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MAGAZINE NOTES 
There is no one writing fiction to-day whose 

work is more admired or more respected for 
its fine qualities of literary workmanship than 
John Galsworthy. He has made a distinct 
place for himself among the great novelists 
who take their work seriously, and he never 
fails to inspire his readers with his evident sin
cerity, high purpose, and broad sympathy with 
and understanding of life. The new serial for 
1915 , which will begin in the January num
ber, " T h e Freelands," which the author de
scribes as " A Tragi-com-
edy of the English country
side," gives every promise 
of being the most absorb
ing and important work 
that he has written. I t is 
a long story, and will run 
nearly through the year. 
Mr . Galsworthy 's " D a r k 
Flower ," which also ran as 
a serial in this magazine, 
was notably successful, and 
it has had a very large sale 
in book form. Mr . Gals
worthy is a poet and an 
idealist. His article in a 
recent number, "Though t s 
on Th i s W a r , " has awa
kened the widest comment. 

*>• 

M a d a m e Waddington, 
who was in Paris when the 
war began, has written the 
a c c o u n t of her flight to 
a little country place, and 
gives her impressions and observations of the 
journey, and of the country " I n War T imes . " 
I t is one of those intimate pictures of people 
and scenes that makes you realize to the full 
what war means, not only to the men who go 
to the front, but to those who remain at home, 
women, children, and the old. Everywhere 
were evidences of privation, of hardship, of 
sacrifice. On the way she passed troops of 
soldiers, companies of the wounded. Madame 
Waddington 's own home was in the path of 
the armies, the English troops had occupied it, 
but only did " a little harm." " T h e n came 
the Germans, who stayed eight days. T h e y 
have entirely demolished the inside of the 
house, stolen linen, dresses, all the 'batterie de 
cuisine,' twenty-nine lamps, the silver broken, 
and spoilt all the furniture. In the ' cabine t ' 

John Galsworthy, author of the new serial, 
" The Freelands." 

stolen medals, arms, ransacked and thrown 
about all the papers; all the bedding spoilt; 
one new automobile taken; an old one left; 
the outside is intact. 

" I don't think we could have prevented it. 
I could not leave Charlotte there alone with 
her boys to face these savages, and even if I 
could have left Henrietta, I don't think I could 
have prevented anything, a woman alone; but 
it is awful to think of our house ruined and so 
much of value taken. All my husband's papers 

were there, locked and pad
locked in a case, but that, 
of c o u r s e , w a s e a s i l y 
smashed." She pays a hi.^h 
tribute to the splendid 
work of the American am
bassador, Myron T . Her-
rick. "Nei ther French nor 
Americans will ever forget 
what he has done here, 
and, of course, his remain
ing in Paris has reassured 
people very much." 

^ » ^ 

A great many readers of 
the Magazine will recall 
Robert Louis Stevenson's 
"Le t te r to a Young Gentle
man who Proposes to E m 
brace the Career of A r t . " 
It was published in Sep
tember, iSSS, and with it 
" A Letter to the Same 
Y o u n g G e n t l e m a n , " by 
Stevenson's friend, Will H . 

Low, the painter. In the January number will 
appear a heretofore unpublished essay, by 
Stevenson, " O n the Choice of a Profession." 
I t was found among his papers and the in
dications are that it was written in the same 
year as the other essay, when he was spending 
the winter at Saranac, in 1SS7-S8, and writ
ing his series of End Papers for this magazine. 

^ ^* 

N o one incident of the war has met with 
more universal condemnation than the shelling 
of the cathedral at Rheims. I t was priceless 
as an example of the beautiful French gothic, 
and its destruction appeared the brutal and 
needless ruthlessness of a great nation whose 
civilization was thought to lead the world. 
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Richard Harding Dav i s was an eye-witness of 
the event, and he has written his impressions 
of the scene for the coming number. He was 
in Louvain also when the Germans were doing 
the great damage there, but shut up in the 
compartment of the train in which he was en 
route to Brussels. 

From time immemorial, beginning with the 
primitive scratchings on cave walls, war has 
been a subject for pic
torial representation. In 
E g y p t there are hundreds 
of carvings of famed war
riors, and the beautiful 
sculpture of Greece cele
brated great heroes in 
war. Rufus Fa i r ch i l d 
Zogbaum, the artist, who 
has made many drawings 
and paintings of our own 
troops, has written of 
" W a r and the Art is t ." 
The article will be illus
trated with a number of 
famous paintings. 

E. Alexander Powell, 
who was in Antwerp dur
ing the bombardment,has 
written a most graphic 
account of his experi
ences in " T h e Fall of 
An twerp . " He begins by 
making some comments 
on the English reinforce
ments that were sent 
there, and goes on to describe the flight of the 
people when the situation became hopeless, 
and the awful effect of the giant German 
siege-guns. His impression of the magnificent 
equipment of the German troops agrees with 
Mr . Davis ' s article about the Germans in 
Brussels. Mr. Powell says the siege was 
'"Hell with the lid off, and I am not using 
the expression lightly, either." N o part of 
the article makes a greater appeal to the 
sympathies than the description of the scenes 
along the roads of flight of the people: " I 
saw monks in woollen robes and sandals bear
ing wounded men on stretchers. I saw white-

faced nuns urging forward groups of war-
orphaned children who had been confided to 
their care. I saw mothers, so weak and ill 
that they could scarcely totter forward, with 
week-old babies in their arms. I saw priests 
assisting the feeble and the wounded. I saw 
springless farm-wagons filled wi th wounded 
soldiers, with bandaged heads and arms, and 
with piteous white faces, and through the 
straw beneath them the blood dripped— 
dripped—dripped, leaving a crimson trail along 

the road." 

There will be a story 
by Mar} - R. S. Andrews 
in the January number 
that promises in a differ
ent w a y to rival the 
wonderful and deserved 
popularity of her famous 
Lincoln storv. " T h e Per
fect T r ibu t e ' " T h e title 
is " C o a l s of F i re ," and 
it tells of the great work 
started in war b y pre t ty 
Aileen O 'Hara—a work 
of self-sacrifice in behalf 
of the men who were to 
give their lives for their 
country. I t has a charm
ing love element. 

Olive Tilford Dargan , 
the author of a long 
poem, " T h i s W a r , " in 
the January number, has 

olive TUford Dargan. taken a very high place 
among the serious poets 

and dramatists of to-day. She is a K e n t u c k y 
woman, a graduate of the Universi ty of Nash
ville and of Radcliffe. Her published volumes 
include: " T h e Path-Flower, and Other Vers
es ," " T h e Mortal Gods, and Other D r a m a s , " 
"Lords and Lovers , and Other D r a m a s , " and 
' 'Semiramis ." 

Jessie Willcox Smith's "Dickens ' s Ch i ld ren" 
are well remembered. In the January num
ber will appear four reproductions in colors of 
her paintings of Kipl ing 's children: " T h e y " 
" B a a B a a B l a c k S h e e p , " " Wee Willie Wink i e ' ' ' 
and the "Brushwood B o y . " 

8 
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IMPORTANT CHRISTMAS BOOKS 

The MAN off IRON 
B y R I C H A R D D E H A N 

Author of "Between Two Thieves," "One Braver Thing," etc. 
A. story of the Franco-Prussian W a r ; of Bismarck, man of iron, of a young war correspondent and the 
high-spirited daughter of a distinguished French cavalry officer. Vivid and passionate is the recital of 
the hero's exciting adventures and romance. Bismarck stands out as a living, breathing personality, 
pictured while the success of his epoch-making plans hang in the balance. Here is a wealth of material 
for character, plot and situation, and Richard Dehan makes the most of it in four hundred odd pages. 
A tremendous story to read, recommend and read a^ain. 

At all booksellers 

GERMAN 
MASTERS 

of ART 
B y H E L E N A . D I C K I N S O N 

T h e first adequate history of 
early G e r m a n art—the master
p ieces as yet untouched by war . 
T h e author has made a special 
study of the original paint ings 
and writes with insight and in
spiration. Specia l attention is 
devoted to von Byrde , C ranach , 
Gr i inewald , Moser , the two 
Holbe ins , Diirer , etc. 4 illus
trations in color and 100 in 
monotone . Cloth, 4(0, $5.00 net 

Cloth, 12/no, $i.JS net 

The FOREST 
of ARDEN 

B y G E O R G E W H A R T O N 

E D W A R D S 

Mr. Edwards writes of Shake
speare 's " F o r e s t of A r d c n , " t h e 
beautiful Ardennes region of 
Be lg ium through which he 
made a leisurely p i lgr image 
while it lay charming and un
spoiled by the tourist and little 
suspect ing the tide of devas
tation that has since rolled over 
it. Mr . Edwards ' lovely draw
ings in color emphasize the 
picturesqucness of the country 
and its people . W i t h 6 illus
trations in colors and 25 in 
black and white. 

Quarto, in box, $4.50 "ft. 

BOOKS ON THE WAR 

T R E I T S C H K E 
Select ions from Lectures on 

Politics 

T h e only English edition of the words 
of the great professor so often cited 
by Bernhardi. Here is what the 
great spokesman of militarism really 
said. Cloth. 121110. ?5 cents net. 

R A D A W O M A N and W A R T R E I T S C H K E 
Select ions from Lectures on 

Politics 

T h e only English edition of the words 
of the great professor so often cited 
by Bernhardi. Here is what the 
great spokesman of militarism really 
said. Cloth. 121110. ?5 cents net. 

B v A L F R E D N O Y E S B y O L I V E S C H R E I N E R 

T R E I T S C H K E 
Select ions from Lectures on 

Politics 

T h e only English edition of the words 
of the great professor so often cited 
by Bernhardi. Here is what the 
great spokesman of militarism really 
said. Cloth. 121110. ?5 cents net. 

Christianity vs. W a r is the theme of 
this powerful play whose action takes 
place in a Balkan village on Christmas 
Eve. It pictures with almost pro
phetic exactness scenes which may 
now be taking place in the field of 
conflict. Cloth. i2ino. Oo cents net. 

This part of that classic, " W o m a n 
and Labor," written after the author's 
personal experience of warfare, is the 
best and most eloquent statement of f 
what war means to women and what 
their relation is and should be to war. f 

Boards. l2mo. jo cents net f 

M c C L U R E ' S 
" A U T O B I O G R A P H Y " 

"Goes on the same shelf with Jacob Riis' ' T h e Making of 
an American,' Booker Washington's ' U p from Slavery' and 
Mary Antin's ' T h e Promised Land.' "—Brooklyn Eagle. 
" T h e most difficult book to stop writing about and quoting 
that we have met in a year."—Chicago Evening Post. 

Cloth, large 12tno, illustrated, $1.75 net 

H O L I D A Y GIFTS 
r , r T C E ^ ^ y / F . A . 

l l l r 1 9 / STOKES CO. 

f 449 Fourlh Ave. 
A large variety of books, serious, f New Tork 
humorous, juvenile, etc., suitable for w 
holiday gifts are fully described in / ^ J j ^ 
4b-page illustrated pampnlet: with X Announcement, 
beautiful colored cover. Write M 
for free copy. f 

FREDERICK A. S T O K E S C O M P A N Y / 
f S u - t 4 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



10 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

In 
the January SCRIBNER 
The leading Fiction of the year 

The new Serial by 

JOHN GALSWORTHY 
THE FREELANDS 

A Tragi-comedy of the English Country side 
To run most through the year 

" On the Choice of a Profession," an 
unpublished essay by ROBERT LOUIS 
STEVENSON. 

Richard Harding Davis will describe the 
shelling and destruction of the Rheims 
Cathedral, of which he was an eye
witness. 

A graphic and impressive account of 
'•The Fall of Antwerp,''by E.Alexander 
Powell. 

Madame Waddington, whose French 
borne was occupied and all but demol
ished by the Germans, gives a picture 
of rural France " in war time." It is a 
scene of desolate homes, of the passing 
of troops, of the wounded, and of the 
hard struggle for existence. 

Do 
A story for the limes: -'Coals of Fire," 
by Mary R. S. Andrews, author of 

" The Perfect Tribute." This is a story 
with a most original idea, of the work 
that Aileen O'Hara began in a great 
war, in the cause of humanity and to 
further the cause of women, by setting 
an example of self-sacrifice. It is a 
story that grips your heart and stirs 
the emotions irresistibly. 

Olive Tilford Dargan, one of the most 
distinguished of contemporary poets, 
contributes a long poem about " This 
War." It is inspired by high feeling 
and imagination and expresses with 
great dignity the significance and 
thought of the present world-conflict. 

" Kipling's Children." four full-page 
paintings by Jessie Willcox Smith, re
produced in colors. 

Other Articles, Stories, Poems, etc. 

Subscriptions to Scrilmcr'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 curreney if sent by registered mail, yo 
extra charge for Canadian postage. For other countries in the postal anion single subscriptions $4.00. 
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ouwill 
want to read SCRIBNER'S 
MAGAZINE in 1915 : 
Colonel Goethals's "Own Story" of the 
Building of the Panama Canal 

I. Colonel George W. Goethals 
the man who has been at the head of the 
greatest constructive work of peace, the 
Panama Canal, will write the story of 
its building and the important ques
tions which had to be solved. Colonel 
Goethals is a man of deeds. This is the 
first and only account of this great work 
that he has written. There will be 
four articles: 

1. He will set forth the reasons, in the light 
of his experience, for preferring work 
done by the Government to private contract 

colonel George w. Goethals work in the construction of the Canal. 

2. All LABOR PROBLEMS during the seven years of active Canal construction 
were settled so satisfactorily that the entire force was contented, enthusiastic, 
and loyal. Colonel Goethals will set forth in this article the methods by 
which that result was obtained. 

3. The ORGANIZATION OF THE GREAT FORCE of 40,000 men was a 
marvel of perfection. Colonel Goethals will describe how this was achieved. 

4. The ADMINISTRATIVE SIDE of the Canal was as important as the en
gineering side. It was a novel experiment in civil government, nothing like it 
having arisen in American experience. Colonel Goethals will elucidate the 
methods of administration employed. The articles will all be fully illustrated. 

2 5 Reasons why y 
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II. The Personality of Colonel Goethals 
will be written about in a preliminary article b y J O S E P H B . B I S H O P , author of " T h e 
Panama Gateway ," and for nine years Secretary of the Isthmian Canal Commiss ion. 
M r . Bishop wil l 'give in detail Col . Goethals 's methods of meeting and solving the 
many problems that confronted him from day to day, illustrating it with numerous 
anecdotes and incidents. I t will be a pen picture of the great canal builder on the job. 

The European War 

III. Articles by Richard Harding 
Davis, James F. J. Archibald, 
Madame Waddington, William 
Morton Fnllerton, E. Alexan
der Powell, Mrs. Wharton. 
A monthly magazine cannot fill the place of a 
newspaper in reporting events but it can d o 
what is impossible to the daily p a p e r — g i v e 
carefully written accounts of the larger phases of 
the conflict and the significant problems that 
accompany a great European readjustment. 
S C R I B N E R ' S has a representative with the Allies 
and one with the German and Austrian forces. 
R I C H A R D H A R D I N G D A V I S has already been at 
the front in Belgium and in France, and one 
of his experiences involved a forced sojourn 
with the German A r m y when they occupied 
Brussels and Louvain . Whatever M r . Davis 
sees he can describe with rare vividness. 

J A M E S F . J. A R C H I B A L D , a war correspondent with great experience, from the Spanish 
War to the days when he was one of the few American correspondents with the 
Russian Army in the Japanese War , is with the German-Austrian forces. H e will 
describe that side in S C R I B N E R ' S . 

J O H N G A L S W O R T H Y , the English novelist, will contribute his " T h o u g h t s on This W a r . " 
W I L L I A M M O R T O N F U L L E R T O N , author of "P rob lems of Power , " will write on the 
international problems of the war. 
E. A L E X A N D E R P O W E L L , in Antwerp and Belgium generally, has seen many things 
which lie will describe. Other phases of the war will be written about as events 
develop. 

Ffoin a photograph 
cupyriylit by L'nderirood d~ I'ndtiicovd 

W o u n d e d m e m b e r s of the B l a c k W a t c h R e g 
iinent b a c k in L o n d o n 

In 1915 you will probably do your travelling in the United States. 
Interesting features of travel in the United States will be depicted 
in Scribner's 

IV. Motor Number 
Travellers will be interested in the annual M o t o r Number (February) . Unique 
trips in unusual parts of the United States will be described, as well as the latest 
and most striking development of the motor car itself, bo th gasolene and electric 
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V. Dwight L. Elmendorf 
whose lectures have been annually attended b y many thousands, has never per
mitted his photographs to be reproduced, except a few in Scribner's. In 1915 
Scribner's will publish several groups of Elmendorf pictures: 
1. The Pacific Coast from San Diego to Seattle. 
2. The Beauties of the National Parks—Yosemite, Grand Canyon, Yellowstone, Mount Rainier. 

Walter Damrosch 

Letters and Reminiscences have always been a 
feature of Scribner's, from the Thackeray Let
ters in the first volume to the remarkable Diary 
of James Gallatin recently published. This year 

there will be several unusual personalities revealed 

VI. Walter Damrosch 
leader of the N e w Y o r k Symphony Orchestra, and associ
ated with musical affairs from his childhood, will give 
his " M u s i c a l Memor ies , " in which appear some of the 
greatest German composers, Wagner, Liszt, and the 
intimate circle of his father's musical home in Germany. 

VII. Brander Matthews 
will give some early London memories of a literary circle which included D o b -
son, Gosse, Henley — the then young men of letters who frequented the 
Savile Club. 

VIII. Madame Waddington 
will give a very personal picture of Cowes Regatta week, which is always 
attended by the King. Illustrated. 

IX. French Impressions of Colonial America 
Charles H . Sherr i l l has for years been collecting them, not only from print 
but from manuscript sources, particularly in the great French National Library. 
T h e y reveal the gayer side of American life in the colonies. Illustrated with 
rare prints. 

Articles by Artists about Artistic Subjects: 

X. Kenyon Cox 
one of the best writers about the art which he prac
tises so skilfully, will contribute three articles on The 
Golden Age of Painting: 

3. 

The Culmination of the Renaissance. 
The Venetians. 
Flemish and Dutch Art of the Seventeenth Century. 

XI. Ernest Peixotto 
has been for months drawing the beautiful things in 
Portugal, and he will describe them in three articles. Fnjm a prtintini/ for " Old CI 

SiiifiK," by W. J. Ay I uu i 
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The Fiction will include: 

XII. A Serial Novel by John Galsworthy 
"The Freelands," a story, of the length of "The 
Country House." 

XIII. A Short Serial by Edith Wharton 
called "Bunner Sisters." 

XIV. Short Fiction 
John Galsworthy abundantly illustrated, by M a r y R. S. Andrews, Kath

arine Ful lerton Gerotjld, M a ry Synon, Gordon 
A r thur Smith, Nelson L loyd, Armistead C . Gordon, James B. Connolly, 
Katharine Hol land Brown, and many others will be given in each number 
and with unusual abundance in 

XV. The Fiction Number 
(August), which always contains the best group of short stories of the 
year. 

XVI. The Christinas Number 
(December), with its many beautiful illustrations. 

Special Elaborate Illustrations in Colors: y T ^ \ s : - J 
• • - -

Z1 

XVII. " Kipling's Children," by Jessie 
Willcox Smith 

XVIII. "Old Clipper Ships," by W. J. 
Aylward 

XIX. Twelve Color Frontispieces 
illustrating significant periods in United States 
history. 

X X . Four Plates on "Modern Dan
cing," and four "Fete Days," 
by H. C. Christy 

XXI. Autochrome Pictures of Egypt 
Direct photographs in colors, by Ear le H \rrison f'"'" " t r a w i n < 1 *» E r n e s i p*'*<>tto 

* /OR hig article* on Portugal 

i f f ™ 
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XXII. Special Paintings Reproduced in Color 
by F R A N K B B A N G W T N , W Y E T H , W . R . L E I G H , ZULOAGA, M R S . ABBOTT, G U E R I N , 

B L E N D O N CAMPBELL . A notably beautiful reproduction will be one of the 
famous Fragonard panels in the great Morgan collection. 

mm 
XXIII. Good Poetry 

not eccentric verse or " magazine verse," has been and will be a feature of 
SCRIBNER'S—from both the newer poets and the elder. Among them are 
H E N R Y VAN D Y K E , E D W I N ARLINGTON ROBINSON, 
JOSEPHINE PRESTON PEABODY, A R T H U R D A V I S O N 
F I C K E , and BLISS C A R M A N . 

XXIV. Outdoor Articles 
by JESSE L Y N C H W I L L I A M S and others, with Out
door Pictures b y A . B . FROST . " T a r p o n Fishing," 
b y JOHN F O X , JR . Illustrated. 

XXV. Notable Single Articles 
An unpublished essay of Robert Louis 
Stevenson will follow his only unpub
lished fiction, '*The Waif Woman," in the 
current Christmas Number. 
H O N . G E O R G E B . M C C L E L L A N will give his impres
sions of Russia; ERNEST THOMPSON SETON will 
write and illustrate an animal romance; " M . Le 
Cure's Lunch Par ty ," b y ELIZABETH SHEPLEY 
SARGENT , an experience in old Provence, will 
have charming illustrations made at the scene b y 

From a drau-iny by Thornton Ookley 
I HORNTON (JAKLEY. f„r "JF. U C „ r e ; Lunch Parly " 
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There are many other reasons for 
reading SCRIBNER'S in 1915, known 
to all its old friends and easily discovered 
by the new ones. Those who have read 
SCRIBNER'S take for granted that it will have 
the best work of the best writers, the best 
pictures by the best artists, and that it will 
be printed in the best manner and go into 
the best homes. 

Cupytiyltt by Churlrs Scribiii Sun.i 
One of the special frontispieces, from a painting by N. C. Wyeth 

A Holiday Suggestion: I n m a k i n g u P y<™r list of cimst-
1 2 2 mas and New Year gifts, is there 

anything for $3.00, the price of a year's subscription, that would be 
more apt to please ? It will he a welcome reminder of the giver. 
Subscriptions to Scribner's Magazine man begin with any number. The subscription price is $3.00 a near. 
Remittances by draft, express or postal money order, or in currency if sent by registered, mail. No 
extra charge for Canadian postage. J<\tr other countries in the 2>ostal union single subscriptions $4.00. 
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C h r i s t m a s 

T B o o f e s 
H E N R Y H O L T 

A N D C O M P A N Y 

€ & e 1 5 e s t 

( S i f t s 

W . Heath Robinson, the English artist of whose "Bill the Minder" 
the New York Times said, " His illustrations are the best in color and com
position we have seen in a long time," has done 12 pages in color and 66 
in black and white for a rich, octavo edition of A M I D S U M M E R 
N I G H T ' S D R E A M . Boxed$4.00net 

T H E L E G E N D O F T H E S A C R E D I M A G E b y Se lma Lagerlof 
is a story of inspiring faith, in the manner of the author's other famous 
" Christ Legends." 5 0 cents net 

Romain Rol land has become a world-figure. His fame rests upon 
his trilogy of novels, J E A N - C H R I S T O P H E , which Edmund Gosse 
pronounces " the noblest work of fiction of the twentieth century." Each 
volume, S 1 . 5 0 net + 

T H E R A F T is a 
der book by Coningsby 
ma nee, not of yesterday, 
eral.theleadingcriticsfind 
Dawson's "The Garden 
was the literary surprise 

whimsical, fanciful, ten-
Dawson, rich in the ro-
but of to-dav. In gen-
it an advance upon Mr. 
Without Walls," which 
of last autumn. $ 1 . 3 5 net 

Dorothy Canfield Fisher 's M O T H E R S A N D C H I L D R E N , like 
her " A Montessori Mother," is neither a treatise nor a handbook. In the 
easy, half-humorous manner of a friend " just talking," Mrs. Fisher gives 
the clues to the answer of ten thousand questions about the most impor
tant business in the world—the rearing of children. $1.25 net 

Strictly for people with a sense of humor. In B E L S H A Z Z A R 
C O U R T : ( O R , V I L L A G E LIFE IN N E W Y O R K CITY) S imeon 
Strunsky finds it easy to discover plenty of cheer in the simple, homely 
lives of the big-city villagers. 8 1 . 2 5 net 

T H E C H A N G I N G D R A M A , by Archibald Henderson, author of 
" George Bernard Shaw" and " European Dramatists," discusses the 
changes in the drama itself rather than the work of individual dramatists. 

$ 1 . 5 0 net 

" I f you make a resolution make a ceremony of it." Buy Wi l l iam 
James ' s HABIT , which tells how to build up good habits while killing 
off bad ones. 5 0 cents net 

PUBLISHED AT 34 WEST 33d STREET 
NEW YORK 
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The NEW KIND of BOOKS for GIRLS 
The Finest Christmas Present for Any Girl 

SENT FREE, All Charges Prepaid, for Examination 

280 pages 
7 I 9 iinches 

Play, properly directed, is the most powerful 
educative force in a child's life—stronger than 
school training, and more lasting than endless 
admonitions. 

THE MARY FRANCES BOOKS 
By JANE EAYRE FRYER 

Teach in story form in accordance with this 
principle. Starting with the easiest things, they 
carry the fascinated little reader through an 
absorbing account of M a r y Frances ' experiences, 
b y which is imparted systematic instruction that 
will cling to the child all through life. These 
books are modeled on the plan of the well-known 
Mary Frances Cook Book, so popular for several 
years. 

T H E M A R Y F R A N C E S S E W I N G B O O K 
OR ADVENTURES AMONG THE THIMBLE PEOPLE 

Tells, in as quaint and delightful a story as ever appealed to a child's imagination, how the 
fairy "Thimble Peop le" taught " M a r y Frances" to sew. I t teaches the reader how to make every 
variety of garment—how to make the various stitches—how to use patterns—how to fold and cut 
the material—how to piece it together. The b o o k includes a complete set of patterns for doll 
clothes—undergarments—street clothes—coats—hats—even a wedding dress. Illustrated with 300 
colored drawings that for interest and instruction are absolutely inimitable. Handsomely bound in 
doth. Price, only $1.50. 

The New Mary Frances Book for 1914 

T H E M A R Y F R A N C E S H O U S E K E E P E R 
OR ADVENTURES AMONG THE DOLL PEOPLE 

Instils the fundamentals of good housekeeping through the delightful story of M a r y Frances ' 
experiences in teaching her dolls t o keep house, skilfully taking advantage of the natural childish 
instinct to "play house." A glimpse into this book is enough to make a girl's heart leap, for not 
only does she find the story of the Paper Dol l Family and how they acquired a home, but also 36 
sheets of wonderful paper dolls and patent cut-out furniture requiring no pins or paste. W o v e n 
in to the story is a practical course in housekeeping. Handsomely bound in cloth. Illustrations on 
every page. Price, only $1.50. 

THE JOHN c. WINSTON co. I You Can See One of These Books 
1 0 0 6 A r c h S tree t . Phi ladelphia | X . / " V C Y N P N W 

Please send, al l charges prepaid, the • * » • * • W U I 1 — . A - j J C l l b C 
following M a r y F r a n c e s book as marked. I , . . , 
I will return it or remit price indicated 1 . N o d e s c r i p t i o n c a n d o t h e s e b o o k s j u s t i c e . B u t w h e n y o u exam-
within 5 days. Also send your 70-page i m e t h e m — w h e n y o u r e a d a f e w of t h e p a g e s , a n d r e a l i z e t h e f a s c i n a -
catalogue of other books and Bibles. t i o n of t h e s t o r i e s — w h e n y o u a p p r e c i a t e t h e w o n d e r f u l i d e a o n w h i c h 

. « i en t h e y are b a s e d , y o u wi l l u n d e r s t a n d h o w a l l u r i n g a n d i n s t r u c t i v e t h e v 
Sewing Book » l - 3 0 a re t o a n y g ir l . T h e s e b o o k s are o b t a i n a b l e f r o m a n y b o o k s e l l e r , but 
Housekeeping Book $ 1 . 5 0 I i f y o u h a v e n o b o o k s t o r e a c c e s s i b l e , i n d i c a t e o n t h e c o u p o n w h i c h 
r™lr Rr,r,V SI 20 I ]?oo]c

 y o u

 T

d/.sir?' a n d i t w i U b e sent free, all charges prepaid, for exam-
< _ O O K . - D u o * i n a l w n . I f i t d o e s n o t p l e a s e y o u , s e n d i t b a c k a t o u r e x p e n s e . Y o u 
(Check the book you want) S. 12-14 I p l a c e y o u r s e l f u n d e r n o o b l i g a t i o n in filling i n a n d m a i l i n g t h e c o u p o n . 

I Do it today. 
N a m e i Publishers THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., 
Address ' 
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CHOICE BOOKS FROM THE WINSTON LIST 
Russia 
By THEOPHILE GAUTIER 

T r a n s l a t e d and brought up to date b y Florence M c l n t y r e 
T y s o n . Descr ibes the country and gives a c lear appreciation 
01 the national spirit and temperament, 30 magnificent pho
togravure illustrations. Sumptuously bound. 2 Vols. $3.00. 

The Rhine K'J,^' 
By G. T. C. BARTLEY 

T h e best description of the territory which m a n y military ex
perts predict will ye t be the theater of the decisive period of 
the E u r o p e a n W a r . jo magnificent photogravure illustra
tions. Sumptuously bound. 3 Vols. $j.oo. 

France: Historical and Ro
mantic 

From the Congo 

By JOEL COOK 
T h e territory of all the great battles so far fought in the 

present w a r is del ightful ly described in this book, which covers 
Belgium as wel l as F r a n c e , 30 magnificent photogravure il
lustrations. Sumptuously bound. 2 i'ols. $3.00. 

French Canada \l\ St. Lawrence 
By J. CAST ELL HOPKINS, F.S.S. 

Historical , picturesque, descriptive. T h e latest volume in 
our beautiful photogravure series, circular of which will be sent 
free on request. Cloth, gilt top. $3.00. 

Hunting in the Arctic and Alaska 
By £. MARSHALL SCULL 

A fascinat ing account of an adventurous b ig -game hunt in 
a wild, little-frequented region. 

JJ6 illustrations and 1 1 new maps. >$2.j0 net. 

to the Niger 
and the Nile 

By ADOLPH FPIEDRICH 
T h e description of one of the most remarkable Afr i can ex

peditions in point of results. 
2 Vols. Cloth. 314 illustrations. $Q.OQ net. 

Italy in North Africa 
By W. K. McCLURE 

A full and fair account of I ta ly ' s w a r for a desert. M r . 
M c C l u r e is an observer and writer of exceptional ability. 

Cloth. Illustrated. $2.jO net. 

Napoleon in Exile at Elba 
By NORWOOD YOUNG 

T h r o w s much new light on the E l b a episode, and reveals 
the man unencumbered by the weight of the empire. 

Cloth. J/ valuable illustrations. $5.00 net. 

The Story of Edinburgh Castle 
By LOUIS WEIRTER, R.B.A. 

A romantic story of the historic show-place of Scotland. 
24 colored d r a w i n g s b y the author and Monro S. Orr. 

ches. Extra cloth, fy.oo net. 

The Nations of Europe 
By CHARLES MORRIS 

T h e i l luminating story of the long train of complicated 
events which h a v e culminated in the greatest w a r in history. 

Cloth. Illustrated. $1.50. 

Obtainable from Any Bookseller 

THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY 
Publishers, Philadelphia] 

Table Decorations and Delicacies 
By "HESTER PRICE " 

(MRS. JOHN D. FOLLETT) 

A wide variety of ideas for table decoration, fully illustrated, 
and of unusual methods of serving tasteful dishes. 

Cloth. 06 illustrations. $2.00 net. 

Notable Women in History 
By WILLIS J. ABBOT 

Intimate sketches of women w h o in m a n y periods and 
occupations have put their imprint on the world's history. 

Cloth, gilt top. Illustrated. $2.40. 

The Jackdaw of Rheims 
A n exquisite edition of the famous Tngoldsby legend, with 

twelve beautiful color plates and m a n y incidental pen and ink, 
drawings b y Charles Folkard. S i ze 16% x 1 3 ^ inches. 
Hound in royal purple, stamped in gold, with silk marker. 

Handsomely boxed. S3.00 net. 

Myths and Legends of All Nations 
By LOGAN MARSHALL 

A book to win the heart of every child. E a c h of these great 
stories is illustrated with a beautiful color plate. 

320 pages. Cloth. -$2.00, 

Tales from Shakespeare 
Illustrated with 20 full-page color plates, fur which the 

subjects were posed in the costumes of the nations and times in 
which the stories are set. 320pages. Cloth. $2.00. 

The Bell Haven Eight 
The Bell Haven Nine 
By GEORGE BARTON 

T w o stories in a new series depicting boys' school life. 
Bright , interesting, and out of the beaten path. 

Cloth. Illustrated, bo cents per volume. 

For Boys 

The Three Arrows 
"Remember the Alamo" 

For Boys 

By EDWARD S. ELLIS 

1'hese timely stories of the T e x a s - M e x i c o w a r have all the 
interest of boys' books with a less worthy foundation. 

Cloth. Illustrated, bo cents per volume. 

The Ranch Girls in Europe 
By MARGARET VANDERCOOK 

T h e latest volume in a tremendously popular series auuut 
four charming girls. T h e i r adventures in foreign lands are of 
particular interest Cloth. Illustrated, bo cents per volume. 

CATALOGUE FREE 
T o those who have no local bookstore 

accessible we will send our illustrated 
cata logue describing about Soo books 
and Bibles selected from our list 
of 2,000 publications, and 
600 styles of " Interna- ..•"*" 
tiunal" Bibles. CQ 
Free on R e - V 

q u e s t 

*1 
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EUROPE'S WAR DRAMA 
PRODUCERS: Blunderers and Cynics 

PROLOGUE: The two Balkan Wars 
PLOT: The Attempt of Empires to Gild and Sanctify Barbaric 

Attributes 
DRAMATIS PERSONAE: Kings, Statesmen, Armor-makers, Gen

erals, Soldiers, and Peasantry 
TLJ/E: icjj i - T p i j 

THE NEW MAP 
OF EUROPE 

By Herbert Adams Gibbons 
Author of " T h e Foundation of the Ottoman Empi re" 

This book is 
the first of the new Century War Books 
No one can read this book without a feeling of pi ty and horror. The 
utter failure of European statesmen to solve by intell igence and reason 
the great racial , dynas t ic and economic questions which have for 
yea r s confronted them is apparent in every chapter. Blind recourse 
to fleets and armies followed this failure. Only the realization of 
these facts will help the cause of peace. 

Mr. Gibbons has a world horizon. He tears the mask from diplomacy. 
A s professor of history at Robert College, Constantinople, and as 

correspondent of the New York Herald in the Near East he has, for 
twelve years , been in close touch with the figures and events which 
produced the present world chaos. A s an impartial , c lear- thinking 
American he has written down the truth. 

This book takes you 
behind the smoke of battles 

Five maps. 8vo, JOO pages. Price $2.00 net,postage 10 cents 

T H E C E N T U R Y C O . , Pub l i she r s 
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LL 

I 1 

Christmas 
C e n t u r y 

COVER IN BRILLIANT COLOR by WILL BRADLEY. 
BEAUTIFUL PAGES IN COLOR BY PAUL J . MEYLAN, 
LESTER G. HORNBY, W . T . BENDA, MAGINELL 
WRIGHT ENRIGHT, JOHN SLOAN,THELMA CUDLIPP 

O U R "VISIONARY" PRESIDENT 
An interpretation of Woodrow Wilson. By George Creel. 

FRANCE, 1 9 1 4 
An artist's diary of the first days of the war in Brittany, Paris, and Havre. By Lester 
G. Hornby. Wi th illustrations — two in full color—by the author. 

I F GERMANY LOSES 
A forecast of events if Germany meets defeat. By an English Privy Councilor, and 
one of the greatest military authorities in England. 

R U S S I A A NATION UNITED BY W A R 
A striking picture of the remarkable changes wrought in the internal affairs of Russia. 
By a well-known English author who was with a Russian officer during the recent 
mobilization. 

CHRISTMAS PICTURES, CHRISTMAS VERSE, CHRISTMAS FICTION 
Second instalment of James Lane Allen's " The Sword of Youth," and short stories by 
Caroline Duer, Laurence Clarke, L. Frank Tooker, Wil l iam Merriam Rouse, Maria 
Cristina Mena, Stephen French Whitman. 

Spec ia l C h r i s t m a s gift offer: Four t een months of T h e C e n t u r y for $4.00 
(THE CENTURY FOR 1915, THE BEAUTIFUL CHRISTMAS NUMBER, AND THE 
NOVEMBER CENTURY WITH THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF JAMES LANE ALLEN'S STORY.) 

T H E C E N T U R Y CO., Union Square, New York. 

ENCLOSEDFIND#4.00,FORWHICHSENDTHE CENTURY FOR 1915 (AND NOVEMBER AND DECEMBER OF 1914 TREE) TO 
NAME 

ADDR 
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V. 

' . 

T H E L O S T 
P R I N C E 

The New Serial Story by 

FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT 
Author of "Li t t l e Lord Faunt leroy ," "The 

Secret Garden," etc. 

will be the great yearly feature of 

S T . N I C H O L A S 
M a g a z i n e beginningwithNovember n u m b e r 

IT is a story which will appeal to young 
and old — the kind that only Mrs. 

Burnett can write — the story of a young 
prince, heir to a throne, whose family had 
been outcasts for FIVE hundred y e a r s from 
a country like the fabled Zenda. You will 
love the young hero from the first chapter. 

A GOOD BOOK 
F R E E 

With one year of 
St. Nicholas 

Y o u r choice of 

C a r o l y n W e l l s ' s " De i ty ' s H a p p y 
Y e a r . " 

. 'Esop 's F a b l e s ( i l l u s t r a t e d ) , or 
R o o s e v e l t ' s " S t o r i e s of the ( I r e a t 
W e s t . " 

USE THIS COUPON TODAY 

THE CENTUKY CO., UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK 
E n c l o s e d find $3.25 for one y e a r ' s subsc r ip t ion to St. Nicholas, s t a r t i n g w i t h N o v e m b e r , AND 
to p a y f o r w a r d i n g a n d h a n d l i n g c h a r g e s of book c h e c k e d a b o v e . 

N a m e 

ADDRESS 
S-12 
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SELLING 8000 COPIES DAILY 

H A R O L D B E L L W R I G H T S 
NEW NOVEL IS 

A R e a l L o v e S t o r y 
Del i t rht fu l ly W h o l e s o m e , S t i r r i n g in A c t i o n and S w e e t with S e n t i m e n t 
t o r C h r i s t m a s G i v i p g to a l l L o v e r s o£ W h o l e s o m e B o o k s . 

T H E GENUINE C H A R M 
of t h e s t o r y is i ts s t y l e , c o l o r , concept ion a n d f a n c i e s . I ts h e a r t 
h i s t o r i e s a n d sou l t r a g e d i e s a r e gTippinar wi th in t ere s t f r o m s t a r t to 
finish. I t s se t t ing in S o u t h e r n C a l i f o r n i a a m o n g o r a n g e g r o v e s a n d 
m o u n t a i n s i s r e f r e s h i n g a n d r o m a n t i c . 

T H E CHRISTMAS BOOK OF THE YEAR 
BEAUTIFUL AND APPROPRIATE FOR ANY MAN OR WOMAN OR BOY OR GIRL 

the eyes of the world 
Illustrations in Colors by F. Graham Cootes 

CLOTH 1 2 M O $ 1 . 3 5 NET 
Nearly 1 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 Copies A l r e a d y So ld 

A R e a l L o v e S t o r y wi th b i g g e r p l o t a n d m o r e 
a c t i o n , d e e p e r m y s t e r y a n d g r e a t e r l o v e 
s w e e t e r s e n t i m e n t a n d s t r o n g e r p a s s i o n ; 
t h a n a n y n o v e l t h e a u t h o r h a s y e t w r i t t e n . . 
A d e l i g h t f u l l y w h o l e s o m e r o m a n c e among: t j 
o r a n g e g r o v e s a n d m o u n t a i n s of S o u t h e r n 
C a l i f o r n i a . 

1 

1 

•-w e//. u hat do v o n u. ant ? 
What are you doing here?'' 

P h i l a d e l p h i a N o r t h A m e r i c a n — I n the n o v e l 
i s t ' s " T h e i r Y e s t e r d a y s , " the i m m e d i a t e 
p r e d e c e s s o r of the p r e s e n t w o r k , the m e r e 
d u t y a n d j o y of living* a n d loving" w a s the 
u n d e r l y i n g m o t i v e a n d t h e m e , b u t in " T h e 
E y e s of t h e W o r l d , " in a d d i t i o n to a n intr i 
c a t e a n d f inely w r o u g h t l o v e s t o r y , the n a r 
r a t i v e c o n v e y s n o t o n l y h e a r t h i s t o r y , but 
s t u r d y c e n s u r e ot b a s e r i d e a l s in l i t e r a t u r e 
a n d a r t . 

Haro ld B e l l Wright h a s to ld this del ightful 
r o m a n c e s o c o n v i n c i n g l y a n d h a s so c l e a r l y 
defined the u n d e r l y i n g p u r p o s e of the s t o r y 
t h a t it i s s t a m p e d wi th the t r u t h f u l n e s s of a 
c h a p t e r o u t of r e a l l i fe . T h e t h e m e , " t h e 
min i s try of a r t and l e t t e r s , " is m o s t oppor 
tune f o r the c a u s e of m o r e w h o l e s o m e b o o k s . 

K a n s a s C i t y S t a r — " T h e E y e s of the W o r l d " 
i s p o w e r f u l l y w r i t t e n . It d e s e r v e s a high 
p l a c e , w h e t h e r y o u t a k e it for i ts l i t e r a r y 
v a l u e o r i ts m o r a l l e s s o n . B e y o n d a doubt 
the a u t h o r h a s w r i t t e n a b o o k tha t wi l l r a n k 
w i t h " T h e S h e p h e r d of the H i l l s " a n d " T h e 
W i n n i n g of B a r b a r a W o r t h . " 

O T H E R B O O K S B Y H A R O L D BELL W R I G H T 
Each volume is beautifully i l lustrated, 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 . 8 5 NET 
BOXED IN SETS, 6 VOLUMES, CLOTH $7 .50— FULL LEATHER $ 1 0 . 5 0 

T H E I R Y E S T E R D A Y S 
POPULAR EDITION 

NOW 5 0 CENTS EVERYWHERE 

MR. WRIGHT'S ALLEGORY OF LIFE 
T H E U N C R O W N E D K I N G 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY NEILL—16MO 
CLOTH SOC, LEATHER $1.00 

Harold Bell Wright's Books are Sold BY all Booksellers 

O U R C A T A L O G U E O F O T H E R P U B L I S H E R S ' B O O K S 
WILL BE SENT TO YOU FREE UPON REQUEST. IT IS 8}i X SJI INCHES IN SIZE AND CONTAINS OVER 400 PAGES 
ADVERTISING 25,000 O£ THE BEST BOOKS OF ALL THE PUBLISHERS. WE LIST BOOKS ON ALL SUBJECTS AND CARRY 
EVERY BOOK ADVERTISED IN STOCK. OUR CATALOG IS A CAREFULLY COMPILED BOOK-BUYER'S GUIDE. A LETTER 
OR POST CARD TODAY WILL BRING IT TO YOU. 

THE BOOK SUPPLY COMPANY, PUBLISHERS AND BOOKSELLERS 
ESTABLISHED 1S9S E. W. REYNOLDS, PRESIDENT 231-233 W. MONROE STREET, CHICAGO 
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

" The Most Interesting Magazine in the World" 

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

Harper's Magazine [or 1915 

Ml 
» 
M< 
Mi 
SX 
M< 
*X 
Mi 
*» 
TX 
MI 
Mi 
Mi 
« F O R 1 9 1 5 
M< 
M< 
Mi 
Mi HARPER'S MAGAZINE is showing today the largest number of subscribers in 
M< »*J history. The explanation of this is guile simple. HARPER'S MAGAZINE 
to makes permanent friends among its readers because it is edited for them—simply and 
* solely for the purpose of interesting them. Its success is due to its friends. You 
% choose your friends because their manners and their personality attract you. You 
% choose your favorite magazine for the same reasons. 
MI ^ HARPER'S MAGAZINE has personality—and good manners. It is not only 
to the most interesting magazine in the world, but the most interestingly arranged and 
Jj| the most expensively made. It is the most beautiful, for no limit is ever placed on 
W the cost. It is the sort of guest \ou are glad to welcome in your home. 
% 
Mi 
JJ rival of the fittest. 

ly. 1 It is impossible to give any complete outline of next year's plans at this time, 
Mi 
Mi 
Mi 

A REMARKABLE UNPUBLISHED ROMANCE BY 
| M A R K T W A I N 
MI 
H| A NEW romance by Mark Twain has just been brought to light — a remarkable story 
M< l \ called "The Mysterious Stranger." It is unquestionably the most important and 
% characteristic work of the great humorist's later life—a story of the supernatural, full of 
*j| deep spiritual significance. It will appear serially in Harper ' s Magaz ine , the only maga-
M< zine which has the privilege of publishing Mark Twain's work. 

w The success of HARPER'S MAGAZINE is the best possible example of "the sur-

but here are a few notable features already arranged. 

Mj 

% BY B A S I L K I N G 
A GREAT NOVEL OF AMERICAN LIFE 

THE INNER SHRINE " 

to RJOLLOWING Booth Tarkington's great serial which is now appearing will come the 
gj " most important novel that the author of "The Inner Shr ine" has yet written. It 
M| is absolutely American in its atmosphere—a love story of rare charm and humor—and the 
to people are the sort one likes to know. It is full of both incident and drama, yet so vividly 
||1 has Mr. King portrayed both scenes and characters that the story reads almost like a tran-
*j! script of actual life. 
VP 

Mi 
% L I N C O L N A S J O H N H A Y K N E W H I M 
MI 
to lOHN HAY kept a careful diary during the entire period when he was Abraham Lincoln's 
H| J secretary and later through his career as a diplomat and statesman. In this diary, 
Mj which has never before been given to the public, he gives a delightfully intimate, day-by-day 
to picture of Lincoln in war-time. He also presents some astonishing facts in regard to certain 
HI leaders in the war in their relation to Lincoln. William Roscoe Thayer, the historian, has 
MJ selected from this diary the most notable portions for publication in Harper ' s Magaz ine . 
ML 
MI 
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Harper's Magazine for 1915 

^ ^ S S S S ^ i ^ l " ! * ^ * * * * ^ * ^ ^ ,̂ tf, tf, A l S T ^ , tf, ̂ , ,5, ,:, ,», ,3, A A A * A A a a a a a .s. .=. .=. .=..: . .=. .=. .c. .c. ,-, 

S T R A V E L I N M A N Y L A N D S I 
JJJ TN these days when travel in foreign lands is both difficult and dangerous, readers of * 
MI 1 Harper ' s Magaz ine may journey in comfort to almost every interesting corner of the 
JJ] world through the Magaz ine ' s brilliantly written and elaborately illustrated travel articles * 
JJJ These articles are not the conventional descriptions of foreign travel—you can find plenty jg 
M< of those in the guide-books. Harper ' s travel articles have personality. They bring up * 
IX before you vivid, unforgettable pictures of strange and beautiful places in far-distant lands % 
•jj as seen through the eyes of world-famous writers and explorers. Such articles will be [g 
to those giving the first account of the adventures of the MacMillan Arctic Expedition which 
to started out more than a year ago, Sir Gilbert Parker's striking pen pictures of the West jjg 
|J] Indies, Norman Duncan's narrative of a recent visit to New Guinea, where cannibalism [JJ 
JJJ still survives, and Louise Closser Hale's New England motor journeys. Hilaire Belloc 
to will write of the beauties of the Pyrenees, and Mrs. Amaury Talbot will tell of her s tay among % 
r|J the savages of Nigeria. No interesting corner of the world will be neglected. JJJ 
w KI 
% T H E F I E L D O F S C I E N C E G 
*S< TN this field the position of Harper ' s Magazine is unique. It is the one non-technical ti» 

I :„„ r„_ —u:_L . u . » _r F I I v I A :__ RII- _̂ LJ* to 1 magazine for which the great savants of England, Europe, and America are willing to 
|JJ write. The new year promises some astonishing revelations. Of particular importance in ]JJ 
to this field will be a group of articles by Dr. Ellsworth Huntington, of Yale University, on 
to which he has been engaged for years, showing the influence of climate upon civilization. % 

% A M E R I C A N H I S T O R I C A L L I A R S S to . . . . * 
JJJ I N T O all history creeps some untruth. This is peculiarly true of American history. S 
JJJ 1 Prof. Albert Bushnell Hart, of Harvard University, has run down to their sources some |» 
to of the most interesting fictions in the story of our national life, and he has something to say i$ 
JJ] of the men who were originally responsible for them. JJJ 
to K*1 

% T H E D I A L O G U E S O F A D I P L O M A T £ 
to H* 
to tv jO feature published of recent years in Harper 's Magazine has attracted more atten- * 
to IN tion than the two "diplomatic dialogues" by the Hon. David Jayne Hill, formerly ><* 
% U. S. Ambassador at Berlin. Mr. Hill is now at work on bonie more of these dialogues deal- JJJ 
*J ing with certain vital American problems. * 

% T H E M E N W H O S A W N A P O L E O N % 
to *. IJ# 
*>< T TUNDREDS of French artists painted contemporary portraits of Napoleon — few of til 

' ' them ever had a sitting from him. A famous French critic has sought out in private ]]$ 

to 
to 
to to 

* collections and elsewhere the portraits for which it is certain that Napoleon actually posed 
to Thev show him first in early youth and present a pictorial history of his entire career. 
* •• I 
to M A S T E R L Y S H O R T S T O R I E S | ; 
to ^ 

SI T N Harper ' s Magazine great importance has always been given to the short story, K£> 
* . and the stories in Harper ' s deserve the importance given them. Harper 's publishes [JJ 
to more short stories—and better—than any other illustrated magazine in the English language. jj» 
to There are at least seven complete short stories in every number. They represent the best ks 
2! work of every leading writer of England and America—indeed, of the world. % 
to . % 
to Send in your subscription now through your news-dealer, «4 00 * 

- through the Franklin Square Subscription Agency, which ac- ' * to a copy cepts subscriptions for any magazine in the world, or direct to ^ 

to HARPER & BROTHERS, FRANKLIN SQUARE, NEW YORK, N. Y. » 
TIE 

i. 3m X- Sf~ -*-»• i Jti, p̂. JS. A X~ ^E.Jt»PL^.^. PL ^ ^. X A ^. A J: A J . A A J . A A A A ^ - ^ ^ A A A -
i> »;> <;< •-• «r» —> ~> <:» 
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T H E N E W 

C L A R I O N 

B y W I L L N . H A R B E N 

" T h e story is worked out with a 
great deal of art, and it is filled 
with many bits of sound homely 
wisdom from the lips of old Abncr 
Daniel." 

—San Francisco Chronicle. 
" It is a story to make glad the 
heart of the realist, but at the 
same time it is a story in which 
the romantic elements of life are 
bv no means pushed into the back
ground."—Boston Transcript. 

Frontispiece. ^1.35 net 

T H E S O U N D O F 

W A T E R 
B y M A R G A R I T A 

S P A L D I N G G E R R Y 

A detective story. In many ways 
the most remarkable and unusual 
detective storv America has pro
duced. It all happens on the 
Maine coast. A large house, eight 
miles from town, is rented to a 
man, apparently rich, and his 
wife. There is a decided air of 
mvsterv about the place. I he 
wife disappears. Suspicion points 
to the husband. He is arrested. 
Then the end has a thrill all of 

its own. 

11! list rated. $ 1 . 0 0 net 

T H E C O P Y - C A T 
And Other Stories 

By M A R Y E. W I L K I X S 

F R E E M A N 

1 hese stories reveal the full meas
ure of this author's distinguished 
style. Here are insight into the 
deeps of human nature, old and 
young, humor, and pathos. 

The Copy-Cat is a plain little girl 
whose admiration for one of her 
dainty companions leads her to 
imitate her friend in ever} - way. 

Illustrated. $1.25 net 

T H E 

A U C 

T I O N 

B L O C K 

BY 
R E X 

B E A C H 

REX B E A C H ' S 
11 EW NOVEL IS 
WRITTEN WITH ALL 
THE AUTHOR'S 
WELL-KNOWN VI
RILITY OF STYLE AND 
IN REGARD TO ITS 
HUMOR THE St. 
Louis Republic 
S A Y S : " M R . 
BEACH'S BOOK 
STANDS OUT, ALSO, 
BY VIRTUE OF THE 
HUMOR WHICH HE 
FINDS IN THE WICK
ED METROPOLIS. . . 
IN ITS HEALTHY 
OPTIMISM,WHICH 
INCLUDESTHEABIL-
ITY TO SQUEEZE A 
JOKEOUT OF MANY 
A TIGHT CORNER, 
'THE AUCTION 
BLOCK' IS ESPE
CIALLY AMERICAN, 
AND ESPECIALLY 
WORTH WHILE." 

28 Illustrations 
by Charles D. 

Gibson. $\.i)z)net 

T H E B L I N D S P O T 

B y J U S T U S M I L E S 

F O R M A N 

The story of a man who left the 
heart out of his plans to set the 
old world running efficiently. He 
had to realize that he had never 
known love — not even for his 
neighbors for whom he had thought 
he was devoting his life. " T h e 
hero," says the New York Evening 
Post, " is the kind of a man Bernard 
Shaw would have us believe in." 

Illustrated. $ 1 . 3 5 net 

T H E L E T T E R O F 

T H E C O N T R A C T 

B y B A S I L K I N G 

Face to face with one of the 
greatest problems of the day 
stand the hero and the heroine of 
this new novel by the author of 
" The Inner Shrine." They learn 
at last the truth—that while the 
law must take account of the let
ter, the human heart is spiri tually 
elastic. 

Illustrated. $1.00 net 

J U S T A R O U N D 

T H E C O R N E R 
Romance en casserole 

B y F A N N I E H U R S T 

These stories of New York life 
are sure to make the reader ex
claim, "O. Henry !" The heroines 
of these metropolitan romances 
are all working-girls, in their 
strength and their weaknesses, in 
their work and their play. Here 
are humor and the unexpected 
climax. 

Illustrated. $1.35 net 

• H A R P E R & B R O T H E R S -
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H O W I T 

H A P P E N E D 

BY KATE LANGLEY 
BOSHER 

" For cheating the world of some 
of its grayness, therefore, and re
introducing us to some of the fan
tasies which take us back to 
earlier days , we are thankful to 
Kate Langley Bosher." 

—Philadelphia Record. 
" Dickens might have added this 
delightful Yuletide tale to his list 
of Christmas stories without les
sening his laurels. It sparkles 
with thetl ight of the Christmas-
tide and throbs with that happy 
season's gladness, kindness, and 
affection, human nature's more 
mellow moods." 

—Cleveland Christian World. 
Illustrated. #1.00 net 

L O O K I N G A F T E R 

S A N D Y 

B y 
M A R G A R E T T U R N B U L L 

Sandy is simply a girl, young and 
so unusually nice, so childishly 
appealing that everybody wants 
to " look after her "—and every
body does. A wholesome story of 
normal American youth, of the 
companionship of boys and girls 
prolonged into manhood and wom
anhood, touched with delicate 
humor. 

Illustrated. $l.JS n c t 

S I C I L Y A N N 

B y F A N N I E H E A S L I P L E A 

The story of a Virginia girl whose 
beauty and innocent coquetry 
turned the head of ever)' man 
she met during her visit to Hono
lulu. Her enjoyment of the pic
nics, surf-riding, and other novel 
amusements of this new world was 
keen. A bright love story in a 
picturesque setting. 

Illustrated. #1.00 net 

T H E 

L O S T 

B O Y 

BY 

H E N R Y 

V A N D Y K E 

WITH DEVOTION
AL IMAGINATION 
THE AUTHOR HAS 
TRACED WITH REV
ERENT PEN IN THIS 
NOVELETTE THE 
WANDERINGS OF 
"THE LOST BOY!' 
WHEN HE BECAME 
SEPARATED FROM 
HIS PARENTS IN 
JERUSALEM. 

i6mo, 

Illustrated, 
Cloth, 

5 0 cents net; 

i6mo, 

Illustrated, 
Leather, 

$1.00 net; 

Octavo, 
Illustrated in 

Color, 
Ornamented 

Cover, #1.00 net 

T H E H A N D S O F 

E S A U 

B y M A R G A R E T D E L A N D 

" Mrs. Deland tells the story with 
the fresh charm and fine distinction 
that mark all of her work." 

—ll'ashington Evening Star. 
' " T h e Hands of Esau ' is a vol
ume small in size but large in 
thought-provoking qualit ies." 

—Boston Transcript. 
" Many a novelist would have 
padded this little story with need
less detail. Mrs. Deland by com
pression achieves the much to be 
praised result of winning and hold
ing interest. One reads this little 
story at a sitting, as it should be 
read."—-Boston Post. 

Frontispiece. $1.00 net 

M A Y I V E R S O N ' S 

C A R E E R 

B y E L I Z A B E T H J O R D A N 

1 his new book relates the experi
ences of the grownup M a y Iver-
son, whose girlhood has been 
pictured in the author's previous 
books. It is, however, a story in 
itself, and can be read and enjoyed 
by those who have not followed 
the earlier development of the 
heroine. M a y Iverson, who has 
always had a talent for writing, 
comes to New York and becomes 
a newspaper woman. 

Frontispiece. $1.25 net 

T H E L A S T R O S E 

O F S U M M E R 

B y R U P E R T H U G H E S 
Author of " W h a t Wil l People S a y f " 

This story of a woman whose ro
mance was delayed has about it 
the fragrance of a garden in In
dian summer. Her chance for love 
and admiration came when " all 
her loving companions were faded 
and gone." 

Frontispiece. L6MO. 50 cents net 

• H A R P E R & B R O T H E R S -
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C A L I F O R N I A 

An Intimate History 

B y 

G E R T R U D E A T H E R T O N 

The California of to-day, and the 
California of yesterday with its 
picturesque story, from its earliest 
geological beginnings down to the 
California of 1915, are set forth 
in this book by the one writer who 
could bring to it the skill united 
with that love for the task of a 
Californian-born, Gertrude Ather-
ton. 

Illustrated. $2.00 net 

L I F E I N A M E R I C A 

O N E H U N D R E D 

Y E A R S A G O 

B y G A I L L A R D H U N T 

A picturesque survey of the cus
toms, tastes, hospitalities, politics 
and amusements of our people at 
the opening of the nineteenth 
century. Its pages have the charm 
of old diaries or letters of our 
great-grandparents. 

Illustrated. $1.50 net 

T H E A N T I - T R U S T 

A C T A N D T H E 

S U P R E M E C O U R T 

By the 

Hon. W I L L I A M H. T A F T 

Very timely and authoritative is 
this volume, in which former Pres
ident Taft discusses in all its bear
ings the Sherman Anti-Trust Law, 
the proposed amendments to it, 
the effect of its decisions upon 
business in the past, and its prob
able influence in the future. 

Post 8:'o. $1.25 net 

T H E 

S U N N Y 

S I D E O F 

D I P L O 

M A T I C 

L I F E 

BY 

M a d a m e L . d e 

H e g e r m a n n -

L i n d e n c r o n e 

T h e a u t h o r o f 

" I n t h e C o u r t s 

o f M e m o r y " 

h a s w r i t t e n i n 

t h i s n e w v o l u m e 

r e m i n i s c e n c e s o f 

h e r u n u s u a l l y i n 

t e r e s t i n g l i f e a s 

a d i p l o m a t ' s 

w i f e i n five g r e a t 

c a p i t a l s , a n d h e r 

i n t i m a t e a c -

q u a i n t a n c e o f 

m a n y m e n WHO 

a r e m a k i n g h i s 

t o r y a t t h i s m o 

m e n t , t h e G e r 

m a n K a i s e r , e t c . 

Illustrated. 
$2.00 net 

W I T H S A B R E 

A N D S C A L P E L 

BY 
D R . J O H N A L L A N W Y E T H 

In this volume of reminiscences 
the well-known New York phy
sician recounts the interesting 
events of his stirring life. He has 
been farmer, Confederate soldier, 
cotton-planter, medical student, 
pilot, doctor, twice President of 
the New York Academy of Medi
cine, and founder of the New 
York Polyclinic. 

Portrait. $3.00 net 

F A M O U S A F F I N I 

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

B y L Y N D O N O R R 

I he great romances of the world 
—the stories of Anthony and 
Cleopatra, Queen Elizabeth and 
Leicester, Catharine of Russia and 
Prince Potemkin and manv others 
—are told here in a style piquant 
with interest, vet so clean that 
there is nothing to offend. 

Illustrated. $2.00 net 

M U S T P R O T E S 

T A N T I S M A D O P T 

C H R I S T I A N 

S C I E N C E ? 
A Churchman s Vietv 

B y R E V . J . W I N T H R O P 
H E G E M A N 

A bold and earnest document in 
which a clergyman of the Episco
pal Church suggests the adoption 
by Protestant churches of the 
essentials of Christian Science. 
His conviction of the desirability 
of this step is the result of critical 
investigation of its doctrines and 
principles compared with the ex
periences and observations of many 
years as a minister of the church. 

75 cents net 

• H A R P E R & B R O T H E R S -
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DODD MEAD AND CO PUBLISHERS 

R*nii§ Nnu 
I n t e r n a t i o n a l 
E n c y c l o p a e d i a 

S E C O N D E D I T I O N . 
Editors ( FRANK MOORE COLBY, M.A. 

_ o f J * £ . . . \ TALCOTT WILLIAMS, LL.D., L.H.D., LITT.D. 
S e c o n d Edition (_ Director , School of J o u r n a l i s m , Columbia Univers i ty 

THIS CHRISTMAS 
T H E G I F T O F G I F T S 

IS THE NEW INTERNATIONAL ENCYCLOPAEDIA, SECOND EDITION. REVISED, RE-WRITTEN AND ENLARGED 
BY THREE WHOLE VOLUMES, IT IS THE MOST RECENT AND COMPREHENSIVE ENCYCLOPAEDIA IN EXISTENCE. 
THIS GREAT WORK HAS ALWAYS BEEN A FAVORITE HOLIDAY GIFT TO THOSE ONE WISHES TO aid AND honor MOST. 

THIS YEAR, THE UNPARALLELED DEMAND FOR LATEST AUTHENTIC INFORMATION MAKES IT 
A N ABSOLUTE NECESSITY 

M o r e th ings a r e h a p p e n i n g n o w in a week t h a n used to occur in a decade. The genera l r e f e r e n c e w o r k s of y e s t e r d a y are 
a l r e a d y obsolete on i m p o r t a n t subjec t s . Upon c u r r e n t momentous happenings , t h e y are neces sar i ly silent. 

The New I n t e r n a t i o n a l Encyclopaedia is being published NOW. In it are ar t i c l e s on l ive subjec t s ment ioned in news
p a p e r d i s p a t c h e s , and on its m a p s m a y be l o c a t e d cit ies , r ivers a n d p laces m a d e p r o m i n e n t by the presen t w a r . Its in forma
t ion is s t r i c t l y i m p a r t i a l . W h e r e ques t ions are in d i spute , both s ides are presented . Then t h e 

WAR-CREATED OPPORTUNITIES AND RESPONSIBILITIES 
must be h a n d l e d w i t h e n e r g y a n d t h e j u d g m e n t d e p e n d e n t on e x a c t and la te s t knowledge . 

The New I n t e r n a t i o n a l Encyc lopaedia wi l l supply you w i t h the l a t e s t f a c t s on e v e r y subjec t , n e w a n d old-

CAN YOU IMAGINE A MORE SPLENDID GIFT—FOR YOURSELF OR ANYONE ELSE? AND IT MAY BE PAID FOR MONTHLY 
I t wi l l c o n t a i n a b o u t 30,000 m o r e ar t i c l e s t h a n a n y o t h e r s t a n d a r d encyclopaedia . W i t h e a c h i m p o r t a n t art ic le is pr inted a libt 
of t h e l a t e s t books on t h a t s u b j e c t , thus d irec t ing the r e a d e r to inves t iga t ion of t h e s u b j e c t beyond the encyclopaedic prov ince . 

A Special L o w Price if You're Quick 
It is so le ly f o r i n t r o d u c t o r y purposes , and you must subscribe "Vf ATT T u r R N T I P H TV 
i m m e d i a t e l y to ge t it . The immense cost of produc t ion wi l l Li 1 I l l y Kj KJ \J r KJ i> «£> y 
n e c e s s i t a t e a n T f \ T\ A V ~ •'" ' EARLY INCREASE IN PRICE U-H 
„ _ . _ . . . • x, . .v. , f o r f u l l i n f o r m a t i o n r e g a r d i n g : O 
S o O r d e r P r o m p t l y if you wi sh to purchase the e n c y c l o - , . . . . „ , 5 6 . y y 
pjedia a t the lowes t price a t w h i c h it wi l l e v e r be o f f ered , t h i s s p l e n d i d o t t e r , t h e v e r y Vy D o d d , M e a d 
a n d if you wish to insure d e l i v e r y in t i m e f o r Chr i s tmas . e a s y t e r m s o f p a y m e n t , t h e \ * / & C o m p a n y 
24 V o l u m e s 80,000 A r t i c l e s 20,000 P a g e s c a s h d i s c o u n t , t h e u n i q u e P u b l i s h e r s 
N e w M a p s N e w I l l u s t r a t i o n s N e w T y p e T h r o u g h o u t c h a r a c t e r a n d s c o p e o f ' y 4 4 9 F o u r t h A v e . 

ADDITIONAL VOLUMES READY IN DECEMBER E d i t i o n ^ S e c o n d N e w Y o r k C i t y 

P r i n t e d o n T h i n P a p e r m a d e e spec ia l ly f o r this edit ion— „ „ „ . x ^ ^ ' ' c A t ,, • , 
l ieht o p a q u e , s t rong . It w o n ' t c r u m p l e . DODD, MEAD o / Send me ful l in format ion 

. . . . i ^ i e r^r^ ji. ••' regarding y o u r S e c o n d 
A n d a S p e c i a l L i b r a r y E d i t i o n on r e g u l a r book p a p e r , & CO. *y E d i t i o n o f t h e N e w I n t e r -
bound in l i b r a r y b u c k r a m p r a c t i c a l l y in a c c o r d a n c e w i t h P u b l i s h e r s v>-' n a t i o n a l E n c y c l o p a e d i a , w i t h 
t h e spec i f i ca t ions of t h e B inding C o m m i t t e e of t h e A m e r - m F o u r t n A v \ / de ta i l s of s p e c i a l p r i c e , e t c . 
i can L i b r a r j ' Assoc ia t ion . ^ .•• 

, ~ N e w Y o r k r\ • u . _ « 

THE MOST LIBERAL TERMS OF PAYMENT • N A M E 

c a n be a r r a n g e d if y o u do n o t wish to p a y cash ^ > Occupat ion 

FREE RESEARCH BUREAU ^ Bus .Address 
E a c h subscr iber to th i s S e c o n d Edit ion w i l l become a mem
b e r of our I n t e r n a t i o n a l R e s e a r c h B u r e a u and m a y , w i t h o u t / Res idence _ 
e x p e n s e , consu l t this b u r e a u f r e e l y on a n y s u b j e c t of i n t e r e s t .•' 
f o u n d in r e a d i n g or c o n v e r s a t i o n . ' T o w n S t a t e 
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SomôeipBooks ̂ Christmas 
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FOR Thoughtful Readers 

THE UNKNOWN GUEST BY MAURICE MAETERLINCK 
The Unknown Guest within ourselves—that mysterious, vague ly realized stranger that is par t of us, and 

which is sometimes termed the psychic self—has called forth this s t rangely beautiful and exquis i te ly worded 
book. $1.50 net. 

THE MASON BEES BY J . H. FABRE 
If you fail to read this book by the wonderful old Frenchman who reveals scientific discoveries in the 

language of a prose poem, you will miss something new, something incomparable in modern l i terature. 
$1.50 net. 

THE WONDERFUL ROMANCE BY PIERRE DE COULEVAIN 
We want a book at this time to remind us that there is still much good in the wor ld ; that happiness may 

be hidden but cannot be lost. Here is such a book by the author of "On the Branch ." $1.35 net. 

IMPERIAL GERMANY BY PRINCE BERNHARD VON BULOW 
There are all sorts of books about German statesmanship by people who are neither Germans nor s ta tes

men. But here is a new. tremendously significant book on the subject by the man who was Chancellor of the 
German Empire from 1900 to 1909. $1.50 net. 

GERMANY'S MADNESS BY DR. EMIL REICH 
A revelation, by Prof. Reich, late of the Univers i ty of Vienna, of the processes by which m a n y Germans 

have come to the belief that it is Germany 's destiny to rule the world. $1.00 net. 

In Lighter Vein 

THE PRINCE OF G R A U S T A R K BY GEORGE BARR MCCUTCHEON 
A delightful Prince; an American financier; a romance hindered by statecraft, finance, the pervers i ty of 

lovers, etc.; and a final triumphant solution. As good as " G r a u s t a r k . " Illustrated by A. I. Keller. 
$1.35 net. 

THE STRANGE W O M A N BY SIDNEY MCCALL 
A delightful story of the complications caused by the advent into a conservat ive American town of a 

charming woman who is thoroughly and uncompromisingly new. Illustrated. $ 1.30 net. 

ARIZONA Novelized by Cyrus Townsend Brady. From the Play by Augustus Thomas 

As dramat ic and picturesque, as a story of the old frontier life, as the play itself. Illustrated. $1.25 net. 

ODDSFISH! BY ROBERT HUGH BENSON 
A graphic picture and a stirring story of the time of Charles II, written in the la te M g r . Benson's bril

liant, fervent s tyle . $1.35 net. 

THE ETERNAL PRIESTESS BY B. L. PUTNAM WEALE 
A powerful story having for its background the new China in transfor

mation from the conservatism of centuries, the mighty upheaval of 
nearly a third of the human race. $1.35 net. 
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LET US SEND YOU AN ILLUSTRATED CATALOG , / u s t i s s u e d , OF ALL OUR NEIV BOOKS 

4 4 3 FOURTH AVE. DODD T TDOAD & C O M P A N Y , 
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S O M C T ^ C W B O O K S ^ C H R I S T M A S 

RECOLLECTIONS OF FULL Y E A R S 
Most entertaining reminiscences of official life and the inner side of official life, in the Philippines, a t 

Washington, and in the White House, by the wife of one of our most distinguished Americans. Illustrated. 
$3.50 net. 

THE C H A R M OF IRELAND BY BURTON E. STEVENSON 
A chat ty , int imate and veracious account of a recent devious journey though Ireland which gives a clear 

picture of modern Ireland and the Irish. With many illustrations. $2.50 net. 

SEVEN Y E A R S ON THE 
PACIFIC SLOPE 

BY MRS. HUGH FRASER 
AND HUGH C. FRASER 

A record, told with the knack for easy, graceful, interesting narrat ive which characterized Mrs . Fraser 's 
"Remin i scences , " of some years spent in the last bit of the real West. Illustrated. $3.50 net. 

BY RUTH KEDZIE WOOD 
Somebody is going to California this year . W h y not a comprehensive, well arranged, accurate guide-book, 

giving just the information that Somebody will w a n t ? Illustrated. $1.25 net. 
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\ THE TOURIST'S CALIFORNIA 
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For Somebody's Christmas 

BY MRS. WILLIAM H. TAFT 

SPEAKIN' O' C H R I S T M A S BY PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 
J u s t bubbles with the real, down South " cullud folks " spirit of Christmas. And no one enjoys Christmas 

more whole-heartedly. With illustrations from Southern scenes. $ 1.00 net. 

For a Small Somebody's Christmas 

THE JESSIE WILLCOX SMITH MOTHER GOOSE 
Daddy and mother need not fear that this book will lack some of the jingles they used to love, and 

which they want some little one to know. This is the most complete " Mother Goose " published, contain
ing 400 more rhymes than any other edition. And the big pictures in color by Jessie Willcox Smith are simply 
fascinating. $2.50 net. 

LEFT END E D W A R D S BY RALPH HENRY BARBOUR 
A thoroughly wholesome story of " prep " school life, with plenty of football, by one of the most popular 

writers of boy's stories. Illustrated. $1.25 net. 

THE LITTLE MOTHER GOOSE PUZZLE PICTURE BOOKS 
BY CAROLYN WELLS 

Six pret ty books, six lovely stories, arranged in a box so that the entire set makes a fascinating puzzle for 
very little people. Illustrated, 6 cols, in a box. $1.50 net. 

THE TOPSY-TURVY FAIRY BOOK BY ANNA ALICE CHAPIN 
A story about three little children who wandered into fairyland and had many wonderful adventures. Illus

trated. $2.00 net. 

P A T T Y ' S SUITORS BY CAROLYN WELLS 
Among the best recent books for girls in their early teens are the bright, 

wholesome, entertaining P a t t y stories. This is the latest P a t t y 
story. Illustrated. $1.25. 
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W O R T H WHILE READING 
By the Author of "The Happy Warrior " 

The Clean Heart 
B y A . S. M . Hutch inson 

The author's finest achievement, a most appealing story with 
the happy ending which "The Happy Warrior" lacked. $1.35 net 

Big Tremaine 
B y M a r i e V a n Vors t 

A truly big American novel in a Virginian setting whose key
note is self-sacrifice. $i-3S "<"' 

Rambles Around Old 
Boston 

B y E d w i n M . Bacon 
A r a r e v o l u m e , e n l i v e n e d w i t h 24 i l l u s 
t r a t i o n s in t in t b y L e s t e r G. H o r n b y . 

8vo. Boxed. $3.50 net 

Historic Homes of 
New England 

B y M a r y H . Nor thend 
A fasc ina t ing book of b e a u t i f u l p i c t u r e s 
a n d s y m p a t h e t i c t e x t . Over 150 half
tones. Royal 8vo. Boxed. $j.oo. 

T h e S to ry of Dart
mouth 

B y W i l d e r Dwigh t Quint 
A careful r e v i e w in w o r d a n d p i c t u r e of 
N e w E n g l a n d ' s f a m o u s co l l ege . With 16 
pictures by Seaford. Svo. Boxed. $2.00 net 

Social Life in Old New 
England 

B y M a r y C a r o l i n e C r a w f o r d 
A v i v i d p i c t u r e of life in X e w E n g l a n d 
from t h e t i m e of the P i l g r i m s to t h e m i d 
d l e of t h e l a s t c e n t u r y . 

Illustrated. Svo'. Boxed. $2.30 net 

How to Live Quietly Major Prophets of To-day 
B y A n n i e P a y s o n Cal l B y E d w i n E. Slosson 

A c o m p a n i o n book to " P o w e r ' T h r o u g h R e p o s e . " con- T h e p h i l o s o p h y of B e r g s o n , M a e t e r l i n c k , H a e c k e l a n d 
t a i n i n g most m a t u r e a d v i c e to the n e r v o u s men a n d o t h e r s c o n d e n s e d a n d m a d e c l e a r for t h e a v e r a g e 

$1.00 net r e a d e r . 

Those W h o Have Come Back 
B y P e t e r C l a r k Macfa r l ane 

T r u e s tor ies of c r i m i n a l s , v i c t i m s of d r u g s , of soc ia l c r i m e s , e t c . . w h o h a v e w o r k e d 
ou t the i r o w n s a l v a t i o n . Illustrated. 121110. $1.35 net 

LITTLE W O M E N LETTERS FROM THE HOUSE OF ALCOTT 
Se lec t ed by J e s s i e Bonste l le and M a r i a n d e F o r e s t 

A work of g r e a t h u m a n in t e r e s t t h r o w i n g l i g h t on the ins ide affa i rs of t h e A l c o t t 
h o m e . With portraits, etc. $1.23 net 

The Charm of Scandinavia 
B y F r a n c i s E. C l a r k 

A de l igh t fu l t r a v e l book full of the h i s t o r y , spor t s , f o l k l o r e . ' a n d d e s c r i p t i o n of t h e 
S c a n d i n a v i a n s . Illustrated. 8vo. $2.JO net. (Oct . -5.) 

With portrait. $i.jO net 

1 HOSE WHO HAVE 
COME BACK 

lij PETER CLARK MACFACLAKE 

L I T T L E , B R O W N & C O M P A N Y , P u b l i s h e r s , B o s t o n 
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BIG NAMES —BIG BOOKS 
IRVIN S . 
COBB 

JAMES 
MONT
GOMERY 
FLAGG 

M R S . 
PARNELL 
(KATHARINE 
O'SHEA) 

E U R O P E R E V I S E D . Cobb's shrewdest, 
mellowest, most rollicking humor, with a striking 
picture of what Europe really is, with awe and sen
timent laughed out of court, and incisive under
standing enthroned. 
MERRY DRAWINGS BY JOHN T. MCCOTCHEOI, 12N>O, NET $1.50 

T H E W E L L - K N O W N S . Brilliant and 
interpreting portraits, clever caricature, lively 
comment. A Hall of Fame which is an alcove 
of delight. Here are fifty-eight most interesting 
friendly personages from President Wilson to 
Caruso and from Mrs. Pankhurst to Charles Dana 
Gibson—all drawn from life in Flagg's inimitable 
style. 
QUARTO, NET $2.50. SPECIAL LIMITED EDITION, NAT $15.00 

C H A R L E S S T E W A R T P A R N E L L 
The passionate secret romance of Ireland's un
crowned king, honestly told by a woman who has 
loved and suffered, and seen the astonishing in
side of British politics, the ways of Gladstone, the 
longing of Ireland. " Most widely discussed book 
of the moment."—Boston Transcript. 
EIGHTEEN ILLUSTRATIONS, TWO VOLT., OCUTO, NET $5.00 

GEORGE A. 
BIRMINGHAM 

F R O M DUBLIN TO CHICAGO 
The most lovable of Irish humorists and 
novelists, author of G E N E R A L JOHN 

^ - R E G A N , has widely toured America, 
and tells frankly but affectionately what he thinks 
of us—Pullmans and bath-tubs and feminism and 
Irish-American politics, and the rest. 
OCTAVO. NET $1.50 

WILLIAM C. THE FAIRY RING. The wonder days 
of the Golden Age, its gay whimsies and 

DE M1LLE > hai i , are in this fairy story for children, 
— — b y the famous author of STRONGHEART. 

The lessons of the woodland and the shy com
radeship of animals are presented in an alluring 
fantasy. The book itself is exquisite with deco
rations, end-papers and plates in color by Harold 
Sichel. 
QOARTO. NET $2.00 

DANIEL J . BIG G A M E F I E L D S O F A M E R I C A 
NORTH AND SOUTH. The perfect Christmas 

SINGER book for the outdoor man—the joyful freedom, 
" — t h e thrills, the humor and the scenic beauty of 

trails from South America to Alaska, with close-
hand observations of big game. 
MANY PHOTOGRAPHS, AND COLOR ILLUSTRATION! BY CHARLES LIV
INGSTON BULL. OCTAVO. NET $2.25 

FICTION WITH 
HOLIDA Y CHARM 

R A L P H CONNOR 
THE PATROL OF THE SUN 
DANCE TRAIL. Connor ' s biggest, 
bravest book. A savage Indian uprising, 
the mighty daring of a scout of the North 
W e s t Mounted, the freedom of the hi l l t , 
and a love s tory c lean and tender. 

Decorated jack*! and cod-piper*. 12mo, Net $1.23 

M A R I E CORELL1 
INNOCENT: HER FANCY AND 
HIS FACT. S ince T H E L M A there 
has been no b e t t e r l o v e - s t o r y than 
this, in which Miss Corel l i has lavished 
upon the_ exquisite figure of the dream
ing girl, "Innocent ," all her love , all her 
power of d r a m a . 

Decorated jacket. l2mo. Net $1.35 

GILBERT P A R K E R 
YOU NEVER KNOW YOUR 
LUCK. W i t h all the s trength of T H E 
R I G H T O F W A Y , here glows forth a 
new tenderness , in the picture of sweet 
K i t t y T y n a n , with her Gaelic wit. her 
secret fancies, her s turdy pioneer pluck, 
her gal lant r ides through the golden 
wheat lands . 

Illustration., cod-paper, and jacket io color. 
12mo, Not 11.21 

B A R O N E S S ORCZY 
THE LAUGHING CAVALIER. 
T h e s tory of the perfect hero of romance 
—the ancestor of T H E S C A R L E T PIM
P E R N E L — h i s hard fighting, and the 
whimsical , thr i l l ing things that hap
pened when he met the beautiful Gilda. 

Decorated jacket. 12mo, Net $1.35 

S A M U E L G- B L Y T H E 
THE FAKERS. Too Ion,; has poli
tics—that hotbed of humor and drama, 
human nature and cynical fooling of the 
pee-pul—been made into strained fiction. 
S a m BIythe knows politicians as does no 
other man, and he uses politics in a 
nove l that holds, amuses, s tart les . 

l2mo, Net $1.35 

HUGH W A L P O L E 
THE DUCHESS OF WREXE. 
Noble in execution, spacious in theme, 
this is the most significant book by the 
author of F O R T I T U D E and it makes 
vivid the s truggle of the rising demo-
c r a c>'- 12mo. Net JI.4I 

SIXTY-FOUR PAGE, HANDSOMELY ILLUSTRATED HOLIDAY CATALOGUE, A SUGGESTION FOR GIFTS AND A DELIGHT 
FOR THE EYE, SENT FREE ON REQUEST. 

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS m, „ , . . - i m . , 
GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY. 3 8 W e s t 3 2 n d St . , New York 
P U B L I S H E R S IN A M E R I C A FOR H O D D E R & S T O U G H T O N 
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Fergus , chief—and only — 
compositor on the " S t a r 1 

" D E A R A N T H Y : I A M 

L E A V I N G THE S T A R TO 

Y O U . . . " 

THEY found this note after the old 
man had died — or rather Anthy 
found it. 

And from that moment life in Hempfield 
and at the office of the " H e m p f i e l d S t a r " 
assumed a fresh and intensely interesting 
aspect. 

W h e r e is Hempfield, you ask, and who 
is A n t h y ? 

S h e i s t h e h e r o i n e of 

D A V I D G R A Y S O N ' S 

F i r s t N o v e l 

DAVID GRAYSON, whose "Adventures in Con ten tmen t" have 
wafted a spirit of serenity and gracious calm with them 
wherever they have gone, begins his first novel in 

T H E D E C E M B E R 

AMERICAN MAGAZINE 

A M E R I C A N 
M A G A Z I N E 
381 Four th A v e . 

N e w Y o r k 

Anthy is the he ro ine of the s t o r y . C a n y o u i m a g i n e w h a t k i n d of a he ro ine 

D a v i d G r a y s o n w o u l d choose for his nove l ? 

I t is fair to tell you t h a t you will fall in love w i t h he r a t t h e first m e e t i n g . 
A n d all through t h e N e w Y e a r , w h e n e v e r t h e p r e s s u r e of y o u r c o m p l e x 

life becomes too s t rong , you wi l l t u r n in g r a t e f u l re l ief t o t h e 
q u i e t streets of H e m p f i e l d , w i t h i t s s i m p l e , l o v a b l e folk, i l l u -

For the $ i enclosed send me the m i n e d b y t h e g e n i a l w i s d o m a n d g e n t l e h u m o r of b ig , 

American for eight months, beginning k ind , w h o l e s o m e D a v i d G r a y s o n , 
with David Grayson's new novel. 

L i v e in 1915 wi th D a v i d G r a y s o n . 
Begin h is grea tes t A d v e n t u r e in 

Con ten tmen t in the D e c e m b e r 
AMERICAN MAGAZINE. 

cnbner s 12-14 
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MR. H. G. WELLS'S NEW NOVEL 

T H E W I F E O F S I R I S A A C H A R M A N B Y H. G. W E L L S 
Author of "The Passionate Friend," "Marriage" etc. 

" M r . Wells is supremely the modern novelist. . . . He is not merely abreast of the times. . . . He has repeatedly shown 
mmselt uncannily able to keep in advance of the crest of the wave. A writer of brilliant parts, his latest novel is filled with wis
dom and scintillates with wit. Sir Isaac, as a man, has in him the red blood of a vital character in fiction." $ 1 . 5 0 

The Best New Novels by Prominent Authors 

J a c k L o n d o n ' s N e w N o v e l 

T H E M U T I N Y O F T H E 

E L S I N O R E 

" Contains the real wildness and 
savor of the sea, the thrill of adventure, 
danger, conquest and immortal truth ." 
Colored frontispiece. $ 1 . 3 5 

M a y S i n c l a i r ' s N e w N o v e l 

T H E T H R E E S I S T E R S 
" T h e work of an artist. Takes its 

place beside ' The Divine F i r e ' as one 
of the few modern novels of haunting 
quality." $ 1 . 3 5 

M r s . M a r y 

N o v e l 

T H E R I S E 

C U S H I N G 

S . W a t t s ' s 

O F J E N N I E 

" The character of Jennie is a triumph 
of presentment . . . an unfailing vein of 
native humor . . . keen expositions of 
society." $ 1 . 3 5 

N e w ! H e r m a n n H a g e d o r n ' s F i r s t 
N o v e l 

F A C E S I N T H E D A W N 
" A most unusual and'delightful story, 

contrasting German and American ideals 
of married life." $ 1 . 3 5 

" A N o v e l o f S i n g u l a r 
I m p o r t a n c e " 

T H E Y W H O Q U E S T I O N 
"Dramatic, fearless, unfailingly inter

esting . . . undoubtedly the work of a 
well-known writer." $ 1 . 3 5 

J a m e s S t e p h e n s ' s N e w N o v e l 

T H E D E M I - G O D S 
" Has the same Irish wit,whimsicality and 

skill that won admiration in 'The Crock 
of Gold,' 'Here are Ladies,'etc." $ 1 . 3 0 

New Illustrated Books for Boys and Girls 

L a t t a G r i s w o l d ' s N e w B o o k | C h a r l e s G . D . R o b e r t s ' s N e w [ G r e a t N o r t h e r n T a l e s 
B o o k 

H O O F A N D C L A W 
" Tales of wild animals with a thrill in 

every story." By the author of "Kings in 
Exile," etc. Illustrated. $ 1 . 3 5 

New and Select Books of Poetry and Drama 

T H E W I N D S O F D E A L 

" The third of the " great ' Deal ' 
stories, all splendid holiday gifts for 

$ 1 . 3 5 boys and Illustrated. 

S T O R I E S F R O M 
N O R T H E R N M Y T H S 
B y EMILIE K I P B A K E R 
" Famous legends in attractive form 

for young readers." Illustrated. $ 1 . 2 5 

M r . T a g o r e ' s N e w P l a y 

T H E K I N G O F T H E 

D A R K C H A M B E R 
By the author of "' Citanjali" etc. 
" A chastely wrought drama. Happy 

will be those readers whom the King 
of these pages does not elude." $ 1 . 2 5 

V a c h e l L i n d s a y ' s N e w B o o k 

T H E C O N G O A N D 

O T H E R P O E M S 

" The Illinois singer of the 1 new ' school. 
Verse marked by unusual lyric power and 
originality." $ 1 . 2 5 

T H E M O D E R N 
R E A D E R ' S C H A U C E R 
The Complete Poetical Works of 

Geoffrey Chaucer Put Into Modern 
English by J . S. P. Tatlock and Percy 
MacKaye. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Illustrated. 

Cloth , $ 2 . 0 0 . L e a t h e r , $ 5 . 0 0 

Handsome Books of Travel, Illustration and Description 

T h e N e w B o o k o f 

" T h e G o l d e n W e s t " 

C A L I F O R N I A 

B y M A R Y A U S T I N 
Illustrations in color by Sutton Palmer. 

"A rare holiday gift-book of s 
charmingly described." 

enic beauties 
$ 4 . 0 0 

A m e r i c a ' s G r e a t S c e n i c 
W o n d e r . T H R O U G H THE 
G R A N D C A N Y O N FROM 
W Y O M I N G T O M E X I C O 

B y E L L S W O R T H L. K O L B 
Introduction by Owen Wister. 

" Replete with thrilling adventure and 
unusual photographic experiences." 
Richly illustrated. $ 2 . 0 0 

M r . J a c o b A . R i i s ' s L a s t 
W o r k , N E I G H B O R S 

Li fe S t o r i e s of t h e O t h e r Half 
" Human-interest stories by the author 

of ' How the Other Half Lives,' written 
just before his death." $ 1 . 3 5 

Books on Vital Topics by Leaders of Thought 

Stephen Graham's New Trave ls 

W I T H P O O R I M M I 

G R A N T S T O A M E R I C A 
" A human document of importance 

. . . interprets the crucial earlier period of 
immigrant life." Illustrated. $ 2 . 0 0 

M r . H a m i l t o n M a b i e ' s N e w 

B o o k 

J A P A N T O - D A Y A N D 

T O - M O R R O W 

" The spirit, temper and genius of 
Japan attractively described by a liter
ary artist.'' Illustrated. $ 2 . 0 0 

M i s s L u c y F u r m a n ' s N e w 

B o o k , SIGHT TO THE BLIND 

Introduct ion b y Ida M. T a r b e l l 
" More of Kentucky mountain life by 

the entertaining author of ' Mothering 
on Perilous.' " Illustrated. $ 0 . 7 5 

P r o g r e s s i v e D e m o c r a c y B y H e r b e r t C r o l y 
" A keen review and lucid forecast by the author of ' The 

Promise of American Life.' " $ 2 . 0 0 
T h e R i s e o f M o d e r n R e l i g i o u s I d e a s 

B y A r t h u r C. M c G i f f e r t 
" The origin, development and influence of religious thought 

interestingly explained." $ 1 . 5 0 

T h e G r e a t S o c i e t y B y G r a h a m W a l l a s 
" A psychological analysis of the new era of human 

relationships." $ 2 . 0 0 
M o d e r n R e l i g i o u s M o v e m e n t s i n I n d i a 

B y J . N. F a r q u h a r 
" A work of great importance and significance to every 

student of modern problems " Illustrated. $ 2 . 5 0 

A New Long Nooel by the Author of "Mother." S A T U R D A Y ' S C H I L D . B y K a t h l e e n N o r r i s 

" A book to commend to all women. . . . We may put a finger on any page of ' Saturday's Child ' and say, ' This is the Life.' 
By far the most elaborate and far-reaching in its scope of Mrs. Norris s books. Into this novel has 

her creative talent, and the result is all that could be wished even from this wonderfully constructive author 
the very best of 

Illustrated. $ 1 . 5 0 

P u b l i s h e d a t 6 4 - 6 6 F i f t h A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k O n S a l e a t A l l B o o k s t o r e s 

T H E M A C M I L L A N C O M P A N Y ' S H O L I D A Y G I F T B O O K S 
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For Lucky Ones on Christmas. 
I C t ion 

The Pastor's Wife 
By the A uthor of' ' Elizabeth and Her German 

Garden " 
A n e w s a t i r e on G e r m a n a n d E n g l i s h w a y s , b y the 
a u t h o r of " E l i z a b e t h a n d H e r G e r m a n G a r d e n . " 

Illustrated by Arthur Lille. Net $r.sj 

A Soldier of the Legion 
B y C. N. a n d A . M. W I L L I A M S O N 

A r o m a n c e of A l g i e r s a n d the f a m o u s " F o r e i g n 
L e g i o n , " now fighting at the front. Net 

The Sealed Valley 
B y H U L B E R T F O O T N E R 

Author of" Two on the Trail," etc. 
A s t i r r i n g t a le of t o - d a y ' s front ier w i t h qu i t e a n e w 
v i e w of the I n d i a n . H o w he r e g a r d s u s a n d how 
he r e g a r d s h imsel f . T h e t r a g e d y of m i x e d b lood . 

Illustrated by Sherman Potts. .Vet $1.25 

PENROD. BY BOOTH TARKINGTON 
In leather. Net $1.10 

BAMBI 
B y M A R J O R I E BENTON COOKE 

B u b b l i n g o v e r w i t h g o o d c h e e r and fun, with little 
s i d e - g l i m p s e s in to N e w Y o r k L i t e r a r y and Theatri
ca l c i r c l e s . Third Large Printing. Illustrated h 
Mary Greene Blumenschein. Net $1.25. 

The Teeth of the Tiger 
B y M A U R I C E L E B L A N C 

Author of" The Crystal Stopper" etc. 
A d e t e c t i v e s t o r y in w h i c h Ars£ne Lupin reappear1; 
af ter h i s s e n s a t i o n a l " d e a t h " a n d w i n s one hundred 
m i l l i o n f r a n c s a n d the w o m a n he loves . 

Illustrated. Net $1.23 

The Place Beyond the Winds 
B y H A R R I E T T . C O M S T O C K 

Author 0/ "Joyce of the North Woods" 
T h e s t o r y of a g i r l w h o found herse l f . It will have 
s p e c i a l i n t e r e s t for w o m e n . 
Illustrated by Harry Spafford Potter. Net $us 

LADDIE. BY GENE STRATTON-PORTER 
In leather. Net $r.7j 

The Twenty-Fourth of June: Midsummer Day. 
B y G R A C E S . R I C H M O N D 

" The Novelist of the Home." Author of "Red Pepper Burns," etc. 
A l ove s to ry of A m e r i c a n h o m e life that s h o u l d h a v e an e s p e c i a l a p p e a l at C h r i s t m a s - t i m e b e c a u s e of the glimpses 
it affords in to the hea r t of a r ea l home , a n d the c e l e b r a t i o n in i t s p a g e s of a r e a l , o l d - f a s h i o n e d C h r i s t m a s . 

Frontispi, Decorations in Colors. ATet . 

Interesting Non-Fiction 
APPEARANCES: NOTES OF TRAVEL 

EAST AND WEST 
B y G . L O W E S DICKINSON 

A b r i l l i a n t s t u d y of the E a s t and of t h i s c o u n t r y b y 
the a u t h o r of " L e t t e r s from a Ch inese Official ." 

A'ct $1.00 

THE GRAND ASSIZE 
B y H U G H C A R T O N 

A s t r i k i n g v i sua l i za t i on of the J u d g m e n t Dav . in 
w h i c h the P lu toc ra t , the Dere l i c t , the S e n t i m e n t a l 
i s t — a l l c l a s s e s and t y p e s of men p a s s before the 
Chr i s t to r ece ive final j u d g m e n t . Net $r.ji. 

A HANDBOOK TO THE POETRY 
OF RUDYARD KIPLING 

B y R A L P H D U R A N D 
M r . K i p l i n g h a s p e r s o n a l l y s a n c t i o n e d th is book, 
w h i c h c l e a r s up the m a n y o b s c u r e a l l u s i o n s and 
u n f a m i l i a r e x p r e s s i o n s in h i s v e r s e s . ATet $2.00. 

JOSEPH CONRAD 
B y R I C H A R D C U R L E 

T h e first a d e q u a t e a p p r e c i a t i o n of C o n r a d , the man 
i n d h i s w o r k s . Frontispiece. Net , >r.2j. 

R U D Y A R D K I P L I N G 

"THE SEVEN SEAS EDITION" 

Each set Autographed by the Author 

23 Volumes Net $138.00 per set 

A GIFT FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY 
Ash to see a set at your bookseller's 

D O U B L E D A Y , P A G E & C O M P A N Y , G A R D E N C I T Y , N E W Y O R K 
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A Stocking Full of Good Books. 
Children's Gift Books 

Myths Every Child Should Know 
Edi ted b y H A M I L T O N W R I G H T M A B I E 
I l lus tra ted b y M A R Y H A M I L T O N F R Y E 

T h e s e i m p e r i s h a b l e t a l e s , w h i c h h a v e d e l i g h t e d 
c h i l d r e n the w o r l d o v e r , r e c e i v e fresh a n d o r i g i n a l 
t r e a t m e n t in M i s s F r y e ' s h a n d s . 
jo illustrations in color, join black and white. Boxed, net $2.00 

A N D E R S E N ' S F A I R Y T A L E S 
I l l u s t r a t e d b y D U G A L D S T E W A R T W A L K E R 

M r . W a l k e r ' s i l l u s t r a t i o n s for these f a i ry t a l e c l a s 
s i c s , b y r e a s o n of t he i r poe t ic q u a l i t y a n d e x q u i s i t e 
d e t a i l , m a k e th i s v o l u m e one of the mos t t r u ly 
a r t i s t i c gift b o o k s of the H o l i d a y S e a s o n . 
J2 illustrations in color. Many in black and white. Net Sf.jo 

A Midsummer Night's Dream 
N e w P o p u l a r Edit ion, I l lus trated b y 

A R T H U R R A C K H A M 
A n e w edi t ion of the bes t k n o w n of a l l M r . R a c k -
h a m ' s i l l u s t r a t e d w o r k s . 

lb illustrations in color and manv in black and white. 
Net $1.30 

SCOUTING WITH DANIEL BOONE 
B y E V E R E T T T. T O M L I N S O N 

Author of"Three Colonial Boys," etc. 
I t ' s a l u c k y boy, on C h r i s t m a s m o r n i n g , tha t finds 
th is s t o r y of D a n i e l Boone and h i s a d v e n t u r e s in 
the K e n t u c k y w i l d e r n e s s . 

Illustrated by Norman Rockwell. Net $1.20 

Gift Books for Grown-ups 

FRECKLES 
B y GENE S T R A T T O N - P O R T E R 

" L i m b e r l o s t Edi t ion ," I l lus trated by 
T H O M A S F O G A R T Y 

T h e r e a d e r s of t h i s book n u m b e r in to the m i l l i o n s , 
a n d th i s n e w ed i t i on w i t h M r . F o g a r t y ' s co lor d r a w 
i n g s p u t s it i n to a p e r m a n e n t form. Net $1.50, 

B Y A N D L A R G E . B y F R A N K L I N P. A D A M S 

T H E BLOSSOMING R O D 
B y M A R Y S T E W A R T C U T T I N G 

A u t h o r of " L i t t l e S t o r i e s of M a r r i e d L i f e , " e tc . 
T h e t rue C h r i s t m a s sp i r i t fills the p a g e s of th i s 
l i t t l e s t o ry . A t t r a c t i v e l y bound in b o a r d s w i th 
f ront ispiece and decora t ions in two c o l o r s . 

Net JO cents ' 

A new book of verses by " F . I'. A . " of the " C o n n i n g 
T o w e r , " New York Tribune. 

" A s I r v i n C o b b s a y s a b o u t T u x e d o T o b a c c o , I see no r eason w h y I shou ld not say that I l i k e ' B y a n d 
L a r g e , ' b e c a u s e I do l i k e it . In fact I l ove it."—Montague Glass, Net $r.oo. 

HANDSOME WORKS ON ART AND BUILDING 

T H E A R T OF THE L O W COUNTRIES 
B y W 1 L H E L M R. V A L E N T I N E R , of the Metropolitan Museum, New York 

T r a n s l a t e d b y M r s . S C H U Y L E R V A N R E N S S E L A E R 
A s u r v e y of D u t c h a r t f rom the e a r l i e s t t ime to the p resen t , wr i t t en b y the g rea t e s t a u t h o r i t y in th is c o u n t r y . 

fllitstrated. Net $2.50. 

COUNTRY H O U S E S 
B y A Y M A R E M B U R Y II 

P l a n s w i t h p h o t o g r a p h s i n s i d e and out of a n u m b e r 
of h o u s e s d e s i g n e d by the au tho r , r a n g i n g in cost 
from #5,000 u p . A p r a c t i c a l book for those abou t 
to b u i l d , fllitstrated. Net $j.oo. 

Early American Churches 
B y A Y M A R E M B U R Y II 

A book of p i c t u r e s a n d d e s c r i p t i o n s of h i s to r i c 
A m e r i c a n c h u r c h e s b y a w e l l - k n o w n a rch i t ec t . 

Illustrated. Net S2.S0 

J O S E P H C O N R A D 
"DEEP SEA EDITION" 

10 Volumes bound in deep-sea blue limp leather 
Boxed, net $15.00 

THE IDEAL MAN'S GIFT 
C h e c k the books y o u w a n t on t h e s e t w o p a g e s and bring t h e m to y o u r b o o k s t o r e 

D O U B L E D A Y , P A G E & C O M P A N Y , G A R D E N C I T Y , N E W Y O R K 
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A little TALK 
(before -you placg \\o\xr magazine ordtr) 

I F you wish to be sure 
of your facts, you must 

have something to supple
ment your dai ly newspaper . 
Out of the great mass of 
rumor and col
ored news—news 
that isn't so—you 
must have some 
way of g leaning 
the simple truth 
if you arc going 
to discuss great 
questions in te l l i 
gen t ly and think 
c lear ly on matters of cur
rent history. W h a t you 
wan t in your w e e k l y j o u r 
nal is not a reprint of daily 
paper reports and opinions, 
but a c lear and readable 
s ta tement of facts, secured 
from or iginal sources. 

L Y M A N A B B O T T 

E d i t o r 

It is special ly important 
this yea r for you to have 
a g rea t N a t i o n a l week ly 
such as T H E O U T L O O K . 

T h e grea tes t w a r in the 
his tory of the 
wor ld is in prog
ress. T h e we ek-
ly story of the 
war as prepared 
by T H E O U T L O O K 

is an au thor i ta 
tive and in te l l i 
gen t s u m m a r y of 
the events of the 

most des t ruct ive and , pos
sibly, the greates t con
structive per iod of modern 
history. 

In addition to its regular edi
torial staff, T h e O u t l o o k has a 
really notable group of corre
spondents and special contributors. 
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Arthur Bullard, w h o went to Tur 

key and the Balkan territory for 

T H E OUTLOOK during t h e T u r c o -

Balkan War , and w h o knows 

thoroughly the countries and peo

ples involved, is each week telling 

the story o f the war in simple 

narrative, avoiding confusion and 

excessive detail. George Kennan, 

whose intimate knowledge o f Rus-
O 

sian lite and conditions is known 

to all Americans, 

will contribute a se

ries o f stories on Rus

sian topics, as well as 

many other signed 

and unsigned articles 

on subjects o f popu

lar interest. Professor 

Albert Bushnell Hart, 

o f Harvard Univer

sity, w h o has an in

ternational reputation 

as a writer on historical sub-

has contributed a series 

H A M I L T O N W . M A B I E 

A s s o c i a t e E d i t o r 

]ects, 

of ten important articles under 

the general title " T h e His 

torical Roots o f the W a r . " 

These articles are popular and 

non-technical, their purpose be

ing to give the readers an under

standing o f the events o f modern 

European history which have 

led up to the present convulsive 

crisis in Europe. 

Everv issue o f T H E OUTLOOK 
is illustrated, the 

c u r r e n t even t s of 

the week being p ic -

torially treated in 

the way o f photo

graphs, maps, etc. 

T h e s u b s c r i p t i o n 

price is Three D o l 

lars a year. I f you 

are not prepared to 

subscribe n o w for a 

full year, send Six 

Cents in stamps tor a Trial In

t roduct ion—Three Weeks . 

S e n d this C o u p o n f o r Y e a r l y S u b s c r i p t i o n S e n d this C o u p o n f o r T r i a l I n t r o d u c t i o n 

THE OUTLOOK COMPANY \ THE OCTLOOK COMPA.VV 

2S7 Fourth Ave., New York ^ j 287 Fourth Ave., Nevj York " 

I enclose tny remittance of Three Dollars for I / enclose Six Cents in stamps, for which 
_ t. r i rfirz • j . 7 - ----J . . . - T/. . r~\..i7 7. _r subscription to The Outlook until January 1,1916. • please send me The Outlook for three consecu

tive weeks as a Trial Introduction. 

\ 

Name. Name 

Address. A, 
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These amazing revelations of the Kaiser's Spy have enthralled 200,000 
readers in America and England 

The Secrets of the German War Office 
By Dr. Armgaard Karl Graves, Secret Agent 

With the Collaboration of Edward L. Fox 

T h i s thrilling s tory o f the bril l iant G e r m a n s p y s y s t e m is b y the Ka i se r ' s 
secret agent , cal led b y the London Times " the m o s t d a n g e r o u s s p y o f the c e n t u r y . " 
I t is the intr igue, adven tu re , p l o t and coun t e r -p lo t o f secre t d i p l o m a c y and its 
start l ing influence u p o n the presen t war . T r a i n e d in the Ber l in s p y s c h o o l , 
D r . G r a v e s was sent o n m a n y secret missions t o Servia , P o r t A r t h u r , C o n s t a n t i 
nople , M o n t e Ca r lo and M o r o c c o . H e descr ibes the Kaise r ' s $5,000,000 aerial fleet 
wi th its terr ifying b o m b s , the great chest w i th its 125,000,000 g l i t ter ing 20-mark 
pieces concea l ed in the o ld fortress o f Spandau , and m a n y o t h e r s ta r t l ing facts in 
the twe lve amaz ing chapters . 

8vo. $/.jo net; postage 14 cents 

SEVEN 

TIMES 

TO PRESS 

IN 

TWO 

MONTHS 

Published in Germany a few days before the war and receiving the 
unqualified praise of the Crown Prince 

The German Empire's Hour of Destiny 
By Col. H. Frobenius 

With Preface by Sir Valentine Chirol, formerly Foreign Editor of the London Times 

Colone l Frobenius , an officer o f the G e r m a n a rmy , wi th a so ld ier ' s b lun t f rankness here reveals the 
w h y and wherefore o f the Kaise r ' s start l ing chal lenge t o E u r o p e and his def iance o f the o p i n i o n o f the 
c ivi l ized w o r l d . H e defini tely forecasts the present wa r and g ives as ton ish ing m i n u t e deta i ls o f its p r o b 
able s t ra tegy. B y the spring o f 1915 he predic ts the invas ion o f G e r m a n y b y F r a n c e . 

I3IHO. S/.00 net; postage 10 cents 

The Soldier's Own Story 

Tommy Atkins at War 
As Told in His Own Letters 

Edited by James A. Kilpatrick 

1 he mos t v iv id im
pression o f the war 
that has ye t been 
writ ten. I t is no t a 
fanciful picture of life 
a t the front, bu t a 
human d o c u m e n t in 
which the real T o m 
m y Atk ins describes, 
through passages in 
his letters, the grim 
realities, the chiva l ry , 
humani ty and exal
tat ion of batt le. 

121110. jo cents net; postage S cents 

How War is Conducted 

The Modern Army in Action 
By Major-General John F. O'Ryan 

C o m m a n d i n g N e w Y o r k Div i s ion o f the N a t i o n a l G u a r d , and 

Captain W. D. A. Anderson 
Corps o f Engineers U . S. A . 

Introduction by Major-General Leonard Wood, U. S. A. 

T h i s e l e m e n t a r y t reat ise o n the c o n d u c t o f the wa r d e 
scribes the ope ra t ions o f the a r m y in the field. H o w the great 
bod ies o f soldiers are m o b i l i z e d , h o w t h e y are fed, a n d ' h o w 
they are t r anspor t ed t o the scene o f the conf l i c t . M u c h as that 
appears at this t ime in the da i l y press o n the c o n d u c t o f the 
great E u r o p e a n war , it is i m p r o b a b l e and g r o t e s q u e . 

T h i s b o o k will enab le the reader t o f o l l o w the c a m p a i g n s 
and d iscard all the imposs ib l e theor ies as t o the m o v e m e n t s 
o f the armies . I t will be o f i nva luab l e se rv i ce t o the officers 
and men of the N a t i o n a l G u a r d , w h o h a v e n o t ime t o s t u d y 
o r d iges t a de ta i led t echn ica l s t u d y o f s t r a t egy . 

Si>o. Illustrated. $1.50 net; postage 14 cents 

MC B R I D E . N A S T ^ C O 
U N I O N S Q U A R E P U B L I S H E R S ' N E W Y O R K . . Gfcaxlca 
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Special Christmas Gift Edition of 
Miss Dalrymple's New Story 

Uncle Noah's Christmas Party 
By Leona Dalrymple 

Author of " Diane of the Green V a n , " the prize-winning novel in the 
Reilly and Britton $10,000 Prize Contest 

T h i s cha rming s to ry o f the Chr i s tmas season is a w o r t h y successor 
o f M i s s D a l r y m p l e ' s first s t o ry o f U n c l e N o a h . T h e faithful o ld 
se rvan t secre t ly plans a Chr i s tmas pa r ty t o w h i c h he invites the p o o r 
chi ld ren o f the n e i g h b o r h o o d . U n c l e N o a h ' s c o m i c a l hospital i t ies 
and Chr i s tmas spiri t serve t o mel t away s tubborn es t rangements 
and reunite all the b ranches o f the Fairfax family . 
Illustrations in color by Charles L. Wrenn. Decorations by Charles H. Guischard. 

New Gift Editions of the Dalrymple Christmas Books 

Uncle Noah's Christmas Inspiration I In the Heart of the Christmas Pines 

ismo. $1.00 net; postage so cents. 

Illustrations in color by Charles L. Wrenn 
Decorations by Charles H. Guischard 

Sheer hea r twa rming o p t i m i s m — the Chr is tmas 
spirit, in a w o r d . 

121/w. S/.oo net; postage 10 cents 

A Story of Old Philadelphia 

The Open Door 
By Richardson Wright 

R a r e l y has the da rk night o f a 
w o m a n ' s soul been so v i v i d l y d r awn as 
in this s to ry o f K i t t y Flint , the recluse, 
w h o lives alone in an o ld house in a Phi la
de lphia suburb p a y i n g a spiritual deb t . 
I t is a chap te r o f media ;va l i sm set d o w n 
in a bus t l ing m o d e r n s u b u r b ; an e c h o o f 
the pas t r inging d o w n into the present. 
T h e s to ry will cause d iscuss ion as it wil l 
cause tears and laughter . 

i2tno. $1.35 net; postage 10 cents 

Illustrations in color by Charles L. Wrenn 
Decorations by Charles H. Guischard 

H o w the Y u l e t i d e s traightened the course o f a 
great l o v e . 

i2mo. $1.00 net; postage 10 cents 

The Call of the City 

The Captain of His Soul 
By Henry James Forman 

Author of "London , an Intimate P ic tu re" 

T h i s bri l l iantly wr i t ten nove l , laid en 
tirely in N e w Y o r k , gives perhaps the 
m o s t absorb ing picture o f life in A m e r i 
ca ' s greatest c i ty since " T h e H o u s e o f 
M i r t h . " M r . F o r m a n , h o w e v e r , is an 
op t imis t , and shows the m o d e r n y o u n g 
man and w o m a n as d o m i n a t e d b y higher 
ideals than those o f the p reced ing 
genera t ion . 

i2ino. $/.JJ net; postage 12 cents 

The King Behind the King 
By Warwick Deeping, Author of " Uther and Igraine," " The White Gate," etc. 

T h e field o f the au thor ' s f amous first b o o k " U t h e r and Ig ra ine . " Mer r i e Eng land when R i c h a r d I I 
w a s K i n g and the m o b o f ragged peasan t ry were mak ing h im shiver with fear in the T o w e r . 

et; postage 10 cents 

The Letters of William Green 
By James W. Foley 

E v e r y o n e o f these letters reveals the eager spirit o f the eternal b o y and 
, j | . g»«= ; _ e v e r ) ' hear ty laugh will have an e c h o , w h i c h wakes u p the m e m o r y o f the 

t ime when y o u were a b o y t o the fullest ex ten t o f the l aw. 
i2»io, with headings by Charles Guischard. $1.00 net; postage 10 cents 

Send for Christmas Catalogue 

MC B R I D E , N A S T & CO. 
UNION SQUARE N E W Y O R K -.' ^.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. 

The same novel when it 
goes into book form will 

cost you $1.50. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE 
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RECREATION 
Established 1893 

T H E " B E E N T H E R E " S P O R T S M A N ' S M A G A Z I N E 
Edited by EDWARD CAVE 

Cents a Copy One Year, 15 $J 50 

LEADING FEATURES FOR DECEMBER 

Pack-and-Saddling It George Palmer Putnam 

The Rusty Side of Rifles Belmore Browne 

An Upside Down Canoe Cruise Clifton Johnston 

The Grand Duke of Shagbark C. T. Ramsey 

Howard Hamilton Bliss 

Edward Cave 

S. W. Fleming, Jr. 

Wm. M . Newsom 

Ed. Mott 

Rucksack Pass 

Your Shotgun Affinity 

A Taste of the Sea 
j 

Buck Fever 

Bear Possibilities 
Down South for the Quail Season Amos Burhans 

D e c e m b e r R e c r e a t i o n C o v e r P a i n t i n g 

High grade stories and articles by the best writers in the outdoor 
field—-men who have "been there"—and yarns, useful hints, informa
tion, news, letters from everywhere, the finest of photo-pictures. 

S P E C I A L O F F E R T O N E W S U B S C R I B E R S 
T h a t y o u or any of y o u r friends may b e c o m e acquainted with Recreation, w e will 
send it to any address in the United States for a period of ten months for just 
One Dollar. A n d as a token of our appreciation of your joining our circle of readers 
w e will send y o u an appropriate and useful souvenir of Recreation worth a Dollar— 
n o charge for it of course and prepaid to your address. Just fill ou t the c o u p o n 
b e l o w and enclose it together with a dollar bill and mail it, at our risk, to us. If 
after receiving Recreation for three months y o u are no t satisfied with y o u r bar
gain, b a c k will c o m e y o u r m o n e y when asked for. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . C O U P O N • - - . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

T H E O U T D O O R W O R L D P U B L I S H I N G C O . , 2 D u a n e S t . , N . Y . 

Y o u m a y s e n d Recreation f o r t e n m o n t h s a n d t he s o u v e n i r a s o f f e r e d t o n e w s u b 
s c r i b e r s f o r w h i c h f ind e n c l o s e d o n e d o l l a r , s a m e t o b e r e f u n d e d t o m e if a t t h e e n d o f 
t h r e e m o n t h s I a m n o t sa t i s f ied w i t h m y b a r g a i n . 

N A M E -

Add 35c. for Canada A D D R E S S -

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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21 

Suburban Life 

L_. H . B A I L E Y 
OON1-JCTBUT1 

V. ., up !-'...•! I W i . n , 
1 D Mikcr • •* KAUJU> 
Oomnmnfl Sm»D Country a"!" 
Tom B»rron, Poultry Rrroluboml 
T K U n n an EHMI ol the Wu 

T>f«JtjB»— bak-HH.-*. rV»U£HEfii_ 

This Magaz ine—I Yea r 

T h e Magazine 
and the B o o k s 

A 

Six-Dollar Value 
F O R 

$3 oo 
T h e C o u n t r y s i d e C o m b i n a t i o n 

The Countryside Magazine 
O N E Y E A R 

(For Ten Years, Suburban Life) 
L. H . B A I L E Y , Contributing Editor 

The Countryside Library 
T H R E E V O L U M E S B Y L . H . B A I L E Y 

as follows: 
The Principles of Agriculture. 336 pages. Illus. 
The Pruning Book. 545 pages. Illus. 
The Outlook TO Nature—Revised Edition. 

A l l o f t h e a b o v e d e l i v e r e d p r e p a i d t o a n y p o i n t i n t h e U n i t e d S t a t e s f o r $ 3 . 0 0 , a n d M O N E Y B A C K I F 
N O T S A T I S F A C T O R Y . (50 c e n t s e x t r a t o C a n a d a . ) 

THE COUNTRYSIDE MAGAZINE for 1 0 1 5 will be a continuation of Suburban Life along 
broader lines. The articles from our Contributing Editor, L. H. Bailey, will alone be worth 
the subscription price. The three books above mentioned are among the best Professor 
Bailey has ever produced, and are offered in combination for the first time. A special edition 
has been printed to make this possible. 

Your Money Back If Not Satisfactory 
Send us S3.00, wait until the books and first copy of the magazine reach you, then if you are 
not satisfied, you can return the books at our expense and we will refund the money. 
Use this coupon today. This order not good if sent through an agent. 

T h e Suburban Press Publishers 
T H E C O U N T R Y S I D E M A G A Z I N E , 334 Fourth A v e . , N e w Y o r k 

For the inclosed $ 3 . 0 0 enter my name for T H E C O U N T R Y S I D E M A G A Z I N E one year, and the 
Countryside Library in three volumes. It is understood that if I am not satisfied after the books arrive 
I can return them at your expense and my money will be refunded. 

Name 

Street 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

The Countryside Magazine 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 45 

Copr. Life Pub. Co. 

This card, in colors, on heavy tinted board, and enclosed in a suit
able envelope, is mailed to each o f the persons for w h o m you 
remit. Tt is properly filled out by us and mailed to be delivered 
as nearly as possible on Christmas D ay and simultaneously with 
the arrival o f the first copy of 

Life 
as a Christmas gift 

What You Must T>o 
You need only send us a list of your friends, 
with the proper amount at the rate of 

One dollar (see coupon) for three months. 
Five dollars (sec coupon) for one year. 

We do all the rest. 

Obey That Impulse Now 

$ 1 
f o r 

E n c l o s e d 
f ind O n e D o l -

1 a r ( C a n a d i a n 
i • I 3i f o r e i g n 

2 6 ) . S e n d LIFE 
t h r e e m o n t h s to 

''IVHERE LOI^E IS,'' hand
some premium picture in colors, 
given with each yearly subscrip
tion. 

O p e n o n l y t o n e w s u b s c r i b e r s ; n o s u b 
s c r i p t i o n r e n e w e d a t th is r a te . 

LIFE, 54 W e s t 3 1 s t S t r e e t , N e w Y o r k 

One Year $5.00. 'Canadian $ 5 . 5 2 , Foreign $6.04) o 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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M o r e C h a p t e r s 

f r o m M y L i f e 

B y S . S . M c C L U R E 

NO AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF RECENT YEARS 
EXCITED SUCH ENTHUSIASM AS MR. 
MCCLURE'S REMARKABLE LIFE STORY 
PUBLISHED LAST YEAR. BUT THERE WERE 
NECESSARILY MANY INCIDENTS AND IM
PRESSIONS OF THE MORE INTIMATE AND 
LESS FORMAL SIDES OF HIS VARIED LIFE 
WHICH COULD NOT FIND A PLACE IN THAT 
MEMORABLE BOOK. THESE ARE TOLD 
IN THIS SECOND SERIES—FULLY EQUAL 
IN INTEREST TO THE FIRST. CHAPTER I . EN
TITLED "ON THE PETROGRAD EXPRESS," 
APPEARS IN THE DECEMBER 

mcclure's A L L NEWSSTANDS 
C w ' L ' V / A X l L s O F I F T E E N C E N T S 

In answering advertisements please mention HCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE 
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S p e n d 

F i f t e e n 

C e n t s a n d — 

F o r g e t Y o u r C h r i s t m a s P r o b l e m 

" D E F O R E you spend a penny for Christmas get the Christmas 

W o m a n ' s H o m e Companion. Consult its big, long list 

of 1000 CHRISTMAS SUGGESTIONS—50 things to buy or make 

for father, mother, sister, near friend, distant friend, and maiden 

aunt. Step right to the news-stand and ask for that life-saving 

list today—and vanquish every Christmas worry. 

T H E D E C E M B E R 

W o m a n ' s H o m e C o m p a n i o n 

/ " T H H E R E ' S a new serial by KATHLEEN NORRIS, author of 

" M o t h e r , " in that splendid, big Christmas number— 

the story of a rich young mother who decided to 

apply for a divorce and who then But just clip 
THE 

the c o u p o n and mail it with a dollar bill. It WOMAN'S 

will br ing you the Companion for eight months COMPANION 

( including Christmas), and the N o v e m b e r 
t o r the $ i .ooa t tached , please 

l " . i » i ^ 1 „ * . _ l send me the Christmas C o m -
number With the hrSt Chapter Ot p a n i o n . t h e N o v e m b e r C o m p a n i o n , 

and the other seven numbers contain-
K a t h l e e n N o r r i s S bes t novel ing Kathleen Norris 's new novel. 

besides. ,-
hcr ibner ' s 12-14 

answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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1 1 9 W e s t 40th 
St.. N. V- C . 
Gent lemen: 

M For tbe S 1 enclosed, 
please enter my name 
to receive Harper's Bazar 
for the next 10 months 
according to your special 
offer. 

N a m e . 

Street. 

C i t y . . 

Her Secret 
q Y o u ' v e s e e n h e r a n d y o u ' V E 

w o n d e r e d . 
€J T h e a m o u n t she can s p e n d for c lothes is 

l imited, ye t , s o m e h o w , there's an air of 
s m a r t n e s s about her, a finish to her 
dress that b e s p e a k s the w o m a n of tas te 
and ref inement . 

<J Like so m a n y of her s i s t ers , she has d i s 
covered the secre t of good d r e s s i n g with 
a m o d e s t p u r s e . S h e has found tha t , 
after all , her few dol lars can b e s o w i se ly 
inves ted that they br ing her the b e s t 
poss ib le return in sa t i s fac tory a p p a r e l . 

<I H e r e , then, is her secret . S h e b u y s her 
clothes under the g u i d a n c e of an u n q u e s 
t ioned authori ty on w o m a n ' s d r e s s . S h e 
selects her sui ts , ha t s , footwear , h o s i e r y , 
under - g a r m e n t s and all the a p p u r t e 
n a n c e s to her toi lette, not on ly b e c a u s e 
Fash ion dictates that this or that s h a l l be 
worn , but b e c a u s e s h e k n o w s that w h a t 
she b u y s wil l g i v e her the g r e a t e s t 
a m o u n t of wear . 

S h e has l e a r n e d t o d i s t i n g u i s h b e t w e e n f a d s a n d 
f a s h i o n s a n d s h e is s u r e that w h a t s h e b u y s is n o t t h e 
p a s s i n g f a n c y o f a for tn ight , b u t the e n d u r i n g m o d e 
f o r t he s e a s o n . 

H a r p e r ' s Bazar is h e r g u i d e . N o mat t e r h o w m u c h 
o r h o w little s h e has to s p e n d . H a r p e r ' s Bazar s h o w s 
h e r h o w he r d r e s s a l l o w a n c e c a n b e b e s t i n v e s t e d . 

^ A n d w h a t H a r p e r ' s Bazar h a s d o n e for h e r it c a n d o 
for y o u . S e n d t he c o u p o n b e l o w w i t h a d o l l a r f o r a 
t e n - m o n t h s trial s u b s c r i p t i o n a n d y o u r d r e s s p r o b 
l e m for t he W i n t e r . S p r i n g a n d S u m m e r w i l l b e 
6olved. A d o l l a r n o w m a y s a v e y o u m a n y t i m e s 
that a m o u n t in one poorly chosen dress. L e t th is b e 
y o u r first e c o n o m y . 

Harpers 
B a z a r 

1 1 9 W e s t 4 0 t h S t . € ^ _ S N e w Y o r k C i t y 

Scr ib . 1 2 - 1 4 
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those who oppose him; to live 
without sympathy, sentimen
tality or tolerance; to domi
nate. " Such was the creed 
which made Alexander Hendrie 
a millionaire wheat king. Read 
his stirring career in 

The Way Of 
The Strong 

by 
Ridgwell Cullum 

A man's book—a woman's 
book—a romance of conquest 
—of deception, with a great 
moral lesson. A revelation of 
the motives underlying labor 
agitations. But above all 
"The Way of the Strong" is the 
story of a man who drinks from 
the cup of virtue and from the 
jug of vice. It is the story of 
this man's love for his wife— 
a love which stands out greater 
than all else in his life. It is 
the work of a thinker—the 
masterpiece of a world-famous 
novelist. You will read it once 
only to read it again. Ask 
your book-seller for it to-day 
or order direct. 

Illustrated$1.35 net. By mail $1.47. 

GEORGE W. JACOBS & CO. 
Philadelphia Penna. 

The Ideal Christmas Story 

The entire 

story 

happens 

SYLVIA'S 
EXPERIMENT 

THE CHEERFUL BOOK 
Trade Mark 

By Margaret R. Piper 
Third Printing 

The Story of an Unrelated 
Family 

M r . H . V . Meyer , M a n a g e r of the A m e r i c a n 
Bapt is t Pub l i ca t ion Soc ie ty , B o s t o n , wri tes u s : 

" I f Pollyanna s tands for T H E G L A D B O O K , then 

SYLVIA'S EXPERIMENT 
stands for T H E C H E E R F U L B O O K . Cheer-

Tradt Mart 
fulness is a sister o f g l adness . " A n d a d d s : 

" SYLVIA'S EXPERIMENT should be read 
by all the exponents of P O L L Y A N N A , 

THE GLAD BOOK." 

Frontispiece in full color. Decorative jacket 
Net $1.25; carriage paid $l./o 

Published by 

T H E P A G E C O M P A N Y 
53 Beacon Street BOSTON 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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VOGUE FOR DECEMBER 
A handbook o f un
usual Christmas gifts 
c h o s e n for y o u by 
Vogue in the best shops. 

T h e range o f prices 
is remarkable—there 
are jewels, furs and 
antiques o f great value, 
and also many inex
pensive gifts that have, 
nevertheless, a surpris
ing chic. 

A number o f pages 
are devoted to novel 
and acceptable presents 
for men. 

G I F T S 
N U M B E R 
D a t e d D e c e m b e r i 
O n sale November 24 

First aid to the last-
minute shopper will, 
in t h e C h r i s t m a s 
V o g u e , be supplied 
through many addi
tional pages o f gifts. 

B o t h D e c e m b e r 
numbers will, o f course, 
c o n t a i n V o g u e ' s fa
mous offer to d o its 
readers ' Ch r i s tmas 
shopping. 

H a v e you availed 
yourself o f this? I f so, 
you know it lightens 
the burden o f buying. 

C H R I S T M A S 
N U M B E R 
Dated December 15 
O n sale December 8 

T h e longer your Christmas list, the more you need these 
December numbers o f V o g u e . Instead o f the limited stocks 
o f the local shops, through these numbers you can choose 
from the best metropolitan shops. 

It is necessary to bespeak your copies in advance as the 
supply will last only a few days after each number goes o n sale. 

VOGUE 
Twice a month 443 Fourth A v e . , N e w Y o r k 

23 cents a number Conde A W - 'Publisher 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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m 

When you think of writing 
think of Whiting. 

W H I T I N G ' S 
K E W P I E P A P E R S 
Here are the Kewpies on note 
paper for children. The K e w 
pies themselves are famous the 
world over. Every child loves 
them and will want a box of 
this dainty stationery. W e 
furnish the Kewpie Papers 
bo th for correspondence and 
for party invitations. T h e y are 
especially appropriate for holi
day presents, and will un
doubtedly be one of the most 
popular papers for children 
ever made. 

WHITING PAPER COMPANY 
NEW YORK. PHILADELPHIA 

J 

" 

• v . ' 'f 

W h a t C l a r k s o n 

i s D o i n g f o r 

t h e B o o k B u y e r 
f N several hundred thousand Libraries 
B in the homes of people in every walk of 

life—from the day laborer to the col
lege professor and high government offi
cial, from the persons who buy a few 
booksof popular fiction to the persona who 
pride themselves on having the complete 

works of all the Btandard authors in De Luxe Editions artistically 
printed and bound—almost e v e r y b o o k w a s b o u g h t f r o m m e -
VVHY7 Because, I h a v e n o a g e n t s and s e l l y o u Ju s t t h e b o o k s 
y o u w a n t — a l l n e w — m a n y a t a s a v i n s o f f r o m 5 0 t o 9 0 p e r 
c e n t — you examine the books in your own home for five days 
before paying for tbem. I f not satisfied, return them at m y 

The Eyes of the World* 
expense—and—owe m o n o t h i n g . 

S A M P L E P R I C E S „ 
Barbara Worth , 35c. Calling of Dan Matthews, 85c. Shakespeare, 40 vola. 
full flexible Morocco, largest type and best notea of any Shakespeare pub
lished, publisher's price $96—my price $24. Library of Oratory. 16 vola. 
publisher's price, $16—my price, $4.76. Home Library, 8 vola. cloth, pub-
fisher's price, $4—my price, 86c. Messages and Papers of the Southern 
Confederacy. 3-4 Morocco, publisher's price, $ 1 6 - roy price 98c. Wi ld 
Animals of North America, publisher's price, $3—my price, 46c. Popular 
Garden Flowers, publisher's price, $3—my price, 66c. Girdling the Globe or 
Journeys Around theWorld.over 600 pages of ever-changing acenea of inter
est, publisher's price. $2.60—my price, 4oc. Orations, Addresses and Club 
Eaaaya. publisher's, price, $1.60—my price, 42c. 
Here are De Lure Editions. Morocco bound, elegantpaper, many of them at 
lesa than 26 cents on the dollar—Hugo's Complete Works , $9 .40 . Kipling, 
$ 7 . 8 0 . Poe, $4.90—and all standard authors at similarly low prices. 

G e t M y Big , N e w C a t a l o g 
My new catalog, sent free for the asking, tells you h o w t o s a v e 
S O t o 9 0 p e r c e n t o n t h o u s a n d s o f b o o k s . It is a course in 
literature, giving nationalities, date of birth and death of 
authors, the author's life and standing in literature, etc Hun
dreds of seta and thousands of single volumes listed. 
I sell more books direct to the booklover—the individual reader— 
the rich man who insists npOD hia dollar's worth—the man who watcheshia 
Pennies - and sail tbem for less money - than any other man ID America. 
Fwnrv book new and fresh, and guaranteed to please you — you to be the frig. I d o E o T q u i b b l e . an'd would rather have a book or W t of books re
turned «t my expense than to havo a dieoatiafied customer. 

DAVID B. CLARKSON, The Book Broker 1234 CLARKSON BUILDING Chicago, Illinois 

" L E T US H A V E P E A C E " 
The Song of Apes : On Earth Peace, Good Will Toward Men. 

A beautiful gilt picture, by Ethel Wright. Exclusive in 

For 20 years a Hall-Mark of Good Taste in Pictures 
Unsurpassed for Gifts 

At Art Stores, or sent on approval. $1,00 to $100.00. 
Above picture, 7x9, $1.25; 10x12, $2.50; 16x20, $5.00. 
Illustrated Catalogue, practically a Handbook of Amer

ican Art, sent on receipt of 25 cents (stamps accepted); 
this cost deducted from subsequent purchase of Prints. 

Also a distinguished new" series 

copley etchings 
Your Family Portraits done privately from daguerreo

types, old photographs, tintypes, etc. Copyright by 
CURTIS & C A M E R O N , 34 Harcourt St., B O S T O N 

Hu-lun Salesroom: Pierre Buililini;, opposite Public Library 
New York Salesroom: Craftsman Building, 6 E. 311th street 

In answering advertisements ptease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Jill* Chddoors 

W h y -

All Outdoors is A Success 

r 
Ever Try Winter Camping ? 

T h e D e c e m b e r A l l O u t d o o r s g i v e s y o u m o r e 
t han 50 c o n c r e t e s u g g e s t i o n s . S k i s . S n o w -
S h o e s . A l l b r i e f a n d h e l p f u l . 

Moose or Bear? 
St i l l -hun t ing . T b e r i f le . L o a d . E q u i p 

m e n t . A l l a re c o v e r e d i n t he D e c e m b e r 

i s sue . 

The Winter Work Shop 
D e p a r t m e n t g i v e s c o n d e n s e d , c l e a r sugges 
t i ons o n m a k i n g y o u r o w n f i sh ing t a c k l e , 
c a n o e a n d b o a t b u i l d i n g , e t c . 

E a c h o n e o f t h e 150 a r t i c l e s i n t b e D e c e m 
b e r A l l O u t d o o r s is s p e c i a l l y s e l e c t e d f o r t h e 
s e a s o n . E v e r y p i c t u r e t i m e l y . I f y o u d o 
a n v t h i n g o u t - o f - d o o r s y o u w i l l l i k e A l l Ou t 
d o o r s . 

A t y o u r nea re s t n e w s d e a l e r 15 c e n t s — o r 
b e t t e r use t h e c o u p o n . 

A L L O U T D O O R S , I n c . , 
145 W e s t 36 th St. , N e w Y o r k 

S e n d m e A L L O U T D O O R S f o r s i x m o n t h s 
o n tr ial . 50 c e n t s is e n c l o s e d . ( S I . 0 0 fo r a 
y e a r . ) 

Name 

Address 

L o o k a t T h i s O f f e r ! 

To Scribner's Readers 
Good Until January 1st 

Price for 
all three 

only 

$1.00 

T H E N A T I O N A L FOOD M A G A Z I N E 
f o r 8 m o n t h s a n d t h e s e t w o b o o k s : 
" P a r t i e s a n d E n t e r t a i n m e n t s , " 
" D i n n e r s a n d L u n c h e o n s . " 

T h e r e g u l a r s u b s c r i p t i o n p r i c e o f t h e m a g a 
z ine a l o n e is $1.50 p e r y e a r . 

The National Food Magazine 
T h e w o r l d ' s l e a d i n g f o o d p u b l i c a t i o n , c o n 
t a ins v a l u a b l e H e a l t h a r t i c l e s , T a b l e S t o r i e s , 
E n t e r t a i n m e n t s , T o a s t s , N e w s o f W o m e n ' s 
C l u b s a n d F i c t i o n . 

" T h e t h r e e g r e a t s o u r c e s o f t r o u b l e , w a n t , 
p o v e r t y a n d s in a r e 

I G N O R A N C E of the use of F O O D 
I G N O R A N C E of the use of T H O U G H T 
I G N O R A N C E of the use of the D O L L A R 

T H E N A T I O N A L FOOD M A G A Z I N E is h e l p 
i n g r e m o v e t h e s e t h r e e c a u s e s , a n d i s , in 
s o d o i n g , h e l p i n g t o m a k e b e t t e r p e o p l e , 
h a p p i e r h o m e s a n d a s t r o n g e r n a t i o n . " — 
REV. W. C . POOLE. 

"Parties and Entertainments" 
E s p e c i a l l y c o m m e n d s i t se l f t o t ha t p e r p l e x e d 
a r m y o f w o m e n w h o a r e v a i n l y s e a r c h i n g 
f o r n e w a n d n o v e l c o n c e p t i o n s — f o r s o m e 
t h i n g t o r e p l a c e t h e t h r e a d - w o r n i d e a s o f 
o l d - t i m e s o c i a l u s a g e . 

"Dinners and Luncheons" 
Is fo r the o v e r w o r k e d , p e r t u r b e d A m e r i c a n 
h o s t e s s . T h e s u g g e s t i o n s t h e r e i n wi l l 
l i g h t e n h e r p e r p l e x i t i e s a n d t r a n s f o r m h e r 
w o r k o f e n t e r t a i n i n g f r o m a t a s k o f d r e a d 
to o n e o f d e l i g h t . 

N A T I O N A L F O O D M A G A Z I N E 
Dept. S. 45 W e s t 34th Street , N e w Y o r k 

B o y s 

old and young! Also, 
people interested in boys! 
Turn to advertising pages 
52 and 53 now, before 
you forget. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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T h e S c r i b n e r B o o k s t o r e 
HOLIDAY SERVICE 

" This year make it Books" 

Hard times ? Not at Christmas. 
Money worries have no place at 
the Tree. Has it occurred to you 
that books cost less than nothing 
in proportion to their value in 
beauty, sentiment, and lasting 
pleasure ? Now that times are 
hard, try paying less and getting 
more. Every one will be so 
pleased that you will do it again 
next year. The appreciation of 
your friends will show you that 
books are the ideal presents. 
At any rate, this year make it 
Books. 
Early or late, the service at the 
Scribner Bookstore is the same. 
It adjusts itself instantly to the 
'"rush"; there is no delay if you 
are late in ordering. "When you 
have decided to " make it Books," 
write, wire, call, or telephone. 

You will receive an immediate 
and courteous response. 
If you can call at the Scribner 
Bookstore you will find many 
interesting things. There are 
books in color, Christmas books, 
fiction, French books, war books, 
poetry, art, drama. There is a 
particularly fine assortment of 
beautifully decorated, illustrated, 
and bound books especially de
signed for gifts. 
And then, too, the Scribner Book
store has one of the finest collec
tions of rare books in the country. 
These are not merely of permanent 
value. Every year increases their 
importance. As investments they 
are of infallible security and in
evitable profit. As gifts they are 
the very embodiment of sentiment. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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S C R I B N E R W A R B O O K S 

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 

What the English critics are saying: 
' A big book in every sense of the term."—Edwin Pugh in The Bookman. 
' A n extraordinary book, illuminating, haunting, compelling."—Sheffield Telegraph. 
' Many of the elements of real greatness, imagination, humour, power, and pity." 

$1.35 net —Evening Standard. 

G E R M A N Y A L L I E S 

Germany and the Germans 
F r o m a n A m e r i c a n " P o i n t o f V i e w 

By P r i c e C o l l i e r 

A significant sentence from this h o o k : " W e shall have 
war when the German Kaiser touches a but ton and gives an 
order, and the German people will have no more to say abou t 
it than y o u and I . " 

Xciv and cheaper edition. 75 cents net 

Monarchical Socialism in 
Germany 

By E l m e u R o b e r t s 
" M r . Roherts has p laced the quest ion squarely, clearly, 

before his readers and has written a suggestive and most 
interesting book . "—Phi lade lph ia Public Ledger. 

"I t includes the main essentials in a form which will be 
eh'ar to those who have not followed the situation carefully, 
while at the same t ime it will he interesting to the closer 
student."—Springfield Republican. 

$1.£5 net ; postage extra 

The Evolution of Modern 
Germany 

By W. H a r b u t t D a w s o n 
" I t is by a long way the most important and exhaustive 

analysis of the economic and political situation in G e r m a n y 
which has appeared in England for several years past ." 

— The X at ion. 
Cheap edition. Large crown 8ro, cloth, $1.50 net 

The Hapsburg Monarchy 
By H e n r y W i c k h a m S t e e d 
" T h e author writes with a fullness, a deliberation, and 

a balance of judgment which appeal fur confidence in a marked 
degree. His hook is closely packed with knowledge , obser
vat ion, and thought . It will rank as an indispensable friend 
to those who wish to understand the realities of the Dua l 
M o n a r c h v and to be prepared for future deve lopmen t s . " 

—Pall Mall Gazette. 
$ 2 . 5 0 net 

England and the English 
F r o m a n A m e r i c a n P o i n t o f V i e w 
By P r i c e C o l l i e r 
" S o sound and sane a b o o k as this on a top ic upon which 

every traveller, eve ry man and w o m a n w h o can hold a pen 
and dip it into an inkstand, assumes c o m p e t e n c e to write is 
the rarest of the rare ."—Boston Transcript. 

75 cents net 

France Under the Republic 
By J e a n C h a r l e m a g n e B r a c q 
" Y o u r hook supplies a long-felt need of Engl ish readers. 

Indeed , I d o not k n o w where it wou ld be possible to find in 
French such a large and impartial p ic ture of y o u r country 
at the present day."—HENRY VAN DYKE, U. S. Ambassador to 
the Xethcrlands. 

J?1.D0 net 

The Diplomatic History of the War 
E d i t e d b y M. P. P r i c e , M.A. 
This v o l u m e is the first c o m p l e t e record of the events pre-

reding the war. It includes a Diary of Negot ia t ions and 
Events in the Different Capi ta ls , the T e x t s of the Official D o c 
uments of the various G o v e r n m e n t s , full report of the public 
speeches in all the European Par l iaments b y the leaders of the 
different parties concern ing the war, an accoun t of the military 
preparations of tbe countr ies c o n c e r n e d , and much original 
matter . 

In Press 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Modern Russia B t G. A l e x i x s k t 

"Among the innumerable hooks abou t Russia that have 
appeared in recent years the reviewer k n o w s of no other tha'. 
gives so many-s ided and c o m p l e t e a su rvev within so small 
a compass. —American Historical Rericw. 

$3.75 net 

France of the French 
By E. H a r r i s o n B a r k e r 
" H e has a t tempted nothing more than to p r o d u c e a book 

of general information concern ing the life and genius of the 
t r e n c h pc .p l , - . In this he has succeeded ve ry well, for in no 
other way would it be possible to pive briefly so int imate a 
k n o w l e d g e of the French p e o p l e . " — B o s t o n Transrript. 

Illustrated. 81.50 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, N E W YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt. 
Colonel Rooseve l t and the first jaguar. 

T H R O U G H T H E B R A Z I L I A N 

W I L D E R N E S S 
B y T h e o d o r e R o o s e v e l t 

This is Colonel Roosevelt's own narrative of his most original expedition through 
a part of Brazil never visited by civilized man, including a 500-milc journey on mule-
hack across the height of land between the river systems of tbe Paraguay and the 
Amazon, and many adventures on the famous "River of D o u b t " ; observations on 
the most brilliant and varied bird life of the South American tropics; hunting of the 
jaguar, the tapir, the peccary, the giant anteater and other unusual animals of the 
jungle; visits to half-civilized and to wholly barbarous wild Indian tribes—all of this 
varied panorama is depicted by Colonel Roosevelt in his most graphic and pictur
esque style, full of the joy of new adventures. 

The illustrations are carefully chosen from hundreds of films made by Kermit 
Roosevelt, Fiala, Harper, and other members of the expedition, presenting a variety 
of views of inaccessible regions not hitherto available. The volume is printed in the 
same handsome and substantial manner as " African Game Trails." 
With illustrations from photographs by K e r m i t R o o s e v e l t and other members of the expedition. 

Svo. $3.50 net; postage extra 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS itM^) FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



4Sh SCRIBXERS MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

S C R I B N E R B O O K S 

The British Empire and the 
Lnited States 

A REVIEW OF THEIR RELATIONS DURING T H E 
CENTURY OF PEACE FOLLOWING T H E T R E A T Y 
O F GHENT 

BY WILLIAM ARCHIBALD DUNNING . W i t h 
an in t roduc t ion b y the BIGHT HONORABLE 
VISCOUNT BRYCE and a preface b y NICHOLAS 
MURRAY BUTLER 
This is the psychologica l momen t for the appearance of 

a b o o k which explains the century of peace between Great 
Britain and the United States. W h e n nearly every world 
power except the United States is at war, the history of our 
relations with a count ry , one of whose domin ions 
ours for a distance of 8,000 miles, can
not help being intensely interesting 
and helpful to an understanding of 
war and peace and their underlying 
causes. 3 0 0 0 n d . pos(age extra 

borders 

Outlines of Interna
tional Law 

BY CHARLES H. STOCKTON 
Admira l S tock ton ' s practical ex

perience in dealing with the complex 
problemsjand delicate situations in con
nect ion with international law renders 
him especially well qualified to speak 
with authority at this moment on a 
subject of such general interest. A n d 
a b o o k on international law from his 
pen is especially t imely since a num
ber of works previously published upon 
the subject have b e c o m e out of date, 
especially in the b o d y of the text, by 
the changes that have occurred, partly 
as the results of the recent tribunals 
and conferences of T h e Hague , and of 
the London Naval Conference of 1900, 
at which Admiral S tockton was the first 
representative of the United States. 

$3.50 net ; postage extra 

By 

J . M . B A R R I E 
A Book of Plays 

H A L F H O U R S 
Inc lud ing 

Pantaloon 
The Twelve-Pound Look 

Rosalind 
The ^"ill 

$1.25 net; postage extra 

John. Duke, and Sarah. Duchess 
of Marlborough, 1660-1744 

BY STUART J. REID, D.C.L. W i t h an intro
duc t ion b y the DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH , K . ( i . 

T h e author succeeds in giving a much more agreeable 
impression of Mar lborough and the Duchess than can be o b 
tained from Swift or Macaulay , and throws much interesting 
new light on the public and private life of these two remark
able personalities. T h e vo lume will be illustrated chiefly 
from unpublished pictures and tapestries. 

With illustrations. 8ro. $4.00 net 

The First Phase Bernadotte. 
1763-1799 

BY DUNBAR PLUNKET BARTON , a Judge o f 
the High Cour t of Just ice in I re land 

A b iography of sustained interest and a valuable addi t ion 
to the literature of the French Revo lu t ion and N a p o l e o n . 

Illustrated. $3.75 net 

A Great Peace Maker 
THE DIARY O F JAMES GALLATIN I N EUROPE 
FROM T H E AMERICAN PEACE THROUGH T H E 
D O W N F A L L O F NAPOLEON A N D T H E FOLLOW
ING YEARS 

This journal of the son and secretary of Alber t Gallatin, 
who accompanied his father during the negotiat ion of tbe 
T r e a t y of Ghent and afterward during bis ministries to France, 
1815-53 , and to England , 183&-7, is one of tbe mos t enter
taining and enlightening commenta r i e s on that period ever 
written. Its historical impor tance , as heing the work of a 
y o u n g man whose chance to obse rve and comprehend great 
historical events was unique , is o b v i o u s l y great. But tbe 
casual reader will be charmed rather by the candid , sharp, 
and fresh observa t ions upon great men and women , and 
events in France and England at the end of the Napoleonic 

era, m a d e by this Amer i can you th . 
Illustrated. 8ro . 

$2.50 net; postage extra 

The Man Behind 
the Bars 

BY WINIFRED LOUISE 
T A Y L O R 
T o gain the confidence of con

v ic t s , to k n o w their inner lives, and 
through this knowledge to at tempt to 
better prison condi t ions and methods 
of punishment th roughout the coun
try is Miss T a y l o r ' s life a im. In this 
b o o k , c o m p o s e d of a series of anecdotes, 
amusing, pathet ic , and all intensely in
teresting, she has e m b o d i e d the experi
ence of many years of concentrated 
work in this field. In its sympathy , 
an essentially human qual i ty , the book 
is thoroughly fascinating and gives the 
po in t of view of a class t o o little known 
t o mos t of us. $ 1 5 0 n d . p o s t a g e 

A Short History of 
the Canadian People 

BYJTTEORGE BRYCE, M.A., D.D., LL.D. 

Both for the student and general reader this b o o k affords 
the highest interest. I t is a new and revised edi t ion, largely 
rewritten and brought up to date . I t will be invaluable for 
Univers i ty S t u d y Courses , for Teache r s ' Tra in ing Schools , 
and for pupils of higher schools . N o other work on Canada 
combines all its advantages in such a handy fo rm. T h e 
excellent tables of publ ic events , Canad ian annals, author
ities and references, lists of governors , premiers , e tc . , and a 

it most 
$3.00 nd 

c o p y of the Canadian Confedera t ion A c t , make 
suitable for universi ty and publ ic libraries. 

Essays 
BY ALICE M E Y N E L L 

Delightful ly spontaneous essays full o f appreciat ion of 
simple j o y s and every -day sensat ions. T o read one without 
reading them all would be almost as difficult as to begin one 
w. thout finishing it. l i m o ? 1 J O n d 

Turkish Memories 
BT SIDNEY WTIITMAX 

A compan ion v o l u m e to his " G e r m a n M e m o r i e s " that 
contains unusual oppor tuni t ies for ob ta in ing int imate per
sonal v iews of the < 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

)urt and the life of the peop le 
8ro. 9i.i5 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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S C R I B N E R B O O K S 

Notes on Novelists 
with Some Other Notes 

BY HENRY JAMES 

Here is a b o o k which describes with penetrat ing analysis 
and in a thoroughly entertaining manner of telling the work 
nut on ly of the great modern novelists of the last cen tury , 
S tevenson, Zo lu , Balzac , Flauber t , and Thacke ray , but also 
takes u p in a chapter entitled " T h e N e w N o v e l " the work 
<>f Ga l swor thy , M r s . W h a r t o n , Conrad , Wel ls , Wa lpo le , 
Benne t t and the o ther m o r e impor tan t con tempora ry novel
ists. T h i s chapter gives in a short space as keen and authori
tat ive a crit icism of present-day fiction as can be found. 

$2.50 net; pontage extra 

Una Mary 
BY UNA A. HUNT 

Here is child idealism beautifully 
descr ibed in personal reminiscences. 
A sensitive and imaginat ive child 
creates in her fancy a second self e m 
b o d y i n g her dearest ideals. T h e t w o 
selves g r o w up together and eventual ly 
b e c o m e o n e . T h e b o o k is intensely 
interesting no t on ly f rom a human 
po in t of v i ew but also f rom thut of a 
scientific psycho log i s t . 

$1.35 net; pontage extra 

The Basketry 
Book 
BY MARY MILES BLANCHARD 

A carefully prepared, comple t e 
guide to the ancient craft of inter
weaving reeds—a craft which was p rob 
ably the origin of all the textile arts of 
the wor ld . Beginning with descrip
t ions of tools and materials the au
thor p roceeds b y easy stages through 
all the simpler weaves to the more 
e laborate designs until " i n our work we 
fo l low the Indian idea of making the basket the exponent of 
someth ing within ourse lves ." 

Svo. Illustrated. $2 .00 net; pontage extra 

Essentials in Music History 
BY THOMAS TAPPER A N D PERCY GOETSCHIUS 

T h i s work is designed to afford the reader a simple nar
rative of the influences that have p layed au essentially im
por tan t role iu bringing the art of music t o the posi t ion it 
occupies to -day . 

T h e music of pr imit ive peoples and of ancient (Oriental) 
nations is briefly treated. T h e s tory of sacred and secular 
music after the found ing of the Christian era, and the union 
of these t w o s t reams of human expression into the art of 
to -day , const i tutes the principal purpose of the b o o k . 

$2.00 net; pontage extra 

The Poems of 
Edward Sandford Martin 

In this comple t e col lect ion is the varied and charming 
p r o d u c t of the author ' s muse in all her m o o d s , grave and 
arch, serious and lender . N o one has a lighter touch , gracing 
more thoughtful substance whether in verse or p rose . 

$1.30 net 

A NEW VOLUME OF 
POEMS BY 

H E N R Y 

V A N 

D Y K E 

Robert Frank 
BY SIGURD IBSEN 

Henry Ibsen 's on ly son is the author of this drama, which 
Wil l iam Archer , the distinguished English cri t ic, considers 
conv inc ing proof that he possesses " d r a m a t i c facul ty in 
abundance . " M r . Archer defines it as " a powerful and 
interesting play which claims attention on its o w n meri ts ," 
" eminen t ly a p lay of to-day , or , rather, perhaps, of t o 
m o r r o w . " T h e truth of this last c o m m e n t is sufficiently 
evinced in the fact that its mo t ive is the a t tempt of a y o u n g 
statesman t o end, once and for all, the struggle between 
capital and labor by dramatical ly heroic measures. 

$1.25 net; postage extra 

Artist and Public, and Other 
Essays on Art Subjects 

BY KENTON COX 

There is no one writing of art t o 
day with the vi tal i ty that tills every 
paragraph of M r . C o x ' s work. I ts 
freedom from what has b e c o m e almost 
a convent ional j a rgon in much art 
criticism, and the essential interest of 
every c o m m e n t and suggestion, account 
for an altogether except ional success 
that his b o o k on T h e Classic Spirit 
has had within the last few years 
and that will be repeated with this 
vo lume . 

Illustrated. $1.50 net; postage extra 

T H E G R A N D 
CANYON, AND 
OTHER POEMS 

S1.J5 net; -postage extra 

One Woman to 
Another, 
and Other Poems 

BY CORINNE ROOSEVELT 

ROBINSON 

" M r s . R o b i n s o n has a gift of 
poet ic thought and expression and au 

ear for the music of poe t ry which rarely permits a d iscordant 
line, but it is this constant impression of deep sincerity which 
is her most appealing and distinguishing qua l i ty . " 

-—Springfield Republican, 

$1.25 net; postage extra 

Criticism 

CHARLES SCRIBXER'S SONS 

BY W. C. BROWNELL 

This suggestive essay is a sys temat ic exposi t ion and 
defence of crit icism b y one of the foremost Amer ican cri t ics . 
I t considers phi losophical ly the field, funct ion, equ ipment , 
criterion and me thod of crit icism in a way that will equal ly 
delight readers, authors, and critics. 

75 cents net; postage extra 

On Acting 
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS 

T h e result of the author 's observat ion is that there is n o 
art the principles of which are so little unders tood (even b y 
hardened playgoers) as that of acting. A n d he has tried to 
declare some of the elements of the art, illustrating b y " a p t 
anecdote and unhackneyed stories." 

75 cents net; postage extra 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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SCRIBNER FICTION 

PIERRE VINTON 
The Adventures of a Superfluous Husband 

By Edward C. Venable 
From the opening paragraph: " WTiat a vast difference there is be

tween an empty teacup and an emptied teacup. To have no longer any 
place in the Trav of Things, to be a little soiled by use, and with a little 
of the sweetness of the Past in the depths of you, to belong only to the 
Out-of-the-^Cay. is. as I see it, to be an emptied teacup.'" 

First to last a hurst of perfect spontaneitv and pungent cleverness. 
$ 1 . 0 0 net; postage extra 

O N E 
C L E A R . 

C A L L 
FRANCES 
N I M M O 
GREENE 

l l 

One Clear Call 
BY Frances ^Sinimo 

Greene 
A story of the real struggles and real 

success of life to -day . T h e central 
personal i ty is a y o u n g physic ian w h o 
saves tbe soul of his pat ient when he 
finds his bod i ly ills incurable. 

" I t is precisely b y her spirit that Miss 
Greene most charms and stirs her read
ers. Hers is a militant op t imism that 
makes the b lood tingle and rouses the 
best impulses of the reader in [response 
t o the struggles of her peop le to l ive up 
t o their o w n . . . . She is emphat ica l ly a 
novel is t t o be reckoned with f rom this 
t ime on . "—Brook lyn Eagle. 

$1.35 net; postage extra 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S 

'-And So Thev 
Were Married" 

A Comedy of the New Woman. 

By Jesse Lvneh 
Williams 

Author of "The Married Life of the 
Frederic Carrolh " 

A sparkling c o m e d y satirizing the 
convent ional view of marriage which in
vo lves the subjec t ion of w o m a n , and 
bristling with the present advanced ideas 
of her right to independence and indi
vidual d e v e l o p m e n t . T h e hero and 
heroine are idealists and the despair of 
their practical , h ide -bound relat ions, 
and the play is the clash be tween the 
t w o , the brilliant d ia logue being social 
ph i losophy up to da te . 

" A n immense amount of cleverness 
has gone to the writing of M r . Wi l l i ams ' 
c o m e d y . Its d ia logue sparkles and has 
p o i n t ; its situations are ingeniously c o n 
t r ived . . . . It furnishes capital reading.*' 

—Xcic York Tribune. 

" T h e most agreeable and wholesome 
of recent written offerings on the mar
riage p r o b l e m . " — X c i c York World. 

" M r . Wil l iams has a t renchant style 
anil he has a definite purpose which he 
seems definitely to have ach i eved . " 

—Philadelphia Record. 

T i l 

The Woman in 
the Alcove 

T>v Jennette Lee 
" I t is no t the least of M r s . Lee ' s 

ach ievemen t that she has presented a 
truth of which this m o d e r n d a y needs 
much to be reminded , in a w a y that we 
m a y all of us wan t to read. ' T h e 
Woman in the A l c o v e * is exquis i te . I t 
is significant. A n a again it has c h a r m . " 

—New York Times. 
" R e a d e r s general ly will d i scover in 

it no t o n l y an unusual i n t i m a c y of in
terest, but someth ing of that impressive-
ness, as of a personal t ouch , that at taches 
t o a portrai t perfec t ly l i ned . " 

—Xcw York World. 
81.00 net; postage extra 

AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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SCRIBNER FICTION 

GIDEON'S BAND 
A Tale of the Mississippi 

By George W Cable 
The New York Evening Sun says: " A lover of his 'Old Creole Days ' may take up 

this book with no misgivings. This is the Cable of the 'Belle Demoiselles Plantation.' 
Even after Mark Twain he has something fresh to say of the great river. But he does 
not interrupt the story to say it. The stream is one of the persons of the drama as well 
as the very stage itself." 

The New York Tribune: " M r . Cable now proves that for one of the original masters 
of the fictional picture of the Old South the material is still far from exhausted. His story 
is sure to interest you. The picture is of a beautiful mellowness." 

$1.3,3 net; postage extra 

THE WALL 
BETWEEN 

RALPH D. PAINE 

The 
Wall Between 
By Ralph D. Paine 

" M r . Pa ine has m a d e a substantial 
and a t t rac t ive m o n u m e n t to the M a r i n e 
C o r p s in his narrat ive of peace at the 
F a l m o u t h N a v y Y a r d , and his stirring 
accoun t of their adventures in N i c a 
ragua, which looks m u c h like a bi t of 
recent exper ience in M e x i c o . . . . T h e 
story is written in M r . Paine ' s c u s t o m a r y 
virile s ty le , and it will be no less appre
ciated b y all g o o d Amer i cans than b y 
the marines, w h o are given a new glor i 
fication."—Boston Transcript. 

$ 1 . 3 5 net ; postage extra 

Will France Cross the 
Frontier 

7 
Read what 

Frederick Palmer 
Prophesies in 

The Last Shot 

Night Watches 
By W. W. Jacobs 

A new v o l u m e of this famous humor 
ist's mos t delightful stories of seamen, 
longshoremen, and the peop le of sea 
towns . 

" H i s pen is of a robus t and well-
authent icated sort which has m a n y p ro 
to types . H e is the mos t successful 
writer of humorous fiction who has 
c o m e to light in recent years . " 

—Springfield Republican. 
Illustrated. $1/25 net ; postage extra 

The Trawler 
By James B. Connolly 

( W i u u e r o f Col l ier ' s$2 ,000Prize Story Contest) 

One of the greatest of M r . C o n n o l l y ' s 
sea s to r i e s ; a tale of self-sacrifice, fidel
i ty , and love a m o n g the rugged and fear
less Glouces te r fishing-folk. 

THE CITY OF 
NUMBERED DAYS 

50 cents net 

CHARLES S C R I B X E R S SOXS 

postage extra 

The City of 
Numbered Days 

By Francis Lyiide 
" M r . L y n d e has told us some rousing 

g o o d stories, bu t this one is far and 
away the best be has d o n e . . . . T h e 
reader is not likely to lay d o w n the 
s tory until the end is reached. T h e n 
he will close it with grat i tude t o the 
author for several hours of real t ens ion ." 

—New York Tribune. 
" A tale of thwarted schemes, specula

t ions gone awry , and devo t ion to du ty 
in the face of temptat ions strong and al
luring, presents a vivid and dramat ic p ic
ture of condi t ions still co-exis tent with 
our new and raw civ i l iza t ion ." 

—Philadelphia North American. 

$1.35 net; postage extra 
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FOR BOYS AND GIRLS 
The Famous Beard 

Books 
These famous books and 

those listed below by Mr. 
Beard's sisters are in a new 
and eheaper edition. 
T h e Boy Pioneers 
T h e Field and Forest H a n d y Book 
T h e Jack of All Trades 
T h e O u t d o o r H a n d y Book 
T h e A m e r i c a n Boy's H a n d y Book 

Books by Lina and 
Adelia B. Beard 

T h i n g s W o r t h Doing and How T o 
D o T h e m 

W h a t a Girl Can M a k e and Do 
T h e A m e r i c a n Girl 's H a n d y Book 
Recreat ion for Girls 

Each, illiistrafed, $1.50 net 

B Y CHARLES AND MAHY LAMB 

Talcs from 
Shakespeare 

" W e have never seen a better 
edit ion of this at t ract ive h o o k . " 

— Westminster Gazette. 
With 10 plates in color by N O R M A N M . 

P R I C E $1.50 net 

B Y R. L . STEVENSON" 

A Child's Garden of 
\ erses 

Eight full-page ill it.viral ions in color by 
E M M A T R O T H , and main/ others in 
blade and while 75 cents net 

OTHER EDITIONS 
Edi t ion with 1'2 full-page illustrations 

in co lor and pen and ink hy J E S S I E 
W I L L C O X S M I T H . Royal 810 $2.50 

Edi t ion with H full-page illustrations 
in color and ove r 50 others in black 
and white hv F L O R E N C E S T O K E R . 

SI/. Hn, $1.50 
Edition prufu-ely illusl r:i I ed by 

C H A R L E S R« .HINS. »N. ] 2mn $ 1 . 5 0 

Edit ion willi 35 illustrations hy J E A N 
M C L E A N and C H A R L E S K M I U N S O N . 
12mo 50 cents 

Edi t ion uniform with " P o c k e t R . L . S . " 
lGmo, limp leather, 7 5 cents; cloth, 

50 cents net 
Edi t ion in Scribncr Series of School 

Reading. Illustrated 50 cents net 

BY J. M . BARRIE 

Peter and Wendy 
" F o r i tie last generat ion v 

' A l i c e in W o n d e r l a n d ' was for 
fo rmer . "—London Athenawn. 

Ilhislrnlal lij F . D . B E D F O R D 
$ 1 . 5 0 net 

hat 
the 

African Adventure Stories 
B Y J . A L D E N LORING . . Field Naturalist to t 
African Expedition 
With a foreword by THEODORE ROOSEVELT 

R < elt 

A Narrow Escape front Afr ican Blacks 
Fifintlng an African Grass Fire 
Chased by an Ostr ich 
M a u l e d by an E l e p h a n t 
A Fatal E n c o u n t e r wi th Lions 
Wi ld A n i m a l s T h a t I Have " Et " 

P A R T I A L C O N T E N T S 
A Race wi th a R h i n o 
I m p r i s o n e d by a Cobra 
Treed by an E l e p h a n t 
C a p t u r e d by A f r i c a n Savages 
Cornered by B a b o o n s 
A F ight w i t h Five L i o n s 

Illustrated Svo. $ 1 . 5 0 net; postage extra 

Shelters, Shacks, and Shanties 
HY D A N I E L C. B E A R D , author of "The Jack of All 
Trades," "The American Boy's Handy B o o k . " etc. 
In answer to m a n y requests from B o y Scou t s themselves and others interested 

in the m o v e m e n t . M r . Beard, the greatest au thor i ty on hoys" interests, has prepared 
his new h o o k . H e gives easily wnrkahle di rect ions , a c c o m p a n i e d hy v e r y full illus
tration, for ove r fifty shelters, shacks, and shanties, ranging from the mos t pr imi t ive 
shelter to a fully equ ipped log cab in . B o y s will find it an inva luable gu ide in c o n 
structing temporary or permanent shelters in their hikes or e n c a m p m e n t s . 

With more than 300 illustrations by the author 

$1.25 net; postage extra 

To the Land of the Caribou 
T H E A D V E N T U R E S O F F O U R C L A S S M A T E S ON A C R U I S E 

TO L A B R A D O R 

B Y P A U L G . T O M L I X S O X 

T h e s tory of the experiences and adventures o f four co l lege b o y s w h o sailed 
from N e w ̂  ork to Lab rado r in a y a w l . The i r nar row escapes in squal ls , s to rms , 
and f o g s ; their hunt ing and fi>hing adventures in N e w f o u n d l a n d ; the delightful 
i 'o inradesl i ipof their dail\ life, with i n . n i - . amusing escapades , are dep ic ted with a 
keen dramat ic sense and wilh a raciuess of phrase which holds I he reader 's interest 
from start t o finish. M r . T o m l i n s o n shows b y this, his first s to ry , that he inherits 
his father's gift of skilful cons t ruc t ion and of v iv id narrat ive. 

With 8 full-page illustrations by H E R B E R T S E N A T 

\-2tno. $1.00 net; postage extra 

The Barnstormer: 
B Y M A X A L K Y 

F'our ingenious and ve ry much alive youngs te rs dec ide to m a k e a theatre in an 
"Id barn and to g ive some p lays . Af ter a series ot h ighly d iver t ing adventures thev 
comple te the theatre and e v o l v e a d rama full of incident and t r agedy . T h e success 
of this first venture encourages them to fo l low it with others even more dar ing, and 
the s tory of their theatrical career is a mos t l ive ly and enter ta ining o n e . 

Illustrated. $1.25 net; postage extra 

The Wind in the Willows 
B Y K E N N E T H G R A H A M E 

. , ' ) m I , l h o ' ' ' ' ! ' ' l , r ' K 1 ' t - e y e d m o l e , the gray wander ing sea-rat. the rotund jo l ly 
Air l o a d with Ins era/,.- for motor ing , and the Grea t G o d Pan. p ip ing at the Gate's 
of Dawn are here pictured hy an artist w h o , seeing not the h u m o r nor any other 
qual i ty a lone, but all the c o m p l e m e n t a r y quali t ies as o n e , c o m m a n d s t he ' sub t l e , 
graceful skill to blend I hem into uni ty . 

With 10 full-pane illustrations, cover, lining-paper, and title-page, all 

in full color, by PAUL BRANSOM 

$2.00 net; postage crtro 
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FOR BOYS AND GIRLS 

The Boy Emigrants 
B Y X O A H B R O O K S 

A series of g lowing pictures brilliantly illustrating the s tory of the rush to the 
California go ld fields in forty-nine greatly enhances the value of this already acknowl
edged classic. T h e p ro longed popular i ty of the b o o k calls for its publ icat ion la this 
handsome edi t ion, and warrants the expecta t ion that it will be a leading hol iday 
b o o k of the season. 

With 10 full-page illustrations and linitnj-paper in full colors by 

H . J . DUNN 

$2.00 net; postage extra 

B Y G E O R G E B I R D G R I X X E L L 

The Wolf Hunters 
A S T O R Y O F T H E B U F F A L O P L A I N S 

Edited and arranged from the Manuscript 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 X X E L L 

T h e true adventures and thrilliug experiences of three y o u n g caval rymen who 
spent the winter of li*t>l—6"2 in hunting wolves on the Western Plains. H o w they 
g o t the best of the Jay-Hawkers , how they carried ou t their dangerous and excit ing 
work , far even f rom an a r m y post , and how they s tood off the Indians to the last is 
a remarkable record of courage and adventure . T h e b o o k is a true and excit ing story 
of frontier days . 

Illustrated. $1.25 net; postage extra 

Blackfeet Indian Stories 
T w e n t y - f i v e or more real Blackfee t Ind ian fo lk- lor j s tones have been gathered 

b y M r . Grinnell dur ing his years of in t imate s tudy and k n o w l e d g e of the Indians , 
and are here related as s imply and as graphical ly as the Indians themselves told them. 

With frontispiece and cover by N . C . WYETH 

$1.00 net; postage extra 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Other Volumes 
Illustrated I N Color 
S T E V E N S O N ' S 

K I D N A P P E D 

With 1 4 full-page illustrations, title-
page, and cover reproduced in full 
colors, and lining-paper, by N . C . 
W v E x n $2.25 net; postage extra 

S T E V E N S O N ' S 

T R E A S U R E I S L A N D 

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

T H E A R A B I A N N I G H T S 

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

$2.25 net 

S T E V E N S O N ' S 

A C H I L D ' S G A R D E N O F V E R S E S 

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

F I E L D ' S 

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

P I C T U R E S B Y M A X F I E L D P A R R I S H 
$2.25 net 

S T O C K T O N ' S 

T H E Q U E E N ' S M U S E U M 

P I C T U R E S B Y F R E D E R I C K R I C H A R D 
S O N $2.25 mi 

C H R I S T M A S T A L E S 
A N D C H R I S T M A S V E R S E 

B Y E O G E N E F I E L D 

T h e most beautiful and lovable of 
his stories and verse abou t Chr is tmas 
and the Christ Child 

Illustrated by F L O R E N C E S T O R E R , with 
8 full-page drawings in color and 8 
in black and white, tail-pieces, etc. 

$1.50 net; postage extra 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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SCRIBNER BOOKS 
In Dickens's London 

B T F . HOPKINSON SMITH 
T h e rare versatil i ty of an author w h o can transfer t o 

paper his impressions of a tmosphere as well in charcoal 
sketch as in charminglv told descr ipt ion has m a d e this b o o k 
an inspiration to the lover of D i c k e n s and to the love r of 
I jondon. T h e dus tv old haunts of dus ty old p e o p l e , hid 
forever but for Dickens , are visited again and found little 
changed. Where modern things have crept in they are 
not iced with qu ick observa t ion , keen humor , and that s y m 
pa thy with the human which the author shares with the 
great Dickens himself. 
Illustrated with 2 4 full-page illustrations from the author's 

drawings in charcoal. $ 3 . 5 0 net; postage extra 

The Cruise of the 6 i Janet Nichol" 
T H E DIARY OF M R S . ROBERT 
LOUIS STEVENSON 

There can be no greater inspiration 
and pleasure for lovers of Stevenson 
and his work than in the diary of his 
wife, written during their cruise in 
1 8 9 0 , with no thought of publ ica t ion , 
but , a s . she says, * to help her hus
band 's m e m o r y where his own diary 
had fallen in arrears." I t is full of 
v ivid descr ipt ionsof strange characters, 
both native and white, and also gives 
mos t fascinating gl impses of Stevenson 
himself which are a delightful addit ion 
to our knowledge of S tevenson, as they 
have never before been g iven t o the 
publ ic in any way . 
Fully illustrated from photograph* taken 
during the trip, and from other sources. 

$ 1 . 7 5 net; postage extra 

Decoration 
in England 
1660-1770 

from 

The 

End of the Trail 
Author of "Hie Last Frontier" 

By E. Alexander Powell 
T h i s v o l u m e derives a chance interest f rom 
the fact that travel must for a t ime be c o n 
fined to A m e r i c a ; it is c rowded with inci
dental suggestions for the traveller, whether 
he shall fo l low routes prescribed b y rails of 
steel, or, free in the possession of a moto r , 
m a y take the winding course of f ancy . T h e 
author 's principal mo t ive is to reveal the 
existence of the pioneer in " the unexplored 
and unexploi ted por t ions of the Last W e s t , " 
to show that jus t off the usual routes of 
tourists there are still those pic turesque 
condi t ions that g ive " T h e W e s t " its gla
mour , but he exposes every feature of the 
regions covered and describes their pres
ent condi t ions and their prospec ts . 

$ 3 . 0 0 net; postage extra 

Memories 
B Y JOHN GALSWORTHY 
T h i s is a cha rming ly sympa the t i c b iographica l sketch of 

a d o g — a spaniel that c a m e in to the au thor ' s possession al
m o s t at birth and remained with h im through life. I t has 
none of the imagina t ive exaggera t ion c o m m o n in modern 
animal s tor ies—records no th ing i m p r o b a b l e at all. B u t the 
author ' s insight and his p o w e r of in terpreta t ion individual ize 
the little spaniel and bring h im in to the reader 's int imate 
s v m p a t h y . T h e text is m a d e even m o r e v i v i d b y Misa 
Earl a delightful p ic tures . 

Illustrated with four full-page colored illustrations and a large 
number in black and white by M A C D E A R L . 

$ 1 . 5 0 net; postage extra 

Path-Flower and Other Verses 
B Y OLIVE T . DARGAN 

" H e r v o c a b u l a r y is var ied, g low
ing, express ive . I n d u b i t a b l y a poe t of 
great charm and p o w e r has appeared 
in the person of O l ive T i l fo rd D a r g a n . " 
— J A M E S H F N E K E B , in the North Amer
ican Review. 

( 1 . 2 5 net 

B Y FRANCIS LENYGON 

T h i s b o o k covers the whole range of interior d< 
including wall decora t ion , ch imnev-p ieces , staircasi 

corat ion. 
s, w o o d -

carving, panelling, decora t ive painting, plaster work , e tc . 
Decora t ion of great s impl ic i ty and ret icence is illustrated as 
well as examples of e laborate ca rv ing and richness of effect. 
T h e hook makes its appeal to all w h o are at t racted b y the 
work of one of the greatest per iods of English art h is tory. 

$ 1 5 . 0 0 net 

Grinling Gibhons and the Wood
work of His Age, 1648-1720 

B Y H . AYRAY TIPPING, M . A . , F . S . A . 

A d f - ' T i p t ION I>| I lie • >rk >>f ! li.< J P M I ' - I carver in wood 
that the Renaissance p roduced . Conta ins nearly 2 5 0 mag
nificent illustrations, including numerous measured drawings . 

Quarter-bound in buckram, gilt, $ 8 . 0 0 net 
Half-bound in Morocco, gilt, $ 1 - 2 . 0 0 net 

A Window in Thrums 
BY J. M . BARRIE 

With 1 1 full-page illustrations in color by A . C . M I C H A E L . 
$ 1 . 5 0 net 

Edinburgh: 
Picturesque Notes 
B Y ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 

A beautiful edi t ion of this classic 
work on the capi ta l of Sco t l and , in 
which S tevenson d i sp layed s o m e of the 
mos t charming and personal phases of 
his s tyle and his charac ter , illustrated 
b y a master hand . 
Neic illustrated edition, with 1 6 full-page 

illustrations by J A M E S H E B O N . 
$1.75 net 

Fables 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

B T ROBERT L o n s STEVENSON 
" I am very much struck with M r . Hermann ' s drawings t o 

the S tevenson ' F a b l e s . ' T h e y seem t o m e t o show remarkable 
power , bo th of invent ion and h a n d . " — S I D N E Y C O L V I N . 
Illustrated with 20 full-page illustrations, 20 initials, and 20 tail

pieces by E . R . H E R M A N N . 
$ 8 . 0 0 net 

Life and Letters of tlie Italian 
Renaissance B T CHRISTOPHER HARE 

In Chr is topher Hare ' s var ious studies of the Renaissance , 
he has told the s tory of i l lustrious ladies, of emperors and 
kings, of popes and warriors, and fo l lowed their eventful 
careers as makers of h is tory in I t a ly and o ther lands . B u t 
the present work is conce rned with a deeper and m o r e en
thralling interest. I t is an a t t empt to descr ibe the Life and 
Let ters of the I tal ian R e n a i s s a n c e ; the spiritual and intel
lectual as contras ted with the material sp lendor of that e p o c h . 

I t deals with the poe t , the humanis t , the novel le writer, 
the historian, the d ip lomat is t , and the gifted letter-writer, 
f rom L o r e n z o , the Magni f icen t , to Mach iave l l i and Baldassare 
Cas t ighone . 

$ 3 . 0 0 net 

The Hills of Home 
B T L . MACLEAN- WATT. WITH PENTLAND 
KSSAVS l , v ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON-

IS/,,/? -page illustrations in color. Svo. $2 .00 net. 
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SCRIBNER BOOKS 

THE WORKS OF 

EDGAR ALLAN POE 
Collected and Edited by 

E. C Stedman and G. E. Woodberry 
For some time M E S S R S . C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S SONS have con

templated adding a set of Poe to their Library of Modern Authors. 
They were deterred from doing so, however, by the appearance 
of the edition brought out under the supervision of Professor 
George Edward Woodberry and the late Edmund Clarence Sted
man, which seemed almost perfect in its editorial treatment. Re
cently it has been their good fortune to acquire all rights in this 
celebrated edition, which needed only to be reset in larger type to 
make it perfect. 

THE DEFINITIVE EDITION 

Professor Woodberry has taken advantage of the opportunity 
to incorporate such changes as seemed desirable. The Stedman-
Woodberry Edition, as it will be called, will therefore be complete 
and definitive, of as great value to the special student as to the 
general reader of Poe. 

T H E ILLUSTRATIONS 

The set is enriched with a remarkable series of well-authenticated portraits, views of scenes 
connected with P O E , and eighteen illustrations from drawings by A L B E R T E D W A R D S T E R N E R , 

all reproduced in photogravure, to which arc added two facsimiles of the author's manuscript. 

PAPER, BINDING, A N D PRINTING 

All the volumes have been printed from new plates, the type being the large x w l hand
some 12-point Scotch, in which the edition of Turgenieff's novels in the Scrlbner Li
brary of Modern Authors and the Edinburgh Edition of Stevenson's works, famous 
among bibliophiles the world over, were set. Specially made paper bearing the 
author's initials in water-mark, careful printing and elegance and taste of the 
highest degree in the binding, combine to make the manufacture of these books 
representative of the finest art of the book-maker of to-day. 

Other Sets in Scribner's Library of Modern Authors 
T H A C K E R A Y — K e n s i n g t o n Ed i t ion 
S T E V E N S O N — T h i s t l e Ed i t ion 
J A M E S — N e w Y o r k Ed i t ion 
D I C K E N S — C o m p l e t e Edi t ion 
M E R E D I T H — M e m o r i a l Edi t ion 
B A R R I E — T h i s t l e Ed i t ion 
C A R L Y L E — E d i n b u r g h Edi t ion 
TOLSTOI—International Ed i t ion 
T U R G E N I E F F — I n t e r n a t i o n a l Editioi 
I B S E N — V i k i n g Ed i t ion 

Hopk inson Smi th 

P A R K E R — I m p e r i a l Edi t ion 
H O P K I N S O N S M I T H — B e a c o n Edit 
K I P L I N G — O u t w a r d B o u n d Edi t ion 
F I E L D — S a b i n e Edi t ion 
R I L E Y — H o m e s t e a d Edi t ion / C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 
R O O S E V E L T — E l k h o r n Edi t ion P l e a s e s e n d i n f o r m a t i o n i n 
M I T C H E L L — E d g e w o o d Edi t ion / r e f e r e n c e t o a u t h o r s c h e c k e d a b o v e . 
P A G E — P l a n t a t i o n Edit ion / 
S T O C K T O N — S h e n a n d o a h / -v<>' 

Edi t ion 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Addn 
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SCHOOLSAND c o l l e g e s 

The School and College Service 
of S c r i b n e r ' s M a g a z i n e 

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 jnst the right schools for their children. 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. It is given without charge. The service covers the 
Private School field. It includes Boarding Schools, College Preparatory 
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 scree you. Address: 

School and College Service 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

F I F T H A V E N U E A T 4 8 T H S T R E E T N E W Y O R K 

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

N E W Y O R K C I T Y A N D V I C I N I T Y 

M I S S B A N G S A N D M I S S W H I T O N - 1 8 9 0 - 1 9 1 4 
T h e only Country School for Girls in N e w Y o r k City, " A real school ." 
Certificate admits to cul leyes . A private school park of thirty-five acres. A l l 
outdoor sports. General fee includes instruction in elocution, art and dan
cing. Unequal led advantages in music. A d v a n c e d special courses. 

Kiverdale A v e n u e , near 2 5 2 ( 1 Street. 

T H E V E L T I N S C H O O L 

For Girls. C o l l e g e Prepara tory and General Course . N u m 
ber of pupils l imited to twelve in each class. F i reproof budd ing 
tho rough ly equ ipped . 1 6 0 and 1 6 2 W e s t 7 4 T H Street. 

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

" A school that is better than the ca ta logue . " S O D ft. e levat ion, 
c o m m a n d i n g a 4 0 - m i l e v iew of the Hudson . 3 0 miles from N e w 
Y o r k . Comple t e equ ipment . All sports. Col lege prepara tory . 
Character references required. Cata logue on request. 

Oss in ing-on-Hudson, N e w Y o r k . 

T H E C O M S T O C K B O A R D I N G A N D D A Y S C H O O L 

for Girls. 5 2 East 7 2 D Street, N e w Y o r k Ci ty . Special and A d 
vanced Courses, M u s i c , Ar t , Languages , Physical Culture. M a n y 
Social Advan tages . 

L y d i a Dwigh t D a y , Principal ; Fanny C. Neale , Vice-Principal . 

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

A S c h o o l for Gir ls , 1 0 , miles from N e w Y o r k . Healthful loca 
tion; spac ious bui ldings. Excel lent advantages in music and art. 
Genera l and co l l ege preparatory courses . Miss M i r i a m A . Bytel , 
Pr incipal , G a r d e n City, L o n g Island, N e w Y o r k . 

Intimate Teaching by Scholarly Men 

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

A boarding and d a y school for b o y s in the o p e n coun t ry at R ive r -
da le -on-Hudson , upper N e w Y o r k C i ty . Four teen acres. H a r d y 
coun t ry life, sound col lege preparat ion, exper t physical training. 
Special depar tment for y o u n g e r b o y s . 

Address Frank S. Hacke t t , Headmaster , 
R ive rda l e -on -Hudson , N e w Y o r k C i ty . 

T e l e p h o n e , 7 3 G M a r b l e . 

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

write the School and Col lege Service of Scribner's Magazine for 
helpful suggest ions and r ecommenda t ions . T h e service is free 
to all inquirers. Y o u r inquiry will receive individual and careful 
considerat ion, and a p r o m p t reply, based upon the data conta ined 
in y o u r letter of inquiry . Address 
S C H O O L A X D C O L L E G E S E R V I C E , Scribner's Magazine, N e w Y o r k . 

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

( 5 7 T H year . ) A n exclusive school for girls, combin ing all the ad
vantages of c i ty with delightful home life. Regular and Special 
Courses. M u s i c , Art , E locu t ion , Danc ing . M u c h ou tdoor life. 
Riding, Skating, Swimming , etc. Miss Elt inge and Miss Mas land , 
Principals, 6 0 7 5 T H Avenue , N e w Y o r k Ci ty . 

M I S S S P E N C E ' S B O A R D I N G A N D D A Y S C H O O L 

For Girls . N u m b e r in each class limited to eight pupils . R e 
m o v e d frum 6 West 4 8 T H Street to new fireproof building 3 0 West 
5 5 T H Street. Res idence 2 6 West 5 5 T H Street. 

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

Former ly at Briarcliff M a n o r . Coun t ry School for Girls. 5 0 mil 
utes from N e w Y o r k Ci ty . 

M r s . Russell H o u g h t o n , Principal , 
B o x 3 , Ta r ry town-on -Hudson , N e w Y o r k . 

T H E F I N C H S C H O O L 

Boarding and D a y School for Girls. General , Fine Arts , and Prac
tical Courses. Technica l School includes domest ic training, secre
tarial course, book-b ind ing , interior decorat ion, e tc . 

6 1 East 7 7 T H St., N e w Y o r k Ci ty . 

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 F O R G I R L S 

( 3 0 T H year . ) Res ident and d a y pupils . Air and light. Rec rea 
tion lawn. Full advan tages of c i t y , regular or special courses. 
A n y art or practical work desired with privileges of h o m e and so
cial life. R id ing , Swimming , Tennis . Indiv idual care . 

2 0 4 2 Fifth Avenue , N e w Y o r k C i ty . 

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

This school , endorsed b y P A D E R E W S K I , G A B R I L O V I T S C H , 
K A T H A R I N E G O O D S O N , e tc . , has been transferred to larger 
quarters in order t o receive the numerous pupi ls unable to g o 
abroad for studies. M o d e r n c o m f o r t . Single r o o m s . H o m e life 
and care . Assoc ia t ion in dai ly Life with greatest Vir tuosi , M u s i c , 
Literature, Languages , His to ry of Ar t , Classic D a n c i n g . D a y 
pupils accepted. T e r m s for boarders $ 1 5 0 0 a year . E l inor Corn-
s tock (pupil of L e s c h e t i z k y ) , Principal , 

4 1 East 8 0 T H St. ( one b lock from Central Tark , N e w Y o r k C i t y ) . 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

N E W Y O R K S T A T E 

NEW YORK MILITARY A C A D E M Y 
M O D E R A T E E X P E N S E S 

F I R E P R O O F B U I L D I N G S 

C o r n w a l l - o n - H u d s o n , N . " V . 

I N F A N T R Y C A D E T B A N D 

C A V A L R Y ( S p e c i a l r a t e s t o g o o d M u s i c i a n s ) 

for catalogue write to the Commandant 
The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States 

M i c e P F M a c n n ' c S U B U R B A N S C H O O L F O R 
M I S S Ln L . M a s o n S G , R L S " t h e c a s t l e , " 

R Y E S E M I N A R Y 
A girls ' school , one hour from N e w Y o r k . D i p l o m a for college 
prepara tory and general course . Certificate privilege to Yassar , 
Smith, Wel les ley and M o u n t H o l y o k e . Unusual advantages in 
music . D o m e s t i c Sc ience . Phys ica l training, riding and outdoor 
spor ts . M r s . Life , T h e Misses S towe , Principals , R y e , N e w York. Mm,, 

Tarry lo \vn-on-Hudson , N . Y . 

O n l y 40 minutes (rom N . Y . City. Upper 
School for girls 13 to 25 ; Lower School 
for girls 7 to 13. Al l departments, 
including vocational. Special courses in 
Art, Music , Literature, L a n g u a g e s . Cer
tificate admits to leading colleges. Euro
pean travel class. Illustrated catalogue. 

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

R Y E S E M I N A R Y 
A girls ' school , one hour from N e w Y o r k . D i p l o m a for college 
prepara tory and general course . Certificate privilege to Yassar , 
Smith, Wel les ley and M o u n t H o l y o k e . Unusual advantages in 
music . D o m e s t i c Sc ience . Phys ica l training, riding and outdoor 
spor ts . M r s . Life , T h e Misses S towe , Principals , R y e , N e w York. 

Tarry lo \vn-on-Hudson , N . Y . 

O n l y 40 minutes (rom N . Y . City. Upper 
School for girls 13 to 25 ; Lower School 
for girls 7 to 13. Al l departments, 
including vocational. Special courses in 
Art, Music , Literature, L a n g u a g e s . Cer
tificate admits to leading colleges. Euro
pean travel class. Illustrated catalogue. 

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

R Y E S E M I N A R Y 
A girls ' school , one hour from N e w Y o r k . D i p l o m a for college 
prepara tory and general course . Certificate privilege to Yassar , 
Smith, Wel les ley and M o u n t H o l y o k e . Unusual advantages in 
music . D o m e s t i c Sc ience . Phys ica l training, riding and outdoor 
spor ts . M r s . Life , T h e Misses S towe , Principals , R y e , N e w York. 

E m m a W i l l a r d S c h o o l f o r G i r l s 

io is t year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. Four new fireproof build
ings, the gift of M r s . Russell Sage . Preparatory, General and Special 
Courses. Certificate privileges. Music , Art. Elocution, Domest ic Science. 
Gymnas ium with swimming pool. Catalogue on request. 

Miss El iza Kellas, Ph .B . , Principal, Troy , N e w Y o r k . 

M o u n t P l e a s a n t A c a d e m y lOOyears old. Prepares for col lege , scientific school or business. Ration
alized military system. M a n u a l training. M O U N T P L E A S A N T H A L L is for 
boys under 13. S U M M E R C A M P in the Berkshires, under M r . Brusie's per
sonal charge, for y o u n g boys under ig. S e n d for catalogue. 

Charles Frederick Brusie, Box 508, Ossining-on-Hudson, N . Y . 

M R S . D O W ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

For circular address 
M r s . M a n - E . D o w , Principal , 

Briarcliff M a n o r , 
N e w Y o r k . 

S a i n t A g n e s S c h o o l f o r G i r l s 

Forty-f if th year began Sep tember 30 . 
M i s s M a t i l d a Gray , Pr inc ipa l , A l b a n y , N e w York . 

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

Suburban to N e w Y o r k . Prepara tory , Voca t iona l , M u s i c , Ar t and 
H o m e M a k i n g Courses. Gardening and Hor t icu l ture . 47th year. 
Separate house for younger girls. Year B o o k on request. Clara 
C. Fuller, Principal , Mar tha J. Na ramore , Assoc ia te Pr incipal , 
Ossining-on-Hudson, N e w Y r ork. 

M O H E G A N L A K E S C H O O L 

T h o r o u g h preparation for C o l l e g e , T e c h n i c a l School or Business. Aver
age number of pupils to a class, e ight . M o d e r n bui ldings . Healthful loca
tion 011 M o h e g a n L a k e . Physical Culture and Athletics under competent 
Director. Booklet . A . E . L inder , A . M . . Chas . H . Smith, A . M . , Principals, 
Box 61, M o h e g a n Lake , Wes tches ter C o u n t y , N e w Y o r k . 

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

25 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic " Irving " country. 77th 
year. 23 years under present Head Master. New site and buildings 1904, 
Prepares for all col leges and technical schools. Individual instruction. 
Athletic Field. Swimming Pool. N e w Gymnasium. J. M . Furman, A . M . , 
Head Master, Box 903, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N e w York . 

C A S C A D I L L A S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 

A Fi t t ing S c h o o l for Corne l l . A b l e facul ty of specialists. Exten
sive up- to-date equ ipmen t . A th l e t i c field. Rec rea t ion building 
and boat house. G y m n a s i u m ; rowing shells. Fa rm of 100 acres-
T e r m s $675 to $775- Send for Ca ta logue . 

C . V . Parsell, A . M . , Pr incipal , I thaca , N e w York. 

R l V E R V I E W A C A D E M Y 

Prepares for col lege—and for life. Individual training for younger boys and 
for students who need to be interested and taught how to study. Tutoring 
and coaching for 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 , N e w York . 

A G o o d S c h o o l 

is not necessari ly a g o o d school for all b o y s or all girls. The most 
successful schools are those wherein the principle of selection, to 
best fit the school to the chi ld , is mos t wide ly carried out. It 
works t o the advan tage of the schoo l as well as to the child. 
S C H O O L A N D C O L L E G E S E R V I C E , Scribner's Magazine, N e w York . 

N E W J E R S E Y 

B O R D E N T O W N M I L I T A R Y I N S T I T U T E 

T h o r o u g h preparation for co l lege or business. Efficient faculty, comfort
able bui ldings , healthful location, careful supervision of athletics, military 
discipline that deve lops character, and 29 years of experience in training 
boys. For catalogue, write 

R e v . T . H . L a n d o n , A . M . , D . D . , Principal. 
Col. T . D . L a n d o n , Commandant , Bordentown-on-the-Delaware, N . T, 

M o n t c l a i r A c a d e m y 

For B o y s . Orange M o u n t a i n s . Cor respondence or , bet ter , a 
personal visit invi ted from those desiring the best. Book le t , 
" Your B o y and Our S c h o o l , " will interest y o u no matter where 
your b o y is educated. Address 

John G . M a c Vicar , Headmas te r , B o s 22, Mon tc l a i r , N . J. 

i n d i v i d u a l t e a c h i n g 

T w o teachers of twelve years' experience with backward children will receive 
into their country home children delicate in health and slow in mental de
velopment. A g e s three to twelve. Number limited to six. T h r e e bathrooms 
and a sleeping-porch. T w o and a half acres on the mountainside. No help
less nor unimprovable children are taken. Address Miss Charlotte Hoskins-
Mincr , or Miss M . Luelia Malt ice , L e n o x Terrace, South Orange , N . J. 

P E D D I E I N S T I T U T E 

A n endowed school for boys , offering thorough preparation for all colleges. 
Strong faculty. 250 boys . Business, M u s i c . 60-acre campus . Gymnasium, 
s w i m m i n g pool . Athlet ic field. L o w e r School for boys 11 to 14 years. 
Kates $ 4 5 0 to $550 . 49th year o p e n e d Sept . 23rd. Catalog on request. 
Address R . W . Swet laud, A . M . . B o x 12-C, H i g h t s t o w n . N e w Jersey. 

D W I G H T S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

Col lege prepara tory and special courses . Certificates accepted by 
leading col leges . L imi t ed n u m b e r o f pupi ls insures individual 
attention. Spac ious g rounds . S u b u r b a n to N e w Y o r k . Gymna
sium. T e n n i s , r iding. Addres s B o x 007 . Mis s Creighton and 
Miss Farrar, Pr incipals , E n g l e w o o d , N e w Jersey. 

L a s t - M i n u t e H a s t e 

y s o impor tant a mat ter as the select ion of a school is a lways to be 
deplored . Parents would find it a d v a n t a g e o u s t o take up the school 
p rob lem as early in the spring or s u m m e r as possible , thus allowing 
themselves ample t ime in which t o s t u d y and de te rmine the proper 
s choo l . S C H O O L A N D C O L L E G E S E R V I C E , Scribner's Magazine. 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

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

L A S E L L S E M I N A R Y 

A d v a n c e d work for H i g h S c h o o l graduates . M u s i c , Ar t , H o u s e 
hold Sciences . T w e n t y acres, twelve bui ld ings . 

Addres s G . M . W i n s l o w , P h . D . , Pr incipal , 
n o W o o d l a n d R o a d , Auburnda le , Massachuset ts . 

M i s s C h a m b e r l a y n e - s S c h o o l f o r G i r l s 

General , Spec ia l , and C o l l e g e P repara to ry Courses . 
T h e F e n w a y 2 8 , Eos ton . 

A b b o t A c a d e m y 

A School for Gir ls . F o u n d e d 1 8 2 8 . 2 3 miles f rom B o s t o n . 
General course with H o u s e h o l d Sc ience . Col lege Prepara t ion . 
Address Miss Ber tha Bai ley , Principal , A n d o v e r , M a s s . 

B R A D F O R D A C A D E M Y F O R Y O U N G W O M E N 

1 1 2 t h year . T h i r t y miles from B o s t o n . Address the Principal , 
Mis s Laura A . K n o t t , A . M . , Bradford , Massachuse t t s . 

Mount 
Ida 

School 
f m i l e s 
O f r o m B o s t o n 

. .1 

F o r G I R L S 
P r e p a r a t o r y a n d 
F i n i s h i n g S c h o o l 

A finely e q u i p p e d s c h o o l . 
W e a r e j u s t c o m p l e t 

i n g a n e w a d d i t i o n a l 
3 - s t o r y b u i l d i n g (6 in 
a l l ) , a n d c a n , t h e r e 
f o r e , a c c e p t p u p i l s 
( l i m i t e d n u m b e r ) a t 
C h r i s t m a s . 

Write for new catalogue 
and rates till June. 

8 8 S u m m i t S t . 

N E W T O N , M a s s . 

L A S E L L S E M I N A R Y 

A d v a n c e d work for H i g h S c h o o l graduates . M u s i c , Ar t , H o u s e 
hold Sciences . T w e n t y acres, twelve bui ld ings . 

Addres s G . M . W i n s l o w , P h . D . , Pr incipal , 
n o W o o d l a n d R o a d , Auburnda le , Massachuset ts . 

M i s s C h a m b e r l a y n e - s S c h o o l f o r G i r l s 

General , Spec ia l , and C o l l e g e P repara to ry Courses . 
T h e F e n w a y 2 8 , Eos ton . 

A b b o t A c a d e m y 

A School for Gir ls . F o u n d e d 1 8 2 8 . 2 3 miles f rom B o s t o n . 
General course with H o u s e h o l d Sc ience . Col lege Prepara t ion . 
Address Miss Ber tha Bai ley , Principal , A n d o v e r , M a s s . 

B R A D F O R D A C A D E M Y F O R Y O U N G W O M E N 

1 1 2 t h year . T h i r t y miles from B o s t o n . Address the Principal , 
Mis s Laura A . K n o t t , A . M . , Bradford , Massachuse t t s . 

H o u s e i n t h e P i n e s 
A school for girls. In termediate and academic courses. L a n 
guages—nat ive teachers. M u s i c , H o u s e h o l d Arts. Every atten
tion, no t on ly to habits of study, but to each girl 's health and 
happiness . M i s s Ger t rude E . Corn i sh , Pr inc ipa l , N o r t o n , M a s 
sachusetts (40 minutes from BostonV 

T E N A C R E 

A school for twenty-five voung girls. Preparatory to D a n a Hal l . 
T e r m s S 8 5 0 . 

Miss Helen T e m p l e C o o k e , D a n a Hal l , Wel les ley , Mass . 

R E S T H A V E N s c h o o l 

A n individual schoo l . B o o k l e t g ives graphic descr ip t ion of fu l l 
d a y at " R e s t h a v e n . " Sent o n request . 

M i s s C . R . Seabury, M e n d o n , M a s s . 

M i s s G u i l d a n d m i s s E v a n s 1 s c h o o l 
3 3 d year. Sunny, airy school rooms . G y m n a s i u m , swimming , 
ou tdoo r tennis. D o m e s t i c Science. Languages—nat ive teachers. 
M u s i c , Ar t . Col lege preparatory and general courses. Advanced 
courses for high school graduates. 

2 9 Fairfield St., co r . C o m m o n w e a l t h A v e . . Bos ton . 

M i s s C a p e n - s S c h o o l f o r G i r l s 

F o r m a n y years k n o w n as " T h e B u m h a m S c h o o l . " 
3 Q t h year opens Sep tember , 1 9 1 5 . 
C o r r e s p o n d e n c e should be addressed to 

Miss B . T . C a p e n , Principal , N o r t h a m p t o n , M a s s . 

T H E B U R N H A M S C H O O L F O R G l R L S 

Founded by M a r y A . B u m h a m in 1 8 7 7 , is continuing without 
interruption under the direction of Miss Helen E . T h o m p s o n 
and Miss Mar tha C . B u m h a m . Preparatory , Graduat ing and 
Special Courses. Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss Helen E . T h o m p s o n , Headmistress , N o r t h a m p t o n , Mass . 

| A j R O G E R S H A L L S C H O O L F O R G l R L S 

^ £ ^ ! k 7 L o w e l l , Massachuset t s . 3 8 minutes f rom Bos ton . 
Coun t ry sports . N e w gymnas ium and swimming p o o l . 
^ o r c a t 2 ^ ° S ^ e a n < * views, address 

\*3^0? M i s s O l i v e S. Parsons, B . A . , Pr incipal . 

M I S S H A L L ' S S C H O O L F O R G l R L S 

Miss Mira H . Hall , Principal , Pittsfield, Mass . 

T H E R E ' S A T Y P E O F S C H O O L 
or one indiv idual school that will best fit the individual i ty of y o u r 
b o y or girl. S tudy the schools . Ob ta in their ca ta logues . Better 
still, visit the schools personally if at all possible . T h e schools will 
w e l c o m e y o u r visit . If y o u cannot d o this write us for suggestions, 
addressing S C H O O L A N D C O L L E G E S E R V I C E , Scribner's Magazine. 

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E 
For W o m e n . ( 3 0 miles f rom B o s t o n . ) Full four-year course with 
A . B . degree. Tra in ing t for efficient h o m e making as well as for 
the business of life. Special two-year d ip loma course for high 
school graduates. 17 bui ldings. 1 0 0 acres. Cata log . 

R e v . Samuel V . Cole , D . D . , L L . D . , President , N o r t o n , M a s s . 

c i p i a H O M E S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 
1 1 1 / D i s t i n c t i v e ! ) D e v o t e d t o D e v e l o p i n g P e r s o n a l i t i e s 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ " ^ ^ G e n u i n e happy h o m e l i fe; personal attention and care. Growing- girls inspired by who le some and 
^ ^ ^ ^ ^ beautiful ideals of useful w o m a n h o o d . T h e C a p e cl imate is except ional ly favorable for an o u t d o o r l i f e , 

" • " W T ^ " "T^L T" T B ~ ~ ^ ^ T " ^ . n we m a k e attractive and refining. O n e hundred acres ; pine groves , 1 0 0 0 feet of seashore, ponies . 
• r ^ ^ J B - i ^ f c ^ . H y g i e n e and morals are observed especial ly for results in health, character and educat ion. Gymnast i c s , 

I I H 1 H i l i ^ ^ H Mus ic , H a n d i w o r k , D o m e s t i c Arts . French, G e r m a n , Spanish—native teachers. A l l branches of study 
B a i ^ j f l J under patient and enthusiastic instructors. A d d r e s s 

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

I N D I A N A F L O R I D A 

E l m h u r s t 

Coun t ry school for girls, where health is considered 6rst. O u t d o o r 
sleeping, s tudy and exercise. Cert if icate admi ts to . col leges . 
N u m b e r l imi ted . R . 1'. D . 6, B o x 2, ConnersviUe, Ind iana . 

F L O R I D A O P E N A I R S C H O O L 
A Boarding and D a y School for Girls on Cedar River, Jacksonville. F la . 
Co l l ege Preparatory, Elective and Post Graduate Courses. M usic. Certificate 
admits to leading colleges. G y m n a s i u m , outdoor s leeping porches , all s ingle 
rooms. Field and aquatic sports. Resident Physical Director. For Pro
spectus, M 1 . 1 . ... . . • I i . . . Caskin, Principal, 1 Vernon Terrace, Jacksonville, F l a . 

W I S C O N S I N V I R G I N I A 

S T . J O H N ' S M I L I T A R Y A C A D E M Y 
T h e A m e r i c a n R u g b y . E m i n e n t l y fitted for t raining Amer i can 
b o y s . T h o r o u g h scholast ic and mil i tary instruct ion. Si tuated on 
high, well-drained g round , in the beautiful W a u k e s h a C o u n t y Lake 
region. Ex tens ive e q u i p m e n t . G o v t , rat ing, " Dis t inguished Insti
tu t ion." Ca ta logue , B o x 2 0 E , Delaf ield, W a u k e s h a C o . , W i s c o n s i n . 

S W E E T B R I A R C O L L E G E 
A College for W o m e n . A four years ' col legiate course leads to 
the A . B . degree. A sub-freshman course prepares for co l lege . 
L o c a t e d in the P i e d m o n t sect ion of Virginia . Ca ta logue and 
v iews sent on appl ica t ion . 

D r . M a r y K . Benedic t , President , B o x 1 0 8 , Sweet Briar, Virg in ia . 
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S C H O O L S A N D C O L L E G E S 

W A S H I N G T O N , D . C . 

m 
• 

. • 
N a t i o n a l P a r k 

S e m i n a r y 
F o r G i r l s 

W a s h i n g t o n , D . C. (Suburbs). A 
junior co l lege with preparatory de
partment and two years of col legiate 
work. A l l the attractive features of 
the large and the small school . Pre
pares girls for the real business o f 
life. Specialists in Mus i c , Art, E lo 
cution, Domest ic Science, Arts and 
Crafts, Secretarial branches, Library 
methods . Business L a w . M o d e m 
gymnas ium — indoor and open-air 
spurts. Bowl ing , S w i m m i n g , Hid
ing. D e m o c r a c y of life and con
sideration for the individual. D e 
scriptive illustrated vo lume mailed 
to parents interested. Address 

T H E R E G I S T R A R , 
N a t i o n a l P a r k S e m i n a r y , B o x 1 0 2 

F o r e s t G l e n , M a r y l a n d 

W a s h i n g t o n C o l l e g e 
For Girls and Y o u n g W o m e n . Located within National Capi ta l ; park of 
1 0 acres; choicest educational and social advantages ; refined associations, 
most beautiful h o m e life. Preparatory, Certificate and Co l l ege Courses . 
Music , Art, Elocut ion, Domest ic Science. Literature on request . A d d r e s s 
F . Meuefee , President, W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 

W A S H I N G T O N , D . C . 
Regula r and Special Courses. M u s i c , Art, Expression, 
Languages . T rave l Class . O u t d o o r Spor ts . References 
exchanged . Li te ra ture on request . 

M a r t h a W a s h i n g t o n S e m i n a r y f o r 
y o u n g W o m e n 
In finest residential sect ion of Nat iona l Capi ta l . T w o years' course 
for H i g h Schoo l graduates , general and special courses. Domestic 
Sc ience . O u t d o o r sports . E d w a r d W . T h o m p s o n , Principal, 
1 6 0 1 Conn . A v e . , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 

C O N N E C T I C U T P E N N S Y L V A N I A 

S a i n t M a r g a r e t s s c h o o l 

College entrance certificate. General Courses . Househo ld arts 
and crafts. 4 0 t h year . G y m n a s i u m . H a p p y spirit of g o o d fel low
ship between teacher and pupil . 6 0 - a c r e school farm. Mis s Emi ly 
Gardner M u n r o , A . M . , Principal , VYaterbury, Connec t i cu t . 

S P R t N G S I D E 

Board ing and D a y S c h o o l for Gir ls . M r s . C h a p m a n and Mif 
Jones, Principals , Chestnut Hil l , Phi ladelphia , Pa . 

I n g l e s i d e S c h o o l f o r G i r l s 

T h e Misses T e w k s b u r y , Principals , 
N e w Mi l fo rd , Litchfield C o u n t y , C o n n . 

O G O N T Z S C H O O L 

F o u n d e d in 1 S 5 0 . A coun t ry school for y o u n g ladies. Near Phila
delphia and N e w Y'ork . Jay C o o k e estate, 6 5 acres. 
Mis s A b b y A . Sutherland, Principal , M o n t g o m e r y C o . , Pcnna. 

T h e E l y S c h o o l 

For Girls . In the coun t ry . One hour from N e w Y o r k C i ty . Cer
tificates to Vassar and the N e w England Colleges . 

Ely Cour t , Greenwich, Connec t i cu t . 

R u m s e y H a l l 

In the Litchfield Hills. Y'oung b o y s prepared fur secondary schools . 
Athlet ics under supervision. Address 

Louis H . Schutte , M . A . , Headmaster , 
B o x H , Cornwall , Connec t icu t . 

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

$u miles from New York , in the highlands of the Berkshire^. 
All water sports, athletic fields, gymnasium. N e w boat house. 
Limited number of boys allows each student individual 
attention. 

Roland J. Mulford, P h . D . , Headmaster , Ridgcl ie ld , Conn. 

L O O M I S 

A school that prepares for business or agricultural life, Ha rva rd , 
Y a l e and other leading col leges . 1 5 0 acres; school farm; 6 new 
fireproof bu i ld ings ; g y m n a s i u m ; athletic fields; c inder track. 
$ 2 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 endowmen t . $ 4 0 0 a year . Address 

N . H . Batchelder , A . M . , Headmaster , Windso r , Conn . 

M E R C E R S B U R G A C A D E M Y 

< triers a thorough physical, mental and moral training for col lege or business. 
Under Christian masters from the great universities. Located in the Cum
berland Val ley , one of the most picturesque spots of America. New gym
nasium. E q u i p m e n t modern. W r i t e for catalog. Address Box 104. 

Wi l l iam M a n n Irvine, L L . D . , Headmaster , Mercersburg, Pa. 

T h e M i s s e s S h i p l e y ' s S c h o o l 
Preparatory to B r y n M a w r Co l l ege . Special educational and 
social oppor tuni t ies of situation oppos i t e Bryn M a w r College. 
Col lege Prepara tory and A c a d e m i c Courses . N e w gymnasium 
and school r o o m s . F o r circular, address 

T h e Secretary. B o x J. Brvn M a w r . Pennsylvania. 

t h e B a l d w i n S c h o o l 

A C o u n t r y School for Girls. 
Jane L. Brownel l , A . M . , H e a d of the S c h o o l . 
El izabeth Forrest Johnson , A . B . , Assoc ia t e H e a d of School. 

B o x F , B r y n M a w r , Penna. 

L a s t - M i n u t e H a s t e 

in so impor tan t a mat te r as the select ion o f a s choo l is always to be 
deplored. Parents w o u l d find it a d v a n t a g e o u s to take up the school 
p rob lem as early in the spring o r s u m m e r as possible , thus allowing 
themselves ample t ime in w h i c h to s t u d y and determine the proper 
school . S C H O O L A N D C O L L E G E S E R V I C E , Scribner's Magazine. 

M A R Y L A N D 

T H E T O M E S C H O O L 
A n E n d o w e d Prepara tory Schoo l . I l lustrated B o o k on Reques t . 

T h o m a s S t o c k b a m Baker , P h . D . , Po r t D e p o s i t , M d . 

N o t r e D a m e o f M a r y l a n d 
A Col lege for W o m e n — c o n d u c t e d b y the S c h o o l Sisters of Notre 
D a m e to train the b o d y , m i n d and spir i t—to d e v e l o p true woman
h o o d . Magni f i cen t bui ld ings in a beautiful park of 7 0 acres. Row
ing, basketball , tennis, h o c k e y . Ins t ruc tors all specialists. Reg
ular and e lec t ive courses . M u s i c , Ar t . W r i t e for ca ta log . 

Charles Street A v e n u e , Ba l t imore , Mary land . 
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S C H O O L S AND COLLEGES 
M U S I C A N D D R A M A T I C A R T S C O R R E S P O N D E N C E S C H O O L 

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART 
nf the City of N e w Y o r k . A n endowed school . Frank Damrosch , Director, 
Provides a thorough and comprehensive musical education in all branches 
and equipped to g ive highest advantages to most exceptional talents, re
moving the necessity of g o i n g abroad. Correspondence invited. 

Address Secretary, 120 Claremont A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k City. 

C o n n e c t e d w i t h IVIr. C h a r l e s F r o h m a n ' s E m p i r e T h e a t r e a n d C o m p a n i e s 
Franklin H . Sargent 

President For Catalogue and Information, apply to 
T h e Secretary, R o o m 150, Carnegie Hall, N e w Y o r k 

A M E R I C A N 
A C A D E M Y 

D R A M A T I C A R T S 
FOUNDED IN 1884 

T E A C H E R S ' A G E N C Y 
T h e P r a t t T e a c h e r s ' A g e n c y 

70 F i f t h Avenue, New Y o r k 

R e c o m m e n d s teachers to colleges, publ ic and private schools in all 

parts of the coun t ry . 

Advises parents a b o u t schools . \Vm. O. P r a t t , M g r . 

C O R R E S P O N D E N C E S C H O O L S 

The University of Chicago 

H O M E 
S T U D Y 

in addition to resident work, offers also instruc
tion by correspondence. 

For d e t a i l e d information address 
U. of C.(Div. F ) Chicago, 111. 

r • • •! OFFERS YOU SUCCESS |V . m m Lawyers earn $5,000 to $ 1 0 , 0 0 0 yearly. Big -

0 4 V M firms now need l a w y e r s at large salaries. 
W » * jH Learn at h o m e by mail in spare time b y 
^^^tWt^^^^mA^^mM our simplified method. Course written by 

greatest professors. B E C O M E A N L . L . B . Course prepares you to pass all 
subjects required in bar examinations. W e guarantee to coach you free until 
successful. Complete L a w Library Furnished if you enroll now. * 

COMPLETE COURSE Written.by Dr. Frederick 
IN PUBLIC SPEAKINC t^'t^urT"^ 

markable otter. W r i t e for facts. Everything sent F R E E . 

LaSalle Extension University, Dept. F-313, Chicago, III. 
bu can be a Nurse 

We positively guarantee to train you 
IN YOUR OWN HOME, furnish uniform and assist you to positions. Earn while learning: We have trained hundredsof women to earn $12 to $25 a week. Send for our catalog1 and illustrated book *' Letters from National Ntirses." NATIONAL. SCHOOL OF NURSING 127 LAKE STREET, ELMIRA, N.Y. 

L E A R N T O E A R N 
Learn ladies ' and chi ldren ' s hair-dressing, incl. mar

c e l w a v i n g and s h a m p o o i n g , complexion i m p r o v e 

ment , f a c e and sca lp massage , manicuring. H o m e 

c o r r e s p o n d e n c e courses . Kasy,fascinating,refined; 
unusual opportunit ies . Suitable fur w o m e n o f all ages , 

married or s ingle . A l l or part time. Send for FREE 
' b o o k . 100 pages, p rofuse ly illustrated. A d d r e s s : Elizabeth King, 244-B, Station F, New York 

L A N G U A G E S 
German—French—English—Italian—Spanish 
or any other language learned quickly andeas 
by the Cortina-Phone M e t h o d at hoi 
Cylinder or Disk Cortina-Kecords. 
Wri te for free booklet t o d a y ; ea 
payment plao. Cortlrjfc Academy of Lanfuazes 
1 4 0 2 Mecca Bldp.. lGoO Broadway, 

Pernor 4Kilt Street Nfw Y o r k 

Q lickly Learned 
AT HOME 

by the 

Original 
F h o n o • 

Method 

I 

$2 A DAY OR $2 AN HOUR? 
T h e difference is only a matter of train

ing . T h e man who works with his hands 
will always take orders from the man who 
knows how to use his brains. 

A r e you going to be an order-giver or an 

order-taker? A r e you going to be paid for 

what your brains know or for what your 

muscles can do ? 

The International Correspondence S c h o o l s 

can qualify yoa to b e an order-GIVER. 

They can help yoa to a better j o b by giving 

you the TRAINING that the better j o b r e 

quires. They can help you t o earn more 

money. They can help you to a more c o n 

genial position and s e n d you to work in the 

morning c h o c k f u l l o f ambition and deter

mination. 

For 24 years the I. C. S. have been aiding 

men just like you to rise to positions where 

salaries are large:' and opportunities greater. 

Every month more than 400 men of all occupa

tions voluntarily report better jobs and more 

money as a result of I. C . S. training. 

M a r k t h e C o u p o n 
Start your real success today. M a r k the 

coupon for a higher salary. 

TMTER NAT IONAU'g ORR ESP OND E N C O L S ~ 
Box 922, SCRANTON, PA. Explain, without any obligation on my part, how I can qualify for the position before which I mark X: 

S a l e s m a n s h i p 
E lec tr i ca l E n g i n e e r 
E l e c L i g h t i n g S u p t . 
T e l e p h o n e E x p e r t 
A r c h i t e c t 
B u i l d i n g C o n t r a c t o r 
Architectural Draftsman 
S t r u c t u r a l E n g i n e e r 
C o n c r e t e C o n s t r u c t i o n 
M e c h a n . E n g i n e e r 
M e c h a n i c a l D r a f t s m a n 
C i v i l E n g i n e e r 
M i n e S u p e r i n t e n d e n t 
S t a t i o n a r y E n g i n e e r 
Plumbing- & Steam Fitt ing 
G a s E n g i n e s 

C i v i l S e r v i c e 
B o o k k e e p i n g MftnographT&Tyno writing 
W i n d o w T r i m m i n g 
S h o w C a r d W r i t i n g 
Lettering A M g o Palming 
A d v e r t i s i n g 
I ommerclal Illustrating 
Industr ia l D e s i g n i n g 
C o m m e r c i a l L a w 
A u t o m o b i l e R u n n i n g 
E n g l i s h B r a n c h e s 
P o u l t r y f a r m i n g 
Teacher Spanish 

Agriculture- French Ohemlat German 

P r e s e n t E m p l o y e r . 

S t r e e t a n d N o . . 

I City . - = J 
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D o You 
One Having 

Ex-President Roosevelt used to astonish 
callers at the Whi te House by his intimate 
knowledge of their business. He knew how 
to tap the right sources in advance. 

So may you. Wi th the new Encyclopaedia Britan-
nica you can be the peer of the most intelligent men 
and women. It is the means to comprehensive, 
accurate knowledge upon any subject. This won
derful book, published by the Cambridge University 
Press, and written by 1500 recognized authorities, 
brings a fund of profitable information within your 
mental reach. Every branch of human thought and 
activity—religion, geography, politics, all the sciences, 

history, invention, manufacture, commerce, finance, art and 
-is discussed in a way that enlightens, educates and entertains. 

Every day comes an opportunity to stand out above your fellow men because 
you know. Y o u discuss the morning's news that the warring nations of Europe 
complain of each other's atrocities, asserting that many acts are committed contrary 
to the laws of war. Wha t are the laws of war ? H o w were they made and what 
compels them to be observed ? Let an eminent authority tell you in the Britannica. 

W h y Did the European Cauldron Boil Over? 
T h e Kaiser declared war on France because Russia refused to let Austria make war on Servia. 

This is a true but a very superficial answer to the popular inquiry as to the cause of the greatest 
war of all times. 

This war is the sudden boiling up of conditions that have been simmering for generations. Ask 
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Scr. i 
E N C Y C L O P A E D I A 

B R I T A N N I C A 
1 2 0 W e s t 3 2 d S t . . N e w Y o r k 

Please send me, free of cost, 
" T h e Britannica Book of the 
W a r . " 

Speak as 
Authority? 
the trained man who knows how to find the 
truth of things quickly to tell you why 
Russia counts on an uprising of the Slavs 
against Austria; why Italy refuses to take 
sides with Austria; why Belgium, Switzerland and 
Holland are called the "buffer" states; why Belgium 
is called the " C o c k Pit" of Europe, and he will turn 
straight to the one book of complete, condensed, 
authentic information—the N e w Encyclopaedia 
Britannica (29 volumes, 41,000 separate articles). 

T h e serious-minded reader who owns this famous 
work is not content with mere newspaper reports of 
the fighting day by day. He gets at the causes of 
the war—the story of the personal ambitions, diplomatic in
trigues, national fears and racial hatreds that brought on this catastrophe 
which affects the whole human race, not only the living, but many generations to 
come. H e turns to the article on Germany and reads of the federation of the 
German states and the birth of the Empire; of its war with Austria, now its ally, 
and how the sudden rise of Germany, under Bismarck's leadership, upset the 
balance of power on the Continent. He learns how Austria got its foothold in the Balkans. He 
turns to Russia and learns about the Czar's aspirations in the Black Sea area, and to England and 
learns of her long diplomatic effort to maintain the political equilibrium among five envious powers. 

O u r N e w B o o k l e t T e l l s T h i s E x t r a o r d i n a r y S t o r y 
" T h e Britannica B o o k of the W a r " gives the only authoritative review of events in Europe which 
have now] resulted in calling 17 ,000 ,000 men into the field. Th i s booklet, just off the press, 
consists of SO pages, and all of the information in it is taken from the New Encyclopaedia Britannica. 

for your convenience we attach a coupon, which we invite you to fill in and send to us. 
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When-
Sir Gilbert Parker, M.P., the famous 

novelist and statesman, writes— 
*'I have used y o u r Sanatosen with extraordinary benefit. 

Sanatogen is, to m y m i n d , a true food-tonic, feeding the 
nerves, increasing the energy a n d g i v i n g fresh VigOX to 
the overworked b o d y a n d m i n d . " 

—and when Lady Henry Somerset, 
the noted social reform advocate, 
writes—• 

"Sanatogen undoubted ly invigorates the nerves a n d braces 
the pattentto health. I have watched its effect o n people 
whose nervous systems had been complete ly undermined, 
and I have proved Sanatogen to be m o i l va luable ." 

—and when John Burroughs, the cele
brated naturalist, says in one of his 
characteristic letters— 

" I am sure I have been greatly benef i t tcdhy Sanatogen. M y 
sleep is titty per cent better than it w a s a year ago , a u j 
m y mind and strength are m u c h i m p r o v e d . " 

-—when scores of other famous people 
•write in a similar strain—and when more 
than 21,000 physicians, after watching 
Sanatogen's influence upon thousands of 
cases, write letters to tell h o w they have 
seen it rebuild shattered systems, and re
call lost appetite and slumber and re
charge the whole nervous system with a 
new vigor and a new elasticity. 

—when you think of this wonderful 
testimony—when you think of the years 
that Sanatogen has been before the med
ical profession and of the unequaled 
tribute paid it in medical journals and 
text-books—how can y o u refuse to try 
Sanatogen, if your nerves need help—re
fuse to give it a chance to help y o u to 
better health as it has so many others? 

Sanatogen is sold by good druggists every
where in three sizes, from $1.00 up. 

Grand Prize. International Congress 

of Medicine, London, 1913 

S A N A T O G E N 
^ E N D O R S E D B V O V E R 2 1 , 0 0 0 P H Y S I C I A N S 

Sends 
for Elbert Hubbard's new hook— "Health in the M a k i n g . " Written in his attractive manner and filled 
with his shrewd philosophy together with capital advice on Sanatogen, health and contentment. It is F R E E . 
T e a r this off as a reminder to address T H E B A U E R C H E M I C A L C O , , 3 2 - J Irving Place, New York. 
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Painted by N. C. II 'yelk. 
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e s s T h e W a i f W o m a n 

()n the evening of the second day men 
came to the house from sea. They told of 
the merchandise in the ship, which was 
well enough and to be had at easy rates, 
and of a waif woman that sailed in her, 
no one could tell why, and had chests of 
clothes beyond comparison, fine colored 
stuffs, finely woven, the best that ever 
came into that island, and gewgaws for a 
queen. At the hearing of that Aud's eyes 
began to glisten. She went early to bed; 
and the day was not yet red before she 
was on the beach, had a boat launched, 
and was pulling to the ship. By the way 
she looked closely at all boats, but there 
was no woman in any; and at that she 
was better pleased, for she had no fear of 
the men. 

When they came to the ship, boats were 
there already, and the merchants and the 
shore folk sat and jested and chaffered in 
the stern. But in the fore part of the ship, 
the woman sat alone, and looked before 
her sourly at the sea. They called her 
The irgunna. She was as tall as a man and 
high in flesh, a buxom wife to look at. 
Her hair was of the dark red, time had not 
changed it. Her face was dark, the cheeks 
full, and the brow smooth. Some of the 
merchants told that she was sixty years of 
age and others laughed and said she was 
but f o r t y ; but they s p o k e - o f her in whis
pers, f o r they seemed to think that she 
was ill to deal with and not more than 
ordinary canny. 

Aud went to where she sat and made her 
welcome to Iceland. Thorgunna did the 
honors of the ship. So for a while they car
ried it on, praising and watching each 
other, in the way of women. But Aud 
was a little vessel t o contain a great long
ing, and presently the cry o f her heart 
came out o f her. 

"The folk say," says she, " y o u have 
the finest women's things that ever came 
to Ice land?" and as she spoke her eyes 
grew big. 

" I t would be strange if I had not," 
quoth Thorgunna. " O u c e n s have no 
finer." 

So Aud begged that she might see them. 
Thorgunna looked on her askance. 

"Truly ," said she, "the things are for no 
use but to b e shown." So she fetched a 
chest and opened it. Here w a s a cloak of 
the rare scarlet laid upon with silver, 

beautiful beyond belief; hard by was a 
silver brooch of basket-work that was 
wrought as fine as any shell and was as 
broad as the face of the full moon; and 
Aud saw the clothes lying folded in the 
chest, of all the colors of the day, and fire, 
and precious gems; and her heart burned 
with envy. So, because she had so huge a 
mind to buy, she began to make light of 
the merchandise. 

" T h e y are good enough things," says 
she, " though I have better in my chest at 
home. It is a good enough cloak, and I 
am in need of a new cloak." At that she 
fingered the scarlet, and the touch of the 
fine stuff went to her mind like singing. 
" C o m e , " says she, " i f it were only for 
your civility in showing it, what will you 
have for your c l o a k ? " 

" W o m a n , " said Thorgunna, " I am no 
merchant." And she closed the chest and 
locked it, like one angry. 

Then Aud fell to protesting and caress
ing her. That was Aud's practice; for she 
thought if she hugged and kissed a person 
none could say her nay. Next she went to 
flattery, said she knew the things were too 
noble for the like of her—they were made 
for a stately, beautiful woman like Thor
gunna; and at that she kissed her again, 
and Thorgunna seemed a little pleased. 
And now Aud pled poverty and begged 
for the cloak in a gift; and now she 
vaunted the wealth of her goodman and 
offered ounces and ounces of fine silver, 
the price of three men's lives. Thorgunna 
smiled, but it was a grim smile, and still 
she shook her head. At last Aud wrought 
herself into extremity and wept. 

" I would give my soul for it," she cried. 
" F o o l ' . " said Thorgunna. " B u t there 

have been fools before you ! " And a little 
after, she said this: "Le t us be done with 
beseeching. The things are mine. I was 
a fool to show you them; but where is 
their use, unless we show them? Mine 
they are and mine they shall be till I die. 
I have paid for them dear enough," said 
she. 

Aud saw it was of no avail; so she dried 
her tears, and asked Thorgunna about her 
voyage, and made believe to listen while 
she plotted in her little mind. "Thor 
gunna," she asked presently, " d o you 
count kin with any folk in I ce l and?" 

" I count kin with none," replied Thor-
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gunna. " M y kin is of the greatest, but I 
have not been always lucky, so I say the 
less." 

" So that you have no house to pass the 
time in till the ship return?" cries Aud. 
"Dear Thorgunna, you must come and 
live with us. M y goodman is rich, his 
hand and his house are open, and I will 
cherish you like a daughter." 

At that Thorgunna smiled on the one 
side; but her soul laughed within her at 
the woman's shallowness. " I will pay her 
for that word daughter," she thought, and 
she smiled again. 

" I will live with you gladly," says she, 
"for your house has a good name, and I 
have seen the smoke of your kitchen from 
the ship. But one thing you shall under
stand. I make no presents, I give nothing 
where I go—not a rag and not an ounce. 
Where I stay, I work for my upkeep; and 
as I am strong as a man and hardy as an 
ox, they that have had the keeping of me 
were the better pleased." 

It was a hard job for Aud to keep her 
countenance, for she was like to have 
wept. And yet she felt it would be un
seemly to eat her invitation; and like a 
shallow woman and one that had always 
led her husband by the nose, she told 
herself she would find some means to ca
jole Thorgunna and come by her purpose 
after all. So she put a good face on the 
thing, had Thorgunna into the boat, her 
and her two great chests, and brought her 
home with her to the hall by the beach. 

All the way in she made much of the 
wife; and when they were arrived gave 
her a locked bed-place in the hall, where 
was a bed, a table, and a stool, and space 
for the two chests. 

"This shall be yours while you stay 
here," said Aud. And she attended on 
her guest. 

N o w Thorgunna opened the second 
chest and took out her bedding—sheets of 
English linen, the like of it never seen, a 
cover of quilted silk, and curtains of pur
ple wrought with silver. At the sight of 
these Aud was like one distracted, greed 
blinded her mind; the cry rose strong in 
her throat, it must out. 

" What will you sell your bedding for? " 
she cried, and her cheeks were hot. 

Thorgunna looked upon her with a 
dusky countenance. "Truly you are a 

courteous hostess," said she, "but I will 
not sleep on straw for your amusement." 

At that Aud's two ears grew hot as her 
cheeks; and she took Thorgunna at her 
word, and left her from that time in peace. 

The woman was as good as her spoken 
w rord. Inside the house and out she 
wrought like three, and all that she put 
her hand to was well done. When she 
milked, the cows yielded beyond custom; 
when she made hay, it was always dry 
weather; when she took her turn at the 
cooking, the folk licked their spoons. Her 
manners when she pleased were outside 
imitation, like one that had sat with kings 
in their high buildings. It seemed she was 
pious too, and the day never passed but 
she was in the church there praying. The 
rest was not so well. She was of few 
words, and never one about her kin and 
fortunes. Gloom sat on her brow, and she 
was ill to cross. Behind her back they 
gave her the name of the Waif Woman or 
the Wind Wife; to her face it must al
ways be Thorgunna. And if any of the 
young men called her mother, she would 
speak no more that day, but sit apart in 
the hall and mutter with her lips. 

"This is a queer piece of goods that we 
have gotten," says Finnward Keelfarer, 
" I wish we get no harm by her ! But the 
goodwife's pleasure must be done," said 
he, which was his common word. 

When she was at work, Thorgunna 
wore the rudest of plain clothes, though 
ever clean as a cat; but at night in the 
hall she was more dainty, for she loved to 
be admired. N o doubt she made herself 
look well, and many thought she was a 
comely woman still, and to those she was 
always favorable and full of pleasant 
speech. But the more that some pleased 
her, it was thought by good judges that 
they pleased Aud the less. 

When midsummer was passed, a com
pany of young men upon a journey came 
to the house by Frodis Water. That was 
always a great day for Aud, when there 
were gallants at table; and what made 
this day the greater, Alf of the Fells was in 
the company, and she thought Alf fancied 
her. So be sure Aud wore her best. But 
when Thorgunna came from the bed-place, 
she was arrayed like any queen and the 
broad brooch was in her bosom. All night 
in the hall these women strove with each 
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other; and the little maid, Asdis, looked 
on, and was ashamed and knew not why. 
But Thorgunna pleased beyond all; she 
told of strange things that had befallen in 
the world; when she pleased, she had the 
cue to laughter; she sang, and her voice 
was full and her songs new in that island; 
and whenever she turned, the eyes shone 
in her face and the brooch glittered at her 
b o s o m . So that the young men forgot the 
word of the merchants as to the woman's 
age, and their looks followed her all night. 

Aud was sick with envy. Sleep fled 
her; her husband slept, but she sat up
right beside him in the bed, and gnawed 
her fingers. Now she began to hate Thor
gunna, and the glittering of the great 
brooch stood before her in the dark. 
"Sure," she thought, "it must be the 
glamour of that brooch '. She is not so fair 
as I; she is as old as the dead in the hill
side; and as for her wit and her songs, it 
is little I think of them ! " Up she got at 
that, took a light from the embers, and 
came to her guest's bed-place. The door 
was locked, but Aud had a master-key 

Inside, the chests were 
top of one the light of 
upon the glittering of 
a dog snatches food she 

Thor-

and could go in. 
open, and in the 
her taper shone 
the brooch. As 
snatched it, and turned to the bed. 
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gunna lay on her side; it was to be thought 
she slept, but she talked the while to her
self, and her lips moved. It seemed her 
years returned to her in slumber, for her 
face was gray and her brow knotted; and 
the open eyes of her stared in the eyes of 
Aud. The heart of the foolish woman 
died in her bosom; but her greed was the 
stronger, and she fled with that which she 
had stolen. 

When she was back in bed, the word of 
Thorgunna came to her mind, that these 
things were for no use but to be shown. 
Here she had the brooch and the shame of 
it, and might not wear it. So all night she 
quaked with the fear of discovery, and 
wept tears of rage that she should have 
sinned in vain. Day came, and Aud must 
rise; but she went about the house like a 
crazy woman. She saw the eyes of Asdis 
rest on her strangely, and at that she beat 
the maid. She scolded the house folk, and, 
by her way of it, nothing was done aright. 
First she was loving to her husband and 
made much of him, thinking to be on his 
good side when trouble came. Then she 
took a better way, picked a feud with him, 
and railed on the poor man till his ears 
rang, so that he might be in the wrong 
beforehand. The brooch she hid without, 
in the side of a hayrick. 
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All this while Thorgunna lay in the bed-
place, which was not her way, for by cus
tom she was early astir. A t last she came 
forth, and there was that in her face that 
made all the house look one at the other 
and the heart of Aud to be straitened. 
Never a word the guest spoke, not a bite 
she swallowed, and they saw the strong 
shudderings take and shake her in her 
place. Y e t a little, and still without 
speech, back she went into her bed-place, 
and the door was shut. 

"Tha t is a sick wife," said Finnward. 
"Her weird has come on her." 

And at that the heart of Aud was lifted 
up with hope. 

All day Thorgunna lay on her bed, and 
the next day sent for Finnward. 

"Finnward Keelfarer," said she, " m y 
trouble is come upon me, and I am at the 
end of my days." 

He made the customary talk. 
" I have had my good things; now my 

hour is come; and let suffice," quoth she. 
" I did not send for you to hear your 
prating." 

Finnward knew not what to answer, for 
he saw her soul w?as dark. 

" I sent for you on needful matters," 
she began again. " I die here—I!—in this 
black house, in a bleak island, far from 
all decency and proper ways of men; and 
now my treasure must be left. Small 
pleasure have I had of it, and leave it with 
the less ! " cried she. 

" G o o d woman, as the saying is, needs 
must," says Finnward, for he was nettled 
with that speech. 

" F o r that I called you , " quoth Thor
gunna. " In these two chests are much 
wealth and things greatly to be desired. 
I wish m y b o d y to be laid in Skalaholt in 
the new church, where I trust to hear the 
mass-priests singing over m y head so long 
as time endures. T o that church I will 
you to give what is sufficient, leaving your 
conscience judge of it. M y scarlet cloak 
with the silver, I will to that poor fool 
your wife. She longed for it so bitterly, 1 
may not even now deny her. Give her the 
brooch as well. I warn you of her; I was 
such as she, only wiser; I warn you, the 
ground she stands upon is w^ater, and who
so trusts her leans on rottenness. I hate 
her and I pity her. When she comes to 
lie wThere I l i e—" There she broke off. 
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" T h e rest of my goods I leave to your 
black-eyed maid, young Asdis, for her 
slim body and clean mind. Only the 
things of my bed, you shall see burned." 

"I t is well," said Finnward. 
" I t may be well," quoth she, " i f you 

obey. M y life has been a wonder to all 
and a fear to many. While I lived none 
thwarted me and prospered. See to it 
that none thwart me after I am dead. It 
stands upon your safety." 

" I t stands upon my honor," quoth 
Finnward, "and I have the name of an 
honorable man." 

" Y o u have the name of a weak one," 
says Thorgunna. " L o o k to it, look to it, 
Finnward. Your house shall rue it else." 

" T h e rooftree of my house is my word," 
said Finnward. 

" A n d that is a true saying," says the 
woman. "See to it, then. The speech of 
Thorgunna is ended." 

With that she turned her face against 
the wall and Finnward left her. 

The same night, in the small hours of 
the clock, Thorgunna passed. It was a 
wild night for summer, and the wind sang 
about the eaves and clouds covered the 
moon, when the dark woman wended. 
From that day to this no man has learned 
her story or her people's name; but be 
sure the one was stormy and the other 
great. She had come to that isle, a waif 
woman, on a ship; thence she flitted, and 
no more remained of her but her heavy 
chests and her big body. 

In the morning the house women 
streaked and dressed the corpse. Then 
came Finnward, and carried the sheets 
and curtains from the house, and caused 
build a fire upon the sands. But Aud had 
an eye on her man's doings. 

" A n d what is this that you are a t ? " 
said she. 

So he told her. 
"Burn the good sheets!" she cried. 

" A n d where would I be with my two 
hands? N o , troth," said Aud, "no t so 
long as your wife is above ground!" 

" G o o d wife," said Finnward, "this is 
beyond your province. Here is my word 
pledged and the woman dead I pledged it 
to. So much the more am I bound. Let 
me be doing as I must, goodwife." 

" Tilly-valley ! " says she, " and a fiddle
stick's end, goodman ! Y o u may know 
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well about fishing and be good at shearing 
sheep for what I know; but you are little 
of a judge of damask sheets. And the best 
word I can say is just this," she says, lay
ing hold of one end of the goods, " that if 
ye are made up to burn the plenishing, 
you must burn your wife along with it." 

" I trust it will not go so hard," says 
Finnward, " and I beg you not to speak so 
loud and let the house folk hear y o u . " 

" L e t t h e m s p e a k l o w t h a t are 
ashamed!" cries Aud. " I speak only in 
reason." 

" Y o u are to consider that the woman 
died in my house," says Finnward, "and 
this was her last behest. In truth, good-
wife, if I were to fail, it is a thing that 
would stick long in my throat, and would 
give us an ill name with the neighbors." 

" A n d you are to consider," says she, 
"that I am your true wife and worth all 
the witches ever burnt, and loving her old 
husband"—here she put her arms about 
his neck. " A n d you are to consider that 
what you wish to do is to destroy line 
stuff, such as we have no means of re
placing; and that she bade you do it 
singly to spite me, for I sought to buy this 
bedding from her while she was alive at 
her own price; and that she hated me be
cause I was young and handsome." 

"That is a true word that she hated 
you, for she said so herself before she 
wended," says Finnward. 

" S o that here is an old fagot that hated 
me, and she dead as a bucket," says Aud; 
" and here is a young wife that loves you 
dear, and is alive forby"—and at that she 
kissed him—"and the point is, which are 
you to do the will of ? " 

The man's weakness caught him hard, 
and he faltered. " I fear some hurt will 
come of it," said he. 

There she cut in, and bade the lads 
tread out the fire, and the lasses roll the 
bed-stuff up and carry it within. 

" M y dear," says he, " m y honor—this 
is against my honor." 

But she took his arm under hers, and 
caressed his hand, and kissed his knuck
les, and led him down the bay. " Bubble-
bubble-bubble!" says she, imitating him 
like a baby, though she was none so 
young. "Bubble-bubble, and a silly old 
man! We must bury the troll wife, and 
here is trouble enough, and a vengeance ! 

Horses will sweat for it before she comes 
to Skalaholt; 'tis my belief she was a man 
in a woman's habit. And so now, have 
done, good man, and let us get her waked 
and buried, which is more than she de
serves, or her old duds are like to pay for. 
And when that is ended, we can consult 
upon the rest." 

So Finnward was but too well pleased to 
put it off. 

The next day they set forth early for 
Skalaholt across the heaths. It was heavy 
weather, and gray overhead; the horses 
sweated and neighed, and the men went 
silent, for it was nowhere in their minds 
that the dead wife was canny. Only Aud 
talked by the way, like a silly sea-gull pip
ing on a cliff, and the rest held their peace. 
The sun went down before they were 
across Whitewater; and the black night 
fell on them this side of Netherness. At 
Netherness they beat upon the door. The 
goodman was not abed nor any of his folk, 
but sat in the hall talking; and to them 
Finnward made clear his business. 

" I will never deny you a roof," said 
the goodman of Netherness. "Bu t I 
have no food ready, and if you cannot be 
doing without meat, you must e'en fare 
farther." 

They laid the body in a shed, made fast 
their horses, and came into the house, and 
the door was closed again. So there they 
sat about the lights, and there was little 
said, for they were none so well pleased 
with their reception. Presently, in the 
place where the food was kept, began a 
clattering of dishes; and it fell to a bond
man of the house to go and see what made 
the clatter. He was no sooner gone than 
he was back again; and told it was a big, 
buxom woman, high in flesh and naked as 
she was born, setting meats upon a dresser. 
Finnward grew pale as the dawn; he got 
to his feet, and the rest rose with him, and 
all the party of the funeral came to the 
buttery-door. And the dead Thorgunna 
took no heed of their coming, but went on 
setting forth meats, and seemed to talk 
with herself as she did so; and she was 
naked to the buff. 

Great fear fell upon them; the marrow 
of their back grew cold. N o t one word 
they spoke, neither good nor bad; but 
back into the hall, and down upon their 
bended knees, and to their prayers. 
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" N o w , in the name of God, what ails 
y o u ? " cried the goodman of Netherness. 

And when they had told him, shame 
fell upon him for his churlishness. 

" T h e dead wife reproves me , " said the 
honest man. 

And he blessed himself and his house, 
and caused spread the tables, and they all 
ate of the meats that the dead wife laid 
out. 

This was the first walking of Thor
gunna, and it is thought by good judges it 
would have been the last as well, if men 
had been more wise. 

The next day they came to Skalaholt, 
and there was the body buried, and the 
next after they set out for home. Finn-
ward's heart was heavy, and his mind 
divided. He feared the dead wife and the 
living; he feared dishonor and he feared 
dispeace; and his will was like a sea-gull in 
the wind. N o w he cleared his throat and 
made as if to speak; and at that Aud 
cocked her eye and looked at the good-
man mocking, and his voice died unborn. 
At the last, shame gave him courage. 

" A u d , " said he, " y o n was a most un
canny thing at Netherness." 

" N o doubt," said Aud. 
" I have never had it in my mind," said 

he, " that yon woman was the thing she 
should be . " 

" I dare say not ," said Aud. " I never 
thought so either." 

" I t stands beyond question she was 
more than canny," says Finnward, shak
ing his head. " N o manner of doubt but 
what she was ancient of mind." 

"She was getting pretty old in body, 
too , " says Aud. 

" W i f e , " says he, " i t comes in upon mc 
strongly this is no kind of woman to dis
obey; above all, being dead and her walk
ing. I think, wife, we must even do as she 
commanded." 

" N o w what is ever your w o r d ? " says 
she, riding up close and setting her hand 
upon his shoulder. " ' T h e goodwife's 
pleasure must be done ' ; is not that my 
Finnward? " 

" T h e good God knows I grudge you 
nothing," cried Finnward. "Bu t my 
blood runs cold upon this business. 
Worse will come of i t ! " he cried, "worse 
will flow from i t ! " 

" W h a t is this t o d o ? " cries Aud. 

" Here is an old brimstone hag that should 
have been stoned with stones, and hated 
me besides. Vainly she tried to frighten 
me when she was living; shall she frighten 
me now when she is dead and rotten ? I 
trow not. Think shame to your beard, 
goodman ! Are these a man's shoes I see 
you shaking in, when your wife rides by 
your bridle-hand, as bold as nai ls?" 

" A y , ay," quoth Finnward. "Bu t 
there goes a byword in the country: 
Little wit, little fear." 

At this Aud began to be concerned, for 
he was usually easier to lead. So now she 
tried the other method on the man. 

" I s that your w o r d ? " cried she. " I 
kiss the hands of y e ! If I have not wit 
enough, I can rid you of my company. 
Wit is it he seeks?" she cried. " T h e old 
broomstick that we buried yesterday had 
wit for you . " 

So she rode on ahead and looked not the 
road that he was on. 

Poor Finnward followed on his horse, 
but the light of the day was gone out, for 
his wife was like his life to him. He went 
six miles and was true to his heart; but 
the seventh was not half through when he 
rode up to her. 

" I s it to be the goodwife's pleasure?" 
she asked. 

"Aud , you shall have your way," says 
he; " G o d grant there come no ill of i t ! " 

So she made much of him, and his heart 
was comforted. 

When they came to the house, Aud had 
the two chests to her own bed-place, and 
gloated all night on what she found. 
Finnward looked on, and trouble dark
ened his mind. 

" W i f e , " says he at last, " y o u will not 
forget these things belong to Asd i s ? " 

At that she barked upon him like a dog. 
" A m I a th ief?" she cried. " T h e brat 

shall have them in her turn when she 
grows up. Would you have me give her 
them now to turn her minx's head with ? " 

So the weak man went his way out of 
the house in sorrow and fell to his affairs. 
Those that wrought with him that day 
observed that now he would labor and toil 
like a man furious, and now would sit and 
stare like one stupid; for in truth he 
judged the business would end ill. 

For a while there was no more done and 
no more said. Aud cherished her treasures 
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by herself, and none was the wiser except 
Finnward. Only the cloak she sometimes 
wore, for that was hers by the will of the 
dead wife; but the others she let lie, be
cause she knew she had them foully, and 
she feared Finnward somewhat and Thor
gunna much. 

At last husband and wife were bound 
to bed one night, and he was the first 
stripped and got it. 

" What sheets are these?" he screamed, 
as his legs touched them, for these were 
smooth as water, but the sheets of Iceland 
were like sacking. 

" Clean sheets, I suppose," says Aud, but 
her hand quavered as she wound her hair. 

" W o m a n ! " cried Finnward, "these are 
the bed-sheets of Thorgunna—these are 
the sheets she died in ! do not lie to me 1" 

At that Aud turned and looked at him. 
" W e l l ? " says she, " they have been 
washed." 

Finnward lay down again in the bed 
between Thorgunna's sheets, and groaned; 
never a word more he said, for now he 
knew he was a coward and a man dis
honored. Presently his wife came beside 
him, and they la}' still, but neither slept. 

It might be twelve in the night when 
Aud felt Finnward shudder so strong that 
the bed shook. 

"What ails y o u ? " said she. 
" I know not," he said. "It is a chill 

like the dull of death. M y soul is sick 
with it." His voice fell low. " I t was so 
Thorgunna sickened," said he. And he 
arose and walked in the hall in the dark 
till it came morning. 

Early in the morning he went forth to 
the sea-fishing with four lads. Aud was 
troubled at heart and watched him from 
the door, and even as he went down the 
beach she saw him shaken with Thor
gunna's shudder. It was a rough day. the 
sea was wild, the boat labored exceedingly, 
and it may be that Finnward's mind was 
troubled with his sickness. Certain it is 
that they struck, and their boat was burst, 
upon a skerry under Snowfellness. The 
four lads were spilled into the sea, and the 
sea broke and buried them, but Finnward 
was cast upon the skerry, and clambered 
up, and sat there all day long: God knows 
his thoughts. The sun was half-way down, 
when a shepherd went by on the cliffs 
about his business, and spied a man in the 

midst of the breach of the loud seas, upon 
a pinnacle of reef. He hailed him, and the 
man turned and hailed again. There was 
in that cove so great a clashing of the seas 
and so shrill a cry of sea-fowl that the herd 
might hear the voice and not the words. 
But the name Thorgunna came to him, 
and he saw the face of Finnward Keelfarer 
like the face of an old man. Lively ran 
the herd to Finnward's house; and when 
his tale was told there, Eyolf the b o y was 
lively to out a boat and hasten to his 
father's aid. B y the strength of hands 
they drove the keel against the seas, and 
with skill and courage Eyolf won upon the 
skerry and climbed up. There sat his 
father dead; and this was the first ven
geance of Thorgunna against broken faith. 

It was a sore job to get the corpse on 
board, and a sorer yet to bring it home be
fore the rolling seas. But the lad Eyolf 
was a lad of promise, and the lads that 
pulled for him were sturdy men. So the 
break-faith's b o d y was got home, and 
waked, and buried on the hill. Aud was a 
good widow and wept much, for she liked 
Finnward well enough. Ye t a bird sang in 
her ears that now she might marry a 
young man. Little fear that she might 
have her choice of them, she thought, with 
all Thorgunna's line things; and her heart 
was cheered. 

Now, when the corpse was laid in the 
hill, Asdis came where Aud sat solitary in 
hall, and stood by her awhile without 
speech. 

"Wel l , c h i l d ? " says Aud; and again 
" W e l l ? " and then " K e e p us holy, if you 
have anything to say. out with i t ! " 

So the maid came so much nearer. 
"Mothe r , " says she, " I wish you would 
not wear these things that were Thor
gunna's." 

" Aha," cries Aud. "Th i s is what it is? 
Y o u begin early, brat! And who has been 
poisoning your mind? Your fool of a 
father. I suppose." And then she stopped 
and went all scarlet. " W h o told you they 
were y o u r s ? " she asked again, taking it 
all the higher for her stumble. " When you 
are grown, then you shall have your share, 
and not a day before. These things are 
not for babies." 

The child looked at her and was amazed. 
" I do not wish them," she said. " I wish 
they might be burned." 
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" U p o n my word, what nex t? ' ' cried 
Aud. " A n d why should they be burned? " 

" I know my father tried to burn these 
things," said Asdis, " and he named Thor-
gunna's name upon the skerry ere he died. 
And, 0 mother, I doubt they have brought 
ill luck." 

But the more Aud was terrified, the 
more she would make light of it. 

Then the girl put her hand upon her 
mother's. " I fear the}- are ill come b y , " 
said she. 

The blood sprang in Aud's face. " And 
who made you a judge upon your mother 
that bore y o u ? " cried she. 

"Kinswoman," said Asdis, looking 
down, " I saw you with the brooch." 

" W h a t do you mean? When? Where 
did you see m e ? " cried the mother. 

"Here in the hall," said Asdis, looking 
on the floor, "the night you stole it." 

At that Aud let out a cry. Then she 
heaved up her hand to strike the child. 
" Y o u little s p y ! " she cried. Then she 
covered her face, and wept, and rocked 
herself. "Wha t can you k n o w ? " she 
cried. " H o w can you understand, that 
are a baby, not so long weaned ? He could 
—your father could, the dear good man, 
dead and gone ! He could understand and 
pity, he was good to me. N o w he has left 
me alone with heartless children ! As
dis," she cried, "have you no nature in 
your blood? Y o u do not know what I 
have done and suffered for them. I have 
done—oh, and I could have done anything ! 
And there is your father dead. And after 
all, you ask me not to use them? N o 
woman in Iceland has the like. And you 
wish me to destroy them? Not if the 
dead should rise!" she cried. " N o , no , " 
and she stopped her ears, " not if the dead 
should rise, and let that end it ! " 

So she ran into her bed-place, and 
clapped to the door, and left the child 
amazed. 

But for all Aud spoke with so much pas
sion, it was noticed that for long she left 
the things unused. Only she would lie 
locked somewhile daily in the bed-place, 
where she pored on them and secretly 
wore them for her pleasure. 

N o w winter was at hand; the days 
grew short and the nights long; and under 
the golden face of morning the isle would 
stand silver with frost. Word came from 

Holyfell to Frodis Water of a company of 
young men upon a journey; that night 
they supped at Holyfell, the next it would 
be at Frodis Water; and Alf of the Fells 
was there, and Thongbrand Ketilson, and 
Hall the Fair. Aud went early to her bed-
place, and there she pored upon these 
fineries till her heart was melted with self-
love. There was a kirtle of a mingled 
color, and the blue shot into the green, 
and the green lightened from the blue, as 
the colors play in the ocean between deeps 
and shallows: she thought she could en
dure to live no longer and not wear it. 
There was a bracelet of an ell long, 
wrought like a serpent and with fiery 
jewels for the eyes; she saw it shine on her 
white arm and her head grew dizzy with 
desire. " A h ! " she thought, "never were 
fine lendings better met with a fair 
wearer." And she closed her eyelids, and 
she thought she saw herself among the 
company and the men's eyes go after her 
admiring. With that she considered that 
she must soon marry one of them and 
wondered which; and she thought Alf 
was perhaps the best, or Hall the Fair, but 
was not certain; and then she remembered 
Finnward Keelfarer in his cairn upon the 
hill, and was concerned. " W e l l , he was a 
good husband to me , " she thought, "and 
I was a good wife to him. But that is an 
old song now." So she turned again to 
handling the stuffs and jewels. A t last 
she got to bed in the smooth sheets, and 
lay, and fancied how she would look, and 
admired herself, and saw others admire 
her, and told herself stories, till her heart 
grew warm and she chuckled to herself be
tween the sheets. So she shook awhile 
with laughter; and then the mirth abated 
but not the shaking; and a grue took hold 
upon her flesh, and the cold of the grave 
upon her belly, and the terror of death 
upon her soul. With that a voice was in 
her ear: " It was so Thorgunna sickened." 
Thrice in the night the chill and the terror 
took her, and thrice it passed away; and 
when she rose on the morrow, death had 
breathed upon her countenance. 

She saw the house folk and her children 
gaze upon her; well she knew why ! She 
knew her day was come, and the last of 
her days, and her last hour was at her 
back; and it was so in her soul that she 
scarce minded. All was lost, all was past 
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mending, she would carry on until she fell. 
So she went as usual, and hurried the 
feast for the young men, and railed upon 
her house folk, but her feet stumbled, and 
her voice was strange in her own ears, and 
the eyes of the folk fled before her. At 
times, too, the chill took her and the fear 
along with it; and she must sit down, and 
the teeth beat together in her head, and 
the stool tottered on the floor. At these 
times, she thought she was passing, and 
the voice of Thorgunna sounded in her 
ear: " T h e things are for no use but to be 
shown," it said. " A u d , Aud, have you 
shown them once ? N o , not once ! " And 
at the sting of the thought her courage 
and strength would revive, and she would 
rise again and move about her business. 

N o w the hour drew near, and Aud went 
to her bed-place, and did on the bravest of 
her finery, and came forth to greet her 
guests. Was never woman in Iceland 
robed as she was. The words of greeting 
were yet between her lips, when the shud
dering fell upon her strong as labor, and 
a horror as deep as hell. Her face was 
changed amidst her finery, and the faces 
of her guests were changed as they be
held her: fear puckered their brows, fear 
drew back their feet; and she took her 
doom from the looks of them, and fled to 
her bed-place. There she flung herself on 

the wife's coverlet, and turned her face 
against the wall. 

That was the end of all the words of 
Aud; and in the small hours on the clock 
her spirit wended. Asdis had come to and 
fro, seeing if she might help, where was no 
help possible of man or woman. It was 
light in the bed-place when the maid re
turned, for a taper stood upon a chest. 
There lay Aud in her fine clothes, and 
there by her side on the bed the big dead 
wife Thorgunna squatted on her hams. 
N o sound was heard, but it seemed by the 
movement of her mouth as if Thorgunna 
sang, and she waved her arms as if to 
singing. 

" God be good to us 1" cried Asdis, " she 
is dead." 

" D e a d , " said the dead wife. 
" I s the w-eird passed?" cried Asdis. 
"When the sin is done the weird is 

dreed," said Thorgunna, and with that 
she was not. 

But the next day Eyolf and Asdis 
caused build a fire on the shore betwixt 
tide-marks. There they burned the bed
clothes, and the clothes, and the jewels, 
and the very boards of the waif woman's 
chests; and when the tide returned it 
washed away their ashes. So the weird of 
Thorgunna was lifted from the house on 
Frodis Water. 

A N O T H E R D A R K L A D Y 

By Edwin Arlington Robinson 

T H I N K not, because I wonder where you fled, 
That I would lift a pin to see you there; 
Y o u may, for me, be prowling anywhere, 
So long as you show not your little head: 
N o dark and evil story of the dead 
Would leave you less pernicious or less fair— 
Not even Lilith, with her famous hair; 
And Lilith was the devil, I have read. 

I cannot hate you, for I loved you then. 
The woods were golden then. There was a road 
Through beeches; and I said their smooth feet showed 
Like yours. Truth must have heard me from afar, 
For I shall never have to learn again 
That yours are cloven as no beech's are. 



T O BE T R E A T E D AS A SPY" 
BY R I C H A R D H A R D I N G D A V I S 

^pc^Wj^5?^HIS story is a personal ex-
11 perience, but is told in spite 

of that fact, and because it 
illustrates a side of war that 
is unfamiliar. It is unfa
miliar for the reason that it 

is seamy and uninviting. With bayonet-
charges, bugle-calls, and aviators it has 
nothing in common. 

Espionage is that kind of warfare of 
which even when it succeeds no country 
boasts. It is military service an officer 
may not refuse but which few seek. Its 
reward is prompt promotion, and its pun
ishment, in war-time, is swift and without 
honor. This story is intended to show 
how an army in the field must be on its 
guard against even a supposed spy and 
how it treats him. 

The war offices of France and Russia 
would not permit an American corre
spondent to accompany their armies; the 
English granted that privilege to but one 
correspondent, and that gentleman al
ready had been chosen. So I was with
out credentials. T o oblige Mr. Brand 
Whitlock, our minister to Belgium, the 
government there was willing to give me 
credentials, but on the day I was to re
ceive them the government moved to 
Antwerp. Then the Germans entered 
Brussels, and as no one could foresee that 
Belgium would heroically continue light
ing, on the chance the Germans would be
siege Paris, I planned to go to that city. T o 
be bombarded you do not need credentials. 

For three days a steel-gray column of 
Germans had been sweeping through Brus
sels, and to meet them, from the direction 
of Vincennes and Lille, the English and 
French had crossed the border. It was 
falsely reported that already the English 
had reached Hal, a town only eleven miles 
from Brussels, that the night before there 
had been a fight at Hal, and that close 
behind the English were the French. 

With Gerald Morgan, of the London 
Daily Telegraph, with whom I had been in 
other wars, I planned to drive to Hal and 

from there on foot continue, if possible, 
into the arms of the French or English. 
W e both were without credentials, but 
once with the Allies we believed we would 
not need them. It was the Germans we 
doubted. T o satisfy them we had only a 
passport and alaisser passer issued by Gen
eral von Jarotsky, the new German mili
tary governor of Brussels, and his chief of 
staff, Lieutenant Geyer. Mine stated that 
I represented the Wheeler Syndicate of 
American newspapers, the London Daily 
Chronicle, and this magazine, and that I 
could pass German military lines in Brus
sels and her environs. Morgan had a pass 
of the same sort. The question to be de
termined was what were "env i rons" and 
how far do they extend? H o w far in 
safety would the word carry us forward ? 
On August 23 we set forth from Brussels 
in a taxi-cab to find out. A t Hal, where 
we intended to abandon the cab and con
tinue on foot, we found out. W e were 
arrested by a smart and most intelligent-
looking officer, who rode up to the side of 
the taxi and pointed an automatic at us. 
W e were innocently seated in a public cab, 
in a street crowded with civilians and the 
passing column of soldiers, and why any 
one should think he needed a gun only 
the German mind can explain. Later, I 
found that all German officers introduced 
themselves and made requests gun in 
hand. Whether it was because from 
every one they believed themselves in 
danger or because they simply did not 
know any better, I still am unable to de
cide. With no other army have I seen an 
officer threaten with a pistol an unarmed 
civilian. Were an American or English 
officer to act in such a fashion he might 
escape looking like a fool, he certainly 
would feel like one. 

The four soldiers the officer told off to 
guard us climbed with alacrity into our 
cab and drove with us until the street 
grew too narrow both for their regiment 
and our taxi, when they chose the regi
ment and disappeared. W e paid off the 
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genial humor. First he gave the enthu
siast a drink as a reward for arresting me, 
and then, impartially, gave me one for 
being arrested. He wrote on my pass
port that I could go to Enghien, which was 
two miles distant. That pass enabled me 
to proceed unmolested for nearly two hun
dred yards. I was then again arrested 
and taken before another group of officers. 
This time they searched my knapsack and 
wanted to requisition my maps, but one 
of them pointed out they were only auto
mobile maps and, as compared to their 
own, of no value. They permitted me to 
proceed to Enghien. I went to Enghien, 
intending to spend the night and on the 
morning continue. I could not see why 
I might not be able to go on indefinitely. 
As yet no one who had held me up had 
suggested I should turn back, and as long 
as I was willing to be arrested it seemed as 
though I might accompany the German 
army even to the gates of Paris. But my 
reception in Enghien should have warned 
me to get back to Brussels. The Ger
mans, thinking I was an English spy, 
scowled at me; and the Belgians, thinking 
the same thing, winked at me; and the 
landlord of the only hotel said I was "sus
pec t " and would not give me a bed. But 
I sought out the burgomaster, a most 
charming man named Delano, and he 
wrote out a pass permitting me to sleep 
one night in Enghien. 

" Y o u really do not need this," he said; 
" as an American you are free to stay here 
as long as you wish." Then he, too, 
winked. 

"Bu t I am an American," I protested. 
"Bu t certainly," he said gravely, and 

again he winked. It was then I should 
have started back to Brussels. Instead, I 
sat on a moss-covered, arched stone bridge 
that binds the town together, and until 
night fell watched the gray tidal waves 
rush up and across it, stamping, tripping, 
stumbling, beating the broad, clean stones 
with thousands of iron heels, steel hoofs, 
steel chains, and steel-rimmed wheels. 
Y o u hated it, and yet could not keep 
away. The Belgians of Enghien hated it, 
and they could not keep away. Like a 
great river in flood, bearing with it de
struction and death, you feared and 
loathed it, and yet it fascinated you and 
pulled you to the brink. All through the 

cabman and followed them. T o reach 
the front there was no other way, and the 
very openness with which we trailed along 
beside their army, very much like small 
boys following a circus procession, seemed 
to us to show how innocent was our intent. 
The column stretched for fifty miles. 
Where it was going we did not know, but 
we argued if it kept on going and we kept 
on with it, eventually we must stumble 
upon a battle. The story that at Hal 
there had been a fight was evidently un
true; and the manner in which the column 
was advancing showed it was not expect
ing one. A t noon it halted at Brierges, 
and Morgan decided Brierges was out of 
bounds, and that the limits of our "en
virons" had been reached. 

" If we go any farther," he argued, "the 
next officer who reads our papers will or
der us back to Brussels under arrest, and 
we will lose our laisser passer. Along this 
road there is no chance of seeing anything. 
I prefer to keep my pass and use it in ' en
virons' where there is fighting." So he-
returned to Brussels. I thought he was 
most wise, and I wanted to return with 
him. But I did not want to go back only 
because I knew it was the right thing to 
do, but to be ordered back so that I could 
explain to my newspapers that I returned 
because Colonel This or General That sent 
me back. It was a form of vanity for 
which I was properly punished. 

That Morgan was right was demon
strated as soon as he left me. I was seated 
against a tree by the side of the road eat
ing a sandwich, an occupation which seems 
almost idyllic in its innocence but which 
could not deceive the Germans. In me 
they saw the hated Spion, and from behind 
me, across a ploughed field, four of them, 
each with an automatic, made me prisoner. 
One of them, who was an enthusiast, 
pushed his gun deep into my stomach. 
With the sandwich still in my hand, I held 
up my arms high and asked who spoke 
English. It turned out that the enthu
siast spoke that language, and I suggested 
he did not need so many guns and that he 
could find my papers in my inside pocket. 
With four automatics rubbing against my 
ribs, I would not have lowered my arms 
for all the papers in the Bank of England. 
They took me to a cafe, where their colonel 
had just finished lunch and was in a most 
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night, as already for three nights and 
three days at Brussels, I had heard it; it 
rumbled and growled, rushing forward 
without pause or breath, with inhuman, 
pitiless persistence. A t daybreak I sat on 
the edge of the bed and wondered whether 
to go on or turn back. I still wanted 
some one in authority, higher than my
self, to order me back. So, at six, riding 
for a fall, to find that one, I went, as I 
thought, along the road to Soignes. The 
gray tidal wave was still roaring past. It 
was pressing forward with greater speed, 
but in nothing else did it differ from the 
tidal wave that had swept through Brus
sels. 

There was a group of officers seated 
by the road, and as I passed I wished 
them good-morning and they said good-
morning in return. I had gone a hundred 
feet when one of them galloped after me 
and asked to look at my papers. With re
lief I gave them to him. I was sure now I 
would be told to return to Brussels. I 
calculated if at Hal I had luck in finding a 
taxi-cab, by lunch-time I would be in the 
Palace Hotel. 

" I think,"' said the officer, " y o u had 
better see our general. He is ahead of 
us." 

I thought he meant a few hundred yards 
ahead, and to be ordered back by a gen
eral seemed more convincing than to be 
returned by a mere captain. So I started 
to walk on beside the mounted officers. 
This, as it seemed to presume equality 
with them, scandalized them greatly, and 
I was ordered into the ranks. But the 
one who had arrested me thought I was 
entitled to a higher rating and placed me 
with the color-guard, who objected to my 
presence so violently that a long discus
sion followed, which ended with my being 
ranked below a second lieutenant and 
above a sergeant. Between one of each of 
these I was definitely placed and for five 
hours I remained definitely placed. We 
advanced with a rush that showed me I 
had surprised a surprise movement. The 
fact was of interest not because I had dis
covered one of their secrets, but because 
to keep up with the column I was forced 
for five hours to move at what was a 
steady trot. It was not so fast as the run
ning step of the Italian bersaglierc, but as 
fast as our "double-quick." The men did 

not bend the knees, but, keeping the legs 
straight, shot them forward with a quick, 
sliding movement , like men skating or 
skiing. The toe of one boo t seemed al
ways tripping on the heel of the other. As 
the road was paved with roughly hewn 
blocks of Belgian granite this kind of go
ing was very strenuous, and had I not 
been in good shape I could not have kept 
up. As it was, at the end of the five hours 
I had lost fifteen pounds, which did not 
help me, as during the same time the 
knapsack had taken on a hundred. For 
two days the men in the ranks had been 
rushed forward at this unnatural gait and 
were moving like automatons. Many of 
them fell b y the wayside, but they were 
not permitted to lie there. Instead of 
>ummoning the ambulance, they were 
lifted to their feet and flung back into the 
ranks. Many of them were moving in 
their sleep, in that partly comatose state 
in which you have seen men during the 
last hours of a six days' walking match. 
Their rules, so the sergeant said, were to 
halt every hour and then for ten minutes' 
rest. But that rule is probably only for 
route marching. On account of the speed 
with which the surprise movement was 
made our halts were more frequent, and 
so exhausted were the men that when 
these "thank you, ma ' ams" arrived, in
stead of standing at ease and adjusting 
their accoutrements, as though they had 
been struck with a club they dropped to 
the stones. Some in an instant were asleep. 
I do not mean that some sat down; I mean 
that the whole column lay flat in the road. 
The officers also, those that were not 
mounted, would tumble on the grass or 
into the wheat-field and lie on their backs, 
their arms flung out like dead men. T o 
the fact that they were lying on their 
field-glasses, holsters, swords, and water-
bottles they appeared indifferent. At the 
rate the column moved it would have 
covered thirty miles each day. It was 
these forced marches that later brought 
Yon Kluck's army to the right wing of the 
Allies before the army of the crown prince 
was prepared to attack, and which at 
Sezanne led to his repulse and to the fail
ure of his advance upon Paris. 

While we were pushing forward we 
passed a wrecked British air-ship, around 
which were gathered a group of staff-
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officers. M y papers were given to one of 
them, but our column did not halt and I 
was not allowed to speak. A few minutes 
later they passed in their automobiles on 
their way to the front; and my papers 
went with them. Already I was miles 
beyond the environs, and with each step 
away from Brussels m y pass was becom
ing less of a safeguard than a menace. 
For it showed what restrictions General 
Jarotsky had placed on my movements, 
and my presence so far out of bounds 
proved I had disregarded them. But still I 
did not suppose that in returning to Brus
sels there would be any difficulty. I was 
chiefly concerned with the thought that 
the length of the return march was rapidly 
increasing and with the fact that one of 
my shoes, a faithful friend in other cam
paigns, had turned traitor and was cutting 
my foot in half. I had started with the 
column at seven o'clock, and at noon an 
automobile, with flags flying and the 
black eagle of the staff enamelled on the 
door, came speeding back from the front. 
In it was a very blond and distinguished-
looking officer of high rank and many 
decorations. He used a single eye-glass, 
and his politeness and his English were 
faultless. He invited me to accompany 
him to the general staff. 

That was the first intimation I had that 
I was in danger. I saw they were giving 
me far too much attention. I began in
stantly to work to set myself free, and 
there was not a minute for the next 
twenty-four hours that I was not working. 
Before I stepped into the car I had de
cided upon my line of defence. I would 
pretend to be entirely unconscious that I 
had in any way laid myself open to sus
picion; that I had erred through pure 
stupidity and that I was where I was 
solely because I was a damn fool. I be
gan to act like a damn fool. Effusively I 
expressed my regret at putting the gen
eral staff to inconvenience. 

" It was really too stupid of me , " I said. 
" I cannot forgive myself. I should not 
have come so far without asking Jarotsky 
for proper papers. I am extremely sorry 
I have given you this trouble. I w rould 
like to see the general and assure him I 
will return at once to Brussels." I ignored 
the fact that I was being taken to the gen
eral at the rate of sixty miles an hour. 

The blond officer smiled uneasily and 
with his single glass studied the sky. 
When we reached the staff he escaped 
from me with the alacrity of one released 
from a disagreeable and humiliating duty. 
The staff were at luncheon, seated in their 
luxurious motor-cars, or on the grass by 
the side of the road. On the other side of 
the road the column of dust-covered gray 
ghosts were being rushed past us. The 
staff in dress uniforms, flowing cloaks, and 
gloves belonged to a different race. They 
knew that. Among themselves they were 
like priests breathing incense. Whenever 
one of them spoke to another they saluted, 
their heels clicked, their bodies bent at the 
belt line. 

One of them came to where, in the mid
dle of the road, I was stranded and trying 
not to feel as lonely as I looked. He was 
much younger than myself and dark and 
handsome. His face was smooth-shaven, 
his figure tall, lithe, and alert. He wore a 
uniform of light blue and silver that clung 
to him and high boots of patent leather. 
His waist was like a girl's, and, as though 
to show how supple he was, he kept con
tinually bowing and shrugging his shoul
ders and in elegant protest gesticulating 
with his gloved hands. He should have 
been a moving-picture actor. He re
minded me of Anthony Hope 's fascinating 
but wicked Rupert of Hentzau. He cer
tainly was wicked, and I got to hate him 
as I never imagined it possible to hate any
body. He had been told off to dispose of 
my case, and he delighted in it. He en
joyed it as a cat enjoys playing with a 
mouse. As actors say, he saw himself in 
the part. He " a t e " it. 

" Y o u are an English officer out of uni
form," he began. " Y o u have been taken 
inside our lines." He pointed his fore
finger at my stomach and wiggled his 
thumb. " A n d you know what that 
means!" 

I saw playing the damn fool with him 
would be waste of time. 

" I followed your army," I told him, 
" because it's my business to follow armies 
and because yours is the best-looking 
army I ever saw." He made me one of 
his mocking bows. 

" W e thank y o u , " he said, grinning. 
" B u t you have seen too much." 

" I haven't seen anything," I said, 
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"that everybody in Brussels hasn't seen 
for three days." 

He shook his head reproachfully and 
with a gesture signified the group of offi
cers. 

" Y o u have seen enough in this road," 
he said, " t o justify us in shooting you 
n o w . " 

The sense of drama told him it was a 
good exit line, and he returned to the 
group of officers. I now saw what had 
happened. A t Enghien I had taken the 
wrong road. I remembered that, to con
fuse the Germans, the names on the sign
post at the edge of the town had been 
painted out, and that instead of taking the 
road to Soignes I was on the road to Ath. 
What I had seen, therefore, was an army 
corps making a turning movement in
tended to catch the English on their right 
and double them up upon their centre. 
The success of this manoeuvre depended 
upon the speed with which it was executed 
and upon its being a complete surprise. 
As later in the day I learned, the Germans 
thought I was an English officer who had 
followed them from Brussels and who was 
trying to slip past them and warn his coun
trymen. What Rupert of Hentzau meant 
by what I had seen in the road was that, 
having seen the Count de Schwerin, who 
commanded the Seventh Division in the 
road to Ath, I must necessarily know that 
the army corps to which he was attached 
had separated from the main army of Von 
Kluck, and that, in going so far south at 
such speed, it was bent upon an attack on 
the English flank. All of which at the 
time I did not know and did not want to 
know. All I wanted was to prove I was 
not an English officer, but an American 
correspondent who by accident had stum
bled upon their secret. Toconvince them 
of that, strangely enough, was difficult. 

When Rupert of Hentzau returned, the 
other officers were with him, and, fortu
nately for me, they spoke or understood 
English. For the rest of the day what fol
lowed was like a legal argument. It was 
as cold-blooded as a game of bridge. 
Rupert of Hentzau wanted an English 
spy shot for his supper; just as he might 
have desired a grilled bone. He showed 
no personal animus, and, I must say for 
him, that he conducted the case for the 
prosecution without heat or anger. He 

mocked me, grilled and taunted me, but 
he was always charmingly polite. 

As Whitman said, " I want Becker," so 
Rupert said, " F e , fo, fi, fum, I want the 
blood of an Englishman." He was de
termined to get it. I was even more in
terested that he should not. The points 
he made against me were that my Ger
man pass was signed neither by General 
Jarotsky nor b y Lieutenant Geyer, but 
only stamped, and that any rubber stamp 
could be forged; that my American pass
port had not been issued at Washington, 
but in London, where an Englishman 
might have imposed upon our embassy; 
and that in the photograph pasted on the 
passport I was wearing the uniform of a 
British officer. I explained that thephoto-
graph was taken eight years ago, and that 
the uniform was one I had seen on the 
west coast of Africa worn by the West 
African Field Force. Because it was un
like anj' known military uniform, and as 
cool and comfortable as a golf-jacket, I 
had had it copied. But since that time it 
had been adopted by the English Brigade 
of Guards and the Territorials. I knew it 
sounded like fiction; but it was quite true. 

Rupert of Hentzau smiled delightedly. 
" D o you expect us to believe that?" he 

protested. 
"Listen," I said. " I f you could invent 

an explanation for that uniform as quickly 
as 1 told you that one, standing in a road 
with eight officers trying to shoot you, you 
would be the greatest general in Ger
many." 

That made the others laugh; and Ru
pert retorted: " V e r y well, then, we will 
concede that the entire British army has 
changed its uniform to suit your photo
graph. But if you are not an officer, why, 
in the photograph, are you wearing war 
ribbons? " 

I said the war ribbons were in my favor, 
and I pointed out that no officer of any 
one country could have been in the differ
ent campaigns for which the ribbons were 
issued. 

" T h e y prove ," I argued, "that I am a 
correspondent, for only a correspondent 
could have been in wars in which his own 
country was not engaged." 

I thought I had scored; but Rupert in
stantly turned my own witness against 
me. 
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" O r a military attache," he said. At 
that they all smiled and nodded know
ingly. 

He followed this up by saying, accus
ingly, that the hat and clothes I 
was then wearing were English, r r -
The clothes were English, but I (Jt 
knew he did not know that, and 
was only guessing; and there were * 
no marks on them. About my hat 
I was not certain. It was a felt 
Alpine hat, and whether I had 
bought it in London or New York 
I could not remember. Whether 
it was evidence for or against I 
could not be sure. So I took it off 
and began to fan myself with it, 
hoping to get a look at the name 
of the maker. But with the eyes 
of the young prosecuting attorney 
fixed upon me, I did not dare take 
a chance. Then, to aid me, a 
German aeroplane passed over
head and those who were giving 
me the third degree looked up. I 
stopped fanning myself and cast a 
swift glance inside the hat. T o 
my intense satisfaction I read, 
s tamped on the leather lining: 
" K n o x , New Y o r k . " 

I put the hat back on my head 
and a few minutes later pulled it 
off and said: " N o w , for instance, 
my hat. If I were an Englishman, 
would I cross the ocean to New 
York to buy a h a t ? " 

It was all like t h a t . T h e y 
would move away and whisper to
gether, and I w rould try to guess 
w-hat questions they were prepar
ing. I had to arrange my defence 
without knowing in what way they 
would try to trip me, and I had to 
think f a s t e r than I ever have 
thought before. I had no more 
time to be scared, or to regret my 
past sins, than has a man in a 
q u i c k s a n d . So far as I could 
make out, they were divided in 
opinion concerning me. Rupert 
of Hentzau, who was the adjutant or the 
chief of staff, had only one simple thought, 
which was to shoot me. Others consid
ered me a damn fool; I could hear them 
laughing and saying: " E r ist ein dum-
mer Mensch." And others thought that 

whether I was a fool or not, or an Amer
ican or an Englishman, was not the ques
tion; I had seen too much and should be 
put away. I felt if, instead of having 

I 

T h e passpor t and p h o t o g r a p h w h i c h , t h o u g h i n d o r s e d b y 
Mr . W h i t l o c k and Mr . G i b s o n , led to the 

ar res t o f M r . D a v i s . 

Rupert act as my interpreter, I could per
sonally speak to the general I might talk 
my way out of it, but Rupert assured me 
that to set me free the Count de Schwerin 
lacked authority, and that my papers, 
which were all against me, must be sub-
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mitted to the general of the army corps, and 
we would not reach him until midnight. 

" A n d then!—" he would exclaim, and 
he would repeat his pantomime of point
ing his forefinger at my stomach and 
wiggling his thumb. He was very popular 
with me. 

Meanwhile they were taking me farther 
away from Brussels and the "environs." 

"When you picked me up ," I said, " I 
was inside the environs, but by the time I 
reach ' t he ' general he will see only that 
I am fifty miles beyond where I am per
mitted to be. And who is going to tell 
him it was you brought me there? You 
w o n ' t ! " 

Rupert of Hentzau only smiled like the 
cat that has just swallowed the canary. 

He put me in another automobile and 
they whisked me off, always going farther 
from Brussels, to Ath and then to Ligne, 
a little town five miles south. Here they 
stopped at a house the staff occupied, and, 
leading me to the second floor, put me in 
an empty room that seemed built for their 
purpose. It had a stone floor and white
washed walls and a window so high that 
even when standing you could see only the 
roof of another house and a weather-vane. 
They threw two bundles of wheat on the 
floor and put a sentry at the door with 
orders to keep it open. He was a wild 
man, and thought I was, and every time 
I moved his automatic moved with me. 
It was as though he were following me 
with a spot-light. M y foot was badly cut 
across the instep and I was altogether for
lorn and disreputable. So, in order to 
look less like a tramp when I met the gen
eral, I bound up the foot, and, always with 
one eye on the sentry, and moving very 
slowly, shaved and put on dry things. 
From the interest the sentry showed it 
seemed evident he never had taken a bath 
himself, nor had seen any one else take 
one, and he was not quite easy in his mind 
that he ought to allow it. He seemed to 
consider it a kind of suicide. I kept on 
thinking out plans, and when an officer 
appeared I had one to submit. I offered 
to give the money I had with me to any 
one who would motor back to Brussels 
and take a note to the American minister, 
Brand Whitlock. M y proposition was 
that if in five hours, or by seven o'clock, he 
did not arrive in his automobile and assure 

them that what I said about myself was 
true, they need not wait until midnight, 
but could shoot me then. 

" If I am willing to take such a chance," 
I pointed out, " I must be a friend of Mr. 
Whitlock. If he repudiates me, it will be 
evident I have deceived you, and you will 
be perfectly justified in carrying out your 
plan." I had a note to Whit lock already 
written. It was composed entirely with 
the idea that they would read it, and it 
was much more intimate than m y very 
brief acquaintance with that gentleman 
justified. But from what I have seen and 
heard of the ex-mayor of Toledo I felt he 
would stand for it. 

The note read: 

" D E A R B R A N D : 
" I am detained in a house with a gar

den where the railroad passes through the 
village of Ligne. Please come quick, or 
send some one in the legation automobile. 

" R I C H A R D . " 

The officer to whom I gave this was 
Major Alfred Wurth, a reservist from 
Bernburg, on the Saale River. I liked 
him from the first because after we had 
exchanged a few words he exclaimed in
credulously: " W h a t nonsense! A n y o n e 
could tell by your accent that you are an 
American." He explained that when at 
the university, in the same pension with 
him were three Americans. 

" T h e staff are making a mistake," he 
said earnestly. " T h e y will regret it." 

I told him that I not only did not want 
them to regret it, but I did not want them 
to make it, and I begged him to assure the 
staff that I was an American. I suggested 
also that he tell them if anything hap
pened to me there were other Americans 
who would at once declare war on Ger
many. The number of these other Amer
icans I overestimated by about ninety 
millions, but it was no time to consider 
details. 

He asked if the staff might read the let
ter to the American minister, and, though 
I hated to deceive him, I pretended to 
consider this. 

" I don't remember just what I wrote," 
I said, and, to make sure they would read 
it, I fore open the envelope and pretended 
to reread the letter. 
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" I will see what I can d o , " said Major 
Wurth; "meanwhile, do not be discour
aged. Maybe it will come out all right 
for y o u . " 

After he left me the Belgian gentleman 
who owned the house and his cook brought 
me some food. She was the only member 
of his household who had not deserted 
him, and together they were serving the 
staff-officers, he acting as butler, waiter, 
and valet. The cook was an old peasant 
woman with a ruffled white cap, and when 
she left, in spite of the sentry, she patted 
me encouragingly on the shoulder. The 
owner of the house was more discreet, and 
contented himself with winking at me 
and whispering: " C a va mal pour vous 
en b a s ! " As they both knew what was 
being said of me down-stairs, their visit did 
not especially enliven me. Major Wurth 
returned and said the staff could not spare 
any one to go to Brussels, but that my note 
had been forwarded to " t h e " general. 
That was as much as I had hoped for. I t 
was intended only as a "stay of proceed
ings." But the manner of the major was 
not reassuring. He kept telling me that 
he thought they would set me free, but 
even as he spoke tears would come to his 
eyes and roll slowly down his cheeks. I t 
was most disconcerting. After a while it 
grew dark and he brought me a candle and 
left me, taking with him, much to my re
lief, the sentry and his automatic. This 
gave me since my arrest my first moment 
alone, and to find anything that might 
further incriminate or help me, I used it 
in going rapidly through my knapsack and 
pockets. M y note-book was entirely fa
vorable. In it there was no word that any 
German could censor. M y only other 
paper was a letter, of which all day I had 
been conscious. It was one of introduc
tion from Colonel Theodore Roosevelt to 
President Poincare, and whether the Ger
mans would consider it a clean bill of 
health or a death-warrant I could not 
make up my mind. Half a dozen times I 
had been on the point of saying: "Here 
is a letter from the man your Kaiser de
lighted to honor, the only civilian who 
ever reviewed the German army, a former 
President of the United States." 

But I could hear Rupert of Hentzau re
plying: " Yes, and it is recommending you 
to our enemy, the President of France!" 

I knew that Colonel Roosevelt would 
have written a letter to the German Em
peror as impartially as to M . Poincare, 
but I knew also that Rupert of Hentzau 
would not believe that. So I decided to 
keep the letter back until the last mo
ment. If it was going to help me, it still 
would be effective; if it went against me, 
I would be just as dead. I began to think 
out other plans. Plans of escape were 
foolish. I could have crawled out of the 
window to the rain gutter, but before I 
had reached the rooftree I would have 
been shot. And bribing the sentry, even 
were he willing to be insulted, would not 
have taken me farther than the stairs, 
where there were other sentries. I was 
more safe inside the house than out. They 
still had m y passport and laisser passer, 
and without a pass one could not walk a 
hundred yards. As the staff had but one 
plan, and no time in which to think of a 
better one, the obligation to invent a sub
stitute plan lay upon me. The plan I 
thought out and which later I outlined to 
Major Wurth was this. Instead of put-
ing me away at midnight, they would 
give me a pass back to Brussels. The pass 
would state that I was a suspected spy 
and that if before midnight of the 26th of 
August I were found off the direct road to 
Brussels, or if by that hour I had not re
ported to the military governor of Brus
sels, any one could shoot me on sight. As 
I have stated, without showing a pass no 
one could move a hundred yards, and 
every time I showed my pass to a Ger
man it would tell him I was a suspected 
spy, and if I were not making my way in 
the right direction he had his orders. 
With such a pass I was as much a prisoner 
as in the room at Ligne, and if I tried to 
evade its conditions I was as good as dead. 
The advantages of my plan, as I urged 
them upon Major Wurth, were that it pre
vented the general staff from shooting an 
innocent man, which would have greatly 
distressed them, and were he not innocent 
would still enable them, after a reprieve of 
two days, to shoot him. The distance to 
Brussels was about fifty miles, which, as 
it was impossible for a civilian to hire a 
bicycle, motor-car, or cart, I must cover 
on foot, making twenty-five miles a day. 
Major Wurth heartily approved of my 
substitute plan, and added that he thought 
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if any motor-trucks or ambulances were 
returning empty to Brussels, I should be 
permitted to ride in one of them. He left 
me, and I never saw him again. It was 
then about eight o 'clock, and as the time 
passed and he did not return and mid
night grew nearer, I began to feel very 
lonely. Except for the Roosevelt letter, I 
had played my last card. 

As it grew later I persuaded myself they 
did not mean to act until morning, and I 
stretched out on the straw and tried to 
sleep. At midnight I was startled by the 
light of an electric torch. It was strapped 
to the chest of an officer, who ordered me 
to get up and come with him. He spoke-
only German, and he seemed very angry. 
The owner of the house and the old cook 
had shown him to m y room, but they 
stood in the shadow without speaking. 
Nor, fearing I might compromise them— 
for I could not see why, except for one pur
pose, they were taking me out into the 
night—did I speak to them. W e got into 
another motor-car and in silence drove 
north from Ligne down a country road to 
a great chateau that stood in a magnificent 
park. Something had gone wrong with 
the lights of the chateau, and its hall was 
lit only by candles that showed soldiers 
sleeping like dead men on bundles of 
wheat and others leaping up and down the 
marble stairs. The) ' put me in a huge 
armchair of silk and gilt, with two of the 
gray ghosts to guard me, and from the 
hall, when the doors of the drawing-room 
opened, I could see a long table on which 
were candles in silver candlesticks or set 
on plates, and many maps and half-empty 
bottles of champagne. Around the table, 
standing or seated, and leaning across the 
maps, were staff-officers in brilliant uni
forms. They were much older men and of 
higher rank than any I had yet seen. They 
were eating, drinking, gesticulating. In 
spite of the tumult, some in utter weari
ness were asleep. It was like a picture of 
1S70 by Detaille or D e Neuville. Ap
parently, at last I had reached the head
quarters of the mysterious general. I had 
arrived at what, for a suspected spv, was 
an inopportune moment. The Germans 
themselves had been surprised, or some
where south of us had met with a reverse, 
and the air was vibrating with excitement 
and something very like panic. Outside, 
at great speed and with sirens shrieking, 

automobiles were arriving, and I could 
hear the officers shouting, " D i e Engli-
schen k o m m e n ! " 

T o make their reports they flung them
selves up the steps, the electric torches, 
like bull's-eye lanterns, burning holes in 
the night. Seeing a civilian under guard, 
they would stare and ask questions. Even 
when they came close, owing to the light 
in my eyes, I could not see them. Some
times, in a half-circle, there would be six or 
eight of the electric torches blinding me, 
and from behind them voices barking at 
me with strange, guttural noises. Much 
they said I could not understand, much I 
did not want to understand, but they 
made it quite clear it was no fit place for 
an Englishman. 

When the door from the drawing-room 
opened and Rupert of Hentzau appeared, 
I was almost glad to see him. 

Whenever he spoke to me he always 
began or ended his sentence with "Air. 
Davis.'' He gave it an emphasis and 
meaning which was intended to show that 
he knew it was not my name. I would not 
have thought it possible to put so much 
insolence into two innocent words. It 
was as though he said, " M r . Davis, alias 
Jimmy Valentine." He certainly would 
have made a great actor. 

''Mr. Davis." he said, " y o u are free." 
He did nut look as disappointed as I 

knew he would feel if I were free, so I 
waited for what was to follow. 

" You are free," he said, " under certain 
conditions." The conditions seemed to 
cheer him. He recited the conditions. 
They were those I had outlined to Major 
Wurth. But I am sure Rupert of Hent
zau did not guess that. Apparently, he 
believed Major Wurth had thought of 
them, and I did not undeceive him. For 
the substitute plan I was not inclined to 
rob that officer of any credit. I felt then, 
and I feel now, that but for him and his 
interceding for me I would have been left 
in the road. Rupert of Hentzau gave me 
the pass. It said I must return to Brus
sels by way of Ath, Enghien, Hal, and 
that I must report to the military gov
ernor on the 26th or " b e treated as a 
spy"—"so wird er als Spion behandelt." 

The pass, literally translated, reads: 

" T h e American reporter Davis must at 
once return to Brussels via Ath, Enghien, 
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Hal, and report to the government at the 
latest on August 26th. If he is met on 
any other road before the 26th of August, 
he will be handled as a spy. Automo
biles returning to Brussels, if they can 
unite it with their duty, can carry him. 

' ' C H I E F OF G E N E R A L S T A F F . 
" V O N G R E G O R , Lieutenant-Colonel." 

Fearing my military education was not 
sufficient to enable me to appreciate this, 
for the last time Rupert stuck his fore
finger in my stomach and repeated cheer
fully: " A n d you know what that means. 
And you will start," he added, with a most 
charming smile, " in three hours." 

He was determined to have his grilled 
bone. 

" A t three in the morning!" I cried. 
" Y o u might as well take me out and shoot 
me n o w ! " 

" Y o u will start in three hours," he re
peated. 

" A man wandering around at that 
hour," I protested, "wouldn ' t live five 
minutes. It can't be done. You couldn't 
do it." He continued to grin. I knew 
perfectly well the general had given no 
such order, and that it was a cat-and-
mouse act of Rupert 's own invention, and 
he knew I knew it. But he repeated: 
" Y o u will start in three hours, Mr. Dams." 

I said: " I am going to write about this, 
and I would like you to read what I write. 
What is your n a m e ? " 

He said: " I am the Baron v o n " — it 
sounded like "Hossfer"—and, in any case, 
to that name, care of General de Schwerin 
of the Seventh Division, I shall mail this 
magazine. I hope the Allies do not kill 
Rupert of Hentzau before he reads it! 
After that! He would have made a great 
actor. 

They put me in the automobile and 
drove me back to Ligne and the im
promptu cell. But now it did not seem 
like a cell. Since I had last occupied it 
my chances had so improved that return
ing to the candle on the floor and the 
bundles of wheat was like coming home. 
Though I did not believe Rupert had any 
authority to order me into the night at the 
darkest hour of the twenty-four, I was 
taking no chances. M y nerve was not 
in a sufficiently robust state for me to dis
obey any German. So, lest I should over-

VOL. L V L — 7 2 a 

sleep, until three o'clock I paced the cell, 
and then, with all the terrors of a burglar, 
tiptoed down the stairs. There was no 
light, and the house was wrapped in si
lence. Earlier there had been every
where sentries, and, not daring to breathe, 
I waited for one of them to challenge, 
but, except for the creaking of the stairs 
and of my ankle-bones, which seemed to 
explode like firecrackers, there was not a 
sound. I was afraid, and wished myself 
safely back in my cell, but I was more 
afraid of Rupert, and I kept on feeling 
my way until I had reached the garden. 
There some one spoke to me in French, 
and I found my host. 

" T h e animals have gone," he said; "all 
of them. I will give you a bed now, and 
when it is light you shall have breakfast." 
I told him my orders were to leave his 
house at three. 

" B u t it is murder!" he said. With 
these cheering words in my ears, I thanked 
him, and he bid me bon chance. 

In my left hand I placed the pass, 
folded so that the red seal of the general 
staff would show, and a match-box. In 
the other hand I held ready a couple of 
matches. Each time a sentry challenged 
I struck the matches on the box and held 
them in front of the red seal. The instant 
the matches flashed it was a hundred to 
one that the man would shoot, but I could 
not speak German, and there was no other 
way to make him understand. They 
were either too surprised or too sleepy to 
fire, for each of them let me pass. But 
after I had made a mark of myself three 
times I lost my nerve and sought cover 
behind a haystack. I lay there until 
there was light enough to distinguish trees 
and telegraph poles, and then walked on 
to Ath. After that, when they stopped 
me, if they could not read, the red seal 
satisfied them; if they were officers and 
could read, they cursed me with strange, 
unclean oaths, and ordered me, in the 
German equivalent, to beat it. It was a 
delightful walk. I had had no sleep the 
night before and had eaten nothing, and, 
though I had cut away most of my shoe, 
I could hardly touch my foot to the road. 
Whenever in the villages I tried to bribe 
any one to carry my knapsack or to give 
me food, the peasants ran from me. They 
thought I was a German and talked 
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The pencil writiii;; is the German " ticket of leave," requiring Mr. Davis to report in forty-eight hours or • be as a spy treated. -

Flemish, not French. I was more afraid letter to the President of France might 
•if them and their shotguns than of the prove a menace, and, tearing it into little 
Germans, and I never entered a village pieces, dropped it over a bridge, and with 
unless German soldiers were entering or regret watched that historical document 
leaving it. And the Germans gave me from the ex-President of one republic 
no reason to feel free from care. Every to the President of another float down 
time they read my pass they were in- the Sambre toward the sea. B y noon I 
clined to try me all over again, and decided I would not be able to make the 
twice searched my knapsack. After that distance. For twenty-four hours I had 
happened the second time I guessed my been without sleep or food, and I had 
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been put through an unceasing third 
degree, and I was nearly out. Added to 
that, the chance of my losing the road 
was excellent; and if I lost the road the 
first German who read m y pass was 
ordered by it to shoot me. So I decided 
to give myself up to the occupants of 
the next German car going toward Brus
sels and ask them to carry me there 
under arrest. I waited until an automo

bile approached, and then stood in front 
of it and held up my pass and pointed to 
the red seal. The car stopped, and the 
soldiers in front and the officer in the rear 
seat gazed at me in indignant amazement. 
The officer was a general, old and kindly 
looking, and, by the grace of Heaven, as 
slow-witted as he was kind. He spoke no 
English, and his French was as bad as 
mine, and in consequence he had no idea 
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of what I was saying except that I had 
orders from the general staff to proceed at 
once to Brussels. I made a mystery of 
the pass, saying it was very confidential, 
but the red seal satisfied him. He bade 
me courteously to take the seat at his side, 
and with intense satisfaction I heard 
him command his orderly to get down and 
fetch my knapsack. The general was 
going, he said, only so far as Hal, but that 
far he would carry me. Hal was the last 
town named in my pass, and from Brus
sels only eleven miles distant. According 
to the schedule I had laid out for myself, I 
had not hoped to reach it by walking until 
the next day, but at the rate the car had 
approached I saw I would be there within 
two hours. M y feelings when I sank 
back upon the cushions of that car and 
stretched out my weary legs and the wind 
whistled around us are too sacred for cold 
print. It was a situation I would not have 
used in fiction. I was a condemned spy, 
with the hand of every German properly 
against me, and yet under the protection 
of a German general, and in luxurious 
ease, I was escaping from them at forty 
miles an hour. I had but one regret. I 
wanted Rupert of Hentzau to see me. At 
Hal my luck still held. The steps of the 
Hotel de Ville were crowded with generals. 
I thought never in the world could there 
be so many generals, so many flowing 
cloaks and spiked helmets. I was afraid 
of them. I was afraid that when my gen
eral abandoned me the others might not 
prove so slow-witted or so kind. M y gen
eral also seemed to regard them with dis
favor. He exclaimed impatiently. Ap
parently, to force his way through them, 
to cool his heels in an anteroom, did not 
appeal. It was long past his luncheon 
hour and the restaurant of the Palace 
Hotel called him. He gave a sharp order 
to the chauffeur. 

" I go on to Brussels," he said. " D e 
sire you to accompany m e ? " I did not 
know how to ask him in French not to 
make me laugh. I saw the great Palace 
of Justice that towers above the city with 
the same emotions that one beholds the 
Statue of Liberty, but not until we had 
reached the inner boulevards did I feel 
safe. There I bade my friend a grateful 
but hasty adieu, and in a taxi-cab, un
washed and unbrushed, I drove straight 
to the American legation. T o Mr . Whit
lock I told this story, and with one hand 
that gentleman reached for his hat and 
with the other for his stick. In the auto
mobile of the legation we raced to the 
Hotel de Yille. There Mr . Whitlock, as 
the moving-picture people say, "regis
tered" indignation. Mr . Davis was pres
ent, he made it understood, not as a 
ticket-of-leave man, and because he had 
been ordered to report, but in spite 
of that fact. He was there as the friend 
of the American minister, and the word 
" S p i o n " must be removed from his pa
pers. 

And so, on the pass that Rupert gave 
me, below where he had written that I 
was to be treated as a spy, they wrote I 
was "no t at all," "gar nicht," to be 
treated as a spy, and that I was well 
known to the American minister, and to 
that they affixed the official seal.* 

That ended it, leaving me with one 
valuable possession. It is this: should 
any one suggest that I am a spy, or that 
I am not a friend of Brand Whitlock, I 
have the testimony of the Imperial Ger
man Government to the contrary. 

• L i t e r a l t r ans la t ion o f v i s e on the p a s s : 

B r u s s e l s , A u g u s t 2 5 , 1914. 
H e r r D a v i s w a s on the 2 5 t h of A u g u s t at the h e a d q u a r t e r s 

of the G e r m a n G o v e r n m e n t a c c o m p a n i e d b y the A m e r i c a n 
min i s te r and is not at all to be t r ea ted as a spy . H e is h i g h l y 
r e c o m m e n d e d b y the A m e r i c a n min i s te r and is we l l k n o w n 
in A m e r i c a . 

A l b e r t B o v r y , 
Translator to Major-General Jarotsky. 



A P L A I N G I R L * 

By H . C. Bunner 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY C. ALLAN GILBERT 

OST of the novelists—at 
least, most of those novel
ists who deal in lustrous-
eyed heroines, and in heroes 
running from " a little over 
the middle stature " to " six-

feet of manhood"—try to create the im
pression that the period of matrimonial 
engagement is a pleasant one. It isn't. 
It never was—at least, not to any prop
erly constituted human beings. And why 
on earth should it be pleasant and to 
whom should it be pleasant ? Let us take 
the case of the engagement of John Smith 
and Mary Jones. Their wedding-day is 
fixed. It is six months off, let us say. 
Now, do you expect John Smith to be 
happy ? It is true that he has the prom
ise of his heart's desire, but a promise is 
one thing and a certainty is another. The 
only certainty he has is that it will be six 
months sure and certain before he gets 
his heart's desire; and during those six 
months he has got to see his heart's desire 
every day, and to curse each day that 
comes along before the wedding-day. Also 
he has got to put in six months of solid re
flection upon his own capabilities for sup
porting a wife, and possibly three or four 
younger persons. 

And as for Mary Jones, her situation is 
even more uncomfortable. By all the 
laws of affection she is John's ownest own; 
and yet in reality she isn't anybody's own 
—not even her own self's own. Her par
ents have relinquished their claim to her 
just enough to enable them to go about 
looking as though she had deserted them 
in a snow-storm to run away with a dis
believer in revealed religion; and they 
keep enough authority over her to be as 
mean as conscientious parents can be 
whenever they get an opportunity. And 
few people can be meaner than a truly 
conscientious parent. 

Here are presented a few of the facts 
• A n unpub l i shed s to ry r ecen t ly found a n i o n s the paper s of 
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which make the period of marital engage
ment anything but a happy time for the 
contracting parties. Any married couple 
who tell you that they had a good time 
when they were engaged either tell a sin
ful fib or prove that they are idiots of an 
extremely low organization; or else they 
are so old that they have forgotten all 
about it. 

A young man—I do not vouch for the 
tale—who committed matrimony sud
denly and without warning, showed that 
he had encountered a lady of experience 
by the excuse which he gave for his un
conventional haste. " She said ' y e s , ' " he 
explained, " i f I 'd get a parson inside of 
one hour. 'Engagements,' she says, 'is 
mean. ' " 

But, if all engagements are mean, an en
gagement that is exceptionally and pecul
iarly mean among engagements must be 
a very mean thing indeed—and that is 
just what T o m Littleburgh thought of his 
engagement. 

Perhaps an outsider might have thought 
Tom's engagement even meaner than T o m 
thought it; for an outsider might not have 
seen the charm that Tom saw in the young 
lady who was to be Mrs. Tom. Mary 
Leyden was undeniably a plain girl. She 
was not ugly in the least; in point of fact, 
she had no feature that was open to crit
icism; but as a friend of hers once re
marked, summing up her case critically 
and aesthetically, as a good-looker Mary 
simply didn't get there. She was not by 
any means an unlovable girl; shewasgood 
and true and kind and intelligent and sen
sible; but in face and ways and manners 
she was just as plain as her plain Dutch 
name, and perhaps it was the Dutch blood 
in her that won Tom's heart, for it is a pe
culiar thing about the women of Holland 
that their attractiveness does not in the 
least depend upon their possession of 
handsome features. They have a whole
some, frank, amiable homeliness that is 
almost better than beauty, in a way, for 
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you feel that you could see it around for a 
lifetime without getting tired of it. 

However that may have been. T o m 
wanted nothing better than to see Mary 's 
face around all his lifetime, and that was 
what made his engagement so miserable 
to him; for it lasted six months, and in all 
that time he only saw her for the space of 
twelve days, or, rather, for small fractional 
parts of the space of twelve days, and then 
under circumstances of an exasperating 
unpleasantness that will here be set forth. 

T o m Littleburgh was an electrical en
gineer; and during the whole time of his 
engagement he was in charge of an im
portant work of construction in a large 
town in New England. Mary Leyden was 
the only daughter of an ex-college pro
fessor who had given up his post for 
the more lucrative business of preparing 
young ladies for college. 

It was in Florida in the winter-time that 
T o m had wooed and won M a n - , and from 
the time that she said ' ' y e s ' ' in January 
he had had no opportunity to see her until 
he managed to make a vacation for him
self in August, when he arranged to see 
her at the ex-professor's summer home at 
Milford, Pa.—to see her there; not to 
stay at the house and have unlimited op
portunities of talking with her and walk
ing with her and gloating over her gen
erally; for he had to stay at a hotel, the 
professor's house being full of young ladies 
in course of preparation for college. 

Still, that was heaven enough for T o m . 
For twelve days—he had to lose a dav 
coming and a day going—to see Mary, to 
look each day upon the plain face that 
lighted up for him with a love that was 
better than the best beauty in the world, 
was to T o m a dream of unspeakable de
light. He had worked for it for months; 
he had thought of it by day and by night, 
and when the long-expected hour came, 
and he descended from the old-fashioned 
stage in front of the old-fashioned hotel, 
he was half-mad with the delightful antic
ipation. But, like all lovers, he thought 
first of his looks. As a matter of fact, it 
is only when two people are very much in 
love with each other that neither minds 
very much about the nice details of the 
other's appearance. When two people 
have been married for rive or ten years it 
is most wise and desirable that they should 

take careful thought to the appearance 
which they present one to another; for 
about that time such things are liable to 
be noticed, but in the first flash of young 
love a girl may have a hat on crooked and 
a young man may have his hair mussed, 
and yet each may look beautiful exceed
ingly in the other's eyes even when every
body else is wondering what he can see in 
her or what she can see in him. And why 
no t? Whose business is it, anyway, ex
cept theirs ? 

T o m went to his room at the hotel and 
put on summer clothes of great beauty 
and elegance. H e brushed his hair and 
he tried to do something with his mus
tache, which did not happen to be 
a mustache that anything could be done 
with. Still, T o m sun-eyed it in the mir
ror as he tied his necktie, and was proud 
of it, and felt that, as far as his unworthy 
self could be prepared for presentation to 
his lady, he was prepared. And so he 
marched off up the street to the profess
or's house. 

Every true lover's fancy outruns his 
journev to his appointed meeting. Tom 
had pictured to himself a quiet old-fash
ioned parlor with green blinds with the 
slats turned down and vases of flowers va
riously disposed around and M a n - waiting 
for him in a delightful semi-obscurity, and 
a subsequent extinction of all the natural 
laws of time until they two had got 
through with what they had got to say to 
each other. Instead, he found his be
trothed seated on the veranda of a very 
modern house in the company of seven oth
er young ladies. She greeted him with a 
sincere but cool affection which was so 
strange and unexpected that it startled 
rather than depressed him. She let him 
take her a yard or two into the hall, where 
he kissed her in a hurried, ready-made, and 
generally unsatisfactory way, and then 
he found himself taken outside and intro
duced to all the seven girls. Thev were 
all young, they were all pretty: he didn't 
want any one of them, and he would 
have given the whole lot for Mary 's little 
finger. But Mary not only took pains 
that he should know them all, but she 
went over their first names, which she 
seemed to consider an interesting cata
logue, though they seemed to T o m noth
ing out of the usual thing in the way of 
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young-womanish nomenclature. There 
were two Berties and a Gussie and an 
Annie and a Gladys—and there were 
others, much the same. And, as I have 
said, they were all pretty girls, but none 
of them was the 
plain girl whom 
T o m Littleburgh 
wished to see more 
than all the girls 
in the world. 

And yet, some
how, before five 
m i n u t e s h a d 
p a s s e d , T o m 
found that he was 
paying an after
noon call on eight 
young ladies in
stead of upon one. 
T h e r e was no 
quiet, shady par
lor with the gold
en sunlight j u s t 
filtering through 
the h a l f - c l o s e d 
blinds, no nice old 
h o r s e h a i r sofa 
with a kind of sag-
down in the mid
dle that seemed to 
tumble two occu
pants together, no 
f l o w e r s , no ro
mance, no noth
ing. There was 
a g r e a t s u n l i t 
porch, seven girls 
whom he didn't 
know, or want to 
know, and the be
loved of his heart 
talking like all the 
rest of them on 
subjects he nei
ther k n e w n o r 
c a r e d a b o u t . 
And so it went 
on un t i l dinner
time c a m e , and 
the ex-professor came in and T o m had to 
go back to the hotel, solitary male guests 
not being invited to join at feeding-time 
in the professor's dove-cot. 

T o m called again after dinner, and 
found the whole household assembled in 

the parlor of his prospective father-in-law. 
They were at the piano. There was a 
book with green pasteboard covers on the 
piano, and from its faded pages they were 
singing, " Shall We Gather at the River ? " 

and " Y e Evening 

T o m . . . felt that , a s far as his u n w o r t h y self cou ld 
be p repa red for p re sen ta t ion to h is l a d y , he 

•was p r e p a r e d . — P a g e 716. 

B e l l s . " T h u s 
painfully passed 
the time until the 
professor arrived 
to give the signal 
for what he called 
ret irement. As 
for Tom, he re
tired to his room 
and w a l k e d the 
floor until three 
o ' c l o c k in the 
morning. There 
was no man more 
amazed than he 
in the S t a t e of 
Pennsylvania, and 
there w e r e few 
more indignant . 
He examined him
self as to his con
duct d u r i n g his 
whole per iod of 
engagement a n d 
he could not find 
that he had been 
r e m i s s in t h e 
smallest particu
lar. Indeed, there 
was not m u c h 
r o o m for doubt 
a b o u t the mat
ter. He had not 
seen his s w e e t 
heart since a week 
after the day on 
which she had giv
en herself to him, 
and as far as his 
letters were con
cerned, he had not 
missed a day, and 
if each letter had 
not breathed a lit

tle more devotion than the preceding one 
it certainly had not been his fault. Tom's 
intellect might have been commonplace, 
but he knew that it had been conscien
tiously worked to the fullest extent from 
week to week in devising modes of telling 
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Mary that he loved her a great deal more 
than anybody else had ever loved any
body else. And yet here was his first day 
at Milford gone and spent utterly; and 
he had had something like twenty-seven 
seconds' private conversation with Mary, 
and all the rest of the time he had had to 
share her societv with seven Berties and 
Gussies and Annies, who might be as pret-
tv as thev pleased, but for whom he cared 
not a stiver. 

The next morning T o m breakfasted 
early and hurried to the professor's house. 
He found Mary not alone, it is true, for 
she was superintending operations in a 
little spring-house dairy, but certainly 
much more like the old Mary than she 
had seemed the day before. In fact, she 
was so simple and sweet and natural in 
her manner, so seemingly unconscious of 
having tried him in any way, that Tom's 
spirit was wonderfully soothed, and yes
terday's perplexity began to fade from 
his memory. For a half-hour he chatted 
with her while she directed the work of 
two pretty bare-armed maids, and when 
the work was done and Mary was free he 
followed her out into the sunshine in the 
confident belief that she was going to lead 
him to some favorite haunt near the bank 
of the little river, or under the great trees 
at the foot of the hill. She did nothing of 
the sort. She took him to a small class
room where Gussie and Annie and one of 
the Berties were studying and got him to 
correct Greek exercises all the rest of the 
morning. 

It was with something like grim desper
ation that Tom asked her, as he left, to 
take a drive with him that afternoon; but 
when she cheerfully consented he bright
ened up and determined to get the nar
rowest buggy he could find. He got it and 
was at the professor's house promptly at 
two o'clock. Mary greeted him, placid, 
candid, unruffled, and told him in a most 
matter-of-fact way that she was verv 
sorry indeed that she could not go with 
him, for one of the inmates of the house
hold had been taken with sudden illness 
and requiredher attention. Furthermore, 
she asked if, since he had the horse and 
carriage, he would mind driving Gussie 
over to see her aunt at Dingman's Ferry. 
He drove Gussie to Dingman's berry. 
Gussie was a little thing with golden hair 
and bright blue eyes and a creamv com

plexion, but for all T o m noticed of her she 
might have been a red-headed mulatto. 
Gussie subsequently referred to him as 
' ' that silent gentleman who grinds his 
teeth while he drives.' ' 

The next day T o m committed the seri
ous mistake of remonstrating with Mary. 
It sometimes pays to remonstrate with a 
woman, but not frequently, and never un
less you know exactly what she is up to. 
T o m got nothing by his remonstrance ex
cept getting put in his place in a way which 
made him feel there was no getting out of 
it. He was reminded that Mary had her 
duties; he was asked if he desired her to 
neglect them, and he was accused of 
wounding a tender heart by a cruel sus
picion born of the deepest selfishness. 
Then he had the satisfaction of knowing 
that he had made her cry, and altogether 
he felt like killing himself. 

The days went on but the situation re
mained the same. If T o m saw Man-
alone it was at some hour unsuitable for 
what the French call "expansions." It 
is difficult for the tender sentiment to ex
pand while the object of a heart's devotion 
is washing teacups or putting whale-oil 
soap on rose-bushes. Of Gussie and An
nie and both the Berties and the rest of 
"the preparatories," as the}- were called, 
he saw much more than he wanted to—so 
much, indeed, that much against his will 
he had to learn their names and their sep
arate identities, and to distinguish one 
from the other. And never before, prob
ably, were six really pretty girls so out
rageously slighted by a young man of mar
riageable age. T o m tried his best to be 
civil, and even courteous, but after he had 
had ten days of acting as escort and cav
alier in general to the whole seven he came 
to the conclusion that they were the most 
helpless set of young women he had ever 
encountered, and that perhaps Mary was 
not so much to blame as he had thought 
for her neglect. " T h e y do seem," he ad
mitted to himself, " t o require more at
tention than any other girls I ever heard 
of. Why, T had to take that Bertie girl 
with a big hat down to the store to buy a 
piece of ribbon, and Gussie Thingumbob 
can't walk down the street after sup
per without having me to look after her. 
It's my opinion Mary has too much 
done for them. Let them alone and they'd 
be more self-reliant. Anyway, I don't 
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see why I should have to help to nuss 
'em." 

What with brooding over the fleeting 
days and his scanty allowance of Mary, 
Tom, who was generally good nature's self, 
began to grow surly, and his fair charges 
among themselves called him a "bear ." 
It cannot be said that, except in one case, 
they minded much. They were all pretty. 
The town was full of " summery fo lk" 
and all had adorers enough, with perhaps 
a few to spare; and T o m was, at the best, 
that stupidest of things, a hopelessly en
gaged man. 

The one case where Tom's increasing 
sullenness of manner produced an un
pleasant effect was that of little Bessie 
Bailey, the youngest of the seven " prepar

atories "and the spoiled child of thehouse-
hold. But "spoiled child" is a very 
clumsy term to use as applied to little 
Bessie. The tenderness which had sur
rounded her from infancy had spoiled none 
of her sweetness and gentleness, and had 
only served to keep her in ignorance of 
the fact that there were such things as un-
kindness and unfriendliness in the world. 
She was a mere child at seventeen or eight
een, innocent, pretty, and so lovable and 
sweet of disposition that it is probable 
that the first human being who had ever 
looked upon her with unkindly eyes was 
good-natured T o m Littleburgh; and in
stead of his unkindncss—to give it no 
harsher name—leaving her indifferent, as 
might have been expected, it stirred her to 
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a deep and fervent indignation. It was 
the first slight the poor child had ever 
known, and her whole soul rose up against 
it. She was amazed and puzzled and mor
tified, and when a girl gets up as many 
emotions as that over a man, she is in a 
mighty near way of falling in love with 
him, and poor little Bessie Bailey was cer-
tainlv losing her spirits because, for the 
first time in her young life, a man had 
been cool—perhaps a little more than cool 
—to her. 

Poor T o m was not insensible to this 
state of affairs. In fact, Mary rebuked 
him for it herself. 

' 'Since you must be thrown with the 
poor little thing, Tom, you might be just 
pleasant with her; it's only for a few days, 
you know." 

" Y e s , that's just it," said Tom des
perately, "it is only for a few days—too 
confounded few days." 

But Marv onlv left him with a rebuk
ing smile to go about that endless chain of 
duties, and she had no sooner departed 
than the old professor stepped up and 
somewhat diffidentlv asked his young 
friend and son-in-law-to-be if he would 
not be so kind as to assist Miss Bessie 
Bailey in a difficult point in trigonometry. 

" I hate, of course, to ask y o u to trouble 
yourself in your vacation-time, but I am 
in a very unpleasant predicament. Miss 
Trunkett, my mathematical teacher, is ill 
and cannot attend to her work, and I am 
no mathematician. Mary, of course, is 
able to help me out to some extent, but 
trigonometry is beyond poor Mary, and I 
fear, I greatly fear, I shall have to trespass 
on your kindness." 

With murder in his heart Tom sought 
the stuffy class-room where he had passed 
the first morning after his arrival, and 
there sal Bessie and raised a pair of re
proachful fawnlike eyes toward him from 
the great book with all its wearisome fig
ures. T o m explained what he had been 
sent for and Bessie only said, " O h ! " in a 
tone that she might have used had he ex
plained that he was the executioner; and 
they went to work. 

But the lesson was long and hard and 
what Bessie called horrid, and Bessie was 
not bright about trigonometry and Bessie 
would play with her pencils. These things 
so rattled and irritated T o m that he made 
one final pull on his manhood and deter

mined to be good and kind and patient and 
considerate even if he had to drop down 
dead when he got through with it. 

And the worst of it was that he saw 
that Bessie saw just how matters stood. 
She saw that he was not a bear, she saw 
that he naturally was not gruff or rude or 
thoughtless of other people's feelings. She 
caught the kindly inflections of his natural 
voice whenever she did anything that de
served the least commendation, and once 
for ten or fifteen minutes they got to be 
quite friendly when T o m gave her a little 
rest and filled up the time by telling her 
something about himself and his work and 
his early struggles. 

Now, T o m did not in the least mean to 
do this for any ulterior motive. He was 
not in the habit of talking about himself, 
and he was too simple-minded a fellow to 
know that, among men of the world, talk
ing about one's self is a favorite way of 
making love. But he did see from Bes
sie's manner and her few shy speeches 
that he was getting himself into worse 
trouble than before. He saw that Bessie 
had wholly revised her judgment of him, 
and that as soon as he became conscious 
of conviction of error she began to rush to 
the other extreme and to accuse herself 
in her own mind of being a desperately 
wicked girl whose frivolity and stupidity 
and thoughtlessness must have been a 
great annoyance to this distinguished, 
high-minded, and earnest man whose 
knowledge and experience set him so many 
miles above her. The symptoms of emo
tion working in her young breast on her 
own account were patent to even unob
servant T o m , and they irritated him the 
more that he could not help contrasting 
to himself the gentle submissiveness of 
this tender young nature with Mary's 
cold-blooded self-sufficiency. "Here's a 
girl," he said to himself, " w h o would 
manage to get some time out of twelve 
days to talk alone with a lover wdio had 
come hundreds of miles to see her." And 
as he thought thus he cast a side glance at 
Bessie and noticed really for the first time 
how very pretty she was. The lesson was 
resumed, but Bessie's attention wandered, 
Tom's conscience fidgeted, and finally, 
when he had occasion to look for a pencil 
in a hurry and found Bessie absent-mind
edly stacking them up with the chalks and 
pens in the well of the inkstand, he ut-
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tered an exclamation of utter irritation— 
he never remembered exactly what it was, 
except that there was a damn in it some
where—and before it was finished poor 
little Bessie was in a flood, a passion, an 
agony, of tears, sobbing, trembling, and 
wringing her hands. 

T o m was unaccustomed to these ex
pressions of feminine emotions, and they 
scared him, as he subsequently said, stiff; 
moreover, they opened the floodgates of 
his heart, and he felt as one might who in 
a passion had damned a baby. He tried 
his best to console her and quiet her, but 
with clumsy, ignorant, nervous efforts; 
and her paroxysms of grief only grew more 
violent as they grew more silent; for she 
seemed to be willing to render him any 
submission in her power. Her low mur
murs of self-reproach and self-accusation, 
her extravagant appeals for pardon, and 
the oblivion of complete contempt—all 
these childish speeches stuck knives into 
his earnest, tender heart. And just then 
he heard the professor's heavy footfall 

coming deliberately down the long cor
ridor. He looked about him in a frenzy. 

' ' M y dear Miss Bailey—Bessie! I 
can't let them see you like this. What the 
devil shall I d o ? Oh, here, come here, 
child ! " And throwing his arm about the 
small form, he kicked open the one French 
window of the stuffy little room and bolted 
out with Bessie from the smell of ink and 
chalk and slates to where the moonlight 
shone on the garden at the back of the 
house with the orchard beyond it, and the 
glen and its whispering stream below. 

T o m did not know what he was saying 
to Bessie when Mary found them half an 
hour later with the little girl's head pil
lowed on the big man's breast; but if she 
had wanted to she could have assured him 
that in all her experience as head teacher 
in an institution for preparing young la
dies for college she had never seen a more 
pronounced case of moonstruck love-mak
ing. 

Bessie fled with a shriek. T o m dropped 
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' Y u u s a w , " he said at last . 

his hands by his side and stood looking 
doggedly at Alary, who gazed at him with 
a strange and inexplicable expression. 

" Y o u saw," he said at last. 
" Y e s . " she said, "and oh, Tom, 1 am 

so happy " ; and then she wound her arms 
around Tom's neck, laid her head about 
six inches above where Bessie's had been, 
and sighed with satisfaction, as only a 
true woman can sigh. 

" T o m , " she said, as he stood speech-
722 

less, " d o you remember when you asked 
me to marry you ? You told me that you 
had never made love to any girl in your 
life. I knew that must be true, T o m , or 
you never would have been fool enough to 
say it. I am plain, T o m , but I 'm proud, 
too. Now, for the rest of the time you're 
here, T o m , I sha'n't leave you one single 
moment from morning till night, and I'll 
try to make up, dear." 

And she did. 



C R A D L E S O N G 

By Josephine Preston Peabody 

I 

L O R D G A B R I E L , wilt thou not rejoice 
When at last a little boy 's 

Cheek lies heavy as a rose, 
And his eyelids close? 

Gabriel, when that hush may be, 
This sweet hand all heedful ly 

I'll undo, for thee alone, 
From his mother's own. 

Then the far blue highways paven 
With the burning stars of .heaven 

He shall gladden with the sweet 
Hasting of his feet— 

Feet so brightly bare and cool, 
Leaping, as from pool to pool ; 

From a little laughing boy 
Splashing rainbow j o y ! 

Gabriel, wilt thou understand 
H o w to keep his hovering hand?—• 

Never shut, as in a bond 
From the bright beyond?— 

Nay, but though it cling and close 
Tightly as a climbing rose, 

Clasp it only so,—aright, 
Lest his heart take fright. 

{Dormi, dormi, tit: 
The dusk is hung with blue.) 

I I 

Lord Michael, wilt not thou rejoice 
When at last a little boy ' s 

Heart, a shut-in murmuring bee, 
Turns him unto thee? 
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Cradle Song 

Wilt thou heed thine armor well,— 
T o take his hand from Gabriel 

So his radiant cup of dream 
M a y not spill a gleam? 

He will take thy heart in thrall, 
Telling o'er thy breastplate, all 

Colors, in his bubbling speech, 
With his hand to each. 

(Dormi, dor mi tu. 
Sapphire is the blue; 
Pearl and beryl, they are called, 
Chrysoprase and emerald, 
Sard and amethyst. 

Numbered so, and kissed.) 

Ah, but find some angel word 
For thy sharp, subduing sword! 

Yea. Lord Michael, make no doubt 
He will rind it out: 

(Dormi, dormi tu!) 
His eves will look at von. 

I l l 

Last, a little morning space, 
Lead him to that leafy place 

Where Our Lad} - sits awake, 
For all mothers' sake. 

Bosomed with the Blessed One, 
He shall mind her of her Son, 

Once so folded from all harms, 
In her shrining arms. 

(In her veil of blue, 
Dormi, dormi tu.) 

So;—and fare thee well.— 
Softly,—Gabriel . . . 

When the first faint red shall come, 
Bid the Day-star lead him home, 

For the bright World 's sake,— 
T o my heart, awake. 



G E R M A N Y E M B A T T L E D 
A N A M E R I C A N I N T E R P R E T A T I O N 

B Y O S W A L D G A R R I S O N V I L L A R D 

W O N D E R F U L quiet , 
certainty, and determi
nat ion unto death are 
characteristic of all Ger
many to-day, and even 
with all the sorrow we are 

undergoing we deeply feel the greatness 
of these times. God bless our arms!" 
N o other phrase that has crossed the ocean 
more completely states the German frame 
of mind when the mobilization was over 
and the empire could catch its breath and 
realize that by the most sudden, as well 
as the most violent, of convulsions the 
Germany and Europe of yesterday had 
gone forever—that the whole world had 
changed overnight. 

The writer, a woman of rank and posi
tion, had but just parted, dry-eyed, from 
her husband and sixteen soldier relatives 
of a family which boasts of having had no 
civilians among its members since 1700. 
She had no word of regret; only a prayer 
that she might keep her self-control and 
be found worthy of a crisis which had re
vealed the entire nation so united and de
termined as to wipe out in a moment all 
differences of rank, religion, and party. 
T o describe that hour of self-abnegation 
and self-sacrifice many a gifted writer and 
man of affairs has found himself utterly 
at a loss. The thrill and the uplift born 
of its whole-souled devotion wrenched 
every one loose from the purely personal 
considerations of life and exalted them 
with all the enthusiasm which comes from 
a readiness to die for a common cause. 
The psychology of the crowd was at its 
noblest height. Even the foreign spec
tators caught in the sudden swirl of vast, 
loosened reservoirs of national feeling 
found it impossible to observe, save with 
awe, conviction, and deep emotion, this 
profoundly impressive transformation of 
a people. 

T o the Germans their cause is just, their 
conscience clear. N o such outburst of 
lofty enthusiasm for Kaiser and country 
would have been possible had there been 
anywhere as serious doubts as troubled, 
in England, Charles Trevelyan, Ramsay 
MacDonald, John Burns, and Lord Mor-
ley. As the facts were presented to the 
German people there seemed to be no 
question that their war-lord, who had 
kept the peace for the twenty-six years of 
his reign, had in this emergency stood for 
peace until the last moment, moving only 
when Russian perfidy compelled him to. 
It was necessary to strike first, even as a 
football team seeks to ' 'get the j u m p " 
upon its opponents, for if Russia or France 
were to deliver a blow while German mo
bilization was under way and incomplete, 
the country would be in the position of a 
frigate raked in the sailing days by a 
broadside when "taken aback" and help
less. The public actually trembled lest 
the Kaiser hold off too long, and when he 
moved he seemed to them of Olympian 
stature. His language, bombastic as it 
may have appeared abroad, was pitched 
to the key-note of the hour; one heard for 
the first time praise of him as unser lieber, 
guter Kaiser. He stood for the whole peo
ple when he opened the war session of the 
Reichstag and, with his great sense of dra
matic values, called upon its leaders to 
come forward and place their hands in his 
—even the socialists, whom he had dubbed 
traitors to the country in a speech at the 
Krupp works but a few years before. All 
this at the very moment that battalions 
in every town and city were marching, 
singing, to the front and Von Emmich's 
divisions, without waiting for siege-guns 
or reservists, were victoriously assaulting 
Liege. 

With this profound belief in the right
eousness of its cause, the nation went to 
war joyously exalted, wondering at itself 
and its power. Its leaders had hoped, 
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they said, that the nation was strong and 
sound and firmly welded together in all 
classes by the bands of union forged under 
the stress of 1870-71 . They knew it now 
to be true. They had not been sure that 
what is considered a decadent age had not 
affected the rugged virtues; that pros
perity, material and scientific success, had 
not somewhat palsied the ability to think 
in terms of the nation. The wonderful re
sponse of the people filled all doubters 
with joy. No t only was it unnecessary to 
drive a single conscript to the ranks, but 
two millions of men who for one reason or 
another had escaped military sendee, or 
had passed beyond it by reason of age, 
volunteered, begging to be sent to thef ront. 
It is no wonder that the national motto , 
"Gott Mil Uns," was translated by Kaiser 
and people into that positive affirmation 
of the aid of the Deity which has so of
fended the world's onlookers. 

Yet , when the nation gazed abroad in 
this moment of lofty exaltation and found 
that Italy, her ally, held back; that Bel
gium also flung herself into the struggle 
with absolute devotion in order to protect 
her territory; that England joined the 
enemies to east and west; that Japan, 
who had learned her military art from 
Germany, obeyed the orders of England 
to come to her rescue in the East; that the 
sentiment of the United States and other 
neutral nations was wholly against her— 
it was then that a feeling of absolute in
credulity gave way to absolute anger. 11 
was the English upon whom the waves of 
their wrath broke primarily. They had 
cut the cables connecting Germany with 
the outside world; they it was who spread 
abroad the false stories that Liege held 
out until August 17 and that the Ger
mans were guilty of acts of brutality. It 
was England who told but half the story 
in her White Paper. It was England 
whose abstention from the war Sir Ed
ward Grey had been ready to put up for 
German bidding until, driven into a cor
ner, he refused to name his final price. 

The English thus appeared before the 
German nation as traitorous to its civiliza
tion and culture, because its statesmen 
had so often described their people as 
"cousins across the Channel"; because 
there had existed the warmest cordiality 
and co-operation between the scientific 

and learned men of both countries; be
cause they were of kindred racial stock 
and in their ideals nearer to one another 
than to France or Spain or to the Slavic 
power to the east. As the Germans an
alyzed the situation, their joint type of 
civilization was threatened with complete 
submergence by the brutal Russian forces 
which England had opposed at every turn 
since the Crimean war, against whose as
pirations in the Near East the England of 
Gladstone had set itself like the Rock of 
Gibraltar; the Russia whose institutions 
are the exact opposite of those of liberal 
England; the hands of whose Romanoffs 
have reeked with the blood not only of its 
Jews but of all Russians who sought lib
erty. Whatever may have been the the
ories of the Bernhardis and the extreme 
militarists, the German people as a whole 
felt such a kinship to the British, with 
whom their royal family is so closely al
lied, that it was like a stab in the back 
from a brother when England declared 
war. 

Did the English, all Germany asked, not 
comprehend that it was their battle which 
it was fighting? T o Germany, Austria 
was well within her rights in sending the 
ultimatum; its language was no harsher 
than the circumstances warranted. In 
moving to revenge the archduke Austria 
did no more, as Ambassador von Bern-
storff puts it, than the United States 
would have if emissaries of Huerta had 
murdered the vice-president of the United 
States. Russia should have allowed Aus
tria topunish Servia,not only for the mur
der at Sarajevo, but for years of open 
anti-Austrian agitation bent on despoiling 
her of her provinces; that Russia moved 
proved to many a German that Russia 
herself was behind the Servian agitation; 
that Senda was merely the Czar's cat's-
paw. When Russia acted Germany was 
compelled to follow for two reasons: her 
honor as an ally was as much involved as 
England'swasengagedtoFrance bythe se
cret understanding, and she could not per
mit mobilization on her boundary, since 
her chief hope was to dispose of France be
fore the Russian masses could be drawn 
up at her frontier. The possibility of war 
on two frontiers has never been lost sight 
of in Berlin; there has not been a day 
since 18S0 that the German general staff 
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has not studied and restudied its plan for 
defending the nation against a simulta
neous French and Russian attack; there 
has not been a day during this period that 
the German army has not been confident 
of its ability to defeat both enemies. But 
to defeat them and England, too ? It can
not be denied that for the moment even 
military Germany was staggered. 

But only for a moment. Then, with a 
quick "themore enemies the more honor," 
the nation pressed on,easily persuading it
self that the real issue behind it all was not 
only the Russian position—testified to in 
the White Paper by Sir Edward Grey—• 
that Austrian domination of Servia would 
be intolerable to her, but Russian deter
mination to undermine first Austria and 
then Germany for her own aggrandize
ment. For a few days the air was full of 
this cry of Slavic peril, that Germany 
stood alone against the Huns—as West
ern culture had once fought to keep the 
Turks out of Europe—until the question 
of Belgian neutrality thrust this into the 
background. That some Germans realize 
that her moral position would be far 
stronger to-day had she left Belgium un
touched is deducible not merely from the 
chancellor's confession that she had vio
lated a law of nations; it is admitted 
frankly by a few, like Professor Paul Na-
torp of the University of Marburg. Ye t 
even he has convinced himself, like all 
Germany, that the French would have 
marched in with the consent of England 
and of Belgium itself if the Germans had 
not; they are the more certain of this now 
that the Germans have found the telltale 
papers in Brussels showing that the British 
were plotting with the Belgians what they 
should do if Belgium were invaded. That 
French troops and officers were actually 
crossing the boundaries when the Ger
mans were, and that some were already in 
Liege, Namur, and Antwerp, is believed 
from one corner of Germany to another. 

But, even if this were to be disproved, 
the Germans as a whole are behind the 
chancellor in his belief that to invade 
Belgium was justified by that direst ne
cessity that knows no law. It was the 
only way to protect their own unfortified 
Belgian frontier. W h y could not the Bel
gians have realized this and spared them
selves all that thev have suffered by let

ting the Germans march quietly through ? 
The Kaiser's troops would have disturbed 
or injured no man; they would have made 
good any injury done and paid hand
somely as they w rent. For the rest of the 
world to cry out against what happened 
as a result of Belgian folly, in the manner 
that it has, passeth understanding from 
their point of view. For England to pro
test seems to Germany the height of hy
pocrisy. England standing for the rights 
of small nations—the same England that 
wiped out the Boer republics; that con
sented shamefully to Russia's crushing 
out of Persia; that connived at France's 
swallowing of Morocco when the ink on 
the treaty of Algeciras guaranteeing M o 
roccan integrity was scarcely dry! Merely 
to state the case against "perfidious Al
b i o n " is to prove its shamelessness. 

Hence the Germans have convinced 
themselves that fmgland's seizing on Bel
gian neutrality as a reason for war was but 
the hollowest of shams. Everything that 
is now disclosed but proves in Berlin a 
long-planned conspiracy to ruin Germany 
because of her success in the world. It is 
envy that is at the bottom of it all, a 
wicked, criminal envy because German 
ships are filling the seas and German 
commerce is growing by leaps and bounds 
and her merchants are capturing the marts 
of trade hitherto the private property of 
John Bull. It is all so clear and plain that 
Germany could not understand why the 
rest of the world could not see it, too. 
" B u t wait," it cried, "until the German 
side gets out to the rest of the world, then 
its moral opinion will turn to our aid." 
Meanwhile, the question of Belgian neu
trality went into the background like the 
Slavic peril; the stake was now the pre
serving of German Kultur (not culture, 
but civilization) from all the world, if 
need be. 

I I 

G E R M A N Kultur! What this means is 
the riddle of the hour to many who hon
estly seek to fathom the Teuton point of 
view. Is there a German "cul ture" or 
civilization superior to any other? And 
is that Kultur typified by autocratic Prus
sian militarism which slashes lame cob
blers and bends the nation to its own im-
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perious will ? Is it typified by the Kaiser 
in his war-lord moods, as when he bade 
the German troops departing for China 
to carve their way to Pekin with ferocity ? 
" I have," he said, " to re-establish peace 
with the sword and take vengeance in a 
manner never before seen by the world. 
. . . The German flag has been insulted 
and the German Empire treated with con
tempt. This demands exemplary punish
ment and vengeance. . . . If you close 
with the enemy, remember this: Spare 
nobody. Make no prisoners. Use your 
weapons so that for a thousand years hence 
no Chinaman will dare look askance at 
any German. Open the way for civiliza
tion once more." 

Or when he speaks of divine right, 
preaches the doctrine that might makes 
right, and denounces three millions of his 
countrymen as traitors because they wish 
to reconstitute the nation ? Does it mean 
the Germany of the university professors 
like Treitschke, who demand not only 
that Germany shall have " her place in the 
sun" but that she shall aggressively fight 
for it; the professors who dream of over
sea dominion, of making Germany the 
Rome of the twentieth century, who are 
so certain of the superiority of what they 
consider German civilization as to be 
ready to impose it upon all the world? 

Or does this word Kultur stand for that 
other Germany that all theworld has come 
to love and praise, the Germany of kindli
ness and friendliness, of learned men to 
whom tens of thousands of Americans owe 
a never-ending gratitude; the Germany of 
poetry and music, with its rare love of na
ture; the Germany of humanitarian ideals 
that has led all the world in its efforts to 
solve social problems, elevated civic ad
ministration to the rank of a science and 
builded the city beautiful, while caring for 
its poor and its aged under laws all ad
vanced nations are copying? 

T o Germany herself what her Kultur 
stands for is the spirit behind both of these 
divergent Germanys, but not that which 
produces autocratic or militarist excesses; 
for it signifies the supreme expression of 
its life as a nation—the youngest of na
tions. In its brief existence it has made 
more positive contributions tu knowl
edge and world-advancement than any 
other nation in the same period. At all 

times Kultur stands for wonderful disci
pline not only in the army but in party, 
church, and state, together with equally 
marvellous efficiency. T o this must be 
added an idealism amazing in a practical 
people which worships the expert and has 
wedded industry to science. On the one 
hand there is adeep,warm sentimentalism 
and on the other a union of minute knowl
edge and of comprehensive grasp of funda
mental principles. Finally, there must 
not be denied as another component part 
a growing belief in the necessity and glory 
of armaments; a demand that their nation 
be allowed to play a part as a world power 
even as Spain and England in their times. 
Something of a composite like this it is 
which Germany is defending to-day as her 
contribution to civilization, as even more 
worthy of preservation than the precise 
framework of government under which 
her citizens live; for it men and women are 
giving freely of all that is most precious to 
them. 

But as they give they suddenly find 
themselves portrayed as barbarians, as 
savages without reverence for the very 
things that play so deep a part in their 
lives, and they are aghast. H o w is it that 
they can be so misunderstood ? Is all the 
world poisoned against them ? Can such 
frightful liestriumph? They read them on 
every hand—the crassest falsities, chiefly 
from English sources, since London is not 
only the greatest financial exchange but 
the world's clearing-house for news. They, 
a united people, learn from the English 
press that the Kaiser had deliberately or
dered every socialistmember of the Reichs
tag shot; that socialist mobs were shot 
down in the streets of Berlin; that the 
people who rose in patriotic exaltation 
never equalled in modern times were 
driven unwillingly to the front! Their 
Kaiser, beloved by great multitudes, is 
portrayed as a wholesale murderer who 
plunged all Europe into b loody war when 
he could have prevented it; they them
selves are pictured as slaves of a military 
cabal which plans the subjugation of 
France and England, the destruction of 
liberalism and the governing of Europe by 
an intolerable iron rule. They are told 
abroad that their soldiers are vandals who 
violate women, mutilate little children, 
murder in cold blood, and not merely des-
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troy private property but priceless works 
of art never to be replaced—the common 
heritage of mankind. In brief, they are 
accused of the very things of which they 
accuse, under oath, the invading Rus
sians who in one East Prussian district 
alone are charged with three hundred and 
fifty murders of non-combatant men and 
women and children. 

The world, they suddenly find, believes 
anything of them—of them who have gone 
forth to war in the spirit of the crusader, 
not hirelings, like the British regulars, but 
a most democratic army of the people, 
united with a new spirit of brotherliness 
to their comrades in the ranks from all 
walks in life, from princes to 'prentices. 
There are fathers and brothers, yes, 
grandfathers, in every regiment, men of 
years, position, title, learning, and high 
standing in every company, drawn to
gether, not for plunder, not by lust of war, 
but to save their country, and all bound 
together by a discipline never approached 
by any other army. And of these it is 
said that they are like the Sioux Indians ! 
Nothing to Germans could be worse than 
these slanders save what they themselves 
tell of the Belgians, of furies in skirts put
ting out with corkscrews the eyes of help
less German wounded and pouring boil
ing water upon them; of ununiformed 
citizens shooting out of cellars and from 
attic windows, and rising treacherously, 
as at Louvain, when led by priests and 
professors. Nothing surprises them more 
than that any one should look upon the 
burning of Louvain as else than a just 
punishment for acts directly contrary to 
the laws of war. When their own vil
lages have been shot to pieces and burned 
by Russians without its creating an out
cry in America, they cannot see why the 
burning of Belgian villages, the natural re
sult of shelling troops out of them, should 
seem anything else than an ordinary inci
dent of war, the hell that is war that they, 
under their Prussian generals, propose to 
make so terrible a hell by legitimate se
verity that their enemies will soon sub
mit. 

The fact that the Belgians lied to all the 
world about Liege, and similar misrepre
sentations, the Germans are ready to bear 
with as part of the game. But not the 
calumnies of their troops, as if they were 

Bulgarians or Serbs or Greek marauders. 
That is the last straw, and the head-lines, 
"Wir Barbarcn," "Wir Unmenschen," 
now appearing in the German press over 
records of British and French prisoners' 
appreciation of their kindly treatment 
testify to the hurt inflicted. And so we 
have the German professors spurning their 
British decorations and academic honors, 
and the terrible prospect that between 
these two Teuton nations, which ought to 
be the best of friends, there will exist at 
the end of the war, whatever the outcome, 
a bitterness and a hatred beside which the 
latent hostility of French and Germans 
since 1870 will seem mere childish irrita
tion. The Germans simply cannot under
stand when they hear that Englishmen of 
German names are changing them be
cause, as in one recorded case, they say 
that the Germans have been carrying on 
war " contrary to every dictate of human
ity." 

Conscious of their rectitude, clear as to 
the injury done them, certain of the tri
umph of their arms, their faces are now 
turned to the neutrals, but particularly to 
the great North American republic where 
dwell so many of German birth. With 
German love of thoroughness and sys
tem they have formed committees for the 
purpose of presenting the truth abroad. 
They have showered every attention upon 
returning Americans in the passionate be
lief that they will be ambassadors of good 
will and reporters of the right. Citizens 
everywhere are besought for names of 
friends or relatives in America to whom 
literature may be sent, in full faith that 
the United States, so ill treated by Great 
Britain in ^ 7 6 , 1812, and during the 
Civil War, will particularly express its 
horror at the policy which has sent against 
their Kultur hordes of black, brown, and 
yellow troops from Africa, India, and 
Asia 

I I I 

I T may, therefore, be about the hardest 
blow of all when Germany realizes that 
their representations of the facts as they 
see them, and their contentions, have from 
the first been freely printed in the Ameri
can press, together with the views of Dern-
burg, Miinsterberg, Francke, Von Jage-
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mann, Kiihnemann, Burgess, Sloane, 
Ridder, Hexamer, and Ambassador Bern-
storff, but that the American public as 
a whole continues unconvinced. The 
United States remains firm in its belief 
that the responsibility for this terrible mis
fortune which has overtaken humanity 
rests primarily with Austria and next with 
the Kaiser. " T h e final help," says the 
London Times, " is the might}- duty of 
America." What Germany, in its eager
ness for that" final help," does not yet ap
preciate is that the unfavorable American 
judgment was based on consideration of 
the facts, and particularly of those relat
ing to the invasion of Belgium. Our good 
opinion was forfeited by Germany when 
the Kaiser rejected Sir Edward Grey's 
offers to assure peace, when the "scrap-
of-paper" incident occurred, and when 
the imperial chancellor exalted the law of 
necessity above the law of nations. 

Berlin must learn that this judgment 
cannot lie altered either by fuller appre
ciation of that thrilling uprising of the 
Kaiser's subjects or of their unanimous 
belief in the justice of their cause or of 
their readiness to die for it. There are 
plenty of American men and women who 
recall the wonderful rallying about Lin
coln in 1861. " W h o that saw it," wrote 
James Russell Lowell, "will ever forget 
that enthusiasm of loyalty for the flag, 
and for what the tlag symbolized, which 
twenty-six years ago swept all the coun
try's forces of thought and sentiment, of 
memory and hope, into the grasp of its 
overmastering torrent?" In France to
day we are witnessing a less-exploited but 
similarly moving uprising of the people, 
actuated by the profound belief that it is 
the very existence of France which is be
ing fought for as well as the "giving to 
the whole world liberty to breathe, to 
think, to progress." But waves of na
tional sentiment, however they may bring 
tears to the eyes and quicken the heart's 
beat, prove nothing in themselves. 

The same is true of the question of the 
atrocities. If the United States did or did 
not believe all of them, or believed none of 
them—even if it approved and did not pro
foundly disapprove the dropping of bombs 
without warning into defenceless cities, 
the exacting of ransoms, the holding of 
unarmed citizens as hostages, the burning 

of cities in revenge for individual treach
ery—its final opinion would not be affected 
by the presence or absence of these horri
ble phases of war. War, it knows, lets 
loose every evil passion, inflicts every pain 
and torture known to man. But all of 
this, as thoughtful Germany must soon 
come to see, can have nothing whatever to 
do with the fundamental moral issues in
volved, the right and wrong of the strug
gle, any more than does the question of 
England's consistency or her attitude in 
the past toward the Boer republics, Per
sia, and M o r o c c o , or our own "water-cure" 
torturing in the Philippines. Regret that 
the German name is at present under a 
cloud the United States will; but no 
amount of evidence that these accusa
tions are slanderous will achieve the real 
purpose of the German propaganda in 
America—the turning of the United States 
against the Allies. 

In the South African war American 
sympathies were chiefly with the Boers; in 
the Manchurian campaign overwhelm
ingly against Russia. If sentiment to
day favors the Allies it is plainly not be
cause of any thick-and-thin friendship for 
England or for the Czar's despotic govern
ment. As a matter of fact, had France 
and England violated Belgian neutrality 
and entered Germany b y her unfortified 
frontier, Americanpublic sentiment would 
have felt just as outraged by the wrong 
done by Frenchmen and Englishmen. 
The truth is that the German general 
staff knewthatthe easiestroad intoFrance 
lay through Belgium, and they took it. 
But one may pay too high a price even for 
the easiest road, and the price paid by 
Germany was war with Belgium, England, 
Japan,and perhaps Portugal, and the final 
forfeiture of public opinion everywhere. 
The laying waste of Belgium, be it a legit
imate incident of war or not, has stirred 
the world to its utmost depths. Amer
icans cannot but believe, as they pour out 
sympathy and aid to this stricken people, 
that it was wickedly unnecessary, and 
have, therefore, but restricted patience 
for German appeals. 

The sober second thought in Germany, 
of which one finds traces in Professor Na-
torp's articles, can but reflect ere long upon 
the infinitely stronger position Germany 
would be in, even were the steps leading to 
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the conflict the same, had it fought a de
fensive war. M a n y defeats will probably 
be necessary to shatter German faith in 
the divine wisdom of its general staff, 
whose officers had decided for years past 
that the best policy was that quick over
whelming of France which so nearly suc
ceeded. The time must come, however, 
when Germans will wish with all their 
hearts thatby keeping outof Belgium they 
had saved themselves three or four oppo
nents and thereby held in some degree the 
sympathy of the United States. The po
sition of the German and allied armies at 
this writing shows a truth we had begun 
to suspect by the close of our Civil War, 
that well-trained troops behind breast
works are a better means of defence than 
the best forts. N o one can be found to be
lieve that if Germany's soldier millions 
had merely lined their own frontiers and 
waged a defensive campaign behind forts, 
or trenches where there were no forts, 
France and Russia, fighting alone, could 
have made headway against her. The 
horrible losses of the raid into France 
would have been avoided and the control 
of the sea would indubitably be hers. 
There would have been no charges of van
dalism or soldier misconduct to combat 
and to deplore. Plainly a Bismarck was 
needed, not only on the diplomatic side, 
but on the military side as well. Upon 
the general staff the blame for this utterly 
mistaken policy will eventually rest. 

By this it is not meant to imply that 
even in this supposititious case Americans 
would have been altogether on the side of 
Germany. For all our recent imperial
istic excursions into Central and South 
America and the Philippines, despite our 
dangerously large navy, the spirit of our 
people is still as opposed to great military 
establishment as in the first days of the 
Republic. As ex-President Eliot has put 
it: " T h e reliance on military force as 
the foundation of true national greatness 
seems to thinking Americans erroneous, 
and in the long run degrading to a Christian 
nation." It is probably true, as German 
speakers contend, that Bernhardi's book 
no more represents the real heart and 
mind of Germany than the vaporings of 
Congressman Hobson and the belligerent 
tracts of the pseudo-" Lieutenant-Gen
eral" Homer Lea really reflect the sen

timent of the common people of America. 
T o accept the teachings of books like these 
is to admit that mankind is well along on 
its return to the stone age. But every 
military system produces men who wor
ship war as war, believe it to be the normal 
state of man, and assert that there is no 
safety for any people but to make a soldier 
of every citizen. The German army has 
them in plenty, and, however democratic 
it may be in its ranks, it is controlled 
by a clique of professional soldiers who, 
standing quite apart from the aspirations 
of the plain people, have, as now appears, 
made great strides toward dominating the 
nobler Germany and giving to its foreign 
policy an aggressive jingo note. Victory 
now would enormously strengthen the 
hands of the Nietzsches, Treitschkes, and 
Bernhardis, with whom the crown prince 
seems in such complete sympathy. N o 
one can deny this merely by asserting that 
this is not a war of the Kaiser but of the 
whole German people, or by pointing out 
that in the haste to serve the Fatherland 
the two Germanys are now as one. In 
war-time there is always the demand that 
all differences of opinion be sunk and con
sciences stifled. 

N o true friend of Germany in the United 
States can wish for her any success that 
will convince the masses of her people that 
true national greatness depends solely on 
military power. T o do so means positive 
infidelity to our own institutions—and to 
.humanity. If there are German-Ameri
cans or others who preach this doctrine 
that true national worth is measured by 
the relative perfection of a military ma
chine and the number of battle-ships, they 
sojourn among us but are not of us. 
They are ignorant as to a chief teaching 
of the Republic; they are grossly untrue 
to the men of ' 4 S who fled when the Prus
sian militarists blew to pieces that noble 
uprising and ended that brave if hopeless 
demand for true democracy. Whether 
the Germans, blinded by the Sturm mid 
Drang they are now passing through, can 
perceive it or not, German victory would 
spell the strengthening of absolutism 
everywhere and of its bond-servant, mili
tarism. It would mean the subordina
tion of the nobler Germany to the reac
tionary. It would mean not a Germany 
to be beloved and honored of all thinking 
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men, but a Germany to be feared and 
dreaded, with all liberal tendencies crushed 
within her. Her chief aspiration would 
then, perhaps, be fresh territories to con
quer and certainly more and more sacri
fices for the military machine. Against 
this possibility Americans must protest 
the louder the more they are indebted to 
Germany, the more they admire her, the 
more they pity her, the greater the anguish 
they feel that the very existence of this 
nation of Kant, Goethe, Schiller, Wagner, 
and all the rest of its really great men has 
been recklessly staked in a war utterly 
unnecessary, about whose real causes no 
man is clear. The more he loves Ger
many the more the real American must 
pray that she be saved from the dangerous 
forces within her which are threatening to 
overwhelm what is best in her. She must 
be shown that what is going on to-day is a 
denial of Christianity and nothing else. 
Her splendid abilities, her powers of organ
ization, her sentiment, her idealism the 
world needs for the prevention of wars and 
not for the deification of the war spirit. 

Americans who believe in self-govern
ment and democracy can take but one-
stand against absolutism and arbitrary 
power. They trust that as a result of this 
war thrones will everywhere come crash
ing to the ground. In Germany we must 
hope for a reawakening of the spirit of 
1848 which will recognize at least wherein 
lies the great power of the United States 
in this hour. I t rests not in the number 
of our battle-ships nor in the size of our 
army, but in our moral power: in the 
vigor of our democratic institutions, in the 
fact that this country loves justice, truth, 
and right; that the judgments of its com
mon people are, in the long run, pro
foundly wise; that that judgment to-day 
is swayed neither by entangling alliances, 
nor by the lust of conquest, nor by the 
blasphemous doctrine that God is on the 
side of the largest battalions. If America 
is to-day, in this world crisis, the court of 
last instance, it is judging honestly on the 
facts and the facts alone. 

Never was it so good to be an Amer
ican ! 

T H E U P P E R S L O P E S 

By Margaret Sherwood 

F E R N - L I T the upper slopes with pale-green fire; 
The paths shine in the sun; 
I will go up to voice my youth's desire, 
Though day is almost done. 
T o o long, alas! too long 
In the low valley have I groped my way, 
Forlorn of song, 
A dalesman old and gray. 
Now mist has fallen from my eyes, and I,— 
Blind to the summits and the wind-swept flights 
Of leaf and eagle,—see 
Against the sky, the far-compelling heights 
That beckon me. 

They mock along my pathway, crying out 
" Y o u are too old to sing! 
The chimney corner and the threshold stone 
Are for the aged. Let young voices ring 
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Across their elders' silence, till their shout 
Makes youth's great triumph known." 
Ah, but the young sing not! Their pointed shoes, 
Their curling locks, the broidered clothes they wear. 
Make up their care. 
The sun-flecked streams serve but a mirror's use. 
Late, at a cottage door, at eventide, 
When starlight came, 
Carolled an aged dame 
Of life and love and death, 
Of life outlasting breath, 
Of great things that abide. 
Counting their beads just purchased at the fair, 
The young folk there 
Smiled at the quavering voice and gave no heed. 
Eyes that grow dim 
Win to the vision that is sight indeed. 
When walls of flesh grow thin 
All life may enter in. 
'Tis for the old whose eyes are spirit-clear 
As Light draws near 
That larger life to hymn. 

Nay, I will g o : ye shall not hold me back! 
Y e who have kept me out 
With faithless words of doubt 
From my old heritage of faith and prayer, 
And a diviner air. 
Toiling in field or cot, 
Ye , with bent backs, forgot 
More is the life within than walls of lasting stone. 
Your words that lack 
All wisdom will I shut from out my ears. 
Afar, my spirit hears 
The mighty music of the still, small voice 
That bids us all rejoice 
In everlasting life. As choking dust 
Have been the sayings ye have made me hear; 
As mist across the eyes 
Your long companionship. I will arise, 
Toiling aloft to sing upon the peaks. 
'Tis he who seeks 
That findeth. Far-off heights draw near; 
I climb them as I must. 

Now, by the passion of all hearts that pray; 
B y all the longings, all the hopes that are 
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As pleading, folded hands, 
Lifted on high to One both near and far, 
T o One who understands; 
By all the power that hath been the stay 
Of tempted souls; by hours of comfort deep 
For those who weep; 
By old tried faiths and prayers that may not die, 
Aloud I cry 
They are but blind 
Who suy no spirit lives beyond the veil 
Of things that faint and fail 
Where in unceasing change our swift lives come and go . 
Through me as in a tide 
Old prayers now flow, 
Old passions that abide, 
And I, who know, 
Cry: They are blind! 

I, from these garden-plots with flowers sweet, 
From out these meadows with their singing streams. 
On halting, aged feet 
Follow my dreams 
Up the steep mountain path, where I may see 
Before I die, the truth long granted me 
In days of youth, and long forgot. I climb 
Past green-flecked wall of stone, and bleating sheep, 
Past beech-trunks gray with time, 
M y tryst to keep 
With God and my own soul. I go to prav: 
Grant to the young a hope to bind the hours, 
A faith to build upon, nor let them stay 
Forgetful, by the warm, sweet harvest flowers, 
T o lift their eyes on high, 
Where sun-swept pastures meet the sky. 
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ftgyft5ffii5fr/g^ALKIXG of anti-Semitism 
Ejfwi o n e ° ^ t : n o s e mornings, Fer-
K77R3 rand said: " Yes,monsieur, 

W^M plenty of those gentlemen 
3w)^rM<*$i in these days esteem them-

s e i v e s Christian, but I have 
only once met a Christian who esteemed 
himself a Jew. C'ctait ires drole—-je vais 
vous conter ccla. 

" I t was one autumn in London, and, the 
season being over, I was naturally in pov
erty, inhabiting a palace in Westminster 
at fourpence the night. In the next bed 
to me that time there was an old gentle
man, so thin that one might truly say he 
was made of air. English, Scotch, Irish, 
Welsh—I shall never learn to distinguish 
those little differences in your race—but I 
well think he was English. Very feeble, 
very frail, white as paper, with a long gray 
beard, and caves in the cheeks, and speak
ing always softly, as if to a woman. . . . 
For me it was an experience to see an in
dividual so gentle in a palace like that. 
His bed and bowl of broth he gained in 
sweeping out the kennels of all those sorts 
of types who come to sleep there every 
night. Here he spent all his day long, 
going out only at ten hours and a half 
every night, and returning at midnight 
less one quarter. Since I had not much 
to do, it was always a pleasure for me to 
talk with him; for though he was certainly 
a little toque," and Ferrand tapped his 
temple, "he had great charm, of an old 
man, never thinking of himself, no more 
than a fly that turns in dancing all day be
neath a ceiling. If there was something 
he could do for one of those specimens—to 
sew on a button, clean a pipe, catch beasts 
in their clothes, or sit to see their coats were 
not stolen, even to give up his place by the 
fire—he would always do it with his smile 
so white and gentle; and in his leisure he 
would read the Holy Book ! He inspired 
in me a sort of affection—there are not so 
many old men so kind and gentle as that, 
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even when they are' cracked' as you call it. 
Several times I have caught him in wash
ing the feet of one of those sots, or bathing 
some black eye or other, such as they of
ten catch. A man of a spiritual refinement 
really remarkable—in clothes also so re
fined that one sometimes saw his skin. 
Though he had never great thing to say, 
he heard you like an angel, and spoke evil 
of noone. But, seeing that he had no more 
vigor than a swallow, it piqued me much 
how he would go out like that every night 
in all the weathers at the same hour for so 
long a promenade of the streets. When I 
interrogated him on this, he would only 
smile his smile of one not there, and did 
not seem to know very much of what I was 
talking. I said to myself: ' There is some
thing here to see, if I am not mistaken. 
One of these good days, I shall be your 
guardian angel while you fly the night.' 
For I am a little connoisseur of strange 
things, monsieur, as you know; though, 
you may well imagine, walking the streets 
all day between two boards of a sacred 
sandwich does not give you too strong a 
desire to fldner in the evenings. Eh, bien ! 
It was a night in late October that I at last 
pursued him. He was not difficult to fol
low, seeing he had no more guile than an 
egg; passing first at his walk of an old 
shadow into your St. James's Park along 
where your military types puff out their 
chests for the nursemaids to admire. 
Very slowly he went, leaning on a staff— 
une canne de promenade such as I have 
never seen, nearly six feet high, with an 
end like a shepherd's crook or the handle 
of a sword, a thing truly to make the 
gamins laugh; it made me smile—though 
I am not too well accustomed to mock at 
age and poverty—to watch him march in 
leaning on that cane. I remember that 
night—very beautiful, the sky of a clear 
dark, the stars as bright as they can ever 
be in these towns of our high civilization, 
and the leaf-shadows of the plane-trees, 
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color of grapes on the pavement, so that 
one had not the heart to put foot on them. 
One of those evenings when the spirit is 
light, and policemen a little dream}- and 
well-wishing. Well, as I tell you, my Old 
marched, never looking behind him, like 
a man who walks in sleep. By that big 
church—which, like all those places, had 
its air of coldness, far and ungrateful 
among us others, little human creatures 
who have built it—he passed, into the 
great Eaton Square, whose houses ought 
well to be inhabited by people very rich. 
There he crossed to lean him against the 
railings of the garden in the centre, very 
tranquil, his long white beard falling over 
hands joined on his staff, in awaiting what 
—I could not figure to myself at all. It 
was the hour when your high bourgeoisie 
return from the theatre in their carriages, 
whose manikins sit, the arms crossed, be
fore horses fat as snails. And one would 
see through the window some lady bercee 
doucement, with the face of one who has 
eaten too much and loved too little. And 
gentlemen passed me marching for a 
mouthful of fresh air, tres comme il faut, 
their concertina hats pushed up, and noth
ing at all in their eyes. I remarked my 
Old, who, making no movement, watched 
them all as they went by ; till presently a 
carriage stopped at a house nearly oppo
site. At once, then, he began to cross the 
road quickly, carrying his great stick. I 
observed the lackey pulling the bell and 
opening the carriage door, whence three 
people came forth: a man, a woman, a 
young man. Very high bourgeoisie; some 
judge, knight, mayor—what do I know? 
—with his wife and son, mounting under 
the porch. M y Old had come to the bot
tom of the steps, and spoke, in bending 
himself forward, as if supplicating. A t 
once those three turned their faces, very 
astonished. Although I was verv in
trigued, I could not hear what he was sav
ing, for if I came nearer, I feared he would 
see me spying on him. Only the sound of 
his voice I heard, gentle as alwavs; and I 
saw his hand wiping his forehead as though 
he had carried something heavy from very 
far. Then the lady spoke to her husband, 
and went into the house, and the young 
son followed in lighting a cigarette. There 
rested only that good father of the familv, 
with his gray whiskers and nose a little 

bent, carrying an expression as if my Old 
were making him ridiculous. He made a 
quick gesture, as though he said: ' G o ! ' 
and he too filed softly. The door was shut. 
A t once the lackey mounted, the carriage 
drove away, and all was as if it had never 
been, except that my Old was standing 
there, quite still. But soon he came re
turning, carrying his staff as if it burdened 
him. And recoiling in a porch to watch him 
pass, I saw his visage full of dolor, of one 
overwhelmed with fatigue and grief; so 
that I felt my heart squeeze me. I must 
well confess, monsieur. I was a little 
shocked to see this old sainted father ask
ing as it seemed for alms. That is a thing 
I myself have never done, not even in the 
greatest poverty—one is not like your 
gentlemen—one does always some little 
thing for the money he receives, if it is 
only to show a drunken man where he 
lives. And I returned in meditating deep
ly over this problem, which well seemed 
to me fit for the angels to examine; 
and knowing what time m y Old was al
wavs re-entering, I took care to be in my 
bed before him. He came in as ever, 
treading softly so as not to wake us others, 
and his face had again its serenity, a little 
'cracked. ' As you may well have re
marked, monsieur, I am not one of those 
individuals who let everything grow under 
the nose without pulling them up to see 
how they are made. For me the greatest 
pleasure is to lift the skirts of life, to un
veil what there is under the surface of 
things which are not alwavs what they 
seem, as says your good little poet. For 
that one must have philosophy and a cer
tain industry, lacking to all those gentle
men who think they alone are industrious 
because they sit in chairs and blow into 
the telephone, in filling their pockets with 
money. Myself, I coin knowledge of the 
heart—it is the only gold they cannot take 
from you. So that night I lay awake. I 
was not content with what I had seen; for 
I could not imagine why this old man, so 
unselfish, so like a saint in thinking ever of 
others, should go thus every night to beg, 
when he had always in this palace his bed, 
and that with which to keep his soul with
in his rags. Certainly we all have our 
vices, and gentlemen the most revered do, 
in secret, things they would cough to see 
others doing; but that business of begging 
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seemed scarcely in his character of an old 
altruist—for in my experience, monsieur, 
beggars are not less egoist than million
aires. As I say. it piqued me much, and I 
resolved to follow him again. The second 
night was of the most different. There 
was a great wind, and white clouds flying 
in the moonlight. He commenced his pil
grimage in passing by your House of Com
mons, as if toward the river. I like much 
that great river of yours. There is in its 
career something of very grand; it ought 
to know many things, although it is so 
silent, and gives to no one the secrets 
which are confided to it. He had for ob 
jective, it seemed, that long row of houses 
very respectable, which gives on the em
bankment, before you arrive at Chelsea. 
It was painful to see the poor Old, bending 
almost double against that great wind 
coming from the West. Not too many 
carriages down here, and few people—a 
true wilderness, lighted by tall lamps 
which threw no shadows, so clear was the 
moon. He took his part soon, as of the 
other night, standing on the far side of the 
road, watching for the return of some lion 
to his den. And presently I saw one com
ing, accompanied by three lionesses, all 
taller than himself. This one was bearded, 
and carried spectacles—a real head of 
learning; walking, too, with the step of a 
man who knows his world. Some pro
fessor—I said to myself—with his harem. 
They gained their house at fifty paces from 
my Old; and while this learned one was 
opening the door, the three ladies lifted 
their noses in looking at the moon. A 
little of aesthetic, a little of science—as al
ways with that type there I At once I had 
perceived my Old coming across, blown hi 
the wind like a gray stalk of thistle; and 
his face, with its expression of infinite pain 
as if carrying the sufferings of the world. 
At the moment they see him those three 
ladies drop their noses, and fly within the 
house as if he were the pestilence, in cry
ing: ' Henry !' And out comes my mon
sieur again, in his beard and spectacles. 
For me, I would freely have given my ears 
to hear, but I saw that this good Henry 
had his eye on me, and I did not budge, 
for fear to seem in conspiracy. I heard 
him only say: ' Impossible! Impossible! 
Go to the proper place!" and he shut the 
door. M y Old remained, with his long 

stick resting on a shoulder bent as if it 
had the weight of lead. And presently he 
commenced to march again whence he had 
come, curved and trembling, the very 
shadow of a man, passing me, too, as if I 
were the air. That time also I regained 
m y bed before him, in meditating very 
deeplv. still more uncertain of the psy
chology of this affair, and resolved once 
again to follow him, saying to myself: 
'This time I shall run all risks to hear.' 
There are two kinds of men in this world, 
monsieur, one who will not rest content 
till he has become master of all the toys 
that make a fat existence—in never look
ing to see of what they are made; and the 
other, for whom life is tobacco and a crust 
of bread and liberty to take all to pieces, 
so that his spirit may feel good within him. 
Frankly. I am of that kind. I rest never 
till I have found out why this is that—for 
me Mystery is the salt of life; and I must 
well eat of it. I put myself again then to 
following him the next night. This time 
he traversed those little dirty streets of 
your great Westminster, where all is 
mixed in a true pudding of lords and poor 
wretches at two sous the dozen; of cats 
and policemen: kerosene flames, abbeys, 
and the odor of fried fish. Ah ! truly it is 
frightful to see your low streets in London; 
that gives me a conviction of hopelessness 
such as I have never caught elsewhere; 
piquant, too, to find them so near to that 
great House which sets example of good 
government to all the world. There is an 
irony so ferocious there, monsieur, that 
one can well hear the good God of your 
bourgeois laugh in ever}- wheel that rolls, 
and in the cry of each cabbage that is sold; 
and see him smile in the smoky light of 
every flare, and in the candles of your 
great cathedral, while saying to himself: T 
have well made this world. Is there not 
variety here?—en voila une bonne soupe ." 
This time, however, I attended my Old 
like his very shadow, and could hear him 
sighing as he marched, as if he also found 
the atmosphere of those streets too strong. 
But all of a sudden he turned a corner, and 
we were in the most quiet, most beautiful 
little street I have seen in all your London. 
It was of small, old, gray houses, very 
regular, which made as if they inclined 
themselves in their two rows before a 
great church at the end, gray in the moon-
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light, like a mother. There was no one 
in that street, and no more cover for me 
than hair on the head of a pope. But I had 
some confidence now that my Old would 
not remark me standing so close, since in 
these pilgrimages he seemed to remark 
nothing. Leaning on his staff, I tell you 
he had the air of an old bird in a desert, re
posing on one leg by a dry pool, his soul 
looking for water. It gave me that no
tion one has sometimes in watching the 
rare spectacles of life — the sentiment 
that, according to me, pricks artists to 
their work. We had not stayed there too 
long before I saw a couple marching from 
the end of the street, and thought: 'Here 
they come to their nest! ' Vigorous and 
gay they were, young married ones, eager 
to get home; one could see the white neck 
of the young wife, the white shirt of the 
young man, gleaming under their cloaks. 
I know them well, those young couples 
in great cities, without a care, taking all 
things, the world before them, tics amoii-
rcux, without, as yet, children; jolly and 
pathetic, having life still to learn—which, 
believe me,mi msieur.is a sad enough affair 
for nine rabbits out of ten. They stopped 
at the house next to where I stood; and 
since my Old was coming fast as always to 
the feast, I put myself at once to the ap
pearance of ringing the bell of the house 
before me. This time I had well the 
chance of hearing. I could see, too, the 
faces of all three, because I have by now 
the habit of seeing out of the back hair. 
The pigeons were so anxious to get to their 
nest that my Old had only the time to 
speak, as they were in train to vanish, 
' Sir, let me rest in your doorwav !' Mon
sieur, I have never seen a face so hopeless, 
so cribbled with fatigue, yet so full of a 
gentle dignity, as that of my (>ld while be
spoke those words. It was as if something 
looked from his visage that surpassed 
what belongs to us others, so mortal and 
so cynic as human life must well render all 
who dwell in this earthly Paradise. He 
held his long staff upon one shoulder, and 
I had the idea, sinister enough, that it was 
crushing his body of a spectre down into 
the pavement. I know not how the im
pression came, but it seemed to me that 
this devil of a stick had the nature of a 
heavy cross reposing on his shoulder; I 
had pain to prevent myself turning to find 

if in truth ' I had them' as your drunkards 
say. Then the young man called out: 
'Here's a shilling for you, my friend!' 
But mv Old d id not budge, answering al
ways: ' Sir, let me rest in your doorway! ' 
As you may well imagine, monsieur, we 
were all in the silence of astonishment, I 
pulling away at my bell next door, which 
was not ringing, seeing I took care it did 
not; and those two young people regard
ing my Old with eyes round as moons, out 
of their pigeon-house, which I could well 
see was prettil\ r feathered. Their hearts 
were making seesaw, I could tell; for at 
that age one is still impressionable. Then 
the girl put herself to whispering, and her 
husband said those two words of your 
young gentlemen: 'Awfully sorry!' and 
put out his hand, which held now a coin 
large as a saucer. But again my Old only 
said: 'Sir, let me rest in your doorway! ' 
And the young man drew back his hand 
quickly as if he were ashamed, and saying 
again: ' Sorry !' he shut the d o o r . I have 
heard man} - sighs in my time, they are the 
g o o d little accompaniments to the song we 
sing to life, we who are in poverty; but 
the sigh my Old pushed then—how can I 
tell you—had an accent as if it came from 
Her, the faithful companion, who marches 
in holding the hands of men and women so 
that they may never make the grand mis
take to imagine themselves for a moment 
the good God. Yes, monsieur, it was as 
if pushed by Suffering herself, that bird 
of the night, never tired of flying in this 
world where they talk always of cutting 
her wings. Then I took my resolution, 
and coming gently from behind, said: ' M y 
Old—what is i t ? Can I do anything for 
you ? ' Without looking at me, he spoke 
as to himself: ' I shall never find one who 
will let me rest in his doorway. For my 
sin I shall wander forever !' At this mo
ment, monsieur, there came to me an in
spiration so clear that I marvelled I had 
not already had it a long time before. He 
thought himself the Wandering Jew. I had 
well found it. This was certainly his fixed 
idea, of a cracked old man ! And I said: 
' M y Jew, d o you know this? In doing 
what you d o , you have become as Christ, 
in a world of wandering Jews !' But he did 
not seem to hear me, and only just as we ar
rived at our palace became again that old 
gentle being, thinking never of himself." 
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Behind the smoke of his cigarette, a 
smile curled Ferrand's red lips under that 
long nose a little on one side. 

" A n d , if you think of it, monsieur, it is 
well like that. Provided there is always 
that good man of a Wandering Jew, he will 
certainly have become as Christ, in all 
these centuries of being refused from door 
to door. Yes, yes, he must well have ac
quired charity the most profound that 
this world has ever seen, in watching the 
crushing virtue of others. All those gen
try, of whom he asks night by night to let 
him rest in their doorways, they tell him 
where to go, how to menager his life, even 
offer him money as I had seen; but, to 
let him rest, to trust him in their houses 

—this strange old man—as a fellow, a 
brother voyager—that they will not; it is 
hardly in the character of good citizens in a 
Christian country. And, as I have indi
cated to you, this Old of mine, cracked as 
he was, thinking himself the Jew who re
fused rest to the good Christ, had become, 
in being refused forever, the most Christian 
man I have ever encountered on this earth, 
which, according to me, is composed al
most entirely of those who have themselves 
the character of the Wandering Jew." 

Puffing out a sigh of smoke, Ferrand 
added: " I do not know whether he con
tinued to pursue his idea, for I myself took 
the road next morning, and I have never 
seen him since." 

A C H R I S T M A S V I S I O N 

By John Kenclrick Bangs 

O N Christmas Eve 'mid all the joyous glee 
That in my plenteousness surrounded me, 
I happened by some chance to turn mine eye 
Out through a window-wreath that hung near by. 
And as I glanced through it into the night 
I seemed to see, lit by some holy light, 
A childish face with wistful, smiling lips 
That thrilled me to my very finger-tips. 

T w o eager hands stretched forth called, as in stress, 
T o me to carry help to Helplessness, 
And in the sad eyes of that child I saw 
In all its loveliness the Christmas Law— 
Not a command, no everlasting must 
Upon Reluctance for its teaching thrust, 
But just a pleading hint to him who runs 
That all who suffer are God's Little Ones! 

And then the picture in the wreath was gone, 
And in its place the Eastern Star-beams shone— 
The same that nineteen centuries ago 
Led on the Wisemen with their heavenly glow; 
And e'en as they I wandered through the drifts 
And into lowly places carried gifts 
T o cheer, and give release, and pay my due 
Unto my Lord thro' them that suffer rue. 
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Paul's Chapel 
back disdain-

on noisy Broad
way, not so much to admin
ister unworldly reproof to the 
encroachments of business as 
to protect with its sheltering 
arms its t r im old b u r i a l -
g r o u n d , which is its pride. 
The value of the little God's 
acre has grown fabulous, but 
there are debts due to ances
tors sleeping there which out
weigh those to the living and 
to posterity. The old tombs 
will never be disturbed until 
the p r e d i c t e d general cata
clysm arrives some day. which 
will h u r l the sky-scrapers , 
towering on all sides, to their 
proper level. 

Within its metes and bounds 
St. Paul's preserves its ancient 
state. Before its broad west
ward porch the path divides, 

and passes among the carefully preserved 
old headstones, in such a charming bit of 
garden that a visitor feels himself sud
denly transported from X e w York 's heart 
into the depths of some rare old English 
parish churchyard. 

Fashion may have long since fled up
town, relegating piety to janitors' fami
lies, but it has left a congregation of an
cient belles and beaux unwilling to desert 
their comfortable resting-places. 

The girl always came to the church
yard to eat her luncheon on sunny days. 
She crept out of the office of men—dropped 
down the elevator crowded with men— 
pushed and elbowed her way along Broad
way between men. Here men were not— 
above ground. In this quaint little shut-
in oasis in the city she could dream her 
own dreams for an hour by herself, in 
her nooning, every pleasant day. There 

7-W 

were some things that reminded her of the 
flowers blooming in the old burying-
ground near her home in Virginia. 

To-day she sat on an iron bench just 
within the shadow of the west portico, 
half-hidden from the noonday sun; she 
had eaten her luncheon—the three thin 
slices of bread and butter, the boiled egg, 
and the red apple—and had crumpled the 
brown paper in her hand preparatory to 
throwing it away. She was engaged in 
watching the sparrows—bold little jigs— 
who dared to hop on the hem of her skirt 
in their eagerness to partake of her crumbs. 
Along came two smartly dressed type
writers, then four more, laughing and chat
tering—and the sparrows flew off over the 
old graves, and perched merrily on an an
cient tombstone, just over a skull and 
crossbones, to await further opportunity. 
She languidly turned her head, listening 
to what the girls were saying: 

"Isn't it great! A wedding to-day! 
Just the nice, warm day for a wedding— 
though April is not the proper month. 
Mine, I hope, will be in June—but to-day 
is like June. St. Paul's is a dear old 
place at all times. It 's to be a high-noon 
affair—and it won' t be late. I hope, for 
that's bad luck, too . " 

The girl shrank back into her comer. 
A modern wedding! There were some, 
then, who still ventured down to old St. 
Paul's to be married and given in mar
riage? It seemed, somehow, a profana
tion. She mentally retreated a certain dis
tance, resting the round chin of her pale 
eager face upon her thin patrician hand. 

She had no heart for weddings—real 
weddings, real joyousness. real present 
happiness. But she quite enjoyed her 
pictures of the past—if they were long 
past—and dead and ended. 

She could easily persuade herself that 
she saw the courtly young beaux in knee-
breeches, and the dainty fair, in hoops and 
patches, coming out from church across 
the wide path of a Sunday morning in 
Washington's time—she saw the wigs and 
cocked hats, the powder and paste—she 
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pictured the funerals and weddings of the 
dandies of that day, and of the fine la
dies—our great-grandmothers—doubtless 
many of them now lying out there under 
the genial sun, side by side, dust to dust, 
with such charming spring violets on their 
coats and corsages—still lending an inde
scribable air of perfumed gayety and pleas
ure to the spot, and giving the girl a 
sensation of being, but for an hour, with 
her own class—just a brief, noonday hour 
— her one vision of the day — it fed her 
starved, aristocratic, Virginian heart. 

For at the time the girl was the victim 
of sudden catastrophe. The death of her 
brother, the bankrupt estate of her father, 
her absolute need of earning a salary on 
which to exist—these were hard, rude mas
ters for a delicate Southerner, reared in 
comfort, and accustomed to some little 
luxury. 

Masters to be mastered, however. She 
thanked her stars that she was of the new-
generation of girls trained to contemplate 
self-help without fear. T o support her
self and mother she braved the business 
world—put her brains to use for pay— 
endured occasional affronts—and wore a 
black veil to shield herself and lessen 
them. 

But in the quiet churchyard the veil was 
lifted. A fair, pale, oval face appeared— 
a determined chin—large dark eyes, a lily 
neck. She had the delicate beauty of the 
primrose, but behind the beauty a purpose 
and will of steel. 

Her fondness for St. Paul's was her last 
concession, she believed, to sentiment. 
The emotions she felt in the maelstrom of 
"down- town" were dying quietly within 
her. And why should not they be killed 
off? They were much in the way of good 
work. They were in the way of her prog
ress, and she must grow hard, earn money, 
make progress, and succeed 

Quite a large party now approached—a 
dozen carriages drove up to the iron gate
way on the north side. The bright little 
yard, already illuminated by the cheerful 
flowers, grew into the semblance of an 
agreeable garden party; there were nod
ding processions of flower-hats, sparkling 
girl faces, half-hid in ostrich plumes; then 
glowing young men in lavender gloves, 
with a subdued, usher manner, hove in 
sight. Fashionable old ladies chattered 
and laughed as they entered the church 

porch; a number of officers with swords 
clanked up the steps; in the far distance 
the strain of a regimental band gave a 
faint indication of a war at hand—some 
troops were marching between crowds to 
the ferry. A verger in black gown came 
along, looked at the girl, nodded, refrained 
magnanimously from asking her or the 
other girls to leave. But the janitor's chil
dren saw the wedding, their poor little 
dirty faces squeezed between palings of 
the great iron fence outside. It was not 
their day—inside! 

The distant martial music above the 
roar of Broadway stirred the girl; they 
were playing "Dix ie"—the officers, in 
their dark-blue and gold, secretly thrilled 
her also, but she shrank the closer into the 
corner of her iron seat. A lively military 
wedding, then? She tried to reason her
self out of the feeling that they were all 
intruders in St. Paul's, and that she pre
ferred the society of the agreeable dead! 
A stir and a tumult! Here came the 
bride! N o w the girl forgot herself; she 
stood up excited. The bride — such a 
charming young girl—so pretty, so young, 
blushing with excitement—the bride had 
come on her portly father's arm. And the 
heart of the girl trembled, for she saw that 
the bride had stumbled on the threshold 
of the porch! There was the mother, 
breathless—the father, the sisters, the 
bridesmaids in flower-hats and pink—and 
the dearest little bit of a girl in the world, 
in roses and white lace—to lead the pro
cession. 

She heard some gayly dressed people 
saying: " For an improvisation, it's not so 
bad." Another: " Y e s , they decided in 
two days, as his regiment was ordered off 
to Cuba." Another: " I t makes the 
wedding so much more romantic and stun
ning—like 'Belgian Chivalry'—before 
Waterloo—the war " 

Then came a charming thing. The 
bride, as she entered the church aisle, catch
ing sight of her and the other working 
girls in staring clusters, cried: " A s k them 
all in—all! Every one must be let in. 
I want them all to be happy—you poor 
dear girls!" 

" C o m e , the bride invites you—you 
must o b e y ! " cried a cheery, boyish voice 
above her; "al low me." She' stole an 
upward glance at him, and took his arm. 
She named him to herself—' 'Cousin Fred' ' 
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—others of the party, too, she named—Un
cle Jack and Uncle Tom—Aunt Harriet, 
and Hatty, her daughter—Georgiana, tall 
and straight, in her huge feather-hat, 
smiling—Lizzie—Little Mary, the flower 
girl—and there was Grandma Burton, 
with a little silver trumpet at her ear, 
in the first pew, intent on missing no de
tail. 

The wedding was a pretty show, before 
the great white altar, and the girl felt 
grateful. Some people were marked to 
be happy, it seemed, in this weary world. 
Others, if not she, were still ready to be 
amused and amusing. The groom was a 
tall young man in rough-rider uniform— 
his fine face full of gravity. St. Paul's 
bloomed with millinery and military (only 
the face of the groom seemed at all seri
ous). But she had been at weddings be
fore, and the men, she remembered, always 
appeared alarmed. 

Once—just once—the bride, in her 
ecstasy of happiness on her husband's arm 
—he tall and strong and brass-buttoned 
—a little less grave as he swung down the 
aisle—gave her one quick eye-flash and a 
smile—all the essence of delirious j o y — 
success, delight, pride, happiness, and 
heaven in that swift glance of blissful re
quited love! 

It made the girl grow fearful and shrink 
back, abashed and half-afraid. She had 
hardly imagined such joy—dangerous j oy 
—bringing only unutterable foreboding—-
it made her tremble and steal out of the 
old church and hurry away back to her 
office, holding her vision of merriment 
with distrust and doubt. Yet , outside, the 
sun shone fair, the little garden of old 
graves fairly sparkled—the janitor's chil
dren, reinforced by hundreds of street 
gamins, shouted and cheered; the bell— 
high up above—rang out with a fine old 
chastened and conventional, yet merry, 
tone. Worldly old church—worldly, but 
kindly—two old New York families, it 
seems, were united. Ring out, then, their 
marriage bells! — louder — louder — and 
drown out those muffled drums—that dis
mal regimental band—that had at last 
reached its ferry—and silence that croak
ing vulture of War and Death that is soar
ing high above the southern heavens, and 
is half-lost in the faint shadow of a rising 
storm-cloud. Ring out, merry wedding 
bells—and silence that ill-omened bird! 

I I 

O L D T R I N I T Y 

m 

i g j g 

A RAW, late November af
ternoon, one of those cold, 
gloomy, foggy, rainy, in

expressible days, when the hoarse 
whistles, up and down the two 
rivers, shriek more dismally— 
more voraciously—than ever 
with the growing darkness, and 
make it terrible, and the night 
comes up from the eastern sea 
thick and fast, with a huge shad
ow of cloud, and we are glad to 
look within and forget it. 

From the girl's office window, 
high in her tower above the 
roofs, the thick, gathering mist 
and storm came out of the sea 
over a low-lying and almost 
stationary bank of fog, which 
clung to the river and along the 
wharves like a wet rag, and 
seemed unaffected by the great 
tempest above it. Night was 
riding in on a black horse, and, 
had not the girl's spirit loved 

a storm, the dismal tolling of Old Trinity's 
bell, and the occasional dash and scurry of 
rain against the window would have caused 
her some nervous feeling of dread. As it 
was, she was calmly cheerful, for her soul 
was lifted by the magnificent cloud dis
play she had watched from her high tower 
since morning. 

And still the bell of Old Trinity's steeple 
below her was tolling, in a slow, solemn 
voice. For what? Heard on the wind, 
it sounded up the deep canyon, loud, then 
soft, as if far away. Some one said it was 
for the funeral of a soldier—a soldier killed 
in battle. The papers had given the 
name, but she had not been made aware 
of it. She pressed her weary face against 
the window, listening. The hour of clos
ing the office arrived—she put on her hat 
and coat in some excitement to go home. 
She descended to the street and found the 
tolling bell unendurable. Wall Street was 
blocked. It was impossible to cross. The 
military funeral was in progress, which, as 
the dirge of the band sounded along the 
narrow street, was drawing near to Trin
ity's portals. The band passed—then a 
row of officers on horseback, in long, mili-
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tary cloaks—hard, thin faces, set against 
the rain and wind—then a gun caisson 
jolting along, with the coffin draped with 
the flag, wet and bedraggled—some sun
burned troopers, arms reversed—a squad 
of officers afoot—two or three carriages. 
A dismal procession, indeed, as it mounted 
the hill up the narrow defile of Wall Street, 
unusual, incongruous, and wet. 

Meantime a silent, reverential crowd 
had gathered. The end of the day had 
emptied the vast buildings of hordes of 
clerks, lawyers, bankers, brokers, and 
girls, who poured out into the street and, 
stopped by the jam, waited for the proces
sion to pass. As the flag-draped coffin 
was seen, a gentleman cried: 'Hals off.r' 
and off they came, in the rain, in deep, 
impressive silence, and amid the tears of 
the women. 

The girl pressed forward to the edge of 
the curb, with staring eyes. Was it not 
"Cousin Fred" she saw on horseback? 
Her heart gave a bound—she steadied her
self against a lamp-post. Above her Old 
Trinity loomed up into the darkness and 
mist, and very high in air the bell was 
still tolling—one—two—one—two—slow
ly—loud and soft—in the wind gusts. 
Was it "Cousin Fred?" 

"Whose funeral is this?" she asked, 
breathless. 

"Captain Burton, Rough Rider — 
killed in Cuba," replied a huge policeman. 

"Le t me pass—I knew him—I was 
at his w e d d i n g ! " she cr ied, almost 
fiercely. 

And they stood aside and let the slender 
girl push herself through the cordon of 
police, until she found herself on Trinity's 
porch, half-drenched in the rain. Here 
she stood, crowded behind soldiers, who 
were lifting a flag-draped coffin on their 
shoulders. 

War was cruel—cruel—cruel! 
T o her Trinity seemed a magnificently 

splendid and devouring tomb—the body 
of the soldier carried into it for mocking 
burial. The girl fairly held her breath as 
she looked over her shoulder and fancied 
the graves behind the iron fence began to 
move, and "the dead began to dance." 
The fiends of Death and Storm were play
ing a mad game with Old Trinity! Its 
sedate, pious dignity seemed to her sud
denly to have fled on the winds. She 
heard a grand, chaotic laughter of the 

fiends—and the vulture of War and Death 
gloating over another victim! 

She entered the church and found her
self carried into the main aisle, and heard 
the solemn tones of the organ reverber
ating among the high arches—saw the 
lights on the altar—found herself in a pew 
near the family—heard the awful words 
of the burial o f f i c e—"/ know that my Re
deemer liveth—and that he shall stand at the 
latter day upon the earth"—and then she 
knew no more until the Gloria at the end 
of the Psalm. Had she fainted? She 
hardly knew or cared—she was not inter
ested in herself or her lapse of conscious
ness—oh, these poor, mourning friends! 
the poor, widowed bride!—and there up 
about the coffin of the "man that was 
born of woman, who had come up and had 
been cut down like a flower"—were those 
kindly people, her only "friends" in the 
vast friendless c i ty—"Uncle T o m " and 
" Uncle Jack "—"Aunt Harriet," in deep
est black—" Georgiana," tall and straight, 
"Lizz ie ," and even " Lit t leMary "—whose 
sobbing they could not seem to repress. 

And there, next to " Grandma" Burton, 
the bride, silent and motionless, shrouded 
in long black veil. Yes, "Cousin Fred," 
too—his handsome head lowered—a pall 
of crape on his arm—how sorry she was 
for him, too! 

She suffered with them, and knelt and 
prayed with them, remaining on her knees 
while Chopin's great funeral march, rock
ing the old church with its solemnity, car
ried them slowly out the great bronze 
doors of Trinity into the storm and wind 
and night. 

Then she rose and went home in the 
subway crowd, colder, harder, more silent 
than usual. She had had all her own sor
rows renewed—and she resented it—who 
were these people to her, after all? 

"Oh , I 'm glad I 'm out of ' l i fe '—I'm 
glad I 'm buried in business," she said to 
herself. " W h a t I 've seen was one of life's 
contrasts more cruel with the grace and 
holiness of the church thrown over it. 
Life—I'll have none of it! I shall grow 
old and hard, and I 'm glad I shall never 
know young love, or marriage, or bitter 
death. Business and hard work is so 
much better and kinder. . . . 

" L e t me be only efficient and punctual, 
O Lord—and hard, and worth my wage— 
and strong to work!" 
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748 Under Three Steeples 

T H E L I T T L E C H U R C H A R O U N D T H E C O R N E R 

IT was a bright, sunny day at the end 
of February, and the fresh snow lay a 
foot deep on the ground. Snow hung 

in heavy white mantles over the eaves of 
the Little Church Around the Corner, and 
almost buried it in its soft folds, as it did 
the many little dove-cots in the trees. 

The statuette over the well wore a 
white hat and a beard a foot long. The 
cross above the lich-gate had entirely dis
appeared. The postern appeared like a 
frosted ornament on a Christmas cake. 
Old winter, hoar and sere, would seem to 
be gentle with the Little Church, folding 
soft white arms about it caressingly. 

'"Unpretentious," visitors say of it— 
not " l o w and lazy, nor broad and hazy, 
nor high and crazy"—just a good useful 
Little Church, well suited to the lonely 
girl and her life in the strange, unsocial 
city—and from the day she happened in 
and hid herself in a dark corner, she never 
deserted it. 

Her boarding-house was not far away, 
and the girl came slowly out at the end of 
matins, with the last of the congregation, 
and stood a moment in the porch, hesi
tating about returning to her little cold 
hall-room. The sunlight on the snow 
nearly blinded her, and she retreated into 
the church. She had half-promised one 
of the curates to take a class in Sunday-
school, and she looked for him now to 
talk with him about it. She felt that no 
meritorious sense of duty impelled her, 
but her Sundays were long and sadly tedi
ous (since her mother had gone back to a 
relative in \'irginia and left her alone), and 
she must distract herself in some way. 
She was always fond of boys—boys were 
so unsentimental—and so undemanding 
—she would take a class—they would 
amuse her. 

As she stood pensively, half-leaning 
against the doorway, she noticed people 

beginning to gather at the font—a baby 
was to be christened. Carriages were 
ploughing through the mountains of snow 
and blocking the street. The busy curate 
came up and took her hand kindly: 

"Quite a pathetic christening," he said; 
" the father was killed in Cuba, Captain 
Burton—a brave young officer. Poor 
fellow! He felt the call of his county! 
The child will get a good start on such a 
glorious winter's day. Can you wait un
til after the service, please? "—and he was 
off, without an answer. 

Was she never to get away from that 
Burton wedding? What a whirligig time 
was! She half-closed her eyes and saw 
the wedding procession marching up the 
aisle of St. Paul's. Here again were 
"Uncle Jack and Uncle Tom"—"Aunt 
Harriet ' ' in waving plumes—" Georgiana" 
in black and white—"Lizzie," and " Little 
Mary"—and the handsome best man— 
"Cousin Fred." She had only to open 
her eyes to see them once more, with a 
host of their friends, smiling and kindly. 

She saw a pale, yet smiling, mother's 
face, in pathetic widow's veil—a mother 
proudly gazing upon a bundle of white 
lace and down, in the arms of his god
mother. The proud eyes seemed to say: 
" H i s son, sir, his, who died for his coun ty 
so gloriously." 

The girl sank down in a pew and fell 
upon her knees, crying to herself: "These 
people seem like my own people—and yet 
I am barred from them—hid from them!" 

The service ended, she heard thenfcom-
ing past her pew—the rustling silks, the 
half-subdued voices—the cry of the child 
—and the soothing, caressing responses of 
women, and she could feel them cuddling 
the little thing up to their necks and cry
ing over him, and Grandma Burton talking 
excitedly to the rector about " m y grand
son, sir, my brave b o y — I ' m sure—I know 
—he's with us here!" And the girl felt 
lonelier than ever before. Her people! 
And they knew her not! And they would 
never know her! Her people, whom she 
had dreamed about and imagined, until 
she knew them, one b y one, like old 
friends. "Cousin Fred," on whose arm 
she had laid her hand at the wedding— 
they knew her not—they would go out in 
the world again and leave her alone for
ever! 
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7.30 Under Three Steeples 

The curate's deep voice broke into her 
tragic feeling of despair: 

"Miss Dunbar, may I present Mr. 
Carstone?" The busy man, with this, 
hurried away—he was always in a hurry. 
She sat up stiffly, reddening, and hating 
herself for her tears. 

The tall, straight, good-looking young 
fellow—not in khaki now—the one she 
had called "Cousin Fred"—beamed on 
her from the pew's end: " I ' m awfully 
good on faces—used to them in the army, 
you know—I don't forget them," said he; 
"it 's the same girl—at last I 've found you! ' ' 

She tried to smile: " M y brother used 
to say I have a chameleon face, changing 
with my environment " 

" I ' m sure I had the honor of showing 
you a seat at my sister's wedding in St. 
Paul's—in that environment, I remember, 
it was a very charming face." 

" I was present at St. Paul's—and—at 
Trinity, t o o — " she added sadly. 

" I saw you—I saw you! I wondered 
about you—I—I've thought a lot about 
you 

She bowed and rose to follow the curate, 
who was just then returned, into the Sun
day-school room. 

"Pray wait a moment and tell me— 
satisfy my curiosity—won't y o u ? " he-
persisted. 

" I must go—I have said I would take 
a class." 

" I f you're not the sister you're a near 
relative of poor dear Harry Dunbar—I 
see a striking likeness." 

" You knew him? " 
"In my class at Princeton," he replied 

eagerly—"the brightest man " 
" D o n ' t , " she whispered; "he was my 

brother." 
She felt her gloved hand seized as in a 

vice, and Carstone turned aside to hide 
his face. 

" I must g o , " she repeated sadly. 
" Y e s , I suppose you must—but, look 

here, Miss Dunbar—I—I— 
" I must say good morning, yet not 

without—not without telling you, Mr. 
Carstone, for that sweet girl-mother, that 
I know she is happy now—and I am glad 

—so glad—I have seen her married, and 
with her dead—and now " 

" O h , m y sister is very, very happy!" 
" T h e blessed b a b y ! " ' She had the Ma

donna's eyes as she said it. 
He started forward, but she added 

hastily: 
" M r . Carstone, please say good-by— 

I 'm a busy woman—I work for my living 
—I have to earn my bread. But for the 
last year—almost a year, now—I have 
kept that sweet wedding—that funeral 
of a soldier—hidden away in my heart. 
All your people I know—I have named 
them—ves, I feel I know them well." 

"Me?" 
" Y e s — y o u are 'Cousin Fred'"—she 

looked down. 
" Harold—my real name—" he laughed 

a hearty, boyish laugh. 
"T prefer to go now—never to speak 

with you again—to keep you and yours as 
my own—my pictures"—she blushed and 
hesitated. 

" B y Jove! Y o u can keep me as your 
o w n ! " he laughed joyously, and as she 
walked, chin up, in a stately march down 
the aisle he hastened toward the door 
after his party. 

Having seen his sister and the baby safe 
at home, the impetuous fellow was back 
again by the time Sunday-school was over 
and persuading the girl that he must not 
be forbidden to accompany her to her 
boarding-house home, and that she must 
take his arm, just as she did at the wed
ding, lest she slip and fall in the snow. 

" A n d my sister insists that you let me 
bring you around to dine with us—we are 
to have a sort of christening dinner—and 
—and " 

She looked up into his eyes, amused. 
"Oh , hang i t !" he cried; " I guess 

Harry's sister and Harry's old chum 
understand each other, don't we? It 
isn't as if we had just met, you know—I 
have known you a year." 

She felt her hand tightly pressed against 
his strong arm. 

And suddenly it seemed as if they were 
not in the Little Church at all—but in 
Paradise. 



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

By Algernon Tassin 

jg j jHERE are two s i d e s to 
everything. Even to lis
tening at a keyhole. 

N e v e r t h e l e s s , Elmira 
found herself for a moment 
at loss for words when the 

door of Number 413 flew open and its oc
cupant stood before her as glowering and 
terrible as it is possible for a vague little 
man with banana-colored hair to look. 

"Oh, sir!" she stammered. "Oh , sir! 
I " 

The little man's arm shot out with sur
prising decision, and his hand seized her 
with surprising force and pulled her into 
the room. 

He closed the door and faced her, blaz
ing with wrath. " W h a t were you doing 
there?" 

" I just wanted to see if I could make up 
your room, sir," stammered Elmira. 

" Is that the way you generally see?" 
he shouted in a high treble. " W h y 
didn't you k n o c k ? " 

" I—I was afraid of disturbing you, 
sir. If you hadn't got up ye t . " 

" A t eleven o ' c l o c k ! " he snorted scorn
fully. "That ' s likely." 

But Elmira was beginning to pluck up 
spirit. 

" I ' v e been knocking since nine, sir." 
Her keen eyes flickered over his face. 
"When did you get up, s i r ? " 

"I—that's none of your business!" 
" N o , sir," retorted Elmira tartly. 

Nothing was further from her purpose 
than to lose her temper. Besides, she felt 
she hadn't any right to lose it under the 
circumstance. But she felt it going. " It 
is my business to make up the room, 
though." 

"Wel l , you see it's made u p ! " he 
snapped. 

" S o I see, sir," Elmira assented coolly. 
She gazed at him in an inquiring pause 

which she meant to make as uncomfort
able as possible. Long years as a hotel 
chambermaid had taught her this was the 
most effective weapon in her sadly lim-
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ited armory. Her application of it both 
for offence and defence, and for extrac
tion, might be called scientific. 

" I—I got up early and as I didn't in
tend to go out for some time, I made the 
bed myself." 

Her gaze travelled to the bed and back 
to him again. " A n d where did you learn, 
sir, to fold over the end of the sheet in 
that disgusting w a y ? " 

Somewhat startled, he seemed feebly to 
grope for the drift of her remark. " W h a t 
do you m e a n ? " 

"Sure, look here," she said cheerfully. 
She lifted the upper end of the top sheet 
and showed him that it had been turned 
over diagonally before being tucked in. 
" Y o u see, sir, kitty-cornered." 

" I t must have got caught of itself," 
muttered the man, discomfited. 

" H m ! " said Elmira pointedly. " T h e 
rest of the bed you make very well indeed, 
sir." Her tone was within obvious dis
tance of irony. She wanted him to recog
nize it in order to feel to the full the un-
comfortableness of the ensuing pause. 
Then her eyes travelled significantly to the 
large chair by the window and back again 
to his face. "Ain ' t you been out y e t ? " 

" N o , " said he shortly. 
There was a sharp maternal reproof in 

her voice. " Y o u got up early and ain't 
had any breakfast y e t ? " 

" Y e s , I—I had the boy bring it up." 
" W h a t did you h a v e ? " 
He paused. " I had coffee and toast 

and some ham and eggs." 
" W h i c h b o y ? " 
Her manner had the gathering triumph 

of a cross-examiner reducing his witness 
to pulp. 

"That ' s none of your business," said he 
with weak bluster. 

"There ain't any of the boys been up 
here this morning." Elmira intimated 
distinctly that the episode was closed. 

The man made an ineffective attempt 
to show that he didn't care. " O h , of 
course—if you know all about i t ! " 

7Si 
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Elmira tossed her head at his transpar
ent tactics. "A in ' t I on the floor all the 
time, coming and going? Besides, if you 
want to know, I 've been here several 
times to see if you were up . " 

The man darted her a scared look. " T o 
see in the same way, I suppose. - ' He 
jerked his head toward the door. 

" W h a t was I going to do when you 
didn't answer me k n o c k i n g ? " 

' 'Wha t did you s e e ? " 
" I saw you always sitting in that 

chair." 
"That ' s n i c e ! " he stammered with 

futile sarcasm. But his relief was plainly 
visible. " They 'd like to know that at the 
office." 

"There are other things they'd like to 
know at the office," said Elmira. 

The man moved his head from side to 
side in an aimless way, as if he were un
consciously seeking some means of escape. 
But in a moment he rallied and strode 
toward her furiously. " I ' v e had enough 
of your spying!" he whipped out in his 
angry treble. 

But Elmira stood her ground. She was 
angular and competent, and, moreover, 
she was some inches taller than he. He 
may have seen that if he laid hands upon 
her prepared, he might not eject her from 
the room as easily as he had hauled her 
unexpectedly into it. Or he may have 
been struck by something in her face as 
she eyed him steadily. A t any rate he 
stopped. 

" W h a t was it made you do it ? " he said 
timidly. 

" T h e three days you 've been here, 
you 've been getting more reckless every 
day. The first night you never undressed. 
Just threw yourself down—and there's 
where your shoes dirtied the spread. All 
the same when you got up in the morning, 
you turned the bedclothes over the foot— 
like a nice, home-keeping man that had 
learned it from his mother. But the un
der sheet was as smooth as when I put it 
on. You can't lay on those disgustingly 
starched sheets without their showing eve
ry pucker. The second morning, you just 
gave the clothes a yank to tumble them 
up every which way and make it look as if 
you had been to bed. But I should judge 
that you haven't even laid down. Any
way, you hadn't gone to bed, because I 'd 

kitty-cornered that sheet, and the fold 
hadn't come undone. The third morn
ing, which is now, you didn't even try to 
mizzle me. Y o u forgot all about it until 
I came in, and then you remembered it 
and lied to me. Of course any man's got 
a right to lie when he's paying the bills, 
and I don' t mind that. What I do mind 
is your getting more reckless every day. 
To-morrow morning—" She stopped 
significantly. 

" W e l l , " said he fiercely, "what about 
to-morrow m o r n i n g ? " 

Elmira paused thoughtfully. Her pause 
was a genuine one this time, and not 
adopted solely for the purpose of making 
him uncomfortable. The case presented 
many contradictory features, and she felt 
instinctively that it would repay diplo
macy. 

" W e l l , " she began, " I ' v e got a lot to 
say about to-morrow morning, and some 
of it's real interesting. I'll tell you if you 
go down-stairs and have some coffee and 
toast and ham and eggs." 

" W h a t about to-morrow morning?" 
" There ain't any use talking to a hungry 

man." 
' ' Hungry ? ' ' He made a gesture of dis

gust. " I couldn't eat anything." 
"Wel l , ' ' agreed Elmira soothingly, "per

haps you can't. But you never know 
what you can't eat till you 've smelled 
it. Y o u go down and have a whiff of 
some steaming hot coffee, and some red 
ham and two yellow-and-white fried eggs, 
with ham-juice streaking over them. 
And then you just do the best you can." 

" All right," said the man. His promp
titude seemed to surprise himself as much 
as it gratified her. His short-lived tru-
culence had departed, and instead he ex
hibited an almost eager docility—as if 
he were glad to be taking orders. In the 
doorway he turned with humble entreaty. 
" Y o u won' t touch any of these things 
while I 'm g o n e ? " 

" N o , " said Elmira reassuringly. " I 
won ' t . " 

When she was satisfied that he had got 
into the elevator, she went to the bureau 
and opened the drawers, one after the 
other. They were all empty but the bot
tom one, and that was locked. Elmira 
removed the third drawer and swept 
her hand in a gingerly way through the 
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fourth one. When she touched what she 
expected, she withdrew it with a start. 

"Ain ' t he the s i m p ! " she said aloud. 
But she said it with a great deal of puz
zled gentleness. The picture of the vague 
wistful face bending over the revolver and 
examining it with a sort of unthinking in-
tentness, as she had seen it framed in the 
keyhole, was very fresh in her mind. 

She put back the third drawer, and, 
stepping carefully, went to the chair by 
the window. H o w should she manage? 
Should she report at the office that Four- ' 
Thirteen was acting queer, and she had 
seen him handling a revolver? At the 
most they would only make him leave the 
hotel. He would pack up all these things 
he had bought since he came—he didn't 
seem to have brought anything with him 
—and go somewhere else, and when the 
time came, accomplish his purpose just 
the same. 

Many years of service at the hotel had 
converted Elmira into an impersonal 
though acute observer of the passing 
show. People came and went making no 
individual appeal whatever. If she had 
seemed to any of them sympathetic, it 
was merely part of the business of acquir
ing a tip. She performed it as automatic
ally as she did the rest of her routine. 
Long ago, when she was younger, Elmira 
had found it necessary to steel a romantic 
nature against casual encroachments. 
Sympathy paid no more than disguised 
indifference, sometimes less; and it came 
to nothing but regret in the end. If she 
had locked her heart, however, she had 
only opened more widely the windows of 
an inquiring mind. She marked every 
coming and going in the endless proces
sion of guests with a mathematical and 
speculative eye. T o build up generaliza
tions out of trifles had become the passion 
of her practiced mind. When the trifles 
were lacking, she had learned how to ex
tract them by minute and delicate devices. 
Listening at keyholes was crude as well as 
illegitimate and awkward, and she had 
condescended to it this time only because 
she deemed it her professional duty. It 
was not only humiliating but disparaging 
to have anything unpleasant happening 
unexpectedly in one of your rooms. It 
gave a girl a bad name at the office. 
Furthermore, this present Four-Thirteen 

had not only challenged her best intellec
tual endeavors, but had faintly called 
from afar to her romantic nature locked 
up in its steely chamber. She felt, re
luctantly, a personal yielding to any one 
so vague and helpless. He appealed to 
her maternal instinct, and made her want 
to do something for him—in spite of 
experience. And curiosity dictated like
wise. If she drove him to another hotel 
she would never, except for such common
place outlines as might appear in a news
paper item, know his history. About this 
she had a consuming desire. It had been 
burning more steadily each hour of his 
stay. Never, in a life notable for its con
stant output of intellectual curiosity, had 
Elmira surveyed with less detachment any 
figure in the endless procession of guests 
she had marked come and go with an in
quiring eye. 

Half a dozen times during the first day 
he had gone forth and returned with a 
package. She had seen him carrying 
them through the hall. Some of them 
were boxed, and some were bumpy, and 
some were so large or inconvenient you 
would have thought they would be de
livered. A t first she had thought nothing 
of this. But when she had found the next 
morning that all the packages had been 
undone, the papers neatly folded, each 
with its careful circlet of string, and the 
boxes piled one upon the other in a neat 
pile; that they had all contained toys, 
and that these toys had all been put to
gether and set up as if for demonstration 
to a child, and ranged in orderly fashion 
about the floor—Elmira had scented an 
occasion. When she had made her dis
covery about the bed she was sure of it. 
A man who buys toys by the armful and 
who sits up worrying, presented a piquant 
and unusual combination. 

On the second morning she had pounced 
upon the proof of another sleepless night, 
and speculated upon another mushroom 
growth of papers and boxes. The toys 
they had contained were set out with the 
others upon the floor. In a circle around 
the chair at the window was laid out a 
railroad, and on it was a mechanical loco
motive with a train of cars. Through the 
keyhole she had seen him in the chair 
stooping from one side to the other to 
watch the train go round and round. It 
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was on the third morning that she had 
seen the revolver. B y this time, she be
held it without surprise. Frustration it
self was in the stooping figure and the 
vague, wistful face following from side to 
side, with an unchanging absent intent-
ness, the train spin round the chair. 

Elmira was no nearer determining how 
she should act when she lifted up her 
skirts and stepped cautiously over the 
track, and then over the fort beyond. 
But she had decided to keep matters in 
her own hands until the very last moment. 
It did not seem likely that anything could 
happen until he had got rid of the toys. 
Otherwise, what would be the use of all of 
them ? In the meanwhile she would find 
out everything she could. 

She walked into the bathroom. Since 
last she saw it the tub had been converted 
into a fish-pond, and on it were floating 
a steamboat and a sailboat. She was 
gazing upon them with mixed feelings of 
childlike interest and mature speculation 
when Four-Thirteen returned. He came 
into the bathroom with noiseless, nervous 
quickness and stood beside her. 

" H o w was the ham and e g g s ? " asked 
Elmira. " D i d you find you could take 
a b i t ? " 

" Y e s . Y o u didn't touch any of these 
things, did y o u ? " 

"No,"answered she. " Ain' t they fine ? 
Y o u don't mean to say that steamboat 
can g o ? " 

His face trembled at once into a radiant 
smile. " O f course it can. Suppose I 'd 
buy any steamboat that was a f a k e ? " 

"Let 's see it g o . " 
He lifted it from the water and wound 

it up proudly. " Y o u just watch ," said 
he as he put it back. 

The steamboat began to move. It 
churned the water and made little rip
ples on the surface. In the ripples the 
sailboat rocked. " O h I " cried Elmira. 
'' Ain't it wonderful what they get up now
adays? I never saw anything like it." 

She knelt by the tub and blew upon 
the sail of the boat. But it only wabbled 
and dipped dangerously. The steamboat, 
having butted into the side of the tub, 
sheered off diagonally. The helpless craft 
lay directly in its track. 

' " L o o k o u t ! " he called. "She'll run 
you down. Look out there!" 

Elmira stretched a frantic finger and 
shoved her boat out of the way just in 
time. 

" N o fair," said the man. "Against all 
rules of navigation. A boat should only 
run under her own equipment." 

" B u t you 'd have run her d o w n ! " ex
claimed she indignantly. " A n d if you 
blow on her she wabbles." 

"That ' s because you don' t know how 
to blow. Watch me . " 

He blew with no better results. The 
steamboat had by this time butted its 
nose on the other bank, and was ploughing 
a second diagonal passage triumphantly 
past the balky sailer. The man looked at 
the latter pathetically. 

" I ' m glad we found out about it in 
time. That present would never have 
been a success." 

"Nonsense. It 's for the park in the 
summer-time. I 've seen the kids sail them 
there. You 've got to fill the sail all over 
like a breeze. What we need is a fan. 
Haven't you got a fan among all those 
th ings?" 

He shook his head regretfully. " I nev
er thought of a fan. Of course, that's what 
he would have needed in the winter-time." 

"Oh , well, cheer up ! " said Elmira. " A 
piece of stiff wrapping-paper will do just as 
well, and I 'm sure you 've plenty of that. 
Get me a piece and I'll show you . " 

He went with alacrity. But his return 
was slower. " Y o u won' t crumple it, 
will y o u ? " 

" N o , I'll be careful." She folded it 
and fanned in short gentle sweeps. The 
boat sailed proudly. It had no difficulty 
in passing the laboring steamer. 

"Hurrah ! " cried the man. Slow tears 
were splashing from his cheeks into the 
water. " N o w I'll wind her up again and 
we'll race." 

Elmira's heart, locked up in its safety-
deposit box, had begun to glow. "So 
you see," she remarked casually, "some
times things that look like failures ain't. 
You 've got to get at them the right way, 
that's all." 

She wafted the favoring gale until the 
steamboat ran down. It was allowable 
for each to steer a boat when it bumped 
against the side of the bathtub, and give 
it a clean getaway on another vertical voy
age. 
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' ' I can beat your old steamboat any 
time," she said when they had finished. 

" D o you want to see how the train 
runs?" ventured the man timidly. 

"I ' l l bet ," said Elmira, "that a man 
who turns the covers down in the morn
ing and piles up his wrapping-paper and 
strings and boxes would be apt to have 
the top button of his coat that's off, in his 
vest pocket ." 

The man looked down at his coat. 
Mechanically he inserted his finger and 
thumb into his vest pockets. Out of one 
he pulled a key and put it back again. 
Out of the other he produced a button and 
looked at it in surprise. He matched it 
solemnly with the one upon his coat. 
" W h y , so I have," said he. " I don't re
member anything about it." 

Elmira laughed. "That ' s what comes 
of being brought up orderly. It works by 
itself after it gets started. I'll sew it on 
for y o u . " 

She laid her hand upon the lapel of his 
coat. 

He edged away. " N o , n o ! " said he 
sharply. His eyes narrowed with pain. 
"Please don't do that." 

"Show me how to run that train," said 
she briskly. " Take off your coat and I'll 
sew the button on for you while you're 
doing it." 

" N o . I don' t want you sewing any
thing for me. This coat will last me as it 
is." 

But in a moment his eyes wandered 
hankeringly to the track. 

" Y o u don' t mean to say," said Elmira, 
"that those cars will stay on a curved 
track like t h a t ? " 

" I thought they wouldn't either, but 
they will," he cried eagerly. " See ! " 

He wound up the locomotive and stood 
back regarding her in triumph as it rattled 
round the track. 

"Wel l , w e l l ! " said she heartily, "ain' t 
it wonderful what they get up nowadays ? 
That's better than the steamboat. Give 
me your coa t . " 

His gaze had gone back to the train 
again with tender admiration. He took 
off his coat mechanically. 

" Y o u r vest, too. Might as well patch 
up that moth-hole while I 'm about it. 
M y , m y ! Did you ever see anything so 
sassy as that eng ine?" 

She left the room and returned hastily 
with needle and thread. He had resumed 
his stooping position in the chair, intently 
following the train round and round. So 
intent was he that Elmira paused softly 
at the bureau, and locked the second 
drawer from the bottom and put the key 
in her pocket. Then she sat and pro
ceeded to sew on the button. 

When the train ran down he looked up 
with a start, seeming to remember that 
somebody else was in the room. His 
mild eyes rested upon Elmira sewing. 
They dwelt upon her with fond and sad 
reminiscence. 

She looked up at the same moment. 
Whereupon, although she had just fin
ished with the button, she snipped it off 
from the under side and began again, smil
ing at him affably. 

"I t ' s a shame that a real neat man like 
you should ever go round with a button 
off. Nobody gives you credit for having 
it in your pocket ." 

The man started and sighed. Then 
he switched his mind back from the past 
to the present. " W h a t about to-morrow 
morning ? " he asked with a timid swagger 
of audacity. 

"To-morrow morning?" returned El
mira thoughtfully. "I t ' s Wednesday, 
isn't i t ? " 

His gaze became colored with reproach. 
He seemed to have made up his mind for 
another revelation. He hunched back in 
his chair. " Y e s , " he said dully, " the 
twelfth." 

" I t was funny to say it was just 
Wednesday, wasn't i t? When I said I 
had something to tell you about it." 

" Funny ? " he repeated in the same flat 
voice. 

" I t struck me funny just then," ex
plained Elmira lamely. " T o be acting 
as if I was telling you something. I sup
pose you must have laid out as much as 
fifty dollars on these things." 

"Eighty-nine," corrected the man vig
orously. "That ' s a bang-up birthday, 
ain't i t? And I 've got eleven more dol
lars to spend." 

" W h e n are you going to do i t ? " 
" D o i t ? " he said with a quick, fright

ened air. " D o w h a t ? " 
"Spend it," said Elmira, as if she had 

not noticed the implication. 
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"Oh , this afternoon, I guess! It's ex
citing to wait until just the last moment 
and feel you'll never get done in t ime." 

Elmira took up the new clew eagerly. 
" I wonder then you didn't wait. Instead 
of spending most of your money before
hand." 

" But you don' t dare put it off so long. 
Because it isn't every time you find what 
you want. And that's exciting, too. 
Wondering if you will, or if everything's 
going to be spoiled this time." 

" W h a t is it you w a n t ? " 
" Y o u want the fathers and mothers 

together if you can get them. Sometimes 
with the kids and sometimes without 
them. When they haven't brought 'em 
along they talk to each other and say, 
' Don ' t you think Bill would like this ? ' or 
'That 's just the kind T o m told God about 
when he said his prayers the other night, 
don't you remember? ' But, of course, 
principally you want the kids, too. Y o u 
can't always have your rathers in this 
world, and as a general rule you can't get 
the fathers and kids at the same time. 
The fathers are at work. And if they 
come, then the mother is almost sure not 
to have brought the kid." 

"Wel l , what if she hasn't? 1" said El
mira. 

"Then they can't lend him to you, of 
course. And that's the main thing." 

"Lend h i m ? " 
" Y e s . T o pick out things for you to 

buy. That's the only way you can be 
sure to get just what he'd want." 

" H o w old is h e ? " said Elmira softly. 
"Seven." 
Her eyes kindled approvingly. " Y o u 

don't mean to say that all these things 
were picked out by seven-year-old kids 
that you bor rowed!" 

The man nodded eagerly. " I guess 
every kind of boy there is has had a finger 
in this pie." 

" H o w ' d you tell they were seven years 
o l d ? " asked Elmira breathlessly. 

"Oh , I asked 'em. Then, you can tell 
pretty well when you 've been watching 
them come along year after year. Say, 
you wouldn't guess how different they 
were last year. The things the}' wanted, I 
mean. And I suppose they won't want 
many of these things here when they're 
eight." He sighed. "But then I don' t 

have to bother about that. Still, I always 
hoped he'd get big enough to take into a 
regular sporting-goods place. T o y s are 
all right, but I always hoped he'd get old 
enough to want a Spalding Junior Pro
fessional horse-hide ball and a number 
50B bat and a catcher's mitt. It would 
have been fun to see him handle those." 

Elmira pretended to sew in silence for 
some time. She had given up snipping 
off the button and was only poking the 
needle in and out of the cloth. She felt 
foolish and mean sticking it in and pull
ing it back through the same hole. 

" W h e n are you going to give him the 
th ings?" she said at last. 

" W e generally," said the man very 
slowly and fondly, "used to arrange them 
about the bed the night before. That's 
the way we used to have them ourselves— 
his mother and I. Just woke up in the 
morning and found them there." 

"His m o t h e r ? " Elmira jabbed the 
needle viciously into the coat. She was 
really jabbing her own duplicity, for she 
knew perfectly well what his tone con
veyed. " I should think she would have 
wanted to help you with these." 

" I expect she would ," he said simply. 
"She died last spring." 

Elmira fumbled silently with the coat. 
"That ' s why I didn't feel like having 

you do any sewing for me. But it was 
very kind of you to offer. Have you fin
i shed?" 

Elmira gulped. She reached across the 
wooden fort and handed him the coat and 
vest. He put them on mechanically. She 
was trying to size it up. Even if his wife 
was dead, why should a neat, home-loving 
man, buying presents for his little boy, be 
fingering a revolver? 

"Wel l , when are you going to take him 
these?" she hazarded again. " I suppose, 
being all by yourself, y o u ain't trying to 
bring him up at h o m e ? " 

" He ? " said the man vacantly. " Who ?" 
" T h e b o y . " 
" Oh ! " The man puckered his mouth 

with pathetic drollery. "That ' s just 
make-believe. There ain't any b o y . " 

" Y o u mean to s a y ? " cried Elmira. 
" W e thought years ago—his mother 

and I—there was going to be one. But 
there never was. B y and by we pretended 
to get him presents just as if there had 
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been. It was his mother thought of that. 
But we didn't like to give him a birthday 
at first—that seemed too painful. So we 
gave him Christmas presents. It sort of 
came easier when everybody else was do
ing it. W e gave him one-year-old presents 
and two-year-old presents. Then, by that 
time we thought we wouldn't mind if we 
made it a birthday. Keeping just his 
birthday made him seem so much realer 
than keeping everybody's Christmas. And 
that year, she hit on the idea of borrow
ing a kid from some people standing next 
to us. She was always such a woman for 
ideas. W e ' d been edging up close as 
possible listening to the way they talked. 
And she said—you'd have died to hear 
her—she said: 'Excuse me, isn't that 
beautiful little b o y of yours three years 
o ld? Yes, I thought so. So is ours. 
Would y o u mind lending him to us? So 
that we can choose what he likes best and 
then we'll be sure.' And the two women 
laughed and the boy ' s mother told him to 
go with us. He came right to my wife. 
Children always would come to her, ex
cept the child that never came, you know. 
And we took turns holding him up while 
he picked out his presents. He wanted 
striped rubber dolls and things on sticks 
and fuzzy white poodles. He was a nice 
kid with a funny little way of sucking a 
hole in his left cheek. I guess next year 
he'll be wanting a real Spalding 50B bat 
and a cork-centre ball and a catcher's 
mitt." 

Elmira stepped over the fort and began 
to inspect the locomotive as if she were 
looking for dust. Finally she said: " D i d 
you give the kid the things he picked out ? " 

"Oh , no ! " cried the man, surprised at 
her question. " O h , no! Don ' t you see 
that his father and mother would have 
guessed that we were making believe ? Or 
they might have asked us about it. That 
would have been too painful. Besides, 
even if it was make-believe, it was really 
ourselves we were giving the things to, 
you know." 

"Where are t h e y ? " asked she. 
"Al l at the house." 
" W h a t ! All those six years of play

things no kid ever played w i t h ? " 
He inclined his head very slowly, as if 

he were spanning the years in one long 
reminiscence. 

" And all as fine as these ? " she gasped. 
"Oh , n o ! it's the going ones that cost 

and young children don't take to those 
particularly. Then, his mother and I 
never had so much money as I had this 
t ime." 

" H o w is t h a t ? " asked Elmira impul
sively. 

" I took it out of the savings-bank. The 
whole one hundred dollars. I—I don't 
suppose that I shall ever really need it 
now. That is, what money I shall need 
I 've made arrangements for ." 

Her eyes went involuntarily to the 
bureau-drawer, and her fingers closed 
on the key in her pocket. But the man 
was not looking. He was busy with his 
thoughts. 

" W e ' d been saving it up, his mother 
and I, because we knew presents would be 
getting more expensive as time went on. 
D o you know, I 've thought lately per
haps I was mighty selfish? Sometimes 
I 've thought she'd rather we pretended it 
was a girl. But having begun a boy we 
never thought of changing it. That is, his 
mother never spoke about it, and she was 
the one that had the ideas." 

Elmira wras still on her knees by the 
track. "What ' s going to become of the 
things—afterward ? " 

" O h , I don't know," he answered 
wearily. " A n d I don' t care. I 've had 
all the good out of them I can get. There 
isn't anybody that belongs to me for them 
to go to ." 

Elmira slowly took in the array of spick-
and-span toys. Her mind's eye travelled 
to the distant empty house. Somewhere 
out of its recesses a magnificent and 
lonely assemblage, undimmed by time and 
unbroken by handling, flashed like a vi
sion upon her. 

"Eighty-nine dollars' worth here and 
all the rest at h o m e ? " she cried incoher
ently. " And none of them ever used. It 
ain't—it ain't decent." 

" W h a t a in ' t ? " 
" N o t to use them ! And use them up. 

They were made to be used and used up. 
Did you ever hear of any seven-year-old 
kid having toys that he had when he was 
one and two and three and four and 
five and six? N o ; he'd played with them 
and banged them and broken them and 
mended them again until there just nat-
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urally 'wasn't any more of them." El
mira's eyes flickered energetically over 
his face and her voice was headlong with 
emotion. She had not seen her vision in 
vain. She packed it all into one glowing 
conclusion. " T o y s that ain't been played 
into bits haven't ever been anything at 
all. They haven't lived.'" 

But the man was apathetic, for all his 
surprise at her unlooked-for excitement. 
" X o , I suppose not. But then we bought 
them for a child that hadn't l ived." 

" A n d you don't care where they go to ? 
Or where anything goes to? " cried Elmira 
despairingly. 

" X'or where I go to , " said the man fin
ishing out her thought. 

Elmira put in a few moments of hard 
thinking. "What ' s the use," she said at 
last, " o f being so neat about the paper 
and boxes and strings if you don't expect 
to do them up aga in?" 

" There isn't any use. It's just like life 
itself. Y o u take all sorts of trouble be
cause it's your nature to or you think you 
ought to, and then it amounts to nothing 
after all." 

" W e l l , " said Elmira. " d o you know 
what this will amount to ? T w o men will 
come here and sling all these things to
gether slap-dash, and every thing will get 
lost and broken and mixed up in a dis
gusting way. I should think you 'd hate 
to think of that. A neat man like y o u . " 

He frowned thoughtfully. " W h y , I 
d o , " he owned. 

" A n d then." she went on more ener
getically, "after everything's been spoiled 
and they've been lying round for weeks, 
they'll be dumped into some asylum. And 
nothing will go to the right kids. And 
like as not, there'll only be enough left of 
them to aggravate any kid as gets 'em. 
This track will be one place and those cars 
another, and Lord knows if there'll be 
any insides to the engine. I should think 
you 'd hate to think of that. Picking 
them out so careful and liking to play with 
them the way you d o . " 

" Yes, I should," agreed the man. But 
he shook his head wearily. "Still, that's 
all they ever were, anyway. An aggrava
tion." 

Elmira ignored her momentary set
back. "I ' l l tell you what ain't decent 
about it. It's keeping things from being 

what they were meant to be and doing 
what they were meant to do. That ain't 
the act of a clean, neat man who wants 
everything in its right place. Y o u would 
see it fast enough if I was to take that 
steamboat out of the tub and wind it 
up and try to run it over the carpet. 
Wouldn ' t y o u ? " 

The man looked down at the carpet as 
if trying to construct the picture. He had 
begun to be interested. " I suppose any
body would know that wasn't the right 
way . " 

Elmira plucked the words out of his 
mouth in her eagerness. " I f they didn't 
you 'd want to show them the right way," 
she cried triumphantly. " A n d wouldn't 
you like to show real k i d s ? " 

She stopped electrified at the unex
pected goal she had reached. " W h y . 
why '." she gasped. 

He had vaguely caught her exaltation. 
" W h a t is i t ? " he cried tremulously. 

"Where do you l i v e ? " she exploded. 
" Here, in town ? " 

He jumped, both at her energy and at 
her irrelevance. " Y e s . " 

" W e l l , " she went on rapidly, "what do 
you think of this? Here's the proposi
tion. Y o u say you 've got eleven dollars 
left to spend to-night. Well, we'll have a 
party with it, ice-cream, cake, candy, 
candles—and kids.'" 

" A p a r t y ? " he echoed, bewildered. 
" Yes, at your house. Y o u pack up all 

these things and take them home and get 
out all the toys and buy the eats, and I'll 
furnish the kids. I 've got two myself to 
begin with. They're m y sister's and she's 
dead, and I put them out at a day nursery 
while I 'm here. They're one and two 
years old. Then will come the kid that 
gets the striped balls and the things on 
sticks and the fuzzy poodles. I know 
where I can borrow him. And I'll under
take to find the rest—a four-year-old, a 
five-year-old, a six-year-old, and this kid 
here." Elmira wanted room. She stepped 
over the fort excitedly and into the free 
passageway by the door where she could 
move back and forth without regard to 
her footing. In this narrow space she 
vibrated like a pendulum. " Say. here's a 
better proposition. It'll take you all day 
showing them how to use the things, and 
judging from the sailboat I'll have to 



Elmira and Four-Thirteen 759 

chip in some myself. I'll cut it to-mor
row and take a holiday. Instead of an 
evening party, we'll borrow them for all 
day long. So you 'd better get a turkey 
and we'll have dinner. I'll do the cook
ing. That's what's going to happen to
morrow morning." 

The man was moving his head to and 
fro, following her quick motion with a 
startled and fluttering gaze. He seemed 
hypnotized. 

"Bu t — but — " he protested, point-
lessly. 

"Oh, come on, Four-Thirteen! What 
do you say ? " 

" I—I said I 'd never go into that empty 
house again," he stammered feebly, but 
he said it as one putting forth an objec
tion which he hopes will be immediately 
demolished. 

She did not disappoint him. "It 's go
ing to take you quite some while to pack 
up these things. Finding the right boxes 
and papers and strings—a neat man like 
you. And then you 've got to take a nap, 
for there'll be plenty of work later. A 
nap inside the bed. When I finish here, 
it will take me the rest of the afternoon 
to collect the five kids for to-morrow. 
There's cartloads of them where I live,but 
this ain't any hit-or-miss job . Then I'll 
g;t my sister's two from the nursery and 
come back, and you can pile the three of 
us and the packages into an automobile 
and take us up there. Don ' t you see? 
I'll guarantee there won't be anything 
empty about that house inside of two 
minutes." 

He stared at her rapturously. The tears 

were running down his cheeks. With dif
ficulty he was keeping up with this daz
zling programme so vigorously unrolled 
before him. 

"And then?" he said. 
"Then I'll look over the house and see 

what's wanted. And you'll go out and 
get my two kids some bread and milk and 
we'll give them their supper and put them 
to sleep, and then we'll go out and do the 
marketing for to-morrow. I wouldn't 
trust you alone even if you are neat, see
ing it's to be a whole dinner." 

" A n d then?" he said tremulously. 
"Then I'll take the kids and go home. 

And come back early with the whole 
seven of them and we'll have the party." 

" I—I shouldn't like to wake up in that 
empty house on his birthday—all by my
self," he entreated. " I ' d rather wfake up 
here—or anywhere. And there ain't any 
use disturbing the kids, is there ? Right 
after they've got to sleep. Everything 
is just as—just as it was left. And there's 
room enough." 

"Al l right," said Elmira. "Fix it the 
way you want it." 

" A n d perhaps—" he went on timidly 
with a coaxing smile. "Perhaps you 'd 
put the biggest kid to sleep in my bed." 

" Y e s , perhaps I might," said Elmira. 
"But , Four-Thirteen," she added warn-
ingly, "he kicks something awful." 

" H e does !" cried Four-Thirteen with a 
squeal of delight. " The little tyke ! Oh! 
I 'd better get him a 50B bat and a horse-
hide ball and a catcher's mitt right off this 
afternoon. Next year we can get him 
something else." 

VOL. L V I . — 7 7 



I H E S T A N D A R D - B E A R E R 
( S I R E D W A R D V E R N E Y O F C R O Y D O N ) 

By Henry van Dyke 

I 

" H o w can I tell," Sir Edward said, 
" W h o has the right or the wrong o ' this thing? 
Cromwell stands for the people's cause, 
Charles is crowned by the ancient laws; 

English meadows are sopping red, 
Englishmen striking each other dead,— 

Times are black as a raven's wing. 
Out of the ruck and the mirk I see 

Only one thing! 
The King has trusted his banner to me, 

And I must light for the King." 

II 
Into the thick of the Edgehill tight 

Sir Edward rode with a shout; and the ring 
Of grim-faced, hard-hitting Parliament men 
Swallowed him up,—it was one against ten! 

He fought for the standard with all his might. 
Never again did he come to sight,— 

Victor, hid by the raven's wing! 
After the battle had passed we found 

Only one thing,— 
The hand of Sir Edward gripped around 

The banner-staff of his King. 
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( ) M M I R A N D Y 

By Armis tead C. G o r d o n 
A u t h o r uf " .Mrtje," e t c . 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY WALTER DIGGS 

10UNG Mars' Jeems sat in 
his easy chair in the little 
l i b r a r y . His knees were 
crossed, and at times he ran 
his left hand n e r v o u s l y 
through his straggly gray 

imperial. His gold-rimmed spectacles 
were set above his nose, and the weekly 
paper from his home count}' la}' across 
the arm of the chair. He looked at Om
mirandy over his specs. There was some
thing in the scent of the summer roses 
outside near theopen window that brought 
back to his memory, even more vividly 
than did the newspaper, those other days 
at Kingsmill. 

Young Mars' Jeems's interest in the old 
woman's remarks was casual. A para
graph in the paper he had just laid down, 
or the odor of the late summer blossoms, 
or both, had fetched to him with a sudden 
pang that seemed to stop his heart-beats 
for a moment and to stifle his breath, tin-
consciousness, that he would never again 
behold the home of his fathers as its pos
sessor. His mind, in repeated lapses of at
tention to Ommirandy's monologue, had 
been for half an hour back there on the 
river. In the hill-heart of this new high 
countrv he had come somehow to miss 
with an indefinable and poignant longing 
the broad expanse of river-water; and the 
radiant atmosphere of the western hills, 
lacking the bay-breezes, seemed almost 
oppressive on this pellucid August morn
ing. 

Ommirandy paused for a moment in 
her search for late summer spiders in the 
room where young Mars' Jeems was sit
ting. Her weapon of extermination was a 
short-handled broom. 

" I ain't see yit how come you don't 
wanter go back down dar', young Mars' 
Jeeins," said Ommirandy. 

" I wish 1 could go, Mirandy," he said, 
and sighed. 
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"Wel l den, ye kin g o , " commented the 
old woman, brushing an invisible cobweb 
from an immaculate corner. 

" N o , I 've got to try and get used to 
staying up here and being away from the 
old place." 

Again his thin fingers nervously ca
ressed the thin imperial. 

Ommirandy looked at him, and fancied 
that she could see a great weariness be
hind the glasses of the gold-bowed spec
tacles. She made a jab at the corner near
est her with the broom. 

" I don't see why ye won't go back ter 
yer own home," she said with a touch of 
asperity in her voice. 

" It's not my home any more, Mirandy. 
It's stack It belongs to somebody else 
now, you know." 

" D a r ain't no use tellin' me nothin' 
like dat," said the old woman emphat
ically. " I done heerd ye come over dat 
befo'. Dem folks ain't got no right fur 
ter take it away from ye. Y o u know dey 
ain't. Ain't it done been in de fambly 
hunnerds o ' years? Dat 's plum' foolish
ness, young Mars' Jeems. Who dey, any
how, fur ter perten' ter take dat p lace?" 

The question was full of righteous in
dignation. Young Mars' Jeems again 
smiled the tired smile, and uncrossed his 
legs. The county newspaper fell un
heeded to the floor. 

" I hope the weather'll be good, Mi
randy, so that you can get down there 
without any rain," he said kindly, glan r 

cing in the direction of the maple-tree. 
Ommirandy went to the open window, 

and looking out, sniffed the ozonic morn
ing air. 

" L'mph ! " she grunted. 
" H o w is the weather?" he asked, ap

parently oblivious of the sunshine that 
was streaming into the room. 

" 'Fo ' Gord," said the old woman as she 
turned and struck an imaginary spider 
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on the wall with a vicious whack, " ' fo ' 
Gord, young Mars' Jeems, I dunno noth-
in' 'bout it." 

"Wel l , why don't you know about i t ? " 
he queried with a show of interest. 

She looked at him severely. 
" Y o u n g Mars' Jeems, you done fur-

got ," she replied. "Ain ' t you done read 
ter me out'n de paper evvy day what de 
weather gwi ' be? Dey done 'mancipate 
de almanac dese days, like dey 'manci
pate some o ' dese here niggers; an' now 
de newspapers is done got it. 'Fo ' Gord, 
young Mars' Jeems, I useter know all 
about dat weather, but sence dem folks 
in Washin'ton is tuk hold on it, an' put it 
in de paper, I done gin it up. I dunno 
nothin' 'bout no weather no mo' . Nor, 
sir." 

T o the unaccustomed, who lived beyond 
the pale of young Mars' Jeems's house
hold, Ommirandy's appearance seemed 
grotesque. Her taste in costume was of a 
primitive character that was bizarre, and 
verged on the barbaric. It expressed 
itself in extraordinary turbans of large 
dimensions and vivid colors, and in cor
responding raiment of varied and im
pressive peculiarities. Her huge head-
kerchiefs from day to day ran a gamut 
from yellow to red and from red to purple 
and from purple in turn to blue. These 
original hues were in her regard a badge of 
ancestry. Realizing from association the 
importance of pedigrees, she claimed de
scent from an African king, who was sup
posed to have worn the rainbow as the 
mark of his high office, and who had in his 
time come across the ocean in a slave-
ship from the Guinea coast to serve young 
Mars' Jean- ' - trreat-grandfathcr. Om
mirandy's skirts were usually of bright 
patterns of a large and loud kind; and her 
aprons were checked; while the capes she 
wore were always immaculately white as a 
token of habitual contact with the race to 
which her forebears had been inevitably 
attached for generations. 

In the days of her youth Ommirandy 
had received the classical name of Mi
randa. She had learned at a later date 
that it meant "wonderful," and she had 
so borne herself in life as to approve the 
appellation. The degeneracy of what she 
called her "enti t le" into " O m m i r a n d y " 
had come about through the careless 
transformation in the daily walk and con

versation of her associates, white and 
black, of the prefix which, in common 
with the women of her race, became hers 
when she had grown up and got married. 
There was a natural amalgamation of the 
labial letters of prefix and name thrown 
together; and "Aun t Miranda," under 
the influence of what is still known as 
"the broad A " — a potent and unfailing 
shibboleth at Kingsmill—degenerated in 
the mouths of both races by a perfectly 
natural process into the more melodious 
" Ommirandy." 

She had children and grandchildren in 
the neighborhood of the old house on the 
river, some of whom were sufficiently 
well-to-do to have cared for her in her 
declining years. But the mere suggestion 
from Simon, her eldest son, that she should 
forsake her "white folks" and live with 
him, when young Mars' Jeems moved 
away from Kingsmill, had stirred all the 
antagonism of her passionate nature. 

"Simon ain't never had no sense, no
how. He done got along in de worl' 
'count o ' bein' born wid a caul. 'Tain't 
no sense o ' Simon's what got him dat 
house an' little patch o ' groun'. Simon 
mean all right, an' I reck'n he want me. 
But you wants me, too, young Mars' 
Jeems." 

Young Mars' Jeems had remonstrated 
with Ommirandy upon her declination to 
stay with her children. 

" I ' m poor, now, Mirandy. and I can't 
pay you wages. I 've got to take care of 
your mistress and of William, and I have 
got very little to do it with." 

" Mistis all de time sick, an' she got ter 
have me to look arfter her, an' fetch her 
water 'n' things " 

Then with passionate assertion she had 
broken out: 

" Y o u n g Mars' Jeems, I nussed you at 
dis withered breas', you an' my nigger 
baby, Simon, tergether. I loves Simon, 
but I loves you, too, my young marster. 
Y o u needs me, an' I ain't gwineter quit 
ye. I gwi' go wid you an' mistis like dat 
gal in de corn-fiel' say in de Good Book. 
You-all 's folks is my folks; an' whar 
you-all's a-gwine, dar's whar Mirandy's 
a-gwine along wid ye . " 

And young Mars ' Jeems had said to her 
in his kindest voice: 

" Y o u ' r e an old fool, Mirandv." 
Now, after six months' absence from 
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Kingsmill, Ommirandy had announced to 
young Mars' Jeems that she was going 
back home, if young Mars' Jeems would 
kindly permit her to go. 

" I jes' gwine back down dar fur a little 
while ter see Simon an' de chillun, ef you 
don't mine," she said. 

In her proffer of the recjuest young 
Mars' Jeems recognized the expression 
of her unvarying attitude toward the 
emancipation which the long-ended war 
had brought her. The fact that all the 
other negroes in the country were free 
made no difference to Ommirandy. She 
positively and persistently refused to rec
ognize her own freedom; and she fre
quently and volubly denied the right of 
any power or principality to set free any 
of the slaves on the Kingsmill plantation, 
whatever fate might befall other slaves on 
other plantations less fortunate in their 
masters than it had been. 

" N o use ter talk ter me 'bout no free
dom," she said. " Young Mars' Jeems he 
boun' ter have niggers. You-all knows 
dat. Ain't old mars' and all de white 
folks at Kingsmill done had 'em fur hun-
nerds o' years? How dey gwi' git along 
widou t ' em? Dey jes 'can ' t . You-all kin 
carry on wid what you calls freedom, ef 
you wants ter. But I ain't a-gwine ter. 
All o' you b'longs ter young Mars' Jeems, 
anyhow, jes' like ye always is, 'scusin' 
you ain't got no sense, an' he don't 
want ye . " 

The culmination of life's woes had 
seemed to the old woman to be reached 
in the sale of the "great house" and its 
fertile fields. With unwilling eyes and 
defiant heart she had seen by degrees the 
immemorial timber cut from the uplands 
and sold to make daily bread. She had 
witnessed the falling of the fences, and the 
growth of broom-sedge and bushes in the 
uncultivated river-bottoms. And when 
the day of the sale came she sat in sack
cloth and ashes. 

What could an Ohio manufacturer, 
millionaire though he be, know of this 
mighty mansion haunted with ineffable 
memories ? Colonial governors had dwelt 
in it when the palace at Williamsburg was 
burned. Grandees in powdered periwig, 
ladies with patch on chin, had thronged 
its ancient halls in bygone yrears. Love 
and hope and aspiration had dwelt in 
it through the generations of its line. 

Death itself had seemed restful and reas
suring there. 

What might the new-rich care for the 
wainscoted and rosewood-panelled rooms, 
the carved mantelpieces of Italian mar
ble, the mahogany doors, the noble por
traits of those who had lived there and 
departed? 

" D e buzzard done got in de eagle's 
nes'," she muttered, when the auctioneer's 
voice had ceased its crying. 

T w o months before Ommirandy asked 
and received permission to visit Simon 
she had suddenly and unexpectedly fired 
a question at young Mars' Jeems, which 
he had already propounded to himself 
very often since the family had left 
Kingsmill, and which still remained un
answered. 

" I s Little Mr. William gwine ter col
lege in de fall ? " she had queried, standing 
before him, broom in hand, in all the dig-
nit}- of her five feet four, with her red 
cotton bandanna tied about her head and 
her big gold-hooped earrings, that she had 
worn from a time whereof the memory of 
no one of the household ran to the con
trary, dangilng from her huge ears. 

Young Mars' Jeems had laid down his 
country newspaper, and had looked at 
the grim and deeply lined face with an odd 
sense of amusement. It occurred to him 
that if Ommirandy could be cut off at the 
neck, and her curiously shaped torso and 
limbs clad in the linsey-woolsey dress and 
the expansive checked apron thus elimi
nated from view, her head and face might 
be used by an artist as a perfect model for 
one of Morgan's pirates at the sack of 
Portobello. 

" I 'm not certain whether I can get the 
money, Mirandy," he had replied, with a 
pang at his heart. Little Mr. William 
was the hope of his declining years, and 
he had been repeatedly possessed of a 
dread that the father's later poverty 
might leave the sturdy son with an undue 
handicap in the race of life. 

" I t takes right smart fur ter send a 
boy ter Williamsbu'g dese days, don't it, 
young Mars J eems?" Ommirandy had 
queried anxiously; and he had answered, 
with a sigh, that it did. 

" How much ? " persisted the old woman 
huskily; and he had noticed that she 
seemed to be laboring under some strongly 
repressed emotion. 



Ommirandy 767 

"Oh , I suppose he could make it on 
three or four hundred dollars a year down 
there! He's a careful b o y . " 

He drummed on the arm of his chair 
with his thin fingers. 

"Um-huh," responded Ommirandy con
templatively. 

" I ' v e got the last bond on Kingsmill 
still. I might sell that on a pinch," he 
said. 

"Ain ' t dat what you done put by fur 
mistis an' him ter live on, arfter you an' 
me done g o n e ? " she demanded. 

" Yes , " he answered, smiling at her per
sistence. 

" D e n you ain't gwi ' tetch it," she had 
said grimly, and waddled out of the room 
muttering to herself as she went. 

" Nor, sir. No t mo'n two ur three days. 
I don't wanter stay away long," Ommi
randy assured young Alars' Jeems, when 
he acquiesced in her plan to visit Simon. 
"Simon, he gittin' ole. He jes' y o ' age, 
but he heap wuss off'n you is. He las' 
letter his younges' gal, what goes ter de 
free school, writ up here, say Simon suf-
f'rin' wid pain in de head and mizry in de 
back. Mistis, she read me de letter. I 
gotter go down dar an' see 'bout my son, 
Simon." 

" D o you think you can get home all 
r ight?" queried young Mars ' Jeems. 
" It's a long time since you did any travel
ling by yourself, Mirandy." 

" I ain't affeard," she answered con
fidently. "Dar ' s lots o ' white gennul-
mens all over dis here State yit, jes' like 
you is, dat'll look arfter de ole-time nigger 
mammy ef she gits herse'f inter trouble. 
Dey didn' all git killed off in de war. I'll 
be dar all right. W h o gwi' bother me, 
a n y h o w ? " 

In the twilight of the long August day, 
when dusk was slipping into dark, Lucille, 
aged ten, the only daughter of the new-
owner of Kingsmill, parted the curtains 
and entered the great room that in by
gone generations had been the reception-
room of the old house, and later had been 
the library. 

Lucille, aged ten, had the lively imag
ination often incident to these years of 
a tenderly raised and precocious child of 
indulgent parents. She was familiar with 
fairies and hobgoblins, not to say demons 

VOL. L V L — 7 8 

and gnomes, of which she had read in her 
story-books, and had dreamed in the al
ways enforced intellectual solitude of an 
only child. She had all her life been sure 
that she would like to see a fairy. About 
hobgoblins and gnomes she was by no 
means so certain; and as for demons, she 
was positive that to meet one would ter
rify her. A leprechawn, the little green 
Irish fairy, who dances with his fellows in 
the tiny rings in the moonlight, and who 
will tell you where to find a pot of gold if 
you catch and hold him, had always pos
sessed an irresistible charm for Lucille; 
but she had sometimes wondered whether, 
having had the good luck to grasp one, 
she could hold on to him until he betrayed 
his wonderful secret. " H e might be 
slippery, like a fishing-worm or an eel, 
and it would be terrible for him to get 
away without telling." 

Her parents had gone for a ride in the 
new automobile. She had declined to ac
company them, because she wanted to 
roam all over the house in the twilight 
and be by herself, and imagine all kinds 
of creepy things, and dream and think. 
She was not afraid, for she knew that the 
servants were in the outhouse and within 
call; and it filled her with a subtle sense of 
excitement and adventure to feel that she 
was all alone in the great mansion that 
was so very, very old and whose history 
was thronged with so many eerie stories. 

Lucille's father had bought the place 
something more than six months before, 
and had fitted it up for a summer home. 
This was Lucille's first visit. 

As she came into the great high-ceil-
inged room she suddenly felt cold chills 
crawling up her spine to see a dimly out
lined figure stir in the semidarkness, at 
a spot where there was a cupboard that 
was a kind of desk let into the wall near 
the upper east window. It had been for 
generations a receptacle of family docu
ments, and Lucille knew that it was as 
old as the house itself and felt that if any 
place in the ancient mansion was haunted 
it must be this. 

A whole horde of images from the pages 
of her story-books thronged at once, pell-
mell, through her small, excited brain. 
The dusk was suddenly oppressive to her 
in the presence of this strange and unex
pected apparition. 
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Darkness is the mother of imagination 
and fear; and Lucille felt with her fingers 
beyond the folds of the portiere for what 
the living love and the dying ask for; 
and, pressing the electric-light button, she 
flooded the stately room with light. 

" What dat ? " came in a harsh and sud
den voice from the spot where Lucille had 
discerned the moving shape in the dim, 
uncertain twilight. 

Lucille looked and saw a startling fig
ure. Its face was unusually large and was 
colored like a copper cent. It wore a red 
bandanna handkerchief knotted about the 
head, and glittering gold hoops were sus
pended from its huge ears. The appari
tion seemed squatty, and its dress was 
bunched at the waist line. Over the skirt 
was a big checked apron that almost 
hid it from view. The strange and sudden 
vision seemed to the little girl shapeless 
and grotesque and unsymmetrical. It was 
almost as broad as it was tall, and the 
long apron-strings of the great checked 
apron seemed to cut into its middle like a 
stout cord tied tightly about a meal-sack. 

"Wha t dat, I s a y ? " it again asked in a 
louder and fiercer tone; and Lucille, in 
terror, with cold chills creeping up her 
small back, and with shaking knees, im
agined that the thing's eyes blazed. 
This was certainly not a fairv. It was 
too big for a leprechawn, and was not the 
right color. She hoped that it wasn't a 
demon—though she was rather inclined 
to surmise that it might be. For a sec
ond, under the swift spell of this idea, she 
was on the point of turning off the elec
tric light. Then it occurred to her that 
it would be dreadful beyond anything in 
the range of her imagination to be alone 
in this great, big house, in the dark, with 
a demon I 

" U g h ! " she shuddered. 
But being naturally courageous, she 

quickly recovered herself, with the set
tled conviction that the strange visitor 
had all the characteristics and peculiar
ities of a gnome. She boldly made up 
her mind that she would not run away 
shrieking, and that she would not turn 
off the light, but would face the intruder, 
whatever it might be. 

So she stood looking at her grotesque 
visitor with a blanched face and a heart 
thumping so loudly that she thought the 
gnome must surely hear it. 

She replied to its question with another: 
' ' W h o are y o u ? " 
"Nummine , little gell, who I is," came 

the gruff answer. " Y o u tell me how you 
make dat light here in dis here room." 

" O h ! " answered Lucille. "Tha t is the 
electric light. Y o u touch a button." 

She touched the button, and the place 
was once more in semidarkness. 

"Put it back," growled the gnome; " I 
gotter look at y e . " 

On went the light again, and the gnome 
looked at her. 

" Who done dat? " it queried, in a voice 
that was one of reprobation. " I t nuvver 
used ter be here. D e y useter be wax 
can'les in de silver sconches, an' de taller 
dips arfterwards." 

" M y father," replied Lucille, restored 
to confidence b y the gnome's allusion to 
former everyday things. "This is his 
house, you know. He bought it not quite 
a year ago, and fixed it up, and my mother 
and I came down last week to see it. It 
was an awful old rattletrap when he 
bought it, without anything in it. Now 
it has electric lights and gas and hot and 
cold water and " 

Lucille's heart jumped to her mouth as 
a sound came from the gnome's throat 
like the growl of some mad animal. 

" O h ! " exclaimed Lucille. 
"Lit t le gell," responded the apparition 

in a voice that was so alarming in its deep 
guttural tones as to make Lucille wrap 
the portieres about her, and survey the 
intruder from their folds with only her 
wide-eyed and startled small face showing. 
"Litt le gell, don't you know you's tellin' 
me a l i e ? " 

The accusation took Lucille's breath 
away. 

" A l i e ? " she faltered. 
" D o n ' t you know dat dis here place 

don't b'long ter y o ' pa ? Don ' t you know 
dat dis here place warn't no ramshackle 
place when y o ' pa come here? Don' t 
you know dat y o ' pa ain't got money 
enough ter buy dis here place? Don' t 
you know " 

"Oh , my father is a very rich man, 
gnome," protested Lucille eagerly. " Y o u 
don't know him. M y mother says he's a 
regular Aladdin with the wonderful lamp 
and that he can buy anything he wants." 

" D o n ' t ye call me no names, little 
gell," the old woman said with a softened 
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voice. Some vague memory had been 
conjured up with the child's speech of 
Aladdin and the lamp. " Y o u jes' lissen 
ter me. Dar ain't money enough in all 
de worl' fur ter buy dis here house f 'om 
dem what it belongs ter." 

The intruder advanced toward the mid
dle of the room in her eagerness to vin
dicate the rights of the mansion's former 
occupants. 

" D i s here place belongs ter my white 
folks. E v v y b o d y knows dat. It done 
b'long ter 'm fur hunnerds o ' years. 
Evvything inside dis house, an' evvy-
thing outside dis house, f 'om de ha'th-
stone ter de gravestone, b'longs ter 'm. 
We was all born here, an' we is all buried 
here." 

She waved her hand toward one of the 
windows. 

Lucille could feel her pig-tail growing 
stiff and her bang standing straight out. 

" I t isn't a gnome. It's a ghos t ! " she 
murmured. 

" W a r an' freedom," continued the 
visitor, with the light streaming about 
her and accentuating her grotesqueness, 
" W a r an' freedom, an' all o ' de things 
dat is done happened, can't take dis here 
place away f 'om we-all. It 's our'n. Mis ' 
an' ole mars' an' all de generations dat's 
dead out dar inde buryin'-groun' at Christ 
Church—de ole ones wid de high marble 
tombstones over 'em, an' dem dat come 
later wid nothin' but de green grass grow-
in' atop of 'em—dis here place belongs 
ter dem an' we-all, I tell ye, jes ' as much 
as dat groun' dey rests in." 

This funereal discourse was producing 
an unpleasant effect on Lucille. Her inter
locutor had seemed much more agreeable 
as a gnome than as a ghost. 

" M a y b e y o ' pa thinks it's his'n. But 
he gwi' fine ou t ! He gwi' fine o u t ! " con
cluded the apparition. 

The gold-hooped earrings in the ele
phantine ears moved mightily with the 
ghost's ominous shaking of its turbaned 
head. 

"Didn ' t my father pay for i t ? " queried 
Lucille with anxious voice and quivering 
lip. 

The assurance of her visitor's vigorous 
assertion had so moved her that momen
tarily she found herself doubting if every
thing could be as she had thought, and 
whether, after all, she and her father and 

mother might not be interlopers within 
sacred precincts that belonged to others. 

" P a y fur i t ? " responded the visitor on 
a high key. " P a y fur i t? Ain't I done 
tole ye dar ain't gole enuf, nur silber enuf, 
nur yit paper money nur greenbacks enuf 
in de whole worl' fur ter pay fur it. Tell 
me dat? Ain't I done tole y e ? " 

Lucille, with bated breath, maintained 
a profound silence. 

" D i s here house, dese here lan's, dese 
here ribber low groun's, dese here vvocds 
an' fiel's—pay fur dem ? Why, he can't 
pay fur ' em! An ' all dis here new stuff 
what you-all is done put in here—t'arin' 
de place up an' sp'ilin' of it—carpets, 
curtains, cheers, pictur's, dat 'ar light ye 
jes' made—don't none of 'em b'long ter 
you-all." 

Lucille was conscious of a growing 
sense of guiltiness in being included in the 
category of the accused. But her belief in 
her parents' rectitude conquered her tem
porary fears. She plucked up courage, 
and determined to have it out with this 
odd accuser. Dropping the folds of the 
curtains, she emerged in all the beauty 
and charm of her eager face and gold 
hair and white dress, and advanced to
ward the visitor. The light shone about 
her and the old woman regarded her with 
a swift and tender memory of another 
child that she had seen there in that room 
many years before. 

" W h o do you think they all belong 
to n o w ? " asked Lucille audaciously. 
" Houses and fields and furniture and pic
tures can't belong to dead people." 

" D o n ' t ye know, ch i l e?" replied Om
mirandy, mollified by the nearer sight of 
her beauty and artlessness. "Ain ' t dey 
done tole ye ? Dis here place an' all dat's 
on it—ain't dey done tole y e ? " 

" N o , " said Lucille, standing before her. 
" T e r young Mars ' Jeems," replied her 

visitor. " A n ' de Lord knows I wish he 
could see you dis blessed minute!" 

" I never heard of young Mars' Jeems," 
commented Lucille. " D o e s he look like 
y o u ? " 

A smile flashed across the buccaneer 
features of the old woman, and culmi
nated in a quick burst of laughter. 

" N o w lissen at dat, will y e ? D o young 
Mars ' Jeems look lak m e ? " 

The laugh waned into a chuckle, but 
the grim smile remained. 
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" A n d who are y o u ? " persisted Lucille, 
recurring to her first question. 

"Ommirandy," replied the gnome. " I 
b'long ter young Mars ' Jeems, jes' like 
dis here house an' groun's an' ev'ything. 
W e was all born here tergether, and we's 
all gwine ter be buried here tergether. 
'Ca'se it's our'n." 

While Lucille was puzzling her small 
brain to understand how Ommirandy 
could belong to any one—even to young 
Mars' Jeems—as houses and grounds 
might belong to people, the old woman 
regarded her with a look that made her 
rugged features seem almost benevolent. 

" U m - h u h ! " she said. " I t done come 
ter me. I knows what you is, little gell I" 

" W h a t ? " asked Lucille, wondering. 
" A section," said Ommirandy. 
" A w h a t ? " ejaculated Lucille, liking 

the kindly look on the dark face, but still 
more puzzled than before by the appella
tion. 

" A section, I say, honey. A section. 
Little Mr. William he's a section, too . " 

The honk of an automobile was heard 
in the distance. 

"Put out de light, chile. Put it out. 
I kin git out by de side do ' . I done been 
dat way many o ' times." 

As the automobile stopped at the gate, 
Lucille's parents wondered at seeing the 
library windows suddenly grow dark. 

" G w i ' do what? Y o u say dey is? 
Take me back down dar fur ter stan' a 
trial? Young Mars' Jeems, since when is 
you heerd de likes o ' d a t ? " 

It was ten days after Ommirandy had 
returned from her visit to Kingsmill, 
where for all Lucille's pleasant memories 
of her, she had left in the mind of Lu
cille's father a dark suspicion that had 
grown at last into such assurance as 
seemed to justify the harsh step he had 
taken. The officer of the law had come 
for her. She went with him, scornful and 
indifferent; and young Mars ' Jeems went, 
too, perplexed and anxious. 

The day of the old woman's trial was in 
late September. 

Ommirandy sat inside the bar of the 
little county court-house that had been 
built in colonial times, and was now hard
ly large enough to hold the crowds that 
gathered in it on county-court days. The 

clerk, a one-armed soldier, with pinned-up 
sleeve, had just come in from the still 
tinier clerk's office in the yard, with his 
deputy following him, bearing the big 
order book of the court—one of a series 
the earlier volumes of which went back to 
the first half of the seventeenth century. 

The old woman was apparently the 
most indifferent person in the gathering 
to what was going on. She had seen the 
white-haired judge ascend the bench, and 
had recognized him as a visitor of bygone 
times at Kingsmill; and she had heard the 
sheriff proclaim, " O y e z ! oyez ! " and then 
call the veniremen at the door with old-
fashioned and vociferous iteration. But 
her demeanor was not that of one charged 
with a crime. Her gaze wandered from 
the stern features of his honor on the 
bench to the various portraits of the coun
ty's local grandees that hung on the walls 
of the court-room. She was endeavor
ing to discern in some one or more of 
the pictured countenances of these dead 
local magnates a possible likeness to any 
of her white folks. It could not be that 
from this pantheon of the county's de
parted great men the faces of all the men 
of Kingsmill were absent; and she was re
lieved at last to discover two pictures the 
originals of which, she now recalled, once 
hung on the panelled walls of the old 
mansion, and had been since carried to 
the little Piedmontese home at the foot 
of the Blue Ridge. 

Her case was called, and as the jury 
was chosen she watched the jurymen enter 
the box, one after another, at first with 
a vague and detached curiosity and then 
with a livelier show of interest. As each 
took the oath at the clerk's desk and 
went to his seat, her face kindled. Eight 
of the sixteen were familiar figures, con
temporaries and friends of young Mars' 
Jeems, who sat beside her in the bar. She 
could remember these as having fre
quently been at Kingsmill, and of several 
she knew the names. 

When her lawyer whispered to young 
Mars' Jeems that the prosecution had the 
privilege of striking off two of the names 
from the list of sixteen veniremen, and the 
defence also of striking off two, she had 
overheard him and had said audibly: 

" M a r k off two o ' dem boys, young 
Mars ' Jeems; I want dem ole men dat 
knows me fur ter try me ." 
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The attorney took her advice. 
She stood up in response to the demand 

of the clerk, who read the indictment, to 
which she listened attentively. 

" H o w say y o u ? Are you guilty of the 
felony with which you stand indicted, or 
not g u i l t y ? " concluded the legal func
tionary. 

" Say ' Not guilty,' " directed her lawyer 
in a staccato whisper. 

The room was crowded; the negroes 
in the little gallery listened with bated 
breath. 

" I knows what ter say widoiit y o ' tell-
in' me," said Ommirandy. " I ain't done 
nothin'." 

Then she addressed the court, while a 
subdued laugh went around the audience 
in the court-room. 

" I ain't guilty o ' nothin', jedge, 'scusin' 
standin' by young Mars' Jeems an' my 
white folks. Ef dat's a felumy, ur what-
somedever dat man calls it, you kin start 
me ter Richmon' right here an' now. 
Dar ain't no penitench' dat's uvver gwine 
ter make Mirandy furgit dem." 

The smothered laughter ceased, and 
the judge looked at the accused with an 
unaccustomed interest. 

"Sit down, old woman," whispered her 
counsel. " I t ' s all right. The clerk will 
enter a plea of ' N o t guilty,' if your honor 
please." 

He had seen the gray-haired juryman 
nearest the witness-chair take out his 
handkerchief and blow his nose violently. 
Two or three others, also gray-headed, 
had smiled sympathetically at her plea, 
and one of them had nudged his neighbor 
and whispered something to him. 

Young Mars ' Jeems leaned over and 
patted Ommirandy on the shoulder. 

A negro in the gallery said audibly, 
" C o m e along ! " and the sheriff picked up 
the iron poker lying by the empty stove 
and banged on the stove with emphasis. 

"Walk light up thar an' keep quie t !" 
he called, glowering in the direction from 
which the voice had come. " E f anybody 
chirps up thar agin, I'll put all o ' you 
niggers out o ' the cote- 'ouse!" 

A dead silence followed the admoni
tion. 

"Call the commonwealth's witnesses," 
said the judge, and the sheriff made way 
through the crowd for Lucille's father, 
who entered holding Lucille's hand, fol

lowed by Ommirandy's son, Simon, who 
wore a hard and gloomy face. 

Ommirandy regarded the new owner 
of Kingsmill with indifference, and his 
daughter with a lingering look of admira
tion. But when she saw her bent and 
care-worn son hobble toward the clerk's 
desk and stand waiting his turn to be 
sworn, she was startled. 

" Y o u n g Mars ' Jeems, what dey got 
dat boy here fu r?" she queried in a voice 
that was audible through the room. 

Young Mars' Jeems wondered, too, but 
he only shook his head in reply to the 
question. 

After the oath had been administered 
to the three witnesses, Lucille and Simon 
were sent out of the court-room in re
sponse to the judge's direction that the 
witnesses should be separated. Then his 
honor asked that the witnesses for the de
fence should be sworn, and directed that 
they also then retire. 

Ommirandy arose at the request and 
before her lawyer could stop her an
nounced : 

" I ain't got none, jedge; I don't need 
no witnesses." 

" I f your honor please," said the attor
ney for the defence, "our only witnesses 
will be the prisoner, and certain others as 
to character." 

The court said that the witnesses as to 
character might remain in the room, and 
the deputy clerk walked between the jury 
and Ommirandy, who stood up again to 
"kiss the book . " 

The new owner of Kingsmill was the 
first witness for the prosecution. His tes
timony was brief. He had recently come 
to the county to live. He had bought the 
old place on the river that belonged to 
young Mars' Jeems, and had recently 
brought his wife and daughter there from 
his home in Ohio for a visit. He had re
tired from business, and had purchased 
the plantation with a view to settling 
there and stocking it, and raising fine 
horses. He liked horses, and the first pur
chase he had made, two days before he 
had bought the place at auction, was a 
pair of carriage-horses that belonged to 
the owner of Kingsmill. He had given 
young Mars ' Jeems three hundred and 
fifty dollars for the horses. He had bought 
a number of others since. 

Young Mars' Jeems was listening in-
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tently. His memory about many things 
in those last days at Kingsmill was misty, 
but he remembered the sale of the horses. 

The witness continued. He had made 
many changes in the house and about the 
plantation. He had put in hot and cold 
water in the mansion and he had in
stalled an electric-light plant; and he had 
gone about the countryside and bought 
up a lot of colonial furniture for the 
dwelling, to please his wife and Lucille. 
He had done a lot of fencing about the 
place, and had erected new barns and 
stables. Mansion-house and outbuildings 
alike were pretty dilapidated when he 
had taken hold. He was not sure that he 
would continue to live there, but if he did 
he hoped to make it a model stock-farm. 

The gray-haired juryman nearest the 
witness-chair turned his quid of tobacco 
over in his mouth and regarded the wit
ness critically. 

Young Mars' Jeems listened curiously 
to the narrative of the changes that had 
been made at Kingsmill. 

Its owner went on. In anticipation 
of the birthday of his little daughter, Lu
cille, he had in the last week of August, 
just past, obtained from his city bank one 
hundred and fifty dollars in gold. He 
had intended to buy a pony and pony-
cart with this money for Lucille on her 
anniversary which would recur a week 
from to-morrow. Lucille's mother had 
suggested to him that it might be best to 
give the child the gold and let her make 
her own selection, and he had intended 
doing it. He had placed the money, that 
was in a small canvas bag, in the drawer 
of a desk which was built into the wall of 
the library. In this desk, he understood, 
it had long been the custom of the owners 
of the place to keep their papers and ac
count-books. That was on the afternoon 
of the twenty-fourth of August. He and 
Lucille's mother had gone out for an auto
mobile drive, leaving Lucille at home. 
The next morning he looked for the money 
and it was gone. He had naturally said 
nothing about it to Lucille, but he had 
learned from her and from other sources 
that an old colored woman, who had 
formerly resided on the place, had been 
upon the day named visiting her son, 
Simon, who lived half a mile down the 
river, and that she had been seen about 
dusk in the library. He did not know who 

had stolen the money. He only knew 
that he had put it in the desk and that it 
was gone. 

" A h - y i ! " said Ommirandy, who had 
been listening intently. 

There was a muffled sound of laughter 
and a scraping of feet on the floor in the 
gallery above. The sheriff again smote 
the stove with the iron poker, and glared 
at the dark faces above him. 

' 'Bu t from what I have heard, I am 
satisfied that I can lay my hand on the 
thief," he concluded, gazing significantly 
in the direction of the prisoner at the bar. 

" O b j e c t ! " said her lawyer, jumping to 
his feet. 

"Object ion sustained," said the judge. 
" Don ' t ve look at me, white man," said 

Ommirandy scornfully. " I ain't fetched 
nothin' what belong ter y o u . " 

"Shut u p ! " whispered the prisoner's 
counsel, admonishing her. 

" Keep quiet, Mirandy," pleaded young 
Mars ' Jeems, touching her on the shoulder. 

' 'Silence in co te , " called the sheriff, 
beating a tattoo upon the stove. 

The oldest juryman in the box coughed, 
and asked his next neighbor for a " chaw." 

" T h e prisoner must keep quiet," said 
the judge sternly. " I can't permit these 
interruptions. Your counsel will speak 
for y o u . " 

"Jedge, I jes' got ter speak fur my-
se'f, when dat man, what done try ter 
take evvything dat young Mars' Jeems 
is got 'way f 'om him, 'scuse me o ' stealin' 
his money." 

She had arisen from her seat in the 
earnestness of her protestation and the 
jurymen bent forward to listen. 

" H e done run young Mars ' Jeems 
smack out o ' his house an' home what his 
folks is had hunnerds o ' years. Kings-
mill, jedge. Y o u knows it. I done seed 
you dar in dem times. I ain't a-gwine 
ter set still here in dis here cheer an' listen 
ter no sich talk f 'om dat man, jedge. Dat 
warn't no money o ' his'n ! " 

She waved a bony hand of defiance in 
the direction of the prosecuting witness. 

Young Mars ' Jeems's heart sank within 
him. He saw in his mind's eye the door of 
the penitentiary gaping for this old friend 
of all his years and days, and felt that no 
outsider could understand how she had 
taken the money in the honest belief that 
it was his own. 
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" F o r God's sake!" said Ommirandy's 
lawyer, at her implied admission, lean
ing back to young Mars ' Jeems. "Can ' t 
you make her keep her mouth shut? 
She's giving the whole case dead away." 

Young Mars ' Jeems shook his head in 
bewildered negation. He had guessed at 
her words what Ommirandy had done, 
but he knew that even his oldest friends 
on the jury might not understand it, or 
upon their oaths might not condone it. 
He wondered vaguely why the faces of 
several of them were wreathed in smiles. 

"Please keep quiet, Mirandy," pleaded 
young Mars ' Jeems, in a tone of weari
ness. ' ' Y o u are distressing all your friends 
by your conduct ." 

" I f the prisoner continues to talk," 
said the judge, " I shall have a juryman 
withdrawn and send her to jail until the 
next term." 

"Jedge, dar's a heap o ' wusser things 
'n a ole nigger sweatin' in jail 'twel de 
nex' term, ur ary 'nuther term," said the 
prisoner. " I ain't excusin' you o ' nuth-
in', jedge. I knows you is got ter make 
dese here white folks 'have deyselves an' 
keep quiet in de cote-'ouse. But ' fo ' 
Gord, jedge, Mirandy got ter git res'-
less when dat man dar, what done ruin 
young Mars' Jeems an' run him smack 
out o ' de county, 'twel he done got him 
up yonder jam' agin' de mountains, 'scuse 
me o ' takin' money dat is young Mars ' 
Jeems's money an' nobody else's. Duz 
ye hear me, jedge? Is ye listenin' at 
m e ? " 

A broad grin came over the judge's 
usually saturnine countenance. The ne
groes in the gallery guffawed with delight 
at the unwonted spectacle of one of their 
race addressing the court at easy length. 
The sheriff vainly banged for order on the 
stove. The jurymen with shining eyes 
stirred in their seats and whispered to 
each other. The commonwealth's at
torney smiled with satisfaction at hearing 
the prisoner thus contribute to her con
viction. 

" I f your honor please," said Ommiran
dy's lawyer, rising to address the court, 
" I feel myself very much embarrassed by 
the conduct of my client. She seems dis
posed to tell your honor more than I have 
been able to get her to tell me. I have 
undertaken her case in good faith. I 
would ask the court to warn the jury that 

they must disregard any statement she 
makes except from the witness-stand. 
Otherwise I am helpless, your honor, if 
she persists in hurting her case." 

The judge began to warn the jury as 
requested, when Ommirandy broke in. 

" L o r ' , ch i le!" she said with a derisive 
chuckle, as she looked at her lawyer. 
" Don ' t you pester yo'se'f 'bout Mirandy. 
She ain't a-keerin' nothin' 'bout no case 
o ' hern. She jes' thinkin' 'bout young 
Mars Jeems." 

Young Mars' Jeems crossed and un
crossed his tired legs, and fingered his 
gray imperial, and patted Ommirandy, 
whispering: 

"Sh-h ! " 
The counsel for the prisoner declined to 

cross-examine. 
"Stand aside!" he said in an almost 

despairing voice to the owner of Kings-
mill. 

" Prisoner," said the judge, leaning for
ward, " I must punish you severely if you 
do not refrain from talking." 

" I gwineter, jedge," said Ommirandy 
amiably, beaming upon him. " I sho iy 
is gwineter now dat dat man done gone, 
an' excusin' dey don't say nothin' 'gin 
young Mars' Jeems." 

"Call the next witness," commanded 
the court, and in response to the sheriff's 
reiterated bellow at the front door, Simon 
came hobbling in. 

He took his seat in the witness-stand, 
and looked from his mother in the bar to 
his fellow freedmen in the gallery. His 
homely face was black and care-worn and 
anxious, and he moved his horny left 
hand nervously across his eyes. 

He was a reluctant but truthful wit
ness. He thought it "hard lines" that he 
was compelled to testify against his own 
mother, and for a little while he fenced 
with the commonwealth's attorney in a 
clumsy effort not to be forced to relate 
what he knew. But he soon gave this 
up, and in brief and regretful language 
told of his mother's visit to his house. 

"She didn't stay long, nor, sir. She 
come one ebenin' an' stay dat night an' 
de nex' day, an' de nex' night, an' cotch 
de boat de followin' mornin'." 

"Where did she go during her v i s i t ? " 
" T e r Kingsmill." 
" Did she tell you what she went for ? " 
He looked around him like a hunted 
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animal at bay. He hung his head, and 
again passed his hand across his eyes. 

' 'Answer the question," said the judge. 
" Y a s , sir. She tole me." 
"Wel l , what did she s a y ? " 
" She say she went arter Mars' Jeems's 

money." 
" W h a t e l se?" 
"She say she got it." he mumbled in 

tones so low that he was compelled to re
peat his answer. 

" D i d she say anything m o r e ? " 
Simon felt that he could tell nothing 

worse than what had already been forced 
from him. 

" Y a s , sir," he replied, lifting his head 
and looking timorously up into the gal
lery. 

" W h a t ? " 
"She say she got what she come fur. 

She say she was glad fur ter see me an' de 
rest o ' de fambly, but dat wa'n't what 
fotch her back down here. She say she 
come arter some o ' dat money what 
young Mars' Jeems done los ' . " 

" W h a t e l se?" 
" Dat was all." 
Ommirandy's gaze followed Simon as 

he started to leave the room. 
"Simon always was a good b o y , " she 

murmured. 
" Y o u can remain," said the judge, and 

Simon stood by. 
"Call the next witness," again com

manded the court, and Ommirandy's 
eyes shone as Lucille took the witness-
stand, with her father standing by her. 

" L o r d bless de little sect ion!" said 
Ommirandy audibly, regarding Lucille 
with admiring regard. 

Yes. Her name was Lucille. She was 
her father's only child. She was ten 
years old. She thought she understood 
the nature of an oath. Some oaths meant 
to curse and swear. An oath in court 
meant to tell the truth. Yes, she knew 
what would happen if you did not tell the 
truth. You would go to the bad place 
when you die. 

"She's entirely competent," said the 
judge. " Go on." 

In response to the prosecuting attor
ney's questions, Lucille continued. 

Her father had bought this new home 
on the river, and had brought her moth
er and herself down to see if they liked 
it. She liked it very much. It was so dif

ferent from the house they lived in in 
the West. She hoped her father would 
always stay there. Yes, she had seen the 
prisoner before. That was one evening 
in the library at home. It was almost 
dusk. She had gone into the room, and 
had thought her visitor was a gnome. 
She had never seen a gnome before, but 
there were so many strange things at 
Kingsmill she had never seen before that 
she was not surprised to find a gnome 
there. She was not pretty enough for a 
fairy and was not small enough for a 
leprechawn. So she must be a gnome. 
At one time she had thought she was a 
ghost. Then she had told her about 
young Mars ' Jeems and Little Mr. Wil
liam, and she had said that her name was 
Ommirandy. 

The oldest man on the jury, who sat 
nearest the witness-chair, looked at the 
child with tenderness in his eyes. Her 
prattle about fairies and gnomes stirred 
in him elusive memories of his lost youth. 
The other jurymen listened with rapt at
tention. 

Yes, continued Lucille. It was the 
old woman over there. She had turned 
on the electric light and had seen her and 
talked to her. She had never heard a 
name like Ommirandy's. Her visitor had 
been very kind and friendly, but had said 
that everything there was not her father's 
but belonged to young Mars ' Jeems. 
Then Ommirandy had told her that she, 
Lucille, was a "sect ion," and that Little 
Mr. William was a section, too. 

She had not known what to think about 
all this, because she knew that her father 
had bought the place and that it was 
theirs, and she could not think what a 
section might be. N o , she had not seen 
Ommirandy take anything. 

The commonwealth's attorney listened 
patiently to the child's artless talk. 

" De Lord bless her purty heart!" mur
mured Ommirandy, still gazing at her. 

Simon stood and listened with bowed 
head and downcast eyes. 

" H o w long was she the re?" asked the 
commonwealth's attorney. 

" O h , I don' t k n o w ! " replied Lucille. 
" Until the automobile horn blew. I was 
sorry that she would not stay to see my 
father and mother." 

" A n d you say you did not see her take 
anything from the d e s k ? " 
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' 'Take anything from the d e s k ? " re
peated Lucille. " N o t a thing in the 
world. She wouldn't take anything that 
she did not think she had a right to. I 
am sure she is a good gnome." 

The court-house smiled. 
' 'D id you tell any one of her v i s i t ?" 
"Certainly," said Lucille; " I told my 

father and my mother. M y father did 
not like her coming there, but I said to 
him that if he had lived there all his life, 
and had to go away, he would want to 
come back and see the place again, as she 
did." 

Lucille was calm and collected. She 
looked at the gnome sympathetically. 

" I did not know until yesterday that 
she was going to be tried. I would have 
begged my father not to try her," said 
Lucille. 

The lawver for the prisoner again de
clined to cross-examine. 

" Y o u can stand aside," said the com
monwealth's attorney. 

Then addressing the court, he said: 
" If your honor please, we rest the 

case." 
" Call the first witness for the defence," 

said the court, and her lawyer asked Om
mirandy to take the witness-stand. 

"Jedge, can't I talk down here?" she 
queried. " M y ole legs is too short fur 
ter git up in dat high cheer, wid all dem 
niggers up dar in de gallery waitin' ter 
laugh at me." 

The gallery responded with subdued 
merriment. 

The court gave the desired permission, 
and Ommirandy, in response to her law
yer's request that she tell the court what 
she had to say, arose and addressed the 
judge and jury. 

Young Mars' Jeems leaned back in his 
seat, and with apprehensive forebodings 
of what was coming, listened to her. He 
could already imagine her, old and worn 
in faithful service, clad in the peniten
tiary stripes. Her counsel hung his head 
and looked helpless and hopeless. Simon 
was shuffling uneasily where he stood in 
the audience; and Lucille, again holding 
her father's hand, gazed at the gnome 
with rapt attention. 

"Cote , an' gennulmen," said the pris
oner, reaching into her pocket beneath 
the big apron. " I don't want ter git dat 
little gell inter no trouble. God bless her 

purtv face. Ole Ommirandy ain't nuvver 
gwine ter furgit her, no matter what 
happens. She didn' see me git it, but I 
got it! Dat 's what I done tell Simon. 
I come down ter Kingsmill fur ter git 
some o ' dat money what young Mars' 
Jeems done los'. Dis here is what I tuk 
out'n young Mars' Jeems's des' in de 
liberry. It's young Mars ' Jeems's des', 
an' his liberry, an' his house, what his 
white folks is done owned fur hunnerds o' 
years. An ' dis is young Mars' Jeems's 
money. I come down dar fur ter git it fur 
ter sen' Little Mr. William ter college at 
Williamsbu'g, whar all on 'em done been 
goin' ter college since dey lived at Kings-
mill. I done hear ole mars' tell mis' 'bout 
it. Dev 'bleeged ter go—an' dey gwi' keep 
on goin' fur hunnerds o ' years m o ' . " 

She held up her right hand. It grasped 
a little package wrapped in an old piece of 
newspapier and tied with a twine string. 

" D e m gennulmen, dar in de box, dey 
knows 'bout Kingsmill, an' de boys 
a-gwine ter college. I done seed some o' 
you-all a-drinkin' mint-julicks at Kings-
mill. Ain't I, marster?" 

The oldest juryman nodded in acquies
cence. The court listened intently. It 
was an unusual case. The common
wealth's attorney gazed with wondering 
look at the old woman. Young Mars' 
Jeems's countenance took on an elusive 
and shadowy smile. Out of the confusion 
of it all, light was beginning to dawn on 
him. Ommirandy's lawyer was nervously 
writing his name over and over again 
with a stub-pencil on a piece of paper ly
ing upon the bar. 

" N o w , cote ," continued Ommirandy, 
" Dis here is all I got ter say 'fo' I sets 
down. I tuk dis here very money dat I 
got in my han' out'n dat des'. I done it, 
an' I ain't got nothin' fur ter say agin' 
it. Simon tell de trufe, an' de little gell 
she tell de trufe. I jes' want ter say one 
mo' thing, jedge, an' den I gwi' quit. I 
ain't no fool. What I wants ter see, is 
my Little Mr. William an' dat little gell 
git married some o ' dese here times. 
Den he gwi' git back all what belongs ter 
him, an' he gwi' git her, too; an' Lord, 
Mars' Cote, an' all o' ye, jes' think o' 
what she gwi' git 1" 

N o sound was audible in the court
house save the voice of Ommirandy tes
tifying. 
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She paused and looked about her, until 
her gaze rested again on the fair young 
face of Lucille. 

" D e little gell, de purty little section, 
she gwi' git my Little Mr. William, young 
Mars' Jeems's onlies' son. Yas, sir. She 
gwi' git Little Mr . William, de fus' sec
tion in de lan', an' de bes'. Jedge, don't 
you think hit's a good thing what ole 
Jedge Roan tell ole mars' befo' de war? 
He say it's fine fur de sections ter git ter
gether. He drink de bride's healf, when 
his daughter marry de rich gennulman 
f'om up Norf. He say fur de sections ter 
git tergether, Mars' Roan did." 

The story was not unfamiliar to his 
honor. 

"Silence in c o t e ! " yelled the sheriff, 
hammering with iron poker on iron stove. 

" C o m e a long!" called the excited ne
groes in the gallery. " Yes, Lord ! Come 
along!" 

The atmosphere, under the influence of 
Ommirandy's speech, became that of a 
religious revival. It was electrical. The 
men in the jury-box turned around with 
wondering faces and looked up at the 
judge on the bench above them. 

The judge looked out of the window^. 
" Y o u take it, jedge," said Ommirandy; 

and the sheriff received from her hand the 
paper-covered package and handed it up 
to the court. " D a t ain't no gole-money, 
what dey excuse me o ' stealin' in dat 
paper dat man been readin'. Look at 
i t !" 

At the words "go ld money," the clear, 
eager voice of Lucille was heard above the 
subsiding din. 

" I knew the gnome wouldn't take any
thing of ours, father. She didn't get it. 
I put the gold money in the little bag in 
my bureau drawer, to keep until I could 
buy the pony. It is there now. I heard 
you tell my mother it was for me to buy 
my pony on my birthday." 

"This is three hundred and fifty dol
lars in bills," said the court. " T h e y are 
pinned together with a memorandum in 
pencil, 'Carriage horses.' " 

" I wonder where the old idiot found 
i t ? " said young Mars' Jeems. " I put 
it away somewhere and never could re
member." 

" I heerd ye say ye done los' it, an' I 
heerd ye say ye didn't have no money fur 

ter sen' Little Mr. William ter college," 
said Ommirandy. "Dat ' s how come I 
come back fur ter look fur it. I foun' it 
in de little drawer in de right-han' top 
o ' de des' in de liberry." 

"This confusion in court must s t o p ! " 
said his honor. " T h e sheriff will clear 
the court-house unless better order is 
kept." 

"Shall I call my character witnesses?" 
queried Ommirandy's lawyer with re
newed courage. 

" I t isn't necessary," said the court. 
" T h e indictment charges the larceny of 
gold coin. These are treasury notes that 
the prisoner took, and they apparently 
belong to the former owner of Kingsmill." 

" W e rest," said Ommirandy's lawyer. 
"Thank God, we d u z ! " said Ommi

randy, sitting down. " I gittin' tired o' all 
dis here foolishness." 

" Y o u gentlemen of the jury can find a 
verdict without retiring from the box , " 
said the court, addressing the jury. 

The gray-headed juryman nearest the 
witness-stand glanced at his fellows, and 
arising responded: 

" N o t guilty, your honor !" 
Each juryman nodded in acquiescence. 
"Co te , your honah," queried Ommi

randy, "kin I say one w o r d ? " 
The judge smilingly bowed permission. 
"Jedge an' gennu lmen , " she said, 

arising again, " ye done tuk keer o ' young 
Mars' Jeems here, an' dat was de main 
thing. Ye done saved his money. I ain't 
pestered 'bout nothin' else. An' , cote an' 
gennulmen, lemme tell ye ! Iknowedwhen 
dat college was gwine ter open, an' I was 
gwine ter 'sprise young Mars' Jeems. Dat 
what I hunted fur de money fur, so Little 
Mr. William could git his eddication, lak 
de balance on 'em. 

" A n ' ef Mirandy live long enough, she 
gwine ter see ter it dat dem two little 
sections gits tergether, jedge, an' save de 
Union." 

" T h e prisoner is discharged," said his 
honor, again looking out of the window. 

It may be added that some years later 
Ommirandy, very old but very happy, 
stood near the young bride in the library 
at Kingsmill, when Lucille married Little 
Mr. William. But that, also, is another 
story. 

Ill 



A F E A S T O F T A B E R N A C L E S 

By John Finley 

ILLUSTRATION BY EDWIN I I . BLASHFIELD 

T H I S shall ye do, O men of earth, 
Ye who've forgotten your far birth, 
Your forbears of the slanting skull, 
Barbaric, brutal, sluggard, dull, 
(Of whom no portraits hang to boast 
The ancient lineage of the host),— 
Ye who've forgot the time when they 
Were redolent of primal clay, 
Or lived in wattled hut, or cave, 
But, turned to dust or drowned by wave, 
Have left no traces on Time's shores 
Save mounds of shells at their cave doors 
And lithic knives and spears and darts 
And savage passions in our hearts; 
This shall ve do: seven days each year 
Ye shall forsake what ve hold dear; 
From fields of tamed fruits and flowers, 
From love-lit homes and sky-built towers, 
From palaces and tenements 
Ye shall go forth and dwell in tents, 
In tents, and booths of bough-made roofs, 
Where ye may hear the living hoofs 
( )f beasts long gone, the cries of those 
Who were your father's forest foes, 
< >r see their shadows riding fast 
Along the edges of the past;— 
All this, that ve may keep in mind 
The nomad way by which mankind 
Has come from his captivity, 
Walking dry-shod the earth-wide sea, 
Riding the air, consulting stars, 
Driving great caravans of cars, 
Building the furnace, bridge and spire 
Of earth-control and heav'n desire, 
Rising in journey from the clod 
Into the glorv of a god. 

This shall ye do, 0 men of earth, 
That ye may know the crowned worth 
Of what ye are—and hope renew, 
Seeing the road from dawn to you. 
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C I T Y O F L I G H T S 

By G o r d o n A r t h u r S m i t h 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY ALONZO KIMBALL 

O T far from Paris in miles, 
but leagues away in spirit, 
is the village of Evremont-
sur-Seine. A line of silvery 
poplars marches by it in 
single file, sentinels of the 

sleeping river; and behind it stretch cul
tivated fields, green and gold at harvest-
time, rolling gently away to the low ho
rizon. December frosts and March winds 
and April rains have pleasingly modified 
the color scheme that man, in his arro
gance, originally decreed for the houses 
of Evremont. The tiles of the roofs glow 
red in the sun, but the walls that once were 
stark white have now taken to themselves 
the subtler pastel shades of a rainbow. 
They seem to have caught and held the 
hues of the thousands of suns that have 
set in their sight. 

The cobbled streets twist at random 
through the village, ending their haphaz
ard careers sedately enough at the Place 
de la Fontaine, the public square and 
market-place, which takes the name from 
a watering-trough, and not from the great 
French fabler. In this square, above the 
watering-trough, an enterprising humane 
society has placed the only touch of mo
dernity in Evremont—an enamel sign bear
ing in white letters on a blue ground the 
warning: "Soyez bon pour les animaux." 
I wonder if that admonition is necessary: 
I wonder if the inhabitants of Evremont 
are not instinctively " g o o d to the ani
mals." M y friend, Monsieur Silvestre, 
assures me that they are. 

Monsieur Silvestre is landlord of the 
Cafe du Levant, which stands on the 
square and naively faces the church. That 
the church does not resent its proximity, 
however, is made evident by the fact that 
Monsieur le cure is a frequent client of the 
cafe; indeed, he and Monsieur Silvestre 
are very intimate friends. Differing as 
they emphatically do in faith and in poli
tics, they are alike in each having a big 
heart and a fondness for dark beer. 
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I was not surprised, then, to find them, 
one clean, cool day in late April, sitting 
together under the weather-beaten awn
ing on the sidewalk in front of the Cafe du 
Levant. I had been talking with Madame 
Nicolas and her wistful-eyed daughter, 
Veronique. Madame Nicolas manages a 
little shop behind the church and Vero
nique manages Madame Nicolas. At the 
shop are to be bought all the tender, sig
nificant symbols dear to the true believer 
of the Roman Church—crucifixes of eb-
ony and of ivory; prie-dieu intricately 
carved by hands both zealous and devout; 
altar-cloths over the embroidery of which 
convent sisters have wearied their eyes 
that God might be the better glorified; 
rosaries worn smooth by trembling, pray
ing fingers; madonnas gazing with pro
phetic eyes from Gothic frames; missals 
bound in vellum as white as the souls of 
the children that have held them; candle
sticks of gleaming brass, polished anew by 
Madame Nicolas or by Veronique; small 
statues of angels, of martyrs, of prophets, 
and of saints, and wreaths of artificial 
flowers to honor the graves of the dead. 
Not all of these objects are beautiful— 
many of them, indeed, the newer ones, 
are glaringly ugly. But Madame Nicolas 
has no favorites; she vearns over them 
all. 

Fixing and loving and working in such 
surroundings, it is not strange that Ma
dame Nicolas has become imbued with 
something of their gentleness and simplic
ity. She is a quiet-eyed old lady, whose 
white hair is brushed smoothly back un
der her white cap, whose motherly bosom 
is crossed by the ends of a black, knitted 
shawl, whose feet tread the dim aisles of 
her shop in noiseless felt slippers, and 
whose hands are worn and lined from 
serving her neighbors and her Lord. 

During my short stay at Evremont I 
had been a frequent visitor at Madame 
Nicolas's shop, sometimes making a tri
fling purchase, more often acquiring noth-
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ing more tangible than a certain serenity 
of mind which is not to be bought. In my 
profession as artist Madame Nicolas val
ued me overhighlv. I fear; but I console 
myself with the reflection that I was able 
to point out to her several articles in her 
possession, the real value of which (to an 
antiquarian, at least) she had sadly under
rated. Thus, perhaps, the benefits were 
not entirely on one side. 

I had come, then, from the shop of Ma
dame Nicolas on an April day. and cross
ing the square to the Cafe du Levant had 
discovered Monsieur Silvestre and the 
cure sitting behind two tall glasses of dark 
beer. 

" Good afternoon. Monsieur Craddock," 
said the cure; "the day is fine and the 
beer is good; will you not join u s ? " 

" T h e beer is always good at the Cafe 
du Levant." I answered, with a bow to 
Monsieur Silvestre. 

" That remark," observed the cure with 
a smile, "will surely serve to cement the 
entente cordiale." 

Monsieur Silvestre indicated his pleas
ure by placing an iron chair for me at the 
table and calling loudly for t he waiter. 

"C'cst le patron qui paye," said he. 
" Y o u will ruin yourself," I objected. 
" B a h ! It is not every day that we 

have, gathered here together, such an illus
trious trio. Commerce, the Church, and 
the Fine Arts ! " 

" You have reason to say it," agreed the 
cure. " A n d in such a case. I may add 
without offence. I hope, to Monsieur Crad
dock—in such a case it is usuallv Com
merce that pays for the beer." Saving 
which, he raised his glass to his lips, emp
tied it. and set it back on the table with a 
sigh of satisfaction. 

" Y o u have come from Madame Nico
l a s? " queried Monsieur Silvestre. 

I admitted that I had. 
" A n excellent woman," said he. 
" A sermon without words," said the 

cure. 
" A n unhaloed saint," suggested Mon

sieur Silvestre. 
The priest held up his hand. 
"Rarer than that," he declared; "for 

she is a saint that strives to live rightlv 
rather than to die nobly. That is the es
sence of Christianity." 

" I am no Catholic," said Monsieur Sil

vestre, "but I know and respect a good 
woman when I see one. Madame Nicolas 
has had a hard life. It is well that she has 
a faith." 

The cure smiled quietly and passed a 
hand across his smooth chin. 

" M u s t one be afflicted to be l ieve?" he 
murmured. "Pray, then. Monsieur Sil
vestre, to be afflicted." 

"That does not fo l low—" began the 
landlord vehemently, when, foreseeing a 
dispute, I ventured to interrupt. 

" Y o u say that Madame Nicolas has 
had a hard life. Might I inquire how, and 
w h y ? " 

At this Monsieur Silvestre and the cure 
exchanged questioning glances; and Mon
sieur Silvestre nodded his head. 

"Tel l him the story," he said. 
The cure, shifting his glass, studied the 

wet ring it left on the iron table. Then he 
replaced it carefully and accurately and 
crossed his hands in his lap. 

" Y e s , " he said slowly, "there is a 
story." 

I settled myself to listen. Monsieur Sil
vestre drew a packet of tobacco from his 
pocket and dexterously rolled himself a 
cigarette. Then he, too, settled himself to 
listen, but as one who has heard the story 
before and is prepared to interrupt if the 
telling of it be not to his satisfaction. 

"Madame Nicolas." began the cure, 
" is not a woman who cries out her troub
les from the house-tops. She has never 
come to me to complain of her fate, but 
she has come often to me for advice and 
counsel. The greater part of what I am 
about to tell you I had from Yeronique: 
and I need not assure you that I am be
traying no confidences. All Evremont, 
alas! knows the storv. 

" M a d a m e Nicolas's husband, an edu
cated man. a government official in the 
post-offn e department here at Fvremont, 
died about ten years ago " 

"Nine , " corrected Monsieur Silvestre. 
"Died , then, nine vears ago, leaving 

Madame Nicolas with two daughters and 
a mere shadow of a pension. The girls 
were nearly of an age—Yeronique at that 
time was eleven and Diane was a scant 
year younger." 

"Eleven months younger," volunteered 
Monsieur Silvestre. 

"Exact ly ," agreed the cure. "Well , 
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they were delightful little children, both 
of them. I instructed them for their first 
communion — how well I remember! 
Veronique was very pious—she wrapped 
herself up in her faith as in a shining, white 
mantle; and she hid her eyes that they 
might not look on evil. Such unquestion
ing belief I had never before seen. I was 
afraid for her; her feet were not fixed upon 
the earth. 

"Diane was different. Diane was a 
good child, but she was more—how shall I 
say i t?—more mortal. Her little sins 
were like yours and mine. She overate, 
she lost her temper at times, she made ma
licious speeches, she lied once or twice, she 
adored, but occasionally disobeyed, her 
mother—you know, all harmless, natural 
little offences which she instantly and 
deeply regretted. I remember that she 
especially enjoyed setting the dog after 
the cows down in the pasture by the river. 
She told me with tears streaming down her 
cheeks that in spite of herself, in spite of 
her knowledge that it was wrong, she de
rived a very unholy pleasure from seeing 
the poor cows racing madly about the field 
with the dog barking at their heels. And 
she had no sooner confessed to this hor
rible depravity than she commenced to 
laugh at the recollection of the scene. Oh, 
yes, she was very human! She was a 
source of great grief to Veronique, who 
feared for the loss of her soul. But Ma
dame Nicolas did not worry—or if she did 
it was not about Diane. Madame Nicolas 
had started her shop, then, and was earn
ing enough to keep them all clothed and 
fed, with a little to set aside at the end of 
each year as a dowry for the two girls. 
You see she wanted them to be in a posi
tion to marry well when the time should 
come. 

" Veronique did not want to marry. She 
wanted to enter a convent and take the 
veil. Both Madame Nicolas and I—God 
forgive me—discouraged her in the desire. 
At least we urged her to wait—to make no 
hasty decision. And she waited. And 
while she waited there came, of course, a 
man. A man or the devil always comes 
when a woman is waiting." 

"Sometimes both ," suggested Monsieur 
Silvestre. 

" In this case," said the cure, "it was 
both—the devil in the form of a man." 
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The cure hesitated and sighed. It was 
only too evident that this part of the story 
distressed him, that he shrank from put
ting the baseness of the world into words. 
But I don't know whether it was grief or 
anger that troubled his voice when he 
continued. 

" T h e man," he said, "was a lieutenant 
in a Zouave regiment that was quartered 
near Evremont during some manoeuvres. 
He was very handsome in scarlet and blue 
with shining buttons and epaulets. And 
he had large brown eyes and a gallant 
black mustache. And he ranged the world 
like a roaring lion seeking whom he might 
devour. I will say no more. He is dead, 
and de morhtis nil—well, you know the 
phrase. I forget my Latin." 

"De mortuis nil nisi bonnm," supplied 
Monsieur Silvestre, greatly to my sur
prise; and then he added reproachfully: 
" Y o u have never forgotten it before." 

The cure shrugged. 
"Le t us get on with the story," he said. 

" At first Veronique met this lieutenant of 
Zouaves—his name was Max Tourelle—• 
openly and with the knowledge of Ma
dame Nicolas and myself. But we mis
trusted him from the beginning—he was 
toohandsome, too swaggering for our taste. 
Veronique believed in him implicitly, and 
when he spoke of love to her she hugged 
his words to her heart. And she gave over 
her soul from God's keeping into his. Ma
dame Nicolas pleaded with her; I plead
ed with her; Diane cried herself to sleep 
every night. But Veronique did not cry. 
She was eighteen and very much in love 
and we seemed to her like mourners at a 
feast. She could not understand our at
titude. 

"One night—the night the camp broke 
up and the regiment was ordered back to 
the city—she stole out of the house, joined 
him, and ran away with him to Paris to be 
married. . . . Of course he did not mar
ry her." 

" He left her and she came back to Evre
m o n t ? " I asked. 

The cure shook his head. 
" N o , " he said, "he did not leave her, 

and she did not come back to Evremont 
for a long time." 

" Poor Madame Nicolas," I murmured. 
" P o o r Veronique," said Monsieur Sil

vestre. 
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" P o o r Diane," said the cure, and 
seemed to enjoy my mystification. 

There was a short silence. 
" W e l l , " urged Monsieur Silvestre im

patiently, "continue." 
" I continue," said the cure. " The next 

morning Madame Nicolas came to me at 
sunrise. I am ashamed to say I was still 
in bed; but I threw on my soutane in 
haste and received her. She was very 
white, I remember, and she was trembling; 
but she did not break down. 

" ' I have lost my daughter,' she said— 
T have lost Veronique.' And then she 
repeated it again: ' I have lost m y daugh
ter—I have lost Veronique.' 

"Tha t was all she said; but I knew, of 
course, what had happened. I had feared 
it. 

" I quoted no scripture to console her, 
although a hundred phrases came to my 
lips. I took her by the hand and led her 
out to my little garden where we could see 
the sun coming up behind the hills and the 
morning breeze stirring the poplars by 
the river. And I said: ' Madame Nicolas, 
do you see the sun? ' and she answered: 
'Yes . ' And I said: 'Madame Nicolas, do 
you see the river and the trees and the 
grass with the wind upon t hem? ' And 
she answered: 'Yes . ' And I said: ' D o 
you see the clouds, rose and mauve and 
gray, and the stars paling up there in the 
s k y ? ' And she again answered: 'Yes . ' 

"Then I said: 'Madame Nicolas, God 
is watching over the sun and it is his will 
that it shall rise; and God is watching 
over the river and it is his will that it 
shall flow to the sea; and God is watching 
over the trees and the grass and it is his 
will that the wind shall be upon them; and 
God is watching over the clouds and the 
stars, and as they are, so he wills that 
they shall be. D o you not, then, believe 
that God is watching over your daughter 
and that his will shall be d o n e ? ' " 

The cure paused and Monsieur Silves
tre, much affected but eager to prove his 
iconoclasm, said: "That is all very well, 
but, after all, the sun and the river and 
the trees and the clouds and the stars are 
coming to no harm. It is only we poor 
mortals that have to look out for ourselves. 
Where should we land if we did not?—I 
ask you . " 

The cure regarded him scornfully. 

" I was speaking at the time to a Catho
l ic ," he said, " n o t to a heretic. Heretics 
must look out for themselves; for I am 
not sure just how much interest le Bon 
Dieu takes in them." 

Perceiving that Monsieur Silvestre had 
a spirited retort at his lips, I interposed 
quickly, begging the cure to proceed. 

"Wel l , Madame Nicolas went home 
comforted, and in ten days she received a 
little note from Veronique. I remember 
the words of it as well as I remember the 
Pater Xoster. She said: ' I am in Paris 
with Max and am very happy. Yesterday 
we went up the Eiffel Tower. W e are to 
be married very soon. I adore Paris and 
I worship Max . D o not worry about me, 
for I am completely happy. That is to 
say, I shall be completely happy if you 
forgive me. ' 

" M a d a m e Nicolas tried to obtain com
fort from the assurance that they were to 
be married soon. As for me, I fear I was 
not so trusting; for I saw in Veronique's 
repeated assertion that she was happy 
merely a defiant endeavor to persuade 
herself that she was not horribly unhappy. 
There are times when I am no optimist. 
That is perhaps because it has been my 
blessed privilege for many years to min
ister unto misery. 

" Poor Veronique had not dared to give 
her address in the letter, and it was a long 
time before we were able to locate her. 
Paris is a large city, and the Veroniques in 
it do not make themselves conspicuous. 
Finally, at the request of Madame Nico
las, who was only too willing to forgive, I 
myself went in search of the girl. It was 
not my first visit to Paris, messieurs. No , 
indeed, I have travelled a great deal: I 
have been three times to Paris and twice 
to Lyons and it was but six years ago that 
I should have journeyed to R o m e had not 
m y neuralgia come upon me the day be
fore I was to leave. 

"Diane begged to accompany^ me. She 
was sure that if she might see her sister 
and talk with her she could persuade her 
to return. Veronique had always loved 
Diane and had never been able to say no 
to her in anything she desired. But I 
thought it better for her not to come. I 
think that I was wrong. If I was I can 
only plead that it was an error in judg
ment, not in intention. 
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" I went alone, then, and after three 
days I found Veronique. She was living 
in a little room in a house on the Rue des 
Saints-Peres; and Max had not married 
her. During the day she worked in a con-
fiserie, selling cakes and sweetmeats and 
earning two francs a day. That seems 
good pay to us here in Evremont, but I 
am told that it is nothing in Paris. She 
explained that Max was not rich and that 
she did not wish to be a burden to him. I 
was able to perceive immediately (al
though she tried bravely to conceal her 
misgivings) that she doubted if he would 
ever marry her. The surprise of seeing me 
broke down her guard and she wept on my 
shoulder. She had come at last to realize 
the importance of what she had done; but, 
quite naturally, she still clung to Max as 
her salvation. Her only hope lay in him. 
And it was against this hope that springs 
eternal that I was forced to fight. I lost 
the fight." 

"That was but natural," observed Mon
sieur Silvestre. " Max had it in his power 
to make her an honest woman by marry
ing her: he could undo what he had 
done, but you could not. Y o u could but 
offer her consolation and spiritual abso
lution." 

"Precisely," agreed the cure. " I came 
to her either too soon or too late. Had I 
come sooner I might have been in time to 
save her; had I come later she would have 
had opportunity to become convinced that 
Max was a scoundrel, and I could have 
won her away from him. As it was I came 
back to Evremont, m y hands empty, but 
my heart full to overflowing. 

" A year passed, and two years. M a 
dame Nicolas, uncomplaining and digni
fied in her sorrow, tended the little shop 
with Diane; and every night they prayed 
to the Mother of God to be kind to Vero
nique and to remember that she was very 
young. And Madame Nicolas suddenly 
seemed to grow very old. 

" O n a certain night Madame Nicolas 
had a dream. A t the time we both 
thought it a divine revelation, but subse
quent events caused us to doubt that it 
emanated from heaven. So we have since 
called it simply a dream." 

" H a ! " exclaimed Monsieur Silvestre, 
" y o u pretend to claim " 

' " I claim nothing," interrupted the cure 

severely. " I state our belief—no more. 
I have a right to a belief; you, who are an 
agnostic, have not; you cannot, even, be
lieve that you are an agnostic, for an ag
nostic is one who believes nothing." 

Monsieur Silvestre found no answer and 
the cure continued. 

" M a d a m e Nicolas dreamed that night 
that she saw Veronique and Diane to
gether, clasped in each other's arms. Ve
ronique was weeping bitterly and Diane 
was soothing her and comforting her and 
stroking her bright hair with gentle, sis
terly hands. And Veronique was crying 
because she had lost the little silver cross 
that had hung on a slender chain at her 
breast since the day of her first commun
ion. Then, in the dream, Madame Nico
las saw Diane unclasp her own little silver 
cross and give it to Veronique. And when 
she had done so she went very white and 
buried her face in her hands and wept. 
But Veronique, seeing her sister's distress, 
refused at first to take the cross; and 
it was not until Diane, between her sobs, 
had urged her and pleaded with her for 
a long time that she consented to do so. 
Then she clasped the chain at her neck 
and peace came into her eyes and she was 
comforted. 

"Madame Nicolas the next morning 
told Diane of her dream and they agreed 
that it had come from le Bon Dieu, that it 
clearly meant that Diane should go to 
Paris and see her sister and cheer her and 
prevail on her to come back to Evremont 
and be forgiven. Diane, conscious of her 
power with Veronique, was enthusiastic 
and eager to start at once. She had no 
fear of the city, nor would she hear of 
Madame Nicolas or myself accompanying 
her. She pointed out that in the dream 
she had been alone with Veronique, that 
this was obviously the desire of le Bon 
Dieu, and that to disregard his manifest 
wish would be to show ourselves ungrate
ful and might well displease him. In the 
end she convinced us that she was right. 

" The next day we put her on the train 
for Paris. I gave her minute directions 
how she should find Veronique, but she 
scarcely heeded them. Le Bon Dieu, she 
said, would show her the way and guard 
her steps. She was so happy, so confident 
of her success, that we could not but share 
some of her elation." 
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The cure paused to moisten his lips and 
drain his glass. Monsieur Silvestre, for 
once, made no comment. 

"Wha t happened in Paris." the cure 
resumed, " I had from Veronique. Diane, 
arriving at the Gare Saint-Lazare at ten 
o'clock " 

" A t ten-seven," corrected Monsieur 
Silvestre. 

"Diane, arriving at ten-seven, went 
straight to the confiserie and found her sis
ter with no delay whatever. I can imagine 
the meeting. It is certain that there were 
many kisses and a few tears. It is good 
for the young to cry a little. 

"Veronique immediately requested and 
obtained a half-holiday. The patronne 
was big-hearted and had a sister of her 
own, in Dijon, whom she had not seen for 
seven years. I think the patronne shed a 
few tears, too, from sympathy. 

"Veronique and Diane walked out of 
the shop, with their arms about each 
other's waists, just as they used to walk to 
the pasture down here by the river, when 
they were little girls. And it seemed to 
them, for a while, at least, as if nothing 
had changed, nothing had come between 
them since those far-away days. But 
once or twice Veronique would stop short 
in the middle of a laugh and once or twice 
her fingers would seek Diane's and press 
them so hard that it hurt. 

Veronique led the way to her room in 
the Rue des Saint-Peres, for she wanted 
to change from her working-clothes into 
her best dress. She wanted, you see, to 
make it a. jour de fete. 

" ' You will stop the night here with me, 
Diane, will you not ? ' she asked. 

"Diane did not hesitate an instant. 
" ' I t will be better, Veronique, if we 

both go back to Evremont this evening. 
I have come to bring you home. ' 

" B u t Veronique shrank away. 
" ' N o , ' she said slowly. ' I cannot go 

home.' 
"Diane threw herself to her knees in 

front of her sister. 
" ' W e are breaking our hearts waiting 

for you, ' she said. ' It is for our sake that 
we ask you to come. Have pity.' 

" B u t Veronique shook her head. 
" T cannot leave Max. ' 
" 'Our mother is getting old," urged 

Diane. 'She needs you. The two years 

that you have been gone have seemed very 
long and bitter to her.' 

" ' S o have they seemed to me, ' said 
Veronique, but so low that Diane scarce 
heard her. ' Come, ' she continued, 'let us 
not spoil our one day together. We will 
discuss it to-morrow. Meanwhile I shall 
show you many wonderful things, for Paris 
is a beautiful city—especially in April 
when the sun is shining.' 

"Diane then saw that for the present 
she could gain nothing b y persevering. 
So she determined to bide her time pa
tiently. She did not despair for an in
stant.' 

"Whi le she washed her hands and face, 
her sister got into a beautiful gown. It 
was blue, I think, and had some marvel
lous lace at the neck and wrists. Max had 
bought it for her in a shop on the Rue de 
Rivoli . Diane had never seen its equal 
before, and I am afraid that she looked on 
it with covetous eyes. Diane, as I told 
you, was very human. 

" When they were ready Veronique took 
her sister's hand and they went out into 
the streets. They walked for miles. They 
saw the Louvre and the Vendome column 
and Notre Dame. When they stopped in 
front of Notre Dame, Diane gave a little 
gasp and the tears started to her eyes. It 
was so beautiful that it made her cry. 
And, without thinking, she begged that 
they go in to pray. 

"Veronique drew sharply away that 
Diane might not see her face. 

" ' Come, ' she said; ' we will not go in.' 
" B u t her voice trembled so much that 

Diane understood. 
" T h e y turned and walked up the qnai 

beside the swollen river. 
" ' L o o k , ' said Diane, ' i t is the same 

dear old Seine that flows b y the pasture at 
home where the cows are. D o you remem
ber how one could see the reflections of 
the poplars marching along in it upside 
down? D o you remember how blue it 
was at noon, and how silver it was at 
evening? ' 

" ' Yes , ' said Veronique. ' In Paris it is 
neither blue nor silver very often.' 

" T h e y purchased a lunch at a bakery 
and ate it under the trees in the Tuileries, 
like the mid incites. Then they crossed 
the Place de la Concorde and Veronique 
pointed out the monument of Alsace-
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Lorraine and the wreaths with which a 
bereaved nation had dressed it. 

" 'There are flowers in front of your 
picture at home,' said Diane. But Ve
ronique answered nothing. 

" T h e y walked slowly up the Champs-
Elvsees, watching the automobiles and 
carriages go by, filled with gay people in 
beautiful clothes. Diane's eyes sparkled 
with excitement. It was all very strange 
to her and beautiful and dazzling; and, 
as you know, the Champs-Elysees has a 
great chic in the afternoon. Before they 
had reached the Rond-Point a troop of 
the Republican Guard rode by—great 
giants of men, with plumes waving and 
cuirasses gleaming and horses fretting and 
tossing their heads. It was a sight to stir 
one's blood. Diane, in her excitement, 
clung close to her sister; and Veronique, 
who had seen it all before, laughed at her 
and teased her for being line petite pro
vinciate. 

' 'Then they went to a guignol—oh, 
they saw all the wonderful sights of Paris! 
And they both laughed a great deal and 
chattered merrily and enjoyed themselves 
just as they used to do when the circus 
came to Evremont. 

' 'Presently Yeronique stopped short in 
the middle of a laugh, caught her breath 
sharply, and said: ' Come, we must return 
to the Rue des Saints-Peres. Max will be 
waiting. He has promised to take me to 
dinner and if I am late he becomes im
patient.' 

" I t was the first time that Veronique 
had alluded to Max, and Diane felt sud
denly embarrassed and ill at ease. She 
did not know quite what to say. Vero
nique must have misunderstood her sis
ter's confusion, for she said: ' Y o u will 
have dinner with us, too, of course.' 

" But Diane hung back. 
" 'There is a train for Evremont, ' she 

said. ' I can catch it if I hurry. Oh, 
Veronique, ice can catch it if we hurry!' 

"Veronique shook her head. 
" ' N o t yet, ' she said gently. ' I cannot 

go yet, Diane. Perhaps to-morrow. We 
shall see. Wait until to-morrow.' 

" So they returned to the Rue des Saints-
Peres. Max was waiting, and he seemed 
not at all displeased to have an addition to 
their dinner-party. He was very gay and 
dashing and cracked a great many funny 

jokes that set Diane laughing in spite of 
herself. And he appeared to have plenty 
of money to spend. 

" 'Wewi l l dine this evening en prince!' 
he cried. 'Nothing is too good for our 
little country sister. Behold! I have 
twenty-two francs! W e will spend it all— 
even- centime.' 

" I have forgotten the name of the res
taurant where he took them to dine; but 
no matter, I should never have occasion to 
go there, myself—it is far too expensive. 
I know, however, that it was near the 
Gare du Montparnasse. A dinner cost 
three francs-fifty, vin eompris. Think of 
the extravagance, messieurs ! And Max 
gave a franc to the waiter as a pourboire. 
Truly, Parisians care nothing for their 
money! 

"There was an orchestra and a great 
musician that played divinely on the vio
lin. Max asked Diane if she did not want 
him to play some favorite tune of hers, 
and she clapped her hands, delighted, 
and begged for Ycnitc Adorcmus. Max 
laughed very loudly, but the musician had 
heard her and he played it. He must have 
played it very wonderfully, for Veronique 
tells me that it made her cry, although she 
did not want to because it always made 
Max angry when she cried. 

"Eve ry one in the restaurant looked 
around at Diane, and smiled and nudged 
each other and laughed because she had 
chosen a tune that is not played in res
taurants. But the musician saw them 
laughing and became furious and cried: 
' Canaille.' If you have no respect for good 
music I shall play no more.' And he 
packed up his violin and went out. 

"There followed, of course, much ex
citement. The proprietor was vexed and 
the clients were vexed and Max was in a 
rage and hurried Veronique and Diane 
out of the cafe. 

" H e t o o k them then to a music-hall, 
where they sat in the very front row of the 
gallery. Diane loved the performance, 
although she could not understand much 
that was said because it was mostly in the 
Parisian argot. But there was a tableau 
of Napoleon bidding farewell to the Old 
Guard that was extremely beautiful and, 
doubtless, of great historical interest. But 
the Old Guard were women in very close-
fitting uniforms—which seemed strange. 



" A t las t V e r o n i q u e c l a s p e d the c h a i n at he r n e c k a n d she w a s c o m f u r t e d . " — P a g e 790. 

"In any case the representation put had been too easily led to forget the ob-
Max in a good humor again, and he sug- ject of her mission. She was very glad 
gested that they go to the Pantheon for when Max said good-night to them and 
supper. At first Diane thought that he left them at the door of the house in the 
meant the Pantheon with the big dome— Rue des Saints-Peres; and she determined 
she had pictures of it on postal cards—and that she would not sleep that night until 
shewas surprised to think that people went she should have had a long talk with Ve-
there for supper. But Max explained that ronique and used all her persuasions, 
he meant a different place altogether; he "Veronique, holding a candle, lighted 
meant the Taverne du Pantheon, which is the way up the five flights of twisting 
a cafe with music and dancing. stairs, and with every step Diane's heart 

"Diane enjoyed herself hugely. Max grew heavier, for she knew that if she did 
met some friends from his regiment and not succeed in making Veronique listen to 
brought them up and introduced them to her that night, she should never succeed 
her; and they asked her to dance. She at all. 
danced the polka very gracefully, but they "When they reached the room Ve-
taught her some new steps that we do not ronique immediately started to undress; 
dance here at Evremont. Before they and it was then that Diane noticed that 
knew it, it was two o'clock in the morning, her sister no longer wore the little silver 
Think of it, my friends ! cross about her neck. This discovery 

" A s they walked home by the side of startled her and awed her, for she recalled 
the Luxembourg Gardens, Diane was Madame Nicolas's dream and she was sure 
quiet and sad. She felt, you see, that she that she saw in it the hand of God. 
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" 'What are you looking at, D iane? ' 
asked Veronique. 

" ' Y o u have lost your silver cross,' 
faltered Diane—'or is it that you no longer 
care to wear it ? ' 

" Veronique instinctively put her hand 
to her breast, searching with her fingers. 
Then she desisted and nodded her head 
sadly. 

" ' I have lost it,' said she. ' T h e chain 
broke and I lost it—two years ago—the 
night I left Evremont. But even now I 
cannot realize that it is gone. Always I 
am feeling for it; and always it is not 
there; and always I am surprised until I 
remember—until I remember. Oh, Diane, 
I wish that I might never remember; I 
wish I were of those that can forget! ' 

" With that she threw herself on the bed 
and commenced to sob bitterly. Diane 
went to her and took her in her arms 
and soothed her and comforted her and 
stroked her bright hair with gentle, sis
terly hands. And, even as Madame Nico
las had dreamed, she unclasped her own 
little silver cross from about her neck and 
gave it to Veronique. And when she had 
done so she went very white and buried her 
face in her hands and wept. But she did 
not know why she wept, for she was reallv 
glad that Yeronique should have the cross. 

' 'Then, again, as in the dream, Vero
nique refused at first to take the gift. 
Diane urged her and pleaded with her to 
do so, and at last Veronique clasped the 
chain at her neck and peace came into her 
eyes and she was comforted. 

"That night, as they lay side by side in 
the narrow bed, Veronique said in a whis
per: 'Diane, are you asleep?' 

" ' N o , ' answeredDiane, 'I was praying.' 
" 'Were you praying for m e ? ' asked 

Veronique. 
" 'For you—and for myself,' answered 

Diane. 
" 'Tell me more about home, Diane, ' 

whispered Veronique. ' Tell me about the 
shop. Is the image of Sainte Veronique 
still unsold ? Tell me about mother. Is 
she—is she very bitter against me? And 
tell me about the cure and Monsieur 
Silvestre and the church and the Cafe du 
Levant and the Place de la Fontaine. D o 
the sparrows still come to drink at the 
watering-trough ? ' 

" S o Diane told her everything she 
wished to know. She told her of the little 

humdrum affairs of the village; she told 
her of the shop—that the image of Sainte 
Veronique still stood in the corner and 
that Madame Nicolas, remembering how 
fond Veronique had been of it, had re
fused to sell it; she told her of myself and 
of Monsieur Silvestre here; and then she 
told her of the peace and the calm that lie 
over the village like a benediction. And 
when she had finished Veronique sighed and 
kissed her and said: 'To-morrow, Diane, 
I will go back with you to Evremont! ' 
Then Veronique lay back and slept like 
a child. But Diane slept very little. 

" W h e n Veronique awoke the next 
morning the first thing she did was to feel 
for the little cross at her breast. Her fin
gers found it and she smiled. Then, while 
she bathed and dressed, she sang—very 
low that she might not disturb Diane. 
But her heart was singing loudly. She 
packed the few trifles that she had brought 
with her when she left Evremont two years 
ago—nothing more—and when all was 
ready she called Diane. 

" D i a n e awoke and the first thing she 
did was to feel for the little cross at 
her breast. Her fingers found it not and 
she sighed. But Veronique was so happy 
that the sigh passed unobserved. 

" ' Come, ' said Veronique, 'There is a 
train, is there not, at half past eight? ' 

"Diane delayed her dressing long 
enough to throw her arms about her sis
ter's neck. 

" ' It is, then, really true,'said she; and 
she, too, seemed very happv. . . . 

"Wel l , they took the early train. I had 
finished m y breakfast and was in the 
Place, taking a breath of the fragrant 
morning air when I saw them coming up 
the street from the station. I ran to them 
and embraced them both. Mon Dieu, 
how I rejoiced at the miracle, and I re
membered, but did not repeat, the parable 
of the sheep that strayed from the fold. 
Instead I cried aloud: ' God is g o o d ! ' I 
could have gone on my knees in the dust 
of the street and given thanks " 

" I t would have attracted attention," 
interrupted Monsieur Silvestre; but I 
noticed that more than once he had fur
tively rubbed his sleeve across his eyes, 
and so I judged that his irony was but a 
mask. 

" Y e s , " agreed the cure, " it would have 
attracted attention to Veronique. That 
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is why I did not. But might I, in this 
connection, recall to your mind, Monsieur 
Silvestre, what you yourself did on that 
day? Y o u took every centime that was 
paid in at the Cafe du Levant, and when 
you thought no one was looking you 
"dropped it all 
into my p o o r -
box . " 

" B a h ! " said 
MonsieurSilves-
tre. "Tha t in
dicates nothing. 
O n e d o e s not 
have to be relig
ious to be sorry 
for the poor ." 

T h e c u r e 
smiled and shook 
his head. 

" M o n s i e u r 
S i l v e s t r e , " he 
said," in spite of 
yourself you are 
one of the best 
Christians in the 
diocese." 

" T h e n G o d 
help the church!" 
s a i d Monsieur 
Silvestre, deter
mined to have 
the last word. 

" H e w i l l , " 
s a i d the c u r e 
with conviction. 
" N o w , Mon
sieur Craddock," 
he c o n t i n u e d , 
turning to me, " I 
nowcome to the end of the story. That was, 
indeed, a day of rejoicing—the day that 
brought Veronique back to us. She seemed 
to fit at once into the niche that we had 
held for her in our hearts during her ab
sence. She was quiet—she did not cringe, 
she held up her head; but one could see 
how grateful she was for any kindness." 

" A n d Madame Nico la s?" said I— 
"Madame Nicolas, I presume, was very 
happy." 

The cure shifted in his chair and gazed 
steadfastly across the square, far above 
the tower of his church into the clear 
April sky. 

"Madame Nicolas," he said slowly, 
"was very happy for twenty-four hours." 

" B u t — " I began, and then stopped, 
waiting in silence for him to proceed. 

"On the very night of her return, while 
Veronique slept smiling beside her, Diane 
arose, tossed a few garments into a little 
cloth valise, and just as Veronique had 

done before her, 
stole from the 
house out into 
the great v a s t 
night. The city, 
I suppose, had 
g o t i n t o h e r 
b l o o d . T h e y 
traced her as far 
as P a r i s , and 
then—they lost 
her. They have 
never heard from 
her since. The 
w o r l d has her 
n o w , and t h e 
world, a l a s ! is 
not gentle." 

Monsieur Sil
vestre cleared his 
throat loudly and 
turned his back. 

" P o o r Ma
dame Nicolas," 
he s a i d , and 
there was a break 
in his voice. 

"PoorDiane," 
said the cure. 

But a different 
thought came to 
me. I thought of 
Veron ique and 
the burden that 

she bore on her slender shoulders, and, re
membering the tragedy that, lay dark in 
her eyes, I said: " P o o r Veronique." 

Then,for a space, we fell silent, each busy 
with his own thoughts. The shadow of the 
church tower stretched its blue length 
across the square, edging ever nearer to us 
as the sun descended the sky. The village 
was dreamily still, save for the voices of 
boatmen calling to one another on the river. 

At last the cure stirred in his chair. I 
think that he had been praying—for one 
in peril on uncharted seas. He raised his 
head slowly, and his eyes, sweeping the 
west, rested on the gold cross above his 
little church. Behind the cross lay Paris 
and the setting sun. 

" S t o l e from the house out into the g r e a t va s t 
n i g h t . " 
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By Katharine Holland Brown 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY H . C . W A L L 

N Y word from up-river, 
Molly? Can't you get 
Cobb's Landing?" 

Plastered to his waist 
with y e l l o w ditch-clay, 
dripping f r o m head to 

heel, Jim Stirling stumbled up the rain
swept bank, and into his shack. Molly, 
bent over piles of time-books and vouch
ers, lifted a tired, intent face. 

" No , dear. Are you expecting a call? " 
" W h y , I thought I'd told you . " Jim 

frowned, puzzled. " Kirkland—president 
of the Inter-State, you know—wired that 
he'd be along on route inspection. He's 
due at Cobb's Landing this morning. 
That will bring him here some time to
day." 

"Kirkland! The chief! On route in
spection ! ' ' Molly 's brown, clear eyes grew 
wide with dismay. 

" Y e s , the Great Mogul himself. Just 
this contract's luck, for my superior offi
cer to hit camp when blasting and levee 
tills and all are stopped, dead, by high 
water. But don't look so distressed, 
Molly. Can't be helped." 

" M a y b e the storm will delay him, and 
things will be in better shape by the time 
he gets here." 

" T h e y couldn't be in worse shape." 
Grim amusement flickered in Jim's har
assed eyes. " I ' v e been hoping with all 
my soul that Kirkland would recommend 
me for the Lake Linden till. If I could 
get that two years' work, I 'd stand a 
chance of recouping this year's losses. 
But when he sees this job in such a 
ghastly mess—and if it was anybody else 
on earth but Kirkland! That man doesn't 
know what ill luck means. He's sixty-
tive years old, and he's been an engineer 
since he was twenty, and I don't believe 
he's fumbled a contract yet ." 

" I wish you knew when to expect 
him." 

" So do I. But I dare say the wires are 
all down in this wind. Or else the poles 
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are washed out of root. If this rain keeps 
on, all southern Illinois will be washed 
out of root. So will our contract. So will 
we. But what of that? Merely another 
failure " 

Stirling shut his teeth. He heaved his 
big body out of boots and oilskins, and 
stood staring blankly through the low-
window. Mol ly followed her husband's 
eyes. She saw a flat, gray, miry country; 
a broad muddy canal, rolling bank-full to 
the wide, gray river, half a mile below; a 
string of dingy house-boats, a clutter of 
barges, a launch or two; and, dwarfing the 
smaller craft, a gigantic steam-dredge. 
Its tall, ungainly machinery rose stark as 
vast sprawling pinions. Its huge bucket 
scooped up and down, up and down, 
snatching great gobbets of earth and 
gravel like the beak of some gigantic bird 
of prey. Suddenly Molhy's mouth quiv
ered. Her eyes fell shut. Week on week, 
all the winter through, she had looked on 
that dull, plodding scene. But never had 
she seen what she saw to-day. As if writ
ten in fire, the words flared out, scorch
ing her tired eyes, her tired brain: "Fail
ure—failure—failure!" 

" I don't want to whine, Mol ly . " All 
his bold, gay confidence had dropped out 
of Jim's voice. His face, always so un
conquerably boyish, was suddenly gaunt 
and bewildered and old. "Bu t I do feel 
like a chump. Think of it! Sixteen years 
at drainage engineering, and not one suc
cessful job ye t ! " 

" Y o u r jobs are always successful!" 
blazed Molly . Her pale face crimsoned. 
" Y o u r ditches are always cut to grade, 
and your levees stand, and your berms 
hold fast. You never signed a contract 
yet that you didn't put through on 
honor. Yet you dare pretend that you've 
lailei 1 Something gripped her throat. 
She halted, her cheeks afire, her cold 
hands trembling. Jim looked at her with 
heavy eyes. 

" Y o u ' r e a good sport, Molly. But I 
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have not made good. Y o u know that. 
If I were a younger man—but here I am, 
on the ragged edge of forty, this minute. 
When a man gets to forty, and hasn't 
made good—well, he never will make 
good. That's all." 

His voice stopped on a queer gruff note. 
He stooped and jerked on the big mud-
caked boots. " Guess I'll go back. Meg
aphone me if there's any word from up-
river. So long!" 

Molly watched him tramp down the 
oozy bank, then cross the board bridge to 
the dredge. Her cheeks whitened slowly. 
Her heart pounded heavily, stroke on 
stroke of pain. " T h e ragged edge of 
forty!" Yes, there they both stood, hard 
on the boundary of middle age. And 
when you reached forty, yet had not made 

They had planned it all so differently! 
Her mind fled back to their first year to
gether. The proud, gay splendor of it! 
For, boy that he was, Jim had been 
awarded two large contracts, and he had 
swung them through superbly. N o dreams 
were too golden for that year to dare! 
But on the contract following he had 
barely come out even, because of break
downs and delays. And the next year's 
work had put him six thousand dollars in 

debt. That disaster was never Jim's fault. 
N o man alive could have foreseen the 
flood that swept out three months' costly 
labor in a night. And Jim had faced that 
downfall with royal unconcern. " D o n ' t 
you care, Molly, you old peach. I'll earn 
it all back in a jiffy. You'll see!" 

Molly had not cared a farthing's worth. 
Her faith in Jim's powers was a living 
fire. The ten years of drudgery that fol
lowed could not dim that eager flame. 
She had stood by Jim all the way. She 
had forced herself to every nettling econ
omy. She had scrimped on herself, she 
had scrimped on the children, although it 
hurt her to the quick to deny them. Pris-
cilla, now apple-cheeked eleven, should 
have begun music lessons long ago. Jim 
Junior, aged nine, stocky, red-headed, 
determined, a mechanical genius like his 
father, already clamored for a workshop, 
for tool-kits, "an ' a real dynamo, 'cause I 
want to 'speriment in wireless." And 
little 'Lizabeth, her baby, her darling! 
How she longed to deck 'Lizabeth in laces 
and fine linen, like the wee fairy princess 
that she was! But toil as Jim might, 
save as she might, they had never quite 
fought their way out of debt. 

" A n d by coming down here I have 
hindered Jim, not helped him," Molly 
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thought. Yet she had come in such lov
ing eagerness to serve! This contract 
was the digging of a twenty-mile drainage 
ditch through an isolated farming coun
try. Jim had sublet the work from the 
Inter-State Engineering Company, taking 
full charge. That meant, Jim must " l i v e 
on the work." He must tramp the soggy 
banks all day, overseeing both levee crews 
and ditch gangs; he must eat, and sleep, 
and make up his endless complicated re
ports in this ten-by-thirty shack, set on 
the ditch bank, where he could be called 
instantly from sleep, in case of trouble 
with the night shift. Molly, meanwhile, 
would stay in their quiet home town, and 
take care of the children, and have her 
breath and being on the rare Sundays that 
Jim could spend with her. That was the 
way, always. An engineer's wife learns 
to put up with such things. But when 
the contract began its career of ill fortune 
Molly had rebelled. She sent the children 
to her mother. She rented their little home. 
Then she went straight to Jim, and met 
his amazed protests with a terse ultimatum. 

" N o . You'l l not send me home. No . 
I 'm not afraid of mosquitoes, nor ma
laria, nor floods, nor drunken laborers, 
nor anything else. Yes, I'll manage to 
amuse myself. I can cook your meals 
and keep your books and see that you get 
six hours' sleep and plenty of quinine, if I 
can't do anything more. I 'm here, mind 
that. And here to stay." 

But now, deep in her sore heart, she-
knew that all her loving care meant noth
ing to Jim. He was too spent to realize 
even her dear presence. Never once did 
he complain of the calamities that each 
day brought. He pushed on, fighting his 
losing game with unshaken courage. Un
til to-day 

A furious pity surged in her breast. 
She locked her trembling hands. Oh, he 
must make good! He must! Not just 
for his own standing. Not just for her 
and for those darling cormorants at home. 
But for his own dear precious sake. For 
sake of his challenged soul; for sake of 
his sweet and confident spirit, that had 
never faltered till to-day. 

" I won't stand it, to see him suffer. I 
can't!" She was sobbing now, uncon
trollably. Her slim body swayed against 
the door. " I t isn't fair! Oh ! " 

The telephone rang sharply. Startled, 
she ran to the desk. 

The receiver was a blur of rushing 
sound. A t last a deep voice boomed 
through the clamor. 

"Hel lo ! This the Contract Camp? 
Well, I want Stirling. Oh, this is Mrs. 
Stirling? Good morning, madam. This 
is Kirkland speaking. Will you kindly 
tell Mr. Stirling that I expect to reach 
camp in my launch by five P . M.? Mrs. 
Kirkland is with me " 

Click! Then silence. Molly put up 
the receiver with shaky hands. 

" S o Kirkland, the Great , is coming, in 
the midst of this flood. So Jim's chief 
will inspect the contract at its very 
worst. And Mrs. Kirkland! She's the 
sort that's used to roughing it, of course 
—in Adirondack camps,with marble baths 
and eight servants. Well, if they stay the 
night, they can take our bedroom. Jim 
can sleep here on a cot and I'll manage 
with the hammock. As to meals, they'll 
have to eat what I can find in this wilder
ness. They sha'n't starve, anyhow. Here 
goes !" 

She megaphoned her news to the 
dredge, then set swiftly to work. The 
tiny shack was always in flawless order. 
But to make ready a company dinner on 
two hours' notice, twelve miry miles from 
even a country grocer's, and over a crotch
ety two-burner gasolene stove! 

Back and forth flew Molly , shuttling 
from piano-box kitchen to wee, crammed 
living-room. She set out the dainty 
linen and silver that she had brought to 
make the shack homey for Jim; Heaven 
be praised, there were enough spoons to 
go round! She planned and cooked the 
simple meal with the deftness of an art
ist. But all the fiends of mischance at
tended her. The ice-pick had vanished 
off the face of the earth. The oven door
knob whirled loose at every touch. The 
canned peas were savorless, the cream 
was dolorously thin. The chicken, sent 
down from a neighboring farm, proved a 
muscled ancient, thewed like a Spartan 
bull. The evil stove first smoked, then 
scorched, then blew up like a giant fire
cracker, burning the biscuits to ashes and 
filling the house with oily smoke. Molly 
had barely rescued the potatoes when she 
heard the shrill whistle of a launch sig-
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nailing from the river. Through the thick 
mist she saw a trig white motor-boat, 
flying a blue ensign, steer into the mouth 
of the canal. The Kirkland launch, of 
course! Breathless and scarlet-cheeked, 

in a dream, Molly heard herself greeting 
her guests with feverish welcome. A des
perate desire seized her to make this for
lorn hour a success at whatever cost. She 
led the way into the smoky living-room 
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Molly rushed to her cubby bedroom, twist
ed up her hair, and flung on a fresh dress. 
Her hands snatched frantically at hooks 
that caught in hair and laces, at eyes that 
burrowed, demoniac. Her lashes glittered 
with tears of angry shame. Were she and 
Jim young folk, just starting out, this hap
hazard entertaining would be all very 
well. But at forty to pretend a bland 
Bohemianism, to welcome your guests 
in a yellow pine shack, to offer them 
the meal that your own hot blundering 
hands have prepared—ah, that's another 
story! 

The white launch swung alongside. At 
the bow stood Jim, taller and more gaunt 
than ever beside the huge, stocky, gray-
haired man at his elbow. From the cabin 
emerged a plump, rosy, gray-haired lady, 
in impeccable tweeds and storm-coat. As 

with laughing aplomb. She met Jim's 
blank eyes with glowing reassurance. But 
Jim did not seem to see her. He did not 
seem to see anything. His face was a 
mask of utter weariness. 

The dinner, at last on the table, proved 
hot and eatable, at least in spots. The 
storm had risen to a gale now. Rain and 
sleet dashed on the low windows. The 
flimsy shack rocked under the heaving 
shoulder of the wind. Molly drew a deep 
breath. Small and bare as the shack might 
be, her guests were surely more comfort
able than in their damp, close cabin. She 
smiled at Jim again. He did not see her. 
He sat hunched at the foot of the table, 
barely tasting his food. His face was gray 
and lifeless. His fine, boyishly clear fea
tures looked blurred and dull, ground 
down by the attrition of defeat. Molly put 
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down her fork. The food choked her. 
But pluckily, gayly, she chatted on. 

" It's too pitch-dark and stormy to wal
low round these ditches," said the chief, 
pushing back his chair. As he stood up, 
his tall, ponderous figure dwarfed the little 
room. His broad face dropped into grave, 
calculating lines. " A n d I 've got to be 
in St. Louis to-morrow, so Mrs. Kirkland 
and I must catch the midnight train out 
of Cobb's Landing. So, Stirling, you must 
give me an idea how things stand. If you 
ladies will excuse us, we'll get to work 
right now." 

Jim was already opening his desk. 
The two men bent at once to their task. 
Mol ly silently cleared the table. Then 
she sat down beside Mrs. Kirkland, who 
had settled herself by a lamp, and drawn 
a handful of crochet from her gold bag. 
They did not try to talk. Even their 
quiet voices might disturb the men. Mrs. 
Kirkland seemed to accept the situation 
with the unconcern of a familiar experi
ence. Her plump white hands, flashing 
with superb diamonds and emeralds, 
shaped small, lumpy Irish-crochet rose
buds with rapid skill. Her round, peony-
pink face, under smartly coiffed gray hair, 
shone with an inimitable contentment. 
It was all written there, her whole placid 
story; her well-fed healthy body; her solid 
assured sense of superior possessions, an 
established place in life; her profound sat
isfaction with her own mate, her own self, 
even her own deep inward being. 

Molly studied her absently. In her 
sore heart a slow rage kindled. Mother-
wise, Mrs. Kirkland had ahead} - talked of 
her children; her three "girls," all mar
ried, and married, Molly perceived, ex
ceedingly well; her sons, who had gone 
through Harvard and Tech, with leisurely 
vacations abroad, and were now well 
started, each on his broad, prosperous 
highroad. Molly 's lips set. Before her 
aching eyes swam Priscilla's small, imp
ish, lovely face; then Jim Junior's sober 
little countenance; then baby 'Lizabeth's 
face, so near! She could feel 'Lizabeth's 
pussy-willow cheek against her own, the 
soft brush of her downy gold hair, the tight 
clasp of her strong baby arms. An angry 
sob rose in her throat. Oh, thisother wom
an, and her great successful brute of a man! 
Why must they command every comfort 

and delight to lavish on their children, 
while Jim and she, for all their slaving toil, 
could not dare to spend a dollar, beyond 
their absolute needs! 

She looked across at Jim's haggard, ab
sorbed face. Unconsciously she stretched 
out her hand to him. Never had she felt 
more passionately one with her husband. 
Yet never in her life had she felt so cruelly 
alone. For all Jim knew of the misery 
that was consuming her, he might have 
stood across the gulfs of the universe. 

"Urn! Guess I 've got the hang of this 
thing now." The chief spoke very low; 
yet his deep, booming voice filled the little-
room with grim reverberations. " Y o u r 
October estimates didn't pan out because 
of the coal strike. So the dredges earned 
only twelve hundred dollars that month. 
Didn' t half cover running expenses. And 
November fell short because that fool 
dredge-runner smashed your hoisting gear 
for you. That set you back two solid 
weeks. By George, that was hard luck! 
W h y didn't you hustle down to St. Louis 
and lease another dredge, while your gear 
was being rebuil t?" 

Molly flinched. Over Jim's face burnt 
a slow scorching red. 

"Hadn ' t the funds just then, sir. You 
know you can't lease a two-yard dredge 
under four hundred a week." 

" O h ! I see." The chief slowly nod
ded his grizzled head. "That ' s the mis
chief of subletting when a man hasn't 
adequate capital." His words were mer
ciless, yet his slow thinking voice was so 
completely impersonal that they carried 
no sting. "Then in December the rail
road company got out their injunction, 
and held you up for five days." 

" Y e s . " 
"And in January and February, the 

great thaw ruined a lot of your levee-work. 
Then came high water; it has blocked the 
whole job ever since. And you 've used 
up your margins of time and funds and 
supplies. In the end, you'll be lucky if 
you don't come out six or eight thousand 
behind. By George, it's tough!" The 
chief lunged to his feet. He stared down 
at the ruck of papers; he stared at Jim's 
gray, moveless face. Mol ly quivered. 
The chief's words had fallen on her like so 
many clean blows. She wanted to run 
to her husband and put her arms around 
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him, and hide that dear sunken head 
against her breast. Yet , curiously, she 
felt no anger toward the chief. Hot par
tisan though she was, she knew that he 
was never blaming Jim. He was merely 
summing it all up: strikes, breakdowns, 
the whole implac
able account. And 
now, like a wise old 
surgeon,having spo
ken his d iagnosis , 
he l o o k e d at Jim 
from under hooded 
brows, and waited. 

" Y o u ' v e put it in 
a nutshel l . " Jim 
spoke at last in a 
q u e e r flat v o i c e . 
" I ' v e met up with 
more mishaps than 
a man of my limited 
m e a n s can c o p e 
with. H o w e v e r , 
sir, I can assure you 
that your company 
shall not be embar
rassed by my diffi
culties." 

" H u m p h , I ' m 
not giving t ha t a 
thought . But it's 
a sick outlook for 
you. Six m o n t h s 
more work on this 
G o d - f o r s a k e n 
ditch, with only the 
chance of breaking 
even to l o o k for
ward t o ! " 

" I can face that, 
all r i g h t . " T h e 
harsh red deepened 
in Jim's face. "Bu t I—I'd particularly 
hoped that I 'd make good on this job . T o 
be employed by your company has been 
a great satisfaction. I 'd even hoped " 

He stopped short. His eyes fell. 
Molly could finish that sentence. The 
Lake Linden till, his longed-for chance! 
If only 

"Urn! Guess I understand, Stirling." 
Kirkland stared at the black oblong of 
the uncurtained window. His great bull 
head stooped; his gray eyes lit with a curi
ous absent glow. It was as if he stared 
away, past the low room, past the dingy 

' Y e s , sir, the b i g d r e d g e , d o w n to the river. 

fleet outside, the storm-tossed woods, 
the dark, brimming river, away across the 
miles, across the years. " Y e s . I un
derstand, all right. Lord, when I re
member! Twenty-six years ago it is, 
this very month " 

He halted. His 
eyes turned f r o m 
that black pane to 
his wife's calm, rosy 
face, her fair, plump 
hands, still at their 
interminable cro
chet. 

" T w e n t y - s i x 
y e a r s ago, t h i s 
m o n t h . Remem
ber, Louisa?" The 
c h i e f ' s eyes deep
ened with that queer 
r e f l e c t i v e gleam. 
" A n d j u s t such 
w e a t h e r as this. 
Rain and fog and 
mud, s t r i ke s and 
freshets and smash-
ups—by G e o r g e , 
S t i r l i n g , what's 
all that r a c k e t ? 
Hark!" 

There was a rush 
of feet on the steps, 
then a c r a s h i n g 
knock, a high, ex
cited shout. 

"Mister Stirling, 
sir! Open the door. 
Quick!" 

M o l l y and J i m 
sprang to the door. 
On the t h r e s h o l d 
stood Finnegan, the 

night watchman. He waved his smoking 
lantern in their faces. 

" M y God, sir! Come, quick! Hurry! 
The dredge has sprung a leak!" 

" T h e dredge! Not the big dredge, 
Finnegan!" 

" Y e s , sir, the big dredge, down to the 
river. An ' she's sinkin' fast." 

"Call the crews. Hurry!" Jim thrust 
the megaphone into his hands, then turned 
to snatch up boots and slicker. 

"Call the crews, is it? When you laid 
the men off because of the storm, they lit 
out for the village, every mother's son of 
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'em. There's not a soul left on the boats 
but McCarthy and me. We 've been 
tryin' to make fast her moorings, but in 
this storm we can't handle the hawsers. 
An ' the current jerkin' her like wild 
horses, an' " 

But Jim and the chief had already 
seized lanterns and were pelting off down 
the bank. Molly stood motionless, gap
ing after them. 

"Wake up, chi ld!" A plump hand 
gripped her shoulder and shook her vig
orously. " Come along!" 

Mrs. Kirkland was thrusting her cro
chet into the bag. Her calm eyes flashed; 
her placid, imperious voice rang high. 
" D o n ' t look so dazed, girl! Get into 
boots and knickers, if you have 'em, and 
be spry. Give me some pins, please!" 
Deftly she kilted her tweed skirts to her 
knees, and pulled on her own high boots. 
She wound a scarf over Molly 's head, hus
tled her into a cloak, snatched the 
overshoes from her limp hands, knelt and 
tugged them on. "Tut , tut! Don ' t 
look so white. Yes, I guess / know what 
it means to lose a dredge! Right in the 
midst of a contract, too. But we're not 
going to lose this dredge, d'you hear me? 
Come, now!" 

She seized Molly 's arm and dragged 
her down the steps. Slipping, splashing, 
they floundered on in the wake of the 
men with their lanterns. Narrow tilting 
planks bridged the canal from shore to 
tow-boat. From tow-boat to river-bank 
hung a swaying rope-and-board footway, 
then more dizzy planks to the dredge. 
Mrs. Kirkland fled across them with the 
speed of light. Molly staggered behind. 
The men were already aboard the dredge. 
Jim had taken command. Jim was al
ways good in emergencies. 

"She's sprung an ugly leak astern. 
Maybe more than one. She's sunk a foot, 
so far. We have only four men, all told. 
Molly! Go telephone Cobb's Landing, 
and get Jacobs and Smith and all the men 
you can reach, and tell 'em to hike down. 
Double-quick!" 

"Sure, sir, in this storm and dark, it'll 
take 'em two hours to get here." 

"That 's a fact. By that time " 
Jim stopped. Beneath their feet 

sounded a faint, ominous sucking. 
" B y that time this boat will sink to 

engine-room level." The chief's voice 
boomed out inexorably. " W e four must 
get busy and patch up a bulkhead. But 
meanwhile she's shipping water every sec
ond. And no steam up for the pumps. 
T w o of us must man the hand-pumps, to 
keep her from sinking any deeper. The 
other two " 

"Nonsense. All four of you go to work 
on your bulkheading. Mrs. Stirling and 
I will take the pumps. Get to work, now. 
Right away!" 

Mrs. Kirkland pushed forward into the 
ring of light. She threw the wet coat from 
her shoulders. Her large, white hands 
flashed as she lifted them to her head. 
Her full pink face flushed crimson. 

" Y o u , Louisa!" sputtered the chief. 
Then he glared at her. " You two women 
can never handle one pump, let alone 
two. Go back to the cabin, both of you. 
This is no place for y o u . " 

"That ' l l do, John Kirkland." Mrs. 
Kirkland's blue eyes snapped. She rolled 
up her long silk sleeves. " W e two can 
handle the pumps an hour, anyhow. 
Hoots, Mr. Stirling, what's a drop of rain? 
We're neither sugar nor salt. That's 
a-plenty arguing, John. Haven't I done 
enough worse work than this in my day? 
Mind the Miami? H 'm, I thought so. 
Now, watchman, haul out the pumps. 
I'll help you shove them into the hatch. 
And you men get to work on that bulk
head. Hear me? " 

It seemed to Mol ly that they two had 
stood a black eternity at the tall iron 
pumps, their hands gripped over the rusty 
handles, their bodies wrenched and jolt
ed by the powerful recoil. Bilge-water 
splashed at their feet. Rain and wind 
beat in their faces. Jim had turned on the 
big search-light. In its white glare the 
dark, hurrying river, the huddled boats, 
the swaying, leafless trees, stood out stark 
and clear, weird as an abandoned world. 
From below came the noise of hammers, 
the chief's booming voice, Jim's sharp, in
frequent orders. And from below came al
ways the churning splash of the pistons, 
thefaint, rhythmic shudder of thehull, that 
slow tremor that told of the powerful cur
rents dragging always at the weakened keel. 

Mrs. Kirkland's fighting blood was up. 
Her big arms pulled and jerked like clock-
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work; her round face burned scarlet. 
Beads of sweat mingled with the rain
drops on her forehead. She worked like a 
splendid old Amazon. Molly never looked 
her way. Her face was drained and blood-

It would wreck this contract. It would 
open a pit of ruin beneath their feet. 

"But we must save the dredge! We 
must. We must J" The words came 
soundlessly from her ashen lips. Her 

' Y o u t w o w o m e n c a n n e v e r h a n d l e o n e p u m p , let a lone t w o . " — P a g e 798. 

less. She hauled and tugged at her pump 
like a mad thing. Her body clung against 
the handle, rose with it, pitched back, 
as if one with its mechanism. Whirling 
through her brain in crazy pulses of ter
ror flamed the one hideous thought: If 
the men couldn't stop that leak—if the 
pumps failed to clear the hold—if the 
dredge must sink, after all— Well, it 
would mean not just loss, not just failure. 

head swimming, her breath coming in 
great anguished gasps, she drove at the 
pump with all her strength. One mo
ment the children's faces glimmered be
fore her eyes. For the babies' sake—and 
vet, how little the babies counted! N o , 
for Jim's sake, alone, they must not fail. 

The pumps moved more heavily now. 
The water swashed in a lessening stream. 
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Molly looked at it in a sudden puzzled 
relief. Less water in the hold. That 
meant the leak was already under con
trol. Then out rang a yell of satisfac
tion, and up through a hatch shot Finne-
gan, sooty as a gnome, his face shining 
through the grime. 

"Saints be praised, 'twas but one bad 
leak, afther all, ma'am! And we finished 
bulkheadin' this minute. D o you give 
me that pump, now. Fll clear out what 
little bilge there is left." 

" Y e s , and give me a hand there, 
Louisa." The chief emerged from the 
hatch, sweaty and beaming. "Congrat
ulations, Mrs. Stirling. Y o u folks won't 
lose your dredge after all. Though two 
hours ago it looked a mighty slim chance. 
But your husband was equal to the crisis. 
He has put in as tidy a first-aid bulkhead 
as I ever laid eyes on." He turned to 
clap Jim heartily on the shoulder. " Good 
work, man. Now, Louisa! Give me that 
pump." 

"In a minute " 
"Right away. By George, but you're 

a sight, my dear! Look at your hair!" 
" M y hair? Good gracious!" All the 

Amazon went out of Airs. Kirkland. As 
a bride suddenly aware of her man's pres
ence, she twisted up her wet straggled 
locks, and hurriedly relied her veil. 
With Finnegan's lantern dancing ahead, 
the four tramped back, across the plank 
bridges, up the bank to the shack. The 
chief and his wife laughed and joked, 
in fine fettle. T o them, Molly thought 
drearily, these two bitter hours had been 
rather a frolic. But she and Jim could 
not exult with them. That dusk wing 
of calamity had brushed too close. They 
had not conquered. They had merely 
escaped. And who could tell how soon 
those patched timbers might yield again 
to the thrusting current? flow dared 
they dream of safety, even for an hour? 

Back at the cabin, Jim mended the fire, 
while Molly rummaged out dry clothes 
for Mrs. Kirkland, and heated some 
bouillon. It was nearing midnight. The 
Kirklands must be off in half an hour, to 
make their train. 

The chief stood steaming by the fire, 
bouillon cup in hand. Suddenly he 
turned his head, and stared again at the 
dark little window. Again Molly 's glance 

was caught by the strange, grave brood
ing look in his eyes. He seemed to look 
away, past them all, past the very night 
itself. Then he turned. Again his eyes 
bent deeply on the face of his wife. 

"Just such a night as this, just such a 
smash-up." His deep voice boomed out 
llie words. " Takes us back a good many 
years, Louisa? " 

Airs. Kirkland looked up swiftly. 
Over her calm face glinted a flash of mem
ory: the gleam of a remembered terror. 

" I rather guess it does take us back." 
Her full throat quivered with a shaken 
breath. "Just such times as this we had, 
twenty-six years ago, that whole hate
ful contract at Alton. M y , how did we 
live and stand it? " 

" M i n d the night our own dredge sank? 
When we were within five hundred feet 
of finishing our main cut? B y George!" 
He glanced at Jim, shrunken in his chair. 
"Turns me sick and chilly to remem
ber it. You see, our company—that was 
Louisa and me—owned only one dredge 
in those days. Just half paid for, at that. 
Only thing on earth we did own, mind 
you. Mind how we all pitched into that 
bulkheading? But no use. She sank so 
fast, we might as well a' tried to patch 
her with egg-shells." 

" I wasn't on the contract just then, 
dear. You forget. That was when Ned 
was just a tiny baby, and I was staying at 
mother's. But I was with you a month 
later, when the towboat caught fire. 
Remember? " 

" I reckon I do remember. And you 
nearly broke your back, carrying sand to 
smother it." The chief nodded grimly. 
" W e ' d never saved that tow-boat if it 
hadn't been for you. Y o u were awake, 
tending little Ned, and you saw the light, 
and gave the alarm. As it was, that fire 
set us back so badly that we were penal
ized eight days. At a hundred dollars a 
day. By George!" The chief threw back 
his big shoulders as if he wTould throw off 
an intolerable weight. His hooded eyes 
flamed. " W e were stone broke. The 
contract had cleaned us out as neat as a 
whistle. So I had to take that eight hun
dred out of my life insurance. Lord! 
N o eight hundred in this world can never 
look as big to me again. Drawing that 
check hurt worse than drawing teeth. 
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And the year after, when I hadn't any 
contract at all, and prowled around idle 
all year, and you and little Ned had 
to go home to your mother's—that was 
tougher yet ." 

He fell silent. His face darkened, as if 
the shadow of that dark year drifted 
past, a hovering menace still. 

" Y o u did all any 
man c o u l d , John 
K i r k l a n d . " His 
wife set down her 
cup. Her calm eyes 
f l a s h e d . " Y o u 
kept books, and did 
odd jobs of draught
ing, and even went 
as f o r e m a n of a 
bridge gang, any
thing to keep us 
g o i n g . It wasn't 
John's fault, any
way, that we got 
such a late start." 
She wheeled bellig
erently on her hosts. 
Her voice rang in 
h i g h d e f e n c e . 
"John was a splen
did engineer. Ev
e r y b o d y k n o w s 
t h a t . B u t we'd 
married young, and 
we had a houseful 
of b a b i e s before 
h e ' d s a v e d up 
enough to buy his 
first dredging fleet. 
After that, every contract he was awarded 
brought disaster. Nine years of high water 
and cave-ins and wreck and fire! N o man 
alive can beat that. We were both past 
forty before we got out of debt, even. 
And the children all growing so fast, and 
needing things, and all! Yes, we made a 
late start. And we had a long, hard pull. 
But John won out. I always knew he 
would." 

Her eyes met the chief's. Molly saw 
that long, deep understanding look. A 
warm little thrill stirred in Molly 's heart. 
Unconsciously she drew nearer. 

" W e won out together, you mean. It 
was mostly your doing, Louisa. And it 
was a long pull, all right. Y o u better be
lieve, we know what a job like this one 

T a k e s us b a c k a g o o d m a n y y e a r s , L o u i s a 
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means!" Again he looked at the dusky 
window. It was as if his slow gaze 
looked past the darkness, down the long 
canal with its treacherous banks, its mad
dening seeps and slides; down the river 
shore at the crowded barges; on to the 
great wounded dredge, plunging on her 
moorings in the rough water, her patched 

hull so terribly frail 
a sheath for the pre
cious machinery . 
" Y e s . We 've gone 
the whole infernal 
road." He halted: 
then his voice took 
on a n e w signifi
cant ring. "That ' s 
one r e a s o n I de
cided that our com
pany won't sublet 
anymore contracts. 
If a job succeeds, 
we f e l l o w s w h o 
back it ought to get 
a bigger slice. If it 
fails, that smashing 
big loss avalanches 
down on one man. 
So, after this year, 
we run the w o r k 
ourselves. On sal
aries, not percent
ages." 

M o l l y frowned. 
For a minute, she 
did not understand. 
But not a glimmer 
of e x p r e s s i o n 

For Jim, every word 
N o more subletting! 

Then, no more chances with the Inter-
State people! Well, it was very decent cf 
the chief to let him down in this quiet, off
hand way. Of course all his casual sen
tences meant but one thing: that his work 
for the Inter-State had been a failure; an 
abject failure. He could ask no more con
sideration. He had been given his big 
chance, and he had fumbled it, that was 
all. 

Yes, the chief had been mighty 
square. But—with no more contracts 
from the Inter-State, with no chance cf 
retrieval 

Jim's head sank on his breast. The 
cabin darkened slowly round him. An 

crossed Jim's face, 
had driven home. 
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icy chill crept through his veins. N o use 
—no chance 

And then it came to him, slowly, that 
the chief was speaking again. And his 
words flared through that stifling murk, 
incredible, ablaze: 

" O f course we'll want to employ top-
notch engineers. Especially on the Lake 

Mrs. Kirkland was for me. Though you'd 
swing the job easy enough, all right." 

" I ' m not so dead sure of that," Jim 
mumbled, at last. His mouth was so 
parched, he could hardly speak. The 
narrow dull room blazed before his eyes, 
rang as with the blast of trumpets. The 
Lake Linden fill! Salary, six thousand— 

L a n t e r n in hand , J i m w a i t e d till the red and g r e e n l i gh t s v a n i s h e d pas t the r ive r b e n d . — T a g e S03. 

Linden fill. It's going to be a stiff one, 
all right. Only a top-notch man can 
swing it. So, Mr. Stirling, if you have no 
other plans for next year, I hope you will 
take us into account." 

There was a pause. Neither Jim nor 
Molly stirred. Molly's dazed eyes lit with 
wonder. But a deep flush rose in Jim's 
haggard face, as if the very fire of life was 
pouring back into his numbed veins. 

" We're offering six thousand salary, and 
all expenses, of course. With a bonus 
for every day you finish ahead of time. 
Personally, I'd like to see Mrs. Stirling, 
here, on your staff." He bowed to Mol ly ; 
his hooded eyes lit with a friendly sparkle. 
"She'd be a valuable first-mate. Just as 

dizzily he began to count. Six thousand 
dollars! He could wipe out his worst 
debts. He could pay for Priscilla's music 
lessons, and Jim Junior's tool-house, and 
a new dining-room rug. He could get his 
head above water. "Only a top-notcher 
can swing it—" an hysterical chuckle 
shook him. He a top-notcher! He, with 
all his failures spread out on the miry 
ditch before him! 

" Y e s . You' l l swing it, if anybody 
can." The chief's deep voice pondered 
on. "Though, if we should meet up with 
such a mess of ruination as you 've just 
weathered on this contract, I 'd be glad to 
know that things were in your hands. 
Y o u don't lose your nerve. N o matter 
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how bad the smash-up, you 'd always hang 
on and save the pieces." 

" Y e s . I 'd try to save the pieces." 
But there was no misgiving in Jim's voice. 
Through him, thrill on thrill, urged the 
splendid certainty of success. 

" Mercy, John, look at the clock! W e 
must start this minute, to make that 
train." With true womanly hen-terror of 
being left behind, Mrs. Kirkland ran to 
the door. "Oh , there are the launch-
lights, n o w ! " 

Molly helped her into her wraps. 
Molly's cheeks were scarlet now, her eyes 
glowed, brown stars. Triumph was calling 
high in Molly 's heart, too. 

With much cajolery Jim and the chief 
helped Mrs. Kirkland inch by inch down 
the gangway and aboard the launch. T w o 
hours ago she had skimmed across wet 
six-inch planks like Atalanta. But now 
she teetered and twittered and narrowly 
escaped spilling all three into the canal. 
Lastly, Jim ran back for her forgotten 
Irish crochet. Mol ly crammed it into his 
hand without looking up. Nor did Jim 
dare look Molly 's way. Had their eyes 
met, undoubtedly both would have ex
ploded on the spot. 

Lantern in hand, Jim waited till the red 
and green lights vanished past the river 
bend. Then he went back to the shack. 

"Well , old l a d y ? " 
"Well , J im?" 

Molly was busi ly cover ing the fire. 
Sheer delight had overflowed Molly 's 
plucky heart. That high tide brimmed 
and blinded in her happy eyes. She 
knelt, industriously punching, as if she 
would punch back the betraying choke in 
her voice. "W-wel l , J i m ? " 

N o reply, save a gasp and a thud. 
She turned, startled. 
Once more, the eternal small boy had 

bobbed up in Jim. N o wonder there was 
no sound out of him! Eyes popping, 
forehead bursting crimson, he was turn
ing solemn ecstatic handsprings across the 
floor. 

"Jimmy !" Mol ly sobbed out, then, a 
wild, preposterous cackle of alarm and 
temper and delight. " O f all the kid 
tricks! And both of us on the ragged 
edge of forty, this minute! For shame!" 

Deliberately Jim reversed himself to a 
more conventional attitude. There was 
no cloud of shame upon his radiant face. 
In these twenty minutes he had thrown 
off twenty years. T o Molly 's shining 
eyes he was her b o y again, daring, inso
lent, adorable. 

"Ragged edge of forty, or ragged edge 
of nothin', who cares? " He bent to Mol 
ly swiftly. And the splendid hope in his 
glowing face made her heart leap. " Y o u 
old peach! What do I care, if I 'm stand
ing on the ragged edge of blazes—so long 
as you're standing b y ? " 

V O X C L A M A N T I S 

By C. A . Price 

H o w shall we find, although we seek—one sayeth— 
The guidance of our fathers' simpler day? 
No t less our need; but on our path no ray 

Falls of the shining sun that they called Faith. 
Our feet are set in darkness, and our breath 

Beats against emptiness when we would pray;— 
Alone we grope and stumble on our way 

T o the great hour of freedom that is Death. 

No t ours the fault if we are left in night. 
In humble hearts Faith's lamp is still alrim. 

Tradition's oil no more feeds Reason's light. 
Mavliap our eyes, and not the flame, are dim. 

What can earth show that does not mock our sight? 
The Saints remain who have believed in Him. 
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A F T E R T H E G R E A T W A R 
1 8 1 5 - 1 9 1 5 

B Y W I L L I A M M O R T O N F U L L E R T O N 
A u t h o r of " P r o b l e m s of P o w e r . " 

" I speak with the freedom of History and I hope without o f fence . "—Burke . 

| L M O S T one hundred years 
ago to-day the French army 
commanded by Napoleon 
was being undone at Water
loo. And it is just a cen
tury since, at the Congress 

of Vienna, the representatives of almost 
all the European states, great and small, 
signed a score of treaties for the recon
struction and readjustment of the na
tional barriers that had been overthrown 
by Bonaparte. It was obvious at the 
time, and it is even more obvious to-day, 
that the dominant aim of the majority of 
the plenipotentiaries at this congress was 
to repress, in the interests of the mon-
archs by Divine Right, the expansive 
tendencies of France. 

Three and a half generations have 
passed, and Europe is face to face with a 
situation of an importance even more stu
pendous than that confronting it in 1 S 1 4 -
15. The little Prussian state, shattered 
at Jena, resuscitated at Vienna, made an 
empire at Versailles on the ruins of a dis
membered France, set forth, in the au
tumn of 1914, on a gigantic raid of pillage, 
over the neutral lowlands of Flanders and 
across the glens of Luxemburg, to com
plete in the Gallo-Roman fields and vine
yards the cycle of its fortune. 

After having achieved its dream of be
coming the taskmaster of the Germans, 
and after having humiliated the haughty 
Hapsburg at Sadowa, the Hohenzollern 
turned his chief attention to France. Hu
miliation of France, going at times up to 
what Henri Houssaye called its "cruci
fixion," has been for a century the con
stant aim of Prussia. By the Treaty of 
Frankfort Prussian policy became Ger
man policy. That policy, save for a brief 
tentative period, when Germany fancied 
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to enslave France by boorish caress and 
corruption, has been brutal and brow
beating. From the entrance of the allies 
into Paris in 1 8 1 4 down to the mad and 
futile demonstrations of Teutonic aggres
siveness with reference to Moroccan af
fairs in 1 9 0 5 and 1906, with a view to 
breaking up the Anglo-French entente, 
Germany has never for a moment aban
doned her policy of crushing France: 
1 8 7 0 did not satisfy her. The "French 
scare" of 1 8 7 5 , explodedby de Blowitz and 
Decazes, was but the forerunner of the 
scare of 1 9 0 5 ending in Monsieur Del-
casse's fall, of the crisis of 1 9 1 1 , and of the 
assault of 1914. During more than forty 
years, indeed, Prussia has been preparing 
to add to her dominions the western 
Vosges and the Jura, Champagne, and the 
twoBurgundies,Rotterdam and Antwerp, 
Dunkirk and Boulogne, Trieste and the 
middle east. T o pretexts for action she 
has been indifferent; for fine occasions 
she has lain maliciously in wait. T w o 
terrible wars in the Balkans, lifting 
athwart one of the great routes of German 
expansion an impassable barrier of strong 
Slav powers, offered her, at last, the occa
sion she desired. Methodically she pre
pared for war. Suddenly, notwithstand
ing the efforts of her neighbors to arrest 
the irreparable—efforts that more than 
once all but skirted the abyss of national 
dishonor—Prussianized Germany (with 
no pretext decent for the ears of God or 
man, but impelled solely by that ag
gressive gluttony, that land-hunger and 
that thirst for wassail that have always 
characterized this race from Attila to 
the incendiaries of Louvain and Rheims) 
launched more than two million men 
amid an innocent and neutral folk into the 
historic roads that lead to Paris. While 
the German armed aeroplanes were hover
ing over the head of Napoleon in the Place 
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Vendome, the French and the English, 
luring these hordes on to the coign of van
tage that they themselves had chosen, 
waited for their shock. In the battles of 
the Marne the Hohenzollerns met their 
doom. Thesealingof that doom will be the 
epoch-making task of 1915. Whether it 
be at Brussels, or in another European 
capital, the congress which will be con
vened in 1915 to establish a new map of 
Europe and the world, will be an ad
journed sitting of the Congress of Vienna. 
Happily the century that has intervened 
since Talleyrand, Metternich, and Wel
lington wrangled amid the Vienna car
nival of the springtime of 1815 has been a 
century full of admirable object-lessons. 
They who have fancied that, because we 
are living in an era of great material 
civilization—under the domination of a 
"law of acceleration" which has tended 
altogether to differentiate the modern man 
from his fellows of the preceding centuries 
—the lessons of history are no longer ap
plicable, will learn in 1915 the magnitude 
of their blunder. 

II 

T h e historians have passed round the 
countersign: the Treaty of Vienna is a 
dead letter. They have repeatedly noted 
the caducity of the majority of the sepa
rate stipulations signed in 1S15. They 
have remarked that, after all, only a cer
tain number of the dispositions of the 
treaties of Vienna are still in vigor. Be
cause the texts relative to the partition of 
Poland and to the formation of the North 
German Confederation "have at present 
only a theoretic and retrospective inter
est"* and because there still remain in
tact of this great instrument, after the up
heavals of the nineteenth century, only a 
few notable declarations—that with regard 
to the neutrality of Switzerland, that with 
reference to the free navigation of rivers 
separating or traversing different states, 
or that determining the relative rank of 
diplomatic agents—it has been too hastily 
accepted that the curious works of diplo
matic art accomplished at Vienna have 
only an "his tor ic" or even merely an aes
thetic import. Instead, however, of being 

• S e e ' L e s G r a n d s T r a i t e s P o l i t i q u e ; , " b y P . A l b i n . 
(Alcan. 1 0 1 2 , 2d ed i t ion , p . 4.) 

a dead letter, it has been a living word for 
a tormentedcentury. Although the hege
mony of Prussia was not publicly conse
crated until, by the Treaty of Prague, 
Austrian power collapsed, it still remains 
that the German Confederation, estab
lished by the Congress of Vienna, was the 
broad foundation on which the Prussian 
monarchy began to plan the outworks of 
the future imperial structure. What the 
Prussian plenipotentiaries, Hardenberg 
and Humboldt, in their note to Metter-
nich of February 10, 1815, on their pro
posed scheme for a German confedera
tion, called "the beautiful variety of the 
German tribes,"* was soon to be con
verted into a pudding-stone of peoples, 
compactly united in the solid Prussian 
matrix. Later on a Bismarck who had 
spent his days and nights in the study of 
the labors of the Congress of Vienna had 
only to ally himself with a Moltke in order 
to sweep away such flimsy obstacles as 
Napoleon III—who had broken the great 
tradition of French diplomacy—to com
plete provisionally that unity of Germany 
under Prussian hegemony which it had 
been all along the high resolve of the 
Brandenburgers to secure. 

Napoleon III would better have studied 
the Obiter Dicta of his great homonym. 

Hypnotized by the idea of laying the 
ghosts of the Grande Armee, of annulling 
the fiats of Napoleon, and of humiliating 
France, the coalition of powers of the old 
regime, the plenipotentiaries of Divine 
Right, failed to take one essential precau
tion. Ye t Napoleon—of whom Alary 
Carolineof Naples had magnificently said, 
" If he were to die, his body should be pul
verized, and a dose of it should be given to 
each sovereign, two doses of it to each of 
their ministers, and then matters would 
go better"!—had more sagacity than all 
the Metternichs, the Talleyrands, and the 
Castlereaghs; and whatever the exaspera
tion of these diplomats, and of the people 
and sovereigns they represented, against 
the ogre, the plenipotentiaries of the Con
gress of Vienna, if they had been perspica-
ciousstatesmen, wouldhave taken toheart 
the utterance of Napoleon at Tilsit: " It is 

* See " L e C o n g r e s de V i e n n e e t les T r a i t e s de 1 S 1 5 , " b y 
C o m t e d ' A n g e b e r g . ( A m y o t , 1S64 . v o l . I, p . 744.) 

t C o r r e s p o n d a n c e inedi te de M a r i e C a r o l i n e , Re ine de 
N a p l e s e t de Sicile a v e c le M a r q u i s de G a l l o . Pub l i ee e t 
a C u O t e e par le C o m m a n d a n t M . H . W e i l et lc M a r q u i s C . di 
S o m m a Ci rce l lo . (Pa r i s : E m i l e P a u l c , 1 9 1 1 , t o m e I , p . 400.) 

m 
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part of my system to weaken Prussia. I 
mean that she shall no longer be a power 
in the political balance of Europe."* B y 
failing to heed this warning they laid the 
foundations of the grandeur of Prussia. 
Bismarck and Moltke, it should con
stantly be repeated, were in being in the 
Vienna treaties that extended the frontier 
of the little Mark of Brandenburg across 
the provinces of the Rhine, leaving just 
outside the elastic ring a set of small, 
easily confederated German states that 
were destined to be the prey of intrigue 
and to become, owing to alien racial pres
sure, inevitably coagulated under Prus
sian hegemony. " W e receive on the 
Rhine some picturesque and splendid 
provinces," writes the Princess Radziwill 
on February iS, 1815, to her husband, 
Prince Antoine, "provinces which are, no 
doubt, a fine acquisition; and if the king
dom which we are'getting on the Rhine 
touches the old one, I don't think that we 
would really chuck for it any other em
pire (je crois que nous ne pourrions plus 
desirer de troquer avec tout autre empire)."^ 

I l l 

E V E N before the close of the Congress of 
Vienna an observer in Paris fully abreast 
of the time could have had no doubt as to 
the forces that were at work for the con
struction of some such European future 
as has been marked by the dates 1S66, 
1870, 1914. And, in view of this fact, it is 
to be hoped that the allies who are to dic
tate peace to the Hohenzollerns after the 
present war, or the plenipotentiaries of the 
coming congress, will arm themselves for 
their great duties with a cautious irony. 
A hundred years ago an ancestor of the 
present Czar, the Emperor Alexander, was 
feted in Paris to the cry of " Vive Ale
xandre, notre liberateur." Napoleon had 
just signed his abdication and retired from 
the great stage of the world to his islet 
of Elba. The allies who had compassed 
his downfall, assembled under the roof 
of Prince de Talleyrand, meditated the 

* Sec " P r o b l e m s of P o w e r , " b y t h e a u t h o r , p . v i i . 
t T h i s h i the r to u n p u b l i s h e d d o c u m e n t , w h i c h I o w e to t he 

e x t r e m e c o u r t e s y of m y friend. C o m m a n d a n t W e i l , e m a n a t e s 
f rom the a r c h i v e s of the A u s t r i a n M i n i s t r y of t he In te r io r , 
w h e r e it is c lassed wi th the " R e p o r t s of the Secre t Po l i t i c a l 
P o l i c e d u r i n g the C o n g r e s s of V i e n n a . " I t w i l l be pub l i shed 
soon after the w a r wi th s o m e 3.000 d o c u m e n t s of the s a m e 
epoch in a book to be en t i t l ed " A u t o u r d u Congrfes de 
V i c n n e . " 

Treaty of Paris. T o France was ac
corded, not only her former frontier of 
1792, but portions even of the depart
ments that are now Belgian or German, 
the towns of Beaumont and Chimay, Sar-
rebruck and Landau, rich regions of the 
Lower Rhine, another million of subjects. 
Navigation on the Rhine was declared 
free. And amid the fervor of generous 
emulation that surrounded the plenipo
tentiaries, finally released from the night
mare of the twenty years' war, the Em
peror Alexander—anticipating the act of 
hismysticaldescendant,NicholasII,at the 
outset of the war of 1914—announced his 
intention of restoring the former kingdom 
of Poland, the fusion of all the Polish prov
inces detached b y the partition of 1772. 
Officers and courtesans, bankers and diplo
mats, supping in the Palais Royal , drank 
the health of the handsome Czar, "the 
peacemaker, VAnge de la Paix." 

Meanwhile, the Prussian armies were 
still in Saxony. The Saxon King was a 
captive at Breslau, trembling at the pos
sible loss of his hereditary states, which 
Prussia already regarded as her own. The 
Congress of Vienna, convened to elabo
rate the details of the stipulations fixed by 
the Treaty of Paris, was about to open, 
and Louis X V I I I , faithful to the prin
ciple that had inspired for centuries the 
diplomacy of France prior to Napoleon, 
insisted in his instructions to his am
bassador to that congress, Prince de Tal
leyrand, on the necessity that not only 
the great but the small powers should be 
represented at the congress. Considera
tions of justice, as he put it, required that 
none should be excluded, but, above all, 
the interests of France demanded it. " T h e 
interest of the small states is likewise its 
interest," said the perspicacious monarch. 
" A l l will wish to preserve their existence, 
France must want them to preserve it. 
Some may wish for an extension of their 
frontier, and it behooves France to let such 
extension take place, in so far as that may 
diminish the aggrandizements of the big 
states." And, with his eye intently fixed 
on Prussia,Louis XVIIIspecif ies at length 
in these memorable instructions the list of 
small German states whose nationality 
must be maintained against the "innate 
ambi t ion" of that power. 

It is good in 1914, just after the decisive 
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battles of the Marne and the Aisne, to re
call the following passage, written just one 
hundred years ago for the guidance of the 
plenipotentiaries of France about to par
ticipate in the reconstruction of the map 
of Europe: 

"For the Prussian Monarchy any pre
text is good. It is altogether devoid of 
scruples. Mere convenience is its con
ception of right. Thus, within sixty-
three years, its population, originally less 
thanfour millions, has become ten millions, 
and it has succeeded in creating a vast do
minion by the acquisition of divers sep
arate territories, which it is tending to 
unify by incorporating with them the 
territories that divide them. The terrible 
discomfiture that has befallen its ambition 
has taught it nothing. Even at this mo
ment its agents and partisans are agitat
ing Germany, depicting France as being 
again ready to invade it, pretending that 
Prussia alone is capable of defending it, 
and asking it to hand itself over to her 
for its very preservation. She would 
have liked to have Belgium. She wants 
everything between the present frontiers 
of France, the Meuse and the Rhine. 
She wants Luxemburg. All is up if Ma-
yence is not given her. Security is impos
sible for herif she doesnot possess Saxony. 
The allies, it is said, have agreed to re
store to her the power she possessed before 
her fall, to give her ten millions of sub
jects. If this claim were admitted, she 
would soon have twenty, and the whole 
of Germany would call her master. It is 
necessary, therefore, to set a limit to her 
ambition, first, by restraining, as far as 
possible, her expansion in Germany, sec
ondly, by restraining her influence by 
means of a federal constitution. Her ex
pansion will be restrained b y preserva
tion of all the small states, and b y the 
aggrandizement of those that are her 
nearer rivals."* 

This prophetic document illuminates a 
whole century of European history. Above 
all, it lights up the second half of that cen
tury from the wars of the duchies and 
Sadowa to the violation of Belgian neu
trality by Prussia in August, 1914. It 
may be confidently affirmed that its ra
diance will not be spent when the succes-

• See " L e C o n g r e s de V i e n n e et les T r a i t e s de 1 8 1 5 . " b y 
C o u n t d ' A n g e b e r g . ( A m y o t , 1864 , v o l . I , p p . 2 1 5 - 2 3 8 . ) 

sorsof the Talleyrands, the Castlereaghs, 
and the Metternichs meet in the Congress 
of 1915. Under the menace of the brow
beating methods of international business 
inaugurated by William II—the method 
of Real-politik and haute-finance, the world 
has been too long divorced from the se-
rener tradition of the old diplomacy. 

The voice of the great Napoleon, as its 
echo reaches us from Tilsit, should domi
nate the counsels of the future Congress of 
Brussels. The well-meaning dreamer of 
the second empire, in his passion for na
tionalities, sought mainly to aggrandize 
eveijk nationality but his own. Catspaw 
of Bismarck, he half-consciously, half-un-
wittingly, aided Prussia to achieve Ger
man unity. He beheld vanishing amid 
the smoke of the battle-field of Sedan the 
pathetic cohort of his generous dreams. 
If France, England, and Russia have not 
learned the lesson of this past, let them 
suffer the consequences'. The war of 
1914 means many things; it means, above 
all, the defence of the great idea of na
tional freedom, the respect of nationali
ties; but no French generosity and ideal
ism, no British notion of justice, no Slav 
mysticism should be suffered to suggest, 
in the coming congress of the nations, 
such respect for freedom and for nation
alities as will bring into being another Eu
ropean system liable, at all events before 
a generation to come, to lose its balance. 
One may even say that the great danger of 
the coming hour will be, not the establish
ment of injustice, but the creation of too 
much "just ice." The meaning of this 
paradox is clear. Were the Austrian Ger
mans, for instance, to be united to the 
German Germans, to the destruction of 
Austria, under a mistaken conviction of 
the " jus t ice" of protecting the German 
nationality, Brussels would repeat the 
blunder of Vienna and prepare another 
war. Were France, again, to confine her 
claims to the recovery of Alsace and Lor
raine, thus magnificently repudiating from 
sheer idealism the taking of legitimate pre
cautions against future aggression on the 
Rhine and in the Rhine provinces, she 
would belie her most characteristic tradi
tions. Even at Vienna the Rhenish prov
inces demurred to becoming Prussian. 
The mystical pact signed in Paris on Sep
tember 26, 1 Si5, between the Czar Alex-
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ander, the Emperor of Austria, and the 
King of Prussia, and known as the " H o l y 
Alliance," was, in reality, a declaration of 
war on the part of arbitrary power against 
national aspirations. On September 5, 
1914, all but a century later, the nations 
took their revenge. France, Russia, and 
England, engaged in a great war in order 
to establish the freedom of peoples and to 
maintain the balance of power in Europe, 
signed, without canting emphasis or ap
peal to Divine Right, a declaration to 
hold together to the bitter end. This 
declaration was, in a new and very real 
sense, a holy alliance. The task ^efore 
the Allies after the present war will be, 
in spite of its apparent complexity, a task 
of an astonishing simplicity. Its guiding 
lines are few and neatly denned. 

IV 

Tni'; idea of freedom, of nationality, has 
dominated the whole war. There is not 
an army in Europe to-day that has not its 
eyes uplifted toward the labarnm, the 
symbolic banner, bearing the words Free
dom, Nationality. T o all the hosts of all 
the allies the time-spirit has seemed to 
say: " / / ; hoc signo vinces." Moreover, 
miracle of miracles, even the Germans— 
"that beautiful variety of German tribes" 
—will shortly descry the same liberating 
symbol. The German chancellor, Herr 
von Bethmann-Hollweg, sought in a fa
mous speech in the Reichstag in 1912 to 
distract the attention of the great liberal 
Powers by creating a Russian scare. But 
at the very first occasion given her Rus
sia pricked this bubble and raised the 
standard of national freedom for the Slavs, 
for the Poles, and for the Armenians. 
W h y did Austria go t< > war ? Because the 
rise of Servia had blocked her way to Sa-
lonica. W h y did Russia champion the 
Servian cause? T o prevent Hungarian 
vindictiveness and Pan-German ambition 
from stifling the self-conscious Serbs just 
on the point of entering into their own. 
W h y has England intervened? T o save 
the Belgian nationality, brutally violated 
by a Power that had sworn to safeguard 
Belgian neutrality; to assure, by the 
maintenance of an integral, and even ag
grandized France, the equilibrium of Eu
rope, a balance of power synonymous with 

the freedom of peoples; and, above all 
perhaps, because of its belated perception 
of the clear verity which her idealism and 
her self-engrossment had so long pre
vented her from seeing: namely, thatwhen 
Germans spoke of "claiming their place 
in the sun" they really dreamed of loom
ing so largely there as verily to eclipse 
that luminary and to fling the planet 
behind them into their shadow. Europe 
is full of Alsace-Lorraines. This is an 
anomaly which it will be the destiny of the 
early twentieth century to abolish. Wher
ever there be a national soul, it must be 
allowed to breathe at ease. Nationality 
is the self-conscious struggle of a people 
to maintain its integrity when it is ex
posed to the gravitative attraction of a 
powerful neighbor. The present war is a 
war of nationalities. It is a war of na
tionalities even for the Germans. Ye t a 
world-renowned sophist, the juggler of 
" T h e Great Illusion"—wheri was a book 
ever so happily named?—duped himself, 
as well as many of his readers, by the ar
gument that the state was not a person. 
This sciolistic visionary's gaze, ranging 
over the peoples of the planet, was at
tracted only by the more obvious signs of 
the time. What he and his fellow econo
mists called the "stratification of inter
ests," the many apparent indications that 
the claims of class interest were overrid
ing boundaries and shattering frontiers, 
was a truth too evident really to be ig
nored. But, contemplated too singly, it 
was a truth bound to ruin the judgment 
of any intelligence. The interesting facts 
were of another order. A t no epoch of 
history, indeed, had there been so many 
instances to show, not merely that the 
state is a person, but that it is the sub-
limest of all persons. I t is the sovereign 
conscience synthesizing all the reactions 
of the human soul. And if, contrary to 
appearances, the fact and the idea of na
tionality are more splendidly evinced than 
ever to-day, it is just because of the ex
tent and number of the causes apparently 
making to their destruction. It wns 
hardly necessary to have waited for such 
proof of this as has been offered by the 
Great War of 1914, the key-note of which 
was struck in the proclamation which the 
F>ench Government addressed to the 
country when it said: "Gloire aux vivants 
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et aux marts t Les hommes tombent. La 
Nation continue." 

Germany and Austria were almost alone 
among the nations that had not suc
ceeded in creating a national soul. The 
latter case is self-evident; and although, 
in presence of the enthusiasm with which 
Berlin sang the " Wacht am Rhe in" in the 
nights of early August, 1914, the casual 
listener may have gathered that a real 
union (Einigung) had sprung from the ar
tificial soil of German unity (Ein/ieit) 
created by the Prussian navvies, compe
tent observers had known full well that 
the weeds of the particularism of the con
federated states still grew rank in the par
terres of the German Empire. This fact 
was, at all events, very patent to the 
rulers of Germany. Prince von Biilow 
himself confesses that it was the fortui
tous amalgamation, in the fire of Koenig-
graetz and Sedan, of the " German spirit" 
andthe "PrussianMonarchy" thatwelded 
the German Empire, and created the con
ditions of a lasting German political unity. 
" T e n centuries of German history," he 
said—and his testimony is grave !—"had 
not availed to bring forth a single result in 
politics."* The intellectual life of Ger
many, he reminds us, is the work of west
ern and southern Germany. There alone 
resides the "German spirit." The Ger
man state was born in Prussia, which pre
pared the political culture of the German 
people. And he concludes that "recip
rocal penetration of the Prussian genius 
and the German genius should be for 
Germany the task of the immediate fu
ture." 

V 

T H E Prussians manoeuvred at the out
break of the war of 1914 to convince the 
singularly ill-informed, the utterly "unpo
litical" German people, that Germanism, 
the "German spirit," had been attacked 
by Russia and Pan-Slavism. Pan-Ger
manism would never have indulged in 
such frantic excesses if what Prince von 
Biilow says of the German spirit and the 
Prussian Monarchy were not true. The 
conclusion is obvious. It is a corollary of 
the chancellor's testimony, as it is the pro-

• S e e the final c h a p t e r of P r i n c e v o n B i l l o w ' s b o o k , • ' I m 
per ia l G e r m a n y . " 

found suggestion of thepresent Great War, 
that decapitation and destruction of the 
German Empire will be instantly secured 
by paralysis of the Prussian Monarchy. 
For the freedom of the Germans, for the 
security of the French, the British, the 
Belgians, and the Dutch, above all for the 
peace of the world, imperial Germany 
must go. The Ffohenzollerns must retire 
within their Brandenburg Mark. Prus
sia must henceforth content herself with 
her frontiers of 1806. An emancipated 
south Germany will be the first to thank 
the armies of the Allies for this deliverance. 
Vienna—or, at all events, the function that 
Vienna has so long represented in the bal
ance of power on the Continent of Europe 
—must be augmented to the diminution 
of Berlin. The Czar must be held to his 
promise by satisfying the nationalistic 
dreams of the Poles, to establish in the 
centre of Europe, between his millions of 
Slavs and the hordes of Germany, a buf
fer state, artificially relieving the west
ward pressure of the formidable Russias. 

The Congress of Brussels, in a word, 
must learn and apply all the lessons of 
the Congress of Vienna. It must temper 
and control the inveterate idealism of its 
participants by a fearlessly pragmatic 
criticism based on a complete knowledge 
of the past. There is a multiplicity of 
minor matters which it will be called upon 
to solve: the balance of power in the 
Mediterranean (the islands of the /Egean, 
the Dardanelles, the coast of Syria, the 
Adriatic); the exploitation of the Middle 
East from Syria round by way of Persia to 
Bagdad (matters, most of them, happily 
solved just before the war); the problem 
of Turkey, the definitive sanctions of the 
renaissance of the Balkan peoples (Ru
mania in Transylvania, Servia and the 
southern Slavs); and even the new fron
tiers of the spheres of influence in Africa 
and among the islands of the Pacific. But 
this host of warring interests need not in 
reality bewilder nor darken counsel. Eu
rope's prime duty is clear. That duty is 
to establish Gallo-Roman discipline and 
order and English liberty and fair play 
in a world—beginning with the German 
world—longing to continue to cultivate 
the arts of peace. Throughout all the 
lands that the Prussian, by his menace, 
had converted as it were into a sinister 
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concentration camp, one vast entrench
ment of tax-ridden nations in arms, man
kind, finally relieved of the hated blood-
tax that the foes of the human race had 
for more than one hundred years imposed 
upon it, must be suffered at last to sow in 
peace and to reap in joy . For the ac

complishment of this dream, there is only 
one sure way. Listen again to the words 
of Napoleon at Tilsit: "It is part of my 
system to weaken Prussia. I mean that 
she shall no longer be a power in the political 
balance of Europe." 

PARIS , September 22, 1914. 

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

By Thomas Walsh 

F O R me no winter twilight falls 
But brings a dream of gold, 

Since well I know their dear white walls 
Are gleaming as of old; 

I know that down arcaded square 
And narrow street they still are there 

Dolores, Pilar, Mercedes, 
Reclining in the balconies. 

Mercedes, who belies the name 
Of her sweet patroness renowned 

As Queen of Mercies, shrined in flame, 
At Barcelona crowned; 

And Pilar, little face of rose, 
Whose Virgin on the pillar glows 

At Saragossa; there they rest, 
Their dark eyes golden with the west. 

Though seven swords of silver press, 
In high Granada's shrine 

Her velvet-mantled patroness 
Of Mother-Grief divine, 

Dolores only smiles to scan 
The sunset on her spangled fan, 

Whose sparkle lights again the grace 
That memory treasures of her face, j 
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THE other day I re-read that exquisite 
little classic, Mrs. Meynell's "Fellow-
Travellers with a Bird." Its imme

diate eSect was to make me regret for the 
thousandth time that I have failed to keep 
a daily record of the verbal quaintnesses and 

comicalities of my own small ad-
Adventures venturers on the uncharted seas 

of speech. They are so striking at 
the time—these sayings; one is sure that 
one will not forget them; they pass into the 
family vernacular, apparently "for good." 
But a new idiom is coined, and the latest 
one is superseded, and so these fresh and 
inimitable experiments go unrecorded, and 
eventually are lost. 

We grown-ups, I suppose, can realize but 
dimly, in occasional flashes of insight, what 
an unconquered, experimental thing lan
guage is to a child. A child of four uses his 
own small vocabulary, for daily purposes, 
with such ease and assurance that we forget 
that he is not, like ourselves, using the small 
change he carries in his pocket, so to speak, 
but is operating upon his entire capital. He 
is consciously pattering about on the wet 
sands at the water-line, aware all the while 
of the immense, mysterious ocean of adult 
speech lying out beyond him. He shows 
this by the promptitude and interest with 
which he seizes upon and examines every 
new word that seems to come at all within 
the range of his possibilities. An alert child 
hardly ever lets one get by. One day, being, 
I suppose, in a rather toplofty mood, I 
added to my customary " Y o u mustn't do 
that, Jimby," the somewhat ornate " I can
not allow such conduct." Both Jimby and 
his small sister were instantly on the alert. 
"What's conduct, mother?" one of them 
inquired, while the other listened, spell
bound. M y explanation, •however, made 
less impression upon them than the mere 
personality, so to speak, of that fascinat
ing new word. A few moments later they 
were poring over a picture-book together. 
"There's one conduct," said the three-
year-old, "and there's another—and there's 
another." She was pointing to totally dis
similar objects. No matter; the objects 

were only symbols, make-believes; the real
ity was the impact of that neat, effective 
new sound—the word itself. 

She was really doing exactly what the 
latest literary Post-Impressionists are do
ing; letting words stand for what they seem 
to mean at the moment to the user, and not 
for the particular things usage has agreed 
they shall mean. A child, however, soon 
abandons this method, finding it imprac
ticable—since language grew out of the 
very fact that agreement is necessary for 
practical purposes, and its usefulness, there
fore, depends upon such an agreement. 
And so, doubtless, would the Post-Impres
sionist, if he were not at liberty to fall back, 
in the daily conduct of life, upon the un
thinking arbitrariness of the vulgar. If he 
were compelled to deal with a soulful grocer 
who insisted upon giving him pickles when 
he asked for cheese, on the ground that 
cheese sounded green and slender to him in
stead of yellow and slab-like, they would 
probably find it necessary to sacrifice the 
impression of one to that of the other. Or, 
as a compromise, they might find some 
neutral-toned substantive which the ear of 
each could tolerate as the audible symbol of 
cheese. In which case they would be no 
longer pure Impressionists. 

The same small adventurer who so liked 
the sound of "conduct" was greatly taken 
by the possibilities of the abstract noun. 
Of course she heard one, and unconsciously 
examined it before she made one. But the 
first we knew of it was when one evening, 
after a funeral in the neighborhood had 
greatly interested the children, she settled 
herself in my lap and suggested cosily: 
" Now let's talk about deadness !" Like 
Stevenson's little protagonist, she thinks 
that swinging is "the pleasantest thing ever 
a child can do," and of course reckless big 
fathers who swing one very high are quite 
the pleasantest persons. But there is such 
a thing as swinging too high when one is only 
three, and one day she called out to her fa
ther: "That's enough highness!" and then 
added, hastily: "But it's not enough swing-
ness ! " Anybody who has a child in the house 

S n 
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can imagine how the family overworked that 
formula during the succeeding weeks. 

She is very fond of referring to certain 
imaginary sisters of hers, whose number 
varies with mood and circumstances. One 
day she startled us by the truly staggering 
announcement: " I had a million sisters— 
but they all died 'cept three." When asked 
the reason for this unprecedented mortality, 
she replied promptly: "They were killed in 
the war." (She pronounced it like "star.") 

Numbers, indeed, seem to assert an early 
fascination for children. They pass through 
a harrowing stage when nearly every ques
tion must be answered in terms of pounds, 
gallons, or inches. "How deep is that pond, 
mother?" "Oh, it's not very deep," you 
answer comfortably, out of the untroubled 
depths.of your own thoughts. "But how 
deep is i t ? " "Oh, about two feet," you 
answer, hastily arousing yourself. "But 
how deep is i t ? " this time with a tweak 
at your sleeve, and an imperiousness that 
threatens to require discipline. Then, if 
you are wise, you will assert unhesitatingly 
that that pond is three feet five inches deep 
—and peace will reign. 

The six-year-old has observed that mil
lions and thousands are not as common in 
adult speech as less pretentious numerals; 
and he evidently has an ambition to use 
them in the convincing, offhand way that 
sounds so interesting in the conversation of 
his elders. "Did sister cry while mother 
was gone?" he is asked. "Yes , she did, 
mother." "Did she cry very long?" And 
then he answers, in his most businesslike 
masculine voice: "Oh, only about twenly-
four hours !" 

The mere inaccuracies of children—little 
tricks and pronunciations due to the fact 
that they have simply failed to hear or to 
remember correctly, are inimitably quaint, 
characteristic, and touching. Perhaps it is 
their unconsciousness of the linguistic pit
falls into which they step so rashly that 
makes these little blunders so endearing; 
at any rate I always have a special desire to 
kiss the little girl who comes to ask me to 
tie up her "thinger," and who tells me she 
is "such in a hurry" because she thinks it 
is going to bleed. And the little boy who 
inquires about the "alfahol" stove provokes, 
coincidently with the irrepressible grown-up 
smile, the same adoring and protecting im
pulse. 

IF you don't play solitaire"—the man 
across the room is thumping out each 
syllable with a card dictatorially laid 

down on the table—"you won't be able to 
pass away the time when you grow old." 

" I f you don't cultivate a hobby," chants 
his brother, poking among strange 
contraptions in his cabinet, "you'll pfeasui 

grow old before your time." 
"The man who doesn't play golf is going 

to die at sixty, and he might as well"—this 
idea is supplied by a magazine lying on my 
table. 

For my own part, I'm busy trying to write 
a plausible regret about the picnic my be
nevolent friend wants to arrange for next 
Thursday. It is difficult, and I reflect that 
the shame with which one refuses to under
take a disagreeable duty is nothing to the 
confusion which covers the person who at
tempts to beg off from some bit of amuse
ment. 

Recreations prescribed; duties elective: this 
is the parlous state toward which our school 
of life seems tending. 

The letter I am writing appears suddenly 
to turn into a declaration of war. Before 
the whole world and my friends I undertake 
to protest against the tyranny of required 
pleasures, and to support my position by 
the force of unanswerable logic. Leaning 
back comfortably in my chair I proceed to 
formulate a manifesto. 

The notion that holding a neighbor's baby 
is a privilege and a joy has long since been 
exploded in literature, and yet young moth
ers go on offering this pleasure, and criticis
ing the technique of the performance as if 
the victims had a real desire to be coached. 
Even those who flee the baby are prone to 
hold out their own little pets, demanding 
that their friends adopt the particular games 
or holiday occupations or shows that they 
themselves enjoy. Social workers busily 
provide recreation for the unemployed. 
Half the world is ready to tell both the rich 
and the poor how to spend their leisure mo
ments; and those of us who are neither rich 
nor poor receive advice from our acquaint
ances. Toward the diversions of the other 
person the public assumes altogether too 
solemn a responsibility. 

If recreation is the heart of life, as the 
social workers maintain, the one essential 
element in existence, it would seem to be a 
somewhat personal matter, giving opportu-
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nity for individual initiative. But the poor 
are not the only people whose amusements 
are pitifully restricted to a few fashionable 
types. When we greet an acquaintance who 
has spent a week's holiday in New York, 
do we expect him to tell us of some indi
vidual choice of diversion, among the many 
that might be found there? Hardly. He 
knows so well what to say that the plays 
he has seen and the restaurants where he has 
eaten are listed already among his conver
sational precautions. 

I sympathize with the man who concealed 
from the compilers of Who's Who his favor
ite recreations as if they had been the bones 
of the family skeleton, though in truth they 
were innocent even beyond gardening and 
golf. Such monotony as appears among 
the pastimes registered in that amusing 
book would indicate the failure.of our civili
zation if it were matched by a similar con
ventionality in the record of work and 
achievement. 

The sameness of "automobiling," "sail
ing/ ' "golf," is drearier in print, let us 
hope, than in real life. M y most affection
ate feeling for the automobile was induced 
by an unscheduled spontaneity of a ma
chine belonging to a friend of mine who had 
included me in one of his carefully arranged 
pleasure tours. M y friend was so much an
noyed that I didn't venture to tell him how 
pleased I felt at the overturn of his too ade
quate plans. The machine stuck (the word 
is doubtless untechnical); my friend and I 
spent our holiday in a country hotel; I, at 
least, slept through a blissful afternoon and 
became thus a happier human being. To 
plan a nap and go off to that country hotel 
to take it would have been too absurd. The 
beauty of the afternoon lay in the perfect 
harmony between my mood and the recrea
tion that offered itself at the moment. Any 
anticipation would have ruined it. 

M y friend wanted, above all things, to 
carry out the scheme that he had made for 
the day; but he had made that scheme, and 
there he would have had the advantage of 
me. He was, after all, asking me to hold 
his baby. 

Any work that a man does may be sup
posed to contribute to the well or ill being 
of the world. The world has, therefore, a 
right within limits to help him plan it. But 

recreation is not necessarily a social affair, 
social workers to the contrary notwith
standing. Nor need it be foreseen, sched
uled, even by the conscientious citizen who 
intends to get, somewhere and at some time, 
his reasonable share of entertainment. 

.If Nature had not taken a hand in ar
ranging our recreations the field would be 
freer for human dictation. But the truth 
is that we have to play as we can. It was 
a clever Frenchwoman who said: "Les 
belles dents rendcnt gaies." When beauti
ful teeth determine our manner of saying 
good-morning to the world, it is foolish for 
our friends to quarrel with our tempera
ment. 

The jack-in-the-box contrivances with 
which some people force amusement upon 
their outraged acquaintances represent the 
rcductio ad absurdum of required pleasures. 
M y army of revolt might well be armed 
with such odious weapons. Every person 
who tells his neighbor to play golf, or go 
fishing, should have trained upon him an 
innocent-looking gun from which would 
issue a surprising stream of water or an 
agitating snake. 

This picture of the battle amuses me, and 
I dare say I am smiling when the player of 
solitaire across the room looks over at me. 
His eyebrows rise. " If I were you," he re
marks, " I would work while I worked and 
play when I had leisure. Do you call it rec
reation to sit there doing nothing?" 

" W h y don't you take up photography?" 
asks his brother; "that would keep you 
outdoors a good deal and give you some
thing to show your friends." 

"But suppose I prefer a hobby that isn't 
very presentable ? " The two men pause in 
shocked silence, and I seize the opportuni
ty. " I f I never ask the world to admire it 
I can have all the more fun with it myself." 

"Is it really so outlandish?" 
Y"th only an inward smile at the thought 

of m> gentle little hobby, I sternly continue: 
" I shall elect my own pleasures and let 
other people elect theirs. I shall never at
tempt to arrange a curriculum for my 
friends. And as for that picnic next Thurs
day " 

"I wouldn't let anybody browbeat me 
into going to any picnic"—it is the devotee 
of solitaire who has spoken. 
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RHEIMS AND LOUVAIX 

BE T W E E N the Seine and the Rhine lay 
once a beautiful land wherein more 
history was made, and recorded in old 

monuments full of grace and grandeur and 
fancy, than in almost any other region of the 
world. The old names were best, for each 
aroused memory and begot strange dreams: 
Flanders, Brabant, the Palatinate; Picardy, 
Valois, Champaigne, Franche-Comte; Ar-
tois, Burgundy, and Bar. And the town 
names ring with the same sonorous melody, 
evoking the ghosts of a great and indelible 
past: Bruges, Ghent, Louvain, and Liege, 
Aix-la-Chapelle, Coblentz, and Treves; 
Ypres and Lille, Tournay and Fontenay, 
Arras and Malplaquet, Laon, Nancy, Ver
dun, and Varennes, Amiens, Soissons, and 
Rheims. Ca?sar, Charlemagne, St. Louis, 
Napoleon, with proconsuls, paladins, cru
saders, and marshals unnumbered; kings, 
prince bishops, monks, knights, andaureoled 
saints take form and shape again at the 
clang of the splendid names. 

And in all these places, and by all these 
men (and elsewhere endlessly, and by hands 
unnumbered), two thousand years had 
wrought its visible manifestation in abbey, 
church, and cathedral, in manor and palace 
and castle, in trade hall and civic hall, and 
in library and seminary and school. 

Wars, great and small, have swept it from 
river to river, but much has been free for a 
century and all of it free for forty years. 
Under every oppression and every adversity 
it has thriven and grown rich, not in mate
rial things alone, but in those commodities 
that have actual intrinsic value; and two 
months ago it was the most prosperous, 
peaceful, and industrious quarter of Europe. 
Whatever the war, however violent the op
posing agencies, its priceless records of archi
tecture and other arts were piously or craft
ily spared, except when the madness of the 
French Revolution swept over its convents 
and cloisters, leaving Yillers, St. Bavon, St. 
Jean des Vignes, the Abbaye des Lys, dead 
witnesses of the faith that had built them, 
and the spared monuments as well. 

When the University of Louvain recently, 
passed in the smoke and flame of a murdered 
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city; when the church of St. Pierre and the 
cathedral of Malines and the shrine of Our 
Lady of Rheims were shattered by bombs 
and swept by devouring fire, there was some
thing in it all other than the grim necessity 
of a savage war; there was the symbol of a 
new thing in the world, built on all Louvain, 
Malines and Rheims denied, and destroying 
the very outward show of what could not 
exist on earth side by side with its potent 
and dominant negation. 

Thus far, of the great cities, Liege, Lou
vain, Malines, and Rheims are gone, with 
the greater part of their treasured art, while 
Laon, Soissons, and Namur have been griev
ously wrecked, Antwerp and Brussels are 
devastated, and innumerable smaller cities 
lie in the path of a furious army. Appar
ently, Amiens, Noyon, Bruges, and Ghent 
are now safe, but endless opportunities open 
for destruction and pillage, and we may well 
be prepared for irreparable loss before the 
invader is hurled back across his natural 
river frontier. Let us consider, not what al
ready has been annihilated, but the kind of 
art it was, so measuring, in a degree, the qual
ity of our loss—and of what we still may 
lose. 

First of all, there are the towns themselves, 
for all art is not concentrated in hotel de 
ville and cathedral; it shows itself sometimes 
in more appealing guise in the river villages 
and proud cities, and its testimony to a great 
past is here equally potent. Malines, Di-
nant, and Huy, all of which are gone, were 
treasures that belonged to all the world; 
Namur and Plombieres we could not spare, 
and as for Bruges and Ghent, even apart 
from their exquisite architecture and their 
treasures of painting, the soul shudders at 
what might happen there were they involved 
in the retreat of a disorganized army, when 
one considers what happened to Liege and 
Louvain in its victorious advance. All 
Belgium and Luxembourg, all Picardy and 
Champaigne are, or were, rich with lovely 
little towns and villages, each a work of art 
in itself: they are shrivelling like a flower 
garden under a first frost, and, it may be, in 
a little while none will remain. 

The major architecture of this unhappy 
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land falls into three classes and three periods 
of time. Oldest and most priceless are the 
churches, and these are of the twelfth, thir
teenth, and fourteenth centuries, the ages 
when religion was one and secure and was 
building a great civilization that we would 
fain see equalled again. Then come the 
town halls and guildhalls of the fifteenth 
century, each speaking for the proud free
dom of merchant and burgher, when the 
hold of religion was weakening a little, and 
the first signs were showing themselves of 
what, in the end, was to have issue in this 
war of wars; finally come the town houses 
of the sixteenth and 
seventeenth centu
ries, in all t h e i r 
quaint individuality 
and their over-riding 
self-esteem, though 
fine still, and with 
hints of the great art 
that a l r e a d y had 
passed. 

Brussels is full of 
these, and Antwerp; 
Louvain had them, 
and Charleville, only 
a few weeks ago; in 
Bruges and Ghent 
and Arras they fill 
whole s t reets and 
stand in silent accu
sation of what we of 
the nineteenth and 

twentieth centuries have offered as our con
tribution to the housing of civilization. 

Of the civic halls the list is endless: Brus
sels, Malines, Bruges, Ypres, Ghent, Ant
werp, Mons, Oudenarde, and Liege; Com-
piegne, St. Quentin, Arras, Valenciennes, 
ranging from the grave solemnity of the 

Hotel de Ville, Louvain. 

enormous and wide-spread Ypres, to the 
lacy fanlasticismof Louvain and Oudenarde. 
Architecture has gone far from the Salle 

Synodale of Sens, 
I and the Merveille of 

Mont St. M i c h e l , 
and it has not gone 
altogether well, but 
how significant these 
stone fancies are of 
the abounding l i fe 
and the s p l e n d i d 
pride and the open-
handed beneficence 
of the fifteenth-cen
tury burghers, who 
loved their t o w n s 
and bent the rebel
lious m a s o n r y to 
their will, working it 
into a kind of stony 
lace and embroidery 
to the glory of trade 
and civic spirit! If 
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we should lose them now, as we almost lost 
Louvain, standing in the midst of the roar
ing flame and drifting smoke, while tall 
churches and rich universities and fair old 
houses crumbled and died around it, what 
should we not lose ? 

And the churches, those matchless monu
ments, four, five, and six centuries old, where 
generations have brought all their best to 
glorify God, where glass and sculpture, tap
estries and fretted woodwork, pictures, and 
gold and silver wrought cunningly into im
mortal art—how are we to speak of these, or 
think of them, with St. Pierre of Louvain 
and St. Rombault of Malines still smoking 
with their dying fires, while piece by piece 
the calcined stone falls in the embers, and 
while Rheims, one of the wonders of the 
world, stands gaunt and shattered, wrecked 
by bombs, swept by fire, its windows that 
rivalled Chartres split into irremediable ruin, 
its statues devastated that once stood on a 
level with the sculptures of Greece? 

The catastrophe itself is so unthinkable 
that the world does not now half-realize it. 
And yet, what of all that remains in the path
way of the conflict—St. Gudule of Brussels, 

The cathedral, Antwerp. 

Bourges; each is of a different timbre, each a 
different expression of the greatest century 
of Christian civilization, and, given the 
opportunity, there is no reason why each 

should not suffer the 
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St. Bavon of Ghent, and the cathedrals of 
Antwerp, Tongres, and Tournai; and in 
France that matchless sequence of which 
Rheims was once the central jewel, Soissons, 
Senlis and Noyon, St. Remi, Amiens, and 
Laon; here, with Rheims, are seven churches 
such as man never surpassed, and equalled 
only at Paris, Chartres, Coutances, and 

fate of Rheims. 
There is a thin and 

s inis ter philosophy 
that avows no build
ing, no consummate 
work of art of any 
k i n d , " w o r t h the 
b o n e s of a Pomer
anian g r e n a d i e r , " 
justifying its state
ment on the basis of 
a superficial human
ism. N e v e r was a 
more malignant ethic. 
A man is valuable in 
proportion to what he 
is and does for right
eous society, and for 
what he m a k e s cf 
h i m s e l f as a f r ee 

and immortal soul, responsible to God. Go 
through the mills and bureaus and bar
racks and palaces of the world—you will 
find thousands of peasants, workmen, sol
diers, and aristocrats whose contribution to 
Christian civilization is nothing, and will be 
nothing however long they may live; who 
forget their souls and deny their God; and of 
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these we can say that they weigh far less in 
the scale than one such potent influence as 
Amiens or Rheims, or the library and schools 
of Louvain, or the pictures of Memling 
and the Van Eycks 
in Bruges and Ant
werp and Ghent. 

T h o s e that cry 
loudest for the sanc
tity of human life 
and its priority be
fore art and letters, 
most insistently hurl 
a h u m l r e d thou
sand lives against in
evitable death, and 
spread black star
vation over myriads 
of women and chil
dren, in order that 
their privilege of sell
ing inferior and un
necessary products 
to far-away savages 
may be preserved in-
tact. Against this 
set the cathedrals 
and universities, and 
the exquisite art of France and Belgium 
and the Rhine; consider what it meant once, 
what it means even now, what for the fu
ture it is destined to mean as never before. 

For the old passes: the old that began 
with Machiavelli and ended with von Bcrn-
hardi. It is not alone Prussia that will be 
purge 1 by the fire of an inevitable conflict, 
nor Germany, nor all the Teuton lands; it is 
the whole world that sold its birthright for a 
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mess of pottage and now, in terror of the 
price at last to be paid, denounces the in
famous contract and fights to the death 
against the armies of the Moloch it helped 

to f a s h i o n . And 
when the field is won, 
what happens but 
the coming into its 
own again of the very 
p o w e r that made 
R h e i m s and Lou
vain, the recovery of 
the old and righteous 
and Christian stand
ard of values, the 
building on the ruins 
of five centuries.of a 
new c i v i l i z a t i o n 
where whatever art 
t ha t remains will 
play its due part as 
the revealer of that 
Absolute Truth that 
brought it into being, 
forgot t en n o w f o r 
very long. 

Then the pictures 
of Flanders and Um-

bria and Tuscany, the sculpture of France, 
the music of Teuton and Slav, the "minor 
arts" of all medievalism, the architecture 
of Bourges ami Amiens and Chartres will 
both reveal and inspire with doubled power. 

And in all and through all. Rheims in its 
ruin will be a more potent agency of regen
eration than the perfection of Chartres or 
the finality of Bourges. 

R A L P H A D A M S C R A M . 

Hotel de Ville, Ypres. 



why you should have the PIANOLA 

| H Y should y o u have a Pianola? 
V> hy should y o u have books in 
y o u r l ibrary ? W h y should y o u 
have pictures on your walls? 
W h y should y o u have any of the 

refinements or advantages of present-day 
life ? 

« hy ? Because w e are civi l ized beings, 
not l iving in the past, but in the present, 
and our civi l izat ion means culture—culture 
in the art of l iving and gett ing the mos t ou t 
of life. 

Y o u are obliged to have a piano of some 
kind in your home , are y o u n o t ? \ o u r 
home wou ld not be furnished without one. 
Then , of course, y o u want a piano that will 
furnish the music for which it was intended 
and that will bring no t only entertainment 
but culture as well. 

Y o u r present piano is not meeting y o u r 
expectat ions , is i t? Y o u r children may b e 
learning to play on it b y hand, and so far 
so g o o d , but it is not cult ivat ing their 
knowledge of music—making them int imate 
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with the greatest and finest and most 
elevating of the arts. S imply learning 
five-finger exercises and scales is not mak
ing your children familiar with Bee thoven , 
Chopin , Liszt, Wagner and the great works 
that these masters wrote . 

A n d y o u r present p iano won ' t g ive y o u a 
musical evening whenever y o u want it or 
need it. It w o n ' t enable y o u t o play the 
things y o u hear in the theatre and at the 
opera, and those o ld familiar, l ive-forever 
tunes y o u love , and the hymns of a Sunday 
night, for y o u and y o u r children to sing. 

W h y not look this thing squarely in the 
face? Y o u r piano was all right as long as 
there was nothing better. 

Bu t there is something better now. and 
that i s—The Pianola. 

I I 

The Pianola is much more than 

simply an automatic piano 

TH E Pianola is only partially auto
mat ic . I t plays the notes of the 
piano, thus relieving your fingers 

of that important work. But piano play
ing involves bo th fingers and brain, and 
y o u use y o u r brain as much in playing T h e 
Pianola as the pianist does in playing the 
piano. 

T h e Pianola furnishes the means to play. 
Y o u employ this means as y o u choose . N o 
t w o people play T h e Pianola alike. There 
is almost as great a scope of expression 
possible in playing T h e Pianola as in play
ing by hand. 

All the great musicians in Europe and 
Amer ica , of the past decade, have recog
nized the personal element there is in 
playing T h e Pianola. A n d every single 
one , wi thout except ion, has endorsed the 
instrument as a wor thy and excellent means 
of artistic piano-playing. 

I l l 

No other musical instrument ever made 

has so distinguished a clientele 

as The Pianola 

EV E R Y leading sovereign of Europe 
is the owner of a Pianola . Aeolian 
patrons here and abroad include 

people distinguished in all walks of life. 
M a n y of the great musicians, besides en
dorsing T h e Pianola enthusiastically, own 
and use one t h e m s e 1 v e s—as does 
Paderewski for instance. 

Numerous R o y a l Appo in tmen t s have 
been conferred upon the manufacturers of 
T h e Pianola. A n d France has bes towed 
the cross of the Leg ion of H o n o r . In fact, 
no article of Amer ican manufacture—cer
tainly no musical instrument—has ever 
received so many or such distinguished 
honors as T h e Pianola. 

I t is qui te true that au tomat ic instru
ments, which are frequently confused with 
T h e Pianola, have been made the subject 
of ridicule and cheap cri t icism. But the 
genuine Pianola holds a posi t ion in the 
world to -day that makes its possession an 
unequivocal mark of sincere musical ap
preciation and enlightenment. 

I V 

The Pianola a help to your children's 

music study 

JU S T let us ask: If y o u r children 
were learning to paint, would you 
think it a help or a hindrance to let 

them visit art galleries, or t o familiarize 
themselves wi th the masterpieces of art? 

If they were s tudying English literature, 
would y o u forbid them to read Shakespeare 
or Mi l ton or Thacke ray , or any of the 
classics? 
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Or, if they were interested in sculpture, 
would y o u we lcome the oppor tuni ty to let 
them see the master works of Miche l Ange lo 
or Canova, or Saint-Gaudens, or R o d i n ? 

The Pianola in y o u r h o m e will enable 
your children t o hear the master works of 
music—to become intimately familiar with 
them. It will make music as available to 
them as the books on y o u r library shelves, 
or the paintings on your walls. A s a 
matter of fact, it is the first means ever 
devised, and the greatest and mos t perfect 
means that could be devised, to enable them 
to study music. T h e y are on ly studying 
the technique of the piano now, and that is 
good as far as it goes, bu t it isn't s tudying 
music, the art. 

And far from disinclining them to prac
tice, The Pianola is the greatest incentive 
to practice in the world . Enable your 
children to hear g o o d music. Enable 
them to become saturated with it, and they 
cannot help loving it. A n d when they love 
it they will want to make it. N o t before. 

The greatest musical educators in the 
world all realize this, and the leading ones 
hail The Pianola as a wonderful benefactor 
of music. A s a matter of fact, T h e Pianola 
is even now in use in over 150 leading 
educational institutions, such as Harvard, 
Columbia, Vassar, Tuf ts , etc . , and its use 
is rapidly spreading. W h y , if it had no 
other function except t o afford a means for 
advancing musical educat ion, its value to 
mankind would be simply inestimable. 

V 

So-ealled player-pianos not Pianolas 

MA N Y player-pianos possess a cer
tain degree of merit, but they are 
no t Pianolas—decidedly no t ! T h e 

Pianola had b e c o m e an immensely success

ful instrument b e f o r e the first "p laye r -
p i ano" appeared. 

"P iano la" is a t rade-mark—the specific 
name for the instrument manufactured b y 
T h e Aeolian C o m p a n y . This particular in
strument differs from all other instruments 
of its type in many important respects. 

If y o u have heard a " p i a n o l a " p layed 
very mechanical ly — if t h i s " p i a n o l a " 
seemed incapable of giving really artistic 
results, y o u m u s t h a v e wondered h o w 
great musicians of the calibre of Paderewski, 
and the late Edvard Grieg, and Dr . R ichard 
Strauss could have endorsed it. But y o u 
were mistaken in thinking y o u were listen
ing to the genuine Pianola. 

T h e devices o n the genuine Pianola that 
enable the performer t o achieve the finer 
points of p iano playing, as well as a prac
tical me thod for instructing a performer in 
what is known as interpretation, are c o v 
ered b y patents which belong exclusively t o 
the manufacturers of T h e Pianola. Other 
manufacturers may not use them, and their 
instruments naturally fall far be low T h e 
Pianola in consequence . 

V I 

You can play The Pianola and you 
can easily afford one 

YOL* must accept our word for the 
fact that y o u can play T h e Pianola, 
until y o u have an oppor tun i ty t o 

prove it for yourself. Individual i ty is 
such an important factor in the playing of 
T h e Pianola that necessarily different 
people will play it with differing degrees of 
excellence. Bu t you can play it and play 
it exceedingly well. A n d , moreover , from 
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THE STEINWAY 
GRAXD PIAXOLA 

the very beginning y o u can give a per
formance with T h e Pianola that y o u your
self will en joy and that others will enjoy. 

T h e n y o u r ability will gradually increase. 
Because in the Metros ty le , and other 
patented features of T h e Pianola, y o u are 
supplied the means b y which y o u r musical 
taste is guided and developed, and b y 
which certain elements necessary t o artistic 
and interesting playing are supplied. Y o u 
can p lay T h e Pianola—play it infinitely 
better than any so-called player-piano. A n d 
your progress in developing playing ability 
will be far more rapid with T h e Pianola— 
y o u will ul t imately arrive at a degree of 
proficiency utterly impossible to y o u with 
any other instrument. 

Y o u can easily afford a Pianola, for y o u 
may purchase one o n convenient monthly 
payments . If y o u already have a piano, 

y o u will be made a very liberal allowance 
on it in exchange for a Pianola. 

And y o u will no t need y o u r o ld piano, 
because T h e Pianola is a p iano for hand-
playing, pract ice , e tc . , and excels the very 
best of the o ld t y p e pianos in musical 
qual i ty, in ac t ion and in appearance. 

V I I 

In conclusion 

YO U should have T h e Pianola just 
as y o u should h a v e any other of the 
great modern invent ions that make 

life easier, and pleasanter, and more worth 
living. Cer ta inly w e h a v e m a d e this clear, 
even though we have o n l y t ouched lightly 
on what is really a ve ry b road subject. 
A n d n o w that y o u are interested, take a 
little t ime and a little t rouble t o investigate. 

The Pianola is made only by THE AEOLIAX COMPAXY, and in these six models 
exclusively—The Steinicay Pianola, The Steele Pianola, The Whcclock Pianola, The Stuy-
vesant Pianola, The Stroud Pianola, and The Famous Weber Pianola. Prices from $550 
(transportation added on Pacific Coast). Sold on easy terms. Agents or Branches in all 
principal cities of the world. Send for free catalog and name of nearest agent. Address Dept. P. 

T H E A E O L I A N C O M P A N Y 
AEOLIAN HALL NEW YORK 
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V i c t r o l a X V I , $ 2 0 0 
Mahogany or oak 

Other styles of the 
Victrola, $ 1 5 to $ 1 5 0 
Victors, $ 1 0 to $1.00 

Will there be a Victrola in 
your home this Christmas? 

You can search the whole world over and not 
find another gift that will bring so much pleasure 
to every member of the family. 

A n y V i c t o r dealer in a n y city in the w o r l d will g l a d l y 
demonstra te the Vic t ro l a and p lay any mus ic y o u wish 
to hear. 

$15 $25 $40 $50 $75 $100 $150 $200 
V i c t o r T a l k i n g M a c h i n e C o . , C a m d e n , N . J., U . S . A . 

Berliner Gramophone C o . , Montreal, Canadian Distributors 

A l w a y s u s e V i c t o r M a c h i n e s w i t h V i c t o r R e c o r d s a n d V i c t o r N e e d l e s — 

the combination. T h e r e i s n o o t h e r w a y t o g e t t h e u n e q u a l e d V i c t o r t o n e . 

N e w V i c t o r R e c o r d s d e m o n s t r a t e d a t al l d e a l e r s o n t h e 2 8 t h o f e a c h m o n t h 
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T h e name ' T h e Railroad Timekeeper of Amer i ca" belongs to the 
Hamilton Watch not only because it actually surpasses the railroad 
standards of accuracy but because with railroad men themselves the 
Hamilton stands first and foremost. Begin to talk accuracy, durability 
and beauty to your jeweler and he'll talk Hamilton to you. 

There are twenty-five models of the Hamilton Watch. Every one 
has Hamilton quality and Hamilton accuracy. They range in price 
from S12.25 for movement alone (in Canada §12 .50) up to the superb 
Hamilton masterpiece at 3150.00. 

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. 

Write for the 
Hamilton Watch B o o k — 

" T h e T i m e k e e p e r " 

It pictures and descr ibes the 
various H a m i l t o n m o d e l s 
and g ives interesting watch, 
in format ion . 

Hami l ton W a t c h 
C o m p a n y 

Dept. N ^ 
Lancaster 

Pennsylvania A.sjOl/J 

Engineer H. P. Maybee, Erie 
Railroad. He is one of the 
many t h o u s a n d s "who ha\Te 
carried a Hamilton Watch for 
years with perfect satisfaction. 

r 

m 
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Hamilton watch 
"The Railroad Timekeeper of America" 
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The Cost o f a 
Telephone Call 
DID you ever think how much it costs to give you 

the telephone right-of-way anywhere, at all times? 
Your telephone instrument, which consists of 130 

different parts, is only the entrance way to your share 
of the vast equipment necessary in making a call. 

Your line is connected with the great Bell highways, 
reaching every state in the union—with its poles, copper 
wire, cross arms and insulators in the country; its under
ground conduits, manholes, cable vaults and cables in the 
cities. 

You have the use of switchboards costing upwards 
of $100,000,000. You enjoy the benefits of countless in
ventions which make possible universal telephone talk. 

Your service is safeguarded by large forces of men 
building, testing and repairing lines. You command at 
all times the prompt attention of one or more operators. 

How can such a costly service be provided at rates 
so low that all can afford it? 

Only by its use upon a share-and-share-alike basis by 
millions of subscribers, and by the most careful economy 
in construction and operation. A plant so vast gives 
opportunity for ruinous extravagance; and judicious 
economy is as essential to its success as is the c o 
operative use of the facilities provided. 

That the Bell System combines the maximum of 
usefulness and economy is proved by the fact that in 
no other land and under no other management has 
the telephone become such a servant of the masses. 

American Telephone and Te l egraph Company 
AND A S S O C I A T E D C O M P A N I E S 

One Policy y^^Z- C ^ s . O n e System Universal Service 

Si MmM 
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Every Call means a Pair of Wires from Subscriber to Subscriber however 
many Calls may be made or however far apart Subscribers may be. 
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C O A C H G U I L D E R S C 

Foremost 
in style, design, beauty, mechanism, is Rauch &• Lang reputa
tion whe re electric car exclusiveness prevails. Expert engineer
ing o f the highest recognition coupled with sixty years o f master 
coach building gained this position. 
Convenience, comfort, luxury, refinement, silence, safety, en
during satisfaction are qualities experienced by every o w n e r o f a 
Rauch &- Lang Electric. 
Seven n e w models—each for a demand—each a masterpiece. 
N e w Catalog showing latest models sent upon application. Ample 
daily mileage—faster than the law allows. 

Xmas shipments being made. 
B R A N C H E S : 

N E W Y O R K 

1800 B R O A D W A Y 

BOSTON 

6 6 0 B E A C O N ST 

PHILADELPHIA 

2314 C H E S T N U T S T . 

C L E V E L A N D 

629 S U P E R I O R A V E . 

M I N N E A P O L I S 

1207 H A R M O N P I . 

K A N S A S C I T Y 

3501 M A M S T . 

principal cities 
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The 
R A U C H & L A N G 

C A R R I A G E C O . 

Cleveland 

Dealers in all 
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if 

NABISCO 
Sugar Wafers 

—entrancing sweets 
which are always 
and e v e r y w h e r e 
popular . 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. 

A N OLA 
—a new concep
tion in chocolate-
flavored sweets. 
ILxquisite 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. 
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I 0 know you have chosen wisely adds half the pleasure to giving. Just 
• now i f it's the choosing that puzzles—a beautiful Globe-Wernicke Sec

tional Bookcase offers the ideal solution. The handsome styles and finishes 
of the standard Units offer a wide range for tasteful selection. Their many 
sizes are susceptible to any number of pleasing combinations. Then, when 
o c c a s i o n ar ises , m o r e sections t o match are always in s t o c k . A n d they cost n o more 
t h a n the o r d i n a r y k i n d . D e s i g n e d t o g r o w , they a re built t o endure. 

"The World's Best Boohs" Have you your copy of this handsome booklet of lists compiled 
by eminent authorities ? It's well worth sending for. Free on request with Catalog HH12SC. 

globe wernicke Co. Cincinnati 
Mfg. of Sectional Bookcases, Filing Equipment (Wood and Steel), Steel Safes. Stationers' Supplies. 

ON SALE BY 2000 AUTHORIZED AGENTS. FREIGHT PREPAID. 
BRANCH STORES: NEW YORK, CHICAGO, PHILADELPHIA, BOSTON, CINCINNATI, WASHINCTON, D. C . 
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What Does 
"Colonial" Mean? 

THE name is misleading. The 
quality called "Colonial" has 

nothing to do with time or periods 
of history, for it is old as art it
self. It should be named to denote 
purity, restraint—for it is created 
only where artists strive to reduce 
beauty to the simplest terms. 

It is the style that puts art to the 
severest test. No florid designs to 
conceal a faulty outline, no compli
cated curves to shadow over wrong 

proportions—each detail in 
bold relief, the whole in 
pitiless full-light. 

For these reasons, the per
fect Co lon ia l Silverware 
n e v e r grows wearisome, 
but is always restful and 
harmonious. 
By these standards, judge 
the typical Reed ii Barton 
" W a v e r l y " pattern here 
shown. You can find our 
wares at any leading jew
elers and can distinguish 
them by the little Eagle and 
Lion trade mark. 

Send for our book," Chats About Silver" —filled with needed information for Silver lovers and pleasingly written. 

) § C H A T S % i 

| . « A B O U T JK,1 

\ \ S I L V E R J I 

Taunton Established 1S24 
Represented at 

Fifth Ave. & 32d St., 4 Maiden Lane 
Bos ton Ch icago San F ranc i sco 

Reed & Barton 
New York 

L o n d o n Paris 
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T o combine the automatic and artistic wi thout doing, v io lence to 
art has been the long, coveted g,oal of Player Piano manufacturers. 

The A r t A p o l l o Player Piano with, the Automat ic R o l l is not an 
automaton t u t a l iving thing,—vibrating, wi th life, soul and feel
ing. There is n o elaborate mechanism to b e manipulated—no 
guiding, hand needed. A wonderfu l p layer p iano—one that 
does absolutely b y itself all that great pianists can ! 

A c o m p l e t e d e s c r i p t i o n o f the f o u r separa te a n d dis t inct 
w a y s in -which t he A r t A p o l l o c a n b e p l a y e d , t o g e t h e r 
w i t h the mos t c o m p l e t e a n d informative p l a y e r p i a n o 
l i terature e v e r i ssued, w i l l b e sent if y o u ' l l w r i t e f o r it. 

M E L V I L L E C L A R K P I A N O C O M P A N Y 
E X E C U T I V E O F F I C E S — 409 F I N E A R T S B U I L D I N G , C H I C A G O 
N E W Y O R K S H O W R O O M S — 1 1 3 W E S T 4 0 t h S T R E E T 
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White 4-45. Completely equipped—Mono-top, rain vision ventilated windshield, 
speedometer, electric signal, trunk rack, Silvertown Cord Tires. 

T H E L A T E S T W H I T E 
Leadership in Body Design Added 
to Leadership in Mechanical Construction 

TH E insistence u p o n quality which has always dominated the 
mechanical construction o f W h i t e M o t o r Cars is n o w given 

expression in every line o f the body . 

The latest White presents the finally-perfect stream-line—without a break, with
out an angle. The eye sweeps naturally and easily along and over the entire car. 

Even the conventional back o f the front seat—always awkward in appearance 
—is gone—absorbed in the artistic double cowl effect. 

In these latest productions no detail has been omitted which would give T h e 
White an external appearance on. a par with the mechanical goodness which 
has been the strength o f the phrase, "KEEP Y O U R C A R . " 

White leadership is a principle 
In 1911 T h e W h i t e presented electrical 
starting and lighting, with the t r emendous 
advantage o f the non-stallable engine, and 
W h i t e foresight gave to the publ ic the 
system that has so universally p r o v e d its 
superiority—at a t ime when mechanical , 
pneumatic and explosive starting systems 
were at the height o f their popularity. 

F rom time to t ime other important im
provements have been perfected and then 
brought ou t in W h i t e Cars. 

T h e W h i t e is replete with dominat ing 
ideas in mechanical construction and in 
the attributes o f comfor t and beauty. 

T h e important and fundamental improve
ments in automobile construction and 
operation—the features that are exploited 
most widely today—have been basic prin
ciples in W h i t e Cars for years. 

In 1909 T h e W h i t e presented the first 
mono-b loc , l o n g stroke, high-speed motor 
•—the type o f mo to r heralded as a sensa
t ion today, and which has p roved its supe
rior efficiency so often. 

In 1910 T h e W h i t e presented the logical 
left-side drive—the first h igh grade car to 
break away f rom European traditions and 
give the Amer i can public the proper drive 
for A m e r i c a n traffic rules. 

W H I T E DEALERS WILL GIVE Y O U FULL INFORMA
T I O N C O N C E R N I N G THESE L A T E S T W H I T E C A R S 

T H E W H I T E C O M P A N Y , Cleveland, c ^ t K ^ ^ S 

/ l l l W t l l . l « . » t « « I I W « « « » » « » i » » » M ' » " « ' ' » " " " " " ' " * " ' » « « " ' « ^ ^ 
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•jruiuuici 
0 ULlUllljJll VI 

MAZDA 
Service 

* * 

h • 

our Resear 
at Schenec 

quarters of 
have given bir 

not for horn 
commercial lighti 

/ lamp based on the pew 
inert gases like mtrd 

of vacuum. 
In this lamp, M A Z D A 

seemingly impossible task 
gives twenty times 

ents 
oratories 
e head-
Service, 

new lamp 
for general 
M A Z D A 

nnciple of using 
r argon, in place 

has achieved the 
g not only a lamp 

light as the largest in-
but a lamp that gives 

c/rth of electricity as the 
se. 

' that 
candescent lamp made ten III twice as much light p e r / d o f l a / / lj smaller M A Z D A lamps vjJciA 

A n d the unending effort ^ p m e / / n Ipl making of this wonder 
ful lamp—this making of/n#y jamps^W 1 1 lamps that are not yet 
old — this incessant s e | r c £ / i f n c y a u d y and expenment that 
hurries to the makers of 'N$&[fMj\a£nps every n e w idea and 

every late discovery — it is this 'iK&fc makes M A Z D A Serv ice 
k so important to you. 

vi For it is this that assures you that every lamp marked with the ' • 
} name of M A Z D A Service (whether you buy it tomorrow , 

or years hence) is the best lamp science has deve loped up 
lo that time—a lamp that gives you better, bnghter light 
, and more of it from the electricity used—a lamp / 

/ . tha t embodies the new discoveries of the 
world 's ablest lamp investigators. 

. G E N E R A L E L E C T R I C 

Not the name of a thi 
but the mark of a Servic 

46 12 
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When Edison says: " I have found what I have been look ing 

for since 1877 ," will you take the trouble to find out what 

it is ? T h e things that Edison spends 37 years hunting for 

are worth knowing about. T h e 

N E W E D I S O N 

D I A M O N D D I S C 
is an entirely new sound-reproducing instrument that re
produces music just as it sounded when the music was 
recorded. T h e machine tone has been entirely eliminated. 

You Should Hear this New Edison Invention 
If you do not know of a merchant at your request, endeavor to give 
who has the Edison Diamond Disc you a Diamond Disc musicale in 
on exhibition, please write us. If your home—or club, 
you are a real music lover, we shall, D o not hesitate to write us. 

A permanent diamond —* * Unbreakable Disc Rec-
reproducing point—no /ytf. f \ P S A ords. Nezv selections 
needles to change. ^""0m££!h£>z£wo""* every week. 

5 0 L a k e s i d e A v e . , O r a n g e , N . J . 
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better machine 
T h e name, C O O P E R ' S of Ben

nington, is stamped on underwear made 
of genuine "Spr ing-Needle" fabric, knit 
on original "Spring-Needle " machines 

which are manufactured, perfected and 
controlled by C o o p e r of Bennington. 

Just remember that word "Spring-
Need le , " remember C O O P E R of Ben
nington, and then you're satisfied as to 
underwear. 

M a d e i n U n i o n S u i t s ( $ 1 . 5 0 t o $ 5 . 1 a n d 
T w o - p i e c e (.$1 t o $ 3 a g a r m e n t . ) , i n a l l 
s i z e s a n d i n p o p u l a r w e i g h t s a n d c o l o r s . 

C O O P E R M A N U F A C T U R I N G C O 
A. J. C O O P E R , Pres. 

B E N N I N G T O N , V E R M O N T 
W I L S O N B R O T H E R S , C H I C A G O 

Sols Distributors 

/ ^ H O O S E your underwear by a name 
which means something beyond 

the garment itself. There is more in 
choosing a name which signifies why 
and wherefore the garment is better. 
In other words, h o w is it made ? " A 

a better garment." 

Cooper ' s "Spring-Needle" 
Knit Underwear is made in the 
hills of Vermont—there's light, fresh 
air and cleanliness in the making as 
well as the best, most improved ma
chinery. Things there are done not 
only according to ideas but i d e a l s , 
which is one great factor in placing 
this product, the o r i g i n a l "Spring-
Needle" Knit, far ahead of other 
underwear fabrics. A little care and 
you can get the genuine Cooper's. 
All good dealers sell Cooper's and 
will recommend it. 

Look for 

This 

Trade 

Mark 

D E R B Y ^ RIBBED 

B e n n i n g t o n . V t 

UNION SUITS ARE ALL MADE WITH THE Patented Closed Crotch 
UNDER LIE. 073,200, ISSUED OCT. IS, iq io . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE 
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Dinah and Her Jell-O Dessert. 
"There's yo ' Jell-O and peaches, chile. Y o ' goin' to like dat. Jell-O's fine 

for chil'en 'at likes good things to eat." 
Dinah is a cook—a great cook—but even Dinah cannot make other desserts 

so dainty and delightful as those she makes of 

They are "fine for children" and everybody else. 
Any of the seven flavors of Jell-O may be used for these 

desserts, and for additional variety, peaches, pineapple, oranges, 
bananas, or other fruit may be added or used to garnish them. 
The Jell-O flavor is so delicious that it is never necessary to 
add anything to make it better. 

A Jell-O Dessert can be made in a minute by anybody. 
The seven pure fruit Jell-O flavors are: Strawberry, 

Raspberry, Lemon, Orange, Cherry, Peach, Chocolate. 
All grocers sell Jell-O, 10 cents a package. 
T h e n e w J e l l - O b o o k i s a r e a l K e w p i e b o o k , w i t h p i c t u r e s o f 

K e w p i e s b y R o s e O ' N e i l l h e r s e l f . If y o u d e s i r e o n e a n d w i l l w r i t e 
and a s k u s f o r it w e w i l l s e n d it t o y o u f r e e . 

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD CO., Le Roy, N. Y., and Bridgeburg, Can. 

The name J E L L - O is o n eve ry package in big red letters. Be 
sure y o u get J E L L - O and not something else. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE 

jello-o 



Trie B e s t X m a s G i f t 

15 Days' 
Free 
T r i a l 

H o w happy and grateful the 
woman or girl who becomes the proud 
possessor of a Piedmont Southern R e d Cedar "* ^Mfc K F 'o-Kf-
Ches t ! It is the gift that every w o m a n l y heart Ion £ S r re ign i 
for. Exquisitely beautiful. Daintily fragrant. W o n - r r e p a i u 
derfully useful and economical . Practically everlasting-. A Piedmont pro-
teots furs, woolens and plumes from moths, mire, dust and damp. A n y 
Piedmont shipped on 15 days' free trial. Direct from factory at factory 
prices. W r i t e for 64 p a g e catalog:. Postpaid free. W r i t e today. 
PIEDMOVT HE1I IKI tAK I I I K M CO. , Itopt, 20. S T A T E S V l L L E , X . 0. 

Temperature Right 
Datj and Night 
"V7"OU can have exactly the degree 

of warmth you want during the 
day, indicate at bed-time the tem

perature for the night and secure 
automatically at the "getting up 
hour" a resumption of the day
time temperature. 

fXefa/M/tfEAPOUS" 
/fe/tr/feet/i/iroR 
with time attachment 

Xnt 1 >nlv maintains these even, 
healthful temperatures, but does 
away with all guess work, worry, 
and constant attention to damp
ers. Will soon pay for itself in 

fuel saved. 
odel No. 60 (same as 

illustration) gives an S-
day service of both time 
and morning change with 
one winding. 
The "Minneapolis" is used 
with any heating plant. 
Sold, installed and guar
anteed by the heating 
trade everywhere. 

Write for booklet. 
MINNEAPOLIS 

HEAT REGULATOR 
CO., 

Factory and General 
Offices: 

2787 Fourth Avenue So. 
Minneapolis, Minn. 

Small Country Houses 
Their Repair and Enlargement. By Lawrence Weaver 
The growing tendency to rescue old buildings from neglect and 

the important problems which are raised by such work have 
prompted the issue of this book. To all who contemplate the 
alteration of an old house and desire to achieve it in the right 
spirit, this book will be an indispensable guide. 

With numerous illustrations. 4to. $5.00 net 

Gardens in the Making 
By Wal ter H. Godfrey. Illustrative Designs by the Author 
and Edmund L . Wratten 
A beautifully made book describing, with the aid of pictures 

and diagrams, every sort of gardeL equipment, ornament, and 
arrangement. l&mo. $2.00 net 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S SONS 
F I F T H A V E N U E A T 4 8 t h S T . , N E W Y O R K 

M o d e r n painters always use 

zinc 
That 's what makes them modern 
painters. If your painter is not a 
modern painter, our little b o o k on 
z inc will help you modern ize him. 

Ask for booklet, "Your Move" 

T h e N e w Jersey Z i n c Company 
55 W a l l S t r e e t , N e w Y o r k 

F o r big con t rac t j o b s consu l t o u r R e s e a r c h Bureau 

74 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Building, Furnishing 



BUILDING-FURNISHING 75 

natco hollow tile 

A Happy H o m e is one Undisturbed 
by fire o r any fear of fire 

— the Natco Home 
N o mat ter h o w p e r f e c t y o u r h o m e , y o u r e n j o y m e n t o f it c a n 
n e v e r b e c o m p l e t e , if t h rea t ened b y the thought that s o m e 
t ime fire m a y take it f r o m y o u a n d all that it conta ins . 
W h e n y o u bu i ld o f N a t c o H o l l o w T i l e , y o u bu i ld n o t o n l y a 
h o m e bu t a future f ree f r o m the d r e a d o f fire disaster. Y o u 
e x e m p t y o u r h o m e f r o m deter iora t ion , y o u r i n c o m e f r o m 
repair e x p e n s e s . N a t c o H o l l o w Ti le ' s e n d u r a n c e defies b o t h 
t ime and the e l ements , and b e c a u s e of it y o u r h o m e is w a r m e r 
in w in t e r , c o o l e r in s u m m e r , d r y e v e r y d a y o f the year . 

La rge o r small, e x p e n s i v e o r i n e x p e n s i v e , y o u r h o m e c a n 
h a v e N a t c o cons t ruc t i on — and y o u , a feel ing o f secur i ty t o o 
va luab le to b e o v e r - e s t i m a t e d o r o v e r l o o k e d . 

M o r e information wi l l b e f o u n d in the n e w 3 2 - p a g e 
H a n d b o o k , " F i r e p r o o f H o u s e s of N a t c o H o l l o w T i l e " , 
con ta in ing illustrations of typica l N A T C O res idences and 
an invaluable gu ide to the p r o s p e c t i v e bui lder . M a i l e d 
to any address u p o n r ece ip t of 1 0 c ( in s t amps o r c o i n ) 

Write Today Department D 

N A T I O N A L F I R E • Proofing 
E s t a b l i s h e d 1 8 8 9 

, C O M P A N Y 
P i t t sburgh , P a . 

Offices in All Principal Cities 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Call for Christmas Dinner-
yet the on ly response is the merry click 
of the balls as mother banks the number 
" 7 " — r i g h t into the corner pocket! 

"Bully shot!" cries Master Dick. 
Father groans—" That finishes me !" 
"And it ends this hunger strike," adds 

mother. 
A good laugh all around. Then they're off 

to the dining room, where everybody plays the 
whole game over at the feast! 

* * * * 
This is the royal sport of Carom or Pocket 

Billiards that thousands of families are play
ing right at home t 

And now-/A/ i Christmas—give y o u r folks a 
scientific Brunswick Table. 

"Baby Grand" 
Carom or Pocket Billiard Table 
Has the perfect playing: qualities, the speed 

and accurate angles that have won the world's 
experts to Brunswick Tables. 

Built of genuine mahopany-a masterpiece 
of cabinet work—in sizes to fit all homes. Ver
mont slate bed, fast imported billiard cloth, and 
Monarch cushions known in all lands for their 
life and lightning- action. 

30 Days' Trial—A Year to Pay 
With every Brunswick Table we give a htzh.* 

c l a s s playing Outfit f r e e — balls, hand-tapered 
cues, rack, markers, table cover, tips, cue 
clamps, expert book "How to Play," etc. 

Valuable new billiard book Bent free, postpaid, 
pictures these tables in actual colors and gives fac
tory prices and full details of our easy-purchase 
plan — terms as lotr as H<> cents a day. Send coupon 
today—and lenrn the rousing snort thousands are 
planning for Christmas! 

Mail For Billiard BookFREE 
\ The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. (333) 

Dept. 7-D, 623-633 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 

J Please send me free color-illustrated book 
"Billiards—The Home Magnet" 

and details of your 30-day free trial o f fer . 
Name. - _ -.. __ _ 
Address . -

A Gift of Large Service 
at Small Cost— 

Ten years of easy sweeping without those 
clouds of germ infested dust; the preservation of 
carpets and furnishings; comfort, convenience, and 
the conservation of strength are all contained in 

B I S S E L L ' S 
"Cyco" BALL BEARING 

Carpet Sweeper at from $2.75 to $5.75. Handsomely designed 
and finished, the Bissell sweeper certainly makes a 
most acceptable present for mother, wife, sister or 
friend. No matter what other cleaning methods 
may be employed there is nothing like a Bissell car
pet sweeper for every day use. The Bissell is Self 
Adjusting and has "Cyco" BALL BEARINGS. "No-
Mar'* Rubber Corner Cushions, Etc. Nearly all 
good dealers sell them. Booklet on request. P BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO. 

gj Grand Rapids, Mich. Niagara Falls, Cans. 

The Pup.—Guess it wants to play with me, it's wag
ging its tail. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Push TheButton-and Rest' 

O v e r 

l O O O 

S t y l e s 

$12 to $100 

Rest, Relax and Enjoy 
L U X U R I O U S C O M F O R T 

in one of the famous 
royal easy chairs 

When the day's work is done, the " o l d man" l i k e s to 
get his slippers on, and with his pipe and favorite book 
relax and forge t bus iness cares in the r o o m y , luxur ious dep ths o f a 
big , soft, c o m f o r t a b l e R o y a l E a s y Chair . 

With just a light finger pressure on the famous " Push Button " he causes the 
chair back to assume any position comfortable to him, from sitting to reclining. 
He then reads, rests or even sleeps, stretched out, with every muscle relaxed in 
perfect safety and comfort, because the chair back stays where he puts it. 
That's an exclusive Royal feature. 

The Foot Rest insures absolute comfort for the legs and feet. It is out of 
sight when not in use. Concealed in this foot rest is a basket for Newspapers, 
Periodicals or Books. 

Royal Easy Chairs are distinctively elegant and stylish too. You will be proud 
to have several in your home. There are 

M o r e T h a n 1 0 0 0 S t y l e s — P r i c e s $ 1 2 t o $ 1 0 0 

Rare Mahogany—Best of Oaks. All Finishes—Imported and Domestic 
Leathers, Tapestries and Imitations of Leather. 

An ideal gift that every member of the family will enjoy and remember 
you by. You can always find just the right style and price. 

For Sale by All Good Furniture Dealers 
D o n ' t B u y U n l e s s Y o u S e e t h e W o r d 
R o y a l o n t h e P u s h B u t t o n LIKE T H I S ^ = 

If you can't find a dealer in your town who 
sells Royal Easy Chairs, write us, and we 'II give 
you the name of one that does. 

R O Y A L C H A I R C O . S t u r g i s , M i c h . 

S o m e O f O u r M o s t P o p 

u l a r M e d i u m P r i c e C h a i r s 

0 8 S - I V 1 

o i o s 

5 3 5 - 1 1 

Over 1000 Other Styles. Prices $12 to $100 
A s k Y o u r D e a l e r T o 
S h o w T h e m T o Y o u 

advertisements blease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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N o . 3 8 7 7 . ' "Modern" type Sola and Chair. Upholstering, 
tapestries or genuine leather. 

No . 5 1 5 5 . " A d a m " Rocker . Genuine Mahogany frame
work. Covered in imported tapestries or velours. Sola and A i m 
Chair to match. 

F u r n i t u r e o f 

I n t r i n s i c J V I e r i t 
There is an atmosphere of distinction, grace 

and comfort about the furniture produced in the j 
Karpen Shops which places it in a class by itself. I 
In the designs, in the delicate tracing of its carv
ings, in the luxurious Spring Upholstery, in the | 
quality and harmony of its materials and finish, ! 
and in the sturdy character of its craftsmanship 
there is nothing to be desired. 

Karpen 
Guaranteed Upholstered 

furniture 
Is so superior that we want the world to know we 
make it. That is why we stamp each piece with our 
trade-mark shown here. It is your guarantee of 
absolute satisfaction. Our Style Book " Z ' 

We send it free it" 
very helpful to homcmakers. 
i pay the postage, 14 cents 

TFLAPE-MARK 

K & r p e i ) 

U p K o l M r r r d 

F u r n i t u r e 

S . K a r p e n & B r o s . 
Chicago 

New York 

Boston 

Karpen Bids-
j 37th St. and 
( Broadway 

20 Sudbury St. 
5 1 6 3 . Lou is X V . Sofa and Chair. E n g l i s h S t y l e Exqui -

carved Mahogany frame. Cane back. Soft cushion seat, 
rip, imported fabrics. 

For Christmas 

T3he 
International 
Studio 

" M O S T B E A U T I F U L M A G A Z I N E P R I X T E D " 
Comes each month as a welcome and de
lightful reminder of the donor, as well as 
a subtle compliment to the taste of the 
recipient. 
For over seventeen years it has maintained 
its position as the leading art magazine in 
the English language. 
Every issue contains a wealth of illustra
tions in color, tint and halt-tone, reproduc
ing works of art in the greatest variety, as
sembled from all the important art centres 
of the world. In addition, its authorita
tive articles, reports of exhibitions, and 
many pages of studio news keep its readers 
in intimate touch with art activities and 
combine to provide a liberal education in 
the appreciation of art. 

50 CENTS A COPY—$5 A YEAR 
TRIAL SUBSCRIPTION OF 3 MONTHS $1 

JOHN" LANE COMPANY, 
1 [ 2 0 Cu\ ler Building, New York 

Gentlemen: For the enclosed ( g j ' ^ ) send the INTER
NATIONAL STLDIO for (°u eJ '"L,u ) to 

Vthree m o n t h s / 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBXER'S MAGAZINE 
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T Help the South! 

Buy an Ostermoor 
1 

T h e O s t e r m o o r Mat t ress is m a d e o f c o t t o n but is n o m o r e like 
or iginal c o t t o n than c lo th is l ike original w o o l . " B u y an 
O s t e r m o o r " is bet ter than 

Buy a Bale of Cotton 
f o r y o u wil l he lp the South and at the same t ime prov ide yourse l f 
wi th a mattress w h i c h will g ive y o u s l e e p - c o m f o r t for a l i fe t ime. 
O s t e r m o o r mattresses are dust- , m o t h - and v e r m i n - p r o o f , and are 
guaranteed never to mat, p a c k no r ge t hard and l u m p y . 

? P n r / fnr FRFF Rnnh of 1« pages, with samples of ticking. Or a 
" J c , m • t " • ' ' " i IJOOfC handsome, lull-size Ostermoor mattress, 4 ft. 
6 in. wide and 6 ft. 3 in. long, elegantly finished, will be sent you, express prepaid, same 
day we get your check or money order (see price list). Your money will be returned with
out question if you are dissatisfied at the end of 30 days. Mattresses packed in leatherette 
paper and burlap, fully protected. 

O S T E R M O O R & C O . , 1 0 8 E l i z a b e t h S t r e e t , N e w Y o r k 
cliao Agency : Alaska Feather & Down Co., Ltd., Montreal 

Mattresses Full Double Bed Size 
A. C. A. Ticking, 45 lbs $15.00 
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 

Express prepaid. Mattresses in two parts, 50c extra. 
Smaller sizes cost SI less each size. 

$ 15. 

"Built— 
Not 
Stuffed" 

•i 

X D o y o u n o t i c e h o w the b i g o n e eats the nu t a n d 
leaves the shell for the l i t t le o n e ? " 

" Y e s , he d i s p l a y s a l m o s t h u m a n in te l l igence . 

The Vose Player Piano s 
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 

P L A Y E R ^ vose P I A N O 
VOSE 4 SONS PIANO CO.. Boylston St., Boiton. Mast. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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For Christmas Morning 

A K O D A K 
And throughout the day, the taking of 

pictures of all that goes to make that day 
a merry one. 

E A S T M A N K O D A K C O M P A N Y , 
Catalog free^youritaUrU R O C H E S T E R , N . Y . , The Kodak City. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



b. altman and co. 
FIFTH AVENUE-MADISON AVENUE 

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 

S. Altaian & d o . desire to remind their patrons and 
friends of the advisability of beginning their Christmas shopping 
n o w . T o those whose homes are situated in N e w Y o r k or its 
vicinity the recently enlarged Store—with its abundance of floor 
space and its incomparable facilities for the effective display of the 
large assortments of newly received merchandise appropriate for 
holiday gifts—offers every opportunity for discriminating selection 
and leisurely purchasing ; while to those w h o reside at a distance 
the services of the Mail Order Department, with its staff of ex
pert shoppers, are ever available, "Whether shopping be done in 
person, by telephone or by mail, the merchandise offered is equally 
desirable, and the prices are equally reasonable. Suggestions for 
holiday gifts will be mailed if requested. 

T e l e p h o n e , 7000 M u r r a y H i l l 

A l l C h a r g e d o r Paid Purchases (including h e a v y and bulky 
s h i p m e n t s ) -will b e f o r w a r d e d Free of C h a r g e b y mail, 
e x p r e s s o r freight t o any p o i n t in the U n i t e d States . 

In s h o p p i n g , k i n d l y m e n t i o n S C R I B N E R ' S 

FIFTH i W E N U E SECTION 



S C R T B N E R ' S 
F I F T H A V E N U E S E C T I O N 

O/zc1 Cjift ($eadon 

iOainty acccidotici of the wazdxobe 
make vcty atttactive Qifti fox the 
woman of tadtc 

I V U D I I I C R S • gSeckbie&e • minuses 
Send for our Gift Book, Edition S 

Telephone 6 4 1 6 Greeley — or call to see our selection 

iLuu- tLirvunti 
25 JUcst 3Stl; jgdrrct, i\"c£u TJorU 

Ritz-Carlton 
Hotel & Restaurant 

M a d i s o n A v e . at ^ S t 

T h e Hotel with an International 
Reputation. Distinctive for excel
lence o f service and perfection o f 
cuisine, which characterize the en-
tire group o f Ritz-Carlton Hotels 
in this country and in Europe. 

"In the highest ci-'ilization the book is 
still the highest delight."—EmeksuN 

B r e n t a n c / s 
y Christmas Book Boxes 

A n o t a b l e C h r i s t m a s I n n o v a t i o n . A n 
u n u s u a l a n d e n d u r i n g G I F T , s u i t 
a b l e f o r e v e r y a g e , t a s t e a n d p u r s e . 

A B O X of B O O K S 
Purchasers can make their own choice, according 
to the amount they wish to spend, or. if selection 
is left with us, our best efforts will be given. 
A C A T A L O G U E , classified as to subjects, with 
prices, will be sent free upon request. 
Prices of Boxes. $2.00, $5.00. $7.00. $10.00, and 
upwards, according to selection. 
C A T A L O G U E will also contain a List of SINGLE 
V O L U M E S of S T A N D A R D A U T H O R S in FINE 
B I N D I N G S , also R A R E and C H O I C E B O O K S , 
and B O O K S in FOREIGN L A N G U A G E S . 

Christmas Catalogue free 

B R E N T A N O ' S 
5th Avenue and 27th Street N e w York 

j ^ T H E C H I L D R E N ' S ̂  m 

" G I F T S H O P " 
Unusual and original Toy Craft of real play worth and 
educational value. Unique construction materials in 
miniature. Books and music for children. A com
plete assortment of beautiful baskets, imported 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 D I S P L A Y 
make of our large and sunny quarters a veritable 
Children's Gift Shop. Send 25 cents for our set of il
lustrated catalogues and your choice of a Frisking Fish, 
a weather-proof animal or a quaint framed picture. 

%lt fetrpbclpnc fe>ljop, 3|rtc. 
7-11 West 45th Street. New York fijk Established 

Just ofF 5th Avenue •> 1»00 

Sol. In s h o p p i n g , k ind ly m e n t i o n S C R I B N E R - S 



S C R I B N E R ' S 
F I F T H A V E N U E S E C T I O N 

bon bon 

chocolate yjiocomx&j 
j5xceJ/ence oPJfilaillarct 

The excellence of all the good things produced by Maillard 
reflects the puri ty v and quality of every ingredient used, 
and the skill, care and attention bestowed in the mak
ing. This excellence, too , is the secret o f Maillard's 
world-wide reputation—maintained for over sixty years. 

//aiHard candies packed in. Trench "Bonbonm'ere? ( oxclusice 
Importation) or Fancy Boxes to order, and. when n'quosrrd. 
made ready for safe delivery to all ports of the vorld. 

J'ijrlijflvmue, 

atj^J)• {Street 

Z - - : " ^ l ^ :. 
umi.,nl,t,,,i! i 

In s h o p p i n g , k i n d l y m e n t i o n S C R I B N E R ' S 

maillard 



S C R I B N E R ' S 
F I F T H A V E N U E S E C T I O N 

J M . G I D D I N G ^ C O 

'mportetd 

o/J.utli entic 

^ l O i n l e r ^ / a s h i o n s 

C f o l o n s l D r a p s o J c i i ( S 

( S b a / s -^Jj/ouses 

/Tit/Tin e / y (PS^u u r s 

i$wppic meriting di&playd of late Soctxio 
U^adkionA with G&mezican idead ex
it t hi ted on I if in lit cix own © alonb, 

at S ' W e e t 

PARIS WASHINGTON CINCINNATI 

F 

A n Evening Sl ipper b y C a m m e y e r 
that is typical o f t he foot-wear 
o f fe red . H e r e y o u -will find t he 
usual and the unusual in s h o e s 
fo r M e n , W o m e n and C h i l d r e n 

B R A N C H S T O R E DE L U X E 
381 Fifth A v e n u e , a b o v e 35 th S t r ee t 

03 I 

Also at 6th Avenue 
and 20th Street 

Mail Service 
Catalogue on Request 

D I S T I N C T I V E A N D D A I N T Y 

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

C A R D S , H A N D - P A I N T E D 

A N D E N G R A V E D I N COLOR, 

C H A R M I N G L Y A T T R A C T I V E 

A N D OT G R E A T V A R I E T Y . 

M E N U S A N D P L A C E C A R D S 

FOR H O L I D A Y D I N N E R S . 

Ml) I N S H O P P I N G , K I N D L Y M E N T I O N S C R I B N E R ' S 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 81 

THE WARNER BROTHERS COMPANY 

"A Woman must hnow her corset 

before she attempts to Wear it 

Do you k n o w your corset be-
fore you make your purchase ? 
T h e reputation o f a corset should 
weigh with you in its selection; 
on it depends your appearance, 
your comfort, yes, even your 
health. 

Redfern Corsets have a repu^ 
tation for style, comfort, and ser-
vice. Intimate connections with 
the Fashion rulers enable the 

Y o u will find Redfern Corsets al
w a y s at the leading stores in any city 
or ai the Redfern Corset Shops newly opened at 
510 Fifth Avenue, N e w Y o r k ; 19 East 

Madison Street, Chicago ; 1 14 Grant Avenue, 

San Francisco. 

Redfern designers to produce 
models—lace back and lace front 
—accurately adapted for the 
modes o f dress. 

Redfern materials are choice— 
the fabrics soft but firm and 
daintily decorated with fine laces, 
embroideries and ribbons. 

A Redfern is a beautiful model, 
thoroughly in keeping with the 
most exquisite lingerie. 

At High Class Shops 
T h r e e to Fifteen Dollars 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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By the Use of 
It appeals to dainty, dis
criminating w o m e n and sat
isfies the most fastidious. 
Assisted o c c a s i o n a l l y by 
Cuticura Ointment it keeps 
the skin clear and healthy, 
and prevents unwholesome 
conditions. 

* S A M P L E S F R E E * f 
C u t i c u r a S o a p a n d C u t i c u r a O t D t m e n t a r e s o l d 

t h r o u g h o u t t h e w o r l d . S e n d p o s t - c a r d t o n e a r e s t 
d e p o t for free s a m p l e of e a c h w i t h 3 2 - p a g e b o o k : 
N e w b e r y , 2 7 , C h a r t e r h o u s e S q . , L o n d o n , E n g . ; R . 
T o w n s & C o . , S y d n e y , N . S . W . ; L e n n o n , L t d . , C a p e 
T o w n ; M u l l e r , M a c l e a n & C o . , C a l c u t t a a n d B o m 
b a y ; P o t t e r D r u g a n d C h e m . C o r p . . B o s t o n , U . S . A . 

PROF. I . H U B E R T ' S 

M A L V I N A * 

C R E A M 

is a safe aid to a soft, clear, 
healthy skin. Used as a 

m a s s a g e it overcomes dry
ness and the tendency to 

wrinkle. A l so takes the 
sting - and soreness out of 

wind , tan and sun burn. 
S e n d for testiinoni-ils. U s e 

/ Blalvlnn Lotion anil Ictnhyol Soap 
with Slnlvina Cream to improve 

your complexion. At all druggists , 
or send postpaid on receipt of price. 

Cream 50c . I.oilon 5 0 c , Soap 2 5 e . 
P R O F . T. H U B E R T , T o l e d o , Ohio 

LATHES 
FOR GUNSMITHS, TOOL JLAKERS, 

Experimental AND LTRPA.LR WORK, ETC 

Lalhc Catalogue Free. 

W.F.&Jno. Barnes Co. 
5 2 8 R u b y S t . , R o c k f o r d . 111. 

^••4 J T T P B V I "AFB4"*' S E C U R E D O R F E E 
I M MM. I fc" |%l I K E T I R N K D . Free opinion 
^ • • " ^ B ia m m I <mJr AS TO PATENTABILITY. GUIDE ITOOK, 
• LIST OF INVENTIONS WANTED, 

and ioo Mechanical M o v e m e n t s free to any address. Patents 
secured by us advertised free in W o r l d ' s Progress. Sample copy free. 
V I C T O R J . E V A N S & C O . , 7 G 3 N i n t h S t . , W a s h i n g t o n . D . C . 

WANTED-AN IDEA! 
ent? Protect your ideas, they may bring you wealth. Write for 
"Needed Inventions" and "How to get your Patent and vour Money." 
RANDOLPH 6. CO., PATENT ATTORNEYS, Dept. 250, WASHINGTON, D.' C. 

: ty - sevcn y e a r s prac t i ce b e f o r e t h e P a t e n t Off ice . 
O u r h a n d b o o k s on P a t e n t s . T r a d e - M a r k s , e t c . , s e n t 
f r e e . ' P a t e n t s p r o c u r e d t h r o u g h M u n n &. C o . r e c e i v e 
f r e e not i ce in the S c i e n t i f i c A m e r i c a n . 

M U N N & C 0 3 5 3 Broadway, N. Y., I a UU. a-d Washington. D. C. 

Lorna.—I d o h o p e M r s . D u d l e y is here to-night . 
Bertram.—I d i d n ' t k n o w that y o u were so fond o f 

her, dear . 
Lorxa.—I'm no t , b u t I ' m wear ing the dress she 

cou ldn ' t afford. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Certainly this is a nude of exquisite beauty and £ race. 
The maiden, refreshing herself at the clear, cold pool, 
has found her reflection one that is /•teasing, and the 
frog, in its admiration, questions not the trespasser 

BOOK ROCKS 

« 

PREPAID 
East of Mississippi. 
For delivery W e s t of 
Mississippi add 50c. 

make appropriate 
Christmas Gifts. Unusual Bridge Prizes 

Unquestionably 1 lie greatest value ever offered at 
this PRICE from the point of beauty und, usefulness 

HERE IS THE SOLUTION OF YOUR XMAS GIFT PROBLEM. 
WHY WASTE NERVES, TIME, AND ENERGY SEARCHING FOR SOME

THING OF WHICH TO MAKE A GIFT AND THEN NOT BE SATISFIED? 

WHAT COULD BE MORE ARTISTIC OR USEFUL THAN THESE BEAUTIFUL 
"Artbronz" BOOK ROCKS! MADE OF A HEAVY BRONZE 

SEAMLESS DEPOSIT ON A BASER CORE, THEY HAVE ALL THE FINISH AND 
DURABILITY OF THE FINEST BRONZES AT ONE-TENTH THE PRICES AND ARE 
guaranteed. 

Go to the nearest STORE mentioned below OR 
send P. 0 . -Honey Order OR cheque DIRECT TO US 

ADDRESS DEPT. S . 

KATHODION BRONZE WORKS 
501 FIFTH AVE., {Retail Dept., 6th Floor) NEW YORK 

Our Catalogue " G I F T S U G G E S T I O N S ' ' free ON request 

L i s t o f E x c l u s i v e A g e n c i e s 
Atlanta. G a . , 

M . Rich & Brothers Co . 
Baltimore, M d . , 

Hutzler Brothers Co . 
Birmingham, A la . , 

F. W . Bromberg 
Boston, M a s s . , 

Jordan, Marsh C o m p a n y 
Buffalo, N . Y . 

Johnston Kurtz Co . 
Chicago, 111., 

Marshall Field & Co. 
Cincinnati, O . , 

T h e A . B. Closson Jr. Co. 
Cleveland, O . , 

T h e Korner & W o o d Co . 
Columbus, Ohio, 

Green Joyce Co . 
Denver, Colo . , 

Denver Dry Goods Co. 
Detroit, Mich . , 

L . B . K i n g & Co . 
Fort W a y n e , Ind . , 

Parrot Studio & Art Store 
Hartford, Conn . , 

D . Fox & Co. 
M e m p h i s , T e n n . , 

B. Lowenste in & Bros. , Inc 
Nashvil le, T e n n . , 

K . M . Mil ls Book Stores 
Newark, N . J., 

Keers Art Gal lery 
N e w Orleans, L a . , 

D . H . H o l m e s C o . , L t d 
Reliable representation di 

N e w Y o r k City, 
B . A l tman &. Co . 
Brentano's 
L o r d & Tay lor 
G. P. Putnam's Sons 
Charles Scribner's Sons 
Gustav St ickley .The Craftsman 

Philadelphia, Pa.. 
W r i g h t , T y n d a l e & V a n R o d c n 

Pittsburgh, Pa. , 
W u n d e r l y Bros. 

Providence, R . L . 
Providence Paper Co . 

R ichmond , V a . , 
T h e R ichmond Art Company" 

Rochester, N . Y - , 
Scrantom W e t m o r e Co . 

Salt L a k e City, Utah, 
Carpenter Paper C o . 

San Francisco, Calif,, 
Paul Elder & Co . 

St. Louis , M o . , 
Society of Appl ied Arts 

Springfield, Mass . , 
Forbes Si W a l l a c e 

T o l e d o . Ohio . 
J. J. Freeman C o . 

W a s h i n g t o n . D . C , 
W o o d w a r d & Lothrop 

W i l k e s b a n e , Pa., 
G . W . L e a c h . Jr. 

Hono lu lu , Hawai i , 
Gurrey's L td . 

red elsewhere after Jan. 1st, 1 9 1 5 
I I 

A MESSAGE 
TO EVERY OWNER OF A 

VICTOR OR COLUMBIA 
TALKING MACHINE 

"Ah, the voice of my youth—what a wonder
ful improvementI" exclaimed the world'a 
greatest tenor, listening to one of his own 
records, reproduced on a Victrola with a 
Masterphone attachment. 

Do You Know— 
That a Revolutionary Invention 
Called the 

MASTERPHONE 

has vastly changed and improved the whole 
character of sound reproduction ? 

It amplifies the sound, vastly multiplies the volume, 
clarifies the articulation and tone— 
Makes of Your Victor or Columbia, 

Already a Wonderful Instrument, 

A Perfect Marvel of 
Clearness 

It brings out notes and shades of sound heretofore 
Impossible; reveals beauties in records never before 
suspected. It is to the talking machine what the 
reading glass is to the eye. 

It Preserves the Life of 
Your Valuable Records 

by using a needle only one-quarter the size of a 
halftone needle, with which it gives a full, richer 
volume than the usual coarse fulltone needle. Did 
you know that fulltone needles used O5 times on arec-
ord—on an average—destroy the overtones? 

The Masterphone and the Master-
phone Needles Cannot 

Injure a Record 

It is a little attachment, weighing about as much as 
a two-cent letter, which slips over the sound box, ad
justed as quickly as the needle, even by a child. It is 
sold, delivered free, by mail for $ 2 . 

TRY IT OUT AT OUR EXPENSE 

Use This Coupon 2 6 
Send me a Masterphone Attachment, with

out charge, for a machine, on 
ten days' trial, with a F R E E SUPPLY of Mas
terphone Needles. If I do not return the 
Masterphone I will remit you $ 2 . 

N A M E . 

ADDPVESS.. 

Masterphone Corporation 
286 Fifth Ave., New York City 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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B e l g i a n s A r e S t a r v i n g 
"He Gives Twice Who Gives Quickly" 

MILLIONS of Belgians face starvation. They will perish if 
succor does not come at once. Their plight is desperate. 
It cries out as imperiously as the wireless S. O. S. from a 

sinking ship. And this call is being heeded. Fast ships bearing 
food have been rushed to the rescue. But more must follow. 

Cable Answers S. O . S. 
This Belgian Relief Committee cabled 

$ 3 0 , 0 0 0 from big, generous America to 
Ambassador Page, to use for buying food 
in England to hurry to Belgium as first 
aid, and $ . 2 0 , 0 0 0 was cabled to United 
States Minister Brand \ \ hitlock, in Brus
sels, and used in the same way. In Brus
sels alone one hundred soup kitchens 
are feeding 1 0 0 , 0 0 0 hungry people. The 
daily cable dispatches, in unbiased news 
reports, are giving a continuous account 
of the appalling disaster and desolation. 

Succor From America 
In America how different the picture. 

This magazine will reach its readers just 
about Thanksgiving time. We have had 
bountiful harvests and despite rather 
dull times we have great surpluses of 
food and money. So 40 national mag
azines are carrying in their Christmas 
issues this appeal to their millions of 
readers to succor the starving Belgians. 
Divide your Christmas plenty with them. 
Be sure that the gift will be "twice 
blessed." 

S e n d a C h r i s t m a s C h e c k T o d a y 
Send a check t o d a y , before it slips y o u r mind , t o J. P . M O R G A N & C o . , 23 W a l l Street , 

N e w Y o r k , and mark it for the Belgian Rel ie f F u n d . Y o u will rece ive a receipt and the m o n e y 
will at o n c e go to the Belgian Rel ie f C o m m i t t e e , w h i c h wil l use it for these t w o p u r p o s e s : 

1 To relieve immediate distress of Belgian refugees and the hundreds of thous
ands of destitute women and children and other non-combatants in Belgium. 

2 To rehabilitate as soon as practicable the poor Belgian peasant and working 
classes by helping them get roofs over their heads and tools to work with. 

\ B E L G I A N R E L I E F C O M M I T T E E 
I O B r i d g e S t r e e t , N e w Y o r k 

R E V . J. F. S T I L L E M A N S , President. 
R O B E R T W . D E F O R E S T , Chairman of Executive Committee 
E M A N U E L H A V E N I T H . Belgian Minister to the United Slates ' 
P I E R R E M A L I , Consul-General at New York. 

L Y M A N A B B O T T 
O T T O T . BAN'NARD 
A R M A N D B A T T A 
J A M E S N . B E C K 
C< IRNF I II ? \ BLISS 
R O B E R T S. B R E W S T E R 

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

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

S . O . S . — C H E C K S . M O N E Y O R D E R S , ETC. . S H O U L D B E M A D E T O J . P . M O R G A N & C O . , 

" F O R B E L G I A N R E L I E F F U N D , " 2 3 W A L L S T R E E T , A N D S E N T T O THAT A D D R E S S 
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A s k 
y o u r 

s t a t i o n e r 

The 
most 

popular pen 
in the world. 

Esterbrook's 
Falcon No. 048 

The standard pen for gen
eral correspondence, combi

ning a smooth, medium point 
with large ink-holding capacity. 

^ F W N 1 A*. f , j r useful melal box contain-
1 U C Ing 1 2 ot our most popular 

pens, including the famous Falcon 048. 

E s t e r b r o o k P e n M f g . C o . 
New York Camden, N. J. 

Esterbrook 
I Pens I 

I N T H E V E R N A C U L A R . 
" S o m e hail! " 
" N o , all h a i l ! " 

If a c e n s u s o f bus iness 
m e n in the la rge c i t ies 

c o u l d b e taken to d i s c o v e r their 
average phys ica l c o n d i t i o n , re
sults w o u l d s h o w that the great 
major i ty o f t h e m suffer f r o m 
s l u g g i s h k i d n e y s , n e r v e s u n 
s trung, d y s p e p s i a , b l a d d e r d i s 
o r d e r s , u r i c ac id , rheumat i sm o r 
o n e o r m o r e o f the m a n y ills that 
are c aused b y l ack o f p r o p e r 
exerc i se and die t . 

T h e r e m e d y — b e careful o f wha t 
y o u eat, exerc i se m o r e and k e e p 
the b o d y f lushed o u t b y c o p i o u s 
d r i n k i n g o f 

BUFFALO LITHIA 
SPRINGS WATER 

It tones up the kidneys and purifies the 
blood by cleansing the system of the 
poisonous products of faulty metabolism. 
As a result, gout, rheumatism, gravel, 
renal calculi, albuminuria and Bright's 
Disease are relieved. Leading physicians 
have endorsed and prescribed Buffalo 
Lithia Springs Water for over forty years. 

HUNTER M c G U I R E , M . D . , L L . D . , late 
President American Medical Association, 
said: " I k n o w f r o m cons t an t use o f it 
personal ly and in prac t ice that the results 
o b t a i n e d f r o m its use are far b e y o n d 
those w h i c h w o u l d be warranted b y the 
analysis g iven . I a m o f the o p i n i o n that 
it ei ther con ta ins s o m e w o n d e r f u l r e m e 
dial agen t as yet u n d i s c o v e r e d b y m e d i c a l 
s c i ence , o r its e lements are so de l i ca t e ly 
c o m b i n e d in Na tu re ' s l a b o r a t o r y that 
they de fy the u t m o s t ski l l o f the c h e m i s t 
to so lve the secret o f their p o w e r . " 

Buy a case of Buffalo Lithia Springs 
Water from your druggist. 6 to 8 
glasses a day will do much toward bring
ing back your good health again. 

Write for our booklet, "Springs of Health." 

Buffalo Lithia Springs Water Company 
B u f f a l o L i t h i a S p r i n g s , V i r g i n i a 
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Evans ale and stout * A Convey 

For old-time M | | » Country-wide cheer 

To old-time friends f M ^ ^ F T o Mends far and near 

P U T H A P P I N E S S INTO Y O U R C H R I S T M A S GIVING THIS YEAR B Y S E N D I N G FRIEND OR F A M I L Y A BARREL CONTAINING 

1 0 D O Z E N BOTTLES OF GOOD OLD E V A N S ' A L E OR S T O U T . T H E Y WILL GIVE THE TRUE RING TO Y O U R GOOD 

W I S H E S A N D GIVE THE JOY Y O U W I S H DURING M A N Y W I N T R Y D A Y S A N D NIGHTS. L I N K THE PAST W I T H THE PRESENT. 

SUPPLIED IN BOTTLES AND SPLITS. NEAREST DEALER OR C . H . E V A N S & S O N S . ESTAB. 1 7 8 6 H U D S O N , N . Y . 

zA Portable Garage 
is a Permanent E c o n o m y 

I t is a m o n e y saver , a t ime saver, and a car saver . N o ne rve -
t ry ing waits t o get y o u r car f rom the ga rage ; n o excess ive 
charges for s torage and o i l ; n o " u n a c c o u n t a b l e " b reakages 
and a t tendant repair bills. 

A SPRINGFIELD PORTABLE GARAGE 
COMBINES ARCHITECTURAL BEAUTY AND STAUNCHNESS OF CONSTRUCTION, AND IS THE 
FIRST AND LAST WORD IN PORTABLE BUILDINGS. THEY ARE EASILY ASSEMBLED; WIND, 
WATER AND DUST PROOF; THEY ENHANCE THE VALUE OF YOUR PROPERTY, AND PUT 
LUXURY IN YOUR YARD AT LITTLE COST. ALSO PORTABLE HOUSES OF ARTISTIC DESIGN. 

S P R I N G F I E L D M F G . C O . 

CTW/RS. of Springfield Portable Houses and Garages 
15 A p p i a n W a y , K e e n e , N . H . B o s t o n O f f i c e : 60 A r c h S t . 

I N SOME RESPECTS THE PALEFACES 

ARE VERY VENTURESOME. BRAVES 

AND SQUAWS DESCEND UNHESITATINGLY 

INTO DARK CAVERNS, FROM WHICH IS

SUE AT TIMES BLASTS OF W A R M AIR 

AND UNCANNY RUMBLINGS; MANY-

ENTER, BUT NONE RETURN FROM SOME 

OF THESE OPENINGS. 

T H E D I S C O V E R Y O F T H E P A L E F A C E S . 

Iross rifle 

T H E R I F L E F O R S E L F O R F R I E N D 

The Ross .280 High Velocity Rifle is used by skilled big game hunters all over the world, on account 
of its accuracy, its very low trajectory, the perfection and speed of its action, and the extraordinary 
' ' anchoring" effect of the Ross .280 Sporting Cartridge with Copper Tube expanding bullet-(PATENTED) 

^^"iS^^^&S^SSS'^ R O S S R I F L E C O . , D E P T . M - T , Q U E B E C , C A N . 
nition $7.50 per 100. Illustrated Catalogue on request. POST & FLOTO, 1-I R E A D E STREET, INEW Y O R K , AGENTS FOR THE U . S . 
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1 9 1 5 E x p o s i t i o n V i s i t o r s ! 
—PlanYourTr ip via 

S e a t t l e 

Seattle 
the 
Gateway 
to Alaska 
and the 
Orient! 

X K E M E T R O P O L I S O F T H E 

N O R F K W E I L ( P O P . 3 1 5 , 0 0 0 ) . 

E N J O Y O U R U N R I V A L L E D 

S U M M E R C L I M A T E — F I V E 

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

N E V E R A H O T D A Y ! 

S E E M T . R A I N I E R . T H E T A L L 

EST P E A K I N T H E U . S . — A F E W 

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

T R A V E L A M O N G T L I E F O R 

E S T - C L A D I S L A N D S O £ P U G E T 

S O U N D * 

F O R F R E E B O O K L E T S W R I T E 

M A N A G E R P U B L I C I T Y B U R E A U 

C H A M B E R O F C O M M E R C E 

NO MORE WASHING. 
"Hurray! hurray!" cries Tommy Brown, 

famine's struck our town!" 
' A water 

Don't suffer with 
stiff, aching limbs 
Don't be inconvenienced and annoyed by 
tired, inflamed muscles. Massage the parts 
with Absorbine, Jr., and rout out the trouble. 
Athletes do. They know that Absorbine, Jr., 
penetrates quickly and reduces the sore
ness and inflammation—that it is powerful 
and efficacious in cases of serious sprains, 
wrenches, torn ligaments and painful affec
tions. 

Absorbine J! 

T H E A N T I S E P T I C L I N I M E N T 

It is a different kind of liniment—it is 

a safe ANTISEPTIC and GERMICIDE 

Applied to an open sore or wound, it kills 
the germs, makes the part aseptic and pro
motes rapid and healthy healing. That is 
why it is so good for cuts and bruises. 

Absorbine, Jr., is non-poisonous and non
destructive of tissue—it is highly concen
trated and only a few drops are required at an 
application. A 1 0 % solution is sufficiently 
strong for most uses and is also germicidal. 
This solution may be used beneficially as a 
spray or gargle for infected sore throat—it 

heals, soothes, and des
troys bacteria. 
Absorbine, Jr., is also a 
discutient and resolvent, 
effective in reducing 
bursal en la rgements , 
swol len and enlarged 
glands or veins. 
It is economical, as only 
a few drops are required 
at an application. 
Use Absorbine, Jr., where 
you want relief quickly 
and permanently. 

ABSORBINE, JR., $ 1 . 0 0 AND $ 2 . 0 0 

A BOTTLE, AT MOST DRUGGISTS OR 

POSTPAID 

A Liberal Trial Bottle 
wi l l b e s e n t p o s t p a i d t o y o u r 
a d d r e s s u p o n r e c e i p t o f 10c in 
s t a m p s . S e n d f o r trial b o t t l e o r 
p r o c u r e r e g u l a r s i z e f r o m y o u r 
d r u g g i s t t o d a y . 

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F. 
2 5 5 T E M P L E STREET, SPRINGFIELD, M A S S . 

ABSORBINEJR 
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I SmEiR i M E 

Avoid Imitations 
Lis ter ine has b e e n imi ta ted 

more than a n y other ant i sept ic . 
T h e formula of Lis ter ine has n e v e r 
b e e n changed and never w i l l b e , 
because there can be nothing better . 
U s e d and prescribed b y dentists 
for 3 0 years . D e m a n d g e n u i n e 
Lis ter ine in the original p a c k a g e . 

U s e i t e v e r y d a y 

DA I L Y c l e a n s i n g o f the m o u t h wi th a t rus twor thy ant isept ic 
aids in e l im ina t i ng disease g e r m s and p reven t ing t oo th d e c a y . 

Certain parts o f the teeth c a n n o t b e reached wi th a t oo thb rush . T o 
*, j c lean t h e m t h o r o u g h l y , b rush w e l l and rinse the entire 
| Jj m o u t h wi th Lis ter ine , the s a f e an t i sep t ic . Lis te r ine 
• jl r eaches , c leanses and sweetens the ent i re surface o f every 

f j t oo th and the m o u t h , thus r ende r ing the w h o l e sys t em less 
fj l i ab le to in fec t ion . 

All Druggists Sell Listerine LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo. 

The 
Successful 
Treatment 

TUBERCULOSIS 
Depends upon proper care in a suitable 
climate. Albuquerque, the Heart of the 
Well Country, possesses the desirable 
qualities of low humidity and high alti
tude as does no other spot in the West or 
Southwest. Agricultural development and 
railroad facilities account for the compara
tively low cost of living and a metropoli
tan development. Sanatoria and health 
seekers' accommodations unexcelled. 
Magnificent opportunities for investment 
and ability. 

For attractive booklet descriptive of 
climate, etc., address 

HEALTH DEPARTMENT 
C o m m e r c i a l C l u b ALBUQUERQUE, NEW MEXICO 

MASCULINE. 
"What part of school do y o u boys like?" asked kind 

old Mr. Crunch. 
"I don't know—'zactly," answered Bob, but Pe te 

said, " 7 know—lunch." 

FOR PERSONS A D D I C T E D T O D R U G S O R D R I N K 
T h e d r ink o r d r u g habi t is a disease. T r e a t m e n t d e m a n d s the a t tent ion o f expe r i enced 

specialists. T h e K e e l e y remedies have c u r e d half a m i l l i o n in the last th i r ty-
^ five years. A d m i n i s t e r e d o n l y in au thor i zed K e e l e y Institutes. Ak 

The keeley Treatment 
r F O R I N F O R M A T I O N W R I T E T O 

[lot Springs, Ark . Marlon, InrJ. 

L-OS Angeles, Cal., Marsh-Strong Bldg. Plalofleld, lad. 
San Francisco, Cal., l longlas Bldg. Crab Orchard, K y . 

Atlanta, Go. Portland, Maine. " 
Dwlght, 111. Greensboro, r\. C. 

Columbus, Oblo 

Oklahoma Cl ty .Okla . , 9 1 8 N. Stiles St , 
Philadelphia, Pa., B12 N, Broad b t . 
Pittsburg, Pa., 4-2id Fifth Ave . 
Columbia, S . C . 
Dallas, Texas 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

. , Wash . 
Waukesha, Wis, 
W ioDipog, Mao . 
Gnatemala City, G o a t . 
Pnehla, M e i i r o 
London, England 
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O v e r 
6 , 0 0 0 . S t y l e s 

Stone Set Ring 
Signets, Bands uu 
Emblems, Weddii 

Lii juiijijii _M< hi ii 11 ii -j 

G e n u i n e S t o n e - S e t R i n g s 
Amethys t , Garnet, Opal, Tur

quoise, T o u r m a l i n e and Pear l . 
Beautiful rings of 0-B quality— 
rings not possible to produce at 
the price b y a smaller or less 
favored organization. 

Befo re y o u b u y a ring, see the 0-B 
jeweler—the fine j ewe le r in y o u r v ic in i ty . 
Learn the 0 - B s tandard—see the 0 - B 
mark in the r ings. 

F o r 3 5 years , 0-B in a ring has s t o o d 
for s t r ic t assay , " p l u m p " qua l i t y—and 
0 - B R i n g s are s tandard wi th fine jewelers 
all o v e r the c o u n t r y . 

Send for the 0-B Ring Book—the latest authen
tic ring styles. Free for your name on a post card. 

O S T B Y & B A R T O N C O . , P R O V I D E N C E , R . I . 

L a r g e s t M a n u f a c t u r e r s o f R i n g s I n t h e W o r l d 

"Used while you sleep " 

F O R W H O O P I N G C O U G H , 

S P A S M O D I C C R O U P , 

A S T H M A , S O R E T H R O A T , 

C O U G H S , B R O N C H I T I S , 

C O L D S , C A T A R R H . 

Don't fail to use Cresolene for the distressing, and 
often fatal, affections for which it is recommended. 

It is a simple, safe, effective and drugless treatment. 
Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whoop

ing Cough and relieves Spasmodic Croup at once. 
It is a boon to sufferers from asthma. 
The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with 

every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore 
throat, and stops the cough, assuring restful nights. 

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of 
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in 
the treatment of Diphtheria. 

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 3 5 years of 
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet. 

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

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the 
irritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, lico
rice, sugar and Cresolene. They can t harm you. 
Of your°druggist or from us 1 0 c . in stamps. 
T H E V A P O - C R E S O L E N E C O . , 6 2 C O R T L A N D T S T . , N E W Y O R K 

o r L e e m i a g - M i l e i Building. M o n t r e a l , C a n a d a 

A Taste that 
Means Something 

T h e keen taste of Pebeco is 
the mark of a real dentifrice. 
It drives out lingering sleep-
tastes, purines the breath and 
stimulates the blood-flow in 
the gums. It makes the use of 
Pebeco a morning-and-even-
ing delight. 

P e B e c o 
T O O T H P A S T E 

P E B E C O o w e s its keen taste T O its dis t inc
T I V E c o m p o s i t i o n , w h i c h has the p o w e r O F 

neutralizing " a c i d - m o u t h . " " A c i d - m o u t h , " 
as eve ryone n o w k n o w s , is the great des t royer 
O F teeth. B y neutralizing " a c i d - m o u t h , " 
P e b e c o d o e s m o r e than anyth ing else can 
T O save y o u r teeth. 

Use P e b e c o , the real ly scientific dent ifr ice, 
and k e e p y o u r teeth F O R yea r s—perhaps a 
l i fet ime. Send for 1 

Free Ten-day Trial Tube of 

Pebeco and Acid Test Papers 
T h e y will s h o w y o u whether y o u have 

" a c i d - m o u t h , " as nine ou t o f ten p e o p l e 
have, and h o w P e b e c o counteracts it. 
Pebeco is sold even-where in extra-large size tubes. A s only 
one-third of a brushl'ul is used at a tune, I'ebecu saves money 
as well as teeth. 

M A N U F A C T U R E D B Y 

Manufacturing Chemists 
1 1 6 W I L L I A M S T R E E T N E W Y O R K 

Canadian Office: 
1 and 3 St. Helen Street, Montreal 
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n s " 
""•!;' ~^ry-';:•••/ — 

1" The\butKs CompanionJar a^Iear 
2"TheLi/e of Lincoln in Z Volumes 

T h e entire field of Christmas giving 
offers no gift for your family equal to 

VAe YOUTH'S 
COMPANION 
"The Forecast for 1915" announces among other features 
Ten Remarkable Serials, Strong Story Groups, 250 Short 
Stories, Special Features in the Family Page, Boys' Page, 
Girls' Page, the Doctor's Advice, etc. The Companion 
leaves no one of the family out of its plans. No child is 
too young to enjoy it, no man too old and wise to profit 
by it. T o celebrate the best year ever planned by The 
Companion, the Publishers make a special offer of 

TARBELL'S LIFE OF LINCOLN 
a classic that every family who appreciates 
The Companion will surely want to own. 
These two offers will settle many Christmas 
problems. 

Offer 
No. 

Offer 
No. 

1 
2 

A l l r ema in ing w e e k l y issues 
f o r 1 9 1 4 , t h e n 5 2 issues o f 
1 9 1 5 a n d T h e C o m p a n i o n 
H o m e C a l e n d a r 

A l l o f O f f e r N o . 1 a n d T A R 
B E L L ' S L I F E o f L I N C O L N . 
T w o v o l u m e s , 9 9 1 p a g e s . 
C l o t h b ind ing 

T h e Y o u t h ' s C o m p a n i o n , B o s t o n , M a s s . 
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FOOD PRODUCTS 

f e r e s C b a r t r c u x 

G R E E N Y E L L O W 

CHARTREUSE 
T H E S U P E R B L I Q U E U R 

O F T H E A G E S 

U N V A R Y I N G I N C H A R A C T E R 

U N S U R P A S S E D 

I N E X C E L L E N C E 

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

A t f i r s t - c l a s s W i n e M e r c h a n t s , G r o c e r s , H o t e l s , C a f « » 

B A T J E R & C O . 

4 5 B r o a d w a y . N e w Y o r k , N . Y . 

S o l e A g e n t s f o r U n i t e d S t a t e s 

ATWOOD GRAPEFRUIT 
N o OTHER GRAPEFRUIT EQUALS IT IN F L A V O R 

TH E superiority of Atwood Grapefruit is not an accident. From the first plant
ing the Atwood Grapefruit Co. has sacrificed everything for Q U A L I T Y . An 

initial expense of hundreds of thousands of dollars was incurred, while everything that 
scientific culture and experience could suggest was done to produce Q U A L I T Y . 
Even then some trees at maturity bore simply good grapefruit, but not good enough 

for the Atwood Brand. These trees were cut down and replaced by superior varieties. 
So through the various processes of selection, cultivation and elimination has 

evolved the A T W O O D F L A V O R , as hard to describe as it is difficult to produce. 
People who have eaten Atwood Grapefruit say : 

" I t i s a b s o l u t e l y t h e b e s t g r a p e f r u i t I e v e r j " A s u s u a l , y o u r g r a p e f r u i t i s w a y a h e a d . " 

t a s t e d . " ! " F u l l y r i p e a n d d e l i c i o u s . " 

" F r u i t i s f i n e a n d f u l l f l a v o r e d , ' T h e B e s t A w e l l - k n o w n p h y s i c i a n w r i t e s : " I p r e s c r i b e 

E v e r ' . " g r a p e f r u i t f o r a l l m y p a t i e n t s , a n d t e l l t h e m 

" T h e y a r e t h e n i c e s t f r u i t w e h a v e e v e r t r i e d . " t o b e s u r e a n d g e t 

" T h e b e s t t h a t w e h a v e b e e n a b l e t o s e c u r e . " A t w o o d G r a p e f r u i t . " 

Atwood Grapefruit is always sold in the trade-mark wrapper 
of the Atwood Grapefruit Co. 

F O R S A L E E V E R Y W H E R E 

A T W O O D G R A P E F R U I T C O . 8 0 M A I D E N L A N E , N E W Y O R K 

lrTanswering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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feiji*' B.ithing at G a l v e s t o n 

see AMERICA 
O R E beautiful than 

France, Spain, Italy, 
Egypt or the Orient; 

less expensive to visit and 
more romantic in its pictur

esque interest—such is the Winter Resort Region along the 
coasts of the Atlantic Ocean and Gulf of Mexico, A region of 
the most fashionable hotels in the world, as well as desirable 
family homes and cottages where one may spend the winter 
under "Summer" skies and enjoy the finest bathing, fishing, 
yachting, automobiling, golf, tennis and a multiplicity of other 
outdoor sports no matter how great or how limited one's income. 
T o the Carolina Resorts of Aiken. Augusta and Summerville via old historic Charleston, 

Magnolia Gardens — most beautiful in the world — Forts Sumter and Moultrie, Isle of 
Palms and the famous battery, with the old homes of America's earliest aristocracy. T o 

Florida, the enchanted land of Ponce de Leon, the "American Riviera". Palm 
Beach, Miami, St. Augustine, Daytona, etc. St. Johns River the "American 
Nile", a combination daylight and searchlight trip through Tropical Florida. 
Key West, the "American Gibralter" or Tampa on the West Gulf Coast, 

with delightfully quaint characteristics of " Old Spain ", both world famous 
as the home of the cigar industry. St. Petersburg, across the bay from 

Tampa, one of the most delightful resorts on tne Gulf of Mexico. 
Havana, only a few hours from Key West, justly termed the "Ameri
can Paris", with the alluring climate of "Jlahj", and fascinating 
picturesqueness of "Old Spain". Galveston, one of America's 
most inviting winter bathing, fishing and yachting resorts, the 

gateway to Texas and the great southwest; to San Antonio's 
historic Alamo and Spanish Missions or to California 
and Yoscmite, or to Arizona and the Grand Canyon. 

A H I n c l u d e d i n a G r e a t V a r i e t y o f " C i r c l e T o u r " F a r e s 
a n d W i n t e r T o u r i s t T i c k e t s 

Going and returning by steamer, or one way by steamer and returning b y 
rail, with liberal stop-over privileges at all principal cities of the United 
States. A l s o cruises to Porto Rico , Nassau, Mexico and Santo Domingo. 

C L Y D E - M A L L O R Y L I N E S 
P i e r 3 6 , N o r t h R i v e r , N e w Y o r k 

D I S T R I C T P A S S E N G E R O F F I C E S : 
BOSTON-192 Washington St. PHILADELPHIA-701 Chestnot St. 

NEW YORK - 290 Broadway 

IP ^ O v e r S e a R a i l r o a d ^ ^ • -
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Send for m y illustrated A u t o b i o g r a p h y . 
Address Dept . D . 

H A V O N E C O R P O R A T I O N , 

21 M a i d e n I_ane, New Y o r k . 

havone 

S&Jayet-StffiGt of gifts M Y M O T T O — a case for 
every cigarette and every 
cigarette in its case. mm*' 

K E E P order in C i g a r e t t e d o m — 
n o wander ing f rom the straight 
and nar row a m o n g " s m o k e s " en
trusted to m e . O u t t hey c o m e — 
clean, sani tary and ship-shape 
as they w e n t in. 

As for m e — I ' m m a d e for keeps 
and like all g o o d th ings—simple 
as A , B , C . 

Rea l ly , y o u can ' t k n o w h o w y o u ' v e 
missed m e until y o u ' v e tried mc . 
F o r yourself o r any special friend 
o r " f r o m her to h i m " — a t h igh-
class jewelers and o ther shops . 
A n d look for m y mark when y o u 
b u y . 

A n unders tandable in ternat ional t o n g u e . 
fcTrUL Ttf0m9 TlfcTCtitK 
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RAYMOND-WHITCOMB TOURS 

travel, resorts, tours 

C A L I F O R N I A 

Parties under escort to the wonderful Panama-Pacific In
ternational 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 now. 

S O U T H A M E R I C A 

A series of delightful and novel tours. Departures January 
and March. 1915 will be a great South America year. 

A L S O E G Y P T , J A P A N A N D R O U N D THE W O R L D 

Ask for hook of tours in which you are interested. 

R A Y M O N D & W H I T C O M B C O . 

BOSTON New VNRK Philadelphia Chicago San Fran C i sco 

S P E N D Y O U R W I N T E R 

O U T O F T H E B E A T E N T R A C K ! 

J | 2 A 0 £ A U * B A F ) A M A £ 

January, February and March are the joyous, out

door months in the gorgeous, blue-laved tropics. 

SURF B A T H I N G SAILING FISHING T E N N I S 

G O L F C O U R T G O L F POLO P O N Y R A C I N G 

D A N C I N G C Y C L I N G DRIVING ENGLISH R U G B Y 

A L L W I N T E R L O N G ! 

Q Accommodations to suit all tastes and purses. Steamer serv
ice under American Flag. Three days from N e w York— 
seventeen hours from Miami, Florida. 

(J Winier temperature averages 72 degrees. World's most 
equable climate—unequalled as a health resort. 

W r i t e B A H A M A S G O V E R N M E N T A G E N T 

Suite 27, 303 Fifth Ave , , N e w York City, for booklet 

South America, Panama Canal, Alaska, 
San Francisco Exposition. Booklet ready. 

T E M P L E T O U R S , 1 4 9 TRENIONT STREET, B O S T O N , M A S S . 

I T ' S S O U T H A M E R I C A N O W 
Must beautiful cities in the world. Climate, Scenery, Hotels, 

Social Life. Tours to Brazil, Argentina and all South American 
points via Panama Canal. Write for booklet " R." 
T O P H A M T O U R S , 305 SO. REBECCA ST., PITTSBURGH, P A . 

1 - W I N T E R T R A V E L - I 
Our travel plans furnish all facilities for comfortable 
travel by every route, rail and steamer. Tickets with 
or without Hotels and tours for individual or party 
travel to SOUTHERN RESORTS, FLORIDA, N E W ORLEANS, 
CALIFORNIA AND THE EXPOSITIONS, HAWAII , BERMUDA, 
NASSAU, WEST INDIES, P A N A M A CANAL, ETC. Com
plete tours of SOUTH AMERICA. 

Booklets, estimates and information from 

T H O S . C O O K & . S O N 
N E W YORK 14 OFFICES!, BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA. CHICAGO, 
LOS ANGELES, SAN FRANCISCO, MONTREAL, TORONTO 

^ T ^ W P E N I N S U L A R & ORIENTAL S . N . C O . 

B H • F R E Q U E N T S A I L I N G S , I N D I A , C H I N A , 

I I H P H I L I P P I N E S , J A P A N , A U S T R A L I A , 

• T Q L I N E W Z E A L A N D , W I N T E R T O U R S 

• W I N D I A , R O U N D W O R L D T O U R S . F O R 

^^^J^^GR F " " I N F O R M A T I O N APPLY 

C U N A R D L I N E , 2 1 - 2 4 S T A T E S T R E E T , N E W Y O R K 

south america 
' AN ENJOYABLE EDUCATION (OR THE 

TRAVELER, an un l imi ted field for busi
n e s s m e n . F r e q u e n t sa i l ings b y 1 2 , 5 0 0 

ton s t e a m e r s t o B a r b a d o s , B a h i a , R i o d e 
Jane iro , S a n t o s , M o n t e v i d e o a n d B u e n o s A y r e s . 

T O U R S A R O U N D S O U T H A M E R I C A 
i O v e r the A n d e s by rail a n d t h r o u g h t h e P a n a m a C a n a l 

B U S K & D A N I E L S , GENERAL AGENTS 
3 0 0 P r o d u c e E x c h a n g e , N . Y . , o r L o c a l A g e n t s 

SI 
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TRA VEL-RESORTS-TOURS 95 

Open on time 
War will not affect the 
I Q 1 5 Panama Expositions 

Han now to go and visit Grand CanVon 

/

Ariiona on the way djgsbi Rur trains a M including Cali/brnia Limited fj|> 'if 'Trie Santafe de-Ouxe ( N T R A / A I A weekly in winter 
On request -will send ^ou our Panama Expositions 
and Cali/brnia trains folders. 

' W . J . BLACK. Passenger Traffic Manager 
ATCHISON. "IBPEKA 6SAULAFERAILWAY. 1 0 5 4 RAILWAY EXCHANGE CHICAGO 
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§0 T R A V E L - R E S O R T S - T O U R S 

HOTEL-RE50RT-&-TRAVEL*DEPARTMENT 
A P P E A B I M G M O M X M L - V I N A L L 7 O F TM El S El M A G A Z I N E S 

i EVERYBODYS-MSCLURE'S-MUNSEY'S-OUTING-REVIEW OF REVIEWS-SCRIBNERS-WORLDS WORK 
1 Y E A R - E S T A B L I S H ED T O G I V E R E L I A B L E . IN F O R M A T I O N T O R E A D E R S O F T H E S E M A G A Z I N E S I N T R A V E L P L A N N I N G . 

W R I T E ; T O T H E S E A D \ / E . R T I S E L R S F O R F U R T H E R P A R T I C U L A R 5 i 
• ^ O R T O C . E . . B E A N E ' . P R E S . W H E R E - T O - G O . e B E A C O N S T . B O S T O M . M A S S - ^ 

NEW YORK CITY 
If Coming To New York 

Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates? 
CLENDENING "S'-gf 
Select, homelike, economical. Suite 
of parlor, bedroom, private bath for 
two persons. $2 .00 daily per suite 
W r i t e for Booklet H . .with m a p of city 

WASHINGTON D. C. HOTEL DRISCOLL 
Faces U. S. Capitol. Near 
Union Station. Amidst 
Show Places. Running 
Water, Electric Fans in 
Rooms. Bath Gratis . 
Garage. Music. Am. £3, 
Eur. 8L50 up. Booklet. 

TRAVEL 
SEABOARD AIR LINE RY. 

The Progressive Railway of the South. 
Solid steel trains via shortest route to famous 

F L O R I D A R E S O R T S 
thru "Wash Ington, Richmond and the noted 

CAROLINA RESORTS 
Southern Pines, Pinehurst, Camden, 

. Columbia, and via Tampa to 
St.Petersburg, Bel leair, Clearwater. Tarpon 
Springs, Bradentown, Sarasota & Manatee. Direct through service to 
ATLANTA, BIRMINGHAM 4 MEMPHIS. 

Resort Booklets and schedules for the asking at 
our offices in Boston, Philadelphia. Baltimore, 
Washington. Buffalo.—JV. K. CONKLYN. General 
Eastern Paxsnnner Apr-nt, 1 1 S 4 Broadway, New York. 

E U S T I S FLORIDA 
New Ocklawaha 
of paying guests. Modern equipment, 
p J If Hunting,Fishing,orchestra UOUU UOIL Nolowratesbutreasonable 
Ad»lress_W". R . S m i t h , Meridcn. Ct , . until Dec. 25. 

HEALT H~1R ESO RTS 

ATLANTIC CITY N. J SAN ANTONIO TEXAS 

MT-RR MARLBORO U G H -Atlantic City, B L E N H E I M . 
Above illustration shows but one section of 
this magnificent and sumptuously fitted 
house—the open Air Plaza and Enclosed 
Solariums overlook the Board-walk and the 
Ocean. The environment, convenience and 
comforts of the Marlborough-Blenheim and 
the invigorating climate at Atlantic City 
make this the idea) place for a Winter so-
ionrn. Alwavsopen. Write for handsomely 
"illustrated booklet. Josiata White & Sons 
Company,Proprietors and Directors. 

ATLANTIC CITY, 
Hotel and Sanatorium. 

New stone. Brick ,t steel building. Always 
open, always ready, always busy. Table 
and attendance unsurpassed. 

HEALTH RESORTS 

COME TO BATTLE CREEK The BaHleCreek Sanitarium affords Ihe most abundant facilities for resl.recreation and health improvement The unique diet syslem.physical cullure classes.interesting health lectures swimmihq qolf. lenms molorjnq.boatinq and a hundred other attractive features (ill each days pro qram with useful entertainment Guests have the combined advantages to be derived Irom favorable climatic conditions home like surroundinqs scientific methods, and daily medical supervision WRITE FOR PROSPECTUS — 
THE SANITARIUM-BATTLt CRttK.MICH.Box 109 

C O M B T 0 

SajvAivtoiuo 
TEXAS'LARGEST CITY t = 

PerfectClimate.fTnesl' 
Hotels a ShopsBeaut-
iful ParksSPrazaa 400 Miles of Fine Auto Roads Scenic Loops—o $10000.000 IMPROVEMENTS NEARLY COMPLETEO-Grand opportunitiesfor home seekers,business men & in-ve5!orsSEETHE_ALAM0 a HISTORIC MISSIONS All PSs-times except' Bleak Winter Ones-FISHING atTTedma lake the very best.TARPOM at Gulf resortsafew miles away. HUNTING-deer, turkey ducks quail within 30 minutes of 5anAntonio-GOLF-Two publiclinks 3 holes each-Country Club links 18 holes — TENNIS. POLO at FORT SfiMHJ USTON -Write for details aTour-ist Book de luxe: ."SanAntonio'toChamber of Commerce,San ̂  AntonioTexas. ĵf[j|jfj( 

STATE OF WASHINGTON 
YOUR 1915 VACATION 

ffifeffif STATE OF WASHINGTON JBJgfE streams.inland seas.lakes.qood roads.equableclimate.cool refreshing nrqht5-Writel.M.H0WELL,Secretary of State, 
1DEPT.W.,01ympia.Wn-for96-pp illusTourist Guide Free.n 

SEATTLE WASH. 
W/YTAI Qatrmr "12 stories of solid com-nuici oavuy. fort." concrete, steel & 
marble. At center of things. English trrill. 
Auto Bus. Rooms #1 up. With bath $2 up. 

HEALTH RESORTS 
SANATORIUM, Belle Mead, N. J. FARM 300 ACRES. For Nervous, 
Alcohol, "Drug Patients, Epileptics, Feeble 
Minded,Insane. ModernEquipment. Kind, 
scientific treatment. Baths, Electricity, 
Amusements. Beautiful country. Moderate 
rates. Write or phone Resident Physician. 
Where-To-Go has 12,000.000 readers monthly. Next forms close Dec. 1st. 

MI LUMENS FAMOUS MINERAL BATHS 
FOR RHEUMATISM AND NERVOUS BREAK DOWNS 
gf?{§>ni . I WRITE FOR INFORMATION 
JlMfolorual-BoxG ^ E M E N S 

Father , our teacher said someth ing to -day a b o u t p o e t i c l icense. D o e s a p o e t h a v e to h a v e o n e ? " 
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"Chief of all" 
Y O U w i l l say s o , t o o , w h e n y o u 
s n u g g l e b a c k in y o u r c o m f o r t a b l e 
seat a b o a r d t h e 

Sunse t L i m i t e d 
(Fast Daily Train—No Extra Fare) 

En route to the 

California Expositions 
That wonderful train that slips westward 
on its smooth, sunny journey, through 
the golden southwest via the 

Southern Pacific—Sunset Route 
The Exposition Line 1915 

New Orleans, Los Angeles, San Diego, San Francisco 
Y o u will never know how good it is until you 
have tried it — enjoyed the luxury of superb Pull
man equipment, reveled in the joy of opened 
windows and freedom from smoke and cinders, 
due to oil-burning locomotives and rock-ballasted 
roadbed. Through Dining and Observation Cars, 
Electric Block Safety Signals. 

Choice of water or rail lines between New York 
and New Orleans. Write for illustrated booklet. 

General Office* 
NEW Y O R K CITY : 366 BROADWAY SAN FRANCISCO : FLOOD BID;. 

N E W ORLEANS : METROPOLITAN BANK BIDG. HOUSTON : SOUTHERN PACIFICBLDG. 

Agencies all over the United States, Mexico, Cuba, Europe 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBATER'S MAGAZINE 



98 TRA VEL RESORTS—TOURS 

I K 

S P L E N D I D C L A Y T E N N I S C O U R T S 

No consumptives receiver] at Pinehurst 

pinehurst 
IJ, NORTH CAROLINA 

< ^ C e n t e r o f W i n t e r O u t o f D o o r I i f f 
Center of Winter Out of Door Life 

i n the Middle South 

The CAROLINA now open 

H O L L Y I N N , B E R K S H I R E and 

H A R V A R D open early in January 

CHROUGH Pullman from New 
York. Three eighteen-hole 

golf courses and one six-hole prac
tice course, 1200 miles of connect
ing automobile roads, 40,000 acres 
shooting preserve with good guides 
and dogs, fine livery of saddle horses, 
fox hunting, tennis, trap shooting, 
model dairy, frequent tournaments 
in all sports for desirable prizes. 

F U L L I N F O R M A T I O N O N R E Q U E S T A T T H E 

G E N E R A L O F F I C E , Pinehurst, N . C . or L E O N A R D T U F T S , Bos ton , M a 

Y o u L ike to ojo 

H U N T I N G 

F I S H I N G 

C A M P I N G 
hen s u r e l y y o u w i l l e n j o y t h e 

N A T I O N A L S P < ' K I S M A N 
M a g a z i n e , w i t h its 160 r i c h l y i l lus 
t r a t e d p a g e s , ful l t o o v e r f l o w i n g 
w i t h i n t e r e s t i n g s tor ies a n d v a l u 
a b l e i n f o r m a t i o n a b o u t g u n s , 
f i s h i n g t a c k l e , c a m p - o u t f i t s — t h e 
b e s t p l a c e s to g o for fish a n d 
g a m e , a n d a t h o u s a n d a n d o n e 
v a l u a b l e " H o w t o " h i n t s f o r 
S p o r t s m e n . T h e N A T I O N A L 
S P O R T S M A N is j u s t l i k e a b i g 
c a m p - f i r e in the w o o d s w h e r e 
t h o u s a n d s o f g o o d f e l l o w s g a t h e r 

o n c e a m o n t h a n d sp in s t i r r i n g 
y a r n s a b o u t the ir e x p e r i 

e n c e s w i t h r o d , d o g , rifle 
a n d g u n . 

A l l th i s f or 15C a c o p y 
1 »r $ 1 . 0 0 for a w h o l e 
y e a r w i t h w a t c h f o b . 

S p e c i a l O f f e r 
Scud us 25C in stamps or 
coin for a 3 months' trial 
subscription to the N A 
T I O N A L S P O R T S M A N 
and we will send you by re
turn mail one of our hand-
SNINE Ormolu Gold W a t c h 
lu l i s with seal grain leather 
strap and g o l d plated 
buckle. 

D o n ' t D e l a y — S e n d y o u r o r d e r T o d a y 

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 49 Federal Street, Bo.ton, Mass. " S a y , missus, if w e w u z t o g i t a fo r tune w o t we 
didn ' t l ike, w u d yez e x c h a n g e i t ? " 

In ansivering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



TRA VEL-RESOR TS- TOURS 99 

"—there she lies 
white as a swan— 
our home for two weeks' 
—and such a home ; all the state-rooms are out-
siderooms, de luxe and en suite ; there are baths 
in plenty; spacious decks; meals that tempt 
the appetite; courteous service; restful ease. 
Havana, the beautiful; Jamaica, "Land of 
Smiling Summer"; the Panama Canal; the 
romantic byways of the Spanish Main—you 
can enjoy them all in the wonderful ships of 
the G R E A T W H I T E F L E E T , built especially 
for tropical travel. 
Sailings of G R E A T W H I T E F L E E T Ships 
from New York and New Orleans every 
Wednesday, Thursday, and Saturday. 

Cruises from 1 7 to 2 4 days to 

C U B A , J A M A I C A 
P A N A M A C A N A L 

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

S O U T H A M E R I C A 
Liberal stop-over privileges granted 

Ships sailing from New York on 
Wednesdays and on all days from New 
Orleans are American plan service; fare 
includesmealsand berth. Cruisesfrom 
New York every Saturday on the pala
tial new steamers Pastores, Tenadores, 
Calamares and Metapan; berths in
cluded in price of transportation; meala 
extra; restaurant service a la carte. 

OFFICES FOR INFORMATION 
202 Washington St., Boston ; 630 Common St., 
New Orleans; 1955 Continental and Com
mercial Bank Bldg., Chicago, or any ticket or 
tourist agent; or write 

Sail ing U n d e r t he A m e r i c a n F l a g 

U N I T E D F R U I T C O M P A N Y S T E A M S H I P S E R V I C E 

1)i answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Delights of Getting Well 
Enjoy getting we l l—make health-getting a delight ? 

Certainly, right here at h o m e — w h e r e every natural c o n 
dition exists and where skill and knowledge are just as great 
as in Europe. Surgeon General Rupert Blue, o f the U . S. 
Health Service, says "our gouty and rheumatic population 
need feel no alarm at the closing o f the celebrated resorts 
at Karlsbad, Baden Baden, etc.,—there are springs in this 
country that possess amazing curative properties." 

99 

W h e r e is this place ? At Old Point C o m f o r t — H o t e l 
C h a m b e r l i n — w h e r e every Treatment given at A i x , V i c h y , 
Karlsbad, Nauheim, or Harrogate is duplicated under superior, 
professional, directing skill. 

T h e delightful part? Y o u live in one o f the great Hotels 
o f America , with a cuisine famed the world over. Y o u meet 
people whose tastes are your o w n — y o u ride, motor , walk, 
play go l f or tennis, and bathe in our great Sea-pool. Y o u 
dance ; you are a part o f the cultured social life and pleasant 
diversion o f one o f our largest A r m y Posts — Fortress 
Monroe . Y o u have ever before you the inspiring sea-view 
o f Hampton Roads. Y o u live in an atmosphere o f cheer ; the 
Treatments only add to the delightful part o f getting wel l . 

If you are really interested, let Mr. Adams send you the little 
book "Cured"—a plain tale of facts about what has been done 
at The Chamberlin for some of the thousands who came to 
take "The Cure." And when you write for "Cured," ask for 
some other books about the Hotel, Treatments, etc. You 
will find them worth reading. Address the Manager, 
G e o r g e F . A d a m s , B o x 2 0 9 , For t ress M o n r o e , V a . 

la m 

IIP 
W » T O I W Q > i . , » « . r , . 
-'- yfy* : 
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The Remarkable New 
"All-Purpose" Six $2250 

Peerless "All-Purpose" Six. Wheel-base 121 inches. Weight 3000 pounds. 

Bui l t t o Sat isfy O w n e r s 
o f $5,000 Cars 

L A T E S T E U R O P E A N S P E C I F I C A T I O N S : 

S h o r t w h e e l - b a s e ( 1 2 1 i n c h e s ) , e a s y h a n 
d l i n g i n c i t y s t r ee t s ; l i gh t w e i g h t ( 3 , 0 0 0 
p o u n d s ) g r e a t t i re a n d g a s o l i n e e c o n o m y . 

P E E R L E S S Q U A L I T Y : 

R e m a r k a b l y e a s y r i d i n g ; i r r eve r s ib l e 
s t e e r i n g ; s a f e , d u r a b l e m e c h a n i s m ; b e a u 
tiful a p p e a r a n c e ; beau t i f u l finish. 

The Coming Favorite of Fashion 

$5,000 car owners will readily appreciate this new model 
for it is the first, fine, light All-Purpose "Six" of its type 
made in America. 

$ 5 , 0 0 0 A P P O I N T M E N T S : Aluminum body; platform three 
point springs, spiral bevel rear axle gear; divided front 
seat; real leather upholstery; every conceivable equipment. 

Peerless "All-Purpose" Four $2,000 Peerless "All-Purpose" Six $2,250 

New Model "48-S ix" $5 ,000 

THE PEERLESS M O T O R C A R COMPANY 
C L E V E L A N D , O H I O 

Licensed under Kardo Patents 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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ON E year ago this was a country home, in the suburbs of N e w 
York, famous for its old-fashioned comforts and its exterior 

and interior beauties. 
Because of a lacfa of preparedness to extinguish fire at its incep

tion, today the charred ruins stand like a grim skeleton—a mute and 
pathetic warning to home owners of the costliness of procrastination. 

"THE MOST EFFICIENT FIRE EXTINGUISHER KNOWN" 

w o u l d h a v e p r e v e n t e d , d u r i n g t h e p a s t y e a r , t h e d e 

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

m e a n s o f c h e c k i n g t h e b l a z e d u r i n g t h e first five min
utes h a d n o t b e e n p r o v i d e d . 

T h e p u r c h a s e a n d u s e o f P y r e n e F i r e E x t i n g u i s h e r s 

b y t h e U n i t e d S t a t e s G o v e r n m e n t , s u c h i n s t i t u t i o n s a s 

t h e N e w Y o r k C e n t r a l a n d P e n n s y l v a n i a R a i l r o a d 

S y s t e m s , a n d s c o r e s o f p r o m i n e n t c o r p o r a t i o n s a s s u r e s 

t h e h o m e o w n e r o f Pyrene efficiency. 
T h e m o m e n t P y r e n e l i q u i d s t r i k e s h e a t it is t r a n s 

f o r m e d i n t o a gas b l a n k e t h e a v i e r t h a n a ir , which 
smothers the flumes b y e x c l u d i n g t h e o x y g e n . 

B e i n g a d r y l i q u i d , it n e i t h e r s t a i n s n o r i n j u r e s t h e 

m o s t d e l i c a t e f u r n i s h i n g s . 

F i r e , o n c e s t a r t e d , will not wait. 

T h e E x t i n g u i s h e r — h a n d s o m e l y a n d s t r o n g l y b u i l t o f s o l i d b r a s s — i s a n o r n a m e n t t o a n y i n t e r i o r . P r i c e $ 7 . 

. 1 / Leading Dealers Every 'where. Write for Literature. 

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. 

PYRENE MANUFACTURING CO., 1358 Broadway, New York 
Aberdeen , S. D . 
A l ton 
A n d e r s o n , S. C . 
At lanta 
Bal t imore 

B irmingham 
BnKton 
hi 1.1 |" 'i i 
Buffnlo 
Butte 

Charlotte , X . C. 
Charleston, W . V a . 
( 'hieago 
Cincinnati 
i !leveland 

P n y t o n 
Denver 
Pet roit 
Puluth 
F a r g o , X . D. 

Jackson ville 
Louisvil le 
M e m p h i s 
Mi lwaukee 
Nashvi l le 

N e w O r l e a n s 
O k l a h o m a Ci ty 
Phi ladelphia 
Phoenix 
Pi t t sburgh 

R i c h m o n d 
St. Louis 
S t . P a u l 
Salt L a k e C i t y 
San A n t o n i o 
Y o r k , X e b . 

P A C I F I C C O A S T D I S T R I B U T O R * : G O R I I A M F I R E A P P A R A T U S C O . , S o n F r a n c i s c o , L o s A n g e l e s , S e a t t l e 

D i s t r i b u t o r s f o r C a n a d a : H a y - O a t w a j F i r e A l a r m s , L t d . , W i n n i p e g , T o r o n t o 

D i s t r i b u t o r s f o r G r e a t B r l t u l n a n d t h e C o n t i n e n t : T h e P y r e n e C o . , L t d . , l i t t i l G r e a t Q u e e n S t . L o n d o n W . C 
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The Howard Watch 
YO U w h o have the privilege 

of choosing the gift of all 
gifts for the Boy — let it be a 
Howard . 

If you are a Howard owner, 
you know what it means to a 
young man to get a Howard. 

T h e pleasure he takes in it goes deeper 
than the mere pleasure of possession. 

T h e young man who is alert, on tiptoe 
with the instinct for putting the thing 
across, finds inspiration in the companion
ship of a Howard. 

T h e Howard Watch is associated with 
success—carried by a long line of famous 
men, industrial experts, professional men, 
and leaders of the business and commer~ 
cial world. 

T h e very t ime standards are at b o t t o m Howard 
time — for it was Edward H o w a r d w h o invented 
the M o d e r n W a t c h , and put a higher meaning 
into punctuali ty and precis ion. 

Gif t , investment , p o s s e s s i o n — a H o w a r d 
W a t c h is always wor th what y o u pay for it. 

T h e price o f each watch is fixed at the fac tory 
and a printed t icket attached — from the 17 - j ewe l 
[double roller) in a Crescent Extra o r Boss Extra 
gold-f i l led case at $ 4 0 , to the 23- jewel in 1 S K 
go ld case at $170 — and the E D W A R D H O W A R D 
m o d e l at $350 . 

N o t every ,e\veler can sell you a H O W A R D Watch. Find the H O W A R D jeweler in your 
town and talk to him. H e is a good man ro know. 

Admiral Sigsbce has written a little oook, "The Log of the H O W A R D W A T C H . " giving 
the record of his own H O W A R D in the U . S. Navy . You' l l enjoy it. Drop us a post card. 
Dept. K, and we'll send you a copy. 

E. H O W A R D W A T C H WORKS 
B O S T O N , M A S S . 
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FflOCItfl h GAMBLE CO. CINCINNATI 

B e f o r e t k e d e v y s o f I v o r y S o a p , i t w a s e ^ v e r y 

s e r i o u s m a t t e r t o s o i l o n e ' s c l e a n l y f r o c k . 

B u i n o w — 

Ivory Soap and water, will not injure 
anything that water, alone, will not harm." 

I V O R Y S O A P 
|T FLOATs 

9 9 4ABO%PURE 
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Summertime Fruits -Now 

libby's 
California 
Fruits P e a c h e s P e a r s 

A p r i c o t s 

Cherr ies P l u m s 

w 

Pears 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 



fbrqptjfie P a s t 
Remember the 

Presents 

Waterman̂  

fountain Pen 
THIS is the particular year for practical presents. Waterman's 

Ideals are a certain fulfillment of the happy Christmas gift 
sentiment. They are suitable for most of those on every gift 

list. Waterman's Ideals are universally known as the Standard 
Pens. There are two generations of pen-making in back of them. 
They are handsome in finish and design and made to last and do 
good work for years. According to the purse or the person, there 
are perfectly plain pens and those handsomely mounted in gold or 
silver. Some ornamentation is generally preferred for gift pens. 
Gold pens can be had to suit every hand and character of writing, 
and may be exchanged until suited. Waterman's Ideal pen service 
can be had throughout the world. From the Regular, Safety and 
Self-Filling Types of Waterman's Ideals can be selected appropriate 
pens for business, social or student life, for men, women or the 
young folks. In attractive Christmas Gift Boxes. 

$2.50 to $50.00. Insist Upon the Genuine. Illustrated Folder Upon Request. 

Sold a t t h e heading S t o r e s K-<Jcryrhere. 
L. E. Waterman Company, 1 7 3 Broadway, New York 

2 4 School Street , B O S T O N 1 1 5 S o . Clark Street . C H I C A G O 1 7 Stockton Street , S A N F R A N C I S C O 

107 Notre D a m e Street W . , M O N T R E A L K i n g s w a y , L O N D O N Calle L i m a 480, B U E N O S A I R E S 

Ideal 
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