hang together, and throw out branches 
that make new roots but keep hold of the 
central trunk, l ike that tree—what's i t 
called?—that they give pictures of in 
books about the East. 

Jean de Rechamp—that was m y lieu
tenant's name—told me his family was a 
typical case. "We ' r e very province," he 
said. " M y people live at Rechamp all 
the year. We have a house at Nancy— 
rather a fine old hotel—but m y parents 
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go there only once in two or three years, 
for a few weeks. That ' s our ' season. ' . . 
Imagine the point of v i ew! Or rather 
don't, because you couldn't. . . " (He 
had been about the world a good deal, 
and known something of other angles of 
vision.) 

Wel l , of this helpless exposed little knot 
of people he had had no word—simply 
nothing—since the first of August . H e 
was at home, staying wi th them at 
Rechamp, when war broke out. H e was 
mobilized the first day, and had only time 
to throw his traps into a cart and dash to 
the station. H i s depot was on the other 
side of France, and communications wi th 
the East by mail and telegraph were com
pletely interrupted during the first weeks. 
Hi s regiment was sent at once to the 
fighting fine, and the first news he got 
came to h im i n October, from a com
munique in a Paris paper a month old, 
saying: " T h e enemy yesterday retook 
Rechamp." After that, dead silence: 
and the poor devil left i n the trenches to 
digest that "retook"! 

There are thousands and thousands of 
just such cases; and men bearing them, 
and cracking jokes, and hi t t ing out as 
hard as they can. Jean de Rechamp 
knew this, and tried to crack jokes too— 
but he got his leg smashed just afterward, 
and ever since he'd been ly ing on a straw 
pallet under a horse-blanket, saying to 
himself: " Rechamp retaken." 

" O f course," he explained wi th a weary 
smile, "as long as you can tot up your 
dai ly bag i n the trenches it 's a sort of 
satisfaction—though I don't quite know 
why; anyhow, you're so dead-beat at 
night that no dreams come. B u t ly ing 
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 t ry to sugar the dose. I 
like i t bit ter." 

I was three days in the neighbourhood, 
and I went back every day to see h im. 
H e l iked to talk to me because he had a 
faint hope of m y getting news of his 
family when I returned to Paris. I hadn't 
much myself, but there was no use telling 
h im so. Besides, things change from day 
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to day, and when we parted I promised to 
get word to h im as soon as I could find out 
anything. We both knew, of course, that 
that would not be t i l l Rechamp was taken 
a third time—by his own troops; and per
haps, soon after that, I should be able to 
get there, or near there, and make en
quiries myself. T o make sure that I 
should forget nothing, he drew the family 
photographs from under his pil low, and 
handed them over: the little witch-
grandmother, wi th a face like a withered 
walnut, the father, a fine broken-looking 
old boy wi th a Roman nose and a weak 
chin, the mother, in crape, simple, serious 
and provincial , the little sister ditto, and 
A l a i n , the young brother—just the age the 
brutes have been carrying off to German 
prisons—an over-grown thread-paper boy 
wi th too much forehead and eyes, and not 
a muscle in his body. A charming-look
ing family, distinguished and amiable; 
but a l l , except the grandmother, rather 
usual. The k ind of people who come in 
sets. 

A s I pocketed the photographs I no
ticed that another lay face down by his 
pillow. " Is that for me t o o ? " I asked. 

H e coloured and shook his head, and I 
felt I had blundered. B u t after a mo
ment he turned the photograph over and 
held i t out. 

" I t ' s the young girl I am engaged to. 
She was at Rechamp visi t ing m y parents 
when war was declared; but she was to 
leave the day after I did. . . " H e hesita
ted. "There may have been some dif
ficulty about her going. . . I should like 
to be sure she got away. . . Her name is 
Yvonne M a l o . " 

H e did not offer me the photograph, 
and I d id not need it . Tha t girl had a 
face of her own! D a r k and keen and 
splendid: a type so different from the 
others that I found myself staring. If he 
had not said "ma fiancee" I should have 
understood better. After another pause 
he went on: " I wi l l give you her address 
in Paris. She has no family: she lives 
alone—she is a musician. Perhaps you 
may find her there." H i s colour deepened 
again as he added: " B u t I know nothing 
—I have had no news of her either." 

T o ease the silence that followed I 
suggested: " B u t if she has no family, 
wouldn't she have been l ikely to stay wi th 
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your people, and wouldn't that be the 
reason of your not hearing from h e r ? " 

" O h , no—I don't think she stayed." 
H e seemed about to add: " I f she could 
help i t , " but shut his hps and slid the pic
ture out of sight. 

A s soon as I got back to Paris I made 
enquiries, but without result. The Ger
mans had been pushed back from that 
particular spot after a fortnight's inter
mittent occupation; but their lines were 
close by, across the valley, and Rechamp 
was st i l l i n a net of trenches. N o one 
could get to i t , and apparently no news 
could come from it. For the moment, at 
any rate, I found i t impossible to get i n 
touch with the place. 

M y enquiries about M i l e . M a l o were 
equally unfruitful. I went to the ad
dress Rechamp had given me, somewhere 
off i n Passy, among gardens, i n what they 
call a "Square," no doubt because it 's 
oblong: a k ind of long narrow court wi th 
rather aesthetic-looking studio buildings 
round i t . M i l e . M a l o l ived 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 wi th dead 
gourds dangling from a pergola. B u t 
she wasn't there, she hadn't been there, 
and they had no news of her. I wrote to 
Rechamp of m y double failure, he sent me 
back a line of thanks; and after that for a 
long while I heard no more of h im. 

B y the beginning of November the 
enemy's hold had begun to loosen i n the 
Argonne and along the Vosges, and one 
day we were sent off to the East wi th a 
couple of ambulances. Of course we had 
to have mil i tary chauffeurs, and the one 
attached to m y ambulance happened to 
be a fellow I knew. The day before we 
started, in talking over our route wi th 
h im, I said: " I suppose we can manage 
to get to Rechamp n o w ? " H e looked 
puzzled—it was such a little place that 
he'd forgotten the name. " W h y do you 
want to get there?" he wondered. I told 
h im, and he gave an exclamation. " Good 
God ! Of course—but how extraordinary ! 
Jean de Rechamp's here now, in Paris, too 
lame for the front, and driving a motor." 
We stared at each other, and he went on: 
" H e must take m y place—he must go 
wi th you. I don't know how i t can be 
done; but done it shall be." 

Done i t was, and the next morning at 
daylight I found Jean de Rechamp at the 
wheel cf m y car. H e looked another fel
low from the wreck I had left i n the 
Flemish hospital; a l l made over, and 
burning wi th act ivi ty , but older, and with 
lines about his eyes. H e had had news 
from his people in the interval , and had 
learned that they were st i l l at Rechamp, 
and well. W h a t was more surprising was 
that M i l e . M a l o was wi th them—had 
never left. A l a i n had been got away to 
England, where he remained; but none of 
the others had budged. They had fitted 
up an ambulance in the chateau, and 
M i l e . M a l o and the li t t le sister were nurs
ing the wounded. There were not many 
details i n 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. Y o u may 
fancy if he was grateful for the chance I 
was giving h i m ; for of course he couldn't 
have seen his people in any other way. 

Our 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 
i n the least sure we should be allowed to 
go to Rechamp—though I had made up 
m y mind to get there, anyhow. 

W e 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. I t was bitter cold, and 
after our long runs over the lonely frozen 
hills we used to crawl into the cafe of the 
inn—if there was one—and talk and talk. 
We put up i n fairly rough places, gener
ally i n a farm house or a cottage packed 
with soldiers; for the villages have all 
remained empty since the autumn, ex
cept when troops are quartered in them. 
Usual ly , to keep warm, we had to go up 
after supper to the room we shared, and 
get under the blankets wi th our clothes 
on. Once some jo l ly Sisters of Char i ty 
took us i n at their Hospice, and we slept 
two nights i n an ice-cold whitewashed 
cell—but what tales we heard around 
their kitchen-fire! The Sisters had 
stayed 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 . I t 's a p i ty those Sisters of 
Char i ty can't marry. . . 

Rechamp told me a lot i n those days. 
I don't believe he was talkative before the 
war, but his long weeks i n hospital, starv
ing for news, had unstrung h im. A n d 
then he was mad wi th excitement at get
ting back to his own place. I n the inter
va l he'd heard how other people caught in 
their country-houses had fared—you 
know the stories we a l l refused to believe 
at first, and that we now prefer not to 
think about. . . W e l l , he 'd been think
ing about those stories pret ty steadily 
for some months; and he kept repeating: 
" M y people say they're a l l right—but 
they give no details." 

" Y o u see," he explained, "there never 
were such helpless beings. E v e n if there 
had been time to leave, they couldn't have 
done it . M y mother had been having one 
of her worst attacks of rheumatism—she 
was in bed, helpless, when I left. A n d 
m y grandmother, who is a demon of ac
t iv i ty i n the house, won' t stir out of i t . 
We haven't been able to coax her into the 
garden for years. She says it 's draughty; 
and y o u know how we a l l feel about 
draughts! A s for m y father, he hasn't 
had to decide anything since the Comte 
de Chambord refused to adopt the tricol
our. M y father decided that he was 
right, and since then there has been 
nothing particular for h im to take a stand 
about. B u t I know how he behaved just 
as well as if I ' d been there—he kept say
ing : 'One must act—one must ac t ! ' and 
sitting i n his chair and doing nothing. 
O h , I ' m not disrespectful: they were like 
that i n his generation! Besides—it's 
better to laugh at things, isn't i t ? " A n d 
suddenly his face would darken. . . 

O n the whole, however, his spirits were 
good t i l l we began to traverse the line of 
ruined towns between Sainte Menehould 
and Bar- le-Duc. " T h i s 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. 

" B u t since your sister writes that your 
people are safe!" 

" T h e y may have made her write that 
to reassure me. T h e y ' d heard I was 
badly wounded. A n d , mind you, there's 
never been a line from m v mother." 

" B u t you say your mother's hands are 
so lame that she can't hold a pen. A n d 
wouldn't M i l e . M a l o have written you the 
t r u t h ? " 

A t that his frown would lift. " Oh, yes. 
She would despise any attempt at con
cealment." 

" W e l l , then—what the deuce is the 
ma t t e r ? " 

" I t ' s when I see these devils ' traces—" 
he could only mutter. 

One day, when we had passed through 
a part icularly devastated little place, and 
had got from the cure some more than 
usually abominable details of things done 
there, Rechamp broke out to me over 
the kitchen-fire of our night's lodging. 
" W h e n I hear things like that I don't be
lieve anybody who tells me m y people are 
al l r i gh t ! " 

" B u t you know well enough," I i n 
sisted, " tha t the Germans are not a l l 
alike—that i t a l l depends on the particu
lar officer. . . " 

" Y e s , yes, I know," he assented, wi th 
a visible effort at impart ia l i ty . " O n l y , 
you see—as one gets nearer. . . " H e 
went on to say that, when he had been 
sent from the ambulance at the front 
to a hospital at Moul ins , he had been for 
a day or two i n a ward next to some 
wounded German soldiers—bad cases, 
they were—and had heard them talking. 
T h e y 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: " I 
wish now I ' d cut m y hand off rather 
than do what he told us to that night. . . 
E v e r y time the fever comes I see i t a l l 
again. I wish I ' d been struck dead 
first." They a l l said "Scha r l ach" wi th 
a k ind of terror in their voices, as if he 
might hear them even there, and come 
down on them horribly. Rechamp had 
asked where their regiment came from, 
and had been t o l d : F r o m the Vosges. 
Tha t had set his brain working, and 
whenever he saw a ruined village, or heard 
a tale of savagery, the Scharlach nerve 
began to quiver. A t such times it was 
no use reminding h im that the Germans 
had had at least three hundred thousand 
men in the east i n August. H e simply 
didn' t listen. . . 
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I I I 

T H E day beiore we started for Rechamp 
his spirits flew up again, and that night he 
became confidential. " Y o u ' v e been such 
a friend to me that there are certain 
things—seeing what's ahead of us—that 
I should like to exp la in" ; and, noticing 
m y surprise, he went on: " I mean about 
m y people. The state of mind in m y 
milieu must be so remote from anything 
you're used to in your happy country. . . 
B u t perhaps I can make y o u under
stand. . . " 

I saw that what he wanted was to talk 
to me of the girl he was engaged to. M i l e . 
M a l o , left an orphan at ten, had been the 
ward of a neighbour of the Rechamps' , a 
chap wi th an old name and a starred cha
teau, who had lost almost everything else 
at baccarat 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 bril l iant painter, who 
died young, and her mother, who followed 
him in a year or two, was a Pole: you may 
fancy that, wi th such antecedents, the 
girl was just the mixture to shake down 
quietly into French country life wi th a 
gouty and repentant guardian. The M a r 
quis de Corvenaire—that was his name 
—brought her down to his place, got an 
old maid sister to come and stay, and 
really, as far as one knows, brought his 
ward up rather decently. N o w and then 
she used to be driven over to play wi th 
the young Rechamps, and Jean remem
bered her as an ugly little gir l i n a plaid 
frock, who used to invent wonderful 
games and get tired of playing them just 
as the other children were beginning to 
learn how. B u t her domineering ways 
and searching questions did not meet wi th 
his mother's approval, and her visits were 
not encouraged. When she was seven
teen her guardian died and left her a l i t 
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 v io l in , knew lots of people; 
and never l a id eyes on Jean de Rechamp 
t i l l about a year before the war, when her 
guardian's place was sold, and she had to 
go down there to see about her interest i n 
the property. 

The old Rechamps heard she was 
coming, but didn ' t ask her to stay. Jean 
drove over to the shut-up chateau, how
ever, and found M i l e . M a l o lunching on 
a corner of the kitchen table. She ex
claimed: " M y lit t le J e a n ! " flew to him 
wi th a kiss for each cheek, and made him 
sit down and share her omelet. . . The 
ugly li t t le gir l had shed her chrysalis— 
and you may fancy if he went back once 
or twice! 

M i l e . M a l o was staying at the chateau 
al l alone, wi th the farmer's wife to come 
i n and cook her dinner: not a soul in the 
house 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 Rechamp. B u t at Rechamp 
they hesitated, coughed, looked away, 
said the spare-rooms were a l l upside 
down, and the valet-de-chambre laid up 
wi th the mumps, and the cook short-
handed — t i l l finally the irrepressible 
grandmother broke out: " A young girl 
who chooses to five alone—probably pre
fers to l ive a lone!" 

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 M i l e . Ma lo ' 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. H e had 
sampled the usual varieties of French 
womankind, and explored most of the so
cial layers; but he had missed the newest, 
that of the artistic-emancipated. I don't 
know much about that set myself, but 
from his descriptions I should say they 
were a good deal l ike intelligent Ameri
cans, except that they don't seem to keep 
art and life i n such water-tight compart
ments. B u t his great discovery was the 
new gir l . Apparent ly he had never before 
known any but the traditional type, which 
predominates in the provinces, and still 
persists, he tells me, i n the last fastnesses 
of the Faubourg St. Germain. The girl 
who comes and goes as she pleases, reads 
what she likes, has opinions about what 
she reads, who talks, looks, behaves wi th 
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! M i l e . 
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M a l o did far more than make Rechamp 
fall i n love wi th her: she turned his world 
topsy- turvey, and prevented his ever 
again squeezing himself into his l i t t le old 
pigeon-hole of prejudices. 

Before long they confessed their love— 
just l ike any young couple of Anglo-
Saxons—and Jean went down to Re
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 al l 
over the globe, and been in and out of the 
usual sentimental coils—and who has to 
ask his parents ' leave to get marr ied! 
Don ' t let us t ry : i t 's no use. We should 
only end by picturing h im as an incor
rigible ninny. B u t there isn't a man in 
France who wouldn' t feel i t his duty to 
take that step, as Jean de Rechamp did. 
A l l we can do is to accept the premise 
and pass on. 

Wel l—Jean went down and asked his 
father and his mother and his old grand
mother if they would permit h im to marry 
M i l e . M a l o ; and they al l wi th one voice 
said they wouldn't . There was an uproar, 
in fact; and the old grandmother con
tributed the most piercing note to the con
cert. M a r r y M i l e . M a l o ! A young girl 
who l ived alone ! T rave l l ed ! Spent her 
time wi th foreigners—with musicians and 
painters! A young girl! Of course, if she 
had been a married 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—stil l , i t was conceivable that, out of 
affection for h im, they might have re
signed themselves to his choice. B u t a 
young girl—bring such a young girl to 
Rechamp ! Ask them to receive her under 
the same roof wi th their little Simone, 
their innocent A l a i n . . . 

H e had a bad hour of i t ; but he 
held his own, keeping silent while they 
screamed, and stiffening as they began to 
wobble from exhaustion. F ina l ly he took 
his mother apart, and tried to reason wi th 
her. H i s arguments were not much use, 
but his resolution impressed her, and he 
saw i t . A s for his father, nobody was 
afraid of Monsieur de Rechamp. When 
he said: "Never—never while I l ive, and 
there is a roof on R e c h a m p ! " they a l l 
knew he had collapsed inside. B u t the 
grandmother was terrible. She was ter

rible because she was so old, and so 
clever at taking advantage of i t . She 
could bring on a valvular heart-attack by 
just sitting st i l l 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 Rechamp promised Jean that 
she would intercede wi th her mother-in-
law; but she hadn't much faith in the re
sult, and when she came out of the old 
lady's room she whispered: "She's just 
sitting there holding her breath." 

The next day Jean himself advanced to 
the attack. H i s grandmother was the 
most intelligent member of the family, 
and she knew he knew it , and l iked h im 
for having found i t out; so when he had 
her alone she listened to h im without 
resorting to any valvular tricks. " O f 
course," he explained, "you ' re much too 
clever not to understand that the times 
have changed, and manners wi th them, 
and that what a woman was criticized for 
doing yesterday she is ridiculed for not 
doing today. Near ly a l l 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. 
T h e y only existed as long as there was 
some one left for them to scare." H i s 
grandmother listened wi th a sparkle of 
admiration in her ancient eyes. " A n d of 
course," Jean pursued, " that can't be the 
real reason for your opposing m y mar
riage—a marriage wi th a young girl you've 
always known, who has been received 
here " 

" A h , that's it—we've always known 
he r ! " the old lady snapped h im up. 

" W h a t of that? I don't see " 
" O f course you don't. You ' re here so 

l i t t le : you don't hear things. . ." 
" W h a t th ings?" 
"Things i n the air . . . that blow 

about. . . Y o u were doing your mil i tary 
service at the time. . . " 

" A t what t i m e ? " 
She leaned forward and la id a warning 

hand on his arm. " W h y did Corvenaire 
leave her al l that money—why ? " 

" B u t why not—why shouldn't h e ? " 
Jean stammered, indignant. Then she 
unpacked her bag—a heap of vague i n 
sinuations, baseless conjectures, village 
tattle, a l l , at the last analysis, based, as 
he succeeded i n proving, and making her 
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own, on a word launched at random by 
a discharged maid-servant who had re
tailed her grievance to the cure's house
keeper. " O h , she does what she likes 
wi th Monsieur le Marquis , the young 
miss ! She knows how. . . " O n that sin
gle phrase the neighbourhood had raised 
a slander built of adamant. 

W e l l , I ' l l give you an idea of what a 
determined fellow Rechamp is, when I 
tell you he pulled it down—or thought he 
did. H e kept his temper, hunted up the 
servant's record, proved her a liar and 
dishonest, cast grave doubts on the dis
cretion of the cure's housekeeper, and 
poured such a flood of ridicule over the 
whole flimsy fable, and those who had be
lieved in it, that i n sheer shame-facedness 
at having based her objection on such 
grounds, his grandmother gave way, and 
brought his parents toppling down wi th 
her. 

A l l this happened a few weeks before 
the war, and soon afterward M i l e . M a l o 
came down to Rechamp. Jean had in 
sisted on her coming: he wanted her 
presence there, as his betrothed, to be 
known to the neighbourhood. A s for her, 
she seemed delighted to come. I could see 
from Rechamp's tone, when he reached 
this part of his story, that he rather 
thought I should expect its heroine to 
have shown a becoming reluctance—to 
have stood on her dignity. H e was dis
t inct ly relieved when he found that I ex
pected no such thing. 

"She's simplicity itself—it's her great 
quali ty. V a i n complications don't exist 
for her, because she doesn't see them . . . 
that's what m y people can't be made to 
understand. . . " 

I gathered from the last phrase that the 
visi t had not been a complete success, and 
this explained his having let out, when he 
first told me of his fears for his family, 
that he was sure M i l e . M a l o would not 
have remained at Rechamp if she could 
help it . Oh , no, decidedly, the visi t was 
not a success. . . 

" Y o u see," he explained wi th a half-
embarrassed smile, " i t was par t ly 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 m y family as 

naturally as she d id to me. Y o u can im
agine for instance, the effect of her saying: 
' One night, after a supper at Montmar t re , 
I was walking home wi th two or three 
pals '—. I t was her way of affirming her 
convictions, and I adored her for i t— 
but I wished she w o u l d n ' t ! " 

A n d he depicted, to m y joy, the neigh
bours rumbling over to call i n heraldic 
barouches (the mothers alone—with em
barrassed excuses for not bringing their 
daughters), and the agony of not knowing, 
t i l l they were i n the room, if Yvonne would 
receive them wi th lowered lids and folded 
hands, sitting by in a pose de fiancee 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. " I t ' s not," he 
explained, " tha t she really takes much 
interest i n such questions: she's much 
more absorbed in her music and painting. 
B u t anything her eye 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 d ivorce! ' " He 
broke off abruptly to add: " G o o d God, 
how far off a l l that nonsense seems!" 

I V 

T H E next day we started for Rechamp, 
not sure if we could get through, but 
bound to, anyhow! I t 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. I n summer they are just 
plump puddingy hil ls ; when the wind 
strips them they turn to mountains. A n d 
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. N o t a soul in 
sight except the sentinels guarding the rail
ways, muffled to the eyes, or peering out 
of their huts of pine-boughs at the cross
roads. E v e r y 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 about the common jobs of 
life, not a sign. 

The sense of loneliness and remoteness 
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that the absence of the c iv i l population 
produces everywhere in eastern France is 
increased by the fact that al l the names 
and distances on the mile-stones have 
been scratched out and the sign-posts at 
the cross-roads thrown down. I t 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 Rechamp was in his 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 wi th nothing to distinguish them; 
but he continued to push ahead, saying: 
" W e don't turn t i l l we get to a manor-
house on a stream, w i t h a big paper-mill 
across the road." H e went on to tell me 
that the mill-owners l ived i n the manor, 
and were old friends of his people: good 
old local stock, who had l ived there for 
generations and done a lot for the neigh
bourhood. 

" I t ' s queer I don't see their village-
steeple from this rise. The village is just 
beyond the house. H o w the devil could I 
have missed the t u r n ? " We ran on a 
li t t le farther, and suddenly he stopped the 
motor wi th a jerk. W e were at a cross
road, wi th a stream running under the 
bank on our right. The place looked like 
.an abandoned stoneyard. I never saw 
completer ruin. T o the left, a fottified 
gate gaped on emptiness; to the right, a 
mill-wheel hung in the stream. Every
thing else was as flat as your dinner-table. 

" Was this what you were t rying to see 
from that r i se?" I asked; and I saw a 
tear or two running down his face. 

" T h e y were the kindest people: their 
only son got himself shot the first month 
in Champagne " 

H e had jumped out of the car and was 
standing staring at the level waste. " T h e 
house was there—there was a splendid 
lime i n the court. I used to sit under i t 
and have a glass of vin gris de Lorraine 

with the old people. . . Over there, 
where that cinder-heap is, all their chil
dren are buried." H e walked across to the 
grave-yard under a blackened wal l—a bit 
of the apse of the vanished church—and 
sat down on a grave-stone. " If the devils 
have done this here—so close to us," he 
burst out, and covered his face. 

A n old woman walked toward us down 
the road. Rechamp jumped up and ran 
to meet her. " W h y , Marie-Jeanne, what 
are you doing in these r u i n s ? " The old 
woman looked at h im with unastonished 
eyes. She seemed incapable of any sur
prise. " T h e y left m y house standing. 
I ' m glad to see Monsieur ," she simply 
said. We followed her to the one house 
left i n the waste of stones. I t was a two-
roomed cottage, propped against a cow-
stable, but fairly decent, wi th a curtain in 
the window and a cat on the si l l . Re
champ caught me by the arm and pointed 
to the door-panel. "Oberst von Schar
l a c h " was scrawled on it . H e turned as 
white as your table-cloth, and hung on to 
me a minute; then he spoke to the old 
woman. " T h e officers were quartered 
here: that was the reason they spared 
your house?" 

She nodded. " Y e s : I was lucky. B u t 
the gentlemen must come in and have a 
mouthful." 

Rechamp's finger was on the name. 
" A n d this one—this was their command
ing officer?" 

" I suppose so. Is i t somebody's 
name?" She had evidently never specu
lated on the meaning of the scrawl that 
had saved her. 

" Y o u remember him—their captain? 
Was his name Schar lach?" Rechamp 
persisted. 

Under its rich weathering the old wom
an's face grew as pale as his. " Y e s , 
that was his name—I heard i t often 
enough." 

"Describe h im, then. Wha t was he 
l ike? T a l l and fair? They're al l that— 
but what else ? Wha t in particular ? " 

She hesitated, and then said: " T h i s one 
wasn't fair. H e was dark, and had a scar 
that drew up the left corner of his mouth ." 

Rechamp turned to me. " I t ' s the 
same. I heard the men describing h im at 
M o u l i n s . " 

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. I t was one 
of the most damnable stories I 've heard 
yet. Pu t together the worst of the typical 
horrors and you ' l l have a fair idea of i t . 
Murder , outrage, torture: Scharlach's 
programme seemed to be fairly compre
hensive. She ended pff by saying: " H i s 
orderly showed me a silver-mounted flute 
he always travelled with , and a beautiful 
paint-box mounted in silver too. Before 
he left he sat down on m y 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 Rechamp 
had just seen had made h im eloquent. 
L u c k i l y , too, the ambulance doctor, a 
charming fellow, was short of tetanus-
serum, and I had some left; and while I 
went over wi th h im to the pine-branch 
hut where he hid his wounded I explained 
Rechamp's case, and implored h im to get 
us through. F ina l ly i t 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 wi th 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 i t was to every
body's interest not to cross them before 
twilight. Jean de Rechamp's excitement 
seemed to have dropped: he sat beside 
me dumb as a fish, staring straight ahead 
of h im. I didn' t feel talkative either, for 
a word the doctor had let drop had left me 
thinking. " T h a t poor old granny mind 
the shells? N o t she!" he had said when 
our crazy chariot drove up. " She doesn't 
know them from snow-flakes any more. 
No th ing matters to her now, except try
ing to outwit a German. They're al l like 
that where Scharlach's been — you've 
heard of h im? She had only one boy— 
half-witted: he cocked a broom-handle at 
them, and they burnt h im. Oh , she'll 
take you to Rechamp safe enough." 

"Where Scharlach's been"—so he had 
been as close as this to Rechamp! I was 

wondering if Jean knew i t , and if that had 
sealed his lips and given h i m that flinty 
profile. The old horse's woolly flanks 
jogged on under the bare branches and 
the old woman's bent back jogged i n time 
with i t . She never once spoke or looked 
around at us. " I t isn't the noise we make 
that ' l l give us away," I said at last; and 
just then the old woman turned her head 
and pointed silently wi th the osier-twig 
she used as a whip. Just ahead of us lay 
a heap of ruins: the wreck, apparently, 
of a great chateau and its dependencies. 
" L e r m o n t ! " Rechamp exclaimed, turn
ing white. H e made a motion to jump out 
and then dropped back into the seat. 
" W h a t ' s the use?" he muttered. H e 
leaned forward and touched the old wom
an's shoulder. 

" I hadn't heard of this—when did it 
happen?" 

" I n September." 
"They d id i t ? " 
" Y e s . Our wounded were there. It 's 

l ike this everywhere in our country." 
I saw Jean stiffening himself for the 

next question. " A t Rechamp, t o o ? " 
She relapsed into indifference. " I 

haven't been as far as Rechamp." 
" B u t you must have seen people who'd 

been there—you must have heard." 
" I ' v e heard the masters were stil l 

there—so there must be something stand
ing. M a y b e though," she reflected, 
" they're in the cellars. . . " 

We continued to jog on through the 
dusk. 

V 

" T H E R E ' S the steeple !" Rechamp 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. H e 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 b y 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 i t . I n the open 
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space at the end of the village Rechamp 
checked the horse. 

" T h e elm—there's the old elm in front 
of the church !" he shouted in a voice like 
a boy's. H e ran back and caught me by 
both hands. " I t was true, then—noth
ing's touched!" The old woman asked: 
" Is this Rechamp ? " and he went back to 
the horse's head and turned the trap to
ward a tal l gate between park walls. The 
gate was barred and padlocked, and not a 
gleam showed through the shutters of the 
porter's lodge; but Rechamp, 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. 
W e l l — I leave you to brush in the rest. 
O ld family servant, tears and hugs and so 
on. I know you affect to scorn the 
cinema, and this was i t , tremolo and al l . 
Hang i t ! Th i s 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 i n another minute 
the door opened, and there, in the hall , 
was another servant, screening a l ight— 
and then more doors opened on another 
cinema-scene: fine old drawing-room 
wi th family portraits, shaded lamp, 
domestic group about the fire. They evi
dently thought i t was the servant coming 
to announce dinner, and not a head 
turned at our approach. I could see them 
al l over Jean's shoulder: a grey-haired 
lady kni t t ing wi th stiff fingers, an old 
gentleman wi th 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, wi th a 
dog's head in her lap, and another girl , 
who had a Red Cross on her sleeve, at the 
table wi th a book. She had been reading 
aloud in a rich veiled voice, and broke off 
her last phrase 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. 

" M a d a m e la Comtesse—it is some one 
outside asking for Mademoiselle." 

The dark girl jumped up and ran out 
into the hal l . I remember wondering: 
" Is i t because she wants to have h im to 

herself first—or because she's afraid of 
their being s tar t led?" I wished myself 
out of the way, but she took no notice 
of me, and going straight to Jean flung 
her arms about h im. I was behind h im 
and could see her hands about his neck, 
and her brown fingers t ightly 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 eyes I ever saw—I 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, a l l -
promising and all-penetrating. I really 
can't do wi th fewer adjectives. . . 

Rechamp explained me, and she was 
full of thanks and welcome; not excessive, 
but—well , I don't know—eloquent! She 
gave every intonation all i t 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. Wha t struck 
me at first was that these insignificant and 
inadequate people had the command of 
the grand gesture—had la ligne. The 
mother had la id aside her knitting—not 
dropped i t—and stood waiting wi th open 
arms. B u t even in clasping her son she 
seemed to include me in her welcome. I 
don't know how to describe i t ; but they 
never let me feel that I was in the way. I 
suppose that's part of what you call dis
t inction; knowing instinctively how to 
deal wi th unusual moments. 

A l l the while, I 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 i n the 
trail of death and havoc we had been 
following. 

The same thought had evidently struck 
Jean, for he dropped his sister's hand and 
turned to gaze about h im too. 

" Then nothing's touched—nothing ? I 
don't understand," he stammered. 

Monsieur de Rechamp raised himse' i 
majestically from his chair, crossed the 
room and lifted Yvonne Malo ' s hand to 
his lips. " Noth ing is touched—thanks to 
this hand and this bra in ." 



712 Coming Home 

Madame de Rechamp was shining on 
her son through tears. " A h , yes—we 
owe i t a l l to Y v o n n e . " 

" A l l , a l l ! Grandmamma wi l l tell y o u ! " 
Simone chimed i n ; and Yvonne , brushing 
aside their praise wi th a half-impatient 
laugh, said to her betrothed: " B u t your 
grandmother! Y o u must go up to her at 
once." 

A wonderful specimen, that grand
mother: I was taken to see her after 
dinner. She sat by the fire in a bare 
panelled bedroom, bolt upright i n an 
armchair wi th ears, a knitting-table at her 
elbow wi th a shaded candle on it . She was 
even more withered and ancient than she 
looked in her photograph, and I judge 
she'd never been pretty; but she some
how made me feel as if I ' d got through 
wi th prettiness. I don't know exactly 
what she reminded me of: a dried bou
quet, or something rich and clovy that 
had turned brittle through long keeping in 
a sandal-wood box. I suppose her sandal
wood box had been Good Society. W e l l , 
I had a rare evening wi th her. Jean and 
his parents were called down to see the 
cure, who had hurried over to the chateau 
when he heard of the young man's ar r ival ; 
and the old lady asked me to stay on and 
chat wi th her. She related their experi
ences wi th uncanny detachment, seeming 
chiefly to resent the indignity of having 
been made to descend into the cellar—" to 
avoid French shells, if you ' l l believe i t : 
the Germans had the decency not to bom
bard us," she observed impart ial ly. I 
was so struck by the absence of rancour 
in her tone that finally, out of sheer curios
i ty , I made an allusion to the horror of 
having the enemy under one's roof. " Oh , 
I might almost say I didn't see them," 
she returned. " I never go downstairs any 
longer; and they didn' t do me the hon
our of coming beyond m y door. A glance 
sufficed them—line vieille femme comme 
moil" she added wi th a phosphorescent 
gleam of coquetry. 

" B u t thev searched the chateau, sure
l y ? " 

" O h , a mere form; they were tres bien 
—tres bien" she almost snapped at me. 
"There was a first moment, of course, 
when we feared it might be hard to get 
Monsieur de Rechamp away wi th m y 
young grandson; but M i l e . M a l o man

aged that very cleverly. T h e y slipped 
off while the officers were d in ing ." She 
looked at me wi th the smile of some arch 
old lady i n a Louis X V pastel. " M y 
grandson Jean's fiancee is a very clever 
young woman: i n m y time no young girl 
would have been so sure of herself, so cool 
and quick. After a l l , there is something 
to be said for the new way of bringing 
up girls. M y poor daughter-in-law, at 
Yvonne 's age, was a bleating baby: she is 
so st i l l , at times. The convent doesn't 
develop character. I 'm glad Yvonne was 
not brought up in a convent." A n d this 
champion of tradit ion smiled on me more 
intensely. 

L i t t l e by li t t le I got from her the story 
of the German approach: the distracted 
fugitives pouring in from the villages 
north of Rechamp, the sound of distant 
cannonading, and suddenly, the next af
ternoon, after a reassuring l u l l , the sight of 
a single spiked helmet at the end of the 
drive. I n a few minutes a dozen followed: 
mostly officers; then al l at once the place 
hummed wi th them. There were supply 
waggons and motors in the court, bundles 
of hay, stacks of rifles, arti l lery-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 Rechamp servants. " O r so at 
least I was to ld , " she added, correcting 
herself, " for it 's not m y habit to look out 
of the window. I s imply sat here and 
waited." H e r seat, as she spoke, might 
have been a curule chair. 

Downstairs, i t appeared, M i l e . M a l o 
had instantly taken her measures. She 
didn' t sit and wait . Surprised i n the gar
den wi th Simone, she had made the girl 
walk quietly back to the house and re
ceive the officers wi th her on the doorstep. 
The officer i n command—captain, or 
whatever he was—had arrived i n a bad 
temper, cursing and swearing, and growl
ing out menaces about spies. The day 
was intensely hot, and possibly he had had 
too much wine. A t any rate M i l e . M a l o 
had known how to " put h i m i n his place ' ' ; 
and when he and the other officers en
tered they found the dining-table set out 
wi th refreshing drinks and cigars, mel
ons, strawberries and iced coffee. " T h e 
clever creature! She even remembered 
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that they l iked whipped cream wi th their 
coffee!" 

The effect had been miraculous. The 
captain—what was his name ? Yes , Char-
lot, Char io t—Capta in Chariot 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 M i l e . M a l o told h i m there 
were only two—two old women! " H e 
made a face at that, and said al l the same 
he should like to meet them; and she 
answered: ' One is your hostess, the C o m -
tesse de Rechamp, who is i l l in bed'—for 
my poor daughter-in-law was ly ing i n bed 
paralyzed wi th rheumatism—'and the 
other her mother-in-law, a very old lady 
who never leaves her r o o m . ' " 

" B u t aren't there any men in the 
family ? " he had then asked; and she had 
said: " O h yes—two. The Comte de Re
champ and his son." 

" A n d where are t h e y ? " 
" I n England. Monsieur de Rechamp 

went a month ago to take his son on a 
t r ip ." 

The officer said: " I was told they were 
here t oday" ; and M i l e . M a l o replied: 
" Y o u had better have the house searched 
and satisfy yourself." 

H e laughed and said: " T h e idea had 
occurred to me." She laughed also, and 
sitting down at the piano struck a few 
chords. Capta in Chariot , who had his 
foot on the threshold, turned back— 
Simone had described the scene to her 
grandmother afterward. "Some of the 
brutes, i t seems, are musical ," the old lady 
explained; " a n d this was one of them. 
Whi le he was listening, some soldiers ap
peared i n the court carrying another who 
seemed to be wounded. I t turned out 
afterward that he'd been climbing a gar
den wal l after fruit, and cut himself on 
the broken glass at the top; but the blood 
was enough—they raised the usual dread
ful outcry about an ambush, and a lieu
tenant clattered into the room where 
M i l e . M a l o sat playing Stravinsky." The 
old lady paused for her effect, and I was 
conscious of giving her a l l she wanted. 

" W e l l ? " 
" W i l l y o u believe i t ? I t seems she 

looked at her watch-bracelet and said: 
' D o you gentlemen dress for dinner? / 
do—but we've st i l l time for a l i t t le Mous -

sorgsky'—or whatever wi ld names they 
call themselves—'if you ' l l 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 m y stupour, dear sir: 
the drawing-room is directly under this 
room, and in a moment I heard two voices 
coming up to me. W e l l , I won't conceal 
from you that his was the finest. B u t 
then I always adored a barytone." She 
folded her shrivelled hands among their 
laces. " A f t e r that, the Germans were 
tres bien—tres Men. 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 Capta in Char io t ." 

" Y e s , very lucky. It 's odd, though, 
his having a French name." 

" V e r y odd. I t probably accounts for 
his breeding," she answered placidly; 
and left me marvell ing at the happy re
moteness of old age. 

V I 

T H E next morning early Jean de Re
champ came to m y room. I was struck at 
once by the change in h i m : he had lost 
his first glow, and seemed nervous and 
hesitating. I knew what he had come 
for: to ask me to postpone our departure 
for another twenty-four hours. B y 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 chateau 
whom it would have been death to carry 
farther that day and criminal not to 
hurry to a base hospital the next morn
ing. " W e ' v e s imply got to stay t i l l to
morrow: you're in luck ," I said laughing. 

H e laughed back, but wi th a frown that 
made me feel I had been a brute to speak 
i n that way of a respite due to such a 
cause. 

" T h e men wi l l pu l l through, you know 
—trust M i l e . M a l o for tha t ! " I said. 

H i s frown did not lift. H e went to the 
window and drummed on the pane. 

" D o you see that breach i n the wal l , 
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down there behind the trees? It 's the 
only scratch the place has got. A n d 
think of Le rmon t ! It 's incredible—sim
ply incredible!" 

" B u t it 's l ike that everywhere, isn't i t ? 
Every th ing depends on the officer i n 
command." 

" Y e s : that's i t , I suppose. I haven't 
had time to get a consecutive account of 
what happened: they're a l l too excited. 
M i l e . M a l o is the only person who can tell 
me exactly how things went." H e swung 
about on me. " L o o k here, i t sounds ab
surd, what I ' m asking; but t ry to get me 
an hour alone wi th her, w i l l y o u ? " 

I stared at the request, and he went on, 
st i l l half-laughing: " Y o u see, they a l l 
hang on me; m y father and mother, 
Simone, the cure, the servants. The 
whole village is coming up presently: 
they want to stuff their eyes full of me. 
It 's natural enough, after l iv ing here al l 
these long months cut off from everything. 
B u t the result is I haven't said two words 
to her yet ." 

" W e l l , you shal l ," I declared; and wi th 
an easier smile he turned to hurry down to 
a mass of thanksgiving which the cure was 
to celebrate in the private chapel. " M y 
parents wanted i t , " he explained; " a n d 
after'that the whole village w i l l be upon 
us. B u t later " 

" L a t e r I ' l l effect a diversion; I swear I 
w i l l , " I assured him. 

B y daylight, decidedly, M i l e . M a l o was 
less handsome than in the evening. I t 
was my first thought as she came toward 
me, that afternoon, under the limes. Jean 
was st i l l indoors, wi th his people, receiv
ing the village; I rather wondered she 
hadn't stayed there wi th h im. Theoreti
cally, her place was at his side; but I 
knew she was a young woman who didn' t 
l ive 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 I noticed that her cheek-bones 
were too high. Her eyes, too, had lost 
their velvet depth: fine eyes st i l l , but not 
unfathomable. B u t the smile wi th which 
she greeted me was charming: i t ran over 
her tired face like a lamp-lighter kindl ing 
flames as he runs. 

" I was looking for y o u , " she said. 
" Shall we have a l i t t le talk ? The recep
tion is sure to last another hour: every 
one of the villagers is going to tell just 
what happened to h i m or her when the 
Germans came." 

" A n d you've run away from the cere
m o n y ? " 

" I ' m a trifle tired of hearing the same 
adventures retold," she said, s t i l l smiling. 

" B u t I thought there were no adven
tures—that that was the wonder of i t ? " 

She shrugged. " I t makes their stories 
a little dul l , 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. 

" O f course Jean's got to listen to i t a l l , 
poor boy; but / needn't," she explained. 

I didn ' t know exactly what to answer 
and we walked on a l i t t le way in silence; 
then she said: " I f you 'd carried h im off 
this morning he would have escaped all 
this fuss." After a pause she added slow
l y : " O n the whole, i t might have been as 
w e l l . " 

" T o carry h im of f?" 
" W e l l , yes." She stopped and looked 

at me. " I wish you would." 
" W o u l d ? — N o w ? " 
" Y e s , now: as soon as you can. He's 

really not strong yet—he's drawn and 
nervous." ("So are y o u , " I thought 
parenthetically.) " A n d the excitement 
is greater than you can perhaps imag
ine " 

I gave her back her look. " W h y , I 
think I can imagine. . . " 

She coloured up through her sallow skin 
and then laughed away her blush. " O h , 
I don't mean the excitement of seeing me! 
B u t his parents, his grandmother, the 
cure, a l l the old associations " 

I considered for a moment; then I 
said: " A s 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 int i 
macy, of complici ty almost, came over 
me. W h a t was i t the girl 's silence was 
crying out to me ? 

" If I take h im away now he won't have 
seen you at a l l , " I continued. 

She stood under the bare trees, keeping 
her eyes on me. " T h e n take h i m away 
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n o w ! " she retorted; and as she spoke I 
saw her face change, decompose into 
deadly apprehension and as quickly re
gain its usual calm. F r o m where she 
stood she faced the courtyard, and glanc
ing in the same direction I saw the 
throng of villagers coming out of the cha
teau. " T a k e h im away—take h im away 
at once!" she passionately commanded; 
and the next minute Jean de Rechamp de
tached himself from the group and began 
to l imp down the walk in our direction. 

W h a t was I to do? I can't exaggerate 
the sense of urgency M i l e . Ma lo ' s appeal 
gave me, or m y faith in her sincerity. N o 
one who had seen her meeting w i t h 
Rechamp the night before could have 
doubted her feeling for h i m : if she wanted 
h i m away i t was not because she did not 
delight i n his presence. E v e n now, as he 
approached, I saw her face veiled by a 
faint mist of emotion: i t was like watch
ing a fruit ripen under a midsummer sun. 
B u t she turned sharply from the house 
and began to walk on. 

" C a n ' t you give me a hint of your 
reason?" I suggested as I followed. 

" M y reason? I 've given i t ! " I sup
pose I looked incredulous, for she added 
i n a lower voice: " I don't want h im to 
hear—yet—about al l the horrors." 

" T h e horrors? I thought there had 
been none here." 

" A l l around us—"- H e r voice became 
a whisper. " O u r friends . . . our neigh
bours . . . every one. . . " 

" H e can hardly avoid hearing of that, 
can he? A n d besides, since you're al l 
safe and happy. . . L o o k here," I broke 
off, " he's coming after us. Don ' t we look 
as if we were running a w a y ? " 

She turned around, suddenly paler; and 
in a stride or two Rechamp was at our 
side. H e was pale too; and before I 
could find a pretext for slipping away he 
had begun to speak. B u t I saw at once 
that he didn ' t know or care if I was there. 

" W h a t was the name of the officer i n 
command who was quartered here?" he 
asked, looking straight at the gir l . 

She raised her eye-brows slightly. " D o 
you mean to say that after listening for 
three hours to every inhabitant of Re
champ you haven't found that o u t ? " 

" T h e y al l call h im something different. 
M y grandmother says he had a French 
name: she calls h im Char io t . " 

" Y o u r grandmother was never taught 
German: his name was the Oberst von 
Scharlach." She d id not remember m y 
presence either: the two were stil l looking 
straight in each other's eyes. 

Rechamp had grown white to the l ips: 
he was rigid wi th the effort to control 
himself. 

" W h y 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 i n m y direction. 
" I was just explaining to M r . Greer " 

" T o M r . Greer ? " H e looked at me too, 
half-angrily. 

" I know the stories that are about," she 
continued quietly; " a n d I was saying to 
your friend that, since we had been so 
happy as to be spared, i t seemed useless 
to dwell on what has happened else
where." 

" D a m n what happened elsewhere! I 
don't yet know what happened here." 

I put a hand on his arm. M i l e . M a l o 
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 Rechamp. 

" B u t there isn't any story for h im to 
hear !" she broke in . She pointed at the 
serene front of the chateau, looking out 
across its gardens to the unscarred fields. 
" W e r e safe; the place is untouched. 
W h y brood on other horrors—horrors we 
were powerless to help ? " 

Rechamp held his ground doggedly. 
" B u t the man's name is a curse and 
an abomination. Wherever he went he 
spread ru in . " 

" S o they say. M a y n ' t there be a mis
take? Legends grow up so quickly i n 
these dreadful times. Here—" she looked 
about her again at the peaceful scene— 
"here he behaved as you see. For 
heaven's sake be content wi th tha t ! " 

' ' Content ? " H e passed his hand across 
his forehead. " I ' m bl ind wi th joy . . . or 
should be, if only . . . " 

She looked at me entreatingly, almost 
desperately, and I took hold of Rechamp's 
arm wi th a warning pressure. " M y dear 
fellow, don't you see that M i l e . M a l o has 
been under a great strain ? La joie fail 
peur—that's the trouble wi th both of 
y o u ! " 

H e lowered his head. " Yes , I suppose 
it i s . " H e took her hand and kissed i t . 
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" I beg your pardon. Greer's r ight: we're 
both on edge." 

" Y e s : I ' l l leave you for a little while, if 
you and M r . Greer w i l l excuse me." She 
included us both in a quiet look that 
seemed to me extremely noble, and walked 
slowly away toward the chateau. Re
champ stood gazing after her for a mo
ment; then he dropped down on one of 
the benches at the edge of the path. H e 
covered his face wi th his hands. " Schar
lach—Scharlach ! " I heard h im repeat. 

We sat there side by side for ten min
utes or more without speaking. F ina l ly I 
said: " L o o k here, Rechamp—she's right 
and you're wrong. I shall be sorry I 
brought you here if you don't see i t before 
it 's too late." 

H i s face was stil l hidden; but presently 
he dropped his hands and answered me. 
" I do see. She's saved everything for 
me—my people and m y house, and the 
ground we're standing on. A n d I worship 
it because she walks on it!•" 

" A n d so do your people: the war's 
done that for you, anyhow," I reminded 
him. 

V I I 

T H E morning after we were off before 
dawn. Our time allowance was up, and 
i t was thought advisable, on account of 
our wounded, to slip across the exposed 
bit of road in the dark. 

M i l e . M a l o was downstairs when we 
started, pale in her white dress, but calm 
and active. W e had borrowed a farmer's 
cart i n which our two men could be la id 
on a mattress, and she had stocked our 
trap wi th food and remedies. Noth ing 
seemed to have been forgotten. Whi le I 
was settling the men I suppose Rechamp 
turned back into the hal l to b id her good
bye; anyhow, when she followed h im out 
a moment later he looked quieter and less 
strained. H e had taken leave of his par
ents and his sister upstairs, and Yvonne 
M a l o stood alone i n 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 snail's pace, for the 
roads were rough; and there was time for 
meditation. I knew well enough what m y 
companion was thinking about and m y 

own thoughts ran on the same lines. 
Though the story of the German occupa
tion of Rechamp had been retold to us a 
dozen times the main facts d id not vary. 
There were Little discrepancies of detail, 
and gaps i n the narrative here and there; 
but al l the household, from the astute an
cestress to the last bewildered pantry-boy, 
were at one i n saying that M i l e . Ma lo ' s 
coolness and courage had saved the cha
teau and the village. The officer i n com
mand had arrived full of threats and in 
solence: M i l e . M a l o had placated and 
disarmed h im, turned his suspicions to 
ridicule, entertained h im and his comrades 
at dinner, and contrived during that time 
—or rather while they were making music 
afterward (which they d id for half the 
night, i t seemed)—that Monsieur de Re
champ and A l a i n should slip out of the 
cellar i n which they had been hidden, gain 
the end of the gardens through an old hid
den passage, and get off i n the darkness. 
Meanwhile Simone had been safe upstairs 
wi th her mother and grandmother, and 
none of the officers lodged i n the chateau 
had—after a first hasty inspection—set 
foot i n any part of the house but the wing 
assigned to them. O n the third morning 
they had left, and Scharlach, before going, 
had put i n M i l e . M a l o ' s hands a letter 
requesting whatever officer should follow 
h im to show every consideration to the 
family of the Comte de Rechamp, and if 
possible—owing to the grave illness of the 
Countess—avoid taking up quarters i n 
the chateau: a request which had been 
scrupulously observed. 

Such were the amazing but undisputed 
facts over which Rechamp and I , i n our 
different ways, were now pondering. H e 
hardly spoke, and when he d id i t was only 
to make some casual reference to the road 
or to our wounded soldiers; but a l l the 
while I sat at his side I kept hearing the 
echo of the question he was inwardly 
asking himself, and hoping to G o d he 
wouldn' t put i t to me. . . 

I t was nearly noon when we finally 
reached the lines, and the men had to 
have a rest before we could start again; 
but a couple of hours later we landed them 
safely at the base hospital. F r o m there 
we had intended to go back to Par is ; but 
as we 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 m y beat, but the num
ber of wounded on both sides was excep
tionally heavy, and a l l the available am
bulances had already started. A n urgent 
call had come for more, and there was 
nothing for i t 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 i n . A t 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. B u t a few minutes 
later an orderly overtook us wi th a mes
sage from the surgeon. There was a Ger
man wi th an abdominal wound who was 
i n a bad way, but might be saved by an 
operation if he could be got back to the 
base before midnight. W o u l d we take h i m 
at once and then come back for others ? 

There is only one answer to such re
quests, and a few minutes later we were 
back at the hospital, and the wounded 
man was being carried out on a stretcher. 
I n the shaky lantern gleam I caught a 
glimpse of a l i v i d face and a torn uniform, 
and saw that he was an officer, and nearly 
done for. Rechamp had climbed to the 
box, and seemed not to be noticing what 
was going on at the back of the motor. I 
understood that he loathed the job, and 
wanted not to see the face of the man we 
were carrying; so when we had got h im 
settled I jumped into the ambulance be
side h im and called out to Rechamp that 
we were ready. A second later an in-
firmier ran up wi th a little packet and 
pushed it into m y hand. " H i s papers," 
he explained. I pocketed them and pulled 
the door shut, and we were off. 

The man lay motionless on H s back, 
conscious, but desperately weak. Once 
I turned m y pocket-lamp on him, and saw 
that he was young—about th i r ty—with 
damp dark hair and a thin face. H e had 
received a flesh-wound above the eyes, 
and his forehead was bandaged, but the 
rest of the face uncovered. A s the light 
fell on h i m he lifted his eyelids and looked 
at me: his look was inscrutable. 

F o r half an hour or so I sat there in the 
dark, the sense of that face pressing close 

on me. I t was a damnable face—meanly 
handsome, basely proud. In my one 
glimpse of i t I had seen that the man was 
suffering atrociously, but as we slid along 
through the night he made no sound. A t 
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 st i l l , lips and'l ids 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 st i l l in the deep mud. 
Rechamp muttered something about a 
leak in his tank. A s he bent over i t , the 
lantern flame struck up into his face, 
which was set and business-like. I t 
struck me vaguely that he showed no 
particular surprise. 

" W h a t ' s to be done?" I asked. 
" I think I can tinker i t up; but we've 

got to have more essence to go on w i t h . " 
I stared at h im in despair: i t was a good 

hour's walk back to the lines, and we 
weren't so sure of getting any gasolene 
when we got there! B u t there was no 
help for i t ; and as Rechamp 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 Rechamp wi th a word of explana
tion. " Y o u know how to give a hypo? 
Keep a close eye on h i m and pop this i n if 
you see a change—not otherwise." 

H e nodded. " D o you suppose he ' l l 
die? " he asked below his breath. 

" N o , I don't. If we get h im to the hos
pi tal before morning I think he ' l l pu l l 
through." 

" O h , al l r ight ." H e unhooked one of 
the motor lanterns and handed i t over to 
me. " I ' l l do m y best," he said as I turned 
away. 

Gett ing 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. I t seemed to me as 
if I had been gone twelve hours when I 
finally caught sight of the grey bulk of 
the car through the thinning darkness. 

Rechamp came forward to meet us, and 
took hold of m y arm as I was opening the 
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door of the car. " T h e man's dead," he 
said. 

I had lifted up m y pocket-lamp, and its 
light fell on his face, which was perfectly 
composed, and seemed less gaunt and 
drawn than at any time since we had 
started for Rechamp. 

" D e a d ? Why—how? Wha t hap
pened? D i d you give h im the hypoder
m i c ? " I stammered, taken aback. 

" N o time to. H e died in a minute." 
" H o w do you know he did? Were you 

wi th h i m ? " 
" O f course I was wi th h i m , " Rechamp 

retorted, wi th a sudden harshness that 
made me realize I had grown harsh my
self. B u t I had been almost sure the man 
wasn't anywhere near death when I left 
h im. I opened the door of the ambulance 
and climbed in wi th m y lantern. H e 
didn't appear to have moved, but he was 
dead sure enough—had been for two or 
three hours, by the feel of h im. I t must 
have happened not long after I left. . . 
We l l , I ' m not a doctor, anyhow. . . 

I don't know that Rechamp and I ex
changed a word on the rest of that run. 
B u t i t was m y fault and not his if we 
didn't . B y the mere rub of his sleeve 
against mine as we sat side by side on the 
motor I knew he was conscious of no bar 
between us: he had somehow got back, i n 
the night's interval, to a state of whole
some stolidity, while I , on the contrary, 
was tingling al l over wi th 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
pi ta l . Rechamp waited in the courtyard 
beside his car, l ighting 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 undressed. I had a burning 
spot at the pi t of m y stomach while his 
clothes were ripped off h im and the band
ages undone: I couldn't take m y eyes 
from the surgeon's face. B u t the surgeon, 
wi th a big batch of wounded on his hands, 
was probably thinking more of the l iv ing 
than the dead; and besides, we were near 
the front, and the body before h im was 
an enemy's. 

H e finished his examination and scrib

bled something in a note-book. " D e a t h 
must have taken place nearly five hours 
ago " he merely remarked: i t was the con
clusion I had already come to myself. 

" A n d how about the papers?" the sur
geon continued. " Y o u have them, I sup
pose? Th i s way, please." 

We left the half-stripped body on the 
blood-stained oil-cloth and he led me into 
an office where a functionary sat behind a 
littered desk. 

"Thepapers? Thank you. Y o u have
n' t examined them? L e t us see, then." 

I handed over the leather note-case I 
had thrust into m y pocket the evening be
fore, and saw for the first time its silver-
edged corners and the coronet i n one of 
them. The official took out the papers 
and spread them on the desk between 
us. I watched h im absently while he 
d id so. 

Suddenly he uttered an exclamation. 
"Ah—tha t ' s a h a u l ! " he said, and pushed 
a bit of paper toward me. O n i t was en
graved the name: Oberst Graf Benno von 
Scharlach. . . . 

" A good riddance," said the surgeon 
over m y shoulder. . . 

I went back to the courtyard and saw 
Rechamp sti l l smoking his cigarette in the 
cold sunlight. I don't suppose I ' d been in 
the hospital ten minutes; but I felt as old 
as Methuselah. 

M y friend greeted me wi th a smile. 
" R e a d y for breakfast?" he said good-
humouredly; and a l i t t le chi l l ran down 
m y spine. . . B u t I said: " O h , a l l right 
•—come along. . . " 

For , after a l l , I knew there wasn't a 
paper of any sort on that man when he 
was lifted into m y ambulance the night 
before: the French officials attend to their 
business too carefully for me not to have 
been sure of that. A n d there wasn't the 
least shred of evidence to prove that he 
hadn't died of his wounds during the 
unlucky delay i n the forest; or that Re
champ had known his tank was leaking 
when we started out from the lines. 

" I could do wi th a cafe cotnplet, could
n ' t y o u ? " Rechamp suggested, looking 
straight at me w i t h his good blue eyes; 
and arm i n arm we started off to hunt for 
the nearest h o t e l . . . 



M . L E C U R E ' S L U N C H - P A R T Y 

By Elizabeth Shepley Sergeant 
I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY T H O R N T O N O A K L E Y 

Peasants i n the ne ighborhood of A r i e s . 

L E C U R E ' S l u n c h - p a r t y was 
the c l imax of m y s tay in the 
convent at A r i e s . T h e very 

memory of it, rejoicing as the Provencal 
sun, brings the glow of the spontaneous 
human kindness of the M i d i into my heart. 
The day was one of those that have no ob
vious story to tell, and yet remain charged 
for al l time with a sense of high festivity. 

I remember that something in the very 
V O L . L V I I I . — 7 8 

tone of Mere Justinienne's voice warned 
me, when she first proposed our expedi
tion, that it would be worth the sacrifice 
of an antiquity or two. We were sitting 
in her little office, wi th its door open to 
the convent garden, sipping a delicious 
tisane, when she expressed the hope that 
I could spare time from my other excur
sions to drive wi th her to lunch with " an 
old friend of the Sisters," the cure of a 
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certain country parish in the neighbor
hood of Aries. 

" I t would be an act of char i ty!" 
echoed Sceur Colombe, who had brought 
the tisane and was hovering solicitously 
about us. " M . le cure cares so much for 
good society. A n d he is so much alone, 
poor man, in that quiet village since his 
mother's death—only an old bonne in the 
house!" 

" A bonne devoted, indeed," explained 
the Superior, " and trained by his moth
er to serve him well. He lives," she 
added with a blandly reminiscent air, 
" m o r e f o r m a l l y 
than most country 
priests. Y o u w i l l 
see. H e tells me 
that his good Marie 
has orders to put 
the compote-dishes 
on the table even 
when there is noth-
i n g to f i l l t h e m , 
that she may never 
forget how things 
are done i n the 
wor ld ." 

M . le c u r e re
sponded with the 
most amiable cor
d i a l i t y . A da te 
w a s f i x e d — a n d 
then another, and 
a n o t h e r . A t the 
last moment some
thing always hap
pened to upset our 
p l a n s . B u t the 
more it rained, the 
m o r e d u t i e s pa
rochial or conven
tual thwarted our 
hopes, the brighter 
grew the glamour. 
N o other village in 
the sun-browned 
plain about Aries 
could equal M . le 
cure's for flowery 
charm and verdant 
s h a d i n e s s . N o 
where else, as the 
S i s t e r s w h o h a d 
nursed in his parish 
cou ld v o u c h , d i d 

Aries. Rue des Arenes. 

coffee have the flavor which distinguished 
the steaming bowls so benevolently of
fered at the presbytere after early mass,— 
the k ind man, said the Mother , actually 
realized how the Sisters must feel after a 
long night's v ig i l and a long walk! A n d 
M . le cure, to cap the climax, had been 
born within sight of Mis t ra l ' s garden wall. 
I n a land where the blood of the trouba
dours still runs hot this privilege adds lus
tre even to the aureole of an ecclesiastic. 

I could hardly believe that legend was 
turning to truth when the sun rose cloud
less on my last morning. Prompt ly at 

ha l f past ten Jo
seph's carriage was 
r e p o r t e d at the 
door. Sceur C o 
lombe. shining with 
sympathy, tucked 
us in , arranged the 
M o t h e r ' s s h a w l , 
and pu t a p lump 
b l a c k b a g i n her 
lap. " R e d mullet 
—beaut ies !" she 
whispered . Mere 
Justinienne frown
ed a little at the 
indiscreet words. 
T h e f ac t was— 
w e l l , as t h i s was 
Fr iday , and as a 
c o u n t r y m a r k e t 
was sure to be poor 
in anything but the 
grosser varieties of 
fish, she was taking 
M . le cure some
t h i n g fin, some
t h i n g d e l i c a t e l y 
toothsome, w h i c h 
he would not feel 
humiliated to offer 
ladies. 

W h e n we h a d 
r a t t l e d down the 
s t e e p , c o b b l e d 
streets, past the an
cient theatre, into 
the Promenade des 
Lices, and turned 
s o u t h w a r d , t h e 
Mother settled her
self expectantly for 
an hour of bucolic 



Aries. The door of Saint Trophime. 

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, wi th a soft, 
smiling greenness more suggestive of Nor
mandy than of Provence. It is a haying 
region, and on our late A p r i l morning the 
fields that bordered the road were warm 
wi th sunlight; daisies 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. 

Mere Justinienne knew the history of 
every one: this was the "campagne" of 
which M i l e . 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 
t i l l at last houses began to edge the street, 
and an unpretending yellow stucco edifice 
wi th a tower came into sight—the church! 
We drew up beside i t , i n front of the pres-
bytere, which had a garden full of roses, 
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and a parrot on the window ledge; an.l 
out dashed M . le cure, rubbing his hands 
together and crying, i n expansive welcom
ing tones: " A h , ma sainte Superieure, ah, 
via sainte demoiselle, enfin vous voilal 
What a happiness, what a pleasure!" 

T o be greeted as a saint might have 
been rather disconcerting to a heretic, if 
M . le cure's smile had not reinforced the 
cry of his heart. H i s great red counte
nance shone. A l l the world was "saint
e d " for h im, I soon discovered; unction 
flowed from his lips, and everything about 
his person, from his full-blown cheeks 
to his swelling cassock, was smooth and 
rotund and generous. H e was made on 
such a large scale that he quite dwarfed 
the humble presbytere as he stood there 
among the yellow rose-bushes. I caught 
myself wondering how he would ever get 
through his own front door. B u t he 
ducked in after us, sti l l ejaculating, " A h , 
my sainted friends, what a pleasure!" 
and waved us into the study on the left. 

T o our dismayed surprise another 
black cassock loomed from a chair at the 
back of the room to salute us. " M y old 
friend, M . l'abbe , " explained our 
host affectionately, "who came all the 
way from Mai l lane to help me with my 
First Communion yesterday. We help 
one another out, as friends must, when
ever we can." Mere 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 sacred day. 

The stiff solemnity of M . l'abbe's bow 
was far from reassuring. T a l l , red-faced, 
and stoutly built like his friend—and like 
h im, no doubt, descended from the fine 
old yeoman stock of the plain of St. 
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 cure's exuber
ance. 

" Voyons un pen, voyons un pen," began 
our host, in a relaxed, rejoicing voice that 
shed balm on our disquieted reflections. 
" Voyons un peu," and he glided monu
mentally about the room, establishing us 
in the most comfortable chairs, and pro
ducing a decanter and glasses. " V e r y 
m i l d , " he urged, " a n d distilled by the 

hands of a sainted friend." How could 
Mere Justinienne politely refuse ? Things 
began to seem more cheerful. We settled 
down to conversation. The ceremony 

M . l ' abbe and M e r e Jus t in ienne . 

of yesterday was first in everybody's 
thoughts. Weren't the gentlemen very 
tired? 

" A little, a l i t t le ," deprecated M . le 
cure. " I talked all day. I give myself 
freely. I give all I can, it 's true." 

" I should say so, indeed," said the 
Mother ; "we all know your devotion." 
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" S o one must," put in M . l'abbe with 
sudden emphasis, in a peculiarly raucous 
tone which cut like the mistral, after the 
sunny warmth of M . le cure's—"so one 
must spend one's self if the truth is to 
penetrate." 

" Y e s , " went on M . le cure, his excel
lent face folding into serious lines, " a n d 
m y dear children responded; their eyes 
were like stars to me as I talked—the 
Sainte Vierge was helping me. The ladies 
of the pensionnat had decorated the 
church with infinite grace and taste, and 
there were five hundred people at vespers 
in that t iny 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
be, " y o u do not realize that i n the M i d i 
i t is not always easy to exact silence in 
church if there is a crowd. There are wom
en who, in their desire for seats, i n their 
eagerness to see, push, shout—in short, 
forget themselves. What tongues, mon 
Dieu, what tongues!" H i s own southern 
accent twanged sharper as he spoke. 

M . le cure settled with a chuckle into 
what he also would have called the coing 
of his easy chair. " T h e 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 
abbe, gradually unbending, turned out to 
be, after al l , an addition to the party. H e 
had tales to tell of the Camargue, where, 
because of his " in f i rmi ty , " he had long 
had a t iny parish. 

"Mes amis de Dieu," said M . le cure 
compassionately, " y o u must know that a 
great preacher was lost to the church by a 
bad larynx. For three years my poor 
friend couldn't speak above a whisper. 
H e had to give up his large town parish 
finally and take an inconsiderable one in 
that salt desert, where the flock was small 
enough for a hoarse voice to carry from 
the pulpit . Ate—more mosquitoes than 
parishioners there!" 

The abbe nodded grimly. Y e t though 
the mosquitoes were bad the hunting was 
fabulously good, he said—quail, par
tridge, snipe, duck, goose—every wild 
bi rd that ever haunted a marsh or a vine
yard, and with a flavor! H i s eloquence 
grew as he enumerated them, t i l l they 
fluttered out from the tamarisk hedges be
fore our very eyes; his face reddened as to 
the slap of sea-winds, and we saw marshes 
stretching wide under a wide sky, and 
striding off wi th powerful step toward a 
flat horizon a giant black figure, gun on 
shoulder, dog at heel. . . . 

M . le cure chimed in wi th Horat ian 
descriptions of game-dishes of which he 
had partaken at his friend's table. He 
had a sister, i t appeared, who knew arts 
in cookery such as no northerner could 
ever hope to r ival . 

M . l'abbe modestly agreed. " I have 
always had m y M a r y and m y Mar tha . 
Believe me, M m e . la Superieure,"—he was 
unbending, a little sententiously, in the 
Mother 's approving smile,—" I had never 
to give a thought either to m y house or 
m y church. One took charge of the first, 
the other of the second. In that I have 
been much blessed by the bon Dieu. When 
my liver protested and the doctor forbade 
a game diet, I gave up m y curacy—what 
use to hunt if you can't eat what you 
k i l l ?—and we went back to the house of 
our fathers in Mai l lane . I cultivate our 
farm lands and make myself the appren
tice of the furrow again. A n d there we 
are growing old together." 

" Is he not a lucky man, after al l , my 
fr iends?" M . le cure drew a sigh. " T w o 
admirable sisters to care for h im, 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. 
" E v e n the sainte fille to whom she con
fided me when she died, even m y good 
Mar ie , 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. Y o u ' l l be tolerant ? M y poor Bea
trice is ailing, too, and this, you know, is 
a fast-day. B u t we are simple, i n any 
case, simple by necessity, simple by pref
erence!" 

L u n c h had indeed the perfect simplic
i ty which comes, in France, of much 
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reasoned calculation. The cloth was 
threadbare, but the compotiers were lav
ishly filled, and the thoroughly Provencal 
meal was washed down with famous na

tive wines from the cellars of M . le cure's 
devoted friends. Even the ordinaire came 
from a slope that distilled an almost Bur -
gundian richness. We drank it wi th the 
hors-d'asnvre, salty olives from le Para-
dou, thin slices of tomato garnished wi th 

chopped parsley, red radishes from the 
garden of the presbytere. Our host kept 
a solicitous eye on the kitchen door, 
and, when appetites were just sufficiently 

M . le cure\ 

whetted, summoned the lobster, prepared 
with a sauce unknown a hundred miles 
from Marseilles. The spinach that fol
lowed was cunningly smoothed with the 
rich olive oil of the region; and wi th the 
red mullet came a salad for epicures. A 



726 M . le Cure's Lunch-Party 

bottle of fragrant old Ventoux kept us 
lingering here, but there were still piping 
hot pdtissons de Beaucaire, spicy little 
tarts, as mellow as the departed days of 
the great fair, and a custard which drew 
out a word of praise even from the dep
recatory cure. " N o t bad, ton flan," he 
called out to the old servant whom we 
could see bending an anxious, wrinkled 
face over the kitchen hearth. 

The crowning point of the feast was, 
however, reached with the dessert, when 
M . le cure rose himself to fetch his most 
precious treasure, a much-reputed Musca t 
from the region of Montpell ier . H e bore 
in the dusty bottle like a sacrificial offer
ing. "Front ignan of '62," he murmured 
reverently, as he tilted i t so 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. 

Conversation at lunchhad had a marked 
culinary bias. The lobster had reminded 
M . l'abbe of a dish known as homard a 
VAmericaine in the fish restaurants of 
Marseilles, and I had been challenged for 
lobster recipes at the point of the fork. 
B y the time coffee was served in the 
study, however, the talk took a more 
aesthetic turn. We strolled up and down, 
examining M . le cure's objets d'art. Be
sides the usual religious prints and mot
toes which hung above the meagre book
shelves, there was the chateau of Chi l lon , 
painted by a friend. T o think that I had 
seen the original—what travellers these 
Americans were! Those oddly shaped and 
elegant vases were, underneath the gild
ing, egg-shells! the highly esteemed fab
rication of a widowed parishioner. B u t 
what most took m y eye was an i l l umi 
nated square, rather l ike a coat of arms, 
framed in gold and standing on an easel 
in the corner. 

" T h a t , mademoiselle, is M . le cure's 
epitaph, so to speak," said the Mother . 
" Y o u ' l l explain i t , wi l l you not, to ma
demoiselle ? " 

M . le cure joined me before the easel. 
H i s "voyons un peu" was rapturously 
concurrent. " Y o u know," he said, " that 
every Provencal farmer's daughter raises 
silkworms? Mire i l le herself, you ' l l re
member, was picking the leaves of the 
mulberry-tree when she first fell i n love 

with Vincent ; every mas has its mul
berry-trees. Wel l , then, on the shield in 
the middle of the picture you w i l l observe 
a si lkworm on a branch of mulberry; 
above the worm, the cocoon; above that 
a butterfly, unfolding under the rays of 
the sun. Below you ' l l read on a scroll 
these words " ^ a n d he translated from 
the Provencal: " 'Grace of God, by thy 
ray, the si lkworm becomes a butterfly.' 
M y name, my good young lady—this is 
the fine point—means silkworm in Pro
vencal. So this motto, happily found for 
me by my great fellow townsman himself 
—see, the artist has put it in the corner, 
' M i s t r a l ' ! and artist ically worked out 
by the same friend who painted the cha
teau of Chillon—has a symbolic meaning, 
and later w i l l be carved on m y tomb." 

The cure 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, 
too, talked of a little brook beside a green 
lane, and an old park full of roses. The 
lane turns in between the presbytere and 
the church and passes the white-walled 
graveyard on its way to the haying fields 
beyond. A t the cemetery gate our pro
cession paused; the abbes 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 al l over them; the two 
soutanes, black as they were, did not 
make a false note in the sweet spring 
landscape. M . le cure moved lightly 
along at the Mother ' s side; there was al
most a skip in his tread. N o w turning 
his huge, benevolent countenance about 
to call m y 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 N a 
ture's bounty as if i t were his own. The 
abbe 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. 
H i s spirit d id not soar on joyous wings 
like his friend's, for he was no natural 
optimist; victory for h i m must have been 
won out of battle wi th the hosts of doubt 
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and pain. B u t l i t t le by li t t le, as- we 
walked through the fragrant fields and 
past the white hawthorn hedges, the hard 
outer crust melted, and I was allowed to 
see the light of kindness and rectitude 
that burned deep below the surface. 

M . le cure came to a halt at last at a 
gate in a high wal l . H e pointed out, in 
the distance, the new Communal school, 
spreading a resplendent facade along the 
village street. "There , m y sainted young 
lady, is modern progress for y o u . " H i s 
sigh was almost melancholy. " I t repre
sents an incredible number of thousands 
of francs, and the children don't know 
how to read and wri te ." 

M . l'abbe, stern again, and wi th almost 
the only approach to ecclesiasticism we 
had during the day, said that the high 
percentage of il l i teracy in France—proved 
by recent statistics—might be called 
God's punishment of the faithless. " Mais 
on reviendra, on reviendra—they'll come 
back to the fo ld ," he added wi th convic
tion. 

The big park which we entered, when 
M . le cure had unlocked the gate, was 
not for the two priests a much more en
couraging sign of the times. M . le cure 
still had his freedom of the place, but i n 
the old days, when the great family l ived 
in the house, he would have had his seat 
at the noble board—his convert—twice a 
week, as regularly as the months sped by. 
Now the chatelaine was dead, the heir 
l ived 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; bri l l iant or 
sullen red ones climbing through the 
shrubs, twining in the very tree-tops. 

The nightingales were whistling from 
secret places—it seemed an invitat ion to 
enjoy the bloom, and Mere Justinienne 
looked about her in ecstasy. M a y not a 
nun indulge a weakness for flowers, since 
she lays them all at the Virgin ' s feet? 
The abbes, on a simultaneous impulse, 
got out their jack-knives and began to vie 
wi th each other in despoiling the bushes. 
M . le cure flew from one bed to another, 
and piled the Mother ' s arms high. E v e n 
the full-blown roses seemed to h im worth 
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picking. " T h e y ' l l be gone to-morrow, 
but enjoy them to-night," he exclaimed. 
The abbe was more deliberate in his 
movements, searched conscientiously for 
buds, and reached up always toward the 
branches that grew high above his long 
reach. " T h e 'bird 's branch,' " said he, 
quoting from Mireio : 

Y e t on that ravaged tree thou savest oft 
Some little branch inviolate aloft, 
Tender and airy up against the blue 
Which the rude spoiler cannot win unto: 
Only the birds shall come and banquet there... .* 

Anecdotes of the divine fellow towns
man beguiled our walk back to the pres-
bytere. A n occasional white-veiled little 
gir l or boy with white-beribboned arm 
gave a vaguely festival air to the village 
street; a breath of yesterday's incense stil l 
hung in the air. M . le cure's affectionate 
encounters wi th the aunts and uncles and 
grandmothers who had come in from the 
country to celebrate the fetes de famille 
which attend a Fi rs t 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 young peasant, just driving off i n a 
two-wheeled cart wi th 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
l o w " — M . le cure fondly introduced h im 
— " a n d now see where he's got to—and 
never a moment's anxiety has he given 
me." A promise was made to visi t the 
old mother next day. " I always visi t 
the sick and the old, mademoiselle, as 
M m e . la Superieure wi l l tell you. M y 
parishioners have the habit of sending for 
me if they have so much as a cold. I t 
gives us al l 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 by the 
hands of another sainte dame, had to be 
tasted before we wrere allowed to climb 
into Joseph's carriage wi th our roses. 
E v e n then the abbes continued to tower 

* Translated by Harriet Waters Preston. 
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monumentally beside us. Thei r ruddy 
faces, all turned toward kindness and 
good cheer, showed a gratifying reluc
tance to let us go. 

" Y o u won't forget, via sainte demoi
selle," urged M . le curg, folding his plump 
hands on his well-cushioned chest— " y o u 
won't forget to include in your next 
Provencal journey a lunch wi th the poor 
little country cu re?" 

" A n d one at Mai l lane wi th the old 
abbe and his old sisters ? " asked M . l'abbe 

after his stiffer manner. " T h e Provencal 
sun wi l l draw you back, w i l l y - n i l l y , " he 
added, his grim smile softening as he laid 
a hand on the cure's shoulder: 

Grand souleu de la ProuvenQO, 
Gai coumpaire dou mistrau . . . 

Under cover of this last appropriate 
quotation from M i s t r a l Joseph gave his 
horses a discreet flick. B u t , as we rolled 
away, M . le cure's jocund voice followed 
us: "Grea t sun of Provence. . . . " 

T H E J A D E 
By Abbie Carter Goodloe 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y T . K . H A N N A 

IT was just like her to do it 
and it was doubtless fate 
that willed that young M r . 
Stephen Instone (arrived 
o n l y t h a t m o r n i n g i n 
Louisvi l le from N e w Y o r k 

by way of Pit tsburgh and the Ohio R ive r 
packet Rio Vista, Captain Barstow) 
should see her do i t . H i s subjection, 
which might otherwise have taken her a l l 
of a week to complete, was thus satis
factorily accomplished at first sight and 
i n a couple of exciting moments. 

" Perhaps Angelica wi l l settle down now 
and give some of the others a chance," 
said Drus i l la Imrie reflectively to her hus
band when she heard of Stephen's in
fatuation. 

" I don't believe she'll settle down even 
in her grave. One thing's sure—there 
won't be any graveyards yawning while 
Angelica's around !" chuckled Lex Imrie, 
mighti ly pleased wi th his own wit. 

Drus i l la smiled dutifully. " W e l l , if she 
and Stephen do get married I hope they 
won't ever have the occasion to blame me. 
It 's a great responsibility." 

"Wha t ' s the matter wi th you, D r u e ? " 
scoffed her husband. " I f you hadn't 
introduced them some one else would. 
Stephen would have introduced himself if 
he'd had to wait another minute ! H e was 
done for from the moment he saw her ride 
that bay mare up the Gal t House steps! 

B y Jupiter, i t was a great sight, Drue! 
Those old dandies loafing in the lobby got 
a sensation—their eyes fair ly popped! I 
thought old M o r t o n would have an apo
plectic fit!" 

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 wilful ly inclined, 
but more rigorously restrained. As a 
matter of fact and not of speculation, 
therefore, i t was nothing short of scanda
lous for M i s s Angel ica l 'Hommedieu to 
ride her bay mare up the stone steps of 
the elegant new Gai t 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 t r iumphant ly to ride her 
down the steps again, into the main street 
filled wi th gaping, delighted onlookers. 

B u t Louisvi l le , i n the early forties, had 
to put up wi th the daring escapades of 
M i s s Angelica l 'Hommedieu just as we 
to-day have to put up with—say Miss 
Sy lv ia Pankhurst or L a d y Constance 
Richardson. Angelica was as revolution
ary as the one and as entrancing as the 
other. A t nineteen she was tal l and slen
der, of an exuberant v ivac i ty , w i t h flash
ing dark eyes and black hair that betrayed 
her French ancestry as p la in ly as her 
name. A t an epoch i n the history of 
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Louisvi l le when simplici ty 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, Angel ica 
audaciously darkened her already dark 
lashes and eyebrows, reddened her al
ready pink lips and cheeks, and rubbed 
in alluring shadows under her bri l l iant 
eyes. I t was paint ing the l i l y , 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 st i l l 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 young females 
of her acquaintance—quickly got herself 
to be the most talked-of young woman i n 
Louisville. She was the one topic upon 
which the two r iva l editors, M r . Shadrach 
Penn and M r . George D . Prentice, found 
themselves in harmony, and i t was 
thought that the affecting verses of the 
celebrated poetess, " A m e l i a , " beginning 

"She was a witching creature, o'er whose head 
Scarce eighteen summers on bright wings had 

flown," 

referred to her. She was so handsome and 
alluring that when she swept i n and out of 
the shops on M a r k e t Street the infatuated 
clerks hung over their counters i n their 
efforts to please her, the while condemn
ing elderly, unattractive females to wait 
in impatient desuetude. When she and 
her dearest friend, M r s . L e x Imrie—she 
that was Drus i l l a Gwathmey—bil lowed 
up and down M a i n Street, the whole town 
turned out to watch the two young beau
ties, tobacco-buyers suspended operations 
on the "brakes ," and dignified scholars, 
l ike M r . M a n n Butler , stopped and lifted 
their beavers wi th an ingratiating flourish. 

Of course i t was easy enough to get one
self talked about in a small place like 
Louisvi l le i n the forties, but Angelica had 
the sort of personality that would have 
made her talked about anywhere—in L o n 
don or Petersburg or the Solomon Islands 
or Ter ra del Fuego. Hers was the charm 
that made people stop looking at and 
th inking about other people and look at 

and think about her. A n d with al l her en
trancing beauty and high spirits and 
foolishnesses and vanities, she had the 
supreme attraction of a golden heart. If 
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 golden heart to be count
ed on. 

I t goes without saying that she was 
criticised. A n original, daring, unwise, 
provocative young beauty may always 
safely count on criticism. N o t from the 
men, however ! B u t the old ladies, espe
cial ly 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 a man to be decently polite 
to them 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 furnishing de
lightfully shocking bits of gossip for them 
to mouth. B u t nothing she had ever done 
occasioned more acrimonious comment 
than her horseback ride up the hotel steps. 
There were a l l sorts of rumors afloat about 
that outrageous performance. Some said 
she had been dared to do it by Lex Imrie, 
her dearest friend's husband, and that 
Drus i l l a Imrie had stood in the middle of 
M a i n Street and wept tears of mortifica
t ion to see Angelica take her husband's 
banter i n earnest and disgrace herself. 
Some said—but why repeat ill-natured 
rumors ? Only a few stood up for Angel
ica, and the most they could say for her 
was that she was motherless and that i t 
was the fault of her French education. 

Angelica's grandfather, old Michae l 
l 'Hommedieu (they pronounced i t " L u m -
mydue ' ' i n l i t t le old Louisville!), came over 
from France wi th his friends the Taras-
cons and Lacassaignes, settled at Louis
vil le, and made the beginnings of a for
tune in hemp. When " old L u m m y d u e " 
died he left his money to his son, young 
Michae l , who enlarged the business and 
realized handsomely on it . H i s famous 
rope walks were out on the Preston Street 
road. H e did for hemp what M r . Darius 
Gwathmey did for tobacco—made i t such 
a colossal industry that in later years 
Louisvi l le became the largest market for 
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i t i n the world. H e could therefore well 
afford his handsome house of stone 
tr immed with elegant wrought-iron work, 
brought al l the way from Pit tsburgh in 
flatboats. I t was one of the show places 
of the town in those days. The inte
rior was finished in old Santo Domingo 
mahogany—the k ind that is priceless now 
•—and there was a tessellated marble floor 
i n the front hall , and a pedestal support
ing a bust of Seneca, and silver knobs on 
the drawing-room doors. 

M r . l 'Hommedieu 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 a l 
ready occasioned h im a good deal of anx
iety, toned down and polished up. She 
was despatched by the passenger packet 
The Countess of Donegal, Capta in P y m , 
to her relatives in Marseilles, the Gon-
tauts, and she stayed wi th them two years. 
She came home a charming creature, 
speaking the excellent French of the M i d i , 
wi th some extraordinary ideas on the sub
ject of personal adornment, and a half-
dozen boxes filled wi th Paris finery. Her 
manners, M r . l 'Hommedieu noted wi th 
regret, had remained unchanged. She was 
the same high-spirited, flamboyant young 
enchantress that she had been at sixteen. 

She had all the beaux at her feet i n 
less time than it takes to tell. B u t i t 
was not unt i l the young N e w Yorker , M r . 
Stephen Instone, arrived and instantly 
and completely fell a v i c t im to her "en
dearing young charms' ' (she could sing 
that and other of T o m Moore 's songs for 
you in a voice like a lark's!) that she 
found her match. 

"I t ' s an ideal arrangement. They're 
exactly suited to each other," declared 
Lex Imrie to Drus i l la when he heard of the 
engagement. They were in the l ibrary, 
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 beau
tiful young female, amusing and high-
spirited. Besides she'll have money—not 
unt i l old Lummydue 's dead, though. He 's 
tighter'n a drum. I often wonder how 
Angelica comes to be so generous and 
free-handed. M u s t have been her mother. 
Instone w i l l be rich, too. H i s father's got 
a big Mediterranean and China trade, 

Drue. H e wants to ship tobacco now. If 
he does there's no telling how much money 
the old fellow '11 make. Stephen's here to 
learn the tobacco trade—he'd pick i t up 
fast, too, if he could put his mind on any
thing but Angel ica . " L e x looked out 
of his father-in-law's l ibrary window. 
"There they go, n o w ! " 

Drus i l l a came quickly to her husband's 
side. Angelica, looking more lovely even 
than usual, was tr ipping down the broad 
stone steps that curled elegantly away on 
either side of the front door of her father's 
house, followed by M r . Stephen Instone. 
She looked across the street and waved a 
white hand to her two friends. Then she 
and Stephen went on down Walnu t Street 
and turned the corner into Four th . 

" T h e y are going to walk i n Broadway, 
I expect," said Drus i l la . Broadway was 
the elegant new residence street. 

" Y e s , and Instone ought to be at the 
warehouse this minute instead of gal
l ivant ing around wi th Angelica. B y the 
way, he says you two are coming down to 
the store to-morrow morning." Lex 
grinned. 

A visi t to the big tobacco warehouse 
was a favorite excursion wi th the two 
dashing young beauties. I t allowed them 
to navigate up Four th Street and down 
M a i n under full sail, as i t were, and wi th 
immense success. Thei r arr ival at Imrie 
& Dumesnoy's warehouse was the sig
nal for an ovation. Clerks sl id off their 
high stools and stood at respectful and 
delighted attention. L e x and Instone 
would hurry forward from the d im, cool 
recesses of the vast place to convoy the 
ladies safely over the rough flooring, worn 
into deep ruts by the roll ing 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. 

Those huge warehouses along M a i n 
Street were unexcelled even in N e w Y o r k . 
They stretched to a magnificent depth of 
two hundred feet or more by fifty or sixty 
wide. O n a hot, sunshiny day i t was like 
going into a pleasant, drafty cavern to 
turn off the scorching, b l inding 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 N e w Orleans sugar, 
and hemp and spices and Java coffee—was 
perpetually wafted to one's delighted 
olfactories. 

I t 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. L e x and Drus i l l a had 
considerately immured themselves i n the 
counting-room at first, and later had gone 
next door, to M r . Meadd ' s big grocery 
warehouse, to taste of a new importat ion 
of muscavado sugar and figs in frails. 
Stephen and Angelica had found a dusky 
recess where they could talk comfortably 
and uninterruptedly. I t had required al l 
Stephen's self-control not to propose to 
Angelica wi th in twenty-four hours of his 
introduction to her. When he found h im
self in a dim corner of the vast warehouse, 
seated beside her on a hogshead of tobacco 
and shielded from observation by number
less other hogsheads, piled high, the temp
tation became irresistible. 

"Ange l i ca , " he said masterfully, a l
though his voice trembled a l i t t le, " I 
love you. Y o u ' v e got to marry me. I 
haven't a home to take you to. I haven't 
any money of m y own—yet. B u t m y 
father is a r ich man and I ' m his only son. 
Besides, I ' l l soon be making money my
self. I n the meantime I ' m going to take 
you to m y father's house, and I know that 
he and m y sisters—my mother is dead, as 
you know—wil l be proud and glad to have 
you wi th them." A sudden misgiving 
seized him, but he shook it off and leaning 
forward took her two white hands i n his. 
" I f I give you the deepest devotion, if I 
t ry in every way that a man can t ry to 
cherish and protect you, don't you think 
you could begin and learn to love me a 
lit t le, A n g e l i c a ? " 

Slowly Angelica withdrew her hands 
from his clasp and shook her charming 
head. 

" I — I couldn't do what you ask," she 
said i n a low voice. " I—didn't know that 
you—cared!" She smiled a sudden, pro
voking smile at Stephen. 

" D i d n ' t know that I ca red!" Stephen 
turned white. " D i d n ' t know that I 
cared! It 's been pla in enough to every 
one else that you've made a fool of me! 
W h a t other folly can I commit to con

vince you that I care ? " H e laughed bit
terly. 

Angelica looked down at her little 
square-toed slippers of black panel de sole 
that she had brought wi th her from 
France. 

" Y o u never said anything before. 
H o w could I guess?" she retorted, tossing 
her ringleted head. 

" D o you pretend that you didn' t know 
that I loved you, Ange l i ca?" demanded 
the young man hotly. " A r e you just the 
common flirt, ready to ensnare any man 
that comes near you? Y o u know well 
enough that I 've worshipped you ever 
since I set eyes on you, and now—now you 
t ry to make me believe you've known 
nothing, felt nothing ! Are all women de
ceivers?" 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 
his arm. She was a l i t t le pale i n spite of 
the dash of rouge on her round young 
cheek, and the dazzling smile wi th which 
she regarded the irate young gentleman 
before her was a trifle tremulous. 

" I f — i f you are quite through scolding 
me, Stephen, I would like to say—that is, 
I mean—you—you d id not understand ! 
H o w can I love you ' a l i t t l e ' when I care 
so much ? A n d why should you be angry 
wi th me for saying that I cannot ' begin to 
learn to love y o u ' when I 've known for 
•—for so l o n g ! " H e r charming audacity 
suddenly broke down and she covered her 
face w i t h her hands. 

For an instant Stephen gazed at her in 
bewilderment. 

" Good God, Angelica ! Wha t a fright 
you gave m e ! " he whispered, and folded 
her i n his arms. 

A t the end of ten ecstatic days Stephen 
came out of his dream long enough to 
realize that he ought to write to his 
father about Angelica. I t was harder to 
do than he had thought. H e told his 
father of his first enchanting vision of 
Angelica and of her beauty and gayety 
and daring ways. I n his infatuation it d id 
not seem possible to h im that his father 
could be uninterested in such details. 
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"She is the most captivating, lovely 
creature imaginable and different from 
any one you ever saw, sir—as different as 
possible from m y sisters." H i s pen fal
tered. Angelica certainly was as dif
ferent as possible from his sisters. H e 
suddenly found himself wishing not that 
Angelica resembled them more, but that 
they were more like Angelica. After an 
uncomfortable pause he wrote bravely on : 
" W e are hoping to get married soon. I 
am sure, sir, that you wi l l not withhold 
your sanction and aid when you know 
how deeply my happiness is involved." 

The morning after mail ing this ingra
tiating document he received a letter from 
his father dated two weeks previously. I t 
was short and to the point. M r . Instone 
was much worried. H i s supercargo for the 
Huntress, i n the Canton trade, had died 
suddenly, and Stephen was to return to 
New Y o r k immediately to take his place 
and sail wi th the vessel for Wbampoa. 
The tobacco project would have to wait. 
H e read the letter to Angelica and they 
looked at each other in dismay. 

"Stephen—what shall we d o ? " de
manded Angelica. 

"There 's only one thing to do, dear 
gir l , and that is to marry me at once—to
d a y ! " said Stephen firmly. " I shall go 
immediately to your father's office and 
speak to h im about the matter. I shall 
also stop at Christ Church on m y way and 
ask Doctor Cra ik if he w i l l marry us at—• 
shall we say at five this afternoon, A n 
gel ica?" 

" B u t , " protested Angelica, wi th flaming 
cheeks, " i t ' s—it ' s impossible, Stephen!" 

"Impossible? Nonsense! The only 
thing that's impossible is m y leaving you 
here, Angel ica ," declared Stephen master
fully. " I shall stop at the coffee-house 
and secure two places for us on the M a y s -
ville coach for to-morrow morning," and 
putt ing on his silk beaver Stephen walked 
quickly down the street to M r . l 'Homme-
dieu's bank. 

Tha t 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 i n such a high-handed fash

ion. H e 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. A s for expecting him to 
supplement that amount at a time of so 
great business depression, i t was out of 
the question 

" P a r d o n me," interrupted Stephen, 
rising, " I do not expect i t nor do I desire 
it , s i r ! I shall take Angelica to my 
father's house. She w i l l be well provided 
for." A t the door he hesitated. " W e 
shall be married this afternoon. I have 
taken two places on the Maysv i l l e coach 
for to-morrow. Bar r ing accidents, we 
shall be in N e w Y o r k in ten or eleven 
days. I have the honor to b id you good 
morning, s i r ! " 

I I 

" D A M N i t ! The boy's made a fool of 
h imself !" M r . Gamaliel Instone looked 
up from the letter he held i n one hand, 
and hastily set the coffee-cup he held in 
the other in the saucer wi th a bang. 
" A n d a fool of me, t o o ! " he added 
bitterly. 

The Misses M a r i a and Dorcas Instone 
looked up, startled. Thei r father rarely 
allowed himself the luxury of swearing. 
H i s N e w England conscience forbade this 
much-prized masculine outlet to his emo
tions. H e had come to N e w Y o r k from 
Salem, that godly but slow place, some 
forty years before, but he had remained 
in principle and practise as good a Salem-
ite as the day he had left [his native 
town. H e had made money hand over 
fist, had risen quickly from office boy in 
the famous commercial house of Aymer 
& Co. to clerk, and then to supercargo. 
I n a few years he was owning ships and 
sending out cargoes to Ch ina and the 
West Indies i n his own bottoms. B u t 
wi th al l his money he never caught the 
N e w Y o r k fever for ostentation and lux
ury. H i s house in St. John's Park , next 
door to M r . El ias Willet ts 's handsome 
mansion, was characterized by a sober, 
chi l ly prosperity that seemed to shrink 
from contact wi th the surrounding cos
mopoli tan elegance. 
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The Misses Instone fitted admirably 
into this transported N e w 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. T h e y delighted in 
churchly works, and dressed wi th the 
utmost simplici ty and ugliness. T h e y 
spent much time in the drawing-room be
fore wooden frames doing crewel-work. 
I t 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. 

" Y o u r brother Stephen is marr ied," 
said M r . Instone bi t ing his words off. 
" H e has married"—he referred frown-
ingly to the letter i n his hand—"a young, 
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 l ' H o m 
medieu ! I t sounds positively popish ! I 
dare say she crosses herself i n meeting. 
She may walk a tight rope or dance a 
ballet for al l I know ! They w i l l be here 
to-morrow evening"—he referred again to 
the letter i n his hand. " I sha'n't turn 
them out, but damme, bride or no bride, 
Stephen'11 have to sail on the Huntress 
next week!" 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. 

" W h a t wi l l become of Rebecca?" 
demanded M a r i a breathlessly. Dorcas 
shook her smooth head. 

Rebecca Sawyer was Stephen's second 
cousin and l ived in Salem. She was as 
plain, as churchly, as uninterestingly 
dressed as M a r i a or Dorcas. I t had been 
the openly expressed intention of M r . 
Gamaliel Instone to marry his son to 
Rebecca Sawyer, who would make Ste
phen a good and faithful wife. Stephen 
had never so much as thought once of Re
becca after he saw Angelica. 

They arrived late the next afternoon. 
Angelica looked radiant i n a redingote of 
dark-blue silk, and a rice-straw bonnet 
wi th a blond lace vei l gathered in a 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 Louisvi l le 
to N e w Y o r k 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. Al though 
it was a warm Ju ly day, she felt physic
al ly chilled by her surroundings. She 
tried bravely to dispel the gloom. A t din
ner she was so bewitching and gay that 
Stephen fell more desperately in love wi th 
her than ever. H e 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, A n 
gelica burst into tears. I t was the first 
time Stephen had seen her cry. 

" H o w shall I be able to bear i t , Ste
phen, when you are gone?" she demand
ed stormily. 

" D o n ' t cry, A n g e l i c a ! " pleaded Ste
phen, aghast at her tears. " M a k e them 
love you for m y sake. They won't be able 
to resist you, dear g i r l ! I never saw you 
more charming than this evening." 

B u t Angelica only shook her head and 
pressed her handkerchief to her tear-
stained eyes. She passed a bad night, and 
was so pale the next morning that she 
brushed her cheeks wi th a little rouge. I t 
made her look charming, but Stephen had 
misgivings as he followed her to the break
fast-room. 

She was her gay self during the trying 
meal, but her gayety met wi th a chilling 
silence, and her blooming cheeks wi th dis
approving glances from the Misses In
stone. Whi le at morning prayers A n 
gelica caught sight of a silhouette of 
Stephen's roached baby head, and forget
ful of what was going forward laughed 
out loud. M r . Instone looked up stonily 
from the book of Job, and immediately at 
the conclusion of prayers left the room. 
Angelica felt disgraced. She felt disgraced 
nearly all the time, and each night before 
Stephen sailed she had a good cry. H e re
assured her to the best of his abil i ty. 

"Remember i t wi l l be only for a year, 
dear g i r l ! T r y and stand i t for m y sake." 
A n d Angelica would promise. 

" B u t I ' m not sure—I dont see how I 
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can bear i t , Stephen," she would add 
doubtfully. 

Three weeks after Stephen had sailed 
she ceased to see entirely. Her life had 
become unendurable. Her l ively wit was 
discouraged, her clothes and manners 
criticised, her very laughter seemed to 
disturb the austere quiet of the house. 
If the expression had been coined, the 
Misses Instone would have said that 
Angelica " g o t on their nerves." E v e n 
her singing was disapproved of. 

" I t sounds so—so operatic, Angel ica ," 
faltered M a r i a Instone in a shamed un
dertone. Angelica tossed her curls and 
laughed, but she felt the cut. For conso
lation she went next door to see Penelope 
Willet ts . The Misses Instone d id not 
care for Penelope—she was too worldly, 
too fashionable for them, but Angelica 
and she had become great friends. A n 
gelica l iked Penelope and T o n y Willet ts , 
Pen's brother, and old M r . Hann iba l Ged-
ney, their guardian. A s for M r . Gedney, 
he thought Angelica next to Pen Wil le t ts 
—his godchild—the most charming young 
creature in the world. 

Angel ica gave them a br i l l iant ly amus
ing version of her difficulties, and T o n y 
Wil le t t s was so deeply impressed wi th the 
cruelty of her position and the necessity 
for cheering her up, that he put on his hat 
and walked home wi th her. She invi ted 
h i m into the austere drawing-room—so 
rarely invaded by young gentlemen—and 
they laughed and talked wi th such gayety 
and utter forgetfulness of time that T o n y 
was astounded to see M r . Gamaliel In-
stone's disturbed countenance at the door 
and to discover that i t was past six o'clock 
and time for dinner. H i s apologies were 
received wi th undisguised disfavor by M r . 
Instone and the Misses Instone, who had 
fluttered silently into the room in their 
father's wake. 

" I s i t the custom i n Louisvi l le , for 
young, married females to receive gen
tlemen in their husbands' absence?" de
manded M r . Instone coldly when the door 
had closed upon Tony . 

Angelica threw up her handsome head, 
and fixed M r . Gamaliel Instone's hard-
lipped, puritanical countenance wi th blaz
ing eyes. 

" I w i l l tell you what is not the custom 
in Louisvi l le—and that is for a gentleman 
to speak to his son's wife as you do !" 

" Zounds, g i r l ! do you dare t ry to teach 
me manners?" M r . Gamal ie l Instone's 
face grew purple wi th passion and he 
shook an impotent, clinched fist i n air. 
" Confound i t ! I wish you were not 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 young men ! H a r k ye— 
jade !" 

" I shall not!'' said Angelica rising, very 
ta l l and beautiful, her cheeks aflame. 
" T h e ' jade ' w i l l not remain—not even 
for Stephen's sake—another minute un
der your roof !" A n d 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. 

M r . Instone seated himself by the cen
tre-table, and leaned his head on a shak
ing hand. H e looked at his daughters. 

" T h e Sultana has gone down with 
captain and cargo — foundered off the 
Azores," he said heavily. 

I t was the first of a long series of ca
lamities that pursued h i m for five years. 

I l l 

P E N E L O P E W I L L E T T S received Angelica 
wi th open arms. She wanted her to stay 
indefinitely, but Angelica's pride forbade. 
The next morning she sent for her clothing 
and in company wi th M r . Hann iba l Ged
ney, to whom she had appealed for advice, 
set out to find a place in which to live un
t i l Stephen should get back to her. She 
had declined to return either to her hus
band's family or to Louisvi l le , i n reply to 
M r . Gedney's suggestion to that effect, 

" N o , I can't go back to m y father, and 
I won't go back to that o ld wretch, M r . 
Gamaliel Instone! I honestly tried to 
stand it for Stephen's sake, but I won't be 
called a ' jade ' by any man for any m a n ! 
I ' m going to find a l i t t le place near the 
water and wait for Stephen. I t 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 m y 
mother's. Perhaps I can make some 
money—who k n o w s ? " 

They settled on a l i t t le house in South 
Street b y Peck Sl ip , where Angelica 
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could watch the shipping and dream of 
Stephen. She took to walking along the 
wharfs and looking into the big com
mission houses where the wealth of the 
incoming packet-ships was stored—bales 
of Carthagena cotton, cargoes of indigo 
and cochineal, Ch ina teas and coffees, 
rum and Ant igua sugar from the West In
dies, and fustic and lignum vitas from 
overseas. Riches were al l about her. 
Weal th seemed to be in every one's grasp. 
She began to dream of foreign ports, of 
argosies winging homeward with fortunes 
in the holds for the lucky owners. N o t 
only by night but by day the thought of 
money was wi th her. The small 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, Leon Gon-
taut. He told her al l the family news and 
congratulated her on her marriage, of 
which he had just heard. A t the end of 
his letter he wrote a postscript. "Sh ip 
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 afternoon Angelica took her ac
customed walk along the water-front and 
watched the Cleopatra, just i n from Can
ton, being unloaded of her aromatic cargo 
of teas, ivory fans, fireworks, and Oriental 
spices. The sight made her long unutter
ably for Stephen. A t the corner of M a r -
ketfield Street she passed the big com
mission house of Goodhue & Co. In the 
doorway was an advertisement written in 
chalk on a square blackboard. 

"Invoice of 200 bales upland 
cotton and 10 hogsheads prime 

Kentucky tobacco. 
T o be disposed of at private sale! 

To-morrow, August 3 ! " 

Angelica stood looking at i t for a long 
while. Then she went home and, too ab
sorbed to remove her bonnet, took her 
seat at the window to think. She thought 
all the rest of the afternoon and far into 
the night. The next morning by nine 
o'clock she was in M r . Hannibal Gedney's 
law office in Maiden Lane. 

" M r . Hann iba l , " said Angelica a little 
breathlessly, " I ' ve thought of a way to 

make some money. I want you to help 
me, wi l l y o u ? " 

M r . Gedney took one of Angelica's 
hands, kissed her fingers; and set a chair 
for her near his private desk. 

" M y dear Miss Angelica, can you 
doubt i t ? " he demanded gallantly. 

" M r . Hannibal , I 've got four thousand 
dollars from my mother—the papers are 
here," she tapped a bag that swung from 
her arm. " I want to borrow sixteen 
thousand dollars and a ship," she added 
coolly. 

M r . Gedney elevated astounded eye
brows. " M y dear young l a d y ! " 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 tobacco and cotton in M a r 
seilles. I can buy an invoice of both at ten 
o'clock to-day at Goodhue's. I saw them 
about i t on m y way here. I can have it at 
a big bargain—twenty thousand dollars. 
Prices must be high in Marseilles and I 
ought to make twenty or twenty-five per 
cent profit on the venture." 

M r . Gedney leaned back in his chair, 
softly whistling his amazement. 

" M a y b e that ain't such a wi ld idea, 
Angelica " 

"There must be a merchant in New 
Y o r k , M r . Hanniba l , wi th connections in 
Marseilles, who ' l l advance me the invoice 
cost, or near it, provided I ship to his 
French house and throw the commission 
in his hands!" 

" A n d you want me to go security for 
that advance. I shall be delighted " 

" N o t at a l l ! " said Angelica, turning 
pink. " I shall insure the cargo for cost 
and a profit—say twenty-two thousand 
dollars i n a l l , and transfer the policy to 
the agent as security. The agent can 
draw on his 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. A l l I want 
you to do, M r . Hanniba l , is to find me an 
agent!" 

M r . Gedney gazed at Angelica in si
lence. Suddenly he leaned forward and 
slapped his thigh. 

" Y e ' r e a wonder for a woman, Angel
i c a ! " he cried admiringly. " H o w ' d ye 
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ever think it a l l out? Ye 've got more 
brains than beauty—if that's possible ! 
A n d I know just the man for ye ! He's a 
Frenchman—just come over—agent for 
Rossire & Cie of Marseilles. He's here to 
establish a New Y o r k branch of his for
eign house. He 's sharp after trade—he'll 
be glad enough to 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 M i n l o w & 
Derby's, where they found the young 
Frenchman, M . Manette, at his desk in 
the counting-room. 

The young man listened attentively to 
M r . Gedney's explanation of Angelica's 
plan. 

" I t ' s a magnificent opportunity," he 
said in excellent English when he had 
heard M r . Gedney through. He looked at 
Angelica. " H a s madame a s h i p ? " 

" W h y , yes," said M r . Gedney, speaking 
up. " I ' m the executor for the estate of 
the late M r . Elias Willet ts . One of his 
shipping packets—the Nomad—clears day 
after to-morrow for Oporto and Barce
lona. Her bottom 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 
M r s . Instone, freights are low." 

" G o o d . H o w much does madame want 
advanced?" 

Angelica fixed the Frenchman with her 
bright eyes. " I've got $4,000. The in
voice is worth $20,000. Candidly I can't 
ship unless you advance me pretty near 
cost." 

The young man considered a moment. 
" I wi l l tell you what I wi l l do, madame. 
I wi l l advance you four-fifths of the in
voice cost, or $16,000, as soon as 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. I shall draw for the 
sum advanced and sell my bills on our 
Paris banker." 

" T h e n that is settled," said M r . Ged
ney, and rising alacritously he bade the 
young Frenchman good day. 

In ten minutes he and Angelica were at 
Goodhue & Co.'s, and in ten more A n 
gelica had contracted to pay $20,000 for 
two hundred bales of upland cotton and 
ten hogsheads of Ken tucky leaf tobacco, 
to be shipped the following day to H . 

Rossire & Cie, Marseilles, by packet 
Nomad of the Willet ts L ine . 

For a month Angelica, woman-like, 
tortured herself wi th forebodings as to 
the outcome of her venture. Then she 
aroused herself. A l l the pluck and firm
ness and daring in her character came 
to the surface. She studied the Mercan
tile Courier and haunted the commission 
houses. She watched shipping closely and 
informed herself of prices at home and 
abroad. 

" I f 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 M r . Han
nibal Gedney, and together they pro
ceeded to M i n l o w & Derby's . 

Monsieur Manet te bowed low to A n 
gelica. " Y o u have much good chance, 
madame," he said pleasantly. " T h e No
mad arrived safely after a quick voyage. 
Prices were st i l l 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 you $9,000—$5,000 profit and 
$4,000 difference between cost and ad
vance. Madame w i l l arrange wi th M o n 
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 cry. I t was all 
astounding. 

" A r e you satisfied?" demanded M r . 
Gedney, smiling. 

" I s a woman ever satisfied?" retorted 
Angelica, on fire wi th success. " T h i s is 
only a beginning!" 

M r . Hanniba l Gedney looked at her 
thoughtfully. " H a v e you heard the 
morning's news?" he asked. " M r . Ga 
maliel Instone's schooner, the Minerva, 
from Archangel, Capta in Ezekiel Packer, 
with a big cargo of Russian sail-cloth, cord
age, tallow, and bar iron, has gone to the 
bo t tom!" 

Angelica shook her charming head. " I t 
serves h im right," she said, and a hard 
look came into her eyes. "Some way I 
feel sure that / . a m lucky, M r . Hanniba l 
—none of my ships wi l l go to the bottom, 
you wil l see !" she declared tr iumphantly. 

A n d they didn't . She ventured again 
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and again and always wi th success. B y 
frequenting the commission houses she 
bought at low prices, found empty bot
toms where she could, and astutely chose 
the right destinations for her consign
ments. A t the end of a year she had made 
something over $20,000 in net earnings. 

Stephen, returning in the Huntress, was 
astounded at the whole thing. H e was 
equally incensed at the way Angelica had 
been treated, and after settling up the af
fairs of his ship severed al l business con
nection with his father. Then he and A n 
gelica set about making money in earnest. 
In those days people liked money as much 
as they do now and it was just 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 husband by her as
tuteness and audacity. She had inher
ited " old Lummydue's " business acumen. 
Their cargoes went everywhere. They 
shipped immense quantities of Amer i 
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 R e d 
Catalonia and Malvo i s in . They even 
sent their argosies to the Pacific—ships to 
Valparaiso and L i m a and Maza t lan . The 
brigs, Hero, Captain Sunday, and Leander, 
Captain Hallett , in the Liverpool trade, 
carried over enormous cargoes of K e n 
tucky tobacco for Imrie & Dumesnoy, and 
made big profits for both Stephen and the 
shippers. ' 

Those two seemed to have the M i d a s 
touch. Everything prospered wi th them. 
In five years 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 l ived. A n 
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 young married couple in 
town. 

A n d while Stephen and Angelica pros
pered and grew rich, M r . Gamaliel In
stone met 111 L u c k on the highway of life, 
and walked wi th her. The loss of the 

Sultana was but the beginning of a series 
of disasters that brought his pride and for
tunes to the lowest ebb. H i s armed brig, 
the Mary Ann, in the New Orleans trade 
(they armed vessels in those days for fear 
of gulf pirates), foundered off Hatteras. 
H i s Canton agent proved dishonest and 
mulcted him of thousands of dollars. He 
lost heavily in the tea trade, brought to 
ruin by that too adventurous Philadelphia 
merchant, Thompson. 

The crowning disaster was the break in 
cotton, in which M r . Instone had become 
a heavy dealer. Drafts for cotton poured 
in from the South. They were bravely 
accepted by Gamaliel Instone & Co. , and 
paid at maturi ty. Then, just when M r . 
Instone thought he had weathered the 
storm, news came that the great Liver
pool house of Mansl ick & Willoughby had 
gone under. If so, M r . 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 be paid. H e was a ruined man. 

It a l l came out i n the Commercial Gazet
teer, and there was an editorial expressing 
sincere regret at the misfortunes of the 
house of G . Instone & Co. , so long and so 
honorably known. Stephen, white and 
distressed, 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 fireplace, where Stephen stood, 
silently gazing down into the up-leaping 
flame, and la id a hand on his arm. 

"Stephen," she said, " I think you 
ought to go and see your father." I t was 
the first time in four years that she had 
spoken of her father-in-law. Without a 
word Stephen got into his greatcoat, took 
his hat, and left the house. 

I t was snowing hard. The icy wind 
swept h im across St. John's Park and up 
the well-remembered steps of his old 
home. H e found his father, worn and i l l -
looking, alone in the library back of the 
long drawing-room. A t the open door 
Stephen hesitated. M r . Instone lifted 
his haggard eyes, then rose unsteadily. 
Stephen held out a hand and suddenly, 
the old man taking a step forward, 
grasped the outstretched hand and, wi th 
a strangled sob tearing at his throat, laid 
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his tired white head on the strong, young 
shoulder. . . . 

It was nearly midnight when Stephen 
got back to Angelica. He found her stil l 
in the drawing-room, and he could see 
that she had been crying. In spite of her 

tear-stained eyes—or perhaps because of 
them—she had never looked so beautiful 
to Stephen. She listened gravely while he 
told her of his long, sad conversation with 
his father and while he talked she cried 
again. 

" H e ' s done everything that a brave 
man and a wise, resourceful merchant 
can do to keep his head above water, A n 
gelica. Bu t this failure of Mansl ick & 
Willoughby has done for him. H e needs 
two hundred thousand dollars to pull out 
with. A n d not a merchant or banker— 
men he has helped to enrich, Angel ica!— 
would lend him a cent! They know his 
business is tumbling about his head like 
a house of cards," said Stephen bitterly. 

head at Stephen, smiling, though there 
were stil l tears in her eyes. 

" W e ' v e — we've got something over 
two hundred thousand dollars in the 
bank, Stephen ! Have I helped earn 
i t ? " 

"You've earned it, Angel ica! If i t 
hadn't been for you I expect I 'd stil l be 
supercargo of the Huntress /" 

" T h e n take it all—take it to your 
father, Stephen, and tell h im 'the Jade' 
sends it to h im wi th—with her love, 
Stephen!" 

Stephen and Angelica sold their hand
some house in Broome Street, and went 
up to St. John's Park to live. Some of 

" H e ' s a ruined man and a—a broken 
man, A n g e l i c a ! " 

Angelica got up and stood restlessly by 
the fireplace, nervously touching the crys
tal prisms of a candlestick. Suddenly 
she faced about and tilted her charming 

" Where's the J a d e ? " he asked suddenly.—Page 741. 
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Angelica's friends told her she had no 
business to sacrifice herself needlessly for 
a stern, embittered old man who had 
treated her abominably. B u t Angelica 
stoutly maintained that she had forgotten 
if M r . Instone had ever treated her badly, 
and that if he thought he needed her she 
intended to humor his 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. H e got 

to love her better than his own two well-
conducted daughters. 

"They ' re good girls, but they're chi l ly ," 
he would say. "Angelica 's sunshine." 

On his death-bed it wasn't M a r i a 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 
warm, steady young hand into his shak
ing old one, and so, holding fast to i t , he 
fell back quietly to his last sleep. 

A L A T E R R E S A I N T E 

By John Finley 

A s some gray pi lgr im of the M i d d l e Age 
(And I am of the middle age myself, 
Tha t age when all is mystical,—or else 
A l l practical—when truth of spirit seems 
More real than al l the buoyant world of youth. 
When ever on the known's d im edge one dwells, 
Eve r i n conscious awe of what's beyond. 
Tha t 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 
Y e t free of al l youth's blinding loves and hates),— 
As some gray pi lgr im of the M i d d l e Age 
I face each risen day, or bright or dul l , 
Tempestuous or calm, and pray m y 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 
B u t i n our longing for immortal life. 

' M i d dust of earth, i n 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, 
M y body journeys on through aging time, 
B u t not to find an empty, open tomb 
A s one who sought the Asian sepulchre,— 
I seek the K i n g d o m of the Risen One, 
Wi th in .—Long , long and toilsome is the way, 
Unceasing must the struggle onward be, 
B u t there's no other way a la Terre Sainte, 
A la Terre Sainte! 



W H E N P A Y N E W R O T E " H O M E ! 
S W E E T H O M E ! " 

L E T T E R S F R O M PARIS , 1822-1823 * 

Edited by his Grandnephew, Thatcher T. Payne Luquer 

IT is more than ninety years 
s ince " H o m e ! Sweet 
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. 

M a n y s to r ies 
have been written 
of its origin, most 
of them more or 
less inaccurate and 
tending to distort 
reality by a mass 
of pleasing fiction. 

M o v i n g word-
pictures have been 
drawn of the starv
ing author in his 
garret, and illus
trations have been 
published of the 
o r ig ina l " l o w l y 
thatched cottage" 
for which he was 
supposedly pining, 
both affecting and 
interesting, but not 
in accordance with the facts. Although 
he had periods of failure and hardship, as 
well as possibly briefer periods of success 
and prosperity, it was not while suffering 
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 is also no evidence to indicate 
that the "lowly thatched cottage" had 
any existence outside of the author's 
brain, in spite of the tradition which has 
been built up about the Easthampton cot
tage. 
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J o h n H o w a r d P a y n e . 
W h o wrote " H o m e '. Sweet H o m e 

Throughout his life Payne had a deep 
affection for his native land, his friends, 
and his family, from whom he was for 
many years 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 years of age 
when necessity 
forced him to begin 
his battle with the 
world, a precocious, 
high-spirited, im
pulsive, sensitive, 
a m b i t i o u s boy, 
conscious of an in
tellect above the 
normal, restive un
der restraint, quick 
to take offence at 
seeming slights, 
and unfortunately 
l a c k i n g i n the 
common-sense and 
steadfastness of 
purpose w h i c h 
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. 

Born for success he seemed, 
Wi th grace to win, with heart to hold 
Wi th shining gifts that took all eyes. 

Unfitted by nature for the drudgery of 
a New York counting-house, he surrepti
tiously published a little sheet called the 
Thespian Mirror as a relaxation and as an 
outlet for the literary and dramatic in
stincts he found so hard to suppress. 

This led to his introduction to Mr . Wil -
* See "Correspondence of Washington Irving and John 

Howard Payne." in SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E for October and 
November, 1910. 

From a miniature by H'ood. 
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l iam Coleman, the editor of the Evening 
Post, who was greatly attracted by the 
intellectual capacity and conversational 
powers of the boy and presented h im to 
M r . John E . Seaman, a wealthy New Y o r k 
gentleman interested in literary and artis
tic matters. M r . Seaman, wi th great gen
erosity, 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 wi th a large family, d id 
not permit of giving his son such educa
tional advantages, i t was arranged to send 
him to Union College to study under the 
great educator, D r . El iphalet No t t , and 
Payne entered upon 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. 

His letters to his father during this 
period evidence his 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 " H o m e ! Sweet 
Home I" It was found among the papers 
of Harmanus Bleecker, of Albany , a friend 
and patron of Payne during his college 
days, and was presented in the summer 
of I Q I I to Union College by General 
Amasa J . Parker, of Albany . Through 
the courtesy of President Richmond, of 
Union College, I am permitted to publish 
it here for the first time. 

H O M E 

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-eyed Patience born, 
Worth more than those of gladness 
Which Mir th ' s bright cheek adorn,— 
Pleasure is marked by fleetness, 

To those whoever roam; 
While grief itself has sweetness 
A t Home—dear Home. 

There blend the ties that strengthen 
Our hearts in hours of grief, 
The silver links that lengthen 
Joy's visits when most brief: 
There eyes in all their splendour 
Are vocal to the heart, 
And glances gay or tender 
Fresh eloquence impart: 
Then dost thou sigh for pleasure? 
O, do not widely roam, 
But seek that hidden treasure 
A t Home, dear Home. 

Does pure religion charm thee 
Far more than aught below? 
Wouldst thou that she would arm thee 
Against the hour of woe? 
Think not she dwelleth only 
In temples built for prayer; 
For Home itself is lonely 
Unless her smiles be there: 
The devotee may falter. 
The bigot blindly roam; 
If worshipless her altar 
A t Home, dear Home. 

Love over it presideth, 
Wi th meek and watchful awe, 
Its daily service guideth, 
And shews its perfect law; 
If there thy faith shall fail thee 
If there no shrine be found, 
What can thy prayers avail thee 
Wi th kneeling crowds around? 
Go—leave thy gift unoffered, 
Beneath religion's dome, 
And be thy first fruits proffered 
A t Home, dear Home. 

JOHN HOWARD P A Y N E . 

It seems probable that these verses were 
written in the fall of 1806, 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 
reducing the pleasures of Home to dog-
gre l . ' " 

Payne's college life was short, for in 
1808 his father's failing health and broken 
fortunes made it necessary for h im as the 
oldest l iving 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 

1 This letter is in one of Payne's letter-books in the pos
session of Willis T. Hanson, Jr., Esq., of Schenectady, who 
kindly called my attention to the paragraph and told me of 
the existence of the verses to which it evidently alludes. 



744 When Payne Wrote " Home ! Sweet Home! " 

ambition by making his debut as an actor 
at the Park Theatre, in New Y o r k , on 
February 24, 1809. 

I wil l not enlarge upon Payne's stage 
career in America and England, nor re
count the successes and vicissitudes of 
his life during the years when, having 
abandoned the life of an actor, he tried 
to support him
self by his pen, as 
these events do 
not bear directly 
on the fac ts I 
seek to present, al
though his life of 
exile during that 
period, volunta
ry exile though 
it was, tended to 
d e v e l o p a n d 
s t r e n g t h e n h is 
love for the home 
he h a d l e f t so 
early and which 
he remembered 
w i t h such deep 
affection. 

T h e l e t t e r s 
which follow are, 
with one excep
t i o n , pub l i shed 
for the first time, 
and relate in con
siderable de ta i l 
Payne's negotia
t ions w i t h Hen
ry R . Bishop for 
the purchase of 
" C l a r i , " the musical drama for which 
" H o m e ! Sweet H o m e ! " was written, and 
reveal the mental attitude of Payne as 
well as the condition of his finances and 
his style of l iving during that period. 

Payne was quartered in Paris, at " N o . 
156 Galerie des Bons Enfans, au dessus de 
Salon Litterraire, Palais R o y a l , " and early 
in the year 1822 had been sending over 
plays for D r u r y Lane Theatre, then under 
Elliston's management, but finding it dif
ficult to secure payment from Ell is ton for 
the plays he had furnished, he transferred 
his allegiance, by the advice 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 

usually sent his adaptations to the houses 
where his experience told him they would 
be most l ikely to be received wi th favor. 
I t therefore happened that he had sold a 
play with the name of "Ang io l e t t a " to 
the Surrey Theatre, then under the man
agement of Watkyns Burroughs. After 
corresponding with the management of 

C o v e n t Garden 

From a print published in London in 1826. 

Composer. Mus ica l director of Covent Garden Theatre from I S I O 
to 1825. 

Theatre through 
the medium of the 
musical director, 
Henry R . Bishop, 
he found he could 
dispose of " A n 
giolet ta" very ad
vantageously to 
Covent Garden as 
a musical drama in 
combination with 
two other plays. 
As Burroughs had 
not yet produced 
" A n g i o l e t t a , " 
P a y n e o p e n e d 
negotiations with 
h im to recall it, 
whereupon B u r 
roughs promptly 
staged i t and it 
was acted several 
t imes before an 
a g r e e m e n t was 
reached to have 
i t withdrawn and 
t r a n s f e r r e d to 
C o v e n t Garden . 
The opera was re

named " Cla r i , the M a i d of M i l a n , " and 
Payne undertook rewriting it and furnish
ing i t with appropriate songs while Bishop 
busied himself with the musical setting. 

The letters begin at the point when 
Payne has secured Burroughs's consent to 
the transfer and urges Bishop to complete 
the negotiations. 

T H A T C H E R T . P A Y N E L U Q U E R . 

Henry R. Bishop, Esqr.1 

3 1 Upper Gower Street, 
London. 

M Y D E A R S I R : 

I have at last secured a long letter from 
1 Sir Henry Rowley Bishop (1786-1855). composer. M u 

sical director of Covent Garden Theatre, 1810-1825. Went 
over to Drury Lane Theatre in r825 and was appointed to 
Vauxhall in 1830. He returned to Covent Garden Theatre 
in 1840-1841 under the management of Mde. Vestris. He 
was professor of music at Edinburgh 1841-1843, and Oxford 
1848. He was knighted in 1842. 

S i r H e n r y R o w l e y B i s h o p 

Bedford Square, 

PARIS, Oct. i , 1822. 
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M r . Burroughs, 1 in which it appears we 
have been at cross purposes about Cla r i , 
which has been produced by h im with 
great success as " Angiole t ta ." 

M r . Burroughs seems desirous of retain
ing it, but is wil l ing to give i t up if the re
linquishment on his part can be of any real 
advantage to me; and it would be incon
siderate i l l me to 
d i s o b l i g e h i m 
wi thou t obliging 
others or myself. 

I have desired 
M r . Burroughs to 
confer w i t h y o u 
upon the subject; 
or, if you should 
be in that quar
ter , p e r h a p s i t 
w o u l d n o t be 
amiss to give h im 
a call. I t seems 
to have made a 
hit at the Surrey, 
but I do not think 
a n i g h t or t w o 
there can possibly 
injure i t for any 
other audience. 

Y o u will admit 
that it would be 
f o l l y for me to 
make any other 
arrangement up
on the subject, 
t h a n the one I 
n o w h i n t a t . 
Y o u will see what 
the drama is, & if I can gain any thing by 
the transfer let it be made. If not, i t 
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 Managers regret to return it as not 
calculated to succeed in representation." 

Is it still your wish that any thing 
should be done with E m m a in the way 
I mentioned? 

Believe me, Dear Sir, 
Yours very truly, 

J . H . P . 

Bishop evidently made a favorable re-
1 Watkyns Burroughs, manager of the Surrey Theatre. 

He succeeded Dibdm in March, 1822. 

From a print published in 1820. 

Miss A . M . Tree. 
W h o sang " H o m e ! Sweet H o m e ! '* in the production called " C lar i ," 

in Covent Ga ideu Theatre in 1823. 

ply and relieved Payne's apprehensions 
as to the possible declination of " C l a r i . " 

Henry R. Bishop Esqr 
31 Vpper Gower Street, 
Bedford Square, London. 

PARIS, Saturday, Oct 5, 1822. 
M Y D E A R S I R : 

I cannot express to you how deeply I 
feel your kindness 
relative to my in
terests at Covent 
Ga rden Theatre. 
T h e on ly way I 
can ever acknowl
edge it, wi l l be to 
e n d e a v o u r t o 
frame such a piece 
as m a y furnish 
your talent wi th 
fitting opportuni
ties. That is not 
an easy matter , 
but eventually I 
feel certain of do
ing i t . A l l that 
has yet occurred 
to me seems rath-
e r b e l o w t h e 
m a r k ; b u t , t o 
b o r r o w a w o r d 
f r o m S h a k e 
speare, "we ' l l e'en 
to ' t l i ke F r e n c h 
falconers, fly at 
a n y t h i n g w e 
see," and at last 
s o m e t h i n g w i l l 
o c c u r to a t o n e 

for al l previous loss of labour. 

Y o u have my opinion of the Pacha 1 al
ready. I fear, in commonplace hands, i t 
wil l either not succeed, or, what is quite as 
bad, only—not fail. There is a wide dif
ference between plays of dialogue and 
plays of situation. Farley 2 and T . P . 
Cooke 3 would beat the best actors in the 

1 " A l i Pacha, or the Signet Ring," a melodrama in two 
acts, by John Howard Payne, produced at Covent Garden 
Theatre, October 19, 1822, with the following cast: 

Ali Pacha W. Farren 
Selim Abbott 
Zenocles T. P. Cooke 
Hassan Farley 
Talathon Chapman 
Helena Miss Foote 

Genest says 1 1 it might please in representation but it has 
not much to recommend it for perusal." 

1 Charles Farley (1771-1850), actor at Covent Garden 
Theatre, 1806-1834. 

'Thomas Potter Cooke (1786-1864), tragedian. 
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world in the latter; but lose themselves 
and their cause in the former. 

I shall send you immediately, however, 
(and believe me, I rejoice heartily at the 
opportunity of thus meeting your own 
kind promptitude) a melodrama 1 admira
bly suited to the melodramatic company. 
I t was acted for the second time last 
n i g h t , w h e n I 
saw it. It is pro
nounced the most 
interesting since 
the M a i d & M a g 
pie. 2 If publish
ed b y M o n d a y 
you wi l l receive it 
ready for repre
sentation by the 
Ambassador's bag 
w h i c h leaves on 
T h u r s d a y . I 
have ordered the 
music & par ts & 
shall mark in all 
the stage busi
ness, so that i t 
can be acted in a 
week after you get 
it, by hard driv
ing. The scenery 
can be made up, 
without painting 
one sc rap . N o 
new dresses wi l l 
be wanted. Noth
ing wi l l be wanted 
b u t d i s p a t c h . 
Where there is so 

much competition, there must be no dil ly
dallying about opinions. Before some 
Managers can make up their minds 
whether a piece has any chance of suc-

1 E v i d e n t l y " T h e T w o Gal ley S l a v e s " A n adapta t ion of 
the F rench play, " L e s deux F o r c a t s , " acted in Par i s for the 
second t ime, September 30, 1822. It was produced at Coven t 
G a r d e n Theatre , N o v e m b e i 6, 1822, w i t h the fol lowing cast: 

A n U n k n o w n F u g i t i v e . . . . F a r l e y 
H e n r y T . P . Cooke 
B o n h o m m e F a w c e t t 
B a s i l K e e l e y 
L a R o u t e M e a d o w s 
M a j o r de L i s l e E g e r t o n 
Fe l i x M a s t e r H . B o d e n 
Lou i se M r s . C h a t t e r l y 

It was acted eleven t imes. 
Poole 's t rans la t ion of " L e s deux F o r c a t s " was produced 

at D r u r y L a n e Thea t re the same night . 
s Payne ' s first adap ta t ion from the F rench , sold to Coven t 

Garden Thea t re under the management of M r . H a r r i s for 
.£100, and produced there September 15, 1815. I t is errone
ously ascribed to Pocock b y Genest. T w o other versions 
were produced at the L y c e u m and at D r u r y L a n e on Augus t 
21, the first b y D i b d i n , the lat ter b y A r n o l d . 

C h a r l e s K e m b l e . 

Actor and manager. Manager of Covent Garden Theatre in 1822. 

ceeding, others have it out and most suc
cessful. The rough notion of the plot is: 
—Two Brothers by the name of Delisle 
are employed in a Banking house. The 
elder, who has a large family, loses at the 
gaming table, money entrusted to h im by 
the house,—is desperate & attempts his 
own life. The younger wrests the pistol 

from him, takes 
the charge upon 
himself , a n d is 
condemned. But 
he escapes w i t h 
another convic t 
& f i n d s refuge , 
under the name 
of Francois, in the 
house of a miller, 
i n a s e c l u d e d 
spot , whe re he 
gains the confi
dence & affection 
of all around him. 

T h e M i l l e r ' s 
D a u g h t e r , a 
y o u n g w i d o w , 
c o n s e n t s to be
come the Bride of 
Francois. A t the 
m o m e n t of cele
brating the mar
riage, there comes 
in a man of bale
ful aspect, whose 
unexpected ap
pearance strikes 
the B r i d e g r o o m 
w i t h consterna

tion. This is the Convic t wi th whom he 
fled; who had been retaken, & has now a 
second time escaped. Francois is forced 
to buy his silence dearly; but, not satis
fied with the sum received, the vi l la in robs 
the house. H e is arrested. Furious, he 
reveals the secret of Francois. A l l are 
horror struck. A Traveller, who has re
cently stopped at the Mi l le r ' s , starts when 
Delisle is named.—who is this Traveller? 
The Uncle of Francois, a General, who has 
sought h im every where for six months to 
tell him that his elder Brother is dead, and 
in dying, had avowed the innocence of 
Francois, 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. H o w it w i l l read, I 
can't say—nothing can act better. 

The parts of the two Galley Slaves are 
highly effective. The Innocent one is bet
ter done than you can have i t done. The 
other has so much acting that Far ley 
would bustle through it well enough. I t 
would have done as much as T y k e for poor 
E m e r y ! 1 The woman's is an excellent 
part. 

I t is necessary I should desire the Trea
sury will send me a ten pound note to meet 
the expense of the music, so that i t may 
come in time. If the piece is acted, of 
course these expenses w i l l fall upon the 
house. If not, the ten pounds w i l l be re
funded by me; but just at this moment I 
am a little pushed & cannot pay i t out of 
pocket without straitening myself. 

I wi l l send whatever I have to send 
through you. I shall have one or two 
musical pieces out i n the rough in about 
a fortnight. I am now finishing a five act 
drama. 

I need not hint to you that I trust you 
wil l look a little to m y interest, i n what
ever maybe discussed about terms, though 
on that head I shall leave al l to your sense 
of justice, only (entre nous) remember how 
close I was shaved by M r . Stephen K e m 
ble 2 about Brutus. 3 

Believe me, m y dear Sir , 
Very faithfully your t ruly obliged 

J . H . P . 

Henry R. Bishop Esqr 
31 Upper Gower Street, 
Bedford Square, 
London. 

Monday, Oct. 14, 1822. 
M Y D E A R S I R : 

I have not been able to get the piece 
1 John Emery (1777-1822) , an actor whose specialty was 

countrymen and whose great part was Tyke in Morton's 
"School of Reform." He painted well and was a keen 
sportsman. 

3 Stephen Kemble (1758-1822), actor, manager, and writer, 
stage manager of Drury Lane, 1818. A brother of Mrs. Sid-
dons and uncle of Charles Kemble. 

3 "Brutus," Payne's tragedy, produced at Drury Lane 
Theatre, December 3, 1818, with the following cast: 

Lucius Junius M r . Kean 
Titus M r . D . Fisher 
Sextus Tarquin M r . H . Kemble 
Aruns M r . Penley 
Claudius M r . Coveney 
Collatinus M r . Bengough 
Valerius M r . Holland 
Lucretius M r . Powell 
Horatius M r . Yarnold 
Tullia Mrs. Glover 
Tarquinia Mrs . W. West 
Lucretia Mrs. Robinson 
Priestess of Rhea's Temple . Mrs. Brereton 

V O L . L V I I I . — 8 1 

ready before today, and send it wi th the 
v io l in Repetiteur. I also send a letter of 
introduction of M r . Hunter , who has the 
goodness to forward the parcel, as he de
sired i t , and as he may be of use to you. 
H e is a King ' s Messenger & the first in his 
line; and his son is at the head of the Con
sul's Let ter office here; only remember he 
is very intimate with Elliston.1 

I have only time to say about Terms 
that I wi l l take T w o Hundred & F i f ty 
Pounds down for the Three Pieces you 
have named—Ali Pacha, The Two Galley 
Slaves and C l a r i ; or £120 for the T w o 
Galley Slaves, separate,—£100 for A l i 
Pacha,—and £100 for Clari,—engaging 
to complete C la r i i n any way you l ike .—I 
w i l l attach myself to the Theatre for £ 5 a 
week the season, and agree to let every 
£ 5 paid be considered as £10 and counted 
as so much advanced upon the regular 
remuneration of the Theatre upon such 
pieces as I may produce after the first 
weekly payment: that is, if i n four weeks 
after the beginning I should produce a 
piece which should entitle me to money 
from the House, I would consider forty 
pounds as already advanced upon what
ever that piece might yield, & so on up to 
the full term l imited on such occasions. 
O n these conditions I wi l l engage to pro
duce a Tragedy and an Opera, and such 
smaller pieces as may fall i n m y way, be
fore the end of the season, and immediately 
to finish a drama and an operatic piece I 
now have on the stocks. If any of m y 
pieces should be decidedly rejected, they 
should revert to m y own disposal. Copy
rights are understood not to be included 
in these Terms, & I should be entitled to 
live on the continent, if I l ike, as that wi l l 
materially lessen m y expenses & leave me 
more undisturbed to work. I don't know, 
i n case 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. 

I t wi l l be impossible for me to do any
thing like justice either to the House or to 
myself, if I have not terms which wi l l en
able me to put " m y soul & body on the 
action, both!—" This feeling you can 
certainly enter into. A s I hate bargain-

1 Robert William Elliston (1774-1831), a most versatile and 
popular actor. Manager of Drury Lane Theatre, 1819-1826, 
and of the Surrey Theatre from 1827 until his death. He 
was notorious for his eccentricities on and off the stage. 
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ing, I mention the lowest terms at once.— 
Y o u may assure M r . Charles Kemble 1 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 m y 
own,—and a conviction of the value of the 
stock I have on hand and in contempla
t ion; and that, in accepting these terms, I 
shall actually resign others from which I 
might derive equal profit,—but I am anx
ious to do something at Covent Garden & 
for h im, as I look to the permanent bene
fit of so respectable a connection.—I had 
meant the Tragedy for K e a n 2 & Y o u n g ; 3 

but, not being commenced, I can easily 
model i t for M r . C . Kemble & Macready. 4 

The subject is from Engl ish His tory. 
I d id not get your letter t i l l Saturday 

night, and have been so busy ever since, I 
can only answer i t i n the greatest haste. I 
shall send an order on Wednesday to which 
you may give up the Galley Slaves if the 
Terms are refused, as i t must be used 
without delay. T . P . Cooke ought to 
play the Unknown, M r . C. Kemble Henry , 
& Fawcett 5 Bonhomme, but I fear you 
have no woman capable of the other. In 
the french piece i t was one of the most af
fecting pieces of acting I ever saw. The 
piece was only published on Fr iday . 

I wi l l write again on Wednesday. 
Thanks for the Ten Pounds. The rest of 
the music wi l l go by the Diligence tomor
row night, being too bulky for any other 
conveyance. 

Believe me, whatever may be the result, 
I shall consider myself in honor bound not 
to forget your kindness, but to return i t on 
the first opportunity in the only way I can. 

In great haste, 
Yours very faithfully 

J- H . P . 

" A l i P a c h a " was produced at Covent 
1 Charles Kemble (1775-1854), the famous actor and man

ager, and father of Fanny Kemble. He became manager of 
Covent Garden Theatre in 1822, and after many vicissitudes 
was rescued from his financial difficulties by his daughter's 
successes, subsequent to her debut in 1829. 

1 Edmund Kean (1787-1833), the eminent tragedian who 
was almost continuously at Drury Lane Theatre from his first 
appearance there in 1814 until his death. 

3 Charles Mayne Young (1777-1856), comedian and tra
gedian, a rival of Kean and Kemble. His deT>ut at Covent 
Garden Theatre was about 1814, and he first appeared at 
Drury Lane, October 17, 1822, with Kean. 

* William Charles Macready (1793-1873), actor and man
ager. At Drury Lane Theatre, 1823-1836. 

6 John Fawcett (1768-1837), actor at Covent Garden 
Theatre. 

Garden on October 19 wi th alterations 
evidently unsatisfactory to Payne and 
apparently without due credit to h im as 
the author, whereupon Payne relieves his 
mind in a letter to Charles L a m b , 1 wi th 
whom he was on very good terms. 

Payne to Lamb (from a written copy by 
Payne) 

PARIS, October 28, 1822. 
Charles Lamb, Esq. 

20 Russel Street, Covent Garden, 
London. 
M a n y thanks for your letters. I was 

sorry I had troubled you wi th the one- to 
which you reply and would fain have re
called it. I t relieves me infinitely to find 
i t gave no annoyance. The former letter 
arrived a few days before. I think the 
better of you for your books and the bet
ter of myself for your attention. I n the 
year 1806, when I edited a litle paper at a 
Grammar School in the interior of Amer
ica, I quoted some of the poetry in the first 
volume, never, t i l l now, having been aware 
who was the author. M y extracts were 
from a manuscript collection. I then 
praised the scrap entitled " C h i l d h o o d " 
most earnestly. Then I was sixteen years 
nearer to the feelings i t describes than I 
now am. They were anxious for the books 
at Kenney 's . 2 Lou i sa 3 instantly put them 
under shelter from the young Barbarians 
in a nice white paper cover. B o t h vo l 
umes disappeared presently. E l l en was 
missing at the same time. T h a t night she 
repeated al l John W o o d v i l l to her mother; 
and next morning half of Rosamund 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 
t ry for the same effect, but this has a 
deeper character. . . . 

Is i t not teasing that I should not have 
heard a syllable from the Theatre? They 
wrote to know what I would take down for 
A l i Pacha and other pieces. I named m y 
price. They give me no reply, but act 

1 Charles Lamb (1775-1834) , essayist and humorist. 
2 James Kenney ( 1 7 8 0 ^ 8 4 9 ) , dramatist. In i 8 r 7 he col

laborated with Payne in writing "The Portfolio, or the Fam
ily of Anglade," produced at Covent Garden Theatre on 
February 1 of that year. He married the widow of Thomas 
Holcroft, the actor, whose daughter Fanny was an actress 
and dramatist. 

• Louisa Mercier Kenney ( J 8 S 3 ) , wife of James Ken
ney. 
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A l i , alter i t and put another person's name 
to it. They wait for the prize before they 
buy the Lot te ry Ticket , and wi l l no doubt 
insist that they would have paid just the 
same, if i t had drawn a blank. " W o u l d " 
is " i f ' s " twin brother in peace making. 
. . . I am innocent of Hassan's broken 
threat to be funny. So I am of the fine 
effect for which you praise Farren. 1 I 
think that must be his own. I t smacks of 
the stage. I t would be better anywhere 
than in A l i . A l i 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 trait, and perhaps others, have 
made the critics blame me for having hu
manised a brute. R icha rd might as well 
have fainted at the children's murder in 
the tower. . . . 

Poole 2 is, as usual, laughing at others & 
lamenting for himself. Kenney stays at 
Versailles, wri t ing love songs & acting the 
enraged musician to his noisy children. 
H e locks himself i n , three doors deep. 
M r s . 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. H e r jealousy 
is worth having. The Blue G i r l has never 
been seen since. She disappeared in de
spair at not discovering your name. . . . 

W i t h best remembrance to M i s s L a m b , 
believe me, 

Yours ever faithfully, 
J . H . P . 

H. R. Bishop Esqr 
31 Upper Gower Street, 
Bedford Square, 
London. 

PARIS, Saturday, Nov. 9, 1822. 
M Y D E A R S I R : 

M a n y thanks for your obliging letter. 
Pray pardon the impatience of m y last. 
Yours found me very i l l w i th fidgetting 
and a severe cold. . . . 

I wi l l do C la r i in any way M r . Kemble 
& yourself like to point out. Y o u 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 . 

1 William Farren (1786-1861) , actor at Covent Garden 
Theatre, 1818-1828. 

2 John Poole (1786-1872), dramatist. Friend and compet
itor of Payne in adapting French plays for the English stage. 

—In closing for the two hundred and fifty 
pounds, be i t expressly understood I ac
cept 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. A s for the engage
ment to write for the Theatre, that is a 
matter of minor consequence. If I am 
under a stipulation, my advantages wi l l of 
course be greater, and I shall be at l iberty 
to make m y market where I like. I only 
proposed upon the principle that to keep 
ammunit ion from the foe is sometimes 
more than equivalent to opposing arms 
against h im. 

I w i l l 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. I have 
sometimes thought a very good thing 
might be made of Doctor Faustus 1—by 
referring to Mar low 's play, and the Ger
man play, on the subject. There is a field 
there for any thing. If you think so, 
pray send me Mar low's play, the outline 
sketches of the German Faustus, which 
are published in London, wi th the E n g 
lish Translations, of which there are one 
or two, one of them, I believe, by Soane. 
Wha t a field for supernatural agency and 
a Macbe th sort of music!—Faustus can be 
made for Macready. 

Then there is Sappho. That 's a good 
subject. There is an Engl ish Translation 
of a German Sappho published in London 
which I should like to see. A n opera is 
announced here upon the subject, at the 
Academie Royale, which as El l i s ton says, 
" I shrewdly suspect" to be from the Ger
man P lay . A l l the poetry of Sappho which 
remains to us might be brought in well. 
Her "blest as the immortal Gods is h e " 
would be beautiful in music. Phaon 

•"Faustus," a "romantic drama in three acts, and with 
songs by an unknown author" (Payne?), was produced at 
Drury Lane Theatre, April 16, 1825, with the following cast: 

Faustus Terry and 0. Smith 
Wagner Harley 
Count di Casanova Browne 
Motolio Archer 
Enrico S. Penley 
Orsini Mercer 
Groguoso Bedford 
Brevillo Knight 
Rololia Miss I. Paton 
Adine Miss Stephens 
Lucetta Miss Povey 

Genest says " i t is an indifferent piece. The scenes in 
which Mephistopheles is concerned are good. Wagner is far 
from a bad character—the rest of the piece is insipid." It 
was acted twenty-four times. 
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would do well for a good male singer, and 
Sappho for Miss M . Tree. 1 

Y o u saw " A l f r e d the Grea t " here—I 
mean the pantomime. I think that might 
be extended & made a good opera o f . — L a 
Partie de Chasse de Henry I V would make 
a charming opera, and I dont think the 
subject being par t ly anticipated in the 
" K i n g & M i l l e r " of Mansfield would at al l 
hurt i t . Have you ever thought of " C a -
mille ou L e Souterrain?"—by Marsoll ier 
& Daleyrac?—All these schemes are entre 
nous. Be explicit about them, and if you 
like me to try any or al l at leisure, I wi l l 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 
i t . I wi l l let you know the result on M o n 
day. 

A satisfactory adjustment of his differ
ences wi th the theatre having t been af
fected, and the price for the two plays and 
" C l a r i " having been agreed upon, Payne 
writes to Kemble in regard to a method of 
payment and gives the outline of a new 
melodrama which, being of no interest, 
has been omitted. 

F r o m this time unt i l early in February 
Payne was working on " C l a r i , " and i t was 
probably some time in January that he 
wrote " H o m e ! Sweet H o m e ! " 

The following letter is introduced to 
show Payne's trend of thought at this 
period which found complete expression 
in the song. 

Mr. Thatcher T. Payne,2 

New York 
U. S. A. 

Packet Stephania 
Capt. Smith 
Via Havre, 
Jan. 1823. Paris. 

PARIS, December 31, 1822. 
M Y D E A R B R O T H E R 

I received a letter from you about three 
1 Ann Maria Tree (1801-1862), popular singer. After hav

ing been trained in the chorus at Drury Lane she made her 
debut as Rosina in the "Barber of Seville" at Covent Gar
den Theatre in 1818. She was the original Clari and after
ward Mary Copp in "Charles II ," adapted jointly by Payne 
and Washington Irving. She married James Bradshaw about 
1825. 

2 Thatcher Taylor Payne (1796-1863), the youngest 
brother of John Howard Payne. After teaching in his 
father's academy, Madame Chegaray's and other schools he 
was admitted to the bar and practised law in New York City 
until his death. He married Anna Elizabeth CottreU, the 
widow of Benjamin Bailey, of New York, in 1833, by whom 
be had one daughter, Eloise Elizabeth (1834-1894), who 
married in i 8 6 0 the Rev. LeaLuquer. of Brooklyn, since 1866 
rector of St. Matthew's Church, Bedford, N . Y . 

months ago, which had been detained a -
long time in London , and of which 1 only 
heard by chance. I wrote for i t and got i t 
safe after much anxiety and trouble. 

M y old folly about waiting for time to 
write a very long letter has prevented me 
from writ ing any. B u t the usual epoch 
for making good resolutions is returned, 
so I t ry to make peace wi th m y conscience 
as the old year is expiring, that I may not 
just ly accuse myself of letting a whole 
twelve month pass without some assur
ance (being al l I can give) of m y remem
bering you and all the wreck of our Home 
wi th affection increased by absence. 

M y history since m y last is soon told. 
After I got back to France, matters went 
on so 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 m y 
last t i l l this time last year. Then my 
fortunes took a sudden turn. Since last 
January m y connection wi th the London 
Theatres has extended. I am on terms 
wi th more than one; I have earned about 
five hundred pounds by pieces uniformly 
successful. I have ceased to be va in of 
these trifles and they generally go forth 
anonymously, or are ascribed to some of 
the old London Authors. I shall begin 
the N e w 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 by creditors. This gives me a momen
tary independence, through which, I trust, 
I shall be able to complete various pro
ductions which are now b y me in the 
rough. Hence I hope, improved by the 
severe lessons taught by past suffering, to 
add to m y little stock by industry t i l l com
petency may give me a rank in the world, 
before time shall take me out of i t ; and if 
death comes before wealth, i t w i l l answer 
the same purpose, as I shall then, of 
course, be provided for. 

M y yearnings towards home become 
stronger as the term of m y exile lengthens. 
I long to see al l your faces and hear all 
your voices. 'Twou ld do me good to be 
scolded by L u c y , 1 and see A n n a 2 look 
pretty and simple and sentimental. 

' L u c y Taylor Payne (1781-1865), oldest sister of John 
Howard Payne. She married Dr. John Cheever Osbom, 
and had two children, boys, who died young. 

' Anna Beven Zeagers Payne (1789-1849) , another sister 
of Payne's who never married. 
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I dare say you are greatly altered. I 
suppose you have whiskers and find i t 
very difficult to get razors to shave you 
without hurting your face. I suppose, 
too, you are very tal l . N o doubt you 
would look wi th infinite dignity over m y 
head which is not even so high as i t was!— 
and think me your " l i t t l e brother!" 

I feel the want of some of you—parts of 
myself—in this strange world, for though 
I am naturalized to vagabondism, st i l l i t 
is but vagabondism. I long for a Home 
about me. When they told me in days of 
yore I had a double crown to m y head and 
should cross seas, I thought i t a fine thing 
to get away from Home to old countries. 
N o t on account of the twin coronals, 
though One crown is more than I hope wi l l 
ever be at home i n our country. L i v i n g 
among Kings gives one a great respect for 
countries when a man governs only be
cause a whole Na t ion deems h im worthy. 
I t 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. 1 I t does you great honor. A t 
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. I went home 
and counted m y years. I don't do that 
often now. When that crooked 3 gets the 
wrong side of one's age, i t begins to lose 
its grace. 

I saw the notice of the Yel low Fever in 
New Y o r k wi th unspeakable concern. So 
I did of the Fire . I hope neither have 
touched our domestic circle. A n d yet I 
do not know, even as I write to you now, 
but I am addressing one who is gone to his 
airy Home, and whose spirit may be look
ing over me as I write and pi ty ing m y un
easiness. 

But , if you are s t i l l one of the l iv ing , 
pray write and tell me so. . . . D r a w 
their Portraits and your own. W h a t are 
their gowns made of? Wha t coloured 

1 Thatcher T. Payne was offered the chair of belles-lettres 
and languages at Carlisle in 1822, and in after years the 
chair of belles-lettres at Columbia College, but declined both 
offers. 

coat do you wear? Send me the sounds 
of al l your voices, if you can. These I 
have entirely forgotten. The other day 
a person brought me a little book called a 
picture of New Y o r k . I t has a M a p in 
the beginning. I have been amusing my
self in going through the streets wi th a 
p in , and fancying I meet people and stop 
and speak to them. B u t I hear french 
and that wakes me. Y o u say, of course I 
know F a y 1 is married again. I d id not, 
t i l l you told me. I have not heard from 
h im for a very, very long time. What 
sort of a gir l is it you have chosen? B u t 
if the choice comes to nothing, don't tell 
me. Y o u wi l l 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 shaU prob
ably stay much longer. Therefore if you 
answer me immediately, your letter wi l l 
be sure to find me. P r ay send me a great 
budget. P a y the ship postage and put i t 
in some letter bag for any french port. 
When you write to me in England send 
care of M r . John Mi l l e r , Bookseller, 6 9 
Fleet Street, London , and it w i l l be trans
mitted. M y French address is " A M o n 
sieur Monsieur Howard Payne, N o . 156 
Galerie des Bons Enfans, au dessus du 
Salon Litterraire, Palais R o y a l : Par is ,"— 
but for safety you may as well add—-Ou, 
sil n ' y est pas, aux soins de messr A & W 
Galignani, N o . 18, Rue Vivienne. 

Never write by private hands. Letters 
always linger in private hands. Trust the 
post i n preference, as it is their business 
and interest to be punctual. People think 
they wi l l mind commissions when they set 
out to go abroad, but so many new objects 
press upon them when they get away, that 
these li t t le responsibilities begin to grow 
irksome and are then neglected. 

I want to say you wi l l hear from me 
often now. I have a long catalogue of 
broken promises to answer for. I only 
hope I shall be more attentive. M y feel
ings are attentive, however negligent my 
pen. B u t pray let me hear from you and 
your punctuali ty may shame me into bet
ter conduct for the future. 

Ever , m y dear Brother, M o s t Affection
ately, 

J . H . P A Y N E . 
1 Joseph D . Fay, an old friend of the Payne family. 
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E a r l y in February " C l a r i " was com
pleted and sent to Bishop with a hint of 
a melody which he probably used in 
composing the music of " H o m e ! Sweet 
H o m e ! " 

II. R. Bishop Esqr 
London. 

PARIS, Feb 12, 1823.1 

M Y D E A R S I R : 
I sent off Cla r i by the Diligence on Sun

day Morn ing . Y o u wi l l find I have done 
what I could to improve by your sugges
tions. The hint about the Swiss melody 
was so vague that I 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. I have given the Prince 
three songs. I do not see where more 
music could have been got in any where 
without overloading the piece. I n 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
pose. I n the Duet between Rose & N i m -
pedo, pray direct them to make some 
playful business, which the little laugh I 
have inserted evidently requires; and 
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. Bo th Duets require a good deal 
of business to be made to them. I would 
have written very largely about the acting 
of Clar i but I fear Miss M . Tree would have 
deemed it impertinent. I wish her safely 
through. P ray tell her, if she likes, she 
may sit not on an elevated seat during the 
play scene, but have her chair on a level 
wi th the rest of the stage, & the servant 
maid sitting by her. This may not be ex
actly according to etiquette, but i t may 
possibly give more effect to the starting 
up of the maid in alarm for the exposure 
after her mistress has started up, i n the ex
clamation "no , no, no." In the last scene, 
where Cla r i appears to her father, consid
erable effect may be produced by dragging 
after h im on her knees in his retreat from 
her, and, in order to fill up the time dur-

1 Part of this letter has been published in Harrison's life of 
Payne. 

ing his & the mother's speeches by rising 
& standing in an attitude of utter de
spondency, from which she almost insen
sibly staggers to the side wing, which she 
touches as the shouts are heard announc
ing the Duke . . . . 

I hope you make memoranda of the ex
penses you have been at in postage &c on 
account of what I have sent to the Theatre 
through you. If the Treasury has not 
paid i t , I shall think you do me great in
justice if you deny me the opportunity of 
preventing m y correspondence from be
coming a tax upon any thing but your 
patience. 

In great haste 
Yours t ruly bbliged 

J . H . P . 

" C l a r i " was produced at Covent Gar
den on M a y 8, 1823, wi th the following 
cast: 

Duke Vivald i . . . Abbott 
Rolamo Fawcett 
Jocoso Pearman 
Nimpedo Meadows 
Nicolo J . Isaacs 
Geronio Keeley 
Clar i Miss M . Tree 
Vespina Miss Love 
Fidalma M r s . Vining 
Ninetta Miss Hallande 
Nobleman Baker 
Pelgrino Chapman 
Leoda Miss Beaumont 

Genest calls i t " a n interesting piece," 
but the London Times the next day had 
li t t le to say in its favor, condemning the 
plot, the music, and the acting. 

The critic writes: " O n such a drama 
M r . Bishop has judiciously refrained from 
expending any of his happiest composi
tions, for wi th the exception of Miss 
Tree's first song ["Home! Sweet Home!" ] 
there is not one piece which w i l l 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 
commonplace, and there is no concerted 
piece making any pretensions to novelty. 
. . . M i s s Tree, who personated Clari, 
sang wi th taste and feeling, and acted 
wi th delicacy and without offence; but 
she is unequal i n melodramatic power to 
the situations she has to f i l l . M i s s Love , 
as the waiting maid, sang a l i t t le song in a 
sprightly manner and was rewarded wi th 
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an encore. The other performers do not 
require particular mention, except Faw
cett, who threw much sturdy pathos into 
the inane language of the last scene and 
came forward to give out the piece wi th 
tears in his eyes. I t was occasionally ap
plauded in its progress, and announced for 
repetition amidst loud clapping of hands; 
but we do not think it wi l l add to the rep
utation of the composer, or bring much 
money to the treasury." • 

L i t t l e did the critic think that the song 
he so casually passed over was destined to 
make the names of Payne and Bishop i m 
mortal. 

Kenney, who was at the opening, was 
more encouraging and succeeded in dis
posing of the copyright. 

James Kenney to John Howard Payne 

D E A R P A Y N E , 
Y o u wi l l probably know before opening 

this that C la r i has had perfect success. 
There was no opposition, and it stands 
fair for a run. A s early as the first act I 
saw handkerchiefs employed upon the 
bright eyes in the Dress boxes, and T o m 
M i l l who supped wi th us at Lambs says 
Mrs . Chas. Kemble 1 wept torrents. M r s . 
L a m b 2 was wi th me in a party wi th Fanny 
K e l l y , 3 D i c k Peake, 4 &c. I t would have 
been better in two acts, the drawback 
being length and monotony—but its i m 
portance is perhaps increased as i t is, and 
may enable us to get a better price for the 
copyright. Charles says he has pa id for 
the alterations, and it is whol ly at your 
disposal. I desired M i l l the copyist to in 
quire for a Purchaser and promised h im a 
guinea if he succeeded, and I am now 
going to Simpkin and Marshals . M i l l e r 5 

was near me and seemed disposed to buy, 
but wished to hear what was offered by 
others. 

M r s . Smith I find is wi th L i s ton , 6 and I 
'Mar i a Theresa de Camp (1774-1838). Her father's real 

name is said to have been De Fleury. She first appeared as 
cupid in the ballet of "Noverre" at the Opera House. She 
married Charles Kemble, July 2, 1806, and made her d£but at 
Covent Garden Theatre, October 1, 1806. 

1 Caroline Rosalie Adelaide St. Jules, the wife of George 
Lamb, the politician, writer, amateur actor, and member of 
Parliament. 

8 Frances Maria Kelly (1790-1882) , a remarkable actress. 
At Drury Lane Theatre, 1800-1835. 

* Richard Brinsley Peake (1792-1847) , a dramatist and for 
forty years treasurer of Drury Lane Theatre. 

6 John Miller, the publisher, at 39 Fleet Street. 
6 John Liston (1776-1846) , actor. At Covent Garden, 

1806-1822, and the Haymarket, 1822-1830 . 

must get i t from h im. I cannot see R u t h 
erford and know nothing of the 2 sergents. 

has been at Covent Garden as your 
agent about C l a r i : he would sell i t I sup
pose and get drunk wi th the money. If 
El l i s ton has the melodrama, I wi l l get i t 
from h im. 

T e l l M r s . Kenney I am getting better 
but have no letters.— 

Y r s very sincerely 
J . K E N N E Y . 

10 Store St. Bedford Sq.— 
gth 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. I asked 70 which they refuse. 
I then offered i t to M i l l e r for 50 and 
twenty five more in case of a run 20 nights. 
H e has taken it. We al l think you are 
well off (times considered) 

I w i l l remit next post. 
The packet by Ba ldwin is arrived. 

" C l a r i , " however, was not a great suc
cess. I t 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
son. A t al l these performances Miss Tree 
took the part of Clari. 

There were two performances in 1825 
wi th Miss Foote and M i s s Paton in the 
title role. 

Three performances in 1826 and one in 
1829 are also noticed by Genest whose 
record ends wi th that year. 

" C l a r i " was produced also at Sadler's 
Wells Theatre in 1826, the C i t y of London 
Theatre, 1838, and Marylebone Theatre, 
1854. 

In this country i t was first produced in 
N e w Y o r k in November, 1823, wi th Miss 
Johnson as Clari, and was later given wi th 
M r s . Duff i n the title role. 

The song, " H o m e ! Sweet H o m e ! " 
however, quickly attained great popular
i ty , and i t is reported that three hun
dred thousand copies of i t were sold the 
first year, bringing great profits to the 
publishers but none to the author, who 
nevertheless cheerfully expresses his sat
isfaction wi th the success of " C l a r i " in 
the following letter wi th which the series 
closes: 



754 Dumb Witness 
To Miss Anna B. Z. Payne 

P A R I S , May. 28th. 1823. 
M Y D E A R S I S T E R , 

Y o u r letter came last month. I t was 
just a month coming. This is the first 
direct answer I have got from America 
since I left. It seems so social. I could 
scarcely believe m y pleasure. I t was like 
stretching out our arms and shaking hands 
over the At lant ick . 

I am going on pretty much as I was, am 
sti l l in the same lodging where you may 
continue to address to me wi th certainty, 
and have within the last fortnight been 
favoured wi th another theatrical success 
in an opera entitled Cla r i , the M a i d of 
M i l a n , of which I have desired Mi l l e r , 
who has bought the copyright, to send six 
copies to Thatcher, one for each of m y 
own family and the others for wherever 
you may think they wi l l be most valued. 
I would have ordered the music to be sent 
also, but the expense would have been 
very great and it wi l l probably appear im-

mediately for less money in America . I 
have another l i t t le one act piece coming 
out this summer at the Haymarket . So I 
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, I pay fifty dollars t i l l 
January next. Y o u have no house rent 
in Y o r k so cheap. I shall have room to 
lodge you a l l , if you like to come. I am 
looking out for a cat, rabbits, a large dog, 
pigeons, and a cock and hens pour j"aire 
mon menage. I am threatened by some 
friends, who live at Versailles to .be ser
enaded wi th : 

Once there was a batchelor who lived all by 
himself 

A n d all the bread and cheese he got he put upon 
a shelf 

For purposes of business I retain my 
place here, which is so very cheap, that I 
can do i t without violat ing your injunc
tions of economy. 

D U M B W I T N E S S 
By William Hervey Woods 

As they set out to Calvary, 
A snow-white thorn-bush clinging 

Over 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. 
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T H E Y ' V E marched them out of old York town, the vanquished red-coat 
host,— 

The grenadiers and fusiliers, Great Bri ta in 's pride and boast; 
They've left m y L o r d Cornwallis sitting gnawing at his nails, 

W i t h pale chagrin from brow to chin that grim defeat prevails. 
Their banners cased, in sullen haste their pathway they pursue 
Between the li l ied lines of France, the boys in Buff and Blue ; 
A t last their arms away are cast, wi th muttering and frown, 
The while the drums rol l out the tune—The World Turned Upside Down! 
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It's up, Tench Ti lghman, you must ride, 
Yea , you must ride straightway, 

A n d bear to all the countryside 
The glory of this day, 

Crying amain the glad refrain, 
This word by field and town,— 

" Cornwallis ' ta'en ! Cornwallis ' ta'en ! 
The World Turned Upside Down!" 
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Roused Wil l iamsburgh to hear the hoofs 
That loud a tattoo played, 

While back from doorways, windows, roofs, 
Rang cheers from man and maid. 

H i s voice, a twilight clarion, spoke 
B y slow Pamunkey's ford; 

In Fredericksburg to all the folk 
'Twas like a singing sword. 

It thrilled while Alexandria slept 
B y brown Potomac's shore, 

And , like a forest fire, it swept 
The streets of Balt imore. 

W i t h i t E l k Tavern 's rafters shook 
As though the thunder rolled; 

I t stirred the brigs off Marcus Hook 
From lookout to the hold. 
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When midnight held the autumn sky, 
Again and yet again 

I t echoed through the way called H i g h 
W i t h i n the burg of Penn. 

The city watch adjured in va in ,— 
"Cease, cease! you tipsy c l o w n ! " 

Flung Ti lghman out—"Cornwal l is ' ta 'en! 
The World Turned Upside Doun!" 
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Where wrapt i n virtuous repose 
The head of Congress lay, 

A clamor welled as though there rose 
The T r u m p of Judgment D a y . 

" W h a t madness' t h i s ? " fierce called M c K e a n , 
In white nightcap and gown; 

The answer came,—" Cornwallis ' ta'en ! 
The World Turned Upside Down!" 

Then forth into the highways poured 
A wild , exultant rout, 

A n d t i l l the dawn there swelled and soared 
Tench Tilghman's victory shout; 

Then bells took up the joyous strain, 
A n d cannon roared to drown 

The tr iumph cry—"Cornwal l i s ' ta 'en! 
The World Turned Upside Down!" 
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In dreams, Tench Ti lghman, stil l you ride, 
As in the days of old, 

A n d with your horse's swinging stride 
Your patriot tale is told; 

It rings by river, h i l l , and plain, 
Y o u r memory to crown;— 

"Cornwal l i s ' ta 'en! Cornwallis ' ta 'en! 
The World Turned Upside Dovml" 
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T H E F I R S T - B O R N 

By Katharine Holland Brown 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY F . C. Y O H N 

MARY L o u ' s wedd ing -day 
began early. B y half past 
six the b ig old-fashioned 
house was all in an eager 
flurry; excited, gay haste 
beat through it , a rushing 

tide. John Landon, wakened by a crash 
from the kitchen, lay for a minute, taking 
his bearings. 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 h im from her deep 
carved frame. Barbara, his wife, dead 
ten years ago; yet to-day as radiant and 
alive to Landon's heart as the sunshine 
that lit her beauty wi th immortal fire. 

He went to the window and looked 
down into the straggling old garden. 
Charlotte and Sally, his two younger 
daughters, were picking the sweet peas. 
Sally's clear ten-year-old pipe floated up 
to him. There was always a lil t of Bar
bara's own bell-voice in Sally's tones, al
though the child had not one feature of 
her mother's. 

" M a r y L o u says they ' l l keep fresh if we 
put 'em in the cellar. B u t when / get 
married, I sha'n't have anything as com
mon as sweet peas at my wedding. I ' l l 
have American Beauties. Or else orchids. 
Y o u ' l l see!" 

Charlotte tossed her black head. 
" Y e s , you ' l l have orchids, I reckon. 

Bushels of ' e m ! " Aga in she gave her 
head that teasing fling. Tha t gesture had 
been Barbara's own. Y e t it was the only 
sparkle of Barbara that he had ever found 
in Charlotte. Landon's eyes clouded. 
His big frame sagged a little. Eve ry one 
of his brood of five had some golden gleam 
of Barbara. Not one was Barbara, her 
golden self. E v e n M a r y L o u had hardly 
a trace of her. Al though by divine right 
of the first-born, she should be her moth
er's very essence. 

A pink figure dashed across the porch 

and ran down the garden—Mary L o u . 
A t least, she was lovely in her own way, 
the father thought. H e 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. W h y , M a r y L o u was only 
a little girl . Ye t to-day she would go out 
of his house forever. M a r y L o u , his com
rade, his heart's beloved! 

H i s heart contracted wi th a grim 
wrench. Y e t , curiously, he knew that 
this day's real pang would not lie in giv
ing up M a r y L o u . 

Ten years it was, since Barbara went 
away. A l l those years, M a r y L o u had 
stood by him, shoulder to shoulder. She 
had spent her young strength in mother
ing the younger children. She had toiled 
wi th all her might to keep up the home 
for h im. She had healed many wounds. 
B u t his one deepest wound she had never 
even tried to heal. 

I n all those years, 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
bara was stil l alive to her child, that she 
would live in her child's love forever. 

True, those first dreadful years, he 
could not endure to hear his wife's name. 
H e had put away her pictures; he had 
forbidden her own family to speak of her. 
B u t afterward, he had longed with all his 
soul to bring her dear gay presence back 
to his home. M o n t h by month the pi t i 
ful human yearning grew stronger, deeper, 
to hold fast the beloved humanity. H e 
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 tyranny, her whole brave, merry na-
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ture—a nature so buoyant that . i t rode 
the roughest seas, held high above strain 
and rack by its own glad, resolute wi l l . 

Always he had waited, sure that the 
time would come when Barbara herself 
would speak to him through M a r y Lou ' s 
lips, when Barbara, in all her loveliness, 
would come back to him in their first child's 
dear flesh. A n d he had waited in vain. 

These months since M a r y Lou ' s be
trothal, he had felt certain that his 
daughter's own happiness would teach her 
to speak out. Surely, before she went 
from his house, she would give h im one 
word from Barbara—one sign that, i n her 
memory, too, that precious image reigned, 
beloved and unforgotten. B u t not one 
word had she spoken. N o t one glance of 
understanding had her soft, dreaming eyes 
vouchsafed him. A n d now his hunger 
was almost more than he could bear. 

"After to-day, she'll have her own 
home and her own life. B u t surely to
day, on her own wedding-day, she'll be 
thinking of her mother. A n d 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— 
I can't stand i t . " For it could not be that 
M a r y L o u had forgotten. Surely she 
would give him one word to feed his 
starved heart, to make h im sure that that 
vivid, loyal, splendid creature was not 
driven dust! 

Down-stairs a door slammed. A fresh 
young voice rang out. 

" D a d d y ! ' M o s t r e a d y ? Waffles! 
Splendiferous!" 

" A l l right, M a r y L o u . " Landon 
steadied his voice. H e dressed quickly 
and hurried down. A s he reached the 
dining-room, Aunt Dilsey 's voice pealed 
from the kitchen, a stormy orotund. 

" Y o u , Richie, drap demraisins ! Steve, 
take you's paws outen m y cake-batter! 
A in ' t you twins got no manners ' tal l? 
A n ' this you ' own sister's weddin'-day ! " 

There was a clatter of tinware, two de
risive whoops. Past h im like two colts 
shot the twins, and landed in their chairs 
at table with a simultaneous unerring 
leap. Charlotte and Sally were already 
demurely seated. M a r y L o u sprang up 
from behind the coffee-urn. H e stood pas
sive under her vigorous onslaught. 

" D a d d y , you lamb! T o stay home 
from the office all day and help !" M a r y 
Lou ' s voice shook with tense little qua
vers. Under her ash-gold braids her small 
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 h im with 
pecky little kisses, but her wide gray eyes 
would not meet his own. Even when he 
ti l ted her face to kiss it, her glance eluded 
his in swift flight. " Is that bacon right 
sizzlin ' hot, Di lsey? A n d his toast too? 
Richie , pul l your shoulders up, honey, 
you're slumped like a meal sack. Stephen! 
Y o u forgot to wash ! Yes, sirree, I know 
it. Trot right up-stairs and scrub, that's 
a love. Go behind your ears, mind. 
H a r d . Nonsense, you've got stacks of 
time. N o , I wi l l not let R i c h swipe your 
waffles. We l l , if he does, Dilsey shall 
bake you some more. Yes, Sally, you 
can have jam if you 'd rather, but don't 
shovel so. The telephone ? I ' l l come in a 
jiffy. The expressman? M y gracious, 
daddy, more presents! Regular ava
lanche ! Look, q u i c k ! " 

Exci ted crimson 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 wi th beatitude. L a n -
don's eyes kindled. They were a husky 
team, all right, for twelve-year-olds. A 
bit out of hand, though. M a r y L o u was 
too soft wi th them. They needed a curb 
rein. Next them, Charlotte minced at her 
toast wi th finicking grace. Charlotte was 
sixteen, an olive-and-pomegranate girl , 
wi th a dusk glowing cheek like velvet, and 
lips almost too full and sulky rose-red, and 
black lashes curling over great, soft, 
smouldering black eyes. Even the twins 
had been known to admit that Charlotte 
was easy to look at. Y e t Landon felt an 
anxious twinge. Charlotte was not easy 
to manage. M a r y L o u had handled her 
fairly well , although she'd been almost 
too strict. None the less, he wondered 
whether he himself would handle her as 
well. Charlotte flew the track rather oft
en. She was a problem, no doubt about 
that. B u t Sally, his youngest, never flew 
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the (rack, thanks be. He looked down at 
Sally, square, tow-headed, apple-cheeked, 
mowing down waffles wi th the precision 
of a small rapid-fire gun. N o , Sally 
didn't present any problem, bless her, 
save that of keeping her comfortably 
filled up. Anyhow, he was a fool to worry 
over the kids. They were superb chil
dren. He knew he wasn't overstating it. 
Superb was the word. Tha t was the Bar 
bara in them, her young vi tal i ty , her fire. 
B u t again he looked at M a r y L o u , bent 
rapt above her gifts, and that dull be
seeching question deepened in his eyes. 

Breakfast over, everybody scurried to 
work. M a r y L o u was to be married at 
eight o'clock that evening. They them
selves must make all the preparations, 
for fat A u n t Dilsey was their only ser
vant, and she was already too jubilantly 
wrought up to be of much use. It would 
be a large wedding; everybody in Salerno, 
their placid Southern town, had known 
M a r y L o u and loved her since the day 
she was born, and everybody was invited. 
There would be out-of-town guests, too. 
J i m Tunstal l , M a r y 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 
k ind sand-bar might hold those serried 
ranks from descending on him before six. 
H e 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 sanctimony, but 
staid, conservative, solidly prosperous. 
Young J im himself, 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 ahead. 
H e had worked and saved for years, 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. H e winced 
as he remembered by what desperate 
twists he had managed to screw out M a r y 
Lou 's few music lessons. A n d he had not 
even bought her wedding-dress. Great-

aunt Georgianna, her godmother, had in
sisted that the entire trousseau should be 
her gift. We l l , she could have music les
sons galore, now, and a grand piano, in
stead of Barbara's j ingling old box. A n d 
she could have all the pretty fripperies 
that her heart desired. A n d a sound, clean, 
devoted young husband. . . . Landon 
checked a surging desire to clinch his fists. 
H e ought to thank heaven, fasting, that 
his child would know a good man's love. 
"Though I 'd give m y month's salary to 
punch J i m Tunstall 's bull head. Great, 
stodgy, arrogant young oaf!" 

" More presents !" Charlotte skimmed 
in like an excited bronze butterfly, her 
arms heaped. M a r y L o u dashed from the 
parlor, the twins deserted their porch-
cleaning, Sally dropped the cake-pan to 
run and see. " Oh , table-linen ! A n d two 
centrepieces, all real C l u n y ! When / 
get married, I 'm going to have real lace 
on everything. So there!" 

" R e a l lace n o t h i n ' ! " gibed Richie. 
" W h e n / get married, I ' l l bet I have some 
real eats. N o chicken-salad dabs, and no 
squinchin' pink ice-cream, neither. Peach 
cobbler, an' turkey, an' strawberry short
cake. Just you w a i t ! " 

" Y o u shall have real lace on every
thing, down to your dish-towels !" M a r ) ' 
L o u snatched Charlotte and hugged her 
tight. " A n d I ' l l roast your w redding tur
keys, R i c h , and bake the cobbler myself— 
Richard Parke L a n d o n ! You 've taken 
the clamp off your front teeth again! 
When you 'd promised me solemnly " 

" W e l l , dassent I leave that gag off the 
day you're married, even?" Richie 's 
voice rose in a howl of injury. 

" Oh, if you put it that way, poor dear! 
Though I really— There's the door-bell, 
Stephen. R u n . M o r e presents? M y 
sakes, J i m wi l l have to hire a dray. O h !" 
M a r y Lou 's eyes flared wide. " O h , it 's a 
wooden box, a big one ! I do believe it 's 
J im's folkses gift, at last. R i c h , ask D i l 
sey for the hammer. F l y ! " 

Aunt Dilsey 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. Dazed ,Mary L o u fit
ted in the key. A gasp of wonder arose. 

Side by side in their white-plush grooves 
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glistened row on row of silver: heavy, or
nate, engraved each with J im's large 
florid T as well as M a r y Lou ' s L. 

"Whoopee!" breathed the twins in 
reverent unison. 

"Awful ly swell ." Charlotte's red lips 
puckered. " B u t I like their nerve. 

Only—you wait, daddy dear. There's 
something I wanted to tell you. I— 
I " 

M a r y Lou's crisp voice halted, stam
mered, failed. Her hands gripped hard 
on his arm. Her wide gray eyes, so deep 
and soft under the winged brows, lifted to 

Sticking their own smarty ini t ia l along
side of yours !" 

" I don't mind. It 's magnificent." 
M a r y L o u lifted tray after laden tray. 
" B u t the design is almost too gorgeous. 
I like the teaspoons daddy gave me lots 
better. If only they'd ordered this set to 
match his " 

"Nonsense, M a r y L o u . " B u t a warm 
glow crept round Landon's chilled heart. 

" W e l l , we've no time to sit here and 
gloat." M a r y L o u sprang up, snapped 
down the l id . " R u n along and finish 
your porches, boys. Charlotte, wi l l you 
dust the parlors ? Sally, peep in the oven, 
there's a duck, and see if the cheese-cakes 
are browning. R u n along, all of you. 

his in swift pleading, then faltered, 
dropped away. " I—well—it isn't any
thing particular. Never mind, now. B u t 
—would you mind answering the telephone 
for me, awhile? A n d the door-bell?" 

" O f course I won't mind . " Landon's 
voice was a little flat. Leaden disap
pointment weighed in his breast. M a r y 
L o u was half-way up the stairs now. She 
had not met his eyes again. 

Landon tramped patiently from front 
door to telephone, from telephone to side 
door, from side door to telephone again. 
W i t h all the small town's friendly intru-
siveness, Salerno was making the most of 
M a r y Lou 's great day. 

" H e l l o , M r . L a n d o n ! " I t was their 

B a r b a r a , forever l o v e l y and forever young . :—Page 77r. 
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groceryman, over the wire. " A i n ' t it one 
grand morning for Miss M a r y Lou 's 
wedding, though ! Say, give her many 
happy returns for me, and tell her that 
her order is on the way, and I 'm sendin' 
her the lettuce an' cucumbers for her 
salad out of my own garden, wi th M r s . 
Peters's an' my compliments. Say, she's 
one fine girl , ain't she? Y o u ' l l miss her, 
all right. Good-by." 

" O h , M r . L a n d o n ! " It was the new 
Methodist minister's pretty, dragged-out 
young wife, wi th one baby in the go-cart 
and two more clinging to her l imp skirts. 
" I stopped in to bring Miss M a r y L o u 
some of m y almond torten. A n old Swiss 
lady in Butte, where we preached last 
year, taught me to make them, and I 
thought they'd be something new. Eve ry 
girl likes something new for her wedding 
supper." Her wan face grew pink at 
Landon's courtly thanks. " W h y , it 's 
k ind of you to appreciate them so. I 
wanted to bring her roses. Y o u always 
want to bring roses to a bride like M a r y 
L o u . B u t we haven't had time to plant 
anything yet. M y love to her, please. 
B u t to let her go—it ' l l be so hard for 
you !" Her gentle hand went out to h im 
with a quick compassion. Then she drew 
her small tribe shyly away, for Great-
aunt Georgianna Landon's battered old 
victoria was trundling up the drive. 

" G o o d morning, John." A u n t 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, 
sagging face, framed in the primeval pur
ple silk bonnet, wi th its nodding hearse-
plumes, would have been sardonic if i t 
had not been so very tired, so very old. 
" Wel l , this wi l l be a right bad day for you, 
John. Y o u don't realize how you have 
depended on M a r y L o u . Tha t child has 
been a mother to the younger children. 
H o w you ' l l manage without her " 

" Y e s , I ' l l miss M a r y L o u . B u t Cousin 
L i l l i e Burford comes this noon. She wi l l 
stay and take M a r y Lou 's place." 

" T a k e M a r y Lou 's p lace!" A u n t 
Georgianna snorted. "Cous in L i l l i e is a 
slack-twisted Burford, every inch ! She 
manage ! Y o u ' l l be lucky if you get hot 
bread once a week. As for the children, I 
warn you, she and that pepperpot Char
lotte wi l l quarrel from the first hour. 

What 's more, Di lsey plain despises her. 
Says she won't stay the week out if Miss 
L i l l i e dares try to boss her " 

" W e l l , we ' l l do the best we can, aunt. 
Cousin L i l l i e asks a very moderate salary. 
B u t it 's a l l that I " 

" O h , you know your own affairs. P u l l 
out that big box, John. Tha t is M a r y 
Lou ' s wedding dress. V e i l and al l . That 
Memphis dressmaker has kept me on 
tenterhooks al l week, and M a r y L o u has 
been frantic. Though she never said one 
word. She's a true-blue Landon. Wel l , 
good-by, John, t i l l 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. 
Good-by." 

" M y dress ! " M a r y L o u flung herself 
down the stairs headlong. Again the 
household gathered to gaze devoutly at 
the great white-and-gilt box wi th its fold
ed treasure of silver and pearl. 

" Oh, A u n t Georgianna was very gener
ous. A n d i t ' l l be the grandest wedding 
dress that Salerno ever la id eyes on ." A t 
last M a r y L o u la id back that armful of 
white magic. " B u t I wish I hadn't let 
her buy i t . I ' d rather be married in 
cheese-cloth, and have you give i t to me, 
daddy!" H e r round throat quivered. 
She threw herself on Landon, and hugged 
h i m fiercely. Her arms seemed to lock 
h im to her, flesh to flesh, bone to bone, 
but she kept her face turned stubbornly 
away; not for one instant would her wet 
flashing eyes meet his own. " N o w , boys, 
you shine up the parlor windows. Dilsey, 
look at your egg-beater ! You ' re dripping 
icing all over the place. Charlotte, you 
t idy the dining-room. Sally, come help 
me up-stairs." Again she darted away, 
wi th the speed of fight. 

The front door-bell now. Old Captain 
Ashley, spruce in white duck, carrying a 
great sheaf of roses, white and pink. 
" T h e bride's own colors, sir. Tu t , tut, 
what if I stripped m y garden ? The garden 
is honored, sir, to come to the wedding. 
A happy day to her! Al though to you, 
sir"—the curt, mart ial old voice slack
ened—"ah, well , i t is the way of the 
world, sir, the way of the world. 

' T o see our bright ones disappear, 
Almost as morning dew.' 
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Y o u recall your Ingelow? B u t we old 
fellows have had our own diamond morn
ings. Good day to you , sir, good day." 

The side door now. M i s s Sarah A r 
nold, M a r y Lou 's Sunday-school teacher, 
her broad face beaming under her ki t ten
ish mul l hat. 

" I just dropped in to bring you-al l a 
deep-dish cherry pie for dinner. Y o u ' l l 
be too busy to cook a real meal. A n d tell 
M a r y L o u her class wi l l come this after
noon and help decorate. M y , how this 
town wi l l miss her !" H e r large bosom 
heaved, her homely, innocent face worked. 
" B u t I reckon you ' l l miss her more'n her 
class, even. Yes , to be sure, I 'm coming 
early to-night. Yes , I want to see her 
presents, every one. Good-by." 

A t noon the depot 'bus brought Cousin 
L i l l i e Burford, three trunks, two suit
cases, one hold-all , a shoe-box tied wi th 
red baby ribbon, a large cage containing 
a small l imp canary, and an outraged 
torty-shell cat i n a basket. Landon went 
dutifully down the walk to greet her. 
Cousin L i l l i e , 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 wi th what ski l l 
he could. Di lsey, 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 royal ly by M i s s Sarah's pie. 
Somehow Landon was not hungry. Across 
from h im sat M a r y L o u , erect as a l i t t le 
queen, her cheeks fiery scarlet now, her 
eyes dark stars. She talked and laughed 
at top speed. She did not swallow a 
morsel. She did not stop chattering one 
moment. I t was almost as if she dared 
not stop. Over and over, her starry eyes 
darted to Landon's face, clung there a 
moment, leaped away. 

B y two o'clock the tension had risen to 
concert pi tch. M a r y Lou ' s Sunday-school 
class, loaded wi th vines and w i l d flowers, 
had swarmed in and taken the house by 
storm. D o w n the garden, Richie and 
Steve were letting off steam wi th 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 
A u n t Dilsey rattled the windows wi th her 
full-throated ecstasy: 

" K e e p a'inchin' along, 
Keep a'inchin' along, 
A n ' we'll all git to hebben by um b y ! " 

Landon tried to laugh at the turmoil . 
Instead, he owned a sick longing to creep 
away and hide. Presently he slipped up 
to his own room. 

M a r y L o u stood at his big, old-fash
ioned bureau. A t his step she whirled 
and faced h im. She started, wi th a quick 
impulse of flight. Then she came straight 
to h im. 

" I ' v e just finished pr ink in ' up your 
room, daddy. I—I 'm glad you came up. 
It 's so rackety down-stairs, I can't think 
straight. A n d there's something I want 
to tell you—I must tell y o u — " she 
stopped, quivered. 

" Y e s , daughter." Landon put a steady
ing arm round her shoulders. H i s heart 
pounded wi th eager hope. 

" T o tell you something I—I've been 
wanting to say, so long. Only—only " 

" Y e s , dear?" H e bent to her. She 
flinched away, then looked up bravely. 
" T o tell you " 

" M a r y Lou—oh , M a r y L o u ! " Sally's 
clarion pierced high. "He re comes J i m 
Tunsta l l , and the major, and M r s . T u n -
stall, and a l l ! H u r r y ! R u n ! " 

" O h , J i m m y and his k in—already!" 
M a r y Lou ' s dust-cap went one way, her 
apron another. She rushed away. L a n 
don followed, smiling and alert. B u t i t 
was to h i m as if he bled inwardly. 

Ponderous, impressive, inexorably on 
time, three touring-cars packed with 
Tunstal ls came up the drive. In al l , there 
were only eighteen of J im's k i n ; but they 
seemed an army. Landon did the honors 
wi th admirable warmth. L o r d , what an 
appalling horde there was of them ! W i t h 
what bland condescension they looked on 
M a r y Lou ' s poor l i t t le preparations, her 
linens, and her gifts! H i s gorge rose at 
the whole majestic crew. B u t smiling, 
cordial, he played his part. 

E v e n the heaven-born Tunstalls could 
sense the calamity of their too prompt ar
r iva l . W i t h rare tact they set off on a 
round of calls, adding that they would 
dine and dress at the hotel. E v e n J i m 
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himself must go wi th them, so Major 
Tunstal l proclaimed. 

" O h , very well. Funny I can't stick 
around when it 's m y own wedding." J i m 
stood in the l ibrary door. H e was a great, 
brawny fellow, a good inch over Landon's 
own six feet. Against M a r y Lou ' s Dres
den slenderness he loomed gigantic. H i s 
shoulders filled the narrow door; his 
thatched black head al l but brushed the 
l intel . H i s 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! W h y 
M a r y L o u should have chosen h im 

" W e l l , M a r y Lou ' s pretty busy. B u t 
let your crowd wait a minute, J i m . " H e 
glanced toward the group around the 
motor-cars. For this moment they two 
were alone. H e could speak out. " I have 
something to say to you, J i m . I don't 
know just how to put it. B u t I want you 
to know that I ' m banking on you as I 
have never banked on any man. N o w , if 
you fail me—if you don't make M a r y L o u 
happy " 

H e halted. The room was very s t i l l . 
J i m looked back at h im. H i s hard, 

clean young face did not flinch. H i s level 
eyes stared past Landon, out at the blue-
and-gold June. A t length he turned to 
Landon and spoke slowly, picking his 
words. 

" I understand. Very well. N o w , you 
mind this. If I don't do the right thing 
by M a r y L o u , if I don't make her happy 
—then it wi l l be up to you to flail the hide 
off me. Y o u hear that, s i r ? " 

Hi s face was imperturbable, a mask of 
youth. H i s cool voice was insolent i n its 
unconcern. B u t that minute M a r y L o u 
dashed past the door, i n search of a miss
ing Tunsta l l ve i l ; and Landon caught the 
look in J im's eyes as she sped by. 

Landon turned away sharply. H e had 
a queer, humbled feeling, as if he had 
looked i n on some young shrine. 

The rest of the day spun by, a blinding 
whir l . The hands on the big old clock 
fairly leaped from hour to hour. Belated 
gifts streamed in . Belated well-wishers 
called M a r y L o u to the telephone for long 
affectionate visits; belated armfuls of flow
ers, last-minute borrowings of plates and 

silver, dribbled into the kitchen. B y five 
o'clock the house hummed like a hive of 
frantic bees. B y six i t was a maelstrom. 
A t seven, miraculously, the tumult 
stopped, stil led: a wave of silence, awed, 
expectant, flooded the wide, d im, fragrant 
rooms. E v e r y space was swept and gar
nished now; not a fern-leaf nodded awry. 
M a r y L o u had disappeared. 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. E v e n A u n t D i l -
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. 

" I ' l l dress right off. Then I ' l l be on 
hand if the Tunstal ls swoop down ahead 
of t ime," he told himself. H e was slow 
about i t , though. H e was so wretchedly 
tired that he could not hurry. H i s limbs 
were stiff, his hands bungled, the blood 
crept lifeless through his veins. D u l l y he 
looked at himself i n the glass. H e was 
not yet fifty, i n the prime of his toil ing, 
honorable life. B u t to-night he looked 
gaunt and burnt-out and old. A n d his 
whole heart was sick wi th in h im. The 
long, hoping, dreading day lay l ike ashes 
on his mouth. 

"She might have given me one word. 
She might have known. B u t she didn't 
once think of Barbara. I can't blame her, 
poor child. She was so l i t t le . Of course 
she has forgotten her. B u t if she'd just 
said Barbara's name ! If she'd only " 

There came a tap at his door. A low, 
uncertain tap. 

Brushes in hand, Landon turned. B u t 
the door flew open. O n the threshold 
stood M a r y L o u . 

Landon d id not speak. On ly he stared 
and stared, as if he could not look his fill. 
M a r y L o u — C o u l d this white vis ion be 
his li t t le, l i t t le girl? H e r br idal gown 
flowed round her, spindrift of frost. H e r 
great veil wrapped her in gossamer. U n 
der the rosebud coronet, her l i t t le white 
face was whiter than the snow-mists that 
enfolded her. N o t a trace of Barbara . 
Y e t how her loveliness brought back Bar 
bara's loveliness on their own marriage 
n ight ! 

H i s voice sounded in his ears, loud and 
harsh and strange. 
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" W e l l , honey! You ' re ready away 
ahead of t ime." 

M a r y L o u d id not seem to hear. She 
stumbled toward h im. She put out two 
groping hands. Suddenly her white l i t t le 
face blazed with wild, heart-rending ter
ror. 

Landon gasped out. H e sprang to her 
and caught her up and showered kisses on 
the little drawn, agonized face, the l i t t le 
icy, clinging hands. 

" M a r y L o u , m y baby, m y d a r l i n g ! " 
H e had her in his arms i n the big chair 
now, her hands gripped round his neck, 
her shuddering l i t t le body clasped tight. 
" D o n ' t , m y g i r l ! Father can't stand i t . 
I know just what has frightened you, 
dear. You—you—but J i m Tunsta l l loves 
you wi th his whole heart, m y child. H e ' l l 
be tender w i t h you. H e ' l l do his level 
best to make you happy. If he doesn't, 
I — " his breath came short, t h e n — " I ' l l 
make h im p a y ! B u t he w i l l be good to 
you. Y o u needn't be afraid " 

" O h , it 's not that, daddy." She 
clutched h im w i t h shaking hands. She 
was sobbing through her kisses, now. 
" I ' m not afraid, one bit . I couldn't be 
afraid, wi th J i m . B u t , oh, daddy, i t ' s 
you, dear, it 's you ! I can't go off and get 
married and leave you like this. Y o u ' l l 
never get along. Never in this world . 
Cousin L i l l i e means well , but she's whin
ing this minute because she wants Di lsey 
to come up and curl her false front, and 
Dilsey vows she wouldn' t curl the Presi
dent's false front for h im. A n d nobody 
but me can make Richie hold his shoulders 
straight. A n d I must scold h im every 
minute, to keep that clamp on his teeth. 
A s for Stephen, I stand over h im like a 
slave-driver. I send h im back up-stairs 
to wash, every day of his life. H i s guar
dian angel couldn't teach h im to keep his 
ears clean. A n d Charlotte makes eyes at 
everybody. F r o m the new minister down. 
A n d Sally wi l l cram herself wi th sweet 
stuff from morning t i l l night, the l i t t le pig. 
Daddy , I can't leave you. I w o n ' t ! " 

" N o w , you hear me, M a r y L o u . " L a n 
don held her close. H i s even voice was 
stern now. " A l l these years, you have 
given yourself to daddy and the children. 
You 've been the best l i t t le partner—" he 
halted. " B u t now you must take up your 
own partnership. J i m is the only man i n 

a l l the world for you. Y o u have told me 
that. Y o u believe that. Cer ta in sure?" 

M a r y Lou ' s trembling clutch relaxed. 
H e r wet cheek burrowed into his shoulder. 

" S o that's settled. N o w , daughter, do 
your part. Go to your new home, and 
never once look back. Go and make 
J i m m y as happy—as happy as your 
mother once made me. For that is al l 
your life, m y child. That ' s al l there is to 
life. N o w and always." 

H i s voice broke. B u t M a r y L o u drew 
a long, quieting breath. After a while she 
spoke, very low. 

" I reckon you're right, daddy. J i m m y 
certainly is the one man for me. A n d to 
love h im is a l l there is to life. That 's ex
act ly what mamma said to me. About 
y o u . " 

" W h a t mamma said? About me? 
When—what " 

Landon's arms fell away. The words 
clacked dry on his mouth. The room 
swam and darkened round h i m ; a gray 
mist thickened before his eyes. B u t he 
knew that he was listening: listening wi th 
his soul. 

" W h a t d id mamma say, daughter? 
Wha t d id she tell you—about m e ? " 

M a r y L o u sat up. She pushed the long 
vei l back from her face. 

" W h y , I don't believe I 've ever told 
you , dad. I t was when mamma—it was 
just a few days before—she went away. 
The nurse had sent me up-stairs wi th her 
broth. I can see her this minute, as clear 
as clear! She was sitting up, i n her red 
dressing-jacket, the one wi th the lace 
ruffles, and her hair was wound up in two 
big, shiny braids, and her white hands 
w i t h al l her rings on—you know how 
fresh and sweet she always made herself 
look. N o matter how sick she was." 

" Y e s . I remember." 
" W e l l . 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 d id , and said: ' G i v e me a kiss, 
precious, to season i t . ' Y o u know she was 
always saying that." 

" Y e s . I remember." 
" S o I reached up to kiss her. B u t she 

leaned out and pulled me up on the bed, 
and held me tight. Then she said, very 
grave and slow: ' M a r y L o u , listen. 
M o t h e r must tell you something, right 
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now. A n d you must always, always re
member. After a while, you ' l l be a 
grown-up young lady. T h e n a man wi l l 
come who loves you, and he w i l l tell you 
that he loves you. Then—hark. L o o k at 
your father then, M a r y L o u , and say to 
yourself: " W i l l this man make me as 
happy as m y own father made m y moth
er ? " A n d let that answer decide for you. 
Promise me you ' l l do this, M a r y L o u ! 
Promise you ' l l never forget! ' S o l prom
ised. Then she went on: 'Because, M a r y 
L o u , your father has made me the happi
est woman that ever breathed. Some
times I 've been ashamed, almost. Greedy 
thing I was, to snatch h im and keep h im 
al l for myself !' Then she laughed out, 
but her eyes were a l l wet. Y o u know 
that funny trick she had of laughing even 
when her eyes were fidl of tears, so her 
lashes had regular rainbow streaks on 
t hem?" 

" Y e s . I remember." 
M a r y Lou ' s head drooped on his shoul

der. There was a long silence. The girl 's 
strained li t t le body was yielding to calm. 
B u t every inch of Landon had flamed 
awake. H e breathed deep. A U his 
leaden years had slipped from his shoul
ders. The blood leaped through his veins 
like some celestial fire. 

M a r y Lou ' s small hand caught his 
sinewy one, drew i t against her young 
breast, cradled it close. 

" O h , wasn't mamma the peachiest 
t h i n g ! " she whispered. " D o you 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-beds, and the 
way she laughed at everything?" 

Again that pulse of exquisite joy beat 
high through Landon's veins. 

" A n d the times when the babies were 
l i t t le . H o w ridiculously proud she was 
of them, and how she used to brag! I 
remember how she crowed over Char
lotte's long eyelashes, and how she strutted 
about the twins, just because they were 
twins. A s if nobody had ever had twins 
before ! A n d 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

ment. A n d what fun she was, Christmas 
and bir thdays! She always had such 
dozens of secrets up her sleeve, and we 
were al l i n 'em. The Christmas she gave 
you the big photograph of herself and the 
twins, I knew al l about i t a week before
hand. I wonder I didn ' t burst. A n d how 
we loved Sunday afternoons, because 
she'd p lay Bib le stories wi th us! Sally 
would be baby Moses i n the clothes-
basket, and the Jap screen was the bul
rushes, and the twins were Pharaoh's 
soldiers, and I was Pharaoh's daughter, 
a l l diked out i n mother's blue-silk kimono. 
Goodness, what fun ! A n d you 'd be the 
crocodile." 

Landon chuckled suddenly. H e saw 
himself, a green-felt table-cover pinned to 
his shoulders, a brass jardiniere on his 
head, crawling across the floor, emitting 
growls and roars l ike Lev ia than unchained. 
H e could see the twins, pop-eyed with 
fearful joy; he could hear Charlotte 's yelps 
of ecstasy. H e saw Barbara , breathless, 
crimson-cheeked, dump the rescued Moses 
on the lounge, then lean against the wall , 
to laugh t i l l she could laugh no more. 

" A n d times we went picnicking, and 
mother made us such luscious things to 
eat! A n d times you and she would go to 
parties together. M y , how proud she was 
of you, because y o u always looked so 
stunning in evening clothes! H o w she 
did dote on that shiny old swallow-tail of 
yours! She just used to purr over i t . And 
she was always pinching Stephen's nose 
to make i t l ike yours, and finally she got 
Stephen so cross that he 'd y ip if she even 
held up her finger. A n d do you remem
ber her streaks of ' rearing us b y rule '? 
She'd send us up to bed right on the tick 
of eight, a l l i n our long-legged nighties; 
the twins used to look l ike two polar-bear 
cubs. B u t by half past eight we 'd be 
taking the roof off wi th a pillow-fight, and 
she'd be right i n the thick of i t . M y , she 
was a corking good sho t !" 

Aga in Landon laughed out; that laugh 
of utter content. H e saw Barbara dash 
down the hal l l ike a frenzied maenad, 
flourishing a pi l low after the two small 
polar bears, who galloped squeaking into 
his own room, and took refuge under 
the bed. A n d he saw her as she sat by 
Sally 's crib, w i t h both l i t t le bears cud
dled drowsily in her lap; he watched her 
face, aglow i n the d im lamplight; he heard 



The First-Born 771 

her shamed laughing whisper: " Y e s , I 
know I ought to tuck them in , but they're 
so cunning! I can't go and leave them 
quite yet." 

A h , she had gone and left them so long, 
so long ago. Y e t her darling life stil l 
l ived. Her brave, gay heart st i l l beat in 
her own child's loyal breast. Curiously, 
he knew now that al l these years he had 
wandered like a man half dead of cruel 
thirst, who stumbles alone across an emp
ty world. N o w his parched soul drank 
deep. A l l his days he would walk alone. 
B u t never again could he suffer as he had 
suffered. For his own chi ld , his first
born, had given h im to drink of that life-
giving spring. 

"And—lis ten , daddy." 
A moment M a r y L o u hesitated. Then , 

wi th the grave frankness of her young, 
clean-minded generation, she spoke out. 

" I f ever I have any children, daddy, I 
want my little sons to be just like you . 
Fre-cisely! E v e r y smidgeon. B u t if I 
have a little daughter, I 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 
used to look, and the things she used to 
say, and the funny li t t le jokes she was 
always playing on us, and the way she 
petted us—she'd just eat us up, you know. 
I've got her al l wri t ten down in me. A n d 
—I want to pass her along." 

" A l l right, honey." 
A moment more they clung, silent. 

Then M a r y L o u slipped to her feet. 
" I ought to go down now. There ' l l be 

some last thing— Oh, daddy, look! It 's 
a quarter to eight, and y o u not even ready! 
Mercy me ! Here, I ' l l fix your tie. Yes , 
yes, Cousin L i l h e , don't wa i l so. W e ' l l 
be in t ime." 

Four hours later Landon shut the last 
window, turned out the last gas-jet, 
plodded up-stairs to his room. Those four 
hours spun before his eyes, a whirl igig 
blur. However, from that blur certain 
pictures stood out sharp and clear. The 
spacious old rooms, crowded wi th wait ing 
faces; the august cohorts of the Tuns ta l l 
clan; A u n t Georgianna, i n antebellum 
puce velvet, her gaunt face set i n sardonic 
grooves, but her dul l eyes staring at the 
young faces round her w i t h the eternal 
peering wistfulness of the old, old woman 

who has never borne a child. Then , far 
clearer, far more v i v i d , so clear that i t 
ached on his sight, the face of M a r y L o u , 
so white, so shining, so serene; and beside 
her J i m , big, stolid, unswerving, yet his 
hard young lips chalk-white, his hard 
young suavity shaken and moved. After, 
the long vague torment of the reception, 
when al l Salerno meandered by, wi th the 
same fond, inane speeches, to a constant 
obligato of Cousin Li l l i e ' s sniffle—then the 
gay rush of departure. Showers of con
fetti, roses flying like ha i l ; and in the 
thick of that romping storm M a r y Lou ' s 
arms around him, her passionate whisper 
in his ear: " O h , daddy, how can I go 
away! O h , daddy, don't let R i c h leave 
the clamp off his teeth one single second. 
A n d do, do make Stephen wash behind 
his ears!" A n d then, through the last 
flurry of roses and laughter and pelting 
good wishes, her last wave from the motor 
to h im, her last tender, reassuring cry: 
"Remember what I 've told you, daddy! 
Remember everything I 've told you, dear! 
G o o d - b y ! " 

Cousin L i l l i e ' s dove-plaint wafted down 
the hal l . Cousin L i l l i e was one of the 
women who must always have a dear friend 
to spend the night and talk i t a l l over. 

" B u t John Landon's behavior is beyond 
m e ! H e has always adored M a r y L o u . 
Y e t he was utterly unmoved. H e never 
shed one tear. Y o u ' d think he was posi
t ively glad to see her go. I t seemed so 
callous of h i m ! When you think what 
his own married life used to mean ! H o w 
pit ifully young he and Barbara were, and 
how hard they had to work, and then 
having such a dreadful raft of children, 
and a l l ! Y o u ' d think he couldn't stand 
i t ! T o see M a r y L o u start away, on the 
very same r o a d ! " 

Landon stretched his big, tired body on 
the bed. The shutters were swung wide; 
through tossing vine-shadows, June moon
light streamed in and shone on Barbara 
—Barbara, her babies in her arms, leaning 
to h im from her great carven frame; Bar 
bara, forever lovely and forever young. 

H e looked up longingly into her sweet, 
gay eyes. 

" Y o u bet I ' m glad to let M a r y L o u go. 
If only she and J i m can find the very same 
road we went, together!" he whispered. 
A n d so he fell asleep. 



- T H E P O I N T O F V I E W 

NOW and again men of letters and 
other persons more or less in the 
public eye are invited to participate 

in what the newspapers (with unconscious 
humor) are wont to term a "symposium" 
—although frequently it is only a Barmecide 

feast. They are requested to put 
themselves 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 
stalwart Heroes and sometimes they are 
desired to lisp lovingly a list of lovely 
Heroines. And as these men of letters and 
other persons more or less in the public 
eye 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 Ulysses, Gargantua or 
Marius the Epicurean. They are equally 
lacking in frankness where they volunteer 
to name 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 enough to acknowledge his 
sneaking fondness for Becky Sharp, that 
most fascinating villainess. Thackeray tried 
to make us dislike Mrs . Rawdon Crawley, 
thereby incurring the reproach of Taine— 
to the effect that her creator did not love 
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. In fact, 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 Dobbin. 

In the new volume of essays, which M r . 
James Huneker has quaintly entitled '' Ivory 
Apes and Peacocks," there is a characteris
tically clever paper called "Three Disa
greeable Girls"— i . e., Hedda Gabler, M i l -
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dred Lawson (in M r . George Moore's 
"Celibates") , and Undine Spragg (in Mrs . 
Wharton's "The Custom of the Country") . 
These three graces M r . Huneker disgraces 
by dissection; and in so doing he suggests 
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 Heroines whom I abhor. 
For these delectable lists no villain or v i l 
lainess would be eligible, and all bald bad 
men would be debarred and all intriguing 
sirens. In fact, the piquancy of the quest 
would lie in the picking out of characters 
obviously beloved 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, so 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." I am inclined 
to think that the author himself likes 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 career 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 . M a r y Arnold, as she chooses 
to call herself, is a good woman, in the 
worst sense of the word. She is an advanced 
feminist, never doubting that the world 
will be a better place, when it ceases to 
be man-made. She is self-possessed, self-
absorbed, self-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 hiring another woman to 
mother her children for her, and to look after 
the home life of her husband. She conde
scends kindly to this husband—a very fine 

Disagreeable 
Gir ls 
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fellow; and she has no doubt as to her own 
superior wisdom. In fact, she is one of those 
who "know it a l l , " and to say this is to 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 is per
fectly sincere and transparently blameless. 
Perhaps it 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 M a r y Arnold and Becky Sharp 
the average sensual man would not hesitate 
a moment—and neither would any man of 
average intelligence. 

IF we were thoroughly honest, we should 
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 to admit this; in fact, 

I never do. M y dog and I—are 
we not friends on some fine, lofty 
plane of sympathy and under

standing where the eyes leap to comprehen
sion, where conversation is futile, and words 
of no avail? I like to think this; I do think 
it—but the truth is not complete. M y dog 
follows to heel, rushes madly off on some 
tour of inspection, comes to heel again, and 
though perhaps felt unconsciously, his re
turn is a subtle compliment and warms me 
around the heart. 

A l l this hour I have heard the scratchy 
patter of a dog in the college corridor hunt
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 genu
ine than that you experience when your dog 
recognizes you among a group of people 
and comes to greet you? Oh, then you see 
—all this talk of your plane of higher under
standing is gone! Y o u are the master and 
he comes, a fief. Affection is not appealed 
to; it is vanity. He stands beside you in 
the very vassalage of loyalty. 

There is a trick of independence in the 
attitude of some dogs toward another than 
their masters. Say I speak to such a dog, 

call him " P u p p y , " as I call all dogs, invite 
him to a caress—if he responds, it is the 
greeting of equality between two friendly 
creatures; if he scorns even the notice of me, 
I chuckle at his stiff-tailed disdain and en
joy vicariously the loyalty to his master 
which it becomes him best to show by ignor
ing me. 

In this way did Dana, the stately St. 
Bernard, respond to the praises of those 
chance people who were not in his formal 
acquaintance. 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 after a glance almost 
unseeing. He was a dog to appreciate the 
use of a monocle. I have no doubt he either 
has used one, or will in some other incarna
tion. He was a king among dogs—and he 
believed in the divine right. It could not be 
said of him that he ever unbent. There 
was 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 to his feet"—he found it difficult to learn 
the technic which usually binds size and 
dignity. But even in his cumbersome ludi-
crousness he gambolled with a somewhat 
stately air. 

Dana 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 red-
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 
proportion 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 I grew up with. But when 
I speak of dogs, Dana's name springs to the 
lips, a pertinent proof that I almost believed 
in Dana's unimpeachable idea of himself. 
But Romeo should, I say, have been men
tioned before. He was ever present in all 
the marvellous and daring nothings of my 
childhood. Through the seasons with his 
dog—what more could any child want! 

Romeo was a dog of gentle sadness; he 
looked out on the fret of this world with the 
drooping eyes of one who has been much at 

Some Dogs 
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sea, who looks through vast mistiness to 
some far-off reality. He was a genial dog; 
his tail wagged as rhythmically as a pendu
lum. It was as 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 
setter, 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 contemplation, thrilled to this chase 
with all the ardor of a fiercely 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 I can scarcely call him 
friend. I feel too sorry for him. He has 
the potentialities of a dog, but he is 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 Rab, a rollicking, 

well-born 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 eye, and though he never 
recognized me publicly 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 gentle 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 a 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 to be 
bolstered up by a sense of enjoyment in the 
idiocy of the whole situation. From under 
his shaggy eyebrows 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 so 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 I can put out my foot 
to nudge his hairy back. He understands 
that I am telling 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 under" 
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 red-
tongued happiness, he comes racing back— 
to me. 



T H E F I E L D O F A R T 

THE WONDER OF WORK 
W O R K to-day is the greatest thing in 

the world, and the artist who best 
records it will be best remembered. 

Work has always been an inspiration to 
artists, from the time when we were told to 
earn our bread by the sweat of our brow, 
till now, when most of us are trying to for
get the command, and act like "ladies and 
gentlemen." 

Under the Church, work—the building 
of the Tower of Babel and the Temple— 
was the subject of endless imaginings by 
painters, 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 what 
they imagined the towers and the temples 
looked like. This — this 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 
"scholarly," and is concocted from a clas
sical dictionary; a trip for a few weeks to 
Greece or Italy is useful but not necessary 
and adds to the expense, and illustrated 
post-cards may be used instead. 

Now 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 at 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 
built, and how the builders worked accord
ing to the bookman and archaeologist and 
the critic. 

As to these popular forms of art—the 
backbone of academies — I know, for I am 
a 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 is 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 world has been 
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 
Giotto, 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 
Durer 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, yet vowed he could paint with any 
one, amongst his other accomplishments. 
But, with all these artists, either work was a 
detail or imaginative; it was never the 
dominant motive, 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 Egyptians—or those of 
the Greeks either. In the Bayeux tapes
tries there is 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. 
So strong and so powerful were these Dutch 
works that they have lasted ti l l to-day, and 
so well were they designed that all wind
mills and water-mills have kept their form 
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till now. 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—prove it. And yet Rembrandt has 
made a perfect artistic composition as well 
as a 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 Greeks, 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 lighthouses, 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 is 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 Piranesi discovered the pris
ons, the Carceri, to be as enthralling as the 
ruins of Rome. 

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 not here trying to 
carry on tradition—the only thing worth 
doing in art—but to embeter les bourgeois— 
and Ruskin ! 

Turner's Carthage would not stand up, 
if built—Claude's palaces do. Turner, too, 
defying Ruskin — Ruskin anathematizing 
workaday England—was a spectacle. But 
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 observed work, noted facts 
—and to paint work one must study work. 

It is far easier to paint a 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. Yet one 

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 warehouses 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 I 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 conquis a I'art la beaute spe-
ciale de la nouvelle industrie: la formidable 
fabrique, pleine de lumiere sombre et de ton-
iterre, les fetes flamboyantes des fonderies, la 
puissance grondante des machines. Et tou-
jours cette tendance est au monumental. 

" L'hymne au Travail chante avec plus de 
force lyrique encore dans ses bronzes." 

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 a place of pilgrimage because 
of his pictures of work and of war in the 
Town Hall. 

Millet has, I believe, honestly done the 
life around his home, the life of the fields, 
but, though he has endless imitators, there 
are scarcely any painters tc-day who see 
through their own eyes the real life of the 
fields and farms and the fisherman—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 
have known or seen—Mr. Trumbull's " Iron 
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Workers" in the Pennsylvania Building— 
and a few rather unimportant things in the 
Dutch and Argentine Pavilions. 

Meunier showed without sentiment the 
workman at work, not with any idea of 
preaching about his wrongs, his trials, his 
struggles, his misery, but to show the Wonder 
of Work for its own sake, and the pictorial 
possibilities 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 to the Royal 
Exchange, in London, and you will find Wat 
Tyler, Phoenicians, 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 tactless 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 
decorations in the Administration Building 
at Balboa. These were not wanted at the 
Panama Exhibition. In France, men like 
Henri Martin have painted decoratively, yet 
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, greet
ing the Spirit of old France. At Marseilles 
there are two subjects in which symbolism 
and realism, modernity and mediarvalism 
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 Royal 
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 sailed models of ships of 
them across the floor in my father's office, 
till I went to the Panama Canal, I have 
cared for the Wonder of Work. There are 
others who care—Brangwyn has cared, and 
so 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, 
his countryman. And Seymour Haden's 
"Breaking-up the Agamemnon" is notable. 
And there are Belgians like Baertsoen, De 
Bruycke, and Pierre Paulus; and French
men like Lepere, 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
ers, too, who have seen the opportunity to 
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prig and steal—but this is evident, just as 
it is evident that they will give up painting, 
or drawing work, for the next new thing. 
And there is another artist who really cares 
for the Wonder of Work. I do not know 
what else Van Ingen has done, but he has 
made a huge decoration of Culebra Cut— 
and Paul Bartlett has put American work 
on the pediment of the Capitol. I 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, I 
can only tell of the Wonder of Work as I 
see it. 

New York, as the incoming foreigner, 
full of prejudice, or doubt, or hope, and the 
returning American, crammed with guide
book and catalogue culture, see it, or might 
see it, rises a vision, a mirage of the lower 
bay, the color by day more shimmering 
than Venice, by night more magical than 
London. In the morning the mountains of 
buildings hide themselves, to reveal them
selves in the rosy steam clouds that chase 
each other across their flanks; 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 you, 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 
you is New York; and what does it remind 
you of? 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 vistas; 
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 beautiful, 
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
ern time, I should find my greatest inspira
tion. 

Almost before I left the Canal, artists, 
architects, and decorators were on their way 
there. I hope it may interest them half as 
much as it interested me. One man has 
succeeded, I repeat, in doing something for 
himself 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 counts—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 five, with Rem
brandt, Velasquez, Franz Hals, Meunier, 
and Whistler—artists 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." 

J O S E P H P E N N E L L . 



THE FINANCIAL W O R L D 

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

BY A L E X A N D E R D A N A N O Y E S 
Financial Editor of the New York Evening- Post 

H E ta lk of tenta t ive peace nego
t ia t ions w h i c h arose some weeks 

ago, at the m o m e n t w h e n G e r m a n y ' s 
operations i n the B a l k a n s h a d s t ruck 
her E n g l i s h a n d F r e n c h opponents 

w i t h something l ike conster
na t ion , a t t rac ted pa r t i cu la r 
a t t en t ion for one special 
reason. R u m o r ascr ibed the 

reported overtures en t i re ly to Ger
many. I t was c o m m o n l y remarked , 
to be sure, tha t B e r l i n w o u l d have 
been wise i n selecting the flood-tide 
of her m i l i t a r y success as the m o m e n t 
for opening negot ia t ions. B u t the 
rumors also cal led fo r th the comment 
that there m u s t be something, i n her 
own economic s i tua t ion , to m a k e even 
the successful i nvade r of Se rv ia anx
ious for ear ly peace. T h i s con t inued 
to be the ra ther general p o i n t of v i ew , 
even when the E n g l i s h a n d F r e n c h 
Governments h a d officially denied a n y 
purpose of m a k i n g peace, a n d w h e n 
the G e r m a n G o v e r n m e n t h a d semi
officially fo l lowed suit . 

A N N O U N C I N G i n the G e r m a n 
Reichs tag , a t the close of A u g u s t , 

the t h i r d great G e r m a n war loan , the 
Imper i a l F i n a n c e M i n i s t e r br ief ly re
viewed some salient facts. T h e d a i l y 
cost to a l l the Powers i n v o l v e d i n the 
E u r o p e a n war , he said , h a d risen to 
$ 7 5 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 ; the m o n t h l y cost to more 

t han $ 2 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 ; the yea r ly cost 
to something l ike $ 2 5 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 . 

T h e speech con ta in ing those 
estimates was made before 
B u l g a r i a h a d entered the 
w a r and before the B a l k a n 
campaign h a d begun; therefore the 
present ou t l ay mus t be greater s t i l l . 
G e r m a n y alone, the min i s te r ia l speech 
proceeded, was now spending i n a s in
gle m o n t h more b y one- th i rd than the 
to t a l cost of her F ranco -Pruss i an W a r . 

T o these comparisons one m a y prof
i t a b l y add some others of equal i n 
terest, affecting Grea t B r i t a i n ' s b i l l of 
costs. A t i ts present rate of war ex
pendi ture , E n g l a n d pays out i n six 
months more than the U n i t e d States 
G o v e r n m e n t spent for m i l i t a r y and 
n a v a l purposes i n a l l the four years of 
the A m e r i c a n C i v i l W a r . I t is com
m o n l y es t imated that the war w i t h 
F r a n c e i n the Napo leon i c per iod, f rom 
1 7 9 3 to 1 8 1 5 inc lus ive , cost E n g l a n d 
i n the aggregate $ 4 , 1 5 0 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 . B u t 

the Chance l lo r of the Exchequer re
cen t ly declared to P a r l i a m e n t that 
E n g l a n d ' s expenditure dur ing on ly 
the t w e l v e m o n t h per iod ending next 
M a r c h w i l l have amounted to $ 7 , 9 5 0 , 7 

0 0 0 , 0 0 0 ; a n d the average d a i l y rate 
of ou t l ay is progressively increasing. 

These figures of the present waste 
of cap i t a l i n war are so large tha t to 
most minds they are mere ly bewilder-
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ing . Some of the most experienced 
in te rna t iona l bankers ven tu red the 
posi t ive p red ic t ion , at the beginn ing 
of this year, that the bell igerent gov
ernments w o u l d not be able to con
tinue rais ing the necessary funds after 
1 9 1 5 . T h i s p red ic t ion , l i ke so m a n y 
others made since the war began, w i l l 
have to get its answer f rom the progress 
of events, and the answer m a y not be 
what was expected. B u t i t should s t i l l 
be possible to ascertain exact ly how 
the var ious bell igerent governments 
are ra is ing the money for this pro
digious expenditure; then to inqui re 
what effect, t emporary or perma
nent, the process is exer t ing on their 
ac tua l present f inancial s i tua t ion , a n d 
from that to ob ta in a t least some idea 
of the economic cond i t ion i n w h i c h the 
several belligerents w i l l emerge from 
this ruinous conflict. 

H E first step taken, b y a l l the 
Powers confronted w i t h these 

enormous requisi t ions for the war , 
was to stop the subscr ib ing of home 
inves tment cap i ta l to other new secu

rities. T h e E n g l i s h mar 
ke t h a d i n a single twelve
month , du r ing the decade 
preceding 1 9 1 4 , invested as 

m u c h as $ 1 , 3 3 7 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 i n a l l sorts of 

new securities, home and foreign. I n 
the first nine months of 1 9 1 5 i ts to ta l 
subscript ions to new securities footed 
up $ 3 , 2 9 3 , 5 0 0 , 0 0 0 ; bu t on ly $ 7 3 , 0 0 0 , -

0 0 0 of that sum was p laced i n o rd ina ry 
inves tment enterprises. T h e $ 3 , 2 2 0 , -

5 0 0 , 0 0 0 balance was ent i re ly made up 
of B r i t i s h wa r loans, or of loans for 
war purposes, made to E n g l a n d ' s A l l i e s 
and colonies. A t B e r l i n and Par i s the 
story was the same. 

T h i s concent ra t ion a lmos t exclu
s ive ly on home w a r loans, of the ac
cru ing cap i t a l heretofore annua l l y i n 
vested i n other securities, p rov ided 
par t of the cap i t a l needed for the war 
loans, bu t b y no means a l l . T h e war 
loans thus -far a c tua l l y p laced a t home 
b y E n g l a n d , a m o u n t i n g to $ 4 , 7 5 0 , -

0 0 0 , 0 0 0 , were a t least twice as large 
as the largest sum ever p rev ious ly 
inves ted b y the E n g l i s h marke t , dur
i n g a corresponding per iod , i n a l l new 
securities combined . G e r m a n y ' s $6,-
3 0 0 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 war loans are p robab ly 

five or six t imes as large as her best 
previous record i n absorb ing new se
curi t ies. F r o m w h a t source, then, 
were the r ema in ing cash subscr ipt ions 
d r a w n ? Some of them represented 
proceeds of foreign inves tments (such 
as A m e r i c a n securities) sold back to 
the countr ies of their o r i g in . A very 
large con t r ibu t ion came f rom deposit 
banks , savings-banks, a n d a l l k i n d s of 
fiduciary ins t i tu t ions , w h o used their 
resources to the u tmos t l i m i t i n tak
i n g the new war bonds i n to their as
sets. 

M u c h of the money m u s t have come 
f rom use for loan subscr ipt ions, b y mer
chants a n d manufacturers , of business 
profits w h i c h they w o u l d usua l ly re
inves t i n their o w n enterprises. P a r t 
came undoub ted ly f rom d rawing d o w n 
closely the idle balances of bank de
posi tors ; pa r t (and i n G e r m a n y a ve ry 
subs tant ia l par t ) t h rough huge sub
scr ipt ions v i r t u a l l y forced b y govern
ment f rom luc ra t ive w a r - m u n i t i o n en
terprises l ike the K r u p p s . " N o new 
enterprises are p l a n n e d , " a V i e n n a 
financial correspondent recent ly wrote , 
discussing the successful w a r loans 
of G e r m a n y and A u s t r i a . " N o jour-

(Continued on page 54, following) 
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Victrola XVI, $200 
Victrola XVI, electric, $250 * 

Mahogany or oak 

Other styles of the 
Victrola, $15 to $350 
Victors, $10 to $100 

Will there be a Victrola in 
your home this Christmas? 

The instrument that brings you the world's best music in 
all its beauty. 

The actual living voices of Caruso, Farrar, Gluck, 
McCormack, Melba, Schumann-Heink and other famous singers. 
The superb art of Elman, Kreisler, Paderewski and other noted 
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 comedians. 

Only the Victrola brings you all this wonderful variety of 
music—a delight every day in the year to every member of 
your family. 

A n y V i c t o r dealer in any city in the wor ld wi l l g ladly demonstrate the V i c t r o l a 
and play any music y o u wish to hear. 

$15 $25 $40 $50 $75 $100 $150 $200 $300 
Always use Victor Machines with 
Victor Records and Victor Needles 
—the combination. There is no 
other way to get the unequaled 
Victor tone. 

V i c t o r T a l k i n g M a c h i n e C o . 

C a m d e n , N . J . , U. S. A. 
Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal 

Canadian Distributors 

N e w V i c t o r R e c o r d s demonstrated at a l l dealers o n the 28th of each m o n t h 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

. "HIS MASTER'S VOICE" 
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Waltham 
Watches 

surpass all others is definitely estab
lished by the following tests: 

At the World Expositions, wherever 
exhibited, Waltham Watches have 
received highest awards. At the 
Panama-Pacific Exposition, Waltham 
took the Grand Prize over all compet
itors. 

At the great Kew Observatory more 
Waltham Watches receive the " A " 
rating than any other make. Only 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 than any other 
make. 

Scientists recognize 
the s u p e r i o r i t y of 
Waltham Watches. A l l 
the American polar ex
peditions (where accu
racy is essential) have 
taken Waltham time
pieces. 

These facts are more 
eloquent than any mere 
words. 

Of all watches 
the W a l t h a m 

Riverside 
S e r i e s 

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 vouched 

for by the watch 

company which is the 

oldest in America and 

the l a r g e s t 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 answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Visitors to the 
Goodyear facto
ries are always 
Impressed with a 
framed sign which 
confronts them at 
every turn. 

In every room in 
every Goodyear 
building, they en
counter the same 
message: Protect 
our good name. 

It hangs on the 
walls of all the 
Goodyear bran
ches throughout 
the country, andis 
being adopted by 
tire dealers every
where as an ex
pression of the 
spirit in which 
their business is 
conducted. 

We believe that 
the public will be 
interested in the 
analysis of this 
simple but strik
ing sentiment 
which is published 
herewith. 

The Goodyear Tire 
& Rubber Co. 
Akron, Ohio 

STRIPPED 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. 
His eye falls on the 
legend over his head, 
and he smiles. 
Our good name is also 
his good name. 
The two are inter
twined. 
He will protect the one 
while he subserves the 
other. 
His thoughts are—as 
they s h o u l d be— 
chiefly of himself, of 
his little home, and of 
his family. 
Their good name, his 
good name, our good 
name—his good work 
will stand guard over 
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, looks up, 
and the quiet admoni
tion meets his eye. 
Protect our good 
name. 
In a twinkling it 
smoothes the wrinkles 
out of his point of 
view. 
He is himself again—a 
man with a responsi
bility which he could 
not escape if he would; 
and would not, if he 
could. 

Back two thousand 
miles again to the fac
tories—this time to 
the experimental room. 
An alluring chance to 
save—to make more 
profit by skimping, by 
substitution. No one 
will ever know. But— 
the silent monitor re
peats its impressive 
admonition. 
Protect our good 
name. 
What chance to com
promise with consci
ence in the presence of 
that vigilant guardian? 

* * * 
Thousands of men 
striving to keep a name 
clean. 
And keeping their own 
clean in the process. 

* * * 
We Americans, it is 
said, make a god out 
of business. 
Let the slur stand. 
Whether it be true or 
not—it is true that busi
ness is our very life. 
Shall it be a reproach 
to us that we try to 
make business as good 
as it can be made? 

* * * 
Think of this business, 
please, in the light of 
its great animating 
thought: 
Protect our good 
name. 
We are thinking of 
you, always, when we 
say it—you American 
millions, and you mil
lions in the old world. 
We think of you judg
ing us, judging us—by 
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 lose your 
good will—we must not 
tarnish our good name. 

You can call that any
thing you like. 
You can call it busi
ness, or sentiment, or 
idealism, 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 is the oddest 
thing of all:— 
The more we live up 
to 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 strive 
for character, the 
greater the reward in 
money. 
The more we put into 
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 you 
think so. 

The Goodyear Tire & 
Rubber Company 
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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. 

There's a photographer in your town, 
Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N . Y. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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W e a v e r s o f S p e e c h 
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, 

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 provide 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. 

A m e r i c a n T e l e p h o n e a n d T e l e g r a p h C o m p a n y 

A n d A s s o c i a t e d C o m p a n i e s 

One Policy One System Universal Service 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Dad's Present 

"The Watch of Railroad Accuracy' 

D U R I N G 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 gentlemen's 
watches ano the delicate, 
graceful lines of the ladies' 
watches have been secured 
without sacrifice of that en
during accuracy which has 
so long been associated with 
the name of Hamilton. 

Hamilton Watch Company, Dept. N, Lancaster, Pennsylvania 

Our Booklet, "The Timekeeper" 
sent on request, shows the entire line of Hamilton Watches, with prices and descrip
tions. One of our most popular watches, a gentleman's thin model, 12-size, 17-jewel 
timekeeper, sells for $28.00. 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 answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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The always welcome gift— 

A K O D A K 
T h e g i f t t h a t k e e p s t h e p i c t u r e s t o r y o f e v e r y y o u t h f u l i n t e r e s t — S c h o o l 

d a y s a n d s p o r t s , t h e w i n t e r a n d s u m m e r o u t i n g s , t h e c i t y b o y ' s t r i p t o t h e 

c o u n t r y a n d t h e c o u n t r y b o y ' s t r i p t o t h e c i t y . I n a l l t h e s e t h e r e i s f u n i n 

t h e p i c t u r e t a k i n g a n d a f t e r w a r d s b o t h f u n a n d s a t i s f a c t i o n i n p o s s e s s i o n . 

Catalog of Kodaks and Brownies, free at your dealer s or by mail. 

E A S T M A N K O D A K C O . , R o c h e s t e r , N . Y . , The Kodak City. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Player Grand P I A N O 
Music's CROWNING Achievement 

A l l the richness of tone, all the musical values that 
have established the pre-eminence of the 50-year-old 
Kranich 6C Bach Grand Piano are embodied in this 
new instrument—the only Player Grand that satisfies 
the cultured musician's demand for tonal beauty and 
artistic playing possibilities, and that also gives to the 
novice the fascinating joy of playing good music with
out practice. This is the only player grand piano in 

which the self-playing mechanism can be 
hidden when the instrument is used for 

manual playing. 

Write for full description 

K R A N I C H & B A C H 
233-243 E. 23d St. 

New York 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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'ou These Days ~ When Ankles Show 
No Excuse 
For Cotton 

All Silk's Luxury at One-Half Price 

luxite 
Mari'Spun Silk 

Silk is made of a viscous 
fluid digested by silk-worms 
from vegetable fibre. 

In Luxite, an almost iden
tical fluid is made syntheti
cally—also from vegetable 
fibre. < 

The silk-worm exudes 
this fluid in the form of a 
very fine web. The Luxite 
fluid is spun equally fine 
thru minute platinum tubes. 

That's about the whole 
difference. By analysis the 
products are nearly identi
cal. It is extremely difficult, 
by sight or feeling, to tell 
silk from Luxite, save that 
Luxite by its lustre shows 
its utter purity. 

Luxite is cheaper because 
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 silk. 

-IIS is not to argue against Silk Hose, or to claim a better 
hose than silk. Our plea is for Silk Hose—for every
body, every day. In perfecting Luxite we've wiped 
out all excuse for cotton. 

But don't insist on worm-spun silk unless price doesn't matter. 
You can get in Luxite—man-spun silk—a web practically iden
tical. It has silk's sheen and softness. It has extra lustre. It 
has, in substance, worm-silk's composition. 

But Luxite is man-made. A n d man has outdone worms in 
several ways, particularly in cost of making. 

So we say, Don't pay twice Luxite price to have your 
Silk Hose made by worms. 

Hose of Luxite 
Made of Luxite Synthetic Silk 

If you want silk hose just because 
silk is costly, get the worm-spun 
silk. But in Hose of Luxite you get 
all else that silk can mean, at one-
half the price. 

What is the charm in a double 
Price if no one can see that you pay it? 

Hose of Luxite is now sold in 
nearly every city. If your dealer 
can't supply it, send direct to us. 
Our book, 'The Gift of Science,' 
tells more. Ask us for it. 

, Not Sham Silk 
Luxite is something new. It ia 

not cotton made to look like silk. It 
has no relation to the many ways of 
imitating silk. It is the final result of 
man's efforts to duplicate silk. To 
make synthetic silk, as they make 
synthetic diamonds. A half-dozen 
ways long have been known, but the 
texturelackedstrength. Now Luxite 
has solved the strength problem. 

L U X I T E TEXTILES, Inc., 515 Fowler St., Milwaukee, Wis. 
New York Chicago San Francisco Liverpool 

Makers of High-Grade Hosiery Since 1875 

Men's 25c and 35c perpair; Women's 50c 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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F E L I X 
O ' D A Y 

F. 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 in real places. 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 
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N A T C O H O L L O W T I L E 

W i l l y o u r H o u s e b e H a u n t e d ? 
C a n y o u l i v e h a p p i l y i n a h o u s e w h e r e t h e g h o s t o f t h e f i r e 

p e r i l c o n s t a n t l y m e n a c e s y o u , t h o s e y o u l o v e , a n d t h e p o s s e s s i o n s 

y o u t r e a s u r e ? N o a m o u n t o f m o n e y o r i n s u r a n c e c a n d r i v e a w a y 

t h i s d r e a d . B u t , i t c a n b e p r e v e n t e d i n a d v a n c e . Y o u c a n b e 

s u r e o f s a f e t y . Y o u c a n b u i l d i n t o y o u r h o u s e a c o n s t a n t a n d 

i n f a l l i b l e g u a r d i a n a g a i n s t d a n g e r — 

N A T C O H O L L O W T I L E 
Bui ld of Natco throughout and forget about fire. Don't worry about pos

sible ravages of weather or time. Th i s material, now giving safety and long 
life to the mammoth skyscraper and to the cozy bungalow alike, defies not 

| only fire but all of nature's destructive forces. Build of Natco and enjoy I 
j greater physical as well as mental comfort. Natco's air blankets are a great I 
* aid in keeping out winter's cold and summer's heat. 

Whenever and whatever you do build, remember Natco not only as the 
material to use but as a fr^e Service at your command. This Service means 
the experienced Natco Engineers working with you, your Architect and 
Contractor from the first plans to the finished building. Natco Service 
is one of the factors that make Natco construction so uniformly satisfactory. 

Now, while you are thinking about Natco, find out more about this 
material. Send for our 32-page hand-book, "Fireproof Houses," with 
photographs and descriptions of beautiful Natco residences. You will find 
in it many ideas for your new home. Mailed anywhere for 10c (stamps 
or coin). Address Dept. D. 

NATIONAL FIRE PROOFING 

Established 1889 

Offices in Al l Principal Cities PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA 

Natco Hoflow TNo and its 
Inbuilt air blankets provide 
protection against heat. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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B u s i n e s s i s b o o m i n g ! 

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. 

[Signed] 
Write for booklet to 

The National Cash Register Co. 
Dayton, Ohio. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Both Had an Equal Chance 
P a r t i a l C o n t e n t s 
The Law of Great Thinking. 
The Four Factors on which 

it Depends. 
How to develop analytical 
' power. 
How to think "all around" 

any subject. 
How to throw the mind into 

deliberate, controlled, pro
ductive thinking. 

Detailed directions for Per
fect Mind Concentration. 

How to acquire the Power 
of Consecutive Thinking, 
Reasoning, Analysis. 

How to acquire the skill of 
Creative Writing. 

How to guard against errors 
in Thought. 

How to drive from the mind 
all unwelcome thoughts. 

How to follow any line of 
thought with keen, concen
trated power. 

How to develop Reasoning 
power. 

How to handle the mind in 
Creative Thinking. 

The secret of Building Mind 
Power. 

How the Will is made to act. 
How to test your Will. 
How a Strong Will is Master 

of Body. 
What creates Human Power. 
The Six Principles of Will 

Training. 
Definite Methods for devel

oping Will. 
The N i n e t y - N i n e M e t h 

ods for using Will-power 
in the Conduct of Life. 

Seven Principles of drill in 
Mental, Physical, Personal 
Power. 

F i f ty-one Maxims for Ap
plied Power of Perception, 
Memory, Imagination, Self-
Analysis, Confol. 

How to develop a strong, 
keen gaze. 

How to concentrate the eye 
upon what is before you— 
object, person, printed 
page, work. 

How to become aware of 
Nerve Action. 

How to keep the body well 
poised. 

How to open the Mind and 
Body for reception of in
coming power. 

How to throw off Worry. 
How to overcome the tyranny 

of the Nervous system. 
This is only a partial list 

—a complete list of con
tents -would almost Jill 
this page. 

— P ° w e r 2f Will Made the Difference 
W h y is it that two men with equal opportunities, with equal mental equip

ment, sometime end up so differently? 
One fights his way to influence, money, and power, overcoming seemingly 

unsurmountable obstacles, while the other tries one thing after another, 
gradually losing his grip—never succeeding at anything. 

It isn't luck—there's no such thing in the long run—It's a difference of 
will-power, thiir* a l l . 

N o man has ever achieved success until he has learned to use his will— 
upon that does success hinge. When the will fails, the battle is lost. T h e 
will is the weapon of achievement Show me a big, successful man and 
I'll show you a strong-willed man, every time, whether a business man, 
a statesman, lawyer, doctor, or fighter. 

A n y o n e C a n H a v e a S t r o n g W i l l 
It has long been known that the Will can be trained into wonderful power—by intelli

gent exercise and use. 
The trouble with almost everyone is that they do not use their wills. They carry out 

other people's wills, or drift along with circumstance. 
If you held your arm in a sling for two years, the muscles would become powerless to 

lift a leather. That is exactly what happens, in most people, to the faculty we call 
"Will Power." Because we never use the Will, we finally become unable to use it. 

"POWER OF WILL" 
by Frank Channing Haddock, Ph.D., a scientist whose name ranks with such leaders of 
thought as James, Bergson and Royce—is the first thorough course in will training ever 
conceived. It is based on a most profound analysis of the will in human beings. Yet 
every step in the 28 fascinating lessons is written so simply that anyone can understand 
them and: apply the principles, methods and rules set down with noticeable results al
most from the very start. 

A V e r i t a b l e G o d s e n d 
The users of "Power of Will" speak of it as a Bible. It has pulled men out of the 

gutter and put them on the road to self-respect and success—it has enabled men to 
overcome drink and other vices, almost overnight—it has helped overcome sickness and 
nervousness—making thousands of sick people well—it has transformed unhappy, envi

ous, discontented people into dominating personalities suffused with the 
joy of living—it has enabled people who had sunk deep into the grooves 
of a rut to pull themselves out and become masters instead of the blind 
tool of circumstance—it has re-awakened ambition in men and women who 
had been turned from their life purpose and given them the courage and 
confidence to build anew—it has converted failures in business into spec
tacular successes—it has enabled successful men to undertake even bigger 
projects by showing them how to use the power they already possess with 
even more telling force. 

Young and old alike, men and women in all walks of life, testify to the 
almost magical changes in their lives once they undertake Dr. Haddock's 
simple formula for strengthening the will—once they know how to use this 
God-given faculty recognized the world over as the greatest weapon of 
achievement. 

Send No Money 

MM- pp. 
Half Leather 

flnld Top 
Leaves 

Power of Will contains 400 pages, half leather, gold-top leaves, and in
cludes more material than many correspondence courses selling at $2=, yet 
the price is only $3. Let us send you the book. Look it over. Glance 
through some o( the chapters. Judge for yourself whether you can 
afford not to own it. Nend no money now. Simply send the attache 1 
coupon, enclosing your business card or giving a reference. You 
can keep it five days. If at the end of five days, you do not 
want it, mail it back. Tear out the coupon now, before you 
turn the page and forget. This announcement may not 
appear in this magazine again. f Name 

O v e r 75,000 U s e r s 
Power of Will has already 

helped over 75,000 people 
— a record equaled oy no 
other single course of any 
kind in the world. Such men 
as Judge Ben B. Lindsey; 
Supreme Court Justice Par
ker; Wu Tiug Fang, ex-U. S. 
Chinese Ambassador; Lieut.-
Gov. McKelvie, of Nebraska; 
General Manager Christeson 
of Wells-Fargo Express Co.; 
Ernest -Knaebel, Asst. Atty.-
Cen. of the V. S.; Asst. Post
master-General Britt; E . St. 
Elmo Lewis, now Vice-Pres. 
Art Metal Construction Co., 
are owners, and literally 
thousands of other successful 
men like them have voiced 
their praise of this great 
work. 

"From what I have already 
seen I believe I can get $300 
to $30,000 worth of good out 
ofit."—C. D. Van Vechten, 
General Agent, No. West. 
Life In. Co., Cedar Rapids, 
la. 

" 'Will Power* is a compi
lation of mighty force. My 
first week's benefit in dollars 
is $000—cost $̂ ; profit $897." 
- J W. Heistand, 916 Tribune 
Bldg., Chicago, 111. 

"He who reads it and puts 
forth effort will soon find him
self out of the common herd." 
—F. A. Good, President of 
Nebraska Lumber Dealers 
Assn., Cowles, Neb. 

"Here is $3 for you. 'Power 
Of Will' received. It is the 
book I've wished for for 
years."—-f. L . Seawall 
Clerk of Supreme 
Court, State of 
No. Carolina, 
R a 1 e i g h , 
N. C. 

Pelton 
Pub. Co.. 

37LWiIcox Block. 
Meriden, Conn. 

Gentlemen:—Please semi 
me a copy of "Power of Will" 

on approval. I agree to remit 
$3.00 or renuu'l the book in 5 

days. 

Pelton Pub. Co. Address , 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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37 L Wilcox Block, 
Meriden, Conn. 
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p a T H E ' S T R E E T * B O N D - H O U S E B 

7% B O N D S 
Issued by 

C I T I E S O F C A L I F O R N I A 

For the Improvement of Streets 
First lien on real estate assessed for 5 to 
10 times the bonds, taking precedence over 
mortgages, judgments, and all private liens; 
superior to mortgages as a lien and as to 
the amount of real estate security; issued 
under a State Act, and validity approved 
by best legal authority; legal investment 
for Savings Banks of California, Trust 
Companies, Estates; bought by careful 
investors for over twenty years. 

Issued in S T A N D A R D I Z E D lorn. 
Denominations : $100, $500, $1,000 or multiple! 

Interest Payable APRIL 2 and OCTOBER 2 
Principal 

1917. 1918, 1919, 1920, 1921. 1922, 1923,1924 
at the Berkeley Bank of Savings and 
Trust Co., Berkeley, California; National 

Bank of Commerce, New York City 
COLLECTED THROUGH ANY BANK 

Write for Circular S. S 

O a k l a n d Street Improvement 

B o n d C o . , 

209 Syndicate Building, Oakland, California 

lb® T H E - S T R E E T ' B O N D ' H O U S E s J 

J N recent years many important changes 
have been taking place in economic condi

tions. These changes have vitally affected, 
for good or ill, the fortunes of nearly every 
corporation. It is the part of wisdom and 
prudence therefore for every investor to 
carefully scan his list of securities. Perhaps 
some should be sold. Perhaps exchanges 
can be made to great advantage. 

The man or woman busy with other mat
ters does not have the time or the facilities 
to get at the basic facts. 

This is our business. We are specialists 
in this line. It is our business to guide the 
investor wisely, to help him watch his in
vestments, to suggest readjustments and to 
aid in the proper selection of securities for 
new investments. 

There has not been for years such an op
portunity as now exists to make safe invest
ments to afford a large income. 

If interested to know about this service 
which we are prepared to render write to 
Department No. 746. 

Harvey Fisk & Sons 
62 C e d a r S t r e e t N e w Y o r k 

T H E F I N A N C I A L W O R L D 

(Continued from page 7 8 0 ) 

neys are undertaken. Nobody builds 
himself a house, or lays out a park." 

A l l 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. " E v e r y citizen," one of the 
highest officers of the Bri t ish 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 40 per cent 
of England's war expenditure was paid 
from taxes, chiefly through the then 
newly-invented 10-per-cent income 
tax of Pit t . Taxes, especially the in
come tax, were already very high in 
England when this present war broke 
out; i t was not generally believed, out
side of England, that her people would 
be willing to submit to much higher 
taxation. 

Bu t when the first "war budget" 
in the autumn of 1914 introduced only 
slight changes in the tax bi l l , the Bri t 
ish taxpayers 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 1 7 ^ per cent—a wholly un
precedented height, and nearly three 
times what i t 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, wi l l now 
be very nearly $1,500,000,000. The 
absolutely new requisitions for the 
coming year foot up $535,000,000. 
No such increase in a single season 
has ever been witnessed in the his
tory of taxation. 

E V E N so, only 24 per cent of the 
present annual Bri t ish war bil l 

will be met from taxes. Bu t some ra
tional preparation for the aftermath 
of war has been made, and the inter

est on the huge new debt 
wil l be more than paid by 
the tax collections. The 
German Government has 

flinched from this; i t is to-day paying 
interest on its earlier war loans from 
the proceeds of the new ones. The 
Imperial Finance Minister declared in 
August to the Reichstag that "we do 
not desire to increase by taxation the 
heavy burden which war casts on our 
people " ; that even profits from manu
facture of war material are "not re
garded as 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 s6) 

W a r Tested 
Investments 

The past year and four months 
of war time conditions have put 
American investments of all 
classes through suck a searching 
test as they never experienced 
before. Where weaknesses 
existed they have heen revealed. 

But there are some classes of 
securities so solid, so thoroughly 
safeguarded, that these excep
tional condit ions have only 
served to show how safe and 
sound they are. 

First Mortgage 6% Real Estate 
Bonds have heen conspicuous 
among the better class of Amer
ican securities hy the manner in 
which they have withstood these 
tests. Their safety has again 
been tried and proved and the 
amplest faith in them is justified 
hy their record— 

No investor has ever lost a 
dollar of principal or in

terest on any security pur
chased of us since thisHouse 
was founded, 33 years ago. 

W e have now on hand a wide 
variety of high grade First Mort
gage Serial Real Estate Bonds, 
which we have purchased from 
the mortgagors after careful in
vestigation, and offer with our 
recommendation, in denomina
tions of $1,000, $500 and $100, 
to net 6%. 

Write for Booklet No. L-677. 

S.W. Straus & Co. 
INCORPORATED 

MORTGAGED BOND BANKERS 
U T A B U I H I O H 8 J 

S T R A U S B U I L D I N G O N E W A L L S T R E E T 

CHICAGO NEW YORK 

Taxes 
and 
the War 
Bill 
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new requisition, which is usually 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 
unquestionably 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. 

IT is not always easy to determine 
what immediate present effect, 

financial or economic, the strain of war 
is exerting on a given belligerent state. 

Industrial activity is usu
ally keyed up to a high pitch 
by the government's huge 
purchases of material. Prof

its from many manufactures rise be
cause of the war requirements; wages 
of labor invariably rise. Bu t 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 $459,000,000, or 3 2 ^ P e r 

cent, from the same months of 1914, 
and the simultaneous decrease in 
French exports by $430,000,000, or 56 
per cent, were certainly in great 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 ever)' kind of 
factory to the making of ammunition. 

What has been the effect of the war 
on the legitimate home consuming 
market is less easy to determine. Bu t 
it is reasonable 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? 

H E first and most unmistakable 
conclusion is that the people of 

what is now belligerent Europe will be 
poor. This must be so in England, not 
only because the furious ac
tivity in all trades contrib
uting to the war wi l l have 
stopped completely, but because the 
abnormally heavy taxes must con
tinue. It must be so in Germany 
because the "war orders" wi l l have 
ceased, because the long embargo on 
foreign commerce wi l l 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. 
Wi th those enemies now in possession 
of Germany's colonies, with England 
controlling the sea, and with the whole 
world, outside of Germany, i n agree
ment that reparation to Belgium is 
the sine qua non of the final reckoning, 
such a prediction falls not far short of 
absurdity. 

Bu t if the war lasts another year, 
the annual interest alone, on the Ger
man war debt, and on that of other 
belligerents beside, wi l l be almost or 
quite as large as the whole annual 

How Ex
ports Have 
Decreased 
in Europe 

Poverty 
after the 
War 
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public revenue from taxation before 
the war. The formidable question 
then arises, what the attitude of the 
people wil l be toward so crushing a 
burden of taxation—at a time when 
political dissension has begun again, 
when appeal to patriotism and na
tional safety 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 bi l l . 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. 

n O T H I N G is 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 overwhek-ning indignation 
with which Congress instantly voted 
down this fantastic proposal showed 
that, quite aside from the moral char
acter of such action, they foresaw its 
financial consequences. 

Our legislators of that day voted 
down also the more insidious proposal 
to pay interest and principal on the 
war debt, not in gold, but in depreci-

R A C T 1 C A L L Y every form of in

surance but life insurance can be 

obtained through the capable and trust

worthy agents who represent the 

INSURANCE SERVICE 
1 OF THE 

TWO HARTFORDS 
We shall be glad to send you the name of 

a reliable Hartford Agent in your vicinity 
Hartford Fire Insurance Co. Jffitf&SSh 

I Hartford Accident & Indemnity Co. W'i&M?)l 
Hartford, Conn. v^§&py 

0 TEXAS 
Farm Mortgages 

<I No other company employs our method 
nor a better one — a method by which we 
have successfully guaranteed Farm Mor t 
gages for over thirty years. 

<J We solicit the inquiries of conservative 
investors. 

The W . C . Belcher Land Mortgage Company 

Fort Worth, Texas Desk E 

CONSERVATIVE SECURITY REVIEW sent on request 

C. R. BERGMANN & CO. 
Investment Securities 

66 B R O A D W A Y N E W Y O R K 

Telephone: Rector 1340-1341 

SOUND FIRST MORTGAGES 
The demand in unsettled times for good first mortgages in

dicates their unusual stability. First mortgages do not shrink 
in value—they are usually on property worth three times the 

money loaned. We have loaned over $1,000,000 and not a single 
cent lost to any investor or a single foreclosure sale made. Write 

for booklet describing methods, and lists of loans from $300 to 
$10,000. Aurelius-Swansoii Co., Inc. 
54 Staff Nut. Il:ink Blclg. OMnliomH City. Ok.it. 

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-

Repudiatioi 
not 

Probable 

http://Ok.it
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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, after the war, 
on good financial relations with such 
powerful neutral communities as the 
United States. 

t H E R E is left another question of 
post-bellum conditions, still more 

important to our own material inter
ests. That is the question whether 
Europe—its people impoverished by 

war, its manufacturers sud
denly deprived of demands 
for war material, and, in 
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 its face convincing; the re
sult would appear to follow the logic 
of the situation. Our own govern
ment has already begun tentatively to 
discuss 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 so clear as might be 
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 

authorities hold to-day that these cir
cumstances insure an export trade 
from the United States to Europe, 
after war is over, of abnormally large 
proportions. 

If it be answered that the output of 
other than steel and iron manufac
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. Wi th 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 ef
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 wil l bring. Nobody 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 
disquieting 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 fulfilled. 

The 
"Dumping" 
of Cheap 
Goods 
Discounted 
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A n g l o - F r e n c h G o l d B o n d s 

Yielding an Income of Nearly 51/2% 
On Your Investment 

S e c u r i t v T h e s e b o n d s a r e t h e j o i n t a n d s e v e r a l o b l i g a t i o n 

y o f t h e g o v e r n m e n t s o f t h e U n i t e d K i n g d o m o f 

G r e a t B r i t a i n a n d I r e l a n d a n d t h e R e p u b l i c o f F r a n c e . T h e 

u l t i m a t e s e c u r i t y is t h e w h o l e t a x i n g p o w e r o f t h e B r i t i s h a n d 

F r e n c h G o v e r n m e n t s a n d t h e financial m o r a l i t y o f t h e B r i t i s h 

a n d F r e n c h p e o p l e s . 

I n c o m e ^ v e r o n e - h a l f o f t h e i s s u e o f $ 5 0 0 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 w a s w i t h 

d r a w n f o r i n v e s t m e n t b y m e m b e r s o f t h e p u r c h a s i n g 

g r o u p . T h e b a l a n c e is o f f e r e d a t 9 8 a n d i n t e r e s t , y i e l d i n g a n 

i n c o m e o f n e a r l y 5 3 4 % - B r i t i s h C o n s o l s a n d F r e n c h R e n t e s h a v e 

u s u a l l y s o l d i n n o r m a l t i m e s a t p r i c e s t o y i e l d o n l y 2}4% t o 3 3 4 % . 

C o n v e r s i o n ^ n E d i t i o n t o t h e i n c o m e o f n e a r l y 5 J /2%, e a c h 

P r i v i l e g e b o n d c a r r i e s w i t h i t a s p e c i a l p r i v i l e g e e n t i t l i n g 

* t h e h o l d e r , i f h e d o e s n o t d e s i r e t o h a v e h i s b o n d 

r e d e e m e d a t p a r , t o e x c h a n g e i t a t o r b e f o r e m a t u r i t y — w h i c h is 

five y e a r s f r o m d a t e — f o r a 4 3 4 % b o n d o f t h e t w o g o v e r n m e n t s , 

w h i c h w i l l r u n u n t i l 1 9 4 0 , b u t r e d e e m a b l e a t t h e o p t i o n o f t h e 

g o v e r n m e n t s o n a n d a f t e r O c t o b e r 1 5 , 1 9 3 0 . B a s e d o n t h e 

y i e l d o f B r i t i s h C o n s o l s a n d F r e n c h R e n t e s i n p a s t y e a r s , s u c h -

a b o n d w o u l d h a v e s o l d b e l o w 1 1 0 i n o n l y t h r e e y e a r s o f t h e 

e i g h t y y e a r s p r i o r t o t h e b e g i n n i n g o f t h e p r e s e n t w a r a n d 

w o u l d h a v e s o l d d u r i n g t h i s p e r i o d as h i g h a s 1 2 6 . 

f A M v o n i o n p A T h e b o n d s a r e i s s u e d i n c o n v e n i e n t d e n o m i -
^ o n v e n i e n c e n a t i o n s o f $ 1 0 0 $ 5 0 0 a n d m o 0 j a n d i n 

c o u p o n a n d r e g i s t e r e d f o r m , o f f e r i n g e q u a l o p p o r t u n i t y a n d 

r e t u r n t o a l l c l a s s e s o f i n v e s t o r s . T o o f f e r a c o n v e n i e n t m a r k e t 

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

t h e N e w Y o r k S t o c k E x c h a n g e . T h e i r v a l u e , as a b a s i s f o r l o a n s , 

is a l r e a d y w e l l - e s t a b l i s h e d a m o n g t h e b a n k s o f t h e c o u n t r y . 

Interest Payable October 15 and April 15 

M a k e A p p l i c a t i o n t o a n y B a n k , T r u s t C o m p a n y , B o n d 

D e a l e r o r B r o k e r 
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January—June, 1915 
July—December, 1915 

Bound Volumes 
Blue Cloth, pearl top $2.00 each 
Buckram, gilt top $2.25 each 

D U may have your copies of 

S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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 
offices or agencies. 

C L E V E L A N D . . . .7 T h e Burrows Bros Co. 
\ 133 Eucl id Ave. 

D E N V E R ( C h a r l e * S c r i b n e r ' s S ° " s 

( 503 and 504 Nassau oldg. 
/ Charles Scribner's Sons 
\ 165 Post St. 

f Bryant & Douglas Co. 
* \ 1002 Walnut St. 

I Charles Scribner's Sons 
' \ 303 Church St. 

Our 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 

B O S T O N . . . 

P H I L A D E L P H I A 

C H I C A G O . . . 

C I N C I N N A T I 

W . B . Clarke & Co. 
26 and 28 Tremont St. 

Charles Scribner's Sons 
1113 Arch St. 

A . C . M c C l u r g & Co. 
215 Wabash Ave . 

f Stewart & K i d d Co. 
' \ 16 East 4th St. 

T O R O N T O , O N T . . 

S A N F R A N C I S C O , C A L . 

K A N S A S C I T Y . . 
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This Will 
Take Care of 
You Both if 

Anything 
Happens 

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 AEtna 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 is accidentally killed or injured each 
year, and they both know now that if he is hurt there is provided an income 
for him and an income for her. 

aeTNA-IZE 
It costs them only 3 cents a day. A n d 

that is al l i t w i l l cost y o u i f y o u are in a 
" P r e f e r r e d " occupat ion . 3 cents a day 
brings $1,250 to $3,250 in case o f death by 
acc ident ; $5 to $10 w e e k l y income for dis
abil i ty due to acc identa l injur ies , plus $1,000 
to $3,000 for loss o f t w o l imbs or eyes, or 
the income plus $500 to $1,500 for loss o f 
one hand, foot o r eye ; or $250 for death 
f rom any cause. Y o u can m a k e these 
amounts as m u c h l a r g e r as y o u l ike b y pay
ing more t h a n three cents dai ly . 

($50 added to above p a y m e n t s for death 
i f you insure whi le under 40 years of 
age.) 

This man made his wife and c h i l d , 
safe. H e made h i m s e l f safe. You . / 
can do the same, if you do it 
now. D o n ' t w a i t u n t i l the ac
cident does come. T h e n it y 
w i l l be too late . / 

Send the Coupon to
day. 

A E T N A LIFE INSURANCE C O M P A N Y 
Drawer 1341 HARTFORD, CONN. 

The largest company in the world writing Life, Accident, Health 
and Liability Insurance 

Agency opportunities for all Casualty and Bonding lines S 

An yEtna Agent has a national advertising 
campaign working for him all the time 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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MOTT'S PLUMBING 
You know litis trade-mark through National Periodical Advertising 

The manufacturer 
who brands his 
goods and adver
tises them nation
ally is so sure of 
their quality that 
he is willing to 
stand the full force 
of possible com
plaints. 

He is 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

cation. At the same time 
it secures to the public 
the certainty of quality 
which the known manu
facturer must maintain 
if he is to continue to 
be successful. 

W h e n y o u b u y , t h e r e f o r e , 

b u y g o o d s t h a t a r e t r a d e -

m a r k e d a n d a d v e r t i s e d . 

T h e m a n u f a c t u r e r s o f s u c h 

g o o d s s t a n d b e h i n d t h e m . 

Y o u r s a t i s f a c t i o n i s v i t a l t o 

t h e c o n t i n u e d s u c c e s s o f 

t h e t r a d e - m a r k e d , a d v e r 

t i s e d a r t i c l e . 

T r a d e - m a r k s a n d n a t i o n a l adver

t i s ing are the t w o greatest p u b l i c 

servants in bus iness to -day . T h e i r 

w h o l e t e n d e n c y is to raise qual i t i e s 

a n d s t a n d a r d i z e t h e m , w h i l e re 

d u c i n g prices a n d s t a b i l i z i n g t h e m . 

S C R I B N E R ' S 

M E M B E R O F T H E Q U O I N C L U B 
T H E NATIONAL PERIODICAL ASSOCIATION 
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E v e r y W r i t e r 

o f B u s i n e s s 

L e t t e r s S h o u l d 

R e a d t h i s 

F R E E 

B O O K L E T 

Men judge you by your letters. 'I| 
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 is offered without 
obligation by the makers of 

old hampshire bond 

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 
invariably those who are fully conscious of the part letters have played 
in the success of their enterprises. Users of Old Hampshire 
Bond are generally men who know. 

I The value of Old Hampshire Bond lies in its strength and 
appearance. It looks the part. If you say so, we will in-

I elude a sample portfolio with "Personality in Sales Letters." 

H A M P S H I R E P A P E R C O M P A N Y 

W e are the Only Paper Makers in the World Making Bond Paper Exclusively 

H A D L E Y F A L L S , M A S S A C H U S E T T S • 
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It C o s t s L e s s t o D r e s s F a s h i o n a b l y ! 

Fashion illustration (reduced) from the Winter Fashion 
Number. This is by Soulie, the great French fashion artist, 
whose drawings appear exclusively in Harper's Bazar in 

America. 

This coupon is good only until December 15th 

H A R P E R ' S B A Z A R 
119 West 40th Street, N e w Y o r k 

For the $1 enclosed, you may send me the next 
ten numbers of Harper's Bazar, beginning with the 
Christmas Number, in accordance with your special 
offer in the December number of Scribner's. 

Name . . 

Address 

Leaders of society in every city—those 
women who set the fashions for their 
neighbors—are turning this year with one 
accord to the new fashion authority 

H A R P E R ' S B A Z A R 
And they do this because the advance 

fashions in Harper'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 
Erte of Paris, and of Leon Bakst, also, who 
has designed its Christmas cover—but it 
has now made exclusive arrangements with 
three of the best New York designers— 

L u c i l e , H e n r i Bendel , Tappe 
Al l the best new creations of these three great 

fashion originators will be shown during 1916 in 
Harper's Bazar, but in no other magazine. In 
addition to these splendid fashions, Harper's 
Bazar also gives you the best Fiction you can 
find anywhere. For instance— 

W i l l i a m J . L o c k e , M r s . H u m p h r y W a r d 
have each written a new novel for Harper's 
Bazar during 1916—and each number will also 
bring you many short stories. Not only that, 
but Harper's Bazar is also the only magazine to 
which people of society themselves contribute. 
There is an exclusive article every month by 

L a d y Randolph C h u r c h i l l 
and also many contributions from the best known 
women of American society. It has been impos
sible, this year, to meet the extraordinary demand 
for the Bazar; but, if you will reply at once— 
before December 15th—you will receive the next 
ten numbers, at a special introductory price. 

Y O U R L A S T C H A N C E 
For $ i , sent before December 15th, 
you will receive the next ten numbers 
of Harper's Bazar. 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. 

Pin a dollar bill to this coupon, sign 
your 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. 
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SWEETEST FRUITS 

^ofihe CHRISTMAS TREE 

Sweetest 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—SI, S2, S3 a box. LIBRARY PACKAGE—six sorts of sweets and a book—12, 
SUPER EXTRA CHOCOLATES (or &mfections)-̂ fOc, 80c. $1.60, S2.40, $4. PINK OF PERFEC
TION—SI, S2, $5. A FUSSY PACKAGE—for fastidious folks—50c, Si, S2, S3, S5. 

At our agents' also you will find a host of fancy boxes, bags and baskets for enclosing your candy 
gifts. We will fill Christmas orders by mail postpaid only at remote points where we have no agency. 

Write for booklets of Candies and Gift Packages. 

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc., Philadelphia, U. S. A. 
Makers of Whitman's Instantaneous Chocolate, Cocoa and Marshmallow Whip,. 

WHITMAN'S 

C H O C O L A T E S & CONFECTIONS 

Beech-Nut 
Tomato Catsup 

T h e N a t u r a l Catsup—with the rich flavor of fresh vine-ripened 
tomatoes—no recooking. Only two hours to make, bottle and steril
ize. Yet Beech-Nut costs no more than other high grade catsup. 

Makers of America's Most Famous Bacon — Beech-Nut Bacon 
B E E C H - N U T P A C K I N G C O . , C a n a j o h a r i e , N . Y . 

Catsup Plant at Rochester, N. Y. 
Send 10 cents in stamps for the newest, most fascinating game -"Going to 
Market"—amusing and instructive and sure to interest the whole family. 
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Are You Worthy 
to be a reader of 

Life 
This requires a splendid intellect, 
a good disposition, considerable 
cultivation, a moderate sense of 
humor, lasting patience and a five-
dollar bill. 

You Get 
F o r a five-dollar subscription commencing D e 

cember first 
L i f e f o r one y e a r . 
T h e t w e n t y - f i v e - c e n t C h r i s t m a s a n d E a s t e r N u m 

bers i n c l u d e d . 
A l i b e r a l e d u c a t i o n . 
T h e h a n d s o m e p r e m i u m p i c t u r e " S u n s e t " p r i n t e d 

i n c o l o r s r e a d y f o r f r a m i n g . 
M o r e o r i g i n a l p i c t u r e s e v e r y w e e k t h a n are p u b 

l i s h e d b y a n y o t h e r p e r i o d i c a l . 
C h a r l e s D a n a G i b s o n ' s e x c l u s i v e d r a w i n g s . 
A s m u c h wi t a n d h u m o r as y o u o u g h t to h a v e . 

Special 
Offer 

E n c l o s e d 
find One Dol

lar (Canadian 
$ 1 . 1 3 , Foreign 

$1 .26). Send Life 
for three months to 

Send us a list of friends to whom 
you would like L i f e to go as a 
Christmas present with a handsome 
Christmas card. We will send you 
full particulars of just how to 
achieve this glorious result. 

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

LIFE, 54 West 31st Street, New York z 

One Year $5.00. (Canadian $5.52, Foreign $6.04.) 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E 
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White House 
Coffee 
and Teas 

NEVER VARIES 
Blend of Selections from the 

World's Best. Roasted and 
Packed in one of the most 
modern and up-to-date, effi
cient and sanitary Coffee Factories 
in the World! 

Sold by high class Grocers in 
every State. Our Teas are from the 
Gardens of the East. 

"None Better At Any Price 
DWINELL-WRIGHT CO. 

Principal Coffee Roasters Boston—Chicago 

Time To Drink 

WHITE HOUSE COFFEE and TEA 

Know") a man by his 
writings 

W O U L D you like to know what the handwriting of your 
friends signifies ? 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. 

A new edition is being printed to supply 
the great demand. A copy of this book with 
twelve different patterns of Spencerian Steel 
Pens will be sent on receipt of ten cents. 

SPENCERIAN PEN COMPANY 
349 Broadway, New York s 

I enclose ten cents for samples of Spen
cerian Steel Pens and a copy of the book, 
" W h a t Y o u r Handwriting Reveals." 

Name 

Street No . 

S P E N C E R I A N P E N C O M P A N Y 
349 Broadway, New York 

City_ 

State _ 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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" B o b b y , w h y d o n ' t y o u go o u t a n d p l a y w i t h ths 
n e w l i t t l e b o y n e x t d o o r ? " 

" O h , I p l a y e d w i t h h i m y e s t e r d a y a n ' I d o n ' t s 'pose 
he's w e l l e n o u g h to c o m e o u t y e t . " 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

" Y e s , s ir , I ' m c r y i n ' a b o u t a j o k e ! " 
" W e l l , we l l ! I s n ' t t h a t s t r a n g e ? " 
" N o , ' t a in ' t . I t was o n m e ! " 

Lame^ 
Muscles 

A f t e r a t i re some d a y , ^M:'" 
r u b the f a t i g u e d m u s c l e s 
w i t h a few d r o p s of the 
s o o t h i n g , r e f r e s h i n g , a n t i - ^ 
sept ic l i n i m e n t , A b s o r b i n e , J r . 
T h i s w i l l i n v i g o r a t e j a d e d m u s 
cles, l i m b e r the j o i n t s a n d p r e 
v e n t s e c o n d - d a y soreness a n d 
lameness . 

Y o u wi l l find A b s o r b i n e , J r . , 
p l e a s a n t a n d c o n v e n i e n t t o 
use a n d r e m a r k a b l y eff ica
c ious . 

A b s o r b i n e Jr 
THE A N T I S E P T I C L I N I M E N T 

Combines efficiency with safety. It is made of E 
pure herbs and is positively non-poisonous and harmless. t 

Then, too, Absorbine, Jr., is a germicide—a safe, 1 
powerful- germicide which makes it especially valu- \ 
able for cuts, bruises and sores. No danger of infection 
if Absorbine, Jr., is applied promptly. A bottle of 
Absorbine, Jr., kept handy for emergencies is excellent 
health and accident insurance. 

USE ABSORBINE, Jr. 
To reduce sprains, swellings, soft bunches, enlarged 

veins or glands; 
To relieve aches and pains—to stop lameness; 
To cleanse and heal cuts, lacerations and wounds; 
Wherever a high-grade liniment or a positive germicide 

is indicated. 

$ 1 . 0 0 a bottle at druggists or postpaid. 

A Liberal Trial Bottle 
W . F . Y O U N G , P . D . F . , 

will be sent to your ad
dress on receipt of roc 
in stamps. 
255 Temple St., 

Springfield, 
Mass. 
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D r u g g i s t . — D o y o u w a n t to b u y s o m e c a n d y ? 
" 'Course I w a n n a — b u t I g o t t a b u y s o a p . " 

W I L L H E ? 

" I ' m fee l in ' k i n d - a w o r r i e d , 
I ' m n o t j u s ' sure , y o u see, 

' A t S a n t a C l a u s w i l l k n o w th i s sock 
B e l o n g s to ' i t t le m e . " 

M a r g a r e t G . H a y s . 

Mobilizing 
For Fun! 

Yes, an innocent call, " T o Arms ! "—and all the 
sharpshooters, little and big, file into the billiard 
room. Then the thrilling battle begins—moments of 
breathless suspense, volleys of laughter and jest. 

Don't miss these happy home-spent hours at 
Carom or Pocket Billiards. They stir men's blood, 
and put the sinews of manhood in the young. 

This Christmas—A Brunswick Home 

Billiard Table 
Made of rare and beautiful woods in sizes to fit 

all homes. The "Grand," "Baby Grand" and "Con
vertibles" have long been conceded the finest and 
fastest home tables in the world. 

Our new " Quick Demountable" is made by the 
same skilled men and methods. Yet here is the 
table that you can set up anywhere in a jiffy and put 
away when not in use. Not a toy, but a scientific 
table with life ! speed ! and accuracy ! 

$27 Up—Pay 10c a Day 
Our prices are now the lowest in all our history 

because we' are making these tables for thousands— 
$27 upward. You can pay monthly till the table is 
paid for—as little as 10c a day / 

30-Day Trial—Outfit FREE! 
Select the table you want. We let you try it 30 

days. We also include Complete High Class Play
ing Outfit F R E E — Balls, Cues, Markers, Cue-
Clamps, Chalk, Expert Book of 33 games, etc. 

Our interesting color-catalog shows all tables, 
prices and full details. This coupon or a postal 
brings this handsome book free, postpaid / Send at 
once—while they last. (481) 

Send This For Billiard Book FREE 

and tell about your free home trial offer. 

T h e B r u n s w i c k - B a l k e - C o l l e n d e r C o . 
Dept. 22 C, 623-633 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 

Send free, postpaid, your color-catalog— 

"Billiards—The Home Magnet" 

* Name 

I Address. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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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. T o make the facts of this past expe
rience accessible, T H E O U T L O O K C O M P A N Y has published 

The United States 
A Reference Work on Its Beginnings, Progress and Modern Development 

Editors: 
EDWIN WILEY, M.A., Ph.D. 
Formerly of the Library of Congress 

and 
IRVING E. RINES 

Advisory Editor: 
(On International Relations and Government) 

ALBERT BUSHNELL HART, 
Ph.D., LL.D.,Litt.D. 

Professor of Government in Harvard University. 

This great work has the value of an encyclopedia. All the facts of our country's 
industrial, commercial, economic and social development are here, at your ringer 
tips. Much 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. Here are just a few suggestive topics: 

Agricu l ture Congress, A c t s of L a b o r Treat ies 
Banking Fore ign Relations Corporat ions Trusts 
C o m m e r c e Industries Rai lroads Panics 

E l e v e n Handsome V o l u m e s — 
O v e r 800 Engravings , Maps , 
Illustrations, Documents , etc. 

Bound attractively, printed on 
thin paper, with over 800 maps, 
engravings, photographs of 
original documents, and half
tones, including many of the 
famous Brady Civ i l W a r photo
graphs, these volumes are a 
handsome addi t ion to any 
library. 

F o r Chris tmas — 
no gift can carry with it so 
manyyearsof remembrance and 
service as this set. Put it on 
your Christmas list. 

It would be impossible, in this small space, to point out all the 
features of this great work. But T H E O U T L O O K C O M P A N Y 
has prepared a F R £ E g 0 . p A G E BOOKLET 
which describes the work in detail, reproducing sample pages, illustrations, docu
ments, etc. This Booklet is gladly mailed free. With it will come information as to our 

S P E C I A L O F F E R 
which will cnableyou to begin the use of these books at once, at small initial outlay. 

The United States is a work which has a place in every American home. Learn 
of how much value and assistance it can be to you. Mail the coupon NOW. 

T H E O U T L O O K C O . , Dept. of Industrial Progress, 
3S1 Fourth Ave., New York. 

Please send B O O K L E T and details of S P E C I A L 
OFFER regarding The Untied Stales, as adver
tised in Scribner's 

Name -

Address -

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

The Facts of the 
Nations Progress 

OUTLOOK COMPANYS 
New Reference Work 
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QUALITY PERSONAL SERVICE 

During the sixty-one years' expe
rience enjoyed by this house our 
product has been recognized as a 
standard of excellence both in pub
lic and private memorials. 

Booklet G on request. 

Harrison Granite Company 
200 Fi f th A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k C i t y 

f H . Lawson, 4927 Osage Avenue, Phila., Pa. 
I H . L . Davis, O. C. S. B. Bldg., Syracuse, N . Y . 

George Simpson, 1501 Krcsge Bldg., Detroit, 
Mich. 

R. S. Morrison, Fine Arts Bldg., Chicago, III. 
Henry Myers, 508 N . Pennsylvania St., In-

Works:Barre,Vt. L dianapolis, Lad. 

Resident 
Representatives 

'Used while you sleep 

for Whooping Cough, 
Spasmodic Croup, 
Asthma, SoreThroat, 
Coughs, Bronchitis, 
Colds, Catarrh. 

Don't fail to use Cresolene for the distressing, and 
often fatal, affections for which it is recommended. 

It is a simple, safe, effective and drugless treatment. 

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whoop
ing Cough and relieves Spasmodic Croup at once. 

It is a boon to sufferers from asthma. 

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with 
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore 
throat, and stops the cough, assuring restful nights. 

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of 
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in 
the treatment of Diphtheria. 

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 36 years of 
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet. 

F o r Sale by Druggists 

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tnblets for 
composed of slippery elm bark, licorice, sugar an 
can't harm you. Of your drug-gist or from us ioc. 

ie irritated throat. 
Cresolene. They 

1 stamps. 

THE VAPO-CRES0LENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St., New York 

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada 

ARTBRONZ' 
PRODUCTS 
A scientific depositing of government test 
bronze over a reinforced baser core. The 
equal of cast bronze in workmanship—finish 
and durability — at one-tenth the prices. 
BOOK ROCKS—BOUDOIR LAMPS-
ASH TRAYS —PAPER WEIGHTS — 

STATUARY — PORTABLES, ETC. 
Especially appropriate for 
Decorative use in the home. 
Distinctive Gifts for all occasions. 
Unusual Bridge and other prizes. 
Ranging in pHce/rom $1.50 up. If 
west of Chicago add 50c. to list prices. 
Sold by the best dealers everywhere. 

N o n e g e n u i n e w i t h o u t this 
n a m e "A.RTBRQNZ.' 

Co to the leading department, jewelry, or 
other store in your city and see the com- \ 
plete line of "ARTBRoNZ " Products. 1 
If your dialer cannot supply you write us. ¥ 
K A T H O D I O N B R O N Z E W O R K S ' 
501 F i f t h A v e n u e New Y o r k 

Send for this 
Catalogue 
TO-DAY 

illustrating almost 

200 
Art Subjects 
Free on request 

The Durham - Duplex Domino Razor with white 
American ivory handle, safety guard, stropping- at
tachment, package of six of the famous Durham-
Duplex double-edged, hollow ground blades in genu
ine red leather folding kit. 

SOLVES YOUR CHRISTMAS PROBLEM 

$5 Durham Duplex Domino 
RAZOR FOR $1 

We are requesting the owners of Durham-Duplex 
Demonstrator Razors to pass them along to friends, 
or at least to tell their friends about the shave it is 
possible to obtain with the wonderful Durham-Du
plex Blade. This is good advertising for us, and we 
are paying for it by giving Demonstrator users an 
opportunity to obtain a Domino Razor for S i . 0 0 , with 
twenty United Profit Sharing Coupons. 

DURHAM-DUPLEX RAZOR CO., Jersey City. N. J. 
Gentlemen:—Send me a $5 Durham-Duplex Domino Kit 

Outfit as per illustration above for which find enclosed $1.00. 

Name 

City State 
Any dealer w i l l honor this coupon 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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A Right Sugar 
for 

Every Purpose 

For the Festal Board — Cresca Delicacies 
T h e y lend character and distinction to 
the feast, and add to your reputation as 
an entertainer. 

Piquant, luscious, toothsome dainties, 
—over a hundred of them to give sauce 
to the appetite. 

"Where Epicurus Reigns" 
This 1915 booklet, intended primarily for Epicures, is a veritable treasure 

for the housewife desiring to serve unusual dishes for luncheons, teas and 
social occasions. A two cent stamp will bring it with the name of the 
nearest Cresca dealer. 

C R E S C A C O M P A N Y , 345 G r e e n w i c h Street, N e w Y o r k 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E 

American Sugar 
Refining Company 

For 
you 

dioxogen 

W h e n a cut, a scratch or a bruise comes, think 
first of Dioxogen , the pure peroxide of hydro
gen that needs no questionable acetanilid to 
preserve it. Dioxogen prevents infection. Its 
use is the best health insurance. Don't take 
chances with cheap bleaching peroxides. T o 
enable y o u to judge, we wi l l g ladly send y o u a 
tr ia l bottle, this size, o n request. W r i t e today. 

Ask for DIOXOGEN by name—at any drug store 
The Oakland Chemical Co. 10 Astor Place, New York 

Jones Dairy Farm Sausage recom
mends itself. 

W e make it from choice young pig pork, 
seasoned according to an old-fashioned 
recipe, and ship it by the first express after 
your order is received. 

A s k your grocer if he sells it. After try
ing it once, give him a standing order, if 
you can, for regular deliveries on certain 
days of the week. 

Individual Sausage Roll 
Make a rather short biscuit dough and roll it very thin, 

cut in oblong pieces just wide enough to go around a 
sausage once. Press lightly together at Che ends and 
sides. Bake in a very hot oven, just such a one aa you 
would have for biscuits. Serve at once. 

. M 1 L O C. JONES, Jones Dairy Farm j , 
| X Fort Atkinson, Wis. jJk 

JONES 
SAUSAGE 
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The 
Christ

mas 
Present 

A Practical 
Gift 

That Is 
Pleasure-

Giving 

" Used for Fifty Years Wherever Water Freezes " 

Make your Christmas one of Mutual Merriment. The wearer 
of the famous B & B skates will experience exhilarating, healthful 
sport, and will glow with satisfaction that there are none better. 

N o O t h e r G i f t I s S o G e n e r a l l y A c c e p t a b l e 

B A R N E Y & B E R R Y , 1 6 2 B r o a d S t . , S p r i n g f i e l d , M a s s . 

Old Hampshire Bond 

The Stationery of a Gentleman 

Merely s e l e c t i n g it for 
y o u r personal stationery 
is a tribute to your cor
respondents—and to your
self^ A sample packet w i l l 
be mailed upon request 

Hampshire 
Paper Company 
Souih Hadley Falls 

Massachusetts 

FOR INFORMATION WRITE TO 
Following KEELEY INSTITUTES: 

Hot Springs, Ark. Oklahoma City.Okla. 
Jacksonville, Fla. Salt Lake City, Utah 
Dwight, III. Seattle, Wash. 
Marion, lad. Waukesha, Wis. 
Plainfield, Ind. Winnipeg, Man. 
Crah Orchard, Ky. Guatemala City ,Guat. 
Portland, Me. Mexico City, Mexico 
Columbus, Ohio London, England 

Los Angeles, Cat, Marsh-Strong Bldg. 
San Francisco, Cal., Douglas Bldg. 

Grand Rapids, Mich., 
733-735 Ottawa Ave,, N. W 

Philadelphia, Pa., 812 N. Broad St 
Pittsburg, Pa., 4246 Fifth Ave. 

Omaha, Neb., Cor. 25th & Cass Sts. 
Biloxi, Miss. 

K e e l e y 
Treatment 

"DOMES of Silence" 
Make your furniture glide 

Save rugs, carpets, 

floors and your fur

niture. L o o k for 

the name inside 

c a s t e r . A t a l l 

dealers or from us. 

10c Set of 4 

DOMES OF SILENCE CO. 

17B State Street, New York 

John Barleycorn's 
Master 

Our scientific treatment 
removes the appetite for 
drink or drugs—does not 
nauseate. O n l y registered 
physicians are permitted to 
administer the remedies in 
our authorized institutions. 
D u r i n g the last thirty-five 
years, half a million have 
been cured. 

Little Miss Priscilla 
w i n s a w e l c o m e e v e r y w h e r e . S h e is a 

c h e e r f u l l i tt le m e s s e n g e r of g o o d w i l l 
a n d she b r i n g s i n h a n d y f o r m ten 
yards of lingerie ribbon,—pink, 
b l u e , l a v e n d e r or w h i t e , w i t h a b o d 

k i n r e a d y for r u n n i n g . T h i s l i t t le 
use fu l gift for 30c is selected f r o m 
1,000 gift suggestions i l lu s tra ted 
in o u r w o n d e r f u l Y e a r B o o k w h i c h w i l l 
be m a i l e d a n y w h e r e for 6c i n s t a m p s . 

The unique Chris tmas gift 
j.*^ book of America. Write for it. 

POHLSON'S GIFT SHOP 
95 Bank Bldg. Pawtucket, R. I. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Protect 
Yourself 

Ask for 

ORIGINAL 
A t Hote l s 

Restaurants 

Fountains A s k for " H O R L I C K ' S " or you m a y get a substitute 

The Ideal 
Food - Drink 
for All Ages 

Nourishing 
Digestible 

The Diet for 
NFANTS 

CHILDREN 
INVALIDS 

Prof . I. Hubert ' s 

MALVINA 
C R E A M 

IS a safe airl to a soft, clear, 
healthy skin. Used as a 
massage it overcomes dry
ness and the tendency to 

wrinkle. Also takes the 
sting and soreness out of 

wind, tan and sun burn. 
I H r Send for testimonials. Use 

/ Mulvlna I.ollon and Iclitlivol Soap 
y' with Mulvimi t'rciini to improve 

/ your complexion. At all druggists, 
or send postpaid on receipt of price. 

Cream .iiic. Lotion 50c, Soap 25c 
PROF. T. HUBERT, Toledo, Ohio 

F R E E Trial for Xmas 
Moth 
Proof 
Cedar 
Chest 
15 D a y s ' 

F r e e 

T r i a l 

Reduced Prices 
The famous Piedmont line. Any of our 100 
styles and designs sent on 15 days' free trial. We 
pay the freight. A Piedmont protects furs, woolens 
and plumps from moths, mice, dust and damp. Freight 
Distinctively beautiful. Charmingly frajrrant. A rcn Inioney and worry Barer, prepaid 
Practically everlaating. Finest X maa, birthday or wedding gift at great Baring. *̂  
Write today for ourgreat newcatalog with reduced prices. It is free to yon 
Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 69, Statesville, N. C. 

Atwood Grapefruit 
As to Flavor, in a Class by Itself. 

Price about the same as the common variety. 
Your dealer will supply it. 

POMPEIAN 
OLIVE OIL 

A L W A Y S F R E S H 
PURE - S W E E T - W H O L E S O M E 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

Horlick's Malted Milk* 

LATHES 

W.F.&Jno. Barnes Co. 
528 Ruby St., Rocliford, 111. 

Pro-phy-lac-tic 

Tooth Brush 
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Peacock=Elgin 

R I T E today for this big, finely il lustrated Shopping G u i d e and do y o u r 
Chr i s tmas b u y i n g comfortably at home. T h o u s a n d s of practical suggestions 

for the best k ind of gifts—useful, beautiful , fashionable—articles y o u can be sure 
are right in qual i ty and price because they come from Peacock's, the store whose 

word is backed by more than three-quarters of a century of scrupulously honor
able dealing. 

This Hand-Carved 
Cameo Pendant is 
a gift to be valued by 
any woman for its 
beauty and intrinsic 
worth. It is of 10 k. 
polished gold, wi th 
double circle of seed 
pear l s and hand-
carved pink shel l 
cameo, 15-inch chain. 
One of Peacock ' s Watch Bracelet has practical, permanent 
~, *„i 1 , f

 v a l u e a s w e l 1 as artistic beauty when it bears the 
n a m e Peacock-Elgin-a twofold guarantee of 

a»l-s .OO. perfect satisfaction. $15 to $70. Lady Elgin 
, . r » - T T 4 k - Sold-. I5 jewels, $40. Men's 

E S T A B L I S H E D 1 8 3 7 Peacock Special Elgin, 14 k. gold, 

State & Adams Sts. CHICAGO o ^ r ^ ^ o : 

T H E F L A T T E R E R . 

Chumple igh .—You look fine tq-night, Carrie. These pink shades would make a gargoyle look pretty! 

An S & M tycos House Barometer 
makes a most pract ical and useful gift—one that is sure to please. 
E v e r y o n e is interested in knowing what the weather is "going to 
be." S & M lycos House Barometer N o . 2252 is constructed with 
scientific exactness and of highest qual i ty throughout. Adjustable 
for any alt i tude from sea level to 3500 feet elevation. Encased 

in a s inch lacquered brass case with enamel metal d ia l . 
S & M 7ycos W e a t h e r Instruments are sold b y the better class Optic ians , Sc i - . . ^ S S 
entific Instrument Dealers , etc. G o to y o u r dealer first. If he does not have 
S & M lycos House Barometers (like i l lustration) or will not order 
for y o u , send us his name and address with $10.00 and we will 
send y o u one. W h e n ordering give N o . 2252. Other styles 
described in our " B a r o m e t e r B o o k Y - 3 6 " mai led on request. 

Mfd. by Short and Mason Div. of Taylor Instrument Companies 
h\torInstrument Companies 

JAMES STREET,BOCHESTER.N.Y, . 
Makers or Scientific Instruments or Superiority 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E 

C.D.PEACOCK 



Hopi Basket Weavers El Capitan, Yosemite 
Courtesy of Che Santa Fe Rail-way 

California Grove—Sequoia Basin 

ROUND T H E WORLD TOURS 

CUNARD LINE.24 State St.,N.Y. 

Tourist Book Free-
Showing colored views of the unrivaled scenic 
beauty of the 

STATE OF WASHINGTON 
where snow-capped mountains, primeval for
ests, national parks, unique cities, attract the 
traveler. Write j M Howell, Sec. of State, 

Dept C, Olympia, Walk. 

jun mini i inn i mini i iiiiuii linn uiiu mill mini n iiniiiiiiiniiimniiiii inn imii mm mm iimmiiiiimiis 

W a t k i n s G l e n o n 
S e n e c a L a k e , N . Y . 

W r r i i E . L e f f l n g w e l l , P r e s . 

O P E N A L L T H E Y E A R The GLEN SPRINGS 
A Mineral Springs Cure and Hotel, known as THE AMERICAN NAUHE1M, from having first 

introduced into this country the Schott treatment for heart disease. The treatment methods and equipment em
brace the best that advanced medical science has approved. Treatments are given under the direction of physicians. 
Two of the Drinking Springs are highly Radioactive. 

T h e Bathing Springs are similar to the waters of Bad Nauheim, but about five 
times as strong. T H E R A D I U M E M A N A T I O N F R O M B R I N E 
S P R I N G N O . 2 A V E R A G E S 64.8 M A C H E U N I T S P E R L I T E R O F 

W A T E R , or nearly three times as much as any other American Spring known. For the treatment of Rheuma
tism, Gout, Diabetes, Obesity, Neuritis, Neuralgia, Anaemia. Diseases of the Digestive System and Liver, Heart 
and Circulatory System, Kidney Disease, and Disorders of the Nervous System, we offer advantages unsur
passed in this country or Europe. 
Situated in a private park with miles of well-built and graded walks for Oertel hill climbing exercise. Well-kept 

Golf Course. Tennis Courts, Clock Golf and Miniature Golf. Music, Dancing. 
Our Illustrated Booklets and Latest Reports on our Mineral Springs will be Mailed on Request 

For Winter Tours 
in Summer Climes 
"Cuba 

' C O N S U L T 

A Winter Paradise" 
A beautifully illustrated 64-page booklet sent on receipt 

of 3c in postage stamps 

UNITED i RAILWAYS; QF^sW^AMfe^aff 
FRANK K O B t R F^. G. P. A. Suit* 12 Broadway. N. V . 
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THE BATHS 

Tbe Best Regular Service* to 
EGYPT, INDIA, CHINA, PHILIP
PINES, JAPAN, AUSTRALIA, NEW 
ZEALAND.* Round World Trip, 
and Winter Tour, in INDIA. PEN
INSULAR & ORIENTAL S. N. CO. 

Full information from 

Travel 
Resorts Tours 
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S A N A N T O N I O T E X A S 

spend the winter in San Antonio 

Perfect Climatein Win
ter. Beautiful Parks & 
Plazas, Palms, Roses. 

400 Miles of SccnicAuto Roads.GOLF A L L WINTER, 
POLO-RIDING-TENNIS-MOTORING. 
GREATEST FISHING AND HUNTING 
in UNITED STATES: HUNTING--
Deer.Quail.Doves.Ducks.Turkeys, within 30 
Minutes of City Proper— BASS FISHING at 
Medina Lake,TARPON at Guff Resorts.-TEN 
MILLION DOLLARS HAS JUST BEEN SPENT 
FOR BEAUTIFYING CITY.-FinestHotels.-For 
further Information and Booklet De Luxcwrite 
Thousand Club Division of the Chamber, 
ofCommerce.SanflAntonio.Texas. j 

ATlANTIC CITY, N.J. 
UNIQUE FEATURES: 
The vast Marble Exchanqe-
flanked with Flowers and 
Sheltered Anqles.the Forecourt, 
Fountain of Fate.Cloister Garden, 
Restaurant. Submarine Grill, 

Rose Hall,Library Tower, 
Belvedere and Three 
Decks looking on the 

Boardwalk and 
the Ocean. 

T H E S T . A N T H O N Y &TExts l 0 

The luxurious hotel in the Winter City of the con
tinent. Homelike. Comfortable. Golf every day 
in the year. Three fine 
courses. Every outdoor 
sport and pastimi 
best the winter 
Literature on request. 
T B. Baker.Pres. & 

D I S T R I C T O F C O L U M B I A 
HOTEL DRISCOLL 
Faces U.S. Capitol. Near 
Union Station. Amidst 
Show Places. Running 
Water, Electric Fans in 
Rooms. Ba th Grat i s , 
Garage. Music. Am. ®3. 
Eur. 81.50 up. Booklet D. 

F L O R I D A 
msEmsmsismBsmmsmnsm 

Where-To-Go has 12,000,000 readers 
monthly. Next forms close Dec. 1st. 

A T L A N T I C C I T V N . J H E A L T H R E S O R T S 

MARLBORO UGH-
B L E N H E I M 

Auuvumuyirduuusnows but onesectionof 
this magnificent and sumptuously fltted 
house—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed 
Solariums overlook the Board-walk and the 
Ocean. The environment, convenience and 
comforts of the Marlbo rough-Blenheim and 
the invigorating climate at Atlantic City 
make this the ideal place for a "Winter so
journ. Always open. Write for handsomely 
illustrated booklet. Josiah White & Sons 
Company, Proprietors and Directors. 

ATLANTIC CITY, N . J . 
Hotel and Sanatorium. 

New stone, brick & steel building. Always 
open, always ready, always busy. Table 
and attendance unsurpassed. 

BATTLE CREEK 
A Mecca for health seekers. Over 1,000 
different curative baths and treatments; re
nowned diet system ; reducing and fatten
ing diets scientifically regulated, thirty-
three specializing physicians; 300 trained 
nurses; restful tropical garden, colossal 
recreation gymnasium, swimming pools, 
beautiful natural surroundings, invigorat
ing climate, just the place for rest and 
health building. 
Send for free booklet "The Simple Life in a 

/VukAe//"and illustrated prospectus. 
T H E SANITARIUM, 

BOX 109, BATTLE CREEK. 
MICH. 

A R K A N S A S H O T S P R I N G S 

THE ARKANSAS HOT SPRINGS 
Greatest health and pleasure resort in the 
world. Owned and controlled by the 
"United States Government. Perfect 
18-hole Golf Course. Write for particulars. 

ARLINGTON & EASTMAN HOTELS. 
C H I C A G O I L L . 

450 Rooms-$l.5QUp p 
300 Baths I 

Centrally Located 
One Block, f rom 
LaSal le Station. 
P o s t O f f i c e & 
Board of Trade 
Write for Folder rto.A 

M O U N T C L E M E N S M I C H . 
A Lu-unoos.all-year health, 
and pleasure resoH.ftaTunng 
the famous rilHLRAL BATHS an' their remarkable r«ulb in thi relief of HHtUnATI5rl-tJ«eilert iur-roLmfJingiiETTice 8 (uiiine-Golf-Innirfflilliii-Hobl a Baths un-deroiie ronf-OPEH ALL YEAR — OUCH Shooting-Write for Bsokkt 

S E A T T L E W A S H . 

HOTEL BUTLER i " y 

Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 2 5 c . 
Rooms $1.00 up; with bath $ 2 OOup. Homecomforts 
to the traveler. A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr. 

FLORIDA—GEORGIA 
CUBA THE CAROLINAS 
Send for Excursion Rates,illustrated book
let containing hotel directory, map & gen
eral information regarding quickest train 
service & shortest routes. Offices: Boston, 
Buffalo, Phila., Baltimore, Washington or 
W . E . C O ] V K L T \ , €fr. E . P . A . 

1X84 Broadwavt BTew Y o r k 
SEABOARD AIR LINE RY. 

*HOTEL COLLEGE ARMS 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

MAGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS 

D.5.W11ITE.Prest. J.W.MOTT.Mqr. j 

THE LARGEST FIREPROOF 
RESORT HOTEL IN THE WORLD 
THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA 
— A T PLAY , 

C0SM0P0LITAN-EVERYB00Y5-FIELD & STREAM-REVIEW OF REVIEWS-SCRIBNER -̂THECANADIAN-VVORLn's W O R K 

T O _ C V . E . . B E f t N EL. P R E S . W H E R E - T 0 - C 3 O . B B E M C O N S T . B O S T o 5 ? M A S 5 ^ . 

Atlantic City. 

Galen HalL 

PARK HOTEL 

. T H E 0 . C . B R 0 O K S , M A N A G E R . ' 

GAMP BISCAYNE, 
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P o r t o R i c o 
T h e I d e a l 
16 Day Cruise 

HERE is no lovelier spot 
for a winter's outing than 
this Island of Enchant

ment—unique in the tradi
tions and atmosphere of 
four centuries of Spanish 
rule. It has a climate softer 
and more delightful than 
that of the Riviera or 
Southern California — a 
charm which few can resist. 

Cruising Department 

Porto Rico Line 

DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES 
BOSTON, 192 Washington St. PHILADELPHIA, 701 Che.tnntSt. 
WASHINGTON,1306 F St.,N.W. NEW YORK. 290 Broadway 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

Which covers every expense for the entire cruise 

Big steamers "Carolina," "Brazos," and others are especially designed and 
luxuriously fitted for service in the tropics. You make the steamer your 
hotel during the entire trip from New 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 beautifully illustrated free booklet, "Porto Rico Cruise," 
which tells in a most absorbing way the pleasures of this voyage. 
Just fill out the coupon and mail it to / 

AGWI TSHE AMERICAN 
MEDITERRANEA N 

f Porto Rico 
Line 

11 Broadway, | 
New York 

1 1 B r o a d w a y -
N e w Y o r k 
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T H E BROWN BADGE 
OF WELL-BEING 

"Big" business executives, harried and 
strained to the point of mental and physical 
exhaustion, are sent each winter by their phy
sicians to NASSAU-BAHAMAS. 

But the truly "big" man does not wait to 
be sent. He knows that the way to success 
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 a hundred delightful ways the 
"brown badge of well-being." 

Your copy of'NASSAU- BAHAMAS" 
will be mailed upon request. 

BAHAMAS G O V E R N M E N T A G E N T 
450 F O U R T H A V E N U E N E W YORK 

SOUTHERN CRUISES 
with Personal Escort on the 

" G R E A T W H I T E F L E E T " 
of the United Fruit Company 

Under the American Flag 
Leaving New York Jan. 26, Feb. 23, and Mar. 1, 1916 

23 DAYS—$185 and up 
including berth in two-passenger outside room and 
all expenses of personal conductor, hotels, transfers, 
railroad excursions, automobile and carriage drives 
(excepting a la carte meals on steamer), visiting 
KINGSTON —auto excursion to Castleton. 
CRISTOBAL, CANAL ZONE —train to Gatun and 

Panama, auto excursion to Ancon and Balboa, 
all hotel accommodations on shore. 

CARTAGENA, COLO M BIA — train to Cartagena, car
riage drive, luncheon. 

PUERTO COLOMBIA, COLOMBIA —train to Bar-
ranquilla, carriage drive, luncheon. 

SANTA MARTA, COLO M Bl A — excursion to Rio Frio, 
luncheon. 

CRISTOBAL and K INGSTON. 
Other cruises including also Jamaica, Cuba, Costa 
Rica, Honduras, British Honduras, Guatemala, etc., 
January, February, and March. 

Tours de Luxe to S O U T H A M E R I C A , sailing 
Feb. 2, Feb. 16. 

Send for booklet of whatever tour interests you. 

T H O S . C O O K & S O N 
2 4 5 B r o a d w a y , N e w Y o r k 

Boston, Philadelphia, Chicagro, JLOS Angeles, 
San Francisco, Montreal, Toronto. 

Raymond - Whitcomb 
Winter Cruises 

To the West Indies, Panama 
The Central American Wonderland 

and the Spanish Main 
Tropical Three cruises — the utmost in 
p . comfort and luxury — visiting the 
LrillSCS beauty spots of the American 
de Luxe Mediterranean. Stops at Havana 

and Santiago (with arrangements 
for side trip by rail across Cuba), at Port Antonio 
and Kingston (allowing time for the wonderful 
automobile ride across Jamaica), at Panama 
(with ample opportunity to see the great Canal 
in full operation), at Costa Rica (land of the 
world-famed scenic railroad journey from Port 
L i m o n to San Jose, the mountain capital). 

Beautiful T h e ships for these cruises 
« . « . . are the luxurious steamships 
OlSter ohipS "Pastores" and "Tenadores" 
of the Great White Fleet, under exclusive char
ter to Raymond & Whitcomb Co. Built defi
nitely for the tropics, they are of 

A m e r i c a n R e g i s t r y A m e r i c a n O w n e r s h i p 

U n d e r t h e A m e r i c a n F l a g 

D p n a r h i r p * F r o m N e w Y o r k ' J a n ' 2 9 , F e b ' departures 12, and March 1 1, 1916, arriving 
in New Y o r k on the return 24 days later. 

n • Including berth in outside room, meals 
and many shore excursions, $250 and up. 

South Remarkable and Comprehensive 
. . Tours of T w o to Five Months' Dura-
AmeriCa tion. Jan. 15, Feb. 2, 5,16 and 26,1916. 

r» w • Tours on the Highest Plane of 
Lal l lOrnia - r r a v e ] Departures in December, 
January and February. 

Japan Delightful Tours including the Phil ip-
China P m e s ' February 5, March 4 and 25. 

Send for Booklet Desired 

RAYMOND & WHITCOMB CO. 
Dept. 10 

17 Temple Place Boston, Mass. 
NEW YORK PHILADELPHIA CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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HOTEL 
CAROLINA 

and Cottages now open for 
the Season 

Pinehurst Office, Pinehurst, N . C , or Leonard Tufts, 282 Congress St., Boston, Mass. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

Tennis J 
Livery T

t' 
Motoring 

Pinehurst 
N O R T H C A R O L I N A 

Every facility provided for trap shoot
ing. 4,000 acre private shooting pre

serve. Guides, trained dogs and shooting wagons to be had 
by day or week. 

Through Pullman service from New York via Seaboard Air 
Line Railway. Only one night from New York, Boston, 
Cleveland, Pittsburgh and Cincinnati. 

No consumptives received at Pinehurst. Full information on request. 

Trap Shooting 

C H A L F O N T E " 
A T L A N T I C C I T Y 

T H E L . E E O S C O M P A N Y . 
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THE GREAT FLEET 

"There the Pirates Hid Their Gold" 
— a n d every voyage, every port, every route of the 
Great Whi te Fleet through the Go lden Caribbean 
has the romance of buried treasure, pirate ships, and 
deeds of adventure—centuries ago. 

T o d a y health and happiness are the treasures sought 
on the Spanish Main , and Great Whi te Fleet Ships, 
built especially for tropical travel, bear you luxuri
ously to scenes of romance. 

Cruises from 15 to 25 days to 
CUBA, JAMAICA, PANAMA CANAL 
CENTRAL AND SOUTH AMERICA 

Sailings of G R E A T W H I T E F L E E T Ships from New York every 
Wednesday and Saturday and fortnightly on Thursdays. Sailings from 
New Orleans every Wednesday, Thursday, and Saturday. For infor
mation write to 

PASSENGER DEPARTMENT 

United Fruit Company Steamship Service 
17 Battery Place, New York 

Write for Our New Book 
"CRUISING THE CARIBBEAN' 
A story, with illustrations: 
about the Pirates, Bucca. 
neers and Marooners of 
the Spanish Main: Si 
Henry Morgan, Cap. 
tain Kidd, Teach. 
"Blackbeard," La 
fitte, and others. 

UNITED FRUIT COMPANY STEAMSHIP SERVICE 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

Connections at Colon 
for all Central and 
South American West 
Coast Ports. 
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M A Y B E conditions 
abroad have upset 

your plans for taking 
" T h e Cure"—at Karlsbad, 
Vichy or Aix. 

But your health need not suffer 
—for Hotel Chamberlin,Old Point 
Comfort, offers you everything 
that Europe can offer; with less 
expenditure of Time, Money and 
Effort. 

Take " T H E C U R E " and en
joy it, at The Chamberlin, one of 
the world's great Resort Hotels. 
Nauheim, Vichy and Aix Baths— 
every sort of Treatment, all under 
competent Medical direction. 

And the Social Life at Hotel 
Chamberlin — delightful people, 
diversion and sport; a Cuisine that 
adds to the Epicurean repute of 
the Southland; an environment 
unique and charming, amid the 
gaiety of Army and Navy life. 

Come to Hotel Chamberlin 
now—and you will come again. 

For illustrated booklets apply at all tourist 
bureaus or transportation ottices, or address 

G E O R G E F. ADAMS, Manager 
F O R T R E S S M O N R O E , V A . 

N E W YORK OFFICE 

BERTHA RUFFNER HOTEL BUREAU MCALPIN HOTEL 

Or ask Mr. Foster at any of his Information Bureaus 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

Hotel 

Chamberlin 
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San Francisco 
Fair Closes 
December 4th 

San Diego 
Fair Closes 

December 31st 

Visit "Oldest America" 
The wonderland of the vivid and the picturesque, along the Apache 

Trail of Arizona. Here are the curious ruined homes of the ancient cliff 
dwellers—the great copper camps—the famous Roosevelt Dam. 

See this enchanting country in a delightful motor side-trip, a part of 
your journey to or from the West via 

Southern Pacific—Sunset Route 
New Orleans Los Angeles San Diego San Francisco 

The Sunset Limited and other splendid trains afford luxurious daily service at No E x t r a 
Fare. Water or rail routes between New York and New Orleans. Write for booklets. 

GENERAL OFFICES 
New York City San Francisco New Orleans Houston 
366 Broadway Flood Building Metropolitan Bank Building Southern Pacific Building 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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H o w t h e W o r l d 
G r o w s S m a l l e r 

SYDNEY 
AUSTRALIA-In 19 Days 
Wliat a difference between tlie nkl fashioned ship with her ninety 
days to Australia and the splendid fast 10,000 T o n A m e r i c a n 
Steamers of the Sydney Short L i n e — 

"Sonoma," "Sierra," or "Ventura" 
classed 100 Ar Lloyds — the best route to Honolulu and Australia. 
H o u n d tr ip Sydney , f irst c a b i n , $ 3 3 7 . 5 0 — H o n o l u l u , 
$130. G r a n d T o u r o f S o u t h Sean, i n c l u d i n g H o n o 
l u l u , S a m o a , A u s t r a l i a a n d T a h i t i , $337.50. Sai l ings 
every 21 days for II l u lu a n d Sydney . Write for illus
trated folders with colored maps of the Islands of the Pacific. 

O C E A N I C S . S . C O . 071C Market Street San F'murrlsoo. C.n\. 

IT'S S O U T H A M E R I C A NOW 
Most beautiful cities in the world. 
Climate. Scenery, Hotels, Social Life. 
Tours to Brazil, Argentina and all 
South American Points via Panama 
Canal. Write for booklet " R." 

305 S. Rebecca Street, Pittsburgh, F*a. 
[TOURS 

experimental! \ 

A n experimental subscription 
is like a courtship. It may end 
in only a summer flirtation. 
It depends largely on the man 
or woman, and more on the 
magazine. 

If you are not a clear thinker, don't 
take an experimental subscription for 
T H E NATION. If you do want the 
best and latest thoughts on literature, 
art, science, and politics, an experi
mental subscription will lead to a 
permanent alliance with America's 
greatest critical weekly review. 

/ Oc a copy $4.00 a year 

The term of an " experimental'' subscription is four 
months, and the terms $1.00 

T H E NATION 
20 Vesey Street New Y o r k City 

| Accessible — Reasonable in Price I 

Hotel Seymour 
| 4 4 - 5 0 W e s t 4 5 t h St reet f 

N E W Y O R K 
| Between Fifth Avenue and Broadway. 
= Three minutes from Grand Central Sta-
I tion. Near Shops and Theatres. Large 
| Light Rooms, Beautifully Furnished. \ 
1 R o o m s , w i t h B a t h - - - - - $2.00 1 
| P a r l o r , B e d r o o m a n d B a t h - - 3.00 \ 
\ E x c e l l e n t R e s t a u r a n t a l a C a r t e 

A lso H O T E L B R E T T O N H A L L 
Broadway and 86th Street 

W R I T E 

THE SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE 
F O R 

Suggestions Regarding Schools 

CJYour inquiry will receive careful con
sideration and prompt reply, based upon 
the data contained in your letter. Address 

S c h o o l a n d C o l l e g e S e r v i c e 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, NEW YORK 

Paint is insurance against loss 
through deterioration or decay. 

z i n c 
lowers the cost of paint insurance 
by lengthening the life of the pro
tection without increasing the cost. 

" Your Move " is yours for the asking. 

The New Jersey Zinc Company 
Room 422, 55 Wal l Street, New York 

For big contract jobs consult our Research Bureau 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

MUNN & CO. 669 W o o l w o r t h B l d g . , N . Y . , 
a n d W a s h i n g t o n , D . C. 
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"The Heart 
oftheHome" 

Sectional Bookcases 
H E appeal of a Globe-Wernicke Sectional Bookcase is all-inclusive. It 
is a "gift of noble origin" whose usefulness increases with the years. 

Globe-Wernicke Bookcases offer a wide range of attractive styles and finishes to facilitate 
selection, and a Patented Dust-proof Felt Strip in each section preserves the books and 
keeps the doors from slamming. Y o u buy an additional section as you need it. They grow 
with growing libraries and are built to endure. On sale everywhere. 

tTbe globe-Wernicke Co. 

Write for free copies of "The World's 
Best Books" and Catalog No. 177 

Cincinnati 
Branch Stores: New York, Chicago. Philadelphia, Boston, Cincinnati, Washington, U. C. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 

Globe-Wernicke 
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KING EIGHT $1150 
Improved Five-Passenger Model 

(Motor bore and stroke, 2]4, x5) 

IMMEDIATE DELIVERY 

MORE power, numerous engine refinements, and finer body 
finish, make this car a superlative value. Only a greatly 
increased output permits the fixing of such a moderate 

price for a car of this quality. Thousands of these cars are now 
in successful operation the world over, and it was this model 
that made the famous official high gear tests on the Pacific Coast 
—two rough trips of over 800 miles each sealed in "high," both 
with perfect scores. 

Remember, 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 
experience. 

The new KING color is Salon green. Rody and hood of that 
color, 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 is already double that of 1914, 
and this gain has been made on a new departure in automobile engineering—the 
successful EIGHT. At a price like $1150, what will a car of the KING'S reputation 
mean to you in sales? There may be some open territory in your district. Wire! 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E 

84 
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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. 

In answering advertisements please mention S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
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Heavy duty G . V . Electrics are used by coal-dealers, ice-dealers, wholesale 
grocers, general truckmen and manufacturers of all kinds. This truck, 
one of scores in like service, is one of three operated by this firm. T h e 
last two were ordered 60 days after the first one was placed in service. 

The Electric truck is not a competitor of the gasoline truck. Each 
has its economic field—the Electric for short 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 1 0,000 pounds capacity. 

G E N E R A L V E H I C L E C O M P A N Y , Inc. 
General Office and F a c t o r y : L O N G I S L A N D C I T Y , N E W Y O R K 

N E W Y O R K C H I C A G O B O S T O N P H I L A D E L P H I A 
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The Test 

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 epoch-making 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 Belgian prima 
donna, whom European musical critics 
have hailed as the New Queen of Song.'' 

The New Edison Diamond Disc 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 Phonograph. Mr . Edison 
sat with his head bowed upon his hand. 

There came the clear notes of the 
beautiful song, Caro Nome," from 
Rigoletto. 

W h i c h was singing, phonograph or lady? T h e 
ear could not distinguish. Only the eye could 
discern that Miss Verlet's lips were not moving. 
T h e Edison Diamond Disc was singing alone. 
T h e n — a greater volume — but only a greater 
volume—Miss Verlet joined her voice with the 
singing of the Edison Diamond Disc. 

T w o voices—exactly the same two—were sing
ing together. N o one among the 300 could 
tell which was the more clear or distinct, or 
more full of feeling. 

T h e song volume decreased. T h e ear heard 
but one voice. T h e eye must tell again. Miss 
Verlet's lips ivere moving. It was she who was 
singing. 

Faces were lit up with surprise—even with 
amazement — a modern miracle was happening 
just before them. 

T h e phonograph and the lady continued their 
duet to the end. Enthusiasm, almost un
bounded, ran through the audience. 
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Nearly 3 0 0 Phonograph Experts 
Held Spellbound da Unprecedented 

Quickly these men realized that there had been given to the world a new instrument which 
years of endeavor had made so complete that even "perfect" failed as a descriptive word. 

They could not describe the tone of the New Edison. It was not enough to call it 
human, life-like, natural." No more could they describe a beautiful rose as "true to 

nature." This New Edison was nature itself. It was 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 Edison 
Diamond Disc 
P h o n o g r a p h 

No Needles to Change 

The reasons for the absolute perfection 
of the Diamond Disc Phonograph are 
manifold. The music passes through a 
real diamond, traversing a record so hard 
that human hands cannot break it. Edison 
records have been played 6,000 times, 
with the same sweetness and fidelity 
from the last rendition as from the first. 
Edison records are thicker than any ever 
made before. 

B y M r . Edison's vertical system of recording, 
used only by him (as against the lateral system), 

Unbreakable Records 

there can be no wear on the record. T h e re
corder makes a polished path which the smooth 
surface of the diamond stylus merely floats over. 

T h e smooth diamond point in passing over the 
record is as an automobile running over a hill 
and then into a valley. There is no more wear 
on the top of the hill than at the bottom of 
the valley. Th i s is in contra-distinction to the 
lateral system of recording, which is as a twist
ing river always wearing away its banks. 

Edison dealers everywhere are ready to give you 
a demonstration of the new Diamond Disc. 
A s k to see the $250 Diamond Disc Phono
graph, which is the official laboratory model. 

Special Edison Christmas Concerts are being given everywhere by Edison Dealers. 
You vuill be under no obligation if you ask to have your favorite records played jor 

you. Make up your mind to hear a Christmas Concert early. If you vjould 
prefer, arrangements can be made to have a demonstration in your ovjn home. 

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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I T H youngsters growing bigger every minute and flannels shrinking smaller every 
washday, woolen under-garments soon feel anything but comfortable to the tender skins 

and active bodies. These garments, however, can be kept to their original size and shape if 
washed according to the following suggestions: 

1 st—Use 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. 
3rd—Make the suds with Ivory Soap paste. (See directions inside wrapper.) 

This method avoids rubbing and extremes of temperature, both of which make woolens 
shrink. And, most important, the use of the mild, pure, neutral Ivory Soap keeps the 
suds free from alkali which not only shrinks woolens but makes them rough, stiff and 
uncomfortable. 

IVORY SOAP 99i>£ PURE 
Factories at loorydale, Ohio; Port Ivory, New York; Kansas City, Kansas; Hamilton, 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 he 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 your family's needs until fresh fruit 
season comes around again—and hand the order to your grocer today. 

Libby, McNeill & Libby, Chicago 

are one of the thirteen National Advertisers who can furnish you with the latest fad — the game "Going to Market." 
Send 10 cents in coin or stamps, address Libby, McNeiII & Libby. Dept. 5. Chicago-

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 

Ca l i f o rn ia 
Fru i ts 

I T h e 

Modern Way 
Putting Up 

Fruit 



Waterman's 
Ideal 

Fountain Pen 


	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

