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CADILLAC
ENCLOSED

CARS
LANDAULET COUFE - Here is provided the harmo- |I
Sasee F. O B. Dearol nious blending of the highest

= engineering achievement with
the utmost in designing art and
coach building skill,

The engineers have provided
an eight-cylinder motor of su- |‘ |
perlative smoothness. The |
coach builders have provided a
dignified and luxurious environ-
ment.

The liguid smoothness of
g these cars is supplemented by
g, AFive Pacsemger) a sense of complete seclusion:
the seclusion by a sense of rest [
[ and relaxation; the restfulness
by a sense of unexampled ease
and elegance, I

Buoyant springs, deep soft
upholstery, appointments in
quiet good taste but still almost
palatial—all of these soothing |
influences bring supreme com-
fort to mind and body, and leave
vou almost oblivious to the fact |
that you are borne along by

LIMOUSINE s
Serea Peanmngar! mechanical means.

f3450 F. 0. B. Dwetrait

Special Enclosed Car Sooklef on Requeaf

CADILLAC MOTOR CAR CO., DETROIT, MICH. ||
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Advertisements in the

Christmas Scribner

CRIENER'S is one of the few magazines which holds
to the practice of making a wonderful Christmas book
of its December issue. With the wreaths of red holly
and branches of fragrant spruce Scribner’'s brings a
real Christmas feeling into the home. The advertising
pages of this issue, too, are very like gay Christmas shops.
Only you may shop in these Scribner marts as you sit by
your own comfortable fireside. Dependable Advertise-
ments and the Parcel-Post are the greatest factors in com-
mercial life and at no time in the year is this more apparent
than the Christmas shopping season. You will find it both
interesting and profitable to give careful attention to the
advertising pages of this Christmas number.

Why You Should Have the PIANOLA

Aeolian Company . . . . . Insert Pages 84a, 64b, 84c, B4d
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TIFEANY & (O

MODERATE PRICES AS WELL AS
THE HIGHEST STANDARD OF
QUALITY ARE CHARACTERISTIC OF
TIFFANY & COS ENTIRE STOCK

JEWELRY
PEARLS
DIAMONDS
WATCHES
NOVELTIES
STATIONERY
BRONZES
CLOCKS
CHINA
GLASS
SILVER

CORRESPONDENCE INVITED. THE TiFeany
Brue BOOK WILL BE SENT UPON REQUEST

FIFTH AVENUE & 37 ¥ STREET
NEWYORK

~ In answering advertisements please mention SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE
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%ality UNIVERNISH
ke The One Varnish

Economy For All Purposes

It is waterproof
Hot-waterproof

Salt-waterproof

Hot-dish-proof
Alkaliproof
Alcoholproof
Ammoniaproof
Dry-weatherproof
Cold-weatherproof

It does not thicken
in the can

It does not clﬂg
the Painter's brush
It works easily

It lows out smooth

thevamsn  Murphy Varnish Company — sewars
.rh-‘-[ L;-lst_a FRANKLIN ?-1L-HPH~E-. President AND
Longest Associated with Dougall Varnish Company, Limited CHICACO

Montreal, Ca na-iﬂ
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MAGAZINE NOTES

There iz no one writing fiction to-day whose
work is more admired or more ]'n;:s[m-ttq_'cl for
its fine ualities of literary workmanship than
John Galsworthy, He has made a distinct
place for himsell among the great novelists
who take their work sericusly, 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, “The 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. It is
a long story, and will run
nearly through the wear.
Mr. Galsworthy's “Dark
Flower,"” which also ran as
a serial in this magazine,
was [1||L;J'|J|:,-‘ successful, and
it has had a very large sale
in book form. Mr. Gals-
1|'~'HT|.|‘|}' is a poet and an
idealist. His article in a
recent number, * Thoughts
on This War,” has awa-
kened the widest comment.

s Ya

Madame Waddington,
who was in Paris when the
var began, has written the
account of her flight to
a little country place, and
zives her impressions and observations of the
journey, and of the country “Tn War Times.”
It is one of those intimate pictures of people
and scenes that makes you realize to the full
what war means, not -.>:|'.':.' to the men who g
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 af
soldiers, 1_'\.5]]][)}[“]-1.'."-'\- of the wounded. Madame
Waddington's own home was in the path of
the armies, the I-;n_::l;bh Lroops had '|".-l.-|.|[.lj1."-; it,
but only did “a little harm.” *Then came
the Germans, who stayed eight days. They
have entirely demolished the inside of the
house, stolen linen, dresses, all the "batterie de
cuisine,” twenty-nine lamps, the silver broken,
and spaoilt all the furniture. In the *cabinet’

Jobin Galswoarthy
" The Freelands."”

aiathor of the new serial, ”.I'l.

stolen medals, arms, ransacked and thrown
about all the [PApErs, all the ]J:'-'l-.":ing :-[:-li|1;
one new automobile taken; an old one left:
the outside is intact.

“T1 don't think we could have ].rl--a,-fr,[.._-ri it,
I could not leave Charlotte there alone with
her hoys 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 |'r'.|-.,'~
|.--'l.'|-14.'-'1 iI'J L Case. .!.llll []lill.
of course, was easily
smashed.” -‘jhl' [ys & hi,_']'l
tribute to the a|:i:'|'.~|:-]
work of the American am-
bassador, Myron T. Her-
rick. “Meither French nor
Americans will ever forget
what he has done here,
and, of course, his remain-
ing in Paris has reassured
people very much.”

s Y

A great many readers of
the Magazine will recall
Fobert Lows Stevenson's
“Letter to a Young Gentle-
min ‘.'-'l'l-l ]"I'll|l'-l*-|.'*- (1] |':n'.—
brace the Career of Art.”
It was published in Sep-
tember, 855, and with it
Letter to the Same
Youne Gentleman,” by
Stevenzon's friend. Will ]i.
Low, the painter. In the January number will
appear a herctofore unpubl
:7;5|"I.'1'IZ.-I..-r'|. ‘Un [I]L' E.'!'IlliL'l.' '-'J. i I"I'lr:.l. -'-;.l..-:|.
It was found among his papers and the in-
dications are that it was written in
:.'1'.Lr' as the other e iy, when he was .-|u'|.<|'.| L
the winter at Saranac, in 1887-88, and writ-
ing his series of End Papers for this magazine.

el essav, by

the same

e Wm

Mo one incident of the war has met with
mare universal condemnation than the shelling
of the cathedral at Rheims. It was :;l'i.,'l,'h'_-.;.
as an example of the beautiiul French gothic,
and its destruction appeared the brutal and
needless ruthlessness of a great nation whose
civilization was thought to lead the world.



MAGAZINE NOTES

Richard Harding Davis 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.

Lo

From time immemorial, beginning with the
primitive scratchings on cave walls, war has
been a ‘_-1.J|J_il_'l.'t for ]’.lil:.'-
torial representation. In
Eayvpt thereare hundreds
of carvings of famed war-
riors, and the beautiful
.'-L'Ulal*i'.l‘l'l" of Greece cele-
brated great heroes in
war. Rufus Fairchild
Zozhaum, the artist, who
has made many drawings
and paintings of our own
troops, has written of
“War and the Artist.”
The article will be illus-
trated with a number of
famous paintings.

LN

E. Alexander Powell,
who was in Antwerp dur-
inethebombardment has
written a most graphic
account of his experi-
ences in “The Fall of
Antwerp.” He begins by
making some comments
on the English reinforce-
ments that aent
there, and goes on e ll"rill_l{' [hL‘ 1.!.i:_[h{ of the
|'l.'-l;l|l' when the uation became hll||1'|l'-'-.
and the awiul effect of the =iant German
-i-.'_tx'-'_'~!:'=' Hiz 1m '| wreszion of the 1:|:|1_':n'r-||_'|_-nl'.
equipment of the arrees with

WEre

troops

Mr. Dawvis's arti the Germans in
Brizssels. Mlr the siegce was
“Hell with the lid off, and 1 am not using
the expression lightly, either.”” No part of

the article makes a greater appeal to the
sympathies than the description of the
along the roads of flight of the people: “1
:3 in woollen robes and sandals bear-
ing wounded men on stretchers. I saw white-

SCETICS

gaw monl

Dlive Tikford ['-r.;.-n

faced nuns urging forward groups of war-
orphaned children who had been confided to
their care. 1 saw mothers, so weak and ill
that they could scarcely totter forward, with
week-old babies in theirarms. I saw priests
aszizting the feeble and the wounded. T saw
springless farm-wagons filled with wounded
soldiers, with bandaged heads and arms, and
with piteous white faces, and through the
beneath them the blood dripped—

straw
dripped—dripped, leaving a crimson trail along
the road.”
b -

There will be a story
by Mary R. 5. Andrews
in the January number
that promises in a differ-
ent way to rival the
wonderiul and deserved
popularity of her famous
Lincoln story, “ The Per-
fect Tribute.” The title
iz “Coals of Fire,"” and
it tells of the great work
started in war hy pretty
Aileen O'Hara—a work
of self-sacrifice in behalf
of the men who were to
give their lives for their
country. It has a charm-
ing love element.

v

Dlive Tilford Darean,
the author of a long
poem, “Thiz War,” in
the January number, has
taken a very high place
among the serious poets
and dramatists of to-day. Sheis a Kentucky
woman, 4 graduate of the U niversity of Nash-
ville and of Radcliffe. Her published volumes
i:u'!.u-lu.-: “The Path-Flower, and Other Vers-

" “The Mortal Gods, and Other Dramas."

L'i-.l-r!.'\' and Lovers, and Other Dramas.” and
Y Semiramis,"

" %

]'l.-:':'i_-_- Willcox Smith's “ Dickens's Children ™
are well remembered, In the January num-
her will appear four reproductions in an]-tru uf
hr paintings of I\l|:-'|T g's children: “Th

laa Baa Black Shee
and the “ Brushw ;uul ]:.= Iy,

'."-.

~ Wee Willie W inkie,"
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IMPORTANT CHRISTMAS BOOKS

The MAN of IRON

By RICHARD DEHAN

Author of " Between Tweoe Thisves,' * One Braver Thing ' afe.

A story of the Franco-FProssian War; of Bismarck, man of iron, of a young war correspondent and the
high-spirited danghter of a distis hed French cavalry officer. Vivid and passionate is the recital of
the hero’s exciting adventores and romance, Bismarck stands out as a living, breathing personality,
pictured while the success of his l.-:-ul.h-n'l.'l'r.lll'.:' plans h:u:g in the balance, Here 153 a we;.]i;h of 1:|.|,:|_-r...:.|
for character, plot and situation, and Richard Dehan makes the most of it in four hundred odd pages.

A tremendous story o read, rec nd and read agrain,

At all booksoflers

o BE e mel

CERMAN
MASTERS
of ART

Hy HELEN A, DICKIMNSOMN

The FOREST
of ARDEN

By GEORGE WHARTON

EDWARDS

EE W

The first adequate history of
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i s miad
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it. Mr, Edwards lovely d
in color emphasize
5 i f e O

With 6
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Cranach,

ted ta von |

Crrignewald Moser, the two
Holheins, Ddirer, } illims-
trations in color and 100 in
monotone.  Clotk, gfo, §5.00 met

BOOKS ON THE WAR

TREITSCHKE RADA WOMAN and WAR

e —————
Selections from Lectures on By ALFRED NOYES Hy OLIVE SCHREINER
Politics

Chrizlia
this powe
||:.;.= in a Balkan vi
fve It pictures w
phetie exactness scenss wh

The only English edition of the words

aof the greatl professor so often s

v Eernhs
great spoke

Here 15 whar

their relationis amnd shi
Boavras. dfdwmoe, o coals wet

naw e taking place in the wld betowar.

conflack, Ol pasis B0 cendi mel

maid.

McCLURE’S HOLIDAY s
“ AUTOBIOGRAPHY" : GIFTS L
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2 Up from Slavery” and
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1 In
the

January SCRIBNER |

The leading Fiction of the year

The new Serial by

OHN GALSWORTHY

THE FREELANDS

A Tragi-:'-mnﬂd}' of the English Gn'umr}'side

To run most through the year

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

Richard ”urdin;_r Diavi=will deseribe the
:-||||‘||ing;r and destruction of the Rheims
Cathedral, of which he was an Cye-
wilness,

A graphic and impressive account of
=The Fall of Antwerp,” by E. Alexander

Powell.

Madame Waddington, whose French
home was oee ||| wed and all but demaol-
ished by the Germans, gives a |+||lt|r4
of rural Franee = in war time.” It isa
seene of desolate homes, of the I]'.L--.--'lll:_'h
of troops, of the wounded. and of the
hard strugele for existence

A =tory Tor the tmes: = Coals of |'11']'|~,,h

|r_1. ."-'lur'_\' R. 5 Andrews, author of

 The Perfect Tribute.” This is a story
with a most original idea, of the work
that Aileen (VHara |J|*;_fu:|| in a great
war, in the cauze of humanity and to
further the cause of women, ln s llmir
an example of self-sacrifice. It is a
sLiry that f,rr'."lrrx your heart and stirs
the emotions irtesistibly.

Olive Tilford Dargan, one of the most
distinguished of contemporary poets,
Hrll‘[ﬂlHli- I |nl1"" e about * This
War.” It i= m-|u|=|] |}:\ I”z':h h-rﬁﬂ;_‘;
and imagination and expresses with
greal the significance  and
||Hm"]lt llf the present waorld-conflict.

lIi""I!IIl L

]\i]llin-r'- Children.” four full- -page
paintings by Jessie Willeox Smith. re-
|n||::|||ur| in colors.

inher Articles, Stories, Poems. irte,

Rihsepdptiony to Seribnee's
Remitlanees Ty
=i el

e Ji, vrpress

clovwge for oo i posbage

P answering advertisements  ple

Wagerzivie sy ogpin eeifly ang naianber,
o peesfal  moncy order,

For ailier rounteies fu it

s et ion

Tl subscripfion gerice (s 85 000 o HEE T,

ay (i curreney §F sent by oecgistered aaail,  No
postal wnien single subseriptions &d4.00

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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25 Reasons whyyou wﬂl
want to read SCRIBNER’S
MAGAZINE 1n 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 =olved. Colonel
Goethals is a man of deeds. This is the
first and unl}' account of this ereat 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 Govermmend |‘Ill_|rrn'ﬂl'fl‘| ar-.'.l."rrref

Colonel George W. Goethals work in the construction of the Canal.

“_f..-\.,w. i phategerph by iF, Fo Bock

2 ANl LABOR PROBLEMS during the seven years of active Canal construction
were settled so satisfactorily that the entire force was contented, enthusiastic,
and ]i}‘gr'.‘]l. Colonel Gf_h*lhuln will set forth in this article the methods I:r}'
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. [t was @ novel experiment i cield goveriment, nul]ting like it
|1‘“ ing arisen in Amer ican experience. Colonel Goethals will elucidate the
",Hhu:L of administration employed. The articles will all be fully illustrated.

~ In gurﬂ;-t-nug gdvertisements Pease menlion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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II. The Personality of Colonel Goethals

will be written about in a preliminary article by Josera B. Bisnor, author ﬂfL"ThE
Panama Gateway,” and for nine vears Secretary of the Isthmian Canal Commission.
Mr. Bishop will give in detail Col. Goethals's methods of I!I-i'i:Tlﬂg ll.lllfl solving the
many problems that confronted him from day to day, illustrating 1t ‘-_'-'Irh NUMETous
anecdotes and incidents. It will be a pen picture of the great canal butlder on the job.

RN

The European War

Articles by Richard Harding
Davis, James F. J. Archibald,
Madame Waddington, William
Morton Fullerton, E. Alexan-
der Powell, Mrs. Wharton.

A monthly magazine cannol fill the place of a
newspaper in reporting events but it can do
what is impossible to the daily paper— give
.'»rru:_llu.".'-_llr written aecounts |!f‘ the F.:r_r,r.r*r Jl.ulrn'.-n".*r .-._|I"
the confliet and the significant problems that
accompany a great European readjustment,
ScriBNER's has a representative with the Allies
and one with the German and Austrian forces,
Ricrann Hannine Davis has already been at
the front in Belgium and in France, and one

R of his experiences involved a forced sojourn
o dhd " i = wilth the German Army when ﬂu‘lk' (,Il:'l:'l]]lll'1|.
Wounded membwers of the Black Wateh Reg- Brussels and Louvain. Whatever Mr. Davis

iment back in London . f 1%
i e sees he can deseribe with rare vividness,

Javes FY Arcmieann, a war eorrespondent with great experience, from the Spanizh
War to the davs when he was one of the few American correspondents with the
fussinn Army in the Japanese War, is with the German-Austrian forces, He will
describe that side in SCRIBNER'S,

Jonx Garswortay, the Fnglish novelist, will contribute his ™ Thoughts on This War.”
WirtLiaym Morton Fruverrox, author of “Problems of Power,” will write on the
international problems of the war,

E. Avexanper Powers, in Antwerp and Belgium generally, has seen many thines
which he will describe,  Other phases of the war will be written about as events
"]"'.r'l-l|l.

In 1915 you will probably do your travelling in the United States.

Interesting features of travel in the United States will be depicted

in Seribner’s

1V. Motor Number

Travellers will be interested in the annual Motor Number February U nigue
tt'illn in unusual parts of the United States will he deseribed, as well as the latest
and most striking development of the motor car itself, both gasolene and electric.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE =
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IX.

X1

Dwight L. Elmendorf

whose lectures have been annually attended by many thousands, l'm-.. Never per-
mitted h|~. photographs to be repmdu{ ed, except a few in ScriexER's. In 1015
ScripNER'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.

Letters and Reminiscences have always been a gy

feature of Scribner’s, from the Thackeray Let-

ters in the first volume to the remarkable Diary

of James Gallatin recentl y pub lished. This year

there will be several unusual personalities revealed

Walter Damrosch

leader of the New York Symphony Orchestra, and associ-
ated with musical affairs from his childhood, will give
his “*Musical Memories,” in which appear some of the
greatest German composers, Wagner, Liszt, and the Walter Damrosch
intimate cirele of his father’s musical home in ﬂrrumu}'.

Brander Matthews

will give some early London memories of a literary cirele which included Dohb-
son, (osse, Henley—the then young men of letters who frequented the
Savile Cluhb.

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

French Impre.-_asi{)ns of Colonial America

Cranres H. Suerriu has for years been collecting them, not only from print
but from manuscript sources, particularly in the great French National Library.
They reveal the gayer side of American life in the colonies, Illustrated with

rare primts. Y884
FraF e

Articles by Artists about Artistic Subjects:

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 Painling:

1. The Culmination of the Renaissance.

2, The Venclians.

3. Flemizh and Dutch Art of the Seventeenth Century,

Ernest Peixotto

has heen for months drawing the beautiful things in

Fruw o paamting o " O s

Portugal, and he will deseribe them in three articles. L e e

" In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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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,™

XIIIL A Short Serial by Edith Wharton

called *“ Bunner Sisters,”

XIV. Short Fiction

Joln Galsworthy abundantly illusteated, by Mary R. 8. Anprews, Katn-
ArINE Fronerrox Gerovin, Mary Synon, GoORDow
Anrarr Sartd, Nepsox Luovn, Arvistean O Gorpox, Jaues B, CoNnoLiy,
Karnarine Honcaxn Brows, and many others will be given in each number

;||'||;I "|'|i1![ ||_||||-\'|||.'|] Il_.llllllll:illll(":' i]l

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

XVI. The Christmas Number

{December), with its ITHETRA resennbaful illustrations.

(RUREIRY

Special Elaborate Tlustrations in Colors:

XVIIL. « I{iplin;_r*:-; Children,” ]J}-' Jessie
Willcox Smith

XVIIL. «Old Clipper Ships,” by W. J.
Aylward

XIX. Twelve Color Frm]ti:'-_a]}iu{re%

llustrating  significant  periods in United  Stafes
fi .".~'.'|.-r_.';.

NXX. Four Plates on “Modern Dan-
cing,” and four “Féte Days,”

by H. C. Christy .
XXL Autochrome Pictures of Egypt Sl

I Mirect FJ|'|||-E|rl_'r:I.p|]-\ in colors, by EAarrLE Ha RS0 From a deaiving by Ecnest Peimtt
= mla For Rir mrticks en Pertepad

In answer -'-;:::_ adverlisemenis ;h.«'c::;: mention SCRIBN ER'S MAGAZIN B


file:///rrison

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER a

XXIL

XXIIL

XXIV.

XXYV.

Special Paintings Reproduced in Color

by Fraxk Braxewyn, Wyern, W, R, Leicu, Zvroaca, Mes. AsporT. GUERIN,
H].]-‘..'\':lr-:r!*{ f'.\.‘ml]'ilt:],l.. A Iu.«i.‘:]:l}.' ht'.'ull'it'ul l‘vprn:im't[nu 'u.'i]l h.-: T u[' 1}:1:.
famous Fragonard panels in the great Morgan collection.

[BURLIED

Good Poetry

not eccentric verse or “magazine verse,” has heen and will be a feature of
SompNEr's—Irom hoth the newer poets and the elder. Among them are
Hexgy vany Dyvke. Epwin Aruixcrony Ronixsox,
JosEriInE PrEstox PeEABODY, ARTHUR DAavisoxn
Fregg, and Briss Canmax,

Outdoor Articles

by Jesse Lyxen WiLLiasms and others, with Out-
door Pictures by A. B. Frost.  *“Tarpon Fishing,”
by Joux Fox, Je.  Ilustrated.

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.

How. Georce B, MeCLeLiax will give his impres-
sions of Russian; Erwest Thooumrsox Seron will
write and illustrate an animal romance; “M. Le
Curé's Lunch Party,” by ELmaABETH SHEPLEY
SARGENT, an experience in old Provence, will

have charming illustrations made at the scene by

U = 1 i Frww a ilrasring by Thernios Gakiley
I'nopNTOoN UAKLEY. far M, Le Cure's Esirsl Pisity

~ In answering advertisemenis please nention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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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.

e of Lhe speeial frontispieces, from a painting by N, O, Wyeth

A I{(}li{lEly S“““’f‘-ﬁli{}]l: In making up your list of Christ-
] i 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 be a welcome reminder of the giver.

Buhseriptions to Repibner’s Magasine weay begin with anyg number.  The subseription pocies is $3.00 o e,
Rewmittowees by deafl, copress or postod anoney order, or fo cwrrency 0 sent by cegistered aail, Nao

Wreeecy .
ertra cliarge for Copndian postoge For sther couplries in the posbel wnien siogle sl i ot i oy,

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Christmas HENRY HOLT The West

Books Bifts

AND COMPANY

W. Heath Robinson, the English artist of whose “ Bill the Minder ™
the New York Times .:-,uii]., “ His illustrations are the best in ('ulnr 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 MIDSUMMER
NICHT'S DREAM. Bored £1.00 net

~ THE LEGCEND OF THE SACRED IMACE )y Selma Lagerlof
1s a story of inspiring faith, in the manner of the author's other famous
*Christ Legends.” 50 ernts net

Romain Rolland has become a world-figure,  His fame rests upon
his trilogy of novels, JEAN-=CHRISTOPHE, which Edmund Gosse
pronounces ** the noblest work of fiction of the twentieth century.” Each
valwme, 1,50 net +

whimsical, fanciful, ten-
Dawson, rich in the ro-
but of to-day. In gen-
it an advance upon Mr.
Without Walls,” which

of last antumn. $1.35 ne!

THE RAFT isa
der book by Coningsby
mance, not of j.'l'.wh‘]'t]il_‘n.'.
eral,theleadingeriticsfind
Dawson’s *“The Garden
was the literary surprise

Gﬁ“'ﬁ'ﬂ.ﬁ' .nh""ﬁu

Dorothy Canfield Fisher’'s MOTHERS AND CHILDREN, like
lier * A Montessori Mother,” is neither a treatise nor a handbook. In the
casy, 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. 125 ne

Strictly  for people with a sense of humor. In BELSHAZZAR
COURT: (OR, VILLAGE LIFE IN NEW YORK CITY) Simeon
5trun5ky finds it easy to discover [Jil.':llt:-.' of cheer in the .ﬁi:lnlrll', |.lH[l|.l.‘|.l"|.'
lives of the big-city villagers. $1.25 net

THE CHANGING DRAMA, by Archibald Henderson, author of
“ George Bernard Shaw™ and * Buropean Dramatists,” discusses the
changes in the drama itself rather than the work of individual dramatists.

21.50 mel

“If you make a resolution make a ceremony of it.” Buy William
James’s HABIT, which tells how to build up good habits while killing

off bad ones. 50 conts nat

PUBLISHED AT 34 WEST 33d STREET - - - NEW YORK

In answering adverfisements please menlion SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE
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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

Play, properly directes | is the most powerfil
tive force in o « hild's hfe—stronger than
ol training, and more ]1'rinr: than endless

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 lit tle reader through an
absorbing account o if Mary Frances' experiences,
by which 18 i 1P LT:-’ «d systematic instruction that
will eling to the child all through life.  These
hooks are modeled on L]| '[:'I nof the wi TI known

240 pages Muty Frances Cook Book, =0 popular for several
T 29} inches T

ZE0 pagen
759} inches

THE MARY FRANCES SEWING BOOK

OR ADVENTURES AMONG THE THIMBLE PEI‘JPI.E

Tells, in as quaint and delightful a story as ever appealed to a child's imagination, how the
fairy *"Thimble People™ taught “Mary Frances" to sew. It teaches the reader how to make every
vanety of garment—how to make the varous stitche
the material—how to piece it together. The book includes a complete set of patterns for doll
clothes—undergarments—street clothes—coats—ha even a wedding dress, ITllustrated with 300
colored drawings that forinterest and instruction are absclutely inimitable, Handsomely bonnd in
cloth, Price, only £1.50.

s—how to us e patterns—how to fold and cut

The New Mary Frances Book for 1914

THE MARY FRANCES HOUSEKEEPER
OR ADVENTURES AMONG THE DOLL PEOPLE

Instils the fundamentals of good houseleeping through th e delightiul story of Mary Frances'
expeniences in teaching her dolls to keep house, skilfully taking a | intage of the natural childish
:r.ﬁr.-ll- t to “'play house.” A g i -; e into thi I-----'-: 15 enough I- Im a pirl's heart leap, for not
only does she find the story of the Paper Doll Family and how th woquired a home, but also 36
shecta ef “r.nderfu] paper :inllf. Elnrl patent cut-put furn;ru;:] |,|-,|-1||-_r' ng ping or paste. Woven
into the story is a practical course in housekeeping. Hendsemely bound i cloth.  Ilustrations on

e B « Pl TETH 3
ewsry Page, Floe, Ofiv ET.50,

THE JOHN €. WINSTON €O, | Yﬂl.l Can SEE OHE Of ThESE BU‘UI{S
- __IDDE=_‘M:r|h.?t:THL ill:'.ln:lruln.-f:p!ua : At Our Expense

folbgn -'M-ar:.rFrn.nl'M- ok ag mark N . :

T el ratara At O ! | 1 1# mhet e Aea
fenlyatp Also send your 70 | A 5 i

italosme of other bosks a jibles. i T ciate 1

Sewing Book $1.50 i e to-any girl.  These books o I i

Housekeeping Book $1.50 | if you have T bonleat e a ble, indi

Cook Book §1.20 l o A S B mead L

et et i | I]:I;':-ulnu.-j'u.' b
s | Publishers THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Philadelphia

Lt answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN F
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CHOICE BOOKS FROM THE WINSTON LIST

Russia

£ '.'.'.-'Ju_-l,n".-"_.' ' E GALTrE]

The Rhme E":‘,‘,j‘gﬁ““‘“"’

By 6, T, €
h

France: Historical and Ro-
mantic

By JOEL COOK

French Canada :E‘. St. Lawrence
)'1 S I‘l-.q.}.lé'.u"f J"fr.."t s .F'..‘-'..\.

|||'\-l rii || '.l.l'
ur beeautifu pk
Iree o regu -:-:. l:

Huntmg in the Archc and Alaska
By E. WARSEHA ;"f SOCLTET

i) r-lll|l||¢.|l & ;:I..l..:._l L -I- adveniurcus big-game huant oo
e s e -

From the Congo ;j]d"‘t‘h“;fi;:
By |'.|"'-'n!-'.-".|".r" .n'.n'u";"i,l" fi -".-r

|||-; ||| | of o { the m narkable African ex-
|,|,||l "| |r TH

[!:a]y m Nurtll Africa

."-!'.."L

SETIJHEVE. The latest wvolume in
rcular of which will be sent

A dull 4.:-]
Mo Ulure is am «

Napn]enn in Enie at Elba
By NORIFQOL Y ViF
Tlir 1 T

the m

T]:e Stury uf Edmburgh Castle

;‘Illu‘r'\ WELSN

A romantic story of

Obtainable .me An,:r .Boak::ﬂer
THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY

Publishers, Phidadelphia,

.|".f. ahl .&ur.ri r advertisements ‘l"."L'-J.\':‘ FHER

Table Decuratmns and Delicacies

&

Nutable WGmen in Hlslm‘j"

|| MmEale SREEIChER Of WoInen Wi

iaE UL Wi smpes

The Jg};'l;'a;;;_' of Rheims

L .|,.-; (T

Fa'n

L
& ik

HESTER Py

VIELIS I, AR

subjects were posed i e
which the sturies are se o pin g

The Bell Hawen.Eight
The Eell Haven Nine

J'l_lr

IRGE BARTON

The Three Arrows

“Remember the Alamo”

The Raﬁch Girlsdiﬁ. Eun;pe

ry —hilal I

T_ales _fm:; ] éhal;e.spé;lr;e

EDWARD 5. ELLIS
These timely sories of ©

Myths and Lf_:gends u{ All Nations

For Boys

For Boys

i Jess worthy

By MARGARET VANDERCOQK

CATALOGUE FREE

)
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1
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EUROPE’S WAR DRAMA

PRODITCERS - Blundercrs and r_|'J.r.". g

PROLOGETE : The two Balban T

e g s
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THE NEW MAP
OF EUROPE

By Herbert Adams Gibbons

Author of “The Foundation of the Ottoman Empire”

This book is

e A g

i

NG

S

e
b

¥

7

A

N ifﬁ-
7\ the first of the new Century War Books |

0

G

No one can read this book without a feeling of pity and horror,  The
utter failure of European statesmen to solve by intelligence and reason
the great racial, dynastic and economic questions which have for
yvears confronted them is apparent in every chapter. Blind recourse
to fleets and armies followed this failure. Only the realization of

(i

g

Tomay

R

L:JT =

(4

2 these facts will help the cause of peace. L
= Mr. Gibbons has a world horizon.  He tears the mask from diplomacy. 12
i As professor of history at Robert College, Constantinople, and as _.i

1:'-|'1'-'.'.-|s--:'.|[l_'|]t of the New York Herald in the Near East he has, for :‘5

twelve years, been in close touch with the figures and events which
produced the present world chans.  As an impartial, clear-thinking
American he has written down the truth.

This book takes you
behind the smoke of battles

G

T

¥

SOPTIS

y " 1, ¥ " A
i (ol .1 [T L Ny, 30 S oes, FNE P20 Rl Mealitee Fo

THE CENTURY C0O., Publishers
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The ;
Gbrlstmas

Genturg

Cover in brilliant color by Will Bradley.
Beautiful pages in color by Paul J. M{:ylan.
@I IR Lester G. Hornby, W. T. Benda, Maginell

— Wright Enright, John Sloan, Thelma Cudlipp

p TR " .
Our “Visionary” President
An lﬂtl:]-Pf‘CEq-';i'ﬁn L.-IF \:';'rao‘jl'ﬁ“ -\x'rljb\}n. .B:r- GCDIEE (}-E‘I::,

France, 1914

An arcist’s diary of the ficse days of the war in Brittany, Paris, and Havee. By Lester
G. Hoeby, With illustrations —two in full color—by the author.

If Germany Loses

A forecast of events if Germany meets defear. By an English Privy Councilor, and
one of the greatest military authorities in England,

Russia a Nation United by War

A seriking picture of the remarkable changes wrought in the internal affairs of Russia.
By a ue]Fann 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 Dwuer, Laurence Clarke, L. Frank Tooker, William Memam Rouse, Mana
Cristina Mena, :'_::.:phcn French “Whitman.

Special Christmas gift offer: t-r_rurmen mﬂﬂihb of The Century for $54.00

[The Centuey for 1915, the r‘i."'.'IL.tEu Christenas  number, .L'u.. the
Nu'l\.'\_‘['ﬂl"\_‘f 1:.\_|'|[I_. L T |[ i [J'|"' "lr = § 1.::[.![|.r.1- IJI Jﬂ] AES .LJJ'll. l\.l '.l'l & \."'ﬂ J

THE CENTURY CO., Umun .‘:»quan:. New York,

Enclosed find $4.00, forwhich send The Cenrury for 1915 {and MNovember and December of 1914 free) ta

[aame

T T P () v Ao Dt e (L T i AL A e R L = B e Lo O AT
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THE LOST
PRINCE

The New Serial Story by
FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT

]lll Lord Fauntleroy,” “The
Secret Garden,” etc.

NEE

i ) siﬂﬂ%r‘ﬂ-a;i-:::-__-w.;_-.i
g g ¥ e

iy al veariy e

ST. NI(‘HOLAS

Magazine beginning with November number
T is a story which will appeal to young

and old—the kind that rl:'||:.' Mrs
Burnett can write—the story of a voung
prince, heir to a throne, whose family had
been outcasts for five hundred years from

a country like the fabled Zenda. You will
love the young hiero from the first !.'J]xl.la-l'.'l'

A GOOD BOOK
FREE

With one year of |

E:;{ St. Nicholas

G I T TS

Yo s S e S e S o, e ) o, S )

ki

LISE THIS COUPON TODAY

I

5

% OO |

@;j THE CENTURY CO., Union Square, New York

y

.g II aed o 3315 Foone year IECHption. 1o Nicdol tarimg with November, and
1 i | oa =

7 e S A S ) G o N B g 1 i e ) O e

;rxmwmm* A R e T
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Selling B000 Copies Daily

| 'HAROLD BELL WRIGHT'S

MNew Mowvel is

A Real Love Story

Delirhttully Wholesome, Stirring in Action and ‘-.m et witl n:mn::ment
for Chiristmas Gi '-'.ng to all Lovers of Wholesome Book

The Genuine Charm
of the story is its style. color, conception and fancies. Ita hesrt
histories and soul tragedies are gripping with interest from start to
finish. Tes selting in Scuthern California among orabpe groves and
mountaing Is refreshing and romantic.

_ uiteke dd et ek | The Christmas Book of the Year|

Beautiful and Appropriate for any Man or Woman or Boy or Girl

THE EYESs oF T EW@RLD

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

Nearly 1,000,000 Copies Already Sald

A Real th're Story withbigger plot and more | S—— | Harold Bell Wright has told this delizhtéal
e M e Biort s el e Gl L L A R Sy
Eweg enle i gila P sl AsELOng § - = wfi ¥ o

tham any povel the author has yet writien, » I‘.--..‘ ¥ | -:11...I'.n-=d: Fh¢ nndaflying j:"'lu"“-‘a.".lt _thﬂ. e
A defightfully wholesame romance among |y L | thatltis etamped with the truthfulness of a

orange groves and mountains of Southern

Phllﬁ‘_{"lp‘\ll MNorth Amtrlcm—]n the novel- i

ist's “"Their ‘Ll.wl.-.rd.n_.-\. " the immediate A —

predecessor of the present work, the mere - : £ Kansas City Star—"'T
Ty is powerfully written.

underlying motive and theme. Butin "The .Il' :_"

Eyes of the World,” in addition to &n intri-
cate and fAnely wrought love story, the nar-
rative conveys not only beart bistory. but
afufdy censure of baser ideals in literaturs |

duty aod joy of living and loving was the %

The Shepherd of the Hills

Harold Bell Wright's books—six volumes—are also uniformly bound in Limp

Full Leather, Gilt Tops, Each $1.85 Net

Boxed in Sets, 6 Volumes, Cloth $7.50 —Full Leather $10.50

“Wett, Trfias :':- vom ol ”
e L e

chapter out of ceal life. The theme. “the
California, w ¥ ministry of art and letters,” i5 most oppor-
] tune Lor the cavse of more wholesome books,

e Eyes of the World™

L ,"" L T place, whether you take it for its literary
*ﬁ‘ LR L l'l'l - moral lesson. Boyond a doubt
il A thor has written & Book that will rank

with " The Shepherd of the Hilla™ and ""The
amd art. Winning of Barbara Worth,"

Other Buoks by Harold Bell Wright

Each volume is beautifully illustrated, handsomely bound, uniform with ““The Eyes
of the World,"' in red cloth and stamped in gold. Each $1.35 Net

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

It deserves & high

Their Yesterdays

Popular Edition

Mr. Wright's Allegory of Life

The Uncrowned King
Iiustrations by Neill—1fmo
Now 50 Cents Everywhere Cloth 50c, Leather $1.00

Harold Bell Wright’s Books are Sold by all Booksellers

Our Catalogue of Other Publishers’ Books

will be sent to you free upon request. Itis8'z x 5!; inches in size and contains over 400 pages
advertising 25,000 of the best books of all the publishers. We list books on all subjects and carry
every book “_\Lr“g._f. in stock, Our catalog i a carefully compiled bogk-buyer's guide. A letter

or post € ard tods 1y W ill by orng it to You.

THE BOOK SUPFLY COMPANY, Publishers and Booksellers
ESTABLISHED 1895 E. W. REYNOLDS, President 231-233 W. Monroe Street, CHICAGO
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“ The Most Interesting Magazine in the World™

HARPER'S MAGAZINE

FOR 1915

T HABPERS MAGAZINE iv showing today the largest number of subseribers in
ite history. The explanation of this i1 guite simple. HARPER'S MAGAZINE
makes permanent friends among ity readers becawse st is edited for them—iimply and
solely for the purpose of interesting them, [lts suceess s due to dtr friends.  You
choote wour friends because their manners and therr persenality aitract vou. You
rhoonre I'..'ul.-.-' ..':.-;:-urf.'e' magating for the same rearons.
O HARPER'S MAGAZINE has personality—and good manners. Tt ix not only
the most intererting magazine in the sworld, but the most owterestingly arvanged and
the maost expensioely made. It ir the mort beauteful, for we lmit ir eoer placed on
the cost.  Bedr the sert of puest vou are glad 1o weleeme tn your home,
€ The siccess .._." H'IPRPEE”\ MACAZINE ir the bexi Pty thle SN T nf “the rarr-
cival ff the _?'n:.".'r .-:',”
o I owr otmporsible to ourline of next year's plavs at this fime,
/

: " 1
Byt mere are a feor wolatde Iealires r.'."'rurf'-' arraiged,

pie any compleiv

A Remarkable Unpublished Romance by
MARK TWAIN

NEW romance by Mark Twain has just been broughe o lighe — a remarkable story

called **The Mysterious Stranger.” It is unquestionably the most important and
characteristic work of the great humorist’s lacer hfe—a story of the supernaeural, full of
deep spiritual significance. It will appear senally in Hareer's Macazisg, che only maga-
zine which has the privilege of publishing Mark Twan's work.

A Great Novel of American Life
By BASIL KING .pyp 00 Sonives

OLLOWING Booth hrl\'.in,'_;l'ﬂl'llh great serial which is now ,111;}|_-;||-i:1;; will come the

most in1|lml.1|tt novel that the author of “ The Inner Shrine™ has vet written, Lt

15 absolutely American i its atmosphere—a love story of rare charm and humor—and the

people are the sort one hikes to know. It s full of both incident and drama, vet so vividly

has Mr. King ]mrtr.lj-.'4-l| both scenes and characters that the story reads almose like a rran-
script of actual life

LINCOLN A5 JOHN HAY KNEW HIM

J OHN HAY kept a careful diary duning the entire period when he was Abraham Lineoln's
secrerary and lacer through his career as a diplomar and statesman.  In this diary,
which has never before been given o the public, he gives a delightfully intimate, dnv-bf—d;;}r
picture of Lincoln in war-time.  He also presents some astonishing facts in regard to certain
leaders i the war in their relanon o Lincoln.  William Roscoe Thaver, the historian, has
selected from this diary the mose notable portions for publication in Hareer's Macazine,

ERdb b e e e b S e e e e R
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TRAVEL IN MANY LANDS

IN these days when travel in foreign lands s both difficult and dangerous, readers of
Harper's Macazi¥e may journey in comfort to almost every interesting corner of the
world through the Macazixe’s brilliantly written and elaborately illustrated travel articles.
These articles are not the conventional descriptions of foreign travel—you can find plenty
of those in the guide-books. Hanrer's travel articles have personality. They bring up
before you vivid, unforgettable pictures of strange and beaurtiful places in far-distant lands
as seen through the eves of world-famous writers and explorers. Such articles will be
those giving the first account of the adventures of the MacMillan Arctic Expedition which
started out more than a year ago, Sir Gilbert Parker’s striking pen pictures of the West
Indies, Norman Duncan's narrative of a recent visic to New Guinea, where cannibalism
still survives, and Louise Closser Hale's New England motor journevs. Hilaire Belloe
will write of the beauties of the Pyrences, and Mrs. Amaury Talbot will tell of her stay among
the savages of Nigeria. No interesting corner of the world will be neglected.

THE FIELD OF SCIENCE

M this field the position of Harrer's Macazise is unique. It is the one non-technical
magazine for which the great savants of England, Europe, and Amenica are willing to
write. The new year promises some astonishing revelations. OF particular importance in
this ficld will be a group of articles by Dr. Ellsworth Huntington, of Yale University, on
which he has been engaged for years, showing the influence of climate upon civilization.

AMERICAN HISTORICAL LIARS

\TO .1” h[ﬁ.tﬂr}' CTEES some  untruth. This [s pecu]iu:l;,' true of An'u-rllc.'.n Jﬁsmr:.'.

Prof. Albert Bushnell Hare, of Harvard Universicy, has run down to their sources some

of the most interesting fctions in the story of our national life, and he has something to say
of the men who were oniginally responsible for them.

THE DIALOGUES OF A DIPLOMAT

10 feature published of recent years in Harrer's Macazine has attracted more atten-

tion than the two “diplomatic dialogues” by the Hon. David Jayne Hill, formerly

17. 5. Ambassador at Berlin,  Mr. Hill 15 now at work on some more of these dialogues deal-
ing with certain vital American problems.

THE MEN WHO SAW NAPOLEON

UNDREDS of French artises painted contemporary portraits of Napoleon —few of
H them ever had a sitting from him. A famous French crivie has soughe oue in privare
collections and elsewhere the portraics for which it is certain thar Napoleon acrually posed.
Theyv show him first in eatly youth and present a pictorial history of his entire career.

MASTERLY SHORT STORIES

N Harrer's Macazixe great importance has always been given to the short story,
and the stories 1n Hakper's deserve the importance given them. Hamrer's publishes
more short stories—and better—than any other illustrated magazine in the English language.
There are at least seven complete short stories in every number.  They represent the best
work of every leading w riter of England and America—indeed, of the world,

3 ' . o By iy o oh A oy
T :'_‘u;'].'..'l 1R VONr _.'..Ilu.l.-rr:ll‘\lr"h_ll- ROEE  INFOMEN YOUT ReWF~dodiet £4.00
S Rl through the Franklin Square Sy o peaey, whiek ae- e
a copy gepts subseripiions for any magazine in the world, or direct to

HARPER & BROTHERS, FRANKLIN SQUARE, NEW YORK, N. Y.
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THE NEW
CLARION
By WILL N. HARBEN

L ‘]..l:li.' h”'l]'_'ln' i‘i H\"PFLH‘L! It “-Itll el
ereat deal of art, and 1t 15 flled
“"itl'l I'I'i.ill'.l_'r I.'lian II'I- ‘uULI.]'I.d |IIII'I|L'1'|
wisdom from the lips of old Abner
Dhaniel."”

—Kan Franciren Chreanele.

e Il,' i‘- I ] ]'l. T mﬂll' "lld th
heart of the realist, bur at the
same time 1t 15 2 sTOry in which
the romantic elements of life are
by no means pushed into the back-
ground."—Barton Franseript.

fi.33 net

THE SOUND OF
WATER
By MARGARITA
SPALDING GERRY

A detective story.  In many ways
the most remarkable and unwsual
derective story America has pro-
duced. It all happens on the
Maine coasr. A large house, eighe
miles from town, 15 rented 1o a
nuin, apparently nch, and s
wile [ here
mystery  about
wile disappears,
too the husband,
I'hen the end has
MES OWTI.

THustraied. Bi.00

THE COPY-CAT
Tud Oiher Stoel

MARY E. WILKINS
FREEMAN

1 hese stories reveal the full meas-

ure of this author's l.ll"-HIILJ.I:I"lIL{l

style. Here are msight into the

deeps of human nature, old and
voung, humor, and pathos.

the I'he
Suspicion points
”.L‘ 15 arrested
a thrll

place.

i

The Capy-Cat 15 a plain htele girl
whose admuration for one of her
dainty companions leads her o
imitate her friend in every way.

Ilustrated,  BL.23

5 a decided air of

AUC-
TION
BLOCK

By ‘
REX
BEACH |

FRex Beach's
new novel 1s
written with all
the author’s
well-known vi- |
rilityofstyvleand
in regard to its
humor the Si.
Louis fu public
gays: "'.[ r.
Beach's book
stands out, also,
by virtue of the
humor which he
finds inthewick-
ed metropolis. ..
In its healthy
optimism,which
includestheahil-
Ity to squeeze a
jokeout of many
a tight corner,
*The Auction
Block™ 15 espe-
cially American,
and especially
worth while.”

2 b Jrl'lll'lllll'.'\'..lI el |I- omny
|'I-"l.' f.l'l'lil'-"fl." ¥ .I'rj

‘ THE | THE BLIND SPOT

By JUSTUS MILES
FORMAN

The story of 2 man who left the
heare 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
netzhbors for whom he had th ngh:

he was devoting his life. “The
hera,” “ark Eventig
Port, % s the kind of a man Bernard
Shaw would have us believe in.”

5AYS I.'l'l.l.‘ .I'|-| 2 }

4'.'.::|_ FFEd .". f.l _:5 et

THE LETTER OF
THE CONTRACT

3y BASIL KING
Face to face with one of the
ereatest  problems of the day

stand the hero and the heroine of
this new novel by
“The Inner Shrine.”
at last the rruth=—that while the
account of the let-
ter, the human heart is spiritually

the author of
They learn

|.I"|'. must ra kl.'

t':!.:-iiln..

Hlusirated, Rl.00 net

JUST AROUND
THE GDRNER

Romis
By FANNIE HL*I\HF
These swories of New York life

are sure to make the reader ex-
claum, *““O% Henry ! The heroines
"r r1|L"-L' I:'ll'rr|||:1r|-|_i'|';||'| Illl['ldlli_:'i

are all working-girls, in  cheir
strength and their weaknesses, in
their work and cheir play. Here

aré humor and the unexpected

climax.

. Gibson. p1.35net ; T
HARPER & BROTI-I]:RS
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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HOW IT
HAPPENED

By KATE LANGLEY
BOSHER

i F'-'-*I' t‘hEJt!tlL the world of some
of its grayness, therefore, and re-
introducing us to some of the fan-
tasies which take us back o
carlier days, we are thankful w
Kare Langley Hmhn:r.”
—Philadelphia Record.

* Dickens might have added this
delightful Yulende tale to his list
of Christmas stories without les-
sening his laurels. It sparkles
with theShght of the Christmas-
tide and throbs with that happy
season's pladness, kindness, and
affection, humm nature’s more
mellow moods.”
—Cleveland Christian IWorld.

JTIIrH'."u' "l:l:r:'-:u HJ J00 Hal

LOOKING AFTER
SANDY
By

MARGARET TURNBULL

Sandy 15 simply a girl, voung and
so unusually nice, so -.|u|.|ln||.]1
appealing thar evervbody wants
to *look afrer her”—and every-
bady does. A wholesome story of
normal American youth, of the
companionship of boys and girls
prolonged into manhooed and wom-

anhood, touched wich delicate
humor.
Noitrated, 8535 nel

SICILY ANN
By FANNIE HEASLIP LEA

The story of a Virginia gitl whose
beauty and innocent  coquetry
turned the head of every man
she mer during her visic o Hono-
lulu. Her enjoyment of the pic-
nice, surf-riding, and other novel
amusements of this new world was
keen. A bright love story in a
picturesque sectng.
Ilusrated, 31,00 ned

HARPER &

THE
EOSTE
BOY

By
HENRY
VAN DYKE

With devortion-
al imagination
the author has
traced with rev-
erent pen in this
novelette the
wanderings of
“The Lost Boy?”’
when Hebecame
separated from
His parents in
Jerusalem.

16ma,
.fr:'r."r.’r_‘-'."rfi'ft'iir,
Cloth,

30 cents net;

TOmao,
Illustrated,
Leather,
B1.00 net;

Or'm'."t}'.
THustrated 1n
Color,
Crnamented
Cover, $1.00 net

Tn answering d

THE HANDS OF
ESAU
By MARGARET DELAND

“Mrs. Deland rells the story with
the fresh charm and fine distinction
!I'Iilt murk JI.I Ur i'I.I:I' “-'li.'lfL'.."
—IFarhington Evening Star.
“+*The Hands of Esau® 15 a vol-
ume small in size but large in
thoughe-provoking qualities.”
—Boston Transcript.

b :'I-I::ri_': a novelist would have
radded this little story with need-
L:em detail. Mrs. Deland by com-
pression achieves the much to be
pf.ﬁb&d h.'uLl.]t EJ:I'- v LanlnL d.rld |'|l'.l]d.—
g INEErEst, ﬁnu. re .irh this lictle
story at a sitting, as it should be

read.”"—Borton .F"-::

Frontispiece. :F-[.m et

MAY IVERSON’S
CAREER
By ELIZABETH JORDAN

This new book relares the exper-
ences of the grownup May Iver-
BB, w i‘l'ﬁ?ﬂ.' B il'”'l '.-.“.Hl i'l dis |.“:1.'i'|
pictured in the author's previous
books. It is, however, a story in
itself, and can be read and enjoyed
I."!r' LJ'II..I"_‘,I_‘ I'|'|.|||.l ||-l\E: not .E’Ll“l.:l'\"u-l'.'d
the earlier development of the
heroine,  May Iverson, who has
always had a ralent for wniting,
caomes o New York and becomes
a Newspaper woman.

Franii ipreee. $1.25 nel

THE LAST ROSE
OF SUMMER
By RUPERT HUGHES

Autbor ._-.': --1|I.'i|“_ l'.'n 1 ]"'._. ;".'. i'i'_-' '

This story of 2 woman whose ro-
mance was delayed has abour i

| the Er;;_-_-.r,m-:u of a Ed rden n In-

: BROTHERS

wertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S

dian summer. Her chance for love
and admiration came when *all
her loving companmions were faded
and gone. -

Frounii

picce. 1hmo. 50 conts net
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CALIFORNIA

An futtmare Hisrory

B

GERTRUDE ATHERTON
The Califormia of to-day, and the
California of vesterday with irs
picturesque story, from its earliest
i -]n',,:il.u] |w:1it'|t1i1'|:;~'- dowwen tis the
Califormia of 1o1z. are set forth
in this book by the one writer wlo
could bring to it the skill umired
with thar love For the task of 2
Califorman-horn, Gertrude Arher-
ro,

LIFEINAMERICA
ONE HUNDRED
YEARS AGO

By GAILLARD HUNT

A picturesque survey of the cus-
toms, tastes, hospicahines, polines
and amusements of our people at
the -r]u-ninj; of the minetcenth
century, s pages have the charm
letters of our

||F old I:ti.ll'l'i:.‘\- o]
Hr.ﬁd|-u|.||'||iil.ll|_|||‘-.

fiiwstrated,  #1.50 nel

THE ANTI-TRUST

ACT AND THE

SUPREMECOURT
By the

Hon. WILLIAM H. TAFT

Very nimely and authoritative s
this volume, i which former Pres-
ident Tafr discusses i all its bear

ings the Sherman Ante=Pruse Law,

||‘|I_ |||.|\_I, ul 1

the ed amendments to i,
decisians [FYRILI]]
business in the pase, and s prob-

able influence m the future.

Lagt g, B35

1|r-

Tlie !
Sunny
S1de of |
Diplo-
matic

Life

By
Madame L. de

Hegermann-
Lindencrone

The author of
“In the Courts
Memory™
has written iIn
this new volume
reminiscences of
herunusually in-
reresting life as
adiplomart’s
wile in five great
capitals, and her
intimate ac-
quaintance of
many men who
are making his-
tory at this mo-
ment, the Ger-

man Kaiser, etc.

.Iirl'l.iII wxirele ”.'.

$2.00 net

WITH SABRE
AND SCALPEL

By

| DR. JOHN ALLAN WYETH

In this volume of remimscences
TH(‘ u.'rli—l;nclwr'l MNew ':'n:nrk p!‘l:l.’-
sician  recounts the Interesting
events of his stirring life.  He has
been farmer, Confederate soldier,
cotton-planter, medical student,
pilor, doctor, twice President of
the New York Academy of Medi-
cine, .;mrl founder of the NE‘W
York Polyclinic,

Portrair. $3.00 nrt

FAMOUS AFFINI-
TIES OF HISTORY
By LYNDON ORR

The great romances of the world
—the stories of Anthony and
Cleoparra, Queen Elizabeth and
Lti'l."t“nh.'r.. Cathanine u]'_ R'ltﬁsi:l and
Prince Poremkin and many others

-d e I(’I'Ij |'|l:l‘:' !‘" el .'1:_'|']|: l'lifll.l.;ll'lr
with interest, ver so clean that
there 15 nothing to offend.,

| P WIS
Hinstrated

f2.00 et

MUST PROTES-
TANTISM ADOPT
CHRISTIAN
SCIENCE?

A Churehman’s .Il'.".-'_'.:'

By REV. J. WINTHROP
HEGEMAN

\ bold and eamest document in
which a clergvman of the E piseo-
pal Church suggests the adoption
by Prorestant churches of the
vesentials of Christian  Science,
His conviction of the desirabiliey
of this step s the result of eritical
mvestigation of its docrrines and
principles compared with the ex-
wervationsof many
a mumster of the church,

PeriEnees and o
YEITS Qs

e
£y EFRE W

HARPER & BROTHERS
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Encuclop®dia

Second Edition

Editors | FRANK MOORE COLBY, M.A,

_ of the = & TALCOTT WILLIAMS, LL.D, L.H.D., Lit.D.
Second Edition | Director, School of Journabism, Columbia Universily

THIS CHRISTMAS

THE GIFT OF GIFTS

is the New International Encyclopeedia, Second Fdition. HRevised, Re-written and FEnlarged

by three whole volumes, it is the most recent and comprehensive encyvelopedia in existenece,

This great work has always been a favorite holiday gift to those one wishes to aid and foner most.
This yvear, the unparalleled demand for latest authentic information makes it

AN ABSOLUTE NECESSITY

More 1hings are ]u'ppuning now in & eeek than ueed to occur i & decade, The general reference works of yeslerday are
already obsolels on impartant subjects. Upon current swoenfous happenings, they are neceRRAnly silent.

The New International Encyclopeedia 18 being published NOW. In it are artickes on live subjects mentioned in news
paper dispatchos, and on (s maps may be located cities, rivers and places made promiment by the present war, Its informa-
tion is strictly impartial. Where questions are in dlu:.rul.l.'. both sades are presenled. Then the

War-Created Opportunities and Responsibilities
must be handisd with energy and the judgment dependent on exact and latest knowledge
The MNéw lolernational Encyclepmdia will supply you with the latest facts on every subject, new and old-
Can you imagine a more splendid gift—for yourself or anyone else? And it may be paid for monthly

1t will contain aboat 30,000 more articles than any other standard encyelopeedia. With each important article is printed a liet
of the latest hooks on that subject, thus directing the reader to investigation of the subject beyond Ehe encyelopaedic provimes

A Special Low Price if You're Quick
It izl ly for :|J|.'Irl-|_1||.l"|1_l|~_-|r|i.;_l;rgﬂ?lt::::; ?E;I::tlrplpr:;::?:lr::::lll?' M .:.&I L T H E C D UP 0 N & ..__."'.

|mm--u_;l=thel;|.' to get ik, s :
necessitate an X
Early Increase in Price TODAY tﬂ 1504
for full information regarding o

S50 Order Prompily if you wish to purchase the encyclo- . ST !
paedia at the lowest price at which it will ever be offered, this splendid offer, the wery ':-_ Dodd, Mead

and if you wish to josure delivery in time for Christmas. casy terms of ]'.ilﬂ.}'rm'n_t, the \‘: & Corapay
M Volumes 80,000 Articles 0,000 Pages  eash discount, the unique &\“*. Publishers

MNew Maps Now ustrations New Type Throughout character a.lli.:l_ scope  of : 449 Fourth Ave.
. . v i i Seon WF £ X :
Additional Volumes Ready in December ]']'EEIE:L at econd iy New York City

z e Edition, WT

rinted on Thin Paper made especially for this edition— -
r:_-;,l_.-1.;|..||.--,.-|r.|||;:_ It wen 'L erumple, DoODD, MEAD 3 4 m- e fuall in I“r\r"‘“lllll
And a Special Library ition on regular book paper, & CO. it J.IJ'.:.;n of the New LIF‘:I-:I-T.

tically in accordance witl Publishers v national Encvelopmedia, with

an Library As=eciation @ Committce of the AMEr- 40 pounh Av, & letasis of speclal price, etc
= e 5 ) Mew York ;','_lx Name
The Most Liberal Terms of Payment 5 ;
can he arrapnged i you do not wish Lo pay casl e Cheeupntion ..
A

Free Rescarch Bureau % Brrs Addliens
Fach subscriber bo this Secd fition will become / mem -
- [ ol i Wik Reesiclenas

bjec of 1ol i

Foruiscl in reading oF conversation, Lo in state,

adveriisements please menlion SCRIBENER'S MAGAZINE




0 S{CRIBN ER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Stme Books fuerl'lsaS I/

For Thoughtful Readers

THE UNKNOWN GUEST By Maurice Maeterlinck

The Unkmown Cuest within ourselves—that mysterious, vaguely realized stranger that is part of us, and
which 15 somctimes termed the psychic seli—has called forth this strangely beautiful and exquisitely worded
book. £7.50 nel

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
Inngungl, of a prose poem, you will miss something new, something incomparable in modern literature.
F1.50 net

THE WONDERFUL ROMANCE By Pierre de Coulevain

We want a book at this time to remind us that there = still much good i the world; that happiness may
be hidden but cannot be lost. Here 15 such a book by the author of ¥ On the Branch.” §/1.35 nel.

IMPERIAL GERMANY By Prince Bernhard von Bulow

There are all sarts of books about German statesmanship by people who are neither Germans nor states-
men.  But here s A NEw, lrlllwndnu:.l\ '\-IEI'II.FLJ.I!'It book on the E-l.ll:l_ltl'l. J:l,'f' L|'|l: man who was Lhanttllur l:l[ l]1E

German Empire from 1900 to 1909, £7.30 nel.

A rr'\.-'u-lnl:lnn. b].' Pr\o{ R,l"l{l'l |:|.tc |||: the [_:ﬂn.'e:r:sily of 1|-'.||'r|.|1.1|. of the prCesies |:r!' which fmany Gq"l‘llmn.i.
have come to the beliel that it s btrmgn}-'s |;|<-s.|:i|1y to rule the woeld.  §7.00 net,

In Lighter Vein
THE PRINCE OF GRAUSTARK By George Barr McCutcheon

A |]|'|.ig,]:tfu| Prince; an American financier; a romance hindered l'n-:,.' statecraft, Anance, the pl;‘n'crsi,ty of

lovers, etc.; and a fnal triumphant solution. As goud as *Graustark.” Tlustrated by A I Keller.
.I.Il_i'; nel.

THE STRANGE WOMAN By Sidney McCall

A dehightful story of the complications caused by the advent into a comservative American town of a
;Iunnmg woman wha limr-::-uql'll\ and uncompre u|1|un|r|1. W Mlustrated. £1.30 nel,

ARIZONA Wovelized by Cyrus Townsend Brady. From the Play by Augustos Thomas
As dramatic and picturesque, as a story of the old trontier life. as the play tself.  Mustrated. E1.25 pet.

ODDSFISH! By Robert Hugh Benson

A ﬂ!aph]f p|r|.un and a sLlrrl'uq story of the time of Charles T1, written in the late ."thr Htﬂﬁﬂﬂi bt
liant. Fervent style. $1.35 nel.

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 ml.glul_-,- upheaval of
Br.35 net,
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g GERMANY'S MADNESS By Dr. Emil Reich 2
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nearly a third of the human race.

I.-ct us send you an illustrated Cataleg, wse srsuwed, of all our New Books

443 Fourl. Dﬁdd ,mcﬂd tv Coml}ﬂny, New York__~
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For Somebody’s Christmas
RECOLLECTIONS OF FULL YEARS By Mrs. William H. Taft

Mast entertaining reminiscences of official life and the inner side of official life. in the Philippines, at

W_""’h‘.“m"'- and in the White House, by the wifc of one of our most distinguished Americans. [Hestrated
$3.50 nes,

3‘ THE CHARM OF IRELAND By Burton E. Stevenson
¢
y
9
s
)
’
¥

A chatty, intimate and veracious account of a recent devious journey though Ireland which gives a clear
picture of modern Ireland and the Trish.  With many illustrations.  $2.50 net.

SEVEN YEARS ON THE By Mrs. Hugh Fraser
PACIFIC SLOPE and Hugh C. Fraser

. A record, m|d with the knack for easy, graceful, interesting narrative which characterized Wrs. Fraser's
Reminiscences,” of some years spent in the Jast bit of the real West.  flfustrated. $3.50 net.

THE TOURIST’S CALIFORNIA By Ruth Kedzie Wood

.. Somcbody is going to California this year. Why not a comprehensive, well arranged, accurate guide-book,
giving just the information that Semebody will want?  [flustrated. $1.25 nel.

SPEAKIN' O’ CHRISTMAS By Paul Laurence Dunbar

Just bubbles with the real, down South * cullud folks ™ spiric of Christmas. And no one enjoys Christmas

L 4
Y
y
!
Y
0
y
!
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y
0
!
, ¢
more whole-heartedly.  Hih illustrafions from Southern scenes.  §1.00 net, ’
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For a Small Somebody’s Christmas
THE JESSIE WILLCOX SMITH MOTHER GOOQOSE

Daddy and mother need not fear that this book will lack some of the jingles they used te love, and
which they want some little one to know. This is the most complete  Mother Goose ™ published, contain-
ing #00 more rhymes than any ather edition.  And the big pictures in color by fessie Willcox Smith are simply
Sascinaling. $2.50 nel.

LEFT END EDWARDS By Ralph Henry Barbour

A thoroughly wholesome story of " prep "' school [ife, with plenty of foothall, by one of the most popular
writers of boy's stories.  Mlusiraled. $1.25 nef.

THE LITTLE MOTHER GOOSE PUZZLE PICTURE BOOKS
By Carolyn Wells

Six pretty books, s lovely stones, srranged in a2 box so that the entire set makes a fascinating puzzle for
very little peaple.  [lustrated, & vols. in @ box. §1.50 nel.

THE TOPSY-TURVY FAIRY BOOK By Anna Alice Chapin

,&l story |1|:,.¢..1|_ |_|.|'._-_ i|1|_.|, -\'hllu:r i H‘ilu w .||uj-.'|'|'n.; i:i.l.\lﬁ :.a.iI_'. |.1J'|J a-"-J ||.|-.'i many \al:lf‘..da.f:-u: .:L;.'\\.'Ill.u Pes. f."."ar,-
trated. §2.00 nel,

PATTY’S SUITORS By Carolyn Wells
Among the best recent books for irls in their carly teens arc the bright,
wholesome, cntertaining Patty stories.  This is the latest Patty

Hlusirated. $1.25.

s story.
feres)

TR
Let ws send you am illustrated Caralog, just irswed, of all our New Beshs

443 Fourth Ave. Dodd ,mﬂ:ﬂd f’i Coman,_y New Uq rk_~
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WORTH WHILE READING

H ITr

the Author of ©“The Happy

The Clean Heart

By A. S. M. Hutchinson
The author's finest achievement, a most appealing story with
the happy ending which * The Happy Warrnior™” lacked, &35 uel
Big Tremaine
By Marie Van Vorst
A truly big American novel in a Virginian setting whose key-
note is self-sacrifice. $r.35 mel
—  Rambles Around Old The Story of Dart-
MAINE Boston mouth
by By Edwin M. Bacon By Wilder Dwight Quint
\ rar lume, enlivened with 23 illus- A careful review in word and picture of
trations In tint by Lester G, Hornby. New England's famous college,  With i
f g Boved, F3i.50 nel :'.l.'.l.'|' by 5 ._r.l_-.l'_ dwr, Bored. $2.00 nel

Social Life in Old New
England
By Mary Caroline Crawford

Historic Homes of
New England

By Mary H. '\:ﬂ-rrhn_nd

A Tascinating ook of beautil | Wi Lure III i II i .I -!I-._I Ill!?llj:_::‘:l:_ll, rI]-lT-_I|I-|l::.:Ii!
and mpathetic text .I ;
1 : il Bore Ir' I||.I T i ,T.'.-: %3 20 met
How to Live Quietly Maj(:-r Prophets of To-day
By Annic Pavson Call By I':.duin E. Slosson
\ companion book to © Power Through Repose,”™ con- ['he philosophy of [ ergson, Mac 'L rlinck, Haeckel and
{aining most mature advice 1o the nervous men ane others condenzed I made clear for the average
LT reger Wik portrai .50 ned
Those Who Have Come Back
By Peter Clark Maclarlane
True stories of criminols, victims of drogs, of ocil comes, e who hove workisd

Little Women Letters from the House of Alcott

"‘u.luh.d by Jessie Bonstelle and Marian deForest

A work of great human interest throwing lizht on the inside affairs of the Alonet
The Charm of SCﬂHdil’lﬂViﬂ THISE WHD HAVE I
By Francis E. Clark h COME BACK
A delightful travel book full of the history, sports, folklore, and description of thi | rom e
Scandinnyians, Hilusiraled f2.50 9 iOct, 3
LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, Publishers, Boston

In answering .;r,l';'g'ra';'x.-'.l.lgr'.l.'."-._;rfru-.r mention .H'L'F.'f}".'_"l.'T;ﬁE'_b' _1,.".__].2:1 2;{‘\,'1';;
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BIG NAMES —BIG BOOKS

IRVIN S.
COBB

EUROPE REVISED. c.ib's shrewdest,

mellowest, most rollicking humeor, 'I.H\li: a =tr|..c1n.,_|
picture of what Europe really is, with awe and sen-

timent laughed out of court, and incisive under-

standing enthroned.

Merry drawings by Joba T. McCuichesn, 12meo, Net $1.50

THE WELL-KNOWNS. Grilliant and

interpreting  portraits, clever caric iture, lively
comment. A Hall of Fame which is ..'lI'I. alcove
of delight. Here are fifty-eight most interesting
friendly pe rsonages from President Wilson to

Caruso and (rom Mrs. Pankhurst to Charles Dana
Gibson—all drawn from life in Flagg's inimitable
style.

Qusrto, Net $2.50. Special limited edition, Net $15.00

CHARLES STEWART PARNELL
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 illastrations, two vols., octava, Net 55.00

GEORGE A. FHGH DUBLIN to CHICAGO

BIRMINGHAM ...l

The most lovable of Insh humorists and

author of GENERAL JOHN

RE i;.'&\ has widely toured America,
and tells frankly but :L:':l'a:ctinl:dlel:.‘ what hie thinks
of us—Pullmans and bath-tubs and feminism and
Irish-American politics; and the rest.

Octavo, Met $1.50

WILLIAM C. THE FAIRY RING. [icwonder days

DE MILLE

of the R|I'|L1{L1 Age, s gay \\|IL]'I.:IL‘~ and

charm, are in this fairv story for children,

by the fam e author of STRONGHE. "LI\T
The lessons of the woodland and the shy come
:|'|_d;_-~|.||| ol anirmals are |l:I'l.Sr.I|.h.lj in an alluring
[antasy. The book il:|1.|l' is eXquIs site with deco-
rationg, end-papers and plates in color by Harold
Sichel,
Qa;rtn. Met 52.00

BIG GAME FIELDS OF AMERICA
North and South. The perfect Chrisimas

book for the outdoor man—the joyful freedom,
the thrills, the h umor and the scenic beauty of
trails from South America to Alaska, with close-
hand observations of big game.

Many photographs, and color illustrations by Charles Liv-
ingston Ball. Octave. Net $2.25

FICTION WITH
HOLIDAY CHARM

RALPH CONNOR

THE PATROL OF THE SUN
nl"c‘ T“‘-IL- Connor's biggest,
bravest book. A savage Indianuprsing,
the mighty daring of a scourof the North
West Mounted, the lreedom of the hilla,
and a love story clean and tender,

Drecersied jackat snd end-papere, 1Zme, Net §1.25

MARIE CORELLI

INNOCENT: Her Fancy and

His Fact. since THELMA there
has heen no better love-story than
|-.h Bliss Corelll has lavished
snijuigite hgure of the dream-
cent,' all I.:r lave, all ber

Deceratnd jackel, Bma, Net $1.35

GILBERT PARKER

YOU NMEVER KNOW YOUR

LUCK. withallthe strength of THE
RIGHT OF WAY, here glows fonth a
new lenderness, in the picture of sweet
Kitty Tynan, with her Gaelic wit, ber
HECT nt[m-.lu her stardy pioneer p:u:k
her gallant rides through the goldem
wheatlands
llmitratisni, aod-papers asd jackel ia calar,
|Zma, Nei §1.28

BARONESS ORCZY
THE LAUGHING CAVALIER.

The stary of the pe rI|-'.|:iu foof romance
JllJ- SCARLET FIM-

=[Ne anceslon

FEENEL—his rd fighting, amd the
whimsical, thrilling things that hap
pened when he met the beantiful Gilda,
Decoraied jacket, 12me, Nei §1.35

| SAMUEL G. BLYTHE
THE F‘“Ens- Taa lang has poll-

ticg—that otbed of bumor and drama,
human nature and cvnical lru':.lr.\u,L of the
J\l .| —hml ade into strained fiction.
Sain & knows politicians a8 does no
afn, and he uses politiés 6 &
vel that holds, amises, startles,

IZme, Net 3135

HUGH WALPOLE

THE DUCHESS OF WREXE.

MNoble in execution, spacigus n theme,
th

i the most wl.\rll'fan'i bock by the
of of FORTITUDE and it makes

1|'|IJ the strugglo of the rsag demo

Crat ¥y 1Zma, Met 3148

SBixty-four Page, Handsomely Illustrated Holiday Catalogue, a Suggestion for Gifts and a Delight
for the Eve, Sent Free on Request.

——— At All Booksellers

GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY, 38 West 32nd St., New York

Publlshers In America for HODDER & STOUGHTON

In answering advertisements

please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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%ﬁ‘: 2 “Dear Anthy: I am
\Eee " leaving the Star to
,‘5?" e P 1

‘k-cxfz:l_ﬁ;ﬂ:'] # }{]ll o e

g '-I'."-,':ﬂ .'I:Il‘ #

iy Wy THEY found this note after the old

5 man had died —or rather Anthy

found it.

And from that moment life in Hempfield
and at the office of the ** Hempheld Star™
assumed a fresh and intensely interesting
aspect.

Where is Hempfield, vou ask, and who
is Anthy ?

She 15 the bheroine of

DAVID GRAYSON’S

Fergus, chief=am] anl: oy

First Novel
Davib Graysox, whose ‘*Adventures in Contentment’’ have
wafted a spirit of serenity and gracious calm with them
wherever they have gone. begins his first novel in
B THE DECEMBER
'T 4 T
AMERICAN MAGAZINE
ANTHY &5 the hercine of the story. Can you imagine what kind of a hercine
David Graveon would chooge Tor his novel §
AMERICAMN It fair 1o el y s that vou will fall in love with her at the nrst mecting,
MAGAZINE vnd all through the New Year, whenever the pressure of your \_-.-mp'.r."-x
381 Fourth Ave. fe becomes too stromg, you will turn i praveful -r._-lir:' to the
Mew York puiet streets of Hemphield, with its simple, lovable folk, illu=
For the 1 enchosed send mn i ined by the penial wisdom and gemtle humor of big,
American for eight months, beglnning kind, wholesome David Gravian
Live in 1915 with David Grayson.
Begin his greatest Adventure in
Contentment in the December
AMERICAN MAGAZINE.

In answering 'u.rn‘".'f.'r.'e'.!-'fu-':'r-'-'a-;'n'{c.'n' mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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MR. H. G. WELLS’S NEW NOVEL

THE WIFE OF SIR ISAAC HARMAN By H. G. WELLS

A wrhor of

"M Wells s
himsell uncanmily able to keep in advance

dam and scintillates with 1 Wil, =i Isasg

suprremely the modern novelist. .

VTihe Passfanate Frieed," Y Aared

. - He iz not mercly alreast of ik

of the crest of the wave. A writer of brilli;
&b A man, has in him-the red blood of & vit

e timies, - . . He has repeatedly shown
int parts, his novel s Blled with wiss
xh.ruurln CTi0n. 51.50

The Best New Novels by Prominent Authors

Jack London's New Novel
THE MUTINY OF THE
ELSINORE

" Containg - the real wildeess and |
savor al the sea, the theill of adventure,
danger, conquest and immortal Geath.
Colored Tromtisplece. $1.35

May Sinclair's New Naovel
THE THREE SISTERS

*The U-'l.-rk of am artist,  Takes fts
place beside *The Divine Fire ' as onc |
of the few maodern povels of baunting | =

quality." 31.35 |

Mrs. Mary 5. Watis's New
MNovel

THE RISE OF JENNIE |

CUSHING

“The character of ] a triumph |

of presentment ., ing veln of
malive  BWmGT . o . cxposslions ol

society," 51.35
James Stephens’s New Nowvel

THE DEMI-GODS

*Has the same Trish wit, whimsicality and
kill that won admiration in * The Coock
al Gaold,” * Here are Ladies,” etc.” 51.30

New Mustrated Books For Boys and

Latta Griswold's New Book
THE WINDS OF DEAL |
“The third of the grest *Daeal’

stories, all splendid boliday gifts for

boys and gicls.” Ilustrated.  $1.35 |

| Charles G. D, Roberts's New

Hermann Hagedorn's First
Nowvel
FACES IN THE DAW "'«T

" A most unusual andd
conlrasting German and Al
of married life.”

ghitial st

“ A Novel of Singular
Importance '
THEY WHO QUESTION

“ Diramatic, Tearless, unlailingly inters
undoubtedly the work of a
51.35

Girls
Great Northern Tales

Book STORIES FROM
HOOF AND CLAW NORTHERN MY THS
“Tales of wild animals with & thrill in By EMILIE KIPF BAKER
every story.” By the author of ' Kings in “ Famous fegends in atbtractive form
Exile,™ etc, IEgstrated, $1.35 | for young readers.” lllustrated. §1.25

New and Select Books of Poetry and

Mr. Tagore's New Play
THE EKING OF THE
DARK CHAMBER
By the anthor of ¥ Gilanrall’

" A chastely w rl.-u,_|:|l: arama.
will
of these pages

Ve
iI.'.nr.-_'.-

¢ those readers whom the Kimg
dacs not clude.” %1.285

|“'-"a|:h|:l Lindsay's New Book

THE CONGO AND
OTHER PFOEMS

" The linuis singer of lm.':u.- Y achonl.
Verse m:rL: 1 by unusual lyric power and
afygunality. £1.25

Drama

THE MODERN
READER'S CHAUCER
The Compicte Pootical Works of

Geolfeey Chaucer Put Inte Modern

Englash by |. 5. P, Tallsk and Percy

MacKaye. New and Chexper Edition,

[lustrated.

| Cloth, $2.00. Leather, 55.00

Handsome Books of Travel, Mustration and Description

America's Great Scenic
Wonder, THROUGH THE
GRAND CANYON FROM |

. WYOMING TOMEXICO

By ELLSWORTH L. KOLEB

Intraduction by Cwen Wisler.
" Replete with theilling adventure anc |

unisual  photogragh R T e
Richly illostrated. H.Oﬂ
Mr. Jacob A. Riis's Last

Work, NEIGHBORS
L.h Steries of the Other Half

* Human-interest stories by the author
of " How the CUiher JE:II Lln
just bedore his deach.

$1.35.

Vowritten | .

The New Book of
“* The Golden West ™

CALIFORNIA
By MARY AUSTIN

Ilustrations in color by Sutton Palmer.
** A rare boliday gift-book of scenic beauties
charmingly described,” 54,00

Stephen Grabam's New Travels
WITH POOR IMMI-
GRANTS TO AMERICA

“A human I'L'-IJ'II.!.II'. ol i
& |nl| r,.-rrl.a. l.!:n. cruczal eas
life."”  INastrated.

Ortance
r period o
$2.DO

immigrant |

[ Mr. Hamilton Mabie's New
Book
JAPAN TO-DAY
TO-MORROW
" The
Japan

ary artst.

AND

gemins of
described by a liter-

52.00
Miss Lucy Furman's New
Book, SIGHT TO THE BLIND

Introduction by Ida M. Tarbell

* Maors of Kentucky me u|r_.|:.u|'| life by
the entertaining  author ol * Mothering
50.75

an Perilous, llastrated,

spérit, temper spid
atractively
Ilustrated.

Books on Vital Topics by Leaders of Thought

Progressive Democracy

A keen review andd I||.|I forecast by the author of

Promise of American Life.

The Rise of Modern Religious [deas
By

By Herbert {'mhr

*The
$2.00

relationships,

Arthur ©, MeGiffert

" The orgin, develo el AI’JJIIIl e
interestingly explained

A New Long Novel by the Auther of **Mother.

o lr».

student

of refigious thought
31.50 |

T

The Great Society

* A psychological

ol great
of modern ',-ml.-l-;.n_:

By Graham Wallas
loe mew era ol buman

2,00

analysis of

Modern Religious Movements in India

By J. N. Farquhar
e . Lance and signibcance to every
THusteated, 2250

SATURD ‘\.Y‘h CHILD. By Rathleen Norris

turday's Child ' and sav, * Thisis ihe Life."

= & book {0 commen | e all women. . . . 'We may put o nger on any page ail
v v+ Hy far the most elaborate and farereaching in 115 scops « W Mre. Narris s, Into this novel has gone the very best o
her ceeative tabenl, and the resalt s all that could be wished even (rom this womleriully cons tructive author.” Dlustrated. $1.50

Published at 64-66 Fifth

Avenue, New York On

Sale at All Bookstores

The Macmillan Company’s Holiday Gift Books

_—

“In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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For Lucky Ones on Christmas

e e R ——

Fiction

The Pastﬂrs Wlfe

Foatl b aind ey Gérman
auihor of * Elizabeth inid Her German Garnder

A Soldier of the Legiun

By C. M. and A. M. WlLL'lAMq{‘.IN
% romance of Almers and Fim G
Legion,” now fighting ¢ Br.3s

The Sealed Valley
By HULBERT FOOTHER
P G T R

BAMBI

By MARJORIE BENTON COOKE
Bobhling over with good cheer and fon, with lige
es into New York ].Ern.'-"rnu v afsd T|||_-_!

"'-'_- ’ roe Printing ,."' Wl

crrgediern "I"!Ln"'-'

The Teeth of the Trger

B}" MAURICE LEBLANC
A wddow -JI".:._ s E cfal Stp -'m_. L
A detective story in whig h Arséne [I.1| L0 TEapgErs
Wter his sensational * death " and wins one hundred
million francs a |I|'|l.1-l- anan he loves
Filuptrated, Ned S, 25

The Place Bejruud the Winds

By HARRIET T CGMSTGCIC

| adlor .'_." LU PR Narid W
='|||- story of a -.:||| who foand ].r‘:l:—i.|l. lt will have
izl interest for women

A etirring tale of to.day’s frontier with ¢
view of the :I.'.Ei.lll. Hoow |||- i
he regards ||| m elf, The i

,-' peetrated i Sherman .-‘.. Aot .‘. trated by Harey \ﬁ, ford Potter, Net 135
PENRGD Br Booth Tarkmgton LADDIE. By Gene Strattonaf'nrhl

Ver $r.; Iu Eeather, Net Srig

The TWEI‘Ith-FDUI'th of June: Midsummer Day.

57 GRACE 5. RIEHMDND

e s, Flomee.”  Awthor of " Red g’”-_."“ P Hura:s'" o
A love story of American home life that should have an especial appeal at Christmas-time becanse of the glimpses
it aferds into the heart of & real home, and the celebration in its pages of a real, olil-dashioned Christmas,
Frontist M leortions fu Col Net Broas

Interesti ng Non-Fiction

Appearances: Notes of Travel A Handbook to the Poetry
East and West of Rudyard Kipling

By G. LOWES DICKINSON By RALPH DURAND

A '|||!||||l|: stuidy of I'|-- East and of this comntev by k o ]
the author of © Letters from a4 .-.-_! Officis !II : M I'-::""-. has per --.-I'l:|||_l. aanctioned this hook,

+ X100 vhich clears up the many obecure allusions and

umiliar expressions in his v Net £2.00,
The Grand Assize }
Bj' HUGH CARTON
A striki visnalization of the Judg J'DEEP]'I Cu“rﬂ.d
By RICHARD CURLE

ist—all classes ane types of men pass efare el e firs letpate

which the Pluiocrat, the Derelict, the Sentimenta

9 i - ppreciation of Conrad, the man
Chirist to fecs al judgment, Vs £r 74 il his wa B g g7 r i
y L nil | rks Fronfispis Nor 8.

RUDYARD KIPLING

“THE SEVEN SEAS EDITION”

Each set Autographed by the Author
23 Volumes Net $138.00 per set

A GIFT FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY

Ask to see a set af

vour bookseller's

DDUBLEDAY PAGE & COMPANY, GARDEN CITY, NEW Y{}R](
T answering adverd

cmennds |;‘| e menlron SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN ]
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Stocking Full of Good Books.

Children’s Gift Books
Myths Every Child Should Know A Midsummer Night's Dream

rd

Edited by HAMILTON WRIGHT MARBIE MNew Popular Edition, Illustrated by
e Mustrated by MARY HAMILTON FRYE ARTHUR RACKHAM
Ihese imperishable tales, which have delighted A new edition of the best known of all Mr, Rack-

children the world ll‘-'ﬂ.r receive fresh and original
trestment | I '!-]l*n ] rye's ||l|'ll|""
fir il mgtraléons in r 0oTn dlaeliand gk de, B el 53

. Fe tH A Tl
I & hiustrabed works.
P TR A gt BL T i 1 BT

Andersen s Falry Talea Scouting with Daniel Boone
Hlustrated by DUGALD STEWART WALKER 3! EVERETT T. TDMLINSOH

Mr. Walker's illustrations for these fairy tale ¢lns- Tathar of * Theee Coloninl Boye,"' et

sics, .".'" reason of their l""‘ti' quality and exquisit [t's a locky Doy, on Christmas morning, that finds

i
most frul thiz story of Lianiel Boone and his adventures in
he Kentucky wilderness

detail, ||||.'L._{ this volume one of the
artistic |I| biooks u[ |:|||: Hi || ay Season,

Gift Books for Grown-ups
Freckles The Blossoming Rod

By GENE 5TRATTON-PORTER By MARY STEWART CUTTING
" Limberlast Edition,"” lustrated by Auther af " Litile Slunu- of ernui Life," etc.
THOMAS FOGARTY The . i thi
The readers of || % |mn|-. number into the w I Ti with
and this new edition with Mr, ]n arty's colol || A
nge puts it into o permanent form, Vs 8 50,
BY AND LARGE. &, FRANKLIN F. ADAMS o Jarmaa = A
“ Ax Trvin Cobb says about Tuxedo Tobacco, 1 zee no reason why I should mot say that T Jike & By and
Large,' becansze I do like it.  In fact I love it "—MoxTtacue Grass, Ned 8roo
HANDSOME WORKS ON ART AND BUILDING
The Art of the an Cuuntrles
By WILHELM R, VALENTINER, 7
Translated by Mrs, 5CHU"I'I ER ‘I-".l’iN RE“JESF.LAER
A= ey of Lmuich arl from the earfiest tme 16 the present, written by the greatesl auwthicerity = country,
Hlistrated, Net \
Country Houses Early American Churches
By AVMAR EMBURY N By AYMAR EMBURY i
P"lans with phot |__':r.|,;|||- inside and out of 8 numbes i 1 : % B -
o ey lil.-»:_.ﬂl.'-.'| i'_'.' tRE RLhar; ranging in cost ¢ ..|.-.:.-. ,.-:-__i.l_-_- ardl  descripiicn I T

from ¥5,000 o A practic ik [or those about
to build, JFifustrated,  Nol Bi.00, ' i Aot B2 80

JOSEPH CONRAD

“DEEP SEA EDITION"

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

THE IDEAL MAN’'S GIFT

Check the books you want on these two pages and bring them o your bookslore

DDUBLEDAY PAGE & COMPANY, GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK
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have uunL'Iilng 1o .hnp}w]u—
ment vour ul;l'll_\' new -G}T;LI.'}'-.'T‘.
Out of the great mass of

rumor and col-

k1| CRIBNERS M -|-|'.i.':'-1' NE ADVERTISER
(bqfona you place your magazine oh:idzr
F vou wish to be sure It 1s h|}L'L‘i:1“\' important
of vour facts, you must | this year for you to have
I

a great National weekly

ored news—news

thatisn't so—vou

Imust ]'ILI.".'L' s0ome

wav of «rlc;ming

b}

the :~'|mplu truth

such as THE OUTLOOK
The greatest war in the
history of the

world 1s in prog-
.
The week-

the

ress.
]}' story of
war as prepared
by THE OUTLOOK

if you are gﬂil!g 1s an authorita-
to discuss great tive and 1ntelli-
questions intelli- EYMAN ARHOTE gent summary of
gently and think Seier the events of the
{.'iu;lr]}' on matters of cur- | most destructive and, pos-
rent history.  What siblv, the

vou
want 1n ".EJHI ‘nLLkl nm—
nal is not a reprint ui d-.nl_n
paper reports and opinions,
readable

but a clear and

statement of tacts, secured

tfrom original sources.

:,j'l"L‘:IT.'L‘:-{ COll=
structive Iu'l’iud ot IT‘L:ulL‘T!‘l
history.

In .uitii.[il*‘l (]
THi

notable

itr— ]':::,__{lll.l]‘ L‘l.']'i—
torial *[:lf'i’l, Ovurrook hasa

real |"-' 'il'['l ||"|""| |"|j_- COTTre-

nts and special contributors.
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Arthur Bullard, who went to Tur-
key and the Balkan territory for
Tue OvTLook during the Turco-
Balkan War, v
thoroughly the countries and peo-
ples involved, is each week telling
the story of the war in simple

and who knows

narrative, avoiding confusion and
excessive detail. George Kennan,
whoseintimate knowledge of Rus-

sian life and conditions is known

of ten important articles under
the general title «“ The His-
torical Roots of the War."”
These articles are popular and
non-technical, their purpose be-
ing to give the readers an under-
standing of the events of modern

European history  which have
led up to the present convulsive

crisis in I-'.umpc,

Everv issue of Tue QurTLook

to all

will contribute a se-

Americans,

ries of stories on Rus-
sian topics, as well as
many other signed
and unsigned articles
on subjects of popu-
lar interest. Professor
Albert Bushnell Hart,

of Harvard Univer-

15 illustrated, the

current
the week being pic-
torially  treated 1n
the way of photo-
eraphs, etc.
The

pr‘il;'c

maps,
subscription
s Three Dol-
a year.

lars If you

are not prepared to

sity, who has an in-
ternational reputation

as a writer on historical sub-

jects, has contributed a

HAMILTOMN W.
Associate Editore

SErics

MABIE subscribe now for a

full year, send Six
Cents in stamps for a Trial In-

troduction—T hree Weeks.

— —— — — S — i —— — ——— —— — — — —— — — —— — —— —

Send this Coupon for Yearly Subscription
THE OUTLOOK COMPANY

e . ey 5
287 Fourth Ave., New Tork
' cniage remitlance of .I'I.I'.l ce Lrod 4.r-'x-' "
supbscriftion o Fe Oudlook wnted fanuary 1, 1916

S\pmee

Auelress

Send this Coupon for Trial Introduction

FHE OUTLOOK COMPANY g

_-‘.lu J"'-'u'l'-"u"n";' .!: | = .lllt'u'l" J oFR g

£ ewclose. Siv Cenfs e sfamps, for zodich
""l’-!"n' s sewd e The Cheflook threée consecn-
five weeds ai a Friad futrodic
Vi _

events of
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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 GermanWar Office | gpvex

By Dr. Armgaard Karl Graves, Secret Agent TIMES

With the Collaberation of Edward L. Fox

v G was sent o an Fort A TWO
cealed i wy ather MONTHS
Published in Germany a few days before the war and receiving the
ungualified 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 Londen Times
L | I o ey f ey . e ¢ 2
o B t
The Soldier’s Own Story How War is Conducted
TommyAtkins at War The Modern Army in Action
As Told in His Ows Letters By Majnr ﬂeneral Juhn F. 0’ Ryan

Edited by James A. Kilpatrick Captaln w D. A Aud“_wn

Introduction by Major- Gvueral I.-emunl Wwd. U. 8 A.

LAR g . T YL 8
LA | FUE'—' "'E Rf' 1""\u.|;"l."'.' "|L_|-':-’.|~. ]
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Special Christmas Gift Edition of

Miss Dalrymple’s New Story

Authar of '
This charming story of t
f Miss Dalrymple’s firse
servant sccretly plans a Christmas

children of the neighborhood.

and Christmas
and reunite all the branches
Chardes L. Ty

Silusiraieons e color by

ENR,

§L480M 15 2 worthy successor
The faithiul
» which e invites the poor

iLU

A

Uncle Noah’s Christmas Party

By Leona Da.lr}rmpk

* Diame of the Gresn Vao.™
Reilly sad Britton 510,000 Prize Conbesi
he Christmas
story of [ln.n. MNoah.
PArLY 1c
Lnu-_ :‘\. ah's
spirit serve 1o melt away
of the Fairfax familv.
LAGE

the prize.winsing sovel in the

[

CRlTang

i .|'|_|- Cdardes

al ||-'|.-|':i'..:||:51.-
CITCNTE

o, Guirs

L
L

*Pjer
; :

i

.

fard, rawmo, NI ael; poilage 1o cenis

New Gift Editions of the Dalrymple Christmas Books

Sheer |||:.Lr[“.|7|||i||.._; -u]-liln:--
piniL, 0 a word.
rzme. Fr.oo et e

_Il"'l'.- i

o — the Cliri

Ia eonld

A Story of Old Philadelphia

The Open Door
By Richardson Wright

Rnw]:.- has the d:l.r night
|.-'_|1u.1.|:| s soul been so wivi L.J'. ara

whe lives alone in an old JJl.ll.l'u. I &
delphia suburb paying a spiritual

It is a chapter of medizvalism set

of =

W 4%

in this story of Kitty l'un[ the recluse,

2 Phila-
debt.
down

o

I: I.l wy The ‘iru!x 1ide
Ereat

R Y P T3

Uncle Noah’s Christmas Insplratmn In the Heart of the Christmas Pines

lllustrations in color by Charles L. Wrean
Decorations by Charles H. Guischard

IMustrations in color by Charles L. Wrean

b!l'.ﬂl’llll:lll ﬁf Charles H. Cuischard

stravrhtened the course of a

lave,

-_b-'u".l g Ay hoal

The Call of the City

- The Captain of His Soul

By Hennr James Forman
Awibor of ™ Lopden, an latamats Picture ™"

T ly novel, laid
hias brilliant written novel, lai

tirely in _\ W 1 |rl Tiaif L
fnast al Pl |_l| T -:: ke §n Eri=
Ca's preatesr -.|I ) "'ti.-: Heuse

Minth?” :'..fr. Forman, however, 15 an

in a bustling modern suburb; an echo of optimist, and shows the modern young
the past ringing down inte the present. [af _||-J woman as dominated by higher
The story will cause discussion as it will ideals than those of the preceding
cause tears |I|I\.J |ul|.":|"..l.'r 'TIL.'.Ll AT
rama,  Frogs nel) poitape 1o Faneo, BERE wel) postage 13 cenli
The Km Behind the ng
By Warwick Deepmg, Autber of ** Uther and lgraine,” " The While Gate,"" ete
the author's famous fArst book ** Ut and |. rabne ' Merrie England when Richard 11
¢ mch ragged peasantry wi 1 cr with fear in the lower,
mig. RPN Ly padbage fo con
The Letters of William Green
By James W Fnltjr
f these letters reveals the cair ‘ ¥ ‘

— - c

BPI DE

F"L.'EI._I -.HER"%
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e Smm—

You get 2 whole new novel
every month 1n

MUNSEY’S
MAGAZINE

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

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

The same novel when it
goes 1nto book form will |
cost you $1.50.

— LT T T e e e e e
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RECREATION

= Established 1893 ——

THE “BEEN THERE" SPORTSMAN’S MAGAZINE
1 5 Edited by EDWARD CAVE 50
Cents a Copy One Year, I

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 I
The Grand Duke of Shaghark C. T. Ramsey
Rucksack Pass Howard Hamilton Bliss
Your Shotgun Affinity Edward Cave |
A Taste of the Sea 5. W. Fleming, Jr. F
Buck Fever j Wm. M. Newsom
Bear Possibilities Ed. Mott

Down South for the Quail Season Amos Burhans |

December E,:crutmn Cover Painting

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

SPEFCIAL OFFER TO NEW SUBSCRIBERS

That you or any of your friends may become acquainted with Recreation, we will
send it to any address in the United States for a period of ten months for just
One Dollar. And as a token of our appreciation of your joining our circle of readers
we will send vou an appropriate and useful souvenir of Recreation worth a Dollar—
no charge for it of course and prepaid to your address. Just fill out the coupon
below and enclose it together with a dollar bill and mail it, at our risk, to us. If
after receiving Recreation for three months you are not satisfied with your bar-
gain, back will come your money when asked for.

- - sapssse LU PON recssssrrrrerersrssssesrsssrssssasanass

THE OQUTDOOR WORLD PUBLISHING CO.. 2 Duane St., N. Y.

4 You may send Recreation for ten months and the souvenir as offered to new sub-
scribers for which find enclosed one dollar, same to be refunded to me if at the end of
three months | am not satishied with my bargain.

MAME

1
H Add 55¢c, far Canada ADDRESS — . |'

In answering + adveriisements p"mw mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Trie WW_-___'"
‘r;,:??'-—'—-_ﬁh ' | The Magazine |

and the Books

E SUBL H!.m-: ]_M: A
P e Six-Dollar Value

FOR

|| $3.00

: I |-.|-1 inaa_g..:lin.r = ; Y rn-: The Countryside Library—3 volumes

The Countryside Combination

The Countryside Magazine | The Countryside Library

L THREE YVOLUMES BY L. H. BAILEY
ONE YEAR
ar follows 2
(For Ten Years, Suburban Life) The Principles of Agricultore. 336 pages, [lus.

The Pruning Book. 545 pages. Hllus,
L. H. BAILEY, Contributing Editor The Qutlook to Nature —Revised Edition.

All of the above delivered prepaid to any point in the United States for $3LM, and MONEY BACK IF
NOT SATISFACTORY., (50 conts exira to Canade. )

THE COUNTRYSIDE MAGAZINE for 1015 will be a continuation of Suburban Life along
.-:|-|_||r||||- I'he articles from |III l -rlrluln-._r | litor, L, H. Bailev, will alone be worth

ibscription price.  The three books above mention .| are among the best Professor
g ¢ bes : I

] |.|| v has ever PR 1, and are offered In '-l.'IIi-:I..'.lil-I: f--| the hrst |'i|||_.‘_-1 'I,_ "‘l'“'-i:ll L'l.]i.iil.'ll
has been printed to make this possible

')imlr Money Back If I\t‘.lt Sﬂtlsfactory

enid us O il wmitil £l .....-. o 1 IFst copv 1 b il » Teach Vil then if ¥Ou are
i Lished, vou can return hooks at our pen ._.HJ wie 1 |||I |“|||II= money

Usee this Ol g 7] V. I'his arider ol ool [ sent ||||n_ L an o
R

I'he Suburban Press Publishers
I'HE ( (FT_ '\ TRYSIDE MAGAZINE, 33 Fourth Ave., New York

I [ e o] 8 L e lor |'| L EYSIDE MAGAZINE ona vear and tl
ir le | im ehr RN LTS i ] I il 1 i i ¥ Are
[
=
T answerm adverfisements please mention SNi BN ER HAGAZIN I E
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13

L:\.',“r. Life Pul.. Ca.

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

Life
as a Christmas gr_‘{i'{_

fimd
lar

What Yoeu Must Do

You need only send us a list of your friends, N
with the proper amount at the rate oi e
ne dollar ( see coupon ) for three months. -\.‘:\-: #

Five dallars (sed coupon ) f':'f one year.
We do all the rest,

Obey That Impulse Now

Enclosed

Une  Dial-
Anadian
Foreign

1.3
Send LiPE
w  ananths o

Upen only to new gubserilsers: no &
CPHERE LOFE IS hand- scription repewed at this Tare,
3 O e N TT A I e o g3 e r 5
s pr IR Jrecliere I COT0rs, LIFE; ta West  jict Street, New York
TETTTIARE trly subscrip=

One Year $5.00. (Canadian 3552, Forcign $6.04)

In answering adveriisements please mention SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE
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McCLURE'

M;re Chapters
from My Life

By S. 5. McCLURE

No .ul.ltllhi.ugr;.i.}lh_\' of Fecel _\.'1~.|1I.‘5
excited such enthusiasm as Mr.
MeClure's remarkable life  story
publizhed last vear. But there were
necessarily many incidents and im-
pressions of the more intimate and
less formal sides of his varied life
which conld not find a I|1.;|1:i~ in that
miemorable book., These are told
in this second serics—fully equal
ininterest to the first,. Chapter 1. en-
titled "0 the Petrograd Express,.™
."I.'|'i'|.l|".l]‘- i.n Ihl' |||'|'|-r|_1||-l,~r

ALL NEWSSTANDS
FIFTEEN CENTS

[n answering adverlisements please mention SURIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Spend
Fifteen
Cents and—

Forget Your Christmas Problem

Look [or these [laces on your news-stand

EFORE you spend a penny for Christmas get the Christmas
Woman’s Home Companion. Consult its big, long list
of 1000 CHRISTMAS SUGGESTIONS—S50 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.
THE DECEMBER

WoMAN’'S HOME COMPANION

HERE'S a new serial by KATHLEEN INORRIS, author of
‘** Mother,”" 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
; el : THE
the coupon and mail it with a dollar bill. It WOMAN'S
: . . : . HOME
will bring vou the Companion for eight months OB A SV

(including Christmas), and the November
number with the first chapter of e e
Kathleen Norris's best novel Kathleen Norri

besides. e

381 Fourth Awve,, ™. Y.

v Pl et ey
W pL.od @illached, Ppleasa

In answering uu’:'a'rm;':u-:r.'#_,.l"."t'd.'-e' mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Her Secret

g You've seen her and you've
wondered.

} € The amount she can spend for clothes is
limited, yet, somehow, there’s an ar of
smariness about her, a finish to her
dress that bespeaks the woman of taste
and refinement.

€ Like so many of ber sisters, she has dis-
covered the secret of good dressing with
a modest purse. She has found that,
after all, her few dollars can be so wisely |
invested that they bring her the best 'l
possible return in satisfactory apparel

g Here, then, is her secret. She buys her |
clothes under the gpuidance of an unques=
tioned authority on woman's dress. She
selects her suits, hats, footwear, hosiery, h
under - garments and all the appurte-
nances to her toilette, not only because
Fashion dictates that this or that shall be 1
worn, but because she knows that what
she buys will give her the greatest l
amount of wear.

€ she has learned to distinguish bebween fadas and I‘

fashions and she is sure that what she buys s not the

wassing fancy of a fernight, but the enduring mode
for the season.

i

4 Harper's Bazar is her guide, Mo matter how much

or how litle !-I‘:F.' han to spend, Harper's Bazar showa
her how her dress allowance can be best invested.
Ll

§ And what Harper's Bazar has done for her it can do
tor you, Send the coupon below with a dollar for a
ten-months” trial subscription and your dress prob.
lem for the Winter, Spring and Summer will be
walved A d-\.'!.:lr oW TMay save ¥you Mmoany fimes
that mount N one poony chosen dress.  Let this ba
your brst economy.

H arpers

119 West 40th St (j

o
— e

MNew York Chty

%
o % o o e — '_1.:_%_-:;]

In uu:r‘;.:;'ug advertisements FF‘E,'-_'"}:-;;;;',;” SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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“Tocrub—tobend X\ The Ideal Christmas Story

—and even to 'I:reak

those who oppose him; to live

wilthout sympathy, sentimen- The entire during
tality or tolerance: to domi-

nate.” Such was the creed sory t+|JE
which made Alexander Hendric hﬂPIH‘-Ds ]ml:da]rs

a millionaire wheat king. Read
his stirring career in

The Way Of SYLVIA’S
The S&}"""g EXPERIMENT

Ridgwell Cullum oo CHEEREUL BOOK
By Margaret R. Piper

Third Printing

A man's book—a woman's
book—a romance of conquest
of deception, with a great The Story of an Unrelated
moral lesson. A revelation of Famﬂ},
the motives underlying labor
i?"_tatmns" But abc’?:':': all Mr. H. V. MeveEr, Manager of the .‘|.mrri..1n
The Way of the Strong ™ is the Baptist Publication Society, Boston, write
stﬂr}'nfama_n who drinks from “If Pollyanna stands for THE GLAD HUl'n .L,,
the cup ﬂf virtue and frum the

.'|I II_ . \ jug of vice, It is the story of SYLVIA’S EXPER]MENT

stands for [H] CHEERFUL BOOE. Cheer-

- \ this man's love for his wife—
| a love which stands out greater ot Sl
\ " I'.lI than all else in his life. It is folnbi 5% dniterof gladness. And s
by the work of a thinker—the “SYLVIA'S EXPERIMENT should be read
.'||I .I'_I \ \ Hiﬂstffpi!‘.‘lﬁt DE a wm’ld-famuus by all the exponents of PGLLY.&NN.&,
Ll VW] novelist.  You willread it once THE GLAD BOOK."
: 'L\ W \Y only to read it again. Ask R el
|| ':t, .\ your book-seller for it to-day iy e i ::,‘,1,1“
A or order direct. : %

\ Itlustrated §1.35 net. By mail il
A usfrafe - nel., By mal $1_47.
THE PAGE COMPANY
GEORGE W. JACOBS & CO. bt sttt e §

Philadelphia Penna.
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A handbook of un-
usual Chrisemas gji-l:a
chosen for you by
Vo guein thebestshops.

The range of prices
is remarkable—there
are jewels, furs and
antiques of greatvalue,
and also many inex-
pensive gift.i that have,
nevertheless, a surpris-
ing chic.

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

GI1FEPFIL S
NUMBER

Dated December 1
On sale November 24

SCRIBN |'_.nf‘- ll' GAZINE ADV L.ﬁ!TIbER

First aid to the last
minute shopper will,
in the Christmas
Vogue, be supplied
through many addi-
tional pages of gifts.

Both December
numbers will, of course,
contain Vcrgufs fa-
mous offer to do its
readers’ Christmas
S[u‘lpping.

Have you availed
yourself of this? If so,
vou know it lichtens

the burden of buu}ring.

CHRISTMAS
NUMBER

Dated December 15
On sale December 8§

The longer your Christmas list, the more you need these
December numbers of \v"ﬁgm‘. Instead of the limited stocks
of the local 5-]11:“-?5_, thrl:rugh these numbers you can choose
from the best mermpol:mn shops.

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

VOGUE

Twice a month 443 Fourth Ave., New York $4 o year

25 cenls o FIEIFRDET E“”rl.lf"_i .-‘\-..i\f iz .'I:-'Jfl".'l.'-:ln'r T‘T-"l.‘rru'.\:,l';.‘-fr:l' r:'umber_-r
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When wou think of writing
think of Whiting,

WHITING’S
KEWPIE PAPERS

Here are the Kewpies on note
paper {or children. The Eew-
pies themselves are famous the
world over. Every child loves
them and will want a box of
this dainty stationery. We
furnish the Kewpie Papers
both for correspondence and
for party invitations. They are
especially appropriate for holi- e —
day presents, and will un- : o H
doubtedly be one of the most 5@'&-3? m |
popular papers for children sl N
ever made. [ G O

WHITING PAPER COMPANY I |

HEW YORK FHILADELFNIA CHICAGD

What Clarkson
is Doing for

the Book Buyer

N peveral hardred thoossnd Lit

iim the hames af gl kn every walk o

life=iromm the day laboree to the eol-
legpe professor and high g offi-
etal, from the persons who buy & few
hnuknnfpupu lar fiction to the pericns Who
pride themaslves on hawing the complata
worka of all the standard sothors in De Luse Edidions artiatically
ﬁ'lrl&d and bound—almest every book was bought frem mre. |

MYT Becaose, | have no agents and sell you just the I:I-D-Dlt.l

you want—all new—many at o saving of from 50 to B0

.;....l = yoq1 examine tha Leska i your own home for five :ﬂ:
before paying (or them, If not potisfed, return them at oy
“ﬂ-lﬂ-l.-—l.‘uﬁ“—ﬂﬂi i falkng.

SAMPLE PRICES 7 - ;.'

Barb Werih, 35e, Calling of Dan Metthews, Bic. h =rpenre, i vuli
fsll Bezinie Moreccn, laryest iyve s besd bsdes 51 any %Fw-" put- The Soa of Ascs: On Earth Peace, Gond Will Toward Men.
Eahed, publishor's price §—my prics §24. Librarry of Osators, 16 voli. A bentilad g

.ul“'- 8 price, Sle—my price, §#,76,  Home gn UNI- clath, LT gt picture, by E rught. El:r_'lu.uu in
r:;,—-l. price, #4—m prr Wi, Mrampra an urn of ks S-UIIEHI
Confederaiy, & -nmo::n, ]Jub'llh!f B PR, Pﬁ=
Animala nl"Nm'l.'h A.m-:n-q puhlisasr’s prics, '-m:r P'G“' :?’E“"‘"
e e 'Ln: 'ﬂ' | o ralnmw_mrmmﬂ- in ln'i:h:tl'rr!-rr

A ' Wor = -

gt iy et ;ﬁf e Deakiong: hdseanes and tiak
S s S . g B0 | "‘" e For 20 years & Hall- Mark oi Good Taste in Pictures
E:."u.‘ii’ifi' conts Eidé:'u -Ilnr—l-l-.:-ﬂ- " '-"anmnlcln '?th- ﬂ il I-IMII: Unsurpassed fo
§7.80. Pou, b S0—ised all standsrd sulbars 8L At Art Stores, oF et r-n ;'-|-|.. al. BL00 o ST

Get Mr BI. . New Catalng' Above picture, Tx8, 20.25; Wbx 12 I.alfl.l.'l II.':A._'". £ -I-_I:

Iﬂlnlrllad Catalogue, practically kel A
H:‘Wﬁ:mﬁ"ﬁ-ﬁ'&:‘ﬂ"ﬁ,ﬁh ,[\o;n.:..'c:ﬁ.-:m can Art, sent on recupt DF 28 centa [stamps sccepred)

literaturs, giving nationalities, dote of birth aod death of '|l"~ oot deducted from subsequent purchase of Prints
a:.d. D,f::‘ lumw;:}::ﬁm:nlﬂgumiﬂ' e, B Also a d.iulingui:hed new series
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Ever Try Winter Camping ?

The December All Outdoors gives you more
than 50 concrete suggestions. Skis. Snow-
Shoes.  All brief and helpful.

Moose or Bear?

Stillhunting. The rifle. Load. FEquip-
ment. All are covered in the December

I=SLLE,

The Winter Work Shop

Department gives condensed, clear sngoes-
tions on making vour own fishing tackle,
canoe and boat building, ete,

Each one of the 150 articles in the Decem-
ber All Outdonrs is specially selected for the
B80T, I':rl'r}" icture timely. If Vo do
anvthing out-of-doors you will like All Out-
'L.I.U'F"\--.

At vour nearest newsdealer 15 cents—or
i_lftt-l'r s tk“" 1'1.||.|.l]1:|n|.

ALL OUTDMMIRS, Inc.,
145 West doth St., New York

Send me ALL OUTDHMIRS for six months
on trial. 50 cents is enclosed. (31040 for a

year. |
Noamee

Address

Look at This Offer!

To Scribner’s Readers

Good Until January Ist

THE NATIONAL FOOD MAGAZINE | Price for
for 8 months and these two books: ] all three
“Parties and Entertainments,* |

“Dinners and Luncheons." ) sl"}u

The regular subscription price of the maga-
zine alone is $1.50 per year.

The National Food Magazine

The world's leading food publication, con-
tains valuahle Health articles, Table Stories,
Entertainments, Toasts, News of Women's
Clubs and Fiction.
“ The three great sources of trouble, want,
poverty and sin are

IGNORANCE of the use of FOOD

IGNORANCE of the use of THOUGHT

IGNORANCE of the use of the DOLLAR
THE NATIONAL FooD MAGAZINE is help-
ing remove these three causes, and is, in
g0 doing, helping to make better peaple,
happier homes and a stronger nation.”—
EEv. W. C. PooLE.

“Parties and Entertainments”
Especially commends itself to that perplexcd
army of women who are vainly searching
for new and novel Conceplioms— for some-
thing te replace the thread-worn ideas of
old-time social usage.

“Dinners and Luncheons”
1s for the overworked, perturbed American
hostess.  The supgestions therein will
lighten her perplexities and transform her
wark of entertaining from a task of dread
to one of de light.
NATIONAL FOOD MAGAZINE

Dept. 5. 45 West 34th Street, New York

Boys

old and young!  Also,
people interested in boys!
Turn 1o mh'u-‘rtisiug pages
22 and 53 now. before

you f orget.

I ans '..-';r':';'g advertisements JI'J.".' ase mention SCRIBN ER'S M. i.;._[ ZINE
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The Scribner Bookstore :

HOLIDAY SERVICE
“This year make it Books”’

You will receive an immediate

Hard times?

Not at Christmas.

Moneyv worries have no place at
the Tree. Has it occurred to you
that books cost less than nothing
in proportion to their value n
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 vear. The appreciation of
vour friends will show you that
books are the 1deal presents.
At any rate, this year make 1t
Books.

Early or late, the service at the
Seribner Bookstore is the same.
It adjusts itself instantly to the

and courteous response.

If you can call at the Scribner

Bookstore
mteresting

you

will

find

There

ITLETY
are

things.

books in color, Christmas books,
fiction, French books, war books,
poetry, art, drama. There 15 a
particularly fine assortment of
beautifully decorated, illustrated,
and bound hooks especially de-
signed for gifts.

And then, too, the Seribner Book-
store has one of the finest collec-
tions of rare books in the country.
These are not merely of permanent
value. Ewvery year increases their

importance.

As investments they

“rush’;

there is no delay if you

are late in ordering.

When you

have decided to *° make it Books,”
write, wire, call, or telephone.

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
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——SCRIBNER WAR BOOKS

THE LAST SHO'T

By FREDFRI K PALMER

Veteran Corre aponen i af Five Warz
What the English critics are saying:

“ A big hook in every sense of the term.”—Eowy Puesn in The Bookman.
“ An extraordinary book, illuminating, haunting, compelling,”—Shefficld Telegraph.
“Alany of the elements of real greatness, imagination, humour, power, and pity."

#1.95 net —Evening Standard.
i iy
GERMANY ALLIES
. Germany and the Germans England and the English
Frou ax Asmericax Pomxt or View Frou ax Auericaxy Pomxt oF View
By Price CoLurer Br Price Covuier

snid sane o ook as (ks on a t||||i-|_"l||:mt1'| which
r man and woman who can bold & pen
aAl whenee by wTite i

&l P b into an inks
I|1-|'r1r r ol Lhe Fare.”

France Under the Republic

Monarchical Socialism in

By Jeax CHARLEMAGNE BRacg

Germany [ *Your s & Jomgrlel f Englich readers
X ' - I'ndeed, I Bere BE we bl
By Eiven Ropents French sus imapartial ur o
“AIe Roberts bas placed th it e p —Hexmr van Dvke, [7, 8, Ambassadar fo
fefore his resds thi Netherliud 150 nat
in re ’
| The Diplomatic History of the War
Hudent,”— ] ; = FEmren py M. P I’1.:|- E, ":.[ A
125 n P i Thin I!I. the firsk comiplets wirr] « r|1| events pres
1.2 36 e Erird . [ it || 1 Dhary o i i

The Evolution of Modern

S x iliffe . " 2 e
t-:""--t many |'-"1'_"-'|""l' of the countries eoncerned, and much I:I-Irigjll..'.rnrl
By W ” \RBUTT ]'H'I.'I- RO maller In Proas
II| by o long v t and exhastive | -'1! l .I
s il -f Lhie e in Licrmany odern \_'l;}"h"hl"-[ By G. ALEXIN:ET
" I ,l:.I ‘-.. ; & La alweyl Russia that have
Cheap od La k-] 21,540 mrd i o knows of no other thal

v wilhin so small

The Hapsburg Monarchy '
By Hesey Wirknasm STEED 1-_'1'3:[“-.1 nf l]l!' ]_71-{..“‘_.]1

“The puthar writes with n fullness, o deliberation, and
il i 1 | itk

By E. Hanrimon Banker

r " He !' v iltemplod nothing more than to produce a book
L 1oy i | and peniss --!I the

trmnle B

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS @f& FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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Colopel Roosevell and the Grst joguar.

THROUGH THE BRAZILIAN
WILDERNESS

B}:’ Theodore Roosevelt

'1‘]'|i.\ |-= {:-I'I.Iﬂlrli'] Roosevelt's own narrative of his moat \.'Il'i_::ii]“l l'_\|'||'<i.i[i||:| 1!'.r||||__r_||_
a part of Brazl never visited by civilized man, ineluding o 500-mile journey on mule-
hack across the height of land between the river systems of the Paraguay and the
Amazon, and many adventures on the famous * River of Doubt *: ohservations on
the most brilhiant and varied birdd life of the South American trllj.li-.'w; ||||||Lij|5_1 of the
jaguar, the tapir, the peceary, the giant anteater and other unusual animals of the
jungle; visits to half-civilized and to wholly barbarous wild Indian tribes—all of this
varicd pancrama is depicted by Colonel Roosevelt in his most graphic and pictur-
eRLue _-i_\.'||'. f||E| aof |_]|1_" j-:r_“.' of Teww ju]".'l.'r'ltll'l"l':\.

The illustrations are carefully chosen from hundreds of films made by Kermit
Roosevelt, Fiala, Harper, and other members of the expedition, presenling a variety
of views of inaccessible regions not hitherto available. The volume is primﬁ] in the
same handsome and substantial manner as * African Game Trails.”

Witk illustrations from photographs by Keaurr Roosevent and other members of the erxpedifion,
Bro.  §3.450 net; posiage exlfra

e,
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SCRIBNER BOOKS

The British Empire and the
United States

A Review oF Tuem Retaroxs Dorixe THE
CexTrryY oF PEack FoLrowrse THE TREATY
oF GHEXT

Br Wiiinas Arcmmsacn Doxwixa. With
an inrr:_h]m Liomn Elll.' the Ricnr Hi INOHABLE
VizcousT Brycr and a preface by NicHoLAS
Murrnay BrrTLER

This ia the [‘111|| alogical moment for the Appearanoe of
a hook which ex mlary of o Lt Wﬁt
lirnt ain and the 1 5. When 1
AR |1.-:T\||-| thee 1 is at war, I=III history 1l! nur
whose dominions borders

A Great Peace Maker

Tre Diary oF JasmEs Gartatiy v Evmope
From tHE AueEricax Peawe Turoven tHE
DowNFALL OF N.\I‘UL}:H.‘\' axp THE FoLnow-
%G YEARS
This journsl of the son and secretary of Albert Gallatin,
who sccompanted his [alker during l:||r negotiation of I||e
Treaty of Ghent sad alterward duning bes nmmstnes to France,
| . 1820=7, is one of the naost L-r:tw.
ng commentares on that perod ever
sl imporiance, ss being the work of a
1e chance to obssrve and comprebend great
s was umique, is obviously great. Hut the
ikl he charmed rather by the candid, sharp,
[ servations upon great men and women, and
evenls in Franee and England st the end of the Napoleonio
era, made by this American youth.

Outlines of Interrm-

tional Law
By Crances H. StockTox
'I.|I1||r||| Stocktol ||~I- |ru Lix ||\i'|:

BLES net

By

J.M.BARRIE

A Book of Plays
HALF HOURS

The Twelve-Pound Look
Rosalind
The Will

postag

Tt rad
£2 5 mel )

The Man Behind
the Bars

By Wixirren Love
TavLon

To gain the confidence of con-
o Koow their inoer lives, and
through this knowledgpe to attempk Lo
beiter prison conditions and methods
of pupishment throughout the coun-

vicks,

Including try is Miss Taylor's life nim, In this
hisle, ¢ |-||||_||'|-|'|]--|l a sirios of aneedates,
Pantaloon amasing, pathetic, and all intensely in-

feresting, =he b i bsd e thie |'1]H'ri-
rOe ||l [sTF1r Tears ol .nn.|||||_r,_|.lml
work mn this Geld. Io it sympathy,

sareq i |.| Ly human L ||.||h' the "ln-lk
cinaling and pives the
w --f w class too little known

to most of WS, gy 50 net ; pastagy exira

A Short History of

John. Duke. and Sarah. Duchess
of Marlborough. 1660-1711

By Svoamr J. Bem. DOCL. With
duction by the DURE oF MARLBOROUGH,

an inlroes
SR
% Im g1y

-|-|| afui Ehe

24060 e

Bernadotte. The First Phase

1763-1799
By Dvxean

the High Court

A bingraphy of sasts
to ke literature of the 1

lugtrated,

Pioxeer Barrox, o Judpge of
of Justice in Lreland

sberest andl

2 valuable addition
Revoluthon and Napoleom.

BLTS nef

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
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ir sining Schos
-Ih or work on Canada
pily form. The
Canmiian annals, author-
ainil r- Jere uis re, ¢id, w anid &
Copy Act, make it mosl
& " whle for umivers Tty and [||.||||||_ |||'|r.j_r|_|,-|.

E3.00 et
Essays
By Avce MeyNELL
ghifully sponiamenus essavs fall of appreciation of
i anad ew wsations, To fead one withoat

#t as aifficult as to hegin one
12ma,  $1.50 net

almao

Tur]-.l-h Memories

By Sipxery Worraas
A Ee s

conlains un

e Lo bis "German Memories™ that
mortanitics for abi -.||||ng intimale pers
omnl views of the court and the life of the people,

Bro. 2223 mer
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SCRIBNER BOOKS

Notes on Novelists | Robert Frank

5 = 2 .
with SO1e U't].'.l.t‘l' Notes By Sicure Isses
|{1|' HeExny Jases Henry Thaen's only som i the suthar of this ||r.-|1|m which
Willians Archer, the |l|:l|||-"|.|.|=|.|.1d ]'_|.|.|,|| b eritic, censiders
Here is a book which abeacribies with peuetrsting snaly s convimcing proof that be p-::mr—ﬂ “dramatic fac ulty in
amd in o thoroughly enlerlaining manner of telling ihe work abundance,”  Mr Archer defines it ps *'a pnnort'ul anid
nat only of the great mslern novelists of the last century, intereating ay which claims allention on its own merits,”
Btovensin, fole, Balzac, Flanhert, and Thockeray, bt also ‘eminently n’ play of to-day, er, rather, perhaps, ol 1o~

Lakes up in a |hu{-ln r¢ u1|||w| 'I'h.- Mew Novel ' e waork i
of Galsworthy, Mrs. Wharton, Courad, Wells, Walpole, vviimed im the fact that its mative is the attempt of & young
Bepmett and 1 -rlhl'r e Eirbint coniemporary noy sbilesman 1o eod, ouce 1 fosr *”. Lhe :\.|r||;r:r L=t wowrwan
ists,  This chagster gives in e ks keen amd antheri- copital and labar by dr atically beroic mensuness
Lative & onitiEsm of presenl- i |_'| o @5 can be Do, ELES wcl postage exird

EE0 el ; jiosldge cFFAE

bon Mins Artist and Public, and 'D'E]lﬂl.:
SR Essays on Art Subjects
By Usa A Huse e
Here is child flealizna A :\-[‘:'1,‘: ‘T{}LI'-},[I-Z {_}F‘ By Kexvox Cox

described in personal 1 & i There is oo one wriling of art lo=
A semeitive amd  imagie l‘(]hll:‘! li‘i_ tay wath the vitality that flls every
vreales in ber funey & second self em- paragraph of Mr. Cox’s work. Iis
bodying her dearest ideals. “The two Crevdons Troo what bas becomse al mist

selve 22 grow i toget heer s m.-cl. evembually l i convenlional jargon an much art
becouse ope,  The ook is jptessely 1 erilicisan, and the ecssemtinl interest of
inferesting nob ooly frow & bumasn every comment amid suggestion, aceniast,
for an altagether oxe u;:uu".‘;l SO

[llul’.ll‘. af view bt wlso From that of o -
sevnlific paycheligist, | thist bis book su The Classic Spank
B1.95 wel ; puoalage cxfra biis bad within the last [ew NEiLrs

that will be repeated with this
The Ha.-'-kr'tr}' DYKE

Book s
THE GRAND One Woman Lo

By Many Mites Braxonann Bl Anc lh A
J.'\ tx.l.rt-.:'fuil_r |_:-r-'i||.1.r-.'-J[.‘ L"Eu-ull-".-' l :-1_.\ 1 ‘_}_\ % -\ \q ]} i ;J‘_ Ly

(INTR [} e E EOCiEnl Cral 0ok imbers 7 O et a P =1

:---t'llllﬂ reeds=u cralt which was prob. "}’l’HEI{ 1"_}]::\['-_5 and Other Poems

rrow,”  The trith of th asl oo nt is sulficiently

troted, ®1.50 uely portage exfro

ably the arigin of all the textile arts of - - By Corrxxe RoosEvELT
the world., Beginnime willi deseripe e gt
tions of fools and molenals the oos L T Jushotipe (A h ] Ropixsoy

Lhar 1;r|_u,|,uu].- |:_'| vasy slages |I‘|F-|'|IJ|.'||
all the simpler wesves 1D thr
elaborate designs until * o our wisr
fildlowe the Tpslian [ making the basket the expomenl of
somelbing withi

Hew,  Iaslvated, 2200 jiel & prealiege cxfra

“AMlrs. Hol o has & |";.|-| ol
[T I gl CRpITeasding Al a
i il poelry which rarely perosls o discord

Essentials in Music History

By Trouss Tarrer axp PERcy GoETscrivs

Criticism

Thiz work is Jdesigined to ailford o simipls mar- 3 1 el e
radive ::F the influer :n that lave -.-nl Aih = ' Iy ina= By W, C. BrowsgLL
portail file in brisging the art of muse Lo be position it

Ths suggestive ¢ opr o avslemalee exposition ond

pecupies o-dagy, x sl of eritis [ tlse Foremost American critis

| Th' "":‘I ﬂ-:‘r prinsilive J_l" ||-”I-Ia-llr:-I J“'I r,i:-l-;:]’ ’U:I r::"' I*!r I comsiders philisophically the field iy, Eiipment,
e e ' Biadaite] -|.. Ry eriteryen and metboed of criticism inoa way that will equally
'\'1'-":'} i awlight readers, authors, and rilics,
4 a
Lo=duy, cunalitufes the princi 55 eenls nel ;- puslinge cxfr

LM pnd ;orralc

The Poems of
Edward Sandford Martin

polleetion i= the s I
pionlipcl al ihe author's ikl buoe uwoods,
arch, serious amwl Lo J:.r- i lighter louch, gra
wre Lhoughilul subatamoe whellier il veréa o rrose,

BLA0 uef

On Acting

By Buaxpen MaTvnrws

e i bhat there is no
v ey
wul Lo
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SCRIBNER FICTION

PIERRE VINTON

The Adventures of a 5L|lr-'rl|1|lrt|:- Hushand

By Edward C. Venable

of the sweetness of the
Out-of-the-Way.

From the opening paragraph:
tween an |t]][rl1|. teacup and an & mpllr «] teac uph.
|r| we in the |m'- ol Thlll1 . 1o be a little zoiled In u=e. anil ‘I-'-llil a Illilt‘

15, as I see it. to be an :||||rt|4 li ie acup. S

l-"ir.-t fis ].;1-! H | ]llii':-l. of lullu[ .-Imnt..un |1j. and punge nt 1‘|rh‘r|u*:-:s.

there 1= be-
To have no longer any

“What a vast difference

Past in the Lli_]r[h- of vou. to be !nu" nnI\ to the

1000 gt I ._-.-.'-1:,1.- |

PR

\

One Clear Call
“:t ]"I'.illi'l"‘ \illll'llﬂ
'[-'r'n'n'tls*

“And So They
Were Married”
v Comedy of the New Woman

H\ L'“i T‘mlll'il
“l IE]ILIJII"

i = ll.- The Marst
\ i tnz 1he
Ik il w haed 3=
har ...I I i l-llli EIII ) ) .. -‘-" -
ual o [he bera amd . )
; ,.'f'_ o hederi ot 1 The Woman in

the Alcove

5
Mo immense amount of cles By Jennette Lee
AN gagie 0 thie e ol e, W 1 ot the least of "-1r Loes
Its ¢ thles ar whievement that she has peesent I
paint; itssituations ure ingeniou trut s
| - Lt Barnishe i
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SCRIBNER FICTION
GIDEON'S BAND

A Tale of the }Iihhiﬁ:‘illl}i

By George W. Cable

The New York Evening Sun says: “A lover of his “0Old Creale Days’ may take up
this hook 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
nat 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: ©“Mr. 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
15 sure to anterest you. The picture is of a beautiful mellowness,”

$51.33 net; postage cxira

Will France Cross the
Frontier

>

&
Read what
| | Frederick Palmer

Prn_ph esies in

| The Last Shot

h RALPH D. PAINE | = :
' ' Night Watches
The Iy N acole The City of

A new we |||u al this |'.|||_...u_- linoe-

ist’s most delightful stories of seamen,

Wall Between | lghroe i et | Numbered Days

“Hiz pen i3 of o robusi and well-
= authenticnted sort which has many pro o = v
By Ralph D. Paine toiyper He T the’ mot st By Francis Lynde
£ years

writer of humoro
vt Lo I:_;:'Iul in Ter
5

SOMLE TOLELNE
is lar and
The

"--r ] nile s b il us
“Me, Paine has maile a substantiol 7 I Hepuldican. By
and atirsctive menumenl to the Marine Ilnsirared, E1.25 nel ; poalape exira
Carps in his narrative of pesce st the

Falmouth Navy Yand, sod his stirming

account of their adventures in Nica- Thﬂ Tl‘a\‘* lLI_
ragua, which looks much like a bit of
recent experience in Mesioo . The B‘r Jnllllt 5 ]3 Lfl]l]lﬂl I"-
story is written in Mr. Paine's cuslomary

varle siyle, and it will be oo leas agpre- : b
aated by all good Americans thap by
Lhe marines, who are given a pew gloris
Beation."—Boston Fronscripl.
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FOR

BOYS AND GIRLS

The Famous Beard
Books

These famous  books  andd
those listed below by Mr.
IF'.'Hr'i b .'|IIE"|1'|"; Afe im § new

and cheaper edition.

The Bay Pieneers

The Field and Forest Handy Book
The Jack of All Trades

The Crutdoear Handy Book

The American Boy's Hondy Bonk

Books by Lina and
Adelia B, Beard
Things Worth Doing and How Te

4 Them
What o Girl Can Make amid s
The Americam Girl’s Handy Boak
Recreation Tor Girls
Each,

iltwrtrated, 215 met

By Crnartes axp Many Lavn

Tales from

Shakespeare
“We bave never seem o p lwlier
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African Adventure Stories
By T Arpex Lommveg. Field Naturalist to the Roosevelt
African Expedition
With a forewornd |r|'l rrr!F.n’ll.ll wwE HoofEVELT

PARTIAL CONTENTS

Blacks A Race with a Rhino

A Narrow Escape Tram African
: e lmprhunrd by o Enb—.ru

Fighting an African Cirass Fire
Chased by an Oeirich

SMauled by am Ele phamt

A Faital Encounter with Lions
Wild Animals Thar [ Have " Ex ™

T strated S,

Shelters, Shacks, and Shanties
By Damien €. Bearp, author of “The Jack of Al
Trades,” * The American Bov’s Handy Book,™ ete.

reqeesls from Hao others inke
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Toarpaxsox
bioiri Wha sl

[hetr nnrrow s 10 -|1u.|.||:. storms,

=3 their huanting anl Bahing adventures in Newloomlland 3 the delightful
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The Wind in the Willows

By KExxErn Granaue
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The Boy Emigrants

By Noan Brooks
A series of glowing pictures Lrillianily Dlustraling the story of the rush o the
California g\_l||.| ficlds im [url V-nime gre ql|_l, vohances the value of Lhis alee ¥ Knowl-
edged classic.  The pmluumul. populwrity of the hook calls for its publication in this
handsome edition, and warfaols Lbe expectation that it will be a leading holidoy
ook of the season,
Witk 10 full-page illustrations and lening-paper in Jull colors by
I. Do
o, TH S

M) ped 2

Jurstage exlra

By GEORGE BIRD GRINNELL

The Wolf Hunters

A Srory oF THE Burrino Praixs
Edited and

arranged  from the Muanuseript Diary of
Rosert M. Peck by GeEonceE Birp GriNyELL

The true adventones apad thrilling [ L R ol three Young cavadryvinen whio
spent the winter of 18G1=62 in bunting wolve: o the Western Plaime, How they
gol the best of the Jay-Hawkers, how they caried oul their dangersus amd exciting
work, far even from an army post, and how (hey stoosd oif the Tndiams 1o ihe lost is
a remarkable record of & | adventure.  The hook is a tree aml exciting stor
of fromtier davs.

AP

Tusdrated, 2125 nel # ‘u..'\-lll.l:.h ot i

Blackfeet Indian Stories

L Imdian [elk-la;
intimade stady wnd knowledes o

C. Wyern
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and are here related
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Other Volumes
Illustrated in Color
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3 net ; purtuge extra

STEVENSON'S
THEASURE I=LAND

Prcromes vy N, C, Wygvn 84.25 acl

THE ARABRIAN NIGHTS

Emven oy Kate Davaias Wicais
Ak NoRA  AnCoinaLn  SsrT.
Picrumis oy Maxnzee Fannisn
22,25 acl
STEVENSON"S
A CHILD'S GARDEXN OF VER=E=S
Puromes oy
SWITH LR

dEsslE

FIELI¥F=

I'OEM= OF CHILDMCHE
Ficromss vy Maxmoenn PanrEn

BT net

=T RTONS

THE QUEEN"S MU=EDM
Pretones u¥ Fuepiiiwi Ricmanns
T w225 {

CHRISTMAS TALES

ANDY CHRISTMAS VERSE
by Eraese Fieon
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SCRIBNER BOOKS

In Dickens’s London

Bx F. Horrixson Saits

The rare veesatility of an nothor who can transfer to
paper his fm wins of almosphers ns well charcaal
skoteh ne in todd descraption has mado this book
ver of Dhckens and o the lover aof
d bhounts of dusty old people, hid
farever bl for 1D p are visited agsin and }<lu1|l:| [HTL
changed. Where dern things bhave crept in they are
maticed with quick ohservation, keen humor, and that sym-
puthy with the hwman which the author shares with the
great Dickens himself,
Nlustrated with 24 Jull-page illustratione from the aufbor’s

drawrngy in choreon!. B350 adl ) poaloge ertra

The Cruise of the +Janet Nichol™

WFEIAD

Memories

By Jorx GALSWORTHY

This is & charmingly sympathetic biographical sketch of
n dog—a spaniel that came into the nuthor's possession al-
maost at birth and remained with him throogh life. It hea
none of the imagisative exagperation common in modern
nnimal stories—records nothing improbable at all. I_!ul the
nuthor's insight and bis power of interpretation m-lul.rldynlu-e
the fittle spaniel and braog him into the reader’s infimate
sympathy. The text is made even more vivid by Miss
Earl's delightful prelures,
Jiruatrmed with four F||.!|'r;||ngr eodired (iualtrmlions ond a Jr:rp:l

uumber in Nack ond white by ¥Mavn Eanr.
RS0 nef ; podfage cxfra

Path-Flower and Other Verses

TueDiasyorMis. RopERT
Lovs STEvENSOX
Th

i e i Erealer In=para
angd = for lovers of Stevens
| his work thisn in l;ll--_:li.ur_\' _--f ]|_:|t
wile, written dunmg itheir croise in
1300, with no thought of poblication,
Biak, ns. zhe EEYE, Yo be P her b
||.|||.]'- I mHsry W ||J_ i 1|u WA |]|.1.f_l.'
hodd (allen in srrepre.””  Ib in foll of
vivid descriptionzof strnnge characters,
Bsth native amal white, amd also @ves
miasl fuscinnting glimpses of Stevenson

which are o delightful addsl

ween gaven o the

puablic in any way

Fully ilwrirated from photographs faken

during the frip, ard [ tlier sOnres,
AL.75 mel age erled

Decoration
in England from
1660-177

B0 et

The
End of the Trail

Awtkae gf ' The Ligd Framiiee "

B:.' E. Alexander Powell
This vaolume dorives o ehance interest from
the Iaet that travel must for 5 time be cop-
fimed bo Amenca; it 13 crowded with inci-
dental suggeations for the traveller, whether
ke chall |'|-II-|r: poiles ||N'-|'l'ihr|i l||_l,' r:|:|, .|1I
stecl, or, free in the posseasi
may take the winding course ol faney. “The
aulhier's principal motive is Lo reveal the
vxislenoe of the |'|i|||||-|-_- im *“they ||rl||||| ie]
onil noexpdodted portinns of the Lost Weet,™
to shaw that just off ilie ususl roules of
s there are shill those plcturesque
pomditionz that give “The West™ jta l:h:-
mour, hut be exposss every feature of the
regiona eovered and descrilies Uiedf pres-
ent conditions snd their prospects,

poifage srird

By Ouwve T. Daggax

* Her vorabulary is varied, glow-
iuw. t':Z|Jr|-'I-'-i'I.'I' im]u]nj".hhiF h pn-etnf
great charm and power has appeared
in the person of (live Tilford Darran.™
- Jases Hruexen, ia Hhe Vorlk Amers
ican Review.

21325 nad

Edinburgh :

Picturesque Notes

Br Bosert Lotis STEVENSON
A besutiful edition of this classic
work on the capital of Seatland, i
which Btevensen displayed some of the
most charming and personal phases of
bis style nod his character, llestrated
by & master band.
rated edition, with 10 full-poge
wir by Jasies Henon.
R1.75 nat

Fables

y of & miotor,

By Fraxos LExvoos
. This busak covers the whale ranpe of fnlerior .:-.l.r..li..ﬂI
inelualine wall devoralmn, chimney-pieces, staire . Wil
earving, panelling, derorative painting, plaster wark, ste,
Decaration af grest simplicity anid peliced b lustrated o
well as evampiles of elaboral hoess of efecl.
The ke makes ks spp
work of on

arving nne
_.||| whio are o tracted by ibe
s ol English art lisiory.

#1508 mel

Grinling Gibbonz and the Wood-
work of His Age, 1648-172

By H

Aviay Trerrea, MLA., F3A.

Erentesl carver in wood

Ml irang-
rl ddeawings

A Window in Thrums
By J. M

Wiih 11 Ffoll-page jHastrodom ¥ Jar by A,

B asiene

CHARLES

By Bosert Lovis SteveExsox

"I am very much steick with Mr. Hermonn's drawings to
the Blevensan ' Fables.! They seem lo me bo show remnrkahle
power, both of invention and hand."—Smyer Couvi

Wetrated with 20 full-poge ilfusteations, 20 initials, and 20 fail-
pieate by E. R. HERsiaxs.
E3.00 net

Life and Letters of the Ttalian
Renaissance By Camstorner Hane

In i'brnl--;p'lla-r ]Ixn-'u_'.'.n:rirnu-. sbudies aof ithe Renatssnnce,
be has told the story of illustrious ladies, of emperors snd

kings, of popes and warriors, and followsd thelr evemtful
careers ad makers of history in Italy and other lands. But
':I"' h'r\-ﬂ'-nf work 15 concerned with o deeper and more en-
thra

g inlerest,

It i3 an attempt to describe the Life and
ers ol he Ii

iam Henabssance ; the spiritual snd intel-
materinl splendor of that epoch.
humanist, the novelle writer,
aod the gifted letter-writer,
1, o Machiavelli and Baldassare

FX 0y net

| The Hills of Home

By L. Macimax Warr, Wimn Pextoasp
Essavs by Rosert Lovis STEvEssow

j
2060 sl

12 full. g e ratians in cofor, Bro,
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SCRIBNER BOOKS

THE WORKS OF

DGAR ALLAN POE

Collected and Edited h}'
E. C. Stedman and G. E. Woodberry

For some time Messis, CHARLES ScRIBNER s S0Ns have con-
templated adding a set of Poe to their Library of Modern Authors.
Thev 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-
mian, which seemed almost perfect in its editorial treatment, He-
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 DEFINTTIVE EDITION

I'rofessor Woodberry has taken advantage of the opportunity
Lo meorporate 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
peneral reader of Poe,

THE ILLUSTRATIONS

The set is enriched with a remarkable series of well-authenticated portraits, views of seenes

connected with Pog, and eighteen illustrations from drawings by Aveesr Eowarp STERNER,

all reproduced in photogravure, to which are added two facsimiles of the author’s u.;umuuy

PAPER, BINDING, AND PRINTING

All the volumes bave been printed from new plates, the type being the large aud handd-
RO lﬁ—puinl Seoteh, in which the edition of Turgeniefl's novels in the Ser.boner Li- F ]
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 imitials in water-mark, careful printing and elegance and taste of the
highest degree in the binding, combine o make the manufacture of these boaks
representalive of the finest art of the book-maker of to-day.

. Meredith

. Barne

L §
Other Sets in Seribner’s Library of Modern Authors Curgenicd
THACKERAY—Kensington Edition PARKER—Twmperial Edition i Freld ey
STEVENSON=Thistle Edition HOPKINSON SMITH—Beacon Edition Mitchedl  Sindktan
JAMES=New York Ed KIPLING—Uulward Bound Edigien H -;:-k." stk b I:
DICKENS— omg FIELD—=abine Edition
MEREDITH-—M: RILEY-—Homestead Edilion CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

BARRIE=Thistle E:liti
CARLYLE—Edinhurgh Edition
TOLSTOI—luternativnal Edition
TURGENIEFI
IBSEN=—Yiking Editiom

Tnternationsl Editien

ROOSEVELT—Elkhorn Edition
MITCHEL] Edpewood Edition
PAGE—Tlantation Edition

STOCKTON—5homnudoak Nawe

Edition - / e
\"u

reference (o authors checked above.

Please send imlarmation in

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
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SCHOOLS axo COLLEGES

The School and College Service
of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

The work of the School and College Service of Seribner’s Magazine is
to give information and offer suggestions which will help parents in
selecting just the right schools for their children. Many years of
association with Private Schools have giw‘-n Seribner’s most reliable
information in these matters.  This information is at the disposal of
our readers. It i= given without charge. The service covers the
Private School field. It includes “niu-ﬂing Schools, Eu"pgp Pl’l?purﬂll"r}'
Schools, Finishing Schools, Foreign and Travel Schools, Schools of Musie
and Dramatic Art. Hilimr}- Rehools, EiII‘I’I_"&])U]H]!'IH'P Schools, Technical
Schools, Summer Camps and Vacation Schools, Special Schools.

If the school ]‘Jruhh'ul |}l‘r[l!t"i;l':-'. vou. give us the conditions 1‘|ljluining
and what is desired and the Seribner Service will 50000 vou., Address:

School and College Service
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
Fifth Avenus sl 43ch Streed NEW YORK

.l‘;lffh.ﬂl _I.I'-nr' TR ."i'.-;'n":a'.. |f|a.-u.r;."n',ll__ L ,,Irfrh',ll ?I.ilfr _-’fn’l:;.'ll.' ‘Q".JI'IHUIP-"

In answering adveriisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCHOOLS o COLLEGES

NEW YORHK CITY AND VICINITY

MIiSs BANGS AND MISS WHITON =1890-1914
The onfy Country Schood kor Glals s New York Ci ' -
Cortifiabe sdeits tocolleges, A prvabe school park o
wubdour kporis. Gespral (o mclude jssinection in o

Unequalied advantages in music,  Advanced special cosnes

Hiverdala Avenus, near s5nd Steet

Cing.

THE VELTIN ScHOOL

For r.-ar'-s._ College Preparatory and ﬂtlierall Course. Num-
ber of pupils limited 1o twelve in each ¢lass, Fireproof building
:homugi::ﬁt equipped. 160 and 16x West 74ib Sireet

THE GARDNER SCHoOL

(57th year.) Am exclusive school for girls, combining all the ad-
VADtAZes of (iq:,r with delightiul home life. Regular and HpEci.ﬂ
Courses.  Music, Art, Elocution, Drancing. Much outdoor life.
Riding, Skatiog, Swimming, ete, Miza Elunge and Miss Masland,
Principals, fio7 5th Avenue, New York City.

MISS SPENCE'S BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL
For Girls. Number in each class limited to :1[;111._ 1'.v_upu|.|. Fe-
maved from & West 48th Street o new fire proof building 30 West
ccth Sireet.  Besidence 26 West 55th Street.

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL FOR Bovs
“A school that i better than the catalogue.”™
:Qmmandi.m: a qn-mil.t_ veew of 1he Hudson.
'ﬁ‘nrk. Complete e uipment. All sports, College preparaiory,
Character pedercnces required,  Catalogue on poquest.

ining-cn-Hud=on, New York.

THE COMSTOCK BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL
for Girls. 52 East 7ad Street, New York City. Special and Ad-
vanced Courses, Music, Art, Languages, Physical Culture, Maony
Social Advantages, 3 :

Lydaa Drwight Day, Principal; Fanny €. Neale, Viee-Principal.

oo [t elevation
32 miles from New

CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY
A Sehoal lor Gerls, 16 r:u.l!."& frein Mew York, Healtlifil loca-
twon; spaciows buildings. Excellent advanfages in music and arl.
Greneral and college preparatory courses. Muss Miriam A, Hytel,
FPrincipal, Gardea City, Loog 1sland, New York.

Trrimigle Teacking br Schalariy MWen

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL

A boarding and day school for boys in the open country at River-
dale-on-Hudson, upper New York City. Fourteen acres. Ha
Count life, muncrcnllcge preparation, expert physical training.
Special department for younger boys,
Address Fraonk 5. Hackett, Headmaster, :
Hiverdale-on-Hudson, New York City.
Telephome, 730 Marble,

IF THE SCHOOL PROBLEM PERPLEXES
write the School and College Service of Scrifrer's Mogazing for
helpful suggestions and recommendations.  The service is free
to all inquirers.  Your inguiry will receive individual and careful
comsideration, and a prompt reply, based vpon the dats contained
in your lotter of inquiry,  Address E _
Seuo0L Ao COLLEGE SERVICE, Scribmer's Magozine, New York,

THE KNOX SCHOOL
Formerly at Briarcliff ‘._U'anu: Country School for Girks. 50 min-
utes from New York City
Mrs. Russell H-_-uu'hl--n. Principal,
fox 4, Tarrylown-oo-Huodson, New York.

THE FINCH SCHOOL
Boarding amd Day School for Girls.
tical Courses.  Techn i i
tarial course, book-n

Creneral, Fine Ares, and Prac
g |r\-| ﬂl’.ll'lh.'-lu.‘ 1r.:in.|;¢;_ s
¢ decoration, e
b St New Yook City.

MRS. HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL
AND TRAVEL CLASS FOR GIRLS
{soth vear.) Resident and day pupils.  Air and light. Recres-
tion lawn., Full advantages of city, regular or special courses,
Any art or practical wark desired with privileges of home and a0
cial life sding, Swimming, Teanls.  Individual care.
rag: Filtl Avenwe, New York City

ELINOR COMSTOCK SCHOOL OF MusIc
This school. endogsed by PADEREWSEI, GABRILOVITSCH,
KATHARINE GOODSON, etc., has been trapsferred to larger
quarters in order to receive the numerous pupils unable to go
abroad for studies, Modern comlort.  Single rooms.  Home Lie

care.  Assocustion in daily Life with greatest Virtuosi, Music,
Literatare, Languages, History of Art, Classie Dancing. Day
pupils accepted. ‘Terms for boarders $1300 a year. Elinor Com-
stock {pup of Leschetizky), Priocipal,
41 East 8oth 52. {one block from Central Park, New York City).

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE &7



SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

NEW YORK STATE

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

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

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States

INFANTRY

MODERATE EXPENSES
CAVALRY FIREFROOF BUILDINGS

Miss C. E. Mason's 31237443255 "

Emma WiLLARD SCHOOL FOR GIALS

:-ll"?\-" 0 the kilks, goo G
L i T

MRrS. Dow'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Far circular address
Mrs. Mary E, Dow, Prindpal,
Briarcliff Manor,
New York.

OSS|NING SCHOOL FOR GIALS
Suburban to Mew York. Preparatory, Vocational, Musie, Artand
Haoene Making Uourses. Gt fig and Horlsoulture, a5th vear.
Separate bounse lor younger girls,  Year Book on request.  Clam
C. Fuller, Principal, .'_I-[J.rl|:..'|r] Naramare, Aseol = Principal,
Oazining-on-Hudson, New York

FH\'IHI.'. 5=HDI=L FoR Bovs

RYE SEMINARY

A pirls' school, opne hour from Mew York. Diploma for college
E.rr'm.ri.tc-r_'. and peoeral course,  Certificate privilege to Yassar,

mith, Wellesley and Mount Holyoke, Unusual advantages is
musse, [homestic Science, Physical training, riding and ootdoar
sports. Mre Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, Rye, New Yook

MOUNT PLEASANT ACADEMY

300 ¥ l'r- ares for college, sobe
o malitary = r

schonl ur husizgss  Rating-
T FLEASANT HALL i for
s, umder Mg, Brusic's pes-
-\.r|||.l for catalogoe

s 402, DEiing-on-Hadion, N ¥,

SAINT AGNES SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Forty-ilth vear began Sepiember 30

Misa Matilda Gray, Principal, Albany, New York.

MOHEGAN LAKE 'S--E-HDIDL

ration  for Cul
o a cla
ske. Fh ur
A E ||n|1gr A%, Chas. H, o
1.|I ake, Wesichesser Couniy, vew York

or Business. dves

Heahhiul leca-
under compesent
AN, Frincipals,

T
Hew g, Maheg

CASCADILLA ScHOOL FOR Bo¥s

A Fitting School for Cormell,  Able faculty of specialists
to-datc equipment. Athletic field.
boat bouse, Gy rn_n.l.s.il.|_:||. rowing shells,
Terms s tof$yrr, Send lor Catalogue,
CoV. Parsell, A M., Prncipal, Tthaca, New Yorke

A Goob ScHooL
0ot necessarily o goo

Exten-
Recreation buddisg
Farm of 100 acres.

for all bows or all girls, The mat
successdul sch crein the ponciple of selection, ta
=t fit the ol ta the child. is most widely carried out, It
works to the advantage school as well as to the child,
SCHOOL AND UOLLEGE SERVICE, Scritmer's M apazine, New York.

MEW JERSEY

EU-H'EI ENTOWN |"|I'|II..1'|'|°.R'I’ INSTITUTE

1gh preparat I il 3 (i

MOMTCLAIR ACADEMY

For Boys, Urange Mountalns,  Correspondence or
persomal wisit iovited from th lesining the best

ar Boy apd Our Scho |' will interest you oo malter
your boy is educated. Ad

Johm G, MacYicar I1 .-Ir.- ter, Box 22, Manuclair, ¥, J.

INDIVIDUAL Tucumc.

et her i T - } e

i In answering adveriisemenis ple

edse meniion

PEDDIE INSTITUTE
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MASSACHUSETTS

LASELL SEMINARY
Advanced work for High School graduates,  Music, Art. House.
bodd Sciences.  Twenty acres, twelve buildings,
Address G. M. Winslow, Fh.D., Principal,
115 Woodland Boad, Auburndale. Massachuzebis

MIS5 CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
(Gemeral, Special, and College Preparatory Courses
The Fenway =8, Bostun.

ABBOT ACADEMY

A School for Girls. Founded 18:8. 23 miles from Boson,
Genernl course with Household Science, ™ College Preparation,
Address Miss Bertba Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUMNG WOMEN
txzth vear. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Frincipal,
Miss Laura A, Enctt, A M., Bradiord, Massachuseris

HOUSE 1IN THE PINES

A school for girls. Intermediate and academic gourses, Lan-
guages—native feachers, Music, Houwsehold Ans,  Every aticn-
W, Tt aﬂla 1o habiats of study, but to each gird's health and
happiness. Miss Gertrude E. Cornish, Principal, Norton, Mas-
sachusctts (4o minutes From Boston)

RESTHAVEN SCHOOL
An individual scboal. Booklet gives graphic description of full
day st " Resthaven." Seot oo request.
Miss C. R. Sesbury, Mendon, Mass,

MisSs CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS
For many vears known as ¥ The Burnbam Schocl,”
agth year opens September, 1o135.
Carrespondence shookd be addressed to
Misz B. T, Capen, Priocipal, Nopthampton, Mass.

ROGERS HALL SCHOOL FOR GIALS
Laowell, ]l.j.,mu_':u,u_wus. 38 minotes |'|_'--|.| Bosgomn.
Country sports, New gymnasium and swimming pool,
For catalogue and views, address
Miss Olive 5. Parsons, B.A., Prnopal.

THERE'S A TYPE OF SCHOOL
ot ¢oe iBdividual scheol that will best 8¢ the individuslity of your
bhow or girl. Stody the schoals, - Otain l:he_-jr catalopwes. Helter
still, wisit the schools personally if at all possibie, The schooks will
welcome your visit. If yoo cannot do this write us o suggestions,
addseasing ScEOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, Sortbuar’y Al apazing.

ror GIRLS

Preparatory  and
Finishing School
A finely equipped school.

[da || =2t
School

and ean, there-
(limited number) at
miles

Christmas,
from Bostomn

HWorite for
endl #ades f

88 Summit St.

NEWTON,

Masa,

TEMACRE
A school for twenty-Gve young gicls,
Terms 5-7_5;-:\-
Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mans.

Preparatory to Dana Hall,

MISS GUILD AND MISS EVANS' SCHOOL

33 year. Sumny, airy school rooms. Gymbasium, swimming,
oaidoor tennds.  Domestic Scieace. Laspuapes—native teachers.
Music, Art.  College preparatory and gemeral courses. Advapced
courses for hig bl gradustes.

#g Fairfield 51, cor. Commonwealth Ave., Boston

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Founded by Mary A. Burnbam in 1875, i conlinwing withoat
interruption under the direction of Mps Helen E. Thompson
and Misa Murths C. Bumhbam., Preparatory, Graduating and
Specal Courses. Correspondence should be addressed to
Misz Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Nonbampton, Mass.

MiSS HALL'S SCHOOL FOR GIALS

Miss Mira H. Hall, Principal, PittsGeld, Mass

WHEATON COLLEGE -
For Women. (o miles [rom Bosten.} Full four-year course with

AB. degree. Training for efbicient home making as well az for
the Insinesa of life. Special twoyear diploma course [or high
school praduates. 1y buildings. 190 sores.  Catalag.

Eev. Samuel V. Caole, D.D., LL.I., Fresident, Norton, Mass.

SEA
PINES

Genulne happy
beaut i

v, Thomes Ricklord, M

(E1Y

HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Distimctively Devoled o Developing Personaliiies

w whilesome and
suldosr lite,
PO

[ L

Failib Bicklord, Priocipals.

P. 0. Bax G, Brewsder, Cape Cod, Maas.

INDIAMNA

ELMHURST
Country school for girls, where health is eonsidered first,
cleeping, study and exercize, Certiicate admits to colleges,
KNumlser Limated. E. F. D. &, Box 2, Conmersville, Indiana.

Dutdoor

FLORIDA

Elective anil

WISCONSIN

ST. JOHN'S MILITARY ACADLCMY
The American Fu Eminently fitted {wer training American
bova. Thorough 5 tic pnd malitary instructon.  Situaied on
bigh, well-drained ground, in the beautiful Waukesha County Lake
region.  Extensive equipment. Gove, rating, ' DHstinguished Insti-
tution.” Catalopue, Box zoF, Diclafeld, Waukesha Co., Wistensin.,

VIRGINIA

SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE
A College for Women., A four years' collegiate course leads to

the AB. degree. A sub-ireshman course prepares [or colicgs
Located im the Picdmont section of Virginis. Catalogus dod
vigws senl on appdication

k D, Mary K nedict, President, Box 708, Sweet Briar, Virg
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

WASHINGTON, D. C.

¥ = N
' National Park ®
Seminary
For Girls

THE REGISTRAR,
Hational Park Seminary. Box 1o

WASHINGTON COLLEGE

Forest Glen, Maryland .

YWASHINGTON., D. C.

md Special Coures.  Misic, Art, ['.xp'r-s':lrm
| Clas4, Dhutdoor '~p-c|r|'5 Referemces
Literature on pequest,

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY FOR
YOUNG WDH EN
]||_ finest residential section of National Capital. Two yvears® course
for High School gradaates, general and ‘-[.I:l:l:d oourses,  [lomestic
science, Cutdoor sports. Edward W, Thompson, Prineipal,
piar Conn. Ave., Washington, D, C.

CONNECTICUT

EMNT MARGARET S SCHOOL
College entrance certificite. o ral Courses
and crafta. goth y ( Happy spirit of I[\.'II"'
ship between teacher amd piapl acre sclviil form.  Mise Emily
Gardaer Muanrs, XM, Principal, Waterbiaey, Conpecticut

Huouasebadd nris

INGLESIDE SCHOOL FOR GIALS
The Misses Tewkshury, Principals

New Millord, Litehfich! County, Conn
THE ELY ScHoOL
For Grirls, To the coumtry. One hour lrem New York Ciey.  Cer-
tificates to Vasear and the Mew England Cotleges

Ely Court, Greeawirth, Conneclicul

RAUMSEY HaLL
1o the Litchbeld Hills.
Athletics umd

waing boyva preparcd {or secondary schoods
Adldress

wite, M.A, Heasdmasier,

box H, Comwall, { opmecticui

=% RIDGEFIELD SCHOOL FOR BoOYS
% b * %

] |
r agricultural life, Harvand
i | farm: b mew
eleds ; cimder track
yiear
Hearlr r Windsar, (i

PEMNSYLVANIA

SPRINGSIDE

loarding and Diay Schoal for (rirls.  Mrs. Chapman and Miss
lones, Principals, Chesmar Hill, Philadelphia, Pa.

QGONTZ SCHOOL
|.

ed In 1850, A country =l
v and New York,  Jay Cuooke
'\-!In-\- Abby AL Sutberland, Primcipal lE:-wIL-I"m.r} Co., Penna.

u:ncrnsaunq ACADEMY

L raining fiersollloge or busines.
ated i Ui Ciis-
New gym-

THE MISSES SHIP‘I.II'\" 8 ScHooOL
Preparatory to Hrl.n. .'\1.1.'.-\.r | “ollege, Special oducaiional and
sodal opportunities of sination opposite Bewm Mawe lc:llrpe
College Freparatory and Academic Courses. Mew gymbasiam
amd school rooms. } or carcular, address

The Secretary, Hox 1, Bryvn Mawr. Pennsylvania.

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL
& Countey Schoal for Girls
Jaoe L. Brownel, AN, Head of the School.
Elizabieth Forrest Jobnaon, AB., Associate Hesd of Schoal.
Box F, Brya Mawr, Pepna
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SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ARTS

INSTITUTL OF Muslcn.l. .A.FlT

AMERICAN
ACADEMY

oF
DRAMATIC ARTS
FOUNDED IN 1884

ire Theatre
Companies

Franklin H. Sargent
Presideni
For Cotalogue and Infoermation, apply o

The 5¢:retar:.r. Reom 156, (_:n;ncgic HaJL M

lew York

TEACHERS' AGENCY
The Pratt Teachers’ hgency

70 Fifth Avenue, New York
Recommends teachers Lo collepes, |ub'|.|n. and private schools in all
parts of the country.
Adbvises paxcnta about schools,

EDHFIESPDN DENCE SCHDGLE

The University of Chicago

HOME Soitticn oo
STUDY

tion by correspondence.
201 Year

Wm. 0, i'r:m; \h_fr

For deiuiled in-
farmaticn address

U, of C.{Diw. F )Chicage, IIL

iy 1
G 1 1

Miackall Teme

'E}FFEES YGLI SUCCESS

i wirn 3 --\.|.||

ta T |r||!|-x-.-----

FREE nonll-Lt'rE COURSE

[1.] PUBLIG SPEAKING
vifer, Wente fur T Everyihilng 'I.II:

Depi. F-313,

lecturer.
\.-!’ull- Extunsion ua-u-nr-ru-,

ou can be a Nurse

W pnsitively poarantes to traln you
1M YU R OWH HOME, Dimmisb unifom
and mssist you to positions  Eworn whike

. We havetrs i hnndpeds of
wommen L parm F18 to 550 o woeelk.  Bend
for our ¢atalog and ilestcrated  book
M Tamerg froim Naticlial @ Karses™
HATIONAL SCHOOL OF NURSING

127 LARE STREET, ELMIRA, M. Y,

LEARN TO EARN

hiairdressing,

__ Chicags, lil.

|IHI ||-,||_||- S | Iy il
244-8, Station F

'D-:'i:in.ul

German—French—Engiish— ftalian —Spanksh
or any oiher lanpaage amal guickiy and @asly g
by the Comina-Phone Mrihod ai b, 5
Cylindes or Disk Cortlus-Becards.
Write For iree Dookler today; easy
Pyt plan.

’:ﬂl‘ﬂlh Academy of Lanpuages

14 2 Meees Hide., 16060 readway,
Darner A5th Sree-g New York

— e ——— e
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CORRESPONDEMNCE SCHOOL

$2 a DAY or $2 an HOUR?

The difference is only a matter of train-
ing. The man who works with his hands
will always take orders from the man who
knows how to use his brains.

Are you going to be an order-giver or an

order-taker? Are you going ta be paid for
what your brainge Kmow or for what your
muscles can do ?

The International Correspondence Schools
can gualify you to be an order- GIVER.
They can help you to a better job by giving
you the TRAINING that the better job re-
quires, JThey can help vou o earn more
money. 1hey can help you to a more con-
genial position and send you to work in the
morning chock full of ambition and deter-
mination.

For 24 years the I. C, 8 have been aiding
men just like you to rise to positions whers
salaries are large and opportunities greater,
Every month more than 4000 men of all occupa-
tions voluntarily report better jobs and more
money as 4 result of I O, &, training,

Mark the Coupon

Start your veal success todav, Mark the

coupon for a higher salary.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENGE SCHOOLS
Box 922, SCRANTON, PA.

Explain, without any obligation on my part, how I
can qualify for the position before which I mark X3

Ciwil Service

Bookkes ping
Fi=nograpbra Trpewriiin
Telephone Expert Window 1 nm’.-.n,...‘ o
hru;hll:.rcq Show Card Wninny
Building Contracors Leliering & Bigs I'siniing
Archlieeiural Draf A dvertsing

Cemmersial [losiraiing
Indusirial Desigaing
Commercial Law
Audnenabile Hunmlog
Frglish Branches
Pouliry farming
Trachsr Epaoi
Agriraliurs }
Chambst GiePman

Salesmanship
Electrical Engineer
Elec. Lighting Supl

Mechan, Engineer
Mechanical Liralsnian
Civil Engineer

Mine Superiniendens
Smtlomary Enjpinesr
Plumbing & Stsam Fitiing
Gas Engines

Name
Fresent Emplover
Strect and Xo
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Do You
One Having

Ex-President Roosevelt used rto astonish
callers at the White Housze by hiz mtomate
knowledge of fherr business. He knew how
to tap the nght sources In advance.

Somar vou.  With the new Encvelopaedia Britan-
nica vou can be the peer of the most intelligent men
and women. [t 15 the means to comprehensive,
accurate knowledge upon any subject. This won-
derful book, publiched by the Cambridge University
Press, and wnien by 1500 recognized authonties,
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
literature—is discussed in a way that enlightens, educates and entertains.

Every day comes an opportunity to stand out above your fellow men because
you dxsie,  You discuss the morning's news that the warring nations of Europe
complain of #ach other's atro Lies, asserting that many acts arg -.‘-.I::11:1|I:‘.w:d contrary
to the laws of war. What are the laws of wari/ How were they made and what
compels them to be observed ! Let an eminent authority tell you in the Britannica.

Why Did the European Cauldron Boil Over?

The Kaiser declared war on France because Russia refused 1o ler Austria make war on Servie
This 15 a true but a YETY bxlg".":f."ll.'l..| answer to the :'-1|[1-|_|_-__r im::_j.r.. 22 to the cauze of the greatest
war of all umes.

This war 15 the sudden boiling up of conditions that have been simmering for generations. Atk
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ENCYCLOPAEDIA
BERITANNICA
120 West 32d St., New York

Please send me, free of cost,
**The Britannica Book of the
War."'

Name

Street

{"lry

E‘m‘,}erm-r Wil ham-. E

J'i.\%

Speak as =
Authority?

the trained man who knows how to find the
truth of things quickly to tell you why
Russia counts on an upnsing of the Slavs
apainst Austria; why Italy refuses to take
sides with Austria; why Belgium, Switzerland and
Heolland are called the “buffer” states; why Belgium
is called the "Cock Pit” of Europe, and he will tumn
straight to the one book of complete, condensed,
authentic information—the New Enecyclopasdia
Britannica (29 volumes, 41,000 separate articles),

The serious-minded reader who owns this famous
waork i5 not content with mere newspaper reports of
the fighring 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 thae brought on this eatastrophe
which affects the whole human race, not only the living, but many generations to
come., He turmns 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 Jou[ho d 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.

QOur New Booklet Tells This Extraordinary Story
“The Britannica Book of the War" gives the only authoritative review of events in Europe which
have mow) resulted in calling 17,000,000 men into the field. This booklet, just off the press,
consists of 30 pages, and all of the information in it is taken from the New Encyclopaedia Briannica,

For your convenience we attach a coupon, which we invite you te Ffill in and send to us.
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W hen—

Sir Gilbert Parker, M.P., the famous
novelist and statesman, writes—
I s nesd R iy 5

—and when Lady Henry Somerset,
the noted social reform advocate,
writes=—

. - el il...l II-. 'I.I g

and | lave peoved Sanstogen tu be shed valusbie,

and when John Burroughs, the cele-
brated naturalist, says in one of his
characteristic letters—

per cemi hedier thas g i VELT A I

—when scores of other famous people
write in a similar strain—and when maore
than 21,000 physicians, after watching
Sanatogen’s influence upon thousands of
cases, write letters to tell how 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 yau think of the VOeArs |
that Sanatogen has been befare the med- | @
ical profession and of the unequaled
tribute paid it in medical journals and
text-books—how can you refuse to try
Sanatogen, if your nerves need ht;]p—n_-- |
fuse to give it & chance to help yon to
better health as it has so many others?

Sanatogen is sold by goad druggists every-
where in three sizes, from $1.00 up,

snal Congress

an, 1913

Grand Prize,
af Medicine,

r ._ o

SANATOGEN

— ENDORSED BY OVER 21,000 PHYSICIANS
Send\ ' TR

ﬁ{‘!' Eﬁlﬁ_‘f Hubbard's new book ='"Healih in the Making.”* Written in his ateractive manner and filled
_""_"'l"' his ”'“f"""' |'|"!""'_'= hy together with ‘=i|'!|f:|1 advice on Sanatogen, health and contentment. It is FREE.
ear this off as a reminder 1o address THE BAUER CHEMICAL CO., 32-] Irving Place, New York,

D wnsieering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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WAIF WOMAN

A CUE—FROM A SAGA
BY ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

ITLLUSTRATIONS BY M, C.

NHIS is a tale of Iceland, the
=l icle of stories, and of a thing
4 that befell in the yvear of the
T coming there of Christian-
H ity
In the spring of that year
a ship sailed from the South Isles to traffic,
and fell becalmed inside Snowfellness.
The winds had speeded her; she was the
first comer of the year; and the fizhers
drew alongside to hear the news of the
south, and eager folk put out in boats to
see the merchandize and make prices.
From the doors of the hall on Frodis

*.* This unpublished story, preseryved amang Mrs, Seeven-
poms papers, i mentiened by Mr. Baliosr in his life of
Stevenson. Writing of the fables which Stevenson began
before he had left England and *attacked again, and from
time Lo time added 1o their pumber™ in 18q3, Mr, Baliour
smys; " The reference to OQulin [Fable XVII] perhaps ds due
to his reading of the Sagas, whﬁ'.h_lm'l him b attempt a tale
in the same style, called *The Waif Woeman.""”

WyeETH

Water, the house iolk saw the ship be-
calmed and the boats about her, coming
and going; and the merchants from the
ship could see the smoke go up and the
men and women trooping to their meals
in the hall.

The goodman of that house was called
Finnward Keelfarer, and his wife Aud the
Light-Minded; and they had a son Eyolf,
a likely boy, and a daughter Asdis, a slip
of a maid. Finnward was well to doin his
affairs, he kept open house and had good
friends. But Aud his wife was not so
much considered: her mind was set on
trifles, on bright clothing, and the admira-
tion of men, and the envy of women; and
it was thought she was not always so cir-
cumspect in her bearing as she might have
been, but nothing to hurt,

Copyright, 1gny, by Charles Scribrer’s Sons.  All nghts reserved.
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Oin 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 waifl 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 gewzaws for a
queen. At the hearing of that Aud’s eyes
besan 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 lookerd 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
Thnrzwaﬁu. She wis as tall a2 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 checks
full, and the brow smooth.  Some of the
merchants told that she was sixty vears of
aze and others laughed and said she was
but forty: but they spoke of her in whis-
pers, for they seemed to think that she
was ill to deal with and not more than
ordinary canny.

Aud went towhere she sat and made her
welcome to Ieeland., Thorsunna did the
honorsof the -]‘li.]l, Sofor a while lhl;:."l.';,l_l‘—
riecd it on, praising and watching each
other, in the way of women. But Aud
waz a little vessel to contain a great long-
ing, and presently the cry of her heart
came out of her,

“The folk say,” says she, “you have
the hnest women's ﬂiiug_hu that ever came
to lecland 27 and as she spoke her eyes
rrew b,

“It would be strange
gquoth Thorgunna.
finer.”’

S0 Aud begeed that she might see them,

Thorgunna  lecked on her askance,
“Truly,” said she, "' the things are [or no
use but to be shown.” So she fetched a
chest and opened it. Here wis a cloak of
the rare scarlet laid upon with silver,

if T had not,”
“Chueens have no

Funma;

The Waif Woman

beautiful bevond 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.

“They are good enough things,” says
she, “though I have better in my chest at
home. Tt is a good enough cloak, and T
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.
“Come,"”" says she, “if it were nn]ﬁf for
vour civility in showing it, what will you
have for your cloak?"”

“Woman,"” said Thorgunna, “1 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 -:n. 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-
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
herseli into extremity and wept.

“1 would give my soul forit,” she cried.

“Fool 1™ said Thorgunna. ** But there
have heen foals hefore you!™  And a little
after, she said this: “Let us be done with
beseeching. The things are mine. T was
a foal to show you them; but where is
their use, unless we show them? Mine
they are and mine they shall be till T die.
Ihh:u-r paid for them dear enough,” said
she.

Aud saw it was of no avail; so she dried
her tears, and asked Thoreunna about her
voyage, and made believe to listen while
she ]llk?”.tl.l. il'| |"||_1' |_'i1_ﬂ|;- |-_|“]'“'1 “'T'hn'r_
ounna,”” she asked prese nily, “do you
Ci unlr kin with any folk i in Iceland 7"

*1 count kin with none,” replied Thor-









The Waif Woman

gunna. “ My kin is of the greatest, but T
have not been always lucky, so I say the
less.”

**So that you have no house to pass the
time in till the ship returmn?”™ cries Aud.
“Dear Thorgunna, you must come and
live with us. My goodman iz rich, his
hand and his house are open, and T 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, T will pay her
for that word dawehter,” she thought, and
she smiled again.,

“ T will live with you gladly,” says she,
“for your house has a good name, and I
have seen the smoke of your kitchen fraom
the ship. But one thing you shall under-
stand. Tmake no presents, T give nothing
where I go—not a rag and not an ounce.
Where 1 stay, [ work for my upkeep; and
as [ am strong as u 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 mwitation; and like a
zhallow woman and one that had always
led her husband by the nose, she told
hersell she would find some means to ca-
jole Thorzunna 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.

Now Thorgunna opened the second
chest and took out her bedding—sheets of
Englizh 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 threat, 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 1 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
word., 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. Tt 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 Wail Woman or
the Wind Wife: to her face it must al-
ways be Thorgunna. And if any of the
young men called her maother, she would
speik no more that rl:u.:,r. 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,
*1 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. No 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
specch. 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 o 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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It was 5 rouzh day, the sea was wild,

other: and the little maid, Asdis; looked
on, and was ashamed and knew not why.
But Thorgunna pleased bevond all; she
told of strange things that had befallen in
the world; when she pleased, she had the
Cue Lo |L[L;|;_{]'||_:_‘I‘; she sang, and her voice
was Tull and her songs new 1n that =land;
anid whenever she turned, the eyes shone
in her face and the brooch glittered at her
I|I1|:~| Wi, =0 I,|1.|1, 1he young men fm';_!ut thr:
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 Hl.l']lt, but she sat up-
right bestde him i the bed, and snawed
her fingers,  MNow 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 15 not =0 fair
as I; sheis a2 old as the dead in the hill-
side; and as [or her wit and her songs, it
is little T think of them ! Up she got at
that, toeok a “;.’]H irom the embers, and
came to ]'H"I' '_['li:":l..'- ]It':!-il]:u ol .]Il'll._' tli W
was locked, but Aud had a master-key
and could go in.  Inside, the chests were
ot and in the Lop of one the light of
her taper shone upon the glittering of
the brooch.  As a dog snatches food she
spatched it, and turned to the bed. Thor-

Do

the boar labored
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wunna lay on her side: it was to be thought
she slept, but she talked the while to her-
self, and her lips moved. Tt seemed her
vears returned to her in slumber, for her
face waz rray and her brow knotted; and
the open eyes of her stared in the eves of
Aud. The heart of the [oolish woman
died in her bosom: but her greed was the
stronger, and she Aed with that which she
had =tolen,

When she was hack in bed, the word of
Thorgunna came to her mind, that these
things were for no use but to be shown.
Here shis had the brooch and the shame of
it, anid might not wear it So all night she
quaked with the fear of discovery, and
wepl tears of rage that she should have
sinned invain, Day came, and Aud must

ris¢; 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 hushand and
made much of him, thinking to be on his
good side when trouble came. Then she
took a hetter 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 layin the bed-
place, which was not her way, for by cus-
tom she was early astir. At 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 straitenecd.
Never a word the guest spoke, not o bite
she swallowed, and they saw the strong
shudderings take and shake her in her
place. Yet a little, and still without
speech, back she went into her bed-place,
and the door was shut.

“That 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 =ent for Finnward.

“Finnward Keelfarer,” said she, “my
trouble is come upon me, and I am at the
end of my days."”"

He made the customary talk.

“T have had my good things; now my
hour is come; and let suffice,” quoth she.
“1 did not send for yvou to hear your
prating.”

Finnward knew not what to answer, for
he zaw her soul was durk.

“I sent for you on needful matters,”
she began again. “T die here—T '—in this
black house, in a bleak island, far from
all decency and proper ways of men; and
now my treasure must be leit. Small
pleasure have I had of it, and leave it with
the less!" cried she.

“Good woman, as the saying is, needs
must,” says Finnward, for he was nettled
with that speech.

“For that I called you,” quoth Thor-
gunna. “In these two chests are much
wealth and things greatly to be desired.
I wish my body to be laid in Skalaholt in
the new church, where I trust to hear the
mass-priests singing over my head so long
as time endures. To that church I wall
you to give what is sufficient, leaving your
conscience judge of it. My 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 az well, I warn you of her; T was
such as she, only wiser; I warn you, the
ground she stands upon is water, and who-
so trusts her leans on rottenness. T hate
her and I pity her. When she comes to
lie where T lie—"" There she broke off.

Vor, LVL—sz

“The 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.”

“It iz well,” said Finnward.

“It may be well,” quoth she, “if you
obey. My life has been o wonder to all
and a fear to many. While T lived none
thwarted me and prospered.  See to it
that none thwart me after I am dead. It
stands upon your safety.”

“Tt stands upon my honor,” quoth
Finnward, ““and 1 have the name of an
honorable man.”

“You have the name of a weak one,”
says Thorgunna.  **Look to it, look to it,
Finnward., Your house shall rue it else.”

“The rooftree of my house is my word,”
said Finnward.

“And that is a true saying,” says the
woman. “*See toit, then. The speech of
Thorgunna is ended.”

With that she turned her [ace against
the wall and Finnward leit her.

The same night, in the small hours of
the clock, Thorgunna passed. Tt 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 curtaing from the house, and caused
build a fire upon the sands. But Aud had
an eye on her man’s doings.

“And what is this that you are at>"
said she.

So he told her.

“Burn the good sheets!” she eried.
“And where would T be with my two
hands? No, troth,” said Aud, “not so
long as your wife is above ground [”

“Good wife,” said Finnward, “this is
beyond your province. Here is my word
pledged and the woman dead 1 pledged it
to. 5o much the more am T bound. Let
me be doing as T must, goodwife.”

“Tilly-valley 1" says she, " and a fiddle-
stick's end, goodman | You may know
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well about fishing and be pood at shearing
sheep for what T know; but you are little
of a judge of damaszk sheets.  And the best
word T can say is just this,” she says, lay-
ing hold of one end of the goods, “that il
ye are made up to burn the plenishing,
you must burn your wife along with it,"”

“T trust it will not go so hard,” says
Finnward, “and T beg you not to speak so
loud and let the house folk hear you."

“Let them speak low that are
ashamed ! cries Aud. *'I speak only in
reasomn.”

“You are to consider that the woman
died in my house,” says Finnward, “and
this was her last behest.  In truth, good-
wife, if T were to fail, it is a thing that
would stick long in my throat, and would
give us an ill name with the neighbors."

“And you are to consider,” says she,
“that I am your true wife and worth all
Lhe witches ever burnt, and loving her old
hushand "—here she put her arms about
his neck. “And vou are to consider that
what you wish to do is to destroy fine
stuff, such as we hive no means of re-
placing; and that she bade you do it
singly to spite me, for T sought to buy this
bedding from her while she was alive al
her own price; and that she hated me be-
cause T was young and handsome.”

“That 15 a true word that she hated
you, for she said so herzelfl hefore she
wended,"” says Finnward,

“8Ho that here 15 an old fagot that hated
me, and she dead as a bucket,” suys Auwd;
*“and here is a young wife that loves you
dear, and is alive forby "—and at that she
kissed him—"and the point iz, which are
you to do the will of 2"

The man's weakness caught him hard,
and he faltered. “T fear some hart will
come of it," said he.

There she cut in, and bade the lads
tread out the fire, and the Jusses roll the
bed-stuff up and carry it within,

"My dear,” says he, “my honor—this
is against my honor,”

iut she took his arm under hers, and
caressed his hand, and kissed his knuck-
les, anfd led him down the hay.  * Bublile-
bubble-bubble '™ says she, imitating him
like a hahy, though she was none so
young,. ™ Bubble-bubble, and a silly ol
man! We must bury the troll wife, and
here is trouble cnough, and a vengeance !

The Waif 'Wi:‘;m:m

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, Tt 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
iell 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.

“1 will never deny you o roof,” said
the poodman of Netherness. “But I
have no food ready, and if you cannot be
tdoing without meat, you must e'en fare
further.”

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 abwout the lights, and there was little
suid, for they were none so well pleased
with their reception. Presently, in the
[Hace 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 horn, setting meats upon a dresser.
Finnward grew pale as the dawn; he got
to his feet, anid 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 herseli us she did so; and she was
naked to the huff,

Great fear fell upon them; the marrow
of their back grew cold. Not one word
they spoke, neither good nor bad; but
hack into the hall, and down upon their
bended knees, and to their prayers.
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The Waif Woman

*Now, in the name of God, what ails
you?" cried the goodman of Netherness.

And when they had told him, shame
fell upon him for his churlishness.

“The dead wife reproves me," said the
honest man,

And he blessed himsell 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
dizpeace; and his will was like a sea-gull in
the wind. Now he cleared his throat and
made as if to speak; and at that Aud
cocked her eve and looked at the good-
man mocking, and his veice died unhorn.
At the last, shame gave him courage.

“Aud,” said he, “yon was a most un-
canny thing at Netherness.”

“Wo doubt,” said Aud.

*T have never had it in my mind,” =aid
he, “that yon woman was the thing she
should be."”

“I dare sy not,” =said Aud. *T never
thought so cither.”

“It stands beyond ruestion she was
more than canny,” says Finnward, shak-
ing his head, *“No manner of doubt but
what she was ancient of mind.”

“She was getting pretty old in body,
too,” says Aud.

“Wife,” says he, *'it comes in upon me
strongly thiz is no kind of woman to dis-
obey; above all, being dead and her walk-
ing. I think, wife, we must even doas she
commanded.”

“Now what is ever your word?" says
she, riding up close and setting her hand
upon his shoulder. * *The goodwife's
pleasure must be done’; is not that my
Finnward#”'

“The good God knows [ grudge you
nothing,” cried Finnward. “But my
blood runs cold upon this business.
Worse will come of it " he eried, * worse
will flow from it!"”

“What is this Aud.

todor” cries

GuT

“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? 1
trow not. Think shame to your beard,
soodnian ! Are these a man's shoes I see
vou shaking in, when your wife rides by
your bridle-hand, as bold as nails?""

“Ay, ayv,” quoth Finnward. *But
there goes a byword in the country:
Little wit, little fear.”

At thiz Aud began to be concerned, for
he was usually easier to lead. Sonow she
tried the other method on the man.

“Is that your word?' cried she. "1
kiss the hands of ye! Ii T have not wit
enough, 1 can rid you of my company.
Wit is it he seeks?' she cried. ““The old
broomistick that we buried yesterday had
wit for you."”

5o 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 ham. He went
six miles and was true to his heart; but
the seventh was not half through when he
rade up to her.

“Is it to be the goodwile's pleasure?”
sne asked.

*“Aud, you shall have your way,"” says
he; ¥ God grant there come no il of ¢!

So she made much of him, and his heart
was comioried.

When they came to the house, Aud had
the two chests to her own bed-place, and
rloated all might on what she found.
Finnward looked on, and trouble dark-
ened his mind.

“Wife," savs he at last, “you will not
forget these things belong to Asdis? "

At that she barked upon him like a dog,

“Am I a thiei?’" she cried. “The brat
shall have them in her turm when she
arows 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
nomore 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 hushband 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.

H Clean sheets, Lsuppose,” says Aud, but
her hand quavered as she wound her hair.

“Woman!" cried Finnward, ** these are
the bed-sheets of Thorgunna—these are
the zheets she died in ! do not lie to me !’

At that Aud turned and locked at him.
“Well2" says she, “they have heen
wiashed.”

Finnward lauy down again in the bed
hetween Thorgunna'= 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 lay still, but neither slept.

[t might be twelve in the night when
Aud felt Finnward shudder so strong that
the bed zhook.

“What ails yvou?"" said she,

“T Enow not,” he said, It = a chill
like the chill of death. My soul is sick
with 1t.” Hiz voice fell low, It 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-
gunni’s shudder. Tt was a rough day, the
sea was wild, the boat labored exceedin aly,
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 @ skerry under Snowfellness,  The
four lads were spilled into the sea, and the
sed broke and buried them, but Finnward
was cast upon the skerry, and clambered
up; and sat there all day long: God knows
his the H.J_i:hl*r. The sunwas hal I'—i.'.';|:r down,
when a shepherd went by on the clifis
aboat his business, and spicd @ man in the

The Waif Woman

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, Evolf the boy was
lively to out a boat and hasten to his
father’s uid. By 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 waz a sore job to met the corpse on
board, and a sorer vet to bring it home be-
fore the rolling seas, But the lad Evolf
was a lad of promise, and the lads that
pulled for him were sturdy men. So the
break-faith's body was got home, and
waked, and buried on the hill. Aud was a
good widow and wept much, for she liked
Finnward well enough. Yet a bird sangin
her ears that now she might marry a
young man. Little fear that she nught
have her choice of them, she thought, with
all Thorgunna's fine thing=: and her heart
wis 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,

“Well, child?" says Aud; and again
“Well 2™ and then * Keep us holy, if you
have anything to say, out with it!"

S50 the maid came so much nearer.
“Mother,” says she, “1 wish you would
not wear these things that were Thor-
gunni's,

“Aha,” cries Aud. “This is what it is?
You begin carly, brat ! And who has been
paisoning yvour mind? Your fool of a
father, T suppose.” And then she stopped
and went all scarlet, “Whao told you they
were yours? " 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.
T do not wish them,” she said. 1 wish
they might be burned.””
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“Upon my word, what next?” cried
Aud. “And why should they be burned? ™

“1 know my father tried to burn these
things,"” said A=dis, ¥ and he named Thor-
runna’s name upon the skerry ere he died.
And, O mother, I doubt they have brought
ill Tuck.™

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 they are ill come by’
said she.

The blood sprang in Aud's face.  * Anid
who made you a judge upon your mother
that bore you?" cried she.

“Kinswoman,” said Asdis, looking
down, “I saw you with the brooch.”

“Whatdoyoumean? When? Where
did you see me? " 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,
“You little spy!”” she cried. Then she
covered her face, and wept, and rocked
herself. “What can you know?" she
criecd, ““How ecan you understand, that
are a baby, not solong weaned ?  fe coulrd
—vyour father could, the dear good man,
idead and gone ! He could understand and
pity, he was good to me. Now he has left
me alone with heartless children! As-
dis,” she cried, “have you no nature in
your blood? You do not know what 1
have done and suffered for them. I have
done—oh, and Teould have dome anything |
And there is your father dead.  And after
all, you ask me not to use them? No
woman in Iceland has the like. And you
wish me to destroy them? Not if the
dead should rise 1" she eried. “*No, no,”’
and she stopped her ears, * not if the dead
should rise, and let that end it

S0 she ran into her bed-place, and
L'|.'L[I-[.n..'l’.l 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 be
locked somewhile daily in the bed-place,
where she pored on them and secretly
wore them for her pleasure. =

Now winter was at hand; the days
grew short and the nights long; and under
the golden face of morning the isle would
stanil zilver with frost. Word came from
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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 Thunghrand 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 seli-
love, There was o kirtle of a mingled
color, and the blue shot into the green,
and the green ]1E,|1th1:d from the blue, as
the :,ulur-q-!w 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. “Ahk!" 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 AlE
was perhaps the Lest, or Hall the Fair, but
was not certain; and then she remembered
Finnward Keclfarer in his cairn upon the
hill, and was concerned. “Well, he wasa
o] hushand to me,” she thought, “and
| was a good wife to him, But that is an
old song now,”” 5o she turned again to
handling the stufis and jewels. At last
she got to bed in the smooth sheets, and
lay, and Tancied how she would look, and
admired herseli, and saw others admire
her, and told hersell stories, till her heart
grew warm anid she chuckled to herself be-
tween the sheets. So zhe shook awhile
with laughter; and then the mirth abated
bt not the shaking; and a grue took hold
upon her flesh, and the cold of the zrave
upon her belly, and the terror of death
upon her soul. With that a voice was in
her ear: Tt 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 =oul that she
scarce minded, All was lost, all was past
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mending, she would curry 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 hefore 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 foor. At these
times, she thought she was passing, and
the voice of Thorpunna sounded in her
ear: * The things are for no use but to be
shown,” it said. “Aud, Aud, have you
shown them once? No, notonce!"™ And
at the sting of the thought her courage
and strength would revive, and she would
rise again and move about her business,
MNow 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 vet 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
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the wife's coverlet, and Lurned 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.
No 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.

*Guodd be good tous ! cried Asdis, * she
is dead.™

“Dead,” said the dead wife,

*Is the weird passed?™ cried Asdis.

“When the sin is done the weird is
dreed,” said Thorgunna, and with that
she was not.

But the next day Eyoli 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 {rom the house on
Frodis Water.

DARE LALDY
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wonder where you fled,

That 1 would lift a pin to see you there;

You may, for me, be
S0 long as you show

prowling anywhere,
not your little head:

No 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, T 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 wours. 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'@ BE TREATED

AS A SPY

BY RICHARD HARDING DAVIS5

HIS story is a personal ex-
pericnce, but is told in spite
e of that fact, and because it

b illustratesa side of warthat
is unfamiliar. It is unfa-
miliar for the reason that it
is scamy and uninviting. With bayonet-
charees, bugle-calls; and aviators it has
nothing in commeon,

Fspionage 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 seck. 1Its
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 held must be on its
srard 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
Englizh granted that privilege to but one
correspondent, and that gentleman al-
ready had been chosen, 5o T was with-
out credentials, To oblize Ar. Brand
Whitlock, our minister to Belzium, the
aovernment there was willing to =ive me
credentials, but on the day 1 was to re-
cetvie them the covernment moved to
Antwerp. Then the Germans entered
Brussels, and as no one could foresee that
Belgivm would heroically continue fight-
ing, on the chance the Germans would be-
siege Paris, Iplanned togo tothat city, To
be hombarded youdonot need credentials,

For three days a steel-gray column of
Germans had been sweeping through Brus-
sals, and Lo meet them, from the direction
of Vincennes and Lille, the English and
French had crossed the border, 1t was
[alsely reported that already the English
h.:lll (gt Teedd H;'l]. a Lown Hl'lh" l.'ti"l.'l‘l'l IIH'!L'.*'\.
from HBrussels, that the night belore there
had been 4 fight at Hal, and that close
behind the English were the French,

With Gerald Morgan, of the Lendon
Dadly Telegraph, with whom I had been in
other wars, I planned to drive to Hal and

lar

from there on foot continue, if possible,
inte the arms of the French or Englizh,
We both were without credentials, but
once with the Allies we helieved we would
not need them. It was the Germans we
doubted. To satisly them we had only a
passport and alaisser passerissued by Gen-
eral von Jarotsky, the new German mili-
tary governor of Brussels, and his chief of
staff, Lieutenant Geyer. Minestated 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 “environs ™ and
how far do they extend? How far in
safety would the word carry us forward?
On August 23 we set forth from Brussels
in a taxi-cab to find out, At Hal, where
wee intended to abandon the cab and con-
tinue on foot, we found out, We 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,
We were innocently seated in a public cab,
in a street crowded with civilians and the
paszing column of soldiers, and why any
one should think he needed a gun oniy
the German mind can explain. Later, 1
found that all German officers introduced
themselves and made requests gun in
hand. Whether it was because from
every one they belicved themselves in
danger or because they simply did not
know any better, T 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 o fool, he certainly
would feel like one,

The four suldiers the officer told off to
guard us climbed with alacrity into our
cab and drove with us until the strect
grew too narrow both for their regiment
and our taxi, when they chose the regi-
ment and disappeared.  We paid off the
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cabman and followed them. To 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 fipht was evidently un-
true; and the manner in which the column
was advancing showed it was not expect-
ing one. At noon it halted at Brierges,
and Morgan decided Brierges was out of
bounds, and that the limits of our “*en-
virons" had been reached,

“1f 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." 5o 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 1 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 Spien, and from hehind
me, across 4 ploughed field, four of them,
each with an automatic, made me prisoner.
One of them, who was an enthusiast,
pushed his pun deep into my stomach.
With the sandwich still in my hand, T held
up my arms high and asked who spoke
English. It turned out that the enthu-
siast spoke that language, and T 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 acafé, where their colonel
had just finished lunch and was in a most
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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 T could go to Enghien, which was
two miles distant. That pass enahled 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 zearched 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. 1 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
sugeested 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 T was “sus-
pect ' 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.

“Xou rf:uil}' do not need this,” he said;
“as an American you are free to stay here
as long as you wish.," Then he, too
winked.

“But T am an American,” I protested.

“But certainly,” he said gravely, and
again he winked. It was then 1 should
have started back to Brussels. Instead, I
sat on a moss-covered, arched stone bridge
that binds the town together, and until
nizht 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.
You hated it, and yet could not keep
away. The Belgians of Enghien hated it,
and fhey could not keep away, Like a
great river in flood, bearing with it de-
struction and death, you feared and
loathed it, and wet it fascinated you and
pulled you to the brink. All through the
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night, as already for three nights and
three days at Brussels, I had heard it; it
rumbled and erowled, rushing forward
without pause or breath, with inhuman,
pitiless persistence. At 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. 1t
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. T 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. 1 was surenow 1
would be told to return to Brussels. 1
calculated if at Hal T had luck in finding a
taxi-cab, by lunch-time I would be in the
Palace Hotel,

“1 think,” zaid the officer, “*vou had
better see our general. He is ahead of
us.
I thought hemeant a few hundred vards
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 scemed to presume equality
with them, scandalized them greatly, and
I was ordered into the ranks. But the
one who had arrested me thought 1 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 T remained definitely placed. We
advanced with a rush that showed me 1
had surprised a surprise movement. The
fact was of interest not because 1 had dis-
covered one of their secrets, but because
to keep up with the column T 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 bersagliere, but as
fast as our * double-quick.” The men did
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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 boot 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
bieen in good shape I could not have kept
up. Asitwas, 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 by the wayside, but they were
not permitted to lie there. Instead of
summoning the ambulance, they were
lifted to their feet and flung back into the
ranks. DMany 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, =0 the sergeant said, were to
halt cvery hour and then for ten minutes’
rest.  But that rule is probably only for
route marching. On aceount of the speed
with which the surprise movement was
made our halts were more frequent, and
s 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
thestones, Someinaninstantwereasleep.
I donot mean that some sat down; I mean
that the whole column lay flat in the road.
The officers alzo, thoze that were not
rmounted, would tumble on the grazs or
into the wheat-field and lie on their backs,
their arms flung out like dead men. To
the fact that they were lying on their
tield-zlasses, holsters, swords, and water-
bottles they appeared indifferent. At the
rite the column moved it would have
covered thirty miles cach day. It was
these forced marches that later hrought
Von Kluck's army to the right wing of the
Allies before the army of the erown prince
was prepared to attack, and which at
Sezanne led to his repulse and 1o 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 stafi-
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officers. My 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 my pass was becom-
ing less of a saferuard than a menace,
For it showed what restrictions General
Jarotsky had placed on my movements,
and my presence so far out of bounds
proved Lhad disregarded them. Butstilll
did not suppose that in returning to Brus-
sels there would be any difficulty. 1 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 faithiul friend in other cam-
paigns, had turned traitor and was cutting
my foot in half. T 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 myseli Iree, and
there was not a minute for the next
twenty-four hours that I was not working.
Before 1 stepped into the car T 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 1 was
solely because I was a damn fool. T be-
gan to act like a damn fool. Effusively T
expressed my regret at putting the gen-
eral staff to inconvenience,

Tt was really too stupid of me,” I said.
“T cannot forgive myseli. T should not
have come so far without asking Jarotsky
for proper papers. I am extremely sorry
I have given you this trouble. 1 would
like to see the meneral and assure him I
will return at once to Brussels." Tignored
the fact that I was being taken to the gen-
eral at the rate of sixty miles an hour.
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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, fowing 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 iigure 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 “ate” it.

“You are an English officer out of uni-
form,"” he began. ** You have been taken
inside our lines.”” He pointed his fore-
finrer at my stomach and wiggled his
thumb., “And 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,

“We thank wyou,” he said, grinning.
“But you have seen too much.”

“T haven't seen anything,’™ T said,
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“that everybody in Brussels hasn’t seen
for three days.™

He shook his head reproachiully and
with a gesture signified the group of ofh-
CErs.

“You have seen enough in this road,”
he said, “to justify us in shooting you
now."

The zense of drama told him it was a
good exit line, and he returned to the
group of officers. 1 now saw what had
happened. At Enghien 1 had taken the
wrong road. I remembered that, to con-
fuse the Germans, the names on the sizn-
post at the edge of the town had been
painted out, and that instead of taking the
road to Soignes 1 was on the road to Ath,
What 1 had seen, therefore, was an army
corps making a turning movement in-
tended to catch the Englizh on their right
and double them up upon their centre.
The success of thiz manouvre depended
upon the speed with which it was executed
and upon its being a complete surprise,
As later in the day 1learned, the Germans
thought [ was an English officer who had
followed them from Brussels and who was
trying to slip past them and warn his coun-
trymien.  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, T 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 =0 far south at
such speed, it was bent upon an attack on
the English Mank. All of which at the
time T did not know and did not want to
Enow. 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. To convinee them
of that, strangely enough, was difficult,

When Rupert of Hentzau returned, the
other oificers were with him, and, fortu-
I'.I.llL'I.:A.' for me, t|'u-:.' h[mfl-;u_' or understood
English. For the rest of the day what fal-
fowed wus like a legal areument, 1t was
= cold-llooded as a Lame ol |lTil|_'_{L'.
Rupert of Hentzau wanted an Enghsh
spy shot for his supper; just as he might
have desired a arilled bone. He showed
nee [MLT*.M'ILL! ammus, and, T must say for
him, that he conducted the case for the
prosecution without heat or anger, He
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mocked me, grilled and taunted me, but
he was always charmingly polite.

Az Whitman said, “I want Becker,” zo
Rupert said, “ Fe, fo, fi, fum, 1T 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 by 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 T was wearing the uniform of a
Britishofficer.  Texplained that the photo-
graph was taken eight years ago, and that
the uniform was one 1 had geen on the
west coust of Africa worn by the West
Adrican Field Force. Because it was un-
like any known military uniform, and as
cool and comiortable as a goli-jacket, 1
had had it copied. But since that time it
had been adopted by the English Brigade
of GGuards and the Territoriale. I knew it
sounded like fiction; but it was quite true.

Rupert of Hentzau smiled delightedly.

* Do you expect us to believe that? ™ he
protested,

“Listen,” I said, “If you could invent
an explanation for that uniform as gquickly
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-
miany.”

That made the others laugh; and Ru-
pert retorted: “Very well, then, we will
concede that the entire British army has
changed its uniform to suit your photo-
graph. But if vou are nof an officer, why,
in the photograph, are you wearing war
ribbons 2"

I said the war ribbons were in my favor,
and 1 pointed out that no officer of any
ot country could have been in the differ-
ent campaigns for which the ribbons were
issued,

“They prove,” I argued, “that T am a
correspondent, for only a correspondent
could have bieen 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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“Or a military attaché,” he said, At
that they all smiled and nodded know-
ingly,

He followed this up by saving, accus-
ingly, that the hat and clothes [
was then wearing were English.
The clothes were English, but 1
knew he did not know that, and
was only guessing; and there were
nomarkson them. About my hat
I was not certain. It was a jelt
Alpine hat, and whether I had
bought it in London or New York
I could not remember.  Whether
it was evidence for or against [
could not be sure, 501 took it off
and began to fan myself with it,
hoping to get a look at the name
of the maker. But with the eves
of the young prosecuting attorney
fixed upon me, T did not dare take
& chance. Then, to aid me, a
German aeroplane passed over-
head and those who were giving
me the third degree looked up. 1
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whether T was a fool or not, or an Amer-
ican or an Englishman, was not the ques-
tion; T had seen too much and should be
put away, I felt if, instead of having

stopped fanning mys=elf and cast a
swift glance inside the hat. To
my intense satisfaction I read,
stamped on the leather lining:
“Knox, New York."

I put the hat back on my head
and a few minutes later pulled it
off and said: * Now, for instance,
my hat, If Iwere an Englishman,
would I cross the ocean to New
York to buy a hat?”

It was all like that. They
waould move away and whisper to-
gether, and I would try to guess
what questions they were prepar-
ing. I had to arrange my defence
without knowing in what way they
woutld try to trip me, and T had to
think faster than I ever have
thought before. 1 had no more
time to be scared, or to regret my
past sins, than has a man in a
quicksand. 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; T could hear them
laughing and =aying: * Er ist ein dum-
mer Mensch.”  And others thought that

The pazzport and phato)

Ay Whitlsck & ¢
arrest of Mr. Dhavis

Rupert act as my interpreter, I could per-
sonally speak to the general T might talk
my way out of it, but Rupert assured me
that to set me free the Count de Schwernn
lacked authority, and that my papers,
which were all against me, must be sub-
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mitted tothe general of the army corps, and
we would not reach him until midnight.
“ And then/—" he would exclaim, and
he would repeat his pantomime of point-
ing his forefinger at my stomach and
wigeling his thumb. He was very popular
with me.
Meanwhile they were taking me farther
away from Brussels and the * fm‘imn.‘.&."
“When you picked me up,” I said, "1
was inside the environs, but by the time I
reach ‘the’ general he will see only that
I am fifty miles beyond where I am per-
mitted to be. And who is zoing to tell
him it was vew brought me there? You
won't |"
Rupert of Hentzau only smiled like the
cat that has just swallowed the canary,
He put me in another automeobile 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 stafl occupied, and,
leading me to the second foor, put mein
an empty room that seemed built for their
purpose, It had a stone floor and white-
wished walls and & window so high that
even when standing you could see only the
roof af another house and a weather-vane,
Thev 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 T was, and every time
I moved his automatic moved with me,
It was as though he were following me
witha spot-light, My 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 1 met the gen-
cral, I hound 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 eazy in his mind
that he ought to allow it.  He seenmed to
consider it a kind of suicide. T kept on
thinking out plans, and when an officer
1]‘r]'!t'1t’u] I had one to submit. T offered
to give the money 1 had with me to any
one who would motor back to Brussels
and take a note 1o the American minister,
Brand Whitlock, My proposition was
that if in five hours, or by seveno’clock, he
did not arrive in his automobile and azsure
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them that what T said about myself was
true, they need not wait until midnight,
but could shoot me then.

“1f I am willing to take such a chance,”
I pointed out, *T must be a friend of Mr.
Whitlock. Ti he repudiates me, it will be
evident T have deceived you, and you will
be perfectly justified in carrying out your
plan.” T had a note to Whitlock already
written. It was composed entirely with
the idea that they would read it, and it
was much more intimate than my very
briel acquaintance with that gentleman
justified. But from what I have seen and
heard of the ex-mayor of Toledo T felt he
would stand for it.

The note read:

“Drar Braxp:

“1 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,

“RIcHARD."

The officer to whom 1 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: *“ What nonsense! Any one
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.

“The staff are making a mistake,” he
said carnestly, “They will regret it."

I told him that 1 not only did not want
them to regret it, but T did not want them
to make it, and I begged him to assure the
staff that I was an American. I sugpgested
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 T overestimated by about ninety
millions, but it was no time to consider
details,

He asked il the staff mizght read the let-
ter to the American minister, and, though
I hated to deceive him, I pretended to
consider this,

“1 don't remember just what T wrote,”

I said, and, to make sure they wonld read
it, I tore open the envelope and pretended
to reread the letier,
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“I will see what T can do,” said Major
Wurth; “meanwhile, do not be discour-
aged. Maybe it will come out all rizht
for you.”

After he left me the Belpian 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: ““Ca va mal pour vous
en bas!™ 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 zo to Brussels, but that my note
had been forwarded to *the’ general.
That was as much as I had hoped for. It
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., It
was most disconcerting. After a while it
grew dark and he brought mea 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, T used it
in going rapidly through my knapsack and
pockets, My note-book was entirely fa-
vorable, Initthere wasnoword thatany
German could censor. My 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 Poincaré, 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 T
had been on the point of saying: “Here
i5 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!"
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I knew that Colonel Roosevelt would
hawve written a letter to the German Em-
peror as impartially as to M. Peincaré,
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
foclish, T could have crawled out of the
window to the rain putter, 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. T was
more safe inside the house than out. They
still had my 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 a6th 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 T 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. Tt was
then about eight o'clock, and as the time
paszed and he did not return and mid-
night crew nearer, 1 bezan to feel very
L}nn:l}'. E_\L'f;lrt for the Roosevelt letter, 1
had played my last card.

Asit grew later I persuaded myseli they
did not mean to act until morning, and T
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 my room, but they
stood in the shadow without speaking.
Nor, fearing 1 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. We got into
another motor-car andd in silence drove
north from Ligne down a country road to
a great chiteauw that stood in 4 magnificent
park. Something had zone wrong with
the lights of the chiteau, 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. They put me in a huge
armchair of silk and silt, with two of the
gray ghosts to guard me, and from the
hall, when the doors of the drawing-room
opened, T could see a long tuble 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 scated, and leaning across the
maps, were staff-officers in brilliant uni-
forms. They were much older men and of
higherrank than any Thad vet seen. They
were eating, drinking, gesticulating, In
spite of the tumult, some in utter weari-
ness were asleep. Tt was like a picture of
1870 by Deetaille or De Neuville.  Ap-
parently, at last T had reached the head-
quarters of the mysterious general, T had
arrived at what, for a suspected spy, was
an inopportune moment.,  The Germans
themselves had been surprized, or some-
where south of us had met with 2 reverse,
and the air was vibrating with excitemnent
and something very like panic.  Outside,
at great speed and with sirens shrieking,
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automobiles were arriving, and I could
hear the officers shouting, “Die Engh-
schen kommen !

To make their reports they flung them-
zelves up the steps, the electric torches,
like bull's-eve lanterns. burning holes in
the night. Seeinz a dvilian under guard,
theywould stareand ask questions. Even
when they came close, owing to the light
in my eyes, I could not see them. Some-
times, in a hali-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 1
did not want to understand, but they
made it guite clear it was no ft place for
an Englishman.

When the door from the drawing-room
upened 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 * Mr,
Duzis,” He gave it an emphasis and
meaning which was intended to show that
he knew it was el my pame. I would not
have thought it possible to put so much
insolence into two innocent words. It
wis as though he =aid. * Mr. Davis, alfas
Jimmy Valentine.” He certainly would
have made a great actor.

“Mr. Davis,” he zaid, “you are free.”

He did not look as dizappointed as 1
knew he would feel if T were free, so 1
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 1 had outlined to Major
Wurth. But I am sure Rupert of Hent-
zau ddid not guess that. Apparently, he
believed Major Wurth had thought of
them, and I did not undeceive him.  For
the substitute plan 1 was not inclined to
rob that officer of any credit. 1 felt then,
and I feel now, that but for him and his
interceding for me T 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 “he treated as a
spy =" 50 wird or als §pion behandell.”

The pass, literally translated, reads:

“The American reporter Diavis 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 1= met on
any other road before the 26th of August,
he will be handled as a spy. Automo-
biles returning to Brussels, if thev can
unite it with their duty, can carry him.,
“CHIEF oF GENERAL 3TAFF,
“Vox Grecor, Licwdenant-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: *“And you know what thaf means.
And you will start,”" he added, with a most
charming smile, “in three hours,”

He was determined to have his grilled
bone.

“At three in the morning!" T cried.
“¥ou might as well take me out and shoot
me now |

“You will start in three hours,” he re-
peated,

“A man wandering around at that
hour,” T protested, ““wouldn’t live five
minutes. Ttcan'tbedone. Yew 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:
*You will start in three hours, Mr, Davis.”

I said: **Iam going to write about this,
and I would like you to read what T write,
What is your name?"

He said: “I am the Baron von™ — 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!
Afterthat! Hewould have made a great
actor.

They put me in the automobile and
drove me back to Lisne 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.
Theugh I did not believe Rupert had any
authority to order me into the night at the
darkest hour of the twenty-four, 1 was
taking no chances. 3y nerve was not
in a sufficiently robust state for me to dis-
obey any German.  So, lest Ishould over-
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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 wuited for one of them to challenze,
but, except for the creaking of the stairs
and of my ankle-bones, which seemed to
explode like firecrackers, there was not a
gound. I was afraid, and wished myself
sufely 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.

“The animals have gone,” he said; “all
of them. T will give you a bed now, and
when it is light vou shall have breakfast.”
I told him miy orders were to leave his
house at three,

“But it is murder!”™ he said. With
these cheering words in my ears, I thanked
him, and he Lid me bon chance,

In my leit hand 1 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 1o
one that the man would sheot, but 1 could
not speak German, and there was no other
way to make him understand. They
were either too surprized or too sleepy to
fire, for each of them let me pass. But
after T had made a mark of mysell three
times I lost my nerve and sought cover
behind a haystack. 1 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 heat it. Tt was a
delightful walk. I had had no sleep the
night before and had eaten nothing, and,
though T had cut away most of my shoe,
I could hardly touch my foot to the road.
Whenever in the villages T tried to Liribe
any cne 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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Flemish, not French, T was more afraid
of them and their shotguns than of the
Germans, and T never entered a village
unless German =oldiers were entering or
leaving it. And the Germans gave me
no reason to feel free from care.  Every
time they read my pass they were in-
clined to try me all over again, and
twice searched my knapsack. After that
happened the second time I guessed my
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letter to the President of France might
prove o menace, and, tearing it into little
pieces, dropped it over a bridge, and with
regret watched that historical document
from the ex-President of one republic
to the President of another float down
the Sambre toward the sea. By noon I
decided T would not be able to make the
distance. For twenty-four hours T had
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 my pass was
ordered by it to shoot me. So I decided
to give myself up to the occupants ol
the next German car going toward Brus-
sels and ask them to carry me there
under arrest. I waited until an automo-

statiog he is '

of ticket of leave

i:iin,: :.l'l -| :1'::;11.’]3{1:!, uunl 1]'.1_'” qujn:_H_] in fru]'n_
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 pazed at me in indignant amazement,
The officer was a general, cold and kindly
looking, and, by the grace of Heaven, as
slow-witted as he was kind. He _-'.p:'..l.ce Tais
English, and his French was as bad as
mine, and in conzequence he had no idea
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of what I was saying except that I had
orders from the general stafi 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 1 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
tor the schedule T 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
:I,[_:IJHJ:I;L'hE‘Il I zaw I would be there within
two hours, My 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. Tt wasasituation I would not have
used in fiction, [ 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
ense, 1 was escaping from them at forty
miles an hour, [ had but one regret. 1
wanted Rupert of Hentzau to see me, At
Hal my luck still held, The steps of the
Héotel de Ville were crowded with generals,
[ thourht never in the world could there
be so many generals, s0 many flowing
cloaks and spiked helmets. T was afraid
of them. 1 was afraid that when my gen-
erial abandoned me the others might not
prove so slow-witted or 20 kind, My gen-
eral also seemed to regard them with dis-
favor. He exclaimed impatiently. Ap-
parently, to force his way through them,
to coirl his heels in an anteroom, did not
appeal. Tt was long past his luncheon
hour and the restaurant of the Palace
Hotel called him.  He gave a sharp order
to the chaufieur,
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“T go on to Brussels,” he said. “De-
gire you to accompany me?"”  Tdid not
know how to ask him in French not to
make me laugh. [ saw the great Palace
of Justice that towers above the city with
the sume emations that one beholds the
Statue of Liberty, but not until we had
reached the inner boulevards did T feel
safe. There I bade my friend a grateful
but hasty adieu, and in a taxi-cab, un-
washed and unbrushed, 1 drove straight
to the American legation. To Mr. Whit-
lock I told this story, and with one hand
that zentleman reached for his hat and
with the other for his stick, In the auto-
mobile of the legation we raced to the
Hotel de Ville. 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-oi-leave man, and becavse 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
*Spion” must be removed from his pa-
pers.

And so, on the pass that Rupert gave
me, below where he had written that 1
was to be treated as a spy, they wrote I
was “not at all,” “gar nicht,”’ to be
treated as a spy, and that T was well
known to the American minister, and to
that they affixed the official seal.*

That ended it, leaving me with one
viluable possession. Tt is this: should
any one suggest that T am a spy, or that
I am wnot a friend of Brand Whitlock, I
have the testimony of the Imperial Ger-
man Government to the contrary.

* Literal tranglation of visé an the pass:
EBmvsssrs, August 25, 1014

Herr Diayas was an the 25th of August at the headguarters
uf the German Goverament g r..||-.i-.a.r_i¢.i by the American

minister and i ot at all to be treaigd i a spy,  He is highly
recommended by the American minister and is well known
ity AmeTicn

Arner Bovey,
et Wagivr Gevrernd Farately,
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By H. C. Bunner

liLtsrearions ny

DST of the novelists—at
least, most of those novel-
1sts who deal in lustrous-
N c¢ved heroines, and in heroes
W 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 o pleasant one. Tt isn'L,
It mever 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 Muary 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 o 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
hiz 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-
fection upon his own capahilities for sup-
porting a wife, and possibly three or four
YOUNEZET [ersons.

And as for Mary Jones, her situation is
even more uncomiortable, By all the
laws of affection she is John's ownest own;
and vet in reality she isn’t anybody's own
—not even her own sell'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

*An unpublished story recently found among the papers of
H, C. Bunner. Tt was written [or the series afterwarnd col-
lected as - More Shorl Siaes,” and & dated Augusi 24, 1804,
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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 vou that they had a good time
when they were engaped cither 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 voung 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 ‘ves,”™ he
explained, “if I'd get a parson inside of
one hour. ' Engagements,” she savs, ‘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—uand that is
just what Tom Littleburgh thought of Jis
engagement,

Ferhaps an outsider might have thought
Tom's engagement even meaner than Tom
thought it; for an outsider mizht not have
seen the charm that Tom saw in the voung
lady who was to be Mrs, Tom. Mary
Leyviden 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 msthetically, as a good-looker Mary
simply didn't get there.  She was not by
any means an unlovable girl; shewas pood
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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vou feel that vou could see it around for a
lifetime without getting tired of it

However that may have been, Tom
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
twebhvedavs, or, rather, for small fractional
parts of the space of tw elve days,and then
under circumstances of an exasperating
unpleasantness that will here be set forth,

Tom 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 Levden was
the only daughter of an ex-college pro-
fessor who had given up his post for
the more lucrative business of preparing
voung ladies for college.

It was in Florida in the winter-time that
Tom had wooed and won Mary, and from
the time that she said “yes™ in January
he had had no opportunity to see her until
he managed to make a vacation for him-
gell in August, when he arranged to see
her at the ex-professor's summer home at
Miliord, Pa.—to see her there; not to
stav at the house and have unlimited op-
portunities of talking with her and walk-
ing with her and gloating over her gen-
erallv; for he had to stay at a hotel, the
professor’s house being full of voung ladies
in course of preparation for college.

still, that was heaven enough for Tom.
For twelve dave—he had to lose a day
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 Tom 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-fushioned
stage in front of the old-fazshioned hotel,
he was half-mad with the delightful antic-
ipation.  But, like all lovers, he thought
first of his looks, Az 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 five or ten years it
is most wise and desirable that they should

A Plain Girl

take careful thought to the appearance
which they present one to another: for
about that time such things are liable to
Lie noticed, but in the first flash of young
love a girl may have a hat on crooked El.lld
4 yvoung man may have his hair mussed,
and vet each may look beautiful exceed-
ingly in the other's eves even when every-
!mdj. else iz wondering what he can see in
her or what she can see in him.  And why
not? Whose business iz it, anyway, ex-
cept theirs?

Tom went to his room at the hotel and
put on summer clothes of great beauty
and elegance, He brushed “his hair and
he tried to do something with his mus.
tache, which did not happen to he
a mustache that anyvthing could be done
with. S5till, Tom surveved it in the mir-
ror as he tied hiz 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 zo he
marched off up the street to the profess.
or’s house,

Every true lover’s fancy outruns his
journey to his appointed meeting.  Tom
had pictured to himseli a guiet old-fash-
ioned parlor with green blinds with the
slats turned down and vases of flowers va-
riously dizposed around and Mary waiting
for him in a delightful semi-ohscurity, 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 yvoung 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 & vard or two into the hall, where
he kissed her in a hurried, ready-made, and
generally unsatisfuctory way, and then
he found himself taken outside and intro-
duced to all the seven girls. They 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 thev seemed to Tom 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 Gladyvs—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
Tom Littlebureh '1
wished to see more |
than all the girls
in the waorld,

And vet, some-
how, hefore five
minutes had
passed, Tom
found that he was
paving an after-
noon call on cight
young ladies in-
stead of upon one.
There was no
quiet, shady par-
lor with the pold-
en sunlight just
filtering through
the hali-closed
hlinds, no nice old
horsehair sofa
with a kind of sag-
down in the mid-
dle that seemed to
tumhble two occu-
pants torether, no
flowers, no ro-
mance, no noth-
ing. There was
a great sunlit
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 knew nor
cared about.
And so it went
on until dinner-
time came, and
the ex-professor came in and Tom had to
zo hack to the hotel, solitary male guests
not being invited to join at feeding-time
i]‘l. tl'l.l_' EJTHI-I;‘th.IrI."\. I.EH‘I.'L"L'\.Il..

Tom called apain after dinner, and
found the whole household assembled in

e

Tom

felt that, as far a
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the parlor of his prospective father-in-law.
They were at the piano. There was a
hook with green pasteboard covers on the
plano, and from its faded pages they were
singing, ** Shall We Gather at the River?”
and “Ye¢ Evening
Bells.” Thus
painfully  passed
the time until the
professor arrived
to give the signal
for what he called
retirement. As
for Tom, he re-
tired to his room
and walked the
floor until three
o'cloek in the
morning. There
Was no man more
amazed than he
in the State of
Pennsylvania,and
there were few
more indignant.
He examined him-
self as to his con-
duct during his
whole period of
engagement and
he could not find
that he had been
remiss in the
smallest particu-
lar. Indeed,there
was not much
room for doubt
about the mat-
ter. He had not
seen his sweet-
heart sinceaweek
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
ii each letter had
not breathed alit-
tle more devotion than the preceding one
it certainly had not been his fault, Tom's
intellect might have been commaonplace,
but he knew that it had been conscien-
ticusly worked to the fullest extent from
week to week in devising modes of telling

= s unworthy se1f could
be prepared for preseatation v his
anes prepared. —FPage 716

Lady, he
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Mary that he loved her a great deal more
than anvbody else had ever loved any-
body else.  And vet 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 society with seven Berties and
Gussiez and Annies, who might be as pret-
ty as they pleased, but for whom he cared
not @ stiver,

The next morning Tom breaklasted
early and hurried to the professor’s house.
He found Mary not alone, it is troe, for
she was superintending operations in a
little spring-houze dairy, but certainly
much more like the old Mary than she
had seemed the dayv before.  In fact, she
was =0 simple and sweet and natural in
her manner, so geemingly unconscious of
having tried him in any way, that Tom's
spirit was wonderiully soothed, and yes-
terdav’s perplexity began to fade from
hiz 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 beliel that she was going 1o lead
him to some favorite haunt near the bank
of the little river, or under the great trees
al 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 studving and got him to
correct Greek exercises all the rest of the
IMOTTITIT.

[t was with something like grim desper-
aticn that Tom dasked 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 pot it and
was at the professor’s house promptly at
two o'clock, Mary greeted him, placid,
cindid, unruffled, and told him in o most
matter-of-fact way that she was very
sorey indeed that she could nol so with
him, for one of the inmates of the house-
hold had heen tuken with sudden illness
and required ber attention. Furthermore,
she asked if, since he had the horze and
carriage, he would mind driving Gussie
over Lo see her aunt at Dingman's Ferry,
He drowve Gussie to Dineman’s Ferry,
Gussie was a little thing with golden hair
and bright blue eves and 4 ereamy com-
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plexion, but for all Tom 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 Tom committed the seri-
ous mistake of remonstrating with Mary,
It zometimes pavs to remonstrate with a
woman, but not frequently, and wever un-
less yvou know exactly what she iz up to
Tom 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 Tom saw Mary
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 teacupz or putting whale-oil
soap on rose-bushes,  Of Gussie and An-
nie and both the Berties and the rest of
" the preparatorics,” as they were called,
he saw much more than he wanted to—so
much, indeed. that much against his will
he had 1o 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 voung man of mar-
riageable age.  Tom tried his best to he
civil, and even courtecus, hut after he had
had ten davs of acting as escort and cav-
alier in general 1o the whole seven he came
to the conclusion that they were the most
helpless set of voung women he had ever
encountered, and that perhaps Mary was
not so much to blame as he had thought
for her neglect.  ** They do seem,"” he ad-
mitted to himself, “to 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 4
piece of ribbon, and Gussie Thingumbob
can't walk down the street aiter sup-
prer 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, T don't
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Then he found himself taken outside and introdweced to all the seven giris—TMage y16.

see why T should have to help to nuss atories”andthe spoiled child of the house-
'em." hold. But “spoiled child™ is a wvery

What with brooding over the fleeting clumsy term to use as applied to little
davs and his scanty allowance of Mary, Bessie. The tenderness which had sur-
Tom, who was generally good nature's self, rounded her frominfancy had spoiled none
began to grow surly, and his fair charges of her sweetness and gentleness, and had
among themselves called him a “bear.” only served to keep her in ignorance of
It cannot be said that, except in one case, the fact that there were such things as un-
thev minded much. They were all pretty,  kindness and uniriendliness in the world,
The town was full of *summery folk™ Shewas a merechild at seventeen or eight-
and all had adorers enough, with perhaps een, innocent, pretty, and so lovable and
a few to spare; and Tom was, at the best, sweet of _l:li:'-i‘-lt‘n'-itit'ln that it is probable
that stupidest of things, a hopelessly en- that the first human being who had cver
paged man. looked upon her with unkindly eyes was

The one caze where Tom’s increasing pood-natured Tom Littleburegh; and in-
sullenness of manner produced an un- stead of his unkindness—to give it no
pleasant effect was that of little Bessie harsher name—leaving her indifferent, as
Bailey, the youngest of the seven " prepar-  might have been expected, it stirred her to
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a deep and fervent indignation. Tt was
the first slight the poor child had ever
known, and her whole soul rose up against
it.  Shewasamazed and puzzled and mor-
tined, and when a girl gets up as many
emotions as that over a man, she isin 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 Tom was not insensible to this
state of affairs. In fact, Mary rebuked
him {or it herseli,

“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,
vou knew,”

“Yes, that's just it,”" said Tom des-
perately, it is only for a few days—too
confounded few days.”

But Mary only left him with a rebuk-
ing smile Loogo about that endless chain of
duties, and she had no sooner departed
than the old professor stepped up and
somewhat  diffidently  asked his voung
friemd and son-in-law-ti-be il he would
not be so kind as to assist Miss Bessie
Bailey in a difficult point in trigonometry.

“ 1 hate, of course, 1o ask yvou Lo trouble
yvourseli in vour vacation-time, but 1 am
in a very unpleasant predicament.  Miss
Trunkett, my mathematical teacher, s ill
and cannot attend to her work, and T am
no mathematician,  Mary, of course, is
able to help me out to some extent, but
trigonometry is bevond poor Maryv, and 1
fear, I greatly iear, T shall have o trespass
on yer kindness.™

With murder in his heart Tom sought
the stufly class-room where he hud passed
the first morning after his arrival, and
there sat Bessie and raised a pair of re-
proachiul fawnlike eves toward him from
the great book withe all its wearisome fig-
ures.  Tom explained what he had been
sent for and Bessie only said, “Olh!™ in a
tone that she might have wsed had he ex-
plained that he was the execationer: and
they went to work.

But the lesson was long and hard and
what Bessie called horrid, and Bessic was
not bright about trizonometry and Bessie
would play with her pencils,  These things
sorattled and irritated Tom 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 gruf or rude or
thoughtless of other people'sfeelings,  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 Tom gave her a little
rest and flled up the time by telling her
something about himself and his work and
his early struggles.

Now, Tom ‘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 1o
know that, among men of the world, talk-
ing about one’s seli 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 whally revised her judgment of him,
amid 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 vwn mind of being o desperately
wicked girl whose frivolity and stupidity
and thoughitlessness must have been a
great annovance to this distinguished,
high-minded, and earnest man whose
knowledge and experience zet him somany
miles above her,  The svmptoms of emo-
tion working in her voung breast on her
own account were patent Lo even unoh-
servant Tom, and they irritated him the
maore that he could not help contrasting
to himseli the zentle submissivencss of
this tender young nature 1.\1th Marv's
cold- |rlnlﬂ|t|| seli-sufficiency,  “Here's a
girl," he said to himself, “who would
manaire to ret some time out of twelve
davs to talk alone with a lover who 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 oceasion to look for a penc cil
in a hurey and found Bessie absent-mind-
edly stacking them up with the chalks and
pens in the wu!l. 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,

Tom 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
viclent as they grew more silent; for she
seemed to be willing to render him any
submission in her power. Her low mur-
murs of seli-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

I coens”# let thems see vou like this ™

coming deliberately down the long cor-
ridor. He looked about him in a frenzy,
“My dear DMiss Bailey—DBessie! I
caw’l let them see you like this.  What the
devil shall T do? 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 hevond it, and the
glen and its whispering stream below,

Tom 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 hig man’s hreast; 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. Tom dropped
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“ You saw," besaid at laet

hiz hands by his side and stood looking
dogzedly at Muory, who gazed at him with
a strange and inexplicable expression.

“You saw.,” he said at lust,

Y ee " ghe said, "and oh, Tom: | am
so happy 7 5 and then she wound her arms
around Tom's neck, Laid her head about
six inches above where Bessie's had Lbeen,
and sighed with satisfaction, us only a
true woman can sigh,

“Tom,"” she said, as he stood speech-

am
am

less, “do vou remember when vou asked
me to marry yvou?  You told me that vou
had never made love to any girl in your
life. T knew that must be true, Tom, or
vou never would have been fool enough to
say it. T am plain, Tom, but I'm proud,
too,  Now, for the rest of the time you're
here, Tom, T sha'n't leave you one single
moment from morning till night, and 1'll
try to make up, dear,”

And she did.
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CRADLE SONG

By Josephine Preston Peabody

I

Lorp Gaerier, 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 heediully
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 joy!

Gabriel, wilt thou understand
How to keep his hovering hand?—
Mever 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, hi:
The dusk is lung with blue.)

i

Lord Michael, wilt not thou rejoice
When at Iast a little boy's

Heart, a shut-in murmuring bee,
Turns him unto thee?

-~
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Wilt thou heed thine armor well—
To take his hand from Gabriel
So his radiant cup of dream
May not spill a gleam?

He will take thy heart in thrall,
Telling o'er thy breastplate, all
Colorz, in his bubbling speech,
With hiz hand to each.

(Dormi, dorui {n.
Sapphire is the blue;
Pearl and beryl, they are called,
Chrysoprase and emerald,
Sard and amethyst,
Numdbered so, and kissed.)

Ah, but find some angel word
For thy sharp, subduing sword!
Yea, Lord Michael, make no doubt
He will find it out:

{Dormi, dormi tul)
His eves will look al vou,

111

Last, a little morning space,
Lead him to that leafy place
Where Our Lady sits awake,
For all mothers’ sake.

Bosomed with the Blesséd One,
He shall mind her of her Son,
Onee so folded from all horms,
In her shrining arms.

(Fu Jrer veil of blue,
Darmi, dormi th.)

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,—
To my heart, awake.




GERMANY

AN AMERICAN

EMBATTLED

INTERPRETATION

BY OS5WALD GARRISON VILLARD

I

ﬁu@i\“ﬁﬁﬁf WONDERFUL quiet,
"""%.'“ *!'1'1}_? certainty, and determi-
WM nation 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!”
No other phraze that has crossed the ocean
more completely states the German frame
of mind when the mohilization 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 1yo0.
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 r;m][?;, religion, and party.
To describe that hour of seli-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 itz 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. Ewven the foreign spec-
tators caught in the sudden swirl of vast,
loosened reservoirs of national feeling
found it impassible to observe, save with
awe, conviction, and deep emation, this
profoundly impressive transformation of

a people.

SO

To the Germans their cause is just, their
conscience clear, No 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 hrst, even as a
foothall team seeks to “get the jump”
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 =ailing 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 wanser licher,
guler Kaiser.  He stood for the whole peo-
ple when he opened the war session of the
Reichstag and, with his preat sensze 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 yvears 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 sicge-runs
or reservists, were victoriously assaulting
Liéme, '

With this profound belief in the rizht-
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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thev 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. Thewonderful re-
sponse of the people filled all doubters
with joy. Not 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 service, or
had passed beyond it by reason of age,
volunteered, begging to besent tothefront.
1t is no wonder that the national motto,
“Gotl Mit 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 Ttaly, her ally, held back; that Bel-
gium also flung hersell 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, obeved 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. It
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 Ligge held
out until August 17 and that the Ger-
mans were guilty of acts of hrutality. Tt
wis England who told but half the story
in her White Paper, It waz England
whose abstention from the war Sir Ed-
ward Grey had been ready to put up for
German bidding until, driven inlo a cor-
ner, he refuzed to name his final price.

The English thus appeared before the
Germannation as traitorousto its civiliza-
tion and culture, because its statesmen
had =0 oiten described their people as
“rousing across the Channel™; because
there had existed the warmest cordiality
and co-operation between the seientific
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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 recked 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 clozely al-
lied, that it was like a stab in the back
from a brother when England declared
WL,

Did the English,all Germany asked, not
comprehend that it was freir battle which
it was fighting? To 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-
storfi puts it, than the United States
would have i emiszaries 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 Servia 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'swasengaged toFrance by the se-
cret understanding, and she could not per-
mit mohilization 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 1880 that the German general staff
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has not studied and restudied its plan for
defending the nation against o 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 ahility 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 =he 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, Yet
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
Litge, 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.  Why could not the Bel-
gians have realized this and spared them-
selves all that they have suffered by let-

ting the Germuns march quietly through?
The Kaiser's troops would have disturbed
orinjured no man; they would have made
good any injury done and paid hand-
somely as they went. For the rest of the
world to cry out against what happened
as o 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 Ixuc.s.u.s crushing
out of Persia; that connived at France's
swallowing of Morocco when the ink on
the treaty of Algeciras guaranteeing Mo-
TDLLd]l]i‘ltt"rll‘.‘. was scarcely dry! Merely
to state the case against *perfidious Al-
bion™ is to prove its shamelessness,

Hence the Germans have convinced
themselves that England’s seizing on Bel-
gian neutrality as a reason for war was but
the hollowest of shams.  Ewverything that
is now disclozed 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 prowing by lellpb and bounds
and her merchants are capturing the marts
of trade hitherto the private property of
John Bull. Itisall so clear and plain that
Germany could not understand why the
rest of the world could not see it, too.
“But 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-
servine of German Kulfar (not culture,
but civilization) from all the world, if
need be,

IT

GeErman Kultur!  What this means is
the riddle of the hour to many who hon-
estly seek to fathom the Teutnn point of
view. Is there a German “culture™ or
civilization superior to any other? And
is that Kultnr typified by autocratic Pruz-
sian militarism which slashes lame coh-
blers and bends the nation to its own im-
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perious will?  Ts 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 yvou close
with the enemy, remember this; Spare
nobody. Make no prisoners. Use your
weapons o that for a thousand vears 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 iraitors because they wish
to reconstitute the nation?  Dwoesit 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 ageressively fight
for it; the profeszors who dream of over-
gea dominion, of making Germany the
Fome of the twentieth century, who are
so certain of the superiority of what they
consider German civilization as to he
ready to impose it upon all the world?

Or does this word Kuftur stand for that
other Germany that all the world 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 civie ad-
ministration to the rank of a science and
huilded the Cit}‘ beautiful, while u_‘..:ringt'ur
its poor and its aged under laws all ad-
vanced nations are copying ?

To Germany herseli what her Kulinr
stands for is the spirit behind botdh of these
divergent Germanyz, 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 briel existence it has made
more positive contributions to knowl-
edge and world-advancement than any
other nation in the same period. At all
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times Kultur stands for wonderful disci-
pline not only in the army but in party,
church, and state, together with Equalf;?
marvellous efficiency. To 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 thereis adeep, warm sentimentalizm
and on the other 2 union of minute knowl-
edge andof comprehenzive 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 morg
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, How isit that
they can be so misunderstood?  Isall the
world poisoned against them?  Can such
frightfulliestriumph? Theyread them on
every hand—the crassest falsities, chiefly
from English sources, since London is not
only the greatest financial exchange but
thewaorld'sclearing-housefornews. They,
4 united people, learn from the English
press that the Kaiser had deliberately or-
deredeveryzocialistmemberof 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 bloody 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 Eurape 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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Lroy 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 Eust Prussian district
alone are charged with three hundred and
fifty murders of non-combatant men and
women and children.

The world, they suddenly find, bhelieves
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 szpirit 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
vears, 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 Belsians lied to all the
world about Ligge, and similar misrepre-
sentations, the Germans are ready to hear
with as part of the game. But not the
calumnies of their troops, as if they were
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Bulgarians or Serhs or Greek marauders.
That is the last straw, and the head-lines,
“WWir Barbaren,” “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
e 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, a5 in one recorded case, they say
that the Germans have been carrving on
war " contrary to every dictate of humain-
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 svs-
tem they have forgned committees for the
purpose of presenting the truth abroad.
Thev 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 hesought 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 1776, 1812, and during the
Civil War, will particularly express its
horror at the policy which has sent against
their Awltner hordes of black, brown, and
vellow troops from Africa, India, and
Asia

IT

It 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, Miinsterherg, Francke, Von Jage-
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mann, Kithnemann, Burzess, 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 rezsponsibility for this terrible mis-
fortune which has overtaken humanity
rests primarily with Austria and next with
the Kaizer. *“The final help,” says the
London Times, “is the mighty duty of
America.”  What Germany, in its eager-
ness for that * Ainal 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 zood
opinion was forfeited by Germany when
the Kaiser rejected Sir Edward Grey's
offers to assure peace, when the “scrap-
of-puper’” incident oceurred, and when
the imperial chancellor exalted the law of
necessity above the law of nations,

Berlin must learn that this judgment
cannot be 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 rallving about Lin-
coln in 1865, " Who that saw it,'" wrote
James Russell Lowell, * will ever forget
that enthusiasm of loyalty for the flag,
and for what the flag symbolized, which
twentyv-six vears ago swept all the coun-
tey'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 |J}' the ]l'rufuunli belief that it is
the very existence of France which is Le-
ing fought for as well as the “giving to
the whole waorld |i1Jl‘1‘L:\' to breathe, to
think, to progress.”” But waves of na-
tional sentiment, however they may bring
tears to the eves and quicken the heart's
beat, prove nothing in themselves,

The =ame is true of the question of the
atrocities. 1f the United States did or did
not believe all of them, or believed none of
them—evenif it approvedand did not pro-
foundly disapprove the dropping of bomlis
without warning into defenceless cities,
the exacting of ranzoms, the holding of
unarmed citizens as tl"‘hii.l..l_:'-.."'. the ]|l11'ni|1"_;
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of cities in revenge for individual treach-
ery—its finalopinion 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-
zle, any more than does the question of
England’s consistency or her attitude in
the past toward the Boer republics, Per-
sia, and Morocco, orour 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-
tionsz are slanderous will achieve the real
purpose of the German propaganda in
America—the turningof 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-
cauze of any thick-and-thin friendship for
England or for the Czar's despotic govern-
ment, As o matter of fact, had France
and England violated Belgian neutrality
and entered Germany by her unfortified
frontier, American public sentiment would
have felt just as outraged by the wrong
done by Frenchmen and Englishmen,
The truth iz that the German general
staff knew that the easiestroad into France
lay through Belgium, and they took it.
Fut one may pay too high a price even for
the ecasiest road, and the price paid by
Germany was warwith Belgium, England,
Japan,and perhaps Portugal,and the final
forfeiture of public opinion everywhere.
The laving 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 unneceszary, and
have, therefore, but restricted patience
for German appeals,

The sober second thought in Germany,
of which one finds traces in Professor Ma-
torp = 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. Many 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 thatbykeeping outof Belgium they
had saved themselves three or four oppo-
nents and thereby held in zome 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 arc a better means of defence than
the best forts. Noone can befound 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
dangerouzly 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: “The reliance on militury force as
the foundation of true national greatness
seems to thinking Americans erroneous,
andin the long run degrading toa Christian
nation.” It is probably true, as German
speakers contend, that Bernhardi's hook
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-
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timent of the common people of America.
Toaccept 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 wha,
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, No
one can deny this merely by asserting that
this is not a war of the Kaizer 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 alwaysz the demand that
all differences of epinion be sunk and con-
scicnoes stifled,

Mo 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. To do so means pozitive
infidelity to our own institutions—and to
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 chiel teaching
of the Republic; they are grossly untrue
to the men of "48 who fled when the Prus-
sian militarists blew to pieces that nohle
uprising and ended that brave if hopeless
demand for true democracy. Whether
the Germuns, blinded by the Stwrm snd
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 cruzhed
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
maore 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
unneceszary, 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 hest 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.,
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Americans who believe in self-zovern-
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 pround.  In Germany we must
hope for a reawakening of the spirit of
1845 which will recognize at least wherein
lies the great power of the United States
in this hour. It 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 swaved neither by entangling alliances,
nor by the lust of conquest, nor by the
hlasphemous doctrine that Gaod 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 20 good to be an Amer-
ican!

SLOPES

By Margaret Sherwood

Frex-1ir the upper slopes with pale-green fire;
The paths shine in the sun;

I will go up to voice my youth's desire,
F.“'IHUQEI 1];[}' .i'H :l.ln‘“":"\-t 1]1I|'_||_'_

T |l.rl1f_{1 alas! too ]ung

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 [ar-compelling heights

That heckon me,

They mock along my pathway, crying oul

“You are too old to sing!
Ihe 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 guavering 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 eves are spirit-clear

As Light draws near

That larger life to hymn.

Nay, I will go: we shall not hold me back!
Ye¢ 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 iz the life within than walls of lasting stone,
Your words that lack

All wisdom will T shut from out my eurs.
Afar, my spirit hears

The mighty music of the still, small voice
That bids us all rejoice

In everlasting life. As choking dust

Have heen the sayings ve have made me hear,
As mist across the eves

Your long companionship. T will arise,
Toiling aloft to sing upon the peaks,

"Tis he who seeks

That findeth. Far-off heights draw near;

I climb them as T must.

Now, by the passion of all hearts that pray;
By all the longings, all the hopes that are
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As pleading, folded hands,

Liited on high to One both near and far,

To 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 T ery

They are but blind

Who say no spirit lives beyond the wveil

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 T 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,

My tryvst to keep

With God and my own soul. T go to pray:

Grant to the voung a hope to bind the hours,

A faith to build upon, nor let them stay

Forgetiul, by the warm, sweet harvest flowers,

To lift their eves on high,

Where sun-swept pastures meet the sky.
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ALKING of anti-Semitism
2] one of those mornings, Fer-
e rand said: * Yes, monsieur,
B plenty of those gentlemen
4 in these days esteem them-
selves Christian, but T have
only once met a Christian who esteemed
himself a Jew. C’était frés drile—je vais
vous conber cela.

“Tt was one autumn in London, and, the
season being over, I was naturally in pov-
erty, inhahiting a palace in Westminster
at fourpence the night. In the next hed
to me that time there was an old gentle-
man, so thin that one might truly say he
was made of air. English, Scotch, Trish,
Welsh—1 shall never learn to distinguish
those little differences in vour race—hbut 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 o 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 foqué,” 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 dao for one of those specimens—to
sew on a button, clean a pipe, catch beasts
in their clothes, or sit tosee theircoats were
not stolen, even to give up his place by the
fire—he would always do it with his smile
50 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 "asyou call it.
Several times I have caught him in wash-
ing the feet of one of those sots, or bathing
some black eve or other, such as they of-
ten catch. Aman 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 vou like an angel, and spoke evil
of npone, But,seeingthathehad 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 1
interrogated him on this, he would only
smile his smile of one not there, and did
not seem to know very much of what T was
talking. Isaid tomyseli: * There iz some-
thing here to see, if [ am not mistaken,
One of these good days, T shall be vour
guardian angel while vou fly the night.'
For I am a little connoisseur of strange
things, monsieur, as vou know; though,
vou may well imagine, walking the streets
all day between two boards of a sacred
sandwich does not give vou too strong a
desire to fliner in the evenings., Eh, bicn !
It was a night in late October that T at last
pursued him. He was not difficult to fol-
low, seeing he had no more guile than an
ege; passing first at his walk of an old
shadow into vour 5t. James's Park along
where vour military types puff out their
chests for the nursemaids to admire.
Very slowly he went, leaning on a staff—
wne 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 thev 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 dreamy and
well-wishing.  Well, as T tell vou, my Old
marched, never looking biehind 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
—1 could not fizure to myvself at all. Tt
was the hour when vour high bonrgeaisie
return from the theatre in their carriapes,
whose manikins sit, the arms crossed, he-
fore horses fat as snails.  And one would
see through the window some lady berede
degcement, with the face of one who has
eaten too much and loved too little.  And
gentlemen passed me marching for a
mouthful of [resh air, frés comme 6l fanud,
their concerting hats pushed up, and noth-
ing at all in their eves. I remarked my
Old, who, making no movement, watched
them ull as they went by tll presently a
carriage stopped at a house nearly oppo-
site, At once, then, he beran to crozz the
road quickly, carrving 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
voung man.  Very hizh bonrgenisic: some
judee, knight, mavor—what do I know?
—with his wile and son, mounting under
the porch. My Old had come to the bot-
tom of the steps, and spoke, in bending
himself forward, as if supplicating. At
once those three turned their faces, very
astonizshed. Although I was very in-
trigued, T could not hear what he was say-
ing, for if I came nearer, I feared he would
see me =pying on him. Only the sound of
his voice I heard, gentle as alwavs; and 1
saw his hand wiping his forehead az thouch
he had carried something heavy from very
far. Then the ladv spoke to her husband,
and went into the house, and the voung
son followed in lighting a cizarette. There
rested HI'Jl:-.' that Ll wrl father of the family,
with his gray whiskers and nose a little
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bent, carryving an expression as if my Old
were making him ridiculous. He madea
guick gesture, as though he said: “Gal'
and he too filed softly. The doorwasshut.
At once the lackey mounted, the carriage
drove away, and all was asif it had never
bicen, except that my Old was standing
there, quite still. But soon he came re-
turning, carrving his staff as if it burdened
him. Andrecoilingina porch towatch him
pass, I saw his visage full of dolor, of one
overwhelmed with fatizue and grief; =o
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 zeemed foralms.  That isa thing
I myzelf have never done, not even in the
greatest poverty—one is not like vour
gentlemen—one does alwavs some little
thing for the money he receives, if it is
only to show a drunken man where he
lives. And 1 returned in meditating deep-
Iy over this problem, which well seemed
to me ft for the angels to examine;
and knowing what time my 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 vou 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
hiow they are made.  For me the greatest
pleasure is 1o lift the skirts of life, to un-
veil what there is under the surface of
things which are not alwavs what they
geent, as savs vour good little poet.  For
that one must have philosophy and a cer-
tain industry, lacking to all those gentle-
mien who think they alone are industrious
because they sit i chairs and blow into
the telephone, in Alling their pockets with
money.  Mysell, I coin knowledge of the
heart—it i= the only gold they cannot take
from vou. 5o that night I lay awake. 1
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—ior in my experience, monsieur,
hegs,::r-. are not less egoist than million-
aires. As Lsay, 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 muonhght He commenced his pil-
grimage in passing by vour House of Com-
mons, as if toward the river. 1 like much
that great river of vours. 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 toit. He had for ob-
jective, it seemed, that lnm'; row of houses
very respectable, which gives on the em-
bankment, before vou 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
cartiages down here, and few people—a
true wilderness, lighted by tall lamps
which threw no shadows, =0 clear was the
moon, He took his part soon, az of the
other night, standing on the far side of the
road, watching for the return of some lion
tohis den.  And presently 1 saw one com-
ing, accompanied by three lionesses, all
taller than himself, This one was bearded,
and carrled spectacles—a real head of
learning; walking, too, with the stepof a
man who knows his world, Some pro-
fessor—T1 zaid to myself—w ith hiz harem.
Thev gained their house at fifty paces from
my Old; and while this learned one was
ppening the door, the three ladies lifted
their noses in locking at the moon., A
little of assthetic, a little of science—as al-
wivs with that type there! At once I had
perceived my Old coming across, blown in
the wind like a gray stalk of thistle; and
his fuce, with its expression of infinite pain
as if carrving 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: ‘Henrv!' And out comes my mon-
siear again, in his beard and spectacles.
For me, I would freely have given my ears
to hear, but T saw that this good Henry
had his eve on me, and I did not budge,
for fear to seem in conspiracy. T heard
him only say: ‘Impossible! Impossible !
Go to the proper place!” and he shut the
door, My Old remained, with his long
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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, asif [
were the air. That time also I regained
my bed before him, in meditating very
deeply, still more uncertain of the psy-
chology of this affair, and resolved once
again to follow him, saving to myseli:
‘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 tovs
that make a fat existence—in never look-
ing to see of what thev are made; and the
other. for whom life is tobacco and a crust
of bread and Tiberty to take all to pieces,
so that his spirit may feel good within him.
Frankly, T am of that kind. T rest never
till T have found out why this iz that—for
me Mystery iz the zalt of life; and T 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
vour great Westminster, where all is
mixed in a true pudding of lords and poor
wretches at two sous the dozen; of cats
and policemen: kercsene flames, abbeys,
and the odor of iried fish. Ah!trulyitis
frightiulto see vour low streets in London;
that gives me a conviction of hopelessness
such a= 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., Thereisan
irony so ferocious there, monsieur, that
one can well hear the zood God of vour
Bowrgeois laugh in every wheel that rolls,
and in the erv 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: 1
have well made this world.  Is there not
variety here >—en voild une bonne soupe !
This time, however, T 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 qulet most heautiful
little street I have seen in all your London.
It was of small, old, gray houses, very
regular, which made as if theyv inclined
themzelves in their two rows before 3
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. ButThad
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, T tell vou
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 wotching the
rare spectacles of life—the sentiment
that, according to me, pricks artists to
their work. We had not stayved there too
long before T =aw a couple marching from
the end of the street, and thought: “Here
they come to their nest!” Vigorous and
gay they were, voung married ones, eager
to get home; one could see the white neck
of the young wife, the white shirt of the
voung man, sleaming under their cloaks,
I know them well. those yvoung couples
in great cities, without a care, taking all
things, the world before them, frés amon-
renx, without, as vet, children; jolly and
pathetic, having life still to learn—which,
believe me, monsieur, is a sad enough affair
for nine rabbits out of ten. TII;,":;' sLop] il
at the house next to where T stood: and
since my Old was coming {ast as alwavs to
the feast, I put myself at once to the ap-
pearance of ringing the bell of the house
before me. This time T had well the
chance of hearing, 1 could see, too, the
faces of all three, because 1 have by now
the habit of secing out of the back hair.
The pigeons were =0 anxious to get to their
nest that my Old had only the time to
speak, as they were in train to vanish,
“8ir, let me rest in your doorway ! Mon-
sieur, I have never seen a face so hopeless,
so cribbled with fatigue, vet so full of a
gentle dignity, as that of my Old while he
spoke those words, Tt was as if =omething
looked from his visage that surpassed
what ||1.'|Hr|j'{:~' to us others, so mortal and
2o cynic as human life must well reniler all
who dwell in this earthly Paradize, 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: 1
had pain to prevent mysell turning to find
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if in truth ‘I had them" as your drunkards
say., Then the young man called out:
‘Here's a shilling for vou, my friend!”
But my Old did not budge, answering al-
ways: *Sir, let me rest in your doorway !
As vou may well imagine, monsieur, we
were all in the silence of astonishment, T
pulling away at my bell next door, which
was not ringing, seeing I took care it did
not; and those two yvoung people regard-
ing my Old with eves round as moons. out
of their pigeon-house, which I could well
see was prettily feathered, Their hearts
WETE ma]i:jng seesaw, 1 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 vour
voung gentlemen: “Awfully sorrv!” and
put out his hand, which held now a coin
large as a savcer,  But again my Old only
said: *Sir, let me rest in vour doorway !
And the young man drew back his hand
guickly as if he were ashamed, and saying
again: *Sorry !’ he shut the door,  1have
heard many sighs in my time, they are the
good little secompaniments to the song we
sing to life, we who are in poverty; but
the sigh my Old pushed then—how can 1
tell vou—had an accent asif it came from
Her, the faithiul 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 o moment
the good God,  Yes, monsieur, it was as
if pushed by Suffering herself, that bird
of the night, never tired of Aving in this
world where they talk always of cutting
her wings. Then 1 took my resolution,
and coming gently from behind, said: * My
Old—what i= it? Can 1 do anyvthing for
vou?'  Without looking at me, he spoke
s to himseli: *T shall never find one who
will let me rest in his doorway, For my
sin I shall wander forever!” At this mo-
ment, monsicur, there came to me an in-
spiration =o clear that T marvelled 1 had
not already had it a long time before.  He
thought himseli the Wandering Jew. Lhad
well found it This was certainly his fixed
idea, of a cracked old man!  And 1 said:
"My Jew, do you know this? In doing
what you de, vou 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 paluce 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,

*And, 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, ves, 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 ménager his life, even
offer him money as I had seen; but, to
let him rest, to trust him in their houses
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—this strange old man—as a fellow, a
brother voyager—that they will not; itis
hardly in the character of good citizens ina
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 thisearth,
which, according to me, is composed al-
most entirely of those who have themselves
the character of the Wandering Jew."

Puffing out & sigh of smoke, Ferrand
added: “I do not know whether he con-
tinued to pursue hizidea, for I myself took
the road next morning, and 1 have never
seen him since.”

A CHRISTMAS VISION
By John Kendrick Bangs

Ow Christmas Eve 'mid all the jovous glee

That in my plentecusness 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 wistiul, smiling lips

That thrilled me to my very finger-tijs.

Two eager hands stretched forth called, as in stress,
To me to carry help to Helplessness,

And in the sad eves of that child 1 saw

In all its loveliness the Christmas Law—

Not a command, ne 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 | wandered through the drifts
And into lowly places carried gifts

To cheer, and give release, and pay my due
Unto my Lord thro' them that suffer rue.



UNDER THREE STEEPLES
By John Seymour Wood

IitvsTrAaTIONS BY F.

I

5T. PAUL'S CHAPEL

LD 5t. Paul’s Chapel
O turns its back disdain-

fully on neisy Broad-
way, not so much to admin-
ister unworldly reproof to the
encroachments of business as
to protect with its sheltering
arms its trim old burial-
ground, which is its pride.
The value of the little God's
acre has grown fabulous, but
there are debts due fo ances-
tors sleeping there which out-
weigh those to the living and
to posterity. The old tombs
will mever be disturbed until
the predicted general cata-
clvsm arrives some day, which
will hurl 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 charping bat of
garden that a visitor feels himseli sud-
denly transported from New 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,
=he 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 cazis in the city she could dream her
own dreams for an hour by herself, in
her nooning, every pleasant day, There
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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 vgg,
and the red apple—and had erumpled the
brown paper in her hand preparatory to
throwing it away. She was enpagred in
watching the sparrows—bold little jigs—
whao 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—und 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 saving;

“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, Tt's to be a hich-noon
affair—and it won't be late, I hope, for
that’s bad luck, too.”

The girl shrank back into her corner.
A modern wedding! There were some,
then, who still ventured down to old St.
Paul’s 1o be marred and given in mar-
riage? Tt seemed, somehow, a profana-
tion. Shementally retreated a certain dis-
tance, testing the round chin of her pale
cager 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 eazily persuade herself that
she saw the courtly voung 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 airof perfumed gayety and pleas-
ure to the spot, and giving the girl a
zenzation 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 toexist—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
seli-help without fear. To zupport her-
sell and mother she braved the business
world—put her brains to use for pay—
endured occasional affronts—and wore a
black wveil to shield herself and lessen
them.

But in the quiet churchvard theveil was
lifted. A fair, pale, oval face appeared—
a determined chin—large dark eves, 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

CQuite a large party now approiached—a
dozen carriages drove up to the iron gate-
way on the north side.  The bright little
vard, already illuminated by the cheerful
flowers, prew into the semblance of an
agreecable garden pariy; there were nod-
ding processions of flower-hats, sparkling
girl faces, half-hid in ostrich plumes; then
glowing yvoung men in lavender gloves,
with a subdued, usher manner, hove in
sicht. Fashionable old ladies chattered
and laughed as they entered the church
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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 dayv—inside !

The distant martial music above the
roar of Broadway stirred the girl; they
were playing “ Dixie"—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 agrecable dead!
A stir and a tumult! Here came the
bride! Now the girl forgot hersell; she
stood up excited. The bride—such a
charming yvoung girl—so pretty, so young,
blushing with excitement—the bride had
comeon her portly father'sarm.  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 gavly dressed people
saying: “ For an improvisation, it's not so
bad”  Another: “Yes, they decided in
two days, as his regiment was ordered off
to Cuba.” Another: “It makes the
wedding so much more romantic and stun-
ning—like ‘Belgian Chivalry"—before
Waterloo—the war 54

Then came a charming thing, The
bride, asshe entered the church aisle, catch-
ing sight of her and the other working
girls in staring clusters, cried: * Ask them
all in—all!  Every one must be let in.
1 want them all to be happy—you poor
dear girls!"

“Come, the bride invites you—you
must obey!"” cried a cheery, boyish voice
above her; “allow me.” She stole an
upward glance at him, and took his arm.
She named him to herselfi—" 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
girfl—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 ;.,lrl felt
grateful.  Some people were marked to
be happy, it seemed, in this weary world.
Others, if not she, were still ready to he
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). DBut she had been at weddings be-
fore, and the men, she remembered, always
appeared alarmed.

Once—just once—the bride, in her
ecstazy 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 eve-flash and a
smile—all the essence of delirious joy—
success, delight, pride, happiness, and
heaven in that swift glance of blissful re-
guited love!

It made the girl grow fearful and shrink
back, abashed and half-afraid. She had
hardly imagined such joy—dangerens joy
—bringine 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;
high up above—rang out with a fine old
chastened and conventional, yet merry,
tone, Worldly old churc A
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 hali-lost in the faint shadow of a rising
stormi-cloud, Ring out, merry wedding
hells—and silence that ill-omened bird!

1I

OLD TRINITY

RAW, late November af-
A ternoon, one of those cold,

gloomy, fogey, 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 & 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, solemmn
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 wasimpossible tocross. The
military funeral was in progress, which, as
the dirge of the band sounded along the
narrow sireet, 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 bedragzled—some sun-
burned troopers, arms reversed—a squad
of officers afoot—two or three carriages.
A dizmal 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, lawvers., 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, o gentleman cried: “ Hals off 17
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 eves. 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
mizt, and very high in air the bell was
still tolling—ome—two—one—two—slow-
Iy—loud and soft—in the wind gusts.
Was it * Cousin Fred?"”

“Whose funeral is this?" she aszked,
breathless,

“Captain Burton, Rough Rider—
killed in Cuba,” replied a huge policeman,

“Let me pass—I knew him—1 was
at hiz wedding!" szhe eried, almost
fiercely.

And they stood aside and let the slender
girl push herseli through the cordon of
paolice, 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—crue]!

To 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! Iits
sedate, pious dignity seemed to her sud-
denly to have fled on the winds. She
heard a grand, chaotic laughter of the
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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—iound herself in a pew
near the family—heard the awiul words
of the burial office—"'I know that my Re-
deemer liveth—and that he shall stand at the
faiter dav wpon the carilh”—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 city—"" Uncle Tom™ and
“Uncle Jack "—"* Aunt Harriet,"” in deep-
est black—" Georgiana,” tall and straight,
“Lizzie," and even* LittleMary "'—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—hiz handzome 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 =or-
rows renewed—and she resented it—who
were these people to her, after all?

“0Oh, T'm glad T’'m out of *life'—I'm
glad I'm buried in business,” she said to
herseli.  “What I've seen was one of life's
contrasts more cruel with the grace and
holinesz of the church thrown over it
Life—I'll have none of it! T 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. . . .

*Let me be only efficient and punctual,
O Lord—and hard, and worth my wage—
and strong to work!"
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THE LITTLE CHURCH AROUND THE CORNER

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-
appearsd. The postern appeared like a
frosted ornament on a Christmas cake,
Old winter, hoar and sere, would seem to
bie mentle with the Little Church, folding
salt white arms about it caressingly.

" Unpretentious,” visitors say of it—
not “low and lazy, nor broad and hazy,
nor high and eraey "—just a good useful
Little Church, well suited to the lonely
mirl and her life in the strange. unsocial
vity—and from the day she happened in
and hid hersell 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
mating, with the last of the congresation,
and stood a moment in the porch, hesi-
tating aboul returning to her little eold
hall-room.  The sunlight on the show
nearly blinded her, and she retreated into
the church. She had hali-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 {elt that no
meritorious sense of duty impelled her,
but her Sundays were long and sadly tedi-
ous (since her mother had sone back to a
relative in Virginia and left her alone), and
she must distract herzell in some way,
She was always fond of bovs—boys were
g0 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

I'i’ was a bright, sunny day at the end
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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:

“(uite 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 country!
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
Mury"—uand the handsome best man—
“Cousin Fred.” She had only to open
her eyves 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-
maother.  The proud eves seemed to say:
**His somn, sir, his, who died for his country
so gloriously.”

The girl sank down in a pew and fell
upon her knees, crying to hersell: “These
people seem like my own people—and yet
Lam barred from them—hid from them!"

The service ended, she heard them com-
ing past her pew—the rustling silks, the
hali-subdued voices—the cry of the child

—andd 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 “ my grand-
son, =ir, my brave boy—T'm sure—I know
—he's with us here!”™  And the girl felt
lonelier than ever before. Her people!
And they knew hernot!  And they would
never know her!  Her people, whom she
had dreamed about and imagined, until
she knew them, one by 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-
cver!
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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 stifly, reddening, and hating
herseli for her tears.

The tall, straight, gond-looking young
fellow—not in khaki now—the one she
had called “Cousin Fred "—beamed on
her irom the pew’s end: “I'm awiully
good on faces—used to them in the army,
vou know—I don’t forget them,” said he;
“it's the same girl—at last I've found you!”

She tried to smile; “ My brother used
to sayv I have a chameleon face, changing
with my environment i

“I'm =zure I had the honor of showing
vou a seat at my sister’s wedding in St,
Paul’s—in that environment, [ remember,
it was a very charming face.”

“1 was present at St. Paul's—and—at
Trinity, too—"" she added *.-..ull}'.

“1 saw you—l saw you! T wondered
about ¥ nu—l—l ve lhuunht a lot about
Yo

She bowed and rose to follow the curate,
who was just then returned, into the Sun-
day-zchool room.

“Pray wait a moment and tell me—
satisly my curiosity—won't you?" he
persisted. ’

“I must go—T have said I would take
a class "

“1i you're not the sister you're a near
relative of poor dear Harry Dunbar—T
see a striking likeness.”

You knew him?"

*In my class at Princeton,” he replied

eageriy— Lh-. birightest man—-

“Don't,” she whis spered; “he was my
brother.” -

She felt her gloved hand seized as in a
vice, and Carstone turned aside to hide
his fuce,

I must go,” she repeated sudly.

*Yes, 1 suppose you must—hut,
here, Miss Dunbar—I—I i

“T must say good morning, vet not
without—not without telling you, Mr,
Carstone, for that sweet girl-mother, that
I know she is happy now—and I am glad

loiak
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—s0 glad—I have seen her married, and
with her dead—and now——"

“Oh, my sister is very, very happy!”

“The blessed babv:” She had the Ma-
donna's eyes as she said it.

He started forward, but she added
hastily:

“Mr. Carstone, please say good-by—
I'm a busy woman—I work for my living
—1 have to earn my bread. But for the
last vear—almest a vear, now—I have
kept that sweet nedd.tng-—lhat funeral
of a soldier—hidden away in my heart.
All yvour people 1 know—I have named
them—ves, I feel I know them well."

“ el

“Yes—you are ‘Cousin Fred'“—she
looked down.

“ Harold—my real name—"" he laughed
a hearty, boyish laugh.

“1 prefer Lo go now—never to speak
with yvou again—to keep you and yours as
my own—my pictures''—she blushed and
hesitated.

“By Jove! You can keep me as your
own!" 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-
:iil!g, lest she slip and fall in the snow.

"And my sister insists that you let me
bring you around to dine with us—we are
tis h.ne a sort of christening dinner—and
—and

She looked up into his eves, amused.

“Oh, hang it!” 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—TI
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.




ELMIRA AND FOUR-THIRTEEN

By Algernon Tassin

NHERE are two sides to
Ta everything, Even to lis-
k4 tening at a keyhole.

4 Nevertheless, Elmira
## found herself for & moment
¥ at loss for words when the
dmr 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 pandaa-clored 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

room.

He closed the door and faced her, blaz-
ing with wrath. *What were you doing
there? "

“1 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. “Why
didn't you knock?"

“T—I was afraid of disturbing wou,
sir. If you hadn't got up wyet.”

“ At eleven o'clock ' he snorted scorn-
fully. ““That’s likely."”

But Elmira was beginning to pluck up
spirit. .

“I've been knocking since nine, sir.”
Her keen eyes flickered over his face.
“When did you get up, sir?”

“T—that's none of your business!”

“No, 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. 1t
is my business to make up the room,
though.”

“Well, you see it's made up!” he
snapped.

*5o0 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. * And where did you learn,
sir, to fold over the end of the sheet in
that disgusting way 2"

Somewhat startled, he seemed feebly to
grape for the drift of her remark. **What
do you mean?”

“Bure, 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 T.ucked in.

“You see, sir, kitty-cornered.”

“It must h:u.e- got caught of itself,”
muttered the man, discombted.

“Hm!" said Elmira pointedly. *“The
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 eves travelled significantly to the
large chair by the window and back again
to his face. “Ain’t you been out yet?"

“No,"” said he shortly.

There was a sharp maternal reproof in
her voice. “You got up early and ain't
had any breakfast yet?”

“Yes, I—I had the boy bring it up.”

“What did you have?"

He paused. “I had coffee and toast
and some ham and eggs.”

“Which boy?™

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 boyvs 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. “Oh, of
course—if you know all about it!"

73l
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Elmira tossed her head at his transpar-
ent tactics. ““Ain'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. “To
see in the same way, I suppose.” He
jerked his head toward the door.

“What was I going to do when wyou
didn't anzwer me knocking?™

“What did you zee?"

“I saw you always sitting in that
chair."”

“That's nice!” 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 & moment he rallied and strode
toward her furiously. “T've had enough
of your epying!” 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. At any rate he
ﬂlrl]'rpr.'d.

“What was it made you do it ? " he said
timidly.

“The three days vou'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 bedelothes 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 vank to tumble them
up every which way and make it look as if
you had been to bed.  But T should judge
that you haven't even laid down. Any-
way, you hadn't gone to bed, because I'd

-
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kitty-cornered that sheet, and the fold
hadn’t come undone. The third mom-
ing, which is now, you didn’t even try to
mizzle me. You 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.

“Well,” said he fiercely, “what about
to-morrow morning #

Elmira paused thoughtfully., Herpause
wias 4 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.

“Well,” she began, **I've got a lot to
say about to-morrow morning, and some
of it’s real interesting. I'll tell you if you
gn down-stairs and have some coffee and
toast and ham and eggs.”

“What about to-morrow morning? "

“There ain’t any use talking toa hungry
man."

“Hungry?"” He made a pesture of dis-
gust. “I couldn’t eat anything.”

“Well," agreed Elmira soothingly, “per-
haps vou can’t. But you never know
what you can’t eat till you've smelled
it. You 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.
“You won't touch any of these things
while I'm gone? "

“No,” said Elmira reassuringly.
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

JTI
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fourth one. When she touched what she
expected, she withdrew it with a start.
“Ain't he the simp!” she said aloud.
But she said it with a great deal of puz-
zled gentleness, The picture of the vague
wistiul 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. How 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
maost 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 al 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, mmehmea less: and it came
to nothing but regret in the end. 1If she
had locked her hunrt, 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 eyve.  To 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 beczlune
she deemed it her professional duty.
was not only humiliating but dlsp.lmgmj,
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
Elmirasurveyed 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 vou
would have thought they would be de-
livered, At 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-
zether 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 pigquant
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.  Tn 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. By 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 mattersin
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.
Otherwize, 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.

“How was the ham and eggs?”
Elmira.
a bit?"

“Yes. You didn't touch any of these
things, did you?"

“MNo,"” answered she. " Ain't they fine?
You don't mean to say that steamboat
can go?"

His face trembled at once into a radiant
smile. “Of course it can. Suppose I'd
buy any steamboat that was a fake?”

"Let's see it go.”

He lifted it from the water and wound
it up proudly. “¥You just watch," said
he as he put it back,

The steamboat began to mowve, Tt
churned the water and made little rip-
ples on the surface. In the ripples the
sailboat rocked. “Oh!” 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 luh
sheered off diagonally. The helpless crait
lay directly in its track.

“Look out!” he called. “She'll run
you down. Look out there |
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Elmira stretched a frantic finger and
shoved her boat out of the way just in
time,

“No fair,” said the man. * Against all
rules of navigation. A beat should only
run under her own equipment.”

“But you'd have run her down!™ ex-
claimed she indignantly. “And 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.”

“Nonsenze. It's for the park in the
summer-time. I'veseen the kidssail them
there. You've got to fill the =ail all over
like a breeze. What we need is a fan,
Haven't you got a fan among all those
things? "

He shook his head regretiully,  “1nev-
erthoughtofa 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 dojust 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. “You won't crumple it,
will you?"

“No, T'll be careful.” She folded it
and fanned in short gentle sweeps. The
hoat 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.  ** Now 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 walted 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
itaclean getaway on another v ertn:al voy-
age.

=
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"I can beat your old steamboat any
time,"” she said when they had finished.

“Do you want to see how the train
runs? " ventured the man timidly.

“T'll 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.
“Why, 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 you.”

She laid her hand upon the lapel of his
Coal.

He edged away. “*No, no!" said he
sharply. His eyes narrowed with pain.
“Pleaze don't do that.”

“Show me how to run that train," said
she briskly. * Take off your coat and 1’1l
sew the button on for you while you're
doing it."”

*No. 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.

“You don't mean to say," said Elmira,
“that those cars will stay on a curved
track like that?”

“I thought they wouldn't either, but
they will,” he cried eagerly. “'Seel”

He wound up the locomotive and stood
back regarding her in triumph as it rattled
round the track.

“Well, well ! said she heartily, “ain’t
it wonderful what they get up nowadays?
That's better than the steamboat. Give
me your coat,”

His gaze had gone back to the train
again with tender admiration. He took
off his coat mechanically.

“Your vest, too. Might as well patch
up that moth-hole while I'm about it.
My, my! Did yguever see anything so
sassy as that engine?”’
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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 burcau, 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 hutton.

When the train ran down he looked up
with o start, seeming to remember that
somebody else was in the room. His
mild eves 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 =nipped it off
irom the under side and began apain, smil-
ing at him affably.

**It'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.  “ What about to-morrow
morning 7" he asked with a timid swageer
of audacity.

“To-morrow morning?"' returned El-
mira thoughtfully. “It's Wednesday,
isn't it ?"

His paze became colored with reproach.
He seemed to have made up his mind for
another revelation. He hunched back in
his chair. *Yes,” he said dully, “the
twelfth.”

“Tt was funny to say it was just
Wednesday, wasn't it? When T said I
had something to tell you about it."”

“Funny ' he repeated in the same flat
voice,

“TIt struck me funny just then,” ex-
plained Elmira lamely. “To be acting
as if T was telling you something. T sup-
pose you must have laid out as much as
fifty dollars on these things.”

"Eighty-n{ne," corrected the man vig-
orously. “That's a bang-up birthday,
ain't it? And I've got eleven more dol-
lars to spend.”

“When are you going to do it?"

“Dro it?™ he said with a quick, fright-
ened air. Do what?”

“Spend it,"” said Elmira, as if she had
not noticed the implication.
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“0Oh, this afterncon, I guess! Tt's ex-
citing to wait until just the last moment
and feel you'll never get done in time.”

Elmira took up the new clew eagerly.
*“1 wonder then you didn’t wait. Instead
of spending most of your money before-
hand."

“But you don’t dare put it off 20 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.”

“What is it you want?”

“You want the fatherz and mothers
together if vou 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 Tom told God about
when he said his prayers the other night,
don't you remember?’ But, of course,
principally you want the kids, too, You
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 iz almost sure not
to have brought the kid.”’

“Well, what if she hasn't?" zaid El-
mira.

“Then they can’t lend him to you, of
course. And that’s the main thing."

“Lend him?" '

“Yes, To pick out thingz for you to
buy. That's the only way you can be
sure to get just what he'd want.”

“How old is he?"” said Elmira softly.

Y Seven."”

Her eves kindled approvingly. “You
don’t mean to say that all these things
were picked out by seven-year-old kids
that you borrowed 1"

The man nodded eagerly. *1 guess
every kind of boy there is haz had a finger
in this pie."”

“How'd you tell they were seven years
old?" 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 they wanted, I
mean. And I suppose they won't want
many of these things here when they're
vight.” He sighed. “But then I don’t
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have to bother about that. Still, T always
hoped he'd get big enough to take into a
regular sporting-goods place. Toys are
all right, but T always hoped he'd get old
enough to want a Spalding Junior Pro-
fessional horse-hide ball and a number
s0B bat and a catcher’s mitt. Tt would
have been fun to see him handle thoze.”

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,

“When are you going to give him the
things?"" she s=aid at last.

“We 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 mother?” FElmira jabbed the
needle viciously into the coat. She was
really jabbing her own duplicity, for she
knew perfectly well what his tone con-
veyved., “I should think zhe would have
wanted to help you with these.”

“T 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
vou do any sewing for me. But it was
very kind of you to offer. Have you fin-
ished?”

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?

“Well, when are you going to take him
these? " she hazarded again, I suppose,
being all by yourzelf, you ain’t trying to
bring him up at home?"™

“He?" said the man vacantly. “Who?"

“The boy."

“Oh!" The man puckered his mouth
with pathetic drollery. “That’s just
make-believe, There ain’t any boy."

“You mean to say?” cried Elmira.

“We thought wyears ago—his mother
and I—there was going to be one. But
there never was. By 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,
BEut we didn’t like to give him a birthday
at first—that seemed too painful. 5o we
gave him Christmas presents. It sort of
came easier when everybody else was do-
ing it. We 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 s0 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. We'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 boy of yours three vears
old? Yes, I thought so. So is ours.
Would you mind lending him to us? 5o
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 rubher 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 508 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: * Did
you give the kid the things he picked out 2"

“Oh, no!" cried the man, surprised at
her question, *0Oh, 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 they? ' asked she.

*“All at the house.”

“What! All those six years of play-
things no kid ever played with?"

He inclined his head very slowly, as if
he were spanning the years in one long
reminiscence.
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“ And all as fine as these ?" she gasped.

“0Oh, no! 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 1 had this
timf.”

“How is that?” asked Elmira impul-
sively.

“1 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 clased
on the key in her pocket. But the man
was not looking. He was busy with his
thoughts.

“We'd been saving it up, his mother
and [, because we knew presents would be
getting more expensive as time went on.
Do 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 was still on her knees by the
track. “What's going to hecome of the
things—afterward? "

“Oh, I don’t know,” he answered
wearily. “And 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 azsemblage, undimmed by time and
unbroken by handling, flashed like a vi-
sion upon her,

“Eighty-nine dollars’ worth here and
all the rest at home?"' she cried incoher-
ently. “ And none of them ever used. It
ain't—it ain't decent.”

“What aint?"

“Not 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? No; 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
hiz face and her voiee was headlong with
emotion. She had not seen her vision in
vain, She packed it all into one glowing
conclusion. “Toys that ain't been played
into bits haven’t ever been anything at
all. They haven't fived!”

But the man was apathetic, for all his
surprise at her unlooked-for excitement.
“No. I suppose not. But then we bought
them for a child that hadn't lived.”

* And vou ddn’t care where they go to?
Or where anything goes to?"' cried Elmira
despairingly.

“Nor where I go to,”
ishing out her thought.

Elmira put in a few moments of hard
thinking. *What's the use,” she said at
last, “of being so0 neat about the paper
and boxes and strings if vou don’t expect
to do them up again?”

“There isn’t any use. It's just like life
itzelf. You take all zortz of trouble be-
cause it's your nature to or you think you
ought to, and then it amounts to nothing
after all.”

“Well,” said Elmira, “do you know
what thiz will amount to? Two men will
come here and sling all thesze things to-
gether slap-dash, and evervthing will get
lost and broken and mixed up in a dis-
gusting way. T should think you'd hate
to think of that. A neat man like you.”

He frowned thoughtiully. “Why, I
do,"” he owned,

“And 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 asvlum. 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 he
any insides to the engine. I should think
yvou'd hate to think of that. Picking
them out so careful and liking to play with
them the way you do.”

“Yes, I should,"” agreed the man. But
he shook his head wearily.  “Still, that's
all they ever were, anyway. Anaggrava-
tion.”

Elmira igonored her momentary
back. *I'l tell you what ain't
about it.

zaid the man fin-

set-
decent
It's keeping things from being

you think of this?
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what they were meant to be and dmn!g
what they were meant to do. That ain’t
the act of a clean, neat man who wants
everything in its right place. You 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 you?”

The man looked down at the carpet as
if trying to construct the picture. He had
begun to be interested. *‘1 suppose any-
body would know that wasn't the right
way."

Elmira plucked the n'urds out of his
mouth in her eagerness.  “If they didn’ t
you'd want to show them the right way,
she cried tnumphant]i *And wouldn’t
you like to show real kids?”

She stopped electrified at the unex-
pected goal she had reached. “Why,
why " she gasped.

He had vaguely caught her exaltation.
“What is it ?*" he cried tremulously.

“Where do you live?" she exploded.
““Here, in town?"

He jumped, I_mth at hi_'l‘ energy and at
her irrelevance. “Yes.'

“Well,"” she went on rapidly, “ what do
Here's the p i
tion. You 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 party? " he echoed, bewildered.

“Yes, at your house. You 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. T've got two mysell to
begin with. They're my sister’s andshe’s
dead, and 1 put them out at a day nursery
while I'm here. They're one and two
vears old. Then will come the kid that
gets the striped balls and the things on
sticks and the fuzzy poodles. 1 know
where T can borrow him.  And I'll under-
take to find the rest—a four-year-old, a
fve-year-old, a six-vear-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'sa
better proposition.  Tt'll take vou all day
showing them how to use the things, and
judging from the =zailboat I'll have to
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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. T'll do the cook-
ing. Thatl's 'l-_‘-'hml.1'5 going to happen to-
MOTTOW MOTrning.,

The man was moving his head to and
fro, following her guick motion with a
startled and fluttering gaze. He seemed
hypnotized. '

“But—but—"" he protested, point-
lessly,

“0Oh, come on, Four-Thirteen !
do you say?"

* I—I said I'd never go into that empty
house again,” he stammered fechly, but
he said it as one putting forth an objec-
tion which he hopes will be immediately
demaolished.

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 T live, but
this ain't any hit-or-miss job. Then T'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 automaohile
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

What
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were running down his cheeks.  With dif-
ficulty he was keeping up with this daz-
zling programme o0 vigorously unrolled
before him.

“And then?"” he said.

“Then T'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, sce-
ing it's to be o whole dinner.”

“And 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.”

“T—T shouldn't like to wake up in that
empty house on his birthday—all by my-
self,” he entreated.  *1'd rather wake up
here—or anywhere. And there ain’t any
use disturhing the kids, is there? Right
after they've got to sleep. Everything
is just as—just as it was left. And there's
room enoygh,”

*“All right,”” said Elmira.
way you want 1t.”

“And perhaps—"" he went on timidly
with a coaxing smile. *Perhaps you'd
put the bigzest kid to sleep in my bed.”

*Yes, perhaps 1 might,” =aid Elmira.
“But, Four-Thirteen,” she added warn-
ingly, “he kicks something awful.”

“He does !”" cried Four-Thirteen with o
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

“Fix 1t the

something else.”
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THE STANDARD-BEARER

($1k EDWARD VERNEY OF CROYDMIN)

By Henry van Dyke
I

“How can 1 tell,” Sir Edward said,
“Whao has the right or the wrong o' this thing?
Cromwell standz 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 murk I see
COnly one thing!
The King has trusted his banner to me,
And 1T must fight for the King."

II
Inta the thick of the ]:_||'_1+.P'|IH I!-|::E11
Sir Edward rode with a shout; and the ring
(M 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 band of 5ir Edward gripped around
The banner-staff of his King.
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OMMIRANDY

By Armistead C.

Al age b,

Antluor of

Gordon
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MOUNG Mars' Jeems sat in
his eusy chair in the little
library, His knees were
crossed, and at times he ran
his left hand nervously
through his stragely gray
His gold-rimmed spectacles

imperial,
were =et above his nose, and the weekly
paper from his home county lay 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 the open window that brought
hack 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,
ot the odor of the late summer bloszoms,
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, the
|;r|r:|,-.1iul.|.~'-|h.'.-'--' that he would never Ll:_";,Lill
behold the home of his fathers s its pos-
gessor.  Hismind, in repeated lapses of at-
tention to Ommirandy's monologue, had
been for hall an hour back there on the
river.  In the hill-heart of this new high
country he had come somehow to miss
with an indetinable and poignant longing
the broud expanse of river-water; and the
radiant atmosphere of the western hills,
lacking the bay-breezes, seemed almost
nppressive on this pellucid August morn-
ing.

Ommirandy paused for 3 moment in
her search for late summer spiders in the
room where young Mars' Jeems was sit-
ting. Herweapon of extermination was a
short-handled broom.

“1 ain't see ].'il how come Vi don't
wanter go hack down dar’, voung Marg’
Jeems,” said Ommirandy.

“ T wich T could go, Mirandy,” he =aid,
.Illd .,"'\ull_l_thi'(l.

e

“Well den, ve kin go,” commented the
old woman, brushing an invisible colweh
from an immaculate corner.

“No, 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-
rezzed the thin imperial.

Ommirandy looked at him, and fancied
that she could see a great weariness be-
hind the glaszes of the gold-bowed spee-
tacles, She madea jabat the corner near-
est her with the broom,

“1 don't see why ve won't go back ter
yver own home,” she said with a touch of
asperity in her voice,

“It's not my home any more, Mirandy.
It's zold. Tt belongs to somebody elze
now, you know."

“Dar ain’t no use tellin® me nothin’
like dat,” suid the old woman emphat-
ically. *1 done heerd ve come over dat
befo’. Dem folks ain’t got no right {ur
ter take it away from ye, You know dey
ain't.  Ain't it done been in de fambly
hunnerds o' yearz? Dat's plum’ foolish-
ness, young Alars’ Jeems. Who dew, any-
how, fur ter perten’ ter take dat place?”

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,

"1 hope the weather'll be good, Mi-
randy, so that vou can get down there
without any rain,” he said kindly, glan-
cing in the direction of the maple-tree.

Ommirandy went to the open window,
and looking out, sniffed the ozonic morn-
ine air.

“Umph ™ she grunted.

“How is the weather?’ he asked, ap-
parently oblivious of the sunshine that
wis streaming into the room.

“Fo’ Gord," aid 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.”

“Well, why don't you know about it?"”
he queried with a show of interest,

She looked at him severely.

“Young Mars' Jeems, vou done fur-
got,” she replied. “Ain’t vou 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,
siT,

To the unaccustomed, who lived bevond
the pale of young Mars' Jeems's house-
hold, Cmmirandy’s appearance scemed
grotesque, Her taste in costume was of a
primitive character that was hizarre, 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 vellow to red and from red to purple
and from purple in turn to blue, These
ariginal hues were in her regard a badge of
ancestry.  Realizing from association the
importance of pedigrees, she cluimed de-
geent from an African king, who was sup-
pu:wd 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' Jeems's great-grandfather,  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 whiteasa
token of habitual contact with the race to
which her forebears had been inevitably
attached for generations.

In the rl.nn of her vouth Ommirandy
had received the classical name of Mi-
randa. She had learned at a later date
that it meant “ wonderful,” and she had
=0 borne hersell in life as to approve the
appellation. The degeneracy of what she
called her “entitle™ into “ Ommirandy ™
had come about through the careless
tr.ms.fu]'umli.un in the d;L[]}' witlk and con-

Ommirandy

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 martied.
There was a natural amalgamation of the
lahial letters of prefix and name thrown
together; and “‘Aunt 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 inte the more melodious
“Ommirandy.”

She had children and grandchildren in
the neighborhood of the old house on the
river, some of whom were sufhciently
well-to-do to have cared for her in her
declining yvears. But the mere sugzestion
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
antagonizm of her passionate nature.

“Simon ain't never had no sense, no-
how., He done got alomg in de worl’
'count o bein' born wid a caul, "Tain't
no zense o Simon’s what got him dat
house an' little patch o croun’. Simon
mean all right, an’ T 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.

“T'm poor, now, Mirandy, and T can’t
pay yvou wages, I've mot to take care of
vour 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 ' things &

Then with passionate assertion she had
broken out:

“Young Mars' Jeems. T nussed you at
dis withered breas’, you an’ my nigger
bahy, Simon, tergether. I loves Simon,
but I foves yvou, too, my voung marster.
You needs me, an' I .iin't gwineter quit
ve. Igwi’ go wid you ..111 mistis like dat

gul in de corn-fiel” say in de G-_‘uud Book,
"iuu all's folks is my folks; an' whar
yvou-all's a-gwine, dar's whar Mirandy's
a-gwine along wid ve,"”

And young Mars' Jeems had said to her
in his kindest voice:

“You're an old fool, Mirandy.”

Now, after six months’ absence from
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Kingsmill, Ommirandy had announced to
voung Mars' Jeems that she was going
back home, ii young Mars’ Jeems would
kindly permit her to go.

“1 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 request 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 [ree
made no difference to Ommirandy. She
positively and persistently refused to rec-
ognize her own freedom: and she fre-
guently and volubly denied the right of
any power or principality to set free any
of the slaves on the King=mill plantation,
whatever fate mizht befall other slaves on
other plantations less fortunate in their
masters than it had been,

“No use ter talk ter me 'hout no free-
dom,"” shesaid. * Young Mars™ Jeems he
boun’ ter have niggers, You-all knows
dat. Ain't old mars” and all de white
folks at Kingzamill done had “em fur hun-
nerds o years? How dey gwi’ git along
widout 'em? Dy jes’ can't. You-all kin
carry on wid what vou calls freedom, ef
yvou wants ter. But T ain't a-gwine ter.
All o you b'longs ter voung Mars' Jeems,
anyhow, jes' like we 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 eves and
defiant heart she had seen by degrees the
immemaorial timber cut from the uplands
and sold to make daily Dread. She had
witnessed the falling of the fences, and the
growlh of broome-sedee 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
mizghty muansion haunted with ineffable
memorics? 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 vears, Love
and hope and aspiration had dwelt in
it through the generations of itz line,

Ommirandy

Death itseli had seemed restful and reas-
suring there.

What might the new-rich care for the
wainscoted and rosewood-panelled rooms,
the carved mantelpieces of Ttalian mar-
ble, the mahogany doors, the noble por-
traits of those who had lived there and
departed ?

“De buzzard done got in de eagle’s
nes',” she muttered, when theauctioneer’s
voice had ceased itz crying.

Two months hefore 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,

“Is Little Mr. William gwine ter col-
lege in de fall 77 she had queried, standing
before him, broom in hand. in all the dig-
nity of her five feet four, with her red
cotton bandanna tied about her head and
her big zold-hooped earrings, that she had
warn from a time whereofl the memaory of
no one of the houzehold ran to the con-
trary, dangilng from her huge ears,

Young MMars™ Jeems had laid down his
country newspaper, and had looked at
the grim and deeply lined face with an odd
gense of amusement, Tt occurred to him
that if Ommirandy could be cut off at the
neck, and her curiously shaped torso and
limbs clad in the linsev-woolsey dress and
the expansive checked apron thus elimi-
nated from view, her head and fuce might
be used by an artist as a perfect model for
one of Morzan's pirates at the sack of
I'ortobello,

“T'm not certain whether I can get the
money, Mirandy,” he had replied, with a
pang at his heart. Little Alr. William
was the hope of his declining years, and
he had bLeen repeatedly posscssed of a
dread that the father's later poverty
might leave the sturdy son with an undue
handicap in the race of life.

“It takes vight smart fur ter send a
boy ter Williamshu'g dese days, don't it,
young Mars Jeems?" Ommirandy had
queried anxiously: and he had answered,
with a sigh, that it did.

“How much ? " persizted the old woman
huskily: and he had noticed that she
seemed to be laboring under some strongly
repressed emotion,



Ommirandy

“Oh, I suppose he could make it on
three or four hundred dollars a year down
there! He's a careful boy."”

He drummed on the arm of his chair
with his thin fingers.

“Um-huh,” responded Ommirandy con-
templatively,

“T've got the last bond on Kingsmill
still. I might sell that on a pinch,” he
said.

“Ain't dat what vou done put by fur
mistis an’ him ter live on, arfter vou an’
me done gone?'” she demanded.

“Yes," he answered, smiling at her pér-
sistence.

“Den you ain't gwi' tetch it,” she had
said grimly, and waddled out of the room
muttering to hersell as she went.

“Nor, sir. Not mo'n two ur three days.
I don’t wanter stay away long,” Ommi-
randy assured young Mars' Jeems, when
he acquiesced in her plan to visit Simon.
“Simon, he gittin' ole. He jes' vo' ape,
but he heap wuss offi'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. 1
gotter go down dar an’ see 'bout my som,
Simon.”

“Do you think you can get home all
right?"” queried young Mars’ Jeems.
“Tt'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’l inter trouble.
Dey didn’ all git killed off in de war. Tl
be dar all right. Who gwi’ bother me,
anyhow "

In the twilight of the long August day,
when dusk was slipping into dark, Lucille,
ared ten, the only daughter of the new
owner of Kingsmill, parted the curtains
and entered the great room that in by-
zone 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
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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 50 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
yvou catch and hold him, bad always pos-
sessed an irresistible charm for Lucille;
but she had sometimes wondered whether,
having had the good Tuck to grasp one,
she could hold on to him until he betrayed
his wonderful secret. *“He might bLe
shippery, like a fishing-worm or an eel,
and it would be terrible for him to zet
away without telling.”

Her parents had gone for a ride in the
new automohile. 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 zsense of
excitement and adventure to feel that she
was all alone in the great mansion that
wits 50 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 cast window. It had been for
renerations a receptacle of family docu-
ments, and Lucille knew that it was as
old as the house itzelf 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
bevond the folds of the portitre 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
lead, and glittering gold hoops were suz-
pended from its huge ears. The appari-
tion seemed squatty, and its dress was
bunched at the waist line. Ower the skirt
was a big checked apron that almost
hid it fromview. 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 tizhtly about a meal-sack,

“What dat, T zay?" 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 eyves blazed,
This was certainly not a fairy. 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 swiflt 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 imuginul[un to be alone
in this great, big house, in the dark, with
a demon |

“LUeh!" 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 mizht he,

So she stood looking at her grotesque
visitor with a blanched face and a heart
thumping 2o loudly that she thought the
pnome must surely hear it

Ommirandy

She replied to its question with another:

“Who are you?"

“ Nummine, little gell, who T is,”" came
the gruff answer. “You tell me how you
make dat light here in dis here room.”

*Oh!" answered Lucille. *That is the
clectric light. ¥You touch a button.”

She touched the button, and the place
was once more in semidarkness,

“Put it back,” growled the gnome; “1
gotter look at ye."”

On went the light again, and the gnome
looked at her.

*Who done dat? "' it queried, in a voice
that was one of reprobation.  “1t nuvver
used ter be here. Dey useter be wax
can'les in de silver sconches, an' de taller
dips arfterwards.”

“My father,” replied Lucille, restored
to confidence by the gnome’s allusion to
former evervday things. *This is his
house, you know. He bought it not quite
a vear ago, and fixed it up, and my mother
and I came down last week to seeit. 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 H

Lucille’s heart jumped to her mouth as
a sound came from the gnome’s throat
like the growl of some mad animal.

“Oh!" exclaimed Lucille.

“Little gell,” responded the apparition
in a veice that was so alarming in its deep
guttural tones as to make Lucille wrap
the portiéres about her, and survey the
intruder from their folds with only her
wide-eyved and startled small face showing.
*Little gell, don't vou know vou's tellin’
me a3 He'" i .

The accusation took Lucille's breath
away.

“A lie?" she faltered.

“Don't you know dat dis here place
don’t b'long ter yo' pa? Don’t you know
dat dis here place warn’t no ramshackle
place when yo' pa come here? Don't
you know dat yo' 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. ** You
don’t know him. My mother savs he's a
regular Aladdin with the wonderful lamp
and that he can buy anything he wants.”

“Don’t ve 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. “You 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.

“*Dis here place belongs ter my white
folks. Evvybody knows dat. It done
bllong 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.

“It isn’t a gnome. Ti's a ghost!” she
murmured.

“War an’ freedom,” continued the
visitor, with the light streaming ahout
her and accentuating her grotesqueness,
“War an’ freedom, an’ all o' de things
dat is done happened, can't take dis here
place away f'om we-all. Tt'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
anunpleasant effectonLucille. Her inter-
locutor had seemed much more agreeable
as a gnome than as a ghost.

“Maybe yo' pa thinks it's his'n. But
he gwi' fine out! He pwi' fine out!” con=-
cluded the apparition.

The gold-hooped earrings in the cle-
phantine ears moved mightily with the
ghost's ominous shaking of its turbaned
head.

“ Didn't my father pay for it?" queried
Lucille with anxious veice and quivering
lip.

lThf: 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

i

mother might not be interlopers within
sacred precincts that belonged to others,

“Pay fur it?" responded the visitor on
a high key. “Pay furit? 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 furit. Tell
me dat? Ain't I done tole ye?"

Lucille, with bated breath, maintained
a profound slence,

“Dis here house, dese here lan's, dese
here ribher low proun’s, dese here woods
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 zrowing
sense of guiltiness in being included in the
category of theaccused. 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,

“Who do you think they all belong
to now?"” asked Lucille audaciously,
“Houses and fields and furniture and pic-
tures can't belong to dead people.”

“Don't ye know, chile?” 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 ye? "

“*No,"" said Lucille, standing before her.

“Ter young Mars' Jeems,” replied her
visitor. “An' de Lord knows T wish he
could see you dis blessed minute!”

*I never heard of young Mars' Jeems,”
commented Lucille. *Does he look like
you?"

A smile flashed across the buccaneer
featurez of the old woman, and culmi-
nated in a quick burst of laughter.

“Now lissen at dat, will ve? Do voung
Mars' Jeems look lak me?™

The laugh waned into o chuckle, but
the grim smile remained.
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“ And who are you?"" persisted Lucille,
recurring to her first question,

“Ommirandy,” replied the gnome. 1
Llong ter young Mars' Jeems, jes' like
dis here house an’ groun's an' ev'ything.
We 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 wunderstand how Ommirandy
could belong to any one—even to voung
Mars' Jeems-—as houses and grounds
might belong to people, the old woman
regarded her with a look that made her
riageed features seem almost henevolent.

“Um-huh!" she said. " Tt done come
ter me. I knows what you is, hittle gell 1™

“What ?" nsked Lucille, wondering,

H A section,” said Ommirandy.

“A what?" 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.
[ kin git out by de side do’,
dat way many o times.”

As the automobile stopped at the gate,
Lucille's parents wondered at seeing the
library windows suddenly grow dark.

Put it out.
I done leen

“Gwit do what? You say dey js?
Take me back down dar fur ter stan’ a
trial? Young Mars' Jeems, since when is
you heerd de likes o dat?”

It was ten days after Ommirandy had
returned from her wvisit 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
prown 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 voung Mars’ Jeems went,
too, perplexed and anxious,

The du}.' 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-
Iy large enough o hold the crowds that
pathered in it on county-court days, The

Ommirandy

clerk, a one-armed soldier, with pinned-up
sleeve, had just come in from the still
tinier clerk’s office in the vard, with his
deputy following him, bearing the hig
order book of the court—one of a series
the earlier volumes of which went back to
the first hali 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
hud recognized him as a visitor of bygone
times at Kingsmill; and she had heard the
sherifi proclaim, “Oyez! 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-
tv'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 alisent; 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 carred to
the little Piedmontese home at the foot
of the Blue Ridee,

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 zeat, her face kindled., Eight
of the sixteen were familiar figures, con-
temporarics and friends of young Mars’
Jeems, who sat beside her in the bar. She
could remember these az 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 zaid aodibly:

“Mark off two o' dem bovs, VOoung
Mars’ Jeems; T 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.

“How say you? Are you guilty of the
felony with which you stand indicted, or
not guilty?” concluded the legal func-
tionary.

“Bay ‘Not guilty,' " directed her lawyer
in a staccato whisper.

The room was crowded; the negroes
in the little gallery listened with bated
hreath.

*1 knows what ter say widout yo' tell-
in' me,”” said Ommirandy. 1 ain't done
nothin’.”

Then she addressed the court, while a
subdued laugh went around the audience
in thc court-room.

“Tain'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
undaccustomed interest.

*5it down, old woman,"” whispered her
counsel. “It's all right. The clerk will
enter a plea of * Not guilty,” if your honor
please.”

He had seen the gray-haired juryman
nearest the witness-chair take out his
handkerchiel and blow his nose vielently.
Two or three others, also gray-headed,
had smiled sympathetically at her pleq,
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,
*Come 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 quiet!"
he called, slowering in the direction from
which the voice had come. * Ef 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 sherifi made way
through the crowd for Lucille's father,
who entered holding Lucille’s hand, fol-
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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 ztand waiting his turn to he
sworn, she was startled.

“Young Mars’ Jeems, what dey got
dat hoy here fur?"’ 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
fjuestion.

Alter the oath had been administered
to the three witnesses, Lucille and Simon
were =ent 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 arcse at the request and
before her lawwer could stop her an-
nounced:

“T ain’t got none, jedge; T don't need
no witnesszes."

“1f your honor please,” said the attor-
ney for the defence, “our only witnesses
will he the prisoner, and certain others as
to character.”

The court said that the witnesses as to
character mizht remain in the room, and
the deputy clerk walked between the jury
and Ommirandy, who stood up again to
*kizs the hook.”

The new owner of Kingsmill was the
first witness for the prosecution.  His tes-
timony was hrief. 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
hmuurht 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 davs hefore he
had bought the place at auction, was a
pair of carriage-horses that belonged to
the owner of Kingsmill. He had given
yvoung 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 grayv-haired juryman nearest the
witness-chair turned his quid of tobicco
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 understonod,
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-
mohile drive, leaving Lucille at home,
The next morning he looked for the money
and it was gone, He had natarally said
nothing about it to Lucille, but he had
learned {rom her and from other zources
that an old colored woman, who had
formerly resided on the place, had been
upon the day named visiting her som,
Simon, who lived hali 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,

“Ah-yi!" 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,

“PBut from what T have heard, T am
satisfied that I can lay my hand on the
thief,” he concluded, gazing significantly
in the direction of the prisoner at the bar.

“Object !"" said her lawyer, jumping to
his feet.

“Objection sustained,"” said the judge.

“Don't ve look at me, white man,” said
Ommirandy scornfully. “T ain't tetched
nothin® what belong ter you.”

“Shut up!"” whispered the prisoner’s
counsel, admonishing her.

“ Keep quiet, Mirandy,” pleaded young
Mars' Jeems, touching her on the shoulder.

“Silence in cote,” called the sheriff,
beating a tattoo upon the stove.

The oldest juryman in the box coughed,
and asked his next neighbor for a “chaw.”

“The prisoner must keep quiet,” said
the judge sternly, “1 can't permit these
interruptions, Your counsel will speak
for you."

“Jedge, T jes’ got ter speak fur my-
se'f, when dat man, what done try ter
take evvything dat voung Mars’ Jeems
i= got 'way f'om him, 'scuse me o’ stealin’
his money.”

She had arizen from her =eat in the
earnestness of her protestation and the
jurvmen bent forward Lo listen,

“He done run young Mars' Jeems
smack out o his house an” home what his
folks is had hunnerds o' years. Kings-
mill, jedge. You knows it, I done seed
vou dar in dem times. T ain’t a-gwine
ter set still here in dis here cheer an’ listen
ter no sich talk Mom 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 eve 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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“For 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. ““Youaredistressing all your friends
by your conduct,”

“If the prisoner continues to talk,”
aaid the judge, *I shall have a juryman
withdrawn and send her to jail until the
next term.”

“Tedge, dar’s a heap o' wusser things
'n a ole nigrer 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
voung Mars' Jeems an' run him smack
out o de county, 'twel he done got him
up vonder jam' agin’ de mountains, ‘scuse
me o' takin' money dat is young Mars'
Jeems's money an’ nobody else’s. Duz
ve hear me, jedge? Is ye listenin' at
mer"

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
cach other. The commonwealth’s at-
torney smiled with satisfaction at hearing
the prisoner thus contribute to her con-
viction.

“Ti your honor please,” said Ommiran-
dy's lawver, 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 pood 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.

“Lor", chile ™ 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-gxamine,

“Stand aside!” he said in an almost
despairing voice to the owner of EKings-
mill.

“ Prisoner,” said the judge, leaning for-
ward, “I must punish you severely if vou
do not refrain from talking.”

“1 gwineter, jedpe,” said Ommirandy
amiably, beaming upon him, *I sho'ly
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 eves,

He was a reluctant but truthful wit-
ness. He thought it “ hard lines " that he
was compelled to testify against his own
maother, 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 regretiul 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 visit?"

“Ter Kingsmill.”

*Tiid she tell vou 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.

“Yas, sir. She tole me."

“Well, what did she say?"

“She say she went arter Mars' Jeems's
roney.”

* What else?”

*“She say she got it,” he mumbled in
tones 20 low that he was compelled to re-
peat his answer.

“Did she say anything maore? "

Simon felt that he could tell nothing
worse than what had already been forced
from him.

“Yas, sir,” he replied, lifting his head
and looking timorously up into the zal-
lery,

“What?"

*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
voung Mars” Jeems done los’,”

“What elzer?”

*Dat was all.”

Ommirandy’s gaze followed Simon as
he started to leave the room.

*Simon always was a good boy,”" she
murmured.

“You can remain,” sadd the judge, and
Simvon atood ]_I'_'.".

“Call the next witness,” aguin com-
manded the court, and Ommirandy's
eyes shone as Lucille took the witness-
stand, with her father standing by her,

“Lord bless de little section!™ said
Ommirandy audibly, regarding Lucille
with admiring resard.

Yes. Her name was Lucille. She was
her father's only child. She was ten
vears old.  She thought she understood
the nature of an oath, Some oxths 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 vou die.

“She's entirely competent,” said the
judge. “Goon.”

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. Sheliked it very much, 1t was so dif-

Ommirandy

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 zhe had never seen before that
she was nol 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
ehost. Then she had told her about
voung 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 eyves. 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 "section,” and that Little
Mr. Willinm 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. No, she had not seen
Ommirandy take anything,

The commonwealth’s attorney listened
patiently to the child's artless talk,

*“ D Lord bless her purty heart ™ mur-
mured Ommirandy, still gazing at her,

Simon stood and listened with bowed
head and downcast eyes.

“How long was she there?' asked the

commonwealth’s attorney,
“Oh, 1 don’t know!™ replied Lucille.
Until the automobile horn blew. T was
sorry that she would not stay to see my
father and mother.”

*And you say you did not see her take
anything from the desk?”
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“Take anything from the desk?” re-
peated Lucille. “Not a thing in the
world. She wouldn't take anything that
she did not think she had a right to, I
am sure she iz a good gnome.”’

The court-house smiled.

“Trd vou tell any one of her visit?”

“ Certainly,” said Lueille; “I told my
father and my mother. My father did
not like her coming there, but T 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 svmpathetically,

“1 did not know until vesterday that
she was zoing to be tried. T would have
begged my father not to try her,” said
Lucille,

The lawver for the prisoner again de-
clined to cross-examine.

“You 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 T talk down here?” she
queried.  “ Ay ole legs is too short fur
ter git up in dat hizh cheer, wid all dem
niggers up dar in de gallery waitin® ter
laugh at me.”

The gallery responded with subdued
merriment.

The court zave the desired permission,
and Ommirandy, in response to her faw-
ver's recuest 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 forehodings
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 snome
with rapt attention.

“Cote, an’ gennulmen,” said the pris-
oner, reaching into her pocket beneath
the big apron.  ©T don’t want ter git dat
little gell inter no trouble,  God bless her
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purty face. Ole Ommirandy ain't nuvver
owine ter furgit her, no matter what
happens.  She didn’ see me git it, but T
oot it! Dat’zs what 1 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 T 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
yvears. 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
Williamshua'g, whar all on "em done been
poin’ ter college since dey lived at Kings-
mill. I done heat ole mars’ tell mis’ bout
it. Dey ‘bleeged ter go—an’ dey gwi” keep
oit goin’ fur hunnerds o' years mo”.”

She held up her right hand. It grasped
a little package wrapped in an old picce of
newspaper and tied with a twine string.

“Dem gennulmen, dar in de box, dey
knows “hout Kingsmill, an’ de boys
a-gwine ter college. I done seed some o'
yvou-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 lawver was nervously
writing his name over and over again
with a stub-pencil on a piece of paper ly-
ing upon the bar.

“Wow, cote,” continued Ommirandy,
“Ths here is all T got ter say 'fo’ T sets
down. T tuk dis here very money dat 1
got in my han' out'n dat des’. T done it,
an’ I ain't got nothin® fur ter say apgin’
it. Simon tell de trufe, an’ de little gell
she tell de trufe. 1 jes’ want ter say one
mo’ thing, jedge, an’ den 1 gwi’ quit, 1
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.
Dren he gwi' git back all what belongs ter
him, an’ he gwi’ gt her, too: an’ Lord,
Mars’ Cote, an’ all o ye, jes’ think o
what she gwi' git!"

No sound was audible in the court-
house save the voice of Ommirandy tes-
tifving,
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She paused and looked about her, until
her gaze rested again on the fair young
face of Lucille.

“De httle zell, de purty little section,
she gwi' git my Little Mr. William, young
Mara Icemssonh:,b son. Yas, sir. She
gwi’ git Little "nIr William, de fus’ sec-
tion in de lan’, an’ de bes". Jedge, don't
vou 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 nol unfamiliar to his
hunur

“Silence in cote!”™ vyelled the sheriff,
hammering with iron poker on iron stove.

“Come along "' called the excited ne-
groes in the gallery. “Yes, Lord! Come
along !

The atmosphere, under the influence of
Ommirandy's speech, became that of o
religious revival. Tt was electrical. The
men in the jury-box turned around with
wondering faces and looked up at the
judze on the bench above them.

The judge looked out of the window,

“You take it, jedge,” said Ommirandy;
and the sheriff received from her hand the
paper-covered package and handed it up
to the court. * Dt ain't no gole-money,
what dey excuse me o' stealin® in dat
paper dat man been readin’. Look at
it!"

At the words “gold money,” the clear,
eager voice of Lucille was heard abowve the
subsiding din.

“1 knew the gnome wouldn’ 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. 1 heard
vou tell my mother it was for me to buy
my pony on my hirthday."

“This is three hundred and Aty dol-
lurs in bills,”” said the court. *They are
pinned together with o memorandum in
pencil, * Carriage horses.” "

“1 wonder where the old idiot found
it?”" said young Mars' Jeems. *I put
it away -_a,umuwhere and never could re-
member.”

“T heerd ve say ye done los’ it, an’ |
heerd ye say ve didn't have no money fur
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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 lberry,”

*This confusion in court must stop!”
said his honor. * The sherifi will clear
the court-house unless better order is
kept.”

**Shall T call my character witnesses? "
queried Ommirandy’s lawyer with re-
newed COUTAEE,

“1t isn't necessary,” said the court.
“The 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.”

“We rest,” sald Ommirandy's lowyer,

“Thank God, we duz!"” said Ommi-
randy, sitting down, 1 gittin’ tired o’ all
dis here foolishness,™

“You 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:

" Not guilty, your honor ™

Each juryman nodded in acquiescence.

“Cote, your honah," queried Ommi-
randy, “kin I say one word?"

The judge smilingly howed permission.

“Jedge an' gennulmen,” she said,
arising again, *' ye done tuk keer o’ young
Mars' Jeems here, an’ dat was de main
thing. Yedonesaved his money. Tain't
pestered "bout nothin’ else.  An’, cote an’
cennulmen, lemme tell ye ! Thnowed when
dat college was gwine ter open, an’ 1 was
gwine ter sprise voung Mars' Jeems, Dat
what I hunted fur de money fur, so Little
Mr. William could git his eddication, lak
de balance on ‘em.

“An'ef Mirandy live Jr-n;_: encugh, she
gwine ter see ter it dat dem two little
‘_-.LLIZIL'IH::- gits tergether, jedge, an’ save de
Union,

“The prisoner is discharged,” said his
honor, again looking out of the window.

It may be added that some vears later
Ommirandy, very old but very happy,
stood near the voung bride in the library
at Kingsmill, when Lucille married Little
Mr. William. But that, alse, is another
story.
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A FEAST OF TABERNACLES

By John Finley
TurestearTion ny Epwin H., Brasuriern

Trrs shall ve do, © men of earth,

Ye who've forgotten vour 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 ye do: seven days each year
Ye shall forsake what ye hold dear;
From fields of taméd fruits and fowers,
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 ve may hear the fyving hoofs

O beasts long gone, the cries of those
Who were your father’s forest foes,

O see their shadows riding fast

Along the edges of the past;—

All this, that ve miay Iin*|r i mind

The nomad way by which mankind

Hus come from his captivity,

Walking drv-shod the earth-wide sea,
Riding the air, consulting stars,

Diriving grent caravans of cars,

Building the furnace, bridoge and spire
OF carth-control and heav'n desire,
Kising in journey from the ¢lod

Into the glory of a god,

This shall ve do, O men of |,~,-:1‘1'||r
That Ve My know the crowndd worlh
OF what ye are—and Iu e renesw,
Secing the road from dawn o youL,
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All this, that ye may keep in mind
The pomad way I_:y wh:ch_ mankind
Has come from his capuvity,
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[LLUSTRATIONS BY

OT far from Paris in miles,
but leagues away in spirit,
is the village of Evremont-

A sur-Seine. A line of silvery

o poplars marches by it in

= cingle 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-
pance, 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,

Thew 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 sedutely enough at the Place
de la Fontaine, the pulblic 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—anenamel sign hear-
ing in white letters on a blue ground the
warning: “Soves bon powr les animanx.”
I wonder if that admonition is necessary:
I wonder if the inhabitants of Evremont
are not instinctively “good to the ani-
mals.” My iriend, Monsicur Silvestre,
assures me that they are.

Maonsieur Silvestre 15 landlord of the
Café du Levant, which stands on the
grjuare and naively faces the church. That
the church does not resent its proximity,
however, is made evident by the fact that
Monsieur le curé iz a frequent client of the
caflé: indeed, he and MMonsieur Silvestre
are very intimate friends. Differing as
they emphatically do in faith and in poli-
tics, they are alike in each having a hig
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
torether under the weather-beaten awn-
ing on the sidewalk in front of the Caié du
Levant. I hadbeen talking with Madame
Nicolas and her wistful-eved daughter,
Véronique. Madame Nicolas manages a
little shop behind the church and Véro-
nique manages Madame Nicolas. At the
shop are to be bought all the tender, sig-
nificant symhbols dear to the true believer
of the Roman Church—crucifizes of eh-
onv 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 eves
that God might be the better glorified:
rosaries worn smooth by trembling, pray-
ing fingers; madonnas gazing with pro-
phetic eves 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 ar by Véronique; small
statues of angels, of martyrs, of prophets,
and of saints, and wreaths of artificial
Howers 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.

Living and lovineg and working in such
surroundings, it is not strange that Ma-
dame Nicolas has become imbued with
something of their gentleness and simplic-
itv. She is a quict-eved 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 myv short stav at Evremont 1
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. Inmy
profession as artist Madame Nicolas val-
ued me overhighly, I fear; but 1 console
myvself with the reflection that 1 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 zide,

T had come, then, from the shop of Ma-
dame Nicolas on an April day, and cross-
ing the square to the Café du Levant had
discovered Monsieur Silvestre and the
curé sitting behind two tall glasses of dark
beer

“Good afternoon, Monsiear Craddock,™
gaid the curé; *the day iz fine and the
beer iz good; will vou not join us?"

“The beer is alwavs good at the Café
du Levant,” T answered, with a bow to
Monsieur Silvestre.

“That remark,” observed the curé with
a smile, “will surely serve to cement the
entente cordiale”

Monzieur Silvestre indicated his pleas-
ure by placing an iron chair for me at the
tabile and calling loudly for the waiter.

“Cpst de pateon gui pave,” suid he,

“You will ruin yourself,”" T abjected,

“Bah! It is not every day that we
have. sathered here together. such an illus-
trious trin,  Commerce, the Church, and
the Fine Arts!"

“You have reason to say it,” agreed the
curé. “And in such a case, T may add
without offenice, Lhope, to Monsieur Crad-
dock—in such a case it is wsually 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.

“You have come from Madame Nice-
las? " queried Monsiear Silvestre,

T admitted that 1 had,

“An excellent woman,” =aid he,

“A sermon without words,” =aid the
cure,

“An unhaloed saint,”
sieur Silvestre,

The priest held up his hand,

“Rarer than that,” he declared: “for
she is a saint that strives to live rightly
rather than to die nobly, That is the ¢s-
sence of Christianity,”

“T.am no Catholic,”

sureested Mon-

said Monsieur Sil-

vestre, “but T know and respect a good
woman when I see one.  Madame Nicolas
has had a hard life. Tt is well that she has
g faith."™

The curé smiled quietly and passed a
hand across his smooth chin.

“Must one be afflicted to believe?™ he
murmured.  * Pray, then, Monsieur Sil-
vestre, to be affficted.”

“That does not follow—"" began the
landiord vehemently, when, foreseeing a
dispute, I ventured to interrupt.

“You say that Madame Nicolas has
had a hard life. Might Tinguire how, and
why ?"

At this Monsieur Silvestre and the curé
exchanged gquestioning glances; and Mon-
sieur Silvestre nodded his head.

“Tell him the story,” he said.

The curé, shifting his glass, studied the
wet ring it left on the iron table. Then he
replaced it carefully and accurately and
crosseil his hands in his lap.

“Yes," he said slowly,
story,”

I settled myvseli 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
Liefore and is prepared to interrupt if the
telling of it he not to his satisfaction.

* Madame Nicolas.” began the cure,
iz 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 T am
about to tell vou T had from Véronique;
and 1 need not azsure vou that T am be-
traving no confidences.  All Evremont,
alas! knows the story,

“Aladame Nicolas's husband, an edu-

cated ‘man, a government official in the
post-office department here at Evremont,
11|1.'ii abaut ten YeRrs agn—

“ Nine,” corrected Monsieur Silvestre.

“Died, then, nine years ago, leaving
Madame Nicolas v.‘jth two daughters and
a mere shadow of a pension. The girls
were nearly of an age—Véronique at that
time was L]Lvun and Diane was a scant
vear vounger,’'

* Eleven months vounger,”
Monsiear Silvestre,

“Exactly,” agreed the curé.

“there is a

violunteered

“Well,
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they were delightful little children, both
of them. Iinstructed them for their first
commumnion—how well I remember!
Véronique was very pious—she wrapped
herself upin her faith as in a shining, white
mantle; and she hid her eyves that they
might not look on evil.  Such unquestion-
ing belicf T had never before seen. T was
afraid for her; her feet were not fixed upon
the earth.

“Diane was difierent. Diane was a
good child, but she was more—how shall T
say it?—more mortal. Her little sins
were like yours and mine. She overate,
she lost her temper at times, she made ma-
licicus speeches, she lied once or twice, she
adored, but occasionally dizobeyed, her
mother—you know, all harmless, natural
little offences which she instantly and
deeply regretted. T remember that she
especiallv enjoyved 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,
ves, she was very human! She was a
source of great grief to Véronique, 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 he in a posi-
tion to marry well when the time should
come.

“Véronique 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 curé, “it was
both—the devil in the form of a man.”

Vor. LVL.—8o
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The curé 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,

*“The man,” he said, “was a leutenant
in a Zouave regiment that was quartered
near Evremont during some manceuvres.
He was very handsome in scarlet and blue
with shining buttons and epaulets. And
he had large brown eves 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 mortuis nil—well, you know the
phrase. I forget my Latin.”

“De mortuis nil nisi bowem,” supplied
Monsieur Silvestre, greatly to my sur-
prise; and then he added reproachfully:
“¥ou have never forpotten it before.”

The curé shrugged.

**Let us get on with the story,” he said.
“ At first Véronique met this lieutenant of
Zouaves—his nume was Max Tourelle—
openly and with the knowledge of Ma-
dame Wicolas and myzeli. But we mis-
trusted him from the beginning—he was
toshandsome, too swaggering {or our taste,
Veéronique helieved in him implicitly, and
when he spoke of love to her she hugged
his words to her heart. And she gave aver
her soul from God's keeping into his.  Ma-
dame Nicolas pleaded with her; T plead-
ed with her; IMane cried herseli to sleep
every night. But Véronique did not crv.
She was eighteen and verv 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 citv—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-
mont?"” I asked.

The curé shook his head.

“NWo," he said, “he did not leave her,
and she did not come back to Eveemont
for a long time."”

“Poor Madame Nicolas,” T murmured.

*Poor Véronique,” said Monsieur Sil-
vestre,
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“Poor Diane,” said the curé, and
seemed to enjoyv my mystification.

There was a short silence.

“Well,” urged Monsieur Silvestre im-
patiently, *continue.”

“T continue,” said the curé. *“The next
morning Madame Nicolas came to me at
sunrize, | am ashamed to say T 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.

‘T have lost my daughter,’ she said—
‘T have lost Véronique.” And then she
repeated it again: ° I have lost my daugh-
ter—I have lost Véronique.'

“That was all she said; but I knew, of
course, what had happened. T had feared
it.

“1 quoted no scripture to console her,
although a hundred phrases came to my
lips. 1 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 poplarz by
the river. And I said: *Madame Nicolas,
do you see the sun?’ and she answered:
‘“Yes." And I szaid: ‘Madame Nicolas, do
vou see the river and the trees and the
grass with the wind upon them?' And
she answered: ‘Yes.! And I said: ‘Do
vou see the clouds, rose and mauve and
gray, and the stars paling up there in the
sky?' And she again answered: *Ves.'

“Then I said: *Madame Nicolaz, God
is watching over the sun and it is his will
that it shall rize; and God is watehing
over the river and it is his will that it
shall flow to the sea; and God 1= watching
over the trees and the grass and it is his
will that the wind shall e upon them; and
Godd 1= watching over the clouds and the
stars, and as they are, so he wills that
they shall be, Do vou not, then, helieve
that Goil is watching aver vour daughter
and that his will shall be done?’ ™

The curé paused and Monsieur Silves-
tre, much affected but eager to prove his
iconoclasm, said: * That iz 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 yvou,”

The curé regarded him scornfully,
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“T was speaking at the time to a Catho-
lic,” he said, “not to a heretic. Heretics
must look out for themselves; for T am
not sure just how much interest le Bon
Dieu takes in them."

Perceiving that Monsieur Silvestre had
a spirited retort at his lips, T interpozed
quickly, begging the cure to proceed.

“Well, Madame Nicolas went home
comforted, and in ten days she received a
little note from Véronique. I remember
the words of it as well as I remember the
Paler Noster. She said: ‘I am in Paris
with Max and am very happy. Yesterday
we went up the Eiffel Tower. We are to
he married very soon. 1 adore Paris and
I worship Max. Do not worry about me,
for I am completely happy. That is to
zav, I shall be completely happy if vou
forgive me.’

“Madame Nicolas tried to obtain com-
fort from the assurance that they were to
be married =oon.  As for me, 1 fear 1 was
not so trusting; for 1 saw in Véronique'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 hecause it has been my
blessed privilege for many vears to min-
ister unto misery.,

“Poor Véronique 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 Véroniques in
it do not make themselves conspicuous.
Finallv, at the request of Madame Nico-
las, who was only too willing to forgive, 1
myself went in search of the girl. 1t was
nat my first visit to Paris, messieurs. No,
indeed, I have trovelled o erreat deal: I
have been three times to Paris and twice
to Lyvons and it was but six vears ago that
T should have journeved to Rome had not
my neuralgia come upon me the day be-
fore T 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. Véronigue had always loved
Diane and had never heen able to say no
to her in anything she desired. But I
thought it better for her not to come. 1
think that T was wrong., If T was I can
only plead that it was an error in judg-
ment, not mm intention,



City of Lights 785

“I went alone, then, and after threc
days I found Véronique. She was living
in a little room in a house on the Rue des
Saints-Péres; and Max had nof 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. 1
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 seging 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 T 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. You could but
offer her consolation and spiritual abso-
lution.”

“Precisely,” agreed the curé, *1 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 1 could have
won her away from him. As it was I came
back to Evremont, my hands empty, but
my heart full to overflowing.

“A year passed, and two vears. Ma-
dame Nicolas, uncomplaining and digni-
fied in her sorrow, tended the little shop
with Diane; and everyv night they praved
to the Mother of God to be kind to Véro-
nique and to remember that she was very
yvoung. And Madame Nicolas r_-udf](‘nh
seemed to grow very old.

“On a certain night Madame Nicolas
had a dream. At the time we both
thought it a divine revelation, but subse-
quent events caused us to doubt that it
emanated from heaven. bu we have since
called it simply a dream.”

“Ha!" exclaimed Monsieur Silvestre,

mu pretend to claim "
“T claim nothing,” interrupted the curé

severcly. “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 curé continued.

“Madame Nicolas dreamed that night
that she zaw Véronique and Diane to-
gether, clasped in each other's arms.  Vé-
ronique was weeping bitterly and Diane
was soothing her and comforting her and
stroking her bright hair with gentle, sis-
terly hands. And Véronique was crving
because she had lost the little silver cross
that had hung on a slender chain at her
breazt 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 Véronique, And when
she had done so she went very white and
buried her face in her hands and wept.
But Véronique, seeing her sister's distress,
refiused at first to take the cross; and
it was not until Diane, between her zobs,
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
comiorted.

“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 Véronique, 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. 5She pointed out that in the dream
she had been alone with Véronique, that
this was ohviously the desire of le Bon
Diew, 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. 1 gave her minute directions
how she should find Véronique, but she
scarcely heeded them. Le Bon Dieu, she
said, would show her the way and guard
her steps. She was =0 happy, so confident
of her success, that we could not but share
some of her elation.”
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The curé paused to moisten his lips and
drain his glass. Monsieur Silvestre, for
once, made no comment.

“\What happened in Paris," the curé
resumed, “* I had from Véronique. Diane,
arriving at the Gare Saint-Lazare at ten
o LincL

At ten-seven,'
Silvestre.

“Piane, arriving at ten-seven, went
straight to the confiserie and found her sis-
ter with no delay whatever. Icanimagine
the meeting. Tt i= certain that there were
many kisses and a few tears. Itis good
for the voung to cry a little.

“ Véronique 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 vears, I think the patromne shed a
few tears, too, from sympathy.

“Véronique and Diane walked out of
the shop, with their arms about each
other’s waists, just as theyv used to walk to
the pasture down here by the river, when
thev were little girls. And it seemed to
them, for a while, at least, as if nothing
had changed, nothing had come hetween
them since those far-awny dayvs. But
once or twice Véronigque would stop short
in the middle of a lavgh and once or twice
her Angers would seek Dianc's and press
them 20 hard that it hurt.

“Veéronique led the way to her room in
the Rue des Saint-Péres, for she wanted
to change from her working-clothes into
her best dress.  She wanted, vou aee, to
make it & four de [fie.

“You will stop the night here with me,
Diane, will you not ?° she asked.

“Thiane did not hesitate an instant.

“iTt will be better, Véronique, if we
both go back to Evremont this evening
I have come to bring vou home.'

“But Véronique shrank awayv,

‘No," she said slowly, ‘1 cannot go
home.”

“Digane threw herself to her knees in
front of her sister.

“*“We are breaking our hearts waiting
for vou,” she said. ‘1t is for our sake that
we ask you to come. Have pity.'

liut Véronique shook her head.

‘1 cannot leave Max.'

‘“Our mother is getting old,” wrged
Diane. “She needs vou. The two vears

corrected Monsieur
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that you have been gone have seemed very
long and bitter to her.

“‘So have they seemed to me,” said
Véronique, 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 T shall
show you many wonderful things, for Paris
iz a beautiful city—especially in April
when the sun is shining.’

“Diane then saw that for the present
she could gain nothing by persevering.
So she determined to bide her time pa-
tiently. She did not despair for an in-
stant.

“While she washed her hands and face,
her sister got into a beautiful gown, It
wis 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 Tam afraid that she look
it with covetous eves. Diane, as I told
I‘_\"('IU, Wls Very humun.

“When they were ready Véronigue took
her sister’s hund 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
aasp and the tears started to her eyes. It
was s0 beautiful that it made her ery.
And, without thinking, she begged that
they go in to pray.

“Veéronique drew sharply away that
[Hane might not see her face,

" 'Come,” she said; ‘we will not go in.'

“But her voice tremhbled so much that
Diane understood,

“They turned and walked up the quai
bezide the swollen river.

‘Look,’ said Diane, ‘it is the same
dear old Seine that flows by the pasture at
home where the cowsare. Do you remem-
ber how one could see the reflections of
the poplars marching along in it upside
down? Do you remember how blue it
was at noon, and how silver it was at
evening ¢’

"Yes." said Véronique. *In Parisit is
neither blue nor silver very often.’

*“They purchased a lunch at a bakery
and ate it under the trees in the Tuileries,
like the midinecttes. Then they crossed
the Place de la Concorde and Véronique
pointed out the monument of Alsace-
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Lorraine and the wreaths with which a
bereaved nation had dressed it.

i ¢ There are flowers in front of vour
picture at home,' said Diane. But Vé-
ronique answered nothing.

“They walked slowly up the Champs-
l"hiees. watching the automobiles and
carriages go by, filled with gay people in
beautiful clothes. Diane's eves sparkled
with excitement. It was all very strange
to her and beautiful and dazzling; :mrl
as you know, the Champs-Elysées 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. Ihane, in her excitement,
clung close to her sister; and Véronique,
whao had seen it all before, laughed at her
and teased her for being une petite pro-
vincinle,

“Then they went to a guignel—oh,
they zaw all the wonderful sights of Paris/
And thev both laughed a great deal and
chattered merrily and enjoyved themselves
just as they used to do when the circus
came to Evremont.

“Presently Vironigque stopped short in
the middle of a laugh, caught her breath
sharply, and said: ' Come, we must return
to the Rue des Saints-Péres, Max will be
waiting,  He has promised to take me to
dinner and if T am late he becomes im-
patient.’

“Tt was the first time that Véronique
had alluded to Max, and Dhiane felt sud-
denly embarrassed and ill at ease. She
did not know quite what to sav. Ydro-
nique must have misunderstood her sis-
ter's confusion, for she said: *You 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 T hurry., Oh,
Véronique, we can catch it if we hurry!”

*“Yéronique shook her head.

1 Not vet,’ she said gently. ‘T ecannot
go yet, Diane. Perhaps to- morrow. We
s!mll see.  Wait until to-morrow.

“So theyreturned to the Rue des Saints-
Péres. Max was waiting, and he seemed
not at all displeased to have an addition to
their dinner-party. He was very gay anil

dashing and cracked a great many funny
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jokes that set Diane laughing in spite of
herself. And he appeared to have plenty
of money to spend,

“ i We will dine this evening en pripce!’
he cried. ‘Nothing is too good for our
little country sister. Behold! I have
twenty-two francs ! We will spend it all—
every cenlinme.’

“1 have forrotten 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 compris. Think of
the extravagance, messieurs! And Max
pave a franc to the waiter as a ponrboire,
Truly, Parisians care nothing for their
money!

“There was an orchestra and a great
musician that playved 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 beoged for Venite Adoremns. Max
laughed very loudly, but the musician had
heard her and he plaved it. He must have
plaved it very wonderfully, for Véronique
tells me that it made her crv, although she
did not want to because it always made
Max angrv when she cried.

“Every 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
lnughim, and became furious and: cried:

*Canaille! 1i vou have no respect for good
music 1 ‘-f'l Al |1].u 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 wasina
rage and hurried Véronique and Diane
out of the café.

“He took 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 hecause it was mostly in the
Parisian arpof. But there was a tableau
of Napoleon hidding farewell to the Old
Guard that was extremely beautiful and,
doubtless, of great historical interest. But
the Old Guard were women in very close-
hiting uniforms—which seemed strange.
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“In any case the representation put
Max in a good humor again, and he sug-
gested that they go to the Panthéon for
supper. At first Diane thought that he
meant the Panthéon with the big dome—
she had pictures of it on postal cards—and
shewas surprised to think thatpeople went
there for supper. But Max explained that
he meant a different place altogether; he
meant the Taverne du Panthéon, which is
a café with music and dancing.

“Diane enjoved herself hugely. Max
met some friends from his regiment and
brought them up and introduced them to
her; and they asked her to dance. She
danced the polka very gracefully, but they
taught her some new steps that we do not
dance here at Evremont. Before they
knew it, it was two o'clock in the morming.
Think of it, my friends !

“As they walked home by the side of
the Luxembourz Gardens, Diane was
quiet and sad. She felt, you see, that she

had been too easily led to forget the ob-
ject of her mission. She was very glad
when Max =aid good-night to them and
left them at the door of the house in the
Rue des Saints-Péres; and she determined
that she would not sleep that night until
she should have had a long talk with Vé-
ronique and used all her persuasions,

“Véronique, holding a candle, lighted
the way up the five flights of twisting
stairs, and with every step Diane’s heart
grew heavier, for she knew that if she did
not succeed in making Véronique listen to
her that night, she should never succeed
at all.

“When they reached the room Vé-
ronique immediately started to undress;
and it was then that Diane noticed that
her sister no longer wore the little silver
cross about her neck. This discovery
startled her and awed her, for she recalled
Madame Nicolas's dreamand she was sure
that she saw in it the hand of God.

i
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“ What are you looking at, Diane?’
asked Véronique.

“‘You have lost wvour silver cross.
faltered Diane—‘or isit that you no longer
care to wear it?’

* YVéronique instinctively put her hand
to her breast, searching with her fingers.
Then she desisted and nodded her head
sadly.

“*T have lost it," said she. ‘The chain
broke and T lost it—two vears ago—the
pight T left Evremont. But even now I
cannot realize that it is pone. Always 1
am feeling for it; and always it is not
there; and always I am surprised until I
remember—until T remember. Oh, Diane,
T wizh that T might never remember; 1
wish T 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 comiorted 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 Véronique.  And when she had
done o she went very white and buried her
face in her hands and wept. But she did
not know why she wept, for she was really
glad that Véronicue should have the cross,

*Then, amain, as in the dream, Véro-
nique refused at first to take the gift,
Diane urged hee and pleaded with her to
do g0, and at last Véronique clasped the
chain at her neck and peace came into her
eyes and she was comlorted.

“That night, as they lay side by side in
the narrow bed, Véronique said in a whis-
per: ‘Dhane, are vou asleep?’

**No,"answered Diane,* I'was praying.'

““Were you praying for me?’ asked
Véronique,

" For vou—and for myself,’ answered
Dhane.

“*Tell me more about home,
whispered Véronique, * Tell me about the
shop. 1s the image of Sainte Véronique
still unsold? Tell me about mother, s
she—is she very bitter againzt me? And
tell me about the curé and Monsicur
Silvestre and the church and the Café du
Levant and the Place de la Fontaine. Tio
the sparrows still come to drink at the
watering-trough 2

“So0 Diane told her ey ;-r:.,'Lhin!_[ she
wished to know. She told her of the little

Diane,’
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humdrum affairs of the village; she told
her of the shop—that the image of Sainte
Véronique still stood in the corner and
that Madame Nicolas, Iemembermg how
fond Véronique had been of it, had re-
fused to =ell 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 zhe had finished Véronigque sighed and
kissed her and said: *To-morrow, Diane,
I will go back with vou to Evremont!'
Then Véronique lay back and slept like
a child. But Diane slept very little.

“When Véronique awoke the next
morning the first thing she did was to feel
for the little cross at her breast. Her fin-
eers 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 vears
ago—nothing more—and when all was
ready she called Diane,

“Thane 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 Véronique was so happy
that the sigh passed unobserved.

“!'Come," said Véronique, ' There is a
train, is there not, at half past eight?’

“Thane delayed her dressing long
enough to throw her arms about her sis-
tcr'ﬁ. neck,

‘It is, then, really true,’ said she; and

Hh(‘, Loo, seemed very happy. . .
“Well, they took the early train.
finished my breakiast and was in the
Place, taking a breath of the fragrant
morning air when I saw them coming up
the street from the station. 1 ran to them
and embraced them both. Mon Dien,
how I rejoiced at the miracle, and T re-
membered, but did not repeat, the parable
of the sheep that strayved from the fold.
Instead 1 cried aloud: “God is good!” I
could have gone on my knees in the dust
of the street and given th

It would have attracted attention,”
interrupted Maonsieur Silvestre; but I
naticed that more than once he had fur-
tively rubbed his sleeve across his eyes,
and so I judged that his irony was but a
mml

“¥es," agreed the curé, * it would have
attracted attention to Véronique, That

I had
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is why I did not. But might I, in this
connection, recall to vour mind, Monsieur
Silvestre, what vou voursell did on that
day? You took every comtimie that was
paid in at the Café duLevant, and when
yvou thought no one was looking you
dropped it all
into my poor-
box.™

“RBah ™ =aid
MonsieurSilves-
tre. *That in-
dicates nothing,
One does not
have to be relig-
ious to be sorry
for the poor.”

The curé
smiled and shook
his head,

“Monsieur
Silvestre,” he
said, © inspiteof
yourself you are
one of the best
Christiansin the
diocese.””

“Then Gaod
help the church!™
said Maonsieur
Silvestre, deter-
mined to have
the last word.

“He will.”
said the curé
with conviction,
“Now, Mon-
sieur Craddock,”
he continued,
turning tome, 1
nowcome to the end of the story, That was,
indeed, a day of rejoicing—the day that
brought Véronique back tous, Sheseemed
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.”

“And Madame Nicolas?'" said I—
“Madame Nicolas, T presume, was very
happy.”

The curé 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.”

** Srole from the howse aur into the great vasi
might."”

T

“But—" 1 began, and then stopped,
waiting in silence for him to proceed.
*“On the very night of her return, while
Véronique slept smiling beside her, Diane
arose, tossed o few garments into a little
cloth valise, and just as Véronique had
done before her,
stole from the
hou=ze out into
the great vast
night. Thecity,
1 bu|r[:||a', h;ld
rot into her
blood. Thew
traced her as far
as Paris, and
then—they lost
her. They have
neverheard from
her zince. The
world haz her
now, and the
world, alas! is
not zentle.””
Monsieur Sil-
viestre cleared s
throat loudly and
turned his hack.
“Poor Ma-
dame Nicolas,”
he said, and
therewas a break
in his voice.
“PoorDiane,”
said the curé.
But a different
thought came to
me. I thought of
Véronique and
the burden that
she bore on her slender shoulders, and, re-
membering the tragedy that lay dark in
her eyves, 1 said: * Poor Vironique.”
Then, for u space, we fell silent, each busy
with his own thoughts, Theshadow of the
church tower stretched its Llue length
actoss 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 curé stirred in his chair, I
think that he had been praving—ior one
in peril on uncharted seas. He raised his
head slowly, and his eves, sweeping the
west, rested on the gold cross above his
little church. Behind the cross lay Paris
and the setting sun,



THE RAGGED E

DGE OF FORTY

By Katharine Holland Brown

[LLUSTRATIONS

NY word from up-river,
}"I-lun'_'.‘:" Can’t you get
Cobl’s Landing? ™

Plastered to his waist
with vellow ditch-clay,
dripping from head to
heel, Jim Stirling stumbled up the rain-
swept bank, and into his shack., Maolly,
Lent over piles of time-hooks and vouch-
ers, lifted a tired, intent face.

“No,dear.  Are vou expecting a call? ™

“Why, I thought I'd told you.” Jim
frowned, puzzled. * Kirkland—president
of the Inter-State, vou 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 Lo-
day.”

“Kirkland! The chief! On route in-
spection!™ Molly's brown, clear eyes grew
wide with dismay,

“Yes, the Great Mogul himseli.  Just
this contract’s luck, for my superior offi-
cer to hit camp when blasting and levee
fills and all are stopped, dead, by high
water.  But don't look so distressed,
J-IHH}'. Can't be |1L'ElFL'1].-I

“Mlaybe the storm will delay him, and
things will be in better shape by the time
he gets here”

“They couldn’t be in worse shape.”
Grim amusement fickered in Jim's har-
assed eves. “I've been hoping with all
my soul that KirkLind would recommend
me for the Luke Linden 6ll. 1§ T could
get that two years' work, I'd stand a
chance of recouping this wvear's losses,
But when he sees this job in such a
ghastly mess—and if it was anvbody else
on earth but Kirkland! That man doesn’'t
Enow what ill luck means. He's sixty-
five years olid, and he's been an engineer
since he was twenty, and 1 don’t believe
he's fumbled a contract yet,”

“1 wish you knew when to expect
him."

“Sodo I But T dare say the wires are
all down in this wind, Or ¢lse¢ the poles
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are washed out of root,  If this rain keeps
on, all southern Illinois will be washed
out of reot.  So will our contract.  So will
we.  But what of that? Merely another
failure——"

Stirling shut his teeth. He heaved his
biz body out of boots and oilskins, and
stood staring blankly through the low
window. Maolly followed her husband's
eves.  She suw a flat, gray, miry country;
a broad muddy canal, rolling bank-full to
the wide, gray river, hali 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,
spatching great gobbets of earth and
aravel like the beak of some gigantic hird
of prey. Suddenly Mally’s mouth quiv-
ered. Her eves 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-dayv. Asif writ-
ten in fire, the words fared out, scorch-
ing her tired eyves, her tired brain: * Fail-
ure—fuilure—[ailure! "

“I don’t want to whine, Molly," All
hiz bold, gay confidence had dropped out
of Jim's voice. His face, always so un-
conquerably boyish, was suddenly gaunt
and bewildered and old.  “ But I do feel
like a chump. Think of it! Sixteen vears
at drainage engineering, and not one suc-
cessful job yet!”

“Your jobs are alwavs successfull”
blazed Molly. Her pale face crimsoned.
“Your ditches are always cut to grade,
and wour levees stand, and your berms
hold fast.  You never signed a contract
vet that vou didn’t put through on
homor,  Yet yvou dare pretend that you've
failed—"  Something gripped her throat.
She halted, her cheeks afire, her cold
hinds trembling.  Jim looked at her with
heavy eves.

“You're a good sport, Mally.

But I
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have not made good. You 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 biz mud-

ciked boots.  *Guess I'll go back, Meg-
aphone me if 1htn s any word from up-
river. So long!”

Molly watched him tramp down the
oozy bank, then cross the board bridge to
the dredgze. Her cheeks whitened slowly.
Her heart pounded heavily, stroke on
stroke of pain. “The ragred edge of
forty!”  Yes, there they both stood, hard
on the boundary of middle age. And
when vou reached forty, vet had not made
good

They had planned it all so differently!
Her mind fled back to their first year to-
gether. The proud, gay s lendor of it!
For, boy that he was, Jim had been
awarded two large contracts, and he had
swung them through superbly. No 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

2y bank

debt. That disaster was never Jim's fault.
No 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. * Don't
vou care, Molly, you old peach. I'll earn
it all back in a jiffy. You'll see!™

Maolly 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. 3She 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 ¢leven, should
have begun music lessons long ago.  Jim
Junior, aged mnine, stocky, red-headed,
determined, a mechanical genius like his
father, already clamored for a workshop,
for tool-kits, “an'a real dynamo, 'cause [
want to 'speriment in wireless.” And
little 'Lizabeth, her baby, her darling!
How she longed to deck Lizabeth in laces
and fine hnen 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.

“And by coming down here I have
hindered Jim, not helped him,” Molly

793
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thought. Yet she had come in such lov-
ing eagerness to serve! This conlract
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  live
on the work.”  He must tramp the soggy
banks all day, overseeing both levee crews
and ditch gangz; he must eat, and sleep,
and make up hiz 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. Alolly, 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 -111.11. up with such things. But when
the contract began its career of ill fortune
Molly had rebelled.  She sent the children
tohermother. Sherented their little home.
Then she went straight to Jim, and met
his amazed protests with a terse ultimatum.

“No. You'll not gend me home,  No,
I'm not afraid of mosquitoes, nor ma-
lariz, nor floeds, nor dronken laborers,
nor anything else. Yes, I'll manage to
amuse mysell. I can cook your meals
and keep your books and see that you get
six hours” sleep and plenty of quinine, if 1
can't do anything more.  1I'm here, mind
that. And here to stay.”

But now, deep in her sore heart, she
knew that all her loving care meant noth-
f||]_{ L Ji]‘.ﬂ, Hl;L was Lo spent Lo H*;||I'm,'
even her dear presence. Never once did
he complain of the calamities that each
day brought,  He pushed on, Hghting his
losing pame 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 souly for sake of
hiz sweet and confident spirit, that had
never faltered till to-day.

“1 won't stand it, to see him suffer. |1
."r.l;;'f.”' Shu Wik Sniﬂl[ll,'.{ MO, WICon-
trollably.  Her slim body swaved agzainst
the door. It isn't fair! Oh i

The Ragged Edge of Forty

The telephone rang sharply. Startled,
she ran to the desk.

The receiver was a blur of rushing
zound. Al last a deep wvoice boomed
through the clamor,

“Hello! This the Contract Camp?
Well, I want Stirling. Oh, this is Mrs,
Stirling?  Good morning, madam. This
is Kirkland speaking. Will vou kindly
tell Mr. Stirling that T expect to reach
camp in my launch by five . M.7 Mrs.
Kirkland is with me——"

Click! Then silence. Maolly put up
the receiver with shaky hands.

“So 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 1 can find in this wilder-
ness. They sha'v't starve,anvhow, Here
i wa! M

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
dlown 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 ily smoke, Molly
had barely rescued the potatoes when she
heard the shrill whistle of a launch sig-
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nalling 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 hersell 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

He stared at Jim's gray, moveless face.—Page ryt

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 lushes 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 eves with glowing reassurance. But
]Em Llj:'l 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 bareas 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 hifeless. His Ii:l'l-u, |J4.l}'[:~|‘.|l:~' clear fea-
tures looked blurred and dull, ground
down by theattrition of defeat. Molly put
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down her fork. The food choked her.
But pluckily, gayly, she chatted on.

“1t'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,
caleulating lines. “And 1've got to be
in St. Louis to-morrow, so Mrs, Kirkland
and 1 must catch the midnight train out
of Cobb's Landing. So, Stirling, you must
give me an idea how things stand. 11 you
ladies will excuse us, we'lll get to work
right now."”

Jim was already opening his desk.
The two men bent at once Lo their task.
Molly silently cleared the table, Then
she sat down beside Mrs, Kirkland, who
had settled herself by a lamp, and drawn
a handiul of crochet from her sold 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, flazhing
with superh diamonds and  emeralds,
shaped small, lumpy Trish-crochet tose-
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-
isfuction with her own mate, her own self,
even her own deep inward being.

Maolly studied her absently, In her
sore heart a slow rage kindled. Mother-
wise, Mrs. Kirkland had already 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. Hefore her
aching eves swam Priscilla’s small, imp-
ish, lovely face; then Jim Junior's sober
little countenance; then baly 'Lizabeth's
face, so near! She could feel "Lizabeth's
pussy-willow cheek against her own, the
soft brushof her downy gold hair, the tight
clasp of her strong baby arms.  An angry
sob rose in her throat. Ch, thisother wom-
an,and her great successful bruteof a man!
Why must they command every comfort
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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 hushand.
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.

“Um! Guess ['ve got the hang of this
thing now.” The chief spoke very low;
vet his deep, booming voice filled the little
room with grim reverberations. * Your
COctober 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 vou. That set you back two solid
weeks, By George, that was hard luck!
Why didn't you hustle down to St. Louis
and lease another dredge, while your gear
was being rebuilt? "

Molly flinched. Ower 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.”

“Oh! T see.” The chief slowly nod-
ded his grizeled head. *That’s the mis-
chief of subletting when a man hasn't
adequate capital.”  His words were mer-
ciless, vet 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.”

" ¥es

“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 marging 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. Molly 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, curicusly, 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 diagnosis,
he looked at Jim
from under hooded
brows, and waited.

“You've putit in
a nutshell.” Jim
spoke at last in a
queer flat voice
“I've met up with
more mishaps than
a man of my limited
means can copc
with. However,
sir, I can assure you
that your company
shall not be embar-
rassed by my difh-
culties.”

“Humph, I'm
not giving that a
thought. DButit's
a sick outlook for
you., Six months
mare work on this
God-forsaken
ditch, with only the
chance of breaking
even to look for-
ward tol”

“Ican face that,
all right.” The
harsh red deepened
in Jim’s face. *But I—I'd particularly
hoped that I'd make good on this job. To
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 fll, his longed-for chance!
If only——

“Um! 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 abzent glow. Tt was as if he stared
away, past the low room, past the dingy

“Yes, sir, the big dredge, down to the bver.”
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flect outside, the storm-tossed woods,
the dark, brimming river, away across the
miles, across the years. “Yes. I un-
derstand, all right. Lord, when I re-
member! Twenty-six years ago it is,
this very month——" :

He halted. His
eyes turned from
that black pane to
his wife's calm, rosy
face, her fair, plump
hands, still at their
interminable cro-
chet.

“*Twenty-six
years ago, this
month., Remem-
ber, Louisa?” The
chiei’s eyes deep-
encd with that queer
reflective gleam,
“And just such
weather as this.
Rain and fog and
mud, strikes and
freshets and smash-
ups—hy George,
Stirling, what's
all that racket?
Hark!"

There was a rush
of feet on the steps,
then a crashing
knock, a high, ex-
cited shout.

“Mister Stirling,
sir! Open the door.
Quick!"”

Molly and Jim
sprang to the door.
On the threshold
stood Finnegan, the
night watchman., He waved his smoking
lantern in their faces.

“My God, sir!  Come, quick!
The dredge has sprung a leak!”

“The dredge! Not the hig dredge,
Finnegan!™

“Yes, 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

Hurry!
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‘em. There's not a soul left on the boats
but McCarthy and me. We've been
trvin' 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, child!” 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 eves flashed;
her placid, imperious voice rang high.
“Don't look so dazed, pirl! Get into
boots and knickers, if vou 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-
tledd her into a cloak, snatched the
overshoes from her limp hands, knelt and
tugred them on. “Tut, tut! Don’t
look =0 white.  Yes, [ ruess J 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 Mollv'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-hoard footway,
then more dizzy planks to the dredge.
Mrs. Kirkland fled across them with the
gpeed of light.  Maolly stagrered behind,
The men were already aboard the dredge,
Jim had taken command, Jim was al-
witvs 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,
Mollvl  Go telephone Cobl's Landing,
and get Jacobs and Smith and all the men
vou 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. DBy that time——"

Jim stopped. Beneath  their  feet
sounded a faint, ominous sucking.

“By that time this boat will sink to
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engine-room level.” The chief’s voice
boomed out inexorably. “We four must
get busy and patch up a bulkhead. DBut
meanwhile she's shipping water every sec-
ond.  And no steam up for the pumps.
Two of us must man the hand-pumps, to
keep her from sinking any deeper. The
other two :

“Nonsense,
on your bulkheading.
I will take the pumps.
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 erimson,

“You, Lounisa!” 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 you.”

“That'll do, John Kirkland.” Mrs.
Kirkland's blue eves snapped.  She rolled
up her long silk sleeves. "“We two can
handle the pumps an hour, anyhow,
Huoots, 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 Migmi? H'm, 1 thought so.
Now, watchman, haul out the pumps.
I'll help vou shove them into the hatch,
And you men get to work on that bulk-
head. Hear me?”

All four of you go to work
Mrs. Stirling and
Get to work, now,

It seemed to Molly 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. TIn 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 neise of hammers,
the chiel’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-

“ Ygu two women can never handie

less.  She hauled and tugged at her pump
like a mad thing. Her body clung against
the handle, rose with it, pitched back,
az if one with its mechamsm. 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
dredee must sink, after all— Well, it
not just failure.

would mean not just loss,

va9

It would wreck this contract. It would
open a pit of ruin bencath their feet.

“But we must save the dredge! We
must. We must!” The words came
soundlessly from her ashen lips. Her

R
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ne pump, letalope
head swimiming, her breath coming in
great :||'._'.:ui.=~]|l.'ll ZAS]S, she drove at the
pump with all her strength., One mo-
ment the children’s faces glimmered be-
J..lqu_' ]il._'l‘ CYES. I'-l ir [|'.l|." .-'.I.I.:'th'.\- CH I-h.:—.‘.l'lfi
:l.'i_'[., ]nl".'u' little the babies counted! xnr,
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. Do yvou give
me that pump, now. 1'll clear out what
little bilge there is left."”

“Yes, and give me a hand there,
Louizsa.”” The chief emerged from the
hatch, sweaty and beaming. " Congrat-
ulations, Mrs. Stirling. You folks won't
lose vour dredge aiter all. Though two
hours ago it looked a mighty slim chance,
But yvour husband was equal to the crisis.
He has put in as tidy a frst-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,
a sight, my dear!

L

By George, but you're
Lowik at vour hair!™

“Aly hair?  Good gracious!™  All the
Amazon went out of Mrs, Kirkland, As
a lbiride suddenly aware of her man's pres-
ence, she twisted up her wet straggled
locks, and hurriedly retied her wveil.
With Finnezan'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. To 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 vield again
to the thrusting current? How 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
bhouillon. It was nearing midnight, The
Eirklands must be off in hall 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
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was caught by the strange, grave brood-
ing look in his eyes. He seemed to look
away, past them all, past the very night
itzelf. 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
the words.  ““Takes us back a good many
vears, Louisa? "'

Mrs, Kirkland looked up swiftly,
Orver her calm face glinted a flash of mem-
orv: the gleam of a remembered terror,

“I rather guess it does take us back.”
Her full throat quivered with a shaken
breath. * Just zuch times as this we had,
twenty-six years ago, that whole hate-
ful contract at Alton. My, how did we
live and stand it?”

“Mind the night our own dredge sank?
When we were within five hundred feet
of finishing our main cut? By 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.
Unly thing on earth we did own, mind
vou. Mind how we all pitched into that
bulkhcading?  But no use.  She sank so
fast, we might as well a’ tried to patch
her with egg-shells.”

“1 wasn't on the contract just then,
dear. You forget. That was when Ned
wis just a tiny baby, and I was staying at
mother’s.  But T was with you a month
later, when the towboat caught fre,
Eemember:?”

"1 reckon T do remember. And vou
nearly broke your back, carrving sand to
smother it."" The chief nodded grimly.
“Wed never saved that tow-boat if it
hadn’t been for yvou. You were awake,
tending little Ned, and vou saw the light,
and gave the alarm. As it was, that fire
set us back =0 badly that we were penal-
ized eight davs. At a hundred dollars a
day. By George!™ The chief threw back
his big shoulders as if he would throw off
an intolerable weight. His hooded eves
Hamed. “We were stone broke. The
contract had cleaned us out as neat as a
whistle. 5o 1 had to take that eight hun-
dred out of my life insurance. Lord!
Nao eight hundred in this world can never
look as hig to me again. Drawing that
check hurt worse than drawing teeth.
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And the vear after, when T hadn't any
contract at all, and prowled arcund 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 vear drifted
past, a hovering menace still.

*You did all any
man could, John
Kirkland.”™ His
wife set down her
cup. Hercalm eyes
flashed. “¥You
kept books, and did
add jobs of draught-
ing, and even went
as foreman of a
bridge gang, any-
thing to keep us
going. Tt wasn't
John's fault, any-
way, that we got
such a late start.”
She wheeled bellig-
erently on her hosts.
Her wvoice rang in
high defence.
“ John was a splen-
did engineer. Ev-
erybody knows
that. But wed
married young, and
we had a houseful
of babies before
he'd saved up
enough to buy his
first dredging fleet.
Adter that, every contract he was awarded
brought disaster. Nineyearsof highwater
and cave-ins and wreck and fire! Noman
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 chiei’s. Molly saw
that long, deep understanding look. A
warm little thrill stirred in Molly's heart.
Unconsciously she drew nearer.

“We won out together, vou mean. It
was mostly your doing, Louisa. And it
was a long pull, all right.  You better be-
lieve, we know what a job like this one

* Takes us back a good many years, Loaisa T
—Page boo
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means!” Again he looked at the dusky
window. It was as if his slow pgaze
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 5o terribly irail
asheath for the pre-
cious machinery,
“Yes, We've gone
the whaole infernal
road.” He halted:
then his voice took
on a mew signifi-
cant ring. “*That's
one reason I de-
cided that our com-
pany won’t sublet
anymore Contracts.
If a job succeeds,
we fellows who
hack it ought to get
a bigger slice. Ifit
fails, that smashinge
big loss avalanches
down on one man.
S0, after this year,
we run the work
ourselves. On sal-
aries, not percent-
ages,"”

Molly frowned.
For a minute, she
did not understand.
But not a glimmer
af :‘_“.'prl:b:-iun
crossed Jim's face. For Jim, every word
had driven home. No more subletting!
Then, no more chances with the Inter-
State people!  Well, it was very decent of
the chief to let him down in this |'|I.iil.‘1.|r|!-|.'
hand way. Of course all his casual sen-
tences meant but one thing: that hiswork
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 chiei had been mighty
square.  But—with no more contracts
irom the Inter-State, with no chance cf
retrieval—

lef'l‘.|1.'1 }n':lll 2:'-.'1”]‘: o |"||r;;| ||l'1,'.,;,bT.
cabin darkened slowly round him,

The
An
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icy chill crept through his veins.  No use
——n chance

And then it came to him, slowly, that
the chief was speaking again. And his
words flared through that stifling murk,
il'l.ﬂ_'rf'l'Eiilll"., -'Illlli.lzl\;

“Of course we'll want to employ top-
notch engineers.  Especially on the Lake

Lantarn bh 1

haeid, Jim waited
Linden fill.  It's going o be a stifl one,
all right. Only a top-notch man can
swing it. 5o, Mr. Stirling, if you have no
other plans for next year, 1 hope you will
take us into account,”

There was o pause.  Neither Jim nor
}.T--H_'p' stirred. _"nluu_'l.' "s dazed CYES lit with
wonder.  Bul a deep Qush rose in Jim's
haggard face, asil 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 stafl,”  He bowed to Molly;
his hooded eyes lit with a friendly sparkle.
“Shed be a valuable first-mate. Just as
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MMrs, Kirkland was for me. Theugh yvou'd
swing the job easy enough, all right.”
“I'm not so dead sure of that,”” Jim
mumbled, at last. Hiz 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—

e A B

the red and green lights vamshed past the river bensl —Page Fojy

Six thousand

He could wipe out his worst
He could pay for Priscilla’s music
lessons, and Jim Junior's teol-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.  Hea top-notcher!  He, with
all his failures zpread out on the miry
ditch before him!

“Yes. You'll swing it, il anybody
can.”  The chief’s deep voice pondered
on.  *Though, if we should meet up with
such a mess of ruination as yvou've just
weathered on this contract, 1'd be glad to
know that things were in your hands.
You don’t lose your nerve, No matter

dizzily he beran to count.,
clollars!
|.|:;,']|E~.'~.



Vox Clamantis

how bad the smash-up, you'd always hang
on and save the pieces.” ,

“Yes. 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! We
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, now!"

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. Two
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.  Molly 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 lady>"

*Well, Jim?"

e
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Molly was busily covering the fire.
Sheer delicht had overflowed Molly's
plucky heart. That high tide brimmed
and blinded in her happy eves. She
knelt, industriously punching, as if she
would punch back the betraying choke in
her voice. " W-well, Jim?"

No reply, save a gasp and a thud.

She turned, startled.

Once more, the eternal small boy had
bobbed up in Jim. No wonder there was
no sound out of him! Eyes popping,
forehead bursting crimszon, he was turn-
ing solemn ecstatic handsprings across the
foor.

Hlimmy ! Molly sobbed out, then, a
wild, preposterous cackle of alarm and
temper and delight. “Of all the kid
tricks! And both of us on the ragged
edpe 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. To Molly's shining
eves he was her boy again, daring, inso-
lent, adorable.

“ Ragged edee 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. " You
old peach! What do I care, if I'm stand-
ing on the ragpged edge of blazes—so long
as you're standing by?”

VOX CLAMANTIS
By C. A. Price

How shall we find, although we seek—one saveth—
The guidance of our fathers’ simpler day?
Not 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
To the great hour of freedom that is Death.

Mot ours the fault if we are left in night.

In Jramible hearts Faith's lamp is still alring,
Tradition’s oil no more feeds Reason's light.

Mayhap our eves, and not the flame, are dine,
What can earth show that does not mock our sight?

The Saints remain whe have believed in Him.

Yoru. LVI.—&2
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d.HU lU-dd‘L the French army
commanded by Napoleon
was being undone at Water-
loo.  And itis just a cen-
==l tury since, at the Congress
nf ‘||.- fenna, 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 hali generations have
passed, and Europe is face to face with a
situation of an importance even maore stu-
pendous than that confronting it in 1814—
15. The little Prussian state, shattered
at Jena, resuscitated at Vienna, made an
empire at Versailles on the ruins of a dis-
membered France, zet 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 oi
Frankfort Prussian policy became Ger-
man policy,  That policy, save for a brief
tentative period, when Germany fancied

Hag

to enslave France by boorish caress and
corruption, has been brutal and brow-
s heating. From the entrance of the allies
into Paris in 1814 down to the mad and
futile demonstrations of Teutonic aggres-
siveness with reference to Moroccan af-
fairs in 1905 and 1006, with a view to
breaking up the Anglo-French entente,

Germany has never for a moment ab:m—
doned her policy of crushing France:

1870 did not satisfy her. The **French
scare " of 1873, exploded by de Blowitz and
Decazes, was but the forerunner of the
scare of rgos L’I‘ld.lnl{ in Monsieur Del-

caszsé’s fall, of the crisis of 1g11, and of the
assault of 1914, During more than forty
vears, indeed, Prussia has been preparing
to add te her dominions the western
Vosges and the Jura, Champagne, and the
twoBurgundies, Rotterdam and Antwerp,
Dunkirk and Boulogne, Trieste and the
middle east. To pretexts for action she
has heen indifferent; for fine occasions
she has lain maliciously in wait. Two
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 neichbors to arrest
the irreparable—efforts that more than
once all but zkirted the abyzs of national
dishonor—Prussianized Germany (with
no pretext decent for the cars 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



After the Great War

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.

11

Tiig 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 1815, They
have remarked that, aiter 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 o
fewnotabledeclarations—that withregard
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 “historic”” or even merely an ws-
theticimport. Instead, however, of being
by P

*Cpn “Les Grinds Trités FPuolitigues,” Albin.
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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 1o, 1813, 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
gpent 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 ITI—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 ITT would better have studied
the Obiter Dicta of his great homonym.

Hypnotized by the idea of laying the
ghosts of the Grande Armée, of annulling
the fiats of Napoleon, and of humiliating
France, the coalition of powers of the old
régime, the plenipotentiuries of Divine
Right, failed to take one essential precau-
tion. Yet Napoleon—of whom Mary
Carolineof Naples had magnificently said,
“ i he were to die, his body should be pul-
verized, and a dose of it should be given to
cach sovereign, two doses of it to each of
their ministers, and then matters would
go better "f—had more sagacity than all
the Metternichs, the Tulleyrands, 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

& Gee “Le Congres de Vienns ot les Traivés de t8rg,” by
Comte ' Angeherg. L-\._m_:.-'ui. 1864, vl I_. P4

T Correspondance indddite de Marie Carcdine, Reine de
Naples et de Sicile avec le Marquis de Gallo,  Publide et

AT T par [e 1"~1mrn.;rul-.r!r. M. H. Weil et le Marquis C. di
Zomma Circelke,  {Parizi Emils Pagle, 2951, tome L po seo
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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.”* By
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 clastic 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., “We receive on the
Rhine some picturesque and splendid
provinces,” writes the Princess Radziwill
on February 18, 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, T don’t think that we
would really chuck for it any other em-
pire (je crofs gue nows ne powrrions plus
disirer de troguer avee tond aulre empive).'§

111

EvEx 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 Eurcpean future
as has been marked by the dates 1866,
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
féted in Paris to the cry of “Viee Ale-
xandre, wofre fibératewr.”  Napoleon had
just signed his abdication and retived from
the ereat 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

* B lems of Power,™ by the author, po vl
Tl bizhed document, which 1 owe to e
g v riend, Commandant Well, emanates
ol tlwe I|.l.-~-|r|||| Ministry of the Inicror,
"|.|-u|-.-\. th the * Reports of the Secret Political
l"i'll-.l during the Congressof Vienna" It will he published
soneny after the wor with tome 3,000 documents of the same
epich in & book to be estitled  Awtowr dy Congres de

Vicnne. "
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Treaty of Paris. To France was ac-
corded, not only her former frontier of
1702, 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
hismystical descendant, NicholasTI, at the
outzet of the war of 1g914—announced his
intention of restoring the former kingdom
of Poland, the fusion of all the Polish prov-
inces detached by the partition of 1772
Officers and courtesans, l}:-:unkers and diplo-
mats, supping in the Palais Royal, drank
the health of the handsome Czar, “the
peacemaker, ' Ange 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 XVIIT, 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 demandedit. *The
interest of the small states is likewise its
interest,” said the perspicacious monarch.
“ All 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 tolet such
extension take place, in 2o far as that may
diminizsh the agerandizements of the big
states.”  And, with his eye intently fixed
on Prussia, Louis XVITTspecifies at length
in these memaorable instructions the list of
small German states whose nationality
must be maintained apainst the “innate
ambition™ of that power.

Itis 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
plenipﬂt{*ntiaries 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
than fourmillions, 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. Ewven 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 seon have twenty, and the whole
of Germany would call her master, Itis
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 by preserva-
tion of all the small states, and by 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-

* Sep "L Congris de Vienne et les Trainds de ibrs by
Count d'Angebeng.  (Amyot, 186y, vol. I, pp. 215-244.)
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sors of the Talleyrands, the Castlereaghs,
and the Metternichs meet in the Congress
of 1g15. Under the menace of the brow-
beating methods of international business
inaugurated by William II—the method
of Real-politik and haute-fnance, 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
everggnationality 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
sufier 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 “justice.” 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 “justice” 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. Ewven at Vienna the Rhenish prov-
inces demurred to becoming Prussian.
The mystical pact signed in Paris on Sep-
tember 26, 1515, between the Czar Alex-
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ander, the Emperor of Austria, and the
King of Prussia, and known as the * Holy
Alliance,” was, in reality, a declaration of
war on the part of arbitrary power against
national aspirations. On September 3,
1914, all but a eentury later, the nations
took their revenge.  France, Russia, and
England, engaged in a great war in order
to establish the freedom of peaples and to
maintain the halance 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 gefore
the Allies after the present war will e,
in spite of its apparent complexity, a task
of an astonishing simplicity.  1ts guiding
lines are few and neatly defined,

IV

Tue iden of freedom, of nationality, has
dominated the whole war, There 15 not
an army in Europe to-day that has not its
eves uplifted toward the labarum, the
symbaolic banner, bearing the words Free-
dom, Nationality.  To all the hosts of all
the allies the time-spirit has scemed to
say: “fu hoe signo vinces.”  Moreover,
miracle of miracles, even the Germans
“that beautiful variety of German tribes”
—will shortly desery the same liberating
symbol. The German chancellor, Herr
von Bethmann-Hollweg, sought in a fa-
mous speech in the Reichstag in 1012 to
distract the attention of the great liberal
Powers by creating a Russian scare. Bul
at the very first occasion oiven her Rus-
sia pricked this bubble and raised the
standardof nattonal freedom for the Slavs,
for the Poles, and for the Armenians.
Why did Austria go towar?  Because the
rise of Servia had blocked her way to Sa-
lonica.  Why «id Russia champion the
servian cause? To prevent Hungurian
vindictiveness and Tan-German ambition
from stifling the sell-conscious Serbs just
on the point of entering into their own.
Why has England intervened? To save
the Belzian nationality, brutally violated
by i 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, i balance of power synonymous with
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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-
ventedher 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 planct
Liehind them mto their shadow., Europe
is full of Alsace-Lorraines. ‘This is an
anomaly which it will bethe destiny of the
varly 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 peaple
to maintain its integrity when it is cx-
posed to the gravitative attraction of a
powerful neighbor.. The present war is a
war of nationalities. Tt is o war of na-
tionalities even for the Germans. Yet a
world-renowned sophist, the juggler of
*The Great Ilusion " —when was a book
ever so happily named ?—duped himself,
as well as many of his readers, by the ar-
pument that the stute was not a person.
This =ciolistic 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-
mizts called the “stratification of inter-
cats,”" the many apparent indications that
the claims of class interest were overrid-
itg boundaries and shattering frontiers,
was a truth too evident really to be ig-
nored,  But, contemplated too singly, it
was @ truth bound to ruin the judgment
ol any intelligence.  The interesting facts
were of another order. At no epoch of
history, indeed, had there heen =0 many
instances to show, not merely that the
slate is a person, but that it is the sub-
limest of all persons. Tt 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 was
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
French Government addressed to the
country when it said: * Glodre amx vivants
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et aux moris! Les hommes lombent,
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 Rhein® 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 (Finkeil)
created by the Prussian navvies, compe-
tent ohservers 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 “Prussian Monarchy™ that welded
the German Empire, and created the con-
ditions of a lasting German political unity,
“Ten 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 bornin 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.”"

La

v

Tue Prussians manceavred 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
Riilow says of the German spirit and the
Prussian Monarchy were not true. The
conclusion is obvious. It is a corollary of
the chancellor’s testimaony, as it is the pro-

% Sep ihe final chapter of Prince von Biilows book, * Im-
perial Germany.”

foundsuggestion 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 Hohenzollerns must retire
within their Brandenburg Mark. Prus-
sia must henceforth content herself with
her frontiers of 1806. An emancipated
south Germany will he the first to thank
the armiesof the Allies for thisdeliverance.
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 szatisfying 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 o 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 Fgean,
the Dardanelles, the coast of Syria, the
Adriatic); the exploitation of the Middle
Eust 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
renaizsance 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 counszel.  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 o 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-

Sunset DBalconies

complishment of this dream, there is only
one sure way. Listen again to the words
of Napoleon at Tilsit: “Tf is part of my
system [0 weaken Prussia. I mean dhal
she shall no longer be a power in the political
balance of Ewrope”

Parrs, September 22, 1914,

SUNSET BALCONIES

By Thomas Walsh

For 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 amiles to scan
The sunset on her spangled fan,
Whaose sparkle lights apain the grace
That memory treasures of her face,




Adventures

='HE POINT OF VIEW -

little classic, Mrs. Meynell's “ Fellow-

Travellers with a Bird." Its imme-
diate effect was to make me regret for the
theusandth time that I have failed to keep
a daily record of the verbal quaintnesses and
comicalities of my own small ad-
venturers on the uncharted seas
of speech. They are so striking at
the time—these sayings; one iz sure that
one will not forget them; they pass into the
family wvernacular, 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 supposc, can realize but
dimly, in oceasional fashes of insight, what
an unconguered, 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,
Lt 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 lving 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,
1 suppose, in a rather toplofty mood, I
added to my customary “You 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 cenduc!, mother?”™ one of them
inquired, while the other listened, spell-
bound. My explanation, owever, 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

THE other day I re-read that exquisite

were only symbols, make-believes; the real-
ity was the impact of that neat, effiective
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 uvsage 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-Tmpres-
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,
a5 a compromise, they might find some
neutral-toned substantive which the ear of
cach 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:
“MNow let's talk about deaduess I™ 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 pleazantest 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 hasa childin the house

S1II



812

can imagine how the family overworked that
formula during the succeeding weeks.

She iz 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
apnouncement: 1 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 Lo assert an early
fascination for children. They pass through
a harrowing stage when nearly every gues-
tion must be answered in terms of pounds,
gallons, orinches. * How deep is that pond,
mother?” “0h, it's not very deep,” you
answer comfortably, out of the untroubled
depths of your own thoughts. " But how
deep iz it?" ““Oh, about two feet,” you
answer, hastily arousing wvourself, “‘But
how deep s it?" this time with a tweak
at your sleeve, and an imperiousness that
threatens 1o require discipline. Then, if
wvou are wise, you will assert unhesitatingly
that that pond is three feel five inches deep
—and peace will reign.

The six-vear-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 o interesting in the conversation of
his elders. * Diid sister cry while mother
was gone?” he is asked, **Yes, she did,
mother.”  ““Did she ery very long? ™ And
then he anzwers, in hizs most businesslike
masculine voice: ** Oh, only about fwendy-
four fonrs ! H

The mere inaccuracies of children—Ilittle
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 1o
kiss the little girl who comes to ask me o
Lie up her © l]1ingur," and whoe tells me she
iz "such in a hurry " becauwse 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.

The Point of View

across the room is thumping out cach

syllable with a card dictatorially laid
down on the table—"you won't be able to
pass away the time when you grow old.”

“1f you don't cultivate a hobby," chants
his brother, poking among strange
contraptiong in his cabinet, “you'll
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, 1t is dificult, and T reflect that
the shame with which one refuses to under-
take a disagrecable 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 efective: this
is the parlous state toward which our school
of life scems tending.

The letter I am writing appears suddenly
to turn inte a declaration of war. Before
the whole world and my friends T 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-
erz go on offering this pleasure, and criticizs-
ing the technique of the performance as if
the victims had a real desire to be coached,
LEwven 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 iz ready to tell both the rich
and the poor how to spend their leisure mo-
ments; and those of us who are neither rich
not 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
clement in existence, it would seem to be a
semewhat personal matter, giving opportu-

i Il" you don't play solitaire’—the man

Required

Pleasures
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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 vz of some indi-
vidual choice of diversion, among the many
that might be found there? Hardly. He
knows s0 well what to say that the plays
he has seen and the restaurants where he has
caten are listed already among his conver-
sational precautions.

I sympathize with the man who concealed
from the compilers of W ke's Wihe his favor-
ite recreations as if they had been the bones
of the family skeleton, though in truth they
were innocent ¢ven beyvond gardening and
goli, Such monolony 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,"" “pgolf,'" is drearier in print, let us
hope, than in real life. My most affection-
ate feeling for the automobile was induced
by an unscheduled spontaneity of a ma-
chine bclonging to a friend of mine wha had
included me in one of his carefully arranged
pleasure tours. My friend was g0 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 haliday in a country hotel; I at
least, slept through a blissiul 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
:Ln|;l:ip.‘!['i,|;|]1 wnuhl have ruined it.

My 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
hiz 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 planit.  But

1 e

recreiation 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,

JIf Nature had not taken a hand in ar-
ranging our recreations the feld would be
frecr 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 rendent 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 pm:plc force amusement upon
their outraged acquaintances repeesent the
reductio ad absurdum of required pleasures.
My army of reveolt might well be armed
with such odious weapons. Every person
who tells his neighbor 1o 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 5‘:-3.1}'1.'1' of
golitaire across the room looks over at me.
His evebrows 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 ? "'

“Why 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 1 seize the opportuni-
ty. “If I never ask the world to admire it
I can have all the more fun with it myself.”

“Is it really so outlandish?™

Vith only an inward smile at the thought
of my gentle little hobby, I sternly continue:
“I shall elect my own pleasures and let
other people elect theirs, I shall never at-

lempt to arrnge a4 <u !'l.'i.Cl.iJ.'iJITI. f\'\.'l‘l' my
fricnds. And as for that ]‘Jifnic next Thurs-
l.i.l!.' )

“1 wouldn't let anvbody browbeat me
into going to any picnic =it s the devotee
of solitaire who has spoken,
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RHEIME AND LOUVAIN

ETWEEN the Seine and the Rhine lay
B 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-Comté; 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 Liége,
Aix-la-Chapelle, Coblentz, and Treves;
¥pres and Lille, Tournay and Fontenay,
Arras and Malplaguet, Laon, Nancy, Ver-
dun, and Varennes, Amienzg, Soissons, and
Fheims, Cesar, Charlemagne, 5t. Louis,
Napoleon, with proconsuls, paladins, cru-
saders, and marshals unnumbered; kings,
prince bishops, monks. knights, and aureoled
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 civie hall, and
in library and seminary and school.

Wars, great and small, have awept it from
niver Lo niver, but much has been free fora
century and all of it free for forty years.
Under cvery oppression and every adversity
it has thriven and grown rich; not in mate-
rinl 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 [1ri::1-!1'r~5 records of archi-
tecture and other arts were j);{l'l.ll-il.}" or craft-
ily spared, except when the madness of the
French Revolution swept over its convenlts
and clmsters, leaving Villers, St. Bavon, St,
Jean des Vignes, the Abbaye des Lys, dead
witnesses of the faith that had built them,
and the gpared monuments as well,

When the University of Louvain recently
passcd in the smoke and Aame of 2 murdered
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city; when the church of 5t. 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 &ll 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 Eheims 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, Liége, Lou-
vain, Malines, and Rheims are gone, with
the greater part of their treasured art, while
Laon, Soissens, and Namur have been griev-
ously wrecked, Antwerp and Brussels are
devastated, and innumerable smaller citics
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 i3 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
loze.

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 it2 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 Flombiéres 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 Ligge and
Louvain in its wvictorious 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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Tand falls inte three classes and theee periods
of time.  (ldest and most |-I'il.-.|.x:-:- are the
churches, and these are of the twelfth, thir-
teenth, and Tourteenth centuries, the ages
when religion was one and secure and was
building a great civilization that we woulid
fain see equalled again. Then come the
town halls and guilldhalls of the Hfteenth
century, each speaking for the proud free-
dom of merchant and burgher, when the
hold of religion was weakening o little, and
the Arst signs were showing themselves of
what, in the end, was to have izsue in this
war of wars; Anally comw the town houses
af the sixteenth and
seventeenth centu-
ries, in all their
guaint individuality
and their over-riding
seli-cateem, though
fine still, and with
hanets of the great ar
that already had
passed,

Brussels is full of
these, and Antwerp;
had them,
and Charleville, only
a few weeks ago; in
Bruges and Ghent
and  Arras they fll
whale

Louvain

strects and
stand in silent aecu-
sation of whai we ol

the nineteenth and

Chartres cathedral

'l-h&.‘ I:i{']d of Art

twenticth 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, Ani-
werp, Mong, Oudenarde, and Ligge; Com-
pitgne, St. Quentin, Arras, Valenciennes,
ranging from the grave solemnity of the
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enormous and wide-spread Ypres, to the
lacy fantasticism of Louvainand Oudenarde.
Architecture has gpone far from the Salle
synodale of Sens,
and the Merveille of
Mont 5t. Michel,
and it has not gone
altogether well, hul
how significant these
stone fancies are of
the abounding life
and the splendid
pride and the open-
handed  heneficence
of the fifteenth-cen-
tury burghers, who
loved their towns
and bent the rebel-
lious masonry to
their will, working it
mioa kind of stony
laee and 1'||.1||rni:|.vr:.'
Lo 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 fame 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 woodwark, 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 5t. Rombault of Malines still smoking
wilh their dying fires, while piece by piece
the calcined stone falls in the embers, and
while Rheims, one of the wonders of the
".'-'ﬂl'l.\.l., E.ES.EI'.H!.‘- g.‘].unl iJ.]'ll.l. :i-h-il[ [l.'l'l."l. by I.'L'l.'kl.'ll
by bombs, swept by fire, its windows that
rivalled Chartres split intoirremediable 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 hali-realize it.
And yet, what of all that remains in the path-
way of the contlict—5t, Gudule of Brussels,

Entrance to the cathedral, Bourges.

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, 5t. Remi, Amiens, and
Laon: here, with Rheims, are seven churches
such as man never surpassed, and equalled
only at Paris, Chartres, Coutances, and

=]

The cathedral, Antwerp.

Bourges; each is of a different ffmbre, cach a
different expression of the greatest contury
aof Christian civilization, and, given the
opportunity, there is no reason why each
should not suffer the
fate of Rheims.,
There is a thin and
sinister philesophy
that avows no build-
jl]].:, I consummate
work of art of any
kind, “worth the
bones of a Pomer-
amian grenadier,”
justifying its state-
ment on the basis of
ak :\’|.|EPL"|‘J.I.L.i.:J.J J'I.Llrl&.hri-
ism, Never wasg a
more malignant ethic.
A man is valuable in
proportion to what he
15 and does ]-IIr ]'i_;.:hl_-
cous society, and for
what he makes of
himself as a free
and immortal soul, responsible 1o God.  Go
through the mills and bureaus and bar-
racks and palaces of the world—vou will
find thousands of peasants, workmen, sol-
diers, and aristocrats whose contribution to
Christian civilization is mothing, and will be
nothing however long they may live; whe
forget their souls and deny their God; and of
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these we can say that thev weigh far less in
the scale than one such potent infduence as
Amiens or Rheims, or the library and schools
of Louvain, or the pictures of Memling
and the Van Ewcks
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mess of pottage and now, in terror of the
price at last to be paid, denounces the in-
contract and fghts to the death
the armies of the Moloch it helped

to fashion. And

famous

against

in Bruges and Ant-
werp and Ghent.
Those that cry
loudest for the sanc-
tity of human life
and its priority be-
fore art and letters,
most insistently hurl
a hundred thou-
sand lives against im-
evitable death, and
spread  hlack
vation over myriads
of women and chil-
dren, in order that
their privilege of sell-
ing inferior and un-
necessiry |lr'-II|LIt'|.:-

sLar-

1o far-away savages
may be preserved in-
tact. Apgainst this
set the cathedrals
and universities, and
the exquisite art of France and Belgium
and the Bhine: 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 IEH.','I-J.I:
with Machiavelli and ended with von Bern-
hardi. It 15 not alone Prussin that will be
purged by the fire of an inevitable contlict,
noF Germaiiy, noe all the Teuton lands: it is
the whole worlkd that sold 1ts birthright for a

when the field is won,
what happens bt
the coming into its
ownagainof the very
poewer that made
Rheims and Lou-
vain, the recovery of
the old and righteous
and Christian stand-
ard of wvalues, the
building on the ruins
of Nve centuries of a
oW L'j‘-'i.!iz.'ll:i'”l'l
where whatever art
that remains will
play its due part as
the revealer of that
Abzolute Truth that
brought it into being,
forgotten now for
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
ol Bourges and Amuens and Chartres will
.ll'\-ll.lﬁ l'l"l-'L'i1| ii':lll i|'l:"--||ifl.' "-"-Ill.li 1:|1.!'||'|'II{'I.I. IIH"-".'I.'F.

And in all and through all. Rheims in its
Tuin will be 2 more potent agency of regen-
eration than the perfection of Chartres or
the [-:II'lil.l.'il."l.' of Bourges,

Rarrn
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Why

lou Should Hade

The PIANOLA

AHY should vou have a Planola?
“-II}' should you have books in
your library? Why should vou
have pictures on your walls?
Why should you have any of the
ljti'_ﬁf!cmentﬁ or advantages of present-day

er

Why? Because we are civilized heings,
not living in the past, but in the present,
Fﬂd our civilization means culture—culture
In the art of living and getting the most out

life.

You are obliged to have a piano of some
kind in your home, are you not? Your
home would not be furmshed without one.
Then, of course, you want a piano that will
furmizh the music for which it was ZilJ‘I-'Jlllq_'l_l
and that will bring not only entertainment
but culture as well.

Your present piano is not meeting your
expectations, 15 it? Your children may he
learning to play on it by hand, and so far
s0 good, but it is not cultivating their
knowledge of music—making them intimate

BCAIBRER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTIBER fa



Wil You Should Hate The PIANOLA

with the greatest and finest and most
elevating of the arts. Simply learning
five-finrer exercises and scales 1z not mak-
ing your children familiar with Beethoven,
Chopin, Liszt, Wagner and the great works
that these masters wrote.

And your present piano won’l give you a
musical evening whenever you want it or
need it. It won't enable you to play the
things you hear in the theatre and at the
opera, and thosze old familiar, live-forever
tunes vou love, and the hymns of a Sunday
night, for vou and your children to sing.

Why not look this thing squarely in the
face?  Your piano was all right as long as
there was nothing better.

But there iz something better now, and
that is—The Pianoly.

Buekingham
Palace

The Piognola 18

(] ffu:.l il Pala
deed El‘,l' f'.'un.lp:

11

The Pianola is much more than
simply an automatic piano

HE TManola i1s only partially auto-

I matic, It plays the noles of the

piano, thus relieving your fingers
of that important work. But piano play-
ing involves both fingers and brain, and
you use your brain as much in playing The
Pianola as the pianist does in playing the
piano,

The Pianola furnishes the means to plav,
You employ this means as youchoose. No
two people play The Pianola alike.  There
is almost as great a scope of expression
possible in playing The Pianola as in play-
ing by hand.
~All the great musicians in Europe and
America, of the past decade, have recog-
nized the personal element there is in
playing The Piancla. And every single
one, without exceplion, has endorsed the
instrument as a worthy and excellent means
of artistic piano-playing.

il SCRIBRER'E MAL
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No other musical instrument ever made
has so distinguished a elientele
as The Pianola

VERY leading sovereign of Europe

i5 the owner of a Planola. Aeolian

patrons here and abroad include
people distinguished in all walks of life.
Many of the great musicians, besides en-
dorsing The Pianola enthusiastically, own
and use one themselves—as does
Paderewski for instance.

Numerous Royal Appointments have
been conferred upon the manufacturers of
The Pianola. And Franee has bestowed
the eross of the Legion of Henor.  In fact,
no article of American manufacture—cer-
tainly no musical instrument—has ever
received so many or such distinguished
honors as The Pianola.

[t 15 quite true that automatic instru-
ments, which are frequently confused with
The Pianola, have been made the subject
of ridicule and cheap eriticism. But the
genuwine Pionola holds a position in the
world to-day that makes its possession an
unequivocal mark of sincere musical ap-
preciation and enlightenment,

I'ﬁ_n-lll.l milsica
Unaversily
waes and

endaorses
The Pianaola

IV

The Pianola a help to your children’s
music study

UST let us ask: If vour children
were learning to paint, would you
think it a help or a hindrance to let
them visit art galleries, or to familiarize
themselves with the masterpieces of art?
If they were studying English literature,
would you forbid them to read Shakespeare
or Milton or Thackeray, or any of the
ﬁ']:‘l;“-ﬁ[i_"i?

ZINE ADVERTISLA
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Or, if they were interested in seulpture,
would you welcome the apportunity to let
them see the master works of Michel Angelo
of Canova, or Saint-Gaudens, or Rodin?

The Fianola in your home will enable
your children to hear the master works of
music—to become intimately familiar with
them. It will make music as available to
them as the books on your library shelves,
or the paintings on your walls. As a
matter of fact, it is the first means ever
devised, and the greatest and most perfect
means that could be devised, to enable them
to study music. They are only studying
the technique of the piano now, and that is
good as far as it goes, but it isn't studying
music, the art.

And far from disinclining them to prae-
tice, The Pianola is the greatest incentive
to practice in the world. Enable your
children to hear good music. Enable
them to hecome saturated with it, and they
cannot help loving it. And when they love
it they will want to make it. Not before.

The greatest musical educators in the
world all realize this, and the leading ones
hail The Pianola as a wonderful benefactor
of music, Asa matter of fact, The Pianola
18 even now in use in over 130 leading
educational institutions, such as Harvard,
Columbia, Vassar, Tufts, ete., and its use
is rapidly spreading. Why, if it had ne
other function except to afford a means for
advancing musical education, its value to
mankind would be simply inestimable.

Padercicaky says—

“The Pianola iz
perfection”

v

So-called player-pianos not Pianolas

ANY player-pianos possess a cer-
tain degree of ‘merit, but they are
not Pianolas—decidedly not! The

Pianola had become an immensely success-

SCRIBRER'S MAGATZINE ADVERTIEER

ful instrument before the first *player-
piano” appeared.

“Piancla™ is a trade-mark— the specific
name for the instrument manufactured by
The Aeolian Company. This particular in-
strument differs from all other instruments
of its type in many important respects.

If you have heard a *piancla™ played
very mechanically —if this *“planola™
seemed incapable of giving really artistic
results, you must have wondered how
great musicians of the calibre of Paderewski,
and the late Edvard Grieg, and Dr. Richard
Strauss could have endorsed it. But you
were mistaken in thinking you were listen-
ing to the genuine Pianola.

The devices on the genuine Piancla that
enable the performer to achieve the finer
points of plano playing, as well as a prac-
tical method for instructing a performer in
what is known as interpretation, are cov-
ered hy patents which belong exclusively to
the manufacturers of The Pianola. Other
manufacturers may not use them, and their
instruments naturally fall far below The
Pianola in consequence.

The Pianala
ig like any
oflier Frana
in looks

VI

You can play The Pianola and you
can easily afford one

OU must accept our word for the

Y fact that you can play The Pianola,
until you have an opportunity to
prove it for yoursell. Individuality is
such an important factor in the playing of
The Pianola that necessarily different
people will play it with differing degrees of
excellence. But you can play it and lay
it exceedingly well. And, moreover, Il;crm

L
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The Pianala is Ir'.-. r
hed 1n bodl Graond

and L7

right  moade

the very beginning you ecan give a per-
formance with The Pancla that you vour-
self will 1*1:]:-:'.' and that others wall 1:1:_in:n.',

Then your ability will gradually increase.
Because in the Metrostyvle, and other
p;:h*]lh'q] features of The Pianola, you are
supplied the means by which vour musical
taste is guided and developed, and by
which certain elements necessary to artistic
and inh-n;.arin;__: ]|]:LI‘.'§:||:::1|'|_~.-|J]-[-]ig-1|, Y ou
can play The Pianola—play 1t infinitely
better than any so-called player-piano. And
your progress in developing playing ability
will be far more rapid with The Pianola—
you will ultimately arrive at a degree of
proficiency utterly impossible to you with
any olher instrument.

You ean easily atford a Pianola, for vou
may purchase one on convenient monthly
payments. If you already have a piano,

ercluaioel y—1 ke
ropant Pianola,

[fromaportalooe added on Pae

sSteweay fran

{Uaazl),

THE AEOLTAN COMPANY,
[, The Steck Pranola, The
The Stroud Piauole, and The Famoug Weber Pianoia,
] Sold on easy dermas,

THE STEINWAY
GRAND PIANCGLA

vou will be made a very liberal allowance
on it in exchange for a Planola.

And you will not need your old piane,
because The Pianola is a piano for hand-
playing, practice, etc., and excels the very
best of the old tyvpe p'l:um.-i in musical
quality, in action and in appearance,

VII
I'n coneclusion

OU should have The Pianola just
as vou should have anv other of the
ereat modern inventions that make
life easier, and pleasanter, and more worth
living. Certainly we have made this clear,
CVEen Th:‘lll;h we have Lﬁ:;l:{ touched |i-_rh1l_'l.‘
on what is really a verv broad sulject.
And now that you are interested, take a
little time and a little trouble to investigate.

I.'.||l||l .'..lr ’Ir!'..'“'l' ll‘.r ﬂffk]rl.ll.’
lock Pranola, The Stuy-
Prices from 8550
Agents or Branches in all

Il-llll'

principal cities of the world, Send for free catalog and name of nearest agent, Address Depl. P,

THE AEOLIAN COMPANY

AEOLIAN HALL

NEW YORK

i SCUIBKNER'S MAGKZINE ADVEATISEN
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Yictrola XVI, 3200 El i Other styles of the

ictrola, $15 to 3150
Victors, $10 to $100

Will there be a Victrola in
your home this Christmas?

Makogany or oak

You can search the whole world over and not
find another gift that will bring so much pleasure
to every member of the family.

Any Victor dealer in any city in the world will gladly
demonstrate the Victrola and play any music you wish
to hear.

1515 525 340 $50 *75 $100 4150 3200 |

Victor Tallung Machine Co 'Ca.m:lcn M. J U.5. A.

Herlin ramaphoas Co, B 1, Canadiam Dyisrritn

Always uss Wictor Machines with Victor Records @nd Victor MNeodles—
Phe rombirneitos.  Thereis no other way to get the unequaled Victor tons.
SEAREL e, e

MNew Vu;lnr Ra:-n.rdu. demunatnt:d at all dealers on the 231'_]1 of cach month

In answering adverlisements please menlion SCRIBENER'S MAGA ZINE
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Hamilton ﬂﬂ afch

** The Railroad Timekeeper ef America™ ;: ._ ¥

e

The name “Tl‘h_‘ Railroad Timekeeper of America™ br:]nnr_rs 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. Beein to talk accuracy, durability

and beauty to your jeweler and he'll talk Hamilton to you.

L
There are twenty=ive modcls of the Hamilton Watch. Every one |

i 1 - : i |
has Hamilton gquality and Hamilton accurac [hey ranze in price \

from 512.25 for movement alone (in Canada 512.50) up to the superb
Hamilton masierpiece at $150. 00,

Your jeweler can show
you the Hamilton you ¢
e want, either in a cased

carried a Ham 1k for oy e ke |
years with perfect satisfactipn, w .lll:“]'l. Or in '-E il Ij" ement
only, to be fitted to any

Engineer H. F. Marbee,

Eric

] i |
style case vou select, or ! — i
to your own watch case | 2
if you prefer. |
. |
Write for the - .
Hamilton Watch Book— —
“The Timekeeper' (F ™
It pictures and describes the \
various Hamilt ode] c
; . 1 models
and gives interesting watch €
information. i
: Ik
= Hamilton Watch L
Company f oS
Dept. N i |
Lancaster - f-."r-“—" |
FPeonsylvanis r‘:‘:"’f- r_r_.:;:'ﬁ.“-_'n_._:
L} o
=
= =5 |
A e t
f/] % 3|
_ . 34 |
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The Cost of a
Telephone Call

D 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 1s 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
oppm‘tunit}" for ruinous extravagance; and judiciq:rus
economy 1s as essential to its success as is the co-
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 TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES
One System Universal Servica

[ = - =

Every Call means a Pair of Wires from Subscriber to Subscriber - however
many Calls may be made or however far apart Subscribers may be.

In answering advertisemenls dlease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Foremost

in style, design, beauty, mechanism, is Rauch & Lang reputa-
tion where electric car exclusiveness prevails. Expert engineer-

ing of the highest recognition coupled with sixty years of master
coach building gained this posinon.

Convenience, comfort, luxury, refinement, silence, safety, en-
during satisfaction are qualities experienced by every owner of a

Rauch & Lang Electric.
Seven new models—each for a demand—each a masterpiece
New Catalog showing latest models sent upon application. Ample

daily mileage—faster than the law allows.
Dealers in all

Xmas shipments being made.
principal cities.
The

BRAMCHES
Mew York
FEDD Broadweay
g — R AUCH & LANG
CARRIAGE CO.

Beston

660 Bzacon S
Phaladeiphaa [ |

2314 Cheestrmit 51 i
Cleveland

629 Superior Ave i C[EVE'& ﬁd
Minneapals

1207 Harenen PI
Kansas Ciy

Y501 Masn 5
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NABISCOD
Sugar Wafers

—entrancing sweets
which are always
and everywhere
popular., Wafer
confections cen-
tered with delicate-
ly flavored cream.
The perfect accom-
paniment for every
dessert, In ten-cent
tins; alsoin twenty-
five-cent tins.

| NATIONAL
ANOLA | Biscurr
—a new concep- COMPANY

tion in chocolate-
flavored sweets.
E.xquisite wafers of
crisped
baking
with choc-
olate-fla-
vored cream
nestling be-
tween. Anola
has achieved
a ncwhdciiglht
which only A

taste can tell—a flavor which %
gives immediate pleasure.

In ten-cent tins.
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| ; COLONIAL STY LE
} I LIBRARY CASE NO.11554
e
-
J. i . . .
* .I | O kEnow Yl have chosen "'.I""I.I_".- ailds half the :-|1';1:'-|-.t'r to mvinge. _T'Ll.il'.
Sy now if it's the choosing that puzzles—a beautiful Globe-Wernicke Sec-
“f14 tional Bookcase offers the ideal solution, The handsome styles and finishes
Jor:  of the standard Units offer a wide range for tasteful selection. Their many
I i  =izes are su |||5II] le to any number of pleasing combinations.  Then, when
[T - QeSO Ariaes e sections to match are alw |'w-||:!| stock, And they cost no more
LW - '.|||...-'|-.||.|||’_ esigned to erow, they are built to endure.
f‘ Tﬁ#iinr!d’lﬂ:xr.ﬂonlu”'” """-'|':|II| —|1'- alclet of lists compaled
| Ll o nding for.  Free request wit |'.|, T HHiz5C
.,
L1 :ﬂﬁﬁ glo!n Wem:ekc C*o Cincinnati
- ment [ Waod and Steel), Stecl Safes, Stafloners” 5
gl | Om aale by 26 aulhorized aganis Freight prepaid.,
.?J_ 'q_i Erangh Siares New York, t‘hll.'I;L Fhsladcighisa, Blssavm, Cincinnatl,
l

S ***f‘“’ﬁ" A-ﬂ. 'fﬁ-..&

A PSS

L‘.'_
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What Does
“Colonial” Mean?

HE 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.

ABOUT

SILVER

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 Colonial Silverware
never grows wearisome,
but is always restful and
harmonious.
By these standards, judge
| the typical Reed & Barton
“Waverly” pattern here
shown. You can find our
wares at any leading jew-
elers and can distinguish
them by the little Eagle and
4 Lion trade mark.

Send for our book, ™ Chats Abowt Silver™
=fifled with needed faformation for
Silver lovers and pleasingly wrilten.

%

Reed & Barton 5 |\

i
)
Taunton Establiched 124 Massachusetts C'l:‘ g I;
Rapresentod at :l"_-'r_“.\rll_ |
Fifth Ave. & 32d 5t., 4 Maiden Lane - - New York M—\_—;“f I."
Boslon Chicago San Francisco London Faris J,_:

OV
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~_Player Piang

Tl\.'\l 'L'III'IIE’iI'.l.’ :'I'l'_"' i|.|.]|.l.||.'||..||.'-|l\_I .||'Il.|. i.i":'t'l:'\-l.;.\\'. "-\.':|'i.|.'|l\.'\|,'|t ‘]\:li.l"l.\} W i_\_"‘lIl_\'L!H_'I_"! o
art has been the long, coveted foal of Plaver Piano manufacturers.
r neg 'J"I.. Tt J.iL]\L ].1\"1 Pl I.'\\,. (= -PI ATy \"-.'l[ll'!. T1'|1"' II'~|,'|| QT '|_'I|_||_ Rl'll]]. 15 ot an
ANtOImaron ].'”.IL = ]I"\ ||.I: |..I W 1]" [Ir'll_. L |[]'I I11.|.\| 50 .,'Il .\_'|'|_I_:|. fl_"'L].'
mi. [ here is no elaborate mechanism to be manipulated—no
-".|' ng hand needed. A wonderful player piano—one that

absolutely by itself all that preat pianists can!
A complete description of the four separate
hich l||n. Art A ';Il.. !

with the most complete and fwfarma

literature ever issue |. "ik | fa." B

II'\"
(=]

L- LIS

WAays 1in W

wou'll write for it,

MELVILLE CLARK PIANO COMPANY

EXECUTIVE OFFICES — 409 FINE ARTS BUILDING, CHICAGO
NEW YORK SHOW ROOMS5S—113 WEST 40th STREET

}_z:ﬂ.u'.m.nu.f..;:m..:.r.y;n L B A B e e & i ..:r;n’_af
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White 4-45. Completely equipped —Mono-top, rain vision ventilated windshield,
| speedometer, electric sgnal, tunk rack, Silvertown Cord Tires.

i‘\ THE - LATEST - WHITE-

| | Leadership in Body Design Added
to Leadership in Mechanical Construction

[ THE insistence upon quality which has always dominated the

mechanical construction of White Motor Cars is now given
, expression in every line of the body.
! The latest White presents the finally- 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 of 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 The
White an external appearance on a with the mechanical goodness which
has been the strength of the phrase, "KEEP YOUR CAR.”

Tl Ll L LD

White leadership is a principle

The important and fundamental improve- In 3911 The White presented electrical
ments in  automobile construction and starting and lighting, with the remendous
operation—the features that are exploited advantage of the non-stallable engine, and
meat widely today—have been basic prin. White foresight gave to the public the
ciples in White Cars for years., system that has so universally proved its
In 1909 The White pres&nmd the first superionty—at a ame when mechanical,
mono-bloc, long stroke, high-speed motor preumanc and explosive SLATTING SyS[ems
—the type of motor her as a sensa- were at the height of their populanity.
tion today, and which has proved its supe
rior efficdency so often.

-

ATk W WA

From time to time other important im-
provements have been perfected and then
In 1910 The White presented the logical brought out in White Cars.

left-side drive—ithe firse high grade car o wr ; :

break away from European traditons and The hite is replere with dominating
give the American public the proper drive ideas in mechanical construcnon and in
for American traffic rules. the armbutes of comfort and beauty,

WHITE DEALERS WILL GIVE YOU FULL INFORMA.
TION CONCERNING THESE LATEST WHITE CARS

THE WHITE COMPANY, Cleveland, Mo of Gascline Mo

T

R T LT R T WA ) R g

=
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4
Late 1]1-.‘1_;:_."--|-]_I':-:n|=- in
our Hc—:—:uug‘[‘l L,n*:lor:l.lr-rlr':-
al Sw.'|:|:’-'||r‘-.']‘:.i.d_1rf'_,~‘?l he head-
fquarlers of \HZD’"‘. Service,
have given barghy tf'_r;;rl new lamp
— not for homgs, 5:.-':.11 lor general
commercial |I[!|‘|t:|:'||:'[—.:‘:1 MAZDA
lamp based on the pgw principle of using
inerl gases |||-.F" mlrngﬁ n -_}r IEL(HL in }n]ace

of vacuum J,.-' l,r

In this lamp, MAZDA/ "\-:'.u: has achieved the
£ mn"]'.. |rnp-|:|~'.-|H tas= k .hf r:{ uiang il \mh, a |'1r"-p
that gives bwenty tmes Mj:l'l‘s i flight as the largest in-
candescent lamp made 1e r.| '—|:nul a lamp that gives
twice as much light per, AL | Mgt of electnicity as the

smaller MAZD A |||||:ﬂ IZ‘? rF= yse

And the unending effort 1y h é making of this wonder-
ful lamp—this making of 'lg?‘gjh lamps that are nat vel
old —this incessant  sedrch rh and ‘expenment that
hurnes to the makers of NIAY EY Jafhpe every new idea and
every late discovery—it 15 this Thok makes MAZDA Service

' s0 important too o

For it 15 this that azsures vou that every lamp marked with the |
me of MAZDA Serice (whether you buy it tomomow
or years hence) s the best lamp science has developed up  f

to that me—a lamp that gives vou better, bnghter light S
and more of it from the electricity used—a lamp /|
that embodies the new discovenies of the
. world's ablest lamp nvesigators

. GENERAL EL nmn

% (ST)-COMPANY.
av K

{ ol

“Not the name of a thm
but the mark of a Servi

answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S |
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When Edison says: ‘‘I have found what I have been looking
for since 1877,"" will you take the trouble to find out what
it is? The things that Edison spends 37 years hunting for
are worth knowing about. The

NEW EDISON
DIAMOND DISC

is an entirely new sound-reproducing instrument that re-
produces music just as it sounded when the music was
recorded. The 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 Dise you a Diamond Disc musicale in
on exhibition, pl:;w: write us. If yvour home—ar cluh.

you are a real music lover, we shall, Do not hesitate to write us.

A permanent diamond Unbreakable Dise Rec-
reproducing poini—no a&f‘ ords. New selections
needles ro change. propaeint uwnlh every week,

50 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N. J.

In answering adveriisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



FE SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

OOPER

FTEG- U.3. PAT, OFF.

BENNINGTON, VERMONT

CHODSE your underwear by a name
which means something beyond
the garment itselfl. There is more in
choosing a name which signifies why
and wherefore the garment is better.
In other words, how 1s it made? *“A
better machine; a better garment.”

The name, COOPER'S of Ben-

nington, is stamped on underwear made

—

& A ¥ - . LT i T | f-Needle
of genuine ** Spring-Needle " fabric, knit Kmit Underwear i made in the
e e i r 23 < hills of ' ermont—ibers's light, fresh
on .Drtg{nﬂf bpr[f}g_ "\' fEdIL: mafhln a5 asr and cleanliness in the making as

well as the best, most improved ma-

which are manufactured, perfected and e i e

only according to ideas but ideals,
whl-.'h B one great factor im placing

controlled bj.r Coopfr of Bennington. this produc, the orisinal " Speine.
Meedle nit, far ahead of « |h—|

Just remember that word * Spring- underveear fabrics, A lite care and

you can gel the genuime Luq.u et o,

Needle, " remember COOPER of Ben- Al goud deales sl Cooper's and

will recommend it,
nington, and then you're satished as to
underwear.

Made in Union Suiis (51.50 ito 55 and
Twospiece (51 to $3 a garment), in all
sizes and in popular weighis and colors.

COOPER MANUFACTURING CO.

A. 1. COOPER, Fres.

BENNINGTON, \ E IHIU\T

WILSON BROTHEI

ZOOFE
Look for (-—\ "H It's on
This DEHB’\’ RIBBED all the
Trade \C ADE pr LS Grenuine
Mark EE RWEP‘R Cooper's

EENNlNGTc}N Vi

In answering adverfisements please mention SCRIBNER. § MAGAZINE
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Dinah and Her Jell-O Dessert.

"There's yo' Jell-O and peaches, chile. Yo' goin’ to like dat.

for chil'en ‘at likes good things to eat.”

Jell-O's fine

Dinah is a cook—a great cook—but even Dinah cannot make other desserts

so dainty and delightful as those she makes of

JELL-Q

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.

The new Jell-Q book is a real Kewple book, with piciures of

Kewpies by Rose O'Neill hersell. If you desire one and will write
and ask us for it we will send it io you free.

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD COQ., Le Roy, M. Y., and Bridgeburg, Can.

The name JELL-O is on every package in big red letters. Be
sure you get JELL-O and not something else.




Bui]ding,Furnisbing

The Best Xrnas Gift |
Moth-
Proof
Red

Cedar

Small Country Houses

Taem Beraig asxp Extarcey By Lawneuce WEAVER
i buildings from neglect and
by such work have
ho conlemplate Lhe

! hieve it in the right
TR |-| nsalde guide.

spirit, |t. boak. will Te:a

T ith numes ne.  dto. BEOD nct
LDy {nuduun in t]w 1'LI.lLuw
1 w H. Gonraey. Jlhistraliy ]l.,||.'.| ihe At
T;-nal -'\-I' — '|".||-.!|!| % .l -
: f.II'-' ru.-‘.- I----'r\ deseribing, with the ..I--r i
every sort ‘o, gardes oqaipment,

prranEenmenl I"|||

ns aml plumes frami minlle, mles, diisd

CHARLES sCRIBNER'S *-nu'w
FIFTH AVENUE AT #8th =T, NEW YORK

FIEERGNT BEDR CFIRAR CHEST fd, Iepd, 285, sTATERVILLE, K,

Temperature Right
"* Daq and ngght

Modern painters always use

ZlIlC

That's what makes them modern
painters. If your painter is not a
modern painter, our little book on
zinc will help you modernize him.

Fedf INNEAPOLIS"
NeAar REGULATOR

with time attachment

Mimneapolis”

Aik far et "Your Alone'"

! | \ “c:r";fl":"l”‘-l“;w = ] 'he New Jersey Zinc Company
(ol 1 = -
JH felow €0. b5 55 Wall Street, New York
]_ :!Ll :-__!_ .";":T-;: For big contract jobs consult our Research Bureau
y _!5'. 27687 Fourth Avemue 5o, |
n Minpespola, Minn =

= o SCRIBENER'S MAGAZINE
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TNATCOTHOLIZOW-TILZE

A Happy Home is one Undisturbed
by fire or any fear of fire
—the Natco Home

No matter how perfect your home, yvour enjoyment of it can
never be complete, if threatened by the thought that some
time fire may take 1t from you and all that it contains,

When you build of Natco Hollow Tile, vou build not only a
home but a future free from the dlf‘dd of fire dlb.p_-.[r;r Y ou
exempt your home from deterioration, your income from
repair expenses. Natco Hollow Tile's endurance defies both
time and the elements, and because of it your home is warmer
in winter, cooler in summer, dry every da} of the year.

Large or small, expensive or inexpensive, vour home can
have Natco construction — and yvou, a fl.”]IT'I_l'F of security too
valuable to be over-estimated or overlooked,

More nformation wall be found i the new 33-::4;_'-;‘-

Handbaook, * Fireproof Houses of Naica Hollow Tile",

i:.'_:r|‘_,_||_|:,-|r|tj ||||,1;I:.|!|-.|:||:‘|':-|. Z:- _|'.-|.| al \‘\ A I{ {:‘ ru'_-ld":.-_'.'_. and

an mvaluable guide 1o the progpective bulder, Mailed

to any address upon receipt of 10¢ (in sramps or comn)

Write Today Department 0

NATIONAL: FIRE - PRADFING - COMPANY
Established 1889 Pittsburgh, Pa.
Offices in All Principal Cities

—_— swering advertisentents please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

In answering adverlisement WENTLoR
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The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co.

L533)
Dq.'pl. T-0, 623-633 5. Wabash Ave., Chicage
Please send me {ree colar-illostrated baolk
“Bllhards—The Hume Magnet“
and details of vour 3kday free trial ¢
In ansterin Laeriisemenis _,"':'-"-.‘.T-r'

BUILDING—FURNISHING

Third
Call for Christmas Dinner—

vet the only response is the merry click
of the balls as mother banks the number
T =ikl fnle the corner pockel }

“Bully shot 1" cries Master Dick.

Father groang—" That finishes me 1™

“And it ends this hunger strike,” adds
mother.

A good laagrh all areond. Then thev're off
to the dining room, where everybody plays the
while game over at (he feast |

- - - *
Thiz iz the roval aport of Cerom or Pockst

Filirards that thonsands of [amilies are play=
ing # P ad howe !

And now—dkrs Chrlstmas—give pour folks o
scientific Brunswick Table.

“Bab;r Grand’’

Carom or Pocket Billiard Table

Has the perfect plaving qualities, the speed
and accurate angies that have won the world's
prperts to Brondwick Tables

Hullt of genuine mahogany—=a masterpicce
Gl cabifet work—in gizes 1o Gi all homes, Veg-
mont slate bed, Fast impotted BilHasd clath, and

Moenarch cushions known in all lapds for their
life and lighining action.

30 Days’ Trial —A Year to Pay
2 With &

very Brunswick Tahls u:-u’i".':'rL.'.u't.'!u
ng Chutfit frec—balls, hamd-lapered
e, l||_1-. cus

J k, markerz, table &«
cl -mr- xpert book “How to P I.l " etc.
YVolnobhle new billisrd book sent _|'r ¢, postpaid,
pletares these tubies in r|l'|||I|| viors nnd gives fac-
tory price
plan — ter
toclgg—und leorn th.
planning for Chrisim

el

Grand Rapids, Mich,

A Glft of Large Service
at Small Cost—

Ten years of easy sweeping withoul those |
clouds of germ infested dust; the preservation of
carpeis and lernishings; comlort, convenieace, and
the comservation of strength are all contained in

BISSELL'S

“Cyea'™ BALL BEARING

Carpet Sweeper

al from £2.75 1o £5.75, Handsomely designed

and finished, the Bissell sweeper cerlainly makes a R

maosi acceplable present for mother, wile, sister or
friend. Mo matier whai other cleaning methods
may be emploved there is nlblhlﬂ£ like a Hissell car-
pel sweeper for Sy :Ia\lf5 . The Bissell is Self
Ad;nanng and has "Cyea'’ BALL BEARINGS, Nn
Mar® Rubber Corner Cushions, Ete. Nearly all
guu-d dealers sell them.  Booklel an request,

BISSELL CARFET SWEEPER CO. g
Niagara Falls, Cann. § :

Guess 1E war

m SURIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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“Push The Button-and Rest”
1 o

Over
1000
Styviles

$12 to $100

s
T sLIDE
Eﬁéﬁ E,? oFsiGHT

Rest, Relax and Enjoy
LUXURIOUS COMFORT

in one of the famous

When the day's work is done, the “old man' likes to
get his slippers on, and with his pipe and favorite book
relax and forget business cares in the ro omy, luxurious depths of
big, 5tt1{u]'.l"|l|||.'.’¢[\-.1.u'|'| asy Chair,

'|'| th §

re of the famous ' Push
comfortable to him, v

Mnre Than lﬂﬂﬂ Styles—FrmE.s $12 to $1ﬂﬂ‘
Bare ‘- R .'—I il I Chaks ANl Fin [=5 ||I ried and I
Leashers Imitations of Leather

An m‘euf m.l‘t tk mbeer :' Lhse |'| i 'uul' enjoy and T
yua s, You can always And juse 1the righ

For Sale by All Gnud Furmtu re Dea]ers

Don*t Buy Unless You Sed¢ the Word
Royal on the Push Bution—LIKE THISLE™

If you can’t find a dealer in your town who
sells Royal Easy Chairs, write us, and we'll give
you the name of one that does.

ROYAL CHAIR CO. Sturgis, Mich.

Some Of Our Most Pop-
ular Medium Price Chairs

Quer 1000 Other
Styles. Prices
$12 to $100

Ask Your Dealer To
Show Them To You

r o, P cnpprmm i Ale
In auswering QaQUEriseINenly Nedst

DT DAT L e 1 TF 4 ra7
s mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN |
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Wl J877

Nn 3!71‘.
Na EII-E

lntrinslc Merlt

L Fu Pniture ni
|
r

Rarpen
teed” Upholstered
urnirure

Gu

S. Karpen & Bros.
Chicaga - . Karpen Bldg,
New York 1 A7th St and

| Broadway
Boston . 20 Sudbury St

Uphelsiered

Furniture

s gdverfisements please

MEM

Fer Christmas

Ghe

International
Studio

MAGAZINT

MOST BEAUTIFLUT FRINTED ™
Comes each month as a welcome and de-
lightful reminder of the donor, as “"_” as
a subtle comphment to the taste of the
recipient.

For over seventeen vears it has maintained
its position as the leading art magazine in
the English language.

Every contains a wealth of lluscra-
tions in color, tint and half-tone, I:'i.-]'n.‘-dua.'a
ing works of art in the greatest vanety,
sembled from all the important art centres
of the world. In addinon, 1ts authorita-
tive arnicles, reports of exhibitions, and
many pages of studio news keep its readers
m intimate touch with art activities and
combine to provide a liberal education n
thi APPrecy ton of art.

IAs0E

a5

W CENTS A COPY—$5 4 YEAR
TRIAL SUBSCRIPTION OF & MONTHS &1
JOHN LANE COMPANY
(3] g, Mew Yorl
a) o0y pendl the INTE
IONAL §TLL o e
tion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Help the South!

Buy an Ostermoor

The Ostermoor Mattress s made of cotton but is no more like
anginal cotton than ¢loth is Jike orginal wool. ** Buy an

s - i L]
Ostermoor ™ s better than $I5
L ]

Buy a Bale of Cotton

for you will help the South and at the same time provide yourself
with a mattress which will ¢ give you slee [--u-lmun for a lifetime.

Ostermoce mattrésses are 1|||..|:-, moth- and '|.1;-r|r|||.-p|||n|rrI and are
guaranteed never to mat, pack nor get hard and Jumpy.,

SEm'f for FREE Eoo.ft of 144 pags

OUE Gt
praper and

Camadian Agency @ Alisies Feather & Down Ca,, Lul., Maontees]

Mn‘ttr«:n:a Full Double Bed Size
T

5,00

e BB, D

RN

Hpecinl Hotel Scyls, e 23.0:0
Extra Thick Fr\-m h }"nl;..-. B s, SRLHEEE—— N ]
Express prepald. Blattresses in teo parts, Sie exlra

=maller sizes cost less cach size

i bl o ann vt W eBail—

Not
OSTERMOOR & CO., 108 Elizabeth Street, New York S:Hffed“

“ Do you notiee how the big one
]l-l.‘.-.-| the shell for the litile one
“Yeg, he dieplay:

7w answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE

.-"_‘—\-,\I |
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amily,

=
e L ) & satisfied owner of a
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T

eals [oe mulk andd ‘

ue' s
g Piapos wh y
ed dufisg 63 years by r--rt-. Eame-
f

od artist
ents, if desir

0 regue

VOSEEAEEH

VOSE & S0NS PIANG CO., Baoylsten 51, Baston, Mass.

SL Lo [hhorseE

almost human intelhgence |
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For Christimmas Morning

A KODAK

And throughout the day, the taking of

pictures of all that goes to make that day |
A Merry one.

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY,
- dsten ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City.

In answering advertisements piease mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



SCRIBNER'S

FIFTH AVENUE SECTION

B, Altman & o

FIFTH AVENUE-MADISON AVENUE
34TH AND 35TH STREETS NEW YORK

A 5
A SRR ¥
& Ay

___._-_- e 1= iﬁ" ﬁ“'

E. AIHIIEIII & Q:TH. desire to remind their patrons and
friends of the advisability of beginning their Christmas shopping
now. To those whose homes are situated in New York 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 uppropriate for
holiday gifts—olfers every opportunity for discriminating selection
and leisurely purchasing; while to those who reside at u distance
the services of the Muil 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.

Telephone, 7000 Murmy Hill
Al Charged or Puid Purchases (including heavy and bulky

shipments| will be forwarded Free of Charge by mail,
express or freight to any point in the United States.

In shopping, Kindly mention SCRIBNER'S

tla



FIFTH

S C RIBNEMR'S
AVENUE

SEECTION

e "I_--T | ol
‘Ohe (ift @eason
L8

'_'_ Letnnf [ et 8 Lk 1o 'I.'I (TR | _f_..l'..-
T Y LR 0 N T .!:'Ilr-f'I' IIII i
LT ._.'.ll-l.\rl

Nun_;liiu-rn; . Aeckiear - Wonses

Errud S e il [
Trieplinne G316 Lireigy— eall 1 T sl

Wane Wrpand
=5 Ulest 38tly Streel, MNet Wark

Ritz-Carlton

Hotel & Restaurant

Madison Ave. at 46™St.
_New)fﬁrk

The Hotel with an International
Reputanon. Distinctive for excel-
lence of service and perfection of
cutsine, which charadterize the en-
tire group of Ritz-Carlton Hotels
in this country and in Europe.

== -

EXTI Rt

‘% Brentano’s
A ‘f _/ Christmas Book Boxes

A notable Christmas Tnnovation. An
unusual and enduring GIFT. suir-
able for every age. taste and purse.

A BOX o BOOKS

Purchasers gan make theair own choige, accoeding
to the amoant they wish 0 spend, or, i selection
iw letr wich oa, our besc eilforts will be given,

A CATALODGUE, classified as to subjeces, wicth
prices, will be sent free wpon reguest.

Prices of Boxes, $2,00, #3,00, $7.00, #10.00, and
upwards, acvording (o scloction,

CATALOGUE will also eontain a List of SINGLE
VOLUMES i STANDARD AUTHORS in FINE
DBIMNDIMNGS, also RARE and CHOICE BOOKS,
and BOODES in FOREIGN LANAGUAGES.

—

Chrtmas Catalafoe fres

BRENTANO'S

Sth Avenue wpd 27th Streer Mew York

‘I THE CHILDREN'S

GIFT SHOP

Linisin] and ariginal Tay Crafi of real playwordh and
educanonal value, Upiguee conorudton maserals in
mrsanere, fooks amd mune For chiddren, A gom-
|_'||'||-' wigoriment of baaumiiul baskens |r|:|rl.'l1:.:| and
damesisc every miliarnn purpoie.  Dhssinr and

far ehildren and grown-

besiiful paonares and veres

wpr—m e handiwreught metal frames—and our

CHRISTMAS DISPLAY

make of ow luge snd purny gusrers aovertable
Children's Ot Shop. Send I5.cenn For our =2t of als
lmsrated cxislogues and your choice of & Frisking Fish,
u waeather-prool smmal ar a quaint framed picture.

The Strybelpne Shop, Ine.

=11 Weun 45h Sireee. Mew York E uablished
it off Sih Ayenue 1900

St

In shopping, kindly mention SCRIBNER'S




S C RI B NER'S
FIFTH AVENUE SECTION
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ing.  This excellence, too, is the
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madis readly for mie dnllm:,' i all parer of che sonid
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drtblichod 1558
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“fhe Ecc%mc of Meaillard

The excellence of all the good chings produced by Maillard
reflects the puncyand quality of every mgredienc vsed,
and the skill, care and actention bestowed 1n the mak-
secret of Maillard's
world-wide reputation—maintained for over sixty years.

II-"I]I
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II"_"I_Il
Liiklbeull

AT

XTI

In shopping, kindly mention SCRIBNER'S
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aeul J0hy Sires Caialague on Feques

A Evening Slipper by Cammeyer
that is typical of the footwear
offered, Here ot will find the
ustml and the unususl in shoes

for Men, Women and Children

BRANCH STORE DE LITXE
81 Fifth Avenue, above 35th Street

FIREYE I
[L’L}*:F Yo R

Aleo ar drh Avernie Mall Servce

@Christmas
Cards

Distinctive and dainty
persoenal Greetling
Cards, Hand-painted
and engravedin color,
Charmingly atiractive
and of great variety.
Menus and Place Cards
lor Holiday Dinners.

Scribner

Tooketore

Fifth Avenue at 48th Si.
Mew York

In shopping, kindly mantion SCRIBNER'S
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tllﬂli. THE WAERER BROTHIES COMPANT

“A woman must know her corset
before she altempts to wear it"’

Do you know your corset be-
FDI'E }"I::IU make Lour purc}'l.asle?
The reputation of a corset should
weigh with you in its selection;
on it depends your appearance,
your EI:IITI.FCIFL ¥E5, EVEn vyour

health.

Redfern Corsets have a repu-
tation for style, comfort. and ser-
vice. Intimate connections wvith
the Fashion rulers enable the

You will find Redfern Corsets al-

ways at the leading storesin any city
or ai the Redfern Corsen Shops newly opered ac

510 Fifth Awvenue. Mew York: 19 East
Madison Streer, Chicago: |14 Grant Avenue,
San Frangisca

%

Redfern designers to produce
models—lace back and lace Front
—accurately adapred for the
modes of dress.

Redfern materials are choice—
the fabrics soft but firm and
daintily decorated wvith fine laces,
embroideries and ribbons,

A Redfern is a beautiful model,
thoroughly in keeping with the
most exquisite lingerie.

At High Class Shops
Three to Fifteen Dollars

I answering advertisements please meniion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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MakeYour Skin
Softand Clear

LATHES

Far fronamiibs, Tool Hakers,
Experimeeninl gud Nepair Work, sl

Laihe {"n:.lu."u,:u: Free

W F. &Jno. BarnesCo.

528 Ruby 5t Nockford, 110

PA.TE NTS & "?:‘.s‘. ‘J,l

o it R Wanied,

Erementy fres 0 3 i
fised fic -..".'- .

\Jl H"I | I\ AN & OO, '||I.'\Inllu'~| ‘I.'L 1=-I||r||_|n.|:| j_ln [

e O .W%NTED_AN IDE?A'_,_,;l:,:";"u:fﬂ.":[

It appeals to dainty, dis-
criminating women and sat-
isfies the most fastidious.
Assisted occasionally by
Cuticura Ointment it keeps
the skin clear and healthy,
and prevents unwholesome ‘

te, Ir|| :|1 irics, cte,, Aent
3 N ared thiraug nn & Co, reccive
oRict |||I-. Seientifie lun Tl M.

MHHH E cu 353 Broadway, M. Y.,

a .a"d Washinzton, D,

conditions.

" SAMPLES FREE X

itleara Boafy s

¥a—l do h ipe Mrs. Dudley is here to-night.
M—I didn't know that voul were =0 fond of

Lorra—I'm not, but I'm wearing the dress she
couldn't afford,

in g .urmurrr" adverlisemenis please mention SCR BNV E R'S MAGAZINE
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ARTBRONZ :

BOOK ROCKS |

mmady

Sl b Eg

Christmas Gifis. Unusual Bridge Prizes

Tnguistlanahly the greatil value ever oferel ol
this grice frum the puiol of bouuly asd uselulsess
ng-: |,|.|h$ u:lululn ik Youuf }Lllld |]'I.II; p.l'ilI'.I.IrCﬁl.
Ij_r wasie perves, lime, and energy searching for some-
thing of which to make a gift and then oot be satshied ¥
What cruld be more aremtic or eseful than these beawtiful
"Artbronz"" Book Rocksl Made of 8 heav |.lll'.ill{l:‘
seamles deponit on & baser core, they have all the hneh and
durahility of the hnet bronzes a1 one<tenth the prices and are
guaranteed.
g s The nearesd sfore meailsnsd Lelow br
wpend 1'. Uk Money Urder or ehiegus direcd. Lo us
Address Dept. 5

KATHODION BRONZE WORKS
R

List of Exclusive Agencies
Hew Yaork Ciiy,

D H. H ll":
Kelighle represraiation o dasiredd ebenbeere after dun. lei, 1003

b 2 Py oo oo e\l

A MESSAGE
TO EVERY OWNER OF A
VICTOR OR COLUMBIA
TALKING MACHINE

“ . ]
Ab, the voidee of my poufl=—uwfad o wondee-
Sl Tmprevement MY axelaln s :,1-.::::&&
gEreatest tenor, listening o ane of his own
records, Feproducsd on a Vietrols with &
Masterphons attachmant,
Do You Know—
That a Revolutionary Invenilon
Called the
has \.’i'lE{]j.’ I.'Ji.\.IJlE._“'l'.'lll. and jhl].lfll'-'l.'-[ the twhols
characler of sound reproduction #
It araplifiag tha gonmd, vaetly multiplies the voloma,
clarifies the artieulation and tone
Makes of Your Victor or Columbia,
Already a Wonderful Instrument,
A Perfect Marvel of
Clearness
I It hrings ont nofes and shadea of sound heretoform
Impoggilile; rav : benuatios in records never Deform
suspectod. It to the wiking machine whast the
rga.dn'.g Elmas is ll'r Ll g e,
It Preserves the Life of
Your Valuable Records
by 1.;|r|,, a mesdla onis OI-qUATLer the eito of &
alft 8 & full, richer
# Tiped fo Tridd
w that fu l|i-'.\‘liilll,'i|_-jj:|n_-|:-
A avernge—destry o overiones
The Masterphone and the Masier-
phone Needles Cannot
Injure a Record
Tt iz o litile 'n.':mthnwﬂn . welghlng abont a3 much as
& twocent letter, which sl Vel Lhe sound box, pd-
L.. a3 the Netdle, even by nochild, Itis
sald, delivered fres, by mail for &2,
TRY IT OUT AT OUR EXPENSE
' Use This Coupon 26 i
| Eend pee s Masterphone Ablic ||I'|.'\l_|_.,.| with- {
out chargs, f maching
| ten duys’ trial, v .I|.L1l||"'\-flll‘||r}, i
| terphong Needles. 6 T do not retorn the |
| Mastarpharns Will remnin you 3“. |
i KAME
.".Jhlc.'l i ............. =1
Mastemhnna ﬂurpnra tmn
I 286 Fifth Ave., New York City
— = e

In answering advertisements please mention SCRI BNER'S MAGAZINE
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 Belgians Are Starving
““He Gives Twice Who Gives Quickly’’

ILLIONS of Belgians face starvation.
succor does not come at once,

They will perish if
Their plight is desperate.,

It cries out as |m|n.rmu-x1v as the wireless 5. O. 5. from a

sinking ship. And this ¢
food have been rushed to the

Cable Answers 5. 0. 5.

This Belgian Relief Committee cabled
fs;0000 from big, generous America to
Ambassador Page, to use for buying food
in England to hurey to Belzium as hrse
aid, and $z20.000 was cabled to United
States Minister Brand Whitlock, in Brus-
sels, and used in the same way.,  In Brus-
sels alone one hundred soup kitchens

all is being heeded.
rescue,

Fast ships bearing
But more must follow.

Succor From America

In America how different the picture.
This magazine will reach 1ts readers just
about Thanksegiving time.  We have had
bounaful harvests and despite rather
dull times we have great surpluses of
food and money. 5o 4o national mag-
azines are carrying in their Christmas
issues this :'||\|‘l.':-l to their milhons of

readers to succor the starving Belgians.
Divide your Christmas plenty with them,
Be sure that the gift will be *“twice

blessed.”

are feeding 100,000 hungry people.  The
d'lll‘-. Lal'll'.'." l.‘.l]lul'l ] |-I|:‘=- ||!'| Hrl.h]?'ﬂ I'! news
repores, are F1ving & Ci OMTINUOWS ACCOUT
of the appalling disaster and desolation.

Send a Christmas Check Today

Send a check today, before it slips vour mind, to J. P. Morcan & Co., 23 Wall Street,
MNew York, and mark it for the Belpian s Riief Fands Vou will Feceis a recerpt and the money
‘-'\-I”- at once ga to the Belpian BEelief Comm tree, which will use 1z for these tWo purposes;

1 Torelieve immediate distress of Betilhn refu gees and the hundreds of thous-
ands of destitute women and children and other non-combatants in Belgium. H

2 Torehabilitate as soon as practicable the poor Belgian peasant and working
classes by helping them get roofs over their heads and tools to work with,

BELGIAN RELIEF COMMITTEE
10 Bridge Street, New York

Rev. J. F. STILLEMANS, Prs
ROBERET W. DeFORE I,l!'-..

PIEREE MALL Cominl-Conerel 6t New Verks

W, BARCLAY PARSONS

LYMAN ARROTT HENREY W. DeFOREST

OTTOT BANMNARD CLEVELAND H. DODGE |]1.;=.|I4\-:~'-.,h1:|-'l\Hpi1~'1;\

ARMANT BATTA LIONEL HAGENAE RS FRANCIS n\lm- T~'|TFT-F|\I
|.1 I L'\I|.r| K HI1|"1'I .~. i'l BEAR f’:l THOMAS THACHER
CORNELIL 11 Ri FRANK A VANDERLIP
RUBERT 5 BREEW IER ]u-_xw. H]J HHLm BORN

ALFRED T. WHITE

8. 0. 8.~Checls, Money Orders, etc., should be made ta J. P. MORGAN & CO.,
"FOR BELGIAN RELIEF FUND," 23 Wall Street, and sent to that address

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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o If a census of business

MeL L men in the large cities

could be taken to discover their
average physical condition, re-
sults would show that the great
majority of them suffer from
sluggish ]‘Zi\,[l'll&} nerves un-
strung, dyspepsia, bladder dis-
orders, uric acid, rheumatism or
one or more of the many ills that
are caused by lack of proper

_ popular pen
in the world

Esterbrook's

Falcon No.048 exercise and diet.
The = standard pen for gen ;
eral correspondence, combi The remedy —1J-e careful of what

||rI_L Fl '\I'I‘|||||||I medium  poink
with lapge ink |.||:|. capacity. \ﬂll eat, E\t‘rLIHH maore HI]L{ LLCP
SEND 10 [ 1o mns o commule. the body flushed out by copious

pans, jicheding the: (wm I.. i,
Esterbrook Pen MfE Co. drinking of
Mew York Camden, N, J.

/ {erbpoo/{’l BUFFALO LITHIA

SPRINGS WATER

It tones up the kidneys and purifies the
blood by cleansing the svstem of the
poisonous products of faulty metabolism.
As a resulr, gout, theumatism, gravel,
| renal calculi, albuminuria and Bright's
Diisease are relieved, Leading physicians
have endorsed and prescribed Buffalo
Lithia Springs Water for over forty years.
HUNTER McGUIRE, M.D., LL.D., fas

l|"’r.-_r.'..|".-r.'|' American Mediwal! Aisociai Hon,
gaid: "I know from constant use of it
personally and in practice that the results
obtained from i.ts use are far beyond
those which would be wartanted by the
analysis given. Iam of the opinion that
it either contains some womn ._.ﬂr ul reme-
di: |.|1|-'|.1|I as yel undiscovere d a..l'L medical

II_IILI:' or It3 L]I *Ments are 50 dLI \.J.[‘fl}l'
camhinud in MNature's laboratory that
they defy the utmost skill of the chemist

| to solve the secret of their power.™

Buy a case of Buffalo f.i:]‘.ia Springs
| Urr. ter frnll your drugg O o 8
1:- asses a day 'u.||| dn |1'|l_|4_"| towiard bring-

¢ back your good health again.

Write forour daslics, ** Sprinpsof Health,*

- Buffalo Lithia Springs Water Company
IN '”[E VERKACULAR. Buffalo Lithia Springs, Virginia

' Some ]1 il !
Mo, all ha ail! ™

TETT dum'-rr."ﬂ&.’ adveriisemenls please mention SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE




i SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Convey
Country-wide cheer
To friends far and near

(Hd-time beverages
For old-rime greetings
To old-tiime [ricnds

Put Happiness into your Christmas giving this vear by sending friend or family a barrel containing
10 dozen botiles of good old EVANS' ALE or STOUT. They will give the true ring to your good
wishes and give the joy vou wish during many wintry days and nights. Link the past with the present.

Supplisd in Bottles and Splils. MNearsst Daaler orf C. H. EVANS & SONS, Estab. 1786 HUDSON, N. '!:

[ _ < A Portable Garage

15 2 Permanent Economy s
i Car saver. Mo nerve-
FArage: mno EXCEARIVE

L ._.::rll! "
1t
d oil; no * unaccountable ™ ]'Irl'ii.l..i;gl:ﬁ
all

GFIELD PORTABLE GARAGE

ctieral |
P

L [ perty, and put

) t littde cost.  Also Porsabl artistic desigo.

SPRINCGTIELIY MG, OO0,
o fre, of Springfield Partable Houses and Garages

1y Appian Way, Keene, N. H. Bosion e : b0 Arch SE,

Hous:

In some respects the Palefaces
are  wvery wventurcsome.  Hraves
and squaws descend unhesitatingly
into dark caverns, [rom which is-
suc at times blasts of warm air

and uncanmy rumblings ; many
enter. but none return from some

of these openinges,

Il 'il Il
&

THE RIFLE FOR SELF OR FRIEND
The Ross 280 High Velooity Rifle iz used by skilled big game hunters all sver the world, on account
of its accuracy, its very law trajectory, the pe rfection and speed of its action, and the extraordinary
“anchoring” effect of the Ross .280 Sporting Cartridge with Copper Tube expanding bullet e

" o yurself o fog greeniation purgoses buy 3 ROSS RIFLE €0., Dept. M-7, QUEBEC, CAN.
o E . Llbasts Catalogue request.  Post & Floto, 14 Heade Strect, MNew York, Agents [or the U, 5.

e —

fu.uum'm'ug advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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19‘1.} Exposition Visitors!
_Plﬂ.ﬂYDufoip -\rlﬂ.

SEATTLE

The metropolia ofithe

MNorthwest (pop. 315,000,

ENIOY curuarivalled

summer slimate—five

Sﬁﬂf-f!f monthes of sunshine and
J ke aevera bhot day !

SEE Mt Rainicr, the tall-
et paak in the U L Sy
to Alaska huTuiIl :}Vf{ by auto. ;

A among ihe for-
‘”“.r"&i el talande oE P gat
Orient Sound,

Forfree booklets write

Gatevay

L‘[nnaj(‘# Fub: |J|':|I::|"1h.|.l‘ti|u.
h..qrnhn-r of Commerce
FEATTLE the Shrina City
im Iy

D HY Qﬁm

NO "\Ii'rR]i WASHING.

Don’t suffer with
stiff, aching limbs

Don't be mconvenienced 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 15 powerful
and efficacious in cascs of serious sprains,
wrenches, torn ligaments and painful affec-
tions.

AbsorbineJ-

THE ANTISEPTIC LIMIMENT

ErrT—r—yry

It is a different hind of liniment—it is
a safe ANTISEPTIC and CGERMICIDE

Applied to an open sore or wound, it kills
the germs, makes the part aseptic and pro-
maotes rapid and healthy healing,  That is
why it iz so good for cuts and bruises.
Absorbine, Jr., is non-poisonous and naon-
destructive of tissue—it i5 highly concen-
trated and only a |'\'1-""¥|Tl.' ps are required at an
application. A 107 solution is sufficiently
strong for most uses and is also germicidal.
This solution may be wsed benecficially asa
spray or gargle for infected sore throat—it
heals, soothes, and des-
troys bacteria.
Absorbine, Jr., is also a
discutient and resalvent,
cffective in reducing
bursal enlargements,
swollen and enlarged
glands or veins.
It is economical, as only
a few drops are required
at an application.
Use Absorbine, Jr., where
vou want relief quickly
and permanently,
Absorbine, Ir., 8100 and $2.00
a bottle, at most drugdists or
postpaid

A I_Iheral Trlal Bottle

3

to your
ol moc in

..mi bottle or
r size frem your

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F.

255 Temple Street, Springfield, Mass.

# Hurray! hurray!” cries Tommy Brown. A water

famine's struck our townl”

~In answering adverlisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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LII|S|TIEIR|I [N[E|+

Use it every day
ATLY cleansing of the mouth with a trustworthy antiseptic
aids in eliminating digeasze germs and preventing tooth decay.
Ccr ain parts of the teeth cannot be reached with a toothbrush. To

vw

i’ i clean them thoroughly, brush well and rinse the entire

| A\ruid Imitations | mouth with Listerine, the saf¢ antiseptic. Listerine

| Listetine has heen imitaied  § J reaches, cleanses and sweetens the entire surface of every

P e | tooth and the mouth, thus rendering the whole system less
! liable to infection.

usttien 3 All Druggisis Sell Listerine

E?',.f‘.'.l.,‘.‘..".‘.;dp!l."f.”, o -:-_-_':-(}\"'h""!! | LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo.

Successful

Treatment
Ill|-1-~l|-1]r]-|_r||r-:"|-1|||-. |
climate. Al | Tue, the Heart of .|.l.
Well Ce '.II'IlI':-.'. possesses the desirable
qualittes of low humidity .|,|": high alti-
tude as does I:'ll‘.i:='l'*-|l-ll n the YWest
Southwest, Agricultural '=.L'.L.-l|_l.'I.Ll|’. and

railroad facilities account for the compara-
tively low cost of iving and a metropoh-
tan development,  Sanatoria and health
seekers accommuodations unexcelled.
Magnificent opportunities for investment

and ability

For attractive booklet desc riptive of
Cliimate, etc.., address MASCULINE.
HEALTH DEPAR-TMENT “YWhat part ¢ H school do vor boys like ?** asked kind
Commercial Club old Mr. Crunch.

ALBUQUERQUE, NEW MEXICO |] -JI ! I.'.::_:Illx." answered Bob, but Pete
S know=—lunch.

FOR PERSONS ADDICTED TO DRUGS OR DRINK

I'he drink or drug habit is a disease. Treatment demands the attention of experienced

specialists. The Keeley remedies have cured half a I'||||| n in the last thirty-

|_I; five years. Administered only in authorized Keeley Institutes,

" The Keele,y Tr"eatment

=

Las hiaprlea, 0 | "1|F' ||‘~II'H| |I|J: r
Ran Fruie ke l||:| v Ponglas Bid
Alanks, i
Tow Il TIL i L Dallas; Texas
Colambas, (hla Babt Lubn Cityr, Dish

MAGAZINE :
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Genuine Stone-Set Rings
.-‘!._111ethy5t, Garnet, Opal, Tur-
quoise, Tourmaline and Pearl.
Beautiful rings of O-B quality—
rings not possible to produce at
the price by a smaller or less
favored organization.
_ Before you buy o rng, see the O-B
Jeweler—the fine jeweler in your vicinity.
Learn the O-B standard—see the O-B
mark in the rings.

For 35 years, 0-B in a ring has stood
for strict assay, * plump” quality—and
{-H Rings are standard with fine jewelers
all over the country.

X Sendl Tor the - Ring Book—the latest anthen-
L mng styles.  Free for your name on & post cand.

Osthy & Barton Co., Providence, R, 1.

Largest Manufacturers of Rings la che Woeld

LTS [T

|IESTABLISHED 1873}

forWhooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

Dien’e fadl to use Cresolene for the distressing, and
often fatal, affections for which it is recommended
It iz a simple, safe, effective and drugiess treatment

Vaporized Creosolene stops the paroxysms of Whoop-
ing Cough and relieves Spasmadic Croup at once,

Itis a deon to sufferers from asthma.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
eVery breath, makes breathing easy, sof sthes the sore
throat, and stops the cough, assun f

s wiily you sivep ™

g restiul nights
Cresolenie reljeves the bronchial complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in
the treatment of Diphtheria, :
Cresolene’s best recommendation is it 35 years of
successful use, Send us po stal for Descriptive Bookiel.

For Sale by Druggists

Trv Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets ’ 1
irritated throatl, com] sed of shp v C |I| ik, lico-
TiCe, Sugar i Cresolene, They can't harm . you,

Of your druggist or [Fom us 10, in stamps
THEVAPO.-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St. , New York
or Letming-Mies Building, Montreal, Cansds

SCRIBN LRSS MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

{
'\ A Taste that
| Means Something
The keen taste of Pebecois
the mark of a real dentifrice.
|

It drives out lingering sleep-
tastes, purifies the breath and

| stimulates the blood-flow in
Y| the gums. It makes the use of
| Pebeco a morning-and-even-
HI ing delight.

i TOOTH PASTE

Pebeco owes its keen taste to its distine-
| tive composition, which has the power of
| meutralizing “*acid-mouth.”* **Acid-mouath,**
as everyone now knows, 1s the great destrover
of teeth. By neutralizing ""m"i:]-r'rl.nlnlh."'
Pebeco does more than anything clse can
to save your teeth,

Use Pebeco, the really scientific dentifrice,
and keep your tecth for years—perhaps a
lifetime. Send for

|| Free Ten-day Trial Tube of
I Pebeco and Acid Test Papers
| They will show you whether you have

1 Yocid-mouth,®" as nine out of ten people
Il have, and how Pebeco counteracts it

Pebeca It solil svorywheee in exira-larg fee pulbe Asx

'PEBECO

‘ | Manufacturing Chemists

| 116 William Street New York |
Canadian Office :

| 1 and 3 St, Helen Sareet, Montreal

1_—_'___ i — - - S—_— i}

| e = = — == =1}
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g : o . Th@TWO;' est

%Qhr-’ stmas
. PPcs cnts

P TheYouthis Cumpalimn ﬁr aTi:ar
i ){@5’ 2- TheI:;% Sf Lincoln in 2 Volumes

2 g" (o
.:‘jﬁa The entire field of Christmas gl".":l:l'lg

offers no gift for your family equal to

C/ 2e YOU TH'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. To celebrate the best year ever planned b}f The
Companion, the Publishers make a special offer of

TARBELL'’S LIFE OF LINCOLN

a classic that every family who appreciates
The {..c»rnpanmn will .',urely want to own.
These two offers will settle many Christmas
problems.

M All remaining weekly issues = 00
(')fﬁl 1 for 1914, then 52 issues of —
ND- 1915 and The Companion

Home Calendar. . . . . XM 29

mErarTes §
s All of Offer No. 1 and TAR- $¢) .00 conrunan &
ng_ 3 2 %ELL'S }JFE nfglél{qCDLN. — e
0, WO volumes, pages.
Cloth binding : ALL FOR

The Youth’s Companion, Boston, Mass.

_f.u answering Utﬁ'r'ﬂz.-;(rm‘rr!ﬁ'f’;;::-f menlion .SL'R.J'H:\-J'.H'E MAGAZINE



FOOD PRODUCTS ol

CHARTREUSE

THE SUPERB LIQUELUR
OF THE AGES
UNVARYING IN CHARACTER
UNSURPASSED
IN EXCELLENCE

THE MONKS’ FAMOUS CORDIAL |

At frst-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafas
BATJER & CO.
45 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
Sole Agents for United States

GREEN YELLOW

ATWOOD GRAPEFRUIT

NO OTHER GRAPEFRUIT EQUALS IT IN FLAVOR

HE superiority of Atwood Grapefruit is not an accident.  From the first plant-

ing the Atwood Grapefruit Co. has sacrificed everything for QUALITY. An
initial expense of hundreds of thousands of dollars was incurred, while everything that
scientific culture and experience could suggest was done to produce QUALITY.
Even then some trees at matunty bore simply good :.{LL;—::F.'LJ:r. but wef good cncugh
Sor the Atweod Brand. These trees were cut down and replaced by superior varieties.
S0 through the various processes of selection, cultivation and elimination has
evolved l|:'|¢ ATWOOD FLAVOER., as hard to describe as it 15 chthouls ruprn--lu- 2,

People who have eaten Atwood Grapefruit say
“It is absolutely the best grapefruit | ever * As usual, your grapefruit is way ahead.”
tasted." “ Fully ripe and delicious.”

“Fruit is fine and full flavored, * The Best A well-known physician writes: “1 prescribe
R grapefruit for all my patients, and tell them

to be sure and get
Atwood Grapefruit.”

Ever'. .
* They are the nicest fruit wehave evcrtncd
* The best that we have been able to secure.’
Atwood Grapefruit is always sold in the trade-mark wrapper

of the Atwood Grapefruit Co.
FOR SALE EVERYWHERE
ATWOOD GRAPEFRUIT CO. 80 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK

T g"_guﬂgr;u* aduvertisements Pplease mention SC. RIBNER'S M. AGAZINE
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ORE beautiful than
France, Spain, Italy,

Egypt or the Orient;

less expensive to wisit and
more romantic in its pictur-
esque interest—such is the Winter Resort Region a]crn?; the
coasts of the Atlantic Ocean and Guil of Mexico, A region of
the most fashionable hotels in the warld, as well as desirable
family homes and cottages where one may spend the winter
under “Summer™ skies and enjoy the finest bathing, fishing,
vachting, autemehiling, golf, tenmiz and a multiplicity q[ other
outdoor sports no matter how great or how limited one's income.

i

Str Lenape

Ta the Careling Hesorts of Adken, Augosta and Summenalle via sld hitene Charleton,
M sgnels C-JIIJ: ns — meoel beautful in the weeld — Foets Sumter and Mouline, kle of
Palens and the famowe battery, wiih old hemes of Amenca’s earhest amtoersey. To
Flonda, the hanted lanel of Ponce de Leon, the " American Riviera™, Falm
Beach St Auguriine, Dariona, e, St Johss River the . Admerican
Nile 1 hination daylight amd searchhight tnp shrough Tropical Flonda.
oy W, 1 e " Amencon Gibraflers™ or {ln ra on the est Coulf Const,
with delightfully quatst eharsciertion of " 00d Spain™, beth workl Fameu
as the heme of the cgar industry. 5t Petenshurg, scrom the bay fram
ampa, ooe of the most delighthel resorts on the CGulf of Mexsco,
Havara, cmly a few hous frem J’C:-;r Wean, jestly termed the " Ameri-
can Paria'’, with the alturng chmate of “"Nol'". and [ascinabing
pcturesqueness of (0 Spain®’. Galveston, cne of Amernica’s
mecal invilsng winter bathing, hshing and yachbing resoms, the
v b0 Texas and the gread southwest; to San Asicma’s
e Alama and Spanich blisgons or 0 Callorsia
apd Yenemnile, of to Anzona and the Grand Canyon.

All Included in a Great Variety of " Cirele Tour"™ Fares
and Winter Tourist Tickets

Going and returning by steamer, or one way by steamer and returning by
rail, with iberal stop-over privileges at all principal cities of the United
States,  Also cruises 1o Porto Rico, Nassau, Mexico and Santo Dominga.

CLYDE-MALLORY LINES

4;3'1!:'?.'.- Pier 36, North River, New York

4 DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES:
BOSTON—192 Wubington St~ PHILADELPHIA—T01 Chestout St.

NEW YORK — 290 Broadway

t answering adverfisements please meniion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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\WVONE

o s vty GRS MR of Gifs MY MOTTO—a cue for

epery cigarélle and foery

-

HANONI COMPONATION, d s e N
at Maiden Laze, New York e Ty

AVONE

KEEP order in Cigarettedom
no wandering from the straight
and narrow among “smokes ™ en-
come

clean, sanitary and ship-shape

trusted to me, Out they

as they went in.

As for me=I"'m made for kecps
and like all geod things—simple
az A, B, C.

Really, vou can't know |

<51 '
FEERERSS || me untii ;u PR Y L

or yvoursell or any special friend
or *from her 1o Jam "—at high-

nd other shops.

fios,

i A P e G e o T i -
Ny Ry S L0 e b .
_-_.._'-'E““:'- N S S, e S T

atiqfl
ath

a‘i’;‘i c.rfﬁ:l.ﬁg
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Ira vell?esorts 76urs

California Expos it Zasn Dheg Remark

Luxurous special train sefvice witholt

OALIFORNl&

Parties under s ta the wonderful Fanama-Facific In.
ternational Exposition at Ban Francieco and the Panama-

ast and toors by way of the Panama Canal, Make v

plans now

SOUTH AMERICA

£ Janunary

115 will be a great South As @ year

Alse Egyvpt, Jopan and Roand the Waorld

fmtewpgtod.

RﬁYMDHD & WHITCDMB CO.

Eoston MNew York Philadeiphia Chicago San Francis

SPEND YOUR WINTER
Out of the Beaten Track!

JRassau-dahamas

Janvary, February and March are the joyous, out-

door months m the gorgeous, blue-laved ropics,

SURF BATHING  SAILING FISHING TEMMIS
GOLF  COURT GOLF POLDO PONY RACIMG
DAMCING CYCLIMG DRIVING EMGLISH RUGEY

ALL WINTER LONG!

I Ace emmadations o sus all easver and purses.  Sieamer verv-
n Flag Three davs from Mew York

Miami, Flanda

0 Winier temperature sversges 70 degrees. Waorld's mom

equable climaie—unequalled as a bealth resan

Wrie BAHAMAS GOVERMMEMNT AGENT
Suite 17, 303 Fifih Ave., New York City, for bookler

TEMPLE [JIZSNITOURS

Sauth -’nn.r . Panama Canal, Alazks,
San Francisc ]\.'.:--- von.  Booklet ready
TEMPLE TOURS, 148 Tremont Street, lin’.'rh'[u\ MARS,

IT 5__SDUTI-I AMERICA HDW

eriery, Hotel
ath Amerncan

shurgh. Fa.

—WINTER TRAVEL—

ties for comfioriable
mer. Tickets with
| | r individual or party
L 1o Southern Rasnrts Flnrldu Neaw u-rlu-n-
Enli!nrnlz and the Expositions, Hawail, Burmud!-.
HNassau, West Indies, Panama Canal, stg. Com-
plete tours of South Amarica.

i, estimates and information from

THOS. COOK & SON

Sew York (0 Offices), Boston, Philadelpliia, Chie AE0,
Los Angeles,  San Fraocl=co, Moy al,  Toroentoe

Peninsular & Oriental 5. N. Co.
Freguent Sailings, India, China,
Philippines, Japan, Australia,
MNew Zealand, Winter Tours in
India, Round World Tours. For
full information apply

CUNARD LINE, 21-24 State Street, New York

An umlmz lJuuluu. hr l.'he
traveler, o I 1 U

T
TN "\-1 nevided |||ru-.;,l|_-\.1-|;_.

TD'L-RE ARDUND SGUTH AMERICA

. Chverthe A ugh 1he Panama Canal
E'..ISH & ‘DA‘-IIEL‘%. G'ENEHA.L p,.-_.r_mg.
303 Froduce Exchange, N or Local Agzents

M_ PORT=HOL
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TRAVEL—RESORTS—TOURS

Open on time |

War will not affect the

1015 Panama Expositions

L‘ Plan now oo and visit Grand Canylon &

Arl'lona on the way —— ‘;%a

==\, Tour frains a day, including California Limited
,'[ Ll ‘Tﬁe SantafedeMamﬁmweekw in winter

On request wil -:;I Panama Expositions
and qu llr’}ﬂ'l. rr 1Ji:.:nl1.r..
.L|

Rechuson Topeba € Sanm Fe

B, ——— [ == T g

in -:,'JIJ'T;;:;;'..;JE.Lfrj"?l:'fu'll.a'f'-"”f'ﬂl’:i p."r.:.a-r mendion SCRIBNER'S MAGAZIN E



_ TRAVEL—RESORTS—TOURS

~ B T RESORT & TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT.
EVERYBODYS-MECLURE S EYS- OUTING-REVIEW OF REVIEWS-SCRIBNERS-WORLDS WORK
Al VEAR - ESTABRLISHED TH GivE nr LE inFORMATIOM TO FCADESS DF THESE HAHIINES-WTFIE'-EL PLANKING,
- WRITE TO TH _: DWERTISERS FOR FURTHER BAATICL LARDS
e DA TO CL.E.BEAMNE. PRES, wWHERE-TO-G O, DE-E [=L="1 0 STOM, MAEB—-—-—.
“NEW YORK CITY | ATLANTIC CITY N.J. | SAN ANTONIO TExAs

If Coming To New Yor
Pay Excessive Hotel Rates?

164 W 1035
Kew York
ral. Saite
bath for

COME To

San fomo

JEXAS LMEEST Ty =
= ;THE. F Egum'

& rPuIet'r{Ilmalr Finesd
Hatels & Shops Beauk
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“Chief of All”

YOU will say so, too, when you
snuggle back in your comfortable
seat aboard the

Sunset Limited

(Fast Daily Train—Ng Extra Fare)
En route to the

California Expositions

That wonderful train that slips westward
on 1its 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

You 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-hallasted

| roadbed. Through Dining and Observation Cars,
Electric Block Safety Sipnals.
Choice of water or rail lines between New York
and New Orleans. Write for illustrated booklet.

General Qifices
NEW TORK CITY : 366 Breadway SAN FRANCISCO : Flaed Bidg.
NEW ORLEANS : Metropolitan Bank Eldg. HOUSTON : Somthern Pacific Eldg.

Agenciia all over the United Stntes, Mexico, Coba, Evrope
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mehurst

NORTH CAROLINA
Center of Winter Out of Door Life
in the Middle South

The CAROLINA now apen

HOLLY INN, BERKSHIRE and
HARVARD open early in January

HROUCH Pullman from MNew
= York. Three eighteen-hole
golf courses and one six-hole prac-
tice course, |200 miles of connect-
ing automobile roads, 40,000 acres
shooting preserve with good guides
and dogg, fine livery of zaddle horses,
fox hunting, tennis, trap shooting,
model dairy, frequent tournaments
in all sports for desirable prizes.

" Ll

Ff.ii.. Iﬁ “ai ._%;

P e ‘fﬁffici‘“

No consumplives received af Pinehurst

FULL INFORMATION ON REQUEST AT THE
GEMERAL OFFICE, Pinchurst, N. C., or LEONARD TUFTS, Boston, Mass,

> I
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HUNTING
FISHING
CAMPING

rely you will enj
INAL SPORT !
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NATI

e MATIONAL
just like

.r.|‘|| |'.

year with wal |-. fak
Special Offer
R e 20

PR AL SPORTEMAN

Send your order Today

Dhon't Delay

HATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 4% Federal Sirees, .B-u‘lu. M,

I' 1‘1"‘.”::,
| E"-F:"FW E

“Say, missus, il we wuoz to git a fortune wot we
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white as a swan—
Y our home for two weeks'’
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¢ and en suite | there are baths
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Cruises from .I 7 to 24 days to
CUBA, JAMAICA
PANAMA CANAL
COLOMBIAN PORTS
CENTRAL AND

SOUTH AMERICA

Eideral 52 o 'l'.':'-"f-"-.'.".-r:'-.':'.- .'-""“""'Ir"III

Ships gailing from New York on
Wednesdays and on all daysfrom MNew
i el yeervice: fare
L r £ Troe

§im price of ranapartation; me

CXira; restaurant service & la carte,

OFFICES FOR INFORMATION
w1 Washington St., Boston ; 630 Common Se.,
Mew Uyleans; 1535 Continental and Com-
mercial Rank Bldg., Chicago, of any ticket of
! Fowrile

PASSENGER DEPARTMENT
UNITED FRUIT COMPANY
STEAMSHIF SERVICE
17 Battery Place New York
fllrf.l.'.l'.'r\. u.u'.'lf.ul |'|'.5.|'._ .;m..ll I_I"u.l'l' oo g ad .
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"“Ihe Delfgbfs of | Gez‘fia5 Well”

Enjoy getting well—make health-getting a delight?

Certainly, right here at home—where every natural con-
dition exists and where skill and knowledge are just as great
as in Eumpe, Surgeon General Rupert Blue, of the U. S.
Health Service, says “our gouty and rheumatic population
need feel no a]arm at the closing of the celebrated resorts
at Karlsbad, Baden Baden, etc.,—there are qprmgs in this
country that possess amazmg curative prnpcrtlcb.

Where is this place? At Old Point Comfort—Hotel
Chamberlin — where every Treatment given at Aix, Vichy,
Karlsbad, Nauheim, or Harrogate is duplicated under superior,
professional, directing skill.

The delightful part? You live in one of the great Hotels !
of America, with a cuisine famed the world over. You meet |
people whose tastes are your own—you ride, motor, walk, ’
play golf or tennis, and bathe in our great Sea.pool. You |

dance; you are a part of the cultured social life and pleasant
diversion of one of our largest Army Posts — Fortress (l
Monroe. You have ever before you the inspiring sea-view T
of Hampton Roads. You live in an atmosphere of cheer; the ﬂ
Treatments only add to the delightful part of getting well. |

If you are really interested, let Mr. Adams send you the little

book “Cured”—a '|l|.'l'il'|. 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 l{-;:l,e], "l'renlmn:nts., ete. You
will find them worth reading. Address the Manager,

George F. Adams, Box 209, Fortress Monroe, Va,

r&z_;

it
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Peerless " All-Purpose® Siz, Wheel-base I7] inches, Weight 3000 pounds.

el et

B |r Latest European Specifications: b
E"E | Ejhuzf. wheel-base IIl.Tl]_i-'||~'---'--',_ 11'.1--3._' han-=
Fa F - ing in city streets: hght weight (3,000
3 Built to Satisfy Owners J pounds) great tire and gasoline economy.
::,. of $5,ﬂﬂﬂ' Cars | Peerless Quality:

H Iw'.-.-n1.'urk.;|-|:-,' casy riding :  drreversible
':I SLCCTING :~.=r'1-, l'||.r.:|!|||' g l.]'l.:ll':--ll. Liiziiua=
N tiful appearance; beautiful hnish.
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A - - -

2 The Coming Favorite of Fashion

P.

g

’I = " - - " - - N - .

= for it i1s the first, fine, light All-Purpose *‘5ix” of 1ts type

A

made in America.

L'-

55,000 APPOINTMENTS: Aluminum body; platform three
point springs, spiral bevel rear axle gear; divided front
seat: real leather upholstery; every conceivable equipment.

T

T
-'.‘...

Peerless “All-Purpose’’ Four $2,000 Peerless **All-Purpose’” Six $2,250
New Model ““48-Six"" $5,000

THE PEERLESS MOTOR CAR COMPANY
CLEVELAND, OHIO

Licensed under Kardo Patenis

A
¢
$5,000 car owners will readily appreciate this new model g
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| NE year ago this was a country home, in the suburbs of New
York, famous for its old-fashioned comforts and its exterior

and interior beauties,

: Because of a lack nf preparedness to extmgmsh fire at ils incep-

| tion, toda}' the charred ruins stand like a gnm skeleton—a mute and

| pathetic warning to home owners of the costliness of procrastination.

relts

“THE MOST EFFICIENT FIRE EXTINGUISHER KNOWN"

would have pr:v{'nllrrl, |:|u,|ri:||-g the past year, the de-

Systems, and scores of prominent corporations assures |

| struction of hundreds of suburban homes in which the
means of :hr."kmg the blaze -r|uri:1g1h-e' Forst five min-
wies had not been |||m.'uJ-H:|.

The pull.'l'u'-c: and uze of Pyrens rl.nel'__tl.mgulﬂhl.'u
h]" the Unied States Gu'u.'rl'inu.'ul.. such institutions as
the Mew York Ceniral and Pennsylvama Railroad

The Extinguisher-

the home ownet of Pyrene eficiency.

The moment Pyrene liquid strikes heat it is trans-
formed into a gas blanket heavier than aw, mhich
smiathrers .'ll'.n’_l'.l‘.l'!.l“'_t |:|_l.- r_-:rr;l-ud:ivn_g the XY

Being a dry biquid, it neither stains nor injures the
most delicate furnishings.

Fire, once started, will nof mait.

handsomely and strongly built of solid brass—is am ornament to any interior. Price $7.
i e r Diealers F Write Literatir
| Brass and Mickel.plated Pyrene Fire Extinguishers are included in the lists of Approved
| Fire Appliances issued 'r':. the Mational Board of Fire Underwrit ers, examingd ;r..H.“Hh.j
under 11'n- direction of the anderwriters’ Laboratories

Chaelotts, X0

PACIFICU COAST IMSTRIBCTORS:

Distrihutors Tor Greot Beltoals ond the Centlnent:

i

PYRENE MANUFACTURING CO., 1358 Broadway, New York "

GRENAYM FIRE
IMsiribuisrs for Canodiar May-Balway Flre Alorma, Lid.. W Imnipeg, Te
The Prrene Co, Lide, 1521 Gireal Quesn St

raving Jarkmomvills New Oirlesns Fihi
v I wille ik &

APPFARATES OO0,

Bam Framelses, Los Angeles, Scatils |

s Lomdan, W, 4,
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OU who 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.

The pleasure he takes in it goes deeper
than the mere pleasure of possession.

The young man who is alert, on tiptoe
with the instinct for putting the thing
across, finds inspiration in the companion-
ship of a Howard.

B Dapt. K, and we'll send you a copy.

The Howard Watch

The Howard Wartch is associated with
success—carricd by along line of famous
men, industrial experts; professional men,
and leaders of the business and commer-
cial world.

The VErY time standards are at bottom Floward
dime — for it was Edward Howard who invented
the Modern 1|-I|IIJ.|:I'|I, aric |-..‘. & |.5-:;]'.r.' :u'.{'.n‘.f:l:-r:
into punctuality and precision,

Caift, Investment, posscession —a Howard
Watch is always worth what vou pay for it

The price of each watch is fixed at the factory
and a printed ticket attached — from the 17-jewel
(dondle raller) in a Crescent Fatra or Boss Extra
gold-filled case at 340, to the Ii-jewel in 18K
gold case st 8170 — and the Epwarp Howanp

ar .
model at 2350,

Mot every jeweler can sell you @ HOWARD Waich, Find the HOWARD jeweler in your
town and talk to him.  He is a good man 10 koow,

Admiral Sigsbee has written a licthe 300k, “The Log of the HOWARD WATCH,™ giving
the record ol his own HOWARL in the U. 5. Navy. You'll enioy it Drrop us & post card,

E. HOWARD WATCH WORKS
BOSTON, MASS.

H

L
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HEPSEART 1946 BY TEl FROCTUR & ESRELL DO CMCWAETT

~ -
Before the days of Ivory Soap, it was a very
serious matter to soil one's dainty frock.
But now —
"Ivory Soap and water, will not injure
anything that water, alone, will not harm.

IVORY SOAP- - *[E]" * - 99 #.%PURE

al
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Cahforma
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Peaches  Pears .-
Apricots &

|
Cherries Plums i'_ |
I'.-. i

Libby, M*Meill & Libby, Chicago
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Waterman’

fountain Pen

Presents

Ideal

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
Penzs. There are two gencrations 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
silyver, 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
catt be had throughout the world. From the Regular, Safety and
Self-Filling Tvpes of Waterman's Ideals can be selected appropriate
pens [or business, social or student life, for men, women or the
young folks. In attractive Christmas Gift Boxes.

S50 fo S50.00 Insst Upos fhe Gendine LTusfrafed Falder Upan Regueal,
Sold at the Leading Stores Every-twbere.
L. E. Waterman Company, 173 Broadway, New York

2y Feheosd Sareed, BOSTON 118 So. Clark Steesd, CHICAOO 17 Stockioa Sifesd, SAN FRANCISCO
iFy Mstre Dame Soreer W, MIONTREAL Eingsway, LONIDON Cable Limsa 4%0, PUENDS AIRES

F I "\HIS iz the particular vear for practical presents. Waterman'’s
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