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Any motor car is a source of pleasure. A few motor cars are a source of pride. 

A possession is doubly prized when it is uncommon, as well as excellent. The 
Uncommon Car is more than an excellent car. I t is rare, as well as fine. 

In America, motor cars, like almost everything else, are produced in large 
quantities. The Locomobile is an interesting exception. The Locomobile is 
an uncommon car because it is produced in small numbers. 

The fixed policy is to concentrate on a few fine cars, not more than Four 
Cars a Day. Only one motorist in every three hundred owns a Locomobile. 
1 he fact tha t only one thousand Locomobile closed cars have been produced in 
ten years also illustrates the Locomobile idea of Quality instead of Quanti ty . 

Limiting our production of fine motor cars enables us to specialize in details; 
enables us to express the requirements of those Families who are accustomed to 
the note of Individuality in all their selections. 

Uncommon Interiors, in wide variety, are designed by Mr. John J. Peti t of 
New York, and finished in French Tapestries, English Broadcloths, French 
Velvets and Velours, selected and imported exclusively for Locomobile users. 

Silk Curtains, Laces, Braids, and Carpets woven specially to match the indi
vidually decorated interiors. 

Durable and finely finished Coach Work. Designs executed after the manner 
of the leading Foreign and American stylists. 

MAKERS OF FINE MOTOR CARS 

Lighting Fixtures by the Tiffany Studios. Adequate and becoming interior 
lighting effects. 

UNCOMMON CAR 

of America 
LOCOMOBILE C O M P A N Y 

Tke 
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Hamilton Watch 
The Watch of Railroad Accuracy 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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These Engineers, Conductors and 
Trainmen of Fast Limited Passenger 
Trains, and thousands more, carry the 
Hamilton Watch because of its accuracy. 

Railroad men's judgment of a watch 
commands respect . They agree on 
Hami l ton Accuracy . Jewelers k n o w 
h o w watches wear and they agree on 
Hami l ton Durabil ity. 

Write for the Hamilton Watch Book 
—"The Timekeeper" 

It pictures and describes the various Hamilton models 
and gives interesting watch information. 

There are twenty-five models of the Hamilton 
Watch. Every one has Hamilton quality and Hamilton 
accuracy. They range in price from $12.25 for move
ment only (in Canada $12.50) up to the superb Hamilton 
masterpiece at $150.00. Your jeweler can show you 
the Hamilton you want, either in a cased watch or in 
a movement only, to be fitted to any style case you 
select, or to your own watch case if you prefer. 

H A M I L T O N W A T C H C O M P A N Y 
D e p t . N Lancaster, Pennsylvania 
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Use the Mellin's Food Method of Milk Modification. 

Hirmeth Kennedy, 
Madrid,N.Y. 

A 
Mellin's Food Girl 

Cow's milk should be the basis of your baby's 
diet when you resort to artificial feeding. 

That your baby may grow and develop prop
erly, cow's milk must be modified, or changed, 
to meet the requirements of the baby's digestion. 
This is easily and scientifically done by the addi
tion of Mellin's Food. 

Send today for a trial bottle. 

Mellin's Food Company, Boston, Mass. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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MAGAZINE NOTES 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE has made the fullest 

plans to give its readers the most authoritative 
and graphic impressions of the great war in 
Europe, and of its significance and bearing on 
the world's history and the new map of Europe. 
Richard Harding Davis, who has already sent 
some of his brilliant and vivid despatches to 
the New York Tribune, will write for the Maga
zine. He was arrested recently, as will be re
membered, as a spy in Mexico, and now he 
has just escaped being shot by the Germans. 
His pictures of the German 
entry into Brussels and the 
destruction of L o u v a i n 
were thrillingly picturesque 
and impressive. The ex
tracts are both from the 
Tribune : 

"Wha t came after them, 
and twenty-four hours later 
is still coming, is not men 
marching, but a force of 
nature like a tidal wave, an 
avalanche, or a river flood
ing its banks. At this min
ute it is rolling through 
Brussels as the swollen 
waters of the Conemaugh 
Valleyswept through Johns-
town. 

"At the sight of the first 
few regiments of the enemy 
we were thrilled with inter
est. After for three hours 
they had passed in one un
broken steel gray column 
we were bored. But when 
hour after hour passed and 
there was no halt, no breath-
ing time, no open spaces 
in the ranks, the thing be
came uncanny, inhuman. 
You returned to watch it, 
fascinated. I t held the 
mystery and menace of fog rolling toward 
you across the sea." . . . 

" I left Brussels on Thursday afternoon. 
For two hours on Thursday night I was in 
what for six hundred years had been the City 
of Louvain. The Germans were burning it, 
and to hide their work kept us locked in the 
railroad carriages. But the story was written 
against the sky, was told to us by German sol
diers incoherent with excesses; and we could 
read it in the faces of women and children being 
led to concentration camps, and of citizens 
on their way to be shot." 

A full and complete account of his experi
ences and impressions will appear in an early 
number of the Magazine. 

The Magazine will give impressions of the 
war, both in its military and humanitarian 
aspects, and of its effect upon the economic, 
political, and industrial conditions of the world. 
In early numbers William Morton Fullerton, 
whose book, "Problems of Power, a Study of 
International Politics from Sadowa to Kirk-
Kilisse," is an authority, will write of Inter

national Problems of the 
War and their effect on the 
Map of Europe. Edith 
Wharton, who was in Paris 
when war was declared, will 
give her impressions of the 
exciting scenes following. 
A. Barton Hepburn, of the 
Chase National Bank, and 
the author of volumes on 
finance, will write of the 
commercial and financial 
Effects of the War on the 
United States, and their 
solution. 

Colonel Roosevelt con
cludes his wonderful story 
of exploration and adven
ture in the Brazilian wilder
ness in the November num
ber with his article, " Down 
an Unknown River into the 
Equatorial Forest." 

"This river flowed north
ward toward the equator, 
but whither it would go, 
whether it would turn one 
way or another, the length 
of its course, where it would 
come out, the character of 
the stream itself, and the 

character of the dwellers along its banks—all 
these things were yet to be discovered." 

The journey was fraught with doubts and 
difficulties from the start. They met with a 
succession of rapids that made the length of the 
journey ever a problem, and as the days went 
by the question of food became a grave one, 
and sickness and loss of equipment added 
almost insurmountable burdens. The canoes, 
rough dugouts, were unfit for fast water, and 
they had to be dragged over portages or let 
down the rapids with ropes. The strain of the 
journey and the lack of food led to what 

(Continued on page TO.) 

Ready for the Start. 

From a photograph by Hetnrich Schuhmaim. 
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8 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

The November SCRIBNER 

The Great War in Europe 
The progress and effects of the 
war in Europe will be fully cov
ered by the highest authorities. 

Richard Harding 
Davis 

will write of the war for Scribner's 
Magazine. Whatever the war corre
spondents are permitted to see Mr. 
Davis can he counted upon to describe 
with the skill of long experience and 
in his vivid, picturesque style. 

Articles already arranged for early numbers, to follow 
Sir Henry Norman's brilliant and stirring "Armaged
don—The Forging of a Great Peace," include Edith 
Wharton's Impressions of War scenes in Paris, William 
Morton Fullerton on International Problems of the War 
and their effect upon the Map of Europe. An article by 
A. Barton Hepburn, of the Chase National Bank, a fore
most authority, will discuss Commercial and Financial 
Effects of the War on the United States and their solution 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Subscriptions to Scribner 's Magazine may begin with any number. The subscription price is $3.00 a year . 
Remittances by draft, express or postal money order, or in currency if sent by registered mail. No 
extra charge for Canadian postage, For other countries in the postal union single subscriptions $4.00. 
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The November S C R I B N E R 

Theodore 
Roosevelt's 
"Down an Unknown 
River into the Equato
rial F o r e s t . " The thrill
ing story of the end of a hazardous journey through the 
rapids and escape from starvation and disaster. Illus
trated from photographs by Kermit Roosevelt and Others 

Aerial Fox and Geese, by J. F. J. Archibald. The game 
played by the Austrian balloon corps and pursuing automobiles. Illustrated 

Norway and the Norwegians from an American Point 
of V i e w , b y P r i c e C o l l i e r . The life of the people, the social, 
political, and economic aspects of this wonderful country. 

The Stadium and College Athletics, by Lawrence Perry. 
The great concrete football amphitheatres the colleges have built and 
are building. The first complete account of the immense new struc
tures at Yale and Princeton, where the games will be played this 
fall. Illustrated 

Short Stories of Varied and Exceptional Interest: 
" The Adventurer," by Nelson Lloyd. " The Necessity of Being Irish," 
by Maurice Francis Egan. " Pa-Jim," by Wilbur Daniel Steele. 
" Knives and Forks," by L. Brooke. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



MAGAZINE NOTES 
Colonel Roosevelt describes as "a strange and 
terrible tragedy," the murder of one of the 
most useful men of the expedition, under the 
most trying circumstances. For days no one 
knew whether any of the party would ever 
reach civilization again; food and the baggage 
were "cut to the bone" to lighten burdens. 
Both Colonel Roosevelt and Kermit were sick 
with the fever, as were many others of the 
party. The narrative is full of incident, of pic
turesque descriptions, of a never failing spirit 
of quiet endurance, and the determination to 
fight to the finish. One day in April they had 
passed the period "when there was a chance of 
peril, of disaster for the whole expedition": 

"We put upon the map a river some fifteen 
hundred kilometres in length, of which the 
upper course was not merely utterly unknown 
to, but unguessed at by, anybody; while the 
lower course, although known for years to a 
few rubber-men, was utterly unknown to car
tographers. I t is the chief affluent of the 
Madeira, which is itself the chief affluent of 
the Amazon." 

Balloons and aeroplanes have added a new 
horror to modern warfare, and the reports of 
their use at Antwerp and over Paris, and in 
scout duty have a thrilling and terrible interest. 
James F. J. Archibald, the war correspondent, 
in an article in which he describes the game of 
"Aerial Fox and Geese," played in Austria as 
a sport, says: 

"The aviation corps of the Austrian army 
will undoubtedly be a great surprise to the 
world during the European war, as it is far 
more advanced in efficiency and numbers than 
is generally believed. For several years the 

government has devoted much attention to 
this important branch of the military arm and 
has brought it up to a splendid standard. To 
accomplish this the authorities have made 
every effort possible, until to-day they have 
more than three hundred aeroplanes and bal
loons at their command, with sufficient pilots 
and mechanicians." 

The game is played between balloons and 
pursuing automobiles. 

In Price Collier's second article on Norway, 
in the November number, he gives a most 
favorable impression of the people, of their fine 
self-possession, their lack of nervous hurry, 
their admirable social balance, their schools, the 
position of women, and the great question of 
the regulation of the liquor traffic. I t must be 
the happy-hunting land for the housekeeper, 
with cooks for $6 and $8 a month, housemaids 
$5 a month, where families can live on $500 
and $600 a year, and keep a servant. 

Many of the great universities have out
grown their old athletic and football fields, and 
the result has been the Harvard Stadium, with 
a seating capacity of 35,000 all told, the Prince
ton Stadium, holding 41,000, and now the 
great Yale Bowl, capable of providing seats for 
60,000. Just what has led to these great struc
tures and other similar amphitheatres, the 
pros and cons of the question of the growth 
of athletics in our colleges, is the subject of 
Lawrence Perry's article in November, on 
"The Stadium and College Athletics." 

Model of the Vale Bow 
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Fireproof, age-proof, damp-proof, vermin-proof—warmer in Winter, cooler in Summer 

Why Build of Other Materials 
When You Can Build of Natco ? 

NOT one single sound argument has been developed 
against Natco construction, and every one of its innu

merable advantages is an argument against all other forms 
of construction. 
The truth becomes plainer and clearer the more the subject 
is l o o k e d in to . You Will find every Natco argument strong, every 
argument against it Weak.. 

Partitions, floors and roof as well as exterior walls can have Natco 
construction and Natco fire safety—there are different forms of Natco 
Hollow Tile for their different requirements . None is genuine Natco 
unless it bears pressed into the Hol low Ti le the t rademark " 'Natco.'' 

More information as to Natco Hollow Tile will be found in the new 32-page handbook, 
"FIREPROOF HOUSES OF NATCO HOLLOW TILE," containing 25 illustrations oi 
Natco residences and being an invaluable guide to the prospective builder. Mailed to any 
address upon receipt of 10 cents to cover postage. 

NATIONAL FIRE -PROOFING- COMPANY 
PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA ORGANIZED 1889 

Offices In All 
Principal 

Cities 

Write Today 
Dept. D 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

NATCO 
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Riska 

C O N I N G S B Y D A W S O N ' S 

New Novel 

THE RAFT 
T H E R A F T is a panorama of the romance 

available in a work-a-day world. 

A richer story and quite different from 

Mr . Dawson's T H E GARDEN W I T H O U T W A L L S 

which was the literary surprise of last autumn. 

Like the earlier book it is aglow with romance 

and beauty. 

It is a gallant story and teaches that life is 

an affair of courageous chivalry. 

Some of the characters are whimsical, some 

fanciful, some tender; all are youth-intoxicated 

and poignantly real with their contrasting ideals 

and purposes. 

At all Book Stores 

$1.35 net 

With character sketches by ORSON LOWELL 

Glory 

H E N R Y H O L T 
A N D C O M P A N Y 

Publishers New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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THE AUCTION BLOCK 
By REX BEACH 

R e x Beach 's new novel has just been published, and is for 

sale at your bookseller 's. 

The story is writ ten with all the au thor ' s well-known virility 

of style, and has more humor than any other of Beach's books. 

28 Illustrations by Charles D. Gibson 

Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.35 net 

HOW IT HAPPENED 
By KATE LANGLEY BOSHER 

H e r e in this new novel Mrs. Bosher gives in full measure 

the ever-welcome Chris tmas story with its Dickensian spirit of 

love, softening of hear ts , and good cheer. Carmencita , aged 

twelve, is of the race of Mary Carys, who laugh even though 

they would often ra ther cry. Illustrated. $1.00 net 

THE LETTER 
O F THE 

CONTRACT 
BAS1L~KING 

THE LETTER OF By BASIL 
THE CONTRACT KING 

Face to face with one of the greatest problems of the day 
s tand the hero and the heroine of Mr. King ' s new novel. T h e y 
learn at last the t r u th—tha t while the law must take account of 
the letter, the human heart is spiritually elastic. The severing 
of their marr iage contract could not put an end to their love, 
whose roots went too deep. 

Illustrated. Post 8vo, Cloth, $1.00 net 

THE LOST BOY 
By HENRY VAN DYKE 

Here we have the story of The Boy lost in the City of 
Jerusalem. The New Tes tament tells how Jesus, the little 
child, became separa ted from his parents and lost. Dr. van 
Dyke , with devotional imaginat ion, has t raced with reverent 
pen the wander ings of " T h e Lost Boy ." 

16mo, Illustrated, Cloth, 50 cents net. 16mo, Illustrated, Leather, 
$1.00 net. Octavo, Illustrated in Color, Ornamented Cover, $1.00 net 

HARPER & BROTHERS 
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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THE AUCTION BLOCK 
' By Rex Bench 

How it 
Happened 

The Lost Boy 
Henry 

Von Dyke 

and just as sweet 
and charming 
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The Anti-Trust Act and 
The Supreme Court 

By the Hon. William H. Taft 
Very timely and authoritative is this volume in 

which former President Taft discusses in all its bear
ings the Sherman Anti-Trust Law, the proposed 
amendments to it, the effect of its decisions upon busi
ness in the past and its probable influence in the 
future. Post 8vo. $1.25 net 

Party Government in 
the United States 

of America 
By Prof. William M. Sloane 

A history of American politics, an exposition of 
party political tendencies in practice. The evolution 
and development of the different parties are traced 
back to their beginnings, and the relations between 
parties and Congress, parties and the judiciary, 
parties in the State and City government, are fully dis
cussed. The trend of the United States Government 
from the Revolution is traced down to 1914. 

Crown 8vo. $2.00 net 

A GUIDE TO 
GOOD ENGLISH 

By Robert P. Utter 
The first part deals with spelling, punctuation, 

grammar, sentence and paragraph structure. The 
second part explains methods applied to expository 
and argumentative writing. The third part treats of 
prosody and English grammar. 

FAMOUS AFFINITIES 
OF HISTORY 
By Lyndon Orr 

The great romances of the world—the stories of 
conquerors who have lost empires for love, of queens 
who have stooped from their thrones that they might 
not miss what their meanest subject could enjoy—are 
told here in a style piquant with interest, yet so clean 
that there is nothing to offend. 

Illustrated. Octavo. $2.00 net 

THE 
UNSEEN EMPIRE 

By Atherton Brownell 
Of unusual timely interest is this play in which 

Germany is about to make war upon Great Britain. 
The courage of a young girl—owner of the great gun 
works of the Empire—and American diplomacy are 
two forces exerted for peace. The result is surprising. 

Crown 8vo. $1.25 net 

EDUCATING 
THE CHILD AT HOME 

By Ella Frances Lynch 
A practical book which goes into careful details, 

setting forth clearly the simple and effective ways of 
home instruction in such universal subjects as English, 
spelling, arithmetic, writing, and drawing. It is in
tended not only for parents, but for teachers of kinder
garten and elementary grades. 

Post 8vo. $1.30 net 
HARPER'S HOME ECONOMICS 

16mo. 1.00 net 

PLANNING AND FURNISHING THE HOME 
By Mary J. Quinn 

Miss Quinn goes into the question of good furnishing at a cost which is possible and practical for 
the average homemaker. The book lays down general principles, but it gives also many specific 
directions, for the every-day homemaker who wants her home to be beautiful, but does not know how 
to go to work to bring about the result. l6mo. $1.00 net 

HOW TO COOK AND WHY 
By Elizabeth Condit and Jessie A. Long 

Presents in simple language the scientific principles underlying cookery. Here are the facts, 
principles and general directions which enable the housekeeper to use cook-books and to learn to be 
somewhat independent of them also. This book has been written to meet the needs of the girl of 
high-school age and the average housekeeper. l6mo. $1.00 net 

HARPER & BROTHERS 
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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THE HANDS 
OF ESAU 

By 
Margaret Deland 

The story of a young man 
whose real nature, under the 
disguise which deceived even 
himself, was betrayed by a 
circumstance significant of a 
moral flaw. From the time 
he was a little boy his mother 
had begged him to "keep 
your father's name honored," 
so he never dreamed that this 
father had been an embezzler 
of the meanest kind. The 
conclusion is as inevitable 
and as faithful to human 
nature as Mrs. Deland's con
clusions always are. 

Illustrated. $1.00 net 

THE COPY-CAT 
and Other Stories 

By Mary E. 
Wilkins Freeman 

These stories reveal the full 
measure of this author's dis
tinguished style. Here is in
sight into the deeps of human 
nature, humor, and pathos. 
Children and young people 
and old people who have 
never lost a certain youth
ful innocence play the prin
cipal parts in these tales. 
Several of the characters re
appear in different stories. 
"The Copy-Cat" is a plain 
little girl whose admiration 
for one of her dainty com
panions leads her to imitate 
her friend in every way. 

Illustrated. $1.25 net 

THE 
NEW CLARION 

By 
Will N. Harben 

A tale of love and mys
tery in the Georgia Moun
tains, with all the humor of 
Abner Daniel and Pole Baker 
—and both of these charac
ters are in this new book. 
Added to the realistic pic
tures of a mountain com
munity is a spiritual fervor 
and homely fun. The bright 
young editor of a country 
newspaper is accused of mur
der, and Abner Daniel's wits 
work to save his friend. 

Frontispiece. $1.35 net 

JUST AROUND 
THE CORNER 

By 
Fannie Hurst 

These stories of New York 
life are sure to make the 
reader exclaim, " O. Henry! " 
Here are the same knowl
edge and sympathy for lives 
which are buffeted or borne 
there by the metropolitan 
stream, the humor and the un
expected climax. The hero
ines of along Broadway ro
mances are all working-girls, 
women, as the city made 
them, such as we pass in the 
crowd. 

Illustrated. $1.35 net 

LOOKING 
AFTER SANDY 

By 
Margaret Turnbull 

An engaging story of nor
mal American youth, of the 
natural companionship of 
boys and girls prolonged into 
manhood and womanhood. 
Little red-haired Sandy, aged 
eleven, an orphan, was adopt
ed by a man who had six 
children of his own. Their 
loyalty, their fun, their love 
affairs, and Sandy's successes 
are told in a novel which 
will appeal to readers old 
and young. 

Illustrated. $1.35 net 

THE LIGHTS 
ARE BRIGHT 

By Louise 
Kennedy Mabie 

A story of industrial in
trigue with, curiously enough, 
a lovable and altogether fem
inine woman as the central 
figure—a new type of modern 
fiction. Full of the spirit 
and significance of the Great 
Lakes is this new novel by 
the author of "Wings of 
Pride"—of their beauty and 
their importance. 

" This story is well told, well 
characterized, inspiriting and 
dramatic. Moreover, the lake 
air it exhales is refreshingly 
bracing and clean." 

—Chicago Record-Herald. 
Frontispiece. $1.25 net 

HARPER & BROTHERS 
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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THIS IS 
JOAN SAWYER 

the best dancer in 
America, in her inter
pretation of the Hesi
tation Waltz. Pictures 
and text showing this 
and other new steps 
and how to do them, 
in the October 

WOMAN'S HOME 
COMPANION 

15c. on all news-stands 

TO THE MOTHER 
AND MOTHER-TO-BE 

The Woman's Home 
Companion is back of 
all Better Babies Move
ments—133,421 babies 
have been tested and 
measured by the Better 
Babies Bureau of the 
Woman's Home Com
panion. A new service 
formothers,even more 
wonder fu l and far 
reaching, is described 
in the October 

WOMAN'S HOME 
COMPANION 

15c. on all news-stands 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

16 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 16a 

Harold Bell Wright 
must have written with jaws set and soul 
on fire. He strikes a powerful blow, 
convicting and convincing, at artists and 
authors prostituting their work and other 
present day evils in art and literature in 

His Greatest Novel 

Nearly 7 5 0 , 0 0 0 Copies Already Sold 

EYES OF THE WORLD 
Illustrations in Colors by F. Graham Cootes 

Cloth 12mo $ 1 . 3 5 Net 
A Real Love Story with bigger plot and more action, deeper mystery and greater 
love, sweeter sentiment and stronger passions than any novel the author has yet 
written. A delightfully wholesome romance among orange groves and mountains. 
Harold Bell Wright has told this delightful romance so convincingly and has so 
clearly defined the underlying purpose of the story that it is stamped with the truth
fulness of a chapter out of real life. The theme, "the ministry of art and letters," 
is most opportune for the cause of more wholesome books. 

Other Books by Harold Bell Wright 
Each volume is beautifully illustrated, handsomely bound, uniform with "The Eyes 

of the World," in red cloth and stamped in gold. Each $1.35 Net 

Their Yesterdays The Calling of Dan Matthews 
That Printer of Udell's The Winning of Barbara Worth 

The Shepherd of the Hills 
Harold Bell Wright's books — six volumes — are also uniformly bound in Limp 

Full Leather, Gilt Tops, Each $1.85 Net 

Sold by Booksellers Everywhere 

Our Catalogue of Other Publishers' Books 
will be sent to you free upon request. It is 81/2 x 51/2 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 
advantages of a regular book store. We list books on all subjects and carry every book adver
tised in stock. Our catalogue is a carefully compiled book-buyer's guide. A letter or post 
card today will br ing it to you. 

THE BOOK SUPPLY COMPANY, Publishers and Booksellers 
ESTABLISHED 1895 E. W. REYNOLDS, President 231-233 W. Monroe Street, CHICAGO 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The Outlook's War News 
During the awful war that is now going on in Europe 

newspaper writers are not allowed to go to the front; 
they are forbidden to write or telegraph freely; the mili
tary censor and the new military science stand in the 
correspondents' way at every turn. Moreover, in such a 
war as that now raging, a dozen correspondents in several 
countries would be needed to make anything like an in
telligible survey. 

The Outlook has solved this unique news problem, 
and enables its readers to follow easily and clearly the 
events of the greatest war of modern history. It has 
added to its staff an accomplished war correspondent and 
assigned him to headquarters in New York City. This 
correspondent is Mr. Arthur Bullard, who in the past has 
traveled for The Outlook in Europe, the Balkan Terri
tory, and Africa. He is studying the news despatches, 
reading the foreign papers, utilizing his wide knowledge 
of the countries involved, obtaining direct information 
from individual and official sources, and is telling a week
ly story of the war which is readable, clear, and far 
closer to events than could be any series of letters from 

abroad. His story is reinforced by special articles 
from other expert writers, by editorial comment 

and correspondence, and by maps and illustrations. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Lyman Abbott, Editor 
Hamilton W. Mabie, Associate Editor 

Subscription Price, - $3 a Year 
As a trial introduction The Outlook will 

be sent for three consecutive weeks 
upon receipt of Six Cents in stamps. 

Fill out, detach, and mail the 
accompanying coupon. 

I 
inclose 
Six Cents 
in stamps for 
which please 
send me The Outlook 
for three consecutive 
weeks as a trial intro-
duction. 

(Scribners 

Name 

Address 

The Outlook, 287 Fourth Ave., New York 
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Loyal GERMAN-Americans, 
ATTENTION! 

EVERY 
German-American, and, in fact, all Amer

icans who enjoy good reading, will be glad to 
know that the best of the literature of 

"THE FATHERLAND" is now 
available to English readers. 
You and your children will en
joy this splendid set, which, 
The Literary Digest says: 

Must Find a Place in Every Im
portant Library in the Union." 

R i c h a r d M.Meyer 

The 
GERMAN 
CLASSICS 

of the XIXth and XXth Centuries 
TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH 

Opens for the first time to English readers the door 
of the Great Treasure House of German Literature 

The eminent men whose portraits appear on the left of this page are members of 
the Committee of Patrons, whose names guarantee the quality of this tremendous 
undertaking. 

The four portraits on the right are representative of more than fifty eminent scholars 
of this country and Europe, who are contributing to the success of the work. The 
reputation of Dr. Francke, Editor-in-Chief, as a scholar, and his exhaustive knowledge 
of German Literature, give ample assurance that the translations will be of the highest 
order and that the selection of material will leave no room for criticism. 

Kuno Francke, Ph.D., LL.D., Litt.D., head of the Ger
man Department at Harvard Univ., Editor-in-Chief. 

A Few of the Collaborating Editors and Translators: 
William Guild Howard, A.M., Harvard Univ. 
William Tenney Brewster, A.M., Columbia Univ. 
Marion D. Learned, Ph.D., L.H.D., Univ. of Penn. 
Percy Mackaye, A.B., Dramatist and Poet. 
William A. Cooper, Ph.D., Leland Stanford Univ. 
Charles Wharton Stork, Ph.D., Univ. of Penn. 

John Grier Hibben 

2 0 Sumptuous V o l u m e s 
Printed on hand-made, watermarked paper, inlarge 

clear type, with over 500 illustrations including colored 
frontispieces, portraits of the authors and many repro
ductions of famous paintings, handsomely and sub
stantially bound in cloth, half or full Morocco. 

PRE-PUBLICATION PRICE 
Owing to the fact that not all of the volumes are 

yet ready for delivery, a Special Pre-Publication Price 
has been made. This means you should order now, 
save money and secure one of the first sets off the press. 

Y o u Already H a v e 
in your library the best of America's authors, the best 
of England's, and translations of the great writers of 
France. Here for the first time is the opportunity to put 

The German Publication Society 
Dept. S, Scribner Building 

597-599 Fifth Avenue, New York 

an equally representative library 
of German Literature on your 
shelves. For the first time, and 
yet Germany is looked to for 
intellectual inspiration from 
every quarter of the earth. 

Let Us Send Y o u A d v a n c e 
Literature to Look Over 

Sign and mail the attached 
coupon now and we will send 
you a descriptive booklet, with 
sample pages and illustrations, 
and tell you of the Special Pre-
Publicaiion Offer. 

The Best Work of the 
Greatest German Authors 

More Than 100 of T h e m , in 
C o m p l e t e U n a b r i d g e d F o r m , 
P resen ted in Eng l i sh t h r o u g h 
t h e M e d i u m of the M o s t 
Per fec t T r a n s l a t i o n s . 

T h i s i s W h a t t h e 
G e r m a n C l a s s i c s 
will be. 

The 
German 

Publication 
Society 

Scribner Building 
597-599 Fifth Ave. 

Dept. S New York 

Please send me a booklet describing 
The German Classics and full partic

ulars of the Special Pre-Publication 
Price and plans of payment. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Kuno Francke 

count Johann Heinrich 
Von Bernstorff 

Charles W. E l i o t 

Hugo Munsterberg 

C a l v i n T h o m a s Hugo Reisinger Theodore Sutro 

Name. 

Address. 

City. State. 

William T B r e w s t e r 

H e n r y W o o d 

Rudolf Tombo, Jr 



16d SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

American Magazine 
Dorothy's Day to Remember 

She took her first automobile ride, made her first visit to a city 
and became engaged to a rich man she had never before seen 
—all on the same day, 

Dorothy is daring, brilliant, lovable, a worthy companion of 
Phoebe and Bamby. She is the heroine of a series of stories, 
which really make a novel, by MaraveneThompson, author of 
" T h e Woman's Law." 

Taming My Rebel Soul 
—by a girl who was saved in a reformatory! 

Getting Back on your Game 
—by Jerome D.Travers has an interest wider than golf. 

A New Era in the Movies 
—by Walter Prichard Eaton writing about the most popular 
of all amusements, with fine pictures of famous players. 

And Also 
Marjorie Benton Cooke Stephen Leacock W . M. Berger 
Bruce Barton Philip Curtiss Kin Hubbard 
Ray Stannard Baker James Montgomery Flagg B. A. Fowler 

15 Cents All News-stands 

October 
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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American Magazine 
GOOD Business 

N O W as the Uni ted States grasps the world in industry, 
commerce and finance, come the most significant articles ever 
written by the foremost journalist in America. 

Ida M.Tarbel l has been going up and down in the homes 
of Big Business. He r discoveries of fact are more romantic, 
more absorbing than fiction. 

One discovery is that Business is making the golden rule 
an asset for commercial reasons. 

Homeburg's Telephone Exchange 
George Fitch sings joyously of the telephone girl as the grandest 
of modern inventions. 

A Thief's Daughter • 
Another 6606 Boston Blackie prison tale, with all the power 
that comes of truth. 

The Ragtime King 
A young Jewish immigrant, who has made a fortune writing songs, 
is one of the five "Interesting People " in the October number. 

And Also 
Mary Greene Blumenschein N. C. Wyeth Dana Gatlin 
Katherine B. Davis Mollie Best Gelett Burgess 
Albert Levering F. Strothman C. M. Relyea 

15 Cents All News-stands 

October 
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Look for the new book by "The Novelist of the Home" 

Extract from letter: " Why don't publishers print a plain, truthful account of what the book 

really is instead of generalities and adjectives? "— See the two pages of this advertisement 

Ike 

The fireside scene from 
" The Twenty-Fourth of June" 

Twenty-Fourth of June 
Midsummer's Day 

By Grace S. Richmond 
" T h e Novelist of the Home ." Author of " Red Pepper Burns" etc. 

Grace S. R ichmond ' s new story, " T h e T w e n t y - F o u r t h of 
J u n e , " is in her own vein — a sympathe t ic and tender story 
of Amer ican home life. T h e r e are n o ex t ravagan t s i tuat ions, 
no a t tempt to cater to bizarre tastes in fiction. I t is a 

clean, merry and wholesome tale of how a wealthy and much-spoi led y o u n g millionaire gave 
up loafing and made good in business for the sake of a girl who despised him on accoun t of 
his Wealth. Frontispiece and decorations in two colors. Net $1.25 

The Place Beyond the Winds 
B y H a r r i e t T . C o m s t o c k 

Author of " J o y c e of the North Woods," " A Son of the Hil ls ," e t c 

In Priscilla, the daughter of Nathaniel Glenn of the In-Place, Mrs. Comstock has created a character 
which will stand beside "Joyce of the North Woods," her recent popular success. The story of how 
Priscilla got an education, in spite of her father, how she escaped to the city and how, in the course of 
her work, she overheard the secret which her conscience told her she could not keep, is a story that 
expresses a new conception of woman's place in the world. The romance that grows out of her decision 
is the natural union of two kindred souls. 

Illustrated by Harry Stafford Poller Net $1.25 

Joseph Conrad 
By Richard Curie 

A critique of the work of a great contemporary 
writer. Joseph Conrad has arrived and this is the 
first adequate appreciation of his work. 

Net $1.25 

Chance 
By Joseph Conrad 

Fifth Large Printing 

Mr. Conrad's latest and most successful work. In 
The New Weekly (London) it was voted " t h e 
greatest novel of 1914." 

Net $1.35. Leather, Net $1.50 

By and Large 
By Franklin B. Adams ("F.P.A.") 

Author of " I n Other Words," "Tobogganing on Parnassus." 

The latest collection of merry satires on the life and 
foibles of the day, by the editor of " The Conning 
T o w e r " of the New York Tribune. 

Net $1.00 

Change 
By J. O. Francis 

Volume VII of The Drama League Series of Plays. 
PREVIOUS VOLUMES: 

"Kindling," by Charles Kenyon 
" A Thousand Years Ago," by Percy MacKaye 
" T h e Great Galeoto," by Jose Echegaray 
" T h e Sunken Bell," by Gerhart Hauptmann 
" M a r y Goes First," by Henry Arthur Jones 
" Her Husband's Wife," by A. E. Thomas 

Each, Net 75 cents 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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"BAMBI" has arrived in book form. Don't miss her! 

BAMBI 
By Marjorie Benton Cooke 

Author of " D r . David," etc. 

"Bambi" is here ! She arrived on the 26th of September. 

Do you know her ? Have you heard of her ? Don't 
make the mistake of missing her. 

First " Bambi" captivated her publishers — two of them. 
Then she set out to storm the citadels of the booksellers 
all over the country — and that is harder work than the Germans had at Liege. But she got 
them all, did " Bambi." 

" Bambi " is a book. But what is more important, she is a person. " Bambi " takes possession of 
you within the first five pages—so bear that in mind before you start her gay, light-hearted story. 

Illustrated by Alary Greene Blumenschein. Net $1.25 

Bambi and Jarvis arrive in New York 

The Teeth of the Tiger 
By Maurice Leblanc 

Author of " 8 1 3 , " " T h e Crystal Stopper," etc. 

In which Arsene Lupin solves the mystery of the death of Mr. Fauville and his son. The lives 
of a dozen or more persons are involved and 1oo million francs are at stake and the only clue 
is " the teeth of the tiger." You will be glad that the report of Lupin's death was premature 
when you see him in the new adventure. 

Illustrated. Net $1.25 

Penrod 
By Booth Tarkington 

Author of " A Gentleman from Indiana" 'Monsieur Beaucaire." etc. 

Booth Tarkington's story of a boy is undiluted fun from beginning to end. You'll laugh as 
thirty thousand others have before you over the adventures of this irrepressible youngster. 

Fourth Large Printing. Really illustrated by Gordon Grant. Net $1.25 

The War Manual 
of "The World's Work" 

The War Manual contains articles on the 
armies and navies of Europe by well-known 
military authorities, sketches of those in 
control of the Great Powers now at war, 
different aspects of the war, its causes, its 
probable effects. There are nearly 1300 
subjects covered in the index and there are 
over 100 maps and illustrations. 

Paper, net 25 Cents; Cloth, net 50 cents; 
Leather, net $1.00 

COUPON 
Check the books you are interested in on these 
pages and return with signed coupon to your book
seller. If there is no bookseller near you, mail it 
to Doubleday , Page & Company, Garden 
City, N. Y. 
We do not wish to interfere with the trade of the 
bookseller; we wish that every locality in the 
United States had a good bookseller and that you 
would buy the books selected from him; our sug
gestion is addressed to readers who have no con
venient bookstore to go to. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Do you want authentic, comprehensive, illustrated news of 
the European War? 

Norman Hapgood, editor of Harper's Weekly, was in London 
when war was declared. While other publications were frantically 
trying to secure passage for their representatives, our arrange
ments for the ablest representation possible were completed and 
in operation. Our first war dispatch was cabled to us by Mr. 
Hapgood and on the press the day Great Britain declared war. 
Harper's Weekly is covering the war with an accuracy, insight 
and breadth of vision that all the newspaper reading in the world 
can't give you. 

As a weekly record of current history—brilliant, forceful, 
authoritative—you want Harper's Weekly for the next few months. 
And save your copies; they'll be as valuable some day as Civil 
War Harper's are now. 

Just write your name and address on the coupon and send it 
back at once with a two dollar bill at our risk, for the next six 
months of Harper's Weekly—every issue a thrilling chronicle of 
history in the making. 

Send the $2.00 quick; we'll be kept busy from now on filling 

orders for Harper's Weekly. The price is $5.00 a year; 
you're getting a war-time reduction. 

251 Fourth Ave., 
New York HARPER'S WEEKLY 

251 Fourth Avenue 
New York City 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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HARPER'S 
W E E K L Y , 

For this coupon and the 
enclosed $2.00 please enter 
my subscription to H A R P E R ' S 
W E E K L Y for six months, begin
ning with the first possible issue. 

Name. . . . 

Address. . 
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VON H E E R I N G E N and VON M O L T K E 

T H E R E A L C A U S E S OF T H E 
G R E A T 

WAR 
R E V E A L E D BY T H E KAISER'S 

SPY 

The Secrets of the German War Office 
By Dr. ARMGAARD KARL GRAVES, Secret Agent 

With the collaboration of Edward Lyell Fox 

In the pages of this book, written months ago, the author predicts the 
present European conflict. Read the remarkable chapter on 

THE GERMAN WAR MACHINE 

Dr. Graves was for years a successful spy in the Kaiser's service. 
With characteristic ruthlessness he exposes the details of his secret 
missions that have had a startling influence on the present war, and 
reveals for the first time the operations of Germany's secret diplomacy. 

8vo . Illustrated. $1.50 net. Postage 14 cents 

T h e L o v e Letters of J u l i e t t e Droue t to 
V i c t o r H u g o 

THE RECORD OF A GREAT DEVOTION 
Edited by Louis Gimbaud. Translated by Theodora Davidson 

By force of a dominant will, Hugo cloistered this beautiful girl in a shabby 
apartment, and, when she complained of ennui, told her to write everything 
that caused her heart to beat. This is the originating idea of the letters out 
of some twenty thousand of which the editor has selected the most witty and 
eloquent. 

8vo. Illustrated. $2.50 net; postage 20 cents 

With t h e F l o w e r s a n d T r e e s in C a l i f o r n i a 
By CHARLES FRANCIS SAUNDERS 

Author of "Under the Sky in California." Illustrated with pictures in color by Elisabeth 
H. Saunders and from photographs by the author 

This delightful introduction to the wonders of California plant life is not a 
scientific treatise, but is at once a useful guide to the flower-crowned mesas 
and ancient forests and a charming " taking home" gift for the tourist. 

8vo. $2.50 net. Postage 16 cents 

U n d e r s t a n d i n g the F r e n c h 
By ROLLIN LYNDE HARTT 

A friendly and comprehensive study of the every-day living charm of 
modern French life in Paris and the provinces, written from the vantage point 
of the artist beguiled by the varied beauties and harmonies and from a 
writer's intimate knowledge of the backgrounds of literature and history. 

8vo. Illustrated. $1.50 net. Postage 14 cents 

At all booksellers or sent postpaid on receipt of price 

The Subterranean 
Brotherhood 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE 

Official investigations gen
erally accomplish noth ing; 
the prisoners from fear or 
other motives do not tell 
the truth. This book is a 
wonderfully vivid picture of 
life inside the walls of a 
prison, and a serious at tempt 
to reveal the insidious in
fluences which surround the 
convicts and how little in
centive they have for re
form. 

Svo. Illustrated. 
$1.50 net; postage 10 cents 

Travel 
M C B R I D E , N A S T & C O . 

UNION SQUARE P U B L I S H E R S NEW YORK 
House & 
Garden 
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You get a whole new novel 
every month in 

MUNSEY'S 
MAGAZINE 

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

The Munsey with its com
plete novel and all other 

features costs you 15c. 

T h e same novel when it 
goes into book form will 

cost you $1.50. 
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Copr. Life Pub. Co. 

WHY BE A DOWN-AND-OUTER? 

The Down-and-Out 
Number of 

Life 
On sale everywhere in the United 
States, Tuesday, September 22nd. 
Holds the mirror up to all Down-
and-Outers. After seeing this copy 
of Life you will never be one. 

Every W e e k 
T e n C e n t s 
E v e r y w h e r e 

He never subscribed to L I F E . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

E n c l o s e d 
find One Dol-

lar (Canadian 
$1.13, F o r e i g n 

$1.26). Send LIFE 
for three months to 

Cheer up! Send for 
a copy of Minia-

ture Life. Sent 
on receipt of 

a two-cent 
stamp. 

Open only to new subscribers; no 
subscription renewed at this rate. 

LIFE, 54 West 31st Street, New York 

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

With vio- lets and champagne and elec- tricity to help, he 
dared to kiss her—there in that Spanish built town on the 
border, where the color of the Mexican has fired the cold courage of the 
Anglo-Saxon to a spirit of love and adventure—where men kill and women kiss 
on the jump. There this sly young man kissed the beautiful girl—and later, carefully dressed in 
an elaborate wrapper with her little bare feet in white swansdown slippers, she waited for him to 

come. And when he did, just by accident she turned the light the wrong way. A laugh, a 
whiff of heliotrope, a groping little hand on his arm. What he did was the 

Last thing you'd expect. Read this story and you will know why they call 

O. HENRY MASTER OF THE 
UNEXPECTED ENDING 

Send the coupon for 274 O.Henry Stories 
in 12 handsome volumes for 25 cents a 
week. Send the coupon and s ee for 
yourself why memorials to O. Henry are 
being prepared; why universities are 
planning tablets for him; why text books 
of English li terature are including his 
stories; why colleges are debating his place 
in l i tera ture ; why theatrical firms are 
vying with one another for r ights to 
dramat ize his stories — why O. Henry is 

considered to be the biggest, s trongest , livest 
force t h a t has broken loose in English litera
ture for m a n y a long year. 
Send the coupon and y o u will understand 
why, to women good or bad , grave or 
gay, weak or strong, O. Hen ry is always 
the big, clean minded, unders tanding, sym
pathet ic brother. Never has there been 
a m an who could wr i te of forbidden 
things with so delicate a touch, so 
gentle a hear t . 

Kipl ing FREE 6 VOLUMES 
179 STORIES 

179 Kipling stories and poems, in six volumes, are yours free—absolutely— 
with the O. Henry if you send the coupon today. 179 stories that burn with the 
yellow Indian sun, with Tommy Atkins' scarlet coat; with the tempestuous 
loves of the Englishman under a tropic sky; and the intrigues of clever, 
witty women far from home. You know them well—"Plain Talcs from the 4 
Hills"—"Barrack Room Ballads"—these and all the others that are 
Kipling's best you get for nothing if you send the coupon today. 

• Scrib 
10-14 

REVIEW 
O F 

REVIEWS 
30 Irving Place 

New York 
Send me on approval 

charges paid by you. 0. 
Henry ' s works in 12 vol-

umes, gold tops. ALSO the 
6 volume get of Kipling bound 

In c lo th , If I keep the books, I 
will remit $1 per month for 15 

months for the 0. Henry set only 
and retain the Kipling set wi thout 

Charge. Otherwise I win, within ten 
days, r e t u r n l o t h ects at your sxpense. 

is the time to send. Don ' t wait and be too late . Send today and join 
the army of 90,000. Send today for the 0 . Henry a t 25c a week and 
the Kipling for nothing. 

90,000 people have sent th is coupon—90,000 have wept and 
laughed over these pages— 90,000 people have received 
a set of Kipling free. Until we reaoh the 100,000 
mark we can continue the offer. Remember t ha t 
those who bought the first 8-volume edition a t 
$125 paid more for one volume than you pay 
for 1 2 - and j o u got the Kipling f r e e 
besides. 

Today 
S E N D 
C O U P O N 
W I T H O U T 
M O N E Y 

REVIEW OF REVIEWS CO. 
30 Irving Place NEW YORK 

Name 

Address 

This beautiful th ree-quar te r leather edition of O. H e n r y 
costs only ft few cents more a volume amd has proved 

a favorite binding. For this luxurious binding, change above 
to $1.50 a month for 13 months. 

Occupation . 
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And here is the 

JAPAN AND THE WAR by Lewis R. Freeman. 

WET OR DRY? The Pacific Coast States will vote on this 
vital question this Fall. 

PANAMA-PACIFIC EXPOSITION MURAL PAINTINGS— 
reproduced in colors with latest views of the "City of Color." 

THE FOURTH CRY OF EUREKA by Rufus Steele; the comple
tion of the iron trail into the redwoods and the opening up of a 
new country. 

AUTOBIRDS OF PASSAGE by E. Alexander Powell; through 
British Columbia, the last lap of a Pacific Coast automobile 
journey. 

EXCELLENT STORIES by James Francis Dwyer; Edward H. 
Hurlbut; Grant Carpenter; Winona Godfrey. 

PULSE OF THE PACIFIC—a comprehensive editorial review of 
things and happenings which affect the Sunset country. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

OCTOBER NUMBER OF THE NEW 

SUNSET 
T H E PACIFIC MONTHLY 

25C 

Wet o r Dry ? 
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In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

V O G U E 
WI T H the whole world at war the United States becomes a little world of 

itself. Every ordinary source of fashion news cut off, American women 
everywhere—from the most exclusive importer in New York to the little 

dressmaker in the smaller towns, from the society leader who spends $500 on a 
single gown to the woman who doesn't spend $500 in an entire season—all 
have turned to Vogue. 

More than ever before, Vogue stands absolutely alone as the authoritative 
source of what will be worn by really well dressed American women. More than 
ever before will you need its authoritative advice in your buying. Once, perhaps, 
you may have considered Vogue a luxury; this season, at least, Vogue is an 
absolute necessity for the woman who can't afford to waste money on clothes! 

$2 INVESTED IN VOGUE 
WILL SAVE YOU $200 

The gown you buy and never wear is the really expensive gown. Gloves, boots, 
hats that just miss being exactly what you want are the ones that cost more than 
you can afford. 

Why take chances again this season of confusion, when by merely sending the 
coupon, and at your convenience paying $2—a tiny fraction of the loss on a 
single ill-chosen hat or gown—you can insure the correctness of your whole 
Autumn and Winter wardrobe ? 

For $2 you may have before you at this important buying season, not only 
all Vogue's Autumn and Winter Fashion Numbers, but all the important Winter 
numbers that follow them. 

Here are the twelve numbers you will receive 
LINGERIE Jan. 1 
MOTOR & SOUTHERN Jan. 15 
DRESS MATERIALS Feb. 1 
SPRING FORECAST Feb. 15 
SPRING PATTERNS Mar. 1 
SPRING MILLINERY Mar. 15 

AUTUMN PATTERNS Oct. 1 
WINTER FASHIONS Oct. 15 
SHOPS Nov. 1 
VANITY Nov. 15 
CHRISTMAS GIFTS Dec. 1 
CHRISTMAS Dec. 15 

T h e Autumn Patterns Number is already on the newsstands. If 
no newsdealer is near send in this coupon. If you wish to en-

close the $2, and save us bookkeeping, we will show our 
appreciation by starting your subscription with the Fore

cast of Autumn Fashions Number, of September 15th, 
making thirteen numbers instead of twelve. If more 

convenient, send coupon without money. Your 
subscription will then start with the Pat-

terns and continue through the next eleven 
numbers. Bill will be sent to you 

about November 1st. 
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When you think of writing 
think of Whiting. 

WHITING'S 
WOVEN LINEN 

A paper made especially for 
the use of men in their per
sonal letter writing. I t has a 
virile substantial quality tha t 
gives it character and dignity. 
For many years this has been 
a favorite paper with members 
of congress at Washington, 
and among men of taste the 
country over. You can get 
this and the other leading 
Whiting papers a t any first-
class stationer's. 

WHITING PAPER COMPANY 
NEW YORK PHILADELPHIA CHICAGO 

ONE of the most propitious signs of the times is the con
stant ly growing interest in and discriminating appreci
ation of t rue art , in themselves unmistakable stamps, 
for the individual, of genuine refinement and culture. 

The International 
Studio 
offers each month a liberal education in art apprecia
tion, and keeps its readers in close touch with the 

progress of art by means of 
authoritat ive articles, reviews 
of exhibitions, studio news 
from all the important art centres of the world, 
and a wealth of superb illustrations in both 
color and half-tone, reproducing works of art of 
every description — paintings, sculpture, etchings, 
drawings, architecture, decorations, textiles, handi
crafts, etc., etc. 

5 0 CENTS A COPY 

JOHN LANE COMPANY 
1 1 6 W E S T 3 2 N D S T . , N E W Y O R K 

TRIAL SUB

S C R I P T I O N : 

3 MONTHS 
FOR $1.00 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

" M O S T B E A U T I F U L 
M A G A Z I N E P R I N T E D " 

$ 5 A YEAR 
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RECREATION 
Established 1893 

Out 

September 20th 

Buy Yours 
Early 

$1.50 

a year 

Tell Your 
Friends 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Leading Features October Recreation 
When the Snipe Come Down 
Hitting Big Game 
Keeping Baseball Clean 
The Proposed Rocky Mountain Park 

Charles B. Morss 
Edward C. Crossman 

Ban B. Johnson 
R. B. Marshall Shoals , S h a r k s , a n d t h e " M a r y D . " 

H u n t i n g in t h e Wind River M o u n t a i n s 
The Big Bluebil l F l ight 
T h e Professionally T ra ined Bird Dog 

T h e Kingfisher 's F e a t h e r 
Afoot Over t h e Nor th Caro l ina A p p a l a c h i a n s 
Seat t le to Skagway by Canoe 
H u n t i n g Moose on t h e Upper Fraser 

2 Duane Street, New York The Outdoor World Publishing Company 
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Crit icism 

In this complete collection is the varied 
and charming product of the author's muse 
in all her moods, grave and arch, serious 
and tender. No one has a lighter touch 
gracing more thoughtful substance whether 
in verse or prose. 

$1.50 net 

ANNOUNCEMENT 
Ready in October 

Through the 
Brazilian 

Wilderness 
A narra t ive of explora
tion in a pa r t of South 
America never before 
visited by civilized man 

By 

T H E O D O R E 
ROOSEVELT 

The American 
Natura l History 

A FOUNDATION OF USEFUL 
KNOWLEDGE OF THE HIGHER 
ANIMALS OF NORTH AMERICA 

BY WILLIAM T. HORNADAT, 
Sc.D., Director of the New York 
Zoological Park, author of "Two 
Years in the Jungle," "Our 
Vanishing Wild Life," etc. 
Entirely reset in four crown octavo 

volumes; with 16 full-page illustrations 
in colors, 67 full-page illustrations from 
original drawings and photographs, and 
nearly 300 text illustrations; and with 
numerous charts and maps. 
The set, in a box, $7.50 net; postage extra 

T h e Last Front ie r 
T H E WHITE MAN'S WAR FOR 
CIVILIZATION IN AFRICA 

BY E. ALEXANDER POWELL, 

F.R.G.S. 
A New and Cheaper Edition. 

Illustrated. $2.00 net 

The Gateway to 
the Sahara 

OBSERVATIONS AND EXPERIENCES 
IN TRIPOLI. A New and Enlarged 
Edition, including two new chap
ters and additional illustrations 
BY CHARLES W. FURLONG, 
F.R.G.S. 
With maps and 36 full-page illustra

tions, 6 in color, from drawings and photo
graphs by the author. 

$2.00 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Modern Theology 
and the Preaching of 
the Gospel 

BY WILLIAM ADAMS BROWN, 
D.D., author of " Christian 
Theology in Outline," "The 
Essence of Christianity," etc. 
In this book Professor Brown shows that 

modern theology is a good working the
ology, tha t it has a gospel vital and potent. 
Taking up the leading doctrines he shows 
how they have been reinterpreted in the 
light of modern science and philosophy, 
and makes it clear that they have lost none 
of their power to grip the heart and meet 
the deepest needs of human life. 

$1.25 net; postage extra 

The Holy Land of 
Asia Minor 

BY REV. FRANCIS E . CLARK,D.D. , 
LL.D., President of the United 
Society of Christian Endeavor 
This book is a record of the personal 

experiences and impressions of Dr. Clark 
on his visit to the Seven Cities of Asia. 
He shows tha t while each of the seven 
churches had its own individuality yet the 
seven epitomized "all churches in all ages." 

Illustrated. $1.00 net; postage extra 

The Beginnings of 
the Church 

BY ERNEST E. SCOTT, D.D., Pro
fessor of New Testament Criti
cism in Queen's Theological Col
lege 
In this volume, which contains the Ely 

Lectures delivered last year, Professor 
Scott combats the idea that " t he purpose 
of Jesus was frustrated at the beginning 
and tha t the whole labor of the Christian 
ages rested on a misconception." 

$1.50 net; postage extra 

The P rophe t and 
His Prob lems 

BY PROFESSOR J.M.POWISSMITH, 
Ph.D., University of Chicago 
The author shows that the prophet was 

not confined exclusively to the Hebrew na
tion but that all members of the Semitic fam
ily had their prophets. The book is untech-
nical, fresh, and original in its treatment. 

12mo, cloth. $1.25 net; postage extra 

New Volumes in 
The Short Course Series 

EDITED BY R E V . JOHN ADAMS, D .D . 

THE PRAYERS OF ST. PAUL 
B Y R E V . GRIFFITH THOMAS, D .D . 

THE JOY OF FINDING 
B Y R E V . ALFRED E. GARVIE, D .D . 

THE SON OF MAN 
B Y ANDREW C. ZENOS, D .D . 

60 cents each; postage extra 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Una Mary 
BY UNA A. HUNT 

A very sensitive and delightful little 
girl creates in her own mind a second self, 
who represents all her ideals and becomes 
so real tha t the two live together a sort 
of separate existence from the rest of the 
world. The book is a real addition to 
American literature. 

12mo. $1.25 net; postage extra 

The Man 
Behind the Bars 

BY WINIFRED LOUISE TAYLOR 

Miss Taylor has for many years devoted 
her life to the study of prisons and prison
ers, and her book contains studies of in
tense human interest and deep and intelli
gent sympathy into the lives of convicts, 
the effects of prison life, the careers of men 
who have served their terms, and the pros
pects and sources of their reform. 

12mo. $1.50 net; postage extra 

Artist and Public 
and Other Essays on Art 
Subjects 

BY KENYON COX 

There is no one writing of art to-day 
with the vitality that fills every paragraph 
of Mr . Cox's work. I ts freedom from 
what has become almost a conventional 
jargon in much art criticism, and the essen
tial interest of every comment and sug
gestion, account for an altogether excep
tional success that his book on The Classic 
Spirit has had within the last few years, 
and tha t will be repeated with this volume. 

Illustrated. $1.50 net; postage extra 

On Acting 
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS 

i The result of the author's observation 
is that there is no art the principles of 
which are so little understood (even by 
hardened playgoers) as tha t of acting. 
And he has tried to declare some of the 
elements of the art , illustrating by " a p t 
anecdote and unhackneyed stories." 

75 cents net; postage extra 

The Poems of Edward 
Sandford Martin 

BY W. C. BROWNELL 
This suggestive essay is a systematic 

exposition and defence of criticism by one 
of the foremost American critics. I t con
siders philosophically the field, function, 
equipment, criterion and method of crit
icism in a way tha t will equally delight 
readers, authors, and critics. 

75 cents net; postage extra 
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GIDEON'S BAND 
A TALE OF THE MISSISSIPPI 

By George W. Cable 
A voyage up the Mississippi in one of the big river-steamers, immortal
ized from another point of view by Mark Twain; a love story with a 
heroine who is the embodiment of Southern charm, and the atmosphere 
of perhaps the most picturesque period of our history. 

$1.35 net; postage extra 

THE WALL 
BETWEEN 

RALPH D. PAINE 

RALPH D. PAINE in 

TheWall 
Between 

has written a story of high 
honor upheld through 
sacrifice and in the face 
of danger. He has put 
into this story all the vigor 
and dash characteristic 
of all his earlier work. 

$1.35 net; postage extra 
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Check off on the calendar 
the lifetime of the doom
ed city of " Mirapolis," 
the thrilling scene of the 
new novel by 

FRANCIS LYNDE 

The City of 
Numbered 

Days 
$1.85 net; postage extra 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

JENNETTE LEE in 

The Woman 
in the Alcove 
maintains the high stand-
ard of her literary achieve-
ment in a beautiful love 
story with a unique plot. 
It is the story of a dull 
domestic life which be
came glowingly romantic 
through a strange reve
lation of love. 

$1.00 net; postage extra 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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PIERRE VINTON 
By Edward C. Venable 

The Adventures of a Superfluous Husband 

A story of the sham of divorce. Here is one of the most powerful 
novels of contemporary society. It throws the light of truth on the 
fatuity of unnecessary divorce, and is at once a brilliant satire and an 
incontrovertible condemnation of a growing evil of our day. It is a 
masterpiece of subtlety, cleverness, and vivid unexpectedness of style. 

$1.00 net; postage extra 

The Fleet Goes By 
B Y M A R Y SYNON 

A charming tale of revived 
patriotism of an American girl 
who had lost, for a time, her love 
of country through the ambitions 
of her Spanish grandmother. 

50 cents net; postage extra 

The Stranger 's Pew 
B Y T H O M A S N E L S O N P A G E 

A story of rare spiritual quality, 
prompted by a certain unchristian 
distinction between the rich and 
the poor; and suggesting in a touch
ing and mystical way a visit of 
Christ to the earth. 

50 cents net; postage extra 

The Boy Scout 
B Y R I C H A R D H A R D I N G D A V I S 

"Here is a real story about real 
people, and its human interest 
holds the attention to the end. A 
half hour may well be devoted to 
making the acquaintance of Jim-
mie Reeder and in tracing the in
fluence of his crude but unanswer
able philosophy. This influence, 
too, will remain with us long after 
the book has been laid aside." 

—Boston Post. 
50 cents net; postage extra 

Night Watches 
B Y W. W. JACOBS 

A new volume of this famous 
humorist's most delightful stories 
of seamen, longshoremen, and peo
ple of sea towns. 

" He is the most successful writer 
of humorous fiction who has come 
to light in recent years." 

—Springfield Republican. 
$1.25 net; postage extra 

"And So They Were 
Married" 

A COMEDY CONCERNING A 
N E W W O M A N . B Y J E S S E 
L Y N C H W I L L I A M S , author of 
" T h e Married Life of the 
Frederic Carrol l s" 

A sparkling comedy satirizing 
the conventional view of marriage 
which involves the subjection of 
woman, and bristling with the pres
ent advanced ideas of her right to 
independence and individual de
velopment. The hero and hero
ine are idealists and the despair 
of their practical, hide-bound re
lations, and the play is a clash 
between the two, the brilliant 
dialogue being social philosophy 
up to date. 

$1.25 net; postage extra 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

The Country House 
B Y J O H N GALSWORTHY 

A new edition uniform in style 
with "The Dark Flower," "The 
Patrician," etc. 

"Clever beyond anything we 
have seen lately, is this most artis
tic story."—The Outlook. 

"Mr. Galsworthy has given us 
in this book a story worthy of his 
reputation. . . . Cleverly and grad
ually, without anything in the way 
of labored descriptions, he makes 
his people real to us, and differen
tiates them so justly that afteratime 
we should know them by what they 
say without being told who is speak
ing."—London Daily Telegraph. 

$1.35 net 

The Trail of the 
Sandhill Stag 

B Y E R N E S T THOMPSON SETON 

A new and cheaper edition of 
this little classic called for by its 
large and uninterrupted popu
larity. 

" Bliss Carman, speaking of 'The 
Trail of the Sandhill Stag,' says: 
I had fancied that no one could 
touch "The Jungle Book" for a 
generation at least, but Mr. Seton 
has done it. We must give him 
place among the masters at once'; 
and we agree with Mr. Carman." 

—The Bookman. 
Illustrated by the author. $1.00 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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THE BOY EMIGRANTS 
By Noah Brooks 

With ten fall-page illustrations oral lining-paper in full colors by H. J. DUNN 

A series of glowing pictures brilliantly illustrating the story of the rush to the Cali
fornia gold-fields in forty-nine greatly enhance the value of this already acknowl
edged classic. The prolonged popularity of the book calls for its publication in 
this handsome edition, and warrants the expectation tha t it will be a leading holiday 
book of the season. $2.00 net; postage extra 

NEW BOOKS FOE BOYS AND GIRLS 

Shelters, Shacks, and 
Shanties 

B Y D A N C. B E A R D . With more 
than 300 illustrations by the 
author 
Boys will find this book an invaluable 

guide in constructing temporary or perma
nent shelters in their hikes or encampments. 
I t contains easily workable directions ac
companied by very full illustration for 
over fifty shelters, shacks, and shantie-., 
ranging from the most primitive shelter to 
the fully equipped log cabin. 

$1,25 net; postage extra 

Lamb's Tales from 
Shakespeare 

W i t h 16 p l a t e s in co lo r b y 
N O R M A N M . P R I C E 

" W e have never seen a better edition 
of this attractive hook." 

—Westminster Gazelle. 
is 1.50 net 

African 
Adventure Stories 

B Y J. A L D E N LORING, Field 

Natural is t to the Roosevelt 
African Expedit ion. With a 
foreword by T H E O D O R E R O O S E 

VELT 

PARTIAL CONTENTS 
A Narrow Escape from African Blacks 
Fighting an African Grass-Fire 
Chased by an Ostrich 
Mauled by an Elephant 
A Fatal Encounter with Lions 
A Fight with Hippos 
A Race with a Rhino 
Imprisoned by a Cobra 
Treed by an Elephant 
Captured by African Savages 
Cornered by Baboons 
A Fight with Five Lions 

Illustrated. $1.50 net; postage extra 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

The Wolf Hun te r s 
Edited and arranged from the 
Manuscr ip t Diary of R O B E R T M. 
P E C K by G E O R G E B I R D G R I N N E L L 

The true adventures and thrilling ex
periences of three young cavalrymen who 
spent the winter of 1861-62 in hunting 
wolves on the Western Plains. A re
markable record of courage and adventure. 

Illustrated. $1.25 net; postage extra 

To the Land of the 
Caribou 

B Y P A U L G. T O M L I N S O N . With 
8 lull-page il lustrations by H E R 
BERT S E N A T 

The story of the experiences and adven
tures of four college boys who sailed from 
New York to Labrador in a yawl. Their 
narrow escapes in squalls, storms, and fogs 
and their hunting and fishing adventures 
are depicted with a keen dramatic sense. 

12mo. $1.00 net; postage extra 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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THE EUROPEAN SITUATION 

Germany and the 
Germans 

F R O M AN AMERICAN P O I N T OF 

V I E W 

B Y P R I C E C O L L I E R 

A significant sentence from this book: 
" W e shall have war when the German 
Kaiser touches a button and gives an order, 
and the German people will have no more 
to say in the matter than you and I ." 

$1.50 net 

The Evolution 
of Modern Germany 

B Y W. H A R B U T T D A W S O N 

" I t is by a long way tbe most important 
and exhaustive analysis of the economic 
and political situation in Germany which 
has appeared in England for several years 
past."—The Nation. 
Cheap Edition. Large Crown 8i>o, clotht 

$1.50 rut 

THE LAST SHOT 
B Y F R E D E R I C K P A L M E R , veteran 

correspondent of five wars 

The story of a titanic war that is com
ing true day by day. " T h e Last Shot" is 
not mere romance, it is prophecy, scien
tifically accurate, written by an expert on 
the methods and engines of modern war. 

$1.3.5 net; postage extra 

England and the 
English 

F R O M AN AMERICAN P O I N T OF 

V I E W 

B Y P R I C E C O L L I E R 

"So sound and sane a book as this on a 
topic upon which every traveler, every 
man and woman who can hold a pen and 
dip it into an inkstand, assumes compe
tence to write is the rarest of the rare." 

—Boston Transcript. 
$1.50 net 

France Under the 
Republic 

B Y J E A N C H A R L E M A G N E B R A C Q 

"Your book supplies a long-fell need of 
English readers. Indeed I do not know 
where it would be possible to find in French 
such a large and impartial picture of your 
country at the present d a y . " — H E N R Y VAN 
D Y K E , U.S. Ambassador to the Netherlands. 

$1.50 net 

France of the 
French 

BY' E. H A R R I S O N B A R K E R 

This book has been prepared by a writer 
intimately acquainted with the country 
and competent to give a clear, accurate, 
and entertaining description of political 
conditions, manners, art, literature, etc. 

$1.50 net 

IMPORTANT IMPORTATIONS 

John , Duke , and Sarah, 
Duchess of Marl
borough, 1660-1744 

P>Y S T U A R T J. R E I D , D.C.L . 

With an In t roduct ion by the 
D U K E OF M A R L B O R O U G H , K.G. 

The author succeeds in giving a much 
more agreeable impression of Marlborough 
and the Duchess than can be obtained from 
Swift or Macaulay, and throws much in
teresting new light on tbe public and pri
vate life of these two remarkable personal
ities. The volume will be illustrated 
chiefly from unpublished pictures and 
tapestries. 

With illustrations. 8vo. $4.00 net , 

Turk i sh Memories 
B Y S I D N E Y W H I T M A N 

A companion volume to his "German 
Memories" that contains unusual oppor
tunities for obtaining intimate personal 
views of the court and the life of I he people. 

Bolivia 
I T S P E O P L E AND ITS R E S O U R C E S . 

I T S R A I L W A Y S , M I N E S , AND 

R U B B E R F O R E S T . B Y P A U L 

W A L L E 

12mo. $3.00 net 

The Hills of Home 
B Y L. M A C L E A N W A T T . Wi th 

Pent land Essays by R O B E R T 

L O U I S STEVENSON 

Contains the famous essays of Steven
son dealing with the Pentland country, 
including "An Old Scotch Gardener," 
" T h e Manse," "A Pastoral," and " T h e 
Pentland Rising," also an interesting ac
count of the country of the Pentland Hills 
and Stevenson's life and connection with 
them. There is an exceptionally inter
esting portrait of Stevenson as frontis
piece. 

12 full-page illustrations in color. 8vo. 
$2.00 net 

Essays 
B Y A L I C E M E Y N E L L 

Delightfully spontaneous essays full of 
appreciation of simple joys and every-day 
sensations. To read one without reading 
them all would be almost as difficult as to 
begin one without finishing it. 

12mo. $1.50 net 

Old French Romances 
B Y W I L L I A M M O R R I S 

A collection of most delightful romantic 
stories done into an appropriate Middle-; 
Age English out of the Ancient French. 

l2mo. $1.00 net 

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

Grinl ing Gibbons and 
the Woodwork of 
His Age, 1648-1720 

B Y H . AVRAY T I P P I N G . M.A., 
F.S.A. 
A description of the work of the greatest 

carver in wood that the Renaissance pro
duced. Contains nearly 250 magnificent 
illustrations, including numerous measured 
drawings. 
Quarter-bound in Buckram, gilt, $8.00 net 
Half-bound in Morocco, gilt, $12.00 net 

Monumenta l Classic 
Archi tecture in Great 
Bri tain and Ire land Dur
ing the Eighteenth and 
Nineteenth Centuries 

B Y A. E. RICHARDSON 
With numerous full-page and smaller illus

trations. Large folio. $33.50 net 

Java, Sumatra, and the 
other Islands of the 
Dutch East Indies 

BY" A. CABATON 
"A great muss of accurate information 

derived from personal knowledge will be 
found concerning the nature of "the differ
ent islands, their climate, products and 
prospects."—London Times. 
With a Map and 47 Illustrations, Cheap 

Edition. Cloth, $1.50 net 

F I F T H AVENUE, N E W Y O R K 
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SCHOOLSANDCOLLEGES 

The School and College Service 
of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

The work of the School and College Service of Scribner 's Magazine is 
to give information and offer suggestions which will help parents in 
selecting just the right schools for their chi ldren. Many years of 
association with Private Schools have given Scribner 's most reliable 
information in these matters. This information is at the disposal of 
our readers. I t is given without charge. T h e service covers the 
Private School field. I t includes Boarding Schools, College Prepara tory 
Schools, Finishing Schools, Foreign and Travel Schools, Schools of Music 
and Dramatic Art , Military Schools, Correspondence Schools, Technical 
Schools, Summer Camps and Vacation Schools, Special Schools. 

If the school problem perplexes you, give us the conditions obtaining 
and what is desired and the Scribner Service will serve you. Address : 

School and College Service 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Fifth Avenue a t 48th Street N E W YORK 

Send for our Service booklet, "Just the Bight School" 

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY 

THE GARDNER SCHOOL 
(57th 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, 607 5th Avenue, New York City. 

M I S S S P E N C E ' S BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 
For Girls. Number in each class limited to eight pupils. Re
moved from 6 West 48th Street to new fireproof building 30 West 
55th Street. Residence 26 West 55th Street. 

T H E KNOX SCHOOL 
Formerly at Briarcliff Manor. Country School for Girls. 50 min
utes from New York City. 

Mrs. Russell Houghton, Principal, 
Box 3, Tarry to wn-on-Hudson, New York. 

M R S . 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, New York City. 

M I S S BANGS AND M I S S W H I T O N - 1 8 9 0 - 1 9 1 4 . 
T h e only Country School for Girls in New York City. " A real school " 
Certificate admits to colleges. A private school park of thirty-five acres. All 
outdoor sports. General fee includes instruction in elocution, art and dan
cing. Unequalled advantages in music._ Advanced special courses. 

Riverdale Avenue, near 252d Street. 

T H E VELTIN SCHOOL 
For Girls. College Preparatory and General Course. Num
ber of pupils limited to twelve in each class. Fireproof building 
thoroughly equipped. 160 and 162 West 74th Street. 

M I S S LOUISE F. W l C K H A M 
Will reopen her Home School Oct. 7th. 
wish to study Art, Music, Languages, etc. 
338 Lexington Avenue, New York, N . Y. 

Girls received who 
Twenty-second year. 

T H E HOLBROOK SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
"A school tha t is better than the catalogue." 500 ft elevation 
commanding a 40-mile view of the Hudson. 30 miles from New 
York. Complete equipment. All sports. College preparatory 
Character references required. Catalogue on request. 

Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. 
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NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY (CONTINUED) 

T H E P I N N E O S C H O O L FOR B O Y S 
Classes limited to seven pupils. Individual attention, thorough
ness and efficiency. New and sanitary building. Science, art
work, manual training and music special features. 

Alfred W. Pinneo, 801 Madison Ave., N . Y. 

M R S . H E L E N M . S C O V I L L E ' S S C H O O L A N D T R A V E L 
C L A S S FOR G I R L S 
Reopens October 7. (30th year.) Resident and day pupils. Air and light. 
Recreation lawn. Full advantages of city, regular or special courses. Any 
art or practical work desired with privileges of home and social life. Riding, 
Swimming, Tennis . Individual care. 2042 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

ELINOR COMSTOCK SCHOOL OF M U S I C 
This school, endorsed by the greatest musicians, including 

I G N A C E J E A N P A D E R E W S K I 
gives a musical education, together with home life and care. Fre
quent association with the greatest artists, and opportunity to 
make their personal acquaintance. 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. 

RlVERDALE 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, 739 Marble. 

THE FINCH SCHOOL 
On account of the unsettled condition of Europe, which will pre
vent many girls from going abroad for study, the Finch School 
has made arrangements for additional accommodations and offers 
those girls unusual advantages in Art, Music, Modern Languages, 
as well as General Courses. Applicants must make personal visit 
or be recommended by former pupils or other friends of the 
School. Fees $1350. 61 East 77th Street, New York City. 

T H E GRAHAM SCHOOL FOR 
GIRLS 

Resident and day pupils. Courses: college prepara
tory, academic, music, art, dramatic art, home eco
nomics, postgraduate academic. Two blocks from 
Broadway, 15 mins. from Times Square, yet on the 
edge of the city. Send for catalogue and for "Graham 
School Good Times." 99th year opens October 7th. 

42 Riverside Drive, New York City. 

M I S S C . E. M A S O N ' S S U B U R B A N SCHOOL 
FOR G I R L S 

Only 40 minutes from New York City. Upper School for girls 13 to 25; 
Lower School for girls 7 to 13. All departments , including- vocational. 
Certificate admits to leading colleges. European class. For circular address 
Miss C. E . Mason, L L . M . , Lock Box 707, " T h e Cast le ," Tarrytown-on-
Hudson, New York. 

S A I N T A G N E S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Forty-fifth year begins September 30. 

Miss Matilda Gray, Principal, Albany, New York. 

M O H E G A N LAKE SCHOOL 
T h o r o u g h prepara t ion for Col lege, Technica l School or Business. Aver
age number of pupils to a class, e ight . Modern bui ldings. Healthful loca
tion on Mohegan Lake . Physical Culture and Athletics under competent 
Director. Booklet. A. E . Linder , A.M., Chas. H. Smith, A.M., Principals, 
Box 61, Mohegan Lake, Westchester County, New York. 

IRV ING S C H O O L FOR BOYS 
25 miles from New York, In the beautiful, historic " I r v i n g " country. 77th 
year. 23 years under present Head Master. New site and buildings 1904. 
Prepares for all colleges and technical schools. Individual instruction. 
Athletic Field. Swimming Pool. New Gymnasium. J. M. Furman, A.M., 
Head Master, Box 903, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

H E A T H C O T E H A L L 
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. 

T H E COMSTOCK BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 
for Girls. 52 East 72d Street, 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. 

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

M R S . H A Z E N ' S SCHOOL FOR G I R L S 
Newly equipped Department for Domestic Science and House
hold Arts. Advanced Courses for Post Graduates and Special 
Students, with additional City and Social privileges. Lectures, 
Languages, Music, Voice Culture, Civics, Sociology, Drama, 
Opera, Athletics. Preparation for Foreign Travel. 
Half-hour from New York City. 

Mrs. John Cunningham Hazen, Principal, 
Pelham Manor, New York. 

OAKSMERE 
offers a complete college preparatory and finishing course. Mag
nificent grounds with all outdoor advantages. One-tenth of a 
mile fronting on Long Island 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. 

BERKELEY SCHOOL 
F O R B O Y S 

B o a r d i n g a n d D a y P u p i l s 
"Primary to College " 

Offers b o a r d i n g pupils all the educa t i ona l a n d social 
a d v a n t a g e s of a g rea t met ropol i s , with congen ia l c o m 
pan ions . M o d e r n scientific e q u i p m e n t a n d cur r icu lum-
Obl iga tory gymnas t i c a n d ou tdoor exe rc i se . Special 
d e p a r t m e n t for p r imary b o y s . 

Illustrated Catalogue Sent on Application 

7 2 n d S t r e e t a n d W e s t E n d A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 

Mount Pleasant 
Academy 

Ossining-on-Hudson, New York 
Began its second century September 24th. 
Moderate charges. Honest Service. Whole
some Life. Character building is its goal. 
Why experiment with your day's school training? 
A century of service is a Guarantee of Merit. 
For particulars, address 

CHARLES FREDERICK BRUSIE, Box 508 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

NEW YORK STATE 

27 



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES 
NEW YORK STATE (CONTINUED) 

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY 
INFANTRY 
CAVALRY 

C o r n w a l l - o n - H u d s o n , N.Y. 
CADET BAND 

(Special rates to good Musicians) 
For catalogue write to the Commandant 

M O D E R A T E EXPENSES 
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS 

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States 

EMMA WILLARD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
101st year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. Four new fireproof build
ings, the gift of Mrs. Russell Sage. Preparatory, General and Special 
Courses. Certificate privileges. Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science. 
Gymnasium with swimming pool. Catalogue on request. 

Miss Eliza Kellas, Ph.B., Principal, Troy, New York. 

M R S . D O W S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
For circular address 

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

New York. 

RYE S E M I N A R Y 
A girls' school, one hour from New York. Diploma for college 
preparatory and general course. Certificate privilege to Vassar, 
Smith, Wellesley and Mount Holyoke. Unusual advantages in 
music. Domestic Science. Physical training, riding and outdoor 
sports. Mrs. Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, Rye, New York. 

RlVERVIEW ACADEMY 
Prepares for college—and for life. Individual t ra ining for younger boys and 
for s tudents who need to be interested and taught how to study. Tutoring 
and coaching lor conditions. Finishing courses in vocational studies. Ex
penses moderate. Exceptional opportunities for self help to capable young 
men of high character. Catalogue. 

Clement C. Gaines, M.A., L L . D . , Box 770, Poughkeepsie, New York. 

CHRIST CHURCH SCHOOL 
Kingston-on-the-Hudson, New York. Pro Fide Catholica et Litteris Hu-
ntanis. A residential school of the Engl ish type for boys. Thorough train
ing in manners and morals. Sound scholarship. Preparation for all colleges. 
Special attention to little boys. Terms $300-$6oo (including board and 
laundry). Boys cared for dur ing the summer. For catalogue and infor
mation address : Christ Church School, Kings ton , New York. 

O S S I N I N G SCHOOL FOR G I R L S 
Suburban to New York. Preparatory, Vocational, Music, Art and 
Home Making Courses. Gardening and Horticulture. 47th year. 
Separate house for younger girls. Year Book on request. Clara 
C. Fuller, Principal, Martha J. Naramore, Associate Principal, 
Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. 

A GOOD SCHOOL 
is not necessarily a good school for all boys or all girls. The most 
successful schools are those wherein the principle of selection, to 
best fit the school to the child, is most widely carried out. I t 
works to the advantage of the school as well as to the child. 
SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, Scribner's Magazine, New York. 

NEW JERSEY 

THE PENNINGTON SCHOOL 
(90 mins. from N. Y. 50 mins. from Phila.) A moderate-priced 
school with highest standards. Prepares for all colleges and 
technical schools. Excellent business course. Modern gym
nasium, with swimming pool. Literary, athletic, musical organ
izations. 77th year opens Sept. 23. Yearly rate, $400 to $600. 
Write 

Frank MacDaniel, D.D., Headmaster, Box 200, Pennington, N . J . 

BORDENTOWN MILITARY I N S T I T U T E 
Thorough preparation for college or business. Efficient faculty, comfort
able buildings, healthful location, careful supervision of athletics, military 
discipline that develops character, and 29 years of experience in training 
boys. For catalogue, write 

Rev. T . H . Landon, A.M., D.D. , Principal. 
Col. T . D. Landon, Commandant, Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N. J. 

IND IV IDUAL TEACHING 
Two teachers of twelve years' experience with backward children will receive 
into their country home children delicate in health and slow in mental de
velopment. Ages three to twelve. Number limited to six. Three bathrooms 
and a sleeping-porch. Two and a half acres on the mountainside. No help
less nor unimprovable children are taken. Address,Miss Charlotte Hoskins-
Miner, or Miss M. Luella Mattice, Lenox Terrace, South Orange, N . J . 

PEDDIE INSTITUTE 
An endowed school for boys, offering thorough preparation for all colleges. 
St rong faculty. 250 boys. Business, Music. 60-acre campus. Gymnasium, 
swimming pool. Athletic field. Lower School for boys 11 to 14 years. 
Kates $450 to $550. 49th year opens Sept. 23rd. Catalog on request. 
Address R. W. Swetland, A.M., Box 10-C, Hightstown, New Jersey. 

DWIGHT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
College preparatory and special courses. Certificates accepted by 
leading colleges. Limited number of pupils insures individual 
attention. Spacious grounds. Suburban to New York. Gymna
sium. Tennis, riding. Address Box 607. Miss Creighton and 
Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, New Jersey. 

MORRISTOWN SCHOOL 
College Preparatory Boarding School for Boys. Small classes; partial self-
government. Supervised spor ts ; new gymnasium. Lower School. Advisory 
Board—President Hibben , Pr ince ton ; Dean Hurlbut , Harvard ; Dean 
Frederick S. Jones, Y a l e ; Dean Keppel , Co lumbia ; President Pritchett, 
Carnegie Foundation, 

Morristown, New Jersey. 

IVY HALL (FOR GIRLS) 
In a pretty country town in one of New Jersey 's most healthful sections. 
Number limited, affording opportunity for individual instruction. Home 
life, outdoor life and supervised athletics are features. Certificate privileges. 
Special Finishing Course. Music-

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

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

MONTCLAIR ACADEMY 
For Boys. Orange Mountains. Correspondence or, better, a 
personal visit invited from those desiring the best. Booklet, 

Your Boy and Our School," will interest you no matter where 
your boy is educated. Address 

John G. MacVicar, Headmaster, Box 22, Montclair, N . J. 

RHODE ISLAND 

LINCOLN SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
New fireproof building. 41/2 acres devoted to all outdoor sports. 
City advantages. College preparatory and Elective courses. 
Music, Art, Domestic Science. For circular and views address 
Miss Frances Lucas, Principal, Providence, R. I. 

I L L I N O I S 

MONTICELLO SEMINARY 
77th year opened Sept. 17th, 1914. School for Young Women and Girls. Pre-
paratory and Junior Col lege Courses. Domestic Science. Music, Art. 
Certificate privileges. F ine bui ldings. Well-equipped laboratories. Gymna-
sium. Beautiful campus, with tennis courts, archery range , basket-ball 
and hockey fields. Limited enrollment. 

Miss MARTINA C. ERICKSON, Prin., Godfrey, Illinois. 
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MASSACHUSETTS 

M i s s C A P E N ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
For many years known as " T h e Burnham School." 
39th year opens September, 1915. 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss B. T . Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass. 

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

ST. ANDREW'S SCHOOL 
Preparation for all colleges and scientific schools. Fine equip
ment. Extension grounds and woodlands. Tennis courts, athletic 
fields, board tracks, canoeing. Offers exceptional opportunities. 
Illustrated booklet. 

Roger E. E. Clapp, Headmaster, Box S, Concord, Mass. 

TENACRE 
A school for twenty-five young girls. Preparatory to Dana Hall. 
Terms $850. 

Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 

MISS GUILD AND MISS EVANS' SCHOOL 
33d year. Sunny, airy school rooms. Gymnasium, swimming, 
outdoor tennis. Domestic Science. Languages—native teachers. 
Music, Art. College preparatory and general courses. Advanced 
courses for high school graduates. 

29 Fairfield St., cor. Commonwealth Ave., Boston. 

HOUSE IN THE PINES 
A school for girls. Intermediate and academic courses. Lan
guages—native teachers. Music, Household Arts. Every atten
tion, not only to habits of study, but to each girl's health and 
happiness. Miss Gertrude E. Cornish, Principal, Norton, Mas
sachusetts (40 minutes from Boston). 

CUSHING ACADEMY 
40th year. Endowment permits all the advantages of a high-priced 
school for moderate terms. College certificate. Music. Six mod
ern buildings. Laboratories. Athletic fields. Gymnasium. Co
educational. Write for illustrated booklet. H. S. Cowell, A.M., 
Principal, Ashburnham, Massachusetts. 

LAST-MINUTE HASTE 
in so important a matter as the selection of a school is always to be 
deplored. Parents would find it advantageous to take up the school 
problem as early in the spring or summer as possible, thus allowing 
themselves ample time in which to study and determine the proper 
school. SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, Scribner's Magazine. 

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, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass. 

MISS HALL'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Miss Mira H. Hall, Principal, Pittsfield, Mass. 

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E 
(Formerly Wheaton Seminary.) The new college for women. 
Thir ty miles from Boston. Four years' course leading to A.B. 
degree. Faculty of men and women. Endowment. 17 build
ings. 100 acres. Norton, Massachusetts. 

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN 
112th year. Thir ty miles from Boston. Address the Principal, 
Miss Laura A. Knott , A.M., Bradford, Massachusetts. 

R O G E R S H A L L S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Lowell, Massachusetts. 38 minutes from Boston. 
Country sports. New gymnasium and swimming pool. 
For catalogue and views, address 

Miss Olive S. Parsons, B.A., Principal. 

LASELL S E M I N A R Y 
Advanced work for High School graduates. Music, Art, House
hold Sciences. Twenty acres, twelve buildings. 

Address G. M. Winslow, Ph.D. , Principal, 
110 Woodland Road, Auburndale, Massachusetts. 

M I S S C H A M B E R L A Y N E ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
General, Special, and College Preparatory Courses. 
The Fenway 28, Boston. 

R E S T H A V E N S C H O O L 
An individual school. Booklet gives graphic description of full 
day at " Resthaven." Sent on request. 

Miss C. R. Seabury, Mendon, Mass. 

SEA 
PINES 

HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Distinctively Devoted to Developing Persona l i t i e s 

Genuine happy home life; personal attention and care. Growing girls inspired by wholesome and 
beautiful ideals of useful womanhood. The Cape climate is exceptionally favorable for an outdoor life, 
which we make attractive and refining. One hundred acres : pine groves, 1000 feet of seashore, ponies. 
Hygiene and morals are observed especially for results in health, character and education. Gymnastics, 
Music, Handiwork, Domestic Arts. French, German, Spanish—native teachers. All branches of study 
under patient and enthusiastic instructors. Address 
Rev. Thomas Bickford, Miss Faith Bickford, Principals. P. 0. Box G, Brewster, Cape Cod, Mass. 

CONNECTICUT 

MISS HOWE AND MISS MAROT'S SCHOOL 
A Country Boarding School for Girls. Miss Malvina A. Howe, 
Miss Mary Louise Marot, Principals, Thompson, Connecticut. 

LOOM IS 
A school that prepares for business or agricultural life, Harvard, 
Yale and other leading colleges. 150 acres; school farm; 6 new 
fireproof buildings; gymnasium; athletic fields; cinder track. 
$2,000,000 endowment. $400 a year. Address 

N . H. Batchelder, A.M., Headmaster, Windsor, Conn. 

RlDGEFIELD SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Fifty miles from New York, in the highlands of the Berk-
shires. All water sports, athletic fields, gymnasium. Cer
tificate privileges. Limited number of boys allows each 
student individual attention. 

Roland J. Mulford, Ph.D., Headmaster, Ridgefield, Conn. 

INGLESIDE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
The Misses Tewksbury, Principals, 

New Milford, Litchfield County, Conn. 

THE ELY SCHOOL 
For Girls. In the country. One hour from New York City. Cer
tificates to Vassar and the New England Colleges. 

Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut. 

RUMSEY HALL 
In the Litchfield Hills. Young boys prepared for secondary schools. 
Athletics under supervision. Address 

Louis H. Schutte, M.A., Headmaster, 
Box H, Cornwall, Connecticut. 
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W I L S O N - G R E E N E SCHOOL OF M U S I C 
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, languages, English literature, 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. 

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

T H E BISHOP OF WASHINGTON, 
President of the Board of Trustees. 

JESSIE C. MCDONAL D, M.S., Principal. 
H E L E N L. WEBSTER, Ph.D. , Academic Head. 

Mount St. Alban, Washington, D. C. 

T H E COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
College preparation. High School courses. Advanced courses of college 
grade for Seminary and High School graduates , including English, History, 
Science and Languages . Music, Art and Expression. Home Economics. 
Open Air Sports and Athletics. Miss Charlotte Cri t tenden Everett , Prin
cipal, 1729 Conn. Ave., Wash ing ton , D. C. 

G U N S T O N HALL 
A School for Girls. Established 1892. Preparatory and Academic Courses. 
Two years Post-graduate and College work. Music, Art and Expression. 
Building specially planned for the school. Athletics. Mrs. Beverley R. 
Mason, Principal; Miss E. M. Clark, L.L..A., Miss Clara A. Bentley, A.B. 
(Vassar), Associates, 1906 Florida Ave., Washington, D. C. 

FAIRMONT, A H O M E SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Regular and Elective Courses. Advanced Courses for High 
School Graduates. Music, Art, Expression. Outdoor sports. 
Washington, D . C. 

N A T I O N A L PARK S E M I N A R Y 
For Young Women. The story of the school; its remarkable 
equipment of 20 buildings; its training in homemaking; its study 
of the Capital—can be told fully only in our catalogue. Address 
Box 102, Forest Glen, Md. Washington (Suburbs), D. C. 

W A S H I N G T O N C O L L E G E 
For Girls and Young Women. Located within National Capital ; park of 
10 acres ; choicest educational and social advantages ; refined associations, 
most beautiful home life. Preparatory, Certificate and College Courses. 
Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science. Literature on request. Address 
F . Menefee, President, Washington, D. C. 

M A R T H A W A S H I N G T O N S E M I N A R Y FOR 
Y O U N G W O M E N 
In finest residential section of National Capital. Two years' course 
for High School graduates, general and special courses. Domestic 
Science. Outdoor sports. Edward W. Thompson, Principal, 
1601 Conn. Ave., Washington, D . C. 

MARYLAND 
NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND 

A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notre Dame 
to train the body, mind and spirit—to develop true womanhood. Magnifi
cent buildings in a beautiful park of 70 acres . Rowing, basketbal l , tennis , 
hockey. Instructors all specialists. Regular and elective courses. Music, 
Art. Write for catalog. Charles Street Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland. 

THE TOME SCHOOL 
An Endowed Preparatory School. Illustrated Book on Request. 

Thomas Stockham Baker, Ph.D. , Port Deposit, Md. 

TO FIT THE P U P I L TO T H E SCHOOL 
is quite as important to the school as it is important to the parent 
that the school be fitted to the pupil. The schools which achieve 
best results for their pupils are those wherein all work together as 
units in an harmonious whole. 

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, Scribner's Magazine. 

ST. LUKE'S SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
A "home-school" for college or business preparation. A limited 
number of pupils, large grounds, new buildings, healthful situation, 
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From a photograph by George K. Cherrie. 

T H E R A P I D S O F N A V A I T E , 

There were many curls, and one or two regular falls. 
— " The River of Doubt ," page 419 
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DESERT SONG 
BY JOHN G A L S W O R T H Y 

W H E N I came on from Santa Fe 
By desert road through night and day, 
The wilds of God ran far and free, 
And sweet the wind of desert sea. 

But, ah! my heart!—to know again 
The scent of rain, the scent of rain! 

And I 'd in fancy scale the air 
Beyond those yellow mountains bare, 
And so with dizzy bird survey 
A thousand miles of shining day. 

But, oh! my heart!—to see again 
The dark of rain, the dark of rain! 

And I would glean the gold of sun, 
And mark his curving glory run 
Its fiery course, and eager turn 
My cheek and pallid brow to burn. 

But, oh ! my heart!—to feel again 
The kiss of rain, the kiss of rain! 

And wakeful all the night I 'd lie 
And watch the dark infinity, 
And count the stars that wheel and spin, 
And drink the frosty ether in. 

But, ah ! my heart!—to taste again 
The sweet of rain, the sweet of rain! 

And I would hear the desert song 
That silence sings the whole night long, 
And day by day the whisper pass 
Of golden heat through desert grass. 

But, oh ! my heart!—to hear again 
The sound of rain, the sound of rain! 

When I rode on from Santa Fe 
That desert road by night and day, 
There came at last a little sigh, 
A puff of dark across the sky. 

And, ah ! my heart!—I knew again 
The scent of rain, the scent of rain! 

Copyright, 1914, by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights reserved. 
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A HUNTER-NATURALIST IN T H E 
BRAZILIAN WILDERNESS* 

[ S E V E N T H A R T I C L E ] 

BY T H E O D O R E ROOSEVELT 

T H E R I V E R OE DOUBT 

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS BY KERMIT ROOSEVELT AND GEORGE K. CHERRIE 

4 1 6 

OON February 27, 1914, shortly after 
midday, we started down the Riv
er of Doubt into the unknown. We 

were quite uncertain whether after a week 
we should find ourselves in the Gy-Parana, 
or after six weeks in the Madeira, or after 
three months we knew not where. That 
was why the river was rightly christened 
the "Duvida." 

We had been camped close to the river, 
where the trail that follows the telegraph-
line crosses it by a rough bridge. As our 
laden dugouts swung into the stream, 
Amilcar and Miller and all the others of 
the Gy-Parana party were on the banks 
and the bridge to wave farewell and wish 
us good-by and good luck. I t was the 
height of the rainy season, and the swollen 
torrent was swift and brown. Our camp 
was at about 12° I' latitude south and 
6o° 15' longitude west of Greenwich. Our 
general course was to be northward to
ward the equator, by waterway through 
the vast forest. 

We had seven canoes, all of them dug
outs. One was small, one was cranky, 
and two were old, waterlogged, and leaky. 
The other three were good. The two old 
canoes were lashed together, and the 
cranky one was lashed to one of the others. 
Kermit with two paddlers went in the 
smallest of the good canoes; Colonel Ron-
don and Lyra with three other paddiers in 
the next largest; and the doctor, Cherrie, 
and I in the largest with three paddlers. 
The remaining eight camaradas—there 
were sixteen in all—were equally divided 
between our two pairs of lashed canoes. 
Although our personal baggage was cut 

* Copyright, 1914, by Charles Scribner's Sons, New York, 
U. S. A. All rights reserved, including that of translation 
into foreign languages, including the Scandinavian. 

SPECIAL N O T I C E . — T h e s e articles are fully protected copyright law, which imposes a severe penalty for under the 
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down to the limit necessary for health and 
efficiency, yet on such a trip as ours, where 
scientific work has to be done and where 
food for twenty-two men for an unknown 
period of time has to be carried, it is im
possible not to take a good deal of stuff; 
and the seven dugouts were too heavily 
laden. 

The paddlers were a strapping set. 
They were expert river men and men of 
the forest, skilled veterans in wilderness 
work. They were lithe as panthers and 
brawny as bears. They swam like water-
dogs. They were equally at home with 
pole and paddle, with axe and machete; 
and one was a good cook and others were 
good men around camp. They looked 
like pirates in the pictures of Howard Pyle 
or Maxfield Parrish; one or two of them 
were pirates, and one worse than a pirate; 
but most of them were hard-working, will
ing, and cheerful. They were white,—or, 
rather, the olive of southern Europe,—• 
black, and copper-colored, and of all inter
mediate shades. In my canoe Luiz the 
steersman, the headman, was a Matto 
Grosso negro; Julio the bowsman was 
from Bahia and of pure Portuguese blood; 
and the third man, Antonio, was a Parecis 
Indian. 

The actual surveying of the river was 
done by Colonel Rondon and Lyra, with 
Kermit as their assistant. Kermit went 
first in his little canoe with the sighting-
rod, on which two disks, one red and one 
white, were placed a metre apart. He 
selected a place which commanded as long 
vistas as possible up-stream and down, and 
which therefore might be at the angle of 
a bend; landed, cut away the branches 
which obstructed the view, and set up the 
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sighting-pole—incidentally encountering 
maribundi wasps and swarms of biting 
and stinging ants. Lyra, from his station 
up-stream, with his telemeter established 
the distance, while Colonel Rondon with 
the compass took the direction, and made 
the records. Then they moved on to the 
point Kermit had left, and Kermit estab
lished a new point within their sight. The 
first half-day's work was slow. The gen
eral course of the stream was a trifle east 
of north, but at short intervals it bent and 
curved literally toward every point of the 
compass. Kermit landed one hundred 
and fourteen times., and we made but nine 
and a third kilometres. 

My canoe ran ahead of the surveying 
canoes. The height of the water made 
the going easy, for most of the snags and 
fallen trees were well beneath the surface. 
Now and then, however, the swift water 
hurried us toward ripples that marked 
ugly spikes of sunken timber, or toward 
uprooted trees that stretched almost across 
the stream. Then the muscles stood out 
on the backs and arms of the paddlers 
as stroke on stroke they urged us away 
from and past the obstacle. If the lean
ing or fallen trees were the thorny, slender-
stemmed boritana palms, which love the 
wet, they were often, although plunged 
beneath the river, in full and vigorous 
growth, their stems curving upward, and 
their frond-crowned tops shaken by the 
rushing water. I t was interesting work, 
for no civilized man, no white man, had 
ever gone down or up this river or seen 
the country through which we were pass
ing . The lofty and matted forest rose like 
a green wall on either hand. The trees 
were stately and beautiful. The looped 
and twisted vines hung from them like great 
ropes. Masses of epiphytes grew both 
on the dead trees and the living; some 
had huge leaves like elephants' ears. Now 
and then fragrant scents were blown to 
us from flowers on the banks. There were 
not many birds, and for the most part the 
forest was silent; rarely we heard strange 
calls from the depths of the woods, or saw 
a cormorant or ibis. 

My canoe ran only a couple of hours. 
Then we halted to wait for the others. 
After a couple of hours more, as the sur
veyors had not turned up, we landed and 
made camp at a spot where the bank 

rose sharply for a hundred yards to a 
level stretch of ground. Our canoes were 
moored to trees. The axemen cleared a 
space for the tents; they were pitched, the 
baggage was brought up, and fires were 
kindled. The woods were almost sound
less. Through them ran old tapir trails, 
but there was no fresh sign. Before night
fall the surveyors arrived. There were a 
few piums and gnats, and a few mosqui
toes after dark, but not enough to make us 
uncomfortable. The small stingless bees, 
of slightly aromatic odor, swarmed while 
daylight lasted and crawled over our faces 
and hands; they were such tame, harm
less little things that when they tickled too 
much I always tried to brush them away 
without hurting them. But they became 
a great nuisance after a while. I t had 
been raining at intervals, and the weather 
was overcast; but after the sun went down 
the sky cleared. The stars were brilliant 
overhead, and the new moon hung in the 
west. I t was a pleasant night, the air 
almost cool, and we slept soundly. 

Next morning the two surveying canoes 
left immediately after breakfast. An 
hour later the two pairs of lashed canoes 
pushed off. I kept our canoe to let Cher-
rie collect, for in the early hours we could 
hear a number of birds in the woods near 
by. The most interesting birds he shot 
were a cotinga, brilliant turquoise-blue 
with a magenta-purple throat, and a big 
woodpecker, black above and cinnamon 
below with an entirely red head and neck. 
I t was almost noon before we started. 
We saw a few more birds; there were fresh 
tapir and paca tracks at one point where 
we landed; once we heard howler monkeys 
from the depth of the forest, and once 
we saw a big otter in midstream. As we 
drifted and paddled down the swirling 
brown current, through the vivid rain-
drenched green of the tropic forest, the 
trees leaned over the river from both 
banks. When those that had fallen in the 
river at some narrow point were very tall, 
or where it happened that two fell oppo
site each other, they formed barriers 
which the men in the leading canoes 
cleared with their axes. There were 
many palms, both the burity with its stiff 
fronds like enormous fans, and a hand
some species of bacaba, with very long, 
gracefully curving fronds. In places the 
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palms stood close together, towering and 
slender, their stems a stately colonnade, 
their fronds an arched fretwork against 
the sky. Butterflies of many hues flut
tered over the river. The day was over
cast, with showers of rain. When the 
sun broke through rifts in the clouds, his 
shafts turned the forest to gold. 

In mid-afternoon we came to the mouth 
of a big and swift affluent entering from 
the right. I t was undoubtedly the Ban-
deira, which we had crossed well toward 
its head, some ten days before, on our road 
to Bonofacio. The Nhambiquaras had 
then told Colonel Rondon that it flowed 
into the Duvida. After its junction, with 
the added volume of water, the river wi
dened without losing its depth. I t was so 
high that it had overflowed and stood 
among the trees on the lower levels. Only 
the higher stretches were dry. On the 
sheer banks where we landed we had to 
push the canoes for yards or rods through 
the branches of the submerged trees, hack
ing and hewing. There were occasional 
bays and oxbows from which the current 
had shifted. In these the coarse marsh 
grass grew tall. 

This evening we made camp on a flat of 
dry ground, densely wooded, of course, 
directly on the edge of the river and five 
feet above it. I t was fine to see the speed 
and sinewy ease with which the choppers 
cleared an open space for the tents. Next 
morning, when we bathed before sunrise, 
we dived into deep water right from the 
shore, and from the moored canoes. This 
second day we made sixteen and a half 
kilometres along the course of the river, 
and nine kilometres in a straight line al
most due north. 

The following day, March I, there was 
much rain—sometimes showers, some
times vertical sheets of water. Our course 
was somewhat west of north and we made 
twenty and a half kilometres. We passed 
signs of Indian habitation. There were 
abandoned palm-leaf shelters on both 
banks. On the left bank we came to two 
or three old Indian fields, grown up with, 
coarse fern and studded with the burned 
skeletons of trees. At the mouth of a 
brook which entered from the right some 
sticks stood in the water, marking the 
site of an old fish-trap. At one point we 
found the tough vine hand-rail of an In-
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dian bridge running right across the river, 
a couple of feet above it. Evidently the 
bridge had been built at low water. Three 
stout poles had been driven into the 
stream-bed in a line at right angles to the 
current. The bridge had consisted of 
poles fastened to these supports, leading 
between them and from the support at 
each end to the banks. The rope of 
tough vines had been stretched as a hand
rail, necessary with such precarious foot
ing. The rise of the river had swept away 
the bridge, but the props and the rope 
hand-rail remained. In the afternoon, 
from the boat, Cherrie shot a large dark-
gray monkey with a prehensile tail. I t 
was very good eating. 

We camped on a dry level space, but a 
few feet above, and close beside, the river 
—so that our swimming-bath was handy. 
The trees were cleared and camp was 
made with orderly hurry. One of the 
men almost stepped on a poisonous coral-
snake, which would have been a serious 
thing, as his feet were bare. But I had on 
stout shoes, and the fangs of these serpents 
—unlike those of the pit-vipers—are too 
short to penetrate good leather. I prompt
ly put my foot on him, and he bit my shoe 
with harmless venom. I t has been said 
that the brilliant hues of the coral-snake 
when in its native haunts really confer on 
it a concealing coloration. In the dark 
and tangled woods, and to an only less ex
tent in the ordinary varied landscape, any
thing motionless, especially if partially 
hidden, easily eludes the eye. But against 
the dark-brown mould of the forest floor 
on which we found this coral-snake its 
bright and varied coloration was distinctly 
revealing; infinitely more so than the 
duller mottling of the jararaca and other 
dangerous snakes of the genus lachesis. 
In the same place, however, we found a 
striking example of genuine protective or 
mimetic coloration and shape. A rather 
large insect larva—at least we judged it to 
be a larval form, but we were none of us 
entomologists—bore a resemblance to a 
partially curled dry leaf which was fairly 
startling. The tail exactly resembled the 
stem or continuation of the midrib of the 
dead leaf. The flattened body was curled 
up at the sides, and veined and colored 
precisely like the leaf. The head, colored 
like the leaf, projected in front. 
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We were still in the Brazilian highlands. 
The forest did not teem with life. It was 
generally rather silent; we did not hear 
such a chorus of birds and mammals as we 
had occasionally heard even on our over
land journey, when more than once we 
had been awakened at dawn by the howl-

rain. It was delightful to drift and pad
dle slowly down the beautiful tropical 
river. Until mid-afternoon the current 
was not very fast, and the broad, deep, 
placid stream bent and curved in every 
direction, although the general course was 
northwest. The country was flat, and 

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 

The Upper Duvida. 

ing, screaming, yelping, and chattering of 
monkeys, toucans, macaws, parrots, and 
parakeets. There were, however, from 
time to time, queer sounds from the forest, 
and after nightfall different kinds of frogs 
and insects uttered strange cries and calls. 
In volume and frequency these seemed to 
increase until midnight. Then they died 
away and before dawn everything was si
lent. 

At this camp the carregadores ants 
completely devoured the doctor's under
shirt, and ate holes in his mosquito-net; 
and they also ate the strap of Lyra's gun-
case. The little stingless bees, of many 
kinds, swarmed in such multitudes, and 
were so persevering, that we had to wear 
our headnets when we wrote or skinned 
specimens. 

The following day was almost without 
VOL. LVL.—46 

more of the land was under than above 
water. Continually we found ourselves 
travelling between stretches of marshy 
forest where for miles the water stood or 
ran among the trees. Once we passed a 
hillock. We saw brilliantly colored para
keets and trogons. At last the slow 
current quickened. Faster it went, and 
faster, until it began to run like a millrace, 
and we heard the roar of rapids ahead. 
We pulled to the right bank, moored the 
canoes, and while most of the men pitched 
camp two or three of them accompanied 
us to examine the rapids. We had made 
twenty kilometres. 

We soon found that the rapids were a 
serious obstacle. There were many curls, 
and one or two regular falls, perhaps six 
feet high. It would have been impossible 
to run them, and they stretched for nearly 



420 A H u n t e r - N a t u r a l i s t in 

a mile. The carry, however, which led 
through woods and over rocks in a nearly 
straight line, was somewhat shorter. I t 
was not an easy portage over which to 
carry heavy loads and drag heavy dug
out canoes. At the point where the de
scent was steepest there were great naked 
flats of friable sandstone and conglom
erate. Over parts of these, where there 
was a surface of fine sand, there was a 
growth of coarse grass. Other parts were 
bare, and had been worn by the weather 
into fantastic shapes—one projection 
looked like an old-fashioned beaver hat, 
upside down. In this place, where the 
naked flats of rock showed the projection 
of the ledge through which the river had 
cut its course, the channel through which 
the torrent rushed was deep, sheer-sided, 
and extremely narrow. At one point it 
was less than two yards across, and for 
quite a distance not more than five or six 
yards. Yet only a mile or two above the 
rapids the deep, placid river was at least 
a hundred yards wide. I t seemed extraor
dinary, almost impossible, that so broad 
a river could in so short a space of time 
contract its dimensions to the width of the 
strangled channel through which it now 
poured its entire volume. 

This had for long been a station where 
the Nhambiquaras at intervals built their 
ephemeral villages and tilled the soil with 
the rude and destructive cultivation of 
savages. There were several abandoned 
old fields, where the dense growth of rank 
fern hid the tangle of burnt and fallen logs. 
Nor had the Nhambiquaras been long ab
sent. In one trail we found what gypsies 
would have called a"pateran," a couple of 
branches arranged crosswise, eight leaves 
to a branch; it had some special signifi
cance, belonging to that class of signals, 
each with some peculiar and often compli
cated meaning, which are commonly used 
by many wild peoples. The Indians had 
thrown a simple bridge, consisting of four 
long poles, without a handrail, across one 
of the narrowest parts of the rock gorge 
through which the river foamed in its rapid 
descent. This subtribe of Indians was 
called the Navaite; we named the rapids 
after them, Navaite Rapids. By observa
tion Lyra found them to be (in close ap
proximation to) latitude 11° 44' south and 
longitude 6o° 18' west from Greenwich. 

t h e Braz i l i an W i l d e r n e s s 

We spent March 3 and 4 and the morn
ing of the 5th in portaging around the 
rapids. The first night we camped in the 
forest beside the spot where we had halted. 
Next morning we moved the baggage to 
the foot of the rapids, where we intended 
to launch the canoes, and pitched our 
tents on the open sandstone flat. I t 
rained heavily. The little bees were in 
such swarms as to be a nuisance. Many 
small stinging bees were with them, which 
stung badly. We were bitten by huge 
horseflies, the size of bumblebees. More 
serious annoyance was caused by the pium 
and boroshuda flies during the hours of 
daylight, and by the polvera, the sand
flies, after dark. There were a few mos
quitoes. The boroshudas were the worst 
pests; they brought the blood at once, 
and left marks that lasted for weeks. I 
did my writing in headnet and gauntlets. 
Fortunately we had with us several bot
tles of "fly dope"—so named on the label 
—put up with the rest of our medicine by 
Doctor Alexander Lambert; he had tested 
it in the north woods and found it excel
lent. I had never before been forced to 
use such an ointment, and had been reluc
tant to take it with me; but now I was 
glad enough to have it, and we all of us 
found it exceedingly useful. I would 
never again go into mosquito or sand-fly 
country without it. The effect of an ap
plication wears off after half an hour or so, 
and under many conditions, as when one 
is perspiring freely, it is of no use; but 
there are times when minute mosquitoes 
and gnats get through headnets and under 
mosquito-bars, and when the ointment oc
casionally renewed may permit one to get 
sleep or rest which would otherwise be 
impossible of attainment. The termites 
got into our tent on the sand-flat, ate holes 
in Cherrie's mosquito-net and poncho, 
and were starting to work at our duffel-
bags, when we discovered them. 

Packing the loads across was simple. 
Dragging the heavy dugouts was labor. 
The biggest of the two waterlogged ones 
was the heaviest. Lyra and Kermit did 
the job. All the men were employed at it 
except the cook and one man who was 
down with fever. A road was chopped 
through the forest and a couple of hun
dred stout six-foot poles, or small logs, 
were cut as rollers and placed about two 



F
ro

m
 

a 
ph

ot
og

ra
ph

 
b

y 
K

er
m

it
 

R
oo

se
ve

lt
. 

C
o

lo
n

e
l 

R
o

o
se

v
e

lt
's

 
a

n
d

 
C

o
lo

n
e
l 

R
o

n
d

o
n

's
 
c

a
n

o
e

s 
a

t 
th

e 
m

o
u

th
 

of
 

th
e 

B
a

n
d

e
ir

a
. 

In
 m

id
-a

ft
er

no
on

 
w

e 
ca

m
e 

to
 t

h
e 

m
o

u
th

 o
f 

a 
b

ig
 a

n
d

 s
w

if
t 

af
fl

ue
nt

. 
.

.
. 

It
 w

as
 u

n
d

o
u

b
te

d
ly

 
th

e 
B

an
d

ei
ra

. —
P

ag
e 

41
8 

4
2

1
 



422 A H u n t e r - N a t u r a l i s t in 

yards apart. With block and tackle the 
seven dugouts were hoisted out of the 
river up the steep banks, and up the rise of 
ground until the level was reached. Then 
the men harnessed themselves two by 
two on the drag-rope, while one of their 
number pried behind with a lever, and the 
canoe, bumping and sliding, was twitched 
through the woods. Over the sandstone 
flats there were some ugly ledges, but on 
the whole the course was down-hill and 
relatively easy. Looking at the way the 
work was done, at the good will, the en
durance, and the bull-like strength of the 
camaradas, and at the intelligence and the 
unwearied efforts of their commanders, 
one could but wonder at the ignorance of 
those who do not realize the energy and 
the power that are so often possessed by, 
and that may be so readily developed in, 
the men of the tropics. Another subject 
of perpetual wonder is the attitude of cer
tain men who stay at home, and still more 
the attitude of certain men who travel 
under easy conditions, and who belittle 
the achievements of the real explorers 
of, the real adventurers in, the great wil
derness. The impostors and romancers 
among explorers or would-be explorers and 
wilderness wanderers have been unusually 
prominent in connection with South Amer
ica (although the conspicuous ones are not 
South Americans, by the way); and these 
are fit subjects for condemnation and de
rision. But the work of the genuine ex
plorer and wilderness wanderer is fraught 
with fatigue, hardship, and danger. Many 
of the men of little knowledge talk glibly 
of portaging as if it were simple and easy. 
A portage over rough and unknown 
ground is always a work of difficulty and 
of some risk to the canoe; and in the un
trodden, or even in the unfrequented, 
wilderness risk to the canoe is a serious 
matter. This particular portage at Na-
vaite Rapids was far from being unusually 
difficult; yet it not only cost two and a 
half days of severe and incessant labor, 
but it cost something in damage to the 
canoes. One in particular, the one in 
which I had been journeying, was split 
in a manner which caused us serious un
easiness as to how long, even after being 
patched, it would last. Where the canoes 
were launched, the bank was sheer, and 
one of the waterlogged canoes filled and 
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went to the bottom; and there was more 
work in raising it. 

We were still wholly unable to tell where 
we were going or what lay ahead of us. 
Round the camp-fire, after supper, we held 
endless discussions and hazarded all kinds 
of guesses on both subjects. The river 
might bend sharply to the west and enter 
the Gy-Parana high up or low down; or go 
north to the Madeira; or bend eastward 
and enter the Tapajos. Lyra inclined to 
the first, and Colonel Rondon to the sec
ond, of these propositions. We did not 
know whether we had one hundred or 
eight hundred kilometres to go, whether 
the stream would be fairly smooth or 
whether we would encounter waterfalls, 
or rapids, or even some big marsh or lake. 
We could not tell whether or not we 
would meet hostile Indians, although no 
one of us ever went ten yards from camp 
without his rifle. We had no idea how 
much time the trip would take. We had 
entered a land of unknown possibilities. 

We started down-stream again early in 
the afternoon of March 5. Our hands and 
faces were swollen from the bites and 
stings of the insect pests at the sand-flat 
camp, and it was a pleasure once more to 
be in the middle of the river, where they 
did not come, in any numbers, while we 
were in motion. The current was swift, 
but the river was so deep that there were 
no serious obstructions. Twice we went 
down over slight riffles which in the dry 
season were doubtless rapids; and once we 
struck a spot where many whirlpools 
marked the presence underneath of bowl
ders which would have been above water 
had not the river been so swollen by the 
rains. The distance we covered in a day 
going down-stream would have taken us 
a week if we had been going up. The 
course wound hither and thither, some
times in sigmoid curves; but the general 
direction was east of north. As usual, it 
was very beautiful; and we never could 
tell what might appear around any curve. 
In the forest that rose on either hand were 
tall rubber-trees. The surveying canoes, 
as usual, went first, while I shepherded 
the two pairs of lashed cargo canoes. I 
kept them always between me and the 
surveying canoes; ahead of me until I 
passed the surveying canoes, then behind 
me until after an hour or so I had chosen a 
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place to camp. There was so much over
flowed ground that it took us some little 
time this afternoon before we found a flat 
place high enough to be dry. Just before 
reaching camp Cherrie shot a jacu, a hand
some bird somewhat akin to, but much 
smaller than, a turkey; after Cherrie had 
taken its skin, its body made an excellent 
canja. We saw parties of monkeys; and 
the false bell-birds uttered their ringing 
whistles in the dense timber around our 
tents. The giant ants, an inch and a 
quarter long, were rather too plentiful 
around this camp; one stung Kermit; it 
was almost like the sting of a small scor
pion, and pained severely for a couple of 
hours. This half-day we made twelve 
kilometres. 

On the following day we made nineteen 
kilometres, the river twisting in every di
rection, but in its general course running 
a little west of north. Once we stopped at 
a bee-tree, to get honey. The tree was a 
towering giant, of the kind called milk-
tree, because a thick milky juice runs 
freely from any cut. Our camaradas 
eagerly drank the white fluid that flowed 
from the wounds made by their axes. I 
tried it. The taste was not unpleasant, 
but it left a sticky feeling in the mouth. 
The helmsman of my boat, Luiz, a power
ful negro, chopped into the tree, balan
cing himself with springy ease on a slight 
scaffolding. The honey was in a hollow, 
and had been made by medium-sized 
stingless bees. At the mouth of the hol
low they had built a curious entrance of 
their own, in the shape of a spout of wax 
about a foot long. At the opening the 
walls of the spout showed the wax forma
tion, but elsewhere it had become in color 
and texture indistinguishable from the 
bark of the tree. The honey was delicious, 
sweet and yet with a tart flavor. The 
comb differed much from that of our 
honey-bees. The honey-cells were very 
large; and the brood-cells, which were 
small, were in a single instead of a double 
row. By this tree I came across an ex
ample of genuine concealing coloration. 
A huge tree-toad, the size of a bullfrog, 
was seated upright—not squatted flat— 
on a big rotten limb. It was absolutely 
motionless; the yellow brown of its back, 
and its dark sides, exactly harmonized in 
color with the light and dark patches on 
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the log; the color was as concealing, here 
in its natural surroundings, as is the color 
of our common wood-frog among the dead 
leaves of our woods. When I stirred it up 
it jumped to a small twig, catching hold 
with the disks of its finger-tips, and bal
ancing itself with unexpected ease for so 
big a creature; and then hopped to the 
ground and again stood motionless. Evi
dently it trusted for safety to escaping ob
servation. We saw some monkeys, and 
fresh tapir sign; and Kermit shot a jacu 
for the pot. 

At about three o'clock I was in the lead, 
when the current began to run more 
quickly. We passed over one or two de
cided ripples, and then heard the roar of 
rapids ahead, while the stream began to 
race. We drove the canoe into the bank, 
and then went down a tapir trail, which 
led alongside the river, to reconnoitre. A 
quarter of a mile's walk showed us that 
there were big rapids down which the ca
noes could not go; and we returned to the 
landing. All the canoes had gathered 
there, and Rondon, Lyra, and Kermit 
started down-stream to explore. They 
returned in an hour, with the information 
that the rapids continued for a long dis
tance, with falls and steep pitches of 
broken water; and that the portage would 
take several days. We made camp just 
above the rapids. Ants swarmed and 
some of them bit savagely. Our men, in 
clearing away the forest for our tents, left 
several very tall and slender accashy 
palms; the bole of this palm is as straight 
as an arrow and is crowned with delicate 
gracefully curved fronds. We had come 
along the course of the river almost ex
actly a hundred kilometres; it had twisted 
so that we were only about fifty-five kilo
metres north of our starting-point. The 
rock was porphyritic. 

The 7th, 8th, and 9th we spent in car
rying the loads and dragging and floating 
the dugouts past the series of rapids at 
whose head we had stopped. 

The first day we shifted camp a kilo
metre and a half to the foot of this series 
of rapids. This was a charming and pic
turesque camp. I t was at the edge of the 
river, where there was a little shallow bay 
with a beach of firm sand. In the water 
at the middle point of the beach, stood a 
group of three burity palms, their great 
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trunks rising like columns. Round the 
clearing in which our tents stood were 
several very big trees; two of them were 
rubber-trees. Kermit went down-stream 
five or six kilometres, and returned, hav
ing shot a jacu and found that at the 
point which he had reached there was an
other rapid, almost a fall, which would 

Our canoes would not have lived half a 
minute in the wild water. 

On the second day the canoes and loads 
were brought down to the foot of the first 
rapids. Lyra cleared the path and laid 
the logs for rollers, while Kermit dragged 
the dugouts up the bank from the water 
with block and tackle, with strain of rope 

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 
Camp at Navaite 

necessitate our again dragging the canoes 
over a portage. Antonio the Parecis shot 
a big monkey; of this I was glad because 
portaging is hard work, and the men ap
preciated the meat. So far Cherrie had 
collected sixty birds on the Duvida, all 
of them new to the collection, and some 
probably new to science. We saw the 
fresh sign of paca, agouti, and the small 
peccary, and Kermit with the dogs roused 
a tapir, which crossed the river right 
through the rapids; but no one got a shot 
at it. 

Except at one or perhaps two points a 
very big canoe, lightly loaded, could prob
ably run all these rapids. But even in 
such a canoe it would be silly to make the 
attempt on an exploring expedition where 
the loss of a canoe or of its contents means 
disaster; and moreover such a canoe could 
not be taken, for it would be impossible 
to drag it over the portages on the occa
sions when the portages became inevitable. 

and muscle. Then they joined forces, as 
over the uneven ground it needed the 
united strength of all their men to get 
the heavy dugouts along. Meanwhile the 
colonel with one attendant measured the 
distance, and then went on a long hunt, 
but saw no game. I strolled down beside 
the river for a couple of miles, but also saw 
nothing. In the dense tropical forest of 
the Amazonian basin hunting is very dif
ficult, especially for men who are trying 
to pass through the country as rapidly as 
possible. On such a trip as ours getting 
game is largely a matter of chance. 

On the following day Lyra and Kermit 
brought down the canoes and loads, with 
hard labor, to the little beach by the 
three palms where our tents were pitched. 
Many pacovas grew round about. The 
men used their immense leaves, some of 
which were twelve feet long and two and a 
half feet broad, to roof the flimsy shelters 
under which they hung their hammocks. 
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From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 

I did my writing in headnet and gauntlets.—Page 420. 

I went into the woods, but in the tangle of 
vegetation it would have been a mere 
hazard had I seen any big animal. Gen
erally the woods were silent and empty. 
Now and then little troops of birds of 
many kinds passed—woodhewers, ant-
thrushes, tanagers, flycatchers—as in the 
spring and fall similar troops of warblers, 
chickadees, and nuthatches pass through 
our northern woods. On the rocks and 
on the great trees by the river grew beau
tiful white and lilac orchids—the sobralia, 
of sweet and delicate fragrance. For the 
moment my own books seemed a trifle 
heavy, and perhaps I would have found 
the day tedious if Kermit had not lent me 
the Oxford Book of French Verse. Eus-
tache Deschamps, Joachim du Bellay, 
Ronsard, the delightful La Fontaine, the 
delightful but appalling Villon, Victor 
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Hugo's "Guitare," Madame Desbordes-
Valmore's lines on the little girl and her 
pillow, as dear little verses about a child 
as ever were written—these and many 
others comforted me much, as I read 
them in headnet and gauntlets, sitting on 
a log by an unknown river in the Amazo
nian forest. 

On the 10th we again embarked and 
made a kilometre and a half, spending 
most of the time in getting past two more 
rapids. Near the first of these we saw a 
small cayman, a jacare-tinga. At each 
set of rapids the canoes were unloaded and 
the loads borne past on the shoulders of 
the camaradas; three of the canoes were 
paddled down by a couple of naked pad-
dlers apiece; and the two sets of double 
canoes were let down by ropes, one of one 
couple being swamped but rescued and 
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brought safely to shore on each occa
sion. One of the men was upset while 
working in the swift water, and his face 
was cut against the stones. Lyra and Ker-
mit did the actual work with the cama-
radas. Kermit, dressed substantially like 
the camaradas themselves, worked in the 
water, and, as the overhanging branches 
were thronged with crowds of biting and 
stinging ants, he was marked and blis
tered over his whole body. Indeed, we all 
suffered more or less from these ants; 
while the swarms of biting flies grew con
stantly more numerous. The termites 
ate holes in my helmet and also in the 
cover of my cot. Every one else had a 

hammock. At this camp we had come 
down the river 102 kilometres, according 
to the surveying records, and in height 
had descended nearly 100 metres, as shown 
by the aneroid—although an aneroid can
not be depended on for absolute accuracy 
of results. 

Next morning we found that during 
the night we had met with a serious mis
fortune. We had halted at the foot of 
the rapids. The canoes were moored to 
trees on the bank, at the tail of the broken 
water. The two old canoes, although one 
of them was our biggest cargo-carrier, 
were waterlogged and heavy, and one of 
them was leaking. In the night the river 

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 
Lieutenant Lyra with the canoes. 
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From a photograph by Cherrie. 
Ferns, lilies, and palms 

Character of vegetation along the bank of the Duvida. 

rose. The leaky canoe, which at best 
was too low in the water, must have grad
ually filled from the wash of the waves. 
I t sank, dragging down the other; they 
began to roll, bursting their moorings; 
and in the morning they had disappeared. 
A canoe was launched to look for them; 
but, rolling over the bowlders on the rocky 
bottom, they had at once been riven 
asunder, and the big fragments that were 
soon found, floating in eddies, or along the 
shore, showed that it was useless to look 
farther. We called these rapids Broken 
Canoe Rapids. 

I t was not pleasant to have to stop for 
some days; thanks to the rapids we had 
made slow progress, and with our neces
sarily limited supply of food, and no knowl
edge whatever of what was ahead of us, 
it was important to make good time. 
But there was no alternative. We had 
to build either one big canoe or two small 
ones. I t was raining heavily as the men 
started to explore in different directions 
for good canoe trees. Three—which ul
timately proved not very good for the 
purpose—were found close to camp: splen
did-looking trees, one of them five feet 
in diameter three feet from the ground. 
The axemen immediately attacked this one 
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under the superintendence of Colonel Ron-
don. Lyra and Kermit started in oppo
site directions to hunt. Lyra killed a jacu 
for us, and Kermit killed two monkeys 
for the men. Toward nightfall it cleared. 
The moon was nearly full, and the foam
ing river gleamed like silver. 

Our men were "regional volunteers," 
that is, they had enlisted in the service of 
the Telegraphic Commission especially to 
do this wilderness work, and were highly 
paid, as was fitting in view of the toil, 
hardship, and hazard to life and health. 
Two of them had been with Colonel Ron-
don during his eight months' exploration 
in 1909, at which time his men were regu
lars, from his own battalion of engineers. 
His four aides during the closing months 
of this trip were Lieutenants Lyra, Ama-
rante, Alencarliense, and Pyrineu. The 
naturalist Miranda Ribeiro also accom
panied him. This was the year when, 
marching on foot through an absolutely 
unknown wilderness, the colonel and his 
party finally reached the Gy-Parana, which 
on the maps was then (and on most maps 
is now) placed in an utterly wrong course, 
and over a degree out of its real position. 
When they reached the affluents of the 
Gy-Parana. a third of the members of the 
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party were so weak with fever that they 
could hardly crawl. They had no bag
gage. Their clothes were in tatters, and 
some of the men were almost naked. For 
months they had had no food except what 
little game they shot, and especially the 
wild fruits and nuts; if it had not been for 
the great abundance of the Brazil-nuts 
they would all have died. At the first big 
stream they encountered they built a ca
noe, and Alencarliense took command of 
it and descended to map the course of the 
river. With him went Ribeiro, the doc
tor Tanageira, who could no longer walk 
on account of the ulceration of one foot, 
three men whom the fever had rendered 

unable longer to walk, and six men who 
were as yet well enough to handle the 
canoe. By the time the remainder of 
the party came to the next navigable riv
er eleven more fever-stricken men had 
nearly reached the end of their tether. 
Here they ran across a poor devil who had 
for four months been lost in the forest and 
was dying of slow starvation. He had 
eaten nothing but Brazil-nuts and the 
grubs of insects. He could no longer 
walk, but could sit erect and totter feebly 
for a few feet. Another canoe was built, 
and in it Pyrineu started down-stream 
with the eleven fever patients and the 
starving wanderer. Colonel Rondon kept 

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 

Colonel Rondon's canoe stopping to take a sight 



From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 
Camaradas making paddles. 

up the morale of his men by still carry
ing out the forms of military discipline. 
The ragged bugler had his bugle. Lieu
tenant Pyrineu had lost every particle 
of his clothing except a hat and a pair of 
drawers. The half-naked lieutenant drew 
up his eleven fever patients in line; the 
bugle sounded; everyone came to atten
tion; and the haggard colonel read out the 
orders of the day. Then the dugout with 
its load of sick men started down-stream, 
and Rondon, Lyra, Amarante, and the 
twelve remaining men resumed their weary 
march. When a fortnight later they 
finally struck a camp of rubber-gather
ers three of the men were literally and 
entirely naked. Meanwhile Amilcar had 
ascended the Jacyparana a month or two 
previously with provisions to meet them; 
for at that time the maps incorrectly 
treated this river as larger, instead of 
smaller, than the Gy-Parana, which they 
were in fact descending; and Colonel Ron
don had supposed that they were going 
down the former stream. Amilcar re
turned, after himself suffering much hard
ship and danger. The different parties fi
nally met at the mouth of the Gy-Parana, 
where it enters the Madeira. The lost 
man whom they had found seemed on the 
road to recovery, and they left him at a 
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ranch, on the Madeira, where he could be 
cared for; yet after they had left him they 
heard that he had died. 

On the 12 th the men were still hard at 
work hollowing out the hard wood of the 
big tree, with axe and adze, while watch 
and ward were kept over them to see that 
the idlers did not shirk at the expense of 
the industrious. Kermit and Lyra again 
hunted; the former shot a curassow, which 
was welcome, as we were endeavoring in 
all ways to economize our food supply. 
We were using the tops of palms also. I 
spent the day hunting in the woods, for 
the most part by the river, but saw noth
ing. In the season of the rains game is 
away from the river, and fish are scarce 
and turtles absent. Yet it was pleasant 
to be in the great silent forest. Here and 
there grew immense trees, and on some of 
them mighty buttresses sprang from the 
base. The lianas and vines were of every 
size and shape. Some were twisted and 
some were not. Some came down straight 
and slender from branches a hundred feet 
above. Others curved like long serpents 
around the trunks. Others were like 
knotted cables. In the shadow there was 
little noise. The wind rarely moved the 
hot, humid air. There were few flowers 
or birds. Insects were altogether too 
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abundant, and even when travelling slowly 
it was impossible always to avoid them— 
not to speak of our constant companions 
the bees, mosquitoes, and especially the 
boroshudas or blood-sucking flies. Now 
while bursting through a tangle I dis
turbed a nest of wasps, whose resentment 
was active; now I heedlessly stepped 
among the outliers of a small party of the 
carnivorous foraging ants; now, grasping 
a branch as I stumbled, I shook down a 
shower of fire-ants; and among all these 
my attention was particularly arrested by 
the bite of one of the giant ants, which 
stung like a hornet, so that I felt it for 
three hours. The camaradas generally 
went barefoot or only wore sandals; and 
their ankles and feet were swollen and in
flamed from the bites of the boroshudas 
and ants, some being actually incapaci
tated from work. All of us suffered more 
or less, our faces and hands swelling 
slightly from the boroshuda bites; and in 

spite of our clothes we were bitten all over 
our bodies, chiefly by ants and the small 
forest ticks. Because of the rain and the 
heat our clothes were usually wet when we 
took them off at night, and just as wet when 
we put them on again in the morning. 

All day on the 13th the men worked 
at the canoe, making good progress. In 
rolling and shifting the huge, heavy tree-
trunk every one had to assist now and 
then. The work continued until ten in 
the evening, as the weather was clear. 
After nightfall some of the men held can
dles and the others plied axe or adze, 
standing within or beside the great, half-
hollowed logs, while the flicker of the 
lights showed the tropic forest rising in 
the darkness round about. The night 
air was hot and still and heavy with mois
ture. The men were stripped to the 
waist. Olive and copper and ebony, their 
skins glistened as if oiled, and rippled with 
the ceaseless play of the thews beneath. 

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt.. 

Making the big canoe which was soon afterward lost. 

The inside of the log has been hollowed out and the men are rolling it over to shape the bottom of the canoe. 

VOL. LVI.—47 
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On the morning of the 14th the work 
was resumed in a torrential tropic down
pour. The canoe was finished, dragged 
down to the water, and launched soon 
after midday, and another hour or so saw 
us under way. The descent was marked, 
and the swollen river raced along. Sev
eral times we passed great whirlpools, 
sometimes shifting, sometimes steady. 
Half a dozen times we ran over rapids, 
and, although they were not high enough 
to have been obstacles to loaded Ca
nadian canoes, two of them were serious 
to us. Our heavily laden, clumsy dug
outs were sunk to within three or four 
inches of the surface of the river, and, al
though they were buoyed on each side 
with bundles of burity-palm branch-stems, 
they shipped a great deal of water in the 
rapids. The two biggest rapids we only 
just made, and after each we had hastily 
to push ashore in order to bail. In one 
set of big ripples or waves my canoe was 
nearly swamped. In a wilderness, where 
what is ahead is absolutely unknown, alike 
in terms of time, space, and method—for 
we had no idea where we would come out, 
how we would get out, or when we would 
get out—it is of vital consequence not to 
lose one's outfit, especially the provisions; 
and yet it is of only less consequence to go 
as rapidly as possible lest all the provi
sions be exhausted and the final stages of 
the expedition be accomplished by men 
weakened from semi-starvation, and there
fore ripe for disaster. On this occasion, 
of the two hazards, we felt it necessary to 
risk running the rapids; for our progress 
had been so very slow that, unless we made 
up the time, it was probable that we 
would be short of food before we got 
where we could expect to procure any 
more except what little the country, in the 
time of the rains and floods, might yield. 
We ran until after five, so that the work of 
pitching camp was finished in the dark. 
We had made nearly sixteen kilometres in 
a direction slightly east of north. This 
evening the air was fresh and cool. 

The following morning, the 15th of 
March, we started in good season. For 
six kilometres we drifted and paddled 
down the swift river without incident. 
At times we saw lofty Brazil-nut trees ris
ing above the rest of the forest on the 
banks; and back from the river these 
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trees grow to enormous proportions, tow
ering like giants. There were great rub
ber-trees also, their leaves always in sets of 
threes. Then the ground on either hand 
rose into bowlder-strewn, forest-clad hills 
and the roar of broken water announced 
that once more our course was checked 
by dangerous rapids. Round a bend we 
came on them: a wide descent of white 
water, with an island in the middle, at the 
upper edge. Here grave misfortune be
fell us, and graver misfortune was nar
rowly escaped. 

Kermit, as usual, was leading in his 
canoe. I t was the smallest and least sea
worthy of all. He had in it little except a 
week's supply of our boxed provisions and 
a few tools; fortunately none of the food 
for the camaradas. His dog Tregueiro 
was with him. Besides himself, the crew 
consisted of two men: Joao, the helms
man, or pilot as he is called in Brazil, and 
Simplicio, the bowsman. Both were ne
groes and exceptionally good men in every 
way, Kermit halted his canoe on the left 
bank, above the rapids, and waited for the 
colonel's canoe. Then the colonel and 
Lyra walked down the bank to see what 
was ahead. Kermit took his canoe across 
to the island, to see whether the descent 
could be better accomplished on the other 
side. Having made his investigation he 
ordered the men to return to the bank he 
had left, and the dugout was headed 
up-stream accordingly. Before they had 
gone a dozen yards, the paddlers digging 
their paddles with all their strength into 
the swift current, one of the shifting whirl
pools of which I have spoken came down
stream, whirled them around, and swept 
them so close to the rapids that no human 
power could avoid going over them. As 
they were drifting into them broadside on, 
Kermit yelled to the steersman to turn her 
head, so as to take them in the only way 
that offered any chance whatever of safety. 
The water came aboard, wave after wave, 
as they raced down. They reached the 
bottom with the canoe upright, but so full 
as barely to float, and the paddlers urged 
her toward the shore. They had nearly 
reached the bank when another whirl
pool or whirling eddy tore them away and 
hurried them back to midstream, where 
the dugout filled and turned over. Joao, 
seizing the rope, started to swim ashore 



From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 

Dragging the canoes over a portage by means of ropes and logs. 
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the rope was pulled from his hand, but he 
reached the bank. Poor Simplicio must 
have been pulled under at once, and his 
life beaten out on the bowlders beneath 
the racing torrent. He never rose again, 
nor did we ever recover his body. Kermit 
clutched his rifle, his favorite 405 Win
chester with which he had done most of 
his hunting both in Africa and America, 
and climbed on the bottom of the upset 
boat. In a minute he was swept into the 
second series of rapids, and whirled away 
from the rolling boat, losing his rifle. The 
water beat his helmet down over his head 
and face, and drove him beneath the sur
face; and when he rose at last he was 
almost drowned, his breath and strength 
almost spent. He was in swift but quiet 
water; and swam toward an overhanging 
branch. His jacket hindered him, but he 
knew he was too nearly gone to be able to 
get it off; and, thinking with the curious 
calm one feels when death is but a mo
ment away, he realized that the utmost 
his failing strength could do was to reach 

the branch. He reached, and clutched it, 
and then almost lacked strength to haul 
himself out on the land. Good Tregueiro 
had faithfully swum alongside him through 
the rapids, and now himself scrambled 
ashore. I t was a very narrow escape. 
Kermit was a great comfort and help to 
me on the trip; but the fear of some fatal 
accident befalling him was always a night
mare to me. He was to be married as 
soon as the trip was over; and it did not 
seem to me that I could bear to bring bad 
tidings to his betrothed and to his mother. 

Simplicio was unmarried. Later we sent 
to his mother all the money that would 
have been his had he lived. The follow
ing morning we put on one side of the post 
erected to mark our camping-spot the fol
lowing inscription, in Portuguese: 

" I N THESE RAPIDS DIED POOR SIMPLICIO." 

On an expedition such as ours death is 
one of the accidents that may at any time 
occur, and narrow escapes from death are 

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 

We bathed and swam in the river, although in it we caught piranhas.—Page 442. 
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too common to be felt as they would be 
felt elsewhere. One mourns sincerely, but 
mourning cannot interfere with labor. 
We immediately proceeded with the work 
of the portage. From the head to the tail 
of this series of rapids the distance was 
about six hundred yards. A path was cut 
along the bank, over which the loads were 
brought. The empty canoes ran the rapids 
without mishap, each with two skilled pad-
dlers. One of the canoes almost ran into a 
swimming tapir at the head of the rapids; it 
went down the rapids, and then climbed out 
of the river. Kermit, accompanied by Joao, 
went three or four miles down the river, 
looking for the body of Simplicio and for 
the sunk canoe. He found neither. But 
he found a box of provisions and a paddle, 
and salvaged both by swimming into mid
stream after them. He also found that a 
couple of kilometres below there was an
other rapids, and following it on the left-
hand bank to the foot he found that it was 
worse than the one we had just passed, 
and impassable for canoes on this left-
hand side. 

We camped at the foot of the rapids we 
had just passed. There were many small 
birds here, but it was extremely difficult 
to see or shoot them in the lofty tree-tops, 
and to find them in the tangle beneath 
if they were shot. However, Cherrie got 
four species new to the collection. One 
was a tiny hummer, one of the species 
known as wood-stars, with dainty but not 
brilliant plumage; its kind is never found 
except in the deep, dark woods, not com
ing out into the sunshine. I ts crop was 
filled with ants; when shot it was feeding 
at a cluster of long red flowers. He also 
got a very handsome trogon and an ex
quisite little tanager, as brilliant as a 
cluster of jewels; its throat was lilac, its 
breast turquoise, its crown and forehead 
topaz, while above it was glossy purple-
black, the lower part of the back ruby-red. 
This tanager was a female; I can hardly 
imagine that the male is more brilliant
ly colored. The fourth bird was a queer 
hawk of the genus ibycter; black, with a 
white belly, naked red cheeks and throat, 
and red legs and feet. Its crop was filled 
with the seeds of fruits and a few insect 
remains; an extraordinary diet for a hawk. 

The morning of the 16th was dark and 
gloomy. Through sheets of blinding rain 
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we left our camp of misfortune for another 
camp where misfortune also awaited us. 
Less than half an hour took our dugouts 
to the head of the rapids below. As Ker
mit had already explored the left-hand 
side, Colonel Rondon and Lyra went down 
the right-hand side and found a channel 
which led round the worst part, so that 
they deemed it possible to let down the 
canoes by ropes from the bank. The dis
tance to the foot of the rapids was about 
a kilometre. While the loads were being 
brought down the left bank, Luiz and 
Antonio Correa, our two best watermen, 
started to take a canoe down the right side, 
and Colonel Rondon walked ahead to see 
anything he could about the river. He 
was accompanied by one of our three dogs, 
Lobo. After walking about a kilometre 
he heard ahead a kind of howling noise, 
which he thought was made by spider 
monkeys. He walked in the direction 
and Lobo ran ahead. In a minute he 
heard Lobo yell with pain, and then, still 
yelping, come toward him, while the crea
ture that was howling also approached, 
evidently in pursuit. In a moment a sec
ond yell from Lobo, followed by silence, 
announced that he was dead; and the 
sound of the howling, when near, con
vinced Rondon that the dog had been 
killed by an Indian, doubtless with two 
arrows. Probably the Indian was howl
ing to lure the spider monkeys toward him. 
Rondon fired his rifle in the air, to warn 
off the Indian or Indians, who in all prob
ability had never seen a civilized man, 
and certainly could not imagine that one 
was in the neighborhood. He then re
turned to the foot of the rapids, where the 
portage was still going on, and in com
pany with Lyra, Kermit, and Antonio 
the Parecis Indian, walked back to where 
Lobo's body lay. Sure enough he found 
him, slain by two arrows. One arrow
head was in him, and near by was a strange 
stick used in the very primitive method 
of fishing of all these Indians. Antonio 
recognized its purpose. The Indians, who 
were apparently two or three in number, 
had fled. Some beads and trinkets were 
left on the spot to show that we were not 
angry and were friendly. 

Meanwhile Cherrie stayed at the head 
and I at the foot of the portage as guards. 
Luiz and Antonio Correa brought down 



440 A Hunter-Naturalist in 

one canoe safely. The next was the new 
canoe, which was very large and heavy, 
being made of wood that would not float. 
In the rapids the rope broke, and the ca
noe was lost, Luiz being nearly drowned. 

It was a very bad thing to lose the 
canoe, but it was even worse to lose the 
rope and pulleys. This meant that it 
would be physically impossible to hoist 
big canoes up even small hills or rocky 
hillocks, such as had been so frequent be
side the many rapids we had encountered. 
I t was not wise to spend the four days 
necessary to build new canoes where we 
were, in danger of attack from the In
dians. Moreover, new rapids might be 
very near, in which case the new canoes 
would hamper us. Yet the four remain
ing canoes would not carry all the loads 
and all the men, no matter how we cut 
the loads down; and we intended to cut 
everything down at once. We had been 
gone eighteen days. We had used over 
a third of our food. We had gone only 125 
kilometres, and it was probable that we 
had at least five times, perhaps six or 
seven times, this distance still to go. We 
had taken a fortnight to descend rapids 
amounting in the aggregate to less than 
seventy yards of fall; a very few yards of 
fall make a dangerous rapid when the 
river is swollen and swift and there are 
obstructions. We only had one aneroid 
to determine our altitude; and therefore 
could make merely a loose approximation 
to it; but we probably had between two 
and three times this descent in the ag
gregate of rapids ahead of us. So far the 
country had offered little in the way of 
food except palm-tops. We had lost four 
canoes and one man. We were in the coun
try of wild Indians, who shot well with their 
bows. I t behooved us to go warily, but 
also to make all speed possible, if we were 
to avoid serious trouble. 

The best plan seemed to be to march 
thirteen men down along the bank, while 
the remaining canoes, lashed two and two, 
floated down beside them. If after two 
or three days we found no bad rapids, and 
there seemed a reasonable chance of go
ing some distance at decent speed, we 
could then build the new canoes—pref
erably two small ones, this time, instead 
of one big one. We left all the baggage 
we could. We were already down as far 
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as comfort would permit; but we now 
struck off much of the comfort. Cherrie, 
Kermit, and I had been sleeping under a 
very light fly; and there was another small 
light tent for one person kept for possible 
emergencies. The last was given to me 
for my cot, and all five of the others swung 
their hammocks under the big fly. This 
meant that we left two big and heavy 
tents behind. A box of surveying instru
ments was abandoned. Each of us got 
his personal belongings down to one box 
or duffel-bag—although there was only a 
small diminution thus made, because we 
had so little that the only way to make a 
serious diminution was to restrict our
selves to the clothes on our backs. 

The biting flies and ants were to us a 
source of discomfort and at times of what 
could fairly be called torment. But to 
the camaradas, most of whom went bare
foot or only wore sandals—and they never 
did or would wear shoes—the effect was 
more serious. They wrapped their legs 
and feet in pieces of canvas or hide; and 
the feet of three of them became so swol
len that they were crippled and could not 
walk any distance. The doctor, whose 
courage and cheerfulness never flagged, 
took excellent care of them. Thanks to 
him there had been among them hitherto 
but one or two slight cases of fever. He 
administered to each man daily a half-
gram—nearly eight grains—of quinine, 
and every third or fourth day a double 
dose. 

The following morning Colonel Rondon, 
Lyra, Kermit, Cherrie, and nine of the 
camaradas started in single file down the 
bank, while the doctor and I went in the 
two double canoes, with six camaradas, 
three of them the invalids with swollen 
feet. We halted continually, as we went 
about three times as fast as the walkers; 
and we traced the course of the river. 
After forty minutes' actual going in the 
boats we came to some rapids; the un
loaded canoes ran them without difficulty, 
while the loads were portaged. In an 
hour and a half we were again under way, 
but in ten minutes came to other rapids, 
where the river ran among islands, and 
there were several big curls. The clumsy, 
heavily laden dugouts, lashed in couples, 
were unwieldy and hard to handle. The 
rapids came just round a sharp bend, and 
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we got caught in the upper part of the 
swift water and had to run the first set of 
rapids in consequence. We in the lead
ing pair of dugouts were within an ace 
of coming to grief on some big bowlders 
against which we were swept by a cross 
current at the turn. All of us paddling 
hard—scraping and bumping—we got 
through by the skin of our teeth, and man
aged to make the bank and moor our 
dugouts. I t was a narrow escape from 
grave disaster. The second pair of lashed 
dugouts profited by our experience, made 
the run—with risk, but with less risk— 
and moored beside us. Then all the loads 
were taken out, and the empty canoes 
were run down through the least danger
ous channels among the islands. 

This was a long portage and we camped 
at the foot of the rapids, having made 
nearly seven kilometres. Here a little 
river, a rapid stream of volume equal to 
the Duvida at the point where we first 
embarked, joined from the west. Colo
nel Rondon and Kermit came to it first, 
and the former named it Rio Kermit. 
There was in it a waterfall about six or 
eight feet high, just above the junction. 
Here we found plenty of fish. Lyra 
caught two pacu, good-sized, deep-bodied 
fish. They were delicious eating. An
tonio the Parecis said that these fish 
never came up heavy rapids in which 
there were falls they had to jump. We 
could only hope that he was correct, as in 
that case the rapids we would encounter 
in the future would rarely be so serious 
as to necessitate our dragging the heavy 
dugouts over land. Passing the rapids 
we had hitherto encountered had meant 
severe labor and some danger. But the 
event showed that he was mistaken. The 
worst rapids were ahead of us. 

While our course as a whole had been 
almost due north, and sometimes east of 
north, yet where there were rapids the 
river had generally, although not always, 
turned westward. This seemed to indi
cate that to the east of us there was a low 
northward projection of the central pla
teau across which we had travelled on 
mule-back. This is the kind of projec
tion that appears on the maps of this 
region as a sierra. Probably it sent low 
spurs to the west, and the farthest points 
of these spurs now and then caused rapids 

in our course (for the rapids generally 
came where there were hills) and for the 
moment deflected the river westward from 
its general down-hill trend to the north. 
There was no longer any question that the 
Duvida was a big river, a river of real 
importance. I t was not a minor affluent 
of some other affluent. But we were still 
wholly in the dark as to where it came out. 
I t was still possible, although exceedingly 
improbable that it entered the Gy-Parana, 
as another river of substantially the same 
size, near its mouth. I t was much more 
likely, but not probable, that it entered 
the Tapajos. I t was probable, although 
far from certain, that it entered the Ma
deira low down, near its point of junction 
with the Amazon. In this event it was 
likely, although again far from certain, 
that its mouth would prove to be the 
Aripuanan. The Aripuanan does not ap
pear on the maps as a river of any size; 
on a good standard map of South Amer
ica which I had with me its name does 
not appear at all, although a dotted indi
cation of a small river or creek at about 
the right place probably represents it. 
Nevertheless, from the report of one of his 
lieutenants who had examined its mouth, 
and from the stories of the rubber-gath
erers, or seringuerros, Colonel Rondon had 
come to the conclusion that this was the 
largest affluent of the Madeira, with such 
a body of water that it must have a big 
drainage basin. He thought that the 
Duvida was probably one of its head 
streams—although every existing map 
represented the lay of the land to be such 
as to render impossible the existence of 
such a river system and drainage basin. 
The rubber-gatherers reported that they 
had gone many days' journey up the river, 
to a point where there was a series of 
heavy rapids with above them the junc
tion-point of two large rivers, one entering 
from the west. Beyond this they had dif
ficulties because of the hostility of the In
dians; and where the junction-point was 
no one could say. On the chance Colonel 
Rondon had directed one of his subordi
nate officers, Lieutenant Pyrineu, to try 
to meet us, with boats and provisions, by 
ascending the Aripuanan to the point of 
entry of its first big affluent. This was 
the course followed when Amilcar had 
been directed to try to meet the explorers 
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who in 1909 came down the Gy-Parana. 
At that time the effort was a failure, and 
the two parties never met; but we might 
have better luck, and in any event the 
chance was worth taking. 

On the morning following our camping 
by the mouth of the Rio Kermit, Colonel 
Rondon took a good deal of pains in get
ting a big post set up at the entry of the 
smaller river into the Duvida. Then he 
summoned me, and all the others, to at
tend the ceremony of its erection. We 
found the camaradas drawn up in line, 
and the colonel preparing to read aloud 
" the orders of the day." To the post was 
nailed a board with "Rio Kermit" on it; 
and the colonel read the orders reciting 
that by the direction of the Brazilian Gov
ernment, and inasmuch as the unknown 
river was evidently a great river, he for
mally christened it the Rio Roosevelt. 
This was a complete surprise to me. Both 
Lauro Muller and Colonel Rondon had 
spoken to me on the subject, and I had 
urged, and Kermit had urged, as strongly 
as possible, that the name be kept as Rio 
da Duvida. We felt that the "River of 
Doub t " was an unusually good name; 
and it is always well to keep a name of this 
character. But my kind friends insisted 
otherwise, and it would have been churl
ish of me to object longer. I was much 
touched by their action, and by the cere
mony itself. At the conclusion of the 
reading Colonel Rondon led in cheers for 
the United States and then for me and for 
Kermit; and the camaradas cheered with 
a will. I proposed three cheers for Brazil 
and then for Colonel Rondon, and Lyra, 
and the doctor, and then for all the cama
radas. Then Lyra said that everybody 
had been cheered except Cherrie; and so 
we all gave three cheers for Cherrie, and 
the meeting broke up in high good humor. 

Immediately afterward the walkers set 
off on their march down-stream, looking 
for good canoe trees. In a quarter of an 
hour we followed with the canoes. As 
often as we overtook them we halted until 
they had again gone a good distance ahead. 
They soon found fresh Indian sign, and 
actually heard the Indians; but the latter 
fled in panic. They came on a little In
dian fishing village, just abandoned. The 
three low, oblong huts, of palm-leaves, had 
each an entrance for a man on all fours, 
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but no other opening. They were dark 
inside, doubtless as a protection against 
the swarms of biting flies. On a pole in 
this village an axe, a knife, and some 
strings of red beads were left with the 
hope that the Indians would return, find 
the gifts, and realize that we were friendly. 
We saw further Indian sign on both sides 
of the river. 

After about two hours and a half we 
came on a little river entering from the 
east. I t was broad but shallow, and at 
the point of entrance rushed down, green 
and white, over a sharply inclined sheet of 
rock. I t was a lovely sight and we halted 
to admire it. Then on we went, until, 
when we had covered about eight kilo
metres, we came on a stretch of rapids. 
The canoes ran them with about a third 
of the loads, the other loads being carried 
on the men's shoulders. At the foot of 
the rapids we camped, as there were sev
eral good canoe trees near, and we had 
decided to build two rather small canoes. 
After dark the stars came out; but in the 
deep forest the glory of the stars in the 
night of the sky, the serene radiance of 
the moon, the splendor of sunrise and sun
set, are never seen as they are seen on the 
vast open plains. 

The following day, the 19th, the men 
began work on the canoes. The ill-fated 
big canoe had been made of wood so hard 
that it was difficult to work, and so heavy 
that the chips sank like lead in the water. 
But these trees were araputangas, with 
wood which was easier to work and which 
floated. Great buttresses, or flanges, jut
ted out from their trunks at the base, and 
they bore big hard nuts or fruits which 
stood erect at the ends of the branches. 
The first tree felled proved rotten, and 
moreover it was chopped so that it 
smashed a number of lesser trees into the 
kitchen, overthrowing everything, but not 
inflicting serious damage. Hard-working, 
willing, and tough though the camaradas 
were, they naturally did not have the skill 
of northern lumber-jacks. 

We hoped to finish the two canoes in 
three days. A space was cleared in the 
forest for our tents. Among the taller 
trees grew huge-leafed pacovas, or wild 
bananas. We bathed and swam in the 
river, although in it we caught piranhas. 
Carregadores ants swarmed all around our 
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camp. As many of the nearest of their 
holes as we could we stopped with fire; 
but at night some of them got into our 
tents and ate things we could ill spare. 
In the early morning, a column of fora
ging ants appeared and we drove them 
back, also with fire. When the sky was 
not overcast the sun was very hot, and 
we spread out everything to dry. There 
were many wonderful butterflies round 
about, but only a few birds. Yet in the 
early morning and late afternoon there 
was some attractive bird music in the 
woods. The two best performers were 
our old friend the false bell-bird, with its 
series of ringing whistles, and a shy, at
tractive ant-thrush. The latter walked 
much on the ground, with dainty move
ments, courtesying and raising its tail; 

and in accent and sequence, although not 
in tone or time, its song resembled that of 
our white-throated sparrow. 

I t was three weeks since we had started 
down the River of Doubt. We had come 
along its winding course about 140 kilo
metres, with a descent of somewhere in 
the neighborhood of 124 metres. I t had 
been slow progress. We could not tell 
what physical obstacles were ahead of us, 
nor whether the Indians would be actively 
hostile. But a river normally describes 
in its course a parabola, the steep descent 
being in the upper part; and we hoped that 
in the future we should not have to en
counter so many and such difficult rapids 
as we had already encountered, and that 
therefore we would make better time—a 
hope destined to failure. 

A G L O U C E S T E R H E L M S M A N ' S S O N G 

By James B. Connolly 

I T came one day, as it had to come— 
I said to you "Good-by." 
"Good luck," said you, "and a fair, fair wind"— , 
Though you cried as if to die 
Was all there was ahead of you 
When we put out to sea, 
And now, sweetheart, we're headed home, 
To the west'ard and to thee. 

So blow, ye devils, and walk her home— 
O she's the able Lucy Foster. 
The woman I love is waiting me, 
So drive the Lucy home to Gloucester. 
O ho ho for this heaven-sent breeze, 
Straight from the east and all you please! 
Come along now, ye whistling gales, 
The harder ye blow the faster she sails— 
0 my soul, there's a girl in Gloucester! 
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I 

WERE I gifted with the eru
dition and imagination of 
Henri Taine, whom I heard 
lecture too many years ago 
to recall with pleasure, I 
could paint you the history 

of Norway from my window here, two 
thousand feet above the sea. I see the 
fiord that has eaten its way well into the 
land, till it is a lane to the sea, a pathway 
all up and down this west coast in and 
out; the forests of pine-trees; the small 
patches of arable and grazing land scat
tered between sea and mountain and 
hemmed in by the dark forest. 

The very conformation of the land makes 
nests for men, but makes large communi
ties and cities impossible. The geogra
phy of the country is its history, if one 
has eyes to see. The Viking, the individu
alist, the independent, the democrat, the 
man who looks in upon himself for his 
laws and his religion, for his habits and 
customs, came from here and inoculated 
the Anglo-Saxon world with his haughty 
independence, his unquenchable love of 
liberty, his untamable confidence in him
self. He never learned to fashion his be
liefs or his conduct, he never learned to 
bow his head to, "What will other men 
say? " "What will other men say ? " is the 
tyrant of the Latin races, but here a man 
looked to the sky, to the sea, to the moun
tains, for his signs, portents, and warnings, 
and they taught him truth, freedom, inde
pendence. The enforced solitude, the long 
days of darkness, turned his thoughts in 
upon himself, and left him with his own 
soul as the only constituency he need con
sult. His great gifts to the world were 
born and nurtured here, on these tiny is
lands of land, carved out by the sea, walled 
in by the mountains, so hemmed in indeed 
that often one must lie on one's back to 
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see the sky. The man who was to do more 
than any other to make public opinion a 
wholesome thing was bred here where pub
lic opinion was unknown. 

Out of solitude have come the men and 
the thoughts that have mastered the world, 
Buddha, Confucius, Jesus of Nazareth, 
Mohammed, and from these northern soli
tudes the men who have demanded for 
themselves in England and America free
dom of belief, and the right to be governed 
by themselves. The echo of their philos
ophy is heard again in one of the last of 
them, Ibsen, in his: "The most powerful 
man in the world is the man who is most 
alone." No man to-day masters himself 
or helps others to self-mastery who cannot 
contrive to make a Norway for himself in 
this busy chattering world. 

Norway has an area of 124,525 square 
miles; but of this 73,752 square miles are 
barren mountains, 26,317 are forest, 4,789 
are lakes, 4,632 bogs, and 1,947 are snow 
and ice. Grain-fields, cultivated mead
ows, and natural meadows only comprise 
3,554 square miles; cultivated land strictly 
speaking, only 1,074 square miles. In 
1910 the population was 11.2 to the square 
mile; but when countries with a great ex
tent of land are compared, unproductive 
land should be thrown out of the account. 
When, out of every 640 acres, making a 
square mile, at least 200 acres must be 
thrown out as bare rocks, waters, ice, 
snow, and bog, yielding neither subsist
ence nor employment for man, the actual 
density of the population changes. While 
Norway represents rather more than three 
per cent of the total area of Europe, her 
population only amounts to one-half of 
one per cent of the total population. 

From Vardo, the farthest point to the 
northeast, to Lindesnaes in the southwest, 
Norway stretches 1,100 miles in a straight 
line, and if swung round on the last-named 
point would reach to the Pyrenees. The 
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length of the coast is 1,700 miles, but the 
entire shore line, including the fiords in 
and out, and the large islands, would be 
12,000 miles, and would reach half-way 
round the globe, and dotted all along this 
west coast have been counted about 150,-
000 islands. Ninety-five per cent of Nor
way's exchange of goods with other coun
tries is carried on by sea. If one would 
know what the sea makes of man when 
she and not the land is master and mistress 
and moulder of him, one must go to Nor
way; and the sea need not be ashamed of 
what in the past has been bred there, nor 
of her offspring of to-day. Like a dash of 
salt spray, they have wakened into more 
vigorous life whatever people they have 
flung themselves upon, from Normandy 
and Dublin to Minnesota. In Minne
sota there are only some 500 paupers in 
the whole State, and parents, grandpar
ents, children, grandchildren, brothers and 
sisters, are all liable for support of a pau
per, and a person bringing a pauper into a 
county is liable to a fine of fifty dollars! 
I t is as refreshing as a salt bath to learn 
that the Viking spirit of independence and 
personal responsibility are still so much 
alive anywhere. 

When the bands of Goths and Germans 
pushed round from what are now south
ern Sweden, Denmark, and northern Ger
many, they found these protected lanes 
of water, the fiords, on which to travel. 
They were, too, as a matter of course, the 
hardier and more adventurous individuals. 
A boat, an axe, and a fish-hook were all 
the paraphernalia necessary for comfort
able travelling, and, still more to the point, 
the boat, the axe, and the fish-hook could 
all be handled effectively by a single in
dividual. At night, or in stormy weather, 
the boat could be hauled up on the land, 
turned upside down, one side of it propped 
up with sticks, and there the newly ar
rived immigrant had his house, and under 
that roof the more imaginative saw the 
beginnings of Gothic architecture. 

The narrow bits of land where an an
imal could be grazed, or grass cut and 
dried for winter fodder, not only made it 
desirable but necessary that a man and his 
family should live alone. There was no 
room then, there is no room now, for 
thickly settled communities. There are 
no villages in Norway even to-day. There 
are towns and farms. As late as 1891 

only 23.70 per cent of the population lived 
in towns, and 76.30 per cent were scat
tered about in small farm communities. 
In 1900 the rural population was 72 per 
cent, the urban 28, while as late as 1850, 
88.5 per cent was rural and only 11.5 
urban. Even this generation, therefore, is 
of men nurtured in solitude. In 1876, 
out of a population of 1,818,853,1,274,100 
lived by agriculture, cattle-farming, for
estry, fishing, and sailoring; and only 62,-
856 came under the heading "Intellectual 
Work." In 1891, out of a population of 
1,187,459, 564,884 came under the head
ing "Persons with Independent Occupa
tions." At the last census, taken in 1910, 
nearly 900,000 of the total population 
were still engaged in the outdoor and in
dependent occupations of agriculture, fish
ing, grazing, sailoring, and transportation. 

Of the cultivated land there are 

62,777 small estates and farms under 1 % 
acres, 

37,009 from 11/4 to 21/2 acres, 
43,144 from 21/2 to 5 acres, 
44,410 from 5 to 121/2 acres, 
21,494 from 121/2 to 25 acres, 
11,829 from 25 to 50 acres, 

4,761 from 50 to 125 acres, 

and 370 of 125 acres and over, and only 
three of 90,000 acres and over. Practi
cally all of these small estate-owners and 
farmers supplement their farming with 
fishing, grazing a few cattle, and more or 
less forestry. Fishermen and graziers own 
their own boats and their own cattle, but 
what is becoming rare in other countries is 
common, one might almost say universal, 
in Norway, and that is the individual 
ownership of the land. Already in 1819, 
with a population of 910,000, there were 
41,656 estates, and out of the 120,000 farm
ers of the country in 1900, 109,000 were 
freeholders. In England there are 5,000 
landowners owning over 1,000 acres each, 
and these 5,000 owners own nearly half 
the land of England between them. The 
whole of the soil is owned by about 1,000,-
000 persons. In Germany and in France 
the ownership of the land is more equally 
divided, among about 5,000,000 persons. 
This so-called Bonder, or agricultural peas
antry, is the very backbone of the nation 
in Norway. Each is proprietor of his own 
farm, and they occupy the country from 
the shore of the sea to the foot of the hills, 
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and up every glen or valley as far as corn 
will grow. They are, as a rule, fine-look
ing, athletic men, as their properties are 
not so large as to exempt them from work, 
but large enough to supply them and their 
families with wholesome food. In the old 
days they built their own houses, made 
their own furniture,ploughs,carts,harness, 
ironwork, woodwork, and basketwork. 
Probably there are no communities any
where else in the world so self-efficient, 
so independent, and so comfortable. 

Indeed, their size and wholesome aspect 
prove this, for they are the fairest, tallest, 
broadest-chested, and longest-lived people 
in the world to-day. The average life
time in Norway was 49.94 years for both 
sexes together; or separately, for men 48.73 
and for women 51.21 in 1881-90; but for 
the decade from 1891-1900 there was a 
further improvement, for men 50.21, for 
women 54.14. With the exception of 
Sweden there is nothing comparable to 
this elsewhere in the world. Even more 
startling are the exact figures of longevity. 
In 1909 the total deaths were 31,708: of 
these 3,125 were under one year, and 10,-
889 were over seventy years of age; while 
5,673 lived to be over eighty! If the in
fant mortality is subtracted, the length of 
life of those who lived to the age of one 
year and over is quite unapproached by 
anything in the ancient or modern world. 
In these days of much discussion of hy
giene and eugenics, it were well worth 
while to study the conditions in Norway, 
if for no other reason than to discover the 
cause of this amazing longevity. The 
West End theorizers, who have given the 
name eugenics to the rules and regula
tions that they propose to lay down for 
the mating of their brethren and sisters in 
the East End, could hardly do better than 
to make a systematic and detailed inves
tigation of the situation in Norway. 
Bath-rooms are rare, though there is much 
bathing in the open; and even in the 
larger towns the water-closet is not com
mon, and in the country not known. In 
one of the larger restaurants in Chris-
tiania itself, one still finds an earth-closet, 
and that on the second floor. Evidently 
"spending half their time bathing their 
whole persons" does not account for their 
vigor. Country inns and country farm
houses have no provision for the various 
necessities of domestic hygiene such as 

we deem necessary for health. Indeed, a 
traveller either here or in other out-of-the-
way places soon becomes convinced that 
very little water suffices for cleanliness, 
and that the more the body is worked 
regularly, the easier it is to keep it effect
ive with a minimum of bath-room. In
dependence, and the responsibility of 
owning something oneself, even though 
individual possessions be small, is far 
more conducive to health, happiness, and 
longevity than all the quack doctrines 
together of the modern theorizer and the 
present-day demagogue. In the streets 
of the towns, at the farms, on the roads, 
one seldom sees a fat man or one who 
looks unwieldy. They are sturdily, some
times heavily built, but they are lean in 
the flank, broad of shoulder and thick 
through, and though they do not always 
carry themselves lightly or gracefully, 
they look to have plenty of room for the 
working machinery of living, for heart and 
lungs and digestive apparatus. Wherever 
you go in Norway, from Christiansand 
to the North Cape, you cannot go far 
without going up and down hill, nor can 
you go far without inhaling the cham
pagne-like mountain air. I t is not impos
sible that the plain food, a necessity in a 
poor country, the physical training in the 
schools, the obligatory military training, 
the sensible temperance legislation, the 
up-and-down-hill exercise, the almost en
tire lack of luxury, and the fact that they 
are not hard workers—not lazy perhaps, 
but certainly leisurely in their toil, seldom 
making any undue demand upon their 
nervous energy—have produced what no 
artificial legislation can copy. What will 
happen to them when the speeding-up 
processes of modern industry are applied 
remains to be seen. The lap-dog, male 
and female, quadruped or biped, is as 
much a distinctive feature of an over-rich 
and underworked community as the sen
timentalist is a product of an overpro-
tected and over-self-indulgent nation. 

There is no such sound education for a 
man as the possession of property. Only 
thus, at any rate, can man be educated 
into independence. We have grown far 
away from the real meaning of education, 
which is to develop caution, reflection, 
forethought, patience, and physical hardi
hood. The man of a little property of his 
own has daily and hourly exercise in all 
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these better qualities. We have turned 
education upside down by beginning with 
reading and writing and going on into all 
sorts of finical developments of these, 
which after all are only means, not ends. 
A man with a small property which he so 
manages that it keeps a family clothed and 
fed and in good moral and physical fettle, 
has an education of far more value, though 
he may not be able to read or write, than 
the enslaved artisan with nothing but his 
weekly wage, but who is mentally accom
plished to the degree that he can read the 
novels from the neighboring free library. 
He dulls his ambition, and drugs his mo
notony, and forgets his slavery, with the 
opium of trashy reading. It is as false and 
foolish to call this education as to apply 
the word to dogs that jump through hoops 
and monkeys who ride bicycles. 

I t is very evident that this individual 
or family ownership of the land can only 
continue, if the population increases, in 
two ways: more land or emigration. There 
is no more land to be had, and there is 
emigration on a fairly large scale. We 
in America may be grateful that we have 
had the bulk of it. There were 403,877 
Norwegians, 665,207 Swedes, and 181,649 
Danes settled in America in 1910. After 
visiting their country you wish that there 
were twenty times that number. They 
have held as a nation more closely to the 
rigorous independence that inspired the 
signing of Magna Charta, the beheading 
of Charles I, the sailing to the West of 
the Pilgrim Fathers, and the Declaration 
of Independence than any other nation. 
Indeed, this is the cradle of all our Anglo-
Saxon independence, morals, tempera
ment, and liberties. 

The proper place for a statue to Liberty, 
with all the world to choose from, would be 
on one of these bleak promontories on the 
west coast of Norway, jutting out into the 
sea toward England and America. 

For a thousand years now these people 
alone among the nations have been land
owners and self-governors. Feudalism 
has never touched them in the sense that 
they have been dependent upon another 
for their rights of property, or for the 
right to dispose of their personal prowess 
in such ways as they themselves deemed 
best. There have been kings, and there 
is indeed a king to-day, but this last is of 
their own choosing, and in the past no one 

man has been able to make himself and 
keep himself as overlord to whom the 
people were subject, or from whom they 
acknowledged that their rights and priv
ileges were derived. From the earliest 
times they have possessed the land as their 
property, and been subject only to the 
jurisdiction of the nation as represented 
by themselves. They have never been 
adscripti glebae as have the peasantry of 
every other European nation. 

I t is not unlikely that the slight resist
ance encountered by the various expedi
tions from Scandinavia from the eighth to 
the tenth century, which overran and 
conquered the land throughout northern 
Europe, was due to the fact that only the 
nobles and the churchmen owned property 
and the bulk of the people had no interest 
in defending it. The Vikings and their 
followers who swarmed up the Seine and 
the Thames, and whose descendants con
quered Normandy and then England, were 
bred of long years of independence and 
property rights, while those they overthrew 
were dependent and non-landowners. 
They were the hardiest and boldest trav
ellers of their time. The Norwegian seal
ers still cruise about the sea as far north 
as it is open, and the history of polar ex
ploration has been associated with Norway 
from Othar in King Alfred's time to Nan-
sen in our own. In the Shetland Islands 
the people still talked Norwegian in the 
last century; Greenland and Iceland were 
colonized from Norway; and from Iceland 
comes a literature in old Norwegian, still 
the language of the people, which ranks 
with the hero tales of the East, of Greece, 
of Germany and England. The Orkneys, 
Shetlands, the Hebrides, the Isle of Man, 
were possessions of Norway for hundreds 
of years, and for more than three hundred 
years Norwegian kings ruled in Dublin; 
many of the Danes who conquered En
gland were Norsemen, and, as we shall see, 
the conquerors of Normandy were mostly 
of the Norwegian Viking breed. 

Dublin still retains a distinct flavor of 
these breezy warriors— 

" For 'tis the capital o' the finest nation, 
Wid charmin' pisintry upon a fruitful sod, 

Fightin' like divils for conciliation, 
An' hatin' each other for the love of God." 

Their early history is turbulent and con
fused. Small chieftains fighting among 
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themselves for supremacy. Days when 
men said: "La guerre est ma patrie, 
mon harnois ma maison; et en toute sai-
son combattre c'est ma vie." About the 
year 860 came Harald Haarfager, the Fair-
Haired, called Harald Luf a because he made 
a vow to leave his hair unkempt until he 
had brought all Norway under his sway. 
The battle of Hafursfiord freed him from 
his vow and Harald Lufa, that is to say, 
of the "unkempt locks," became Harald 
Haarfager, or of the "beautiful hair," who 
succeeds his father, and during a long 
reign of successive expeditions against the 
less well-organized communities in the 
west and to the south, from his head
quarters at Trondhjem, brings some sort 
of order out of chaos, and Norway is a 
kingdom under one king. He, like Charle
magne, divided his kingdom between his 
sons, with the like result that for cen
turies there was a disputed sovereignty 
and unceasing warfare in which both Da
nish and Swedish kings took a hand. 

It was always easy for the discontented 
and the defeated to flee away down those 
sea-lanes the fiords, and Iceland was set
tled and the Viking expeditions recruited 
from those who sought their independence 
elsewhere. "There is much to be had 
from the fields, but more from the sea," 
and " He who is master of the sea is master 
of the land," are Viking proverbs, be
lieved in then, and acted upon still to-day 
by Germany and England, be it said by 
Norway as well, for her mercantile ma
rine is the fourth largest in the world. 
America, by the way, still holds the sec
ond place in vessels of twelve knots and 
over, or of two thousand tons and over, 
though this seems to be little known either 
at home or abroad. 

Olaf Trygvesson, a descendant of Har
ald, the leader of an expedition that had 
ravaged England, returned to Norway 
bringing with him the Christian religion, 
and before his death in the year 1000 had 
again not only brought, the people under 
the allegiance of one king, but to a certain 
extent of one faith. In 1015 Olaf Haralds-
son, returning from a foraging expedition, 
took up and carried on the work of his 
predecessor. This latter Olaf, afterward 
known as Saint Olaf, over whose bones 
the cathedral of Trondhjem was built, 
was a fierce evangelist indeed. These 
rough warriors used methods to bring their 

heathen brethren to baptism that would 
have adorned the Inquisition. Not even 
in the Netherlands can they show such 
refined forms of torture. A brazier filled 
with live coals was placed on the stomach 
of one recalcitrant; a horn was placed in 
the mouth of another and a live adder was 
pushed through the horn and down his 
throat to eat its way out of the victim. 

Saint Olaf was worthy of canonization, 
perhaps, but certainly not as an exemplar 
of the gentleness of Christianity. 

They are fine figures of men these Har-
alds and Olafs and Sigurds, who roamed 
the world with their bands of warriors as 
far as Spain and Constantinople. They 
supplied guards for the Eastern Emper
ors in Constantinople, where a company 
composed exclusively of Scandinavians 
served under Bolli Bolleson, and one of 
the twelve paladins of Charlemagne was 
Orgier the Dane; they plunged into the 
Crusades with all the ardor of men who 
found it hard to accept a faith that did 
not offer a field for adventure, and in their 
love of the sea sailed as far as America, 
where Leif Ericson saw land five hundred 
years before Columbus. 

It is not without emotion that one sees 
in a dingy shed in Christiania, a Viking 
ship, dug out of the blue clay in which it 
had been preserved. Seventy-seven feet 
long it is, with a mast for a squaresail in 
the middle, with its sixteen rowlocks, and 
its rudder on the right or "s tarboard" 
side. Open to all the winds that blow, 
with its high bow and stern, over which 
even a medium sea could sweep, of a total 
size that would permit it to be placed in 
one of the luxurious suites of rooms of the 
latest ocean liners, and in this were exer
cised and developed the daring and hardi
hood, the love of adventure, the determi
nation of men to be their own masters, 
which inoculated the democracies of the 
ancient and modern world with the virus 
of independence. 

It is not rhetoric that sees in this long 
boat of oak the vessel that carried the 
chrism with which democracy was bap
tized. From this west coast of Scandina
via, embroidered its whole length long by 
hundreds of islands and by these threads 
and ribbons of the sea which join with the 
mountains in cutting up the land into 
small parcels, in which men could only 
live by themselves, came the first men 
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who were ready to go anywhere and do 
anything, and who were capable of taking 
care of themselves under any and all cir
cumstances by land or sea. Hundreds of 
years of the enforced independence pro
duced by their environment had made 
them not only scornful of the slavery of 
feudalism, but incapable of submission to 
tyranny. In that great plain of central 
Europe the Saxons were the only tribe 
that Charlemagne could never reduce to 
submission until he had practically exter
minated them; in England the same story 
maybe told, and the foundations of Amer
ica were laid by men of the same spirit, 
who wore no shackles on either their limbs 
or their consciences. When monarchical 
circles in Europe were indignant at the 
execution of Charles, Milton wrote in his 
"Defence of the English People": "Our 
king made not us, but we him. Nature 
has given fathers to us all, but we our
selves appointed our own king; so that 
the people is not for the king, but the king 
for them." In England, in Norway, in 
Sweden, this is still the temper of the peo
ple. In Sweden the Vasa line and the 
Bernadotte line were entirely the choice of 
the people. In Norway there were as 
many kings as in Ireland, and each son in
herited the title. They must have been 
at one time as numerous as Italian counts 
and barons. In England, too, kings have 
not only been dictated to, but the reigning 
family changed by the people. The kings 
of all the northern kingdoms except Russia 
and Germany are kings by the preference 
and good will of the people, using heredity 
limited by decapitation or dismissal, as a 
convenience, and under this system they 
are as free, if not freer, than under our 
system of hop-skip-and-a-jump rotation. 

This is all passing, perhaps. Indus
trialism, and the beehive and ant-hill ar
rangements that follow on the heels of in
dustrialism, have carried us clean away 
from this Viking ship and its crew of dar
ing individualists sailing away to throw 
their lives as dice against man and beast 
and the elements, if only they might be 
free. Whatever we, their descendants, 
have lost of the inheritance, it is no rhet
oric, I repeat, to say that those few planks 
of oak, and those few-score rivets, are the 
symbol of what is left at any rate of the 
best that we have given to the world. 

Canute, King of England and Denmark, 

invaded Norway, slew Saint Olaf, and 
England and Norway and Denmark for a 
time acknowledged the same sovereign. 
Magnus the Good, who had been left in 
Russia during these turbulent times by his 
father Saint Olaf, is recalled to Norway, 
drives out the Danes, and reigns in peace, 
to be succeeded in his turn by another 
Harald, Sigurdssen, who was killed at the 
battle of Hastings in 1066. William the 
Conqueror and his followers were direct 
descendants of these wandering Scandi
navian warriors who had wandered to the 
west, to meet men of their own race who 
had wandered to the east, at Hastings. 

Rolf, a great friend of Harald, counting 
upon the friendship of the King for his 
father, made a raid upon the Norwegian 
coast on his way back from an expedition 
in the Baltic, and, despite the pleas of his 
mother for mercy, he was condemned to 
exile by Harald. Rolf, or Gang-Rolf, mean
ing Rolf the Walker, because no horse 
of the small breed of the Hebrides could 
carry him, set sail for the Hebrides, gath
ered a band of kindred spirits, met with 
a cold reception as he rounded the north 
coast of Scotland, and finally entered the 
mouth of the Seine. The treaty of Saint 
Clair-sur-Epte was signed in 911, the 
duchy of Normandy was founded, so 
called from this company of men from the 
north, named Northmen, or Normans. 
This Gang-Rolf was the great-grand
father of William the Conqueror. 

These tidbits of history are merely the 
indications of how this blood of the 
Norsemen has found its way into those 
channels which connect them closely with 
ourselves, and not only with ourselves but 
with certain forms of government, with 
certain moral standards, and with a cer
tain adventurous temperament that to
gether have made us what we are—the 
countries we govern what they are. 

I am making no pretence to write even 
a sketch of the history of Norway, which 
would be dull at the best, for after the thir
teenth century when the German Hanse 
towns obtained such extensive trade privi
leges from the king Magnus Lagaboter, 
the "Law-mender," the Norwegians were 
almost debarred from any independent 
trade of their own. The Germans, with 
their headquarters at Bergen, practically 
ruled the commerce of the country, and in 
other matters as well were predominant. 
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In 1349, 1360, and 1371 an English ves
sel brought the seeds of the plague, or 
black death, to Norway, which destroyed, 
it is said, as much as one-third of the pop
ulation. The king, too, always resided 
abroad in Denmark, with which country 
Norway was united in 1380-97; there was 
no call upon the warrior spirit for the de
fence of the country; the noble families 
died out or were merged in the peasantry; 
and, as one writer puts it, Norway slept 
like a potato for four hundred years. The 
days of the Icelandic sagas, of the flights 
of those sea-hawks the Viking ships, of the 
roaming warriors, were over. 

Both Sweden and Denmark have his
tory and traditions connecting them with 
the Thirty Years' War, the Seven Years' 
War, and with the ferment in Europe dur
ing the sixteenth, seventeenth, and eight
eenth centuries, but not Norway. 

This accounts in no small measure for 
the fact that though travel in Norway is a 
delight on account of the unique natural 
scenery, there is no moral scenery. 

There are no castles, no ruins, no mon
uments, no sketches left on the landscape 
of the tragedies or the great accomplish
ments of the race. The building in the 
past, and even in these days, is almost en
tirely of wood. Wood is plentiful, cheap, 
and easily wrought into a shelter for men 
or animals, but it burns easily, is demol
ished with small effort, and offers but a 
poor defence against attack. 

The Viking ships sailing through these 
fiords to the sea were their castles, and 
the whole face of the country is one that 
frowns men into obedience rather than 
lends itself to the fashioning of man's 
hand. I t is pre-eminently a land that 
forms men, rather than a land to be 
formed by them. 

The Trondhjem cathedral is but a series 
of restorations, with little left of the orig
inal structure. Trondhjem having been 
burned to the ground some fifteen times 
has kept next to nothing of its ancient 
ornaments. 

The Stavekirke, or timber churches, sev
eral of them dating back to the thirteenth 
century, are almost the sole monuments 
of a far-off past. The church of Fantoft, 
near Bergen, astonishes the traveller from 
the East by recalling the pagoda style of 
the Hindoo structures of a like character. 
There is a timber church near Christiania 

and another near Notodden, which last 
is the largest timber church in Norway. 
Whether the Norwegians brought back in 
memory something that produced the 
fanciful building of Fantoft one cannot 
know, but it is not unlikely. 

The famous Sigurd was a prince who 
travelled in splendor and whose extrava
gance was oriental. I t is told of him that 
an Eastern potentate, to test him, laid a 
superb crimson carpet along the way to his 
palace, expecting that the northern bar
barians, astonished at such luxury, would 
walk on one side of it. Not so, for Sigurd 
and his company cantered their horses up 
the velvet path, counting nothing too fine 
for their prowess. Such a traveller may 
well have given the inspiration for a build
ing to remind him of his days of adven
ture in the East. I t is hinted, too, both 
in their mythology and in their history, 
that they connected themselves with the 
East and they took kindly to the Cru
sades as a return to the home of their an
cestors. 

As late as 956 Haakon, the foster-son 
of Athelstane of England, gave up his at
tempts to introduce Christianity in Nor
way, and as a proof of his sincerity as a 
pagan partook of a feast of horse-flesh in 
honor of Odin. The significance of this 
use of horse-flesh as a badge of paganism 
lies, of course, in the fact that only where 
there is ample pasturage, as in the vast 
plains of Asia, could horse-flesh have been 
cheap enough for food. 

Odin lived in Asaland, the land or home 
of the Ases, and the capital of the country 
was Asgard. The word guard, meaning 
yard, garden, dwelling-place composed of 
a group of buildings, is still in familiar use 
throughout Norway. These men, left to 
dream and to spin fancies in the solitude 
of Norway's lakes and mountains, pro
duced a mythological history of them
selves that is as oriental in its daring as 
the Arabian Nights. 

Odin, or Woden, means walker or trav
eller, and their gods and the habits of 
these were all gigantic shadows of them
selves and their doings. Once they were 
cut off from their forays and piratical ex
peditions to the neighboring coasts, be
cause there the people had become too 
well armed and organized to be taken by 
surprise as of yore, they faded out of Eu
ropean politics almost completely. Their 
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peculiar valor had lost all opportunity for 
its expression, and Norway was hushed 
into insignificance for some four hundred 
years. But they were not 

" Nursing in some delicious solitude 
Their slothful loves and dainty sympathies." 

Life in Norway has always been hard. 
That is what has made them in the past, 
and still keeps them, probably the stur
diest race in Europe. 

When once again the Norwegians ap
peared on the European chess-board, they 
were as hard nuts to crack as ever. They 
were practically the only people who de
manded and obtained for themselves, after 
the French Revolution, a constitution that 
answered in some sort to the aspirations 
that were the exhalations of that time. 

The Swedes during the alliance of Napo
leon and the Czar were defeated by the 
Russians, who took from them the whole 
of Finland. The Swedes, enraged at their 
King's (Gustav IV Adolf) incapacity, re
volted and imposed a form of constitu
tion upon their King. This was in 1809. 
A French general, Bernadotte, who was 
placed in command of Pomerania, so 
gained the good will of the Swedish aris
tocracy that they persuaded their King to 
adopt him as his heir. Bernadotte, who 
started as a common soldier, as prince 
royal, took over the reins of government 
from the feeble King, allied himself with 
England and Russia against Napoleon, 
while the King of Denmark and Norway 
remained an ally of Napoleon. After the 
defeat of Napoleon at Leipsic, the Peace 
of Kiel was signed, by which Denmark 
was obliged to hand over Norway to the 
King of Sweden. 

Norway, as we have noted, had been 
governed for four hundred years by Den
mark as a sort of distant dependency. 
Political life, literary life, were dead, and 
during these years of fighting, when 
France, Russia, Prussia, Denmark, and 
Sweden were all engaged, the prosperity 
of Norway suffered severely. Exporta
tion and importation were hindered, the 
crops failed, and, not unlike Prussia, Nor
way found her great incentive in the very 
helplessness of her plight. Toward the 
end of 1809, Count Herman Wedel-Jarls-
berg, the ancestor of Norway's accom
plished minister to France and Spain of 
to-day, founded the "Society for Nor

way's Welfare." In 1811, despite the 
opposition of Denmark, the University 
of Norway was founded at Christiania. 
Norway was discovering what every na
tion and every individual finds at last, 
that solvency is the first necessity for suc
cess. "Haud facile emergunt quorum 
virtutibus obstat res angusta domi," 
Juvenal tells us, or, I t is difficult to rise if 
your poverty is greater than your talent. 
Norway was preparing to help herself. 
Bernadotte, who as Crown Prince of 
Sweden had taken the title of Carl Johan, 
commanded one of the allied armies in the 
final struggle against Napoleon, and after 
the battle of Leipsic marched his troops 
against Denmark. Frederick VI of Den
mark signed the Peace of Kiel in January, 
1814, but the Norwegians claimed that 
Norway had always been a separate king
dom, that Denmark might decline the 
partnership, but that Norway could not 
be handed over to another country with
out her own consent. 

The vice-regent, Prince Christian Fred
erick, sided with the Norwegians, and Pro
fessor Sverdrup, the leader of the Consti
tutional party, called a national assembly 
to meet at Eidsvold to frame a constitu
tion. We shall write of this later; it 
may be said here that it was unanimously 
adopted, and Prince Christian Frederick, 
heir to the throne of Denmark, was chosen 
King. 

Carl Johan demanded of the allies that 
they should send commissioners to Den
mark and Norway to see that the Treaty 
of Kiel should be carried out. The com
missioners did not see fit to require an en
tire obedience to the Kiel treaty, but ap
proved to some extent what the national 
assembly had done, demanded that Prince 
Christian Frederick should resign his king
ship, and that certain Norwegian for
tresses should be handed over to Swedish 
troops until the Storthing should have 
settled the various problems arising from 
the union with Sweden. The Norwe
gians refused to turn over the fortresses, 
war was declared which lasted only a few 
weeks, and finally Carl Johan, by accom
modating the conditions of the union to 
the constitutional conditions already es
tablished in Norway, brought about the 
union, and on the 10th of November Carl 
Johan himself took the King's oath as the 
King's representative in the Storthing. 
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For the first fifteen years after the 
union vice-regents (statholders) of Swedish 
birth represented Sweden in Norway; but 
from 1836 the viceroys or governors were 
always Norwegians. The Storthing was 
elected every three years and the sessions 
were short. Carl Johan, now Charles 
XIV, spent his whole reign from 1818-44 
in a series of conflicts with the Norwe
gians. He was a Frenchman, only slightly 
acquainted with the language of his new 
subjects, he was not of blood royal, and he 
had been brought up in the atmosphere of 
the French Revolution. I t is one of the 
many strange contradictions one finds as 
one delves in the history of nations, to dis
cover that the French copying-clerk be
come a king was insistent upon his royal 
prerogatives, while the Norwegians, many 
of whose yeomen claim their descent from 
kings, were obstinate in their wilfulness 
where their rights were concerned. The 
Gascon peasant become a king leaned to 
tyranny, the Norwegian kings reduced to 
peasants were as dour in their independ
ence as the Pilgrim Fathers. 

Bernadotte mistook the poverty of the 
Norwegian peasants for the poverty of 
the French peasants. But what a differ
ence ! There are two kinds of poverty in 
the world: the poor made poor by tyranny, 
who are incapable of independence, and 
whose poverty is the mark of their servi
tude; and the poor who are poor because 
they despise, or have never known, the 
luxuries of life; and the poverty of these 
last is the very backbone of their liberty. 
In this meaning of poverty all the great 
deeds and dreams and daring of the world 
come from poor men. Luxury may have 
surrounded them, but they clothed their 
souls and bodies in sackcloth. I t is not 
poverty but prosperity that first softens, 
then enslaves, then sterilizes both nations 
and individuals. 

The civil list, the abolition of the no
bility, the reform of the constitution, the 
veto, the right to dissolve the Storthing, 
the nomination of the presidents, the em
barrassing quarrel with the students who 
persisted in celebrating the signing of the 
Norwegian constitution instead of the 
Union 'with Sweden as an anniversary, 
the choice of vice-regent, these and other 
questions maintained constant friction 
between the two countries. In 1836, when 
the Storthing refused to discuss certain 

constitutional proposals of the King,_ the 
King at the advice of one of the cabinet, 
Lovenskiold by name, dismissed the 
Storthing. The King could do no wrong, 
but the Odelsthing continued to sit and 
impeached Lovenskiold, and he was sen
tenced to a fine of $4,000 for having been 
guilty of giving the King unconstitutional 
advice. Peace was made by the appoint
ment of Count Wedel-Jarlsberg as vice-
regent or statholder of Norway. 

Although the successors of Carl Johan 
(Oscar I, 1844-59, and Charles XV, 1850-
72) lived in some sort of peace with this 
rather pugnacious Norwegian parliament, 
the questions of a national flag, of oblig
ing the King to choose his ministers from 
the majority party of the Storthing, of 
more frequent meetings of the Storthing, 
of fuller representation of Norway where 
matters of foreign affairs concerned Nor
way, and like matters of detail point 
easily to the conclusion, at any rate to 
the student who reads the controversies 
from the vantage-point of what has ac
tually happened, that Norway's separa
tion from Sweden and independence as a 
kingdom could not be far off. 

Norway was growing rapidly richer and 
more populous, and thus adding to her 
strength. In 1835 the population was 
less than 1,200,000, in 1875 more than 
1,800,000, and in 1891 had increased to 
over 2,000,000. The almost overwhelm
ing debt of the country in 1815 had become 
easily manageable in 1850, and in 1875 
Norway had the fourth largest mercantile 
marine in the world, with 56,000 sailors, 
7,800 vessels, not counting the fishermen, 
who numbered 120,000. 

The number of landholders increased 
from 45,000 in 1814 to 105,000 in 1835. 
That they still remain a seafaring people 
is shown by the astonishing figures of 
January 11, 1913. The fleet now consists 
of 2,156 vessels of 100 tons or more, hav
ing a combined gross tonnage of 2,365,-
063, or a ton for every man, woman, and 
child in the country. The value of this 
fleet is placed at $100,000,000, which di
vided among the people of Norway means 
a per-capita ownership of $40. The total 
dead-weight tonnage of the fleet has in
creased from 2,171,000 in 1875 t o 3,750
000 in 1912. The Norwegian shipyards 
have a capacity of 50,000 tons, but they 
are not able to take care of even half the 
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new construction. There are 8,000 men 
employed in the shipbuilding trade and the 
fleet itself accounts for 36,433 more. 

CharlesXV was succeeded by his brother 
Oscar I I (1872-1907), a monarch who won 
and kept the respect of the Norwegians 
despite the fact that it was during his 
reign that Norway finally brought about 
her separation from Sweden. As we have 
seen, there were many causes for friction 
between the two nations, but the demand 
of the Storthing that Norway should have 
a separate consular service brought mat
ters to the breaking-point. The King ve
toed the bill for a separate consular serv
ice, and was thereupon declared by the 
Storthing to have forfeited their confidence 
and to be out of office. The matter when 
put to a vote of the people was carried 
against the King by 362,980 votes to 182. 
This overwhelming statement of the 
wishes of his Norwegian subjects led to 
King Oscar's abdication of the throne of 
Norway after months of discussion be
tween the two countries as to the disposi
tion of the frontier fortresses. 

By vote of the Storthing, and after an
other plebiscite, Prince Charles of Den
mark, born in 1872, and married in 1896 
to Princess Maud, daughter of Edward 
VII of Great Britain, was elected King 
of Norway, and on his accession to the 
throne, November 25, 1905, he took the 
title of Haakon VII. He was crowned at 
Trondhjem on the 22d of June, 1906. 

The Norwegians not only have tradi
tions of freedom, but the people enjoy to
day a greater share of political liberty and 
have the framing and administration of 
their own laws more entirely in their own 
hands than any other nation, despite the 
fact that they have a king. The king has 
practically no power, and on the other hand 
the demagogue has even less. "A democ
racy," writes Hobbes, "is no more than an 
aristocracy of orators interrupted some
times with the temporary monarchy of 
one.'' We have seen not a little of this form 
of democracy on both sides of the Atlantic, 
where each party bids for the suffrage cun
ningly, promising what can never be ful
filled, and administering a blatant sooth
ing-syrup with conscienceless audacity. 

The legislative power of Norway is in
vested in the Storthing, which assembles 
every year, and is elected for three years. 
Every citizen of the age of twenty-five, 

provided that he resides and has resided 
for five years in the country, may vote. 
Since 1907 women are also entitled to vote 
if they (or the husband, when the property 
is held in common) have paid income tax 
on an annual income of $100 in the towns 
or $75 in the country. The requirement 
that women should be taxpayers was 
abolished in 1913, and to-day the suffrage 
in Norway extends to all male and female 
adults over twenty-five years of age. 

Eighty-two representatives are elected 
from the rural districts and forty-one from 
the towns, or 123 in all. Representatives 
must be not less than thirty years old, must 
have resided for ten years in Norway, and 
be voters in the districts from which they 
are chosen. Former members of the coun
cil of state can be elected representatives 
from any district without regard to resi
dence. In 1909 the number of electors 
was 785,358, of whom 487,193 recorded 
their votes. In 1910 in the municipal 
elections there were: 120,733 men entitled 
to vote, of whom 83,905 voted; 163,954 
women entitled to vote, of whom 92,256 
voted. In the Storthing election of 1912 
there were 502,284 men entitled to vote, of 
whom 354,558 voted; and 324,990 women 
entitled to vote, of whom 187,624 voted. 

Once elected, the Storthing divides itself 
into two chambers called the Lagthing and 
the Odelsthing. The former is composed 
of one-fourth, the latter of three-fourths, 
of the total representatives, and each 
nominates its own president. Questions 
relating to laws are considered by both 
chambers sitting separately. The inspec
tion of public accounts, the revision of 
government, and impeachment belong ex
clusively to the Odelsthing. All new laws 
must be first presented to the Odelsthing, 
from which they pass to the Lagthing, to 
be accepted or rejected. In case of dis
agreement, the two houses assemble in 
common and the final decision must be by 
a two-thirds majority. The same major
ity is required for any alteration of the 
constitution. 

The members of the Lagthing and the 
members of the supreme court, form a high 
court of justice called the Rigoret, for 
the impeachment and trial of ministers, 
judges, and members of the Storthing. 
Every member of the Storthing receives a 
salary of $750 a year, travelling expenses, 
and medical treatment in case of illness; 
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and with grim humor it is provided that 
in case of death the state pays the funeral 
expenses, whether cheerfully or not is not 
stated. The executive branch of the gov
ernment is represented by the King, who 
exercises his authority through a council 
of state made up of one minister of state, 
or prime minister, and at least seven 
councillors. The minister and the coun
cillors are entitled to sit in the Storthing, 
and to take part in debate when public, 
but without a vote. 

The royal veto may be exercised twice, 
but if a bill pass three Storthings formed 
by separate and succeeding elections, it be
comes law without the assent of the King. 
The abolition of the hereditary nobility in 
Norway was made law by the exercise of 
this right of the Storthing to override the 
King's veto. This right of the veto has 
now been taken from the King. It was 
done, it is said even by the Radicals, with 
no intention of striking at the King per
sonally, but it has had none the less the 
very natural effect of making the King 
suspicious of the good will of some of his 
subjects, though so far as an outsider can 
judge the liking and respect of the people 
for their King is genuine and general. 

At the time, 1905, of the separation of 
Norway from Sweden there were many 
prominent Norwegians, including the 
heads of the army and navy, the present 
prime minister, Bjornson the author, and 
others, who favored a republican form of 
government. I t was thought, however, 
that the separation would be more fa
vorably received in neighboring countries 
if Norway did not break with her own 
traditions by becoming a republic. The 
present King, then the second son of the 
King of Denmark, himself insisted that 
there should be a plebiscite before he ac
cepted the crown. The vote was taken, 
and four-fifths voted for a monarchy, and 
only one-fifth against. 

The present King is therefore an elected 
monarch, coming to Norway at the invi
tation of the Norwegians themselves, and 
with the signal advantage in his favor of 
having rendered them a great service in 
their hour of danger. I t is well known 
that had it not been for the influence ex
erted against war by the Swedish King, 
Norway would have been obliged to fight 
Sweden, with small hope of victory, be
fore a separation would have been per

mitted. King Haakon, therefore, has 
rendered no small service to the Norwe
gians, and now that they have got their 
freedom, it seems hardly playing the game, 
as their Viking ancestors played it, to take 
away his privileges and to hamper and 
annoy him. I t is unworthy of any man, 
republican or monarchist, to assume the 
attitude of mean ingratitude. King 
Haakon helped them to their liberty. He 
did not ask to be their King. They, and 
when they were in a tight place, asked 
him to be their King, and under those 
circumstances they owe him loyal alle
giance. Other nations, whether monarch
ical or republican, would look with a disap
proval bordering upon contempt upon a, 
people who requited such a service with 
ungrateful disloyalty. I t ought not to be 
a question of political preference now, or 
during King Haakon's lifetime and good 
behavior; nor is it a question of a mon
archy or a republic: it is a simple ques
tion of fair play between men. To invite 
a man to help you to win your freedom, 
and once he has done it to take unfair ad
vantage of him, will win no approval for the 
Norwegians from any fair-minded man, 
whatever his political creed may be. It is 
fair to say that the Radical government 
now in power hold this same opinion; only 
the Socialists, now numbering twenty-
four members of the Storthing, vote each 
session for the abolition of the grant to the 
royal family. 

The Storthing meets every year, assem
bling the first week-day after January 10. 
It is not summoned by the King, but meets 
by its own decree. I t must receive the 
sanction of the King to sit more than two 
months! What a sensible people! What 
a Niagaric roar of applause would greet 
the glad tidings in every country where 
there are representative and lawmaking 
assemblies, that the legislature might sit 
for only two months, or at most three 
months, in the year. Alas! even in Nor
way this has been changed, and the paid 
legislator grinds out legislation for many 
months in the year here as elsewhere. The 
election and meeting of this assembly can
not be postponed or in any way controlled 
by the executive power, and do not de
pend in any way upon its co-operation. 
This is Norway's Magna Charta, and lis
ten to the story of its making! The states 
assembled for this purpose at the bidding of 
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the then viceroy Prince Frederick Chris
tian of Denmark. They held their first 
meeting on April 10,1814, and on the 12th 
a committee was appointed to prepare the 
constitution. The next morning the com
mittee presented the principles of a consti
tution, which the assembly discussed until 
the 16th. On the 30th the constitution 
was on the table, and on the 17 th of May 
was ratified by the assembly of the states. 

The elections for town and country 
officials are largely under the so-called 
d'Hondt and Hagenbach-Bischoff system, 
which is a combination, modified at the 
will of the electors, of the cumulative and 
proportional method. Where there are 
five candidates, for example, each elector 
has five votes, but he may cast only three 
of them for one candidate; with the other 
two he may bestow one vote for each of two 
other candidates or cast them both for one. 
If there are more candidates his votes 
must be divided according to the same 
ratio. On the first ballot, a candidate to 
be elected must have a majority of the 
votes cast; if no candidate has a clear ma
jority, then there must be a second ballot 
at which a plurality elects. By the fur
ther system of proportional representa
tion, each party has a right to the number 
of officials represented by their percentage 
of the votes cast. For example, in an 
election where 1,000 votes are cast, and 
the Conservatives cast 600 votes, and the 
Radicals 200 votes, and the Socialists 200 
votes, let us say, the three parties would 
elect six, two, and two respectively. The 
voters themselves decide in their several 
districts or towns whether this system 
shall obtain. If it is not adopted, then 
the voters vote for the several names on 
the ticket, which appear there without 
any party designation whatever. A mod
ification of this system has been adopted 
for the municipal elections in Minneapolis, 
and for all candidates for the State Legis
lature of Minnesota. For a detailed ac
count of these Norwegian electoral meth
ods there is no more scholarly or complete 
account than that of the rector of the 
University of Christiania, Doctor Bredo V. 
Munthe, of Morgenstierne, a social econo
mist known to all the scholars of Europe. 

The local government is carried on by 
an administrative division into twenty dis
tricts, each governed by a chief execu-
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tive, or Amtmand. There are eighteen 
country districts or counties and the two 
towns of Christiania and Bergen. In each 
of these, as in the 41 towns and the 600 
rural districts or parishes, called Herreder, 
the voters themselves decide on what basis 
and by which system their elections shall 
be governed. 

For a thousand years in Norway the land 
has been divided at death between the chil
dren. There is no primogeniture. There 
were only three entailed estates in the 
country in 1900, and now, I understand, 
there is only one. There is also a curious 
law, Odelsret, which consists in the right of 
the family to redeem at an appraised value 
landed property that has been sold. This 
right adheres to any property that has be
longed for twenty consecutive years to 
the same owner, his wife, or his heirs in 
direct line of descent. The right is lost, 
however, when the property has remained 
in the possession of strangers for three 
years. The purchase of large blocks of 
land for industrial purposes, or in order 
to become a great landowner, is rendered 
very difficult by this provision of the law. 
This, together with the very small area of 
arable land available, has made the man 
with a small estate more numerous here 
than anywhere else probably in the world. 
I t has had, too, the effect of making the 
Norwegians particularly and easily im
pervious to any form of ancient or mod
ern tyranny. They have never had an 
autocrat in control for long; and state So
cialism, though it has appeared with its 
setting-hen industrialism, has but a small 
following among men who are so largely 
owners of property. 

One wonders that the American travel
ler, especially, does not make his way more 
often to Norway. With such a history, 
with such traditions and laws, and with 
their present form of government, and 
above all when one considers the influence 
that they have exerted first and last 
throughout the Anglo-Saxon world, no 
other country can compare in interest to 
the American. He goes to England, to be 
sure, and rightly, to find the immediate 
ancestors of his race; but back of and be
yond England are those Viking ships, long 
and narrow, shaped like darts, which shot 
out of those fiords with their fiery mes
sages of freedom and independence. 

in November.) 



P S E U D O N Y M O U S 

By Gordon Hall Gerould 
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PAUL E N D E R L I N looked, 
w i t h supreme embarrass
ment, at the letter spread 
be fo re him. During the 
t w e l v e m o n t h that had 
passed since the publication 

of his novel, he had received a good many 
letters about it—some of them from ladies, 
like this one; but never a letter that had 
troubled him so much. He puffed medi
tatively at his cigar. 

Nobody knew that The Wings of the 
Spirit was his work, of course. He had 
seen the incongruity of publishing a highly 
emotional novel under his own name. He 
was too heavy and ruddy and athletic to 
be known as a writer of that kind of thing 
—too prominent and wealthy an exponent 
of the sporting life. The reputed author 
of The. Wings of the Spirit was Grahame 
Spottiswoode, and Grahame Spottiswoode 
was clothed in mystery. Paul Enderlin 
had taken care of that. He had not per
mitted so much as an inkling of the truth 
to get about among his friends; and he 
had communicated with his publishers 
by ways so elaborately circuitous that 
they had seen the folly of attempting to 
penetrate his mask. Indeed, after the 
first, they had perhaps been glad not to 
discover him: they had baited the public 
with the mystery and had hooked half a 
million curious readers. 

There had been some difficulty about 
his wife, as might have been expected. 
Agatha and he were such good comrades 
that it was irksome at first to hide his pile 
of manuscript from her. But he had 
been unable to reveal the truth to her. 
Shame forbade. She had married a hunt
er of big game, who pottered about in the 
magazines; a collector of old weapons, 
who wrote descriptions of them; a former 
football "hero," who sometimes criticised 
in print the players of the day. She 
would not like to discover, perhaps, that 
she had married also, quite unawares, a 
man of feeling. He couldn't tell her 
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about the burning pages in his desk, and 
much less could he confess to her, after 
the book was published, that he was Gra
hame Spottiswoode. He loved the ille
gitimate child of his brain, but he couldn't 
let Agatha know that he had been un
faithful to her ideal of him. 

And here he was, in a predicament that 
no writer had ever before faced. He had 
received, this morning, a letter from 
Agatha herself—actually. I t was very 
short and quite properly conventional. 
I t merely thanked Mr. Spottiswoode for 
the great pleasure and inspiration his book 
had given her. As a matter of fact, it 
was like fifty other letters that had come to 
him. To any one who knew Agatha, how
ever, a deeper significance showed through 
the polite phrases. There was in them 
an appeal for sympathy, a muted strain, 
which showed she lacked something in 
her life that she found in the book. The 
thought of it was quite heart-breaking to 
her husband. He had given her every
thing he could think of, always: not 
merely the luxuries that her beauty made 
natural, but the loyal love that her heart 
required. He had counted himself an ad
equate husband. Yet, quite evidently, 
he had failed. He knew what the letter 
meant, knowing Agatha so well. I t was 
appalling. 

What should he do about it? The 
letter required an answer. So much was 
clear. If Paul Enderlin had failed to make 
his wife happy, he ought to call Gra
hame Spottiswoode to his assistance. But 
how? A personal interview was out of 
the question; and a letter that should 
convey his appreciation without offence, 
and without betraying Mr. Spottiswoode's 
knowledge of the case, was going to be 
singularly difficult to write. If he could 
only make a clean breast of it to Agatha, 
it would be simple enough; but he could
n' t subject the dear creature to that humil
iation. She had opened her heart, quite 
unconsciously, to a stranger, and she 



would have every right to feel annoyance 
if the stranger proved to be her husband. 
He couldn't play Agatha such a trick. 
He must write to her with some of that 
"marvellous insight into the human 
hear t " that reviewers found in his book, 
and he must take good care not to show 
too much insight. 

With a thick frown he bent to the task, 
and he destroyed many sheets of paper 
before he succeeded in making a satis
factory pre l iminary draft. The letter 
he wrote was short. I t was grateful for 
praise; it was sympathetic for the indi
vidual sorrows that clipped, so to speak, 
the wings of the spirit; it hinted deli
cately an understanding born of personal 
experience but nurtured by cosmic wis
dom. 

Paul Enderlin's face cleared when he 
had finished. He was rather proud of 
what he had done. I t was a neat job. 
Then he typewrote the note, and signed 
it, as he had learned to do for all Grahame 
Spottiswoode's letters, with his left hand. 
Nothing could be safer or less compromis
ing, he felt sure, than the letter as it 
stood. He would mail it in town that 
afternoon. He was going in with Agatha, 
and he had several things to be surrepti
tiously posted. This he locked up with 
them and, quite at peace, went out to 
play tennis with his little boy's tutor. 

Agatha seemed to him. even more 
charming than usual during their swift 
motor-flight to her mother's house in 
town. He left her with regret when she 
drove off to meet some appointment or 
other; he didn't like to let her go out of 
his sight—particularly just now. There 
was nothing remotely akin to jealousy in 
his feeling: he simply wished to be with 
her because she was unhappily married 
and needed sympathy. However, since 
she was smiling bravely at fate and de
clined his escort, he could do nothing but 
wander forth and post his letters in secret. 
Later he turned in at the Patroon Club, 
hoping for an hour's amusement before he 
went back to his mother-in-law's to dress. 

As luck would have it, he found Miles 
Henryson stretched out in a big chair and, 
contrary to his usual habits, reading. 

"You're a beautiful spectacle," began 
Mr. Enderlin. "Come play billiards. 
It 'll do you a lot more good than wasting 

your time over foolish trash. What have 
you got there, anyhow?" 

" I t ' s silly enough, to be sure—at least, 
you'd think so." Mr. Henryson thrust 
forward a well-thumbed copy of The 
Wings of the Spirit, while he removed 
a tear from the corner of his left eye with 
the furtive sweep of a finger. "Ever see 
i t ? " 

"Yes, I 've seen it ," grunted the au
thor. "I ' l l not say that a hardened sin
ner like you might not get a good deal of 
profit out of it, if you only would; but just 
now you're needed in the billiard-room. 
Come along." 

"All right." The herculean Henryson 
rose and made ready to follow. " Mighty 
queer, things like tha t ! " he remarked, 
flourishing his book. "How do you sup
pose fellows ever think of what's in them? 
You and I never could. This isn't a bad 
story in its way." 

Paul Enderlin had long ago ceased to 
get any thrill of excitement from casual 
mention of Grahame Spottiswoode's novel. 
He had heard so much comment, both fa
vorable and unfavorable, that he paid no 
attention to amateur criticism. " I ' d 
much rather beat you at billiards than 
discuss current literature with you, Miles," 
he said, smiling. 

"The only trouble with you is that 
you haven't any soul," grumbled Miles. 
" But I 'm willing to show you how to play 
billiards, all the same. Did you know 
that nobody knows who this Spottiswoode 
fellow is? My wife thinks she has a clew 
—thinks it's somebody we all know. I 
don't believe it, do you? She says she'd 
marry him if she could find out." He 
chuckled. 

" She could easily get rid of you on the 
score of lunacy." Paul Enderlin took the 
cue of reproachful insult that his friend 
so conveniently offered. "Bu t I doubt 
whether she'd like the exchange, if it 
came to that. I expect the fellow who 
wrote the book is just as big a fool as you 
are." 

He selected a cue carefully and chalked 
it with unusual deliberation. Miles Hen
ryson didn't count, of course, but it was 
uncomfortable to have him make such a 
close shot. His own wife turned instinc
tively to Grahame Spottiswoode for sym
pathy, and Miles's wife had the same 
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faith in the novelist's understanding. 
Both women wanted something they had 
never had: something that Miles, of 
course, never could give. He himself 
knew perfectly what Agatha was looking 
for, and was very well able to supply the 
lack she felt. Only just there the invisible 
barrier that they had built up between 
them while still very young stood in his 
way. He was perfectly incapable of being 
more to Agatha than he had been, be
cause—well, because Agatha and he had 
such fixed notions of one another's per
sonality. Both shame, and the fear of 
destroying a relationship that was en
tirely satisfactory from almost every point 
of view, made any change impracticable. 
Agatha wouldn't understand. He could 
do nothing but what he had done already: 
make a discreet proffer of Grahame Spot-
tiswoode's sympathy. 

He lost his game by a series of shots 
that would have disgraced a boy of fifteen, 
and he had to listen to Miles Henryson's 
jeers without protest. You couldn't be 
expected to play a game of delicate skill 
when you were so distracted, but you 
couldn't explain. 

Indeed, his state of nervous tension 
made him a poor companion to himself 
and to every one else, both at dinner that 
night and during the days that followed. 
He was ready to curse the unconscious 
interference of Grahame Spottiswoode, 
who had waked into flame the spark of 
Agatha's unrest. I t was best, perhaps, 
to let sleeping souls lie. 

Three or four days later his confidential 
agent—who was, of course, by no means 
in his confidence—sent him a new batch 
of communications for Grahame Spottis
woode. He was not at all surprised, when 
he looked them over, to find another note 
from Agatha. He had feared she would 
write again, though he had hoped that she 
might be satisfied with his reply. As he 
started to open the letter, he felt a twinge 
of conscience. He had no business to 
read what Agatha had written to another 
man, even to a man who was really him
self. For a moment he was inclined to 
burn the thing. He didn't wish to spy 
on the poor girl. She had as much right 
to her secrets as he to his. Moreover, a 
gentleman didn't read his wife's letters, in 
any case; to that honorable code he had 

been bred. Yet she had written to Gra
hame Spottiswoode, and Grahame Spot
tiswoode had every reason in the world to 
read his correspondence. I t would be 
discourteous not to. With a sigh at the 
perplexities of his situation, Paul Ender-
lin took out the letter. 

" M Y DEAR M R . SPOTTISWOODE: 
" I t was exceedingly kind of you to take 

the trouble not only to read but to answer 
my letter. I t is hard for me to say why 
I feel impelled to encroach again on 
your time. I realize perfectly well that 
your time should be spared for the book 
that is to follow. But if only you knew 
how many doors The Wings of the Spirit 
opened to me—! I must tell you at least 
that your letter—so full of understanding 
sympathy—showed me that I had not 
misinterpreted your wonderful novel. I ts 
message means even more to me now than 
it did before. I am so sorry that you 
do not feel able to give your admirers 
the pleasure of meeting you personally. 
That would add the last touch to our 
gratitude. 

" Sincerely yours, 
"AGATHA E NDE R L IN." 

"Confound it ," muttered her husband. 
"Agatha is certainly encouraging the fel
low. If she had put things to me like 
that, I 'd have married her two years be
fore I did." 

For a little while he was inclined to be 
resentful. Stolidly, and with no gleam of 
satisfaction, he read his other letters. 
Then a more generous impulse asserted it
self. There was, after all, in Agatha's let
ter nothing of which either he or she need 
be ashamed. She had simply expressed 
her gratitude with characteristic heedless
ness of any possible consequences. If 
Grahame Spottiswoode had been a real 
man, there could have been no harm 
whatever in her friendly advances. She 
deserved the best in friendship as in ev
erything else. The only difficulty came 
from the fact that Grahame Spottiswoode 
was a despicable pseudonym, a thing with
out blood and bone, a whited sepulchre. 
Paul Enderlin's metaphors tangled them
selves in a whirl of disgust at his own de
ceptions. 

The last vestige of his annoyance with 



Pseudonymous 459 

Agatha was removed by the sight of her 
sturdy figure, buffeted by the November 
wind, coming up the driveway toward the 
house. The long window of his study 
commanded her approach. With an in
stinctive murmur of pleasure he thrust 

think my pursuits enough for a grown 
man, now, do you? What is it you'd like 
to have me do, or be, if I weren't an 
idler?" 

"Like you to be?" Mrs. Enderlin 
laughed whole-heartedly. "Why, you 

With a thick frown he bent to the task.—Page 457. 

his letters into their appointed drawer and 
turned the key. He was in the hall before 
she could give her wraps to a servant. 

" Better come in and get warm, dearest. 
Beastly wind for a walk." 

"Aren't you busy, Paul—really?" 
"Only so-so. You won't interrupt." 
"Did you get off your football review 

to The Pandemonium ? " she asked, as they 
seated themselves before the fire. 

" Oh, yes, I gave them the usual thing 
and told them never to ask me again. 
I'm tired of it." 

Mrs. Enderlin propped her head on her 
arms and looked at the glowing log. " I've 
often wondered why you took the time 
for it. You never coach now, and you're 
far more interested in your blunderbusses 
than in football strategy." 

"Look here, Agatha." Her husband 
squared his thick shoulders. "You don't 
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dear boy, I like you just as you are, of 
course. Whatever put such a ridiculous 
notion in your head?" 

" N o matter what. Perhaps it's my 
own conscience. Even a loafer may have 
a conscience, I suppose." 

"But you're not a loafer, dear. You 
work quite as hard as you ought to, I 'm 
sure. You haven't been to the Rockies 
for two years, and you don't play games 
nearly so much as you used to. The way 
you stick to this room is quite dreadful. 
I think it's bad for you." 

Although Agatha spoke with vehement 
earnestness, warming to the subject as 
she went on, her husband threw back his 
head and laughed. I t was so like Agatha 
to be anxious about his health—so much 
more like the Agatha he knew than to 
be worrying about her own spiritual des
tiny! 
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"Do I look like a man far gone into a 
decline?" he demanded. 

" N o — " she pouted a hesitant denial, 
unwilling to make light of a serious sub
ject. "But you do stew indoors more 
than you ought. What is it, Paul? Aren't 
you paying more attention to business 
than you really need to?" 

"What makes you think tha t ?" 
"Why, we seem to have so much more 

money to spend than we used to, that 's all. 
Truly, you mustn't think I care about— 
well—even about the new limousine, if 
you're working all the time." 

It was Paul Enderlin's turn to be troub
led, though he tried his best not to show 
his perplexity. He had wondered a good 
many times whether the sensible Agatha, 
who knew to a few hundreds the amount 

" Aren't you paying more attention to business than yon really need t o ? " 

of their joint income, had never noticed 
certain irresistible extravagances of the 
past months. He would have to give her 
a plausible explanation now, or the fat 
would be in the fire. 

" I haven't been hurting myself, I as
sure you," he said lightly. " I've made— 
well—there was an investment that turned 
out better than I expected, that's all. 
Pure luck, you know." 

" What a clever child!" She rose, as if 
reassured, and bent to kiss his forehead. 
" I 'm going to run away now and not 
bother you. But don't forget that the 
Frenches will be here for luncheon." 

Before he could get out of his chair, 
she was waving to him gayly from the 
doorway. Singularly youthful for a wom
an of forty, Agatha was. She never over-
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did it, either. She swept the house like a 
fragrant breeze, wholesome and refreshing. 
All the more difficult to understand, those 
l e t t e r s in the 
d r a w e r . Yet, 
k n o w i n g Ag
atha, he couldn't 
m i s t a k e their 
m e a n i n g . A 
f r o w n of per
plexity gathered 
on his forehead as 
he went back to 
his writing-table. 

So much was 
he d i s t u r b e d 
by the conver
sation, indeed, 
that he labored 
most of the day 
over a suitable 
r e p l y to Ag
atha's l e t t e r . 
The s i t u a t i o n 
had been com
plicated rather 
than clarified by 
the i r talk. He 
had skirted the 
dangerous coasts 
of discovery, but 
had found no
where a port of 
r e f u g e . The 
proper answer to 
the lady's unrest 
must be worked 
o u t b y t h e 
light of his own 
knowledge and 
of G r a h a m e 
Spottiswoode's 
intui t ive sym
pathy. D a m n 
Grahame Spot-
tiswoode! 

Nor was that letter the only one he had 
to write, with painful care, during the 
next month. Agatha proved to be a singu
larly persistent correspondent: so much 
so that her husband often wondered how 
she found time to think of the subtle prob
lems of emotional experience with which 
she filled her letters. They were richly 
imaginative letters. He didn't wholly 
recognize in them the Agatha whom he 

knew; and he altogether failed to recog
nize the conditions of life at which she 
hinted. It was like a dream of life rather 

than life itself, 
t h i s w o r l d in 
which he found 
h i m s e l f im
mersed. It was 
a little like cer
tain chapters of 
his n o v e l , but 
with an impor
tant difference. 
H o w e v e r t h e 
characters in the 
book may have 
felt, he himself 
in writing about 
them had never 
b e e n conscious 
of j u m b l i n g 
fact with imag-
i n a t i o n . The 
mixture was un
pleasant. 

Not that Ag
atha said any
thing to which, 
as Paul Ender-
lin, he could ob
ject. She was 
always discreet 
a n d amazingly 
charming. Her 
husband found 
himself becom
ing even more 
a b j e c t l y her 
slave t h a n he 
had been before 
he knew her in 
h i s pseudony
mous reincar
nation. Only he 
c o u l d n ' t help 
being disquieted 

by the growing intimacy between Spottis-
woode and her. He didn't blame her; 
and he was far from blaming Spottiswoode. 
The two opened their hearts to one another 
as naturally as two children. His own dif
ficulty, as the weeks passed, was only not 
to put too much reality into his letters. 
He read them critically twenty times be
fore he dared send them, for he realized 
that by a single phrase he might rouse 

She was waving to him gayly from the doorway.— 
Page 460. 
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her suspicions. Too warm a declaration 
of friendship, too familiar an expression, 
would put her on her guard or, perhaps, 
betray him. The ice was very thin. 

After the first, Agatha stopped hinting 
that she would like to meet Spottiswoode in 
the flesh. Either she felt it would be use
less to urge the unveiling of her mysteri
ous friend, or else she hesitated before a 
personal encounter with the man to whom 
she was revealing her heart with such 
abandonment. Perhaps she thought it 
would be unsafe. 

Whatever the cause, her husband was 
grateful that she had given up her effort 
to bring about a meeting. As to that, 
though everything else was complicated 
and confused, he was at peace. He had 
only, it seemed, to keep up the pace she 
set until she tired of the running. She 
couldn't possibly fail to weary, after a 
time, of playing the game of intimate 
friendship with a purely fictitious beast 
like Grahame Spottiswoode. In his black
est moods Paul Enderlin consoled himself 
with the thought. By taking trouble, he 
could put the thing through, as long as 
it involved nothing save the making of 
literature. No. Anything beyond that 
wouldn't be required of him. 

He was the more surprised and the less 
prepared when Agatha made her startling 
announcement. I t happened some days 
before Christmas. 

They had been talking together after 
dinner—they had dined alone in a per
fectly humdrum, old-married fashion— 
about little Jimmy's presents. Nothing 
could have been less exciting, though they 
had really enjoyed themselves very much. 
Suddenly Agatha turned toward him. 

"Paul dear, I've a confession to make." 
Her voice trembled a little. 

" M y dear Agatha"—he pretended not 
to notice her nervous manner—" don't tell 
me! You surely haven't bought Jim a 
baby elephant. There's a limit to what 
the stables will hold. But I may as well 
know the worst." 

"Do be serious, dear. In some ways 
it is worse than an addition to Jimmy's 
menagerie. I'm afraid you won't like 
it." 

" I shouldn't like an elephant. Excuse 
me. Please go on." 

" I don't know that it's really so dread

ful. I've asked Mr. Spottiswoode to stay 
with us after New Year's." 

"Mr . Spottiswoode?" 
" Yes. You know whom I mean: Gra

hame Spottiswoode, the novelist. Surely 
you remember his book that I made you 
read last summer." 

Paul Enderlin rose and lighted a ciga
rette. He felt that this was a situation to 
be met standing. " I remember," he 
found himself saying. " Rot, wasn't i t ? " 

" I thought it an exceedingly good 
novel." Agatha was severe. 

"Bu t I didn't know you knew—eh— 
Spottiswoode." 

Mrs. Enderlin turned very red. " I — 
as a matter of fact, I've never met him; 
but I have had some correspondence with 
him. He has been very nice to me." 

I t was a question which of the two was 
the more embarrassed. Mrs. Enderlin 
was trying, with little success, to treat the 
whole matter as something of no impor
tance; her husband, with no better for
tune, to hide the fear of discovering his 
guilty secret. Agatha really ought not to 
have let him in for a scene like this. 

"You must be pretty thick with— 
what's his name—Spottiswoode, if you're 
asking him here. I thought I had heard 
he went nowhere—was a mystery, like 
'Waverley,' you know." 

" I don't know that he will come, of 
course. I only wrote to-day, but I thought 
I 'd better tell you. I told him that it 
would be very quiet—just ourselves—and 
that we'd like very much to have him. 
Isn't it all right? He has come to seem 
like some one I know really." Mrs. En
derlin caught her breath, almost hysteric
ally, which was unlike her. 

"Right? Why, of course it's all right 
if he'll come. I was simply surprised that 
you were so much on the inside, that 's all. 
Somebody told me that even his pub
lishers didn't know about him. Who is 
he, anyhow?" 

" I told you I'd never met him." Mrs. 
Enderlin spoke a little sharply. "But 
I 'm sure he must be all right. I hope 
you'll be on your good behavior—if he 
comes." 

"Don ' t you worry." Paul Enderlin 
stooped and gently kissed his wife. He 
was perplexed, but he had himself in hand 
now and could see some humor in the 
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Then in furious haste he packed his bag.—Page 465 

mockery. " I 'm glad of that ," she re
turned. "You really don't mind?" 

"Not a bit. By the way, did you ask 
Mrs. Spottiswoode? " 

"Mrs. Spottiswoode?" 
"His wife, naturally. I t ' s always wise 

to assume a man guilty till he has proved 
his innocence." 

" I — I never thought about that ." 
Mrs. Enderlin's voice faltered. " I s he 
married?" 

of you to be so prejudiced. It 's a splen
did novel. I don't know whether he's 
married or not." 

Paul Enderlin laughed. He mustn't, 
for safety's sake, raise too many objec
tions, and he didn't wish to be hard on 
Agatha. He saw quite clearly that she 
had behaved very well to him. I t must 
have taken courage, considering the let
ters, to urge Grahame Spottiswoode to 
meet her husband; and it was brave of 

situation. " I ' l l be glad to see him, of 
course," he said. "I ' l l treat him like a 
brother—all the Golden Rule sort of thing, 
in fact." 

He was conscious that Agatha scruti
nized him carefully, as if suspicious of his 

"How should I know? You're the per
son to whom he has been writing. I'm 
merely assuming that he must be married 
to have written the more slushy portions 
of his book." 

" I t isn't slushy! I think it's dreadful 
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her to announce the invitation straight
forwardly. There could be no question 
of an injured husband, even though she 
supposed herself to have made a sym
pathetic friend. 

" I t doesn't matter, I 'm sure," he said. 
"If Mrs. Spottiswoode exists, there's no 
special reason why she should be asked 
by an admirer of her husband for a purely 
literary visit. You haven't been writing 
to her." 

" I don't know." Mrs. Enderlin seemed 
to be not quite reassured. " She might 
expect to be asked, and that might keep 
him from coming. I didn't mean to be 
impolite. You see, it never occurred to 
me—Mrs. Spottiswoode." 

" If you wish to know what I think " 
His wife interrupted him. " I know 

you think he wouldn't come, in any case. 
Perhaps he won't. But I do hope he 
will. I've—I've seldom wanted any
thing so much." 

Here was frank confession, as she 
seemed to feel, for she flushed more vio
lently than she had done earlier. More
over, she was on the imminent verge of 
tears. Paul Enderlin would have felt the 
necessity of consoling her, even if he had 
been much less her lover than he had al
ways remained. When she went up
stairs, he was left to very uncomfortable 
reflections as to both the present and the 
future. 

Most pressing of all was the question 
of Grahame Spottiswoode's reply to the 
invitation he was about to receive. Nat
urally, it would be impossible for him to 
accept, either with or without his wife, yet 
it was going to be difficult for him to re
fuse without seeming ungracious. Thus 
far he had encouraged his correspondent, 
and no doubt he had given her some cause 
for believing that he might possibly unseal 
the mystery of his person for her benefit. 

When the invitation actually came, he 
had by no means decided what to do. 
His perplexity clouded the holidays for 
him. What could he say, as Grahame 
Spottiswoode, that would be in character, 
and yet kind? For a couple of days he 
looked at the problem from every side; he 
reviewed all possible excuses, all possible 
stratagems. At the end of everything, 
he had found no reason for refusing and no 
subterfuge by which he could accept. 

The day after Christmas he fled to 
town, unable any longer to look Agatha 
in the face with the dreadful secret be
tween them and the load of uncertainty 
upon his mind. In order not to be dis
tracted from his problem by seeing people 
he knew, he went to a glitteringly unfash
ionable hotel. He must have solitude for 
his meditation—the desert places of throng
ing Broadway. There he wrestled with 
his uncertainty like an anchorite. 

Twelve hours of it were enough. No 
way out of the mess appeared, but a great 
weariness overcame him. 

" Confound it all!" he exclaimed aloud, 
shaking his fist at the mocking image of 
his figure in a pier-glass. "There's noth
ing else for it: I'll have to tell Agatha." 

The resolution, of course, was born of 
nothing but despair. All the old objec
tions to telling her, all the old difficulties 
that stood in the way of it, remained 
unaltered. Things had simply come to 
a pass where confession was inevitable. 
Postponement would do no good. He had 
somehow contrived so to misdirect affairs 
that Agatha would be hurt, whatever he 
did. If he told her, as Paul Enderlin, that 
he was Grahame Spottiswoode, she would 
be wounded by his previous lack of con
fidence; if, as Grahame Spottiswoode, he 
rebuffed her advances, she would justly 
feel aggrieved. In either role, he was 
doomed to injure the woman whom he 
loved in both. He felt himself to be 
Jekyll in intention and Hyde in accom
plishment: a despicable combination for 
a well-meaning man to fall into. 

Yet he shrank so much from dealing the 
inevitable blow that he could not but de
lay. He desired above everything, in a 
most cowardly fashion, to enjoy Agatha's 
respect as long as possible. He had to 
forfeit it; he had to tell; but he felt that 
he must have a few days' respite before 
he made himself a football for his wife's 
scorn. In the name of Grahame Spottis
woode he would accept the invitation, and 
in the person of Paul Enderlin he would 
go home to wait for the disclosure of his 
perfidy. 

Once he had come to this momentous 
decision, he felt a little more at ease. Yet 
he feared lest resolution should fail, and 
made haste to draft a carefully worded 
letter accepting Mrs. Enderlin's kind in-
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vitation. Without real reason, and mere
ly because deception had grown natural 
to him, he stipulated that only the lady 
and her husband should know of his 
visit. Absolute secrecy was the price he 
demanded of his 
admirers. This 
note he dictated 
to a public sten
ographer with
out revealing his 
impor t an t per
sonality (he no
ticed a copy of 
The Wings of the 
Spirit on h e r 
desk); and in a 
deserted w r i t 
i n g - r o o m he 
forged his sig
nature. T h e n 
in furious haste 
he p a c k e d his 
bag, p a i d his 
bill, g u l p e d a 
high-ball at the 
bar, and drove 
to catch an out-
w a r d-b o u n d 
train. 

I n h i s own 
h o u s e he was 
a g a i n o v e r 
w h e l m e d by a 
sense of his in
iquity. Grate
ful to his scari
fied self-respect 
as was his wife's 
a f f e c t i o n a t e 
g r e e t i n g , he 
couldn't wholly 
conceal from her 
his t r o u b l e d 
state of mind. 
He had to sub
mit to b e i n g 
cosseted all the 

evening on the score of illness, which only 
added fuel to the flame of his remorse. 
He was acutely miserable when he went 
to bed. 

I t was no satisfaction to him, the fol
lowing afternoon, when Agatha showed 
him, with triumph, her charming letter 
from that nice Mr. Spottiswoode. He 
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When it came to waiting for himself on the windy platform of 
the railroad station, he was sorry he had come. — Page 466. 

could scarcely summon the courage to pre
tend sympathy with her enthusiasm. He 
was doubly self-reproachful, because she 
wished so plainly to share her joy with 
him. If she had been flirting, she had 

done it with a 
clear conscience 
and with unaf
fected loyalty. 
For penance he 
was f o r c e d to 
sham a pleasure 
in the approach
ing visit that he 
c o u l d by no 
means feel. 

By the second 
of J a n u a r y , 
when the novel
ist was to come, 
Paul Enderl in 
was genuinely 
ill with a p p r e 
h e n s i o n . Al
though he had 
not yet forfeited 
his w i f e ' s re
spect, he had an
ticipated all the 
humiliation of it 
a hundred times, 
and suffered ac-
c o r d i n g l y . 
Moreover, the 
thought of how 
hurt she was go
ing to be stung 
him almost into 
frenzy. Furious 
riding across the 
hills g a v e him 
no real comfort; 
solitary golf was 
no consolation: 
he had always to 
return to the in
jured Agatha. 

"Mr . Spottis
woode will be here at four o'clock," said 
Mrs. Enderlin radiantly at luncheon on 
the appointed day of disgrace. " Will you 
go down to meet him, or shall I just send 
the car?" 

"Perhaps I'd better go." He mumbled 
the words in his wretchedness. 

" I don't know whether you're fit to go 
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out at all." Mrs. Enderlin spoke doubt
fully. " You're eating nothing whatever. 
I've been wondering all the morning 
whether I ought to telegraph Mr. Spottis-
woode not to come, and call Doctor Hen-

tinued to play negligently with his mut
ton chop. " I 'm all right. I should be 
sorry not to meet—eh—Spottiswoode." 

Nevertheless, when it came to waiting 
for himself on the windy platform of the 

W.H.D Koerner 
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He felt her arms about his neck.— Page 467. 

shaw instead. You're not at all well, I'm 
afraid." 

"Oh, no. Nonsense, Agatha dear. 
You always think that I 'm on my death
bed whenever I stop eating like a horse." 
He forced a wan smile to his lips and con-

railroad station, he felt so shaky that he 
was sorry he had come. Too late he re
gretted expedients for delay which he had 
earlier rejected with disgust: the possible 
telegram of regret, with letters of explana
tion to follow; the illness announced by 
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letter in the nick of time; even Spottis-
woode's sudden death, which, at consider
able sacrifice, might have been arranged. 
The only thing he could fall back on now 
would be a mysterious failure to catch 
the train, and that wouldn't give more 
than an hour's reprieve. Besides, the 
weakness would be intolerable. Once and 
for all, he must stand up and take the 
treatment he deserved. Agatha's suffer
ing would be part of his punishment. 

I t registered his perturbation that, as 
the passengers alighted from the train, he 
childishly looked for Spottiswoode among 
them. If by some miracle the illustri
ous author might appear! A chance ac
quaintance or two he greeted absently. 
With a curt "Drive home" to the chauf
feur, he entered his car. The end had 
come. 

In the hall, strangely smiling, Agatha 
awaited him. Without a word he drew 
her into his study and shut the door. 

"Mr . Spottiswoode didn't come?" she 
cried breathlessly. 

"Yes, he came." For a moment he 
could say no more. 

"What do you mean? He didn't come 
with you." 

"Agatha!" The words he meant to 
say stuck in his throat, and he stood fac
ing his wife with the sheepish ferocity of 
a tame bear in disgrace. " H e did come, 
I tell you. He's here!" 

"You don't " 
"Yes. I 'm sorry to have been such a 

beast about it—it's all my fault—but I'm 
all the Spottiswoode there ever was. No
body ever behaved so badly before." 

He watched her with apprehension. In 
a dull way he wondered how she would take 
it; what, at least, her first reaction would 
be. He hoped she would be furiously an
gry. That would lessen the shock for her. 
To his bewilderment, he saw the queer 
smile that had been playing about her 
face change to a look of unmistakable con
cern. He felt her arms about his neck. 

"You poor darling!" she said illogic-
ally. " Don't be disturbed about me, and 
don't reproach yourself so much. I t ' s all 
right." 

"All right? But I tell you I've de
ceived you all along, and I wrote those 
dreadful letters as well as the book." 

She drew away from him, and a roguish 
twinkle lighted her eyes. "They were 
nice letters. I wrote some letters, too." 

"Bu t you didn't know you were writ
ing to me." 

"All the more shameful of me! If I 
had flirted like that with any other man, 
I could never—I couldn't look at myself 
in a mirror again." 

"Bu t you didn't know." He repeated 
the statement blindly, feeling that it 
somehow excused her. 

Again he felt her clinging to him, and 
he drew her close. 

"You foolish boy," he heard her say, 
"of course I knew—from the beginning, 
don't you understand? Do you suppose 
I didn't know as soon as I read the book 
that it was yours? Couldn't I put two 
and two together? Didn't it explain a 
lot of things? All your solitary working 
hours? But I thought if you were going 
to make such a mystery about it, I 'd 
force you to tell me. I even made you 
pretend to read your own novel, you'll 
remember. I tried every way. You just 
wouldn't speak. Then I baited you with 
the letters, and I made up my mind to 
punish you a little for not telling me. 
Besides, afterward, I liked the letters. 
They were so like you! The book is, as 
far as that goes." 

"Like me?" 
"Yes, darling, like the man I married. 

If you must have it with the i's dotted, I 
didn't marry the glittering armor in which 
you parade the world. Didn't you know 
tha t ? " 

"Yes, Agatha dear, I knew it"—he was 
still somewhat dazed—"but I've never 
been quite so sure as I am now." 
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A DIARY OF JAMES GALLATIN IN EUROPE 

FROM THE AMERICAN PEACE THROUGH T H E DOWNFALL 
OF NAPOLEON AND THE FOLLOWING YEARS 

II 

Nov. 23rd. 1815.—Much to my regret 
father has written today declining the mis
sion to France. Lately he seems to have 
got an idea in his head that he must de
vote his attention to making money for his 
children. Mama is greatly disappointed 
as well as Frances—they had been look
ing forward to the gaieties of Paris life 
after all I had told them. Albert does not 
care—he would prefer to live in the back
woods. 

December 19th.—Another letter from 
Mr. Monroe urging Father to consider the 
mission to France. We all want him to, 
but we know perfectly well it is wise for us 
not to say anything. I honestly feel I 
would much prefer to live in either France 
or England, all is so crude in this country. 
The two years I spent in Russia, France, 
and England have unfitted me for Amer
ica. 

January 2nd, 1816.—I really believe he 
is going to change his mind after all—• 
Mama does not mention the subject, but 
sighs deeply at intervals. Frances de
clared at breakfast it was useless for her to 
go on with her French—they were not go
ing to Paris. 

February 2nd, 1816.—Hurrah!—every
thing couleur dc rose. I wrote the letter 
accepting the French Mission for him at 
his dictation. Mr. Monroe had written 
him the most pressing letter on the 27th of 
last month, begging for an immediate re
ply one way or the other. All I say to 
them at home is "Faites vos parquets 
mesdames." 

April 13th, 1816.—Bother, I wish peo
ple would let him alone. They now offer 
him the Treasury again; all our plans are 
at a standstill. 

April 18th, 1816.—He will not accept. 
He says his arrangements to go to France 
are too far advanced to be changed at this 
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last moment. He also has some very im
portant business to settle in Geneva. The 
family "bourse" has accumulated for so 
long and now is such a large sum, he thinks 
something should be done with it. He is 
the only male Gallatin in the world and 
the Gallatin women have no claim to it. 
There are several of them married in Ge
neva of the different branches. Anyhow 
to France we go. 

9th July.—After a very fast passage 
here we are in Paris. I can hardly be
lieve it is true and keep rubbing my eyes 
thinking I may be asleep and dreaming. 

10th July, Paris.—Father had an inter
view with the Duc de Richelieu today at 
12 o'clock. I was present to take notes. 
He expressed the most friendly feeling 
that the French Government had for the 
United States. In fact was most civil, 
even cordial. 

He seemed anxious to know what our 
feelings towards England were. Father 
answered that the two Governments were 
on excellent terms, (but of course there was 
irritation between the people which al
ways must exist after a war,) and that he 
regretted the public journals added fuel to 
the flame. 

The Duke regretted that our newspa
pers misrepresented the present Govern
ment of France. He could not under
stand how most of the English and Amer
ican papers defended a man who crushed 
liberty everywhere. 

The Duke on leaving said His Majesty 
wished father to present his letters of 
credence tomorrow as the Royal family 
were leaving Paris shortly. 

11th July.—I accompanied father to the 
Palace to present his letters. I was 
amazed at our reception, both by the King 
and the Princes. 

Our audience was of course private. 
Father presented me. Both the King 
and the Princes expressed themselves as. 

[FROM THE MANUSCRIPT IN THE POSSESSION OF HIS GRANDSON, COUNT Dr. GALLATIN] 
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most friendly towards the United States. 
Monsieur, le Due d'Angouleme and the 
Duc de Berri were present. The King is 
old and very fat. Monsieur is rather 
handsome. The Duc d'Angouleme very 
stern but with a very kind face. The Duc 
de Berri very good looking and very gay 
and smiling. 

Very great etiquette is maintained. 
They say the King is more strict than even 
Louis XIV was. We cut a sorry sight in 
our plain black coats and breeches with all 
the splendour of the court uniforms. 

The King asked about Mama's health, 
how she had born the journey, and was 
really most kind and gracious. Court 
coaches were sent for us and took us back. 
Mr. Sheldon followed in the second coach. 

1 1 n t h August.—Madame Patterson Bo
naparte arrived this morning from Ge
neva. Her Baggage nearly filled the ante 
chamber—She is very lovely—but hard 
in expression and manner—I don't think 
she has much heart. Her son seems to be 
her one thought—She had long talk with 
father about his future (her son's) she is 
most ambitious for him—She even has a 
list of the different Princesses who will be 
available for him to marry—as he is only 
ten years old it is looking far ahead. I 
have but little work to do here—I foresee 
I will soon be in mischief—Paris is indeed 
the Paradise of young men. 

12th August.—Madame Bonaparte's 
conversation most brilliant—At supper 
last night she said when in Paris just after 
the 100 days, she was at a Ball at the 
British Embassy—she noticed she was so 
much stared at, and that some of the 
ladies curtsied to her—She asked the 
Duke of Wellington what it meant. He 
told her she was taken for Pauline Bona
parte as she was so strikingly like her, and 
that people were so amazed at thinking 
Pauline would have dared come back to 
France. The Ambassador came up to 
her at that moment to lead her to supper 
—this intrigued the company all the more 
—She is frightfully vain. 

14th August.—Father had an audience 
of the King this morning. His Majesty 
suddenly said " W e hear that Madame 
Jerome Bonaparte is with you; pray ex
press to her our regret she will not come to 
our court, but that we honour her reasons 
for not doing so." When father told her 

she was much gratified and said " tha t 
Corsican blackguard would not have been 
so gracious." 

15th August.—Madame Bonaparte left 
today for Havre to embark for America. 
She is such an interesting person we will 
miss her. She gave Mama a Ruby Vel
vet frock to cut up for Frances. To 
father she gave a really beautiful tour-
quoise and diamond broach. He will 
never wear it so I will have it. 

October.—A week since I have been able 
to take up my pen. On Thursday Father 
and Mother were commanded to dine with 
the King. A very great honour it seems, 
and one reserved for Princes and Ambas
sadors. A rather amusing incident hap
pened. After dinner a small reception 
was held—Amongst the ladies received 
was a Comtesse de Boigne. She is a 
daughter of the Marquis d'Osmond am
bassador in England. In a loud tone she 
expressed her astonishment at the pres
ence of Monsieur Gallatin and his wife to 
the Prince de Conde. His answer to her 
was—"His Majesty cannot too highly hon
our Monsieur Gallatin as—although rep
resenting a new country—his ancestors 
have served France for generations and one 
was a most honoured and intimate friend 
of Henri IV." I t seems this got to the 
King's ears who was much annoyed and 
when Madame de Boigne made her courte
sy he turned his back on her. She called 
on Mama the next day and was most gra
cious, but asked too many questions. 
They say she is the mistress of the Duc 
d'Orleans who as yet is not allowed to 
come back to France. 

Madame de Stael has arrived. I went 
with Father to see her today—She looks 
very ill. She had heard of Madame de 
Boigne's behaviour and was very angry. 
She said—"that woman is effrontery it
self"—and "Tru th never received her 
invitation to her christening." Madame 
Recamier was much amused and told 
many funny anecdotes about Madame de 
B.—It seems her husband is an Indian 
Nabob who has property at Chambery.— 
They do not live together but he allows 
her a large income. Albertine de Broglie 
was delightful—so glad to see us,—and is 
so natural and unaffected. They are look
ing for a home—but are at present with 
her mother. 



January 1817.—I am trying to collect 
my senses as it has been nothing but a 
whirl of gaiety. Father insisted upon 
having a supper on Christmas evening. 
Madame de Stael, the de Broglies, Pozzo 
di Borgo, Baron Humbolt, Constant Re-
becque, Monsieur La Place, The Duc de 
Richelieu, Chateaubriand, Duc and Du-
chesse de Clermont-Tonnerre, Duc de la 
Rochefoucauld and his son, and a host of 
others. We sat down 38 in all—Albert 
and Frances were allowed to appear on 
this occasion. Mama had a huge Christ
mas tree in one of the drawing rooms— 
small souvenirs for all. As Pozzo was 
cutting off some of the presents the tree 
caught on fire; de Broglie pulled off his 
coat I followed suit and we smothered the 
fire before it did much damage. At mid
night Mama had had prepared egg nogg 
and apple toddy, and we all drank each 
others health in American fashion. 

Madame de Stael looks very ill. After 
all our guests had left I slipped off to the 
Maison Doree. Quite a different com
pany. I managed to slip into the house 
at 6 o'clock without any of the servants 
seeing me. 

9th January.—To our immense surprise 
a Court Courier arrived this morning to 
say that His Majesty would in person call 
at 1.30. No time for any preparations. 
Father said we will receive his Majesty in 
absolute simplicity as befits our Republic. 
He arrived with Monsieur in a very sim
ple carriage. Mama, Father, the chil
dren and myself received him under the 
perron in the court yard. He is very in
firm, apologised for not getting out of the 
carriage. He handed Mama a large roll 
which was a very fine engraving of himself. 
Written in English is " to Mrs. Gallatin 
with all the respect due to a woman who 
has principles [signed] Louis." He greatly 
admired Frances who really promises to 
be very beautiful. Her complexion like 
Mama's is absolutely perfect. After 
much bowing etc. etc. he drove off. I t 
seems no such honour has ever been con
ferred by him before. Everybody tells 
father the King pays more attention to 
him than to anybody else. Count de 
Gallatin our cousin the Minister from 
Wurtemburg says he is very jealous. By 
the way his story is an odd one. His 
father was in the service of the Duke of 

Brunswick. When the Duke was killed 
at the battle of Auerstadt (Jena) as he was 
dying he said to the King of Wurtemburg 
— " I leave to you my most trusted friend." 
The King took him into his service and 
created him a Count. Unfortunately this 
one only has daughters. We are on the 
most intimate terms with the family. 

1817.—Poor Mamma is quite dazed— 
the whole system of living is so entire
ly different from that in America. This, 
coupled with her want of fluency in French, 
adds to her troubles. Fortunately we 
have been able to obtain the services of an 
excellent housekeeper, Madame Berthal 
by name—a Russian who speaks every 
language under the sun. Nothing ever 
affects Father, he is always pleased and I 
have never seen him put out at anything. 
I really believe if he was given his break
fast at midnight, his dinner at 6 a.m. and 
his supper at midday, he would hardly no
tice the difference. I have just been see
ing the footmen, coachman, etc., in their 
new liveries. For ordinary occasions 
dark blue plush breeches, yellow waist
coats and dark blue coats with silver but
tons, black silk stockings. State liveries: 
light blue breeches, white silk stockings, 
yellow waistcoats and light blue cloth 
coats with broad silver braid and silver 
buttons. The latter is exact as dark blue 
does not exist in Heraldry. 

Father is a little doubtful, fearing Amer
icans may object to so much show; but he 
feels the Court of France requires it. 

Albert's black Peter, whom we brought 
from America, showed the cook how to 
make buckwheat cakes. This came as a 
complete surprise. Poor Mamma burst 
out crying when she saw them. 

I have made the acquaintance of a 
young American who is studying paint
ing—Grayson by name. He is going to 
introduce me to the " Grisette world." I 
am looking forward to it. We go to one 
of the students' balls on Sunday night. I 
must keep this very quiet, as I fear Father 
would be much annoyed. He does not 
mind how much I go out in the "Grand 
Monde," but he dislikes anything like low 
life. He never had a youth himself. He 
was penned up in Geneva, and when he 
went to America he lived a simple life in 
the wild parts. I would not care to do 
anything to annoy him. 
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My Grisette ball was not a success. 
The fact is, it was not fit for any gentle
man to go to. I am not particular, but 
there are limits. The men were much 
worse than the women. How can they 
degrade themselves to such an extent? 
They left nothing to the imagination. I 
was determined to stop to the end, and 
even went to supper at a restaurant at the 
Halle. I will never forget the horrible 
orgie. There were Russian, Spanish, 
Italian and Prussian students: they might 
have been wild beasts from their beha
viour. This has been a lesson to me. I 
am glad of the experience and will profit 
by it. 

March 1817.—Madame de Stael is very 
ill. She sent for Father to-day and had 
a long conference with him, principally 
about her property. He had advised her 
to place all her monetary affairs in the 
hands of Monsieur Rothschild of London. 
She did not take his advice at the time, 
and now repents it. I t seems she is much 
troubled about what she should do for Mr. 
Rocca (her husband). Her great love for 
her daughter is overwhelming. At one 
moment she wants to leave her the bulk of 
her property—strong woman as she is— 
she talks of approaching death; the next 
moment she discusses the house she has 
taken and the entertainments she intends 
to give. Madame Recamier has a beauti
ful Hotel in the Rue de [illegible] She 
receives on Thursday evenings, always 
reclining on a chaise-longue. She is cer
tainly very brilliant and witty. She does 
not like Madame de Boigne—calls her a 
" pretencieuse." 

I think I have forgotten to mention the 
attempts on the life of the Duke of Wel
lington. As he was driving home in the 
Rue des Champs Elysees a shot was fired 
but fortunately missed him, in fact the 
bullet has not been found. Some mali
cious say he had the shot fired himself. 
Naturally he has hosts of enemies. So 
great a man as he is can brush such in
sinuations aside without giving them a 
thought. He certainly is the most im
portant personage in France at present 
and if anything happened to him it would 
be a dire calamity indeed. I t is very odd 
how persistently rude the Royal family 
are to him. He never shows the slight
est displeasure and he's always dignified 
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and courtesy itself. Father has the great
est admiration for him, and I believe him 
to be a born diplomatist as well as a great 
soldier and leader of men. 

I have just heard that a man called Can-
tillon has been arrested. They say he is 
but a man of straw and that his arrest was 
made to appease the English and that he 
will never be tried. The extraordinary 
thing is—with the exception of the Duc de 
Berri—not one of the Royal Family ex
pressed the slightest sympathy or con
gratulated the Duke on his escape. 

April 15th.—I dined with father at the 
Duke of Wellington's yesterday—great 
magnificence. The plate gold. I t is the 
Royal plate sent from England for his use. 
Shoals of powdered laqueys in the Welling
ton liveries—eight golden candelabra on 
the table. In the centre of the table a 
huge gold basin filled with flowers. All 
the service silver, until the sweets and 
dessert and then all was gold. Prince 
Tallyrand was present, the Duc de Rohan, 
Duchesse de Courland, niece of Tallyrand 
who seems devoted to him, Duc and Duch-
ess de Duras. The Galitzins—Caumont 
la Forces, de Broglies—Count and Count
ess D'Orsay, Duc and Duchesse de Gram-
mont—Comtesse de Boigne—her brother 
Osmond—The English Ambassador— 
Chevalier Stuart—Baron Vincent (Aus
tria) The Due and Duchesse de Fernan-
Nunez (Spain) Baron Fagel (Pays Bas) 
Comte and Countess Goltz (Prussia) Poz-
zo di Borgo (Russia) Marquis Alfieri (Sar
dinia) Prince Castelcicala (Deux Siciles) 
Count and Countess de Gallatin (Wur-
temburg) and a host of others. 

The Duke was in fine spirits and re
ceived congratulations on all sides. 

3rd July 1817.—Father was sent for this 
morning as Madame de Stael is worse. 
Hs is much distressed, as he had the most 
profound admiration for her. 

18lh July.—Madame de Stael died yes
terday. She is to be buried at Coppet; so 
at least is the present intention. We are 
obliged to leave for Brussels tomorrow 
greatly to Father's regret, as he would 
liked to have paid his last respects to her 
by going to Coppet for the funeral. He 
considers her loss a public one, that she 
was a great power, and that she had more 
influence on public opinion than any other 
person—excepting the actual Ministers in 
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office. Her mind instead of diminishing 
with years, improved and she became 
more and more brilliant, The Duchess de 
Broglie is inconsolable. I saw Auguste de 
Stael this morning. 

12th October, 1817.—The Marquis de 
Breteuil sent me an invitation to hunt 
with him [at Fontainebleau]. I have just 
come back. I t was a chasse "au san-
glier." The wild boars abound in the for
est, and at times are very dangerous. I t 
was all very new to me and struck me as 
rather theatrical. The boarhounds were 
very fine. A large pack. The huntsmen 
etc., all in the King's livery. Huge dors 
de chasse which they put their heads 
through as one does through a life-preserv
er; at every opportunity possible they 
blow blasts on these latter. When a poor 
"piggy" was killed, his dying moments 
were cheered by a lively tune played on at 
least six of the horns. Still it is an amuse
ment for me. There were several ladies 
of the Court in the Royal costume at the 
chasse, which really made a beautiful 
scene. I expected every moment to see 
the curtain come down as it does at the 
play. I believe in the time of Louis XIV 
they followed the hunt in huge gilt and 
painted coaches. 

12th December, 1817.—I have decided 
on my surprise for our Christmas party. 
I am having a huge imitation plum pud
ding made of cardboard. I t is large 
enough to hold a little girl of ten dressed 
as a fairy. She will distribute flowers, 
sweeties; each package is to have a small 
flag on it—the flags are to be of all na
tions. 

December 15th, 1817.—Nothing but balls 
every night. I am quite worn out. For
tunately there is hardly any work to be 
done for Father—or I would have to go to 
bed early. 

December 24th.—All is now ready for our 
Christmas party; the ball-room looks very 
nice and I keep even the stable men "frot-
teing" to get the floor in fine condition. 
Supper is to be before we dance and play 
our jeux innocents. Frances is so excited, 
we will not let her see anything of our 
preparation. I tell her unless she keeps 
quiet she will have a red nose. 

December 26th, 1817.—Everything went 
off capitally. After supper, which was at 
8 o'clock, we started our game—snap-
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dragon, a novelty, was a great success. 
We were allowed to play Kiss-in-the-ring, 
suppressing the kiss. I t was like Hamlet 
minus the Prince of Denmark. Of course 
it was Mamma. My plum pudding was 
even a surprise to Mamma. At 11 o'clock 
I had a great bell rung. In marched four 
footmen carrying the pudding on high. I 
took a great knife as if to cut it, and pull
ing a string at the same time, it fell open. 
The little fairy was so dainty. I had her 
taught some verses called "Noel ," which 
she declaimed as only a child can. After 
the little packages were distributed we 
danced a contre-danse. The young girls 
were all so pretty, I wanted to kiss them 
all. The poor little child who was in the 
plum pudding burst into tears and would 
not be comforted; she wanted her mother, 
who is only a dresser at the Opera, and 
who was to call for her at midnight, not 
being able to leave her work before then. 
Mamma took her on her lap and com
forted her until she fell asleep from sheer 
exhaustion. When her mother did ar
rive, Father, with his usual kindness, sent 
her home in a coach which he had ordered. 
All the young people loaded her with bon
bons, etc. I gave her a great big doll 
which I had bought for the purpose. She 
will be happy when she wakes to-morrow 
morning. 

9th January, 1818.—We had a very 
large supper party last night, but extreme
ly dull. I t may have been very intellec
tual, it undoubtedly was, but my intellect 
was not sufficiently cultivated to appre
ciate it. But I saw how happy Father 
was, and that quite resigned me to my 
fate. Poor Mamma did not understand a 
word of the general conversation, but kept 
nodding her head and smiling in the most 
intelligent manner, until I feared the 
feathers would fall out of her turban. 
Monsieur de Lafayette gave a long ha
rangue on the subject of liberty. I think 
Father was a little uneasy, as it does not 
do for people to express their opinion too 
openly at an Embassy. Pozzo only 
laughed at the whole thing. Our silver, 
which was the service of poor General 
Moreau, made a very fine show. Mamma 
has great taste, the flowers and fruit on 
the table were beautifully arranged. 
Madame Recamier recited some poems in 
the most affected and stilted style. I 
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really think she humbugs herself, she 
loves to hear the sound of her own voice. 
Count D'Orsay was the only amusing per
son; he made a violent speech on the po
litical questions of the day, without head 
or tail, beginning or end. I rather loved 
him for it. After all the guests had re
tired, I was off to a bal masque at the 
Opera, had lots of adventures, made at 
least a dozen rendez-vous, and by now 
have forgotten both places and names. 
Tel est la vie. 

We are still in a very unsettled state 
on account of the approaching change in 
the Government. So many different ru
mours. General Dessolles is spoken of as 
the new leader. Father hardly thinks this 
possible but believes Monsieur Decazes 
will certainly (if not actually in name) be 
the leader. The King is showing the lat
ter great favour. Prince Tallyrand is now 
in Paris, he is such an intriguer and so ab
solutely false that nobody trusts him. I 
heard a good story about him yesterday 
and his astuteness when he was in power. 
A gentleman accompanied by a small 
suite presented himself at his Hotel as the 
Margrave of C—a German princeling. 
His credentials were all in order but Tally
rand suspected there was something wrong 
from the man's demeanor. Nevertheless 
he invited him to dinner. Putting him as 
his rank demanded on his right hand. At 
table when dinner was at an end and 
olives were passed with the wine, the Mar
grave took a fork to eat his with. At 
once Tallyrand clapped his hands, (an ar
ranged signal) saying in a loud voice— 
"Arrest this imposter, no gentleman eats 
olives with a fork." Several officers dis
guised as footmen rushed forward and 
seized him. His suite immediately rose 
and tried to leave the room, but were also 
arrested. Tallyrand was quite right. He 
afterwards learnt that the Margrave of 
C—had been waylaid on his way to Paris, 
stripped of his clothes, baggage, money 
and papers, and left with his suite penni
less. The fine gentleman and his band 
took his coaches, made use of the relays 
so arriving in Paris. The poor Margrave 
wandered about for some little time as 
nobody would believe his story and 
thought he was an impostor. 

I am beginning to find all the Court and 
official functions a great bore. They are 
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always the same thing over and over 
again. The exceptions are the entertain
ments at the Elysee and at the Palais 
Royal. The Duke and Duchess de Berri 
are so gay and cheerful they instil life into 
all. At the Palais Royal it is so informal 
although a very fine entertainment, one is 
not hedged in by that eternal etiquette as 
at the Tuileries. The d'Angoulemes are 
so formal and sad, Monsieur so repellent 
in his cold stiff way, although they say he 
can be charming if he chooses. The King 
is far more gracious. He really seems to 
like Father's society and certainly shows 
him great favour. He laughingly said to 
him the other day—"I wish you would 
give us French lessons and we will give 
you English ones." Poor Father's ac
cent is so strong in English I sincerely be
lieve it is one of the reasons he is so dis
liked in America and that it is a great 
drawback to him. He certainly is in his 
right place here, but I think he longs for a 
more active life. 

July 1818.—He has accepted a special 
Mission to England, it is a very important 
one. The agreements settled at the 
Treaty of Ghent expire in 1819—so all has 
to be considered and settled afresh. He is 
the only person capable of carrying these 
negociations through on account of his in
timate knowledge with all details. Mr. 
Rush is our Minister in England. Father 
discovered him and has him put in his 
present position. He has most kindly ex
tended his hospitality to us, so we will 
avail ourselves of his offer, and stop at his 
house when in London. We expect to 
leave in July. I fear London will be very 
dull but I will have plenty of work to do. 
Father insists on having a copy of every 
document and prefers me to make them. 
Albert dislikes Paris so much that he is to 
go back to America this summer. He 
only cares about animals birds etc. and 
likes a wild solitary life. Frances is really 
very pretty, I hope she will grow up so, and 
make a good marriage either here or in 
England. Her religion will be a great ob
stacle to her here. I am quite certain 
she will never be content to live in Amer
ica, and I am sure I won't. 

After all we did not leave Paris un
til the 10th of August, and arrived in 
London on the 16th. Mr Rush is most 
kind, he has placed the whole second floor 
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of his house at our disposal. Of course 
London is quite empty and dull. I have 
plenty of work to do. Father has had 
several interviews with Lord Castlereagh, 
who is most conciliatory, but Mr Frederic 
Robinson (now President of the Board of 
Trade) and Mr Goulburn, are the princi
pal Commissioners; the former as always 
is delightful, and Father likes dealing with 
him. The questions to be settled are the 
Fisheries, the Boundary Question, the 
West India Trade, and the Captured 
Slaves. Mr Robinson begs Father to put 
in writing exactly what his demands are, 
and his reasons for making them; he thinks 
this will expedite matters. There are 
daily conferences, and from what I can 
understand an agreement satisfactory to 
all parties will soon be come to. Lord 
Castlereagh is very advanced in his ideas 
and has no insular prejudices. Mr Rob
inson the same; Mr Goulburn is not quite 
as enlightened as they are, but all is very 
amicable and pleasant. 

September 10th.—I had found it so dull, 
and not feeling very well, Father insisted 
upon sending me to Brighton for two 
weeks. I arrived yesterday and at once 
went to the Pavilion, and paid my re
spects to the Prince Regent. These were 
Father's orders. He is here with some of 
his dandies, and his last reigning favourite. 
I am very comfortably lodged not far 
from the sea, in James Street. The Pa
vilion is a most extraordinary place—• 
Moorish, I think, in architecture, all sorts 
of domes and minarets. There is a huge 
Riding School where the Regent takes ex
ercise in bad weather. They say the cost of 
the building was something enormous. I 
only went into the first Hall and wrote my 
name; the decorations are Oriental and 
dazzling, but, although I am informed to 
the contrary, I should not think the re
mainder of the decorations are in good 
taste. 

September 21st.—A most gorgeous en
tertainment at the Pavilion. As I en
tered rows of lacqueys in royal liveries 
and floured heads lined the hall; a most 
magnificent and important person asked 
my name with a profound bow; he mo
tioned to two lacqueys who threw open 
the doors and I was ushered into a gor
geous saloon. A gentleman advanced 
and said, "His Royal Highness would re-
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ceive me in a few minutes "—which he did. 
I was escorted to a smaller saloon, at the 
far end of which the Prince was half re
clining on a divan. He was most gra
cious and enquired kindly about Father; 
he also asked me some questions about the 
Royal Family in Paris, particularly about 
the Duc de Berri. While he was talking 
to me the doors were thrown open and 
several ladies and gentlemen came in. 
The Regent rose with the aid of two 
sticks, and followed by the Court in which 
I joined, proceeded to the Concert Saloon. 
He was seated in the centre in a large gilt 
armchair with a lady on either side of him. 
I was in the second row. I do not know 
who the two gentlemen were who were on 
either side of me, but one knew my name 
and both of them, seeing I was young and 
feeling a little bashful and a little embar
rassed, made themselves most agreeable to 
me and soon put me at my ease. What 
astonished me very much was when any
one of the performers—either male or fe
male—did not please the Prince, he ex
pressed his displeasure in a loud voice, 
much to their mortification—and he is 
called " T h e First Gentleman in Europe." 
When the concert was over, bowing to us 
all, he retired, with several ladies and gen
tlemen. We were then conducted to the 
dining-hall, which is very fine. A very 
lavish buffet supper was served, a fine dis
play of gold plate. Some of the gentle
men were half drunk while they were at 
the concert, and when I left after mid
night, several of them were helplessly so— 
a disgusting sight, and one that is never 
seen in France, even in Bohemian society. 
Some of the decorations of the Pavilion 
are very fine, the chandeliers are huge 
dragons painted in colours, and gilded. 
What I liked the best were some beautiful 
wall hangings of Chinese paper. I have 
never seen any before like them. But the 
whole effect of the furniture is vulgar—at 
least to my eyes, which are so accustomed 
to the refined taste of the French. Oddly 
enough, I did not see a picture of any kind 
or description. 

September 26th. London.—We had a 
splendid journey up, racing another coach 
the whole way. I am glad to say we ar
rived first; the other coach had an acci
dent. I t ' s wonderful the rapidity with 
which they change the horses. We came 
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by Cuckfield, a lovely English village, and 
the Weald of Sussex—lovely views. I 
thoroughly enjoyed it. Lucien followed 
with my baggage. These fast coaches do 
not take any. I found Father as usual, 
calm and unruffled. He was very pleased 
to see me looking so well. Mr Rush had 
a dinner party, but excused me from ap
pearing as I was fatigued. 

28th September.—To-day I was taken to 
White's Club and Brooks'. I had never 
been into a Club before. They say very 
high gambling takes place at night. As I 
have never touched a card in my life, it 
does not interest me. Father has a hor
ror of gambling and gamblers. I have 
been putting some papers in order this 
evening. London is absolutely empty. 
Everybody is in the country shooting. 

1st October.—Queen Charlotte, it is ru
moured, is very ill. She is suffering from 
dropsy. I t seems she has a violent tem
per and when she has an outburst it brings 
on spasms which they fear may cause her 
death at any moment. The Duchess of 
Cambridge is devoted to her and hardly 
ever leaves her. I t is very sad with her 
poor mad husband; she goes to see him 
every day, but he never recognises her; he 
always thinks he is holding a Court and 
talks incessantly to imaginary people 
whom he thinks surround him. What a 
living death! One of the first signs of his 
coming madness was one day a large pate 
of blackbirds was on the Royal table, cov
ered with a thick crust. When it was cut 
he remarked, "How very extraordinary! 
how on earth did those blackbirds get in 
that dish? " He would not allow it to be 
served and had some clever philosopher 
sent for to go into the matter. 

2nd October.—We dined with Lord Cas-
tlereagh last night. Only men again— 
everything very fine; we were over three 
hours at table. The conversation was far 
above me, although I take a great interest 
in politics. Father thinks this all does me 
good, and no doubt he is right. We leave 
on the 10th. I frankly don't like En
gland or English customs and manners. 

After many meetings and it seems to me 
endless discussion, the result is as follows: 
—the articles on impressment and mari
time rights are thrown out; a ten years 
agreement to cover the Fisheries question; 
the boundary between the Lake and the 

Rocky Mountains, also the joint use of 
the Columbia river; indemnity for the 
slaveowners and the renewal of the com
mercial treaty of 1815. 

Paris, 22nd October.—I even love the 
smell of Paris. I love the smell of the 
fruit and vegetables which the market-
women hawk about the streets in their 
push-carts. I love the cry "Oh, les belles 
fraises—oh, les raisins, dix sous la livre!" 
and later, "Oh, la valence, la belle va
lence! " Dear Albertine de Broglie came 
to see Mamma to-day; they have bought 
a beautiful hotel, quite close to us. They 
have a fine boy. She wants us to dine 
quite en famille on Sunday—that is, 
Mamma, Father, Frances, and myself. 
Mamma could not refuse her, but it is the 
first time she has dined out on Sunday 
since we came to Paris. 

25th October.—We had such a pleasant 
dinner at the de Broglies'. Their hotel is 
really beautiful. He had superb pictures 
and furniture, silver, etc. Her mother 
left her all she possibly could—so it all 
makes a fine show. The precious baby 
was brought down before dinner. Of 
course Mamma and Frances made a great 
fuss over it. I am not an expert in babies, 
they always look so crumpled and red to 
me, and I never know how to pick them 
up. We saw a fine portrait of de Broglie's 
father, who was guillotined in the Revolu
tion. She showed it to us. I t is covered 
with a black curtain which she drew aside 
when he was out of the room, as he cannot 
bear to look at it. This is the reason, I 
suppose, he is so serious. 

29th October.—I am really beginning to 
vegetate. I will get prematurely old if I 
go on at this rate. I am going to-night 
with Puysegur to a ball given by a lady of 
the "other world." The Duc de Berri 
protects her and will be there. I have just 
come in from a turn in the Bois de Bou
logne, where I met many friends whom 
I had not seen since I had returned from 
England. The men all wanted to know 
about the English fashions, as everything 
is a Vanglaise now in France. Certainly 
Englishmen are better dressed than 
Frenchmen. I met Count D'Orsay; he is 
certainly a fine figure of a man, and car
ries himself so well. His handsome face 
is rather spoilt by his teeth, which al
though very white are very much sepa-



rated, which gives his mouth an animal 
look when he smiles. 

January, 1819.—The Chamber voted 
yesterday the grant of an income of 50,000 
francs a year to the Duc de Richelieu, this 
has given great satisfaction in all quarters, 
he is not a rich man and has proved his de
votion to his country. Father went to 
congratulate him, I accompanied him. 
He was much pleased kissing father on 
both cheeks. They are in great sympa
thy, as both are men of the same calibre, 
simple, honest, without fear of expressing 
their opinion, and holding it, if they think 
they are right. Since I have been so 
continually with Father, seeing how he 
attracts people to him, those whose friend
ship is worth having, I believe in mag
netic influence which he strongly has. 
When he shakes your hand you feel a thrill 
go through you. When he looks into your 
eyes, he seems to absorb your soul. The 
Duke lives in such a simple manner, only 
two footmen in the ante-chamber. The 
Cabinet de Travail he received us in was 
without a carpet, the plainest of chairs 
and a very long table covered with black 
cloth, a carafe and a carafon of eau des 
flews d'orangers. He never touches wine 
of any description. He engaged father to 
dine with him " sansfacon" the 3rd of Feb
ruary, to meet some of his (the Duke's) 
enemies. He said they were quite tame. 

Feb. 4th. 1819.—We dined yesterday 
with the Duc de Richelieu, that is Father 
and myself. I t was a curious company 
composed of most of his political oppo
nents; as he had said they certainly were 
tame, much too tame for me, I was bored 
and glad to escape. First for a short time 
to the Opera, nothing interesting there, 
remembered it was Madame Recamier's 
reception evening, so hied myself there. 
Her salon is very beautiful, very classic, 
but not quite the place for me. If I were 
twenty years older I might take a mild 
dose of that sort of entertainment. I 
flew when I saw the majestic form of 
Madame de Boigne approaching. 

Feb. 12. 1819. I have neglected to 
write for four days. I t is really so diffi
cult to find time. I make up my mind to 
write every night before going to bed, but 
as lately I have not been home until 3 or 4 
a. m., it is the next day. This is a prob
lem that my brain is too addled to probe. 

There was a grand defile at Court on Sun
day; always the same thing—very mag
nificent no doubt to anybody who has 
never seen it—but as we have to stand for 
such a long time it is most fatiguing. I 
don't see how Father bears it. Mamma 
escapes it, as she has been excused from at
tending any Court function on account 
of her religious principles. Monday the 
Carnival commenced—a lot of us made-
egregious apes of ourselves, but it amused 
us. We had Pierrot costumes and each 
one a musical instrument. We supped 
with some of our Operatic friends at the 
Maison Doree—we did everything that was 
foolish—Puysegur had much too much 
to drink and would pour all the coffee into 
the piano. We heated francs and sous in 
the fire and threw them out of the window 
and watched the poor devils scramble for 
them, only to burn their fingers. I t may 
have been funny for us—but it was not for 
them—on calm reflection I think it was 
very cruel—Tuesday a small ball at the 
Palais Royal which was very amusing—a 
great many English were present—one 
very handsome woman, Lady Westmore
land. Her husband is in the Diplomatic 
Service. She is a very great friend of the 
Duke of Wellington's, also of Pozzo di 
Borgo. As there are young people at the 
Elysee, Frances was allowed to go. She 
enjoyed it immensely. She is so fresh and 
pretty—has a lovely neck and shoulders. 
I was very proud of her. Mamma has 
great taste and dresses her to perfection, 
but with great simplicity. My Diary is 
really very frivolous. I must try to re
cord more interesting matter. 

March, 1810.—So little of interest to re
cord. I have been trying to do my duty 
—and have been taking Frances to see all 
the fine churches—to the Luxembourg and 
various places of interest—I think it as 
well she should have something to talk 
about when she comes out in the world 
next year. Mamma has no idea of keep
ing her always at her side and not allow
ing her to talk to young men—it is really 
quite absurd the way French girls are 
brought up. How can they learn any
thing about the men they are to marry if 
they are never allowed even to see them 
without a duenna is present—Madame de 
Stael was so sensible on this matter. She 
allowed Albertine at Coppet to go for long 
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walks with de Broglie, so that they should 
know each other before marriage. It cer
tainly in this case is a success as I have 
never seen a happier couple in my life—they 
are a model to all young married people. 

April 20th, 1819.—I was told such an 
interesting story to-day about Robert Ful
ton. I t seems during the Terror he was 
in Paris—wishing to go to England on 
business he obtained a permit and pass
port. By accident it was made out for 
Mr and Mrs Fulton. Arriving at Calais 
he was detained as there was no packet 
crossing. In the evening at the auberge 
where he was lodged, he noticed a young 
woman who seemed in agony of mind— 
this was rather a common thing in those 
days—at last she summoned up courage 
to speak to him—saying " I throwr myself 
on your mercy—I see you are a foreigner, 
I escaped from Paris where I had foolishly 
gone to try and save some important doc
uments—my husband would have gone 
but he is very ill in England and I per
suaded him to allow me to do so. I am 
without a passport—and hardly dare to 
embark as there is a price on my head, 
and I am certain to be arrested and sent 
back to Paris. Can you help me? " Ful
ton said, " I will do my best. I have my 
American passport, oddly enough by er
ror it was made out for myself and wife, 
but she is in America. If you are willing 
to pass as Mrs Fulton, my wife, you are 
welcome to the little protection I can give 
you." As the lady in question was dis
guised and very simply dressed the plan 
succeeded and with the deepest gratitude 
she parted with him at Dover—without 
revealing her name to him. Some years 
later when Fulton was in Paris trying to 
raise money to put his inventions into 
practice—he strolled one night into the 
Theatre Francaise, looking around the 
auditorium, he spied much to his aston
ishment in one of the boxes the lady of his 
adventure splendidly dressed and covered 
with jewels—at the same time she recog
nised him and waved her fan to him, send
ing her husband at once to escort him to 
her box. I t was through her all the 
money was found for him to carry out his 
great work. One rarely hears of such 
gratitude. I t was the Duchesse de L. 

Dec. 1819.—We dined yesterday with 
the Count and Countess D'Orsay, he is a 
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wonderful fop but very witty, some of his 
stories would make even a man blush, but 
he seems to be a privileged person. Sos-
thene de la Rochefoucauld was one of the 
guests—a person very full of his own im
portance, also that terrible Madame de 
Boigne and her brother were among the 
guests, she tackled Father after dinner, 
asking him all sorts of questions about 
manners and customs in America. I 
think he was a little wearied by her, as I 
heard him say to her, " Madame, when we 
have a social Revolution in America, we 
may have better manners, as you have." 
She exclaimed, "You are not an American 
you are one of us." He answered "Par
don me, I represent a young and great 
country of which I am justly proud." 
She is really a firebrand. 

Dec. 18th, 1819.—A most amusing din
ner at Madame Recamier's, followed by 
a very funny little lampoon on the Queen 
of Sweden; it was called "Trouvez-moi 
mon Homme." I t was really very clever 
and well acted. Madame de J. represent
ed the unfortunate Queen and I really 
thought at first it must be the Bernadotte 
in person. Some music followed. One 
fat lady with ample and bulging charms 
in fact bulging everywhere played the 
harp; her arms were like legs of mutton; 
both arms were covered with jingling 
bracelets, this perhaps was fortunate as it 
sounded like sleigh bells with the occa
sional breaking of a string or the snapping 
of a whip. When she had finished there 
was not a string left on the harp. 

Dec. 19.—The Duc de Coigny has in
vited me to Fontainebleau for a chasse for 
two days. He is the governor of the Cha
teau and has a beautiful house. I am cer
tain to enjoy myself. 

Dec. 20th.—We are a very large party— 
all men—Mathieu de Montmorency—the 
Duc de Serent, the Prince de Poix, the 
Marquis de Champonet and a host of 
others. I drove down with the Prince de 
Poix who kindly offered to take me. We 
hunt to-morrow morning. The Duke has 
placed two horses at my disposal. To
night he presented me with the badge of 
the Chasse which was a great honour. 

Dec. 22nd, 1819.—We had a perfect day, 
but I was too tired to write last night. I t 
was very late when I was able to retire, as 
I cannot leave until my elders and supe-
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riors go. The fine air made me so sleepy— 
We killed seven fine sangliers, one fell to 
me of which I was very proud. Also two 
fine deer. I t is a wonderful pretty sight 
the 'curee' in front of a chateau by torch
light at night; all the spoils of the chase are 
laid out in front of the famous horseshoe 
staircase, then a sort of fanfare of cors de 
chasse is blown for each head of game, in 
fact a sort of funeral hymn. 

I go back to Paris to-morrow in Math-
ieu de Montmorency's coach; he is gov
ernor of Compiegne. Such funny posts 
they have at Court. The Comte de 
Cosse Brissac is Premier Panetier du Roi. 

ASSASSINATION OF THE DUC DE BERRI 

15th Feby. 1820. Monday.—On Sat
urday there was a magnificent ball given 
by Monsieur de Greffulhe. He had lately 
been made a Peer. The Duc and Du-
chesse de Berri were present. There had 
been rumours that there was a plot to as
sassinate the Duc. All noticed that Mon
sieur de Greffulhe never left him and 
seemed much relieved when the Berris re
tired. The Princess Galitizin bade me 
come to her box at the Opera on Sunday. 
We had the box adjoining the Royal one. 
The Duc and Duchesse de Berri were very 
well received at the conclusion of the 
opera and before the ballet commenced. 
The Duchesse rose bowing to the audience 
and retired with the Duc. As I was not 
feeling well I begged Madame de Galitzin 
to excuse me and immediately followed. 
In the corridor I heard a commotion, and 
opening a door I found myself by the 
Royal exit. Monsieur de Brissac rushed 
up to me saying " Shut that door and stand 
by it do not let anybody pass in or out. 
There has been an attempt on the life of 
the Duc de Berri." At that moment the 
Duc appeared supported on one side by 
the Duchess and on the other by Madame 
de Bethisy. I could see a dagger sticking 
in his breast, but he was talking in a low 
voice to his wife. She was wonderfully 
calm, but tears were running down her 
cheeks. She is enceinte. I fear this may 
kill her. I heard orders being given to 
send at once for Monsieur and the Duc 
d'Angouleme. Monsieur arrived first ac
companied by the Duc de Fitz-James and 
immediately went into the Royal Salon, 

which is behind the King's loge. They 
were closely followed by the Duc d'An
gouleme and the Duc de Maille. Then 
came Monsieur Decazes, and a host of 
others. I t was all the more tragic as I 
could hear the music of the ballet which 
was still going on. The audience had no 
knowledge of what had happened. I for
got to mention that before anybody ar
rived—I heard a sharp cry from the Royal 
Salon. I was told afterwards that the 
Duc tried to pull the knife out of his 
breast, but was unable to do so, that 
Madame de Bethisy with great presence 
of mind pulled it out. Both she and the 
Duchess were deluged in blood. I heard 
somebody say "Does anybody know if 
the knife was poisoned." M. Decazes 
passed me hurriedly, with Fitz-James; 
when they returned (it seems they had 
been to question the assassin) I heard M. 
Decazes say in a loud voice " T h e knife is 
not poisoned." By this time several doc
tors arrived and were doing all they could 
to staunch the flow of blood. I could see 
into the Salon as the door was left open as 
there were so many people. Monsieur 
Rohan Chabot came up to me and begged 
me to still stop by the door I was guard
ing, at that moment the Duke d'Orleans 
with the Duchesse and Mademoiselle d'Or
leans passed into the Salon; they were all 
in tears. The next thing I heard was an 
order given to send for the King. The 
Duc de Maille went to fetch him. I felt 
then there could not be much hope. To 
my horror I heard the Duchesse deBerri in 
loud tones denouncing Monsieur Decazes 
—saying " C'est lui; le vrai assassin.'' They 
tried to stop her. A sudden hush and the 
poor old King arrived leaning heavily on 
the Duchesse d'Angouleme and the Due 
de Maille. His Majesty was composed 
and looked very stern. I t was an extraor
dinary sight. The Duchesse d'Angou
leme hurriedly passed me and met poor 
little "Mademoiselle" who had been sent 
for and came carried in the arms of Ma
dame de Gontaut her governess. The 
Duchesse d'Angouleme took the sleeping 
child in her arms. Then two priests 
passed. I knew then the end was near. 
Suddenly all knelt as the last sacrament 
was being given to the dying man. I 
think everybody was in tears. I know I 
cried. Then in silence we all rose to our 
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feet and waited. I t seemed hours to me, 
as I was ready to drop with fatigue. Then 
the priest began intoning a prayer again 
all sank on to their knees. The end had 
come. Then a horrible thing happened. 
The Duchesse de Berri again commenced 
to scream—calling Monsieur Decazes— 
"Assassin, Assassin." I t was really too 
horrible. After they had quieted her all 
was in absolute silence with the exception 
of the grand Chamberlain announcing 
"le Roi, le Roi." A mournful procession 
passed me. First the King supporting the 
Duchesse de Berri, who had the hand of 
Mdlle d'Orleans, the Duchesse d'Angou-
leme on the other side of her, they were 
followed by all the rest of the Royal fam
ily. I could hear the orders given by the 
officers to the soldiers who by now were 
keeping the streets. 

Monsieur de Brissac came to me, shook 
my hands and simply said — "Merci ." 
He asked me if I would like to go into the 
Salon. I followed him, he motioned me 
to kneel and handing the brush from the 
holy water bowl, motioned me to sprinkle 
the corpse, which I did. I could not be
lieve the Duc was dead. He was still sit
ting up in a huge gilt arm chair, his head 
supported by a cushion surrounded by of
ficers of his household. The priest kneel
ing in front of him praying. I t was a sight 
I will never forget. In silence Monsieur de 
Maille shook my hand and I retired. On 
gaining the street which was packed with 
people and troops, I had great difficulty in 
getting through the crowd. I t happened 
that I was recognised by one of the of
ficers, Monsieur de Puysegur, who sent 
an escort of soldiers to make way for me. 
Although more dead than alive when ar
riving at home—I at once went up to 
Father's room, awakened him. When 
I told him the news he exclaimed " what a 
catastrophe. The unfortunate Bourbons. 
A blow for France indeed." He made me 
go at once to bed as I was hardly able to 
stand. 

16th February 1820.—At ten o'clock 
this morning a note was sent that all the 
Diplomatic Corps were to go to the Tuile-
ries at 1 o'clock. I accompanied Father 
The large salle was in total darkness with 
the exception of about 20 huge candles 
(cierges) in great silver candlesticks. In 
order of seniority—first the Ambassadors 
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and their suites, then the Ministers passed 
before the Throne in front of which was 
standing the Duc d'Angouleme, surround
ed by the high court officials in the deep
est mourning. Absolute silence with the 
exception of the announcement by the 
Grand Chamberlain, as the representa
tive of each country passed—"La Russie" 
—"l 'Espagne" etc. etc. followed by the 
dropping on the floor of the halberds with 
a ringing sound. I t was most solemn and 
impressive. The Duc bowed slightly to 
each one. Not a word was spoken. So 
we passed out. 

The assassin's name is Louvel a saddler. 
I t seems he has been following the poor 
Duke for a long time, waiting his oppor
tunity. He must have had many chances, 
as the Duke went about in the most open 
manner, often quite alone. Rumours of 
all sorts. Some say it was a conspiracy. 
The Duchesse de Berri still accuses Mons. 
Decazes of being the head of it. Others 
that it was a personal revenge. "Cher-
chez la femme," others say. The Duke's 
amours were so well known, he not taking 
the slightest care to hide them. 

1820.—The lying in state and funeral of 
the Duc de Berri was very fine. The 
actual funeral was not on so grand a scale 
as that of the Prince de Conde which I 
have mentioned before. 

March. 1820.—The Duchesse de Berri is 
more violent than ever against the Duc 
Decazes and his party, it is all very pain
ful—of course gaiety and entertaining is 
at an end. For myself I have no heart 
for it. I can scarcely realize that the 
poor Duke is dead, always so gay and 
cheerful, so full of life and spirits. He 
will be more and more missed as time goes 
on. There is nobody to fill his place. 

The Queen of Sweden is getting madder 
and madder. She does not let poor Mon
sieur de Richelieu alone for a moment, she 
is the laughing stock of Paris. He will 
not even speak to her—but that seems to 
egg her on all the more. Louvel was ques
tioned in private lately, but his trial will 
not take place as yet. Some say he is a 
lunatic. I only go to the Francais now. 
Mdlle. George is very fine. Poor old 
Talma one can hardly hear. I t is really 
sad to see the wreck of such a once fine 
actor. Still at times he has fine bursts of 
passion, revealing some of his old powers. 
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The opera has been closed since the assas
sination of the Duke. 

April 1820.—A bomb exploded yester
day at the Louvre. Rumour says that 
several bombs have been discovered in the 
gardens and under the windows of the 
Duchesse de Berri. The poor old King is 
much disturbed. He as well as every
body else fear that if a bomb did explode 
near to the apartment occupied by the 
Duchesse de Berri it might bring on a pre
mature confinement. Since the death of 
the Duke the Duchess has moved to the 
Tuileries. The eyes of the whole of 
France are fixed on the Palace, hoping for 
an heir. Louvel's preliminary trial com
menced on the 5th. I applied for permis
sion to attend which was granted. It 
seems now he is thought to be a lunatic, 
and there will be a further trial. All this 
must be most painful to the Royal family. 
There are strange rumours afloat about 
the bombs. Even the Duchesse de Berri's 
name is mentioned, it is too monstrous. 

June 6th.—Today was Louvel's trial. 
I was present, there were no revelations of 
any kind. He is a poor lunatic. He had 
nursed the idea he must kill somebody for 
years. He is to be executed tomorrow. 

June 8th.—I now deeply regret I went 
to the execution. There was a large body 
of troops as there had been serious dis
turbance in the night. I t was at 3 o'clock 
in bright June sunshine which made it all 
the more horrible. I never could imagine 
human beings could turn into beasts—a 
French mob is horrible—one now realizes 
what the "Ter ror" was. The wretched 
assassin was half dead before he was 
dragged to the steps of the Guillotine. I t 
was all over in a moment. I had to go 
and drink some brandy, a thing I have 
never done in my life before. I t took me 
two hours to get out of the howling crowd 
—more like wild animals than anything 
else—the women far worse than the men. 

April gth. 1821.—Since the death of the 
Duc de Berri a great change has certainly 
come over the Jeunessc doree of Paris. Not 
half so much entrain, I think he really gave 
the impetus to us all. I dined yesterday 
at the Trois Freres Provenceaux in the 
Palais Royal with some boon companions. 
I do not know how it was, the dinner was 
excellent, the wine as well, but we all 
seemed dull and depressed. I hardly dare 

own it, but I fear we are all blase. I com
menced a little too young to enjoy life, I 
have had a good seven years of it. And 
what I used then to look on as the height 
of enjoyment, I now find tiresome. I try 
to take interest in the political questions 
of the day. I read most carefully all the 
English as well as American papers that 
we receive and try to keep myself au cou-
rant of everything of importance. I be
lieve one can train one's mind to serious 
matters, I certainly have wasted a lot of 
time. 

July 10th. 1821.—The news has just 
arrived of the death of Napoleon. He 
died on the 5th of May. I was much as
tonished at the way the news was received. 
The hero which the whole French nation 
had worshipped, whom all Europe had 
trembled before, it might have been an or
dinary actor who had died. Really one 
could feel great disgust. A mighty man 
indeed he was with all his faults. The 
first I heard of it was cried about the 
streets "La Mori de Napoleon a St. He-
lene, Deux sous." Oh, the irony of it! 

July 15th, 1821.—The Bonapartists 
here show the greatest respect to the Em
peror. They have petitioned the King to 
allow the body to be brought to France 
and buried, but he will not hear of it. 
Father says it would be most unwise. 
That France is beginning to settle down 
after all the troubles she has gone through, 
that even the Emperor's body will excite 
enthusiasm in many and might lead to 
very serious results. Father received 
several letters asking if he thought Amer
ica would join in petitioning the King. It 
is really too absurd. What has America 
to do with it? Madame Patterson Bona
parte, wonderful to relate, has written to 
Father full of praise of the dead Emperor. 

June 18th 1821.—An extraordinary 
thing has happened. Father wished for a 
document and applied for it to the Duc de 
Bassano. The latter has all the copies of 
the archives of the Emperor, a document 
was sent, but not the one applied for. It 
was a Copy of a Trianon Decree of the 5th 
August 1810. This Decree was entirely 
withheld from the American Minister. 
Had it been known there would not have 
been any War between England and 
America; it bears the same date as the 
Berlin and Milan Decree, which were to 
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be revoked on the 1st November. Never 
before have I seen my father so angry, but 
he absolutely lost control of himself and 
used the strongest language. The under
hand meanness, the perfidy, injustice, so 
low and despicable. I t was the Emper
or's wish evidently to do all in his pow
er to crush a young and rising nation. 
Father went at once to see the Duc de 
Bassano, but on arriving there he could 
hardly say anything, he found the poor 
old Duke utterly crushed by the death of 
the Emperor. He evidently knew noth
ing of his mistake so Father did not unde

ceive him. He sent a copy of the Decree 
to Mr Adams with very strong remarks on 
the subject. 

July 1821.—Madame Recamier has 
closed her Salon for the present. Most of 
the adherents of the Bonapartists are in 
the deepest mourning. Surely it is the 
least they can do, considering the Emper
or picked most of them out of the mud 
and made them rich and noble. Joseph 
Bonaparte seems to have saved an im
mense fortune, he is living in luxury in 
America; some of those wretched Murats 
are also there. 

T H E F L E E T 

By S e a t o n S c h r o e d e r 
Rear-Admiral, U. S. N. 

THE most casual glance into 
the h i s t o r y of the past, 
mostly before we came into 
being as a nation, brings in
stantly to view the g r e a t 
fleet actions that shaped the 

destinies of nations and the history of the 
world. As mechanical power gradually 
displaced sails, uncertainty crept in and 
fleet tactics seemed somewhat obscured 
until galvanized into feverish life by the 
progress in all the arts that go to make 
possible the present battle-ship, and by the 
vast increase in size and importance of sea 
armies, and by the confirmed realization 
that principles are immutable, and that 
only the method of employment of new 
tools varies. I t may now be said that 
never in the history of the world has more 
vital consequence hung upon the issue of 
one decisive battle upon the sea than to
day. No one can fail to realize how differ
ently the recent war in the Far East would 
have terminated if the battle of the Sea of 
Japan had had a different issue. Can any 
one picture in other than sombre hues the 
situation if our fleet were to be defeated in 
a struggle with a foreign power? 

In the somewhat distant past a fleet 
was a tactical unit, composed essentially 
of a number of similar fighting ships, line-

of-battle ships, with perhaps a few frigates, 
the eyes of the fleet, as Nelson called them,. 
Two such fleets would come in sight of 
each other, and at comparatively short 
distances apart manoeuvre for position, 
with reference to the wind mostly, and 
then come together in a terrific grapple, 
one generally making the offensive attack 
running down before the wind, and the 
other awaiting the attack close-hauled; 
and the battle would frequently end in 
fighting yard-arm to yard-arm, and even 
boarding and hand-to-hand fighting. 

Applied to present-day conditions, this 
same specific term ' 'f leet" is often used 
to denote simply the tactical unit consist
ing of a compact body of battle-ships di
vided into a certain number of squadrons, 
each squadron comprising a certain num
ber of divisions, and so on, all within vis
ual signal distance of each other, and act
ing in intimate contact and concert. This 
unit is usually called the battle-ship fleet. 
But in its broader meaning, the term 
"fleet' ' depicts a panorama of power 
such as has never before been welded into 
one coherent mass of destructive agencies: 
battle-ships to bear the brunt of the on
slaught, to do and receive the pounding, 
and for the support and presentation of 
which all other units are subordinated; 
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battle-cruisers, of higher speed, but still of 
such offensive and defensive power as to 
be able to achieve strategic ends, as dis
tinct from tactical ends, and also to under
take tactical duties as a fast wing—for in
stance, to attack a vulnerable part of the 
enemy's force, or to compel him to certain 
movements or actions; torpedo craft, to 
harass the enemy day and night, making 
concerted or isolated attacks when condi
tions are favorable, and even when condi
tions are not favorable if the exigencies of 
the situation call for it; submarines, less 
mobile as yet than the surface craft, and 
somewhat dependent upon them as " pilot-
fish" to guide them to their prey, but 
even now aggressive in their development, 
and ready to undertake in actual battle 
the same daring work that characterizes 
their performance in the preparatory time 
of practice; aeroplanes, which, to para
phrase an old saying, may be said to be 
between heaven and the deep sea, carry
ing the eyes of the fleet to heights of hun
dreds or thousands of feet, whether for 
locating and reporting a distant enemy, 
or detecting and attacking submarines or 
even heavy ships, or even reconnoitring for 
a landing party as was so efficiently done 
at Vera Cruz in April; scouts, no longer 
restricted to making relay races back to 
the fleet commander with intelligence of 
the enemy's whereabouts, but seeking that 
enemy in every direction, and at all dis
tances, and flashing back by a radio spark 
the word advising that commander that 
the enemy has such and such types of 
ships, formed in such units and formations, 
proceeding in such directions, and at such 
speed, etc.; mine-planters and trawlers in 
their proper spheres; fuel and supply and 
repair ships, which must be protected and 
convoyed to meet the fleet at specified 
times in specified places. All of these dis
tinct but co-operative arms go to make the 
fleet of to-day. And the gun-firing is apt 
to begin at more than fifteen thousand 
yards; and, as at eight thousand yards the 
opposing fleets would be well within effect
ive torpedo range, it is anticipated that 
the capital ships will rarely get within 
three miles of each other. In the battle 
of the Sea of Japan the effective ranges of 
both guns and torpedoes were less than 
one-half of what they are to-day; yet the 
lines of battle did not get within four thou

sand yards of each other. With the weap
ons and skill which we now command, one 
side or the other would probably be anni
hilated quickly after coming to such close 
range. 

No study or training could produce 
leaders or subordinates more sturdy and 
skilful in the naval art of their day than 
the renowned seamen of the bygone era; 
their names are justly a byword of com
mendation and admiration, a synonym of 
greatness. But it is in no wise derogatory 
to them to face the fact that more is re
quired to-day. I t is difficult to conceive 
of any calling or situation that demands 
more of human nature, greater qualities of 
mind and body and heart, greater physical 
and nerve endurance, more self-control 
and ability to control others, more judg
ment in harnessing together a rational 
prudence with well-timed boldness, than 
is demanded of the man who is successfully 
to command in war a modern fleet, with 
its vast agencies and resources and re
sponsibilities. With a diminishing onus 
of responsibility the same applies to those 
who command the individual squadrons, 
divisions, ships, and flotillas composing 
the fleet; and also to those younger officers 
whose untiring energy has placed them in 
mastery of every detail of their calling. 
And mark the elements that go to form 
their field of mastery—the stately ship, 
the nimble torpedo-boat, the thundering 
gun, the intricate and silent torpedo, the 
complex engine, the unearthly radio, the 
plunging submarine, the soaring aero
plane. A wide field indeed! 

Nor is the field of the enlisted men re
stricted, although it is not with them quite 
what it is with the officers; for officers 
must have a working familiarity with all 
the branches of their profession, with 
special expertness, perhaps, in one or two, 
whereas the special energies of the men 
are limited to the field indicated by their 
rating. Those fields are numerous. A 
gentleman of my acquaintance exclaimed 
to me once, in apparently good faith: 
"What on earth do you find for all those 
nine hundred sailors to do after they have 
finished scrubbing decks in the morning? " 
That is not quite a usual instance, of 
course, and a little reflection would surely 
have suggested to that gentleman that 
there is really something else to do on 



From a photograph, copyright, Enrique Muller. 

The forecastle of the battle-ship Michigan. 

Clearing for action. 
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From a photograph by James H. Hart. 

United States bluejackets landing at Vera Cruz. 

Occupation of the city by American forces, April 21, 1914. 498 
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board ship besides scrubbing decks. But 
it is easily understandable that persons not 
in touch do not realize the diversity of oc
cupations and duties required not only for 
the upkeep, but for the fighting efficiency, 
of a man-of-war of the present fashion. 
A word upon that topic may not be amiss. 
Take the dreadnought New York, for in
stance, with nine hundred seamen and 
seventy marines. To begin with, all that 
great number of men have to be fed; that 
requires cooks and bakers, of which there 
are eighteen besides the officers' mess at
tendants; and the distribution and serv
ing of the food, and clearing away after
ward, with the precise sanitary neatness 
rigidly required, has to be done by some 
fifty or more men, called messmen, who 
take turns at this duty for a month or 
more at a time, one to each mess of fifteen 
or twenty. All those men have their sta
tions for battle and exercise, of course; 
there is not such a person as a non-com
batant on board, the complement assigned 
to each ship being fixed by careful con
sideration of the stations that have to 
be filled in battle. Then, apart from the 
lighting of all the numerous compartments 
of the ship (two thousand five hundred 
electric lamps), there are the powerful 
search-lights to be maintained, and innu
merable call-bells and telephones and other 
electrical instruments connected with the 
fire control, that is to say, for conveying 
from different points alow and aloft to 
every turret and gun and torpedo informa
tion as to the distance of the enemy and 
his apparent speed across the line of fire; 
also the running of the dynamos and the 
powerful motors for training the ponder
ous turrets and guns, and hoisting and 
ramming home the powder and shell; all 
that installation requires the constant at
tention of thirty-three electricians besides 
those detailed for radio (wireless) watch. 
The engine-room force, including machin
ists' mates and water-tenders and oilers 
and firemen, etc., sums up to two hundred 
and ninety-four men, who stand their 
watches while cruising at sea, and are kept 
busy in port maintaining a reduced num
ber of steaming boilers, running auxiliaries 
such as distillers and ice-machines and 
bilge-pumps, repairing and maintaining 
the vast number of large and small engines 
of different kinds, running power-boats, 
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etc. There are thirty-seven gunner's 
mates and turret captains in constant care 
and supervision over powder, gun-cotton, 
turrets, guns, and torpedoes. The artif
icer branch comprises the twenty odd car
penters, ship-fitters, boiler-makers, plumb
ers, blacksmiths, painters, etc., whose 
work may be said to be never " u p . " 
Men on special watch also include the 
quartermasters and signalmen, of whom 
there are usually at least four on watch 
all the time when not at battle sta
tions; and what with the "wigwag" and 
semaphore and flag-signalling, those men 
have a busy time. The medical officers 
have seven permanent assistants—hospi
tal steward and hospital apprentices; the 
latter is a queer name, but it means 
"nurses" really; and the band of sixteen 
musicians are in many ships instructed 
and detailed as additional surgeon's as
sistants in battle, to give first aid, and to 
carry the wounded to the dressing stations. 
The paper work on board is quite con
siderable, apart from the custody and ac
counting and issue of stores; twelve "yeo
men" (writers) have a busy time keeping 
up with the demands. There are ten 
"masters-at-arms," that is, the police of 
the ship, picked from the seamen class, 
who are charged with the custody of men 
under arrest, the supervision of messes, 
and the preservation of order and disci
pline generally below decks. There are 
sentries always on post, at the gangways, 
ammunition passages, scuttle-butt (drink
ing-water), as orderly at the captain's 
door, and other posts; and guards of honor 
to be paraded when other commanding 
officers come on board, and on all occasions 
of ceremony. The sentry duty is usually 
assigned to the marine detachment, a gal
lant body of men usually placed on board 
the large ships of our navy, and also in the 
British and one or two minor navies, ready 
for quick transfer to the shore to meet any 
military emergency not requiring the full 
landing force; their unifoTm and essen
tially military character render them well 
adapted to sentry duty while they would 
be inexpert in general ship work. Sentry 
duty, however, is sometimes devolved 
upon the seamen for limited periods, in 
order to round out the completeness of 
their training and service; and this has 
been found to have a markedly good effect 
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upon their self-confidence and bearing, 
while at the same time it forestalls a nat
ural surprise and antagonism at seeing 
members of a different corps seemingly 
acting as the police, which, of course, they 
are not; nor would they wish to be so con
sidered. 

And so on. It is evident that there are 
not many men left to do the traditional 
but ever necessary so-called "ship work" 
—care of boats and manning them, han
dling anchors and chains and awnings, 
handling the log and the lead, steering the 
ship, daily cleaning of compartments and 
hull, "answering calls" to meet contin
gencies of all kinds and at all times. But 
all, be it remembered, all have their bat
tle stations. These boatswain's mates, 
coxswains, seamen, ordinary seamen, etc., 
form the turret and gun crews and fire-
control parties, and by their ceaseless drill 
acquire the skill shown in the wrecked tar
gets in target practice, or recently at Vera 
Cruz, in quietly demolishing one building 
after another from which a dangerous fire 
was directed upon our landing parties. 

And these same men should be and are 
now expert with the rifle also; the camp 
and rifle range at our naval station in 
Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, have proved 
their value. For work such as that re
cently so well done at Vera Cruz, and often 
less noticeably in various parts of the world, 
each battle-ship and armored cruiser main
tains a battalion of four to five com
panies of seamen, and one company of 
marines, besides the so-called "special de
tails" of signalmen (operating also wire
less outfits), pioneers, ammunition and 
gun-cotton parties, commissariat, am
bulance parties, etc. Each division of 
four to five ships thus maintains a com
pletely organized regiment of four to five 
battalions of seamen, and a battalion of 
marines. A normal fleet, then, consist
ing of sixteen to twenty heavy ships, 
manned by sixteen thousand to twenty 
thousand men, maintains a brigade of 
four to five regiments of seamen, and 
one of marines, or six thousand to seven 
thousand well-equipped and well-trained 
men, of whom many are sharpshooters; 
and the gunboats and small cruisers also 
have their landing-parties. Some of the 
companies are organized as field-artillery, 
with powerful three-inch field-guns. It 

may be remembered what good shooting 
those field-guns did at Vera Cruz. As a 
direct result of the procedure during re
cent years of giving to each regiment a 
week of camp life and rifle practice at the 
Guantanamo station each winter, our sea
men and marines were able to capture that 
Mexican town with a much heavier loss to 
the enemy and smaller loss to themselves 
than would otherwise have been the case. 

There are some who contend that sea
men should not be specially trained for 
such work on shore, as battle-ships are not 
transports, and their crews should not be 
diverted from battle-ship work. That is 
all very well; but oftentimes we are con
fronted with conditions which do not sus
tain theories. When, as in Mexico re
cently, there are battle-ships present, but 
there is nothing for twelve-inch guns to 
fire at even if they could get close enough 
inshore to reach, but there is a town to be 
seized, and there is no time to lose in wait
ing for transports with expeditionary 
forces, then we may be thankful that 
the men trained in battle-ship work are 
also skilled with the rifle and field-piece. 
I t would certainly be unfortunate if in 
such a contingency several thousand stal
wart men had to look on helplessly be
cause of their not being intended or 
trained to fight in that way; or worse yet 
if they had to be landed and, because of 
lack of training and practice, simply be
came food for the enemy's guns. If the 
men who captured Vera Cruz in last 
April had been as untrained and helpless 
as the great majority of the force that we 
had in Havana harbor ready to land at a 
moment's notice at the time of the first 
intervention in the autumn of 1906, there 
would have been a fearfully different tale 
to tell of our casualties. Fortunately, 
upon that former occasion, while all ready 
and sleeping on our knapsacks for some 
weeks, we were not called upon to land; 
the presence and readiness of that force 
(two thousand five hundred men) was 
sufficient. 

I t will be unfortunate for the fleet if 
anything happens to interfere with two or 
three months' sojourn each winter in the 
vicinity of that ideal drill-ground in Guan
tanamo Bay—even apart from the rifle 
and field-artillery practice, and short peri
ods of camp life. There are many drills 
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and exercises both afloat and ashore that 
can be held there that are of especially 
great utility for the great majority of our 
men who are not drawn from the sea
faring class. As an instance: it seems an 
axiom that seamen should be able to 
swim; and yet during the two or three 
months spent there in the two winters of 
1909 to 1911, no less than six thousand 
men of the fleet, who could not swim a 
stroke, became qualified in swimming fifty 
yards without assistance. 

It is a simple fact that the seaman 
of to-day must, of necessity, be trained 
in warfare with virtually every known 
weapon. And he has come to be properly 
known now as a " seaman" rather than 
"sailor." Ships no longer sail. The term 
"sailor" carries one back to the days so 
delightfully portrayed in the novels of 
Captain Marryat and Fenimore Cooper; 
and it is suggestive of a rollicking, tar
ry-handed son of Neptune, with a quid 
in his starboard cheek, who gives his 
trousers a hitch, and says, "Shiver my 
timbers!" God bless the old-time sailor 
man. I loved him; as I also love the alert 
young seaman of to-day. Each was and 
is well suited to his time. The former 
has left his impress, his cachet, upon the 
history of the world. The latter is mak
ing a good beginning; apart from his man
liness and courage, it is not too much 
to say that throughout the length and 
breadth of our land there is not a com
munity more law-abiding, or possessed of 
higher ideals, than the crew of an Ameri
can man-of-war. 

The potential force of a battle-ship has 
been likened to that of fifty thousand men; 
and that is not an exaggeration. With
out doubt, in a struggle between two great 
sea powers a decisive battle between two 
fleets of battle-ships with their concomi
tant groups of fast cruisers, torpedo craft, 
and all the rest, could well have as great 
influence upon the issue of the war as a 
crushing victory over an army of a mil
lion men. I t therefore surely behooves us 
to have a fleet in the first place, and to 
have it ready and efficient in the second. 
Neither the building of an adequate fleet 
nor its training can be done when war has 
begun or is imminent. Both take time— 
more time, probably, than any war could 
last. I think that if the people of America 
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will compel their representatives in the 
Congress to give us a fleet, they may and 
will remain confident that we will make it 
efficient. 

So far I have been speaking of " a fleet." 
But there is something more contained in 
the term " The Fleet." I t is more than 
simply the tactical name given to any one 
sea army. " T H E F L E E T " represents in 
the eyes and hearts of naval officers and 
men the great goal; in a word, it symbol
izes the consummation of efforts guided 
by professional pride and service loyalty, 
and made possible by professional ability 
and untiring labor. It is hailed with en
thusiasm by those who are in it and of 
it, and is looked back upon with affection 
by those whose connection has had to be 
severed. 

Some five years ago a gratified delight 
surged through our great body of officers 
when it became known that the principle 
had come to be appreciated in Washing
ton, and virtually announced as a policy, 
that "The Navy Department exists for 
the fleet." For years and dreary years it 
had seemingly been an accepted situation 
that the Jacksonian political maxim, " T o 
the victors belong the spoils," had been 
paraphrased for the navy in the maxim, 
" T o the navy-yards belong the ships." 
In our representative form of government, 
it is perhaps natural that the interests of 
individual communities should be a matter 
of paramount concern to the gentlemen 
whom they have honored with their suf
frages, and who may incidentally hope to 
be similarly honored again; and the advi
sability of securing remunerative work for 
their constituents, whether in repairing 
ships or constructing and operating dry 
docks, looms larger in the eyes of those 
legislators than hazy questions of strategic 
situation or of maintaining the skill of the 
fleet's personnel by allowing them to as
sist in work of repairs which otherwise 
would be done wholly by good voters at 
theexpense of the Government. As is the 
case, so far as I can see, in all questions, 
there is a commendable middle course; but 
in seeking that middle course a safe guide 
will be found in the cardinal principle laid 
down five years ago—" The Navy Depart
ment exists for the fleet." 

In this phrase the term "fleet" must be 
used in its full, broad sense, too. The 
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Navy Department exists for the fleet, not 
merely for the ships. Ships do not make 
a fleet any more than a mob makes an 
army. A genius in command of a fleet, 
seconded by most able captains, can 
achieve but mediocre efficiency if not hon
ored by sympathetic support at home. 
One very essential point, for instance, 
which may fail of general comprehension, 
is the keeping of the capital ships together 
always, and the frequent association in 
tactical work of all the units that would 
be co-ordinated in hostile operations. By 
capital ships is meant primarily the heavy 
battle-ships that constitute the first battle 
line in the tactical unit specifically termed 
the battle-ship fleet. A casual observer 
may see little need of what appears on the 
surface to be merely a continual parade, 
and may wonder if the individual ships or 
divisions could not better work out their 
particular needs of training if permitted 
to cruise independently. But that is a 
very erroneous conception. Fleet train
ing, the culmination of all efforts toward 
preparedness for war, is a thing of itself, 
of major importance. It is not only in 
manoeuvring and exercising in battle and 
other evolutions that benefit is reaped 
in fleet work; efficiency is enhanced to a 
marked degree by uniformity of methods, 
spontaneous and instinctive homogeneity 
in all the acts and practices that make up 
the activities of the fleet. I t is surprising 
how quickly a ship or division is "spotted" 
as having been kept away from the fleet. 
Furthermore, fleet training does not inter
fere in the slightest degree with any other 
field. Ships and divisions while kept in 
fleet harness can still continue to exercise 
their people in the specific detail duties 
of their profession, and the crews will be
come skilled in those duties if not unduly 
disturbed and distracted by alien occupa
tions; but if permitted or required to sep
arate, although they may continue their 
exercises in individual work, they lose the 
co-ordinated training, the intimacy and 
sense of touch, and the efficiency of the 
whole becomes impaired. While they re
tain the excellent esprit de ship, they fail 
to acquire the esprit de fleet. As well prac
tise eleven good football players separately 
and expect them to make an invincible 
team when brought together as to expect 
efficient ships to make an efficient fleet 

without constant fleet training and asso
ciation. 

Of course, to make it possible to keep 
the battle-ship fleet intact, provision must 
be made by our legislators for ships of 
proper design and draft to meet the va
rious contingencies that are continually 
arising, especially such as have to do with 
shallow harbors and shelving coasts. 
Battle-ships should not have to undertake 
the work of gunboats, nor should destroy
ers be required to do prolonged blockade 
duty for which they are not fitted, and 
which is sure to wear them out and impair 
their efficiency for the service for which 
they were designed. Not only is such 
misapplication of energy expensive in its 
impairment of valuable vessels: it is un
satisfactory in that the work in hand is 
poorly done. 

Another inviting but false channel of 
thought leads to the somewhat comforta
ble assumption that an admiral once 
vested with the title and power of com
mander-in-chief becomes, ipso facto, a 
skilled organizer, administrator, and tac
tician. This idea has had its extreme 
manifestation in the mistaken theory, 
which has been entertained at times and 
actually put into practice in some coun
tries, that a fleet commander should habit
ually reside in the capital, in close touch 
with the Navy Department, and at cer
tain times go down to a port and take the 
fleet out to sea for war manoeuvres. No 
greater mistake could be made. I t might 
be all right for simply the conduct of one 
particular game of chess; but that could 
be done with a chess-board. First of all, 
where would be the sympathy, the mag
netic bond, that should unite the fleet-
commander and his subordinates? Could 
Nelson's "band of brothers" have existed 
under such a dispensation? Never! To 
come down to what may seem to be more 
tangible reasoning, theories and black
board demonstrations are of actual value 
only when sustained by experience and 
practised judgment. Those who com
mand the fleet and the divisions and the 
ships in war should, as far as practicable, 
be those who have been training them. 
There should not at any time be any more 
changes or shifting about than are abso
lutely unavoidable in the admirals, cap
tains, officers, and crews, however perfect 
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each may be. The commander-in-chief 
himself needs to be in constant practice; 
there is no royal road to learning. I t is re
lated that a certain flag-officer who had 
commanded a division was asked if he 
thought he could command a fleet, and 
that he said he could best reply in the 
words of the man who was asked if he 
could play the violin, and who replied that 
he thought he could, but was not sure as 
he had never tried. No. Skill in com
mand of a fleet does not spring sponta
neously from experience in command of 
a division; although command of a divi
sion in fleet is a proper element in the 
training. There are not a few who think 
that command of a ship in fleet is better 
training for chief command than com
mand of a division not in fleet. That 
depends largely upon the personal equa
tion. But even an officer who has had 
good and successful experience in com
mand of a fleet at a time a few years 
past is not, by that fact, insured immediate 
success in command again; a few years' 
interval will bring lack of familiarity 
with ever-changing conditions, ever-pro
gressive development of tools; the new 
aspect of possibilities and requirements 
must be grasped; he must regain touch— 
and the fleet must gain touch of him. 
After all, he and they who defeat the 
enemy should share the laurel leaf with 
him and those who trained the fleet and 
all its parts; and, equally, the stigma of 
defeat may possibly lie also at the door of 
him and those who did not properly train 
the fleet as well as of him whose ability or 

O F O L D 

By Edith Ives Wood worth 

O F old I knew thee by a sun-swept hill; 
Rose-hearted then that evening lea; 

To-night again I touch thy quiet hand, 
And strange, O love, thou art to me. 

Afar, how deep the rosy uplands gleam 
On cloudy sheep the plains enfold. 

Touch thou my lips, and make my soul a star, 
For we have loved, oh love of old. 

nerve may have apparently failed at the 
crucial moment. 

The accepted goal now is for everything 
and everybody to work like a machine; 
but the goal can never be completely at
tained ; entire success in making machines 
of men is never possible. Perhaps that is 
just as well. None can refuse admiration 
for Napoleon's gallant general, Moreau, 
whose highest conception of duty was 
"Bat t re en breche et monter a l'assaut 
a, la tete de ses grenadiers"; and while we 
know that magnificent courage like that 
must be supplemented now by other at
tributes, we still recognize that, however 
machine-like we may become, the human 
element must enter now as it ever has. 
The fleet commander is human. The di
vision commanders and the captains are 
human. The very ships are human, for 
they are what their people make them. 
I t is as if the successful commander had 
his finger upon the pulse of each of his 
ships, just as the helmsman of old could 
feel that his ship wanted to luff or fall off. 
And the ships—they also can and do note 
both the heart-beats and the calm purpose 
of their leader, and are affected by it. A 
confident enthusiasm carries farther than 
simple determination tinged with distrust. 

Fortunate is he who understands and 
has confidence in his subordinate brothers 
and is understood by them, and possesses 
their confidence. 

Fortunate is the country that possesses 
men of that kind. 

Our country is fortunate, for we have 
men of that kind. 



UNA MARY: 

As soon as we reached Washington a 
colored nurse was engaged for us, Mam
my. We are still her "family," and she 
works for us intermittently as the mood 
seizes her, dividing her loyalty between 
my mother and a convent of Roman nuns. 
She was so black that when she first gave 
me a bath, I rubbed my wet hand on hers, 
sure the color would come off. She was 
the old-fashioned kind of nurse, a real 
Mammy, and to please her I changed the 
counting-out rhyme we had used in Cin
cinnati : 

"Eeeny, meeny, miney, mo, 
Catch a nigger by the toe. 
If he hollers let him go, 
Eeny, meeny, miney, mo." 

Mammy said there were no niggers since 
the War, only "colored pussons," so I 
changed that line to: 

"Catch a fellow by the toe." 

She herself had been a slave, born on a 
plantation down South, and brought up in 
the "Before the War" atmosphere, with 
all its typical affection, superstition, and 
plantation songs and stories. 

"Oh, dem golden shoes! 
Oh. dem silver slippers! 
We's all a-gwine to wear dem 
Walkin' in de streets ob gold," 

is a verse I remember from one song. In
stead of lacing boots of calf, how those 
gold and silver slippers did appeal to me! 
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She told me stories about animals, the 
very ones that have been collected as 
"Uncle Remus," and there were many 
others I have never seen published. She 
had always heard them as a child down on 
the plantation, and there were also stories 
of the Saints, as she was a Roman Catholic. 

When we first arrived in the city we 
went to a boarding-house kept by a South
ern lady, and at the table were several 
typical politicians, the first ones I had ever 
seen in the flesh, and less superhuman 
than I had been led to suppose from Pat 's 
descriptions of them. Two of them were 
Congressmen, and when I inquired for 
their roosters, as I had seen none about, 
they replied with a laugh that they were 
Republicans at that table and did not 
need roosters to do their crowing for them. 

I lost all interest in them after that, and 
was secretly relieved, for surely Demo
cratic Congressmen would be more what 
Pat had painted them to be, probably glo
rified versions of the " Colonel," for at the 
house there was also the traditional South
ern Colonel, a Democrat, and, as I now 
suspect, a professional lobbyist. But at 
that time he impressed me greatly with 
his thick white hair, bushy eyebrows, 
frock coat, soft hat, and flamboyant col
lar. His manners were so elegant that he 
always addressed my father as " Sir," even 
after I had assured him that we had no 
title in the family, and he called me "Miss 
Una." I felt really solemn over that and 
was glad Mamma had let my hair begin 
to grow. I t had already reached the 
round-comb length. 

I often used to see the Colonel after
ward sitting on a bench in the park, smok
ing a cigar, the curling smoke seeming a fit
ting atmosphere for his genial, expansive 
leisure. He habitually wore a carnation 
in his buttonhole, and when we met he al
ways took it out and gallantly pinned it to 
my coat, kissing my hand when he had 
done so, just as if I were really the Prin-

W H E N I was nine years old 
my family moved to Wash
ington, and there I lived 
until I grew up, a change of 
envi ronment t ha t did a 
great deal for Una Mary in 

giving her a broader horizon. 

M E M O R I E S OF T H E M I N D OF A C H I L D 

BY UNA A. HUNT 

III 

MAMMY 
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cess Una Mary. His ivory-headed cane, 
disguised as a riding-horse, was always at 
the command of my two sisters. Mammy 
highly approved of him and we were al
lowed to talk to him as much as we liked, 
though most of the other people in the 
park whom I thought looked nice, we were 
kept severely away from by Mammy's 
sniff of, "Huh , dat 's no quality. Dat 's 
jest po' white trash." I was always 
abashed by these social mistakes, and 
finally decided it was like my inability to 
hear omens spoken by the Sacred Tree—I 
evidently also lacked the instinct to recog
nize "quali ty." 

After several weeks of hunting, a house 
was decided upon and in we moved. I 
disliked the house for itself, and it gave me 
a most forlorn, homesick feeling to see the 
Cincinnati furniture arranged differently 
in rooms that it had never seen before. I t 
must all feel so lost. Things that had 
been side by side for all those years were, 
some of them, separated by the length of 
a room, or banished to a different part of 
the house. All the social relationships 
were broken up. I t was as drastic as the 
French Revolution. The only spot that 
remained impregnable was the dining-
room. The furniture there could not be 
shifted about. I t all belonged together. 
And for the first two or three weeks the 
dining-room was my one refuge, the only 
room where Una Mary felt at home. 
There I used to stay camped under the 
velvet cloth that covered the table be
tween meals—it was my paladin's tent— 
and make up stories, inspired by the little 
chinks of firelight that showed through 
the mica front of the Latrobe below the 
black marble mantelpiece. That fire was 
in turn my setting sun, setting in a bank 
of dark clouds—the fire where I burnt my 
witches, and later the heart of the Inferno, 
with eager, glowing Imps, and once the 
Devil himself busy among the coals. 

The one joy of the house was the back 
yard, and here, in a shady corner, we made 
a wild-flower garden, for Washington was 
then so small that we could easily walk, 
even wheeling the baby-carriage, into the 
real country where we could pick wild 
flowers and dig up plants for our garden— 
we each had our own, my sister and I. I 
planted yellow and white violets in mine 
as well as blue ones and lady's-slippers 

and bloodroot. They were the great glory 
of the back yard, those two wild gardens, 
with the high red-flowered trumpet-vine 
that draped the side of the house above it. 
There was a peach-tree, too, beside it, 
that blossomed beautifully, and a gourd 
vine grew over the shed—the pink shed, 
the color of peach-blossoms, on the roof of 
which one could bask in the sun and en
joy a commanding view of all the other 
back yards in the block, even those that 
fronted on the next street. 

I t was in one of these that I discovered 
my future uncle, the man who soon after
ward married my aunt, and was always 
one of my greatest admirations. When I 
first saw him from the shed roof he was 
sawing a board in his yard, and on his 
head, instead of a hat, he wore a red Turk
ish fez. I had never seen one before, and 
liked it, so I gave a hail to the wearer, and 
when he invited me over I dropped down 
into his yard and helped him carpenter 
while he told me about Morocco where he 
had recently been on a trip around the 
world. He was a geologist, a born ex
plorer, and I loved his stories of travel; so 
that visit was the beginning of many back
yard calls. One day I cut my finger and 
he brought me home by the front door to 
explain to my mother, so the family began 
to know him, and very soon he had mar
ried my aunt and belonged to us. 

I t took a great deal of courage to jump 
down into the back gulf of the alley from 
the shed roof. A Real Girl once spent the 
day with me, and to show off before her I 
gathered all my courage together, shut my 
eyes and jumped. Then I dared her to 
follow. She was afraid, but refused to 
get down any other way, so for two hours 
she sat weeping on the roof until I, in des
peration, told her that I had really been 
afraid to do it myself, which so cheered 
her that she jumped off at once quite fear
lessly. 

We jumped a great deal when we were 
out walking in the country, and my uncle, 
who often went with us, told us never to 
be afraid to jump across a hole just be
cause it was deep. Depth had nothing to 
do with the question, which was solely 
whether or not it was too far across. I t 
made no difference whether it was one 
foot deep or twenty. This struck me as a 
profound maxim for the whole of life, and 
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I applied it so logically to climbing that 
one night I appeared at a third-story win
dow of my uncle's house, a few houses 
away from ours, having walked along the 
copper gutter that ran the length of the 
block. The whole family was horrified, 
but I pointed out that I knew I could walk 
on the gutter, so what did it matter how 
high up it was? But my uncle, whom 
I had badly frightened, suddenly coming 
like a ghost out of the night—he was tying 
a necktie in front of the mirror and saw me 
reflected in it as I balanced on the sill—did 
not at all agree with this application of his 
principle. 

Between our house and the next on one 
side there was a space, but the two houses 
were connected by a sort of Bridge of Sighs 
made by two large wooden closets sus
pended in air. One opened off my room 
and the other belonged to the next house, 
with a nailed-up door between. Why 
they were ever built I do not know, but in 
that closet hanging over space with its 
window toward our yard was my special 
lair, and here I always played dolls. 

I had no friends the first year we lived 
in Washington. I missed Harry dread
fully, and as my sisters were too young to 
play with, my mother still ill a great deal, 
and my father very busy, I was thrown 
back upon myself more than ever, and 
playing with dolls, when she was not read
ing or "pretending," became Una Mary's 
absorbing occupation. 

I had two favorite dolls, Elizabeth and 
Isabella. Isabella was made of French 
bisque china, as it was called, jointed at 
the shoulders and hips, had golden curls, 
and eyes that shut. She was given to me 
by my uncle-to-be, and was a person one 
could dress very fashionably, she had such 
innate style. I made her the most ravish
ing clothes, the sort I should have liked to 
wear myself. 

In my closet there was an old Chinese 
basket as tall as I, the "Canton Basket," 
brought back by some sea-captain ances
tor, and in it were kept all the pieces of 
cloth that were too large to go into the 
ragbag, and any of these I was allowed to 
cut up for dolls' dresses. I had to stand 
on a chair in order to reach down into the 
basket, and there, perilously tottering on 
a very rickety chair, I used to dive bliss
fully down, dragging up fascinating, unex

pected treasures, bits of velvet, silk, lace, 
or muslin, of many periods and patterns, 
for the family since the days of my grand
mother had kept their "pieces" in the 
Canton Basket. I t was so deep I never 
got to the bottom except once. Then I 
leaned over reaching the full length of my 
arm, tugging at an end of apple-green vel
vet sprigged with flowers, lost my bal
ance, out the chair jumped from under me, 
and into the basket I plunged head first, 
and was fished out by the legs by Mammy. 
Later, when I made my own instead of my 
dolls' clothes, I went to the basket each 
time I wanted a new blouse or trimming 
for a hat, until one of my friends said, 
" T h a t basket of yours must be as close 
packed as the box Pandora opened." I 
have never liked any clothes as well as 
those I made from scraps from the Canton 
Basket. 

My other favorite doll, Elizabeth, was 
bought one Christmas with money a cous
in had sent me from California, the cousin 
who gave me my Minerva silver. I se
lected her myself. She had a kid body, 
bisque head and hands—one finger wrs 
gone when I got her—and for hair there 
was pasted on her head some brownish 
lamb's wool. She was not beautiful. I 
knew that quite well. And she was 
broken. I saw that, too, and pitied her 
accordingly, and no amount of argument 
on the part of my mother and aunt, who 
were with me, could persuade me not to 
buy her. She appealed to something deep 
within me the instant I saw her lying there 
among the ringleted blond and brown-
haired beauties. She was as unlike a 
Real Doll as I was unlike a Real Girl, 
so we simply belonged together, and I 
loved her better than I did all the others, 
even more than I did my Big Doll brought 
to me from Paris who was the size of a real 
child, and the climax of all that Paris 
could achieve. The Big Doll was my great 
pride, but Elizabeth was my love. 

I made all the clothes for my dolls and 
used to sew on them on Sundays quite as 
much as on other days. No one ever told 
me not to until Mammy came. She was 
perfectly horrified and told me that every 
stitch I sewed on Sunday I should have to 
rip out with my teeth when I got to Pur
gatory. 

She drew very vivid pictures of Purga-
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tory, a place I had never heard of before, 
and she also touched lightly on Hell, a 
place she scarcely dared to mention above 
her breath, but which to me, from the little 
she did say, held a dreadful sort of charm, 
with the same fascination I found in an 
old book one of my friends had discovered 
in her attic, "The Tortures of the Span
ish Inquisition." We used to read it by 
the hour, hidden under the cloth of the 
dining-table, which was as dungeonlike a 
place as we could find. From Mammy I 
heard, too, for the first time of the Devil, 
the King of Purgatory and Hell. He 
came to me as quite a new and delightful 
personage. I am sure Mammy loved the 
creeps and shudders the thought of him 
gave her. I did, and would have felt his 
loss deeply if any one had been able to per
suade her that he was not real—I felt cer
tain My Imp must be one of his near rela
tions. Her description of the Devil was 
most realistic and detailed. I met him in 
his full glory of horned hoofs and forked 
tail, breathing brimstone and fire, running 
over the earth, eager and ingenious to 
create mischief, for it was mischief, not 
actual malice, that seemed his pleasure. 
As Mammy described him, it was really 
the body of the Devil animated by the 
spirit of Puck. Of course he was likable 
and at the same time a person so clever 
that it was a real triumph to circumvent 
him, and I got the best of him on the sub
ject of Sunday sewing. 

I had tried to rip out stitches with my 
teeth, thinking I would learn how to do 
it before I reached Purgatory, but found 
it was quite impossible. Not one stitch 
could I start, so I gave up sewing on Sun
days until Mamma got a new sewing-
machine. I t was a Wilcox and Gibbs 
chain-stitch, the kind of machine I still 
feel all really nice people use, for as my 
mother said, "You may like people very 
much, but they are never your real friends 
unless they have had that machine in the 
family.'' I have since found it invariably 
true, and with it has usually gone Canton 
china, another essential part of the back
ground of the thoroughly well-brought-up. 
I watched Mamma use the machine and 
tried it myself and found I could run it 
quite easily. Then I took one of the seams 
I had sewed, and chewed at it until I had 
started the end, when with one whiz of 

crinkled thread I pulled the whole thing 
out with my teeth! After that I did all 
my Sunday sewing on the sewing-machine, 
feeling it would only be an added pleasure 
to rip it out in Purgatory, and with a deep 
satisfaction at having gotten the best of 
the Devil. 

Mammy also presented to me the quite 
new idea of modesty. I had only heard of 
it before from the two old ladies in the 
country who still secured it for themselves 
by wearing hoops. But this modesty of 
Mammy's was different. So far as I could 
gather, it displeased the Saints and the 
Devil to see naked little girls, and they 
could see them straight through the walls 
of houses everywhere except in bath
rooms—they seemed to have no objection 
to baths—and neither could they see them 
through clothes. So I learned a system 
of dressing and undressing under the tent
like shelter of my petticoat, a garment so 
small it only covered my head, but I had 
the optimism of the ostrich and felt my 
modesty secured. No reason was given 
for this dislike of nakedness, but to me it 
seemed quite plausible, remembering my 
old idea that Death pulled the skeleton 
out through a piece of bare skin. It was 
certainly best to be on the safe side! 

I used to read a great deal to myself. 
My favorite book now was Howard Pyle's 
"Merry Adventures of Robin Hood." I 
lived that, winter and summer, and in the 
life of My Country, Una Mary, instead, 
of being a Princess in Disguise, became 
Allen-a-Dale, and Edward was Little 
John, while the Forest of Enchantment 
needed only a change of name to be ready 
made as Sherwood Forest, and it was very 
consoling to call The Imp the Sheriff of 
Nottingham, whom everybody combined 
to torment. 

I used to read perched on the arm of a 
big chair that stood in the bay-window of 
the parlor, screened from the rest of the 
room by some large potted plants. A 
rubber-tree, of course, was among them, 
an inevitable part of the Boston inherit
ance. But the gracious lady of them all 
—I named her Renee—was my pink ole
ander-tree, my very own, which I had 
raised myself from a small slip brought me 
by Aunt Louisa, an old colored woman 
who worked for us and " enjoyed misery." 
I t was in a bottle, its roots just starting, 
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when she gave it to me. I took all the 
care of it myself, and when I was ten, it 
was taller than I and had twice been a 
cascade of pink flowers. How Una Mary 
had loved it! I used to wash and stroke 
the glossy leaves and carry single flowers, 
when it was in bloom, to decorate My Altar 
to the Virgin. The second time it blos
somed was most opportune, for Mamma 
was going to have a party and the Presi
dent's wife was coming, the beautiful 
young White House bride—almost a real 
Princess she seemed to me. I spent the 
whole afternoon washing each leaf of the 
oleander in her honor, for surely I felt that 
would be the first thing her eyes would 
light upon. 

The whole house was full of the excite
ment of preparation. I t was the first 
grown-up party we had given. The kitch
en was sticky with cake-frosting and rai
sins. All the morning Mammy and I had 
stoned them, assisted by the baby, who got 
in everybody's way, but was called " Pud-
den en Plush" through it all, showing the 
state of amiability that prevailed, for that 
was Mammy's term of highest approba
tion. 

Then after an early supper had come 
the excitement of dressing Mamma. Her 
wavy hair was done in puffs on top of her 
head, and she wore the heirloom brocade, 
the family splendor that had first been 
worn at a ball given by the Empress Jo
sephine, and had been made over for each 
generation since. My grandmother had 
that winter sent it on to Mamma, with the 
other great family dress, the pink pina 
that was brought back by Perry's expedi
tion to Japan. They are both still being 
worn, these dresses, almost as immortal as 
old lace. I wish we had pictures of them 
in their various incarnations. I t would be 
a history of fashions for a hundred years. 
They are charming dresses to wear. They 
are so full of the ghosts of great and gay 
occasions, one seems to slip on the happi
ness that steeps their shining folds. 

For the party Mamma had the brocade, 
which was itself a warm old ivory, made 
up with some green velvet and the lace 
fichu that had belonged to a famous belle 
of my great-grandmother's day who had 
had, so tradition said, forty proposals. I 
have the lace now, and I wish it might 
whisper to me some of the secrets it must 

know. I t is such beautiful lace she would 
have worn it on many of the occasions 
when she proved invincible! 

I thought Mamma looked simply regal 
when she was dressed and for the first time 
was absolutely satisfied with her personal 
appearance. Even Una Mary was satis
fied, and The Imp was abashed into silence. 
At last her clothes did her credit, and for 
her at least the family curse seemed lifted 
and about to stay lifted, for there was an 
awe-inspiring dressmaker in Washington 
who gave me fashion-plates to cut out for 
paper dolls that were the supreme of ele
gance, and mamma could be dressed in 
copies of any of them. 

I had to go to bed before the party 
began, so I tucked Elizabeth behind a por
tiere with just one eye peeping out, that 
she, at least, might see it all. But Mammy, 
who helped pass the ice-cream, stumbled 
over her and kicked her under the sofa, so 
she never saw another thing, and from the 
upper landing where, wrapped in a blanket, 
I was listening, I heard Mammy say, " Dis 
house am certain hanted wid dolls. I done 
swept dis room myself!" 

To the colored servants we owed a great 
many thrills. Mamma was ill most of the 
time, and my father was busy writing dur
ing his spare moments, so in order not to 
disturb either of them we had to be very 
quiet when we' were in the house, except 
in our playroom which was off in a wing 
directly above the kitchen, and as Mammy 
was eminently sociable, we were quite as 
apt to stay in the kitchen itself. The 
best time there was just after dinner while 
the dishes were being washed. Then 
Mammy would sit beside the stove "pat-
tin' j uba" and singing a sort of wailing 
dance while I double-shuffled, flapping 
my feet in time to her song, as loose-joint
ed as any pickaninny, and Aunt Louisa 
and the cook jerked their shoulders and 
swayed their whole bodies to the rhythm 
as they kept on washing dishes. Their 
work over, Aunt Louisa would take out 
her pipe and begin to smoke while Mammy 
cracked chincapins or butternuts that had 
been sent to some of them from the coun
try, and the real business of the evening 
began for me. Stories! Often I read 
fairy tales aloud to them, or, better still, 
they took turns telling stories of hants and 
Night Doctors. 
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Of course I always wore a proper grave
yard rabbit's foot around my neck. 
Mammy had provided me with that when 
she had only been with us for a week. I 
also wore, strung on the same string with 
it, a horse-chestnut to keep off rheuma
tism. The ideas of servants seemed more 
like Una Mary's world than any other 
grown-ups' point of view I knew, for no 
one else seemed to believe in talismans 
and spirits. Mammy had ghosts while I 
had Goddesses and Fairies, which simply 
meant that we moved in different social 
circles of the invisible world as we did in 
this, but it was all quite understandable. 
Even now I cannot bear to walk under a 
ladder. 

Aunt Louisa had one ghost who par
ticularly shadowed my imagination. He 
caught hold of your heels if you went up
stairs in the dark. I have felt him reach
ing for me again and again, and have only 
just jerked my foot away in time, saying, 
as Mammy did when she " fe l t " a ghost, 

"Debbil, Debbil, hole him back, 
I's a Christian ef I's black," 

a charm that so far has always worked, for 
neither Mammy nor I ever actually saw a 
ghost, though often we had the ' 'ghost 
feel" to our skins. Suddenly, without 
the slightest warning, cold shivers would 
run all over me and my hands would get 
damp and clammy, and Mammy said I had 
walked through a ghost. She often did in 
the dark, and she was sure a murder must 
once have been committed at the head of 
theback stairs, for she always felt that way 
when she passed there at dusk. She would 
have died rather than go down the back 
stairs in the dark, and the cook had heard 
moans coming from that direction. Aunt 
Louisa was a person who saw ghosts and 
it was only, we felt, because she slept at 
her own house that the back-stairs ghost 
was never seen. But always in the dark 
The Imp would remind me that I t was 
there. 

Night Doctors were even worse than 
ghosts. They stole the bodies from ceme
teries and cut them up at the medical 
schools. They were responsible, really, 
for most of the ghosts in Washington, for 
a body that was cut up and destroyed left 
no resting-place for the soul when it came 

down from Purgatory, as most souls had 
to now and then to finish up their neg
lected Earth affairs. So it simply had to 
wander about a homeless "han t . " Even 
better than dissecting dead bodies, the 
Night Doctors liked to kidnap living peo
ple and cut them up while still alive. 

Aunt Louisa would never go into a 
department store because she said be
hind the counters there were trap-doors 
arranged by the Night Doctors, that flew 
open if you stepped on them, especially if 
you were a " Colored Pusson," and let you 
down into one of a series of underground 
passages that honeycombed the whole 
city, all leading to Ford's Theatre where 
Lincoln had been shot, and now the place 
where the bodies were cut up. Aunt 
Louisa knew one man who had escaped 
from there, but only after they had cut 
off one of his ears. 

They also liked to get live people to 
pull out their teeth to make them up into 
sets of false teeth, for if they made up the 
teeth of dead people into sets, the mouths 
of the people who wore them would al
ways be "hanted." Mammy said, " I 
ain't gwine run the resk of false teef ef I's 
'bliged to gum my corn pone," and I was 
thankful indeed that all of my family had 
their own teeth. I carefully buried all of 
the first teeth I was shedding at this time 
to prevent their falling into the hands of 
the Night Doctors. I felt it might some
how react on me if they got hold of them. 

We always went to as many funerals as 
we could. Mammy got me to look up the 
death notices each day in the paper, so 
whenever there was a really big funeral 
or any sort of Masonic or military one— 
Mammy would have walked her feet to 
the bone to follow a band—we might have 
been seen, without Mamma's knowledge, 
of course, standing in front of the crowd 
opposite the house, my sister, Mammy, 
and I, holding tightly to the baby's car
riage, watching each detail from the ar
rival of the undertaker to the departure of 
the hearse, and almost always at the end 
of the long procession of hacks there would 
be a buggy in which sat two men. These, 
Mammy said, were the Night Doctors, who 
always came to funerals in order to follow 
and see where the grave was dug. Then 
in the night they could come and dig up 
the body. Sometimes, when the cemetery 
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was not too far, we followed, too, and saw 
the group of people, the two men a little 
on the outskirts, standing about the grave 
while the casket was lowered into the 
ground. Tears of sympathy rolled down 
Mammy's cheeks as she watched, and if 
by any chance the body was put in a 
vault instead of a grave we rejoiced greatly, 
for then it would be safe from the Night 
Doctors. 

Curiously enough, I got very little asso
ciation with Death, and none of the hor
ror the thought of Death had given me as 
a small child, from these funerals. They 
were simply a pageant, the service of a 
strange cult. They were the beginning of 
art for my youngest sister, for as soon as 
she could hold a pencil she began to draw 
cemeteries, and when she was three she 
made complete graveyards with stones 
cut out of paper so they stood up on the 
lid of a box, with holes behind them in 
which she could bury dead flies. 

Death to me was quite different, seem
ing very vivid and terrible. A pet white 
rabbit had died. In the morning he was 
perfectly well, scampering about the yard 
when I let him out and eating from my 
hand. A few hours later I had come home 
from school and found him lying stiff and 
cold in the corner of his box, a leaf of 
untouched lettuce beside him. The full 
pathos of Death clutched my heart at the 
sight of the lettuce leaf, the poor little rab
bit aloof and indifferent beside it, little 
rabbit as strange and remote from his real 
self as I should be if Una Mary ran away 
and left me only Una. I wondered if that 
was what had happened to him. Had his 
Una Mary gone and left him so broken
hearted that he had died ? 

We never missed any sort of public 
spectacle, Mammy, the baby-carriage, my 
sister, and I. Mammy had an instinct for 
them that almost amounted to second 
sight; so even when they were things we 
could not possibly know about before
hand, like fires, there we always were, ar
riving usually with the fire-engines. We 

also saw a number of negro fights in back 
alleys, Mammy first shouting to some one, 
" Is dey razors or pistils? " If it was pis
tols we stayed away, but razors we never 
missed. Fortunately we three children 
were too small to see much through the 
packed ring of spectators, but Mammy 
stood on the hubs of two wheels of the 
baby-carriage and got a specially fine 
view, and I was thrilled by the contagion 
of the excitement of the crowd and the 
wild rush at the end to "get away before 
the Cops come." 

Strange were the places to which that 
baby-carriage penetrated with Mildred 
and me on either side of it, and thanks to 
Mammy our horizon was certainly broad
ened in many ways unplanned by our 
parents, and from her we all caught a 
great gusto for events. 

I t was on one of these walks that we 
went to Rock Creek to see a great Bap
tist Revival. The preacher stood on the 
bank dressed in a silk hat, black trousers, 
and shirt-sleeves, though it was Novem
ber, and kept calling to the people be
hind him, " Come erlong breddren and sis-
teren, jest one drap under and yo gwine 
find yo Saviour here in de bottom ob de 
Creek.'' And then we saw them dipped, 
all dressed in very premeditated-looking 
white-ruffled muslins, and I decided never 
to become a Baptist when I saw the sop
ping, gasping creatures come out again. 
But Mammy admired it greatly and said 
she hadn't anything against being a Cath
olic, only she had once been "baptized by 
the Baptists fo' to be on de safe side and 
not go down to Hell becase I 'd only jes hed 
my kinks sopped." This made me a little 
nervous, as I knew I had never been bap
tized in any way, but Papa, when I asked 
him about it, said it was not at all neces
sary. So I told Mammy white people 
didn't have to have it done—they went to 
Heaven, anyhow—only colored people had 
to be baptized, and if they were very 
black, I guessed it was best to be on the 
safe side and to be put in all over. 
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DON'T be long!" she whis
pered. Then she blushed 
and laying a white hand 
for an ins t an t on the 
young man ' s arm, she 
gave him a l i t t le push 

toward the library door. 
He looked down at her from his mag

nificent height. " I won't ," he said reas
suringly, and subduing a slightly panicky 
feeling in the region of his diaphragm, he 
turned the silver door-knob and went in. 

The young girl left outside was a very 
beautiful creature, coiffed and dressed 
in the latest mode. She looked like a 
charming portrait by Winterhalter. Her 
chestnut curls were arranged en coulisse as 
the fashion journals of the day prescribed, 
on each side of her laughing blue eyes, and 
her bouillonnee skirt, built of tier upon 
tier of mignonette-green flounces, like a 
silken La Scala, swayed and billowed in a 
delightful manner when she walked. 

But she was not walking now—she had 
sunk down on her knees and was leaning 
against the door with her pink ear pressed 
shamelessly to the keyhole. Her piquant 
face expressed the liveliest happiness, 
which changed, as she listened, to incre
dulity and then to consternation. . . . 

In those days it was fashionable for 
mothers to have their male offspring 
christened by names that resounded in 
war, religion, or art, such as Darius, Han
nibal, Joshua, or Homer. Females were 
named more simply, as befitted their infe
rior position in the scheme of humanity— 
Drusilla, Jane, Maria, Dorcas. Thus it 
happened that the calm, white-haired, emi
nently unwarlike gentleman, sitting in his 
library and looking with such unnerving 
detachment at the young gentleman who 
had intruded upon his privacy, was named 
Darius—Mr. Darius Gwathmey. The 
younger man bore the victorious, unchris
tian name of Alexander—Alexander Imrie 

of New York. Among his intimates, how
ever, the young man's baptismal name 
had been softened to "Lex"—a fortunate 
thing, as it suited his elegant personality 
considerably better than the imposing 
"Alexander." 

He looked, indeed, anything but the 
victorious hero, as he waited anxiously 
upon Mr. Darius Gwathmey's deliberate 
speech. One would have said that the 
historic situation had been rudely re
versed and that Darius was enjoying the 
role of conqueror. Very few young gen
tlemen, however, can manage to look mas
terful in the act of asking a coldly critical 
and eminently unsentimental parent for 
the hand of an only and motherless 
daughter. The situation was rendered 
more intolerable for young Mr. Imrie by 
the fact that the young lady—her de
lightful name was Drusilla—was an heir
ess. Not an heiress according to the New 
York standards of even those days, as the 
young gentleman inwardly assured him
self with some warmth, but an heiress ac
cording to Western standards—according 
to Mr. Darius Gwathmey's standards. 

In those days, when every one knew 
most of the really important things about 
you—whom you had married, how much 
money and how many children you had, 
and where you went to church—Mr. 
Darius Gwathmey was a well-known fig
ure in both the commercial and social life 
of Louisville. He had married into one 
of the best pioneer families of the State, 
and by his own business shrewdness had 
developed and become the head of the 
infant tobacco trade of Kentucky. His 
big warehouses stood at the corner of 
Main and Preston Streets, from which 
angle of vantage he could waylay the 
farmers coming into town and buy up 
their tobacco crops at his own price. 
This and other business manoeuvres had 
been so successful that by the time he was 
fifty-odd he was almost vulgarly rich, for 
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the community in which he lived, and 
owned not only a handsome town house in 
the fashionable new Walnut Street, but a 
country residence out on the Bardstown 
road. 

That young Mr. Imrie had brilliant 
prospects, being the elder of the two chil
dren of Mr. Peletiah Imrie, one of the 
safest and biggest private bankers of New 
York City, singularly enough, appeared 
to be rather a disadvantage in the eyes 
of Mr. Gwathmey. He glanced at the 
resplendent young man's clothes, at his 
foppish waistcoat of cream-colored cash
mere with cascade necktie, cutaway coat 
of dark blue, and long, tight trousers 
strapped under thin shoes, with cold dis
favor. 

" Your future prospects of wealth are no 
more to me than your present social po
sition," he remarked icily. "There are 
such things as a banker failing and a 
young man being disinherited. One or 
both of these calamities may befall you. 
As for the exalted social position in New 
York, to which you delicately refer as 
awaiting my daughter, contingent on her 
marriage with yourself, I can only say, 
sir, that she has her own social position in 
this community, and that it is second to 
none. However, I am aware," he held up 
a protesting hand as the young gentleman 
leaned forward eagerly to speak, " I am 
aware that to the sophisticated dweller in 
New York or Philadelphia or Baltimore 
such a western settlement as Louisville 
must seem the veriest outpost of civiliza
tion," and he smiled sarcastically. 

"Then the New Yorker or Philadel-
phian or Baltimorean is laboring under a 
very erroneous impression, sir!" cried 
the young man, forgetting his nervousness 
for an instant and speaking with an in
gratiating sincerity. "The town that 
holds your daughter must necessarilyseem 
the most delightful spot on earth to me, 
sir! But, putting that consideration 
aside, during the few weeks I have visited 
among you, I have met many men and 
women of the highest culture. Why, sir, 
we have no further to go than your next-
door neighbor, Mr. George Keats, brother 
to the young poetic genius all England 
still mourns!" 

" Possibly," returned Mr. Darius 
Gwathmey dryly. " I do not read modern 

poetry myself. What time I have for lit
erature I give to the classics. But, sir, all 
this talk of wealth and society and geniuses 
is beside the mark. I am a plain man of 
business myself. I was a poor boy and 
by my own exertions I have accumulated 
what modest fortune I have" (it was in 
this deprecating fashion that Mr. Darius 
Gwathmey spoke in public of what he 
thought so highly of in private). "I 've 
made my fortune, young man, and I won't 
have a son-in-law who can't make his. 
No hanger-on to paternal wealth will be 
welcome in my family, Mr. Imrie. Be
sides, I don't know anything about you, 
sir," he added with a brutal directness 
that struck the sensitive young gentle
man as sickening. 

There was a rustle of silk at the door. 
Alexander Imrie paled and then flushed; 
his dark eyes sparkled with annoyance. 
I t was in the most questionable taste that 
this old gentleman should allow himself 
such liberties in speaking to an Imrie, even 
if he were Drue's father! The young man 
was fully aware of the importance of his 
father's position and his family connec
tions. Mr. Darius Gwathmey wasn't. 
His insensibility was maddening. In 
those days, before the era of telegraph, 
cable, and five-day boats, New York and 
Louisville were farther apart than New 
York and Van Dieman's Land or the Cape 
of Good Hope or Terra del Fuego, or any 
other geographical extremity you can 
think of, are now. Unconcerned ap
parently by his ignorance and the enor
mity of his conduct, Mr.Darius Gwathmey 
continued to eye the disturbed young man 
coldly. 

" I have no business record, as yet, to 
refer you to, sir," said Alexander loftily, 
swallowing his anger. " I have spent the 
year since my graduation from the College 
of Princeton in travel, by my father's 
wish"—he laid emphasis on the cause of 
his commercial delinquencies—"but as to 
my personal character and conduct, sir, I 
think your most strict investigation would 
reveal nothing of which I should be 
ashamed. I can refer you to your emi
nent lawyer, Mr. Nathaniel Fox, whose 
brother, Mr. Udolpho Fox, lives in New 
York and has been for years a neighbor 
and close friend of my father's. I fancy, 
sir, he will be willing to vouch for my 
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respectability." The young gentleman 
spoke with a withering assurance. Mr. 
Darius Gwathmey seemed to be entirely 
unmoved. 

" I need not point out to you that such 
testimony is practically worthless. Young 
blades do not confide their escapades to 
their father's old friends," he remarked 
briefly and with incredible callousness. 
"What I want is proof of your capacities 
and disposition. I want to be sure that 
if your father goes to smash in six months 
my daughter would have something more 
substantial to live on than her husband's 
reminiscences of a year's travel." 

He pushed back his chair and drew out 
a big gold watch. The color sprang to 
Alexander's face again. Mr. Darius 
Gwathmey was intolerable, he told him
self disgustedly. He marvelled that so 
perfect a creature as Drusilla could be 
related in the remotest degree to this 
monster of selfish egoism. I t couldn't 
be possible that he—he, the son of Pele-
tiah Imrie, banker and financier of New 
York, was being dismissed, his addresses 
rejected! The mere idea was unthink
able! He sprang to his feet. 

"Mr. Gwathmey," he said, and he tried 
for Drue's sake to speak respectfully, 
"you shall have proofs of both my dispo
sition and capacities. Perhaps the best 
proof of the former is the assurance, which 
I now give you, that, in spite of your ob
jections to myself, I have not the slightest 
intention of giving up Drusilla. We are 
engaged and we are going to be married. 
As for my capacities—I shall endeavor to 
prove to you, sir, that I am not the 
faineant you take me for!" 

" I do not speak French, Mr. Imrie, and 
therefore I am unaware of the exact mean
ing of the term you employ in relation to 
yourself. But any proof that you can, 
by your own efforts, acquire a sufficient 
sum of money yearly to support a wife 
and possible family would be welcome. 
In the meantime, contrary to your asser
tions, I shall consider whatever engage
ment you may have fancied has existed 
between you and my daughter as at an 
end." He pushed back his chair defini
tively and rose. 

Alexander, who had been at white heat, 
now grew positively cold with passion. 

" I refuse to accept dismissal except by 

Drue," he declared with a calmness as icy 
as Mr. Gwathmey's, "and I know she'll 
never give me up. I shall cancel my pas
sage to New Orleans, which I had en
gaged for to-morrow on the Melpomene, 
and go straight back to New York. I've 
had enough of travelling," he said bitterly. 
"You shall hear from me soon, Mr. 
Gwathmey!" He threw his fine head up 
haughtily and stared with glowing eyes 
at the older man. For the first time it 
seemed that young Imrie's warlike bap
tismal name had not been so illy be
stowed. He looked the conqueror, every 
inch, and he outstared Mr. Darius 
Gwathmey, who moved slowly over to 
the front window. 

" I hear Drusilla at the door," remarked 
that gentleman coldly, evidencing an 
acute sense of hearing almost indecent in 
a man of his age. " I had not meant that 
she should see you again, but I dislike 
a scene—a few words will not hurt, per
haps—" He threw out his hand with a 
gesture of magnanimous resignation. 

Mr. Imrie advanced to the door and 
bowed low—for Drusilla's sake. Mr. 
Darius Gwathmey struggled with his in
stincts of hospitality. 

"You will reach New York in time for 
Christmas, I trust. Best wishes for a 
happy one." He spoke grudgingly. 

"Thank you," returned Alexander, and 
with quite a victorious smile he opened the 
door quickly and bowed himself out. 

Mr. Gwathmey was not at all depressed 
by Alexander's brave bearing. As he 
gazed out of the window he felt reasonably 
sure of having dashed that young gentle
man's hopes in spite of his asseverations, 
and as for Drusilla—it was before the 
emancipating era of women's colleges and 
the talk of equal suffrage and one moral 
standard, and he knew what a firm parent 
could expect of an obedient daughter. 
Had he been with Drusilla and Alexander 
in the front hall, he might perhaps have 
felt some disquietude. 

She had had to move back quickly 
when Alexander opened the door so sud
denly and she had sensibly made not the 
slightest effort to conceal the obvious fact 
that she had been listening. The young 
man possessed himself of both her hands. 

"You heard and you won't give me 
u p ? " he demanded. 
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" I heard and I won't give you up," she 
said, smiling dizzily. Alexander kissed 
her hands, one after the other. In those 
days young men were respectful. 

" It was simply wonderful, the way you 
stood up to father!" she said adoringly. 

" I thought of you and that gave me 
courage, darling," he returned modestly. 

" But, Lex, you're not going away? I— 
I can't let you go!" She looked at the 
young man in piteous appeal. 

" I ' ve got to, Drue—I've got to make 
our fortunes quick, my darling." 

"Bu t how?" 
His victorious air dropped from him. 

"Dear girl, how do I know?" he de
manded ingenuously, and, in spite of the 
desperate pass to which they were come, 
such is the power of youth and good spirits 
that neither could repress a smile. 

"You won't be long?" 
"Not any longer than I can help, dear

est Drue. I don't know just how long it 
takes to make a fortune," and the young 
man smiled ruefully again. In an instant 
he was serious. "After all, your father is 
right, you know, Drue, even if he was 
rather a brute about it. I ought to be 
sure of being able to support you before I 
marry you." 

"What are you going to do about it, 
Lex?" demanded the young lady, who 
combined in her stimulating personality 
something of her father's hard business 
sense with a good deal of her mother's 
coquettish charm. 

" What am I going to do? I'm going 
down instantly to Water Street to cancel 
my passage for New Orleans, and then 
stop at the Daniel Boone Coffee House to 
get a seat on the coach for Maysville, 
leaving to-morrow morning. In two days 
I shall be in Maysville, and in six more in 
Washington. I shall get a good horse at 
Mr. Quinn's livery and ride to Baltimore, 
where I hope to find one of Van Zan 
Leavett's father's boats in dock bound for 
Perth Amboy. If I do I ought to be in New 
York in ten or eleven days from now." 

"And it will be Christmas and there 
will be nothing to do. You might as well 
stay here until after the holidays," argued 
the practical young lady. 

Alexander looked at her and then he 
resolutely put the temptation behind him. 

"Who knows? I may find something 

at once, and at least I shall feel that I'm 
not losing time. Besides, your father 
won't let me see you—he's in there now, 
impatient for me to be gone! Well—I'm 
going and I'm not coming back, even for 
your dear sake, Drue, until I can prove to 
him I'm not the good-for-nothing rich 
fool he thinks me!" For an instant he 
struck the heroic note again. 

" I know you'll succeed—and soon," 
she said bravely, and she put up her fresh 
lips for his good-by kiss. Then she threw 
a fur pelisse about her shoulders and went 
with him to the front door. 

I t was one of those wonderfully mild, 
springlike days that surprised winter in 
Kentucky at frequent intervals in the early 
forties, just as they do to-day, and she 
stood on the stone steps in her thin silk-
dress until Mr. Alexander Imrie's elegant 
dark-blue coat and white beaver had dis
appeared around the corner into Fourth 
Street. She knew her father was glaring 
angrily at her from the library window 
and making signs that she was catching 
cold. But revolt burned in her breast, and 
after Lex had vanished she still stood de
fiantly looking up and down the street. 

Everything seemed suddenly changed. 
Walnut Street, lately become the elegant, 
southernmost residence section of the 
city, appeared all at once to have lost its 
charm. Even Mr. George Keats's new 
house next door, and Mr. Prather's oppo
site, and Mr. Guthrie's and Mr. Ward's 
farther down, no longer seemed the lux
urious mansions she had thought them. 
The gardens in front of her own home, 
designed with such art by Mr. Honore's 
French gardener, were, for the first time, 
displeasing to her. She turned, closed 
the door, and ran up to her boudoir, where 
she had a good cry. Then she dried her 
eyes, began a long letter to Alexander, and 
felt better. 

He arrived in Baltimore on the after
noon of the ninth day after leaving Louis
ville, and, putting up his nag at the Frank
lin House (with instructions to send the 
animal back the following day), he pro
ceeded, without loss of time, to the old 
Pascault wharf, where to his entire satis
faction he found Mr. Leavett 's packet, 
the Arrow, Captain Andrews, ready to 
weigh anchor for Amboy, and Van Zan 
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himself, by great good fortune, in the cap
tain's room. 

The young man sprang to his feet at 
sight of Alexander. 

"Zounds! Thought you were in New 
Orleans, Lex," he cried, and grasped Im-
rie's hand delightedly. 

Young Leavett was as handsome, ele
gant, and well dressed as Alexander. 
They made a fine-looking pair as they 
stood there shaking hands. 

VOL. LVL—54 

" I 've got things to tell you, Van," said 
Alexander, and he glanced significantly at 
what was to be seen of the captain's back, 
as that gentleman hung out of the cabin 
window shouting directions to his first 
mate below. 

" Come with me," said Van Zan, and he 
led Alexander to the owner's cabin. 

They talked it all over, and Van Zan 
was as interested in Drusilla and as sym
pathetic, and as indignant over Mr. 
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Gwathmey's unnatural conduct, as even 
Imrie could ask, only he couldn't see a way 
out of the difficulty any better than Alex
ander. 

" It won't do me a bit of good to ask my 
father for a hundred thousand dollars, 
even if he gave it to me," said Alexander 
gloomily. "Old Gwathmey wants me to 
earn it, by Jupiter! Think of the injus
tice, Van, of asking a young fellow like you 
or me to earn a fortune! Drue's hair 
would be white—you ought to see it now, 
Van, the richest brown!—before I could 
earn enough for us to live on. . . . I 
might go into the bank—but of course 
my father would want me to begin at the 
bottom." 

Young Leavett shook his head. " N o 
good that way, Lex," he said. " I t would 
take a hundred years to get anywhere. 
You'll never impress the old gentleman by 
a clerkship in your father's bank. It 's 
got to be something sudden and—and 
brilliant." 

"But what?" demanded Alexander. 
Van Zan shook his head again. 
"Don ' t know. Wait and talk it over 

with my father." He grinned ruefully. 
"He's always telling me how I could make 
my fortune—if only I had his energy and 
brains!" 

Alexander did wait, for the very good 
reason that, try as he would, he couldn't 
for the life of him evolve a scheme out of 
his own head for getting rich immediately. 
Even a year seemed an interminable time 
to his impatience. He had visions of 
Drusilla dying, of Mr. Gwathmey forcing 
her to marry some one else, of her love for 
himself turning to contempt at his inabil
ity to prove to her father that he was the 
stuff of which great financiers are made. 

For a day and a night he tortured him
self, and then, late in the afternoon, they 
sighted New York. In view of the fact 
that it was Christmas Eve and that his 
two passengers were eager to get to their 
homes, Captain Andrews decided to sail 
on past his berth at Amboy and land the 
two young gentlemen at the Neptune 
Wharf, where Mr. Leavett's Atlantic 
packets lay when in port. 

I t was snowing hard, but Lex and Van 
Zan, muffled up in heavy coats and capes, 
stood on the deck, impatient to land as 
soon as possible. The fast-falling snow 

made it difficult to discern surrounding ob
jects, but as the Arrow, driven before a 
cold wind, sailed swiftly up the bay, young 
Leavett made out the familiar outlines of 
one of his father's packets just dropping 
anchor. 

"By thunder! there's the Ariadne from 
Liverpool!" he cried. "She's just hove 
to! Come on, Lex, we'll go over and hear 
what news Captain Amity's brought in!" 
and almost before the Ariadne's anchors 
had hit the water the two young men 
were off to the other ship. 

Lex followed Van Zan as he ran up to 
the captain's cabin. But that gentleman 
had scant leisure for them. 

" I 've got important news for Mr. Leav
ett and I must go up to the house at once 
to see him," he said, buttoning up his 
greatcoat. 

"Very well," returned Van Zan; "then 
we'll all go together." 

The three plunged into the storm and 
were soon at Saint John's Park, where 
stood Mr. Leavett's new mansion, brightly 
lighted, for night had completely fallen 
by now. They mounted the snowy steps, 
and a vigorous ring at the bell quickly 
brought the servant, who admitted the 
chilled gentlemen to the warmth of the 
library. 

Mr. Leavett was up-stairs, whiling away 
half an hour in his wife's boudoir, but 
when he heard that Captain Amity was 
waiting for him he came down instantly. 
In those days there was no foolish cere
mony between the owner of a big line of 
packets and his captains. Mr. Cyrenius 
Leavett had been a supercargo himself, 
had worked his way up (helped mightily 
by his marriage with Miss Caroline Van 
Zan, the heiress, daughter of old Nicholas 
Van Zan), had become head of the enor
mously rich firm of Leavett & Min-
thorne, and founded a line of packets that 
traded in a dozen different ports, foreign 
and domestic. He was one of the men 
who had helped to put the expression 
"merchant prince" on every one's lips in 
the early forties. The Ariadne was one 
of his largest vessels. She traded between 
New York and Liverpool, carrying to that 
port cargoes of Kentucky tobacco, rice, 
New Orleans sugar, molasses, ravens-duck, 
and large quantities of oil and candles of 
the New Bedford brands. The man who 
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was responsible for such valuable consign
ments was an important person to Mr. 
Cyrenius Leavett and was treated accord
ingly. 

" I ' d prefer to tell you my news first, 
Mr. Leavett," said the captain bluntly, 
" and then if you think best for the young 
gentlemen to know—why, that 's your af
fair, sir, and none of mine." 

"Very proper, captain," replied Mr. 
Leavett, and at a look from him the two 
young men withdrew to a small room back 
of the library where they were out of ear
shot. 

In five minutes Mr. Leavett was at the 
door, beckoning to them. 

"The Ariadne has made the quickest 
trip on record and Captain Amity's 
brought good news. Come in, boys," he 
said, looking mightily disturbed in spite of 
his words. He closed the door and the four 
gentlemen stood about the centre-table 
under the French chandelier the Havre 
had brought over on her last voyage. 

"Tobacco's gone up four cents on the 
pound in Liverpool—if I had five thou
sand hogsheads of Kentucky tobacco in 
our warehouses in South Street instead 
of fifty, I'd make a fortune! " he exclaimed 
bitterly. "Confound it, Amity! to be 
caught short on tobacco at such a mo
ment!" and he fairly groaned. 

Alexander looked at Mr. Leavett. He 
was thinking. His first thought was: "If 
I had only known this ten days ago, when 
I was in Louisville, I could have bought 
up all the tobacco Mr. Leavett wants." 
His second thought—and it was so start
ling that it turned him dizzy and caused 
his heart to pound against his ribs—was: 
" If I can beat the news back to Kentucky, 
I can do it yet and make my fortune!" 

He leaned across the table and spoke 
rapidly to Mr. Leavett. His excitement 
was so great that he really leaned for sup
port, but fortunately it looked as though 
he merely meant to be emphatic. 

" I've just come back from Louisville in 
ten days, Mr. Leavett. I can get back 
quicker, if necessary. If I can beat the 
Southern Mail and had the money, I could 
buy you all the tobacco in the place at the 
present rate!" 

Mr. Cyrenius Leavett flung him an 
astounded look. He turned to Captain 
Amity. 

" By Jupiter Ammon, captain, the boy's 
got a great idea! This is Christmas Eve 
—the news is certain not to be made pub
lic until the day after Christmas—we've 
got a day's start of the Mail and we may 
be able to do it! Van, ring the bell for a 
servant. Tell him to go on the run up to 
Broome Street and fetch Mr. Minthorne. 
We must prepare letters of credit!" 

"And Lex will make his fortune!" 
shouted Van Zan, springing to his feet 
and pounding Alexander on the shoulder. 
"And at old Gwathmey's expense, too, of 
all ways! Drain his life-blood! Buy 
every hogshead in his warehouse and 
showr him who knows how to make money 
on tobacco!" 

"What does he mean?" demanded Mr. 
Leavett testily, impatient at the noise and 
mystery. Alexander explained the mat
ter in a few words. 

"'Twill serve the old fellow right!" 
chuckled Mr. Leavett delightedly when he 
had heard him out. He had married an 
heiress himself, and appreciated Alexan
der's situation. "You shall have the 
profits on two hundred hogsheads, my 
boy, and that ought to start you on a very 
pretty fortune. And now to business!" 
he said as Mr. Minthorne entered, out of 
breath and in ill temper at the suddenness 
of his summons—ill temper that was 
quickly mollified, however, when Mr. 
Leavett developed to him Alexander's 
plan for making a vast sum of money. 

He fell jubilantly to work with Mr. 
Leavett and by eleven o'clock letters of 
credit for three hundred and sixty thou
sand dollars (a big sum of money for 
those days) had been made out in favor 
of Raphael & Son and J. S. Menoweth & 
Company, commission and forwarding 
merchants of Louisville, and bearing in
structions to buy tobacco as long as there 
was a hogshead, in first hands, in the city. 

Alexander and Van Zan helped with the 
copying. Amity had been despatched 
back to the wharf, early in the even
ing, with instructions to the Arrow's cap
tain to hold himself in readiness to take 
Mr. Imrie to Amboy at daylight—the 
first of the series of costly manoeuvres 
to reach Louisville ahead of the Southern 
Mail. 

"Damn the expense, boy," said Mr. 
Minthorne pleasantly, "and spare neither 
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yourself nor your horse-flesh. We've got 
to beat the Mail—and that makes me 
think," he added in a sudden panic, ' ' who's 
got the money for the journey? " 

No one had thought of it and no one 
had nearly enough. I t was eleven o'clock 
Christmas Eve and snowing hard. Of 
course all the banks and all the brokers 
too were closed up. 

"How about Imrie? " queried Mr. Min-

thorne. " H e usually keeps a good deal 
of money by him, as I happen to know." 

" Give me the check," said Lex. " I 've 
got to go to the house to see my father and 
get fresh clothes. If he hasn't it, he will 
go up to the City Hotel with me and get 
the money of Willard," and folding the 
check in his wallet with the letters of cred
it, he plunged once more into the storm. 

Mr. Imrie was glad to see Alexander, 
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even after that young man had taken 
away eight hundred dollars of his ready 
cash, and still more delighted when he 
learned the nature and cause of his sud
den journey, and most delighted of all 
when he discovered that his boy was in 
love. In the early forties men rejoiced 
when their sons fell in love and stormed 
when their daughters did, just as they do 
to-day. 

"If she's half as handsome as you say, 
Lex, I'll have your mother's emeralds re
set for her and I'll fasten them about her 
neck myself!" he declared. 

He was so pleased with the whole 
thing that he got himself out of bed at 
five o'clock the next morning, Christmas 
though it was, dressed, and walked down 
Broadway to the wharf with Alexander. 
I t was still dark and snowing hard, but as 
they drew near Vesey Street they heard 
the Christmas chimes ringing and met a 
good many of their friends walking—peo
ple didn't take their horses out on Christ
mas Day then—to the early service at 
Saint Paul's. 

They turned briskly down Partition 
Street and in a few minutes were at the 
Neptune Wharf, where they found Cap
tain Amity awaiting Alexander's arrival 
to put off for Amboy. 

Eight days later, at daybreak,Alexander 
Imrie walked into the old Louisville Hotel. 
By hard riding from New Brunswick down 
to Washington, bribing stage-coach driv
ers on the National Road to Wheeling and 
paying Ohio River boat captains from 
fifty to one hundred dollars not to tie up 
and take on freight, he had beaten the 
Southern Mail by a day and a night. I t 
was due to arrive the next morning, but 
two hours after Alexander had bathed and 
shaved he had presented his letters of 
credit and orders to purchase tobacco to 
Mr. Raphael and J. S. Menoweth & Co. 
in their offices on Main Street opposite the 
Bank of Kentucky. 

" I have reasons for wishing to be un
known in the transaction until after it is 
put through, Mr. Raphael," said Alex
ander at the conclusion of the interview. 
"Have your buyers attend to the matter 
quickly, quietly, and put it to your ac
count and Menoweth's. I make only one 
stipulation—they are first to get hold 

of Mr. Darius Gwathmey's tobacco. I 
want every hogshead in his warehouses! 
Clean him out, Mr. Raphael! After that 
they can go for the others!" 

By night Raphael's and Menoweth's 
agents had bought up four thousand 
and odd hogsheads of tobacco, an un
precedented sale for those days; Mr. 
Gwathmey's warehouses were empty, and 
Alexander had made the beginning of a 
fortune. He sat in Mr. Raphael's little 
back office and received the agents' reports 
as they came in. So quickly had they done 
the buying that not one of the half-dozen 
tobacco merchants in the city had sus
pected the coup or put up his price. It 
had been a big transaction and the profits 
would be enormous. After all, it had been 
wonderfully, magnificently easy, thought 
Alexander jubilantly as he pored over 
his calculations of the approximate gains. 
The figures were so large they made him a 
little dizzy and in spite of his best efforts 
they all added up to—Drusilla. 

At nine o'clock that evening Alexander 
rang Mr. Gwathmey's door-bell and on in
quiry learned that the master of the house 
was in. 

"And just ask Miss Drusilla if I may 
have the honor of seeing her in the library 
in half an hour?" he added to old Caesar, 
the darky butler, who had opened the door 
and who, scenting romance, was grinning 
broadly. He deposited his beaver and 
greatcoat in the hall and entered the li
brary. 

Mr. Darius Gwathmey seemed more 
surprised than pleased to see Alexander. 

" I thought you were in New York, Mr. 
Imrie!" he said, and he rose in astonish
ment. 

Alexander smiled tolerantly. 
" I t is the first time, during our brief ac

quaintance, that I have ever known you 
to be mistaken, Mr. Gwathmey. How
ever, I have been in New York since I last 
saw you, but I am back—at your request, 
sir." 

Mr. Gwathmey stared from under his 
heavy brows. 

" I fail to understand you, Mr. Imrie," 
he said coldly and, pushing forward a chair 
for Alexander, he reseated himself beside 
the table where he had been putting down 
figures on a sheet of paper. 

" I t is not possible, sir," said the young 
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gentleman regretfully, " that you can have 
forgotten so soon the very natural and 
laudable desire you expressed to see any 
proof I was able to offer you of my ability 
to make a living for Drue and myself. 
To-day, Mr. Gwathmey, I have earned a 

sir," continued Alexander with ingratiat
ing honesty, " as the Southern Mail will 
be in to-morrow morning with the intelli
gence brought over by Mr. Leavett's boat, 
the Ariadne, and it is now too late for you 
to profit by it. I, however, was fortunate 
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trifle over eleven thousand dollars. Would 
you consider that a proof, sir?" 

Mr. Gwathmey eyed Alexander in as
tonishment not unmixed with apprehen
sion. 

"You will oblige me by speaking in 
plain terms, young man," he said peremp
torily. 

" I t is what I most desire," returned 
Alexander suavely. "Mr . Gwathmey, to
bacco has gone up four cents on the pound 
in Liverpool. I do not mind giving you 
this valuable piece of information now, 

enough to-day to buy up some four thou
sand hogsheads at the current price of five 
and a half cents. The approximate net 
earnings for Leavett & Minthorne, whom 
I represent, will be," he referred to a mem
orandum which he drew from his pocket, 
"something in the neighborhood of two 
hundred and forty thousand dollars. My 
personal earnings, the profits on some two 
hundred hogsheads, are eleven thousand 
odd hundred dollars, as I told you." 

Mr. Darius Gwathmey jumped to his 
feet. 
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"Damn it! it's impossible!" he shouted. 
"You're mad, young man!" 

" N o , " said Alexander pleasantly, " only 
successful." And then he added politely, 
"The best part of it—to me—is that I 
have the pleasure of owing a great deal of 
my good fortune to you, Mr. Gwathmey 
—Drusilla's father. We got the largest 
part of our tobacco from your fine ware
houses, as you know, sir." 

"It 's—it 's an infernal outrage!" thun
dered Mr. Gwathmey. 

Alexander raised astonished eyebrows. 
"An outrage? " He shook his head rebuk-
ingly. "Oh, no—only a stroke of busi
ness, Mr. Gwathmey—for Drue." 

Mr. Gwathmey groaned aloud. " Damn 
it! To think of selling at five and a half 
when I might have sold to-morrow at nine 
and a half! I've lost a fortune!" 

"Really you ought not to complain," 
said Alexander with a touch of severity. 
"You haven't lost a fortune, you know, 
and you've made quite a respectable sum 
of money. You've sold one hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars' worth of tobacco" 
—he referred again to his memorandum. 
" I expect it's the biggest day's business 
you've ever done, Mr. Gwathmey." 

Mr. Darius Gwathmey shook an en
raged fist in Alexander's calm face. 

"Confound it, sir, how dare you say 
such things to me?" 

"If I didn't dare say a little thing like 
that," replied Alexander pleasantly, "how 
could I dare ask you to give me Drusilla? 
—and that 's what I am here for, Mr. 
Gwathmey!" 

For a moment Mr. Gwathmey's coun
tenance was purple with passion. He 
glared at Alexander, who bore his scrutiny 

without flinching. And suddenly, even in 
the midst of his anger, it struck him how 
different this quiet, self-possessed young 
gentleman was from the nervous youth 
who, only three weeks before, had asked 
him for Drue. Success had done it, he told 
himself bitterly. And, in spite of the bit
terness, an unwilling admiration for the 
young man before him slowly surged over 
Mr. Darius Gwathmey—admiration and 
a solid conviction that there was no use 
trying to withstand him. He had beaten 
him at his own game and in double-quick 
time. Of such a young man it were better 
to be an ally than an enemy. History was 
vindicated, with this agreeable difference 
—both the conquering Alexander and the 
conquered Darius wished to be friends. 

Mr. Gwathmey looked at Alexander. 
What his expiring anger prompted him to 
say was, " Young man, you've got the best 
of me and I can't forgive you!" What he 
actually did say was, " I like you, boy!" 
His clenched hand fell, a rare smile lighted 
up his usually cold face, and, walking over 
to the chimney-piece, he pulled the bell-
rope that hung there. 

"Tell Miss Drusilla to come to the li
brary," he said to old Caesar, "and bring 
the '32 Amontillado." 

Ten minutes later, when Drue, pal
pitating with excitement, floated across 
the threshold, she was stricken dumb by 
the amazing and beautiful tableau that 
met her sight—her father and Alexander 
standing in the middle of the floor in very 
much the attitude of the two amiable gen
tlemen on the seal of Kentucky, while 
Caesar hovered in the background, bearing 
a tray with glasses and a decanter of the 
famous Spanish wine. 

VOL. LVI . -55 



A R M A G E D D O N - T H E FORGING 
OF A GREAT PEACE 

BY S I R H E N R Y N O R M A N , M.P. 

FOR forty-three years dust-
s t a i n e d and rain-soaked 
crape has hung about the 
statues of Alsatian towns 
in the Place de la Concorde. 
T o - d a y one of t h e m is 

garlanded with flowers. Even the pope's 
mule, in Daudet's famous tale, only saved 
up its kick for seven years. France has 
"nursed her wrath to keep it warm" for 
nearly half a century, and never was she 
less disposed to shed her blood for the 
revanche than when the mysterious force 
whose finger-print is history suddenly 
flung her manhood to the eastern fron
tier, from which a fragment of it surged 
over into Alsace and turned Miilhausen 
back into Mulhouse. 

There has not been a week like that 
from July 28 to August 4 since man in
habited the planet. From Tuesday to 
Tuesday something like nine millions of 
men started in arms to slay one another. 
Nearly all the greatest armies and navies 
in the world are ranging for battle. Imag
ination fails to unify such a situation—we 
state it, but we can form no picture of it. 
Anybody who has lived through an earth
quake will remember that in the midst of it 
his mental bewilderment was much the same 
as it is to-day. What has brought about 
this sudden upheaval of the nations? 

In 1908 Austria, in defiance of interna
tional treaty, annexed Bosnia and Herze
govina, the two Slav provinces placed by 
Europe under her guardianship in 1878. 
That was a blow to Slav ambition which 
Russia, the supposed protector of the 
Slavs, was not in a condition to resent by 
arms, and the anger of Servia was negli
gible. In the Balkan War Bulgaria took 
the great onset of the Turkish army, and 
defeated it. Servia surprised everybody 
by her successes on the battle-field, but she 
had no such task as Bulgaria. At its con
clusion, however, she demanded, notwith-
out justice, a revision of the territorial 
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arrangements made by the allies before 
the war. The simplest statesmanship on 
Bulgaria's part would have been to meet 
Servia's claims with fairness, and so per
petuate the precious Balkan alliance. In
stead of doing so she listened to Austria's 
counsel, refused an arrangement, and de
clared war. Austria left her to her fate, 
Russia induced Roumania to coerce her 
and seize some of her northern territory, 
and Servia and Greece easily defeated her. 
That was the end of Bulgaria for the pres
ent and the magnification of Servia. But, 
though Austria would not help Bulgaria, 
she still thwarted Servia by inducing the 
Powers to create an autonomous Albania 
out of mutually hostile races, and thus 
cut off Servia from the sea, and the farce 
of the kingship of Prince William of Wied 
as " M p r e t " did not alter the situation 
to Servia's advantage. There was left, 
therefore, a victorious Servia, thwarted in 
her dearest ambitions in spite of the great 
additional territory she had gained. The 
whole Balkan Slav race thereupon became 
one vast organization of intrigue for Slav 
unity, with Servia as its centre—neces
sarily at the expense of Austria. And 
Servian intrigue means assassination—as 
witness the murder of the Obrenovich dy
nasty, which caused Servian diplomatists 
to be refused admission for a time to civ
ilized capitals. The murder of the heir 
to the Austrian throne and his consort was 
the next step. This plot was hatched at 
Belgrade, the six bombs and four Brown
ing pistols were handed to the conspira
tors at Belgrade by a Servian officer, the 
bombs were hand-grenades from the Ser
vian military arsenal, and the assassins 
were helped across the Austrian frontier 
by Servian customs officials. Naturally 
that outrage was the limit of Austrian tol
erance, and in any reasonable measures 
for present punishment and future protec
tion she would have had the sympathy of 
Europe and the world. She chose, how-



ever, to impose conditions of such ex
travagant humiliation as to render their 
acceptance obviously impossible; she an
nounced war upon Servia within forty-
eight hours if they were not accepted; 
when Servia "positively crawled" in hu
miliation she refused to modify her con
ditions by a syllable; and she turned a 
deaf ear to the appeals of England, France, 
Russia, and Italy. Yet it was perfectly 
clear that war upon Servia would bring 
Russia into the field, that Russia's action 
would involve Germany, that Germany's 
action would involve France, and that 
France's action would probably involve 
England. Austria, therefore, was pre
pared to plunge all Europe into war 
rather than suffer the slightest modifica
tion of terms to Servia unprecedented in 
the history of European diplomacy. 

The explanation of Austria's action will 
clearly be the key to the present state of 
Europe. What was it ? 

The British Government has just issued 
the diplomatic correspondence of the For
eign Office from July 20 to August 4, con
sisting of seventy-seven despatches and 
conversations passing between Sir Ed
ward Grey, foreign Ambassadors in Lon
don, and British Ambassadors abroad. If 
this key can be found anywhere, it must 
be there. 

I have read and re-read these despatches 
with the greatest care, and I find any 
conclusion but one impossible. Take, to 
start with, Sir Edward Grey's remark 
about the Austrian ultimatum: " I have 
never before seen one state address to an
other independent state a document of so 
formidable a character." Next the Rus
sian Foreign Minister's remark to the 
British Ambassador: "Austria's conduct 
was both provocative and immoral; she 
would never have taken such action un
less Germany had first been consulted; 
some of her demands were quite impossi
ble of acceptance." Next the note of 
the German Government to the British 
Government—and it should be remem
bered that a formal note handed in like 
this is a much more weighty communica
tion than any diplomatic conversation: 
"The course of procedure and demands of 
the Austro-Hungarian Government can 
only be regarded as equitable and mod
erate." Next the remark of the Russian 

Foreign Minister to the British Ambassa
dor, as reported by the latter to Sir Ed
ward Grey: " H e assured me once more 
that he did not wish to precipitate a con
flict, but that unless Germany could re
strain Austria I could regard the situa
tion as desperate." 

Two days later the German Ambassa
dor in Vienna expressed the following 
views to the British Ambassador, and this 
is important and significant: 

The Russian Minister for Foreign Affairs would 
not be so imprudent as to take a step which would 
probably result in many frontier questions in 
which Russia is interested, such as Swedish, Po
lish, Ruthene, Roumanian, and Persian questions, 
being brought into the melting-pot. France, too, 
was not at all in a condition for facing a war. . . . 
As for Germany, she knew very well what she was 
about in backing up Austria-Hungary in this 
matter. 

Again, Sir Edward Grey spoke on the 
following day to Austria as follows: " I t 
seemed to me that the Servian reply al
ready involved the greatest humiliation 
to Servia that I had ever seen a country 
undergo." The next day the Russian 
Foreign Minister, after an interview with 
the German Ambassador, telegraphed to 
Sir Edward Grey these plain words: 

The Berlin Cabinet, who could have prevented 
the whole of this crisis developing, appear to be 
exerting no influence on their ally. The Am
bassador considers that the Servian reply is 
insufficient. This attitude of the German Gov
ernment is most alarming. It seems to me that 
England is in a better position than any other 
Power to make another attempt at Berlin to in
duce the German Government to take the neces
sary action. There is no doubt that the key of 
the situation is to be found at Berlin. 

On the same day the German Ambas
sador in Paris stated to the French For
eign Minister that "Austria would respect 
the integrity of Servia, but when asked 
whether her independence would also be 
respected, he gave no assurance." 

On July 29 the British Ambassador in 
Berlin informed Sir Edward Grey that the 
German Foreign Minister '' denied that the 
German Government has recalled officers 
on leave, but as a matter of fact it is true." 
And meantime the German Ambassador 
in Vienna was blowing the spark, by hints 
that Austria would take Salonica, and the 
British Ambassador there telegraphed to 
Sir Edward Grey: " I fear that the Ger-

Armageddon—The Forging of a Great Peace 525 



526 Armageddon—The Forging of a Great Peace 

man Ambassador will not help to smooth 
matters over, if he uses to his own Gov
ernment the same language as he did to 
me to-day." And Sir Edward Grey told 
the German Ambassador that he "had be
gun to doubt whether even a complete ac
ceptance of the Austrian demands by 
Servia would now satisfy Austria." On 
July 30 the British Ambassador in Vienna 
telegraphed to Sir Edward Grey: 

Although I am not able to verify it, I have pri
vate information that the German Ambassador 
knew the text of the Austrian ultimatum to Servia 
before it was despatched and telegraphed it to the 
German Emperor. I know from the German 
Ambassador himself that he indorses every line 
of it. 

Finally, on the very day before Ger
many declared war on Russia (July 31) 
the Russian Government sent out the fol
lowing formula as a last effort to find a 
peaceful issue: 

If Austria will agree to check the advance of her 
troops on Servian territory; if, recognizing that 
the dispute between Austria and Servia has as
sumed a character of European interest, she will 
allow the Great Powers to look into the matter 
and determine whether Servia could satisfy the 
Austro-Hungarian Government without impair
ing her rights as a sovereign state or her inde
pendence, Russia will undertake to maintain her 
waiting attitude. 

Within a few hours Germany had de
clared war. 

All this time Sir Edward Grey had not 
ceased to work for peace. He had pro
posed a conference of Ambassadors in 
London, mediation by Great Britain and 
Italy, and direct conversations between 
Austria and Russia. To all these Russia 
and France and Italy had agreed. To all 
of them Austria and Germany had re
turned evasive or negative replies. As a 
last effort Sir Edward went so far as to 
promise Germany an understanding with 
England to safeguard her from an aggres
sive policy by France, Russia, and En
gland in the future. No greater offer than 
this was possible to British statesmanship. 
The remarkable despatch containing it 
should be read in full. I t was addressed 
by Sir Edward Grey to the British Am
bassador in Berlin on July 31: 

You should . . . add most earnestly that the 
one way of maintaining the good relations between 
England and Germany is that they should con

tinue to work together to preserve the peace qf 
Europe; if we succeed in this object, the mutual 
relations of Germany and England will, I believe, 
be ipso facto improved and strengthened. For 
that object His Majesty's Government will work 
in that way with all sincerity and good will. 

And I will say this: If the peace of Europe can 
be preserved, and the present crisis safely passed, 
my own endeavor will be to promote some arrange
ment to which Germany could be a party, by 
which she could be assured that no aggressive or 
hostile policy would be pursued against her or her 
allies by France, Russia, and ourselves, jointly or 
separately. I have desired this and worked for it, 
as far as I could, through the last Balkan crisis, 
and, Germany having a corresponding object, our 
relations sensibly improved. The idea has hith
erto been too Utopian to form the subject of defi
nite proposals, but if this present crisis, so much 
more acute than any that Europe has gone 
through for generations, be safely passed, I am 
hopeful that the relief and reaction which will 
follow may make possible some more definite rap
prochement between the Powers than has been 
possible hitherto. 

This frank and memorable offer was 
made on Thursday. On Friday it was 
read to the German Foreign Minister, who 
"received it without comment," and asked 
for it to be left as a memorandum, "as he 
would like to reflect upon it before giving 
an answer, and his mind was so full of 
grave matters that he could not be certain 
of remembering all its points." On Satur
day Germany declared war. 

Only one conclusion, as I said, can be 
drawn from all these despatches. It is 
that the German War Staff had decided 
beforehand that the favorable moment 
for war had come, and that the relations 
of Austria and Servia furnished a suitable 
pretext. I t cannot be supposed that Aus
tria would take a step imperilling the 
peace of Europe without consulting Ger
many beforehand, and it is certain that if 
Germany had desired to do so she could 
without difficulty have caused Austria to 
modify her demands for the sake of Euro
pean peace. The key, therefore, to the 
action of Austria is the word " Germany." 

But this answer at once prompts an
other question. Why should Germany 
choose this time for war ? What can she 
have seen in the situation to-day more 
favorable to her chance of success than 
that of last year or next year? The an
swer is not very difficult. 

To German statesmen the great danger 
and the great obstacle is not England, 
and not France, but Russia; in Europe 
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danger, in Asia Minor an obstacle. And 
the progress of Russia during the last few 
years has been remarkable—in commerce, 
in finance, and in military power. Every 
year that passed saw Germany relatively 
less strong on her eastern frontier. There 
would quite certainly come a time when 
Russian pressure would grow intolerable. 
The alternatives would then be war or 
sacrifice of cherished ambitions—and the 
war would be worse the longer it was post
poned. And Germany's readiness for 
war was probably at the highest point it 
could ever reach. She had made avail
able for war service as many men as she 
could ever get; she had raised by a forced 
levy on national wealth as much money as 
she could ever hope to secure; and the bur
den of militarism was beginning to pro
duce dangerous symptoms among her 
people. Moreover, the deepening of the 
Kiel Canal was completed a month ago. 
The moment was, therefore, favorable at 
home. 

It seemed no less so abroad. In Rus
sia a dangerous strike had begun, and 
a fresh revolutionary outburst appeared 
probable. In France the gravest consti
tutional crisis for many years was only 
stopped for the moment by the formation 
with much difficulty of a makeshift Gov
ernment, and the President and Foreign 
Minister were abroad. England, too, was 
faced with the gravest internal situation 
in her history because of Home Rule 
and Ulster (Ulster rifles were supplied 
from Hamburg), and the King had stated 
that " to-day the cry of civil war is on the 
lips of the most responsible and sober-
minded of my people." I t seemed im
probable, therefore, that England would 
have any stomach for foreign adventure. 
Finally, affairs in Austria seemed to coun
sel action. Her venerable Emperor can
not be expected in the natural course of 
human life, as his recent illness showed, to 
add many more to the sixty-six years he 
has spent upon the throne, and the heir to 
his troubled heritage, now that the strong 
and obstinate Franz Ferdinand is gone, is 
young and inexperienced. Certainly the 
help that Austria could give in a great war 
would never be more than it is to-day, and 
might conceivably be very much less. 

In this connection it must be realized 
that the German plan of campaign of the 

"war on two frontiers," the possibility of 
which has for years been before her, has 
been to hurl a mass of men upon France 
through Belgium, strike France to her 
knees in two or three great battles, spread 
destruction everywhere by ruthless means, 
and then turn the bulk of her forces round 
and transport them to her eastern fron
tier before Russia had completed her mo
bilization and was ready to strike. Un
likely as this may seem, the German staff 
confidently considered it to be within their 
power, and not a few competent foreign 
observers also thought it possible. 

This, then, being the military plan, the 
condition of foreign countries, as seen 
through German eyes, furnishes the rea
son why the German war lords chose this 
moment to strike. They disregarded Bis
marck's advice, and the keystone of his 
policy—never to quarrel with Russia—ad
vice repeated by William I almost on his 
death-bed. They thought (I) that, if Rus
sia could not again be bluffed into keeping 
out, she was never likely to be less strong 
than now; (2) that Austria would never be 
more strong, and her value as an ally 
might be greatly lessened at any time; (3) 
that France was in no state to act with 
unity and promptitude; and (4) that En
gland would not fight, partly because a 
Liberal Government would not plunge the 
country into war, and partly because, 
even if she desired to do so, the danger of 
"civil war" would prevent it. Italy was 
at least to mobilize enough men to keep a 
great French army paralyzed on the Alp
ine frontier, and the resistance of Bel
gium was regarded as negligible. 

These clumsy and purblind calculations 
have been speedily falsified. Russia 
"called the bluff" instantly, and her vast 
masses are gathering in Poland and Ga-
licia. France rose as one man and faced 
war with equal determination and dignity. 
The Belgians, with a courage that has 
thrilled the world, marching to the old 
song— 

"Ils ne vont pas dompter 
Le fier lion de Flandre" 

(it will be remembered that Quentin Dur-
ward was told that " the men of Liege areat 
once the fiercest and the most untamable 
in Europe")—have rolled back the Ger
man advance with huge losses, thus up-
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setting the time-table of the German ad
vance, and destroying all hope of catching 
France half-prepared. The Ulster anxiety 
dropped instantly out of sight, and Mr. 
John Redmond, in a speech which the 
Manchester Guardian described as " worth 
a good-sized battle-ship,'' used these never-
to-be-forgotten words: " I say to the Gov
ernment that they may to-morrow with
draw every one of their troops from 
Ireland," since " the coast of Ireland will 
be defended from foreign invasion by her 
armed sons, and for this purpose armed 
Nationalist Catholics in the south will be 
only too glad to join arms with the armed 
Protestant Ulstermen in the north." I 
have never heard such cheers in the House 
of Commons as greeted this speech. 
Thus, as a child might have foretold to 
Germany, the old disloyal saying that 
"England's danger is Ireland's oppor
tunity," came true in a new and noble 
sense. All contentious business ceased in 
Parliament, and estimates for over a hun
dred millions sterling, which ordinarily 
would have meant days of debate, were 
voted in five minutes. The British fleet 
holds the North Sea and the Channel in a 
grip of steel, the home land has never been 
so united in purpose, the British domin
ions are unanimously affording magnifi
cent help, and the British Army, probably 
the best-trained and the best-equipped 
military force of its size in Europe, will 
have shown where it is and what it can do 
long before these lines are in print. Its 
position and plans I must not discuss at 
this moment. Finally, as M. Hanotaux 
has pointed out, German diplomacy chose 
for its war-pretext precisely the one issue 
that was certain to split the Triple Alli
ance, namely, the issue which involved 
the future control of the Adriatic. Italy 
has consequently persisted in her neu
trality. She could not possibly have done 
otherwise without risking an anti-govern
ment outbreak, and the Chasseurs Alpins, 
the magnificent body of men who ordi
narily guard France's Italian frontier in 
the maritime Alps, are facing Germany in 
the Vosges or the Ardennes. 

I t is now important to consider for a 
moment what caused England to throw 
herself into this war. The reluctance to 
go to war in a Continental quarrel was 
deep-seated and traditional. To "fight 

for Servia," as some people saw the situ
ation at first, was abhorrent. Mr. Ram
say Macdonald, M.P., chairman of the 
Labor Party, rose and uttered a dignified 
protest in the House of Commons—with 
the result that the Labor Party was split 
from top to bottom and he has resigned 
his chairmanship. Even the Cabinet was 
for a time acutely divided, and on the fate
ful Sunday a break-up of the Liberal Min
istry seemed not impossible. That a com
plete and determined unity of opinion was 
finally and so speedily reached in the min
istry and the country was due in no small 
part to the amazing ineptitude and du
plicity of Germany's diplomatic pro
cedure, which placed her attitude and 
aims beyond doubt. 

I t was known on Monday morning, Au
gust 3, that Sir Edward Grey would make 
a full statement that afternoon. The 
House of Commons was crowded to its ut
most capacity—it cannot hold all its mem
bers—even a score of chairs being placed 
upon the floor, and I have never known 
such tension and expectancy. Sir Ed
ward Grey is perhaps the most restrained 
and the coldest speaker in the House. By 
temperament he loathes and dreads ex
aggeration and rhetorical sentiment. 
Whereas the ordinary orator hesitates 
sometimes in seeking the strongest word 
or the most effective phrase, Sir Edward 
Grey is apt to pause and almost stumble 
in his speech from seeking the simplest 
word or the expression farthest from ex
aggeration or mere sentiment. On this 
occasion he was a man whom none of us 
had ever known before. Obviously he 
was exercising the severest self-restraint, 
yet now and again passion blazed in his 
face and rang out in his words. The rea
son was clear. Not only was it due to the 
deep conviction with which he viewed the 
fateful moment of his country's choice of 
peace or war, but even more to the fact 
that he, a man to whom simple honor in 
private and public dealings is as the air 
he breathes, had been dealt with by 
Germany in a spirit of cunning, and had 
been approached with an offer implying 
that he might be bribed into a dishonest 
security. "If, in a crisis like this, we 
run away from those obligations of hon
or and interest as regards the Belgian 
treaty, I doubt whether, whatever ma-
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terial force we might have at the end, it 
would be of very much value in face of 
the respect we should have lost." To 
every one who heard Sir Edward Grey ut
ter those words it was clear that the die 
was about to be cast. In proposing the 
vote of credit of ^100,000,000, three days 
later, Mr. Asquith fitted the adjective to 
the German proposal—which was, as he 
said, that behind the back of France we 
should have assented to the seizure by a 
victorious Germany of all her colonial pos
sessions, and have bartered away to the 
Power threatening her our plighted word 
to Belgium. " What would have been the 
position of Great Britain to-day . . . if 
we had assented to this infamous propo
sal? " The terrible word ' ' infamous" fell 
like a bomb upon hearers already strained 
to the utmost—and their answering cheers 
detonated like an explosion. And the 
country as a whole, now that the facts are 
understood, has come to share the almost 
unanimous view of the House of Com
mons. Nobody talks of "fighting for 
Servia" any more; those who declared 
that war would be " a colossal crime" are 
silenced by the facts; every intelligent 
person realizes that the war is not so much 
between Germany and Austria on the one 
side, and England, France, Russia, Bel
gium, Servia, and Montenegro on the 
other, as between civilization, with free, 
peaceful development for both great and 
little nations, and the satisfaction of an 
insatiable and intolerant military ambition 
for "world power." In fact, the allied na
tions are fighting, as American telegrams 
show, to our thankfulness, that the Amer
ican people also clearly understand, for 
what Mr. Gladstone called " the common 
interests against the unmeasured aggran
dizement of any Power whatever." 

How comes it that the Germany of 
science and industry and culture, the Ger
many that so many, like myself, have 
learned to know, to admire, and to feel 
almost affection for, thus stands to-day, 
surrounded by a ring of enemies, without 
a real friend in the world, unmasked in 
an ambition, to destroy which every Euro
pean nation except Austria is ready to 
draw the sword? 

The answer is to be found in the effect 
of the teaching of men like Treitschke 
and von Bernhardi. A group of eminent 

Germans, backed by a thousand less 
known, have preached for a generation 
the doctrine that it is the proud task of 
Germany to impose German civilization 
and German culture upon the world, that 
every other nation is decadent and "bar
barian," that Germany is powerful enough 
to accomplish this divine task, and that all 
considerations of international law, social 
obligations, or treaties must yield to the 
necessity of fulfilling at any cost and by 
any means her paramount destiny. 

Here are specimens of these teachings: 
"The maintenance of peace never can or 
may be the goal of a policy." "The in-
evitableness, the idealism, and the bless
ing of war, as an indispensable and stim
ulating law of development, must be 
repeatedly emphasized." "Wha t we now 
wish to attain must be fought for, and 
won, against a superior force of hostile 
interests and Powers." "We must not 
hold back in the hard struggle for the sov
ereignty of the world." "Our next war 
will be fought for the highest interests of 
our country and of mankind. . . . ' World 
power or downfall!'—Weltmacht oder Nie-
dergang—will be our rallying-cry." These 
quotations, taken almost at random from 
the only book of the kind I happen to have 
where I am now writing, von Bernhardi's 
"Germany and the Next War," could be 
expanded a thousandfold, and illuminated 
by scores of contemptuous and insulting 
epithets flung at England and other na
tions. They accurately and adequately 
summarize, however, the teaching which 
has permeated the mind of modern 
Germany. This is a comparatively new 
growth. I t did not exist when I was a 
student at Leipzig. But for a long time 
now I have been conscious that at the 
back of their minds my German friends, 
sincerely filled with personal good will, 
cherished a kindly contempt for my own 
country, as for one whose work in the 
world was done, whose vigor was sapped 
by wealth and play, and who was inevita
bly destined to yield her empire in due 
course to the people whose knowledge, 
whose courage, whose national discipline, 
whose pre-eminence in the arts of peace, 
and whose invincibility in war inevitably 
destined her for the future sovereignty of 
the world. The brutality of her soldiers 
in Belgium (if one-tenth of the tales of it 
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be true), her behavior even to the sacred 
persons of foreign ambassadors, her con
tempt for public law, and her utter disre
gard of solemn treaty obligations are but 
the reflection in action on a small scale 
of the overbearing pride of her national 
outlook. 

I t has had its natural result. The neu
trality of Belgium, for which we are nom
inally fighting, only means that we are 
defending the outpost. In reality, we, 
and others, have taken up the sword to 
prevent a development of German ambi
tion which, if not checked, would be fatal 
to us all in the end. If Germany defeated 
France she would acquire territory and 
ports a few miles from our shores, and no 
treaties or engagements would stop her 
from establishing at least suzerainty over 
Holland and Belgium, while the seizure of 
the French colonies would give her naval 
bases in many seas. War with England 
would then be her next step, under condi
tions a thousandfold more unfavorable to 
us. As Lord Cromer has pointed out, 
Napoleon I I I was lulled into security by 
Prussian assurances in 1866, while Austria 
was crushed at Sadowa, and he paid for it 
at Sedan four years later. So it would 
have been with us had we failed to stand 
by France to-day. 

"World power or downfall!" I t will 
be downfall—not to the Germany of in
dustry, of science, of criticism, of litera
ture, of culture, but to the Germany dom
inated and led—a large part of it very 
reluctantly—by Prussian militarism, Prus
sian autocracy, Prussian ambitions, Prus
sian "blood and iron." Europe must 
conquer, or liberty, as we understand it, 
will perish from the earth on this side of 
the Atlantic. 

And when at Armageddon the forces of 
good have prevailed over the forces of 
evil; when the German people, having 
learned that the politics of the drill-ser
geant, which imposed such heavy burdens 
upon them in peace, led them but to dis
aster in war, rise in their wrath; when the 
trumpets blow the last "cease fire" over 
the graves of tens of thousands of fathers, 

husbands, brothers, and sons of weeping 
women—what of the terms of peace? 
They will be heavy. They must be such 
as will make war impossible for long 
enough to reach the time when the peoples 
of the world will demand that war shall 
cease forever. Among them, let us hope, 
will be the condition that no new German 
fleet shall be created; that the frontier 
fortresses shall be dismantled; that the 
annexed provinces, or such parts of them 
as desire it, shall go back to France; that 
Schleswig shall go back to Denmark, and 
the Kiel Canal be neutralized; and that af
ter a century and a quarter " the fair land 
of Poland," then "ploughed by the hoof of 
the ruthless invader," as Balfe's famous 
song has kept the story alive, will, we may 
hope, be reunited into an autonomous 
country again; and that a great league of 
peace and peaceful development will be 
formed. I t is intolerable and unthinkable 
that the world should be exposed to the 
horror and the ruin of war in every genera
tion of mankind. 

And it will not be the map alone that 
will be altered. The people will make 
many a new demand of their rulers 
and governors. In England, for instance, 
men will remember that the Government 
in a week took over the control of the rail
ways, established national sea insurance, 
fixed the price of food, raised a hundred 
millions sterling, and dropped the disputes 
of party politics; and they will ask why, 
if these things can be done in time of war, 
they cannot be done, for ends at least as 
good, in time of peace. And on the Con
tinent other questions will be asked—and 
answered by those who ask them. 

So, "with firmness in the right, as God 
gives us to see the right," we must assume 
victory. 

Doubtless dark days lie ahead, but we 
must assume it because of our determina
tion that, now the seventh angel has 
poured out his vial into the air, by the 
heavy hammer and in the hot fire of Ar
mageddon there shall be forged at last a 
great and an enduring peace. 

August 15, 1914. 
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OLD MELSCHOTT drove his 
wagon up to the station at 
ten-fifteen, though the train 
was not due until eleven-
thirty and was always late; 
but he wanted to be sure he 

was there when Myrtle came back. If he 
should, by any chance, be a few minutes 
late, she might think he was being re
vengeful because she had run away with 
his farm-hand and been away four years. 

Besides, in the infinitesimal little town 
a half a mile down the red hill there was 
nothing and nobody to interest him par
ticularly now. Coming to Luling the pre
vious day, and spending the night in the 
wagon-yard, he had got up early and done 
his complicated Christmas shopping, in
cluding laboriously equalized presents for 
both Myrtle and Lydia. 

His shopping worries were over. He 
was wondering whether Myrtle, being now 
forty-five and perhaps worn with remorse 
and work, were not getting gray and 
aged; and telling himself that he must not 
forget to say that she looked fine and fit 
no matter how she really looked; and re
solving that he would act just as if she 
were returning from an innocent visit 
somewhere; and trying desperately to pre
pare for the passionate, jealous-hearted 
woman's meeting, down home, with Lyd
ia, of whom she did not know, yet. 

The sight of the small green station, 
through which Myrtle and Luther had no 
doubt passed in their flight four years be
fore, roused a flare of anger from ashes 
within him that he had long since thought 
dead. For a moment he charged himself 
with being a too soft-hearted fool for jeop
ardizing the peace and comfort of the ten
der, trusting Lydia. 

Still, he knew that if he had a son or a 
daughter—if Myrtle had had any chil
dren maybe she wouldn't have hated 
them so much—if he had a son or a 
daughter, and they had written that they 
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were homesick, he would also have said 
to them, " Come home," no matter where 
they were, or what they had done, or how 
many others had come in to fill their 
places, or how much strategic fighting he 
would have to do to make their coming 
and their stay as pleasant as possible. 
And surely she that had been his loyal 
wife for eighteen years— Besides, no 
matter what had happened, he wanted 
Myrtle back; only he could not give up 
Lydia now. Lydia he felt sure of; Myrtle 
filled him with fear. But he was master 
of his own house. 

Old Melschott was not old, very old; he 
was forty-nine. The epithet had been ap
plied to him by the predominating Anglo-
Saxon population of the lower Arkansas 
county, partly in affection because of his 
patient, unvarying amiability, partly in 
derision because, in spite of his twenty-
six years on a farm among them, he was 
still slightly foreign, different from them, 
therefore inferior. The touch of his Teu
tonic fathers yet lingered in an occasional 
turn of speech, and in a naive habit of de
ciding on a course of conduct in accord
ance with reasons entirely his own, and no 
others, and stubbornly sticking to it. 

The tall, thin, brown-faced farmer 
stopped his wagon in a dusty grove of 
scrub-oak trees near the station, and get
ting down broke a bundle of fodder before 
each of the mules. He slapped their 
necks gently, and the big awkward ani
mals rubbed their noses against his shoul
der, making away down in their throats 
the mule's rare approximation of affec
tionate purring. The little black fice dog, 
so fat and aged that her watery brown 
eyes bulged out of her faintly gray face, 
stood before the mules barking in feeble 
asthmatic jealousy. 

"Come, Sister," Old Melschott said, 
bending down and giving her a compen
sating pat. "We go to the station now. 
Somebody comes to-day. You know, 
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hey? So-o! You are glad already? That 
is good, Sister. Also we make her glad— 
if we can." 

There was no sun, and the cold Decem
ber wind, spiked with the freezing mois
ture in the air, cut Old Melschott to the 
bone, and he yielded now and then to an 
attack of coughing. Through the win
dow of the waiting-room he saw a red-hot 
stove, but he stood his ground outside, 
stamping his feet and rubbing his hands; 
for he had a vague fear that, if he went in
side, the train might rush in and discharge 
Myrtle before he could get out to her, so 
that for a moment she would be disap
pointed and worried. 

He was presently proud of his caution. 
A lonely member of that tremendous uni
versal army of train-gazers drifted through 
the grove of trees and rested his long, 
leaning figure against the station wall sev
eral feet away. His eyes rested fondly on 
the rails in front of him, and on them his 
imagination slid quickly away to far, mys
terious, fascinating countries beyond the 
distant rim of black forest. After a while 
he roused himself, effortfully dragging his 
imagination back to prosaic Luling. 

" She goes a-tearin' when she do come," 
he said grandly, as if somebody had 
questioned the prodigious powers of the 
north-bound "Cannon Ball." 

"So?" said Old Melschott uneasily. 
"But she always stops here, ain't i t ? " 

"Yeah, she stops—if there's anybody 
to git on or git off. But she don't stop no-
wheres long; except, I reckon, maybe in 
big cities—Little Rock, Pine Bluff, an' the 
like of them." 

The red stove inside the waiting-room 
wasted its sweetness on desert air, for the 
two gray-bearded men stood their ground 
outside, blowing white shafts of warm 
breath upon their cold hands, anxiously 
awaiting their boyhood sweethearts. 

The train-gazer's swift sweetheart gave 
notice, finally, of her approach. A dim 
whistle came floating through the woods 
from the south. 

"Smith's Crossin'," the ardent gazer 
interpreted, lifting himself from against 
the wall of the station, his greenish-sallow 
face all aglow with excitement. 

Presently there came a series of louder 
whistles. 

" Cow on the track," he said, listening 
in the strain of suspense at the feminine 

"Cannon Ball 's" adventurous flight north
ward. 

Then there were two short, snorty, 
saucy whistles. 

"Dead cow," he pronounced with the 
restraint of infallibility, no grief in his 
voice, only passionate triumph. 

The dull roar of her progress through 
the wooded flats to the south of the town 
was suddenly still. 

"She waits at the J. P. & T. T. cross-
in'," said her lover, mortified that she 
should have to wait at a dinky lumber 
railroad's intersecting track. But pres
ently she was roaring on again northward. 
She sent ahead three long blasts. 

" M y God! She's got a passenger for 
here!" 

When the furious little engine stopped, 
wheezing, panting, clanking, in front of 
the Luling station, the gazer ran forward 
to be as near as possible to her dear cyl
inders and marvellous round wheels that 
had travelled and would travel so far be
yond the rim of the black forest. The 
station-master rushed out with a truck to 
the baggage-car. Old Melschott, caught 
in this tidal wave of activity, went racing 
along the two passenger-cars looking 
eagerly up at the faces staring out of the 
windows. 

"Fred!" He heard it back of him, 
and turning, saw Myrtle standing by the 
steps of the first coach. Going toward 
her, he wondered whether he had a right 
to kiss her. 

"Hello, Fred," she said when he came 
up to her. Her voice was hardly above a 
whisper, and she was scrutinizing his face 
anxiously. "How is your cold, Fred?" 
She merely held out her hand to him. 
"Are you doin' anything for that cough, 
Fred?" 

"Hel-lo, Myrt le!" Old Melschott al
most shouted, beaming upon her. "Ach, 
me? I am fine. How are you? I am 
glad to see you again, Myrtle. You are 
good for the sore eyes. You look fine, 
Myrtle, finer as ever. See! Sister is glad 
also. See how she yump up, Myrtle? " 

Paying no attention to the feebly frol
icking little dog, twisting her mouth into 
a faint smile, the faded blonde woman 
handed him her suit-case and stood by his 
side, intent on getting away from the sta
tion as soon as possible. They hurried 
toward the wagon, leaving the forlorn 
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train-gazer sadly watching his fiery little 
sweetheart getting in motion to leave him. 

On the way out to the grove of trees, 

" She's got a passenger for here ! " — P a g e 532. 

Old Melschott noticed, sorrowfully, that 
Myrtle's pale hair was getting gray, that 
her skin was sallow, that there were baggy 
puffs under her big blue eyes, and that a 
flabby fatness was breaking, here and 
there, the clean lines of that splendid 

hands and hair that surprised him. He 
had thought that no matter what hap
pened Myrtle would always be fastidi
ously tidy. He wondered what kind of 
work she had been doing since she and 
Luther had gone their separate ways. 

clear-cut figure of which she—and he— 
had been so proud. And there was an in
definite slovenliness about her clothes and 
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But he determined not to let her see 
that he was disappointed. Anyway, if 
she stayed on the farm long, she would 
have a chance to pick up. Maybe she 
only needed a rest—yes, he was sure of it—• 
to become the massive but magnificent 
Myrtle of the old days. And he was glad 
that she would not need to do the cooking, 
or the washing, or any hard work. 

But he was not talking enough. "At
tention, Friedrich!" he shouted in his 
mind to himself. " You say somethings 
now, or she sees that you see and be 
pained." 

"Look, Myrtle!" he said enthusiastic
ally, pointing to the two mules. " See 
Kit and Lucy; yust the same, yust the 
same as when " 

" I ran away, like a dog." 
"Ach, no, Myrtle; I say as when we 

bought them—except a little older." 
"Five years older, Fred, five years. 

They were three then. I t don't seem like 
mules change their looks much, as peo
ple do. They go on gettin' old without 
nobody noticin' it, then they die." 

There was something disturbing in the 
brittle yet faintly tremulous tone of the 
big blonde woman, who was wont to be 
so independent and self-reliant; and Old 
Melschott hurried to help her into the 
wagon and wrap her up warmly in a blan
ket. When she had convinced him, final
ly, that she was comfortable, he smiled 
up at her, rubbed his hands happily to
gether, muttered " S o " several times as if 
the first stage in a joyous undertaking had 
been satisfactorily achieved, and bustled 
around hitching up the traces and wagon-
tongue that had been let down for the 
greater comfort of the mules during their 
wait. 

Presently he was up on the seat beside 
her, Sister and the trunk were in the back 
part of the wagon, and the journey home 
had begun. He noticed fearfully that 
Myrtle scrupulously kept a space of a few 
inches between him and her. He remem
bered the night, twenty-two years before, 
when he had brought her home from the 
wedding in the church. That night ! 

He wondered if Myrtle had heard any
thing about Lydia. Only three letters 
had passed between him and Myrtle: the 
one, a month before, in which she had said 
that she had been by herself for nearly 
four years and that she was homesick; his 

answer telling her that his house was al
ways open to her, that he would welcome 
her, and that she must not hesitate to 
send for money if she needed it, because he 
had done even better than usual on the 
farm in the past few years; and then the 
third, in which she had merely stated 
when and by what train she would arrive. 
He had said nothing about Lydia. He 
had been afraid to trust himself to tell of 
her in a letter. I t would be better, he had 
thought, to wait until he and Myrtle met 
at the station. 

Nor could he say anything now. He 
would wait until they were all three to
gether. His uneasiness was growing. The 
dread of having made a horrible, foolish 
mistake that might hurt both Lydia and 
Myrtle was pressing heavier on him every 
minute. I t occurred to him that some of 
the gossiping neighbors might have found 
out Myrtle's address and written to her. 
He wished that she would not sit so far 
away from him, and so straight and silent 
and hard. But he must say something. 
He braced himself. 

"Myr t le !" 
"Yes?" 
"You look fine, finer as ever." 
"Don' t , Fred, please!" Raising her 

right hand in her old imperial manner, she 
swept his words away. He could not 
compel himself to attempt the conversa
tion again. He waited, once more mak
ing desperate efforts to visualize the 
meeting of the passionate Myrtle and the 
gentle Lydia. 

A mile below the station the wagon 
rolled out into the gray sandy road leading 
to the farm, twenty miles southward. 
Suddenly the big, shabby woman faced 
around to him, forcing an aching, waver
ing smile upon her lips alone. 

"Fred, how many other old stray cats 
an' dogs an' things have you got around 
the place now? I remember you used to 
take in ever'thing that come along." 

" N o cats an' dogs, Myrtle, no tramp 
ones." He took up the conversation 
quickly, glad to drag his mind for a mo
ment away from the terrifying problem 
drawing closer every time the mules took 
a step. "Bu t I been afraid about Sister. 
She gets old, Myrtle, and weak. Some
times, at night, she wakes me up trying 
to get her breath, there by the foot of the 
bed. Her lungs and nose get all stopped 
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" Y o u go on in, Fred, please. . . . I 'm goin' to run down to the boat-landin' to see the lake. I got to have a look 
at it this minute ."—Page 540. 
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up, so the breath must fight its way out 
and in. But I buy some liniment that 
helps her over the hard places when I 
get up and rub it on her." 

"Dear little Sister!" The faded, 
blonde woman looked back at the old dog 
lying on some fodder in the rear of the 
wagon. Having heard her name spoken, 
Sister lifted her bulging, watery eyes and 
wagged her tail weakly in the dry corn 
leaves. "Yes," the woman went on, "she 
is gittin' old—too." 

"Also," the farmer hurried to say, in 
order to keep going the safe conversation, 
"your red game rooster, Myrtle, he 
breaks his leg off, the left one. It gets 
caught in the garden gate, he snatches it 
off before I get to him. I make him a 
wooden one, and now he lives and walks 
and fights like the same little red devil 
yet." 

"He's gittin' on, too, then. He was a 
year old when " 

Old Melschott's strategic enthusiasm 
about the rooster was lost. She asked no 
questions about her favorite young roost
er, nor about any others down there at 
home among the animals about which it 
was so safe to talk. The woman beside 
him had again lapsed into brooding inat
tention. Her rough, red, ungloved hands 
lay folded in her lap. The wagon was 
getting well out in the country now, and 
she was staring straight ahead of her 
down the gray ribbon of road waver
ing through the forest. The cold wind 
wrenched savagely at the few old dead 
leaves yet clinging frantically to their 
trees. 

"Myrtle, are you cold?" asked Old 
Melschott after a while. " I think I feel 
you shiver." 

"No, I ain't cold, Fred." 
"Are you hungry?" 
"No . " 
" Better let me get out and make a fire 

by the road here, Myrtle. I t is long after 
twelve o'clock now. I got some lunch for 
us in that tin bucket down there in the 
wagon by your suit-case. Then you could 
get warm, and eat at the same time. What 
do you say, Myrtle?" 

"Fred, I want to git home." 
She fell again into silence, her eyes 

greedily watching the road unrolling in 
front of her. Old Melschott clucked the 
mouse-colored mules into a jingling trot. 

Gradually the road was rising out of the 
timbered lowlands. The swamp-oaks and 
stunted cypresses were giving way to 
taller and taller pines. 

All at once the drooping woman raised 
her head, her muscles instantly straining 
tight as if to help her eyes to see and her 
ears to hear. A long black wedge of wild 
ducks slid swiftly across the sunless sky, 
trailing their far faint whisper of winter 
across the fields and woods. 

"This ain't the first time I been home
sick, Fred," she said in a level monotone 
as if she were merely continuing an old, 
old conversation. "Bu t I never could 
git up spunk enough to write to you, 
Fred, before. I t wasn't fair to you, it 
seemed like; an' it ain't fair now, neither; 
but " 

" I am mighty glad you come back, 
Myrtle." 

"When we left that night, Fred, we 
started straight for New Orleans. After 
two weeks down there I never seen no 
more of Luther. I went my way, he his'n. 
He was no good, nohow. My God, Fred, 
how could I—! Ne'mind that, though, 
ne'mind that. Well, I had to git some-
thin' to do. I t was hard to find, work 
was, Fred, at first; an' I got homesick 
right then, Fred." 

"Myrtle !" 
" But I jes' couldn't write, not much, not 

a whole letter. We sneaked away that 
night an' got out of Luling on that early 
mawnin' train for New Orleans. Nobody 
that knowed us never seen us. I had a 
woman in the boardin'-house where I was 
to subscribe for the Luding Phonograph, so 
as I could git the news from home with
out nobody knowin' where I was. 

"Fred, I seen that little piece you had 
the correspondent from our Sue Belle Lake 
section put in, sayin' Mrs. Melschott was 
gone to Maine, where her grandmother 
was sick. Then I seen the others that 
said I had to stay with her a while longer 
to nurse her, because she had done become 
a chronic invalid, an' had no other rela
tives, an' was so sick she couldn't be 
moved. Because you done that so soon 
after we left, Fred, I knowed if I come 
back it would 'a' been all right with 
you. 

"An ' because you done that, I 'lowed, 
too, that I could come on home without 
nobody knowin' what had been done by 



me to you. I cain't tell you, Fred, how 
many times I set down to write a letter, 
but I never could bear to finish it, before. 

' An' you do need me now, Fred, don't you '? " — P a g e 541. 

It wasn't fair to you, it seemed like; an' 
it ain't fair now, neither; but " 

" I am mighty glad you come back, 
Myrtle." 

"If my folks hadn't 'a' died before I 
left I would 'a' come back to them 

an' took what talkin' was comin' to me 
from the neighbors when they found out, 
jes' to be near home, our home, Fred. 
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Things down there in New Orleans was 
all the time remindin' me; it seemed like 
ever' day somethin' would set me to 
thinkin' back an' forwards. 

"They eat a lot of fish down there, 
Fred; an' I—I cooked in a restaurant for 
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over a year—I never fried one but I 
thought of them we used to ketch out of 
Sue Belle Lake right there in front of our 
house. They never tasted as good as our 
fish, Fred. 

'' In the summers it was awful hot down 
there, a lot hotter than it is up here; an' 
the mosquitoes are terribul. Our mos
quitoes up here ain't nigh as bad as them, 
Fred. They have two kinds. The wind 
blows one kind up from the Gulf; then it 
turns around an' blows another kind in 
from the swamps behind the city. Both 
are mighty bad. Sometimes in the sum
mer I 'd have to set up in bed an' fan an' 
fan 'em off me, though we did have mos
quito bars. I 'd jes' set there a-fannin' an' 
a-fannin' an' a-wishin' I was home, Fred." 

"Myrtle, please!" Old Melschott 
raised his hand as if to ward off some
thing, and turned his head away. 

"They ain't got no trees like ours, Fred, 
down there. Them squatty little pa'ms 
settin' around ever'where made me want 
to see an' listen to our old tall pines again. 
Fred, if a body puts his hands over both 
ears, he can hear, any time, how the pines 
sound away up in their top branches 
where the wind is always blowin'. I 
reckon it's the blood always runnin' in the 
veins does it, Fred, like the wind is always 
blowin' through the branches away up 
yonder. I reckon I ain't a cryin' kind of 
woman, Fred, but sometimes, in the res
taurant an' the laundry an' the other 
places where I worked, when I would close 
my eyes an' put my hands over my ears 
an' hear the wind in the pines, I 'd jes' 
have to do it. 

" I kept The Phonograph comin' in 
somebody else's name all the time, except 
for about three months las' summer. Al
ways after Christmas times I'd see that 
the correspondents from all the little set
tlements out in the woods were sayin', 
'Ploughin' is the order of the day now,' 
or 'Ever'body is plantin' corn,' or 'There 
seems to be a good stand of cotton.' 
Then I'd remember how it all looked an' 
felt up here in the spring. I always did 
like spring, Fred, better than any other 
time." 

" M y r t l e - ! " 
"Many a time of nights, Fred, when 

I'd git home, in January an' February 
an' March, I'd jes' set by myself in my 
room a-thinkin' backward and forward. 

Seemed like I could jes' see the field back 
of our house by Sue Belle Lake all ploughed 
up a-waitin' for the seed; so clean an' 
black an' fresh, lookin' like it wanted the 
sun to shine on it an' the seed to drop in 
it an' the rain to fall on it. An' I could 
see the chickins an' the turkeys runnin' 
over the rows huntin' for bugs an' things. 
An' I could smell the land; an' hear you 
say, 'Gee, Kit, gee.' In the spring up 
here it always seemed like ever'body an' 
ever'thing was havin' a good time. 

"Yeah, Fred, I knowed all about our 
Sue Belle Lake section that a body 
could git out of The Phonograph. I 
bound I can tell you the names the girls 
put at the end of their pieces about our 
settlement. 'Twinkle Star ' wrote it up 
for over a year. Then 'Bright Eyes' 
done it for nearly two. Since then ' Old 
Maid' took it, an' has been doin' it ever 
since. 

"An ' I watched The Phonograph clost, 
Fred, to see if you got sick, or anything. 
Last year I came mighty nigh rushin' 
home regardless. 'Old Maid' wrote in 
her 'Sue Belle Notes ' a piece about you 
like this: 'Mr. Fred Melschott is on the 
sick list.' But I done been away so long 
then that— An' I didn't know if some
body else wasn't in my— Anyhow, I 
waited; an' then the next week 'Old 
Maid' said: ' Mr. Fred Melschott is up an' 
out again. He said it was jes' a small cold 
with a hackin' cough.' 

"An ' ever' winter I 'd git skeered about 
you, Fred, an' your cough. Whenever I'd 
hear the wild ducks flyin' acrost the sky 
givin' the sign of winter comin', I'd say 
to myself, 'Now Fred will be ketchin' 
cold again an' havin' that nasty little 
old cough, because he won't take keer 
of hisself.' You know you won't take 
keer of yourself, Fred, less'n somebody 
makes " 

"Ach, Myrtle, I been all right," he in
terrupted to reassure her, "somebody 
makes " 

He stopped suddenly. He was com
mitting the mistake he most feared. He 
did not dare look at the woman there on 
the seat beside him. He felt that she 
was drawing even farther away from him 
than she had been, and that she was 
shrinking up in the dingy black dress that 
covered her. 

"Who, Fred?" Her voice, in pitiful 
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disproportion to her size, crept around her 
shoulder to him. "Who is it, Fred? Do 
I know her? I thought, comin' home, 
that if anybody had taken my place— 
But then I was shore no one had, because 
I watched The Phonograph so clost an' I 
never seen nothin' about it. Seems like 
I'd 'a' seen it in the paper if anything had 
happened. 

"But then maybe it was in them three 
months that I never seen The Phonograph 
at all. I told you I had watched all the 
time except for about three months. That 
was las' summer. That was while I was 
in the hospital sick with typhoid fever. I 
had a terribul time, Fred. I was in the 
charity part of the hospital. They looked 
like they kind of got tired of me after the 
fever was gone, but it didn't seem some
how like I could git my stren'th back so as 
I could go out an' work. It hurt, Fred, 
not to be wanted, an' a body bound to 
stay, anyhow. Ne' mind that, though; 
ne' mind that—now. Who is she, Fred? " 

He felt her waiting. He decided to tell 
her all about Lydia at once: how it had 
come about; how he had been lonesome, 
and had not heard from her, and could get 
no track of her; and how though no one else 
could fill all the place left vacant by her, 
still— No, he couldn't tell her yet. He 
knew he could not manage the words 
rightly. He would mix things up. Myr
tle would likely as not jump out of the 
wagon and disappear again, going into 
more unnecessary hardships. She was like 
that. 

He recollected what she had just said 
about having been sick, and not getting 
her strength back. No, he would not 
take the slightest chance until he had to; 
he would wait; that would be best. Lydia, 
he knew, would meet her more than half
way. He knew now how much Myrtle 
loved the old place down there by the 
lake, and all the woods and waters around 
it. Maybe when they were all three to
gether, when she was back home, it would 
come out straight. Anyway, there was 
nothing to lose by waiting; there might be 
in telling now. But how to hold her off 
in the meantime? He must think that 
out quickly. 

"Who is she, Fred?" He heard her 
voice ask it again. "Why didn't you 
write me? Why did you let me come 
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back, like a' old stray dog. It 's charity, 
it's hard, when a body ain't needed, when 
she cain't do nothin'. Stop the wagin, 
Fred. I 'm goin' back to town, back to 
New Orleans. I ain't goin' home." 

"Why, it's only old Ann Weaver," he 
hurried to say. That was half the truth, 
anyway. "You remember, Myrtle, the 
old negro couple that rented a little piece 
of the Leete place next to ours. Two 
years ago Simon dies, an' old Ann is 
homeless. She is sixty-five then; the 
cabin in our back yard is empty; and 
so " 

"You took her in, of course. Oh, 
Fred!" 

She laid her hand on his arm with a 
touch of tenderness that made him trem
ble. He knew that she was looking 
proudly at him. The undertaking ahead 
of him was looming larger and more dread
ful every minute. 

"Well, now I'll look after her, Fred. 
She must be old an' weak now, an' I'll 
make it all up to her, Fred. Would she 
make you go to bed when you had a cold ? 
Could she, Fred?" 

"Yes, she could." 
"Well, anyway, I notice you've got a 

little cough right now. But then she's so 
old; I reckon she done the best she could. 
An' I'll more'n make it up to her, Fred." 

"You will rest yourself, Myrtle. You 
been working too hard. Why didn't you 
write sooner? You been sick. I been 
thinking it was good that the cooking and 
everything could go on being done just as 
it has, lately. And you can rest and en
joy yourself. You are tired, a little. I 
can see it now, though I couldn't at first." 

"Yes, maybe I am tired, Fred, jes' a 
little. But I am well an' strong now. I 
want to work. I been settin' out in my 
mind all the things I 'm a-goin' to do. I 
aim to make up for the time I been gone, 
Fred. I don't want my place filled, none 
of it." 

The wagon had reached the crest of a 
sandy land ridge, and the cold wind of the 
late afternoon cut across the two big fig
ures on the high spring-seat. Old Mel-
schott tried to smother a slight attack of 
coughing. 

"There!" said his watchful companion, 
almost exultantly. " I knowed it. You've 
got to stay in bed all day to-morrow, an' 
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I'll make you hot lemonades. You see, 
Fred, if you will only stay in bed one day 
we can git a good enough holt on that 
cold to strangle it. Oh, yes, we can; we 
used to, you know. If you don't, though, 
you know it will hang on an' on till warm 
weather comes." 

"Ach, Myrtle, I am all right!" 
"Yes, that's what you always say. Do 

you know why I wrote that letter, Fred, 
at last? It was because I seen that what 
'Old Maid' wrote about you in The Pho
nograph: 'Mr. Fred Melschott is on the 
sick list with a cough an' a cold.' I 
waited a week, but she never said you had 
got rid of it. Then I heard the wild ducks 
flyin' acrost the sky. So I wrote; I 
couldn't he'p it this time. That was over 
a month ago, an' that cough is still with 
you. Won't you do what I say—jes' to 
kind of please me, Fred?" She laid her 
hand on his arm appealingly. 

"Yes, I will, then." But he had a 
shuddering suspicion that the next day he 
would be driving her back to town. 

At sundown the wagon was turning out 
of the main road into the by-road leading 
to the Sue Belle Lake neighborhood, 
three miles east. There would be no 
more farms now until the edge of the set
tlement was reached. Above the road the 
gigantic pines leaned over, touched, and 
whispered to the passing night wind. 

"Fred!" said the woman by his side 
after a long silence. 

"Yes, Myrtle?" 
" I won't never need to put my hands 

over my ears to hear the pines no more." 
" I hope not, Myrtle." 
I t was after dark when the sure-footed 

mules, turning a sharp bend in the wood
ed road, swung into view four little golden 
squares of light against the black curtain 
of night. Old Melschott was trying des
perately to visualize what would happen 
within the next hour behind those win
dows. The woman beside him, whom he 
could but dimly see now, was trying 
happily to visualize all the things she 
would do in that house to make up for the 
four hideous years gone by. Old Mel
schott heard her whisper something. 

"What is it, Myrtle?" 
"Nothin' , Fred. I jes' said, 'Home! ' " 
At the front gate a negro boy stood wait

ing to take charge of the wagon and team. 
" I heerd you all comin', Mr. Fred," he 

explained. " Aunt Ann say to tell you all 
supper is ready, an' ef you all don't come 
right away the biscuits will be ruint an' 
there'll be trouble from her then. That's 
what she say. You know how she is, Mr. 
Fred. I done made a whoppin' big fire in 
the dinin'-room, like you tole me to." 

When the farmer had helped the trem
ulous, excited woman down from the seat 
she started away from him. " You go on 
in, Fred, please," she said. " I 'm goin' to 
run down to the boat-landin' to see the 
lake. I got to have a look at it this min
ute, some kind of a look, even if it is dark. 
I'll be right back." 

She moved off down the descending 
path, disappearing quickly in the dark. 

"Oh, Fred!" she called back. 
"Yes, Myrtle? Don't stay long. It 's 

a good supper; all the things you like best 
—turtle-soup, roast wild duck, sweet po
tatoes, cider " 

"Blow the old deer horn, Fred, when 
you want me right bad." 

Answering three long blasts, anxious 
blasts, of the horn fifteen minutes later, 
she came back up the hill, and found Old 
Melschott waiting by the front-yard gate. 

" I get uneasy, Myrtle," he said. 
"About me, Fred? Shucks, the lake 

wouldn't hurt me. I kind of feel like no
body an' nothin' would hurt me to-night. 
Did you worry about me, shore 'nough, 
Fred?" 

She slid her arm into his, and they 
walked up the path toward the golden 
lights, as closely as on that other night 
twenty-two years before when they were 
married. 

There were three places set on the din
ing-room table. Old Melschott remained 
inactive before the steaming tureen of 
turtle-soup; he kept tapping softly on the 
table with the end of a fork, and waiting 
and listening. 

"We have company, Fred?" asked the 
woman across the table, looking hard at 
him. 

"She comes now." He stood up. 
There were light footsteps in the ad

joining spare room. The door opened 
and a small white hand came feeling 
around the jamb. Then a little girl came 
out into the light, standing up very 
straight to maintain her precarious bal
ance, tilting her chin up and shaking her 
head as if the mist of black hair about 
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her forehead and temples were impeding 
her steady gray eyes. 

"Uncle Fred?" she called. 
"Yes, Lydia." 
Reassured, she moved along the wall, 

and stopped, and walked straight across 
the room to the table, facing them in
stinctively in the right direction. 

"An' so this is Aunt Myrtle," she said. 
" I am afraid. Uncle is afraid. Maybe 
you won't like me. I am blind." 

The big blonde woman slipped out of 
her chair on her knees by the side of the 
table, and the little girl walked forward 
and put her arms around her neck. 

"You like me, then, Aunt Myrtle," 
pronounced Lydia, finally. " I see it in 
your arms when you hug me that way. I 
like you, too. See, uncle, she likes me, 
so I won't have to try hard, like you said 
for me to do, to make her do it." 

"So-o!" said Old Melschott, rubbing 
his hands together triumphantly. "Also 
Lydia makes you like her, Myrtle? I am 
glad. I been afraid. I think all the time 
you hate children. And my little Lydia 
—ach, I like her, Myrtle, I like her, too. 
So-o! And I thought you did not like " 

"Oh, Fred! If we'd 'a' had one, then 
I !" 

" You remember her, Myrtle. She is 
Nick Jamison's Lydia, across the lake. 
Last summer he dies, then they are send
ing her away to an asylum, she is only ten 
years old, so I ask for her. Also last 
month when you write I am afraid, so 
afraid. Ach! but now my little Lydia 
makes you like her, so quick, so quick. I 
been afraid. I am glad." 

"Fred!" the kneeling woman called 
across the little girl's shoulder. 

"Yes?" 
"An ' you do need me now, Fred, don't 

you?" 
"Ach, Myrtle, you see! We all need 

one another. I been afraid. Now I am 
glad. So! Come, then, Liebchen! The 
soup gets cold." 

The next week, in the "Sue Belle 
Notes" of the hiding Phonograph, "Old 
Maid" said: "Mrs . Fred Melschott is in 
our midst again. She has been away in 
Maine nursing an invalid grandmother, 
who at last has passed to her heavenly 
home. Welcome home, Mrs. Melschott! 
We have missed you." 

ABROAD WITH JANE 
BY E. S. MARTIN 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY M A Y W I L S O N P R E S T O N 

IV 

OUR speculation in lodgings 
we owed to a private dis
cussion between Jane and 
Mrs. Osborn, at the hydro, 
on the best means to keep 
h u s b a n d s resigned and 

complacent in London. Jane had tried a 
London hotel for me for three days and 
was not entirely satisfied with that pro
vision. To be sure, there were other 
hotels and we considered them, but it re
mained in her mind that Mrs. Osborn, 
out of an experience of several months 
in England, had concluded to cage her 
learned husband in lodgings, and she 

gradually came to think that what might 
suit Osborn would be as good a gamble as 
another for me. So she got the address 
of the Osborns' lodging-house and wrote 
from Paris and engaged rooms. 

The rooms were the second floor of a 
house on Half Moon Street. All Half 
Moon Street seems to be lodging-houses 
and has been so, I suppose, for the better 
part of a hundred years. Ours were three 
rooms on the second floor, a fairly good 
front living-room with a fireplace in it, and 
back of it a wonderfully dingy bedroom 
and a ditto dressing-room. I t was a vio
lent change from the bright little modern 
hotel in the rue de Rivoli where every
thing was fresh and up to the date. Noth-
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ing was up to the date in these lodgings. 
There was a bathroom which had been 
built on in the rear at some period when 
the intrusion of bathrooms on civilization 
could no longer be ignored, but it was a 
rather primitive convenience. "This will 
never do," I thought as I looked about. 

ironed. Anyhow, we would not move that 
day. 

Neither did we move the next day. 
The lodgings grew on us. This is a fairly 
garish world for travellers, and the lodg
ings were so far from garish that they 
made a grateful perch from which to fly 

All Half Moon Street seems to be lodging-houses.—Page 541. 

Nevertheless we had dinner in our 
front room, and it was a sufficient dinner 
and agreeably served by an obliging man. 
The Osborns were next door and we went 
in to see them and received their apologies 
for having been instrumental in attract
ing people of our luxurious habits and 
large expectations into lodgings so much 
less stylish than we were. But theirs 
were no better, or very little, and that was 
reassuring. We went home and tried the 
bed. It was not pretty but it developed 
no characteristics that were prejudicial to 
sleep. It was a fairly good bed, and the 
rooms held our trunks, and the bacon and 
eggs that I had for breakfast were satis
factory and the coffee was no worse than 
European coffee in general, and the man 
Henry was so attentive and so obliging 
and spoke the language of his country so 
much more precisely and elegantly than 
we did, that after breakfast a sentiment of 
resignation began to obtain in my mind, 
and I put some of my belongings into 
the bureau drawers in the dingy dress
ing-room, and negotiated with Henry to 
take my best hat somewhere and get it 

out on sallies of inspection. The soft-coal 
fire and The Times and the leisure of one's 
own abode were consoling in the morning, 
and again at eve. Henry brought me a 
latch-key and that was homelike. At my 
request, the second day he brought vari
ous bottles and decanters of intoxicants 
and ranged them on the sideboard where 
their mere presence accomplished an in
fusion of hope into the atmosphere. Con
versation between Jane and me over our 
food was less restrained than in a hotel 
and when I had to be admonished it 
could be done without drawing the atten
tion of the British nation to my mistakes. 
So altogether, and quite contrary to my 
first expectations, we got to like our dingy 
lodgings very much, and for the perfectly 
sound British reasons that they were com
fortable, restful, and agreeably private. 

Moreover, Half Moon Street, pleas
antly reminiscent to me of Henry Hud
son and his river, is the very heart of 
Mayfair. There may be dingy lodgings 
in New York that are comfortable, but 
there is no Mayfair in New York, and if 
there were the lodging-houses would have 
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been crowded out of it long ago to make 
room for apartment-houses or something 
modern. And there is no respected lodg
ing-house habit in New York that I ever 
heard of, and therefore no advertised skill 
in making lodgers who might be in hotels 
consider that they are happier in lodg
ings. 

Besides, lodgings are fairly cheap; a 
good deal cheaper than the best hotels, 
and I guess that would hardly do in New 
York. I hear they are fading fast out of 
London, too, before the march of the great 
ogre improvement that even London does 
not wholly escape. 

I suspect that the great charm of Lon
don for us Americans is that it has not all 
been improved yet, and is still consider
ably a second-hand city. The fine junk-
shop atmosphere of it was a poultice to 
my spirit. New York, 
what one sees of it, 
is so new! Our whole 
blessed country is so 
new—so much newer 
than it was when I 
first began to notice 
it. I t s e e m s as if 
four-fifths of it, as I 
knew it fifty, forty, 
thirty years ago, had 
either been scrapped 

bodily and carted off, or else altered, re
built, piazzaed, planted out, built out, or 
abandoned. Who can have associations 
with anything in a land so terribly ex
posed to improvement as ours is? What 
is there left of what we had when we were 
young except the Bible, the Declaration 
of Independence, and the Constitution, 
and improvers have revised the first and 
flouted the next and daily denounce the 
last as the chief obstacle to "progress." 

Being in those lodgings, with a fort
night still to spare before we started back 
to re-engage in the battle of life, was like 
camping out in the best picture-book in 
the world, free every morning to get up 
and go out and turn a page or two. For 
to the average untutored American like me 
London is the best picture-book because 
we start with more knowledge of it than 

of any other great city 
overseas. One begins 
to learn London in 
M o t h e r Goose and 
k e e p s on in school 
and presently in the 
n e w s p a p e r . We 
w o u l d know Jeru
salem in somewhat 
the s a m e way if it 
had lasted better, but 
J e r u s a l e m is con-

The leisure of one's own abode was consoling in the morning.—Page 542. 



siderably changed, I understand, since 
Bible times. 

Jane and I took our London very easy 
this time; took it together or independ
ently as happened to be convenient. We 
did not fill our time with engagements. 
Some English friends came in one day 
from the country and we lunched together 
and they took us to see some things that 
they thought well of—the Tate Museum, 
the Roman Catholic Cathedral. We 
went to the country and spent a Saturday 
with an Anglo-American farmer, and saw 
his marvellous black pigs; we went to Ox
ford for a week-end visit, and on another 
Sunday we went to Hampton Court with 
Cousin Althea after she had come to town, 
but for the most part we stuck to London 
and London streets and did the thing that 
came to hand when we got ready. The 
next best thing in London is the National 
Gallery, or the Abbey, or the Tower, or 
the British Museum, according to taste, 
but the best thing in London is London. 
The forest is better than any of the trees 
or all of them. I t was that, the forest, 
that I most wanted to see and get the feel 
of. A taste for it is born in us, I do not 
doubt, but until my own generation no 
member of my family had gratified it for 
about two hundred years. I t was pleas
ant to get the feel of London again after 
so long. Down the street was Piccadilly 
and the Green Park somewhat disfigured 
by the reposing bodies of the unemployed 
on the grass; up the street and around 
the corner through Becky Sharp's Curzon 
Street, was Lansdowne Passage leading 
by the back way to all the shops. Why 
should people go to the north and south 
poles and the Amazon when such a link 
as Lansdowne Passage can be discovered 
right in London? I was very much pleased 
with that passage. I liked it the best of 
any street. I t was the most retired and 
it got you soonest where you wanted 
to go. I met its proprietor one morn
ing sweeping out the leaves and bought a 
right of way, good until recalled, for six
pence. And with a shilling on another 
day I placated the warden of the Albany 
so that he let me walk through that hal
lowed place where lodged so many of the 
heroes of Victorian romance. People still 
have chambers there, especially (though, 
I believe, no longer exclusively) bachelors. 

I t is nothing to see, but everything to re
member and imagine. Some of the best 
spectacles are of that quality. 

And there was St. James Square, that I 
discovered on the same day that I lo
cated Pall Mall—Pall Mall that would be 
nothing much to look at if it were not for 
" the sweet, shady side" of it that runs 
in your head out of Captain Morris's 
verse. If this world were really our home 
St. James Square would be an admira
ble place of habitation. A long three-
story house in the corner of it, with 
five or maybe seven windows across its 
front, looked particularly desirable to me. 
Somebody said it was the town house of 
the Duke of Norfolk. If that is true, and 
if, when I go to London again (if ever), 
the duke is taking lodgers, that is where 
I shall apply to be lodged. 

And of course, at the present rate of 
progress toward real, blown-in-the-glass 
democracy all dukes may be letting 
lodgings in a few years. All through 
those London days I was haunted by the 
persuasion of impermanency—that I was 
looking at a show whereof the revision 
was rapidly proceeding, and that the Day 
of Judgment would be exhibited to the 
spectators on the next film but two. Our 
home? This world our home? Nobody 
that reads the newspapers can feel that it 
is any more. The saints have never felt 
so, and now even the sinners must be com
ing to a solemn sense of the transitoriness 
of facts. I kept feeling glad to be seeing 
London and all the rest of England while 
it was still there; glad to be in time to re
member the garland of Greeks around the 
top story of the all-but-sacred Athenasum 
Club, the " sweet shady side of Pall Mal l" 
as aforesaid, the Haymarket, the Em
bankment, the Passage (as noted), Crom
well's statue which may hold over into 
kingdom-come, the Stock Exchange, ad
mitting with modest self-deprecation that 
The Earth is the Lord's. Why hadn't 
our Stock Exchange, so lately rebuilt, 
penetration enough to put up an admis
sion of that sort where the uplift could 
read it? We have Washington saying his 
prayers on the steps of the subtreasury, 
but that won't avert anything. We have 
two vast and splendid new railroad sta
tions in New York and not a pious line, 
that I remember, on either of them. After 
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all, the English are more religious than 
we are. They have always clung to the 
more lingering forms of destruction, and 
it may be that London will still be sitting 
there getting ready for the millennium and 
grumbling about it when New York has 
fetched loose and is off, glittering through 
space in the tail of a comet. 

And it is a very nice town while it 
lasts. Oh, yes, delightful! There again 

the rate at which they have been modified 
since the beginning of this century, there 
will be a great deal to say, and a whole as
sortment of new novels will have to be 
written to tell about the change in life. 
I t is recognized that in our country money 
is much less awesome than it was in '98, 
and that captains of industry have shrunk 
in their relative dimensions until they 
look nowadays not so very much bigger 

Conversation . . . over our food was less restrained than 
in a hotel . . . — P a g e 542. 

one remarks the results of that process 
which has left such impressive marks on 
Paris: the process by which folks who 
know good things provide and collect them 
for the eventual satisfaction of miscellane
ous come-afterers. So seems to have come 
very much of what makes London attract
ive: the great houses set in ample spaces, 
like the Duke of Devonshire's seasoned, 
weather-beaten habitation that fronts on 
Piccadilly and looks as if it grew there. 
So came the Wallace Collection, and 
doubtless nine-tenths of all the other col
lections in London. So came Hampton 
Court and the places of that sort, and 
under operation of death duties and in
come taxes devised for the distribution of 
properties, there must be a great deal 
more coming and coming pretty fast. If 
people's ideas about property continue to 
be modified for another fifteen years at 

than some of the college presidents. I 
judge that the prestige both of money 
and of rank have undergone a correspond
ing shrinkage in England. A duke is still 
a duke, and rich people are still rich, but 
people say, "How long will it last?" and 
begin to examine the new bases of esti
mation, and wonder how far the pendulum 
will swing this time before it starts on its 
return. Human inequality has been used 
to find its recognized expression chiefly in 
disparities of possessions. Reduce those 
disparities, as is now being done, and how 
will inequality express itself? I t will find 
ways; no doubt at all of that; but what 
will they be? What satisfactions will 
they yield? What kind of hereditable 
permanency will be devised for them? 
Are the ministers going to be great men 
again after the millionaires and the peers 
have been levelled? Or are the ministers 
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to give place to social workers? A funny 
world this is, especially just at present, 
and no more in London than elsewhere 
does one escape its humors. 

But the old order is not gone yet, and I 
doubt that it is going so promptly and 
completely as some prophets and some 
signs and wonders predict. Habits of 
mind with centuries of custom behind 
them are pretty stubborn and change by 
slow processes of modification. Tax laws 
and death duties may spur them; great 
changes in life like those that have come 
with machinery, and compelling force of 
international competition, may push them 
out of the ruts they love and block return, 
but the final result is not eradication 
but adjustment. We still expect more or 
less of what we are used to, and shape our 
lives to that expectation. When the up
lift has shot all its bolts, I guess some peo
ple will still be rich, and knowledge and 
leadership and character will still take 
toll, and those who have less will still ac
commodate themselves, more or less, to the 
powers or wishes or needs of those who 
have more. With the command that men 
now have of the forces of nature there is 
no visible limit to production. Improve
ment in the intelligence and condition 
of the mass of men anywhere must natu
rally increase production and that means 
increased wealth, so that a better distri
bution may reasonably result in there 
being so much more to distribute that 
even apparent losers by the change may 
make up their losses. Immensely benef
icent are the compulsions of need. Peo
ple seem to develop only just so much 
sense and energy as they must to enable 
them to live as well as they are used to or 
a little better. How much new sense and 
energy the prospect of want and the Ger
man competition may develop in the 
English is something worth waiting to 
see. They have all the modern tools of 
hand and brain, and know how to use 
them, and severally and collectively they 
will not lose their place in the world with
out a hard try to keep it. 

The Anglo-American farmer whom we 
went to visit—English father, Boston 
mother, and American wife—had a thou
sand acres of land, mostly flints, which 
produced wonderful black pigs, as men
tioned, and cows and other crops. Our 

friend's house was new and had plumbing 
in it, but the land was old and had habits 
which he gave himself faithfully to ful
fil. After lunch he put on flannels and 
spent all the afternoon with a team of his 
employees playing cricket against a team 
of somebody else's men. Wages were 
low, I thought, on that farm—fifteen to 
twenty shillings a week—but there went 
with them, besides I don't know what 
house and garden privileges, this possibil
ity of cricket if one was good enough. 
The cricket was nice. There was after
noon tea in a tent—another edifying hab
it. Our friend gave attention to farm
ing and seemed to do it with ability. He 
had forty or fifty laborers and farm-hands, 
and said he didn't run behind much on 
farming operations. I judged that what 
he had really bought with those flinty 
acres was the privilege of organizing life 
for two or three hundred persons. That 
seemed a fairly agreeable form of social 
service if one could afford it. His pigs 
were beautiful, but the real crop that his 
acres yielded, so far as I could see, was 
farm-hands' families; the pigs and cows 
and profits and losses being only incidents 
of the main employment. I don't know 
that he realizes that his business as a 
farmer is raising farm-hands. He did 
not show me his farm-hands' families; he 
showed me his colored pig families—vari
ous in age and number and most attract
ive—and that made me feel that his idea 
was that chiefly he raised pigs. I suppose 
all of us have rather imperfect estimates 
of what we are really engaged in raising 
in this life, but it seems to me not only 
that the most important product of Eng
lish farming must naturally be farm
hands, but that the most important prod
uct of all the industries is folks. I think 
I observe at home that the industries 
that maintain and produce good people 
help the country, and those that don't, hurt 
it; that the factories that support a good 
life among their workers are an asset, and 
those that are operated by miserable peo
ple who live in squalor are a nuisance; 
that the mines that maintain good and 
free communities are helping progress, 
and those that don't are hindering it. 
So perhaps it is not being far ahead of the 
times to conclude that the most impor
tant product of all work is workers, and 
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that the pigs, the grain, the cloth, the 
coal, the rails, are all, in a way, by-products 
of labor, important, to be sure, and law
fully profitable if a profit can be skimmed 

tained that he is "some doctor," though I 
could not have heard that in England, 
for I am sure no self-respecting British 
person would so express himself. But Sir 

We stuck to London and London streets and did the thing that came to hand.—Page 544. 

off of them without detriment to the main 
article produced. 

But, as I said, people are apt to have er
roneous ideas about what they are 
really doing and to lose sight of the end 
in the intensity of their attention to the 
process. There was Sir Richard Holter, 
whom Jane and I visited over Sunday at 
Oxford. I would not dare assume that 
Sir Richard has delusions about anything, 
but, whatever he thinks, he gives out that 
he is a professor in Oxford University. 
Well, he is; and he does profess a little, I 
believe—does light instruction, as you 
might say, two or three hours a week. 
But his great line is the direction of hu
man life. I understand he doctors a little 
on the side, and I have heard it main-

Richard comes out to the States now and 
again, and I may have heard it there. I 
went about with him for a day and a 
half and wherever he went he was al
ways directing life, and wherever he 
touched it it seemed to go lighter and 
more blithely. 

I t was not term-time when we were in 
Oxford and the studious youths were not 
there, but a dirigible war-balloon dropped 
in about the time we did, and camped on a 
college common over Sunday, and that 
filled up the place a little. I was glad to 
see a dirigible, though it seemed a mighty 
modern bird to be resting in the grounds 
of Oxford University. Sir Richard showed 
me the Bodleian, and its new and admira
ble device for storing books. It had too 
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many—all the great libraries have too 
many—and instead of crowding in an en
ormous library to hold them it dug out a 
large hole under a venerable building near 
by, put stacks in it, connected it by a suit
able passage, and there they can have a mil
lion books or so, available, harmless, and 
inoffensive to the 
landscape. 

N e x t d a y he 
took us to church 
in Christ Church 
C a t h e d r a l — a 
d u o d e c i m o ca
thedral but very 
worshipful—and 
afterward showed 
us m a n y things 
—rooms, h a l l s , 
chapels, windows, 
more l i b r a r i e s , 
and the like, ven
erable and edify
ing. And after 
lunch, with one of 
the k i n d a n d 
handsome ladies 
of his family he 
motored us twelve ^- ,^1 
or fourteen miles 3^4i 
over to Ewelme, 
where about five 
h u n d r e d yea r s 
a g o , w h e n our 
f o r e b e a r s were 
s t i l l inhabitants 
and part owners 
of England, the 
Earl and Countess 
of Suffolk founded 
a "hospital" for 
the care of a doz
en or two old peo
ple and b u i l t a 
church beside it. There it all is as they 
left it, and the countess's effigy, very 
handsome and perfect, on her tomb in the 
church. Sir Richard directs the life of 
the hospital ex officio as one of the details 
of his Oxford occupation. The Earl of 
Suffolk is not buried there. He got into 
politics and his body was not recovered. 

On my own hook I viewed the Oxford 
monument to Thomas Cranmer, who was 
burned, as you will recall, for his religious 
views. Interference with people's re-

Down the street was Piccadilly.—Page 544 

ligious views being out of date and pro
hibited in our Constitution, reformatory 
zeal in our blessed land has been diverted 
from points of doctrine to habits. I don't 
know how far it may go, but there seems 
to be almost as much room for disparity 
of view about beverages as about dogmas, 

and it was sus-
^—7/ , taining to me to 

see t h a t monu
ment standing to 
a m a n who ad
hered to what he 
thought was good 
for him. 

Jane and I both 
felt that we had 
really got results 
from our visit to 
O x f o r d and our 
observation there 
of how life may 
be profitably di
rected. We had 
still a week or 
more in London. 
Our cousins had 
come o v e r from 
Paris and put up 
in a near-by hotel, 
but succumbed to 
the idea of lodg
ings and moved 
o v e r to H a l f 
Moon Street into 
apartments some
what g r a n d e r 
than o u r s . My 
old friend Burns 
and his f a m i l y 
t ranspired from 
the Cont inent , 
a n d t h e y too 
ar ranged them

selves in lodgings near by. It was homing 
time. The learned Osborn had been for 
some weeks like an arrow on a drawn bow
string, giving himself exercises in patience, 
hiring a chair daily in the Green Park and 
reading there; reading the Greek poets at 
night while his wife with her brother re
stored her balance at the theatres. May-
fair became a neighborhood that showed 
familiar faces, and London grew more and 
more companionable. People lunched 
with us and dined with us in our dwelling, 
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and we with them. We shopped a little, 
bought ourselves some clothes, and a few 
garments suitable to bedizen our offspring, 

Green Park somewhat disfigured by reposing bodies of the unemployed.—Page 544. 

and other British products to carry home, 
always with fearsome consideration of 

Hiring a chair daily in Green Park.—Page 548. 

tracting the mind over the details of reset
tlement somewhere else. I t was all so 
easy, and so tranquil and so pleasant, that 
I began, unconsciously, to experience those 
subtle sensations of " having a good time " 
for which inquirers so habitually inquire. 
Just around the corner opening on Curzon 
Street there was a queer backwater called 
Shepherd's Market—or by some such 
name—where there was a fruit-stand, and 
a news-stand, and a flower-shop, and a 
third-class bar-room, and some other shab
by emporiums, and there we used to go to 
buy flowers to send to people or adorn 
our own rooms, and newspapers, and fruit 
to carry home to help out the intemper
ate decoration of our sideboard. It was 
a real neighborhood that nestled around 
that hidden market. Alas, I hear that 
the market even now has been condemned 
for immediate improvement and is to be 
built over by something tall and modern, 
and our lodging-house man told us that 
the entail had nearly run out on the lodg
ing-house property and that it was all in 
danger of being scrapped and modern
ized. There will be mourners when that 
happens, but anyhow it served our turn. 

Every day my examination of London 
continued. If it was a desultory morn
ing inspection on the way perhaps to 

what the collector of the port of New York 
would do about it. There was no more 
packing up and getting to a train and dis-
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Bond Street or Savile Row, I went off 
on foot through the Passage. If I aimed 
further, Henry's ready whistle summoned 
a taxicab from the line of them in Pic
cadilly. One day Jane and I had a call 
to make in Chelsea, and being there I 
adventured an inspection of the empty 
dwelling of Thomas Carlyle. I t is inter
esting to any one who has read Froude's 
"Life," but needs furniture, and might be 
helped perhaps by wax figures of Thomas 
and his Jane and the cat, and maybe of 
Emerson and Tennyson visiting him. 
Empty houses that people once lived in 
are apt to induce despondency in visitors. 

I went to the Abbey and the Tower, 
and to all the galleries and into some 
churches. I looked at the monuments 
wondering, as people do, about the where
fore of York Column and whether Prince 

Albert of the Albert Memorial was the 
greatest of all Englishmen as his popu
lous and imposing monument implies. 
I t covered so much ground and was so 
crowded with sculptures, and the gilt 
cross that topped it was so effulgently 
impressive, that it seemed to me that in 
the great bounty of her bereaved affection 
the good Queen had rather overdone her 
offering, and done the memory of her 
virtuous prince a doubtful service in mak
ing his merits seem so to outshine the fame 
of all the other British worthies. 

And the York Column! The oftener I 
saw it the more I wondered whom it was 
all about and why a hero so impressively 
commemorated by so tall and fine a 
monument on so notable a site should have 
had so little pull with history. If it had 
been the New York Column I could have 
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understood it, for certainly New York 
has been of some value to London both 
by its disbursements there and by its 
large provision of 
contrasts w h i c h 
emphasize all the 
London v a l u e s . 
But there was no 
New York about 
that column. I t 
concerned a Duke 
of Y o r k as to 
whom the word 
seems to be, " N o 
further s eek his 
m e r i t s to dis
close." I believe 
he was in a fight 
somewhere, but 
t h e m o n u m e n t 
was practically all 
I could discover 
about him. After 
a long time I came 
to see that both 
these monuments 
were j u s t i f i e d , 
t h a t they w e r e 
worth their space 
and sites and all 
t h e i r e l a b o r a 
t i o n s , and that 
they were honor
ably and appro
priately B r i t i s h 
and b e l o n g e d 
where they were. 
One is the monu
ment to the Good Husband, the most 
useful man of all, often the greatest saint 
and hero, a man considerably taken for 
granted and ignored, but about the best 
asset in the male line in all the British 
civilization. And the other is the monu
ment to the Man Who Sat Tight, ate 
and drank and lived his life, doing what
ever obscure duties came to him to do, 
and avoiding advertisement. After all, 
that is the kind of man that has made 
England. I t is dogged that does it, and I 
suspect that Duke of York of doggedness. 
That was Wellington's quality except that 
his duties happened not to be obscure. 
The monument to Nelson is all right. It 
takes occasional variations of the type to 
make a great people, but the Good Hus-

band and the Man Who Sat Tight seem 
certainly in this hour of the world to be 
the men fittest for British emulation. 

The clock struck 
the hour of release 
for the l e a r n e d 
Osborn. I went 
to bid him good-
by and found him 
joyful ly assem
bling his luggage. 
I b e g a n to feel 
sorry for people 
like the Burnses 
who had no steam
er in sight and in
tended to stay on. 
Then suddenly it 
was our turn, and 
our cousins, who 
w e r e to fo l low 
shortly, were see
ing us off on a 
steamer train, and 
we were buying 
books and looking 
about curiously to 
see whom we knew 
and admiring the 
abandoned fash
ion in which two 
respectable elder
ly l a d i e s w e r e 
puffing at hang-
down cigarettes in 
their train com
partment. 

We f o u n d ac
quaintances aboard the ship; the weather 
was good; we ran through a corner of the 
Grand Banks by daylight and saw scores 
of fishing-schooners. The morning was 
the seventh and a fine morning when we 
came up the bay. 

"Come, Jane! Come, Jane! There are 
the children!" and there they were on the 
dock by the side of the gangway ready to 
beam on their mother. And she so fine 
in the habiliments of Europe, so rested, so 
restored in spirit; and myself, so glad to 
have been, so glad to get back, so well re
paired, and had had a good time—actually 
had ! I t all flashed through my mind at 
once—her plan, her grit, her persistence, her 
patience; took me out, did me over, brought 
me back! What a hero! What a hero! 

Henry ' s ready whistle summoned a taxicab from the line in 
Piccadilly.—Page 550. 



THE POINT OF VIEW 

EVERY autumn when I chance to be in 
one little country town some nine 
miles off the railroad, I read the plac

arded announcements of the annual "World's 
F a i r " soon to be held there. And every 
time this title gives me a fresh thrill. At 

first it seemed to me magnificently 
'ftoi audacious. "World ' s Fair ," in

deed ! I t is only the orthodox 
County Fair. And yet—as I have happened 
to at tend it and others like it year after year 
—I have come to recognize an appositeness 
in the title. After all, it is their world's 
fair, the one time in the twelvemonth when 
the routine of their environment is suddenly 
changed and broadened until it seems to 
touch the world outside for an instant. 

And it is well to be reminded occasionally 
tha t while cities have their endlessly throb
bing monotony of work and play, other 
places and peoples are enjoying the special 
merrymaking assemblages which fill the sky 
for them. Every autumn such gatherings 
are held all across the countryside—gather
ings fraught with wide-spread economic and 
social significance. 

Lowell doubtfully begins an essay: "Will 
it do to say anything more about Chaucer ? " 
And one may feel somewhat the same in 
writing of the fair. I t s many scenes and 
aspects have been harped upon. However, 
it means so much to so many thousands 
every year that its kaleidoscopic scenes have 
deeper import than the merely pictorial. 

Yet, what a picture it is, this gala period 
of the autumn when the County Fair or 
cattle show—call it which you will—comes 
bustling into existence! On a certain day 
a level stretch of meadow, usually ringed by 
a track for the " t ro t t ing , " suddenly bris
tles with life. The farmers with their 
rigs swarm down upon it. With them come 
their wives and children, and—more neces
sary to a successful fair—their cattle and 
horses and poultry and farm " t ruck . " The 
fair grounds take on a festal appearance, 
while mingled lowing, bleating, grunting, 
and cackling fill the air. In Floral Hall, as 
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it is always called, are the fruits of the sea
son: mammoth squashes and pumpkins, 
startling ears of corn, apples as big as your 
two fists, and such domestic t r iumphs as 
preserves and patchwork quilts. In pens 
radiating about the grounds is the live 
stock. There are mild-faced sheep and 
grouchy old rams, philosophic cows and 
omnipotent bulls, porkers of impossible 
whiteness. Horses poke their noses from 
the box-stalls on the lookout for the possible 
lump of sugar. And the genial owners who 
have brought these animals together roam 
about in calm happiness, yet all the while 
shrewdly prospecting for a sale or " swap . " 
Babel rules. The pop-corn man and lemon
ade boy vie with the barker for the Fat 
Lady and the cheery soul who invites one 
to ring a cane or to "ge t a good cigar" by 
sounding the gong in the sledge-hammer 
strength test. I never could succeed in 
winning one myself, but a sturdy young 
farmer once presented me with a specimen 
of the eleven he had just acquired, and after 
two puffs I realized tha t there are advan
tages in not being a Hercules. Certain pale 
gentlemen with glossy black mustaches 
(a suspiciously intense black) have games 
which require a revolving wheel, walnut 
shells, or three cards. And the light-fin
gered gentry are hard at work. The racket 
is increased by the bell in the judges' s tand 
calling back the horse in the 2.28 or 2.20 
classes from countless false starts . Such 
are a few of the elements which make this 
democratic gathering comprehensive in its 
appeal—the youngster 's paradise, the good 
wife's recreation, the farmer's mar t . 

To the sophisticated onlooker all this may 
seem dull and essentially meaningless. But 
the County Fair is at once more festal, stim
ulative, and far-reaching than any other an
nual event in rural circles. 

To youth, first of all, the fair is an event 
to be dreamed of—before and after. Even 
the girl finds something to interest her. 
With the innate keenness of feminine in
stinct she sees the occasion in its entirety. 

The Spirit of 
the Fair 
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Almost unconsciously she grasps its signifi
cance bet ter than her brother, and is allured 
or disgusted by it all, as the case may be. 
Not so the small boy. For him it has unal
loyed zest. He revels in every minutest 
detail, for to him it means life. Part icularly 
if he has never travelled, it catches him in a 
spell as the trudging pilgrims were lured by 
Vanity Fair. All he sees seems typical to 
him—of what he does not know, but tha t 
only enhances the interest. I t would be 
pleasant to gloss his feelings with sentiment; 
unfortunately the fat-jowled gamesters are 
to him mighty city men, quite representa
tive; the bedizened dancers of all nations— 
from Camden or Fall River—are marvels 
of exotic grace; the barker before the tent 
of the three-legged calf surpasses in silver-
tongued fluency the home preacher. The 
old-time balloon ascension and parachute 
drop has given place to the aeroplane; but 
the boy's wonder remains the same. At the 
feet of the orator of the occasion, perhaps a 
congressman or governor, he thrills open-
mouthed, among the clouds. Even the cir
cus does not stir him more deeply than this. 
For weeks after the event he dreams, awake 
or sleeping, of what he saw and heard. I t 
would be hard to say how much the country 
boy's strange unrest and passion to leave 
home, as yet unanalyzed and unarrested by 
sociology, is abetted by this annual glimpse 
of the world outside. 

The woman is more normal. She in
clines to the philosophic mood, regarding 
the fair as a par t of the year, like hay-mak
ing or Grange meeting. To the farmer's 
wife it stands as the horse-show to some of 
her urban sisters. She makes the most of 
the occasion for dress, bustling about laden 
with gossip, and taking due pride in the 
achievements—in agriculture or stock-rais
ing—of her lord and master. And perhaps 
she also has won a blue ribbon for her 
crochet-work or jellies in Floral Hall. 

The man is more like his son. He can 
hardly keep up with the constant pressure 
upon his interest. Even election day is less 
diversified for him. He oscillates from the 
business of driving his " p a i r " before the 
judges to filling his pockets with those un
utterable cigars at the strength-test ma
chine. Every day of the fair, from dawn to 
dusk, finds him on the grounds. He voices 
his views to his fellow townsmen, and listens 
to theirs. The spot is at once recreation-

ground, mart , and forum to him. And let 
it be recorded that , as a rule, in spite of 
volubility, shrewdness, credulity, or gulli
bility, he is never more of a man. 

So the fair strikes home to old and young 
alike. I admit it has its unpleasant foibles 
and actual vices which may not be con
doned. But in the main it is as healthy as 
each community which fosters it. I t s an
nual periodicity gives it something more 
than the merely galvanic influence of the 
isolated fair designed to celebrate some spe
cial event or person. A normal outgrowth 
of its environment, it comes with the season 
of harvest, springing from the very life and 
conditions of the folk about it. For my 
part , I am always suspicious of the democ
racy in any community which rates itself 
above the annual fair. 

N O longer proud of our science, we are 
humble in it. Science, far from sneer
ing at the unknown, reaches out a 

hand to her sister, Intuit ion, and looks with 
kindness even on roving Superstition, who 
used to be taboo. Science has turned cath
olic. " W h o knows," she con
fesses, " w h a t I may be discover- Dreams 
ing to-morrow? I t is just possi
ble tha t those careless, illiterate neighbors 
of mine, Mistress M y t h and Mistress Pre
sentiment, may have picked up somewhere, 
somehow, tha t godly Tru th whom I would 
meet politely, with all proper credentials, in 
the college l ibrary." We may not return to 
Nature nowadays—at least, we are almost 
all of us on speaking terms with her. And 
if the nineteenth century was the age of in
vention the twentieth is the century of toler
ance. 

Take " D r e a m s , " for instance. I have 
just been fingering Henri Bergson's slim 
little book with tha t title—gossamer pages 
not wholly mangled even by the translator. 
Take this passage from the very first page 
—at once an introduction and a definition: 

" A dream is this. I perceive objects and 
there is nothing there. I see men; I seem 
to speak to them and I hear what they an
swer; there is no one there and I have not 
spoken. I t is all as if real things and real 
persons were there, then on waking all has 
disappeared, both persons and things. How 
does this h a p p e n ? " 

Bergson's simple words have in them 
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something of poetry—in suggestion, at least; 
and if they be not so poetical as Shake
speare's about 

" the children of an idle brain 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy," 

at least they have the merit of being true, 
which Shakespeare's,- in this instance, posi
tively haven't. For the dream is not "child 
of an idle brain"; is not "begot of nothing 
but vain fantasy" (certainly not if one ac
cept any part of Freud's theory of memory 
and repressed desires); is not—as Dryden 
would have us think—only an "interlude 
which fancy makes." Yet Bergson's elab
orate "explanation of the mechanism of 
dreaming" (which I don't purpose to dis
cuss) is rather remarkably hinted at in 
Moore's description of the dream as 

" Half light, half shade, which fancy's beams 
Paint on the fleeting mists that roll, 
In trance or slumber, round the soul." 

Yes, the poets (when they let themselves 
go) are, indeed, our best interpreters, and 
when Aldrich likened the dreamer's release 
from reality and reality's stern censorship 
to the flight of the lark 

" So high in heaven no human eye can mark 
The thin, swift pinion cleaving through the gray," 

he knew full well the immemorial belief of 
the soul being a bird that escapes the body 
in sleep, and soars in flight and travel, and 
has far journeyings and many unregistered 
adventures, and returns at last to enter into 
the body once more just before we are awak
ened by Policeman Day. The peasants of 
Transylvania fear to let children sleep with 
open mouths lest the soul that has wings like 
a bird fly out and never return from "the 
merciful town"; and then the little body 
must wither and die and the parents grieve 
for their nestling. Our own Germanic an
cestors made no secret of it that the soul 
quits the sleeper's mouth as a bird or, more 
prosaically, a little white mouse. No won
der we children dreaded to be left alone in 

the dark ! Suppose some evil spirit (as chil
dren, we knew all about them) prevented the 
little white mouse from creeping back in 
time for our waking ! Not only that: sup
pose something purely physical happened to 
our little white mouse in its nocturnal scam-
perings; suppose a night-bird swooped down 
upon it, or another, bigger mouse vanquished 
it in deadly combat over fragrant cheese
parings, or — shivery thought!—what if 
Tabby didn't know our own particular white 
mouse from the unlicensed pilferers of the 
pantry shelf! Small wonder if some of us 
still dread cats daytimes and by night as 
murderous creatures of mystery—sinister 
and prowling and inimical guests at our very 
hearth. 

When I laid down Bergson on "Dreams" 
I took up a volume by Dr. J. G. Frazer, who 
has recently been knighted—"The Golden 
Bough"—and read there of savage concepts 
of life and sleep and death. It is a fascinat
ing study: direct and unpretending and in
finitely evocative of wonder. Dr. Frazer 
tells of the Guinea negro and how, if he 
wakes with sore bones, he knows that his 
soul has been thrashed by some stronger 
soul, while the bodies of both were sleeping; 
he tells of the Indians on the Gran Chaco, 
who think that vagrant spirits of dead men 
may return to life if only they can enter the 
person of some hapless sleeper during the 
pilgrimage of the sleeper's soul. Then there 
is always the possibility that your soul may 
thirst o' nights and transform itself into a 
lizard and enter some water-jar to drink its 
fill; and in that case what hope is there if the 
owner of that water-jar, or any other heed
less person, claps the cover on and imprisons 
the lizard and thus prevents your ever wak
ing up ? The night-time world is a place of 
treachery and as complicated as the world 
of sunshine: 

"Sleep hath its own world, 
And a wide realm of wild reality, 
And dreams in their development have breath, 
And tears, and tortures, and the touch of joy. . . . 
They do divide our being." 
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Model of African Hall in the Museum of Natural History, New York. 

Showing main-flour installation from the entrance. 

THE ARTIST-TAXIDERMIST AND 
THE GREAT AFRICAN HALL 
OF THE AMERICAN MUSEUM 
OF NATURAL HISTORY 

TTHE art of taxidermy has 
now attained a d i g n i t y 
which attracts to its serv

ice the most eminent animal 
sculptors. Mr. Henry Fairfield 
Osborn, president of the Ameri
can Museum of Natural History, 
says: " C a r l E. Ake l ey is the 
leader of the new movement, the 
first sculptor in this art, the first 
taxidermist to approach the art 
from the standpoint of a sculptor 
instead of from the standpoint of 
simply filling out the skin, and his 
great contribution, that which I 
am sure will make his name en
dure, is that every one of his ani
mals is first modelled as if the 
model were to be the completed 
thing itself." U n d e r the new 
dispensation the taxidermist is 
required to be a hunter, a nat
uralist, trained in all the details 
of the new and improved meth
ods, and a very good animal 
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Elephant tracker. 

Sketch model tor bronze 
fountain. 

s c u l p t o r — with all the knowl
edge, experience, and instinct 
that the latter implies. Thus 
equipped, and having probably 
shot and s k i n n e d the quarry 
which he now proposes to endow 
with a factitious immortality, he 
begins by modelling its sem
blance in clay, with the exact pro
portions of life, and in the pose, 
the appearance, that his zoolog
ical-artistic instinct decides to be 
the most appropriate. It is the 
wild animal that Mr. Akeley re
produces. 

It is by his development, if not 
creation, of an art t h a t t h i s 
s cu lp to r - t ax ide rmis t is, very 
largely, able to plan and carry out 
what is really an imposing dem
onstration of the natural fea
tures, flora and fauna, of a con
tinent in the great African Hall 
of the completed Museum of Nat
ural History, on Central Park 
West, New York City. The main 
entrance, reached by a stately 
flight of s t e p s , will land the 
visitor on the second story of 
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the building; from this entrance he will pass 
into a large hall, or entrance foyer, and from 
this entrance and this hall he will see directly 
through a great open doorway into Mr. 
Akeley's long and high African Hall, with 
his great elephant group—the huge bull 
tusker, eleven feet in height, advancing with 
flapping ears and uplifted trunk—presented 
in the open doorway as in a frame. " I t is 

Sketch model of central elephant group in African Hall 

suitable," he says, "that the elephant should 
dominate the hall since it is typical of Africa, 
is the largest land mammal in the world to
day, and one of the most splendid of all 
animals of past or present." On either side 
in advance, to right and left, will be seen an
other formidable group—of black rhinoceri, 
the bull standing and the cow and calf lying 
down; these, and all the many animal groups 
in the hall, are monuments of the taxider
mist's art, specimens secured in the Dark 
Continent, very frequently at the risk of life, 
by Mr. Akeley and others of the museum's 
hunters. The human element will be fur
nished by a life-size figure in bronze, in the 
centre nearest the doorway, of a slim, 
smooth-skinned dusky youth, one of Mr. 
Akeley's Kikuyu elephant-trackers, carry
ing his barbed spear, standing on a rock' in a 
pool of real water, and throwing his head 
back to drink from a leaf; and by a similar 
fountain figure at the western end of the 

hall, a Kavirondo girl pointing with her 
rounded young arm in the direction of the 
elephant herd. Both these statues are Mr. 
Akeley's. The visitor entering the hall and 
passing the great groups will see that a 
smaller, male elephant completes the family 
of four in the centre, he facing the west; and 
the guarding rhinos at this end, disposed 
like those at the other, are of the white 

species. "As a result 
of late developments in 
the technique of taxi
dermy," says Mr. Ake
ley, "we are able to 
treat these pachyderms 
so that they will not 
suffer because of lack 
of protection under 
glass." It is proposed 
to keep the floor of 
this spacious hall clear 
of other f igures or 
groups, but these con
stitute merely the prel
ude to the presentation 
of the landscape and 
the inhabitants of the 
mysterious continent. 

Mr. Osborn thus sets 
fo r th the conditions 
which led the museum 
to embark in this great 
enterprise: 

"Africa is the only 
continent which preserves entire the life of 
the earth before man entered it as the 
destroying angel. It is still a living picture 
of the 'great age of mammals,' to use the 
telling phrase of Louis Agassiz, as it 
existed in all its grandeur before the age 
of man. 

"Although the African natives, for cen
turies, and even for thousands of years, have 
subsisted upon these wonderful animals, 
they have made very little impression upon 
the remaining life of the Dark Continent. 

"The whites, beginning early in the last 
century with the introduction of firearms, 
have devastated great portions of the con
tinent, especially in the southern regions, 
which were entered by the Dutch, because 
wild game can never last in an agricultural 
country. First for food, and then for the 
protection of their crops, one species after 
another of the animals of southern Africa 
was destroyed, and some, like the quagga, 



Sketch model of charging herd of elephants. 

Eased on Mr. Akeley's experiences in Africa, where a herd of eleven cow elephants charged him. 

a member of the zebra family, are now en
tirely extinct. . . . 

"Realizing tha t the life of equatorial 
Africa is rapidly vanishing, like tha t of 
southern Africa, the American Museum of 

Carl E. Akeley working on the model of the big bull elephant, central figure of the 
dominant group. 

Natura l History some years ago began a 
series of important collecting expeditions, 
and a number of ardent collectors and ex
plorers have been continually at work ever 
since, including Messrs. Tjader, Lang and 
Chapin, Rainsford, and Akeley. 

" T h e Akeley expedition had for its spe

cific object the collection of a typical group 
of the African elephant. The leader, Mr . 
Carl E. Akeley, has had more African ex
perience than any living American. During 
his two years ' quest for the great bull ele

phant for the group, 
he entered the most 
impenetrable and dan
gerous forest retreats 
of these animals, and 
on no less than three 
occasions was on the 
point of death. . . . 

" T o collect and pre
pare the series for the 
African Hall is a vast 
undertaking which will 
extend over a number 
of years. When com
plete, it will form an 
enduring monument to 
the life of the ancient 
w o r l d — a monument 
which twenty-five years 
hence, and even a less 
period, it will be impos
sible to erect." 

" T h i s new hall will 
be devoted entirely to 

Africa," writes Mr. Akeley, " t o African 
scenes and African animals and African 
natives in their relation to the animals. 
The hall proper will have a floor measure
ment of sixty by a hundred and fifty-two 
feet, and a height of seventeen feet to the 
gallery at the sides, and th i r ty feet to the 
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ceiling over the centre. The open space of 
this hall will be encroached upon only at 
the corners by the elevators, tha t is, the 
actual open floor without columns or any 
obstruction whatever will be sixty by a hun
dred and sixteen feet." On either side, 
down the entire length, will be seen ten 
great cases, showing in each a typical land
scape, with its animals, birds, reptiles, and 
possibly insects, and on the galleries above 
ten more on each side, forty in all. These, 
carefully selected from the length and 
breadth of the continent, "will give a com
prehensive idea of the topography of Africa, 
from the Mediterranean on the north to the 
Tableland Mountain at Cape Town, and 
from the east coast to the west coast." And 
they will not only satisfy the naturalist by 
the exactness of their reproduction ("no 
guesses allowed," says the director), but in 
each instance also aesthetic results will be 
sought, the endeavor will be made to com
pose each group after the fashion of an 
artist composing a picture. 

The human inhabitants are by no means 
to be forgotten in this great exposition. On 
a series of twenty-four bronze panels in high 
relief, six by eleven feet each, to be placed in 
a frieze just above the floor groups and along 
the balcony, becoming a part of the archi
tectural decoration of the hall, will be repre
sented by selected sculptors typical scenes 
and incidents in the life of the natives, domes
tic, hunting, travelling, fighting, in repose. 

" T h e sculpture of each panel will tell the 

story of some nat ive tribe and its relation 
to the animal life shown in the groups. For 
instance, one will show a Dorobo family, the 
man skinning a dead antelope tha t he has 
brought in from the forest to his hut , where 
are his wife and babies, and two hunting dogs 
which represent their only domestic animals. 
. . . Another panel may show a group in 
Somaliland, with camels, sheep, goats, cattle, 
and ponies, a t a water-hole, the interest in 
animal life being practically only in domes
tic animals. Still another panel, completing 
the Somali story, will represent a group of 
Midgans in some characteristic hunting-
scene. While each of these panels is to be 
a careful and scientifically accurate study 
of the people and their customs, accurate in 
detail as to clothing, ornaments , and weap
ons, the theme running through the whole 
series will be the relationship of the people 
to the animal life." The great wall panels 
flanking the entrance from the outer hall at 
each end, some twelve feet square, will 
afford space for larger panels, probably set 
in a wainscoting. 

On the whole, the influence of this monu
mental demonstration, it is thought by the 
museum authorities, will be " a stimulated 
enthusiasm for work in museum exhibition, 
and results continually approaching more 
and more nearly the ideal—that is, absolute, 
scientific t ruth , giving an illusion of the life 
itself, combined with great beauty and with 
permanence." 

W I L L I A M W A L T O N . 

Finished corner of the African Hall model. 

Showing three of the twenty large panoramic groups. Above are two of the twenty-four bronze panels. 
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Special Fox 
t a p e r - c h o k e 

barrels. Absolute 
shooting accura
cy. Great range 
and penetration. 
Carefully hand-
f i n i s h e d a n d 
rigidly tested. 

Why Col. Roosevelt Uses a Fox 
Col. Roosevelt and other famous 
hunters use the Fox Gun because of 
the many exclusive features that 
make it the finest gun in the world. 
Several of these features are brought 
out by the above diagram. 

In one of his Scnbner's articles Col. 
Roosevelt said: " N o better gun 
was ever made." At other times he 
has written: " T h e Fox double bar
rel would always do the business if 
I held straight enough. . . . I really 
think it is the most beautiful gun I 

have ever seen . . . an exception
ally hard-hitting and close-shooting 
weapon." 
His Fox gave splendid service on 
both his African and his South 
American expeditions. A short time 
ago he wrote us, " I shall keep it as 
long as I live, and when I die it shall 
go to my son Kermit ." 
When you get a Fox Gun, you get the 
finest gun ofFered at whatever price 
you pay. $25 to #750. At dealers. 
Write today for the Fox Catalog. 

A. H. F O X G U N CO., 4704 No. 18th St., P H I L A D E L P H I A , PA. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Quickest action 
ever put in a gun. 
The springs are 
coil, guaranteed 
u n b r e a k a b 1 e. 
Positive ejector, 
the quickest and 
easiest working. 

Fox rotary taper 
bolt automatical
ly takes up wear; 
prevents any pos
sibility of the bar
rels evershooting 
loose. Perma
nent efficiency 
guaranteed. 

F o x - K a u t zky 
s ingle t r i gge r ; 
guaranteed not to 
balk or double. 
U n e q u a l l e d 
q u i c k n e s s , 
s t r e n g t h , and 
simplicity. 

Perfect balance. 
Th e workman
ship and materi
als throughout 
a r e t h e ve ry 
finest. Quality is 
our first consid
eration. 
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If you love music 
there should he a 

Victrola in your home 
A Victrola has no limitations— 

with a Victrola you can hear 
practically all the music of all the 
world sung and played by the 
greatest artists, bands and orches
tras. For within the pages of 
the Victor catalog there are more 
than 5000 vocal and instrumental 
selections for you to choose from. 

Is there not a place for a 
Victrola in your home? Some day 
you will surely have a Victrola, 
and when this day comes you 
will immediately realize that you 
have added to your home the one 
thing that will bring the greatest 
pleasure to every member of your 
family. 

There are Victors and Victrolas in 
great variety of styles from $10 to 
$200, and any Victor dealer will glad
ly play any music you wish to hear. 

Victor Talking Machine Co. 
Camden, N. J., U. S. A. 

Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal. Canadian Distributors 

Always use Victor Machines with Victor Records and 
Victor Needles—the combination. There is no other 
way to get the unequaled Victor tone. 

Victrola IV, $15 
Oak 

Victrola VIII, $40 
Oak 

Victrola XVI, $200 
Mahogany or oak 

New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 28th of each month 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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c An Advertisement to Manufacturers, 
Merchants and P ro fe s s iona l Men 

ifi 

the 

l/10 of a cent will buy Prestige 
ANY firms who have the best equip
ment money will buy, who do quality 
things in a quality way, still buy sta
tionery on price consideration alone, 
strange as it may seem. And they 
do this, notwithstanding the fact that 
the letters they mail are the repre
sentatives of their firms who make 

most frequent calls on their customers or clients. 

Take a Pencil and Paper and Figure it Out 
C.A fair cost of ordinary paper is about $1.50 to $2.00 per thousand sheets. 
On that basis Old Hampshire Bond would cost from 1/10 of a cent to 1/20 
of a cent more per sheet. Your own figures will prove what would be the 
cost compared with the paper you use. CLNot counting your time in dicta
tion, a series of five letters will cost you at the very least 20 cents (for your 
stenographer's time). T o have these letters on Old Hampshire Bond 
will cost just a /4 cent more, or 20/2C For that extra }4 cent you have 
expressed to your five customers, subtly yet forcibly, the standard of your 
business. The appearance and "crackle of quality" of Old Hampshire 
Bond cannot be disregarded. No man who is not proud of his business 
and its good name feels any incentive to use Old Hampshire Bond. 

HAMPSHIRE PAPER COMPANY 
SOUTH HADLEY FALLS, MASSACHUSETTS 
THE ONLY PAPER MAKERS IN THE WORLD MAKING BOND PAPER EXCLUSIVELY 

Clf you are a buyer of business stationery, we would 
like to extend to you the privileges of our Service De
partment. Simply write us using your present letter
head and ask for our "Service Helps" and we will 
send you from time to time Bulletins of interest to you 
whether you use Old Hampshire Bond or not. Or a 
simple request will bring you the Old Hampshire 
Bond Book of Specimens—a book assembled and bound 
up to interest business men. 
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Fair Play in Telephone Rates 
IT is human nature to resent paying 

more than any one else and to 
demand cheap telephone service re
gardless of the cost of providing it. 

But service at a uniform rate 
wouldn't be cheap. 

It would simply mean that those 
making a few calls a day were paying 
for the service of the merchant or 
corporation handlinghundreds of calls. 

That wouldn't be fair, would it ? 
No more so than that you should 
pay the same charge for a quart of 
milk as another pays for a gallon. 

To be of the greatest usefulness, the 
telephone should reach every home, 
office and business place. To put it 
there, rates must be so graded that 
every person may have the kind of 
service he requires, at a rate he can 
easily afford. 

Abroad, uniform rates have been 

tried by the government-owned sys
tems and have so restricted the use 
of the telephone that it is of small value. 

The great majority of Bell subscrib
ers actually pay less than the average 
rate. There are a few who use the 
telephone in their business for their 
profit who pay according to their 
use, establishing an average rate 
higher than that paid by the majority 
of the subscribers. 

To make a uniform rate would be 
increasing the price to the many for 
the benefit of the few. 

All may have the service they re
quire, at a price which is fair and rea
sonable for the use each makes of the 
telephone. 

These are reasons why the United 
States has the cheapest and most 
efficient service and the largest number 
of telephones in the world. 

AMERICAN T E L E P H O N E A N D T E L E G R A P H C O M P A N Y 

AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 

One Policy One System Universal Service 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The superiority of Cooper's "Spring-Needle" Underwear is universally 
conceded even by those who have never worn it. Once a man has worn it he is 
a Cooper enthusiast almost a Cooper "crank"—thereafter. 

Cooper's Underwear possesses a durability which pjeases the most exacting. 
In addition it has a rebounding elasticity which is peculiar to the "Spring-Needle" 
fabric. I t has "the stretch that goes back." 

The celebrated "Spring-Needle" fabric is knitted on machines of our own 
invention and manufacture, and the secret of its remarkable elasticity and 
durability is known only to us. 

You should wear Cooper's. I t is the underwear of character and quality. 
Made in Union and two-piece suits in all the various sizes, weights and colors—silkatecn. cotton and wool; 

Union Suits $1.50 to $5.00 per suit 
Shirts and Drawers $1.00 to $3.00 per garment 

People of refinement who are particular take great 
pleasure in Cooper's fine Winter Weight Worsteds, 

$3.00 to $5.00 per suit 
For sale by best dealers. Insist on seeing the Cooper Trade 

Mark illustrated here. 
Manufactured by 

COOPER MFG. CO., BENNINGTON, VERMONT 
A. J. COOPF.R. President 

Our Union Suits are all made with the P*:nted Closed Crotch under 
Lie. 97T2op issued Oct. 18, 1910 
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NABISCO 
Sugar Wafers 

—entrancing sweets 
which are always 
and e v e r y w h e r e 
popu la r . Wafer 
confections cen
tered with delicate
ly flavored cream. 
The perfect accom
paniment for every 
dessert. In ten-cent 
tins; also in twenty-
five-cent tins. 

ANOLA 
—a new concep
tion in chocolate-
flavored sweets. 
JLxquisite wafers of 
c r i s p e d 
b a k i n g 
with choc
olate-f la
vored cream 
nestling be
tween. Anola 
has achieved 
a new delight 
which only 
taste can tell—a flavor which 
gives immediate pleasure. 
In ten-cent tins. 

rio^At^::tZ,, 

NATIONAL 
BISCUIT 

COMPANY 

i 
S|J 
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S e n d for " C h a t s Abou t S i l v e r " — 
our gift to y o u . It t e a c h e s y o u 
to u n d e r s t a n d t h e m e a n i n g of 
p a t t e r n s a n d forms in the p re 
v a i l i n g " p e r i o d " a n d m o d e m 
s i lve r f a sh ions . 

ASK your jeweler 
to show you 

| ^ our Copley pat
tern. To the 
simple dignity 

of our Colonial 
ancestors' silver, 

it adds a touch of tasteful 
richness in response to the increased 
richness and comfort of present-day 

homes and their furnishings. 

Two qualities make the great demand 
for Reed & Barton's exclusive designs: 
Beauty of line and practical, lifelong 
usefulness. Offered by leading jew
elers everywhere, and identified by the 
Eagle and Lion trade mark shown 
below. 

Do not neglect to send for our free book, " Chats 

About Silver"; it is charming and informative. 

Reed & Barton 
T a u n t o n 

5 thAve.&32d St. 
4 Maiden Lane 
New York 

Established 1824 

Represented at 

M a s s a c h u s e t t s 

Boston London 
Chicago Paris 

San Francisco 

C O P L E Y 
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Coach 
Built Electric 

THE Rauch & Lang is tke onl$ Coack Built Electric—tKe sole design 
conforming to nigh art standards—having harmonious contour—per

fected scientific construction. 

Ownership means unqualified assurance of service — of prestige — a 
result of sixt^ j)ears leadership in coach building. N o after regrets. 

The Rauch & Lang is Worm Driven — (Top-Mounted — Straight-
Tj)pe) the first Electric to offer successfully this advanced method of 
propulsion—Silence—No Adjustments—Longevity). 

All the mileage $ou can use in a day—as fast as the lav? allocs. 

New models nolo being shipped. 

Dealers in all principal cities •tfill gladly 
demonstrate. Catalog upon request. 

<7ke RAUCH & LANG 
CARRIAGE CO. 

2180 W . 25th Street 

BRANCHES: 
New York, 

1800 Broadway^; 
Minneapolis, 

1107 Harmon PL; 
Kansas City, 

3501 Main St.; 
Cleveland, 

6ag Superior Ave. 
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I !, 

A Big Book 
of War Facts 

We offer you a big, handsome book of 840 pages, crammed full of just the facts 
you want to know at the present moment, with our compliments. This book is 

entitled " The Reference Book of Nations," and shows the exact condition of 
every one of the big foreign countries at the present time. It describes their 
armies, navies, resources, financial condition, banks, railroads, means of communica
tion, branches of government—in a word, gives you a vivid mental picture of the 

present condition of each country and its fighting strength. For example, Germany 
is treated in full with all her colonies, the population of the various cities and king
doms comprising the Empire, the standing armies, reserves, and a multitude of other 
inside facts culled directly from official sources. This book is more recent than any 
encyclopedia and will put you in instant touch with the battlefields of Europe. \7e 
will be glad to send you this splendid book to make you acquainted with 

The Magazine That Travel Takes You There 

During the coming months TRAVEL is going to be all the more necessary and valuable. 
It will take away the sting of enforced staying at home, and throw a wonderfully clear 
light on present-day events. Its extra-large page gives a splendid opportunity for its 
exclusive photographs and other features. War photographs of unusual quality are 
being obtained, although TRAVEL will not be essentially a war magazine. It is al
ways for the man of peace who loves to see every land in its own natural setting. Its 
descriptions of foreign places are all the more important, however, now that these 
places are turning points in history. The man at home in his easy-chair, through 
TRAVEL, can always be a citizen of the world. 

Here is Our War Offer 
The regular subscription price of TRAVEL is $3.00 a year. But if you will fill 

out and send us the attached coupon with $3.00 we will enter your 
name at once for a year's subscription to the magazine and also send 
you, with our compliments, this big war book of 840 pages. 
Take advantage of this remarkable offer today, so that you may 
have " T h e Reference Book of Nat ions" for ready reference during 
the war, and at the same time enjoy all the pleasures of actual 
travel through the beautifully illustrated pages of " T h e Magazine 
That Takes You There." 
As we have only a limited supply of these books left, we would ad
vise a prompt reply. Your money back if you want it. 

SIGN A N D R E T U R N T H I S T O D A Y 

McBRIDE, NAST & CO.. Union Square, New York, N. Y. 
Gentlemen .- — Please put me on the passenger list of TRAVEL for a year, 
nd also send rnc, free,"1 The Reference Book of Nations." I enclose $3.00 
for all of the above. 

Alire 
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"NATIONAL HERO SERIES" NO.4 I 

Lord Nelson-Old Englands GreatNavalHero 
W I T H O U T Horatio Nelson,England would have 

been invaded and perhaps conquered by Napoleon. 
At Trafalgar he smashed forever the French 

Emperor's hope of creating a naval power. Never 
was man more idolized and beloved—not only by all 
of England's people who breathlessly awaited news 
of his telling victories, but by every man of his fleet 
A true Anglo-Saxon, he detested tyrannous powers 
and legislative usurpations of every kind. He was 

particularly opposed to prohibitive enactments governing the diet of his 
men,who, like him, enjoyed Barley-Malt brews, even as their fathers did 
for countless generations before. Good beer, according to Lord Nelson, has 
ever been good food. Budweiser Beer for 57 years has been the product 
of an institution holding the highest ideals known to the art of brewing 
The output, due to Quality and Purity, has increased every year until 
7,500 men are daily required to keep pace with the public demand. 
Budweiser sales exceed any other beer by millions of bottles. 

Bottled only at the home plant. ANHEUSER-BUSCH, 
ST. LOUIS,U.S.A. 

udweiser 
Means Moderation *li£j 
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Building furnishing 

I » SHADE ^ W 
w ROLLERS 
Original and unequaled. 

Wood or tin rollers. "Improved" 
requires no tacks. Iaventor's 

signature on genuine: 

LATHES 
For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers, 

I :• i>< i iiueiilal and Keoair Work, etc* 

Lathe Catalogue Free. 

W.F.&Jno. Barnes Co. 
528 Ruby St., Rockford, Ill. 

The Vose Player Piano 
is so constructed that even a little 
child can play it. It combines our superior player 
action with the renowned Vose Pianos which have 
been manufactured during- 63 years by three gene
rations of the Vose family. In purchasing this in
strument you secure quality, tone, and artistic merit 
at a moderate price, on time payments, if desired. 

Catalogue and literature sent on request to those 
interested. Send today. 

You should become a satisfied owner of a 

vose PLAVER P I A N O | 
VOSE & EONS PIANO CO., Boylston St., Boston, Mass. 

HENRY FORD, DETROIT 
BUYS 4 CARLOADS 

HICKS TREES 
They are 101025 yearsold. Rootpruned. Guaranteed to live, 
or be replaced. Ail Hicks trees, shrubs and hardy plants arc 
guaranteed. Do your planting this Fall. Send for catalog. 

ISAAC HICKS & SON, WESTBURY, L O N G I S L A N D 

Sixty-seven years practice before the Patent Office. 
Our handbooks on Patents, Trade-Marks, etc., sent 
free. Patents procured through Munn & Co. receive 
free notice in the Sc ien t i f i c A m e r i c a n . 

M i l N N A P .O 353 Broadway, N. Y., 
U n I I & b U . a l , d washington. D. C. 

" Find the boy whose cousin once worked for a man 
who knew Matty." 
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B UILDING-FURNISHING 

That tense moment— 
when the cue ball pauses with indecision 
right on the edge of the pocket! I t ' s just one 
of the ever-changing, exciting situations that make Home 
Billiards or Pocket Billiards the game of a thousand 
thrills. Refresh your jaded mind with this royal diversion 
each evening at home. 

Give your little steam " b o y - l e r " this " safety-valve" 
for his explosive energies. " Let Billiards keep your young 
folks home at night. 

BRUNSWICK 

BABY GRAND 
Carom or Pocket Billiard Tables 

A cabinet masterpiece in rich San Domingo mahogany— 
not a toy. Note the equipment—genuine Vermont slate 
bed, celebrated Monarch quick-acting cushions and fast 
imported billiard cloth. The same scientific playing quali
ties of Brunswick regulation tables—speed, accurate angles, 
and long life. 

"Baby G r a n d " sizes 3 by 6 feet, %% by 7, 4 by 8. 
Brunswick " G r a n d , " \l/2 by 9 feet. All furnished as a 
Carom, Pocket Billiard or combination Carom and Pocket 
Billiard Table. Concealed cue rack and accessory drawer 
holds entire playing outfit. 

Other Brunswick Home Billiard Tables include " C o n 
vertible" Models, which can be changed in a moment from 
full-fledged Billiard or Pocket-Billiard Tables to Library 
or Dining Tables, or vice versa, 

30 Days' Trial—A Year to Pay 
Playing Outfit FREE 

We give with each Brunswick Tab le a complete p lay ing outfit 
FREE—bal l s , hand-tapered cues, rack, markers, spirit level, cover, 
cue-clamps, tips, brush, chalk, book on. " How to P lay ," e tc . 

M a i l t h e C o u p o n or send a postal for new edition of 
"Bil l iards—The H o m e Magne t , " a de luxe book that pictures 
these tables in actual colors; gives details of monthly payment 
plan, low factory prices and free trial offer. 

- - Send This for FREE Billiard Book - -; 
T h e Brunswick-Balke-Col lender C o m p a n y 

Dept . 3-A, 6 2 3 - 6 3 3 S. W a b a s h A v e n u e , Chicago 
Please send me free, postpaid, color-illustrated book 

"Billiards—The Home Magnet" 
nd full information of your 30-day free trial offer 

Na: 

Address ' (314) 

Sectional Bookcases 

TROPIC damp and heat—the frigid 
rigors of northern lands—and the 

variable climate of the temperate zones 
cannot affect the stout construction of 
Globe-Wernicke Sectional Bookcases. 
Their durability is the lasting strength 
of fine cabinet-making and materials 
carefully seasoned to withstand the 
extremes of climate. 

There 's a Globe-Wernicke Bookcase 
in just the right finish and right size 
to match your color scheme and wall 
space. Then, as your, library ex
pands, more sections are always in 
stock. Built to grow and endure, they 
cost no more than the ordinary kind. 
Write for Catalog No. H. H. I O - I . 

#r)c StoW^Vermcke (?o. 
Cinc inna t i 

Makers of Sectional Bookcases, Filing Equipment (Wood 
and Steel), Steel Safes. Stationers' Supplies 

On sale by 2000 Branch stores and agents everywhere 
We pay freight to your nearest railroad station 

Branch Stores: , Chicago, Philadelphia, Bosto 

World's Best Books 
— lists compiled by Hamilton W. Maine, 
Charles W. Eliot, Col. Roosevelt and other 
eminent authorities. Mailed on r«Qu«fit, 

In answering advertisements -please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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A. THEO. ABBOTT & CO. 
Dept. B Philadelphia 

" 0 ' course Wellington was a great general. Didn't 
he lick Napolen ? " 

"Yes, but Napoleon was only half his size." 

TAKING PRECAUTIONS. 

" Does your sister expect me to call this evening ? " 
" I guess so. I saw her setting all the clocks a 

couple of hours ahead." 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

T H E r ich lux-
uriousness of 

your living-room, 
o r t h e d a i n t y 
b e a u t y of y o u r 
boudoir is best ob-
t a i n e d by soft , 
h a r m o n i o u s silk 
h a n g i n g s a n d 
draperies. 

are the only silk draperies 
guaranteed not to fade in 
sun or water—cost less 
than half the price of fade-
able silks. Made in full 
variety of colors and de
signs to harmonize with 
any decorative scheme. 

We are enabled to extend 
t o JCa pock patrons a 
courtesy through which they 
can obtain for themselves, 
at no cost whatever, val
uable articles in gold, silver 
or household furnishings. 
Write us, if interested. 

The Basting Thread on 
the reverse side of Kapock 
Silks is a patented trade
mark for your protection, 
which can be easily removed 
without damage to goods. 

GUARANTEE 
We'll refund your money or 

replace the goods, if Kapock 
Silks fade in either sun or water. 

Ask your tiealer to show von 
Kajock Silks. 

Guaranteed Kapock Sun Fast Silks 
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Mattresses Cost 
Express prepaid 

Mattresses full double 
bed size 

A.C.A. Ticking, 45 lbs. $16.00 
Satin Finish Ticking, 45 lbs. 

$16.50 
Mercerized Art Twills, 45 lbs. 

$18 00 
Special Hotel Style, 50 lbs. $23^00 
Extra Thick French Edge, 60 lbs. 

$30.00 
Special Imperial Edge, 60 lbs. 

$36.00 
Extra Thick I m p e r i a l Rolled 

Edge, 70 lbs. . . $45.00 
Mattresses in two parts, 

50c extra 
Smaller sizes will cost 

$1.00 less each size 

You can afford to insist on getting an 
Ostermoor when you buy a mattress. It 
means comfort for you during many, 
many years of service. 

FREE Book or FREE Trial 
141-page book, with samples of t icking, sent free for post 
card. Or handsome, full-size Ostermoor Mattress , 4 / ^ ft. x 
6 X ft-> elegantly finished, expressed prepaid same day we 
receive your check or money order (see price list). M o n e y 
returned without question if you are dissatisfied at end of 30 
days. Mattresses fully protected in leatherette paper and 
burlap. W r i t e now. 

O S T E R M O O R & CO., 1 0 8 El izabeth Street , N e w Y o r k 
Canadian Agency: Alaska Feather <t Down Co., Ltd., Montreal 

B I G S I S T E R . — Y o u know you can ' t read t ha t let ter 
from Ethel . W h y won ' t you let me read it to you ? 

" Cos' I don ' t want you knowin ' atl m y pr ivate affair." 

zinc 
in paint makes paint complete. 
It is the ingredient that should 
be added to all paint to make 
the other ingredients more 
effective. 

Send for Booklet, Your Move" 

T h e N e w Jersey Zinc Company 
55 Wall Street, New York 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Ira 

"WHITE HOUSE" 
COFFEE AND TEAS 

are of such surpassing deliciousness that they are creating a 
sensation wherever we have placed them on tale. Thou
sands of people, all over the United States, regard them as 
infinitely superior to any other brands; and gladly recom
mend their use to friends and neighbors. Packed as they 
are, in sealed all-tin cans, they are insured against deterio
ration, always opening up in prime condition. 
— Y O U R GROCER HAS (OR CAN EASILY OBTAIN) THEM^— 

DWINELL-WRIGHT CO. BOSTON-CHICAGO 

•SmM 

" Too bad Mike died—he was a fine felley." 
" Yis; but if nobody died there be no fine felleys.' 

Drunkenness 
And Drug Using 
Can Be Cured 

pe K e e l e y 
Treatment ' 

Our treatment has 
stood the test of thirtjvfive 
years and cured half a million. 
Does not nauseate. Only medi 
cal experts allowed to give the 
remedies in our own institutions. 

Successful 

FOR INFORMATION 
WRITE TO FOLLOW-

' ING KEELEY INSTITUTES: 
Pittsburg. Pa.. 4246 Fifth Ave. 

Philadelphia, Pa., 812. N. Broad St. 
San Francisco, Cal., Douglas Bldg. 

Los Angeles, Cal.. Marsh-Strong Bldg. 
Oklahoma City, Okla., 918 N. Stiles St. 

Birmingham. Ala. Portland, Maine 

Years 

Hot Springs, Ark. 
Atlanta, Ga. 

Dwight, III. 
Marion, Ind, 

Plainfield, Ind. 
Crab Orchard, Ky. 

Salt Lake City, Utah 
Guatemala City, Guat. 

London, England 

Greensboro, N. C. 
Columbus, Ohio 
Columbia, S. C. 
Dallas, Texas 
Seattle, Wash. 
Waukesha, Wis. 
Winnipeg, Man. 
Puebla, Mexico 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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" Wait till I git on me feet, Maggie; I'll buy dis place 
an' let ye in free." 

( ' 

" Is it a steady job Dan's workin' at ? " 
" Shure, the job's steady enough." 

Ask any business man who 
leads the strenuous life 

how he feels at the close of a hard 
clay's work, and seven times out of 
ten he will say, " Rotten, all fagged 
out—nerves have gone to smash." 

It 's the destructive toxins in the 
blood—uric acid and the poisons 
emanating from hasty overeating 
and consequent faulty nutrition. 
Kidneys no longer perform their 
function of keepingtheblood stream 
clean. This condition can be cor
rected without loss of time from 
business. Simply 'phone your 
druggist to send you a case of 

BUFFALO LITHIA 
SPRINGS WATER 

and drink it regularly and often. Six to 
eight glasses a day will work wonders 
for you. Your toned-up kidneys will 
keep your blood stream clear from 
these destructive toxins and thereby 
remove the fundamental cause of your 
"fagged-out" feeling. 

For over forty years Buffalo Lithia 
Water has been a standard remedy for 
such conditions. Eminent physicians 
endorse and prescribe its use. Among 
them HUNTER McGUIRE, M.D., LL.D., 
late President American Medical Associa
tion, said: " I know from constant use 
of it personally and in practice that 
the results obtained from its use are 
far beyond those which would be war
ranted by the analysis given. I am of 
the opinion that it either contains some 
wonderful remedial agent as yet un
discovered by medical science, or its 
elements are so delicately combined in 
Nature's laboratory that they defy the 
utmost skill of the chemist to solve the 
secret of their power." 

Write fur our booklet, " Springs of Health.1' 

Buffalo Lithia Springs Water Company 
Buffalo Lithia Springs, Virginia 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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The Redfern 
Corset Lady 

She is pretty. T h e quiet 
elegance of her gown, 
accentuated by a lively 
dash of color in her fitted 
girdle, reflects charm
ingly her personality. 

But more certainly, per
haps, is this personality 
seen in her graceful 
poise and lithe figure 
ines. These bespeak the 
foundation — the per
fectly fitted REDFERN 
CORSET that so subtly 
sets off the gown she 

REDFERN CORSETS are sold at the leading shops in all cities, 
and wherever REDFERN CORSETS are sold they are fitted 

from rhree to Fifteen Dollars 

The WARNER BROTHERS C O M P A N Y 

New York Chicago San Francisco 

hi answering advertisements please mention SCRJBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Fifth Avenue 
f j ^ From Madison Square to Central Park jjfHj 

B. Altman & Co. 
FIFTH A V E N U E - M A D I S O N A V E N U E 

3 4 T H A N D 3 5 T H S T R E E T S N E W Y O R K 

wmiMmtEMI fill 
is? g_a 

•K 

announce that the new addition to 
their Store, fronting on Madison Avenue, will shortly be opened to 
the public. In anticipation of this important event, large and com
prehensive assortments of new Merchandise for the Autumn Season 
have been secured. 

The Services of the Mail Order Department are at the 
disposal of patrons residing out of town. A copy of the 
Autumn and Winter Catalogue will be mailed upon request. 

All Charged or Paid Purchases (including heavy and bulky shipments) will be forwarded 
Free of Charge by mail, express or freight to any point in the United States. The 
methods of shipment are optional with B. Altman & Co. and no discounts are allowed. 
All Charged or Paid Purchases not exceeding 20 pounds in weight will be forwarded Free 
by mail to all Territories, Possessions or Foreign Countries where Parcel Post rates apply. 

In s h o p p i n g , m e n t i o n S C R I B N E R ' S 48a 
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Fifth Avenue 
j P j t F r o m M a d i s o n Squa re to C e n t r a l P a r k j i^j l 

Ritz-Carlton 
Hotel & Restaurant 

Madison Ave. at46^81. 

New york 

The Hotel with an International 
Reputation. Distinctive for excel
lence of service and perfection of 
cuisine, which characterize the en
tire group of Ritz-Carlton Hotels 
in this country and in Europe. 

Lichtenstein 
Millinery Co. 

are now showing 

new FALL M O D E L S of 
Trimmed Millinery, Gowns, Suits, 
Blouses , Evening "Wraps, etc. 

FIFTH A V E N U E - N E W Y O R K 
between 47 (karui 4&Qx 

Streets 

SL-y r\Pr> n U N U S U A L and O R I G I N A L 

TOY CRAFT 
of real play worth and educational value. 
Unique construction materials in miniature. 

Books ^ i M u s i c for Children 
A complete assortment of beautiful baskets, Im
ported and Domestic. for every utilitarian purpose. 
Quaint and beautiful pictures and verses for 
children and grown-ups — in our hand-wrought 
metal frames—and our C h r i s t m a s R o o m 
make of our large and sunny quarters a veritable 

C h i l d r e n ' s G i f t S h o p 
Send 3$ cents for our set of illustrated catalogues 
and your choice of a Frisking Fish, a weather
proof animal or 12 quaint framed picture. 

7A\ West 45th Street. New York life, Established 
Just off 5th Avenue • Entire 12th floor Vf ' 1900 

AT48TH STREET 

All books of all 
publishers at the 

Scribner 
Bookstore 
Write, call or telephone 
(Murray Hill 7880), and 
receive courteous atten
tion and prompt, accurate 
service, whether you are 
in or out of town. 

Charles Scribner's Sons 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 48TH STREET, N E W YORK 

In shopping, mention SCRIBNER'S 
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Fifth Avenue 
O f i From Madison Square to Central Park 

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniijir 

Rontons & 
Chocolates 

The " F A M E " of MAILLARD 

M A I L L A R D Candies are famous all over 
the world — a testimony in itself to the in
disputable preeminence and superiority of 
the Maillard products. This world-wide 
popularity reflects, too, the purity and dis
tinction in candies which for sixty years have 
been synonymous with the name Maillard 

B O N B O N S - C H O C O L A T E S 
FRENCH PASTRIES • ICE CREAMS 

MajJlard candies packed in. French "Bonbonmeres (Cxclusme 
Importation) or /•hnctf Soxes to order, end. when rvoxcosfed, 
made ready for sa/e delivery to all party of the world. 

In s h o p p i n g , m e n t i o n SCRIBNER'S 

FIFTH AVENUE 
AT 35th STREET 
Zftahlished 184S. 

4Sc 
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Fifth Avenue 
From Madison Square to Central Park 

J .M.GIDDING & CO. 
announce 

Cx/iWl/s of( I all 

ymporia/tons 

C- olun s • LUraps - edit 1 t~S 
J Id / Qfr 

y^oars JjI ousts 

tiffin era a uurs 
2)edpite the didtuzbed condi-

tiond of <j?u\ ope, we ai e in cx-

cellcn t pod it 10n l(> MIppI if tlic 

ladt dedignd credited by the 

famouA coutuz tezd of Jhazid, 

Qui zepzcdcntalivcA, who ze-

tuzned on the ladt boatd before 

the qzeat CUM.), had anticipated 

una dual I u well, and we weze 

pazticalazly foztunaie n> deewz-

ing complete delivery of foreign 

models. 

fifth Avenue at 46th Street 
New York 

We ike opening o f 
our new branch siore D e l u x e 

ai 
Fifth A v e n u e <3&1 
Between 35*036*Sfe 

Books for Fall Reading 
Sets of Books of the Standard Writers 
in attractive Cloth and Leather Bindings. 
BRENTANO'S has an unusually large 
collection of Historical Books. Our as-
sortment of Maps is unusually large. 

German ^-French Sets 
(Early inspection suggested) 

BRENTANO'S for over half a Cen
tury has been satisfactorily supplying 
BOOK BUYERS throughout the World. 

FIFTH AVENUEat-2?AST 

In shopping, mention SCRIBNER'S 

BOOIC- / ^ S 2 v \ TO TH E 
5ELLEFLSA / « » V A w O f L L D 
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WILL 
USE 

PIANO 

ON 
WESTERN 

TOUR 

Estella Neuhaus 
THE HUNGARIAN-GERMAN PIANISTE 1914-15 

Mary A. Hays 

Indicat ions of an early fall. 

31 
" L A Z Y T U D E N T " 

Width 5"—Holalit 7". This lazy page has turned from his dudes to 
•what heji)ids more to his liking. He evidently is a g?'eat book lover, 
but -we/ear the volumes strewn about him are the most excitingnovel
ettes of his time rather than the volu?nes of a student. 

An- exceptionally appropriate book rock. 

3E 

BOOK ROCKS SKSS 
Mississippi add 50c 

Unquestionably the greatest value ever offered at this 
price from the point of beauty and usefulness 

' '*Artbronz J" Book Rocks are made of a heavy, 
bronze seamless deposit over a baser core. They 
have all the finish and durability of the finest bronzes 
at one-tenth the price. 
Tn addition, we guarantee to return without question 
the purchase price if you are not entirely satisfied. 
"Artbronz " is the standard of perfection, and has 
been for the past 5 years. 
Our suggestion is, if you live in any one of the cities men
tioned below, that you go to the dealer there and see these 

Book Rocks for yourself. If you are not 
convenient to any of these stores send 
Money Order or cheque direct to us. 
This Catalogue 

"Gift Suggestions*' 
will assist you in making a selection for 
a gift or use in your home. Illustrates 
16 c .her models—now ready for distri-
bu*'on—send for it to-day— 

Free on Request 
Address Dept. S. 

KATHODION BRONZE WORKS 
Retail Department, Sixth Floor 

501 Fifth A v e n u e N e w York 

L i s t of E x c l u s i v e A g e n c i e s 
Nashville, Tenn . , 

R. M. Mills Book Stores 
Newark, N. J. , 

Keers Art Gallery 
New York City, 

B. Altman & Co. 
G. P. Putnam's Sons 
Gustav Stickley.The Craftsman 
Charles Scribner 's Sons 

Philadelphia, Pa., 
Wright, Tyndale & Van Rorlen 

Pittsburgh, Pa., 
Wunder ly Eros. 

Richmond, Va., 
The Richmond Art Company 

San Francisco, Calif., 
Paul Elder & Co. 

St. Louis. Mo., 
Society of Applied Art-

Washington, D. C , 
Woodward & Lothrop 

Atlanta, Ga.r 

M. Rich & Brothers Co. 
Baltimore, Md., 

Hutzler Brothers C". 
Birmingham, Ala., 

F . W. Bromberg 
Boston, Mass., 

Jordan, Marsh Companj 
Chicago/ I l l . , 

Marshall Field & Co. 
Cincinnati, O,, 

The A. B. Closson j r . Co, 
Cleveland, Ohio, 

T h e Korner & Wood Co. 
Detroit, Mich., 

L. B. King & Co. 
Fort Wayne, Ind. , 

Parrot Studio & Art Store 
Memphis, Term., 

B. Lowenstein & Bros., Inc. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MA GA ZINE 
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SCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

Realize this ambition, 
when assisted by Cuti-
cura Ointment, by keep
ing your scalp scrupu-
louslyclean and free from 
dandruff, itching and ir
ritation, usually the cause 
of premature loss of hair. 
* SAMPLES FREE *> 
Cutlcura Soap and Cutlcura Ointment are sold 

throughout the world. Send post-card to nearest 
depot lor free sample of each with 32-page book: 
Newbery, 27, Charterhouse Sq., London; R, Towns 
& Co., Sydney, N.S.W.; Lennon, Ltd., Cape Town; 
Muller, >Maclean & Co., Calcutta and Bombay; 
Potter Drug and Chem. Corp., Boston, U.S.A. 

r _ Y/̂ a 

Boston 
Garter 

Holds Your Sock Smooth as Your Skin 
Men who wear the better things for 
the satisfaction they afford, buy the 
silk Boston Garter at 50 cents. 

GEORGE FROST CO. , M A K E R S , 

" Please, mister, can ye fix a ice-cream soda so trie-
top half '11 be choclit for her and the bottom half 'II 
be vanilla for me ? " 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Would You Like 

Cuticura Soap 

50 

BOSTON. 

Hair Like This 

Will HelpYou 
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Evans' 
INDIA PALE 

Ale 
AND BROWN 

Stout 
The Finest the 
World K n o w s 

In Bottles and Splits 
At Dealers, Hotels, and Restaurants 

C. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N. Y. 

You Can Weigh 
Exact ly W h a t 

You Should 
Y o u can , 1 k n o w i t , 
because I have reduced 
32,000 women and have 
built up as many more — 
scientifically, naturally, without drugs, 

n the privacy of their own rooms; 
I can build up your vitality — 
at the same time I strengthen 
your heart action; can teach you 
how to breathe, to stand, walk and 
to correct such ailments as nerv
ousness, torpid liver, constipation, 

indigestion, etc. 
One pupil writes; " I weigh 83 lbs. less ami 
1 have gained wonderfully in s t r e n g t h . " 
Anotheraaya: "Last May 1 weighed J 00 lbs., 
this May I weigh 126, and. Oh! I feel so well." 

Write today (or my free booklet 

S U S A N N A C O C R O F T 
Dept. 3 , 624 So. Michigan Boul., Chicago 

Author of "Growth in Silence," 
'' Self-Sufficiency, "etc. [22a] 

WANTED-AN IDEA! 
Who can think 
of some simple 
thing to pat

ent? Protect your ideas, they may bring you wealth. Write for 
"Needed Inventions" and "How to get your Patent and your Money." 
RANDOLPH & CO., PATENT ATTORNEYS, Dept. 250, WASHINGTON, D. C. 

You Can't 
Compromise with 

"Acid-Mouth" 
"Acid-mouth" is the chief 

scourge of the teeth. Dentists 
say that 9 out of 10 people have 
it and that its ravages cause 
95% of all tooth decay. 

There's no trifling with such 
an enemy. I t must be checked 
or in time it will destroy even 
the soundest teeth. 

A sure protection is the regu
lar daily use of 

peBeco 
T O O T H PASTE 

the dentifrice that scientifically count
eracts acid-mouth. ' ' 

Pebeco does this in addition to its 
other duties — those of cleaning the 
teeth, keeping them white, removing 
bad tastes and odors and refreshing the 
whole mouth. 

Pebeco originated in the hygienic 
laboratories of P. Beiersdorf & Co., 
Hamburg, Germany. As it comes in 
extra-large tubes and only one-third of 
a brushful is needed at a time, its use 
is economical. 

I t ' s easy to prove the virtues of 
Pebeco if you will 

Send for Free Ten-Day Trial 
Tube and Acid Test Papers 

Tlie Test Papers will show you whether you have 
"acid-mouth" and how Pebeco counteracts it, and 
you will also enjoy the use of the trial tube. 

Manufacturing Chemists 

1 1 6 Wi l l iam Street N e w York 

Canadian Office: 1 and 3 St. Helen Street, Montreal 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Established 
1786 

Lehn & New York Fink PATENTS R E T U R N E D . Freeophiion 
as to patentability. UuMe Rook, 
List of Inventions Wanted, 

S E C U R E D O R F E E 

and 100 Mechanical Movements free to any address. Patents 
secured by us advertised free in World's Progress. Sample copy free. 
VICTOR J . EVANS & CO., 763 Ninth St., Washington, D. C. 
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Hardy English Walnut Orchards 
N o longer an experiment 

in Zero Climates 
Plant an English Walnut orchard this Fall. Make a beginning and 

add to it each season. No bank failures, business depressions, nor trust 
investigations can interfere with this source of pleasure and income, for 
its rock foundation is the deve lopment of a natural resource. Start 
•with rugged acclimated trees, grown under severe climatic conditions, with 
temperature far below zero at times. Conditions that breed iron-clad 
vigor and vitality, and that produce trees so hardy they 
may be planted in cold climates with the same assurance 
of successful fruiting as Peach trees. 

W e bel ieve this is t h e only northern locality where 
commercial orchards of English Walnuts m a y be seen , 
s o m e of them containing hundreds of trees, which 
have been bearing regularly for more than 
twenty years. 

For the lawn or driveway, English Walnut is exqui
sitely beautiful with its smooth light gray bark, luxuriant dark 
green foliage, lofty, symmetrical growth. A homeful tree to 
plant about the home. Rochester parks and public streets 
contain many beautiful bearing trees, apparently as hardy as 
the Maples and Elms—at least, thriving under the same 
conditions, and producing annually delicious nuts as well as 
shade. Truly a most delightful combination. 

W e have unlimited faith in trees bred and grown under 
these conditions, and are sure that those who plant our hardy 
strains of English Walnuts will be well pleased. 

The picture shows a Mayo English Walnut tree 
planted in 1007, began bearing in 1 9 1 1 . Superior quality, extreme hard 
ness, early bearer, safe to plant 

Our 1914 Catalog and Planting Guide-
Includes Nut Culture, Fruits, Roses, Shrubs, 
Evergreens, etc., Mailed FREE on Request. 

GLEN BROS. , Inc. , G l e n w o o d Nursery 
Estab'd 1866 2265 Main St., Rochester, N. Y 

HE.—Why don't you care for bathing ? 
SHE.—Because a bathing-suit is so cumbersome. 

In answering advertisements please mention .SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Here is that new 
Boston Garter 

Many dealers have N E V E R B I N D ; if yours 
hasn't, we will send sample pair, postpaid, for 
25 cents mercerized, double-grip 35 cents, or 
50 cents silk, in blue, lavender, gray, tan, white 
and black. 
GEORGE FROST CO., Sole Makers, Boston, Mass., U. S. A. 

Boston Garter 

This l i t t le 
t e n s i o n s t r i p 
m a k e s NEVERBIND 
fit without binding. 
Velvet Grip 

T h e r e i s 
n o s l i p p i n g 

o r p i n c h i n g 
No m e t a l c o n t a c t s 

There is No RUBBER in the Leg Band 
Always l i f t s on the Sock 
Never drags on the Leg 

W e i g h s l e s s t h a n h a l f a n o u n c e 

Wood Frame 
Steel- Covered 

10x16 
Portable 
Garage 
$50.00 

We will furnish all the material necessary 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 cut to exact lengths and plainly marked, ready 
to nail up with plans and specifications for a three-room 
cottage. 

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. W e 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 5 2 4 A , 2 0 1 Devonshire Street , B O S T O N , M A S S . 

W e ' v e b e e n 
pleasing people 
for 2 8 years 

We'll please you 
or refund your 

money 

DAVIS DELICACIES 
From Ocean, Farm and Orchard 

T h e best fish in the world are brought into 
Gloucester. We get the first selection and deliver them to 
you fresh from the huats, in keepable packages, with the 
sea flavor retained. 

T h e best vege tab le s in the world are brought 
to our dock, after being packed, according to our standard, 
where they grow, in order to assure proper freshness. 

T h e best fruits in the world are unloaded 
at our wharf from Native Orchards, the South, the Pacific 
Coast and Across the Seas. 

N o matter where you l ive, we guarantee to bring to 
your door Nature 's choicest products from Ocean, Farm 
and Orchard, packed as they greiv and packed to keep. 

W e sell direct 
to you — never 
through dealers 

E x p r e s s F r e e 
on $ 3 . 0 0 orders 
east of Kansas 

PROFESSOR.-
beautiful. 

-My dear fellows, in ar t everything is 
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NEVERBIND 

We are glad to send, upon request, our de- ^ 
scriptive price-list telling of the many spe- ^ v ^ 
cialties we handle and how best to enjoy ^ ,»? r > 
them. Our free Book of Receipts is C ° V ' 
an authority. Fill out mnpon / " ^ p 0 »t 
today and begin to get your ^ f ) P > [ 0 % 

share of these unusual > . i V j ^ 
delicacies. . ^ ^ V 

OUR ORCHARD SPECIALTIES are gathered from 
the selected crops of American and more Tropical Climes. 

All are of a quality rarely found in even the best 
markets. -• 

OUR FARM PRODUCTS include all the good things 
that grow in or near the ground, special cures of bacon, 
dried meats, pork and beans and other New England 
goodies. 

OUR SEA FOODS range from Mackerel (fresh or 
salted), Codfish (fresh or salted), Salmon, Lobsters, Crabs, 
Clams and Shrimp of our native waters, to the specialties 
of Ital}', France, Portugal and the North Sea Ports. 

Frank E. Davis Company 
88 Central Wharf, Gloucester, Mass 

D A V I S 
DELICACIES 

FROM OCEAN, FARM, & ORCHARD 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

Gee • I just got to mix in that lovely dog fight." 

/» answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

BOSTON, U.S.A. 

.HIGHEST AWARDS AND MEDALS, 
BRUSHES 

JOHN L. WHITING - J. J. ADAMS CO. 

5t 

THE 

Prophylactic 
Tooth Brush 

The one with the popular reputation. 
Your dentist will tell why. 
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The HOLMES COMPANY 
PROVIDENCE, R. I. 

Diamonds-Jewelry-Silverware 
Embroidery Set 0 u r s P I e n d i d Catalog is a 
E - H l U I O l u e r y O e t Big Book of Big values ; to 
introduce our goods we offer you this beautiful Sewing Set, 
that every wot-nan needs, tor only $r.oo. An ideal set to 
own yourself, or for a birthday or holiday gift. Catalog Price 
11153 Stiletto 5 1-2 inches long, adjustable . . . $ , 2 5 
11009 Stork Embroidery Scissors— llm-sl steel - - . 50 
11177 Turtle Tape Measure—silver plat© . . . . .35 
11098 Emery, Sterling lop, silk tassel 20 
11087 Sterling Silver Thimble—any size 25 
11301 Embroidery Hoop, 5-inch 15 

Heart-shaped Satin-lined Case . . . . . .25 
Value $1 .05 

Pin a dol lar bill to the coupon ; write your name and ad
dress plainly; and send to The Holmes Co. You'll be 
pleased, or your money will come back quick. W e will 
also send our big catalog free. 

Heart 
Shaped 
Case is 
6 inches wide 

You 
Get it 

For 

$1.00 

1 H A V E sold thousands 
of Scribner's Readers 
reliable J e w e l r y and 

Silverware direct by mail. 
I have satisfied them and 
can satisfy you. We issue a 
Big Catalog of Diamonds, 
Watches, Rings, Gold and 
Silver Jewelry, Silver and 

'Plated Tableware, Toilet 
and Leather Goods, and Novelties—of 
rings alone there are several hundred de
signs. The Holmes catalog is a splendid 
guide for Jewelry shoppers. 

Our Catalog pictures thousands of 
splendid articles suitable for Christmas, 
W e d d i n g , and Birthday presents. I t 
solves the gift problem for old and young. 
We give you high quality, low prices, and 
sure service . We will please you or re
turn your money. You don't have to buy. 
Just write your name and address on the 
coupon, or on a post card, and mail it— 
that's all. A. W- Holmes, Pres. 

Just Say to Yourself 
T H E HOLMES C A T A L O G will save 

me time, money, and trouble—it tells the 
easiest, safest, and best way to do my 
jewelry shopping. 

T H E HOLMES CO. give me honest, 
friendly service; they are prompt; their 
prices are low; they are reliable. 

I take no risk—they guarantee safe 
and free delivery, and they guarantee to 
please me or to return my money. _-

I will send for their Free Catalog j 
now: it will solve all m y gift prob- . 
lems—it is full of suggest ions. I 

I will fill out the coupon now—it I 
isn't a day too soon. I will send a ' 
dollar for tha t Sewing Set—every I 
w o m a n n e e d s o n e ; or fifty cents for ' 
tha t neverdrip tea-strainer-—it's j 
n e e d e d in every h o m e . 

S ize , 2 inches wide—only 50c 
Every woman likes a tea-strainer—if only 

it wouldn't drip. Here 's one that can'l drip 
and is jus t as <*asy (o use as the old kind — 
the picture tells the story. 

NEVKRDRIP TEA-STRAINER saves its 
price every week by keeping stains off 
table linen. 

11083. Heavy Silver Plate, 50 cents. 
Mail us 50 cents in 2-cent stamps with 

Coupon lor strainer. We'l l send with it 
FREE our Big "Shoppe r s -Gu ide" Catalog. 

The Fountain of Youth. 

L I S T E R I N E 
Use it every day 

IN cases of sore throat, two or three teaspoonfuls of Listerine in a tumbler of 
hot water, used as a gargle every three or four hours, will be found very help

ful. Public speakers and singers will also find Listerine a useful remedy in reliev
ing hoarseness and throat irritation. 
Listerine is held in the highest esteem by physicians, who regard it as the one 
non-poisonous antiseptic that is safe for anyone to use. Imitations are many, 
but none equal Listerine in efficiency. Other uses of Listerine are described in 
folder wrapped around the bottle. 

All Druggists Sell Listerine 
LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo. 
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Tlie Holmes Co., 248 Elmwood, Providence, It. I. 
I want the Big Holmes Catalog by return mail HIKt. 

I enclose $ - Send m e — 

N a m e — • • 

Street -

Town State —-
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Keep Absorbing Jr. 
in your first aid cabinet 
It is a dependable preparation for the 
numerous household accidents — de
pendable because it combines efficiency 
with positive safety. Absorbine, Jr., 
is made of herbs, and cannot do harm 
no mat ter how carelessly used. 

Applied to cuts, bruises and wounds, 
it makes the part aseptic, kills the 
germs and promotes rapid and healthy 
healing. Guard against infection by 
keeping Absorbine, Jr. , hand}- for emer
gencies. 

Absorbine Jr. 
THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT For the muscle that has been strained, 

for the cut or laceration tha t runs a 
chance of infection, for the abrasion 
that pains and the limbs tha t are 
stiff and lame from over-exertion—use 
Absorbine, Jr. 

Used by athletes the world over as an 
invigorating, antiseptic and soothing 
rub-down—keeps muscles right and pre
vents second-day stiffness and soreness. 

A Boston physician writes: 

" I have used Absorbine, J r . 
I t is a pleasant remedy, safe 
and prompt—and does what 
is expected of a high-grade 
liniment. In fact, I know of 
no other liniment as good. 
I t is a good remedy to have 
always in the house ." 

Absorbine, Jr. , is concen
trated and economical, as 
only a few drops are re
quired a tanappl ica t ion ; has 
a pleasing odor and leaves 
no greasy residue. 

Absorbine, Jr., $1.00 and $2.00 
a bottle at most druggists or 

postpaid 

A Liberal Trial Bottle 
will be sent to your address upon 
rt-ceipt of IOC In stamps. Send for 
trial bottle or procure regular size 
from your druggist today. 

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F. 
255 Temple Street, Springfield, Mass. 

ABSORBINEJR 

\'K 

jjjgjjgjj 

If You Like 
to Hunt , 

Fish or C a m p 
You will en joy the 
National Sportsman 

Magazine, with its 160 richly 
illustrated pages, full to over
flowing with interesting sto
ries and valuable information 
about guns, fishing-tackle, 
camp-outfits—the best places 
to go for fish and game, and 
a thousand and one valuable 
" H o w t o " hints for sports
men. The N A T I O N A L 
S P O R T S M A N is just like a 
big camp-fire in the woods 
where thousands of good fel
lows gather once a month and 

l stirring yarns about 
sir experiences wi th 
}d, dog, rifle and gun. 

SPECIAL TRIAL 
OFFER 

Send us 25 cts., stamps 
or coin, and we will 
send you the National 
Sportsman for t h r e e 
months, also one of our 
heavy burnished Or
molu Gold Watch Fobs 
as here shown, with 
russet leather strap and 
and gold-plated buckle. 

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 4 9 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 

A D V I C E T O G O L F E R S . 

Always leave your retriever a t home. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Travel, Resorts, Tours 

^mVc^#fr7£/4S#«t^^^ 

Temple Panama Canal Tours 
South America, Panama Canal, Alaska, 

San Francisco Exposition. Booklet ready. 
TEMPLE TOURS, 149 Tremont Street, BOSTON, MASS. 

T O P H A M T O U R S 
G R A N D T O U R A R O U N D T H E W O R L D 

Small Select parties. Highest class of travel. Tours to Europe, 
South America and the Orient. Write for illustrated booklet R. 
TOPHAM TOURS, 305 S. Rebecca St., PITTSBURGH, PA. 

RO 
Peninsular & Oriental S. N. Co. 
Frequent Sailings, India, China, 
Philippines, Japan , Australia, 
New Zealand, Winter Tours in 
India, Round World Tours. For 
full information apply Cunard 
Line, 21-24 Sta te St., N. Y. 

ONCE A SAILOR—ALWAYS A SAILOR. 

Eight bells. Admiral D. Jones, retired, takes a 

sight for his latitude. 

RAYMOND-WHITCOMB TOURS 
CALIFORNIA 

Parties under escort to the wonderful Panama-Pacific International 
Exposition at San Francisco and the Panama-California Exposition at 
San Diego. Remarkable itineraries. Luxurious special train service 
without change from coast to coast and tours by way of the Panama 
Canal. Make your plans early. 

SOUTH AMERICA 
A series of delightful and novel tours leaving in October, January, 
February, and March. 

ALSO 

TOURS ROUND THE WORLD 
Ask for book of tours in which yoti are interested. 

RAYMOND & WHITCOMB CO. 
Boston New York Philadelphia Chicago San Francisco 

Travel by American Steamers across the Pacific 

SYDNEY, AUSTRALIA 
HONOLULU —SAMOA —SOUTH SEAS 

The comfortable and pleasant route across the Pacific, winter or summer, is 
via T H E S Y D N E Y SHORT L I N E (19 days to Sydney). Splendid 
10,000 ton steamers (Lloyds 100 Ai) sailing from San EranciSCO every two 
weeks to H o n o l u l u , every four weeks to S y d n e y . 
H o n o l u l u is the most attractive spot on entire world tour. Swimming, 
surf boating, etc., at Waikiki Beach " beats them all." The world's greatest 
living- volcalio, Kilauea, can be reached by side trip. 

$110 HONOLULU J first-class \ 
I.round trip \ SYDNEY $300 
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SPECIAL TOUR SOUTH SEAS, $335 — Honolulu, 
Samoa, Australia,New Zealand, Raratonga, Tahiti, etc. 

OCEANIC S. S. CO., 673 Market St., SAN FRANCISCO 

Send for faide r. 

Various other tours, including J a v a , China, J a p a n , and R o u n d 
the Wor ld . 

SOUTH AMERICA 
Nto t^N^ V WiH attract 
alAK x travelers seeking 
/ ^ health, recreation or business 

opportunity. Frequent sailings to 
\ Barbados, Bahia, Rio de Janeiro, 
|\ Santos, Montevideo and Buenos 
I Ayres. 
' TOURS AROUND SOUTH AMERICA 

Over the Andes by rail and through 
the Panama Canal. Write to 

BUSK & DANIELS, GEN. AGTS. 
309 Produce Exchange, New York 

UK LOCAL AGENTS 

LAMPORT & HOLT LINE 



TR A VEL RESORTS— TOURS 

W A S H I N G T O N D. C . 

HOTEL DRISCOLL 
Faces U. S. Capitol. Near 
Union. Station. Amidst 
Show Places. Running 
Water, Klectric Fans in 
Rooms. B a t h G r a t i s . 
Garage. Music. Am. S3, 
Eur. 01.50 up. Booklet. 

marhle. At center of things. English will. 
Auto Bus. Booms gl up- With hath $2 up. 

A T L A N T I C C I T Y N . J . 

Above illustration shows but one section of 
this magnificent and sumptuously fitted 
house—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed 
Solariums overlook the Board-walkand the 
Ocean. The environment, convenience and 
comforts of the Marlborough-BJenheim and 
the invigorating climate at Atlantic City 
make this the ideal place for a Fall sojourn. 
Always open. Write for handsomely illus
trated booklet. Josiah White &. Sons Com
pany, Proprietors <fc Directors.* 

New stone, brick & steel building. Always 
open, always ready, always busy. Table 
and attendance unsurpassed. 
Where-To-Go forms close for Nov. Mag
azines, Oct. 1st., and for D e c , Nov. 1st. 

HEALTH RESORTS 

THE SANITARIUM BATTLE CREEK.MICH.Box l09 

Mt CLEMENS FAMOUS MINERAL BATHS 

C H I C A G O I L L . 

" Well, well! did you ever milk before ? " 
" Not exactly, but I've had a good deal of practice with a fountain pen." 
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EVERYBODYS-MSCLURE'S-MUNSEY'S-OUTING-REVIEW OF R E V I E W S - S C R I B N E R S - W O R L D S WORK 
8TH YEAR - E S T A B L I S H ED TO GIVE R E L I A B L E INFORMATION TO REAPERS OF THESE MAGAZINES IN T R A V E L PLANNING. 

W R I T E : T O T H E S E A D V E R T I S E R S F O R F LI R T M E R P A R T I C U L A R S 
_ - ^ _ O R T O C . E . . B E C A M E " . R R E S . W M E R E - T O - G O . 8 B E A C O N S T . B O S T O N . M A S S - * ^ 

* - Hotel Resort -&-TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT 
APPEARING MONTHLY IN ALL 7 OF THESE MAGAZINES 

Where To Go 

N E W Y O R K C I T Y 

If Coming To New York 
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates ? 

CLENDENING 188W.103St. 
New York 

Select, homelike, economical. Suite 
of parlor, bedroom, private bath for 
two persons, $2.00 daily per suite. 
Write for Booklet H., with map of city. 

H O T E L C H E L S E A 
W e s t 23d St . a t 7 th Ave . , N e w Y o r k 
5 0 0 R o o m s , 4 0 0 B a t h s . F i reproof . 
RESTAURANT A LA CARTE & TABLE D'HOTE. 
Rooms ad-joining bath, $1 up, with private 
bath,$2. AVrite for colored map 1LR" of city. 

14™ f L SlS-fl.W. 
WASHINSTON-D.C. 

tmapuHPiM 
2/50UP. 

AMMCMPM 
I $3 SOUP 

DEWEY 
HOTEL A MODERN STRUCTURE 
IM THE MOST FASHIONABLE PART OF THE 
CITY-FIVE MINUTES WALK TO WHITE 
HOUSE.U.S.TREASURY.5TATE.WAR AND NAVY 
BIDGS.AND STORES-EDGAR BR0NK.PROR-

S E A T T L E W A S H . 

Hotel Savoy. "12 stories of solid com
fort." concrete,steel & 

Atlantic City. MARLBOROUGH-
B L E N H E I M . 

ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 
Hotel and Sanatorium. Galen Hall. 

CEMEBEgggHaasgai 
The Chicago Beach HoTel only len mitiures from Ihealres 
and shoppino centers IJaihina, canoeing, yochiinv. tennis 
Oplf, riding moiormo oil ihc sports offeKe and lounlnj 
large.airy rooms, single or en suite. u>ifb private baths 

Serrice and cuisine un
excelled -American or 
European plan-Write 
for rales and booMel 
CHICAGO BEACH HOTEL 
HYDE PARK BLVD 
ON THE LAKE SHORE 

CHICAGO*"** 

FOR RHEUMATISM AND NERVOUS BREAK DOWNS 
WRITE FDR INFORMATION 
-BOX-G mT. CLEMEATS 
• -,. ••— ' M I C H 

THE COLONIAL 

cat supervision WRITE FOR PROSPECTUS — 

The BattleCreeK Sanitarium affords the most abundant 
facilities (or rest.recreation and health improvement The 
unique diet system.physical culture classes interesting, 
health lectures.swimming qolf. tennis molorinq.boalinq. 
and a hundred other attractive features fill each days pro
gram with useful entertainment Guests have the combined 
advantaqes to be derived from favorable climatic conditions, 
home-like surrouridinqs.scienlilic methods.and daily medi* 

COME TO BATTLE CREEK 



TRA VEL-RESORTS-TOURS 

NOW is the time to plan the trip. 
Delay may mean loss of just the 
accommodations you are after. Write us to

day and let us tell you how to secure maximum com
fort at minimum cost. Everything has been done to 
make the service this season better than ever. You 
can have a luxurious stateroom with twin beds and 
private bath; a stateroom without bath but with pri
vate toilet, or more modest quarters where the service 
is just as perfect but the cost a little less. As for the 
table service and cuisine, you will find them both 
faultless. There are broad sunny decks for recreation, 
spacious social halls, the latest magazines; in fact, 
everything for your security, ease and comfort. 

New York to Jacksonville 
calling at historic Charleston, S. C , with direct rail 
connections to all points south and southeast. . 

October and November Bookings Now Open 
We can also plan your winter itinerary to include Cuba, Porto 
Rico, Mexico, Texas and other delightful resorts of 

A p TV/I THE AMERICAN 
n u W l MEDITERRANEAN 

Write today for rates and reservations. 

3B 
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Florida 

CLYDE LINE, Pier 36, North River 
N E W Y O R K 

DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES: 
BOSTON-192 Washington Street 

PH1LADELPHIA-701 Chestnut Street 
WASH1NGTON-1306 F Street Northwest 

NEW YORK—290 Broadway 
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"A.B.A" 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

A m e r i c a n 
B a n k e r s 

•Association 
Cheques 

The sale of "A. B. A." Cheques for use throughout the United 
States continues as usual, and the cheques are affording to 
travelers in " the S ta t e s " their cus tomary service of protection and 
convenience in respect to money matters . 

The sale of "A. B. A." Cheques for foreign use has been dis
continued temporarily, it being impossible to give positive assur
ance to tourists that t ravelers ' credits will be uniformly honored 
abroad at all places under conditions which change from day to day. 

Through the co-operation of the Officers of the United States 
Government, Committees of Bankers in New York, London and 
Paris were enabled in a very short time to perfect ar rangements 
for protecting all forms of travelers ' credits issued by American 
institutions and firms; and holders of travelers ' cheques and letters 
of credit have been by this means relieved from the serious conse
quences of the sudden paralysis of customary banking facilities 
abroad. 

As soon as conditions warrant , the sale cf " A. B. A . " Cheques 
for use abroad will be resumed. 

BANKERS TRUST COMPANY, Trustee 
New York City 
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TREASURES 
OF THE 

HOUSEHOLD 

Every household has its moments of 
danger, when even a scene of merrymaking 
may be turned into a sudden tragedy. A 
candle, a lamp, a box of matches, through 
a single careless act, may rob the home of 
its treasures and fill the heart with lifelong 
sorrow. 

Brass and Nickel-plated Pyrene Fire Extinguishers are included in the lists of Approved Fire Appliances issued by 
the National Board of Fire Underwriters, examined and labeled under the direction of the Underwriters' Laboratories 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

THE PYRENE FIRE EXTINGUISHER gives, not protection alone, 
but that which is equally important, the constant feeling of security. 

Aside from its efficiency when the fire does come, it repays its modest 
cost a hundred times a year in peace of mind. 

Hanging on the wall, it constantly reminds you that it will throttle 
at its inception every form of fire—the gasoline and electric fire, the 
kitchen grease fire, as well as the ordinary blaze. So handy that a woman 
or child can use it—may be readily refilled. Indorsed and used by the 
largest institutions in the country. 

At Leading Dealers Everywhere. Write for Literature. 

PYRENE MANUFACTURING CO., 1358 Broadway, N. Y. 

Size 14 *w« 
long; 3 in. 
diameter; 
weight 6 lbs. 

Aberdeen. S. D. 
Alton 
Anderson ,S. C. 
Atlanta 
Baltimore 
Birmingham 

Boston 
Bridgeport 
Buffalo 
Butte 
Charlotte. N. C. 
Charleston,W.Va. 

Chicago 
Cincinnati 
Cleveland 
Dayton 
Denver 
Detroit 

Pyrene 
FIRE EXTINGUISHERS 

Duluth 
Fargo. N. D. 
Jacksonville 
Louisville 
Memphis 
Milwaukee 

Nashville 
New Orleans 
Oklahoma City 
Philadelphia 
Phoenix 
Pittsburg 

Richmond 
St. Louis 
St. Paul 
Salt Lake City-
San Antonio 
York. Neb. 

PACIFIC COAST D I S T R I B U T O R S : GORHAM F I R E APPARATUS CO. , San F ranc i sco , Los Angeles, Sea t t l e 
D i s t r i b u t o r s for C a n a d a : M a y - O a t w a y Fire A l a r m s , L td . , W i n n i p e g , Vancouver , T o r o n t o 

D i s t r i b u t o r s for G r e a t B r i t a i n a n d t h e C o n t i n e n t : T h e Pyrene Co . , L t d . , 19-21 G r e a t Queen S t . , L o n d o n , W. C. 

61 
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PACKARD 

PACKARD MOTOR CAR COMPANY-DETROIT 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

B 
BEAUTY is a human necessity. Taste is 
the faculty of discerning it. 
Every time we make a selection for our-

selves, our home or our friends, we are reveal-
ing our true selves, and putting ourselves on 
record as possessing taste or lacking it. 

While it is true that some will manufac-
ture the things the many require, it is also true 
that the many will demand better things. 

Prestige of the producer increases in direct 
ratio as raw material is advanced from the level 
of mere utility to the higher one that seeks 
to beautify and convey esthetic satisfaction. 

FROM A MONOGRAPH ON "TASTE" PUBLISHED IN THE GRAPHIC ARTS 

Ash the man who owns one 

Packard 
L i m o u s i n e w i t h 

cab sides 
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"Standard" C O N R E D B A T H 
FOR RIGHT CORNER 

LEFT CORNER SHOWN ABOVE 

"S tanda rd " P IERCON BATH 
BUILDS INTO W A L L AT BACK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBArER'S MAGAZINE 

The BUILT-IN Bath Is In VogueToday 
ST Y L E S progress in baths just as in other furnishings for the modern home. 

The noteworthy advance represented by "Standard" porcelain enam
eled built-in baths is the result of our years of effort to produce a fixture which 
would represent the last word in sanitation and convenience, at a reasonable 
cost. These baths bear the " S t a n d a r d " "Green and Gold" Guarantee Label. 

Features of "Standard" Built-in Baths 

Standard" RECONA BATH 
FOR RECESS OR ALCOVE 

The baths shown here are made in one-piece, 
enameled all-over, with the outside as glossy as 
the inside. (When, to lower cost, enameled in
side only is desired, they should be so ordered. 
However, enameled all-over is more desirable.) 

They build into the wall and floor, thereby 
reducing care and cleaning to a minimum. No 
reaching nor stooping to clean under and back 
of the bath — no space for dust and splashings. 

They are lower than the ordinary type of bath, 
yet have better bathing accommodations. Only 
18 inches from bottom to top, and 17 inches 
deep inside. 

Consult your Architect or Plumber about "Standard" Built-in Baths, 
or see all types displayed in the "Standard" Showrooms listed below. 
Our book, "Modern Bathrooms," showing these baths and complete 
line of "Standard" Plumbing Fixtures, sent free upon request to persons 
directly interested. If possible, send name of Architect or Plumber 

Dept. C Standard Sanitary Mfa. Co. Pittsburgh, Pa. 

New York . . 35 West 31 st Street 
Chicago . . 900 S. Michigan Ave. 

and 656-662 Washington Boulevard 
Philadelphia . 1215 Walnut Street 
Pittsburgh . . 106 Federal Street 
St. Louis . . 100 N. Fourth Street 
Boston . . 186 Devonshire Street 

Louisville . 319-23 W. Main Street 
Erie, Pa. . . 17-19 W. 1 1 th Street 
Cincinnati . . 633 Walnut Street 
Nashville . 315 Tenth Avenue, S. 
New Orleans . 846 Baronne Street 
Cleveland . . 4505 Euclid Avenue 
Houston, Tex. Preston & Smith Sts. 
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Fort Worth, Tex. Front & Jones Sts. 
San Antonio, Tex. 212 Losoya Street 
San Francisco . . 719 Rialto Bldg. 
Toronto, Can. 59 Richmond St., E. 
Hamilton, Can., 20-28 Jackson St..W. 



64 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

IVORY SOAP. . IVORY 9944/100% PURE 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

M M O T H E R ' S lace 
bodice of days 

g o n e b y b e c o m e s 
daughter 's lace tunic 
of today. It has sur
vived the years and 
is as charming now 
as e v e r b e c a u s e 
the rare, old hand
work never has been 
washed with anything 
but Ivory Soap. 

Ivory washes safely 
the finest, sheerest materials be
cause, in its way, it is just as delicate 
and pure as they. It contains noth
ing coarse, nothing harsh, nothing 
inferior; no impurities, no substitutes, no makeshifts. 

Ivory Soap is genuine, through and through; it is pure, high grade 
soap — nothing else—and therefore entirely harmless to any lace or 
other delicate fabric that is not injured by water. 



Insist on Libby's with the Blue Triangle 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 

Pineapple 
Hawaiian 

Libby's 

Honolulu and Chicago Libby, McNeill & Libby 

Tropical Suns under 
Fully Ripened 



REG.U.S.PAT.OFF. 

PURE DELCIOUS WHOLESOME 

BAKER'S COCOA 
HAS CHARACTER 

the character that comes from an exact knowledge 
of the proper way to blend cocoa beans of high 

quality and by means of a perfect mechanical 
process produce an unexcelled food drink. 

That is why one never tires of it 
WALTER BAKER & CO. LTD. 

ESTABLISHED 178O DORCHESTER, MASS. 
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