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Stevens-

Duryea

“Quarter-Century of Leadership”

Of the few really fine motor-cars the
Stevens-Duryea is the lightest in weight—Dby
several hundred pounds. It is also the finest. i

In the Stevens-Duryea strength is obtained, not by
brute weight, but by flexibility of mechanism, materials of ]1
such grade as are not used entirely throughout any other l
motor-car, and workmanship of such precision and high
degree of skill as are only obtainable in a factory devoted |
entirely to the production of one type, and that of the finest. r,"

Besides, the Stevens-Duryea is the most beautiful and *i'ii'e
the most luxuriously comfortable of all motor-cars—as you
will instantly recognize when you see and ride in it.

Open or Enclosed Cars, $4550 to $6300 I
Stevens-Duryea Company Chicopee Falls Mass }’!I_
|

« Pioneer Builders of American Sixes''
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Index to Advertisements
August, 1914

Midsummer Fiction Number

Twenty-five years ago this August SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
started the practice of issuing a Midsummer Number devoted
largely to Fiction. To-day Fiction, adventure, travel make
up the pages of the best midsummer magazines.

The number of advertisements in these midsummer issues
reaches its minimum. The season is peculiarly suited for a
leisurely consideration of advertisements. The mind of the
summer reader is open and receptive. An attractive adver-
tising page makes a most fruitful impression. Still, a mini-
mum number of advertising pages in the midsummer maga-
zines—a little too late for actual summer trade, a little too
early for the winter output, but the ideal time, the best
time of all the year to make impressions, to create

desires.
THE PRIVATE SCHOOL

In the number of individual Private Schools represented
and in the detailed character of school announcements this
Midsummer Number is the most important of the year. If
the educational problem interests you, you will find these
School and College pages of the greatest value. You may
depend on these schools; and Scribner’s is always glad to
be of service in helping you to locate just the right school.
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Tierany & Co.

DIAMOND, PRECIOUS STONE,AND GOLD JEWELRY
PEARLS, PEARL NECKLACES AND COLLARS, CHAINS,HAIR
ORNAMENTS AND PINS, JEWELED WATCHES AND WATCH
BRACELETS, EXTRA-FLAT GOLD WATCHES FOR MEN

SILVER AND GOLD TABLEWARE, OPERA, FIELD, AND
MARINE GLASSES; STATIONERY, LIBRARY AND SMOKERS
ARTICLES, TRAVELING AND SHOPPING BAGS, TOILET
ARTICLES IN SILVER, GOLD, AND IVORY

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

MINTON, CAULDON, COPELAND, CROWN STAF-
FORDSHIRE,DOULTON, WORCESTER AND LENOX
CHINA,ROCK CRYSTAL,ETCHED, CUT, ENGRAVED
AND GILDED GLASS

THE MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT
IS EVER AVAILABLE TO OUT-OF-TOWN
CORRESPONDENTS

FirtH AVENUE AND 37 ™ STREET
New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MA GAZINE
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Miscellaneous
W.F. & J. Barnes Co.—Lathes . 58 Ross Rifle Co.
Eastman Eodak Co. . . . . . so Whiting Paper Co.
V. J. Evans—Patents . . . . 58
Folmer & Schwing . . . . . 52 Proprietary Articles
KeeleyCure . . . . . . . . 6o Cuticura Soap
Munn & Co.—Patents . . . . 58 Ivory Soap
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THE EXTRAORDINARY ABILITY

OF PEERLESS TRUCKS

Under many severe conditions of service no
other truck can compete with the Peerless in
utility. It has an important margin of ability
in excess of that possessed by other trucks. It
will do things they cannot do.

The Peerless will haul a heavier load up a
steeper grade. It will haul a heavier load over
soft ground. It will travel rough roads with
less breakage of parts or injury to tires.

Efficient With Trailers

Mo makers are more conservative or more
careful of the reputation of their product than
the Peerless Motor Car Company. Yet they
are the only truck makers who have such con-
fidence in the power and strength of their truck
that they are willing to recommend the use of
the trailer with its additional strain. Under
favorable conditions a Peerless Truck will
carry its full rated capacity and trailer loads
which double or more than double that amount.

The Reasons

This confidence is based on the following
structural reasons among others: The weight
distribution is such that 80 per cent of the pay-

ing load is carried on the rear wheels. This in-
sures the most effective traction under all
conditions.

Rear wheels are 42 inches high, they roll
easier over surface inequalities; they sink less
deeply into soft ground because the weight is
carried on a larger surface.

The four-speed transmission adapts the pow=
erful long stroke motor to the demands made
upon it; the exceptionally low first speed mul=-
tiplies the power of the motorin an emergency.

Every part has been designed to carry the
heavieststrains. Transmission gears have wide
faces and large teeth; the shafts are of very
ample dimensions. Each part is made of ma-
terial scientifically selected from all the market
offers. It.isendowed with maximum strength
for its purpose by special heat treatments
worked out in the Peerless metallurgical lab-
oratories.

Their power, structural strength and low
upkeep cost have given Peerless trucks unigque
standing with experienced users who have
tried them.

Peerless Trucks will haul in a year a larger
tonnage than any other truck and haul it at a
lower cost per ton mile.

The Peerless Motor Car Company, Cleveland

Makers also of Peerless Passenger Cars

Licensed Under the Kardo Patents (43)

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




=]

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

If a King’s Doctor told you to

take Sanatogen—

you would be impressed—for you know that a King’s Doctor must
be 2 man of highest professional standing  You would take San-
atogen feeling confident that it would do the things promised; give
you fresh vigor, fortify your system as no other tonic could.

Now it is a fact that the private physicians to seven Emperors and
Kings, after personal observation of its effects, have endorsed San-
atogen in writing. (See, for instance, the accompanying letters of
Dr. Ott and Dr. Kuhn.)

So you see a King's physician might recom- | pr. Ernest Ott,
mend Sanatogen to you, if you could consult him A
—indeed there are over 21,000 practising physicians who
would tell vou to take {‘jelrmtc.q_:en. because they all have
written us of its wonderfully beneficent effect, of its power
to strengthen the nerves, to ]u'lp Jiguﬁti-.ﬁn, enrich the blood
and generally uplift the system in a natural, lasting manner. | vt of i

Such are the credentials of Sanatogen—they should, | pr Conrad Kuhn,
they must convince you that Sanatogen has a service 1o 0. 1hie;iCon
perform in your case.

v Sanatogéen is sold by good druggists everywhere in three
sizes fllun }*:1 {00 up.

Grand Prize Tnternational Congress of Medicine London. 1913

"SANATO:

-\ ENDORSED BY ‘OVER 21,000, “PHYSICIANS

for EHvert Hubbard’s new book‘—“l—hnlth in the Makmﬂ' Written in his attractive manner and
filled with his shrewd philosophy together with capital advice on ‘numrogen. health and contentment, It 15 free
Tear this off as a reminder to address THE BAUER CHEMICAL CO., 32-J Irving Place, New Yoark

In answerin ¢ adverlisements ,ﬁlé&se mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Un the march in Nhambiguara Land.

MAGAZINE NOTES

Colonel Roosevelt’s journey into the Bra-
zilian wilderness, as his narrative of the trip
goes on, shows plainly enough that with every
advance the difficulties became greater, the
danger more imminent. It has been a fascinat-
ing account of strange tropical scenes, of strange
peoples and animals, observations of an accu-
racy and minuteness that have excited the ad-
miration of laymen and naturalists alike. The
wonder is that he could have, after exhausting
days, spent hours in camp at night—writing,
under the most trying conditions. The mere
labor of writing it all out in his own hand must
have been great, and when it is realized that he
had to rely mainly upon his own knowledge
(there are no reference libraries at hand in the
wilderness), the accuracy of his work is simply
marvellous. The journey described in the
August number ended at the beautiful falls of
the Utiarity,where Father Zahm left the party.
In the September number Colonel Roosevelt
will describe his trip “With a Mule-Train
Across Nhambiquara Land.” ““From this point
we were to enter a still wilder region, the land
of the naked Nhambiquaras.” The end of this
journey was a preparation for the final one, the
canoe trip down the now famous River of
Doubt. “We were about to go into the un-
lnown, and no one could say what it held.”

o

The hare announcement of such a title as
the following: “ A Diary of James Gallatin in
Europe—irom the American Peace Through
the Downfall of Napoleon and the Following
Years” [From the manuscript in the posses-
sion of his grandson, Count de Gallatin] prom-
ises most interesting reading. James Gallatin

was the sixteen-year-old son of Albert Gallatin,
who was secretary of the United States Treas-
ury, and the real negotiator of the famous
Treaty of Ghent. The boy was his father’s sec-
retary, and with all a boy's spontaneity and en-
thusiasm and appreciation he put down the
account of the great people he met and knew
of and his impressions of events in St. Peters-
burg, Paris, London, and elsewhere in Euraope.

He was a thoughtful youth and an unspoiled
one. There is a charming naiveté about some
of the entries—for instance, when the great
painter David wanted to paint him as Cupid.
There are pictures of the Prince Regent and
the Queen in London, the Duke of Welling-
ton, Madame de Staél, whose home he visited
at Coppet, “She is not handsome but such a
great charm of manner,” Joseph Bonaparte,
Benjamin Constant, the Duke de Broglic.
There are descriptions of banquets and balls.
But the great dramatic passages of this first
part of the diary are the impressions created
by Napoleon’s escape from Elba, his return to
Paris, and his defeat by Wellington at Water-
loo. It is like being in Paris and London at
the time, and you cannot read without sharing
the young man'’s excitement, or realizing some-
thing of the tremendous furore created by the
news. ‘““When the news was confirmed of the
great victory of the Duke of Wellington at
Waterloo London went mad and I with it.”
The years covered by the diary are 1813-1827,
a period of intensely interesting history.

e

The second part of “ Una Mary: Memories of
the Mind of a Child,” by Una A. Hunt, recalls
the impressions of the wonder and mystery of

(Continued on page 10.)

7
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SeptgglberSCRIBNER

Theodore Roosevelt

in his sixth article describes

his journey through the Bra-
zilian Wilderness: “ With
a Mu]e-Train Across

* The naked Nhambiquaras,” primitive
Berryig;the tules savages of the great tropical forests.

An Historic and Huwman Document of the Greatest Interest and Value

A Diary of James Gallatin

m Europe

From the American Peace Through the Downfall
of \almleon and the F ollow ing Years

[From the Manuscript in the Possession of His Grandson,
Count de Gallatin]

James Gallatin was the son of Albert Gallatin, once Secretar

of the Treasury of the United States, and one of the chief factors
in the famous Treaty of Ghent. The young man of sixteen met
many of the famous people of the time, of whom he gives his
lively impressions. There are some very dramatic entries in
Paris at the time of Napoleon’s escape from Elba and trium-
phant return, and in London when the news of Waterloo came.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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| Jules Guérin has developed

aunique and beautiful Color

Scheme for the Panama-

Williams will describe it. Tlustrated
with thefirstauthorized reproductionsin
colors of the important mural paintings.

Una Mary: Memories of the
Mind of a Child—by Una A.

in the land of the old Greek myths
and wonder-stories. |

Winslow Homer

Winslow Homer, by Kenyon Cox. Dlustrated with
some of the famous artist’s masterpieces.

Abroad with Jane, by E. S. Martin.  Holland and
Belgium, Paris. Mlustrated by May Wilson Preston.

Anton Zabrinski — The Study of a

Prisoner——])y Winifred Louise Taylor.
Author of “The Man Behind the Bars.” The

touching story of a young Polish boy.

« . «“Achilles, the Butler,” by Mary Ray-
Storleb‘ mond Shipman Andrews. Agolller |
of her charming stories of the Canadian guides.—
Frederick Palmer, author of «“The Last Shot,” tells
of «The Make-Good Country,” the story of an
emigrant.—Nelson Lloyd’s «The Raging Chariot” |
is a humorous automobile story, the scene a
Pennsylvania valley.

e e =

Septgltl;iber SCRIBNER

PacificExposition. JesseLynch |

Hunt. Inanoldattic; her first star; ||

In answeri HE’;J;MTr:sememS please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



MAGAZINE NOTES |

an old attic, where there were robber-dens be-
hind trunks, railway trains to be made of chairs,
and, best of all, clothes for dressing up. She
sees her first star, Arcturus, and it became her
star—she used to talk and really pray toit. But
the great new world of the imagination that
opened was the world of Hawthorne's © Wonder
Book,” **The Tanglewood Tales,” Bulfinch’s
“The Age of Fable.” Europa and the Bull
became a favorite game, and she actually rode
the family cow. The trees had each their
spirit; Narcissus a reality—she held a mirror
before a plant in a pot that he could look down
and still see his loveliness.

S Ba

Kenyaon Cox, whose book, ““ Artist and Pub-
lic,” is one of the most inspiring volumes of
art criticisms published for years, will write of
Winslow Homer in the September number.
Homer, by many thought our greatest Ameri-
can painter of the sea, by many as the great-
est of all painters of the sea, was many-sided
in his early work. He went to the front in
1861 as a war artist, and many of his drawings
and sketches are highly valued. He wasan ad-
mirable painter in water-colors. His art was
his own, and it began with his making draw-
ings as a boy. For years he lived alone down
on the Maine coast he loved and knew so well
how to paint. Here is a significant statement
in Mr. Cox's article, a summing-up of the im-
pression his sea-pictures make: “You might
almost as well let the sea itself into your house
as one of Homer's transeripts of it.”

be -

A good travelling companion is not found
every day—many journeys on land and sea are
marred by the wrong sort. No question of
this kind if you follow Mr. Martin ‘ Abroad
with Jane.” You can enjoy everything, sec
everything, through Mr. Martin’ssmiling good-
humored eyes, and if you have any prejudices
against certain places you can either cut them
out or see how your own impressions jibe with
another excursionist. Jane goes to Holland
and Paris in September. This is sound philos-
ophy for the experienced traveller: “What you
want from travel is not so much knowledge as
pictures in your mind. If you have the pictures
you can supplement them with information out
of books when you get around to it. Informa-
tion abounds so that the great problem is how to
store it, but there is no problem about storing
10

Una A, Hunt.

mental pictures. If you have them, you have
them always handy.”

S %

The great white city at Chicago was beau-
tiful, it was dazzling, a veritable dream city in
the bright sunlight. Tt taught us the lesson
of consistency, the value of giving over to
artists the work of such an enterprise. Now
again we are to have a great exposition on the
Pacific coast to celebrate “The Wedding of
the Atlantic and Pacific.” It promises to sur-
pass anything ever attempted, and in its deco-
rative aspects it will be both beautiful and
unique. Jesse Lynch Williams writes of the
“Color Scheme of the Panama-Pacific Expo-
sition.”  To the genius of Jules Guérin we shall
owe muchofit. The article will be illustrated
with the first authorized color reproductions
of some of the most important mural decora-
tions made for various buildings. Among the
artists represented are Frank Vincent DuMond,
Childe Hassam, Robert Reid, W, De Leftwich
Dodge, Edward Simmons, Milton H. Ban-
croft, and Charles Holloway,

% v
Winifred Louise Taylor,whose stories of “ The
Man Behind the Bars'' left such a vivid im-
pression, has written the pathetic account of
a young Polish prisoner, **Anton Zabrinski "
for the September number. ’
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Poiret’s
Designs
and A l't i Cles | _. TELEPHONE
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Harpeﬂs Bajar

We might well say: “Of the making of the clothes there is
no end.” In all the bewildering array of styles, fads and fancies,
what shall a woman choose that will look well, and yet remain
in fashion long enough to give its full measure of service?

There is a lurking tragedy in the dress that is purchased
from a limited income and then can’t be worn because the fad
has passed. Fads and fashions are as far apart as the poles; the
problem is to distinguish them.

Harper's Bazar takes you to the fountain-head of fashions—
Paris. Month by month the Bazar furnishes you the work of the
supreme creators of modes, Poiret, Lady Duff-Gordon (“Lucile "),
Paquin, Worth, Drecoll, Cheru:t Premet. Here is your guide.

What a Dollar Will Do

Merely fill in the coupon opposite and send it 1o the address below with a dollar bill and you will
receive Harper's Bazar for the next ten months, This special trial subscription will carry you through the
Summer, Fall, Winter and the Early Spring seascns. It will give you for ten months, the counsel of
the fasbmn masters of Europe, who alone know what will be worn in the coming seasons and who

\ tell you through the pages of the Bazar.
And Ha{p:r s Bazaris aamclhmg more than a fashion ]ourna|—1t n usen‘:a"y a woman's
publication, edited 1o meet the requirements of every purse and every age, beautifully illus-
trated, showing the offerings of the best New York shops, giving to its out- of-town readers
its Personal Shopping Service—in short, an_invaluable comnamon *for the woman

whe knows," Send the coupen hefare this offer expires—t

Harper’s Bazar

119 West 40th Street New York City

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN I;
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% Harold Bell Wright must have written with
jaws set and soul on fire. He strikesa power-
ful blow at artists and authors prostituting their
work and other present day evils in art and
literature. His Greatest Novel 1s a story of
Conviction, A Real Love Story

THE Will Be Published August 8Sth

EYES OF THE WORLD

Illustrations in Colors by F. Graham Cootes
Cloth 12mo $1.35 Net

G ““The Eyes of the World” is a delightfully ripping romance with
more than 400 pages of wholesome action, plot, counter-plot, mystery
and love, sweet sentiment and strong passions. It holds the reader
strenuous with interest from start to finish—it is wholesome.

q Authors who get their material from the cesspools of life and write filthy stories in good
English to appeal to the baser emotions of men and women are literary scavengers. Their
books come into readers’ hands like a thief in the night. Label ‘‘scavenger’’ books
like poison, and people—except moral suicides—will not read them, A book does not have
to be unclean to be interesting. It does not have to be uninteresting to be good literature.,

G <“The Eyes of the World”’ is the sixth consecutive successful novel
by the author of ‘““That Printer of Udell’s,”” ‘““The Shepherd of the
Hills,”” ““The Calling of Dan Matthews,”” ““The Winning of Barbara
Worth’’ and ““Their Yesterdays.”” More than Five Million copies of
these books have been sold.

Sold by Booksellers Everywhere

G Note: Harold Bell Wright does not contribute to any magazine. His books are not pub-
lished ag serials. His books are not shown in moving pictures but they are dramatized and
produced on the regular stage under leased rights.

Our Catalogue of Other Publishers’ Books

will be sent to you free on request, Itis 8! by 5! inches in size and contains over 400 pages
advertising 25,000 of the best books of all the publishers. Its convenient arrangement, notes,
comments and descriptions of books make it easier to select the books you want than the
advantagzes of a regular book store. We list books on all subjects and carry every book
advertised in stock. Our catalogue is a carefully compiled book-buyer’s guide. A letter or
post card today will bring it to you.

Publishers, The Book Supply Company, Booksellers

Established 1895 E. W. REYNOLDS, President 231-233 W. Monroe St.,, CHICAGO

In rr_-u.m'prmg m:’iwf’r'.vc’_ma.tt_rph’.gé_mcu?f;ﬁ'RJ’ BNER'S MAGAZINE
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—

You get a whole new novel
every month 1n

MUNSEY’S
MAGAZINE

| and get it first, get it before
it goes 1into book form.

The Munsey with its com-
plete novel and all other
features costs you 15c.

The same novel when it
goes I1nto book form will
cost you $1.50.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Gopr. Life Pub. Co.

Look Out for the Railroad

Number

- M
of \::\ |
AV Enclosed |
o7 ' find One Daol-
e lar (Canadian |

§1.13, Foreign
$1.26). Send Livc
for three months to

This number is dated August 6
and will celebrate whatever
railroads there may be left
in this country on that date.

Open only to new subseribers; no subsecription

- renewed at this rate.
alt
Lafe s dssued cviry Tuesday. LIFE, 54 West jist Strect, New York K
Everywhere.  Ten Cents. .‘

One Year $5.00. (Canadian $5.52, Foreign $6.04)

In answering advertisemenls please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



16 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

When you think of writing
think of Whiting.

- B

WHITING’S
CLOTH FINISH

An excellent paper with the
fabric surface and a firm, even
texture. Whiting’s Cloth
Finish appeals to those who
appreciate fine writing paper
at a medium price. Itis made
in a variety of sizes appropriate
for all correspondence uses.

Whiting's Organdie Glacé
is the most desirable high-
grade paper made, Itisrefined
and delicate and meets every
social requirement.

WHITING PAPER COMPANY

NEW YORE FPHILADELFHIA CHICAGO

S |
Y 0 G U E

@
AL

August 15th

Ask Your Boopj-
seller

London & Paris Seasons

number now rcady

Fashions from the centers of European
society.  'What is being worn at the races
in I'rance and England—the lichter side
of life at Ostend, Deauville, Nice, and
Monte Carlo; and news of our own most
fashionable watering places.

At Your Newsdealer's—Now!

O

" In answering advertisemenis please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SUMMER FICTION

Best Books of the Best Publishers

An American Novelist's
Best Work

CLARK’S FIELD
Robert Herruck

“To define him is, in a way, to define
the American people itself.  For among
writers of recent times, living or dead, there
is hardly any one who, in my opmmn, has
come nearer deserving the epithet ‘na-
rional.” "—Edwin Bjorkman.

“Mr. Herrick's strengeh les, not in the
probing analysis of individual lives, but in
[h{: hroﬁd, C(}mprL‘hf_‘nﬂi\'e ;n l't'_'rpl't:rﬂtllr)n ()F
hurman motives and tendencies in  the
mass; and this gift of generalizarion, this
rare ability to treat life on an epic scale
\Nit‘.h a br_‘ld sweep l)r bl—uﬂh Srrnk[.‘ﬂ. an in'l—
posing breadth of canvas, has developed
Jnd ]‘r()gr"“\\t‘d ‘-ttd&ll\ \-\lth tdl_h Succes-
sive volume.—Frederic Taber Cooper.

E1.40 net; postage extra

Houghton Mifflin Co., 4 Puark 5t., Boston

“It’s Kitty you can’t forget”
—NEW YORK EVENING SUN

YOU
NEVER KNOW
YOUR LUCK

GILBERT PARKER’S

Triumphant Summer Novel

¢ Penned with the same land that wrote THE
RIGHT OF WAY., The ook is very charming,
Kitty Tynan is one of the most luminous studies in
pen portraiture."—Shidladelphia Publie Lodger,

“YOU NEVER KNOW YOUR LUCK dees not

suffer from the inevitable comparison with THE

JUDGMENT HOUSE and THE RIGHT OF

WAY. In neither has Parker produced such
characters as here,"—ZXaltiniore Focninge Sun.

12mo, lllustrated in Color, Net $1.25
At all Bookseller.

GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY

PUBLISHERS NEW YORK

The
> SALAMANDER

It’s a Girl!
It’s a Book!

y It’s a Play!

| It’s a Fashion!
It’s a greater craze
than Trilby!

The story of the New American
Girl—a maid in revolt, without
standards or home-ties, and with
a curiosity fed by the zest of
life, who comes to a big city re-
sulved toknow whom she chooses.
Tre Savamanper is the great-
est character in recent fction—
the center of the most daring
and absorbing story of real life
written in years,

By OWEN JOHNSON

Pictures by Shinn
At All Booksellers $1.35 net

THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, Publishers

By William De Morgan
WHEN GHOST MEETS GHOST
Thivd Lovg printing, 8160 nel

“ Another book like © Joseph Vance,

—N. I Sun.

By Coningsby Dawson

THE GARDEN WITHOUT
WALLS

Qth lavge privting.

8155 net
“When in doubt, try this novel.”
—KkerrFoor in Life.
By Julie M. Lippmann

MAKING OVER MARTHA

sth laree printinge,  Br.zo oaet

MARTHA BY-THE-DAY

I3th large printing,

Krooo wet

The cheeriest, happicst books.
By Romain Rolland
JEAN-CHRISTOPHE 5o

Each volume a complete story in itself and
sold separately. A1.50 net.

HENRY HOLT AND COMPAN

34W. 33d 5T.
HEW YORK

SCRIBNER'S MAGATZINE ADVERTISER




SUMMER FICTION

Best Books of the Best Publishers

t the Road
& M%;

Nanq theJo 0US

' X
i o
a.,e, i ;pg:reo {8

ERE is a combination of
H a “heart interest” story,

a " character story™ and
a local color story 7 woven
deftly together. Nancy the Joy-
ous is a simple, unassuming tale
that goes straight to your heart
and stays there. It is not a
" big " novel, " strenuous ' or
Y gripping.””  Its theme is not
" spectacular.”  The charm of
Nancy lies in its utter simplicity.

Nancy the Joyous
By EDITH STOW

A story brisk with the air of
the Tennessee Mountains where
this lovable heroine finds life at
its best.  You'll rejoice with her
in the bountiful pleasure she
derives in doing for others, and
she inspires one in the search
for the true values of life.

Nancy is a real girl in a real
world.  Her own romance run-
ning through the story stripped
of all ostentation is a true index
to the straightforward character
of this likable young woman.

You'll agree it's the best book
of the summer.

Standard Novel Size. Beauti-

ful cover and wrapper; fron-

tispiece in color; decorative
chapter headings., $1.00 Net.

At all bookstores

REILLY & BRITTON
Publishers :: :: Chicago

There is said to be nothing
new under the sun, par-
ticularly in fiction.

But the plot of

WHITE”  BLACK IS
WHITE

By GEORGE BAKR McCUTCHEON
is° mob only bold, striking, daring it is even—NEW.
Hiustrated. $1.30 net,

DARK HOLLOW

By ANNA KATHARINE GREEN
A story of mystery, of perplexing clues, of surprises, a8
woorl s any that ever came from the peo of Lhe author
of " The Leavenworth Case,” ete.. $L35 net.

VIA P AND O
By JANE STOCKING
Delightfully foreign in its setting of scenes from

"‘\|Il|'ll-.hl| wonderfully huhlln in its revelation of the
inmost seerets of o woman's heart,  $L00 net.

Send for List of New Fiction
DODD, MEAD & COMPANY
Publishers New York

BOOKS OF ALL
PUBLISHERS

{ Prompt, courteous, and
accurate out-of-town service
during the summer months.
€[ The best possible selection
of travel books,vacation books,
books of sport and summer
fiction.

Write, wire or telephone to the

SCRIBNER BOOKSTORE

Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York City

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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Kipling’s
Latest Work

Kipling has just revisited the East.
He tells for the first time in Cosmo-
politan what he saw. And his de-
scription has all the variety, color and
passion of the country itself.

Kipling’s career began in the East.
In the East were laid the scenes of his
earlier successes, books full of the
sympathy of close association. The
western world gained a new realiza-
tion of life in the Far East from those
intimate sketches and was quick to
recognize the genius of the man who
created them.

“Kim{,” “Plain Tales from the
Hills,” “Barrack-Room Ballads,” and
the rest of those vivid stories have
gotten to readers’ hearts in crowded
cities, on lonely frontiers, and from
the back stretches of Yukon to the

Cosmopolitan Magazine
New York City

119 West 40th Street

.M
w-f"”"‘/ff

(Osinopolitan

A winning combination! One of
the foremost of hving writers and
“America’s Greatest Magazine.” The
acquisiion of Rudyard Kipling is a
master-stroke well in keeping with the
policy that has brought to Cosmopolitan
the most famous names of contempo-
rary literature,

palm-tufted atolls of Nicobar. Mul-
vaney and his comrade “ornaments
to the British Army,” Privates Ortheris
and Learoyd, will live forever.

Kipling went to the East as do thou-
sands of tourists—as a sightseer. But
his eyes were familiar with the things
of the Orient, his mind schooled in its
philosophy, his ears attuned to the
unintelligible noises of the Moslem
streets.

Written in characteristic Kipling
style, “Egypt of the Magicians”
is a picture of the East the like
of which will be hard to find.

e . & 29
Start itin July Cosmopolitan. b
nly a quarter and the S e

coupon will bring you a Lo
th ths’trial sub F S
reemonths’ tnal sub- PN .
scription. Act now! 2 é-\:‘-,cné
L‘_\“\-\K‘ )
\c‘qo“’w.‘;’
[Pt
S
";ﬁ{@- .
S
o ,?”G .
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Some English Comments on Colonel
Roosevelt’s Lecture before the Royal
Geographical Society:

Extract

Jrom Letter of

Sir Harry Johnston
to Colonel Roosevell
dated June 17, 1914

The Times
London, Wednesday
June 17,1914

From Mr. Douglas
W. Freshfield’s
speech, introducing
Colonel Roosevelt

Daily Express
London, Wednesday
June 17,1914

“ Dear Mr. Roosevelt: I think you may take it that your lecture
of last night was an unqualified success. You spoke with refresh-
ing distinctness and all you said was audible throughout the lecture
theatre. These are some of the opinions I have culled in London
this morning before returning to my country paradise. You cer-
tainly had a noteworthy audience. If Talma acted before a par-
terre of kings, you addressed an assemblage which contained to
the square inch more great potentates in politics, more ex-viceroys,
governors, and diplomats, more celebrated travellers and scientists
than I have ever seen got together under one roof in London be-
fore. What a difference it makes—speaking and not reading an
address! . . . Yours sincerely, H. H. JounsTon.”

“ Mr. Roosevelt came on from the Geographical Club dinner with
the president and others of the distinguished guests. Among them
were the American Ambassador, Lord Curzon, Lord Bryce, Sir
Edward Grey, and Sir T. Holdich, who took their seats in the row
immediately facing the lecturer. Close to them were Prince Louis
of Battenberg and many distinguished officers of the Navy and
Army, explorers, and geographers. The president, in a graceful
speech, introduced Mr. Roosevelt, who a few minutes later rose to
give his lecture and was greeted with the greatest enthusiasm.
His account of his travels and adventures was followed with deep
attention by the audience, who were evidently greatly impressed
by the narrative.”

“He trusted that in the present and the future politics might not
be so divorced from geography as they had been in the past. He
would rather say they had nothing to do with party politics at
home or abroad. Yet they might recognize in Mr. Roosevelt not
only the traveller and explorer, but the man whose boundless
energy, as he had just proved, unabated by years, in whatever
quarters it might spend itself, had always been spent in the study
of nature, the pursuit of knowledge, and in honest efforts for the
betterment of his country and the world.”

“ Roosevelt—ex-lawyer, ex-journalist, ex-cowboy, ex-colonel of
rough-riders, ex-President of the United States, ex-zoologist in
Africa, and explorer in South America—last night triumphantly
demonstrated before a crowded meeting of the Royal Geographical
Society that he has ¢ put on the map’ a great river in Brazil which
was not on the map before. He had a map hanging on the wall
with the new river—the Duvida, or River of Doubt—marked on
it in red ink; he told exactly how he and his party went down it
at risk of their lives, and he showed, on a screen, some photogra ph;
of scenes by the way. The ex-President was cheered at the finish,
The president of the society likened his discovery to Stanley’s
discovery of the true course of the Congo.”

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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We ask that you approach this subject with an open
mind —and that you leave false modesty behind
By HENRY SMITH WILLIAMS, M.D., LLD.
HE purpose of this book is to supplement the work
now being done by the McClure group of magazines
in spreading this newv gospel of hope for avemen.
The volume is not for sale at any price, but will be sent
without cost to all who are sufficiently Interestedin thts
vital subject to subscribe for the great MeClure woman’s
magazine, The Ladies® World, which has dedicated its
(‘olumm to the advancement of this cause. The book
is designed to be used by the truly interested reader
in connection with the monthly articles in the magazine.
NEW and painless method of Ehlld- and vooched for by happy, healthy mothers thia painleas childbirth movement in The
birth has been developed in the with strong, well-horn children. Ladies' World.
medical clinie of the L'mvermty of The houze of MeClure, whose maﬁszmes The McC]ure editors have retained the
Baden, at Freiburg, Germany, The Ladies' World, Harper 8 Weekly, and distinguished physician and scientist,
Too mich importance cannot be attached MeClure's M'ut'izme are known the world Dr, Henry Smith Williams, LL.D., to
to this statement, based as it is on the around, has dedicated itself to the spread prepare an agthoritative volume en-
work of world-famous obstetricians, an | of this gospc] titled, “_P’a.m?---. Childbirth, or the Twi-
vouched for by the MeClure publishing The same editorial fores that introduced light bfeep giving a straugmforvmrd
house. into [this country the famous “'606,"" dis= untechnical accuunlul‘justnhanhenew
1t i2 only after prolonged observation covered by Dr. Paul Ehlrich, of Frankfort, method is, how it has worked, how it
and investigation that we are prepared and row universally used by American can be dem anded and secured by you
to state that painless childbirth iz no physicians; thqt uneovered the hitherto Every woman who has had a chiid, or
longer an unhoped for miracle, but a unsuspected dangers of the hookworm; who hopes to have one or fears to have
scientifie, surgical, clinieal fact, diz- that revolutionized modern education with one, or has a daughter who may soma
eovered by scientists famous throughout the Montessori Method; that retains the day bea mother, should have thiz book.
the medical profession of the world, most famous food expert in the country Thia one priceless velume containsa trua
proved beyond doubt by five thousand to protect ita readers against poisonous gospel of hope. We prediet thatwithin
successful and painless confinements, adulteration— this same force 13 behind a year no thoughtful American family
will be without it,
THE AUTHOR the early eﬁtahlishment of the new method in
ur vieini
Dr. Henry Smith Willliams i3 ene of our very few physicians and seientists of ‘{‘he general character of the magazine ja in
national reputation, combining as he does an expert knowledge of medical keeping with this work, being highest class in
facts, a position of authority in his profession, and a remarkable ;mfi for straight- every respect. Fiction by Mary Stewart Cut-
forward, untechnical writing that all can ting, the \’Jllhamsons. Elizabeth Jordan, Wal-
underatand and enjoy. Beginning his practice lace Irwin, Georgia FPanghborn, James
. of medicine in 1884, he has held many positions Oppenheim, Louis Tracy, Zona Gale, Mary
Partial Contents of honor and trust, such as Medieal Superin-  Hastings Bradley. Covers by Gibson, Christy,
tendent of the New York Infant Asylum, and Fisher, Btanlaws, PEoileau and Underwood,
the Randall’s Island Hoespitals, New York; As- Practieal dopartments in hands of authorities,
The Need of a Painless alstanLPhquantoBIoommgdalﬁAsyium and including Professor Lewis B, A]ﬁyn of West- i
Method has written many agthoritative huuka on medi= ﬁc!d Food Editor. A great hug influential mag- e)“\
Percantare of « dssisted"™ cal and related subjects, notably: ** A Hiator azine fitted to do the great work to which it has \¢
e g4-£r1i-r;14';|g ofbnalewr'f; ..T.g ?ndg?! g Sclenre in Mod- dedicated itself. o
i A ern "Life’, " Miracles o cience’ in - -~ 3
The Dangers of Chloro- Yeara to Your Life”, ete., ete., 4Iso erhtor o REMEMBER—THE BOOK \\\“\\
form “The Historians’ History of the Wo IS FREE &
First E_(PE,,'mp",, et [rets He has alfo contributed many nolahh. artlc'lea Thi & &
b to MeClure's Magazine and to medical journals, 12 book is not for 53!5- & The
e “ 2 Dr. Williams ia the ideal man to treat this vital 1t will be sent free of expense, post- o McClare
The Great Obsterrical eubject age pmd to you if you send one  Sp el
Authoritics . {tal’ y' subseription to The ications
Scopolamin—Its Uses THE BOOK ! :id‘lzes E\?;;orld at agiuyz;a:;-ly & }\gcc[,um
- o BT price o (& & )
Early Discouragements This priceless volume, which you can secure  now, you eanget the first & N;‘;‘?’gﬁx
Success without cost, contains 123 beantifully printed — numbers of the maga- &
The First American Baby pages  pacl ked with information no family zine containing the S Ynn may enterbms- Tt
The Twilight Slecp . should be without. Painless Childbirth & W o
&

1t i3 bound in dark red buekram cloth of fine

quality, and is printed in large, clear type, pre-
eenting a most attractive t:-pogr.zphicaf ap-
pearance,

THE MAGAZINE

Each month The Ladies’ World, going into
over a million representative hoqu will sup-
plement the work of Dr. Williams's book with
a full aceount of every new development in the
great movement that is destined to bwee!) Lhe
world.  Like the book, it will be essential to

proper l.lrniu_rst._Jqum= of the situation aml

Conditions Requircd

Dr. Kronig's Opinion

The Story of the Mothers

Siz Typical Cases

Names and Addresses

The Hospital Records

Progress in America

What Myst Be Done

How to Get It in Your
Town

series.

& gi n|
rphumllberl;jontamms llée Fainleas
T, & *hi seriea, and you me
Use the & jpund me one copy, , prstao pald,
of Dr. iama"e -
Coupon & cluaed'tind 51.00.
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OF IMMEDIATE IMPORTANCE

'The Last Shot,”

“TFrederick Palmer’s novel,
A

any other war correspondent now writing. . . .

of modern methods is frightfully distinct.
well founded opinion about the meaning of war.™

$1.35 net;

probably knows more about actual war than any other novelist now writing, and ve

THE LAST SHOT

By Frederick Palmer

appears al Lthe psychological moment. Mr., Palmer
ry likely ‘more than
notable quality in Mr. Palmer is that his intimate

knowledge of war has not made him romantic but rather the reverse; and the terrible, machine-like butchery
The greater its eirculation the better for the formation of
Editorial in Harper's Weelkly.

pastage extra

The United States and Peace

By WiLuiam Howarp Tarr, ex-President of the
United States $1.00 net; postage extra

“The volume gives much in small compass. It is the
fruit of careful study and clear thinking. We find especially
useful the candid and deliberate discussion of “The Monroe
Doetrine: Its Limitations and Implications.” It derives much
interest from the present situation as to Mexico and the effort
at co-operation in the restoration of peace by the three chief
South American republics. It is literally saturated with good
sense, and may be read with profit by everyone who cares to
follow intelligently the development of that inleresting enter-
prise."—New York Times.

American Policy

By Jonx BreeLow, Major, U. 8. Army, retired
100 net; postage extra
A treatment of the subject from the South American as
well as the North American viewpoint, and with careful atten-
tion to the Monroe Doctrine and its effects on Pan-Amer-
|1 Hni‘ﬂl!
‘An able and brilliant discussion of problems of perma-
nent |nr- srest and vital importance to-day."—HBufalo Express.
“Full of interest, vigor and substance.
—('ficago Record-Herald.

/ . rT
Memories of Two Wars
By BricapiEr-GeENERAL Frenerick W. Fux-
BTON $1.50 net; postage extra
A new edition, half the former price.

v aecount of the author's expericnces as o \’nhll:
last Cuban sirugele for independence, and ILr- rin
the war with Spain and its ensuing Filipino insurrection,

—The Nation.

The United States and Mexico

By Grorce L. Rives, formerly Assistant Secre-
tary of State $8.00 net; postage extra

imeliness of the book is a real as well as an adven-
1 There is no subject upon which the people
of the United States are in more urgenl need of ]J{[lll’ infor-
malion than that which Mr. Rives has Laken for his own,
—New YVork Sun.
“It is & happy chance that at a lee of strain hetween
the United “Stales and Mexico Mr, Rives' history of the last
erisis between the two States should be printed.”
—London Saturday Review.

The American Japanese Problem
By Stovey L. Guirex  $1.75 nel; postage eatra
Professor Joseph K, Goodrich in The Japan Weekly Mail,

says: "We are mostly indebled to Dr. Gulick for thl

most satisfactory d illuminating discussion of the intricate
problem that i!v iken for his subject which has thus far
appeared, and it cult to see how any writer can do better
than he has done. . ., He hay Lhe d]'lhl\ to express himself
clearly, concisely, and furuiull\

The Baltimore Sun says: ** An excellent hook, well written

and full of substantial 1||F-rr|r|d||-m, as well as some individual
but well-argued theories,

The Panama Gateway
By Josern Buckniy Bisuor, Secretary of the
Isthmian Canal Commission
IMifth KEdition.  lustrated
M, Bl-.hu[n has served

$2.50 net
of the
anal Commission and therefore speaks with
vy phase of Lhe subject fully and sccuratel

New Yorlk Herald,

a5 secrelary Tsthmian

tthority, covers

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

@\
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RUNG HO!
By Talbot Mundy

“Bored readers of problem
novels and polite drawing-room
romances will find a real nerve
tonic in *Rung Ho!" a rattling
story of adventure in East In-
dia.”—8St. Louts Post-Dispatch.

“*Rung Ho!" is full of color
and of swift and varied action,”

—New York Evening Post.

“India, Kipling's India,
written about as nobody ex-
cept Kipling has written about
it before.”—New York Times.

$1.35 net; postage extra

The Boy Scout

By Ricnarp Harpina Davis
50 cents net; postage extra

A Boy Scout feels that part of
his duty consists in doing some one
a good turn every day. Mr.
Davis's Scout only sent his sister
to the movies, but this good turn
had wonderfully far-reaching ef-
fects. A charmingly told story.

The Independent says:

“The story is told in a style
that wastes no time, but never for-
gets incidental humor. It makes
a helpful half hour’s reading for
any one.”’

The Witness

for the Defence
By A. E. W. Masox
$1.30 net; postage extra

Like most of Mr. Mason's
stories, this novel holds the sus-
pense and mystery to the end. To
this quality the author has added
his greatest achievement in char-
acter development. The book has
had a rapid rush into its third
| edition.

“A writer so thoughtful, ca-
pable and clever as never to dis-
appoint the reader. He helongs to
no particular school of fictionists
. .. but the good features of none
escape him.”

—Chicago Record-Herali.

The Lodger
By Mgs. Berroc Lownbpes
$1.25 net; postage extra
Mystery, the keynote of Mrs.
Belloe Lowndes's famous stories,
lurks thrillingly in *“The Lodger™
and lures the reader on. This is
said to be the cleverest of all her

novels, in spite of the success of
“The End of Her Honeymoon.™

Maje: A Love Story

By Armisteap C. Gorpon
5 cents net; postage extra
A love story of a tender charm

and appealing humor that is as
fresh and original as it is exquisite,

Vain Oblations
By Katharine
Fullerton Gerould

“Told with literary mastery.”
—St. Paul Dispatch.

“Her name in a magazine in-

dex now stands for something
quite definite and very good.”
—New York Globe.

“Told with perfection of art

and subtlety of method."”

—The Outlook:.

$1.85 nel; postage extra

Shallow Soil

By Knvur Hamsuwn. Trans-
lated from the Norwegian
by Carr HYLLESTED

$1.35 net; postage extra
“Here is a work presenting

appeal one of merit, because Knut
Hamsun is revealed as a master of
descriptive style, in which virility,
a line of bold thought and pen-
etrating psychology are domi-
nant.”"—Brooklyn Eagle.

“It is full of passages of rare
beauty. . .. There is not an un-
certain moment, the interest moves
steadily forward, the development
of the different characters . . . is
wonderfully accomplished.”

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

DIN(/

| we say what can

strange contrasts, that make the |

—N. Y. Times. |

The Incandescent Lily |

and Other Stories |
By GouveErnEur MoRRis
$1.25 nel; postage cxtra

“The author’s marked distine-
tion of style and his versatility of
ideas find full scope in the varied
character of the stories.” |

FPhiladelphia Press.

“He writes with amazing fa-
cility, gets a good measure of ac-
tion into small compass, rounds out
his stories in a way that is logical;
and when we can say this sincerely,
he said of very
few writers in America to-day.”

—Boston Post.

A Village Romeo

and Juliet
By GorrrriED KELLER
Translatedby A.C.Banrman
75 cents nel; postage extra

The finest story of the great
Swiss novelist, as Mrs. Wharton
has shown in her long introduc-
tion. Emotionally powerful and
distinetly modern in spirit.

“The little story is hauntingly
beautiful, for Keller had the poet’s
vision and saw things simply, and
at the same time veiled with that
witchery which is denied to the or-
dinary mortal.”—New York Times.

Announcement
Ready in August

A stirring story of high honor
upheld through severe tests;
told with great vigor and vivac-
ity, and full of difficult situa-
tions and exciting scenes—not
the least of which occur in a
vivid Central American cam-
paign.

$1.35 net; postage extra

By Ralph D. Paine
THE WALL
BETWEEN

ﬁ .

\

\a__._\'-—-"//

R
) FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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Life-Histories of
African Game Animals

By Tnronore RoosEveELT and

Eomunp HELLER

With illustrations from pholo-

gruphs, and from drawings by

Puiuie R, Goopwis, and wiith

Sforty faunal maps

“T'wo superb volumes which set forth
infull, about all that is known of the game-

animals of Northern and Central Africa.”
—Boston Transeript.

“The volumes will hold an important

North Africa
and the Desert

By Greonce E. Woopnerry

Full of color, atmosphere and poelic
interpretation of the infinite wastes of Lhe
Sahara,

“Tts soothing spell, like air wafted hy
the desert breeze, brings a healthful spirit
of peace to one whose soul, shut within the
\\‘t]“:i of a busy ecity, thirsts for the atmos-
phere of "the borde rland out yonder, where
the hand of God is seen.

—'hicago Evening FPost.

“Omne does nol recall a more satisfyin

My First Years as a
Frenchwoman
1876-1879

By Mary Kine WappINGTON,
anthor of “Letters of a Diplo-
mat’s Wife,” “ Italian Letters of
a Diplomat’s Wife,”" ete.

“The hook is not only immensel 1y enler-

taining but decidedly lnl'ormmg
— Philadelphia Public Ledger,

“Madame Waddington's recollections
. dre most entertaining and are Lold in

i
travel book, one of fuller and richer flavor
than Mr. Woodberry's *North Africa and
the Desert.' "—Washington Evening Star.

$2.00 net;

and permanent place in the literature of
African sport, and in that of patural his-
tory."—New York Tribune.

81000 nel; postage cxirn.

greatly to the reader’s pleasure,

—San

| Two volumes. postage cxira.

raneisco Bulletin.
$2.50 nel; postage extra

a simple, straightforward style that adds

By John C. Van Dyke
“Confidence is the immediate effect of these gnides."—TT ashington Evening Star.
“More than any other writer of the present time, Professor John €. Van Dyke .
of acquainting laymen with the beauty that lies in good paintings.”—PBaltimore Sun.
NOW READY
1. Lowpos—National Gallery, Wallace Calleetion,

II. Pamis—Louvre, The, nel, i
Tus Hac

111, Amstennas—Rijks Muoseum, Hals Muscum, 7¢
Brss

Go, net,

g—Royal Gallery, Haannea-
—Hoyal Musenm. The. nel.

. has the power

With a Geperal Introduction and Bibliography for the Series, $1.00 jef,

IV, Asvwerr—Royal Museum.
. Muxten—Old Pinacothek.

V1ENNA—Tmperial Gallery,
Mabrin—Prado,  Tse, net.

. FrangrorT—!
\"[, Th s —Kaiser-Friedrich Museoum.
Broapest—Museum of Fine Arts.

edel Institute,

Drespex—Royal Gallery.  $1.00 net.

F1.00 net.

Casser—Royal Gallery.

®1.00 net,

Collected Essays of
Rudolf Eucken

Edited and translated by Mey-
nrek Boorn, B.Sc., Ph.D, (Jena)
This volume contains a collection of im-
portant essays, populur in style, upon
Lopics lying outside the seape of E tcken's

systematic works,
Demy 8vo.

Greece of the Hellenes
A New Vorume v tHE “Covx-
TRIES AND PEOPLES SERIES ™
lh‘ Lucy M. J. GARNETT

“Exceedingly interesting and done by

a competent hand. Ve congratulale

the author on having added to the myriad

works on Greece one that is unusually clear
and distinetive."— The London Athenawm,
Svo. Illustrated.  $1.50 nel

Jesus in the Nineteenth

Century and After

By Hersnren WeINEL, and A1~

BAN G. WincERY

The first English edition of Professor
Weinel's great work which has had afr('ufl_\'
an exceplionally large circulation in its
original form.  In addition to its being re-
vised and brought up to date, its scope has
heen widened by the consideration of Eng-
lish, American, aml French rulu.,ur-m. Tife
and thought. Bvo., #3.75 net

£4.00 net

Turkish Memories

By SionEy WarTsax, author of

“German Memories"

A rnmp;:niun volume to his “German
Memories " that Nmt.nns unusual oppor-
Ium!u- for obtaining intimate personal
views of the court and the life of the people.

Bvo. $2.25 net

Old French Romances

By Wirnianm Mogris

Joseph Jucobs, in his introduction lo
this volume, has well summed up the na-
ture of the tales, “Certainly we b .lﬂu-
the very air of romunce in these s ories.

Adventures are lo the adventurous
and the world is full of them. Onee
beyond the city walls and none kniows what
may happen.  We have stepped forth Inll)
the L.un; of Faerie, bhut at least we are in
the open-air. 12mo.  #1.00 net

The Franciscan Poets

of Ttaly

IN THIZ TI”R'TEHI\'TH (..EthHT

By Frepenrick Ozaxan. Trans-

lated and Annotated by A. E.

NrurLes and N. €. Craig

No other book reproduces so sineerely
and truly the spirit of the Francisean move-
menl, with all the glow of its religious co-
stacy and all the charm of its innocent sim-
plivity. 8vo. 00 et

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S

A’Oi’ ABLE IMPORTATIONS

Small Country Houses
Trnem ReEpatrk AND ENLARGEMENT
By LawrENcE WEAVER
The growing tendency to rescue old
buildings from neglect, and the important
roblems which are raised by «Il{]1) work
ave prompted the issue of this hook.
The pictures reproduced here show how
forl,\’ houses of five centuries have been
given a new lease of life.  Detailed deserip-
tions reveal how they have been re-equipped
as modern needs demand, without de-
stroying the witness Lhey hear to the old
traditions of building, To all who eon-
template the alteration of an old house,
and desire to achieve it in the right spirit,
this book will be an indispensable guide.
4to. With numerows ilustralions
F45.00 et

Canadian Nights

By muE Eanv oF DuNgrAvEN
Sketehes and reminiscences of life and
spork in the Rockies, the prairies, and the
Cunadian woods, Full of the freshness of
rushing rivers, the silence of wintry wood
so'lllmlu redolent of gunpowder and the
canmp- Aire, F2.00 net

Irish Literary and
Musical Studies

By Avrrep PEreEVAL Graves,
MA.  (“Canway CALARNE")
12mo. #1.75 net

SONS

S &
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Scribner’s Library of Modern Authors |

THE WORKS OF
RUDYARD KIPLING

Outward Bound Edition
25 Volumes

This edition has

«“It may be re-

in this

been  produced
| under the person-
. al supervision of
| the author, who
has re-arranged
thestories and po-
| ems and grouped
the stories by
their subjects. Il-
lustrated by Mr.
Kipling’s father,
John Lockwood
Kipling.

THACKERAY—Kensington Edition
STEVENSON—Thistle Edition
JAMES—New York Edition
DICKENS—Complete Edition
MEREDITH—Memorial Edition
BARRIE—Thistle Edition

| CARLYLE-—Edinburgh Edition

| TOLSTOI—International Edition
TURGENIEFF—Internalional Edition
IBSEN—Viking Edition

peated
place that for
beauty of press-
work, for abso-
lute clearness of
print and luxury
of paper, this edi-
tion is one of the
finest ever pub-
lished in Amer-

”

1Cd.
—New York

Other Sets in
Scribner’s Library of Modern Authors ~

PARKER—Imperial Edition

HOPKINSON SMITH—Beacon Edition

POE—National Edition
FIELD—Sabine Edition
RILEY—Homestead Edition

ROOSEVELT—Elkhorn Edition
MITCHELL—Edgewood Edition

PAGE—Plantation Edition
STOCKTON—Shenandoah
Edition

Tribune.

/.. KIPLING

// .. Thackeray

.. .Stevenson

... James

o .“Diclr:jgnls

e L

S Barrie

A cvver. .. Carlyle

e e L L olstol

5 L Turgenieff . Ihsen

Fo, arker ... ... Poe

e rifeldt Lk Hiley

Roozevelt ... Page

cevveneven. . Mitchell | Stockton
................. Hopkinson Smith |

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

Please send information in
reference to authors checked above,

S iName

/.

i
// Address —

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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{ Just the Right
School

The following pages carry the an-
nouncements of 195 Private and Spe-
cial Schools —the best schools in the
country. The majority of these schools
arewell and widely known. All of them,
we believe, are worthy of patronage.

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE has presented

many of these schools to its readers for
‘ -~ years, and because of this relationship

the School and College Service Depart-
ment of SCRIBNER'S is in a position to aid parents in the
selection of just the right school.

This Service covers the Private School field. It includes:

Boarding Schools Technical Schools

College Preparatory Schools Correspondence Schools

Finishing Schools Schools of Music and Dramatic Art
Speciﬂl School5 Summer Camps

Military Schools Vacation Schools

Foreign Study and Travel Schools

Every good school possesses an individuality, an atmos-
phere of its own. That school is best for your son or
daughter the individuality of which best conforms to the in-
dividuality of the child.

The SCRIBNER Service is simple and direct. Its object is to
bring parents into personal touch with the Principals of
schools best suited to their use. This is most important. Itis
the surest way to avoid mistakes. Give us the conditions
obtaining and what is desired and we will help you to find
just the right school.

Address all inquiries to

School and College Service
SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE

Fifth Avenue at 48th Street New York

In ansu'erfrmdw_ﬂﬁémmts please mention SCRI BNER'S MAGAZ INE




HOOLS anp COLLEGE%]‘

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY

THE GARDNER SCHOOL
(s7th year.) An exclusive school for girls, combining all the ad-
vantages of city with delightful home life. Regular and Special
Courses.  Music, Art, Elocution, Dancing. Much outdoor life.
Riding, Skating, Swimming, etc. Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland,
Principals, 6o7 sth Avenue, New York City.

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

MISS SPENCE'S BOARDING AND DAY SCHoOOL
For Girls, Number in each class limited to eight gupila Re-
maoved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building 30 West
g5th Street. Residence 26 West 55th Street.

THE COMSTOCK BOARDING AND DAY ScHooL
for Girls. 52 East 72d Strect, New York City. Special and Ad-
vanced Courses, Music, Art, Languages, Physical Culture, Many
Social Advantages.
Lydia Dwight Day, Principal; Fanny C. Neale, Vice-Principal.

MISS LOUISE F. WICKHAM
Will reopen her Home School Oct. 7th. Girls received who
wish to study Art, Music, Languages, etc. Twenty-second year.
338 Lexington Avenue New York, N. ¥.

THE HOLEROOK SCHOOL FOR Boys
A school that is better than the catalogue.” soe ft. elevation,
commanding a go-mile view of the Hudson. 30 miles from New
York. Cr)mPletE equipment. All sports. Colleze p:eparatory
Character references required. Catalogue on request.

ssining-on-Hudson, New York.

THE SEMPLE BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL
Overlooking Central Park. College Preparatory. Post-graduate
work, Music, Art, Literature, Lectures. Mrs. T. Darrington
Semple, Principal, 241 Central Park West, New York City.

THE FINCH SCcHOOL
Boarding and Day School for Girls,” Regular, Fine Arts and prac-
tical courses. Technical School includes domestic training, secre-
tarial course, book-binding, Interior Diecorating, etc.
Mrs. Jessica Finch Cosgrave, Principal,
61 East 77th St., New York City.

HAMILTON INSTITUTE FOR GIRLS
College Preparation. English and Modern Language courses.
Special Advantages in Art, Music and Domestic Science. Eight
boarding pupils.
Mrs. N. Archibald Shaw, Jr., Princ., 601 West End Ave., N. Y. C.

HEATHCOTE HALL
The Misses Lockwood's Collegiate School for Girls. A country
school with all the advantages of the metropolis. Faculty of
sixteen instructors. Superior opportunities for Music and Draw-
ing. Healthful outdoor life. 40 minutes from Grand Central
Station. Scarsdale, New York.

THE RAYSON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Home and Day Departments. College Preparatory, General and
Post Graduate Courses. Special opportunity for intelligent
acquaintance with music, art and drama in New York City.
Outdoor sports. Twentieth year Oct. 1914. Miss Clara I.
Colburne, A.B., Miss Martha K. Humphrey, A M., Principals,
164, 166, 168 West 75th 5t., New York City.

THE KnOoX ScHooOL

Formerly at Briarcliff Manor,
utes from New York City.
Mrs. Russell Houghton, Principal,
Box 3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York,

Country School for Girls. 50 min-

MRS. ISABEL D. COATES
will receive in her home a limited number of Girls wishing to
study Art, Music, Languages, etc. Students may select their
own masters. Circular on application. New Residence 228 West
72nd Street. Until August zoth address 3oo West 8s5th Street,
N. Y. City. =

ELINOR COMSTOCK SCHoOL OF MusiIc
This school, endorsed hy the greatest musicians, including
IGNACE JEAN PADEREWSKI
gives a musical education, together with home life and care. Tre-
guent association with lhc greatest artists, and opportunity to
make their personal acquaintunce. Preparations for concerts and
operas. Literature, Languages, History of Art. Classic Dan-
cing. Day pupils accepted
Elinor Comstock, Principal (pupil of Leschetizky),
1000 Madison Avenue, New York City.

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL

A boarding and day school for boys in the open country at River-
dale-on-Hudson, upper New York City. Fourteen acres. Hardy
country life, sound college preparation, expert physical training.
Special department for younger boys.
Address Frank S. Hackett, Headmaster,
Riverdale-on-Hudson, New York City.
Telephone, 730 Marble.

MRS. HAZEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Newly equipped Department for Domestic Science and Home
1

Economics. Advanced Courses for Post Graduates and Special
Students, with additional City and Social privileges. Lectures,
Languagcs‘ Music, Voice Culture, Civics, Sociology, Drama,

Opera, Preparation for Foreign Travel. Hali-hour from New
York City.
Mis. John Cunningham Hazen, Principal,
Pelham Manor, New York.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AN D COLLEGES

NEW YORK ClTY AND VlClNITY (CONTINUED)

fﬂlss Bangs anh ﬂ‘hss B]htlnns

Boarding and Day Sc hool

The only school for girls in New York
[ which can and does give the oppor- |
tunities of the city with the advantages |
| of country life, field study and sports i
| The fellowing features make it a leader i
the h[ghut type of School for (;1113,— ? |

It is small enough to insure a real home, care- |
| ful personal training, and thoughtful super- | ‘

vision of he and instruction.

¥z

alth, manner
It is large enough to give the proper school |
spirit.

Its pupils enter College upon its own certificate.

It has a brilliant Music Department.

Class instruction in Folk and Aesthetic Dan- |
cing, Elocution and Art are included in the

| general fee.

al Gymnastic Exercises for each student

ording to her needs. |

| ac

| There are upper classes for Special Students. [

Lts_ Summer Tutoring arranged when needed or b

> desired, d
“"A REAL SCHOOL" I

RBiverdale Boenue. near 2520 Strect, West |
Nom g‘mru— Qitp %

THE GRAHAM SCHOOL FOR
GIRLS

Resident and day 1 uupul»-

General and college pre-
Tnrivaled location overlooking
goth year opens

aratory Courscs.
iverside Park and the Hudson.

October 7th.
42 Riverside Drive

[at 76th Street), New York.

Mrs. Helen M. Scoville’s School for Girls

Reopens Oct. 7. (30th
year,) Resident and Day
Air and light of
a country home. Recre-
Full ad-
vantages of city, repular
or special studies—any
art or practical course
desired with privileges
of home and social Jife.
Dancing, Walk-talks,
]\ldmg,Su||nnm|,,.']‘|:n-
i Individual care,
Fifth Avenue,

New York City.

Pupils,

lawn,

Cathedral School of Saint Mary
Garden City, Long Island, N. Y.

A School for Girls, 10 miles from New York. Healthful
location; spacious buildings. Excellent advantages in music
and art.  General and college preparatory courses,

MISS MIKIAM A. BYTEL, Principal.

OAKSMERE

offers a complete college preparatory and finishing course, Mag-
nificent grounds with all outdoor advantages. One-tenth of a
mile fronting on Long Islind Sound. Catalogue giving complete
information and showing many views of this unique school may
be obtained upon application. = Address
Mrs. Merrill's School for Girls, Box A,
Orienta Point, Mamaroneck-on-the-Sound, New York,

NEW YORK STATE

INT .ﬁGNES SCHODL FOR GIHLS
B Founded in 1570 by the lote Bishop Doane.
College preparatory course, Advanced general course,
purt: all the year.
Rt. Rev. Richard H. Nelson, President Board of Trustees.
Miss \['mlc!.; Gray, Prmc:m] Albany, New York.

Outdoor

On- the - Hudson

A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
In the Highlands Poughkecpsie, N. 1.
Three modern buildings, 12 acres,in view of
2% river and mountains, Elective studies, Pre-
W paratory, finishing and two-year collepiate
courses, Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic
Science, Noentrance examinations. Ous-
door sports and recreation. Riding, physical
culture, dancing, socialtraining. Two
%= hours from New York. Address for
='%% booklet, mentioning this magazine,
. FREDERIC MARTIN TOWNSEND, Ph, 0., Direclor

PUTNAM HALL
\ 554 u In_ jaratory School for girls. Refers to Dr. J. M. Taylor, ex-Pres.
: T tt Williams, Director itzer School of Jour-
aud others. Certificate admits to leading
1sun parlors.  Address
nluc:pal. Box Ho,, ]’uuLi]|lK.C'[>‘ ic, New York.

Mohegan Lake School
Box 1, Moheznn Loke, Weslehestor €,
Technical &

A5th vear,

h preparat
nnnibier of b




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK STATE (conTINUED)

ascadilla ' School ==

Has Prepared Over 1000 Boys for Cornell University

Universally recognized by its forty years of careful preparation of hoys for college,

technical sehool and life's work as one of the leading preparatory schools,
Cascadilla is superbly located close to Lake Cavuga—a region noted for its
healthful climate. Prepares for all colleges and business life.  Small classes:
individual attention. Large and able faculty. Certificate privilege. Ev
facility provided for the physical development of the boys. Athletic Fi
Reecreation Building, thoroughly equipped gymnasium ; navy outfit of row-
ing machines, shells, etc. Farm of 100 acres, Registration, 1g910-14, from 36

states and 13 foreign countries, Se f.r.)’_/ur illustrated catalogue,
Terms $675 to $775.
C. V. PARSELL, A.M., Principal, Ithaca, New York.

.

Mount Pleasant Academy .

FOUNDED 1814. A hundred years of service is a guarantee of merit.
Your son will enjoy here an ideal school home and will be prepared for col-
lege, technical school or business, as you choose. He will also grow in manli-
ness and self-reliance. We have Manual Training and a rationalized military
system, while this Hudson River country is superbly beautiful and inspiring,

is for boys under thirteen. We also
Mount Pleasant Ha“ maintain a Summer Camp in the
Berkshires under Mr. Brusie’s personal charge. Send for literature to

CHARLES FREDERICK BRUSIE

i Cadet officer .
Box 508 Ossining-on-Hudson, New York of 1914 \

Cadet private
of 1814

WALLCOURT
Miss Goldsmith's School for Girls.  (Formerly the Wells School.) Thorough

1 for any woman's college. General and special courses.  Home SOMES SCHOOL

" required. Folk dancing, hockey, tennis, etc,  Ad nmodations
]umm d, early application is desirable.  Mrs, Anna Goldsmith Taylor, AR, iz not intended to be a large school, bud cach boy has close associa-
Principal, Aurora, Lake Cayuga, N. Y. tion with capable teachers and persanal mshmhon President
— Eliot has said of Mr. Somes's boys in Harvard: T know no hetfer
evidence of the good quams of @ secondary school tan these young
THE MISSES METCALF'S BOARDING AND Day [ men have supplicd Vew boys eight to sixteen, Yearly charge
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS $300-8600. Lot C.Lt.ll-r"ut arldress e
€ollege Preparation. Physical Culture, Tennis, Basket-ball, Albert Somes, AM., Aurora, N. Y.
Moderate rates. Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York.

. = ; : s
Osslnln HOME-LIKE, sensible and altogether tory Courses. Home Making and Vorational
praizeworthy school, situated amidst scenes  Courses.  Gardening and Haorticulture,  Well
renowned for natiral beauty, rich in historic equipped gymnasium. ball, tennis, |
FOI' and romantic interest. Only one hour from New  polf, h.u Le\,r ete.  Separale fhowse Jor |
% fork. Maintains a high grade of scholarship.  yonnger o7rds.  47th year. Ilustrated book- |
c 00 Glrls Academic, Music, Art and College Prepara- et sent frge on request,
Principal, CLARA C. FULLER Associate Principal, MARTHA J. NARAMDRE )

.J

Ossmlng-on-Hudson

New York

s e i e,
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RVING

s S CHOOL

: {.-'u‘.\qu Hall)
FOR BOYS
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York

Twenty-five miles from New York, in the beau-
tiful, historic **lrving’' country. 77th ye
Twenty-three years under present Head Mas-
ter. Newsite and buildings, 1go4. Prepares for
all calleges and technical schools, Individual as
well as class instruction. Athletie Field, Swim-
ming Pool. New Gymnasium ready this fall.

Summer Camp

Bantam Lake, Litchfield Hills, Conn.
1100 feet altitude. Address
J. M. FURMAN, A. M., Head Master, Box 903

Emma Willard School

For Girls

On the hills 400 ft. above city of Troy. F u__rbs_-su‘tlrul new,
fireproof buildings, the giit of Mrs. Russell Sage. Campus 0
acres, Tennis courts, hockey, ethall. Gymnasium, with
swimming pool, bowling alley: Resident nurse. A broad
variety of worlk, including college p_rcp:u':lﬂon and courses
for girls not going to college. Special advantages in Musie
and Art. Practical courses in Domestic Science. Certificate

admits to Wellesley, Smith, Vassar and Mt. Holyoke Colleges.

Illustrated catalogue on request.

Miss ELIZA KELLAS, Ph.B., Principal,
Troy, H. ¥.

101st
Year

Mrs. Dows Schoal for Girls

For circular address
Mrs. Mary E.Dow, Principal,
Briarcliff Manor, NY,

RYE SEMINARY

A girls' school, one hour from New York. Diploma for college
preparatory and gencral 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.

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

Asmall boarding department in connection with a large day school.
Girls desiring special preparation in any subject receive individual
attention. College certificate. Mental powers stimulated and de-
veloped. Terms 8600, Write for detailed information. Mary E.
Hull, Grace Huntington, Principals, Larchmont, New York.

WER SCHOOL FOR YOUNGER

Box 1o, Garden City, T 1.

Frepares for colle; idual tr -!uin-_; for younger he

for students w wl t how to study. Tute

and coac shing cou 1 vocational studie
rruniics for self help to capable

. Gaines, M., 11D, Box 770, Pouthkeepsie, New York.
KYLE SCHooOL FOR BoYs

Irvi

locati

amd | )

Athletic [iitary drill

principal, Dr. Paul Kyle, B

MACKENZIE SCHOOL
alton, 3o miles from
nin famous Orang

Certificar
nited Stal

CHAPPAQUA MOUNTAIN INSTITUTE
5 . 25 mile: separate depirt-

! 44th year,

rimary, Prepara-

“Justthe Right School”

is the title of a school information booklet, out about Aungust
15, which will possess invaluable features for parents lpok-
ing for schools. It will contain, among other things, outline
maps of the various States showing the school and college
towns, and underneath the names of the towns, engrossed in
red on the maps, the names of the most representative Private
Schoals, Colleges, Universities or Technical Schoals located
The maps will also show railway connections, how
s can be most readily reached for personal visit, etc

Announcements of over j00 representative Private
points about the selection of a school, ete., combir

: to make

the booklet of very real value, Ask for a copy when writing

fur information about schools. Tt is free. =
SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, NEW YORK
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK STATE (conTiNUED)

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. Y.
CADET BAND
(Special rates to good Musicians)
For catalogue write to the Commandant

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States

INFANTRY

CAVALRY MODERATE EXPENSES

FIREPROOF BUILDINGS

MANLIUS Schools offer the most successful

~ application of the military principle to prepa-
ration for college, technical school or business.

ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL—College and
Business Preparatory. Beneficial military
training. For ten years ranked by U. 5.
Government as * Distinguished Institu-
tion,”’ the supreme honor granted.
VERBECK HALL—Separate school for
boys from 8 to 14 years.
For catalogue address

WM.VERBECHK, President, Box G, Manlius, New York

, Offers a quick
0 n S and thorough prep-
® aration for college.

Develops strong

bodies, elear, active
c 00 minds and clean, manly
habits. Certificates given
students with an honorable
For Boys record. Firm, yet kindly, dis-
cipline, Dai]}gnslructiun in mili-
inina-0n- tary science. Graded gymnastic
058“].1““ on traini)t;g. Every boy mtlst%aku some
Hﬂﬂsu]], exercise, Gymnasium, swimming pool,
athletic field of five acres, tennis, golf.
N. Y. Manly sports encouraged. %500 a year
covers all expenses.  Jumior Hall, a separate
school for boys under 13. Summer session.

For catalogue, address
Rev. WILLIAM ADDISON RANNEY, A. M., Po. B., PriNCIPAL,

PEEKSKILL
ACADEMY

Founded 1833
Peekskill, New York
\ Recent phenomenal growth due fo:
Q Loyalty and enthusiasm of Alumni,
Students and Faculty.
@ New buildings representing $125,000,

— including Alumni Hall, the home of the
Junior School for young boys (10 to 13). ]
Q Admission of only one kind of boy and maintenance of
highest standards of scholarship.

Not a single failure in college.
Adiéress J. C. BUCHER, A.M., o C. A. ROBINSON, PH.D., Principals

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

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

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

efficiency, independence and social charm, For circulars,

address

MIss
Box 707,

In answerin g?ﬂ}?er?isemmls p:’edse_m ention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS

Distinctively Devoted to Developingd Personalities
Genuine happy home life; personal attention and care, Growing girls inspired by wholesome and
beautiful |-Jc\¥ of useful womanhood. The Cape climate is exceptionally favorable for

an outdoor life, which we make attvacti s One hundred acres; pine groves, 1,000
feet of seashore, [u|||||_s 1 E 5 olise especially for results in health, character
and education. Gymnas! ic vork, Domestic Arts.  French, German, Spanish — native
teachers, All branches of st atient 2 tic instructors.  Address

Rev. Thomas Bickford, Mlss Famn Bxck.ford Principals, P.O. Box G, Brewster, Cape Cod, Mass.

WALNUT HILL SCHoOL
A College Preparatory School for Girls. Seventeen miles from
Boston. Forty Acres. Athletic Fields. Five Buildings. Gym-
pasium. Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, Natick, Mass.

SE - SCHOOL. FOR ey

THE MISSES ALLEN SCHoOOL

West Newton, Mass. i
Address as above for circulars.

DEAN ACADEMY

Young men and young women find here a home-like atmosphere, MISS CHURCH'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

thorough and efficient training in every department of a broad Resident and day pupila. General, College Preparatory and
culture, a_loyal and helpful school spirit. Liberal endowment Domestic Science Courses, Advanced work for older girls.
permits liberal terms, $300 per year, Special Course in Domestic Schoolhouse, 6 Gloucester Street, |

Science. For catalogue and miornmtu»n address Residence, 401 Beacon Street, { Boston, Mass.

Arthur W. Peirce, Litt.D., Principal, Franklin, Mass.

THE SARGENT SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION
Established 1881, Largest normal department for physical edu-
cation in the world. Sessions at all seasons. New buildings in

1004 and 1914.  Address for booklet
Dr. . A, Sargent, 26 Everett Strect, Cambridge, Masa.

A School College Certificate
~ar  Abbot Academy s
23 Miles General Course

from Boston ANQOVER' MASS, Household Science
Tounded 1828

THE WHITTIER SCHooL FOR GIRLS
Prepares for College,  General and Elective Courses, Music,
Domestic Science and Art.  Cultured Home Life.
Mrs. Annie Brackett Russell, Prin., Merrimac, Mass,

Situated in a fi
art gallery, lal
circles for sche

v Eiig

land town, Campus
ly hall with new pipe org
Long, successiul hitor

MIsS

andl athletic fields,  Six modern buildings containing
|||1 II|I|1||| ary.  Established repotation in educational

1A BAILEY, I

ine Ilml‘

Quincy Mansion School FOR GIRLS

FOR GIRLS ml];es ll'mm
oston
Wollaston, Massachusettls ‘ Preparatcey : finishing schoal.
. . . . ; Advanced Elective Co
In historic Quincy. DBeautifully located six miles \::n igh ac:tg&;regrad:::z
from Boston. Attractive estate. Ample grounds College Certificate Privilege,
for outdoor recreation. Artificial lake for boat. P'ﬁ’;{;“::;:;?&!golcrL‘(
ing and skating, Three fine buildings. Large Piano, me. Violin, le
library. Gymnasium.  Special and  graduoate ] Organ, with Noted Men
courses of study. Advantages in Art, Music SWlmmu?;;?oi
and Languages, Preparation for foreign travel, c Exceptional opportunities, with
Certificates for college. TLarge corps of ex- a delightful home life,
perienced teachers. For Year Book address Write for 88 Summit Street
Mrs. HORACE M. WILLARD, Principal New Year Book NEWTON, mass.

30 In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



: SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS

WORCESTER
tr, ACADEMY §i

Boys Year

160 boys prepared in last 4 years for 3r different collezes and professional
schools.  Alumniin 43 states and 15 foreign countries.  Enrollinent represents
25 states and 1o foreign countries. Cl al and scientific courses for general
education, Faculty of 21 experienced men.  Standards of scholarship the
highest. School spirit braad and democratic, Scholarship aid for worthy
boys, Organized play gives boys graded physical training., Equipment
unusually complete, Catalogue.

D.W.Abercrombie, LL.D.,97 Providence St.,Worcester,Mass.

[ St. Andrews School

Box 5, CONCORD, MASS.
20 miles from Boston. 18 acres of campus. Grounds
horder on the Concord River. Canceing, swimming, fish-
ing, tobogganing, skiing, skating and snow-shoeing.  Ath-
letic fields. A school with athletics, but not an athletic
school. Prepares for college, scientific school and busi-
ness. Separate home and laboratory building. A modest
but complete equipment. A school that aims at truth,
character and practicality. Illustrated booklet. Address
ROGER E. E. CLAPP, Hoadmastsr.

.

(CONTINUED)

Lasell Seminary

For Young Women

Auburndale, Massachusetts, Ten Miles from Bosfuu

Home making in all its phases is thoroly t
at Lasell. The principles of hygiene and sanita-
tion, the science of foods, nmrlu.l.u;,, cooking, the
art of entertaining, house furnishing and manage-
ment, sewing, dressmaking and millinery are stud-
ied in a practical way under the supervision of
competent teachers.
Regular, College Preparatory and Special Courses,
including Art and Elocution. Music f'u.uh), of ten
teachers, organ, piano, violin and voice.
Tennis, boating, swimming, riding and other
sports are encouraged. Beautiful suburban loca-
tion. Twenty acres, 12 buildings. Address

G. M. WINSLOW, Ph. D., Principal,

110 Woodland Road

MiISS CAPEN'S 5GHOOL FOR GIRLS
For many years known as “ The Burnham School.
8th year opens September 1gth, 1014.
%orreﬁpondence should be addressed to
Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass.

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

HOUSE

MNorton, Mass.

A Schoul for Girds,
back rAding, New dwelling and
teachers. \] usi

dl.

Extensive grounds and pine g

ience, :
ry altt_lluuu. not ouly to habits of study, but to each

IN THE PINES

40 minutes from Boston

: fields for all outdoor s
i 1

5.  Horse-
res—native
¥, Costume
ues and the
d happiness.

hool buildi
including plais €
Juding coaking anel servin

. marketi
irl's hiealt

MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal

Miss
McClintock’s

School for Girls

A combination of city and
country life. Tennis, riding,
basketball and other sports.
Arts and crafts. Music. Na-
tive teachers in languages.
College preparatory, special
and elective courses. Address
MISS MARY LAW McCLINTOCK

Principal, Box 8
4 Arlington St.,  Boston, Mass.

The Weston School

FOR GIRLS

Weston, Massachuselts
12 miles from Boston

Opens its ninth year in a beautiful new home
set among acres of trees.  Qutdoor life empha-
sized. Sleeping porches. Open-air classes.
Outdoor gymnasium.  Golf, tennis and
swimming. Homemaking, music, art, college
preparatory and general courses, Summer ses-
sion.  For illustrated hooklet address Box S.

Mrs. Elisabeth Mathews-Richardson, A.B., Principal




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES :

MASSACHUSETTS (conTINUED)

DUXBURY, MASS., BY THE SEA
Modern buildings. New concrete residence hall. New gymnasium. Extensive
rounds. Larpe athletic fields. Cinder track. Safe boating and swimming in land-
ocked Plvmouth Harbor, bordering on School grounds. Summer camp in Maine
woods. Collepe or business preparation, Individual responsibility developed.
Non-military,  Upper and lower schools. For illustrated catalog address
HENRY P. MﬁULTON. Jr., Director, or RALPH K. BEARCE, A.M., Headmaster, 45 KING CAESAR ROAD,

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN i
Full four-year course with A, B, degree. Training for efficient

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN home making as well as for the business of life. Special two-year

112th year opens Sept. 16th, Thirty miles from Boston. Address diploma course for high school graduates. Ii uildings. 100
the Principal, | acres, Catalog. Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D., LL.D., President,
Miss Laura A. Knott, A.M., Bradford, Massachusetts. Norton, Massachusetts { 30 miles from Boston).
- - CUSHING ACADEMY
. goth year. Endowment permits all the advantages of a high-priced
school for moderate terms. Cogeg‘;]tlz c‘ertkhll:gte. C.;Muﬁc. Six mod-
' em buildings. Laboratories. thletic felds. ymnasium, Co-
MISS HALL'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS educational, Write for illustrated booklet. H.S. Cowell, A.M.,,

Miss Mira H, Hall, Principal, Pittsfield, Mass. | Principal, Ashburnham, Massachusetts.

teicht “Just the Right School”

- r girls : D Hall. X 5 g ,
q-s:nl}lg‘gsﬁzr Hrenty-hye yaung girls. Eecpdratecy to llana Ha is the title of a school information booklet, out about August

Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 15, which will possess invalualb]e features for parents look-
ing for schools, It will contain, among other things, outline
_ == maps of the various States showing the school and college

MISS GUILD AND MISS EVANS' SCHOOL towns, and underneath the names of the towns, engrossed in
a3d year. Sunny, airy ?i'-'h‘“.ﬂ rooms. Gymnpasium, swimming, red on the maps, the names of the most representative Private
outdoor tennis. Domestic Science. Lan native teachers Schools, Colleges, Universities or Technical Schools located

Music, Art.  College preparatory and general courses. Advanced
courses for high school graduates.
29 Fairfield St., cor, Commonwealth Ave., Boston.

therein. The maps will also show railway connections, how
schools can be most readily reached for personal visit, ete., ete.

Announcements of over oo representative Private Schools,
points about the selection of a school, ete., combine to make
the booklet of very real value. Ask for a copy when writing

MISS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRALS for information about schools, It is free.
General, Special, and College Preparatory Courses. SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE
The Fenway 28, Boston. | SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, NEW YORK

“Why Should My Daughter Go To Boarding School?”’

A pamphlet written by Miss C. R, Seabury, Principal of Resthaven
School, answering this question and showing the real needs and
demands of a young girl at Boarding School. Sent on request,

RESTHAVEN SCHOOL MENDON, MASSACHUSETTS

Rogers Hall School &

38 minutes from Boston Faces Rogers Fort Hill Park
Thorough preparation for college.  Advanced courses for graduates of high se
1 prep ollege. z nre x E £ rh schoaols.
Domestic Science, Handicrafts. Music, Art. Large grounds for r.-ul:d?-ur :;;?:1:_
Experienced instructors in charge of all athletics, New Gymnasium and Swimming
Pool.  For catalogue address

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




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW JERSEY

Bordentown
Military Institute

Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N. J.
30th Year

Purpose: Our purpose is the individual de-
velopment of a boy's character and schol-
arship for the work of the world in college,
scientific school or business.

Faculty: A large, sympathetic, and efficient
body of experienced instructors,

Instruction: Thorough in method and
result, but flexible enough to suit the individ-
ual needs of each boy.
Location : Healthful location on the Dela-
ware, midway between Philadelphia and
New York. No malaria. Remarkable health
record.
School Life: High standard of social and
moral student life. Supervised athletics,
wholesome food, carefully regulated daily
program of wnrk and recreation, and partial
student government in military organiza-
tion and drill produce sound bodies, capa-
ble minds and cheerful dispositions.

For catalogue, address
Rev. T. H. LA]\DCI\ A.M,, D.D.,, Principal

Col. T. D ]_awurm

Commandant.

-St.Mary’s Hall

Box 403, Burlington, New Jersey

Briefly stated, the aim of the school is to give a
thorouph education, to develop healthy bodies,
gracious manners and Christian character,

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

‘MES. FEARNLEY, Principal

FOR GIRLS.

An exceprionukly g

5 s for
Fenuis, ncling.,  Address

Wilson Hall

Pe ddi@——a School

which preserves the boy’s personality

““These guiet schools, into which so much devotion

and unheralded work go, certainly sustain the

education of the country, and supply the univer-

sities with some of the most useful material they

get.  We hald Peddie Institute in high esteem

here at Princeton."'—Woodrow Wilson.,
Peddie has been conspicuously successful in
developing young men of character and per-
sonality. The achievements of Peddie grad-
uates in scholarship and athletics at their
colleges well indicate the value of its training,
That all colleges admitting on certificate
welcome Peddie graduates without examina-
tion is further evidence of Peddie's standing,

Peddie prepares for college or business—in a
way to sharpen a boy’s zest for learning and
make his studies interesting. Every boy
takes equal part in the athletics—under the
same scientific system of training that has
placed Peddie representatives on the teams of
Yale, Princeton, Cornell, Pennsylvania and
other leading colleges.

Peddie is an endowed school, and so offers at $450
to $550 as much as any school can give at any price.
Music, public speaking and debating are taught to
all pupils without charge. It has complete equip-
ment, including fireproof dormitories, 60-acre campus,
lake for boating and skating, athletic field, gymnasium,
swimming pool, laboratories, library, observatory and
other modern features,

The Lower School is conducted for boys of 11 to 14
years old. Separate living quarters, personal care and
training and continuous preparatory work in one school
are provided.

The School is located g miles from Princeton, at Hights.
town, N. |., on the Pennsylvania R. R. between New
York and Fhiladelphia. A request addressed to Roger
W. Swetland, Headmaster, Box 3-C, will bring convin-
cing reasons for giving your boy a Peddie training.

New Fiviprooy
Lhararifory

In answering adverlisements please mention
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW JERSEY (conTiNnuED)

'@a,' -'::-!é,:' NEW JERSEY]
A Private College-Preparatory School
for Slxt}’ BO)’S—Una’er Catholic Auspices

Patronage of His Eminence Cardina

and other members of the

Resident Chaplain — Nine Resident Masters

Boys have been successfully prepared
for entrance examinations at the lead-
ing universities and scientific schools

Gymnasium — Swimming-Pool — Two Athletic Fields
$800 A YEAR

PEOGSPECTUS SENT ON APPLICATION
JESSE ALBERT LOCKE, A.M., LL.D., Headmaster

KINGSLEY SCHOOL

FOR BOYS

In the New Jersey hills, 22 miles from New York.
FPrepares for all colleges and scientific schools. In-
divildual attention in small classes. Separate resi-
dence for younger boys. Gymnasium and extensive
grounds forathletics and sports. The Evening Post
Liducational Librarvy says: “Kingsley 1s an excep-
tionally good prep. school, under strict, thoroughly
conscientious direction; high standard of scholar-
ship.” For catalogue, address

J. R. CAMPBELL, M.A., Headmaster,
Box 22, Essex Fells, N. 1.

A rmmarlulhlyr I!qlllppsl'l

eﬂ+e ﬂal’)’ medium-priced school
Il + 16a acres in campus, athletic
field anid frm, L» l||||r|ll -
o :g: ai_e el i
swiniming 5 L,uIJLL( pre-
nstitute i e e
aratary; privilege.
5 S ||l!|||||n1’ Home
for Cirls .
zu_hauln,.ﬁ in

Con
Music; pipe organ, =23 piancs. Tw Ucourse in college
subjects for high school graduates, Catu

JOXATHAN M, MEERER ., Prineipal
Box 5, Hacke .

PRINCETON PREPARATORY SCHOOL

College preparatory school for boys over fourteen. Rapid prog-
ress possible beeause of limited number of pupils (6o) and free-
dom from rigid ¢lass organization. Excellent equipment and facil-
ities in the way of buildings and grounds, Special attention siven
to Athletics and moral welfare. g41st year. Personal inspection

invited.  For year book, address
I. B, Tine, Headmaster, Princeton, New Jersey.

KENT PLACE: A SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Mrs. Barah Woodman Paul, Miss Woodman, Principals. Hamilton
Wright Mahie, LL.D., President Board of Directors. Preparatory
and General Courseq "Domestic Science, Residence, New School
House, Gymnasium. Year Book on request.

Summit, New Jersey, (2o miles from New York.)

SumMmMIT ACADEMY
A Freparatory School for boys, near New York, in a beautiful
suburb noted for healthfulness. Eight resident pupils received
into the Principal’s family. Home comforts and refinements.
All putdoor sports, James Heard, A.M., Priocipal, Summit, N, J.

Montclair —-
Academ R

You will be interested to learn how we stimulate
ambifion and encourage boys lo discover them-
sefves,  You will be interested, too, in the sound,
thoroughgoing metheds of teaching our boys
something more than their mere daily lessons,
Muntelair stands for the manly training of gentlemen and
sntific sehool or
wlemy is situated on t astern slope of
the Hr wnge Mountains, soofeetelevation, 13 miles from New
Yiork Modern equipment, including gymnasium, swimming
1 hletic field, “"Your Boy ln-‘] Our School™ is a hooklet
ir boy is educated,
e, sentonrequest,

JOHN G. Mnc\-’[CAR. Headmastcr. Box 22, Montelair, N, 1.

BLAIR ACADEMY

Blairstown, New Jersey

A liberally endowed school, in its 67th year, Campus of
100 acres on highlands of unusual beauty and healthfole
ness,  Lake, Seven modern stone  buildi ngs.  Athletic
fields, tennis-courts, qu:u‘ll_r mile track. T'wo Fymna-

|

siums, swimming-poal, wrate new fireproof durnmury
for younger by LaBorat ries. g
Go miles from N, Y. Terms ﬂ
moderate, $qoo. Address

JOHIN ¢ SHARPE, AL, LD,
Prineipal, Box N

dofbive

2 ~In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW JERSEY (conTinuED)

WENONAH

-
Military Academy %
Wenonah, N. J.
L T O T T T
No factories or saloons in town

12 miles from Philadelphia,  Prepar-

ing for college or business is second-

ary here to producing boys known
for their all-round manliness and their mental and physical effectiveness,
an unusual amount of individual training,
military system properly directed.  We are the only preparatory schouol in New J
of a United States Army officer. The tuwn, being entirely residential, hasa hig oral tone.  Large drill hall and gymna:
Athletic field. Particular attention given athletics.  Special school for juniors resident Wilson, hefore becoming Governor
New Jersey, said Wenonah was one of the best equipped schools e knew and was doing a sT.JcnrJi-:] work, Fore

sy whose military work is under the supery

i

S T T T T T T O e T T T LT T TR

MORRISTOWN SCHOOL |

e_gum: g reparatory Boarding School for Boys. - Small classes parial selfe |

log address
DR. CHAS. H. LORENCE, President. CLAYTON A. SNYDER, Ph.B., Sup't. Box 409.

The school is small encugh for
This is supplemented by the team-work that results from a

of

um. Lower School, Advisory
Princetan ; n. Hurlbut, Harvard: Iiean
i Dean Keppel, Columbia; President Pritchatt,

WileS BEARG’S ScGOL FOE GIRLS Said on Commencement Day at the

A country school, 13 miles from New York City. College prepara- .
tary and specml courses. Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Sci- ennlngton c 00
ence.  Supervised physical work in gymnasium and field.  Illus-

trated catalopue on request.  Address

e e | Secretary W. J. Bryan

: : o “1 believe in a schonl of this kind for this period of a boy's

St _Mlss Lucie C. ch.n]._ﬂra_n.geiq._]‘_ life in urder}mat !]n: mi-,_;hi not merely ha = the intellectial
preparation, but, also, moral supervision.  Through 75 years,

INDIVIDUAL TEACHING parents have had faith in this school, which csplains why 13,
Two teachers of twelve years' cxpe; with ':m_l.\l\ ard ‘u_lull.drr_u will receive students have been trained here, '

Ll A i C:Illl|llltlt:.'lllfl‘r[‘l'lu( > 'I"I‘“::_’I'::;im {2 oc minutes from N. Y. sominutes from Phila. Send for hand-
‘m,| asleep &5 011 the mountainside.  No help- some booklet with Diamond Amniversary addresses, including

1e 1. Address Miss Charlotte Hoskins- Secretary Dryan’s oration. A moderate-priced school with high-

x Terrace, South Orange, N. [, est standards.  Prepares for all calleges and technical sc

— Excellent business course.  Modern g

e B oy year opens Sept. 23 Yearly tate $q00 to $ooo. Write
lividlual instruc

watures.  Cerni

Tunity fo
letics are

ols,
ymnasiom, with swim-
ming pool  Literary, athletic, musical organizations. 77th

FRANK MacDANIEL, D.D., Headmaster, Box 200, Pecaington, N. J.

PENNSYLVANIA
OGONTZ SCHOOL FOR YOUNG LADIES WILLIAMSPORT DICKINSON SEMINARY
Twenty minutes from Philadelphia. The late Mr. Jay Cooke's Co-educational. College Preparatory, Commercial, Scientific,
fine property. Park of 65 acres. The social and family life is a Classical courses. Music, Art, Expression. $350 per year. No
distinguishing feature. Catalogue and views on request, extras. Two gymnasiums. New building.
Miss A. A. Sutherland, Principal, Ogontz School P. O., Pa. I Rev. B. C. Conner, D.D., 418 Academy 5t.

Founded 1853 (Ine.) FOR GIRLS Birmingham, Pa.

“The Mountain School.”

Henlthiul, i o location, with picturesque

land, dmodern,

olr for @
dctical Dome
cin Gy

. GRIER, President, Box 105

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

The Birmingham School

_\
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, Williamsport, Pa.



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

PENN SYLVANU’A (CONTINUED)

FOR
BOYS

Luke S Schoql_

noall. Cur

d and in

al part of

ution to each

“or {llustrated. cat-

Hl '\'I{\’ STROUT, A.M.,

; ]‘I'e dmaster
\ ayne, Pa. (14 miles from P

SWARTHMORE

Preparatory School for Boys

A uniquely efficient home school where the individual
needs of each boy are under the constant care of expe-
rienced teachers who join in all student interests,

125, gymnasium, swimming pool, ath-
letic fields n miles from Philadelphia in a resi-
dential and college suburb; no saloons or faclories.

Remarkable health rc-‘urd for twenty-one years due
to careful observance of laws of health in equipment
and habits.

Tuition $z00-$550. Junior House for smaller boys.
For catalogue and information address

A, H. TOMLINSON, Headmaster SWARTHMORE, PA.

KISKIMINETAS SPRINGS SCHOOL FOR

BoYS
Each boy studied and his
developed along i

ipterd to his needs:  Cha
Known and indorsed by ¢

positive line
Hroad business courses for boy
i heautiful new dormitorics and 136 acr
have Ju;l been added to equipment. Opens z27th ye
same management, September 22, 191y, Write for catalog.
partment 16, Kiskiminetas Springs School, Saltsburg, Pa.

THE MISSES KIRK'S COLLEGE PREPARATORY
SCHOOL
Oifers unique of
subjects, combin
fur Bryu Mawr.
L_ummlu.,

k in all college prep:
ol life. Prep
ol eight teachers.

srtunities for i
b the

ers.. T It
o Mawr, Pa,

v
not going
of land
ar, under
De-

ally
Dutdoor

MiIsSs HART'S TRAINING SCHOOL FOR
KINDERGARTNERS

3600 Walnut Street, Philadelphia. Junior, Senior,

and Normal Trainers’ Courses.  Practice Kindergartens. Opens

October 1st, ro14. For particulars address
Miss Caroline M. C. Hart, The Pines, Rufledge, Pa.

Graduate

MAPLEWOOD, NEAR PHILADELFHIA

Faoo. Dep |ncr|t for little boyvs
Small cl College or busi-
Fine pymnasiom, Manuval training,

es up boys to duties of 1
$3g0.  Limited to 4o
1 moral tone.  Good table.

All sports, Elevated location.
J. €. Shortii g Harvard, Prin.,

s Box &6, Cancordyille, Del. Co, P\

CED“RCHOFT SCHDOL
For 40 Boys, o to 18 vears,
nical schools.  Manual training. One teacher to 0ys.
nasium. "'mlrnrnmnpunl Expert athletic supervision.
light, steam heat, spring water. 125 acres, alogue.

AM.,

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

I!- lirhtrul clin
Finishing Courscs,
\.u Art, lJoIlIL,‘IlI.

sbur‘g

Academy

Mercershorg, Pao

Alm of the Bchonl—A thorough
physical, mental and moral train-
ing for college or business,
Epirit of Bchool—A manly tone of
self-reliance, wunder Caristian
masters from the great univer-
sities. Personal attention given
to each boy.
Locatlon—In the country, on the
western slope of the famons
Cumberland Valley, one of the
most beantiful and healthful
spots of America.
.'Equ]pmen - rm and com-

pli Magnificent new Gymna-
slum. Write for catalogue 1m! The Spirit of Mercersburg.””

e —

Entrance to Main Hall

Prepares for all colleges and tech-

3 Gym-
Electric
Jesze Evans
Frincipal, Box 100, Kennett Square, 'I"’rnn»._\[\-.lm':a.

BlshOpthorpe Manor)

WILLIAM MANN IRVINE, LL.D., Headmaster, Box 104 J

To FIT THE PUPIL TO THE SCHOOL
is quite as important to the school as it is important to the parent
that the school be fitted to the pupil.

units in an harmonious whole.
ScrooL AND CoLLECE SERVICE, Scribner's Magazine.

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS S7th Year Box G

Germantown, Philadelphia

In beautiful historic Germantown :
city and country advantages, High Sc hool
Graduates, General and Collﬂqc Prepara-
tory Courses; Musie, Art, Elocution, Domestic
Science, Home I—conomics, wing. Gymnasium,

Tennis, Basketball, Riding.  Miss §. Edna Johnston, A.B.

The schools which achieve
best results for their pupils are those wherein all work together as

Military Academy
Founded 1785

The primmary olject of this in-
of Lioys for the ordinary pursuits
rovides 1 i

l\azareth Pa.
i School for: Hoys,

rthand, A military
\ healt ||‘I|J moide

] 1 Ligtwapn
South Mount
2] L.-unt\




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

PENNSYLVANIA (conTinuED)

THE
MISSES SHIPLE.YS

E‘cyaara z‘acy to .B!‘_‘)/IZ Mawr 6’0/]93‘@

Instruction : lm]:ndual instruction of limited num-
ber of pupils by specialists in all departments. An aver-
age of one teacher to every six girls. Two resident
French teachers.

Courses: Diploma in College Preparatory and Aca-
demic Courses. Certificate admits to Vassar, Smirth and
Wellesley.

Situation: In healthful suburh, with the special edu-

cational and social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn

Mawr College.

Building: Specially designed Colanial building, with

every appointment for homelike comfort.

Athletics: Supervised, indoors and outdoors, by resi-

dent Lng]nh Director. New gymnasium and class-

TOOmS.

Younger Pupils: Instruction and daily life varied to

suit the pg,mgnaﬂy, health and mental needs of each child,
For catalogue, address

The Secretary, Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pa,

Bethlehem

Preparatory School

Bethlehem, Pa. 1450 boys prepared
for leading universities in 36 years.
Unanimous endorsement of our work
by principal universities, Schol-
arships to various colleges. Modern
buildings, Finely-equipped Gymna-
sinm, Swimming Pool and extensive
Athletic grounds. Terms $48§ $450.
Personal inspection cordially invited
or send for illustrated catalog.

% H. 5. FOERING, B.5., Headmaster

Zhe Baldwin School

A Country School Box F, Bryn Mawr

for Gir Pennsylvania.
Ten miles fmm Phr.’adcfp.‘rm‘ Firtpmof
Stone Bui Ould,

Winter Basf\c!ba.’f Ficld. Dum’oar and

Indaor Classrooms. Exiensive Grounds.

Preparation for Bryn Mawr, Smith, Vassar
and Wellesley colleges. Also astrong general
course. Within 23 years 250 students from this
school have entered Bryn Mawr College. Cer-
tificate privilegesfor othercolleges. Abundant
outdoor life—hockey,basketball,tennis, riding.

Jane L. Brownell, A. M., Head of the Schaol
Elizabeth Forrest Jok A. B., Associate Head
- aos -

Franklin and Marshall Academy

Lancaster, Pa. Founded 1787, Prepares | '5 fnr le \el' E c0| leges
technical schools—als dered A &
vated grounds, G i

libirary. G\mnhlum
somal inspection
Miedre

Luilding

eechwood

| A Cultural and Practical School

We seek to discover the natural aptitudes
of our students and have the departments to
develop them, Our aim is 2 woman of cul-

or ture who can successfully do the practical.

ou College Preparatory; College Departments; Con-
ng servatory of Music; Art Arts and Crafts, Oratory,

w Courses in Domestic Artsand Sciences Secretary-
Omeﬂ ship, Normal Gymnastics, Normal Kindergarten as
:ilELt\'(», Unusual buildings. Rooms with private

bath. Swimming pool, athletic field; new zym-

(.;’::yf"__l}:u’:_"'m nasium. Healthiulcountry life. Moderate terms,

M. H. REASER, Ph.D., President, Box 406, Jeokintown, Penna,
Rev.D.H.KERR, D.D., LL.D., Asso. (23 minutes from Philadelphia)

LTI ERELL LT [

Miss Marshall’s School

FOR GIRLS Oak Lane, Philadelphia

Purpose : to prepare for life, at home or in college. In-
dividualinstructionin small classes by experienced teach-
ers. One resident teacher for every six boarding pupils.

Equipment : Estate of four acres in Philadelphia’s most
beautiful suburb. Modern buildings fully equipped for
comfort and efficiency. Many trees, rolling lawns, and
a natural lake. 20 minutes from Philadelphia, with
many educational advantages.

Courses: General, College Preparatory, Music, Art,
Elocution, Domestic Science.

Athletics: Supervised athletics as a part of healthful
out-door life.

For Circular and Book of Views, address

Mlss E. S. Marshall, Oak Lane, Philadelphia

Tn answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE K



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

PENNSYLVANIA conTinuED)

SPRINGSIDE

Boarding and Dav School for Girls. Mrs. Chapman and Miss
Jones, Principals, Chestnut Hill, Philadelphia, Pa.

WYyoMING SEMINARY
College Preparation, Business, Music, Art, Elocution and Domestic

MISS SAYWARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Suburb of Phitadelphia, Colleg
cate to leading colleges.
outdoor sports, horseback riding
larged. Develops character, mi d

Miss 5. Janet Sayward, Principal

| eourses,

reparatory and sy Certifi-
Scienc Physical training,
Crounds and building en-

Overbrook, Pennsylvauia.

CHESTNUT HILL ACADEMY '
Prepares for coll ientific school or for business.  The high standard
of scholarship, the attractive and healthful location, in the elevated country
north of Philade and the unsurpassed equipment for pl al training
are some of the ures which commnend this school to parents and boys,
Catalogue.  J. L. Patterson, Head Master, Chestnut Hill, Pa.

Art and Science, Co-educational. Fine buildings. Gymnpasium

and large athletic field. joth year opens Sept. 16th. Catalogue.

L. L. Sprague, . D., President, Kingston, Penna.

Miss Cowles’ School -
1SS LOowieS JCNO001 ciris

(Highland Hall)
Hollidaysburg, Pa.
Miss Emma Milton Cowles, A.B., Head of School.

s Tiryn Mawr,
. Smith, Mt,
Y

=

Also strong gen
course, Music, Art,
Domestic Science,
Healthful location, in
heart of Alleghany
wntaing. Purespring
wilter, one bullding
macdern improvemen
all ruoms connect with
hath, Gymnasium,
swimming pool and
ical director and specialists o all
THE SECRETARY.

new sleeping porch, Resident ph

departments,  For catalogue addres:

Our
military
training
is an effi-

Military
duties
are not
permitted
tointerfere
with stud-
ies, The
classes are
small,and are
conducted by

Chester, Pa.
52 years of success in prepar-
ing boys for their life work,
Degrees granted in Civil Engi-
neering, Chemistry, and Arts,
Four years' College Course
: who have had two
high school work
or its equivalent. A one
year preparatory course
if needed. For cata-
logue and details

of educa-
tion, which
results in
physical fit-
ness, mental

Sy address experts, The
equipoise and Colonel ability tohandle
moral balance. CHAS. E. HYATT men in business

President

Infantry,cavalry,
and artillery.

characterizes our
graduates.

WASHINGTON, D. C.

GUNSTON HALL
A School for Gi x r and Academic Courses.
3 g ic, Art and Expression.
Mrs. Heverley K.,
A. Bewtley, A.B.

Mase

’ M. ( | S5 i
(Vassar), Associates, 1906 Florida Ave., Washington, D, C.

MISS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Cellege preparatory with certificate privilege to Vassar, Smith and
Wellesley, Complete academic course for pupils not going to
college. Two years' advanced course for High School graduates,
Music and art. Gymnpaszium and athletics.

Miss Lucy Madeira, A.B.(Vassar), 1326 1oth St.,Washington, D. C.

An Ideal School for Girls and Young Women

nded Ly and within
institutions: for which

tightful home life:
Pre ry, Certifi
tic Scie

Literature on request.

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

ST. ALBANS

National Cathedral School for Boys

Purpose: Ta prepare
ful attention to

Equipment :
land, athl

School Life: He
W

“hers —more than

TInstruction: [ -
. i — permits personal

= residd

individ

LEndowme

hops of Wasl

prrmit

For Yo_ung_“l’?me;n

i
=
(1] PR TR

Daorne e
Oaidoor sports

Fiw catalomiee e detatled formation, address lern T.ang
: 1w pwards. .
E. L. GREGG, Headmaster, Mount 5t. Alban, Washington, D. C, WARD W. THOMPSON, Priw., 1601 CONNEETICUT AVE. Wishingron o

2% In answering adverlisements please

mention SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

WASHINGTON, D. C. (conTINnuED)

For Girls Washington, D. C. (Suburbs).

A junior college with preparatory department and high
school extension courses, composing a model park village
devoted to Pr.:grﬂaslve ‘methods and ideals of education
Prepares girls for the real business of life. Easily accessible
by electric cars or rail.  All the advantages of the capital
open to students. Preparatary and collegiate studies; com-
plete facilities for Music, Art, Elucution, Dlomestic Science,
Arts and Crafts, Secretarial work, I.i'l:r-ury Economy,
Business Law, Hygiene, Modern Gymnasium, Bowling
Alleys, Swimming Pool, Riding. Descriptive illustrated
volume mailed on request. Address

Registrar, National Park Seminary, Box 102,
Forest Glen, Maryland.

WASHINGTON, D. C.
Regular and Special Courses. Music, Art, Expression.
Travel Class. Outdoor Sports.

Catalogue on request.

WILSON-GREENE SCHOOL OF MUSIC

Students in a distinctly musical environment. The only resident
music school for young ladies in Washington, and endorsed by
the world’s greatest musicians. Voice, piano, violin, harmony,
grand opera, dramatic art, idnguageu Enghah Iltcmture classic
dancing. Expression and “Accompanying as an Art.” Indi-
vidual attention, home life, and daily supervision of practice.
Twelve or more free concerts by world-renowned artists. Mr.
and Mrs. Greene are the musical leaders of Washington., Early
registration necessary. Catalog. Thos. Evans Greene, Mrs.
Wilson-Greene, Prin,, 2647 Connecticut Ave., Washington, D. C.

1 National Park Seminary l

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Fireproof building in Cathedral Close of 40 acres. 100 resident
pupi College certificate privilege. Music, Art, Advanced and
Speclai Courses.
Tue Bisaor oF WASHINGTON,
President of the Board of Trustees.
esste C. McDonarp, M.S., Principal.
£LEN L. WEBsTER, Ph.D., Academic Head.
Mount St. Alban, Washington, D. C.

THE COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS cHEU'I" CHASE SEMIN#R\"
College preparation. High School courses. Advanced courses of college A home school, preparatory and finishing, for young ladies. Lit-
grade for 55““"“-“5‘ and 'L}[‘ b”"";\l gratf]uaEteﬁ mcludmgﬂl-nghth History, erature, Music, Art, Elocution and Domestic Science. Campus
Science an anguages. Music, Art an ome % 2 ST 5 i = 5 T3 S
Open Air Sports and Athletics. Miss Lharlutl: Crittenden Everett, Prin- of Eh“,':en acre}: %r OUthiO,r bp'\”b' Healthiul location in W asjung
cipal, t72g Conn, Ave., Washington, D, C. ton’s ** Suburh Beautifu Artesian water.

Mr and Nirs 9 N BarLer Pnntjpah Washington, D, C,

LAST-MINUTE HASTE S
in so important a matter as the selection of a school isalways to be
deplored. Parents would find it advantageous to take up the school

BELCOURT SEMINARY

Home and Day Schoal for Girls,  Unexcelled location

Course leading to
diploma, college preparatory, and special cours

Certificate admits

problem as early in the spring or summer as possible, thus allowing to college. Exceptional opportunities in Music, Art, Expression, and
themselves ample time in which to study and determine the proper Languages. Social and educational advantages of the Capital, Outdoor
schoal. ScHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, Scribner’s Magazine. sports.  Address Mrs, M. B. Somervell, Principal, Washington, I, C

-

Stamford, Connecticut
We not only teach our boys—we live with them.

o minutes from New York.  An ideal home school on the cottage plan.  Only five boys, of high character, ree cived in each hor p.
xceptionally strong faculty. Certificate of the school is accepted by leading llr”LL{\.H without entrance
fields for all sports. An expert 1s in charge of the physical department, and each boy receives the physical de\'clu].unn_nt Iue
persanally needs. For catalug address  ALFRED C. ROBJENT, Director.,

Rldgefleld School for Boys

go miles from New York, in the highlands of the Berkshires—115 acres.

Lake, one mile in length provides all water sports. Athletic fie Ids, gym-
nasium, new bul!.dm . College certificate privileges. The limited
number of boys gives each :sludum individual attention, Address

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

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 30



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

CONN ECTICUT (CONTINUED)

A school that prepares for l“urainc&cs
or agricultural life, Harvard, Yale
and other leading colleges. 6 new
fireproof buildings. Gymnasium,
athletic fields and cinder track.

RUMSE\" HALL

In the Litchfield Hills. Young boys prepared for secondary s

Athletics under supervision. Address

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

Founded in 1850 by Frederick W, Gunn. A school in the country

for sixty boys.  New gymnasium. Illustrated circular. E
John C. Brinsmade, Head Master, Was lum,ton Connecticut,

INGLESIDE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

The Misses Tewkshury, Principals,
1eo-acre school farm and manual New Milford, Litchfield County, Conn.
training shops offer opportunity for BN
pr: actical work. $2,000,000 endow-

ment makes possible the low annual | THE GATEWAY Ll

ln: t L nt\;g. OF(;HHA e A School for Girls of all ages. Terms $8co. Miss Alice E. Reyn-
oAl ,\i:- A 4 i n\ LJ Wiad c olds, Principal, 5t. Ronan Terrace, New Haven, Connecticut.
— N. H. Bat r, AM., He ter, Windsor, Li.

J THE GUNNERY SCHOOL

THE CHOATE SCHOOL i
A New England Preparatory School, with a Lower School for MISs HowE AND MISSs MAROT'S SCHooOL
young boys. A catalogue will be sent upon application, with A Country Boarding School for Girls. Miss Malvina A. Howe,

¥ T e Se e wark and
e o e N ™ i ¥atimasten,  Wallgtord, |  Miss Mary Louise Marot, Principals, Thompson, Connectict.

Connecticut.

A GOOD ScHooOL
is not necessarily a good school for all bovs or all girls. The most
successful schools are those wherein the principle of selection, to
For Girls. Tn the country. One hour from New York City. Cer- best fit the school to the child, is most widely carried out. It
tificates to Vassar and the i\' w England Colleges, works to the advantage of the school as well as to the child,
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut. SCHOOL AND LDLU:.("E SERVICE, Scribner’s Magasine, New York.

SAINT MARGARET’S SCHOOL
WATERBURY, CONN.
Situated in an attractive and healthful New England town with all the advaniages of a country
school.  Outdoor sports, Gymnasium, Modern equipment.  School farm. 6o acres of meadow
and woodland, There 1s a happy spirit of good-fellowship between teacher and pupil,

College Entrance Certificate. General Courses, Houseliold Arts and Crafts. Special advantages
in Musie, Literature and Science. Fortieth year opens Sept. 23, 1914.  For information address

Miss EMILY GARDNER MUNRO, A.M., Principal

THE ELY ScHooOL

Il

WISCONSIN

COLLEGE SCHOOL

** The ‘iciwol for ]\-lunly Buss.”—Ch;ef Justice Winslow.

whividuality iz re rruLmzcd

as his n.:lwhlu Ai
ion of a physical
of catiloy address

O L30T, ih- me, Randolph 1455

director. Large gymuiasium.  Swimming pool.

REV. WILLIAM FRANCIS SHERO, A.M., Racino, Wis.

St. John'’s Military Academy

The American Rughy situated on high, well-drained Iand,
il reputat |-fu for the high chameter of its scholastic work, the
of its mlhl_n-) instruction and the perfection of its physical train
and u.illslus the most exacting p'\rcnl
- 1 received. It is rated by the U. S, Gov-
shed Institution.” For eatalog address
ARY ACADENY, Box 20.0, Dekaflel, W wkesha Ca., Wiscansin

IN SELECTING A SCHOOL
GRAFTON HALL parents should visit personally, if possible, the school or schools

Cathedral School for Girls. Academy and Junior College. Music, among which the hoice lies. Learn of Lthe school’s advantages
Home Economics, and Library Cou at first hand. Talk with the men or women who will have charge
B. Talbot Rogers, D.D., Warden, Fond du Lac, Wisconsin. of your boy or girl during the formative period of his op her life.
The schools will welcome your visit.
SenooL ANp COLLEGE SERVICE, Scribner’s Magazine, New York.

=

|
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

= __VIRGINIA

STAUNTON

Military Academy

An ldeal Home School for Manly Boys

385 Boys from 45 States last session.
Largest Private Academy in the United
States. Botys from 10 to 20 years old
prepared for the Universities, Govern-
ment Academies, or Business.

1,600 feet above sea-level; pure, dry, bracing moun-
tain air of the famous, proverbially healthful and beau-
tiful Valley of the Shenandoah. Pure mineral spring
waters. High moral tone. Parental discipline. Military
training develops obedience, health, manly carriage. Fine,
shady lawns, expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming
pool and athletic park. All manly sports encouraged. Daily
drills and exercises in open air. Boys from homes of culture
and refinement only desired. Personal, individual instruction by
our tutorial system. Standards and traditions high. Academy
fifty-four years old. New $150,000 barracks, full equipment,
absolutely fire-proof. Charges $360. Handsome catalogue free. Address
COLONEL WM. G. KABLE, Ph. D., Principal, Staunton, Va.

Virginia College
FOR WOMEN (JUNIOR) ROANOKE, VA.
One of the leading Schools in the South. Modern buildings.
Extensive campus. Located in the Vallev of Virginia, famed for
health and beauty
of scenery. Elect-
ive, Prepara-
tory and Col-
lege Courses,
Music, Art, Ex-
pression, Do -
mestic Science,
Supervised ath-
letics. Students
from 32 States. For
The Sc s_l.t_ll’,i’.l:ﬂ:f} el|uii'p||| t F‘ex-tiﬁca_nle pri I\-ileze "f" = . — catalogue address
I voas mnnteing das MATTIE P. HARRIS, President, Roanoke, Va.
Courses of one and two years for high school praduates. Lower Mrs. Gertrude Harris BDoatwright, Vice-FPres.
school for girls S to 14, A Expression, Domestic Science and
| Secretarial Courses, Special advantages in Musie, Pipe Organ.

For years the Seminary los been a school of
The Home 1.5 iod sudividunlity, consisting in its

s | [Sweet Briar College

8, peraumal sttentlon

u
11 sa ts mind, the whole
an.  Boud for litera‘nre, ehawing what such Sweetl Briar, Va.

48ih Year. For Girls aod Yound Women.
L . Beoutiful and healthful location in the
0cation famons Valley of Virginis, near Natural

Bridge, in a section nofed for its patural scenery and
fine winter climate. Elevation of 1000 feet. Pure, brac-
ing moantain air, Outdoor Jife in extensive grounds. Tens
nis, baskethall, boating, riding and driving, Notable
health record. Nota serious case of illness in years.

en ma Uiis] B. Senator La Fo ctts, of aan
] Rev. Juslia Btangte d, D I, of Indianano is, say of the Seminary 3 also our
Y Handsome Catalogusand Fonutiful Bovk g the Roma Life. Tworal . Rote §2005.
SOUTHERN SEMINARY, Box a2, Buewa Vista, Va,

IF THE SCHOOL PROBLEM PERPLEXES o
write the School and College Service of Seribner's Magazine for A four years’ colleginte course leads to the A.B. degree. A sub-
helpful suggestiong and recommendations. The service is free freshman department prepares for college.  Strong music de-

to all inquirers. Your inquiry will receive individual and careful partment. Located in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains
consideration, and a prompt reply, based upon the data contained onan estate of soooacres, Health conditions unsurpassed. On
in your letter of inquiry. Address 5 : , Southern Railroad south of Washington. Ninth year opens
ScEooL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, Scribner's Magasine, New York. Sept. 22, 1914. Catalogue and views sent on application.

DR. MARY K. BENEDICT, President, Box 108

For Wom

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 41



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

VIRGINIA

Randolph-Macon Academy

Il Front Royal, Va.

For Boys and Young Men

Liberal giits
Equipment cost $1c0,-
Gymna-
Terms, $275.
For catalogue

A branch of the Randolph-Macon System.
make unusual advantages possible.
ooo. Prepares for College or Scientific Schools.
sium, physical culture and outdoor sports.
230 session opens September 1sth, 1g14.
and illustrated pamphlet, address

CHARLES L. MELTON, A.M., Priocipal, Box 408, Froni Royal, Va.

llins Coll oe
Founded 1842. College Course (4 years), College Preparatory (2
ears), Music, Art, etc.
alley of Virginia, 7 miles north of Roanoke. Buildings equipped
for 250 students and 35 officers and teachers. Catalogue and views.

Miss MATTY L. COCKE, President,

(CONTINUVED)

STUART HALL
{Formerly the Virginia Female Tnstitute.) Founded 1843, A
Church School for Girls in the Blue Ridge Mountains. College
preparation or general courses with diploma. Special advantages
in music and art, Gymnasium and field sports. Catalogue and views
on request., Maria Pendleton Duval, Principal, Staun ton, Virginia,

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES
Opens Sept. 1oth, 1ot4. In Shenandoah Valley of _Virginia. Un-
surpassed climate, beautiful grounds, modern appointments  Stu-
dents the past session from 35 States. Terms moderate. Pupils
enter any time, Send for catalogue.

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

SCHOOLS ADVERTISE IN SCRIBNER'S
MAGAZINE

hecause it pays them to do so; because it has paid them to doso
for more than a quarter of a century; because through no other
medium can they carry the story of their facilities for traini
youth into so many representative homes each month. The Schy
and College section of Scribner's Magazine each month is a school
information service in itself.

For Young
Women

On an estate of 700 acres, in the beautiful

Box 308, Hollins, Virginia

OHIO

NORTH CAROLINA

Miss Kendrick’s
Collegiate School for Girls

A quiet home influence where girls learn methods
of study and concentration, and prepare for col-
lege, travel or home life. Special advantages

in music and art. Terms $600-$650. Address,
Miss Helen F. Kendrick, 727 Oak 5t., Avondale, Cincinnati, Ohio

WESTERN COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Ranks with Leading Eastern Colleges. Sixty-first year. A cen-
ter of stimulating life for thoughtful students. Definite religious
influence.  Comprehensive curriculum.  Music, Art, Domestic
Science.  35o acres in campus, farm and gardens. New Gvmna-
sium and Swimming Pool. For illustrated literature address
Mary A. Sawyer, AM.,, Litt.D., Dean, Box 33, Oxford, Ohio

THE BARTHOLOMEW-CLIFTON SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
An attractive Home Department. Prepares for the hest colleges,
Advanced course High School graduates. Music
Languages, Travc and Domestic Science. Mi
Ely, A M., and Miss M. F. Smith, Principals, Box 5, Evanswq

Clifton, Cincinnati, Ohio.

A

GLENDALE COLLEGE
Young women desiring a liberal education with the advar
pained from a city rich inart and music, in a pleasant home, in one
of America's most beautiful villages should send for a catalogue
Miss R. J. DeVore, President, Glendale, Ohio (suburban to
Cincinnati).

‘The Bingham School

Orange County, near
Mebane, North Carolina
Fstablished 1723,

A busy and lovable home for
boys, on Southern Railway, in
the country. A location famous
for safety, health and beauty.
Strong graduate faculty of
Christian men, giving constant

In -tHF.SZ;'_‘-I‘?'J'..IF‘i” advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

and individual attenfion. Mili-
tary discipline, firm yet affec-

i tionate. Outdoor life, with Ten-
niz, Goll and other healthful
sports. Hazing abhorred. Bible,
Fhysical Culture and fine Pen-

manship, specialties. Full Classi-
cal, Commercial, Sclentific and
Music Courses, Smallclasses. Terms
reasonable,
For IHustrated catalogue,

address
coL. PRESTON LEWIS CRAY, President, Box B2 !

f}

MISSOURI

ertificate admits

Larter, Voice; Pul
Damestic Scienc

Bl

1
rus, 5t Louis, M.
- —
HOSMER HaALL
A School for Girls,
with certificate
colleges.  Fou
318l vear

Washington B

Academic and college preparatory ec

eges 1o Smith, Vassar, Wellesley r}:‘n((:jn'ljl'j::f;
rs Domestic Science Course,  Music and art,
sgue on request.  Miss McNair, ]_’,-i,n'cu,.” 286
milevard, St. Louis, Missourd, 4




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MARYLAND

The Tome School
Its Great Endowment Makes Possible :

QA faculty which achieves results of the highest order; which is able to give much individ-
ual attention.

QA school whose graduates make exceptional records. ) . .

The most beautiful and complete school buildings and grounds in America. Twenty build-
ings, one hundred and seventy-five acres, nine-hole golf course, five athletic fields,
swimming pool, quarter-mile cinder track, tennis courts, batting cage.

QA completely equipped LowER ScHoOL for little boys.

Send for elaborately illustrated prospectus. THOMAS STOCKHAM BAKER, Ph.D., Port Deposit, Md.
R B bt

THERE'S A TYPE OF SCHOOL MOUNT DE SALES ACADEMY OF THE VISITATION
or one individual school that will best fit the individuality of your Successfully conducted fur 2 years by the Sisters of the Visitation.  Spa-
boy or girl.  Study the schools. Obtain their catalogues. Detter Sipds H:IME;:;?g‘\.;—‘él:-lj\[h;ilulilﬁh : """"""""‘ 'I"' ’]"‘_‘-":"":"Er'l rl!“‘;::‘”' Rz‘rzuhr

3 T i SRR H Gk " ads, Q51 anionship hetween teachers an ndents. egula
stl]l: visit the schools personally if at all possible.  The schools will D ol B A At H e ot bor Sl
welcome your visit. If you cannot do this write us for suggestions, tensive grounds.  Address
addressing ScHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, Scribmer's Magazine, The Dirgctress, Catonsville, near Baltimore, Maryland.

] = ——
NOTRE DAME of Maryla“d 153 Maryland College for Women 11
P o g .
ollege for Women A - it - & ;
A Coll for W -

Conducted by School Sisters of Notre Dame, to train the body, mind and
spirit—to develop true womanhood, L in a beautiful park of 70
acres, Outdoor exercis, rowing, baskel 1, tennis, hockey,  Beautiful
buildings. all ~spec Lecturers  of national

reputation. sprular and elective. Music and Art. Notre
Dame ratory School is o younger students,
Catalogue.

Dame of Maryland
s Wl Avenue, uear Baltimore, M.

Busig Hatu Gumpod HaLL THE Haun Gnace Man
The most ideal College in the country in Size, avoiding the strain of
great numbers: Mistory, of 60 successful vears; Loeeatiom, subork
Baltimore, near Washington, = Steength of |
courses of study lea prool. buildings: te
baths; swimming por wil (hree yenr
conrses for Ilzgh Scho ushe Conservatory: Graduais
Hehoots of Thom, i ; Mon-sectarian; clevating home
life. For cata uid view book address

CHARLES W. GALLAGHER, D.D., Box G, Lutherville, Md.

TENNESSEE CALIFORNIA

WARD-BELMONT THE WESTLAKE SCHooL
Union of Belmont College (25th vear) and Ward Seminary (soth For Girls. Overlooking beautiful Westlake Park. Preparatory
vear). Opens Sept. z4th in half-million-dollar plant. 12 schools. and advanced courses. Accredited to leading colleges. Out-ol-
Academic, College Preparatory, Music, Art, Expression, Domestic door study., Rowingand tennis. Principals: Frederica de Laguna,
Science, Physical Education. ~ Apply early. Registration limited. AM.; Jessica Smith Vance, A1

ado Street, Los Angeles, Cal,

Jennie K. Muasson, Registrar, Nashville, Tenn. Grz-620 Alv

 In answering adverlisemenls please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE =




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

ILLINOIS

A PREPARATORY schiool nut excelled by any similar
institution anywhere. Location, near St. Louis, unex-
celied!in healthfulness, beauty .-md»{r}.r -;\cwssﬂ;ilj}tg. grel-
4 £ pares boys for college or business., Work accepted by Col-
Mllltary Academy leges and Universities. Designaled an **Honor School "' by
the War Deparfment. 10 buildings. Fireproof Barracks

ALTON. ILL. ” Swimming pool 60 x 20.  36th year beging Sept. 16th. Tuition $300.

Address COL. A. M. JACKSON, AM., Superintendent, Box 77.

NORTHWESTERN MILITARY AND MNAVAL ACADEMY
Lake Geneva, Wis., and Highland Park, TIl. A select school with
a high standard of Academic work, supplemented by the physical,
moral and gocial benefits of a Military and Naval life. Limited
enrollment; references required.  Catalogue. Address

Col. R, P. Davidson, Superintendent, Lake Geneva, Wis.

“Just theRight School”

is the title of a school information hooklet, out shout August 13, which
8555 i1 abile features for parents looking for schools, Tt will
autline maps of the v

ious States showing

- il: ns, and und :“"'“Irl th mes of the towns
e - S =th T iy rrocged i red ps, th ames af the ¥t representative

77th year opens Sept. 17th, 1oy, A home school for young engrossed Py :
e ¥ _ e . - - g Private Schools, Iniversiti or Technical Schools located
women and girls, Preparatory and Junior College Courses. in, The ma shaw rail commections, how schools ean

3 5 the
Domestic Science, Music, Art, icates accepted by lead- pris s iy

ing colleges, Tine building ' fpped laboratories, oAt
Cymnasium, Beautiful campus th tenuis courts, archery about the m of - 1, etc nnline to make the bookle: of very
range, basketball and hockey 1s.  Limited enrolliment. real value. i for a copy when writing for information about schools,
For catalogue address It is free.
Miss Martina C, Erickson, Principal, Godfrey, 11, SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE
; SCRIBENER’'S MAGAZINE, NEW YORK

€te., ete.
ative Frivate Schools, points

- snce — i = e

RHODE ISLAND

= "
Lincoln School £ar.Sinks
Established 1888
New fireproof building, City advantages. College Prepara-
tory and Elective eourses. Thorough standards of work.
4': acres devoted to outdoor sports. Basketball, hockey,
tennis, safe coasting and skating, Well equipped Art and
Domestic Science Departments. Gymnasium. Special ar-
rangements for younger girls. For circular and views address
MISS FRANCES LUCAS, Principal, Providence, R. 1.

MoOSES BROWN SCHOOL
Upper School—Thorough preparation for college and technical
school. Extensive athletic fields, gymnasium with swimming pool. MICHIGAN
Lawer School—Special home care and training of younger boys.
Graded classes.  Outdoor sports.  Catalog,
Seth K. Gifford, Ph.D., Principal, Providence, R. 1.

VERMONT MICHIGAN COLLEGE OF MINES
A State institution offering engineering courses leading to the de-
gree of Engineer of Mines. Located in the Lake Superior mining

BEMY FOR BoYS district.  Mines and mills accessible for college work.,  For Year
THE VERMONT ACA Book and Hooklet of Views, address President or Secretary.

Houghton, Michigan,

An ideal school for wholesome training and thorough education,
Special attention to life in the open. Certificate to colleges,
Lower school for younger hoys, : -

George B, Lawson, M.A., Principal, Saxtons River, Vermont.

Waynflete School for Girls
Portland, Maine,
‘res for outdoor 5portﬁ.. Outdoor classrooms

'].\\'ll ki

and sleeping porches, if desired.  Separate residence

ind school building. Certificate to college, Domps-

tic Seience. Limited number allows personal care

Write for booklet, {
Miss Crisfield, Miss Lowell, Principals.

" In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 3




SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

INDIANA

Black
Horse
Troop, Es-
cort toVice-
Presidens
Marshall,
March 4th, 1913

The

Culver
Type

A boy at Culver associates with
other boys from practically every state in
the Union. He learns that invaluable lesson
of how to live with others; he becomes a ** good mixer.” His actions are guided by a wonderful esprit
de corps; the Culver code of honor is maintained and cherished by the cadets themselves. He has the
steady nerves of a crack marksman—with a wholesome fear of a gun.  He rides with the skill and ** head
of one who shows not his worst, but his best—his Culver—qualities in a crisis. He knows how to win
and how to lose; he is a good sportsman. His mind is as keen and alert in his preparation for college or
business as his bod)r is vigorous and his conduct manly. Scientific classification by a trained psychologist.
The Culver catalog fascinates everyone with red blood. Address The Superintendent's Office

uiviRk MILITARY ACADEMY, Culver, Indiana

(On Lake Maxinkuckee)
llIIIIIHIll|IIIIIHlliIl!1IIIIIIlIllliiIII'IliIIlIIHmllnIIIHIII]IIII]IllIl!IlllllI.lIIllIIl|IIIIIIIi]I!IHIlIlIiIlIlIIIIIIllIllill.II.III.|llll.llll.|IHIIi1IIII1|I|I|IIII|]IHII|IIH

[ have seen the
cacdets of all na-
tionalities at their
work, but [ must
say that you beat
the lot,"

CENERAL S1It ROBEICT

BADEN-FOWELL,

Fateniter of Hoy Scouts

“*Culveris a na-
tional asser.”

U. 5 War DEPT, Iif
PORT, 1913

Copyright 1913

| By T T T

NEW HAMPSHIRE
i - NOTRE DAME “ WorLp FauEp "

The University includes the Colleges of Classics, Letters, His-
tory, Economics, Journalism, Architecture, Law, Biclogy, Chem-
istry, Pharmacy, and Engineering (Civil, Mechanical, Electrical,
THE PHILLIPS EXETER ACADEMY Mining, and Chemical). Board and Tuition, $400.00 2 year.

Preparatory School for boys over thirteen, $i00.00.
Unusual opportunities for boys of exceptional character and P o
zsbl]lty 13ath year ilmn‘ Sept. 16th, ror4. Catalogue and Primary School for boys under thirteen, s so.00. For Catalogue

S e address (specifying department): . S s o
The Phillips Exeter Academy, Exeter, New Hampshire. The Dean, Notre Dame, Indiana.

Holderness School

FOR BOYS Plymouth, N. H.

for Colleges
= highest hldLh:

HOWE schooL

|
,f HOWE, INDIANA.
|

Five buildings.
and Techiical
schools ol New En
Luclividual influsnces <
sium.  Athletic field, running track.  3sth 3@:

Rev. LORIN WEBSTER, L. H. D., Rector

i'inr_'l,-n acres. L'|<:||'l.'
. Ranks with t

A TEACHER FOR EVERY TEN BOYS.

Every Boy Recites Every Lesson Every Day.

Graduates admitted to leading colleges on certificates.

Estate of 150 acres. ¢ fine buildings. Thorough sanitation.

Healthful country life. Beautiful lakes. All athletic
sports.

Separate School for Younger Boys.
For illustrated catalogue address
Rev. J. H. McKenzie, L. H. D., Rector,
Box 215, HOWE, INDIANA.

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 15
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MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ARTS

Tnstitute of
Musical Flrt

Df the City of Peio Pork

FRANK DAMROSGH, Director
NUMBER of years ago some New Yorkers
who had America’s musical development
at heart began to look upon the subject of
musical education from a different angle.
They realized that the wealth of New York's mu-
sical life was due to European contributions. It
was natural, then, that the foreign impress upon
her methods of instruction would be great.
The city was studded with excellent teachers,
but they attempted to specialize, that is to de-
velop singers, pianists, and violinists without
first giving them a broad musical foundation,
Now, specialization had been given a chance in
American education and had not made good.
Thase institutions that had stood staunchly for
ceneral culture were seeing their ideals accepted
by the champions of the other side. Technical
and professional schools were raising their general
culture requirements for entrance,
Musicians, of all people, needed the balancing of
weneral culture, for the art had frequently been
chargedwithoverstimulatingtheemotional nature,
Sonaturally the idea took roat that a music schoal
shouldcombine the idealofl thoroughindividual in-
struction with that of a sane, broad training; that
it should insist upon a fair amount of education 1o
begin with and should so supplement its technical
training with general courses that graduateswould
be mustcians as well as excellent performers,
To work out this ideal required money. Mr. James
Loeb came torward with an endowment that made
big things possible. The Institute of Musical
Art of the City of New Yark was founded with
Mr. Frank Damrosch as Director,
Aided by its liberal endowment the school has
drawn to its faculty a surprisingly strong list of
teachers in every branch of individual perform-
ance and theoretical training, at an expense to the
student far below the actual cost, It has required
for entrance talent, intelligence, and a serious
purpose and
has held in-
flexibly to its
ideal of de-
veloping all-
round musi-
cians. The
school is the
greatest
argument
why foreign &=
study is un- &2
necessary.
The coming season opens Oct, 12th,

Pupils
are accepted as vacancies occur.  The Institute in-
vites correspondence concerning the way in which

its equipment will meet your needs.  Address

The Secretary, 120 Claremont Avenue,
New York City

The

AMERICAN
ACADEMY

: OF
DRAMATIC ARTS

Connected with
Mr. Charles
Frohman's.

Empire Theatre

and Companies

Franklin H. Sargent

resicent
For Catalogue and Information, apply to

Secretary, Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New York

FOUNDED IN 1884

BRENAU COLLEGE—CONSERVATORY

Located among the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains, famous

healt

h resort. College of first rank; Conservatory in affiliation.

Special courses in music, art, oratory, domestic science. Average

expense, scholastic vear, §350.

from

Summer term, $6o. Students

o states. Summer term, June 3o, Fall term, Sept. 15

Complete story in illustrated catalog on request.

P. 0. Box D, Gainesville, Georgia.

SCHOOL OF THE MUSEUM OF FINE
ARTS

Instructors: Drawing and Painting—Frank W. Benson, Philip L.

Hale,

F. A. Bosley, W. James, L. P. Thompson, R. McLellan;

Modeling—B. L. Pratt; Design—H. Elliott, H. H. Clark, G. J. Hunt.
Prizes, Scho'ur&shl?s and Traveling Scholarships. soth year begins

Sept.

25th.  For list of prizes won and of positions held by past

pupils of school and for circular, address

lice F. Brooks, Manager, Boston, Massachusetts.

the

obs

Success in school advertising depends on
ples.

isfactory publicity.

recognition of well-established princi-
Simple asthese principles are, their
ervance is absolutely necessary to sat-

Appropriate a certain amount of money for advertis-
ing.

Figure this expenditure as you figure the salary of
vour best teacher — a service you cannot do without.
Plan your campaign. Make it adequate.

Select your mediums with infinite care.

Know whyv every publication you use holds a place
on your list, and sce that every inquiry from your
advertising is followed up.

Muake your copy comprehensive — plain and defi-
nite.  Make it it your school.  Let it be charac-
teristic of you and your institution.

Use some copy — though it he small — every month
in the year,

Talk in biggest space when there are most listening,
and so more talking —in June, July and August —
but tall all the time.

Peaple do not choose a school in a day. The fact
that their children will need one is present from the
first, and thoughtful parents take time to decide
such matters,

The most successlul schodls of to-day began to ad-
vertise in Scribner's Magazine yvears ago for pupils
for to-day — to-day these same schoals are adver-
tising for to-morraow.

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE =
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COHRESF‘ONDENCE SCHOOL

F‘OREIGN STUDY AND TF!AVEL

The Coit School

Learn to Speak German in Germany

Under expert native German teachers. German home

with American direction; individual instruction. Thor-

ough college preparation in all subjects. College exam.

center, athletics, travel, summer session, Bth year.
Circular, address Principal

LESLIE DAYTON BISSELL, Ph.D.,
Konradstrasse 14, Munich, Germany

For
American Boys

VILLA DU ROULE SCHooL, PARIS
Miss Marguerite Gibson, Prin.  French home school for six girls.
Week-end excursions Lo cathedral towns. Winter sports in Swit-

zetland.  Spring trip to North Africa, Sicily, Ttaly. Booklet,
address Miss Gibson, 72 Avenue du Roule, Paris. Care John
Munroe & Co., Bankers, 30 Pine St., New York.

THE THOMPSON-BALDASSERONI
SCHOOL OF TRAVEL FOR GIRLS
Salls in October with Principal for raqth school year of trivel and stud
abroad.  Usual courses.  Music no extra, Extensive itinerary :'rrrou-,,rK

eight countries. Mrs. Helen Scott, Sec'y, Central Ave., Dover, N. H,

CHATEAU DE SOISY-SOUS-ETIOLLES
Seine et Oise, France. Successful Family School, 45 minutes from
Paris. Real chiteau life. Reference given and required. Cata-
logue on application.  Address at chiteau above: M. Williamson
de Visme, or from July 1st to Aug. 1oth, Middlebury College,
Mlt]l[lt.lrur\' Vt., U. 5. A,

THE FHANCES e DEVEHELL SCHOOL FOR GIHLS
o rue de Chaillot, Paris, France (Champs Elysées). Exclusive
residence district, Thurnu;,h French Course.  Art lectures in
grL.iL g.nih.r:L. . Seaszon hox at Opera, Travel 2e3,

G. J. Deverell, 10p Cedar 5t., Lapeer, ‘\llc}ng‘m or Mlle.

Deville Chabrol, 82 Tue Vaneau, Paris,

MRS. COOPER HARTMAN'S TRAVEL CLASSES
October to June in Rome, Florence, Munich and Paris. Lan-
guages, Art, Music and English studies. Class sailing in early
October now forming. Apply to Mrs. Reubena K. Statton, Sec'y,
Hotel Vermont, Burlington, Vermont.

FOREIGN STUDY AND TRAVEL
Miss Seaborn. 15th year. French home and school for girls.
History of Art, Literature, History, Diction. Travel during
vacations. Address American Correspondent,

Miss Alice Hunt, 152 Irving Ave., Providence, R, I.

TEACHERS' AGENCY

The Pratt Teachers’ Agency

70 Fifth Avenue, New York
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all
parts of the country.

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

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL

—The University of Chicago

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

tion by correspondence.
For detailed in-
formation address
22nd Year

U. of C.{Div. I )Chicago, IIL

Mischall '.rnw-l

Address

Don’t wish you
hadtheBoss’sJob

There is a bigger job waiting for YOU
What you need is the TRAINING that

will qualify you for it.
and health, energy and ambition.

YOU have youth

And

the world never offered as many chances
to the TRAINED man as NOW.

Get alive and learn to do one thing bet-

ter than some one else.

It's training that

counts, Every boss knows that, and he is
anxious to pay more money to the man

who knows.

If you really want to earn more, learn

more.

Start off by marking the coupon

now. That signifies only that you want
to know how the International Corre-

spondence Schools can fit you for a bet-

ter paying position.

You want to know how it can frain you
You want to know
how it can give you the knowledge that
will qualify you as an expert in your

in your spare time.

chosen work, so—

MARK THE COUPON

S — — — — ——— i p— — — T 1)

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Box 922 SCR

Explain, without any nhl:gaunn on my

ANTON, PAE.
T

qualify for the position before which I mar

how T can l

Salesmanship

Electrical Engineer
Elec. Lighting Supt.
Telephone Expert
Architect

Building Contractor
Architectural Draftsman
Structural Engi

Civil Service
Bookkeeping
Sten. and Typew:
Window Trimmi

Show-Card Writing

Lettering & Sign
Advertising
cial Illus

Concrete Construction
Mcchamra: Engineer
ica

G
Industrial Design
?omm ercial Law

Civil %ngmee:
Mine Superintendent

English Branches
Poultry Farming

Running

riting '
ni
Fainting I

trating
ing

Stationary Engineer Teacher Spanish
Plumbing and Steam Fit. Agriculture French
s Engines Chemist Germam
Nawe =
Present Emploves — - -
St oend No, - . == l
gt _ __State

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN E
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Which Will YOU Keep?

“Acid-Mouth” or Sound Teeth?

OU can’t have both ‘‘acid-mouth’’ and sound
teeth. They don’t go together.

““Acid-mouth ’” gradually but surely eats away the
enamel and lets decay strike into the soft interior
of the tooth. In time you won’t have a sound tooth
left—unless you remove the cause of the trouble.

The sure way to counteract ‘‘acid-mouth’’ is by the regular daily use of

PEBECO

Pebeco is the
scientifie den-
tifrice de-
sioned to neu-
tralize the
mouth acids
formed by
food-ferment.
By doing this
it removes
what authori-
ties claim is
thechief cause of tooth-decay.
Pebeco also eleans and whit-
ens the teeth, purifies the
mouth, drives out bad odors
and tdstes, and leaves a feel-
ing of clean freshness that
nothing else can equal. The
delightful tingle of its taste
1s a revelation.

Use ¥4 of Brushful

TOOTH PASTE

You are invited to find out whether
you have ‘‘acid-mouth,’’ as 9 out of
10 people are said to have. If you
have ‘‘acid-mouth,’’ Pebeco is a
necessity.

Send for Free Ten-Day
Trial Tube of Pebeco
and Acid Test Papers
The Test Papers will show you

33 :
whether you too have “acid-mouth”’
and how Pebeco counteracts it,

Peheco originated in the hyzienie laboratories
of P, Beicrsdort & Co., Hamburg Germany, and
issold everywhere in extra-large size tubes. As
only one-third of a brushful is nsed at a time
Pebeco saves money as well as teeth, 2

72 &,

New York

B‘Innufactu‘ri?ézhcmisls
116 William Street New York

LCanadian Office :
Tand 3 56 Helen Street, Mantreal

In r..?_ﬂf__s';:;"f':l'_a";f_l'._:’_n;:fi.'(‘J‘H._\'{’}Ia‘.‘,’iib’ please mention SCRIBNER'S 1A GAZINE
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“YES, 'N' HE'D LET A ROAR OUTER HIM,

AN" MERBE HE'D SING, *HAIL COLUMBIA,
HAPPY LAND!'"

=" The Rakish Brigantine,” page 215,




SCRIBNERS

VOL. LVI

AUGUST,

MAGAZINE

1914 NO. 2

THE VORTEX*
BY RUDYARD KIPLING

ILLUSTRATIONS BY ANGUS MacDonaLL

“Thy Lord spoke by inspiration to the Bee.”
-4 i —AL KoRan.

HAVE, to my grief and
4y loss, suppressed several no-
! table stories of my friend,
the Hon. A. M. Penfenten-
you, once Minister of
Woods and Waysides in
De Thouar s first administration; later,
Premier in all but name of one ofOurgreat
and growing Dominions; and now, as al-
ways, the idol of his own Province, which
is two and one-half times the size of Eng-
land.

For this reason I hold myself at liberty
to deal with some portion of the truth con-
cerning Penfentenyou’s latest visit to Our
shores. He arrived at my house by car,
on a hot summer day, in a white waist-
coat and spats, sweeping black frock-coat
and glistening top-hat—a little rounded,
perhaps, at the edges, but agile as ever in
mind and body.

“What is the trouble now?"” I asked,
for the last time we had met, Penfenten-
you was floating a three-million pound
loan for his beloved but unscrupulous
province, and I did not wish to entertain
any more of his financial friends.

“We,” Penfentenyou replied ambassa-
dorially, “have come to have a Voice in
Your Councils. By the way, the Voice
is coming down on the evening train
with my Agent-General. I thought you
wouldn’t mind if T invited 'em. You know
We're going to share Your burdens hence-
forward. You'd better get into training.”

* Copyright, 1914, by Rudyard Kipling in the U. 5. A.

Copyright, 1914, by Charles Scribner’s Sons.

Vor. LVI.—15

“Certainly,” “What’s the
Voice like?”’

““He's in earnest,” said Penfentenyou.
“Te's got It, and he’s got It bad. He'll

ive It to you,” he said.

“What's his name? "

“We call him all sorts of names, but I
think you'd better call him Mr. Lingnam.
You won’t have to do it more than once.”

“What's he suffering from?"’

“The Empire. He's pretty nearly cured
us all of Imperialism at home. P’raps he’ll
cure you.”

“Very good, and what am I to do with*
him? "

“Don’t you worry,” said Penfentenyou.
“He'll do it.”

And when Mr. Lingnam appeared half
an hour later with the Agent-General for
Penfentenyou’s Dominion, he did just
that.

He advanced across the lawn eloquent
as all the tides. He said he had been ob-
serving to the Agent-General that it was
both politically immoral and strategically
unsound that forty-four million people
should bear the entire weight of the de-
fences of our mighty Empire, but, as he
had observed (here the Agent-General
evaporated), we stood now upon the
threshold of a new era in which the sell-
governing and self-respecting (bis) Do-
minions would rightly and righteously, as
co-partners in Empery, shoulder their
share of any burden which the Pan-Im-
perial Council of the Future should allot.
The Agent-General was already intrigu-
ing for drinks with Penfentenyou at the

I replied.

All rights reserved.
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other end of the garden. Mr. Lingnam
swept me on to the most remote bench
and settled to his theme.

We dined at eight. At nine, Mr. Ling-
nam was only drawing abreast of things
Imperial. At ten the Agent-General, who
earns his salary, was shamelessly dozing
on the sofa. At eleven he and Penfenten-
you went to bed. At midnight Mr. Ling-
nam brought down his big-bellied des-
patch box with the newspaper clippings
and set to federating the Empire in ear-
nest. I remember that he had three al-
ternative plans. As a dealer in words, 1
plumped for the resonant third—* Recip-
rocally  co-ordinated Senatorial Hege-
mony —which he then elaborated in detail
for three-quarters of an hour. At half-
past one he urged me to have faith and to
remember that nothing mattered except
the Idea. Then he retired to his room, ac-
companied by one glass of cold water, and
Twent into the dawn-lit garden and prayed
to any Power that might be off duty for
the blood of Mr. Lingnam, Penfentenyou,
and the Agent-General.

To me, as I may have observed else-
where, the hour of earliest dawn is fortu-
nate, and the wind that runs before it has
been my most comfortable counsellor.

“Wait!” it said, all among the night’s
new rosebuds. ““To-morrow is also a day.
Wait upon the Event!”

I went to bed so at peace with God and
Man and Guest that when I waked I
visited Mr. Lingnam in pajamas, and he
talked to me Pan-Imperially {for half an
hour before his bath. Later, the Agent-
General said he had letters to write, and
Penfentenyou invented a Cabinet crisis
in his adored Dominion which would keep
him busy with codes and cables all the
forenoon. But I said firmly: “ Mr. Ling-
nam wishes to see a little of the country
round here. You are coming with us in
your own car.”

“Tt's a hired one,” Penfentenyou ob-
juﬂLCﬂ.

“Yes, Paid for by me as a taxpayer,”
I replied.

“And yours has a top, and the weather
looks thundery,” said the Agent-General.
“QOurs hasn’'t a wind-screen. Even our
gogeles were hired.”

“T'll lend you goggles,” I said.
car is under repairs.”
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The hireling who had looked to be re-
turned to London spat and growled on
the drive. She was an open car, capable
of some eighteen miles on the flat, with
tetanic gears and a perpetual palsy.

“It won't make the least difference,”
sighed the Agent-General. “He'll only
raise his voice. He did it all the way com-
ing down.”

“TIsay,” said Penfentenyou suspicious-
ly, “what are you doing this for?”

“Love of the Empire,” I answered, as
Mr. Lingnam tripped up in dust-coat and
binoculars. “Now Mr. Lingnam will tell
us exactly what he wants to see. He
probably knows more about England than
the rest of us put together.”

“Tread it up yesterday,” said Mr. Ling-
nam simply. While we stowed the lunch-
basket (one can never make too sure with
a hired car) he outlined a very pretty and
instructive little day's run.

“You'll drive, of course?” said Penfen-
tenyou to him. “It's the only thing you
know anything about.”

This astonished me a little, for your
greater Federationists are rarely mechani-
cians, but Mr. Lingnam said he would
prefer to be inside for the present and en-
joy our conversation.

Well settled on the back seat, he did
not once lift his eyes to the mellow land-
scape around him, or throw a word at the
life of the English road which to me is
one renewed and unreasoned orgy of de-
light. The mustard-colored scouts of the
Automobile Association; their natural en-
emies, the unjust police; our natural ene-
mies, the deliberate market-day cattle,
broadside-on at the corners, the bicycling
butcher-boy a furlong behind; road-en-
gines that pulled giddy-go-rounds, rifle-
gaileries, and swings, and sucked snort-
ingly from wayside ponds in defiance of
the notice-board; traction-engines, their
trailers piled high with road-metal; uni-
formed village nurses, one per seven stat-
ute miles, flitting by on their wheels;
governess-carts full of pink children jog-
ging unconcernedly past roaring, brazen
touring-cars; the wayside rector with vir-
gins in attendance, their faces screwed up
against our dust; motor-hicycles of every
shape charging down at every angle; red
flags of rifle-ranges; detachments of dusty-
putteed Territorials; coveys of flagrant
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children playing in mid-street, und the
wise, educated English dog safe and quite
silent on the pavement if his fool-mistress
would only cease from trying to save him,
passed and re-passed us in sunlit or shaded
settings. But Mr, Lingnam only talked.
He talked—we all sat together behind so
that we could not escape him—and he
talked above the worn gears and a certain
maddening swish of one badly patched
tire—and he talked of the federation of the
Empire against all conceivable dangers ex-
cept himsell. Yet I was neither brutally
rude like Penfentenyou, nor swooningly
bored like the Agent-General. I remem-
bered a certain Joseph Finsbury who de-
lighted the Tregonwell Arms on the bor-
ders of the New Forest with ““ nine versions
of a single income of two hundred pounds”’
placing the imaginary person in—but I
could not recall the list of towns far-
ther than “London, Paris, Bagdad, and
Spitzbergen.”  This last T must have
murmured aloud, for the Agent-General
suddenly became human and went on:
“ Bussorah, Heligoland, and the Scilly Ts-
lands "

“What?"” growled Penfentenyou.

“Nothing,” said the Agent-General,
squeezing my hand affectionately. *Only
we have just found out that we are
brothers.”

“Exactly,” said Mr. Lingnam. “ That's
what I've been trying to lead up to.
D’you realize that fifteen years ago such
a conversation as we're having would
have been unthinkable? The Empire
wouldn’t have been ripe for it. To go
back, even ten years ”

“T've got it,” cried the Agent-General.
“‘ Brighton, Cincinnati, and Nijni-Nov-
corod!” God bless R.1L.S.! Goon, Uncle
Joseph. I can endure much now.”

Mr. Lingnam went on like our shan-
drydan, slowly and loudly. He admitted
that a man obsessed with a Central Idea
—and, after all, the only thing that mat-
tered was the Idea—might become a bore,
but the World's Work, he pointed out,
had been done by bores. So he laid his
bones down to that work till we aban-
doned ourselves to the passage of time
and the Mercy of Allah Who Alone closes
the Mouths of His Prophets. And we
wasted more than fifty miles of summer’s
vivid oewn England upon him the while.
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About two o'clock we topped Sumtner
Rising and looked down on the village of
Sumtner Barton, which lies just across a
single railway line, spanned by a red brick
bridge. The thick, thunderous June airs
brought us gusts of melody from a gididy-
go-round steam-organ in full blast near
the pond on the village green. Drums,
too, thumped and banners waved and re-
galia flashed at the far end of the broad
village street. Mr. Lingnam asked why,

“Nothing Imperial, I'm afraid. Tt
looks like a Foresters’ Féte—one of
our big Mutual Benefit Societies,” 1 ¢x-
plained.

“The Idea only needs to be co-ordi-
nated to Imperial scale—"" he began.

“But it means that the pub will le
crowded,” 1 went on.

“What'’s the matter with lunching by
the roadside here?” said Penfentenyou.
“We've got the lunch-hasket.”

“Haven't you ever heard of Sumtner
Barton ales?” I demanded, and he became
the administrator at once, saying: *‘I see!
Lingnam can drive us in and we'll get
some, while Holford""—this was the hireling
chauffeur, whose views on heer we knew
not—*“laysoutlunchhere. That'll be bet-
ter than eating at the pub. We can take
in the Foresters' Féte as well, and perhaps
I can buy some newspapersat thestation.”

“True,” I answered. ““The railway
station is just under that bridge, and we'll
come back and lunch here.”

I indicated a terrace of cool brown
shade beneath kindly beeches at the head
of Sumtner Rise. As Holford got out
the lunch-basket, a detachment of regular
troops on manceuvres swung down the
baking road.

“Ah!” said Mr. Lingnam, the monthly-
magazine rollin his voice. **All Europe is
an armed camp, groaning, as I remember
I once wrote, under the weight of its ac-
coutrements,”’

“Oh, hop in and drive,” cried Penfen-
tenvou. “We want that beer!”

It made no difference. Mr. Lingnam
could have federated the Empire from a
tight rope. He continued his oration at
the wheel as we trundled.

“The danger to the Younger Nations is
of being drawn into this vortex of milita-
rism,”” he went on, dodging the rear of the
soldiery.
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“Slow past troops,” I hinted. “It
saves 'em dust. And we overtake on the
right as a rule in England.”

“Thanks!” Mr. Lingnam slued over.
“That's another detail which needs being
co-ordinated throughout the Empire. But
to go back to what I was saying. My
idea has always been that the component
parts of the Empire should take counsel
among themselves on the approach of war,
so that,afterwehave decided on the merits
of the casus belli, we can co-ordinate what
part each Dominion shall play whenever
war is, unfortunately, a possibility.”

We neared the hog-back railway bridge,
and the hireling knocked piteously at the
grade. Mr. Lingnam changed gears and
she hoisted herself up to a joyous Youp-i-
addy-i-ay! from the steam-organ. As we
topped the arch we saw a Foresters' band
with banners marching down the street.

“That's all very fine,” said the Agent-
General. “But in real life things have a
knack of happening without approach-
ing R

(Some schools of Thought hold that
Time isnot;and that when we attain com-
plete enlightenment we shall behold past,
present, and future as One Awful Whole.
I myself have nearly achieved this.)

We descended the bridge into the vil-
lage. A boy on a bicycle, loaded with four
paper bonnet-boxes, pedalled towards us
out of an alley on our right. He bowed
his head, the better to overcome the
ascent, and naturally took his left. Mr.
Lingnam swerved fractionally to the right.
Penfentenyou shouted. The boy looked
up, saw the car was like to squeeze him
against the bridge wall, flung himself
off his machine and across the narrow
pavement into the nearest house. He
slammed the door at the precise moment
when the car, all brakes set, bunted the
abandoned bicycle, shattering three of
the bonnet-boxes and jerking the fourth
over the unscreened dashboard into Mr.,
Lingnam's arms.

There was a dead stillness, then a hiss
like thatof escaping steam,and a man who
had been running toward us ran the other
way.

“Why! T think that those must be
bees,” said Mr. Lingnam.
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They were—four full swarms—and the
first living objects which he had remarked
upon all day.

Some one said: “‘Oh, God!”" The Agent-
General went out over the back of the
car, crying resolutely: “Stop the traffic!
Stop the traffic, there!” Penfentenyou
was already on the pavement ringing a
door-bell, so I had both their rugs, which
—for I am an apiarist—I threw over my
head. While I was tucking my trousers
into my socks—for I am an apiarist of
some experience—Mr. Lingnam picked
up the unexploded bonnet-box and with
a single magnificent gesture (he told us
afterward he thought there was a river
there) hurled it over the parapet of the
bridge, ere he ran across the road to-
ward the village green. Now, the sta-
tion platform immediately below was
crowded with Foresters and their friends
waiting to welcome a delegation from
a sister Court. I saw the box burst on
the flint edging of the station garden and
the contents sweep forward cone-wise like
shrapnel. But the result was stimulat-
ing rather than sedative. All those well-
dressed people below shouted like Sod-
om and Gomorrah. Then they moved
as a unit into the booking-office, the wait-
ing-rooms, and other places, shut doors
and windows and declaimed aloud, while
fhe incoming train whistled far down the
ine.

I pivoted round cross-legged on the
back seat, coyly as a Circassian beauty be-
neath her veil, and beheld Penfentenyou,
his coat collar over his ears, dancing be-
fore a shut door and holding up handfuls
of currency to a silver-haired woman at
an upper window, who only mouthed and
shook her head. A little child, carrying
a kitten, came smiling round a corner.
Suddenly (but these things moved me no
more than so many yards of threepenny
cinematograph-film) the kitten leaped
spitting from her arms, the child burst
into tears, Penfentenyou still dancing,
snalched her up and tucked her under his
coat, the woman’s countenance blanched,
the front door opened, Penfentenyou and
the child pressed through, and I was alone
n an inhospitable world where every one
was shutting windows and calling children
home.

A voice cried: “You've frowtened ‘em!




The front door opened, Penfentenyou and the child pressed through, and [ was alone in an inhospitable world.
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You've frowtened ’em! Throw dust on

’em and they’ll settle!”

I did not desire to throw dust on any
created thing. I needed both hands for
my draperies and two more for my stock-
ings. Besides, the bees were doing me no
hurt. They recognized me under the rugs
as a member of the County Bee-keepers’

Yor. LVIL.—16

Association who had paid his annual sub-
scription and was entitled to a free seat at
all apicultural exhibitions. The quiver
and the churn of the hireling car, or it
might have been the lurching banners and
the arrogant big drum, inclined many of
them to go up street, and pay court to the
advancing Foresters' band. So they went,
141
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such as had not followed Mr. Lingnam in
his flight toward the green, and I looked
out of two goggled eyes instead of half of
one at the approaching musicians, while I
listened with both ears to the delayed
train’s second whistle down the line be-
neath me.

The Foresters’ band no more knew what
was coming than do troops under sudden
fire. Indeed there were the same extrava-
gant gestures and contortions as attend
wounds and death in war; the very same
uncanny cessations of speech—for the
trombone was cut off at midslide, even as
a man drops with a syllable on his tongue.
They clawed, they slapped, they fled, leav-
ing behind them a trophy of banners and
brasses, crudely arranged round the big
drum. Then that end of the street also
shut its windows, and the village, stripped
of life, lay round me like a reef at low tide.
Though T am, as T have said, an apiarist in
good standing, I never realized that there
were so many bees in the world. When
they had woven a flashing haze from one
end of the desert street to the other, there
remained reserves enough to form knops
and pendules on all window-sills and gut-
ter-ends, without diminishing the multi-
tudes in the three oozing bonnet-boxes or
drawing on the Fourth (Railway) Battal-
ion in charge of the station below. The
prisoners in the waiting-rooms and other
places there cried out a great deal (T ar-
gued that they were dying of the heat),
and at regularintervals the station-master
called and called to a signalman who was
not on duty, and the train whistled as it
drew nearer.

Then Penfentenyou, venal and adapt-
able politician of the type that survives at
the price of all the higher emotions, ap-
peared at the window of the house on my
right, broken and congested with mirth,
the woman beside him, and the child in
his arms. I saw his mouth open and shut,
he hollowed his hands round it, but the
churr of the motor and the bees drowned
the words. He pointed dramatically
across the street many times and fell back,
tears running down his face. I turned
like a hooded barbette in a heavy seaway
(not knowing when my trousers would
come out of my socks again) through an
arc of one hundred and eighty degrees,
and in due time bore on the village green.
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There was a salmon in the pond rising
short at a cloud of midges, to the tune of
Yip-i-addy; but there was none to gaff
him. The swing-boats were empty, cocoa-
nuts sat still on their red sticks before
white screens, and the gay-painted horses
of the giddy-go-rounds revolved riderless.
All was melody, green turf, bright water,
and this greedy gambolling fish. When I
had identified it by its gray gills and bin-
oculars as Lingnam I prostrated myself
before Allah in that mirth which is more
truly labor than any prayer. Then I
turned to the purple Penfentenyou at the
window, and wiped my eyes on the rug
edge.

He raised the window half one cautious
inch and bellowed through the crack:
“Did you see him? Have they got you?
I can see lots of things from here. It's
like a three-ring circus!”

“Can you see the station?” I replied,
nodding toward the right rear mud-
guard.

He twisted and craned sideways, but
could not command that beautiful view.,

“No! What's it like?"” he cried.

“Hell!" I shouted. The silvery-haired
woman frowned; so did Penfentenyou,
and, I think, apologized to her for my lan-
guige.

“You're always so extreme,” he fluted
reproachfully. “You forget that nothing
matters except the Idea. Besides, they
are this lady’s bees.”

He closed the window and introduced
us through it in dumb show; but he con-
trived to give the impression that 7 was
the specimen under glass,

A spurt of damp steam saved me from
apoplexy. The train had lost patience at
last and was coming into the station di-
rectly beneath me to see what was the
matter. Happy voices sang and heads
were thrust out all along the compart-
ments, but none answered their songs or
greetings. She halted, and the people be-
gan to get out. Then they began to get
In again, as their friends in the waitihg-
rooms advised. All did not catch the
warning, so there was congestion at the
doors, but those whom the bees caught
got n first,

Still the bees, more bent on their own
business than on wanton torture, kept to
the south end of the platform by the book-
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stall, and that was why the completely
exposed engine-driver at the north end
of the train did not at first understand
the hermetically sealed station-master
when the latter shouted to him many
times to " get on out o' this.”

“Where are you? " was the reply. “And
what for?”

“TIt don't matter where T am, an’ yvou'll
get what for in a minute if you don't
shift,” said the station-master. “Drop
’em at Parson’s Meadow and they can
walk up over the fields!”

That bare-armed, thin-shirted idiot,
leaning out of the cab, took the station-
master’s orders as an insult to his dignity,
and roared at the shut offices: “You'll
give me what for, will you? Look ’ere,
I'm not in the ‘abit of His out-
stretched hand flew to his neck. Do you
know that if you sting an engine-driver it
is the same as stinging his train? She
starts with a jerk that nearly smashes the
couplings, and runs, barking like a dog, till
she 1s out of sight. Nor does she think
about spilled people and parted families
on the platform behind her. I had to
do all that. There was a man called
Ired, and his wife Harriet—a cheery, full-
blooded couple—who interested me im-
mensely before they battered their way
into a small detached building, already
densely occupied. There was also a name-
less bachelor who sat under a half-opened
umbrella and twirled it dizzily, which was
so new a game to me that I applauded
aloud.

When they had thoroughly cleared the
ground, the bees set about making comb
for publication at the bookstall counter,
Presently some bold hearts tiptoed out of
the waiting-rooms over the loud gravel
with the consciously modest air of men
under fire or leaving church, climbed the
wooden staircase to the bridge, and so
reached my level where the inexhaustible
bonnet-boxes were still vomiting squad-
rons and platoons. There was little need
to bid them descend. They had wrapped
their heads in handkerchiefs so that they
looked like the disappointed dead scut-
tling back to Purgatory. Only one old
gentleman, pontifically draped in a ban-
ner embroidered,“ Temperance and Forti-
tude,” ran the gauntlet up-street, shouting
as he passed me: “It’s night or Bliicher,
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Mister." They let him in at the White
Hart, the pub where 1 should have bought
the beer.

After this the day sagged. Ifell toreck-
oning how long a man in a Turkish bath,
weakened by excessive laughter, could live
without food and specially drink; and how
long a disenfranchised bee could hold out
under the same conditions.

Obviously, since her one practical joke
costs her her life, the bee can have hut
small sense of humor; but her fundamen-
tally dismal and ungracious outlook on
life impressed me beyond words. She had
paralyzed locomotion, wiped out trade,
social intercourse, mutual trust, love,
friendship, sport, music (the lonely steam-
organ had run down at last), all that gives
substance, color or savor to life, and yet,
in the barren desert she had created was
not one whit maore near to the evolution of
a saner order of things. The Heavens
were darkened with the swarms’ divided
counsels; the street shimmered with their
purposeless sallies. They clotted on tiles
and gutter-pipes, and began frenziedly to
build a cell or two of comb ere they dis-
covered that their (Jueen was not with
them; then flung off to seek her, or whirled,
dishevelled and insane, into another hiss-
ing nebula on the false rumor that she
was there.  Iscowled upon them with dis-
favor, and a massy, blue thunder-head rose
majestically from behind the elm-trees of
Sumtner Barton Rectory, arched over and
scowled with me. Then I realized that
it was not bees nor locusts that had dark-
ened the skies, but the oncoming of the
malignant English thunder-storm — the
one thing before which even Deborah
thlf_;_ bee cannot express her silly little
self.

“Aha! Now you'll catch it,” T said,
as the herald gusts set the big drum roll-
ing down the street like a box-kite with
the string cut. Up and up yearned the
gravid cloud, till the first lightning quiv-
ered and cut. Deborah cowered. Where
she flew, there she fled; where she was,
there she sat still; and the solid rain
closed in on her as a book that is closed
when the chapter is finished. By the
time it had soaked to my second rug, Pen-
fentenyou appeared at the window, wip-
ing his false mouth on a napkin.

“Are you all right?” he inquired.
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“Then that's all right! Mrs. Bellamy
says that her bees don't sting in the wet.
You'd better fetch Lingnam over. He's
got to pay for them and the bicycle.”

I had no words which the silver-haired
lady could listen to, but paddled across
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As we returned to the house one pe-
culiarly awful flashwith its peal descended
on our heads.

“Good Lord!™ I heard him gasp. “Can
they do that, too?"

“Cheer up,” I answered. “It's only

There was a salmon in the pond rising short at a cloud of midges, to the tune of Vip-i-addy.—Page 142,

the flooded street between flashes to the
pond on the green. Mr. Lingnam, scarce-
ly visible through the sheeting downpour,
trotted round the edge. He bore him-
sell nobly, and lied at the mere sight of
me.

“Isn’t this wet?”’ he cried. “It has
drenched me to the skin. I shall need a
change.”

“Come along,” T said. “I don't know
what you'll get, but you deserve more.”

the Lord this time,” and T heard him
thank the Lord for it quite simply.

Penfentenyou, dry, fed and in com-
mand, let us in. “You,” he whispered
to me, “are to wait in the scullery. Mrs.
Bellamy didn't like the way you talked
about her bees. Hsh! Hsh! She'sakind-
hearted lady. She’s a widow, Lingnam,
but she’s kept kis clothes, and as soon as
you've paid for the damage she'll rent
you a suit. I've arranged it alll”
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“You can dress him yourself,” T said.
“1 want something to eat.”

“But I chose the suit. Aren’t you
coming to help? "’ Penfentenyou pleaded.

The people bezan to get out.

“Oh, be quick,” Mr. Lingnam chat-
tered, stripping off his dust or, rather,
mud coat. “I want underclothes as well
—and a towel.”

“Tt’s fifteen shillings for each swarm,
and five pounds for Arthur’s bicycle—
eight pounds altogether.” Penfentenyou
held out his hand. I don’t get a cent
out of this. I'm only acting for the widow
and the fatherless.”
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“Then tell him he mustn’t undress in

my hall,” said a voice from the stair-head.

“Tell fier ” Lingnam began. _
“Come and look at the pretty suit

Then they began to get in again—Pagze 142,

I've chosen,” Penfentenyou cooed, as one
cajoling a maniac.

_ I staggered out-of-doors again and fell
into the car, whose ever-running machin-
ery masked my yelps and hiccups. When
I raised my forehead from the wheel, I
saw that traffic through the village had
been resumed after, as my watch showed,
one and one-half hours’ suspension. There
was one limousine, one landau, one doc-
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tor's car, three touring-cars, one patent
steam-laundry van, three tricars, one
traction-engine, some motor-cycles, one
with a side-car, and one brewery lorry.
It was the allegory of my own imperturb-
able country, delayed for a short time by
unforeseen external events but now going
about her business, and I blessed Her
with tears in my eyes, even though I
knew She looked upon me as drunk and
incapable.

Then troops came over the bridge be-
hind me—a company of dripping, wet
regulars without any expression. In their
rear, carrying the lunch-basket, marched
the Agent-General and Holford the hired
chauffeur. -

“T say,” said the Agent-General, nod-
ding at the darkened khaki backs. “If
thal’s what we've got to depend on in
event of war they’re a broken reed. They
ran like hares—ran like hares, I tell you.”

“And you?” I asked.

“Oh, I just sauntered back over the
. bridge and stopped the traffic that end.
Then I had lunch. Pity about the
beer, though. 1 say—these cushions
are sopping wet!"”

“T'msorry,” Isaid.
time to turn 'em.”

“Nor there wasn’t any need to 'ave
kept the engine runnin’ all this time,”
said Holford sternly. “T'll 'ave to ac-
count for the expenditure of petrol. Tt
exceedsthemileage indicated, yousee.”

“T'msorry,” I repeated. After all,
that is the way that taxpayers regard
most crises.

The house-door opened and Penfen-
tenyou and another came out into the
now thinning rain.

“Ah! There you both are! Here's
Lingnam,” he cried. “He'’s got a little
wet. He's had to change.”

We saw that. T was too sore and
weak to begin another laugh, but the
Agent-General crumpled up where he
stood. The late Mr. Bellamy must
have been a man of tremendous per-
sonality, which he had impressed on
every angle of his garments. I was
told later that he had died in delirium
tremens, which at once explained the
pattern, and the reason why Mr. Ling-
nam, writhing inside it, swore so in-
spiredly. Of the deliberate and diffuse

“Thaven't had
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Federationist there remained no trace,
save the binoculars and two damp whisk-
ers. We stood on the pavement, before
Elemental Man calling on Elemental Pow-
ers to condemn and incinerate Creation.

“Well, hadn't we better be getting
back?” said the Agent-General in a pause.

“Look out!” I remarked casually.
“Those bonnet-boxes are full of bees still!”

“Are they?’ said the livid Mr. Ling-
nam, and tilted them over with the late
Mr. Bellamy’s large boots. Deborah
rolled out in drenched lumps into the
swilling gutter. There was a muffled
shriek at the window where Mrs. Bellamy
gesticulated.

“It's all right. I've paid for them,”
said Mr. Lingnam. He dumped out the
last dregs like mould from a pot-bound
flower-pot.

“What? Are you going to take 'em
home with you? "' said the Agent-General.

“1t's night or Bliicher, Mister.""—Page 144.
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“No!” He passed a wet hand over his window), and swept on.
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That which

streaky forehead. “Wasn't therea bicycle came out behind her, was, as Holford
was the beginningof this trouble?”’ said he. truly observed, no joy-wheel. Mr. Ling-
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The late Mr. Bellamy must have been a man of tremendous personality,. —Page 147.

“Tt’s under the fore-axle, sir,” said
Holford promptly. “I can fish it out
from ’ere.”

“Not till I've done with it, please.”
Before we could stop him he had jumped
into the car and taken charge. The hire-
ling leaped into her collar,surged,shrieked
(less loudly than Mrs. Bellamy at the

nam swung round the big drum in the
market-place and thundered back, shout-
ing: “Leave it alone. It's my meat!”

“Mince-meat, 'e means,” said Holford
after this second trituration. “You
couldn’t say now it ’ad ever been one,
could your”

Mrs. Bellamy opened the window and
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spoke. It appears she had only charged
for damage to the bicycle, not for the en-
tire machine which Mr. Lingnam was
ruthlessly gleaning, spoke by spoke, from
the highway and cramming into the slack
of the hood. At last he answered, and I
have never seen a man foam at the mouth
before. “If you don’t stop, I shall come
into your house—in this car—and climb
upstairs and Crippen you!”

She stopped; he stopped. Holford took
the wheel, and we got away. It was time,
for the sun shone after the storm, and
Deborah beneath the tiles and the eaves
already felt its reviving influence compel
her to her interrupted labors of federa-
tion. We warned the village policeman at
the far end of the street that he might
have to suspend traffic again. The genial
and versatile proprietor of the giddy-go-
rounds, swings, and cocoa-nut shies want-
ed to know from whom, in this world and
another, he could recover damages. Mr.
Lingnam referred him most directly to
Mrs. Bellamy. . . . .
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Late, oh, very late, that evening Mr.
Lingnam rose stiffly in his place to make a
few remarks on the Federation of the Em-
pire on the lines of Co-ordinated, Offen-
sive Operations, backed by the Entire
Effective Forces, Moral, Military and
Fiscal, of permanently Mobilized Com-
munities, the whole brought to bear with-
out any respect to the merits of any casus
belli, instantaneously, automatically, and
remorsely at the first faint buzz of war.

“The trouble with Us,” said he, ‘“is that
We take such an infernally long time mak-
ing sure that We are right that We don’t
go ahead when things happen. For in-
stance, I ought to have gone ahead instead
of pulling up when I hit that bicycle.”

“But you were in the wrong, Lingnam,
when you turned to the right,” T put in.

“I don’t want to hear any more of your
damned, detached, mugwumping excuses
for the other fellow,” he snapped.

“Now you're beginning to see things,”
said Penfentenyou. “I hope you won’t
backslide when the swellings go down.”
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A come; and the shivering

) young traveller from Bos-

§ ton, who had so confident-

- 1yc0untedon]umpmg1nto

it whcu he left the train at Northridge

Junction, found himself standing alone

on the open platform, exposed to the full
assault of night-fall and winter.

The blast that swept him came off New
Hampshire snow-fields and ice-hung for-
ests. It seemed to have traversed inter-
minable leagues of frozen silence, fill-
ing them with the same cold roar and
sharpening its edge against the same
bitter black-and-white landscape. Dark,
searching, and sword-like, it alternately
muffled and harried its victim, like a bull-
fighter now whirling his cloak and now
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planting his darts. This analogy brought
home to the young man the fact that he
himself had no cloak, and that the over-
coat in which he had faced the relatively
temperateairsof Boston seemedno thicker
than a sheet of paper on the bleak heights
of Northridge. George Faxon said to him-
self that the place was uncommonly well-
named. It clung to an exposed ledge over
the valley from which the train had lifted
him, and the wind combed it with teeth
of steel that he seemed actually to hear
scraping against the wooden sides of the
station. Other building there was none:
the village lay far down the road, and
thither—since the Weymore sleigh had
not come— Faxon saw himself under the
immediate necessity of plodding through
several feet of snow.

He understood well enough what had
happened at Weymore: his hostess had
forgotten that he was coming. Young as
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Faxon was, this sad lucidity of soul had
been acquired as the result of long experi-
ence, and he knew that the visitors who
can least afford to hire a carriage are al-
most always those whom their hosts forget
to send for. Yet to say Mrs. Culme had
forgotten him was perhaps too crude a
way of putting it. Similar incidents led
him to think that she had probably told
her maid to tell the butler to telephone
the coachman to tell one of the grooms
(if no one else needed him) to drive over
to Northridge to fetch the new secretary;
but on a night like this what groom who
respected his rights would fail to forget
the order?

Faxon's obvious course was to struggle
through the drifts to the village, and there
rout out a sleigh to convey him to Wey-
more; but what if, on his arrival at Mrs.
Culme’s, no one remembered to ask him
what this devotion to duty had cost?
That, again, was one of the contingencies
he had expensively learned to look out
for, and the perspicacity so acquired told
him it would be cheaper to spend the
night at the Northridge inn, and advise
Mrs. Culme of his presence there by tele-
phone. He had reached this decision, and
was about toentrust his luggageto a vague
man with a lantern who seemed to have
some loose connection with the railway
company, when his hopes were raised by
the sound of sleigh-bells.

Two vehicles were just dashing up to
the station, and from the foremost there
sprang a young man swathed in furs.

“Weymore?— No, these are not the
Weymore sleighs.”

The voice was that of the youth who
had jumped to the platform—a voice so
agreeable that, in spite of the words, it fell
reassuringly on Faxon’s ears. At the same
moment the wandering station-lantern,
casting a transient light on the speaker,
showed his features to be in the pleasant-
est harmony with his voice. He was very
fair and very young—hardly in the twen-
ties, Faxon thought—but his face, though
full of a morning freshness, was a trifle too
thin and fine-drawn, as though a vivid
spirit contended in him with a strain of
physical weakness. Faxonwasperhaps the
quicker to notice such delicacies of bal-
ance because his own temperament hung
on lightly vibrating nerves, which yet, as

hé believed, would never quite swing him
beyond the arc of a normal sensibility.

“You expected a sleigh from Wey-
more? "’ the youth continued, standing be-
side Faxon like a slender column of fur.

Mrs. Culme’s secretary explained his
difficulty, and the new-comer brushed it
aside with a contemptuous “Oh, Mrs.
Culme !’ that carried both speakers a long
way toward reciprocal understanding.

“But then you must be—"" The youth
broke off with a smile of interrogation.

“The new secretary? Yes. But ap-
parently there are no notes to be answered
this evening.” - Faxon’s laugh deepened
the sense of solidarity which had so
promptly established itself between the
two.

The new-comer laughed also. “Mrs.
Culme,” he explained, “ was lunching at
my uncle’s today, and she said you were
due this evening. But seven hours is a
long time for Mrs. Culme to remember
anything.”

“Well,” said Faxon philosophically,
“T suppose that’s one of the reasons why
she needs a secretary. And I've always
the inn at Northridge,” he concluded.

The youth laughed again. He was at
the age when predicaments are food for
gaiety.

“Oh, but you haven't, though! It
burned down last week.”

“The deuce it did!” said Faxon; but
the humour of the situation struck him
also before its inconvenience. His life,
for years past, had been mainly a succes-
sion of resigned adaptations, and he had
learned, before dealing practically with
his embarrassments, to extract from most
of them a small tribute of amusement.

“Oh, well, there's sure to be somebody
in the place who can put me up.”

“No one your could put up with. Be-
sides, Northridge is three miles off, and
our place—in the opposite direction—is
a little nearer.” Through the darkness,
Faxon saw his friend sketch a gesture
of self-introduction, “My name’s Frank
Rainer, and I'm staying with my uncle at
Overdale. I've driven over to meet two
friends of his, who are due in a few min-
utes from New York. If you don’t mind
waiting till they arrive I'm sure Over-
dale can do you better than Northridge.
We're only down from town for a few
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days, but the house is always ready for
a-lot of people.”

“But your uncle—?"" Faxon could only
object, with the odd sense, through his
embarrassment, that it would be magic-
ally dispelled by his invisible friend’s next
words.

““Oh, my uncle—you’ll see! T answer
for him ! 1 daresay you've heard of him
—John Lavington?”

John Lavington! There was a cer-
tain irony in asking if one had heard of
John Lavington! Even from a post of
observation as obscure as that of Mrs.
Culme’s secretary, the rumour of John
Lavington’s money, of his pictures, his
politics, his charities and his hospitality,
was as difficult to escape as the roar of
a cataract in a mountain solitude. It
might almost have been said that the
one place in which one would not have
expected to come upon him was in just
such a solitude as now surrounded the
speakers—at least in this deepest hour
of its desertedness. But it was just like
Lavington’s brilliant ubiquity to put one
in the wrong even there.

“Oh, yes, I've heard of your uncle.”

“Then you will come, won’t you?
We've only five minutes to wait,” young
Rainer urged, in the tone that dispels
scruples by ignoring them; and Faxon
found himself accepting the invitation as
simply as it was offered.

A delay in the arrival of the New York
train lengthened their five minutes to fif-
teen; and as they paced the icy platform
Faxon began to see why it had seemed
the most natural thing in the world to
accede to his new acquaintance’s sugges-
tion. It was because Frank Rainer was
one of the privileged beings who simplify
human intercourse by the atmosphere of
confidence and good humour they diffuse.
He produced this effect, Faxon noted, by
the exercise of no gift save his youth, of
no art save his sincerity; but these quali-
ties were revealed in a smile of such ap-
pealing sweetness that Faxon felt, as never
before, what Nature can achieve when
she deigns to match the face with the
mind.

He learned that the young man was
the ward, and only nephew, of John Lav-
ington, with whom he had made his
home since the death of his mother, the
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great man’s sister. Mr. Lavington, Rain-
er said, had been “a regular brick "’ to him
—“But then he is to every one, you
know"—and the young fellow’s situation
seemed in fact to be perfectly in keeping
with his person. Apparently the only
shade that had ever rested on him was
cast by the physical weakness which Fax-
on had already detected. Young Rainer
had been threatened with a disease of
the lungs which, according to the highest
authorities, made banishment to Arizona
or New Mexico inevitable. “But luckily
my uncle didn't pack me off, as most peo-
ple would have done, without getting an-
other opinion. Whose? Oh, an awfully
clever chap, a young doctor with a lot
of new ideas, who simply laughed at my
being sent away, and said I'd do perfect-
Iy well in New York if T didn’t dine out
too much, and if I dashed off occasionally
to Northridge for a little fresh air. So
it’s really my uncle’s doing that I'm not
in exile—and I feel no end better since
the new chap told me I needn’t bother.”
Young Rainer went on to confess that he
was extremely fond of dining out, dancing
and other urban distractions; and Faxon,
listening to him, concluded that the phy-
sician who had refused to cut him off al-
together from these pleasures was proba-
bly a better psychologist than his seniors.

‘“All the same you ought to be careful,
you know.” The sense of elder-brotherly
concern that forced the words from Faxon
made him, as he spoke, slip his arm im-
pulsively through Frank Rainer’s.

The latter met the movement with a
responsive pressure. ‘“Oh, I am: awfully,
awfully. And then my uncle has such an
eye on me!”’

“But if your uncle has such an eye on
you, what does he say to your swallow-
ing knives out here in this Siberian wild? "

Rainer raised his fur collar with a care-
less gesture. ““It’s not that that does it
—the cold’s good for me.”

“And it’s not the dinners and dances?
What isit, then?”” Faxon good-humoured-
ly insisted; to which his companion an-
swered with a laugh: “Well, my uncle
says it's being bored; and I rather think
he’s right!”

His laugh ended in a spasm of coughing
and a struggle for breath that made
Faxon, still holding his arm, guide him
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hastily into the shelter of the fireless
walting-room.

Young Rainer had dropped down on
the bench against the wall and pulled off
one of his fur gloves to grope for a hand-
kerchief. He tossed aside his cap and
drew the handkerchief across hisforehead,
which was intensely white, and beaded
with moisture, though his face retained
a healthy glow. But Faxon's gaze re-
mained fastened to the hand he had un-
covered: it was so long, so colourless, so
wasted, so much older than the brow he
passed it aver.

“It's queer—a healthy face but dying
hands,” the secretary mused; he some-
how wished young Rainer had kept on
his glove. ;

The whistle of the express drew the
young men to their feet, and the next
moment two heavily-furred gentlemen
had descended to the platform and were
breasting the rigour of the night. Frank
Rainer introduced them as Mr. Grisben
and Mr. Balch, and Faxon, while their
luggage was being lifted into the second
sleigh, discerned them, by the roving lan-
tern-gleam, to be an elderly grey-headed
pair, apparently of the average prosper-
ous business cut.

They saluted their host’s nephew with
friendly familiarity, and Mr. Grisben,
who seemed the spokesman of the two,
ended his greeting with a genial—"and
many many more of them, dear bhoy!”
which suggested to Faxon that their ar-
rival coincided with an anniversary. But
he could not press the enquiry, for the
seat allotted him was at the coachman's
side, while Frank Rainer joined his uncle’s
guests inside the sleigh.

A swift flight (behind such horses as
one could be sure of John Lavington's
having) brought them to tall gate-posts,
an illuminated lodge, and an avenue on
which the snow had been levelled to the
smoothness of marble. At the end of the
avenue the long house loomed through
trees, its principal bullk dark but one
wing sending out a ray of welcome; and
the next moment Faxon was receiving a
violent impression of warmth and light,
of hot-house plants, hurrying servants, a
vast spectacular oak hall like a stage-
setting, and, in its unreal middle distance,
a small concise hgure, correctly dressed,
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conventionally featured, and utterly un-
like his rather florid conception of the
greal John Lavington.

The shock of the contrast remained
with him through his hurried dressing in
the large impersonally luxurious bedroom
to which he had been shown. “I don't
see where he comes in,”’ was the only way
he could put it, so difficult was it to fit
the exuberance of Lavington’s public per-
sonality into his host's contracted frame
and manner. Mr. Lavington, to whom
Faxon's case had been rapidly explained
by young Rainer, had welcomed him with
a sort of dry and stilted cordiality that
exactly matched his narrow face, his stiff
hand, the whiff of scent on his evening
handkerchief. ‘““Make yoursell at home
at home!" he had repeated, in a tone
that suggested, on his own part, a com-
plete inability to perform the feat he
urged on his visitor. “Any friend of
Frank’s . . . delighted . . . make yourself
thoroughly at home!"”

11

In spite of the balmy temperature and
complicated conveniences of Faxon's bed-
room, the injunction was not easy to obey.
It was wonderful luck to have found a
night’s shelter under the opulent roof
of Overdale, and he tasted the physical
satisfaction to the full. But the place, for
all its ingenuities of comfort, was oddly
cold and unwelcoming, He couldn’t have
said why, and could only suppose that
Mr. Lavington's intense personality—in-
tensely negative, but intense all the same
—must, in some occult way, have penc-
trated every corner of his dwelling. Per-
haps, though, it was merely that Faxon
himselfl was tired and hungry, more deeply
chilled than he had known till he came in
from the cold, and unutterably sick of
all strange houses, and of the prospect of
perpetually treading other people’s stairs.

“T hope you're not famished?” Rain-
er’s slim figure was in the doorway. “My
uncle has a little husiness to attend to
with Mr. Grishen, and we don’t dine for
half an hour. Shall I fetch you, or can
you find your way down? Come straight
to the dining-room—the second door on
the left of the long gallery.”

He disappeared, leaving a ray of warmth
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behind him, and Faxon, relieved, lit a cig-
arette and sat down by the fire.

Looking about with less haste, he was
struck by a detail that had escaped him,
The room was full of flowers—a mere
“bachelor’s room,” in the wing of a house
opened only for a few days, in the dead
middle of a New Hampshire winter!
Flowers were everywhere, not in sense-
less profusion, but placed with the same
conscious art he had reéemarked in the
grouping of the blossoming shrubs that
filled the hall. A vase of arums stood
on the writing-table, a cluster of strange-
hued carnations on the stand at his el-
bow, and from wide bowls of glass and
porcelain clumps of freesia-bulbs diffused
their melting fragrance. The fact implied
acres of glass—but that was the least in-
teresting part of it. The flowers them-
selves, their quality, selection and arrange-
ment, attested on some one’s part—andon
whose but John Lavington's?—a solicitous
and sensitive passion for that particular
embodiment of beauty. Well, it simply
made the man, as he had appeared to
Faxon, all the harder to understand!

The half hour elapsed, and Faxon, re-
joicing at the near prospect of food,
set out to make his way to the dining-
room. He had not noticed the direction
he had followed in going to his room,
and was puzzled, when he left it, to find
that two staircases, of apparently equal
importance, invited him. He chose the
one to his right, and reached, at its foot, a
long gallery such as Rainer had described.
The gallery was empty, the doors down
its length were closed; but Rainer had
said: “Thesecond to theleft,” and Faxon,
after pausing for some chance enlighten-
* ment which did not come, laid his hand on
the second knob to the left.

The room he entered was square, with
dusky picture-hung walls. 1In its centre,
about a table lit by veiled lamps, he fan-
cied Mr. Lavington and his guests to be
already seated at dinner; then he per-
ceived that the table was covered not
with viands but with papers, and that he
had blundered into what seemed to be his
host’s study. As he paused in the ir-
resolution of embarrassment Frank Rainer
looked up.

“0Oh, here's Mr. Faxon.
him S

Why not ask
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Mr. Lavington, from the end of the
table, reflected his nephew’s smile in a
glance of impartial benevolence.

“Certainly. Come in, Mr. Faxon. If
you won't think it a liberty ¥

Mr. Grisben, who sat opposite his host,
turned his solid head toward hedoor. “Of
course Mr. Faxon's an American citizen?”

Frank Rainer laughed. “That’s all
right! . .. Oh, no, not one of your pin-
pointed pens, Uncle Jack! Haven't you
got a quill somewhere?"”

Mr. Balch, who spoke slowly and as if
reluctantly, in a muliled voice of which
there seemed to be very little left, raised

his hand to say: ““One moment: you
acknowledge this to be 2
“ My last will and testament?”  Rain-

“Well, T won't an-
It’s the first one,

er’s laugh redoubled.
swer for the ‘last’
any way.”

“It’s a mere formula,” Mr. Balch ex-
plained.

“Well, here goes."” Rainer dipped his
quill in the inkstand his uncle had pushed
in his direction, and dashed a gallant sig-
nature across the document,

Faxon, understanding what was ex-
pected of him, and conjecturing that the
young man was signing his will on the at-
tainment of his majority, had placed
himself behind Mr. Grishen, and stood
awaiting his turn to affix his name to the
instrument. Rainer, having signed, was
about to push the paper across the table
to Mr. Balch; but the latter, again rais-
ing his hand, said in his sad imprisoned
voice: “The seal P

“Oh, does there have to be a seal?”

Faxon,looking over Mr. Grisben at John
Lavington, saw a faint frown between
his impassive eyes. ‘“Really, Frank!”
He seemed, Faxon thought, slightly irri-
tated by his nephew’s frivolity.

“Who's got a seal?” Frank Rainer con-
tinued, glancing about the table.  “There
doesn’t seem to be one here.”

Mr. Grisben interposed. “A wafer will
do. Lavington, you have a wafer?”

Mr. Lavington had recovered his se-
renity. “There must be some in one of
the drawers. But I'm ashamed to say
I don't know where my secretary keeps
these things. He ought, of course, to
have seen to it that a wafer was sent with
the document.”
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“Oh, hang it—"" Frank Rainer pushed
the paper aside: “It’s the hand of God—
and I'm as hungry as a wolf. Let’s dine
first, Uncle Jack.”

“I think I've a seal upstairs,” said
Faxon suddenly.

Mr. Lavington sent him a barely per-
ceptible smile. *““So sorry to give you
the trouble——"

“Oh, I say, don’t send him after it now.
Let’s wait till after dinner!”

Mr. Lavington continued to smile en his
guest, and the latter, as if under the faint
coercion of the smile, turned from the
room and ran upstairs. Having taken the
seal from his writing-case he came down

again, and once more opened the door of.

the study. No one was speaking when he
entered—they were evidently awaiting his
return with the mute impatience of hun-
ger, and he put the seal in Rainer’s reach,
and stood watching while Mr, Grisben
struck a match and held it to one of the
candles flanking the inkstand. As the
wax descended on the paper Faxon re-
marked again the singular emaciation,
the premature physical weariness, of the
hand that held it: he wondered if Mr.
Lavington had ever noticed his nephew’s
hand, and if it were not poignantly visible
to him now.

With this thought in his mind, Faxon
raised his eyes to look at Mr. Lavington.
The great man’s gaze rested on Frank
Rainer with an expression of untroubled
benevolence; and at the same instant Fax-
on’s attention was attracted by the pres-
ence in the room of another person, who
must have joined the group while he was
upstairs searching for the seal. The new-
comer was a man of about Mr. Laving-
ton’s age and figure, who stood directly
behind his chair, and who, at the moment
when Faxon first saw him, was gazing
at young Rainer with an equal intensity
of attention. The likeness between the
two men—perhaps increased by the fact
that the hooded lamps on the table left
the figure behind the chair in shadow—
struck Faxon the more because of the
strange contrastin their expression. John
Lavington, during his nephew’s blunder-
ing attempt to drop the wax and apply the
seal, continued to fasten on him a look of
half-amused afiection; while the man be-
hind the chair, so oddly reduplicating the
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lines of his features and figure, turned on
the boy a face of pale hostility.

The impression was so startling Faxon
forgot what was going on about him. He
was just dimly aware of young Rainer’s ex-
claiming: “Your turn, Mr. Grisben!” of
Mr. Grisben’s ceremoniously protesting:
“No—no; Mr. Faxon first,” and of the
pen’s being thereupon transferred to his
own hand. He received it with a deadly
sense of being unable to move, or even to
understand what was expected of him, till
he became conscious of Mr. Grisben’s
paternally pointing out the precise spot
on which he was to leave his autograph.
The effort to fix his attention and steady
his hand prolonged the process of signing,
and when he stood up—a strange weight
of fatigue on all his limbs—the figure be-
hind Mr. Lavington's chair was gone.

Faxon felt an immediate sense of relief.
It was puzzling that the man’s exit should
have been so rapid and noiseless, but the
door behind Mr. Lavington was screened
by a tapestry hanging, and Faxon con-
cluded that the unknown looker-on had
merely had to raise it to pass out. At
any rate, he was gone, and with his with-
drawal the strange weight was lifted.
Young Rainer was lighting a cigarette,
Mr. Balch meticulously inscribing his
name at the foot of the document, Mr.
Lavington—his eyes no longer on hisneph-
ew—examining a strange white-winged
orchid in the vase at his elbow. Every
thing suddenly seemed to have grown
natural and simple again, and Faxon
found himself responding with a smile to
the affable gesture with which his host de-
clared: “And now, Mr. Faxon, we'll dine.”

111

“I wonper how T blundered into the
wrong room just now; I thought you
told me to take the second door to the
left,” Faxon said to Frank Rainer as they
followed the older men down the gallery.

“So I did; but I probably forgot to
tell you which staircase to take. Coming
from your bedroom, T ought to have said
the fourth door to the right. It’s a puz-
zling house, because my uncle keeps add-
ing to it from year to year. He built this
room last summer for his modern pictures.”

Young Rainer, pausing to open another
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door, touched an electric buttonwhich sent
a circle of light about the walls of a long
room hung with canvases of the French
impressionist school.

Faxon advanced, attracted by a shim-
mering Monet, but Rainer laid a hand
on his arm.

“He hought that last week for a thun-
dering price. But come along—TI'll show
you all this after dinner. Or /e will
rather—he loves it.”

“Does he really love things?”

Rainer stated, clearly perplexed at the
question. “Rather! Flowers and pic-
tures especially! Haven’t you noticed
the flowers? 1 suppose you think his
manner’s cold; it seems so at first; but
he’s really awfully keen about things.”

Faxon looked quickly at the speaker.
“Has your uncle a brother?”

“Brother? No—never had. He and
my mother were the only ones.”

“Or any relation who—who looks like
him? Who might be mistaken for him?”

“Not that I ever heard of. Does he
remind you of some one?”

IiYeS‘!!

“That's queer.
got a double.

We'll ask him if he’s
1)'

Come on!

But another picture had arrested Fax-

on, and some minutes elapsed before he
" and his young host reached the dining-
room. It was a large room, with the same
conventionally handsome furniture and
delicately grouped flowers; and Faxon’s
first glance showed him that only three
men were seated about the dining-table.
The man who had stood behind Mr. Lav-
ington’s chair was not present, and no seat
awaited him.

When the young men entered, Mr.
Grisben was speaking, and his host, who
faced the door, sat looking down at his un-
touched soup-plate and turning the spoon
about in his small dry hand.

“It’s pretty late to call them rumours
—they were devilish close to facts when
we left town this morning,” Mr. Grisben
was saying, with an unexpected incisive-
ness of tone.

Mr. Lavington laid down his spoon and
smiled interrogatively. “Oh,facts—what
are facts?  Just the way a thing happens
to look at a given minute. . . ”

“You haven’t heard anything from
town?”” Mr. Grisben persisted.
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“Notasyllable. Soyousee. . . Balch,
a little more of that petite marmite. Mr.

Faxon . . . between Frank and Mr. Gris-
ben, please.”

The dinner progressed through a series
of complicated courses, ceremoniously
dispensed by a stout butler attended by
three tall footmen, and it was evident
that Mr. Lavington took a somewhat
puerile satisfaction in the pageant. That,
Faxon reflected, was probably the joint
in his armour—that and the flowers.
He had changed the subject—not abrupt-
ly but firmly—when the young men en-
tered, but Faxon perceived that it still
possessed the thoughts of the two elder-
ly visitors, and Mr. Balch presently ob-
served, in a voice that seemed to come
from the last survivor down a mine-shaft:
“Tf it does come, it will be the biggest
crash since 'g3."”

Mr. Lavington looked bored but polite.
“Wall Street can stand crashes better
than it could then. s got a robuster
constitution.”

“Yes; but

““Speaking of constitutions,” Mr. Gris-
ben intervened: “Frank, are you taking
care of yourself?”

A flush rose to young Rainer’s cheeks.

“Why, of course! Isn’t that what I'm
here for?”

“You're here about three days in the
month, aren’t you? And the rest of the
time it’s crowded restaurants and hot ball-
rooms in town. I thought you were to
be shipped off to New Mexicor”

“Oh, I've got a new man who says
that’s rot.”

“Well, you don’t look as if your new
man were right,”” said Mr. Grisben bluntly.

Faxon saw the lad's colour fade, and
the rings of shadow deepen under his gay
eyes. At the same moment his uncle
turned to him with a renewed intensity
of attention. There was such solicitude
in Mr. Lavington’s gaze that it seemed
almost to fling a tangible shield between
his nephew and Mr. Grisben's tactless
scrutiny.

“We think Frank’s a good deal better
he began; ‘this new doctor

The butler, coming up, bent discreetly
to whisper a word in his ear, and the
communication caused a sudden change in
Mr. Lavington’s expression. His face was

bk
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naturally so colourless that it seemed not
so much to pale as to fade, to dwindle
and recede into something blurred and
blotted-out. He half rose, sat down again
and sent a rigid smile about the table.

“Will you excuse me? The telephone.
Peters, go on with the dinner.” With
small precise steps he walked out of the
door which one of the footmen had ha-
stened to throw open.

A momentary silence fell on the group;
then Mr. Grishen once more addressed
himself to Rainer. “You ought to have
gone, my boy; you ought to have gone.”

The anxious look returned to the
vouth's eyes. “My uncle doesn't think
s0, really.”

“You're not a baby, to be always gov-
erned on your uncle’s opinion. You came
of age today, didn't you? Your uncle
spoils you . . . that'swhat's the matter. . ."”

The thrust evidently went home, for
Rainer laughed and looked down with a
slight accession of colour,

“But the doctor i

“ Use your common sense, Frank! You
had to try twenty doctors to find one to
tell you what you wanted to be told.”

A look of apprehension overshadowed
Rainer’s gaiety. “Oh, come—I say!

What would you do?” he stammered.

“Pack up and jump on the first train.”
Mr. Grisben leaned forward and laid a
firm hand on the young man’s arm.
“Look here: my nephew Jim Grishen is
out there ranching on a big scale. Hc'll
take you in and be glad to have you.
You say your new doctor thinks it won't
do you any good; but he doesn't pretend
to say it will do you harm, does he? Well,
then—give it a trial. It'll take you out
of hot theatres and night restaurants, any-
how... And all the rest of it... Eh,
Balch?”

“Gol!™ said Mr. Balch hollowly. “Go
al once,” he added, as if a closer look at the
youth's face had impressed on him the
need of backing up his friend.

Young Rainer had turned ashy-pale.
He tried to stiffen his mouth into a smile.
“Do I look as bad as all that?”

Mr. Grisben was helping himsell to ter-
rapin.  “You look like the day after an
earthaquake,” he said concisely.

The terrapin had encircled the table,
and been deliberately enjoyed by Mr.
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Lavington’s three visitors (Rainer, Faxon
noticed, left his plate untouched) before
the door was thrown open to re-admit
their host.

Mr. Lavington advanced with an air of
recovered composure. He seated him-
self, picked up his napkin and consulted
thegold-monogrammed menu. “No,don’t
bring back the filet... Some terrapin;
yes...”"  He looked affably about the
table. ‘“Sorry to have deserted you, but
the storm has played the deuce with the
wires, and I had to wait a long time he-
fore I could get a good connection. It
must be blowing up for a blizzard.”

“Uncle Jack,” young Rainer broke out,
“Mr. Grisben’s been lecturing me.”

Mr. Lavington was helping himself to
terrapin.  “ Ah—what about?”

“He thinks T ought to have given New
Mexico a show.”

“T want him to go straight out to my
nephew at Santa Paz and stay there till
his next birthday.” Mr. Lavington signed
to the butler to hand the terrapin to Mr.
Grishen, who, as he took a second help-
ing, addressed himself again to Rainer.
“Jim’s in New York now, and going back
the day after tomorrow in Olyphant’s pri-
vate car. I'll ask Olyphant to squeeze you
in if you'll go. And when you've been
out there a week or two, in the saddle all
day and sleeping nine hours a night, I sus-
pect you won’t think much of the doctor
who prescribed New Vork.”

Faxon spoke up, he knew not why., “1
was out there once: it's a splendid life.
I saw a fellow—oh, a really bad case—
who'd been simply made over by it.”

“It does sound jolly,” Rainer laughed,
a sudden eagerness of anticipation in his
tone.

His uncle looked at him gently.
haps Grisben’s right. :
ty b3}

_Faxonlooked up with a start: the figure
dimlyperceived in the studywas now more
visibly and tangibly planted behind Mr.
Lavington’s chair.

“That’s right, Frank: you see your
uncle approves. And the trip out there
with Olyphant isn’t a thing to be missed.
So drop a few dozen dinners and be at the
Grand Central the day after tomorrow at
five.”

Mr. Grisben’s pleasant grey eye sought

“Per-
It’s an opportuni-
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corroboration of his host, and Faxon, in
a cold anguish of suspense, continued to
watch him as he turned his glance on Mr.
Lavington. One could not look at Lav-
ington without seeing the presence at
his back, and it was clear that, the next
minute, some change in Mr. Grisben’s ex-
pression must give his watcher a clue.

But Mr. Grisben’s expression did not
change: the gaze he fixed on his host re-
mained unperturbed, and the clue he gave
was the startling one of not seeming to
see the other figure.

Faxon’s first impulse was to look away,
to look anywhere else, to resort again to
the champagne glass the watchful butler
had already brimmed; but some fatal at-
traction, at war in him with an over-
whelming physical resistance, held hiseyes
upon the spot they feared.

The figure was still standing, more dis-
tinctly, and therefore more resemblingly,
at Mr. Lavington’s back; and while the
latter continued to gaze affectionately at
his nephew, his counterpart, as before,
fixed young Rainer with eyes of deadly
menace.

Faxon, with what felt like an actual
wrench of the muscles, dragged his own
eyes from the sight to scan the other coun-
tenances about the table; but not one
revealed the least consciousness of what he
saw, and a sense of mortal isolation sank
upon him.

“It’s worth considering, certainly—"
he heard Mr. Lavington continue; and as
Rainer’s face lit up, the face behind his
uncle’s chair seemed to gather into its look
all the fierce weariness of old unsatisfied
hates. That was the thing that, as the
minutes laboured by, Faxon was becom-
ing most conscious of. The watcher be-
hind the chair was no longer merely
malevolent: he had grown suddenly, un-
utterably tired. His hatred seemed to
well up out of the very depths of balked
effort and thwarted hopes, and the fact
made him more pitiable, and yet more
dire.

Faxon’slook reverted to Mr, Lavington,
as if to surprise in him a corresponding
change. At first none was visible: his
pinched smile was screwed to his blank
face like a gas-light to a white-washed
wall. Then the fixity of the smile became
ominous: Faxon saw that its wearer was
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afraid to let it go. It was evident that
Mr. Lavington was unutterably tired too,
and the discovery sent a colder current
through Faxon’s veins.  Looking down at
his untouched plate, he caught the solicit-
ing twinkle of the champagne glass; but
the sight of the wine turned him sick.

“Well, we'll go into the details pres-
ently,” he heard Mr. Lavington say, still
on the question of his nephew's future.
“Let’s have a cigar first. No—not here,
Peters.” He turned his smile on Faxon.
“When we've had coffee I want to show
you my pictures.”

“Oh, by the way, Uncle Jack—Mr.
Faxon wants to know if you've got a
double? ™

“A double?” Mr, Lavington, still smil-
ing, continued to address himself to his
guest. “Not that I know of. Have you
seen one, Mr. Faxon?”

Faxon thought: “My God, if I look up
now they’ll both be looking at me!” To
avoid raising his eyes he made as though
to lift the glass to his lips; but his hand
sank inert, and he looked up. Mr. Lav-
ington’s glance was politely bent on him,
but with a loosening of the strain about
his heart he saw that the figure behind the
chair still kept its gaze on Rainer.

“Do you think you've seen my double,
Mr. Faxon?”

Would the other face turn if he said yes?
Faxon felt a dryness in his throat. “No,”
he answered.

“Ah? 1t’s possible I've a dozen. 1 be-
lieve I'm extremely usual-looking,” Mr.
Lavington went on conversationally; and
still the other face watched Rainer.

“It was...a mistake...a confusion
of memory. . .”’ Faxon heard himsell stam-
mer. Mr. Lavington pushed back his
chair, and as he did so Mr. Grisben sud-
denly leaned forward.

“Lavington! What" have we been
thinking of? We haven’t drunk Frank’s
health!”

Mr. Lavington reseated himself. My
dear boy! ... Peters, another bottle. ..”
He turned to his nephew. “‘After such a
sin of omission I don’t presume to propose
the toast myself . . . but Frank knows. ..
Go ahead, Grisbhen!”

The boy shone on his uncle. *“No, no,
Uncle Jack! Mr. Grisben won't mind.
Nobody but you—today!”
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The butler was replenishing the glasses.
He filled Mr. Lavington’s last, and Mr.
Lavington put out his small hand to raise
it. .. As he did so, Faxon looked away.

“Well, then—All the good I've wished
youin all the past years. .. T put itinto
the prayer that the coming ones may be
healthy and happy and many...and
many, dear boy!”

Faxon saw the hands about him reach
out for their glasses. Automatically, he
made the same gesture. His eyes were
still on the table, and he repeated to him-
selfl with a trembling vehemence: “I
won't look up! Iwon’t... Twon't...”

His fingers clasped the stem of the glass,
and raised it to the level of his lips. He
saw the other hands making the same mo-

tion. He heard Mr. Grisben's genial
“Hear! Hear!” and Mr. Balch’s hollow
echo. He said to himself, as the rim of

the glass touched his lips: “I won’t look
up! T swear I won't!—"" and he looked.

The glass was so full that it required an
extraordinary effort to hold it there, brim-
ming and suspended, during the awful in-
terval before he could trust his hand to
lower it again, untouched, to the table.
It was this merciful preoccupation which
saved him, kept him from crying out,
from losing his hold, from slipping down
into the bottomless blackness that gaped
for him. As long as the problem of the
glass engaged him he felt able to keep his
seat, manage his muscles, fit unnoticeably
into the group; but as the glass touched
the table his last link with safety snapped.
He stood up and dashed out of the room.

1Y

In the gallery, the instinct of self-pres-
ervation helped him to turn back and sign
to young Rainer not to follow. Hestam-
mered out something about a touch of
dizziness, and joining them presently; and
the boy waved an unsuspecting hand and
drew back.

At the foot of the stairs Faxon ran
against a servant. ‘I should like to tele-
phone to Weymore,' he said with dry lips.

“Sorry, sir; wires all down. We've
been trying the last hour to get New York
again for Mr, Lavington.”

Faxon shot on to his room, burst into
it, and bolted the door. The mild lamp-
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light lay on furniture, flowers, books;
in the ashes a log still glimmered. He
dropped down on the sofa and hid his
face. The room was utterly silent, the
whole house was still: nothing about him
gave a hint of what was going on, darkly
and dumbly, in the horrible room he had
flown from, and with the covering of his
eyes oblivion and reassurance seemed to
fall on him. But they fell for a moment
only; then his lids opened again to the
monstrous vision. There it was, stamped
on his pupils, a part of him forever, an in-
delible horror burnt into his body and
brain. But why into his—just his? Why
had he alone been chosen to see what he
had seen? What business was it of Ais,
in God’s name? Any one of the others,
thus enlightened, might have exposed the
horror and defeated it; but /e, the one
weaponless and defenceless spectator, the
one whom none of the others would
believe or understand if he attempted
to reveal what he knew—/%e alone had
been singled out as the victim of this
atrocious initiation!

Suddenly he sat up, listening: he had
heard a step on the stairs. Some one, no
doubt, was coming to sce how he was—to
urge him, if he felt better, to go down and
join the smokers. Cautiously he opened
his door; yes, it was young Rainer’s step.
Faxon looked down the passage, remem-
bered the other stairway and darted to it,
All he wanted was to get out of the house.
Not another instant would he hreathe its
abominable air! What business was it of
his, in God's name?

He reached the opposite end of the lower
gallery, and beyond it saw the hall by
which he had entered. Tt was empty, and
on a long table he recognized his coat and
cap among the furs of the other travellers.
He got into his coat, unbolted the door,
and plunged into the purifying night.

The darkness was deep, and the cold
so intense that for an instant it stopped
his breathing. Then he perceived that
only a thin snow was falling, and resolutely
set his face for flight. The trees along
the avenue dimly marked his way as he
hastened with long strides over the beaten
snow. Gradually, while he walked, the
tumult in his brain subsided. The im-
pulse to Ay still drove him forward, but he
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began to feel that he was flying from a ter-
ror of his own creating, and that the most
urgent reason for escape was the need of
hiding his state, of shunning other eyes’
scrutiny till he should regain his balance.

Hehad spent the long hours in the train
in fruitless broodings on a discouraging
situation, and he remembered how his bit-
terness had turned to exasperation when
he found that the Weymore sleigh was not
awaiting him. It was absurd, of course;
but, though he had joked with Rainer
over Mrs. Culme’s forgetfulness, to con-
fess it had cost a pang. That was what
his rootless life had brought him to: for
lack of a personal stake in things his sensi-
bility was at the mercy of such trivial ac-
cidents. .. Yes; that, and the cold and
fatigue, the absenceof hope and thehaunt-
ing sense of starved aptitudes, all these
had brought him to the perilous verge
over which, once or twice before, his terri-
fied brain had hung.

Why else, in the name of any imagina-
ble logic, human or devilish, should he, a
stranger, be singled out for this experi-
ence? What could it mean to him, how
was he related to it, what bearing had it
on his case? . . . Unless,indeed, it was just
because- he was a stranger—a stranger
everywhere—because he had no personal
life, no warm strong screen of private ego-
tisms to shield him from exposure, that he
had developed this abnormal sensitive-
ness to the vicissitudes of others. The
thought pulled him up with a shudder.
No! Such a fate was too abominable; all
that was strong and sound in him rejected
it. A thousand times better regard him-
self as ill, disorganized, deluded, than as
the predestined victim of such warnings!

He reached the gates and paused before
the darkened lodge. The wind had risen
and was sweeping the snow into his face
in lacerating streamers. The cold had
him in its grasp again, and he stood uncer-
tain. Should he put his sanity to the test
and go back? He turned and looked down
the dark drive to the house. A single ray
shone through the trees, evoking a picture
of the lights, the flowers, the faces grouped
about that fatal room. He turned and
plunged out into the road. ..

He remembered that, about a mile from
Overdale, the coachman had pointed out
the road to Northridge; and he began to

walk in that direction. Once in the road,
he had the gale in his face, and the wet
snow on his moustache and eye-lashes
instantly hardened to metal. The same
metal seemed to be driving a million
blades into his throat and lungs, but he
pushed on, desperately determined, the
vision of the warm room pursuing him.

The snow in the road was deep and un-
even. He stumbled across ruts and sank
into drifts, and the wind rose before him
like a granite clifi. Now and then he
stopped, gasping, as if an invisible hand
had tightened an iron band about his
body; then he started again, stiffening
himself against the stealthy penetration
of the cold. The snow continued to de-
scend out of a pall of inscrutable darkness,
and once or twice he paused, fearing he
had missed the road to Northridge; but,
seeing no sign of a turn, he ploughed on
doggedly.

At last, feeling sure that he had walked
for more than a mile, he halted and looked
back. The act of turning brought imme-
diate relief, first because it put his back
to the wind, and then because, far down
the road, it showed him the advancing
gleam of a lantern. A sleigh was com-
ing—a sleigh that might perhaps give him
alift to the village! Fortified by the hope,
he began to walk back toward the light.
It seemed to come forward very slowly,
with unaccountable zigzags and waver-
ings; and even when he was within a few
yards of it he could catch no sound of
sleigh-bells. Then the light paused and
became stationary by the roadside, as
though carried by a pedestrian who had
stopped, exhausted by the cold. The
thought made Faxon hasten on, and a
momnient later he was stooping over & mo-
tionless figure huddled against the snow-
bank. The lantern had dropped from its
bearer'shand, and Faxon, fearfully raising
it, threw its light into the face of Frank
Rainer.

“Rainer! What on earth are you doing
here?”

The boy smiled back through his pal-
lour. “What are you, I'd like to know?"”
he retorted; and, scrambling to his feet
with a clutch on Faxon’s arm, he added
gaily: “Well, I've run you down, anyhow!”’

Faxon stood confounded, his heart sink-
ing. The lad’s face was grey.
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“What madness—"" he began.

“Yes, it is, What on earth did you do
iefore™

“I? Dowhat?...
just taking a walk. ..
mights ..

Frank Rainer burst into a laugh. “On
such nights? Then you hadn't bolted?”

“Bolted?"

“Because I'd done something to offend
you? My uncle thought you had.”

I'axon grasped his arm. “Did your
uncle send you after me?”

“Well, he gave me an awful rowing for
not going up to your room with you when
you said you were ill. And when we
found you'd gone we were [rightened—
and he was awlully upset—so I said I'd
catch you... You're not ill, are you?"

“III? No. Never better.” TFaxon
picked up the lantern,  “Come; let’s go
baclk. Tt was awfully hot in that dining-
room,” he added.

“Yes; I hoped it was only that.”

They trudged on in silence for a few
minutes; then FFaxon questioned: “ You're
not too done up?”’

“Oh,no. It'salotcasier with the wind
behind us.”

“All right.  Don’t talk any more.”

They pushed ahead, walking, in spite
of the light that guided them, more slowly
than Faxon had walked alone into the gale.
The fact of his companion’s stumbling
against a drift gave him a pretext for say-
ing: “Take hold of my arm,"” and Rainer
obeying, gasped out: “I'm blown!"”

“So am I[. Who wouldn’t be?”

“What a dance you led me! If it
hadn’t been for one of the servants’ hap-
pening to see you e

“Yes: all right.
kindly shut up?”

Rainer laughed and hung on him. “Oh,
the cold doesn’t hurt me. . ."” :

Tor the first few minutes after Rainer
had overtaken him, anxiety [or the lad
had been Faxon's only thought. But as
each labouring step carried them nearer to
the spot he had been fleeing, the reasons
for his flight grew more ominous and maore
insistent. No, he was not ill, he was not
distraught and deluded—he was the in-
strument singled out to warn and save;
and here he was, irresistibly driven, drag-
ging the victim back to his doom!

Why, ... Twas
T often walk at

And now, won't you

The Triumph of Night

The intensity of the conviction had al-
most checked his steps. But what could
he do or say? At all costs he must get
Rainer out of the cold, into the house and
into his bed. After that he would act,

The snow-fall was thickening, and as
they reached a stretch of the road be-
tween open fields the wind took them at
an angle, lashing their faces with barbed
thongs. Rainer stopped to take breath,
and Faxon felt the heavier pressure of his
arm.

“When we get to the lodge, can't we
telephone to the stable for a sleigh?”

“If they're not all asleep at the lodge.”

“0Oh, I'll manage. Don’t talk!” Faxon
ordered; and they plodded on. . .

At length the lantern ray showed ruts
that curved away from the road under
tree-darkness.

['axon's spirits rose. “There's the gate!
We'll be there in five minutes.”

As he spoke he caught, above the
boundary hedge, the gleam of a light at
the farther end of the dark avenue. It
was the same light that had shone on the
scene of which every detail was burnt into
his brain; and he felt again its overpow-
ering realily. No—he couldn’t let the
boy go back!

They were at the lodge at last, and
Faxon was hammering on the door. He
said to himself: “I'll get him inside first,
and make them give him a hot drink.
Then I'll see—T'll find an argument. . "

There was no answer to his knocking,
and alter an interval Rainer said: “ Look
here—we'd better go on.”

“NO!',

“I can, perfectly

“You sha'n’t go to the house, I say!”
Faxon furiously redoubled his blows, and
at length steps sounded on the stairs.
Rainer was leaning against the lintel, and
as the door opened the light from the hall
flashed on his 1’)2Ll€: Tace and fixed eyes.
Faxon caught him by the arm and drew
him in.

“It was cold out there,” he sighed; and
then, abruptly, as il invisible shears at a
single stroke had cut every muscle in his
body, he swerved, drooped on Faxon's
arm, and seemed to sink into nothing at
his feet.

The lodge-lkeeper and Faxon bent over
him, and somchow, between them, lifted

1
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him into the kitchen and laid him on a
sofa by the stove.

Thelodge-keeper, stammering: “I'llring
up the house,” dashed out of the room.
But Faxon heard the words without heed-
ing them: omens mattered nothing now,
beside this woe fulfilled. He knelt down to
undo the fur collar about Rainer’s throat,
and as he did so he felt a warm moisture
on his hands. He held them up, and they
were red. . .

v

TaE palms threaded their endless line
along the yellow river. The little steamer
lay at the wharf, and George Faxon, sit-
ting in the verandah of the wooden hotel,
idly watched the coolies carrying the
freight across the gang-plank.

He had been looking at such scenes for
two months. Nearly five had elapsed
since he had descended from the train at
Northridge and strained his eyes for the
sleigh that was to take him to Weymore:
Weymore, which he was never to behold!
... Part of the interval—the first part—
was still a great grey blur. Even now he
could not be quite sure how he had got
back to Boston, reached the house of a
cousin, and been thence transferred to a
quiet room looking out on snow under
bare trees. He looked out a long time at
the same scene, and finally one day a man
he had known at Harvard came to see him
and invited him to go out on a business
trip to the Malay Peninsula,

“You've had a bad shake-up, and it’ll
do you no end of good to get away from
things.”

When the doctor came the next day it
turned out that he knew of the plan and
approved it. “You ought to be quiet for
a year. Just loaf and look at the land-
scape,” he advised.

Faxon felt the first faint stirrings of
curiosity.

“What's been the matter with me, any-
how?”

“Well, over-work, Isuppose. Youmust
have been bottling up for a bad break-
down before you started for New Hamp-
shire last December. And the shock of
that poor boy’s death did the rest.”

Ah, yes—Rainer had died. He rememn-
bered. . .

He started for the East, and gradually,
by imperceptible degrees, life crept back
into his weary bones and leaden brain.
His friend was very considerate and for-
bearing, and they travelled slowly and
talked little. At first Faxon had felt a
great shrinking from whatever touched
on familiar things. He seldom looked at
a newspaper, he never opened a letter
without a moment’s contraction of the
heart. It wasnot that he had any special
cause for apprehension, but merely that
a great trail of darkness lay on everything.
He had looked too deep down into the
abyss. .. But little by little health and
energy returned to him, and with them
the common promptings of curiosity. He
was beginning to wonder how the world
was going, and when, presently, the hotel-
keeper told him there were no letters for
him in the steamer’'s mail-bag, he felt
a distinct sense of disappointment. His
friend had gone into the jungle on a long
excursion, and he was lonely, unoccupied
and wholesomely bored. He gat up and
strolled into the stuffy reading-room.

There he found a game of dominoces, a
mutilated picture-puzzle, some copies of
Zion's Herald and a pile of New York and
London newspapers.

He began to glance through the papers,
and was disappointed to find that they
were less recent than he had hoped. Evi-
dently the last numbers had been carried
off by luckier travellers. He continued
to turn them over, picking out the Ameri-
can ones first. These, as it happened,
were the oldest: they dated back to De-
cember and January. To Faxon, how-
ever, they had all the flavour of novelty,
since they covered the precise period dur-
ing which he had virtually ceased to
exist. It had never before occurred to
him to wonder what had happened in the
world during that interval of obliteration;
but now he felt a sudden desire to know.

To prolong the pleasure, he began by
sorting the papers chronologically, and as
he found and spread out the earliest num-
ber, the date at the top of the page en-
tered into his consciousness like a key slip-
ping into a lock. Tt was the seventeenth
of December: the date of the day after
his arrival at Northridge. He glanced at
the first page and read in blazing charac-
ters: “Reported Failure of Opal Cement
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Company. Lavington’s name involved.
Gigantic Exposure of Corruption Shakes
Wall Street to Its Foundations.”

He read on, and when he had finished the
first paper he turned to the next. There
was a gap of three days, but the Opal Ce-
ment ““ Investigation " still held the centre
of the stage. From its complex revela-
tions of greed and ruin his eye wandered to
the death notices, and he read: “Rainer.
Suddenly, at Northridge, New Hampshire,
Francis John, only son of the late . ..”

His eyes clouded, and he dropped the
newspaper and sat for a long time with
his face in his hands. When he looked
up again he noticed that his gesture had
pushed the other papers from the table
and scattered them on the floor at his feet.
The uppermost lay spread out before him,
and heavily his eyes began their search
again. “John Lavington comes forward
with plan for reconstructing Company.
Offers to put in ten millions of his own
—The proposal under consideration by
the District Attorney.”

The Mother

Ten millions . . . ten millions of his own.
But if John Lavington was ruined?. ..
Faxon stood up with a cry. That wasit,
then—that was what the warning meant!
And if he had not fled from it, dashed
wildly away from it into the night, he
might have broken the spell of iniquity,
the powers of darkness might not have
prevailed! He caught up the pile of
newspapers and began to glance through
each in turn for the head-line: “Wills
Admitted to Probate.” In the last of all
he found the paragraph he sought, and it
stared up at him as if with Rainer’s dying
eyes.

That—that was what he had done!
The powers of pity had singled him out
to warn and save, and he had closed his
ears to their call, had washed his hands
of it, and fled. Washed his hands of it!
That was the word. It caught him back
to the dreadful moment in the lodge when,
raising himself up from Rainer’s side, he
had looked at his hands and seen that
they were red. ..

THE MOTHER

By Theodosia Garrison

S0 quietly I seem to sit apart;
I think she does not know nor guess at all
How dear this certain hour unto my heart,
When in our quiet street the shadows fall,

She leans and listens at the little gate.
I sit so still, not any eye might see
How watchfully before her there I wait
For that one step that brings my world to me,

She does not know that,

long before they meet,

(So eagerly must go a love athirst)
My heart outstrips the flying of her feet,
And meets and greets him first—and greets him first.
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E were now in the land of the
W blood-sucking bats, the vampire
bats that suck the blood of living
creatures, clinging to or hovering against
the shoulder of a horse or cow, or the hand
or foot of a sleeping man, and making a
wound from which the blood continues to
flow long after the bat’s thirst has been
satiated. AtTapirapoan there were milch
cattle; and one of the calves turned up one
morning weak from loss of blood, which
was still trickling from a wound, forward
of the shoulder, made by a bat. But the
bats do little damage in this neighborhood
compared to what they do in some other
places, where not only the mules and cat-
tle but the chickens have to be housed be-
hind bat-proof protection at night or their
lives may pay the penalty. The chief and
habitual offenders are various species of
rather small bats; butit is said that other
kinds of Brazilian bats seem to have be-
come, at least sporadically and locally, af-
fected by the evil example and occasional-
ly vary their customary diet by draughts
of living blood. One of the Brazilian mem-
bers of our party, Hoehne, the botanist,
wasa zoologist also. He informed me that
he had known even the big fruit-eating
bats to take to blood-sucking. They did
not, according to his observations, them-
selves make the original wound; but after
it had been made by one of the true vam-
pires they would lap the flowing blood,
and enlarge the wound. South America
makes up for its lack, relatively to Africa
and India, of large man-eating carnivores

by the extraordinary ferocity or blood-

5 Cnp)'rlght 1914, by Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York,
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thirstiness of certain small creatures of
which the kinsfolk elsewhere are harmless.
It is only here that fish no bigger than
trout kill swimmers, and bats the size of
the ordinary ““flittermice "’ of the northern
hemisphere drain the life-blood of big
beasts and of man himself.

There was not much large mammalian
life in the neighborhood. Kermit hunted
industriously and brought in an occasional
armadillo, coati, or agouti for the natu-
ralists. Miller trapped rats and a queer
opossum new to the collection. Cher-
rie got many birds. Cherrie and Miller
skinned their specimens in a little open
hut or shed. Moses, the small pet owl,
sat on a cross-bar overhead, an interested
spectator, and chuckled whenever he was
petted. Two wrens, who bred just out-
side the hut, were much excited by the
presence of Moses, and paid him visits
of noisy unfriendliness. The little white-
throated sparrows came familiarly about
the palm cabins and whitewashed houses
and trilled on the rooftrees. Itwas a sim-
ple song, with just a hint of our northern
whitethroat’s sweet and plaintive mel-
ody, and of the opening bars of our
song-sparrow’s pleasant, homely lay. It
brought back dear memories of glorious
April mornings on Long Island, when
through the singing of robin and song-
sparrow comes the piercing cadence of the
meadow-lark; and of the far northland
woods in June, fragrant with the breath of
pine and balsam fir, where sweetheart
sparrows sing from wet spruce thickets
and rapid brooks rush under the drenched
and swaying alder-boughs.

From Tapirapoan our course lay north-
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ward up to and across the Plan Alto, the
highland wilderness of Brazil. From the
edges of this highland country, which is
geologically very ancient, the affluents of
the Amazon to the north, and of the Plate
to the south, flow, with immense and de-
vious loops and windings.

Two days before we ourselves started
with our mule-train, a train of pack-oxen
left, loaded with provisions, tools, and
other things, which we would not need
until, after a month or six weeks, we
began our descent into the valley of the
Amazon. There were about seventy oxen.
Most of them were well broken, but there
were about a score which were either not
broken at all or else very badly broken.
These were loaded with much difficulty,
and bucked like wild broncos. Again
and again they scattered their loads over
the corral, and over the first part of the
road. The pack-men, however—copper-
colored, black, and dusky-white—werenot
only masters of their art, but possessed
tempers that could not be ruffled; when
they showed severity it was because se-
verity was needed, and not because they
were angry. They finally got all their
longhorned beasts loaded and started on
the trail with them.

On January 21 we ourselves started,
with the mule-train. Of course, as always
in such a journey, there was some confu-
sion before the men and the animals of the
train settled down to the routine perform-
ance of duty. In addition to the pack-
animals we all had riding-mules. The first
day we journeyed about twelve miles,
then crossing the Sepotuba and camping
beside it, below a series of falls, or rather
rapids. The country was level. Itwasa
great natural pasture, covered with a very
open forest of low twisted trees, bearing a
superficial likeness to the cross-timbers of
Texas and Oklahoma. It is as well fitted
for stock-raising as Oklahoma; and there
is also much fine agricultural land, while
the river will ultimately yield electric
power. Ttisa fine country for settlement.
The heat is great at noon; but the nights
are not uncomfortable. We were sup-
posed to be in the middle of the rainy sea-
son, but hitherto most of the days had
been fine, varied with showers. The as-
tonishing thing was the absence of mos-
quitoes, Insect pests that work by day
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can be stood, and especially by settlers,
because they are far less serious foes in
the clearings than in the woods. The mos-
quitoes and other night foes offer the
really serious and unpleasant problem, be-
cause they break one’s rest. Hitherto,
during our travels up the Paraguay and its
tributaries, in this level, marshy tropical
region of western Brazil, we had practi-
cally not been bothered by mosquitoes at
all, in our home camps. Out in the woods
they were at times a serious nuisance, and
Cherrie and Miller had been subjected to
real torment by them during some of their
special expeditions; but there were prac-
tically none on the ranches and in our
camps in the open fields by the river, even
when marshes were close by. I was puz-
zled—and delighted—by their absence.
Settlers need not be deterred from coming
to this region by the fear of insect foes.
This does not mean that there are not
such foes., Outside of the clearings, and
of the beaten tracks of travel, they teem.
There are ticks, poisonous ants, wasps
—of which some species are really seri-
ous menaces—biting flies and gnats. T
merely mean that, unlike so many other
tropical regions, this particular region is,
from the standpoint of the settler and
the ordinary traveller, relatively free from
insect pests, and a pleasant place of resi-
dence. The original explorer, and to an
only less degree the hardworking field
naturalist or big-game hunter, have to
face these pests, just as they have to
face countless risks, hardships, and diffi-
culties. This is inherent in their sev-
eral professions or avocations. Many re-
gions in the United States where life is
now absolutely comfortable and easy-
going offered most formidable problems to
the first explorers a century or two ago.
We must not fall into the foolish error of
thinking that the first explorers need not
suffer terrible hardships, merely because
the ordinary travellers, and even the set-
tlers who come after them, do not have
to E‘l:ldl.ll‘e such danger, privation, and
wearing fatigue—although the first among
the genuine settlers also have to undergo
exceedingly trying experiences. The early
explorers and adventurers make fairly
well-beaten trails at heavy cost to them-
selves. Ordinary travellers, with little dis-
comfort and no danger, can then traverse
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these trails; but it is incumbent on them
neither to boast of their own experiences
nor to misjudge the efforts of the pioneers
because, thanks to these very efforts, their
own lines fall in pleasant places. The
ordinary traveller, who never goes off the
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resemblance to the feats of the first ex-
plorers of those waterless wastes; what-
ever admiration we feel in connection with
his trip is reserved for the traffic-super-
intendent, engineer, fireman, and brake-
man. But as regards the less-known
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A train of pack-oxen left, loaded with provisions, teols, and other things.—Page 164,

beaten route and who on this beaten route
is carried by others, without himself do-
ing anything or risking anything, does not
need to show much more initiative and in-
telligence than an express package. He
does nothing; others do all the work, show
all the forethought, take all the risk—and
are entitled to all the credit. He and his
valise are carried in practically the same
fashion; and for each the achievement
stands about on the same plane. If this
kind of traveller is a writer, he can of
course do admirable work, work of the
highest value; but the value comes be-
cause he is a writer and observer, not
because of any particular credit that at-
taches to him asa traveller. We all recog-
nize this truth as far as highly civilized
regions are concerned: when Bryce writes
of the American commonwealth, or Lowell
of European legislative assemblies, our
admiration is for the insight and thought
of the observer, and we are not concerned
with his travels. When a man travels
across Arizona in a Pullman car, we do
not think of him as having performed
a feat bearing even the most remote
Vor. LVI.—18

continents, such as South America, we
sometimes fail to remember these obvious
truths. There yet remains plenty of ex-
ploring work to be done in South Amer-
ica, as hard, as dangerous, and almost as
important as any that has already been
done; work such as has recently been
done, or is now being done, by men and
women such as Haseman, Farrabee, and
Miss Snethlage. The collecting natural-
ists who go into the wilds and do first-
class work encounter every kind of risk
and undergo every kind of hardship and
exertion. Explorers and naturalists of
the right type have open to them in South
Americaa field of extraordinary attraction
and difficulty. But to excavate ruins that
have already long been known, to visit
out-of-the-way towns that date from colo-
nial days, to traverse old, even if uncom-
fortable, routes of travel, or to ascend or
descend highway rivers like the Amazon,
the Paraguay, and the lower Orinoco—all
of these exploits are well worth perform-
ing, but they in no sense represent explo-
ration or adventure, and they do not en-
title the performer, no matter how well he
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writes and no matter how much of real
value he contributes to human knowledge,
to compare himself in any way with the
real wilderness wanderer, or to criticise
the latter. Such a performance entails
no hardship or difficulty worth heeding.
Its value depends purely on observation,
not on action. The man does nothing; he
merely records what he sees. He is only
the man of the beaten routes. The true
wilderness wanderer, on the contrary, must
be a man of action as well as of obser-
vation. He must have the heart and the
body to do and to endure, no less than
the eye to see and the brain to note and
record.

I'rom the Sepotuba rapids our course at
the outset lay westward. The first day’s
march away from the river lay through
dense tropical forest, Away from the
broad beaten route every step of a man's
progress represented slashing a trail with
the machete through the tangle of bushes,
low trees, thorny scrub, and interlaced
creepers.  There were palms of new kinds,
very tall, slender, straight, and graceful,
with rather short and few fronds. The
wild plantains, or pacovas, thronged the
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spaces among the trunks of the tall trees;
their boles were short, and their broad
erect leaves gigantic; they bore brilliant
red-and-orange flowers. There were trees
whose trunks hellied into huge swellings.
There were towering trees with buttressed
trunks, whose leaves made a fretwork
against the sky far overhead. Gorgeous
red-and-green trogons, with long tails,
perched motionless on the lower branches
and uttered a loud thrice-repeated whistle,
We heard the calling of the false bell-bird,
which is gray, instead of white like the
true bell-birds; it keeps among the very
topmost branches. Heavy rain fell short-
ly after we reached our camping-place.
Next morning at sunrise we climbed a
steep slope to the edge of the Parecis
plateau, at a level of about two thousand
feet above the sea. We were on the Plan
Alto, the high central plain of Brazil, the
healthy land of dry air, of cool nights, of
clear running brooks. The sun was di-
rectly behind us when we topped the rise.
Reining in, we looked back over the vast
Paraguayan marshes, shimmering in the
long morning lichts. Then, turning again,
we rode forward, casting shadows far be-

It was strange 10 see these big mutor-vans out in the wilderness where there was not a settler.—Page 168
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fore us. It was twenty miles to the next
water, and in hot weather the journey
across this waterless, shadeless, sandy
stretch of country is hard on the mules

- — —
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in these thick South American forests,
especially on cloudy days, a compass is
an absolute necessity. We were struck
by the fact that the native hunters and

Gorge of the Rio Sacre below Salto Bello Falls —Page 178,

and oxen. But on this day the sky speed-
ily grew overcast and a cool wind blew in
our faces as we travelled at a quick run-
ning walk over the immense rolling plain.
The ground was sandy; it was covered
with grass and with a sparse growth of
stunted, twisted trees, never more than
a few feet high. There were rheas—os-
triches—and small pampas deer on this
plain; the coloration of the rheas made it
difficult to see them at a distance, whereas
the bright red coats of the little deer, and
their uplifted flags as they ran, advertised
them afar off. We also saw the footprints
of cougarsand of the small-toothed big red
wolf. Cougars are the most inveterate
enemies of these small South American
deer, both those of the open grassy plain
and those of the forest.

It is not nearly as easy to get lost on
these open plains as in the dense forest;
and where there is a long, reasonably
straight road or river to come back to, a
man even without a compassissafe. But

ranchmen on such days continually lost
themselves and, if permitted, travelled for
miles through the forest either in circles
or in exactly the wrong direction. They
had no such sense of direction astheforest-
dwelling 'Ndorobo hunters in Africa had,
or as the true forest-dwelling Indians of
South America are said to have., On
certainly half a dozen occasions our guides
went completely astray, and we had to
take command, to disregard their asser-
tions, and to lead the way aright by sole
reliance on our compasses.

On this cool day we travelled well. The
air was wonderful; the vast open spaces
gave a sense of abounding vigor and free-
dom. Early in the afternoon we reached
a station made by Colonel Rondon in the
course of his first explorations. There
were several houses with whitewashed
walls, stone floors, and tiled or thatched
roofs. They stood in a wide, gently slop-
ing valley. Through it ran a rapid brook
of cool water, in which we enjoyed delight-
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ful baths. The heavy, intensely humid
atmosphere of the low marshy plains had
gone; the air was clear and fresh; the sky
was brilliant; far and wide we looked over
a landscape that seemed limitless; the
breeze that blew in our faces might have
come from our own northern plains. The
midday sun was very hot; but it was hard
to realize that we were in the torrid zone.
There were no mosquitoes, so that we
never put up our nets when we went to
bed; but wrapped ourselves in our blan-
kets and slept soundly through the coal,
pleasant nights, Surely in the future this
region will be the home of a healthy,
highly civilized population. It is good for
cattle-raising, and the valleys are fitted for
agriculture, From June to September the
nights are often really cold. Any sound
northern race could live here; and in such
a land, with such a climate, there would be
much joy of living.

On these plains the Telegraphic Com-
mission uses motor-trucks; and these now
served to relieve the mules and oxen; for
some of them, especially among the oxen,
already showed the effects of the strain.
Travelling in a wild country with a pack-
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train is not easy on the pack-animals. It
was strange to see these big motor-vans
out in the wilderness where there was not
a settler, not a civilized man except the
employees of the Telegraphic Commission.
They were handled by Lieutenant Lau-
riodor, who, with Lieutenant Mello, had
taken special charge of our transport serv-
ice; both were exceptionally good and
competent men.

The following day we again rode on
across the Plan Alto. In the early after-
noon, in the midst of a downpour of rain,
we crossed the divide between the basins
of the Paraguay and the Amazon. That
evening we camped on a brook whose
waters ultimately ran into the Tapajos.
The rain fell throughout the afternoon, now
lightly, now heavily, and the mule-train did
not get up until dark. But enough tents
and flies were pitched to shelter all of us.
Fires were lit, and—after a fourteen hours’
fast—we feasted royally on beans and rice
and pork and beef, seated around oxskins
spread upon the ground. The sky cleared;
the stars blazed down through the cool
night; and wrapped in our blankets we
slept soundly, warm and comfortable.

From a photapraph by Kernit Roorezelt,

An early start,

There was some confusion before the men and the animals settled down to the routine performance of duty.
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Next morning the trail had turned, and
our course led northward and at times east
of north. We traversed the same high,
rolling plains of coarse grass and stunted
trees. Kermit, riding a big, iron-mouthed,
bull-headed white mule, rode off to one
side on a hunt, and rejoined the line of
march carrying two bucks of the little
pampas deer, or field deer, behind his sad-
dle. These deer are very pretty and
graceful, with a tail like that of the Co-
lumbian blacktail. Standing motionless
facing one, in the sparse scrub, they are
hard to make out; if seen sideways the
reddish of their coats, contrasted with the
greens and grays of the landscape, betrays
them; and when they bound off the up-
raised whitetail is very conspicuous. They
carefully avoid the woods in which their
cousins the little bush deer are found, and
go singly or in couples. Their odor can be
made out at quite a distance, but it is not
rank., They still carried their antlers.
Their venison was delicious.

We came across many queer insects.
One red grasshopper when it flew seemed
as big as a small sparrow; and we passed
in some places such multitudes of active
little green grasshoppers that they fright-
ened the mules. At our camping-place we
saw an extraordinary colony of spiders. It
was among some dwarf trees, standing a

few yards apart from one another by the
water. When we reached the camping-
place, early in the afternoon—the pack-
train did not get in until nearly sunset, just
ahead of the rain—no spiders were out.
They were under the leaves of the trees.
Their webs were tenantless, and indeed for
the most part were broken down. But
at dusk they came out from their hiding-
places, two or three hundred of them inall,
and at once began to repair the old and
spin new webs. Each spun its own circular
web, and sat in the middle; and each web
was connected on several sides with other
webs, while those nearest the trees were
hung to them by spun ropes, so to speak.
The result was a kind of sheet of web con-
sisting of scores of wheels, in each of which
the owner and proprietor sat; and there
were half a dozen such sheets, cach extend-
ing between two trees. The webs could
hardly be seen,and the effect was of scores
of big, formidable-looking spiders poised
in mid-air, equidistant from one another,
between each pair of trees. When dark-
ness and rain fell they were still out, fixing
their webs, and pouncing on the occasional
insects that blundered into the webs. I
have no question that they are nocturnal;
they certainly hide in the daytime, and
it seems impossible that they can come
out only for a few minutes at dusk.
169
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In the evenings, after supper or dinner
—it is hard to tell by what title the ex-
ceedingly movable evening meal should be
called—the members of the party some-
times told stories of incidents in their past
lives. Most of them were men of varied
experiences. Rondon and Lyra told of the
hardship and suffering of the first trips
through the wilderness across which we
were going with such comfort. On this
very plateau they had once lived for weeks
on the fruits of the various fruit-bearing
trees. Naturally they became emaciated
and feeble. In the forests of the Amazo-
nian basin they did better because they
often shot birds and plundered the hives
of the wild honey-bees. In cutting the
trail for the telegraph-line through the
Juruena basin they lost every single one
of the hundred and sixty mules with which
they had started. Those men pay dear
who build the first foundations of empire!
Fiala told of the long polar nights and of
white bears that came round the snow huts

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt.
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of the explorers, greedy to eat them and
themselves destined to be eaten by them,
Of all the party Cherrie's experiences
had covered the widest range. This was
partly owing to the fact that the latter-
day naturalist of the most vigorous type
who goes into the untrodden wastes of
the world must see and do many strange
things; and still more owing to the char-
acter of the man himself. The things he
had seen and done and undergone often
enabled him to cast the light of his own
past experience on unexpected subjects.
Once we were talking about the proper
weapons for cavalry, and some one men-
tioned the theory that the lance is espe-
cially formidable because of the moral ef-
fect it produces on the enemy. Cherrie
nodded emphatically; and a little cross-
examination elicited the fact that he was
speaking from lively personal recollection
of his own feelings when charged by lan-
cers, It was while he was fighting with
the Venezuelan insurgents in an unsuc-

One woman was making a hammock. —Page 180.
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‘The mothers carried the child slung against their side or hip, seared in a cloth belt, or sling, which went over the
opposite shuulder of the mother, —Page 180,

[A few wore print dresses—most of them wore nothing but a loin-cloth.]

cessful uprising against the tyranny of
Castro. He was on foot, with five Ven-
ezuelans, all cool men and good shots.  In
anopen plain they were charged by twenty
of Castro’s lancers, who galloped out from
behind cover two or three hundred yards
off. It was a war in which neither side
gave quarter and in which the wounded
and the prisoners were butchered—just as
President Madero was butchered in Mex-
ico. Cherrie knew that it meant death
for him and his companions if the charge
came home; and the sight of the horsemen
running in at full speed, with their long
lances in rest, and the blades glittering,
left an indelible impression on his mind.
But he and his companions shot delib-
erately and accurately; ten of the lancers
were killed, the nearest falling within fifty
yards; and the others rode off in headlong
haste. A cool man with a rifle, if he has
mastered his weapon, need fear no foe.
At this camp the auto-vans again joined
us. They were to go direct to the first
telegraph station, at the great falls of the
Utiarity, on the Rio Papagaio. Of course

they travelled faster than the mule-train.
Father Zahm, attended by Sigg, started
for the falls in them. Cherrie and Miller
also went in them, because they had found
that it was very difficult to collect birds,
and especially mammals, when we were
moving every day, packing up early each
morning and the mule-train arriving late
in the afternoon or not until nightfall.
Moreover, there was much rain, which
made it difficult to work except under the
tents. Accordingly, the two naturalists
desired to get to a place where they could
spend several days and collect steadily,
thereby doing more effective work. The
rest of us continued with the mule-train,
as was necessary.

It was always a picturesque sight when
camp was broken, and again at nightfall
when the laden mules came stringing in
and their burdens were thrown down,
while the tents were pitched and the fires
lit. We breakfasted before leaving camp,
the aluminum cups and plates being
placed on oxhides, round which we sat, on
the ground or on camp-stools. We fared
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well, on rice, beans, and crackers, with
canned corned beef, and salmon or any
game that had been shot, and coffee,
tea, and matté, 1 then usually sat down
somewhere to write, and when the mules
were nearly ready I popped my writing-
materials into my duffle-bag—war-sack,
as we would have called it in the old
days on the plains. I found that the
mules usually ar-
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course was equally doubtful, although in
its case there was rather more probability
of its flowing into the Juruena, by which
name the Tapajos is known for its upper
half. To thisunknown river Colonel Ron-
don had given the name Anands, because
when he came across it he found a desert-
ed Indian field with pineapples, which the
hungry explorers ate greedily. Among

the things the colo-

rived so late in the
afternoon or eve-
ning that T could
not depend upon
being able to write
at that time. Of
course, if we made
a very early start T
could not write at
all.  Atnight there
werenomosquitoes.
In the daytime
gnats and sand-flies
and horseflies some-
times bothered usa
little, but not much.
Small stingless bees
lit on us in numbers
and crawled over
the skin, making a
slight tickling; but
we did not mind
them until they be-
came very numer-
ous. There was a
cood deal of rain,
but not enough to
cause any serious

nel and I hoped to
accomplish on the
trip was todo a lit-
tle work in clearing
up one or the other
of these two doubt-
ful geographical
points, and thereby
to push a little for-
ward the knowl-
edge of this region.
Originally, as de-
scribed in the first
chapter, my trip
was undertaken
primarily in the in-
terest of the Ameri-
can Museum of
Natural History of
New York, to add
to our knowledge of
the birds and mam-
mals of the far in-
teriorof thewestern
Brazilian wilder-
ness; and the labels
of our baggage and
scientific equip-

annoyance.

Colonel Rondon
and Lieutenant
Lyraheldmany dis-
cussions as to whither the Rio Duvida
flowed, and where its mouth might be,
Its provisional name—*“river of doubt”
—was given it precisely because of this
ignorance concerning it; an ignorance
which it was one of the purposes of our
trip to dispel. It might go into the Gy-
Parand, in which case its course must be
very short; it might flow into the Ma-
deira low down, in which case its course
would be very long; or, which was unlike-
ly, it might flow into the Tapajos. There
was another river, of which Colonel Ron-
donhadcomeacross theheadwaters, whose

Frone i photograph by Kevmit Roosevelt.

One of the litle girls who paraded about on stilts,
—Page 190,

ment, printed by
the museum, were
entitled “Colonel
Roosevelt’'s South
American Expedition for the American
Museum of Natural History.” But, as
have already mentioned, at Rio the Bra-
zilian Government, through the secretary
of foreign affairt, Doctor Lauro Muller,
suggested that I should combine the ex-
pedition with one by Colonel Rondon,
which they contemplated making, and
thereby make both expeditions of broader
scientific interest. I accepted the pro-
posal with much pleasure; and we found,
when we joined Colonel Rondon and his
associates, that their baggage and equip-
ment had been labelled by the Brazilian
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From a photopraph by Kermat Koosev

A Parecis burden-bearer.

Government “‘Expedicio
Scientifica Roosevelt-Ron-
don.” This thenceforth
became the proper and
official title of the expedi-
tion. Cherrie and Miller
did the chief zoological
work. The geological work
was done by a Brazilian
member of the expedition,
Euzebio Oliveira. The
astronomical work neces-
sary for obtaining the ex-
act geographical location
of the rivers and points of
note was to be done by
Lieutenant Lyra,under the
supervision of Colonel
Rondon; and at the tele-
graph stations this astro-
nomical work would be
checked by wire communi-
cations with one of Colonel
Rondon’s assistants at Cu-
yubd, Lieutenant Caetano,
thereby securing a minute-
ly accurate comparison of

Frome a photorraph fy Milier.,

be made under the supervision of Colonel
Rondon by Lyra, with assistance from Fi-
ala and Kermit. Captain Amilcar handled
the worst problem—of transportation; the
medical member was Doctor Cajazeira.
At night around the camp-fire my Bra-
zilian companions often spoke of the first
explorers of this vast wilderness of west-
ern Brazil—men whose very names are
now hardly known, but who did each his
part in opening
the country
whichwill some
day see such
growth and de-
velopment.
Among the most
notable of them
was a Portu-
ruese, Ricardo
Franco, who
spent forty
years at the

A little Parecis girl.

worlk, during the last
quarter of the eight-
eenth and the open-
ing years ol the nine-
teenth centuries.
He ascended for long
distances the Xingu
and the Tapajos, and
went up the Madeira
and Guaporé, cross-
ing to the head-

Returning from the mandicea fields, waters of the Para-
Note the method of carrying the Liaskets, guay and P artiﬂ“y

exploring there also.

time. The sketch-maps and surveying He worked among and with the Indians,
and cartographical work generally were to much as Mungo Park worked with the na-
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The Falls of Utiarity

Lovely though we had found Salto Bello, these falls were far superior in beauty and majesty. —Page 190,

tives of West Africa, having none of the
aids, instruments, and comfortswith which
even the hardiest of modern explorers are
provided. He was one of the men who es-
tablished the beginnings of the province of
Matto Grosso. For many years the sole
method of communication between this
remote interior province and civilization
was by the long, difficult, and perilous
route which led up the Amazon and Ma-
deira; and its then capital, the town of
Matto Grosso, the seat of the captain-
ceneral, with its palace, cathedral, and
fortress, was accordingly placed far to the
west, near the Guaporé, When less cir-
cuitous lines of communication were es-
tablished farther eastward the old capital
was abandoned, and the tropic wilderness
surged over the lonely little town. The
tomb of the old colonial explorer still
stands in the ruined cathedral, where the
forest has once more come to its own.
But civilization is again advancing to
reclaim the lost town, and to revive the
memory of the wilderness wanderer who
helped to found it. Colonel Rondon has
named a river after Franco; a range of
mountains has also been named after him;
and the colonel, acting for the Brazilian
Government, has established a telegraph
station in what was once the palace of the
captain-general.
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Qur northward trail led along the high
ground a league or two to the east of the
northward-flowing Rio Sacre. Each night
we camped on one of the small tributary
brooks that fed it. Fiala, Kermit, and
I occupied one tent. In the daytime
the “piun” flies, vicious little sand-flies,
became bad enough to make us finally use
gloves and head-nets. There were many
heavy rains, which made the travelling
hard for the mules. The soil was more
often clay than sand, and it was slippery
when wet. The weather was overcast,
and there was usually no oppressive heat
even at noon. At intervals along the
trail we came on the staring skull and
bleached skeleton of a mule or ox. Day
after day we rode forward across endless
flats of grass and of low open scrubby for-
est, the trees standing far apart and in
most places being but little higher than
the head of a horseman. Some of them
carried blossoms, white, orange, yellow,
pink; and there were many flowers, the
most beautiful being the morning-glories.
Among the trees were bastard-rubber
trees, and dwarf palmetto; if the latter
grew more than a few feet high their tops
were torn and dishevelled by the wind.
There was very little bird or mammal life:
there were few long vistas, for in most
places it was not possible to see far among
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the gray, gnarled trunks of the wind-
beatenlittle trees. Yet the desolate land-
scape had a certain charm of its own, al-
though not a charm that would be felt by
any man who does not take pleasure in
mere space, and freedom and wildness, and
in plains standing empty to the sun, the
wind, and the rain. The country bore
some resemblance to the country west of
Redjaf on the White Nile, the home of the
giant eland; only here there was no big
game, no chance of seeing the towering
form of the giraffe, the black bulk of ele-
phant or buffalo, the herds of straw-col-
ored hartebeests, or the ghostly shimmer
of the sun glinting on the coats of roan and
eland as they vanished silently in the gray
sea of withered scrub.

One feature in common with the Afri-
can landscape was the abundance of ant-
hills, some as high as a man, They were
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red in the clay country, gray where it was
sandy; and the dirt houses were also in
trees, while their raised tunnels traversed
trees and ground alike. At some of the
camping-places we had to be on our watch
against the swarms of leaf-carrying ants.
These are so called in the books—the Bra-
zilians call them “carregadores,” or por-
ters—because they are always carrying
bits of leaves and blades of grass to their
underground homes. They are inveter-
ate burden-bearers, and they industriously
cut into pieces and carry off any garment
they can get at; and we had to guard our
shoes and clothes from them, just as we
had often had to guard all our belongings
against the termites. These ants did not
bite us; but we encountered huge black
ants, an inch and a quarter long, which
were very vicious, and their bite was not
only painful but quite poisonous. Pray-

f

From a photopraph by Kermit Roosevelt,

Along the telegraph-line,
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The dance of the Parecis Indians.

For this cccasion mast, but sot all, of them cast aside their civilized clothing.—Page 192,

ing-mantes were common, and one evening
at supper one had a comical encounter with
a young dog, a jovial near-puppy, of Colo-
nel Rondon’s, named Cartucho. He had
been christened the jolly-cum-pup, from a
character in one of Frank Stockton’s sto-
ries, which I suppose are now remembered
only by elderly people, and by them only
if they are natives of the United States.
Cartucho was lying with his head on the
oxhide that served as table, waiting with
poorly dissembled impatience for his share
of the banquet. The mantis flew down
on the oxhide and proceeded to crawl over
it, taking little flights from one corner to
another; and whenever it thought itself
menaced it assumed an attitude of seem-
ing devotion and real defiance. Soon it
litin front of Cartucho’s nose. Cartucho
cocked his big ears forward, stretched his
neck, and cautiously sniffed at the new
arrival, not with any hostile design, but
merely to find out whether it would prove
to be a playmate. The mantis promptly
assumed an attitude of prayer. This
struck Cartucho as both novel and inter-
esting, and he thrust his sniffing black
nose still nearer. The mantis dexter-
ously thrust forward first one and then
the other armed fore leg, touching the in-
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trusive nose, which was instantly jerked
back and again slowly and inquiringly
brought forward. Then the mantis sud-
denly flew in Cartucho’s face, whereupon
Cartucho, with a smothered yelp of dis-
may, almost turned a back somersault; and
the triumphant mantis flew back to the
middle of the oxhide, among the plates,
where it reared erect and defied the laugh-
ing and applauding company.

On the morning of the 29th we were
rather late in starting, because the rain
had continued through the night into the
morning, drenching everything. After
nightfall there had been some mosquitoes,
and the piuns were a pest during daylight;
where one bites it leaves a tiny black spot
on the skin which lasts for several weeks.
In the slippery mud one of the pack-
mules fell and injured itself so that it had
to be abandoned. Soon after starting we
came on the telegraph-line, which runs
from Cuyubd; this was the first time we
had seen it. Two Parecis Indians joined
us, leading a pack-bullock. They were
dressed in hat, shirt, trousers, and sandals,
precisely like the ordinary Brazilian “ca-
boclos,” as the poor backwoods peasants,
usually with little white blood in them, are
colloquially and half-derisively styled—
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“caboclo’ being originally a Guarany word
meaning “naked savage.” These two
Indians were in the employ of the Tele-
graphic Commission, and had been patrol-
ling the telegraph-line. The bullock car-
ried their personal belongings and the
tools with which they could repair a break.
The commission pays the ordinary In-
dian worker 66 cents a day; a very good
worker gets $1, and the chief $1.66. No
man gets anything unless he works. Colo-
nel Rondon, by just, kindly, and under-
standing treatment of these Indians, who
previously had often been exploited and
maltreated by rubber-gatherers, had made
them the loyal friends of the government.
He has gathered them at the telegraph
stations, where they cultivate fields of
mandioc, beans, potatoes, maize, and oth-
er vegetables, and where he is introduc-
ing them to stock-raising; and the entire
work of guarding and patrolling the line
is theirs,

After six hours’ march we came to the
crossing of the Rio Sacre at the beautiful
waterfall appropriately called the Salto
Bello. This is the end of the automo-
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bile road. Here there is a small Parecis
village. The men of the village work the
ferry by which everything is taken across
the deep and rapid river. The ferry-boat
is made of planking placed on three dug-
out canoes, and runs on a trolley. Before
crossing we enjoyed a good swim in the
swift, clear, cool water. The Indian vil-
lage, where we camped, is placed on a
jutting tongue of land round which the
river sweeps just before it leaps from the
overhanging precipice. The falls them-
selves are very lovely. Just above them
is a wooded island, but the river joins
again before it races forward for the final
plunge. There is a sheer drop of forty or
fifty yards, with a breadth two or three
times as great; and the volume of water is
large. On the left or hither bank a cliff
extends for several hundred yards below
the falls. Green vines have flung them-
selves down over its face, and they are
met by other vines thrusting upward from
the mass of vegetation at its foot, glisten-
ing in the perpetual mist from the cataract,
and clothing even the rock surfaces in vivid
green. Theriver, after throwing itself over

f

The Parecis Dance.

Most of them wore on one leg anklets which rattled. —Page 192,
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the rock wall, rushes off in long curves at
the bottom of a thickly wooded ravine,
the white water churning among the black
bowlders. There is a perpetual rainbow

A Hunter-Naturalist in the Brazilian Wilderness

nights are far less cool than in the dry sea-
son, and yet we found it delightful. There
is much fertile soil in the neighborhood of
the streams, and the teeming lowlands

Parecis women watching the dance,

Druringy the first part of the daoe the w

then resnained in the houses, but during the sécond partall the women

and ks caine out and looked vo—age age,

at the foot of the falls. The masses of
green water that are hurling themselves
over the brink dissolve into shilting, foam-
ing columns of snowy lace.

On the edge of the cliff below the falls
Colonel Rondon had placed benches, giv-
ing a curious touch of rather convention-
al tourist-civilization to this cataract far
out in the lonely wilderness. It is well
worth visiting for its beauty. It is also of
extreme interest because of the promise it
holds for the future, Lieutenant Lyra in-
formed me that they had calculated that
this fall would furnish thirty-six thousand
horse-power.  Eight miles off we were to
see another fall of much greater height and
power. There are many rivers in this re-
gion which would furnish almost unlimited
motive force to populous manufacturing
communities. The country round about
is singularly healthy. It is an upland re-
gion of good climate; we were visiting it
in the rainy season, the season when the

of the Amazon and the Paraguay could
readily—and with immense advantage to
both sides—he made tributary to an in-
dustrial civilization seated on these high-
lands. A telegraph-line has been built
to and across them. A railroad should
follow. Such a line could be easily built,
for there are no serious natural obstacles.
In advance of its construction a trolley-
line could be run from Cayubi to the
falls, using the power furnished by the
latter. Once this is done the land will of-
fer extraordinary opportunities to settlers
of the right kind: to home-makers, and
to enterprising business men of foresight,
coolness and sagacity who are willing to
work with the settlers, the immigrants,
the home-makers, for an advantage which
shall be mutual,

The Parecis Indians, whom we met here,
were exceedingly interesting. They were
to all appearance an unusually cheerful,
good-humored, pleasant-natured people.
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Colonel Roosevelt and Father Zahm consulting the map at Tapirapoan.
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Their teeth were bad; otherwise they ap-
peared strong and vigorous, and there
were plenty of children. The colonel was
received as a valued friend and as a leader
who was to be followed and obeyed. He
is raising them by degrees—the only way
by which to make the rise permanent. 1In
this village he has

A Hunter-Naturalist in the Brazilian Wilderness

to bully the girls or the smaller boys.
Most of the children were naked, but the
girls early wore the loin-cloth; and some,
both of the little boys and the little girls,
wore colored print garments, to the evi-
dent pride of themselves and their parents.
In each house there were several families,

and life went on

got them to substi-
tute for the flimsy
Indian cabins .
houses of the type
usual among the
poorer field laborers
and back-country
dwellers in Bra-
zil. The houses
have roofs of palm
thatch, steeply
pitched. They are
usually open at the
sides, consisting
merely of a frame-
work of timbers,
with a wall at the
back; but some
have the ordinary
four walls, of erect
palm logs. The
hammocksareslung
in the houses, and
the cooking is also
done in them, with
pots placed on
small open fires,
or occasionally in a kind of clay oven.
The big gourds for water, and the wicker
baskets, are placed on the ground, or hung
on the poles. The men wore shirts and
trousers, but the women had made little
change in their clothing. A few wore
print dresses, but obviously only for orna-
ment. Most of them, especially the girls
and young married women, wore nothing
but a loin-cloth in addition to bead neck-
laces and bracelets. The nursing mothers
—and almost all the mothers were nurs-
ing—sometimes carried the child slung
against their side or hip, seated in a cloth
belt, or sling, which went over the oppo-
site shoulder of the mother. The wom-
en seemed to be well treated, although
polygamy is practised. The children were
loved by every one; they were petted by
both men and women, and they behaved
well to one another, the boys not seeming

Fran w pleotagragit by Kermet Rovsevedt.

Playing headball.—The ball returned.
See page 15,

with noprivacy but
with good humor,
consideration, and
fundamentally
goodmanners. The
man or woman who
had nothing to do
lay in a hammock
or squatted on the
ground leaning
against a post or
wall. The children
played together, or
lay in little ham-
mocks, or tagged
round after their
mothers; and when
called they came
trustfully up to us
to be petted or giv-
en some small trin-
ket; they were
friendly little souls,
and accustomed to
good treatment.
One woman was
weaving a cloth,
another was making a hammock; others
made ready melons and other vegetables
and cooked them over tiny fires. The men,
who had come in from work at the ferry or
along the telegraph-lines, did some work
themselves, or played with the children;
one cut a small boy’s hair, and then had
his own hair cut by a friend. But the
absorbing amusement of the men was an
extraordinary game of ball.

In our family we have always relished
Oliver Herford’s nonsense rhymes, includ-
ing the account of Willie's displeasure with
his goat:

“I do not like my billy goat,
1 wish that he was dead ;
Because he kicked me, so he did,
He kicked me with his head.”

Well, these Parecis Indians enthusi-
astically play football with their heads.



Frome a photirrapl by Kermit Rovsevelt.

Colunel Roosevelt and Colonel Rondon looking over the vast landscape,

The ground was sandy, covered with grass and with a sparse growth of stunted, twisted trees, never more than a few feet high.—Page 167,
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Frome w photograph dy Cherrie,
The Falls of Utiarity,
I duubt whether, excepting, of course, Niagara, there is a waterfall in North America which cutranks this if both volume and beauty
are considered. —Page 1go,
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The game is not only native to them, but
I have never heard or read of its being
played by any other tribe or people. They
use a light hollow rubber ball, of their own
manufacture. It is circular and about
eight inches in diameter. The players are
divided into two sides, and stationed much
as in association football, and the ball is
placed on the ground to be put in play as
in football. Then a player runs forward,
throws himself flat on the ground, and
butts the ball toward the opposite side.
This first butt, when the ball is on the
ground, never lifts it much and it rolls and
bounds toward the opponents. One or two
of the latter run toward it; one throws
himself flat on his face and butts the ball
back, Usually this butt liftsit, and it flies
back in a curve well up in the air; and an
opposite player, rushing toward it, catch-
es it on his head with such a swing of his
brawny neck, and such precision and ad-
dress that the ball bounds back through
the air as a football soars after a drop kick.
If the ball flies off to one side or the other
it is brought back, and again put in play.
Often it will be sent to and fro a dozen
times, from head to head, until finally it
rises with such a sweep that it passes far
over the heads of the opposite players and
descends behind them. Then shrill, roll-
ing cries of good-humored triumph arise
from the victors; and the game instantly
begins again with fresh zest. Thereare, of
course, no such rules as in a specialized
ball-game of civilization; and I saw no
disputes. There may be eight or ten, or
many more, players on each side. The
ball is never touched with the hands or
feet, or with anything except the top of
the head. Itishard to decide whether to
wonder most at the dexterity and strength
with which it is hit or butted with the
head, as it comes down through the air, or
at the reckless speed and skill with which
the players throw themselves headlong
on the ground to return the ball if it comes
low down. Why they do not grind off
their noses I cannot imagine. Some of
the players hardly ever failed to catch and
return the ball if it came in their neigh-
borhood, and with such a vigorous toss of
the head that it often flew in a great curve
for a really astonishing distance.

That night a pack-ox got into the tent
in which Kermit and I were sleeping, en-
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tering first at one end and then at the
other. Itisextraordinary that he did not
waken ug; but we slept undisturbed while
the ox deliberately ate our shirts, socks,
and underclothes! It chewed them into
rags. One of my socks escaped, and my
undershirt, although chewed full of holes,
was still good for some weeks’ wear; but
the other things were in fragments.

In the morning Colonel Rondon ar-
ranged for us to have breakfast over on
the benches under the trees by the water-
fall, whose roar, lulled to a thunderous
murmur, had been in our ears before we
slept and when we waked. There could
have been no more picturesque place for
the breakfast of such a party as ours. All
travellers who really care to see what is
most beautiful and most characteristic of
the far interior of South America should
in their journey visit this region, and see
the two great waterfalls. They are even
now easy of access; and as soon as the
traffic warrants it they will be made still
more so0; then, from Sio Luis de Céceres,
they will be speedily reached by light
steamboat up the Sepotuba and by a day
or two’s automobile ride, with a couple of
days on horseback in between.

The colonel held a very serious council
with the Parecis Indians over an incident
which caused him grave concern. One of
the commission’s employees, a negro, had
killed a wild Nhambiquara Indian; but
it appeared that he had really been urged
on and aided by the Parecis, as the mem-
bers of the tribe to which the dead Indian
belonged were much given to carrying off
the Parecis women and in other ways
making themselves bad neighbors. The
colonel tried hard to get at the truth of
the matter; he went to the biggest Indian
house, where he sat in a hammock—an In-
dian child cuddling solemnly up to him,
by the way—while the Indians sat in other
hammocks, and stood round about; but it
was impossible to get an absolutely frank
statement.

It appeared, however, that the Nham-
biquaras had made a descent on the Pare-
cis village in the momentary absence of
the men of the village; but the latter,
notified by the screaming of the women,
had returned in time to rescue them.
The negro was with them and, having a
good rifle, he killed one of the aggressors,
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The Parecis were, of course, in the right,
but the colonel could not afford to have his
men take sides in a tribal quarrel.

It was only a two hours’ march across
to the Papagaio at the Falls of Utiarity, so
named by their discoverer Colonel Ron-
don, after the sacred falcon of the Parecis.
On the way we passed our Indian friends,
themselves bound thither; both the men
and the women bore burdens—the bur-
dens of some of the women, poor things,
were heavy—and even the small naked
children carried the live hens. At Uti-
arity there is a big Parecis settlement, and
a telegraph station, kept by one of the em-
ployees of the commission. His pretty
brown wife is acting as schoolmistress to a
group of little Parecis girls, The Parecis
chief has been made a major, and wears
a uniform accordingly. The commission
has erected good buildings for its own em-
ployees, and has superintended theerection
of good houses for the Indians. Most of
the latter still prefer the simplicity of the
loin-cloth, in their ordinary lives, but they
proudly wore their civilized clothes in our
honor. When in the late afternoon the
men began to play a regular match-game
of headball, with a scorer or umpire to
keep count, they soon discarded most of
+ their clothes, coming down to nothing
but trousers or a loin-cloth. Two or three
of them had their faces stained with red
ochre. Among the women and children
looking on were a couple of little girls who
paraded about on stilts.

The great waterfall was half a mile be-
low us. Lovely though we had found
Salto Bello, these falls were far superior in
beauty and majesty. They are twice as
high and twice as broad; and the lay of the
land is such that the various landscapes in
which the waterfall is a feature are more
striking. A few hundred yards above the
falls theriver turns at an angle and widens.
The broad, rapid shallows are crested with
whitecaps. Beyond this wide expanse of
flecked and hurrying water rise the mist
columns of the cataract; and as these col-
umns are swayed and broken by the wind
the forest appears through and between
them. From below the view is one of sin-
gular grandeur. The fall is over a shelv-
ing ledge of rock which goes in a nearly
straightline across theriver’s course.  But
at the left there is a salient in the cliff-line,
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and here accordingly a great cataract of
foaming water comes down almost as a
separate body, in advance of the line of
the main fall. I doubt whether, except-
ing, of course, Niagara, there is a waterfall
in North America which outranks this if
both volume and beauty are considered.
Above the fall the river flows through a
wide valley with gently sloping sides.
Below, it slips along, a torrent of whity-
green water, at the bottomof a deep gorge;
and the sides of the gorge are clothed with
a towering growth of tropical forest.

Next morning the cacique of these In-
dians, in his major's uniform, came to
breakfast, and bore himself with entire
propriety. It was raining heavily—it
rained most of the time—and a few min-
utes previously I had noticed the ca-
cique’s two wives, with three or four other
young women, going out to the mandi-
oca fields. It was a picturesque group.
The women were all mothers, and each
carried a nursing child. They wore loin-
cloths or short skirts. Each carried on
her back a wickerwork basket, supported
by a headstrap which went around her
forehead. Iach carried a belt slung di-
agonally across her body, over her right
shoulder; in this the child was carried,
against and perhaps astride of her left
hip. They were comely women, who did
not look jaded or cowed; and they laughed
cheerfully and nodded to us as they passed
through the rain, on their way to the
fields. But the contrast between them and
the chief in his soldier’'s uniform seated
at breakfast was rather too striking; and
incidentally it etched in bold lines the
folly of those who idealize the life of even
exceptionally good and pleasant-natured
savages.

Although it was the rainy season, the
trip up to this point had not been difficult,
and from May to October, when the cli-
mate is dry and at its best, there would be
practically no hardship at all for travel-
lers and visitors. Thisisahealthy plateau.
But, of course, the men who do the first
pioneering, even in country like this, en-
counter dangers and run risks; and they
make payment with their bodies. At more
than one halting-place we had come across
the forlorn grave of some soldier or labor-
er of the commission. The grave-mound
lay within a rude stockade; and an unin-
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scribed wooden cross, gray and weather-
beaten, marked the last resting-place of
the unknown and forgotten man beneath,
the man who had paid with his humble
life the cost of pushing the frontier of civ-
ilization into the wild savagery of the
wilderness. Farther west the conditions
become less healthy. At this station Colo-
nel Rondon received news of sicknessand
of some deaths among the employees of
the commission in the country to the
westward, which we were soon to enter.
Beriberi and malignant malarial fever
were the diseases which claimed the major
number of the victims.

Surely these are ““the men who do the
work for which they draw the wage.”
Kermit had with him the same copy of
Kipling’s poems which he had carried
through Africa. At these falls there was
one sunset of angry splendor; and we con-
trasted this going down of the sun, through
broken rain-clouds and over leagues of wet
tropical forest, with the desert sunsets we
had seen in Arizona and Sonora, and along
the Guaso Nyiro north and west of Mount
Kenia; when the barren mountains were
changed into flaming “ramparts of slaugh-
ter and peril”’ standing above “the wine-
dark flats below.”

It rained during most of the day after
our arrival at Utiarity. Whenever there
was any let-up the men promptly came
forth from their houses and played head-
ball with the utmost vigor; and we would
listen to their shrill undulating cries of ap-
plause and triumph until we also grew
interested and strolled over to look on.
They are more infatuated with the game
than an American boy is with baseball
or football. Tt is an extraordinary thing
that this strange and exciting game should
be played by, and only by, one little tribe
of Indians in what is almost the very cen-
tre of South America. If any traveller or
ethnologist knows of a tribe elsewhere that
plays a similar game, I wish he would let
me know. To play it demands great ac-
tivity, vigor, skill, and endurance. Look-
ing at the strong, supple bodies of the
players, and at the number of children
round about, it seemed as if the tribe must
be in vigorous health; yet the Parecis have
decreased in numbers, for measles and
smallpox have been fatal to them.

By the evening the rain was coming
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down more heavily than ever. [t was not
possible to keep the moisture out of our
belongings; everything became mouldy
except what became rusty. It rained all
that night; and daylight saw the down-
pour continuing with no prospect of cessa-
tion. The pack-mules could not have
gone on with the march; they were already
rather done up by their previous ten days’
labor through rain and mud, and it seemed
advisable to wait until the weather be-
came better before attempting to go
forward. Moreover, there had been no
chance to take the desired astronomical
observations. There was very little grass
for the mules; but there was abundance of
a small-leaved plant eight or ten inches
high—unfortunately, not very nourishing
—on which they fed greedily. In such
weather and over such muddy trails oxen
travel better than mules.

In spite of the weather Cherrie and Mil-
ler, whom, together with Father Zahm
and Sigg, we had found awaiting us, made
good collections of birds and mammals.
Among the latter were opossums and mice
that were new to them. The birds in-
cluded various forms so unlike our home
birds that the enumeration of their names
would mean nothing. One of the most
interesting was a large black-and-white
woodpecker, the white predominating in
the plumage. Several of these wood-
peckers were usually found together. They
were showy, noisy, and restless, and
perched on twigs, in ordinary bird fashion,
at least as often as they clung to the trunks
in orthodox woodpecker style. The pret-
tiest bird was a tiny manakin, coal-black,
with a red-and-orange head.

On February 2 the rain let up, altho
the sky remained overcast and there were
occasional showers. I walked off with
my rifle for a couple of leagues; at that
distance, from a slight hillock, the mist col-
umns of the falls were conspicuous in the
landscape. The only mammal I saw on
the walk was a rather hairy armadillo,
with a flexible tail, which I picked up and
brought back to Miller— it showed none
of the speed of the nine-banded armadillos
we met on our jaguar-hunt. Judging by
its actions, as it trotted about before it
saw me, it must be diurnal in habits. It
was new to the collection.

I spent much of the afternoon by the
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walerfall.  Under the overcast sky the
great cataract lost the deep green and
fleecy-white of the sunlit falling waters.
Instead it showed opaline hues and tints
of topaz and amethyst. At all times, and
under all lights, it was majestic and beau-
tiful.

Colonel Rondon had given the Indians
various presents, those for the women in-
cluding calico prints, and, what they es-
pecially prized, bottles of scented oil, from
Paris, for their hair, The men held a
dance in the late afternoon. For this oc-
casion most, but not all, of them cast aside
their civilized clothing, and appeared as
doubtless they would all have appeared
had none but themselves been present.
They were absolutely naked except for a
beaded string round the waist. Most of
them were spotted and dashed with red
paint, and on one leg wore anklets which
rattled. A number carried pipes through
which they blew a kind of deep stifled
whistle in time to the dancing. One
of them had his pipe leading into a huge
gourd, which gave out a hollow, moaning
boom. Many wore two red or green or
yellow macaw feathers in their hair, and
one had a macaw feather struck trans-
versely through the septum of his nose.
They circled slowly round and round,
chanting and stamping their feet, while
the anklet rattles clattered and the pipes
droned. They advanced to the wall of
one of the houses, again and again chant-
ing and bowing before it; T was told this
was a demand for drink. They entered
one house and danced in a ring around the
cooking-fire in the middle of the earth
floor; I was told that they were then re-
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citing the deeds of mighty hunters and de-
scribing how they brought in the game.
They drank freely from gourds and pan-
nikins of a fermented drink made from
mandioca which were brought out to them.
During the first part of the dance thewom-
en remained in the houses, and all thedoors
and windows were shut and blankets hung
to prevent the possibility of seeing out.
But during the second part all the women
and girls came out and looked on. They
were themselves to have danced when the
men had finished, but were overcome with
shyness at the thought of dancing with so
many strangers looking on. The children
played about with unconcern throughout
the ceremony, one of them throwing high
in the air, and again catching in his hands,
a loaded feather, a kind of shuttlecock.

In the evening the growing moon shone
through the cloud-rack. Anything ap-
proaching fair weather always put our
men in good spirits; and the muleteers
squatted in a circle, by a fire near a pile of
packs, and listened to a long monoto-
nously and rather mournfully chanted
song about a dance and a love-affair. We
ourselves worked husily with our photo-
graphs and our writing. There was so
much humidity in the air that everything
grew damp and stayed damp, and mould
gathered quickly. At this season it is a
country in which writing, taking photo-
graphs, and preparing specimens are all
works of difficulty, at least so far as con-
cerns preserving and sending home the re-
sults of the labor; and a man’s clothing is
never really dry.,

From here Father Zahm returned to
Tapirapoan, accompanied by Sigg.




UNA MARY:

MEMORIES OF THE MIND OF A CHILD

BY UNA A. HUNT

PREFACE

HIS is the true story of the
inner life of my childhood.
It is the story of the life of
4 any imaginative child, dif-
Zi fering from others only in
details of the material
which came my way and from which T
built my life, my friendships, my world,
and my beliefs—with the needs felt by
every sensitive child, the same search-
ing for an explanation of life and the uni-
verse and the same hunger for a religion
through which to become part of what I
saw and felt, to link me with the known
and the unknown, the unseen mystery
of which a child is so acutely conscious
and which I felt pressing in upon me
from every side.

The life of Una Mary ended when I was
fourteen years old. She was in no sensc
a dual personality. I did not feel I was
two people. She was the rest of me, the
deep, inner, real part that no one else
seemed to know was there; the part of me
that felt, felt with an intensity that was
almost pain, a dumb ache of emotion.

The outward surroundings and circum-
stances as I have used them are partly
real, partly imaginary, and very often
adapted to conceal the identity of other
people who were part of my life but might
not care to have me trespass on their per-
sonalities. I have changed all the names
except my own and have taken liberties
with many of the places and events, but
in every case I have kept the essential
truth of their relation to my life and their
influence upon the mind of Una Mary.
All that concerns her, everything that is
descriptive of Una and the Imp, my kalei-
doscopic ideas about religion, and my
imaginary existence I have told with ab-
solute literalness and have tried, in doing
so, to give some vague idea of chronologi-
cal development, though to avoid con-

fusion it seemed simpler to arrange the
book roughly according to subjects, and
so many ideas and beliefs that were emerg-
ing at the same time are necessarily de-
scribed in separate chapters.

My one object in writing has been the
hope that some of my readers might say,
“Iremember I felt so, too,” the hope that
they might become vividly conscious of
their own half-forgotten points of view as
children, with their tragedies, bewilder-
ments, and joys.

I

UNA MARY AND THE IMP

I wisH, as far as I am able, to write the
inner imaginative and religious life of
my childhood, beginning with my earliest
memories. This was the part of my life
of which I spoke to no one until after
1 was nine years old, but of which I was
always conscious with an intensity that
at times made my outer life seem a dream
and this the only reality, in which I
grouped and arranged all that was most
precious to me, and from the combina-
tions worked out successive theories of
the meaning of life and beauty, of God,
and the relation of these elusive feelings to
the spirit within myself that I felt was
the Real Me and named Una Mary to
distinguish her from my outer sell, named
Una.

Like every child I was conscious of the
special personality of all objects, making
them terrible or lovable, and responsive
to me, but more than that, I, Una Mary,
was part of them; I understood them as
themselves, and we were altogether parts
of some vast, unseen whole, all symbols of
an infinite greatness just beyond my
grasp. I felt it in the ache of beauty, in
the wild power of the wind and sea, in the
brooding mystery of mountains, in a star-
clear night, in the joy of running water,
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in the miracle of flowers, in the Presence-
haunted forest, in the pulse of great cities,
in the dauntlessness of ships, and, above
all, in the radiance of certain human faces.
T had been at the heart of them all, but
our hearts were the heart of something
greater, and we had known each other and
this Something, and been interrelated from
all time. Of course the full consciousness
of this did not come to me as a small child,
yet I never remember the time when it
was not in some measure present.

As T look back I first find myself stand-
ing on the porch of the house we lived
in until T was two and a half years old.
I stood between the piazza posts facing
mamma, some strange old lady dressed in
black with a large lace cap, and Lizzie,
the cook, all of them horrified because I
had just swallowed an orange-seed. I
felt it prick as it went down, and then,
when T saw how frightened the others
were, I had my face puckered up ready to
howl with terror, the tears beginning to
stream down my cheeks, when I was ar-
rested by hearing Lizzie say, T wonder if
it will grow inside her?” and T winked
back the tears at once, entranced at the
thought of myself as a flower-pot. 1
have no idea what happened next; the
pictureis blurred out, for always my mem-
ories are pictures. I see the whole scene,
the grouping and expressions of the peo-
ple, and T even know how all of them are
dressed. I wore a blue coat with white
pearl buttons, the day the seed went down.

The next scene that comes to me must
have been a few weeks later, when we
were moving into our new house. I sat
on a table in the pantry watching mamma
and Lizzie arrange the china on the
shelves. There was an iron mortar and
pestle that T had never seen before, as
they always lived on the top shelf, and it
seemed to me very pathetic, after such
an exclusive existence, that they should
have to travel over in a moving-van, jum-
bled together with all the common kind
of lower-shelf crockery. I felt very sorry
for the mortar and pestle, and kept them
beside me where T could pat and comfort
them. Then when the whole pantry was
in order, T watched Lizzie, who stood on
the step-ladder, carefully put them in
their proper place on the top shelf where
I could no longer see them—a retreat
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worthy of their dignity. Afterward I
insisted upon being present when they
were taken down for the yearly pickling
and preserving, that opulent week when
the whole house and even out to the side-
walk smelled of aromatic deliciousness, all
made possible by the pounding of the pes-
tle in the mortar. They seemed to me
the king and queen of the preserves, and
much more to be thanked than Lizzie for
the sticky joys of the large spoon I was
allowed to “scrape’ after the stirring of
each kettle of jam.

One morning about six weeks later I'was
playing alone in the kitchen—it impressed
me because I had almost never been alone
before—when papa called me to come up-
stairs. As I toiled up the stairs, which
were still quite a mountain for me to
climb, stepping up, as I did, with one foot
and hitching the other up after it, papa,
who stood at the top, told me to come
quickly and see my sister who had just been
born. He seemed greatly pleased and ex-
cited, but I was quite calm, only so sur-
prised that nothing seemed real. I stood
still on the next to the top step, holding
on to the banister, trying to believe it was
true, until papa leaned over, took me in
his arms, and kissed me as he carried me
into mamma’s room. I was sorry to find
mamma sick in bed, but she looked very
happy in spite of it, and after I had kissed
her, “very careful,” as papa told me to,
he uncovered the basket in front of the
open fire over which Lizzie and a strange
woman were hovering, and in it I saw a
queer little squirming red-faced creature
that they said was the baby, my sister!
was never so disappointed in my life, and
went back to the kitchen to cry because
she was so ugly.

As she grew older other people seemed
to think she was a very pretty baby, but
she was not my idea of beauty and
my only consolation about her was that
now everybody kissed her dimples in-
stead of mine—the ones in a row along the
back of her hand—I had hated it. On
my hands, instead of the dimples, they
now only noticed the mole on the little fin-
ger of my left hand, which they said was
a pity, but T might outgrow it. I hoped
not, for I was very fond of the mole. Tt
looked to me like the stone in a ring, giv-
ing that finger an air of extreme elegance,
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and I used to hold my cup when I drank
with the little finger crooked out as 1
had seen a much-beringed lady hold hers.
And besides, without it, if the two looked
exactly alike, how could I ever tell my
right hand from my left?

With the next thing I remember came
for the first time that over-feeling of a
something beyond and more than the
thing itself, the personality that was part
of something greater. It was the first of
those deep, vague feelings that made up
the life of Una Mary, and it was on that
day that my inner life began, although it
was not until a year later that I gave the
name of Una Mary to my Inner Self, the
self who seemed so apart from the Una
who was just a member of a family, so
different from the me our {riends saw and
talked to, who played with toys, sat on
people’s laps, and “took walks,” dragged
about the streets by the nurse who
wheeled my sister’s carriage; and, above
all, who wore the clothes I hated, of dark
blue or brown, because they “did not
show the soot like white.” My clothes
were so unlike me, so unlike the person I
felt T was inside, and made me look so un-
like myself, to myself, that I think they
were one of the main reasons for my in-
venting Una Mary. I had to be some
one unlike the child who wore them.

" This next thing was in itself a curious
object to impress a child of three. I can
still feel the shiver of awe that went
through me that summer afternoon, when
I saw outlined against a hot blue sky, the
intense dry blue that only the sky of the
Middle West can produce, two large gas-
tanks painted red. It was partly, 1
think, the sudden rousing of my color
sense in response to the positive shout of
the contrast of the red against the blue—
strong color has always thrilled me—but
more than that I felt a sense of silent
strength and reserve power, a feeling of in-
evitableness that T have felt ever since in
large simple masses of construction. 1
feel it always with tanks, often when I see
great office-buildings, and sometimes it
grips me when I see the girders of a bridge
outlined black against the sky, or the slow-
moving arm of an immense derrick swing-
ing heavy-laden and serene above a hurry-
ing swarm of workmen, They all seem
the embodiment of something tremendous
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and relentless, and T feel the sort of fear
many people feel during a thunder-storm,
fear of a power beyond my understanding
or control, and with the fear there is ex-
ultation in its very strength,

All this did not come to me, of course,
that first afternoon. 1 often saw the
tanks afterward, and the sensation they
gave me gradually became clearer and
more conscious, but I shall never forget
my first sight of them, when a fecling of
overwhelming loneliness swept over me,
and the way in which, althoughTknew he
could not understand, I tightened my
grasp of my father’s hand to assure my-
self that protection was near. I felt it as
Una Mary, because it was something I
could not explain, could not tell any one
about, could only feel, and feel it, I was
sure, as no one else could.

Whether I was told they were filled
with something that might explode, or
whether it was because of the similarity
of shape and color, I cannot tell, but al-
ways after the next Fourth of July I as-
sociated them with cannon crackers, the
largest and most awful form of the ordi-
nary fire-cracker, and felt that the tanks
might be a gigantic nightmare of the same
shattering confusion, ready at any mo-
ment to burst their quiet red cylinders.

The following summer a tornado swept
through the town where we were stay-
ing, and as I watched from the windows
and saw the great elm-trees that sur-
rounded the house bend like blown grass,
their tortured branches snapped off like
leaves, or whole trees uprooted and flung
aside as lightly as if they had been weeds,
I had again the feeling the gas-tanks had
given me, except that this time there was
less fear and more exultation. I clapped
my hands and shouted with excitement,
and then became more excited still, but
silent, as I realized that I could not hear
my own voice, the noise of the destruc-
tion outside was so terrific, the very soul
of power seemed let loose—power, the
tremendous, invisible something that all
my life has fascinated and perplexed me,
which I am always trying to confine in
some embodiment to bring it within the
control of my imagination, power that
cannot even be described and so brought
within the boundaries of fixed words. I
felt less afraid of the tornado than I had
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of the tanks, because in the storm the
power wis more obvious. It seemed to be
doing what must be its worst. T could
see its full strength let loose. This same
tumult of destruction T felt was bottled
up inside the tanks, but in them with
their deadly stillness and immobility,
there might be much more beside. There
secemed no limit to their possibilities for
danger.

All the memories connected with the
Una Mary side of me are either shot
darkly with this unknown terror or lit by
an unearthly glamour of beauty and sug-
gestion of enchantment which I felt, for
the first time, on the Christmas eve when
I was three years old and saw my first
Christmas tree. Whatever we discard
in our theories about children, I hope we
may always keep the Christmas tree, that
every one may have the memory of this
miracle of childlike beauty, this supreme
creation of genius, in that it is the embodi-
ment of all a child can feel, brimming over
with wonder and bursting joy, of the very
soul of toys and fairyland.

Mine was at the house of the German
consul. He and his wife were young peo-
ple recently married, and this tree cele-
brated their first Christmas in America,
and so it was all a perfect German tree
could be. We were the onlv people asked
to it, my parents, Agnes, and L. T can see
the room still, in a typical rented sub-
urban house, new and tasteless, with stiff
black-walnut furnishings, all throwing
more strongly into relief the glory of the
marvellous glittering tree towering to the
ceiling, shining with threads of fine spun
gold, wreathed with chains and festoons
of red and silver, hung with iridescent
balls of gleaming metallic colors, with
long icicles and toys and silver stars, and
at the very top a snowy angel blowing on
a tiny trumpet. Then my father and the
consul began to light the candles., Real
living flames, one by one they quivered
into being like stars that are born at twi-
licht, until the whole tree shimmered and
breathed with their beauty.

Of course children believe in [airies and
radiant half-seen presences, and they al-
ways will as long as we give them Christ-
mas trees. As I sat at the foot of this
personification of all enchantment, all
beauty, and all dreams, I felt as il a spirit
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had been called into being before my very
eyes, as the children in the fairy tales
must feel when the fairy with the magic
wand appears, and I burst into tears, not
because I was alraid, but because I could
not bear the ache of all it meant to me.

To comfort me, My Wonder Lady, as I
afterward called the consul's wife, took
from the tree a gilded walnut, which she
gave me, telling me to pull the loop of
ribbon that made its stem. As I did so
the two halves flew apart, and there in-
side, on beds of pale-blue cotton, lay two
tiny dolls. Could any one have been dull
to the charm of that—two real little dolls
as the kernel of a magic nut! It was like
the Wonder Lady to give it to me to quiet
my fears. She always understood Una
Mary. A real toy or an ordinary doll
would have tumbled me to earth too sud-
denly, but the magic golden nut with its
dolls of unmistakable china was the one
perfect link between the tree and me, the
one thing that could make the glamour
real and tangible enough to belong to me,
and yet no less marvellous and beautiful.

Afterward we went home through a
snow-storm just as the street-lamps were
being lit. T had never seen them hefore,
and as I saw the lamplighter put up his
little ladder, light the lamp, and almost
with the click of its closing door run off to
light the next, I felt as if the wholecity
was a Christmas tree with the lamps for
its candles, and I longed to hang presents
for everybody on the lamp-posts.

I loved the whirling snow, the orange
lights cast on the whiteness, and above
all the moving shadows, especially the one
of papa with me in his arms, that crept
long and thin ahead of us until something
frightened it, when back it scuttled and
squatted down at our very feet.

As mamma put me to bed that night she
told me about Santa Claus and read me
“The Night Before Christmas”—a poem
sacred to many of my most precious mem-
ories. Then we all hung up our stockings
around the fireplace in mamma’s room,
and sure enough, in the morning they were
filled and overflowing in piles on the floor
with presents for all of us, proving that
the poem had been true and Santa Claus
really had come down the chimney, and
galloped away with a much-lightened
sleigh, And when I went down-stairs to
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wish Lizzie a Merry Christmas, there, on
the kitchen table, stood a statue of Santa
Claus himself, the snow still sprinkled
over him, and in his arms a small Christ-
mas tree, so I knew that the marvellous
tree of the day before had come from him,
too. It had seemed too beautiful for the
earth.

Christmas became the great day of the
year, the day all the other days seemed
merely shadows of, and Santa Claus was
its spirit, the only person I associated
with Christmas, for it was not until I
was nine years old that I heard it was
Christ’s birthday.

1 got Lizzie to write letters to Santa
Claus for me, asking for everything I
wanted from a brother to a toy broom, and
the year my youngest sister was born I
wrote to him at once to tell him of her
arrival, and at Christmas the presents in
and below her minute sock, all of them
labelled correctly with her name, I looked
upon as a personal achievement, for no one
else had remembered to tell Santa Claus
about her.

I always drew three large kisses at the
bottom of the page and signed the letters
Una Mary. T felt Santa Claus would un-
derstand letters from her better than he
possibly could from Una, for it was Una
Mary who loved his Christmas tree and
who dreamed off in his sleigh. Each
night before going to sleep, I used to say:

‘Santa Claus, Santa Claus,
Send your sleigh
And Una Mary whisk away.”

Then I imagined myself sitting in it, the
reindeer pulling faster and faster over the
snow, until we rose up in the air over the
housetops, flying up, up, and then I was
asleep—always I was asleep before T got
high enough to find out where Santa Claus
lived, whether it was behind a cloud or
up in the moon. Perhaps he was the
Man in the Moon except on Christmas,
smiling down on the world by night and
busy making our presents by day.

Once when I said I hated a certain toy,
Lizzie told me I ought to be very thankful
for everything I had, as there were a great
many children who had no toys at all.
Instead of making me thankful it roused
all my sense of injustice. I could not
bear the thought of those other children,
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it seemed so unfair that they should have
no toys. It must be because Santa Claus
did not know about them, so each night
afterward, as soon as I had called for his
sleigh, I really prayed to him and im-
plored him, between Christmases, to be
sure and find the names and addresses of
all the children there were, so that no one
should ever be left out again,

Perhaps Santa Claus is as good a prep-
aration as a child can have for God. 1
know they were real prayers I prayed to
him.

The Wonder Lady played an impor-
tant part in my life for the next five years;
she was so at heart a child herself. Ina
cabinet in her parlor there were some
china dogs and a little tub in which I was
allowed to wash them with make-believe
water—just the sort of things to put in a
cabinet, it seemed to me—and I cared for
them more than for any of my own toys,
except a stick on which some one had
carved for my mother the head of the Old
Man of the Mountain. They appealed
particularly to Una Mary, who did not
care much for regular toys.

The Wonder Lady had several children
of her own during those years, but she still
kept a place for me, and each time she
came back from Germany, where they
spent the summers in a castle in the Black
Forest—1I was sure it was the castle
where Grimm’s Princesses used to live
she brought me a wonderful present,
Once it was a sash from Algiers, striped
in the softest living colors of raw silk. T
was only allowed to wear it on rare occa-
sions, but I used to love to open the
drawer where it was kept, and stroke its
clinging smoothness. 1 have it still, and
am glad to know that I felt it was beauti-
ful even then.

Another year she brought me a neck-
lace of cloudy amber, fine, round, gradu-
ated beads, and in one of them a speck
which, when T examined it, proved to be
atiny fly. Papa told me that amber had
been the gum of a tree at the time when
the fly was caught, and afterward such
great changes had gone over theworld that
the trees had turned to stone and were
now covered with water, so men dug for
the gum in mines under the sea. It was
my interest in the amber, my own am-
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ber, that first opened my mind to glim-
merings of the stupendous shaping of
the world, its vast changes and its curi-
ous continuity, for even in those [ar-off
times when what was now sea had been
dry land, the familiar fly had buzzed and
blundered his way to the first sticky sur-
face he found, exactly as he might do
to-day.

The last time I saw the Wonder Lady
was just before we moved to Washington.
She had come to say good-by, and as I
stood beside her she let me play with a
pin she wore, made in the shape of a tiny
box of crystal, set in gold, with a lid
that opened, and inside a tiny crystal that
moved around like a drop of water. It
had always seemed to me the most en-
trancing jewel, and as she went away she
gave it to me. Mamma used “to wear it
for me until I grew up,” but I found iton
the pincushion occasionally, and then I
would pin it onto my nightgown so Una
Mary could wear it all night.

I wonder if she was just kind, or if the
Wonder Lady realized a little what her
presents meant to me, knew how much
food she was giving to the imaginative,
beauty-loving Una Mary side of me? I
think she must have known. I remem-
ber her as always dressed in soft, lustrous
materials that I loved to rest my cheek
against, a harmony of dull browns and
tans melting into the tones of her smooth
dark hair. With her I always think of
Agnes, who became, through me, a friend
of hers, and my mother’'s most intimate
friend, but she was my friend first.

I was born in a curious little gabled
house, across the street from what I re-
member as the large and stately mansion
where Agnes lived. Our house was on the
side of the hill above the city, there so
steep that the back yard went down in
terraces to the roofs of the houses below,
while on the street side there was a long
flicht of steps up to the sidewalk on a level
with the second-story windows, so Agnes
from her house always knew, by the com-
motion of getting my carriage up the
steps, when ‘““the baby was going out,”
and used often to come over and wheel me
up and down, But as she was fourteen
years old and I three months old when we
first met and smiled, most of my memo-
ries of her come later and are connected
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with her growing up and becoming a
young lady, a time of great excitement,
with many confidences to my mother,
interspersed with teasing from my father,
at which she always giggled so delight-
fully I laughed, too, in sympathy.

I knew one other real young lady—it
never occurred to me that married people
could be young—Maud. I only remem-
ber the way she looked. Dressed always
in black, her clothes seemed a long sheath
for the gorgeous flower of her head with
its flame of copper-red hair. I was sure
she and my mother were the most beauti-
ful people on earth. Maud had a hat
with drooping ostrich feathers, and how I
longed for one like it for mamma, who said
she could not afford it. Later Agnes
bought one, which was next best to mam-
ma's having it, with a long green plume
so drooping that it almost touched her
shoulder. One day when she was lunch-
ing with us I went up-stairs and found the
hat lying on the floor with only the rib of
the feather left, and the fluff scattered all
over the room. T rushed down-stairs cry-
ing, and told her the feather was dead
and only its skeleton left. Just then we
caught sight of Agnes’s dog, a puppy, with
telltale green fuzz sticking to the corners
of his mouth. Only the week before he
had chewed up Emerson’s Essays. I
begged for the scraps of the feather and
carefully put all the bits I could find into
a box, and next day gave it a most elah-
orate funeral in the back yard, with the
puppy dragged at the end of a string as
chief mourner.

My greatest friend was Harry. His
mother and mine had gone to school to-
gether in Cambridge and, both marrying
at about the same time and going to Cin-
cinnati to live, had clung together, and
taken houses on the same street.

At first they had felt out of place in
what seemed, in contrast with Cam-
bridge, the crude materialism of much of
the Western life, but very soon they found
friends in a circle of most charming and
cultivated people, most of them, like our-
selves, of the professional class, for Harry's
father was a lawyer and mine a professor.

As Harry and I were the same age we
were brought up together and were insep-
arable companions.  We had all our toys
in common and shared everything, except
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my inner life as Una Mary. That went
on quite apart, with its imaginary people,
places, and worships, Harry's mind was
of the concrete order, and I realized even
then that he could not possibly under-
stand.

Among our toys there was a large black
boy doll, with buttons sewed on for eyes,
named Sam, to whom Harry was de-
voted. He used to take him to bed with
him every night, and there was a rubber
baby named Jemima, who belonged to me.
They were our favorite toys, for they had
as many lives as a cat and bobbed up
serenely through everything.

We always played as Harry pleased,
and he bullied and teased me a great
deal, which I bore meekly, until one day
when he bit a holein Jemima I could stand
it no longer. All the pent-up rage of Una
Mary burst out at once and I flew at him
like a wildcat. I was smaller than he,
but I was ready to fight to the death for
my rights, so I grabbed him by the shoul-
ders ready to shake him with all my
might, but before I even began, the expres-
sion of my face was so fierce that he burst
at once into loud wails for help. I shall
never forget my surprise and triumph as I
realized that I had conguered, conquered
in spite of being small, with a strength I
could always command. Thad onlyto set
Una Mary free, to let her come outside,
and she could do anything.

After that I had only to make myself
feel like Una Mary and put on an expres-
sion of grim determination to have Harry
wilt at once. T soon knew that particu-
lar expression by the way it made my face
feel, and I used to do it by puttingmy
hands in front of my face while I frowned
and fixed my jaws. Then, when the mus-
cles were all in place, the feeling that
corresponded with the expression would
come over me until I felt as fierce as I
looked. It hecame so well recognized
among the children we played with that I
had only to say, “I'll fix my face,” to get
my own way at once.

One day I was told Harry could not
comeand play with me, as he had measles,
I did not in the least know what measles
was, but as T always had half of whatever
he had, I at once trotted down to his
house to share measles, too, Their front
door being unlatched, I walked in and up
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to his room undiscovered, and when his
mother came in presently to read to him,
there I sat on the bed drawing pictures.
I most certainly shared the measles later,
greatly to the delight of Harry, who used
to come and dance a war-dance under my
window, shouting, “Una's got the mea-
sles, Una's caught the measles.” But he
always brought me a present, so I for-
gave him. Usually it was ice-cream or
jelly. In fact, being ill when T was a
small child, as I look back upon it, seems
always to have been a prolonged orgy of
delicacies; even medicine went down in
jelly or lemonade. Agnes consoled the
measles with a pair of toy scales on which
Iweighed the sugar for my oatmeal. They
gave generous weight, those scales!

All the children we knew had the measles
that spring. One after another it tum-
bled them down like a row of dominoes,
and we used to trace its whole genealogy,
singing it like a chant, until we got back
to,

“ John caught it from Una,
Una caught it from Harry,”

and then came the question of where
Harry got his, until one child said: “ God
dropped his measles down from heaven,
everything starts there,” which seemed
to all of us a satisfactory explapation, so
we ended our chant with, ““And Harry
caught it from God.”

We had two favorite games. One was
to jump up and down in the centre of a
large double bed, the springs sending us
high in the air again at the end of each
jump. It was blissful in itself, this ef-
fortless being shot straight up, like com-
ing to the surface of the water after a
dive, and then on coming down on the
soft bouncing mattress, to keep one’s bal-
ance was almost as skilful as the circus-
rider’s poise on the back of herhorse. We
played circus-rider at first, but later I had
the theory that first jumping for its own
sake made Christmas come sooner, that
it made time go faster, so each day we
always did “ Twenty jumps nearer Christ-
mas.” The whole year to me was “go-
ing on Christmas” as soon as the first of
January came with its change of date,
just as I, the very night after my birth-
day, was always “ going on five,” or what-
ever my next age was to be.
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Our other game we only played when
the family were all out.  We felt it would
not be approved. The servants certainly
took that view of it, but as they never
told on us, we kept on playing it with a
feeling of wickedness that was half its ex-
citement. This was indoor coasting. We
did it sitting on brooms or a tin tea-tray,
down the front staircase in Harry’s house
— his stairs were steeper than ours, The
broom was the safe and conservative
method, as the handle went in front and
broke the fall at the bottom, also it went
more slowly; but my soul was only satis-
fied by the perils and joys of the tea-tray.
I started at the top, collecting my small
self and superfluous skirts as near the
centre of the tray as possible, holding fast
to the carpet until T was ready. Then 1
gave a push with both hands, and down
through bumping, clattering space I tore
with such impetus that I only stopped
when shot off the tray at the bottom step,
by bumping into the front door at the op-
posite end of the hall. Mamma could
never understand how children got so
many black and blue spots.

I have since been down the “helter-
skelter lighthouse” at Earl's Court. I
was with two very dignified barristers in
evening dress and high hats at the time,
and as we all sat on our little mats and
shot down the spiral track, I felt the in-
ventor had a true, though dim ideal of real
pleasure, and certainly the crowd that
watched us shoot out at the bottom minus
our hats were appreciative. I have also
slid down a grassy mountainside in Ha-
wail, sitting on a palm-leaf as the old
kings used to do, but it could not compare
with tea-tray coasting.

The children 1 knew and played with
during the eight years I lived in Cincin-
nati were nearly all boys. There were a
few girls—I remember them in the back-
ground—but boys cared for the things I
liked, that is, the things I liked as Una.
Una Mary never played with any one.
She walked alone, like the cat in Kip-
ling’s story. So I spent most of my time
with Harry and his friends, and together
we climbed every tree and shed in the
neighborhood. T have always admired
my mother’s courage in allowing it, for I
was often badly hurt, but after each fall,
when vinegar and brown paper had been
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applied, her only comment was, “You
must learn to climb better,” and I did.
Soon I could get to almost any roof by
way of the waterspout and gutters. Then
one fatal day I climbed to the top of the
belfry of the church. I had climbed up
safely and laboriously, but getting down
the steep slate roof from the ridge-pole
to the gutter, so high above the ground,
was more than I could do. Panic seized
me, and there Isat until rescued by ladders
from the fire-engine house. After that,
mamma drew the line at roofs, and the
boys, who had noné of them dared try it
themselves, were unbearable on the sub-
ject, while the minister, whose church it
was, called me his ““ sparrow on the house-
top.” 1 wondered if sparrows were try-
ing to screw up their courage to fly when
they sat so long on the ridge-pole.

It was really all the fault of My Imp.
It would never have occurred to me to be
afraid if it had not been for him. But
it was just the sort of thing he was al-
ways doing, whispering in my ear as he did
then, “You don’t dare go down. You're
scared.”

The boys had said, “You dasn’t do
it,” and that had sent me up at once, and
then at the height of my triumph as I
looked down at the awe-struck group
below, while a frantic policeman shook his
club and yelled, “ Come down or I'll arrest
you,”" suddenly the Imp had paralyzed me.
He has been the curse of my life, that Imp,
for he is always there, just behind my left
ear, a little black demon watching and
jeering at everything, and he has a hate-
ful hunchbacked sort of mind. He ac-
tually seemed to giggle whenever I coughed
during my prayers, and was delighted
when I was unhappy. I knew he was not
real, but that made him more awful. A
real demon I could do something about,
but one that was just in my own mind
there scemed no way of controlling, until
I had a brilliant idea of pretending to cry
or to be naughty just to amuse him. As
he always scemed to be taken in by it, 1
gradually grew to despise him, but he re-
quired a great deal of time and attention.

The other girls were all afraid to climb,
and hated pet toads, or “pretending,”” and
the other things I cared for; but besides
our lack of tastes in common there was a
deeper gulf that separated me from all
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the girls I knew, and that was clothes and
everything that had to do with outward
appearance.

My parents had been brought up in
Boston among the most unworldly and
transcendental set of people, so their
point of view was wholly that of “plain
living and high thinking,” the “plain,”
whatever it was, being of the best and
most wholesome materials, but lacking a
lightness of touch I longed for. So my
clothes were good, but very severe and
usually dark in color.

At parties the other little girls wore
fluffy muslins trimmed with lace ruffles
and bows. I looked at pictures of them
the other day in an old fashion book, and
they must have been nightmares of fussi-
ness, those children’s dresses of the early
eighties, but to me then they seemed
the quintessence of loveliness, for at the
parties when the other little girls wore
them, I always had on plain stiff white
piqué. How I have hated that material
ever since! Then, too, the others all had
long flowing hair with bangs or a single
curl tied by a large bow on one side of the
head, while my hair was cropped short
like a boy's, so short I did not even know
it was curly, of the true angel kind, and
might have floated in ringlets down my
back, if only it had been allowed to grow.
As it was, I looked exactly like papa's
nickname for me, “Little Lanky Tow-
head.” It perfectly described Una, and
how Una Mary abhorred her!

Parties were a deep misery to me, I felt
so unlike the others, and the sort of dis-
comfort the older boys seemed to feel in
their overgrown hands and feet, T felt all
through my whole body. How I wished
I knew how to make myself invisible, for
then I should have adored parties, they
were so pretty and so gay! Once a little
boy gave me the ring he had found in his
slice of cake at a birthday party, and
I almost cried with pride at being treated
as if I were a real girl, and for a time for-
got all about how Una looked and was in
the full swing of feeling as if I were really
Una Mary and having a magnificent
time, when the Imp brought me to my-
self by whispering, “Look at your boots!”
I looked and collapsed like a pricked bub-
ble, for those boots were the worst trial of
my outward life. The other girls all wore
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shiny kid buttoned ones, or thin little
slippers with a strap over the instep, while
I was condemned to perpetual lacing
boots, the only ones in Cincinnati, of the
best quality calf, though that mattered
nothing to me then, ordered each year
from Tuttle’s, in Boston. Poor mamma,
with her care and truest economy, little
guessed the agony she caused me. T
hated those shoes as I hated nothing else
on earth, with a hatred of absolute de-
spair, for it did no good to scufl out a pair
as quickly as possible. T tried that once
by kicking at a pile of stones for hours.
Their exact duplicate, only a little larger,
at once appeared.

All the other children wore kid gloves,
while T had to wear mittens in winter
until T was twelve years old, and then my
sense of justice was utterly outraged be-
cause my sister was given kid gloves at
the same time, and yet she was nearly
three years younger than I!

It was all tragedy to me and gave me a
feeling of fundamental difference from the
others in a rich Western town where little
girls of five wore jewelry and carried par-
asols. They even had their ears pierced for
earrings. They wore thread run through
at first, then straws, to keep the holes
open, and after that ravishing little for-
get-me-nots of turquoise or pearls, while
my ears just ended in lumps of skin; even
a straw run through, I thought, gave a
more finished appearance. But mamma
was firm when I implored her to let Lizzie,
who had done her nieces’, stick a threaded
needle through each of my ears.

I was once given a ring and a parasol
by a kind and pitying person, but I was
never allowed to use them. I tried on the
ring and then they were put away until
I got older, put away with the precious
sash and amber necklace that I was only
allowed to wear on my birthday and
Christmas.

Of course I am glad of it all now and
know that my mother was right, but
it was iron in my soul at the time. T am
especially glad because it tended to throw
me so entirely with boys. They said 1
was not silly like the other girls; how could
I be with such a handicap? But it was
the outdoor life of adventure I lived with
them that I peculiarly needed as a bal-
ance to my own inner imaginary life that
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went on quite apart and for which I saved
a stated time each day, when I became
wholly Una Mary and my imaginary
clothes were simply an orgy of ribbons and
lace.

Una Mary at this period was always
dressed in white muslin that absolutely
frothed rufiles all around her knees, with
a red sash tied in a bow as large as a
bustle behind, and a scarlet hair ribbon
tying up the single curl that rose above
the bang on her forehead—for while oth-
er children had either a bang or a tied-
back curl, I decided to give Una Mary
both—and she wore just as many rings
and bracelets and necklaces as she pleased,
and, of course, had earrings and slippers
with heels. How I admired her, and how
1 felt her appearance did justice to what I
really was! Sometimes after a party 1
wished I could die at once, because my ce-
lestial self, I was sure, wouldlook like Una
Mary, and then God and the angels, any-
how, would know what T was really like,
and perhaps I could be a ghost and haunt
the party people, and then it would scare
them to see how lovely I was and they
would ery to think they had never known
it while T was still alive.

Even with the boys I felt different and
something of an outsider because of my
pronunciation. I was brought up with the
accent of Boston, and all my being longed
for the rolling Western R. But family
influences proved too strong for me.  Al-
though I grew up entirely in the West and
the South, so far as I know I have not
picked up a trace of either accent.

All the other children called their par-
ents popper and mommer while I had been
taught to say papa and mamma, clipped
off and meagre words in comparison. I
remember once when I met a new child,
referring casually to my mother as mom-
mer, and the feeling of relief it gave me to
have it taken for granted, instead of
the sneers of “stuck up,” followed by a
mimicol my “mamma’” that was the usual
beginning of my friendships, and yet with
the relief went such a sense of disloyalty
that T never said it again.

The story of the Ugly Duckling seemed
to me so pathetic I could hardly bear
ta have it read. T knew just how he felt,
and yet the boys were nice to me in their
way alter they got over the first “queer-

Mar y

ness.”  The trouble was that I could not
myself get over the feeling thatit was true.
I was queer. My Imp kept me reminded
of it steadily.

Next door to us lived a boy of fourteen,
Richard, who became one of my heroes,
and besides being part of my outer life
gave a real impetus to my inner life by
teaching me to play with chessmen. Not
chess, of course, but games of fairyland
and battle on the carpet in his room when
I went over, as I occasionally did, to have
supper with him. T had sometimes played
withacarvedivoryset of chessmammahad
at home, but it was Richard who taught
me the names of the different pieces and
explained in terms of the fairy-tale world
what they meant—kings, queens, bishops,
knights, and pawns. I was simply en-
tranced by the vistas of romance they
opened before the eyes of Una Mary, and
at once made them a part of my imagi-
nary world. Theknights became thesworn
enemies of My Imp, and jousted against
him continually when he cut a preposter-
ous figure, perched on a big gray horse,
like a little black monkey dressed up in
armor. Edward, my imaginary friend,
the companion of my whole childhood, was
the over-prince at the head of the chess
world.

The first time I had supper with Rich-
ard is indelibly impressed upon my mind,
because it was the first time I had ever
gone anywhere alone, except to Harry's
house, and in honor of the oecasion I wore
my best dress of dark-blue cashmere,
with a lace collar, my handkerchief se-
curely fastened with a safety-pin to the
belt that defined my knees rather than
my waist-line.

I must have been very small, for it was
the first time I had sat in a real chair in-
stead of a high chair—the fact that I had
a hassock and a dictionary under me in no
way detracted from the dignity—and
I drank out of a glass tumbler instead of
a silver mug. T was so impressed by the
grownupness of the occasion that I de-
cided to hold my fork and spoon as Lizzie
had often told me “ladies always did,”
balanced lightly between my thumb and
forefinger like a pen, instead of clutched
securely with my whole fist as I had al-
ways held them before. T even struggled
with my knife and fork at the same time
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but that was too much for me to engi-
neer. It was like learning to skate. They
seemed possessed to go off in opposite di-
rections, until Richard advised me to con-
centrate my mind on the knife and let
the fork take care of itself. Then I began
to succeed. The fork was as meek as a
lamb if I paid no attention to it, and after
that day I always cut up my own food
and held my fork the grown way, much
to the disgust of Harry, who was months
in learning to imitate me.

The next time I went into society alone
was for lunch with some children T had
met during my brief career at kindergar-
ten. Before I went mamma impressed it
upon me that I was to eat whatever was
given to me whether I liked it or not, and
not behave like a little girl who was at
our house one day when we had bread
pudding, which she refused to eat, and
when mamma had urged her to try some
and see how nice it was, had replied, “It
looks familiar.” Ihad sympathized with
her deeply, but mamma said it was bad
manners, and if I did such a thing people
would all think my mother had brought me
up badly. So I sat down at table, fairly
solemn with good intentions,

I had never seen olives before, but when
they were passed to me I took one and
bit into it politely. Then after my first
wild struggle with disgust at its taste, I
wondered what T should do. I simply
could not bite into the horrid thing again,
and yet it must be eaten. Only one course
seemed possible, so I took a huge drink of
water, gulped hard, and swallowed the ol-
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ive,stone and all. Though almost choked,
I was supported by the feeling that the
family was not to be disgraced through
me. Even if we could not live in a house
with a mansard roof, as all really grand
people did, I had proved I was well
brought up!

A little later one of the children asked
for my olive-stone, and my calm state-
ment that T had swallowed it created such
a delightful excitement and made me such
a heroine that soon after, at home, when
Harry was lunching with us, in order to
impress him I decided to swallow a whole
prune, as we had no olives. But it proved
too large to go down in spite of all my
efforts, so I dropped the stone behind
the side-table, and then announced that I
had swallowed it. The immediate effect
was all I could wish. Harry's eyes almost
popped out of his head with excitement,
The frightened household gathered around
me, and everything was perfect until Liz-
zie rushed in from the kitchen with the
suggestion of standing me on my head
and shaking me by the legs, as “that was
the way they got the penny out of her sis-
ter’s Tommy.” She seemed on the point
of carrying it out, so I hastily remarked it
was only a make-believe stone I had swal-
lowed. From the grieved dignity with
which T was treated for several days, it
was forever impressed upon me that in the
grown world make-believes are called lies,

My Imp was delighted with the whole
affair. It was just the sort of thing that
suited him, and he held it over me for
years,

[To be followed in September by “Minerva and the Unknown Power."')
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ter, she went up the rue Vivier, occasion-
ally slipping her hand under the cover of
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dame muttered, as the
farm-gate slammed on
the girl’s passing, and, be-
ing in a particularly evil
humor, she added, “you daughter of no-
body!"”

Pierette bent her head a little. Daugh-
ter of nobody! Well, since it was true,
what reply could one make? She had
come from the foundling asylum, the old
Louis Fourteenth building with the grassy
court, just without the town. There the
sisters had taught her to read and to say
her catechism, and had set her to learn
embroidery, but she had been clumsy and
had tangled the silks; one day the Sister
Saint Marie had lost patience, and so had
come an end of the matter. Pierette had
been put out to service. What else was
there for her?  She of course had no voca-
tion, and she understood better than any-
thing else the fact that her existence was
an accident not desired by any one. One
did what one was told and the mother
superior had told her to go with the farmer
of Lery, who would give her a bed and food
and, when she was eighteen, six francs a
month. She had also instructed Pierette
to remember to say her prayers and not to
forget that God was always with her. But
as for the Bon Dieu, what had he to do
with cleaning out the courtyard or feeding
the fowls?

Now, at twelve, she was still servant at
Lery, small for her age and undeveloped,
with a flat chest and narrow hips. Twice
in the week she put on her black woollen
dress, took her umbrella and a basket on
her arm, and, starting two hours before
dawn, carried the butter to market. On
Saturdays she had permission on her way
home to go into the cathedral, and once in
the month to stay to confess. This day
she had said her prayers to the little saint
in the first chapel, and, after selling the but-
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her basket to make sure that the money
was safe. Coming back with more than
usual, she had some hope that madame
would be moved to give her an extra plate
of soup, and beyond that her thoughts
didn’t go. When she came into the
square she found it full of people and, be-
ing too small to look over the crowd, she
wedged herself in between the waiter from
the inn and Monsieur Poupin, the green-
grocer, and though she could see nothing
she heard a voice issuing from the centre
of the group.

“Messieurs and mesdames, that which
you are about to witness has been per-
formed before emperors and kings; behold
me, the unique living sword-swallower,
fire-cater, and contortionist!”

There was the rap of a drum, the crowd
was breathless an instant, then came a
hoarse laugh, and Monsieur Poupin cried,
“Trés bien, mon vieux!” Pieretteswayed
and tiptoed and pressed nearer, but could
see nothing but the checked trousers of the
green-grocer, so she bent over and tried
with all her small strength to get nearer.
There was a crack of an opening; she
pushed into it, wriggled forward, some
one behind gave her a shove, and, overbal-
ancing, she shot out, landing in a crumpled
heap on the very carpet of the performer.

“Mam’zelle has arrived just in time!”

Pierette, still clinging to her basket,
gathered herself together and sat up open-
mouthed with her legs straight before her,
and saw an incredible being, all in spangles
and pink tights, make a bow,

“ Messieurs, mesdames, see what mam’-
zelle has brought!”

Strong, dexterous fingers stoleunder the
cover of her basket and drew out a rabbit,
live and squirming. She gave a little cry.

“But how did it get there?”

She had for answer a mysterious smile
from the performer, and saw him toss the
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rabbit into the air where somewhere
against the blue it vanished. The juggler
turned on his heel, pushed back his cuffs,
played lightly with the sword at his side,
and finally swallowed it. Pierette gasped.
Could this be, yet hadn’t she seen? Rub-
bing her eyes she bent nearer. Now, yes,
golden louis were actually being found in
impossible places, in the rim of Monsieur
Poupin’s hat and in that old woman’s um-
Vor. LVL.—z1

brella. Within the circle of the gaping
crowd ended for Pieretteall things earthly;
there, under the radiance of enchantment,
she saw a being uncontrolled by any law,
touched with a softer air, and with a pure
and more golden light. Ah, but he was
beautiful as well as wonderful as, with a
certain rhythm, he tossed little gilt balls
into the air, never missing one, but always
catching them and sending them up again,
203
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while the sun reddened his blond hair and
beard.  With hands clasped Pierette drew
her breath sharply, fecling with the joy of
that moment the stir of vague emotions.
Until then there had been only the farm,
madame to be served, the chickens to be
picked, the kitchen to be cleaned, market
twice in the week, and sleep, dog-tired,
under the rafters; yet here in this same
world was one whose magic fingers took
gold pieces from the air, whohad come from
God knew where, who belonged to God
knew what, but was as far from life, as she
knew it, as the saints in heaven. Herrapt
caze caught the juggler's attention and he
paused and bent his smiling, impudent
face down toward the small figure.
“Well, mam’zelle, are you pleased, eh?”
Drawn into the attention of the crowd,
she was overcome with self-consciousness
and hung her head. When she lifted it
again the performance was over and the
mountebank was passing a cap that little
befitted his costume—just the soiled old
berret of any workman.  What could one
200

who found gold in the air want with sous?
Slightly dazed, Pierette rose and, as the
people scattered, she faced toward home,
but after she had gone a little way, she
turned and glancing back saw the juggler
rolling up his carpet and packing away his
little gilt balls. Alone now in the empty
square beneath a darkening sky, the figure
seemed to have grown small and insignifi-
cant. Still looking back she went on, then
turned the cormer and took the way for
Lery. 5She was late and must get back to
the farm and give an account of herself; so,
with her habitual gesture, she slipped her
hand under the cover of her basket to feel
for the money. Her heart gave a thump.
Swiftly her fingers went into all the cor-
ners. The money was gone. Before her
loomed the awful prospect of reaching
Lery without it, of facing madame, who
would call her a thief, and from this hor-
ror she turned and ran straight back to-
ward the village. The Place Saint Louis
had relapsed to its old, grassy solitude,
but on the worn pavement there was no



The Wonder-Worker

sign of lost gold. She got down on her
knees and inch by inch went over the
stones; the clock in the tower struck, and
the light from the corner shop streaked
out toward her, and still she found noth-
ing. She sat there alone and rocked to
and fro in her woe, small and dark and
wretched, and Monsieur Poupin, crossing
the place on his way to his café, almost
stepped on her.

“What’s this, my girl?"

She leaped up tense with her idea.
“That man this afternoon, who ate the
sword, you saw him; where is he?”

“How do I know?"

“But which way did he go?”

“Oh, whocan tell with fellows like that?
Perhaps on to Pont de I'Arche! "

She slipped, as he began to question her,
out of his grasp and off into the night.
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Before the [ear of going back to Lery with-
out her money all other fears vanished.
She ran through the town, passed the
strageling cottages, and came to the open
country where the sky was wide and high
and looked all the emptier for its few, far-
scattered stars. At the corner by the mill,
where the water gurgled under the bridge,
tall poplars above her rustled their leaves,
speaking mysteriously to one another, and
on the other side of the river the great
plain, without light or break, stretched
into velvet darkness., She knew it was
there without actually being able to see
it, and beyond was Pont de I'Arche, heav-
en knew how far, where holiday-makers
went to the fair.  She dropped to a walk,
hoping the darkness would open and give
her a sight of the mountebank. Faint in
the distance she heard the bell of the clock

“ Messivurs, mesdames, see what man'zelle has brought ! "—Page 2oy
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on the convent strike with a long, slow note
some late hour, and after it died she felt the
more alone, finding in that familiar note
something which held her to things she
knew. What had they said at the farm
when she hadnot come? Had any one re-
membered to feed her friend the old dog,
who lay beside the step? Tired and hun-
gry, herlarge ill-fitting shoes seemed heavy
as she walked, and she longed to turn, but
held to her way; yet after a while paused to
rest against a haystack near the road, and
there fell almost instantly asleep.  When
she roused it was with a start that brought
the sharper, for the respite of unconscious-
ness, all the sense of her loss. Only the
magician could save her; she must find
him. Then, as though to help her, the
moon began to climb over the hill beyond
the great plain. It came, softly flushed
with color that faded as it rose until, white
and clear, it lit the highway and the fields
on either hand. Gradually Pierette came
to see the outlines of the distance, the
leaves on the trees, and close beside her
little flowers in the grass seemed to open
in the pale light. She crawled alittle far-
ther around the haystack, and saw, vague
and dark in the shadows, a figure sleeping
beside her. She examined, with more com-
fort than fright, this person so near, and
saw that his fingers, relaxed now in sleep,
seemed to have heen closed on a great
stick. He was tired, perhaps she ought
not to disturb him, but how long it would
be until morning, and if he could direct her!
She twitched his coat, but he did not stir.

“Please, monsieur, I am looking for the
juggler.”

When he roused with an unintelligible
word and seized his stick, Pierette re-
treated, then paused, arrested bya curious
resemblance in the thin face and blond
beard to the conjurer, but this tattered
coat and bundle, this likeness to any way-
farer! Where was the worker of wonders?

“I am looking,” she fal
monsieur!” she wailed, struck to silence
by the horrid likeness in the draggled heap
on the ground to that glorious figure of the
village square.

“Diable!” he breathed; “the same lit-
tle girl.”  Then growled outat her: “Why
do you come here? I want nothing of
you.”

For a moment they remained just gaz-
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ing at one another; then Pierette, feeling
it her part to L\plam, began: ‘I ask par-
don, monsieur, but I came this way look-
ing for one who eats swords and gets gold
out of the air!”

He considered her, glancing round
sharply, and seemed satisfied in finding
her alone. ““No{fear,” she heard him mut-
ter, but didn't know why. Timidly she
went nearer, still nearer, and bending
looked into his eyes. Raised on his elbow
now, his cap had slipped off and the moon-
light struck his face and full throat where
the collar of his shirt was torn away.

“It was you," she whispered, feeling all
must be right now, and smiled at him,
then heard him remark, to her joy, as
though it were the most simple and nat-
ural thing in the world:

“Eatswords, do you say!
my business.”

“Then you can help me!” She dropped
down on the grass beside him, and kneel-
ing, her small, worn hands supplicating,
lost sight of his old coat, his soiled boots,
his surly expression; something within
herself gave back that youthful figure,
sun-colored in the crowded square.

“I am called Pierette, monsieur; I have
lost, in some way, the money for the but-
ter; I don’t dare go to Lery without it;
they might think, you know, that I had
taken it; of course that’s impossible, and T
am so afraid they won’t feed old Pierre—I
give him all the bones, and a little of my
soup. . .

“W]mt s all this to me?”

Dumb and inexpressive, she groped
blindly to find words. “I thought, mon-
sieur, I fancied . . . oh, monsieur, I was
there and saw you this afternoon. Iknow
you can work wonders; then, when I found
I no longer had the money for the butter, T
thought of you. T don't see how I could
have lost it, and surely no one would take
it.” He shifted his position a little un-
easily. “And since I must have it for
madame and since money is nothing to
you, and you just pick it from out of the
air, couldn't you get some now for me?”’
She waited anxiously for his assent. “I
am afraid it was a good deal, a little more
than usual to-day, for I was lucky—ten
francs and two sous—one big five-franc
piece and the rest all sous. It would only
take you a few moments; I should be so

Well, that's
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The money was gone. Before her loomed the awful prospect of reaching Lery without it—Page 206,
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orateful, monsieur—I would ask the saints
to bless you—I would do for you—oh, but
what could T do for you, when you can do
miracles?”

“This,” he cried gruffly, as something
of her meaning dawned on him, **is idiotic;
but you must be stupid, my girl.”

“Oh, Tam; the sisters couldn’t teachme
anything, although they tried, and at Lery
I always do things wrong; but you are
good and brave—I am sure you are as good
as the mother superior, and you will get
me the ten francs and the two sous, please,
monsieur.”

“What, give you ten francs

“Ten francs and two sous, monsieur.”

“Money out of the air! That’s good!”
he growled. *“You think it’s for fun that
I walk all day on the muddy roads, sleep
in the fields, and play tricks in the mar-
kets for next to nothing! You suppose
T am not tired and hungry like anybody
clse, with nothing but a crust here or a sip
of wine there! Oh, you imagine it a sim-
ple matter to feed one’s belly and to keep
out of sight of the gendarmes, that you
come whining to me!”

“But the beautiful golden louis,” Pie-
rette questioned earnestly, " you can take
them from the air when you wish, can't
)-‘1111?”

“Imbecile!™

“But can’t you, monsieur?”’

“Mon Dieu, no!"

“So you are only like the rest of us!”
And with a cry she threw herself on the
erass and buried her face in her hands.

He waited scowling down at the back of
her head—where the hair was twisted into
a little hard knot—at the worn soles of
her shoes, and at her whole small, rather
dwarfed frame, shaken with sobs.

“Come, get up, don’t lie there like that;
why should you come begging of me?”
A little at a loss, he twisted the ends of his
blond beard. “I don’t care what you
thought,” he muttered, “is it my fault
that you supposed what is impossible?”
Then after a moment he added, “Never
mind about your ten francs.”

“Oh, it is not only that,” said Pierette;
“T thought that you were different; oh,
it was beautiful, like fairy-land—TI never
dreamed of such things, the pink suit, the
spangles, you eating the fire and snatch-
ing the louis out of the air, . , .”
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“Eh, you liked my performance?” he
broke in.  ““It is good; if [ had my deserts
T would be in Paris.”

“But now," cried Pierette, “you can't
turn things to gold at all, you are just like
anybody, you are no better than the boy
who drives the pigs at Lery and who 1s
always scowling, or I who feed the fowls.”

He sprang up at that. “No, I am not
like anybody; I am, mam’zelle, something
apart fromothers; I amanartist, there you
are!” He made her a bow.

The words conveyed nothing, and with
one more glance at this dark figure, that
was for her only like a blot on the white-
ness of the moonlit field, she turned her
face away.

He considered her for a moment, shift-
ing from one foot to the other, then put
his hand in his pocket and drew out some
money, looking for a second at it in his
palm; then, with a shrug, thrust it back,
and, as though to try something else, came
toward her, touching her with a certain
gentleness with the toe of his boot.

“Listen, mam’zelle, I have something
to propose. Now, what if you should go
along with me as assistant? How about
that? We might manage a dress of tarla-
tan, trimmed with spangles, just to the
knees; you are not so bad-looking; you
could hand me the gilt balls; perhaps I
could teach you to dance if you are not
too slow. Then you could pass the cap,
a woman'’s best for that; you should do it
with that little shy air of yours, just as
you have it—oh, no teaching there; we
would jog along together, not a bad life,
eh? We would be our own masters, no
one to drive us, work when we must, and
sometimes sleep all day in the fields; the
towns for fairs; winter—yes, the cold and
rain when one must find a hole to crawl
into, but then there’s summer, when the
warm days come with hay to lie on and
the larks above, late evenings—people are
more generous then. All this is better,
don’t you see, than your farm with pigs to
feed and some sharp tongue to drive you?
Well, what do you say, will you come?”’

She sat up, looking into his face. ““Me,
monsieur, gowithyou?” Andshe touched
her breast.

“Why not?”

She shook her head.

““Are you a young lady,” he cried, “to
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pick and choose? Do you suppose that an
artist like me concerns himself with every
ragged girl he meets?”

“But why should I go with you?" ex-
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to me like some cheat.
sieur.”

She stood before him, her small, plain
face swollen with tears, her hands clasped,;

I'll go now, mon-

Pierette retreated, then paused.—Page 208,

claimed Pierette. “You say you do no
miracles, although I seemed to see them;
besides, there’s Lery where I belong, where
the mother superior sent me, each one in
his own place; you wander, but I'm meant
to stay, and since you can’t give me the
money that I owe, all’s no use. You an
artist! I don’t understand; it all seems

then she turned. “Bon soir, monsieur; T
wish you a pleasant journey.”

She had gone across the wet, glistening
grass only a little way toward the road
when, at the sound of a low whistle, she
turned. From a bundle of old clothes at
his feet, like some moth from its shell,
emerged a figure that seemed to have cast
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“ Uh, monsieur, | will never doubt you again!"'—Page 213,
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off all that was ugly or mortal and now,
young and triumphant, poised here but a
second before winging straight upward to
clasp the stars. To see her dream thus
return, Pierette gave a rapturous cry and
sank, almost in worship, on the corner of
that old carpet that, for her, circum-
scribed a world of magic. He made her
a bow and paused while, as though for
accompaniment, somewhere away in the
night a bird waked and sang. Then clap-
ping just once his palms together, he tum-
bled, sprang up and nimbly tumbled
again, leaped into the air as though winged,
passed and repassed, seemed to vanish, and
reappeared from the shadows. Iridescent
in the moonlight, his figure swayed to the
breath of the wind, and the spangles on his
costume quivered as they caught the light,
as if the dewhad changed them to drops of
water. He played with the petals of the
field-flowers, blew them into the air until
they flew like birds around his head, and
never one fell to earth; he held a burning
hoop, passed through it, wore it around his
neck, and fed himself with fire, smiling,and
Pierette cried out and clapped her hands.

“QOh, monsieur, I will never doubt you
again! I understand now; you said it
couldn’t be, only to make sure that I be-
lieved. Iknow now—you are the worker
of miracles.”
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Then he came toward her, making mys-
terious passes, and she closed her eyes.
She kept them closed a long while, a sin-
gular heaviness came upon her, and all
around it grew silent and she felt alone.
Far away in the distance now the bird sang
again. ‘‘Shall T open now, monsieur?”
she whispered, and no one answered. Then
she opened her eyes. Beside her was the
haystack, the hedge, the same long shad-
ows on the moonlit road, only the wonder-
worker was gone. She sprang up and
there at her feet was her basket and in one
corner the money; she picked it up, count-
ing, and found it just as it had been, the
big five-franc piece and all the little sous.
Where was the magician? Would he ever
come again? Then she pulled up her
stockings, took her basket on her arm, and
set out on the road, smiling to herselfin the
darkness at the thought of unforgetable
things. Far in the other direction a bent
figure with a pack on his back was trudg-
ing on to Pont de I’Arche.

“A few francs more or less!  Well, what
matter?” He gave a shrug. ‘““She was
droll, la petite—I would have been con-
tent had she come. But what was it she
said? ‘Each in hisown place.” Perhaps
she was not without reason. After all,
first and last, one must always be an artist,
voild fout.”

THE REGENTS'

EXAMINATION

By Jessie Wallace Hughan

MurrLeED sounds of the city climbing to me at the window,

Here in the summer noon-tide students busily writing,

Children of quaint-clad immigrants, fresh from the hut and the Ghetto,
Writing of pious Aneas and funeral rites of Anchises.

Old-World credo and custom, alien accents and features,

Plunged in the free-school hopper, grist for the Anglo-Saxons—
Old-World sweetness and light, and fiery struggle of heroes,

Flashed on the blinking peasants, dull with the grime of their bondage!
Race that are infant in knowledge, ancient in gnef and traditions—
Lore that is tranquil with age and starry with gleams of the future—
What is the thing that will come from the might of the elements blending?

Neuter and safe shall it be?

Vor, LVL.—22

Or a flame to burst us asunder?



THE RAKISH BRIGANTINE
By James B. Connolly

ILLusSTRATIONS BY N, C,

“Who wouldn't be a pirate bold
And rove the bounding seas?
And rove the seas in search of gold,
In search of gold, in search of gold?”

AHAT was Wallie Whelan
B singin’ t’ himself on the
ey steps '[ his father’s store on
T Suuth Street when I got
H along. This was the store
where all the spy-glasses 'n’
I_}ll“]ac]es l'l compasses was.

He sees me, “Took!” he says—
“look, Hiker!” 'n' I looks. It was the
jib-boom of an old brigantine stickin’ up
over South Street.

An’ Wallie's father he comes out on the
steps 'n’ listens to Wallie. He was a fine
man, Wallie's father—used to give me
quarters 'n’ half-dollars many a time.
“When T was your age, Wallie,” says
Wallie's father, “'n’ you, too, Hiker, 1
could walk along the East River 'most
any day 'n’ count a dozen ships from every
sea there was. In those days it was like
havin’ a roof over yer head to walk along
the river, so many ships flyin’ jib-booms
was pointin’ in over South Street,”

“Ah-h!” says Wallie, “those were the
days, warn’t they, papa?” 'n’ I had to go
with him 'n’ stand under the jib-boom ’f
this old packet so he could feel how it felt.

“A flyin’ jib-boom,” says Wallie—*' w
there she lays, a rakish brigantine!”

“Where’s she rakish?” I says.

“Why, all brigantines is rakish, Hiker—
low, long 'n’ rakish. And black,” he says.

Well, she was black all right, though
another couple o’ coats of tar 'n’ she’d
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been blacker 'n’ no harm done. And's
for the rest of her, she was wall-sided as a
ferry-boat, 'n’ modelled off the kind the
old fellows who sun themselves an the
benches of the Battery used sometimes to
tell about—the kind that used to be built
in mile-lengths in those Down East ship-
yards, 'n” when an owner wanted a new
ship he'd come along 'n’ lay down two or
three or five or six len’ths of his fifty-foot
tape, 'n’ he'd say, “I’ll take to here,”” 'n’
the carpenters 'd get busy 'n’ saw out
what he'd measured off, 'n’ they'd round
off the corners for bow 'n’ stern, 'n’ he'd
have 'bout as good a sea-goin’ old coaster
as any man 'd want.

A gang of darkies was hoistin’ cocoa-
nuts in baskets outer the brigantine.
“Cocoanuts!” says Wallie, beginnin’ to
breathe hard. “Cocoanuts! Let's board
her, Hiker.”

An’ we boards her. An' Wallie stands
on her deck awhile 'n’ watches the darkies
hoist the cocoanuts out the hold 'n’ swing
'em onter the dock. “Cocoanuts!” says
Wallie. “Cocoanuts from Brazil!”

There was a tired-lookin’ fuhler sittin’
on two soap-boxes atop o’ one another 'n’
keepin’ tally o’ the cocoanuts in a little
book, at the same time not forgettin’ ter
tell the darkies to get onter their jobs 'n’
remember they was hired by the hour 'n’
not by no basket. I'd seen him before
many a time. He was the mate. Wallie
steps over to him. “She has sailed the
Spanish main, hasn’t she?” says Wallie.

It was a hot kind 'f a mawnin’, 'n’ the
tally clerk was sweating. He slews around
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like he’d like to slam somebody, but when
he sees it was Wallie he only said, “Oh-h,
hulloh, kid!” 'n’ then he sees me 'n’ says,
“Hulloh, Hiker!”" Then he sets one
mark cornerwise acrost four other up-and-
down marks,’'n’ *“ Forty-five,” he calls out,
'n’ then ter Wallie, “ What jew ask, kid?"”

“She has sailed the Spanish main,
hasn’t sher”

“Sailed the Spanish main?” The
mate's forehead knots up. ‘Spanish
main? Jew mean the West Injees?”

Wallie knots his forehead, too. “Well,
the West Injees is included, I think, sir.”

“Then, yes, we sail the Spanish main,
but not any more n we can help. No
money in it.”

“There used to be one time—Spanish
doubloons 'n’ galleons,” says Wallie,

“One time—maybe,” says the mate,
smilin’ at Wallie. “But nowadays, if we
puts into a port in the West Injees—some
free port, Sin Tommiss or the like on the
way up—it’s mostly to get a few bottles
o’ good rum fer our friends. You ask
your father next time you go up the street
if he'd like ter get hold of a few cases 'f
Bolles gin, will yer—fer himself? But
don’t ask him when anybody's ’'round.
But it’s h— the devil 'n’ all collectin’ the
crew again, they've so many acquaint-
ances ashore. They're more relations,

them Barbadors niggers, than— But
what yer lookin’ at?”
“Ah-h!” says Wallie. “Look! The

whiskers, 'n’ the roll to his walk, 'n’ the
short black cutty ’tween his teeth—he’s
a real old salt, isn’t he?”

It was Old Tom Hickey, who'd come up
out the fo’c’s’le, 'n’ wi’ the stem of a’ old
T. D. pipe was makin’ signs at Wallie.

“'Skuse me, sir,”’ says Wallie, 'n’ hur-
ries to shake hands with Old Tom.

The mate puts down another catty-
cornered mark acrost four up-and-down
ones. “Fifty,” he says, 'n’ turns ter see
what’s doin’, 'n’ when he does, “Y’ old
fraud!” he says, but winks just the same
at Old Tom.

Old Tom points the end o’ the short
pipe-stem at Wallie. “Lemme see now.
Ain’t you the young man what my old
friend

“0ld Bill, the cook o’ the Anfoinette?”

“Ay, that's her. An’ him. An’ I'm
the cook o’ this brigantine.”
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“And a rakish brigantine she is,” says

Wallie, 'n’ cocks a wise eye alow 'n’ aloft
at her.

“One o’ the rakishest ever I sailed on.
But I was goin’ ter say—ain’t you the
young man my old friend Bill used ter tell
stories ter?”

“Oh, fine stories! Pirates sometimes,
though others sounded like—you know—
‘’rabian Nights’ —5mtll;.ulthe%’nlurgnm
down to the bottom o’ the sea.

“But they wasn’t.” Old Tom puts his
pipe back between his teeth 'n’ solemn-
like lets his lips flop round the stem f it.
“No, sir—Bible. The Mardy Graw I was
in this time—a French brigantine.”

“Ah-h!"” says Wallie, 'n’ looks at me.
A brigantine, Hiker! 'n’ long 'n’ low was
she, sir?”

“She was that long yer'd need a bi-
cercle to be runnin’ fore 'n’ alt on her deck.
An’ that low!—why, when we was off the
Gallipagos Islands one time off the west
coast 'f Africa, one cam day with a load
o' lumber, 'n’ a little swell on, the turtles
asleep on the top o’ the water just nachally
floated onter our mid-deck over the rail.”

“My! And rakish, was she?”

“Was she? Why, her masts laid back
like this—I wisht I had a longer-stemmed
pipe ter show you. Next time you think
of it when yer up t’ yer father’s store, you
might bring me a good long-stemmed pipe.
A French brier 'd be all right. A good
French brier while yer pickin’ one out.
An’ a little Navy smoke if yer happen to
have time. But 'bout the Mardy Graw”’
—OId Tom lays the inch 'n’ a half o’ pipe-
stem at 'bout half-way 'tween the flat ¢’
the deck 'n’ the foremast—"* there's how
rakish the Mardy Graw was.”

“ My, but she was rakish, wasn’t sher "
says Wallie,

“I sh’d say! The rakishest ever T
sailed on, 'n’ T been shipmates with some
pretty rakish ones in my day. Well, we
was carr’in’ sail on the Mardy Graw, n’
we had a skipper out o’ Nantucket called
Roarin” Bill Higgins, ’cause every time
anything happened he didn’t like, which
was frequent, he'd let a roar outer him.
An’ when it bl owcd'—nothin made Bill
roar like a good fresh gale o’ wind. He'd
stand lashed ter the wheel, lashed Ught
wax, with his stummick j,am ag’in’ the
wheel- -spokes——"
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“Qo-h-h!" says Wallie.

“Yes, 'n’ he'd let a roar outer him, an’
mebbe he'd sing, ' Hail Columbia, Happy
Land!’ ’tween the roars. With all sail to
her, for Roarin’ Bill was out to make a
rekkid passage 'tween the China Sea 'n’
the Bay o’ Biscay—with lower courses,
to'gallants, r'yals, skys'l, moons’l, star-
s'ls——"

“Stars’ls?” says Wallie.
heard o’ stars'ls afore.”

“Nor nobody else, excep’ in the Mardy
Graw, with Roarin’ Bill Higgins ter the
wheel. Well, there was Roarin’ Bill, 'n’ it
ablowin’ 'n’ ablowin’ 'n’ ablowin’, a reg’lar
what-d'-yer-call them blowsin theYeast? "

“ Monsoons, is it?”

“That’s them—monsoons. Well, there
we was four days out o’ Hong Kong, with
a cargo o’ sooperfine silks 'n’ Oolong tea,
'n’ there was Roarin’ Bill 'n’ the Mardy
Graw goin’ ter make arekkid "tween China
'n’ France, 'n’ there she was with her
fo'c’s’'le head under water, she was that
low, when crack! goes her fo'm’st, n’
crack! goes her mainm’st.”

“Qo-h-h—!" says Wallie.

“Yes, boy, n’ well you might ooh! for
there we was in the middle o’ Thinjun
Ocean a wreck, wi' waves awashin’ high
over us, 'n’ the masts 'n’ yards poundin’
ag'in’ our bullarks, 'n’ a cargo o’ silks wuth
three or four or five dollars a yard, 'n’ tea,
Oolong tea, wuth ten dollars a pound, for
the King o’ Irance's private kitchen.
An’ a lot o’ other things—a million francs’
wuth alone 'f black ebinny toy yeller-
phints f'r the buthday o’ the King o'
France's oldest son—the air to the throne.
An’ there we was wi' that cargo with
twelve or fifteen million francs, when off
in the offing we spies a pirate junk.”

“Ah-h!” says Wallie.

“Ah-h, yes, boy. An’ she ranges up
abreast 'f us 'n’ fires a broadside o’ stink-
pots aboard. Ever heard o’ them, boy?”’

“0 yes—in stories. But they never
say what they smell like.”

“How could they? No man could
smell the smell 'f 'em long ernough ter de-
scribe 'n’ live—not 'n’ live. But forty
times wuss than rubber boots 'n’ old wigs
burnin’ tergether over a fire o’ melted
lard they was. An’ we was tryin’ ter
clear away the wreckage 'n’ doin’ pretty
well, too, till them thirty or forty stink-

“I never
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pots comes bouncin’ aboard. We has to
hold our heads over the side in the boilin’
seas so’s not to smother, 'n’ the pirates,
seein’ how it was, puts off in boats.”

“But the gale—"

“Oh-h, it's moderated by this time.
Them monsoons they comes 'n’ goes’'—
Old Tom waves his hand—“quick as
that. An’ the pirates comes on, four-
teen 'r fifteen loads 'f 'em, wi’ ev-very
pirate his snicker-snee 'n’ his bow-knot
hangin’ ter his waist, an’ tosselled coats
like the bath-robes fust-class passinjers
wears aboard the ocean liners on ’em.
An’ they was all wearin’ red shoes, the
surest mark yer know ’f a pirate in
Chinese waters, wi' blue pongpongs ter
the toes of 'em.”

“An’ cues, o’ courser” says Wallie.

“0’ course. Yer couldn’t buy, let alone
work yer passage aboard a sure-enough
Chinese pirate junk 'thout yer had a cue
ter the back o’ yer waist, 'n’ mostly done
up in green 'n’ yeller ribbons. An’ on
they come, fourteen 'r fifteen boat-loads '
’em, 'n’ eighteen oars to ev-very boat, 'n’
singin’ like it was a church hymn—

‘0 chin chan choo yoo chipper chow yah—!’
the Chinese pirates’ war-song—that is, the
fust line, 'n’ means—

40 hated forrin devils, pre-pare yusselves to
die!’

A fine song ter read mebbe, but not ter
hear in the middle o’ the Indian Ocean.
No, sir. An’ we says t’ ourselves, ‘We're
doomed!” Even Roarin’ Bill ’d quit roar-
in’, when upon deck, cam 'n’ tranq'ill
from the cabin, comes the Rajjer.”

“Ah-h, a Rajjer! An’ how come it
they was a Rajjer aboard?”

“I meant to told yer 'hout the Rajjer
afore, an’ the gold casket set wi’ di’'monds
he kep’ below in his private cabin. Four
’f his Injin servants used ter stand over
that casket, watch 'n” watch, night 'n’
day, outside the door ’f his cabin, steady
as stachoos in a musee. We used t’ eat
many a meal for'ard wonderin’ what he
kep’ in that caskit. O’ course, ’count o’
the di'monds on the outside, we knew it
must 'a’ been somethin’ gorjus 'n’ beyond
price. On deck he comes now—the Raj-
jer—wi' the caskit, 'n’ raises his eyes to
Heaven 'n’ says somethin’, 'n’ turns ter
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the north 'n’ ter the yeast 'n’ ter the
south 'n’ ter the west, bowin’ ter the deck
'n’ sayin’ somethin’ each time. An’ then
he says a word in his own langwidge to his
own special valley—a monstrous black
fuhler 'bout seven foot high 'n’ three foot
beam, 'n’ muscles acrost his back like the
coils o’ that hawser there, 'n’ a battle-axe
ter his waist—'n’ the big servant he draws
his battle-axe 'n’ he looks to the sun 'n’
says somethin’, 'n’ he turns ter the north
'n’ the yeast 'n’ the south 'n’ the west,
bowin’ ter the deck each time, 'n’ he
salutes the Rajjer solemn, 'n’ takes one
swing 'f his battle-axe 'n’ chops off the
lock o’ the gold 'n’ jewelled caskit, 'n’ up
flies the cover 'n’ there's a dragon black
as ink wi’ one eye. But that one eye,
lemme tell you, boy, was big as twenty
ord’nary eyes, 'n’ a hundred blue lights
comin’ outer it. An’ then we knew what
he meant, ’cause o’ course ev-verybody
sailin’ the China seas in them days 'd
heard o’ the Sacred Black Dragon o’ the
kingdom o Kingsing Kooma.”

“Woo-hoo!" says Wallie.

“Woo-hoo, yes. 'Twas the Sacred
Black Dragon which the Rajjer, when he
told it ter go overboard, would go down
ter the bottom o’ the sea 'n’ bring up outer
his cave the great sea-serpent Lamma
Looka, but the dragon, arter he told the
serpent to go up, would never come back,
‘n’ if the Rajjer didn’t have the Sacred
Black Dragon ter bring in the gold 'n’
jewelled caskit once ev-very year ter the
great hall o’ the Twelve Kings when the
Seven High Lords set in judgmint, why
the Rajjer he’d ha’ ter give up his right
ter the throne o’ the kingdom o’ Kingsing
Kooma, when his father died, 'n’ at this
time his father wasn't expected ter live
very long.

“But now we see why he was ready to
lose his kingdom. Yer see, he was takin’
passage wi’ us ter visit the King o’ France,
for we bein’ a fast packet, he knew he'd
get there in a hurry with us. But we had
aboard the Mardy likewise for passinjers
a great general o’ French dragoons, Napo-
leon Buonaparte Roshambo, 'n’ his daugh-
ter, the most beyoocheyus young female
ever I laid eyes on. 'Twas plain from the
beginnin’ the Rajjer 'd fell in love wi’ the
French general's daughter—Marie Antoi-
nette was her first name. 'Twas 'count o’
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her, some said, he come aboard in the [ust
place, 'n’ not because the Mardy Graw
was so fast, 'n’ Roarin’ Bill such a driver.
But there’s always them as can go back
'n’ 'count for anything. I say he fell in
love with her arter he come aboard us at
Hong Kong.

“Howsomever, now he was so deep in
love with the beyoocheyus Marie Antoi-
nette he wouldn't a-cared if he lost forty
kingdoms ’f Kingsing Kooma. He steps
over to where she is clingin’ ter her noble
sire, wi' tears in her eyes for the fate
which is about to befall them, 'n’ salutes
her, 'n’ bends one knee 'n’ kisses her hand,
'n’ then he says somethin’ in his own lang-
widge again, 'n’ taps the dragon’s tail wi’
his own jewelled sword, 'n’ over the stab-
bid quarter goes the dragon wi’' the one
big eye, 'n’ all the blue lights sparkin’
outer it, 'n’ the Rajjer shanties a hymn,
beginnin'—

“f 0 weeber wow!
O weeber wow!’

as the dragon dives inter the sea.
“Down inter the sea the Sacred Black
Dragon dives, 'n’' one minute ex-actly
arter he’d wagged his tail 'n’ gone outer
sight, outer the boilin’ seas rises the great-
est sea-serpent of all, Lamma Looka,
We'd all heard o’ him, o’ course, but never
till then 'd seen him. Three times as long
as the Mardy Graw, 'n’ twice as beamy,
he was, 'n’ fat round the belly as could
be, wi’ a three-pronged tail on him that
was mebbe forty foot across the prongs.
Green-scaled on thechest he was, butnavy-
blue down his back—bright navy-blue wi’
a red topknot back f his ears like yer see
on a young rooster somethin’. An’ three
eyes in his head, one in the middle o' the
other two. An’ he rears up, an’ down
he comes wi’ his three-pronged tail bam!
acrost three or four pirates’ hoats to onct.
An’ he rears up ag’in 'n’ down he comes,
bam! acrost three or four more pirate
boats to onct. Bam! he comes, 'n’ bam!
'n’ bam! till all we could see was pirates’
heads 'n’ pieces o’ boats 'n’ oars bobbin’
up 'n’ down in the spoutin’ sea 'n’ eryin’
out funny chop-words for us to save ’em,
An’ some of us begins ter feel soft-hearted
'n’ is wishin’ to save 'em, but Roarin’ Bill
lets a roar outer him, 'n’ ‘Not a ding-
bitted one!’ says Roarin’ Bill—like that.”
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“Woo-h-h!” says Wallie. “An’ the
sea-serpent Lamma Looka then?”

“He swims 'round 'n’' 'round the brigan-
tine, wi’ his stabbid eye cocked up to the
Rajjer, 'n’ the Rajjer makes a sign ter me,
who'd always been his fav’rite o’ the crew,
'n’ Tunderstand 'n’ tells Roarin’ Bill, 'n’ Bill
says ‘Fine!’ 'n’ has the crew loosen up the
yanchor which was hangin’ over the port
bow, 'n’ bimeby, when the great serpent
is under our flyin’ jib-boom wi’ his three-
pronged tail flat out on the water, I makes
a noose same as the cowboys do wi’ their
lahyats in the circus, but I does it wi’ the
hawser, 'n’ lassoos Lamma Looka by the
middle prong 'f his tail, 'n’ whoosh-sh!
away goes Lamma Looka sou'west b’
west, just the course we want him.

*“An’ never a breath do he fetch till he
has put us past the Cape o' Good Hope,
'n’ he's in a fair way to keep on goin’ 'n’
take us clean ter the South Pole, still
headed sou'west b’ west, on’y the Rajjer
comes up on deck with his own special
valley, the monstrous big fuhler, 'n’ the
big lad goes out on the flyin’ jib-boom ’n’
reaches down 'n’ taps Lamma a poke with
the handle o’ the battle-axe he cut open
the jewelled caskit with—taps him three
timeson the portside o’ thestabbid prong,
'n’ at that Lamma Looka makes a turn
'n’ heads more northerly, 'n’ the fust
thing we know—a couple o’ days or so—
we're off the nor’east coast o' Brazil 'n’
headed for the C'ribbean Sea.”

“C'ribbean Sea,” says Wallie—"“ain't
that the Spanish main?”

“Sure. But Roarin’ Bill says he don’t
want ter go up no C'ribbean Sea, so he
ups 'n’ with an axe 'n’ a roar he cuts the
hawser off short, 'n’ the serpent he 'most
leaps out the water when he finds we ain’t
hangin’ onter him no longer 'n’ goes faster
'n ever ter the nor’ard, 'n’ in no time he
was hull-down. But long arter he was
hull-down we could trail him by the smok-
in’ white wake 'f him ter the nor’ard.”

““ And what did Roarin’ Bill do then?”

“Claps all sail ter the Mardy Graw, 'n’
away we goes for the coast o’ France, 'n’
was goin' ter make the fastest passage
ever, on'y we puts inter the Sargossa Sea
in the mid-watch one night 'n’ lay there
eleven weeks 'n’ two days.”

“Is that where the sea-weed goes
'round 'n’ 'round?”

The Rakish Brigantine

“'Round 'n’ 'round, yes—sea-weed 'n’
ships 'n’ men a thousand years dead.
But we gets out at last—on’y we was one
day behind the rekkid ter the Bay o’ Bis-
cay, 'n’ Roarin’ Bill was so mad he would-
n't sit inter his meals. We was all sorry
for Bill not makin’ the rekkid. But, any-
way, we lands the Rajjer 'n’ General Ro-
shambo 'n’ his beyoocheyus daughter all
right in Paris. He gives us all a twelve-
carat di'mond goin’, the Rajjer did,
|n|___-!|

The mate o’ the brigantine just then
revolves 'round on his soap-boxes, 'n’ he
puts another little mark acrost four up-
and-down ones—“A hundred 'n’ thirty-
five,” he calls, 'n’ “ What jew do with yer
diamond, Tom?’' he asks.

An' Wallie waits, int 'rested-like, to hear
what became o’ the Rajjer's diamond.

“Don’t mind him,” says Old Tom.

“An’ did the French general’s daughter
marry the Rajjer?’ asks Wallie.

“0O’ course. Could she do anything
else arter he give up his kingdom o’ King-
sing Kooma ter save her 'n’ her father
fr'm them pirates?”

“An’ they never went back to his king-
dom in China?”

“He couldn’t—not arter he lost the
Sacred Black Dragon wi' the one eye.
But he didn't care none 'bout that. He
had billions o’ francs, 'n’ that chest was
likewise full ter re-ple-tion o’ jewels 'n’
jems big as—oh, big as cocoanuts in that
baskit, some of 'em. He bought four or
five shattos—them’s castles in France—
for her. An’ their oldest son married the
King o’ France's oldest daughter, 'n’ T
dunno but he’s King o’ France now. I
often thought as how I oughter write over
there 'n’ find out how the Rajjer is.”

“S-st, Tom!” says the mate from atop
’f his two soap-boxes, 'n’ holds up his
watch fer Old Tom to have a look at.
“The old man ’ll be here at twelve.”

“Ten ter twelvel—hellen blazes!” says
Old Tom, “’n’ I ain’t even got the table
set!” 'n’ down the fo'c’s’le ladder 'n’
outer sight he goes.

Wallie gazes sorrerful-like after him, 'n’
then he comes over to the mate. “I’ll
bet he's a great cook, Old Tom,” says
Wallie,

“His cookin’,”” says the mate, ““is like
his stories—full o’ surprises,” 'n’ was
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goin’ to tell us more, when a man comes
down the dock 'm’ scowls at him, 'n’
scowls at us, 'n’ don't even look pleasant
at Wallie, so I know he must be the skip-
per 'n’ I says, “I guess we'd better be
goin’ back, Wallie.”

An’ when we get back to the store
Wallie tells his father 'bout the pirates 'n’
the dragon ’n’ the Rajjer 'n’ the sea-
serpent 'n’ the French general's daughter,
'n’ Wallie's father has one o’ the clerks get
down some charts, so Wallie could stretch
out atop o' the counter 'n’ look up some
o’ the places Old Tom spoke about. An’
he finds all the places Old Tom spoke
about 'cept the Gallipagos Islands off the
west coast 'f Africa,

“Well, Old Tom is gettin’ old,” says
Wallie’s father, “’n’ he’s misplaced them
in his memory.”

“That must be it—he's gettin’ old,”
says Wallie, “but he’s a great old sea-dog
just the same, isn’t he, papa? An’ don’t
you think I oughter bring him down a
French brier pipe like he hinted at—from
th' other store?”

An’ Wallie’s father says all right, on’y
all the pipes in th’ other store was English,
so Wallie 'n’ me picked out the best one
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there was, 'n’ brought it down to Old
Tom that afterncon, n’ T tells him what
Wallie’s father 'd told me ter tell him—
that a better pipe than it never come out
o' France.

An’ Old Tom takes a look at the trade-
mark, 'n’ then at Wallie 'n’ me, "n’ says,
“An’ you c'n tell Mr. Whelan that T said
that a better Rajjer than the one I told
you boys about never come out the king-
dom o' Kingsing Kooma, so that’s all
square.”

An’ the mate o’ the brigantine, he
swivels around fr’m atop o’ his two soap-
boxes, but he don’t say annything, on'y,
“An’ me tryin’ t’ impress my gang with
the dignity o’ labor!” 'n’ he turns to his
darkies hoistin’ cocoanuts out the hold, 'n’
puts down another catty-cornered mark
acrost four up-'n’-down ones, 'n’ says,
“Two hundred 'n’ forty-five, 'n’ remem-
ber, you loafers, you ain’t no rajjers on no
rakish brigantine. You're bein’ paid by
the hour.”

By that time Old Tom had his new pipe
goin’, 'n’ was sayin’ that nex' to the gold-
mounted Chinese brier the Rajjer give him
along wi’ the big diamond, 'twas the best
pipe he ever drawed smoke through.

CONVALESCENCE

By Amy Lowell

From out the dragging vastness of the sea,
Wave-fettered, bound in sinuous seaweed strands,
He toils toward the rounding beach, and stands

One moment, white and dripping, silently,

Cut like a cameo in lazuli,

Then falls, betrayed by shifting shells, and lands
Prone in the jeering water, and his hands

Clutch for support where no support can be.

So up, and down, and forward, inch by inch,

He gains upon the shore, where poppies glow

And sandflies dance their little lives away.

The sucking waves retard, and tighter clinch

The weeds about him, but the land-winds blow,

And in the sky there blooms the sun of May.



THE STRAIGHT TIP

By Katharine Fullerton Gerould

IILLUSTRATION BY ARTHUR E. BECHER

ROWER hesitated an in-
M stant before ringing, then
put his hand firmly on the
¥ knob and pulled. Shottel,
H the detective, looked ap-
praisingly at the draw-
ing-room curtains as they stood waiting.
“Slick stuff,” he grinned, jerking his
thumb toward the windows. Trower as-
sented, wondering vaguely why detectives
were usually thick-set and jovial. He had
always fancied them—with the immortal
exception of William J. Burns—livid and
long-nosed, like keen unhealthy ferrets.
What a lot of rot you didn’t unlearn at col-
lege! The old swelling polysyllables about
law and order took a deal of solid and sor-
did propping. So much, he had discovered
in Lawton’s office. Somehow, he had
fancied that you could punish criminals
from above, disdainfully, never coming in
contact with them. And here he was, on
Duberly's front steps, with that hopelessly
vulegar Shottel beside him. Inconceivable!

“A minute and a half. Guess you'd
better try it again. They've got their
nerve with them.”

Trower started. Shottel was quite
right. He pulled the bell again, with a
long authoritative ring.

“You don't want to lie down on this,
you know,” came a whisper in his ear.
Shottel's face was creased with laughter,
but his little eyes looked sharp out of the
surrounding pudginess. “He'll do any
old damned thing he can, of course. Al-
ways slippery, embezzlers.”

Before Trower could reply, the door
was opened by a well-groomed, sharp-fea-
tured maid—who was too well-trained to
let her eyebrows hint what she thought of
Shottel. Mr. Duberly was not at home,
but they could see Mrs. Duberly, if they
would wait. They were not admitted to
the drawing-room, but from the little room
opposite they could look at the drawn vel-
vet curtains that protected it.
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“He's got wind of it,"”” murmured Shot-
tel. His eyes, as he spoke, darted about
the room, from bookcase to telephone
desk, appraising rugs, photographs, furni-
ture, impartially. “ You have to do this
kind of thing mighty carefully,” he said;
“and then they always get away with
something. No telling how much of it be-
longs to—her.”” He stopped and sank his
voice to a whisper as the rustle of skirts
came along the hall. At the same time he
spread himself a little more comfortably
in the chair. But his eyes were keener
than ever under the fat eyelids. Trower
meanwhile sat up nervously, ready to rise,
which he did when Mrs. Duberly paused
in the door.

Trower made no attempt at preface.
Tt was not a social errand, and he did not
want to pretend, even for the fraction of
an instant, that it was.

“Can you tell me where Mr. Duberly
is?”’

The gaunt, well-dressed woman in front
of him—she was rather like an édition de
lixe of the maid who had let them in—
looked at him for a moment without
speaking.

“It depends on what you want. Heis
not well and is out of town for a few days.”

Trower, as far as a sensitive young cub
could—a sensitive young cub out of Law-
ton’s office, that is—measured her hos-
tility and her intelligence. Shottel was
thinking that the wives of respectable
crooks were always a nuisance. You
couldn’t treat them like the accomplices
they usually were. Shottel was not sen-
timental about women—had no reason
to be.

Mrs. Duberly still did not sit down, and
Trower did not wonder. He had picked up
something on the quiet little elm-shaded
campus that gave him a sense of differ-
ences—a sense which this big Middle
Western metropolis had not yet wholly
blunted. He felt just then the difference
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between himself and Mrs. Duberly—felt
it as nearly equal to the difference be-
tween her and Shottel. She couldn’task
them to sit down; they smelt all over of
their dirty errand. And he, at least,
didn't want to be seated. True, they were
empowered by law to pursue Duberly any-
where—to wait for him in his own draw-
ing-room. Trower suddenly saw himself
standing there for many hours, half en-
veloped in the silken curtains as in a sen-
try-box.

“Ttis absolutely necessary for me to see
him. Our business is very urgent. Will
you tell me where he is?"

“Certainly not.” Her answer was
very crisp, but she took one step nearer
him as she spoke.

Trower narrowed his eyes. “I am
sorry, Mrs, Duberly, but T am afraid you
will have to—or else keep us here until he
comes back. You will be wise to give us
any help you can. There are plenty of
clues. We shall find him in any case and
probably with more publicity.” Lawton
had told him you often had to bluff a good
deal before you could serve a warrant—
one of this kind, at least. He didn't par-
ticularly like the taste of the lie, though.
Trower knew perfectly that their great
hope had been to catch Duberly before he
had wind of anything.

Slowly Mrs. Duberly looked from him
to Shottel, then quickly back, as if no
circumstances, however strange, could
make it necessary [or her to look at Shot-
tel. Shottel did not mind; he had
summed up Mrs. Duberly and was think-
ing how poorly she probably compared
with Mavis Charle. He believed Mrs.
Duberly didn’t go in for the social game.
Well, he didn't wonder. He guessed he
had some sympathy with old Duberly—
though that would not make him less keen
on thescent. Business was business. In
his humble way, however, Shottel kept an
eye open for character. He couldn’t quite
decide whether or not Mrs. Duberly knew
about Mavis Charle. She would know
very soon—it was certain that Mavis
Charle had absorbed more of Duberly’s
loot than his wife. Then it would be
either divorce or the martyr's pose.  Mrs.
Duberly wasn’t the kind to shoot. He
pulled himself up, gagging his shrewdness.
Mrs. Duberly was addressing Trower.
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“Will you kindly tell me who you are,
and what you want?”

Trower pulled out a card and handed
it to her. He just mentioned Shottel's
name.

“This may tell me who you are, but not
what you want.”

“I want to see Mr. Duberly on very im-
portant business.”

The intelligence in her eyes grew.
Suddenly she stepped forward, putting
out her hand so that it almost touched
him. Her attitude was that of a woman
on guard, yet approaching the enemy.
She scrutinized him closely. To watch
her face was like seeing from a cliff at sun-
rise the slow inevitable irradiation of the
world. There were several stages be-
tween suspicion and knowledge, but no
change of expression, no emotional play,
no recomposition of the features—mere
intensifying of the intelligence in the eyes.
When she spoke, it was in the tone of con-
viction, the intonation of query being a
mere form.

“Something has happened?
you represent?”’

The warrant in his pocket felt bulky.
It seemed to Trower that it must show
from the outside.

“T represent the law.”

“Then you have come here to arrest
him.” There was not even the pretence of
query now. DMrs. Duberly sat down.
Shottel strained his ears warily so that no
furtive sound outside there, in the re-
cesses of the hall, should escape him. He
rather thought Trower was messing it,
and his imagination was already covering
exits and sketching in the plan of the up-
per floors.

“You had better tell me all about it.
Perhaps it is something T can attend to
without troubling Mr. Duberly just now.
I shall have to know sooner or later.”

Trower smiled nervously. * But you
see, Mrs. Duberly, it isn't my business to
do that. Not until T have managed to see
Mr. Duberly. There is nothing whatever
that you can do. It is really important
for his own sake that I should find him as
soon as possible.  If things can be cleared
up, the easier we get hold of him the bet-
ter—the less scandal.”

Damn the bluff! thought Trower. As
if Duberly's systematic robbing of the

Whom do
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Prairie Trust could ever be cleared up!
The whole point was that a man who had
kept it dark so long would get away at the
first inkling of pursuit. Trust him to
know the extradition laws! He would
probably have cleared out before if it had
not been for Mavis Charle, Funny, how
criminals always wanted to finish their
little bit—almost never got away on time.
A week ago Duberly could have flitted
with no trouble. Yet he must have been
preparing for the moment of discovery
for months.

“Perhaps Mrs. Duberly can give us
some other information,” Shottel’s bar-
baric accent cut in. Trower suddenly
wondered if Shottel were going to men-
tion Mrs. Charle, and felt he should knock
the man down if he did. In point of fact,
Shottel had had the idea and dismissed it.
Mrs. Duberly did not look to him like a
wife who could be angered to hysterics by
the discovery of another woman. He
rather fancied things had been over be-
tween her and Duberly for too long. Shot-
tel was no psychologist, but perhaps he
felt through his thick skin the aroma of
neglect this hard-featured woman dif-
fused. Perhaps his eyes merely told him
that she naturally would be neglected by
an amateur like Duberly. It is hard to
read the subconsciousness of Shottel.

“You will certainly get nothing what-
ever from me unless you are perfectly
frank with me,” was what she replied to
Trower after a moment. She ignored the
detective,

It shot throuch Trower's mind that
even if it hadn't been such a beastly thing
to do, springing Mrs. Charle on her would
not induce disclosures. That relieved him.
His conviction was based on instinct sim-
plv, whereas Shottel's at least had been
reached by the murky light of experience
—s0 many vears of searching the mud for
types. Some electric communication of
results, in any case, passed between the
two men. The slim blonde figure of Mrs.
Charle passed off the scene into the non-
committal wings.

“I should say, Mrs. Duberly, that if
there weren't something wrong, yvou would
tell me his address at once.”

“ My husband is not well, and is out of
town resting for a few days,” she returned
quietly. “Naturally, unless I can be made
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to understand that it is really important,
I am not going to have him annoyed.”

“I0 you think I have come to arrest
him, you must think it's pretty im-
portant.”

Mrs. Duberly did not seem to think she
had walked into a trap. She sat, her
hands folded on her lap, looking grimly
ahead of her, trying apparently to under-
stand. There was no hint of feeling in
her face.

“There is some trouble,” she said.
think I had better know all about it.”

From the utter absence of protestation,
from her readiness to face possibilities,
Trower inferred that she had had her own
suspicions.  She could not be an accom-
plice.  He wondered if the wives often
were—they were such credulous fools.
Besides, when a man like Duberly went
wrong, he so little justified his conduct
to himself that he never expounded it to
any one else. But certainly if she had
suspected nothing, she would have handed
out Duberly’s address—for that Duberly
was really ill no one but an infant would
believe.

Trower, at last, sat down. He felt ut-
terly unequal to the occasion, hut he re-
membered that Lawton had sent him be-
cause he looked like a gentleman. Even
Lawton hadn't pretended he was one.
Yet, ironically enough, in the looser sense
of the word, he was. “At least I've got
in,"” he reflected. That comforted him,
though he perceived dimly that Shottel’s
mind was already planning, behind his fat
facial exterior, how they could retrieve
their failure. Recklessly he decided.

“There has been a shortage in accounts
at the Prairie Trust, and they want Mr.
Duberly to help straighten it out.”

How clumsily he was doing it!  Shottel
would have lied more unscrupulously but
more effectively—would probably have
got at one of the servants.

“You mean that Mr. Duberly is con-
sidered responsible?”

Trower grew desperate. Then a sud-
den inspiration came: perhaps she hated
her hushand. Perhaps she didn’t give a
damn—would be glad of a chance of di-
vorce, would be glad of Mavis Charle.

“Yes, Mrs. Duberly.”

She looked at him—for only a moment,
vet with such an intensity of mute interro-
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gation that it seemed like an age while her
eyes were sucking at his for the truth.
Then she shook her head, with its clumsy
masses of straight black hair. Her lifted
chin showed a vein in her thin throat.

“That is absurd, of course. Quite im-
possible.”

Trower shrugged his shoulders.
is not my business.”

“No, but it is mine.”

He grew suddenly impudent—to Law-
ton, to life, to everything that had dragged
him into the mess. He couldn't, in de-
cency, but do his best to get rid of the
warrant in the appointed way. He
wouldn't, as he so wanted to do, turn and
run down the stone steps of that ominous
house, leaving the field to Shottel; but he
would chuck it all after he got out of this.
Never again !

“I am afraid there isn't much doubt.
But of course if any explanation can be
made, Mr. Duberly is the man who can
makeit. They are certainly not going to
be satisfied with explanations from any
one else.”’

“How much is the shortage?”’

“I really couldn't tell you, Mrs. Du-
berly. And that isn't my business, either.
It is very considerable.”

He would not look at Shottel, afraid
that even Shottel's face would not be able
to conceal his contempt.

Mrs. Duberly rose hastily and ungrace-
fully. “May I speak to you for a mo-
ment in the next room, Mr. Trower?”

Even as he got up in his turn, Trower’s
mind had time to catch at and reject the
suspicion of a trick. Shottel would be
left there—Shottel, who was worth ten of
him in an emergency. She led him across
to the drawing-room, and there, in the
midst of the dreary gayety—a desperate
blitheness of intention with a pathetic
result of gloom—she faced him. “Mr.
Trower, 1 believe you are doing your
duty. I don’t believe you like it. Will
you tell me, quite honestly, if any one has
reason to believe that Mr. Duberly has
been at fault?”

The young man looked from her to the
Louis Seize furniture. He did not know it
was Louis Seize, but he felt the contrast
between its slim elaboration and her stern
ugliness—each seeming consciously to in-
sult the other. Trower was no psycholo-

“That
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gist, but he recognized the presence of an
unusual personality:a creature in no sense
practical, yet grim, not gracious, more
moral than mannerly. She was very like
his hazy notion of a Puritan—some one, at
all events, hopelessly unaware, his sex
told him, of the métier de femme. He
thought of Mavis Charle; he was sure that
the old-rose and gilt of the room would
have suited her much better. He won-
dered if Duberly had thought of her when
he paid the decorator. So, foolishly
enough, he used up the slight pause per-
mitted him before his answer. He had a
sense of detaching Duberly’s wile utterly
from her surroundings as he replied.

“Mrs. Duberly, I'm afraid there isn't
any doubt.”

Foralong moment she searched his face,
finding there little but honest discomfort.

“Would any one do such things for
this?”  Her eyes passed heavily over the
gilded objects, as she murmured it to her-
self.

“Thank you, Mr. Trower,”” she went
on. “I quite see why you have to find
my husband. Very likely thereis nothing
he can’t set straight; but he must have a
chance to do it.”

She led the way back into the smaller
room across the hall. As they entered,
Shottel’s alert attitude collapsed, but not
quite in time. Trower saw that the de-
tective had been putting in some im-
mensely intent moments.

Mrs. Duberly rang, and the hard-fea-
tured maid reappeared. “ Frances, go to
the telephone in my sitting-room and call
up Mr, Duberly. I wish to speak with
him. I will hold the receiver here.”

However much Shottel may have want-
ed to follow the servant, he did not do it,
perhaps because he knew that there would
be a free fight with Trower at the door if
he did. He intended, however, to give
Lawton, as soon as possible, his detailed
opinion of Trower. He only hoped his vo-
cabulary would run to it.

Mrs. Duberly, at the telephone desk,
took up the receiver. They could watch
her face: her colorless features, her profile
both sharp and heavy, over which an ut-
ter immobility prevailed. Many mo-
ments passed before the connection was
established—moments during which there
was not a flutter of her eyelash, not a
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quiver of her constricted mouth. Even
Shottel watched her with an impersonal
interest, even he feeling that this was
something new. As for Trower, he watched
her face as intently and unswervingly as
she watched the selected pin-point on the
panel opposite. He jumped when at last

she spoke.
“Is that you, Henry? Yes, it is Ellen.
How are you? . . . If you are really bet-

ter, I wish you would come home to-night.
. . . Yes, there i5s a reason. T’ll tell you
when you come. . . . Nonsense, I know
you can get off. I particularly want to

see you. . . . Quarrel with you? Cer-
tainly not. . . . Yes, it 45 important.
Please! By the way, it is my birthday.

It would be rather nice if we could dine
together. Can’t you get here early? . . .
Good. T’'ll expect you. Good-by.”

She hung up the receiver, then turned
to them. ‘‘Gentlemen ” (she looked only
at Trower), “I have done everything in
my power. I see no reason to doubt that
my husband will be here to dinner this
evening. He even thinks he could get
here by five. I am sure you will not
grudge me a little time for talk with him
before you see him. Therefore, as I have
no doubt that you will have the house
watched, T ask you please not to molest
him as he comes in. You can take my
word for it that he will be anxious to give
the Prairie Trust Company any assistance
in his power.”

She waited for them to go. To Trower
it seemed that there was nothing for them
to do but take their leave at once; but he
half expected a protest, a sudden flank
move of some sort from Shottel. To his
surprise none came. Shottel even preced-
ed him to the front door. Mrs. Duberly
rose in silence; but as Trower passed out
of the room and turned to bow to her, he
saw her stand, with clasped, straining
hands, to stare past him. “I have never
told a lie—never. And I never will.”
Was she saying it to him or to herself?
To herself, he decided. No lady would
deliberately address such an intimate ex-
clamation to a stranger and an enemy.
And she was staring past him, not at him.
His revolt against her superseded his re-
volt against Lawton and Shottel and the
slippery crook, her husband. It also ig-
nored her obvious misery.
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“What a horror she is!”” he muttered to
himself as he slammed the door behind
him and Shottel. Once again his sex had
weighed her and found her wanting. He
pulled himself up. “That was a straight
tip, eh?” he asked Shottel, pausing on the
steps.

“Yes, that was a straight tip,” an-
swered Shottel slowly, jamming his hat on
his head. “Tcha!” He gave an inde-
scribable snort of disgust. “Women!”

“Well, didn’t we want just what we
got?”

“Yep.” Shottel was stolid again,
“But all T say is: give me Mavis Charle!”

They went about their business.

Ellen Duberly sat in her bedroom after
luncheon, bathing her temples with co-
logne. She performed the action with-
out grace, without faith, without energy.
She had heard people say it was good for a
headache; her headache was very bad;
and she had an objection to even the mild-
est drugs, as well as to physicians who pre-
scribed drugs lightly. You took what
came; and it was of the essence of life that
you should take, first and last, a great deal
of discomfort. It was solely in the hope
of getting into form for her hushand that
she dabbed the stuff awkwardly on her
forehead.

She had been deeply shocked by the
event of the morning; but she was of the
type that meets a definite calamity with
more zest than vague terrors of any kind.
She had so long since grown accustomed
to brief and formal dealings with her hus-
band that anything—even a disaster—
which seemed likely to place them shoul-
der to shoulder once more, won from her
a kind of gratitude. She had not been
wholly surprised by Trower's revelation.
She had long since lost the clue to her
husband’s perplexities, his nerves, and his
tempers. Usually, she recognized, she
had as little to do with his troubles as with
his pleasures. This thing, however, she
really could not now be kept out of; she
was in it, with him, against the world.
Ellen Duberly thought it extremely likely
that Trower had been right. She had
certainly lost faith in Duberly’s strength
against temptation. Too many things,
hitherto unexplained, had suddenly, as
Trower spoke, leaped out of their disguise
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at her. He had been, she remembered, des-
perately unwilling that she should econ-
omize; had thrust luxuries on her in a way
that seemed half an insult—as if a neg-
lected wife had been a mistress. What
did she give him, she had asked silently,
that he considered he must pay for with
furs and precious stones? Certainly not
the commodity that such things are tradi-
tionally supposed to buy. She had won-
dered for a year where the money came
from; and now she was quite sure it had
come from the Prairie Trust.

Poor Henry! Stealing, for this woman
who could not lie, was as incomprehensi-
ble as passion, or blasphemy, or painting
yourself bright blue. But it never oc-
curred to her that the Henry Duberly she
had married would not pay for dishonesty
with a desperate remorse. She fancied
he had left religion behind him long since;
but every decent person, according to her,
held the laws of the land sacred. It was
only in madness that one broke them.
She saw him coming back, quite simply, to
place himself under arrest. The accusa-
tion could not but be a touchstone to dis-
cover the fineness she had never given up
believing was there. The lingering Puri-
tan strain in Ellen Duberly held confession
even more vital to the soul than virtue;
atonement took her imagination more
than innocence. . . . The last dignity left
to her husband, she felt, was the unfalter-
ing plea of “Guilty.” In spite of her
aching nerves, she did not doubt for a mo-
ment that, his time of weakness past, he
would feel that with her. He would be
shocked back into honor.

She turned her mind resolutely from
any consideration of their personal prob-
lems. Often, indeed, she had wondered
why he had married her. Now she
clutched at a subtle agreement that she
was sure was theirs in the face of adver-
sity. It had been hard to summon him
into the very jaws of his fate; but even as
she never doubted that it was her duty,
she never doubted that he would feel re-
lief at stepping out of the ugly masquer-
ade. He was good, not bad; and never
could they have been so at one as on a
stern moral issue. That was her barbed
comfort. Now she must make ready to
greet him and to help him. This was per-
haps the first time that Ellen Duberly had
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ever permitted herself to wish that she had
more loveliness to bestow upon him. It
was certainly the first time she had ever
been glad that they were childless. A
child, at such a pass, would have been
mere torture. She had always felt, with
an almost patriarchal austerity, that only
children justified marrlage, there was
something in her that, since she had ac-
cepted her sterility, had been grateful for
their unexplained estrangement—she had
pressed the sharp thing to her side and
been comforted. But now she saw the
image of their personal love rising wan
and imperious from the wreckage, a pale
survivor on a rocky coast. Whatever it
was he had married her for, he would find
now as he had never found it before.

She went to the window. Would they
watch the house—not trusting her and
him? Probably. Her shame, however,
was swallowed up in the fervor of vicari-
ous repentance. Her atavistic sense found
nobility in strange poses—in the average
man crying out in the market-place that
he was the chief of sinners. Let them
watch the house! They would find within
it a belated honesty that could not be put
toshame. But she shivered involuntarily
as the bell rang, and she was weakly hold-
ing the cologne-bottle again when the
maid entered and announced a visitor—a
lady. It did not occur to her to excuse
herself, so long as her headache was not
literally blinding. If Ellen Duberly was
in, people could see her. She had never
learned—had never had to learn—to elude
callers. She kept, like an intact inherit-
ance, the simple manners of Massachu-
setts Bay. A probable beggar for chari-
ties was her guess, as she went into the
drawing-room.

Mrs. Duberly’s first glance showed her
that her visitor was not a beggar for char-
ities. The woman who stood before her
was exceedingly pretty, and she had the
light of an immediate trouble in her eye.
Ellen Duberly, without seeing further
into the personality presented to her,
recognized that this woman was not of her
kind. So few people were, however, that
she only braced herself wearily, and won-
dered a little—but not complainingly—at
the callous irrelevance of life. Her caller
was not a person to whom one said, “What
can I do for you?" and no name had been
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given. She could only wait for the other
to speak.

“T’'m Mrs. Charle,” said the woman,
and stopped.

The name meant nothing. “VYes,” said
Mrs. Duberly; “won’t you sit down?”
She waited again.

“Oh!” That wasall; but the monosyl-
lable rang, somehow ominously, through
the gamut of surprise. She had evidently
expected her name to be recognized.
Then Mrs. Charle sat down—her back to
thelight. “If you ask me,” she said, with
ashrug. She proceeded to open her heavy
fur coat and lift her veil. For a moment
she stared at Mrs. Duberly, then turned
coolly and stared at the drawing-room—
appraisingly, like Shottel, almost with
his keenness. Suddenly, however, Mrs.
Charle pulled herself together with a little
shake, like a furry animal, and spoke
hurriedly.

“Where is Mr. Duberly?”

“He is out of town.”

“Yes, but you know what I mean. I'm
not here to talk nonsense, you can believe.
There isn’t much time. I've got a straight
tip. They're after him. If he doesn’t
manage to lose himself at once, they’ll have
him. Lawton’s on the trail. I suppose
you know what that means. I only heard
last night. I've tried to get him by tele-
phone and couldn’t. That’s why I came.”
She paused and looked at Mrs. Duberly
for an instant. ‘“Apparently you don’t
know who I am. Well, that’s all right.
I guess you don’t need to know, to do
what you can to save your husband.”

Ellen Duberly faced her visitor. She
was less skilled in dubious types than are
most of her sex; she knew that she would
have taken this woman for a lady any-
where, yet she knew in the same instant
that according to her definition the wom-
an was probably nota lady. Mrs. Charle’s
boldness and shyness, her clever make-up,
her sweet uncultivated voice, her costume
that from head to foot brought out her
points as shamelessly as if she were posing
for an unscrupulous artist: the combina-
tion that all these things made bred in
Ellen Duberly a swift illuminating dis-
trust. The woman was like a shop that
puts everything into the shop-window—so
she looked to the secular reticence of
Henry Duberly’s wife. You put things in
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a shop-window only if you had them to
sell. The revelation came to her sealed
in that one metaphor. A hundred things
in the past focussed light upon Mrs.
Charle; and in that one short moment the
case was complete for Ellen Duberly.

Yet the long effacements of the years
helped her to keep her own factitious rela-
tion to the woman in the background;
helped her to assume heavily that the
woman did not (and, after all, did she?) in
any way concern her. She elbowed her
way through the ugly rout of new facts,
pushed them aside, and turned her back
on them. There was no time for them now.
Hours enough later, in all conscience, for
that! What was clear was that this ex-
traordinary Mrs. Charle had come in good
faith. Yet she permitted herself to dis-
simulate a little.

“What have you reason to suppose is
the trouble?”

“Trouble!” Mrs. Charle laughed
shortly. “He’s been dipping into the
Prairie Trust funds. I didn’t know—

but I supposed you did. I guess you
didn’t.” She looked Mrs. Duberly over
curiously. “No, I can see you didn't,
either. T expect we've both been pretty
unreasonable.” She smiled sarcastically
and nodded almost imperceptibly at a
painting that hung over the marble fire-
place.

A belated flush swept suddenly over
Ellen Duberly’s grim and sallow features.

“What information have you?”

“All T could get—it isn’t much. But
you needn’t think I liked my job of
pumping out the little I did get. Ugh!
But they're after him, and if you can
reach him you'd better. I'm leaving
town to-night—sha’n’t be back for a year
or two.” She gave her hostess a straight
glance. “You can afford to be dragged
into this if you want to. I can’t.”

“You must have been making your
preparations for some time.” She could
not keep that bit of irony from her lips,
though after she had said it she shut them
close. This new situation seemed to her
already as old as time—as if Mrs, Charle
had been an hereditary foe.

The younger woman—younger by so
many degrees of beauty—did not flinch.
“Well, T have. I've been expecting
things would go to pieces—felt it in all my
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bones.” She waved her hands with a
little nervous gesture. “And I'm dead
sorry. Anyhow, I thought it was the
square thing to come and give you a
chance to get him away if you could. Of
course, I knew he wasn't here. But I'd
never have forgiven myself if L hadn’t done
whatIcould. Thaveanideathey'rewatch-
ing my place—much good it’ll do them!"”

A sudden gleam of hostility sharpened
her features for an instant, showing all the
lines with which life had overlaid their in-
nocence, She thrust her head slightly
forward, and her soft blue eyes hardened.
“It won't do you the least good to follow
me up. ['ve got a taxi at the door, and
I'm not going home again. I'm out of
this—do you see?”

“T am very thankful that you are.”
Ellen Duberly said it simply, and without
audible rancor.

“You can tell Harry I'm beastly sorry.
.. . I guess”—Mrs. Charle looked up
with a candor suddenly grown almost in-
fantile—"1 guess he’s lucky to have you
to back him. You might have made it
pretty unpleasant for me, and you haven’t,
I hate anything unladylike. But you
probably realize it was decent of me to
come. It's pretty risky, as it is.” She
crossed the room, as if to go, but turned at
the door.

“Look here,” she said suddenly, “you're
not the kind to take this out on Harry
Duberly by squealing on him, are you? If
I thought you were—"" her brows knotted.

Ellen Duberly started to speak, but her
throat seemed constricted. She had to
swallow hard, “I shall do my best to get
him away before they reach him.” Being
obliged to say it to Mavis Charle seemed
to her the last and most gratuitous of in-
sults. Decisions usually grew old in her
keeping before she divulged them; and to
let this woman see the immediate work-
ings of her mind was terrible. Her voice
was very harsh and low.

Mavis Charle, pausing in the door, sur-
veyed her once again. ‘I take it back,
I believe you're white, too.” Then, with
an indescribable glance around the room
she was leaving, “Tt looks to me as if he
had divvied pretty fair. . . . But it’s all
over now. Good-by.”

She let hersell out, and Mrs, Duberly
heard the taxi go away at full speed.
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As Mrs. Duberly went up-stairs, she was
saying to herself that her chief immediate
duty was not to think; simply to let her
instincts work for her, as in moments of
danger, and make her body do the neces-
sary things as quickly as it could. She
felt as she had once felt when the house
was on fire, and she was met at the head
of the stairs by an acrid curl of smoke,
Probably disaster was always as dismay-
ing and unexpected as that stifling gray
spiral had been—coming out of nowhere
to work havoc, yet with its logical cause
behind it, which there was no time to in-
vestigate until you had saved what you
could. She had now the same uncanny
lucidity of vision, the same lagging feet
and hands, that she had noticed then.
She recognized the old psychic and phys-
ical effect of sudden fear. But you shook
it off—you acted. Otherwise you went
under.

All this had passed through her mind as
she went up to her own room. “I must
keep moving,” she said to herself, with
odd reasonableness. To sit down would
be to invite paralysis. This new terror
was not like the one that she had been
facing through the hours of the late morn-
ing; something she could make it out with
calmly—disaster with a jewel in its fore-
head. This was tigerish and sudden; it
reeked of the jungle and appealed to noth-
ing in you save instinct. This called for
warfare of blood and sinews. . . . It was
terribly isolating, as jungle-facts are. It
put Henry Duberly, who had suddenly
lclr:.wvn so close, immeasurably far from
1€r,

Ellen Duberly did not linger to con-
template the irony of her morning deliber-
ations. “Thank God the creature came
early,” she murmured, as she looked at
the little clock on her mantel-shelf. Ran-
cor, at the moment, went no farther than
the spontaneous choice of that opprobri-
ous noun. The springs of jealousy had
grown sluggish in Ellen Duberly, with the
long slow waning of any sense of pos-
session., The one thing clear to her—as
clear as a pain in one ailing member of a
healthy body—was that her husband had
a range of desires and beliefs that she did
not dream of, a psychology to which she
had no clue. His crime had not brought
them together; it pushed them further
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apart. His problem was too complicated
and unfamiliar for her rigid and simple
ideals to deal with. He would want, she
now felt sure, to escape; he would want to
evade the law; he would loathe her un-
swerving truthfulness. He would hate
her if he knew the details of her en-
counter with Trower. She did not mind
being hated for being herself—at least,
there was not time to mind that, now—
but every honest impulse in her bled at
the notion of acting, on a misconception of
him, to what he would consider his detri-
ment. She was going to give her con-
science a bad time; as she conceived it,
she was going to sin against society; but
at least there should be one human being
against whom she would not have sinned,
to whom she would have sacrificed a su-
preme and stainless thing. She did not
know precisely whether she loved him or
not—she had long refused to put the
question to herself except perfunctorily—
but she felt herself more exclusively than
ever before to be Henry Duberly’s wife.
There was always in Ellen Duberly a
readiness to be convinced by pain. If
wifehood made you do what she was going
to do, there must be something in it. So
ran her twisted logic.

Mrs. Duberly listened in the hall, and
locked the doors of both her bedroom and
her sitting-room before she took up the
telephone receiver. Up to that instant,
though her mind had reviewed such an
array of disquieting facts, she had been
calm. Now, her hand shook, and the
blood surged to her face in great irregular
waves, making the pulses in her throat
ache, reviving the dizzy pain that she had
forgotten in the last half-hour. She had
stood firm under the shock of Mavis
Charle; but at the thought that this hur-
ried word of warning must be her sole
farewell to her husband her lip quivered.
It was unthinkable that she shouldn’t see
him, that no real talk could pass between
them; that she must be left to fight out
a battle she knew nothing of, in such a
welter of sordidness. But she schooled
her petulance—withered it, as she always
had done, with her own scorn. . . . And
at last she heard her husband’s voice—
miraculously authentic across the miles.

For a few moments she heard herself
speaking; heard herself breaking it to him
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clumsily and briefly—Lawton’s pursuit,
the accusation, Trower’s visit, the warn-
ing of Mrs. Charle. She gave none save
the grim details of his danger; she did not
describe her interviews; she spoke of her
visitors as if they had been matters of
commonreference. Somuch she was sure
of, as she heard her words uttered into the
receiver. She held hersell to the task as il
she were some brute of a slave-driver as-
suring himself that his bidding was done.
“It’s a straight tip, I know” (she even
talked their language). . .. “Is there
anything I can do? Have you money
enough? No, there’s no time to advise
me. Better not talk over the telephone”
(she had a sudden vision of tapped wires,
of hostile creatures at every outlet). “T’ll
do everything I can here. . . . No—I
don’t want to know—it’ssafer. Thennoth-
ing can make me tell. Oh, why did you?”
(The word had been too quick for her to
stopit.) “But they sha'n't get it out of
me. TI’ll lie! Write me when you can.”
All this came out with a rush, slave for-
getting master. She heard the door-bell
ring. “Hurry, hurry! Oh, Hal, good-
by!” She listened, for an instant.
There was silence at the other end, as if
he too had been interrupted. Then she
dashed to unlock the door and fling herself
on the same couch whence she had been
summoned by Mrs. Charle,

The bell—which had actually meant
nothing—had terrified her. It had come
to this—that she crouched in fear at any
hint of a summons from the outside
world! Yet there were other matters
afoot in that world than Henry Duberly’s
dishonesty. Thank God for that! There
would be distressing hours that she could
not elude—she did not even know at what
moment those wretched men who had
come in the morning would return. They
must be faced, as Mrs. Charle had been;
and they must be faced with unflinching
lies. Oh, she was clad like a mime in the
traditional costume of her part—the ar-
chaic folds swaddled and choked her.
What a thing it was to be so bound! For
if there was such a thing as helplessness in
the world, it was having to do violence to
your conscience because another person
had done violence to his—being corrupted
to the heart of you by the corruption to
which you were wedded,
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Ellen Duberly lay on her sofa waiting
for the representatives of the law to re-
turn. Still, with the necessity for action
before her, she refused to enter the Dee-
dalian paths of introspection. She put
the figure of Mavis Charle from her; she
closed her eyes against the tall form of her
husband; she turned all mirrors to the wall
that she might not reflect upon her own
image. She would have prayed, if she
could have; but she had always seen her
God in the very form of Jehovah, and to
Him she had nothing to say. She was
grateful that by a mere accidental im-
pulse to decent privacy she had failed to
disclose Duberly’s address. There was a
good chance, she thought, that they
would not, during the day, have traced
him to the secluded farm-house where he
had gone for a week's quict fishing. A
mere accident; she caught her breath and
was very thankful. Had the young man
who looked so uncomfortable over his un-
pleasant errand believed and trusted her?
It was almost inconceivable to Ellen Du-
berly that he should not have. Surely
it was visible to the naked eye that she
had the long unbroken habit of truth. Oh,
yes, he must have; and Henry Duberly
would have the start of them in that
horrid race. But as she turned her face
to the wall, away from the afternoon sun-
light, she hoped weakly that she should
not have to lie too much, in the hours
close upon her. She was sure she should
do it so badly that it would be useless.

Shottel had postponed giving Lawton
his opinion of young Trower until he
should see how the problem of Duberly
was finally dealt with. He was con-
vinced that Mrs. Duberly was a queer
bird herself; and he knew from experience
that sometimes the best thing you could
do was to set one queer bird to catch an-
other. Perhaps it was smart of Trower
to know that Mrs. Duberly was the kind
that would squeal. Certainly experi-
ence with the wives of embezzlers had not
taught him to expect so straight a tip
from her. Jealousy turned some women
into hyenas; but in that case they were
all over the place, regardless of anybody,
and she had been perfectly quiet. Shot-
tel was inclined to think he had struck a
kind of highbrow idiot, and a damned bad
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lot, too—or else a very deep game. Shot-
tel never allowed himself to forget that
what looked like the foolest move might
always be a very deep game. He had
chuckled to himself over Mrs. Duberly’s
haughty recognition of the fact that they
might be stooping so low as to watch the
house. The house had been watched for
two days before their bluff attempt that
morning. Did she think they had to wait
for warrants to wafch people?

They would have to wait and see
whether young Trower’s “call” had
worked. TIf it hadn’t, there would have
to be some tall hustling. And as Shottel,
during the day, chewed an intermittent
cigar, he reviewed all the means that
could be tried—the post-office, the central
telephone, the banks where Duberly kept
accounts, the railway ticket-offices, the
Duberly servants. It looked bad, Du-
berly’s having got away for a rest, no one
lnew where, before the whole business
had come out; though it had been so
damn sudden and unexpected that no one
was to be blamed. Certainly the old
president of the Prairie Trust had flut-
tered down to them as soon as the bolt
had fallen on him—cackling like a nervous
hen, and absolutely no good. But Shot-
tel fretted in his inactivity.

The plain-clothes man at the corner had
reported nothing except the regular calls
of the postman, and a brief visit from a
small woman in a fur coat and a heavy
veil. No one had gone out. Shottel, on
reflection, thought it probable that after
they had gone Mrs. Duberly had tele-
phoned everything to her husband—he
was all on the side of the deep game. Yet
certainly, that morning he had inclined to
the highbrow-idiot-and-damned-bad-lot-
too theory; and so long as they knew that
Duberly, if he had actually been in the
house, was there still, there was nothing to
do until they could see Mrs. Duberly again
and force her hand. She didn’t look like
a woman who could chuck a bluff—that
was really the one straw he clung to.
But he was very impatient; and at five
o'clock he rushed Trower back to the
house.

Mrs. Duberly tried to remember her set
speech. She had elaborated one as she
lay on her sofa, with shut eyes; she had
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practised it in a whisper; and now it was
gone. Her instinct for verbal truth had
been allowed to preside over its making;
there had not been one formal lie in it.
Now it had escaped her; and her chief fear
was that her instinct would push her into
a dangerous riot of facts. She didn’t
know how to lie, she told herself piteously,
any more than she knew how to blow glass
or play the lute. It would have been vain
to tell Ellen Duberly that lying was a way
of speech: it had nothing to do with speech
as she conceived it—it was something
quite different, though you did it with
your vocal organs. Henry Duberly had
always said she had no imagination, and
it was true; she had never even had
enough to say that she was not at home
when she was. And these two strange
men were before her with the power to
necessitate her lying: they were unreal as
Eastern potentates she might have been
summoned to dance for in a dream. As
she faced them, she felt her first pang of
jealousy of Mavis Charle. If she had
only had looks like that to put them off
with, deluding them silently with mere
beauty! It wasonly such a necessity that
could make one jealous of that sort of
woman. . . .

“No, he is not here,” she replied to
Trower’s formal question. And then, her
set speech lost forever, she went on,
harshly, brokenly.

“I don’t know where he is. I meant
what I said this morning. I did telephone
to him. You heard me. But something
made me change my mind, and I told
him.” (“By heck, Mavis Charle!”” Thus
in Shottel’s mind it clicked on to the
plain-clothes man’s report of the visitor.)
“And he’s gone. I particularly asked him
not to tell me where, so that I shouldn’t be
able to tell any one else. I suppose you
would like to know where my husband
was this morning, but that I shall not tell
So I don’t see what else there is to

you.
Say.”
Shottel bent forward. “Mrs. Du-

berly, do you know a lady named Mrs.
Charle?”

Trower’s hand shot up. “Shottel, that
isn’t necessary. Mrs. Duberly, there is
certainly no reason why you should an-
swer questions about your personal ac-
quaintance,”

She was grateful to him, though she was
ignorant of Shottel’s real motive, which
was merely to test her veracity in a mat-
ter upon which he had private informa-
tion. He had not intended to go farther
than that question, and he felt a thick an-
noyance with Trower’s prunes and prisms.

But Trower himself was actually to
present the cup to her.

“And Mr. Duberly told you nothing of
his plans?”

She looked him in the eyes—it seemed
to her that every nerve and muscle in her
body was strained by the effort to lift her
own. ‘‘Nothing whatever. As I say, I
particularly asked him not to. I have
no gift for lying, and I preferred not to
know.”

Trower, sore with defeat, exclaimed.
“T could have sworn you were giving us
the straight tip this morning, Mrs. Du-
berly. Otherwise I should have been
pretty busy to-day.”

She flushed. “I thought T was. I
never dreamed that we should not both
be here this evening to see you.”

She hesitated a moment before follow-
ing them to the drawing-room door. “I
have no idea how much this shortage is.
I should be very glad to know. I have
some money of my own, and of course it is
quite at my husband’s service as far as it
will go. I don’t suppose I have enough
to do much good, but my husband’s law-
ful creditors are quite welcome to any-
thing I can pay them. Perhaps you
would take that informal message from
me, . . . Of course I should employ a
lawyer to see that he wasn’t cheated by
them; and of course I should reserve
enough—as it is quite my own money,
and did not come from Mr. Duberly—to
make sure that my husband and I have
the simple necessities of life. You will
also kindly tell whomever you represent
that it is only my cwn money that T am
offering. It will be my duty to abide by
my husband’s instructions as regards any-
thing of his. I don’t know anything about
the law, but that is what I hold to.
Good afternoon.” She bowed them out.

Pacing her drawing-room afterward,
Ellen Duberly reviewed her field of battle.
She had not only lied; she had been be-
lieved. At the last moment, also, she had
been given strength to show them how
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little they could afford to consider her a
thing apart from Henry Duberly. Her
first impulse had been to offer the Prairie
Trust, through Trower, everything Du-
berly had given her, every possession of
theirs that could be converted into
money. She was ready to strip the walls
of paintings, the library shelves of their
first editions. The same archaic concep-
tion of her role that had compelled her
falsehood had held her back from doing
this. No: to the end, she would do noth-
ing in Henry’s name that was not done
at his explicit bidding. She could under-
stand wifehood in so far as it was duty,
and marriage in so far as it was the rule of
an order. She saw now—now that she
was beginning to have a little time to
think—that, if the situation as she had
first conceived it would have bound them
together as never hefore, the situation as
Mavis Charle had revealed it to her
bound her to him even more relentlessly.
Their relations hadsuddenly ceased, utter-
ly, to be personal; there remained nothing
but a stark tradition. It was beautiful,
doubtless, to be able to trust your im-
pulses, as in the spontaneity of shared love
you could; yet, with no emotion left, you
entered into a beneficent convention,
blessed in that it could be learned by rote.
Her ancestral doubt of all impulses fed on
this new sense. There was nothing left
of their relation but a faded contract—a
crackling parchment over whose quaint
terms she would have all the rest of life to
pore.

She knew now that she did not love
Henry Duberly in any sense that she
would, as a bride, have understood. She
could not have lied for love! But she had
a vision of what a wife may be called upon,
as sheer testimony to wifehood, to do.

The Straight Tip

She was determined that no wife of them
all—Griselda or Godiva—should surpass
her in rigid interpretation of the contract.
Such was the twist in Ellen Duberly’s
mind that the total loss of her own pri-
vate stakes—the way life had swept them
in like an impassive croupier!—made
infinitely for her reassurance. Nothing
was perfectly pure that gave gladness.
Oh, in comparison, it was so easy now!
What was loneliness, what was pain, what
was shame or sordidness, if only one knew
what was right? The relief of knowing
that she need never fight for herself again
—that Henry could want from her noth-
ing but the loyalty of a perfectly adjusted
mental mechanism! She need never
think of her looks, her gestures, the femi-
nine figure that she cut. He had given
that task to Mavis Charle. The slavery
of being Mavis Charle! Theslavery, that
is, of trying to be Mavis Charle with Ellen
Duberly’s equipment! . . . The years
of that slavery slipped from her shoulders;
she shed her youth like a burden—and in
some strange way seemed to grow younger
by losing it.

Ellen Duberly, lying on her sofa, felt
the blessed certitudes of the enlisted man.
She had nothing to decide, no personal
goal to achieve; her very hands and feet
would be counselled from without. Peace
descended on her like a breath from
heaven; and, towards evening, conscious-
ness blessedly slipped from her. Sleep,
like a sculptor’s hand, passed over her fea-
tures with repentant skill. That dreamless
slumber treated her face with supreme
art; eliminating, emphasizing, harmoniz-
ing, as if for the first time it found her
plastic. Lovely she could never have
been; but hints of loveliness were there
—like a straight tip from the Creator.




THE RELUCTANT PRINCE

By Gordon Arthur Smith

ILLUSTRATIONS BY
I

REDERICK, second of the
name, and king, by the
grace of God, of Kervia
1 and the Kervians, was a
tall, grizzled man with the

4N devil’s temper. The re-
sponsibility of ruling a nation increases in-
versely with the size of the nation. Ker-
via, which of course is not to be confused
with other Balkan states, is a small coun-
try; and it is a recognized fact that men
who are accustomed to dabble in small
affairs are the men who take themselves
the most seriously.

In a kingdom containing only four hun-
dred square miles and a population less
than that of Cincinnati, every male child
is a potential regiment, every grumble is a
revolution, every death is a massacre.
Accordmgly, any truly paternal ruler is
not apt to find existence in Kervia con-
ducive to tranquillity.

God gave to Frederick II not only the
Kervians to rule over, but also three sons.
His wife, Frederick protested, was given
him by the devil.

Of the three princes the youngest,
Joscelyn, was the most popular; the Crown
Prince Diederick was the most like his
father, and the second son, Charles-Ed-
ward, unluckily, perhaps, for him, beauti-
fully resembled his mother. Like her
he took little interest in pomp and ermine
and the foolish little affairs of a foolish
little state. She had taken him by the
hand and shown him broader horizons,
and she had led him, unconsciously on her
part, to believe that life held greater
things than commanding a regiment of
lancers—greater things even for a prince,
who might wear all the orders of merit
simply through his divine right.

She taught him that there were other
stars besides those worn on the chests of
fat, incompetent generals. And all this
was exceedingly grieving to Charles-Ed-
ward’s father, the warrior king.
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When Charles-Edward had duly reached
the age of twenty-one, he was a young
man very much out of the Kervian pic-
ture. Such military training as had been
forced upon him had not served to nullify
a slight stoop, born of libraries and books
and the somewhat cramped position he
was accustomed to assume in front of his
easel. Thus his good six feet of height
was lessened, apparently, to a more
moderate five feet ten. Since his habit
was to work his eyes rather than his body,
his eyes had betrayed him, and he wore
horn-rimmed spectacles, except when on
public exhibition either at court or on the
field. On such occasions his near-sighted-
ness bothered him to such a painful de-
gree that, in order to distinguish a gen-
eral from a duchess, he acquired a trick
of throwing back his head and squinting
his eyes. This, though successful, was
not regal,

His narrow face was cast in the most
approved Hapsburg mould—which was a
mystery because he was not a Hapsburg.
He was smooth-shaven in contrast and de-
fiance to his bearded father. What, per-
haps, was his most noticeable trait was
an ability (common enough in females, to
be sure) to convert an assortment of odds
and ends, old and new, costly and worth-
less, into effective and artistic clothing.
A homespun Norfolk jacket, almost as old
as the royal gold service, spotless flannels,
a pair of white sneakers, a soft silk shirt,
and a canary-yellow tie—if he did not look
a prince in them, he locked, at least, a
thousand times a gentleman.

Such, then, was Charles-Edward on his
twenty-first birthday.

His coming of age was celebrated with
all solemnity and ceremony, and when
the ordeal was over he announced in his
quiet, matter-of-fact manner that he pro-
posed going to Paris to study his painting
under Julian. A bomb in the palace
could not have created more disturbance
than this serene, innocent desire. Still,
the prince was twenty-one and his mother
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stood back of him. TFrederick II, in a
rage, calling a meeting of his ministers
in the council-room, found, to his added
disgust, that they had known of Charles-
Fdward’s intention for several weeks and
were disposed to acquiesce to it. In fact,
they seemed strangely willing to have
him go.

Reinwold, the premier, made a tact-
ful little speech, felicitating the king on
having fathered three young men of such
varied temperaments—a soldier, an artist,
and astatesman. Joscelyn, the youngest,
was the statesman, having shown, at the
age of nineteen, a gift for intrigue and
deception worthy a Medici.

But the king was implacable. He rose
to his feet and pounded the carved table
with a hairy fist.

“No, by )" he cried, “Charles-
Edward is no son of mine! If he prefers
spending his days painting cubic nudes
in Paris to entering the army of his father-
land, why, then, his fatherland is well rid
of him—and the army is well rid of him,
too. Kervia stands in need to-day not of
a brush but of a sword. T have spoken.”

The king sat down and his ministers
siched their relief. The lord of the ex-
chequer, who had been adding columns of
figures, looked up from his task.

“If it please your Majesty,” he said,
“T have computed the prince’s necessary
expenditures in Paris. Parliament shall
vote him an allowance immediately. Now
that his Royal Highness is of age it is
fitting that he should be provided for in a
manner to insure his financial independ-
ence.”

“Let me see the figures,” commanded
the king briefly.

He scrutinized the carefully itemized
list (the lord of the exchequer was a fiend
for detail) and handed it back across the
table with a snort.

*Cross out the twelve hundred francs
for wine and entertainment,” he said.
“Cross out, also, the fifteen hundred for
vehicular transportation, whatever that
may mean. Cross out, also, three hun-
dred for dentists’ fees. Charles-Edward’s
teeth are sounder than his brain. Cross
out, also, the three thousand, seven hun-
dred and forty that you have placed under
the heading ‘ Miscellaneous.” That is just
another word for dissipation. Reduce the
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amount for board and lodging by one-
third and the amount for clothing by one-
half. No artist should live well; T am
told it is bad for their art. Now com-
pute me the total.”

The lord of the exchequer worked
rapidly and obediently. At the end of
ninety seconds he raised his keen, fer-
ret-like face and said:

“Your Majesty, that would leave the
prince exactly six thousand, eight hun-
dred and sixty-eight francs, fifteen cen-
times.”

“Plenty!” cried the king; “plenty!”
And once more his heavy fist shook the
table. “That is enough money for any
son of mine that shirks his duty to the
nation in order to study art.”

“But, your Majesty,” observed the
premier suavely, “Kervia can spare
Prince Charles-Edward. His chances of
succession are remote with you and the
crown prince both enjoying such ex-
cellent health.”

“Idiot,” rebuked the king, “do you
suppose the best liver and heart and stom-
ach in the kingdom will avail against a
bomb?”

“Oh,sire!” they exclaimed, shuddering.

“Health!” went on the king, in dis-
gust, “health! Did health save my father
and his father before him? Not a reign-
ing member of my house has been known
to die in his bed; and, mark my words,
I shall establish no new and dangerous
precedent. No, my lords, not only has
Charles-Edward an excellent chance to
rule Kervia, but it is even possible that
his younger brother, Prince Joscelyn,
should some day wear the crown. We
Kervian kings must father many sons to
be assured that our line continue. Our
beloved people, when aroused, are prod-
igal with assassinations. What are a king
and a crown prince to them, once their
blood is up? And, my God, I admire
them for it! I want no scanted jobs
around me.”

“The young Prince Joscelyn,” insin-
uated the premier, “ would be well liked as
aruler. Heisafavorite with the people—
more so, perhaps, than the crown prince—
certainly more so than Charles-Edward,
whom the people do not understand.”

“I should despise them if they did,”
retorted the king. “A prince of my line
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that wears spectacles and has a tenor voice
and does little water-colors is a blot on my
'scutcheon; yes, almost a bar sinister.”

“Sire,” interposed the cardinal arch-
bishop, “judge not a wine by its bottle,”
and he imagined he was quoting the
Scripture. No one present could prove
him wrong.

“Very well, gentlemen,” resumed the
king, “I am glad you take the matter so
easily. I wash my hands of it. Hence-
forth Charles-Edward belongs to you.
Do with him as you see fit.”

He rose and, withdrawing, broke up
the conference; but the minister to
France, Count Michael of Tretz, who had
been summoned in haste from Paris for
the occasion, and the premier lingered
after the others.

“Tt passed off beautifully,” whispered
the premier.

“Yes; well enough,” replied the min-
ister. “There is no doubt he will go?”

“None at all. The doubt is, will he
stay?”

“Will a young man of twenty-one stay
in Paris? Your Excellency, have you
never been to Paris?”

“Never,” answered the premier, with a
sigh.

“Well, then, that is the only reason
you are not there now. Paris is not a
place one leaves.”

“Tt will be our duty, yours and mine,
to keep him there forever. He must be
made to bind himself there, to form un-
breakable ties that shall keep him from
Kervia the rest of his life.”

“And then?” queried Tretz.

“And then, if anything should happen
to both his Majesty and the crown
prince "
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“Why, then we should have Charles-
Edward out of the way and Prince Jos-
celyn would succeed to the throne. You
see the idea?”

“Yes,” replied the minister dryly; “I
know Prince Joscelyn and I see the idea.”

IT

A wrEk later, near midnight, Charles-
Edward arrived at the Gare St. Lazare
accompanied by a person who filled the
intricate position of valet and guardian.
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This was a kindly, motherly old man, a
retired corporal of the House Guards, who,
ever since he had reached the age when
his feeble neck could no longer hold his
shako erect, had been retained about the
palace as a gentleman-in-waiting to the
young prince. For some reason, which
the king, at any rate, could not fathom,
Corporal Toblach became foolishly fond
of Charles-Edward. The king put it
down to spaniel devotion.

And so it was Toblach that tottered
under Charles-Edward’s hand-luggage
when they descended from the Rapide at
the Gare St. Lazare. The prince, a little
bewildered, but his eyes shining behind
his spectacles, followed him closely; and
while Toblach transferred his impedi-
menta to a porter the prince drew a long
breath and said to himself: “Life is won-
derful; I am twenty-one and my sense of
color is excellent and I am in Paris.”

To a traveller arriving at night, Paris
reveals a glamour and conceals a mys-
tery: the excited, gesticulating porters that
greet the train as though they were there
to welcome friends and eager to serve
them; the uncertain lights of the train-
shed; the dinning in the ears of a strange
language—a beautiful strange language;
and the wild, exhilarating flight in a trunk-
laden taxi through unknown streets.

There is glamour, if you will, in the
lights of the restaurants, in the dizzy
crowds, and in the broad, brazen avenues
teeming with a race of people who like to
believe that every day is a holiday; but
there is mystery in the silent by-streets,
lined with high blank walls and darkened
windows, where a footstep echoes dismally
and the beat of a horse’s hoofs resounds
like musketry; and there is mystery, too,
in the stretches of fragrant gardens, with
their tree-tops reaching up dark masses
into the golden glow that hangs like a
halo above the City of Lights.

Charles-Edward and Toblach were met
by an attaché of the legation, and the
custom-house had been warned that
Charles-Edward, being a younger son of
a king, had nothing to declare.

The attaché piloted them to their apart-
ment in an automobile, with two men on
the box. Tt was the last glimpse of luxury
that Charles-Edward was to have. The
two men on the box, with perfect dexter-
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ity, drove the car down the Avenue de
'Opéra, through the colonnade arches of
the Louvre, and across the Pont des Saints-
Péres, straight into the Quarter. Charles-
Edward leaned, breathless, from the win-
dow.

“The old river looks well to-night,” re-
marked the attaché, for want of some-
thing better to say.

The old river, in truth, held all the
lights and colors of the crown of the king
of Kervia. Charles-Edward sighed. He
knew he should never be great enough to
paint it.

They twisted around to the Boulevard
du Montparnasse, and finally struck to
the right, up the Boulevard Raspail, al-
most as far out as the Lion de Belfort.
They stopped in front of a four-story
house, grim and dark save for feeble lights
in the windows of the top floor.

“We are here, your Royal Highness,”
said the attaché.

“Hush,” said Charles-Edward, his
finger to his lips; “I am no longer a
prince, I am a man.”

The attaché bowed and said: “As you
will, monsieur.”

Then he gave a long pull at the bell,
and the door clicked and swung open,
disclosing utter blackness beyond. To-
blach nervously lit a match. From a tiny
room on the left came the sleepy voice of
the concierge.

“Monsieur will find his candle on the
table. Monsieur has the fourth floor.”

And so Prince Charles-Edward, fol-
lowed by Toblach and the attaché of the
Kervian legation, lighted the candle and
climbed the four flights of stairs. To-
blach and the attaché, being uninspired
and wholly sane, were out of breath at
the top; but the young prince trod them
as though they were golden steps to Para-
dise. Have not all great geniuses, since
Saint Simeon Stylites, lived as high above
the street as possible?

The attaché fitted a huge iron key to the
lock, swung the door open and stood aside
with a grand flourish to let the prince pass.

“This is the apartment, monsieur,” he
said, as though he were ushering him into
Buckingham Palace.

Two dim oil-lamps, added to the candle
in Toblach’s hand, flickered wanly on a
suite of low-ceilinged rooms, done in the
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style of the Empire—that unholy period
when all of the civilized world was unan-
imously inartistic. But Charles-Edward
saw not the imitation black marble man-
tel, nor the funereal hangings, nor the
unpardonable gilt mirrors. He walked to
one of the two tall French windows,
opened it with some difficulty (for it was
used to being hermetically sealed), and
stepped out on an iron balcony overlook-
ing the quiet street. From there he had a
view of the chimney-pots and the stars;
and, between them, hanging, swirling,
swaying, like one giant search-light pier-
cing through the mist, the glow of a million
lights. The prince drew a long breath.

“T will bid you good-night, monsieur,”
said the attaché at his elbow; ‘“ you must
be tired; you have come a long way from
home.”

“No,” said the prince, his eyes fixed
over the city, “I think I have come a long
way /o home.”

ITT

CaariEs-Epwarp had been a student
in Paris for almost a month before he met
Rose-Marie.

“We each have two first names, have
we not? "’ she remarked, with large eyes on
him. “How funny!”

“Yes,” he answered, “very. What
shall we do about it?”

“I find it hard to think in this pose,”
she protested. “When you are ready to
let me rest T will decide.”

So, in her fluffy little scarlet ballet-
skirt, poised on one foot, she remained
as motionless as possible for twenty more
minutes. Charles-Edward worked in si-
lence. A glimpse of a Degas had inspired
him to paint a young lady balancing her-
self with a long pole on a tight-rope, far
up in the bright darkness above the foot-
lights. For this a beautiful and patient
model was necessary; and Rose-Marie was
as patient as a beautiful model can be.

At the end of twenty minutes he sighed,
took off his spectacles, squinted his eyes
at his canvas and then at Rose-Marie.

“You may rest now,” he said, and was
so occupied scraping his palette that he
did not turn until she fell to the floor, her
face pathetically white in the midst of
her scarlet dress.
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“It is all right,” she protested, as he
bent over her. “My leg went to sleep,
and when I tried to stand on it, it would
not wake up.”

“My dear child!” he exclaimed.

“Will you rub it a little for me?” she
asked him, as she might have asked him
to pass the salt.

So Charles-Edward sat on the floor and
rubbed the two red stockings with all of his
royal strength.

“Only the left one—the one I was not
standing on,” said she.

“1 beg your pardon,” said Charles-Ed-
ward; “how thoughtless of me!” and he
actually blushed.

When she was better he helped her to
limp to his sofa, and he summoned To-
blach to bring them tea and brioches.

Then said she: “I once knew an Eng-
lish artist called Charles, but he had no
Edward at the end of it like you have.
Every one called him Sharlay.”

“You mean,” he suggested,
every one called him Charlie?”

“Yes,” said she, “that is it—Sharlay.
Shall T call you Sharlay?”

“By all means,” he answered, smiling,
“I think it is a great improvement.”

So she called him Sharlay, and she re-
mained Rose-Marie, and thus they obvi-
ated the nuisance of two double names.

From that day they were fast friends,
their intimacy enduring long after the
painting of the scarlet lady walking a
tight-rope had been completed, con-
demned, and destroyed. She pleaded in
vain for its life; but Sharlay was obdurate
where it concerned his art.

Rose-Marie necessarily lacked some of
the graces and refinements of the ladies of
King Frederick’s court; but she lacked
also all of their lazy immorality and their
sophisticated boredom with life. There
are some women who, essentially woman-
ly, are superficially children. We have
often heard of the child-woman—Rose-
Marie was the woman-child.

Sharlay, looking at her through his
horn-rimmed spectacles, saw a slim little
person, straight but pliant. She might
have been sixteen; she might, almost,
have been less; but she was twenty. Asa
private citizen she was apt to wear black,
with touches of lace that was whiter even
than her young neck, and considerably
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whiter than her capable, brown hands.
Professionally, as a model, she wore any-
thing, but always something. And this
was not because she was self-conscious or
a prude or because God had shaped her
imperfectly (he knows he had not), but
because, as she put it, she knew she had a
way of carrying her clothes. Une fagon
de porter ses coslumes is no mean asset for
a model.

She watched the world through large,
wondering brown eyes, like a child watch-
ing a conjurer. To her every sunrise was
a feat of white magic. Her thoughts must
always have been pleasant, for even dur-
ing her silences a smile hovered about her
lips, teasing to be born.

One day she said: “I smile too much.
I don't know why. Perhaps it is that
later in life I shall have to cry a great
deal.”

“Not if T can prevent it,” answered
Sharlay firmly, rubbing some cobalt blue
from the side of his nose. “I will have no
red-eyed models, and I refuse to do a
study of Niobe.”

“You are a very droll man, Sharlay,”
she retorted, “especially when you are
painting. You really have a kind heart.
I know that, because I have seen you feed-
ing the birds in the Tuileries. Andyouare
good to Toblach, too. But when you are
painting—oof—everything then is paint.
Every woman is a model, then, and noth-
ing else. You are selfish, Sharlay, when
you paint.”

“Yes, my dear,” replied the prince ab-
sently., ““Keep the shoulder more to the
left.”

She made a harmless little face at him
and obeyed.

“There,” she said, “didn’t I say so?”

At the end of ten minutes he allowed
her to rest. She curled herself up on the
sofa with a sigh, and smiled at him. Art
for the moment put aside, he removed his
spectacles and smiled back at her. He
felt completely happy.

“Who are you?” she demanded after
a while.

“Who am I?"” repeated Sharlay, mys-
tified.

“Yes,” said she. “Tell me all about
yourself. Who were your father and moth-
er? What sort of a baby were you? Did
you always squint up your eyes? Why
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did you leave Kervia? Are you going to
get married, or are you married already
and, if so, where is she? You see I know
nothing about you, and Toblach is always
so very discreet, and except for your broth-
er Joscelvn, whom I detest, scarcely any
one else ever comes to see you. So begin,
now, and talk to me about yourself. Ital-
ways pleases a man to do that. Also, in
this case, it will please me.”

“Well, really,” Sharlay began, “there
is nothing to tell.”

“Qh,” said she, “there is nothing to
tell! What, then, of the wonderful coat
of arms that I see on your cigarette case
with Mulium in parve, whatever that may
mean, and two dogs on their hind legs?”

“Those are not dogs,” corrected the
prince; ‘“those are wolves.”

“Wolves, then,” said she.
then, of the wolves?”

“That is—well, it is somebody’s coat
of arms, I suppose,’” he answered weakly.

“Ah!” she said. hurt at his reticence;
“T beg your pardon. I am very rude. I
did not mean to be.” And her mouth,
for once, drooped pathetically, like that of
a child who has been scolded.

Immediately Sharlay succumbed. His
was a nature so sensitive itself that it
could not endure to inflict distress. Men
like him do not prosper.

“Poor little Rose-Marie,” he said; “I
have hurt your feelings now, haven’t I?
I have been a brute.”

“How absurd!" she replied, trying to
smile. ‘Tt was only that T thought we
were better friends than—than you seem
to think we are. And friends do not have
mysterious chambersin their lives to which
they withhold the keys—Bluebeard!”

She was serene once more; but, never-
theless, she rose and started to put on her
hat, pulling her long pins from the up-
holatcry of the sofa.

Forthwith he was determined to tell
her all that she wanted to know; so he
said: “Listen!” And she, being a woman,
put her hatpins slowly back, one by one,
into the sofa and sat down at his side.

“What,

v

MEeANWHILE the young Prince Joscelyn
had been very busy. He was in Paris on

what purported to be a month’s vacation;
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but since Joscelyn, aside from bowing
graciously to the plaudits of enthusiastic
Kervians as he galloped at the head of his
well-dressed regiment on gala days, had
no confining duties of state, there was a
minority that winked shrewdly and said:
“He iz hatching something. Wait, and
we shall see.”

Joscelyn lived at the expense of Kervia
in the royal suite of the Bristol, in the
Place Vendoéme. Occasionally his lim-
ousine found its way across the river to
his brother’s apartment; more often it was
seen 5trmd_ing in front of the Kervian
legation in the Faubourg Saint-Honoré,
for Joscelyn and Count Michael of Tretz,
the minister, were as thick as thieves.

One raw February day, when every con-
scientious sybarite should have been at
the Riviera, Joscelyn sat in the minister’s
study. The Count of Tretz, a smile of
admiration on his thin, colorless lips, and
a sleek hand playing with his pointed
beard, sat opposite him and added him
up. The world and his birth certificate
knew that Joscelyn was twenty years
of age. Tretz had but to close his eyes to
imagine him forty.

“The trouble with you,” said Joscelyn,
“is that you always want to have a foot
on each side of the fence.”

“The trouble with you, prince,” re-
torted Tretz coolly, “is that you are over-
impatient. That, perhaps, is the only
fault of youth that you possess.”

Joscelyn bowed ironically.

“I admit,” he said, “that T am no
dawdler—no temporizer.”

“Quite so,” said the minister. “But
this is a case of love, I believe, and of mar-
riage. It is well to walk softly when they
are in the woods. They are shy, wild
creatures and easily startled.”

“Rot!” said Joscelyn emphatically. “I
tell you that Charles-Edward is inlove with
her now. He would marry her to-morrow
if it should happen to occur to him.”

The minister smiled.

“I don’t imagine we shall be able to
dispose of him as easily and as quickly as
that. What we most desire, of course, is
that he should marry this Rose-Marie
person you have told me about, not at
our suggestion but against our emphatic
and earnest protest. Tt is only that way
that we can force him to sign a renuncia-
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tion of his chances of succession to the
throne. We must point out to him how
calamitous such a marriage would be; we
must urge him to give up the idea; we
must plead, we must threaten, we must
reason with him; and, at the same time,
we must be sure that he will remain stead-
fastly deaf to our prayers and our threats
and our arguments. Now, that is a state
of affairs—nay more, a state of mind—
that cannot be brought about in a week.
I should advise you, prince, to extend
your vacation.”” And the Count of Tretz
put his hand to his lips to hide a smile.

“Oh!” said Joscelyn grandly; “as to
that, there will be no difficulty.”

“T take it,” suggested Tretz, “that, in
your life, vocation and vacation are sy-
nonymous.”

The princé drew himself up.

‘‘Aren’t you getting just a bit impudent,
Count of Tretz?” he said.

“I beg your pardon,” replied the count.
“We will talk of other things. You have
heard of the proposed marriage for your
brother, the crown prince?”

“No,” said Joscelyn serenely; ‘“have
they got some one at last for poor old
Diederick? T hope she isn’t too awful.
Who is the fortunate lady?”

“The fortunate lady,” said Tretz, with
amusement, ‘“is the Princess Charlotte of
Holbein-Schonberg.”

“God save the crown prince!” said
Joscelyn with feeling.

“You are pleased to be frank,” com-
mented the minister. “It is true that the
Princess Charlotte is not physically beau-
tiful. I am told, however, that she has a
beautiful soul. Moreover, such an al-
liance brings power to Kervia; it insures
us the good will of Germany.”

“Poor Diederick!” was all Prince Jos-
celyn vouchsafed to say. A moment
later, however, he added: “By Heaven,
you know, I think I should prefer Charles-
Edward’s Rose-Marie!”

The Count of Tretz surveyed him keenly.

“No, prince,” he said. “You would
not envy Charles-Edward his Rose-Marie
if you were crown prince.”

“Ah!” said Joscelyn, “‘if———2"

“Exactly,” replied Tretz.

Joscelyn shifted his eyes uneasily, and
when he spoke again he was gazing out of
the narrow window into a colorless sky.
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“There is a great gulf between me and
the throne,” he said.

“There are only three men,” said Tretz,
“and they are all mortal.”

“My father enjoys excellent health,”
said Joscelyn.

“So do you,"” returned Tretz, “and you
are three times as young.”

“Diederick is not only young, but he is
a capable man—a first-rate soldier.”

“VYes,” said Tretz, * and soldiers do not
wait to die in their beds.”

“Charles-Edward is but a year older
than I, and he has resigned from his
regiment. He runs no risks.”

“He runs the greatest risk in life—he
is in love.”

Joscelyn turned slowly, and this time
he looked the minister fairly in the eyes.

“Am I to understand, then,” he asked,
“that you and those in your confidence
will be behind me in anything I may do
to get the crown on my head?”

“Ah,” said Tretz, “I do not say that.
Not quite. But I will go so far as to state
that there is a party in Kervia that would
view with disfavor the possibility of
Charles-Edward becoming their king.
He is an enigma that most of us cannot
solve. He is termed an eccentric—he has
nothing of royalty in his make-up, and
Kervia can never forgive him his spec-
tacles.”

“To my mind,” said Joscelyn, “he’s
completely mad. For that reason he
should be easy to handle. Once get him
married to some one far beneath his rank,
for whom he has conceived the grand
passion, and he will sign his renunciation
of the throne as gayly as he would sign
his marriage license. All lovers are facile.
Tie him hand and foot, I say.”

“Tie him hand and foot,” agreed Tretz,
“and then wait until the hand of Time
puts an end to the other lives that are in
your way."”

“You talk like Lady Macheth,” said
Joscelyn, with a shudder.

Nevertheless he left the ministry in
great good humor.

AU

CHARLES-EDWARD painted hard all
winter, and it is to be supposed that he
made progress, for, as Rose-Marie had
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hinted, he spelled his art with a capital
letter and saw to it that everything in his
life was subservient to it. But more and
more he came to rely on Rose-Marie for
companionship in his idle moments and
for an inspiration in his busy ones. She
posed for every female figure that he put
on canvas from the day he first met her.
She was his scarlet lady on the tight-rope;
she was a white-clad nymph by a moon-
lit pool, she was a Madonna, and she was
a Circe. It can be readily seen that, as
yet, Charles-Edward had not found him-
self nor enrolled his name in any definite
school. He was groping.

His Madonna was the best of his year’s
work, for it held in it something of the
fanatic fervor of the middle ages, some-
thing of the white fire that raised Chartres
and Amiens and Notre-Dame. In an
iconoclastic era Charles-Edward was not
ashamed to be a Christian. And so his
Circe was hung in the salon, but his Ma-
donna was hung in many hearts.

As for Rose-Marie, ever since the day
when he sat beside her on the sofa and
told her that he was Charles-Edward,
Prince of Kervia, she had regarded him as
she might have regarded a strayed child,
lost in the aisles of some huge department
store on a bargain day. A prince without
his courtiers was, naturally, an object for
pity. The world was so large and mankind
was in such a hurry, and unprotected
princes were so helpless!

She had a vague idea that princes were
incapable of tying their cravats or brush-
ing their teeth or cracking their boiled
eggs, but that assiduous menials per-
formed all such manual labor for them.
She imagined that potential kings were
taught solely how to hold the sceptre, the
correct way to wear a crown, and the ele-
mentary principles of walking in ermine
robes; and, although Sharlay was not
what would be termed a practical man,
his abilities were so much superior to her
preconceived ideas of what his abilities
should have been that she was kept in a
state of constant wonder.

Be it understood that in her manner
toward him there was no trace of awe,
no title-worship. As a man he gained
nothing in her sight by being a prince,
but as a prince she was disposed to re-
gard him as a child. And that is just
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where the womanliness and the motherli-
ness of her nature revealed itsell most
perfectly.

One evening Joscelyn, on his weekly
visit, found them both elaborately cos-
tumed for the Bal Julian. Toblach had
procured for them native costumes from
Kervia, and Sharlay was busy teaching
Rose-Marie the Kervian national dance.

Joscelyn, tall and blond and correct in
his evening clothes, stood in the doorway
twisting his mustache. He knew that
he was not a very welcome guest; Rose-
Marie had taken ne pains to conceal her
dislike for him, and Sharlay merely tol-
erated him. But Joscelyn, having his
reasons for coming—reasons of state
he would have called them, no doubt—
ignored both the coolness of his brother’s
hospitality and the frank éxpression of
Rose-Marie’s disapproval. He was in-
clined to patronize Rose-Marie.

“You look like the Merry Widow,”
said he from the doorway. “Is that
your Prince Danilo?” and he pointed at
Charles-Edward, who stood resplendent
in white-and-gold and boots. Charles-
Edward took off his spectacles, mopped
his brow, and cast a casual look over his
shoulder at his brother.

“Hello, Joscelyn,” he said. “Find a
chair, if you are in no hurry.” And then
they continued the dancing-lesson.

Joscelyn, putting a good face on the
matter, mixed himself a cocktail and
sipped it from a seat on the sofa.

“You make a very good pair,” he re-
marked at length. “You should dance
through life together.”

Rose-Marie went crimson, shot him a
look of anger, and stopped abruptly.
Sharlay finished out the steps alone, in
great dignity, and then he, too, stopped
and deliberately lit a cigarette.

“What did you say, Joscelyn?” he in-
quired.

“Isuggested youdancetogetherthrough
life,” said the prince. ““You know, oper-
etta sort of thing—the Beggar Student—
the Waltz Dream—very Viennese.”

Sharlay said nothing for a while. Rose-
Marie stood with her back to them, ar-
ranging her head-dress; but in the mirror
she could mark every expression that
crossed Sharlay’s face.

“Monsieur Joscelyn is ever free with
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suggestions for the conduct of others,”
she said, trying to speak lightly.

“That,” said Joscelyn,  is becauseIhave
always the interests of others at heart.”

“It is you that say it,” replied Rose-
Marie quickly.

“Don’t fight,” Sharlay interposed.
“My young brother’s words are not to be
taken seriously. He is what is known as
a wit.”

Joscelyn bowed low.

“Heavens!” he exclaimed. “I had no
idea that an innocent remark of mine
would be taken up so quickly and picked
to pieces and flung back at my head with
all sorts of scathing additions. Rose-
Marie, you are a little tiger. I shall never
suggest that you dance through life with
any one—you would tread on their toes.”

“T would risk it,” murmured Sharlay
half aloud.

Toblach entered, gray and erect, to an-
nounce that the cab was waiting in the
street; and without ceremony they left
Joscelyn to his own devices.

Vor. LVI.—z;5

He rose to his feet and pounded the carved table with a hairy fist.—Page 238,

He made himself comfortable with a
book and a package of cigarettes, intend-
ing to while away an hour before joining
a supper-party at the Café de Pans. He
had turned but half a dozen pages, how-
ever, before he looked up, threw the book
aside, yawned and stretched, and pulled
the old-fashioned bell-rope on the wall
behind him, Toblach answered the sum-
mons.

“Toblach,” said Joscelyn, “is every-
thing going well here?”

Toblach eyed the prince with dislike.
As an ardent disciple of Charles-Edward,
he had no use for his more dashing and
more popular younger brother. Josce-
lyn’s Greek god's face meant nothing to
Toblach.

“Yes, your Royal Highness,” he an-
swered gravely, “everything is satisfac-
tD]_'y.”

“Finances aren’t low?” queried Jos-
celyn.

“I do not know—that is not my affair,
your Royal Highness.”

245
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“Ah,"” said the prince, “to be sure.
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I 1t would not do if, when the time came,

thought you would have noticed any em- he were hopelessly entangled with a little

barrassment in that direction, however."”

artist’s model. You can see that, To-
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“T have noticed none, your Royal
Highness.”

“So much the better,” said the prince.
“And the little love-affair—how does that
prosper?”’

“I do not understand—I know of
none,” replied Toblach very stiffly.

“And you wouldn’t tell if you did, I
imagine. Isn't that so?”

“ Perfectly, your Royal Highness.”

“Come, come,” said Joscelyn. “I am
only asking in order to help him. T don’t
want him to make any mistake that he
will come to regret. Charles-Edward may
be called to fill a high position some day.

blach, as well as . Now, this Rose-Marie
—is he not with her a great deal—day and
night, in fact?”

Toblach raised his chin an inch higher,
and his pale old lips tightened under his
bristling mustache.

“As I have said, your Royal Highness,
it is none of my business; but I can assure
you that the prince spends his nights in
his home. 1 might add, too, that the
prince would not tolerate any such in-
sinuation against the name of the young
lady in question. T speak for him.”

“Ah,” said Joscelyn with a sneer, “she
is a virtuous lady, is she?”
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“She posed for his Madonna,” an-
swered Toblach briefly, and turned on his
heel and left the room.

VI

It was within an hour of dawn when
Sharlay and Rose-Marie left the Bal
Julian. As was his custom, he escorted
her to the door of her attic room, in the
rue de Vaugirard, facing the gardens of
the Luxembourg. There she lived with a
sister who was employed in a milliner's
shop in the rue Royale.

“Very near to Maxim's," Rose-Marie
had explained, “but yet very far.”

Sharlay understood and thanked God
she had not gone into heroics, for peaple
that boasted of their decency bored him
amazingly.

As they stood in the hall the first ten-
tative daylight made a silver rectangle of
the narrow window that looked out into
the gardens. From the street came the
click-clack of horses’ hoofs on the asphalt,
and the warning “ee-up’ of the cabbies
as they rounded the corner of the deserted
rue Bonaparte. Iar off some revelling
students, returning from the ball, were
singing the chorus of ** Ceeur de Tzigane,”
their voices mellowed by the distance.
On the sidewalk beneath them a pedler
chanted his wares like a priest intoning
mass.

Sharlay and Rose-Marie, opening the
casement, leaned out to listen. The first
breeze of morning brought to them cool
perfumes from the gardens, to remind
them that it was May.

Sharlay laid his hand gently on hers,
and she turned her head to meet his eyes.
The sweetness of her, the youth of her,
and the womanliness of her plucked at
certain strings of his heart that had hither-
to lain untouched. He looked on her with
reverence—he, the son of kings.

“Rose-Marie,” he said softly, “there
is a new day being born. For me it is as
though it were the first day of a new life.
I have been a prince—a very incompetent
prince—until now. To-day I am a man,
and, pray God, I shall fill that réle more
capably. A prince’s life belongs to his
nation, but a man’s life belongs to him-
self and to his God. A prince must often
be silent when his heart would speak, but
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a man may cry his love from the house-
tops. Rose-Marie, T love you. Will you
help me to live my new life—will you
take the little I can offer as a man, and
believe that it is a thousand times more
than what I might have offered you as a
prince?”

She answered, looking him full in the
eyes.

“Sharlay,” said she, “I cannot. The
time will come when we should both be
sorry. You do not know what the future
holds for you—you cannot tell. Always,
in spite of what you may do, in spite of
your denials, you are a king’s son. God,
at your birth, created you for your coun-
try; God did not create you for me.”

She stopped because she did not trust
her voice. Tears hung perilously close to
her eyes. She turned away from him
that he might not see them.

He hesitated not an instant, but took
her in his arms. ,

“Rose-Marie,” he said gravely, “there
are others in Kervia who are only too
eager to rule—others who are better able
to rule than I am, but there is no other
in this world who is more eager to serve you
or better able tolove you thanTam. Only
one reason shall prevent your marrying
me. If youwill look at meandsay, ‘Shar-
lay, I donot love you,” why, then—TI shall
have nothing more to say, and I will try
to believe that, perhaps, if I had started
sooner in life to be a man, I should have
made less of a botch of it.”

He waited, very serious and wistful,
for her to speak. At length she looked up
at him with eyes that held not tears, but
something even more wonderful—the joy
of giving.

“Sharlay,” she said, “I love you—my
prince, my lover, my man.”

The sunlight, sifting through the trees
in the Luxembourg gardens, groped hes-
itatingly in at the hall window and found
that all was well.

VII

Tuey arranged to be married in the
church of St. Germain des Prés. At its
high altar many a girl and boy before
them had knelt with shining eyes, rich
only in their confidence for the future and
an immeasurable wealth of love. God
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has been invoked through so many ages
under the vaults of St. Germain des Prés
that its aisles are fragrant with an in-
cense more subtle than that of the sway-
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The premier, representing the country
and its government, forwarded as wed-
ding-gifts an ivory paper-cutter and a
draft for one thousand francs. The Crown

“1 do not know—that is not my affair, your Royal Highness."—FPage 243

ing censers—they are hallowed with cen-

turies of earnest prayer.

To the ceremony, which was to be on
the first day of June, Charles-Edward in-
vited perhaps a score of his friends. His
father, the king, emphatically declined
to come, sending his answer through the
He said in part: “You
are fulfilling all my expectations for you.

Count of Tretz.

I always knew you were mad.”

Prince Diederick contributed a set of the
romances of Chateaubriand, bound in
cloth, gold edges, and Joscelyn gave them
oyster-forks. Joscelyn was, perforce, to
be best man.

If they laughed a bit cynically over
these tokens of love, they were not to be
blamed. Luckily it amused them that
they were expected to set up housekeep-
ing on Chateaubriand and oyster-forks.
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Had they been older, and less in love, they
might have been annoyed.

On the morning of the first of June,
then, the sun came up gloriously to wish
them joy. Prince Joscelyn, who had
arisen long after the sun, was eating his
morning eggs at eleven o'clock, when
there came to him in hot haste a mes-
senger from the Count of Tretz. The
prince was desired at the ministry im-
mediately—the affair was of grave impor-
tance.

“What's wrong now?" thought Jos-
celyn. “Is Charles-Edward going to balk
at the post?”

He found Tretz in great distress.
once the diplomat was at a loss.

“You look sick,"” said Joscelyn frankly.
“You're yellow as Confucius. Better
take a liver pill.”

“God help us!” said Tretz shaking.

“Don’t beabsurd,” said Joscelyn; “you
know he won't. What is it?”

Tretz handed him a telegram in the
government code.

“This,” he said, “arrived five minutes
ago. In half an hour all the world will
know it.”

“You'll have to translate,” said Jos-
celyn. “I don’t know the code.”
“Very well,”” said the count.

you bear it? It is a blow.”

“Deliver it,” replied the prince.

Tretz swallowed hard, and began to
read in a trembling voice.

“At half-past ten this morning his
Majesty Frederick IT and his Royal
Highness, the Crown Prince Diederick,
were shot at and killed while driving in
the streets. You are requested to inform
Prince Charles-Edward and Prince Jos-
celyn immediately and arrange for their
speedy return. The Princess Charlotte
of Holbein-Schénberg is waiting at the
capital. It is imperative that our new
king, Charles-Edward, take his late
brother’s place with her before the altar.
The marriage cannot be delayed with
safety. The favor of Germany must be
gained. [Signed] Reinwold, premier.”

The Count of Tretz drew a long breath.

“There,” he said, “we are done for.”

But Joscelyn sat quiet, thinking.

“This came but five minutes ago?” he
queried at length.

“Yes,” answered Tretz.

For

“Can

“If it had
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been half an hour later, Charles-Edward
would have been married and his renun-
ciation signed and in our pockets; and
you—you would now be his Majesty the
king.”

“gWell_.” said Joscelyn, “perhaps I shall
be, even now. Who knows of this des-
patch besides ourselves?”

“No one," said Tretz, plucking up hope.

“Then,” said Joscelyn slowly, “why,
then, it has not arrived yet, that’s all.
Tt will arrive while we are both away, help-
ing Charles-Edward get married. Do
you understand?”’

“Tt is dangerous,” said Tretz.

“So is life,” replied Joscelyn senten-
tiously. “You will reseal this telegram,
and you will have it delivered to you
at Charles-Edward’s apartment, directly
after the ceremony. I shall have the
contract of renunciation ready for his
signature, formally drawn up. He will
never desert his bride on their wedding-
day. Do you understand? Now, pull
vourself together and be a man. Yours
is not a face I should care to see at my
wedding.”

Carefully they placed the despatchin a
new envelope, and readdressed it. They
gave instructions to Tretz's confidential
secretary, and along with the instructions
they gave him five thousand francs. The
confidential secretary would have sold his
soul for half the sum, but they wanted to
be sure.

Then, quite cheerfully, they put white
ga:rdemas in their coats, and drove to the
Church of St. Germain des Prés.

VIII

TuE white-haired priest stood at the
high altar. Before him knelt Charles-
Edward, by the will of God and the hand
of death, King of Kervia; and at his side
knelt Rose-Marie, his wife.

“May the God of Abraham, the God of
Isaac, the God of Jacob, be with you, and
may he bestow on you his blessing that
you may see the children of your children
unto the third and the fourth generation,
and that thereafter you may lay hold of
eternal life, through the grace of Our Lord
Jesus Christ, who, being God, liveth and
reigneth with the Father and the Holy
Ghost throughout all the ages of ages.”
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They arose, he very straight and proud,
and she with face as white as her veil, but
with happiness young in her eyes. Whom
the gods wish to destroy they first make
mad.

At the apartment of Charles-Edward,
high up under the eaves, they sat down to
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cesse Lointaine; and Tretz pointed out
that Rose-Marie was, both by profession
and by temperament, une épouse modéle.
The remark was voted tasteful and witty.

And then there came a mad ringing at
the bell. Toblach, who had been serving
them with the paternal assiduity of an old

And then she, too, went on her knees and kissed his hand —Page 254

their wedding-breakfast. There were
Sharlay and Rose-Marie and the sister of
Rose-Marie, freed for a day from the
making of hats in the rue Royale; there
was the Count of Tretz and there was a
model who had posed for Henner; there
was Prince Joscelyn, uneasily cheerful,
and a girl who sang at “La Cigale™; and
there was champagne and ice-cream and
much merriment.

Standing, they drank the health of the
bride, and it is to be said in their favor
that Joscelyn and Tretz, forgetting their
rank, made short, felicitous speeches,
Joscelyn went so far as to say that in
Rose-Marie a prince had found his Prin-

servant, answered the summons. Tretz
put down his half-empty glass with fingers
that trembled. Joscelyn drained his at a
gulp.

An attaché in military uniform entered,
clicked his heels, and saluted.

“An urgent despatch for his Excel-
lency the Count of Tretz,” he said.

The Kervian minister took the pale-
blue envelope, tore off its end, and read he
message as though he had never seen it
before. Joscelyn rose and walked to the
window, where he stood, looking out, his
back to the room. The others waited in
silence. From without came the sing-
song chanting of the venders of news-
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papers, as they raced down the streets
calling out extra editions.

The Count of Tretz bowed his head in
his hands and the telegram fluttered un-
heeded to the floor. Then, rising, he
briefly addressed the attaché.

“Return to the ministry,” he said
slowly; “put the Kervian flag at half-mast
and shroud it with crape. By now this
news is the property of all the world.”

The attaché hesitated, waiting for more.

Sharlay had risen, and Rose-Marie,
anxious and timid, had gone to stand be-
side him, in the circle of his arm.

Then said Tretz:

“The king is dead and the crown
prince is dead; long live the king!”
And he went on his knee before Charles-
Edward.

After him came Joscelyn and the at-
taché, and then Toblach, his eyes bright
with proud tears, to kneel and kiss the
hand of their king.

Rose-Marie stood silent, frightened,
looking fearfully into the future. And
what she saw there was glory for Charles-
Edward and desperate grief for Rose-
Marie.

Slowly, wonderingly, like children wide-
eyed in the presence of death, the others
withdrew, until there were left but Shar-
lay and his bride and Joscelyn and the
Count of Tretz.

Sharlay was the first to speak.

“Count of Tretz,” said he, “tell me
what it means?”

The minister stooped and picked the
telegram from the floor.

“It is in cipher,” he said, “but I will
interpret it for your Majesty.”

Sharlay stopped him with a gesture,
disclaiming the title.

“Not yet,” he said. “I must first un-
derstand.”

Tretz bowed.

“Your Royal Highness, then,” he con-
tinued, ““this despatch is signed by Rein-
wold, the premier. Inasmuch as it is in
the government’s secret code there can
be, alas, no doubt as to its authenticity.
It informs me that this morning, at half-
past ten, your father and your brother
Diederick were shot and killed while driv-
ing in the public streets. There are no
further details as yet, but it is urged,
naturally, that you return home immedi-
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ately to take the place that is so tragically
left to you. Permit me, prince, to add
my own condolences, along with those
of the world, to you in your great bercave-
ment.”

“Thank you,” said Charles-Edward
simply. “Our loss is indeed great.”

Then he turned to Rose-Marie and took
her hands.

“My bride,” he said, “our lives are not
to be of our own disposing, for you and I
are called to higher duties than we could
have foreseen. We can only thank God
that we shall have each other to lean upon
in the responsibilities which we must
shoulder; and T am proud that Kervia, if
it have not a great king, shall have at
least a glorious cueen.”

He drew her to him and kissed her lips,
but she hung back, uncertain, afraid.

“Prince,” said Tretz, “there is more to
this than I have told you. More, that T
am afraid will be even harder for you to
bear.”

Charles-Edward turned quickly. In
Tretz's manner he read a hint of what was
to come, and instinctively he steeled him-
self against the blow.

“Tell me,” he commanded briefly.

Tretzsought Joscelyn with his eyes, but
Joscelyn was lending no encouragement,
He had maintained a complete silence.

“You are aware,” resumed the min-
ister, ““that the Princess Charlotte of
Holbein-Schonberg is even now at the
capital?”’

“I am,” answered Sharlay through
tight lips.

“And you are aware, of course, that she
was to have married the Crown Prince
Diederick within the month?”

“Yes.”

The Count of Tretz hesitated for the
space of a long breath. Then

“Kervia,” he said, “expects you to
take the place of your murdered brother
at the altar. In no other way can the sal-
vation of Kervia be wrought.”

The prince laughed harshly.

“That,” said he, “is impossible. I was
married this morning in the sight of God
and of man.”

Tretz bowed gravely.

“There is a way out,” he said slow-
ly. “A king may marry whomsoever
he chooses—morganatically. T have no
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doubt that your present marriage could
either be annulled
“Stop!” said Charles-Edward quietly.
“Do not blaspheme.”
Rose-Marie slipped to her knees on the

floor before him and pressed his hand to’

her cheek.

“Sire,” she said,
not worthy."”

She spoke bravely, but who shall blame
her if her voice was trembling and if her
face was whiter than her bridal veil?

When he tried to raise her she clung to
his knees, hiding her eyes that he might
not see the tears in them and think her
weak.

Tretz coughed nervously, and for a
brief moment forgot the stake for which
he was playing. But Joscelyn did not
forget.

“My brother,” he said evenly, “the
hand of God has fallen heavily on our
house to-day; and on you and yours is the
brunt of the sorrow. 1 can only regret
that it is not in my power to take some
of your burden onto my own shoulders; for
I am young and alone in the world, and
the sacrifice you are called to make would
be perhaps easier for me. You will know
that I am speaking disinterestedly when I
say that I could wish our positions were
reversed.”

Charles-Edward regarded him in si-
lence. He was thinking rapidly.

“Prince Joscelyn has spoken generous-
ly,” remarked Tretz, “and, perhaps, to
some purpose. It is a delicate matter—
extremely delicate—but if you should care
to consider a renunciation of your rights
to the throne 2"

“T see,” said Charles-Edward slowly.
“I see what you mean.”

Rose-Marie stood up and faced him
proudly.

“Sharlay,” she said, and now her voice
was steady and earnest, as of one who has
suffered in order to see aright. ““Sharlay,
you shall not do this thing that they sug-
gest: you shall not give up your birth-
right for me. It will mean unhappiness
for us both.”

He looked at her very tenderly.

“No, my dear,” he said, “it will mean
happiness for us both. Tretz, I should
make but a poor king. Josceiyn has all
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of the attributes. Show me what to write
that the cards of our destinies may be
dealt again.”

He crossed to his desk and put his horn-
rimmed spectacles to his eyes. Joscelyn
came up behind him, at his shoulder, and
handed him a type-written sheet, termi-
nated by a large seal.

“Sign there,” he said, pointing. But
he could not keep the eagerness out of his
words.

Charles-Edward grasped a pen, and
without a glance at the printed page,
started to write at the bottom. He got as
far as “Carolus,” and there he paused,
pen in mid-air.

The Count of Tretz was biting his
nails in a fit of nervousness. Rose-Marie
stood quietly beside him, her soul in her
eyes.

“Go on,” urged Joscelyn, atremble.

Charles-Edward looked up sharply,
caught the eagerness in his brother’s face,
and pushed back his chair with a short
oath.

“You were forehanded, Prince Josce-
lyn, were you not?” he said, and he point-
ed contemptuously at the document.
“You came prepared, Prince Joscelyn,
did you not? Well, that was where you
made your mistake. I will not sign it, for
just one reason. I will not sign it, Prince
Joscelyn, because, by God, you are not
fit to rule Kervia—I will not hand my
country over to such as you!”

Slowly and systematically he tore the
contract into small strips, and he threw
the pieces at his brother’s feet. Then he
drew himself up and faced the two men,
as they stood, white and quaking, in
front of him.

“Get down on your knees and pray for
mercy,” he said. “I am your king.”

They started to obey him; but Rose-
Marie, with a cry of joy, reached him
Iirst,

“Ithank God,” shesaid. “Ithank God.
You have proved yourself more than a
king—you have proved yourself a man.’

“And I have lost you,” said Charleb—
Edward gravely. “ Good-by,Rose-Marie.”

“Good-by, Sharlay,” she said, “and
may God bless you and keep you!”

And then she, too, went on her knees
and kissed his hand.



THE PALACE OQF HIS

SOUL

By Albert Bigelow Paine

month and expenses to sell
gd a patent-right, and showed
me his contract, I was im-
pressed,and wondered what
he could do with so much money. We
were about the same age—eighteen then
—and I had never been able to earn more
than fifteen dollars a month, clerking in
the general store and post-office, yet even
so was not unenvied by other boys of the
village—this being in the middle West, it
should be said, where all things were cheap
in those days of thirty years ago.

But Hugh had the gift of finance—a
gift only relative to industry, which, with-
out that golden touch, can remain in ob-
scure, even if honorable, penury for a
thousand years, provided the struggle con-
tinued so long. He had already shown by
commission sales that he was worth the
contract, and more. Of course, he did
not stop there. It was the merest begin-
ning of a career.

But I am going too fast, T think. We
were very close friends in those early days.
We had a good many tastes in common.
We liked the same games and books—also
the same girls, sometimes, though without
friction. We read together, and covered
a good deal of semi-classic ground, first
and last. If I cared more for literature
than he, it was only from the constructive
side, for he had a true love for the beauti-
ful and was fond of Shakespeare, and
Byron, and Moore, and prose tales of ro-
mance, dwelling especially on passages de-
scriptive of sunlit kingdoms, and the airy
architecture which belongs mainly in a
poet’s dream. He had always a vision of
one day acquiring wealth enough to build
a sort of Alhambra, with terraces and bal-
conies, and tessellated courts where foun-
tains would sparkle and where the night-
ingale and bulbul would sing in the
flooding moonlight. He pictured all this
to me, time and again, revelling in the de-
tails of his fancy.

I came to think it curious by and by,
when I heard of his victories, one after the
other (for he had soon left us), that he
should have had thisromantic, even poetic,
leaven, and to wonder if in the struggle
for much money its force would wholly fail
of effect. I saw him rarely, and briefly
enough. His flights to the home village
were hurried and far between. He pro-
gressed always from one enterprise to a
larger one, and at last T heard of him only
as associated with this great “deal” and
that, until his name began to be a syno-
nym for millions, as clearly it must be
sooner or later.

I had not progressed in that direction.
The clerkship in the general store had
been put aside even after the fifteen dol-
lars had reached the maximum increase of
thirty, and such faith as I possessed I had
pinned to art—constructive art—and if I
had not startled the world, at least I had
not entirely failed, for by the trade of let-
ters I had.somehow survived. So they
passed—twenty-five years of separation
—our paths merely touching a little at
first, finally not at all. Reports of Esta-
brook’s increasing power were frequent
enough in the daily news—how this thing
and that grew or withered under his touch
according to his will. Perhaps he had not
been infallible in his judgments, but his
failures were not reported. Stories came
also of a wide domain—an imposing home
—somewhere in the Berkshires, where he
lived in loneliness; for he had never mar-
ried—being too selfish, it was said, to
share his comfort. Reading such things
I concluded that Hugh’s gift of gain had
become mere greed, which had killed those
gentler, and, to me, lovelier tendencies of
his youth. I speculated somewhat con-
cerning the home he had made for him-
self, recalling the terraced and tessellated -
court of his dream. It was more likely to
be heavily structured, I thought, of som-
bre and repellent ugliness, with the con-
ventional surroundings of the sordidly
successful man, who is willing to pay for
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substance and taste, careful to get the
value of his money in both, according to
the conventions of his class. The man
who had piled up his millions in mines, and
inventions, and railways would hardly
care for the singing of the bulbul and the
nightingale.

Reports—or perhaps they were only
rumors—came, by and by, of Hugh Esta-
brook’s ill health. He had broken down,
it was said, through overwork. The
chase for the dollar had been too hard—
the usual result. A seizure of some kind
was reported, though this was later de-
nied. “He will die all in a moment, some
day,” I thought, “like the others—I won-
der if it has been worth while.” And I
remembered a fresh-faced boy who had
always beaten me at chess, and had worn
his clothes until they were too small for
him, for economy’s sake. But a year or
two passed and brought not much news of
him, further than that he had retired alto-
gether to his retreat in the hills and gave
less active attention to his schemes.

I can hardly say how much surprised I
was when one day a letter came from
Hugh Estabrook, urging me to come to
him. “I have made the circuit,” he
wrote. ““Like Cassius, ‘Where 1 did be-
gin, there shall I end—my life is run his
compass.” I have given up my projects,
and I want to pass my few remaining mo-
ments as we did in the days that now seem
to me to have been the best that 1 have
known. I have whatever comiorts you
will be likely to need. T can have more,
if you can think of them. My heart turns
to the past. Come if you can. If your
habit of work is a fixed one, you can work
here—but let me see you—Ilet us go back a
little—it will not be for very long—come!”

I too—after all the round of life—was
alone. So I went to him—partly out of
the old friendship—partly out of curios-
ity; let me confess that now—it was hu-
man, I think. Certainly it was with
curiosity that I drove into the massive
entrance, toward the residence hidden
among the trees and foliage. It was much
as I had supposed: he had bought his
taste as he had bought his great domain.
The place was indeed beautiful, as expen-
sive landscape gardening often is. One
could find no fault with the noble avenues,
the carefully trimmed hedges, the neatly
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disposed shrubberies, the skilfully adapt-
ed bowlders and waterways. Everything
spoke the home of the millionaire who had
been willing to buy only the reputed best.

The house was in perfect accord with
the grounds. I seemed to have seen it
almost clairvoyantly, that solid, sombre
structure, of wide verandas, massive fur-
niture, and costly carpetings. Handsome
and luxurious it was—lavishly so, but
without a soul—such a soul as its owner
had seemed to have, so long ago.

I was shocked when I saw him. We
had not met in twenty years or more,
and one ages in that time. Moreover, he
was ill—that was clear enough—thin and
stooped—his hair, which I remembered as
thick and nearly black, sparse now, and
quite white. 1 fancied—indeed 1 was
certain—that his nose had greatly sharp-
ened. I should not have known him.

I had aged too, of course, but my bur-
dens had been of a different sort, and 1
had not failed in health. He insisted that
I was hardly changed; then he broke out:

“You chose the best—oh, the best—all
that was worth while! You chose the
reality—I fought for the husks!”

“It is beautiful here,” T said, truthfully
enough,

“Yes, yes, beautiful, if you call it so—
and costly—it has cost me my life, these
hugks.”

He led me into a rich room of couches
and other comforts where it seemed that
he spent most of his days. I noticed that
he walked uncertainly, and seemed short
in his breathing. I suspected a trouble of
the heart.

But in the dim light, and with repose
and revived interest, the years seemed to
fall away. He began to be as I had
known him in the old days. We spent
such an evening as comes to those who
meet after the long lapse of years. Old
names long unspoken—many of them of
the dead—passed back and forth, always
with something just a little startling in
the first utterance of their half-forgotten
sound. Old memories refreshed trivial
incidents. We recalled the games, the
sweethearts, the books and studies of the
past.

“I shall grow young again,” he said,
when we parted for the night, “It was
good of you to come.”
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I thought, indeed, that he was younger
next day, and he walked with a lighter
step. He led me about the grounds, rest-
ing here and there on the seats and banks,
in shady places, talking always of our ear-
lier years together, or making me talk—
admitting scarcely a word of his triumphs,
though urging me to tell of my own mod-
est successes, which, it seems, in some
measure he had followed. We came at
last to a gate among some vines.

“We won’t go in there now,” he said,
‘““and I am going to ask you to wait until I
can go with you. I have a reason for
wanting to show you that portion of the
place myself. We'll call this the ‘forbid-
den gate’ until some day when I am a lit-
tle stronger, and we can enterit together.”

There was something in his voice that
gave me a thrill—brought vividly back
the spirit of mystery and romance I had
known in him in youth.

There followed now some days of rain,
during which we were much together,
talking, reading—always the old talk and
the old books—playing the old games.
He could still beat me at the games, but it
seemed to give him little pleasure. In-
deed, T thought these successes saddened
him. Then there came a day when he
was poorly and only lay on the couch, lis-
tening while I read. But next morning,
when the rain had gone and the sky was
blue, he seemed much refreshed—in fact,
quite well. We drove out, and in the
afternoon when the grass was dry he pro-
posed a walk. This time we did not
linger about the grounds; he led me at
once to the “forbidden gate,” opened it
without remark, and together we passed
through. .

There was a little path on the other side,
and I saw that it led from the grounds
proper into the less ordered and less fre-
quented portions of the estate. Passing
through some shrubbery we crossed a
more open field, entered another through
a break in a tumbling stone wall, and fol-
lowed along a gentle slope where slender
cypress-like cedars grew, and bay and
sumac, and huckleberry. It was not a
wide field, and at the other side was an-
other open wall, beyond which the hill
dropped more abruptly and formed a sort
of basin which looked as if nature might
have planned a small lake there and left it
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not quite complete. The time of year
was early September, and this natural
sunken garden, for it was really that, was
gorgeous with a riot of goldenrod and
purple aster, while the ascending slope
beyond was aflame with a mass of autumn
sumac.

It was not this splendid color, however,
that brought my quick word of surprise.
It was something quite different—some-
thing wholly unexpected: beginning at
what might be called the bottom of this
lake of flowers, starting from a kind of
base or landing of considerable width,
there rose flight by flight amid the bloom
and foliage a series of graceful marble
stairways, the whole forming a gleaming
cascade of steps, the top of which disap-
peared among the cedar and maple and
pine that fringed the summit of the hill.
The unexpectedness of it and its rare
beauty, with the spell of silence and re-
moteness that lay upon the place, deeply
impressed me. My companion said noth-
ing.

i Is it enchantment or reality,” I asked
at last, “and where do those steps lead?”

And Hugh Estabrook said:

“Tt is reality—the only reality T know.
They lead—those steps—to all that ever
meant anything to me—I brought you
here to tell you about it—the palace of
my soul.”’

He did not offer to descend to the be-
ginning of the marble stair, as I had
expected, but led me to some stones ar-
ranged as a seat, where one could rest and
look down upon the vision below.

“Twelve years ago,” he said, “when I
bought this place, I thought only of some-
where to go to catch my breath a little
during the summer. I was deep in a lot
of things, and I did not care much what
the place was like, if it was suitable, and
in keeping with my station in life—some-
thing I could show to my associates—not
my friends, for I seemed never to have
had any during all those years. So it
happened that I found the place up here,
and I gave an order for the buildings. It
was really carfe blanche, and I took what
they built for me, and it filled the bill. I
cameto it now and then, but neverforlong.
I was too busy—into many schemes. I
seemed to have a knack for making things
go, and I liked the game. It was only a
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game, by and by, for I had money enough
—more than enough—but the game had
become a habit, a kind of passion, I sup-
pose, and I played it night and day—it
was with me even in my sleep. Then five
years ago I broke down—something gave
way. The doctors said I must give up
part of my work. But Icould not give up
part of it—I could only give up all of it,
or none.

“T came up here. I left everything
just as it was and have never meddled
with the game since. I said: ‘Now I am
going to do some of the things I used to
dream of doing. I am going to have the
things that I love most.” So I came here.
But then I found the place was not my
place—not my kind of a place—and dur-
ing those days when I was lying in the sun,
or in the big room there listening to the
rain, I planned what I would like—just as
I used to plan so long ago when you and I
were young together and went hand in
hand through the hills of Granada and the
vales of Cashmere. My first thought was
to tear down the house that had been built
for me, and build another in its place, but
it would not have belonged there. Then
one day I happened to come to this quiet
spot, and suddenly I seemed to find my
lost soul again. This was my Vale of
Cashmere: here T would build my palace.
It would have in it all that I used to love.
I needed no architect to come between me
and my reality.

“So the workmen came. There is the
stairway which we built to lead to the en-
trance, and beyond that curtain of trees I
have built my palace. Ttisall that T used
to dream, with its airy colonnades and bal-
conies, its terraces that fall away to flow-
ery banks, its meadows that stretch into
the sunset like swards of paradise. And
in it are mysterious passages, and doors
that lead to hidden rooms, and there are
tessellated courts, with fountains that
plash in the moonlight, and in the trees
that overhang the walls the apricots ripen
and the nightingale sings, and everywhere
are noiseless-footed attendants who serve
us—for with me there is the one whom I
love—she whom I have loved, and shall
always love, so long as love endures. Tt is
my palace—the palace that Tdreamed with
you in our youth—the palace of my soul.”

He seemed to be thinking aloud rather
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than talking to me, and I cautiously scru-
tinized him, for I thought his mind dis-
turbed, I was thinking what I should
say, when he spoke again.

“You are doubtful of my palace,” he
said.,

“No, not doubtful,” I assured him,
“but some of the things are almost like
enchantment, and I did not know—that
is, I thought you lived—that you were
here without companionship.”

“So I was until she came—came to me
from my lost dreams. So I am now—
alone—so much. For she is young, and I
remember sometimes that I am old, and
ill, and must not lay my burdens upon her
life. It was remembering those things
that made me send for you. I shall not
keep you long—not very long—and you
will be repaid. 1 have arranged for that
—for everything—but for the palace up
yonder beyond the trees—that is only
mine. When I am gone—not before—
you will climb the stair that leads to it,
and you will understand. No owner en-
ters there but me—no one climbs the mar-
blestair. Anditisso beautiful. Always
there are butterflies drifting across the
waving grass, and there are long white
terraces with divans and the pale car-
pets of Persia, and music and flowers and
love—her love—and all of it mine, at
least for a little while. TItis always radi-
ant morning there, or drowsy afternoon,
or still, drenching moonlight—without
gloom, without cold, or rain, or any snow
—where every wind blows softly—you re-
member the lines from ‘Morted’Arthur'? "

I nodded and murmured assent. T had
the feeling of being a part of some misty
dream or enchantment, a feeling mingled
with a curiosity to know what really
lay behind the fringe of trees. He seemed
to feel my thought, for he said:

“You will not venture until I am gone?
You will not invade my palace?”’

“No,"” I said, “I shall hold it sacred.”

The September days passed. The rus-
set hill became gold. Estabrook plainly
grew no better, but he had strength to
walk with me, and there were days when
he wandered off alone. Twice T met him
coming from the vine-hidden gate and
knew that he had been following the path
that led to the sunken garden with its
white stair. Once he said:
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“Ah, it was all so beautiful to-day—so
perfect, and the scent of her hair is still
upon my cheek.”

But there came a day in late October
when he labored for breath and could not
move from the couch. I guessed that the
end was not far away, and when the at-
tending physician came he did not leave
again. Toward evening Hugh could not
speak above a whisper. I said:

“Ts there any one I can bring to you, or
send for?”

He looked at me meaningly.

“No,” he said, “you cannot bring her.
But—she will be here. Afterward you
will understand.”

He died without speaking again, a little
before sunrise. I lay down then, and ex-
haustion overcame me. When I awoke
some one had laid a note on the table by
my bed. It was written in Hugh's feeble
hand, and dated the evening of the day we
had walked across the fields. It only
said:

“It is ended now; you may climb the
marble stair.”

It was bright and still as T came out
into the field of cedars and bay, and passed
through the wall and looked down upon
the white cascade of steps thatled from the
sunken garden through the wild tangle to
the fringed hilltop beyond. The golden-
rod and aster were faded, the sumac had
taken on a duller red, but the marble
flight gleamed in the morning sunlight,

and my pulse grew quicker in the thought
of what I was about to learn.

I could discover no path leading from
the stone seat down to the ]ant[mg stair,
but perhaps Hugh had another way of
approach. I noticed too as I came near
that the stairs had an unused look. Dust
and leaves that had drifted into the steps
did not seem to have been recently dis-
turbed. I climbed slowly, though I con-
fess with an eager heart. At the top of
the last flight a marble footway wound
into a group of cedars, and in the midst of
these I came upon a marble arch, and a
gate. T thought at first that it was ivory
—its carving was so delicate—its tint so

mellow. It was rich beyond words—its
design Oriental. It was like a gate to the
Taj Mahal.

T hesitated, not knowing whether to
push or knock. I tapped lightly at last
and waited, but there came no response.
I pushed gently and the beautiful gate
opened. I pushed wider, and looked
through.

A stretch of meadow—a tapering cedar
here and there—birds dipping down as
they swung across it, under the blue sky.
Nothing more than that. No vision of
the Orient, no court of fountains and
slender colonnades; no marble balconies
full of light and love and music. With
Estabrook had vanished the airy archi-
tecture of his dream. It had been only
his, as he said—the palace of his soul.

THE

KEENIN" WIND

By Clinton Scollard

On, wind o' the moor an’ mountain why are you keenin’ so?
“T keen for the ancient glories, an’ ‘the heroes of long ago;
I keen for the maids of the sea-gray eyes, an’ the breasts as white as snow.

“Where are they gone—Cuchullin, an’ ‘Conn of the hundred fights’?
Where are they gone—bra.vc an MacCoul, an’ all of the valiant knights?
Scota an’ Maeve an’ Deirdre, an’ the dreams of lost delights?

“Into the last great darkness, void of a path or chart;
Into the last great silence—ah, but the bitter smart!
An’ so I must still keep keenin’ the song of the lonely heart!”
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WENT down the gangway at
Liverpool about six paces be-
hind Jane. I did not catch
up with her permanently dur-
ing our travels. Indeed, T
doubt if I shall ever walk
abreast of Jane for long in
this life. The prow
calls to her, but my
disposition is to-
ward the rudder
endof things. We
meet amidships a
ereat deal and con-
sult freely, but when it is a matter of get-
ting under way, Jane's decisions are apt
to be prompter than mine and her firm
steps, toeing out, almost always precede
my more deliberate ones.

There was a special train. The stew-
ards brought along our impediments and
piled them in a suitable heap in the sta-
tion under our letter. But our trunk from
the hold did not join them. I had to go
back on board and take advice aboutit and
then locate it among the custom-house
officials, and then catch a porter, and re-
assure Jane, who had also run it down.
We got seats, but I had to hurry, which ig
undesirable; and I had to think, which
was what I did not want to do. I had
furnished myself with plenty of assorted
silver pieces, and aspired just to let things
happen without haste or thought, and be
gently conducted to London. When you
come to a country which has a going civ-
ilization, why not sit down and ride in it?
I was for having the British civilization
carry me all it would, and willing enough
to drop in the necessary coins and have
it do it in its own time and fashion.

For the truth was, though 1 did not
recognize it, that T was still tired. T had
pictured to myself getting completely
rested aboard ship [rom all my eons of toil
in about five days, and springing ashore
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refreshed and eager like a patent-medicine
hero “after taking."” But it was not so.
T was still tired. Possibly I had exerted
myself too much to make acquaintances,
but I had to have them and I could
not get them without exertion. Neither
could I abandon all at once the gener-
al habit of exertion. While I was making
the acquaintances, Jane rested, and so
kept fresher than I and better able to
converse with them when provided, and
she gave me comfort after we had landed
by assurance that it was the general senti-
ment of our friends of experience in sea-
going that we had had rather a languid
voyage, warmer than usual and less stimu-
lating. That was consoling, though I had
not known before that anything ailed the
voyage. It had finished being warm. We
had no further trouble about that in all
our travels. And so the porter put us
in the London train,

I never had much fault to find with the
British porter-and-sixpence system for
baggage. You have nothing to show for
your trunk when you give it up but the
British constitution, and that is not writ-
ten, but you have to take things as you
find them, and under the British system
we usually found all the things we took,
even our umbrellas, And the British
railway porter is a lovely institution. He
is the real father of his country. I wasin
a perfect frame to appreciate his father-
liness. 1 wanted him to do all the work,
including the necessary thinking, and he
did it. Iloved to have him hustle in and
find us proper seats in trains. In that
particular of service T am seldom able to
realize Jane’s reasonable expectations, but
the British porter did and I honored him
for it with admiration and shillings.

And isn’t a shilling a dear little talis-
man? I was so pleased with them. They
do so much for you, and leave you with a
cheerful glow and a sense of having parted
with a true friend. You can get quite a
lot of them for five dollars and they are
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the cheapest thing for the money that
you can buy in England. Even their
fractions are nice; very desirable and con-
venient; companionable while they stay
with you, and remunerative when they
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our letters, and making our reports to
our family, re-sorting our effects, no-
tifying persons who expected presently
to see us, and perfecting plans accord-
ingly. Between other activities I looked

M bode . Cua ' 0,

But our trunk from the hold did not join them.—Page 26o.

leave. T tried to keep always provided
with shillings and their silver fractions,
and duly also with pennies, which are is-
sued in England in large folio editions. I
can remember when our honorable little
cents were of a dignified amplitude like
that. Did they buy more then, do you
suppose? Certainly they were of more
relative importance in the scheme of
things than cents are now, and I'm not
sure but that it would be an operation
worth trying on the high cost of living to
make them big again.

We went up to London and stayed
there three days: seeing people that
I aspired, or had agreed, to see, getting

Vor. LVI.—27

a little at London, but we did not count
those days as travel at all, but merely
as preparation, and when the morning
was the fourth day we took a train for
York.

Every traveller to his taste about rail-
way vehicles. For my part, I like the Brit-
ish trains. They are like the British ho-
tels in being more domestic than ours.
My imagination is a better habitat for me
when I can smoke a little; Jane doesn’t
mind tobacco smoke in moderation, so she
and I in our travels up and down England
usually got into a smoking-carriage. And
when we didn’t we were apt, if we went
first-class, to have a carriage to ourselves
with smoking privileges. That is real



Then catch a porter, and reassure Jane —Page 26io,

luxury in travel, much more of it, it scems
to me, than the Pullman Company, or any
railroad company, gives us here at home.
If o traveller would smoke on one of our
trains he must detach himsell from what
is conceded to be the chief refining, up-
lifting, and improving influence of Ameri-
can life, and go off to the end of the train
and smoke with a lot of everfumigated
men. That makes smoking too impor-
tant, also too troublesome. I dare say
we ought not to smoke at all; but il one
is ever to smoke it will be when he travels,
and to insist and plan that he shall have
tobacco only at cost of detachment from
his great Antidote, is so mistaken as to be
almost immoral.

I was very glad to sit by the window
opposite my Antidote on our various
stages of travel to Edinburgh and back,
and smoke a cigarette from time to time
or keep a pipe alight, without foregoing
the solace of her companionship. Be-
sides that, to my mind the seats of a good
English railway carriage are more agree-
ably sustaining than Pullman seats are,
and its windows that lower from the
top are vastly better to look out of than
ours that raise from the bottom and put
a broad band of wood across the field of
vision. The British railway windows
beat ours; thereis no doubt of it. In some
of them a heavy pane of plate glass slides
up and down in its slot, so wherever it
stops there is nothing to cbstruct the
vision, Our car-windows are bad. The
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great mass of our patient people don’t
know it, because they never see any other
kind, but in the elimination of the blem-
ishes on our civilization, now so fairly pro-
ceeding, the turn of the car-windows will
come after a while and they will be made
to let down like carriage-windows, instead
of opening upward like portcullises.

At least, I think they will. Of course
it is possible that a wheel may come off
our chariot of progress before it gets to
car-windows. Or the good English may
conclude that our kind of railroading is
better adapted to the needs of a demo-
cratic society than theirs is, and adopt it,
car-windows and all. T hope they won't.
We get enough of ours at home.

Jane kept pointing out to me the pop-
pies in the wheat. The flowers that I
have seen used at home for the embel-
lishment of wheat-fields have usually been
Canada thistles, field daisies, mustard,
and wild carrot, which do well enough,
but are not to be compared with pop-
pies for purposes of agricultural decora-
tion. I was charmed with the poppies;
also with the churches, little and big; also
with the harvest, which was proceeding
everywhere as we went along. They
seem to plant and reap in that country
just as diligently as though there were no
wheat-fields in Minnesota and Manitoba
and Saskatchewan, and no daily assur-
ance that England would starve immedi-
ately Britannia eased up the least mite
in her historic employment of ruling the
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wave. Once we saw cathedral towers in
the distance. Now and then we passed
a town with a tall, high-shouldered abbey
church. There has not been much in our
newspapers about the abbeys in the last
twenty years, and I had pretty much for-
gotten about them. Of course they are
our abbeys which we had to leave behind
when we migrated, and I was gradually
and increasingly interested in rediscover-
ing them., One can't forget the cathe-
drals. They are too big and beautiful
and well preserved, but the whole tale
of civilization by abbeys and the final
decline and collapse of that system had
slipped out of my mind. It may be that
our excellent country is at some disad-
vantage in not being littered up with any
remnants of the middle ages. They make
one think, those remnants do. We have
some Indian mounds and those curious
Aztec ruins in Central America and some
cliff-dwellings and such things that maybe
middle-aged. But they are not our family
properties. They are things that we have
moved in on top of; but these British
abbeys and cathedrals, and old parish
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churches, and more in Normandy, and
more and various other reminders in Ger-
many and Italy and the rest of Europe,
are the very mould in which we were cast.

I did not do more on this journey than
discover that the ruined abbeys existed.
We missed the best of them, which are
accessible from York, and saw only those
that we stumbled over because they were
in our way. But discovery is something,
for, after all, the main fact about them is
that they were, and lasted longer than
anything of ours has lasted yet in North
America, and are not.

Which of our cherished and heavily
endowed institutions do you suppose will
in due time fulfil their mission and go the
way of the abbeys? We have nothing I
can think of to compare with them except
our apparatus of education, which runs so
fast nowadays to brick, stone, marble, and
cement. Is it conceivable that some day
the soul of man will rise up against our
cherished universities and declare that the
shell of them has grown too heavy for the
snail, that they have run too much to
bricks and stone and not enough to spir-

Aund su the porter put us io the Londun train.—Page 260,
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it and to truth? When commercial and
fiscal monopolies have all been curbed, will
there come a searching of the knowledge
trusts and charges of monopoly against
them?

I guess not, because though the abbeys
are ruined, the universities in the older
countries still flourish, and in England
some of them are still large holdersof what
once was abbey property. Perhaps it is
our office-buildings that are fated to be
our exemplary ruins. Masonry seems
never to have saved a people, never even
to havesaved itself. When the spirit goes
out of it, down it comes. It all rests, like
everything else, in faith and its deriva-
tives, and if faith crumbles under it it
drops. Men love it, it is so strong, and
it may be so beautiful. They mourn at its
decay and piously uncover and preserve
its remnants. And in that they do well,
for there is a grim, high courage that
may proceed out of them—an understand-
ing of the vast remorseless justice that
directs life, and decrees immutably that
what is rotten or outgrown shall fall.

Those ruined abbeys make you think.
I wish we had some. We need to think
a good deal nowadays. We read, instead.
The typewriter and the telephone are con-
venient, but they won't save us, and
maybe not even the newspaper.

We walked along the wall at York to
the cathedral. T liked the wall. On our
former journey to England Jane and 1 had
examined Chester, and I remembered our
satisfaction with the wall there. Coming
down from Edinburgh T tried to get sight
of the old Roman wall against the Picts
lately re-edified in stories by Rudyard
Kipling, but no visible remnant of it was
reasonably accessible. There are excel-
lent gates in that wall at York, as good as
new, where rebels’ heads were wont to be
exposed. My! my! what a long, long
slough of killings our English history
wades through! It makes one ashamed
to be impatient with Mexico for a year
or two of butchering and loot while gov-
ernment is changing heads. Think of
having a wall and a moat between you
and persons of different views! And
think of their being an effectual protec-
tion! Isuppose our newspaper-governed
world is freer and safer and possibly pleas-
anter than that world of walled towns,
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and the immediate agent in improvement
seems to have been gunpowder. It seems
a toss-up between the Bible Society and
the Duponts which is contributing more
effectively to civilization. I suppose, too,
that a good many carefully maintained
defences of our newspapered society are
as obsolete for practical uses as these
walls of York, only we don't know it.
The walls are admirably interesting, a
fine promenade, a profitable attraction
to visitors, a very valuable civic property.
Apparently our great wall against the in-
trusion of persons of different views upon
us and our opinions is the Constitution of
the United States and the power of the
Federal courts to declare new statutes un-
constitutional. And just how stiff a ram-
part that is, who can say? It looks sub-
stantial. It has been kept in repair.
There are weather-stains and mosson it; it
shows the action of the elements; but one
questions at times if there is give enough
to it, to stand up much longer under the
impact of modern projectiles. And there
is the Monroe Doctrine, and trial by jury,
and monogamous marriage, and pretty
much all the rightsof property—all hearti-
ly and frankly assailed in these times. Has
the store of Bibles and explosives so much
increased and improved in our day as to
make these venerable defences, or any of
them, obsolete? At any rate, the practice
of posting traitors’ heads on their gates is
pretty well gone out of fashion.

But the cathedral is not ohsolete. Tt
may be more commodious than the spiri-
tual needs of the present population of
York require, but it is alive. And it's
none too big to look at, which seems to be
the chief end of British cathedrals nowa-
days. You cannot educate the eye with-
out sights, and the eye is worth a good
deal of education. The complexions of
these old beauties, their weather-stained
grays—how soothing they must be to live
with! The best complexions in London
are the skins of the Wren churches.

It is a shame to destroy good property
as the Parliamentarians and Presbyteri-
ans did when they massacred the stone
saints in so many English cathedrals. It
was a loss to style and to architecture, but
I did not find myself able to feel that it
was a loss to religion. I found that as a
twentieth-century Protestant, while I re-
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gretted the impaired museum and auction
value of the carvings in the lady chapel at
Ely, I did as a rule sustain the judgment
of the seventeenth-century Presbyterians.
I cannot see, any more than those Parlia-
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away church which has posted in its vesti-
bule a typewritten recommend to tourists
and their shillings out of Harper's Maga-
zine [rom Mr. Howells, and the ruins of
Saint Mary’s Abbey, and the rest of the

I was very glad to sit by the window oppesite my Antidote. —Page 262,

mentarians could, that our religion is any
the clearer from being filtered through so
many saints.

These matters I should have discussed
with my learned friend Osborn, who
knows more about the middle ages than
most of us will ever know about anything.
He would have expounded to me the mind
of the middle ages and how it had to have
saints, just as York had to have walls,and
how ignorant and narrow it is to rail at
granite saints or granite walls because in
the twentieth century they seem out of
date. We went over to see him the next
day, but meanwhile, with the help of a
hack-driver, Jane and I inspected the rest
of York, including the little old hidden-

wall; and were very much charmed and
edified with all of it.

The learned Osborn and his wife were
staying at a hydro about fifteen miles up
the road. T did not speak to him of the
middle ages at all. I had barely discov-
ered them, and had not yet been able to
connect them anywhere with modern life
and the newspapers. Nothing is really
interesting except in so far as we can con-
nect it with ourselves, but if we only know
enough there is nothing that we cannot
connect with ourselves. Everything that
is or ever was is connected with us: we
are cousins to all creation, but it takes a
somewhat practised penetration to trace

the tie. Mr. Henry Adams, in a book
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about Saint Michel and Chartres, has con-
nected us Americans of English deriva-
tion very intimately and agreeably with
the middle ages in Normandy, but I did
not know that at that time and could not
know that Osborn knew it, and therefore
did not extract it from him. That was
my great loss, for he can think like a
man of the middle ages, just as Disco
Troop, in Kipling's story, could think
like a cod. The best I had been able
to do to connect myself with the long
past had been to inquire of the ver-
cer in York cathedral of Archbishop
Adrian Scroope,
from whom Disco
Troop and I, and
with some help
from tradition,
and barring a few
breaks, can both
truce descent—
probably collater-
al, because, 1 sup-
pose, it was irregu-
lar belore the
Reformation for
archbishops to
have descendants.

Oshorn of the
middle ages, and
his wife who be-
longs to our time,
met us, shocking to
say, in a Ford mo-
tor, most modern
of contraptions.
Their hydro—a
hydro is a water-
cure—was on the edge of the Yorkshire
moors and was filled with respectable Brit-
ish people undergoing, not a cure, but an
ordinary process of summer recuperation.
They seemed to work at it diligently, and
to get benefit. One respected them for
liking it. The ability to endure sober and
respectable recreations like hydros and
cricket is a very valuable racial endow-
ment. The Osborns confessed that they
impaired the benefit they might have got
from the seemly discipline of the hydro by
daily forays in the impenitent Ford out
into the surrounding country—1to Shef-
field, Leeds, and prettier places, like York
and Fountains Abbey. In the Ford, in
due time, they carried us off to Leeds,
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T be passed in the carnage-

regaled us there magnificently with tea
and manifold cakes, and put us on the
train for Edinburgh.

Alas for the perversity of our poor minds
that think the thoughts they think instead
of those they should think! When I think
of Edinburgh I think first of the little el-
evator boy in the
hotel who warmed
Jane’s heart by
always saying
“Thank you!”
when he threw
open the doors of
the lift. 1 owe
that cheerful child
a shilling. Some-
how I missed him
when we came
away, and that is
what T have to
think of when I
think of him.

The wonderful
Scotch! Out of
how frugal a cor-
ner have they pro-
ceeded to inherit the earth! Tsaw
Andrew Carnegie’s portrait in a gal-
lery that was open, and I saw the
Canongate—the very modest dwell-
ing of the regent Murray, the dimin-
utive habitation where lived John
Knox! We got a line from the con-
sul to say we were not suffragettes,
and a permit on the strength of it to
see Holyrood. The hydro must have
Leen a gay place compared with
Holyrood, with the Canongate for a shop-
ping district. Poor Mary!

The Canongate makes you understand
the old-time poverty of Scots, and why
they leaned so hard on the consolations of
learning, whiskey, and religion. Scot-
land, arida nutrixz of engineers and story-
tellers and preachers—how poor she was,
and what a debt we owe her! Andsheisa
fairly good collector in these days.

I confess that I did not get Edinburgh
co-ordinated. Tt is a two-story town—
a three-story town if you count the
castle. One day is not enough for so glo-
rious and complicated a city. Perhaps
when T go back I shall like Sir Walter's
monument better and correct the impres-
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sion that too much of it is monument and
not nearly enough Sir Walter. Perhaps I
shall even modify the impression gathered
in the Canongate of the old-time poverty
of Scotland, but I guess not, for that is
sustained by too many jokes of the times
following James I, his coming down to
London to be king with his hungry ret-
inue behind him.  What a strange human
habit it has been to have hereditary
kings, and what extraordinary selections
it has forced even on sensible and prac-
tical people like the English! Govern-
ment begins in force and proceeds in
superstition. Superstition promptly crys-
tallizes in axioms like “The king can do
nowrong,” and  Just government restson
the congent of the governed,’ which form
a working hypothesis under which the im-
mediate governing is done by those who
have the gift and the nerve, with the
Great Ruler always in the background
and his inflexible intentions forever work-
ing out according to law.
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1 wish there could be a report by Doctor
Flexner on the Scots and how they came
so, and whether they owe their great
place in the world, and in literature and
the hearts of men, to poverty, the Pres-
byterian religion, whiskey, or oatmeal.
Certainly they lived in the imagination
and a good deal on it, having so little else
to live on. It is a hard life, but very
spirited while it lasts, which, usually, is
not long. It is fine for the health to have
enough to eat, and to go dry-shod and
clothed in cold weather, and to wash, and
sleep warm, but it seems not to be par-
ticularly good for the spirit. We see
such splendid results from poverty, hard
fare, and short commons, that you would
think it would become the fashion. Not
so. Those who embrace it are not ad-
mired. What we most admire in pov-
erty is its power to make out of some ma-
terials strong people who can beat it, and
either get rich or otherwise hecome glori-
ous and respected. But especially we ad-
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mire those who get rich. That is what
poverty, combined with a strong climate,
whiskey, oatmeal, and religion, did for the
Scots. It qualified them to get rich, glo-
rious, and respected. They seem to have
no Franciscan sentiments about poverty.
They think nothing of it, and that is a
sound opinion, for the fear of it is its best
trait. It's not healthy; it's not pleasant.
It makes for short life and short language.
But it seems to be about as healthy as ex-
treme wealth, which makes for small fam-
ilies, large expectations, and distaste for
exertion.

The great drawbacks of poverty are
relative. Short commons are not so bad,
but it hurts to be too much poorer than
other people of your own sort, and all the
time falling in the social scale. I suppose
the Scots, with the clan and the kirk,
and a lively and apprehensive community
of interest in the possibilities of the future
life, held so large a spiritual and sentimen-
tal property in common, and held it so
hard, that they were less put out than
most peoples would have been by not
having material blessings enough to go
round. Where very few people get rich,
they have to keep on associating with the
poor, because there is no one else to play
with. Where many people get rich they
play with one another, find that more
convenient, and easily and naturally tend
to become detached from close associa-
tion with persons who have not succeeded
in expressing themselves in money. Of
course that is a terrible price to pay for
affluence, but it takes more talent to
avoid paying it than it takes to make
money. In our abnormally prosperous
country this social separation automatic-
ally induced by money bears very hard
and unfavorably on the affluent, who fail
to get a profitable variety of association.
But no doubt that will be better presently.
The bulk of American wealth is ex-
tremely new, and hasn’t formed settled
habits. It is entitled to be excused for
many faults and drawbacks on account
of the immense good it has done. For
one thing, it has added valuably to length
of days. People live so much better and
are so much more skilfully doctored that a
reasonably large percentage of them in our
time come to years of discretion. People
that have any sense coming to them at all
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are apt to get it by the time they are six-
ty—though stubborn cases take longer.
With the young so bumptious and confi-
dent as they are getting to be, it is not an
unimportant matter that the proportion
of the population that has passed even
forty should be so much larger than it
used to be.

One of the blessings that the increase
of wealth and commerce is conferring upon
mankind is the five-o’clock-tea habit. Of
course it has spread to the Land of Free-
dom, but our country has not gripped it
yet with the same tenacity that England
has. Our clubs are coming to it fast, to
the detriment of John Barleycorn. Our
railroads don’t recognize it yet, but it's
time they did. Jane and I found this
agreeable practice scrupulously solem-
nized on the way down from Edinburgh to
Harwich. At about four o'clock trays of
tea and bread-and-butter would appear on
the station platforms, to be passed in the
carriage-window when we stopped, and
passed out again at some station farther
on. Another lively little boy with man-
ners won Jane's heart and sixpence some-
where between York and Peterborough by
the amiable alacrity with which he did
this consoling service. Services by the
hand, done with good will, are one great
charm of travel in that agreeable coun-
try where the people still a little outnum-
ber the machines.

We discovered more abbeys in this
journey down East England: Melrose and
Dryburgh in regular course, while we paid
our dutiful respects to Sir Walter; and an-
other by sheer luck. Ely and Cambridge
did not take all the day we had for the
little journey from Peterborough to Har-
wich, so, at a venture, we stopped off
at Saint Edmundsbury and found great
treasures—especially the imposing gate-
way (all there is left) of the Abbey of
Saint Edmunds, one of the largest and
richest of them all, There were other
treasures of antiquity in that town—a
Pickwick Inn; men actually playing at
bowls on a bewling-green; a house where
Louis Philippe, or some such French per-
son, had lived after he ceased to be
needed at home. And at 'Bury, being
about to adventure beyond the precincts
of the English tongue, I had my hair cut
—not wishing, of course, to have it cut in
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Dutch or French. It was done by a
“hair-dresser”” over a perfumery-shop. T
discovered that there are no barbers in
England nor any shoeblacks. Shoes are
blacked privately and very ill, being first
detached from the wearer; and hair is cut
by hair-dressers, who still employ the ro-
tary brushes you see in John Leech’s pic-
tures. Strange customs, but interesting
to antiquarians!

Finding 'Bury was like finding a good
chair in a junk-shop. Our perverse minds
prefer the unexpected. At Peterborough
what really bit into my poor intelligence
was not so much the cathedral which we
went to see, as the lively Saturday-night
market, which I discovered in a vagrant
sortie, crowded with people and embel-
lished with street-stands, especially fish-
mongers’ stands, where periwinkles were
sold to be eaten as you stood. That was
a fleeting show that could be taken in
and digested in half an hour. There are
advantages about a small show when you
have little time to give it. I got more
out of the three hours we spent in "Bury
than out of the three hours we spent in
Cambridge, because there was so much
less to see in 'Bury that one had time to
take it in. The gateway of the abbey of
Saint Edmunds is my clear mental posses-
sion—what there is of it; but Durham,
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Peterborough, and Ely cathedrals are a
moving picture in my head, and Cam-
bridge is another. Nevertheless, the eye
does learn, even from fleeting impressions,
and out of a succession of things worth
seeing, too briefly seen, there does come
increased power to see what you look at,
and to appreciate its qualities. And what
men have built is better and sounder his-
tory than the printed page is apt to be.

But I guess cathedrals were not made
to be inspected on the run, two or three
a day, with ruined abbeys on the side.
An active motor-car tourist in a good
country can do as many as that without
undue exertion, but I'm not sure the mo-
tor-car tourist ever digests anything but
gasolene. Cathedrals are hardly a quick-
lunch-counter dish, even in our precipi-
tous, machine-made phase of creation.
But there is this to say, that even a scurry
of travel stirs up one’s interest in new lines
of reading. The merest glance around in
an interesting country is enough to dis-
close that there is something about it
that is worth knowing, and make you in-
terested when you run across a fragment
of that something in a book.

So Jane and I, having wondered for
nine days at the marvels of the three
kingdoms, took ship at Harwich for the
Hook of Holland.

(To be continued.)

WOOD MINSTER

By Stephen Berrien Stanton

THERE is a dome of vaulted oak,

A Gothic aisle of pointed pine,
Amid the minster of the trees

Where pace no other feet than mine.

And there with wealth of tracery
Upon the pavement of the ground
The mullioned windows of the wood
Let softened sunlight all around.

Nor voice nor footfall here disturb
The murmured orisons of trees—
From leaty chantries ever drifts
The sound of low-sung litanies.
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{hur Canyon

-THE POINT OF VIEW -

UR canyon is not grand. We see it
from our windows, a fold of green-
ness, always beautiful and full of in-

timacies, between kindly hills.  Up its gen-
tle path the Man of Books and I have
climbed so often that for us the groundsel
bushes fringing the narrow way
are peopled with the shades of
former moods, some weary, others
wistiul, more merry or consoled; and yet
the August day when first we sought it out
our eyes, all unaccustomed to this Western
world, found much of strangeness in its air
and aspect. At the heart of its sunny at-
mosphere, aromatic with tarweed and aralia,
there lurks the freshness of Pacific fogs and
breezes. Its ever-mounting way twists be-
tween tawny hill flanks that rise steep and
bare, save for a few live-oaks now and then,
and the blue patches of young cucalyptus
groves. Here and there a bay-tree shades
the path, its glossy, scented leaves freighted
with odd double connotation of Mrs. Rorer's
“Cook Book™ and Botticelli’s *Spring.”
Surely Flora and her Graces could hardly
pose Ltheir curves against a more becoming
background than the straight, convention-
alized shafts of this sturdy laurel. With a
dread beauty, akin perhaps to that of tiger,
flame, and snake, the poison-oak extends
enticingly its leaves of feverish red. Liz-
ards rustle in and out of cracks.  The very
birds differ from their Eastern relatives.
Flickers face their wings with red. I
frankly miss their yellow plumage. The
larger number of the plentiful towhees are
tamely brown, although some handsome
Eastern-looking ones arc alzo visible.  Jays,
shorn of crest, wear coats of bright cerulean,
and humming-birds have lost their ruby
throats.

Against this strangeness, familiar objccts
stand out with heightened value. Walking
through alien greenery where a mottled
cucalyptus, like a great giraffe, silently
stretches an elaborately slim frunk, one
may discover that elder and thimbleberry
bushes, always slighted in the Berkshires,
have become possessed of charm. 1 have
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seen common cornels clad in a winsomeness
wholly unachieved by ruddy-limbed ma-
dronas, and the red berries of the cohash,
reminiscent of fresh Adirondack woods,
wearing an adventitious beauty.

To-day, however, experiences like these
are rarely ours. We've learned better to
reciprocate our canyon’s friendly glances,
and many of the now familiar forms it
carries in its lap are much endeared to us
because our children love them.

For Sharp Eyes, aged seven, and Jonquil,
barely four, the winding path supplied en-
chanting ambushes from which to fall on
dilatory parents. Sometimes the all-ex-
pectant Jonquil trudges solemnly ahead
alert for caterpillars of the woolly-bear va-
riety, or palafox, imaginary beasts that
cower behind cascara bushes, while invent-
ive Sharp LEyes lures a black spider from
his hole bored neatly in the baked adobe, by
flicking bits of wild oats upon the gossamer
that decks it. Oh, the joy that lights their
faces if they chance to spy a fat and placid
gopher, or come upon an exquisitely supple
snakeskin, trophy meet, in their eyes, to
bear home to Sunshine and Sweet Bibs,
whose legs are still too short for canyon
ways! The sight of tiny quails perched on
the mother bird’s back turns any afternoon
to rose color, and how high excitement
waxes when a whole covey of the gallina-
ceous birds crosses the path with out-
stretched  necks, or whirs up from the
bushes at our coming!

And such delights last through the year,
for our canyon’s doors are never closed for
cold. We have but two seasons—the green
and the brown—in this land where chrysan-
themums and hyacinths nod at each other in
our gardens and pussy-willows open into a
world gay with fleur-de-lis.  Soon after the
godetias—pink glory of our hills in summer-
iime—dry away and the rains come around
again, our children gather the pink blos-
soms of wild currant, the Man of Books
and I beside them rejoicing in the fresh
beauty of buckeye and blue lilac, whose
names to Eastern ears are most misleading;




The Point of View

and though no snowy bloodroot or furry-
stemmed hepaticas grace our Western spring,
deep-blue brodizas with their bell-shaped
clusters, lupines of several shades, orange
monkey-flowers with rich green leaves, and
golden poppies soon make for us bright
nosegays and we are well content.
Satisfying, truly, is theloveliness of out-of-
doors; and yet even it is magnified by the
lenses of mind and memory. That the hill
has several paths, each on a different level,
is especially pleasing to the Man of Books,
because he has a fondness for San Remo’s
terraces. The fennel that we pass, fragrant
with remembrance of Pheidippides, breathes
the assurance that we too may rejoice and
conquer, and my very heart is touched by
the likeness of the live-oaks and brown
ridges to old olive-trees at Corfu and the
barren slopes at Attica. Even small Sharp
Eyes feels for the canyon an affection
heightened by her other loves. The way
leads past the “ Pig Ranch,” as the children
call it. Recently, as we were leaving it, I
smiled to hear her murmur: “Hic porcellus
ad forum iit; hic porcellus domi mansit; hic
porcellus carnem bubulam assam habuit; hic
porcellus nihil habuit; hic porcellus ‘wee wee’
vagivit dum domum veniebat,” and then,
forgetting the pigs, she confided to me that
veniebat was her favorite word and laughed
with glee to learn that there are others very
like it. In a garden near the canyon’s en-
trance some acanthus grows! This failed to
interest Sharp Eyes till one afternoon,
“stung by the splendor of a sudden
thought,” she noticed for the first time how
closely the leaves resemble those that crown
Corinthian columns in her father’s *“ History
of Art.” And what new lustire has adorned
the bay since she found it on the map! This
bay forms the centre of the hilltop vision in
which the canyon culminates. Ower its
misty brightness, broken by islandsand busy
with plying ferries we look straight west to
the Golden Gate through which steam steady
ships laden with Hawaiian sugar or tea and
rice from China and Japan. Between us
and the shining waves stretch in unbroken
mass the gray roofs of two merging cities,
and sometimes at their edge, beside the
margin of the bay, there floats the white
streamer of a train.  How Jonquil shouts at
that! Even the Man of Books and I can
feel our heart-beats quicken. Possibly that
train has spent three energetic days in trav-

271

ersing the giant deserts and Sierras that
part us from our past. Across the waler Lo
the North there rises above the lower hills
blue Tamalpais—a promontory sought by
sailors far out on the Pacific. Never do
the children tire of tales about the wild life
hidden in its gulches. Nor do I cease to
wonder that coyote, deer, and catamount
still safely roam so close to civilization. Al-
most at the southern edge of Tamalpais we,
looking across the bay, discern the steep
streets of the cosmopolitan metropolis that
bears Saint Francis's name—unique city
with lofty buildings, all under a decade old;
place loved of yore by picturesque pros-
pectors lavish of their gold dust, and
Spanish Franciscans bearing high the cross;
the goal to-day of European peasants so
soon to journey by the thousands through
the new canal.

cities, “which seems to lie before us
like a land of dreams, so beautiful, so

l ]P to this vision of bay and mount and

various, so new,” we often climb without
our children. We have learned, you see,
that all play, even up a canyon, may make
Jack dull and listless. Luckily a
child’s day is spacious, and I like
to think of Sharp Eyes and Jon-
quil working at set tasks designed to save
them from mental and moral flabbiness, and
a needed supplement to the canyon’s fun if
they are to gain that fulness of life which
is important at four as well as at forty.
And it is just this fulness of life that the
Man of Books and T find lacking sometimes
when we begin our walk. Our souls feel
numb and empty; the world about us with-
ered, drab, and savorless. For, pride our-
sclves though we do on the comiort of our
modern homes, so many are the trifles nec-
essary to the complex completeness of Tux-
ury that some are often missing or impaired.
However finished the appointments of table
and apartment, the machinery of living
never runs with perfect smoothness; even
though a clever mind continually antici-
pates and circumvents annoyances, new
ones crop out as inevitably as do the heads
of trolls lopped off in fairy-tales. So patent
with the passing years does this “certain
natural unkindness” in material things be-
come that too great preoccupation with
them inevitably both irritates and palls,

Its Solace



forcing one to look elsewhere for satisfac-
tion. Fortunately one has not far to look
—behind the scenes, as it were—back of
appearance to reality, back to the judgment
that is not according to eye and ear, but
righteous; back to the word that proceedeth
out of the mouth not of man, but of God.
Indeed, things seen with their endless train
of cares and hurries and anxieties are al-
ways in the end so powerless to appease us
that their futility is laughable. And yet
they may cast for the moment a powerful
spell.

This the Man of Books and I can often
break most casily in the silence of our can-
yon. However insistent the trivial and
transient, however wearying their insipid-
ity, as we slowly climb toward the ever-
widening view, our fingers toying with seeds
of giant umbellifere, our eyes pleased by
patches of what Sharp Eyes calls the
“Nightly lamp shade,” then and there
shiftless students, slack servants and quar-
relling children, sleepless nights, lost tem-
pers, mistakes, and even telephones begin to
lose their blighting magic. As under “the
good gigantic smile o’ the brown old earth”
we gain the upper reaches and, recalling
Socrates, on the Illissus, find “grass like a
pillow gently sloping to the head,” our
equanimity returns and it is easy to frame
ancw our philosophy of the soul’s intrinsic
freedom and feel the peace thercin involved.
Escaped for a time from the entanglements
of sense, we look “hbeyond the sunset and
the paths of all the western stars” into a re-
gion where our accustomed props are need-
less; where reliance on material comfort for
joy, or on books for knowledge, or even that
reliance on a physician for health which

The Point of View

Emerson calls somewhere “a kind of despair
of ourselves—irom such despair we [eel
completely safe as, supported by something
eternal, we become aware of restoration and
serenity. You see, the Man of Books and
I belong to the many whom William James
describes as conscious of “a wider self from
which saving experiences flow in.”

Such moments of inflowing strength and
solace come unheralded and are not kin to
time and space. One may meet them along
sluggish Ohio creeks and on the curving
streets of dignified New England. I have
known their vibrant peace at parties and
the dentists, and again have sought them
fruitlessly in temples and on “silent seas.”
That they have laid their hallowing fingers
on our little canyon lends it, for me at least,
a holy beauty.

At length we take our downward path,
too busy now composing our own rubrics to
read the canyon’s path—and with the gath-
ering dusk the eternal vision is shut out a
little by thoughts of warmth and tea and
the small quartet so keen for food and fact
and comfort whose welcoming shouts will
shortly greet us. But yet as, full of health
and peace and gladness, we reach our door-
way, it is only natural to glance back at our
canyon, and, seeing it lying there all lovely
between its sheltering hills, lighted by the
smile of the evening sky, we feel anew its
fascination, and adopt for our own Plato’s
guaint and delightful faith—that beauty
has an advantage over wisdom, temperance,
and justice, for those eternal ideas have not
reached our bodily vision. Beauty alone
has achieved this, and so it is that “Beauty
is the clearest and most certain of all things
and the most lovable.”
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OLD TAPESTRIES

HY is it that the man who has the
W [rank courage of a boy in declar-
ing his opinion of a painting will
stand cowed and humble before a tapestry?
He will go toward
a Raeburn portrait
as toward an old
friend; he will smile
caressingly on the
Schools of Siena
and Umbria; but
place him before
hangings of the
woven art, and he
retires within him-
seli abashed.
This, no doubt,
is because so much
of mystery sur-
rounds these fasci-
nating fabrics that
cover more and

more walls in
our art-absorbing
country.

A little knowl-
edge, at least, of
their history is im-
perative in these
latter days if one
is to be unafraid as
an observer, or in
a position to buy
wisely as a col-
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upright or horizental, has altered but little
from prehistoric times to the present. The
difference in the tapestries through the ages
lies in the dyes, in the design, and in the
talent of those who translate the drawings in
weaving. Thespe-
cies of stitch alters
not, and belongs to
all peoples— Asiat-
ic, European, abo-
rigines of North
and South America.

For those who
would be quickly
wise in a general
classification of old
tapestry, it may be
said loosely that
three great periods
of design and
weaving dominate
the history of the
art. First, the
Primitive or Goth-
ic; next, the Re-
naissance; and
then that flores-
cence of decorative
design which be-
Jongs more pecul-
iarly to France in
the seventeenth
and eighteenth
centuries. As
these three great

lector.  Acquiring
a thorough knowl-
edge of tapestries
is a long process,
but a little smat-
tering of honest quality may be got from a
brief presentment of the matter,

The word “tapestry”’ needs to be defined,
for it may mean anything from figured fur-
niture covering to carpets. Tapestry, as the
word is here used, is a pictured fabric, woven
by an artisan on a hand-loom, in which the
design forms the cloth and is not worked
upon a basic tissue. The design itsell is
painted by an artist, and the loom, either
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Centre panel from Gothie tapestry, Flemish, ahout 1500,
representing the coronation of the Virgin.

This tapestry is among the treasures of the Louvee,

periods of artistic
development pre-
vailed all over the
Christian world
in all varieties of
art, one can, by using this simple key, ar-
rive almost instantly at the century to which
a tapestry belongs.

Let us begin with the Gothic; go back to
the stirring times of the fifteenth century,
when castles were hard and chilly shelters,
and, to make the stony rooms habitable,
large tapestries were ordered from the chief
seat of the industry of weaving, and were
hung round about on big iron hooks, and in-
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geniously arranged to terminate at a door-
way, that entering folk might push them to
right or to left.  Space was left between the
stone walls and the hanging, and thus haven
made for the cavesdropper, unless unhappy

Gubelin tapestry, middle of eizhteenth century, from Don Quixote set composed by
Coypel, assisted by Andran and others in the decorative motif,

Five of these hangings are in the Morgan collection;

chance sent a sudden sword-thrust from one
Erown suspicious.

Paris set up looms, and likewise the Low
Countries in the fourteenth century. But
Paris fell behind in skill and in production,
while north of her the industry grew, and in
the following century its chief centre was
the capital city of Artois, which was Arras.
Through the excellence of the work, and by
reason of the enormous production, which
was sold and sent all over Europe, the tap-
estries of that day were known as * Arras.”
The name went down into Italy when her
powerful families introduced the art, and,
suffering a slight change, became *“ Arrazzi,”
which is still in use.

The dukes of Orleans, that great amateur
Jean duc de Berri, the sovereigns of En-
gland, of Spain, of France, all patronized the
busy town of Arras; but, most of all, the
dukes of Burgundy regulated and patron-
the art. Were a royal bride to be
married, a gift of tapestries was choicer than
jewels; were a foreign monarch to be ap-
peased, a set of hangings toned the enlente

ized

that illustrated is owneld by Me. Jo T, Duke
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cordiale; were there sins to be excused, the
church was decorated.

In those days tapesiries were in sets,
not in single pieces, “chambers ™ they some-
times called them; so the weavers were
kept busy filling
the orders. The
dukesof Burgun-
dy, by methods
of strategy and
war, were almost
as powerful as
kings and had
puwer to control
the industry
which kept busy
all the towns in
the comité of Ar-
tois,with Arrasin
the lead. When
thesearistocratic
marauders trav-
clled, the great
tapestiries were
unhooked from
castle walls and
went with their
owner to aris to
deck the bridges
for the corona-
tion of a king, or
to thefield of bat-
tle to make luxurious the tents of the leader.

If any one element reigned in the produc-
tion of these marvellous tapestries of the
Middle Ages, it was the efficacy of the
guilds.  All the factories were dominated by
them, all production regulated, all excellence
obtained. The busy towns of the Low
Countries were filled with happy, indus-
trious people who shut out from their minds
the outer world of stress and storm, and
worked for perfection in their craft.

Arras could not hold all the ateliers, nor
weave all the orders, and the industry spread
to innumerable towns, notably to Brussels.
When Louis XTI set his vindictive hand on
Arras, and with one blow scattered the thou-
sands of workers, it was but natural that
the craft itself should spring the stronger in
some other place. Then came Brussels to
the front, and it was scon after that the
golden age of tapestry-weaving began.

Tapestries prior to about 1500 reflect the
art of that time. They are naively primi-
tive, frankly childlike. We would laugh at
their artist’s absurdities were they not so
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terribly in earnest. Colors are strong and
few; subjects are frequently religious, or at
least allegorically moral.

Then, about 13500, came a change in the
Gothic expression.  Artists looked to Mem-
ling and the Van
Eycks for inspira-
tion; drawing be-
came truer, and as
for the gifted weav-
ers, it isimpossible to
say enough of their
skill. The first quar-
ter of the sixteenth
century produced
tapestries in the
highest perfection of
the Gothic art; when
drawing was at ils
loveliest and when
craftsmanship wasat
its cleverest point.

It is due to the
taste and generos-
ity of Mr. J. Pier-
pont Morgan, of Mr.
George Blumenthal,
of Mr. Martin T.
Ryerson, Mr. Fred-
eric Pratt, Senator
W. A. Clark, and
others that we have
in our country wonderful examples of this
exquisite period.

After the Gothic, the Renaissance. That
is the rule all over Europe in all the arts,
but how it came about in tapestry-weaving,
is most interesting, and touches the history
of the Sistine Chapel

To produce an appropriate set of tapes-
tries for the space below the frescoes of
Michael Angelo, of Botticelli, Ghirlandajo,
and Perugino, Raphael was called upon to
draw cartoons, scenes from the Acts of the
Apostles. There was not in all Ttaly one
atelier where Raphael’s great work could be
executed, for the new style of painting al-
lowed less liberty to the weaver yet exacted
higher skill than ever before.

Brussels was the centre of the craft which
at that time concerned most of the Flemish
cities, and many of those in northern France.
To Brussels the Raphael cartoons were des-
patched in 1510, and intrusted to the care
of the master, Peter Van Aelst. By con-
trasting a picture of the Gothic style with
one of the high Renaissance we can realize

Renaissance tapestry, woven in Drussels about 1525 by W, de Pannemaker
cartoon is Ltalian, and the border is remarkable for its beautiful drawing
after the style introduced by Raphael.
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what it meant to those northern eraftsmen
to have such strange copy sct for them.
The Raphael cartoons were so large and
so many that three years were consumed
in their execution. Then hundreds of gifted

The

In the collection of Mr. George Blumenthal.

tapissiers who worked on them absorbed
day by day the principles of the new move-
ment in art, and could never again return to
the old. It was about this time, in 1528,
that an edict was issued making compul-
sory a woven mark in the border, the design
being a shield flanked on either side by the
letter B,

The unconscious purity, the sweet jaiveté
of the Gothic passed and the sophisticated
art of Italy’s high Renaissance dominated
the Flemish workshops, and henceforth the
looms put out those magnificent tapestrics
which belong to the second great expression
of the golden yecars of weaving. Unhappily
decadence set in through pressing the work-
men (o overproduction, and Flanders lost
her skill.

The noble art was then revivified in
France and had there its third great flow-
ering.

About 1600 Ltapestry looms were encour-
aged by Henri IV, and the industry grew
under his wise patronage until even En-
gland’s James became emulative, and estab-
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lished the famous Mortlake works, which
reached a point near perfection with weavers
from the Low Countries to follow the lead of
Van Dyke and Sir Francis Crane.

When Louis XIV established the Gobe-
lins factory in 1662 he had but to gather
under the roof of the celebrated dye-house
of the Gobelin family, the various ateliers
which were scattered about Paris, to have a
considerable nucleus for the enterprise.

The story of the king's factory is a part
of history. It wasa community of the best
artists and artisans of the day gathered
together for the sole purpose of producing
beauty for his royal eye to feast upon, and
for giving him pleasure vicariously through
the joy of those whom the king delighted to
honor with gifts.

The great Colbert was considered none
too great to direct the establishment finan-
cially, and Le Brun was the governor of the
corps of great artists under him.

It was a grandiose age, a time when every-
thing was oversized and heavy. Rooms
were as large as council-halls, and wall-
spaces were wide. Tapestries showed great
scenes of ceremony with dozens of life-sized
personages, and often the portrait of the king
among them. But alas! before many dec-
ades the Gobelins factory fell into the mis-
taken methods that lead to decadence. After
a few years of superb, strongly decorative
tapestries the tendency came to copy too
closely the methods of painters and paint-
ings. In the extended reign of the Grande
Monarque the factory went through the
stress that shook the kingdom, and, like all
of France, worked up to the coming day of
wrath. Depleted in vigor, in aim, in finance,
it passed into the hands of the succeeding
kings and reflected their weaknesses.

The lovely scenes by Boucher, Coypel,
Watteau, Fragonard, in which palace
grounds were the setting where royalty and
courtiers disported, disguised as shepherds
all and maidens fair, those were the scenes
rolled out from the Gobelins factory for use
in palace and chateau, and those are scenes
that charm and delight us.

But loveliness was not content torest here.
It must needs become mignonne. The de-
mand of the eighteenth century was for
beauty in miniature. In rooms altering
from the grande salle of Louis NIV to the
little rooms of the Petit Trianon, heroic
squares of tapestry had no place. At most,
a panel for a wall of boiserie was wanted,
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or a portiére, until at last designs became
mere decorative detail, exquisite, of highest
charm, but miniature detail, nevertheless.
And, finally, the grand art of weaving noble
hangings for grand interiors or for kingly
pageants shrunk down to the level of mere
furniture-coverings. The enthusiast knows
this to be an abasement of a noble art, but
witching beauty is found in the dainty bits
of the time of Louis XVI.

The golden age of tapestry-weavers ended
in the eighteenth century; their art atro-
phied and fell into the catalogue of lost arts.

Let us sum up in a word the logical reason
apart from rarity for the superiority of the
very old tapestries over the modern ones.
The old tapestries prior to the eighteenth
century were the translation of decorative
designs into pliable fabric, using as few colors
as possible; the newer method had an ever-
increasing tendency to copy paintings, to
paint in thread instead of in pigment.

Where the primitives in tapestry-weaving
produced their marvellous stained-glass ef-
fects with a gamut of twenty or thirty colors,
the later work required thousands of tones,
subdivided into thousands more. Early work
of the Gobelins Factory, under Le Brun, has
heen examined of late for copying, and but
seventy-nine tones discovered. But fifty
years later the decadent influence prompted
the use of as many as seventy thousand to
vex and perplex the patient weaver.

The result to us is that the older tapes-
tries have gained in beauty with the pass-
ing of the years which have but softened
the colors; while the tapestries of insidious
shading have lost their meaning with even
the slightest fading of the tones. A face
that might originally have shown such shad-
ing as brush-blended paint may do, appears
but a flat insipid vacuity after sun and air
have had their way with the wools for a cen-
tury or two.

The Gobelins works still nestle on the
banks of the Biévre in Paris, but the indus-
try is a curiosity, a remnant—dry bones of a
saint whose works live after him. When we
want salisfying tapestries we must turn to
past centuries and beg of them their work;
and if we thus despoil old Europe, to her dis-
gust, why, that is because at the time her
tapestries were made, America’s looms were
those of the Navajo, the Toltec, the Zuai,
and we have no native store from which to
draw.

HeLeEN CHURCHILL CANDEE
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Sousa being entertained

by Sousa and his band

The famous ‘March King"” finds the music of his talented organi-
zation just as perfect when seated in front of the Victrola as when
standing in front of his band. : '

To hear Sousa’s Band on the Victrola is really hearing Sousa s Band.

And with a Victrola in your home, you can hear not only Sousa’s
Band, but Victor Herbert's Orchestra, Pryor's Band, Vessella's Band,
Conway’'s Band, U. S. Marine Band, Garde Republicaine Band of
France—all the world's greatest bands and orchestras. i

Any Victor deal-
er will gladly _plaj-_
selections by
Sousa’s Band or
any - other music
you wish to hear,

' There are Victors &
and Victrolas in ‘great [
variety of styles from
$10 to $200.

I¥ Victor Talking II\"[at.hme Co.
‘Camden, N.J., U, S A,

Bgr{‘ngr Gramophone Co,, Mantres
Canadian lP!ﬁ"IilutUﬁ

New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 28th of each month
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a Kodak,

The New No. 1A
KODAK Jr.

A thin, compact, convenient camera of high efficiency. The
shape of the pictures is rectangular (212 x 414 inches), and
pleasingly suited to landscapes and home portraits.

Choice of meniscus achromatic or Rapid Rectilinear lens;
has new Kodak Ball Bearing shutter with cable release, for time
and bulb exposures, and speeds of 1/25, 1/50 and 1/100 of a
second ; improved back for quick reloading; automatic focusing
lock; collapsible reversible finder and two tripod sockets. Uses
Kodak Film cartridges of six and twelve exposures, loading and
unloading in daylight.

Price, with meniscus achromatic lens, - - - - - $ 9.00
Ditto, with Rapid Rectilinear lens, - - = - - - 11,00

Free catalogue al your dealer's, or by mail.

EASTMAN KODAK CO., RocursTER, N. Y., The Kodak City.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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WAGES
$100,000,000

$46,000,000

TAYES PAID
$11,000,000

INTEREST
$17,000,000

SURPLUS
$12,000,000

DIVIDENDS
$30,000,000

How the Bell System Spends its Money

Every subscriber's telephone represents an actual invest-
ment averaging $153, and the gross average revenue is
$41.75. The total revenue is distributed as follows:

Employes—$100,000,000
Nearly half the total—$100,000,000—
paid in wages to more than one hundred
thousand employes engaged in giving to
the public the best and the cheapest tele-
phone service in the world.

For Supplies—$45,000,000
Paid to merchants, supply dealers and
others for materials and apparatus, and for
rent, light, heat, traveling, etc.

Tax Collector—$11,000,000

Taxes of more than $11,000,000 are paid
to the Federal, state and local authorities.
The people derive the benefit in better
highways, schools and the like.

Bondholders—$17,000,000
Paid in interest to thousands of men and
women, savings banks, insurance com-
panies and other institutions owning bonds
and notes.

Stockholders—$30,000,000

70,000 stockholders, about half of whom
are women, receive $30,000,000,

(These payments to stockholders and
bondholders who have put their savings
into the telephone business represent
6.05% on the investment.)

Surplus—$12,000,000
is is invested in telephone plant and
equipment, to furnish and keep telephone
service always up to the Bell standard.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

One Policy

One System

Universal Service

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Same Principles

that make the Graflex Camera best for pictures like these

are the ones that make the Graflex best
for your kind of photographic work.

With the Graflex you can make snap shots in the shade, or
even indoors. With the Graflex you see the image right side up,
the size it will appear in the negative, up to the instant of exposure.
There is no uncertainty-—focusing scale and finder are done away with.

The Graflex shutter works at any speed from “time” to
: 1-1000 of a second.

Our illustrated catalog tells all about the
Graflex Cameras, and how they work. This

catalog is free at your dealer’s or direct

from us.
Be sure to specify Graflex
Catalog.

FOLMER & SCHWING DIVISION

= EASTMAN KODAK CO.
3 A GRAFLEX ’ ROCHESTER, N. Y.

In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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O. HENRY loved to
compare New York with
Bagdad, that old wonder-
city on the banks of
the Tigris, once the glory
and splendor of the
Eastern world. Theslow-
moving caravans brought
the treasures of the earth
to Bagdad's gates, and
in her gay bazaars the
world went shopping.

-

Inevitably the aptness of
the simile strikes you as
you walk along Fifth
Avenue, Main Street of
modern Bagdad. In
these Twentieth-Century
bazaars the Caliphs and
the lesser chiefs find
their heart's desire. They
come now not on lurch-
ing camels or astride
high-spirited chargers.
Rather the omnibus
brings them, travellers
from the four corners of
the earth, or the smooth-
gliding limousine.

.
And here is the treasure-
trove of all the nations
gathered for theirdelight.
Paris has yielded up her
tribute and Vienna and
London and far Japan.
Over many waters, across
mountains and deserts,
the swift caravans of to-
day are moving their
burdens, with Fifth Ave-

nue at the journey’s end.

L]

The traveller in the East
to-day has many hints
of what those old bazaars
must have been like, and
while there's a sigh that
their barbaric grandeur
has gone there’s one
thing which we moderns
have improved upon.

©

Fifth

Ave nuc

=

MIDSUNAIER

P |

MAILLARD Candies are world

famous. The quality and per-

[ fect production of Maillard bon- ’

} bons and chocolates make them

| especially desirable in summer
BONBONS:-CHOCOLATES |
FRENCH PASTRIES - I[CE CREAMS

MATLLARD Capdics piacked in French Bonbonuieres (Ev-

cluster Tmportation) or Fancy Bover 1o order, and, tohen
requested, made ready fur safe delivery to all purts of the world
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~ From Madison Square to Central Park.

__,;..-. »

The Oriental Store

The Cbarm?o?fbe Orient
brought to Fifth Avenue

A'-|h
{108

THE QUAINT ART of Japan and
China — the delighiful househald
unhues which make bungalow life n
Eastern ports enjoyable—the condiments
and perfumes—the lamps and lanterns—
the wilhs and kimonos— the vories, rugs,
mandarin coals, precious srones—

he whiole romantc East in the one big
Qriental shop of the world, which you
should not Fail 1o see.
sw Vantne
i

Al articles.

Ach- VAHTIHE. 8:CO Inc
Fifth Avenue at 39th Street, New York

OpenAir Restaurant
of the

RitzCarlton

Hotel
Madison Ave. at 46™St.

New}’ﬁrk
NOW OPEN

|

1 TS distindtive features char-
acterize this as the coolest

and most attradtive Summer

Restaurant in the Ciry. s

advantagesare greatly appreci-

ated by discriminating patrons

| Fifth Avenue's invita-
tion is more subtle be-
yond doubt than was
Bagdad's. She does not
depend upon lung power
for persuasion as did her
historic predecessor. The
buyer of Fifth Avenue
need not beware. No
loud-mouthed vender is
clawingat his coat-slesve.
.

Through Ffascinating
shop-windows Fifth Ave-
nue signals her welcome,
and while this method is
less primitive it loses
not a whit in the strength
of its appeal. You real-
ize that you are seeing
with your own discrimi-
nating eyes the worth of
the proffered article.
L]

Especially in midsummier
does the lure of Fifth
Avenue lie strong upen
the visitor as well as the
New Yorker back from
the !.‘Ountry for a day of
| shopping.  Along Fifth

Avenue one is sure to
come upon respites from
the heat that hangs upon
the rest of the city. Here
15 body comfort and
mind comfort.  Eyes
sick from the glare are
soothed hy the soft
colors in the shadows of
the spacious windows.
There's a world of satis-
faction in finding in
these stores, with ease
and dispatch, the object
of your quest.

L]
| The new Bagdad has a
welcome for you ne mat-
ter what your tribe or
your desire may be,
Above all things she is
cosmopolitan.  In  one
of her bazaars you will
find the answer to your
problem. Whether you
have come down from
the hills for a cap for the
baby or are come out of
the West for a gown for

the wife, Bagdad's Main

the one place for your
search,

e

44 FIFTH AVENUE

"\u\” T b

\J»u“

Eim}@ihhiugg&ﬁlu.

ﬁnporfera/-

AT UM LOLCE
Advance L.).'.Lyv&zju.r;[’
EARLY AUTUMN MODES

C.Zl"lflmpmﬁﬂwu dndecaling the drie Lread
o Lnsheon dor e agoroaching seaon

MILLINERY 5UITS COATS
GOWHNS WRAPS BLOUSES

Q«’ﬂa‘mc.lf ovadly Lhe cloveresl ooy from e
dolenscendle ol Ales covaled {f
ke fmﬁo‘;mWJ}t'f._m

zﬂﬁmuce:a& Y64 Street
New Work

Paris * Washington * Circinnar

Street, Fifth Avenue, is |

-

BRF\HANOS

Fifth Ave.at 27th Strc et

Periodical Department
Short Term Subscriptions for
Magazines and Periodicals
Sent to Country Addresses

for the Summer,

Juvenile Department

Books for the Children's rainy
day reading in the country.

d -
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NABISCO
Sugar Wafers

]

HEF.SE. incomparable sweets are the most universally

popular of all dessert confections. Whether served
at dinner, afternoon tea or any social gathering, Nabisco
Sugar Wafers are equally delightful and appropriate. In
ten-cent tins; also in twenty-five-cent tins.

ADORA

Another dessert delight. Wafers of pleasing size and
form with a bountiful confectionery filling. Amnother
help to the hostess. In ten-cent tins.

NATIONAL
BISCUIT
COMPANY

|




Romances of Modern Business
CHAPTER VIII
Nationalizing a Drink

Ox a Sabbath morning, in 186g, the congre-
sation of a small church at Vineland, New
Jersey, upon partaking of the sacrament, no-
ticed that there had been served a liquid not
previously used. For some time hefore, a be-
lief had prevailed among the communicants
that wine should not be offered for sacramental
PUrposes.

It developed that the recording steward of
the church, Dr. T. B. Welch, had prepdred for
cucharistic usage the unfermented juice of
Concord grapes. This beverage proved ac-
ceptable, and its use in the communion spread
to other churches. It also became popular as
a family health-drink in and near Vineland.

About this time Charles E. Welch, a son of
Dr. Welch, was establishing a practice in den-
tistry. Becoming impressed with the grape
juice made by his father, the young dentist
concluded that the liquid would have a wide
public appeal. The elder Welch contended
that they had other interests more important.

That the Vineland practitioner had little
hope for grape juice as a commercial commod-
ity is evidenced by a letter he wrote to his
son in 18735, in which he said: “The interest
yvou have in grape juice is not worth half as
much as your interest in dentistry. T am con-
fident, therefore, that you will err if you do
not keep grape juice subordinate to dentistry.
As a dentist you can make more than with
grape juice.”

Thirty years ago Dr. Welch became inter-
ested in advertising. But the finances of the
grape-juice promoter would not permit of his
buying publicity. So he bided his time, saving
money. Finally, in the early nineties, the first
advertising of Welch’s Grape Juice appeared in
small business and religious publications.

From the increased business a small capital
was realized, and all of this Dr. Welch de-
cided to risk in making a national appeal.
Announcements of Welch's Grape Juice ap-
peared in 1895 in several periodicals of na-
tional circulation. They were single-column
advertisements. Thus started the nationaliz-
ing of the * National Drink.”

The development of the Welch Grape Juice
industry since the periodical advertising began,
nineteen years ago, has bheen remarkable.  Be-
fore the magazines and weeklies of national

circulation had created a national demand for
grape juice, Dr. Welch had experienced a strug-
ole, Today this industry is an extensive one,
ranking with the leading manufacturing con-
cerns of the country. Grape juice is sold at
thousands of drinking places and drunk in
many thousands of homes.

“When grape juice was put on the market,”

said Mr. Edgar T. Welch, advertising manager
of the Welch Grape Ju1ce Company, “ there
was no demand for it. Most temperance
peaple opposed it, as did those who favored
fermented wines. The demand had to be cre-
ated. The public had to be educated. Preju-
dice had to be overcome. All this we did
through advertising in the national periodicals.
During the last fifteen years, the growth in the
sale of grape juice has been impressive. We
do not see how this growth could have been
made possible, except by advertising in the
national magazines and weeklies. We believe
that in making Welch's Grape Juice popular
we have contributed to the health and sobriety
of the nation.

“The story of Welch's demonstrates that
the object of advertising is to feach value lo
the consumer. When the product is meritori-
ous, the ideals behind the manufacture true
and sound, and the sales effort co-ordinate
with the advertising effort—then honest,
efficient advertising can make a success
worthy the name. And it has been so with
Welch’s.”

Mr. Welch further brought out the fact that
the advertising of Welch's Grape Juice in the
nationally circulated periodicals had achieved -
a distinct public service from the standpoint
of health, pleasure, and morality. One eco-
nomic phase of the Welch industry is signifi-
cant. The price of Welch's Grape Juice has
been materially decreased through increased
distribution.

With Concord grapes costing from four to
six times as much as in 13¢5, the Welch Grape
Juice Company, through large distribution
drawn from national advertising, is now able
to sell grape juice at one-half the price pre-
vailing when the advertising began.

And a like story can be told of many
nationally advertised products, proving that
national advertising is a boon to the consumer.

This is the eighth of a series of articles |.|nL is bring [\L‘lhlb]ltd to show how
magazine advertising is serving the public.
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VER 3,000 American homes have already
banished the garbage pail, the garbage
barrel, the garbage man—in fact, they have banished GAR-

BAGE by installing in their kitchens Cj\nie i 3

All day long the Incinerite acts as a receptable for garbage and
kitchen waste. At night you turn a valve and light the gas for
about an hour, and your day’s accumulation of rubbish and gar-
bage disappears — it is turned into clean ashes. All this is accom-
plished without your even knowing it, so rapid and so complete
1s the work of destruction.

No odor, no re-handling, no bother.

Our free book, “Home Sanitation,” describes some of the most
recent developments of sanitary engineering. Sanitation has
become a well-defined science, and this book is an authority on
the subject. If you will send us your name on a post card, we
will mail it to you promptly. It discusses ventilation, sewer gas,
waste disposal, water purification, cleanliness, bacteria, flies and
vermin, Write to-day for it—it is FREE.

NATIONAL INCINERATOR COMPANY

“Largest H.L.r_nrl_l'u_crur'ar.c of Garbage and 1['&.\'_:@ De.wrrm't_or.r in the Waorld'"

79 Broadway, New York

SALES OFFICES

New York, 303 Fifth Avenue
Chicago, People’s Gas Building
St. Louis, Pierce Building

%
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Modern painters always ‘
use

|
[
|

7ZINC

in their paints. That 1s
what makes them mod- |
ern painters. A modern
painter 1s a man who al-
ways does the best he can
—whose painting looks
well and wears well and
advertises him as a suc-
cessful painter.

If your painter is not a modern
painter, and if you have a job of

painting to be done that is im-
portant to you, get and read the

book, “Your Move,”” and what
you then say to the painter will

make him a modern painter.

The New Jersey Zinc Company
55 Wall Street New York

For big contract jobs consult our
Research Bureau.

“ Young man, would you be so kind as to reach in my
pocket and hand me car-fare, and keep a nickel for
yourself 7

F7 %~ I

Pue.—How am I to play with the wash when she
hangs it way up there ?

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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CHARTREUSE

THE SUPERB LIQUEUR
OF THE AGES
UNVARYING IN CHARACTER

UNSURPASSED
IN EXCELLENCE

Fuaoelt & FarRAs

s chovead | 0o chrn]  THE MONKS’ FAMOUS CORDIAL

At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés
BATJER & CO.
45 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
Sole Agents for United States
GREEN YELLOW

| /Ian.(.( U

AELE

L'I'al"{Ez'MSE )

| =
[ Mirtncee

H (ms

IMPAIRED EFFICIENCY.

Up to a week ago we had the best police and fire departments in the country.’
“ What happened ? "

“Wall, last weck our policeman wuz arrested for larceny and night 'fore last our ingine-

"Yetsrl

hfillﬁé’ burmrl d1 wwn and burned up the hull gol rlLrn gppdmiua "
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Preparing the Picnic Lunch Basket

in housewife style or man fashion can be made a grand success by including home-made viands and a

Eva nsi\l ¢

A foammg glass of this inviting, refreshing and delectable beverage
adds unique zest and a subtle charm to every outing occasion. Ideal
for Cottage, Club and Camp. Enjoyed by Everyone Everywhere.

Always ready for use and always the same delightful, wholesome, refreshing and acceptable beverage

Supplied in Bottles and Splits by leading Dealers, or write to . H. EVANS & SONS (Established 1786), HUDSON, N. Y.

ATENTS 1l on |
Ill‘.:'l'L BRANLED, Fresopinion
E as to patentability,  Gubkle Book,
1

List  of  Invenilons  Wanled,
and 100 M |ar|r'|l Movements [ree ny address. Fatents
secured Ly us he-m ed free in Waorld's Progres: imple copy free.

YIUTO]‘ J. EV -\\“-i & CO., Washington, D. C.

WANTED—AN IDEA! 3

1] |m, to ]‘nl
EM? Protect your ideas, they may bring you wealth. Write for
“Needed Inventions” wnd * How toge L\uurl'm-nl;mrl your Money.”
RANDOLPI & CO., PATENT \TI[JR\LIB Depl 250, WASHINGTON, D. C.

4 Twenty-fourth
of June

Comes this year on ({4
August 15th &AW .
Ask Your Book-

Sixty-seven years practice bcrnn. the Patent Uﬂice
Our lmmllmoks on Patents, Trade-Marks, ete., sent
free,' Patents procared through Munn & Co, mcci va
free notice in the Scientific American,

MUNN & C0. 33 bty

For Gunsmiths, Tool Wakers,
Experimental aud Repaie Work, ele.

Lathe Catalogue Free.

» W.F.&Jno.BarnesCo.

528 Ruby St., ockford, T11.

c‘.&ﬁn 100
'

Tooth Brush %rop Yl
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“Mum”

(as easy to use as to say)

is a great toilet comfort in warm Wﬂ]l Ii HANDS
weather. It [

takes all the odor out
of perspiration.

“Mum"” preserves all day long
the soap-and-water freshness of
the morning bath and gives you
a gratifying sense of personal
cleanliness.

Does not stop perspiration;
that would be harmful.

25c at drug- and department-stores

“Mum” Mfg Co 1106 Chestnut St Philadelphia
|

He.—Don't fear, dear, T am with you.

HAVE, S0F]

CUTICURA
SOAP

Used exclusively and Cuti-
cura Ointment occasionally
work wonders. Treatment:
On retiring, soak the hands
in hot water and Cuticura
Soap. Dry, anoint with Cu-
ticura Ointment and wear
soft bandages or old loose
gloves during the night.

3% SAMPLES FREE 3%

Cutleura Soap and Cutleurs Olntment are sold
throughout the world. Send post-card to nearest
depot for free sample of each with 32-page book:
Newbery, 27, Charterhouse Sq., London: R. Townas
& Co., Sydney, N.8W._; Lennon, Ltd., Cape Town;
Muller, Maclean & Co., Caleutta and Bombay;
Potter Drug & Chem. Corp., Boston, U.S.A.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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“Ross”Rifle Luck
Luck favors those who shoot
“Ross” Rifles, because their
superior power, quick action, and accuracy
minimize mistakes and do best justice to the
skilled marksman. ’

Hunters of big game all over the world
testify to the low trajectory of the * Ross™ .280
and to the paralyzing effect of the * Ross”
.280 Sporting Cartridge, with copper tube ex-
panding bullet, patented.

“ Ross " .280 High Velocity Rifles sell at

$55.00 in New York, and ** Ross "' .280 Am-
munition at §7.50 per Ioo.

Fully filustrated Calalogue on request
ROSS RIFLE CO., Dept. My, QUEBEC, CAN.
or Post@Flote, 14 Reade St NewYork, Agentsfor LS. AL

— =l

You like to HUNT and FISH. Then surely you
will enjoy the NATIONAL SPORTSMAN Maga-
zine, with its 160 richly illustrated pages, full to
overflowing with interesting stories and valu-
able information about guns, fishing tackle, camp-
outfits—the best places to go for fish and game,
and a thousand and one valuable * How to”
hints for Sportsmen, The NATIONAL SPORTS-
MAN is just like a big camp-fire in the woods
where thousands of good fellows gather once
a month and spin stirring yarns about their
experiences with rod, dog, rifle and gun.

- Copy of this month’s issue mailed
SpeCIal Offer to ]a:ﬁ;r :atddness ‘;‘I rcr;t;i‘;;: Tz?llfx
in stamps or coin or three months’ trial subscription forz25c.

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN MAGAZINE
49 Federal Street, Boston, Mass.

TAKES AWAY THE
APPETITE FOR DRUGS OR DRINK

Drunkenness and drug using are nervous diseases. Our scientific treatment restores nerve
cells to original unpoisoned conditions—does not nauseate. No inconvenience experi-
enced in discontinuing the use of our remedies. Half a million cured in thirty-five years.

FOR INFORMATION WRITE TO FOLLOWING KEELEY INSTITUTES:

Marlon, Ind.
Ylainfield, Ind.
Crab Orehard, Ky,
Fortland, Malne .
(ireenshuro, N, €.
Columbusg, Ohlo

Birmingham, Ala.
lot Springs, Ark.
Lou Angel

rk.

ul., Morsh-Strong Dllg,
San Franclseo, Cal, Dooglas Eidg,
Ailania, Ga,

Dwight, 1L

Oklahoma Clty, Okla., 918 N, Hiiles 8t
Philadelphia, Pa., 812 N. Broad St.
FPittshurg, Pa., 4240 Flith Ave,
Colombin, 8. €,

Dallos, Texas

Balt Loke City, Utah

Heattle, Wnsh.
Wankeshn, Wis,
Winnipeg, Man,
Gustemals Uity, Guat,
Fuehia, Mexien
Londen, England

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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GAME CALLED OFF.
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I.ARK'RIENT CRUIsE ' \

by sumptuous “Rotterdam,” 24,170 tons; 17Lh annual Feb. 143
65 da 1ys, $400up, 1|JL]l||]|n”}IU[L]" guides, drives, shore trips;
Paris week, $30. F. C. CLARK, Times Bldg,, New York,

BUREAU OF " e

e University Travel

UNIVERSITY TRAVEL is something more than
accelerated sight-seeing.

To EUROPE:
FALL Sail August 15th, Sept. s5th and 1gth.
TOURS To GREECE, TURKEY, EGYPT:
Sail October 17th, October 315t
THE DOUEBLE TOUR : .
AROUND he Crimea, Caucasus, Trans-Siberia 1o
China ¢ an; returning via India
the WORLD and E Sail from New York August
1st. Keturn May 1st
THE STANDARD TOUR:
East bound from New York October arst or November 28th

reaching San Francisco for the ition in May.

11‘T PRIVATE STEAMER"LOTUS":

THE NILE Cruise to the Second Cataract with the
privacy, ort and leisure our own

WINTER 1915 steamer, ail from New York, January
gth, ]z lJIl.l.lI"\ :3rd, or February =zoth.

Our new literature is now ready. Send for it

DUREAU OF UNIVERSITY TRAVEL
4 Trinity Place Boston, Mass.

IRAYMOND-WHITCOMB TOURS
ROUND THE WORLD

Tours of Luxury
The most attractive series of world Tours ever arranged

Small Parties — Private in Character
Four to Nine Months
Frequent Departures — September to January
the largest in the history of high-class,
r patrons most enthusi-
A remarkable record of

¢ complaint.
1000,

3 I :
100 per cent satisia

SOUTH AMERICA

of delightful and novel tours leaving next January
and February.

EGYPT AND THE HOLY LAND

Turkey wuntries of the Near East,
INUATY .

dian Rockies, California
5 Aug and September.

A series

, Gree ce, d 1d

Jeu are intevested

& “ HITCOME CO.

Philadelphia San Francisco

Ard Jor
R \YMOV

Boston New York Chicago

62 In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S

ROUND THE WORLD

Pleasure travel #¢ Lue reaches its fullest development in our
Tours Around the World, the 43rd annuoal series offers
arrangements perfected by long experience, and the advantages
of our world-chain of 160 offices with trained resident staff
everywhere, Leisurely travel in small groups; cultured leader-
ship.

Westbound Tours leave Sept. 29, Oct. 20, EFastbound Oet, 17,
Now. 5, Dec. g, Jan. g. A handsome illustrated booklet " Over
the Seven Seas'™ tells the whole story.  Sent on request

Sead _for Prapramne

THOS. COOK & SON

NEW YORK: 245 Broadway, 264 Fifth Ave.

BOSTON PHILADELFHIA CHICAGD SAN FRANCISCO
LOS ANGELES MONTREAL TORONTO

Cook’s Traveler's Cheques Are Good All Over the World

Independent

ROUND ™E
WORLD
TRIPS

HEideal way in which tomake "the grand
trip. " You start when and where you will,
travel in either direction and remain in any
place as long as you please. You see the
whole world with eyes made bright by the
world-famous Lloyd service and cuisine.
Ticketsgood 2 years. First class throughout.

Travelers’ Checks Good All Over the World -
Write for "‘Around tha World"' Bookiet
OELRICHS & CO., Gen. Agls., 5 Broadway, N. Y.
H. Clauss=nius & Co., Chicagn Rabert Capelle, San Trancisco
Cenlral National Bank, St Louis Allaway & Champion, Winnip:g

NORTH
GERMAN
LLOYD

"$62 6
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TRAVEL—RESORTS—TOURS

Better than Money for Travel

These tourist cheques enable you always to have “money in
pocket” without the risk of carrying cash; they simplify cal-
culations in foreign currencies; they make money matters
easy and safe; they add to the enjoyment of a trip either
abroad or in the United States. Be sure to get

A.B.

s American
Bankers
Association

They are accepted like money in every
part of the civilized world. They are
safe to carry because they require your
counter - signature to make them good
and may be replaced if lost or stolen.

They are engraved and printed on coun-
terfeit-proof paper, with every safeguard
known to modern banking, and are pro-
tected against crooks by the William J.
Burns Detective Agency.

Cheques

They can be used like currency for hotel
bills, purchases, railway and steamship
fares, Each cheque is engraved with its
exact exchange value in money of the
principal nations.

There is no difficulty or embarrassment
in using them; counter-signing one of
your “A.B.A.” Cheques identifies you.
50,000 banks throughout the world will
cash them without charge.

Travel on “A.B.A.” Cheques. They are the only Travel-

ers’ Cheques which can be accepted, under the law, in
payment of United States Customs Duties.

Get them at your Bank

Ask for descriptive booklel. If your bank is not yet supplied
with ““A. B. A."" Cheques, write for informalion as lo where
they can be oblained in your vicinify.

BANKERS TRUST COMPANY

NEW YORK CITY

~ In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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COL. ROOSEVELT

Traveled to South America by the Lamport &

IHolt Line and wriles: ** I havenever had amore

enjoyable trip. [ take pleasure in saying this."”
Lamport & Holt Line is the Direct
Route to South America
Sailings Alternate Saturdays

BUSK & DANIELS, General Agents,
a0t Produce Exchange, N. Y., or Any Local Ag gent.

Wood Frame
Steel-Covered
10 x 16

Portable
Garage
$50.00

We will furnish all the material neeessary for this wood
frame, steel-covered garage, at the above price. All the
framing material will be cut to exact lengths and marked
ready to nail up, plans and specifications will be sent
with each order so that a man with ordinary intelligence
can quickly erect the building.

PORTABLE HOUSES

We will furnish for $50.00 all of the framing material of
each piece cul to exact lengths and plainly marked, ready
to nail up with plans and specifications for a three-room
coltage.

PORTABLE HOUSE PLANS

For $1.00 we will send you complete plans and specifica-
tions showing how a portable building is constructed and
give full directions for erecting. This $1.00 will be cred-
ited to you on the purchase price if you buy your fram-
ing material of us. We can furnish frame, cut to exact
lengths and marked ready to nail up, for any style or size
of portable building, Write for particulars,

SPRINGFIELD MANUFACTURING CO.
Room 524A, 201 Devonshire Street, BOSTON, MASS.

.’H il ‘T

lll'll l'l‘

To Days Cancy

Py

NATIONAL

Why they missed the steamer.

In _t':_rs_h_t'f';-i—:; advertisements il case mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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P & . ENT
. anpgA;l;eLEkoqegégvnTN&;':IﬁgvoEéLvnuEEQRIQGANI-'NES 0 . ORK
EVERYBODYS-MSCLURE'S -MUNSEY'S-OUTING-REVIEW OF REVIEWS-SCRIBNERS-WORLDS WORK,
BIHYEAR-ESTABLISHED TO GIVE RELIABLE |NFOAMATION TO READERS OF TgESEnME?-ﬂ':‘:leI_NATg“ﬁVEL L 4
OVERTISERS FOR FURTHER BASTICULARS oo
___ATLANTIC CITY N.J. DENVER COLO.

lWRITE TO THESE A
——_OR TO C.E.BEANE.PRES. WHERE-TO-GO. B B

NEW YORK

~— If Coming To New York
y e Hotel Rates?

| CLENDENING 3.y

Select, homelike, economical. ite
of parlor, bedreom, private bath for
two persong, 22.00 daily per suite.
Write for Benklot H o with map of eity

HOTEL CHELSEA

West 23d St. at 7th Ave,, New York
500 Rooms; 400 Baths. Fireproof.
MESTAURANT A LA CARTE & TARLE D'HOTE,
Itooms adjoining bath, 21 up, with private
bath, 82, Write for colored map** R of city.

ROSPECT HOUS]
SHELTER ISLAND HEIGHTS Z
7 LONG ISLAND-N.Y. L
Golf Tennis Yachfig Sathing Sarage

I7™ & LINCOLN STS-DENVER,COLD.
Homelike Holel for Travelers-300 Rooms.
Department of Heallh scores kitchen perfect-Dairy
and Gardens operaled by Holel-American and
European Plans-Rates$(22 and up-1.R.Allen Mgr.

DA ___

AL \\'!m |1| im :u._n

Caribou, 2 Deer, | Bear.
s copy, General F enger
1 Gov't R'y's, Moncton, N.B.

Two Weeks| From “OLp Quesec” To THE SEA
Afloat, | g delightiul twebve -day trip down the histeric
awrenci fiver, from

- o e e From : !
Atlantic City. JASL20ROUGH- | 8605 Montreal To Newfoundiand,

4 ) e M izin
Delightful Climate, Puore Water: |~ Above [llustration shows but one section of | Jverth sad i .%"_fu'ég“f'ﬁ?_éfrrfcg?ccu arbratea
(= . Couniry and Shore Combined moanitr=a —| | this magnificent and sumptuously fitted | | 2522 |electeic light, and wirelass.
— = house—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed ". e _BI.‘A'(I:N DIAMOND HL'NF =
________BOSTON MASS. _ | Solarinms overlook the Board-walkand the L0 1Y B 75 AT Weldon G PA. Khniteatmg2E"
Ocean. The environment,convenienceand

EL PURITAN g5 comforts of the Marlborough-Ienheimand

oM monwealth Ave [0 - the invigorating climate at Atlantie City

i ; make this the ideal place for a Swmmer

sojourn. Always open, Write for hand-
somely illustrated booklet. Josialh White

boakel with guide b : ) = A ! ;
Boaton nd ricmity | | & Sons Company, Proprietors & Directors

D S — ATLANTIC CITY, N.J.
CHICAGO ILL. Galen Hall Hotel and Sanatorinm.
- — — — o | New stone, brick & steel building. Always COME TO BATTLE CREEK
5% AN IDEAL SUMMER RESORT open, always ready, always busy. Table The Battle Creek Samlarum affords the most abundant

I Shoag B ond gt fom e | 300 Arvendace Wnstrvdssed. bl LS Al et
& — 0 syslem, 23 infe
L L TS b FORELAND ME: S o ey ]
ity i orien m'x‘:'g’“ﬁ'i'{ﬁ'ﬁn%".',',.’. West End Hotel (4} Facing Union Station. gran wilh usefol enterfainment. Guests have fhe wmmfed
excelled ---American or Our own farm &duiry supplies, Hot and eold water advantages tobe derived from favorable climalic condilions
Européan plan-.-Wrile in every room, Gurage  H. N. Castner, BEooklet, hainr-Mur :urrac'nqu:ﬁ;lﬁlglr;:u;rc\gqng;npgdtggr medr-
= for rates and booklel | | | T = cal supervision —— —_
3 omcaco seacriorey | | INTERVALE—WHITE MTS. N.H. | B THE SANITARIUM-BATTLE CREEK MICH.Box 109
o TaE SAmE smane T ——
—— —cnicaeo 1 | | INTERVALE HOUSE. === A Surrer Hone OF Re | " = —
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA S L G TNl WM [MT CLEMENS FAMOLIS MINERAL BATHS
HOTEL DRISCOLE | [ T e e st - FOR RHEUMATISM AND
Fares U. 8. Capitol, Near SPORTS, ORCHESTRA, EXCELENT TABLE  Booklek H.5 MupceTT “ d et NERYOUS BREAK DOWHS

T i WRITE FOR [NFORMAT|OM

; Sl Placns: Hismine SEATTLE WASH. AP THE COLONIAL

il Water, Electric Fans in Hotel Savo *12 stories of solid com- ! BOX:G M7 CLEMENS MIcH
TAOEI Rooms. Bath Gratls, Y' fort,” conecrete, steel &

Garare. Muosic. Am. #3, [ marble. At center of things. English erill. Where ToGo forms close for Sept. Mag-
Eur, 8150 up. Booklet. | Auro Bus. Rooms gl up. With bath #2 up. | azines, August 1st, for Oct. Sept, 1st

RELAXATION, RECUPEE&HEN'M oD IA CIRCULATION, PREVENTION.

A Scientific School Of H ] This is the only place you can get The
where all ailments are trtated and patients g7+ Mudlavia Treatment. It is directed by Dr

arg taugThf 'm:r”h 1uflivea°::_|irni?ohm rt'ﬂ @ﬁlfon- iR Geo;iga F. Butler, a diadénnsl ician of national
ous waste is the foundation of good hea Write R.B.Aramer. Box 80 Kramer. indiana, 1aMme. A recognized apostle of good cheer.
&nd fhe basis of our freaiment. For_24-Pace Book On Mudlavia_Treatment. Endorsed By 40000Patients, __Ash  Your DoGtor.

o

“ I wish to marry your daughter, sir.”
“ Better see her mother first.”
“ I have, but I still wish to marry your daughter.”

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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YOU CAN GET A PACKARD
IN SEPTEMBER

The season’s production of Packard «2-38”
six-cylinder cars was sold out in April and
fell 500 short of market requirements. We
thank our patrons for this endorsement.

For the past month we have been accepting
orders for the next model—deliveries to be
made in the early fall.

The Packard ¢«3-38” contains all the essen-
tial features of the previous model, and in
addition those refinements which would natur-
ally accrue at this advanced stage of Packard
development.

Twenty styles of open and closed bodies,
ranging from two to seven passengers, give a
range of choice fitted to every use and satisfy-
ing the individual taste.

No advance in price. Catalog on request.

PACKARD MOTOR CAR COMPANY
DETROIT - MICHIGAN

In .cm__\'?'w'ing-rrr_!-:'r'm'.s{'nmsa’s please mention SCRIBNER'S ,-11'."1(}‘-1_‘21_-'\-’!;' T



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

SON’S thoughtfulness gives the old homestead the protection as
A well as the conveniences afforded by modern science. The Pyrene

fire extinguisher, recognized as the most efficient weapon against
incipient fires—easy to operate and instantly effective—is as great a
necessity as the telephone. It is always at hand, to use when the blaze
starts—long before any outside aid could be summoned, even by the tel-
ephone. Will you risk the danger of a fire tragedy in the old home hy
denying it this protection? -

Ready for use, and is easlly refilled.  Promplly extinguishes vieious gasolene,

oil ancd clectrieal fires. Idocs not Injure most delieate fabrics. Write our nearest
office for convinelng evidenece in booklet form, " The Vital Five Minutes," free.

PYRENE MANUFACTURING CO., 1358 Broadway, N. Y.

Brass and Nickel-plated Fyrene ‘Fire Extinguishers are the only one-quart fire extinguishers in-
cluded in the lists of Approved Fire Appliances issued by the National Ecard of Fire Underwriters

Aberdeen, 5. D Boston Cincinnatj Fargo,N.D.  Oklahoma City  St. Loui

et Bridgepart Clavdand ren € | Jibioville  Fhiladeihis S Poul

l,.::-.Idcrsan. G (B_}I:Fiallcntt N.C B:ytcn I_r\;?ulsv}:i_le ;!mcgm Salt Lake City
tlanta “harlotte, N. C. nver emphis ittsburg San Antonio

foltignore Ch_ar[cston.W-Va- BcirDLE: EXT!F\‘E?:RR]IER Milwaukee Richmond York, Neb.

Birmingham Chicago ulu New Orleans

PACIFIC COAST DISTRIBUTORS: GORHAM FIRE APPARATUS CO., San Francisco, Los Angeles, Scattle
Distributors for Canada: May-Oatway Fire Alarms, Ltd., Winnipeg, Vancouver, Torontn
Distributors for Great Britain and the Continent; The Pyrene Co. Ltd., 19-21 Great Queen St., London, W. G

7
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COPYGHT Tut4 BY THE PROCTER & GAMELE 0. CANDINNATI

THE people you meet on the hotel veranda, along the beach, on the tennis
court, in the ballroom, the pleasure bent men and women who always
appear fresh, cool and scrupulously clean—they prove the possibilities in
Ivory Soap.

Their soft, smooth skin shows that, after exposure to the hot sun, the lvory
bath is as beneficial as it is delightful; that the mild, pure lather can do
nothing but good, and allays, rather than aggravates, any irritation from heat
or perspiration.

Their fresh summer garments show that Ivory Soap can be trusted for the
most exacting and seemingly impossible cleansing; that, working safely
wherever water itself does no harm, the non-alkaline, neutral Ivory restores
to their original beauty the most delicate woolens, silks, linens and laces—
the garments which one loves to wear and dreads to clean.

[VORY SOAP. . L (| ..99#% PURE

M
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" i The stomach that calls

attention to itself is not
a good stomach. The
servant who requires
your instruction is not
serving. The greatest
attribute a motor car
can have isunobtrusive-
ness. Service comes
first, the service that
you can lean upon, that
requires neither adjust-
ment nor allowance in
your plans.
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