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MNOTICE TO READER. When you finith reading this magazine.

place a one-cent stamp on this notice, mail the magazine, and it will
be placed in the hands of our soldiers “and ullurs destined to proceed
overseas. NO WRAPPING—NO ADDRESS.

. 8. Burlemn Pua:muter General.
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SPECIAL TOURING LIMOUSINE LOCOMOBILE

A new type of fast Army closed car de-
signed and shipped abroad for the use
of General Pershing and the General
Staff of the Army.

Custom design by The Locomobile Company of Ameriea, Bridgeport, Conn.
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The March Scribner

UNUSUAL TIMELY ARTICLES

THE VICE-CHANCELLOR OF CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY, ENG].“AND.
spent sixty days travelling around the United States with the British University Mis-
sion. They visited an average of one university a day, and went back to England
feeling that all our cities are University cities. Doctor Shipley (the vice-chancellor)
publishes extracts from the private diary of this trip, both grave and gay.

JOHN FINLEY, RED CROSS COMMISSIONER IN PALESTINE, continues
his impressions of that wonderful country liberated by the British. Doctor Finley is
a great walker, and this article is a narrative of a night walk from Jaffa to Jericho.

THE SOUTHWEST FROM A BACK PLATFORM is revealed by Lawrence
Perry, who soon found out that all the cowboys and Indians were not in the movies.
The Southwest is still a land of romance. Accompanying the article are a series of
reproductions of paintings by the Taos Society of Artists.

HUMANITARIAN EDUCATION AND TECHNICAL EDUCATION ought
not to be in rivalry, now that the war is ended. Gerald Chittenden, long a teacher in
one of the best preparatory schools, and recently in the Military School of Aero-
nautics, discusses * The Point of View of Youth,” as it ought to affect education in
the near future.—*The average student discovers his brain some time in the third
year of his college course.”

DOCTOR PAUL VAN DYKE, of the University Union in Paris, has accumulated a
fine bunch of anecdotes, which he calls “Snap-Shots in France.”

STRIKING FICTION

MRS. ANDREWS contributes “ The Love-Story of a Queen,” founded on a tradition of
that eminent American known as “ Prince Hal.”

KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN concludes her charming novelette, “ Our New Possessions,”
as all true love-stories should end.

“EVER THE WIDE WORLD OVER"” is a real gypsy tale by Elizabeth Herrick.

“THEY CALLED HER ‘ANNIE LAURIE'” is a remarkable story by a new writer,
Frances Hathaway.

EDWARD C. VENABLE (lieutenant in the Aviation Section) has another subtle char-
acter study entitled “ Race.” .

SPECIAL ART FEATURES OF THIS NUMBER WILL BE A SELECTION
FROM THE BEST WORK of American artists sent abroad by the government, in-
cluding Captains Ernest C. Peixotto, Harry E. Townsend, J. André Smith, W. J. Duncan, W.
J. Aylward, George Harding, and Wallace Morgan.

Also a series of Snow Scenes by George H. Shorey. Also a discussion in The Field of Art
about * War Memorials in Sculpture” by Adeline Adams (the wife of Herbert Adams, the
sculpror). —_—

POETRY.—THE POINT of VIEW.—THE FINANCIAL SITUATION, by Alexander

Dana Noyes.
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COLONEL THEODORE ROOSEVELT

AS AUTHOR AND CONTRIBUTOR

died suddenly on Monday, January 6. He

was a contributor to this Magazine for
twenty years. His most important volumes are
published by Charles Scribner’s Sons, and his
constant association with this house for many
years has been a delight to all who had the good
fortune to collaborate with him.

Colonel Roosevelt, in public life since his early
twenties, had produced about thirty volumes, an
output in quantity and quality which would have
been the life-work of a man who devoted himself
wholly to literature. His books invariably grew
out of his activities. His early adventures on the
plains gave him the material for his “ Hunting
Tripsof a Ranchman,'  Ranch Life and Hunting
Trail,” and “The Wildnerness Hunter.” It also
interested him in the history of
that region, and he produced
an elaborate book in four vol-
umes on “The Winning of the
West,”  To make this hook
Colonel Roosevelt studied orig-
inal documents and unknown
archives in Western States. It
remains to-day a mine of origi-
nal material.

His political life and studies
furnished him with material
for “The Strenuous Life’ and
“American Ideals,” and for
such biographies as Thomas
Hart Benton and Gouverneur
Morris.  His first published
book was “The Naval War of
1812," which was produced
soon after he left college.

But it was in his great ad-
ventures that he found the best
material for his books. Proba-
bly the volume which will be
the nearest to the heart of
young men is “The Rough
Riders.” This book was writ-
ten immediately on his return from the Cuban
campaign in 1808, and while he was himself
running for governor of New York. Notwith-
standing the arduous physical task of cam-
paigning for governor, the book was finished on
time, and it remains one of the most complete
and stirring narratives of his career,

Toward the end of his presidency he announced
that he was going to Africa on a hunting trip, to
be out of the country and away from the politics
of the new administration. It was the most her-
alded trip ever undertaken by a public man. The
narrative (afterward printed in the volume called
“African Game Trails"') was written by his own
hand, in triplicate, in the very heart of Africa.
Two copies of each chapter were despatched by
different routes, and one copy he kept by him for
reference. These chapters as they arrived were
published serially in Scribner’s Magazine. They
also appeared in a London newspaper, a French
magazine, and an Italian newspaper, The vol-
ume itself was published simultaneously by the
Scribners, of New York, and in London, Paris,
Japan, Sweden, Italy, and Germany. It prob-

Ct'}LONEL THEODORE ROOSEVELT

Copyright by Firvie MacDonald,

ably had the largest total sale of any volume of
travel ever written, and it has led nl'l of Mr.
Roosevelt’s volumes in popularity. A few years
later, in 1913, he undertook another great adven-
ture: the exploration of an unknown part of Bra-
zil. Colonel Roosevelt always looked on the per-
formance of this journey as his most important
contribution to natural history. It was on this
trip that he discovered and made a complete jour-
ney of the famous “ River of Doubt,” now called
by the Brazilian Government the “Rio Roose-
velt.” It was on this journey also that he con-
tracted a serious fever, the poison of which caused
him trouble for a number of years. He was re-
stored to his usual vigorous health, but the trou-
ble a few months ago in his ear was traced by
some of his physicians to that poison.

It is not generally known that
he contemplated another great
trip, to the South Sea Islands,
but the entry of America into
the war diverted him from this
purpose. His last published
book, “The Great Adventure,”
appeared on November 15,
1018, and was dedicated:

“10 ALL WHO IN THIS WAR HAVE
PAID WITH THEIR BODIES FOR
THEIR SOULS’ DESIRES.”

This volume contains Colonel
Roosevelt’s last views on the
World War.

As a maker of books and a
writer of articles he was one of
the most considerate and con-
scientious and exact contribu-
tors. He never broke a prom-
ise to complete a manuscript
by a certain time, and the de-
tails of preparing the manu-
script were as familiar to him
as to the best of the profession.
When he handed in the manuscript of a book it
would contain the title-page, dedication, the list
of contents, and all the other machinery which
s0 many authors neglect.

Colonel Roosevelt always seemed to grasp the
difficulties of the other man, and he would do
everything in his power to meet the conditions of
any publication to which he was contributing. It
was a joy to work with him. He would see the
whole book and its illustrations in his mind’s eye
and he would work with enthusiasm and industry
to make it as perfect as possible.

The manuscripts of his two great explorations,
which he wrote with his own hand, are filled with
examples of the great care which he used in the
choice of words and the revision of sentences.
All the rest of his books were either dictated or
typewritten, but the African book and Brazilian
book are the unique product of his own hand,
written in the uttermost parts of the earth.
There are no other volumes of travel and explora-
tion like them,

On both these trips he was accompanied by his
son Kermit Roosevelt, now a captain in France.
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MACAZINE NOTES

HE article in this number on “The
New Dollar Diplomacy,” point-
ing out one of the necessities of our

foreign-trade relations, is by Gerhard M.
Dahl, vice-president of the Chase Na-
tional Bank of New York.

He was born in Wisconsin in 1876;
educated in the public schools and Uni-
versity of Wisconsin; practised law in
that State from 18gg to
1906, when he removed
to Cleveland. There he
also practised law and be-
came State Railroad Com-
missioner for the city of
Cleveland. In 1912 he
removed to New York
City, and is now vice-
president of the Chase’
National Bank and offi-
cer and director in many
important corporations.

DWIN E.SLOSSON,
of The Independent,
in a recent letter,

says:

Permit me to congratulate
vou on the publication of the
article in the Christmas num-
ber of ScrRIBNER'S on the Ger-
man revolution. It is by far
the most informing thing on
the subject that I have seen, and in my lecture
on “The German Revolution,” before the Insti-
tute of Arts and Sciences, at Columbia Univer-
sity, yesterday, I recommended all my audience
to read it.

Lieutenant Henri de Man, author of
the article, has arrived at his home in
Antwerp and will soon send another ar-
ticle to SCRIBNER’S.

FROM the antipodes an interesting
note comes, called out by a Point of
View in the August number of
ScrienNer’s MacaziNe.  Fred M. Whit-
ney, writing from West Australia, says

Gerhard M. Dahl,

Vice-President of the Chase National
Bank, New York

that he noticed a reference to an imagi-
nary place, “Eurelia,” in the Point of
View, and adds, . . . Perhaps you would
care to know that South Australia pos-
sesses one,” and he includes several ad-
vertisements to prove it. Mr. Whitney
then adds an anecdote of the mid-eighties,
when there was some talk of a war be-
tween Russia and England. He was at
the United Service Hotel,
where there happened to
be boarding a typical
Yankee scout known as
Colonel Ike Austin. The
talk turned on the war
and the attitude of the
United States of Amer-
ica. Colonel Ike then
told the following anec-
dote:

. .. A few months ago I
was at a big Masonic ball in
Shanghai, China (T think), and
in the early hours of the morn-
ing the fun became fast and fu-
rious. A German pulled down
the Union Jack and threw it
on the floor. Another Ameri-
can (who was with the colo-
nel) retrieved the Jack, and,
pulling down' the Stars and
Stripes, nailed them on the
wall together, remarking:

“*Some day those two flags
will fight side by side, and
when they do they’ll whip the world.”

The colonel said that he had been in some

rows before, but never in anything like that
which then took place.

APTAIN MICHAEL ZENOVY-

EWITCH GERASCHINEVSKY,

of the Keksholm Imperial Guard,
is now in this country and intends to
make it his home. He was wounded
eleven times in six battles and has been
decorated with every decoration of the
Russian Empire for bravery. He now
holds a patent in the United States for a
military relief map.

{Continued on page 17 )



How Scientists Clean Their Teeth

All Statements Approved by High Dental Authorities

The facts stated here have been widely known
for some years among dentists and scientific men.
But they were not presented to the public until
proved beyond dispute.

People who know — by the hundreds of thou-
sands — are changing their teeth-cleaning methods.
And these are the reasons:

The old methods proved inadequate. The best-
brushed teeth too often discolored and decayed.
Despite the wide use of the tooth brush, statistics
show that tooth troubles have constantly in-
creased.

Science found the reason in a slimy film. ¥You
can feel it with your
tongue. It is constantly
forming, and it clings. It
gets into crevices, hardens
and stays.

That film is the cause
of most tooth troubles,
and the old methods could
not end it.

That film-coat absorbs stains, and the teeth
seem discolored. It hardens into tartar. It holds
food substance which ferments and forms acid. It
holds the acid in contact with the teeth to cause
decay.

Millions of germs breed in it.
tar, are the chief cause of pyorrhea.
other serious diseases.

It is therefore best to brush the teeth in ways
which can end the film.

Four years ago a way was found to combat that
film efficiently. It has now been proved by thou-
_sands of tests. Today it is embodied in a dentifrice
called Pepsodent, and we ask you to test it your-
self.

REG,U.5.

They, with tar-
Also of many

Return your empiy tooth paste tubes
to the nearest Red Cross Station

(r53A)

Pepsadeni

The New-Day Dentifrice

A!Scitntifi: Product — Sold by Druggists Everywhere

Make This One-Week Test

Pepsodent is based on pepsin, the digestant of
albumin. The film is albuminous matter. The
object of Pepsodent is to dissolve it, then to con-
stantly prevent its accumulation.

This is not as simple as it seems. Pepsin must
be activated, and the usual method is an acid,
harmful to the teeth. So pepsin long seemed barred.
It is now made possible, because science found a
harmless, activating method. Five governments
have already granted patents. That method is
employed in Pepsodent.

Many teeth-cleaning
methods, widely pro-
claimed, have later been
found inefficient. So Pep-
sodent was submitted to
repeated clinical tests, un-
der able authorities, be-
fore this announcement.
Today it is proved beyond
question. And the object now is to bring it quickly
into universal use.

QOur method is to offer all a Free tube for test.
Send the coupon for a One-Week Tube. Use it like
any tooth paste, and watch results.

Note how clean the teeth feel after using. Mark
the absence of the film., See how teeth whiten —
how they glisten — as the fixed film disappears.
Let Pepsodent thus prove itself. See its unique re-
sults, know the reason for them. After that you
will not be content to return to old methods of
teeth-cleaning. Cut out the coupon now.

ONE-WEEK TUBE FREE

THE PEPSODENT CO.,
Dept. 368, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill.

HMail One-Week Tube of Pepsodent to

INGITIE L o

Address .




BOOK NOTES

HOSPITAL HEROES

OME of the most touching passages
in Miss Elizabeth Black’s account
of nursing the poilus in a front-line

hospital—' Hospital Heroes”—are con-
tained in letters from the former in-
valids—some are amusing, too. Take
this: ,

“Do you remember the day you
trimmed all our mustaches? How
proud we had been, all the younger ones,
to have acquired these sweeping graces
of manhood, and how ‘Monsieur le
Tigre’ roared when his disappeared un-
der your relentless shears! You had the
courage, Mademoiselle. Tt was just after
the ‘soupe,’ and you said you could stand
it no longer, that we must all be trimmed
like the Americans. Since revisiting my
home in Bordeaux, which is full of Ameri-
cans, I appreciate your point of view.”

Meredith Nicholson.

NEW NICHOLSON NOVELETTE
MEREDITH NICHOLSON'S new

novelette will be published early

in the year. It is one of those
charming fantasies in which he excels,
somewhat the same in spirit as “The
Madness of May.” His “The Valley of
Democracy,” in which he presents the
people of the Middle West with so much
wit, geniality, and wisdom, is now in
its second large edition.

WALTER CAMP ON ATHLETICS

HIGHLY important contribution
A to the literature of sport will be a

volume by Walter Camp to appear
this winter. It is written in the great
light which has been turned upon the sub-
ject of physical training and athletics by
our experience in the war. There it was
possible to experiment upon a scale never
before dreamed of, and the results were
such as to call for a revision of methods
in schools and colleges. Mr. Camp had
surveillance over the greater part of the
athletic work in the cantonments, and
has put into this book, which covers in-
formal games, regular sports, and train-
ing and organization, the fruits of his
wonderful experiences. This volume is
the first in a series to be published under

the title “School Service and College
Athletics.”

ARTHUR TRAIN, MAJOR

ERHAPS Stanton, the representa-
tive New Yorker who tells in “The
Earthquake” of how the war struck

him and his family, could not content
himself with war work and mere econ-
omies and sacrifices, but finally went into
uniform in spite of his forty-five years.
At all events the author of “The Earth-
quake,” Arthur Train, did so. He he-
came a major in the Intelligence Depart-
ment and is still hard at work in the
War College at Washington.

BIOGRAPHY OF MARSHAL FOCH

APTAIN RAYMOND RECOULY
of the French General Staff, long
personally acquainted with Mar-

shal Foch, and at his side in some of the

biggest battles of the war, is preparing a

full biography of him which the Scrib-

ners will publish in May, or earlier.

The formal biography is preceded by a

presentation of the Marshal’s personality

based upon the author’s contact with

him, as revealed in the battles of the
Marne, the Yser, and the Somme,
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CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
RETAIL DEPARTMENT
NEW, OLD, AND RARE BOOKS

MONG the new books for early publication in 1919 they
would mention “THE EARLY YEARS OF THE SATURDAY
Crus, 1855-1870,” by Edward Waldo Emerson, which gives
many interesting details of a group of famous New Englanders;
“Portrarrs oF WHISTLER, by A. E. Gallatin, a critical study
with many excellent reproductions; “JouNn McCormack,” in
which this popular singer tells his own life story. In new fiction
there will be a story by Joseph Hergesheimer, author of “The
Three Black Pennys,” entitled “Java Heap,” an absorbing
tale of Old Salem in the great days; a new book by Joseph Con-
rad, “*Tue Arrow oF Gorp™; and one by Kipling, *“ Tue YEARS
Berween""; while Zane Grey has another splendid story of our .
West called “TrHE Desert oF WHEAT.”

From Paris there has just come a fine new edition, with illus-
trations by Bernard Naudin, of Geraldy’s “La Guerre, Ma-
pAME™; a novel by Cyril-Berger, “PENDANT QU'IL SE BAT ;
another by Félicien Pascal, “Le Masque ptcHIRE™; and a
new play by Jacques Richepin, LA GUERRE ET L’AMOUR.”

Mail and telephone orders receive special attention

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, BOOKSELLERS
597-599 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY
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DORAN BOOKS OF PERMANENT VALUE

AND THEY THOUCHT WE
WOULDN’T FICHT
dent of the Chicago Trib

. Official Corr
Floyd thbons Accredited to the Amer. Expeditionary Force
America’s achievement from the beginning of the war until the
armistice. Foch, Pershing and Petain agree that “No man is
more qualified than Gibbons to tell the real story.”
Illustrated. Svo. Net, $2.00

THE 9_LORY OF THE COMINC
Irvin S. Cobb

““We shall scarcely see a better acecount than this of those scenes
of the great war which most directly and most vitally appeal to
the American reader.”—New York Tribune. 12mo. Net, $1.75

JOYCE KILMER: Poems, Essays and Letters

Edited and with a Memoir by Robert Cortes Holliday
A representative collection of Kilmer's work in his varied flelds.
Fortraits and facsimile of his last poem written in France.

2 vols. 8vo. Net, $5.00
THE WORLDS AND 1|
Ella Wheeler Wilcox

The personal story of a woman whose fame iz world wide—an
Intimate, moving, romantic and delightful record.
Illustrated with many photographs., 8vo. Net, $3.50

THIS FAMISHING WORLD
Alfred W. McCann

Btarving in the midst of plenty. A warning of tremendous im-
port to every human being, The startling story of the food adul-
terations which fill untimely graves; and the remedy.

THE FORCE SUPREME 12mo. Net, $2.00
Walter Wellman

An able discussion of the problems’of reconstructing a war-rav-
aged world, in which takés shape the Idea which will rule the
world. 1Zmo. Net, $1.25

THE EDCE OF THE QUICKSANDS
D. Thomas Curtin

The underlying causes of Germany's disintegration, in telling in-
cident and supporting fact. 12mo. Net, $1.50

MORALE Harold Goddard

Morale is the spiritual force which determines the destiny of in-
dividuals and of nations. This is a book with a pf-r-:nn al message.
12mo. Net, $1.00

THE CERMAN CONSPIRACY IN
AMERICAN EDUCATION
Capt. Gustavus Ohlinger, U.S.A.

The true story of the German attempt to corrupt our publie
schools and universities. An amazing revelation—of vital in-
terest to every educator, every parent, every loyal citizen.

WITH THOSE WHO WAIT 12mo. Net, $1.25

Frances Wilson Huard

A touching picture of France's suffe rm;: of the courage and pa-
tience of the great common people, told in Madame Huard’s most
sympathetic manner. 12mo. Net, $1.50

NEW FICTION

THE RQLL CALL
Arnold Bennett

A new novel in the manner of the
“Clayhanger” series, in which Mr.
Bennett gives a young man from
the Five Towns a very thorough
education in the spirit of London.

12mo. Net, $1.50

THE YOUNCGC DIANA
Marie Corelli

Exciting adventures restore the
lost scepter of youth and beauty.
“Miss O nrelh has seldom been more
entertaining.”"—New York FEvyening
Globe. 12mo. Net, $1.50

VENUS INTHE EAST
Wallace Irwin

A rollicking satire on metropolitan
folly. The disillusionment of a min-
ing engineer who leaves the primi-
tive West for the “smart set’” of
New York. 12mo. Net, $1.50

THEHUMAN TOUCH
“Sapper”’

Dramatic incidents in the life of the
undaunted Tommy, the vivacious
Poilu, the resourceful Sammy, in
pictures as vivid as flashes on a
screen. MNet, $1.40

IH E DO UGI:I BOYS
Patrick MacGill

The New York Evening Post says,
in centuries to come, when the Hun
is no more, men will read MacGill.

12mo. Net, $1.50

THE NAVY ETERNAL

' = 23
Bartimeus

A romance of war at sea. * ‘Barti-

meus’ is an institution."—London

Daily Express. “You immediately

fall under his enchantment."—ILon-
don Evening Standard. Net, $1.50

PATRICIA BRENT,
SPINSTER Anonymous

B S T —

Speculation is rife as to who is the
writer of this most successful hu-
morous novel, of which more than
16,000 copies have been called for in
England. 12mo. MNet, $1.50

TWENTY-THREE
AND A HALF
HOURS® LEAVE
Mary Roberts Rinehart

Adventures which befell Sergeant

iray of headquarters troop. “Sheer,
unalloyed delight."—New York Trib-
une, MNet, $0.60

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS
GEORGE H DORAN COMPANY, 244 Madison Avenue, New York
GHT N

ERS IN AMERICAFOR HODDER & STOU
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— “that isn’t real Raybestos”
I WANT good brake lining—Raybestos lining—and that isn’t 7ea/

Raybestos, because it hasn’t the silver edge. I'm seeking greater
value, longer wear and better service. Raybestos is guaranteed
to wear one year, which means economy and satisfaction. Please
put that cheap imitation back on your shelves and line the brakes
of my car with Raybestos. I shall look for that silver edge!”

Motorists are no longer satished with flimsy imitations of
Raybestos. They pay a few cents more for wear and quality.
They buy Raybestos.

Edged with Silver — Guaranteed One Year

The Raybestos Company Bridgeport Connecticut
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“YALE” is on guard

sence!  Can they snap out the lighes, certain of their
security ! Easy in mind, with no thought of the creaks and
whispers of a house asleep? Will they have the confidence that
results from the use of Yale Builders' Locks and Hardware ?

Your plans for that sty home provide for comfore and con-
venlence.  Add to these that comforting sense of security and
= freedom from intrusion by providing for Yale Builders’ Locks
and Hardware.

You will stimulate a taste for better things with * Yale.”
= In your home you will carry on the influences with which you
3 want to surround yourself and family. For Yale Hardware is
E correct in design, proportion and finish,
E All this and a restfid security will be yours when you install
B Yale Builders' Locks and Hardware,
Look for the Yale trade-mark on the product.

The same rrade-mark garannees Yok Might

Lazches, Yale Podlocks, Yeale Door Closers

Yale Cabinet Locks, Yale Bank Locks and
= Yide Chain Blocks,

The Yale & Towne Mfg. Co.
9 East 40th Street New York City

Chicago Odfice Conadian Yale & Towne Lid,
T1 Bast Lake Sareet S, Catharines, Ont,
Levok fow plee aleaalew s nas fhils

b sign im M seladoe ehen yon
s Yale Nuiliters® Hardwars

IR, BiToLR, TR
| i POLE RIVRE]

P

HOSE near and dear — are they rrﬂbf-‘ct-rd in your ab- i I A L EM- |
| 4
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Echoes of the War

By J. M. Barrie-

Containing the following recent and popular plays: “ The
Old Lady Shows Her Medals,” * The New Word,” *' Bar-
bara’s Wedding,"” and “A Well-Remembered Voice.”

£1.50 nel

Riciarp Burrox says: “*The whimsical tempera-
“There is but one Barrie ment of J. M, Barrie charms
and his name is James| in his ‘Echoes of the War."

+ v arric’s picce .
Blezsed 15 he among modcrn Barric’s picees for the

authors, and twice blessed stage not only play well but
they are delightful reading.™

Hosten Herald,

are we that to-day we can
put his plays into our library
amang the standard volumes WThere i ﬁl‘al'l'lﬂl]irlg 50
thiat give 1t vone and atirac- {‘(Jl:l.'lf:-;l:l'.ir:-lml.}l-:: abour  the

Lion. genius of Barrie it is newver

distant, no matter how much
“In these plays, the fun, we admire or even marvel at
the wit, the fancy, the satire, it. We are .'||.'.4.'.;'1}'5 COnBCiouE
may be enpoved upon a stage of the author's pCI'éAJJ!aJJ'L_'r"

of one’s own invention, at than which there iz nothing

leisure by one’s own fireside J. M. BARRIE more charming in contem-
as often as desired.” porary letters,"
—Natiun, —8an Frarcirco Chronicle,

Plays of J. M. Barrie

“Whar Every Womax Kxows,” “Tue Apsirasre Cricwron,” and “Quavtry StreET,”
the first three plays of the Uniform Editon of the Plays of J. M. Barrie

Lach $1.00 net

The Novels and Stories of J. M. Barrie

Uniform Edition, 1o vols., now available,  Fn eloth, sack $1.50 net; ret tn box, $15.00 nel.

Also an feather, each, BL.75 met; the set in leather care, 15750 net,

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS @2 %

B, =ounare g

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




The

Essentialsof an Enduring Victory

By Andre Cheradame

“This is the most weighey and important book of the day dealing with the immediate
business of the whole world at this stage of the war."—New York Evening Suwn.

*“He brings to his work the amplitude of knowledge, the breadch of vision, the sanity of
thought, the cogency of argument, and the exquisite clanty and force of literary style which
made hig former works on *The Pan-German Plot Unmasked® and * The United States and Pan-
Germania® two of the most important and most influential in all the hterature of the war.

It is second in imﬂ:_:

written and published a

The Shorter Bihle

The New
Testament
Translated and arranged

By Charles Foster Kent

1|1|'|.,r||a.|:y Pn}fl:ul'.-f |'|f _H_iEl'Lil.':_'l] Liner=
awre in Yale University

“We think it far and away
superior to any of the trans-
lations into modern English.
This translation is not oaly
simple, dipnified, and mod-
ern, it i also musical. It is
pleasing as well as accurate.
7 There is a place for the
Shorter Bible. It will be of
immense help to the student
of the English Bille”

—HBoston Transerips,

#1.00 net

The People of Action

A STUDY IN AMERICAN IDEALLIEM

By Gustave Rodngues
With an Introduction by J. Mark Bavowrs
Translated by Lovse Sevuaoun HovcaToN

£1.50 net

rtance to no other book thar has ar any time or in any place been
ut the war,"—New York Tribune.

Psychology and

the Day’s Work
By
Prof. Edgar James Swift

“There iz a sane, simple, and
practical psychology, which the
most practical business man will
find easy to understand and of as
real walue to him as the day’s mar-
ket news or a handbook of his es-
pecial trade or calling, and it is of
such psychology that Professor
Swaft writes,”

—New York Trilune,

#:.00 nri

A History of
the Christian
Church

By Williston
Walker, D.D.

Titue Street Professor of Eoclesi-
astical History in Yale University
Thiz book will undoubtedly
rank as the greatest work in
one volume covering the his-
tory of the Christian church,
It gives an ample presenta-
tion of the multitude of facts
|,'_.:- Ehul'\'h |'|1.<I!|’|r!.' [|:| E14] grﬂl_‘c:-
ful and graphic a style that it
is mot only a readable but 2
really illuminating book.

$2.00 ned

Thomas Jefferson.
Saviiie Muzzey, of Columbia University

* Dy, Muzney ;l-:l.'-lt B pretend to disclose say hithorto un-
it Jefferacs

Figures from American

History

By Proressor Davip

H bt he dovs review the known
:|]:|. h'llj r|.|1|| A REmy that oom-

o Ty . facts ter nf
o = [ S ELELLE El r 2|
The book from beginning to end is extremely mend ork 1o all who wauld lave 4 soneeption of
2 5 5 % % . . : rafrt i Tl i ) T H
readable and its sincerity is unmistakable. . . . L e RGN 0L Sw NS KRS Vork Tribaine
This study of ourselves and our institutions, our

mistakes, snd our individuals and’ national char-
scter i worthy of a permanent place in our hi-
braries and in our thowght.”

—Xrakile |"":.-:.-'-L:!‘ﬂ';'.-'.;__'a:.'rr..

$1.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

Jefferson Davis. By Azwsarean C. Gorpow

Tt has charm, solidfity, and & cersin faireess and pose
which befita this moment in cur national kistory, One sees
i it the Jeferacn Davis who will inately emerge from the
Farrs af unk bi
—[orwx O, ALp e, Presides

the Universdty of Yinginia

ke polumes in preparaiion.  Each $1.50 ol

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




Hospital Heroes
By Elizabeth Black

;"L EH'E T.'I'i.bll't'l': to t]'l.t.‘ Si:li.l'i.t UF Tl‘ll.' '.-'I.'HLLHIJII.‘[E, o I'HIZIH-'J]-?H.] fjt\-’ﬂ}l’i(]ll, tl.'IH.E Stilflllh-' f::rrh Lela ] t]]L'

|:|.1|:kg:nur|.r] of these r_'x]wn'tm'.r;s of an American girl in a front-line h:mph:ﬂ on the Aisne for

ten months before and during the great German drive last spring,

The writer makes vivid

the humor and pathos in the day-by-day hospital round; she has a poignane sense for the

sublime m gayety thar masks sacrifice and for impressions that clothe wich charm a narra-

tive that 15 always most readable and thar is one of the inspiring memorials of the wir,

$1.35 net

The Only

Petrograd
Since the
Revolution

THE CITY OF TROUELE

By MLrlEl Buchanan

With = l‘ud'.:l.n.e by Hucn Warrore

*Touwrgenict himselfl could
nat maore perfectly have epito-
mized the story of the Rus-
sian vounter-revolution,”

—Neww York Tribune.
$1.35 net

Our Navy
in the War

By Lawrence Perry

* A wonderful and enthrall-

ELIZABETH BLACK
FATE

Muspdn

Possible Peace
By Frederic C. Howe

Commissioner of Emigration of the
Part af Mew lI-ll:kI

DPr. Howe secs the FEuro-
pean war from an entirely
new angle as a struggle for
imperialism of world states
and primarily economic,  He
.ikt'll'il.f: l!“: 1.1."..l|||..|.||'|i|. dl"\'('l'
opment of Germany, the co-
lassal  banking institutions,
the industrial imperialistic
classes that have risen Lo
power during the Jast twenty-
five years, and traces the war
to the industrial rither than
exclusively o the Junker
clasaes, The foad to a dur-
able peace is through ending
the srrupple for exclusive ter-
ritories; by the opening up of
the world te freedom; by 1he

al 1lesues

g story and one that ought
to be read by every American,”
—New Fork Tranes,

$1.50 nel

Why We Went to War

By Christian Gauss

* Me. Gauss goes to the bottom of his subject
at the very beginning and writes with thorough
knowledge and & noteworthy ability to st forth
his argument, in interesting style, of the funda-
mental antagonisms between Prussian Tdcaa, phi-
losophy, purposes, and those of America.”

—New Fork Times.
fﬂu.rlra:rd'. £1.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

opding of economic exploita-
tion and the congquest of weak peoples,  He wauld
place the Mediterrancan, the Balkan states, Tur-
key, and Asia Minor under international control.

B1.50 uet

The Great Adventure

PRESENT-DAY STUDIES IN AMERICAN NATIONALIGM
By Theodore Roosevelt

" The book is intensely intercating at this par-
ticular time and is sure to be discugsed over the
dinner-table by every intelligent group of people
in this |21:-|||_|I,|':.'.“—Pﬁ”¢t&!‘f."p."]r-r:I Ledger,

Br.co wef

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




Simple Souls

By John Hastings Turner

“The book is full of delicious comedy situations.

A most entertaining and delightful

novel that can be commended to those who are looking for something out of the ordinary.’

'—New York Evening Sun.

— Philadelphia Public Ledger.

“Molly, the Beggar Maid of the piece, is altogether pleasing and real.
done any woman as well as this.

Locke has never

“One of constant surprises and constant delights, as insubstantial as French pastry, but
also just as pleasant to taste.”—Boston Post.

“Not in many a year have we read a romance so filled on every page with irresistible

humor.”—New York Tribune.

Lovers
of Louisiana
By George W. Cable
“The place of Cable’s ex-

quisitely graceful pastel im-
mortalizings of New Orleans
is something like the Maude
Adams tradition of the stage
—not at the pinnacle reserved
for impecgable and vigorous
art, but in a jc:ll()usl_\' guard-
ed byway of affectionate ap-
preciation of dainty decorum,
and unique, inviolate charm.”
—The Bookman.

£1.50 net

On Furlough
By Florence Olmstead

“Well conceived and ex-
quisitely told, with that in-

A1.35 net

December 11, 1918

Dear Scribners:

Please will you
tell John Hastings Turner to
write another story in the
same vein as ‘* SIMPLE
SOULS *'? Ir is the most
charming book I've read for
many a day, and fo a [li-
brarian like myself who
works overtime reading
piles of mediocrity which
threatens me with mental
indigestion, Mr. Turner's
book 'is as grateful as an
oasis in a desert.

From a Philadelphia
Librarian

A Runaway
Woman
By Lowms Dodge

“The story is new, simple,
and full of charm. 1 was
very weary when | began it,
but page by page I found it
refreshing me, and, the hours
of the night forgotten, 1 read
it through before 1 put it
down.”"—Reviewer for the

Chicago Tribune.

Ilustrated. $1.50 net

John O’May
and Other Stories
By Maxwell

Struthers Burt

The stories present real
men of to-day with that

cessant and unfailing appeal to sympathy which
is the most triumphant note of the romance
writer.”"—New York Tribune.

$1.50 net

Children of the Dear
Cotswolds
By L. Alien Harker

“It is work so lovingly done, and the stories
are such dear and tender little stories, that one
feels the warm affection that inspires them and
feels like greeting the authoras little Jethro greeted
Miss Cardross: “You be such a dear ‘ooman.” ”

—New York Herald.
$1.35 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS ¥

romance which was never more real than now.
Ihe volume inc ]udt\. “Wings of the Morning,”

#A (,up of Tea,” *Closed Doors,” “The Water-
Hole,” *“Le Panache,” and “The Glory of ti=
Wild Green Earth.”

lilustrated.  $1.35 net

Five Tales
By John Galsworthy

“Galsworthy's poignant CIIB.TELI:ET‘.{‘\UO!\ lives
in ‘Five Tales,’ _and with it the artist’s deep feel-
ing and power.”"—New York Times.

“We have reason to be thankful for ‘Five

Tales’ in that they bring the G'{fa\\orlhtan tra-

dition to a more definite stage,
$1.50 net

—New York Sun.

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




By John Galsworthy
Another Sheaf

This is another volume of Mr. Galsworthy’s charming and characteristic essays and
studies. It has a particularly rimely interest in that it is so largely concerned with questions,
material and artistic, of reconstruction; and it has a more special interest for Amenicans in
many of its studies, which deal with American standards, intellectual and pracucal.  Among
the titles are: “American and Briton,” “The Drama in England and America,” *“ Impressions
of France,” “Balance Sheet of the Soldier-Workman,” “The Road,” etc.

B1.50 net

On Our Hill

By Josephine
Daskam Bacon

+ “Josephine Daskam Bacon
used to write cleverly about
children. Now she portrays
them with the wisdom of love.
The sketches entitled ‘On
Our Hill” are tenderly humor-
ous and delightful.”

— Boston Herald.

.”fru.rrrr.f,'rf. $2.00 net

The Valley of
Democracy

THE FEOPLE AND ACTIVITIES

OF THE MIDDLE WEST

JOHN GALSWORTHY
Author of ** Another Sheaf.””

Byways
in Southern

luscany
By

Katharine Hooker

“Almost like an echo from
the past comes this fascinat-
ing volume on the ‘Byways
in Southern Tuscany. . .
Charmingly illustrated with
sketches in black-and-white
and photographs in half-tone,
Miss Hooker's impressions
and descriptions of Southern
Tuscany makes a fascinating

appeal."—Buoston Transcript.

[llustrated.  $3.50 net

By Meredith Nicholson

“In one respect the most important book of
the yvear and a number of years. The one respect
is its purpose and its effect. A writer’s purpose
does not invariably coincide with the effect of his
work; here purpose and effect overlap; the two
are identical. The purpose is to help America to
understand the Americans, and the bock does
just that."—New York Sun.

“It is a book which could have been written
only by a Westerner; and it is a book for every
American, Westerner and Easterner, Northerner
and Southerner. to read, mark, ponder, and in-
wardly digest.”"—ProrFeEssor Branper MaTrHEWS
in the New York Times.

Ilustrated., $2.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

In the
Wilds of South America
By Leo E. Miller

“This notable work, which is a model of what
a good book of travels should be, represents six
years of exploration in the noithern half of South
America, especially in Coloml 1a, Venez ela, and
Bolivia—regions as remote s Mars to most
stay-at-home travellers. It gives to us the sweep
of great rivers, the splash of waterfalls, the mys-
tery of hot labyrinthine jungles, the wonder of
brilliant birds, and hitherto unknown races of
animals and men.”"—=Bookman.

Hlustrated.  $4.50 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




A Book for Garden Lovers and Garden Owners

Garden Ornament
By Gertrude Jekyll

This volume has been carefully designed to meet the increasing demand for a practical and compre-

hensive book entirely devoted to the right use of garden ornament.

Miss Jekyll, whose reputation in

sarden design is world-wide, depicts and deseribes herein, in an authoritative and exhaustive manner, the
right use of water in the garden, the happy employment of steps and gateways, the skilful placing of gar-
den houses, sun-dials, and seats, the definite value and proper construction of pergolas, the use of climb-
ing plants, the wanton growth and misuse of ivy and other creepers, and other equally important topics.

Examples are furnished from the finest gardens in England of beautiful balustrading, graceful gates,
statuary, leadwork, dovecotes, parterres, hedges and borders, etc.

Folio, ewith over 600 beautiful full-page and text tllustrations.

$28.00 net

“The Day’s Burden”

STUDIES, LITERARY AND POLITICAL, AND MIS-

CELLANEODOUS ESSAYS

By Thomas M. Kertle

Author of “The Ways of War"

A new and revised edition of the essavs and papers of the
late Licutenant Kettle, the brilliant young member of the
Nationalist Parbamentary Party who was killed at the {front

“0ne of the most brilliant figures both in the Young
Ireland and Young Europe of his time,” he will need no
introduction to those who read **The Wavs of War,” which
Shane Leshie rightly cal a book not only of patrictism

but of international idealism,” and "a passionate human
document—the ‘apologia pro vita sua’' of a soldier who died
for fre " %The Day's Burden™ 15 a collection of
Kettle vs, including t of those which made his
brilliant reputation, and covers a wide field.

$2.00 net

The Soul of Denmark

By Shaw Desmond

Full of sympathetic insight and with a strong sense of
humor, the author depicts the Danish attitude toward life
and shows its manifestations in literature, art, religion,
., business, agriculture, and society. He gives
e, though critical, account of the good-natured,
pleasure-loving, cultivated, and skepticaily tolerant Danish
natian 8ro,  #3.00 net

here

Prime Ministers and
Some Others
A BOOK OF REMINISCENCES

Bythe Right Hon.George W.E. Russell

-

Author of * Portraits of the "Seventies’

Mr. Russell here gives reminiscences and impressions (some
of them thase of his b days) of no less than en prime
ministers, from Lord Palmerston and his relative, Lord
Russell, onward to Mr. Henry Camphell-Bannerman. He
devotes successive sections of his book to religion and the
church, to politics; and to various aspects of the education
question.  Mr. Russell writes from a richly stored mind and
with great charm of style

#4.00 net

The Life and Letters
of the
Rev. Stopford A. Brooke

By Principal Lawrence Pearsall Jacks
Editor of The Hibbert Journal

The picture of a unigue personality who playved a notable
part in the religious, literary, and artistic life of the Vie-
torian and post-Victorian periods. He is widely known as a
brilliant preacher and as the author of a memorable life of
the famous F. W. Robertsan, of Brighton, and many im-
portant books on literature, art, and religion.

$5.00 net

The English Home

A REVIEW OF ARCHITECTURE, DECORATION, AND GARDEN DESIGN, FRGM CHARLES I TO GEORGE 1V

By J. Alfred Gotch

Of
a:d measured drawing
concerned with the buildi

as a historical study and especially valeable on
by modern draftsmen of complete details
ng, decaration, and furnishing of fine homes.

count of its numerous illustrations
-xterior and interior, to all who are

Large 8vo, wun over 500 illustrations from photosraphs, drawings, sketches, and rare engravings. $12.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
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MAGAZINE NOTES

KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN is the
creator of ‘“Rebecca of Sunnybrook
Farm,” author of stories, poems, plays,
one of the most delightful disseminators
of optimism in American®literature.

WILLIAM HERVEY WOODS is a
Virg/nia clergyman whose poems have
pften appeared in the Magazine.

HENRY VAN DYKE is already known
to every one, it may be said, who reads
American literature.

EDITH WHARTON, who has been
working for the destitute in France, is the
author of many of our most readable
short stories and of famous novels—
“The House of Mirth" and others.

A. BARTON HEPBURN is a well-
known New York banker and author of
“A History of Currency in the United
States,” etc.

CAPTAIN M. Z. GERASCHINEV-
SKY, of the Russian army, whose re-
markable collection of photographs of the
Czar's family appear in this number,
brought them out of Russia at the risk of
his life.

BARRETT WENDELL is emeritus
professor of English literature at Harvard
University and is the author of many
important volumes of criticism and liter-
ary history.

FREDERICK W. ROE is the as-
sistant dean of the University of Wis-
consin. He writes with full knowledge
of both past and present college tenden-
cies. His attitude toward intercollegiate
athletics will be discussed.

MARY CADWALADER JONES is a
long-time resident of New York, active
in philanthropic and literary affairs,

JOHN H. FINLEY is Commissioner
of Education, State of New York, and a
prominent officer in the Red Cross. He
only recently returned from Palestine,
and is now on his way back to complete
his work, .

TEMPLE BAILEY Miss  Irene
Temple Bailey, a writer of short stories.

is

HARRIET WELLES is the wife of
Admiral Roger Welles, U. S. N.

GEORGIANA GODDARD KING is
a new name in the Magazine.

DOCTOR ALLAN McLANE HAM-
ILTON is a specialist in nervous diseases
and author of “The Intimate Life of
Alexander Hamilton,” his grandfather.

CARROLL K. MICHENER is a Min-
neapolis newspaper man,

ELIZABETH W. BLACK has been
over as a nurse in a French hospital. A
book of her experiences will be published
shortly.

LIEUTENANT HAROLD HERSEY
has been with the army as a specialist in
the work about which he writes.

DANFORD BARNEY is a YVale man,
known among the younger poets, who
wrote from one of the base hospitals in
France.

JULIA M. SLOANE is an FEastern
woman who now lives on the California
coast.

The Point of View—"How Does It
‘Feel” to Fly?"—was written by PAUL
J. HAAREN, an ensign in the U. S. N.
R. F. and an instructor in aviation at the
Bay Shore Air Station on Long Island.



Country Life

Goes back to a peace basis with the February issue, and the
editors announce a series of color manuals that will be guides
to good taste in everything that pertains to the country home.

In February, Interior Decoration

A color manual that will be devoted largely to *“* After the War® problems, giv-
ing in detail a comprehensive plan for nation wide reconstruction of our useful Arts.

In March. Gardens

The Garden Manual of Country LiFE is an institution. This year it will be of
more than usual value, having as contributors some of the best known writers, among
them Walter Pritchard Eaton, Louise B. Wilder and Francis Rolt-Wheeler. Hun-
dreds of illustrations and eight full pages in color.

In April, Building

The ban on building has been lifted. This will be the first building Manual
of CountTry LIFE in two years. All that is best in architecture, and all that is new
in equipment, well illustrated, with superb color plates.

In May. Summer Furnishings

This is the season of the year when you are thinking of refurnishing the summer
home. You will find the Summer Furnishing’s Manual a practical guide. Hun-
dreds of fine half-tone illustrations and at least eight full pages in color. This is
only a brief glimpse at the color manuals in the forthcoming issues.

Each succeeding number will have a manual on a subject relating to the Coun-
try home, illustrated with not less than eight pages of color and hundreds of half-
tone plates. Each number of Counrtry LiFE covers more than fifty subjects and vou
will find a subscription to be an investment that returns big dividends.

Two Dollar Value for One Dollar

These four issues will cost you $2.00 on the newsstands, but
to place Country Li¥E in the homes of discriminating read-
ers, we offer to send these four issues on receipt of the coupon
and One Dollar, or if it 1s more convenient, send the coupon
without remittance and we will bill you.

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, PUBLISHERS,
GARDEN CITY, N. Y.
Gentlemen:
Enter my subseription for four issuer of COUNTRY LIFE beginning with February.
I enclose $1.00 — special price. =
Name

Seribner's 2-19 Address




N ew } ork C:ry and Vi icinity

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
So42 J'mh Avelue, '\ru York City. ©

rlvantages in art,
i Led Cross
ulv.nlt_ul studies mest-
. Chisman,

1l ctic e
iy preseat m:lllulu.ls lie!cu \I coville, Hu

GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
1r Fast sese Street, New York City, A thorough scheol with delightful
home life,  Fire) ing completely equipped for resident and day
pupils.  Cpe ¥ « College Preparatory.  Academic Secretarial
and Elective Courses, Drama, Riding, Tennis, Rhythmic Dancing.
trse year. Mizss Eltinge and Mizs M asland, Principals.

THE KNOX SCHoOOL

Formerly at Briarclifi Mapor. Country School for Girls. 40 min-
utes from New Vork City.
Mrs. Russell Houghton, Principal,
Box 3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York.

Miss C. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHoOOL
FOR GIR
Only 40 unmllc‘. New York City., Upper School for girls 13 to 253
Lower School for girls 7 to 13, All departments, including voentional,
Cerntificate admits to leading coliq,cs For clrculir address Miss O, E.
Masan, LL.M., Lock Box j7o7, "The Castle,” Tarrytown-on-Hudson,
New York.

N;’w.York-Smte

INFANTRY
CAVALRY

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. Y.
CADET BAND
(Special Rates to Good Musicians)
For catalogue write to the Adjutant

THE LARGEST MILITARY PREPARATORY SCHOOL IN THE EAST

MODERATE EXPENSES
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS

CASCADILLA
Thorough preparation for college or business life. Carefully chosen
and experienced faculty. Small Classes. Gymnasium, athletic
field, recreation building on Lake Cayuga. Congenial and demo-
cratic atmosphere. Enrollment limited to 125, Catalogue on
request. A. M. Drummond, A.M., Prin., Box 110, Ithaca, N. Y.

RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE
Founded by Mrs. Russell Sage in connection with Emma Willard
School. A School of Practical Arfs. Secretarial Work, Houzehold
Economics, and Industrial Arts. B A and B.S. Daegrees. Address
Secretary, Russell Sage College, Troy, N. Y.

MOUNT PLEASANT SCHOOLS
For over one hundred years a refined school home for boys of
all ages. Practical military training with field work. College and
business preparation. Physical training and athletic sports. Ad-
dress  Charles Frederick Brusie, P, 0. Box so8, Ossining-on-
the Hudson, New York.

OSSINING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

On Hudson, near New York. soth year. Academic and economic
courses.  Separate school for very young girls. For brochure
address Box 1035, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y.

Clara C. Fuller, Principal, Martha J. Naramore, Assoc. Principal.

MDHEGAN LAKE SCHoOOL

{Miiitary.} Thorough | aration for College, Technical School or Busi-
ness, with cenificate pes.  Average number of pupils 1o a class, &,
Healthiul location on Mol | Lake. Physical Culture and Athletics under
competent director. A, M., Principal, Box 61,

Lake, Westchester County

Moliegzan

IRVING SCHOOL FOR BoYs

25 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic ** Trving * country
year. o7 vears under present Head Master. New site and buildin .
Prepares for all collegres and technical schools.  Individual instruction.
Athletic field. ¢ nming Pool, Gymnasium.,  J. M. Furman, A.M., Head
Master, Box go3, Tarrytown.on-Hudson, New York.

Virginia

Tlinois

RANDOLPH-MACON ACADEMY (MILITARY)
A Branca oF tag Ranporee-Macon Svstew. In the Valley of
Virginia. Equipment cost $1c0,000. Prepares for College or
Scientific Schools. Military training. Gymnasium and Athletics.
€325 27th session opened September 17th.  Address
Caas. L. Mevton, A M., Principal, Box 408, Front Royal, Va.

Tennessee

WARD-BELMONT
For Girls and Young Women offers a six-year course of study em-
bracing two years of college. It meets the exacting demands of a
most discriminating patronage.  Reservations for 1918-1919 now
being made. Write for literature and information.
Box K, Nashville, Tennessee.

MONTICELLO SEMINARY

Junior College for Young Women and Academy for Girls. His-
toric school of the Mississippi Valley. Eighty-second vear beégins
September 18, 1919. Buildings worth more than $500,000, with
Swimming Pool, Roof Garden, Sun Parlor and Conservatory.
Sixty-acre Campus, two Athletic instruetors. Preparatory and
college courses standard and accredited.
For Catalogue address Harriet Rice Congdon, Principal,
Monticello Seminary, Godfrey, Illinois.



Private Schools
M assachusetts

A School
For Girls
23 Miles
from Boston

Ranked among the best preparatory schools
for girls who do not desire a college course

Abbot Academy

ANDOVER, MASS.
Founded 1828
by the leading colleges for women.
i’.xperi:nced teachers,
MISS BERTHA BAILEY, Principal.

Thoro College
Preparation

General Course

Household Science

Strong general course offering advanced work

Thoro equipment.  Long record of successful work.

THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877, opposite Smith College
Campus, Northampton, Massachusetts.
Miss Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress,

MISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRL$ =
For many years known as * The Burnham School.
43rd year opens September, 1919.
Correspondence should be addressed to
Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass.

MiSS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal,
4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass.

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN

116th year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal,
Miss Marion Coats, A.M., Bradford, Massachusetts,

SEA PINES SCHOOL OF PERSONALITY

Rev, Thomas Bickford, A.M., Founder. Distinctly devoted to
life, Climate favorable for out.
y feet of seashore. Gymnastics,
e Preparatory Course. Address
water, Massachusetts.

For Girls.
loping personality, Exceptional
SPOTLS. 100 acres; pine groves
ic, Domestic Arts, Secretanal and
aith Bickford, Principal, Box G,

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Only small, separate college for women in Massachusetts. 4-year
course. A.B.degree. Also z-year diploma course without degree.
Faculty of men and women. 20 buildings. 1oocacres. Endowment.
Catalog. Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D., LL.D., President, Norton,
Massachusetts. (30 miles from Hoston.)

Pennsylvania

Ogontz School |

Founded 1850

A school for girls eccupying an estate on the summit
of Rydal Hills, 25 minutes from Phila. [llustrated
booklet describing new building will be mailed on
_request.

MISS ABBY A. SUTHERLAND, Principal
Meontgomery County, Pa.

THE SHIPLEY SCHOOL
Freparatory to Bryn Mawr College,
mue t m c site Hryn Ma
Academic
circular, 5
Box [, Bryn Mawr, Pennsyly

llege. Col Freparatory and

Well-equipped gymnasivm.  For

pals, Alice G. Howlaud, Eleanor . Hrownell,
in.

MISS MARSHALL'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Charming location, 20 minutes from Philadelphia. College
wy and general courses.  Music, Art, Domestic
Outdoor athletics. Campus, 4 acres. Catalog.

Miss E. 5. Marshall, Oak Lane, Philadelphia.

. THE ELY SCHoOL

WORCESTER ACADEMY
85 years given to the care and training of boys. Accommodates
200 boys. Faculty of 20 trained, apggressive teachers. Rates
$550-8950.  Alumni all over the world. Catalog.
Samuel F. Holmes, M.A., Principal, Worcester, Mass.

C_om; ecticiit
WYKEHAM RISE
Country School for Girls, Fanny E. Davies, L.L.A., Principal,

Box Washington, Connecticut. Boston representative,
Mabel E. Bowman, A.B., Vice-Principal, Cohasset, Mass.

RUMSEY HALL

A school for boys under 15. L. R. Sanford, Principal, Louis H.
Schutte, M.A., Headmaster, Cornwall, Connecticut.

In the country. One hour from New Vork. Upper School—Girls
from fifteen to twenty. Junior School—Girls from ten to fifteen.
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut.

THE GATEWAY
A School for Girls. Three buildings. Athletic field. Horseback
riding. Domestic Arts. College preparatory, general and special
courze: which include stenography and tyvpewriting. Miss Alice
E. Reynolds, Principal, St. Ronan Terrace, New Haven, Conn.

New Jersey

MiSs BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A country school, 13 miles from New York. College preparatory,
special courses.  Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Science. Super-
vised physical work in gymnasium and field. Catalog on request.
Address Miss Ludie C. Beard, Orange, New Jersey,

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL
A Countrv School for Girls, Elizabeth Forrest Jobnson, AB.,
Head of School. Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania.

PEDDIE

A School for Boys., Liberally endowed. Graduates’ prepared for all col-
leges. Public speaking and music. 60 acre campus, swimming pool, dia-
mond, gridiron, gymnasium. Lower school for boys from 11 to 14 years,
s3rd year. ¢ miles from Princeton. Write for booklets and catalog,

Roger W, Swetland, LL.D., Headmaster, Box 2.C, Hightstown, N. J.

-~ Camps and Summer Schools

CULVER SUMMER SCHOOLS
Offer a never-to-be-forgotten vacation at a boys’ paradise. 4o00-
acre campus; lake. Nawval, Cavalry and Woodcraft Schools.
Write {or whichever catalor interests you most. Address Head-
quarters, C. 5. 8., Culver, Indiana (on Lake Mazinkuckee).

SARGENT CAMPS FOR GIRLS
PETERBORD, NEW HAMPSHIRE.

Dr. D. A, Sargent, President. For illustrated catalog, address
The Secretary, Cambridge, Mass.

WynonNA CAMP FOR GIRLS

Vr.

or its horseback riding, golf and equipment. Tn pine
grove on shore of fascinating mountain lake. Spring water.
Shower baths. Electric lights. For illustrated booklet address
the Director, 282 Summer 5t,, Fitchburg, Mass.

20

THE BEST MAGAZINE
for school advertising is the one which has weight and influence
in the homes where the advantages of the Private School are rec-
ognized, appreciated, and acted upon. Such a medium builds up
:: _|lusl1tutmn by supplying it with students who will be a credit
1.



Private Schools

Washington, D. C.

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY FOR
YOUNG WOMEN
In finest residential section of National Capital.
for High School graduates, general and special courses.
Science. Outdoor sports.  Edward W. Thoempson,
1601 Conn. Ave., Washington, D. C.

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY

For the higher education of young women.

Two vears' course
Diamestic
Principal,

Extensi

wrses of twi years’

collegiate work above high school. Home Ecoo « Floriculture s
aud Crafts, Music, Painting, Dramatic Art, systems study uf the National
Capital. Tllustrated book on request to Registrar
Jax Ament, A M., Ph.D,, LL.Dn, President
Box 1oz, E-c\rr_-_-‘ hh:n. Md., Washington (Suburbs), 1, C.
SAINT ALBANS
The Naronal Ca al School for Boys, 3 miles from the Whi

College preparat: Outdoor and fudeor sports.  One re
every four boarding pupils. Bishop of Washington, Presil
of Trustees, Write for descriptive catalog and view boo

W, {[ Church, Headmaster, W :ahm;_:- T & FS Y

W isconsin

ST. JOHN'S MILITARY ACADEMY
Applications are being received for 1910-1920.  Address: Doctor
ST, Smythe, President, St. John's Military Academy, Box 20-B,
Delafield, Wisconsin

Music and Dramatic Arts

.

American Academy of
Dramatic Arts
Founded in 1884
FRANKLIN H. SARGENT, President
The leading institution for Dramatic and
Expressional Training in America. Con-
nected with Charles Frohman's Empire

Theatre and Companics.
For information apply to
SECRETARY. 150 Carnegie Hall, New York, N. Y.

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART

of the City of New York. Frank Damrosch, Director, 120 Clare-
mont Avenue, Examinations for admission now in PrOgress.

C orrespaﬁdence Schools
HomE Stupy

(27th Year)
PREPARE FOR THE NEW ERA through corre-
spondence coursesinEconomics,Sociology,Education,
Religion, English, Modern Languages, Mathematics,
Zoology and other subjects. Address:

The AUniversity of Chicano

Division 11, Chicago, IIl.

Teachers’ Agency
The Pratt Teachers’ Agency

70 Fifth Avenue, New York
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all

parts of the country,
Advises parents about schools, Wm. O. Pratt, Mgr.

o

“At Last—a Real Job

| R4

and Real Money!

‘“And if only I'd started earlier, I could have
had them five years ago. [ didn’t realize at first
what spare time study would do for a man. Taking
up that I. C. S. course marked the real beginning
of my success. In three months I received my
first promotion. But I kept right on studying
and I've been climbing ever since.”

Every mail brings letters from some of the two million
students of the International Correspondence Schools telling
of ad nents and i d salaries won through spare
time study. How much longer are you going to wait before
taking the step that is bound to bring you more money?
Isn't it better to start now than to wait five years and then
realize what the delay has cost you?

One hour after supper sach night spent with the . C. 8.
in the quiet of your own home will prepare you for the
position you want in the work yvou like best.

.Ye!' it will! Put it up to us to prove it. Without cost,
without obligation, just mark and mail this coupon.

—— — — — ——TTAR OUT HEAEL e e e s e

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

ol =i %?‘434? SCRANTON, PA.
E:Pan.wtou obligating me, how I alify for ih i
or In the subject, Wa?:wlﬁch! mar?( X[‘m A S inn:

ELE(TRICAL ENGINEER ISALESMANSHIP
Electric L‘;‘iﬂhtinwsnﬂﬂlliwnyo JADVERTISING
 Window Trimmer

Electric
Telegraph Enginzer Show Card Writer
Sign Painter

Telephone Work
MECHANICAL ENGINEER Qﬂallrnad Trainman
Mechanical Draftsman LJILLUSTRATING
Machine Shop Practice .
Toolmaker

Gas Engine Operating

CIVIL ENGINEEMN

Surveying and Mapping
MINE FOREMAN Ol ENGINEFR
BTATIONANY ENGINEER
Marine Engineer

Ship Draftsman
ARCHITECT

Contractor and Buiider
Architectural Draftsman
Concrete Bnilder

Structural En

PLUMRING .tNIJ lIl!.lTIMi
Sheet Metal Worker

Textile Overseer or Supt,
CHEMIST

Caﬂoontnz
BOOKKEEPER
Sltnowﬂpher and Typist
Cert. Pu Accountant
IRAFFIC MANAGER
Railway Accountant
Comme rcial Law
GOOD ENGLISH
Teacher

Commun School Subjects

Mathematics

CIVIL SERVICE

Railway Mail Clerk

AUTOMORILE OPERATING

luw Nepalring

avigstion ] Spantsh

] Freneh
[ Hallan

.\HIl o l.TlllIl
[ Poultry Ralilng

Name.
Present
Occupation

Street
and No

che o State,




HAPPY
MESSENGER

BACK AGAIN and in pre-war plenty.
You can now buy the Sampler the conti-
nent over at Whitman agencies— usually
drug stores of the better class.

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc., Philadelphia, U. S. A.
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CALENDAR of
| CURRENT ART
EXHIBITIONS

Arden Studios, 599 Fifth Avenue’

Exhibinion of Lithographs by Stemlen
| and Forain—January 14 w 28 Ex-

hibition of War Ship-Building Paint-

ings by John C., Johansen—February
| 5to 26.

Babcock Galleries, 19 East 47ih
Street . Exhibition of Taos Society

Paintings of the Southwest—Decem-

ortraits in Dil

Made from Photographs

J. R. BREMNER CO.
685 Madison Avenue
NEW YORK

ber 30 1o January 28,

Il
Amierican Fine Arts' Society, 215
West 57th Street : Annual Display of
Allied Artists of America—January
Il 15 1o Febroary 11, followed by the
Annual Show of the Mew Yeork
Architectural League.

|| Ferargil Gallery, 23 East 4%th Streer :

|| Exhibition of Ouls by John F. Fallins-

-'| bee—during January; Exhibition of

|| Paintings by Edward L. Redfield—
during February.

Falsom Gallery, 560 Fifth Avenue
|| Exhibinion of Paintings by American

[HOWARD

STVDIOS

FRANCIS HOWARD PRES
TW47TH ST
NEW YORK.USA

PIIONE BAYANT 4

GARDEN FVRNITVRE
MEMORIALS

BRONZL. MARBLE

i
Gl
iy

G

GORHAM
GALLERIES

Sculpture

THE GORHAM COMPANY
Fifih Avenue at Thirty-Sixth Sireet
New York City

If Galleries planning exhibitions
of particular interest will notfy
The Fifth Avenue Section
of SCRIBNER'SMAGAZINE,
507 Fifth Avenue, New York, they
will be included in the current
calendar. Forms close January
twenty-seventh for March issue

| Avriists, including examples of the late
Henry G. Dearth,

! Milch Galleries, 108 West 57th
|| Street : Exhibition of War Pictures,
Pamtings, and Sketches Made at the
Front by L. J. WoalfF—Januvary 27
to February 10 ; Exhibition of Paint-
|| ings by Mary Pondiville in the
‘ Lower Gallery—January |3 1o 28,

|'| Mational Arts Club, 119 East 19th
Street:  Annual Exhibiion of the
American Water-Color  Society—
February 6 1o 28,

Henry Reinhardt and Son, 565 Fifih
Avenue :  Exhibition of Pecent
Pantings in Water-Color by VWilliam
J, Beauley—February 1510 March |

|| Metropolitan Museum, Central Park
Exhibition of Work by Manufactur-
ers and Designers brought together
to Show Museum Influence, in Gal.
lery ], 8 and 9—January 13 to Feb-
(| roary 16.

Art Alliance of America, 10 East47th
Street - Exhibition of Hand: Deco-
rated Texules—January 16 to- 30,

|| Macbeth Gallery, 450 Fifth Avenue
Exhibition of Paintings by J. H
Troutman—untl January 29.

The MNew York Public Library, Fifth
Avenue and 42d Sireet: Exhibition
of Master Ornamentalists — during
| Janvary, February, and March,
Room 316; The War Zone in
| Graphic Art, Room 321 . Eshibition
of the Making of Prints, Room 318

—during January

| (Continted on pape 24)

12 East 40th Street |
New Y ork

Photographs
Recreated

AVE YOU a

prized photo-
graph of your boy
who fought on the |
other side—a photo-
graph perhaps dim
and indistinet but
the last thing he semt?

ing the quality that you
prize but enhancing its value. Surprising resulis
achieved from small photographs faded and dim.

< Daguerreotypes and paintings restored with all
the original charm intact.

Hewd ws o pliotopyve ph, oo Tet ws give gou o énfimiete

| BRADLEY STUDIOS
435 Fifth Avenue, New York

|
|
Let usrecreate it—keep-
|
|

SCRIBNER’S

FIFTH AVENUE at 48ta ST.

FIRST EDITIONS
of All Famous Books

Rare ¢z Choice Editions
for the Collector

Books with Coloured |
Plates on Sporting
Subjects, Views,
¢ Natural History ‘
|

Finely Bound Books

L

23



SCRIBNER"S

F:_ftb Avenue Section [l
B

)

% a&hnch (Balleries
gz Dealers in “Old Masters"” Exclusively 2

707 FIFTH AVENUE at ssth Sereer, NEW YORK %

Painting H
by Arthur Davis
(x7a1-1787)

Size of Canvas 40357 % 30%7

| The paintings
o sold byus are
exchangeable at
any time ac full
purchase price.
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CALENDAR of
CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS

{Continned from page 337)

Knoedler Galleries, 556 Fifth Avenue: Official Exhibition of Persian Art
from the Panama-Pacific International Exposition—until January 29,

Durand-Ruel, 12 East 57th Street:

Canals—unul January 22’
Frank Partridge, 741 Fifth Avenue - Exhibition of Chinese Porcelain and
Carved Jades—during February.

Yamanaka Galleries, 680 Fifth Avenue : Exhibition of Art Objects from
Japan—during February.

Exhibition of Paintings: by Ricarde

Gorham Galleries, Fifth Avenue and 36th Street . Exhibition of American
Seulpture

Dawson Galleries, 9 East 56th Streer : Exhibition of Tapestries,
Sannover Galleries, 27 West 56th Street - Exhibition of Old Masters.
Gewz Galleries. 14 East 45th Sireer: Exhibition of Celadons.
Ehrich Galleries, 707 Fifth Avenue - Exhibition of Old Masters.

Warwick House : Exhibition of Antique French Furniture and Objets
d'Art of the Louis XV and Louis XV Periods

|

|

Satinover Galleries

27 West 56th Street
New York

Selected
Old Masters

Objects
of Art

Hsestrared Booklet
on request

American Paintings

HETHER it be in the
selection of an important
Wyant or Inness for the collec-
tor's gallery or a fine little picture
for the home, our experience of
twenty-six years is at your service.

Our " Art Notes " will be found sug.
gestive— it will be mailed on request

WILLIAM MACBETH

Incorporated

450 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

—_—

?Ji:’hw ard &!5. *-(5,@%2

I 14 Last 45th Street, New Uork

Antique
Chinese Works ||
£ At

Porcelains
ﬁolln’ir’ | |
Bronmes | ]
Joden

Lrpstals

T T A AR
L SRR ]

Exhibition Gallery of the

Scribner Bookstore
597 Fifth Avenue, New York

Original Photographs
Drawings, Paintings
Made for Purposes of Book
or Magazine Illustration
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CRICHTON BROS.

of London

GOLDSMITHS and
SILVERSMITHS

lll New ank 838 FI!lh Avenuo

!\f APPOINTMENT
T0 THEIR MAJESTIES
THE WING AND QUEEN

S
ln London : zz. Old Bond Streot

LD ENGLISH SILVER TEA and

COFFEE SERVICES and other pieces

from important English collections are
constantly being acquired by our London
House and forwarded to our New York and
Chicago Galleries where they are sold at Lon-
don prices, being free of duty. The House
makes hand-wrought London-made REPRO-
DUCTIONS of famous models.

0 e

1

The MILCH
H GALLERIES

|
|
[
| Dealers in

[ We recommend especially the pic-
tures of contemporary artists whose
reputations have been established
by the high merit of their work

NOW ON EXHIBITION: War Paint-
ings made at the front by 5. S, Woolf

|

|

| Our new booklet with the galleries' lac
est news just published, sent on request

| 108 West 57th qtrut

ext to Lotos Club)

R
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AMERICAN PAINTINGS

NEW YORK | |

Frank Partndge

741 Fifth Ave., New York

26 King St.. St. James's—London

Old English Furniture

of all periods

Chinese Porcelains, Chinese
Jades, Works ofArt

SCRIBNER'S

Fifrh Avenue Section

Reg, U, 8
Patent Of.

B ] N

MWarmick ’:'igmam Liax. =
45 East STHJ Sireet, New York :

annpinees an exhibilion of rare

Auntigue French
»

Furniture
aud =

Objets b Art =
beld

in canjunciion with

Messrs.
ﬁ‘\_!mmm & Co. =

_|ﬁl'"r|l
h m 4 ooy
tw@’

= Frome ife Di

of Loumdion

DAWSON

9 East 56th Street

(Bet. 5th and Madison Aves,)

NEW YORK

OLD ENGLISH AND FRENCH FURNITURE
OLD ITALIAN FURNITURE AND TEXTILES
TAPESTRIES s WORKS OF ART
ANTIQUITIES s« INTERIOR. DECORATION

T S 4
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EMIL FEFFERCORN
126 and 125 East 28th Street

NEW Y DRK CITY

Antique Furniture

of all descriptions
Also Correct Reproductions
TAPESTRIES
NEEDLE WORK
PAINTING
INTERIOR DECORATIONS
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SCRIBNER'’S

Fifth Avenue Section [

| e

’ Digpified Interiors —
— atthe Dampton Shops

HIC serene dignity which is characteristic

| of so much of the work of the seven-
| teenth century English craftsmen seems to
| give to it the savor of masculinity which pecu-

| '] liarly adapts it to the Man’s Room of today.
At the Hampton :‘;]w:p\_ then, may be found
not only the more feminine and graceful
efforts of the later French Master-workers
which fall into their place in my Lady's
Boud but Furniture ftted more espe-
cially for the oaken paneled Library—the
William and Mary Knee-hole Desk with its
propriate furnishings, the sturdy Table of
sky oak with its molded apron and shaped
brackets or the comfortable Writing Chair

with its lofty back of woven cane-work and

its scrolled head
port are the sympathetic su
H:

lightsome picture of each corner of your room.

DampeonShops

18 Gast somserect
facing St Patricks Cathedial ||
[2EW VOIR f

1pton decorato |\‘.'.‘1r\|:‘

Decorarion Hariguities Furniture




SCRIBNER'’S

. Fifth Avenue Section

REPRODUCTIONS IN FURNITURE, CHINA and GLASS

To purchase any article shown, send check to Miss Walton, of SCRIBNER'S
—— MAGAZINE, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York. IF desired, addresses of shops

/ e where articles may be seen will be sent,

&0 On_a luncheon table this de
. S IC-:,-? (:D a charming note of interest.

rlassware would give
stehed in wreath

f | - design with rose-enamel decoration, with coin-gold band and
= \E‘J e line. Luncheon goblet 1% 5 cocktail glasses
: | 1 $18.40; sherbet glasses, $18 i one wants p
= 3¢ hibition) or high-ball glass finger-bowls,

plates, #22.

This excellent re pnuinl- .
tion of a King Charles Slowly
chair is of special interest, kel
A chair of this type g

it surely the shipments are
is one of Lthe first to arrives

y—ever so slowly
in ol ching. This open s
i o charming one it is n r | work with a terr
d and a ce L“uilliw % design of l.|ll|n work; decoration on Wedge
orative value, Excellent wood ware—a new treastment, The 11-~i|.,(| is nore prm]utrmll
used i a hall or living- ”E “”I,. Po decotation. Salud-bowl, 210; 1: 11
ron. I‘L gl\]_i_] finished 1 WAy onn bowl with Luil- &6

onk, §63, [’r111~ of other pieces, of which there 15 a larg
quest.

Spanish in uru:ln the odd desk below
—or chest, whether it
is op eful repro-
duction of an old pi Closed, it
could take its place in the most formal
room. The doors open to disclose
compartments and fitted drawers with
panel decoration and a sliding desk-
bed; of walnut in polychrome decora-
tion, £112. Straght-backed

with similar decoration, $18.75.

Iy new in -|r~.i;_‘r| is this Minton
: ricolored -|J||I!L
fluwers in highly cold ore -| EnaTIE |-. with Em-
pire hasket e unlr.
:i:lri-. "

—an open stod

Can't You picture this mirror with

od just wbove n low-boy, or

able to form 4 charming dress

ing-ta H i a eol il bedroom ?  Of ma-
b gany, 16 x 28 inches, $25,
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Service Plates— $35.00 1o $600 per dozen

" ‘ FTHETHER you are planning to

open your winter home in the South
or are going to take part in this season’s
social activities at home, yvou will be in-
terested in the exceptionally fine china
'|\'|I1(_']1 WwWe arc now f'ﬁ‘l'ri"_l:’_

] E F"'”\‘ 7 r"rpﬂ',',r m
L *1’ ik '

Designs of Minton, Doulton, Copeland,
Roval Worcester, Limoge and Lenox
China, in a variety of patterns, are now
ready for your inspection. Finely etched
and cut Crystal will also be found. One
whole floor is devoted to China and an-
other to Crystal.

312-314 Fifth Avenue, New York,N.Y.
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| OSAKA PEKING

bestiiond B ORIENTAL SILKS |

FOR

thal anlice / hale ® o SOUTEFE.,WEAR

7 l - Gowns
/A( I( AN S VO-/‘ 4 “'& Separate Skirts
i Sport Skirts
o1 CS) N'(/Z 1":; P Suits

Cpn /ﬁ _/j[ ;)(,/ » i\.» Do not fail to visit the Silk Galleries of ;
roracyg < tocefos Sl YAMANAKA & Co. |

680 FIFTH A\ ENUE

Between 53d & sqth Streets
NEW YORK
| OSTON LONDON

/(df ﬂec«r’wf’a //m/)z C—})y'fJ

TAILLEURS ~ DAY WRAPS ~GOWNS
HATS ano NEW FASHIONS v
— SPRING FURS ~

WASHINGTON NEW YORK CINCINNATI
PHILADELPHIA PARIS DULUTH |
PALM BEACH SALONS — ROYAL POINCIANA GROUNDS
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THE BEST ATELIERS OF AMERICA OFFER
SARTORIAL -CONVOYS TO THE SOUTHLAND

Addresses of the houses where these costumes may be obtained will be sent on re-
guest. Address Miss Walton, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York

Cupyright by Decvoit Pit

Lifted restrictions against tourist travel, the let-
down in war economy, the return of the family
heroes from oversens, and the relaxation after the
Lension of war anxie all unite to swell the quota
of the present drive favor of Southern climates,
Just s the g 1 s of Florida and southern
California bave taken down their shutters and
flung apen their doors in fore-war splendor in strong
contrast to the reduced seale of war days, Southern
visttors are expressing their relief from self-imposed
sartorial restriction and are enjoying their well-
earned furloughs of relusation,

The joy of reaching the nine-
teenth hole would be increased or
the aviator’s flight might be
shorter if he kpew he would be
greeted by the refreshing coolness
of this trim white gabardine suit,

Grozgrain, gabardine, a French tasselled
girdle, und o wisp of srgandie allied in one
nchievement—the  frock  above, The
stralght, one-piece effuet is emphasized by
the side pockets and the buttoned-in skirt
al the feet. Tt forms one of those frocks

Held down by bindings of hlack ever ready for many « =1 its work-
gabardine, it achieves the much- 1E|m-.~.=r| Lypical
d responsible for it.

aight silbouette which
gives such j‘nrh criess,  Topped
off by the hat of white straw with
the white satin and silk fringe
held at each side by four black

The chic hil 15 of salin and feathers,

buttons, the costume is smart in Teo ereste an individual setting—n frome—Ffor each
its simplicity personality is the purpase of the house from which this
frock originated. The only Rue de la Paix Ium-- in

ot in New York hreathes
Blue linen, filet lace with
atin bows—a cluster of white
est tout, mais qu'y a-1-il a i
wirerde plug?

the atmosphere
mousseline-de-
grapes al the wos
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News Service from the

Fifth Avenue Shops

O Scribner readers interested in shopping through

the Fifth Avenue shops and galleries we recom-

mend the following literature. Write direct to
the houses issuing the literature or to Miss Walton,
The Fifth Avenue Section of Seribner's Magazine,
checking the subjects desired.

Objects of Art

Sculpture by American Artists; Gorkam Gatlleries,
at 36th Street.

New Editon of Art Notes: Hilliam Macheth Gallerier, 430 Fifth
Avenue.

Paintings by Old Masters,
West 56th Street

Paintings by Old Masters: Ehrich Galleries,

Latest News of the Art Galleries: Milch Ga
Street.

Old English Furniture, Needlework, and Tapestries: Dacvson, 9
East 360h Street.

Antique French Furniture: Warwick Houre, 45 East s7th Street.
Chinese Porcelains and Old English Furniture: Frank Partridge,
741 Fifth Avenue.
Antique Porcelains: Edward G. Getz, 14 Lm! 45th Street.
For the House
Furniture of Character: Hampton Shops,

Fifth Avenue
illustrated: Satinoser Galleries, 27

so7 Fifih A

108 Hes

s
57th

ries,

18 East soth Street.

Antique Furniture and Correct Reproductions: Emil Fefercorn,
7 Co., 126 Earst 28th Street.

0ld English Silver—The History of “Hall-Marks": Crickton
Bror., 636 Fifth Avenue.

Sévres, .\'linlon. Copeland China: Gilman Collamore 5 Co., Fifth

Avenue at 30th Streel.
Oriental and European Rugs: Kent-Costibyan Co., 485 Fifth Ave.
Ancient and Modern Rugs: Costikyan £ Co., 12 East 40th Street.
Danersk Decorative Furniture: (Booklet T2), Erskine-Danforth,
2 Wesnt 47th Street.
Gifts
The New Gift Book: Ovington's, 312 Fifth Avenue.

Specialties
Daguerreatypes or Faded Portraits Recreated: Bradley Studios,
435 J‘:_,rr!: Avenue.
Portraits in Oil Made from Phowgraphs;
685 Madison Avenue.
Memorials and Garden Ornaments:
47th Street.
Clothes
Clothes for the South: Gidding & Co., 568 Fifth Avenue.
Sports and Street Hats for Women: (Booklet 320), Youmans,
581 Fifth Avenue.
Women's Shoes: How to Fit the Narrow Foot: Shoecraft Shop,
27 West 38th Street.

1. R. Bremner Co.,

Howard Studivs, 7 West

Directions for Purchasing Any Article
O PURCHASE any article shown, send cheek or money order

payable to Charles Senbner’s Sons to cover cost of article
Give page on which article 15 shown
State how articles should be sent |:uru| post or ex

Send to Miss W TH azine, 597 fllllu \'.l'r.ur.
New York, Use n oelow if desired
MISS WALTON, Frera AVENUE SROPMING SERVICE

g | 'S MAGAZINE, s97 Fifth Avenue, N

1 en-

cost.

following artic
Sons to caver their
shops where the

ribner’

of the following

Article

Size (if garmer Shown on page
Nar

Street

City .. State

30

FOR HIS PERSONAL USE

A stout, good-looking case
is this to hold both pipe

and tobacco.  Pigskin
cuse with English pipe,
#7.50.

An admirable quality of
shirting silk is used in the
pajamas below.  Correct
in cut, of self-color stripes
with case to mateh, $15.

This distinetive French
linen-hosom  shirt  with
cuffs can be oblained in
blue, tan, or ox-blood,
#5.50. The scarl comes
in a range of colors, #3.
French  linen  hand

chief, $2.

m/aa/a “Wilitaire

Prestige WALTHAM MOVEMENT Aceuracy

A Lady's Watch with the Double Clinched Unbreakable Glass
The ** Khaki " Glass

Bezel patented Sept. 11, 1917

This is a watch of the type that stood the
test for the nurses and other women engaged in
the work of the war. It has the movement which
is known the world over for dependability. Its
case is built not only for good appearance but
to protect the small movement by the science
of the finest watch-case maker's art.

Seid by Fij wensee Dealevs and Leading fTewelers

Write for Bookict

JACQUES DEPOLLIER & SON

Mamfactirer 7 ties for

New York City

Est. 1877

Seerywiere,

15 Maiden Lane

DUBOIS WATCH CASE CO.
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AN ADDED LURE TO THE SOUTHLAND

Virginia Waltan will be glad to purchase any of these for you or tell you

where they can be seen.

Address her at SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 597

Fifth Avenue, New York City.

Therevivalof French tricorns
is o marked note of the new
millinery. This in white hemp
with pleated hutton rosettes
and inper facing of Freoch
blue is smart. With any color

facing desired, $18.

&

(Right) The mushroom panamas,
pure white with varicolored worsted
flowers and rajah band (in any de-
sired volor) is very becoming.  $16.

eep cream French val lace, French
vatiste, and the charm of being made
entirely by hand—to say nothing of
the becoming lines—are three im-
portant factors in this blousze. ®12.75.

When in my journeyings I.hmuf.{h the
shops 1 find & value Like this “slip-
over”  blouse (left), hand-drawn,
hand-made of French batiste at $6.95,
I feel rewarded for continuous
searches,  Apricot color (or orchid,
Copenhagen, or white) is this newest
of sport skirts of Fan-ta-si silk. This
gives the straight lines narrow over
the hips so much to be desired. The
soft coloring is in diamond effect. $25.
A similar model skirt is excellent in
silk poplin at #1475,

A

One of those seemingly so simple
frocks—and artless—is this of
drawn voile and real filet lace—
made by hand. Sheer and datoty,
it has great charm in any of the
three colors—soft yellow, tan, or
flesh, Filet encircles the skirt and
collar. A dress of the type diffi-
cult to find " ready-made.” #6050,
be soft beeoming hat is of Vie-
tory red Italian leghorn with Al-
satian bow of navy blue faille rih-
bon embroidered with chenille.

P e
Annual Stock'takmg Sale

ILyIN @%@RE

EG to announce that during January and
February they will make reductions of from

10 to 50 Per Cent.
on a great number of Dinner Sets, Plates,

Cups and Saucers, &c.  Also Glass in Sets,
odd dozens and Single Pieces.

Fifth Avenue and 30th Street
New York City

"II!.l'“fﬂl'l'ﬂlll:l[lLlIIILllJlFHl!I|I;l‘llﬂllllI]IEI]HIIlIlII1EL|I!IIIIH1!§H1II[J]IH] LTI
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Youmans Hats

for Southern Wear

Sailors
of Our Own Originaliry

Write for Booklet 32D

581 Fifth Avenue at 47th Street

* How c.uu 1 obtain & pleasing har-
mony of colorin my room in furniture
andl fabirics, and yet be able to select
the particularsize, style, and number
of piecesthat I need »**
Unly in Danersk Furnitire can this
queshion be answered quickly, -ade-
quately and in exquisite, wood |le<.
We have the pie

D ANERSK.
DECORATIVE
FURNITURE

out ohilk

Send pl

entire b
Send Sor
Catalogy

Complete
pobeme o eabibiton at

wetn In r:.mmuw,

ERSKINE-DANFORTH CORPORATION

2 West 47th St., New York First dooy west of Fyth Avenne, gth flooy

sl

¢ % New York
Narrow Foot
Widths ARAR AAL,
Aliibs AL AL AR

A SPRING
COLONIAL —

“TRIOMPHE ""—True to Shoecraft
tradition m its beau
ness and luxurnious
snug fit at heel gives security and
keeps the heel from slipping. In
gun metal, or patent leather, with
plain buckles
black satin
Send for Booklet S-6
and Measurement Chart

SHOECRAFT SHOP
27 West 38th Streel New York

FPost
Prepaid

Fit Garanteed




The Gorham Company
excels in the production
of Memorials, Honor
Rolls and medals in
Brol:lzc, Gold, Silver,
Glass and Mosaic, which
by their artistic excel-
lence and their patriotic
appeal fulfil the most
exacting requirements as

to taste and expenditure.

Illustrations, Sugges-
tions and Special De-
signs supplied immedi-

ately upon request.

~ Memorials and Honor

Rolls in Stained Glass,
Mosaic and Bronze for
churches, schools, libra-
ries, club-houses, fac-
tories, offices, association
and lodge rooms, sani-
tariums, municipal and

state buﬂdings.

Medals for States, Cities,
Counties and organiza-
tions to present to indi-
viduals in commemora-
tion of participation in

the War for Democracy.

1S

)

THE GORHAMCOMPA
FIFTH AVENVE AT THIRTY-
SIXTH STREET NEW YORK
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OUR NEW

POSSESSTIONS

LOG-BOOK OF CHARLOTTE AMALIA CLIFFORD

BY KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN

ILLusTrRATIONS BY O, F,

Howarn

A STORY IN TWO PARTS—PART ONE

S. S. Diana, January 21, 1918,

On the way to the Virgin Islands.
ENGROSSED the above
heading in my journal
shortly after we left the
dock in New York, but
from what has occurred in
the past few days I think
my occasional entries in the log-book are
likely to be records of Dorothea Valen-
tine's love-affairs as they occur to her day
by day, and as unluckily they are poured
into my ear for lack of a better or more
convenient vessel.

We are dear friends, Dolly and 1. Her
name is Dorothea, but apparently she
will have to grow up to it, for at present
everybody calls her Dolly, Dora, Dot,

%El!.

-

a) t Y/
) M\ ! (T
TSNS e

Copyright, 1919, by Charles Scribner's Sons.

Vor. LXV.—10

or Dodo, according to his or her sex,
color, or previous condition of servitude.
Dolly is twenty and I am thirty; indeed,
her mother is only forty, so that T am
rather her contemporary than Dolly’s,
but friendship is more a matter of sym-
pathy than relative age, and Mrs. Valen-
tine and I are by no means twin souls.
As a matter of fact, that lady would
never have noticed me, the private sec-
retary of Clive Winthrop, a government
official in Washington, had it not been
that, through him and his sister, 1 had
access to a more interesting group in
society than had Mrs. Valentine, a widow
of large means but a stranger in the
Capital. Clive Winthrop is a person of
distinction and influence, and Miss Ellen
All rights reserved.
129
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Winthrop, an old friend of my mother’s,
is one of the most charming hostesses in
Washington, and I am in reality nothing
but a paid scribe; the glad, willing, ar-
dent, but silent assistant of a man who is
serving the administration with all his
heart; but neither he nor his sister will
have it so considered. 1 almost think

Clive Winthrop . . .
any room that he enters.

commands attention in

that Miss Ellen Winthrop, still vivacious
and vigorous at sixty-five, is ready to give
up to me her place as head of the house-
hold if T consent to say the word; but I
am not sure enough yet to say it; and
because of that uncertainty [ cannot
trust myself in the daily company of the
two persons most deeply concerned in
my decision. A sea voyage is the best
thing in the world to blow away doubts

Our New Possessions

or difficulties; it also clears the air so
that one can see one's course, whether it
be toward the north of duty or the south
of desire.

My work for a long time has been to
report interviews, take stenographic rec-
ords, and write hundreds of letters for
Mr. Winthrop during the somewhat pro-
tracted discussion that preceded the
acquisition of the Virgin Islands by the
United States. It is odd that these
tasks should have fallen to me, who added
below Clive Winthrop’s signature to
many communications the typed initials
C. A. C,, for I have a special interest in
this part of the world—a very close and
sentimental one, since T was born on St.
Thomas, one of the Virgin Islands, and
christened Charlotte Amalia after the
little red-roofed town on the shore of
the perfect harbor. My birth in St.
Thomas was entirely unpremeditated,
and I was taken away as soon as my
mother was able to travel; nevertheless,
I have always longed during the twelve
years of my loneliness, without father or
mother, to see the place where they were
so happy in each other and so blissful in
the prospect of my appearance.

I, then, have a right to this par-
ticular holiday and this opportunity to
decide my future. Miss Dorothea Val-
entine, on the contrary, is a wholly un-
expected, I will not say an unwelcome,
companion, although when 1 wish to be
thinking of my own problems she gen-
erally desires to discuss hers, which are
trivial, though interesting and unique.

Everything about the girl piques in-
terest; her beauty, her charm, her child-
like gayety and inconsequence, which are
but the upper current of a deeper sea of
sincerity and comrgon sense. Somebody
says: “Ladies vary in looks; they're like
military flags for a funeral or a celebra-
tion—one day furled, next day stream-
ing. Men are ships. Figureheads, about
the same in a storm or a calm, and not
too handsome, thanks to the ocean.” The
last phrases are peculiarly true of Clive
Winthrop, who is sometimes called the
ugliest man in Washington, yet who com-
mands attention in any room that he
enters because of his fine physique, his
noble head, and his distinction of bear-
ing and speech. Rugged he is, “thanks



Our New Possessions 131

to the ocean,” but he looks as if he could
swim against the strongest current. On
the other hand, it cannot be said that
Dolly Valentine varies. She is lovely at
breakfast, lovelier at luncheon, and loveli-
est at dinner when the dazzling whiteness
of her neck and shoulders is revealed.
Only a tolerably generous woman would
suffer herself to be in the almost daily
companionship of such a charmer, and
that T am in that dangerous juxia-
position is her fault, not mine.

“You must take me with you on your
sea voyage, Charlotte,” she said. “I
must get away from Washington and
from mother., No, don’t raise vour eye-
brows and begin to scold before you know
what T mean! Tam not going to criticise
my maternal parent, but I am so under
her thumb at the moment that T am a
flabby mass of indecision. 1 have no
more mind than a jellvfish, yet I have
to decide a matter of vital importance
within a month. How can I make up a
non-existent mind? Answer me that.
Your life is so fixed and serene and set-
tled; so full of absorbing work; you are
so flattered and appreciated that you are
like a big ship anchored in a safe harbor,
and you can't think what it’s like to be
a silly little yacht bobbing about on the
open sea!” (Such is the uncomprehend-
ing view-point of twenty toward thirty;
the calm assumption that ladies of that
mature age can have no love-affairs of
their own to perplex them!)

“There is no need of vour being a
silly little vacht, Dolly!” I answered.
“II you want to make a real voyage
you have the power to choose your
craft.”

“Mother always chooses for me,” she
said with a pout. “She doesn’t gag me
and put me in irons and lead me up
the gang-plank by brute force, but she
dominates me. I start out each morning
like a nice fat, pink balloon and by eve-
ning, though I haven’t felt any violent
pin-pricks, I am nothing but a little
shrunken heap of shrivelled rubber.
You know it, Charlotte! You have seen
me bouncing at breakfast and seen me
flat at dinner!”

It was impossible not to laugh at her.
“Don’t be ridiculous!” I expostulated.
“There is nothing between you and hap-

piness but a little cloud so diaphanous
that a breath of common sense would
blow it away. Now read your magazine
and let me write in my log-book. It is
intended to be an informal report to my
chief (Oh! he is that, in every sense of
the word, I thought secretly) of the isl-
ands we are to visit. We shall be at

Everything about the girl piques interest.
—Page 130

St. Thomas to-morrow morning and in
the four days we have been journeying
from New York the only topic of con-
versation in which you have shown the
slightest enthusiasm is whether you
should or should not marry Marmaduke
Hogg !

“Don’'t call him all of it, Charlotte,”
and she shuddered. *Mother is always
doing it and I can’t bear it!” Where-
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upon she flounced about in her deck-
chair and hid her face in her steamer-rug.

It was a foolish little love-story, that
of Dorothea Valentine. Her mother was
a mass of polite and unnecessary conven-
tions; a pretty sort of person with a clear
profile like that of a cold, old little bird.
Her small, sharp nose resembled a beak;
her eyes were like two black beads; and
her conversation was a lengthy series of
twitterings. Charlotte Clifford used to
tell Miss Winthrop that if Mrs. Valentine
had been a canary, people would have
forever been putting a towel over her
cage to secure silence. She was always
idle, save for a bewildering succession of
reconstruction periods, apparently fore-
stalling ruins that no one else could have
prophesied. She dieted and reduced her
hips; had violet rays applied to her scalp;
had her wrinkles ironed out by some
mysterious process. If you caught her
before ten in the morning you would find
her with cre%cunt-xhapcd bits of court-
plaster beside her eves, in front of her
ears, and between her brows. She was
beautifully clothed, shod, gloved, mas-
saged, manicured, aml marcelled. She
lived on the best sides of the streets and
at the proper hotels. She answered
notes, returned calls, and gave wedding
presents punctiliously. She never used
the telephone for invitations, nor had
anything but contempt for abbreviations,
carefully writing out Philadelphia, Penn-
sylvania, and Minneapolis, Minnesota,
when she addressed her sisters in those
cities. A mass of the most glaring vir-
tues was Mrs. Reginald Valentine, im-
peccable and unassailable, with views on
all subjects as rigid as the laws of the
Medes and Persians. She had ordered
her husband’s life during their ten years
of marriage, he being a gentle and ar-
tistic soul, and she had more or less di-
rected hxs exercise, amusements, diet, as
well as his political and religious opinions.
She nursed him faithfully in his last ill-
ness, but when he timidly begged to be
cremated instead of buried, she reminded
him that it was a radical, ultramodern
idea; that the Valentine lot and monu-
ment were very beautiful; that there
never had been any cremations in the

Our New Possessions

family connection; and that she hoped
he would not break a long-established
custom and leave behind him a positively
irreligious request. Various stories of
Mr. Valentine’s docility had crept into
circulation, and it is said that on this oc-
casion he turned his head meekly to the
wall and sighed: “Very well, Emma!
Do just as you think best; it’s your
funeral 1"

Just how Dorothea blossomed on this
stalk it is difficult to say. A bright-eyed,
sunshiny, wilful baby, she had grown into
an unaffected, attractive, breezy young
woman, outwardly obedient, inwardly
mutinous. She was generally calm in her
mother’s presence, never criticising her
openly, and her merry heart kept her
from being really unhappy in a relation-
ship that many girls would have found
intolerable. Beaux she had a-plenty and
lovers not a few. As cream or honey to
flies, so was Dorothea Valentine to man-
kind in general; but she took them on
gayly and cast them off lightly, little
harm being done on either side by the
brief experience.

Of course the suits of some of the
suitors had been hard pressed by Mrs.
Valentine. “You will go through the
woods to pick up a crooked stick at last,
Dorothea,” she would say. “You don’t
know a desirable parti when you see one.
You will never do better than Arthur
Benham or Lee Wadsworth.”

“Arthur said ‘enthuse,” ‘sure,” and
‘dope’; and Lee was bow-legged, moth-
er,” Dolly objected.

“His reputation was straight and his
income all that could be desired,” re-
sponded Mrs. Valentine loftily. “I wish
I could convince you, Dorothea, that
there are no perfect husbands. You are
looking for the impossible! Indeed, T
have always found men singularly imper-
fect, even as friends and companions, and
in a more intimate relation they leave still
more to be desired. You dismissed Sir
Thomas Scott because he was too dic-
tatorial, although you knew he intended
to have the family diamonds reset for
you.”

“He'd have had them reset in Shef-
field or Birmingham, but anyhow one
doesn’t marry diamonds, mother.”

“One might at least make the effort,
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Dorothea! 1 notice that most of the
people who disdain diamonds generally
possess three garnets, two amethysts,
and one Mexican opal.”
Dolly laughed. “You know I did try,
mother
“I know you made a very brief and
feeble effort to be sensible, and you might
have conquered yourself had if not been
for the sudden appearance of this young
Hogg on your horizon.”
“You shall not call him a young

Hogg!” cried Dolly passionately. “It
isn’t fair; I won't endure it!"
“T thought it washis name,” remarked

Mrs. Valentine, placidly shifting a wrin-
kle-plaster from one place to another.
“You wouldn't object if I had alluded
to young Benham or young Wadsworth.
You show by your very excitement how
disagreeable his name is to your ears.
It isn’t a question of argument; Marma-
duke Hogg is an outrageous, offensive
name; if he had been Charles or James
it would have been more decent. The
‘Marmaduke’ simply calls attention to
the ‘Hogg.! If any one had asked to
introduce a person named Hogg to me I
should have declined.”

“T've told vou a dozen times, mother,
that the Wilmots’ house-party was at
breakfast when I arrived from the night
train. There was a perfect Babel and
everybody was calling him ‘Duke.” He
looked like one, and nobody said—the
other. I didn’t even hear his last name
till evening, and then it was too late,”

“‘Too late!” Really, Dorothea, if you
have no sense of propriety you may leave
the room!"” and Mrs. Valentine applied
the smelling-bottle to her bird-like nose as
a sign that her nerves were racked to the
limit and she might at any moment suc-
cumb.

“All T know is,” continued Dorothea
obstinately, “that he was the best-
looking, the most interesting, the clever-
est, the most companionable man in the
house-party, or for that matter in the uni-
verse. You don't ask the last name of
Orlando, or Benedick, or Marcus Au-
relius, or Albert of Belgium.”

“It wouldn't be necessary.” (Here
Mrs. Valentine was quite imperturb-
able.) “The Valentines have never been
required to associate with theatrical peo-
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ple or foreigners. In some ways I dis-
like the name of Marmaduke as much
as Hogg. 1t is so bombastic! It seems
somehow like an assumed name, or as if
the creature had been born on the stage.
When coupled with Hogg it loses what
little distinction it might have had by
itself. One almost wishes it had been
Marmalade. Marmalade Hogg suggests
a quite nauseating combination of food,
but there is a certain appropriateness
about it.”’

Dorothea’s face was flaming. ““You
will never allow Duke to explain him-
self, mother, nor hear me through when [
attempt to make things clear to you.
You never acknowledge that you know,
but you do know, that Duke's people were
English a long way back, and ‘Marma-
duke’ is an old family name. The Win-
throps will tell you that Duke’s father
and mother were named Forrest and
that they changed it to Hogg to pacify
an old bachelor uncle who wanted to
leave Duke six thousand dollars a year.
He had no voice in the matter; he was
only twelve years old.”

“It was a very short-sighted business
proposition,” and Mrs. Valentine took
another deep sniff of lavender. *Sixty
thousand a year wouldn’t induce me to be
named Hogg, and [ shall never consent
to have one in my family !”

Dorothea burst into tears, a most un-
COMMON occurrence.

“You have dwelt so long on this
pureiy immaterial objection,” she sobbed,

“that you have finally inoculated me
with something of your own feeling and
made me miserable and ashamed. I
dare say, too, I have hurt Duke's pride
by trying to give him a reason for your
indifferent attitude, yet never having
courage for the real, pifling explanation.
I am mortified at my despicable weakness
and I will overcome it by realizing how
unworthy T am to bear Duke’s honorable,
unstained name, even if it is Hogg. You
might as well give up, mother! If the
dearest, best, most delightful man in the
world loves me, I shall marry him, name
and all.”

“I do not regard it as settled,” replied
Mrs. Valentine calmly. “The young
man may not think you so desirable
when he learns that my refusal to ac-
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cept him as a son-in-law means that he
must take you without any income.
Your dear father must have foreseen
some such tragedy when he left all his
money in my care!”

“Duke will take me without a penny !”
cried Dorothea hotly. “I would stake
my life on that!”

“Don't be melodramatic, Dorothea.
We shall see in time. It is just possible
that the young man may not be greedy,
and so belie his name,” was Mrs. Valen-
tine’s last shaft as Dorothea strode out
of the room.

S. S. Diana, January 26th, 1918,

St. Thomas, and Charlotte Amalia,
the slittle town for which I was named,
looked so lovely when we landed early
this morning that I felt a positive thrill
of pride. This half-way house of the sea,
this gateway of the Caribbean, as it has
been picturesquely called, seemed, as
Dolly and I climbed the hills and the
stone stairways, to materialize into a
birthplace instead of a vague dream.
A year ago, with the Danncbrog, the
scarlet, white-crossed banner of Den-
mark, floating over the red Danish for-
tress on the water-front, I might have
felt an alien, but the Stars and Stripes
made me feel at home and I could only
remember that my father and mother
met and loved each other in this little
Paradise, and that when I was born there
they were the two happiest people un-
der the sun. If they could have seen
their daughter saluting the American
flag so near the very spot in which she
first saw the light, they would have been
comforted, I am sure, instead of repin-
ing that they had both been taken away
when she most needed their love and pro-
tection.

Such a view from Diana’s deck as we
crept into the wonderful harbor! A
background of towering green hills and a
dazzling blue of velvet sky and crystal
sea, like that of Algiers, greeted our en-
chanted gaze! Like some of the coast
towns of Italy, Charlotte Amalia is gay
with color, and its white, red-roofed
villas nestle among their luxuriant gar-
dens and tropical foliage, standing out
in a perfect riot of orange and yellow,
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blue and red. Never, save in Venice,
have I seen such a gorgeous array of
color in a landscape.

Five hours we had in St. Thomas
while the Diana put off hundreds of
barrels of cement; but what with the
gayly painted boats and their dark-
skinned crews, the naked brown boys
diving and swimming for pennies and
dimes in the harbor, a walk to Blue-
heard's Tower and Blackbeard's Castle,
we were well amused. Particularly so was
Dorothea, who disappeared from my side
for a half-hour while I chatted with the
captain, rejoining me in the tiny palm-
bordered park near the landing.

She was glowing with happiness.

“What do you think, Charlotte?” she
exclaimed. “I have a letter from Duke.
Not written after we sailed, of course,
for it couldn’t have reached me. He
bearded mother in her fortress the morn-
ing we left Washington. She was out, or
said she was, but sent a note saying that
I had gone on a journey and would be
absent for a month. He went directly to
the Winthrops for news and they told
him I was with you and that if he wrote
at once by special delivery he could
reach the ship before it left New York
dock. He sent the letter to the captain
and asked him to give it to me at St.
Thomas for a surprise. The captain is
such a nice man, though a good deal of a
tease! Mr. Winthrop was delighted to
hear you were not alone. Poor Miss
Winthrop has influenza and they both
wish they had taken this trip. It seems
they are thinking of it.”

“The Winthrops coming on this voy-
age,” I exclaimed. “‘Impossible! They
hadn’t an idea of it.”

“Mightn't he want to interview the
governor and look at the island?”

“He hasn’t time. I chose this journey
instead of another so that I could inter-
view the governor and look at the islands
myself.”

“Well, I dare say there’s nothing in it.
Duke didn't speak of it as anything set-
tled, and he may not have heard right,
his mind being on me. May I read you
the letter—I mean parts of it?”

“I shouldn’t expect to hear all of it,”
I replied dryly.

“Yet the bits I leave out are the ones
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that show him as he is,” she said, looking
off into the grove of palms. *“Duke is so
conscientious that until we succeed in
melting mother—that would be a good
title for a story, ‘ Melting Mother’ [—and
until she sanctions an engagement he
won't let himself go, even on paper. So
I get only a lovely sort of ‘seepage’ that
breaks through in spite of him!"”

“Skip the seepage,” I said unsym-
pathetically, “and give the news.”

She reread the first paragraphs to her-
self with a good deal of dimpling and
with eyes that suffused with fecling now
and then, and turning the page began to
read aloud:

“Knowing that you were on the high
seas far away from me, though safe with
your charming Miss Clifford (Duke ad-
mires vou extravagantly, Charlotte!), I
concluded to burn my ships and have a
straightforward talk with your mother,
although you have repeatedly warned me
that this was not the best method of ap-
proach and that only patience would win
my cause. I sent up my card at the
New Willard, and doubtless she would
have refused to receive me, but, going
from the office to one of the reception-
rooms to await her, I found her seated
there with your Philadelphia aunt and
another lady. They scented trouble and
took to their heels when 1 had been in-
troduced to them somewhat informally as
a friend of Dorothea’s, my name not be-
ing mentioned. I asked your mother,
when we were left alone, if she had any
objection to me other than my un-
euphonious and suggestive surname.

““She replied guardedly, no, or at least
nothing in particular, though she might
say ‘without conceit that Dorothea might
aspire to anybody, even the highest.

“I cordially agreed, saying that if the
male sex had any eye for beauty, charm,
or loveliness of character, that Dorothea
might marry not only anybody but every-
body.

“She said she thought persiflage was out
of taste when the happiness of a mother’s
whole life was in question.

“1 begged pardon, but said it was neces-
sary for me to whistle to keep my courage
up, for the happiness of my whole life was
in question.
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“She said that was beside the point and
her daughter's happiness must also be
considered.

“T remarked that her daughter, to my
infinite surprise and gratitude, assured
me that her happiness lay in the same di-
rection as my own.

“She vouchsafed the information that
Dorothea was a romantic fool.

“1 denied it.

“She dealt what she considered to be a
body-blow by affirming that your prop-
erty would not be in your hands till you
were twenty-one.

“Ireplied that I didn’t care if it didn’t
reach you till you were a hundred and
twenty-one.

““She said, ‘Don't be silly,” and asked
me if 1 had ever thought of changing my
name back to Forrest from Hogg.

“Iinquired in return if she would mind
the loss of six thousand dollars a year,
supposing that I should take such a
step.

“She reflected and said that she should,
but she would rather lose it than take the
name; and that we could rub along on
Dorothea’s money, she supposed, if that
was our idea of a pleasant life.

“T hastened to say that I would relin-
quish the six thousand without a pang,
confident that I could make a living any-
way; but that it would be disloyal to my
good old uncle, whose bounty had given
me a college course, two years at Oxford
and three at Harvard Law School. Tt
had also permitted me to give my ser-
vices to the United States Shipping
Board without compensation.

“She said she thought it was very self-
ish in a government to accept a man's
whole time and give him no remunera-
tion; that Secretary McAdoo had only to
say to the banks, ‘Let there be money,’
and there was money. There would be
plenty for everybody if only the en-
gravers and laborers at the mint would
not strike.

“I reminded her that men were re-
munerated sufficiently in being allowed to
serve their country.

“She returned that she thought that
point of view foolish and fantastic, but
if she found, after a year, that her
daughter's peace of mind was threatened,
would I then change my name and live



on Dorothea’s income until I could estab-
lish myself in the practice of the law?
She said that I must acknowledge that
this was a ridiculously generous proposi-
tion and one that neither my talents nor
my station in life merited.

»I replied that the proposition meant
to me that I should simply be selling my-

seli and buying her
daughter, and that I de-
clined to accept it.

(‘Oh, Charlotte!” the
girl interrupted with a
catch in her throat,
‘don’t you think that
was splendid and clever,
too?’)

“Your mother said
that she wished to take
the matter into con-
sideration during your
absence [so the letter
ran onj, and just as we
were rising the Phila-
delphia aunt came in

Drawn by O. F. Howard,
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The naked brown boys diving and swimming for pennies and dimes.—Page 134.
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from one door and General Y, Senator X,
and Lord Z from another.

“They are at the moment three of the
most significant figures in the moving
picture of Washington society, and all
women pursue them. They beamed at
me as if they had been commandeered for
that special purpose, and Senator Y said
jovially: ‘How are you, Duke? Glad to
see you. Are you free to dine with us?’

“T hastily turned to your mother, say-
ing: ‘I was just going to ask you and
your sister if you would dine with me.’

“Lord Z, who was at Balliol with me,
you remember, said: ‘Then perhaps you
will allow us to come to your table for
coffee, Hogg?’ Your mother gazed at
Lim, astounded that his noble tongue
could utter the name. Then she actually
and gracefully ‘fell’ for the dinner, lured
by the bait of the postprandial coffee
with the distinguished trio, and the
Philadelphia aunt kept things going
serenely. She is a delightful person and
will be a perfect companion for your
mother when—you know when—when
she needs one—and I no longer do!

(‘There never was a man who said
things like Duke!’ interpolated Dolly
ecstatically.)

“All would have gone swimmingly to
the end had not a page suddenly entered
the room bawling: ‘Mr. Hogg wanted at
the telephone! Mr. Hogg? Telephone
message for Mr. HOGG!’

“Only capitals can give an idea of the
volume of voice. My ear-drum, grown
painfully sensitive since I met your
mother, echoed and re-echoed with the
tone as I threaded my way through the
crowded room, followed by every eye,
while T imagined people saying: ‘I won-
der if he's called to the stock-yard?’
(It is queer, but I never felt this way in
Oxford, for there they still remember
Hogg, the Scottish poet, and I hung my-
self to his revered coat-tails.)

“The telephone message was from my
secretary, and healed my wounded van-
ity, for it came from the British Embassy
conveying the thanks of the Foreign Of-
fice for Mr. Hogg’s friendly and helpful
action in conducting negotiations for the
chartering of ex-enemy ships lying in
South American ports.

(‘*You see what he is!” exclaimed
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Dolly, looking up from the letter with
eyes full of unshed tears! ‘Of course he
has five or six superiors in office but I
suppose really that Duke’s extraordinary
talent keeps that whole shipping board
going! You mark my words, Charlotte,
when Duke gives up his position and goes
to Plattsburg there'll be an absolute
slump in that office! But just hear what
follows; it is so discouraging!”)

“‘But when,’ he goes on to say, ‘glow-
ing with the delight that always comes to
me when I have any little tribute to lay
with my love at vour charming number-
three feet, when I returned to my table
your mother had gone to her room and the
Philadelphia aunt remained to explain
that she had been taken suddenly ill.

eIt will all come right, Mr.—my dear
boy !" she said. ‘“ My sister has one weak-
ness, an abnormal sensitiveness to public
opinion. She thinks constantly what
people will say of this, that, or the other
trifling thing, and in that way per-
petually loses sight of the realities of life.
There is a great deal of good in her that
you have never seen because for the mo-
ment she is absolutely obsessed by her
objection to your name and her convic-
tion that Dorothea might and should
marry a title. My sister married Regi-
nald Valentine more for the effect on her
future visiting-card than anything else,
but Dorothea’s father bequeathed his
good looks, his sunny disposition, his
charm, and his generous nature to his
daughter. You have chosen wisely, my
dear Mr.—boy, but not more wisely, to
my mind, than Dorothea has!™’

“So it ended, but I somehow hope that
I may have converted your mother from
an enemy alien to an armed neutral!”

“There is nothing more of, of, general
interest,” said Dolly tearfully, as she
slipped the letter in the envelope. “Aunt
Maggie is a trump. Oh, Charlotte! if
only you had ever had a love problem like
mine and could adviseme! Dukealways
wondered that you never married.”

(Dorothea ought to be cuffed for im-
pertinence, but she is too unconscious
and too pretty and lovable.)

“Perhaps there may still be hope even
at thirty ! I said stiffly.

“Oh, I didn’t mean that! You might
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have anybody by lifting your finger!
We only wonder you've never lifted it !
But you could only be happy with a very
learned and prominent man, you are so
clever !”

“I'm clever enough to prefer love to
learning, if I have to choose, Dolly, my
dear.”

“I'm so sorry vou didn’t get a letter,
Charlotte,” said the girl, snuggling sym-
pathetically to my side on the bench.

being too astonished, darling,”” T con-
tinued. “Come! let's go and pick
bananas and pineapples and tamarinds
and shaddocks and star-apples and
sapodillas !

“T won’t budge a step till you tell me
all about it!"

“Then you'll grow to this green bench
and have to be cut away by your faithful
Marmaduke !

“Is it a secret?”

She zaid she thuu;_ht persiflage was out of taste when the happiness of a mother's whole life was in
question,—Tage 130,

This was more than flesh and blood or
angel could bear!

I kissed her, and, shaking her off my
shoulder vigorously, I said, as I straight-
ened my hat: “As a matter of fact, Miss
Valentine, I have had a letter every day
since we left New York; a letter delivered
before breakfast by the steward. You
have had but one, yet you are twenty and
I am thirty!”

“Charlotte!”

“Don’t add to your impudence by

“It doesn'’t exist at all for you. You
are not of age, Dolly.”

“I'm old enough to know the things
that one can learn by heart ! was Dolly’s
comment.

When the Diana was leaving St.
Thomas at sunset and we were well on
our way to St. Croix, Dolly made a
half confidence.

“You are not my chaperon, Char-
lotte, because in my hour of need I
simply fastened myself to you like a
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limpet, or an albatross, or a barnacle, or
any other form of nautical vampire that
you prefer. Still, I might as well confess
that I cabled to Duke, or wirelessed, or
did something awfully expensive of that
sort at St. Thomas while you were
having that interminable talk with the
captain, who, by the way, is married
and devoted to his wife, they say.”

“That was foolish and extravagant,
my child,” I answered. “I don't know
what you said, but T have the most abso-
lute confidence in vour indiscretion. I
hope you remembered that all messages
are censored in war fime?”

“I did, indeed,” she sighed. “I was
never so hampered and handicapped in
my life, but I think I have outwitted the
censors. I wish I were as sure about—
mother|”

S. 8. Diana, January 26.

St. Croix was delightful, with a motor-
ride across the island from Frederikstad
to Christianstad, where we lunched.

Dolly’s mind is not in a state es-
pecially favorable for instruction, but I
took a guide-book and, sitting under a
wonderful tamarind tree, read her Alex-
ander Hamilton’s well-known letter de-
scribing a West Indian hurricane, written
from St. Croix in 1772.

We were with a party of Canadian
acquaintances made on shipboard and
greatly interested in our first visits to
sugar plantations. Vast cane-fields of
waving green stretched mile after mile
on the right and on the left, making it
seem incredible that Mr. Hoover need
beg the sweet tooth to deny itself in the
midst of such riotous plenty. There was
a dazzling glare from the white buildings
of the town and the coral roads, but the
moment we reached the outlying coun-
try all was verdant and restful. The
beautiful hard roads ran like white rib-
bons over velvet hills and through rich
valleys; tall windmills, belonging to the
earlier davs of sugar-making, rose pic-
turesquely from the magnificent palms
and other shade-irees; there were bril-
liant flowers and blossoming vines break-
ing through hedges here and there, and
acres of pineapples and orange groves.
Truly, our Canadian companions might
wish us luck in our new possessions !
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Later in the day.

We have left the Virgin Islands now
and at dawn we neared St. Kitts, of
the Leeward group, anchoring a half-
mile away from the landing and putting
passengers ashore in the small boats that
ranged themselves near the steamer.
There was a very bedlam of chatter,
argument, and recrimination among the
black boatmen, mounting at times to
furious invective in a patois we failed
wholly to understand, for though the
majority of the natives speak English on
all the islands, whether Dutch, French, or
British, they use a language of their own
vintage on these undress occasions. I
could see Dolly’s bright head and laugh-
ing eyes peeping through her port-hole,
nodding good morning to me as I viewed
the scene from my own little stateroom
opposite hers.

The St. Kitts boatmaster was a superb
personage in white linen uniform and cap.
He stood at the top of the steps lowered
from our steamer to the ocean, and from
that serene height of power commanded
his clamorous and refractory legions.

It was his voice that called me ir-
resistibly from my berth and kept my
ears, as well as my eyes, glued to the port-
hole of my cabin. It was a deep, rich
barytone, as full of color as his own na-
tive skies and sea. The white cap set
off his dark skin, and a pair of eyes that
shot lightnings of authority gleamed
from under his vizor. He ought to have
been singing the “Pagliacci” prologue at
the Metropolitan Opera House, but in-
stead he was calling resonantly (his pri-
vate megaphone seemed to be located in
his own throat): “Den’t erowd, Edward.

Push in, Victoria. . . . Get away,
George. . . . Come nearer, come nearer,
Mary. . . . Show your number, Albert,

or meet me in courl lo-morrow al eleven!”

As a matter of fact, these were the
names painted on the boats crowding
and jamming their way to the most fa-
vorable places for securing passengers or
freight; but the quality of his voice made
it seem as if, in calling Victoria, Edward,
George, Mary, and Albert, he were sum-
moning a corporeal bevy of kings and
queens to do his instant bidding. The
excitement reached its climax when an
aged bishop descended the stairway,
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which was under some circumstances as
perilous as a ladder. The bishop’s
quaint hat and gown and hood of various
colors made him seem like a benign figure
in comic opera; and perhaps because of
his dignity or his multiplicity of luggage,
all the boats ardently desired him as a
passenger. Two green boxes, carrying
much information painted in white on
the sides, gave us all details of his rank,
ancestry, and place of residence. These
were projected down the stairway and
then followed an imposing procession of
servitors bearing potted plants, pack-
ages done up in linen cloth, baskets of
eggs, limes, lemons, grapefruit, a canary
in a cage, some white mice, and a Per-
sian cat; the last three, it is needless to
say, being in separate crates.

Majestic bemg, that St. Kitts boatmas-
ter; never more impressive than when he
successfully landed a bishop of the isles !
Dolly and T recalled the “Admirable
Crichton” in Barrie's whimsical play,
who, as butler in a titled English fam-
ily, was wrecked with the entire house-
hold on a desert island. It needed only
the emergencies of twenty-four hours to
establish him as the dominant intellec-
tual force and the practical governor of
the sadly inefficient earls, countesses,
ladies, and honorables; and before long
he assumed the authority properly be-
longing to him. That the earl’s daughter
finally fell in love with him seemed not
so much dramatic license as a tribute to
his obvious superiority. In London the
lady would have been criticised as marry-
ing beneath her; on the desert island it
actually appeared as if she were doing
particularly well for herself; indeed,
Dolly confessed that though she would
prefer marrying Marmaduke Hogg she
would rather be wrecked in the company
of the St. Kitts boatmaster.

S. S. Diana, Sunday, January 27.

After breakfast, on our way to anchor
at Antigua for the night, we saw in the
distance the towering cone of Nevis, the
“Gorgeous Isle” of Alexander Hamil-
ton's birth and the famous scene of Lord
Nelson’s marriage. It has fallen from its
proud estate of former years into poverty
and neglect, but it is still marvellously
beautiful to the eye. We sat on deck
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reading, or at least glancing drowsily over
the pages of our books to the sapphire
sea and the emerald forests of the island
shores with a never-ceasing delight.
There were three Roman Catholic priests
on board, also four Protestant missiona-
ries, one of them with a wife and a family
of charming children—Samuel, Naomi,
Esther, Daniel.  Piously they were
named and never once did they bring
contempt on the Holy Scriptures! From
below in a far end of the boat we could
hear echoes of gospel hymns in some lit-
tle cabin where a Sunday-morning ser-
vice was being held.

Dorothea gave a deep sigh.

“1It is all so peaceful, Charlotte! One
day just like another and all beautiful
and tranquil. We haven’t seen anvhody
hurry sipce we left New York. Do you
remember Rudyard Kipling saying, when
he came back there after a long absence,
that he was afraid to step slowly lest the

man behind him should walk up his
back? Nobody ever seems nervous in
these islands. The natives can be

ragged and hungry without being much
concerned. Work never appears to be a
delight to them for its own sake, but
only as a means to get food. I feel slip—
slip—slipping into a heavenly state of
coma. Does anything ever stir the trop-
ics except hurricanes and earthquakes, 1
wonder? How can women fight for suf-
frage in this climate? How can a man be
wakened to great ambitions?”

“Alexander Hamilton was born on
Nevis and passed all his boyhood and
yvouthful days on what is now our own
St. Croix,"” I said.

“Yes, but he wasn't Washington's
aide-de-camp nor secretary of the trea-
sury in the tropics!”

“True; nevertheless, when he was Nich-
olas Cruger's bookkeeper at the age of
twelve he wrote to an American friend:
‘T contemn the grovelling condition of a
clerk to which my fortunes condemn me,
and I would willingly risk my life, though
not my character, to exalt my station.

My youth excludes me from any
hope of immediate preferment, but I
mean to prepare the way for futurity.’
You see the yeast was stirring, even in
the tropics, Dolly !’
“Well, I feel no yeast stirring in me,”
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she said languidly. “All the morning
I have been trying to recapture a certain
‘Ode toa Cow’ written by a man of action
in a country hotel where mother and I
were sojourning last summer. T could
have echoed it when I first regarded the
inhabitants of these islands, and now
anybody might say it of me, for I grow
more and more cow-like with every pass-
ing day. It runs this way:

ODE TO A CUD-CHEWING COW

Why, Cow, art thou so satisfied,

So well content with all things here below,

So meek, so lazy, and so awful slow?

Daost thou not know that men’s affairs are mixed?

That grievously the world needs to be fixed?

That nothing we can do has any worth?

That life is care and trouble and untowardness?

Prit, Cow! This is no time for idleness!

The cud thou chewest is not what it seems.

Get up and moo! Tear round and quit thy
dreams !

By this time Dorothea was asleep. Her
book slid to the floor, I shaded her face
with my green umbrella, pulled down her
muslin frock over her pretty ankles, and
gave myself up to vagrant thoughts of
her probable future. Sunday on ship-
board is a good day for reflections and

heart-searchings. My own problem, after’

all, is not so baffling as Dolly’s. She is as
loyal as a charming and sensible girl can
be to a mother like Mrs. Valentine, whose
soul, if the truth were told, is about
the size of a mustard-seed. A frivolous,
useless, bird-minded woman is Dolly’s
mother; a woman pecking at life as a
canary pecks at its cuttlefish, simply to
sharpen its bill. How the girl can respect
“her 1 cannot imagine! I suppose flesh
calls to flesh and she loves her without
too much analysis, but they seem to have
come to the parting of the ways. It is
Doily’s highest self that is in love with
Marmaduke Hogg, and I don’t believe she
will sacrifice it to a maternal whim and
call it filial obedience. Perhaps the ab-
sence that makes the heart grow fonder
is working like a philter in this journey
planned by Mrs. Valentine with a far
different purpose.

“Let her go with you, Charlotte,” she
begged me with tears in her eyes. “I
must get her away from this attractive
but undesirable young man! That ab-
surd uncle who didn’t want his name to
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die out must have been a lunatic or an
imbecile. Why shouldn’t such a vulgar
name become extinct? And to think that
my exquisite Dorothea—whose figure and
eyelashes have been remarked by royalty
—to think that she should be expected
to graft herself on to that family tree of
all others! To think that she may take
that name herself and, for aught we know,
add half a dozen more to the list; all
boys, probably, who would marry in
course of time and produce others, piling
Hoggs on Hoggs, as it were! It is like
one of those horrible endless chains that
are condemned by the government!”

I gave way to peals of laughter at this
impassioned speech, evidently annoying
Mrs. Valentine, who expected sympathy.
I tried to placate her with reference to the
poet of the name which had none but
delightful associations in Scotland.

“Then if they choose to defy me and
marry each other, let them go and live
in Scotland ! she snapped.

“Would you have minded Dolly’s
marrying Lord Bacon?” T asked.

This gave her food for thought.

“No,” she said reflectively, “for, of
course, he was a lord, which is some-
thing.”

“But how about the associations?”

“I can't explain, but somehow they
are not as repulsive to me,” she insisted.
“I always think of bacon cooked, not
raw, and—the other is alive!”

As for my own difficulty, it is, after
all, a conventional one. I cannot hear
the idea of marrying my employer; a
man known by sight and reputation to
everybody in Washington, while I am a
relatively unknown person without for-
tune, kith, or kin. The thought brings
to mind sensational head-lines in cheap
newspapers regarding the wedding of
some aged millionaire with his youthful
stenographer, and the consequent alarms
of his household; or the alliance of some
scion of a wealthy house with a trained
nurse of obscure lineage and vaulting
ambition. I am all alone in the world,
and though my father, who died when he
was only five and twenty, left me but
the barest support, I have gloried in my
independence and rejoiced in my modest
successes.

My people on both sides were of good

’
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“One day just like another and all beautiful and tranquil.”"—Page 141.

stock. Even the Winthrops could climb
my family tree and find no bad fruit on
it, but the world will say: “What a
splendid match for Charlotte Clifford.”

“T wonder how Ellen Winthrop will
takeit?” ... “Ishouldn’t have thought
Clive Winthrop would marry his secre-

tary, somehow, though there’s nothing
against her; but he could look higher !
The world would be quite right. It is
a splendid marriage for Charlotte Clif-
ford, and Clive Winthrop could look
higher. He is myv superior and that is
the reason I love him. That he loves me
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proves that there is something in me that
will rize to his level. All the same, I
wrote him when I came away that I
could never cross the bridge between us
(there is a bridge, although he does not
see it) until T was no longer his secretary
and until I was sure his sister would wel-
come me into the houschold that has
been so harmonious and delightful to
every human being that has ever crossed
its threshold. Nobody could equal
Ellen Winthrop as a hostess, with her
fine, spirited face, lovely even at sixty-
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five; her gift of repartee, her stately man-
ner, her simple, trailing dress, always of
black or gray, and always reaching the
floor, when most of the feminine world
looks, in its best clothes, as if mounted on
stilts, with a skimpy, semidetached tail
wriggling its silly length behind! I could
never scale the heights on which the
splendid Ellen perpetually dwells, but I
could =it at the foot of them and admire
with all my heart, and perhaps that at-
titude, if fully understood, might win her

affection, =

{To be eoncluded. )

AT THE

DOOR

By William Hervey Woods

Lorn of this earthly scene,
I who am parting

Gladly thy guest have been,
And wistful starting,

Give thee my thanks; for though
The rest were hlindness,

Into the dark 1 go .
Singing thy kindness,

I sing earth’s common things
Thou'st lordly granted—

Sunset, and shy wood-springs,

- And dim, foam-haunted

In-flowing moon-litten tides,
The Spring’s green laughter,

And lost Love’s smile that bides
All life long after;

Amber of morning walls,
Dew, and child-fingers
Whose touch a rozse-leaf falls,
A rose-breath lingers,
Sidling swift rains of June,
And strange, far-crying
Birds in the dark o' the moon
With. summer flying.

Great gifts in grander hymn
Be others’ showing—

I in thﬁf twiligljit dim,
Trembling an ing,

Give t1'|.va'f_:ngEu:l«:ﬂ:l-|1iEIrEltJ:I ggum! Lord,
And still thanksgiving

For all one heart has stored,
Looking and living.



A SANCTUARY OF TREES

BY HENRY

JHE Baron d’Azan was old
WM —older even than his
seventy wyears. His ape
d showed by contrast as he
{ walked among his trees.
- They were fresh and flour-
izhing, full of sap and vigor, though many
of them had been born long before him.
The tracts of forest which still belonged
to his diminished estate were crowded
with the growths native to the foot-hills of
the Ardennes. In the park around the
small chiiteau, built in a Belgian version
of the First Empire style, trees from
many lands had been assembled by his
father and grandfather: drooping spruces
from Norway, dark-pillared cypresses
from Italy, spreading cedars from Leba-
non, trees of heaven from China, fern-
leaved gingkos from Japan, lofty tulip-
trees and liqguidambars from America, and
fantastic sylvan forms from islands of the
Southern Ocean. But the roval avenue
of beeches! Well, T must tell you more
about that, else vou can never feel the
meaning of this story.

- The Iove of trees was hereditary in the
family and antedated their other nobility,
The founder of the house had begun life
as the son of a forester in Luxemburs.
His name was Pol Staar, His fortune
and title were the fruit of contracts for

and provisions which he made with

the commissariat of Napoleon 1. in the
da}rgwhen the Netherlands were a French
province.  But though Pol Staar’s hands
were callous and his manners plain, his
tastes were aristocratic. They had heen
w young in the company of great
Therefore when he bought his estate of
Azan (and took his title from it) he built
his chiiteau in a style which he considered

com tary to his imperial patron,
but was careful also to include within
ﬂiﬂd large woodlands in which he

renew the allegiance of his youth,
woodlands he cherished and im-
Proved, cutting with discretion, planting
Vo1, LXV.—r1
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with liberality, and rejoicing in the
thought that trees like those which had
beftiended his bovhood would give their
friendly protection to his heirs. Thesze
are traits of an aristocrat—attachment to
the past, and careful provision for pos-
terity., It was in this spirit that Pol
Staar, first Baron d’Azan, planted in 180g
the broad avenue of beeches, leading from
the chitteau straight across the park to the
highroad. DBut he never saw their glory,
for he died when they were only twenty
vears old. .

His son and successor was of a different
timber and grain; less aristocratic, more
bourgeois—a rover, a gambler, a man of
fashion. He migrated from the gaming-
tables at Spa to the Bourse at Paris,
perching at many clubs between and he-
vond, and making seasonal nests in sev-
eral places.  This left him little time for
the Chiteau d'Azan. But he came there
every spring and autumn, and showed the
family fondness for trees in his own
fashion. He loved the forests so much
that he ate them. He cut with liberality
and planted without discretion. But for
the great avenue of beeches he had a sav-
ing admiration. Not even to support the
gaming-table would he have allowed them
to be felled,

When he turned the corner of his
thirty-first vear he had a sharp illness,
a temporary reformation, and brought
home as his wife a very voung and lovely
actress from the ducal theatre at Saxe-
Meiningen. She was a good girl, deeply
in love with her handsome hushand, to
whom she bore a son and heir in the first
year of thelr marriage. Not many moons
thereafter the pleased but restless father
slid back into his old rounds again. The
forest waned and the debits waxed. Ru-
mors of wild doings came from Spa and
Aix, from Homburg and Baden, from
Trouville and Ostend. After four years
of this the young mother died, of no
namable disease, unless vou call it heart-
fadure, and the boy was left to his grand-
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mother’s care and company among the
trees.

Every day when it was fair the old lady
and the little lad took their afternoon
walk together in the beech-tree avenue,
where the tips of the branches now
reached the road. At other times he
roamed the outlying woods and learned
to know the birds and the little wild ani-
mals. When he was twelve his grand-
mother died. After that he was left
mainly to the housekeeper, his tutors, and
the few friends he could make among the
children of the neighborhood.

When he had finished his third year at
the University of Louvain and attained
his majority, his father returned express-
haste from somewhere in Bohemia, to at-
tend the coronation of Leopold II., that
remarkable King of Belgium and the
Bourse. But by this time the gay Baron
d’Azan had become stout, the pillar of his
neck seemed shorter because it was
thicker, and the rose in his bold cheek had
the purplish tint of a crimson rambler.
So he died of an apoplexy during the fes-
tivities, and his son brought him back to
the Chateau d’Azan, and buried him there
with due honor, and mourned for him as
was fitting. Thus Albert, third Baron
d’Azan, entered upon his inheritance.

It seemed, at first, to consist mainly of
debts. These were paid by the sale of the
deforested lands and of certain detached
woodlands. By the same method, much
as"he disliked it, he made a modest pro-
vision of money for continuing his educa-
tion and beginning his travels. He knew
that he had much to learn of the world,
and he was especially desirous of pursuing
his favorite study of botany, which a wise
old priest at Louvain had taught him to
love. So he engaged an intelligent and
faithful forester to care for the trees and
the estate, closed the house, and set forth
on his journeys,

They led him far and wide. In the
course of them no doubt he studied other
things than botany. It may be that he
sowed some of the wild oats with which
youth is endowed; but not in the gardens
of others; nor with that cold self-indul-
gence which transforms passionate im-
pulse into sensual habit. He had a per-
manent and regulative devotion to botan-
ical research; and that is a study which
seems to promote modesty, tranquillity,
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and steadiness of mind in its devotees, of
whom the great Linneus is the shining
exemplar. Young Albert d’Azan sat at
the feet of the best masters in Europe and
America. He crossed the western conti-
nent to observe the oldest of living things,
the giant Sequoias of California. He
went to Australasia and the Dutch East
Indies and South America in search of
new ferns and orchids. He investigated
the effect of ocean currents and of tribal
migrations in the distribution of trees.
His botanical monographs brought him
renown among those who know, and he
was elected a corresponding member of
many scientific societies. After twenty
years of voyaging he returned to port at
Azan, richly laden with observation and
learning, and settled down among his trees
to pursue his studies and write his books.

The estate, under the forester’s care,
had improved a little and promised a
modest income. The house, though some-
what dilapidated, was easily made liv-
able. But the one thing that was full of
glory and splendor, triumphantly pros-
perous, was the great avenue of beeches.
Their long, low aisle of broad arches was
complete. They shimmered with a pearly
mist of buds in early spring and later with
luminous green of tender leafage. In
midsummer they formed a wide, still
stream of dark, unruffled verdure; in au-
tumn they were transmuted through
glowing yellow into russet gold; in winter
their massy trunks were pillars of gray
marble and the fan-tracery of their
rounded branches was delicately etched
against the sky.

“Look at them,” the baron would say
to the guests whom the fame of his learn-
ing and the charm of his wide-ranging
conversation often brought to his house.
“Those beeches were planted by my
grandfather after the battle of Wagram,
when Napoleon whipped the Austrians.
After that came the Beresina and Leipsic
and Waterloo and how many battles and
wars of furious, perishable men. Yet the
trees live on peaceably, they unfold their
strength in beauty, they have not yet
reached the summit of their grandeur.
We are all parvenus beside them.”

-“If you had to choose,” asked the great
sculptor Constantin Meunier one day,
“would you have your house or one of
these trees struck by lightning ?”
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“The house,” answered the botanist
promptly, “for I could rebuild it in a
year; but to restore the tree would take
three-quarters of a century.”

“Also,” said the sculptor, with a smile,
“you might change the style of your
house with advantage, but the style of
these trees you could never improve.

“But tell me,” he continued, “is it
true, as they say, that lightning never
strikes a beech?”

“It is not entirely true,” replied the
botanist, smiling in his turn, “yet, like
many ancient beliefs, it has some truth
in it. There is something in the texture
of the beech that seems to resist electricity
better than other trees. It may be the
fatness of the wood. Whatever it is, I
am glad of it, for it gives my trees a better
chance.”

“Don’t be too secure,” said the sculp-
tor, shaking his head. “There are other
tempests besides those in the clouds.
When the next war comes in western
Europe Belgium will be the battle-field.
Beechwood is very good to burn.”

“God forbid,” said the baron devoutly.
“We have had peace for a quarter of a
century. Why should it not last?”

““Ask the wise men of the East,"” replied
the sculptor grimly.

When he was a little past fifty the
baron married, with steadfast choice and
deep affection, the orphan daughter of a
noble family of Hainault. She was about
half his age; of a tranquil, cheerful temper
and a charm that depended less on fea-
ture than on expression; a lover of music,
books, and a quiet life. ~ She brought him
a small.dowry by which the chiteau was
restored to comfort, and bore him two
children, a boy and a girl, by whom it
was enlivened with natural gayety. The
next twenty years were the happiest that
Albert d’Azan and his wife ever saw.
The grand avenue of beeches became to
them the unconscious symbol of some-
thing settled and serene, august, protec-
tive, sacred. -

On a brilliant morning of early April,
1914, they had stepped out together to
taste the air. The beeches were in misty,
silver bloom above them. All around
was peace and gladness.

“T want to tell you a dream I had last
night,” he said, “a strange dream about
our beeches.”

?
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“Tf it was sad,” she answered, “do not
let the shadow of it fall on the morning.”

“But it was not sad. It seemed rather
to bring light and comfort. I dreamed
that I was dead and you had buried me at
the foot of the largest of the trees.”

“Do you call that not sad?” she inter-
rupted reproachfully.

“It did not seem so. Wait a moment
and you shall hear the way of it. At first
I felt only a deep quietness and repose,
like one who has been in pain and is very
tired and lies down in the shade to sleep.
Then I was waking again and something
was drawing me gently upward. I can-
not exactly explain it, but it was as if I
were passing through the roots and the
trunk and the boughs of the beech-tree
toward the upper air. There I saw the
light again and heard the birds singing
and the wind rustling among the leaves.
How I saw and heard I cannot tell you, for
there was no remembrance of a body in
my dream. Then suddenly my soul—I
suppose it was that—stood before God and
He was asking me: ‘How did you come
hither?’ I answered, ‘By Christ’s way,
by the way of a tree.” And He said it
was well, and that my work in heaven
should be the care of the trees growing
by the river of life, and that sometimes I
could go back to visit my trees on earth,
if I wished. That made me very glad,
for I knew that so I should see you and
our children under the beeches. And
while I was wondering whether you would
ever know that T was there, the dream
dissolved, and I saw the morning light on
the tree-tops. What do you think of my
dream? Childish, wasn't it?”

She thought a little before she an-
swered.

“It was natural enough, though vague,
Of course we could not be buried at the
foot of the beech-tree unless Cardinal
Mercier would permit a plot of ground
to be consecrated there. But come, it is
time to go in to breakfast.”

She seemed to dismiss the matter from
her mind. Yet, as women so often do, she
kept all these sayings and pondered them
in her heart.

The promise of spring passed into the
sultry heat of summer. The storm-cloud
of the twentieth century blackened over
Europe. The wise men of Berlin, made
mad by pride, devoted the world not to
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the Prince of Peace but to the Jords of
war. In the first week of August the fury
of the German invasion broke on Bel-
gium. No one had dared to dream the
terrors of that tempest. It was like a
return of the Dark Ages. Every home
trembled. The pillars of the tranquil
house of Azan were shaken.

The daughter was away at school in
England, and that was an unmixed bless-
ing. The son was a lieutenant in the
Belgian army; and that was right and
glorious, but it was alsoa dreadful anxiety.
The father and mother were divided in
mind, whether to stay or take flight with
their friends. At last the father decided
the hard question.

“It is our duty to stay. We cannot
ficht for our country, but we can suffer
with her. Our daughter is in safety; our
son’s danger we cannot and would not
prevent. How could we really live away
from here, our home, our trees? I went
to consult the cardinal. He stays, and
he advises us to do so. He says that will
be the best way to show our devotion.
As Christians we must endure the evil
that we cannot prevent; but as Belgians
our hearts will never consent to it.”

That was their attitude as the tide of
blood and tears drew nearer to them, sur-
rounded them, swept beyond them, en-
gulfed the whole land. The brutal mas-
sacres at Andenne and Dinant were so
near that the news arrived before the
spilt blood was dry. The exceeding great
and bitter cry of anguish came to them
from a score of neighboring villages, from
a hundred lonely farmhouses. The old
botanist withered and faded daily; his
wife grew pale and gray. Yet they walked
their wia cructs together, and kept their
chosen course.

They fed the hungry and clothed the
naked, helped the fugitives and consoled
the broken-hearted. They counselled
their poor neighbors to good order, and
dissuaded the ignorant from the folly and
peril of violence. Toward the invading
soldiery their conduct was beyond re-
proach. With no false professions of
friendship, they fulfilled the hard services
which were required of them. Their ser-
vants had been helped away at the be-
ginning of the trouble—all except the old
forester and his wife, who refused to
leave. With their aid the house was kept

A Sanctuary of Trees

open and many of the conquerors lodged
there and in the outbuildings. So good
were the quarters that a departing Saxon
chalked on the gate-post the dubious
inscription: “Giite Leute—nicht auspliin-
dern.”  Thus the captives at the Chateau
d’Azan had a good name even among their
enemies. The baron received a military
pass which enabled him to move quite
freely about the district on his errands of
necessity and mercy, and the chiteau be-
came a favorite billet for high-born officers.

In the second year of the war an evil
chance brought two uninvited guests of
very high standing indeed—that is to say
in the social ring of Potsdam. Their
names are well known. Let us call them
Prince Biarenberg and Count Ludra. The
first was a major, the second a captain.
Their value as warriors in the field had not
proved equal to their prominence as no-
blemen, so they were given duty in the
rear. They were vicious coxcombs of the
first order. Their uniforms incased them
tightly, bending wasplike only at the
waist. Their flat-topped caps were worn
with an aggressive slant, their swords jin-
gled menacingly, their hay-colored mus-
taches spoke arrogance in every upturned
hair. When they bowed it was a mock-
ery; when they smiled it was a sneer.
For the comfortable quarters of the Chi-
teau d’Azan they had a gross apprecia-
tion, for the enforced hospitality of its
owners an insolent condescension. They
took it as their due, and resented the
silent protest underneath it.

“Excellent wine, Herr Baron,” said the
prince, who, like his comrade, drank pro-
fuselv of the best in the cellar.® “Your
Riidesheimer Berg '94 is colossal. Very
friendly of you to save it for us. We
Germans know good wine. What?”

“You have that reputation,” answered
the baron.

“And say,” added the count, “let us
have a couple of bottles more, dear land-
lord. You can put it in the bill.”

“I shall do s0,” said the baron gravely.
“It shall be put in the bill with other
things.”

“But why,” drawled the prince, “does
la Baronne never favor us with her com-
pany? Still very attractive—musical
probably—here is a piano—want good
German music—console homesickness.”

“ Madame is indisposed,” answered the

!
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baron quietly, “but you may be sure she
regrets your absence from home.”

The officers looked at each other with
half-tipsy, half-angry eyes. They sus-
pected a jest at their expense, but could
not quite catch it.

“Impudence,” muttered the count,
who was the sharper of the two when
sober.

“No,” said the prince, “it is only stu-
pidity. These Walloons have no wit.”

“Come,” he* added, turning to the
baron, “we sing you a good song of father-
land—show how gemiithlich we Germans
are. You Belgians have no word for
that. What?”

He sat down to the piano and pounded
out “ Deutschland iiber Alles,” singing the
air in a raucous voice, while Ludra added
a rumbling bass.

“What do you think of that? All Ger-
mans can sing. Gemidithlich. What?”

“You are right,” said the baron, with
downcast eyves. “We Belgians have no
word for that. Tt is inexpressible—ex-
cept in German. 1 bid you good night.”

For nearly a fortnight this condition of
affairs continued. The baron endured it
as best he could, obeying scrupulously the
military regulations which necessity laid
upon him, and taking his revenge only in
long thoughts and words of polite sar-
casm which he knew would not be under-
stood. The baroness worked hard at the
housekeeping, often cooking and cleaning
with her own hands, and rejoicing secretly
with her husband over the rare news that
came from their daughter in England,
from their boy at the front in West Flan-
ders. Sometimes, when the coast was
clear, husband and wife walked together
under the beech-trees and talked in low
tones of the time when the ravenous beast
should no more go up on the land.

The two noble officers performed their
routine duties, found such amusement as
they could in neighboring villages and
towns, drank deep at night, and taxed
their ingenuity to invent small ways of
annoying their hosts, for whom they felt
the contemptuous dislike of the injurer
for the injured. They were careful, how-
ever, to keep their malice within certain
bounds, for they knew that the baron was
in favor with the commandant of the dis-
trict.

One morning the baron and his wife,
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looking from their window in a wing of
the house, saw with surprise and horror a
score or more of German soldiers assem-
bled beside the beech-avenue, with axes
and saws, preparing to begin work.

“What are they going to do there?”
cried he in dismay, and hurried down to
the dining-room, where the officers sat at
breakfast, giving orders to an attentive
corporal. -

“A thousand pardons, Highness,” in-
terrupted the baron; “forgive my haste.
But surely you are not going to cut down
my avenue of beeches?”

“Why not? " said the prince, swinging
around in his chair. “They are good
wood."”

“But, sir,” stammered the baron, trem-
bling with excitement,  those trees—they
are an ancient heritage of the house—
planted by my grandfather a century ago
—an old possession—spare them for their
age.”’

“You exaggerate,” sneered the prince.
“They are not old. I have on my hunt-
ing estate in Thuringia oaks five hundred
vears old. These trees of yours are mere
upstarts. Why shouldn’t they be cut?”

“But they are very (lLar to us,” pleaded
the baron earnestly. “We all love them,
my wife and children and I. To us thLy

are sacred. It would be harsh to take
them from us.”
“Baron,” said the prince, with suave

malice, “you miss the point. We Ger-
mans are never harsh. But we are prac-
tical. My soldiers need exercise. The
camps need wood, Do you see?”

“Certainly,” answered the poor baron,
humbling himself in his devotion to his
trees. “ Your Highness makes the point
perfectly clear—the need of exercise and
wood. But there is plenty of good timber
in the forest and the park—much easier
to cut. Cannot your men get their wood
and their exercise there, and spare my
dearest trees?”

Ludra laughed unpleasantly.

“You do not yet understand us, dear
landlord. We Germans are a hard-work-
ing people, not like the lazy Belgians.
The harder the work the better we like it.
The soldiers will have a fine time chop-
ping down your tough beeches.”

The slender old man drew himself up,
his eyes flashed, he was driven to bay.

“You shall not do this,” he cried. “It
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is an outrage, a sacrilege. T shall appeal
to the commandant. He will protect my
rights.”

The officers looked at each other.
Deaf to pity, they had keen ears for dan-
ger. A reproof, perhaps a punishment
from their superior would be most un-
pleasant. They hesitated to face it.
But they were too obstinate to give up
their malicious design with a good grace.

“Military necessity,” growled the
prince, “knows no private rights. I ad-
vise you, baron, not to appeal to the com-
mandant. It will be useless, perhaps
harmful.”

“Here, you,” he said gruffly, turning to
the corporal, “carry out my orders, Cut
the two marked beeches by the gate.
Then take vour men into the park and
cut the biggest trees there. Report for
further orders to-morrow morning.”

The wooden-faced giant saluted, swung
on his heels, and marched stiffly out. The
baron followed him quickly.

He knew that entreaties would be
wasted on the corporal. How to get to
the commandant, that was the question.
He would not be allowed to use the tele-
phone which was in the dining-room, nor
the automobile which belonged to the offi-
cers; nor one of their horses which were in
his stable. The only other beast left
there was a small and very antique don-
key which the children used to drive. In
a dilapidated go-cart, drawn by this pat-
tering nag, the baron made such haste as
he could along twelve miles of stony road
to the district headquarters. There he
told his story simply to the commandant
and begged protection for his beloved
trees.

The old general was of a different type
from the fire-eating dandies who played
the master at Azan. He listened courte-
ously and gravely. There was a picture
in his mind of the old timbered house in
the Hohe Venn, where he had spent four
vears in retirement before the war called
him back to the colors. He thought of
the tall lindens and the spreading chest-
nuts around it and imagined how he
should feel if he saw them falling under
the axe. Then he said to his petitioner:

“You have acted quite correctly, Mon-
sieur le Barom, in bringing this matter
quietly to my attention. There is no
military necessity for the destruction of
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your fine trees. I shall put a stop to it
at once.”

He called his aide-de-camp and gave
some instructions in a low tone of voice,
When the aide came back from the
telephone and reported, the general
frowned.

“It is unheard of,” he muttered, half to
himself, ¢ the way those titled young fools
go beyond their orders.”

Then he turned to his visitor.

“T am very sorry, Monsieur le Baron,
but two of your beeches have already
fallen. It cannot be helped now. But
there shall be no more of it, I promise you.
Those young officers are—they are—let
us call them overzealous. I will transfer
them to another post to-morrow. The
German command appreciates the correct
conduct of you and Madame la Baronne.
Is there anything more that I can do for
your”

“I thank your Excellency sincerely,”
replied the baron. Then he hesitated a
moment, as if to weigh his words. “No,
Herr General, T believe there is nothing
more—in which you can help me.”

The old soldier’s eyelids flickered for an
instant. “Then I bid you a very good
day,” he said, bowing.

The baron hurried home, to share the
big good news with his wife. The little
bad news she knew already. Together
they grieved over the two fallen trees and
rejoiced under the golden shadow of their
untouched companions. The officers had
called for wine, and more wine, and yet
more wine, and were drinking deep and
singing loud in the dining-room.

In the morning came an orderly with a
despatch from headquarters, ordering the
prince and the count to duty in a dirty
village of the coal region. Their baggage
was packed into the automobile, and they
mounted their horses and went away in a
rage.

“You will be sorry for this, dumb-
head,” growled the prince, scowling
fiercely. “Yes,” added Ludra, with a
hateful grin, “we shall meet again, dear
landlord, and you will be sorry.”

Their host bowed and said nothing.

Some weeks later the princely automo-
bile came to the door of the chateau.
The forester brought up word that the
Prince Birenberg and the Count Ludra
were below with a message from head-
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quarters; the commandant wished the
baron to come there immediately; the
automobile was sent to bring him. He
made ready to go. His wife and his ser-
vant tried hard to dissuade him: it was
late, almost dark, and very cold—not
likely the commandant had sent for him
—it might be all a trick of those officers—
they were hateful men—they would play
some cruel prank for revenge. But the
old man was obstinate in his resolve; he
must do what was required of him, he
must not even run the risk of slighting the
commandant’s wishes; after all, no great
harm could come to him.

When he reached the steps he saw the
count in the front seat, beside the chauf-
feur, grinning; and the prince’s harsh
voice, made soft as possible, called from
the shadowy interior of the car:

“Come in, baron. The general has
sent for youina hurry, We will take you
like lightning. How fine your beeches
look against the sky. What?”

The old man stepped into the dusky
car. It rolled down the long aisle, be-
tween the smooth gray columns, beneath
the fan-tracery of the low arches, out on
to the stony highway. Thus the tree-
lover was taken from his sanctuary.

He did not return the next day, nor the
day after. His wife, tortured by anxiety,
went to the district headquarters. The
commandant was away. The aide could
not enlighten her. There had been no
message sent to the baron—that was cer-
tain. Major Birenberg and Captain
Ludra had been transferred to another
command. Unfortunately, nothing could
be done except to report the case.

The brave woman was not broken by
her anguish, but raised to the height of
heroic devotion.  She dedicated herself to
the search for her husband. The faithful
forester, convinced that his master had
been killed, was like a slow, sure blood-
hound on the track of the murderers. He
got a trace of them in a neighboring vil-
lage, where their car had been seen to pass
at dusk on the fatal day. The officers
were in it, but not the baron. The for-
ester got a stronger scent of them in a
wine-house, where their chauffeur had
babbled mysteriously on the following
day. The old woodsman followed the
trail with inexhaustible patience.

“Ishall bring the master’s body home,”

151

he said to his mistress, “and God will use
me to avenge his murder.”

A few weeks later he found his master’s
corpse hidden in a hollow on the edge of
the forest, haif-covered with broken
branches, rotting leaves, and melting
snow. There were three bullets in the
body. They had been fired at close range.

The widow’s heart, passing from the
torture of uncertainty to the calm of set-
tled grief, had still a sacred duty to live
for. She had not forgotten her husband's
dream. She went to the cardinal-arch-
bishop to heg the consecration of a little
burial-plot at the foot of the greatest of
the beeches of Azan. That wise and
brave prince of the church consented with
words of tender consolation, and promised
his aid in the pursuit of the criminals.

“ Eminence,” she said, weeping, “you
are very good to me. God will reward
you. He is just. He will repay. But
my heart’s desire is to follow my hus-
band’s dream.”

So the body of the old botanist was
brought back to the shadow of the great
beech-trees, and was buried there, like the
bones of a martyr, within the sanctuary,

Is this the end of the story?

Who can say?

It is written also, among the records of
Belgium, that the faithful forester disap-
peared mysteriously a few weeks later.
His body was found in the forest and laid
near his master.

Another record tells of the trial of
Prince Birenberg and Count Ludra before
a court martial. The count was sentenced
to ten years of forced labor on his own
estate. The death-sentence of the prince
was commuted to imprisonment in some
unnamed place. So far the story of Ger-
man justice.

But of the other kind of justice—the
poetic, the divine—the record is not yet
complete,

I know only that there is a fatherless
girl working and praying in a hospital in
England, and a fatherless boy fighting
and praying in the muddy trenches near
Ypres, and a lonely woman walking and
praying under certain great beech-trees at
the Chiteau d’Azan. The burden of
their prayer is the same. Night and day
it rises to Him who will judge the world in
righteousness and before whose eyes the
wicked shall not stand.
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YOU AND YOU

TO THE AMERICAN PRIVATE IN THE GREAT WAR
By Edith Wharton

EvERY one of you won the war—
You and you and you—

Each one knowing what it was for,
And what was his job to do.

Every one of you won the war,
Obedient, unwearied, unknown,

Dung in the trenches, drift on the shore,
Dust to the world’s end blown;

Every one of you, steady and true,

You and you and you—

Down in the pit or up in the blue,
Whether you crawled or sailed or flew,
Whether vour closest comrade knew

Or you bore the brunt alone—

All of you, all of you, name after name,
Jones and Robinson, Smith and Brown,

You from the piping prairie town,

You from the Fundy fogs that came,

You from the city's roaring blocks,

You from the bleak New England rocks
With the shingled roof in the apple boughs,
You from the brown adobe house——

You from the Rockies, you from the Coast,
You from the burning frontier-post

And you from the Klondvke's frozen flanks,
You from the cedar-swamps, you from the pine,
You from the cotton and you from the vine,
You from the rice and the sugar-brakes,

You from the Rivers and you from the Lakes,
You from the Creeks and you from the Licks
And you from the brown bayou—

You and you and you—

You from the pulpit, you from the mine,
You from the factories, you from the banks,
Closer and closer, ranks on ranks,

Airplanes and cannon, and rifles and tanks,
Smith and Robinson, Brown and Jones,
Ruddy faces or bleaching bones,

After the turmoil and blood and pain
Swinging home to the folks again

Or sleeping alone in the fine French rain—
Every one of you won the war,

Every one of you won the war—
You and you and vou—
Pressing and pouring forth, more and more,
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Toiling and ‘straining from shore to shore

To reach the flaming edge of the dark

Where man in his millions went up like a spark,
You, in your thousands and millions coming,

All the sea ploughed with you, all the air humming,
All the land loud with you,

All our hearts proud with you,

All our souls bowed with the awe of your coming!

Where's the Arch high enough,

Lads, to receive you,

Where’s the eye dry enough,

Dears, to perceive you,

When at last and at last in your glory you come,
Tramping home ?

Every one of you won the war,

You and you and you—

You that carry an unscathed head,

You that halt with a broken tread,

And oh, most of all, you Dead, you Dead!

Lift up the Gates for these that are last,
That are last in the great Procession.

Let the living pour in, take possession,
Flood back to the city, the ranch, the farm,
The church and the college and mill,

Back to the office, the store, the exchange,
Back to the wife with the babe on her arm,
Back to the mother that waits on the sill,
And the supper that’s hot on the range.

And now, when the last of them all are by,
Be the Gates lifted up on high

To let those Others in,

Those Others, their brothers, that softly tread,
That come so thick, yet take no ground,
That are so many, yet make no sound,

Our Dead, our Dead, our Dead!

O silent and secretly-moving throng,

In your fifty thousand strong,

Coming at dusk when the wreaths have dropt,
And streets are empty, and music stopt,
Silently coming to hearts that wait

Dumb in the door and dumb at the gate,
And hear your step and fly to your call—
Every one of you won the war,

But you, you Dead, most of all!

November, 1018,



WHO PAYS THE COST OF THE WAR?
By A. Barton Hepburn

# has been waged in the halls
of Congress and in the
\E"a various forums of public
SSSE opinion in regard to the
proper means of financing it, and the rev-
enue bill now before Congress brings
renewal of this discussion. The issue re-
solves itself into this question:

Should the government raise lhe required
funds wholly by taxation, or should laxation
‘be imposed as severe in amount as may be
without impairing the business efficiency
of the country, and the balance of funds re-
guired be raised by the proceeds of bonds
sold?

A large number of economists have said
that the “all-taxation™ policy is prac-
ticable, because the current income of the
people in any case must pay all war ex-
penditures; that the choice between bond
issues and taxation is merely a choice
whether the government shall take in-
come with a promise to repay those who
furnish it, by issuing bonds; or whether
the government shall take income with-
out such promise, in the form of taxes;
that the amount issued in bonds might
just as easily be taken in the form of
taxes; that the policy of borrowing
within the country itseli does not shift
any part of the nation’s war expenditure
from the present to the future; that if the
people can support the war at all, they
can do it on a cash basis; that borrowing
creates nothing; that except by borrow-
ing abroad, we cannot get anything which
we do not produce; that borrowing and
issuing bonds produces inflation and in-
creases the cost of the war; that taxation
does not produce inflation and makes for
rigid economy. In effect, it is claimed
that the cost of the war must unavoidably
be paid by the present and is paid by the
present, and issuing bonds payable in the
future does not relieve the present, but
imposes a burden upon posterity, who are
compelled to pay a second time.

We could have entered the war and
have been more or less efficient by using
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such funds as we could raise by taxation,
but could we have accomplished the
proud results we did achieve? We placed
2,000,000 men in France, and we were a
most important factor in feeding our
allies as well as furnishing military sup-
plies. In fact, we have been given the
credit by our allies of winning the war;
at least we were the determining factor.

To accomplish this gigantic task, we
expended, in nineteen months, about
§22,000,000,000,* including loans to our
allies. The devotees of the *all-taxa-
tion” principle would have had this
amount raised by taxation and paid by
our citizens within said nineteen months,

The question is, would such a thing be
physically possible? The net income
of our nation before the war was variously
estimated as from $2,000,000,000 to §s,-
000,000,000. NO economist, to my knowl-
edge, placed it higher than the latter fig-
ure. Of course, the net income or net
increment of the nation is the net profit
left after the payvment of all expenses,
including the cost of living and expendi-
tures for indulgences of any kind. With
the stoppage of all unnecessary expendi-
tures the increment available for taxes
would be very materially increased; the
amount of the increase depending, of
course, upon the rigidness of the econ-
omy exercised. But with rigid economy
would the amount equal the enormous
expenditures which our government has
incurred ?

If taxation is to be depended upon, the
first necessity is to have something to tax.
Since the income tax and war-profits tax
are the main reliance, the government
revenue would depend largely upon in-
dividual and corporate prosperity. All
agree that taxes should be made as high
as business will bear without discourage-
ment, but too great taxation would, in
effect, be a capital tax and would reduce
the capital investment, and hence the
volume of business. The imposition of
$11,000,000,000 yearly in taxation would

*The amount authorized by Congress by appropra-

tion and contractual obligations available by July 1, 1910,
amounts Lo §57,000,000,000.
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have paralyzed business and have se-
verely curtailed the volume of produc-
tion. All business is a risk. By wise
management and great industry, business
hopes to succeed, but it may fail. If the
government proposes to take all the
profits, if profits there be, beyond a very
limited amount, and does not propose to
make good the loss, if loss should ensue,
it would certainly tend to circumscribe
business activity and minimize business
output. That is true and always will be
true as long as human nature remains the
same. And this limitation of productive
capacity would occur at a time when the
government’s necessities demanded maxi-
mum results. The war must be won, and
munitions, guns, equipment, and supplies
generally must be had at any price, and
in the shortest possible time. Any ex-
perimental attempt to finance the war in
a manner which would endanger the sup-
ply of needful articles would be as unpa-
triotic as it would be unwise. The gov-
ernment could, of course, impose any
amount of taxation, even to the extent of
confiscation, for omce, but taxation so
rigorous as to impair capital investment
in business would not only inevitably re-
duce the volume of business, as just
pointed out, but would also reduce the
amount of income possible to the govern-
ment in succeeding years. It is never
wise to kill the goose that lays the golden
eggs.

We all agree that the only source from
which taxes can ultimately be paid or
bonds bought is net income. But not
the net income of one or two years. If
the net income of the present year is not
sufficient for the government’s needs, the
government may anticipate the net in-
come of the future by borrowing. We
will all agree that the anticipation of
future income in the form of credit does
not create any value, but it does render
future values available in the present,
and lends to them a present usable cash
valuation, predicated upon the income
which it is believed property will pro-
duce in the future. The apparent con-
flict of ideas hetween the economist and
the business man arises from the assump-
tion on the part of the economist that
furnishing the implements of war pays
for the war. It is evident that the war
must be prosecuted with existing goods,
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but those who supply these goods may be
paid in part by the proceeds of bonds
pavable in the future.

The “all-taxation” advocates draw a
line of demarcation between the present
and the future, which in reality does not
exist, There iz no way of separating the
present from the future in such ipse dixit
manner. The truth is that the present
is constantly melting into the past, and
the future, immediate and remote, is the
main consideration in all transactions in
the practical affairs of mankind. All
values are predicated upon the future.
The farm, the factory, bank stock, rail-
road stock, are all valued according to the
income which it is believed they will pro-
duce in the future.

When a farmer buys a farm and leaves
a purchase-money mortgage upon the
same for a part of its purchase price,
running ten years, he is mortgaging his
future income as well as his property.
The tenth crop is a part of the considera-
tion as well as the present one. His am-
bition is that his income will pay his debt
and free his property. Business iz largely
done by credit resulting from utilizing
the future income, by mortgaging the
future. Every entrepreneur who is using
borrowed capital in his enterprise is an-
ticipating [uture profits and offering what
capital he has and his character and in-
dustry to inspire confidence.

The Allied governments anticipated
their future incomes by borrowing $8,-
000,000,000 from us, and we might ask
the “all-taxation” people whether this
also should be raised by taxation! Our
government anticipated its future in-
come—taxes—by selling to the public
bonds payable in the future. And the
public anticipated its future income in
buying the bonds. In a business sense,
future income is just as real and just as
available through credit as any other re-
source. It is the function of credit—of
finance—to render future income avail-
able in the present, and upon that func-
tion the whole superstructure of business
is based. In view of this well-known,
world-wide characteristic of business,
how is it possible to maintain that the
cost of the war must inevitably be borne
by the present, and that it is physically
impossible to devolve any portion of the
same upon the future, except as a double
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pavment? For what are present re-
sources? Are they cash and bank credit
only? The total currency in circulation
in the country is about $4,000,000,000.
It would cut a sorry figure compared to
the cost of the war and the enormous
daily cost of business. The resources of
the commercial banks of the country in-
clude, in round numbers, $12,000,000,000
invested in commercial obligations, notes,
drafts, bills of exchange, running thirty
days to six months, and sometimes longer,
and also a reasonable percentage of long-
time bonds. These commercial banks
are the reservoirs wherein business re-
duces its future maturities, by loans and
discounts, to available present credit.
But, say my opponents, even though
future income can be anticipated, it can
as well be anticipated for purposes of
taxation as for the purchase of bonds.
Let us see. The income which goes into
taxes is gone forever so far as the tax-
payer is concerned, but income invested
in bonds provides an asset which may
be used as collateral to support his credit
in case the capital needs of his business
render borrowing on his part necessary.
The income-tax law fixes the fiscal year,
defines assets and liabilities, and deter-
mines the method of ascertaining the in-
come. It seems to assume that all busi-
ness profits are in a form available for the
payment of taxes. But it should be
borne in mind that the profits of a busi-
ness do not take the form of money ex-
cept to a moderate extent. A farmer's
profits are represented by live stock; a
merchant's or manufacturer’s profit by
goods on hand; a railroad company's
profits by additional siding facilities, roll-
ing-stock, etc. And in these days of ris-
ing prices, a very considerable proportion
of all business profits are represented by
the enhanced valuation put upon goods
on hand, and even the enhanced valua-
tion of real estate would be included in
localities where real estate was advancing.
The “all-taxation” advocates tell us
that issuing and selling bonds create in-
flation. True, the issuing of any new
credit instrument tends toward inflation.
But extraordinary taxation that would
force borrowing in order to pay taxes
would also produce inflation. Professor
Carl C. Plehn, of the University of Cali-
fornia, points out the real determining
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factor in the question of inflation when
he says,in the American Economic Review,
September, 1918: “It will possibly be
agreed that it is the sudden increase in
spending for non-economic purposes that
creates the inflation. Hence both taxes
and loans will create some inflation.”
The imposition of $11,000,000,000 in
taxation per annum would have driven
all industry to the banks for loans in order
to pay their taxes. The credit instru-
ments placed in banks by such borrow-
ing would tend to inflation, which these
economists so much dread, in the same
proportion that bond issues would. Dur-
ing the past two years, even under exist-
ing taxation, there has been much bor-
rowing to pay taxes, and some corpora-
tions have resorted to new financing in
anticipation of taxes foreseen.

On the other hand, all bond-issuing
does not create inflation. Pethwick Law-
rence says: “Inflation is inherent in the
flotation of a loan for purposes other than
the construction of material reproductive
capital.” TIssuing bonds or credit instru-
ments to obtain funds to build a knitting-
mill does not produce inflation, because the
value of themill offsets or equals the bonds
issued. The same is true as to credit used
for the creation of any productive prop-
erty. The *“all-taxation” advocates
seem to assume that all funds secured
from bond sales are expended in war ac-
tivities which are destroyed by their use.
That is far from true. The property of
continuing value created by our govern-
ment with proceeds of funds raised runs
into billions.  Since the beginning of this
war the government has expended, and
is expending, hundreds of millions in con-
struction of vessels to supplement our
navy, transport our troops, transport
supplies, and for other purposes. When
the war is over these vessels will still be
in valuable use. The government has
built shipyards, munitions and aeroplane
plants, and other plants, which will have
a continuing value after the war is over.
There is no more reason why the present
taxpayers should pay the entire cost of
these production goods than why the
cost of the Panama Canal should have
been imposed upon the taxpayers at the
time of its construction.

Again, did the bonds our government
sold to raise money to loan our allies in-
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volve inherent inflation? Our govern-
ment holds interest-bearing bonds of the
Allied countries for the amounts borrowed.

Another serious mistake which these
‘“all-taxation” people make is in assum-
ing that all war supplies are furnished by
private corporations and individuals,
whose profits would be subject fo an in-
come tax. The war was on such a mag-
nificent scale, the demands so enormous,
that the government, as already pointed
out, built shipyards, and ships, docks,
munition-factories, powder-mills, aero-
plane plants, etc., in fact, went into busi-
ness on a large scale, and in addition
commandeered other plants. The gov-
ernment could not await private enter-
prise, and used the proceeds of bonds sold
to divert production from a peace to a
war basis, to command men and material,
to intensily activity, increase efficiency,
and increase production of the things
they needed.

Inflation of prices, whether from taxa-
tion or bond issues, increases the cost of
living and affects more than all others
those who work for a fixed stipend, or live
upon a fixed income. However, the price
of labor in the present crisis, with the
great demand for man-power, has fully
kept pace with the advance in prices.
Industrial and financial corporations have
treated their employees most liberally.
But colleges and schools have been hard
hit, crippled in their finances, and com-
pelled to reduce their force at a time
when faculty and instructors were in need
of increased pay. Far the greater per-
centage of present inflation in prices came
to us from the effects of the war in Europe
before we became a belligerent.

Over 20,000,000 individuals subseribed
to the last loan, thus broadening the war
constituency of the government—in-
creasing the stockholders in the govern-
ment—and materially contributing to the
funds necessary to prosecute the war.
Funds were thus made available from
people who would not have been reached
by taxation.

Professor Plehn discussed this subject
with great force and clearness in the Re-
view above referred to. He says:

The “‘all-taxes™ extremists argue that in any
event it is impossible to draw the actual costs of
war from the future. They say, for example:
“We cannot (in 1918) shoot a shell to be made in
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1930, a statement of fact which need not be dis-
Eute(l_ But when they add, “the future is not

ere to bear burdens,” and then conclude “the
surplus of current income must be the source
(sole source) of funds for financing the present
war,” and hence would have us infer that bor-
rowing is 4 mere hocus-pocus, which ““postpones
no burden to the future,” they are dealing in
pure sophistry, The trick in logic is turned by
the concealed assumption that funds, which only
stand for and represent realities, represent only
present realities. Such a conrlusion runs coun-
ter to the judgment of the business community
which is thoroughly convinced that it is easier
to pay heavy taxes for ten consecutive years than
ten times those taxes in one vear, | . .

There is the further fallacy of assuming that it
is possible to draw a sharp line between the pres-
ent and the future in any economic process. We
can stop the clock, but we cannot stop time.
Any moment now in the future glides through the
present into the past with tremendous certainty.
Every economic process is a process involving
time, and of the three—past, present, and future
—the future is the most important. The whole
fabric of economic life is built on hope, confidence,
and faith in the future. We plant in the spring-
time for an autumn harvest. We build railroads
not to moveour accumulated products of the past,
but to gather the expected future crops and manu-
factures. Our capital with which we work and
bring forth results is not merely a hoard of ac-
cumulated savings “against a rainy day,” it is
the living power of future production. Its value
is the present value of a stream of future in-
come, . . .

In war finance we aim to place in the hands of
the government funds with which it can induce
men to produce war supplies, to-morrow and the
day after, not yesterday nor the day before.
Credit is the means by which the shadows of
coming crops and the toil of future generations
are cast before them into the present. Credit,
of course, has no magic power to create something
out of nothing, nor can it set the table to-day with
viands to be grown next year, but it does enable
us to overleap the barriers of time and claim the
values of the future as our own now.

Now, it was physically impossible to
raise by taxation enough funds to enable
us to get into this war and prove a win-
ning factor as we did. In order to get
money fast enough to make over the in-
dustries of the country to a war basis,
supply the needs and pay the expenses of
warfare on such a phenomenal scale, and
supply the financial needs of our allies, it
was necessary for the government to an-
ticipate future income by selling bonds.
It was necessary for the public, in order
to respond to the government’s needs, to
anticipate their income by borrowing in
order to turn funds over to the govern-
ment. This did involve inflation and
resulted in hardship to many. There was
no other way to win the war. Finance by
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means of credit brought fulure income to the
aid of present income.

The United States entered this war to
defend and enforce certain basic prin-
ciples in government administration
deemed indispensable to the protection of
our citizens and the preservation of their
liberties. Surely posterity is interested
in the proper issue of such a controversy,
and will gladly bear the burden of paying
the interest upon and retirement of the
principal of bonds issued and sold to the
public in order to secure funds for the
successful prosecution of the present
war.

We are told, however, on high economic
authority that we cannot postpone to the
future the payment of part of the war cost
by means of loans; that the cost of the
war has to be produced to-day in terms
of goods; that when bonds are paid in the
future by taxes, it is simply a readjust-
ment—some people pay and some receive
—and the public as a whole are neither
richer nor poorer. But adjustment and
readjustment are the crux of living. Our
government has $600,000,000 of honds
outstanding which were issued for funds
to put down the rebellion in 1861—-5, many
times refunded, but the principal is still
unpaid. Was not that amount of debt
transferred from the Civil War period to
the future?

Although these logicians conclude to

.
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the contrary, the man in the street, the
man on the farm, the man in the counting-
house, and the man in the legislative halls
will always believe that a portion of the
present-day expense can be devolved
upon the future, and will act accordingly.

1 recall an example of false premise
which was current in my school-days. A
man goes into a saloon, leans over the bar
and says: “Well, I believe I will spend
my ten cents for crackers this morning.”
The barkeeper sets him up a plate of
crackers, The man turns the plate of
crackers around two or three times and
says: “Really now, I don’t want crackers,
I would like to swap these crackers for
a cigar.” The bar keep makes the re-
quired exchange, but after toying with
the cigar a moment or two, the customer
says: “Now, what I really want is a
drink. If it is all the same to you, I
would like to swap this cigar for a drink.”
The bar keep takes the cigar and sets up
a drink. The customer rapidly disposes
of the drink and starts off. “Hold on
there,” calls the bar keep, “you haven’t
paid me for that drink.” “But,” calls
back the customer, “'I gave you the cigar
for the drink.” “Well, then, pay me for
the cigar.” “I did. I gave you crack-
ers for the cigar.”” “Well, then, pay me
for the crackers.” “You've got the
crackers. You don’t expect to keep
them and get pay for them too, do you?”

THE "ILL-FATED CHILDREN OF THE ''CZSi
By Captain Michael Zenovyewitch Geraschinevsky

Of the Keksholm Imperial Guard

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS BY THE COURT PHOTOGRAPHER FOR THE CZARINA'S
COLLECTION, AND BY THE CZAR'S CHILDREN

JFTER three hundred years
of the ruling of the house

which has taken 6,000,000
of Russian lives, has
brought the absolute mon-
arch to a painful end. For three cen-
turies one man always alone had the ab-
solute control of 175,000,000 people.
Their word was law and their names put
fear into the souls of the Russians. Revo-
lution after revolution took place to over-
throw the absolute monarch and failure

to succeed cost hundreds of lives. The
Czar has always been separated and dis-
tant from his people. Peter the Great
was the first to mingle freely with the
populace. The second was Alexander the
Second, who liberated the serfs, and was
the grandfather of Nicholai the Second,
the last ruler of Russia.

~ Twenty miles from Petrograd, the cap-
ital of Russia, is situated the Palace of
Czarskoe Selo (Czar's Village), the favor-
ite home of the Czar and his family.
There is a Winter Palace at Petrograd,
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only used by the imperial family on state
occasions. The Winter Palace at Petro-
grad is very large and is built in old Ital-
ian architecture. The decorations are also
in the Italian style, and the Czar never
cared to live there. The Czarskoe Selo
Palace was built in Russian architecture
and made a pleasanter home for the royal
family. Nicholai the Second, the absolute
ruler of Russia, was a home-loving person,
a man who would gladly have given up
his throne for a simple life, and would
have mingled freely with his people, but
was always prevented by his counsellors
and the group of imperial bodies at court
whom he had to follow. He gave out a
great deal of affection to his children, but
was very disappointed every time a
daughter was born, as he had eagerly
looked forward to the birth of an heir.
He was very fond of his wife, but was
disappointed in her German ideas, which
brought the downfall of the Russian
house of Romanoffs. There were four
daughters: Olga, Tatiana, Maria, Anms-
tasia. The oldest was twenty-three years
old, and the youngest seventeen. When
the heir was born the Czar saw a new
light and trusted to make a different ruler
of the Czarevitch than he was himself.

The Czarevitch Alexis was a very bright
boy, and not a bit different from other
boys that were not of royal blood. He
was studious and quick to notice every-
thing about him. When he was five years
old a regiment was marching in review
before the Czar. The Czarevitch was
standing on a chair also watching the
parade. Suddenly the boy yelled out in
a voice loud enough for the colonel of the
regiment to hear: “Regiment, about
face.” Itcame toall with such a surprise.

The colonel, hearing the order from
the Czarevitch, immediately executed it.
The Czar in return, realizing the love of
the boy for the soldiers, appointed the
Czarevitch head of all the Cossack troops
in Russia. The boy was always with his
father, spending most of the time at the
front. They would sleep on field-cots,and
lead a life away from luxury.

When the war started, part of Czarskoe
Selo Palace was made into a hospital.
The younger daughters of the Czar, Maria
and Anastasia were made the hostesses.
Olga and Tatiana were nurses at the
hospital. The Czarevitch used to come
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to see us when he would get back from
the front; in fact, he used to ask the
sisters to take him with them. And it
was a great treat to be taken to the hos-
pital. I was there thirteen months, and
the girls came every day except when
they did not behave; their punishment
was that they were not allowed to go to
the hospital. We all loved the boy and
girls. They were so plain we could not
tell them apart from ordinary children,
only that they were so wonderfully well
behaved. The Czarevitch would play
dice with us. The loser forfeited a run.
He used to love that game. When the sis-
ters were not around he would always com-
plain that it was so lonesome at the castle;
he would look out to see if the girls were
gone before he would complain, and when
we did not talk to him and stand at atten-
tion, he would get angry and say: “Oh,
voumakeme tired; can’t you talk tome?”

On one occasion at the front the Czar
was occupying a simple house. General
Suchomlinoff, the minister of war, came
into a room where the Czarevitch sat
drawing pictures with colored pencils.
He was very fond of drawing pictures,
and every one he would meet he would
ask for a pencil. The minister did not
pay any attention to the Czarevitch, and
sat down. It is customary to ask per-
mission before you may sit down in the
presence of the Czarevitch. The general
was an old man, of course, and was always
with the Czar, so he did not pay any atten-
tion to custom. He was busily engaged
writing a report for the Czar. The boy
saw all this and paid no attention to him.

When the boy's governess came in to
ask him when he wanted his lunch, the
Czarevitch stood up, spoke to her, and
when she left the room, turned to the
general and said: “ General, it is cus-
tomary to stand up when a lady comes in
the room.” When the Czarevitch did not
behave the Czar would call the boy's
male nurse, a sailor by the name of
Derevenko, who would command the
prince to about face, forward march,
and march him to his room, and he would
have to remain and study for the rest of
the day. The Czarevitch had for his
playmate the son of the court physician,
a boy of his age by the name of Deren-
koff. His pet was a little dog, a spaniel,
and he had a little automobile, which
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he would drive himself. When he would
come in any place where a picture of t@le
Kaiser was, he would always destroy 1t.
Maria and Anastasia showed us their
photograph albums. I noticed a snap-
shot which they had taken of the Kaiser
and the Czar together on a hattleship.
The face of the Kaiser was scratched. T
asked the girl how that happened. Maria
said it must have been that the photo-
graphs stuck together, whereupon Anas-
tasia volunteered that it was Alexis did it
with his finger-nails.

The children used to talk Russian
fluently, but very fast, and I believe the
reason they spoke so fast was that they
were so rarely in contact with strangers
that they were always in a hurry to tell
them all they knew before they would
be called away. The girls always sat at
the bedside of the wounded soldiers and
officers, playing with them in -different
games. They would ask us to tell them
stories of the people from outside life.
They would call “outside life"” anything
that was not in the castle, and would
listen intently not to miss one word.
They were very well read, and what they
did not know they would look up in
reference books.

The children wore very plain clothes.
Their clothes were made by poor peasant
dressmakers during the war. The war
changed the autocratic house of Romanofl
into a plain family of democratic folks.

In the winter months they loved to
play in the snow. They all wore high
leather boots. As soon as the play was
finished they would all run over to the
hospital, where they would shake the
snow from their shoes, take off their own
boots,and pull slippers from their pockets,
put them on themselves and walk up-
stairs to the wounded, without aid of
servants, though there were plenty of
them at the palace.

They did not like to pose for photo-
graphs. They feared it was for publica-
tion, and felt embarrassed about it. All
the five children kept kodaks, and loved
to take their own snap-shots and develop
and print them themselves. They had a
little dark room built .for them, where
they would occupy themselves making
their pictures. They always carried their
photo albums around with them, and it
was a great joy for them to sit on your bed
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and explain the snap-shots to you which
they had made in many places.

They were very good players of tennis,
I saw them myself swinging over the
bars in the gymnasium, and they were
wonderful athletes. Grand Duchess Ma-
ria would always be the peacemaker be-
tween the brother and his playmates.
When a grand duke would come to play
with him, the Czarevitch would always
beat him up, and Maria would try to
stop him, and come away with a scratched
face.

When the revolution broke out all the
royal children had the measles. The
palace was guarded by loyal troops. Ar-
tillery was mounted all around. We had
telegraphic communication from the Czar
at the front, as there were telegraph in-
struments stationed at the palace. The
Czarina ordered a religious procession to
be held around Saint Theodore’s Cathe-
dral. All participated in the procession.
In the evenings the Czarina and her
danghters would talk to the wounded
and make inquiries of all that were there
in the castle to see if they had enough to
eat and were comfortable.

The Cossacks, who were the body-
guards of the Czar and the Czarevitch,
were the first troops to go over to the
Reds when they arrived around the
palace, and the rest of them followed the
mutineers.  When the revolutionists
broke into the palace all wounded officers
were thrown out in the street by the
Reds. Those that were not killed es-
caped to Siberia.

The photographs I brought into this
country at the risk of my life. If they
had been found on me by the Reds, T
would surely have been killed. They
were given to me by the children of the
Czar as souvenirs. When the Czar ab-
dicated, the Czarevitch was with him,
and the boy asked the father: “Does that
mean that T will not be the Czar of Rus-
sia either?” The father turned his head
away. It was a bitter question, and too
painful for him to answer, as the bhoy
was the growing hope of the monarch.
A coming Peter the Great—that is what
we all saw in him. The Czar saw that
the boy possessed that power that was lack-
ing in the father, and if he had lived to be
a ruler Russia would then have had a
progressive Czar,
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The Grand Duchesses Olga and Tatiana, two eldest daughters of the Czar, in their nurse’s uniform.,

A mistake is commonly made of confusing the Russian Sisters of Mercy with nuns because of the similarity of dress.
The close resemblance of the Grand Duchess Tatiana to the Cear can be plainly seen in this picture,
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Saint Theodore's Cathedral at Czarskoe Selo.

Erected in 1gog, this church, which was near his home, was one of the Czar’s favorites, and is the one he and his
fumily used to attend. The ikons are of great antiquity end are valued at millions of dollurs.
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Grand Duchesses Olga and Tatiana arriving at Saint Theodore's Hospital

by the colonel in charge

The Czarevitch, dressed in a Russian sailor's uniform, arriving at Saint Theodore's Hospital accompanied
by his male nurse, a sailor named Derevenko.

The Czarevitch is going over 1o shike hands with the Cossacks, of whom he was very fond
165
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NS
Grand Duchesses Maria and Anastasia at the bedside of a soldier who had lost his memory through
a bullet which bad lodged in his skull.

The girls would stand by his bedside and try by questions and talking to bring back his memory.

Grand Duchess Anastasia showing their photograph album to wounded officers.

The pictures in the album were all taken by the girls themselves. They also did all their own developing and print-
ing. The albums were a great delight to the children and were carried from one wounded man to another.
L]
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uniforms at Easter,

Grand Duchesses Maria and Anastasia with a group of wounded officers
in service and full-dress

Captain Michael Zenovyewitch Geraschinevsky, when wounded, supported
by
The photograp
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Picture of Russian soldiers on their way to the front, taken by the Grand Duchess Tatiana,

The royal train stopped in passing and the girls took this snapshot of the soldiers doing their native dance—
" Kamarinsky

Snapshot taken by Anastasia

I'hese youthful soldiers, not over fourteen years of age, while guarding the car, attracted the attention of Anastasia.
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LAW AND LEGISLATION
By Barrett Wendell

S HEN years ago I was
{ charged with the pleasant
duty of explaining to the
gid French some of the na-
tional characteristics. of
America, hardly any
proved so difficult to make clear as our
habitual conception of law. To the Con-
tinental mind, I presently found, law pre-
sents itself instinctively in the guise of a
decree, a statute, or a code; some consti-
tuted authority, usually based on military
force—like the antique empire of Rome—
finds itself in a position where it can tell
menwhat they ought to do; it does so,and
they have to behave accordingly. If law
thus promulgated and enforced is to per-
sist, of course it must be fundamentally
reasonable; no earthly power, for exam-
ple, could compel men to dispense with
food, to hibernate like bears or chrysa-
lises, to fly without the aid of elaborate
machinery, or always to be good. Within
the range of human possibility, however,
constituted authority may certainly be
conceived as absolute; in such event,
when it becomes inconvenient the most
obvious way to correct its errors is to
destroy it—by more or less bloody revolu-
tion. Whereupon some new constituted
authority will arise to confirm, to modify,
or to replace the mandates of that which
has fallen. And so ad infinitum.

In sharp contrast to this conception I
found that to which we of America have
been born and bred—that which we
brought with us from our ancestral Eng-
land after it had already flourished there
through more centuries than have yet
passed since Jamestown was founded or
Plymouth. Though most of us trouble
ourselves no more than most Englishmen
have done as to what we mean by words
we constantly use, this very fact implies
such habitual assumption of their truth
that you can hardly question them with-
out giving us a rude shock—at least of
surprise. And if our traditional concep-
tion of law can be compressed into a brief
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phrase, we should mostly agree that law
has always presented itself to us as some-
thing which essentially and independently
exists. In other words, perhaps, we as-
sume it to be a highly specific phase of
nature. Whatever question arises is nor-
mally to be settled not primarily by refer-
ence to codes, decrees, or statutes, but by
application to a court whose business is
to interpret from precedent or analogy
the actual state of law, much as a chemist
would tell you what compounds are ex-
plosive, what poisonous, and what whole-
some. Or, to put the matter otherwise,
one might say that we assume the struc-
ture of society to be, like that of language,
based on long-accepted custom, proved
by experience on the whole beneficial; in
such event, the prime function of consti-
tuted authority, whatever form this may
take, is not to impose law, but to discover
and to assert it.

Obviously enough, the course of nature
in society may now and again prove as
troublesome as it often proves in geology.
A stream left to itself may sweep away
acres or torrentially waste waters without
which acres must stay unfruitful. So
custom left to itself may often result not
only in ruinous hardship but in social
harm. Thatis why, when geology is con-
cerned, there is need of skilful engireers,
and when law is concerned there is need
of such correctives as ancestral English
and American practice has found in courts
of equity or in legislative action. Prop-
erly understood, however, the function of
your engineer is not to contradict the
laws of nature, which will persist in spite
of him, but only to restrain or to modify
their excesses, so far as this may be within
human power. FProperly understood, ac-
cording to the immemorial conduct of our
ancestors, the function of chancellors and
legislatorsis similarly conditional. Above
and beyond them all is the inexorable
course of human existence.

Though neither the Continental nor our
ancestral conception is precisely defined
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in the minds of those who hold it, though
neither, indeed, is often held quite con-
sciously, and though neither can be as-
serted absolutely and unconditionally,
there must always follow from either a
range of conclusion widely different from
that consequent upon the other. Men
who habitually regard legislation as the
source of law must inevitably tend to re-
gard human authority—wise or foolish—
as for the moment final. Men, on the
other hand, who habitually regard law as
positively existent, like the laws which
govern the stellar universe, must tend to
regard human authority, so far as it pre-
tends to be much more than interpreta-
tive, as at best intrusive and probably
as dangerous. The Continental type of
mind is accordingly apt to think of gov-
ernment as existing for the purpose of
telling men what they ought to do; and
the English and American type of mind is
equally apt to suppose that the prime
function of government, like that of the
Decalogue, is prudently to prevent lines
of conduct which may prove socially un-
desirable or ultimately impracticable.
Two consequences clearly follow from this
antagonism: a mind habituated to either
conception will find the other hard to
grasp; and, in ultimate analysis, the Eng-
lish conception is on the whole the more
favorable to the abstract ideal of individ-
ual freedom.

Viewed in the light of these considera-
tions and of the course which history is
now taking, few events of the past can
seem much more ironical than the Amer-
ican Revolution. In one important as-
pect this was a war of secession from the
union of the British Empire, widely analo-
gous to the later war in which the South-
ern States attempted to free themselves
from what they conceived to be the in-
conveniences of the American Union. Tt
needs little imagination to perceive that
if the Southern Secessionists had pre-
vailed, there would now have been on
earth no such power as these United
States, whose entrance into the World
War has finally checked the aggression of
Germany. By the same token, if you
will stop to think, it seems hardly possi-
ble that if the British Empire had not
heen rent asunder in the last quarter of
the eighteenth century the aggression of
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modern Germany could ever have loomed
much larger than a local disturbance.
For an unbroken course of peaceful im-
perial expansion would long ago have
made almost world-wide the English
conception of the Common Law—a law
which exists and persists above and be-
yond the control of any human authority.

To a considerable extent, no doubt, this
is actually the case. Apart from certain
predatory confiscations, such as must al-
ways occur in periods of wide public dis-
turbance, the American Revolution made
little more difference in matters of law
than by declaring elective such local gov-
ernors as had hitherto been appointed by
the Crown; and the written constitutions
which resulted from it and culminated in
that of the United States will prove on
scrutiny to be virtually codes of accepted
and tested political practice. What is
more, the social effects of our Revolution
even to this day, il we may take as evi-
dence the combined love of liberty and
deference to authority displayed by the
citizens, old and young, who since April,
1917, have flocked to our colors and about
them, prove the persistence among our-
selves of those general principles which
our ancestors brought with them from
our mother country. Two incontrovert-
ible facts, nevertheless, have prevented
these principles from exerting quite such
power as they might have had in ac-
knowledged union of world dominion.
The first need only be stated: for more
than a century history has been so taught
in American schools that your every-day
citizen instinctively assumes England to
be not only alien to us but hostile. The
second demands more consideration: at
least ever since the Declaration of Inde-
pendence, the conscious thought of Amer-
ica so far as it concerns law, public and
private, has been incalculably influenced
by generalizations which, whatever their
validity, are not of English or American
but of Continental origin,

This tendency, indeed, has gone so far
that, long before any period when living
memory runs to the contrary, your ordi-
nary American had come to accept as
axiomatic at least two principles’ by no
means harmonious with the actual his-
tory of our hereditary institutions. The
first is that anything apparently at odds
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with the preambles of our state papers—
such, for example,_as Mr. Rufus Choate
called “the ghtterlng and sounding gen-
eralities of natural right which make up
the Declaration of Independence "—must
for that very reason be all wrong. The
second is that even the whims and vaga-
ries of legislation—so long as they are not
palpably insane—should "be held as bind-
ing as submissive subjects of absolute
monarchy are presumed to hold the im-
pulses of an irresponsible personal sover-
eign. At least for this second opinion,
too, there is considerable color of reason.
Under our national constitution, to be
sure, no legislative act is incontestably
valid until it has been so pronounced by
our regularly established courts; but once
so pronounced, whether in itself wise or
foolish, constructive or dangerous, any
]eglslatwe act must evidently have the
full force of positive law, counterfeiting
the inexorable law of nature itself, if the
structure of the state is to prevail. Our
popular error here, in short, if error it be,
is a matter chiefly of mood. In obeying
legislation we are profoundly right; any
other course would tend toward anarchy.
In regarding legislation as inherently ab-
solute, however, we are at least perilously
near the danger of forgetting that it can-
not safely stray too far from the limits of
custom. That the danger of irresponsi-
bly absolute power lies not in the medium
through which it operates—personal or
popular—but in its own headstrong and
unreasoning irresponsibility, hardly ever
occurs to us.

This weakening, or at best this deep
modification, of our ancestral conception
of law as positively existent is by no
means confined to our own country.
Throughout the British Empire, and not
least in England itself, there has been for
more than a century an increasing ten-
dency to substitute untested legislation
for accepted practice. How far this is
due to the disruption of world empire
effected by the American Revolution,
how far it may perhaps result from the
measurelessly increased intercommuni-
cation between radical America and con-
servative England during the nineteenth
century, or how far it is the effect of the
restless spirit of our bewildering titnes
everywhere, nobody can say. There are
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aspects, indeed, in which it may best be
regarded as a perplexing phenomenon of
world history, to be explained, if ever, by
philosophers of the future. If so, it only
makes the more clear one of the perils
which now environ our devoted national
purpose to make the world henceforth
safe.

Among the difficulties which we shall
presently be obliged to confront, and with
us the Allies whose common cause we
have made our own, too, none may prove
more insidious than that which lies in the
hardly apprehended conflict between the
conceptions of law assumed throughout
Continental Europe and those which,
however dormant for the while, have been
ancestral to England and to America.
How dormant they are getting to be with
us one or two familiar examples can
hardly fail to remind anybody who may
still comfortably suppose them awake as
ever. Ask yourself, for instance, what
you mean by a constitution. The answer
is evident: a constitution is a statement
of the general principles of government,
including the structure or what may be
called the machinery thereof, and a defi-
nition of the limits within which this may
operate without injury. The constitu-
tion of England is unwritten, except so
far as it is embodied in a long series of
occasional fundamental statutes. The
constitutions of the United States and of
the States which are combined in our
federal Union have been officially en-
acted. The function of all is nevertheless
the same. Then inquire how Americans
of this passing moment are disposed to
regard the new constitutions, or constitu-
tional amendments, with which for a
good while they have been incessantly
busy. Again, there can be little doubt
about the answer. Far and wide they
are attempting to make these instruments
vehicles of specific and detailed legisla-
tion, such as that concerning the prohibi-
tion of alcoholic stimulants, not because
this is really a matter of legal rights or
principles, but only because when you
once get anything into a constitution it
becomes much harder to repeal than
would otherwise be the case. A more
ominous perversion of legal conception
can hardly be imagined.

Again, there can be little doubt that at
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least in America we have long been apt
to confuse the obligations imposed on us
by legislation with those imposed on all
mankind by the general principles of
morality. Of late years, for example, we
have been deluged with statutes, national
and local, of which the purpose has been
the regulation or the considerable modi-
fication of the normal processes of trade.
Whatever the wisdom of these enact-
ments, or their other virtues, they have
had the inconvenience of abruptly declar-
ing many lines of commercial conduct,
hitherto sanctioned by custom, to be
criminal; and with the best intentions in
the world your business man cannot
always and instantly alter his methods
at command. Various prosecutions of
worthy citizens have consequently filled
the newspapers when no more profitable
matter happened to demand the space.
The general comments on these technical
malefactors have been hardly distinguish-
able from what would properly be made
on professional thieves or cutthroats. If
this signify anything, it can mean only
that, without stopping to think, our pub-
lic opinion is not content to hold obedi-
ence to legislation a needful matter of dis-
cipline, but instinctively assumes that
legislation must be positively right, just
as devotees of absolutism bow before the
decrees of an autocrat.

Our respect for the authority of legisla-
tion, in fact, is leading us to forget both
its human and therefore fallible origin and
its historical function in such a system of
law as has somehow fostered the growth
of English institutions and American
through something like a thousand vears.
That you have the power to do a thing is
no sufficient reason why you should actu-
ally do it. Anybody, for example, can
plan the building of a house without foun-
dations or drains; few would hold such
designs aci\-isable, and folks who did
might well be held deficient in the matters
of intelligence and of common sense. The
office of these qualities, so far as the build-
ing of houses may be concerned, is not to
contradict the laws of physics or of hy-
giene, but to recognize them and to con-
fine action within the limits which they
happen to impose. That the scope of
legislation in its relation to the laws
which inevitably control human society
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has similar limitations nobody, of what-
ever origin, would seripusly deny. The
Continental habit of thought, however,
has tended so to emphasize the momen-
tary authority of legislation as to neglect
the limits of natural law within which this
must be exercised if it is to be either safe
or persistent. The habit of thought from
which our institutions have sprung has
tended, on the other hand, at least im-
plicitly, so to admit the existence of fun-
damental law as to make the theory,
though not always the practice, of our
legislation either interpretative of law or
prudently corrective of the hardships
which uncontrolled law must sometimes
involve. The logic of the one would re-
sult in admission of absolute sovereignty
—none the less oppressive when exercised
by peoples or parliaments than when exer-
cised by kings or kaisers. The logic of
the other would admit no sovereignty,
whatever its form, better than condi-
tional; kaisers, kings, parliaments, and
peoples alike may defy or ignore the un-
written but not undiscoverable majesty of
law only at their mortal peril.

Vaguely general though all these obser-
vations must rightly seem, they can
hardly be held impertinent by any mind
gravely concerned with the tremendous
problems of the present day. One and
all of us want to make the world safe.
Nobody can tell us quite how to do so.
We must honestly, devotedly experiment,
and with the détails of our experiments
we cannot here concern ourselves. Al-
ready, however, we may well try to dis-
cern what we mean by world qafety Al-
ready we may perceive that this is not
surely to be found in any precise form of
government which chances for the while
to appeal to our reason or to our preju-
dices. It will be approached, we should
all agree, by any system which shall per-
mit men to pursue the course of their daily
lives with no more molestation than is
needful for the maintenance of public or-
der, and which shall secure to them, thus
responsibly free, due rewards for social
services and due penalties for social of-
fenses.

Though the impatience of our time may
often make us less ready to admit another
truth, few of us, on reflection, would ven-
ture to deny it: such rewards and such
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penalties are matters not of hours, or
days, or years, but rather of lifetimes and
of generations. A safe world we may
dare hope to be a world which shall last
through centuries. If so, we may be con-
tent when the end of each century shows
socially constructive tendencies to have
been on the whole rewarded and socially
destructive tendencies to have been on
the whole condemned. For the moment
we are apt to prate about individual life-
times as if they comprised the whole story
of existence; in truth, we all know that at
best they are only links in the chain or
stages in the growth of social security, and
that the strength of the chain or the
sturdiness of the growth can be demon-
strated only when not one but many of its
parts prove strong or sturdy,
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Sure of this, we need ponder little to
perceive that of the powers now extant in
the world the most nearly durable have
proved to be the governments of England
and of our United States. Once assured
of this, we can hardly fail to recognize the
distinguishing feature of their constitu-
tional systems: in both the Common Law
has grown and persisted, and this means
that, wittingly or not, both have mistily
conceived law to exist by virtue of its own
being and have consequently implied the
function of legislation to be not absolute-
ly authoritative but rather corrective or
palliative. If we of America are to help
make the future world safe, our true task
now is to revive, to assert, and to propa-
gate this most fundamental of our an-
cestral principles.

THE. COLLEGE: YESTERDAY AND
TO-MORROW

By Frederick W. Roe

Assistant Dean, the University of Wisconsin

i1 college® for the past twenty
=y vears and more presents a
d striking contrast. Out-
wardly it has been a period
of brilliant and unprece-
dented expansion. In all that goes to
make up the material expression of a
college—buildings, equipment, endow-
ment, number of students, and faculty—
there has been an increase the like of
which no previous generation saw or per-
haps even dreamed. The old graduate
who to-day revisits his alma mater after
long absence iz amazed to behold the
transformations that have everywhere
taken place. He sees around him new
halls and new dormitories that put to
shame those which he knew in the older
time. He is conducted through labora-
tories equipped with every known facility

* By college is meant an undergraduate institution, whose
central standard course of study is non-professional, whether
it exists by itself or whether it is one of a group of institutions
(including professional or technical schools) existing together
under the name of & university.

of research, and through libraries where
row upon row of books and periodicals
give him a confused sense of the vastness
and variety of modern learning, and a
far-off suggestion of the mighty enterprise
of modern scholarship. If he is a Greek-
Jetter man, his undergraduate brethren
proudly escort him through their new
club-house, the beautiful and luxurious
shrine of their mystical order. Or, if he
chance to have been a sportsman in his
time, famous on track or field, the boys
of to-day will show him the athletic
grounds and stadium, and they will smile
among themselves as they listen to his
exclamations of wonder at what he sees,
Officials delight to tell him of an increased
enrolment, thirty, sixty, or a hundred
fold; of an immensely expanded curricu-
lum, opening out new pathways to educa-
tion in all directions; and of the manifold
activities and accomplishments of the col-
lege professor of to-day—until the college
which the old graduate knew and loved
recedes into the dim backgrounds of mem-
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ory, where it will live only as a fond tra-
dition for him and the men of his time.

But the picture has another side which
has probably escaped the bewildered and
reminiscent alumnus. For this period of
remarkable outer achievement has been
also a period of inner unrest and uncer-
tainty—nay, for not a few it has been a
period of skepticism and even of despair

-without parallel in the annals of the
American college. Presidents and deans,
professors and alumni, even distant but
not disinterested laymen, have joined in
a chorus of criticism that has gone up all
over the land, and that has found expres-
sion in a growing mass of reports, ad-
dresses, articles, and volumes—almost in
itseli a library of lamentation! The
reader will discover in this material, more-
over, not a little that suggests helplessness
or confusion of thought, as though the
movement of events has been so full and
rapid that educators have been unable to
determine its direction, to say nothing of
controlling it. “I have found every-
where,” says Woodrow Wilson, speaking
as president of Princeton, “a note of
apology. Learning is on the defensive.
We have fallen of late into a deep dis-
content with the college. The col-
lege has lost its definiteness of aim.
[There is] hopeless cnnlmlon and an utter
dispersion of energy.”  “The tendency of
educational institutions to drift with the
tide rather than to formulate definite poli-
cies and 1,0 labor constantly for their
execution,” says President Butler, of Co-
lumbia, in a recent annual report, “is well
illustrated by the way in which the
American college has, in so many in-
stances, permitted itsélf to be made the
prey of every passing fancy and of every
succeeding educational whim. Without
knowing just whither they were going, the
colleges have followed the trend of the
time toward a slackening of discipline,
toward an unwillingness or inability to
accept respongibility for passing upon
relative values, and toward that confusion
between general training and vocational
preparation which is for the college a
painless but sure form of suicide.” To
some of the more severe and pessimistic
of its critics the college has been synony-
mous, indeed, with the worst sins of the
past two decades in the field of educa-
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tion. Here the sharpest battles have
been fought and here the bitterest oppo-
nents have been engaged. Nothing has
escaped attack. The curriculum hasbeen
described as “chaotic”; the college pro-
fessor is still spoken of as a cloistered re-
cluse out of touch with the broad human
currents of contemporary life, and dream-
ing of “an academic golden age in the
past”; students are euphemistically al-
luded to as “vagrants of the higher life,”
while college days themselves are pictured
at best as a pleasing interlude between
more serious activities.

It is an encouraging sign of spiritual
health that these voices of discontent
have come mainly from college faculties
themselves, from those who have loved
the college best and have known it most
intimately. And it must be confessed
that the picture they have seen has had
its very dark and depressing aspects. In
recent years, as everybody knows, higher
education has become popular, and col-
leges have attracted to their doors thou-
sands of young people from every station
and walk in life, with every object in view,
until our student population to-day is
heterogeneous as never before. Here
mingle side by side in the same class-
room, and even in the same club-house,
students who belong to the best and old-
est traditions of American life, and stu-
dents whose parents came from foreign
shores less than a generation ago. Here
meet together the very rich and the very
poor, those who come to spend money
through four years of gentlemanly loafing
and those who must practise a really
heroic self-denial if they are to gain even
the most meagre benefits of a college edu-
cation. Here gather some with clear pur-
poses as to their future, and others with
none at all. To the college come young
idealists eager to go crusading for a noble
cause; but, alas, “there come also young
ad\fcnturers apparcntl}' no less eager to
waste their substance, if not in riotous, at
least in aimless, living. Verily the Ameri-
can college, like the American city, has
been the melting-pot of nations! Little
wonder that faculties have been stricken
with confusion before the task of creating
order out of this chaotic mass.

Then, too, the “college life” of these
young people has been immensely dis-
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tracting. Mr. Slosson,in his book, “ Great
American Universities,” after discussing
the life at fourteen of our representative
institutions, concludes his survey with
this significant statement: “The most
vulnerable point in our collegiate system
is the diversion of the interests of the stu-
dent body from the true aims of the col-
lege. Social life, athletics, dissipation,
and the multitude of other student activi-
ties have cut down to the minimum the
attention given to their studies.” We all
remember President Wilson's summary of
the situation in the graphic phrase: * The
side-shows are so numerous that they
have swallowed up the circus, and we in
the main tent do not know what is going
on.” For the past twenty years facui-
ties, student bodies, and committees with-
out number have wrangled so intermina-
bly together over intercollegiate athletics
that it is possible for Dean Keppel, of
Columbia, in a book on undergraduate
life published last year, to say with truth
of this evil that “it is not a co-operating
but a splitting factor between students
and faculty, and it has done more than
anything else to delay the coming of the
new spirit of working together and think-
ing together.” He quotes President Gar-
field, of Williams, in a recent paper, to the
effect that “in the New England colleges
the average expenditure per student for
athletic purposes was one hundred and
seventy dollars, with only sixteen per
cent of the students participating in them.
The figures for the country at large were
correspondingly fifty-nine dollars and sev-
enteen per cent participating.” Any
number of college officials in public and
in private have vigorously attacked this
major distraction of undergraduate life,
and yet they have allowed it to flourish
because they seemingly have lacked the
courage to abolish it.

One reason why college faculties have
not suppressed intercollegiate athletics is
that there have been so many other dis-
tractions that they have not known which
to put down first,and, like politicians, they
have been content to “muddle along”
with “eligibility rules,” “ point systems,”
and similar palliatives. Certainly the
teacher who for the past twenty years has
observed college life at close range has
seen conditions which have sorely tested
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his faith in higher education. Students
have seemed possessed with a mania for
“outside activities.,” Irom the opening
of the academic year to the end they have
been plunged into a whirl of distracting
and frivolous affairs, involving money,
time, energy, and interest quite out of
proportion to any real value in these
things. We have all known capable col-
legians by the score who have allowed
themselves to be drawn so deep into this
“mare maggiore”” of college life as to
spend many hours each week throughout
a winter in successive committee or group
meetings, endlessly discussing matters
which, when two or three years out of col-
lege, they almost invariably describe as
trivial and vain. At its best sanctified
as the birthplace of noble ideals and en-
during friendships, the American college
has been exalted too much in recent years
as a resort where young men may gather
together for the purpose of “rubbing off
the rough places,” of “knowing how to
meet people,” of “getting into and do-
ing things—as if there were some mag-
ical elixir in academic atmosphere which
should transform bustling and purposeless
undergraduates into gentlemen of cul-
ture! Well-to-do parents in particular,
it should be said, have not been blameless
in this matter. Have they not sent their
sons and daughters in increasing numbers
to our colleges, lavishly supplying them
with spending money and other means of
distraction, providing them, indeed, with
all things except the energy of mind and
the decision of character necessary to ac-
complish anything worth while? Hard-
working and high-minded people them-
selves, these good fathers and mothers
have been unwilling to put their children
to the tests of life to which, most of all,
they have owed their own place and
power. '

Because of the popularity of the side-
shows, critics have not failed to point out
the unpopularity of the performance in
the main tent. Diurnal migrations from
comfortable club-life or diverting social
pleasures, from strenuous exertions on
athletic field or in editorial room, to the
dull routine of recitation and laboratory,
is a form of activity to which many an
amiable undergraduate submits as a nec-
essary evil. If he finds the instructor
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personally agreeable and professionally
entertaining, and if his election of the
study is rewarded at the end of the semes-
ter with a complimentary grade, he con-
tinues in the course. Otherwise—a care-
free nomad of the intellectual life—he
wanders into more attractive fields. For
the collegian of the past twenty years has
been living under an elective system, and
he has been free to sacrifice the real busi-
ness of education in favor of what he calls
“the big things of college life.” Every-
where it is the same story—the decadence
of scholarly ideals among our students.
“No one in close touch with American
education,” says President Lowell, “has
failed to notice the lack among the mass
of undergraduates of keen interest in their
studies and the small regard for scholarly
attainment.” The intellectual life of the
average student is reflected in his talk.
A group of college boys do not converse.
There 1s no exchange of mind, except on
rare occasions of intimacy when two or
three come to grips with the essentials.
Again and again we hear the criticism—
and we hear it most frequently from stu-
dents themselves—that college talk is
empty and frivolous, quite without in-
tellectual curiosity. In truth, among the
majority of our young people there is a
low ebb of intellectual enthusiasm, of love
of things of the mind for their own sake.
They seem to have little passion for the
company of great souls in literature, his-
tory, science, or philosophy. They pay
vows to none of the gods in the academic
pantheon. The magic of mind or of na-
ture is not magic to them. Sophistica-
tion has usurped the place of reverence
and wonder. The intellectual standards
of our students are disappointing even
when seen in their most favorable light,
if we accept the testimony of Oxford tu-
tors of American Rhodes scholars, as
set forth in the reports of the Carnegie
Foundation. Intelligent, interested, alert,
and attractive, these men at Oxford have
nevertheless been found to be deficient in
the fundamentals of scholarly training—
in thoroughness and grasp, in power of
sustained application to hard tasks,

But it is vain to expect our under-
graduates to keep to the main road, when
the leaders themselves have gone astray.
Faculties seemingly have been withdrawn
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from their true tasks by a kind of distrac-
tion peculiarly diverting to the professo-
rial mind. Instead of working out and
enunciating a coherent educational pro-
gramme, such as would furnish a rallying
centre for the scattered forces of sound
culture, they have been enormously busy
with “machinery ”—with tables of statis-
tics, efficiency curves, marking systems,
questionnaires, reports, and surveys—the
paraphernalia of committees and the im-
pedimenta of scholars and teachers,
President Pritchett, of the Carnegie
Foundation, announces (1914) that more
than thirty extensive educational surveys
have been made in recent years over the
country, and that on the aims and ends
of education they are “in most cases si-
lent.” The doctors everywhere have
strangely relied upon external applica-
tions for a disease that calls for more
heroic treatment !

. Meantime, with the advent of the spe-
cialist and his jealously guarded interests,
with the expansion of curriculums in all
directions, we have fallen into confusion
as to the educational position of the col-
lege. Administrative officials have given
expression to this state of mind with un-
mistakable emphasis. “We who are
members of faculties,” says Dean Birge,
of the University of Wisconsin, “have
frankly given up the task of prescribing
courses of study as an impossible one.
We say that only omniscience can wisely
prescribe a college course,  We abandon
the task as beyond our collective wis-
dom.” “The college,” says President
Schurman, of Cornell, “is without clear-
cut notions of what a liberal education is
and how it is to be secured, . . . and the
pity of it is that this is not a local or.
special disability, but a paralysis affect-
ing every college of arts in America.”
President Foster, of Reed College, in
an examination (rgrr) of “subjects re-
quired” for the A.B. degree in twenty-
nine State universities, says: “The most
striking fact exhibited is the total want
of accepted ideas as to what subjects
should be required for the A.B. degree,
or what proportion of the studies should
be prescribed.” In fourteen institutions
under private control “the variation ex-
hibited is even greater than for State uni-
versities.” Regarding the situation in
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forty colleges in all parts of the country,
he describes the differences as “almost
innumerable.” In an investigation as to
major and minor subjects, covering the
curriculums of two hundred institutions
of higher education, President Foster
finds “no uniformity, not even any sig-
nificant central tendencies.” Little won-
der that from this confusion of values and
breakdown of standards there should
spring up the vicious heresy of equiva-
lence of studies—the doctrine that one
subject is as liberal as another provided
it be well taught! Little wonder that
faculties, in despair of arriving at a com-
mon understanding as to what consti-
tutes a college education, should break off
into emall groups or units, some to go on
with their research in silent indifference,
others to drum up interest in sensational
or informational courses on their own
account! But this is not all. The
graduate and professional schools have
reached down and the secondary schools
have reached up, until the identity of the
college is seriously threatened. Profes-
sionalism has all but upset our equilib-
rium from above, while from below the
high schools have been clamoring for the
recognition of an increasing number of
“practical” subjects for admission, so
that colleges still vary widely as to their
entrance requirements (although recently
substantial progress toward uniformity
has been made) from a requirement of ten
to eleven units out of sixteen, to a require-
ment of English alone (Chicago), or very
recently to an entire abandonment of all
specific requirements (Washington Uni-
versity). And while these forces have
been storming the strongholds of college
education from without, the defenders
within, who should have presented a
united front and a plan of campaign, have
been split into factions, fearful and per-
plexed ‘“what weapons to select, what
armor to endue.” For there has been
endless discord between the philologer
and the dilettante, between the cult of
“interest” and the cult of “discipline,”
between the upholders of teaching and
the upholders of research, between the
humanists and the scientists, between the
champions of ancient and the champions
of modern languages, between the cham-
pions of “cultural” and the champions of
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“vocational” training—nearly every-
thing, indeed, but a solid front and a single
rallying-cry. Professors have indulged,
also, in much vague and querulous talk
about “the development of the human
spirit in all its capacities” as a larger and
nobler thing than the “social problem,”
for which they take Professor Dewey and
his followers to task. Whereas Professor
Dewey has stood for a consistent educa-
tional philosophy, not for the purpose of
damning one kind of orthodox culture at
the expense of another, but to make clear
that education is a social problem or it is
nothing; that a man is educated by learn-
ing how to live in the world of to-day—
his world—and that he is not to use cul-
ture as an ornament or a refuge, but as
an instrument of service. It is futile for
the college teacher in this age to declare,
as he does, that ““there are whole realms
of thought, feeling, and imagination
which stand in no immediate relation to
the social problem.” As though we can
withdraw from our own time and, in spiri-
tual if not in geographical isolation, culti-
vate our inner selves after the manner of
Tennyson's @sthetic recluse in “The
Palace of Art”!

But the American college, which has
always been the surest index of the spiri-
tual life of our peaple, is not to be con-
demned if its history, without and within,
for the past twenty years, has reflected
the history of a period which may be said
to close with the vear rgt4. He who now
looks back upon those years recognizes
in them a time of stupendous material
achievement on the one hand, .and of
wide-spread unrest, uncertainty, and su-
perficial living on the other. An age of
wealth, prosperity, and leisure without
parallel, it has also been an age of extrav-
agance and laxity which writers have lik-
ened to the days of the declining Roman
Empire. Underneath the brilliant and
swift-moving surface currents of society
there has flowed a deepening tide of dis-
content, indicated partly in the steady in-
crease of crime, suicide, insanity, divorce,
and industrial and political disturbances,
but most of all in a collapse of intellectual
and spiritual standards such as would
compel acceptance by any large and dom-
inating groups of the social order, We
have scorned authority and tradition.
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We have had a passion for novelties. We
have been so individualistic that, as Mr.
Irving Babbitt says: “ Every man was to
have the right to express not only his own
particular vision of life, but his own par-
ticular nightmare.” Art, divorced from
life, or at best reflecting a featureless cos-
mopolitanism, has thus been the victim
of caprice, sensational and hectic. Wit-
ness our music and our architecture!
Witness the cubists, futurists, postim-
pressionists, makers of “free verse,” and
imagists of our day! Religion, too, has
lost its commanding power. Its attenu-
ated force has found expression either in
the various sects and cults that have
sprung up so numerously about us, or in
the substitution of “social service” and
other collateral agencies intended to keep
the form, if not the reality, alive. Men
in the western world have not recognized
Christianity as a daily influence. In the
life of the spirit each has gone his own
way, having cast off the older sanctions
and not yet having put on new. Like
the men of Arnold’s time we, too, have
been

“Wandering between two worlds, one dead,
The other powerless to be born.”

But a new age is coming to birth in the
travail of war. “In four crowded and
eventful years,” as Mr. Arthur Henderson
says, “we have gathered the fruits of a
century of economic evolution. We have
entered upon a new world.”  Under pres-
sure of tragic events social forces have
been unlocked or recreated, of which
idealists alone had hitherto assumed the
reality; and we have already solved prob-
lems which some have thought would be
solved, if ever, only in a Utopia. We
seem already (o have been swept into a
social order resting upon larger meanings
and sustained by deeper impulses of com-
mon humanity. Stirred to their depths,
the spirits of men and women are once
more plastic to the pressure of newer and
sounder ideals of public and private life.
We have put aside, to an amazing degree,
our individualism, both material and
spiritual, and we have joined hands to
beat down the common foe of civiliza-
tion. A spirit of unity pervades society,
clarifying the practical issues of life as
never before in our time. Have we
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teachers not witnessed this awakening in
our college boys? Have we not seen
them by the hundreds who but yesterday
were taking their lives listlessly, not fo
say aimlessly, suddenly pull themselyes
together at the call of war and become
energetic, high-spirited leaders, ready to
make the supreme sacrifice for humanity ?
And what we have seen, has it not created
a new faith within us? The battle-cry
around which these forces have rallied is
the battle-cry of democracy. But the
democracy for which we are fighting is
more than a programme of equal rights
for all. It will not rest less upon rights,
but it will rest more upon the ideals of
brotherhood and service; it will not he
less political and legal, perhaps, but it will
be infinitely more social and spiritual,
The democracy which the Allied forces
won by the war will, we hope, gradually
but surely permeate industry, art, and
religion. Otherwise the millions of work-
ers with hand and brain will not have
accomplished their deepest aims. Other-
wise the myriad dead will have died in
vain.

The problems of the new democracy are
the opportunities of education. Out of
the colossal work of reconstruction, out
of the vast and complex reorganization of
commerce and industry, there will arise
unprecedented demands for trained men
and women. In the programmes of the
British Labor Party and of the American
Federation of Labor we already see what
new and broader responsibilities the
workers are placing upon education; for
they have learned the indispensable char-
acter of their work and they will no longer
accept a social philosophy which would
keep them permanently in an inferior
status. They will demand, uncompro-
misingly, the peaceful establishment of an
industrial democracy, in which every citi-
zen has a voice in the conditions of his
own employment and has freedom for the
cultivation of his intellectual and emo-
tional life. *“The men in the trenches,”
said President Wilson, “who have been
freed from the economic serfdom to which
some of them have been accustomed, will,
it is likely, return to their homes with a
new view and a new impatience of all
mere political phrases and will demand
real thinking and sincere action.” The
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social functions which federal, state, and
local communities have assumed under
the stress of war—are these to be thrown
aside as useless when it is won? The
unlocked energies and impulses of our
young people, are they to be allowed to
die out when the last foeman has left the
field? We cannot believe it. And yet
we know that we shall not long retain the
most preciousfruits of victory, unless we
can learn to command for the work of
peace the splendid forces that have been
developed by war. Looking then around
us and ahead, we must agree with Mr.
Arthur Henderson when he said that
“the coming period of reconstruction,
even more than the remaining period of
the war, will impose upon the leaders of
all civilized states new and searching tests
of character and intellect.” We must,
indeed, create a race of men and women
who shall find reward for their work far
less in personal and pecuniary aggrandize-
ment, and far more in the work itself and
in the part it will play in the well-being
of society as a whole.

That industrial and professional educa-
tion, turning out armies of experts, is to
have a large part in the giant enterprises
of the new era we cannot doubt.  Will the
college have a part, too? Or, as many
fear, is it to be still further overshadowed,
on the one hand, by the newer secondary
education, awakened to its social respon-
sibilities, and on the other by the profes-
sional schools, always responsive to im-
mediate practical needs? Those who
agree with the British Labor Party that
‘“society, like the individual, does not live
for bread alone—does not exist only for
perpetual wealth production,” those who
see in the new time more urgent demands
than ever upon the character and intelli-
gence of man—demands upon him for
vision, for unselfishness, for power to
think and work in harmony with his fel-
lows; those who dream and pray for a
rebirth of art and religion, and for a
peaceful revolution in industry; those, in
short, who look for unity in our social, and
freedom for self-development in our indi-
vidual, life—they surely will not fail to
see that the college, the mother of Ameri-
can ideals, has a part to play not less im-
portant than the part to be played by
any other organization in the educational
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scheme. But that part ought to be re-
stated by the colleges of to-morrow so
that the significance of the education they
offer shall be as clear and definite as the
aims of the technical schools. Tt should
no longer be shrouded in mystical terms
by its hierophants, nor given over, su-
pinely, to the invading hosts of profes-
sionalism—a significance that in reality
measures up to new times and new ideals!

What, then, is the field of the college?

The college is, first, a place for the
cultivation of lwmanistic interests and
standards. It has no higher function
than to impress upon every vouth who
enters its hospitable doors that he is a
social being, and that he may not live to
himself, whether in aristocratic or in in-
tellectual isolation. Surrounded with in-
stitutions and customs which he and his
contemporaries have inherited from the
past, he is to learn that against this back-
ground of the past is set the present, and
that this present is but the transition to a
future whose character will mainly de-
pend upon the work of the generation of
which he must be a contributing unit,
He is to cultivate a passion for service,
not undisciplined and sentimental, but
truly refined and humanized, like that of
Arnold’s apostles of equality who have a
passion ‘ for diffusing, for making prevail,
for carryving from one end of society to
the other the best knowledge, the best
ideals of their time; who (labor) to divest
knowledge of all that (is) harsh, uncouth,
difficult, abstract, professional, exclusive;
to humanize it, to make it effective out-
side the clique of the cultivated and
learned, yet still remaining the best
knowledge and thought of the time.” He
must learn, in other words, something of
what mankind hag achieved in science and
philosophy, and something of the stand-
ards in morals and art that mankind has
established through centuries of striving.
He must be taught that there is a hier-
archy of values in the world of thought
and taste which he cannot ignore without
peril to his high calling as a human being.
All ‘of which implies, of course, that his
emotions must be touched to fine issues.
In its eagerness to train the mind, to pour
in facts, the college of vyesterday too
much abandoned the emotional side of
the student’s nature to its undisciplined
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satisfaction, with results which were all
the while becoming more disastrous until
they were stayed by the tide of great
events. The college of to-morrow, if it is
to play a part in keeping the world safe
for democracy, a world in which human
relations are rapidly becoming more and
more neighborly, cannot neglect to disci-
pline the emotional and imaginative side
of its youth, knowing full well, as Taine
says, that “men have not done great
things without great emotions,”" and that
they will not rise to a splendid national
life in industry, art, and religion without
the sanction and support of noble sympa-
thies and a deliberate cultivation of good-
will and joy of living.

The college is also a place for the devel-
opment of personal ideals and love of
knowledge for its own sake. Here, under
the guidance of real leaders, narrowness is
to be put off and breadth is to be put on.
Here, by the mediation of science, philos-
ophy, history, and literature, young peo-
ple keeping company with

“souls tempered with fire
Fervent, heroic, and good,
Helpers and friends of mankind,”

are to come into possession of the uncon-
querable hopes that shall carry them
through the routine and disillusionment
of later years. At college, too, is awak-
ened the spirit of scholarship. Students
are to learn what it means to follow the
intellectual life, to satisfy the curiosities
that are native to alert minds, to pene-
trate the secrets of nature, to ascend the
heights of thought, to love truth and to
know the freedom that it bestows, having
first known the renunciations that it de-
mands. The college is thus the nursery
of scholars, the congenial home where
minds may come to themselves before
they undertake the arduous tasks of in-
tellectual and professional maturity.
Finally, the college is a place where
voung people who have not yet made the
discovery may find out their aptitudes.
“To find out what one is fitted to do and
to secure an opportunity to do is the key
to happiness,” says Professor Dewey.
Truly, but the discovery is not accom-
plished at the same period of life for all
individuals. A large number must have
time, and, much more, they must have
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freedom; for a youth in his choice of life-
work should be guided by his likings, if
he is not compelled by his necessities,
Thousands of our boys and girls, with
plenty of latent capacity, have not at
sixteen, nor yet at twenty, discovered
their special aptitudes. They must haye
a period of experimentation, a time of
“sampling,” as President Eliot happily
calls it, when they may work now in this
recognized field of knowledge, now in
that, until the path is revealed along
which they are destined to travel. As
John Stuart Mill advised Caroline Fox,
they must try themselves unweariedly till
they find the highest thing they are capa-
ble of, faculties and outward circum-
stances both being duly considered.
These, then, are the aims of the college.
What is to be the curriculum by which
these aims shall be realized? This is the
question of supreme importance, the Ser-
bonian bog where faculties whole have
sunk ! And vet if it is logical to contend
that the college has its own field, as dis-
tinct as any other field of education (and
I have argued that it has), does it not fol-
low that to this field there belongs a cur-
riculum, a co-ordinated set of require-
ments and sequences, approximating in
definiteness, if not equalling, a course of
study for engineers or lawyers? Granted
that the college has certain ends in view
for all who claim its degree, shall it leave
these ends to the hazards of an elective
system or to any modification of the elec-
tive system that might allow them to re-
main unrealized? Are undisciplined boys
and girls of sixteen and eighteen to be free
to pick and choose from the wealth of
offerings in our curriculum of to-day?
We have indeed found the assumption
absurd in practice, if not in theory, that
these young people can be trusted at the
commencement of their college life to
know what makes for breadth, for free-
dom, for service, for the cultivation of in-
tellectual and personal ideals. It is not
less absurd to say that a boy, yet uncer-
tain as to the choice of a career, is really

free in his choice while one or more of

the great fields of knowledge have not yet
been revealed to him. And there are four
of these fields which include the funda-
mentals of a college training: science, in-
cluding mathematics; history, including
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economics and government; literature,
including language as its propadeutic;
philosophy. Regarding studies in these
fields we should say, in the words of Mr.
Flexner, that “American society leaves
the boy no option; it is impossible to
substitute anything else for them,
whether taught with equal efficiency or
greater.”

But what are these studies by name?
When and for how long are they to
be required? There are many sciences
and many histories, many literatures and
many philosophies, and if from these the
fundamentals are to be required we must
distinguish between studies within these
groups. Unfortunately for college educa-
tion, agreement at this point ceases, the
doctors have fallen apart, and even Mr.
Flexner is silent. Yet if colleges are to
hold their unique place in American life
and, much more, if they are to play their
part in the immense tasks of the new era,
notably the part of supplying leaders and
of sustaining at a high level the spirit of
national unity, then it appears imperative
that college faculties should put aside
their differences and come to an under-
standing. I therefore venture to suggest
certain courses of study which ought to
supply the core of a curriculum for those
undergraduates who are to receive the
college degree, and which ordinarily
would occupy them but little more than
the freshman and sophomore years,
They are: Two years of Latin, following a
minimum of three years of Latin in the
secondary school; one year of science
(chemistry, physics, geology, biology, or
mathematics); one year of English com-
position and one year (or, better, two
vears) of English literature; one vear of
American or European history; a half
year of American government and poli-
tics and a half year of political economy;
a half year or a year of philosophy (either
logic, psychology, introduction to phi-
losophy, or combinations of jthe same).
With respect to these requirements 1
hasten to make certain explanations and
qualifications. I will not here repeat the
orthodox defense of Latin nor quote its
orthodox apologists. The requirement of
at least one foreign language for a fairly
long period is an indispensable basic ele-
ment in any strong non-professional cur-
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riculum, certainly until the psychological
experts have proved beyond doubt the
equal or superior advantages of some
other instrument of discipline and prep-
aration. No other one language satisfies
so many purposes as Latin, and its res-
toration is imperative il college (1. e., non-
professional) training is to regain its old-
time vigor. The student who needs other
languages for scholarly or commercial
purposes may well be required to adjust
himself to his necessities (the earlier the
better), precisely as the engineer or the
“agric’ is required to do in the profes-
sional schools. Much of this required
work, moreover, not only in Latin but
in science, history, and literature, should
in time be correlated with similar though
less advanced work in the secondary
school, so as to give the students the
immense advantage of continuity of in-
terest and intellectual discipline, cover-
ing a period altogether of at least six
vears. For the boy or girl who is to get
the college degree there should be sub-
stantially no break in a few central com-
binations and sequences from the begin-
ning of high school to the end of the soph-
omore year. College education will then
have as its foundation six years of train-
ing, of which liberal studies in the four
recognized fields of knowledge will form
the backbone. And I believe it inevitable
that as our whole educational system be-
comes better and better articulated, we
shall find this period normally to include
the years from twelve to eighteen, gradu-
ating our students from college at twenty,
It should be said, further, that while the
four fields of knowledge seem likely to
remain fixed, the special requirements
within these fields would no doubt be
subject to revision both as to amount and
kind from period to period, since colleges,
like other schools of training, must move
in harmony with the great currents of
national life, not forgetting Emerson’s
warning that “ there is not yet any inven-
tory of man’s faculties, any more than a
bible of his opinions.” This required
work, moreover, should be followed (as,
indeed, it would be according to the best
accepted practice to-day) by a major or
group system for the junior and senior
years, in order to assure such concentra-
tion in these maturer years as would fur-
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nish the necessary foundation for schol-
arly, commercial, and professional life,
but free from the control of the professional
spirit. Finally, these requirements should
in no sense block the way of students who
do not wish the college degree, who do
not covet the special impress which alma
mater leaves upon her children. Those
who desire two years instead of four,
those who prefer other combinations and
sequences to those required, or the fe_w
with extraordinary aptitudes in certain
directions—for those and doubtless for
still others separate provision should be
made, such, for example, as an indepen-
dent junior college for two-year pre-pro-
fessional students, on lines suggested in
President Butler's 1917 report to the
trustees of Columbia University. Atany
point in the educational system, from
grammar school to graduate school, the
student doubtless should be at liberty to
turn aside for the purpose of following his
bernt if he has been fortunate enough in
very truth to have found it. Indeed, if
his aptitude stands out with unmistak-
able clearness and drives him with over-
whelming force, he should undoubtedly,
even in college, be allowed to elect such
studies as his success may justify.

But a college course, even the most
carefully constructed, will not work auto-
matically. To be successful, according to
the standards of a new day, it must be
sustained by an organized and co-ordi-
nated life on the part of students and
faculty, comparable after its kind to that
of the best industrial and commercial
concerns of which we know. Like them
it must evoke an esprit de corps such as it
has not had. A college, far more than a
technical or a professional school, requires
the support of an associated life, growing
out of common aims, understood and be-
lieved in by those who make up its fel-
lowship. Let us not hesitate to set forth
these aims to our students from the first,
in order to imbue them with a sense of
the special significance of the college.
Let us cease our cryptic talk about the
value of *liberal ™ and * cultural ” educa-
tion, and endeavor to make clear to our
young men and women the purpose of our
curriculum. Indeed, when the curricular
organization of secondary schools and
colleges becomes fairly continuous and
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articulate, prospective college students
will be regularly instructed as to the place
and purpose of college education while
they are yet in high school.

Meantime we can turn our attention to
matters of more pressing importance,
Let the perennial distraction of intercol-
legiate athletics be given up in favor of
sports for all at home. The thing can be
done, done quickly and effectively, if col-
leges will act together. And in the whole
sphere of “outside activities” no other
action will go further to restore the lost
unity of undergraduate life. We should
provide an organization of competing
groups within the college, a wholesome
and truly communal form of sports—a
form, too, in which students will take a
lively interest, as has been demonstrated
over and over again. On the intellectual
side, also, if colleges will establish a com-
mon basis of required work, there will be
a revival of common interests. President
Jordan somewhere praises the American
college because it brings together all kinds
of students under one roof. “The liter-
ary student gains in seriousness and
power,”” he says, ‘the engineer in refine-
ment and appreciation.” A remark true
enough for mature graduate students, but
false for the rank and file of undergradu-
ates. The wide diversity of interests, in-
stead of being a means of communion, is
a means of separation. Students in such
an atmosphere talk athletics or society.
They do not talk about the things of the
mind. If the social order of the new
time is to be built up on a secure founda-
tion of common national aims and ideals,
our colleges must pour into it a continu-
ous stream of young people who have read
in the same great literature, delved into
the same problems of moral and spiritual
life, studied together in the same labora-
tories, been thrilled by the same beauties,
and elevated by the same ideals, so that
to some few fundamentals at least there
has been awakened a loyalty which no
circumstance of after-life can deaden or
destroy. “We should remember,” said
Thucydides, ““that one man is much the
same as another, and that he is best who
is trained in the severest school.”

And with required courses as the cen-
tral support of the four-year curriculum,
professors can make the new school se-
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vere, as the old has not been. Emanci-
pated from the vicious tendency under an
elective system, to weaken and popularize
a course in order to keep up its numbers,
they can greatly strengthen it in sub-
stance and continuity, and thus do much
to solve the vexed problem whether the
social, political, and literary studies can
develop the training which has hitherto
been supposed to belong almost exclu-
sively to mathematics, to translation of
foreign languages, and to laboratory sci-
ence. They will no longer be at pains to
entertain a listless audience with desul-
tory information, but may take up the
real business of imparting knowledge to
their students, striving, as Montaigne
says, “to marry it to them and make it
part of their very minds and souls.” Let
these required courses, moreover, be
planned and given more with a view of
supporting the purposes of the curriculum
as a whole and much less with a view of
feeding more advanced courses in the
same departments.

Finally, let the work of the teacher re-
ceive a fuller recognition. The college
will not indefinitely survive as an institu-
tion if its destinies are guided by an ag-
gregation of experts instead of a company
of scholarly teachers. High specializa-
tion has its high place, but it must not be
allowed to obscure the common ends or
forbid the common fellowships essential
to the American college. So low at times
has the profession of teaching fallen that
we have heard it said that men were ex-
pected to teach, as they were expected to
do drudgery, for their living; but that
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their distinction, their rewards, must
come from other sources. Let this heresy
be put down, and let it be publicly under-
stood that just as a man may be a musi-
cian without being a composer, so a man
may be a college teacher worthy of the
highest rewards without being an inves-
tigator in the specialized sense which the
name has taken on in recent years. There
is creative teaching, just as there is crea-
tive scholarship; and there is no nobler
or more rigorously exacting profession
known among men.

One thing is certain. Under the pres-
sure of new times and new standards the
college as a non-professional institution
will have no place unless its course of
study can be justified as convincingly be-
fore the world as the courses in our voca-
tional and professional schools, and un-
less the college can render to the demo-
cratic order of to-morrow a service that
shall be recognized as essential to the
individual and social well-being of man.
I it cannot accomplish these ends, if its
faculties cannot unite upon such a pro-
gramme, then within the next twenty
years we shall see the college still further
absorbed by the secondary and profes-
sional schools, and we shall no longer have
a distinctive place for the education of
our abler boys and girls between the
formative vears of sixteen and twenty.
The American college is indigenous. No
other land or people has developed its like.
Those who believe that it is to have a
share in the giant task of reconstruction
should begin even now to shape its life to
that end.

A CONCEIT
By Mary Cadwalader Jones

THEY err, my love, who say that Time is cold,
Sliding his sands, unvexed of mortal smart—

In wrath he makes so short my hours with thee
For that I chide him when we are apart.
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TLLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS BY THE AUTHOR AND OTHERS

HAVE to begin by taking
away from a reader a
d doubtlessly treasured pic-
ture of the great Com-

4 mander-in-Chief entering
=9 Terusalem. The immortal
fact of the entrance I do not disturb. Nor
do I touch the background of the picture
which the ex-Kaiser provided when he
caused a new gate to be cut in the thick
walls of the Holy City, a few feet from
the old Jaffa Gate, in order to signalize
his own entry in 18g8—a pompous entry
which now seems so childishly, if not in-
sanely, vain. I found in a church in Jeru-
salem a photograph of the painting which
the Kaiser had caused to be made of that
entry, showing himself attired in the hel-
met and white garb of a Crusader, on a
caparisoned white horse, riding at the
head of a procession with imperial ban-
ners, an awed welcome being painted on
the faces of the people.

When General Allenby entered it was
by the same gate (for he declined to have
the ““Gate Beautiful” opened for him),
on foot, and without so much as a single
victorious flag. But—and this is why
the picture in the memory of so many
must be revised—General Allenby did not
appear in the most conspicuous place.
He modestly kept that position which was
his according to British custom. It was
an aide who marched first.

So it was that when I first saw General
Allenby with my own eyes I had suddenly
to make over my own image of him. It
was another man than the one whom I
had pictured that greeted me at General
Headquarters in the valley between the
hills of Judwa and the sea, where the
“embassies and armies of two continents
had passed to and fro”: of Thothmes
and Rameses, Tiglath-Pileser, Shalma-
neser and Sargon, Sennacherib, Necho
and Nebuchadnezzar, Cambyses and
Alexander the Great, Geoffrey, Richard
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Cceur de Lion and Napoleon. Here T
was face to face with the real Deliverer
of the Holy Land.

I suppose that a German general im-
presses one first of all as a soldier, but—
and it may be due in part to the semi-
civilian British uniform—the English
officer impresses one first of all as a man,
When T saw General Allenby I did not
think of this man of powerful shoulders,
of high forehead, of the kindliest of eyes,
of blunt, staccato speech, and of most
genial manner, as a soldier. I was in the
presence of a great human being. And it
was so when I met Marshal Foch, in the
days before he was a marshal.

It was at General Headquarters that I
first saw General Allenby. 1 had driven
over from Jerusalem with one of my Red
Cross associates to spend the night with
the “C-in-C,” or the “Chief,” as he is
called by his officers and men. And I
may at this distance confess that I went
with some timidity. In the first place,
I was not yet inured to my military title
(and that was the only one by which I was
known out there). In the next place, I
had never had an acquaintance with the
British beyond that of meeting a few of
them visiting in America, and I was an-
ticipating a frigid formality even in that
semitropical and remote country.

But I soon forgot, in the warmth of the
reception, that my host was a general
and that I was not a civilian, that he was
an overcritical Britisher and T a provin-
cial American. We soon found ourselves
fellow inhabitants of ancient Palestine—
of the Old Testament land. And when
we left the dinner-table it was to pore
over George Adam Smith’s ““ Geography
of the Holy Land"”—a classic which is
more than a geography, a veritable epic
poem in prose form—and then to turn to
certain passages in the Old Testament.

It is not the part of a guest to speak
of what he has seen and heard at Head-
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quarters, and certainly what was said versions. The prophesied desolation had

that night was not intended for hearing
beyond the walls of the old farmhouse,

temporarily used as Headquarters, but I for centuries.

am sure that the
Commander-in-
Chief will let me
share my memory
of it with ofthers,
especially as it can
give no comfort to
the enemy.

I remember par-
ticularly that we
read the thirty-
fourth chapter of
the Book of Isaiah,
in which the utter
destruction of this
land (once the
Land of Promise)
was prophesied,
when the streams
should be “turned
into pitch,” when
thorns ““should
come up in her
palaces, and nettles
and brambles in
the fortresses there-
of.” And I recall
asking him, who
had come up into
the land by way of
the Desert, whether
the “pelican and
the porcupine’”
were actually to be
found there; what
the “arrowsnake”
was, and the
“ night-monster "’
what sort of a cry
the “satyr” made
in calling to his
fellow: whether
““ostriches” still
held court in the
land, and jackals
still “made it their
habitation”? 1dis-

covered that he knew the fauna of this
prophecy of desolation, and that he sup-
ported by a Bible dictionary his own
theories as to the identity of these crea-
tures, whose names varied in the different

Vor. LXV.—14

General Edmund . H. Allenby, the Com-
mander-in-Chief, at Headquarters
near Ramleh.

certainly come upon the land. The “line
of confusion” had been stretched over it
And the “plummet of

emptiness’’ had
touched even its
valleys that once
“fowed with milk
and honey.”

It was not many
nichts later that,
within five miles of
the very place
where we sat read-
ing this chapter in
Isaiah, T heard in
our Red Cross
camp, within moon-
light sight of the
Crusaders’ Tower
that still stands
in Ramleh, the
mournful, half-
human cry of jack-
als, giving literal
confirmation of the
prophecy. And
another night 1
heard the same cry
from hundreds, or
so they seemed in
number, out upon
the sand plain just
beyond the Jordan,
near the place
where the children
of Israel must have
crossed into this
very Land of
Promise.

But I read on
into the thirty-fifth
chapter—the chap-
ter of the prophecy
of the Great Res-
toration, which
was also seemingly
coming to pass,
And the imperious
but modest man
before me was the

Restorer. In the habitationof the jackals
grass was beginning to grow again; *“ glow-
ing sands” had become pools. Waters
had literally broken out in the wilderness
and streams in the Desert. All the way
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up from Egypt, nearly one hundred and
fifty miles, has the water of the Nile been
led to break forth in the places of deso-
lation,

There is an Arab legend which I heard
often out in the East, that not until the
Nile flowed into Palestine would the Turk
be driven from Jerusalem—a picturesque
way of intimating that the Turk would
stay there forever (as in Virgil's First
Eclogue a like prophecy was made, two
thousand vears ago, of the impossibil-
ity of the Germans reaching the Tigris).

Allenby

technical and personal qualifications to
lead this particular expedition. But it is
a singular coincidence and a happy omen
that his very name may well be inter-
preted to carry a prophecy of his achieve-
ment. I suspect that it is of Irish asso-
ciation, but an Oriental origin may easily
be found for it in the euphonious union
of two Arab words, “Allah” meaning
“God,” and “Nebi” meaning “prophet.”
So “Allah-Nebi,” a God-prophet. And
surely no one in the history of Palestine
in the Christian era has come with a more

The valley beyond the Jordan.

But the Nile now flows into Palestine,
not metaphorically but literally. T have
seen the plant at Kantara, where (under
the direction of a Canadian engineer) the
sweet water of the Nile is filtered and
started on its journey through a twelve-
inch pipe across the Desert toward Gaza.
The mound of sand that protects it is
visible a few yards from the railroad all
the way from the Suez to the edge of
Palestine. And the Turk has been driven
from Jerusalem by the same forces that
caused the water of the Nile to flow into
Palestine.

I have wondered whether those who
selected General Allenby for this com-
mand were influenced to the selection in
any degree by his name. Not that there
is need of reason beyond his surpassing

Godlike prophecy. If it were not known
that every movement of his campaign of
deliverance was planned down to the last
meticulous detail, what he has accom-
plished would seem a miracle, something
of supernatural achievement.

It is gratifying that the Deliverer of
Palestine is a man who exemplifies the
qualities that civilization seeks to develop
in mankind under free institutions, cour-
age, courtesy, honesty—those qualities
which our Justice Holmes has summarized
in the “adorable faith” of the soldier.
And not only is General Allenby the sort
of a man whom the civilization that had
its cradle in the Holy Land would choose
to represent it, but he has in turn chosen
men of noblest, cleanest purpose and high-
est qualification to serve with him in
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helping the people of that land to come
into the full fruits of justice and freedom.
For example, the chief of the Occupied
Enemy Territory Administratit?n (for
they do not call it conquered territory or
British territory, and no flag did T see
flying anywhere in Palestine except the
Red Cross flag over hospitals), the chief
of 0. E. T. A., General Sir Arthur Money,
who had been Chief

Allenby

quarters and in celebrating incidentally
our natal day. And he came, covered
with the dust of the thirty-mile auto-
mobile journey on that hot July after.
noon. We emphasized the fact that,
while this was Independence Day, the
birthday of the Daughter of England, we
celebrated it now as ‘“Interdependence
Day.” He, in response, with his curt,

soldier speech,

of Staff under "o
General Maude at
Bagdad, is as high-
minded, conscien-
tious, and just a
man and adminis-
trator as I have
ever known. An-
other is Colonel
Ronald Storrs, mili-
tary governor of
Jerusalem, a high-
est-honor man at
Cambridge, who
has lived and la-
bored and studied
in the East for the
most of his life
since he left the
university. He
speaks Arabic and
Turkish, besides
the classical lan-
guages and those of
modern Europe.
And one morning
I came upon him
composing a New
Year's greeting in
Hebrew to the Jew-
ish residents of
Jerusalem. T have
said again and again that T could wish no
better fate for Palestine and the Holy
City than that their people should be
guided by such men as these till they
reach their own self-determined govern-
ment, and that even then they should
have relation to the Christendom that has
sprung from this land, through men of
such liberal ideals and just and reverent
spirit.

I invited the Commander-in-Chief, be-
fore I left him that June night in Ramleh,
to join us on the Fourth of July in Jeru-
salem, in opening our Red Cross head-

‘-I--

General Sir Arthur Money, chief of the Occupied
Enemy Territory Administration.

made the day
memorable for
Americans in that
part of the world,
and notable among
the Fourth of July
celebrations in all
parts of the world.
But, in compliance
with a courteous
intimation from
Headquarters, no
flag was flying
over our building.
There was to be no
sign of any foreign
nation in the Pales-
tinian skies even on
that day. Thisdid
not prevent, how-
ever, the intertwin-
ing of the emblems
of the Allies inside
the building, where
the Commander-
in-Chief, surround-
ed by the represen-
tatives of France,
Italy,and America,
as well as by his
own officers and by
the heads of the
various religious communities in Jeru-
salem—DMoslem, Jewish, Greek, Latin, Ar-
menian, and Protestant—illustrated the
ideal state which I hope will some day
rise to give more glorious fulfilment than
that even of which Isaiah made prophecy
in the chapter which I read with the
General that night down at the entrance
to the Plain of Ajalon—at Ajalon where,
I found, they so scrupulously depended
upon known meteorological laws that
they did not, as Joshua, count upon any
supernatural intervention to stay the sun
in its setting over the plain, but synchro-
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nized their watches three times in the day
before going into battle in order to take
full advantage of the sun and to make
even the stars * fight with them.”

But there was a more significant day in
my acquaintance with General Allenby
than that in whose night I read the
prophecy. It was the day in which one
caught a glimpse of the Apocalyptic
vision rather than of the Isaian. I was

Allenby

over the hills to the north the most mo-
mentous battle of all the Christian era in
Palestine was being waged under his di-
rection and in accordance with plans
made to the last minutest detail. How
momentous it was I did not then, of
course, surmise. And when the General
a few minutes later smilingly announced,
as he came from his map-room, that his
cavalry were at ** Armageddon,” I did not

P
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General Allenby, with staff, at Damascus, on the day of entry.

againat Headquarters. 1t was the morn-
ing of the 20th of September, when the
army that had “dug in” fifteen or twenty
miles north of Jerusalem, and had waited
patiently for months, was at last advanc-
ing to the complete recovery of the Holy
Land. (It was ready to make the attack
in May, I have heard, and the day was
set, but the exigencies of the western
front demanded a sudden change, a trans-
fer of some of the divisions, and the de-
veloping of a new army.) I had driven
over from Jerusalem in the early morning
in my Ford car. The “C-in-C” was
outwardly placid and even playful; for a
child, an American child, was at Head-
quarters, having just arrived by train
that morning with her mother, from
Egypt, on her way to Jerusalem, and the
Commander-in-Chief was for the hour the
host.  One could not have guessed that

then give to the announcement the inter-
pretation which came to me later, as [
reread the chapter in the Book of Revela-
tion, describing the gathering of the hosts
on the Plain of Megiddo, which is in the
Hebrew “Armageddon.” 1 do not im-
pute to the General this interpretation;
but I think that what was happening that
morning up on the Plain of Megiddo, as
it is sometimes called, or Armageddon, or
Esdraelon, was as fateful for the good of
the world as that which is foretold with
such striking analogies in the Apocalypse.

There has been no more completely
successful campaign in all this world war,
I suppose. An English military observer
and critic has written more emphatically
and unreservedly: “There never was a
victory more absolute in the history of
war. . .. It wasa battle without a mor-
row,”  And certainly none more dra-
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200 General
matic, with this wonderful background of
scenery and sacred and secular history.
“What a plain it is!” says Sir George
Adam Smith, “upon w hich not only the
greatest empires, races and faiths, East
and West, have contended with each
other, and each has came to judgment.”
One has but to read his chapter on Es-
draelon to see the mighty pageant that
has been enacted upon this plain since the
days of Deborah and Barak.

It was out to the north of this Plain
of Armageddon (Megiddo, or Esdraelon)
that I next saw the Commander-in-Chief
a few days later. He had sent me a
message one morning to tell me that if
I would wait, that is, postpone my return
to America a few days longer, I might
perhaps find it possible to walk to Dan
(for I had already walked from Beersheba
up to the old front). Tacted immediately
upon this intimation, starting out that
very evening and walking all night to
‘](mm. the edge of the plain, then the next
night to Nazareth, then on to the Sea of
Galilee. It was on this walking journey
that I saw the " Chief’s" car go flying past
me, he and his general so engrossed in the
panorama that they did not see the
pilgrim at the roadside. And T think I

Allenby

never saw a more enticing landscape than
that before me as I came down toward
the Sea of Galilee that late afternoon, I
was ready to say with the rabbis: “Je-
hovah hath created Seven Seas, but the
Sea of Gennesaret [the Sea of Galilee] is
His delight.” I recall only one scene to
put beside it in my own experience, and
that was sunset over the Lake of Geneva
in Switzerland. It has the colorful beau-
ty of the Yellowstone without its awe-
someness. And I have General Allenby
in the foreground of that memorable
Galilee landscape.

I tried to imagine what General Allen-
by’s satisfaction must bé in recovering
for Christendom this crown of Palestine,
this valley where the Great Teacher had
spent most of his days on the earth, but
when I saw him that evening in Tiberias,
down by the sea, with his staff about him
in a quiet comradeship, to which I was
admitted for a few minutes, and tried to
express to him my continuing congratula-
tion on his masterful achievement, he
extended his hand in a motion to ward
off what I was saving, and at the same
time to turn it toward his Chief of
Staff.

I had a few days before sent my more

Feisul, son of the King of the Hedjaz, with his followers of the Camel Corps, .



The Sea of Galilee, from Tiberias.

formal congratulations by a special
despatch-rider to Headquarters, where I
supposed, however, they would be lost
among the messages from all the world.
I had included a bit of verse (to a melodi-
ous well-known tune) which 1 had written
some weeks before as an intimation of my
pre-victorian prayer and my feeling as an
American. 1 told him that its publica-
tion down in Egypt had been forbidden
by the censor (whether for literary or mili-
tary reasons I could not be certain). To
my surprise there came in acknowledg-
ment a long letter in his own hand, in
which he not only expressed his apprecia-
tion of my congratulations but explained
the probable reason for the suppression
of the lines. By the change of one word
I have obviated this particular military
objection, and if the editor of ScrIBNER'S
MAGAZINE permits them to appear below
I shall assume that they were not rejected
on literary grounds:

ALLENBY, O ALLENBY
(To the tune of “ Maryland, My Marvland ")

 §
(WRITTEN BEFORE THE ADVANCE)

O Knight of all the Earth’s acclaim,
Allenby, O Allenhy !

A prophet in thy very name,
Allenby, O Allenby !

Upon the “far-flung battle-line "

.

Thy =oldiers fight in cause divine,
Deliverer of Palestine,
Allenby, O Allenby !

The stars that fought with Deborah
And Barak fight to-day with thee
Against the modern Sisera
Of iron-cross barbarity !
Would our own stars might fight there too,
Shining by day in field as blue
As were the skies that Barak knew,
Allenby, O Allenby !

The sound of marching in the trees
That led to David’s victory,

Is borne again by every breeze
From Ephraim and Galilee.

It bids thee forward at its call

Till Moslem, Hebrew, Christian—all,

Shall be released from Teuton-thrall—
God lead thee on, O Allenby !

1T

(WRITTEN AFTER THE ADVANCE)
And God has led thee on, O Enight,

Allenby, O Allenhy !
In thy great battle for the Right,

Allenby, O Allenby !
The Earth’s free nations now will bring
Their genius to its glorying
And they who sat in darkness sing

Fore'er of thee, O Allenby !

Ttwas my great honor to be asked to ac-
company the Commander-in-Chief, with
two of his generals and his aides, as he
went up from Tiberias at dawn the next
morning to Damascus. There was no
formal entry, and, as I suppose, there had
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202 General
been no public announcement of his com-
ing. He drove through the clouds of ob-
scuring dust to the hotel (fitly named
Victoria), where he was received by the
temporary governor of Damascus, Colonel
F. A. Lawrence, the young archaologist,
an Oxford don, who had for the years of
the war been living with the forces of the
King of the Hedjaz, and had been their
Allied leader. The Commander-in-Chief
was then called upon by the son of the
King, Feisul, who was to succeed this
young archxologist: at any rate, when I
reached the hotel I found a throng of the
followers of the prince about the door,
waiting the return of their leader from the
conference, and an hour later I saw them
in front of the government building, where
the first Arab flag was flying.

In another hour the pillar of cloud was
leading us across the dusty plateau, back
to the Jordan, where I was permitted to
alight from the automobile and continue
my Beersheba-to-Dan journey on foot,
for the way was now clear all the way to
the foot of Mount Hermon.

So I am able to say that T remember
him, the great Deliverer of Palestine, who
was for the time being also my com-
mander-in-chief, “from the land of the
Jordan and of the Hermons, from the
hill Mizar.”

I think that as a general he must have
a forever glorious rank in the world's war.
“He has revealed himself,” to quote
further the English military critic, “as a
soldier second .to none that we ourselves
[the British] possess. Not only so. It
is simple truth to say that in brilliancy
of plan, irresistible energy of execution,
comprehensiveness and finality of suc-
cess, no living soldier of any nation has
surpassed this Battle of Armageddon—

Allenby

to give it what happens to be geographi-
cally its real name. What makes it ah-
sorbing to every student of war is that
it was a case of a kind which hardly
comes off half a dozen times in as many
centuries. It was an idea which has
been imagined and aimed at a thousand
times for once that it has been actually
done. It was in method and effect pre-
cisely the soldier’s ‘battle of dreams’
which every famous leader has longed to
realize some day, but which few indeed
have ever compassed in practice.”

But whatever glowing words may be
spoken of him as a general, I am glad to be
able to say of my own knowing, as I saw
him out in the Holy Land, that he de-
serves as a man to take his place with the
greatest of those whose deeds are recorded
in the book which we, together, pored
over on that, for me, memorable night
out in the Vale of Ajalon.

I saw him once more. It was the night
of my starting home for America. I
stopped to say good-by to the Command-
er-in-Chief. He entered the véry door
through which I had first seen him come
on our Isaian night—and this was to be
his last night in the old Headquarters, for
he was moving northward in the morning.
He asked if I had heard the news: One of
their airmen flying above Palestine had
caught the German wireless message that
Germany was ready to accept the terms
proposed by America. Some one of the
little company said: “It is the end.”
And so this dramatic episode which will
make an epoch for all the East came to
its end. And the beginning of the end

of the Great War with the Beast, I shall
ever believe, was the advance of Allen-
by's men out upon the Vale of Arma-
geddon,




THE EMPEROR'S GHOST
By Temple Bailey

ILLUSTRATIONS BY E.

HAD not known Tom
Randolph a week before T
was aware that life was not
real to him. All his world
§ was a stage, with himself

=~ aschiefplayer. Hedrama-
tized everything—actions, emotions, in-
come. Thus he made poverty pictur-
esque, love a thing of the stars, the day’s
work a tragedy, or, if the professors
proved kind, a comedy. He ate and
drank, as it were, to music, combed his
hair and blacked his boots in the glare of
footlights; made exits and entrances of a
kind unknown to men like myself who
lacked his sense of the histrionic.

He was Southern and chivalric, His
traditions had to do with the doffed hat
and the bent knee. He put woman on a
pedestal and kept her there. No man, he
contended, was worthy of her—what she
gave was by the grace of her own sweet
charity !

It will be seen that in all this he missed
the modern note. As a boy he had been
fed upon Scott, and his later reading had
not robbed him of his sense of life as a
flamboyant spectacle.

He came to us in college with a beg-
garly allowance from an impoverished
estate owned by his grandfather, a
colonel of the Confederacy, who after the
war had withdrawn with his widowed
daughter to his worthless acres. In due
time the daughter had died, and her child
had grown up in a world of shadows.  On
nothing a year the colonel had managed,
in some miraculous fashion, to preserve
certain hospitable old customs. Distin-
guished guests still sat at his table and
ate ducks cooked to the proper state of
rareness, and terrapin in a chafing-dish,
with a dash of old sherry. If between
these feasts there was famine the world
never knew.

It was perhaps from the colonel that
Randolph had learned to make poverty
picturesque. His clothes were old and

Horrer

his shoes were shabby. But his strength
lay in the fact that he did not think of
himself as poor. He had so much, you
see, that the rest of us lacked. He wasa
Randolph. He had name, position, an-
cestry. He was, in short, a gentleman !

T do not think he looked upon any of
us as gentlemen, not in the Old Dominion
sense. He had come to our small Middle-
Western college because it was cheap and
his finances would not compass education
anywhere else.

In an older man his prejudices would
have been insufferable, but his youth and
charm made us lenient. We contented
ourselves with calling him “Your High-
ness,” and were always flattered when he
asked us to his rooms.

His strong suit was hospitality. Tt
was in his blood, of course. When his
allowance came he spent it in giving the
rest of us a good time. His room was
as shabby as himself—a table, an ink-
spotted desk, a couch with a disreputable
cover, a picture of Washington, a half-
dozen books, and a chafing-dish.

The chafing-dish was the hump and the
hoof of his festivities. He made rarebits
and devilled things with an air that had
been handed down from generations of
epicures. I can see him now with his
black hair in a waving lock on his fore-
head, in worn slippers and faded corduroy
coat, sitting on the edge of the table
smoking a long pipe, visualizing himself
as the lord of a castle—the rest of us as
vassals of a rather agreeable and intelli-
gent sort !

It was perfectly natural that he should
stage his first love-affair, and when he
was jilted that he should dramatize his
despair. For days after Madge Ballou
had declared her preference for Dicky
Carson, Randolph walked with melan-
choly. He came to my rooms and sat, a
very young and handsome Hamlet, on
my fire-bench, with his chin in his hand.

“Why should she like Dicky best?”
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“She has no imagination.”

“But Dicky’s a—beast——

“With a fat bank-account.”

“Money wouldn’t count with Madge.”

“T'm not so sure 4

“Women are not like that, MacDon-
ald.”

I saw, as he went on with his arguments,
that she had become to him an Ophelia,
weakly led. Women in his lexicon of ro-
mance might be weak but never merce-
nary. 1 think he finally overthrew her
in his mind with “Get thee to @ nunnery !”
I know that he burned her picture; he
showed me the ashes in a silver stamp-box.

He had, of course, his heroes—there
were moments when unconsciously he
aped them. It was after a debate that
the boys began to call him “Bonaparte.”
He had defended the Little Corporal, and
in defending him had personified him.
With that dark lock over his forehead, his
arms folded, he had flung defiance to the
deputies, and for that moment he had
been not Tom Randolph but the Em-
peror himself.

He won the debate, amid much ac-
claim, and when he came down to us I
will confess to a feeling, which I think the
others shared, of a soul within his body
which did not belong there. Tom Ran-
dolph was, of course, Tom Randolph, but
the voice which had spoken to us had
rung with the power of that other voice
which had been stilled at St. Helena !

The days that followed dispelled the
illusion, but the name clung to him. I
think he liked it, and emphasized the re-
semblance. He let his hair grow long,
sunk his head between his shoulders, was
quick and imperious in his speech.

Then came the war. Belgium devas-
tated, France invaded. Randolph was
fired at once.

“I'm going over.”

“But, my dear fellow

“There’s our debt to Lafayette.”

With his mind made up there was no
moving him. The rest of us held back.
Our imaginations did not grasp at once
the world’s need of us.

But Randolph saw himself a Henry of
Navarre—white plumes; a Richard of the
Lion Heart—crusades and red crosses: a
Cyrano without the nose—“These be ca-
dets of Gascony *

[

The Emperor’s Ghost

“You see, MacDonald,” he said, flam-
ing, ““we Randolphs have always done it,”

“Done what?"

“Fought. There’s been a Randolph
in every war over here, and before that
in a long: line of battles &

He told me a great deal about the an-
cient Randolphs, and the way they had
fought on caparisoned steeds with lances.

“War to-day is diffecent,” I warned
him. “Not so pictorial.” f

But I knew even then that he would
make it pictorial. He would wear his
khaki like chain armor.

He gave us a farewell feast in his room.
It was ¢he season for young squirrels, and
he made us a Brunswick stew. It was
the best thing I had ever tasted, with red
peppers in it and onions, and he served
it with an old silver ladle which he had
brought from home.

While we ate he talked of war, of why
men should fight—"for your own honor
and your country’s.”’

There were pacifists among us and they
challenged him. He flung them off; their
protests died before his passion.

“We are men, not varlets!”

Nobody laughed at him. It showed
his power over us that none of us laughed.
We simply sat there and listened while he
told us what he thought of us.

At last one who was braver than the
rest cried out: “Go to it, Bonaparte |”

In a sudden flashing change Randolph
hunched his shoulders, set his slouched
hat sidewise low on his brows, wrapped
the couch-cover like a cloak about him.
His glance swept the room. There was
no anger in it, just a sort of triumphant
mockery as he gave the famous speech to
Berthier,

“They send us a challenge in which our
honor is at stake—a thing a Frenchman
has never refused—and since a beautiful
queen wishes to be a witness to the com-
bat, let us be courteous, and in order not
to keep her waiting, let us march without
sleeping as far as Saxony——1!"

I can’t tell you of the effect it had on
us. We were gripped by the throats, and
the room was so still that we heard our-
selves breathe. Four of the fellows left
next day with Randolph. I think he
might have taken us all if we had not
been advised and held back by the pro-




“Good old MacDonald—at last!"

tests of our professors, who spoke of war
with abhorrence.

1I

THREE years later I saw him again, in
France. Our own country had gotten
into the fight by that time, and I was
caught in the first draft. .I had heard
now and then from Randolph. He had
worked for nearly three years with the
Ambulance Corps, and was now fighting
for democracy with his fellows. *

We had been shivering in the rain for
a week in one of the recaptured French

towns when a group of seasoned officers
were sent to lick us into shape. Among
the other officers was Randolph, and
when he came upon me he gave a shout
of welcome,

“Good old MacDonald—at last !

I'll confess that his “at last” carried a
sting, and I remember feeling the injus-
tice of our equal rank, as I set his years
of privation and hardship against my few
weeks in a training camp.

He was very glad to see me, and the
very first night he made me a Brunswick
stew. This time there were no squirrels,
but he begged young rabbits from the old
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“Clest 'Empereur!  Clest I'Empereur!  He returns to lead us." —Page 209,



couple who had once been servants in the
chiteau where we were billeted. They
had trudged back at once on the retire-
ment of the Boches, and were making the
best of the changed conditions,

There was, of course, no chafing-dish,
and the stew was cooked in an iron pot
which hung over an open fire in the an-
cient kitchen. Before they sold the rab-
bits the old people had made one condi-
tion:

“If we may have a bit for mademoi-
selle——7?"

“For mademoiselle? "

“She is here with us, monsieur. She
had not been well. We have been saving
the rabbits for her.”

Randolph made the grand gesture that
I so well remembered.

“My good people—if she would dine
with us 2’

The old woman shook her head. She
was not sure. She would see.

Perhaps she said pleasant things of us,
perhaps mademoiselle was lonely. But
whatever the reason, mademoiselle con-
sented to dine, coming out of her seclu-
sion, very thin and dark and small, but
self-possessed.

I have often wondered what she
thought, in those first moments of meet-

ing, of Randolph, as with a spoon for a
sceptre, the manner of a king, he presided
over the feast., She spoke very good
English, but needed to have many things
explained.

Do gentlemen cook in your country ?

Randolph sketched life as he had
known it on his grandfather’s plantation
—negroes to do it all, except when gen-
tlemen pleased.

She drew the mantle of her distaste
about her. “Black men? I shouldn’t
like it.” )

Well, I saw before the evening ended
that Randolph had met his peer. For
every one of his aristocratic prejudices she
matched him with a dozen. And he
loved her forit! At last here was a lady
who would buckle on his armor, watch his
shield, tie her token on his sleeve !

He sat on the edge of the table in his
favorite attitude—hunched-up shoulders,
folded arms. His hair was cut too short
now for the dark lock, but even without
it T saw her glance at him now and then
in a puzzled fashion, as if she weighed
some familiar memory.

But it was one of the peasants who
voiced it—the old man carrying away the
remains of the stew muttered among the
shadows to his wife:
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“(’est Napoleon.” ‘
Mademoiselle caught her breath. **Oui,

Gaston.”  Then to me, in English: “Do
you see it?"”
“Yes.

We called him that at schoal.”
“Bonaparte?"” .

*¥es,”

She was thin and dark no longer—illu-
mined, the color staining her cheeks.
“Oh, if he were here—to save France !”

I protested. ““An emperor against an
emperor?”

“He was a great democrat—he loved
the common people. For a little while
power spoiled him—but he loved the
people. And the Bourbons did not love
them—Louis laughed at them—and lost
his head. And Napoleon never laughed.
He loved France—if he had lived he
would have saved us.”

Out of the shadows the old woman
spoke. “They say he will come again.”

“QOui, Margot.” Mademoiselle was
standing, with her hand on her heart.
Randolph’s eves devoured her. He had
taken no part in the conversation. It

.

The Emperor’s Ghost

was almost uncanny to see him sitting
there, silent, arms folded, shoulders
hunched, sparkling eyes missing nothing,
“It is true,” mademoiselle told us ear-
nestly, ““that the tra-dee-tion says he will
come back—when France needs him—the
soldiers talk of it.”

“In almost every country,” T said,
“there is a story like that, of heroes who
will come again.”

“But Napoleon, monsieur—surely he
would not fail France?”

The thing that followed was inevitable,
Randolph and Mademoiselle Julie fell in
love with each other. He drew her as he
had drawn us at school. She was not a
Madge Ballou, mundane and mercenary;
she was rather a Heloise, a Nicolette,
a Jeanne d’Arc, self-sacrificing, impas-
sioned. She met Randolph on equal
ground. They soared together—mixed
love of country with love of lovers,
They rose at dawn to worship the sun,
they walked forth at twilight to adore to-
gether the crescent moon.

And all the while war was at the gates;

“For love, mademoiselle, and truth and
constancy."—Page 200.
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we could hear the boom of big guns.
The spring drive was on and the Germans
were coming back.

I shall never forget the night that Ran-
dolph and I were ordered to the front.
Mademoiselle had come in with her hands
full of violets. Randolph, meeting her
for the first time after a busy day, took
her hands and the frail blossoms in his
eager clasp. He was an almost perfect
lover—Aucassin if you will—Abelard at
his best.

“Violets,”
three?"”

“Why three, monsieur?”

“For love, mademoiselle, and truth
and constancy.”

He took his prayer-book from his
pocket, and she gave him the violets.
He touched them to her lips, then crushed
them to his own. T saw it—sitting back
in the shadows. 1 should never have
thought of kissing a girl like that. But
it was rather wonderful.

He shut the violets in the little book.

They sat very late that night by the
fire. T went in and out, not disturbing
them. I saw him kneel at her feet as he
left her, and she bent forward and kissed
his forehead.

He talked of her a great deal after that.
More than I would have talked of love,
but his need of an audience drove him to
confidences. He felt that he must make
himself worthy of her—to go back to her
as anyvthing less than a hero might seem
to belittle her. 1 am not sure that he
was braver than other men, but his feel-
ing for effect gave him a sort of reckless
courage. Applause was a part of the
game—he could not do without it.

And so came that night when a small
band of us were cut off from the rest.
We were intrenched behind a small emi-
nence which hid us from our enemies,
with little hope of long escaping their ob-
servation, It had been wet and cold, and
there had been no hot food for days. We,
French and Americans, had fought long
and hard; we were in no state to stand
suspense, yet there was nothing to do but
wait for a move on the other side, a move
which could end in only one way—bayo-
nets and bare hands, and I, for one,
hated it.

I think the others hated it, too, all but

Vor. LXV.—15

he said., “May I have
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Randolph. The rain had stopped and
the moon flooded the world. He turned
his face up to it and dreamed.

The knowledge came to us before mid-
night that the Huns had found us. It
became only a matter of moments before
they would be upon us, the thing would
happen which we hated—hayonets and
bare hands, with the chances in favor of
the enemy !

Somewhere among our men rose a
whimper of fear, and then another. You
see, they were cold and hungry and some
of them were wounded, and they were
cut off from hope. It wasn't cowardice.
I call no man a coward. They had faced
death a thousand times, some of them.
Yet there was danger in their fears.

Randolph was next to me. “My God,
MacDonald,” he said, “ they’ve lost their
nerve——"

There wasn’t a second to spare.
him doing something to his hat.

As T have said, there was a moon. It
lighted that battle-scarred world with a
sort of wild beauty, and suddenly in a
clear space above us on the little hill a
figure showed, motionless against the still
white night—a figure small yet command-
ing, three-cornered hat pulled low—oh,
vou have secn it in pictures a thousand
times—Napoleon of Marengo, of Auster-
litz, of Jena, of Friedland—but over and
above everything, Napoleon of France !

Of course the Germans shot him. But
when they came over the top they were
met by Frenchmen who had seen a ghost.
“Clest 'Empereur! Clest 'Empereur!”
they had gasped. “Hereturns toleadus.”

They fought like devils, and—well, the
rest of us fought, too, and all the time,
throughout the bloody business, 1 had
before me that vision of Randelph alone
in the moonlight. Or was it Randolph?
Whoknows? Dogreat souls find time for
such small business? And was it small?

His medals were, of course, sent to the
colonel. But the violets in the little book
went back to mademoiselle.  And the old
hat, crushed into three-cornered shipe,
went back. And I told her what he had
done.

She wrote to me in her stiff English:

“I have loved a great man. For me,
monsieur, it is enough. Their souls unite
in victory !”

I saw
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JHERE is only one flag that
| takes precedence over the
Stars and Stripes.

At a given hour on Sun-
2] day mornings aboard the
dreadnoughts and battle
ships of the United States Navy the
American flag is hauled down. When it
is hoisted again it takes second place
under the banner bearing the emblem of
the Church of God. Aboard dread-
noughts, battleships, and transports of
the navy, except for the time that white
flag holds the place of honor, the chaplain
is a free-lance; but this does not mean
that the chaplain is idle.

The huge transport alongside the stone
pier had suddenly ceased being the centre
of interest. For ten days a constant
stream of cargo, provisions, army equip-
ment, stores, and baggage had gone up
the gangways, but on this eleventh day, ex-
cept for the usual activities of the sailors
—the transports are manned by officers
and sailors of the navy—and the lowering
of four gangways, two forward, two aft,
there was a suspension of activities.

Breakfast in the improvised ward-room
was over. The chaplain, realizing that
on this eventful day there would be small
opportunity for him to pursue his regular
duties, went to his cabin and after read-
ing the lesson for the day and, as was his
practice, the lesson for the approaching
Sunday, turned to the last mail, which
had just been put aboard.

Such a quantity of letters!| Forwarded
from a dozen places by a score of harassed
officers to whom anxious relatives hoping
to reach an official eye—and ear—had
written last directions, messages, com-
pldints, and warnings. There was an al-
most monotonous pathos in the recur-
rence of the words “my boy.”

The chaplain read all of them and made
many notes, commencing with a reassur-
ing letter to the worried wife of one of the
transport’s crew who questioned, “The
allotment officer, in his report, changed
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my little girl into a little boy. Will it
make any difference in my allowance?”
and ending with a comforting answer to a
tear-stained scrawl from a sick and elderly
mother.

“War is easiest on the men,” comment-
ed the chaplain, looking with wistful help-
lessness at the pile of letters.

From outside, far away to landward,
came the high, faint call of bugles. On
the transport arose sounds of increasing
activities; a petty officer and a company
of sailors marched across the deck and de-
scended to the pier, where they were sta-
tioned in twos at the foot of each gang-
way. The executive officer called a sharp
question, which the officer of the deck
changed to a quick command. Some
noisy tugs approached. The chaplain,
unheeding, took up his last letter; it was
from his daughter, who as a Red Cross
nurse was serving in a hospital just behind
the lines.

“DEAR DAD:

“It seems too good to be true that I
shall see vou so soon! I'm counting the
days. Well, I finished my time in the
wounded prisoners’ ward satisfactorily.
If such a thing is possible, T worked even
harder for them than I do for our own
men—and I had my reward! The day
before I left, one of the Germans actually
thanked me for doing something! I was
startled! I couldn’t decide whether to
take his temperature or paste an adhesive-
plaster medal on him.

“Quite unexpectedly before I went to
my new ward I was sent up to Paris about
some delayed supplies, and how I longed
foryou! However, I did see three Amer-
ican sailors and, except for their air of
stern, uncompromising rectitude in what
they had evidently been warned was a gay
city, I should have gone up and spoken to
them—and been snubbed for a brazen, de-
signing Jezzie-bell! As it was, I smiled
at them—to their great embarrassment.

“Dad, dear, isn’t it a beautiful privi-
lege to be allowed to help win this war?
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All of us—the boys in the army, marine
corps, and navy. YouandI. The women
at home. FEveryone. Putting our shoul-
der to the wheel, so that defenseless small
nations may know that to only a few
blood-drunk, lust-mad brutes does might
make right.

“Lately German aviators have been
busily engaged in trying to bomb our hos-
pital buildings and the houses where the
nurses are lodged. It's boring, after
you've been on your feet all day and have
just achingly hoisted yoursell into bed, to
have to get up and speed down to the cel-
lar and cling to some one. I wish I had
a long-range voice and could hoot into
those aviators' ears: ‘Never touched us,
you big bullies!’

“But when it's all over—all cleaned up
—you and I are going to have our house
in the country, with mother's portrait
over the mantel—and you can raise as-
paragus and I'll raise chickens. Do you
mind if I specialize on white Wyandots?
T know that Rhode Island redsare the best
layers, but they're such a homely color.

“This letter should reach you before
you leave America; I'll have another let-
ter or a message waiting for you when you
arrive in France. I can’t tell yet whether
I can get off or whether vou’ll have to
visit me here. At any rate, every day
now will bring you nearer to

“Yours most lovingly, dad, dear,

“ROSE.

“P. S.—Do you know that sometimes
when the horror of all this suffering used
to get the better of me I longed for our
garden—the one we are going to have.
But lately I've felt that I could almest
plan how I would have the flowers planted
they are actually ‘casting their shad-
ows’ they're so near! Whatis it you say
when vou go into a room where some one
is very ill: ‘Peace to this house and all
who dwell therein!” Isn’tit?

“I wonder if any garden can ever equal
the beautiful peace of these scarred bat-
tle-fields when the wild flowers and blos-
soming orchards cover them again? God
grant it may be soon | But, dad, I feel so
strongly that peace is very near.”

The chaplain’s eyes were bright with
excited anticipation as he laid the letter

down. He could hardly wait to see his
daughter and tell her the great news.

A week ago, while spending forty-eight
hours’ leave with a friend of divinity-
school days at his parsonage in a Connect-
icut village, the chaplain had gone for a
walk to the top of a near-by hill, and had
chanced upon the house of his dreams.
White, and low, and old, it nestled in a
sheltered hollow and faced seaward to
where the Sound glinted in the sunshine
and gulls on flashing wings swooped and
quarrelled. And inside, a wide centre hall
—just as Rose and he had so often
planned! But the miracle—the incredi-
ble miracle—had been disclosed when the
brass-knobbed door swung back on a
square parlor, panelled in white painted
wood from floor to ceiling,

The chaplain, remembering Rose’s wist-
ful remark, “We never can afford the real,
so we'd better not even think about it,”
had gasped. *“The original panelling?”’
he had questioned barely above a whis-
per.

The woman who was showing him over
the house and who had told him that the
old farm was for sale because a son who
had gone West was “doing so well that
he wanted the old folks to join him,” had
nodded disparagingly: “ That parlor’s just
the way great-grandfather built it. We
never had the money to make any im-
provements,” she said.

The chaplain, pausing, had visualized
the mellow old room when Rose should
have installed their houschold treasures.
Her mother's portrait—painted by a great
artist in the spontaneous days before
fame had claimed (and hampered) him—
would hang on the wide panel over the
fireplace. On the narrow mantel would
stand the ivory carving acquired in
Kyoto. There had only been enough
money to buy a kimono or the carving,
and Rose, after a longing glance at the
embroidered roses on the delicate silk
ground, had chosen the unfading beauty
of the Japanese maiden standing on tip-
toes to light a fragile ivory lantern—"To
guide you safely home when your sea-
going days are over, dad,” she had inter-
preted. Then there were the Chinese
bronze, the old embroidery, the grooved
and fretted Moro bowl—waiting patiently
for that long-anticipated home.
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And the price named for the house and
eight acres of orchard and meadow had
been within obtainable reach, The chap-
lain had paid the first instalment that day.

“It’s too good to be true !”” the chaplain
had whispered, standing in the neglected
garden and looking to where the gnarled
old apple-trees showed the pink of blos-
soms against an unclouded sky, and ir-
regular stone fences were silvery gray
across the springtime green. From some-
where near a robin had fluttered down
and, balancing, had called—and waited—
and called again.

That robin was a last drop in the brim-
ming measure of the chaplain’s delight
and satisfaction. He could hardly wait
to tell Rose

Across his day-dream the increasing
noise outside struck sharply. The silvery
bugles were very near now and drums
added their pulse-like beat. In the pas-
sageway the doctor, hurrying past, called
cheerily: “Better get up on deck, padre
—they're coming!”’

Quickly the chaplain gathered up the
scattered letters into a neat pile and, put-
ting away his books, reached the deck
just as the bugles sounded at the pier end
and the band swung into position. There
was a flash of red, white, and blue as the
flag whipped out on the breeze and the
color-bearers wheeled into line. Again
the bugles, high and clear, sang their
0\’Er}£tp[-3ing orders; behind the flag, row
on row, filling the wide pier with the olive
drab of their uniforms, came the men of
America's new army, and marched toward
the transport, while the band fared cheer-
fully into the music of * The Long Trail.”

The doctor and the chaplain watched
the lines of soldiers advance and divide.
At the foot of the gangways, sailors, sta-
tioned there, threw around each soldier’s
neck a cord, to which was attached a card
bearing the number of that soldier’s com-
partment, his bunk, and his food-station.
Also certain instructions for troops.

At the top of the gangways naval offi-
cers waited and, when one hundred and
fifty soldiers had gathered, led them to
the compartment assigned. And all the
time the band played steadily the songs
of the old and new armies: “The Girl I
Left Behind Me,” “Tipperary,” * Good-
by, Dolly Gray,” “Sons of America,”

-
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“Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Boys Are
Marching,” “There'll Be a Hot Time,”
and “Over There.”

For two hours the monotonous tramp
of marching feet continued, broken only
by the occasional soldier who lost step
smuggling some favorite animal aboard,
“When all those felines get shaken down
and feel at home, we will wake up some
night and imagine that the ship has
sprouted a back fence,” remarked the
doctor, as he observed the struggles of one
youthful soldier and a large, unabashed,
and needlessly conspicuous gray cat,

“He's hungry—so am I!” volunteered
the boy.

So were all of them. Hardly were they
aboard when they became one vociferous,
empty interrogation-point. The tugs,
puffing and shrieking alongside, assailed
ears that were deaf to all sound but the
impending mess-call. Lined up, their
mess-gear in hand, they were conscious
that the ship moved—and did not care
when, promptly at noon, more than a
dozen modern cafeterias broke all speed
records in serving food to the long lines of
marching men. Thousands of soldiers
were fed in less than twenty minutes.

In the ward-room the executive officer
took his seat at one end of the lengthened
table and smiled at the chaplain, far
away at the foot. “Our family’s grown,
padre,” he called cheerfully. *“Feel as
though I were looking at you through the
wrong end of a telescope!”

The army officers commanding the
regiments aboard joined in the conversa-
tion gradually. Slowly there came the
hum of the engines—the transport was
under way.

When the chaplain joined the officers in
the ward-room for breakfast the next
morning the transport was well out to sea
and already, among the thousands of men
aboard, an organization for efficiency in
the daily routine, and in case of emer-
gency, was being perfected. The chap-
lain, returning to his cabin, heard the
army officers explaining to their men the
need of cleanliness. “They were not to
add to the work of the transport’s crew
by throwing anything on the decks. And
nothing was to be thrown overboard, for
fear of leaving a trail by which an ene-
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my’s submarine could track them over the
road of thesea. Every compartment must
be ready to bear inspection at all times.”
The chaplain finished reading the lesson
for the day just as the bugle sounded
“quarters,” and he lined up with the other
naval officers who handed the report for
their divisions to the executive officer, and
accounted for such sailors as were absent
in the sick-bay or the brig. The chap-
lain, having no department, merely an-
swered, “ At quarters, sir,” when his turn
came. (“I'm always glad to know that
you haven’t fallen overboard, padre,” the
executive had jocularly remarked when,
at different times, the chaplain had ab-
sent-mindedly forgotten “quarters.”)
. This finished, the chaplain started on
his rounds. The sick-bay harbored three
patients, and the chaplain spent an argu-
mentative hour discussing the Red Sox's
last game. Perhaps because he had been
a well-known athlete during his college
days, his reign as umpire of games be-
tween the baseball and football teams of
rival ships had outlasted that of many
less-qualified judges, particularly as the
chaplain had acquired the necessary boon
of deafness during certain hotly contested
cri:se.s.

“T guess it's lucky that I really don’t
understand what they are yelling, some-
times,” the chaplain explained apologeti-
cally to the executive, who was only too
glad to enlist “ the padre's” assistance in
dealing with a certain type of sullen
trouble-maker. It was anunusual brand
of moodiness that could withstand a box-
ing-bout with the chaplain, who staged his
performance on the hilarious lower deck.

Outside, as he left the sick-bav, he
stopped to watch a company of soldiers
who were taking instruction in the ad-
justment and use of life-preservers, and
smiled to see one intent lad seriously con-
sidering their adaptability to his feet.

“That attempt to st:md on the water
never gets outlawed,” mused the chap-
lain, edgmg his way past a group that
were busily engaged in preparing a moun-
tainous heap of vegetables for dinner.

The brig was sparsely tenanted; the
chaplain, after a short talk with the sailor
there, found the trouble to be one of mis-
understanding rather than the apparently
deliberate intention of wrong-doing, A
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few moments’ conversation with the ex-
ecutive released the prisoner and returned

-him to the busy deck, where lookouts

were being selected and instructed, hoat
drills carried forward, meals being pre-
pared, watches arranged, and cleaning
and scrubbing always under way.

On deck, as the soldiers lined up for
mess-call, some one started a song.
Around the ship it swept from one group
to another; a second and third song fol-
Jowed until the opening of the cafeterias
made a vitally important and serious in-
terruption.

At the ward-room luncheon-table the
chaplain found himself precipitated into
a discussion on the nationality of religions
and was promptly appealed to for a deci-
sion. “1 didn’t hear the first of this,” he
apologized.

An army officer leaned forward: “I
started it, sir, with a story that one of the
English naval officers in Washington told
me. It was about sending church-parties
ashore from their ships when they are in
port, and he said: ‘So, on Sunday morn-
ing, when the ship’s company was mus-
tered, T called out, “Church of England,
fall in on the right! Catholic Church,
fall in on the left! Fancy religions, fall in
at the rear!” and still there were three
men left over. “Why didn't you fall
in?” I demanded. “W¢ didn’t know
where we belonged,” one of them an-
swered, and added: “We're Mormons!"”

““Did you ever hear such cheeky beg-
gars? ‘“Mormons!” I told them. *Well,
if that isn’t fancy I don’t know whatis.””’
And then he asked me: ‘It’s an Ameri-
can religion purely, isn’t it?"”

“Is it, padre?” called several voices.
But the chaplain laughed and denied any
information on the subject.

“If there's one person in the world that
doesn’t know anything about fancy re-
ligion it’s the padre,” affirmed the execu-
tive warmly, and added to the army offi-
cer next him: “The chaplain’s the finest
sportsman I know—with all a sportsman’s
intolerance of cowards or sneaks.”

After luncheon he spent two busy hours
giving out books from the library, an-
swering questions about new regulations,
compulsory and voluntary allotments,
and explaining the new war-insurance act.

“Of course I know it’s good,” he as-
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sured a cautious sailor. I wouldn’t sleep
so well at night if I didn’t know that, in
case anything happens to me, I've taken
out enough insurance to give my daugh-
ter a start.”

Later the chaplain had his first intimate
view of the soldiers, who when not busy
spent their time on deck. Shyly he ap-
proached them, wondering if they were
discussing the hardships they would bear,
the sacrifices they must make, the bat-
tles in which, no doubt, some of them
would lay down their lives.

But no! The conversations swung
from the dignitaries of their little home
towns to the leading characters in the
latest Broadway shows; from the descrip-
tion of a closely contested polo-match to
the grim details of a coal-mine accident;
from the account of the escapades of a
college fraternity's hazing delegates to a
laconic outline of the experiences of a
band of prospectors during a desert sand-
storm.

The chaplain went from group to group
of the heterogeneous crowd who, in re-
sponse to the call of their country, had
put on the khaki or the blue. There were
men from all the professions; there were
multimillionaires and laborers; country
lads who had never seen more water than
flows through a farmyard pasture; adven-
turers who had voyaged on all the Seven
Seas; men from little hamlets; others, fa-
miliar with the great cities of every conti-
nent; men speaking three or four lan-
guages, and others who could scarcely
achieve understandable English.

“Tt's amazing ! " mused the chaplain,
searching about for lonely or homesick-
looking boys—in need of cheering.

Later he drifted into the daily moving-
picture show and viewed the hair-raising
episodes of a modern cinema courtship.
This reel was followed by a film depicting
the visit by a murderously inclined tramp
to a lonely house, where a lady in evening
dress, after a heartrending scene with her
mercenary and nomadic cook, faced the
very long, very dark night unprotected,
When this was finished the chaplain
thankfully moved outside and enjoyed a
few moments of unalloyed gratitude for
the kindly fate that permitted him to pur-
sue a quiet and peaceful life aboard the
transports traversing the war zone.
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“There’s nothing for me to do here,”
decided the chaplain. “Guess I'll tackle
some of those letters.”

But before he sat down at his desk he
paused a second. Far away—he saw a
low white house facing seaward—and an
orchard where robins called—from blos-
soming apple-trees. The chaplain was
growing old—and Rose—and home, and
happiness—beckoned enticingly.

Long afterward, looking back over the
events of that voyage, the chaplain re-
membered with curious clearness that
each lesson for the day had seemed, with
a strange insistence, to sound a note of
warning. Almost monotonously the old
prophets called across the centuries their
messages against the futility of human
hopes and plans. Ezekiel—that “son of
man’’ from whom the desire of his eyes
was taken at a single stroke; Isaiah—
Hosea—and each day he read the lesson
for Sunday, Solomon’s prayer at the
dedication of the temple, with its sup-
plication: “And when thou hearest, for-
give."” But he went his unheeding way.

His hours were crowded with varied
duties. He was, to the crew, an ency-
clopedia of information on all sorts of
subjects, and already he was scheduled
to preside at several weddings and chris-
tenings when the ship should be in port,
after the return voyage. He taught a
school for those desiring to attend; he
gave short talks on French history, and
his voluntary audiences soon outgrew the
quarters assigned; he held a Bible class.
And the letters received from the relatives
of soldiers on the day the transport sailed
must be answered and, when the voyage
was over, the sentence added: “To-day I
saw your boy, well and happy, land, and
march away upon the soil of France.”
Meanwhile the busy hours sped by; the
end of the journey was near.

Sunday morning found the transport on
the edge of the war zone, and, even as the
bugler sounded church-call, the lookouts
were trebled and gunners took their places
at the loaded guns.

On the quarter-deck row after row of
mess-benches  filled the entire space;
chairs, for the captain and officers, stood
at right angles, facing the improvised al-
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tar—a table, covered with an altar-cloth,
and holding a brass cross. Behind it,
against the bulkhead, was draped an
American flag; in front of the altar, to the
right, was the pulpit; to the left the port-
able organ.

Promptly, in answer to the bugle-call, a
steady stream of soldiers and sailors came
from all directions, until every foot of
available space was filled. The captain
and officers took their places; a master-at-
arms reported all aft, and the chaplain,
stepping to the pulpit, gave out the hymn.
It was an old hymn, and they sang it vig-
orously—thousands of boyish voices ring-
ing out across the serene, sunshiny sea.
The lesson for the day emphasized the
general peacefulness. It was Solomon’s
prayer at the dedication of the temple—
that prayer with an almost bell-like re-
frain: “Forgive, forgive, forgive.”

There followed another hymn; then the
chaplain read the text and commenced
his sermon. It was very little like a ser-
mon ashore; no tinge of “fancy religion”
colored the plain, straichtforward dis-
course. The chaplain had been dealing
with enlisted men for years; he knew their
problems and their temptations, as well
as their tendencies toward certain mis-
takes, and watching their intent faces, he
knew when a remark went home—as he
warned, explained, rebuked, in words of
incontrovertible simplicity. And in clos-
ing he spoke of courage—that high, clear
answer to the call of duty which has noth-
ing in common with bravado or excite-
ment or the enthusiasms that are so often
only imitative.

The service ended with the singing of
the national anthem.

During the last verse commotion spread
among the men nearest the rail, and, even
as the chaplain pronounced the benedic-
tion, “The peace of God—which passeth
all understanding—"" an orderly waited
impatiently to report to the captain,
“Convoy of destroyers sighted, sir!” and
the men crowded to get a view of the
slim, knife-bowed greyhounds advancing,
with amazing rapidity, on the scent of
trouble. Swiftly they came, swept in a
wide circle, and fell in their places, pass-
ing so close that as they swung into for-
mation the ¢haplain, going to his cabin,
overheard a junior naval officer on the
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transport—under cover of the soldier’s
cheering—warily hail a chum on the
bridge of the nearest destroyer: “Hi,
Muggy! Made a special trip to Phila-
delphia to see your new son! Looks like
you—but maybe he’ll outgrow it!”

That night every one aboard the trans-
port was ordered to sleep in their clothes
and to wear life-preservers, and in the
passages dim blue lights marked, at rare
intervals, the turns or ladders.

But in the morning land was in sight
—and later a port in” France; a great,
cheering crowd; the excited confusion of
the soldiers, packing; good-bys; a stone
pier; the lowered gangways; once more
the monotonous tramp of feet, this time
turned shoreward—and over all the
sprightly cheerfulness of the band, the
call of bugles. The voyage was over.

The chaplain, after numberless good
wishes and a lengthy stand at the rail
watching the protracted disembarkation,
turned tiredly away as the last row of
olive-drab uniforms disappeared between
the cheering crowds up the old street.

Already the tide of cargo was turning
again toward the ship; some mail-bags
were coming aboard, and the chaplain,
remembering Rose’s promised letter or
message, hailed the passing orderly.

“Why, yes, sir,” the sailor answered.
“I couldn’t find you, so I left a telegram
in your cabin, about five minutes ago.”

Joyously the chaplain hurried to get it.
He had forgotten, in the depression of
seeing the young soldiers go ashore, that
his daughter was so near. Perhaps the
despatch would tell him that, in a few
hours, he would see Rose and tell her of
the old house, the panelled parlor, the
blossoming orchard where robins sang.
When the war was over, there need be no
delay in hanging the portrait over the fire-
place and domiciling the white chickens.

But first, perhaps, they might have a
vacation together in Paris, if Rose could
get away. There were pictures and
statues to see; churches and tombs to
visit; a present to be bought. Rose's
twenty-fourth birthday was next week,
and even in war times wrist-watches must
be for sale in Paris. She didn’t care for
jewelry—but a watch was different.

And if she couldn’t get away he must
find how to get to her, for, after all, that
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was the main thing. Outside, the execu-
tive officer, hurrying past, called, “ Good
luck—and a good time, padre,” as the
chaplain tore open the envelope and read
the message.

Long afterward—when he raised his
head—and faced the future, the years
stretched grayly beyond. There would
be no old house looking seaward—no fire-
place with a portrait above it. A robin
had flown with the unreturning spring.
And Rose—with the bright hair—the deft
fingers so quick to aid the sick or suffer-
ing—the happy spirit that answered so
readily to laughter or tears—crushed into
silence.

The German aviators had struck their
target under the Red Cross flag.

For every human being there is some
key that unlocks the gates of memory.
It may be the vagrant scent of lilies; a
bar of music; the aching grind of car-
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wheels; the intonation of a voice: the
earliest call of a bird across the dawn; the
sight of rain-soaked, wind-blown lilacs:
the lilt of an old song; the grim smell
of hospital waiting-rooms—and behold |
the gates swing back on the garden of
memory, dream-heavy days of other
years, and the drenching radiance of the
light that never was.

For the chaplain it is the sight of blue
smoke from the chimneys of small homes
and the words of a chapter in Kings—
Solomon’s prayer at the dedication of the
temple—with its lovely, bell-like refrain,
In the chaplain’s work it recurs at inter-
vals as part of the lesson for the day, and
he reads the stately measured words in a
level, emotionless voice.

Statesmen may decide what constitutes
victory and reparation; when and where
flags may float and what they shall sig-
nify to brave and honest men; but one
flag and the soldiers who serve under it
the chaplain will never forgive.

COMPLINE
By Georgiana Goddard King

WHEN in my bed myself T lay

I have not bent my head to pray

For all on whom dim trouble lies,

Or give God thanks for streams and skies;
But with hands folded on my breast
And thought a moment laid at rest,
—Like saint who every night will sign
On brow and bosom the cross divine,

So I, with inward peace the same,

Say twice or thrice a single name

Then add: Dear heart, this farther day
That's passed since in your arms I lay
Falls nat aside, a pebble cast

To swell the cairn above our past;

Nay, goes to build the palace wide

In which our dreams together bide,
Fond stewards! who but occupy

Till the glad hour when thou and 1
Through sunrise and through sunset’s doors
Treading its so-long-yearned-for floors
Sleep in the fragrant halls thereof

With but one guest, and that third, Love.



THE FUTURE OF THE WOUNDED SOLDIER
By Allan McLane Hamilton, M.D.

y crude methods of the great
Ambrose Paré to the surgi-
cal wonders of the recent
war. Until 1536, when
Paré became personal sur-
geon to the Maréchal Monté-Jan, all
dangerous complications of wounds were
believed to be due to a poison generated ¢
by the combustion and contamination of
gunpowder, and the customary barbarous
attempt at that time was to pour boiling
oil over the bleeding parts, which were
afterward seared with red-hot irons to
stop the hemorrhage. With the coming
of Paré all this was changed; arteries were
for the first time ligated, and crude mea-
sures of cleanliness were adopted.
Paré’s experience extended over many
years, and he lived until eighty, surviv-
ing the siege of Paris by Henry 1IV. To
him is due much that has been adopted or
rediscovered by modern su rgeons; it even
appears that the “shell-shock™ of this
war was described by him, for in 1545 he
pictured the nervous condition that was
caused by ‘““the wind of a cannon-shot.”
Since his day surgery has made mighty
strides and protean changes have taken
place. Within the past half-century
(thanks to the help, first of antiseptic and
later to aseptic methods—the first con-
sisting of the free use of germ-destroying
agents and the latter depending upon the
taking of protective precautions which
diminished the risk of infection) the dan-
ger has been reduced to a minimum, and
in the best hospitals septic accidents are
less than three per cent. All manner
of hitherto perilous measures are now
undertaken with impunity, and radical
operations, which perhaps consist in
freely opening up the great internal cavi-
ties of the body and removing important
organs, are successfully undertaken even
by the country doctor. As an instance
of progress the Caesarean operation, which
was responsible for the safe and unusual
entry of Julius Casar into the world, and
which until a few years ago was regarded

as a surgical curiosity, is now every day
performed to save the lives of the mother
and unborn child, and with the happiest
results.

Modern surgery, then, really begins
with the invention and use of the means
for destroying certain bacteria and pre-
\fenling inflammation in what is known as

‘aseptic surgical technique,” and by
helping the white corpusc Ie». of the blood,
which are known as plagocyles, to destroy
virnlent poisons secreted by "these bac-
teria, such efforts being often seconded by
the administration of special vaccines or
sera.

With this advanced knowledge of the
requirements of his work, the surgeon who
entered the recent great war gets alto-
gether different results than his father or
grandfather, who were called upon pro-
fessionally to care for the wounded men
of the Civil War, whose injuries were al-
together different in a large proportion of
cases. Surgical knowledgze then, mea-
sured by present standards, was most
primitive, and tens of thousands of men
were lost who might have been saved by
the advanced methods of to-day. No
effective or conservative reconstruction
existed, and the number of surviving erip-
pled and useless men was enormous. It
is estimated that in the War of the Re-
bellion from twenty-five to fifty per
cent of the wounded were irrecoverable,
while it is stated upon good authority
that in the recent great conflict those who
survived the first day mostly recovered.
At least ninety to ninety-five per cent
did, and the Germans claimed that ninety
per cent of their wounded were able to
go back and fight within a month or six
weeks. The death-rate from preventable
disease was in the recent struggle greatly
diminished, thanks to inoculation and
other sanitary safeguards. In the war of
the sixties more than half the deaths were
due to disease. Instead of the streets,
chronic hospitals, soldiers’ homes, and
workhouses being filled with deformed
and indigent victims, intelligent and ad-
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vanced means of restoration and well-
thought-out schemes have been devised
to make new men of them, and reference
to these will later be made; but first we
are concerned with the steps undertaken
by the surgeon to correct immediate de-
fects and physical handicaps.

NEW BONES FOR OLD

Before the year 1o1a there was a
renaissance which was shown in making
men over and correcting deformities due
to disease of the bony framework of the
body; in other words, hunchbacks and
others of the kind were made straight.
An American surgeon named Albee at this
early date found it actually possible to
remove large pieces of bone from one
place and transplant them elsewhere, to
take the place of destroyed and unser-
viceable bones, and he found that they
would take root and grow, fulfilling the
offices of the missing fragments. Noth-
ing more striking could illustrate this than
the substitution of vertebra and straight-
ening of the spinal column.  Albee’s usual
plan was to take pieces from the front
part of one or both tibie, which are the
heavy bones of the leg. In the recent
war his discoveries and suggestions have
been amplified so that in many instances
where bones have been shattered or are
almost altogether missing, the substitu-
tion of new bone is possible. This sur-
geon and others have even gone so far as
actually to replace a broken and useless
lower jaw by a piece of rib—a seeming
miracle that has its inspiration in the
twenty-first and twenty-second verses of
the second chapter of Genesis, which re-
counts the first surgical operation leading
to the anatomical and vital origin of our
first mother—Eve. The utilization of
bone-grafting is possible, and is also
easily made when considerable portions of
the long bones of the upper or lower ex-
tremities have disappeared, or even, it is
said, to make new ends or heads for these
important parts, so that articulation is ob-
tained. It really bids fair to be a great
discovery—if not as important as any in
recent years. By means of the X-ray one
can see the exquisitely delicate process
that takes place when the shin-bone is
deprived of its anterior part and recon-
structs itself, the same process taking
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place where the distant graft has been
made. In an exceedingly readable arti-
cle by Sir Robert Jones he says: “To
watch these grafts gradually obeying na-
ture’s law, by adapting themselves to the
work of restoration, was very interesting.
Thus in one case, when the whole length
of the shaft of a boy’s shin had been de-
stroyed by acute inflammation, the bone
was replaced by a strip eut from the op-
posite shin. This was laid in between the
muscles of the original bone. The mus-
cles grew into it and gradually began to
use it as a purchase point from which to
exert their active force in moving the foot,
It was interesting to watch, in successive
X-ray pictures, the gradual thickening of
the bone, and how it slowly began to as-
sume its duties and functions, proving
that the bone-cells build new bone to
meet emergencies.”

THE ART OF BUILDING FACES

The writer well remembers the clumsy
attempts at plastic surgery undertaken
nearly fifty years ago at the old New
York Hospital by the then venerable Doc-
tor Gurdon Buck, who contrived, by tak-
ing a heart-shaped flap of skin from the
fosehead and twisting it and attaching it
to a “freshened” surface on the face, to
make a new nose, but with indifferent
artistic success, Later came skin-graft-
ing for burns, and still later a variety of
measures of reparative surgery of a more
important kind. Marvellous results have
lately followed the reconstruction of the
face by means of the transplantation of
bone and cartilage as well as skin. The
horrible deformities that have followed
extensive destruction of the face by
wounds of great magnitude and extent
were at first the despair of surgeons and
the cause of mental agony upon the part
of the patient himseli. Instancesare even
recorded where horror-stricken wives have
deserted the hideously disfigured soldier-
husbands who have returned to their
homes, and hopeless and hali-crazed men,
after looking upon their own awful faces
in the mirror, have committed suicide.
Now all is different.

Of course the process of repair is a
difficult and protracted one, but is care-
fully carried out with the help of a sculp-
tor, who first makes a careful mask from
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a photograph and measurements, which
serves as a guide for the surgeon. After
the patient is fully anmsthetized, pieces
of ribs are obtained from his own body
and dissected out to replace the jaws
and various bony eminences that have
disappeared; cartilage is obtained for the
nose, and an extensive area of skin is
detached from the chest and neck with
apertures made for eyes, nostrils, and
mouth, and this is used to cover the
newly constructed face, and then after
the sunken parts have been built up with
solidified paraffin, the bones and carti-
lage being in sifa, the skin is twisted and
applied over all, and soon circulation of
blood is established, nutrition goes on,
and after a few months the reconstructed
man is ready to have a fresh photograph
taken, which depicts him as a fairly pre-
sentable and often good-looking person.
Of course all the cases are not as serious
as that just described, for minor areas of
destruction are repaired by smaller flaps
of skin obtained from the cheeks or fore-
head.

This is the acme of cosmetic surgery,
and calls for all the delicate skill of the
trained operator, who must also possess a
familiarity with tissue changes. This lat-
ter knowledge of histological and biologi-
cal development is that which has so
much contributed to the success of Doc-
tor Joseph A. Blake, now at the head of
the Red Cross Hospital in Paris. During
all the slow processes of manipulation
many complications are to be feared,
among them sloughing of tissue and the
formation of sinuses, but the results as a
rule are wonderful.

REPAIRING THE NERVES AND MUSCLES

Again it has been found perfectly pos-
sible to join the ends of severed nerve-
trunks, so that the function of paralyzed
muscles or insensible skin may be re-
stored. Motion and sensation may in
this way be brought again into existence,
and the patient made to feel and to exe-
cute ordinary acts. Large sections of
nerve-trunks may even be replaced by the
aid of animal contributors. When this
juncture or supply of nerves is impossible,
it has been found that the tendons of cer-
tain unaffected muscles may be twisted
and attached to others at a distance that
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are concerned in the mechanical operation
of important parts. For instance, when
the great nerve in the shoulder known as
the musculospiral is hopelessly injured,
the muscles that extend or lift the hand
are permanently paralyzed, and a loss of
power and deformity known as “drop
wrist” results, which is distressingly in-
capacitating, as the individual cannot
raise his hand, nor can he lift his wrist or
straighten his thumb or fingers. Now if
the tendons of the counteracting or op-
posing muscles—the flexors—are utilized
and attached to the distal extensor tendon
after being twisted so that they play over
the back of the forearm, instead of on the
other aspect, which is the normal one, the
subject will get very good use of his hand
and fingers.

The same procedure is of avail in the
lower extremity, where the muscles that
are uninjured may be transplanted and
attached to tendons of paralyzed muscles,
and in both instances subsequent training
will result in an attainment of function
which is sometimes almost perfect. This
training requires great patience and care,
for not only do the muscles require fric-
tion and massage, but a tactful appeal to

‘the will-power of the crippled man, as well

as the development of motor impulses
and co-ordinating ability and the actual
re-education of the brain. Even when
these aids to restored function are suc-
cessfully made, the duty of the surgeon
does not end, for there must be prolonged
training of the reconstructed tissues. A
muscle newly utilized in the manner
stated above can be made to do things it
never did before, but the patient must he
taught to cerebrate and co-ordinate for
the freshly acquired tasks. A muscle
that has hitherto been concerned in flex-
ing the fingers, as Sir Rohqt Jones has
shown, must be taught to extend them.
New impulses must come from nerve-cells
in the brain, and “nerve-cells will learn to
send messages to the muscles in their new
work, and a new limb, as it were, will be
created.”

What is known as “adaptive growth”
is a term applied to the regaining or sub-
stitution of function dependent upon this
kind of patient training, which develops
that great natural law that “all living
tissues,” whether animal or plant, “adapt
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themselves to the work they have to do.”
When mutilated or incapacitated, with
the aid of nature man will surely, unless
entirely deprived of an important organ,
reconstruct himself so as to meet the new
conditions.

For many years neurologists have seen
the practical results of re-education
in paralysis, locomotor ataxia, various
cramps and other disorders of motility,
and this enumeration does not include the
important subject of speech defects which
belong to aphasia. In all the motor dis-
abilities, if the patient has a mental image
of what he has done when whole, and
what he is to do, the road to recovery will
be an easy one and will result in his re-
habilitation.

I-lL!bJ'PIT.-\LS, SURGEONS, AND NURSES

Hospital care at the front, it need
hardly be said, is full of difficulties, be-
cause of the constant danger, the hurry,
and the uncertainty of supplies, not to
mention the extreme difficulty of securing
cleanliness. It isindeed a wonder that in
roughly constructed buildings, dugouts,
or converted ruins, the results are so
good. Heroic measures have been found
to be necessary, and the more delicate
forms of procedure in vogue in hospitals
in peace times, or far behind the firing-
lines, are out of the question; so when
gross wounds exist, with much destruction
of tissue, with consequent danger of infec-
tion, it has been advisable to remove large
masses of injured muscle, so that clean
surfaces are left and, thanks to irrigation
by the wonderful solution of Dakin, or
even flushing with pure sterilized water,
recovery is not only rapid but the time
of the healing process is capable of accu-
rate and precise determination. Besides
all, the immpediate use of special sera has
reduced the danger of tetanus, or lock-
jaw, or gas gangrene, to a minimum,

In the many large hospitals out of the
danger zone very elaborate reconstruc-
tive operations are daily performed by the
best available surgeons, and those of the
Harvard units at Etaples and elsewhere
are doing good work. When the writer
was in England in 1014-15 the facilities
for taking care of the wounded were in-
sufficient, there being a base hospital only
at Boulogne, and the naval and army hos-
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pitals already in existence were crowded.
To-day there are nearly one hundred
large hospiials, while in the United States,
since the war began,no less than fifty
general and debarkation hospitals have
been provided, besides those in existence
before the war. In addition to these, nu-
merous institutions for the care of “shell-
shock” cases and those of insanity are
in full operation. About twenty per
cent of all the doctors in the United
States enlisted as military surgeons, At
first there was some confusion and some
rigorous intensive and not altogether
pleasant training for well-known medical
men of age and distinguished position,
who from motives of the highest patriot-
ism had given up enormous incomes from
civil practice to join the colors. These
were trained like the most ordinary
“rookie”; made to clean their barracks
and empty latrines, were taken upon long
hikes, and generally bullied by some ty-
rannical non-com. At that time men
with special scientific equipment were not
utilized as they have since been. At one
time a surgeon of international reputation
was engaged in caring for the minor ail-
ments of women and children at several
large camps, and had little or no oppor-
tunity for the exercise of his great tal-
ents. One bright young man in Ken-
tucky who was allotted to ordinary camp
work, and who was a clever bacteriologist,
examined two thousand drafted men who
had been rejected for alleged tuberculosis
and found that they all had hook-worm
disease, and after a treatment of a few
weeks were saved for the army and sent
to fight in Flanders. Later the surgeon-
general’'s office found itself, and things
moved more swiltly.

Great credit is due to the small contin-
gent of surgeons who went to Europe
before April, 1917, and entered the Brit-
ish service. Such men as Harvey Cush-
ing, the two Cabots, George Brewer,
Eugene Poole, Foster Kennedy, and
others, left lucrative practices and im-
portant interests here, and worked hard.
Too much praise cannot be given to the
many good and competent nurses who
flocked over to do their part. In the
beginning it was found most difficult to
secure nurses. From England went many
notoriety-seeking women with no ex-
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perience, who flirted with the wounded
officers and smoked cigarettes in the
wards, until driven out and shipped back
home. Nowadays all is different, for
capable and self-denying nurses had been
trained, and have suffered the dangers
and discomforts at the front without a
murmur,

The importance of good nursing has
been recognized by all of us, and Doctor
H. S. Souttar, in his book, “A Surgeon in
Belgium,” says: “I would rather have a
good nurse than a good physician, if I
were so unfortunate as to have to make
the choice. A surgeon is a dangerous
fellow and must be treated with respect.
But as a rule the physician gives his
blessing, the surgeon does his operation,
but it is the nurse who does the work.”
This enthusiastic utterance does not un-
derrate the importance of after-care, not
only of the wounded man immediately
after the receipt of injury, but later when
his physical or mental condition needs her
attention. TIn this work, as well as that
of reconstruction, the valuable helper is
the sensible, patient, and tactful woman,
and not the one who is seli-conscious,
superficial, and obstinate. Attempts have
recently been made to teach nurses how
to become psychiatrists, but a little
knowledge improperly used is worse than
none at all, and the capacity for harm in
a mental case especially is very great.
Physicians have no use for seli-sufficient
amateurs.

“SHELL-SHOCK ' AND OTHER SHOCK

The writer was in London on the Sun-
day when the retreat from Mons took
place. No one in that great and orderly
city seemed to realize that in a region less
than two hundred miles away their own
army was in danger of extermination, and
no one except one man—Mr. Asquith—
knew of the horrors of the terrible and
overwhelming onrush of the German
forces, which was speedily checked, but
with such awful consequences. It was
very soon, however, when wounded,
shocked, and dazed men slowly found
their way back to England, and the pe-
culiar psychic state of the English and
French soldiers was known. We then
heard authentic stories of the temporary
débicle that had taken place—of whole
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battalions of English troops suddenly
stricken deaf and dumb or even blind; of
curious mental states of a hysterical na-
ture, of actual insanity, and of vague
psychoneuroses for the first time called
“shell-shock.” I soon recognized many
of these cases as old friends, for at home
I had found identical symptoms in per-
sons who had experienced the horrors of
railway accidents or sudden great mental
shaock of other kinds, and saw at first
nothing distinctive in their expressions of
nervous derangement; but what im-
pressed me most was the epidemic of imi-
tative psychic exaltation that was mani-
fested in the form of hallucination: The
stories, well authenticated, of the French
soldiers who saw a troop of avenging
angels in the sky, headed by the Arch-
angel Michael, who blinded the horses of
the Teutonic host so that they threw
their riders and saved the day; some saw
Jeanne d’Arc, and all were keyed up to
a pitch of neurotic tension.

For months after this T met returned
soldiers who suffered from the temporary
or even permanent effects of this kind of
shock, and to-day, in England and else-
where, there are many enduring examples
of deaf-mutism, hysterical blindness, and
psychoses developed in those men with
predisposition.

“Shell-shock " is, with many psychia-
trists, an unreliable term, for it may have
nothing whatever to do-with shells. Tt
may be due to intense fright, to repeated
emotional elation or depression, anger or
the suppression of fear, or depression and
anxiety from a dread of being thought to
be afraid. In seventy per cent of the
cases there has been no antecedent his-
tory of mental weakness, and in the re-
maining thirty per cent a definite history
of predisposition has been elicited.

The French medical men consider this
curious mental state always due to hys-
teria, or, as Babinski calls it, Pithiatism
(from metbw = I persuade) and (warés = cura-
ble), with reference to its disappearance
under proper psychopathic treatment.
This form can be cured speedily by all
forms of suggestion, including hypnotism
or persuasion (counter-suggestion).

I'ts manifestations consist of such pro-
tean symptoms as palsies, loss of sensa-
tion to painful impressions (analgesia),
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mutism, deafness, blindness, vomitjng,
loss of memory, somnambulism, various
obsessions and fears (phobias), and a
number of heart symptoms,

The term cafard has been recently ap-
plied to a form of war-psychosis where
an intense loss of will-power is associated
with the appearance of supposed sham-
ming. There is also much physical ex-
haustion, which is supposed to be due
either to a failure of the adrenal glands
situated above the kidneys or a lowering
of tone of that division of the sympa-
thetic nervous system known as the
splanchnic. 3

It is never directly due to gas-poison-

ing, but the fear of this form of attack is
a contributing factor.
" But there are two forms of so-called
“shell-shock "—one of the nature just de-
scribed, and the other far more serious, as
Foster Kennedy has pointed out, and this
latter is expressed by organic paralysis
such as myelitis or inflammation of the
spinal cord, and is due to actual concus-
sion. W. T. Porter, of the Rockefeller
Institute, has investigated and described
a still more serious form of shock that fol-
lows extensive crushing wounds especially
of the thigh-bones, which liberates small
particles of fat from the contained marrow
of the bones, and these getting into the
circulation plug up the minute arteries so
that the blood remains in the great veins.
Collapse and death usually follow in a
short time, and so, although a theoretical
method of treatment has been suggested
by its discoverer, it has so far been in-
efficacious.

The management of the patients of the
first kind is now less difficult than in the
beginning, and it is possible by various
means to rapidly cure many. Much con-
flict of opinion has arisen as to what
should be done, for all the cases vary in
origin and expression, and cannot be
helped by any routine treatment. As has
been said, hypnotic suggestion, persua-
sion, the method of inducing the patient
to talk freely, and known technically as
mental “catharsis”; or again diversion,
occupation, or isolation are all suitable
in different cases.

One dumb soldier was taken to see a
Charlie Chaplin movie film, and immedi-
ately burst into laughter and spoke for
the first time in months; another man

-
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who was hysterically blind recovered his
vision when he accidentally fell into a
pond, and others recovered after vivid
dreams; in fact, the curious and sudden
amelioration or disappearance of symp-
toms is familiar to those persons who
have treated the hysterical in civil life
long before the war. Cases of “shell-
shock” have been cured in two weeks,
and if the treatment be undertaken suffi-
ciently early, the man may be returned to
duty in from three to six months.

UPON FINDING AN OCCUPATION

In other days the earnest of full effort
consisted in keeping the wounded soldier
alive and ultimately turning him out to
make his way in the great world as best
he could. The aim now is, by the surgi-
cal and other means just enumerated, to
save the crippled body and restore its
functions, and to provide occupation and
a trade, so that he may not be a burden
upon the community, but will remain a
self-respecting and seli-supporting indi-
vidual. More than one observer has
shown that if the discharged man is en-
couraged to believe that he will be pro-
vided for without any effort on his part,
and will get a pension and therefore need
not work unless he so chooses, he will
soon relapse into idleness and mendacity,
will cumber the earth and be in every
way an unproductive person.

In no cases do we see the evil of this
resignation and lazy martyrdom as in
those who suffer from so-called ““shell-
shock " or mental perversion, and familiar
instances are met with in litigants in rail-
way accidents. In these a rapid cure is
usually brought about by a favorable ver-
dict or as soon as a settlement of the case
is reached—one way or the other.

Some countries do not give a pension
at once, but require the wounded man to
undergo a certain amount of reconstrue-
tive training, and in England this has
worked out very well, the morale of the
soldier being greatly improved. No
longer shall we see mutilated beggars on
the street corners playing upon hand-
organs or holding their hats for alms as in
the past. 1 once knew a veteran of the
Civil War who had undergone a serious
operation upon the skull, with the sub-
stitution of a silver plate in his head
where bone had been. His condition at
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this time was so unique and his political
importance as a “heeler” so great, that
he not only received an extravagantly
large pension, but continued to turn a
neat sum by exhibiting his head to medi-
cal students and to frequenters of the
numerous barrooms which he haunted.
He was an able-bodied man and capable
of great physical endurance and effort,
but was nevertheless a hopeless and lazy
fraud.

For the making over of wounded men
repair should begin at the bedside, and
the subjects should be taught to do use-
ful things which at first require little
effort. Sewing and embroidery now in
use are not the occupations of men, but
typewriting, designing, and the use of
light tpols in manufacturing leather and
other goods are ways of not only keeping
the soldier busy, but taking his mind
from his troubles, and may be the begin-
ning of a profitable occupational career.

In Great Britain at an early period of
the war returned and wounded soldiers
were given the chance to learn and take
up useful trades and forms of employ-
ment. It appears that 358,100 officers
and men were discharged and pensioned
from 1914 to May, 1918, and that they
were trained from one to two weeks to
one to two years, and could in measure
at least support themselves in one hun-
dred and thirty-five available occupa-
tions. These included agriculture and
horticulture, poultry-farming, bee-keep-
ing, carpentry, boot-making, tailoring,
motor-tractor work, electrical engineer-
ing, switchboard and telephone work,
chemistry and prescription dispensing,
textile processes and power-loom work,
cinematography, tram-car driving, dia-
mond-cutting, commercial work, oil-can
making, glass and lamp blowing, dental
mechanics, furniture-making, watch and
clock repairing, plumbing, basket-mak-
ing, mine operating, bookbinding, sales-
manship, hotel work, and many others;
all of the art and trade schools, as well
as private factories, electrical works, mu-
nicipal plants, electrical and telephone
exchanges, motor-car builders, hotels and
various public institutions, being open to
them;in fact, the long list of occupational
opportunities were inviting and suited all
kinds of disability.

Those engaged in restoring the lost
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working ability of the maimed and crip-
pled have done excellent work all over
the world. In France, especially, we find
the invention and provision of ingenious
apparatus instead of artificial limbs of a
more pretentious kind, which latter are
as a rule kept for show, and these are to
be attached to the stumps of amputated
legs or arms, and terminate in a ®pecies
of “chuck” or holding appliance with
which a tool or agricultural implement
can be grasped or affixed, and the method
has been called prosthesis.

For useful as well as artistic display,
artificial limbs, almost lifelike in opera-
tion, have been invented, and are reserved
for hours of recreation or Sunday use, or
are worn by those engaged in light work
like typewriting or in commercial pur-
suits. The prosthetic appliance, how-
ever, remains as the most serviceable and
rough-and-ready aid to hard work, and
all have a special adaptation.

The recent war has also resulted in a
decided improvement in the methods of
amputation, which in other days were
crude and undertaken without any ade-
quate idea of fitting artificial limbs or the
saving of the possible utility of the ten-
dons or muscles above the point of am-
putation. Thanks to the surgeons of
Italy,a method has been devised by which
certain tendons were left and healed in
such a way that button or loop-like pro-
jections were left that could, by means of
pulleys, actuate artificial limbs, desired
movements being obtained by little effort.
It is true that the old peg-leg exists that
is so familiar to those who wander through
seaport towns or look upon old-fashioned
prints, but this is bound in time to dis-
appear or be worn only in emergencies.
The post-bellum restoration of every kind
bids fair then to make life vastly more
endurable for the men who have so
bravely fought for honor, decency, and
freedom; and in their own efforts at ad-
justment to the new life they will be
looked upon as heroes, encouraged and
always tactfully helped, and their own
consciousness of what they did to win
the war will go far to minimize their
disability, which happily, by the intelli-
gence of the many workers in the field, is
made less than it has ever been in any
great preceding war. Qui facil per alinm
Jacit per se.



CONFIDENCE
By Carroll K. Michener

ILLUSTRATIONS BY W, M.

FIORRIS, planting flower
seeds in his eight-by-ten
d “garden” at the rear of
v the flat-building, did noé
Al see the girl as she reste
S her pint %f milk and paper
of doughnuts on the gate-post and paused
to watch him. He was an odd chap;
somewhat seedy, too, especially in his
present costume of frayed trousers held
up by uncertain suspenders. His shoes
were broken and his flannel shirt was torn
at the sleeves. The girl smiled a little, as
most of the flat-dwellers did when they
saw him indulging in his hobby. She
rustled the doughnut parcel, but even
that did not attract his attention. Then
. she spoke to him.

“Phlox, aren’t they?” she asked, re-
ferring to the flower seeds.

The gardener looked up without chang-
ing the stooped position of his body,
glanced at her briefly, and then went on
plantmg

“No,” he answered, as if daf:rnmsmg the
subject. “They're cosmos.’

The girl flushed, not at the error, but
at the rebuff, and, picking up the milk
and the doughnuts, passed on toward the
back door of the flat-building.

The gardener, having finished planting
his cosmos, looked up again and caught
sight of her just as she entered the door.
Not until that moment had he given a
thought to the matter of her identity.

“Girl who thumps the piano—third
floor—directly overhead,” he thought, as
il he were classifyving and card-indexing
her. “Not a girl, though. She must be
all of twenty-eight.”

The gardener went on with his digging,
and the girl climbed three flights of stairs,
deposited her purchases in the kitchen-
ette, then drew a chair in front of the win-
dow and sat where she could see the gar-
den-plot.

“Who is that funny man?” she called
to her mother in the next room,
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“What man, my dear?"

“The one who’s always grubbing about
down there in the back yard where the
ash-cans used to be.”

“Oh, the bachelor on the floor below
us. They say he works for a newspaper
—at night. Isn’t it a pity he doesn’t
marry and settle down? Why will men
act that way?”

“T don’t know,” laughed the girl—who
really was not a girl, after all, but was
fully twenty-eight, as the bachelor had
observed. ‘‘Perhaps I'd better ask
him.”

The laugh scarcely lifted the corners
of her lips, and presently, as a certain
thought came to her, all mirth left them.

“T guess I'd better not,” she amended.
“He might ask me the same question by
way of reply.”

There was bitterness in her voice.

“Hannah—" began her mother chid-
ingly, but the girl interrupted.

“Oh, don't call me ‘Hannah’! T hate
that name. It's as ugly as I am. Why
can't you call me Eileen? Oh, why did
Eileen have to be my middle name?”

“Hannah!” repeated her mother.
“You don’t—why, I couldn’t call you
any other name—now. It'smyname, too,
you know. And your father always liked
it. . . . You're all tired out, Hannah;
that’s all's the matter with you. You
must have had a hard day in school.
Were the children trying? Go lie down
a bit before supper.”

But Hannah, the twenty-eight-year-
old school-teacher, who was not ugly, as
she had said, but at least was not pretty
or handsome, went into the next room and
wept against her mother's knees. . . .

Down in the eight-by-ten garden-plot
Jorris, surveying his handiwork, which
promised something far more pleasant
than the ash-cans it had displaced, recol-
lected suddenly that he was-still a mem-
ber of the night staff of a newspaper. He
put away his garden tools reluctantly



“No,"” he answered, as il dismissing the subject.

and went away with the attitude of a gal-
ley-slave on an expired parole.

The next time Hannah the school-
teacher spoke to Jorris the eccentric
bachelor she did not, as she had sug-
gested, ask him why he had never mar-
ried. She asked him, merely, which of
the little green sprouts were the cosmos.
Jorris pointed them out to her, this time
not in any apparent indifference, but
quite the contrary, He even noticed that

Vor. LXV.—16

“They re cosmos."—Page 224.

though the girl was all of twenty-eight
and had lines beneath her eves and in
her forehead that should not have been
visible, there were three very healthy
freckles on each side of her nose. Jorris,
frankly, liked freckles. They were so sort
of “gardeny” and “outdoorish,” as he
would have coined the expressions.
How the subject ever got around to
newspapers Hannah was very uncertain;
for, though she had not gone to the point
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of asking him why he was unmarried, at
least she found herself inquiring why he
persisted in being a newspaper man when
it appeared he would make such an excel-
lent farmer ! Jorris looked his surprise.

“By George!” he exclaimed, leaning
on his hoe handle and looking at her.
“By George! . . . Well, you're right.
Why am 1 a newspaper man? Il tell
you. It's because I'm always falling short
of what I aim to be.”

“Every one does.”

“Oh, no. Not the way I do.”

“What did you fall short of ?”

“Oh, a number of things. For in-
stance, I was going to be an author.” He
laughed ironically. “That’s what landed
me in a newspaper office writing ‘penny-
grabber’ head-lines. Yousee, they didn’t
like my book and, when I had starved al-
most to death trying to sell it, one of the
editors kindly took me into a quiet cor-
ner of his office and diagrammed to me
(Q. E. D.) that I was far from an author,
He got me the newspaper job."”

“Why didn’t you write another book ?
There was in the girl’s voice a note of
sympathetic defiance that surprised him.

“Bless my soul, I don’t know,” he an-
swered, looking at her keenly.
laughed. “That was a long time ago.
Fifteen years, I think. Oh, I didn’t seem
to want to write any more books—then.
I guess that was all.”

“But plenty of people have written
books that never got into print. You
shouldn’t have minded. . . . Didn’t you
have other aims?"”

The conversation about the book, light
enough, and jesting enough on his part,
seemed to have drifted into a strange
channel of seriousness. He wondered
what could be leading him on to make a
confessor, as it were, of this girl. His
cynicism told him it was masculine van-
ity. Whatever it was, he decided to in-
dulge it.

“Oh, there were a few—two, at least,”
he announced with a casual note in his
voice.

“One of them wasa woman !” said the
girl with an emphasis that made him start.

“Why, yes,”” he began slowly.
“How ¥

But almost before the words had died
on her lips her face went crimson, and,

Then he-
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stammering an apology, she fled, leay-
ing him standing mystified, confused, in
the midst of his garden.

When Hannah again walked through
the rear court of the flat-building past the
little plot of greenery the sprouts were
much taller. In fact, they were fast as-
suming familiar forms. They were like
babies who have reached that point in
their growth when unfeeling males are
wont to announce they have “begun to
look human.”

“It was very tactless of me to say what
1 did the other day,” began Hannah,

“Tactless?”

“Yes. Surely you remember?”

“Oh, that. . . . You're foolish to think
of it. The truth is, T haven't the slight-
est objection to speaking of the matter,
1 can approach it with absolute calm,
which may shock your romantic nature,
You do seem to be romantic—is that
true?”

Hannah laughed. 2

“Romantic? I, romantic? You
mustn’t flatter old maids that way!”

The .tone of bitterness did not escape
Jorris. He resented it and wanted to
reprove her for it. He would have con-
tended, chivalrously, that for him there
was no such thing as an old maid; but he
contented himself with returning to the
subject of “the woman.”

“Yes,"” he said ruminatively, “she was
another of my aims. . . . Please let me
rave on a bit about myself. . . . We
grew up together. She was going to bea
great singer; I was to be a great novelist.
Then we should wed, and live famously,
and happily, of course, ever after. Well,
she became the great singer, but I be-
came a copy reader on a newspaper. Why
should she have married a copy reader
who had failed to become a novelist?
She married a theatrical producer and
now has curly-headed children and fame.”

He spoke with that dispassionateness
that is the possession of schooled souls,
the product of tried philosophies. To the
girl, who was without much philosophy
and still full of the insistent spirit of
vouth, his recital was disturbing. She
could not precisely say why, but she felt
somehow that his words should be tinged
with a mysterious melancholy. It was


was.no

“You're all tired out, Hannah ; that's all’s the matter with you,"—Page 224.

the woman's way of looking at things, “Oh, let's don't talk about those old
perhaps. He seemed so cheerful about ‘aims’ of yours any more,” she said.
it! As if to announce to the world: “Let’s talk about flowers and things.”
“Well, I'm tolerably well off without her, Whereat they did, to a great extent.
you see !” Hannah’s mother spoke of him that
And then she realized the absurdity evening, and the freckles on Hannah's
of her unconscious desire to justify him. cheeks seemed to glow almost as redly as
She laughed as if to dismiss the whole her fiery hair when she snapped out the
ridiculous subject. apparently irrelevant but emphatic re-
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mark that she “didn’t believe that man
was conscious of whether she was wom-
an, child, bird, or fish !

“Good gracious, Hannah !"* was all her
mother could say. And it was not umil
many hours afterward that her woman’s
heart was able to fathom the meaning of
her daughter’s words. She could have
understood sooner, perhaps, if she had
seen Hannah looking scornfully and un-
pitying into the glass as she did her hair
at bedtime, hating the three freckles on
either side of her too-slender nose, hat-
ing the red hair that she twined more
viciously as it came under her notice, hat-
ing but pitying the wrinkles that came
from a roomful of trying school children,
and burying her wet face at last in an
uncomforting pillow held close to act as
a sob-absorber. She was undergoing her
first real experience of the condition so
many of the world’s women weep over—
the fancied martyrdom of being born with
an unlovely face.

It was on the afternoon of the next
day—which was a Saturday, accounting
for her presence at home throughout the
day—that Hannah made her great dis-
covery. Shelearned from the janitor that
it was Jorris who played the piano in the
room on the floor below, almost beneath
the one in which hers stood. She had
been in awe of this unknown player, who
filled the house with the strength and
passion of his music. She would not go
near her piano when she felt this player
was within hearing. Her own efforts, it
seemed to her, were pitiful in contrast
with his. Now that she knew the player
to be Jorris, she felt a strange excitement
and a stranger resentment because he had
not told her. She wanted to talk to him
at once—to reproach him—but, though
she saw him at work in his garden often,
she felt a sort of shyness now and avoid-
ed him. She conceived a mild self-
contempt for this and certain other new
ﬁnd strange characteristics developing in

er.

When she did, at last, talk to Jorris,
there were buds that promised early
blooms in his little garden-plot.

They bent together over one of the
young promises, but when they stood fac-
ing each other again nothing was said
about flowers, Instead, in a reproachful

Confidence

voice, Hannah spoke of his music. jur«
ris only laughed at her,

“ Just another of my aims—the ones
I've fallen short of,” he explained care-
lessly. *“1 was going to tell you about
it one day, but the conversation drifted
away from it somehow. 1 believe you ran
away before I got toit.”

“But how have you fallen short of this
one?"”

“Oh, that’s quite a story. I'm not sure
you'd be interested, but vanity leads me
on. Well—it's mostly about Ned, the
yvoung chap I've sent to Europe. I took
him out of a moving-picture theatre, be-
cause I thought he could sing, and gave
him an education. I found he could sing.
I could play, too, then. We had great
dreams of how we should go on the con-
cert stage some day—he to sing, I to play
his accompaniments. Then T sent him ta
Europe. It has kept me poor; but, then,
I have no one else. . . . I love the boy,
vou see. And I think he loves me. But
he has become a great singer. He's in
grand opera at Hanau, and when he’s in
concert the greatest pianist in Europe ac-
companies him. . . . T can’t fly so high
—I can’t play for him now. . . . You
see how it is, don’t you?” he finished,
smiling a bit pathetically.

“I see how it is,” answered the girl ina
voice that was strangely quiet consider-
ing the burning tumult within her—a kind
of rage at the ungrateful Ned and rage at
the humbleness of this man’s self-sacri-
fice.

They seemed to have little more to
speak of, and were merely puttering about
among the flower-stalks, so that it was
no real interruption when the agent of
the flat-building apologized for intruding
upon them.

“It's a matter of business,” explained
the agent. “I'm sorry to say we'll have
to disturb your garden. We're putting
in a new coal-chute, and I want to getina
lot of fuel right away while it's cheap.
Funny to be thinking about coal in the
middle of the summer, ain’t it? I've got
to put a driveway here where your garden
is. It'll have to come up right away.
You'll have to move 'em somewhere.”

Jorris looked at the agent and then at
the girl.

“Another of those aims,” he said to
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her in his characteristic, half-smiling res-
ignation.

“I don’t think they would stand trans-
planting,” he said to the agent. * Just
dig "em up if they're in your way.”

Then both of the men were startled by
a half-hysterical cry from the girl as she
turned away and walked blindly toward
the door.,

- “Youbeast!” she hissed in the general
direction of the agent. *Oh, you beast!”

“I'm sorry,” muttered the agent to
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where the twilight stillness caught it up
soberly, to the ears of Hannah, the school-
teacher, as she sat above, looking down
at the greenery of the doomed garden.
There were tears in her eyes and a cer-
tain expression that made no secret of the
cause of the tears, The flowers in the

garden must have known, if none else,
that the school-teacher with the very
plain, tear-stained face here confessed
she was in love with a totally indifferent,
scedy bachelor.

“That's what landed me in a newspaper office writing ‘ pennygrabber ' head-lines.”"—Page 226.

Jorris when the door had slammed be-
hind her.

“Oh, that's all right, old man—Dhusi-
ness is business,” answered Jorris.
“Women—are funny about these things;
that’s all.”

When Jorris went up to his rooms he
put away, with an air of finality, his little
collection of garden tools and began to
play at his piano, idly at first, then with
moody application, a melancholy frag-
ment of something by Liszt. Over and
over he played it, accenting it anew
with unconscious emphasis of the lower-
ing gloom within him. His outpouring of
soul sounded through the open windows,

Presently the piano ceased to mourn
with Jorris, and his music trailed away
into a chanting, philosophic motive. He
was his gently cynical self again.

After a silence Hannah heard a rattling
of pans and a tinkling of china, mingling
with the humming voice of Jorris in his
kitchenette. He was a real bachelor,
then, cooking his own meals! What a
pity ! It meant, of course, that he was
underfed.

There was a pot of jam in Hannah's
china-closet, there miniscence of a fitful
burst of housewifely enthusiasm. Han-
nah brought it forth and ran down the
flight of stairs to the floor immediately
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below. She knocked timidly at Jorris’s
door, and heard the rattling of pans and
humming of his voice come to a surprised
stop. Then the door opened and re-
vealed Jorris, coatless, collarless.

“I've brought you—mother sends you
this jam,” murmured the girl. “It’s
home-made, you see, and perhaps you
don’t often have home-made jam.”

“I don’t; that's true. Thanks, tre-
mendously. Won’t you—won't you come
in?”

“I mustn’t stop. It wouldn’t be prop-
er,” she laughed. “But I'll throw con-
vention to the winds if you'll play that
piece again.”

“You mean: *

“The one you played just now—the
melancholy one.”

“Oh— I should like to, but I can’t.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s hard to explain, but I can’t. I
never play for any one. When I'm alone
it’s all right, but when others are present
it’s impossible. Lack of self-confidence,
I suppose. Oh, I'm a queer fish.”

“But I don't see—I can’t understand.”

“Then I must demonstrate. I owe it
to you—the jam, you know, and your
other kindness. You'll see.”

He sat down to his piano, drew a deep
breath, and began to play. There was
strength, sureness in the opening bars,
but then came a halting cadenza. Per-
spiration began to appear on his brow
and a tremor took possession of his fin-
gers. His heart beat so strongly and so
rapidly that the girl saw the swelling
pulses in his neck. Grimly he went on
with his playing, but it was mechanical.
He made frequent errors—insignificant
in themselves, but magnified by his pain-
ful consciousness of them. The girl pitied
him.

At last he ceased and leaned his moist
brow upon his arms, folded across the
music-support. Then he got up and went
to the window, where he stood for a long
time looking out. When he turned to her
again he was smiling his old apologetic
smile.

“You see,” he said, “what a pitiful in-
competent I am. Oh, I have physical
strength” (drawing himself to his full
height and expanding his chest). “I
could face machine-guns or bayonets in a
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charge. T’m not a coward when it comes
to physical courage. But see what I am
on a piano-hench—a craven cowering
before the eyes (ears, rather) of a young
woman. It's the same with others pres-
ent—with any one.”

“Self-confidence is all you lack,” said
the girl reproachfully. “You must cul-
tivate it.” '

He shook_his head.

“You must,” she persisted. “Don’t
you realize what a wonderful player you
are?”

“You almost flatter me into self-con-
fidence,” he laughed.

“Perhaps I can,” rejoined the girl seri-
ously. “Let me try it. You must play
for me often.”

“It’s a bargain. Your jam already has

*won an unprecedented victory.”

Back in her own flat Hannah recalled
that remark about the jam. The jam
had won a victory !, She had the impulse
to be furious. Jam a woman's weapon
—one of the mightiest and most victori-
ous! And she laughed at this first ac-
quaintance with a great truth, only half-
recognizing it as such.

So Jorris played often for the school-
teacher, and played better. He even be-
gan teaching her his pianoforte method—
another triumph of the jam; or perhaps
this time it was the triumph of the hot
biscuits or the cakes she sent down fre-
quently to the bachelor apartment—from
mother. Jorris had no lack of opportu-
nity for the gaining of confidence!

Then came the day when fate served
Jorris an unusual pill. It was bitter-
coated, but inside— Well,,on this day
Jorris had gone rather absently about his
jam-inspired piano-tutoring, and Hannah
perceived it. She paused in the midst of a
crescendo and made him tell her.

It was simple enough, even without the
simplicity of his unresentful resignation.
They had fired him, dismissed him, re-
placed him with a younger man at his
desk in the newspaper office.

The girl said nothing but stared
straight ahead for a minute, then went
on playing.

“Softly, softly!”” cautioned her tutor
as she smashed into a mellow phrase.
“This is no battle charge. Your notes
are too harsh.”



“Play that melancholy bit—the thing you played the day the garden was dug up.”
—Page 232.

But she smashed the harder for his Jorris stood behind her, helplessly, try-
correction, and then ended with a tre- ing to understand the tremendous phe-
mendous discord caused by a tumultuous nomenon of this woman's tears. He
precipitation of her head and arms upon paced up and down for a long time, steal-
the protesting keyboard. ing puzzled, furtive glances at her con-

-
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vulsive figure. When she became quiet
and sat up at last, she spoke without look-
ing at him.

“What are you going to do now?"”

“1 don’t know.”
- She was silent.

“Play for me.”

“You know I couldn’t get through a
bar correctly,” he protested.

“You can,” she persisted
sharply.

So he sat down and began.

“Play that melancholy bit—the thing
you played the day the garden was dug
u .”
pWilhout music, glancing up at inter-
vals to meet her eyes, he played the mel-
ancholia. He played as if he were alone,
perfectly; perhaps because he had so ac-
customed himself to her presence, per-
haps because of something compelling in
her glance. When he had finished he
gazed at her, astonished. He had played
often enough before her, and had shaken
off a little of his diffidence, but it seemed
to him now that complete emancipation
from his old timidity had come all at
once. As if to convince himself that he
had not been mistaken, he began the
piece over again. In the middle of it he
stopped and almost shouted at her:

“What's the matter with me?”

“Matter? Why, nothing. You're just
gaining confidence in yourself.”

“Getting fired from a newspaper
doesn’t, as a rule, give a person any too
much confidence,” he laughed.

“It isn't that,”-she answered, shaking
her head soberly. “You don’t under-
stand, that’s all.”

“1 feel as if I could play before kings !
he exclaimed.

“You're going to,” she said quite
calmly.

“Another ‘aim’ for me?”
cynically.

“No, you're going to do concert work,
You're going to-morrow to show the con-
servatory people what you can do. You're
going to spend all your time with your
music after this. You're——"

He broke in with a laugh and dashed
into a fortissimo of impromptu composi-
tion almost boyish in its vigor. When
he ended he faced her soberly.

“Thanks for these kind words, but to-
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Then she said:

almost

”

he asked
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morrow I go looking for a place at another
copy desk.”

Nevertheless, Jorris did not go the next
day searching for a copy desk; nor did he
ever go. He sat, instead, at his piano,
feeling a profound new sense of confi-
dence, vindicated as often as the tired
school-teacher, back from her pupils, gave
him an audience.

The marvel of it grew upon him. He
could not understand it.

“Why is it I've lost my old difficulty ?”
he would ask. ‘It is as easy to play be-
fore you as if I were alone.”

But the girl would respond only with
silence—silence a bit reproachful, because
the reason she could have assigned would
have bared a heart’s secret; reproachful
that he should not be the one to perceive
it without the telling.

There came a day when Jorris went to
play before the great man at the con-
servatory, and the school-teacher went
through her tasks with the pupils ab-
sently, thinking anxiously about the out-
come.

That night she found him, head buried
in his arms upon the beloved pianoforte.
She knew without asking that he had
failed.

He stood up and looked at her hag-
gardly. Then a light came over his face.

“Why, it's all very simple,” he ex-
claimed. “I know now.”

The beating of her heart was very loud.

“1 know—you give me the confidence.
When you are present I can play. With
you in the audience I could play before
the whole world. If only I could see your
face! What a marvel! It must be some-
thing magnetic. Are you a sorceress or
a hypnotist?”

The beating of her heart ceased to be so
loud.

“Yes, I am a sort of hypnotist,” she
answered sadly. “Hypnotists have pow-
er over the head, though not over the
heart, as you know.”

Jorris was puzzled by her remark but
did not in the least gather its significance.

So, the secret having been learned, Jor-
ris played again, one evening, in his own
room, for the great man of the conserva-
tary. The school-teacher was there, sit-
ting so Jorris could catch an occasional
glimpse of her face as he looked up from
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his keys. And the great man of the
conservatory expressed astonishment and
made promises.

So Jorris at last was coming into his
own. It needed but a bit of luck to con-
firm the changed course of fortune his
good fates now were leading him upon,
And that good luck came in the person of
Ned, back from his triumphs in Europe.
Whereas the great man of the conserva-
tory had little to give save encourage-
ment, here was Ned to repay everything
in kind; here was Ned to hook the wagon
of his benefactor onto the beams of his
own star. For Ned had returned for an
American tour in concert.

Jorris’s confidence had grown rapidly
under the eyes of the school-teacher, and
now, at last, it was strong enough-o
stand alone. He found, to his surprise,
as the rehearsals went on and as he came
and went, always before audiences, that
he no longer needed the face of Hannah
before him. The mere thought of her was
enough, though it is doubtful if he real-
ized that this was so.

In truth, throughout these busy days
Hannah was very nearly displaced from
his consciousness as she was from his
presence. She still brought biscuits and
jam—*‘from mother”—but she seemed
shy and aloof in the presence of the mag-
nificent Ned. At last there came a day
when there was no longer any occasion
for offerings of biscuits and jam. Ned
was not pleased with the little flat and
bundled Jorris off to a hotel. And Han-
nah, the freckled, the wearied confidence-
malker, heard no more the so-familiar mel-
ancholias from the piano in the room be-
neath. When the concert tourists were
gone she subscribed to a clipping bureau
and read each morning of the triumphs
of the wonderful Ned and of the mild tri-
umphs—accorded usually in the critics’
last paragraphs—of Jorris. To be sure,
she had a post-card from Jorris, written in
Kansas City, but that was all. That ap-
peared to be the confidence-maker’s sole
reward.

There were many things in Jorris’s mind
when he came back at the end of the tour.
Among them was a certain uneasiness, a
sense of want. He was one of those poor
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mortals whose senses are not keen enough
to perceive until they have gone home
from a search that thcv may have been
sitting all day on the wishing-gate. (You
know the old children's tale?) So, when
Jorris came home triumphant, an “aim”
achieved at last, and not fallen short of,
he wandered with a vague desire toward
the flat-building that had held most of his
sorrows. Hannah was in his mind, of
course, but so was the little garden-plot
that drove away the ash-cans only to suc-
cumb to the coal-chute; so, also, were the
old memories of copy desks, and unpub-
lished novels, and perhaps of an unat-
tained woman.

He mounted the Hleb at the front, but
descended again on a second thought and
went around to the rear. There a sight
greeted him that rooted him to the court
paving. It was no other than Hannah in
a sun-hat bending over a row of flowers
bordering the fateful driveway to the coal-
chute.

And, standing there, looking at this
woman in the sun-hat, Jorris at last
attained that rapturous beating of the
heart that indicated to his slow sentiment
what had been his want. He advanced
with sureness of foot and stood by her
side.

“Here is your handiwork,” he said,
causing her to turn toward him, startled.
“Here is the man to whom you gave con-
fidence.”

“I gave you confidence lo play the
piano, perhaps,” she replied almost bit-
terly, yet unable to control the sunshine
that filtered from her eyes.

The emphasized words did not escape
him, and he laughed as he encroached
maore mtlmaltl} upon the tiny garden.
He surveyed the walls and windows of the
flat-huilding and looked up and down the
alley. No one was visible. So he took
the face of the school-teacher in his two
hands and turned her lips upward toward
his. . . . He kissed the freckles nestling
on either side of her nose, and they were
promptly drowned in glistening tears. . . .

“You are trampling on my cosmos-
bed,” she said when she could speak at all.

“I could trample the feet of kings,”
he laughed. *You see what confidence
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you have given me!
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ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS

LL day troops were passing like a
A gray-blue river of steel helmets
floating on and on in columns.
With knapsacks on their backs and guns
on their shoulders the men marched
silently except for the clumping of their
heavy boots on the hard road. Armed
motors and big guns rattled by, min-
gling their din with

In contrast to the devastated region our
little village and hospital at Cugny seemed
almost a town. The hospital consisted of
row after row of wooden sheds stretching
away on every side, connected by plank
walks. Inside, the corridors have floors
of earth and little light, so that they seem
to be subterranean caves. The wards are

wooden huts con-

the heavily lum-
bering “camions”
and the clattering
hoofs of the packed
horses or tooting
of stafi cars that
shot past at top
speed. Next day
we would hear the
long, monotonous
roar of artillery
seven miles away at
the front lines, like
surf beating on the
seashore. A little
later the rattle of
ambulances over
the plank road
leading to our hos-
pital would leave
mangled remnants
of what were once
the physically fit
of France.

The French Field
Hospital was situ-
ated between the main road to the front
lines and a railroad with an ammunition
centre on each side, which means we were
frequently under bombardment, espe-
cially when a Taube observer caught sight
of troops marching to the front, From a
little hill near by we could see far away
over the plains the spire of the cathedral
of St. Quentin, then in German hands and
miraculously spared, while the rest of the
country looked as if a giant mowing-ma-
chine had run across it, leaving only bro-
ken chimney-stacksand tree-trunksbehind,
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The blessés are evacuated as soon as they
can be moved. —Page 240.

necting these corri-
dors on each side.
There are forty-six
or fifty beds in
each, always oc-
cupied, for as soon
as a blessé is strong
enough he is sent to
a base-hospital out
of the war-zone,
where he can spend
his convalescence
far from the sound
of guns and danger
of nightly air raids.
Sometimes the
wards look more
like a railroad-sta-
tion than a hospi-
tal, the arrivals and
departures come so
quickly.

We are billeted in
a hut like the ward,
with paper ceilings
(full of mice) in-
stead of wood and yellow windows of
some kind of paper instead of glass. No
one opened these windows at night.
There was no need, with the wind blowing
up through the cracks in the floor. In-
stead we shut them tighter, with cotton
stuffed along the cracks. Each one hasa
little space of her own, with sheets for
walls, so that the general impression on
opening the door is of a Pullman done in
white. Our rooms were quite cheerful,
with bright-colored chintz concealing
trunks, shelves, and rows of hooks, and a



The hospital in winter.

It seems to be a place set apart from everything one has grown to expect in life —Page 218

The author’s ward.

Even when there is no special event or " féte” lhrl)w:;rdzgzulivurilng. There is always something going on,
—Page R
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blanket on the floor for a rug. For furni-
ture we have wooden tables, camp-stools,
an electric light, and a gas-mask,

Let no one trained in a large New York
hospital suppose we had a furnace to heat
the wards or running water or bath-rooms
or diet-kitchens. We had barely the ne-
cessities, as we were only located tempo-
rarily, and our equipment had to be light
to facilitate moving in case an order came
to evacuate immediately. We lived in

did not like to see my fingers stained, so I
flourished the stick as if it were an artist’s
brush, and amused them by starting off
with initials or pictures. Those whose
beds were unavoidably in drafts had bed
socks of various colors on their heads. 1
envied them, snuggled under nine heavy
blankets like hibernating animals, and
wished T could stay in bed until the win-
ter was over. When I tried to warm my
fingers, which were usually numb, by lit-

It was like a great fraternity, and I was very proud of all my bearded godsons.—Page 237,

On the left is " Monsieur le Valet.”

constant expectation of following the at-
tacks to another part of the front. «

These temporary constructions were lit-
tle protection against the cold weather,
which was more penetrating and painful
than the dryv cold of American winters.
The wind blows down the stovepipes,
putting out,the fires, and almost tearing
the roof off. Snow sifted into the ward
through cracks in the ceiling or around
the windows, so that T had to rearrange
the beds every day, pulling them into the
centre of the room at all angles, giving the
ward a demoralized aspect. T often had
to move my own bed in the middle of the
night to avoid a shower of snow,

Every blessé had a cold. The “capo-
ral” whittled a stick for me to use when
I painted chest after chest with tincture
of iodine each night. These Frenchmen
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erally placing them upon the stove, the
blessés would cry out in protest and rub
them for me so I would not have “enge-
lures.” - But in spite of their care my
hands would become quite lifeless, and
often cracked and bleeding, as I made my
tour of temperatures the first thing on a
cold morning, or tried to hold icy bottles
for the doctors as they did the dressings.

How I dreaded each trip to my little
supply-room at the end of the ward, for
the back door was always opened by the
orderlies on their various errands. The
wind would sweep in, leaving a path of
With a wall separating me from
the stove in the ward and a sheet of ice
for a floor, I had to spend a great part of
my time in this room preparing the dress-
ing-cart, sterilizing syringes and needles,
and cleaning instruments which were con-
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tinually in demand, as nearly every man
in the ward had a dressing each day.
While doing these things 1 would try to
hurry by making drinks and copying the
various orders in the note-hook, all at the
same time. When the hot-water boiler
gave out I would even have to heat icy
water on my little alcohol-lamp, which
was continually burning like a vestal al-
tar, If T could only have had hoofs!
The cotton which I stuffed inside my
white tennis shoes kept popping out at
the sides like a fringe or the spikes horses
wear when they interfere.

And yet through everything I had to
keep up the morale of my ward. I had
read somewhere about “hospital wards,
cheerful and pleasant, with trim, nice-
looking girls as nurses, whose air of co-
quetry was deemed helpful to the pa-
tient.” This was more difficult than one
would suppose, but the blessés helped a
lot. In fact, I was never quite sure
whether 1 was taking care of them or
they were taking care of me. True sons
of their native soil, they had never left
their own country and never ceased won-
dering how I could make such a long jour-
ney and stay so far from my home. I
was quite a curiosity and source of unfail-
ing interest, from my American accent to
my American shoes. They felt a responsi-
bility for my happiness and comfort that
was almost equal to my desire to keep
them from suffering. 1 considered my-
self responsible for the morale of my ward
and took it as a personal affront when
any one had the “cafard”—that slough
of despond that overpowers one with
longing for the pre-war days and anxiety
for those dear ones who are in danger,
During the harrowing moments when the
doctors were doing painful dressings, I
would try to wear a mask of cheerfulness
as I handed compress after compress to
the doctor to cover a large expanse of torn
flesh or poured ether or “menciére” on an
open wound. I did not want them to see
by my face what a serious wound it was.

The first time I had this task a little
boy of seventeen, whom we afterward
called “Le petit Parisien,” as he was
typical of his home, saved me from utter-
ing a cry of horror and almost running
away. He was one of the happiest in
the ward and seemed to be quite free
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from suffering and worry. Therefore the
shock came unexpectedly when T first took
off his bandage and revealed a right hand
frightfully mangled, from which the fingers
hung down, fastened by a mere thread.
He held it up without a quiver while the
doctor dressed it, and when he saw my ex-
pression, though there were tears of pain
in his eyes, he smiled at me reassuringly.

“ Monsieur le Coiffeur” could not for-
get his original profession, though he had
served three years as “maréchal des
logis.”  He always informed me in a dis-
tressed tone when my veil had slipped to
one side or had some black from the stove-
pipe on it. ‘“Monsieur le Valet” was
even more useful, as he often mended
tears in mv sweater for me. To show
what friends we were we had special
names for every one. It was like a great
fraternity, and I was very proud of all my
bearded godsons. Only once did we have
a disagreement. That was when the song
of the soup got on my nerves, and I went
ruthlessly from bed to bed trimming the
long, dgooping mustaches. At first I cut
them like tooth-brushes, but with prac-
tice I perfected my style and the last half
of the ward looked rather well. But they
did not think so. Even telling them they
looked like Americans failed to appease
their wrath, and it took many cigarettes
and crackers and chocolate to reinstate
me in favor.

We went on duty at eight o’clock each
morning, with two hours off in the middle
of the day for lunch and a walk, but if
there was a great deal of work to be done
we would take much less time.

We left the wards at seven o'clock,
when night-duty began. One of us did
night-duty for a week alone, being re-
placed in her ward during the daytime.
If there are many new arrivals, she sends
for assistance, and the nurse in charge of
the operating-room hurries over to help
the surgeon on guard.

For a while T had a maid to help me,
as well as two orderlies and the “caporal,”
but I preferred to give the baths and
make the beds myself. Though they
were her own countrymen, she was rough
and careless, and the blessés complained
that she hurt their wounds by walking so
heavily. On Sunday she refused to do
anything but sit around on the beds gos-
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siping. When I reminded her that if men
could be wounded on Sunday, they should
be taken care of on that day as well, she
flounced out of the room, saying I was
“too young to give orders.” I never let
her come back again.

We did not have regular days off, but
I never wanted one. The first time I was
given an afternoon to myself I was so
lonely and bored that T went back to the
ward ina short time. I was happier there
working with the blessés than anywhere
else, and I never felt tired.

It always seems to rain at the front, as
if the desolate plains and dreary boom of
the cannon were not enough to make one
realize that war and gloom are close by.
It seems to be a place set apart from
everything one has grown to expect in
life, a place covered with mud and sur-
rounded by a curtain of rain. Past or
future seems far away; only the actively
busy present is real.

The danger and dreary sameness in
which we lived forced us to seek distrac-
tion. We were always looking fag enter-
tainment, not so much as a rest and
change from the physical strain, but from
the nervous tension. As an English offi-
cer said:

“War is damn dull, damn dirty, and
damn dangerous.”

We could not endure our existence if
we did not have the precious gilt of for-
getting ourselves in laughter. It was al-
most as hard to be cheerful on days when
nothing happened as it was during a
bombardment. It takes so much courage
and faith to resist boredom and weariness.

Sometimes there was a moving-picture
show, and all the blessés who could limp
or stand the strain of being carried on a
stretcher to another part of the hospital
were allowed to go. 1 felt so sorry for
those left behind that I tried to have a
“féte” for them too. Every afternoon for
a little while they would play their favorite
marches and songs on the “phono,” with
a few records of American ragtime in my
honor. As there was little work with so
many gone to the “cinema,” I decided to
amuse the unfortunate ones who remained
by singing to them. The drag of our rag-
time pleases them, so I sang a few things
I had heard translated into French in
Parisian vaudevilles. “The Broken Doll”
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and “They Didn’t Believe Me " sound al-
most sensible in a foreign language. This
started the “concerts,” which became an
evening custom. o

When no one was in great pain in the
interim between “soupe” and sleep, while
I gave them rubs and tucked them in
for the night, the singing would begin.
It was really a most serious and formal
event. Mayou was master of ceremo-
nies, walking up and down the ward com-
manding order, with a little hooked cane
over the end of his left arm where his
hand used to be before the Germans tried
to impress their “kultur” upon the world.

These farmers and taxi-drivers and
craftsmen had very good voices and sang
many of my favorite selections from grand
opera. A corporal in the artillery with a
“Croix de Guerre "’ had the most dramatic
repertoire and almost flung himself out
of bed in the excitement of “Le dernier
Tango.” Sometimes their eyes twinkled
mischievously as they sang some improper
ballad. 1 do not understand the most
improper and the airs are always pretty,
s0 I do not mind what words they sing.

Some of the performers have not good
voices and yet insist upon taking part.
This is often quite trying, especially when
it is a sergeant who wishes to honor us.
Their songs are even longer than those
sung by the good voices, as if in defiance
of criticism they would show their superi-
ority in memory at least. Nothing will
stop them until every verse is done, and
some of the songs have so many, many
verses. If they get hoarse or choke and
are unable to continue, I am summoned
to administer a remedy. So in the midst
of our “soirée,” the sound of gargling is
often heard as an interlude between “Sur
les Bords de la Riviera"” and “ Mon Cceur
s’ouvre a ta Voix.” But no one laughs,
for, though extempore, this concert is a
serious affair. Even I am reprimanded
severely by Mayou when I speak, if only
to ask if some one is comfortable or am I
hurting him.

I'like the marching songs, in which the
whole ward joins, especially the *“ Marche
Lorraine,” the poilu song, “Quand Ma-
delon vient nous servir a boire’’ and **Pa-
name,” a sort of Paris Tipperary. I
taught them a French version of “Over
There” and “Tipperary.” They are
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eager to learn English and join in the
chorus of “Smile, smile, smile” proudly,
We were rather pleased with our choruses,
but a nurse coming in from another ward
to borrow some aspirin said she “never
heard such a noise, every one in a different
key!™ “Tant pis!”

When any one appears with a camera
there is a wild scramble for any sort of
clothing available. Men whom I had
thought were beyond caring for anything
but sleep and peace will stand around in
the snow with long lavender bed socks
pulled up to their knees over faded and
patched pajamas and a sweater or blanket
over their shoulders. With his “kepi”
on his head, a poilu can pose happily and
with dignity for hours. There were so
many demands for pictures that we some-
times had to pretend to take them in
order to get them back to bed quickly.
Then some time-exposures had to be at-
tempted for those who could not get out
of bed or there would be tears. Such ba-
bies, these great bearded godsons of mine!

Most of the blessés have been decorated
with the “Croix de Guerre' for valor, or
the “Médaille Militaire” (and a pension)
for the mutilated. This is an impressive
ceremony, though it happens often.
Sometimes one man will receive both dec-
orations. The citations are read by the
médecin-chef, followed by a kiss on each
cheek. The whole ward compliments the
hero and the walking delegates shake
hands with him. Tt always makes me
feel rather sad. The two little medals
pinned on the patched shirt of an “am-
puté” do not seem a fair exchange for a
leg or arm.  They look sort of cheap.

Even when there is no special event or
“fete” the ward is diverting. There is
always something going on, and no mat-
ter how monotonous the work might be,
I was never bored. The blessés made
even the temperature rounds amusing.
It gave me a chance to know each one
separately, his special worries and family
photographs. They were all people to
me and never cases, to be shuddered at,
attended to quickly, and passed by as
soon as their physical needs were cared
for.

It was a military rulg that the charts
for temperatures and pulses should be
complete, with the dressings and opera-

tions marked on them as well. In the
morning, before they were thoroughly
awake, this did not take very long, but
by afternoon some were trying their
crutches or plaving cards, and all of them
were feeling too well to see the necessity
of a second round. Tt was a difficult task
to bring each one back to his bed, and the
confusion of guests and “phono” made it
necessary for me to count the pulses out
loud in order to concentrate. But if an
attack was going on and they saw I was
rushed with new arrivals, operated cases
demanding much attention and countless
interruptions, each blessé would be in his
place. They like to tease, but never hurt
or exasperate, and are ever willing to help.
Some rolled cotton for the dressing-cart,
others made their beds, fed their comrades
without hands, and helped the orderlies.

It was always a relief to reach the bed
of “ Monsieur le Boxeur,” for a wound in
his leg kept him from wandering away.
He also had both hands bandaged, one
being so mangled there was doubt about
saving it. 1 had to take his pulse in his
forehead, and he liked to delay me by
chewing, to confuse the count. He had
to be fed, and yet was always joking about
something. T hardly knew whether to
laugh or cry when he pretended to box
with his big, bandaged hands.

“Camoullage” was next to him, with
white bandages across his face, making
him look a part of the bed. He wasa tall
“mitrailleur,” and showed me a-photo-
graph of his pretty fiancée in her Alsatian
costume.

“Tell me, Mademoiselle Marraine,” he
would always say anxiously, “do vou
think she will care for me when I return
a poor ‘mutilé,” with a changed face?
She always thought I was so good-look-
ing, so much more so than the other men.
Maybe she will marry Jean after all, when
she sees what they have done to my face,
those ‘sales Boches' and these doctors,
0O 1a, 14, what a terrible war!”

“Mademoiselle, you are a thief ! called
“Rigolo,” when T had progressed several
beds beyond him; “ I accuse you of steal-
ing four sous.”

This was a never-failing source of mer-
riment. When I am not noticing, some
one will put-some joke in my pocket.  As
the doctors’ visits come right afterward



240

there is much stifled amusement when I
put my hand in my pocket to find my pad
and pencil to take orders in my most dig-
nified manner, and pull out a champagne
cork or a pipe. Every one claims it as
his own, and I am called a thief by fero-
cious men with mustaches bristling in
feigned wrath,

“Where is ‘ Monsieur le Moqueur'?” 1
asked, looking about for a handsome boy
of nineteen who had come into the ward
with a shoulder wound which did not de-
press him in the least. He was almost
too gay, teasing everybody all the time
and usually getting into trouble.

“There he is by the stove! See, he is
tryving to make the thermometer go up!”

I rescued it just in time, threatening
him with a punishment of a thermometer
for a whole hour. When he is not teasing
he is working away at a silk table-cover
which he says is for me, so I cannotl be
very severe.

“Monsieur le Crocodile” is one of the
oldest men in the ward and usually in
tears about some pain, real or imaginary.
One day it is because he was hurt at his
dressing, and must cry “O la, 14, how my
leg hurts!” for hours afterward, until
one hopes it will not be nécessary to dress
his wound for some time. Again he will
be whining because “Look, mademoi-
selle, there are two whole days since my
dressing has been changed. O 1, la,
what a miserable life! 1 am not being
well cared for. They forget me.”

However, he is easily pacified with
some cough-drops or a pair of new socks,
“sent all the way from America for M. le
Crocodile, because his crying was heard
far away.” But, poor man, his home is
in German hands and he does not know
where his family is.

The blessés are evacuated as soon as
they can be moved, some to base-hospi-
tals, and others to the front after a short
furlough, some going to their home as “ re-
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formés'’ never to return to the firing-line.
It is hard to see them go, all these men
whose sufferings T have shared and with
whom I have experienced the occasional
joys as well as the horrors of war. They
come into the ward crying and go out
crying, but there is a difference.

There is great confusion in the ward be-
fore a train goes. The ““caporal” brings
in a mass of uniforms, caked with yellow
clay, and the personal effects which were
taken from the men on their arrival.
These have to be sorted out and returned
to the proper owner, even to his special
“bidon” for wine. Socks, shirts, and
anything that has been destroyed or lost
must be replaced from the hospital sup-
ply. Each blessé has his papers in a large
envelope, tied to a button of his coat,
making him look like a helpless child trav-
elling alone for the first time. They are
quite pathetic in their misfit uniforms,
many of them bearing decorations pinned
proudly on the shabby coat that has seen
rough service. The others wear their
glory and reward inside their chests or
shining in their eyes.

They have been brave as only the
wretchedly unhappy can be, for one
cannot be really brave unless one is suffer-
ing, It is in the hospital that the in-

.dividual courage iz shown in this war.

The romance of the sword and the old-
time heroic tactics and strategy have been
revolutionized by modern inventions.
There is little opportunity for individual
heroism and achievement when war is run
on such a business basis, with the men
fighting like members of a firm trying to
put a big deal across. In such a contest

victory came in the end to the side with
the biggest numbers, the longest purse,
and the most enduring nerves. But in
the hospital the old-time Spartan forti-
tude and heroic endurance go on every
day as each individual fights his own
battle against pain.




FITTING THE MAN TO HIS JOB
IN THE ARMY

By Lieutenant Harold Hersey, A. G. D, U. S. A.

HE spring of 1917 found the
b1 army facing the greatest
q problem of its history.
4 The men who had been
studying the war did not
approach the subject with
blind eyes. They had witnessed the un-
paralleled and satanic efficiency of the
Germans; they had made close observa-
tions of England’s splendid efforts with
her citizen armies after the never-to-be-
forgotten obliteration of the old army at
the Marne. To those of the General Staff
it was plain. A huge force must be gath-
ered together quickly. It must be trained,
equipped, and sent overseas. There were
many major problems, Such as man-pow-
er, shipping, uniforms, ammunition, avia-
tion, the consistent production of steel
and fuel, and among them the training of
specialists. The last named did not reach
the public eye. It remained under cover,
but by no means did it remain untouched.
The situation was acute. Speed and ac-
curacy were the fundamentals. Huge
levies of human material were being
dumped into camps and formed into divi-
sions. Something had to be done to see
that men were rightly placed. The Secre-
tary of War accordingly formed a commit-
tee of men who knew about employment
problems under the direction of Doctor
Walter Dill Scott. These men took up
the proposition from the start. It was
partly a problem of adopting civilian ideas
in a citizen army and partly a matter of
developing and carrying into effect new
ideas. It was recognized then that no
hope could be held out that every man
would find his place. The army is pri-
marily formed to fight. The specialistsare
there to soldier. They are not set aside
as are the highly organized corporation
specialists in rooms or laboratories where
they may work undisturbed. On the con-
trary, they must expect to perform their
duties under varying circumstances that
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would try and bring into force every ele-
ment of their previous experience and
knowledge. It was also admitted that
many high-grade specialists would not
obtain immediate positions analogous to
their abilities. For instance, in a com-
pany of two hundred and fifty or more
men there might be a need for thirty
specialists.  This would mean that there
were other individuals in the same unit
with corresponding ability to those al-
ready selected. This could not be helped.
At most, some attempt might be made to
fill the list required and the ones who re-
mained in surplus could be used as occa-
sion demanded. Later on they might be
assigned to other units. What was re-
quired was an accurate system of records
which would at all times give information
as to the whereabouts of men of unusual
caliber, knowledge, and experience,

The overwhelming increase in our
armed forces created a demand which
easily exceeded all previously known esti-
mates. Many men skilled in civilian
trades were needed by the army. The
Germans, however, had for many genera-
tions trained men especially for certain
tasks. We were to_take men already
fitted to their tasks but trained under
varying and individual conditions. If one
were to put the employment problems of
the railroads, oil, steel, lumber, and ten
other industries together and multiply
them tenfold, some conception might be
obtained of the work laid upon the shoul-
ders of the committee selected to study
conditions and provide remedies to the
authorities in command. It was for-
tunate that many corporations had de-
veloped departments of  employment
management, by which labor-supply was
accurately gauged and used in large in-
dustry. Italso brought about a new type
of man—the employment specialist, or
what might be called the practical psy-
chologist and economist. These terms
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are confusing, but as this article develops
it will be seen what they stand for in this
connection.

Fach part of an army is organized down
to the last private in the ranks. Complex
tables are provided for this purpose, speci-
fving each position and what is required
in every case. The problem was how to
find men for the highly graded places, the
particular trades, and for the average.
The committee which took up this under
the direction of the Secretary of War at
once saw that nothing but a practical so-
lution would suffice. A card was drawn
up which aimed to outline individual rec-
ords. Interviewers were selected in the
rarious camps and each soldier personally
interrogated. This record was filed away
in each case under the man’s name. It
was the rough beginning of what has now
become a highly specialized form of selec-
tion in use throughout the army. The old
system of depending upon the non-com-
missioned officer for information as to the
qualities and experience of men in the
company was done away with and in its
place there was substituted a highly prac-
tical and simple system for the instant
finding of the right man for the right
place. Secretary Baker phrased it ex-
actly when he said:

“A system of selection of talents which
s not affected by immalerial principles or
virtues, no matter how splendid, something
movre scientific than the haphazard choice of
men, something more systematic than pref-
erence or first impression is necessary.”

I might add here that the Committee
on Classification has adhered strictly to
this, and their system is not technical nor
hard to understand and operate. It will
be seen later that the one thing always
insisted upon has been simplicity and
practicability. It was remembered that
we needed a large army and we needed
one quickly. The only attitude to take
was how to accomplish this end. In-
volved ideasand conceptions had no place.

The man in the army looks at reality
with pretty level eyes. He is not to be
“kidded,” as the saying goes. He is out
of sympathy with any movement which
does not conspire to produce fighting ma-
terial. He does not look with favor upon
entangling alliances with weak ideals,
well meaning though they may be to out-

siders, T am squarely with them in this
idea, and when 1 first came into touch
with the classification scheme, over a year
ago, I applied the usual army test to it at
once. Itworked. I wasa loyal supporter
from that moment of the Secretary of
War and his wise policy, not merely as
an officer but as a believer in the adaptas
tion of economical needs in civilian life to
a citizen army of this great size.

Doctor Scott, in introducing the Secre-
tary of War to a school for personnel of-
ficers which T recently attended, said:
“We have heard all sorts of single factors
referred to as the one factor that would
win the war. We have heard of food, coal,
transportation, air, tanks, infantry, and
chips. We have never heard from the
Secretary of War what the single factor
is; in fact, we don’t think there is any
single factor. We do know, however, that
the Secretary of War was the first official
directing the war energies of any nation
who appointed men to make a study of
personnel in order that every soldier in
the army should be placed where he has
the best chance to develop his own talents
and to serve his country. And we there-
fore know that he believes in the work of
personnel.”

Such a thing would have been laughed
at in Napoleon’s time, when men were
thrown into war like so many animals.
Who could have thought in those days of
the time when each new man when he
enters the army would be given an op-
portunity to prove his worth and be as-
signed to tasks for which he is fitted? It
takes much of the hardships out of war-
fare and makes possible an army of the
people where the new soldier is placed in
his proper niche.

The Secretary of War has built up
throughout the army an organization for
the classification of men according to
their occupational qualifications. As be-
fore stated, this information is entered on
cards and filed away for immediate use,
the idea being that if a particular man is
an expert carpenter, for example, he can
be of more use to the army in that capac-
ity than merely peeling potatoes.

Due to the rapid expansion and need of
the system, literally thousands of men
have been assigned to particular grades of
work which corresponded with their pre-
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vious training. The committee in one of
its pamphlets states that “A good exam-
ple of the service comes from one of the
Southern cantonments. A colonel of a
regiment of Engineers came to the divi-
sion personnel officer for help in finding a
man for the most responsible position an
enlisted man can fill, that of regimental
sergeant-major. The colonel was looking
for a mature man of commanding pres-
ence and force of character, with military
experience. He wanted some one who
had clerical experience, preferably as an
accountant, and who also had engineer-
ing training. The personnel officer found
him a man who met even these varied
specifications. As a lad this man had en-
listed in the navy and risen to the rating
of machinist’s mate. He had then left the
navy and worked for two years or so as
a stenographer and bookkeeper; and at
the time of his enlistment in the National
Guard, in the fall of 1917, he was a senior
in the Engineering School of Tulane Uni-
versity. Moreover, he was a private in
the colonel's own regiment."”

It will be seen from this example that
the card system opens up the entire per-
sonality of an organization. No man is
lost in the crowd. Heis interviewed im-
mediately . upon induction into service.
The new qualification card is a highly
efficient instrument. It has developed
through many stages. The information
called for carries each history from the
date of birth. The educational require-
ments are more fully set forth than in the
first cards issued: The man's military ex-
perience, the branch of service he prefers,
his religious preferences, his talent for fur-
nishing public entertainment, his frater-
nal organizations, his experience as a lead-
er, if any, before entering the service, his
main occupation, and an exact statement
of what he did, the years engaged in the
work, and his status in the trade as an ap-
prentice, journeyman, or expert. Much
care is taken to find out details of any
other occupations in which he may have
been engaged. For instance, he may have
been a cost accountant for eight years,
but during that time he owned and drove
his own car, making repairs, and taking a
general interest in cars of all kinds. Upon
investigation it might be found that he
was thoroughly capable of taking care of
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any car on the market. It follows logi-
cally, then, that this man can also be
rated as an auto chauffeur and mechanic.
Let us add the supposition that in"his
work as a cost accountant he was in
direct charge of a large force of employees.
We can deduce from this that the army
has a valuable man who could make an
excellent non-commissioned officer in
charge of sqme section where automobiles
were largely used, or he could be assigned
to clerical and executive work in the regi-
mental headquarters. This can be car-
ried very far in some instances, but on an
average the drafted man proves to be ef-
ficient in but one occupation. His knowl-
edge of other kinds of work will be noted,
however, and if an immediate call is is-
sued for men to fill one of them, he could
be selected as excellent material for train-
ing. We must not get away for an instant
from the fact that the first demand of an
army is for fighting men, but the support
branches such as the quartermaster,
medical, ammunition, and general sup-
ply organizations are likewise as neces-
sary to the service as the fighting element.
And among the ranks of the line troops
there are hundreds of positions that must
be filled by highly trained specialists.
There is great need always for electricians,
telegraphers, machinists, aeroplane me-
chanics, bakers, and cooks, auto me-
chanics and chauffeurs, stenographers
and typists, musicians, surveyors, cartog-
raphers, tailors, and so on unendingly.
The list covers every conceivable trade
and profession. It can be seen at once
how important, how far-reaching are the
reforms instituted in classification by the
Secretary of War and his committee of
specialists. With so large an army much
of the work would have been abortive
without this intelligent handling of the
placing of men.

We have covered so far the interview-
ing and placing of the information gath-
ered on the cards. The question now
arises how are we to know whether the
men’s statements concerning their previ-
ous qualifications are accurate or not?
It is not €0 much that men prevaricate
but rather that the average individual is
not equipped mentally to set a seal upon
his ability or experience. This requires
authoritative handling and it has received
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the serious consideration of the Secretary
of War. Two kinds of tests have been
promulgated: the trade and intelligence
tests. The former is in great demand,
due to the fact that where a man is sent
abroad an absolute rating must be placed
upon him. Chauffeurs are of prime im-
portance, and a well-worked out test is
given to each one before he is qualified
as such. These trade tests take three
forms: oral questions, picture tests, and
performance tests.

The oral ones consist of questions asked
in the language of the particular trade
and concerning matters which are of
direct interest to that particular trade.
These oral examinations are produced in
the shops around Newark, N. J., by a
committee of experts working in close
unity with the central committee at
Washington. In other large industrial
centres there are branches where the work
is carried on, but the headquarters at
Newark reviews and formulates the final
scope which the oral tests are to assume,
The first stage is to get a general survey
of a particular trade and opinions from
intelligent workmen connected with it.
The various operations are closely
watched, and from these are developed
the first large series of questions. Then
follows the collection and compilation of
the rough material. The questions are
closely studied, finally revised and
weighed in every conceivable scale.
When the test is edited and published, it
is reduced to a few questions which de-
mand brief answers, where the element of
chance is left out entirely. From this an
accurate judgment can be placed upon a
man, and his rating as apprentice, jour-
neyman, or expert determined.

The oral test may be supplemented by
the picture test, where tools of the trade
in: question are produced and the soldier
is called upon to identify them, to state
what they are used for, and often to point
out which should be used as specific jobs
are named.

The performance test consists of the
actual accomplishment of some task in
the trade. Take chauffeurs, for example.
A man claims he is an expert. He passes
the oral and picture tests. There is al-
ways a reasonable doubt as to the abso-
lute finality of these tests. He is accord-
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ingly taken out with an examiner and
made to operate a machine under varying
conditions. There is no need of describ-
ing this part of the work further. A gen-
eral knowledge is of more value to the
public mind than a technical one because
of the rapid changes which are going on
at all times.

The intelligence or mental tests are
given to obtain an accurate rating upon
the psychological sides of men. They
have been in use for some time by large
industry, but under the direction of Major

‘erkes and the committee these tests
have been adapted strictly to contempo-
rary needs in the army and are of the
most practical nature. Both the mental
and trade tests produce certain ratings
which are entered upon the qualification
cards, providing further means of finding
men for particular places.

In addition, the committee is carrying
on work for the education and training
of specialists in various institutions over
the country. Constructive work is done
on the paper work in the army, selection
of aviators, and the hundred and one
other branches of the service where study
and help is needed. The classification of
men ramifies every department of the
military and naval forces. “Itis a novel
contribution to the making of armies,”
as the Secretary of War has said, “and
in making this assortment of persons we
are under the unhappy inhibition of tak-
ing any man’s judgment of himself.”

In the future the new man who enters
service can feel that he will receive just
treatment, and if he is a specialist he will
be given ample opportunity to work along
the lines best fitted to his previous train-
ing. Itisagreatinnovation. Thesystem
as it now exists is the patient result of
over a year’s lireless investigation. Tt
has been found to work. That, after all,
is the supreme test. General Hutchinson,
Director of Organization of the British
Army, recently stated that before another
twelvemonth the work we are doing will
})e regarded universally as of paramount
importance.

“The right man in the right place” is
a slogan which has been adopted in every
department of the American Army. A
skilled man adequately placed does much
to increase the efficiency of the Amer-
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ican Expeditionary Forces. Not only
that, but it will heighten the morale of
the men by giving them a concrete inter-
est in their work, and opening up un-
limited opportunities for the man of
special training.

We have made the maximum use of
our man-power. The intelligent and
thorough analysis of men has helped to
hammer our army into shape, and will be
a supreme factor in helping to solve the
problems of Peace.

MUSIC

(FROM A HILL)

By Danford Barney

A BanD is playing down below in the street
Waking the dirty village from the still

Deathly vale where moon and the hill shades meet,
Fearfully poignant under the dark of the hill,
Terribly sweet, aye, and a bit too sweet.

Hark, the bugle notes to their startled wings
Flutter unseen, shiver along the hills,

Die in the vale; now the old melody swings
Time to the weary heart, as sweetness thrills
Over God’s finger-board, and tautens the strings.

A dream-girl came to-night from over the sea

To sing the road for dusty tattered fellows;

God! for the rhythm that wanders eternally—
Lithe, swift body—sweet of the eyes that mellows
Trodden turf for blossoms of memory !

Premonition of death in darkness sleeping,

Then the trilled bugle’s dance below the hill;
Beyond the hill, the same dumb figures creeping
Across the land of no-man, watching still

As that woman somewhere down the dusk, weeping.

Surging, feeling out of the numb of sleep,

Miracle melody yearning along the hill

Breaks as the wave—drum-taps—Ilast, the deep
Longing over the night the mind hears still,

The cong foregone, the swing of the planets’ reap.

Will dreams fester when our song is done?

We'll mind not that !

A cloud is bringing rains

Across the moon, all past and present gone;
Yet the rumbly squeak of unseen wagon trains
Keeps with the frogs their stupid monotone.

Mobile Hospital 30, A. E. F., France,
August, 1018.



A SABINE FARM
By Julia M. Sloane

ONCE remarked that T
ey thought New York City a
most friendly and neigh-
borly place and was greeted
with howls of derision. I

=~ suppose I said it because
that morning a dear old lady in an oc-
ulist’s office had patted me, saying, “ My
dear, it would be a pity to put glasses on
you,” and an imposing blonde in a smart
Fifth Avenue shop had sold me a hat that
1 couldn’t afford either to miss or to buy,
for half price, because she said I'd talked
to her like a human being the year be-
fore—all of which had warmed my heart.
1 think perhaps my statement was too
sweeping. Since we have changed oceans
I notice that the atmosphere of the West
has altered my old standards somewhat.
There is an easy-going fellowship all
through every part of life on this side of
the Rocky Mountains.

Take banks, for instance. Can you
picture a dignified New York trust com-
pany with bowls of wild flowers placed
about the desks and a general air of hos-
pitality? In one bank I have often had
a pleasant half-hour very like an after-
noon tea, where all the officers, from the
president down, came to shake hands and
ask after the children. Of course that is
a rather unusually pleasant and friendly
bank, even for California. Always I am
carefully, tenderly almost, escorted to my
motor. At first this flattered me greatly
till I discovered that there is a law in
California that if you slip and hurt your-
self on any one’s premises they pay the
doctor’s bill. Hence the solicitude. I
was not to be allowed to sprain my ankle,
even if I wanted to.

Probably the same geniality existed in
the East fifty years ago. 1 have been
told that it did. It is a very delightful
stage of civilization where people’s shells
are still soft, if they have shells at all.
= There is an accessibility, a breeziness and
camaraderie about even the prominent
men—the bulwarks of business and public
life. We are accused of bragging and
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“hoosting” in the West. I am afraid it
is true. They are the least pleasant at-
tributes of adolescence.

Banking isn’t the only genial profes-
sion. There is real estate. Of course
about half the men in California are in real
estate for reasons too obvious to mention.
Providence was kind in putting us into
the hands of an honest man, better still,
one with imagination, when we came to
look for a winter bungalow. He saw that
we had to have something with charm
even if the furniture was scarce, and took
as much pains over realizing our dream
as if we had been hunting for a palace.
It was he who found our “Sabine farm,”
which brought us three of the best gifts
of the gods: health, happiness, and a
friend. We had almost decided to take
a picturesque cot that I named “The
Jungle” from its tangle of trees and
flowers, even though the cook could reach
her abode only by an outside staircase.
The boys had volunteered to hold an
umbrella over her during the rainy season,
but I wasn't quite satisfied with this ar-
rangement. Just then we saw an en-
chanting bungalow set in a garden of
bamboos, roses, and bananas, and looked
no further! It belonged to an English-
woman who raised Toggenburg goats,
which made it all the more desirable for
us, as the goats were to stay at the back
of the garden and provide not only milk
but interest for the boys.

J dubbed it “El rancho goato” at
once. Our friends in the East were de-
lighted with the idea, and many were
their gibes. One in particular always
added something to the address of his
letters for the guide or diversion of the
R. F. D. postman—*Route 2, Box So-
and-So; you can tell the place by the
goats”; or during the spring floods this
appeared in one corner of the envelope:
“Were the goats above high water?”

It wasn't just an ordinary farm.
There was a certain something—I think
the names of the goats had a lot to do
with it, Corella, Coila, Babette, Elfa,
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Viva, Lorine, and so on—or perhaps it
was the devotion of their mistress, who
expended the love and care of a very large
heart on a family that I think appreciated
it as far as goats are capable of apprecia-
tion. If she was a little late coming home
(she had a tiny shack on one corner of the
place) they would be waiting at the gate,
calling plaintively. There is a plaintive
tone about everything a goat has to say.
In his cot on the porch ] composed
some verses one morning early; 1 forget
them except for two lines:

“The plaintive note of a querulous goat
Over my senses seems to float.”

Of course that was the difficulty. Crea-
tures of one kind or another do not lie
abed late. Our Sabine farm was sur-
rounded by others, and there was a
neighborhood hymn to the dawn that it
took us some time to really enjoy—if we
ever did. Sopranos—roosters; altos—
pigeons and ducks; tenors—goats; bassos
—cows and one donkey. There was
nothing missing to make a full, rich vol-
ume of sound. Of course there is no
place where it is so difficult to get a long,
refreshing night's sleep as the country.

One rarely comes through any new ex-
perience with all one’s preconceived ideas
intact. Qur first season on the Sabine
farm shattered a number of mine. I had
always supposed that a mocking-bird, like
a garden, was “a lovesome thing God
wol.” Romantic—just one step below
a nightingale! There was a thicket of
bamboos close to my window, and every
night all the young mocking-birds gath-
ered there to try out their voices. It was
partly elocutionary and partly vocal, but
almost entirely exercises—rarely did they
favor me with a real song. This would go
on for some time, then, just as T dared to
hope that lessons were over, another burst
of ill-assorted trills and shrills would rouse
me to fury. 1kept three pairs of boots in
a convenient place, and hurled them into
the bamboos, paying the boys a small re-
ward for retrieving them each morning.
Sometimes, if my aim was good, a kind
of wondering silence lasted long enough
for me to fall asleep. There is an old
song—we all know it—that runs:
“She’s sleeping in the valley, ete., ete.,

And the mocking-bird is singing where she lies,”
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That, of course, would be impossible if
the poor little thing hadn’t been dead.

By day I really enjoyed them. To sit
in the garden, which smelt like a perpet-
ual wedding, reading Lafcadio Hearn and
listening to mocking-birds and linngts
would have undermined my New England
upbringing very quickly had T had time
to indulge often in such a lotus-eating
existence. _

Then there was “Boost,” He was a
small bantam rooster, beloved of our land-
lady, which really proves nothing, because
she was such a tender-hearted person that
she loved every dumb creature that wan-
dered to her door. Had Boost been
dumb I might have loved him, too. He
had a voice like the noise a small boy can
make with a tin can and a resined string.
He had a malevolent eye and knew that
I detested him, so that he took especial
pains to crow under my windows, gener-
ally about an hour after the mocking-
birds stopped. I think living with a lot
of big hens and roosters told on his ner-
vous system, and he took it out on me.
Great seli-restraint did I exercise in not
wringing his neck, when help came from
an unexpected quarter. Boost had spirit
—I grant him that—and one day he evi-
dently forgot that he wasn’t a full-sized
bird, and was reproved by the sultan of
the poultry-yard in such a way that he
was found almost dead of his wounds,
Dear Miss W ’s heart was quite bro-
ken. She fed him brandy and anoint-
ed him with healing lotions, but to no
avail. He died. T had felt much torn
and rather double-faced in my inquiries
for the sufferer, because I was so terribly
afraid he might get well, so it was a great
relief when he was safely buried in the
back lot.

Though T love animals, T have had
bloodthirsty moments of feeling that the
only possible way to enjoy pets was to
have them like those wooden Japanese
eggs which fit into each other. If you
have white mice or a canary, have a cat
to contain the canary and a dog to
reckon with the cat. Further up in the
scale the matter is more difficult, of
course. One of our “best-seller” manu-
facturers, in his early original days, wrote
a delightful tale. In it he said, “A
cheetah is a yellow streak full of people’s




248

pet dogs,” so perhaps that is the answer.
The ultimate cheetah would, of course,
have to be shot and stuffed, as it would
hardly be possible to have a wildcat
lounging about the place. I think the
idea has possibilities. So many of our
plans are determined by pets. “No, we
can’t close the house and go motoring for
a week, because there is no one with
whom to leave the puppies.” “Yes, we
rented our house to Mrs. S for less
than we expected to get for it, because
she is so fond of cats and promised to take
good care of Pom Pom”—which recalls
to my mind a dear little girl who had a
white kitten that she was intrusting to
a neighbor. The neighbor, a busy per-
son with eight children, received the kit-
ten without demonstration of any kind.
Little Lydia looked at her for a few mo-
ments and then said: “Mrs. F , that
kitten must be loved.” That is really
the trouble, not only must they be loved,
but they are loved, and then the pull on
your heart-strings begins. We have a
pair of twin silver-haired Yorkshire ter-
riers who are an intimate part of our
family circle. 1 sometimes feel like a
friend of mine in San Francisco who has
a marvellous Chinese cook and says she
hopes she will die before Li does. I hope
“Rags” and “Tags" will live as long as
I do—and yet they are a perfect pest, If
they are outdoors they want to come in,
or vice versa. It is practically impossible
to sneak off in the motor without their
escort, and they bark at my best callers.
Since they made substantial sums of
money begging for the Red Cross, they
have added a taste for publicity to their
other insistent qualities, and come into
the drawing-room and sit up in front of
whoever may be visiting, with a view to
sugar and petting. And the worst of it
is, I can’t maintain discipline at all.
Rags has had to be anointed with a salve
compounded of tar and sulphur. Itisan
indignity and quite crushes his spirit, so
that after it has been put on he wishes to
sit close to me for comfort. The result
is that I become like a winter overcoat
just emerging from moth-balls rather
than hurt his feelings. Of course it
makes some difference whether the pet
that is annoying you belongs to you or a
neighbor. I doubt whether I could have
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loved Boost, however, even if T had
known him from the shell.

In spite of these various drawbacks we
led a most happy life. It was so easy.
The bungalow was so attractively fur-
nished; our own oranges and limes grew
at the door. There was just room for us,
with nothing to spare, that had to be kept
in order, and our landlady was as differ-
ent from the cold-hearted ones we had
known as the bankers and real-estate
men. She seemed to be always trying to
think of what we might need and to pro-
vide it. Dear Miss W , she will never
be a good business woman from the
world’s point of view, she is too generous
and too unselfish! We all loved her.
Many were the hours I inveigled her into
wasting while we sat on bales of the goats’
hay and discussed life and the affairs of
the country—but mostly life, with its
curious twists and turns, its generosi-
ties and its stinginesses. The boys spent
their time in the goat-pen making friends
of the little kids, whose various advents
added so much interest to the spring, and
learning much from Miss W , whose
attitude toward life was so sane and
wholesome for them to know.

“Buckaboo,” the only buck on the
ranch when we came, was a dashing
young creature prancing aboutsand kick-
ing up his heels for the pure joy of living.
Joedy informed J that he reminded
him of him, “ only in a goat way, father,”
a tribute to the light-heartedness that
California had already brought to at
least one member of the family.

If our Sabine farm’s vocation was goats,
its avocation was surely roses. We were
literally smothered in them. A Cecil
Brunner with its perfect little buds so
heavily perfumed covered one corner of
the house. The Lady Bankshire with its
delicate yellow blossoms roofed our porch,
while the glorious Gold of Ophir, so
thorny and with little fragrance, con-
cealed our laundry from the road.
There was a garden of bush roses of all
kinds to cut for the house; and the crown-
ing glory of-all was a hedge of “Tausend
Shden,” a kind of Dresden rose, growing
luxuriantly, and a blaze of bloom in
May. After years of illness and worry, it
was good to feel life coming back joyously
in a kind of haven—or heaven—of roses.




How Tloes Tt
“Feel" to Fly?

HERE is one good among the hun-
dreds brought about by the recent war
which, though not much in itself, may

be counted as one of the benefits resulting
from a necessary evil. The war has served
to bring the airman down to earth, so to
speak, and make him human.
Heretofore the airman was a dare-
devil of the spectacular and pro-
fessional variety, to be seen only rarely
either as an attraction at an exposition or
when representing some airplane manufac-
turing company at an aviation meet. But
the recognition of aviation as a means of
offense and defense in warfare has changed
all that, The airplane caught the popular
fancy; the airman became the modern
hero.

There was no difficulty in securing the
necessary personnel from which to make
aviators, The spectacular appeals to a
young man. To be an aviator was the
thing of the hour. The result was that avi-
ators began to be seen more frequently.
The training camps and stations turned
them out, finished fliers, in a remarkably
short time. People no longer turn in the
streets to stare at a pair of gold, or silver,
wings on somebody’s breast.

However, non-flyers still look upon the
flyer as something out of the ordinary, and
will také a keen interest in meeting and
talking to him. The first question asked
is: ““How does it ‘feel’ to fly?"” His answer,
if the question is asked by a lady, will prob-
ably come in the shape of thrilling stories.
If the flieris a little tired and feels like clear-
ing the thing a little more quickly, he will
make a few straightforward statements to
the effect that flving is very much like driv-
ing a car. Thrills can be found if sought,
or hours can be spent in the air as monoto-
nous as guiding a motor-truck alongan unin-
teresting country road. There are thrills
galore to be found in “stunt” flying. But
the greater part of the airman’s flights,
especially if he is an instructor at a training
station, are not orgies of stunting. They
are countless, colorless, monotonous merry-

go-rounds filled with exasperation and dis-
gust.

However, there is something fascinating
about the mere act of having flown which
seems to create a change in the person hav-
ing learned to fly, as seen through the eyes

of that person’s friends. The flier has ac-
quired*a something that makes him differ-
ent. He has about him an indefinable and
vague quality which causes him to be re-
garded in a new and entirely different light.
He is not the same man.

But there is a deeper meaning in the ques-
tion, “ How does it "feel’ to fly?” than the
questioner himself suspects. It has nothing
to do with the sensations of flying, but deals
directly with the actual “feel,” the sense of
feeling, of flying. This leads into what
might be called the psychology of flying;
the effect of flying on the flier; the efiect
of the flier’'s make-up or characteristics upon
his flying.

Right here let me make a statement that
will be disillusioning: The difference be-
tween a man before he can fly and after he
has learned to fly is about the same as that
in a man before he learns to drive a car and
after.

The flier, of course, has different quali-
ties from the car-driver, but he had these
qualities before he learned to fly. Flying,
in itself, did not produce any new qualities,
it merely brought out those qualities which
were latent in the flier before he took up
flying. Tor that matter, the qualities
might have been fully developed, it being
merely a case of adapting those developed
qualities to a new set of conditions.

What, then, are the qualities of a flier?
What qualjties go toward making an expert
flier, and what qualities ruin a man for fly-
ing? Any one who could make a definite
statement in answer to these questions
would indeed be a valuable man to the gov-
ernment. He would be an infallible expert
on man and human nature. Of course it
can be predetermined to some extent, but
to no degree of certainty.

An instructor of flying has a wonderful
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opportunity to make a study of human na-
ture. In fact, in order to be a good in-
structor he must be able to size up a man to
some degree of accuracy. It is-interesting
to see how the old theories formed by one
work out. In some cases they are upheld,
and in others are altogether upset. Innu-
merable conditions govern the simplest acts,
and indications of the reactions to these con-
ditions are sometimes hard to find in the
face of a man.

1 have known men, athletes, and with
every mark of courage and determination
upon them, give up in their attempts to
learn to fly, while others, little meﬁ, alto-
gether unimpressive in appearance and with
what would seem to be weak faces, would
prove to make most expert and daring fliers.

In this war, romance has played a big part.
The love of adventure and excitement has
drawn together a class of men from whose
ranks most of the modern heroes have
emerged. It is this type of man, the ad-
venturer, who seems to make the best flier,

Flying is an entirely mechanical opera-
tion, if reduced to its simplest analysis. Tt
can be figured out according to formulas;
so much lift and so much drift, the L over
D ratio of ground school-days. A certain
speed must be maintained to remain in the
air with a given machine. A bank of so
many degrees may be used with perfect
safety in a turn of a certain radius. A cer-
tain climbing angle can be maintained with
an engine of so much power. But there is
something about flying that marks the dif-
ference between the mechanical flier—the air
chauffeur who can merely keep his machine
in the air—and the flier who flies not ac-
cording to rule but by “feel.” It is the
difference between the machine operator
and the artist. It is the difference in the
machine-made article and the work of art.
1t is the difference seen in the man who
learns to ride through constant and pains-
taking practice and the born horseman.

There is a *‘feel” to the air that seems to
come hard to some. Others sense it im-
mediately and easily adapt themselves to
it.  To me it becomes plainer every day
that the man who makes the good flier is
the man with a bit of idealism about him.
It is the man who scemed eccentric or
“queer,” who had a touch of the artist in
him. Musicians, painters, dancers, those
with a dash of devil-may-care and abandon,
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who have, at the same time, a mind that
possesses keen judgment coupled with quick
action.  Sewmsitive, that is the word. It is
the sensitive man who seems to have the
touch and sense of balance that enables him
to fly and perform manceuvres with the
greatest of case and without knowing
exactly how he did them. He seems a part
of the plane, and operates the controls in-
stinctively so as to get the effect in his plane
he desires without realizing or knowing the
motions he used with the controls. He sees
the plane in the position he wants it with-
out having to visualize the effect of the dif-
ferent controls to get the final effect in the
plane. But there are positions in flight,
in which the controls act differently than
they ordinarily would. In other words, the
control is reversed, as is the case in the
ailerons when “‘stalling,” or the flippers of
a seaplane when taxi-ing before a stiff wind.
It is at such times as these that the reason-
ing faculties and quick action of the pilot
must come into play.

These qualities the artistic type of man
seems to have in as great a degree as any
other type. TPerhaps it is that he senses
the different effect and ** feels” it out, rather
than really reasoning the thing step by step.
It is the man who reasons things out step
by step who, to my mind, does not make the
good flier. The deep thinker, or, rather, the
plodder, seems to do better in the engineer-
ing end of aeronautics than in the actual
flying itself. It is this type of man who
makes the ideal mechanic—the man who
can design a plane or engine with mechanical
exactitude. Perhaps it is because this man
is always thinking of the different 'mechani-
cal parts of a plane while flying. His mind
is too much occupied in thinking of wires,
struts, strains, ete., to allow him to devote
much of his attention to the art of flying,
Of course every flier must be on the alert
to detect anything wrong with a machine
in flight, but my experience has been that
the man who is quick-witted can usually
realize that something is wrong, and what
is wrong, in time to make a decent landing
somewhere if a landing is necessary. If a
man were to concern himself about all the
parts of a plane and examine the wings,
wires, struts, ete., carefully before each
flight, most of his time would be spent in
examination and very little in aviation. It
is much easier on a man, and the effect will
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be shown in his flying, when a plane can be
accepted at its face value. The average
mechanic in the service is a careful man.
He can be trusted to keep a plane in good
shape, not allowing it to be taken up unless
it is in perfect order. If the flier were to
worry about wires breaking, spars giving
way, etc., the effect on his nerves would
show itself in a very short time. He would
soon worry himself into a state where he
would be unable to fly.

The mechanical flier, the man who main-
tains level flight by lining up struts and
rocker-arms, or by keeping the edges of the
wings level with the horizon, is usually the
man who is worrying about his plane. He
is always expecting something to happen,
and has not the confidence in his own ability
to bring the plane out in case it actually does
go wrong. As a result he is subjecting him-
self to a constant nervous tension that an-
other flier does not experience. This man
must check his flying with his eye. He does
not trust his sense of balance, and as a result
does not develop the instinct of flying by
“feel.” 1In a haze or fog, or even when in
a machine where it is not possible for the
pilot to see tHe edges of his wings, this man
would be lost. It is a known fact among
water-machine fliers that the man who
learns to fly in an I'-boat, where the flier has
nothing obscuring his vision, or anything
by which he can mechanically check up his
levelness of flight, becomes the best flier,
and can fly any other type of machine with
ease. He has learned from the beginning to
rely on his sense of balance, flying by “feel.”
As a consequence, this man has confidence
in his ability to fly through a fog or at night.

This sense of balance is largely developed
in horsemen. It is for this reason that, as a
usual thing, good cross-country riders make
good fliers. They have already developed
that keen judgment and good sense of bal-
ance which is as well adapted to flying as to
riding. Itis this “‘feel” that flying instruc-
tors try to inculcate in the student flier—to
have him acquire the knack of having op-
erated several different controls with differ-
ent motions, and yet have his mind free to
observe what is going on about him. ~ After
a time, flying becomes an instinctive opera-
tion, and until that time arrives the flier is
of no use as a pilot. He must be able to
fly under the most trying conditions and at
the same time give his attention to a map
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in the plane, the ground below, an adver-
sary, or, as is the case in seagoing planes,
to his compass and the surface of the water
beneath, A submarine periscope makes but
a slight trail in the water, and a keen eye is
required to spot it.

I have heard people say that they can
pick a flier from a crowd of men, or the good
flier from a number of fliers. Personally, [
doubt this, There is nothing in the appear-
ance of a man which would indicate his
being a flier, or his ability, if he is a flier. A
poor flier may have just as “keen’ a look
(as I have heard it expressed), and just as
much a dare-devil expression, as the crack.
In fact, it often proves that the expert flier
is a man who does not seem particularly in-
teresting, as far as appearances go. Some
interesting facts are going to come forth
when the medical experts of the army and
navy have completed the experiments on
aviators and would-be aviators now being
carried through. Of course one of the con-
clusions will be that any normal man can
be taught to fly. ‘The interesting point will
be to see which type proves to make the best
flier and which the poorest. Some types
will tend toward acrobatics and *“‘stunt”
flying, others to conservative flight. 1 do
not think that a man’s actions, or behavior,
out of a plane will be any indication of his
behavior in a plane. T think that it will be
found that the men who have been accus-
tomed, throughout their lives, to excite-
ment and irregularities will be found to be
among the ranks of the good fliers, By
good fliers I mean the men among whom
there are fewest smashes and accidents,
despite the fact that these same men are
those who are always trying something new.
To be sure, they get into scrapes, more so
than do the others, but they always seem
to be able to extricate themselves before
the crash comes,

The plodder, the rule-by-thumb man, will
be found to be among the conservative fliers.
It may be that he has never had an accident.
This is due more to the fact that he has
never allowed himself to try things out that
would put him in a position other than that
of normal flight. It is this latter type of
man who, when he does get into trouble
through any fault not his own, does not
seem able to help himsell and loses entire
control of the machine. His mind works
by steps, if it works at all in moments like
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these, and by the time he has reached a con-
clusion, or just a little before that time, his
falling plane has reached the ground or
water, a crash resulting.

low that I know who sits all day at

his desk. He has a comfortable and
regular job, this fellow, bending to his task
a mind inclined through long usage to the
grooves of Duty. The things that come
under his hand he does, skilfully
and faithfully, and at the end of
his thirty days there’s a check.
_Thus the days tick by, while a dusty gray-
ness creeps back from his temples and fine
little lines spread fanwise from the corners
of his eyes.

He is clean as to the manner of his private
life, this fellow, and he is happy with the
thin, pale happiness of one who has never
tasted bitterness on the wide ranges of ex-
perience.

But—and here’s the pity of it—his ears,
as he sits at his work through the drift of
precious days, lift to the distant call of
Romance ten thousand miles away, his
nostrils quiver with the breath of perfumes
coming down the centuries from age-old
gardens of delight, and his eyes pierce the
city’s smoke to far-off reaches of silver
beaches and the white sails of stately clip-
pers plying up and down the world.

Almost as if he were confessing a secret
vice he half-whispered something of these
things one evening, fearful of my ridicule,
and laughed with affected carelessness as he
spoke. Yet I could see that he was opening
1o me an inner sanctuary—the men that one
meets in the market-place do not so strip
the soul; wherefore I was very gentle.

Beauty was a fetish with this man—the
beauty of little things. He was horribly
sensitive about symmetry, for example; he
hated anything out of line, deformed, or
abnormal—a picture hung aslant gave him
““the willies”’—things like that.

& l “HERE’S a certain commonplace fel-
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He had a way, he said, of watching the
eyes of the people that passed in the street
for the wonder of them. They kept drift-
ing by, like pairs of beetles riding down the
wind (he had read that simile somewhere,
1 think), until the effect was hypnotic.
Watching them, block after block, their
setting vanished like mist, until he saw noth-
ing but eyes—legionsof them drifting by for-
ever and ever. He would watch, subcon-
sciously, for a pair that didn’t match, a gray
eve and a blue together, for instance, and
felt that if that ever occurred he would
scream or go insaneé or something. In fact,
he wasn't altogether certain that he wasn’t
crazy anyway. He wondered if I thought so.

I said I thought he was quite sane, that he
lived his subconscious life more intensely,
perhaps, than most men. He nodded.
“But it is my real life,” he said; “that’s the
queer thing about it. All this stuff "—his
gesture collected all the dream dust he had
been scattering—*‘is more real to me than
the things I actually do—sleeping and eat-
ing and walking and eating and sleeping—
the ‘dreary intercourse of daily life.” ”

I talked to him a long time; we argued.
In the end T tald him he ought to commer-
cialize his dreams, and elaborated the notion
for his benefit; and he shook his head and
said he had hoped I wouldn’t suggest any-
thing so silly. “I can’t even write a letter,”
he said.

This all befell a number of vears ago. In
the interval there have been long periods
when Fate or Fortune has sent me racing
over the planet with the dust of various af-
fairs forever rising from my nervous heels.
And always, returning to my own, I have
found my meditative friend, desk-tethered,
in the shackles of Habit, with the blue

_ dreams of all the ages peopling the shafts of

sunlight from his office window.

And somehow I feel that he will sit there
until his candle gutters out, and I think that
I would like to find the master key that
would unlock to the world all the gardens in
the hearts of desk-ridden men.




ILLUSTRATIONS IN THE ROUND
Dwight Franklin's Groups Modelled in Wax
OW shall a great truth be brought
H home to every soul in the popula-
tion? With faith in art as ‘‘a uni-
versal language,” the Liberty Loan Com-
mittee for the district of New York lately
cried aloud to the

Mr. Franklin's groups are modestly dra-
matic illustrations in the round, each one
sequestered within a mimic stage, the place
of the proscenium arch being filled by a flat
curtain of glass, or gauze, or both. The
figures are modelled at a scale of an inch or
50 to the foot, and are colored and lighted

in whatever way

artists for their
help in telling the
tale of an immense
national need. Fi-
nance appealing to
Art! We were
wrong if - we had
thought that this
was just a bright
fable from the
mural painter’s
palette. We saw
now that it was a
fact of workaday
life, bearing wit-
ness to a good un-
derstanding be-
tween two groups
of citizens equal in
loyalty to their country, but bringing dif-
ferent gifts for her use. The response of the
artists to the bankers was glad and imme-
diate. Their co-operation with the public-
spirited men and women of the Fifth Avenue
Association was whole-hearted. Thus the
artists’ plan and the merchants’ purse to-
gether made a poem out of a thoroughfare,
and people called that poem the Avenue of
the Allies. It was verse which all who ran
might read, a very visible epic, with its
many-colored flame of flags against the sky,
and its line upon line of pictured or sculp-
tured war-history and war-prophecy meet-
ing the passer’s eye everywhere from the
Altar of Liberty to the Plaza. United in a
common appeal, these pictures and sculp-
tures differed widely in technic, subject, and
scale. Pictorial publicity experts say that
certain small groups modelled in wax by
Dwight Franklin, showing the dough-boy
or poilu or Tommy in his daily life, attracted
a universal attention not always given to
some of the more majestic creations.
VorL. LXV.—18

their author deems
will give the maxi-
mum of pictorial
enhancement with
the minimum of
loss in other quali-
ties, such as his-
toric detail or
emotional appeal—
qualities whose im-
portance varies ac-
cording to the
special aim of each
work. Note that
the draperies are
modelled and col-
ored. To clothe
these figures in
scraps of actual
fabric, inevitably out of scale, would be to
turn them into dolls, and this is not Mr.
Franklin's dream. The lighting is simple,
yet highly important; an orange film or an
azure film may make or mar.

Even quite hardened observers like my-
self paused before that group called Home,
with its lone poilu sent back by the fortunes
of war to his native village, and standing in
heroic calm beside his ruined cottage. The
light is cold; there is no gesture, no rhetoric,
no breath of overstatement. The group
confutes at least two of our ancient tribal
misconceptions as to the French soul: first,
that the Frenchman’s du calme exists but
for jocose ends, and second, that the French
have no word in their language correspond-
ing to our English word ““home.”  But that
is not the reason why we are moved by this
fragment of drama. The reason is too long
to tell, too complex to be untwined all at
once out of that rugged and venerable ara-
besque where human secrets hide. Prob-
ably the oracles, far from being dumb, will
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tell us that Mr. Franklin’s media, borrowed
freely from many arts, sympathetically con-
vey an extraordinary sense of tactile values.
I heard one of them stammering something
of the sort, and I took it to mean
just this: that the passer pauses be-
fore a window, and on seeing be-
hind the glass a solitary soldier in
sad case, suddenly finds himself
saying, half aloud, "' Soldier, sol-
dier, home from the wars,' little
soldier whom 1 could hold in the
hollow of my hand but for this
window-pane between us, soldier
with your little tin hat that I could
pass my finger all around, and your
heavy pack that I could easily lift
off, how would I feel if T were in
your place? Allons, dis-moi, p'tit
poilu, toi si brave, toi si fort,” yes,
long before you know it you are
instinctively saying fei to him; not
that you feel his dignity the less,
but his sorrow the more. And perhaps
the fact that Mr. Franklin's figures are

Paul Jones on the Bon Homme Richard.

litile creatures, so small that you natu-
rally say foi to them, helps to make their ap-
peal more engaging and more intimate.
They are ““pictures in three dimensions,” to
be sure, but those dimensions are so far from
being formidable! Mr. Franklin believes,

The Field of Art

from his seven years’ experience in model-
ling animal groups for our American Mu-
seum of Natural History, that more people
are ‘“reached” through the small groups

Pirates.
Walking the plank.

than through those built on a grander scale;
just as there are many persons who can
honestly clasp the Tanagra figurines to their
hearts, but who sidle away as if feeling a
draft in the presence of full-grown master-
pieces, the progenitors and even prototypes
of those pleasing Tanagréennes.

The screen of glass which Mr. Franklin
places before his groups lends atmosphere
to what otherwise might be too precise an
assemblage of forms. It unrealizes mere
reality. It even invests his scenes with
something of that sense of dream which
broods over all the poignant happenings of
our actual world. What Nature does in
kindness, Art may do in craft; always with
care, however, and never with a heavy hand,
since the artist will do well not to abuse with
many veils his godlike privilege of showing
to you a mystery. The honestly dramatic
opportunities of the theme itself are surely
not to be neglected. In that pair of groups
which might be named Piracy, Old and New,
a world of dramatic suspense hangs over
both the sinner at the plank’s end and the
innocent hospital ship. Again, dramatic
tension plays phosphorescent around the
figure of Paul Jones, flaming spirit of the
Bon Homme Richard, and dramatic interest
envelops all the actors in the group called
Kamerad, in honor of that sly salutamus
which to-day connotes for us not so much
“we who are about to die” as “we who are
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about to kill, if we can.” It is a conflict;

which will win, the towering man with the
bayonet or the cowering man with the
bomb?

And those stretcher-bearers, will

Pirates.
German U-boat sinking a hospital ship.

they arrive in time, even if they arrive at
all? A wounded marine stood looking at
that group. One could understand the long
intensity of his gaze. A moment later he
was telling his mate: * The man who made
that was there, or else he had the hell of an
imagination.”

Besides these works of emotional appeal
lately used by our Liberty Loan Committee
and then in the hands of the kindred organi-
zation in Canada, Mr. Franklin has created
a host of groups, beast and man, which are
being studied with enthusiasm by teachers
and classes in many museums. His subjects
range from- the polar bear to the fireside
kitten, and of course include apeman, cave-
man, Bedouin, buckskin man, Afghans,
vikings, and many other actors in the drama
of ethnology. On a little eminence between
zoology and propaganda are the three
groups in the Metropolitan Museum. One
shows a_medieval monk illuminating a
manuscript; another represents the narthex
of Santa Sophia, rich in color, with a delight-
ful imperial procession; while the third,
perhaps the most finished example of Mr,
Franklin’s unique craitsmanship, is a model
of the banqueting-hall of Penshurst Castle,
with lord and lady, page and steward, jester,
forester, and man-at-arms. Everything is
just as it used to be in the Middle Ages, as
far as research may now declare; where
research has faltered, romance has happily

put in her word.
have made such a model for such a mu-
scum, and to have satisfied alike a learned
directorate, a prosperous adult public, and
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It is no small triumph to

a4 battalion of story-hour school
children, future guides of our
destiny in art.

Museums have always known
the wvalue of the architectural
model as an object of intellectual
interest. To-day, with a still
broader view, they show models so
designed as to be of emotional
interest In the near past,
any pedagogue might hale an inno-
cent child before the great white
cast, and say: **Child, this is from
a narthex. I show it to you for
vour own good. It will teach you
to appreciate architecture.”  Out
of one hundred children so treated,
ninety-nine and nine-tenths per-
ished miserably, as far as their
appreciation of architecture was con-
cerned. And though the rémaining one-

also.

£ by Lhecpht Franklin

Kamerad.”

tenth of a child recovered, and is to-day
in Washington erecting temporary build-
ings (at least we hope they are temporary)
with the sure and happy touch born of his
infant encounter with the narthex, still it
has been felt that this percentage of recovery
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is too low, too low! Hence Mr. Franklin.
To make a model as complete as the Santa
Sophia, or the still more alluring Penshurst,
a mun must be sculptor, painter, carpenter,
moulder, stage-director, and, indeed, a very
Viollet-le-Duc of a fellow when it comes to
window-traceries and open timbers, sur-
coats, pole-arms, and all ““the mediaval
grace of iron clothing.” But even though

“ Afghans.”

In the Children's Museum, Brooklyn.

he could thus turn a Protean hand to many
trades, and still had not the paramount gift
of a loving imagination, his sin of omission
would find him out. So would the story-
hour school children.

Some one has just solemnly asked me (I
had a hope the question might be spared)
whether these story-telling groups are to be
classed as fine art. With equal gravity I am
moved to reply, quoting the curt young lady
who lately sold me a rain-coat: ** There is no
guarantee.” If we were discussing sand-
paper or sugar, combs or saws, the case
would be different; one could then speak
positively as to fineness and the degree of it,
oo or A1. And I confess I have often been
revolted a little by the false finery of that
phrase of ours, fine art. There is even some-
thing grossly illiberal in the implications we
allow it. So much the worse for us if those

The Field of Art

implications have in any way strengthened
our art students (or ourselves) in the foolish
thought that ““fine art” is something con-
secrated solely to pictures, statues, cathe-
drals, and so not to be expected in army
badges, dining chairs, or calicoes. Yet the
fault is not in our words but in ourselves if
we make false standards from them. The
French, in using their phrase ““ Beaux Arts,"”

The Feast of the Vikings.
In the Museum, University of Illinois.

do not suggest an ignoble line of demarca-
tion separating fine art from industrial art,
but take for granted a spirit of liberié, éga-
lité, fraternité, between artist and craftsman.
So much the better for France in her dawn-
ing day of industrial rebuilding. Mean-
while, we can at least assure our anxious
questioner that in the French Salon des
Beaux Arts intelligent visitors give serious
attention to small models of stage sets with
their accessories, even when thege models
lack the added lure of plavers well be-
stowed, such as these gallant little igures by
Mr. Franklin. AstoArt’snot telling a story,
ah, well, that prohibition is only one layerin
a rich impasto of colossal verbofens which the
critic in his unhappy hours puts up in the
way of the creator.  Who minds such things
nowadays?
ADELINE ADAMS.

A calendar of current art exhibitions will be found on page 23.



THE NEW DOLLAR DIPLOMACY
A NECESSITY FOR FOREIGN TRADE

By Gerhard M. Dahl

Vice-President, the Chase National Baok, New York

DOLLAR diplomacy has been a term
of reproach directed at those who
would utilize our national diplomacy to
further our economic progress. Our ante-
bellum insularity served to shield us from
the logical disaster of this critical atti-
tude. But with the change in our polit-
ical and economic relations with the rest
of the world, our hope of playing a con-
spicuous part in the world’s commerce,
as well as our domestic prosperity, will
be seriously impaired, if not entirely de-
stroyed, unless there is created a New
Dollar Diplomacy frankly designed to
promote our economic development.
This does not imply the growth of our
trade and the increase of our national
wealth by unfair or grasping methods or
at the expense of others. It must mean
a recognition of the fact that between
nations as between individuals there may
exist friendly trade and competition with
beneficial results to both competitors.
Neither the idealism of the American
people nor the higher standard of busi-
ness ethics achieved as the result of a
developed public conscience should be
sacrificed to dollar diplomacy, for they
can and should go hand in hand.

A number of years ago Mr. Hartley
Withers, in a consideration of interna-
tional commerce, divided the nations of
the world into three classes: first, those
young and growing nations which need
large amounts of capital for the develop-
ment of their resources and, therefore,
borrow abroad more than they loan
abroad and, consequently, have an ad-
verse balance of trade: second, those
further-developed nations which pay in
export of goods more annually than their
interest charges on their debt abroad,
and so have a favorable balance of trade,
and, third, those most highly developed
nations which loan capital abroad but
collect more interest annually on their

accumulated foreign loans than they loan
abroad. They have an adverse balance
of trade or an excess of visible imports,
because goods are sent to them to meet
interest charges.

Canada is an illustration of the first
class, the United States before the war
of the second, and England, France, and
Belgium of the third. Sir George Paish
estimated that before the war England
had invested abroad approximately some
seventeen and one-half billion dollars,
on which amount England ought to re-
ceive some nine hundred million dollars
a year interest. It was also estimated
that England loaned abroad about eight
hundred million dollars a year, leaving a
balance of about one hundred million
dollars a year to be paid in goods.

Our country has emerged from the
second classinto the third, first, by repur-
chasing from Europe some four hillion
dollars of our securities and, second, by
loaning to Europe some ten billion dol-
lars.

England has been for years the greatest
banking, shipping, and foreign investing
nation in the world, We, as a nation,
must now elect whether to continue along
this road of international economic rela-
tions into which the war has led us or
to return to our former insularity. If we
would go forward we must first meet the
acute needs of a war-devastated world for
our goods and our credit. Of the two,
credit is probably the greater and more
urgent need. At the conclusion of the
Civil War there existed a great reservoir
of investment credit in England, France,
and Holland, and this reservoir was liber-
ally resorted to for financing the rapid
and expanding development of our great
natural resources. These old and highly
de\'elopecj countries became our creditors
for vast sums, and we continued as their
debtor until our war-created prosperity
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enabled us to repurchase our securities.
The Civil War credit reservoirs have been
depleted, and this nation now is con-
fronted with the necessity of supplying
the vast immediate credit requirements
of those nations which have suffered most
and have relatively exhausted the credit
resources of their own people, and also of
those voung and growing neutral coun-
tries which have heretofore sold their
securities in England, France, and Bel-
gium. The credits here spoken of are not
bank credits—not short-term credits for
the movement of goods which are self-
liquidating, but long-term credits or in-
vestments outside the scope of ordinary
banking.

There is certain indispensable ma-
chinery for any permanent successful
foreign-trade policy. We must have com-
mercial banking facilities, shipping facili-
ties, and the American investor must
learn to put his savings into foreign gov-
ernment, railroad, public-utility, manu-
facturing, and other sound enterprises.
It might be possible for us to elect to
exist and be reasonably prosperous with-
out any great expansion of our foreign
commerce. We might not feel any moral
obligation toward the rest of the world
permanently to develop our foreign
trade. We might consider the question
solely as an economic one in which we
can pursue our own broadest selfish in-
terest. But the present acute needs of
the Allied peoples presents a moral obli-
gation, and the only way in which we can
in any measure discharge this obligation
is by extending our credit and investing
our capital abroad.

The greater part of our loans thus far
have been made by our government to
other governments. To some small ex-
tent, American capital has been invested
in the securities of European govern-
ments. But hardly to any extent have
we invested in their railroad, utility, and
industrial securities. Our government
has recognized its duty to make advances
directly to the Allied governments. The
American investor holds the obligation
of the American Government, and the
American Government in turn the obli-
gation of England, France, or Italy. The
needs of these countries will continue,
but the place of the government must be
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taken by private capital in both countries.
Therefore, the railroad, utility, manufac-
turing, and other securities of these and
other countries must be marketed directly
in the United States to the American in-
vestor. And that involves a govern-
mental policy on our part. To a certain
extent, and within reasonable limits, the
American Government must support the
American investor. These are obligations
of all of our people, and all of our people
cannot ask some of our people to meet
this obligation without assuming a mea-
sure of responsibility. Aside from the
moral obligation, the economic benefits
inure to the nation as a whole, and a pub-
lic opinion must be created understanding
that the healthy development of our for-
eign commerce—directly dependent upon
such foreign investments—will serve not
only to give a return to the investor,
profit for the manufacturer, the banker,
or the merchant, but will also contribute
largely and directly to the prosperity of
the small merchant, the laboring man,
and the farmer.

American commercial banking facili-
ties have been, during the past few years,
extended to a great many foreign coun-
tries. Branches have been established
and corporations organized for the pur-
pose of doing an international banking
business. A discount company has been
organized in New York. The bankers
are eager to meet their responsibility and
to contribute their part toward the build-
ing up of our national commerce in so far
as they can do so with safety to their
depositors. Of course it is not easy to
displace London as the financial centre of
the world. We have yet a long road to
travel before the popular suppésition in
that regard can be realized. An editorial
from ene of the leading daily papers in
New York, of December 29, 1918, said,
among other things: “World trade was
financed in London because British ship-
ping focused at.the British Isles. Soon
American shipping will focus on our
coasts, and the financing will be done
here.”. It is not so easy as it sounds.
Shipping has had something to do with
financing world trade in London, but not
everything. Just what the writer means
by ships being “focused” on our coast
I do not know, but this editorial illus-
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trates the chief danger to the American
people at the present time, namely, an
assumption that world commerce and
world finance will drop into our laps in
the very nature of things. England’s
banking system is the most elastic in the
world. English bankers have had years
of training and experience in foreign
banking and investments. London has
created a ready discount and acceptance
market, and a draft on London has been
accepted anywhere in the world., Before
the war London was the only financial
cenire a draft on which carried with it
the certainty of ready convertibility into
gold, and so London’s prestige as the
great banking centre of the world is dif-
ficult to compete with.

There will be many opportunities for
Americans to invest in foreign securities
at attractive rates and in reasonably safe
enterprises, contingent only upon the at-
titude of those of our people who are not
foreign investors toward those who are.
Foreign investors and those engaged in
foreign trade must not be sneered at as
dollar chasers. The strong arm of the
government must reach out to protect
against deliberate confiscation the Amer-
ican who invests his money in foreign
enterprises or who goes into foreign coun-
tries to promote our trade. England’s
experience in reselling us our own securi-
ties is the most striking illustration in the
history of the world of the value of foreign
investments. The investor has an un-
sentimental habit of inquiring as to the
probable return on his investment and
the certainty of recovering his principal.
Is there not a well-grounded suspicion
that American public sentiment has been
hostile to business for a number of years
past, and is it not inevitable that if such
hostility continues we cannot be a factor
in the commerce of the world? American
business, handicapped and shackled by
hostile government action and critical
public sentiment, cannot compete with
foreign business supported, aided, and in
some cases subsidized by foreign govern-
ments.

While we have been. assuming our per-
manent predominance in the world’s com-
merce, other countries have been acting.
Great Britain has created a state subsidy
of $250,000 a year for ten years as an aid
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to the British Italian Corporation, Ltd.,
a private company with a capital of
$5,000,000 subscribed by twenty British
and colonial banks and private banking-
houses and other British firms together
with the Credito Italiano of Milan, Italy.
This corporation has for its objects the
development of the economic relations
between the British Empire and the King-
dom of Italy and advertises that it is pre-
pared to consider business propositions
requiring such financial assistance as is
outside the general practice of ordinary
banks. This financial assistance is the
extension of credit for longer time than
the usual banking. credit and also the
floating of permanent investments. The
British Government recognizes the im-
portance of this kind of financial assis-
tance in developing foreign commerce.
Among the banks owning the British
Italian Corporation are Lloyds Bank,
Ltd., with deposits of $1,500,000,000,
and the London County, Westminster
& Parr’s Bank, Ltd., with deposits of
$1,250,000,000. Can the reader imagine
the reception which would be given any
member of Congress in Washington who
would dare suggest that a private cor-
poration, owned by the leading banks
and banking-houses in the United States,
should be subsidized by the United
States Government? Probably a com-
mittee in lunacy would be appointed. I
am not suggesting that a subsidy should
be granted to an American company, but
I am pointing out the competition busi-
ness will have to meet and that, at least,
in the absence of subsidies it should not
have hostility but encouragement and
protection.

Primarily, our foreign trade would
seem to depend upon our skill and capac-
ity in producing goods. Without any par-
ticular stimulus we must and will produce
raw materials such as wheat, cotton,
copper, coal, etc., and we must manufac-
ture our own raw materials into finished
products instead of shipping them abroad,
there to be manufactured by our com-
petitors and resold to us. The production
of raw material is the simplest part of
our foreign-trade problem. The encour-
agement and development of our man-
ufactures are important, but the most
difficult part of the problem is the crea-
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tion and maintenance of the machinery of
transportation and credit. The manufac-
turers can produce and, under the Webb
Bill, passed by Congress in the pursuit
of an enlightened policy in dealing with
our foreign trade, they can create co-
operative organizations for selling. The
Department of State can negotiate trea-
ties, the Department of Commerce may
gather and disseminate information, and
the Federal Reserve Board may exercise
financial supervision. But all of the fore-
going combined cannot create for us suc-
cess in trading in the markets of the
world without an efficient transportation
and credit system nor without a na-
tional sentiment appreciating the prob-
lem, eager to overcome the difficulties and
free from the petty envious fear that some
one may profit out of the co-ordinated
result.

In all of the discussions dealing with
the development of our foreign trade
during the past few years the importance
of supplying our own transportation fa-
cilities has been emphasized. We must
have American-owned ships. Success in
trade, after all, depends on service, and if
our competitor transports not only his
own goods but ours, he will invariably
give preferential rates, terms of shipment,
and speedy deliveries to traders of his
own country and discriminate against
our merchants and manufacturers. We
have to meet and compete with the eco-
nomic nationalism of other peoples. This
war has created and is still creating an
American-owned merchant marine, the
chief part of it now the property of the
American Government. In the mean-
time the government has commandeered
privately owned American ships. Shall
the government enter permanently the
field of shipping? Shall it own and itself
operate the American merchant marine?
If so, what is to become of the privately
owned ships it has commandeered? Shall
they be turned back to their American
owners and relegated to competition with
their own government ? Shall we sell our
government-built ships to private capital
with the hope or expectation that private
capital can operate them in competition
with the ships of other nations? But

The New Dollar Diplomacy

other nations grant subsidies. Will the
American people do so? But even in the
absence of subsidies, can privately owned
American ships compete with foreign
shipping under the La Follette Seaman’s
Act, which imposes a higher standard of
wages and a higher standard of accom-
modations upon American ships than is
imposed upon foreign ships? Already
shipyards in the United States are idle
because the government will not permit
the construction of steel ships for foreign
account. Private capital in the United
States cannot engage in building ships
for private account because of doubt as
to the policy of our government and the
fear of practical confiscation through
government competition.

Our future prosperity is dependent
upon world-wide economic forces which
must be appraised correctly and realisti-
cally, and upon our proper understanding
of them and of their just utilization will
depend the continued employment of
labor in the mills and shops throughout
the country. The war has put an end to
our traditional policy of political as well
as financial isolation, and may we not
assume that hereafter the American in-
vestor in foreign enterprises will receive
the protection and co-operation of his
government? With the assurances from
our government that such protection and
co-operation would be given the Amer-
ican people—the small and large inves-
tor—the millions who invested in Liberty
Bonds during the past eighteen months
will be prepared to invest their future
savings in foreign securities; such securi-
ties would but represent the credits our
country must grant to the nations asso-
ciated with us in the war to enable them
to pay us for our manufactures and ma-
terials required by them for the recon-
struction of their devastated lands and
crippled industries, as well as to the
friendly neutral nations to permit the
development of their natufal resources.
This in brief is the underlying principle
and creed of The New Dollar Diplomacy
which can and should be fostered through
the close and hearty co-operation of our
government and the millions of American
investors,



ENTERING THE NEW ECONOMIC ERA
BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

NOTHING in the period which has
elapsed since Germany’s surrender,
the signing of the armistice, and the ter-
mination of the war, has been more char-
acteristic than the matter-of-fact compo-

sure with which the world has
End ofa  Accepted the new and vitally
Great War Changed situation. It is a

fairly safe guess, however,
that experience has been much the same
when other great wars of the past came
to an end. The histories do not usually
tell us about that. Occupied as they are
apt to be with the narrative of what hap-
pened to kings and parliaments, and in-
teresting themselves with the course of
every-day life or of financial markets only
when popular revolt or financial panic
gave spectacular evidence of the tenden-
cies of the day, they make it hard to draw
comparisons.

The Englishman, Thomas Tooke, al-
most the sole economic writer on the
aftermath of the long wars with Napo-
leon, describes for us, in his almost con-
temporary narrative, the precipitous fall
in prices of materials when peace re-
turned. He tells with emphasis of the
“general depression in the value of all
fixed property,” of the “losses and fail-
ures among the agricultural and commer-
cial and manufacturing and mining and
shipping and building interests, which
marked that period as one of most exten-
sive suffering and distress.” But he is
also careful to explain that these phe-
nomena represented in large part “a re-
coil from the extravagant speculation in
exportable commodities”—a condition
which, though it existed with us in 1916,
did not exist in 1918. But even so, he
gives no picture of the manner in which
the social and business world of that day
adjusted itself to the sudden transition
from twenty years of war to the new

At the

surrounding circumstances of prolonged
peace.

ET the mood and attitude of the

public then, as in the later episode
of 1865, must have been much the same
as that which we of the twentieth century
have been witnessing. It is war condi-
tions, after all, which are ab-
normal and difficult to realize; Settling
the instinct of the whole com- (I?cl’;;:c?
munity is to plunge at once problems
and with redoubled energy
into the peace-time problems. Even in
the war establishment itself, there are few
men nowadays to complain, like Jane
Austen’s naval officers, at the blighting of
their career by an untimely peace. With
the general public, the return to every-
day affairs is as natural as the diversion
of attention from the war bulletins of a
few weeks ago to the returning transport
ships; to the parade in the harbor or
down the city’s main thoroughfare, the
disbanding of the “war boards,” the re-
leasing of the army and navy recruits of
war-time to the civilian pursuits which
they are now impatient to resume. With
the business community, the shifting of
interest is bound to be even more instan-
taneous and even more in the natural and
ordinary course of things.

It is safe to conjecture that the English
merchants and bankers of 1815 accepted
the new situation quite as if it had come
on a scheduled date. We know by the
record how promptly and enthusiastically
our own Northern business community of
half a century later busied itself with its
postponed plans for the country's indus-
trial development. Probably we should
find, if we had a proper narrative of the
attitude of the European people when
even the Thirty Years’ War was over,
that they accepted the situation as if they
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had been reckoning on it all along. Un-
doubtedly, the merchants and the bankers
and the peasants made haste to get down
to the pressing business necessitated by
return of peace.

It is not then surprising that, when
financial and industrial problems have so
paramount a place in the public mind as
they undeniably possess to-day, the mo-
mentous events in political and military
history which crowded on one another’s
heels in October and November should all
be tacitly accepted as part of what has
been destined to happen, and that every-
body should now be talking of other
things. This is experience which is
bound to come to all who participate in
an era of epoch-making history.

A dreamer of September, who might by
chance have imagined the surrender of
Alsace by Germany without a fight or a
defeat, the exile of the Kaiser, the sailing
of Germany’s battle-fleet to the Firth of
Forth to give itself up without resistance,
and the taking over of the Imperial Ger-
man palaces and of the German Govern-
ment by tradesmen’s sons selected by the
proletariat, would possibly also have
imagined an outside world so stunned by
the bewildering spectacle that it did not
know which way to turn. All these things
have happened, but the community at
large now looks back at them much as it
does at the fiasco of Gallipoli, the collapse
of Rumania, the partition of Russia. It
takes them as logical episodes of the great
drama which we now see must have ended
as it did end. The practical question is,
What next?

T the end of December the news-
papers put the usual queries to im-
portant men of affairs, economists, and
public men, asking what they looked for
in the immediate economic future of this
country. The answers were

g&i:;‘;’i‘;lof striking. In one of these
Experts lists, out of thirty responses

by men in positions favoring
practical knowledge of prevalent condi-
tions, all but one predicted prosperity in
the United States, and the one who dis-
sented did not foretell hard times, but
merely a prolonged period of reaction,
with more or less discomfort and uncer-
tainty but no actual uneasiness. All

The Financial Situation

agreed, however, that prices of goods
must go lower. All admitted that a more
or less awkward period of readjustment,
with a good deal of industrial and com-
mercial confusion, must accompany the
decline.

But all of them also held that the fall
in prices could not be precipitous or com-
mercially disastrous. All believed that
the deferred requirements of consumers,
home and foreign, were so great that they
could not wait indefinitely, and at some
point in the decline would have to re-enter
the market as buyers in quantity. Some
of them thought this post-bellum pros-
perity could not safely be predicted for
more than four or five years ahead. The
quite unanimous consensus of judgment
was, that when the perplexing and trou-
blesome ‘‘transition period” was over,
conditions in all respects fitting the old-
time definition of ‘“normal prosperity”
would be restored. To the question, What
were the facts which made for confidence
in the American economic future? the ar-
ray of separate answers was asconishing.
Ranging all the way from the spirit of the
American business man to our war-time
repurchase of our foreign obligations,
from the new and scientific American
banking system to the country’s immense
available resources of those things which
the outside world must have at once and
at any price, the note of reaction or de-
spondency was not once sounded.

In the field of business itself, the proc-
ess of readjustment began with unex-
pected promptness. During a week or
two the idea was somewhat prevalent that
the regulatory power of the government’s
War Industries Board over maximum
and minimum prices might be extended
far enough along to moderate the shock
of reversion to the new order of things.
But that was not to be. Barely a month
after the signing of the armistice a general
committee of the steel manufacturers—
whose products had been notably subject
to war-time regulation—went to Wash-
ington with proposals of a gradual re-
duction which they expected to ask tha
Industries Board officially to enforce.

The Beard refused to act; replied that
its tenure of office would be termmated by
itself on January 1, and notified the mill-
men that they rmght fix their own prices

(Continued on page 46, following)
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CROIX de GUERRE

has been awarded the First and Second
Groupements of the Great Headquarters
Reserve No. 1 of the French Army, each
operating 500 or more White Trucks. Cita-
tions for distinguished service accompanied
the order, supplemented by a later citation
to the entire Reserve No. 1, operating

2,500 WHITE TRUCKS

This is the first and only instance on record
of motor transport formations in any army
receiving this high honor.

The White Trucks were all veterans, many
in continuous war service since 1914.

“White Trucks Have the Stamina”

i

THE WHITE COMPANY

CLEVELAND
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Turning to the
Tasks of Peace

For twenty-one months the Hercules
Powder Co. has had but one thought,
and aim—to contribute its uttermost
for the winning of the war, Great
plants have been built, new methods
devised, sources of supply discovered
that were before unknown.

Due to this development, made nec-
essary by war, the company is today
capable of serving the industries of peace
to a greater extent than ever before.

The great industrial era which the
country faces insures the certainty of
there being ample opportunity for ren-
dering this service. The use of explos-
ives is essential to the great basic
industrial enterprises, In mine and

) quarry, on the highway and along the

railroad line, when the course of a river
is changed or a dam built, where irri-
gation or drainage is necessary, and
where idle lands are converted into
fertile fields—there Hercules Powders
will meet the demands of peace as
they have met the demands of war.

HERCULES POWDER, CO.

Chicage Hazleton, Pa. Pittsburgh, Pa.
Denver Chattanooga Pittshurg, Kan,
Joplin  New York Salt Lake Ciry

St. Louis San Francisco Wilmington, Del.
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Beating storms hold no terrors
for Valsparred doors

ALSPAR VARNISH protects out-
door woodwork of all kinds against
rain, hail, snow and sun.

There never was such a varnish as
Valspar before. It isabsolutely water-
proof and 1t positively won't turn white.

It retains its brilliancy on outdoor wood-
work without spotting, cracking or blister-
ing, and looks new and fresh long after
other varnishes have ‘“‘gone to pieces.”

That is why Valspar has become famous the
world over as the great cutdoor varnish.

And the same wonderful qualities that make
Valspar practically weather-proof out-of-doors,

make it well-nigh gwear-proof on floors, wood-
work, furniture and linoleum inside the house.
Whenever anything around your home needs
varnishing, use Valspar. Itiseasy toapply, dries
dust-free in two hours, and hard over night.
And bear this in mind—there is no “just as
good ™ varnish. Insist on Valspar.

VALENTINE & COMPANY
144 Fourth Avenue, New York

Establisked 18ja—Largest Manwufucturers of
High-grade Parnishes in the World

New York VALE TlNES Toronto
Chicago RINISH London
Boston (TRADE MARK) msterdam

W. P. FULLER & C0O., San Francisco, and Principal
Pacific Coast Cities

VALENTINE'S

SPAR

The Varnish That Won't Turn White

Special Offer: Don't be content with merely
reading about Valspar—Try it

For 25¢ in stamps we will send you enocugh
Valspar to finish a small table or chair, Or, if
you will write your dealer's name on bottom
line you need send us only 15¢ for sample can.

WO DIAME oo v e i vt S iais v v
Your Address. .

Blealer s Bbaone s o b L e i e e

Capyright 1910,
O RTINSO
a5

Vilenting & Company
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Where Woman’s Service Looms Large

War gave woman her supreme
and glorious opportunity to enlarge
her field of service. She won her
share of the laurels for patriotic
achievement.

With exalted aim and unflagging
zeal she figured in practically every
activity that made for victory and the
relief of distress. She plied the nee-
dles that fashioned comforts for our
soldiers. She ministered to the
wounded. She labored unceasingly
in canteen work.

She has kept the wheels of industry
going; tilling the soil; bending over

One Policy

bench and lathe. In counting house
and chemical laboratory she has
loaned her brains to the cause.

In telephone service, also, a host
of capable, loyal daughters of
America still find expression for
their ambition and ability. These
girls are privileged to play an indis-
pensable part in the nation's wel-
fare. They have in their keeping
the myriad avenues of telephone
communication through which the
nation's industry is guided.

The Bell System invites enlistment
among its ranks of loyal operators.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY

AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES
One System

Universal Service



Out with brooms, dusters, and mops! The ARCO WAND may be used in so many ways to keep the
The day of laborless cleaning has comel house dust- and dirt-free—without fatigue to the operator.

Get away from the broom-habit!

Discard the numerous labor-making implements which break your back and
wear you out in the hard work of old-fashioned cleaning. Take up the new way
—the easy, thorough way with the ARCO WAND Vacuum Cleaner and give
yourself a rest forever from the drudgery of dusting, beating, and sweeping.

CO AND Solve the help problem —make
A maids easier to get and easier

to keep by the quick and efficient g
VACUUM CLEANER work of the ARCO WAND. y,

The ARCO WAND Vacuum Cleaner is a permanent,valuable improvement 4
to any property. It is always and instantly ready for cleaning carpets, ||
rugs, mattresses, curtains, upholstery, clothes, etc. Costs about a penny ]
a day for current. The dust and dirt are piped away into the sealed g -y,
dust bucket of the machine. h‘ i

Easily put in any building, New or Old
The ARco WAND Vacuum Cleaner is sold by our dealers everywhere.
Terms of partial payments may be arranged at your convenience.

Send today for an illustrated catalog, “The ARCO WAND,”
whick fully illustrates and describes its many labor-saving uses

Machine is set o basement
or side room. A suction

Depigyment AMERICANRADIATOR COMPANY Siiafgmve: Ktk .biet

hicago Cleaners, hose, and tools

]Imkers of the world-famous IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Rna‘mtors e ;‘;L‘:“gi:;;',,;f“'w
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PHILIF DASFORTH ARMOUR
1833 —190|

Dark Barre—

Neither time nor the elements can
efface the memorial cut in this beautiful
and enduring stone.

Whether for monument, mauso-
leum or simple marker, specify Dark Barre
Granite.

Your monument dealer will pive
Frm a certificate with the Dark Barre Gran-
te monument which he sells you. This

‘Rock of Ages”

certificate is a pledge that the monument is
made of fenuine Dark Barre Granite— The
Rock of Apes—and that the cutting and pol-
ishing of the entire job have been passed
upon and approved by a competent in-
spector. This inspection also applies to the
rough stock as it comes from the quarry.

Insist upon such a certificate from
your dealer so that yon may know your
monument is of this superior type.

In ““The Rock of Ades," our booklet, numerous examples
of famous memorials are shown. Sent free on request.

BOUTWELL, MILNE & VARNUM CO.

Address; MONTPELIER, VERMONT

Quarries at BARRE, VERMONT

The Granite Center of the World




When Premier Clemenceau
and General Pershing
Met at Verrailles

Above is from photo by Signal
Corps U. 8. A, — copyright
by Committee on Public In-
formation.

On the right is General
Pershing's Locomobile

the Locomobile Ce
including Riker trucks— the
Berling Magneto helps insure
dependable ignition

WORTH MORE

CWhy the Locomobile
has honored the
Berling Magneto

T e LOCOMOBILE COMPANY adopted
Berling equipment because, under
actual test for a year, the Berling was
proved to possess what the Locomo-~
bile Company looks for in a magneto:

First: Irreproachable Material.

Second : Uniform and High Grade
Workmanship.

Third: Sound Design and Absolute

Dependability.
‘Tu:-: BERLING MAGNETO was adopted simply
because it was found to have these qualities to

a pre-eminent degree.

ERICSSON MFG. CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

e
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Improve the tone

of your phonograph

Gennetl

Recorods

OR EXAMPLE: Did you ever hear the Valse Caprice as played by a
beginner on the violin and then hear the Valse Caprice as played by
Helen Ware? Totally different, wasn’t it? And that difference is the dif-
ference you will note between the ordinary record and the GENNETT
Record. The Tone superiority of the Gennett Record will make a new
instrument of your phonograph and double your enjoyment in it.
This “pleasure multiplied” is yours whenever you get any one of the long list of Gennett

Records—opera selections, solos by renowned pianists and wiolinists, solos by famous
singers, beloved old melodies or the very latest *‘jazz" dance. Each is matchless in fone,

Send for a complete Gennett Record Catalog, mailed at your request.
Get new enjoyments from your phonograph!

THE STARR PIANO CO. Factories: Richmond, Ind.

The Starr Piano Co., Los Angeles, The Starr Piano Co., 9-11 E. 37th St The Starr Co., of Canada
Western Distributors New York City London, Ont., Canadian Distributors
The Starr Piano Co., Birmingham, Ala., Southern Distributors




BOOKS are dut APE R

71e very statement by a publisher
that his book is printed onYarrens
Olde Style (watermarked paper) or
any Warven Slandard Lrinling Laper; youmay
accept as proof that he esteems the book
he 15 1ssuing; he expects it to survive,and
has overlooked no opportunity to enlhance
the beautty of the type with which it is printed

AR -

BOSTO .'7\(J
S.D WARREN CO.
“Constant Fxcellence y Droduct”
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AMHO
Body(I9thing

What the New Name Means

To begin with—and, for that matter, to end with
— it means the American Hosiery Company of New
Britain, Connecticut. This is a well-known com-
pany of manufacturers, composed of men who for
fifty years have held high—and handed down to
their younger successors—a standard for making
shirts, drawers and union suits for men, women and

children.

This standard is that of
Intrinsic value, a value in
which price was, and is, the
last consideration and qual-
ity the first. Every gar-
ment is made as well as it

make it as nearly perfect as
possible. Then that gar-
ment is offered to apprecia-
tive people, through the dis-
criminating merchant, with
the distinet understanding

can be made, of the very
best materials obtainable,
with care and time and
hand labor bestowed to

that it represents intrinsic
value — comfort and ser-
viceableness, to correspond
with the price charged for it.

We believe that these shirts, drawers and union
suits are worthy of a name that expresses our high
standard of manufacture and worthy also of that
thoughtful consideration which everyone should give
to garments worn next the skin. Hence, the name
Amho Body Clothing— the goods of intrinsic value.

AMERICAN HOSIERY COMPANY

(Established 1868)

NEW BRITAIN CONNECTICUT




MUSICAL instrument

should be worthy of its
music.  And here iz a Columbia
Grafonola that gives an appropri-
ate setting for the most beautiful
records of Columbia artists,
This exquisitely graceful Queen
Anne Grafonola is, indeed, only
one of many equally charming
period designs, but it may serve
to suggest how notably Columbia
craftsmen have shared in the ar-
tistic development of American
home decoration.

. Grafonola

in Period (fesigns

Queen Anne design of
the Columbia Grafonola

Among the 27 designs now available, all important periods are represented,
from Goihic to Chippendale. Thus you may be sure of obtaining a design
in harmony withhe decorative treaiment of your home. Prices ranpe from
$250 (0 $2100. A handsomely illustrated catalog of Columbia Gratonolas
will be sent on request.

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY New York
London Office: 102 Clerkenwell Road, E, C.



(Derivative Compound)

A Very Agreeable Aperient

which corrects and frequently
prevents digestive disorders.

Nowhere are the remedial
constituents of luscious fruits
supplied in such an agreeable
concentrated form as in Eno’s
“Fruit Salt.” A spoonful in a
glass of water makes a spark-
ling, tasty, effervescing drink.

Eno’s relieves biliousness, con-
stipation, indigestion, sluggish
liver and the many other similar
troubles in a natural manner.
Its action is thorough and its
effects are most agreeable. May
be safely taken by children as
well as grown-ups, anytime.

At all druggists—$1.00 (one size only)
Prepared only by
J. C. ENO, Ltd., London, S. E., England

Agents for the Continent of America:

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Inc.

New York—Toronto, Canada

Pregared unly by € END, Lid

DERIVATIVE COMPOUND

CEND, L, PANFRUY ST, NEW CRUSE I, LONDIN, 5.

[

ENO'S FRUIT SALT |




BROWN’S
BRONCHIAL

TROCHES

Quickly Relieve Coughing,
Hoarseness, Sore Throat

For seventy years these tablets have been
faithfully serving speakers, lecturers, vocal-
ists, and thousands of others, in quickly

Four sizes, 156, 356, 75¢ easing sore throat, hacking cough, loss of
and $1.25. At all druggists. voice, and bronchial troubles prevalent in
JOHN I BROWN & SON winter. Not a confection, but a genuine
e remedy. Contain no opiates or other harm-

A e ful ingredients, hence are especially safe for

MeyrXark=Turaity children. A small piece relieves asore throat.

These Troches bring surprising!y beneficial
results in bronchial and asthmatic troubles, having
a wonderfully soothing effect upon irritated mem-
branes of the throat and air passages. Use them

for “tickle” in your throat and prevent more

serious consequences.
Safe, Handy
Dependable
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Commercial Bank Bldg.

subscribed to the Liberty

Loans is interested in the
subject of investments. In view
of the vast importance of the
bond business in the economic
life of the country, itis surprising
that so little is known about
bonds and the bond business.

EVERY American who has

This Company with its 59 years
of successful investment experi-
ence pledges its best efforts in
placing in the hands of those
who are interested, the essen-
tials of investment protec¢tion,
founded upon sound industrial
and financial standards.

NVESTMENT |

| EXPERIENCE |

White Today

Receive our monthly bulletin ser-
vice without charge. Be posted
on investments. Write to the
office nearest you.

Ask for Series No.1312
ESTABLISHED 1860

[s9 ruii

STRAUS BROTHERS {8

UODMITANTY

CAFITAL AND SURPLUS, $3,000,000
Investment Securities
OTIS BUILDING, CHICAGO

Farwell Building
ort Wayne, Indiana Detroit, Michigan

Home Office, Ligonier, Indiana
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Financial Situation, continued from page 262

for all future contracts. Voluntary reduction of
nearly 1o per cent in prices for such products
followed. This action of the War Board, and
the general contentment of the industry with the
verdict, showed how little of real apprehension
existed.

O the government’s taking of its hands off of
regulation of prices, production, and indus-
try, there were, however, three rather notable ex-
ceptions,all arising from circumstances peculiar to
themselves. The government could
not retire with similar promptness
from control of food production. It
could not relinquish operation of the
railways. It actually added, even
after the armistice, to the responsibilities assumed
in its belated acquisition, last July, of the tele-
graphs and telephones,

To grain-producers the United States Govern-
ment, months ago, had guaranteed A price of
$2.20 per bushel for wheat from the 1919 harvest.
Farmers, after their fashion, grumbled because
$2.50 was not granted, and some protests were
heard, even at Washington, from Western con-
gressmen. Yet the $2.20 price was abnormally
high. Wheat had never commanded $2.00 a
bushel in Chicago at any time between 1868 and
1g17, except on “corner days” in the Board of
Trade, and even then the speculators, not the
farmers, got the benefit of the abnormal prices,
whereas the Food Board’s price was a guarantee
to the producer. No such price would ever have
been named by Washington, but for the para-
mount necessity of stimulating wheat production
during the short supplies of our Allies in the last
years of the war.

The resultant situation soon developed some
curious aspects. Under the stimulus of the
guarantee, farmers in the “winter wheat belt”
planted this past autumn 6,700,000 more acres
than the year before; an increase of nearly 16 per
cent over the largest previous achievement. The
season which immediately followed planting was
the most favorable in sixteen years. On the face

Questions
of *“ Gov-
ernment

Control "

. of those conditions, the Department of Agricul-

ture in December stated the possibility of a har-
vest 200,000,000 bushels greater than a year ago,
surpassing all precedent in American production.

ESULTS may not wholly bear out that fore-
cast. But supposing a total wheat crop
larger than the thousand million bushels of 1915
to be harvested, government must still redeem its
guarantee and pay the $2.20 price to American

producers. If home and foreign de-

mand for wheat continues so far Juaran-
urgent that consumers will pay that g&rt;mg tfhe
price as they have paid the similarly theeatn

regulated price of 1918, well and
good. In any case, government can still control
the price which must be paid for American con-
sumption.

But if the price declines on foreign markets,

Financial Situation, continued on page 48
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The Best Way to Invest

The Jdeal fnvestment must assure the
investor:
Safety
Good Income
Marketability
Stability of Price
Freedom from Income Taxes

MUNICIPAL BONDS

Yielding 4!2% to 5%

combine all of these qualities to a
greater extent than any other form of
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An investment which is unsafe does
not merit your consideration.
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Independence
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vestments that can be trusted
under all conditions.

Whilewe are prepared to serve
by offering all types of invest-
ments, we are inviting par-
ticular attention to the type
described in our circular BS-43,
copy of which we shall be glad
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then the government would not only have to stop
the sale in the United States, say of wheat from
Canada and Australia, but it would have to
assume on its own account the loss arising from
its sale of the country’s surplus wheat to Europe,
at a figure less than the guaranteed $2.20. No-
body at the moment knows how this problem will
work out. The outcome will depend on the needs
of the consuming world in 1919; on the extent to
which normal grain production is resumed in
Russia, on the Danube, and in western Europe;
on the restoration or continued shortage in facili-
ties for ocean transportation. The chances are,
at any rate, strongly against return to normal
conditions during the next twelve months.

ITH the railways an equally anomalous
situation was presented at the ending of
the war. What would have happened to railway
rates or railway wages, if the properties had never
been taken over for war-time government opera-
tion, no one can surely know. What has actually
happened since that assumption of control is an
average addition of 50 per cent to passenger fares
and of 25 per cent to freight rates; the resultant
increased income being, however, so far super-
seded by addition of fully $300,000,000 to the
wage scale that, even now, a great part of the
companies are not meeting expense of operation
plus the charges on their debt. As matters
stand, investors in the railway securities are pro-
tected by governmental guarantee of income
equal to the average earned in the three years be-
fore our country went to war. This public opera-
tionand guarantee may continue under the terms of
the Railway Control Act, until twenty-one months
after peace has been formally proclaimed; which
would possibly extend them up to the end of 1920.
But the administration has the right to ter-
minate the present status at an earlier date.
Therefore three possibilities arose—continuance
of public control until the stipulated date, with
new legislation in the meantime which would
place financial safeguards on the re-
turn of the properties to private
operation, or extension of the period
of control, or public purchase, and
future operation of the roads as a
government monopoly.

Popular dislike to such absolute governmental
control, heightened by discontent over the quality
of railway service given at the greatly increased
rates under Washington's operation of the lines,
leads to belief that the third recourse will not be
adopted. The certainty, in case of purchase by
the government, of huge increase of the public
debt on that account, and at the moment when
the problems of our existing war debt were pressing
for solution, served equally to influence opinion.

Yet the existing situation is perplexing to a
high degree; it is already a heavy burden on the
national balance-sheet; its solution, in one way or
another, cannot be very long delayed. So also of
the present administration of telegraphs and tele-

Financial Situation, continued on page 50
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A Four-fold Service to Investors

UR Bond Department centers its activities upon service to investors. It

places at their disposal its expert knowledge and long experience in meeting
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balances; a higher rate of interest is paid on
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at the same time the securities are always
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Farmers borrow from us to finance such

essential and legitimate operations as the
purchase of land or live stock and the
making of improvements.

The average farmer who borrows from us
could be clear of debt in five years by set-
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The safety of first mortgages of this char-
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of Investment Service?
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For every client, prompt payment of
interest and principal, and entire freedom

from both worry and care of details.
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monthly savings plan.

Write today for booklet
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phones by the Post-Office Department, the gov-
ernment’s acquisition of the ocean cables also,
after the war was virtually over, and the Post-
master-General's subsequent open indorsement
of the plan of public ownership. Here, too, the
question of ultimate restoration or of perpetual
state control is an inevitable battle-ground. The
public voice has yet to make itself heard dis-
tinctly in regard to all these questions. It will
certainly not assent to reversion to such outworn
restrictions or absence of restriction as formerly
existed with the railways, the wire communica-
tions, or the grain trade. The trend of popular
sentiment on the present railway situation, no
less than the manifest popular attitude regarding
control of prices, fails to indicate enthusiasm for
outright state control. But if this is true, then
the legislative problem, of combining extended
and enlightened public supervision with guaran-
teed private operation, is the one solution left.

The attitude of American financial markets
toward these successive developments, like their
attitude toward the political events in Europe,
was clearly one of suspended judgment. That
prices on the Stock Exchange should on the whole
have drifted slowly toward a lower level was per-
haps merely recognition of the fact that the
good news of returning peace was now in the
background and that those who looked ahead
saw only immediate uncertainties. Yet even the
Stock Exchange failed to show actual despon-
dency or consternation. It merely seemed to be
awaiting actual developments.

ONE of the markets, home or foreign, ap-

peared to pass judgment on the European
economic future. In financial circles of western
Europe it was pretty clearly evident that opinion
was suspended until the nature of the final peace
terms should be known. But condi-
tions in eastern and central Europe
were in one essential matter adding Pa
complications to an already deeply In.{liJ::ion
involved economic situation. That
Russia under the Bolshevik régime should have
incurred for 1918 a public deficit estimated at
$15,000,000,000 to $20,000,000,000, that this de-
ficit should be mainly met by increased paper-
money issues, and that such paper currency
should have increased more than $1 5,000,000,000,
leaving an outstanding total five times as large as
the French assignats of 1795, was not surprising.
Apparently, it pointed only to ultimate partial or
complete repudiation, such as marked the revo-
lutionary experiment of France.

But in Germany also—at the moment when
her national bank was disgorging gold from its
reserve to pay back the Russian indemnity and
the loot from the Belgian banks—an almost
equally formidable paper inflation suddenly got
under way. During December, published state-
ments of the Reichsbank reported new issues of
currency by the bank running up to $200,000,000
weekly, almost as high a figure as the Bank of

Financial Situation, continued on page 52
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THE METHOD

BEHIND
“A-M-1 FARM MORTGAGES”

FIRST STEP:
All applications must come only from fields and cor-
respondents approved by the Company afrer rigid
expert investigation,

SECOND STEP:
No application is accepted unless Aof% personal and
physical security are approved by the executive of-
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appraisers. No loan exceeds 40% of the value of
the Jand alone.

THIRD STEP:
Every “A-M-1 Farm Mortgage'' is completed with
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FOURTH STEP:
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and costs of enforced collection, if required.
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SECURING
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Your accumulated surplus should
be earning 6%, for you and it should
be secure against loss. You can
obtain these results if you invest
through us in farm mortgages.

In denominations of $300or larger,
we offer you the same grade of
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surance companies.

If you want to study the matter
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How Will Peace
Affect the Bonds

I Own?

THIS question, which many
investors are asking, is dis-

cussed in our “Questionnaire
for Investors.” This booklet
gives invaluable information

and contains adequate tests to
be applied to all current types
of securities. It will aid you to
distinguish between the sound
and the unsound. Write today
for this Questionnaire, which
we will send on request, and for

Circular No. B-910
SW.STRAUS & CO.
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Timely News of
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FREE — our little monthly pocket magazine,
*Incomes,'" contains newsy comment on impor-
tant current events. Helpful to the investor.
Its aobject is to serve. We are glad to mail it
free each month.

Write nearvest office today for the

latest issue. Address Dept. B
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High Grade Investment Securities
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Mortgages on
Money-Making Farms
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explaining the methods which have enabled us
to handle farm loans for 28 years without a loss.
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Russia’s output under the Kerensky government.
In the two and a half months following Ger-
many’s first note of submission on October 6, al-
most $1,000,000,000 was added to the German
Bank’s outstanding circulation.

In December that circulation reached a total
figure (nearly §35,000,000,000) which barely failed
of doubling the total of a year before. It was ten
times the outstanding paper circulation of July,
1014, and meantime the issues of war-time cur-
rency at the German “Loan Banks,” which were
close to $3,000,000,000 at the opening of last
October, increased $275,000,000 in the ensuing
month. The nature of Russia’s currency ex-
periment was plain enough. But what was to be
said of this prodigiously rapid inflation in the
Germany of old-time scientific banking and
economic efficiency ?

HAT question interweaved itself in a very
extraordinary way with one of the first po-
litical problems of the hour. It was entirely
inevitable that the question of the indemnity on
Germany should assume a foremost place as soon
as the problems of settlement for the

war came up for consideration. If it Enh;emni
were said that the proposition of ex- et ty
acting money damages from a de- Germany

feated antagonist has in it (as a
whole world has recognized since 1871) something
a bit ignoble, the answer was at hand. The cir-
cumstances under which Germany conducted and
lost this war had been unlike the circumstances
which surrounded any other campaign or series
of campaigns in modern civilization. Even Bis-
marck’s ransom of $1,000,000,000 on prostrate
France, nearly half a century ago, was imposed
at a moment when whatever of physical ruin and
devastation had occurred was the work not of the
French in Germany but of the Germans in France.
There was a plausible-sounding argument to
the effect that, since Napoleon I1I had actually
declared war and since he had therefore forced
Prussia to fight, he and his nation ought to be
mulcted as a consequence. The world was not
aware, for many decades afterward, that the dec-
laration of war by the Paris government was a
result achieved through the clear purpose and
treacherous machination of the government at
Berlin. But whatever might have been the
merits of that question, the 5,000,000,000 francs
imposed by Bismarck represented in no sense
reparation or restitution, but a punitive indem-
nity, exacted by the victor because the enemy
was at his mercy. The original demand for a
war indemnity from Russia, urged by the dele-
gates of victorious Japan in 1go3 at Portsmouth,
was similarly based on other considerations than
damage or destruction by the enemy on Japanese
soil, If it had been, then the oppesition to such
terms by the United States and other neutral
governments, and the consequent withdrawal of
the indemnity stipulation by the Mikado, would
in all probability not have occurred at all.
Financial Situation, continusd on page 54
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Why Are Good
Farm Mortgages
Hard To Obtain

Two Reasons

The supply is limited
Because farmers are so prosperous that
many of them are paving off mortgages
instead of renewing their debts,

and
The demand is heavy

Because great numbers of investors in
unsettled times turn to the kind of invest-
ment which they conceive to be funda-
mentally the safest, and the farm mortgage
is the safest in the minds of many in this
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IT hardly need be said that Germany stands in

an altogether different case. The kind of de-
struction, spoliation, and malicious plundering in
which her armies engaged during the invasion
and_occupation of Belgium is too well known to
need description. But discussion of
an indemnity brings up the principle
again, that when a government which Restitution
has guaranteed a neighbor state
against invasion proceeds to invade it, when its
generals burn whole sections of that nation's
towns and cities, seize the tangible resources of
the country, impose on non-resisting towns a
compulsory and illegal tribute exceeding $s500,-
000,000, remove to Germany the gold reserves of
that country’s banks and the machinery of that
country’s manufacturing establishments, and do
all this while their soldiers and officers are plun-
dering private houses of furniture, pictures, food,
wines, wearing apparel—then there is no more
possibility of disputing the moral, legal, and prac-
tical necessity of money restitution than there
would be of requiring a notorious robber on the
highways to surrender booty captured on his
person.

What is true reg'{rding Germany’s responsi-
bilities for Belgium is.equally true regarding
her conduct in northern France. The claim of
France is in some ways even more urgent; for
whereas, after the first fury of devastation, Ger-
man commanders in Belgium, for their own pur-
poses and with the motive of preventing utter
ruin of a state which they meant eventually to
annex to Germany, had stopped the hand of the
destroyers, in France they continued up to the
close of war a deliberate campaign to achieve
complete industrial and commercial ruin. Noth-
ing like that part of their conduct had been wit-
nessed in modern history. Even the Goths, the
Vandals, and the earlier Huns respected sanc-
tuaries and monuments of religious art, and the
action of the Germans regarding the forests and
orchards of France was the first clear commen-
tary in twenty-five centuries on the meaning of
Isaiah's famous parable against the King of
Babylon: “The fir-trees rejoice at thee, and the
cedars of Lebanon; saying, since thou art laid
down, no feller is come up against us.”

What Germany had done on the sea, in out-
right contravention of the laws of war and of
common humanity, nobody needs to be told.
That she would have to pay for this, her own
statesmen had in principle admitted, during their
communications with the United States over the
Sussex, and in their later negotiations with
Spain. It was no simple matter to calculate
what the aggregate of such righteous money in-
demnities would amount to. Ewven in the mat-
ter of the ships alone, some calculators have fixed
the sum as high as $250,000,000. Belgium her-
self has not officially drawn up her full bill
of reparation. Unofficial calculators have esti-
mated the damage done in Belgium and France,

Financial Situation, continued on page 56

Reparation
nd



How to Invest Large Sums

Safely, Profitably and Conveniently

A security yielding 57 to 67, which has invariably
proven safe, and an unfailing personal service,—
other words, lowa Farm Mortgages and Allfree Ser-
vice have for 22 years, and are today meeting the
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This company, with a paid-in capital
of $250,000, operating under the direct
supervision of the Calcasieu National
Bank of Southwest Louisiana, makes
loans on a conservative basis on well
located, improved farms.

These investments yield the investor
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Although most of our loans are taken
by insurance companies, we invite cor-
respondence from individuals who de-
sire to place funds in high-grade securi-
ties at attractive interest rates.
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Farm Mortgages

The end of the war does not mean
the end of intensive food produc-
tion in America. We now have to
feed not only our Allies, but two
hundred million additional people.

This means even greater wealth for
American farmers and greater se-
curity for farm loans. Our 6%
Farm Mortgages and Bonds, which
come in denominations of $100 up,
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penny for any investor.
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The Object of the

Investor’s Manual

It is obviously important for the investor to ana-
lyze the history of a security before investing in it.
Our INVESTOR'S MANUAL, giving concise
statistics pertaining to all leading issues of
securities, is designed to aid the investor in
making this analysis.

If you are planning February commitments
write for a free copy of the current Manual.
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A Baby Bond ?

More people own Baby Bonds than
know that they are Baby Bonds.

Every $50 and $100 bond is a Baby
nd.

But there are other Baby Bonds than
Liberty Bonds. There are many good
ones, too.

You will be interested in a list of
attractive issues. Send for it.
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for which restitution must be and will be exacted,
at aggregate figures Tunning all the way from
$5 000,000,000 to $15,000,000,000.

HORTLY before the Conference itself assem-

bled, however, the whole discussion became
suddenly complicated through a quite unexpected
public announcement made by various members
of the British Government. It was repeatedly
set forth by them that Germany Lioyd
would be required to pay the entire Gggrge’s
amount which the war had cost her Proposal

led with the explicit statement that this total
cost to the Allies was £24,000,000,000, or say
$120,000,000,000, of which England’s share was
£8,000,000,000, or $40,000,000,000. A sense of
perplexity, to some extent even a feeling of dis-
like, was rather quickly manifest even among the
best friends of England and the strongest ene-
mies of Germany. This feeling was occasioned,
partly because Lloyd George and his colleagues
had spoken in advance both of the Peace Confer-
ence and of any statement of their claims by
France or Belgium; partly because the speeches
seemed to have rather close relation to the pend-
ing general election in Great Britain; partly be-
cause of the contrast between the declaration
that the enemy ““will have to pay the uttermost
farthing that it is possible to wring from them”
with the British Premier's statement of Novem-
ber 13 that we must “set our faces against any
base, sordid squalid idea of vengeance and of
avarice” buL partly also because of the total in-
ability of any one to conceive in just what way a
nation or government, however morally respon-
sible for payment of such amounts, would be able
to pay them.

That Germany deserved any punishment which
the Conference should see fit to impose, few people
seemed to doubt. It was also recognized, from
a practical point of view, that Germany would
have no friends at the table around which her
fate would be under discussion. Whereas Eng-
land spoke a good word for France in 1871, France
for defeated Russia in 1905, Germany for Turkey
in 1013, and whereas even France of the first
Napoleon was to a large extent protected by the
Austrian delegates in 1814, the Germany of 1918
could have in the international discussion only
cold and resentful enemies. This fact, however,
only added to perplexity over the pra.cllcal prob-
lem of indemnity.

That problem clearly involved three distinct
questions: What ought in right to be the basis on
which to fix the amount of such exaction from a
defeated state? Could that state actually pay
the indemnity assigned, and how? Finally, what
would be the longer economic effect of such pay-
ment on the nation which paid and on the nations
which received it?

As to the basis on which the payment should
be fixed, Lloyd George in his December speeches
answered: “ The cost to her enemies of the war for
which Germany was responsible,” and to this he



added: “We have an absolute right.” Yet it had | [ D
at least to be admitted that for just this method The :
of calculation there was no precedent whatever, P . 67 s .

unless Bismarck’s exaction of 1871 were to be so remier 0 CCUl'lty
regarded. No indemnity was imposed on such a

basis after the Balkan War, or the Russian-Jap- It is possible to obtain investments

anese War, or the Crimean War. It was pro- yielding more than 6% but do they
posed but not granted in the Manchurian War; offer adequate security? Investments
and although an indemnity of 700,000,000 francs, can be bf"“m}?) “fhlljl'!_ ae 'i'lx"lcmfflv
or $140,000,000, was imposed on France in the SECHEC; DRE GRe WEIC INUDRAY, SO
Treaty of Peace in 1815, even that was chiefly |
due to the persistence of Prussia, whose generals
had already levied a *‘ war contribution” of 100,-
000,000 francs on Paris, and the total sum was not
one-twentieth part of the cost of the Napoleonic
wars to England alone.

The British Government, indeed, actually re-
turned to France in 1815 three of the French
colonial possessions captured in the war. 1In re-
turn for Cape Colony, Curagoa, and Demerara,
taken from France's ally and vassal, Holland,
Great Britain actually paid $30,000,000 to the
new Dutch Government. This was an action
never paralleled under the circumstances, save
on the two occasions when the United States paid Y PERMANENT AND PROFITABLE
$12,000,000 to defeated Mexico for her cession of O 00 EMPLOYMENT OF FUNDS
California and $20,000,000 to defeated Spain for

cession of the Philippines. 4'000 On-Time

Our farm mortgages are entitled to be
termed “ The Premier 67 Investment
Security. They offer to an excep-
tional degree safety combined with
liberal income.

Write for ewrrent list. Denominations $400 and up

INVESTORS MORTGAGE COMPANY

R. B. Bisuorp, President
610 Canal Bank Annex NEW ORLEANS, LA.
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S to the second consideration, how any such Interest Payments
indemnity would or could be paid, that was .
bound to depend on the figure fixed for the in- Last December 1st interest became due on

: T : : 3 approximately 4000 farm mortgages negoti-
demnity. Such payments are not made in the ated by ms. Checks were mailed from onr

way which m_lghl at first glance be supposed. office paying every investor on time the in-
When France was called on to make terest due him

How PR h :

., payment, w ree years after . - A
France Paid [‘.{-11\ l'rn(.’n; “Il}fm’l ! - o}o ! ﬁfrtanf_‘s It is an unfailing feature of our service to re-
Prussia i ":1‘-‘" l‘:i?-{i 0 3‘0(:., ‘00! E)OOI\’ mit interest to investor prompﬂy. whether
in 1871 In " gold, silver, national bank-notes, or not we have collected from the borrower.

or first-class bills of exchange,” the
French bankers went at once to work to raise the
money. It was paid well within the time as-
signed, bhut in a wholly unexpected manner.
Actual shipment of French gold and silver footed
up only 512,878,058 francs, or barely one-tenth
of the full indemnity.

The gold reserve of the Bank of France was
not exhausted, and it presently became even
larger than before the war. No less than 4,248 -
coo,000 francs out of the 5,000,000,000 total was
paid in bills of exchange drawn upon European

ities tside of France, these bills having been
g‘el:f?egulljﬁwug{i] a ren:turkabl_vtsuccessl'ul floating FARM LOA—NS 8
of French Government loans on the other Euro- I F M CO SERVICE

pean markets. To the largest indemnity loan,

Write Sor deseriptive list of curvent offerings

PETTERJANMDCOMPANY

SERVING INVESTORS SATISFACTORILY OVER JO YEARS
CAPITAL AND SURPLUS $400,000
MEKNIGHT BLDG. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.

4 AP P =
@ Investors Should Read
(@,

for instance, which was for 3,500,000,000 francs, discussing
no less than 1,541,000,000 francs was subscribed Interest rates after the War
in such foreign markets—even German bankers Peace will increase farm profits

and investors “'kmg.‘”l‘} -:'4‘{51.-; i EALE, t‘h"‘ larg- Rising land values add safety
est share of any foreign subscribing market. In i, - e J
other words, nearly half of the entire indemnity Why t_'ﬂ‘_ Mortgages Yield 7(70
to Germany was raised outside of France, and

almost 14 per cent of it in the markets of her

pri:é(;]':fd;_:?t d“%ggr]lblth e present war ended, held in THE IRRIGATED FARMS MORTGAGE (0.

- : J.V.N, &
the vaults of her national bank some $580,000,000 p,.,s;db.:-.':" DeNVER,COLO. "’?EZ’,'.E'Q".;I‘“

Wrice far pamphdee and list
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First Mortgade

Jerial Payment Gold Bonds,

Netting Buyer

Secured by metropoli-
tan 3-story, brick and
tile apartment struc-
ture of 30 apartments,
all modern, located
near heart of Atlanta
husiness district.

Barr Cn:.rrf)]'par.“man" Atlanta.oe. Denominations: $100,

ties:

$500, $1000. Maturi-
2 to 10 years. Interest semi-annually. Interest and

annual repayment of §3500 payable to Trustee monthly
in advance. Bonds free from normal Federal Income
Tax up to 4%, and free from State taxes in Georgia.
Trustees: G. L. Miller, President, G. L. Miller & Co., and Trust
Company of Georgia, Atlanta, Ga.

Property valued $125,c00. This bond issue $55.000. Gross estimated
income $20,000—more than enough to pay interest 5 times over.

Atlanta, Ga., is the heart of the developing South. MILLER
SERVICE is of established prestige. This structure authorized by
WAR INDUSTRIES BOARD, Washington, D. C., under license

N o,
on'

8r0. All bonds under MILLER SERVICE safeguards, sold
' money-back "' principle.
Ask for booklet, " MILLER SERVICE,—How This
Protects the Bond-buyer.” Also, illustrated ** Circular
No. 158" with plat of business district of Atlanta,
Ga., detailing the exact location of this structure.

Order bonds now and pay with January dividends.
G.L.MILLER & COMPANY, lI2 Hurt Bldg., Atlanta, Ga.

I 6% NetT on FARM MORTGAGES ([N

7% Real Estate
Mortgages
In Temple and other prosperous cities of the

Black Land Belt of Texas we negotiate first mort-
gage loans on income bearing city property.

No loan exceeds 507 of the value of the property.
" Safe Investments,’ a 16-page booklet, explains
the essential features of safe and profitable in-
vestment. Sent on request.
R.O0.Curpr & COMPANY
TEMPLE, TEXAS

SN 7% NET ON CITY MORTGAGES IIlIII1IIII!II|l|||—

=1 20

~

Safety-Service - Satisfaction

The satisfaction you would experience by in-
vesting in lowa and Missouri Farm Mortgages
through us would arise not only because of the
high character of your investment, but also be-
cause of the extremely thoughtful personal ser-
vice we would give you.

May we submit current offerings, furnish refer-
ences and explain how we would serve you?

For nearly a quarter
of a century

we have paid 6% on Time Certif-
icates, issued for $100 or more, and
have never been a day late in mailing
checks for semi-annual interest or
with [J.FJ“A]‘

For 16 years we have paid 5% on Certificates issued
for $25 or more and plyable on demand.

Our Certificates are amply protected by first mortgage

on improved real estate in which all our investments
are made.

RBooklet gives full information—uwrite for if.

The Calvert Mortgage Company
867 Calvert Building, Baltimore, Md.

%o Minnesota Farm Mortgages

Good Minnesota first farm mortgages are
classed by financial authorities among the
most desirable and conservative investments.
We have for sale a select list of Minnesota Farm Mort-
gages, ranging from $300 to $10,000, paying 6%. Every
one has been personally investigated by officers of this
company who have had 12 years experience appraising
Minnesota farm property. Write us fully regarding your
investment problems.

Free Subscription to Farm

Mortgage Journal. Full of timely, interesting
and valuable news on mortgage investments. Upon re-
quest, your name will be put on our mailing list.

TRAUB & MANTZ MORTGAGE CORP.
FARM MORTGAGE BANKERS
264 McKNIGHT BLDG. MINNEAPOLIS

35 Years Expenence

Our First Farm Mortgages
and Real Estate Bonds have
bheen purr‘haeed byinvestors
for more than 35 years with-

out the loss of a do]]ar. Send for de-

1-,

scriptive pamphlet * and current
offerings. Amounts to suit, 6% net.

E. J. LANDER & CO., Grand Forks, N. D.

Capital and Surplus $500,000

The Most Vital Investment Factor

Safety—both of principal and interest—is what every investor
should consider first—not only the man who has never in-
vested before but the investor who has experienced losses.

There are other factors to consider too—but onl AFTER
SAFETY IS ASSURED. For example: a satisfactory in-
come, convertibility into cash and freedom from violent
price fluctuation,

Write today for a copy of our Booklet H-4 describing
Municipal Bonds which we will send without charge upon

request,

S’tﬁBroﬂTfS
&Co
INVESTMENT BONDS

1013-15 Baltimore Avenue Kansas City, Mo.
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goid, and that was pretty much all the actual
treasure of the kind within the country’s boun-
daries, It would not go far toward meeting the
indemnity named by the British statesmen. Un-
like the France of 1871, Germany has to-day
neither a huge reserve of securities of foreign na-
tions nor an accumulated trade credit against her
foreign customers. The one had heen disposed
of on the markets at outbreak of the war; the
other was not only counterbalanced, prior to
July of 1914, by her own indebtedness on trade
account (to England in particular), but the for-
eign trade of Germany had been extinct since the
British fleet, a month after that date, drew up it
line of blockade in the North Sea. Behind all
such aspects of the question stood the fact that,
as against the suggested $120,000,000,000 requisi-
tion, the estimate by Doctor Helfferich, on the
total wealth of Germany in 1913, was $75,000,-
000,000,

HESE simple facts explain why the esti-
mates and proposals of the English states-
men, in December, did not seem to be taken
seriously anywhere. The French statisticians,
though they figured out an indemnity bill of

gme no such total figure as the British
i tke 5 premier. But even with the plan of
Penalty assessing Germany for the full cost of

war abandoned as impossible, there
would still remain some curious questions: Just
how would the defeated states raise the money
even for reparation and restitution? Could it be
done without large grants of credit to Germany,
even by her recent enemies? What would be the
effect on economic Germany, already buried in
a mountain of depreciated paper? How would

Germany’s payment, either of principal or inter- |
est on a newly created foreign debt, be possible |

without that reopening of English and other

foreign ports to German products, which the |

British statesmen, in the recent electoral cam-
paign, had declared would not be permitted?

These are the very unusual considerations
which surround this immediate problem of the
Conference. Behind them stand such other per-
plexing questions as that suggested hy the ex-
perience of the seventies, when the great panic
of 1873, coming in rapid sequence to the war of
1871 and the indemnity payment which followed,
was vastly more destructive in Germany, which
received the five thousand million francs, than in
France which paid them. Other questions will
arise; possibly some which have never before
arisen in the course of international relations.
The indemnity problem will not be settled by
demanding impossibilities. Reparation and resti-
tution will not be obtained from a people unable
to raise the amount prescribed. Conceivably, the
problem may turn out to be itself inextricably in-
volved in the new financial and economic bonds
whose mutual responsibilities, under some sort of
League of Nations, will be part of future inter-
national history.

$50,000,000 for France alone, named |
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The Months Ahead

To adjust your business to
new conditions rapidly devel-
oping, you need facts. There
are no precedents to go by
and you can’t guess your way
along. Babson's Reports will
be a practical help.

Avoid worry. Cease depending on rumors
or luck. Recognize that all action is followed
by equal reaction. Work with a definite policy
based on fundamental statistics.

Write Dept. H-26 of

Babson’s Statistical Organization
Wellesley Hills, Mass.

Particulars sent free.

Engineering Building

Largest Organization of its Character in the World

Your Post-War Investment

! The several Liberty Loans issued during
| thewar have taught investors to demand
a wide margin of safety and to place
their funds in essential investments.

The

the

responsibility  resting
American farmer in the task of feeding

upon

the world is recognized by all. Farm
mortgages appeal to the good judgment
and the patriotic impulses of careful in-
vestors because they'are safe; essential in-
vestments offering an attractive income.

May we swbmit owr offerings of 6% investments?

LIBERTY TRUST COMPANY

FORREST C COCHRAN-Pres
cCaPITAL $ 250,000

SAS CITY, MISSOURI ,

f‘.
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THE PURPOSE
OF ODD LOTS

The two principal purposes of odd
lots are to facilitate diversification
for the small investor and to bring
sound investment opportunities
within his means.

We render council to investors in
planning diversified investments,
and we maintain facilities for exe-
cuting orders for standard securities
in odd lots by outright purchase,
partial payment plan, or on con-
servative margin.

If interested write for particulars.

HERRICK & BENNETT
Members NewYork Stock Exchange

66 Broadway, -New ljork
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137 So. La Salle Slrecl

A High Grade 7%
Preferred Stock

To those desiring safety of principal and
stability of dividends we recommend the
7% Cumulative First Preferred stock of
the Texas Electric Railway.

This interurban property operates in the
heart of the cotton belt of Texas. It is
26g miles in length, well constructed and
ably managed.

At R

Its net income, which has shown a sub-
stantial increase month by month, is

equal to eleven times the dividend re-
quirements for the First Preferred stock.

Send for our new descriptive circular.

Price To Yield 7.299,

BABCOCK RUSHTON
& COMPANY

.{ "uJ‘«m

Members of:

7 Wall Street

Chicago, llis. New York, New York

THE STORY O E SIS
NEW YORK
STOCK EXCHANGE

VII—The Odd Lot

By Witriam W. Craic

(This is the seventh of a series of short articles on the Stock Exchange
appearing in the Investment Section of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.)

HE time was not so long ago when Stock

Exchange firms were not overenthusiastic
in the execution of orders for five, ten, or fifteen
shares of stock. They felt that this class of busi-
ness was hardly worth the expense entailed in
the clerical work of keeping records of transac-
tions for which commissions were of trifling
amount. The hundred-share unit had been
established as the minimum for the general run
of speculative operations, and it required some-
thing in a way of an evolution of business to
bring the fractional amount of stock into promi-
nence.

There are few, if any, brokerage houses which
are now unwilling to handle orders to buy or sell
small lots of stock with the same care as the “full”
lots of 100 shares each. The change has been
brought about by the rapid increase in recent
yvears of investment in securities by persons of
moderate means, and also through the increase
of speculation in “odd lots.”

An odd lot of stock is the term applied to any
amount of shares from one to ninety-nine. In
practice the buyer of an odd lot on the Stock
Exchange has to pay a slight fraction above the
price which 1co shares of the same stock would
command in the market at the same moment
the purchase is made. In selling he receives
usually a small fraction less than 1oo shares
would have brought. The commission rates
vary with different brokers. Most firms will not
execute any order, whether for one share or more,
for less than &1, and from 3 shares upward the
charge for several years past has been 124 cents
a share to buy or sell if the stock is quoted above
$10 per share and 614 cents per share if the stock
is appraised in the market under $1o.

The rapid growth of the odd-lot business de-
veloped a distinct method of handling it on the
Exchange. Brokerage firms undertook to special-
ize in fractional amounts of stock, with the result
that several houses do nothing but conduct this
class of business. They act for their own ac-
count and as they are dealers, as distinguished
from brokers, they do not charge a commission
on their orders. They buy from and sell to the
commission brokers and thus they are not di-
rectly intermediaries between the public and
the market. A brokerage firm which receives
from an individual customer an order to buy 10
shares of Union Pacific, say, telephones the order
to its representative on the Exchange, who goes

| to a broker representing an odd-lot firm. If the



order is to buy at the lowest price obtainable at
the moment, the dealer sells the stock at a figure
a fraction above the price which 100 shares of
the stock commands at the next sale after the
order is received. That is, the market for the
larger unit governs the market for the smaller
lot. ;

A similar method is followed in completing a
selling order for an odd lot, except that the price
received is a fraction less than the 1co-share
price. The buver of an odd lot, of course, has
the privilege of designating the price which he
desires to pay, and in that case the order is kept
open by the dealer until the price is reached by
market fluctuations. Also, the buyer may direct
that the stock be secured at the price which is
being bid for 100 shares, and a seller may order
his stock sold at the price at which 100 shares
are being offered when his order reaches the
floor. The method followed in most cases, how-
ever, is to base the price for an odd lot on the
price of a full unit, the difference generally being
one-eighth of 1 per cent between the full lot
and the odd lot.

The procedure mentioned is allowed by Stock
Exchange practice. The odd-lot dealer accumu-
lates fractional lots until he has roo shares, and
then he sells 100 shares in one block, clearing his
record in a single transaction. Thus he is con-
stantly trading against his commitments. When
he sells fractional lots he sells them “‘short,”
unless his firm happens to have the stock on
hand, and when his books show that he is short
100 shares, he buys 100 shares in a single lot.
He is then in position to have the roo-shares
lot split up into fractional amounts and de-
%ivered to the brokers to whom he sold the odd
ots.

Were it not for the presence of dealers in odd
lots, it might be difficult at times for orders in
fractional amounts to be executed. The dealers
are always ready to buy or sell, they make the
market. Because of the activity of the dealers
there is as free a market for odd lots on the Stock
Exchange as for the regular units of 100 shares.

The application of the term “odd lot” is made
more particularly -to stocks on the Exchange
than to those in the outside market. In case of
stocks whose primary dealings are conducted
between firms which buy and sell for their own
account, the fractional lot is frequently much
more in evidence than the full unit. High-priced
issues, such as stocks of the so-called Standard
0il group and certain public utility companies,
change hands in lots of less than 100 shares as
the usual thing, and the prices are governed by
the law of supply and demand, with no reference
to the current quotation for roo shares.

While the major portion of all purchases of
odd lots represents investment purchases for
cash, speculative ventures in them have in recent
years become an important factor in the business
of the market-place. There are Stock Exchange
firms which decline to carry fractional amounts
of stock on margin, but they have passed into
the minority.
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Sullivan Machinery

Organized 1850
No Bonds No Preferred

Before the war this company had
practically monopolized the market
in England for coal mining ma-
chinery.

In 1913 it paid 18%

Manufactures many other types
of mining machinery.
A real peace industry.

$27 Paid in 1918

Circular on Request

Earnest E. Smith & Co.

Specialists in New England Securities
52 Devonshire Street, Boston

Members New York and Boston Stock Exchanges ‘

The Increased
Investment Value

of the Dollar

Fromi an investment standpoint the
purchasing power of the dollar is
much above normal.

The investor may obtain high grade
bonds at prices netting unusually high
return considering safety. Further-
more there is a strong possibility that
his capital will be increased through
an enhanced value of the securities.

We have prepared a circular of selected
sound bonds which will be sent upon request.

Partial Payment Plan

We will purchase from one share and up-
wards of substantial dividend paying Stock
Exchange securities on a moderate initial
payment—balance in monthly installments.

4

Booklet on request,
Lloyd & Company
Members New York Stock Exchange Since 1879
135 Broadway New York




Following is a list of literature now available.

INVESTMENT LITERATURE FOR FREE DISTRIBUTION

Many instructive and interesting booklets, circulars, and periodicals on investment and kindred sub-
jects are published by financial institutions whose advertising appears in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.
To obtain the booklets in which you are interested, write

direct to the issuing houses, mentioning the Investor’s Service Bureau of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE.

CURRENT INVESTMENT OFFERINGS

A High Grade 7% Preferred Stock: Babcock, Rushton &
Co., 137 S. La Salle Street, Chicago, Ill.

Attractive Investments: Geo. M. Forman & Co,, Chicago, Til.

Foreign Bonds: Herrick & Bennett, 66 Broadway, New York.

Investment Recommendations: Guargnly Trust Co., 140
Broadway, New Yor,

March Investment List: 5. W. Straus & Co., 150 Broad-
way, New YVork, or Siraus Building, Chicago.

Short-Time Investment Yielding 8% : Peabody, Houghteling
& Company.

The Century Steel Co.: Earnest E. Smith & Co., 52 Devon-
shire Street, Boston, Mass.

INVESTMENT AND FINANCIAL SUBJECTS

Banking Service for Foreign Trade: Guaranly Trust Com-
fpany, 150 Brosduway, New Vork.

Bonds as Safe as Our Cities: Wm. R. Compton Co., St
Louis, Mo.

Bonds and the Investor: Scribmer's Magazine, 507 Fifth
Avenue, New York.

Export Trade Combinations Under the Webb Law: Guar-
anty Trust Company, 140 Broadway, New York.

Getting the Most Out of Your Money: Babson's Statistical
Organization, Wellesley Hills, Mass.

Ho;v t: Invest: Scribner's Magazine, s07 Fifth Avenue, New

orR.

Incomes: Breed, Elliott & Harrizon, 105 South La Salle
Street, Chicago, Ill,

In‘l!'Estkcr's Manual: Johnson & Wood, 115 Broadway, New

ork.

$100 Bonds: Jokn Muir & Co., 61 Broodway, New York.

New England Investment Securities: Earnest E, Smith & Co.,
52 Devonshire Street, Boston, Mass.

New War Revenue Bill Booklet (available after passing of
l;gvcknul: bill): A. B. Leach & Co., 62 Cedar Sireet, New

ore.

Odlg Lft Investment: John Muir & Co., 61 Broadway, New

ork.

Our Foreign Bond Holdings: Secribuner’s Magazine, sor Fifth
Avenue, New Vork.

Par Value of Stocks Listed on the New York Stock Ex-
change (when par varies from usual $100): Lleyd & Co.,
135 Broadway, New Vork.

Tue Srory or THE NEW York Stock EXCHANGE:

(Separate booklets under the following titles,)
What Is the Stock Exchange?
Exchange Members and What They Dao.
The Sinews of the Market.
Investment and Speculation.
Dimensions of the Market—Long and Short.
The Committee on Business Conduct.
The Odd Lot.
Scribner's Magasine, 507 Fifth Avenue, New YVork.
United States Government War Loans: a complete de-

scription of the original and converted issues of Liberty
Bonds: The National City Co., 55 Wall Street, New York.

What Evervone Should Know about Liberty Bonds: Serib-
ner's Magasine, so7 Fifth Avenue, New Vork.

MUNICIPAL BONDS

Bonds That Always Pay: Kauffman-Smith-Emert I'nuvest-
ment Co,, St. Louis, Mo.

Bonds as Safe as Our Cities: Wm. R Compton Co., St
Louis, Mo.

How to Invest without Loss: Stern Brothers & Co., Kansas
City, Mo.

The Advantage of Investing in Municipal Bonds: Stacy
& Braun, Toledo, 0.

The Investment Position of Municipal Bonds: Seribner's
Magaczine, 507 Fifth Avenue, New York.

The South and Southern Municipal Bonds: Stacy & Braun,
Toledo, Ohio,

PARTIAL PAYMENT PLAN
A Safe Way to Save: Bankers Mortgage Company, Des
oines, fowa.

Investing Your Monthly Savings: Lleyd & Co., 135 Broad-

way, New Vork,

Partial Payment Investments: Secribmer’s Magasine, 507
Fifth Avenue, New York.

Pa;ﬁnj Payment Plan: John Muir & Co., 61 Broadway, New
ark. '

Partial Payments for Investment Securities; Herrick &
Benunett, 66 Broadway, New York.
REAL ESTATE INVESTMENTS

A Buyer’s Guide to Good Investment: Federal Bond & Mort-
yage Co., go §. Griswold Street, Detroit, Mich.

Miller Service: G. L. Miller & Co., Atlanta, Ga.

Six Per Cent Time Certificates: Calverf Morigage Company,
867 Calvert Bldg,, Baltimore, Md.

The Key to Safe Investment: Federal Bond & Morigage
Co., go S. Griswold Street, Detroit, Mich.

FARM MORTGAGE INVESTMENTS

Alberta Farm Mortgages: Associated Morigage Investors,
Rochester, N. ¥.

6%Hfarm Mortgages: Petters and Company, Minncapolis,

inn,

Farm Land Bonds. Wells-Dickey Company,

Farm Mortgage Investments, Minneapolis, Minn.

Farm Loans and 1. F. M. Co. Service: The Irrigated Farms
Mortgage Co., Denver, Col.

Farm Mortgagedoumni: Traub & Mantz Mortgage Corp.,
Minneapolis, Minn.

Federal Farm Loan Act: Geo. M. Forman & Co., Chicago, Il

How Forman Farm Mortgages Are Made: Geo. M. Forman
& Co., Chicago, Il

Tlustrated Farm Mortgage Investments: New England
Securities Co., Kansas City, Mo.

Investing for Safety and Profit: Liberty Trust Co., Kansas
City, Mo.

Investograph: Gold-Stebeck Company, Minncapolis, Minn.

Investors' Monthly Bulletin: The Straus Brothers Company,
Otis Bidg., Chicage, Tl

TIowa and Missouri Farm Mortgages: The Phaeniz Trust
Co., Ottumwa, Towa.

Towa Investments: Bankers Morlgage Company, Des
Moines, Iowa.

Mortgages on Money-Making Farms: Capital Trus &
Savings Bank, 5. Pawl, Minn.

Mortgages Payable in Gold: The Tile G 1y and
Trust Co., Bridgeport, Conn, IREIERAION Y
Peace Investments: Investors Mortgage Co., New Orleans,

a.

Safe Investments: R. 0. Culp & Co., Temple, Texas,

Southern Farm Mortgages: Sessions Loan & Trust Co.,
Marietta, Ga.

Southwest Louisiana Farm Mortgages: Southwest Louisiana
Farm Mortgage Co. Inc., Lake (?‘f;des, La.

The Farm Mortgage as an Investment.

The Farmer Must Be Fingnced.

The Story of the Farm Mortgage Bankers' Association.

How Sound Farm Mortgages Are Made.
Scribner’s Magasine, 597 Fifth Avenue, New Vork.

The Great Wheat Way: The Farm Morigage Trust Co., To-
peka, Kans.

The Northwest in Agriculture: Vermont Loan & Trust Co.,
Brattlebara, Vi.

“ \g:'riesll"‘:‘%v]};‘uu the Ground™: E. J. Lander & Co., Grand

Your Investment Problem Simplified: H. B. Allfree, Inc.,
Newton, Towa.



If the great war had been fought
in George Washington’s time

Of all the military problems that
confronted George Washington
there was none greater than that of
feeding his armies.

Meat, the fighting man’s most im-
portant ration then as now, was
especially hard to obtain. Much of
the time his soldiers had to depend
for sustenance on what they could
get by foraging.

* * *

America’s jobof meatsupply,inthe
great war just ended, was a thou-
sandfold bigger than Washington's.
It was a job of feeding not only our
own huge forces here and abroad
but the Allied armies as well.

America succeeded because she
hadathercommand what Washing-
ton didn’t have—thousandsof pros-
perous farms,and cenfralizedlarge-
scale organizatior.s like that of
Swift & Company for the produc-
tion and distribution of meat.

How well Americasucceeded,how
well her meat machinery stood the

test, is evidenced by a French mili-
taryauthority who not only said that
France could nothaveheld out with-
out our support, but asserted that
“the men over there in the French
trenches are the best-fed men in
Europe.”

Togivesomeideaof theimmensity
of the food problem —Swift & Com-
pany in one single month shipped
2,012 carloads of provisions over-
seas, valued at $21,268,000.

If America had beendependenton
the meat supply methods of Wash-
ington's time, or even of Civil War
time, it is not difficult to imagine
what would have happened.

Speaking along this line,an Amer-
ican official said that it would have
been a super-human task to gather
and handle the meat necessary to
feed the people during this great
war if conditions had been the
same as they were “during the Civil
War, when the meat industry was
scattered all over the country.”

Swift & Company, U.S. A.

Established 1868
A nation-wide organization owned by more than 23,000 stockholders




Menthol Cough Drops
Give Quick Relief

Popular in the Service
Here and “Over There”

Luden’s bring soothing comfort to nose and
throat—refreshing the mouth, purifying the
breath. A handy aid to everyone—indoors
or outdoors.

Look for familiar Luden yellow sanitary
package—in stores and Post Exchanges.

Luden’s will greet you in the ¥.M.C. A.

“Over There.”
Wm. H. Luden, Reading, Pa.

ESTABLISHED 1879)-

The Inhalation Treat-
ment for Whooping-
Cough, Spasmodic Croup,
Colds, Catarrh, Asthma,
Bronchitis, Coughs.

UiTsed whil

Simple, safe and effective, avoiding internal drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene relieves the paroxysms of Whoop-
ing-Cough and Spasmodic Croup at once; it nips the
common cold before it has a chance of developing into
something worse, and experience shows that a meplected
cold is a dangerous cold. P

Mrs. Ballington Booth says: ""No family, where there
are young children, should be without this lamp."”

Tﬁc air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with
every breath, makes breathing easy and relieves the con-
gestion, assuring restful nights.

It is called a boon by Asthma sufferers.

For the bronchial complications of Scarlet Fever and
Measles, and as an aid in the treatment of Diphtheria,
Cresolene is valuable on account of its powerful germi-
cidal qualities,

It is a protection to those exposed.

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 39 years of suc-
cessful use.

Sold by Druggists.

‘e you sleep”"

Send for descriptive bookler.

he irritated throat, com-
i Cresclene, They can't
. in stampe

Of your druggist or from

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St.,, N. Y.
or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

4

Old Fown Ca

Don’t Wear
a Truss

Brooks’ Appliance, the
modernscientific invention, the
wonderful new discovery that
relieves rupture, will be sent
on trial. No obnoxious springs
or pads. MR. C. E. BROOKS

Brooks’ Rupture Appliance

Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and
draws the broken parts together as you would
a broken limb. No salves. No lies. Durable,
cheap. Sent on trial to prove it, Protected by
U. S. patents. Catalog and measure blanks
mailed free. Send name and address today

Brooks Appliance Co., 118 State St., Marshall, Mich.

UTDOOR LIFE made the American
soldier fit to fight and win. It
builds up mind and body. Canoeing isa
benefiting and fascinating sport, ''Pad-
dle Your Own Canoce—and besure it'san
01d Town—theMaster Canoe." Staunch,

Canoeing at
Mary Lyon

Model’” — the family School

canoe,
Prices $51 and up.

Send for catalog.
OLD TOWN
CANOE CO.
883 Fourth 5t

Old Town, Maine



Inflamed gums—a cause
of loose teeth

YORRHEA is undoubt-
edly a vital danger to both
gums and teeth. Tender
S gums indicate it, and with it
come loosening teeth. Imper-
ceptibly at first, the gums re-
cede from the normal gum
line. Theyinflame. They pre-
sent many tiny openings for
millions of bacteria to anack
the unenameled tooth base.
Tooth-base decay quickly
follows. Even if the cav-

recede.  R.emember, too,
that inflamed and bleeding
gums act as so many door-
ways for disease germs to
enter the system—infecting
joints or tonsils—or causing
other ailments,
Against this
(Riges'
tooth-pastes are power-
less. Yet Pyorrhea auacks
four out of five people
who are over forty, and
many under this age. But
Forhan's—if used in time

Pyorrhea

positively prevents Pyor-
rhea. [t is a scientfic
tooth cleanser as well,
Brush your teeth with it
See how promptly bleed-
ing or gum tenderness
ceases and how your
teeth are kept white,clean
and free from tartar,

If gume-shrinkage has
already set in, start using
‘Forhan's and consult a
dentist immediately for
special reatment.

e and 60c tubes
All Drogaists
FORHAN (0.

20t 6th dve,,

To the ART STUDENT a knowledge
of ANATOMY is absolutely necessary
to produce good DRAFTSMANSHIP.

PRACTICAL ART ANATOMY

—Lutz
$1.50, Fully Ilustrated
is of greatest walue

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
597 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK

disease) ordinary |

and used consistently— |

ity be filled and the tooth |
saved, the gums continue to |

TS

Prevent Infection

The daily use of Absorbine, Jr., as a
mouth wash is healthful and refreshing.
It kills germs and is a true preventive.
It is made of herbs — contains no acids

or minerals — and is safe and pleasant
to use.

In his report on Absorbine, Jr.
ing exhaustive tests, Prof. J.
logical Chemist, Washington,

, after mak-
D. Hird, Bio-
D. C., writes:

“Four or five drops of Absorbine, Jr., to an

ounce of water iz sufficient to lllnruu;.,hlv
cleanse the mouth and teeth of injurious bac-
teria, without injurious action on the teeth."”

orbineJt
THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

Thiin made Sk b B

in addition to being an efficient germi-
cide, accomplishes everything usually
expected of a high-grade liniment. Tt
is needed daily for the numerous little
hurts that come through work in and
about the home—for the children’s
bruises in their rough-and-tumble play.
Cleanses and Heals — cuts, bruises, lacera-
tions, sores.

Reduces Inflammation and Swelling —
from sprains, wrenches, swollen veins and
glands; tired, aching feet.

Relieves Aches and Pains —soothing and
cooling.
Absorbine, Jr., is mild
but powerful —has a
pleasing odor, does not
stain or leave a greasy
Highly con-
and only
required at
an application,

$1.25 a Bottle

at druggists or postpaid

A Liberal Trial Bottle

will be sent to your address on
receipt of 10 cents in stamps.
Send for trial bottle or procure
regular size from your druggist
to-day.

W.F.YOUNG,P.D.F.
255 Temple St.
SPRINGFIELD, MASS.

residue.
centrated
few

a
drops

ﬁ
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' The Quiet, Warm BrownTonesor RED GUM

“"AMERICA'S FINEST CABINET 00D, IMPART AN ATMOSPHERE OF HOSPITALITY AND CHEER.
R T s R T R ST o e e B e

TVINLIVN SIT

049 WIVM 'HOIY Vv ANOL
TOOMOYVH ONINIANT NV

HONOL AL OL NILVS SV JA0SLHX

wHITHBLOL AOL'V,, 'NM

* EUROPE WAS USING AMERICAN RED GUM FOR FINE CABINET-
' WORK YEARS BEFORE AMERICA'S PRIDE AWOKE TO ITS OWN.

Enjoy Beaury? With Enowledpe?
F¥'rite for Samples Write for Bookler B A
1335 Bank of

Rep Gum Division, AmericaN Harowoop MFRrs. AssN. Gmmerss il MeEmpris, TENN. J

HODGSON#&:S

PRING will be along again soon, with all its old charm and what will

seem to be new allurements. Are you going to let another summer go

by without putting up that cottage for the family or that play house for the

children? Or, possibly you need a garage, poultry house, tool house or

dog kennel. The Hodgson Catalog will give you good ideas and be a
practical help in deciding what to do and how to do it.

It is beautifully illustrated with almost every kind of a house
you can imagine and the unique Hodgson System is fully explained. ‘Qﬁ’
Hodgson Houses are built in sections, painted and

all, ready to be set up quickly and easily by even
inexperienced help. i

The best time fo order is soon. Then you will be sure of getting
your house when you want it. Send for the Catalog NOW, P

E. F. HODGSON CO.

Room 244, 71-73 Federal St., Boston, Mass.
© East 39th Street, New York City
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TRAVELERS LETTERS OF CREDIT

Special Service

Many Americans still remain on the other side.

To those in the Army, Navy, Red Cross, Y. M. C. A.
or other similar organizations we issue LETTERS
OF CREDIT free of commission.

Special American representative in Paris at the office of
Credit Commercial de France, 20 Rue Lafayette, Paris. His
services and advice are at the disposal of our friends.

BROWN BROTHERS & CO.

Philadelphia NEW YORK Boston
BROWN, SHIPLEY & COMPANY
Founders Court, Lothbury Office for Travelers
LONDON, E. C. 123 Pall Mall, LONDON, 5. W.

ANY PLACE - ANY PACE ANY CAR

ever at mercy of outside mnd:
ns. f ternally’’ right in construc-
tion and elerna ??,,. ngﬁ!' in action,
Insures most miles per gallon and least
cost per mile ALH 4YS.
for literature. Give name;
-\ model and year of your car.
"\ Stromberg Motor Devices
ompany /

A Dept. 252. 64 E. 25th St,
Ch:cagu 1.

New STROMBERG Does it!

CARBURETOR

S

67



OTEL:RESORT& TRHVEL'D EPARTMENT

T tBo .r - BEYER ES — 19 a T
Atlantic Monthly Century Harper's Review of Rev« w5 Scnbner s Wortd 5 Work and T}—a Canadian Magaune. 12th YEAR
Write to these advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO. 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. Ask us for travel information,  Enclose postage

cawEsron TEXAS

TO Where-to-go Bureau combines tremendouns
L#E?(Ag publicity with the best co-operative serv-
New $1000000.Hotel | | tce with seven magazines every month,
on u|fu Mexico-Al | | their readers and advertisers. For infor-
il Jantic City of the South. mation and rates write Where-to-go Burean,
oa'tmq athing-Fishing 8 Beacon Street, Boston.
Tennis-Golf-Motoring~ Where-to-go for March eloses Feb. 1
Write PLSanders Mqr-Booklet

HIGHLAND PINES INN ﬁ

FORT PIERCE FLA.
NEW FORT PIERCE HOTEL
FORT FIERCE, FLA
Newly built of brick. lJn beautiful Indian
River. Good fishing, gunning, tennis, ete.
Rooms E.P.$1.50, A.P.$4and up. Booklet.

WEYMOUTH HEIGHTS, SOUTHERN PINES, N. C.
Home of Winter Golf. Tennis. Turkey nnrl Quail Shooting. 700 £, e]evntwu Just right

LA ==, climste. No snow. Pure spring water. Hest of everything. Cotiages. Bungalows, s
- Orchesira. Write CREAMER & TURNER, Proprietors, for Booklet, s
SUMMER HOTEL — THE INN AT CHARLEVOIX - THE - BEA'UT[FUL MICHIGAN

LATHES

For Gunemilhs, Tool Makers,
Experimental and Repair Work, ete.

Lathe Catalogue Free.

W.F. &Jno. Barnes Co.

528 Ituby St., Rockford, Il

o Say i withflowers

FOR WEDDINGS
Pavrorize Flowers should come first in your list of
sorist. Wedding Gifts. They convey your message.

Your local florist, within a few hours, can deliver fresh flowers in any city or town in
the United States and Canada through the Florists’ Telegraph Delivery service.

AUSTRALIA

Honolulu, Suva, New Zealand.

CANADIAN AUSTRALASIAN ROYAL MAIL LINE

Largest, Newest, Best Equipped Steamers

For fares and sailings apply Can. Pacific Ry., 1231 Broadway,
N. Y., or to General Agent, 440 Seymour St., Vancouver, B. C.

| GUNN Sectional Bookcases

‘ are made in various styles—Coloma]. Mission, Queen Anne,
Il Clawfoot and standard in oak and mahogany. Some sections
can be used as a writing desk with pigeon holes, others have
|

one to four drawers, storage compartments, extra deEp units for
big books, with plain or grill or leaded glass doors, &ec., &c.,
all attractively priced.

Use Your Waste Floor Space

In almost every home there is space somewhere that can be artistically utilized
for Gunn Bookeases. Complete information with exact widths of sections, is
given in our handsome Style Book, mailed free, showing styles, dimensions,
guaranteed construction and honest workmanship.  All attractively priced.

|.| THE GUNN FURNITURE CO. 1832 Broadway, Grand Rapids, Mich.

e = e — e —————— 7]
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At the greatest center of Military,

Old Point Comfort

Naval and Aerial activity in America

The Hotel Chamberlin at Fortress Monroe, Virginia, is
one of the finest holiday hotels in the western hemisphere

THE CHAMBERLIN directly faces Hampton Roads; immediately in

front of the Hotel, is the site of the New Naval Training Base.

Langley

Field, the show place for aviation in America, is but a few miles away.

Among the ather attractions of Old Point
Comfort is the accessibility. The fare is but
a small fraction of that lo any resort situaled
in the South.

The Medicinal Bath Department (under
authoritative medical direction) duplicates
every bath and treatment given at Eu-
ropean Spas.

A fine Eighteen Hole Golf Course with
turf fairways and grass putting greens.

Send for colored Aeroplane Map of the
Course (the only one of its kind ever made
in America), % Golf " and other booklets
dealing with every phase of life at the
Chamberlin. Write today to:

George F. Adams, Manager, Fortress Monroe, Va.

New York Offices: Bertha Ruffner Hotel Bureau, McAlpin Hotel, Cook's Tours,

or "' Ask Mr. Foster " at any of his offices

View of Hotel Chamberlin and Old Paint Comfarl taken from Caproni Triplane
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Give Them
Their Jobs
Back

THE men who left your
shop or your office
to finish the Big Job over
there have been working
for you all the time they
have been away.

And though not on your
payroll, they have saved
our business and your
Kome from things worse
than bankruptcy or fire.

Their experience has de-
veloped them and made
them more valuable
you.

When they retumn, give
them more than a welcome
home. Have their places,
at bench or desk, ready
for them.

DURAND

STEEL LOCKER CO.

1508 Ft. Dearborn Bk. Bldg.
Chicago

908 Vanderbilt Bldg.
New York

| iy
70

It will pay you toread it before select-
ing a refrigerator. Thirty-two pages of
valuable information on how to prevent food waste,
cut ice bills one-third, and protect health.

MONROE
sonctia REFRIGERATOR

The Monroe aids greatlyln promoting household econ-
omy and conservation. Will give life-long service, Fa-
mousforits easy-to-cleanfood compartments ofinch-thick
genuine porcelain ware, molded in one piece, with full
rounded corners. Found in the finest homes all over
the country.

Not Sold in Stores — Shipped Direct From Factory
—Freight Prepaid — Monthly Paymenta if Desired.
Write for Free Book today !
MONROE REFRIGERATOR COMPANY

192 Wyoming Avenue Lockland, Ohio

-.I..I. EEEEEEN
II Days Home Trial

E BRSNS EEENEEEEESEEN
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Banks

with Foreign Exchange Departments

and
Export Houses

desiring to secure more
clients among the bet-
ter-class American mer-
chants and manufactur-
ers will be interested in
our new plan. Write for
particulars.

Foreign Trade Department
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
597 Fifth Ave., New York

=



OMAL excellence and artistic beauty

are distinctive qualities of the incom-

parable Steger Piano and Player Piano,
Pride of ownership grows with years of
usefulness and possession. Their reliability
is guaranteed. The Sieger dealer close at
hand is at your service,

Steger Instruments are shipped on
approval to persons of responsibility.
Write for the Steger Style Brochure and
convenient terms. Steger dealers everywhere,

STEGER & SONS

Piano Mfg. Co.
Steger Bldg,, N.W .Cur. Wabash &Jackson, Chicago
Factories at Steger, Ilinois, where the
“Lincoln" and **Dixie" Highways meet.

WHITING-ADAMS

BRUSHES
maot VULCAN was

RUBBER CEMENTED

Shaving Brushes

are guarant not to s ris-
eed hed bri
tles or hair nor to fail in any re-
spect. Havinﬁone, insures its own-
all brush troubles.

er against
These brushes have ends as soft
as the finest velvet, and the
mass of hair / has stiffness and
elasticity to \\| rub in the lather
to make it [ effective.

Send for 3
Mustrated Literature
JOHN L. WHITING-
J. ). ADAMS CO.
Boston, U.S.A.
Brush Manufacturers for

Over 108 Years and the
Largest in the World

BEAUTIFUL —

(so, of course, you want it—for your
doors, trim and furniture.)

HARD—

(—lasting and virtually ‘“‘mar-
proof.’”)

ADAPTABLE —
(so you can jinish it to get any
effect YOU desire.)

INEXPENSIVE —

(so, although used in palatial as well
as modest structures, birch is within
the reach of ALL.)

“SEEING IS BELIEVING, "—so0 let d
SIX FINISHED SAMPLES of BIRCH-and the
inleresting birch booklel.  Will you write?
NORTHERN HEMLOCK & HARDWOOD
MFRS" ASS'N.

215 F. R. A. Building Oshikosh, Wisconsin

for Beautrtal Gloodwort
use.Beautz}’z}/

ARE
BIRCH
HOMES
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“JUST TURN THE KNOB”

- - and you have a

DIFFERENT STYLE OF TYPE

“* Many-
Typewriters
In One!"”

The Great
Interchangeable-type Typewriter

You will appreciate the force of
emphasis permitted by the interchange-
able-type system of the —

MULTIPLEX HAMMOND

‘ T v g
‘WriTiNG MACHINE ’
" Two ‘:l\rhs of type, or two different languages,
always in the machine, ready for instant use.
No other typewriter can do this.

Over 365 different arrangements of types and lan-
guages to select from, a character and individual-
ity to your typewritten work impossible to obtain with
ordinary machines,

The I}Iglli;_llt_\; has many exclusive features, which
places it in a class by itself.

Business men, authors, linguists, clergymen, chem-
ists, engineers, exporters, etc.—each can obtain individ-
ual type sets with fizures, symbols and other characters
exactly suited to their needs.

The Multiplex is famous throughout the world as
“ the typewriter of personality.” It is
used by men and women in all walks of life.
“The President and His Typewriter”
—I5 the title of a pamphlet, recently issued, which will be se

FREE upon requ iptive literatu
explaining the unique featur

I3

RITER Co,
New York City

Haumonp TYPE

632 East f0th St

Muliiplex in the Home
And For Travellng
5 only 11 pounds, Full ¢

Write for speelnl folde

pacity.

A Fetw Specimens of Multiplex Type
Small Roman-neat business
Vertical deaipt = private Letlers.
Medium Roman-general letters.
Italic - emphasizing.

SPECI AL GOTHIC = CLEAN QuUT
Large Gothic .- sermons, lectures.

- pecmllzed

CheckWrite

EFIANCE Check
Writers meet eve-
ry need. They save
time and labor, mini-
mize errors, and pro-
vide absolute protec-
tien. They are made
by the oldest makers
o[check]‘lwwvringdu-
vices in the U. S. A.

IVE timesthe speed
of any other check
writing machine! De-
signed for use where
checks are issued in
large quantities., Fig-
ures visible before
printing, sorechecking
is unnecessary. One
pull of the handle prints
the entire amount!

RINTS both

words and fig-
ures at eme stroke
of the lever, thus
there can be no dis-
agreement between the
two. Checks written
singly or in sheets.
Acid-proof ink affords
absolute protection

against alteration.
Check

Rlil.E,-‘\_F-E.S high salaried clerks for more
exacting work., The office boy can m,nLv

out dividend checks at the rate of one thowsand
an kour, and there will be no ille gible figures,
transpositions or other errors,

» build special billing
etc,

Divide

machines for Gor, Light and
ed, tell us your requircments,

DEFIANCE
Cueck WriTer Corp'y
Rochester, N. Y.

These Folders
Sent FREE

carmpanies, If inte

Please attach to your .feﬂerbead'
o —-—

. 5 {Check the ones wanted) i
! [ Perils of a Cash Payroll .
I [J Dividend Checks Pay Discounts l
. [] An Efficiency Pace Maker .
l (For Commercial Checks) l
H . .
l Name - !
.

[ Address '
- i




[Household

Coal economy must be practiced, but your efforts
in this direction must be guided with an accurate
temperature measuring instrument. Zeos Health
Thermometers help you to keep your home at the
Patriotic 68° and thereby insure a temperature
conducive to bodily health as well as to that much
needed conservation of the coal supply.

THE DOCTOR

The doctor should only be called in emergencies,
and bodily temperature is a reliable indication as to
the urgency for medical attention. Have a Zcos
Fever Thermometer in your home to guide you
when sickness arises. By so providing you are
rendering aid to your country as well as to the doc-
tor, for every unnecessary call means a needless
strain on the medical resources of the nation,

FOOD

Save the food wasted by mistakes in baking,
caused by incorrect temperatures. A Zr Home
Bake Oven Thermometer used intelligently insures
a scientifically correct baking temperature.

THE WEATHER

Knowledge of coming weather conditions, which
aids you to prepare for them, is possible by intelli-
gent observation of a reliable barometer. Provide
your home with a Zeos Baromeler, a scientific
instrument which aids you to forecast weather
conditions. Its use will convince you that it is
fully as necessary in the home as a good clock.

Temperature needs in every particular are met by Feos
Instruments especially designed for that purpose. On sale
everywhere. Your dealer should be able to supply you, so
go to him first, 1If he cannot, then write direct.

Taylor Instrument Companies
ROCHESTER N.Y.

There's aTycosor fayfor Thermometer for Every Purpose
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Think of having all the works of
Robert Louis Stevenson—all his
romances, his tales of adventure,
his kindly philosophy, and deli-
cate verses Uf Chlld h(]()d-

Think of having everything he
wrote in your own library where
you and your family can reach out
and touch this rare companion.

Think of owning the most com-
plete and authoritative edition
of Stevenson publhshed—pro-
fusely illustrated, exquisitely
printed and bound, and spon-
sored by his heirs, who have
generously consented to a re-
duction in their royalties so
that more and more families
may now delight in knowing
his work intimately.

At last
you can get
THE THISTLE EDITION OF

STEVENSON

for $ 29.00

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

Less than half
the original price

For years the Thistle Edition
has sold for $60.00—instead of
the present price of $29.00. The
earlier printings defrayed the
original cost of the plates. And
now by shightly reducing the
white margins and page dimen-
sions, the price has been more
than cut in half.

But the type is as clear and read-
able as ever, the illustrations are
just as profuse, and the total
number of pages in each one of
the 25 volumes is precisely as it
always has been.

Let us send you the complete set,
charges prepaid, and then spread them
out upon vour library table and see how
much it will mean to you and your fam-
ily to have this famous Thistle Edition
in your home. Read the coupon for
the details.

Scribner’s Sons
597 Fifth Avenue
New York

Send me, all charges prepaid,
complete setof Robert LouisSteven-
son's “Thistle” Edition, in 25 volumes,
bound in attractive red cloth, with gilt
lettering. If the books are not satisfactory
I will return them within 5 days at your ex-
pense. Otherwise I will send you $1 at once and
%2 a month for 14 months.




The Seal of Worth

attesting that the furniture which bears it is of
Berkey & Gay manufacture. Like an artist’s sig-
nature to his painting, it is the maker’s identifi-
cation of his own handiwork and proof of its
genuineness.

But the user of this furniture requires no shop
mark to signify its character, its worth or its

charm; they become an inseparable part of the
atmosphere of the home, to be handed down to
generations which follow.

Berkey & Gay furniture is an investment in more

than the mere chattels of a household. It hasa cul-

tural value which grows with years of association.
When planning spring replenishment, householders will
find helpful suggestions in *‘The Story of Span-Umbrian
Furniture” and “The Style of Knoleworth,” booklets
which describe and illustrate two interesting Berkey & Gay
styles. Send 25 cents for either booklet,

D T 7 fied /
BERKEY & GAY
FURNITURE COMPANY
462 Monroe Ave., Grand Rapids, Mich.

A new and comprehensive exhibit comprising thousands of picces of Berkey &
Gay furniture may be seen at our New York showrooms, 113-119 West 40th St.,

or at Grand Rapids. Visitors should be accompanied by, or have a letter of
introduction from, their furniture dealer.
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BOPYAHT 1R1M BY THE FASOTER & BAMALE C3. CINCIMNATI

HE supreme proof of the unsurpassed quality of
Ivory Soap is its use in hospitals everywhere.

Physicians and nurses rely on Ivory’s smooth, mild,
bubbling lather to produce the delightful cleanliness
that eases tired muscles, soothes jangling nerves, and
cools chafing skins.

Do yow realize that you cannot buy a pleasanter,
safer, better soap for your bath and toilet at any

price?




7 passenger Touring, §2760

o pr neer Conpe, $332 ASSEN L
f Passeng ¢ 3320 7P 8

7 pass

2 passenger Roadster, $2760

enger Sedan-Limousine, §3720

S0 b, Cleveland, subject to change without notice

The Peerless Motor Car Company, Cleveland, Ohio

Compare these prices
with those of other cars
which you might think of
in considering the pur-
chase of a car of this class.

We believe that a very
real margin of greater
value in the Peerless Eight
is :'canli]y apparent, even
without considering the
advantages of its Two
Power Ranges.

And its two sharply con-
trasting power ranges give
the Peerless the most dis-
tinctive comparative ad-
vantage possessed by any
| motor car today.

THE SCRIBNER PRESS




An Appeal to Mét_hers

Most of your baby's troubles are traceable to |
disorders of stomach and bowels. For correcting
|
]
|
|

these MRS.
WINSLOW'S
SYRUP

The Infants’ and Children's Regulator
fills the need admirably. A purely vegetable
preparation, containing no alcohol—opiates - or
harmful ingredients, it produces only the utmost
in highly beneficial results,

Especially recommended during teething time.
Note baby's “frets” turn to loving coos after
using MRS. WINSLOW'S SYRUP.

At all Druggists |
ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG C0., 215-217 Fulton St.,N.Y. |
General Selling Agents ! Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc.

New York Torouto, Canada

Ow1n

deplete ﬁ)rces
men and women
m busimess to:—-&a
find that much of their
work must be done away

from their desks.
This condition makes

Watermatis{deal fountain Pen

indispensable

Tt's self—contained ink s*l.rpplt; and
readiness to write anywhere
ilbacL to a specified deskor

'UII.TLECESSCIJ‘\_'
$2.50 and up
At best dealers everywhere

L.E. Waterman ComPu:m.]
191 Broadway - New York

= Dure, dehmous
g wholesome .
A ~well made cupof [t

BAKER'S coc

j%‘ is a large part of a
| dood mea

1 Itis prachc ally all
‘ nutrition,very little

waste, and its use
saves o‘(her fOOds.

Grape-Nuts

FOOD

tones and strengthens di-
gestion In a natural way.

It contains no medication
but accomplishes its pur-
pose by providing the nec-
essary food elements in
the right form.

Let a 10-days’ test of this

delicious food —Grape-Nuts
—convince you.

“There’s a Reason”

==
:\
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