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" A . P. O. 714."—THE UNIVERSITY OF THE A. E. F. 
Illustrations from photographs. 

FROM BEERSHEBA 
Illustrations from photographs by the Author. 

Edwin Gran t Conklin 
Author of " Heredity and Environ

ment." 
E. Alexander Powell . 

Major, U. S. A. 

John H. Finley 
Red Cross Commissioner to 

Palestine. 
H. S. Hall 

THE OPEN HEARTH. A Story 
Illustration (frontispiece) by E. L. Blumenschein. 

A GROUP OF SPRING POEMS . 
Ho! The Springtime! (G. E. Woodberry)— The Vision (Caroline Duer)—The 
Silent (Leslie Nelson Jennings)—Hope (Cyril C. H. Hawken)—In Kerry 
(Christine Kerr Davis)—The Tree (Rosina H. Emmet)—Song for April (Louise 
Townsend Nicholl)—"You Who Once Walked Beside M e " (Charles W. 
Kennedy)—The Singing Heart (Miriam Crittenden Carman)—The Dead Maids 
and the Daffodils (Georgia Wood Pangborn)—Heritage (Martha Haskell 
Clark)—The Little Shoe (Lizette Woodworth Reese)—A Native of Peru (C. A. 
Price)—The Watcher (Clinton Scollard.) 

A DAY WITH A SKETCH-BLOCK ON THE FRONT Will Foster . . . . 
Illustrations from the Author's sketches. 

T H E ROAD IN THE SHADOW. A Story 
Illustrations by H. J. Mowat. 

THE PROFESSOR AND THE WIDE, WIDE WORLD 

Dana Burnet 

Gordon Hall Gerould 
Lately Captain, U. S. A. 

Kathar ine Baker 
Author of " A Home for Tatiana.' 

Samuel McCoy 

ENJOY THE DAY. A Story 
Illustration by George Wright. 

OLD LADY. Poem 
THE KINGDOM. A Story Edward H. Sothern 

Illustrations by S. M. Parcell. 
SCALING ZION. A Story Olivia Howard Dunbar 

Illustrations by Arthur Litle. Author of " Educating the Binneys." 
THE PLAYWRIGHT AND THE PLAYER . . Brander Mat thews 

THE POINT OF VIEW—Breakfast Laughter—Meredith and " True Comedy "—Women 
and the Simplified Life . . . . 

THE FIELD OF ART—New York as an Art Centre. (Florence N. Levy) 
N E W M A N U F A C T U R I N G P R O B L E M S — E X P O R T 

BUSINESS Edward Ewing Pra t t . 
T H E FINANCIAL SITUATION—Political and Industrial 

Changes Alexander Dana Noyes 
( T h e Var ious F o r m s of F a r m - M o r t g a g e Secur i ty by K i n g m a n 
N o t t Rob ins , Adv. page 68.) 
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THE LIE WAS PASSED, A BLOW WAS STRUCK 
From a drawing by E. L. Blumenschein to illustrate "The 
Open Hearth." 

GLACIER REVEALED 
Illustrations from photographs. 

BIOLOGY AND DEMOCRACY . . . 

Robert S. Yard . 

Frontispiece 



The May Scribner 
Why this number will interest you 

'Because: 
J O H N GALSWORTHY contributes a dramatic sketch, " T h e Sun." 

R O B E R T G R A N T , from his experience as Probate Judge, explains " D o 
mestic Relations and the Child." 

DOCTOR G E O R G E SARTON celebrates the four-hundredth anniver
sary of the death of Leonardo da Vinci by a remarkable essay explaining 
the most versatile man of his age. 

REV. F R E D E R I C K W. B E E K M A N , of the American Church in Paris, 
makes a vivid picture of tha t historic moment when MARSHAL FOCH en
tered Strasbourg. 

PAUL VAN D Y K E , from his wide experience in France, describes " T h e 
College Man in Action." 

F R E D E R I C C. HOWE, Immigration Commissioner at New York, 
describes a fourteen days ' motor trip through occupied territories of 
South Germany. 

J. A L D E N LORING, one of Roosevelt's companions in Africa, shows 
how to photograph birds by electricity. 

Special Art Features: 
" T H E C H A R M OF OLD N E W O R L E A N S , " a series of photographs 
taken and described by Lieutenant Edward Larocque Tinker. 

" S O U T H E R N CALIFORNIA A N D T H E Y O S E M I T E N A T I O N A L 
PARK," with many full-page illustrations, by Le Roy Jeffers. 

Short Stories and Sketches: 
" T H E T R A F F I C K E R , " a tale of old Kentucky, by A. Carter Goodloe, 
author of " T h e Jade ," with a frontispiece by Hanna. 

" T H E HOLE IN T H E F E N C E , " another striking iron-works story, 
by H. S. Hall, author of " T h e Open Hear th ." 

" W R O N G N U M B E R , " by Meredith Nicholson, the story of a visiting 
delegation that was kidnapped. 

" T H E M A K I N G OF A N ANGLER 'S W I F E , " an amusing sketch by 
Ruth Danenhower Wilson, with John Frost 's inimitable pictures. 

A F O R E I G N T R A D E A R T I C L E , by ex-Governor John Franklin Fort, 
of the Federal Trade Commission; the Financial Situation, by Alexander 
Dana Noyes; The Point of View and The Field of Art. 

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE. 597 Fifth Avenue. New York City 
Gentlemen: I enclose $4.00. Send SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE for twelve months, beginningwit'h the.. 

2 

Name.... slddress.. 
..issue, to 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Apologies: 
 

Advertising pages 3-8 were missing from the magazine  
 

that provided the source of our digital scan. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Advertising page 4 should appear here. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Advertising page 5 should appear here. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Advertising page 6 should appear here. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Advertising page 7 should appear here. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Advertising page 8 should appear here. 
 

 



9 

EGYPTIAN 

DEITIES (The Utmost in Cigarettes' 
tPLain End or Cork Tip 

°People of culture and 
refinement invariably 
PREFER Deities 
to any other cigarette. 

SAnargyros 30 Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
and Egyptian Cigarettes in the World 



CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
RETAIL DEPARTMENT 

NEW, OLD, AND RARE BOOKS 

OF the new books now ready and those announced for 
early publication may be mentioned "Another Sheaf," by 

John Galsworthy, a timely volume of charming and character
istic essays and studies; "Vol ta i re in His Letters," by S. G. 
Tallentyre, a really intimate s tudy; " Pr ime Ministers and Some 
Others ," a book of reminiscences by the Right Hon. G. W. E. 
Russell; "George Meredith," a study of the personal side, by 
S. M. Ell is ; " The Study of the American Merchant Marine," 
by Willis J. Abbott, detailing the process of rebuilding and re-
establishment ; Admiral Jellicoe's thrilling story of the opera
tions of " T h e Grand Fleet, 1 9 1 4 - 1 9 1 6 " ; " T h e Rising of the 
Tide," by Ida Tarbell, a story of the American spirit in the war ; 
" Out and About London," by Thomas Burke , author of " Lime-
house Nights " ; Basil King's " The City of Comrades." 

From Paris there has just arrived, " Clarte," by Henr i Barbusse, 
the famous author of " Le Feu " ; Anatole France's charming 
story, " Le Petit Pierre " ; a new volume of li terary studies by 
Henr i Bordeaux; "Sous le Masque," by Gaston Rageot; a fine 
new limited edition of " Le Feu," by Henr i Barbusse, illustre 
de 86 compositions de Renefer dont 10 eaux-fortes originales. 

Mail and telephone orders receive special attention 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, BOOKSELLERS 

597-599 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 
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|CHEAP" brake lining is often hidden beneath the brake bands. 
You only find this out when the lining quickly wears away 
or refuses to hold. Then the car goes back to the shop for 

new lining followed by another repair bill and your car is tempo
rarily out of commission. Make every dollar do the work of two. 
Buy quality lining. Get substantial wear at the brakes with Ray-
bestos, guaranteed to wear one year. Raybestos gives added security 
and insures satisfactory service. 

You can readily tell whether or not your brakes are lined 
with real Raybestos, because every inch of genuine Ray
bestos is edged with silver. 

The Silver Edge Protects You From "Cheap" Substitutes 

The Raybestos Company Bridgeport Connecticut 
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Don't let him camouflage your brakes 

Raybestos Brake Lining 



ST NICHOLAS 
The Magazine for Youth 

Is your boy or girl 
on the right road 

to s u c c e s s ? 
"MY ambition to write stories began with reading 

IVJ. St. Nicholas," said a celebrated novelist. "St. 
Nicholas was one of the dearest companions of my boy
hood. I reveled in its fascinating tales. The whole mag
azine was a source of inspiration and encouragement." 

Many other successful men and women of today 
have testified to the value of St. Nicholas in their 
youth. Some of them are famous educators, artists, 
statesmen and Captains of Industry. 

And the boys and girls who are reading St. Nicholas 
today will be the nation's leaders of tomorrow. 

How about your own boy or girl? Does St. 
Nicholas bring its wealth of good reading to your 
home? Month after month it is filled with thrilling 
but clean and wholesome fiction, stories of inventions, 
travel, discoveries in science, sports of all kinds—and 
the inspiring competitions of St. Nicholas League. 

Give your children this magazine for the sake of 
their future—it will help start them on the straight 
road to successful careers. The cost is but $3 per 
year—less than a cent a day. Cut out this advertise
ment now, clip a check or money order to it and mail 
to St. Nicholas Magazine, Dept. D-8, 353 Fourth 
Ave., New York. 

PUT YOUR ADVERTISING 
IN ST. NICHOLAS 

Manufacturers and Advertising Agents—St. Nicholas takes you 
direct to the heart of 75,000 of the best homes in the country. I t is 
read by boys and girls in their teens, with active, interested, re
sponsive minds. Advertising in St. Nicholas makes a real, lasting 
impression. I t goes into live homes where wants are many and 
where there is usually plenty of means. 

' Stands 
for the 
author at 
his best." 

—Phila. Press. 

SIR GILBERT PARKER 
Writes for all Classes. His novels make a universal appeal 

WILD YOUTH 
AND ANOTHER 

Is a novel of his supreme and mature genius, a thrilling drama of 
the great Canadian West. " I t has a call to the heart of youth that 
will reach hearts no longer young. I t has a dramatic intensity that 
ensures its ability to capture the imagination and hold the reader 
spellbound."—Philadelphia Press. 

"The pages are all too few," says the New York Sun reviewer. 
Four illustrations. $1.50 net 

A GENTLE CYNIC 
Being the Book of Ecclesiastes 
By MORRIS J A S T R O W , JR., Ph.D. , LL.D. 
A delightfully human book on the Omar Khayyam of the Bible, 
with an exact translation of the original text, how it came to be 
written, who wrote it (and it was not Solomon), why additions were 
made to the original—the whole story is here given. 

Small 4*0. £2.00 net 

THE DIAMOND PIN 
B y CAROLYN WELLS 
Fleming Stone, the Sherlock Holmes of American fiction, the ir
repressible "Fibsy," and the lovely Iris Clyde become involved in a 
curious and inexplicable tangle of crime—the outcome of a prac
tical joke played by a whimsical old lady. Love, humor, mystery, 
all play their parts in this clever tale. Frontispiece in color by 
Gayle Hoskins. $1.35 net 

THE FINE ART OF 
PHOTOGRAPHY 
B y P A U L L. A N D E R S O N 
The author of "Pictoral Photography" sets forth in this new vol
ume the underlying principles of art, in so far as they can be ap
plied to photography. Both amateur and professional photog
raphers will value this book highly for its practical and suggestive 
advice. _ 24 illustrations. $2.$o net 

Ready April 15th 

THE SOUL OF ANN RUTLEDGE 
T h e Story of Abraham Lincoln's Romance 
By BERNIE BABCOCK 
This remarkable novel revives, in the pioneer setting of the time, 
one of the rarest and most exquisite love stories in history. The 
true story of Abraham Lincoln's early love affair has never before 
been adequately told. Frontispiece in color by Gayle Hoskins. 

$1.50 net 

THE RED SIGNAL 
By G R A C E LIVINGSTON HILL L U T Z 
Author 0/ " The Enchanted Barn " 
A real American girl outwits a band of spies and agents for destruc
tion in this country. I t is a breathless and exciting yarn. Per
haps the finest touch is the heroine's gradual forgetfulness of self 
and safety as she realizes how her country can be served. Frontis
piece in color. #1-35 net 

AT ALL BOOKSTORES 

J . B. LIPPINCOTT CO., Phila. 
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The Tiger of France; A Modern 
Joan of Arc; Resurrected Nations; 
A Daddy in the Marines, etc. 

•J Now that it is actually published it is evident that the authorized life 
C L E M E N C E A U : The Man and His Time, by his-personal friend 
H. M. HYNDMAN, is the leading biography of the season. Here are the facts and 
here is the best existing presentation of that dominating world-figure, that life
long radical—the Tiger of France. The price of the English edition is more 
than 50% higher than ours. 

l | The nations that have risen again from the tomb—Jugoslavia, Poland, Arabia, 
Palestine, Albania and thirteen others—are fully described in ISAAC DON 
LEVINE'S T H E R E S U R R E C T E D N A T I O N S : Short Histories of 
the Peoples Freed by the Great War and Statements of Their Claims. The 
working knowledge of these races which the book affords is a vital necessity to 
all who want to understand the new world problems. 

(^ There is distinctly worth-while poetry in S O N G S O F T H E S E R 
V I C E S , by Chief Yeoman WILL STOKES. Covering three wars, these poems 
of Army and Navy life, by a veteran of thirty-two years' service in our Army and 
Navy, are full of real humor and keen understanding of men and affairs. 

<][ " The most interesting and entrancing tale of the century," is the Boston Globe's 
summing up of YASHKA: My Life as Peasant, Off icer and 
E x i l e , by MARIA BOTCHKAREVA. Those who followed the investiga
tions of the Overman Committee into revolutionary propaganda will find that this 
life-story of the Commander of the Russian Women's Battalion of Death goes 
further and deeper into Bolshevism and conditions in Russia than any witness 
appearing before that Committee. 

<I In fiction we recommend two books: G O O D S P O R T S , by OLIVE 
HIGGINS PROUTY, a volume of short stories recording the intimate ex
periences of a few unrecognized Good Sports, and GERTRUDE ATHERTON'S 
mystery novel of California society, T H E A V A L A N C H E , which the N. Y. 
Tribune calls "a romance of singular power and beauty." 

q Do not miss DADDY PAT OF THE. M A R I N E S , the 
letters of Lieut. Col. FRANK E. EVANS (who served with 
the Fighting Marines through all their wonderful campaign) 

" to his young son. Buy it and read it to yourself and to your 
boy if you wish him to get the finest impression possible of 
France and the fighting. It is a book that demanded pub
lication because of its lasting worth. 

tj At all bookshops. 

449 FOURTH AVENUE FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY NEW YORK 

13 



'Bolsheviki brisance 
fourth arm ukulele 
escadr i l le vitamine 
camouflage barrage 

ace T a u b e 
lank Freudian 
lorry Rotarian 
Boche duvetyn 

WEBSTER'S N E W INTERNATIONAL 
DICTIONARY"-"The Supreme Authority 

4 0 0 , 0 0 0 Vocabulary 
Terms 

3 0 , 0 0 0 Geographical 
Subjects 

12 ,000 Biographical 
Entries 

6 , 0 0 0 I l l u s t r a t i o n s and 
2 ,700 Pages 

Thousands of Other References 

on quest ions about words, places, people, etc., is cons tan t ly used by h u n d r e d s 
of thousands of m e n and women as a necessary tool in their work, a s a s t epp ing-
s tone to promotion and larger usefulness, as a court of last appeal . W e all va lue 
insurance. W h y not insure agains t loss caused by errors in your u se of Eng l i sh ? 

Neve r before w a s the N e w International so urgen t ly needed, a n d neve r before 
was it procurable at a price so relat ively low. 

W R I T E for Spec imen P a g e s , I l lus t ra
t ions, etc. FREE Pocket M a p s if you 

ment ion th is magazine . 

The ONLY dictionary with the "= 
new divided page, characterized 
"A Stroke of Genius " Type matter 
is equivalent to that of a fifteen-
volume encyclopedia. 
TESTED by a Big Business Concern 

"We tested the New International in a 
peculiar way to find its adaptability to our 
business. The test consisted in taking 37 of 
the most technical and unusual terms that 
we could find, applying to the electrical indus
try. Excepting in one case, that of a compound 
word, complete definitions were found for each 
one of these electrical terms. 

PUGET SOUND TRACTION, LIGHT & POWEB CO.1 

GET THE LATEST AND BEST 

G. & C. MERRIAM CO. 
Springfield, Massachusetts, U.S.A. 

THE first long trousers markamile-
stone in your boy's career. Dur

ing the years from ten years on he 
isa rapid and impressionable reader. 
It is during this period that The 
American Boy exerts a sound and 
healthy influence on his mental and 

I habit development. Parents of more 
than 500,000 American boys find in 
its pages clean, healthy entertain
ment and practical inspiration for 
their sons' present amusement and 
future growth. A moderate invest
ment with incalculable dividends— j 

'2. 00 a year—20c a copy 
on newsstands. 

THE SPRAGUE PUBLISHING CO. 
24 American Building Detroit, Michigan 

AMERICAN BOY 
"The Biggest. Brightest, Best Magazine for 

Boya in all the World'' 

Merchants and 
Manufacturers 
will be furnished without charge information 
to assist in the solution of their specific foreign-
trade problems. 

The sources of such information will be the 
best existing government and private agencies 
in this field. 

Address all communications to 

F O R E I G N T R A D E D E P A R T M E N T 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

597 Fifth Avenue - - New York 
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and hundreds of others. Are you still uncertain, and 
do you have a feeling of embarrassment when called upon to 

use these new words, and to pronounce them ? W h y not overcome 
this lack of information and class yourself with those who know; 
those who win success in all lines of activity ? 

If YOU seek 
Efficiency & 
Advancement 

Why not let 
the NEW 

INTERNATIONAL 
Serve you? 

REGULAR. 
EDITIOIN 

INDIA-PAPER 
EDITION 

Here's the 
Answer 
Gentlemen: Send specimens of Regular 
and India-Paper, Illua., terms, etc., with 
free maps. g ^ ^ 
Name 
Address 
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The first volume of 
stories by Henry van 
Dyke since the publica
tion of his " The Un
known Quantity." 

A Book of 
Romance and 
Some Half-told 
Tales 

© Pirie MacDonald 

The Valley of Vision 
By Henry van Dyke 

A book of varied stories full of meaning. They deal 
with human love and faith, with dreams and realities, with 
things that will last when the war is ended but not for
gotten. One of the longest is a vision of three unknown 
days in the life of Jesus of Nazareth. It belongs with 
" The Story of the Other Wise Man," which has gone 
around the world. The great war is the background in 
many of the stories. No really human thinking and feel
ing in these years could ignore this supreme struggle be
tween two ideals of life incarnated in battling men. 
Illustrated #i-50 net 

Decorated cloth, uniform style with the above. Each $1.50 net 

THE BLUE FLOWER LITTLE RIVERS 
DAYS OFF OUT-OF-DOORS IN THE HOLY LAND 
FISHERMAN'S LUCK THE RULING PASSION 

THE UNKNOWN QUANTITY 

G o l d e n Stars , and Other Verses 
A- collected volume of Dr. van Dyke's most recent poems' on the war, including 

" Golden Stars," read at the memorial service at Princeton University to the one 
hundred members of the University who gave their lives in battle. Of the other poems 
in the volume, Dr. van Dyke says, "They are a wayside record of some of the varied 
feelings of an old lover of peace who was willing to fight for it,—feelings which may find 
a response in other American hearts." ,_ , , 

r 50 cents net 
T h e R e d F l o w e r . Poems Written in War Time 

Earlier war poems by Dr. van Dyke. 
" One need not comment on Doctor van Dyke's verse — its popularity is always 

assured, and deservedly so, for qualities of the cleanest and brightest, for melody and 
phrase of the most appealing."—Boston Transcript. 

50 cents net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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A Pilgrim in Palestine 
BEING AN ACCOUNT OF JOURNEYS ON FOOT BY THE FIRST AMERICAN PILGRIM AFTER GENERAL 

ALLENBY'S RECOVERY OF THE HOLY LAND 

B y John Finley 
Commissioner of Education of the State of New York 

Dr. Finley was an unusually happy choice for Red Cross commissioner to Palestine for he has long 
been a student of the history of the Holy Land- This fact and his close friendship with General Allenby 
have made possible an extraordinarily vivid book. He clothes the dramatic present in the atmosphere 
of the past in his chapters describing the British entry into Jerusalem, his journey from Jaffa to Jericho, 
his night on the Mount of Olives, his journey on foot from Beersheba to Dan, to the region beyond the 
Jordan, and in many of the "by-paths" leading to historic and sacred places. 

A remarkable feature of the book is its illustration from photographs from Dr. Finley's own camera, 
carefully chosen for their interpretation of the new in the old setting. 

Profusely illustrated. #2.00 net 

The Great 
Adventure 

By Theodore Roosevelt 
Colonel Roosevelt's last pub

lished message to the American peo
ple. "Classic contributions to the 
philosophy of citizenship and of pa
triotism." Including " T h e Ger
man Horror," "Parlor Bolshevism*" 
"The Men Who Pay with Their 
Bodies for Their Souls' Desire," 
"The Square Deal in Americanism." 

$1.00 net 

Service and 
Sacrifice 

By Corinne Roosevelt 
Robinson 

A third volume of poems by Mrs. 
Robinson, both grave and gay. The 
latter part of the volume. In 
Lighter Vein, contains a number of 
her well-known "Occasional Poems." 

William Lyon Phelps,of Yale,says; 
" Mrs. Robinson's poetry comes 
from a full mind and a full heart. 
. . . She is an excellent illustration of the possibility of living 
to the uttermost in the crowded avenues of the world with
out any loss of religious or moral values." 

About $I.QO net 

GENERAL ALLENBY 
From "A Pilgrim in Palestine" 

By Frederic C. Howe 
Commissioner 0/ Immigration at the 

Port of New York 

The Land and 
the Soldier 

A broad and thoughtful pro
gramme looking toward an extensive 
agricultural and social organization. 
The author's plan is based on the 
organization of farm colonies some
what after the Danish models, not 
on reclaimed or distant land but 
upon land never properly culti
vated, often near the large cities, 
and aims to connect with the com
munities thus formed the social ad
vantages of, for instance, the garden 
villages of England. 

About $1.35 net 

The Only 
Possible Peace 

"A liberal and intelligent view of 
the essentially economic nature of 

the struggle, with a plea for a peace which will put an end to 
economic exploitation and the scramble for exclusive spheres 
of national opportunity."—Nation. 

#1.50 net 

My Husband 
B y Mrs. Vernon Castle 

This is no conventional biography of the famous dancer by his equally famous partner, but the charm
ing and lively story of the high-spirited career of a rare character who made of life a joyful game until 
the call of war came. Not the least interesting- chapters are those which tell of how this reckless, light-
hearted couple, ready at any time to match with destiny, lived from hand to mouth in Paris until their 
great success in a cafe dance showed them the way to wealth and fame. The story ends with Captain 
Castle's heroic sacrifice when he gave his own life to save another aviator. 

Beautifully illustrated with photographs. $2.50 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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The Mastery of the Far East 
THE STORY OF KOREA AND JAPAN'S RISE TO SUPREMACY IN THE ORIENT 

By Arthur Judson Brown 
Author of " New Forces in Old China " 

At once an illuminating history, a copious compendium of significant social 
phenomena, a graphic description of the countries concerned—chiefly Korea, China, 
and Japan—and an attentive, impartial, and profound consideration of the political 
problem involved in their relations. Not the least valuable part of the volume is 
an account and discussion from the inside of the role played in the evolution of the 
Orient by Christian missions. Dr. Brown is the author of many books of many 
editions, mainly about the Far East, which he knows thoroughly at first hand. 

With 16 illustrations. Probably $6.00 net 

By J. Laurence 
Laughlin 

Emeritus Professor of Political Econ
omy in the University of Chicago 

Money and 
Prices 

A simple interpretation of 
the forces regulating money 
and prices. The t rea tment is 
such tha t the general reader 
can readily grasp the work
ings of the fundamental prin
ciples of money as revealed by 
actual happenings from 1850 
to the end of the European 
War. Some of the chapters 
are: "Gold and Prices After 
1873," "Changes in Prices 
Since 1896," "Socialism and 
the Price Question," " A 
Monetary System for Santo 
Domingo," and " T h e Mone
ta ry Commission of 1897." 

Probably #2.50 net 

also 
Credit of the Nations 

" T h e most valuable book on war finance and 
credits tha t has come to my notice. No one in 
the country is bet ter fitted to write a book of this 
k i n d . " — E D M O N D D. H U L B E R T , President of Mer
chants Loan and Trus t Company. ?3-S° net 

NAGOYA CASTLE 
From an illustration in "The Mastery of the 

Far East" 

Songs and Poems 
By John Jay Chapman 

The first collection of the poems of this well-
known poet and essayist. They reveal a wide 
range, from lyrics in the classic manner to his 
remarkable later poems growing out of the poign
ancy and grandeur of the war. Several of the 
lat ter have been read on historic occasions, such 
as Lafayette Day, 1918. #1.00 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Hospital 
Heroes 

By Elizabeth Black 
A fine tr ibute to the spirit 

of the wounded, to hospital 
devotion, tha t stands forth 
on the background of these 
experiences of an American 
girl in a front-line hospital on 
the Aisne for ten months be
fore and during the great Ger
man drive last spring. The 
writer makes vivid the humor 
and pathos in the day-by-day 
hospital round. 

Illustrated. #1.35 net 

Petrograd 
Since the 

Revolution 
THE CITY OF TROUBLE 

By Meriel Buchanan 
" T h e best-written and clearest account of the 

Russian revolution tha t has come to the at tention 
of the present reviewer."—New York Times. 

gl.35 net 

Altruism 
ITS NATURE AND VARIETIES 

By Professor George Herbert Palmer 
of Harvard University 

An untechnical s tudy of the supposedly antag
onistic relation existing between socialism and 
individualism, altruism and egoism. Their 
necessary interaction is shown by tracing the 
three stages of the development of the altruistic 
impulse in every-day life. #1.25 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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Judith of Blue Lake Ranch 
By Jackson Gregory 

An adventurous novel of the great plains, full of action and the dominating 
personality of a rare woman. Judith inherits a part ownership in a great cattle-
ranch only to find that she must fight the unscrupulous foreman, Trevor, to make 
good her claim. And she does fight!—and wins, with the help of the mysterious 
Budd Lee. There are several memorable gun-fights in the narrative, but one that 
has never been outdone in fiction—that which takes place in a pitch-dark room, for 
the lamp has been smashed, when Budd wins against odds by adroit strategy. 

Illustrated. #1.50 net 

Simple Souls 
By John 

Hastings Turner 

M r . Turner is the London 
literary discovery of the year. 
His "Simple Souls" is a ro
mance of King Cophetua 
(the Duke) and the Beggar 
Maid, and things happen 
from the prompt s tar t to the 
extraordinary finish. 

" T h e book is full of de
licious comedy situations. A 
most entertaining and de
lightful novel t ha t can be 
commended to those who are 
looking for something out of 
the ordinary ." 

—Phila. Public Ledger. 

" I t is the most charming 
book I 've read for many a 
day, and to a librarian like 
myself who works overtime 
reading piles of mediocrity 
which threa ten me with mental indigestion, Mr . 
Turner ' s book is as grateful as an oasis in a desert ." 

—From a Librarian. 

$1.35 net 

Deer Godchild 
By Marguerite Bernard 

and Edith Serrell 
The quaint ly humorous correspondence be

tween an American boy of eleven and his " D e e r 
Godchild," a French orphan whom he adopts 
through the Junior Commit tee of the Fatherless 
Children of France—and who turns out to be not 
a " fe l low" bu t a girl! 

$1.00 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

JUDITH 
of 

B L U E 
L A K E 
RANCH 

JacKson 
Gregory 

Anchors 
Aweigh 

By Harriet Welles 

Nava l yarns by a naval of

ficer's wife. In his enthusi

astic introduction Secretary 

Daniels says: " I f ' T h e Ad

miral's B i r t h d a y ' [one of the 

stories] is a classic, 'O rde r s ' 

is an epic, and the other 

stories have a glow and ten

der pathos which have per

mit ted other than navy eyes 

to look upon the lights and 

shadows of a service which 

has lately come into new ap

preciation by the American 

people." 

Illustrated. $1.50 net 

Lady Larkspur 
By Meredith Nicholson 

A romance of t ha t fanciful charm in which M r . 
Nicholson excels. Bob Singleton, invalided from 
the Royal Flying Corps, goes to Barton, the es
tate of a late eccentric uncle, to recuperate, and 
finds himself in the midst of mystery which cen
tres about " A u n t Alice," the beautiful young 
widow of his uncle, and her companion, Mrs . 
Farnwor th—an infinitely enter taining mystery 
which involves a foreign agent, Coun t Mon tan i , 
" A u n t Al ice ' s" fan, an official of the State De
par tment , a prisoner in the tool-house. 

$1.00 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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John Galsworthy Is in America 
Do you know Mr. Galsworthy's 

Another Sheaf 
A new volume of charming and characteristic essays of which the New York 

Times says: " A writer who thinks keenly, feels humanely, and writes beautifully is 
indeed a master to turn to in this day—and it goes without saying that what he 
writes is valuable. We open 'Another Sheaf in the full confidence of that. And 
our confidence is not misplaced." $1.50 net 

Five Tales 
" They are finished pictures that in some respects remind one of Turgenieff."—New York Evening Post. 

$1.60 net 
INovels 

Beyond, #1.60 The Country House, #1.60 
The Freelands, #1.60 The Patrician, $1.60 

The Dark Flower, $1.60 Fraternity, $1.60 • 
The Man of Property, $1.60 Villa Rubien, $1.50 

The Island Pharisees, $1.60 

Studies and Essays 

A Sheaf, $1.50 A Commentary, #1.50 
A Motley, $1.50 The Little Man and Other Satires, $1.50 

The Inn of Tranquillity, #1.50 

Plays 

Plays: First Series—"The Silver Box," "Joy," "Strife" $1.75 
Plays: Second Series—"The Eldest Son," "The Little Dream," "Justice" £1.75 
Plays: Third Series—"The Fugitive," "The Pigeon," "The Mob" gi.75 

The above Plays issued separately at 75 cents each 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
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" There is but one Barrie, 
and his name is James!" 

—Richard Burton 
Read J. M. Barrie's 

Echoes of the War 
Containing the following plays: " T h e 

Old Lady Shows Her Medals," " T h e 
New Word," " Barbara's Wedding," and 
" A Well-Remembered Voice." £1.50 net 

O t h e r Plays 

What Every Woman Knows 
The Admirable Crichton 
Quality Street 

The first three -plays of the uniform edition 
each $1.00 net 

Nove l s and Stories 

Auld Licht Idylls Tommy and Grizel 
When a Man's Single My Lady Nicotine 
A Window in Thrums The Little White Bird 
The Little Minister Peter and Wendy 
Sentimental Tommy Half Hours and Der Tag 

Uniform Edition 
10 vols.'now available in cloth, each $1.60 net; set in 
box, $16.00 net. Also in leather, each $2.00 net; the set 

in leather case, $20.00 net 



Three Aspects of the Russian Revolution 
By Emile Vandervelde 
Translated by JEAN E. H. FINDLAY 

This work gives in broad outline a comprehensive view of the Russian revolution in its political, 
military, and industrial aspects. M. Louis de Broukere, the well-known Belgian socialist, and Lieu
tenant de Man, who accompanied M. Vandervelde on his recent mission to Russia, contribute valu
able material on the industrial and military problems. The book is characterized by a lucidity and 
breadth of view which enable us to arrive at definite conclusions regarding the much-discussed question 
of the future of Russia and her share in the reconstruction of Europe. #r-75 " ' ' 

A History of Everyday Things in England 
A. D . 1066 to 1499 

Written and Illustrated by Marjorie and C. H. B. Quennell 
A book appealing to all lovers of English history and quaint and old manners and customs and things. 

It is an account of the English people themselves, their surroundings, belongings, occupations, and amuse
ments, and reanimates the England of the past in a way not done before. There are nearly one hundred 
charming illustrations. It should also appeal to art students and designers interested in the develop
ment of the various styles of building and decoration. $4.00 net 

The Women Novelists 
By R. Brimley Johnson 

Readers of this brilliant book will turn with a fresh in
terest to their Jane Austen, George Eliot, Charlotte Bronte, 
Fanny Burney, and the host of other notable women novel
ists. Mr. Brimley Johnson writes not only acutely but also 
entertainingly of those great women who laid the foundations 
of the modern English novel, and boldly claims that they in
vented it. 

$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, 
politics, business, agriculture, and society. 

$3.00 net 

The Hapsburg Monarchy 
By Henry Wickham Steed 

A new revised edition of this standard [monograph on the 
Austrian monarchy. 

800. $3.50 net 

The Life of 
Girolamo Savonarola 
By Professor Pasquale Villari 

A new illustrated edition of a classic work which has been 
called by the London Spectator " the most interesting religious 
biography in modern times." 

New Library Edition. With illustrations 
#3.00 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Prime Ministers and 
Some Others 
A BOOK OF REMINISCENCES 

Bythe Right Hon.George W.E.Russell 
Author of "Portrai ts of the 'Seventies" 

Mr. Russell here gives reminiscences and impressions (some 
of them those of his boyish days) of no less than seven prime 
ministers, from Lord Palmerston and his relative, Lord 
Russell, onward to Mr. Henry Campbell-Bannerman. 

$4.00 net 

"The Day's Burden" 
STUDIES, LITERARY AND POLITICAL, AND MIS

CELLANEOUS ESSAYS 

By Thomas M. Kettle 
Author of " T h e Ways of W a r " 

"One of the most brilliant figures both in the Young Ire
land and Young Europe of his time," he will need no intro
duction to those who read " T h e Ways of War," which Shane 
Leslie rightly called " a book not only of patriotism but of 
international idealism," and " a passionate human docu
ment." 

$2.00 net 

The Life of 
Benvenuto Cellini 

Translated into English by 

John Addington Symonds 
A reissue of this classic biography of the Italian artist 

which has been out of print for some time. 
With mezzotint portrait and 16 reproductions of Cellini's works 

£3.50 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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Harvey's Weekly 
By George Harvey 

is now on sale everywhere as the successor of 

THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW'S famous 

War Weekly 
First in Nationalism vs. Internationalism 

First in Americanism vs. Bolshevism 

Four dollars a year Ten cents a copy 

171 Madison Avenue, New York City 

Sample Copies on Request 
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S h e paid the price 
of Victory 

THE Huns were invading the land, beating back the defenders of civilization. 
Salammbo alone held the power to dismay the Barbarians—if she would pay the 

price ! How could one weak woman turn back the hordes of the enemy ? What was 
the price which patriotism demanded that she pay ! And when she paid it—? 

Follow this powerful plot in SALAMMBO, one of the most magnificent ro
mances ever written—a story which will transport you to the mysterious and fasci
nating Orient; picture for you a strange land with its barbaric luxury, its immod
erate appetites, its monstrous deities; show you the amazing ceremonies of the 
worship of Moloch and Astarte; describe for you how the people lived and fought 
and loved. 

This is but one of the irresistible stories offered you in the works of France's great 
writer of realism and romance. You may now examine his complete works in your 
own home. 

The Fascinating Works of 

G u s t a v e F l a u b e r t 
Ten volumes, which contain some of the greatest of all French writings. Flaubert 
was the originator of realism in French literature. He is supreme in the art of word-
painting. He creates characters which fascinate you and tells their stories with a 
vividness and power that are irresistible. 

Vivid Pictures of 
French Life 

These wonderful stories describe French life intimately 
—the gaiety and daring of the Parisienne, the intimate 
secrets of the demi-monde, the simple existence of 
the peasants. MADAME BOVARY is the world's 
masterpiece of naturalistic romance. I t tells the 
story of its characters, their ideals and aspirations, 
their frailties and falls, with wonderful frankness, 
truth, and power. SENTIMENTAL EDUCATION 
constructs a perfect image of the lives of men and 
women in Paris, evading none of their problems, veil
ing none of their faults, telling all the truth whether 
it illustrates the lofty or the base in human nature. 
Every one of the many stories in this great set has 

V individual charm, both for its subject matter and 
\ for its style. Once you read Flaubert, you will 

^ * always delight in the fascination of his writings. 

Romance 
Never Surpassed 

The romances of Flaubert have held the world of 
Book-Lovers enthralled. T h e development of their 
magnificent plots, their beauty and power of ex
pression, their frankness and courage, make them 
incomparable. Nothing in all literature is more 
superbly romantic than T H E T E M P T A T I O N OF 
ST. ANTONY. The gripping story of the im
moral HERODIAS and the beautiful SALOME is 
told with a beauty unsurpassed. Any selection you 
make from this wonderful set, whether it be T H E 
CASTLE OF HEARTS. A SIMPLE SOUL, ST. 
JULIEN T H E HOSPITALLER, or any of the many 
others, will offer you the same fascinating entertain
ment and superb literary form. For Flaubert never 
fails to strike a responsive chord in the hearts and 
minds of his readers. He tears aside the veil of pre
tense, of propriety, and paints the naked human soul 
in burning words of truth, whether they honor or damn. 

Ten Volumes Sent on Approval 
These ten great volumes, with their wealth of good reading, their handsome illustrations and 

de luxe binding, will be sent you for examination without obligating you in any way to pur
chase them. You may keep them for ten days, and then, if you wish, return them to us. 

10 Volumes 

De Luxe Edition 

2 4 R o t o g r a v u r e 

Illustrations 
Only t rans la 

t ion of F l a u b e r t 

in A m e r i c a 

Critical Essays 

by 
M a u p a s s a n t 

A r n o t 
B r u n e t i e r e 

Current 
Literature 
Pub. Co. 
6 3 W e s t 3 6 t h S t . 
N e w York. N. Y. 

Please send me, car- X 
riage paid, Flaubert's > 
works in ten volumes, de 
luxe edition. I enclose $ i . v 
and if the set is satisfactory, > 
will remit $2. a month until 
$15. in all is paid. If I do not wish 
to keep the set, I may return it 
within ten days and you will refund 
the dollar I have paid. 

Name 

Address 

Amazingly Low Special Prices 
On a limited number of sets remaining from a special de luxe edition, we have placed 

a surprisingly low price. You need send only $ i . with your application and, if you keep 
the set, $2. a month until $15. in all is paid. This price is but a fraction of the published 

price of this set. If you do not wish to keep the set, return it, and your dollar will 
immediately be refunded. Use the coupon to-day before the stock is exhausted. 
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New York City and Vicinity 
SCOVILLE S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 

2042 Fifth Avenue, New York City. Full preparatory and ad
vanced studies. Art, music, interior decoration, expression, lan
guages and practical courses. Individual care and supervision. 
Mrs. Helen M. Scoville, Miss Rosa B. Chisman. 

GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
11 East 51st Stieet, New York City. A thorough school with delightful 
home life. Fireproof building completely equipped for resident and day 
pupils. Open-air Gymnasium. College Preparatory. Academic Secretarial 
and Elective Courses. Music, Drama, Riding, Tennis, Rhythmic Dancing. 
61st year. Miss Elt inge and Miss Masland, Principals. 

THE KNOX SCHOOL 
Formerly at Briarcliff Manor. Country School for Girls. 40 min
utes from New York City 

Mrs. Russell Houghton, Principal, 
Box 3, Tarry tow n-on-Hudson, New York. 

WHY WASTE A SUMMER? 
Why not combine splendid advantages with recreation and a beauti
ful environment? Distinguished instructors in Piano, Voice, Violin, 
Art, Expression, Languages. 20 Practical and Vocational Courses 
such as Secretarial, MotorMechanics, Domestic Science. For catalog 
of Summer or Regular Winter School, address 

MISS MASON'S SUMMER SCHOOL 
For Girls and Women 

Box 7 0 7 • - Tar ry town-on-Hudson , N. Y. 

New York State 
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Castle 

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY 
I N F A N T R Y 
C A V A L R Y 

M O D E R A T E E X P E N S E S 
F I R E P R O O F BUILDINGS 

C o r n w a l l - o n - H u d s o n , N . Y . 
C A D E T B A N D 

(Special R a t e s to Good Musicians) 
For catalogue write to the Adjutant 

THE LARGEST MILITARY PREPARATORY SCHOOL IN THE EAST 

SKIDMORE SCHOOL 
OF ARTS 

C H A R L E S H E N R Y K E Y E S , P h . D . , P r e s i d e n t 

A P R O F E S S I O N A L and vocational college for 
•**• women. Situated in one of America's leading 
health resorts. Athletics. Non-sectarian. 

S u m m e r S e s s i o n 
July 1 to August 8, 1919. Offering Summer Courses lead

ing to diploma or degree in the departments of Fine and 
Applied Art, Home Economics, Music, Physical Education, 
Secretarial Studies, General Studies. For information address 
Director of the Summer Session. 

SARATOGA SPRINGS, N. Y. 

O S S I N I N G SCHOOL FOR G IRLS 
On Hudson, near New York. 50th year. Academic and economic 
courses. Separate school for very young girls. For brochure 
address Box 105, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
Clara C. Fuller, Principal, Martha J. Naramore, Assoc. Principal. 

IRVING SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
25 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic " Irving " country. 83rd 
year. 28 years under present Head Master. New site and buildings 1004. 
Prepares for all colleges and technical schools. Individual instruction. 
Athletic field. Swimming Pool. Gymnasium. J. M. Furman, A.M., Head 
Master, Box 903, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

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

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL 
(Military.) Thorough preparation for College, Technical School or Busi
ness, with certificate privileges. Average number of pupils to a class, 8. 
Healthful location on Mohegan Lake. Physical Training and Athletics 
under professional direction. A. E. U n d e r , A.M., Principal, Box 61, 
Mohegan Lake, Westchester County, New York. 

CASCADILLA 
College Preparatory School for Boys. Individual attention. Small 
classes. Athletics. Gymnasium. Well-known school crew. En
rollment 125. Summer session. Catalog. 

A. M. Drummond, M.A., Director, Box n o , Ithaca, N. Y. 

M O U N T P L E A S A N T S C H O O L S 
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. O. Box 508, Ossining-on-
the-Hudson, New York. 



Private Schools 
Massachusetts 

23 
miles 
from 

BOSTON 

O u t d o o r spor ts . Ex tens ive g rounds 
— m o d e r n bui ldings. Abbot Academy 

A N D O V E R , M A S S . 

T h o r o u g h College P r e p a r a t i o n . Gen
eral C o u r s e w i t h Househo ld Science. 

Miss BERTHA BAILEY, Principal. 

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG W O M E N 
n 6 t h year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal, 
Miss Marion Coats, A.M., Bradford, Massachusetts. 

W H E A T O N COLLEGE FOR W O M E N 
Only small separate college for women in Massachusetts. 4-year 
course. A.B. degree. Faculty of men and women. 20 buildings. 
100 acres. Endowment. Catalog. 

Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D., LL.D., President, 
Norton, Massachusetts. <30 miles from Boston.) 

M I S S C A P E N S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
For many years known as "The Buraham School." 
43rd year opens September, ig ig . 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

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

W l L B R A H A M A C A D E M Y 

Fits for life and for college work. Five brick buildings, modern 
gymnasium. Athletic field, campus and farm of 250 acres. En
rollment—60 boys. Moderate rates. 

Gaylord W. Douglass, Headmaster, Wilbraham, Mass. 

A Country School for Young Girls 
From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age 

PR E P A R A T O R Y to Dana Hall. 
Fourteen miles from Boston. All 

sports and athletics supervised and 
adapted to the age of the pupil. T h e 
finest instruction, care and influence. 

MISS H E L E N T E M P L E C O O K E 
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 

DEAN ACADEMY 
53rd year. Young men and young women find here a home-like 
atmosphere, thorough and efficient training in every department of 
a broad culture, a loyal and helpful school spirit. Liberal endow
ment permits liberal terms, $32s~$40o per year. Special Course 
in Domestic Science. For catalogue and information address 

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

WORCESTER ACADEMY 
85 years given to the care and training of boys. Accommodates 
200 boys. Faculty of 20 trained, aggressive teachers. Rates 
$550-8850. Alumni all over the world. Catalog. 

Samuel F. Holmes, M.A., Principal, Worcester, Mass. 

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

Miss Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress. 

SEA PINES SCHOOL OF PERSONALITY 
For Girls. Rev. Thomas Bickford, A.M., Founder . Distinctly devoted to 
developing personality. Exceptional home life. Climate favorable for out
door sports. 100 acres ; pine groves; 1000 feet of seashore. Gymnastics, 
Music, Domestic Arts, Secretarial and College Preparatory Course. Address 
Miss Faith Bickford, Principal, Box G, Brewster, Massachusetts. 

WALNUT HILL SCHOOL 
A College Preparatory School for Girls. 17 miles from Boston. 
46 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic Fields. 5 Buildings. Gym
nasium. Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, 19 Highland 
Street, Natick, Mass. 

LASELL SEMINARY 
Advanced work for high school graduates. Home Economics, 
Secretarial, Art, and Pre-Conservatory Music Courses. Athletic 
fields. 30 acres. 15 buildings. 

Guy M. Winslow, Ph.D., Principal, 
n o Woodland Road, Auburndale, Mass. 

THE MOST SUCCESSFUL SCHOOLS of to-day began to 
advertise in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE years ago for pupils 
for to-day. To-day these schools are advertising for to-morrow. 

Washington, D. C. 

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY 
for Young W o m e n , Washington, D. C , Suburbs 

J A M E S E . A M E N T , P h . D . , L L . D . , P r e s i d e n t 
Presents the fundamentals of a college education in a two year 

diploma course. Music, Art, Expression, Domestic Science and 
other vocational courses. Athletics, Gymnasium, swimming pool, 
outdoor sports, riding. 18 minutes from Washington, D . C. Thirty-
two buildings on a sixty-five acre campus make a home where cultured 
environment, healthy surroundings, and democratic ideals mould the 
well-bred girl of today into the comprehensive woman of tomorrow. 
An early enrollment is urged. Catalogue. Address 

R e g i s t r a r , B o x 102 , F o r e s t G l e n , M a r y l a n d 

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL 
A Boarding and Day School for Girls. Fireproof buildings in Ca
thedral Close of 40 acres. College Preparatory. Advanced and 
Special Courses. Music and Art. 

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

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

Mount St. Alban, Washington, D. C 

M I S S M A D E I R A ' S S C H O O L 
A resident and day school for Girls. Lucy Madeira Wing, 
A.B.. Head Mistress (Mrs. David L. Wing). 1136 10th St., 
Washington, D . C 

CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL 
A school for the girl of today and tomorrow. Courses: Prepara
tory; two-year advanced for high school graduates; special. Un
rivalled location at the national capital. For catalog, address 
Chevy Chase School, Box S, Frederic Ernest Farrington, Ph.D., 
Headmaster, Washington, D. C. 
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Private Schools 
Connecticut 

R U M S E Y HALL 
A school for boys under 15. L. R. Sanford, Principal, Louis H. 
Schutte, M.A., Headmaster, Cornwall, Connecticut. 

T H E GATEWAY 
A School for Girls. Three buildings. Athletic 6eld. Horseback 
riding. Domestic Arts. College preparatory, general and special 
courses which include stenography and typewriting. Miss Alice 
E. Reynolds, Principal, St. Ronan Terrace, New Haven, Conn. 

T H E C U R T I S S C H O O L FOR YOUNG BOYS 
Has grown forty-four years and is still under the active direction 
of its founder. Frederick. S. Curtis, Principal, Gerald B. Curtis, 
Assistant Principal, Brookfield Center, Connecticut. 

Vermont 
B I S H O P H O P K I N S H A L L 

An endowed school for girls overlooking Lake Champlain. Well 
equipped buildings. All outdoor sports. College preparatory 
and general courses. Write for booklet. Miss Ellen Seton Ogden, 
Principal. The Rt. Rev. A. C A. Hall, President and Chaplain, 
Box A, Burlington, Vermont. 

The Ely School for Girls 
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut 
In the country, one hour from New York 
City. Twenty-five acres, modern equip
ment. College Preparatory, General 
and Secretarial Courses. Music. House
hold arts. Daily work in the studio. 
Horseback riding and all summer and 
winter sports. Sleeping Porch. 

The Junior School 
A separate department for girls under 

fifteen. Work and play planned to meet 
the needs of the young girl. 

New Jersey 
D W I G H T S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 

College preparatory and special course's. Domestic Arts and Sci
ence. Prepares for all leading colleges. Limited number of 
pupils. Spacious grounds. Suburban to New York. Gymna
sium. Tennis, riding. Address Box 607. Miss Creighton and 
Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, New Jersey. 

M I S S 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 Lucie C. Beard, Orange, New Jersey. 

BLAIR ACADEMY 
Liberally endowed Boys' school, in highlands of New Jersey. General edu
cation and preparation for college or technical school. Separate Junior 
School. New gymnasium with ideal equipment. Campus, 100 acres, lake. 
Winter and summer sports. We invite you to visit the school. 

John C. Sharpe. L L . D . , Headmaster, Box N, Blairstown, New Jersey. 

KENT PLACE 
A Country School for Girls. College Preparatory and Academic 
Courses. 20 miles from New York. Mrs. Sarah Woodman Paul, 
Miss Anna S. Woodman, Principals, Summit, New Jersey. 

PEDDIE 
A SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Peddie aims to bring each boy to the 
full development of his ability and 
to prepare him intellectually, mor
ally, spiritually and physically for 
whatever task may be his in the 
great world of the future. 
Peddie Institute is liberally en
dowed, and c o n d u c t e d w i t h o u t 
thought of profit. Graduates prepared for all colleges by cer
tificate or examination. Public speaking and music taught 
without extra cost. 60-acre campus, swimming pool, diamond, 
gridiron, gymnasium. Lower school for boys from 11 to 14 
years. 53rd year. 9 miles from Princeton. 

JVrite /or booklets and catalog 

ROGER W SWETLANO, LL.D., Headmaster, Box 4-C, Hightslown, N. J . 

Special 
Health Tests 
Every P e d d i e boy is 
given the most thorough 
kind of a health exami
nation. Weaknesses are 
corrected—special abili
ties noted. Charts are 
sent regularly to parents. 
Boys are trained to grow 
physically as well as 
mentally at Peddie. 

Pennsylvania 

BEECHWOOD (INC.) 
A Cultural and Practical School for Young Women, Thoroughly 
Established. Strong Faculty. Girls are prepared for self-main
tenance and to meet responsibilities of life. College and Prepara
tory Departments. Music, Art, Domestic Science, Secretaryship, 
Physical Education, Expression, Normal Kindergarten. Swim
ming Pool, Athletic Fields. Address 

M. H. Reaser, Ph.D., President, Box 422, Jenkintown, Pa. 

M I S S M A R S H A L L ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Charming location, 20 minutes from Philadelphia. College 
preparatory and general courses. Music, Art, Domestic 
Science. Outdoor athletics. Campus, 4 acres. Catalog. 

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

M E R C E R S B U R G ACADEMY 
Offers a thorough physical, mental and moral training for college or business. 
Under Christian masters from the great universities. Located in the Cum
berland Valley, one of the most picturesque spots of America. New gym
nasium. Equipment modern. Write for catalog. Address 

William Mann Irvine, LL .D . , Headmaster, Box 104, Mercersburg, Pa. 

T H E SHIPLEY SCHOOL 
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College. Special educational and social opportu
nities of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College. College Preparatory and 
Academic Courses. Supervised athletics. Well-equipped gymnasium. For 
circular, address T h e Principals, Alice G. Howland, Eleanor O. Brownell. 
Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

Ogontz School 
Founded 1850 

A school for girls occupying an estate on the summit 
of Rydal Hills, 25 minutes from Phila. Illustrated 
booklet describing new building will be mailed on 
request. 

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

T H E M O S T S U C C E S S F U L S C H O O L S of to-day began to 
advertise in SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE years ago for pupils 
for to-day. To-day these schools are advertising for to-morrow. 
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Private Schools 
Virginia Wisconsin 

R A N D O L P H - M A C O N A C A D E M Y ( M I L I T A R Y ) 
A BRANCH OF THE RANDOLPH-MACON SYSTEM. I D the Valley of 
Virginia. Equipment cost $100,000. Prepares for College or 
Scientific Schools. Military training. Gymnasium and Athletics. 
$325. 27th session opened September 17th. Address 

CHAS. L. MELTON, A.M., Principal, Box 408, Front Royal. Va. 

V I R G I N I A C O L L E G E FOR Y O U N G W O M E N 
In the Valley of Virginia, famed for health and beauty. Elective, 
Preparatory and full Junior College courses. Music, Art, Expres
sion. Domestic Science. Catalogue. Address Mattie P. Harris, 
President, Mrs. Gertrude Harris Boatwright, Vice-President, 
Box S, Roanoke, Va. 

M A R Y B A L D W I N S E M I N A R Y FOR Y O U N G L A D I E S 
Established 1842. Term begins Sept. n t h . In the beautiful and 
historic Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. Unsurpassed climate, 
modern equipment. Students from 31 states. Courses: Collegiate 
(3 years). Preparatory (4 years), with certificate privileges. Music, 
Art, Expression and Domestic Science. Catalog. Staunton. Va. 

West Virginia 
S T . H I L D A S HALL 

The Chevron School for girls. Episcopal. In the Shenandoah 
Valley. College Preparatory. Elective Courses. Music and Art. 
Athletics. Open air classes. Individual instruction. $500. 
Catalog. Mariah Pendleton Duval, Principal (former Principal 
Stuart Hall), Charles Town, W. Va. 

Illinois 

MONTiCELLO S E M I N A R Y 
Junior College for Young Women and Academy for Girls. His
toric school of the Mississippi Valley. Eighty-second year begins 
September iS, ig io . Buildings worth more than $500,000, with 
Swimming Pool, Roof Garden, Sun Parlor and Conservatory. 
Sixty-acre Campus, two Athletic instructors. Preparatory and 
college courses standard and accredited. 

For Catalogue address Harriet Rice Congdon, Principal, 
Monticello Seminary, Godfrey, Illinois. 

ROCKFORD COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 
A woman's college of first rank- A.B., B.S. Secretarial and Home 
Economics courses. Member of North Central Association and of 
the Association of Collegiate Alumna. Send for Brief Book and 
catalog. Julia H. Gulliver, Ph.D., LL.D., President, 440 College 
Avenue, Rockford, Illinois. 

Indiana 

SAINT MARY-OF-THE-WOODS 
— C o l l e g e f o r W o m e n . 7 9 t h Y e a r • 

S t a n d a r d C o u r s e s l e a d i n g t o D e g r e e s , D e p a r t 
m e n t s of E x p r e s s i o n , H o u s e h o l d E c o n o m i c s , * 
C o n s e r v a t o r y of Mus ic , Schoo l of Ar t , E l e c 
t ive C o u r s e s . 12 bu i ld ings , g y m n a s i u m , n a t -
a t o r i u m , 4 0 - a c r e golf l inks , r i d ing , e tc . 

Saint Mary-of- the-Woods Academy 

F o u r - y e a r H i g h Schoo l C o u r s e . S p e c i a l 
C o u r s e . F o r Bul le t ins a n d I l l u s t r a t ed 
Bookle t , a d d r e s s 

Tha Secretary, Box 204 

Saint Mary-of- the-Wood», Indiana 

ST. JOHN'S MILITARY ACADEMY 
Applications for year opening September 1919 are now being re
ceived. Early registration advisable. 1918 enrollment was com
pleted several months before term opened. Address Dr. S. T. 
Smythe, President, St. John's Military Academy, Box 20-D, 
Delafield, Wisconsin. 

Music and Dramatic Arts 

American Academy of 
Dramatic Arts 

F o u n d e d 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 Companies. 

For information apply to 

SECRETARY, ISO C a r n e g i e H a l l , N e w Y o r k , 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. 

Teachers' Agency 
The Pratt Teachers ' Agency 

70 Fif th A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all 
parts of the country. 

Advises parents about schools. W i n . O . P r a t t , Mgr . 

Correspondence Schools 

' H O M E STUDY 
<27tb Y e a r ; . 

P r e p a r e f o r t h e New E r a t h r o u g h c o r r e s p o n d e n c e c o u r s e s I 
in M a t h e m a t i c s , C h e m i s t r y , H i s t o r y , Economics , E d u c a - 1 
tion. Soc io logy , M o d e r n L a n g u a g e s , Religion, Zoo logy , ! 
English and other subjects. A d d r e s s : 

The University of Chicago 
L Divis ion 1 1 . C h i c a g o , 111. 

To the ART STUDENT a knowledge 
of ANATOMY is absolutely necessary 
to produce good DRAFTSMANSHIP. 

PRACTICAL ART ANATOMY 
-Lutz 

$1.50, Fully Illustrated 
is of greatest value 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
697 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 
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Camps—Summer Schools 

CAMP IDLEWILD 
F I R S T T H I N G S 

Development of character. 
Cultivation of good manners. 
Idealizing of purity of mind and body. 
Vigilance for safety. 

Lake Winnepesaukee, N. H. 
28th YEAR. 

E X P E R I E N C E C O U N T S 
Twenty-seven years of camp life. 
Over seventeen hundred boys in camp. 
Not a single serious accident. 
Mr. Dick's personal supervision for twenty-seven years. 

/" • v \ \ 7 miles of lake shore. Fleets of canoes and motor boats. Fine, big speed boat. 
"" Your boy dese rves the besl . Id lewi ld provides it. 32-page I l lustrated Descript ive Bookie) on request . 

- v- "S. V _ Address JOHN M. DICK, B. D.. 346 Exchange Building, Boston, Mass. 

KAMP KILL KARE 
O N LAKE CHAMPLAIN 

Thirteenth Season. Recreation camp for boys, 8-16. Tutoring 
camp for older boys. Two distinct camps separated by distances 
of five miles. For information, address 

Ralph F. Perry, 85 No. Fullerton Ave., Box 0 , Montclair N. J. 

ADIRONDACK CAMP 
For boys. Sixteenth Season. All land and water sports. Wood
craft, nature and scout work. Workshop. Rifle practice. Careful 
supervision. Physical examination. Development of health, 
character and personality. Catalog. 

Elias G. Brown, M.D., Glenburnie-on-Lake George, N. Y. 

PINE TREE CAMP FOR GIRLS 
On beautiful Naomi Lake, 2000 feet above sea in pine-laden air of Pocnno 
Mountains. Four hours from New York and Philadelphia. Bungalows and 
tents on sunny hill. Experienced councilors. Tennis, basket-ball, canoe
ing, " hikes "—all outdoor sports. Handicrafts, gardening. Red Cross 
work. Tutoring if desired. 8th season. 

Miss Blanche D. Price, 404 W, School Lane, Philadelphia, Penn. 

SARGENT CAMPS FOR GIRLS 
PETERBORO, N E W HAMPSHIRE. 
Dr. D. A. Sargent, President. For illustrated catalog, address 
The Secretary, 8 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. 

WINONA CAMPS FOR BOYS 
MOOSE POND 
Twelfth Season. Two camps graded (ages 8 to 16). For Illus
trated Booklet address 

C. E. Cobb, Denmark Inn, n Main St., Denmark, Maine. 

WYONEGONIC CAMPS FOR G I R L S 
M O O S E POND 
Eighteenth Season. Three separate camps (ages 8 to 21). For 
Illustrated Booklet address 

Mr. and Mrs. C. E. Cobb, 28 Main St., Denmark, Maine. 

WYNONA CAMP FOR GIRLS 
LAKE MOREY, VT. 
Saddle horses. Golf, Tennis . Hiking. Swimming, Canoeing. Arts ami 
Crafts. Sleeping liuugalows. Running water. Electric Lights. Delicious 
meals. Sympathetic supervision. Booklet. The Secretary Wynona Camp, 
282 Summer Street, 1-itchburg, Mass. Lake Morey Chib for adults—same 
management . 

ARMY AUCTION BARGAINS 
Tents 94.25 up 
Leggings -18 up 
Saddles 4.65 up 
Uniforms 1.50 up 
Team-harness 26.85 

C W revolvers S2.65 up 
Army7shot carbine 2.95 U|> 
Army Haversacks .15 up 
Army Knapsacks .75 up 
Army Gun Slings .30 "P 

CoHs Army Revolver callbro 45 at $8.45. 15 Acres 
Army Auction Goods. Large Illustrated cyclopedia 
reference catalog--428 pages-- issue 1917, mailed 50 cents. 

New circular 5 cents. 
FRANCIS BANNERMAN 4 SONS, 5 0 1 BROADWAY NEW YORK 

Camp Dewey 
Establ ished in 1916 as t h e S u m m e r Tra in ing Base 

of t h e U. S. J u n i o r Naval Reserve. 

Sea-going situation on Prudence Island in Narragansett 
Bay. June 20 to Sept. 1 for boys of 14 to 20 years. Health
ful, practical preparation for the Navy and Merchant 
Marine. Land and water drillwork. Specialized academic 
course, 123 ft. Training Ship " Commodore J. W. Miller." 
Practice hikes and cruises. Hardihood, self-reliance and 
self-discipline taught and acquired. An instructive and en
joyable summer. Terms, Si75 complete, including uniforms 

Prospectus and application blanks from 
W. J . PHYSIOC, Director 

218 West 58th Street New York City 

CULVER Summer Schools 
Ju ly 2-Aug. 27 

Naval Cavalry 
Woodcraft 

Let Culver'.help make a man 
of your boy. Give liiin eij*ht 
glorious weeks of outdoor life in 
the saddle, afloat or camping. 

Write 'for whichever catalog 
interests^you most. Naval School 
—minimum aye, 14; tuition and 
hoard, $200. Cavalry—14, $225. 
Woodcraft—12. 8200. Uniforms 
and equipment $50.60 to $99.15 

INFORMATION BUREAU 
CULVER, INDIANA 

\.On Lake Maxinkuckee) 
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The Welcome M e s s e n g e r 
Send your greetings in the Sampler. Let the beauty of the 

package and the varied sweets inside give distinction to your gift. 
Or—it's a great treat to indulge yourself in a Sampler. Nice 

enough for special giving. Substantial enough for that real 
candy craving we all have now and then. Selections from ten 
of Whitman's most successful packages. 

Supplied direct to each retail store acting as a Whitman agency. Usually the best 
drug store in every community. Every package guaranteed by the dealer and by us. 

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc., Philadelphia, U. S. A. 
Makers of Whitman's Instantaneous Chocolate, Cocoa and Marshmallow Whip. 
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Photographs 
Recreated 

HAVE YOU a 
prized photo 

graph of your boy 
who fought on the 
other side—a photo-
graph perhaps dim 
and indistinct but 
the last thing he sent? 

Let us recreate it—keep
ing the quality that you 

prize but enhancing its value. Surprising results 
achieved from small photographs faded and dim. 

Daguerreotypes and paintings restored with all 
the original charm intact. 

Send us a photoyraph, and let us give you an estimate 

BRADLEY STUDIOS 
4 3 5 F i f th A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 

Now on Exhibition 

SCULPTURE 
B Y 

FLORENCE G. LUCIUS 
A N D 

GRACE MOTT JOHNSON 

The Whitney Studio 
8 West 8th Street 

New York 
W e e k days 10 A.M. to 5 P .M. 

Sundays 3 to 5 P .M. 

C A L E N D A R of 
CURRENT ART 
E X H I B I T I O N S 
Metropolitan Museum. Central Park: 
Plant Forms in Ornament: An Ex
hibition of Plants from the New 
York Botanical Garden and Objects 
That Illustrate the Use of Plant Mo
tives in Design from the Museum Col
lections. Classroom B—March 15 
to April 20. 
Centenary Exhibition of the Paint
ings of Gustave Courbet, Floor 2, 
Room 6—April 7 to May 18. 
An Exhibition of Engraved Orna
ments and Patterns for Craftsmen, 
Wing J, Print Galleries—beginning 
April 14. 

The Whitney Studio, 8 West 8th St.: 
Exhibition of Sculpture by Florence 
G. Lucius and Grace Mott Johnson. 

Babcock Galleries, 19 East 49th 
Street : Exhibition of Paintings of 
Western Subiects—"March 17 to 29. 

Dawson Galleries, 9 East 56th Street: 
Exhibition of Tapestries. 

Ehrich Galleries, 707 Fifth Avenue : 
Exhibition in Print Gallery of Mono
types in Color—March 15 to 31. 

Getz Galleries, 14 East 45th Street: 
Exhibition of Celadons. 

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

Kennedy and Company, 613 Fifth 
Avenue : Exhibition of Ancient and 
Modern Prints by Masters, including 
Rembrandt, Durer, Whis t ler , 
Haden, Meryon, and Cameron— 
after March 20. 

Macbeth Galleries. 450 Fifth Ave
nue : Annual Exhibition of Thirty 
Paintings by Thirty Artists—March 
5 to 29. 
Milch Galleries, 108 West 57th 
Street: Exhibition of Paintings by 
William Ritschel—March 4 to 28. 

Montross Gallery, 550 Fifth Avenue : 
Exhibition of Pictures by Horatio 
Walker—March 11 to 29. 

Mussman Gallery, 144 West 57th 
Street: Exhibition of Etchings by 
Ernest Haskell—to April 15. 
Exhibition of Pastels by Eugene 
Higgins—April 19 to May I. 

Frank Partridge. 741 Fifth Avenue: 
Exhibition of Chinese Porcelains and 
Carved Jades—during March. 

Satinover Galleries, 27 West 56th 
Street: Exhibition of Old Masters. 

Walpole Galleries, 10 East 49th 
Street: Exhibition of Old English 
China, Glass, Staffordshire Figurines, 
etc.—March 25 to 31. 
Exhibition of Etchings of Whistler, 
Zorn, Wolf, etc.—during April. 

Warwick House, 45 East 57th 
Street : Exhibition of Antique French 
Furniture and Objets d'Art of the 
Louis XV and XVI Periods. 

Yamanaka and Company, 680 Fifth 
Avenue; Exhibition of Corean 
Paintings and Potteries—March 17 
to 29. 

(Continued on page 24) 
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Costikyan & Co. 

RUGS 
12 East 40th Street 

New York 

HOWARD STUDIOS 
FRANCIS HOWARD. Pres. 

7 W e s t 4 7 t h S t . 
N e w Y o r k , U . S . A. 

Phone Bryant 491 

GARDEN ORNAMENTS 
OIL JARS FOUNTAINS 

MEMORIALS 

FAMOUS COLLECTION 

Send 50 cents for Catalogue 

Portraits in Oil 
Made from Photographs 

A fitting r emembrance for 
your relatives' services in 
the war. Particulars and 
estimates gladly furnished. 

J.R.BREMNER CO. 
6 8 5 M a d i s o n A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k 

GORHAM 
GALLERIES 

Sculpture 
T H E G O R H A M C O M P A N Y 

Fifth Avenue at Thirty-Sixth Street 
New York City 

If Galleries planning exhibitions 

of particular interest will notify 

The Fifth Avenue Section 
of SCRIBNER'S M A G A Z I N E , 

597 Fifth Avenue, New York, they 

will be included in the current 

calendar. Forms close March 

twenty-seventh for May issue 

THE ARTS 
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A.Kimbel&Son 
Paris New York 

16 Rue d'Artois 12West 40t»» St. 

S P E C I A L I S T S I N 
THE CONCEPTION 
A N D EXECUTION 
OF D E C O R A T I V E 
INTERIORS A N D 
FINE FURNITURE 

ANTIQUE TAPESTRY PANELS 
^ ^ e have many desirable specimens 
of A n t i q u e Petit Point chair cover 
ings. Brocades and Embroider ies 

Satinover Galleries 
27 West 56th Street 

New York 

Selected 
Old Masters 

Objects 
of Art 

Illustrated Booklet 

on request 

CALENDAR of 
CURRENT A R T EXHIBITIONS 

( Continued from page 23) 

Arl ington A r t Gallery, 274 Madison Avenue : Exhibit ion o f American 
Artists—during March . 

Knoedler Galleries. 556 Fif th Avenue : Exhibition o f Paintings, including 
the W o r k of Bartlett. W a l p o l e , Brooks, and Sargent. 
MacDowe l l C lub, 108 W e s t 55th Street: Exhibit ion, including W o r k of 
Alexander Hudnut . Jeannette Scudder, James Coopley, and Jonas Lee 
— first t w o weeks in A p r i l . 

Anderson Galleries, Park Avenue and 59th Street: Exhibit ion o f Books 
Formerly in the Possession o f Mrs . Leslie Car te r—f rom March 18 to 

-Apr i l 2 ; Exhibition o f Autograph Letters and Manuscripts Formerly in the 
Col lect ion o f the Late James Carleton Young—f rom March 17 to Apr i l 4. 
Ar thur H . Hah lo and C o . . 569 Fif th A v e n u e : Exhibition o f Wa te r -
Colors and Wood-Engravings o f India, Japan, and the Hawa i ian 
Islands by Charles W . Bart let t—March I to 29. 

Kraushaar Galleries. 260 Fifth Avenue : Exhibit ion o f Paintings and Draw
ings by John Sloan—March 3 to 22. 

Arden Gallery. 599 Fif th Avenue : Exhibition o f Small Sculpture by 
Frances Grimes and Laura Gardin-Fraser—March 18 to Apr i l 7. 
Pen and Brush*. 134 E. 19th Street: Easter T h u m b Box Exhib i t ion—Apr i l 
6 to 27 
Ferargil Gallery. 24 East 49th Street: Exhibition o f W o r k s by Charles 
Rosen—through March . 
Society of Independent Art is ts: Annual Exhibit ion, R o o f Garden o f the 
Wa ldo r f -As to r i a—March 23 to A p r i l 15. 

Our A N N U A L E X H I B I T I O N of 

Thirty Paintings by 
Thirty Artists ' 

•will afford unusual opportunity for 
the selection of splendid works 
by leading American painters. 
The collection will include ex
amples of Inness, Wyant, 
Martin, Blakeloch, Twachtman 
and Ryder, as well as a distin
guished group by living artists. 

An 
illustrated 
catalogue 
will be 
mailed 
upon 
request 

WILLIAM MACBETH 
Incorporated 

450 F I F T H A V E N U E N E W Y O R K C I T Y 

Exhibition Gallery of the 
Scribner Bookstore 
597 Fifth Avenue, New York 

Original Photographs 
Drawings, Paintings 
Made for Purposes of Book 

or Magazine I l lus t ra t ion 
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Edward G. Getz New York 

"Bra-nzt* 

%tabes 

iCrqmtals 

tie. 

Ming Horse and Rider 

Specific requests gladly answered. No catalog issued 
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SUGGESTED FORMS FOR WAR MEMORIALS* 
SUITABLE FOR ERECTION BY INDIVIDUALS OR ORGANIZATIONS 

clan bearing the motto which is also the war-cry in Celtic 
characters. 

Quite different in character is another type—a memorial, 
in a sense, because of its permanency—a portrait. A portrait 
painted of the returned officer—the work of a really repre
sentative portrait-painter—will form a highly treasured thing 
in the future, valuable not alone as a portrait but as a record 
of the part the individual played in the war. 

In memory of those who will never return from the battle
fields of France there is a method of painting a portrait from 
a photograph. The result is not a cheap thing which we link 
with this process but a worth-while result. The cost averages 
around $300. It might be interesting to note here that quite 
remarkable results are being obtained from photographs, 
dim and indistinct. These are recreated, making a really 

interesting study or photograph 
a valued thing. 

VARIED are the forms 
which war memorials 
take. Honor rolls and 
tablets are perhaps the 

most used, and these range 
from the rather more elaborate 
ones erected by associations or 
large corporations to the sim
pler ones erected by individuals 
to commemorate in years to 
come the memory of one of 
their family. 

The three types shown are 
very different in character. The 
Biltmore honor roll is worked 
out in Sienna marble and color
ful mosaic with cast-bronze 
names; the shield-shaped tab
let to be placed in a church in 
Rye by the sister of the lieu
tenant who was killed in action 
is a simple, dignified tablet cast in bronze. A memorial for the Clann 
Fhearghuis of Stra-chur is shown in the centre. This clan, which 
dates back to 503 A. D., lost over 1,500 men in the present war. 
This coat of arms contains the targe of the Gael, the Gaelic helmet 
and crown; the scroll beneath is the impression of the tartan of the 

* NOTE ; For estimates or book
lets of designs for memorials, ad
dress, Miss Walton, Scribner's 
Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, 
New York. 

ORIGINAL BRONZES BY AMERICAN SCULPTORS 
Small in size and price but high in aesthetic and artistic value. 
Send for Handsomely Illustrated Brochure. Mailed on request. 

GORHAM GALLERIES 
Fifth Avenue at 36th Street 

New York 
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SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

From a simple "clover knot " in an
tique carved gold depends a ser
viceable clock with a 2 in. dial, 
black numerals, and a 24-hour 
movement. Height 12 in. 

Price, $5.00 

GI F T S that are as delightful to receive 
as they are to give — gifts tha t convey 
good tas te as well as affection, and 

above all, gifts a t reasonable prices, ar
ranged by price to facilitate your selection. 

If it is a bridal gift, does she like fine heavy 
Sheffield, or has she a taste for pre t ty china 
or crystal? Perhaps she will be pleased 
with a handsome mirror or an unusual lamp. 

Remember t h a t a surprising number of the 
gifts you see a t every wedding are from 
here—that 's why we are known as " T h e 
Gift Shop of Fifth Avenue." 

Spring catalogue read}/ April 15. 

OVINGTON'S 
3 1 2 - 3 1 4 F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W YORK 

HOWARD 

Y O U N G 
GALLERIES 

Important Paintings 

AMERICAN 
and 

FOREIGN MASTERS 

620 Fifth Avenue 
BETWEEN 49th AND 50th STREETS 

New York 

Are you using the Fifth 
Avenue Section? 
Or are you just skimming 
its pages ? 

Use it 
To purchase any article illustrated. 
To procure the address of the shop 
where articles illustrated can be ob
tained. 

To find and purchase any article 
you want whether shown or not in 
the Section. 

To see the new offerings of the 
shops. 

To procure addresses of reliable 
shops "where you can shop with 
confidence." 

To obtain leaflets, folders, and cir
culars about merchandise in which 
you are interested. 

—There is n o charge for any ser
vice rendered. See page 33. 

Reg. V. S. 
Patent Off. 
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ANTIQUE CHINESE AND INTERESTING FRENCH 
PIECES 

Addresses of shops where any of 
these pieces m a y be seen will be 
given gladly. Address Miss Wal ton , 
Fifth Avenue Section of Scr ibner ' s 
Magaz ine , 597 Fifth Avenue, New 

York City 

More and more are the mod
ern decorators going hack to 
the Chinese for inspiration 
both for color and design. 
These old Chinese vases, ori-
form vases of the Kang-Hsi 
dynasty, with their unusual 
floral and figure decoration, 
make a wonderful color note. 
Their height, with stand, is 

11^4 inches. 

A wonderful old Chinese mirror. Tn the gold carved 
frame—marvellously carved—there arc bits of mirror 
These, as well as the large glass itself, are painted on 
the back with Chinese scenes in beautiful old color
ings. A fascinating piece—really a museum piece—it 

measures approximately 4 feet in height. 

With the great interest in old French furniture at 
this time, this Louis XVI clock and pair of ensoiettes 
are of particular note. The latter are of gilt bronze 
ormolu. When used as candlesticks the tops reverse 
to form holders. The clock is of white marble and 

ormolu, 

A five-color plate bearing the mark of the 
Chia-Ching of the Ming dynasty. It is 
decorated with figures, lanterns, and con
ventional flowers in hrilliant colors—red, 
green, yellow, blue, and coral red. It is 
mounted on a carved teakwood stand. 

Diameter of plate, 12jk| inches. 

This amusing pair of cloisonne birds, lovely in color 
—dull red and gold—form exceedingly decorative 
ornaments. They are of particular interest now, 
for chanticleers, triumphant cocks, are seen every
where in Paris, representing the spirit of victory as 

they do. 
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5-AVEAT4fcr-?ST 

PARIS ) NEW YORk 

"TH{ PARIS SHOP OF AMERICA* 

xmnouncej 

xi xvmfileU £ouectiorv <yj~ 

SPRING MODELS 

^mhracuia xill xd~ they 

<ymatcdt zBxnJ> dtuccedded 

ioaetlha^ yritlv 

<J}xbhiorib xn~ 

SPORTS WEAR-STREETAPPAREL 

DAY WRAPS—GOWNS 

EVENING WRAPS - — BLOUSES 

SKIRTS - — SUMMER FURS 

of. <- / 

^"cliiuAualCharacter 

BOUE 
SOEURS 

9 RUE DE LA PAIX 
PARIS 

Direct a t tent ion to the most 
alluring array of their own 
original creations in 

ROBES 
MANTEAUX 

LINGERIE and 
DESHABILLES 

Collection is on exhibition daily from 11 to 1 and from 
3 to 5 under the personal direction of Les Boue Soeurs, 
Madame la Baronne d'Etreillis and Madame Sylvie de 
Montegut. 

13 W e s t 56th St., N e w York 
The only Rue de la Paix house in America 
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Gidding 
Origin 

NEW YORK 
PARIS 

WASHINGTON 
PHILADELPHIA 

CINCINNATI 
DULUTH 

PALM BEACH SALONS 
ROYAL P01NCIANA 

GROUNDS 

O S A K A PEKING 

ORIENTAL SILKS 
FOR 

DISTINCTIVE GOWNS 

Decorative Uses for 
the House 

Hangings 
Upholstery Fabrics 

Do not fail to visit the Silk Galleries of 

YAMANAKA & Co. 
680 FIFTH AVENUE 

Between 53d &• 54th Streets 
N E W YORK 

B O S T O N L O N D O N 



SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

THE FIRST SPRING DAYS ON 
THE AVENUE 

Homespun, with all the charm of 
color and texture which hand 
weaving and band dyeing of pure 
wool can give, is used in this suit. 
I t has the smart cut of a man's 
golf coat, deep inverted pleats, 
and tailoring by a firm whose 
sport clothes would be difficult to 
excel; $100. Picot-edged ribbon 
hat of silver grav with navy band, 

$20. 

Can't you picture this dark brown calf
skin Oxford with its long-vamp.English 
last protruding beneath a trig, smart fig
ure walking down the avenue, its low 
heel giving a firm stance against the 
straining leash of an alert police dog? 
Woollen hose, light weight, in heather, 
brown, or green, are a fitting accompani
ment for the Oxfords. Hose, $3.50; Ox
fords, $11. The long forepart of the one-
eyelet Oxford makes it very becoming to 
the foot. I t has that hard-to-find low 
French heel. In patent leather or dull 
leather, $14; silk stocking with lace front 
in simple design, $3.50. 

A sailor to fit every head, for it 
comes in all head sizes; to match 
every frock, for it comes in all 
colors, with grosgrain band for 
the " t r u e " sportswoman, with 
Japanese crepe scarf for the "not 
so tailored"—and correctly made 
by a hatter who knows. Fancy 
sennet straw with grosgrain band, 

$8; cr^pe scarf, $12. 

Was spring ever ushered in 
without the appearance of 
navy blue suits? But this 
one is very gay with its tan 
satin waistcoat, henna em
broidered, silk-corded sash, 
and the ever-essential straight 
lines. The material is a beau
tiful tricotine; $125. Chic is 
the veiled hat of Milan hemp 
with silk tassel covering the 

T o p u r c h a s e a n y a r t i c le , s e n d 
c h e c k t o Miss W a l t o n , S c r i b n e r ' s 
M a g a z i n e . See d i r e c t i o n s o n 

p a g e 33. 

The charm in the detail of this frock 
is essentially French yet it is in Rus
sian blouse effect. The dark blue 
tricotine is slashed almost to the waist 
to expose a bit of chemise vest of mar
quisette topped with the narrowest of 
rose and blue grosgrain ribbon. Round 
tabs for pockets and rectangular panels 
—the latter with stitching and buttons 
—and a black satin tasselled girdle com
plete a very new version of street dress. 

$125. 

Now that he is back—or soon will 
be—from the other side, and ac
customed to military accuracy, be 
certain, if you want his good 
humor to continue, he has a wrist 
watch that is accurate. Do away 
with the annoyance to him of one 
tha t does not run. This has 
other advantages, too, for it is 
dust-proof, water-proof (with un
breakable glass), and ready for 

strenuous service. 

Rtg. V. S. 
Patent Off. 

31 



SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

Reg. U. S. 
Patent OJf. 

CO M P R E H E N S I V E stock 
of English Earthenware, 

China and Glass in patterns 
suitable for country homes, 
cottages and bungalows, at 
reasonable prices. 
Also decorative appointments 
in china and glass, etc. 

' OUT OF THE CONGESTED DISTRICT 
BUT CONVENIENTLY LOCATED" 

Fifth Avenue at 30th Street 

La Boheme 
FACE POWDER-TALC 

INVARIABLY CHOSEN DYDISCRIMINATING WOMEN 
EXTRACT. . . 4S.OOtl ,S04I .SO 
TOILET WATCn U . S O 
P A C E P O W D E R * I . S O 
S A C H E T . 4 I . S O 
T A L C U M T I « S O * 
R O U G E 41.00 
POUDriE COMPACT 4 I.OO 
BATH SALTS . I I . O S 

Arly 
paris 

At All the Better Fifth Avenue Shops 
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Gilman Collamore 
> * % £ M *MI tHSTPUMCHT jit QUALITY A 

Sonora 
^ g P & p y CLEAR AS A BCLL C~-TH E w o n d e r f u l /one 

which has made the 
Sonora famous is rivalled by 
the beauty of the cabinets 
in which the mechanism is 
placed. To hear the Sonora 
is to be convinced tha t it is 
unequalled. 

A complete line of standard 
upright styles and magnifi
cent period models is avail
able. 

$50 to $1000 
Send for Art Catalog No. 12 

sonora Phonograph 
sales Company, 3™. 

George E. Brightson, President 

Executive Offices: 279 Broadway, New York 

Demonstration Salons: 
New York: Fifth Avenue at 53rd St. 

50 Broadway (Standard Arcade) 
Toronto: Ryrie Building 

D e a l e r s E v e r y w h e r e 

The Highest Class Talking 
Machine in the World-



Direct from the 
Fifth Avenue Shops to You 

TO 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 Scribner's Magazine, 
checking the subjects desired. 

Objects of Art 
Sculpture by American Artists: Gorham Galleries, Fifth Avenue 

at s6tk Street. 
New Edition of Art Notes: William Macbeth Galleries, 450 Fifth 

Avenue. 
Work of Early American Masters: Ehrich Galleries, 707 Fifth Ave. 
Latest News of the Art Galleries: Milch Galleries, 108 West 57th St. 
Antique Tapestry Panels, Brocades and Embroideries: A. Kim-

bel y Son, 12 West 40th Street. 
Paintings by Old Masters, illustrated: Satinover Galleries, 27 

West 56M Street. 
Old English Furniture, Needlework, and Tapestries: Dawson, 9 

East s6th Street. 
Antique French Furniture: Warwick House, 45 East 57/A Street. 
Chinese Porcelains and Old English Furniture: Frank Partridge, 

741 Fifth Avenue. 
Antique Porcelains (no catalogue issued but specific requests 

gladly answered): Edward G. Getz, 14 East 45M Street. 
Old English Silver—The History of "Hal l -Marks" : Crichton 

Bros., 636 Fifth Avenue. 

For the House 
Furniture of Character: Hampton Shops, 18 East $oth Street. 
English, French, and Chinese China and Glass: Gilman Colla-

more & Co., Fifth Avenue at 30th Street. 
Oriental and European Rugs: Kent-Costikyan Co., 485 Fifth Ave. 
Ancient and Modern Rugs: Costikyan tjf Co., 12 East 4.0th Street. 
Danersk Decorative Furniture: {Booklet T-2), Erskine-Danforth, 

2 West 47th Street. 
Antique Furniture and Correct Reproductions: Emil Feffercorn 

\S Co., 126 East 2%th Street. 

Gifts 
The New Gift Book: Ovington's, 312 Fifth Avenue. 

Specialties 
Daguerreotypes or Faded Portraits Recreated: Bradley Studios, 

435 Fifth Avenue. 
Portraits in Oil Made from Photographs: / . R. Bremner Co., 

685 Madison Avenue. 
Memorials and Garden Ornaments: Howard Studios, 7 West 

47th Street. 
Clothes 

Clothes for the South: Gidding y Co., 568 Fifth Avenue. 
Sports and Street Hats for Women: {Booklet 32Z)), Youmans, 

581 Fifth Avenue. -
Women's Shoes: How to Fit the Narrow Foot: Shoecraft Shop, 

27 West 38/A Street. 
Oriental Silks; Yamanaka tff Co., 680 Fifth Avenue. 

D i r e c t i o n s for P u r c h a s i n g A n y Ar t i c l e 

TO PURCHASE any article desired—whether illustrated or not— 
send check or money order payable to Charles Scribner's Sons 
to cover cost of ai t ide. 

Give page on which article is shown. 
State how articles should be sent—by parcel post or express. 
Send to Miss Walton, of Scribner's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, 
New York. Use coupon below if desired. 

MISS WALTON, FIFTH AVENUE SHOPPING SERVICE 
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York 

Will you kindly purchase for me the following articles? I en
close a check payable to Charles Scribner's Sons to cover their cost. 

Please send me the addresses of the shops where the following 
articles can be obtained. 

Please send literature on subjects checked. 
I enclose stamped envelope for reply. 

Articles 

Size (if garment) Shown on page 

Name 

Street • 

City State 

SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Axtenue Section 

D A N E R s K 
DECORATIVE 
F U R N I T U R E 

ERSKINE-DANFORTH CORPORATION 
2 West 47th St., New York 

First door -west of Fifth Avenue, 4th floor 

Sim Rooms, L o g g i a s , Breakfast 
Rooms and Card Rooms in decora
tive furniture and hard woods are 
durable, beantilul in color and luji-
uriously comfortable. They cost 
less than good reed and willow and 
possess greater decorative value. 

It is difficult to obtain 
uncommon and interest
ing pieces through the 
customary channels for 
these rooms. We have 
designed, made and have 
ready for finishing in 
any special scheme un
usual a n d c h a r m i n g 
pieces for this purpose. 
Lovely Venetian color
ings to harmonize with 
block prints that are ap
propriate. 

Quick deliveries direct 
from the factory to you. 
Buy direct or through 
your decorator or dealer. 

Send for Valuable 
Catalog " T-4" 

Fashion's latest fancy 
always materializes first and 
most attractively at the 
ShoeCraftShop. PIERRETTE. 
the model pictured, is made 
in white calf with patent 
vamp, gun metal with patent 
vamp, all-black buck or to
bacco brown kid. J J 2 

Send for Booklet 5-8 
and Measurement Chart 

SHOECRAFT SHOP 
27 Wesl 38th Street New York 

Imported Beret Tam 
The delayed shipment has just arrived. 
Colors Blue, White, Red, Green, Purple, 
Cardinal and Coral. 

Price $4 

Write for Booklet 5N 

YOUMANS Inc. 
581 Fifth Avenue 

New York City 

To Buy Whatever You 
Want in New York 

— tha t is wha t Miss W a l t o n is ready 
to do for you. 
There is no charge for her services. 

Address MISS VIRGINIA W A L T O N 

The Fifth Avenue Section of 

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
597 Fifth A v e n u e - N e w York City 
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Fitting The 
Narrow Foot 
Width! AAAA.AAA.U& A, 
All sizes mcludins 81.9.91 »10 

Prepaid 



IN every business institution and 
in every factory, in every club 
and in every lodge, in every 
store and in every church/there 
should be some visible record of 
those who fbughfof those who 
suffered, of those who died 
for humanity and freedom, 

<Me Gorham Company wi/igladly 
furnish prices, and invites correspond
ence tvhere advice is desired on 
the subjectof designs. 

A Portfolio of 
Gorham Honor Rolls 

free on request 

THE GORHAM COMPANY 
FIFTH AVENUE AT THIRTY-SIXTH STREET 

NEW YORK, 

I©I9I9 
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Drawn by E. L. Blumenschein. 

THE LIE WAS PASSED, A BLOW WAS STRUCK, AND THE LONG-EXPECTED 
FIGHT WAS ON. 

— " T h e Open Hear th ," page 433. 
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Front a photograph by R. E. Marble. 

The famous Two Medicine Lake in July. 

Mount Rockwell in the middle background stands out in front of the Continental Divide. The two peaks on the 
right are Mount Helen and Flinsch Peak, both on the Continental Divide. 

G L A C I E R R E V E A L E D 

By Robert Sterling Yard 
Chief, Educational Division, National Park Service 

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM P H O T O G R A P H S 

THIS article considers Glacier Na
tional Park from a different point of 
view. Its facts are not those usual

ly offered. Its purpose is to explain why 
this extraordinary landscape stands alone 
in kind amid the great scenery of the 
world. Its hope is to add the keen plea
sure of appreciation to the other pleasures 
which there await the visitor. 

To say that Glacier National Park is 
the Canadian Rockies done in Grand 
Canyon colors is to express a small part 

of a complicated fact. Glacier is so much 
less and more. I t is less in its exhibit of 
ice and snow. Both are dying glacial 
regions, and Glacier is hundreds of cen
turies nearer the end; no longer can it 
display snowy ranges in August and long, 
sinuous, Alaska-like glaciers at any time. 
Nevertheless it has its glaciers, sixty or 
more of them perched upon high rocky 
shelves, the beautiful shrunken remain
ders of one-time monsters. Also it has the 
stupendous walled cirques and painted, 
lake-studded canyons which these mon
sters left for the enjoyment of to-day. 

Copyright, 1919, by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights reserved. 
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From a photograph by Haynes. 

Cracker Lake, above which Mount Siyeh rises four thousand feet, almost sheer. 
The dark colored rock masses near the water are deep pink, the cliffs dark gray. The slope on the right of the lake 

is red and green. The water is a vivid robin's-egg blue, with pink edges where the colored sand shows through. 

I t is these cirques and canyons which 
constitute Glacier's unique feature, which 
make it incomparable of its kind. Gla
cier's innermost sanctuaries are comfort
ably accessible and intimately enjoyable 
for more than two months each summer. 

Glacier National Park hangs down from 
the Canadian boundary-line in north
western Montana, where it straddles the 
Continental Divide. Adjoining it on the 
north is the Waterton Lakes Park, Can
ada. The Blackfeet Indian Reservation 
borders it on the east. I ts southern 
boundary is Marias Pass, through which 
the Great Northern Railway crosses the 
crest of the Rocky Mountains. Its west-

ern boundary is the North Fork of 
the Flathead River. The park contains 
more than fifteen hundred square miles. 

Communication between the east and 
west sides within.the park is only by trail-
passes over the Continental Divide. 

There are parts of America quite as 
distinguished as Glacier: Mount McKin-
ley, for its enormous snowy mass and 
stature; Yosemite, for the quality of its 
valley's beauty; Mount Rainier, for its 
massive radiating glaciers; Crater Lake, 
for its color range in pearls and blues; 
Grand Canyon, for its stupendous painted 
gulf. But there is no part of America or 
the Americas, or of the world, to match 
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From a photograph by A. J. Baker. 

Early morning on Lake McDonald (lower west side). 

Mount Cannon in the background. 

this of its kind. As for the particular 
wondrous thing these glaciers of old left 
behind them when they shrank to shelved 
trifles, there is no other. At Glacier one 
sees what he never saw elsewhere and 
never will see again—except at Glacier. 

Visitors seldom comprehend Glacier; 
hence they are mute, or praise in gen
eralities or vague superlatives. Those 
who have not seen other mountains find 
the unexpected and are puzzled. Those 
who have seen other mountains fail to un
derstand the difference in these. 

" M y God, man, where are your art
is ts?" cried an Englishman who had 
come to St. Mary Lake to spend a night 

and was finishing his week. "They ought 
to be here in regiments. Not that this is 
the greatest thing in the world, but that 
there's nothing else in the world like it." 

II 

T H E elements of Glacier's personality 
are so unusual that it will be difficult, if 
not impossible, to make phrases describe 
it. Comparison fails. Photographs will 
help, but not very efficiently, because 
they do not convey its size, color, and 
reality; or perhaps I should say its un
reality, for there are places like Two 
Medicine Lake in still pale midmorning, 
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From a photograph by A. J. Baker. 

North from Piegan Pass. 

A familiar trail route between St. Mary Lake and Lake McDermott. Peak of Pollock Mountain shown on the 
left side and Mount Grinnell on right. 

St. Mary Lake during one of its gold 
sunsets, and the cirques of the Belly 
River under all conditions which never 
seem natural. 

To picture Glacier as nearly as possi
ble, imagine two mountain ranges roughly 
parallel in the north, where they pass the 
Continental Divide back and forth be
tween them across a magnificent high in
tervening valley, and, in the south, merg
ing into a wild and apparently planless 
massing of high peaks and ranges. Imag
ine these mountains repeating everywhere 
huge pyramids, enormous stone gables, 
elongated cones, and many other un
usual shapes, including numerous saw-
toothed edges which rise many thousand 
feet upward from swelling sides, suggest
ing nothing so much as overturned keel 
boats. Imagine ranges, glacier-bitten 
alternately on either side, with cirques of 
three or four thousand feet of precipitous 

depth. Imagine these cirques often so 
nearly meeting that the intervening walls 
are knife-like edges—miles of such walls 
carry the Continental Divide; and oc
casionally these cirques meet and the in
tervening wall crumbles and leaves a pass 
across the divide. Imagine places where 
cirque walls have been so bitten outside as 
well as in that they stand like amphi
theatres builded up from foundations 
instead of g o u g e d out of rock from 
above. 

Imagine these mountains plentifully 
snow-spattered upon their northern slopes 
and bearing upon their shoulders many 
small and beautiful glaciers perched up
on rock shelves above and back of the 
cirques left by the greater glaciers of 
which they are the remainders. These 
glaciers are nearly always wider than they 
are long; I have seen only three with 
elongated lobes. 
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From a photograph by A. J. Baker. 

Mount Reynolds, as seen from St. Mary Lake Trail. 

Hanging gardens below the snow on its near front. Just the other side of Reynolds is Hidden Lake. 

Imagine deep, rounded valleys emerg
ing from these cirques and twisting snake-
like among enormous and sometimes gro
tesque rock masses which often are in
conceivably twisted and tumbled, those 
of each drainage basin converging fan
like to its central valley. Sometimes a 
score or more of cirques, great and small, 
unite their valley streams for the making 
of a river; seven principal valleys, each 
the product of such a group, emerge from 
the east side, thirteen from the west. 

Imagine hundreds of lakes whose 
waters, fresh-run from snow-field and 
glacier, brilliantly reflect the odd sur
rounding landscape. Each glacier has its 
lake or lakes of turquoise blue. Every 
successive shelf of every glacial stairway 
has its lake—one or more. And every 
valley has its greater lake or string of 
lakes. Glacier is pre-eminently the park 
of lakes. When all is said and done they 

constitute its most distinguished single 
element of supreme beauty. 

And, finally, imagine this picture done 
in soft, glowing colors—not only the blue 
sky, the flowery meadows, the pine-green 
valleys, and the innumerable many-hued 
waters, but the rocks, the mountains, and 
the cirques besides. The glaciers of old 
penetrated the most colorful depths of 
earth's skin, the very ancient Algonkian 
strata, that from which the Grand Can
yon also is carved. The rocks appear in 
four differently colored layers. The low
est of these is called the Altyn limestone. 
There are about sixteen hundred feet of 
it, pale blue within, weathering pale buff. 
Whole yellow mountains of this rock hang 
upon the eastern edge of the park. Next 
above the Altyn lies thirty-four hundred 
feet of dull green shale. The tint is pale, 
deepening to that familiar in the depths 
of the Grand Canyon. I t weathers every 
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From a photograph by U. S. Geological Survey. 

Lake McDermott, showing the huge limestone gable of Gould mountain. 

darkening shade to very dark greenish places almost to black. There is some 
brown. Next above that lies twenty-two gleaming white quartzite mixed with both 
hundred feet of red shale, a dull rock of these shales. Next above lies more than 
varying pinks, which weathers many four thousand feet of Siyeh limestone, 
shades of red and purple, deepening in solid, massive, iron-gray with an insis-
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From a photograph by U. S. Geo/ogical Survey. 

Middle Fork of the Belly River, showing Pyramid Peak and the Shepard Glacier across Crossley Lake. 

tent flavor of yellow, and weathering dark broad ribbon of diorite, a rock as 
buff. hard as granite, which once, while mol-

This heavy stratum is the most im- ten, burst from below and forced its way 
pressive part of the Glacier landscape, between horizontal beds of limestone; and 
Horizontally through its middle runs a occasionally, as in the Swiftcurrent and 
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From a photograph, copyright by R. E. Marble. 

Gunsight Lake and Gunsight Pass from a spur of Mount Jackson. 

Triple Divide Passes, there are dull iron- may be seen topping mountains here and 
black lavas in heavy twisted masses, there in the northern part of the park. 
Above all these once lay still another Imagine these rich strata hung east and 
shale of brilliant red, fragments of which west across the landscape and sagging 
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From a photograph, copyright by R. E. Marble. 

Storm on Lake Ellen Wilson. 
Lake Ellen Wilson lies at the west side of Gunsight Pass, corresponding in position to Gunsight Lake on the east. 

deeply in the middle, so that a horizontal ness of the rock; there is none of the hard 
line would cut all colors diagonally! insistence, the uncompromising definite-

Now imagine a softness of line as well ness of the granite landscape. And imag-
as color resulting probably from the soft- ine further an impression of antiquity, a 
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From a photograph by Scenic America Co., Portland, Oregon. 

Middle Fork of the Belly River, from one of the cirques at its head. 

Glimpse of Cbaney Glacier and noble Mount Merritt on right. Foothills of Mount Cleveland, the giant of the 
park on left. Glenns Lake and Crossley Lake shown in the valley. 

feeling akin to that with which one enters 
a mediaeval ruin or sees the pyramids of 
Egypt. Only here is the look of immense, 
unmeasured, immeasurable age. More 
than at any place except perhaps the rim 
of the Grand Canyon does one seem to 
stand in the presence of infinite ages; an 
instinct which, while it baffles analysis, is 
sound, for there are few rocks of the 
earth's skin so aged as these ornate shales 
and limestones. 

And now, at last, you can imagine 
Glacier! 

III 

BUT, with Glacier, this is not enough. 
To see, to realize in full its beauty, still 
leaves one puzzled. One of the peculiar
ities of the landscape, due perhaps to its 
differences, is its insistence upon explana
tion. How came this prehistoric plain so 
etched with cirques and valleys as to 
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leave standing only worm-like crests, 
knife-edge walls, amphitheatres, and iso
lated peaks ? The answer is the story of a 
romantic episode in the absorbing history 
of America's making. 

Perhaps a hundred million years ago, 
to quote the assumption of the majority 
of geologists concerning a period which is 
only guesswork at best, these lofty moun
tains were deposited in the shape of 
muddy sediments on the bottom of shal
low fresh-water lakes, whose waves left 
many ripple marks upon the soft muds of 
its shores, fragments of which, hardened 
now to shale, are frequently found by 
tourists. So ancient was the period that 
these deposits lay next above the primal 
Archean rocks, and marked, therefore, 
almost the beginning of accepted geolog
ical history. Life was then so nearly at 
its beginnings that the forms which Wal-
cott found in the Siyeh limestone were not 
at first fully accepted as organic. 



From a photograph by U. S. Geological Survey. 

One of the cirque glaciers, middle fork of the Belly River. 

Thereafter, during a time so long that 
none may even estimate it, certainly for 
many millions of years, the history of the 
region leaves traces of no extraordinary 
change. I t sank possibly thousands of 
feet beneath the sea which swept from the 
Gulf of Mexico to the Arctic, and accumu
lated there sediments which to-day are 
scenic rocks. I t may have alternated 
above and below sea-level many times, as 
our Southwest has done.. Eventually, un
der earth pressures concerning whose 
cause many theories have lived and died, 
it rose to remain until our times. 

Then, millions of years ago, but still 
recently as compared with the whole vast 
lapse we are considering, came the changes 
which seem dramatic to us as we look 
back upon them accomplished, but which 
came to pass so slowly that no man, had 
man then lived, could have noticed a 
single step of progress in the course of a 
long life. Under earth pressures, the 
skin buckled, and the Rocky Mountains 
rose. At some stage of this process the 

range cracked along its crest from what is 
now Marias Pass to a point just over the 
Canadian border, and, a couple of hun
dred miles farther north, from the neigh
borhood of Banff to the northern end of 
the Canadian Rockies. 

Then the great overthrust followed. 
Side pressures of inconceivable power 
forced upward the western edge of this 
crack, including the entire crust from the 
Algonkian deposits up, and thrust it over 
the eastern edge. During the over-
thrusting, which may have taken a mil
lion years, and during the millions of 
years since, the frosts have chiselled open 
and the rains have washed away all the 
overthrust strata, the accumulations of 
the geological ages from Algonkian times 
down, except only that one bottom layer. 

This alone remained for the three ice 
invasions of the glacial age to carve into 
the extraordinary area which is called to
day the Glacier National Park. 

The Lewis Overthrust, so called be
cause it happened to the Lewis Range, is 
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From a photograph by A. J. Baker. 

Up Brown Pass Trail. 

From Waterton Lake looking westward up the Olson Creek, the route of Brown Pass Trail over the Continental 
Divide. Porcupine Ridge on the left. The Sentinel in the middle. This is one of the 

greatest scenic trails in America, but is known as yet to very few. 

ten to fifteen miles wide. The eastern 
boundary of the park roughly defines its 
limit of progress. Its signs are plain to 
the eye taught to perceive them. The 
yellow mountains on the eastern edge 
near the gateway to Lake McDermott lie 
on top of the Blackfeet Indian Reserva
tion, whose surface is many millions of 
years younger and quite different in color
ing. Similarly Chief Mountain, at the 
entrance of the Belly River Valley, owes 
much of its remarkable distinction to the 
incompatibility of its form and color with 
the prairie upon which it lies but out of 
which it seems to burst. 

Perhaps thousands of years after the 
overthrust was accomplished another 
tremendous faulting still further modified 
the landscape of to-day. The over-
thrust edge cracked lengthwise, this time 
west of the Continental Divide, all the 
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way from the Canadian line southwest 
nearly to Marias Pass. The edge of the 
strata west of this crack sank perhaps 
many thousands of feet, leaving great 
precipices on the west side of the divide 
similar to those on the east side. There 
was this great difference, however, in 
what followed: the elongated west side 
gulf or ditch thus formed filled up with 
the deposits of later geologic periods. 

This whole process, which also was very 
slow in movement, is important in ex
plaining the conformation and scenic pe
culiarities of the west side of the park, 
which, as seen by the tourist to-day, are 
remarkably different from those of the 
east side. Here, the great limestone 
ranges, glaciered, cirqued, and precipiced 
as on the east side, suddenly give place 
to broad, undulating plains. 

The inconceivable lapse of time cov-



Front a photograph by A. J. Baker. 

Up Brown Pass Trail. 
Porcupine Ridge and an unnamed glacier on the left. Guardhouse in distance, with glimpse of Dixon Glacier. 

ered in these titanic operations of nature 
and their excessive slowness of progress 
rob them of much of their dramatic qual
ity. Perhaps an inch of distance was an 
extraordinary advance for the Lewis 
Overthrust to make in any ordinary year, 
and doubtless there were lapses of cen
turies when no measurable advance was 
made. Yet sometimes sudden settlings, 
accompanied by more or less extended 
earthquakes, must have visibly altered 
local landscapes. 

I t is with these backgrounds graven 
deeply on his mind that I want the future 
visitor to enter Glacier National Park. 
Then, with an eye keen for the meaning 
of pebble and cliff, of cirque and gnawed 
summit, of form and differentiating color; 
with imagination alert to summon the 
mighty past for the interpretation of the 
glowing, magical, stupendous present, he 
will realize a high degree of pleasure which 
is wholly denied to the thousands who en

ter to gape and wonder, asking footless 
questions of guides more ignorant than 
themselves. If we are to see at all so mar
vellous a revelation of nature's workaday 
processes, let us see it intelligently. 

IV 

T H E limits of a magazine article do not 
permit a survey of so elaborate and com
plicated an exhibition as this National 
Park presents. Many thousands of trav
ellers have seen the parts already de
veloped by road and trail, passing from 
hotel to chalet, from chalet to hotel, in 
the seeing; and hundreds of thousands are 
familiar with the reproductions of photo
graphs of these scenes. The towering, 
painted pyramids of Two Medicine Lake, 
which are not pyramids at all but the 
gable ends of mountain ledges thousands 
of feet high and miles long; the unreal 
snowy horizon at the head of St. Mary 
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Lake, bristling with cones and flanked 
with bulky knife-edge- monsters, purple 
below and yellowish gray above; the in
describable circle of gables, toothed walls, 
pyramids, shining cliff glaciers, and 
sprawling red mountains which surround 
Lake McDermott; the mammoth amphi
theatre of Iceberg Lake, gouged as deep 

The northern wilderness may be roughly 
divided into four scenic areas: the deep 
central valley from Mount Cannon to 
Waterton Lake, between the Lewis and 
Livingston Ranges, which alternately 
carry the Continental Divide; the Belly 
River valleys east of this and north of the 
Iceberg Lake wall; the walled cirques of 

Map of Glacier National Park. 

and steep without as it is within; the ro
mantic unreality of Gunsight Pass, carry
ing the Continental Divide over a giant's, 
causeway between the-gulf-like cirques in 
whose bottoms lie Gunsight Lake and 
Lake Ellen Wilson; the calm beauty of 
Lake McDonald, largest and longest of 
the pine-bound lakes of the west side; 
these, and many others, are familiar, at 
least in picture, to a large part of intelli
gent America. 

Let us then glance at some of the fea
tures in the little-known wilderness north 
of these, an area as large or larger, whose 
repetition of similar forms discloses them 
in fascinating variety and upon a scale of 
surpassing beauty and grandeur. 

VOL. LXV.--28 

the Bowman and K i n t l a valleys, and 
their scenic gateway, the Brown Pass 
Trail up Olson Valley from Waterton 
Lake; and the west side north of Lake 
McDonald. All these, in very different 
ways, for each is highly individualized, 
express the Glacier personality in supreme 
degree. Any one of them alone would 
nobly furnish a national park. 

The central valley, which consists of 
two valleys lying end on, their streams 
flowing in opposite directions from a cen
tral watershed, might well be called, to 
designate it as a whole, the Avenue of the 
Giants, for it is lined on both sides by 
gigantic mountains. Many have looked 
up its length from Granite Park near its 
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lower end, and a few have seen it—and 
the whole park besides—in full relief 
from the summit of Swiftcurrent Moun
tain. The old game trail through its deep 
forested bottom, which the ambitious 
must travel if he would follow its ma
jestic length, fortunately emerges upon 
occasional opens or he would lose all 
benefit of one of the scenic opportunities 
of America. The trail ends at Waterton 
Lake, where the Brown Pass Trail starts 
west up Olson Valley. 

I t requires no seer to pronounce the 
Avenue of the Giants the key to the en
tire development of the northern wilder
ness, all of whose greatest spectacles may 
easily be reached from it; nor does it re
quire inspiration to prophesy it the site 
of a motor highway connecting Canada's 
highway system, through the Waterton 
Lakes Park, with a motor road already 
planned to cross the Continental Divide 
through Glacier's centre. 

I like to think of the Belly River val
leys as the land of exuberance, for here all 
expression is in the higher powers. They 
are broad valleys; the grass of their mea
dows is thick and high, their wild flowers 
large and many, their underbrush rank, 
their forests full-bodied. The Middle and 
South Forks are rushing streams harbor
ing hard-fighting cutthroat trout. The 
lakes are large and deep. The mountain 
walls are grim, sprawling yellow monsters 
a t the eastern outlet of the combined 
forks, towering peaks at their sources. 

The cirques in which these rivers rise 
are the wildest spots in Glacier. The 
North Fork is born amid groups of gla
ciers close to the top of the Continental 
Divide, and its branches descend over 
four enormous limestone steps through 
turquoise lakes upon each step. Mount 
Cleveland, the highest peak in the park, 
towers upon the north; Mount Merritt, 
one of the noblest of all, upon the south
east. I t is a day's hard scramble to climb 
into these cirques now, but some day 
trails will save time and labor. 

The South Fork is born close by, south
west of Mount Merritt, in Helen Lake, 
which is the bottom of a well thousands of 
feet deep, the upper lips of which drip with 
glaciers. For bigness and sheer wildness 
I know of no cirque which seems to equal 
this. Its lofty, precipitous, t o o t h e d , 

southern wall is the lofty, precipitous, 
toothed, northern wall of Iceberg Lake of 
the Swiftcurrent drainage basin. 

Yes, on the other side of that wall hun
dreds of tourists are riding and tramp
ing the Iceberg Trail, and on this side 
you stand alone, except for the marmots 
whistling in the talus, the mountain-goats 
high on the ledges, and the eagles circling 
over the abyss. A shot aimed high in air 
might drop its bullet down into Iceberg 
Lake; and yet, to reach this spot from 
Iceberg Lake, you had to make a trail 
detour of nearly forty miles ! 

Few enter the Belly River valleys to 
enjoy and explore them except Canadians, 
who drive in over a road which is a joke 
to all except those in the wagons. Yet 
no area in all Glacier combines scenery of 
such distinction with so great an abun
dance of essentials for comfort and plea
sure. Far down the valley, far out on the 
prairie, miles even, across the Canadian 
line, the view back into those many gla-
ciered cirques and their massing of tall 
peaks and serrated walls is one of pure 
nobility. The day of the Belly River's 
valleys, when it comes, will be big and 
fair. Their promise for popular develop
ment is greater than that of any part of 
the Glacier wilderness. 

The name arouses curiosity. Why 
Belly? The river is principally Cana
dian. Was not the name, then, the Anglo-
Saxon frontier's pronunciation of the 
Frenchman's belle? Surely in all its forks 
and tributaries, in all its moods and tenses, 
this was and is the Beautiful River! 

But the ultimate expression of the 
sheer glory of the Algonkian exhibit, and 
consequently of Glacier National Park, 
is the headwater country of the Bowman 
and Kintla valleys in the extreme north
west of the park. The way in to Bow
man leads from Waterton Lake, up the 
Olson Valley, and over Brown Pass. 
This trail is a panorama of pleasure and 
astonishment from its beautiful begin
ning to the splendid climax west of the 
pass. 

I shall not at tempt in this space to de
scribe the lakes reflecting toothed hori
zons, the cliff glaciers whose frothing out
lets cascade like forked lightnings fif
teen hundred feet into the depths, or the 
towering heights of Guardhouse, Mount 
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Peabody, and Boulder Peak, which wall 
in the shelf from which one looks between 
the fluted precipice of Rainbow Peak and 
the fading slopes of Indian Ridge into the 
pale waters of Bowman Lake winding far 
away among its unbroken forests; nor 
shall I describe the Hole-in-the-Wall Fall 
where reappears through a hole, like a 
silver horse tail fastened upon a precipice, 
a stream which had lost itself a mile away 
on the summit of Boulder Peak. 

From this spot a trail is building over 
a spur of Boulder Peak into the grand 
climax of Kintla, to reach which, summer 
before last, I had been obliged to make a 
detour through Canada. 

Kintla has been called the Perpen

dicular Land. The mountain walls of its 
two lakes are extremely steep and high, 
and the picture of snow-splashed rugged 
limestone summits about its head pre
sents, I think, few equals in composition 
and grandeur. Commanding all, Kintla 
Peak rises five thousand feet above the 
upper lake, spreading from its shoulders, 
like wings prepared for flight, two broad 
and beautiful glaciers. 

With the climax of Kintla, the south
ern section of the Lewis Overthrust 
ended, and our exhibit closes. Not far 
over the Canadian border, and for two 
hundred miles beyond it, the mountains 
resume the knobs and rounded summits 
characteristic of the granite Rockies. 

BIOLOGY AND DEMOCRACY 

By Edwin Grant Conklin 
Author of " Heredity and Environment in the Development of Men " 

THE war which was begun 
by autocrats and military 
leaders for personal and 
nat ional aggrandizement 
has ended with the victory 
of the forces which were 

fighting to make the world safe for de
mocracy. Scientists and professional 
men of world-wide renown joined heartily 
in a crusade to force militarism, war, and 
autocracy upon an unwilling world. The 
sanction of science and especially of bi
ology was claimed for the highly militar
ized state, for a hereditary aristocracy, 
for the beneficial effects of war. I t would 
be interesting to know whether these 
military biologists now believe in the 
beneficial effects of an unsuccessful war, 
in the survival of the fittest as deter
mined by an armed conflict disastrous to 
their cause, and in their supermen and 
superstate as the highest products of ev
olution. 

On the other hand, throughout most of 
the world there has been in recent times 
a wonderful growth and spread of de
mocracy, not merely in forms of govern
ment but also in social, industrial, eco
nomic, and educational affairs. Our own 

government is the greatest of democracies, 
and the influence of our example has ex
tended to every nation in this hemisphere 
and to almost every country in the world. 
The most ancient and powerful autoc
racies of Europe have gone down in the 
wreckage of this war and on their ruins 
democracies are being erected. The 
plaintive appeal of Carl to Ferdinand, 
"We kings must stand together now," 
was a recognition, when too late, of the 
conquering forces of democracy which 
were released by the war. I t begins to 
appear that the world is not only safe for 
democracy but that it is unsafe for any
thing else. 

Our passion for democracy has been 
with us a kind of religion; it has rested in 
the main upon instinct rather than rea
son, upon sentiment rather than science. 
No one of us would wish to disturb the 
firm foundations of our faith which are 
laid in instincts and emotions, and yet it 
is our privilege and duty to give reasons 
for the faith that is in us and to examine 
the merits and demerits of our institu
tions in the light of knowledge and experi
ence. If democracy is to endure and pre
vail it must rest upon science as well as 
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sentiment. Popular approval or disap
proval will not alter the course of nature 
and civil laws cannot abolish natural ones. 

In spite of the growth of democracy 
not a few thoughtful people are afraid of 
it and many would gladly see it limited in 
extent or application. Before the war 
there was apparent in this country a grow
ing distrust of democracy, especially on 
the part of our "better classes," who are 
somewhat removed from the ranks of the 
common people; during the war this dis
trust was more or less concealed, but 
now amid the social earthquakes which 
are shaking the world this feeling is 
greatly increased, and it is evident that 
we are soon to witness such a conflict of 
opinion regarding genuine and universal 
democracy as the world has never before 
known. Distrust of democracy runs 
through the histories of all nations, an
cient and modern. I t was shown even by 
the founders of this greatest of democ
racies in the limitations which were 
placed upon citizenship and suffrage and 
in the many attempts which were made 
to guard the highest offices against popu
lar interference, as, for example, in the 
constitutional provision for the election 
of the President by an electoral college, 
the election of senators by State legis
latures, and the appointment of judges by 
the executive. I t appears to-day in the 

«. opposition to woman's suffrage, in the 
fear of popular control of education, and 
in the alarm over the spread of social
ism and internationalism throughout the 
world. 

These great problems of the hour 
should be viewed not only in the light of 
human history but also in the long per
spective of the history of living things 
upon the earth. Undoubtedly the funda
mental concepts of biology apply to man 
no less than to other organisms, but it 
must be admitted that the application of 
biological principles to specific problems 
of social organization is often of doubtful 
value. Thus we find that biological 
sanction is claimed for wholly antago
nistic opinions, as, for example, for and 
against war, woman's suffrage, polyg
amy, etc. Those who are searching for 
biological analogies to support almost any 
preconceived theory in philosophy, sociol
ogy, education, or government can usu

ally find them, for the living world is large 
and extraordinarily varied and almost 
every possible human condition has its 
parallel somewhere among lower organ
isms. This uncertainty and ambiguity 
in the application of biological principles 
to man and his institutions has brought 
this whole process of reasoning into disre
pute among those who look upon man as 
a being who stands wholly outside the 
realm of biology, but in spite of the un
certainties of biological analogies when 
applied to minor phases and problems of 
human society no one who has felt the 
force and sweep of the great doctrine of 
evolution can doubt that biological prin
ciples underlie the physical, intellectual, 
and social evolution of man—that biology 
is a torch-bearer not merely into the dark 
backgrounds of human history but also 
into the still more obscure regions of the 
future development of the race. 

The Declaration of Independence is in 
many respects the charter of our democ
racy. Adopted at a time when it was 
necessary to secure the utmost co-opera
tion of the Colonies and of the world, it 
made its appeal directly to the social in
stincts as well as to the intelligence of 
men, to their love of freedom, justice, 
and equality. The rights of man have 
ever been the foundation-stones of de
mocracy. The Declaration held "these 
truths to be self-evident; that all men are 
created equal; that they are endowed by 
their Creator with certain inalienable 
rights; that among these are life, liberty, 
and the pursuit of happiness; that to se
cure these rights governments are in
stituted among men, deriving their just 
powers from the consent of the governed." 
Here are the foundation-principles of de
mocracy, which are summarized more 
concisely in the motto of France: "Li
berty, Fraternity, Equality." 

What is the teaching of biology regard
ing these principles of democracy ? How 
can we harmonize individual liberty and 
social organization, universal fraternity 
and national and class hostility, demo
cratic equality and hereditary inequality ? 
Or, to put the question in a more prac
tical form, how can we develop social or
ganization in spite of individual liberty, 
universal fraternity in spite of national 
and class antagonisms, democratic equal-
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ity in spite of hereditary inequality? 
These are great problems and the student 
of animal organization and evolution can 
do no more than to offer a few biological 
suggestions as to their solution. 

W I T H the growth of intelligence among 
animals and men responses to external 
stimuli and to internal instincts become 
less immediate and direct; memories of 
past experiences come in to modify or 
inhibit instinctive responses and these 
responses are no longer as fixed and me
chanical as when instinct acts alone. 
There thus arises a certain amount of 
freedom in behavior; such freedom is 
never complete and is always directly 
proportional to the degree of intelligence 
involved and inversely proportional to the 
strength of the instincts. The more in
telligence one has the greater is his free
dom from purely instinctive acts, but 
man is never wholly free from the influ
ence of instincts; the greater his rational 
and volitional powers the more complete 
is his self-determination, but man is never 
entirely emancipated from external com
pulsions of his physical and social en
vironment. 

The birth and growth of freedom in 
man has led to many conflicts between 
instinct and reason, between personal de
sires and the social welfare. Such con
flicts are lacking among individual cells 
and other constituent parts of the body— 
as such fables as that of " the belly and 
the members" plainly imply; the perfect 
integration of the parts of an organism is 
the result of organic contact, especially 
through the nervous system, of chemical 
messengers, or hormones, which pass from 
one part to another, and of simple re
flexes or tropisms. In societies such as 
those of ants and bees the integrating 
factors are complex reflexes or chains of 
reflexes which are known as instincts. 
There is here so little intelligence and 
freedom that instinct is the only ruler 
and harmony is complete. The incom
pleteness of integration, co-operation, and 
harmony in human society is due to the 
fact that imperfect intelligence and free
dom have come in to interfere with in
stinct. Disharmony in ourselves and in 

society is the price we pay for personal 
intelligence and freedom. In our in
dividual behavior and in our social or
ganization we now seek the ideal har
mony of the hive, but on the higher plane 
of intelligence, freedom, and ethics. 

The history of mankind has been one 
long struggle for freedom—freedom not 
only from the control of irrational in
stincts but also and chiefly from the com
pulsion of outside forces and of other 
persons. The eternal struggle against 
unfavorable environment and for the con
quest of nature, the battles for personal 
freedom in thought, speech, and act, and 
for social freedom in religion, govern
ment, and industry are among the noblest 
aspirations of man. The struggle to be 
free is part of a great evolutionary move
ment, and yet in any society individual 
freedom must be limited in the interest 
of the common good, and the larger and 
more complex the society the greater 
must be these limitations. Here, as else
where, life and evolution are balanced be
tween opposing principles. Should the 
human ideal be individual freedom or 
social co-operation, liberty or duty, in
dividualism or socialism? I t may be 
granted at once that both of these al
ternatives are desirable and to a certain 
extent attainable, but where one must be 
sacrificed for the other, which should it 
be? Is the ideal state one in which the 
social bond is as loose as possible and in
dividual freedom is the chief aim, or is 
it one in which the bond is as close as 
possible and the good of the nation or 
race or species is the supreme object? 

There can be no question as to the 
biological answer. The whole course of 
evolution from amoeba to man is marked 
by increasing differentiation and integra
tion of the constituent parts of the or
ganism; the whole course of development 
from the egg to the adult is a series of 
progressive differentiations and integra
tions of the constituent cells; the most es
sential feature of biological progress con
sists in the subordination of minor units 
to the larger units of organization. In 
the relations of organisms to one another 
nature invariably sacrifices the individual, 
if it be necessary, for the good of the 
colony or race or species. Race preserva
tion and evolution is the supreme good, 
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and all considerations of the individual 
are subordinate to this end. 

Is it possible that the same rule of 
progress which applies all along the way 
from amoeba to man is set aside when we 
come to human society? Does democ
racy, as contrasted with autocracy or 
aristocracy, mean greater freedom for the 
individual and a looser social organiza
tion? If it does it would seem, from a 
biological point of view, to be doomed to 
retrogression or extinction, for it would 
represent a return toward the protozoan 
condition, a process of disorganization 
and devolution rather than of progressive 
organization and evolution. 

Undoubtedly the usual conception of 
democratic freedom does involve just this 
idea of maximal individual freedom and 
minimal social control, but individualism 
is not a necessary part of democracy and 
when carried to extremes it ends in an
archy. In this country we still cling to 
the ideals of a pioneer society in which 
there is little specialization and co-opera
tion and great personal freedom; in
deed, to many persons such a condition 
seems the best possible one and the only 
one consistent with democracy. As a 
people we exalt freedom above service. 
Liberty is our national deity; her image 
is stamped on our money, her colossal 
figure is the first to greet the stranger 
from other lands; America is, above all 
else, the "sweet land of liberty." And 
yet a change in our conception of liberty 
has been coming over the nation; we are 
finding that the pioneer ideals of personal 
liberty and independence are incompati
ble with the requirements of a populous 
country and a well-organized society. 
We still preserve the ancient formulas, 
but their content is changing and must 
continue to change as society develops. 
Personal freedom must be subordinated 
more and more to social freedom and 
pioneer society must give place to the 
more highly organized state in which in
creasing specialization and co-operation 
are the companion principles of progress. 

Our lack of specialization is reflected in 
our contempt for specialists and experts 
of every sort. The belief is wide-spread 
that one man's opinion is as good as an
other's and that expert knowledge is 
merely another way of fooling the peo

ple. We intrust education to those who 
can find no other occupation, apparently 
with the idea that any one can teach. We 
leave the control of food, fuel, clothing, 
and other necessities of life to speculators 
and middlemen, and the health, happi
ness, and employment of the people to 
Providence or to selfish exploiters. In a 
democracy where "every citizen is a 
king" we assume that statesmanship 
comes by nature; almost every citizen 
thinks that he could solve complex prob
lems of government ranging all the way 
from international relations to parochial 
affairs better than those who have de
voted years of study to them. We elect 
demagogues and grafters to political of
fice so frequently that the very name 
"politician" has come to be a reproach. 
We send narrow partisans to Congress, 
and by stupid adherence to party regular
ity men wholly untrained in statesman
ship are frequently put into the most im
portant public places. I t is generally 
assumed that appointive positions will go 
to men who have been successful in win
ning votes, and positions requiring great 
technical knowledge are often filled by 
political figureheads, with the suggestion 
that subordinates can do the work. 

Does democracy mean that every citi
zen knows how to govern the country or 
wage war or conclude peace or develop 
industry or conserve the public health or 
do a thousand other things which are 
necessary in a modern state? Is this 
lack of specialization one of the necessary 
evils of democracy ? Certainly not. Ideal 
democracy means not less specialization 
but fuller co-operation than in other 
forms of government. In science, medi
cine, education, commerce, industry, ag
riculture, and 'innumerable other fields 
we must have specialists. The war has 
done us a great service in awakening us 
to this fact, and it will be a crime against 
civilization and progress if we allow the 
nation to settle back once more into the 
conditions which prevailed before the war. 

Our lack of co-operation has been even 
more evident than that of specialization. 
Insistence on. personal freedom and on 
the rights of individuals has gone far to
ward weakening the bonds of union and 
destroying co-operation. The dishar
monies of society, the conflicts of inter-



ests and minds and purposes have come 
largely from the exalting of individual 
rights over social obligations. We need 
a new revolution which will enforce the 
duties of man as our former revolution 
emphasized the rights of man. How 
easily the disharmonies of society could 
be silenced and the conflicts between in
dividuals and classes and nations could be 
settled if men could be taught to think 
more of their duties and less of their 
rights. Unquestionably the further evolu
tion of society must he in the direction 
of greater co-operation and any system 
of organization which exalts individual 
freedom to the detriment of social union 
must go under in the struggle for exist
ence. 

Democratic freedom is not the freedom 
of isolation nor of anarchy; the liberty for 
which the peoples of the world are fight
ing and dying is not the liberty of a 
Robinson Crusoe, who is " monarch of all 
he surveys," nor yet the lawlessness of 
Bolshevism and revolution; it is not free
dom to plunder or oppress or dominate 
others, but the freedom of fellowship, 
common service, and mutual esteem; not 
freedom from general social control but 
freedom from the tyranny of selfish in
dividuals and classes. Normal human 
beings do not desire a kind of freedom 
like that of cancer cells, for example, 
which run riot without regard to the wel
fare of the organism, but rather a free
dom like that of the normal cells of the 
body, each of which is a unit, preserving 
its own individuality and to a certain ex
tent its own independence and free to do 
the work for which it is fitted under the 
control of the body as a whole. Men 
do not desire a freedom like that of the 
solitary wasp, which lives and works 
alone, but rather a freedom like that of 
ants or bees in a colony, where each in
dividual is free to serve as best it can 
under the control of the colony as a 
whole, or of what Maeterlinck calls " the 
spirit of the hive." I t is a mistake to as-
scribe monarchial or class ideals drawa 
from human society to the ant or bee 
colony. The so-called " kings," " queens," 
"soldiers," and "workers" are in no 
sense rulers or subjects or favored classes. 
Each does "what seems good in its 
sight," namely, the work which it is 

fitted by nature to do, and there is no 
ruler but instinct; each shares in com
mon prosperity and hardships and is es
teemed according to its capacity to serve 
the common good. Democracy can offer 
and normal human beings can desire no 
other freedom for the individual than this 
•—based, however, on reason and ethics 
rather than upon tropisms and instincts. 

But there is a vastly larger and more 
important freedom which democracy 
brings to society as a whole. The free
dom of the individual man is to that of 
society as the freedom of a single cell is 
to that of the human being. I t is this 
larger freedom of society rather than 
greater freedom of the individual which 
democracy offers to the world. In all or
ganisms and in all social organizations 
the freedom of the minor units must be 
limited in order that the larger unit may 
achieve a new and greater freedom; and 
in social evolution the freedom of indi
viduals must be merged more and more 
into the larger freedom of society. The 
liberty* which we worship is not, or at 
least should not be, that of the individual 
but rather that of society as a whole—the 
freedom of nations and races rather than 
of individuals, the self-determination of 
peoples rather than of persons. This is 
the biological ideal of freedom and it is 
also the democratic ideal. 

I I 

BIOLOGY shows that we are all cousins 
if not brothers. The lines of descent 
from innumerable ancestors converge in 
us and will radiate from us to innumerable 
descendants. If the number of our an
cestors doubled in each ascending gen
eration, as it would do if the marriage of 
cousins of various, degree did not take 
place, each of us would be descended 
from more than a billion ancestors of a 
thousand years ago, let us say in the 
reign of William the Conqueror. Even 
allowing for numerous intermarriages of 
relatives it is highly probable that all 
people of English or French or German 
stock are descended from common an
cestors of a thousand years ago. A book 
has been published recently in which 
several of our Presidents, heads of uni
versities, and captains of industry and 
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finance are shown to be descended from 
Charlemagne. This distinction is one 
which they share with probably one-
half of the citizens of this republic. If 
it were possible to trace our genealogies 
far enough into the past and through all 
their ramifications it would be found that 
all of us are literally descendants of 
royalty, of Alfred and Charlemagne and 
William the Conqueror, and of any and 
every other person of one thousand or 
more years ago who left many descen
dants, including nonentities and worse. 
We hunt up our noble ancestors and for
get the others. 

In length of descent we are all equal 
and in community of descent we are all 
cousins, if not brothers. Our lines stretch 
out , to all our race. Each individual or 
family is not a separate and independent 
entity, but merely a minor unit in the 
great organism of mankind. Biology and 
the Bible agree that " God hath made of 
one blood all nations of men." There are 
no really pure lines of human descent, 
and few isolated stocks, and these owe 
their origin to geographical isolation 
rather than to anything else. There has 
been and still is abundant interbreeding 
among all minor varieties and races of 
men, and as a result mankind is a hope
lessly mongrel species. Indeed, in this 
respect man is like any other wide-rang
ing species. He has no such claim to 
ancestral purity as has any pure breed 
of domesticated animals or plants. Man 
is, indeed, a wild species and cannot be 
domesticated because there is no one to 
domesticate him. 

As a result of this common descent 
human resemblances are vastly more 
numerous and important than the dif
ferences. This fact is especially evident 
to the biologist, for even the types which 
differ most widely, such as the white, 
yellow, and black races, are evidently 
only varieties or subspecies of Homo 
sapiens, while no other existing creature 
can be placed in even the same genus 
with man. When I reflect upon the re
semblances between all men and the dif
ferences which separate man from all 
other animals I think I can understand 
the words of a prayer which I used to 
hear when I was a boy: "We thank thee, 
Lord, that thou hast made us men." 

Nevertheless, in spite of this universal 
brotherhood of man, racial, varietal, na
tional, and class antagonisms have arisen 
everywhere, and have often led to terri
ble hostilities. Racial and varietal dif
ferences represent a natural classification 
based upon physical characteristics. 
There are also undoubtedly intellectual 
and social differences between these major 
subdivisions of the species which tend to 
cause a natural and desirable social seg
regation of races, but while our instincts 
lead to such segregation they do not lead 
to nor justify racial antagonisms. The 
fundamental instincts of all types of men 
are so essentially similar that all may, 
and often do, five together harmoniously; 
and the co-operation of all types of men 
in organized society is so much a matter 
of education and environment that it has 
been demonstrated again and again, and 
nowhere better than in this country, that 
persons of the most distinct races may 
have the same social ideals and may co
operate in mutual helpfulness in the 
realization of those ideals. 

When we come to those minor sub
divisions represented by the so-called 
races of Europe the natural distinctions 
are usually so slight that they form no 
barrier to the most intimate association 
and co-operation. Most Americans rep
resent a mixture of English, French, 
German, Scandinavian, and other Euro
pean stocks, and we a t least know that 
the result is good, not only physically but 
also intellectually and socially. The in
herent antagonisms between these stocks 
that agitators and designing politicians 
tell us about are really not inherent at 
all, but are largely created, cultivated, 
and magnified by education and environ
ment for national and selfish purposes. 

The biologist must look with concern 
upon the breaking up of European na
tions into minor independent units along 
lines of language, customs, or religion, 
just as the intelligent American would 
deprecate the breaking up of his own 
country along similar lines. Biological 
and social progress does not generally lie 
in that direction, as the course of evolu
tion clearly shows. In so far as the dif
ferences between peoples are due to en
vironmental causes they may to a great 
extent be removed. The most effective 
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size of governmental units must vary 
with the possibilities of integration and 
co-operation of the constituent parts, and 
these possibilities are favored by homo
geneity of race, language, and education 
and by ease of intercommunication. All 
of these, except race, are environmental 
factors, and are to a large extent subject 
to social control. Even when differences 
are so great that segregation is desirable, 
it is usually possible to unite these smaller 
units into a larger federation, as the his
tory of this nation has demonstrated. 
Indeed, this is apparently the only demo
cratic way of counteracting the social and 
national disintegration which is so im
minent in parts of Europe to-day. With 
the greatly increased facilities for com
munication and education which exist in 
the modern world enormous national 
units of federated states are possible, 
including, as in the case of the British 
Empire, one-fourth or one-fifth of the 
entire human species under one general 
government, and it does not seem im
possible that the greater part of the other 
three-fourths or four-fifths may yet be 
brought into some sort of federation. 
As the union of many cells into one body, 
the union of many persons into one col
ony, the union of many colonies into one 
nation have marked great advances in 
evolution, so let us hope the union of na
tions into the "Parliament of man, the 
Federation of the world" will mark the 
next great step in human progress. 

Finally, when we come to those minor 
class distinctions which are based only 
upon occupation, wealth, or social posi
tion we have the most artificial and un
natural classification of all; and the an
tagonisms between these classes, which 
are engendered and fomented by design
ing agitators, are not only non-instinctive 
but they are usually anti-instinctive and 
utterly irrational. This is not to say that 
men should not associate in congenial 
groups which have common interests and 
ideals; such associations are natural and 
inevitable; but when attempts are made 
to array one group or class against an
other and to make these classes per
manent and hereditary an artificial dis
harmony is introduced into society which 
can work only disastrously. 

When we turn from the more personal 

aspects of fixed social classes to their con
trol of governments and of public af
fairs in general, we find that the evidences 
of their disruptive and antisocial influ
ences are worst of all. The world has had 
experience of many kinds of exclusive 
class rule—absolute monarchy, aristoc
racy, middle class, and proletariat—and, 
though some of these have proved better 
than others, they have all been bad, for 
they have endangered or destroyed social 
unity and have ended sooner or later in 
disaster. Russia has recently gone from 
one of these extremes to the other, and 
the end of the tyranny of the proletari
at cannot be long delayed. An autoc
racy or aristocracy may be progressive 
and efficient, but it is always dangerous, 
for no person or class is wise or good 
enough to rule other persons or classes 
without their participation and consent. 
Not only do governments derive all their 
just powers from the consent of the gov
erned, but they derive their safety and 
stability from this source as well. What 
a demonstration have the greatest mili
tary autocracies of Europe furnished the 
world of their utter weakness and help
lessness against an aroused people ! 

The strength and stability of democ
racies are proportional to their all-in-
clusiveness, their breadth of base, where
as autocracies are inverted pyramids. 
Equal universal suffrage and majority 
rule are the only self-regulating and self-
preserving mechanisms which have been 
discovered as yet for harmonizing con
flicting interests in governments; they 
are the safety-valves of society. The
oretically there is danger that majority 
rule may end in tyranny over minorities, 
but the social instincts of justice and fair 
play are wide-spread among men, and 
experience has generally shown that in 
the long run majorities may be counted 
upon to be just to minorities that play 
fair. The more intelligent members of 
society always have an immense advan
tage over the more ignorant, and even 
in a genuine democracy the danger is 
that intelligent but unscrupulous minor
ities may exercise tyranny over the mass 
of the people in spite of their numbers. 

Majority rule would level society down 
to general mediocrity were it not for the 
instinct of the people to follow leaders. 
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As a matter of fact, neither in a democ
racy nor an autocracy do the people make 
the plans for forms of government, for 
war or peace, for the control of industry, 
economics, education, or for anything 
else. These plans are always made by 
leaders, but in the one case they are laid 
before the people for approval and in the 
other they are not. Leaders in a democ
racy may have great power; they may be 
called autocrats by their opponents, but 
they are not autocrats, for their plans 
must be approved by the people. The 
greatest danger that confronts democ
racy is not its slowness and inefficiency, 
but the fact that unscrupulous leaders 
may pervert and misdirect the normal 
social instincts of the people in order to 
accomplish selfish and partisan purposes. 
During the war there has been a wide
spread and highly organized cultivation 
of emotions of hate, suspicion, Chauvin
ism, and this has not been confined en
tirely to the enemy nor always directed 
against the enemy. In some instances 
leaders, newspapers, and organizations 
have done their best to work the people 
up to a frenzy, little realizing or caring 
how dangerous this process is. I t is this 
appeal of unscrupulous or ignorant lead
ers to primitive instincts and emotions 
rather than to reason which makes possi
ble blind prejudice and hatred between 
classes and races and nations; it is this 
which provokes wars and destroys peace 
and progress. There are, so far as I can 
see, but two possible remedies for this 
most serious condition, and these are, 
first, that leaders shall always be hon
est and intelligent, a condition which we 
can probably never hope to attain; or, 
second, that the people as a whole shall 
be educated so as to appreciate the dif
ference between evidence and emotion, 
science and sentiment, reason and in
stinct. Sensationalism, emotionalism, 
irrationalism are the greatest dangers 
that threaten democracy, and even civili
zation itself, for they are a direct return 
to barbarism, savagery, and prehuman 
conditions. Our most dangerous en
emies are within and not without, and 
they are the forces of unreason. 

Even in the midst of such a revival of 
patriotism as this nation has not wit
nessed for more than a generation let us 

i 

not forget that there are forces that are 
deeper and more universal than patriot
ism; that the very things which make 
patriotism holy are the love of fellow 
men and the passion for service and sac
rifice; that anything which narrows and 
restricts human sympathies and fellow
ship tends to create discord between na
tions and classes; and that human prog
ress, peace, and civilization depend to-day 
as never before upon the rational recog
nition of the great t ruth of universal 
brotherhood. 

I l l 

EQUALITY is one of the most important 
factors in producing social harmony. It 
is the dearest one of the democratic 
graces. And now abideth Liberty, Fra
ternity, Equality, but the greatest of 
these is Equality. The creed of democ
racy is that "all men are created equal" 
and that the inequalities which exist are 
due to environment, education, or op
portunity. 

And yet nothing is more evident than 
the inequalities of personality, intelli
gence, usefulness, influence; and the in
equalities of heredity are greater even 
than those of environment. Recent work 
on development and evolution shows that 
the influence of environment is relatively 
slight, that of heredity overwhelming. 
Not only poets, but also scholars, states
men, leaders, and laborers are born and 
not made. Hereditary inequality has al
ways been the strong fortress of aristoc
racy, and on first thought scientific stud
ies of heredity seem to support the con
tentions of aristocracy rather than those 
of democracy. 

How shall we harmonize the teachings 
of biology with those of democracy; the 
proven inequalities of heredity with the 
assumed equality of man? Shall we re
vise our ideas of heredity or of democ
racy? I have sometimes been asked: 
" D o you believe in heredity; how, then, 
can you believe in democracy? Do you 
believe in equality; how, then, can you 
believe in heredity? 

Aristocracy is founded upon an obso
lete idea of heredity, namely, the "law 
of entail." I t confuses social and bio
logical inheritance. A son may inherit 
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the property of his father but not his 
personality; under the law of primo
geniture the oldest son inherits the king
dom, titles, privileges of his father in 
their entirety, but not his intelligence, 
character, and personality. In natural or 
biological inheritance the germinal causes 
of the traits of the parents are separated 
and are redistributed to their offspring so 
that the latter are "mosaics" of ances
tral traits. These germinal causes of 
traits, which are called genes, are trans
mitted unchanged, but in the fertiliza
tion of the egg one-half of the genes 
from each parent is lost and is replaced 
by the half from the other parent. So 
numerous are these genes that the com
binations of them in the offspring are 
rarely, if ever, the same in two individ
uals, and so complex is their influence 
upon one another and upon the process of 
development that no two sexually pro
duced individuals are ever exactly alike. 
Consequently the best traits may appear 
in parents and be lost in their offspring; 
genius in an ancestor may be replaced by 
incompetence, imbecility, or insanity in 
a descendant. As each generation must 
start life anew from the germ-cells so in 
every person there is a new distribution 
of hereditary factors or genes. Every 
person has a new hereditary deal, if not 
always a square one. 

Owing to the fact that some traits, or 
rather their genes, are dominant and 
others recessive, certain of the latter may 
be carried along for several generations in 
a latent condition only to appear in some 
later offspring in which the dominant 
genes are not present. Feeble-minded-
ness, for example, is a recessive character 
and East has calculated that it is present 
in a recessive form in one person out of 
fourteen of the entire population of this 
country, but it does not actually appear 
unless two of these recessive-genes which 
cause feeble-mindedness come together in 
a fertilized egg. On the other hand, 
feeble-mindedness and other recessive 
characters become latent when mated 
with normal and dominant characters. 
The later history of the famous, or rather 
infamous, "Jukes family" shows that 
many of the descendants are normal and 
useful citizens because their parents mar
ried into normal families. 

This is the great law of heredity dis
covered by Mendel and it differs funda
mentally from the law of entail. Prop
erty may be entailed but not personality, 
titles and privileges but not character 
and ability. With the law of entail in 
mind it is not surprising that strict 
hereditarians should have questioned the 
reputed parentage of J e s u s or Shake
speare or Lincoln, or that lovers of democ
racy should have refused to believe in 
this kind of heredity; but the law of 
entail is of man's making, while the law 
of Mendel is the law of natural inheri
tance. Apparently nature delights in 
humbling the high and mighty and in 
exalting those of low degree. Think of 
the great men of unknown lineage and the 
unknown men of great lineage; think of 
the close relationship of all persons of the 
same race; of the wide distribution of good 
and bad traits in the whole population; of 
incompetence and even feeble-minded
ness in great families and of genius and 
greatness in unknown families, and say 
whether natural inheritance supports the 
claims of aristocracy or of democracy. 

When we remember that most of the 
great leaders of mankind came of humble 
parents; that many of the greatest ge
niuses had the most lowly origin; that, for 
example, Beethoven's mother was a con
sumptive, the daughter of a cook, and 
his father a confirmed drunkard; that 
Schubert's father was of peasant birth 
and his mother a domestic servant; that 
Faraday, perhaps the greatest scientific 
discoverer of any age, was born over a 
stable, his father a poor, sick blacksmith 
and his mother an ignorant drudge, and 
that his only early education was ob
tained in selling newspapers on the streets 
of London and later in working as ap
prentice to a bookbinder; that the great 
Pasteur was the son of a tanner; that 
Lincoln's parents were accounted "poor 
white trash" and that his early surround
ings and education were most unpromis
ing, and so on through the long list of 
names in which democracy glories—when 
we remember the great men of humble 
birth we may well ask whether aristoc
racy can show as good a record. The law 
of entail is aristocratic, but the law of 
Mendel is democratic. 

Quaint old Thomas Fuller wrote many 
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years ago in his "Scripture Observa
tions": 

" I find, Lord, the genealogy of my 
Savior strangly checkered with four re
markable changes in four immediate gen
erations: 

" 1. Roboam begat Abia, that is, a bad 
father begat a bad son. 

" 2 . Abia begat Asa, that is, a bad 
father a good son. 

" 3 . Asa begat Josaphat, that is, a good 
father a good son. 

"4 . Josaphat begat Joram, that is, a 
good father a bad son. . 

" I see, Lord, from hence that my 
father's piety cannot be entailed; that is 
bad news for me. But I see also that 
actual impiety is not always hereditary; 
that is good news for my son." 

I t may be objected that I have ended 
by denying that there is any inheritance, 
at least so far as intellectual and social 
qualities are concerned, but this is not 
the case. While it is true that good and 
bad hereditary traits are widely dis
tributed among all classes and conditions 
of men, they are not equally distributed. 
On the contrary, the chances of good 
or bad traits appearing in offspring are 
much higher in some families than in 
others, but no family has a monopoly of 
good or bad traits and no social system 
can afford to ignore the great personages 
that appear in obscure families or to exalt 
nonentities to leadership because they be
long to great families. In short, prefer
ment and distinction should depend upon 
individual worth and not upon family 
name or position. This is orthodox demo
cratic doctrine, but not the faith or prac
tice of aristocracy. 

Finally, democratic equality does not 
now mean and has never in the past 
meant that all men are equal in person
ality. I t is not a denial of personal in
equalities, but is the only genuine recog

nition of them. On the other hand, rigid 
family and class distinctions are denials 
of individual distinctions. Democratic 
equality does not mean equality of hered
ity, environment, education, possessions, 
nor even of opportunity, for this depends 
upon the ability to utilize opportunity; 
least of all does it mean equality of in
telligence, usefulness, or influence. 

I t does mean equality before the law, 
equal justice for all, no special privileges 
due merely to birth, freedom to find 
one's work and place in society. In 
short, it means that every man shall be 
measured by his own merits and not by 
the merits of some ancestor whose good 
traits may have passed to a collateral line. 

Democracy alone permits a natural 
classification of men with respect to social 
value, as contrasted with all artificial and 
conventional classifications. I t contrib
utes more than any other system of 
government to the contentment, happi
ness, stability, and peace of a nation. It 
brings a message of justice and hope and 
inspiration to people in all walks of life. 
I t inspires the youth of a land with vi
sions and living examples of— 

" Some divinely gifted man 
Whose life in low estate began 

And on a simple village green; 

Who breaks his birth's invidious bar, 

And moving up from high to higher, 
Becomes on Fortune's crowning slope 
The pillar of a people's hope, 

The centre of a world's desire." 

This was the passion which fired the 
souls of our fathers and led them to es
tablish this great Republic, and these are 
some of the reasons which recall us at 
this great crisis in the history of the 
world from our artificial aristocracies and 
plutocracies and class distinctions to a 
genuine democracy. 
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THOUGH this is the story of 
one of the most remarkable 
and interesting achieve
m e n t s of A m e r i c a in 
France, the phase of the 
great war which it illus

trates is to most Americans unfamiliar. 
I t is unfamiliar for the reason that the 
correspondents were not permitted to 
write about it, lest through their des
patches the enemy get a hint of the sur
prise which we were preparing for them. 
This is not a war article in the over-the-
top meaning of the term. Rather it has 
to do with the behind-the-scenes side of 
the war. At the play it is the actors who 
receive the applause, the audience rarely 
giving a thought to the perspiring stage-
manager in the wings or to the unob
trusive gentleman in a dinner coat and 
horn-rimmed glasses sitting at the back 
of a stage-box. So this article is in
tended to show how the infantry and the 
gunners and the flying men were assigned 
their respective parts in the great drama, 
and told when to speak them, by highly 
trained specialists who carried on their 
work unobtrusively, often far from the 
grumble of the cannon, and of how these 
specialists, whose ability, no less than the 
valor of the troops they directed, placed 
the names of Chateau-Thierry and St. 
Mihiel and the Argonne on our battle-
flags, were themselves trained for their 

work. What I particularly wish to em
phasize, however, is the beneficent effect 
which this enforced training in leader
ship, administration, decision, and reso
lution is bound to exercise on the char
acters and careers of our citizen-officers 
when they return to civil life. 

But before proceeding further I ought, 
perhaps, to gratify the curiosity of my 
readers in regard to the somewhat cryptic 
title I have chosen by explaining that 
"A. P. O. 714" means "Army Post Of
fice 714," this being the nom de guerre by 
which the American military authorities 
concealed the identity of the French town 
of Langres. Until the signing of the ar
mistice made unnecessary the continu
ance of this precaution, the identity of 
"A. P. O. 714" was supposed to be a pro
found secret, it being forbidden to men
tion the place in letters or newspaper 
despatches otherwise than by its post-
office number. Those violating this or
der were liable to the unpleasantness of 
having to explain their indiscretion before 
a general court martial, for Langres was, 
so far as American activities were con
cerned, one of the three most important 
towns in France, the others being Chau-
mont, which was the general headquar
ters, commonly referred to as " G. H. Q.," 
and Tours, which was the headquarters 
of the " S . O. S."—Services of Supply. 
The atmosphere of secrecy which was 
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thrown over the activities at Langres 
was due to the fact that the town was 
the centre of the great training area 
for American officers, its dozen or more 
schools, with their fourteen thousand stu
dent-officers, making it the largest mili
tary university in the world. To believe 
that the Germans were ignorant of all this 
was severely to strain one's credulity, 
however, for our own Intelligence not only 
knew where each of the German schools 
was situated, but it knew the names of 
their directors and the number of officers 
attending them and the curriculum which 
they followed, not to mention other care
fully guarded secrets of the German organ
ization, our familiarity with which would 
have caused grave concern to Hindenburg 
and Ludendorff. 

When General Pershing landed in 
France, in the early summer of 1917, one 
of the most important and pressing prob
lems which confronted him was the im
mediate organization of a system of 
higher education for officers in various 
branches of the staff and line. The train
ing which the officers commissioned from 
civil life had received at Plattsburg and 
similar camps was admirable as far as it 
went, but it was, from lack of time, of the 
most elementary character. Moreover, 
it had been conducted, through force of 
circumstances, along essentially Amer
ican lines. The commander-in-chief 
quickly realized that, as we were to fight 
shoulder to shoulder with the French, 
British, and Italians, our officers must be 
trained in the methods of our Allies. And, 
though it was essentially a war of spe
cialists, few if any of our officers had had 
the time or the opportunity to specialize. 
What, for example, did we know of chem
ical warfare, of sapping and mining, of 
flash and sound ranging, of liaison and 
intelligence work, of camouflage, tanks, 
balloons, grenades, search-lights, pigeons, 
37-millimetre guns, anti-aircraft artillery, 
automatic rifles, of transportation by road 
and rail under European conditions, and, 
most important of all, of the innumerable 
phases of staff work as developed by the 
great conflict? A general staff organ
ized and trained for war had not hitherto 
existed in our army. In fact, when we 
entered the war the American army did 
not possess a staff manual or a staff hand

book of its own. Imagine trying to teach 
geography without an at las! This lack of 
special knowledge had to be remedied, and 
remedied quickly, if our armies were to 
take the field in time to save the Allied 
cause. There was no time to lose. A 
comprehensive system of intensive in
struction had to be devised and put in 
operation whereby our officers, many of 
whom were ignorant of even the rudi
ments of military technic, could acquire 
in a few months the special knowledge 
which our Allies had gained in three years 
of warfare. 

Looking about for a suitable place in 
which to establish this unique educa
tional centre—for it was wisely decided to 
locate all save the artillery and aviation 
schools in the same area in order that the 
officers attending them might profit by 
witnessing demonstrations of the work 
of the various branches and by the in
terchange of ideas—the American High 
Command selected the ancient hill town 
of Langres, in the Department of the 
Haute-Marne, as the best available site 
for this great new university, whose one 
and only aim was to afford instruction in 
the most effective and expeditious meth
ods of exterminating the Hun. 

If, with your pencil, you will trace on 
the map of eastern France the devious 
course of the Marne, you will discover 
that it has its source some fourscore miles 
due south of Verdun and about the same 
distance from the Rhine, near the little 
town of Langres. Until the vulnerability 
of permanent fortifications was proven by 
Germany's heavy artillery at Liege and 
Antwerp and Namur, Langres, with its 
encircling chain of barrier forts, was gen
erally considered one of the most formid
able strongholds in Europe, the Prussians 
having balked at the task of reducing it 
during the 1870 invasion. I t stands at a 
height of 1,550 feet, perched on a rocky 
promontory which rises so abruptly from 
the plain that the railway is unable to 
make the ascent, the final stage of the 
journey being made by funicular. There 
are few quainter or more picturesquely 
situated towns in France. I t has been 
held in turn by Gauls, Romans, Vandals, 
and Huns—the original Huns, I mean—its 
ancient walls and towers and ramparts 
bearing mute witness to the place's stir-
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ring and romantic past. Standing on its 
eastern ramparts there lies spread before 
one, like a map in bas-relief, the fertile 
valley of the Marne, checkerboarded with 
fields and overlaid by a network of pop
lar-bordered highways. In the distance, 
beyond the silver ribbon of the historic 
river, rise the blue Alsatian mountains, 
and on clear days there can be descried 
to the southeastward the majestic cone of 
Mont Blanc and the snowy barrier of the 
Alps. Far from the beaten paths of travel, 
Langres dozed on its rocky hilltop, an 
occasional raiding Zeppelin or Fokker 
serving to remind it now and then that 
over there, amid the violet peaks of the 
Vosges, barely an hour's motor-ride away, 
snaked the western battle line. 

Almost overnight Langres was trans
formed from the sleepiest of French pro
vincial towns into a bustling American 
city. Its cobble-paved streets and nar
row sidewalks became thronged with 
thousands of alert young officers whose 
collars bore the insignia of every branch 
of the American army. The clumsy two-
wheeled carts of the peasants, drawn by 
shaggy ponies, were crowded from the 
roads by staff cars and trucks and am
bulances and motor-cycles painted in the 
olive drab of the Expeditionary Forces. 
Endless caravans of hooded camions, 
successors of the old-time prairie-schoon
er, rumbled down the highways leading 
toward the Rhine. The fat French gen
darmes, resplendent in their uniforms of 
blue and silver, were replaced by busi
nesslike military police with Colts sag
ging from their hips and scarlet brassards 
on their arms and scarlet bands en
circling their Stetsons. A detachment 
from the Sanitary Corps cleaned up the 
town as in all its history it had never 
been cleaned before, renovating its san
itation and purifying its water system. 
Langres did not have a speaking acquaint
ance with the telephone, but the Signal 
Corps installed an up-to-the-minute sys
tem, and from America came girls in 
trim blue uniforms to operate the switch
boards. American bands gave daily con
certs in the local parks and soon the 
townspeople were whistling "When You 
Come Back" and "K-K-Kat ie" and 
"The Long, Long Trail." The Red Cross 
took over the only motion-picture house 

in the town and modernized it, and intro
duced to Langres Charlie Chaplin and 
Fat ty Arbuckle and Douglas Fairbanks 
and all the other heroes of the screen. If 
the war had lasted a year or two longer 
Langres would have become as American 
as Schenectady or Montclair. 

The personalities of the officers who 
nightly thronged the shabby dining-
rooms of the Hotel de la Poste and the 
Cheval Blanc made one overlook the 
indifferent food and the worse than indif
ferent service, for they stood for every
thing in American life that is adventur
ous and high-spirited and vigorous. One 
of them, an instructor in the Engineer 
School, was diamond-mining in the Ka
tanga district of the Congo when word 
reached him by native runner that the 
American representatives in Germany had 
been recalled. I t took him four months 
of uninterrupted travel by horse, wagon, 
rail, and boat to reach the United States 
and offer his services to the War De
partment. One of the instructors in the 
Mining School was a prisoner of the revo
lutionists in Mexico when the rumor pene
trated to his prison cell that the United 
States had gone to war. That night he 
overpowered his guards, scaled the prison 
wall, made his way on foot across north
ern Mexico, and reached American soil in 
time to go to France with one of the first 
contingents. . 

Thronging the smoke-filled, garlic-
scented restaurants at the dinner-hour 
were officers hailing from every quarter of 
the United States and representing every 
shade of American opinion. Here, with 
the silver oak leaves of a lieutenant-col
onel on his shoulders, was the son of an 
ex-President of the United States; there, 
with the insignia of the Corps of Inter
preters on his collar, for he speaks seven 
languages, sat the son of a railway mag
nate whose systems span the continent. 
Over in the corner the son of America's 
greatest constitutional lawyer was en
gaged in earnest conversation with the 
grandson of America's greatest merchant 
prince. Gathered about another table 
were the organist of one of New York's 
most fashionable churches, a professor of 
literature in a mid-Western university, a 
sculptor of international reputation, an 
osteopath who, when he found that his 
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school of medicine was not recognized by 
the army medical authorities, obtained a 
commission in a machine-gun battalion, a 
painter whose portraits make his sitters 
famous, and a former Harvard football 
captain whose exploits on the gridiron are 
still spoken of with awe and admiration. 
At the other end of the room was a mil
lionaire politician, the author of numer
ous political measures which bear his 
name; a young financier—he has since 
"gone West"—who rose from an obscure 
consulship in Manchuria to a partner
ship in America's greatest banking-house; 
and a liaison officer who, though he di
vides his time in civil life between his 
grouse moors in Scotland and his fox 
hounds in Pennsylvania, wears a decora
tion for gallantry in action which he won 
as a bluejacket at Santiago. And min
gling with these amateur officers of our 
new armies were the professional officers 
of the old army, the campaign ribbons on 
their blouses telling of their services to 
the republic in little wars in forgotten 
corners of the world. 

In one of the largest and finest barracks 
in Langres (the town was the headquar
ters of a French army corps before the 
Americans took it over) was installed the 
General Staff College. Close by, in the 
Caserne Carteret-Trecourt, which was a 
convent before Napoleon turned it into a 
barracks, were the School of the Line and 
the Intelligence School. Across the street, 
in another ex-convent, the Sanitary School 
had its quarters. Outside the south 
gate, with its ancient carvings, was the 
Candidates' School, housed in the Tu-
renne Barracks, where six thousand men, 
carefully selected from the ranks of the 
A. E. F., were in training for commissions 
as second lieutenants. Here also was lo
cated the Army Signal School, where in
struction was given in the erection, opera
tion, and repair of field telegraphs and 
telephones, radio work, signalling by 
lamps, flags, and panels, and in the work 
of the Listening-In Service. Five miles to 
the north of Langres, at Fort St. Menge, 
was the Army Engineer School, with its 
Mining, Pioneer, Camouflage, Flash and 
Sound Ranging, and Gas Sections, while 
on the banks of the great artificial lake 
known as the Reservoir de Charmes was 
carried on the work of the Bridging Sec

tion. The Infantry Specialists' School 
was established at Fort de Plesnoy, where 
upward of two thousand students re
ceived practical instruction in the use of 
automatic rifles, trench mortars, 37-milli
metre guns and hand-grenades, and in 
sniping, scouting, bayonet work, and mus
ketry. At Fort de la Bonnelle was the 
Pigeon School, where thousands of birds 
were trained for use at the front. (Per
haps you were not aware of the extraor
dinary efficiency of the Pigeon Service. 
The records kept by the Allied armies 
show that of all messages intrusted to 
pigeons during the four years of the war, 
96 per cent were delivered.) At Fort de 
Peigney was the Machine-Gun School, 
where officers were trained in the tactical 
use of the Browning, Vickers, Lewis, and 
Hotchkiss. Four miles to the north of 
Langres was the Searchlight School, the 
lurid beams from its giant projectors il
luminating the countryside at night as an 
electric torch lights up a closet. Ten 
minutes' ride by motor south from the 
town brought one to the Tank School, 
where instruction was given in the opera
tion of the Renault "whippets," the lit
tle two-men machines which played such 
important roles in the St. Mihiel and Ar-
gonne offensives. Only two instructional 
centres of importance were outside the 
Langres area: the Artillery School at 
Saumur and the immense plant at Issou-
dun for training cadets in aviation. And 
scattered here and there and everywhere 
throughout the zone of the armies were 
smaller schools, scores of them: schools 
for cooks and bakers, for blacksmiths and 
horseshoers, for veterinarians, mechanics, 
motor-truck drivers, and heaven only 
knows what besides. 

When the signing of the armistice 
brought the courses of instruction to an 
end, upward of fourteen thousand stu
dents, ranging in rank from privates to 
brigadier-generals, were in attendance at 
the army schools of the A. E. F. I t was, 
indeed, a truly remarkable organization, 
this great university of war, which in less 
than eighteen months had been built up 
from nothing. So complete and efficient 
was it, so up to the minute in everything 
that pertained to modern warfare, that it 
seemed, in a way, a pity to have it close. 
Those of us who had the privilege of at-
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tending it, when we heard that the Boche 
had begged for an armistice, felt like the 
small boy who burst from the nursery at 
bedtime exclaiming indignantly: "Oh, 
mother, the nerve of Emily ! Praying for 

G. I being charged with the organization 
and equipment of troops, G. 2 with in
telligence, G. 3 with operations, G. 4 with 
supply, construction, and transport, and 
G. 5 with training. Those officers who 

A group of officers at Langres. 

Left to right. Major Powell. Lieutenant Andre" Roosevelt, Lieutenant 
Kingdon Gould, Captain Hamilton Fish, Jr. 

peace when father's just been made a cap
tain!" 

At the apex of the training system 
which I have just outlined was the Gen
eral Staff College, where the principles of 
general-staff work were taught to some 
two hundred officers carefully chosen 
from the regular establishment and the 
reserve corps, about half of them being 
men who had graduated with honors 
from the School of the Line. Perhaps I 
ought to explain that our General Staff, as 
now organized, is divided into five groups, 
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satisfactorily completed the three months' 
course at the Staff College were generally 
assigned to one of these branches on the 
staff of a division, corps, or army or at 
general headquarters. 

I once heard some one describe the 
course at the Staff College as " a mili
tarized training in big business." I t was 
all of that and more, for it taught men 
how to feed and clothe and house armies, 
how to operate networks of railways and 
fleets of motor-trucks, how to administer 
towns and territories, how to procure and 



Looking toward the Vosges from the eastern ramparts of Langres. 

The School of the Line in the distance. 

transport and distribute incredible quan
tities of supplies, and, above all else, how 
to decide questions of vast importance 
and decide them quickly and wisely. 
Were I the head of a corporation which 
required such qualities in its officials, I 
think I should keep my eyes open for any 
graduates of the General Staff College at 
Langres. 

The curriculum at the Staff College was 
about equally divided between lectures by 
French, British, and American officers, 
demonstrations at the other schools, and 
problems. The latter, which dealt with 
all phases of warfare, were essentially 
practical. The student-officers might be 
required, for example, to issue all the 
necessary orders for the movement by 
rail of a division of infantry, with its ani
mals and transport, from one area to an
other. Now an American division, with 
its auxiliary units, comprises over 28,000 
men, and to be called upon without warn
ing to make arrangements for the im
mediate transportation of such a force, 
equivalent to the population of a small 
city, would tax the ability of an experi
enced traffic manager. Yet the officers at 
the Staff College were allotted just eight 
hours in which to complete the necessary 
orders. This necessitated the calcula-
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tion of the number of box cars, flat cars, 
and passenger-coaches which would be re
quired and their procurement; drawing up 
entrainment schedules—for large bodies 
of troops are generally entrained at sev
eral stations; the designation of entrain
ing, detraining, bil leting, police, and 
sanitary detachments; arrangements for 
feeding both men and animals en route; 
billeting of the troops at the place of 
destination; and, finally, making out a 
complete time-table—no small task in it
self, for the movement of a division re
quires in the neighborhood of sixty trains. 
The course was far from being an easy 
one. When the work of an officer was 
unsatisfactory he would find a red card in 
his letter-box some morning. This, which 
was equivalent, as they used to say at 
Plattsburg, to "getting the brown derby," 
served as a notification that his days at 
the Staff College were ended and that he 
would forthwith return to his organiza
tion. 

In order that the students might be
come accustomed to working under ap
proximately front-line conditions, they 
would occasionally be required to enter 
the classrooms wearing their gas-masks 
at the "a le r t " position. During the 
course of the day the cry of " Gas! Gas!" 



Langres as seen from the valley of the Marne. 

The buildings from left to right are: Sanitary School, Cathedral, Intelligence School, School of the Line. 

would echo through the corridors, where
upon every one would don his mask and 
continue his work, precisely as he would 
do at the front in case of a gas bombard
ment. Perhaps you have never at
tempted to solve a problem requiring 
every ounce of concentration you possess 
with a rubber mask drawn over your face, 
a clamp pinching your nostrils, a gutta
percha mouthpiece clinched in your 
teeth, and, hanging on your chest, a minia
ture suitcase. Take my word for it, it 
is not nearly as amusing as it sounds. 
Nor was it safe occasionally to take a sur
reptitious breath of fresh air, for an of
ficer made the rounds of the classrooms, 
spraying them with lachrymal gas from 
an atomizer. 

The School of the Line, as its name 
implied, was devoted to the training of 
officers in the higher branches of combat 
work, teaching them the principles of 
leadership and tactics and the use of the 
various weapons developed by the war, 
such as machine-guns, automatic rifles, 
infantry-accompanying cannon, trench 
mortars, flame-throwers, and the various 
types of gases. The curriculum, like that 
of the Staff College, consisted of lectures 
by officers of the Allied armies, inter
spersed with frequent map and terrain 

problems, the latter being solved on the 
ground where the action was supposed to 
take place in order that the students 
might study its topography for them
selves. They were assumed to be in com
mand of companies, battalions, regiments, 
or brigades, as the case might be, and 
were required to state exactly what action 
they would take and what orders they 
would issue under the conditions as given 
in the problem. The unheralded arrival 
in some sleepy French hamlet of a 
mounted class of two hundred or more 
Line School officers, followed by their or
derlies and horse-holders, for the purpose 
of planning an imaginary scheme of de
fense, was always a source of entertain
ment to the villagers, who stood about in 
curious, staring groups while the Amer
icans animatedly discussed the advisabil
ity of placing machine-guns in the garden 
of the Mairie and argued as to whether 
the highway could be most effectively en
filaded by putting a battery of 75s in the 
orchard or in the cemetery. 

I have already mentioned, I think, that 
the work of the Line School and the Staff 
College had as its primary object the 
training of the officers to assume respon
sibility and to make quick decisions. 
Here is an example of such a problem: 

419 
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"You are Colonel A, commanding the 
1st Blue Infantry, which is billeted in 
Humes. At 7 A. M. on September 27th 
you receive a telegram from Brigadier-
General B, commanding the 1st Brigade, 
at Montigny-le-Roi, ordering you to 
march immediately on Chalindrey, seize 
the railway junction at that point, and 
hold it against a Red force, believed to 
consist of two battalions of infantry, 
which is advancing from the southeast. 
Reinforcements will be sent you from 
Montigny-le-Roi and should reach you 
within twelve hours after your arrival at 
Chalindrey. When the main body of your 
command is within nine kilometres of 
Chalindrey the commander of your ad
vance-guard sends back word that a Red 
force, estimated at one regiment of in
fantry, a battery of field artillery, and a 
company of engineers, is reported by his 
patrols to be within seven kilometres of 
Chalindrey Junction. State what action 
you decide to take, give your orders ex
actly as issued, and state briefly the rea
sons for your decision." 

I t seems simple enough, doesn't i t? 
But, were you the colonel of a regiment 
and responsible for the lives of some 
three thousand men, what action would 
you take? According to the reports of 
the patrols, the enemy's strength is con
siderably greater than your own and he 
is two kilometres nearer the junction. 
Would you make a race of it, in the hope 
of reaching Chalindrey first? Or would 
you wait until nightfall and attempt a 
surprise attack? Would you retire on 
Humes? Or would you intrench and 
await the arrival of reinforcements ? And 
if you chose either of the two last-named 
courses, how would you reconcile your 
action with your orders to seize and hold 
the junction ? And, mind you, there is no 
time to mull the problem over as a law
yer does a legal question. You have to 
decide, and decide quickly, for every 
minute brings the enemy nearer. A 
sound decision will probably bring vic
tory; an unsound one may mean disaster 
and the death of hundreds of men. How 
practical was this training in logic, deduc
tion, and decision was shown when many 
of these same officers were called upon to 

solve similar problems, but under battle 
conditions, on the Meuse and in the Ar-
gonne. 

I find that there is quite a general im
pression among business men in America 
that the training which our officers re
ceived in the Army Schools of the A. E. 
F., though likely to be a good thing for 
those who intended to make the army a 
profession, was of little value to those 
officers returning to the occupations of 
civil life. But therein the American busi
ness man is wrong. When the smoke of 
battle which still obscures his vision has 
cleared away he will find, among many 
other unexpected things, that the time 
spent by our citizen-officers in the "Uni
versity of the A. E. F . " was not wasted. 
The enforced lessons of administration, 
decision, and leadership which they 
learned there can hardly fail to be of bene
fit to them in any form of civilian en
deavor. The officer who has learned how 
to handle fighting men in battle will know 
how to handle working men in days of 
peace. The officer who can move a di
vision of troops by rail from Toul to Ver
dun will be able to move commuters from 
Yonkers to Forty-second Street. —The 
officer who has acted as provost marshal 
or town major of an occupied German city 
will be able to guard the public safety of 
an American community. I am con
vinced that ninety per cent of this special 
training has fitted its recipients for more 
responsible positions and for more rapid 
advancement in civilian occupations than 
they could have hoped for otherwise. 
These young men will bring back with 
them not only a special equipment for big 
tasks, an ability to make great decisions 
and to assume great responsibilities, and 
an ingrained discipline over themselves 
and others, but also the culture that 
comes from a knowledge of other lands 
and other peoples, the self-confidence that 
is the result of having exercised command, 
and a justifiable pride in having played a 
man's part in the Great Adventure. The 
training and knowledge which they ac
quired in that old hill town on the Marne 
has done more than make of them effi
cient officers; it has made them more use
ful citizens and better Americans. 



. A well in Beersheba called the Well of Abraham. 
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digging of the well that Abimelech and 
Abraham swore unto one another and 
made covenant), it was from this well that 
I started on my journey northward as far 
as I could at that time go in Palestine 
toward Dan. I would go as Abraham to 
Mount Moriah, and thence I would go, 
if the English advances made this possi
ble, at least to Shechem where the Israel
ites buried the bones of Joseph who had 
been "embalmed and put in a coffin" in 
Egypt, after they had carried these bones 
forty years in the wilderness. 

I started, not as Abraham, early in the 
morning, but at noon, when the mid-
August sunshine was blazing over the 
desert to the south. But before evening 
I passed him somewhere near the foot
hills of Judaea, in the level stretches of the 
land of Simeon—Simeon, who in Jacob's 
roster of his sons, was set down immor
tally as one who "in anger slew men and 
in self-will houghed oxen." But Abra
ham had very good reason for not wishing 
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IN the phrase that is current 
wherever the Bible is read, 
Beersheba is at the end of 
the journey, and not at the 
beginning. It was the far
thest outpost of the Land 

of Promise. I t was off into the wilderness, 
beyond Beersheba, that Hagar wandered 
with her boy Ishmael, and that Elijah 
fled from the woman-wrath of Jezebel, for 
when he left Beersheba he went "a day's 
journey into the wilderness." 

But one of the most appealing and most 
picturesque journeys of all history, though 
a brief one, was made from Beersheba as 
the starting-point; it was the journey on 
which Abraham set out when he went 
with his little son Isaac to offer him up 
for a burnt offering on Mount Moriah. 

And it was from the well which Abra
ham is said to have digged (or one of 
seven), the well to which the very name 
Beersheba, the place of oath, is memorial 
(because it was there, in witness of the 
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to get to the end of his journey earlier 
than he must, for when he reached the 
Mount, he was, for aught he knew, to sac
rifice his only son through whom the 
promise of his becoming the father of a 
multitude of nations was to be fulfilled. 
I saw him and Isaac toiling slowly on the 

ica has not questioned the call of justice 
and of human right. I see the millions 
going forward, not slowly, as did Abra
ham, who took three days to make the 
journey to the site of Mount Moriah (and 
in my heart I, a father, forgave him), but 
by forced marches. America's going up 

A refugee man from Es Salt, the author's interpreter at 
Beersheba. 

way far ahead of me toward evening. 
They stopped early for the first night. 
The father was very gentle with the boy, 
who did not suspect his own fate. As I 
passed them I could see Abraham looking 
away from the boy toward the heaven and 
its stars without number, and thinking, 
doubtless, that Eliezer of Damascus 
might, after all, become the possessor of 
his house. 

I thought of this ancient father and son 
through the night, but I thought, too, of 
the thousands of fathers whose sons were 
marching to sacrifice that very night, in 
Europe, marching to the places of burnt 
offering on hundreds of mounts from 
Kemmel to Moab, and with no certainty 
of any such substitute for their sons as 
Abraham found at the last moment. 
And now America has come to the trial 
of her faith in the tenets of her profession 
and her teaching. As an American I am 
proud of the response to the test. • Amer-

from her Beersheba is indeed a more 
glorious chapter in history than Abra
ham's. America looks at the stars in her 
own heavens, not doubting that the sacri
fice, whatever it may be, will not quench 
that which these stars symbolize. 

As for myself, I kept praying that if I 
had my own lads with me under these 
stars, I should not loiter nor saunter. 
As it was, I travelled in one afternoon and 
night over the road that it took Abraham 
and his son more than three days to 
travel, for it was on the morning of the 
third day that Abraham "lifted up his 
eyes and saw the place afar off," and then 
went forward with the boy alone, carrying 
the fire in his hand and a knife, while the 
boy bore the wood. 

I t is said in guide-books to Palestine, 
published before the war, that one who 
travels below Hebron should take a 
"dragoman and horses and tents," to
gether with an "escort of Turkish sol-



Children drawing water from an ancient well near Hebron. 

diers"; and I have since my journey been savagely for cigarettes and "backsheesh," 
told that one in those days needed for both of which requests I had to refuse, 
safety an escort of a dozen men. But after some parleying, because I had no 
that precaution, now that the English cigarettes, and I was not disposed to give 
have come, seems not to be necessary. I "backsheesh," but no violence was of-
travelled alone through the night without fered (though I had no weapon beyond 
serious molestation. I was stopped by a my hickory stick, which had come with 
group of men at dusk and asked rather me from far America's trees, with rings of 

Inhabitants of the ancient village of the giants (the Enakim) called Debir. 
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many seasons in its memory, and with the 
names of places where it has been the 
companion of my walks from London to 
Beersheba). 

On the contrary, great courtesy and 
hospitality were shown me along the way 
by the fellaheen as. well as by the British 
officers and men. This wayside kindness 
showed itself chiefly in keeping me sup
plied with water. (I can understand why 
blessings were promised by Christ to 
those who gave cups of cold water.) In 
the heat of the afternoon when the supply 
in my two canteens was getting low (and 
I wished to preserve in each a little of the 
water with which I had filled them at the 
very start from Abraham's well, or one 
of his seven wells), I came upon a com
pany of men putting up telephone lines 
from Hebron to Beersheba. They filled 
one brimming cup for me from their 
"fantasia," and then told me of their 
camp, six or seven kilometres beyond, 
where I should find other " fantasias"—as I 
did, with most hospitable attendants, who 
offered also bread and cheese and syrup. 

In the late afternoon I passed the only 
village at the roadside between Beersheba 
and Hebron—the ancient village of Debir, 
which now has the name of Dahariyeh, 
but has probably much the aspect of its 
ancient self, except that in Joshua's time 

it doubtless had walls. I t was then the 
village of the giants—the Enakim—who 
stood out against the Israelites till Oth-
niel, a kinsman of Caleb, overcame the 
city, encouraged to such hardihood by 
Caleb's proffer of his sister in marriage to 
the warrior who should first enter its cita
del. In place of the citadel stands the 
most conspicuous object as one . ap
proaches from the south, the great com
post-heap, higher than any of the houses, 
even that of the sheik himself. I t is the 
village store of fuel, and so far from being 
looked upon as an offensive place, is a 
centre where the women gather when they 
are free from their work, which must be 
seldom, for the women of Palestine are a 
tirelessly industrious lot, not for the most 
part in work in which they can have the 
satisfaction of seeing things of beauty, or 
of lasting use, develop under their hands, 
but in the ceaseless bearing of burdens, 
the carrying of water, the grinding of 
wheat or corn, the endless drudgeries with 
not the slightest relief—or so it would 
seem to a casual observer. A hard lot 
they have, and a sad, unhappy, dejected 
sex they seem. Seldom does one see a 
smiling face. The men are solemn 
enough, but except for those who live sed
entary lives in the cities, they seem sturdy 
and physically virile. They "lord i t" 

The pool in Hebron. 



The Jaffa Gate. 

over the women. I t is not an infrequent 
scene to see a man mounted on his don
key, the wile following on foot, usually 
carrying a burden. 

It was on this road to Jerusalem, near 
Bethlehem, that I saw a father so 
mounted, the wife following, carrying the 
child, and another child following her. I 
think the father was becoming conscious 
of our Western attitude of women and 
children first, for while I was preparing to 
take a snap-shot of the little family the 
father was having the child shifted to his 
arms. Or was it his paternal pride show
ing itself in his desire to have the child 
photographed with himself? 

I have often thought of this scene and 
expressed the hope that Joseph did not 
treat Mary so, that he did not make her 
walk and carry the child as they journeyed 
down into Egypt. 

But, not to get to my own journey's end 
before I have actually traversed it, I wish 
to speak too of the hospitable spirit of the 
villages along the way. At this partic
ular village of the ancient giants, the 
"muktar" called to me as I was passing, 
whether in friendliness or in hostility to 
the passing stranger I could not tell, till 
by signs he made me understand that he 
was asking if I would not stop and sleep 
in his village, or have food and drink. I 

gladly accepted his proffer of water, and 
he sent a bright little fellow pattering off 
up the hill to the well with one of my can
teens. When it came back filled and 
coolly moist, he tried to prevent my giv
ing the boy a bit of immediate reward for 
his act of kindness. 

I had stopped at this village for a few 
minutes in the morning, attracted by the 
scene on the opposite side of the road, 
where between fifty and a hundred vil
lagers were threshing millet, some driving 
the oxen round and round, some winnow
ing with the pitchfork, some sifting with 
the sieve, some gathering the grain, some 
carrying away the straw. I t was an in
teresting and picturesque scene, but it 
was also one of the happiest scenes, sug
gestive of the wide-spread and higher hap
piness that might come—will come again 
to the Holy Land when the hills as well 
as the plains are blossoming and men are 
laboring profitably in some intelligent co
operation with Providence, and incident
ally giving the women freedom to live as 
creatures with souls, to enjoy Browning's 
" Saul," let us say, more than the gossip 
at the compost-heap. 

The walk across the plains had been 
hot and uneventful but not uninteresting 
to one born upon the prairies of the 
United States and accustomed to great 
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level stretches and horizons. There was, 
however, the added charm of the wilder
ness mountains rising hazily on the east
ern edge of the plain, and of the Judaean 
hills ahead—a charm which was a little 

A woman in the valley of Urtas. 

disturbed by the thought of having to 
make the ascent. But even the winding 
white road had its own fascination, and 
when, as several times happened, I saw a 
gray cloud going before me in the solitude, 
though I knew it was only a little whirl
wind that was moving along and whirling 
the dust, I could understand how the 
children of Israel might have seen in such 
a natural phenomenon the "pillar of 
cloud" that gave them guidance on their 
way across the desert not far away. 
Once the cloud became clearly a great gray 
cross lifted against the blue sky over the 
Judaean hills. 

Nowhere else in lower Palestine was the 
far past so close. There was no near as
sociation for the most of the way across 
the plain to disturb the consciousness of 
the past, and I was free to spend most of 
the time in the company of Abraham and 
his boy Isaac, Elijah, David, and others 
of those ancient days. 

And when the night came on it was al

most as light as day, for the moon rose in 
full orb out of the desert of Maon, where 
once dwelt the churlish Nabal and his 
wife Abigail, who, after her drunken hus
band's "heart had died within him and he 
became a stone," received a proffer of 
marriage from David, and who (though 
insisting with a humility which is ex
pected of the man rather than the woman, 
in America, that she was only a servant 
fit to wash the feet of the servants of such 
a man) hasted and, attended by her five 
damsels, went in stately procession to be-

The keeper at the Cave of Machpelah. 

come his wife. One could find here a set
ting for a romance if the scriptural record 
did not tell us in the next sentence that 
" David also took Ahinoam of Jezreel, and 
they were also both of them his wives." 
As it is, it gives fit background to the inci
dent, which must appeal to every boy, of 
David's taking the spear and cruse of 
water from behind the head of Saul as 
he lay asleep in his place "among the 
wagons," when in pursuit of David; and 
to that incident which followed the next 
day when David, on one of the bare hill
tops called to Abner, and in treasured 
sarcasm rebuked the war-lord for not 
keeping better watch over his king. 

And one is ready, too, to believe the 
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Sunrise over the Mount of Olives, as seen from the Bethlehem road. 

tradition that Judas Iscariot (Judas of 
Keriot) was born somewhere over in this 
wilderness to the east, which turns to 
blackness when the moon crosses the path 
and lights the western hills toward Gaza. 

Among the Judaean hills one has other 
attendants. One to whom I was es
pecially indebted was the daughter of 
Caleb, Achsah, she to whom he gave the 
"upper springs and the nether springs." 
Not far from Hebron had been pointed 
out to me the "upper springs" as I went 
to Beersheba in the morning of the day, 

but toward midnight I was more anxious 
to find the "nether springs." I t was not 
Achsah who discovered them to me, but 
it must have been one of her descendants, 
this lone wanderer who came out of the 
fields, and who not only showed me the 
springs, but also instructed me in the best 
way to lap up water with both hands (in
stead of but one, as did the successful can
didates for Gideon's band). I never 
dreamed, Achsah, when I stumbled over 
your name as I read it at my mother's 
knee (and my mother's name meant in 
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Scotch " daughter of the place of the upper 
springs"), that I should some day be 
grateful to you for asking your father 
to give you those springs that have con
tinued to flow on through the centuries 
since and quench my thirst in the 
twentieth century A. D. 

Refreshed, I went on toward Hebron, 
a p lace whe re 
Western travellers 
in days past had 
been badly treat
ed, I am told, but 
where I had found 
most cordial wel
come as I had 
passed southward 
in the morning (the 
keeper of the Cave 
of M a c h p e l a h 
showing me every 
possible courtesy, 
insisting that I 
look into the place 
where J o s e p h ' s 
bones were kept, 
since I might not 
be able to go to 
Shechem where, 
according to the 
Book of Joshua, 
they were buried, 
and offering me 
more privileges 
than I could ac
cep t ) . B u t in
stead of walking 
down through the 
shadowed streets 
of the city, by 

night I took a by-path, a lane with high 
walls on either side, down through the 
Vale of Eschol, where the Israelitish spies 
had found the marvellous grapes. 

It is the law of custom in the East, I 
am told, that one may enter a vineyard 
and eat all one wishes but may not carry 
anything away. I had been without food 
on the journey and my "mouth watered" 
for grapes (for, as when the spies entered 
Hebron, it "was the time of the first-ripe 
grapes"), and yet at that time of night 
I hardly dared to enter one of the con
tinuous vineyards, not knowing whether 
some watchman sleeping in the towers 
that guard them might not take me for a 

The author as he appeared after going from 
Beersheba to Jerusalem. 

of the " u p p e r 
springs," I passed 
a village in its 
slumbers, a village 
t h a t had s lep t 
through a million 
a n d a ha l f of 
nights, for it was 
one of the Ca-
naanit ish cities 
taken by Joshua 
and given as an 
inheritance to Ju-
dah. As I have 
written elsewhere, 
I had visited this 
v i l l a g e in t h e 
morning of the 
day, a village that 
is four thousand 
y e a r s old, b u t 
without certain 
facilities which the 
newest town in 
Oklahoma would 
insist upon having 
in as many hours 
as this village has 
known years. It 
stands, or rather 
sits, upon a hill al
most bare of trees, 

and looks by day at the left between the 
mountains to the Mediterranean Ocean, 
and at the right across the Dead Sea to 
the mountains which give their back
ground of mystery to so many places in 
Palestine. I t could have seen the star 
over Bethlehem if it had been awake on 
the holy night. And if it had risen and 
moved itself to the other edge of the hill, 
it might have seen the burning lamp that 
passed between the carcasses in Abra
ham's dream beneath the oaks of Mamre, 
a few miles away. 

I did not wish to disturb this village in 
its sleep, though I wondered whether the 
world outside would ever miss it if it did 

marauder instead of an honest but hun
gry pilgrim. In vain I searched the vines 
hanging over the walls to find a chance 
cluster, and went on my way with no such 
fortune as the two men who, long ago, 
found there one cluster so large that it 
took both of them to carry it. 

Higher up in the hills, near the place 



The temple area on Mount Moriah. 

not wake up again from its houses that 
seemed more like tombs than homes. 
Indeed the Roman rock-tombs near by 
seemed more homelike, for in the cave 
open to the moonlight, where I had in the 
morning seen the hundreds of niches that 
once held cinerary urns, I saw the maiden
hair ferns clinging like weeping human 
memories over some of the niches, but in 
deeper mourning, for the green of the day
light had been turned to the blackness of 
crape. And the gray lizards and the 
black serpents were no longer astir as in 
the morning, to take one's thought from 
those who had laid themselves down to 
rest in the Jewish and Christian caves 
near by. 

I t was up on the hill just outside this 
village that, according to tradition, the 
prophet Jonah was buried. Jonah, that 
first municipal reformer, who complained 
against the Almighty because the fate 
which he predicted did not overtake the 
city of Nineveh, Jonah who was "angry 
for the gourd" that grew up in the night 
and perished the next day. If thou 
couldst but see this eternal village in 
which thou art sleeping, Jonah, thou 
wouldst indeed know that the Lord was 
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" a gracious God, and full of compas
sion." 

I was challenged in a valley not far be
yond by a lone sentry at the roadside, the 
only person I had seen for hours except 
the native "pilgrims of the night" on 
camels or donkeys or in groups on foot, 
the sound of whose voices mingled with 
the tinkling of the camel bells remains as 
music in my ears, for all gave that melodi
ous salutation which was as soft upon the 
air as the intoning of a benediction—" Sai-
ee-da," "Sai-ee-da" (like Aida, with a 
soft, sibilant prefix), all through the night. 
The " H a l t ! " of the sentry in simulated 
English gave a moment's shock and dis
turbed my converse with those of the past 
who had accompanied me, but were un
seen of the sentry. They all fled as I 
tried to make the East Indian guard with 
his menacing rifle understand that I was 
a "friend." Whether I had succeeded I 
did not know, for I could not understand 
whether he was permitting me to proceed 
or ordering me to turn into the guard
house (where indeed I should have been 
glad to repose for a while), but I started 
on, and as he did not fire I assumed that 
he recognized me for the friend I was, 



The Church of the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem, as seen from the American Red Cross workroom. 

with no desire as to the springs he was 
guarding (the springs from which the 
water was led into Jerusalem) except that 
I might drink of them. 

Over hills and through valleys that 
were awesome with the moon shadows— 
were these not perhaps the very valleys 
that had given the Psalmist his metaphor 
of the "Valley of the Shadow"?—I jour
neyed on by the winding road, down at 
last past Solomon's Pools (one empty of 
water, one almost empty, and the third 
planted in tomatoes and other vegeta
bles), down into the fruitful Vale of Urtas, 
which Solomon may have had in mind 
when he wrote of descending into the 
garden " to see the fruits of the valley, to 
see whether the vine flourished and the 
pomegranates budded," filled now with 
Anzac troops beginning to stir themselves 
at the first premonition of day. Then on 
till the roofs of the little town of Bethle
hem began to appear in the dawn. The 
morning star was burning in the sky above 
it with a brilliancy that seemed supernal. 
Over the Bethlehem on my horizon it 
stood, toward the Shepherds' Field, till 
the walls of the little city itself hid it from 
my view. 

Beyond Bethlehem the once narrow 
camel road over which the Magi had 
come broadened into a dusty highway and 
began to fill with a throng of people going 
to and from the Holy City. The refugees 
from Jericho, encamped in the field oppo
site the tomb of Rachel, were rising frow-
zled from their nomad beds. Lorries and 
ambulances were starting from camps at 
the roadside for the hellish places from 
which these refugees had fled, down where 
the British forces were holding their 
trenches awaiting the day of advance. 
A battalion of Anzac cavalry was passing 
in the opposite direction for its period of 
rest after the night's riding. Indian 
lancers and Indian infantrymen, pictur
esque even in khaki, looked and knelt 
toward the dawn and their own Hima
layas. Trains of camels from somewhere 
bore their compact loads that might be 
myrrh or the daily manna for the troops. 
Hundreds of donkeys, "Allenby's white 
mice," went pattering along. Aeroplanes 
were mounting and circling, with their 
hum, to scout or perhaps to bomb beyond 
the hills toward Shechem. B a r e f o o t 
women with varicolored burdens on their 
heads walked with all the stateliness of 
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queens toward the City of Peace—the 
City of Peace amid shepherds' fields, now 
become munition magazines, which were 
daily augmented by what the trains 
brought up from Egypt, and daily dimin
ished by what the trains toward the front 
were carrying northward for the redemp
tion of Samaria and Galilee, the ancient 
land of the t r i b e s of Benjamin and 
Ephraim and Manasseh and Issachar and 
Zebulon and Asher and Naphtali and Dan 
—Dan, which I would yet reach—but 
that is another story. 

For the day I was content to stop at the 
Mount within the walls of Jerusalem, 
where Abraham ended his sacrificial jour
ney, fire and knife in hand; the Mount 
whose topmost rock was regarded as the 
centre of the world, the "stone of founda
tion," on which the Ark of the Covenant 
once rested; the Mount from which Mo
hammed is said to have ascended on his 
miraculous steed; the Mount over whose 
edges the orthodox Jew does not dare to 

venture lest he tread upon the " Holy of 
Holies," but wails at the wall of lamen
tation without; the M o u n t at whose 
verge the Christ was crucified and buried, 
and from whose rock-hewn tomb he rose. 
I t seems indeed the "centre of the world," 
and over it all, as I saw it that morning, 
the Tower of the Ascension stood on the 
Mount of Olives against the sunrise. 

But after all one would wish to ap
proach it as the Wise Men from the East, 

'on camels, for the rhythm of their soft 
feet is more agreeable than that of the 
hard heels of the pedestrian, and it is in 
their measure that my thoughts of Jeru
salem return to its gates: 

" My thoughts of thee would be, if writ and 
scanned, 

As trains of camels o'er the snow-white sand 
Dawn-travelling toward the Holy Land 

With slow and rhythmic feet, 
Iambic, bearing each its mystic load, 
Together making a majestic ode— 
I but the blue-clad driver with the goad 

Upon the swaying seat." 

' Iambic, bearing each its mystic load." 



T H E OPEN H E A R T H 

By H. S. Hall 
I L L U S T R A T I O N ( F R O N T I S P I E C E ) BY E. L. B L U M E N S C H E I N 

IT was a very black and a 
very dir ty s t reet down 
which I made my way that 
November morning at half 
past five. There was no 
paving, there was no side

walk, there were no lights. Rain had 
been falling for several days, and I waded 
through seas of mud and sloshed through 
lakes of water, longing for terra firma. 
There were men in front of me and men 
behind me, all plodding along through 
the muck and mire, just as I was plod
ding along, their tin lunch-pails rattling 
as mine was rattling. Some of us were 
going to work, some of us were going to 
look for work—the steel-mills lay some
where in the darkness ahead of us. We 
were citizens of a city where the daylight-
saving scheme was being tried out, and 
half past five in the morning in that city, 
in the latter part of November, is an early 
hour and a dark one. 

We who were not so fortunate as to 
possess a magical piece of brass, the show
ing of which to a uniformed guard at the 
steel-mills' gate would cause the door to 
light and warmth to swing open, waited 
outside in the street, where we milled 
about in the mud, not unlike a herd of 
uneasy cattle. I t was cold out there. A 
north wind, blowing straight in from the 
lake, whipped our faces and hands and 
penetrated our none-too-heavy clothing. 

"By golly, I wisht I had a job in 
there!" said a shivering man at my side, 
who had been doing some inspecting 
through a knot-hole in the high fence. 
"You got a job here ? " he asked, glancing 
at my pail. 

I told him I had been promised work 
and had been ordered to report. 

"You're lucky to get a job, and you 
want to freeze on to it. Jobs ain't goin' 
to be any too plentiful this winter, and if 
this war stops—good night! I've been 
comin' here every mornin' for two weeks, 
but I can't get took. I reckon I'm kind 
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o' small for most of the work in there." 
He began to kick his muddy shoes against 
the fence and to blow upon his hands. 
"Winter's comin'," he sighed. 

A whistle blew, a gate swung open, and 
a mob of men poured out into the street 
—the night shift going off duty. Their 
faces looked haggard and deathly pale in 
the sickly glare of the pale-blue arcs above 
us. 

"Night-work's no good," said the small 
man at my side. " I t always gets me in 
the pit of the stummick somethin' fierce, 
'long between midnight and mornin'. 
But you got to do it if you're goin' to 
work in the mills." 

A man with a Turkish towel thrown 
loosely about his neck came out of the 
gate and looked critically at the job 
hunters. He came up to me. "What 's 
yer name?" he demanded. I told him. 
"Come on!" he grunted. 

We stopped before the uniformed 
guard, wh'o wrote my name on a card, 
punched the card, and gave it to me. 
" Come on!" again grunted the man with 
the towel. I followed my guide into 
the yard, over railroad tracks, past great 
piles of scrap-iron and pig metal, through 
clouds of steam and smoke, and into a 
long, black building where engines whis
tled, bells clanged, and electric cranes 
rumbled and rattled overhead. We 
skirted a mighty pit filled with molten 
slag, and the hot air and stifling fumes 
blowing from it struck me in the face and 
staggered me. We crept between giant 
ladles in whose depths I could hear the 
banging of hammers and the shouting of 
men. We passed beneath a huge trough 
through which a white, seething river of 
steel was rushing. I shrank back in ter
ror as the sound of the roaring flood fell 
full upon my ears, but the man with the 
towel, who was walking briskly in front 
of me, looked over his shoulder and 
grunted: "Come on!" 

Through a long, hot tunnel and past 
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black, curving flues, down which I saw 
red arms of flame reaching, we made our 
way. We came to an iron stairway, 
climbed it, and stepped out upon a steel 
floor into the Open Hearth. " Come on !" 
growled my guide, and we walked down 
the steel floor, scattered over which I saw 
groups of men at work in front of big, 
house-like furnaces out of whose cavern
ous mouths white tongues of flame were 
leaping. The men worked naked to the 
waist, or stripped to overalls and under
shirt, and, watching them, I began to 
wonder if I had chosen wisely in seeking 
and accepting employment in this inferno. 

"Pu t yer pail there. Hang yer coat 
there. Set down there. I'll tell the boss 
ye're here." And the man with the towel 
went away. 

I was sitting opposite one of the fur
naces, a square, squat structure of yellow 
brick built to hold seventy-five tons of 
steel. There were three doors on the 
front wall, each door having a round 
opening in the centre, the "peep-hole." 
Out through these peep-holes poured 
shafts of light so white and dazzling they 
pained the eye they struck. They were 
as the glaring orbs of some gigantic, un
couth monster, and as I looked down the 
long line of furnaces and saw the three 
fiery eyes burning in each, the effect 
through the dark, smoke-laden atmos
phere was grotesquely weird. 

I watched a man who worked at one 
of the doors of the furnace nearest me. 
He had thrust a bar of iron through the 
peep-hole and was jabbing and prying at 
some object inside. Every ounce of his 
strength he was putting into his efforts. 
I could hear him grunt as he pulled and 
pushed, and I saw the perspiration drip
ping from his face and naked arms. He 
withdrew the bar—the end that had been 
inside the door came out as white and as 
pliable as a hank of taffy—and dropped 
it to the floor. He shouted some com
mand to some invisible person, and the 
door rose slowly and quietly, disclosing to 
me a great, snow-white cavern in whose 
depths bubbled and boiled a seething lake 
of steel. 

With a quick movement of his hand 
the workman dropped a pair of dark-
colored spectacles before his eyes, and his 
arms went up before his face to shield it 

from the withering blast that poured out 
through the open door. There he stood, 
silhouetted against that piercing light, 
stooping and peering, tiptoeing and bend
ing, cringing and twisting, as he tried to 
examine something back in the furnace. 
Then with another shout he caused the 
door to slip down into its place. 

He came walking across the floor to 
where I sat and stopped in front of me. 
The sweat in great drops fell from his 
blistered face, ran in tiny rivulets from 
his arms and hands, and splashed on the 
iron floor. He trembled, he gasped for 
breath, and I thought he was going to 
sink down from pure exhaustion, when, to 
my surprise, he deliberately winked at me. 

"Ought never to have left the farm, 
ought we? Eh, b u d d y ? " he said with a 
sweaty chuckle. And that was my in
troduction to Pete, the best open-hearth 
man I ever knew, a good fellow, clean and 
honest. 

"Mike, put this guy to wheeling in 
manganese," said a voice behind me, and 
I turned and saw the boss. "Eighteen 
hundred at Number Four and twenty-two 
hundred at Number Six. Where's your 
pass?" he asked me. 

I handed him the card the uniformed 
watchman at the gate had given me, and 
he walked away. As he went I heard 
him say to the workman, Pete, with 
something like a snarl in his voice: " Pull 
your gas down, you fool!" 

" Get that wheelbarrer over yender and 
toiler me," instructed Mike, a little, old, 
white-haired Irishman who was, as I 
learned afterward, called "maid of all 
work" about the plant. I picked up the 
heavy iron wheelbarrow and trundled it 
after him, out through a runway to a de
tached building where the various alloys 
and refractories used in steel-making were 
kept. 

"Now, then, you load your wheelbarrer 
up with this here ma'ganese and weigh it 
over on them scales yender, and then 
wheel it in and put it behind Number 
Four," Mike told me. "Eighteen hun-
derd pounds to that furnace. Then you 
wheel in twenty-two hunderd pounds to 
Number Six. I'll be watchin' for you 
when you bring in the first load, and show 
you where to dump i t ." 

I t was cold in the manganese bins. A 
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small yellow electric lamp disclosed to 
my eyes a great pile of angular chunks of 
gray metal. I found the pieces surpris
ingly heavy. I began throwing them into 
my wheelbarrow and had nearly filled it 
when I heard a laugh. Looking up I saw 
a big, red face framed in the one window 
of the bin. 

"Wot ye think ye're goin' to do with 
that ma'ganese, young feller ? " demanded 
Red Face. 

" Wheel it in and put it behind Number 
Four furnace," I replied. 

" I want to see yer when yer do it," 
chuckled Red Face. " Yer must be some 
little horse! D'ye know how much yer 
got on that buggy? About eight hun-
derd pounds ! Try to heft it ." 

I took hold of the handles and lifted. I 
could not budge the load. Red Face 
gave another chuckle and disappeared. I 
threw out about three-fourths of the load, 
weighed the remainder, and found I had 
nearly two hundred pounds. This I 
wheeled in and put behind the furnace, 
where it would be used when the furnace 
was tapped. 

"Why is manganese put into the 
steel?" I asked Pete on one of my trips 
past his furnace. 

" It settles it, toughens it up, and makes 
it so it'll roll," he answered. 

A few days later I asked one of the 
chemists about the plant the same ques
tion. " I t absorbs the occluded gases in 
the molten steel, hardens it, and imparts 
the properties of ductility and malleabil
ity," was his reply. I preferred Pete's 
elucidation. 

All day I. trundled the iron wheelbar
row back and forth along the iron floor, 
wheeling in manganese, magnesite, dolo
mite, ferro-silicon, fire-clay, sulphur rock, 
fluor-spar and spiegeleisen. All day I 
watched service cars rolling into the long 
building loaded with pig-iron, scrap-iron, 
and limestone. I watched the powerful 
electric cranes at work picking up the 
heavy boxes of material and dumping 
their contents into the furnaces. I 
watched the tapping of the "heats ," when 
the dams holding in the boiling lakes 
would be broken down and the fiery floods 
would go rushing and roaring into the 
ladles, these to be whisked away to the 
ingot moulds. And I watched the men at 

work, saw the strain they were under, saw 
the risks they took, and wondered if, after 
a few days, I could be doing what they 
were doing. 

" I t is all very interesting," I said to 
Pete, as I stood near him, waiting for a 
crane to pass by. 

He grinned. "Uh-huh! But you'll 
get over it. 'Bout to-morrow mornin', 
when your clock goes rattlety-bang and 
you look to see what's up and find it's 
five o'clock, you'll not be thinkin' it so 
interestin', oh, no! Let's see your 
hands." He laughed when he saw the 
blisters the handles of the wheelbarrow 
had developed. 

Pete was right. When my alarm-clock 
awakened me next morning and I started 
to get out of bed I groaned in agony. 
Every muscle of my body ached. I fan
cied my joints creaked as I sat on the 
edge of the couch vainly endeavoring to 
get them to working freely and easily. 
The breakfast bell rang twice, but hurry 
I could not. 

" You'll be late to work ! The others 
have gone!" called the landlady. I 
managed to creak down-stairs. My pail 
was packed and she had tied up an extra 
lunch in a newspaper. "You can't stop 
to eat, if you want to get to work on 
time," she said. "Your breakfast is in 
this paper—eat it when you get to the 
mills." 

I stumbled away in the darkness, 
groaning and gasping, and found my way 
to the black and dirty street. The mud 
was frozen hard now, and the pools of 
water were ice-covered, and my heavy 
working shoes thumped and bumped 
along the dismal road in a remarkably 
noisy manner. 

The number of job hunters was larger 
this morning. Among them I saw the 
small man who could not "get took," and 
again he was peeking wishfully through 
the knot-hole in the fence. 

"You're on, e h ? " he-said when he 
spied me. " B y golly, I wisht I was. 
Say, you haven't got a dime in your pants 
that you could spare a feller, have you?" 
I discovered a dime. 

I showed my brass check—a timekeeper 
had given me one the day before, Number 
1266—to the uniformed watchman. He 
waved me on, and I entered the gate just 
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as the whistle blew. A minute later and 
I would have been docked a half-hour. 

Mike, "maid of all work," took me in 
hand as soon as I came on the floor and 
proceeded to give me a few pointers. " I 
kept me eye on ye all day yestidday, and 
ye fair disgoosted me with the way ye 
cavorted round with that Irish buggy. 
As though ye wanted to do it all the first 
day! Now, ye're on a twelve-hour turn 
here, and ye ain't expected to work like a 
fool. Ye want to learn to spell. (Mike 
wasn't referring to my orthographic short
comings.) When the boss is in sight, 
keep movin'; when he's not, then ease up. 
Dig in like sin whenever ye glimpse a 
white shirt and collar movin' about the 
plant. Chances is it'll be a fifty-dollar 
clerk, but until ye find out for sure, dig in. 
Ye'll get in bad with the boss if he sees 
ye chinnin' with Pete. He don't like 
Pete and Pete don't like him, and I don't 
blame Pete. The boss is solid bone from 
the collar-button up. He has brain
storms. Watch out for 'em." 

I followed much of Mike's advice. All 
that day I trundled the wheelbarrow, but 
with more—shall I call it circumspection ? 
I made an easier day of it, and no one 
objected to my work. And as the days 
ran by I found my muscles toughening, 
and I could hear the alarm-bell at five in 
the morning without feeling compelled 
to squander several valuable minutes in 
wishing I had been born rich. 

For two weeks I worked every day at 
wheeling in materials for the furnaces. 
Then for one week I worked with the 
"maid of all work," sweeping the floors 
and keeping the place "righted up," as 
he called it. Then I "pulled doors" for 
a while; I " ran tes ts" to the laboratory; 
I "brought stores"; I was general-utility 
man. Then one day, when a workman 
dropped a piece of pig-iron on his foot 
and was sent to the hospital, I was put on 
"second helping." 

By good luck I was sent to Pete's fur
nace. Pete and I by this time were great 
cronies. Many a chat we had had, back 
behind his furnace, hidden from the pry
ing eyes of the boss. I found Mike was 
right—it was just as well to keep out of 
his sight. I soon discovered that he did 
not like Pete. In numberless mean and 
petty ways did he harass the man, trying 

to make him do something that would 
give him an excuse to discharge him. 
But Pete was naturally slow to anger, and 
with admirable strength he kept his feel
ings under control. 

More than once I saw the boss endeavor 
to lead Pete to strike him, and more than 
once I saw Pete laugh in the scoundrel's 
face and walk away, leaving him wild 
with rage. I sickened of the ugly game 
the boss played, and wondered when it 
would end, and how. 

"Oh, I s'pose it'll come to a head some 
of these days," Pete said to me one day 
as we sat talking about the latest out
break of the boss. " I can't stand it for 
always. But I 'm goin' to make a good 
job of it when it comes." 

I was working nights now, every other 
week. The small man at the gate—he 
had finally "got took" and was labor
ing in the yard gang—who had told me 
that "night-work is no good—it gets you 
somethin' fierce in the pit of the stum-
mick, 'long between midnight and morn-
in'"—he knew what he was talking about. 
I found night-work absolutely "no good," 
and it certainly did get me "somethin' 
fierce in the pit of the stummick." The 
small hours of the night, when the body's 
vitality is at low ebb, the hours when one 
moans and cries in his sleep, when death 
comes oftenest—they are the terror of 
the night-worker. 

To be aroused by a screaming whistle 
above your head at two o'clock in the 
morning; to seize a shovel and run to the 
open door of a white-hot furnace and 
there in its blistering heat to shovel in 
heavy ore and crushed limestone rock 
until every stitch of clothing on your body 
is soaked with perspiration; to stagger 
away with pulses thumping, and drop 
down upon a bench, only to be ordered 
out into a nipping winter air to raise or 
lower a gas-valve—this is the kind of 
work the poet did not have in mind when 
he wrote " Toil that ennobles!" I doubt 
whether he or any other poet ever heard 
of this two-o'clock-in-the-morning toil. 

When the " h e a t " was ready to tap I 
would dig out the "tap-hole." Another 
"second helper" would assist me in this 
work. The tap-hole, an opening in the 
centre and lower part of the back wall of 
the furnace, is about a foot in diameter 
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and three in length. I t is closed with 
magnesite and dolomite when the furnace 
is charged. Digging this filling out is 
dangerous work—the steel is liable to 
break out and burn the men who work 
there. When we had removed the dolo
mite from the hole I would notify the 
boss. A long, heavy bar was thrust 
through the peep-hole in the middle door, 
and a dozen men would "Ye-ho! Ye-
ho!" back and forth on the bar until it 
broke through the fused bank of magne
site into the tap-hole. Then the lake of 
steel would pour out through a runner 
into the ladle. 

This tapping a " h e a t " is a magnificent 
and a startling sight to the newcomer. I 
stood fascinated when I beheld it the first 
time. A lake of seventy-five or eighty 
tons of sun-white steel, bursting out of 
furnace bounds and rushing through the 
runner, a raging river, is a terrifying spec
tacle. The eye aches as it watches it; the 
body shrinks away from the burning heat 
it throws far out on all sides; the imagina
tion runs riot as the seething flood roils 
and boils in the ladle. 

My helper for the first two weeks of my 
experience as "second helper" was Dan 
Goodman, a young Englishman. From 
the first I noticed that Dan would not 
stand on the platform when the heat was 
tapping nor would he look at the steel 
tumbling into the ladle. When I asked 
him one day why he always stepped be
hind a column when the steel came, he 
surprised me with this answer: " I 
wouldn't stand on that platform above 
that ladle and look down into it for the 
worth of this plant! I couldn't. I would 
jump in. Laugh at me if you want to, 
but, just the same, I know I'd jump in 
that ladle if I stood there where you 
stand!" 

I smiled at this as some foolish weak
ness of the man, but when I spoke about 
it to Pete he didn't laugh. "Dan shows 
more sense than a fellow did who worked 
here ten years ago. He had the same 
notion that Dan's got—he thought he 
might jump in if he looked too long, and, 
by gum! he did." 

"What !" I cried. 
"He jumped in," repeated Pete. "Lost 

his wits, or whatever you want to call it, 
but in he went, smack into the ladle, sir !" 

I looked at Pete's face to see if he was 
trying to poke fun at me, but he was 
sober enough—I didn't doubt he was tell
ing me the truth. 

"Didn ' t last that long!" he said with 
a snap of his fingers. "Nothin' left of 
him—of course not. The super had the 
whole heat dumped in the pit. When it 
had cooled off he had it drug out in the 
yard and buried. Never heard of a grave 
like that before, did you ? Three or four 
years afterward we got a new super. He 
heard about that seventy-five-ton chunk 
of steel out there, and he had it dug up 
and hauled to the skull-cracker. They 
broke it up and we run it through here 
again." 

Sometimes when we had had a particu
larly hard spell of work—when a heat had 
melted "soft" and we must throw in 
extra pig-iron by hand, to raise the car
bon, or when the bottom had broken 
down and we had labored an hour or two 
at "splashing" out the steel that had run 
into the honeycombs, or when we would 
have to build up a new back wall—when 
something of this kind occurred and we 
had pulled and grunted and sweated until 
we were dead beaten with fatigue and ex
haustion, then Pete might be expected to 
put his well-known question: "Ought to 
have stayed on the farm, oughtn't we? 
Hey, buddy?" 

The foolish question, and his comical 
way of asking it, always made me laugh. 
Seeing that Pete had once been a farm 
laborer, the remark does not appear so 
silly, after all. I t was his way of com
paring two kinds of work; it was his fa
vorite stock jest. I know farm work, too, 
from pigs to potatoes, and I do not be
lieve there is any kind of farm work 
known, ten hours of which would equal 
thirty minutes of " splashing " on an open-
hearth furnace, in muscle-tearing, nerve-
racking, back-breaking, sweat-bringing 
effort. 

"Well, it was like this," Pete began, 
when I asked him to tell me how he came 
to quit the farm and take to steel-making. 
" I quit farmin' and become a steel-worker 
the same way a fellow quits bein' a one-
horse lawyer and becomes a United States 
senator—by pure accident. I was peg-
gin' away on a Minnesota ranch at eigh
teen dollars a month. One summer when 
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times got slack on the farm I run over to 
Duluth to look around a bit. A fellow 
there offered me a job on a ore boat. 
I took it and that summer I put in on 
the lakes. The boat tied up that fall 
at Ashtabula. I got paid off there. I 
thought I 'd go back to Minnesota for the 
winter, so I started to the depot. I met 
a nice-talkin' chap and we swapped a few 
reminiscences. After he had gone I dis
covered he'd taken my roll with him. I t 
was late and I had no place to sleep, so I 
went down to the railroad yards and 
crawled in what I thought was a car of 
white sand. Somebody come by and shut 
the door, and I didn't get out of that car 
till it was opened out there at that bin of 
spar. They needed a man here that day, 
so I went to work, and here I've been ever 
since—fourteen year this fall. I kind of 
got the habit of bein' round here, and I 
s'pose I 'm done with farmin', but I tell 
you, sometimes I fairly wish I was back 
draggin' down my eighteen per up in 
Minnesota. Them occasions don't last 
long, though." 

Pete and I were working on Number 
Three furnace, the latest type and the 
"fastest" of any in the group. I ts 
monthly output was three or four hun
dred tons more than that of any other. 
I t belonged to Pete by rights—he was the 
oldest man on the floor, and he was re
garded by all the other furnace-men as 
the best "first helper" in the plant. No 
other "first helper" watched his roof so 
carefully as did he. No other could get 
as many heats "from a roof" as did he. 
For every three hundred and fifty heats 
tapped from a furnace before the furnace 
required a new roof, the company gave 
the "first helper" a bonus of fifty dollars. 
This was to encourage them to watch 
their furnaces closely, to see that the gas 
did not " touch" the roofs. 

One morning Pete and I were notified 
that we were transferred to Number Ten, 
the oldest, the slowest, and the hardest 
furnace to work of any. '' Bulger' ' Lewis, 
a Welshman, a bosom friend of the boss, 
was to take Number Three. Pete would 
lose the bonus money due in thirty 
days. 

"What 's this for?" he demanded of 
the boss. 

"Because you don't watch your fur
nace !" snarled the boss in reply. "You've 

touched that roof I There are icicles on 
it right now!" 

This was a lie. Pete walked over to 
the air-valves, jerked the lever, and threw 
up the middle door. " Show me an icicle 
in there!" he cried. "I ' l l give you five 
hundred dollars for every one you point 
o u t ! " 

"Lower that door!" roared the boss. 
"And get down to Number Ten! Or go 
get your time, if you prefer!" 

Pete was silent for a moment. Then he 
threw up his head and laughed. Going to 
his locker, he took out his lunch-pail and 
started for Number Ten. 

" I rather think I am goin' to take a 
trip to Minnesota pretty soon—to see the 
folks, you know," he said to me that 
afternoon. 

Number Ten melted "sof t" that day 
and Pete could not get the heat hot. We 
pigged steadily for two hours, but it re
mained cold and dead. We were played 
out when, about four o'clock, the boss 
came up. 

"Why don't you get that heat ou t?" 
he demanded. "You've been ten hours 
on it a lready!" Pete made no reply. 
"Where's a tes t -bar?" He shoved the 
test-bar into the bath, moved it slowly 
back and forth, and withdrew it. " She's 
hot now! Take her o u t ! " 

Pete looked at the end of the bar. It 
was ragged, not bitten off clean as it 
would have been had the temperature of 
the bath been right. "She's a long way 
from bein' hot ," he said, pointing at the 
test-bar. 

"Don ' t you dispute m e ! " roared the 
boss. "If I say she's hot, she's hot! If 
I tell you to take her out, you take her 
o u t ! " 

We took out the heat. And a miser
able mess there was. I t was so cold it 
froze up in the tap-hole, it froze up in the 
runner, it froze up in the ladle. The en
tire heat was lost. I t was an angry crew 
of men that worked with sledges, bars, 
and picks cleaning up the mess. I was 
sorry the boss could not know how much 
that bunch of men loved him. 

I saw him approaching Pete; I saw him 
shaking his clinched fist; I heard an ugly 
word; the he was passed, a blow was 
struck, and the long-expected fight was 
on. 

Out on the smooth iron floor, in the 
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glare of the furnace flames—some one had 
hoisted the three doors to the top—the 
two enemies fought it out. They were 
giants in build, both of them, muscled and 
thewed like gladiators. I t was a brutal, 
savage exhibition. The thud, thud, thud 
of bare fists on naked flesh was sickening. 
Once Pete trod on a small piece of scrap, 
lost his balance, and went down. With a 
beast-like cry the boss lunged forward and 
deliberately kicked him in the face. A 
yell of rage went up from the men sur
rounding the pair. Had he offered to re
peat it they would have been upon him. 

But quicker than his movement was 
Pete's as he leaped to his feet and whirled 
to meet his antagonist. And now again 
the sickening thud, thud, thud. That 
and the dull roaring of the gas as it poured 
through the ports were the only sounds. 

Ah! Thud, thud—smash! And the 
boss reeled, dropped to his knees, swayed 
back and forth, and went down, his head 
striking the iron floor with a bang. 

Pete took a bath in a bosh, changed his 
clothes, shook hands all round, and came 
seeking me. "Well, buddy, I 'm off," he 
chuckled, peeping at me from a chink in 
his swollen face. "Like as not I'll be 
shuckin' punkins up in Minnesota this 
time next week. Oh, no use my tryin' 
to stick it out here—you can't stay, you 
know, when you've had a go with the 
boss. So long!" 

I did not go to work the next day, nor 
the next. I was deliberating whether I 
would go back at all, the morning of the 
third day, when the "maid of all work" 
came looking for me. "Pete wants you 
to come to work," he announced. 

"Pe te?" I said, wondering what he 
meant. 

"You said i t! Pete's boss now!" 
" N o ! " 
"Yes! Oh, the super, he ain't blind, 

he ain't! He knowed what was goin' on, 
he did, and it didn't take him long to fix 
him when he'd heerd the peticlars. I'll 
tell Pete you'll be comin' along soon." 
And Mike departed. 

I went back and resumed my old posi
tion on Number Three, with John Yaka-
bowski, a Pole. Yakabowski was an 
exceptionally able furnace-man and an 
agreeable fellow workman. There was 
great rejoicing all over the plant because 
our old boss was out, and there was gen

eral satisfaction over Pete's appointment 
to his place. This feeling among the men 
was soon reflected in the output of the 
furnaces—our tonnage showed a steady 
increase. 

Pete was nervous and ill at ease for a 
few weeks. To assume the responsibili
ties that go with the foremanship of an 
open-hearth plant the size of that one 
was almost too much for him. He was 
afraid he would make some mistake that 
would show him to be unworthy of the 
trust the superintendent had placed in 
him. 

" N o education — that's where I'm 
weak!" he said to me in one of our con
fidential chats. "Can ' t write, can't rig
ger, can't talk—don't know nothin'! It 's 
embarrassin',! The super tells me to use 
two thousand of manganese on a hundred-
and-fifty-thousand-pound charge. That 's 
easy—I just tell a hunky to wheel in two 
thousand. But s'pose that lunk-head out 
in them scales goes wrong, and charges in 
a hundred and sixty-five thousand pounds 
and doesn't tell me until ten minutes be
fore we're ready to tap—how am I goin' 
to figger out how much more manganese 
to put in ? Or when the chief clerk writes 
me a nice letter, requestin' a statement 
showin' how many of my men have more 
than ten children, how many of 'em can 
read the Declaration of Independence, 
and how many of 'em eat oatmeal for 
breakfast, why, I 'm up against it, I tell 
you ! No education ! I reckon I ought 
never to 've left the farm—hey, buddy?" 

I understood Pete's gentle hint, and I 
took care of his clerical work, writing 
what few letters he had to send out, mak
ing up his statements, doing his calculat
ing, and so forth. 

Six months passed. Pete had "made 
good." The management was highly 
pleased with him as a melter. Success 
had come to me, too, in a modest way—I 
had been given a furnace—I was now a 
"first helper." I t was about the time I 
took the furnace that I began to notice a 
falling off in the number of requests from 
Pete for assistance. I thought little of it, 
supposing that he was getting his work 
done by one of the weighers. But one 
night when there was a lull in operations 
and I went down to his office to have a 
chat with him, I found him seated at his 
little desk poring over an arithmetic. 
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Scattered about in front of him were a 
number of sheets of paper covered with 
figures. He looked up at me and grinned 
in a rather shamefaced manner. 

"Oh, that 's it, is i t ? " I said. "Now I 
understand why I am no longer of any use 
to the boss !" 

"Well, I just had to do somethin'," he 
laughed. " Couldn't afford to go right on 
bein' a ignorameous all the time." 

"Are you studying it out alone?" 
"You bet I ain ' t! I 'd never get there 

if I was! I've got a teacher, a private 
teacher. Swell, eh? He comes every 
other night, when I 'm workin' days, and 
every other afternoon, when I 'm workin' 
nights. Gee, but I 'm a bonehead! He's 
told me so a dozen times, but the other 
day he said he thought I was softenin' 
up a bit." 

Good old Pete! I left him that night 
with my admiration for the man in
creased a hundred times. 

Another six months passed, six months 
of hard, grinding, wearing toil, and yet a 
six months I look back upon with genuine 
pleasure. I now had the swing of the 
work and it came easy; conditions about 
the plant under Pete's supervision were 
ideal; I was making progress in the pro
fession I had adopted; we were making 
good money. Then came the black day. 

How quickly it happened! I had 
tapped my furnace and the last of the 
heat had run into the ladle. "Hoist 
away!" I heard Pete shout to the crane-
man. The humming sound of the crane 
motors getting into action came to my 
ears. I took a look at my roof, threw in 
a shovelful of spar, turned on the gas, and 
walked toward the rear of the furnace. 
The giant crane was groaning and whin
ing as it slowly lifted its eighty-ton bur
den from the pit where the ladle stood. 
I t was then five or six feet above the pit's 
bottom. Pete was leaning over the rail
ing of the platform directly in front of 
the rising ladle. 

Suddenly something snapped up there 
among the shafts and cables. I saw the 
two men in the crane cab go swarming up 
the escape-ladder. I saw the ladle drop 
as a broken cable went flying out of a 
sheave. A great white wave of steel 
washed over the ladle's rim, and another, 
and another. 

Down upon a shallow pool of water 

that a leaking hose had formed, the steel 
wave splashed, and as it struck the ex
plosion came. I was blown from my feet 
and rolled along the floor. The air was 
filled with bite of fiery steel, slag, bricks, 
and debris of all kinds. I crawled to 
shelter behind a column and there beat 
out the flames that were burning my 
clothing in a half dozen places. Then, 
groping through the pall of dust and 
smoke that choked the building, I went 
to look for Pete. 

Near the place where I had seen him 
standing when the ladle fell I found him. 
Two workmen who had been crouching 
behind a wall when the explosion came, 
and were unhurt, were tearing his burning 
clothes from his seared and blackened 
body. I saw an ugly wound on his head 
where a flying missile of some kind had 
struck him, and his eyes had been shot 
full of dust and bits of steel. Somebody 
brought a blanket and we wrapped it 
about him. We doubted if he lived, but 
as we carried him back I noticed he was 
trying to speak, and, stooping, I caught 
the words: "Ought never to have left 
the farm, ought we? Hey, buddy?" 

That was the last time I ever heard 
Pete speak. That was the last time I 
ever saw him alive. 

Two o'clock in the morning. Sitting at 
the little desk where I found Pete that 
night poring over his arithmetic, I have 
been writing down my early experiences 
in the Open Hearth. Here comes Yaka-
bowski with a test. I know exactly what 
he will say: " Had I better give her a dose 
of o re?" Numbers Three, Six, and Ten 
are "working." I must bestir myself. 
Two o'clock in the morning ! The small 
man at the gate was right: Night-work 
is no good! I t has got me "somethin' 
fierce in the pit of the stummick" to
night. 

I was mistaken; Yakabowski doesn't 
ask his customary question. He looks at 
me curiously. "You don't look good, 
boss," he says. "You sick, maybe?" 

Yes, I 'm sick—sick at the "pi t of the 
stummick." I always am at two o'clock 
in the morning, when I 'm on night shift. 
I stretch, I yawn, I shudder. 

"Ought never to have left the farm, 
ought we ? Hey, Yakabowski ? " I say to 
the big Pole. 



A GROUP OF SPRING POEMS 

HO! THE SPRINGTIME! 

I T A L Y : 1917 

By G. E. Woodberry 

I 

Ho ! the springtime! 
Springtime sets a young heart thinking, 

Then it was spring, when I gave my signore the flowers of the field, 
And my brother brought him great violets that the perfumed gardens yield; 
Sun, and field-flowers, and violets bound our bosoms and sealed. 

"Ho! the sun in the campagna! the flow of the sap of the world! 
The blossom of dawn! the irised sea! the far beach surf-impearled!— 
And all their joy in our bosoms like a flower from the bud unfurled! 

One leap, one thrill, one throb of the manifold pulse divine 
Flooded and blended our being, as the grapes are one in the wine. 
Sweet there was our life together in the garden this side of the grave, 
And the springtime smiling on us was the smile of flower and wave. 
0 my heart! 

I I 

Ho ! the springtime ! 
Time of kiss and time of blossom— 
Time of faring on the sea's blue bosom— 
Time of thinking of another spring— 
When we lived, young, open hearts together, 
Roved the greening land, the violet weather!— 
Clover, poppy, almond-bough 
Murmured it then, murmur it now: 
"Love is coming! this is i t ! this is i t ! 
Passes the bloom! oh, woe to miss i t ! 
The voice, the touch, the fond caress 
That undivided lovers bless!" 
0 my heart, how sad is thinking! 

I l l 

"Ho! is it spring?" in the dawn I wake up saying. 
1 can hear, far off, my mother (poveretta) praying 
For us three— 
And Italy! 
There where mighty Etna, snow-clad, thunder-torn and earthquake-riven, 
Lifts the breathing springtime to the fire-black heaven! 
Oh, the spring! 
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H o ! is it spring? 
Si! thoughts, kisses, flowers, caresses! 
Time of blossom and endearing, 
To dark death forever nearing!—• 
Time of weeping! 
Time of the black hour toward us creeping!— 
Signore ! 0 signor'! 

H o ! is it spring ? 
Time of wandering forth on earth's green bosom! 
Time of passing of youth's almond-blossom! 
Far we wandered, far we wandered, far, and far away!— 
Across the greening lands, across the violet seas, and far, and far away!-
Flowers of the field I cannot bring, signor'. 
Thinking, to thee I send the kiss of spring, signor'. 

T H E V I S I O N 

By Caroline Duer 

LOVE filled my heart with fulness of the spring; 
With all dear joys that cunning nature weaves, 
With pulse of harvests quickening for the sheaves, 

And hidden bud and sudden blossoming. 
With rush of promise that the South winds sing, 

With sound of rippling brooks and whispering leaves, 
With golden raindrops falling from wet eaves, 

And flash of sun on some upsoaring wing. 
Where, in the half-hushed dawn, a wondrous spark 

Rose on a note that left the day-star pale, 
And all the morning broke to meet the lark, 

And all my heart beat rapturous to prevail— 
Then the dream died, and through the enfolding dark 

I heard the sobbing of the nightingale. 

I I 

THE DESIRE 

I ask so little, as it seems to me; 
Not love, all militant with golden deeds, 
But just the filling of my smaller needs— 

The silver of affection's alchemy. 
Where look meets look assured of sympathy, 

And tenderness the wish unspoken reads, 
Where sorrow leans upon the heart that heeds 

And joy laughs out in kinship with the free. 
Oh, we might lift life like a brimming glass, 

And pledge Fate standing that she lets us live, 
If in the hands that touch us as we pass 

One held our welfare thus superlative. 
"Not Love," I say, unwitting, and alas, 

I seek the things that love alone can give. 
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T H E S I L E N T 

By Leslie Nelson Jennings 

AND must I die to learn the cool, 
Sweet kindliness of rain? 

Dear God, and must I turn to dust 
To know a country lane? 

Have I no conscious brotherhood 
With dew and daffodils? 

Is there no free, glad part of me 
Among the friendly hills? 

o Earth, if I could only stand 
And meet you eye to eye, 

No longer blinking at the brink 
Of your unrealized sky; 

If I could only kiss the grass 
With something more than lips, 

Could swing with more than speech the door 
To your rich fellowships, 

I would not think when April runs 
Like laughter through the trees 

That they who sleep so long and deep 
Have lost Life's silences. 

H O P E 

By Captain Cyril C. H. Hawken 

I 

WHO heard the last dying sob of Winter 
Long ere the funny woolly lambs were born? 
" I , " said the Squirrel, " I , the tree sprinter, 
I stood by His bedside on a cold March morn." 

I I 

Who saw the Spring come lightly tripping 
Long ere the merry, merry month of May? 
" I , " said the Lambkin, blithely skipping, 
"As she went o'er the hill she passed this way." 

III 

Who found the first wee valentine of Heaven 
Long ere the jolly leafy woods were dress'd? 
" I , " said the Schoolboy, " I found seven— 
Four in the undergrowth and three in a nes t !" 
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I N K E R R Y 

By Christine Kerr Davis 

T H E primrose path winds down the hill 
And round the lough—in Kerry! 
And the west wind harps a lyric 
That is older than the sea. 
The hawthorn buds are breaking, 
And the birds are making merry 
In every tangled hedgerow, 
And in every whispering tree. 

In the rainbow hush of dawning 
A missel-thrush will call me, 
And me not there to answer, 
Or to follow that light wing 
Through woodland and through water, 
Not caring what befall me, 
So I catch a lilting cadence 
Like the song the fairies sing. 

And the shamrocks, 0 the shamrocks! 
The soft sweet rain is falling 
Like a silver veil around them, 
And they're laughing like with glee. 
And the heart of me is homesick 
For the old sweet ways are calling, 
I t ' s spring, it 's spring—in Kerry! 
And me not there to see! 

T H E T R E E 

By Rosina H. Emmet 

I N winter the bare branches of the tree 
Are raised like haggard arms, the hoary bark 
Lends its gray presence to the image stark 
No longer bent by its fecundity. 
But when the April rains come, there will be 
A transformation wrought, and in the dark 
Of Spring's first night let us take note and hark 
To the soft changes which no man can see. . . . 
Then when the morning comes, the tree transformed 
Will shake its fecund branches in the breeze, 
A blush of green will flush through all the leas, 
And the bright April sunshine, that has stormed 
Winter's fast yielding stronghold, will have warmed 
The sap that stirs with life in all the trees. 
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S O N G F O R A P R I L 

By Louise Townsend Nicholl 

OH, the light green and the dark green 
Of willow trees and pine, 
(And it is here at dusk-fall 
That the still stars shine!) 

And I have come a-maying. 
Perhaps I am too early, 
And I'm surely not too late, 
To find the dog-tooth violets 
Close by the meadow-gate, 
For there's a moist and earthy smell 
Meshed in the April breeze 

Which blends the light and dark green 
Of pine and willow trees. 

Close by the gate they're growing 
The tawny, wild-heart things. 
Their leaves are motley, strong, and streaked 
With a look of sturdy wings. 

And I was not too early, 
And surely not too late, 
To find the dog-tooth violets 
Close by the meadow-gate. 

Oh, the light green and the dark green 
Of willow trees and pine, 
(And it is here at dusk-fall 
That the still stars shine!) 

YOU W H O O N C E W A L K E D B E S I D E M E 

By Charles W. Kennedy 

WHERE have you strayed, my son—to what far dwelling—• 
You who once walked beside me, arm in my arm? 

You from whose boyish heart laughter was ever welling, 
Where have you found a haven—beyond all harm? 

Where are the magic roads we tramped together, 
Sunlit valley and hill, and the white ways of the plain? 

Where are the dreams we dreamed in the rain-sweet April weather? 
All these are gone—returning never again. 

Never again the voice of your eager calling; 
Never again the touch of your hand on my arm! 

And I face the empty years knowing Time's slow sands falling, 
Hold now for you—for me—no more of harm. 
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T H E S I N G I N G H E A R T 

By Miriam Crittenden Carman 

T H E Y gave to him a little, broken reed, 
Thinking that he would never learn to play 
So mute a thing that Pan had cast away; 
But he has shaped it, laughing, to his need 
And piped a song the god would understand; 
Has set the wood to dancing with desire 
Of hidden green, and wings that never tire, 
And lured the reckless Spring across the land. 
O, he has fashioned from a wild despair 
A harp that sings at every cottage door 
Hallowed and twilight requiems, that all 
The troubled poor who lean at evening there 
May lay away old cares forevermore,— 
Soothed and restored to peace, like David's Saul, 

T H E D E A D MAIDS AND T H E DAFFODILS 

By Georgia Wood Pangborn 
" When a daffodil I see 

Hanging down its head toward me, 
Guess I may what I must be ; 
First I shall decline my head, 
Secondly, I shall be dead, 
Lastly, safely buried." 

H E R R I C K . 

ALL winter long the daffodil 
Forgets not how to shape her flowers. 
(Our fashions change with changing hours, 

Our beauty fades, ah! faster still.) 

Pale maids that see the daffodil 
And know by that sign ye must die, 
Forget not as in dust ye lie 

How warm spring suns are shining still: 

Remember, like the daffodil, 
The fashion of your silk and lace, 
Your flowery gleam of hair and face 

And all love's elfin wit and skill, 

Till, deathless as the daffodil, 
Laughing at beds of grass and clay, 
Come back—come back! some bright spring day, 

Like flowers that winter cannot kill. 
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H E R I T A G E 

By Martha Haskell Clark 

T H E years have brought me all my heart's desire, 
The turf-roofed hut beside the wind-swept screes, 
My goodman's hand in mine before the fire, 
The child of ours asleep upon my knees. 

And yet, despite, my heart is aching, aching, 
At the sudden note of skylarks, far a-wing, 
At the splash of upland burnsides, March-awaking, 
And the first, soft, wind-blown music of the Spring. 

Before the door our new-lambed flocks slow graze, 
The oaken cupboard yields full store of food, 
And sure, enough of plenty lights our days 
To still one restless heart to gratitude. 

And yet—ah, hark—the moorland ponies neighing 
By the turning where 'the brooding tents are set, 
And through the furze a band of gypsies straying 
With zither-song and leaping Castanet. 

A mask I fain must set before my eyes 
When wakes the first faint whisper of the Spring, 
And trail-borne echoes, and soft, smoke-blurred skies 
Set all my gypsy soul a-hungering. 

For see—ah, God—the white roads pleading, pleading, 
With the shadows of the lark-wings high a-swerve, 
Through the heather and the bracken vagrant-leading 
To the land of Wandered Hearts beyond the curve. 

T H E L I T T L E S H O E 

By Lizette Woodworth Reese 

T H E folk were at the apple-gathering 
Out in the wind. The house was a still place: 
And there, along my knees I hid my face; 
For lo, amongst some toys a crumpled thing 
The poor weight of a rose, a bit of red 
A little child had worn from chair to chair, 
Long Aprils since. Oh, more than I could bear! 
A little child a round of Aprils dead! 
I had not known till then that I was sad;— 
Old wharves, old streets, the sound of many tears 
Went keenly by me in the daylight's wane; 
Yea, all the tears the world had ever had; 
The cry of Mary aching down the years!— 
I think that I shall never weep again. 
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A NATIVE OF PERU 
By C. A. Price 

I PARTED the long church-yard grass, 
I stooped to read the little stone, 

Where hardly could my finger trace 
The name was writ thereon. 

A native of Peru, it said, 
Lies underneath in final rest, 

By stranger hands, though gentle, laid 
In- earth's all-welcoming breast. 

I raised my eyes; familiar all 
The sights and sounds, my own dear Bay, 

The wilding bloom, the peewit's call, 
The radiant sky of May,— 

And, sweet to sleep, I thought, where each 
Faint breeze that blows from near or far 

Brings accents of a well-known speech, 
And sounds that homely are. 

And sweet, when all things wake with Spring, 
To feel some friendly presence near, 

That stays the foot, remembering 
The dust was once so dear. 

Ah, does he miss, poor lad, to whom 
All here is alien round his grave, 

The rustle of the cocoa-plume, 
The long Pacific wave? 

Or does he know, so lying dead, 
His mother never comes to weep 

O'er the beloved fallen head 
She blessed in baby sleep? 

Sister unknown, your grief I feel, 
A mother's heart gives countersign; 

See! here beside your grave I kneel,— 
Pray you one hour by mine! 

T H E W A T C H E R 
By Clinton Scollard 

I N toward Dingle a boat comes tackin', 
Dippin' her bows in the scud an' 

foam, 
An' here I sit in the yellow bracken 

Wonderin' will my lad come home. 

Out he went in the gay spring weather 
Ere ever a blossom was on the whin; 

Many a day have I sought the heather 
Watchin' to see his boat come in. 

Will it be to-day, will it be to-morrow, 
An' at what turn of the creamin' tide? 

An' still my heart cries out in sorrow,— 
"Where do ye bide? oh, where do ye 

bide?" 

But ever the wind flings back my sighin' 
In a plaintive, pitiful, keenin' way, 

So here I sit, with the daylight dyin', 
Lookin' out over Dingle Bay. 



A DAY WITH A SKETCH-BLOCK 
ON THE FRONT 

By Will Foster 

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM THE AUTHOR'S SKETCHES 

ties. 

S K E T C H I N G the Dough 
Boy on the front, especially 
last July, about the time 
of the great offensive, 
presented these two rather 
similar and serious difficul-

Neither one—the Dough Boy nor 
the front—would stay still; everything 
seemed to be in a constant state of flux, 
including, as often as not, the architec
ture. For that matter, back in Paris, 
sketching was hardly what one might call 
a safe pursuit; for example, one after
noon last August, when the contents of 
the music-shop across the street on the 
Boulevard St. Michel landed on the 
glass canopy above my head, catapulted 
into space by the explosion of one of those 
long-range Bertha shells, filling the air 
with mandolins, guitars, trombones, and 
piano-keys. But Paris would always be 
there and the rumble of cannon was call
ing eastward. 

It was a comparatively easy matter to 
go from Baccarat, the centre of the Toul 
sector, four miles behind, to the front
line trenches with a sketch-pad if one 
wore a blazing " C " over the elbow. But 
when you reached close up and were 
drawn into this seething cauldron of 
activity you asked the same restless 
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question that was on everybody's lips: 
"Where do we go from here?" 

I was fortunate enough to meet Colonel 
Vidmer, of the 306th Infantry, and under 
the very eyes of the Boche observers 
made a portrait sketch of him as he, in 
consultation with his staff, was arranging 
an attack for the following night. I ac
cepted his invitation to see some miles of 
the front from a side car in my search for 
material and selected a competent-looking 
driver. Away we flew like a bat out of 
the infernal regions, leaving behind us a 
trail of dust and sparks and eating up the 
road like a drunken meteor without a 
destination. Twenty miles of road were 
covered in this manner and, as it seemed 
to me, hardly ever touching the ground. 
When the colonel asked me later what I 
saw on the trip, I had to admit that I saw 
nothing, as it took all my attention and 
energy to hold on; and when I described 
my driver to him, he said: " I t ' s too bad 
you picked out 'Wild Bill.' " 

Ruins and desolation I had seen aplenty 
in picture and cinema, but what caught 
and held the attention of the artist was 
the human thing—the human, thing in 
action against that background. 

To see a regiment on parade along 
Fifth Avenue, rank after rank of char-
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very eyes of the Boche observers made a portrait sketch of him.—Page 449. 

acterless units, one is apt to conclude that 
the picturesqueness, the individuality of 
the soldier, is gone forever, but over there 
every solitary Dough Boy was a study all 
by himself. A certain roll of his shirt
sleeves or a tilt to his helmet marked out 
the individual man almost as distinctly 
as if he had worn a special uniform all his 
own. Particularly was that true of the 
tin hat. It might be on the head or, like 
as not, if there was no pressing need for 
it, it would be hitched to his shoulder, but 
wherever it was placed it spoke more elo-
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quently, if less categorically, than any 
identification tag. 

And the way the tin hats with the 
wearers under them grouped and re
grouped themselves was a constant joy. 
We are apt to think of the boys over 
there as forever digging trenches or mak
ing a raid across No Man's Land. Well, 
the Dough Boy meant business all the 
time, but that business was not always 
fighting, and you are likely to stumble 
into a quiet game of poker under the very 
noses of the enemy while, of course, an 



A leaf from the artist's sketch-book. 

What caught and held the attention of the artist was the human thing.—Page 449. 
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German prisoners at Nancy, 1918. 

eagle-eyed sentry keeps a sharp lookout a onel asking that I get out of the blazing 
little farther back. It was just such a sunlight with that white paper, as a Ger-
picturesque game that I stumbled into, man balloon was watching me. The or-
and I sat down on the edge of a waterless derly explained further that the man in 
water-trough in the broiling sun with my the sausage doesn't know that that white 
sketch-block on my knees and started in. object is only a sketch-pad. First thing 
Hardly had I begun when a breathless you know, you'll have the fire of a whole 
orderly handed me a note from the col- battery on some little game that he 
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doesn't exactly understand but that looks 
suspicious. Quiet as things seem, the 
whole front is like a gigantic magazine, 
and one little spark—a sketch-pad even— 
might start the whole thing off hours or 
days or weeks before the time is ripe. So 
I started for cover, keeping an eye on the 
Boche in the balloon, when I fell through 
a piece of clever camouflage into a gun-

pit. I had been walking all around this 
gun-pit, never dreaming of its existence. 
I got my sketch, however, from the sha
dow of a lone mantel-piece, the only re
mains of what was once probably a happy 
home. 

An hour's walk along the dusty road, 
carefully avoiding the entanglements and 
pit-falls, brought me in in time for a 
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wash-up before dinner. I t was my first 
experience in using my tin helmet for a 
basin. 

Soon the staff and guests began to ar
rive, candles were lit, champagne hauled 
up out of the well, and the colonel's big 
nigger, who claimed he was not a nigger 
but an "Afkan," served everything from 
soup to cheese no differently from a Fifth 
Avenue home except for the patched-up 
chairs, perforated walls, tileless roof, and 
the occasional splash and clatter of a fall
ing shutter on the narrow pavement. 

Later on we saw the dress rehearsal of 
the division's theatrical troupe. The big, 
old cow-shed was cleaned and strewn 
with new straw, the cattle billeted else
where, the Dough Boys transferring thern-
selves into clowns, harlequins, princesses, 

and minstrels, the orchestra tuning up, 
and from my seat on a condensed-milk 
box marked Illinois I got a sketch with 
one of the big horns at my left ear trum
peting the bass to the "Dead March of 
Saul." 

One A. M. under a brilliant moon found 
me perched upon a passing camion headed 
for Baccarat. The progress was slow, 
but the grinding and churning of the 
motors both behind and in front of us 
showed that we were moving right along. 
Suddenly to the left of us a thing rose up 
out of the thicket. Steadily it rose higher 
and higher—then with a deafening roar 
and a sheet of flame the rush of air from 
this long-ranger tore the flapping top 
from our camion and left me with but a 
third of my hard-earned sketches. 

T H E R O A D I N T H E S H A D O W 

By Dana Burnet 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY H. J. MOWAT 

HE had never fought a thing 
he could not touch with 
his hands, so that he was 
quite unprepared to do 
battle with a shadow. His 
life had been a continuous 

warfare against men and conditions— 
tangible, material foes that he had beaten 
or tricked with the strength and cunning 
that was in him. He had conquered his 
world at forty; but now he was con
fronted, with terrible suddenness, by an 
enemy that could neither be crushed nor 
outwitted, an enemy whose only weapon 
was a bludgeoning fear of the dark. 

Yet his habit of self-control held him 
outwardly steady under the shock. He 
looked at the great specialist who had 
pronounced sentence upon him, and 
smiled grimly. 

"Well, how much do I owe you?" 
The other made a deprecatory ges

ture. 
"My dear Mr. Rand " 
" I know. You're sorry for me. But 

sympathy doesn't pay bills in this world. 

I t 's either cash or credit, and I've always 
preferred cash. How much, my friend ? " 

The specialist, somewhat offended by 
that dry, bitter tone, named a sum com
mensurate with his greatness. John 
Rand produced a black leather wallet, 
paid his score, and walked out into the 
dazzle of spring sunlight with his shoul
ders squared. 

He called a cab and gave the driver a 
certain number on Fifth Avenue. It was 
five o'clock of the afternoon, that most 
brilliant hour of the day when the great 
thoroughfare takes on the vivacious 
sparkle of a witty comedy. But John 
Rand sat with unseeing eyes, staring 
straight ahead into a nameless shadow. 

The cab stopped before a house in the 
upper fifties; a brownstone house whose 
slightly obsolete air was transformed, by 
a mere matter of location, into an atmos
phere of extreme distinction and respect
ability. 

John Rand entered this house with the 
assurance of one accustomed to intimate 
welcome, nodded brusquely to the man 
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who took his hat and stick, and went di
rectly into the library, where a young 
woman with high lights in her hair sat 
pouring tea out of a silver urn. 

"You are twenty minutes late," she 
said, and gave him her hand with a ges
ture quite regal. We, too, have our 
princesses, we Americans, though we 
crown them only with idleness and lux
ury! 

John Rand looked at her as a man 
might look at a very beautiful statue— 
which he was about to lose. 

" Sorry. Gearson kept me longer than 
I had expected. I think I told you that 
I had an engagement with h im?" 

"If I were clever," said the girl, smil
ing slightly, " I should say that you were 
to have engagements with no one but me. 
What did Doctor Gearson decide about 
your eyes?" 

"He decided that I would be stone 
blind in a month." 

I t was a cruel thing to do, and John 
Rand did it deliberately, his searching 
glance fixed upon her face. For a mo
ment she sat stunned, silent, as though 
powerless to comprehend his words; then 
slowly her hands crept to her heart; ter
ror darkened her eyes. 

"Blind! " 
"Yes." 
" B u t — t h a t is—impossible. T h a t 

would change everything " 
" I t has already done so." 
"You mean ?" 
" I mean that you are free." 
" B u t I h a v e n ' t sa id—I h a v e n ' t 

asked " 
" You wouldn't ask. You are too well-

bred. You'd marry me rather than be 
called a quitter. And that would be 
hell." 

He spoke quietly; but the girl shrank 
in her chair. He saw her tremble, and 
his face became a gray mask. 

"Come," said he, "let 's be honest 
about this. I believe we agreed—once— 
not to be sentimental. You know, and I 
know, that our marriage was to have been 
—a business arrangement. Nothing 
wrong about that, I suppose, if both par
ties get—what they bargain for. But it 
takes more than—the business basis—to 
support a marriage with a blind man. If 
you had loved me -" 

He paused; and then said gently: 
" I want to be sure. There is no chance 

of that ?" 
She answered, almost in a whisper: 
"There is no chance of that ." 
"Then it is settled." 
"But you—" she cried. " I am so 

sorry for you ! What will you do ?" 
He took her hands, and the ghost of 

the grim smile returned to his lips. 
" I will try to find something—to fight 

with. I have been fighting all my life— 
with brains, fists, money, cleverness— 
but one can't fight the dark with any of 
those things. I must find some light, if I 
can " 

She had begun to sob, her head bowed 
upon her arms. He leaned down, kissed 
her hair, and then, squaring his shoul
ders in the way he had, went quickly 
from the room. 

The full moon, shining down upon the 
open country of Long Island, revealed 
the flying shape of a motor-car, driven 
furiously along the level, glistening road. 

At the wheel of this car sat a man who 
was fleeing from a shadow. But now, as 
though realizing the hopelessness of his 
cause, he slackened speed and sank back 
against the cushions of his seat with a 
grim smile. 

Far behind him, fifty miles or more, 
lay the city that he had conquered with 
hand and brain and heart. Before him 
lay the still country, infinitely peaceful 
under the pale glory of the moon. 

He had come thus far, and thus furi
ously, in response to an unreasoning 
whim. The city, with its strange, un
feeling thousands, its tremendous op
pressive impersonality, had seemed to 
him suddenly a hideous prison. He had 
ordered his car, and without purpose or 
destination had fled away through the 
dusk. 

Two weeks had passed since Gearson 
had pronounced sentence upon him. 
During that time he had clung, bewil
dered, to the old ruts. The momentum of 
long habit had held him to his groove. 
But an increasing despair, as the world 
dimmed before his eyes, had driven him 
at last from the golden burrow that he 
had dug for safety against misfortune. 
Now he fled like a hunted animal from 
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She sang the song that had brought peace to his soul.—Page 459. 
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the very refuge that he had built, and 
ever at his shoulder grinned the hunts
man, Fate. 

The road, that was only a blur before 
his eyes, dropped abruptly into a wooded 
hollow over which hung a thick curtain of 
mist. As he dipped into it, John Rand had 
a sudden sensation of losing the world. 
His tires seemed to tread a floor of cloud. 
Then a luminous white path appeared 
between the trees, like a path in a dream, 
and he twisted the car sharply toward it. 
His motorist's intuition told him that he 
was committing an indiscretion, but the 
illusive vagary of the road accorded with 
his mood, and he went forward. 

The path topped a rise and fell away 
in a long descent that was allurement to 
the roadster's wheels. Shutting off the 
power, Rand coasted silently down a long 
slope of shadows, until he came out into 
an open space smoothed for human habi
tation and saw a lighted house shining in 
the dark. I t was so unexpected that he 
forgot his brake and was well under the 
wing of the porch before he remembered 
it. The car stopped with a jerk. John 
Rand sat motionless, dazed, his hands 
gripping the wheel, a strange pulse in his 
throat. 

Somewhere within that house a woman 
was singing. 

He had never cared particularly for 
music; more exactly, he had never 
stopped to consider it. He was a typical 
American of his century, a citizen of that 
material world which is at once a na
tion's glory and its shame. He had never 
suspected the existence of the invisible 
empire that lies beyond the threshold of 
the counting-house, beyond the border of 
success ! Art, as distinguished from busi
ness, had been to him a pale, phantom 
realm, inhabited solely by a tribe of mad-
wits, whose purpose was to disturb busi
ness and scatter wealth. 

But now, under the spell of an unknown 
woman's song, a song that seemed to fall 
from the stars, his soul awoke, and, 
pricked on by a great need, went groping 
into that empire which exists eternally 
for the freedom of mankind. 

He did not know what had happened to 
him, for he was still a child in matters of 
the spirit; he only knew that this song had 
brought him the peace that he craved, 

and that this, in itself, was a miracle. 
He closed his eyes and, leaning back in 
his seat, listened in wondering amaze
ment to the words that rang as clear as 
little bells upon the air: 

"What shining vision, O my soul, 
Shall lead me o'er the tides of night? 

Yonder the darkling waters roll— 
Lord, be my light I" 

He sat with bowed head, as one in 
God's cathedral, while the song faded in
to a silence that seemed its very counter
part. Then the door of the house swung 
open and a woman appeared in a sud
den burst of silver—a lovely and exalted 
figure. She was dressed in white, and 
from her shoulders floated a misty scarf 
as ephemeral as a cloud. When she saw 
the lights of the motor she paused, and, 
like a butterfly drawn by the flame, 
moved slowly toward the steps of the 
porch. Rand saw a woman of perhaps 
thirty-five, with dark hair and pale brow, 
over which fell, in a cascade of cobwebs, 
the soft lace of a Spanish mantilla. Her 
face was almost entirely concealed. 

The woman, for her part, saw descend 
from the motor a man six feet tall, with 
big shoulders, who, as he came into the 
glamour of his own lamps, removed his 
cap, thereby disclosing a head grandly 
modelled and touched with gray at the 
temples. 

" I ' m sorry to have disturbed you. I 
have lost my way." 

"You are the third this week," replied 
the woman in a calm, sweet voice. 
"There seems to be some magic in my 
drive " 

" I am sure of i t ! " 
"You should have kept on to the left." 
" T o the left. Thank you." 
He bowed, and, turning, walked slowly 

toward the car. Suddenly he wheeled 
and came back again. 

" I can't go," he said, "without confess
ing the whole of my trespass. I am not 
only an intruder, but a thief as well. I 
stole your song out of the air." 

" A h ! " exclaimed the woman, with a 
little gesture of distaste. I t was evident 
that she feared some philistinic banality. 

" I ' m not apologizing for the theft," 
continued the man, bluntly. " I'm merely 
confessing it. To apologize is to make 
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restitution, and I intend to keep that 
song." 

"You are very bold," said the woman, 
with the veriest trace of mockery in her 
tone. 

"Why not? A man doesn't steal un
less he's starving " 

"Are you starving?" 
"Yes." 
"For songs?" 
"For—hope." 
"You are in trouble?" 
Her voice, that had been edged with a 

gentle irony, became at this moment so 
unexpectedly kind that John Rand was 
thrown off his guard. Pity, if not the 
noblest of human emotions, is at least the 
most generous, for it goes as readily to 
the stranger as to the friend, and melts 
the heart of suffering, perhaps, as no 
other warmth can do. 

The woman saw her trespasser's head 
fall forward upon his breast, his big 
shoulders droop, his whole attitude 
change from defiance to despair. 

"Ah," she cried, "how selfish I was to 
begrudge you the song! Come into the 
house, and I will sing it for you again." 

"You will sing—for m e ? " 
"Why not? I have had trouble enough 

to know what hope is, when one finds 
it " 

He followed her without a word into the 
dimly lighted music room and sat very 
humbly in a chair, his cap in his hand, 
while she sang the song that had brought 
peace to his soul: 

"Vain are the earthly hopes I bore, 
Vanished the stars I held so bright! 

The sea is black upon the shore— 
Lord, be my light! 

"Now fails the candle of the Day 
Upon the heav'nly altar height; 

Vast is the deep, and dark the way—• 
Lord, be my Light I" 

She sang with an exquisite simplicity, 
a perfection of taste that would have be
trayed her to the sophisticated observer 
as an artist of extraordinary abilities. 
But John Rand did not suspect that he 
was listening to one of the divine voices 
of the earth. He only knew that this 
veiled woman had restored to him his 
courage. . . . 

When she had finished she rose and 

stood by the piano, one hand holding the 
folds of the lace at her throat. Rand did 
not speak; did not attempt to thank her. 
But she saw his shoulders squared, his 
head lifted with the unconscious pride of 
the fighting man. 

"Ah," she said quietly. "Tha t is bet
ter. You are brave again." 

"How did you know?" he asked, 
amazed at this divination of his secret. 

" I saw it in your face. Did I not tell 
you that I had been through trouble 
also? One grows to look for signs—and 
to read them correctly." 

He took a step toward her. 
"Will you tell me your name?" 
She hesitated an instant; and then said 

simply: 
" I am Martha Lynne." 
Her eyes, as she pronounced these 

words, were fixed with a sort of shrinking 
upon Rand's face. But he showed not 
the slightest recognition of the name. 

" I am John Rand, of New York. You 
said just now that you had been through 
trouble " 

Again her glance seemed to shrink 
from his. He continued gently: 

" I am merely a business man, and so I 
cannot offer you anything so precious as a 
song. But I am as rich as Croesus. If 
money could help you in any way—if 
money could pay the least part of my 
debt to you " 

"There is no debt." 
"Are you offended?" 
" No. For I understand that you mean 

it kindly." 
"Then think! If you were to find a 

million on your doorstep, say to-morrow, 
would it bring you any happiness that 
you have not now?" 

" I have all the happiness that is good 
for me," she answered, a trifle breath
lessly. " I have my music, my home, my 
children " 

A deep light glowed in John Rand's eyes. 
"You have—children!" 
She smiled, somewhat wistfully. 
" They are only mine by proxy. They 

come to me every day from the village 
orphanage—the lame, the halt, and the 
blind. I am teaching them some old 
carols." 

"The blind!" 
She nodded. 
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"Do they—sing?" 
"Oh, yes, very nicely." 
"By Jove! I should like to hear 

them!" 
"Then come to-morrow at three." 
"Do you mean i t ? " 
She laughed and said: 
" A woman always means what she 

says without thinking." 
"Thank you," said Rand. "The debt 

piles up " 
"Poor man! What hideous notions 

this thing called business has given you! 
But—if you are as rich as Croesus—you 
might order some ice-cream sent out from 
the village " 

" I'll order a car-load," said John Rand. 

He spent the night in the village, and 
for the first time in two weeks slept the 
sleep of a man at peace with his soul. 
The unassuming bleakness of the country 
hotel seemed rather a relief than a hard
ship. He awoke refreshed, with the 
pleasant excitement of a boy regarding 
the picnic heavens; nor could the over
hanging shadow of Gearson's prophecy 
wholly cloud his new-found happiness. 

Immediately after breakfast he began 
a tour of the village, intending by impar
tial observation to investigate its gastro-
nomical resources. He found three es
tablishments which made a specialty of 
catering to the youthful palate. I t only 
remained, then, to choose between them. 
But that was a matter for expert opinion 
and not for mere snap judgment. John 
Rand very wisely decided to enlist the 
services of a connoisseur. 

With this object in view he accosted a 
passing newsboy, and, after buying a 
paper, frankly confessed his dilemma. 
Would the newsboy, as a great favor, con
descend to taste the various ice-creams, 
cakes, and candies at the three leading 
confectionery-shops? The newsboy re
plied by dropping his papers in the mud 
and dashing madly toward the first of the 
shops mentioned. 

Rand, following a t a soberer pace, 
found the expert seated at the soda-foun
tain already consuming the first instal
ment of a Homeric repast. 

" I ' m afraid you won't have room for 
three orders like that ," suggested Rand 
gravely. 

The expert lifted pale green eyes to his 
benefactor's face. 

" Y ' don't know me, mister," he said 
simply. 

Nor, as it proved, did the connoisseur 
of confections overestimate his prowess. 
He not only consumed the three original 
orders, but expressed a willingness to re
peat the test, for good measure. This 
offer Rand refused, fearing to tempt na
ture too far. Whereupon the newsboy, 
with a sigh of regret, delivered himself of 
his solemn judgment. The first shop 
excelled in ice-cream; the second shop 
had the best cake; the third shop was 
supreme in the succulence of its candy. 
Rand thanked the expert profusely, 
thrust a dollar into his grim fist, and pro
ceeded to utilize the advice thus pur
chased. As he made the round of the 
shops, he composed in his mind the story 
of his morning's adventure, which he 
would recite to Martha Lynne. 

She was standing on the porch when he 
arrived with his purchases—a quaint and 
wholly agreeable picture in her white 
frock and lace mantilla. As she caught 
sight of the motor-load of sweets she ran 
hastily down the steps, laughing and ex
claiming : 

"Oh, what a lark! What quantities! 
You must have exhausted the village! 
Bre t ta !" 

An old Frenchwoman, in white cap 
and apron, appeared at the door. Her 
small, bright eyes were fixed upon Rand 
with an expression almost of hostility; 
but at the sound of her mistress's voice 
her look changed to one of adoration. 

"We're going to have a party, Bretta. 
Set the table in the garden! And do 
make some lemonade " 

The old woman hobbled off, grumbling 
to herself. Rand and his hostess faced 
each other across the car, and there was 
something in their attitudes that was 
quite new and strange—a bond of sym
pathy, of understanding, the establish
ment of which neither could account for, 
yet which both recognized from the mo
ment their eyes met. Martha's laughter 
vanished somewhere in the space between 
them. They stood regarding each other 
with the wonder that presages great dis
coveries, and were aroused only by the 
distant rattle of wheels. 
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"Here come the children !" cried Mar
tha, and, seizing an armful of packages, 
she disappeared around the corner of the 
house. 

To John Rand the events of the next 
few hours were as episodes in a dream. 
The arrival of the carryall, the excited 
outpouring of children, the shy greetings, 
the pathetic happiness of the small crip
ples, and especially the face of the little 
blind boy as he stood by the piano to 
sing the carols, caused such a tumult in 
Rand's heart as to render him quite help
less. All through the carols, which Mar
tha conducted in the gentle manner of a 
saint, Rand stood in the doorway, with 
folded arms and a lump in his throat. 

Afterward they went into the garden 
and sat about a table flanked by rose
bushes, while Bretta, the old French
woman, did the honors of the feast. John 
Rand found himself sitting by the little 
blind boy, whose hand, in some manner, 
had strayed into his own. Several times 
he essayed to talk to the child, moved 
perhaps by the impulse that leads the 
traveller in a strange country to ask the 
way of one who has gone before him; but 
each time he was stopped by a dreadful 
fear of the emotion that gripped him. So 
he sat smiling stonily at the fruits of his 
own prodigality, as pitiable a figure as 
any at the board. 

Later, when the children had departed, 
Rand and his hostess walked in the gar
den. There, amid the ruins of the feast, 
he spoke the thought that had been form
ing in his mind all afternoon. 

"Look here," he said abruptly, "why 
can't I give these kids a home? I'd 
rather do that than found a college for 
indigent professors of Greek to wallow 
in " 

"You mean—a real home?" 
"Yes. A real home, with a real heart 

in it somewhere. This business of put
ting children into asylums and institu
tions—by God, it's barbarous!" 

"It 's the best that civilization offers," 
said Martha. John Rand smiled his grim 
smile. 

"The only trouble with civilization," 
said he, "is that it isn't civilized. You 
approve of my idea?" 

"Indeed, yes!" 
"And you'll help me to work it o u t ? " 

"With all my heart." 
He took her hands and held them for a 

brief moment. 
" I am going into town to-night. I will 

be back in a day or two. Don't forget 
me." 

He reached the city about nine o'clock 
and drove directly to his club, where, for 
the past ten years, he had maintained 
bachelor quarters. The next morning he 
paid a visit to Gearson. 

" I want a pair of glasses to tide me 
over the next two weeks," he said. " I've 
an important piece of work to do. Can 
you give me something?" 

"I ' l l do my best for you, Mr. Rand; 
but I warn you against any strain " 

" I am willing to take the conse
quences." 

The following day he returned to the 
country. The glasses that Gearson had 
prescribed for him had restored, in some 
part, his failing vision. He felt imbued 
with a new courage, a new spirit of ad
venture which, to a man of his character, 
meant new life. 

Martha Lynne was in her garden when 
Rand came striding about the corner of 
the house. 

"What has happened to you?" she 
cried, as she gave him her hand. "You 
look twenty years younger !" 

" I t ' s the glasses," said he. "You 
know, when a man is forty, glasses make 
him look younger. That 's why I wear 
'em. Have you been thinking about our 
scheme?" 

"Yes. I've selected the house, planned 
the alterations, consulted the authorities, 
and made tentative arrangements with a 
matron; but I thought I'd leave the im
portant things to you." 

He caught the sparkle in her eyes and 
laughed like a boy. 

"Have you really found a place?" 
"I 've thought of one. There's an old 

farm about a mile beyond the vil
lage " 

"Let 's run out and look at it." 
" I should love t o ! " 
Rand's car had once possessed racing 

proclivities, so that the mile of road was 
swallowed in a single exhilarating rush. 
They found the old farm quite deserted, 
and spent a beautiful morning prodding 
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about the grass-grown premises. Rand 
even forced a window of the house itself, 
and for a full hour thereafter followed 
Martha through a labyrinth of musty 
rooms, while she moved walls, put in fire
places, established closets, and corrected 
the plumbing, which, she said, was quite 
as important to child welfare as morals 
or religion. 

Rand bought the place that afternoon. 
Then, with the deed in his pocket, he 
called upon a local contractor. As a re
sult, a small army of men were at work 
upon the farmhouse the next day. Rand 
himself directed the operations, devoting 
the whole of his tremendous energy to the 
realization of this chance-born dream. 
Meanwhile Martha looked on and mar
velled, seeing her plans evolved one by 
one from the chaos of construction. Only 
Bretta, the old servant, seemed to have 
misgivings as to the project that brought 
her mistress into daily contact with the 
stranger. 

The board of village selectmen, who 
knew John Rand as the provincials of a 
monarchy know the king, and who found 
his presence among them exceeding sweet, 
were inclined to prolong the honor of the 
circumstance by means of speeches, pub
lic dinners, and presentation ceremonies. 
But John Rand waved these formalities 
aside. 

"We'll have an old-fashioned house-
warming," said he, " and let it go at that. ' ' 

The day of the house-warming arrived, 
and Rand had his reward from the faces 
of the children. The little blind boy, 
alone among his fellows, appeared un
happy at the strangeness with which he 
was surrounded. The beauty of his new 
environment, alas, meant nothing more 
than potential bruises to him. 

"The thing's a failure," said John 
Rand that evening as he walked in Mar
tha Lynne's garden. "Did you see the 
little chap's face?" 

"Nonsense," replied Martha. "He'll 
like it as much as the others once he gets 
the hang of it." 

"You think so?" 
" I ' m sure of it. For—being a real 

home—he will find in it the one thing that 
will make life bearable to him " 

" Well! What thing is that ? " 
"Love," said Martha Lynne, and 

closed her eyes against the echoing sweet
ness of that word. 

John Rand stopped short and faced 
her. Then slowly he put out his hands 
until they touched hers, and as he did so 
the bond that had existed between them 
for the past fortnight suddenly became a 
flaming magnet that drew them together 
with irresistible power. 
• " M a r t h a ! " 

"What did I say? What has hap
pened to us? Please, don't touch me— 
It 's quite useless " 

" I love you! And you love me ! I can 
see it in your eyes " 

"Oh, no, n o ! " 
"Say that you love m e ! " 
"No, no! I can't. I t 's useless, I tell 

you—useless!" 
"Say it " 
She sank down upon a garden seat, and 

hid her face in the folds of the mantilla. 
He heard her voice vaguely, as from a 
great distance. 

" I will say—what you want me to say. 
I am glad to get it out of my heart. I— 
love you. Now you must go ! " 

"Why should I go, if you love 
me ?" 

"Haven' t I said that it was hopeless? 
I can never marry " 

"Mar ry ! Good God!" 
He, who had knelt beside her, leaped 

to his feet. He had forgotten, in that mo
ment of divine madness, the shadow that 
hung over him. Now he remembered, 
and the memory was like a sword in his 
vitals. He lifted his clinched hand and 
shook it against heaven as though defy
ing the God who, for no apparent reason, 
had lifted his soul to the pinnacle of joy, 
only to dash it the next instant into the 
abysses of despair. 

Swiftly he stooped and pressed the 
huddled white figure against his breast; 
then, staggering like a drunken man and 
groping with his hands, he made his way 
out of the garden. 

There was a dull pain behind his eyes. 
Strange lights flashed from an inky black
ness that seemed to envelop the entire 
universe. Yet somehow he found the 
drive—a dull white blur in the darkness— 
and stumbled forward. 

He had gone but a few steps, when a 
hand clutched his sleeve. He stopped, 
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and, peering close, made out the wrinkled 
visage of Bretta, the old Frenchwoman. 

"So, monsieur! You depart ? " 
"Yes, I " 
"You behold that which is hidden, eh? 

You behold the poor flesh that is unbeau-
tiful and you do not behold the soul more 
beautiful than a star ! Eh, monsieur, why 
did you come ? You have made her love 
you—she, that could have married a 
king's son! She the great singer, the 
great artiste " 

"Singer? Artiste? What are you say
ing?" 

"You did not know—? Ah, you 
Americans! What a race! What a 
country! You do not know your own 
greatness! I t is the same when we bury 
ourselves in this wilderness. No one 
recognizes mademoiselle of the thousand 
triumphs. They see only a woman in a 
white veil—ah, merciful God—that ter
rible night!" 

"What night? Tell m e ! " 
"That night a great career was ruined, 

monsieur! That night an old servant's 
heart was broken! That night a star 
fell from the heavens! I t is the last act 
of ' Der Rosenkavalier'—you do not re
member?" 

"No, no " 
"Mademoiselle is singing. A candle, 

monsieur, it catch her cloak—the flames 
—like little red serpents, monsieur—they 
lick her face. She cries out—ah, that 
cry!" 

"Go on!" 
"What more, monsieur? She is dis

figured for life. She must wear always 
the veil, like a nun in a convent. There 
is for her neither the public career nor 
the private happiness. For when a wom
an's beauty is gone—eh, well! I t is 
done now. Monsieur departs and made
moiselle sits weeping in her garden——" 

"Take me to her." 
"Monsieur says ?" 
"Take me to your mistress!" 

"Has monsieur forgotten the way to 
the garden?" 

Rand's strong fingers reached out— 
fastened about the old woman's wrist. 

" D o as I command you!" 
Frightened at his tone, the servant hob

bled rapidly toward the house, breathing 
disconnected prayers, while Rand fol
lowed awkwardly at her heels. Suddenly 
she paused, and snatched her arm away. 

"There, monsieur! Do I lie? Is she 
not there, as I sa id?" 

Rand did not answer. He had 
glimpsed a faint gleam of white in the 
darkness and he moved toward it with 
his hands held out before him. She 
heard his step upon the walk and sprang 
up from the bench, her body tense, her 
eyes piteous with tears. 

"Why have you come back?" 
"Because I love you—and because I 

have found out why you sent me away. 
I did not know till just now. Bretta 
iold me. I did not guess " 

"She told you—that I was hideous?" 
" She told me only what I have seen for 

myself—that you are beautiful " 
" I am not " 
" T o me, yes! As I saw you that first 

night, so I will see you always " 
" No, no! I could not always cover my 

body with lying veils! I am hideous, I 
tell you!" 

"Tha t is not true. Your soul " 
" Men do not marry souls!" 
She came close to him and with quiver

ing hands tore the scarf from her throat 
and face and breast. 

"Look!" she cried. "Look!" 
Then John Rand laughed, a great 

laugh that must have gone echoing to the 
throne of heaven. 

" I cannot see, do you understand? 
cannot see! I am blind—blind!" 

He drew her into his arms and kissed 
her lips. And it seemed to him in that 
moment as though a light had leaped up 
in the shadow. 



THE PROFESSOR AND THE WIDE, 
WIDE WORLD 

By Gordon Hall Gerould 
Lately Captain, U. S. A. 

wELL, Jim, you've had a 
chance to see real life, any
how, haven't you?" A 
youthful major of the Reg
ulars was addressing a cap
tain of the same age who 

in times of peace had been setting his 
face towards a university professorship. 
Both young men had staff appointments 
and were straining at the leash to be off 
to France. They were cursing their luck 
whenever they had time to think about 
it, but they were very busy. The cap
tain's answer need not be recorded. I t 
was brief and vivid. He had been in 
the service—real life, if you please—for 
more than a year, and he had taken its 
measure. 

The role played by men of academic 
proclivities and of actual profession has 
been one of the minor surprises of the 
war, certainly to the world in general 
and probably to the learned gentlemen 
themselves. I t was remarked very soon 
after the outbreak of the struggle. Pro
fessors were found to be in high places in 
France, and English dons came forward 
for all kinds of service. Even in Germany 
professors were conspicuous, though what 
they did and said brought no glory to 
learning, and was an affront to the guild 
of pedagogues. However, one is inclined 
to leave the Germans out of court in these 
times, since they have stood their trial 
and have been condemned. In the mobil
izing of forces that took place in France 
and Great Britain, at all events, the 
academic profession did well. Men of 
the mortar-board and gown put on khaki 
and horizon-blue as naturally as their 
fellow citizens, while work was found in 
a score of directions for which their special 
gifts and training had surprisingly fitted 
them. They fought, and they managed 
affairs, thus refuting the ancient libellous 
assumption that they constituted an 
absent-minded third sex; and they 
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proved to be most useful by means of 
their knowledge itself. 

We soon learned that modern warfare 
required the help of scientists. The 
Huns, in their barbarism, had found no 
better use for science than to harness it 
to the chariot of war. To combat them, 
chemists were needed to deal with toxic 
gases and with explosives, physicists and 
mathematicians to investigate the mys
teries of trajectories and range-finding. 
Economists, with theories somewhat bat
tered, turned their minds to the actuali
ties of supply for the fighting armies. 
Biologists had to shift their ground less, 
for they continued to study for humani
tarian ends, but they were valuable in 
new ways in helping to solve the problems 
that doctors and surgeons had thrust on 
their attention. 

The same thing happened in the United 
States when we entered the war. The 
younger men on our university faculties 
furnished at least their proper quota to 
the line, while many professors who were 
past the age of the first draft and quite 
eligible to exemption under the second 
won commissions in the competition of 
the training-camps and entered the ser
vice as combatants. Any one with an 
academic acquaintance—as who in Amer
ica has not ?—knows of such cases. You 
know how Captain John Doe, whom you 
may perhaps have regarded as a some
what stodgy bookworm in your under
graduate days, was cited for gallantry in 
action; and you have heard how he was 
wounded by machine-gun fire while lead
ing his company in a victorious advance. 
When you meet him again as Professor 
John Doe, with a pile of examination 
books tucked under his artificial arm, 
you will not be tempted to condescend to 
him in your own mind as to one who has 
chosen the shadows of things through 
ignorance of reality. And others, his col
leagues, have died without fear or falter-
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ing, just as so many of our friends have 
died. The professor has done his part, 
that is all, and a part for which he was 
certainly not unfitted by his training as 
a doctor of philosophy. 

Quite as was the case abroad, moreover, 
the American professor who could not get 
into the fighting as a combatant, or who 
was not permitted to do so because his 
special knowledge was needed in other 
ways, found work to do. The scientist 
went to the front in uniform to perfect 
devices by which our artillery and our 
gas were to be made more deadly in their 
effects. Or he went to Washington along 
with his colleague the humanist. He 
went either as an officer or in the perfectly 
ordinary civilian clothes that he wears 
when not observed by humorists and 
story-writers. 

He went to Washington, indeed, in 
droves, until the Cosmos Club was little 
better than a faculty meeting of all the 
universities, and until such organizations 
as the Military Intelligence Division and 
the laboratories of the Chemical Warfare 
Service swarmed with teachers of the 
liberal arts and the sciences. He worked 
in the Department of State and with the 
War Industries Board; he was frequently 
encountered in the little army of the 
Ordnance Department; he helped to 
organize and develop war risk insurance 
for the Treasury, and hydraulics for the 
engineers, and a qualification system for 
the General Staff. He was in the Red 
Cross and the Division of Military Aero
nautics and the War Research Council. 
In brief, he found a place for himself in 
all the departments into which the gov
ernment of the country so quickly rami
fied. He became a warrior or a "war-
worker," along with most of his fellow 
citizens. 

All this is commonplace perhaps, 
though I am a little doubtful whether the 
extent to which the professor on leave of 
absence has figured in the activities of 
the nation has been wholly compre
hended. One person has seen him fight
ing, another has worked with him in an 
office, and still another has heard him 
make addresses for the loans or for the 
Red Cross. Nobody has been able to 
observe the full scope of his labors. Sta
tistics would tell the whole story, but 

they are unnecessary and would certainly 
be dull. The only point worth making is 
that the professor has done a remarkably 
large* number of different things, and has 
done most of them successfully. He has 
proved himself a leader and executive as 
well as an investigator, which is precisely 
where the element of surprise comes in. 
Moreover, he has co-operated, not to say 
competed, with other men drawn from 
almost every business and profession. In 
the opinion of the young major with 
whom we began, and of tens of thousands 
of other people, probably, he has been 
out in the wide, wide world for the first 
time. 

In a way, this is true. He has un
doubtedly had contacts that he would 
never have experienced except for the 
war. He has tested himself in many 
fields, some of which are very far removed 
from his habitual round of labor. 

The college professor of the last gen
eration, to be sure, has not been running 
true to the traditional type. He has been 
accustomed to see something of the world 
and, I am afraid, to be somewhat too 
worldly. Scholarship has not profited by 
the change, for scholarship demands days 
of unremitted toil. What with the ab
surdly heavy schedule of teaching ex
pected of him, the frequent necessity of 
supplementing his meagre salary by the 
sale of his leisure hours to the highest 
bidder, and his effort to appear, as well 
as to be, mundane, the American professor 
has not added to the store of knowledge 
as much as he might. A friend of mine 
used to argue that the curse of modern 
art is the recognition of the artist as a 
gentleman, and his tendency to live like 
one. The cloistered scholar is likely to 
write more books and larger books than 
the man whose interests are diverted by 
his wish to behave like any other citizen. 

Yet it is probably true that there has 
been more good teaching as a result of 
the scholar's symbolic adoption of golfing 
tweeds and a business suit in place of a 
frock coat; or, to be accurate at the ex
pense of optimism, there has been less 
teaching absolutely void of meaning and 
effect. The professor, that is to say, has 
not been galvanized by the war. He was 
really alive to his responsibilities before, 
and ready to put his hand to the nearest 
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duty. He has been a faithful officer of 
the state, and would have been a better 
teacher if he had not been hypnotized by 
an evil tradition. This led him to believe 
sometimes that he had only to dust his 
students over with learning by means of 
lectures and to ascertain the thickness 
of the deposit by means of quizzes and 
examinations, in order to do his full duty. 
He has been trying, even though not very 
successfully, to step out of the rut. 

Moreover, the assumption that teach
ing and research dwarf a man's mind and 
unfit him for other pursuits was always 
foolish. There is not, and there never 
was, any reason under heaven why the 
study of physical phenomena and of 
ideas—the accumulated wisdom of the 
c e n t u r i e s — s h o u l d stunt intellectual 
growth, although silly humanity has ac
tually been afraid of it. By the same 
logic, of course, food would be given 
sparingly to the tender child, lest it 
should keep him from growing. There 
is also no reason why the dissemination 
of knowledge and the effort to stimulate 
and train the minds of the young should 
make the teacher a narrow pedant. Let 
it be granted that the professional scholar 
and teacher has often been dogmatic and 
unpractical. I t is to be feared that the 
same man would have been hidebound as 
a company promoter and careless of ex
change rates as a banker. Not all lawyers 
and men of affairs possess acumen; they 
do not always deal with their problems 
in a large-minded and imaginative way. 
They are sometimes inaccurate and lazy. 
The professor has his chance to rust out, 
like everybody else, and he has his chance 
to keep his wits properly oiled and 
polished. The experience of the war has 
shown, I think, that he has done rather 
well by himself on the whole. 

I am not undertaking, however, a 
defence of the professor. I know quite 
well that he is under attack, as are the 
men of almost all trades and professions 
in these times of questioned values. I t is 
probably only fair that his ways and 
works be scrutinized, and that he be 
scolded for his shortcomings. I t will 
doubtless be good for him. He has had 

, his little faults, it must be admitted. 
What I wish to do is merely to point out 
that he has shown unsuspected capabili

ties during the war, and has had an op
portunity to widen his horizons in a way 
that may have an effect not so much on 
himself as on his estimate of other men 
and of his relations to them. 

The professor has certainly accepted 
somewhat too easily the buffetings of 
fortune and the gibes of the humorist. 
He has been meek, though he has not 
yet inherited the earth. He has believed 
himself to be doing useful work, and has 
been content with the satisfactions of a 
quiet conscience. He has complained of 
being underpaid, to be sure, but he has 
never protested at the tacit assumption 
of his relative unimportance. After 
swallowing so many condescensions from 
boards of trustees and the public, he has 
occasionally been led to believe himself a 
rather poor creature, indeed, fit to be 
kindly bullied and unequal to the de
mands of practical affairs. 

Drawn from his ordinary routine by 
his own patriotic impulses and by the 
sudden realization, on the part of others, 
that he could be useful in strange and 
untried ways—his normal occupation 
gone, in many cases, through the instant 
and noble response of his students to the 
call to arms, which wiped out most of his 
classes at once—he discovered that the 
wide, wide world was not so different 
from his own world, after all, and was in 
no wise terrifying. 

The discoveries he has made are des
tined, indeed, to change his point of view 
greatly. If he has been an officer in the 
great army of non-combatants, for ex
ample, he has learned that university 
faculties are not more inept and faltering 
than other bodies of men. I t is a shock 
to learn how closely an army conference 
resembles an academic committee meet
ing. There is the same tendency to beat 
about among vaguely formed ideas with 
the hope that the game will eventually 
rise from cover; there is the same gentle 
prolixity, the same shrinking from de
cisive thought. Captain and colonel, 
whether bred in the way of nature at 
West Point or suddenly created out of 
successful business men by the laying on 
of khaki, are like nothing so much as 
professors when they take counsel to
gether. I t is a shock to discover this, as 
I say; but it is a wholesome experience. 
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This is but the beginning of knowledge, 
however. There is the further discovery, 
which must have been made by many, 
that the rank and file of capable business 
men and lawyers and engineers are not 
so formidable in their practical wisdom 
as they are reputed to be. Flung out of 
their proper orbits, they show their 
traditional energy, to be sure, but they 
exhibit also certain failings that have 
been little dwelt upon. They prove to 
be rather careless, creatures, not gifted 
with imagination, and not particularly 
notable for their power to attack new 
lines of work. They are furthermore 
deficient, very often, in human judgment: 
they cannot tell how others are going to 
think and act. The professor has found 
himself to be quite as good a man as any 
of them, and possibly rather better able 
than most to get at the heart of a new 
situation. In other words, he has proved 
himself in his own eyes and in the eyes 
of his fellows a practical man of affairs, 
whereas he has learned that persons with 
extraordinarily little sense of fact and 
with almost no power of concentration 
or accuracy manage to get on in the world 
very well indeed. 

Of course, if the professor is at all fair-
minded, which it is to be hoped is the 
case, he has to acknowledge that some of 
his colleagues are not gifted with common 
sense in dealing with matters of fact and 
the business of life. Never again, how
ever, will he be tempted to suppose these 
unfortunate—though possibly brilliant— 
men exceptional, and peculiar to the 
learned professions. He has met too 
many of the same kind in the wide, wide 
world; has marked their frailties, and 
has done his best to correct their blunders. 
He will not be misled hereafter by their 
superficial show of worldly wisdom, and 
will not attach too much weight to their 
opinions. He will test all opinions and 
estimate the man who holds them, be 
he ever so much in repute as an organizer 
of business and a gatherer of dollars, be
fore he acknowledges their value. 

This slight degree of scepticism—pos
sibly tending at times to mild cynicism— 
is sure to have its effect on the attitude 
of the professor towards the trustees or 
regents or overseers who are set in charge 
of the mundane affairs of his university. 

He has for a long time been critical of 
their actions, and now and then acutely 
hostile; but he has almost invariably re
garded, trustees as belonging to another 
tribe, a race capable of inscrutable follies 
and misdemeanors, a close-fisted band of 
philistines eager to destroy the works of 
the children of light. He has seldom 
been willing to co-operate with them ex
cept in a timorous, half-hearted way, 
keeping a careful eye out the while for 
the nigger presumably hidden in the 
trustees' wood-pile. He has always been 
afraid, moreover, that he might be, or 
might become, what he has not infre
quently called himself with derisive 
humility: the trustees' "hired man." 
Wherefore he has put on a more than 
mortal dignity when doing business with 
incorporated boards, and has matched 
their silly condescensions with an equally 
foolish distrust. 

With his new experience and his new 
scepticism in regard to the practical sense 
of professionally practical men, he is like
ly to behave more reasonably. He will 
be more securely conscious of his own 
value, for one thing. He will know that 
he need not be a professor unless he 
chooses, for even in middle life other 
avenues are open to him. He will feel 
an independence that he has never felt 
before; and he may possibly gain through 
his independence the living wage that 
has long been denied him in spite of 
humble, though irritated, requests. Fur
thermore, he will see that most trustees 
are not bullying ogres—or don't mean to 
be—bent on drinking his life-blood as an 
incident in their attack on the fortress 
of sound education. He will look upon 
trustees, if one may venture to prophesy, 
as men and brothers, quite sincerely in
terested in the business of training the 
young and acting stupidly only because 
they are average successful citizens. He 
will understand that many of them con
duct their own businesses with the same 
lack of imaginative insight that they dis
play in university affairs: that they are 
rather ignorant and cock-sure but very 
earnest persons, who. get on by sheer 
energy and hard labor. He will find, to 
his surprise perhaps, that many others. 
are exceedingly intelligent men who by 
contributing the experience they have 



The Professor and the Wide, Wide World 469 

gained in various fields can be of real 
service to the cause of education. In 
brief, he will be able to work in better 
harmony with them through a knowl
edge of" their foibles as well as of their 
virtues. 

The professor ought, moreover, to be a 
more successful teacher because of his ex
perience. His is the duty and the priv
ilege of training a more or less roughly 
selected body of potential leaders, the 
majority of whom will later be engaged in 

.business, if business be construed in the 
widest sense. As lawyers, manufacturers, 
merchants, politicians, agents of publicity 
—through all the ramifications into which 
the complicated modern state divides the 
responsibility for its management—they 
will control the material affairs of our 
country. For better or worse, because 
the flesh inevitably affects the operations 
of the spirit more than we are sometimes 
willing to admit, they will shape the ulti
mate destinies of the world. Their in
struction is, therefore, an important 
matter, not to be lightly undertaken or 
carelessly performed. 

Hitherto, I think, the professor has 
dealt more satisfactorily with the boy 
who has happened to be like-minded with 
himself, the embryonic writer or preacher 
or teacher, than with the youth headed 
towards the conduct of affairs. There has 
often been an unfortunate lack of sym
pathy on the professor's part, which has 
led him to attempt to wean the boy from 
the world instead of showing him how to 
meet his obligations in the right way. 
Any such attempt is doomed to failure, 
because the pupil will not recognize his 
teacher's protest against materialism at 
its true value: he may admire it grudg
ingly, but he will disregard it as quixot
ism bred of ignorance rather than of 
knowledge; and he will go elsewhere to 
find exemplars of idealism combined with 
sound earthly wisdom. The professor 
has often missed his chance through high-
minded disdain of the background from 
which his students emerge and to which 
they must again return. 

It will be disappointing if he has not 
learned during his war-time excursions 
how to meet this situation. Without al
tering his sense of ultimate values, let 
us hope, he should have a clearer under

standing than before of the adjustments 
and mutual accommodations that are 
necessary in this imperfect world. As I 
have already said, he has for some time 
past recognized himself as a citizen, but 
he will hereafter take care to show the 
faith that is in him more wisely. I t does 
not suffice to wear tweeds instead of a' 
black coat unless he meets the problems 
of his pupils with sympathy and respect. 

That he may do so successfully if he 
will, the singular adaptability he has 
shown in his recent avocations is the best 
of evidence. If he has been able in middle 
life to turn into all the unlikely things 
that he has temporarily become, he 
ought to have no difficulty in growing 
more expert than he has ever been before 
in dealing with his chosen tasks. I am 
inclined to the belief that he will feel more 
zest in teaching and research from having 
found that he can do other things, and 
from having done them: that his absence 
will prove a positive benefit both to him
self and to his university. 

The upshot of the matter is that the 
professor has learned a good deal while 
playing his part on the wide stage of the 
war-stricken world, but chiefly how to 
look at himself and his fellows, young 
and old. He has acquired a new point 
of view, and from it sees everything in 
truer perspective. So much, at least, the 
experience has accomplished for him. 
Never again will he permit himself to 
think, or permit other men to say un
challenged, that the academic life is in 
any sense unreal or withdrawn from real
ity. He will not allow it to become so. 
He has a clearer knowledge than before 
of his own value and of the intimate bond 
between his work and the processes of 
life outside the university. He will tell 
his pupils that they come to him not as 
to a retreat from the world but as an im
portant stage in the series of contacts out 
of which life is built up. Should he find 
hereafter that the students under his care 
are not getting what they need, the train
ing they ought to have, he will know that 
something is radically wrong with the 
system in which he is working; and, if 
he has the courage of his knowledge, he 
will refuse to be satisfied until the dif
ficulty is uprooted. He will never be
come a perfect pedagogue in a perfect 
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educational system, to be sure, but he 
will not rest content with the old errors. 
If he becomes convinced that he can ac
complish nothing, he will cease to be a 
professor altogether, leaving the task to 
other hands. 

On the whole, however, he is likely to 
be more patient of folly and inadequacy 
than he used to be. He will remember 
his experience in the army or as a member 
of this or that great governmental insti
tution, and will be content to wait for 
results. He will recall how marvellously 
the energy and honest effort of many 
men, even when apparently thwarted by 
incompetence and misdirection, take 
bodily shape after a time. The fog some
how lifts and shows the work accom
plished. Things are unfortunately done 
that way in the wide, wide world. They 

should not be, and they would not be, if 
we could train an intelligent generation 
or two of boys and girls. 

Here is the professor's opportunity. 
I t is certain that he has found nothing 
more real than this in the varied occupa
tions of his war-time experience. He will 
return to his own place, it is to be hoped, 
with the firm resolve to make the most of 
his chance. He can, if he will and if he 
receives moderately loyal support from 
the public at large, shape the chaos of 
actuality into a decent order by training , 
the leaders of the future. Intelligent and 
high-minded management of affairs is 
more urgently needed than most things in 
our time. At least, this is one of the im
pressions that the professor has gathered 
while rubbing elbows with the throng in 
the wide, wide world. 

ENJOY T H E DAY 
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N ambulance crashed over 
the wooden driveway; the 
p i s t e en bois t h a t r a n 
through the muddy or
chard to the hospital doors. 

The electric lights flashed 
on. The tired night nurse, just back 
from a Carrel round, sprang to her feet, 
pinned a veil around her head, and hur
ried down the long, windy halls to the 
triage. 

A loud, snoring sound came from the 
lighted triage. 

"Goodness, how those brancard iers 
sleep through anything," she said to her
self in disgust. But when she passed the 
brancardiers, peacefully reposing on their 
stretchers, they were breathing silently. 

She pushed open the wide, swinging 
doors. Two wounded men lay side by 
side in uniforms plastered with mud. 
The orderlies were gathered around the 
farther one, motionless and straight on 
his high brancard. I t was his breathing 

she had heard, an ominous stertor, the 
close forerunner of death. 

She held out her hand, and an orderly 
surrendered the fiche he was examining, a 
little card that might have tagged an ex
press package. 

"He 's had his anti-tetanic injection at 
the poste de secours, and fifty cubic centi
metres of huile camphree. There's noth
ing for you to do, mademoiselle. Listen 
to his breathing. He's a dead one." The 
orderly was officious. 

The nurse took the wounded man's 
wrist in expert fingers. The cuff she 
pushed back had the two gold bars of a 
lieutenant. Above the livid face a red-
and-white turban was tightly wound. 

" Get me a litre of serum," she directed 
the orderlies, "and hot-water bottles." 

With swift assurance she poured cam
phorated oil to the brim of a huge syr
inge, and drove home the needle. 

She moved to the other stretcher and 
lifted the dangling fiche. 



Enjoy the Day 471 

"Plaie en seton, region pulmonaire; 
balle," ran the sinister inscription. 
"Lungs completely traversed by a ball." 

The yellow-haired blesse regarded her 
with impudent eyes. She began to undo 
his mud-covered jacket. The facings 
were greenish-gray. 

"Frenchmen first," she said, and re
turned to the dying man. The breath 
still drew noisily through his blue, swollen 
lips. 

"They knew at the poste de secours 
that this man was done for," said the of
ficious orderly, who with tender care was 
slicing a boot from a broken leg. "They 
didn't even stop to take off his boot; just 
rushed him through. He'll never get to 
the billard." 

"If only the surgeon comes promptly 
to-night!" The nurse caught up her 
swinging scissors, and began to cut away 
the muddy blue uniform. 

"The majors come when they're good 
and ready," said the cynical orderly. 

"You did quite right. Excellently," 
approved the surgeon an hour later. The 
nurse was pinning his white sleeves, tying 
his mask in deft and breathless haste. 

As he drew on his clumsy Chaput 
gloves his half-closed eyes never left the 
ashy face on the operating-table. The 
wounded lieutenant had got to the billard 
at least. 

He lay there; a superb and shocking 
figure. Blood welled continually from the 
white and scarlet turban and spread in a 
widening spot beneath his head. Blood 
oozed from the soaking bandages around 
his fractured leg. 

Wrapped in blankets, warmed by hot 
bottles, the German prisoner rested on his 
stretcher awaiting his turn, and glared 
with hate across the room at his uncon
scious adversary. 

The nurse removed that tragic turban. 
The surgeon lifted the compresses. 

Above the ear of the wounded man the 
nurse saw for a moment something like a 
red, fantastic cauliflower. I t bubbled as 
she looked. 

With a plunge the surgeon was at 
work. He wiped away the dreadful thing. 
The nurse's eye could hardly follow his 
movements. He cut and chiselled fu
riously. He caught up arteries. He ex
plored with savage yet delicate assur

ance. His burrowing forceps brought out 
a jagged steel splinter. 

The nurse admired such masterful sur
gery as she had not yet seen, but the 
major, cleaning the wound in that same 
desperate haste, said suddenly, "Huile 
camphree, twenty cubic centimetres, ma
demoiselle." 

"He 's had one hundred already," mur
mured the astonished nurse. 

" I know it." 
"He 's nothing but a drug store, as it 

is," grumbled the nurse under her breath; 
and obediently filled her huge syringe 
with camphorated oil. 

The leg, with its compound fracture, 
was a tedious affair. In spite of the 
piqure, that lamentable breath labored 
more heavily. 

The major was fitting the padded wire 
gutter, when he spoke again quietly: "A 
litre of serum, mademoiselle. An intra
venous. . . . " 

This was the last resort, then. The 
nurse ran for the serum. 

She sawed her glass ampoule. The sur
geon rolled a vein and entered his needle 
with unhesitating accuracy. 

The nurse pressed her little rubber 
balloon, forcing the serum into the stag
nant veins. The salt solution in the am
poule ebbed. And the major, watching, 
said presentlv: "He will live . . . to
night. . . ." ' 

He gazed a moment longer, while the 
surgical orderlies skilfully lifted the limp 
body to the stretcher. 

" I t is my brother, mademoiselle," he 
said, and turned to the wounded Boche. 

They put the lieutenant in a bed in the 
Salle d'Urgence, which the wounded poi-
lus call the Ward of the Dying, "la Salle 
des Mourants." 

The crisis past, he would be transferred 
to the officers' ward or to the morgue. 

But he did not die. Night after night 
the nurse saw his ghastly face as she 
passed with her lantern held low, not to 
wake the patients, and said to herself, 
each time with satisfaction: " So he hasn't 
died to-day." 

The second night he stirred when she 
turned the cold Dakin's fluid into his 
wound. Every two hours the nurse made 
her Carrel round. Up and down the 
salles in the dark, her lantern wrapped in 



paper, she followed the pink bulbs swing
ing on poles or hanging from the over
head frames of mechanical beds. 

She released the clasps on rubber tubes 
that led into wounds. The tortured 
sleepers started and groaned. The nurse, 
with a guilty feeling, muttered an apology 
and slipped away, leaving them to fall 
back into feverish dreams. 

The third night the lieutenant opened 
his eyes and smiled faintly at her. 

"Mademoiselle!" he called. She bent 
over him. " I t was you that received me 
here ? " he asked with effort. 

She nodded. "Yes." 
" M y brother says you saved my life." 
"Nonsense!" replied the nurse de

cidedly. "You mustn't talk." 
"Nonsense, mademoiselle," said the 

lieutenant positively, " I must talk. My 
brother tells me he came an hour late. I 
was fichu, he says, but you kept me alive. 
That was chic of you, mademoiselle." 

"You'll wake the other blesses," an
swered the nurse, and left him. 

The morning round was the busiest one 
of all; • for then she hurried to finish the 
reports in the other eleven salles before 
running in to say good morning to her 
own. One must be off duty by eight. 

Two rows of expectant eyes turned to 
the door as she entered. Her patients 
greeted her with the most endearing cal
culations. 

"Five nights, mademoiselle. Only two 
more before you come back." 

" Six nights, mademoiselle. One more. 
You must rest in the morning, but you'll 
come back in the afternoon, won't you ? " 

Then the nurse made chocolate, happi
ly, for the most invalid ones, produced 
condensed milk and smuggled sugar for 
the coffee, went from one to another, teas
ing them to ward off the cafard, that list
less despondency that lies in wait for 
wounded men. 

She arranged bandages. She straight
ened the blankets which were always 
slipping off those distorted beds. 

" I ' m going to invent you a new blanket 
that will stay on," she promised, and 
vanished reluctantly in time to make her 
report to the head nurse. 

The last night was nearly over. At 
dawn she was to send off an evacuation 
train. I t slid in quietly in the darkness, 

over that single track where no traffic ever 
passed, only the terrible trains blindes, 
armored, and armed with cannon, thun
dering along, and the stealthy hospital 
trains with their ranked stretchers. 

The nurse went from salle to salle, 
making sure that all the listed men were 
equipped and evacuated, went from 
stretcher to stretcher in the triage, giving 
them chocolate and cigarettes, inspecting 
each blesse. 

"This man has no overcoat. Get him 
one. Where are your boots? You'd 
better put them on. You might catch 
cold." 

She followed them to the train, saw 
them installed with blankets and cush
ions, said friendly good-bys, returned 
down the piste en bois to the barracks'. 

Boche aeroplanes were flying overhead, 
as usual, in a clear dawn. Behind them, 
in the sky, strange tracks led down to the 
horizon, as though some great beast had 
traversed the heavens. They were the 
puffs of smoke from contre-avion obus. 

The familiar sound of the guns did not 
disturb the nurse. She entered the Salle 
d'Urgence. 

An uproar seemed to split the roof and 
shake the earth under her feet. 

"Wha t is t h a t ? " she asked. 
"They're bombing the hospital train, 

no doubt," said the lieutenant tranquilly. 
She ran to the window. "The train's 

all right," she reported. 
" Just the same, it's no fun to be caught 

in bed like a rat in a trap and have those 
sacres animals drop bombs around," 
complained a blesse. "You can laugh, 
m a d e m o i s e l l e . You've n e v e r been 
wounded." 

Mademoiselle had seen surgeons dress 
the jagged, fatal rent in his abdomen. 
She patted his shoulder. 

" N o , " she flattered him. "You men 
take care of that ." He smiled with boy
ish vanity. 

Another explosion, less violent, shook 
the glass. 

"The aeroplanes are flying away to the 
northeast," she announced. "There's 
one far behind, coming from the west. 
The contre-avions are firing after them. 
Why is the smoke of the obus, some of it 
black, and some whi te?" 

"The German powder smoke is black, 
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ours is white," said the lieutenant. "Our 
machine is chasing theirs. Their anti
aircraft guns are firing at our avion." 

"Now the Boches are mere specks over 
Saint Quentin," said the nurse. "Now 
they have disappeared. Ours is coming 
back." 

Roused by the explosions, a group of 
nurses had run out of their barracks. 
They stood crowding together, muffling 
themselves in their dark blue cloaks, their 
bare feet in slippers lashed by the long 
wet grass, their braids hanging; and with 
tilted heads they watched the aerial bat
tle. 

The French biplane came swiftly to
ward them, diving from its great height. 
It toppled, and fell on one wing until the 
tricolor cockades painted underneath 
were plainly visible. 

The nurses cried out in horror. The 
avion righted itself, swooped, almost 
touching the barrack roof. A telegraph 
wire snapped. A bold face laughed down 
at the women, and the machine was gone. 
Its deafening hum subsided in the dis
tance. 

"Why, it's Monsieur de Vimy!" ex
claimed the nurse. "He came to our 
popote last night with his cousin, one of 
the French nurses." 

"Roule, our friend," said the lieutenant 
cynically. "But American women con
sider it an honor to dine with any kind of 
duke, what?" 

" I didn't say he was a duke," retorted 
the nurse. 

"Everybody knows i t ," answered the 
officer. 

"He is an ace," she defended the avia
tor. "He has descended eight German 
planes." 

"You admire t h a t ? " asked the lieu
tenant thoughtfully. 

Her week of night-work was over. In 
the afternoon she came back to her salle, 
which hailed her with joy. 

Now she had also the wounded Boche 
to nurse. They had put him in a little 
guard-room near the triage, and he had 
an orderly all to himself, but mostly to 
see that he did not get away. 

"It 's absurd," declared the nurse to the 
young aide who dressed the German's 
wound. "He's frightfully wounded. He 
can't get well, let alone get away." 

" Certainly he'll get well," said the aide 
confidently. "You can't kill a Boche." 

But although it was a clean bullet 
wound, mysteriously it would not heal. 
However, the prisoner soon developed an 
appetite for the fruit which with much 
difficulty she obtained from Compiegne; 
and, in spite of his suppurating lungs, he 
consumed cigarettes greedily. 

The nurse eyed his door askance when 
she passed, a basket of peaches on her 
arm, seeking in the different salles the 
worst wounded men and those whose 
languid appetites demanded a stimulus. 
She looked askance, reluctant to waste 
precious fruit on the enemy, but she al
ways ended by going in. 

Coming from the guard-room one day, 
her arms full of little blue packages of 
cigarettes, she met an American ambu
lance-driver, very tall and gaunt in his 
khaki, as Americans appear when you are 
used to seeing the stocky, ruddy French 
soldiers. 

He asked for the lieutenant. 
"Salle d'Urgence," the nurse directed 

him. 
" I brought him out," explained the 

driver. " I was kind of interested, and I 
thought my next trip over here I'd inquire 
whether he pulled through or not. His 
colonel had tears in his eyes when they sent 
him out. Said he was the bravest man 
in the Third Army. He was wounded 
getting in that Boche, you know." 

" I wondered why the Boche glared so 
at him in the operating-room," said the 
nurse, laughing. "He 's right here. The 
Boche, I mean. Want to see h im?" 

"No , " refused the American. "Excuse 
me. I don't like to look at them. Do 
you know how it happened?" 

He thrust a thumb into his Sam Browne 
belt and slouched his wide shoulders at 
ease. 

"They say the loot went out alone at 
night to cut the German wires. That 
kind of daredevil. Ran into a patrol of 
two. He knifed the other and brought 
this fellow home at the point of his re
volver; but the German trenches opened 
fire, of course. The Boche got it first. 
The loot wouldn't leave him behind, 
dragged him along. He'd almost made it 
when a grenade did for him. They pulled 
him in the way you got him." 
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The nurse looked favorably on her 
young countryman. His lounging atti
tude could never be awkward to Amer
ican eyes. His distaste for fine words was 
a pleasant reminder of home. His sallow 
face was drawn with fatigue, but he still 
felt anxiety for the individual fate of the 
men he had carried, though they poured 
from the trenches in an endless stream. 

"I ' l l take you to him," she said. 
Many a long week passed before the 

lieutenant could be moved from the Salle 
d'Urgence, but the time did arrive at last. 
The nurse appeared in the afternoon with 
a basket of grapes. She spoke to the 
salle infirmiere, who was marking pulses 
and temperatures with a red-and-blue 
pencil. Then she set the basket down on 
the lieutenant's crowded bedside-table 
and, lifting her arms, began to push in her 
hairpins. 

" I ' d tell you to choose your own 
grapes," she smiled at him, "only you're 
all so hopelessly polite in France that 
you'd pick the worst. My hairpins keep 
slipping because my hair was washed at 
noon. We've found a soldier in the steril
ization that used to be a hair-dresser in 
civil life. He's very convenient. He does 
it in a rubber basin on a packing-box, 
and rinses it with a coffee-pot." 

"Will you help me a minute?" asked 
the salle infirmiere. " I want to change 
the lieutenant's back-rest." 

" Certainly." The nurse laid the nicest 
bunch of grapes on the table, and stooped. 
She placed her rough, red hands under the 
wounded man's shoulders. The bright 
knot of hair slipped from beneath her 
veil and fell in a soft mass across his face. 
" Goodness !" she apologized, " I hope my 
hairpins haven't put out your eyes." 

She straightened herself, confused and 
smiling, and twisted her hair into place, 
while the salle infirmiere took the lieu
tenant's wrist in a firm grasp. 

With her pencil suspended above the 
even red pulse line of the chart, the salle 
infirmiere turned, amazed. 

"What on earth has happened to your 
pulse this afternoon?" she asked. The 
even red line had leaped suddenly up
ward. 

The salle infirmiere was elderly and 
had projecting teeth. Not for her would 
any pulse-beat change. 

The nurse took up her basket. 
" I ' m on my way to commit treason," 

she announced. "The Constitution of 
the United States says treason is 'giving 
aid and comfort to the enemy.' I'm 
about to carry some grapes to your 
wretched Boche." 

" H e goes badly, the Boche," remarked 
the major's voice behind her. # 

The surgeon passed and sat down be
side his brother's bed. 

" I haven't much time to look after 
him," the nurse excused herself. 

" I t isn't your fault, mademoiselle. He 
is in an advanced stage of tuberculosis." 

The nurse disappeared. 
" I ' m going to move you to the officers' 

ward this afternoon," said the surgeon, 
and laid his hand affectionately on his 
brother's arm. 

The- lieutenant was silent for a long 
time. Then he asked the question that 
wounded men long and fear to utter. 

" M y leg?" 
"You'll walk," said the surgeon. 

"You'll limp, of course." 
The younger brother sighed with relief.' 

The surgeon's eye fell upon the chart. 
"The infirmiere must be crazy," he 

cried with energy. "Wha t does that 
pulse m e a n ? " 

" I t means that when I get out of this 
I am going to ask your nurse to marry 
me," said the lieutenant. 

" Who ? The fish with the teeth ?" de
manded the major. 

"Good God, n o ! " denied the lieu
tenant. 

The officer was not the only man whose 
thoughts turned to love. All those young 
soldiers made it their anxious preoccupa
tion, their chief cause of cafard. 

" I ' m done for, mademoiselle; it's all 
over for me," a gloomy youth confided to 
his nurse, as his comrades had already so 
often done. 

"Don ' t be absurd," said the nurse 
severely, with eyes that were not severe. 
"The trouble with you is you're too vain. 
You can't bear to think of limping a lit
tle. A man looks all the better for it these 
days." 

Gravely, intensely interested, the 
neighboring patients bent to listen. 

" T h a t sounds very well, mademoiselle, 
but the major is going to amputate my 
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foot. No woman will want to marry me, 
with one leg." 

"Lots of women will be delighted to 
marry you," maintained the nurse. 

A neighbor intervened. 
"Ah, mademoiselle, when my cousin 

lost his arm his fiancee threw him over." 
"Well, probably he wasn't so attractive 

as you," the nurse consoled them. " But, 
anyway, he was lucky to lose that kind of 
a fiancee." 

It was the usual French winter, so 
much colder than they are accustomed to. 
The cold was penetrating and increased 
daily. 

The barracks, built low on that swampy 
ground, had a grave-like chill. There 
were no stoves. The patients' hands 
turned blue. The floors, scrubbed in the 
early morning, never dried. 

It was then the nurse began to occupy 
herself with the long-promised blankets 
that were not to slip. When she fitted 
the first one around the appareil of a 
broken leg and tied it in place, the blesse 
was enthusiastic. 

"Ah, that prevents the currents of air," 
he assured her complacently. 

These men who had spent four years in 
muddy ditches feared and detested a 
draft beyond all things. 

With pride she displayed her invention 
to her colleagues, but nobody was im
pressed. On the contrary, each one sug
gested some other arrangement which 
would certainly be superior. The nurse 
was discouraged and made no more. 

The Boche grew worse rapidly. The 
flesh shrank from his lean, Prussian head. 
The muscles of his cheeks tightened in a 
perpetual rictus. He was like a grinning 
skeleton. 

Filled with unwilling pity, the nurse 
redoubled her care. But his sinister dis
ease had almost run its course. 

On those wet floors, in that damp 
air, she spent her time in an endless con
test with pneumonia. Stretcher-bearers, 
carrying a man to his dressing, never 
dreamed of putting a blanket under him. 
They set. their helpless burdens down in 
drafty passages. 

Then she had hours of administering 
warm infusions, of painting with iodine, 
of applying ventouses and hot-water 
bottles, of disinfecting throats and nasal 

passages; employing all her humble 
munitions against the enemy. 
• The major met her one day on her way 

to the guard-room. She was hurrying 
from the pharmacy with an oxygen bal
loon, and as she hurried she coughed. 

The major stopped short, wheeled 
about. 

"Mademoiselle," he arrested her, 
"what is that cough?" 

" I don't know," she answered breath
lessly. " I t isn't anything. I've caught 
cold on the damp floors, perhaps. If we 
could only have a stove, Monsieur le 
Major ! My blesses are quite frozen." 

"Never mind your blesses," said the 
major, " Go over to your barrack. I am 
coming over in ten minutes to auscult 
your lungs." 

One does not defy one's major. 
"Nonsense!" declared the nurse ve

hemently after he had passed. But she 
delivered the oxygen balloon to the gasp
ing Boche, and ran home to her barrack. 

I t was not a comfortable barrack. In 
fact, it was even more casually built than 
the wards. 

Air came through the plank walls 
everywhere, as well as through the win
dow with its muslin panes. Every morn
ing there were snails on the moist boards 
of the floor, through whose cracks you 
could easily empty your rubber tub if 
you liked. 

This, indeed, was most convenient; for 
the kitten, which roamed freely under the 
sheets that served for partitions, was al
ways sociably trying to get into the tub 
with you, and upsetting it. 

In her chilly quarters the nurse sat 
down on her camp-stool and waited for 
the major. 

"To-morrow you go to the radio," the 
surgeon informed her. 

There was a wrinkle of annoyance be
tween his eyes. Majors do not like steady 
nurses to go bad on their hands. Any
thing that upsets routine is horrid to 
them. But even at that he did seem 
unusually concerned. 

Next day she passed through the radio. 
There the major found his auscultation 
confirmed. And the nurse, extended on 
the table in the dark cubby-hole, heard 
the voluble young assistant outside say tp 
the radio chief, " I give her six months." 
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"Be quiet," said the chief sharply. 
But he did not deny the prognosis. 

Now it had become an affair for the 
medecin chef. 

"Three months' rest in the south. 
Then I will arrange to have you affected 
to a hospital down there for the spring 
months. But no work until you are 
well." With impersonal kindliness the 
medecin chef decided her fate and 
dropped the incident from his mind. 

The major could not dispose of it so 
readily. He carried the news to his 
wounded brother, who turned pale, but 
said nothing. 

"She doubtless got it from that sacre 
Boche," declared the major. " I t ' s very 
unfortunate, because, of course, no one in 
his senses marries a tuberculous person," 
he ended uneasily. 

" M y dear brother," retorted the lieu
tenant, " they say in the trenches that a 
man never really gets back his senses 
after a, head wound. I t always leaves 
him a little queer." 

At that the major swore and the lieu
tenant laughed, but he was not amused. 

The day was nearly over. The tem
peratures had been taken. The blesses, 
shining clean to the last finger-nail, lay 
in their orderly beds, rows of smiling 
boys, each with a fractured leg swinging 
high in an apparatus, or with a heavy 
plaster cast around a broken arm or hip-
joint. 

A convalescent was playing the phono
graph to this delighted audience. 

The major entered with a train of visit
ing surgeons. He moved from bed to 
bed, explaining. 

"Fracture, with great loss of substance; 
six centimetres of bone. Impossible for 
nature to repair all that. I made a bone 
graft. He will walk again, with a special 
boot." 

His eye fell on the nurse's fracture 
blanket, rested there dully a moment, 
then brightened. 

"But there is nothing stupid about 
that blanket!" he exclaimed. " T h a t is 
intelligent. Who did i t ? " 

" I , " said the nurse. 
He waved his hand triumphantly to his 

suite. " I t has been objected to my ap
paratus that the patient could not be 
kept warm. Look a t t ha t ! The least I 

could do for you, mademoiselle, would be 
to have you decorated," he complimented 
her. "Supply all the beds with them." 

He passed out. 
The nurse, soothed by even this late 

recognition, but somewhat daunted by 
his last order, ran to get her sewing kit. 
Where did he suppose she could have 
blankets made ? 

Still, a nurse must find a way for every
thing. She set a little stool for herself be
tween two empty beds, spread a blanket 
on one of the beds, and began to cut and 
stitch in the gathering twilight. 

The phonograph burst into the Ven-
deenne; the wounded men broke into song 
with it. 

"Monsieur d'Charette a dit: . . ." 
Socialists and Republicans as they 

were, the reckless deviltry of the long-
dead Royalist chief pleased their fancy. 

" . . . Le'canon 
Fait mieux danser que le son du violon," 

their gay voices rang. 
The door opened, and the lieutenant 

limped into the ward. 
He was dressed in dark-gray American 

pajamas, much too large for him; and 
thin, paper-soled hospital slippers, much 
too small. His black hair was brushed 
violently back above his virile and charm
ing face. He sat down on one of the 
empty beds. 

"You never make me visits any more, 
mademoiselle," he reproached her. 

" N o , " she admitted placidly. " I don't 
like the officers' ward. You are all 
spoiled, anyway. When I have a little 
time I spend it on the poilus, poor souls. 
They don't expect anything, and they 
don't get much." 

"Ah, yes, we are spoiled," agreed the 
lieutenant. 

He extended a foot, and gazed with 
absorbed attention at his sock, which 
completely lacked a heel, and at the paper 
slipper, much too small. 

" I t ' s your own fault," said the un
sympathetic nurse. "You could get 
others. Your brother. . . ." 

"One doesn't care to dress differently 
from the rest," he suggested. 

" B u t they can' t ," she pursued inflex
ibly. "And there are no slippers large 
enough for anybody. Some contractor 
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has foisted unsalable stock on the govern
ment. As for the socks, they don't mend 
anything here at the front. I try to keep 
my blesses in repair myself." 

"You are very devoted," said the of
ficer. 

" I adore them," answered the nurse 
simply. 

The boy at the phonograph slid in a 
fresh record. Mignon's song floated 
down the darkening salle. 

"Connais-tu le pays ou fleurit l'oranger?" 

Sudden tears overflowed the nurse's 
eyes and fell on her shining needle. They • 

• might well have passed unseen in the twi
light, but the officer was observant. 

"What is wrong, mademoiselle?" he 
asked. 

The nurse rubbed her eyes unhygien-
ically with the back of her hard little 
hand. 

"It's just that I'm ordered south," she 
explained. "That tune reminded me. 
And I can't bear to leave my ward; with 
poor Pierre dying, shot through the spinal 
cord. . . . Nobody will be nice to him, 
because he is peevish and paralyzed, and, 
of course, that makes endless work. . . . 
And Henri, that had bacillus perfringens 
in his amputated foot. . . . We've just 
pulled him through. I 'm so afraid no one 
will look after his extra food. He needs 
to be remounted with eggs and chocolate 
every morning and afternoon. . . . " 

The lieutenant disregarded the needs of 
Henri and Pierre. 

"You are going south?" he inter
rupted. 

" I have to," she said resentfully. 
"The medecin chef has ordered me off." 

"Ah, que ne puisse-je te suivre 
Vers ce pays lointain . . . !" 

sang the phonograph to the enchanted 
blesses. 

The lieutenant leaned toward her and 
repeated it under his breath: 

" 'Ah, que ne puis-je te suivre. . . .' 
I will follow you some day, mademoi
selle." 

She cast a curious, detached glance at 
him. 

"For the present, I am chained here," 
said the lieutenant. " M a y I follow you 
when I can?" 

The nurse would not look at him again. 
She stitched furiously, though it was cer-

' tain she could not see the stitches. 
"Everything always comes just too 

late," she remarked. " I was so proud of 
my blankets, but nobody noticed them 
until I had lost interest. Everything is 
like that ." 

The phonograph ceased. The wistful, 
mutilated audience was silent, each one 
considering in secret his frustrated long
ings. 

" I am a cripple, it is true," admitted 
the lieutenant, "useless in the army. I 
shall be sent to some bureau in the rear 
where it will not matter. But perhaps it 
disgusts you." 

"Oh, me," exclaimed the nurse. " I no 
longer exist! I t 's because of my lungs 
they're sending me south." She caught 
up the blanket and the little red sewing 
kit. " D o you suppose I'd marry any
body, when I shall probably be dead in 
six months?" she demanded fiercely. 

She ran to press the electric button. 
The ward was filled with light. 

And the silent blesses, seeing her move, 
resumed their mild, confiding petitions. 

"Mademoiselle, you won't forget to 
swab out my eye-socket again?" "Ma
demoiselle, you know the major said—a 
humid pansement on my elbow this eve
ning." "Mademoiselle, look. Their 
dressing has slipped. You can see the 
wound. If you have time, will you do it 
over? Your dressings never slip." 

With her pocket full of bandages, with 
her little nickel box of sterile compresses, 
with alcohol, ether, iodine, she fell to 
work. 

She was sucked far down into a 
smothering sea. A strong hand pulled 
her to the surface. The hand relaxed, 
she sank again, suffocating. There were 
days of that dismal recurrence before she 
recognized the heavenly aid of the oxygen 
balloons she had so often carried to the 
Boche. 

A nursing sister slipped the little tube 
of striped Venetian glass between her lips. 

"This is ridiculous," said the patient 
petulantly. "What ails m e ? " 

"Pneumonia," answered the nun. 
Through the window one saw palm-

trees, and hydravions sailing high above 
a blue sea. Inside was the shabby board-



478 Enjoy the Day 

ing-house room of the midi, not too clean. 
The nurse lay still, contemplating. 

Why had she so long denied herself 
every luxury? What was the use of self-
sacrifice, anyway? An immense avidity 
for pleasure filled her. 

" I simply can't seem to resign myself 
to a military funeral, and a medaille des 
epidemies to console my family," she an
nounced to her astonished colleague. "As 
soon as I can move I'm going to a decent 
hotel and unpack my nicest things, and 
buy new ones. I 'm not going to econo
mize another bit for anybody, wounded or 
not. I won't think about them and their 
old war any more." 

I t was pleasant in the hotel garden, 
under the huge trees, among the ravish
ing flowers. 

"Don ' t mention tuberculosis," the nun 
had warned her. " The hotels won't take 
you in. If you look ill, it 's the pneu
monia. Forget the other." 

So it was pneumonia. 
Wrapped in furs, she reclined on a 

chaise longue all day, and watched the 
hydravions flirting with the water, dip
ping and circling. Every day one or more 
fell. Then the waiting motor-boat rushed 
to the rescue. Sometimes the hydravion 
rose again. Sometimes the motor-boat 
towed it ashore, and new victims were 
carried to the aviators' hospital or to the 
soldiers' cemetery. 

And the months passed. 
"Nobody thinks anything of a rotten 

lung," said the newcomer comfortably, as 
she sank into the next green wicker gar
den-chair. 

Her voluminous blue cloak billowed 
over the nurse's knitted sweater gown. 
The blue veil softened the ugliness of a 
homely face. 

The nurse put up her hand to her cor
rectly undulated coiffure. Was it as be
coming, she wondered, as herwhite veils 
with the embroidered cross, and was the 
white, knitted gown as pleasing as the 
pointed cotton aprons that had cost four 
francs apiece, and that her blesses always 
begged her to wear on inspection days? 

" M y gracious, child," expostulated the 
s t ranger , " n o b o d y ' s sound. Every 
worker you meet has weak lungs or gas
tritis or varicose veins or valvular leakage 
or something. I expect to nurse many a 

wounded man back to health before cir
rhosis of the liver puts me out of business, 

• which it will do ultimately. Aren't you 
really well enough to work y e t ? " 

" I don't think so," said the nurse in
ertly. "Why haven't I seen you before? 
Do you stay here?" 

"Rather not," said the stranger. " I 
was slowly starving to death in my board
ing-house, so I came in here for a square 
meal. I t ' s criminal extravagance." She 
surveyed the broad tip of her cheap cotton 
shoe. " We women volunteers are strange 
fools," she reflected. "We come over to 
France in droves to work like slaves, and 
pay all our own expenses, and are thank
ful for the chance. Catch men being so 
impractical. Even the poor devils of sol
diers get their keep and five cents a day. 
But at least the French will let us work 
for them. 

" I offered my services to the Americans 
this winter. Thought I ought to do some
thing for my own. They thanked me, and 
refused. Said they might later be able to 
find a place for some volunteers as aux
iliaries, and, if one proved skilful, she 
might even be allowed to help the regular 
nurse with minor dressings." 

She laughed shortly. 
"Minor dressings! I took an equipe 

into the field at the beginning of the war. 
For weeks I alone looked after ninety 
badly wounded men. I've had some ex
perience. My ambition is not to help 
with minor dressings. But the Americans 
don't want volunteers." 

She rose. Her cloak, that bore on the 
left side the two red bars of a head nurse, 
fell back, disclosing a croix de guerre. 
Evidently she had had some experience. 

" I t ' s nearly two. I must get back," 
she said. " I 'm glad the waiter put me at 
your table. Come and see me some day. 
I work in the Beaulieu Hotel. I t 's a hos
pital now for aviators." 

"Tha t ' s where I was to work, when I 
felt well enough," commented the nurse. 

'Anybody's well enough if she chooses," 
declared the robust stranger. "Don't 
you want to come along and see your 
hospital?" 

The nurse hesitated. 
" N o t to-day," she decided, and settled 

back in her chair. 
" I t ' s very fine to look a t ," said the in-
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firmiere major. "Marble halls, and so on. 
But we've no installation. No rubber 
cushions, no hot-water bottles, no com
forts at all." She sighed. " W e haven't 
so much as one nickel box for sterile com
presses in our whole hospital." 

"How much would your boxes cos t?" 
asked the nurse. 

"About fifty dollars." 
"Buy them," said the nurse, "and send 

the bill to me." 
She had meant to go to Monte Carlo 

for a few days with the money, but once a 
nurse, always a nurse, and compresses 
must be sterile. 

The major thanked her, and was gone. 
A band of children rushed past, their 
shrill cries ringing in a medley of French 
and English. They disappeared up a 
steep path between beds of cyclamen and 
cinerarias. 

She looked after them, envious of those 
unspoiled lungs. She always panted for 
breath now, when she mounted any of 
these paths. 

"I'll get a stout walking-stick, like all 
the women," she promised herself. 

A tennis-ball flashed from the court 
and rolled across the lawn. A lithe young 
girl pursued it, laughing. The nurse 
recognized her brilliant face. Every 
morning she changed to another immac
ulate white dress for her tennis, as did all 
her young companions. 

"Her brother is probably struggling 
knee-deep in freezing mud somewhere on 
the front," reflected the nurse, and fell to 
watching the game. 

What inexhaustible vitality these or
namental creatures showed! Their white 
shoes lifted continually as if they were 
about to soar. 

A soldier came limping down that path 
from which the agile children had van
ished. 

Splendid in the black and gold uniform 
of the aviator, he approached haltingly, 
and stopped before her, blocking her view 
of the tennis-players, of the embusques, 
idlers of the tailor-made white gowns, the 
gayly colored jerseys, the furs, the pen
cilled eyes, the ubiquitous dogs—Pomera
nian, Pekingese, Belgian griffon—all the 
Vanity Fair that flourishes in security be
hind the bloody trenches and the rough 
valor of fighting men. 

" I have come to ask you again," said 
the lieutenant. 

He sat down beside her, unmasking 
anew the well-groomed slackers in their 
white flannels, the gaudy sweaters, the 
tea-tables flashing with silver, set under 
orange-trees- in fruit. 

" I t ' s quite different from the barracks, 
isn't i t ? " she remarked. "How hard it 
was there to get a clean shirt! . . . And 
do you remember the holes in your socks ? 
I thought you were to go to a bureau at 
the rear." 

" I was proposed for it," he said. 
"You're in aviator's uniform." 
" I ' m learning to fly." 
" W h y ? " she persisted. 
He shrugged his shoulders. 
" A man can't stay at the rear just now, 

can he ? " he demanded. " I t was aviation 
or that for me. Cripples have no choice. 
I t ' s one thing I could do. There are 
plenty of old men to loaf in bureaus." 

The nurse was worried. 
" B u t it's the most dangerous of all," 

she objected. 
"War is dangerous," he answered 

tersely. 
"Every day there are accidents out 

there." She waved her hand to where, 
beyond the tennis-courts, beyond the 
orange-trees and the balustrades, beyond 
the screens of growing bamboo, the sea, 
profound and sombre, lent dignity to that 
tawdry garden. "I 've heard the mortal
ity is 85 per cent," she said. 

He turned to her his virile and charm
ing face, flushed with deep feeling. 

" My dear, if you had only six months 
to live, what could any other mortality 
matter to m e ? " he asked. 

The nurse's heart gave a sudden start, 
but she would not show her agitation. 

"Three months are gone already," she 
suggested. " I have only three left, now." 

"Lucky if you can count on three 
months," he answered, changing front. 
Evidently there was to be no further dis
play of emotion. "Hundreds of thou
sands of strong men in France can't count 
on three hours. What's the use of think
ing about it? They enjoy the day. If 
there is no to-morrow, so much the worse. 
. . . Give me your three months," he 
ended, with an engaging fall to his voice. 

"Oh, I won't," cried the nurse. " In-
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deed I won't. Do you suppose I could 
ever consent to risk your getting tuber
culosis too, and dying a horrible, linger
ing death." 

The lieutenant smiled. 
"If one could be sure of living long 

enough to die of tuberculosis!" he mur
mured. "And suppose the doctors were 
wrong? Suppose you had eight months 
more? Or a year? Or two? Would you 
marry me then?" he urged with the same 
humorous smile. She was silent. "Sup
pose they were wrong altogether? Lots 
of people get over phthisis. . . . Any
way, I'll come and ask you every time I 
can get leave. You may change your 
mind. You look well enough. I never 
saw you so radiant." 

" T h a t ! " she disclaimed the compli
ment. " I t ' s the undulated hair (I never 
had time to curl my hair at the front) and 
the Lanvin gown, and the Lewis hat, and 
the Dorine rouge." 

"Ah, well," he said, "you rouge so 
nicely! Like the lady in the Spanish 
sonnet. By the way, if you really had 
phthisis you 'd have color enough, 
wouldn't y o u ? " 

" They don't always," replied the nurse, 
with a faint hope. I t was true, people did 
get over tuberculosis sometimes. 

" I shall never object in the least to my 
wife's rouging," remarked the lieutenant. 
And after a moment: "Nor to anything 
else you may care to do." 

With what invincible gayety men faced 
wounds and suffering ! "They enjoy the 
day. If there is no to-morrow, tant p i s ! " 

Full of pleasant confidence, the nurse 
dressed herself with special care for that 
to-morrow. He did not come. 

She disregarded the doctor's orders to 
be indoors by half past three, and stayed 
until the last tennis-player had deserted 
the court and a chill wind was rustling 
the palms. 

"But , of course," said the nurse to her 
drooping spirits, "even aviators can't get 
leave every day." 

The next day passed, and the next. 
The nurse grew as pale as the romantic 
race of Asra. 

On the fourth day some one came up 
behind her. She turned, flaring red under 
the Dorine rouge. I t was the infirmiere 
major, who held out a note. 

" I got the compress boxes, my dear," 
she said, and sat down in the next chair. 
I t creaked under her solid weight. 
"Tha t ' s a note of thanks from the mede-
cin chef. He was delighted." 

"Bother the tiresome woman and her 
eternal hospital!" thought the nurse fret
fully, in her disappointment. 

The major was gazing at her with kind
ly eyes. 

" I t ' s a pleasure to look at you, my 
dear," she said, smiling. "I ' l l bet your 
blesses adored you." 

The gravel crunched. The nurse 
turned again quickly. I t was only a 
hotel waiter bringing her coffee. 

" Won't you have coffee with m e ? " she 
asked politely. 

" Thank you, no. I must be off. They 
were operating when I left at noon. That 
thin china is so nice. They use iron
stone ware at our boarding-house. You 
wouldn't think they could possibly chip 
it, but they do." 

"Wha t a bore !" thought the unregen-
erate nurse, and began listening without 
shame to an embusque flirting with a little 
Jewess on the left. 

" T h e pilot died last night, as we ex
pected. No chance from the first." The 
major paused in some tale. 

"How sad!" said the nurse perfunctor
ily, returning from her abstraction. 

"The other one will probably live," re
sumed the major. " A t least, a fraction 
of him. I t ' s a pity that any one so well 
put together has to be hacked to pieces. 
And the courage . . . n o ; you can't call 
it courage, the smiling effrontery with 
which he meets torture and mutilation. 
. . ." She stopped, finding no words to 
express her approval. 

"They say that after the war every 
man will be allowed four wives," said the 
Jewess, in a flute-like voice, to her gallant 
embusque. 

Her hideous little griffon pushed his 
fashionable face against the nurse's foot, 
and with lolling tongue begged for a 
drink of water. 

"You have a merciful look," said the 
little dog dumbly, "and I am a neglected 
slave." 

The nurse stooped. With lazy care 
she poured water into her saucer. The 
little dog watched eagerly, lunging toward 
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the shallow dish. The major droned on 
her hospital tale. 

"His radius and ulna—cubitus they 
call it here—so stupid—broken in a dozen 
places. When you lift his right hand, his 
forearm hangs like a loop of rope. Hor
rible ! However, that may mend. But 
his leg! I t had been badly broken last 
summer up at Saint Quentin. This ended 
it. Yesterday the doctors hoped to save 
it, but they couldn't. They were taking 
it off when I left at noon." 

The saucer slipped from the nurse's re
laxed fingers, and broke on the gravel. 
The little dog fled in terror. With strong 
self-control she refilled the broken saucer, 
and coaxed back the frightened animal. 
Now, still stooping, she dared to trust 
her unsteady voice. 

"What is, his name?" she asked. 
" I can't remember," said the infirmiere 

major. 
" I s i t — ? " the nurse began inaudi-

bly, but she found she could not say his 
name. And what was the use? She 
knew well enough who it was. "Wait a 
minute," she begged, and, rising, went 
swiftly toward the house. 

In the vestibule her indignant lungs 
altogether failed her. She leaned, suf
focating, against the wall. Her waiter 
passed, going into the garden With a 
trayful of liqueur glasses. She snatched 
one and drained it before his astonished 
face. 

She was back with the major in five 
minutes, carrying a Red Cross bag. 

" I 'm coming with you," she announced, 
and slipping her hand through the major's 
arm dragged her from the garden. 

She could not speak during the steep 
climb to the hospital. But inside the gate 
she stopped and drew a leather case of 
papers from her bag. 

"Here are my letter of service and my 
livret militaire." She opened the livret 
and held it before the major's eyes. " You 
see, the medecin chef considered me a 
competent nurse." 

" I see," agreed the other. 
" I couldn't come to work here," con

fessed the nurse with anxious honesty, 
"because they think I have tuberculosis. 
But I'll be careful to keep away from the 
other patients. The one they're amputat
ing is my fiance. He doesn't mind tuber

culosis. You'll let me nurse him, won't 
y o u ? " 

Her voice trembled. The major turned 
on her a regard at once compassionate 
and perplexed. 

"Look here, child," she hesitated, 
"he's really . . . it 's too awful. . . . 
They simply had to disarticulate the right 
leg at the hip. You know what that 
means. He can't wear an artificial leg. 
He'll go on a crutch his whole life long. 
Not so bad, perhaps, if they save his right 
arm. If they can't, he can't use a crutch 
even. Have you thought of t h a t ? " 

" If he hadn't any arms or legs at all he 
could have all of mine," said the defiant 
nurse. 

"Oh, very well! Nurse him, then." 
The planton, looking through the win

dow, saw a newcomer lean toward the stal
wart major and embrace her vigorously. 

What an extraordinary hospital was 
this ! In these spotless marble corridors 
she recalled long sanded passages that 
had in turn seemed luxurious after the 
tents and the miry open-air paths where 
you left your overshoes in the mud. For 
the nurse had helped to build her field-
hospital and knew it from its rude begin
nings. 

Here were innumerable servants pas
sing silently in soft slippers. How the 
orderlies' boots used to thunder at night 
on the creaking floors ! 

The nurses she saw now sat peacefully 
embroidering or playing cards with con
valescents, and, in memory, she beheld 
herself scrubbing iron beds, bathing help
less creatures covered with blood and filth 
from the trenches, going her midnight 
rounds in rain over those slippery paths 
from tent to tent with her lantern, pene
trating in search of pillows to the gloomy 
depths of the great empty Bessomer that 
held five hundred beds, and coming unter-
rified there upon strange sleeping soldiers 
—and she pitied the peaceful nurses at 
their leisurely tasks. 

They passed the open door of a ves-
tiaire. The nurse tore off her hat and 
coat. Then the major saw that she had 
already thrown a nurse's blouse and apron 
over her white tricot gown. From the 
Red Cross bag she drew a fresh trans
parent veil and pinned it around her 
head. 
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"I'm ready," she said. 
Together they entered a little room. 

The windows opened upon a view of palm-
trees, of mimosas faded from their yellow 
splendor, of hydravions skimming over a 
sea striped green and indigo. 

But the flowery scents that drifted 
through those windows could not contend 
with the dizzying, ether-loaded atmos
phere inside. And the smell of the an
aesthetic carried her back to the windy, 
rain-swept barracks in the swamps of 
the Oise; to the night when she had first 
seen this indomitable, ruined body, now 
stretched again unconscious on a narrow 
bed. 

The ether had given his sleeping face a 
boyish air. For the moment he had res
pite. But what anguish men had to en
dure! 

The waking words of mangled creatures 
coming out of anaesthesia rang in her 
memory. 

"Ah, qu'il faut souffrir !" they used to 
say, in a tone of quiet, amazed despair. 
"Ah, how one must suffer !" 

And then in a few days or weeks they 
laughed and jested over their cigarettes, 
the agony forgotten. One must snatch 

what pleasure one can from life, since it 
is short. 

A French infirmiere sat knitting beside 
the bed. She rose. 

"Mademoiselle will take over this 
case," announced the major with her 
frank American accent. 

Across the wounded man the two nurses 
measured glances. 

"You just stay," advised the major. 
"I ' l l take your papers to the gestionnaire 
myself." 

" I t ' s too sweet of you," the nurse 
thanked her. 

"He's waking," whispered the French
woman. 

He stirred and looked vaguely round, 
roused perhaps by the nurse's voice. His 
miserable eyes, sick with pain, rested on 
her face. He tried to turn toward her 
and could not, but his valid hand clasped 
her arm. 

"Don' t leave me, mademoiselle," he en
treated. 

The nurse covered his clinging hand 
with hers. 

"Of course, I won't leave you. I will 
never leave you," she promised cheer
fully, and sat down beside the bed. 

OLD LADY 

By Samuel McCoy 

WHY is life "all r ight"? Well, take your own case: 
You're seventy now and almost through with it: 
You've borne eight children, outlived all but two: 
Those two are poor and you're still "strong" at your age, 
And do the housework: wash, bake, iron clothes 
In a hot kitchen when the heat's appalling: 
Your husband's dead: your friends don't come to see you: 
You sit alone at night to read your Book 
And your head nods, you dream of days gone by: 
After a while you creak to bed and darkness:— 
Is life "worth while"? I, knowing all your story, 
Am sure of it, now I have seen your smile. 
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THE poor," said the kind 
lady, "have little happi
ness. Their lives are drab 
and joyless. We who have 
wealth and the good things 
of this world should share 

our fair fortune with them. I will ask my 
dear friend Marian, who is so devoted in 
her settlement work, to bring me a small 
child—some child from those tenement-
house districts—and she shall live with 
us for a month in the country. I t would 
be a good thing, a wise thing, a patriotic 
thing, for all wealthy people to adopt a 
little poor child for the summer and to 
free these sad ones from the influence of 
their squalid homes. I have been among 
them with Marian and the reeking air 
would suffocate one. The noise, the odor, 
the dirt! I t is terrible, terrible!" 

"And yet," said a pale young man, 
who looked as though he had thought 
quite deeply upon occasions, " and yet it 
is curious that these squalid children 
dance so joyously about a hurdy-gurdy, 
finding in the hideous din the music of 
the spheres. I t is strange that they de
vour from stained hands with greedy 
gladness scraps of food which you would 
hesitate to give your dog. I t is hardly 
to be explained—that intense interest 
which is' excited in the minds of those 
groups of toil-worn women who watch the 
passing crowd and the playing progeny 
and the skirmishing dogs and the fleeting 
cats. Why do they never weary of these 
exhibitions which have fed their eyes and 
their senses ever since they were born? 
Here is no novelty, no beauty, no change; 
nothing but what is reminiscent of their 
daily drudgery, their carking care, their 
hopelessness, and maybe their despair. 
Yet they never tire of this pageant, nor 
cease their contemplation of the sordid 
scene. I prophesy that your little child 
will not be happy here. I t is the great 
compensation of fate that we adhere like 
the limpet to that state of life to which 
it pleases God to call us, and that we con-
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struct our ideals about that spot whereon 
we dwell. Take us from it and we would 
crawl home. All of which means that 
home is where the heart is, that happiness 
is purely a thing of the imagination, that 
it is distinctly a matter of association, of 
habit, not readily transplanted, and that 
when transplanted it may quickly die. 
The truth of these opinions is manifest 
when one considers the utterly unreason
able conclusions of those who fall in love. 
There are innumerable persons who find 
a squint adorable, to whom a humpback 
is no disfigurement, and even a lack of 
teeth so customary a defect in their im
mediate environment as to be no imped
iment whatever to the practice of the 
gentle art of osculation. To me these 
specific defects would be forbidding; but, 
as I say, that is because this particular 
limpet has by chance been born, or has 
wandered, into a certain kind of pond. 
Let us not forget that there was an age 
when one's grandparents, having become 
useless even as ornaments, were regarded 
as most proper material for stew, and that 
within an easily measurable period we 
wore large rings in our noses. Custom 
conquers all. I prophesy the little child 
will not be content. Your pond is not 
her pond." 

These excellent reflections of the pale 
young man were no detriment to the 
kindness of the kind lady, and shortly a 
wan, solemn, and astonished little child 
arrived at the charming country house 
and was informed that a great treat was 
in store for her. Here, she was told, were 
the fresh air, milk and eggs and butter, 
and fruit and vegetables, and many such 
matters which could not be obtained for 
love and scarcely for money in the hot 
and arid city. Here too one would be 
washed and combed and kept clean, and 
would play nice games with washed and 
combed playmates. Here one would ob
serve the birds and the squirrels and could 
feast one's eyes upon a cow, a pig; learn 
industry from the ant and consider the 
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bee and the hen; and here articles hither
to observed only at rare intervals in shop 
windows might be seen in daily and hour
ly use. 

" I should think," said a friend of the 
kind lady, " tha t the child must feel she 
is in heaven." 

The kind lady's small daughter had 
very pretty manners and was eager for 
play. Her toys excited considerable 
wonder in the eyes of the little creature 
from the slums, but while nursing an elab
orately gowned and fashionably coiffed 
dolly she would shortly drop it on her 
lap and her dark eyes would become fixed 
on some vision far afield. Or the kind 
lady would be telling her a story when 
the wan face would lose interest and 
the wasted baby-body droop. She would 
cease romping or running quite suddenly 
and sit her down with a puzzled and wan
dering look in her eyes, as though she her
self were debating why she had lost in
terest in the game. After a few days the 
novelty of the flowers, the cow, the pig, 
the hens had languished; she had evi
dently already grown weary of these new 
acquaintances. She maintained before 
the kind lady a staid demeanor tempered 
by spasmodic smiling when gazed upon, 
but the servant maids had come upon 
her in tears, and now and again her 
tiny bosom would give forth a mighty 
sigh. 

The young man who had given evi
dence of occasional thought had observed 
these symptoms. He had been present 
when the kind lady's friend had ventured 
her opinion concerning heaven. 

"May I ask," said he, "what your 
own definition of heavenly bliss would 
be?" 

"Heavenly bliss?" echoed the friend. 
"Yes," said the young man. "Look

ing toward heaven, as we all do, trusting 
that, in accordance with our teaching, we 
will at length attain to perpetual bliss, 
in what do you imagine that condition of 
bliss will consist? In what mental state 
will it manifest itself? What physical 
attribute shall we who reach that sphere 
retain ? What associations do we expect 
and desire? Wherein will our daily and 
eternal joy be joy? You expressed the 
view that this infant must feel that she 
is in heaven; will you please define ex

actly what was passing through your 
mind when you ventured on that opin
ion?" 

"Passing through my mind?" echoed 
the lady with evident alarm. 

"Yes," said the thoughtful youth, 
"what precise idea of heaven have you 
in your own consciousness become aware 
of? For I take it that we who prate of 
heaven and our hopes thereof have some 
more or less clear conception of that for 
which we pray and to which we so wist
fully aspire. Of course, our imaginations 
are limited, our conceptions controlled by 
the bounds of our human senses. We 
cannot well call up an image of the incon
ceivable, but can you not define in some 
sort the kind and quality of experience 
which would gratify you in the world 
to come—the associations which you an
ticipate, the occupations you imagine 
would minister to your content?" 

"Really," said the lady, " I had not 
concerned myself greatly to make an in
ventory of my celestial mansion, but, in 
a general way, I should expect to be 
happy." 

"Can you formulate no statement of 
what that happiness would consist? 
What associations you would require, 
admitting that your desires were con
sulted?" 

"Associations?" repeated the lady. 
"Well, of course, I should want to be 
with my husband and children." 

"Precisely!" said the young man. 
"And in a general way I think I should 

hope to retain some recollection of those 
occasions and those places on the earth 
wherein I have experienced my dearest 
joy." 

" Quite so," said the young man. 'And 
for occupation?" 

" Well, our occupation will scarcely be 
physical I take it," said the lady. "Our 
happiness will consist of a state of 
mind." 

"Exactly," said the youth. 
"And the mind will naturally occupy 

itself with—with—well," said the lady, 
"with remembrances, with the contem
plation of those things which we can 
look back upon with feelings of pleasure 
and maybe with pride; perhaps, too, 
we shall find a nobler and higher satis
faction in regret for our past follies 
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and in our new wisdom. I imagine 
the extreme happiness derived from 
the emotions of charity and pity and 
love for the unfortunate would be ours." 

" Y o u see, then," 
said the young man, 
"you perceive in the 
life to come that your 
most exquisite joy, 
the extremest happi
ness, the most super
lat ive ecstasy you 
are able to conceive 
will be those associ
ations and those re
membrances which 
have endeared to you 
the b e i n g s and the 
experiences of this 
world." 

" I t does seem so," 
s a i d t h e w o m a n 
thoughtfully. 

"Can you imagine 
for one moment," said 
the young man, " a 
condition of absolute 
bliss wherein all such 
memories w o u l d be 
o b l i t e r a t e d , where 
the remembrance of 
your husband and 
your children—those 
f r i ends w h o m the 
years of suffering and 
of gladness had taught 
you to understand and 
to love—where all the 
thousand mental pic
tures of places and ob
jects associated with 
moments grave and 
glad—the day and the 
spot where you first 
met your lover, the 
evening when he first 
spoke to you of love, 
the m o r n i n g when 
your baby newly born 
was placed in your 
a r m s , the treasured 
pictures of so many earthly happenings— 
can you imagine a condition of bliss where 
all these were wiped out of the brain and 
where forever and forever, throughout 
the ages of eternity, to the uttermost 

boundary and beyond the pale of time, 
no thought of those we have here loved 
and suffered with shall more be ours?" 

" I t would be terrible," said the woman. 
" I t w o u l d be as 
t h o u g h one were 
chained to a rock in 
the m i d d l e of the 
ocean, with nothing al
ways but the noonday 
and the sea. It would 
be stagnation, death." 

" I think so too," 
said the youth, "and 
so thinks this little 
c r e a t u r e from the 
slums. If we question 
her we will find her 
heaven would be peo
pled with those she 
loves, with those she 
has wept with or has 
joyed with; with the 
remembrance of this 
dance in the hot, sti
fling alley, or that vigil 
by the bed of some 
p l a y m a t e who has 
died; with such a day 
or such a night when, 
in the reeking city and 
in the evil-smelling 
tenement, some cele
bration, long prepared 
for, b r o u g h t in its 
cheap, tawdry, noisy 
t r a i n a fortification 
against coming sorrow 
and a balm for every 
present grief. Here 
were shed precious 
tears of love and here 
the same eyes had 
filled w i t h gladness. 
Tell her that heaven 
will take from her the 
memory of her moth
er's kiss, tell her even 
that when she passes 
from this world her 
rag doll shall be lost 

to her forever, and do you think she will 
be comforted ? But promise her the com
pany of these for all time and she will 
start upon her final journey with a smile." 

"This would reduce heaven to a mere 
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reflection of our earthly life," said the 
woman. "We would have created our 
paradise here without being aware of it. 
Into the tapestry of the life to come we 
should have woven 
day by day with our 
never-resting hands 
the story of our poor 
humanity. The warp 
and woof of o u r 
celestial robes will 
be each pang tha t 
has stabbed the heart, 
each kindly or un
kindly act, with some 
rare spots of color 
born of we l l - spen t 
hours and unselfish 
love. If this be true, 
our real paradise is 
here and now; did we 
but know, we hold it 
in our hands." 

"Would it not be 
strange if that were 
true ?'' said the young 
man. "Allow me to 
recite you a sonnet 
which contains this 
thought?" 

"By all means ," 
said the kind lady's 
friend. 

The young m a n 
looked on the ground 
as though contemplat
ing this terrestrial orb 
upon which his feet 
rested. 

" 'Shall we not weary in 
the endless days 

Hereafter for the mur
mur of the sea? 

The cool salt air across 
some grassy lea, 

Shall we not go bewil
dered through a 
maze 

Of stately streets with 
g l i t t e r ing gems 
ablaze, 

Forlorn amid the 
pearl and ivory, 

Straining our eyes beyond the bourne to see 
Phantoms from life's perforce relinquished 

ways? 
Give us again the crazy clay-built nest, 
Summer and soft, unseasonable Spring, 
Our flowers to pluck, our broken songs to sing, 

Our fairy gold of evening in the West. 
Still to the land we love our longings cling, 
The dear vain world of turmoil and unrest.' " 

The woman sat very still. For a while 
neither spoke. Then 
with a sigh the woman 
echoed: 

' ' Forlorn amid the pearl 
and ivory!'" 

and again she said: 

' ' The dear vain world of 
turmoil and un
rest.' 

Do you be l ieve"— 
and she turned to the 
young man who still 
gazed upon the earth 
— " d o you believe 
that heaven can be 
si tuated in Hester 
Street?" 

" I do," said the 
young man raising his 
eyes. 
' "And that this in

fant has wandered like 
the Peri and is outside 
of her particular para
dise, straying— 

' . . . bewildered 
through a maze 

Of stately streets with glit
tering gems ablaze.' 

Yes, I think so," said 
the young man. " I 
have observed that 
the various costly ar
ticles—carpets, silver, 
volumes, pictures—do 
not excite her envy, 
nor her admiration; 
not even her curiosity 
until you discuss with 
her, at her request, 
w h a t these t h i n g s 
have cost; then her 
attention becomes riv
eted. But I am con
vinced she still is not 

concerned with the beauty or the utility 
of these articles. The mention of money, 
however, calls to mind coveted objects of 
her own—a certain tawdry frock, a doll 
of low degree and humble antecedents, 
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maybe a puppy of doubtful parentage, or 
articles of food which you and yours would 
regard with abhorrence. I t is doubtless 
the case that diadems sit heavy on the 
brows of kings and that Hodge in his 
furrow finds the ploughshare a hard 
master-

" 'Then happy low! lie down. 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown!' 

"Thus the monarch apostrophizes the 
clown. Place the clown upon the throne 
and he will die of ennui. Bind the king 
to the plough and the burdens of state 
will appear as thistle-down. The king
dom of God is within you ! The kingdom 
of heaven is at hand ! ! Not thither nor 
yon, but here and now." 

"We have moralized delightfully," 
said the kind lady's friend. "What now 
are our conclusions?" 

"Tha t the king shall stick to his crown 
and the shoemaker to his last," said the 
young man. 

"And we think, do we not," said the 
lady, " tha t the shoemaker's paradise, 
did he but know it, is as perfect as the 
emperor's? Thus is the balance struck 
between the king and the cobbler—the 
meek exalted and the mighty cast down. 
The last and the crown are equally king
doms of heaven." 

"Quite so," said the thoughtful young 
man. " I t may even be that the last shall 
be first." 

"Tha t , " said the friend of the kind 
lady, "effectually bars you from peaceful 
retrospection in the life to come." 

" I fear I shall be damned," said the 
thoughtful young man. " I t is an old 
failing." 

Here the kind lady approached with 
the child from the slums. 

" I cannot make this dear child out," 
she declared. "She does not seem to be 
happy, she does not like to play, and I am 
afraid she is sickening for some dreadful 
illness. She is downcast and tearful." 

A servant handed the kind lady a letter 
which, with apologies, she read. 

"The child's mother writes that she 
wishes her to return to the city at once," 
said the kind lady in dismay. 

The child, previously a prey to deepest 
dejection, clapped her hands and jumped 
for joy, truly a transformed being. 

"Do you want to go back to the hot 
c i ty?" said the kind lady. 

"Oh, yes! Please! Please let me go!" 
cried the child eagerly. " I want to go 
home ! I want to go home !" 

The kind lady looked hurt. "Very 
well," she said. " Go and get your things 
on and I'll send you up to town. Really," 
she pouted when the child had danced 
gleefully into the house, "really, I 
thought the little creature would have 
had simply a heavenly time here." 

" Heaven is in Hester Street!" said the 
thoughtful young man. 



SCALING ZION 
By Olivia Howard Dunbar 

Author of "Educa t ing the Binneys" 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY A R T H U R L I T L E 

T was a late Saturday after
noon. The thin air held a 
bit ter-sweet, almost as
tringent quality, together 
with lavish promises of the 
still-unfurled spring. As 

I casually approached the home of the 
Binneys the lively pounding of a hun
dred hammers sounded from the vacant 
lot in the street below, accustomed scene 
of the entire yearly procession of out
door festivals, from circuses to " Chautau-
quas." The tabernacle, I suddenly re
membered, was to be finished that night, 
and the aching, blistered zealots who, 
strictly without profane aid or counsel, 
had undertaken to build it in a week 
must now be triumphantly driving the 
final nails. By midnight the improvised 
temple would be complete; the following 
afternoon would initiate the revival. The 
occasion seemed propitious for a call up
on Leota Binney; and I raised the gate-
latch. 

The unbroken twin oblongs that com
prised the Binney lawn were so gener
ously sprinkled with young children that 
a stranger to this engaging family might 
have supposed a party to be in progress; 
and the wide porch was agreeably gar
landed with little climbing figures that, 
as I came near, silently dropped to the 
ground, assuming decorous and inex
pressive attitudes. The world at large 
fawned and smirked, as grown-ups blindly 
will, upon the Binney children, but alto
gether in vain; there was no ensnaring 
these politely elusive young creatures. 
They seemed always on the border of 
some secret universe of their own into 
which, at even the most delicate hint of 
familiarity, they'would bafflingly with
draw. It was for this reason that, dar
lings though they were, I saluted them 
with reserve. 

Before I had time to ring, the door 
opened and I was face to face with Mrs. 
Binney, together with a man and woman 

whom I failed to recognize. In Leota 
there was visible a peculiar, an unprec
edented, ardency. She looked fondly, 
eagerly, from her departing guests to me. 
I t was obviously her wish to "bring us 
together." 

"Mr. McNethy"—she proudly pre
sented a short, stocky, florid man. Then, 
the second figure being of plainly less im
portance, she added, with a significant 
drop in emphasis—"and Mrs. McNethy." 

Both Mr. and Mrs. McNethy seized 
and shook my unprepared hand with 
something more than conventional cor
diality. Smarting, I withdrew with what 
suavity I could muster from their profes
sional grip. 

"The advance agent," Leota was ex
plaining when we two were seated in the 
house a moment later. "For the revival, 
you know. They've been with us a 
week." 

"That seems hardly fair," I protested, 
trying vainly, through the broad win
dow by which I sat, to include all the lit
tle Binneys within my range of vision. 
"Couldn't some one with a—with a sim
pler household than yours have been 
asked to shelter them?" 

" I did dread it, before they came!" 
she confessed with a sudden wistfulness. 
" Verna Wyckoff had nervous prostration 
for two years, she told me, after the last 
revival. She entertained five or six, and 
none of them would eat anything but 
chicken. So she fried it for them all day 
long until her head began to sizzle in
side. . . . You see, I've no one to help 
me with the cooking just now. And I 
hated to move so many of the children 
into the woodshed, especially so early in 
the year. But the minute the McNethys 
came, I knew they were—different." Her 
entranced eyes sought to follow the 
briskly stepping figures down the street. 
"He's really wonderful." 

I made the comment that Mr. McNe-
thy's frankly secular appearance didn't, 
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after all, distinguish him; that it merely 
corresponded with current evangelistic 
fashions. But Leota wouldn't let this 
pass. 

"Oh, he's not like any of the others," 
she insisted naively. " His views are so— 
broad. Why, he's been a prospector. 
And before he got swept into this work 
he was an automobile agent. He knows 
how to apply business principles, you see. 
It 's fascinating to hear him talk about it. 
Even Doctor Pettigrew, of the Board of 
Missions, who was with us for dinner a 
day or so ago, was enormously impressed 
with him." 

"Doctor Pettigrew!" I was by no 
means ignorant that this name had an 
indescribable local resonance. "Leota, I 
hope that doesn't mean you're going back 
to India." My accidental sharing of 
their homeward voyage, which had first 
aroused my interest in the Binneys as a 
family, had also informed me fully as to 
Mrs. Binney's own attitude in regard to 
the "foreign field." 

" I t ' s my nightmare, of course !" she de
clared frankly. "And lately I've been— 
oh, I can't tell you how tortured with the 
fear of i t ! You understand, I know, what 
I feel, and no one else does understand. 
Oh, if that abominable India might only 
be—swallowed up in an earthquake !" A 
long-subdued passion altered strangely 
her trivial little voice and lent her child
ish outburst almost the character of 
an imprecation. Then she added, more 
lightly: "But I suppose that would only 
mean that we should have to pack up 
and go to Egypt and dispute the pyra
mids!" 

I ventured, as delicately as possible, to 
inquire the sentiments of the Reverend 
Wilbur Binney. 

"Oh, Wilbur would have gone back to 
India long ago, ill as he's been," she flung 
off with bitterness, "if he hadn't fortu
nately felt a certain obligation toward me 
and the children not to commit suicide. 
But now he insists that he's much better 
—though you can see how frail he is— 
and that he 'feels the call.' Preachers' 
wives learn to know what that means. 
And so I—" She paused abruptly. 

"What is your plan, Leota?" 
She hesitated, flushing deeply. "Ask 

me when the revival is over. I may have 

something to tell you then. There's no
body else in the world I would tell it to." 

I t was easy to take her at her word. 
The ingenious and discreet Leota would 
never defeat her own projects by bab
bling of them. Having secured her prom
ise, I rose hastily, for we kept early hours 
in Circleville. " I don't like to let you 
go," she said, and then acknowledged, 
half sentimentally: "Bu t I did promise 
to cook beefsteak and onions for Mr. Mc-
Nethy's supper, and he has to have it 
promptly at six." 

Nobody put it into words—indeed, it 
may be that nobody really grasped it— 
but I had seen for myself, on coming back 
to Circleville after two years in the East, 
that the fortunes of the Binneys were at 
an acutely critical stage. I did not know 
how evangelical authorities might inter
pret a furlough; but the Reverend Wil
bur Binney, missionary to India, had 
clearly stretched his to unprecedented 
length. For two years and a half he had 
been absent from the "foreign field"; and " 
his health now being at least partially re
stored, I guessed that the jealous eyes of 
the missionary world were impatiently 
upon him. I t is true that in the interval 
of his convalescence he had been insinu
ated, by the always adroit manipulations 
of his wife, into the faculty of the local 
theological seminary, whence he himself 
had earlier issued; and that Leota had 
looked forward to the substitution, for 
the present temporary arrangement, of 
that life tenure of office which her hus
band's colleagues so safely and smugly en
joyed. But the real menace lay in the 
fact that these others were no more se
curely placed than he, should the insti
tution itself collapse. And the first news 
I had gathered in Circleville was that the 
shortage of students would probably 
force the closing of the seminary at the 
end of the current year. In which cruel 
event Leota would have no alternative 
but to assemble her regiment of neat 
blond children, renounce the abundantly 
sustaining satisfactions of Circleville, and 
a second time depart for the detested Pun
jab. 

For in their position, as she had more 
than once plaintively set forth to me, it 
wasn't as if they could ever be comfort
ably overlooked or indeed even for an 
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instant relieved from the search-lights 
either of official or of popular curiosity. 
There was no hope whatever that the na
ture of their odious calling might become 
a little blurred or perhaps even, in the 
absorbing pressure of more vivid inter
ests, half forgotten. If the Women's 
Missionary Association wasn't holding a 
ten days' session in Circleville, with sev
eral hundred women to be sheltered and 
fed, half a dozen in each home, and meet
ings to be attended at every hour in the 
day, then one was forced to act as dele
gate to some temperance convention or 
Sunday-school conference, or one was be
ing called upon to organize a "welcome 
week " for the oldest woman missionary, 
a militant proselyter of ninety, who had 
wrestled with the native religions of who 
could say how many tropic peoples. In 
short, one was always having to declare 
oneself in one's professional character, and 
this in the face of domestic and social be-
guilements that to Leota were the very 
wine of living. A commonplace creature, 
perhaps, this missionary's wife; and yet 
engrossing to me by virtue of her singu
lar relation to the ecclesiasticism that 
nourished and that menaced her, that she 
simultaneously cajoled and combated, 
quite as though it were a brutish tyrant 
and she its resentful and treacherous 
slave. 

And now we were to have a revival. 
This couldn't, of course, take place with
out the missionary question coming to 
the front; and, as I have pointed out, 
Leota's peace of mind depended on its 
not coming to the front. I had supposed, 
therefore, that she was facing a peculiarly 
unwelcome situation, and that to her it 
must be a matter of profound distaste 
that we had been at great pains to secure 
the Reverend Royal P. Odum, of Texas, 
an evangelist of renown, though not, as we 
carefully distinguished, of notoriety, and 
that we were preparing, in our practical 
way, to subject ourselves to his influence. 

For with us a revival is never the sen
sational affair that it can become in 
worldlier communities. I t is an orthodox 
observance, merely. Indeed, we should 
scarcely dare, at approximately regular 
intervals, to omit one, having, as we do, a 
reputation for conservative piety to sus
tain. I t doesn't even occur to us to rebel 

at the expenditure—profligate, from our 
usual standpoint—that these occasions 
demand. We likewise accept it as a mat
ter of course that the evangelical party 
shall be distributed among our homes, 
and that, declining the too constraining 
position usually occupied by guests, they 
shall, after the manner of a conquering 
army, bring their own cooks, who, at the 
seasons most convenient to their employ
ers, exclusively occupy the kitchens of 
their hosts, the raw materials being levied 
from the community at large. Individu
ally we may make a cynical comment or 
two upon the severe toll suffered by our 
chicken-yards, our potato-bins, and our 
jelly-closets; and now and then, pro
longed pre-emption, by strangers, of its 
cooking facilities may unpleasantly af
fect the nerves of a famished household; 
but in general we surrender tamely to the 
invaders. 

When, the next afternoon, a very defi
nite curiosity brought me to the doors of 
the tabernacle, they were already closed. 
The thin, timid volume of song that 
leaked through roughly joined boards told 
me that the campaign against sin had 
begun. Voices distrustful of themselves 
and of one another joined uncertainly in 
a whining, monotonous melody. After a 
number of repetitions I contrived to dis
tinguish the words. 

"I feel like going on, Brother, 
I feel like going on. 

I'm on my way to Zion and "—[pause] 
" I-feel-like-going-on." 

The doors swung open wide enough to 
admit me. The blindingly bright taber
nacle was full and the entire audience on 
its feet. Instantly, from somewhere with
in the crowded building, a short, heavy 
figure made a resolute if clumsy leap to
ward me, seized my hand, and spoke my 
name. I had some difficulty in recogniz
ing Albert McNethy, the advance agent. 
But it struck me as evidence of a consum
mate professional alertness that he ap
parently had none in recognizing me, 
though there had been but our single en
counter. 

"You want to sit near the front," he 
informed me. "Acoustics are bad and 
you want to be sure of hearing Mr. Odum. 
Great talk he's going to give to-night. 
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Wake 'em up a little. Just follow me and 
I'll see that you're seated." 

Longingly, but without protest, I looked 
toward the rear benches. In the jovial 
McNethy I had perceived a power one 
did not oppose. 

"I feel like going on, brother," the audi
ence of which I had become a part, now 

with expert emotional effect, then pause 
and, laughing softly, urge to emulation. 
It was all tentative and preliminary, like 
the first day at school. 

I t was only during the brief periods 
when we were allowed to occupy our seats 
that I could observe that at the left of the 
platform, austerely black-coated, after 

Meanwhile, McNethy himself was everywhere, displaying a riotous, theatrical 
activity—forcing the sale of "song sheets."—Page 404. 

wailed with heartier emphasis and at 
the direction, I now saw, of a tall, smil
ing young man who stood on the very 
edge of the platform—undoubtedly Orion 
Hughes, "the Welsh singer," one of the 
greatly advertised features of the revival. 
Gently, laughingly, with caressing voice, 
outstretched arms, and delicate play of 
his sensitive, actor's fingers, he manip
ulated the thousands facing him. He 
coaxed, teased, admonished. Motioning 
to silence, he would sing a verse alone 

the manner of the "divines" of earlier 
generations, were massed the clergy—that 
is to say, the Protestant clergy—of the 
town, ostentatiously brothering one an
other, magnanimously ignoring sectarian 
distinctions, even welcoming, though with 
a manifestly forced cordiality, two negro 
preachers who had hardily claimed their 
technical right to join the group. Wilbur 
Binney, lean, grave, almost grotesquely 
clerical, sat, by virtue of his especial 
prestige, in the front row. His wife, at-
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tended by a relatively light sprinkling of 
her flock, I had already discovered in 
the audience, next mild Mrs. McNethy. 
For whatever the public occasion in Cir-
cleville might be, one's eye always did 
light first, not, indeed, on colorless Leota, 
but on the long, orderly, ever so gradually 
diminishing line of little Binneys that be
longed to her. 

Meanwhile, McNethy himself was ev
erywhere, displaying a riotous, theat
rical activity—forcing the sale of "song 
sheets" a dozen at a time, insisting that 
timid laggards take seats squarely in 
front, joking boisterously to tight and left 
of him. They had given him the clown's 
part to play, and he was playing it with a 
clown's astuteness. Yet his antics did not 
prevent the afternoon from being very 
dull. As in some tedious play, the en
trance of the star seemed intolerably de-
layed^. Some of the Circleville preachers 
droned wordy prayers, others read unre
strainedly from the Bible, there was an 
endless whining of hymns before, at last, 
Royal P. Odum, of Texas, rose in lei
surely fashion from his comfortable chair. 
Sleek, smooth-faced, thin-lipped, he had 
the look of an old-fashioned tragedian. 
He made a long, calculated pause. 

" M y friends," he then drawled, " in a 
distant Western city I once talked with 
an atheist." 

The sensation that he awaited did rip
ple gently, but very gently, over his audi
ence. He concluded his anecdote and be
gan again. But his talk was so innocent 
of rhetorical design that I assumed it to 
be scarcely more than a rearrangement of 
his stock vocabulary, in which the words 
sin, hell, infidel, devil, rum were inordi
nately stressed. My bored glance strayed 
to the Binneys, who, as usual, had an air 
of merely polite interest. Whatever Leo-
ta's secret might be, she was for the pres
ent simply biding her time. And at the 
end she assembled her youngsters and 
vanished promptly. 

But two days later I perceived that 
something was afoot. 

By this time the revivalists were well 
warmed up to the violent labor of soul-
saving. Royal P. Odum's snarling ut
terances had become informed by a vin
dictive energy. "For every vacant seat 
in this tabernacle," he shouted nasally, 

" there is a hypocrite in Circleville to
night !" In the intervals of his denunci
ation his more accomplished colleague, 
Orion Hughes, showed that he had art
fully wooed his chorus, if not to melody, 
at least to fervor and complete self-confi
dence. 

" When the battle's over I shall wear a crown," 

they were vociferating— 

" To the new Jerusalem." 

In Circleville, once a revival is under 
way, deputies are set at work all over the 
tabernacle. Local ministers, elders, Sun
day-school teachers begin unobtrusively 
to circulate among the audiences, to accel
erate the machinery of salvation, to guide 
stumbling or reluctant feet upon the saw
dust trail. And in this undertaking the 
Circleville clergy have always worked side 
by side in purely disinterested zeal. By 
explicit prearrangement, indeed by invio
late tradition, they are all, so to speak, on 
their honor. They may not use this op
portunity for sectarian ends. The Bap
tist preacher knows that he may not make 
a specifically Baptist convert nor the 
Methodist hint of Methodism. The saved 
soul must indicate, uninfluenced, the tem
ple of his choice. 

So to-night, throughout the noisy prog
ress of the meeting, stealthy-footed figures 
were everywhere approaching the mani
festly irresolute from the rear, tapping 
them upon the sleeve, and then pro
pounding some obviously disconcerting 
query. Among the group thus occupied, 
it was with profound amazement that I 
noted, not Wilbur Binney, the zealot, but 
his secularly minded wife. That Leota 
Binney, whose genuine interests were so 
few and so quaintly of the sort once 
known as "feminine," should, of her own 
initiative, concern herself, and publicly, 
with other people's souls, was discord
antly out of key. The thing piqued me. 
I determined to continue my visits to the 
tabernacle. 

By the next evening it was apparent 
that the versatile McNethy was director 
of the band of deputy soul-savers. Leota 
had therefore assumed her unnatural ro1e 
at his instigation, though his reason for 
pressing her into this particular service 
was certainly obscure. I watched them 
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both after this with what I must confess 
was the sheerest curiosity; and I caught 
continual evidence of a curious complicity 
between them that I somehow knew had 
cause for existence other than the mere 
business of the revival. Delicate, un
voiced communications were always being 
exchanged, even while they were ostensi
bly engaged in wrestling with the uncon
verted. I t would have been impossible 

dox among us; in conversation with 
strangers it had been our readiest allu
sion. But now, pitifully reduced as it was 
to seven students—though with a para
sitical and seemingly ineradicable faculty 
of eight—we admitted that the feeble an
cient thing must accept the fact of its own 
senility; that in such anaemic plight it 
couldn't reasonably ask a further grant of 
life. And a month later the final doom 

He had, indeed, no choice but to be conquered and convinced.—Page 498. 

to put a vulgar construction upon what I 
saw. That is to say, I didn't for a mo
ment suspect the excellent McNethy of 
making love to Leota. But it did oc
cur to me that the object of their con
tinual secret conferences might be, from 
other points of view than their own, per
haps a little short of legitimate. I had 
known Leota when seriously in earnest 
to suspend a scruple or two; and she had, 
of course, boasted to me that McNethy 
was a liberated spirit. 

Meanwhile, everywhere outside the 
tabernacle my ears were assailed by grim 
prophecies of the early death of the semi
nary. We had always taken this institu
tion very seriously, even the least ortho-

was to be pronounced. In imagination I 
already saw the Binneys drearily, multi-
tudinously, embarked upon their second, 
perhaps their permanent, exile. 

When it fell out one night that Leota 
and I left the tabernacle together, Wil
bur Binney being detained by his fellow 
clerics, I seized the opportunity of walk
ing with her to her gate. I t was a matter 
of course that we should talk of the re
vival, so long as the revival was in prog
ress, and I led her promptly and design
edly to speak of McNethy's part in it. 

" Mr. McNethy ? " The moment's hes
itation merely indicated her deliberate 
and absolute s u r r e n d e r to this vast 
theme. 
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"Why, can't you see that he is the re
vival? That is, it's utterly his own cre
ation. What can those others do beyond 
what he tells them? They're puppets, 
all of them, and pretty poor ones, even 
Mr. Odum, though it's he who's given 
credit for everything. Mr. Odum!" she 
repeated with intense s c o r n . "Mr. 
Odum! 

"And yet all that you see going on here 
is really past history to Mr. McNethy 
now. His mind is five or six months 
ahead, planning the next campaigns, 
wherever they're to be. Why, if you can 
believe it, he's really forgotten this one! 
. . . Oh, of course," she parroted, " i t ' s 
only a matter of efficiency. Evangelism 
is learning how to use business methods. 
That's what you can't help admiring 
about Mr. McNethy, his enormous prac
ticality." 

Not wholly bored, I walked silently on 
while Leota continued to twine veils of 
glamour about the squat, common, bois
terous little man. But the objects of 
her passionate idealization had always, I 
remembered, been inexplicably chosen. 
Hadn't she for years clung to the bleak, 
petty standards of her provincial Mid
dle Western birthplace, utterly untouched 
by the magic of India ? For her the East 
had never been a land of splendor and 
mystery; it had merely been the lamenta
ble antithesis of Circleville. 

"And then he's so human, so unsel
fish," the chant went on. "If you could 
know what he is doing for me at this mo
ment, what he is saving us from ! Why, it 
sounded as impossible as the things they 
used to undertake in fairy-tales. And 
yet it's done, or it 's going to be. No, I 
can't tell you yet; I mustn' t ." 

"Of course he is grateful for all that you 
do for him," I suggested. 

"He is good enough to say that it 's a 
help to him to be with us. And I do what 
I can. A week ago I turned the children 
out of still another room and gave it to 
him to rest in, and I always see that he 
has his sausages and buckwheat cakes in 
the morning. Wilbur never eats any
thing but oatmeal and prunes, but I 'm 
really glad to take the extra trouble. I 
don't think Wilbur really understands 
Mr. McNethy. Wilbur, you know, isn't 
—practical. He never was." 
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I murmured vague assents. What was 
I to conclude, after all, from this confi
dence, unless that the advance agent, by 
way of obliging his hostess, was under
mining, in his "efficient" way, the entire 
missionary structure—destroying the in
dispensable agencies of Wilbur Binney's 
pious toil? . . . 

Night after night we continued faith
fully to attend the revival. Spring had 
come upon us prematurely and the nights 
were soft, heavy, faintly starlit. Inside 
the tabernacle the women solaced them
selves with fans and the men mopped 
their faces. Yet we listened with appar
ent serenity to the evangelist's ill-tem
pered censure of our presumptive sins; 
and we gave our voices unstintedly to the 
many-times-repeated verses of "Some
body Cares." 

The truth was that at this point we 
were all waiting. We weren't, any of 
us, without our curiosity as to where 
the mysterious emotional lightning would 
strike—which careless, prosaic man or 
woman of us would next undergo the psy
chological experience that would lead, 
there before us all, to repentance and 
abasement and strange tears—in short, to 
public conversion. We didn't, perhaps, 
acknowledge our leaning toward the spec
tacular aspect of our spiritual rehabilita
tion. But we hadn't much drama in Cir
cleville, and we were alive to what there 
was. 

But the particular drama that occupied 
my own attention, if it was a drama at all, 
at the same time continued to mystify me 
completely. Depleted as she must have 
been by her heavy household burdens, 
Leota Binney nevertheless appeared to 
give herself nightly with feverish energy to 
the work of the revival. I couldn't mea
sure what she accomplished; but I could 
see that McNethy, working with apparent 
ease, landed his converts almost with the 
regularity and precision of a machine. 
Had he once definitely approached me, 
with that jaunty, confident air of his, I 
should doubtless have crumbled into ac
quiescence at the first word. But, hap
pily, the saving of my soul did not seem to 
tempt his formidable power, and scores of 
times he passed me by. 

So often, in fact, did he pass me by, 
and so rapidly did he convey his fleshy 
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frame—which always seemed dangerously 
ill-poised upon his short legs and small 
feet—from one end of the crowded taber
nacle to another, that I at last perceived 
that the subjects, shall I say, upon whom 
he operated were chosen by no faculty of 
his own, but by some agency with whom 
he was in constant, almost telepathic, com
munication—indeed, by Leota herself. 
Their method even rather closely resem
bled that of the principals in a "mind-
reading" entertainment; the dovetailing 
of their occult functions seemed mysteri
ously exact. 

I t was quite unperceived, I know, by 
other eyes than mine that Mrs. Binney 
one evening smoothly indicated to her 
co-operator a shy and solitary youth who 
chanced to be sitting next me. For years 
I had known him merely as "Chester," 
the butcher's boy, a hasty, speechless de
liverer of chops and sirloins at the kitchen 
door, though it is probable that, unknown 
to me, he possessed a surname. McNethy, 
after pausing for but the briefest estimate 
of his victim's powers of resistance, ac
complished a swift but heavy progress in 
his direction. Laying a plump, business
like hand on the boy's shoulder, he ad
vanced, in crisp, businesslike fashion, the 
usual formula: 

"Are you for Christ, brother?" 
The lad hesitated, which was also usual. 
McNethy grasped the limp arm and 

looked squarely into the embarrassed 
face. 

"You-are-but-you're-afraid-to-say-so," 
he pronounced rapidly. '' Now, look here. 
Sit down. I'll tell you how it is ." 

Chester had no choice but to listen. 
He had, indeed, no choice but to be con
quered and convinced. Fifteen minutes 
later, rapt and will-less, he suffered him
self to be propelled down the main aisle of 
the tabernacle and presented for blessing 
at the hands of Royal P. Odum. 

Fascinated, I would watch the opera
tion of this hypnotic method for hours at 
a time. Subjects presenting far greater 
difficulties than Chester, temperaments 
of really manifest obduracy, were han
dled with a technic in every case tri
umphant. And one couldn't help notic
ing that McNethy's professional concern 
seemed to be very little directed toward 
women and girls, who would, perhaps, 

have afforded his easiest and most sus
ceptible material. I shouldn't have sup
posed it an easy matter to soften the 
youthful perversity of the rich Fessen-
dens' boy, Dell, whose p a r e n t s con
strained him to sit sleek and compliant in 
church on Sundays, but whose repeated 
shattering of automobiles under sensa
tional circumstances had gained him a 
dark notoriety. But McNethy led Dell 
Fessenden to the trail as he led many an
other whom I failed to recognize. 

And yet, despite its salience, to my own 
perception, the conspiracy of Leota and 
the advance agent was, so far as other on
lookers were concerned, but the obscurest 
detail in the prolonged evangelical pag
eant. The energetically organized per
formance was on so large a scale, the noise 
so loud and various, and the emotional at
mosphere so increasingly dense and ob
scuring, that only a vigilant eye could 
have followed this one slender sequence 
of incident; indeed, as the glare and tu
mult reached their height-, it was no longer 
possible to trace the manoeuvres of my 
two conspirators; they were merged com
pletely in the shrill and radiant confu
sion. 

The revival ultimately waned. And 
coincidently with its waning the descent 
of an august, not wholly unfamiliar, 
presence was perceived by the commu
nity. Doctor Pettigrew, of our national 
"board," director of the lives and for
tunes of all our missionaries, revered arch-
potentate of our obscure denomination, 
came again to Circleville. The fact that 
he was the Binneys' guest, and for the 
second time within so brief a period, was 
only to be interpreted in one way. We 
believed that the Binneys were being 
brought rather sharply into line. With
out a question, Circleville prepared itself 
to dispense with the none too radiant per
sonality of Wilbur Binney and, more re
luctantly, with his wife's agreeable little 
talent for hospitality and gossip. Against 
the decisions of a Pettigrew there is no 
overt rebellion. 

The moment I learned that the rev
erend visitor had left town I flew to 
the Binneys'. Rather disconcertingly, I 
found the missionary and his wife to
gether; and it seemed to me that the 
shadow of a late momentous interview 
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still lay upon their troubled faces. I 
couldn't help wondering what Leota, set
ting out for India, would do with her 
newly acquired mahogany—or even with 
the little Binneys themselves. Weren't, 
in such cases, all but the very littlest 
children left behind ? 

With all this in mind, I could not feel 
that Doctor Pettigrew was a tactful topic. 
I therefore inquired in regard to Wilbur 
Binney's health. 

"Rather less encouraging, I thank you," 
he replied in a not quite steady voice. 
" It is a matter of the keenest regret to 
Mrs. Binney and myself that on that ac
count alone we are not yet able to go back 
to the mission field." 

"Doctor Pettigrew has been here," in
terposed Leota in expressionless tones. 

"And has made our opportunities in 
India seem more than ever precious," her 
husband supplemented. " But in another 
year I think there can be no further 
obstacle to our return. And, meanwhile, 
my course in exegesis at the seminary 
is—well, not too physically arduous and 
therefore no impediment to my " 

"But the seminary, Mr. Binney," I 
interrupted thoughtlessly. "Everybody 
says that it's to be " 

"Closed. I know. I t was the disas
ter that, in our little knowledge, we all 
feared. But by divine blessing the ex
cellent work is to continue. A goodly 
regiment of young warriors for the Lord 
has presented itself. I t 's quite in the na
ture of a miracle that they should have 
appeared at just this time. Most forti
fying to faith." 

Astounded, I-looked at Leota, who col
ored but said nothing. A few moments 
later we were alone. 

"There are six of them," she then an
nounced baldly. "They've jumped right 
into the seminary's mouth and it's swal
lowed them. Six really passable young 
men—think of i t ! So the seminary can 
be kept open and we can stay in Circle-
ville, and perhaps, after all, we need 

never see the Punjab again! You can 
guess why I didn't dare to speak a word 
until it was settled." 

"Bu t how did you " 
"Mr . McNethy has done it all," pro

claimed McNethy's disciple, allowing her 
inner rapture to betray itself. "The first 
time I told him about our affairs, and 
about India, he said there was no other 
way to straighten them out. As I told 
you, he looks at every side of a question. 
So we co-operated a little, he and I, and I 
told him what boys were—possible, and 
as soon as they appeared at the meetings 
he went to work on them. 

"Of course I helped all I could. But 
Wilbur must never know that. In fact, 
nobody but you must ever know any
thing of this or even suspect. It 's con
sidered such an outrageous thing to in
fluence a convert, as everybody knows. 
And these were influenced—oh, they were 
bludgeoned! Not one of them had the 
least chance after Mr. McNethy once 
took hold of him. Why, two of them 
came from Methodist families. But I 
haven't asked Mr. McNethy too many 
questions. I—thought it wiser not to." 

"Then I won't ask you any," I sug
gested. 

"Don' t ," she said. "Because, although 
everything is settled, I couldn't tell you 
how it's been done. Mr. McNethy has 
arranged it all, even to the matter of ad
mission requirements. I t 's some applica
tion of the university-extension princi
ple, I think. Does that sound right? 
And Mr. McNethy is trying very hard to 
persuade them to start a correspondence 
school in connection with the seminary 
—did I tell you? Preaching taught by 
mail. I t could easily be done, you know. 
Wilbur thinks it an excellent idea." 

"Then you're really rescued from the 
Punjab," I commented slowly. "And 
the poor old seminary is reprieved. We 
can all piously approve that." 

"Even Wilbur," agreed Leota with a 
curious smile. 



^ l ^ t ^ ^ ^ N one of his essays Robert 
W$m S ^ ^ Louis Stevenson discussed 
5 ® * £&% t n e technic of style, and he 
{§5SP $£§! ^e^ ** n e c e s s a r y t 0 begin 
S ^ g - ^ S S by apologizing and by ad-
i%^&r3^s» mitting that to the average 

man there is nothing more disenchant
ing "than to be shown the springs and 
mechanism of any art. All our arts and 
occupations lie wholly on the surface; it 
is on the surface that we perceive their 
beauty, fitness, and significance; and to 
pry below is to be appalled by their empti
ness and shocked by the coarseness of the 
strings and pulleys." He insisted that 
most of us dislike all explanations of artis
tic method on the principle laid down in 
"Hudibras": 

"Still the less they understand 
The more they admire the sleight-of-hand." 

No doubt, this is true of the majority, 
who are delighted by the result of the con
juror's skill and prefer not to have its 
secret revealed to them. But it is not 
true of a minority, who are ever eager to 
discover the devices whereby the marvel 
has been wrought; and it is this minority 
who constitute the insiders, so to speak, 
so far as that art is concerned, the ma
jority being content to be forever out
siders ignorant of the technical difficulties 
and the technical dangers which the art
ist has triumphantly overcome. The in
sider, the expert, the artist himself, the 
critic of wise penetration, is ever intensely 
interested in technic—as Stevenson him
self testified in another essay: " A tech
nicality is always welcome to the expert, 
whether in athletics, art, or law; I have 
heard the best kind of talk on technicali
ties from such rare and happy persons as 
both know and love their business." 

It is a sign of the constantly increasing 
interest in the drama that more and more 
theatre-goers are showing an eager desire 
to understand the secrets of the two allied 
arts of the theatre, the art of the play-
maker and the art of the player, each de

pendent upon the other, each incapable 
of exercise without the aid of the other. 
The work of the author can be revealed 
completely only by the work of the actor; 
and the actor can do nothing unless the 
author gives him something to do. The 
dramaturgic art and the histrionic art are 
interdependent; they are Siamese twins, 
bound by a tie of flesh and blood. They 
can quarrel, as perhaps Chang and Eng 
may have had their fraternal disagree
ments; but they can separate only under 
the penalty of a double death. At every 
hour of their joint existence they have to 
consider and to serve one another, what
ever their jealousies may be. 

I t is true that there have been periods 
when acting flourished and the drama lan
guished, as in the midyears of the nine
teenth century in Great Britain and the 
United States. Yet in these decades the 
performer unprovided with profitable 
parts by the playwrights of his own time 
was able to find what he needed in the 
plays of the past, in which moreover he 
could experience the keen pleasure of 
measuring himself with the memory of 
the foremost performers of the preceding 
generation. John Philip Kemble cared 
little for new parts in new plays; and it 
was said of him that he thought all the 
good parts had already been written. Ed
win Booth was content with the char
acters that Shakspere had created; and 
Joseph Jefferson found in one of Sheri
dan's comedies a character he preferred to 
any of those in the countless modern plays 
which aspiring authors were forever pes
tering him to produce. 

I t needs to be noted, however, that 
there is danger to the drama in these 
periods when the actor is supreme and 
when he feels at liberty to revise the mas
terpieces of the past in accord with his 
own whim and perhaps in compliance 
with his own self-esteem. Jefferson was 
both skilful and tactful in his rearrange
ment of the "Rivals" ; he added but 
little of his own, and what he omitted was 
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little loss. None the less was there a cer
tain justice in the jibe of his cousin, Wil
liam Warren, to the effect that however 
delightful Jefferson's Bob Acres might be, 
it left "Sheridan twenty miles away." 
Far less excusable was Macready's vio
lent condensation of the "Merchant of 
Venice" into a mere Shylock piece, omit
ting the final act at Belmont and ending 
with the trial scene. 

It is in these periods of dramatic penury 
that the actor is able to usurp an undue 
share of popular attention. In periods of 
dramatic productivity his importance is 
less unduly magnified; and even if plays 
are written specially for him, they are 
rarely mere vehicles for the display of his 
histrionic accomplishment; most of them 
are solidly constructed works of art, in 
which the character he is to personate is 
kept in its proper proportion to the others. 
A playwright willing to manufacture a 
piece which is only a vehicle for an actor 
is humbling himself to be the domestic 
of the practitioner of the sister art. But 
the dramatist who is not eager to profit 
by the special gifts of the foremost actors 
who are his contemporaries and his com
rades is simply neglecting his obvious op
portunities. 

It is a credit and not a discredit to 
Sophocles and to Shakspere, to Moliere 
and to Racine, to Sheridan and to Augier 
that they made use of the possibilities 
they perceived in the performers of their 
own time. I t may be a discredit to Sar-
dou that he wrote a series of effective but 
false melodramas for Sarah-Bernhardt, 
not because he composed these plays for 
her, but because they were unworthy of 
him. It was not a discredit to Rostand 
that he put together "Cyrano de Ber-
gerac" and "LAig lon" and "Chante-
cler," one after another, in order that the 
dominant character in each should be im
personated by the incomparably versatile 
Coquelin, because in composing them for 
this comedian the author did not subor
dinate himself; because he did not sacri
fice a play to a part; and because he was 
not content, as Sardou had been, to make 
a whole play out of a single part. 

To those who had followed the career 
of this comedian it was obvious that 
"Cyrano de Bergerac" had been written 
not only for Coquelin but around him, 

in order to let him display in one piece 
as many as*possible of the facets of 
his genius already disclosed in a host of 
other plays. I t was equally evident that 
" Chantecler," with all its lyric exuber
ance, was also a play tailor-made for the 
brilliant comedian with the clarion voice, 
who could be both vivacious and pathetic. 
I t is even possible that the first suggestion 
of this barn-yard fantasy may be found in 
the fact that the comedian was in the 
habit of signing his notes to his intimates 
with the single syllable "Coq." 

But it is likely to surprise those who 
remember that the part of the "Eagle t" 
was written for Sarah-Bernhardt and 
that Coquelin did not appear in the play 
when it was originally performed, to learn 
that none the less was it begun with the 
sole intention of providing him with a 
congenial character. Yet such is the case, 
as Coquelin told me himself. 

As he and Rostand were leaving one of 
the final rehearsals of "Cyrano," the poet 
said to the player: "This is not going to be 
the last piece that I shall write for you, 
of course. Tell me now, what kind of a 
character do you wan t? " 

And Coquelin answered politely that he 
would be delighted to produce any piece 
that Rostand might bring him. 

"No, no," returned the author; " tha t 
is all very well; but what I'd like to do 
is to write a play specifically for you, and 
to please you. Isn't there some character 
which you have always longed to imper
sonate and which has never come your, 
w a y ? " 

Coquelin thought for a moment, and 
then he admitted that there was one type 
which he had not attempted and which 
he had often wished to act. This was an 
aging veteran of Napoleon's armies, who 
had followed the Little Corporal in all 
his campaigns from Egypt to Russia— 
the type depicted in Raffet's sketches, 
the type familiarly known as " the old 
grumbler of the empire," le vieux grognard 
de l'Empire. 

"Excellent!" cried Rostand. "Excel
lent ! I shall set to work on it as soon as 
we get 'Cyrano' out of the way." 

If this was the starting-point of " L A i 
glon," how was it that the play was writ
ten for Sarah-Bernhardt and not for Co
quelin? And to find the answer to this 
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we must go into the workshop of the dram
atist. If the old soldier of Napoleon is to 
be the central figure of the play, then Na
poleon himself must not appear in the 
piece, since the Emperor was a personality 
so overmastering that he could not be 
made a subordinate in the story. There
fore the action must take place after Na
poleon's exile and death. Yet, after all, 
the old soldier is devoted to Napoleon, 
and the memory of his dead leader must 
be potent in the plot, if possible. And 
the old soldier, if he is to be interesting 
on the stage, must be a man of action, 
strong-willed, resolute, and ingenious; he 
must be engaged in a plot intimately re
lated to Napoleon. I t is well known 
that after the return of the Bourbons the 
Bonapartists were speedily disaffected 
and that there were several intrigues to 
restore the empire with Napoleon's son 
as Emperor. 

Thus Rostand was led irresistibly to 
the little King of Rome, an exile in Aus
tria living almost in captivity with his 
Austrian mother. And then all the pos
sibilities of the pale and pathetic profile 
of the Eaglet disclosed themselves to 
Rostand one after another; and from the 
old soldier planning to put his master's 
son on his master's throne the poet's in
terest shifted to the young prince in whom 
there were resemblances to "Richard I I " 
and to " Hamlet." So the Duke of Reich-
stadt became the hero of the piece and 
took the centre of the stage. Yet the old 
soldier, Flambeau, still bulked so big in 
Rostand's mind that he was allowed to 
occupy a wholly disproportionate space 
in the play. In the plot of "L'Aiglon" 
as it was finally elaborated, Flambeau 
ought to have been only one of a host of 
accessory characters revolving around the 
feeble and weak-willed prince crushed be
neath a responsibility far beyond his ca
pacity. 

When Jules Lemaitre, as the critic of 
the Debats, was called on to comment 
upon his own comedy, "L'Age Difficile," 
he contented himself with telling his 
readers how he came to write the play 
and with describing the successive steps 
of its inception, growth, and composition. 
The exciting cause was the suggestion 
that he should prepare a piece for Coque-
lin. Naturally he was delighted at the 

possibility of having so accomplished an 
interpreter for the chief character of the 
play he might write; and his invention 
was instantly set in motion. As an actor 
is likely to be most effective when he is 
least made up, Lemaitre started with 
Coquelin as a man of about forty-five or 
fifty; and this led him to consider the spe
cial dangers of that period in a man's life. 
So it was that he hit upon the theme of 
his comedy, the "Difficult Age," and this 
theme he developed so richly that the 
story seemed to have been devised solely 
to illustrate the thesis. In fact, if Le
maitre had not frankly confessed that the 
exciting cause of his comedy was the de
sire to find a part to fit Coquelin, no spec
tator of the play would ever have sus
pected it. 

If there had been no Coquelin, there 
would have been no "Age Difficile" and 
no "Chantecler," no "Aiglon" and no 
"Cyrano de Bergerac," just as it is pos
sible that without Mile. Champmesle there 
might have been no " Phedre " and with
out Burbage there might have been no 
"Hamlet ," no "Othello," and no "Lear." 
For the full expansion of the energy of 
the dramatic poet the stimulus of the 
actor is as necessary as the response of the 
audience. In his old age Goethe confided 
to Eckermann that he had been dis
couraged as a dramatist by the lack of 
these two necessities. "If I had produced 
an effect, and had met with applause, I 
would have written a round dozen of 
pieces such as 'Iphigenia' and 'Tasso': 
there was no deficiency of material. But 
actors were wanting to represent such 
pieces with life and spirit; and a public 
was wanting to hear and receive them 
with sympathy." 

The merely literary critic who judges 
a drama as if it were a lyric, as if it were 
simply the expression of the poet's mood 
at the moment of creation, often fails to 
understand the play because he has no 
consciousness of the complexity of the 
dramatic art, which must needs languish 
unless there is the hearty co-operation of 
the three necessary elements—the play
wright to compose, the player to imper
sonate, and the playgoer to respond to 
the double appeal of player and play
wright. If the players were ever to go 
on strike, the playwright would soon 
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starve; and if the playgoers were to aban
don their pleasant habit, both players 
and playwrights would face a dreary 
prospect of lean years. 

The dramatists have always been con
scious of the intimacy with which their 
work is associated with the work of the 
actors. In the preface to one of his slight
est pieces, "L'Amour Medecin," Moliere 
puts his opinion on record: "Everybody 
knows that comedies are written only 
to be acted, and I recommend the read
ing of this play only to those who have 
eyes to discover while reading all the 
by-play of the stage." And Mr. Henry 
Arthur Jones asserts that "actors are 
on the stage to fill in a hundred sup
plementary touches to the author's ten; 
—but this leads to the quaintest results, 
since the actor has the choice of filling in 
the wrong hundred in the wrong places. 
And the public and critics always suppose 
that he has filled them in rightly. How 
can they do otherwise? They can judge 
only by what they see and hear." 

Here is what may be called the paradox 
of dramatic criticism—that on the first 
night of an unpublished play, the public 
and the critics have to take the perform
ance as a whole, finding it a task of 
insuperable delicacy to disentangle the 
work of the players from the work of the 
playwright. They can form their opinion 
of the value of the play itself only from 
that single performance; and they can 
form their opinion of the value of the in
dividual actor only from the impression 
he has made at that performance. Now, 
it is a matter of common knowledge that 
sometimes good parts are ill-played and 
bad parts well-played. But on the first 
night how are the public and the critics 
to know in advance which are the good 
parts and which are the bad parts? 
There are parts which seem to be showy 
and effective, and which are not so in 
reality. In French there is a term for 
them—"false good parts," faux bon roles. 
For example, in Sardou's "Patr ie ," per
haps his finest play, the heroine has to 
express an incessant series of emotions; 
she has abundant occasion for powerful 
acting; and yet half a dozen actresses of 
authority have been tempted to essay 
the part without success. The character 
is high-strung and wilful; but she is not 

true and sincere; she is artificial and ar
bitrary; and the audience is dumbly con
scious of this trickiness and looks on at 
her exhibition of histrionics with languid 
sympathy. I t is a false good part. 

On the other hand there are parts that 
"play themselves" and there are pieces 
that are "actor-proof"—effective even if 
performed only by an ordinary company 
without any actors of accredited ability. 
Hamlet is a part that "plays itself," since 
the plot of the piece is so moving that it 
supports the performer of the central fig
ure even if he is not really equal to the 
character. I t was George Henry Lewes, 
I think, who asserted that no one of the 
leading English tragedians had ever com
pletely failed as Hamlet, whereas the 
greatest of them all, David Garrick, had 
made so complete a fiasco as Othello that 
he never dared to appear in the piece a 
second time. 

The "Tartuffe" of Moliere is an actor-
proof play, holding the interest of the 
audience even when an uninspired com
pany is giving a ragged performance. 
Almost as actor-proof are "As You Like 
I t " and the "School for Scandal." All 
three of these comedies reward the most 
competent and the most careful perform
ance; but they do not demand this. 
Their appeal is so broad and so certain 
that they can be carried off by good-will, 
aided in the case of the two English come
dies by high spirits. Then too their re
putation is solidly established and wide
spread ; and the spectator comes to them 
assured that he will have entertainment, 
predisposed to easy enjoyment. Quite 
possibly no one of the three comedies 
was actor-proof at its first performance; 
and perhaps they might then have been 
killed by an inadequate interpretation of 
any one of their more important char
acters. 

Moliere was his own stage-manager, 
and at the first performance of "L'Amour 
Medecin " he was responsible for "all the 
by-play of the stage." And when Mr. 
Henry Arthur Jones produces his own 
plays he takes care that the actor shall 
not fill in the wrong hundred supplemen
tary touches. But when the author of 
the play is dead or unable to be present 
at the rehearsals, we sometimes see " the 
quaintest results." There are actors who 
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are supersubtle in the supplying of the 
little touches which the dramatist has 
left to their discretion and who so em
broider the parts they are playing that the 
main outline is obscured and enfeebled. 

At the end of the nineteenth century 
there was an actor of prominence whose 
career I had followed with interest for 
more than a score of years, observing the 
expansion of his reputation and the de
terioration of his art. When I first saw 
him on the stage he was direct and swift, 
creating a character in bold outline; and 

at the end of a quarter of a century he 
had become painfully over-ingenious in 
the accumulation of superfluities of detail 
which masked the main lines of the part. 
In fact he had begun by acting inside the 
character and he had ended by acting 
outside it. The result was quaint enough; 
but it was also pitiably ineffective; and 
if the authors of the plays he thus dis
figures by the trivialities of his jig-saw 
fretwork could have beheld his perform
ance, they would have cried out in pro
test at this betrayal of their purpose. 

GROWING up in a family where the 
unspoken dictum seemed to run, 
"Be as happy as you can in your 

own way without bothering anybody," 
which came to include "Eat your breakfast 
when and where you please so you leave 

things tidy and do not disturb 
other people," I have breakfasted 
alone many more times than in 

company. In company of bodily presences, 
I mean, for the book propped up against 
the sugar-bowl has roofed thousands of 
transient personages, some of whom have 
passed from strangers into acquaintances 
and from acquaintances into friends, and 
some, thanks to the little god of laughter, 
have grown into husbands and wives and 
children, flesh of my flesh and bone of my 
bone. The laugh, then, has become the 
very rib extracted, the rib clothed upon, the 
rib revitalized, and in this embodiment I 
would fain introduce it to my friends. 

There was the winter of my discovery of 
Hardy. To be sure I had read "Tess" as 
it came out in the old Bazar, or read at it, 
for it troubled my girlhood and discouraged 
omniverousness. The trouble lingering on 
in suggestion kept me unduly long from 
Hardy's earlier tales. Then, when the full
ness of time had come, I ate my breakfast 
Under the Greenwood Tree in company with 
Silly Leaf: 

" 'But I can sing my treble!' continued 

Thomas Leaf, quite delighted at being called 
a fool in such a friendly way; ' I can sing 
my treble as well as any maid, or married 
woman either, and better! And if Jim had 
lived I should have had a clever brother. 
To-morrow is poor Jim's birthday. He'd 
ha' been twenty-six to-morrow if he'd lived 
till to-morrow.' 

'"You always seem very sorry for Jim,' 
said old William musingly. 

' "Ah ! I do. Such a stay to mother as 
he'd always ha' been! She'd never have 
had to work in her old age if he had con
tinued strong, poor Jim !' 

' "What was his age when 'a died?' 
" 'Four hours and twenty minutes, poor 

Jim! 'A was born as might be at night; 
and 'a didn't last as might be till the morn
ing. No, 'a didn't last. Mother called en 
Jim on the day that would ha' been his 
christening day if he had lived; and she 
always is thinking about en. You see he 
died so very young.' 

'"Well, 'twas rather youthful,' said 
Michael." 

I finish the incident in quotation, but 
with "four hours and twenty minutes" my 
coffee cup dashed to the floor, laughter hav
ing to hold both his sides. For months 
the memory of that scene was potent to 
clear my blackest mood, and though I can 
never again quite recapture the magic of 
the original reverberation it still haunts 
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my consciousness, a tonic for mind and 
body. 

Followed in speedy succession other 
Hardys, each revealing delectable characters 
whose rustic ideas are often the truest wis
dom. "Tha t ' s the feeling I 've feeled over 
and over again, but not in such gifted lan
guage," I say to myself with Ethelber ta; 
"taste wi' juvenals is quite fancy," I com
ment, as visiting children surreptitiously 
eat my tiger-lily bulblets; while the novel
ist begets in me a faint echo of his own power 
of visualizing men and women. No experi
ence of my own varied life is more vivid than 
that scene in the Return of the Native where 
Wildeve and the Reddleman—the latter red 
as the devil—sat at midnight in the middle 
of the heath playing for the stolen gold, 
thirteen glowworms in a circle around the 
edge of the flat stone lighting the dice in the 
centre; with the forty or fifty heath ponies 
gathered inquisitively around. Hardy has 
but one rival in his humorous country folk 
and that is George Eliot. Indeed, it was a 
clap from Felix Holt that first started me on 
my hunt for breakfast hilarity. Felix is not 
all light and fun, you know; the reader's 
heart is often wrung; but recall with me 
Felix's garrulous mother, admiring the 
statue of Silenus carrying the infant 
Bacchus, who looked so affectionately at 
the hairy gentleman whom she took to be 
one of the Transome family: 

' " I t ' s most pret ty to see its little limbs, 
and the gentleman holding it. I should think 
he was amiable by his looks; but it was odd 
he should have his likeness took without 
any clothes. Was he Transome by name ? ' " 
Or, in earlier phrase, was he holding " I n -
fant Ignorance on the arm of Fashion," a s . 
the witty Lucian neatly disposed of Gallius ? 
A long stride, I admit, from the modern 
author to the ancient, but Lucian could step 
in to afternoon tea and instantly catch our 
note of modernity. Should he bring along 
Horace, quoting "wi thout love and laughter 
nothing is pleasant," and Socrates with his 
jocular fancy and twinkling eye, the very 
humanities would consort with us. Before 
none of these guests would I feel as shy as I 
often do before some stripling of the schools 
or some impudence of the department store. 
Lucian confirms the heresy that the wisest 
is often the wittiest. Knowing, as he did, 
every word and phrase from Plato, Aristotle, 
and Demosthenes, he used his mastery of 

diction for the fun of the ages. My break
fasts with Lucian tete-a-tete were memor
able, especially the morning he recounted 
his extravaganza of the city where were 
no people, *but only lights. When he add
ed simply tha t " the i r death was to be 
quenched," I, by name a child of light sub
ject to such a possibility, was touched to the 
quick. 

Questing for books that should start my 
day with a cheer, Peacock came as treasure 
trove. The step from Lucian to Peacock, 
tha t "laughing philosopher," is as logical 
as the one from George Eliot to Hardy. 
Lucian's Greek masterpiece was doubtless 
familiar to the brilliant young classical 
scholar sixteen centuries his junior, who also 
" th rew his characters together pell-mell and 
let dialogue and incident evolve themselves 
from the juxtaposition." Both are typical 
of the spirit of comedy about which Mere
dith later had his own word to say. Pea
cock's racy felicities are not easy to transmit 
by disjointed excerpts. As he makes Quedy 
say, in Crochet Castle: ' " N o man should 
ask another why he laughs or at what, see
ing that he does not always know, and that 
if he does he is not a responsible agent. 
Laughter is an involuntary action of cer
tain muscles developed in the human species 
by the process of civilization. The savage 
never laughs. '—'No, sir,' replies the author 
in the person of his mellow Dr. Folliett, 
' No, sir, he has nothing to laugh at. Give 
him Modern Athens, the "learned friend" 
and the Steam Intellect Society. They 
will develop his muscles . ' " The cogency of 
which sent me off, and I seemed to see even 
Peacock kicking up his heels. 

MEREDITH, who learned a thing or 
two from his father-in-law, says that 
the test of true comedy is that it 

shall awaken thoughtful laughter, and calls 
attention to Shakespeare's "laugh of heart 
and mind." Bagehot opines that if we 
were to save up all the gayety of 
our whole lives it would come to 
about the gayety of one speech of 
Falstaff. I have laughed over Falstaff in 
many hours and places, but never, I think, 
at breakfast. Had I only found him un
heralded and of myself how he would have 
figured o' mornings! Even the mournful 
Dante overscored, unexpectedly enough, 

Meredith and 
"True Comedy." 
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since, when searching for a mere allusion, I 
came upon this matter of exact statistics: 
"Adam lived nine hundred and thirty years 
on earth, and was then four thousand three 
hundred and two years in limbo, whence 
Virgil, at Beatrice's prayer, moved to succor 
Dante "; and again, when Beatrice stands a 
little apart smiling indulgently at Dante's 
thirst to hear the genealogies of the first 
families of Florence; and his lilting con
clusion: 

"Therefore one is Solon born; 
Another Xerxes; and Melchisedec 
A third; and he a fourth whose airy voyage 
Cost him his son." 

When qualified breakfast books seem 
scarce I turn confidently to a seedy pair 
on my shelves, Don Quixote, "the wisest and 
most splendid book in the world," chants 
one enthusiast, and Tristram Shandy. 
Sterne was "firmly persuaded that every 
time a man smiles it adds something to this 
fragment of life." One of the strange de
lights with which Tristram is loaded came 
as a by-product, the son of a son, and that, 
so far as I can see, an illegitimate son. 
Possibly some one can furnish the marriage 
certificate. Balzac's haunting and terri
ble allegory, La Peau de Chagrin, has for 
dedication the name and title of M. Savary, 
followed by a sketch of a snake and a refer
ence to a chapter of Tristram Shandy. 
The indicated chapter, however, contains 
nothing about a snake. It mentions, rather, 
a waved line representing the flourish Trim 
gave with his stick as he and Uncle Toby 
marched down to call on the Widow Wad-
man. By it he conjured up the Spirit of 
Calculation. Now, why, I ask myself and 
my readers, should Balzac have filched this 
waved line, put a head on one end and 
attenuated the other into a tail, and have 
labelled it as a quotation from Tristram? 
Was he invoking for the proper shrinking 
of that diabolical skin the Spirit of Calcula
tion? or did he translate a device as we 
too often mistranslate statements from for
eign tongues? Balzac's intellectual culture 
was doubtless slight. He knew little of 
history or foreign peoples or philosophy or 
literature. In any case, his version gives a 
new point of speculation, and as such I 
can almost credit the tragic Peau de Chagrin 
as a breakfast laugh-raiser. 

Of the labelled humorists I have included 

only Artemus Ward, whose similes have be
come part of my all-day speech; and Bangs, 
whose modern versions of Adam, Eve, and 
Noah evoke "joyful roars to the benefit of 
the lungs." When Demosthenes puts a 
pebble in his mouth in order to enunciate 
more clearly, and Raleigh maintains that 
it is better to have had a head and lost it 
than never to have had a head at all, I 
masticate my toast with fresh abandon; 
while Shem's defense of Noah's judgment 
in not including the Saurian tribe in the 
ark sent me even this very day into an 
access of glee: 

" 'Papa is right about that, Mr. Barnum,' 
said Shem; 'the whole Saurian tribe was a 
fearful nuisance. About four hundred 
years before the flood I had a pet creo-
saurus that I kept in our barn. He was a 
cunning little devil—full of tricks and all 
that; but we never could keep a cow or 
horse on the place while he was about. 
They'd mysteriously disappear and we 
never knew what became of them until one 
day we surprised Fido in ' 

"'Surprised who?' asked Dr. Johnson 
scornfully. 

" 'Fido, ' replied Shem, ' that was my 
creosaurus's name.'" 

Mark Twain's best things were part of 
me before I began collecting, breakfastly 
speaking; beside which he was more irre
sistible per se at any meal than in even his 
immortal books. 

"And we that knew the best 
Down wonderful years grew happier yet; 
I sang at heart and talked and ate 
And lived from laugh to laugh 
When you were there and you and you." 

• Not laughter inspiring but a bit pathetic 
was my last word from our incomparable 
humorist. The island wind has blown 
from the tray the card on which he had for 
once written his name — "thinking you 
might like it better," was his gentle com
ment as he retrieved the strayed auto
graph. 

One of my recreations on wakeful nights 
is the conceit of moving-pictures, and in the 
series of "Books I Have Met" it is the 
laughter-breeders that oftenest loose the 
chain of circumstance and deliver me over 
to Morpheus. There my alter ego, equipped 
with a great reading-glass, passes slowly 
down the Rue de Comique. As the flowers 
spring up from the soil of the past they greet 
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her with appropriate pantomime. The 
Snark gyres and gimbles; Lear 's old men and 
young ladies perform their prestidigitations; 
the Owl and the Pussy Cat raise the five-
pound note as a sail; the old French peas
ant with the yard of black pudding on her 
nose wrings her hands; the Brass Bottle is as 
brazen as of old, Micawber as irresponsible 
and Pickwick as irresistible, Munchausen 
and Tartarin as fertile, Mrs. Malaprop and 
the Vicar of Morwenstow no less unex
pected; and Mrs. Leeks and the Virginian 
fraternize in flannel. M y alter ego pats their 
cheeks, " d o g s " their ears, thumbs their 
pages, turns their petal-like leaves, snips off 
an impudent head—the Queen's, not Alice's 
—and waters Sentimental Tommy with an 
ecstatic tear. If, as Steele said, you can 
judge a person's temper by the passages 
that throw him into convulsions of laughter, 
my alter ego's judge must be as qualified as 
Silas Wegg to be miscellaneous. 

Ruminating on life's little reactions, I 
realize that while a subject may inspire a 
laugh it is certainly a laugh tha t has in
spired this subject. Tha t laughter is 
laughable only to those who know not 
laughter; to us others it is a wing of im
agination to waft us back to some of the 
purest joys of the past, and a wing such as 
Shakespeare and Lincoln lifted to escape 
the tragedy of the present. For sincere, 
beneficent laughter one thing is necessary, 
yes, two: a mirthful nature and the habit 
of its outward expression, which once ac
quired become a means of felicitous inter
communication and through the agency of 
suggestion contagious even to oneself. 

I air no theories of laughter—physical 
tickle or feeling of superiority, lapse from 
dignity or disappointed expectation; share 
none of Schopenhauer's doctrine of the in
congruous, nor laud laughter in the biblical 
sense of scorn. Rather , I hold with Darwin 
that it brightens the eye; with Bergson that 
it promotes good manners and is an index of 
our outlook on life; with Rabelais tha t it is 
the natural function of men; with Leigh 
Hunt that laughter enables mirth to breathe 
freely; with Pater tha t it is wise to catch at 
any contribution of life tha t seems by a 
lifted horizon to set the spirit for a moment 
free; with Sully tha t he who produces a 
laugh of pure gladness brightens the world 
for those who hear him; with Harry Lauder, 
who the very night of his bitterest sorrow 

murmured to the encoring crowd: "We' l l 
show 'em." 

None can foretell the source of titillation 
in others. The books heretofore mentioned 
may not be the key to decipher the taste of 
a single reader; but if the catalogue urges 
you to retrace the Street of Laughter, with 
all its closes and by-ways; if it beguiles you 
from the temptat ion to look at life pathetic
ally; if it reminds you of humorous friends 
in your bookcases who may once again bring 
you the old cheer—illuminating- friends 
whose light be not quenched—then this 
trifling is its own justification. For we 
must not succumb to Banville's state of 
despair: "Now, well-a-day, 'tis over late 
to laugh." I t is overhard, but let us keep 
expectant hearts. If, as Thoreau says, a 
man does not keep pace with his compan
ions it is because he hears a different drum
mer: 

In my happy life days without breakfasts 
as days without books have been negligible. 
Thousands of both have been mine; but, 
as I have indicated, here and there a break
fast is rubricated, starred, stands out in 
shining individuality because some char
acter in some book at tha t moment pro
voked the deep laughter that Homer named 
inextinguishable. Thanks, Silly Leaf, and 
thanks to you, Mrs. Holt ; to you Shandys 
three, to Noah and other Risibilities I have 
met. 

TH A T this has been a time to disembar
rass ourselves of superfluities and get 
down to essentials is so obvious that 

we don't need to have it pointed out to 
us, yet there is a good deal of preachment 
on the subject. I t is entertaining to get 
the different points of view. One 
woman writer is jubilant over the 
promise of a new Utopia: a sim
ple world of few or no servants, few clothes 
(and those made very short in the skirts), 
moderate food, and modest entertainments; 
in short, a general reduction of the cares of 
the body. "Oh, destiny," she cries, "help 
us to recover our lost democratic simplic
i t y ! " 

Another, more radical, quotes those who 
say tha t we must " d i p into the primeval," 
t ha t all our "miserable little civilization" 
must go, and we must find ourselves back 
at the beginning of things, hoping, after 

Women and the 
Simplified Life. 
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some eons, to climb up again into—pre
sumably—the perfect civilization. Accord
ing to this melancholy prophet all that the 
world has painfully learned through the 
eons of the past is to go to the scrap-heap; 
not only the civilization of the body, but 
the civilization of the soul. I don't believe 
it! Mortify the flesh as we may and must, 
our souls and minds are not going to the 
scrap-heap. When, indeed, has the spirit 
of mankind ever mounted higher than in 
the wreck of so much that has been dear? 
No, we may be obliged, and doubtless to 
our souls' good, to bake and brew—did I 
say brew? The expression is archaic and 
will soon become obsolete in our bone-dry 
age—to cook, then, to sweep and dust, to 
wash and iron and sew, but in relearning 
these household arts we shall also practise 
the virtues of thrift, of perseverance and en
ergy and self-sacrifice; and the high virtue 
of patriotism will become more than ever a 
part of the texture of our souls. Nor shall 
the civilization of the intellect perish. Only 
we shall not have time for the unessential 
or the unworthy. 

But this emergency comes home to many 
women who are no longer able to perform 
hard manual labor. Servantless, they flock 
to the hotels, which become veritable "Old 
Ladies' Homes." Foregathering in these 
places of refuge, they think sometimes, but 
less often than one would imagine, of their 
household treasures—the old mahogany, 
the china, the pictures, the family clock 
which has passed the time of day with three 
or four generations, all now packed away 
in the storage warehouses. 

One hears quaint things in these hotel 
parlors. The ladies speak sometimes of the 
burden and expense of those possessions 
which they can no longer use, and inciden
tally of other possessions which one doesn't 
usually talk about. Says one of them: 

"There's one thing I wish I could some
how get rid of, and that's burial lots. I've 
got three of them to take care of and my 

husband has two, and we have another 
where we are going to be buried ourselves." 

How queer and remote it sounds and how 
one's mind leaps to those graves in France! 
We must take care of the graves of our an
cestors, but who will take care of the graves 
of our children? 

And then we think of those who are now 
coming back to us and of what they want. 
Even we, who have suffered no hardships 
that are worthy of the name, will always 
be somewhat occupied with the care of our 
bodies. Much as we praise simplicity, we 
shall still like good beds, good food, and 
clothes that please the eye. And how much 
more they, who have lived in unimaginable 
scenes of squalor and horror, now cherish 
the graces of life! I remember a young 
man who, after a period of work in the 
jungle of the Amazon, was writing home 
about the summer vacation which he was 
to spend with his family. " I don't want," 
he wrote, " to go to any summer place 
where I shall have to lead a primitive life. 
I want civilization. I want to sit on a 
piazza and have things brought to me." 

They are coming back to us, our men, 
tired, stripped of illusions, freed from old 
prejudices, but holding to ideals; and they 
will presently take into their hands the af
fairs of the country and manage them, it is 
to be hoped and expected, more wisely and 
with a larger view than they have ever been 
managed before—in spite of the persistence 
of human nature. And I think that they 
now more than ever cherish the amenities. 
There are terrible things that they can
not forget, but the little things—a picture 
on the wall, a bit of silver on the dinner-
table, a rose-bush blossoming in the garden, 
the touch of fine linen on a bed as their eyes 
close for the night, and all the dear remem
bered observances of a well-ordered life, 
help to set the horrors back to a bearable 
distance. 

And so we must, through all simplifica
tions, hold fast to our niceties. 



NEW YORK AS AN ART CENTRE have to be satisfied with a few "pilgrim-

FIRST IMPRESSIONS ages" to some of these shrines of beauty. 
The City Hall, in its park, is the civic 

THE thought of New York is a life- centre of the city. This building, erected 

long dream to many art students, between 1803 and 1812 (re-
Perhaps fortune smiles upon you and stored 1908-15) from the plans 

the dream comes true. You reach New of John McComb, has been 
York at night. Emerging from the Grand called "the most beautiful building in the 
Central Station, you are in the heart of the United States." Its two stories of arched 
metropolis, and her myriads of lights look windows and central section with columns 
like fairy-land. and cupola seem to gain strength and state-

You may have spent a year or more in an liness when contrasted with the towering 
art school in your home-town, and now you Municipal Building just beyond. Within 
want to gain all possible benefits from your the City Hall there are many portraits of 
visit. Back in the nineteenth century it distinguished citizens by the early American 
was necessary to go to Europe if one wanted portrait-painters, such as Thomas Sully, 
to see great works of art. Now there are S. F. B. Morse (better known as the invent-
some twenty large art museums in the or of the telegraph), John Trumbull, John 
United States. It is to New York, however, Vanderlyn, and others, 
that you must come for the greatest of these, In the park, near the entrance to the City 
the Metropolitan Museum of Art. In New Hall, stands the bronze statue of Nathan 
York there are also wonderful private col- Hale by Frederick MacMonnies. Lorado 
lections, art dealers whose doors swing open Taft, in his "History of American Sculp-
to the public, great buildings, and outdoor ture," has said of this figure: "There are 
sculpture that offer pleasure to all who have not a few intelligent people who have found 
eyes to see and minds open for enjoyment, in this figure of Nathan Hale a greater satis-
And there are a dozen or more art schools faction than in any other portrait-statue in 
and libraries that tempt the student to the country. The artist chose the supreme 
linger and drink to the full from this deep moment of the patriot.'s life. He has shown 
stream of beauty. him pinioned, with arms close-bound to his 

In the short space of this article it is pos- sides and ankles fettered, standing proudly 
sible only to hint at the vast wealth of art in but without the defiance with which a lesser 
New York. By " a r t " is meant here not hero would have posed before the world 
only paintings but all that appeals through and with which a lesser artist would have 
beauty of line, form, and color. We shall disfigured his work." MacMonnies has said 
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of this statue: " I wanted to make some
thing that would set the bootblacks and 
little clerks around there thinking—some
thing that would make them want to be 
somebody and find life worth living." 

Just north, in Chambers Street, is the 
Hall of Records with its roof decorated by 
a series of statues representing the arts and 
sciences. Beyond rises the Municipal Build
ing like a giant straddling Chambers Street. 
The architects were McKim, Mead, and 
White, while the crowning gilded figure, 
typifying the spirit of New York, is by A. A. 
Weinmann. Standing in the portico of the 
Municipal Building, one can see on the op
posite side of City Hall Pa.rk the fifty-two 
storied Woolworth Building, an adaptation 
to a twentieth-century business building of 
the Gothic style which originated in the 
church structures of the twelfth to the 
fifteenth centuries. 

It is difficult to realize that seventy-five 
years ago what is now known as Madison 

Square was a rather unsightly 
part of the island occupied only 
by Corporal Thompson's little 

yellow tavern and an old arsenal which 
was utilized as a house of refuge. To-day 
the heart of the city has swept past Mad
ison Square, but it is still a busy centre. At 
the southern end, where Broadway and 
Fifth Avenue cross at Twenty-third Street, 
stands a business building of many stories 
known the world over as the "Flatiron." 
On the eastern side of the square is a nota
ble group of buildings, and at the northern 
end of the park, facing Fifth Avenue near 
Twenty-fifth Street, is a masterpiece by one 
of the most famous American sculptors, 
Augustus Saint-Gaudens. 

This statue of Admiral Farragut shows 
him standing on the deck of his ship, with 
feet well apart, the left hand raised and 
holding a spy-glass. The strong, clear-cut 
features convey the strength of will back of 
them. The pedestal too is noteworthy. 
The architectural features of this seat were 
designed by Stanford White. The low re
liefs of waves and mermaids and the in
scription form a decorative mass that does 
not detract but rather enhances the dignity 
of the figure above. 

The same architect and sculptor collabo
rated in another feature of Madison Square, 
namely Madison Square Garden. The 
building occupies an entire block and is of 
the Spanish-Moorish type; its tower, based 

upon the Giralda tower, is capped by a 
gilded "Diana," the work of Augustus 
Saint-Gaudens. 

The Appellate Court House, at the north 
corner of Twenty-sixth Street, is notable 
both for its exterior sculptures and its in
terior mural paintings. The latter include 
large panels by E. H. Blashfield, H. 0. 
Walker, and Edward Simmons, and smaller 
ones by Kenyon Cox, H. Siddons Mowbray, 
Robert Reid, C. Y. Turner, and Willard 
Metcalf. The architect of the building was 
James Brown Lord, and the exterior sculp
ture is by D. C. French, Philip Martiny, 
J. S. Hartley, Herbert Adams, Charles H. 
Niehaus, Karl Bitter, T. S. Clarke, M. 
Schwartzott, and F. W. Ruckstuhl. 

Fifth Avenue from Twenty-third Street 
to Fifty-ninth Street has long been noted 
for its throbbing life and the 
art dealers have clung persis- The Avenue, 
tently to this central artery, 
though the heart of Manhattan Island. 
The best-known art auction-house in the 
country is still located on Madison Square, 
and there, during the season—from January 
to April—follows a succession of exhibitions 
and sales that attract collectors and dealers 
from all parts of the world. This is no 
exaggeration, for European dealers have 
been known to cross the ocean merely to be 
present at one session. 

To the student these exhibitions offer 
endless opportunities for the cultivation of 
taste. Hundreds of important works of art 
are shown here that are later absorbed into 
private collections, and are never again 
accessible to the public. By attending the 
auction sales one can have all the thrills of 
a millionaire without spending a penny. 

The same "open-door" policy is followed 
by all the New York art dealers, not only 
on the Avenue but in the neighboring side 
streets, which harbor many interesting 
nooks. Everywhere the art-lover is made 
to feel quite as welcome as the buyer. The 
majority of the dealers have special in
terests. Should you wish to see paintings 
by American artists there are a half-dozen 
firms where you are certain to find new work 
by living men; some of these firms have 
work by the ultra-moderns only, others 
specialize in the landscapes of the end of 
the last century. In the upper part of the 
Avenue are found "Primitives" and "Old 
Masters." 

The dealers in antiques, near antiques, 

Madison 
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and copies of antiques are legion. Time 
was when they considered it necessary to 
preserve the "dust of ages" in order to at
tract customers. The dirty old shops that 
used to line Fourth Avenue from Twenty-
third Street to Thirty-third are fast dis
appearing to make way for tall office-build
ings. The same firms have migrated to 
clean and attractive quarters on Madison 
Avenue from Forty-second Street to Fifty-
ninth. They know that the public has gained 
in taste and knowledge, and that it is no 
longer necessary to use dust and dirt as a lure. 

It is only possible to hint at the wealth 
of beauty and the wonder of craftsmanship 

contained in the vast series of 
galleries that form the Metro
politan Museum of Art. The 
Fifth Avenue facade extends 
from Eightieth Street to 

Eighty-fourth Street, and back of this are 
several para l le l wings with connecting 
galleries. Merely to walk through the 
galleries would take several hours. 

Here is the list of collections as published 
by the museum authorities: The fine arts—• 
painting, sculpture, and architecture—as 
well as what are usually called decorative 
or industrial arts. Ancient art includes 
Egyptian, Babylonian, Assyrian, Phceni-
cian, Cypriote, Etruscan, Greek, and Ro
man antiquities. In painting, the attempt 
is made to illustrate the history of the art 
from the Middle Ages to the present time, 
with especial attention to the work of the 
American artists. The decorative arts in
clude woodwork, metal-work, ceramics, and 
textiles. The collections represent the East 
and the Near East (China, Japan, Persia, 
and Asia Minor), Europe, and America. 

The largest single object exhibited, and 
one of the oldest, is the "Tomb of Perneb," 
the burial-vault of an Egyptian dignitary 
who lived about 2650 B. C. It originally 
stood in the cemetery near Memphis and 
was shipped block by block to New York 
and re-erected in 1916. Beyond the series 
of Egyptian rooms, in the north end of the 
building, are the armor galleries. The 
mounted knights in full accoutrement form 
a brilliant array, differing only in degree 
from the troops who fought so recently in 
France. Pieces in this collection of armor 
have, in reality, served as models for certain 
protective armor designed for the American 
troops. Careful examination will reveal 
many exquisite examples of the armorer's art. 

The south wing of the main floor of the 
Museum is devoted to classical antiquities. 
Here are the original marbles, bronzes, 
terra-cotta figurines, vases, and glass vessels 
that graced the homes and public squares 
of the Greeks and Romans some twenty 
centuries ago and more. One of the most 
important pieces is the bronze Etruscan 
chariot which dates from the sixth century 
B. C. It was found in 1902 in a tomb near 
Monteleone in Umbria, Italy. 

The Morgan wing with its twenty-five 
galleries is a veritable treasure-house of the 
decorative arts. Here are displayed the 
Gothic and Renaissance sculpture, furni
ture, woodwork, tapestries, and other ob
jects of these periods, partly given to the 
Museum by its late president, J. Pierpont 
Morgan, and additions presented by the 
son after his father's death. 

The paintings are on the upper floor. In 
the place of honor, at the head of the main 
staircase, hangs Raphael's "Virgin and 
Child with Saints." In this Marquand Gal
lery every picture is a masterpiece. The 
thrill of seeing the original paintings which 
have become so familiar through reproduc
tions is repeated many times while wander
ing through the galleries of the Metropolitan 
Museum. Here are Van Dyck's "James, 
Duke of Lennox," Vermeer's "Young Wom
an with a Water Jug," and many others. 

The neighboring galleries contain the 
Altman collection with its wonderful group 
of thirteen Rembrandts, three paintings by 
Hals, and numerous others by the lesser 
Dutch masters. In the adjoining room 
there are canvases by Velasquez, Memling, 
Holbein, Durer, Botticelli, and others. Be
sides paintings, the Altman collection in
cludes smaller objects of art that are of 
great importance, such as the salt-cellar or 
"coupe" of enamelled gold by Benvenuto 
Cellini, Chinese porcelains, and Persian rugs. 

The series of galleries devoted to paint
ings, arranged by schools, leads one from 
the early Italian to those of the Renaissance, 
then through the Dutch and Flemish schools 
to the English and French of the eighteenth 
and nineteenth centuries, and finally to the 
work by American artists covering the 
period from the portrait-painters of Colonial 
days through the nineteenth century to the 
men of to-day. 

There are hours of enjoyment in the 
Museum for the art-lover who can browse 
among the Oriental art or the textiles, the 

The 
Metropolitan 
Museum of 
Art. 



512 The Field of Art 

musical instruments or the prints. For the 
student there is the library, collection of 
photographs, and study-rooms of various 
departments where every opportunity is 
offered for copying and taking notes. 

Another large museum of art is the 
Brooklyn Museum, situated on the Eastern 

Parkway in the Borough of 
Brooklyn. Here the ground-
floor has a fascinating Japanese 

room, and on the floor above numerous 
pieces of Chinese cloisonnes are beautifully 
displayed. 

The upper floor is devoted entirely to the 
art collections. These include paintings by 
foreign and American artists. One of the 
chief treasures is a "Madonna Enthroned," 
by Bernardino Luini. Then there are 
groups of water-colors by Sargent, Homer, 
and Tissot and numerous small bronzes by 
Barye. 

Frequent special exhibitions here offer 
unusual opportunities to become familiar 
with the work of contemporary foreign and 
American artists. 

Other museums of special interest are 
the Cooper Union Museum of Decorative 

Arts, at Third Avenue and 
Eighth Street. Here are tex
tiles, wood-carvings, models of 
furniture, and well-arranged 

scrap-books with a wealth of valuable ma
terial. 

The Hispanic Museum, west of Broadway 
at One Hundred and Fifty-sixth Street, is 
filled with the work of Spanish artists. I t 
is a small building with paintings, sculpture, 
and objects of art displayed in a single hall. 
Other buildings grouped near by include 
the Numismatic Society, the Geographic 
Society, and the Indian Museum. 

The New York Historical Society, on 
Central Park West between Seventy-sixth 
and Seventy-seventh Streets, has, in addi
tion to numerous portraits of historic in
terest, a valuable collection of paintings 
by early Italian artists and an important 
Egyptian collection. Near by is the Ameri
can Museum of Natural History, which oc
cupies several blocks. Here the ethnologi
cal and other collections are so well arranged 
that they have become works of art—the 
bird-habitat groups, the Indians at their 
daily tasks, the robes worn by the Aztecs— 
all offer invaluable suggestions to the artist, 

whether he be a textile designer or a painter 
of easel pictures. 

Mural decorations of note will be found 
from one end of the city to the other. The 
"Ascension," by John LaFarge, is in the 
Church of the Ascension, on Fifth Avenue 
at Tenth Street, while Edwin H. Blashfield's 
decoration for the City College auditorium 
is at Amsterdam Avenue and One Hundred 
and Thirty-eighth Street. 

So, too, the noteworthy buildings are 
scattered. The great Public Library, de
signed by Carrere and Hastings, with its 
long facade, extends from Fortieth to Forty-
second Street. Here is a gallery of old-
fashioned paintings, and the various special 
exhibitions of the Print Department are 
most interesting and instructive. Colum
bia Library, designed by McKim, Mead, 
and White, is one of the gems in a great 
group of buildings on the West Side that 
centre about One Hundred and Sixteenth 
Street. The same architects designed the 
Library and its surrounding Hall of Fame for 
New York University, still farther up-town. 

Of the private collections it is not pos
sible to tell in this short article. The Frick 
home with its old masters and Chinese 
porcelains is only one of many notable col
lections. 

This development of public buildings, of 
outdoor sculpture, and both public and 
private collections of works of art has 
progressed very rapidly during the last 
decade throughout the United States. 
While New York is particularly rich in art 
treasures, other cities are rapidly accumu
lating them. The "American Art Annual" 
for 1918 lists one hundred and forty art 
galleries in about one hundred cities. In 
many of the smaller towns it is the library 
which serves as the art centre and from it 
the art gallery often develops. 

The majority of the collections consist of 
paintings, but interest is beginning to be 
taken in the industrial and decorative arts, 
and collections of these types are being 
formed by the larger museums. Not only 
are the opportunities broadening for the 
enjoyment of the arts, but, more and more, 
people are beginning to realize that a mind 
open to the enjoyment to be derived from 
art will bring happiness such as cannot be 
secured in any other way. 

FLORENCE N. LEVY. 

A calendar of current art exhibitions will be found on page 23. 

The Brooklyn 
Museum. 

Treasures off 
the Beaten 
Track. 



NEW MANUFACTURING PROBLEMS-
EXPORT BUSINESS 

By Edward Ewing Pratt 
Vice-President Overseas Products Corporation 

WE have had national and even in
ternational conferences devoted to 

the subject of foreign trade, we have 
dined and lunched with foreign trade; we 
have, been surfeited with orations and 
declarations concerning foreign trade;-we 
have been inundated with newspaper and 
magazine articles, pamphlets, brochures, 
and books, and even series of books de
voted to foreign trade. And yet the 
average manufacturer—not the colossus 
—but the average man has a compara
tively vague idea of the actual method of 
initiating, developing, and maintaining 
foreign business. 

The manufacturer who desires to 
thrust himself into foreign trade, or who 
has an export business thrust upon him, 
has before him a series of rather complex 
situations. He has certain decisions to 
make which are of great importance to 
the success of the undertaking. But the 
conditions and the decisions with refer
ence to them are not unlike the conditions 
and decisions with reference to any other 
expansion, of his business. 

The essential fact for every manufac
turer to keep in mind is that the same 
fundamental business principles apply to 
foreign trade as apply to domestic trade. 
The business principles which have been 
worked out in connection with a success
ful domestic business are more than likely 
to be successful when applied to the same 
business in foreign countries. 

There are many differences in detail in 
conducting an export business, but after 
all the majority of the differences are dif
ferences of detail and not of principle. 

Most manufacturers begin the study of 
foreign trade and the problems of export
ing their products at the wrong end. 
They begin with the study of foreign 
countries, shipping facilities, tariffs of for
eign countries, foreign competitors and 
many other, at the moment, relatively 
unimportant facts. The real crux of the 

manufacturer's problems in foreign trade 
is usually to be found in his own factory, 
in his existing organization, in his trea
sury and all too frequently in the manu
facturer himself. The manufacturer who 
begins his excursion in foreign trade with 
a careful study of his own situation will 
often save himself much time, worry, and' 
mental perturbation, to say nothing of 
thousands of dollars. 

Let us approach the manufacturer's 
problems in foreign trade by clearly de
fining what is meant by exporting, export 
business, foreign trade, and a host of 
similar terms. They all simmer down 
when the ornamentation is removed to 
the bare fact that we are talking about 
selling merchandise in foreign countries, or 
that the manufacturer is extending his 
business into new markets. 

The problem of how to go about this 
extension of business is, therefore, the 
problem of mapping out a selling cam
paign to cover the conditions in the new 
markets. Reduced to the simplest terms 
and stripped of conventional verbiage, the 
problem is likely to present a new as
pect to the manufacturer. He recognizes 
clearly that extension of his business in
volves certain factors, and probably the 
first that occurs to him is the financial 
one. Every extension of business means 
additional manufacturing equipment, ad
ditional organization, additional working 
capital. The manufacturer who plans 
to conquer foreign markets must con
sider, therefore, whether or not he has 
the additional capital to put into the 
business, and if so, how much, because it 
may be that he will feel strong enough to 
develop two or three foreign markets but 
not the entire world. 

Important as the financial aspect of the 
problem is to the average manufacturer, 
I have always felt that a more important 
factor in the situation was the attitude 
and ability of the man himself; his atti-
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tude toward the whole business and his 
willingness to put himself as wholly and 
as closely into this part of his business as 
into any other part; his ability to direct 
a world-wide organization which comes 
back, in fact, to his ability to choose and 
train subordinate executives. Many men 
take up exporting as one takes up a fad, 
giving it desultory attention, pushing it 
aside when seemingly more important 
matters interfere and never permitting it 
to become a real integral part of the busi
ness. If that is the spirit of the executive 
head of the business, for the sake of his 
own success and the good name of Ameri
can commerce abroad, let him drop export 
business and stick to his domestic trade. 

The manufacturer must answer for 
himself the vital question whether he in
tends to manufacture for export or in
tends to export what he has manufac
tured. The difference between these ap
parently similar questions is the difference 
between success and failure. Take the 
example of the maker of ploughs—one 
such manufacturer once sent a man to 
Argentina. I t was his business to get 
the facts about conditions there. He ac
tually worked in the fields and found out 
exactly the kind of a plough that was 
suitable to that particular trade and to 
those peculiar soil conditions. He sent a 
cablegram at the cost of many hundreds 
of dollars, instructing the manufacturer in 
detail as to the changes that must be 
made in order to meet conditions in Ar
gentina, but the superintendent objected. 
" We cannot make those changes," he told 
the manufacturer; " i t would involve the 
alteration of our entire manufacturing 
methods." But the manufacturer knew 
the man whom he had sent to Argentina, 
and so he gave orders to the superinten
dent: " I have confidence in the man I 
have sent to Argentina, and the ploughs 
for that market are to be made in the 
way that he desires. You follow his in
structions." The result has been a large 
and profitable trade built up in Argen
tina. This incident illustrates how neces
sary it is for the manufacturer to be sure of 
himself before embarking on foreign trade. 

I t is not necessary, however, as many 
of those who expound the subject of for
eign trade to us would have us believe, 
that we should manufacture always and 
exactly the kinds of goods that are de

manded in foreign countries. The manu
facturers of ploughs must manufacture 
the kind of ploughs that are needed be
cause soil conditions require peculiar 
kinds of ploughs not only in different 
parts of the United States but in different 
countries. There are also important 
changes in the character of merchandise 
that are dictated not by physical condi
tions in various countries, but in many 
cases by the tastes, practices, or even the 
whims of our foreign customers. Many 
of our manufacturers rightly refuse to 
change their process of manufacturing, 
and to change their products in accord
ance with every infinitesimal desire on 
the part of some small market abroad. 
I t is a fundamental fact in our industrial 
system that we are able to produce low-
priced goods in spite of high labor costs 
in the United States because we have 
learned the lesson of standardization and 
large-scale production. We are able to 
compete because we produce merchandise 
not by units or dozens or even hundreds, 
or by feet or yards, but because we pro
duce merchandise by thousands and tens 
of thousands and by the mile. I t is, 
therefore, up to the manufacturers to in
troduce their standardized products or 
their superior products into foreign mar
kets by the best methods known to 
American salesmanship. 

The manufacturer who has really de
cided to embark upon a selling campaign 
in foreign countries and has really made 
the decision to extend his business into 
foreign markets has at his disposal two 
essentially different methods of doing this 
business abroad. 

First, he may do his business direct; 
that is, he may develop a direct selling 
campaign in foreign markets through 
salesmen, exclusive dealers, correspon
dents, branches, etc. 

Second, he may do his business indi
rectly; that is, through export houses that 
are established exclusively for the purpose 
of developing business in foreign markets. 

Most manufacturers, without knowing 
why, are inclined to favor the first of 
these two methods. They believe that 
it brings them in more direct contact with 
their customers and gives them a more 
permanent, substantial, and profitable 
business. They are prone, therefore, to 
believe that the standard of success is 
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their ability to handle their business di
rectly in foreign countries, and to elimi
nate as far as possible the agency of the 
middleman in export. 

The man who expects to do business 
directly in foreign countries, and has de
cided to eliminate the export house must 
clearly recognize certain facts. Such a 
manufacturer must resolutely put aside 
the very efficient and expert services that 
can be rendered him by professional ex
port houses that are already established 
in the United States and in foreign mar
kets. Such a manufacturer must send 
out his own salesmen or conduct his busi
ness by mail or he must establish his own 
offices or must give the representation of 
his business to exclusive dealers who will 
handle his business and the business of 
no one else. He must decide where he 
will establish his branches, where he will 
send out his salesmen, and where he will 
establish exclusive representatives. He 
must find the men who are to act as man
agers of his branches and he must take 
the entire responsibility of selecting re
sponsible representatives. He must de
cide whether he is to hire Americans or 
whether he is to hire natives of the coun
try. He must also decide in case he is 
placing exclusive agencies whether or not 
he will back up the work of his exclusive 
agencies with a selling force. Then 
comes the difficult and trying problem of 
selecting a force of salesmen, and it is no 
easy matter to select competent salesmen 
to go into foreign countries. In some 
markets he will find more or less diffi
culty in finding salesmen who can speak 
the language of the country to which 
they go. There are certain markets in 
which the manufacturer who desires to 
export direct must completely revolution
ize his sales methods. In China, for ex
ample, the manufacturer must consider 
the installation of the compradore system 
and must forego almost completely the 
possibility of getting directly in touch 
with the Chinese retailer or even the 
larger native jobber. Also, the man who 
exports direct has to deal with a multi
tude of consular regulations of our foreign 
customers, and if he would make a suc
cess of his business, he must make a 
thorough study of consular regulations. 
He must make a thorough study of the 
tariffs of foreign countries. But, perhaps, 

more important than any of these, he 
must be able to find a man who is familiar 
with foreign tariffs and consular regula
tions, who reads the languages of many 
countries and who can take the original 
documents with all their official, compli
cated and technical terminology and 
translate them into understandable and 
usable English. The manufacturer who 
exports direct must take care of his own 
forwarding and shipping and must, there
fore, be familiar with shipping routes, 
rates, documents, and even chartering. 

The manufacturer of a technical article 
must be prepared to give a special and 
peculiar kind of sales service in foreign 
markets and must in many cases be pre-
pared to give service in addition to making 
the actual sale and after the goods are on 
the market. Many manufacturers whose 
products require service find it necessary, 
to establish service departments in con
nection with each of their foreign agencies 
or branches. There is also the difficulty 
of registering patents in foreign countries 
and the matter of trademarks which is a 
pitfall for many exporting manufacturers. 

But these are only some, and compara
tively few at that, of the problems that 
face the manufacturer who expects to ex
port direct into foreign markets. These 
are the problems that the manufacturer 
who desires to build up his own marketing 
organization in foreign countries must 
face and solve. 

For the manufacturer who does not de
sire to export direct and who is willing to 
use assistance of export houses, there are 
equally perplexing—perhaps, not so nu
merous—problems to be met and solved. 

The export house is not of a single char
acter or quality. There are export houses 
and export houses, and the service that 
they give together with the character of 
their business varies greatly. 

Three types of export houses are to be 
distinguished: 

First.—The Export Commission House; 
Second.—The Export Merchant, and, 
Third.—The Manufacturer's Export 

Agent. 
I t would be difficult to select any one 

export house in New York that could be 
considered typical of any one of these 
three classes. They represent exporting 
functions rather than particular export 
houses. I t is interesting to distinguish 
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between these different functions, how
ever, and to consider which of them meets 
the needs of the particular manufacturer. 

The export commission house or, as it 
is called in England, the indent house, 
represents a certain number of foreign 
clients. The export commission house 
purchases for these clients in the Ameri
can market, and for the service performed 
charges its clientele abroad a commission, 
usually 2}4 per cent to 5 per cent. I t 
receives this commission because it ren
ders a buying service and must, in order 
to earn its fees honestly, shop around in 
the market and obtain the best prices on 
the commodities in question. I t is obvi
ous, therefore, that the American manu
facturer who operates through the export 
commission house receives little service 
and only sporadic orders, and these orders 
only when he is the low-priced man. 

The export merchant is a man who buys 
on his own account and sells outright in 
the foreign market. Most of the large 
firms that operate mainly on this principle 
have their own branch houses abroad, 
purchase their merchandise in the Ameri
can market, take it to their own branches 
abroad and there sell it for what they can 
get for it. If the manufacturer can in
duce one of the stronger of these houses 
to handle his line exclusively, he is likely 
to have one of the best outlets that he can 
possibly obtain. If, however, his goods are 
not of the kind that can be exclusively 
handled, he will not find the export mer
chant much of a help to him in his prob
lems of exporting because the export mer
chant, like the indent merchant, will shop 
around for the lowest prices. 

The manufacturer's export agent rep
resents a comparatively new development 
in our export business. The firms oper
ating on this principle accept the exclusive 
agency for certain American manufactur
ers and agree to market their goods 
abroad, for which service the manufacturer 
pays them a commission or gives them 
some sort of an inside or special discount. 
I t is not proper for the manufacturer's 
export agent to accept a commission from 
the foreign customer. The difficulty in 
the case of the manufacturer's export 
agent, however, is that as a whole they 
are not a particularly stable group, and 
the business has not become sufficiently 
well developed to give it the prestige that 

the older established export houses are 
likely to have. Nevertheless, this method 
of doing business represents a real ad
vance in the art of export merchandising. 

We have considered a very limited 
number of the problems that face the 
manufacturer who is about to embark on 
the plan of developing larger markets. 
The practical man who may be reading 
these lines is probably wondering why I 
have said nothing about credits. The 
subject of credits is, perhaps, the marrow 
of the whole export problem and the ques
tion as to whether the manufacturer is 
prepared to extend credits to reliable cus
tomers abroad or whether he must de
mand cash against shipping documents in 
the United States may determine to a 
very considerable extent his whole export 
policy and will certainly determine whe
ther or not he will become a direct ex
porter or whether he will do his business 
through the export houses. 

After all, the manufacturer who is not 
willing to give credit of from thirty to 
one hundred and twenty days' sight at 
some foreign port should not, in general, 
embark upon the policy of developing his 
export business direct. In the last anal
ysis the export house performs that essen
tial function for the manufacturer. I t 
takes off of his hands in addition certain 
marketing problems, but the chief thing 
of which it relieves him is the credit risk. 

Finally, let me again urge the essential 
point in export business, the point that is 
of essential importance to the manufac
turer, and that is that export business is 
conducted on the same fundamental prin
ciples as domestic business; and that while 
the problems are differently clothed, the 
conditions vary, and the language is un
familiar, the essentials of business success 
are the same. Manufacturers should not 
fool themselves into believing that it is 
easier to get business in foreign countries 
than in the United States. As a matter 
of fact, export business is one in which 
our producers meet not only their com
petitors from the United States, but meet 
as well on equal terms—and some on un
favorable terms—their competitors from 
foreign countries. I t is a business in 
which organization, salesmanship, and 
personnel are the things that count, larger 
even than in our domestic business. 
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POLITICAL A N D I N D U S T R I A L CHANGES 
B Y A L E X A N D E R D A N A N O Y E S 

DURING the four months following 
suspension of hostilities public sen

timent, and with it the movement of 
financial markets which reflect that sen
timent, have passed rapidly through four 

distinct phases. Outburst of 
jubilation over the ending of 
the war was naturally the 
first. I t was accompanied, as 

we know, by an enthusiastic rise of prices 
on the Stock Exchange. Hesitation, 
tempered by a strongly hopeful consensus 
of opinion regarding America's longer 
economic future, as a result of her power
ful international position, followed next. 
The stock market merely halted while 
this mood prevailed. 

Public sentiment entered on a third 
stage, when the first steps in the immedi
ate and inevitable readjustment of in
dustry were being taken. Some of them 
hurt; all of them opened the way for ap
prehension; and a long decline on the 
Stock Exchange ensued. Prices had been 
reduced in the great commodity markets, 
yet orders from home consumers re
sponded with disappointing slowness. I t 
began to be asked whether, after all, our 
producers might not have to submit to a 
precipitous and disastrous decline. 

The prices of outstanding bonds of our 
government's'war loans were falling, yet 
at least $5,000,000,000 more would have 
to be placed in April. Discussion there
upon arose as to what would happen if 
the Treasury should insist on offering, as 
it did in war-time, bonds bearing interest 
below the prevailing market rate, and 
should risk success on another appeal 
solely to war-time enthusiasm. Labor 
began to assume a threatening attitude, 
here and in England; at Manchester and 
Seattle, it broke away even from the re
straints and contracts of its own unions; 
there was the possibility of a desperate 

struggle with demands of the Bolshevik 
sort. Along, with this came the question, 
whether there were not many industrial 
and transportation enterprises which, 
confronted with decreased earning in the 
face of war-time labor costs, would be un
able to keep their head above water. 

("CONSCIOUSNESS of a public dis-
^—' position toward hasty and impul
sive action doubtless emphasized all of 
these misgivings. The war-time neces
sity for acting instantaneously, on lines 
not previously regarded as 
even conceivable, had stimu
lated the tendency toward 
such sudden decisions. This 
was illustrated in a dozen ways. There 
was not a public man in the United States 
whose calculations were not completely 
upset by the impetuous ratification by 
the States of the Prohibition amend
ment. The truth was that governments 
had been experimenting even in that 
matter under the influence of war. Be
ginning with Russia's astonishing " vodka 
decree" of 1914, most of them had al
ready adopted restrictive measures which 
could hardly have got a hearing in time 
of peace. 

Woman suffrage slipped into the Eng
lish constitution almost unnoticed, and 
the vote of women at last December's 
English election was taken as a matter of 
course. In Germany, where, before the 
war, such action would have seemed more 
inconceivable than in almost any coun
try of the world, practically the very first 
move of the Provisional government was 
to include women in the list of citizens 
who were to vote on the new constitu
tion. The thing does not even appear to 
have been a matter of controversial de
bate. 

How far the whole world drifted, after 
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July, 1914, from its pre-war attitude on 
other public questions, might be judged 
from the prodigious mass of irredeemable 
paper money afloat in Continental Eu
rope; from the recourse to direct loans, 
aggregating more than $16,000,000,000, 
by governments to other governments; 
from the complete and world-wide ac
quiescence in the states' arbitrary control 
of prices, of distribution and of trans
portation in a dozen great industries; not 
least, certainly, from the manner in which 
labor, as an organized class or party, bad 
taken a hand in public policies. 

The fourth and most recent phase of 
the public attitude toward the readjust
ment period was slower in arriving. I t 
was indicated by a distinct recovery on 
the Stock Exchange which at first puz
zled even Wall Street. Such recoveries, 
after a season of despondency and declin
ing markets, may come as a result of 
either of two causes; in this case they 
were a result of both. The stock market 
may retrieve its previous losses because 
the grave apprehensions which the previ
ous decline reflected had failed of ful
filment. I t may, on the other hand, ad
vance on the basis of positive good news. 

THE gloomier predictions of January 
were certainly not fulfilled. The 

downward readjustment of commercial 
prices proceeded in an orderly way. A 
plan for the next United States loan, 

whereby a short term and 
a higher interest rate might 
recognize the preferences both 
of Treasury and subscribing 
public, was carefully worked 

out, and accepted by Treasury and Con
gress. Labor threw down the gauntlet at 
Seattle, long a hotbed of industrial un
rest. I t broke its contracts, called for a 
general strike, and proclaimed the pur
pose of seizing and conducting industry 
on its own account. But the result was 
to evoke from the mayor, himself a 
Socialist, the counter-threat of armed 
coercion. Demanding recall of the " sym
pathetic strike," he warned the insurgent 
laborers that the whole police and sol
diery of the Northwest would be sum
moned if necessary to "protect life, busi
ness and property," that " the anarch
ists in this community shall not rule its 

affairs," and that "all persons vio-' 
lating the laws will be dealt with sum
marily." 

With this the labor demonstration 
ended. In the meantime, there was no 
fulfilment of the prophecy of a general 
impairment of credit in the case of the 
great corporations. Even in January 
the list of commercial failures in the 
United States was in number the smallest 
of any corresponding month on the rec
ords of the mercantile agencies, and, in 
total liabilities involved, the smallest in 
thirteen years. Here was a significant 
sidelight, both on the preparation which 
these business enterprises must have made 
for the change which they knew was 
bound to come, and on the sound con
dition of the banks that were financing 
their requirements. In the wake of a 
great financial panic, merchants and manu
facturers will be overloaded with huge 
stocks of unsold merchandise, bought in 
mistaken expectation of an unabated out
side demand, and banks will be refusing 
accommodation, in order to protect them
selves against uneasy depositors. Cir
cumstances exactly the reverse of both 
these have governed this season's situ
ation. 

In a way, these developments were 
purely negative. On Wall Street, it was 
commonly remarked in the early weeks 
of 1919 that no event or announcement, 
of a character distinctly encouraging to 
confidence, had appeared. This was not 
altogether true. During the period which 
preceded the European war, there were 
two economic possibilities which were 
recognized without dispute as holding a 
place of paramount importance in this 
country's financial and industrial for
tunes. Practically all of the forward 
movements in that period were traceable 
in their origin to one or both of two oc
currences in our own economic situation 
-—an abundant surplus wheat crop, at a 
time when foreign harvests were deficient 
and the supplies of consuming Europe 
had run short, and a great increase in our 
export trade. The one was always 
counted on to bring wealth to the Amer
ican producing community; the other to 
strengthen our international position and 
reduce our indebtedness to the outside 
world. 

Prophecies 
Which 
Were Not 
Fulfilled 

(Continued on page 56, following) 



We shall be glad to send 
you free our catalog, 
"The Test of Time," 
and with it samples of 
our ticking. 

Did You Ever 
S l e e p o n a n 

OSTERMOOR 
I t is impossible to put the story of 
Ostermoor comfort in cold black 
and white. Use one for a while and 
let it tell it in terms of sleep. 

Instead of being stuffed in the old-
fashioned way so tha t it is full of 
lumps and unevenness, it is built up 
layer by layer, built to hold its shape 
and give long, satisfactory wear. 

If you find your dealer does not 
carry the O S T E R M O o R we will 
ship one direct to your home, ex
press prepaid, securely packed in 
leatherette paper and burlap, and 
we will guarantee its safe delivery. 

OTHER OSTERMOOR PRODUCTS 

Ostermoor Waterproof 
SheetingandOstermoor 
Baby Pants are of the 
same superior quality as 
Ostermoor Mattresses. 
Write today for descrip-
t i ve c i r c u l a r . O s t e r m o o r B a b y 
Pants sent postpaid for#i.oo. Three 
sizes: small, medium, large. 

O S T E R M O O R & C O M P A N Y 
108 Elizabeth Street, New York 

Canadian Agency: 
Alaska Bedding of Montreal, Ltd., Montreal 
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Its Not What You Pay For 
Your Tires That Counts 
It 's what your tires pay you. 
Tens of thousands of experienced motorists and truck 

owners buy United States Tires as an investment in 
added safety, increased comfort and extra mileage. The 
handsome returns they get is ample proof that' their 
confidence is warranted. 

The line of United States Tires includes five separate 
and distinct types for passenger cars as well as two for 
trucks. Each is built to meet certain specific tire needs 
—and does its job to perfection. 

It matters not what type car you drive—passenger or 
commercial—or what kind of roads you travel, among 
these United States Tires you will find exactly the ones 
to meet your individual requirements. 

United States Tires 
are Good Tires tizfssssszzz 

'Royal Cord '/Nob
by', 'Chain', 'Usco' 
and 'Plain'. Also 
tires for motor 
trucks, cycles 
and air
planes. 
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"My! How Valspar Varnish 
brightens that old linoleum!" 
WHEREVER you have linoleum, congo-

leum or oilcloth in your home, varnish 
it with Valspar after it has been on the floor 
three or four months. 

You will be delighted with the result! The 
Valspar will not only brighten it" up, but will 
make it last a great deal longer because it will 
take much of the surface wear and absolutely 
prevent the penetration of moisture. 

Valsparred linoleum can be washed with soap 
and warm water. In fact, even boiling water 
has no effect on Valspar. Hot grease can spatter 
or spill on Valsparred kitchen linoleum without 
injuring the finish or soaking in. 

Spilled liquids, such as vinegar, ammonia, 
and alcohol will not harm Valspar. 

In halls and vestibules Valspar will protect 

linoleum against scuffing feet and dripping 
umbrellas. 

Valspar is easy to apply and dries over night. 
Try it! Give your linoleum two coats of 

Valspar, allowing the first coat to harden at 
least a week before applying the second. 

And beware of this: Don't be led into using 
any ordinary varnish on linoleum. You must 
have the washable, water-proof varnish that will 
not turn white—Valspar! 

VALENTINE & COMPANY 
444 Fourth Avenue, New York 

Established 1832—Largest Manufacturers of 
High-grade Varnishes in the World 

New York \ / A t - E k | T I N r C Toronto 
Chicago V A R I N ISHUO London 
Boston (TRADE HARK) Amsterdam 

W. P . FULLER & CO., San Francisco and Principal 
Pacific Coast Cities 

^ i i j F V A L E N T I N E ' S 

VALSPAR 
^ f l t r The Varnish That Won't Turn White 

Special Offer: Don't be content merely with 
reading about Valspar—Use it. 

For 25c. in stamps we will send you enough 
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 15c. for sample can. 

Your Name 

Your Address 

Dealer's Name 

Copyright, 1919, Valentine tiT Company 



f GUARANTtlD TO SATISFY \ 
I OR YOUR MONEY BACK J 

Your Nose Knows" 
All smoking tobaccos use some 

flavoring. The Encyclopaedia Bri-
tannica says about the manufacture 
of smoking tobacco, ". . . on the 
Continent and in America certain 
'sauces' are employed . . . the use 
of the 'sauces' is to improve the 
flavour and burning qualities of the 
leaves." Tuxedo uses chocolate 
— the purest, most wholesome 
and d e l i c i o u s of all flavorings! 
Everybody likes chocolate—we all 
know that chocolate added to any
thing as a flavoring always makes 
that thing still more enjoyable. 

That is why a dash of chocolate, 
added to the most carefully selected 
and properly aged burley tobacco, 
makes Tuxedo more enjoyable— 
"Your Nose Knows." 

Try This Test: Rub a little 
Tuxedo briskly in the palm of your 
hand to bring out its full aroma. 
Then smell it deep—it's delicious, 
pure fragrance will convince you. Try 
this test with any other tobacco and 
we will let Tuxedo stand or fall on 
your judgment— 

"Your Nose Knows" 

Tuxedo 
The Perfect Tobacco for Pipe and Cigarette 

/} Guaranteed by 

The American Tobacco Co. 
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You'll Not Clean Teeth 
In Old Ways When You Once Try This 

All Statements Approved by High Dental Authorities 

We Must End Film 
Authorities know tha t the cause of most 

tooth troubles is a slimy film. You can feel 
it with your tongue. And old methods of 
teeth cleaning don't end it. 

That's why brushed teeth discolor and de
cay, why tartar forms and pyorrhea starts . 
Statistics show tha t tooth troubles have 
constantly increased. 

That film is what discolors. I t forms the 
basis of tartar. I t holds food substance 
which ferments and forms acid. I t holds 
the acid in contact with the teeth to cause 
decay. 

Millions of germs breed in it. They, with 
tartar, are the chief cause of pyorrhea. 

This clinging film gets into crevices, hard
ens and stays. The ordinary dentifrice does 
not dissolve it. So millions of teeth are 
being constantly wrecked by it. 

Pepsodent 

The New-Day Dentifrice 

A Scient i f ic Product— 
Sold by Drugg i s t s Everywhere 

(164) 

Now dental science has found a way to 
combat it. Able authorities have proved 
this by convincing clinical tests. Leading 
dentists everywhere are urging its adoption. 

So the method has been embodied in a 
dentifrice called Pepsodent. And we are 
offering free a ten-day test to everyone who 
asks. 

Let Results Decide 
Do what dentists have done. Use it and 

watch it, then let your own teeth decide. 

Pepsodent is based on pepsin, the diges-
t an t of albumin. The film is albuminous 
matter . The object of Pepsodent is to dis
solve it, then to constantly combat it. 

Pepsin must be activated, and the usual 
method is an acid, harmful to the teeth. So 
pepsin long seemed impossible. Bu t dental 
science has now found a harmless activating 
method. Five governments have already 
granted patents . Authorities believe tha t 
this new method means a dental revolution. 

Send this coupon for a 10-Day Tube. Use 
like any tooth paste. Note how clean the 
teeth feel after using. Mark the absence of 
the slimy film. See how teeth whiten as the 
fixed film disappears. 

These results are immensely important. 
They mean the defeat of the teeth's greatest 
enemy. Prove them for your own sake and 
your children's sake. 

Cut out the coupon now. 
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10-Day Tube Free 
THE PEPSODENT CO. 

Dept. 482, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 
Chicago, 111. 

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 

Name 

Address 



Our New 
Merchant Marine 

CLIPPER SHIP "SWEEPSTAKES" 
Situ yw-i 1 L> Jli/ifZ . A tttJtr* -W-£ i > 

•jfjjt.^jr &*,,{* 

SI X T Y years ago war helped to destroy 
our marit ime commerce. T h e W a r 

just ended has revitalized it. 
T h e dawn of a new era is at hand. Again, 
as in the days of our matchless clipper 
ships, Amer ican anchors will seek bot
tom in every port . Again American 
made ships flying the American flag will 
carry Amer ican made goods to the ends 
of the earth. 

In the days of our former supremacy on 
the Seven Seas it was the woodman 's axe 
which put at the disposal of our ship 
builders the material from which our ships 
were fashioned. T o d a y a stick of dyna
mite used by the miner takes the place 
of the axe. 

The huge tonnage of steel ships launched alone our 
coasts during the past year is due largely to the fact 
that metals are mined with dynamite Instead of by hand 
for as steel has succeeded wood for ship building so has 
the use of dynamite succeeded many crude and laborious 
methods formerly employed not only in mining but also 
in engineering, construction and agricultural work. 
The Hercules Powder Co, takes pride in the part its 
products have played and will play in the building of 
our new merchant marine. 

Hercules Powders are used very extensively in the 
mines ot the United States. And from these mines come 
the metals with whichour ships are built. More than that 
•—from these mines comes the coal whichdrivesourships 
and to a large extent the cargoes which the ships carry. 

<& HERCULES POWDER CO-Mi 

j2f" Chicago St. Louis New York ~/J 
/ffil Pittsburg, Kan. Denver Hazleton, Pa. ffin 

* \ San Francisco Salt Lake City Joplin * & 
Chattanooga Pittsburgh, Pa. Wilmington, Del. 
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America's Fortunate Future 
Ancient victors claimed the spoils of 

war. W e went to w a r that freedom 
should not perish from the earth. 
Our high ideal is the guarantee of 
a future of unprecedented, yet sound, 
prosperity. Never before have we, as 
a nation, been in such favor with 
fortune. 

A larger view of life has come to us 
through lending our strength to saving 
the oppressed. A s a more united and 
more b r o a d m i n d e d p e o p l e w e a r e 
entering u p o n a n e ra of u n u s u a l 
advancement. 

Through all the avenues of com
merce, there flows an increasing wave 

of industrial vitality. T h e same zeal 
which spurred every patriot to his ut
most in t ime of war is now giving him 
joy in winning a more substantial 
future. 

Into this greater future enters the tele
phone, with its long-armed, myriad-
fingered service. It gives the farmer a 
voice in the city's market place; the 
industry constant touch with com
merce and finance; the home the 
security of instant and unlimited com
m u n i c a t i o n . O u t of t h e p a s t , 
through the present, into the future, 
in unbroken, ever-increasing service, 
stretches the telephone. 

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

One Policy 
A N D ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 

One System Universal Service 
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ESTABLISHED 1824-

SILVERSMITHS 
TAUNTON.MASSACHUSETTS 

REPRESENTED AT 

FIFTH AVENUE AT 47^ STREET.-4 MAIDEN LANE.NEW YORK 

BOSTON • CHICAGO • SAN FRANCISCO 'DALLAS 

FOR BEAUTY OF DESIGN, INDIVIDUALITY OF STYLE 

REED & BARTON 

SILVERWARE HAS BEEN FOREMOST FOR NEARLY A CENTURY 

LEADING SILVER MERCHANTS EVERYWHERE WILL BE GLAD 
TO SHOW YOU REED & BARTON EXCLUSIVE PRODUCTIONS 

TrAOE MARK 
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BEAUTIFUL books, though usually not inexpensive, are likely 
to be found in almost any hands. Even the poor book-lover, 

) by some miracle of thrift, usually gains possession of a well-
stocked library of attractive volumes. 

The cost of books that delight the eye as well as the mind has been 
not a little augmented by a custom which decreed that only, small 
editions should be printed on good paper, bound with any other aim 
than utility, or decorated to any higher purpose than a certain poster-
value in the book-stalls. 

S. D. Warren Company, makers of book-papers, call attention to the 
fact that our creators of commercial catalogs and advertising booklets 
have in the main been better patrons of beautiful book-papers than 
have our publishers of large editions of standard literature. 

Good book-paper can do so much to increase a reader's appreciation 
for a volume. I t is a pleasure to love a book. I t is so much easier 
to love one where the paper seems to mate with the inks—rests the 
eye and almost caresses the finger that turns the page. 
As an example of what paper selected for its printing quality, its appearance, and its 
response to the sense of touch can do for a book, take an opportunity the next 
time you are in a book store to examine the Bird Children or 
Flower Children books, published by P . F . Volland of Chicago. 
These books are printed on Warren paper, and when a Warren 
paper is selected for a book, it is for the sake of making the 
book more beautiful. Printing Papers 

S. D. WARREN COMPANY, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
MAKERS OF WARREN STANDARD P R I N T I N G PAPERS 

" Constant Excellence of Product" 
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Concrete Roads 
and Lettuce Salad 

HAVING lettuce salad when you want it may 
depend on the road. That may not interest you. 

But the road that makes certain you can have lettuce salad every 
day in the year also makes certain that you can get fresh eggs, 
milk, poultry, butter, potatoes and other things when you want 
them—and that should interest you. Think of the farm produce you would buy or 
sell if you could, but that now goes to waste because the roads prevent marketing. 

T h e U . S. Food Administrat ion estimates that bad roads in Erie Co. , Pa., 
added at least $2,000,000 to the food bill of Erie and other cities in the county last winter. 

In 1905 the Z u c k Greenhouse C o . built a small greenhouse several miles 
out of Erie. The problem then of transporting produce to Erie and to the express com
panies operating out of Erie was a serious one. In 1910 the Zuck Company bought a 
motor truck, but the earth roads were so bad in wet weather that a team of horses 
always accompanied the truck to pull it out of mudholes. 

Now the road has been paved with concrete. T h e Z u c k plant consists of 
13 modern greenhouses and produces large quantit ies of vegetables yearly. 

Read what F . J . Z u c k says about this concrete road: 
"Now we can deliver our produce free 

from bruises, blemishes and disarrangements 
caused by jolting over rough roads through mud. 

"The cost of hauling over the concrete 
road, when compared with the original earth 
road, has been reduced 50 per cent. This is due 
to the greater speed and larger loads possible 
over the concrete road, together with the reduc
tion in cost of operating and maintaining our 
trucks. Added to this is the availability of the 

concrete road during the winter and spring, 
when greenhouse food is in greatest demand. 

" U p o n rece iv ing a s s u r a n c e s t h a t the 
road upon which our greenhouses are located 
would be permanently improved with reinforced 
concrete, we immediately awarded contracts 
for additions to our plant. These, together with 
plans for further improvements, have been 
made possible by the economy of transportation 
over the concrete road to Erie." 

Er ie can have let tuce salad any d a y — a n d the road 
tha t will b r ing you let tuce salad when you want i t will 
b r ing you the other th ings you want when you want them. 
Is i t n e c e s s a r y t o a s k w h e t h e r c o n c r e t e r o a d s pay? 

PORTLAND CEMENT ASSOCIATION 
ATLANTA DETROIT 
CHICAGO HELENA 
DENVER INDIANAPOLIS 
DALLAS KANSAS CITY 

MILWAUKEE 
MINNEAPOLIS 
NEW YORK 
PARKERSBURG 

PITTSBURGH 
SALT LAKE CITY 
SEATTLE 
WASHINGTON 

Concrete for Permanence 
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Painted hi/ 
James Montgomery Flagg 

IN getting back to "Peace Clothes" there are joys of 
the home-coming and hopes for the days ahead. 

A L F R E D D E C K E R & C O H N , Makers 
In Canada. SOCIETY BRAND CLOTHES, Limited 
CHICAGO NEW YORK MONTREAL 

STYlE HEADQUARTERS 
This eign idcnlifipa the Style. Heudnuartera" vn your town. 
It'm the right store to go to for the smart things in men's wear. 

Society Brand 
CLOTHES 

FOR YOUNG MEN AND MEN WHO STAY YOUNG 



How joyously guests are welcomed, 

when beauty fills the home! 

The superb records of Columbia 
artists place at your instant com' 
mand the unrivaled charm of 
good music. The graceful love
liness expressed in the Grafonola 
Period Designs gives the added 
delight of artistic excellence in 
form and color. 

The exquisite Period Model 
il lustrated above is Chinese 
Chippendale . The re are 26 
other distinctive Columbia d c 
signs, expressing the individual 
beauty of every artistic period. 
A handsome illustrated catalog 
of Period Grafonolas sent upon 
request. 

Columbia Grafonolas in Period 'Designs from $250 to $2100. Standard ^Models up to $300. 

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY, New York 
London Office: 102 Clerkenwell Road, E. C. 

Columbia 
Grafonola 

in Period designs 



To Women Who Know Good Jelly: 
YO U who know good jellies and jams— 

who know how difficult it is to obtain 
every time that delicate flavor and that jelly 
consistency which cleaves in sharp, jewel-like 
outlines when you cut it with a spoon—you 
will appreciate this Beech-Nut Spitzenberg 
Apple Jelly. 

You will like it because it is made in sur
roundings as spotless as your own kitchen. 
Made of those famous apples from the upper 
sections of N e w York State, each apple care
fully wiped, quartered, and any spot or blem
ish cut out—as you would do were you pre 
paring the apples yourself. 

These beautiful red Spitzenberg apples 
and pure granulated sugar are the only in
gredients—these two things and nothing 

more. TKey are cooked in shallow copper 
kettles, silver-Ymed, ready to empty instantly 
when the jelly's done. 

But there ' s no guesswork to know when 
to stop the cooking—no drip tests, no risk 
of over-cooking, no fears such as you ex
perience at home , even with your best, t ime-
tested recipes Every jar of Beech-Nut 
Jelly comes out just right—even in texture, 
transparency and flavor—because years of 
experience have taught us how to cook with 
the thermometei—the secret of accurate results. 

Ge t a jar of this Beech-Nut Spitzenberg 
Apple Jelly from your grocer today See 
how good the Beech-Nut jellies and jams 
a re—how like the old-time homemade kind 
you liked so well. 

B E E C H - N U T P A C K I N G C O M P A N Y , C A N A J O H A R I E , N E W Y O R K . 

Spitzenberg 
ALSO BEECH-NUT GRAPE JELLY 

BEECH-NUT RED CURRANT JELLY 
BEECH-NUT CRAB-APPLE JELLY 

BEECH-NUT BLACK CURRANT JELLY 
BEECH-NUT QUINCE JELLY 

BEECH-NUT STRAWBERRY JAM BEECH-NUT PEACH JAM 

Apple Jelly 
BEECH-NUT BLACKBERRY JAM 

BEECH-NUT RED RASPBERRY JAM 
BEECH-NUT DAMSON PLUM JAM 

BEECH-NUT ORANGE MARMALADE 
BEECH-NUT GRAPE-FRUIT MARMALADE 

BEECH-NUT PINEAPPLE PRESERVE CHERRY PRESERVE 

Beech-Nut 



MARMON 
3 4 

Advanced Engineering 

Now World Influence 
When France—the fountain head 

of motor car learning—selected Mar-
mon 34 for her great army staff, she 
confirmed the Marmon's title to 
Dominance, which America awarded 
the year this scientific car arrived. 

This favor is international—it pre
vails in numerous countries overseas 
—in England, Sweden, Norway, Den
mark, Spain, Argentina,Brazil,Cuba, 
Porto Rico, Chile, Peru and else
where. Marmon engineering is help
ing to spread the gospel of American 
industrial achievement. 

NORDYKE & MARMON COMPANY 
Established 1851 

J N D I A N A P O L I S , -



The Factory Behind the Car 
The Home of the Paige Car cov
ers more than twelve acres of 
floor space. It is one of the most 
completely equipped plants in 
the United States and includes 
practically every labor saving de
vice known to factory science. 

Here the art of precise manu
facturing is found in its highest 
form of development. There is 
no guess work—no " rule of 
thumb" measurement. Many 
of the operations require one 

PAIGE-DETROIT MOTOR CAR COMPANY - DETROIT, Michigan 
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one-thousandth of an inch pre
cision and a rigid inspection sys
tem sees that these standards are 
maintained day in and day out. 

The Paige Car is superbly built. 
For that reason it is a glutton 
for hard work and constant 
service. 

The Paige Car is superbly de
signed. For that reason it is uni
versally recognized as " the Most 
Beautiful Car in America." 

Paige 
The most beautiful car in america 



PEERLESS 
Two-Power-Range 

EIGHT 
Modern Lightness—With Stability 

PE E R L E S S l e a d e r s h i p in 
Closed Car construction was 

established in the early days of 
the industry. 

There is much to be said for 
newer me thods—where they 
work real improvements. 

The Peerless Closed Cars of 
t o d a y embody t h o s e funda
mental principles developed by 
the old master coach builders, 
combined with all that consti
tutes genuine improvement in 
modern methods. 

The r e su l t—modern light
ness with stability. 

M o u n t e d on the f a m o u s 
Peerless Eight chassis, with its 
two s e p a r a t e and d i s t i n c t 
r a n g e s of power, the Peerless 
Closed Cars of today maintain 
their leadership. 

The " l o a f i n g " range offers 
the acme of soft, smooth, effi
cient, economical application of 
power. 

The " sporting " range releases 
an a b u n d a n c e of power for 
emergencies and speed. 

Let the Peerless dealer show 
you its r e m a r k a b l e range of 
performance. 

Opomna 
IR^ncjo, 

7 Passenger Touring $2760 4 passenger Roadster $2760 4 passenger Coupe SjS30 

7 passenger Sedan Sjjjo 7 passenger Sedan Limousine $3720 
J. 0. b. Cleveland, subject to change without notice 

The Peerless Mo • Cleveland.Ohio 
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Financial Situation, continued from page 518 

NOW there were visible in these two directions, 
a month or more ago, developments of a char

acter which, say in 1913, would have aroused the 
utmost financial enthusiasm, and which, though 
surrounded this year with special complications 

of a peculiar and unprecedented 
sort, cannot possibly fail to exert 
much of their old-time economic in
fluence. The winter wheat crop, 
planted last au tumn, is entering the 

spring season with a promise never matched in 
our history. On a quite unprecedented acreage, 
the season in the Middle West has been almost 

The Wheat 
Crop and 
the Export 
Trade 

perfect. By the government's last statements, 
our export trade has reached a magnitude sur
passing that of any month on record, even in the 
days when our shipment of war munitions (now 
practically ended) had risen to unheard-of totals. 
The mere surplus of merchandise exports over 
imports during January, $410,000,000, exceeded 
the export surplus in any full twelvemonth of our 
history, prior to 1912. 

That there are certain qualifying considera
tions in these two economic achievements at the 
present time, which did not exist when the mem-

Financial Situation, continued on page 58 

How to Avoid Loss 
in Investment 

BY following certain fixed rules the investor can 
make himself secure against loss. These rules have 

been determined by definite experience, and are founded 
on fixed and immutable laws and principles of invest
ment and finance. 

In the purchase of first mortgage serial 6% bonds, safe
guarded under the Straus Plan, the prudent investor may 
protect himself from loss and find security, freedom from 
care, and an attractive interest yield. The best indication 
of the safety of these bonds is the record of this House— 
37 years without loss to any investor. 

Wri te today for our "Questionnaire for Investors" (Fourth 
Edition). It shows how to test the safety of any invest
ment and to distinguish between the sound and the 
unsound. It will protect you against loss. This invalu
able investment book will be sent to any investor with
out charge or obligation. Simply specify 

Circular No. D-910 

S. W. STRAUS & CO. 
Established 1882 

N E W YORK 
150 Broadway 

DETROIT MINNEAPOLIS 
Penobscot Bide Loeb Arcade Bide. 

Incorporated 
CHICAGO 

Straus Building 
SAN FRANCISCO PHILADELPHIA 

Crocker Bide. Stock Exchange Bide 

Thirty-seven years without loss to any investor 
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You will find a National City 
Company Correspondent Office in 
JJ of the leading cities of the 
country. 

Each of these offices is equipped to 
render unusual service to investors 
generally, and to bond buyers in 
particular. 

BONDS 
SHORT TERM NOTES 

ACCEPTANCES 

FORWARD 
with your faith 
All honor to your faith in the symbols of law 

and order—the American institutions under which 
you live. 

Faith—and bonds, build your Capitols, dig you 
Panama Canals, bring good roads to your doors, 
give schools to your boys and girls, playgrounds to 
your children. 

Your bond-buying habit vitally quickens the 
march of human progress. 

Witness the greatest gain in human history, 
lately won through faith and high purpose, backed 
to a finish by your Liberty Bonds. 

When you buy your Government, your State, 
or your Municipal Bonds, you help lift your com
munity to a higher, happier plane of living. 

As a holder of such bonds, you enjoy an income 
from one of the safest-known forms of investment 
security. Forward, then, with your faith! 

The National City 
Company 

National City Bank Building, New York 
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—Where your money 
works 24 hours 
every day 

The modern public utility plant sup
plies a diversified demand for power 
to homes and varied industries which 
is constant night and day. 

Everywhere—from factories, mines, 
homes, transportation lines, quarries 
and farms—comes the demand for 
power upon the modern public utility 
plant in constant, money earning flow. 

Such earning power is necessarily 
stable. Today these earnings are in
creasing, due to higher rates granted, 
operating costs reduced and new busi
ness secured. 

The securities of these companies, in 
which this house has specialized for 
the major part of our 18 years as In
vestment Bankers, are universally re
garded as among the safest known. 

Our monthly "Bond Topics" gives 
a selected list of these Bonds and 
Notes, which should show a future 
enhancement on prices now obtaining, 
and today £T3 , *T3o/ 
yield from »->4 t o # 4 / 0 

We will gladly send you YOUR copy 
free on request for Booklet S. S. 200. 

Financial Situation, continued from page 56 

orable harvest season of 1897 and the memorable 
export season of 1901 introduced a famous era 
of American prosperity, every one understood. 
In the financial entanglements resulting from the 
war, Europe is in no position to pay cash for her 
importations from America. Not only is she un
able yet to exchange goods for goods, but she 
cannot, as in 1897 or 1879, spare gold to remit in 
settlement, and she cannot, in the abnormal 
state of her own trade and of the foreign ex
changes, draw in our favor on a credit fund in 
other markets. Therefore our government, 
which between April, 1917, and November, 1918, 
loaned nearly $8,000,000,000 to its European 
allies to finance their war-time purchases in the 
United States, is preparing to lend them at 
least $1,000,000,000 more to finance their pur
chases in the transition period. 

As to wheat, of which there is possible an 
American crop this year exceeding even the thou
sand million bushels of 1915, our government is 
tied up with the guarantee to the farmers, made 
last summer and binding until the 1919 crop has 
been marketed, of $2.26 per bushel. This price 
—higher than any reached at Chicago, even mo
mentarily, between 1867 and 1916—applies to the 
whole crop. If the market does not pay it, the 
government's Food Bureau must. 

While war continued, the world at large was 
willing to pay the price; sudden return of peace 
brought offers of wheat at $1.53 and $1.37 from 
distant foreign producing countries, long cut off 
from outside markets by the wartime shortage of 
shipping, and therefore with an accumulated and 
burdensome unsold stock. It is perhaps improb
able that the price will continue at those figures, 
when Europe is bare of food supplies, when Rus
sia's old-time 800,000,000-bushel harvests are no 
longer a factor in the case, and when even Ger
many must be fed by the western world. But it 
is equally improbable that the world's bid for 
wheat will return to $2.26 a bushel, and, since 
our government must sell at market prices, 
whether at home or abroad, whatever wheat it 
buys from American producers, it will have to 
foot the loss out of the public treasury. 

Undoubtedly these are economic handicaps, 
but they leave the question open whether, even 
so, they can offset the traditional influence for 
good, so far as regards our economic situation, of 
bumper harvests and an unprecedented export 
balance in foreign trade. The stock market 
manifestly acted on the presumption that these 
benefits would not be counterbalanced. But the 
recovery in prices had yet another cause. 

I T is impossible to doubt that the revival of 
confidence on the stock exchanges resulted in 
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Complete Financial Service 
THE Guaranty Trus t C o m p a n y of New York renders 
service in every branch of financial and trust activity. 

Commercial Banking 

Our Banking Department transacts a general commercial banking 
business. Through membership in the Federal Reserve System 
we are enabled to give our customers the benefit of its credit facilities 
and rediscount and collection privileges. W e pay interest on daily 
balances and on certificates of deposit. 

Foreign Banking 

Our Foreign Department is a complete foreign banking organization 
with offices in London, Liverpool, Paris, and Brussels, and affiliations 
and connections throughout the world. I t handles, direct, foreign 
banking transactions with all countries; finances exports and imports; 
issues letters of credit and travellers checks; deals in acceptances. 

Foreign Trade Bureau 

The Foreign Trade Bureau, organized for the service of the American 
exporter and importer, furnishes without charge information as to 
foreign markets, foreign business and financial conditions, and export 
policy and procedure. 

Investment Banking 

Our Bond Department serves our investment customers. It has, at 
all times, a list of bonds and notes which the Company has purchased 
for its own account, and which are offered for investment with our 
recommendation. W e are prepared to supply investors with statis
tical and other information regarding sound investment securities. 

Trust Service 

Our Trust Department acts in every fiduciary capacity, such as ex
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Investments that 
Need No Watching 

— For Professional and Business 
Men Whose Time is Fully Occupied 

Men whose success depends on the clos
est application to their business should 
not venture into investments requiring 
careful watching. Because of their 
Stability and Unquestioned Safety 

MUNICIPAL BONDS 
do not need watching. Their value is 
unaffected by business depressions or 
changing conditions. They are free 
from Federal Income Taxes, and pay 
higher interest than any other invest
ment so well safeguarded. 

Our Booklet S-4 "Bonds That Always Pay " tells 
all about Municipal Bonds. Write Jor it to-day. 

KAUFFMAN-SMITH-EMERT 
INVESTMENT COMPANY 

Security Building St. Louis, Mo. 

New Prices for 
Old Bonds 

This is not a catch head-line, 
but a statement of fact which 
should interest investors. 
There are bonds that have 
been on the market for years, 
which are just as strong today 
as ever but are selling at prices 
that make them more attrac
tive than ever. 

For details regarding one of these 
bonds, send for our Circular BS-46 

A. B. Leach & Co., Inc. 
Investment Securities 

62 Cedar St., New York 
105 S. La Salle St., Chicago 
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large degree from the preliminary agreement of 
the Paris Conference on the League of Nations. 
To the financial markets (as indeed to at least a 
very great part of our people) this 
agreement presented itself in two dis
tinctly favorable aspects. It fore
shadowed unity of action by the 
Allied States in their settlement of 
the war; therefore, if ratified by the governments, 
it would remove the very grave existing appre
hensions of a breakdown in the good understand
ing between the victorious belligerents, and of 
the Entente's disintegration into a set of angry, 
jealous, and resentful states. 

This was one consideration. As to what the 
ratification of the League—no doubt with its cov
enant amended, with restrictions in some regards 
and amplifications in others—would mean to the 
future of the international situation, little doubt 
appeared to be entertained on the great financial 
markets. It was recognized that in no other way 
than through some such covenant could inter
national security and peace be preserved in the 
confused political era on which the world has 
entered, and also that at no other time than this 
present juncture, when a world-wide political and 
military alliance for a common purpose was al
ready in force, was it probable that such an 
agreement could be achieved. 

The objections to the Paris plan, as urged in 
our own Congress and elsewhere, were ignored by 
no one. Yet people who took a backward glance 
at history remembered on what closely similar 
grounds our own constitution was assailed when 
the States were asked to ratify it. American 
statesmen such as Richard Henry Lee, George 
Clinton, and Elbridge Gerry went from meeting 
to meeting to denounce it as a proposed surrender 
of the rights of sovereign States. One group of 
public men opposed it because of what it con
tained; another because of what it did not con
tain. The draft of the constitution published by 
the convention in September, 1787, did not re
ceive the ratification of New York State until 
July, 1788, or of North Carolina until November, 
1789, or of Rhode Island until May, 1790. The 
case was not in all respects identical; yet the un
derlying fact, fully understood to dominate the sit
uation of 1919 as it dominated that of 1787, was 
summed up by thoughtful minds on both occa
sions in the inquiry as to whether the future of 
orderly civilization would be safe without such 
international restraints, and if not, then what 
other alternative plan was open for consideration. 

We have yet to see the final working-out of the 
League of Nations plan, and we have yet to learn 
what is the attitude of the ratifying governments 
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Why Municipal Bonds are 
Exempt from Federal 

Income Taxes. 
Ever since our Government entered 
the war, thus necessitating an exten
sive taxing program, tax-exempt se
curities have been much talked of. 

Among the tax-exempt securities, 
Municipal Bonds are the most promi
nent. It has been pretty generally 
understood that Municipal Bonds are 
non-taxable, but just why is not so 
generally known. 

In order to make it clear why Munic
ipal Bonds are not subject to Federal 
Income Taxes it will be necessary to 
understand just what a Municipal 
Bond really is. The term is somewhat 
misleading. 

While a Municipal Bond technically is 
the obligation of a city, only custom 
has applied the name to obligations of 
states, or any political subdivisions 
thereof, such as cities, school districts, 
levee, road and drainage disfticts, etc. 

Under the Constitution, the United 
States Government cannot lay a 
burden upon an instrumentality of a 
state. The taxing of the obligation of 
a state, or of any political subdivision 
of a state, would be laying a burden 
upon an instrumentality of the state, 
and therefore it would be unconsti
tutional. To do it would involve a 
question of States Rights, upon which 
the Union was founded. 

That a_ tax levied upon the securities 
or the income derived from securities, 
issued by a state or a political subdi

vision thereof is actually a tax upon 
the state itself was established in the 
case of Pollock vs. The Farmers' Loan 
and Trust Company, 157 U. S. 429, in 
which the Supreme Court of the United 
States declared unconstitutional the 
Income Tax of 1894. This decision 
was based upon various grounds, 
among which was the ruling of the 
court that incomes derived from 
Municipal Bonds were not taxable by 
the Federal Government, and that, as 
the law of 1894 imposed an income tax 
upon such bonds, the law was invalid. 

This tax-exempt feature makes Mu
nicipal Bonds unusually attractive now 
that incomes are taxed so heavily. A 
5 % Municipal Bond, under present 
conditions, yields a net return equiv
alent to from 6 % to 20% on large in
comes derived from taxable securities. 
Even on small incomes, which are tax
able, the equivalent return from Mu
nicipal Bonds is greater than the inter
est rate woul,d indicate. 

Tax exemption presents a subject of 
increasing interest in proportion to the 
size of one's income, and is worthy of 
the study of every individual taxpayer. 

We have prepared a pamphlet explain
ing the tax-exemption features of 
Municipal Bonds. This pamphlet con
tains a tabulation of equivalent net 
yield of Municipal Bonds to those with 
incomes varying from ten thousand to 
a million dollars. We will be glad to 
send this pamphlet to anyone who is 
interested in the subject. Address 
Dept. B-4. 

William P.Compton Company 
Over a Quarter Century in this business 

New York Chicago St. Louis Cincinnati New Orleans 
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Elementary Instructions 
for Investment in Bonds 

We are preparing to pub
lish, monthly, a series of 
folders presenting elemen
tary instructions for in
vestment in bonds. 

The first folder of the se
ries, entitled "Basic Princi
ples of Bond Investment," 
is now available and will 
be sent upon request. 

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 
269 miles in length, well constructed and 
ably managed. 

Its net income, which has shown a sub
stantial increase month by month, is 
equal to e leven times the dividend re
quirements for the First Preferred stock. 

Send for our new descriptive circular. 

P r i c e To Y i e l d 7 . 2 9 % 

B A B C O C K , R U S H T O N 
& C O M P A N Y 

Mevtbers of: NcwYork Stock Exchange 
Chicago Stock Exchange 
Chicago Board of Trade 

137 So. La Salle Street 
Chicago. I l ls. 

7 Wall Street 
New York, New York 
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(our own included) toward it. Two appraisals 
of the League of Nations plan as originally 
drafted, both made in London, are suggestive. 
The covenant as announced on February 14, said 
the London Times, is "the most important inter
national document ever published; which, if it is 
worked in the spirit of its founders, will exercise 
a permanent influence for good on the future of 
the human race." But another very acute critic 
of contemporary politics wrote that "there is 
nothing in it to solve either the German or Rus
sian problems; which means that the Sphinx rid
dle of mankind after Armageddon is left unan
swered." 

THE attitude of Germany toward the Allies 
during this period, and of the Allies toward 

Germany, was peculiar. The German govern
ment and people had already passed from the 
attitude of despair and grovelling submission to 
an attitude, first of apprehensive ex
pectancy, then of sullen impatience. 
Having asked for the terms of sur
render and having surrendered un
conditionally, Germany now began through her 
statesmen and newspapers, to complain of unfair 
treatment. 

The armistice, so the head of the new German 
government declared, had laid down stipulations 
of "unheard-of ruthlessness." "Ourfoes," wrote 
Prince Max of Baden, who had conducted the 
armistice negotiations, "should be made to un
derstand *the outraged sentiment of the whole 
German nation." The outside world began to 
hear of how Germany had really conditioned her 
surrender on her own interpretation of President 
Wilson's "fourteen points," of how the Entente 
governments, having pledged themselves to such 
conditions, were violating their pledge, and of 
how Germany need not have surrendered except 
for her belief in an amicable settlement. The 
acceptance of the armistice, so declares the Tages-
zeitung of Berlin, was "foolish, cowardly, and 
criminal," since "all reports agreed that the Allies 
would be forced to cease fighting before the end 
of the year." 

AS a matter of history, pure and simple, all 
. this is the most futile of contention. Ger

many's assent to Mr. Wilson's personal state
ment of principles was not the basis even of the 
armistice. It was prescribed by Mr. Wilson as 
the sole condition under which he would agree to 
ask our European Allies for a suspension of hos
tilities. The German government, in its note of 
October 20, had itself agreed that "the conditions 
of an armistice should be left to the judgment of 
the military advisers," and its delegates had 
signed the terms drawn up by General Foch. The 
acceptance of Mr. Wilson's principles by the En
tente Allies as a basis for the peace treaty of 
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peace (though with some reservations) had noth
ing whatever to do with the armistice. The pur
pose of the armistice agreement, in Mr. Wilson's 
own words to Germany, was to place the Entente 
allies "in a position to enforce any arrangements 
that may be entered into, and to make a renewal 
of hostilities by Germany impossible." 

The suggestion tha t Germany, but for her hu
mane wish for peace, might have gone on fight
ing, made slight impression, even in Germany. 
The world knows considerably more about tha t 
matter now than it knew on November n . 

" T h e enemy," so we are told in Gen
eral Haig's subsequent report to his 
government on tha t month 's mili
tary situation, "was capable neither 
of accepting nor of refusing bat t le . 

His defensive powers .had already been definitely 
destroyed." General Pershing reported to our 
War Department that on November 6, when the 
American army reached the River Meuse oppo
site Sedan, "we had cut the enemy's main line of 
communications, and nothing but surrender or 
an armistice could save his a rmy from complete 
disaster." General Foch, speaking to the corre
spondents on January n , thus described the 
situation: "The German high command was not 
ignorant of the fact tha t it faced a colossal disas
ter. When it surrendered, everything was pre
pared for an offensive to which it would infallibly 
have succumbed. On the 14th [of November] we 
were to attack in Lorraine with twenty French 
divisions and six American divisions. This at
tack would have been supported by other move
ments in Flanders and on the centre. The Ger
mans were lost. They capitulated. There is the 
whole story." 

One does not have to depend even on Allied 
sources for the facts. Erzberger, explaining apol
ogetically to the new German national assembly 
a few weeks ago, the reasons for the armistice, 
flatly declared that he signed it under the " i ron 
compulsion" of Marshal Hindenburg; t ha t the 
German High Command had asked him to beg 
for certain concessions in the terms, but had 
added that "even if you do not succeed in obtain
ing concessions on these points, you must sign 
the armistice." Prince Max of Baden, giving the 
reasons for the armistice long after it was con
cluded, said to the German people1: " O u r offen
sive had failed. The enemy was advancing vic
toriously. The war was lost. The only thing to 
be attained was to rescue our people from worse 
consequences." 

All of this first-hand evidence warrants the 
conclusion of an English newspaper tha t " t h e 
armistice probably saved the Germans from the 
greatest military disaster in history." 

GERMANY, in short, was as thoroughly and 
overwhelmingly beaten as was France on the 

day of Sedan. Being thus beaten, and her actions 
in causing and conducting the war having been 
what they were, her just moral responsibility 
could scarcely be even measured in terms of 
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money. But granting even this, there is some
thing also to be said in criticism of the attitude 
taken in some of the Allied countries 
toward Germany. The insistence in 
many quarters of Europe, not only 
t h a t Germany should be required to 
pay by way of indemnity all tha t could possibly 
be exacted from her people, but tha t recovery in 
German trade and resumption of relations by 
German merchants with markets of Entente coun
tries should be prevented, involved an economic 
contradiction. 

I t is difficult to see how Germany can in any 
case pay more than a relatively small proportion, 
even of the sum assessed for reparation and 
restitution, except through exporting German 
products. The idea, momentarily hinted at in 
Western Europe, tha t reparation be imposed 
through requiring forced and unpaid German 
labor for the reconstruction of Belgium and 
Northern France, was a very hasty thought. 
No very long second consideration was necessary 
to remind the reasoner of what the French and 
Belgian workmen would have to say at the diver
sion of employment in their own country from 
them to servile labor by the enemy. 

Even if an immediate payment of the indem
nity were arranged, after the plan of 1871, 
through placing German national obligations 
with governments or investors of the Entente 
states (at present a difficult mat te r to imagine), 
there would still remain the question of paying 
interest on those bonds. Germany produces no 
gold. Her holdings of the securities of other 
countries have been mostly liquidated. Short of 
surrender of control over her natura l resources 
to her creditors, experience with international ex
change leaves open only two other means for 
paying either principal or interest—through float
ing new loans in the markets where payment 
must be made, or through exporting merchandise. 
I t still remains to be determined how the Peace 
Conference or the League of Nat ions will settle 
this extraordinary question. 

TH E problem of Russia is in one sense simpler, 
in another sense vastly more complex. I t is 

simpler, in tha t Russia has no indemnity to pay 
and t h a t national bankruptcy, with the atten
dant chaos in a nation's home and foreign finance 
and in its productive industry, is no 
new problem to European history. 
The plunge of France after 1790, 
into insolvency under a mountain of 
fiat money, was in all respects as violent as that 
of Bolshevik Russia; i t was marked by exactly 
similar phenomena; yet within a decade the 
government of France was financially on its feet 
again. This was long considered one of the puz
zles of economic history. The French historian 
Taine was the first to explain i t clearly, three 
quar ters of a century afterward. 

Prior to 1789, he tells us, the public revenue of 
France was 475 million francs. During the 
Revolution there was virtually no revenue at all; 
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"the state lived off capital which it seized or 
debts which it created." Under the Consulate 
and Empire, the revenue rose to 750 or 800 mil
lions, with no seizures and no debts. 

How were the public finances thus transformed 
from the wreck of the Revolution into the highly 
productive revenue after 1800? The answer is, 
through a proper system of taxation. Before 
1789, the revenue was farmed out to 200,000 col
lectors, and the cost of collecting taxes was twice 
as much as the proceeds delivered to the govern
ment. Prior to the Revolution the French peas
ant, out of 100 francs income, paid 14 to his 
seigneur, 14 to the clergy, and 53 to the state, 
leaving only 19 for himself. During the Revolu
tion he lived in a riot of paper money and de
moralized industry, paying no taxes but saving 
nothing for himself. After the tax reform by the 
new government of 1800, he paid from his 100 
francs 20 francs to the state, the department and 
the commune, but nothing to clergy or seigneur; 
thus keeping 80 for his own uses. I t will be seen 
that the state itself got less from the peasant 
citizen who had borne such a load before 1789; 
but it far more than made up the difference 
through intelligent taxes placed on tea, sugar, 
coffee, and drinks, by abolishing the farmers-
general, and by extending the taxes to all previ
ously exempted classes of the community. 

Russia of 1919 is not France of 1793 or 1900; 
yet there are some analogies which admit of 
positive deduction. The Russian taxes prior to 
iqi7 or 1914 were not such monuments of injus
tice and oppression as the French taxes prior to 
1789; but they were almost as wastefully col
lected, and in many cases as clumsily imposed. 
The history of taxes, public finance and individual 
conditions was the same in both episodes of revo** 
lutionary terror. If, moreover, Russia has a far 
heavier load of debt and industrial wreck from 
which to emerge when economic rehabilitation 
comes, she also possesses in her mines, her forests, 
her surplus of agricultural products, a vastly 
greater store of economic resource than ever fell 
to the lot of France. 

Will Russia hereafter follow the French ex
ample of 1800, and get on her feet again, finan
cially and politically, by emerging from the era of 
blind terrorism? Some such possibility seemed 
to be remotely recognized in the markets during 
February, when the Russian government 's 6}4 
per cent bonds of the American issue rose on the 
curb from 48 to 72. The recovery was striking; 
it was accompanied by a similarly sharp advance 
in Russian internal bonds, of which a fair-sized 
amount is still afloat in American markets , and in 
Russian currency as valued by the bid for 
"ruble notes" of the Kerensky issue—which, 
however, recovered only to one-third of their 
nominal face value as against a previous one-
fourth. The rise both preceded and followed the 
announcement from Petrograd, when the Allies 
at Paris proposed a conference with the rival 
Russian factions, that Lenine would be willing, 
in return for political recognition of his govern-
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M o n e y a n d I n v e s t m e n t s 2 .50 
B o n d . Stock a n d I n t e r e s t Tables 2 .00 
Munic ipa l a n d Corporat ion B o n d s 1.00 
Stocks and Their M a r k e t P lace s 1.00 
Investors* Record B o o k 1.00 
D o u b l e M e t b o d In teres t Tables 75c 

At Bookstores or Postpaid by 

The Financial Publishing Company 
Controllings the publications of Montgomery Rollins, Headquarters 

in America lor all books upon finance. 
17 J O Y S T R E E T BOSTON, MASS. 

First Lien Mortgage 

GOLD BONDS 
Secured by 24 Apartment Brick Structure,located 
close to the business district in Atlanta, Georgia. 

%
Lawrence Apartments . Income for three (3) 
years. $28,632.00. This issue only $36,500. Valua
tion, $80,000.00. Borrower pays interest monthly. 
Amount repaid $1,200.00 annually. Borrower 
pays this monthly in advance. Free from Fed
eral Income Tax up to 4%. Denominations, 
yj- ioo, $500 , $1000 . 

Ask for booklet, " MlT.LER SERVICE, How This Protects and Insures the Bond 
Buyer's Investment Interests," also illustrated "Circular No. 150," and plan 
of Atlanta's business district detailing the exact location of this structure. 

G. L. MILLER & COMPANY 
112 HURT BUILDING ATLANTA, GA. 
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ment, to rescind the proclamation whereby, a 
year ago, Russia's indebtedness in the Entente 
countries had been repudiated. 

ST A T E S M E N who have been personally in 
touch with Russian politics have privately 

admit ted this much in behalf of the Bolshevik 
regime: tha t its leaders knew at any rate what 
they wanted, and were determined to secure it 
at any cost. This was not t rue either 
of the first revolutionary govern
ment of Prince Lvoff, or of the 
Kerensky regime which followed. 
Both of those experimental governments wished 
for a constitutional convention, but feared to 
antagonize the opposition par ty and merely tem
porized with them. The Bolshevik rulers were 
resolved on government by a single class, were 
against a popular convention, and were prepared ' 
to s tamp out all opposition by the most high-' 
handed of measures, not stopping short of pro
miscuous murder. 

This is a clear enough analogy with the Paris! 
terrorists; who, having disposed by the simple; 
expedient of the guillotine of the vacillating and ' 
temporizing Girondist faction, seized ' power' 
firmly with the support of the sans-culottes. But 
historical analogies do not present themselves 
unerringly at every stage. If they did, we 
should have to look for the Bolshevik leaders 
presently destroying one another, being there
upon replaced by a government of feeble phrase-
makers and opportunists, supported somewhat 
contemptuously by an army which itself in turn, 
under a resolute and victorious commander, was 
destined to overthrow them. This was the case 
of France—after Robespierre, D a n t o n ; after 
Danton, Barras ; after Barras, Napoleon. With 
Napoleon, but not until his arrival, came the 
country's economic rehabilitation. I n Russia, a 
similar sequence of events is possible; but its 
probability is remote, in a day when the course 
of events throughout the world has discredited 
the expedient of military dictatorship as com
pletely as it has upset autocratic sovereignty. 

YE T on the other hand, such considerable re
covery of economic power and military 

prestige as was achieved by France, even before 
Napoleon seized the government, is not so easy 
to imagine nowadays. Foreign credit, well-
ordered home production, properly organized 
transportat ion, export and import t rade whereby 
a surplus of home products may go out in ex
change for foreign merchandise needed but not 
produced a t home—these, which could be dis
pensed with in the simpler civilization of 1793, 
are the essentials of a thriving state in our com
plex modern organism. We have learned from 
Germany's experience t h a t a rich and powerful 
modern state cannot endure without them. 
Russia is neither rich nor powerful, except in so 
far as she develops her economic opportunities, 
and those opportunities the Bolshevik govern
ment has deliberately struck down. 
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What Will 
the Longer 
Outcome 
Be? 

The question then remains, whether the Bol
shevik leaders will themselves, like so many 
other fanatics installed in power, choose to aban
don the fanatical ideas for the sake of retaining 
the power; or whether the public sufferings 

brought about by anarchy will re
sult in the destruction of the govern
ment responsible for it, followed by 
the trial of another. For nations do 
not nowadays stand still when 

political anarchy is creating economic misery. 
Lenine's bid for outside recognition, by the offer 

of meeting Russia's accrued external indebted
ness through placing her resources of raw ma
terials under outside administration, was an ex
traordinary departure from the Bolshevik ideas. 
There have been seemingly authentic reports of 
an attempt at reinstallation of the old methods 
of managing factories as well as armies. But a 
good deal more than this would be needed to 
show that the present Petrograd government is 
fit or safe either for rulership over Russia or for 
recognition by other civilized states. The 
tyranny of the French Terror, wicked as it was, 
recognized the necessity of at least asserting 
belief in equality and fraternity as well as lib
erty, and in the end the present French Republic 
was established on that declaration. But the 
avowed and fundamental doctrine of the Russian 
Terror is that there is no equality, that one class 
must rule to the exclusion of all others, that the 
test of liberty is not the free vote for govern
ment but the seizure of other people's property, 
and that the ultimate purpose of the country's 
relations with other states is to force such prin
ciples upon all the rest of them. 

If the Russian Bolshevists fail to do this, while 
prolonging the economic ruin of their own coun
try, their political collapse can be only a question 
of time. Even should they succeed in doing it— 
say in distracted Germany, with the help of the 
social and political disintegration due to disgrace
ful military overthrow—their success could not 
possibly be more than temporary. For their 
program is not only the program of unblushing 
anarchy, but whereas the popular insurrections of 
1789 and 1848 were uprisings against the tyranny 
of a privileged class, this is a cynical avowal of 
exactly such tyranny as the single purpose of 
the Twentieth Century insurrection. 

That the relations, not only between labor and 
capital but between labor and government, would 
constitute an exciting problem of the period 
following the war, people of experience recognized 
long ago. The problem was indeed inherited from 
the period before the war. Probably it is des
tined to bring about many and far-reaching read
justments, both industrial and social. But politi
cally, Russia's actual experience is at least as 
unmistakable a warning to labor as to capital. 
It provides the reason why, notwithstanding the 
ambitions of the more reckless group of laborers, 
and notwithstanding the sentimental attitude of 
certain soft-hearted women and soft-headed men 
in other classes of society, the Bolshevik experi
ment is not in the least likely to endure. 

P r e f e r r e d S t o c k s 
of Good Industrials 

a Purchase 
A recent number of the B a c h e 
R e v i e w discusses this subject. 

Copies of the JUview sent upon request 

J.SBACHE & COMPANY 
Members New York Stock Exchange/ 

42 Broadway - New York 

Nine 
Municipal Bond Advantages 
Federal Income Tax Exempt. Payment guaranteed 
by taxes. Strict laws limit city's debt. Easily sold. 
Banks loan against them. Do not fluctuate widely. 
Values always unaffected. Good yields. Convenient 
maturities. 

Write today for Booklet G-4 
" How to Invest Without Loss " 

SternBrothers 
%J & Company C/ 

I N V E S T M E N T BONDS 
1013-15 Ba l t imore A v e n u e Kansas City, Mo. 
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Short-Time 
l°fo Investment 

Available for #1000 or larger 
amounts. 

Obligation of widely-known, es
tablished company. 

Assets nearly 2}4 to I. 
Net earnings nearly 5 times in
terest charges. 

Majority of assets are liquid and 
readily realizable. 

Send for Circular No. 1024 SC 

Peabody 
Houghteling&Co. 

(ESTABLISHED 1865) 
10 South La Salle St., Chicago, III. 



6% Baby Farm 
Land Bonds 

$100 Bonds—They have the same 
security back of them as the $250, 
$500 and $1,000 denominations. 
The interest is payable semi-annu
ally. 

Gold-Stabeck Company is the pio
neer farm land bond house. Thou
sands of clients have invested in 
this class of security in the past 
quarter century without loss of prin
cipal or interest. 
I t would be a pleasure to have your 
inquiry—no obligation is involved 
in getting full information. 
Ask for circular S-49 and let us 
send " Investograph," our monthly 
investment digest, free. 

THE VARIOUS FORMS OF 
FARM-MORTGAGE 

SECURITY 

B Y KINGMAN NOTT ROBINS 

THE best-known forms of farm-mortgage 
security, as negotiated and offered by 

farm-mortgage bankers, are: 
1. The Individual Farm Mortgage. 
2. The Divided Mortgage. 
3. The Farm-Mortgage Bond. 
4. The Debenture or Collateral Trust Bond 

or Certificate. 
In addition to these forms of farm-mortgage 

security there are the issues of the institutions 
created by the Federal Farm Loan Act, known 
as: 

1. Federal Farm Loan Bonds. 
2. Joint Stock Land Bank Bonds. 

THE INDIVIDUAL FARM MORTGAGE • a 

The individual farm mortgage is the original 
form of farm-mortgage security and is the form 
most generally found to-day. I t has the ad
vantage of placing in the hands of the investor 
all papers constituting the promise to pay of an 
individual farmer, secured by the first lien on 
this farmer's individual farm. I t represents a 
simple, direct transaction, all steps in which can 
be readily followed and checked by the investor 
or his agent, and it has the advantage, unique 
among all investment securities, of giving the 
investor sole control of the security. In case 
of default, he has sole power and discretion, and 
need not consult or depend on the action of 
trustees, fellow investors, or "protect ive" com
mittees, as he must if he invests in stocks or 
bonds. 

The individual farm-mortgage security may 
take the form of the farmer's note or bond, se
cured either by "first mortgage," " trust deed," 
or "deed to secure debt," depending on the 
laws of the State in which the security is lo
cated; but in any of these forms the status of 
the security is in effect similar, giving the in
vestor a direct hold on both the physical and 
the personal security for the full amount of the 
investment and all costs of collection, if legal 
action should be necessary. 

Continued on page 70 
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GOLD-STABECKCOMPANY 
1 INVESTMENT BANKERS 
1 MINNEAPOLIS 

Forman 
Farm 
Mortgages 

Spell satisfactory income plus 
extreme safety. 
For 34 years we have sold them 
to clients in Scotland and this 
country without loss of prin
cipal or interest. 

M o n t h l y Savings P lan 

You may invest'in Forman Farm 
Mortgages on the monthly sav
ings plan, as well as by outright 
purchase. 
This plan is explained in our 20-page booklet 
of current offerings. Write for free copy. 

GEORGE M FORMAN & COMPANY 
Established jSSS , 

FARM MORTGAGE BANKERS 

11 South La Salle Street, Chicago, 111. 



The "A-M-I" Agreement Is a Unique Advantage 
of every 

"A-M-I FARM M O R T G A G E " 
because it formally G U A R A N T E E S : 

1. NO DELAY IN INTEREST 
The Company agrees to send its own New York 
check to reach the investor on the due date, or 
within five days thereafter. 

3 . N O L O S S F R O M D E L I N Q U E N T T A X E S . 
I N S U R A N C E , E T C . 
The Company agrees to pay or cause the borrower 
to pay all taxes, insurance premiums, etc. 

4 . N O C A R E O R E X P E N S E IN C A S E O F 
F O R E C L O S U R E 
The Company guarantees the investor against the 
expense of enforcing collection, in case of default. 
As a matter of practice, the Corflpany, in case of 
default, at once redeems the investment at face and 
accrued interest. 

2. NO LOSS FROM DEFECTIVE TITLE 
The Company guarantees every mortgage a first 
lien on the security described for the full amount of 
the investment. In its Canadian loans this guar
antee is supplied by Government under the Torrens 
System. 

As a result, the investor in "A-M-I Farm Mortgages " has all the security of an individual 
farm mortgage not exceeding 40% of the value of the farm plus the obligation of the Company. 

A-M-I Farm Mortgages Deserve Investigation " 

Associated Mortgage Investors, Inc. 
Farm Mortgage Bankers 

K I N G M A N N O T T R O B I N S , Treasurer 

910-918 G r a n i t e B u i l d i n g R O C H E S T E R , N E W Y O R K 
CHICAGO B U R L I N G T O N , V T . B I L L I N G S , M O N T . C A L G A R Y , C A N . 

Y O U R 
E X P E R I E N C E 

A N D O U R S 
In the investment of your funds 
what has been your experience? 
Have you obtained an average in
come of 6%, always received it on 
time, and have you never lost an 
invested dollar? 

Our clients can answer these ques
tions affirmatively. For them we 
have loaned over $20,000,000 in 
first mortgages on farms. No cli
ent has experienced loss or delay 
in collecting interest or principal. 

We offer you the same securities, 
the same service, which we do to 
savings banks and insurance com
panies who invest through us. 
Write for illustrated booklet of statistics. 

THE NEW ENGLAND SECURITIES CO. 
CAPITAL & SURPLUS # 4 0 0 , 0 0 0 

[Kansas City M i s s o u r i 

In Peace or in War 
Farm Land is the largest producer 
of primary wealth. It feeds the 
world and as long as man exists 
the demand for farm products must 
continue. 

What better protection for invest
ed capital exists than that afforded 
by a First Mortgage upon inde
structible producing farm land lo
cated in the proven Northwest ? 
W e l l s - D i c k e y Farm Mortgages 
have stood the tests of War and 
Peace. They are stronger today 
than ever and are safeguarded in 
every way that a safe investment 
should be safeguarded. The inter
est rate, 6°/c, is attractive. 

Write for Booklet "AS" 

WELLS-DICKEy COMPANY 
" ESTABLISHED IS7Q 
SURPLUS £f CAPITAL * 1 , 3 0 0 , 0 0 0 

MINNEAPOLIS • MINNESOTA 
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SECURITY OF 
OBVIOUS STRENGTH 
According to the United States Census 37% of Ameri
can farms are operated by tenants. These tenants 
pay the owners either a cash rental or a share of the 
season's crops. • 

When a thrifty tenant farmer aspires to become owner 
of the land he tills, if he has sufficient cash to pay for 
half the land and if investigation proves him a satis
factory borrower we will loan him the other half, tak
ing as security a first mortgage on the entire farm. 

W e negotiate farm loans, secured by mortgages on 
land conservatively appraised at twice (often three or 
four times) the amount of the loan. You may invest 
in such security through us on a basis to net you 6%. 

" T H E N O R T H W E S T IN AgR1CULTURE," 
Our new booklet for investors, sent free on request 

VERMONT LOAN &TRUST CO. 
BRATTLEBORO, 
VERMONT 

(Address 
nearest 
Office) 

SPOKANE, 
WASHINGTON 

Est. 1887 Inc. 1909 

Ninth of Ten Reasons Why 
"Sessions Stands for Safety" 

The short maturity, the nature of the secu
rity, and other factors make our mortgages 
non-fluctuating in value. They are stable 
investments yielding a liberal income. 

Write for booklet and list of 6?6 and 796 mortgage investments. 

SESSIONS LOAN &TRUST CO. 
Mortgage Bankers 

Moultrie M. Sessions, President 
Drawer 366 Marietta, Ga. 

Prosperity Reigns 
In The Northwest 

Abundant crops in 1918 and a guaranteed price 
for wheat in 1919 mean great prosperity for Nor th
west farmers. This is but one of several reasons 
w h y our 5H and 6% First Mortgage Loans on 
Nor thwest Farms make an ideal investment. Wri te 
for descriptive booklet. 

Capi ta l and Surp lus '500.00000 
Saint Paul , M inneso ta 

Continued from page 68 

If individual farm mortgages were always ob
tainable in amounts suited to the needs of all 
investors, both large and small, there would be 
no occasion to devise any other form of farm-
mortgage security. But the fact that few in
vestors are able or willing to put over $5,000 or 
$10,000 into a single mortgage, and the fact 
that few mortgages are available in small 
amounts, such as $500 and $1,000, have led to 
attempts to split up the investment in the 
larger mortgages into amounts convenient for 
the ordinary investor. In this way farm mort
gages securing loans running into the hundreds 
of thousands are made available to the modest 
investor or the investor who wants to diversify 
his holdings by refraining from putting large 
sums into any one mortgage. 

THE DIVIDED FARM MORTGAGE 

The commonest method of dividing large 
loans is to take a series of notes from the bor
rower in convenient denominations, usually 
multiples of $500, secured by a single deed of 
trust in favor of an individual or corporation as 
trustee for the note-holders. The fact that the 
pledge of the farm is held by the trustee for the 
benefit of the note-holders is endorsed on each 
note, and the notes are sold to investors in 
amounts suited to their requirements. There 
is no distinction between an investment in these 
notes and an investment in an entire mortgage, 
except that the trustee instead of the investor 
holds the security for the notes, as would be the 
case in a corporation bond issue, and the trustee 
in case of foreclosure would enforce collection. 
Inasmuch as the purchaser of a standardized 
farm mortgage from an established farm-mort
gage banking-house relies on th l house to pro
tect his interests in any case, there seems to be 
no reasonable objection to allowing a trustee to 
administer the security. The investor has a 
very simple and convenient security to hold 
and can avail himself of the choicest farm-
mortgage security in any amount convenient 
for him. 

As land values increase in the better loan 
fields, the size of individual farm mortgages 
increases with them, and it is very difficult to 
invest sums of less than two or three thousand 
dollars in good individual farm mortgages. 
The split mortgage is a natural and safe device 
to meet this situation and to give investors ex
actly the denominations they want, from $500 
upwards. 
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THE FARM-MORTGAGE BOND 

The farm-mortgage bond is in principle prac
tically the same as the divided mortgage, but is 
often put out more in the form of a corporation 
bond. Take for example an offering of $300,-
000 of first-mortgage 6 per cent bonds, secured 
by first lien on $818,675 worth of improved 
farm land, operated as a unit by management 
of proved capacity, and with liquid assets ex
ceeding the amount of the loan. These bonds 
are in denominations of $100, $500, and $1,000, 
are secured by trust deed to a prominent trust 
company, are registrable as to both principal 
and interest, and are in bearer coupon form, 
with interest and principal payable in New 
York. In every particular these bonds are like 
the standard corporate issues, the trust deed 
containing all the elaborate protective clauses 
common to carefully drawn corporation mort
gages, and prepared and approved by expert 
counsel. 

These bonds have behind them the best of 
physical security, the personal obligation of a 
millionaire farmer, the best of legal advice, and 
the service of a well-known trust company, and 
yet they can be had in amounts as low as $100. 
In their case, as in the case of the divided mort
gages, the only distinction as compared with an 
individual farm mortgage is that the trust com
pany and not the investor holds the trust deed, 
and is responsible for seeing that, in case of de
fault, its provisions are enforced. The great 
advantage of both the divided mortgage and 
the farm-mortgage bond is that they offer the 
investor of comparatively small sums the se
curity of the most successful farmers and the 
best farms. They are, for that reason, and be
cause of their convenience, steadily gaining in 
favor. 

THE DEBENTURE OR COLLATERAL 
TRUST BOND 

The debenture or collateral trust bond is 
characteristically ihe obligation of a corpora
tion dealing in farm mortgages, secured by the 
deposit of farm mortgages of equal or greater 
face value with a trustee as collateral security 
for the obligation. The debenture is the cus
tomary type of farm-mortgage investment in 
Great Britain and Europe. Several of the im
portant British and European companies main-
tab loaning agencies in the United States and 
put United States mortgages behind their de
bentures. In Canada, and in some instances in 
Great Britain and Europe, the debenture is not 

Continued on page 72 

Prospective 
Investors' Service 

A service to which you are 
welcome without obligation 

Every investor should make a 
thoughtful study and comparison 
of the various classes of investment 
offerings before making his commit
ment. Investors should have the 
opportunity to make this study 
without assuming obligations. 

" Prospective Investors' Service " is 
the term we use to describe those 
distinctive services we render inves
tors who want to make a thorough, 
unbiased investigation of our farm 
mortgage offerings. If we may ren
der this service to you write for a 

Prospective Investors' Application Blank 

INVESTORS MORTGAGE COMPANY 
R. B. BISHOP, President 

610 Canal Bank Annex NEW ORLEANS, LA. 

6% NET ON FARM MORTGAGES 

7% First Mortgages 
on high-class, revenue bearing property, backed 
by two to five times the amount of each loan, is 
the character ot loans we offer investors. 

21 years in the business, without loss of one dol
lar to any investor, is our record. 

W e are in the very heart of the famous black 
waxy land belt of Central Texas. 

Wri te to-day for booklet—"Safe Investments," 
and current loan list. 

R . O. CULP & C O M P A N Y 
Mortgage Loans and Investments 

T E M P L E , TEXAS 
7% NET ON CITY MORTGAGES 

Buy Time Tested Investments 
Our 6% First Farm Mortgages and Real 
Estate Gold Bonds have been purchased 
by investors in all sections now for 
more than 35 years without the loss of 
a dollar. Amounts to suit. Let us 

send you descriptive pamphlet 
G " and offerings. 

E.J. LANDER CO., Grand Forks, N.D. 
I. 1883. Capital and Surplus $500,000.00 

71 
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Investing Scientifically 
in Farm Mortgages 

The Investor and the Borrower 
The first s tep to b e taken by the investor who , after 
careful analysis, has dec ided to invest in farm mort
gages, is to find a b o r r o w e r w h o offers a m p l e security, 
enjoys a good reputa t ion, a n d w h o r equ i r e s a loan 
for an essential pu rpose . 

through a complete organization of correspondents 
Toe are daily receiving desirable applications and are 
equipped to aid investors in securing high-grade in
vestments in 
Iowa and Missouri Farm Mortgages 

PVrite for current offerings 

PHOENIX TRUST COMPANY 
OTTUMWA IOWA 

P E T T E R S F A R M 
MORTGAGE I N V E S T M E N T S 

PERMANENT AND PROFITABLE 
E M P L O Y M E N T OF FUNDS 

The B e s t E v i d e n c e of 
Investment Satisfaction 

Every year there matures hundreds of 
farm mortgages and farm mortgage bonds 
held by the investment clients of this 
Company. 
The large percentage of our clients who 
reinvest in other Petters Farm Mortgage 
Investments is compelling evidence of the 
satisfactory character of these securities 
and of our service. 

Write for descriptive list of current offerings 

P E T T E R S a n d C o m p a n y 
SERVING INVESTORS SATISFACTORILY OVER SO Y E A R S 

CAPITAL AND S U R P L U S S 4 0 0 . 0 0 0 
MCKNIGHT BLDG. MINNEAPOLIS , M I NN. 

7% 
IN TIMES OF UNCERTAINTY 

THE 

FARM LOAN IS CERTAIN 
Buy our first mortgage loans on irrigated 
farms or on farms in the rain belt. 

No customer of ours has ever lost a 
dollar through one of our farm loans. 

Write for pamphlet and list 

THE IRRIGATED FARMS MORTGAGECO. 
^ • f i g g " - D E N V E R . C O L O . J0S

M
EP

a
Hne

>cTJ;CH 

secured by such definite deposit of collateral, 
but is a lien on the general assets of the issuing 
corporation, and the debenture issues are re
stricted to an amount bearing a fixed ratio to 
the paid-in capital, surplus, and reserves. In 
Canada such debentures are in the best of 
favor, are legal investments for trustees, and 
there has been no default in over forty years' 
experience among all the companies operating. 
The Canadian experience has demonstrated 
that debentures of properly regulated com
panies partake of all the advantages of safety 
and regularity of prime farm mortgages; but, 
owing to the unfortunate experience of inves
tors in the United States a generation ago, with 
the debentures of unregulated companies, there 
is a strong prejudice against this form in this 
country. As a result there are few debentures 
offered on the United States market, although 
if issued under proper regulation and safe
guards they are, theoretically at least, the 
safest and best of all forms of farm-mortgage 
investment. 

F E D E R A L E A R M - L O A N B O N D S A N D J O I N T STOCK 

L A N D - B A N K B O N D S 

There has been so much publicity regarding 
these issues of the institutions operating under 
the Federal Farm Loan Act that they are quite 
familiar to the public. Indeed, they are proba
bly better known in the Eastern market than 
other forms of farm-mortgage investment, al
though as yet these issues constitute little more 
than 4 per cent of the outstanding farm-mort
gage business of the country. The provisions 
of the law governing these issues are compli
cated, and investors are referred to the law it
self and to the opinions of those experienced in 
rural banking, especially farm-mortgage bank
ing, for information on the nature of these 
investments. 

AN ASSURED 
6% INCOME 
Your surplus funds will yield 6% if 
invested in our 6% Time Certificates, 
issued for $100 or more. We have paid 

6% continuously for 24 years and have never been a day 
la te in mailing semi-annual interest checks. All our in
vestments are made in First Mortgages on improved city 
property. 

Write for the Booklet, 
" 6 % and Safety" 

T h e C a l v e r t M o r t g a g e C o m p a n y 
8 6 7 C a l v e r t Bui ld ing , B a l t i m o r e , Md. 
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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. 

Following is a list of literature now available. 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 I N V E S T M E N T OFFERINGS 

A High Grade 7% Preferred Stock: Babcock, Rushton fir 
Co., 137 S. La Salle Street, Chicago, III. 

Attractive Investments: Geo.M.Forman fir Co., Chicago, III. 
Bonds at Attractive Price: Wells-Dickey Company, Minne

apolis, Minn. 
Century Steel Co.: Earnest E. Smith fir Co., 52 Devonshire 

Street, Boston, Mass. 
Investment Recommendations: Guaranty Trust Co., 140 

Broadway, New York. 
April Investment List: S. W. Straus fir Co., 150 Broad

way, New York, or Straus Building, Chicago. 
Short-Time Investment Yielding 8%: Peabody, Eoughteling 

fir Company. 

INVESTMENT A N D FINANCIAL SUBJECTS 

Acceptances: The National Shawmut Bank of Boston, 40 
Water Street, Boston, Mass. 

American Goods and Foreign Markets : Guaranty Trust 
Company, 140 Broadway, New York. 

Bonds as Safe as Our Cities: Wm. R. Compton Co., St. 
Louis, Mo. 

Bonds and the Investor: Scribner's Magazine, 597 Fifth 
Avenue, New York. 

Bond Topics: A. H. Bickmore fir Co., i n Broad-way, New 
York. 

Financial and Business Conditions in the United States: 
Guaranty Trust Company, 140 Broadway, New York. 

Getting the Most Out of Your Money: Babson's Statistical 
Organization, Wellesley Hills, Mass. 

How to Invest: Scribner's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, New 
York. 

Incomes: Breed, Elliott fir Harrison, 105 South La Salle 
Street, Chicago, III.: Cincinnati: Indianapolis. 

Independent Oil Stocks: Herrick fir Bennett, 66 Broadway, 
New York. 

Investor's Manual: Johnson fir Wood, 115 Broadway, New 
York. 

Is Interest Return an Index of Safety? : A. H. Bickmore fir 
Co., i n Broadway, New York. 

New England Investment Securities: Earnest E. Smith&Co., 
52 Devonshire Street, Boston, Mass. 

New War Revenue Bill Booklet: A. B. Leach fir Co., 62 
Cedar Street, New York. 

Our Foreign Bond Holdings: Scribner's Magazine, 597 Fifth 
Avenue, New York. 

The Problems of Peace: The National Shawmut Bank of 
Boston, 40 Water St., Boston, Mass. 

Suggestions for the Consideration of Tax-Payers: National 
City Company, New York. 

THE STORY OF THE N E W YORK STOCK EXCHANGE: 

(Separate booklets under the following titles.) 
What Is the Stock Exchange? 
Exchange Members and What They Do. 
The Sinews of the Market. 
Investment and Speculation. 
Dimensions of the Market—Long and Short. 
The Committee on Business Conduct. 
The Odd Lot. 
The Broker and His Service. 

Scribner's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
United States Revenue Act, 1918, Annotated and Indexed: 

The National City Co., 55 Wall Street, New York. 
What Everyone Should Know about Liberty Bonds: Scrib

ner's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

MUNICIPAL B O N D S 

Bonds That Always Pay: Kauffman-Smith-Emert Invest
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 fir Co., Kansas 
City, Mo. 

Taxable versus Tax-free Investments: Wells-Dickey Com
pany, Minneapolis, Minn. 

The Advantage of Investing in Municipal Bonds: Stacy 
fi> Braun, Toledo, 0. 

The Investment Position of Municipal Bonds: Scribner's 
Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

The South and Southern Municipal Bonds: Stacy fir Braun, 
Toledo, Ohio. 

PARTIAL P A Y M E N T PLAN 
A Safe Way to Save: Bankers Mortgage Company, Des 

Moines, Iowa. 
Partial Payment Investments: Scribner's Magazine, 597 

Fifth Avenue, New York. 
Partial Payments for Investment Securities: Herrick fir 

Bennett, 66 Broadway, New York. 
REAL ESTATE I N V E S T M E N T S 

A Buyer's Guide to Good Investment: Federal Bond fir Mort
gage Co., 90 S. Griswold Street, Detroit, Mich. 

Miller Service, How it Insures, Protects and Safeguards the 
Bond Buyers' Investment Interests: G. L. Miller fir Co., 
Atlanta, Ga. 

Questionnaire for Investors: S. W. Straus fir Co., 150 Broad
way, New York, or Straus Building, Chicago. 

Six Per Cent and Safety: Calvert Mortgage Company, 867 
Calvert Bldg., Baltimore, Md. 

The Key to Safe Investment: Federal Bond fir Mortgage 
Co., 90 S. Griswold Street, Detroit, Mich. 

FARM MORTGAGE I N V E S T M E N T S 

Alberta Farm Mortgages: Associated Mortgage Investors, 
Rochester, N. Y. 

6% Farm Mortgages*: Petters and Company, Minneapolis, 
Minn. 

Farm Land Bonds. ) Wells-Dickey Company, 
Farm Mortgage Investments. ) Minneapolis, Minn. 
Farm Loans and I. F. M. Co. Service: The Irrigated Fartns 
• Mortgage Co., Denver, Col. 
How Forman Farm Mortgages Are Made: Geo. M. Forman 

fir Co., Chicago, III. 
Illustrated Farm Mortgage Investments: New England 

Securities Co., Kansas City, Mo. 
Investograph: Gold-Stabeck Company, Minneapolis, Minn. 
Iowa and Missouri Farm Mortgages: The Phamix Trust 

Co., Ottumwa, Iowa. 
Iowa Investments: Bankers Mortgage Company, Des 

Moines, Iowa. 
Mortgages on Money-Making Farms: Capital Trust fir 

Savings Bank, St. Paul, Minn. 
Mortgages Payable in Gold: The Title Guaranty and 

Trust Co., Bridgeport, Conn. 
Peace Investments: Investors Mortgage Co., New Orleans, 

La. 
Safe Investments: R. 0. Culp fir Co., Temple, Texas. 
Southern Farm Mortgages: Sessions Loan fir Trust Co., 

Marietta, Ga. 
The Farm Mortgage as an Investment. (Separate booklets 

under the following titles): 
The Farm Mortgage as an Investment. 
The Fanner Must Be Financed. 
The Story of the Farm Mortgage Bankers' Association. 
How Sound Farm Mortgages Are Made. 
The Various Forms of Farm-Mortgage Security. 

Scribner's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
The Great Wheat Way: The Farm Mortgage Trust Co., To-

peka, Kans. 
The Northwest in Agriculture: Vermont Loan fir Trust Co., 

Brattleboro, Vt. 
"We' re Right on the Ground," and descriptive offerings of 

investments: E. J. Lander fir Co., Grand Forks, N. D. 
Your Investment Problem Simplified: H. B. Allfree, Inc., 

Newton, Iowa. 
FINANCIAL PERIODICALS 

The Bache Review: / . S. Bache fir Co., 42 Broadway, New 
York. 

Investor's Book of Booklets: Russell Law, 31 Nassau Street, 
New York. 
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BROWN BROTHERS & CO. 
PHILADELPHIA NEW YORK BOSTON 

Members of New York, Philadelphia and Boston Stock Exchanges 

Investment Securities 
F o r e i g n E x c h a n g e 
D e p o s i t A c c o u n t s 
Commercial Credits 
T r a v e l e r s ' Cred i t s 

B R O W N , S H I P L E Y & C O . 
LONDON 

H E A D O F F I C E OFFICE FOR TRAVELERS 
FOUNDERS COURT, E. C. 123 P A L L M A L L , S . W . 

The 
Purchasing Power 

b e h i n d t h e u n e x c e l l e d h o m e c i rcu la t ion of 

is what makes judicious advertisers KNOW that it 
pays to use DISPATCH advertising columns liberally 

WALLACE G. BROOKE, H. C. ROOK, 
Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y. Real Estate Trust Bldg., Philadelphia, Pa. 

FORD-PARSONS CO., WALTER E . EDGE, 
Peoples Gas Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 1809 Atlantic Ave., Atlantic City, N . J . 

T H E DORLAND AGENCY, 
16 Regent St., S. W., London, England. 

74 



Ifie most valuable piano in the world 

REGAL beauty and superb tone blend 
^into art's supreme achievement in the 
^STEGER Reproducing Player Grand 

Piano. Musicians praise its artistic worth. 
Stege Pianos and Player Pianos are ship
ped on approval to persons of responsi
bility. Write for Ste&er Style Brochure 
and convenient terms. Steger dealers everywhere. 

STEGER 8? SONS 
Piano Manufacturing Company-

Founded by John V. Steger, 1879 
Steger Building, Chicago, Illinois 

Factories at Steger, Illinois, 
^where the ''Lincoln." and 

"Dixie" Highways, 
meet. 

Whitmans 

Candies 
Famous Since 1842 

Also Makers of W h i t m a n ' s 

Instantaneous Chocolate, 
Cocoa and 

Marshmallow 
Whip 

Sold Throughout the 

United States 

Stephen F. Whitman & Son, Inc. 
Philadelphia, U. S. A. 

T H E Art of Good Dressing is 
more than a matter of gowns. 

The effect of the smartest costume 
may be injured by ill-fitting or in
ferior dress accessories. 

VElvet GRip 

HOSE SUPPORTERS 
give the wearer comfort and con
fidence and permit absolute free
dom of action—all most essential 
to a graceful carnage. 

Styles for women, misses and children sold everywhere 
GEORGE FROST CO., M A K E R S , BOSTON 

HONOR ROLL &• 
MEMORIAL TABLETS 

' • • • 

Write for Booklet of Special Designs 

JOHN-POLACHEK-BRONZE&IRON CO 
DlSTI MOTIVE meTAL WORK 

478 HANCOCK ST. & 577 BOVLEVARD 
Long ISLAND CITT.N.Y. 
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'Beware of 
tender, inflamed gums 

FOR 
THE GUNS 

BRUSH Y0UR TEETH 
WITH IT 

FORMULA 0? 

NEW YORK CITY 

SPECIALIST IN 
DISEASES Of THE MOUTH 

PREPARED FOR THE 

PRESCRIPTION OF THE 

DENTAL PROFESSION 

Forhan's 
FOR 
THE 

GUMS 

PYORRHEA, with a 
p rematu re loss of 
teeth, is almost in

evitable if you do not 
properly care for your 
gums. Here is the ex
planation: 

As you age the body 
tissues naturally relax. 
You see this tissue-loos
ening in the neck. It goes 
on in your gums, too. 
As you grow older your 
gums shrink below the 
n o r m a l gum l i n e . 
Through lack of care 
they become spongy and 
inflamed. T h e n you 
have Pyorrhea (Riggs' 
Disease). Four out of 
five people over forty 
have Pyorrhea. And 
many under forty, also. 

Don't let a tender gum 
spot develop. These tender 
spots breed disease germs 
which enter the system 
through tiny openings—in-
fecting the joints or tonsils 
—or causing other ailments. 
Immediately get Forhan's, 
which positively prevents 
Pyorrhea if used in time 
and used consistently. 
Forhan's tones the gums 
and hardens them. They 
in turn keep the teeth 
healthy. Brush your teeth 
with Forhan's. It cleans 
them scientifically—keeps 
them white and clean. 

If gum-shrinkage has 
already set in. start using 
Forhan's and consult a 
dentist immediately for 
special treatment. 

30c and 60c tubes 
All Druggists 

FORHAN CO. 
200 6th Ave., N. T. 

A TITLE PAGE 
A N D I N D E X 

FOR SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
V o l u m e Number 6 4 

completed with this number, 
will be sent to you, with
out charge, upon request 

Address 

CIRCULATION DEPARTMENT SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
5 9 7 Fifth A v e n u e N e w York City 

Old Town Canoes 
Outdoor life gave steel muscles, straight bodies, clear 
eyes and keen wits to America's soldiers and sailors. 

Canoeing of fe rs healthful ex
ercise and a world of pleasure. 
"Paddle yourown canoe—and be 
sure i t ' san 'OldTown." ' Sturdy. 
shapely, swift and safe. Send 
for catalog of the Master Canoes. 
Dealers everywhere. 

OLD TOWN CANOE CO. 
884 Fourth St. 

Old Town, Maine 

Don't Wear 
a Truss 

Brooks' Appl iance , t h e 
modern scientific invention, the 
wonderful new discovery tha t 
relieves rupture, will be sent 
on trial. No obnoxious springs! 
or pads. 

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. 

MR. C. E, BROOKS 

LATHES 
For Gnncmilhs, Tool Maker*, 

Experimental and UejjaJr Work, .i<\ 

Lathe Catalogue Free. 

W.F.&Jno. Barnes Co. 
5 8 8 R u b y St . , B o c k f o r d , 111. 

Did you know that 

Scribner's Magazine 
will shop for you ? 
T u r n t o t h e Fifth Avenue Section be 
g inn ing o n page 23 in t h e f ron t of t h e 
b o o k . See t h e dis t inct ive furn i ture , 
t h e c h a r m i n g silver, c r e tonnes , glass
ware t h a t a re s h o w n t h e r e . 

Use the Fifth Avenue Shopping Service 
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WHITING-ADAMS 
BRUSHES 

ALWAYS SUIT - NEVER FAIL 
v ALL KINDS "" 

FOR SA£TEVERYWHERE 
Paint Brushes 
Varnish Brushes 

Toilet Brushes 
Artists' Brushes 
Household Brushes 

Railroad Brushes 

VULCAN 
Rubber Cemented 

Brushes 

Send for Illustrated Literature 

JOHN L. WHITING J . J . ADAMS CO. 
BOSTON. U. S. A. 

Brush Manufacturers for Over 10S Years 
and the Largest in the World 

Make Your 
Writing T-a-l-k! 

Jus t as oratory puts the power of em
phasis into the spoken word, so the—• 

MULTIPLEX 
HAMMOND 

" W R I T I N G MACHINE" 

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 M A G A Z I N E 

597 Fifth Ave., New York 

-—puts the all-telling power of emphasis 
into the written word. 

No other typewriter can 
turn cold type into living, breathing words— 
•words pulsating with the writer's deepest con
victions—words expressing to a nicety his most 
conventional mood •— words showing always 
absolute correctness—in business, professional 

— or social usage. 

T h e b u s i n e s s man 
who uses the Multiplex can put character and 
individuality into his letters, and can empha
size the important parts by changing instantly 
from one style of type to another. 

Note the six distinctly different type-styles 
reproduced in this advertisement. 

The mail order man 
can put the same emphasis on the selling 
points of his product as he would in talking. 
"Just turn the knob" and you can change from 
commercial type to italic, giving emphasis 
when and where you want it. 

judge and jury by his eloquence can write his 
brief on the Multiplex so that every telling 
point scores with the judge. 

DIL-C tMJ.-t'Tl.oA 
can prepare his manuscript so that no climax 
or no subtle point will be lost—can see his 
story practically in print before it goes to the 
publisher. 

The M u l t i p l e x i s u n l i k e 
any o t h e r t y p e w r i t e r 

It is revolutionizing typewriting. Its work Is 69 
great an improvement over the typewriter as the 
earlier typewriter was over the fountain pen. or the 
fountain pen over the quill. Just think of being able 
to choose from over 365 different, type-sets, including 
all languages! 

The Multiplex is typewriting perfected to the art 
of Jin" printing and engraving—plus personality. 

Mail Coupon for FREE BOOKLET 
It will show you how. with the Multiplex, you can 

put the force of emphasis into your typed m a t t e r -
how you can drive home with strength of accent the 
fullness of your argument—how you can write with 
the same convincing force that you use in speaking— 
an exclusive feature of the Multiplex. 

We will also send our pamphlet, "The President 
and His Typewriter." 

Also—a P O R T A B L E M o d e l 
For Traveling—for Home. Weighs about 
11 lbs. Full capacity. Ask for special folder. 

Write your name, address and occupa
tion below and mail to— 
HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO. 

632 E. 69th St., New York City 

Name: . . 

Address: 

Occupation: — • . 
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Lowers Travel Cost 

On Ang Tijpe Car 

The New Strom-
berg Carburetor 
has long held the 
leadership for lowest 
cost of operation on 
all makes of cars. 
From the most eco
nomical engine to 
the most extrava
gant, the new Strom-
berg causes a decided 
curtailment in use 
and cost of fuel. 

I t s m a n y official 
records of reduction 
of t ravel expense 
vouch for its tremen
dous value to you. 

Send for descriptive 
literature. Give name, 

year and model of 
your machine. 

STROMBERG 
MOTOR DEVICES 

CO. 
64 E. 25th St. 
Chicago, Illinois 

Dep t . 452 

New STROMBERG Does it! 
m C A R B U R E T O R 
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cWell (JGiown Golf Course Series 

^ f m ^ ^ ^ ^ M - j ' N0.2 . 

•W/ie u&st Qreen 
at Baltusrol 

in t he fascinating foot
hills of the Orange 
Mountains of New Jersey 

Always round on 
/ famous Courses 

" V \ 7"7"HERE t o u r n a m e n t s a re 

Y v v ~won an<^ records made, 
among t he -winners you 

will find t hose playing -with t he famous 
balls marked DUNLOP VAC. 

D o n t be satisfied with anything but the 
b e s t — y o u c a n ' t make your top score 
•with anything but t o p - n o t c h tools . 

Y o u can count on a DUNLOP VAC at every 
s t r o k e ; count on its accuracy of -weight 
and balance. Dunlop V a c s are famous 
wherever exper t golf is played. 

Buy them of you r p r o ; he will tell you 
tha t ' ' Dunlop V a c s c a n ' t be beat . 

DUNLOP RUBBER CO., Ltd. 
Founders of the Pneumatic Tyre Industry 

BIRMINGHAM. ENGLAND 

N E W YORK: T. W . Niblett, Suite 2014-M.. 
305 Fifth Avenue 

T O R O N T O : Dunlop Tire &" Rubber Goods 
Co., Ltd. 



HODGSON 
are not made for any particular climate or section of the country. They 
are in use now all over the United States, giving absolute comfort and sat
isfaction. N o mat te r whether you want a bungalow in the mountains, a 
cottage by the sea, a house in the country or just a play house or screen house 
for the lawn you will find exactly what you will like in the Hodgson catalog. 

Our manufacturing methods are also fully explained, how you get your house 
in painted sections so it will be complete in every way when you put the 
sections together. And this can be done without expert help. ^ -j 

You'll want your house soon. Send for the catalog now. , *-^J0 
We cannot always make immediate deliveries. Get your 
order in as quickly as possible so you will get your house 
when you want it. Send for the catalog today. 

E. F. HODGSON CO., Room 244 
71-73 Federal Street, Boston 
6 East 39th Street, N e w York City 

RED GUM DIVISION. AMERICAN HARDWOOD MFRS. ASS-N. co™f™kBwg. MEMPHIS, TENN. 
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-SRED GUM lssn®i a sw#l b®feaw@is w®@i.w 

WHEN PROPERLY INSTALLED "AMERICA'S FINEST CABINET WOOD" IS TRACTABLE AS WELL AS LOVELY. 

Red Gum on Parkway Height*. San Francisco. E.G. Botlee, Archt. 
Enjoy Beauty? Write for Samples. Wish knowledge? Ask for Booklet. 

Portable 
HOUSES 



JONES 
D A I R Y F A R M 
SAUSAGE 

JQreaJifast Z$x:tyaordinary~" 

— from the snow-covered 
Wisconsin fields to those 
who prize good food. 

More than thirty years 
ago the neighbors came 
through the drifts to the 
Jones homestead to get it.! 

And today Jones Dairy 
Farm Sausage is the same 
as it was then—a sausage 
made by a treasured New Eng
land recipe from choice young 
pork. 

Ask your grocer or market 
man about it — and ask him 
about the Jones Farm Hams 
and Bacon in anticipation of 
Easter's special spread. 

There is the pure, open-
kettle Lard, too, of the same 
Jones selected quality. 

If your dealer cannot provide 
you, write to us at the farm. 

The Jones Dairy Farm 

Products come in net weight 

packages of perfect fresh

ness and all-meat purity. 

JonesDairy Farm, Fort Atkinson, Wis. 

*' Used "while you sleep*' 

The Inhalation Treat
ment for Whooping-
Cough, Spasmodic Croup, 
Colds, Catarrh, Asthma, 
Bronchitis, Coughs. 

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 neglected 
cold is a dangerous cold. 

Mrs. Ballington Booth says: "No family, where there 
are young children, should be without this lamp." 

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with 
every breath, makes breathing easy and relieves the con
gestion, assuring restful nights. 

I t 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. Send for descriptive booklet. 

T r y Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Table t s for the irritated thToat, com
posed of slippery elm hark, licorice, sugar and Cresolene. They can't 
harm you. Of your druggis t or from us, IOC. in stamps. 

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St., N. Y. 
or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada 

Lift Corns out 
wi th Fingers 

A few drops of Freezone 
applied directly upon a 
tender, aching corn stops 
the soreness a t once and 
soon the entire corn or cal
lus loosens and can be lifted 
off with the fingers with
out even a twinge of pain. 

Freezone 
Removes hard corns, soft corns, also 
corns between the toes and hardened 
calluses. Does not irritate or inflame 
the surrounding skin or tissue. You. 
feel no pain when applying it or 
afterward. 

Women! Keep a small bottle of 
Freezone on your dresser and never 
let a corn ache twice. 

Small bottles can be had at any 
drug store in the U.S. or Canada 

THE EDWARD WESLEY CO. . CINCINNATI, OHIO 
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Exercise makes 
tired muscles 

After the eighteenth hole—the last set 
or the ninth inning, when violent exer
cise is over, you need a highly effective 
liniment for tired and aching muscles. 
A little Absorbine, Jr., well rubbed in, pre
vents after-soreness and promotes the ex
hilarating vigor tha t should follow healthful 
sport. 

Absorbine.Jr 
THE A N T I S E P T I C L I N I M E N T IRAOE MWIM RC& US PAT.OFf. 

has for years been a staple household anti
septic and germicidal liniment. I t is the 
favorite of athletes and of college athletic 
trainers. I t is preferred because it is ab
solutely dependable in eliminating stiffness 
and allaying inflammation. Absorbine, Jr . , 
cleanses as well as heals ; it 
may be applied to cuts and 
open w o u n d s , a c t i n g as a 
soothing and antiseptic lotion. 
You will like the " f e e l " of this 

clean, fragrant and antiseptic lini

ment. It penetrates quickly, leaves 

no greasy residue and is intensely 

refreshing. Only a few drops needed 

to do the work, as Absorbine, Jr . , is 

highly concentrated. 

Absorbine, Jr., is sold by leading druggists at $1.25 a bottle or postpaid 

Send 10c. for Liberal Trial Bottle 
or procure regular size from your druggist today 

W. F. Y O U N G , P.D.F., 255 Temple St., Springfield, Mass. 
Canadian Address: 474 St. Paul St. , Montreal 

Nature Heals Nature 
The herbs of the field and the flowers of the 

garden contain healing agents for man's use—to 
soothe his hurts—to heal his wounds—and to ward 
off the always lurking dangers of infection. 

These medicinal juices were put in the plants and 
flowers for man's benefit, and from time immemo
rial they have served him. In Absorbine, Jr., they 
are brought together in concentrated form and 
mixed by a scientific formula. The efficacy of this 
liniment has been proved over and over again by 
thousands of users in every State in the Union. 

Your medicine chest should not be without this 
nature's liniment—safe, harmless, efficient. 
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ALASKA 
A T L I N A N D I T H E ' YUKON 

SEE this wonderful North
land. The one trip you will 

never forget and never regret. 

You travel in perfect com
fort all the way. Best of ocean 
steamers. Parlor observation 
cars. Modern river steamers. 
Excellent hotels and service. 

Interesting booklets, maps 
and worth-while informa
tion sent free on request. 

HERMAN WEIG, G. P. A. 
113 West Washington St.. CHICAGO 

J. L. BURNSIDE, General Agent 
6 0 S S e c o n d Ave. , SEATTLE, WASH. 

WHITE PASS AND YUKON ROUTE 

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. 

" Travel 
Money" 

H o t e l s , rail-
roadandsteam-
ship companies 
and the bes t 
merchan ts ac
cept "A. B. A." 
Cheques read
ily. 50,000 banks cash them without exchange. 
Recognized the world over as the safest form for 
tourists to carry money. Get them at your bank. 

"A.B.A. 
American 
Bankers 

Association Cheques 

If Wishes Were Motor Cars. 
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The Show Place for 
Aviation in America 

is Langley Field, but a few miles from the Hotel Chamberlin. 
This famous hotel—one of the finest resort hotels in the West
ern Hemisphere—looks out upon Hampton Roads and the 
New Naval Training Base and has Fortress Monroe with its 
various military activities for its next door neighbor. 

Imagine, if you can, the delightful social life at this great 
center of military, naval and aerial activity. There are superb 
opportunities for motoring, tennis, sea bathing the year round 
and golf on the Hotel 's own eighteen-hole course. 

Every Bath and Treatment given a t European Spas is duplicated by the 
Medicinal Bath Department (under authoritative medical direction). 

Don't forget how close at hand Old Point Comfort really is—fare much 
less than to the far south resorts. 

Send for the Booklet, " G o l f with Colored Aeroplane Map (the only 
one of its kind ever made in America) of the Golf Course and other illus
trated booklets. Address: 

George F. Adams, Manager 
Fortress M o n r o e Virginia 

New York Office*: Bertha Ruffner Hotel Bureau, McAlpin Hotel, 
Cook's Tours or "Ask Mr. Foster" at any of his offices. 
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Tycos 

TycOs Health 
Thermometer 

Jyccs Fever 
Thermometer 

TayLorHomeBake 
Own Thermometer 

lycos Barometer 

Temperature is an 
important factor in 
your everyday life. 

I t affects your life, your health, your 
food and your pocketbook. 

Excessive heat in the house affects 
your health and wastes coal—high and 
abnormal body temperature, if allowed 
to run unchecked, brings sickness and 
death—improperly heated ovens pro
duce poorly cooked and spoiled food— 
storms and sudden changes in the 
weather cause annoying trouble and 
upset your plans. 

Every influence of this mighty force which 
the human individual has to guard against is suc
cessfully met by the large and complete line of 

lycos 
THERMOMETERS 

The lycos Thermometers shown on this page 
meet the everyday needs of the average house
holder. 

The lycos Health Thermometer shows you the 
temperature of your home—enables you to keep the tem
perature of your rooms at 68°, guards your health and 
saves coal. 

The lycos Feve r T h e r m o m e t e r enables you to keep 
constant watch of your health—guards the family against 
sickness—and saves many unnecessary trips of the doctor. 

The Tqj/for Home Bake Oven Thermometer shows 
you the exact temperature of your baking-oven, enables 
you to bake with uniform accuracy and prevents mistakes 
in cooking. 

The Tycos Barometer shows you exactly what the 
weather is going to be and enables you to gauge your 
plans with scientific accuracy. 

Every householder should have these instruments. 
Sold by most opticians, druggists, hardware dealers. 

Taylor Instrument Companies 
ROCHESTER N.Y. 

Thrrr'% I 7y<ojc.r T<tylorT\vttmumt\<, fur Evny Purpose 

Helps stive 
coal. 

Prevents 
unnecessary 
calls on the 
doctor. 

Conserves food 
Through preven
tion oftnistakes 
in cooking. 

^MnitesJ&fim-
*M dependent 
oftheJVeather-
man. 
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Try 

OlivilO 
OLIVE EYE'LO 

Youth of the Skin 
As Spring is the youth of flowers, 
OlivilO is youth of the skin. 

A Perfect Toilet Soap 
Its absolute purity and rare 
cleansing properties protect 

' the skin against the winds of 
Winter that linger into Spring. 
An unobtrusively fragrant . 
toilet requisite for ' 

Complexion, Bath and Hair 
m "Couldn't Be Better if It Cost 

a Dollar a Cake." ' 

A L L E N B . W R I S L E Y C O . 
Chicago 

Wr is ley's 
San • Toy Talcum 

As soft and sweei as 
full-blown Springtime j 

Wrisley 's 
Toilet Waters 

'•' Fragrani as early wild- j 
flowers that line the 
woodsy trails. 

Superstitions of Nations 
Originated in the folk-lore 
of Alsace-Lorraine, immor
talized by Maeterlinck, the 
Bluebird is accepted every
where as a uymbol of GOOD 
LUCK. 



xfke aristocrat of fire-safe roofings 

Now the Safest and Most Durable 
Roof Becomes the Most Beautiful 

CALLED by many the most beautiful roofing 
in America, Colorblende Roofs of Johns-

Manville Asbestos for residences are as fire- and 
weather-proof as they are distinctive. 

Free from upkeep cost they afford a fire-safe roof 
of exceptional beauty. Surely a new departure in 
residence roofing material. 

Colorblende Roofs may be laid in a wide choice of 
mottling and color. In four-tone conglomerate 
brown or in selections from these brown tones in
terlaid with accidental reds or grays. Thus they 
conform in color to most any architecture or side 
wall treatment. 

A n d with this unusual adaptability they still retain 
those qualities inherent in all types of the Johns-
Manville Asbestos Roofing Line—built as it is, to 
meet all roofing needs with a fire-safe, long-lived 
product. 

H . W . J O H N S - M A N V I L L E C O . 
New York City 

10 Factories — Branches in 63 Large Cities 

Coiorblende Shingles arejohnt-
Manville Asbestos in roofing 
form and are a part of tbe com • 
plete line which includes: 

Asbestos Built U p Rooflngs 
for flat root's. 

Asbestos Ready Roofings for 
sloping roofs. 

Corrugated Asbestos Roof
ings for skeleton framing. 

Transite Asbestos Shingles 
that meet a host of other 
needs. 

Serves in Conservation 
MANVILLE 

Through — 

Asbestos 
_\ and its allied products / 

JOHNS 



National 

IN T O the National car are wrought the manufacturing expe
rience of nineteen successful years, a capacity for service that 

neither peace nor war has overcome, a degree of comfort that 
the stiffest usage can not cancel. As a possession it is one con
stantly to be employed to pleasure and profit, to win remark 
alike for its beauty and its goodness, and to deserve that high 
repute and respect which everywhere are its portion. 

N A T I O N A L M O T O R C A R & VEHICLE CORPORATION, INDIANAPOLIS 
Nineteenth Successful Year 

Six and'Twelve Cylinder Models 
In a Complete Range of Body Styles 



Matchless for the complexion^ 
• • HE uses Pears' Soap because she has a good 
I complexion—and wants to keep it. This 

pure, wholesome soap cleanses quickly and thor' 
oughly, but without the slightest irritation to 
the most delicate skin. 

Pears' Soap contains no alkali. It needs no 
medication. It helps the complexion in the right 
and wholesome way—by making perfect clean-
liness easy and pleasant. 

Every cake of Pears' Soap is matured for many 
months in storage to eliminate moisture. When 
you buy Pears' you buy soap—not water. It is 
the cheapest soap in the end, because it lasts 
the longest. Two pleasant forms of the same 
good soap: 

Unscented—17c a cake, $1.90 per dozen. 
Seen ted—22c a cake, $2.50 per dozen. 

Iboib CENTs 
This usable sample sent 
anywhere in the United 
States for 4c in stamps. 
Walter Janvier,419 Canal 
Street New York, U. S. 
Agent, A. &,F. Pears, Ltd. 

'GOOD MORNING! HAVE YOU USED PEAR'S SOAP? 

Pears' Soap 



U u r faith in the inherent desire of 
men to have the best clothes that 
human minds and hands can make 
is responsible for the superiority 
of Stein-BIoch Smart Clo thes . 

7"HE . S T E I N - B L O C H C O . 
M A I N O F F I C E S A N D SHOPS A T 

R O C H E S T E R , N E W YORK 
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DURAND 
STEEL RACKS 

DU R A N D Steel Racks, 
with adjustable shelves, bin 

fronts, dividers, etc., are capable of 
an infinite number of combinations 
for every purpose. 

Any size or shape of compartment 
can be formed in a minute by 
change of spacing; all parts are 
accurate and smooth-fitting. 

An entire bin can be removed easily 
when not needed, and stored away 
compactly or re-set up elsewhere. 

Write us of your particular needs re
garding steel racks, or steel lockers. 
Catalogue of either on application. 

DURAND STEEL LOCKER CO. 
1508 Ft. Dearborn Bk. BI3g. 

Chicago 
908 Vanderbilt Bldg. 

N e w Y o r k 

Beautiful 

birch 
for Beautiful 
Woodwork 

Looks? Quality? O r Both? 
Buying things by the looks is a bad but 

widespread habit. W h e n it comes to so im
portant a matter as the wood from which to 
make the t r im, doors and furniture of your 
new house (o r remodeling of the old house) 
it certainly pays to learn about more than looks. 

People who investigate thoroughly (we make 
investigation easy) pret ty often and always 
wisely insist on "Beautiful b i r c h , " because 
b i r c h is not only of surpassing beauty but is 
also very hard, strong and wear resisting, 
easily stained for any finish you desire and 
perfect for enameling. 

Worth 'while to ivrite today for the b i r c h 
booklet and six finished samples. 

NORTHERN HEMLOCK AND 
HARDWOOD MFRS. ASSN. 

215 F . R. A . Bldg. Oshkosh, W i s . 

Handsome is asn 
handsome does 

investigate 

THE 
VIEW 
SHOWN 

IS A 
BIRCH 
HOME 
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Tells Why Curled Hair 
Makes the perfect Mattress 

THE advantages of Curled Hair over Cotton, Silk, Floss and other substitute 
mattress fillers, are carefully explained in the interesting "Restgood" book, 

which will be mailed to you upon request. No article used in the furnishing of a 
home is more important than the mattress. Surely it is worth while to study 
the mattress question. Base your selection upon definite knowledge. Then 
your mattress investment will prove a source of lifelong satisfaction and benefit. 

WILSONS 
RESTGOOD 

SANITARY CURLED HAIR MATTRESS 

Only 100 per cent new, pure Curled Hair is used in the "Restgood" Mattress. 
The "Restgood" provides the three comfort-essentials of soft contact, resilience 
and self-ventilation. The hair is thoroughly sterilized, curled and cured. 
It remains SO open and porous that air circulates through the mattress freely, keeping it pure 
and sanitary. It cannot absorb moisture, hence stays sweet, clean and free from germs. 

Name of the "Restgood" dealer in your local
ity will be sent you upon request. Be sure 
to send the coupon or p c . i card for thej"Rest-
good" book. 

W I L S O N & CQj] 

CHICAGO 

IJOVA <ju»wtfee'' 

Makers of the "Restgood" Roll-a Bed Tent for 
touring and outdoor sleeping. Ask for literature. 

W I L S O N & CO. 
Dept. S. 4—41st & Ashland Ave., Chicago, 

Please send " R E S T G O O D " book to 

Name , ___ 

Address 
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Superiority IS Economy 
"Economy" meets a harder test in furniture-buying 
than in almost any other act that may serve as a gauge of individ
ual judgment. 

This is because you can make "furniture" out of more 
things than intelligent economy (which also includes artistic dis
crimination) ever heard of. But, that superiority IS economy there 
can be no doubt. Of course, one of the several tests of true econ
omy in furniture-buying is "artistic livability" — the quality which 
begets endearment that grows with the years. And, equally of 
course, another trait must be "endurance without change except 
for the better." This is ("the heirloom quality"—possessed by 
few indeed of all the furniture candidates for that rare honor.) 

In furniture there is little to be said; little is necessary; 
almost everybody of real discrimination—including almost everyone 
who inherits a knowledge of the prides of his ancestors—enjoys the 
love of American Walnut. (And the abuses of design to which 
this noble wood was at one period subjected only enhance our 
present delight at discovering that Furniture Art has not lost its most 
superlative medium—there is a surprising abundance of American 
Walnut left for us and for our posterity. 

The brochure, de luxe, for American Walnut is being prepared 
for your library table. On your request it will come, when 
ready, with our compliments. Will you place your name on the 
list for one of the First Edition? Drop us a card. Thank you. 

AMERICAN W A L N U T MANUFACTURERS ' ASSOCIATION 
Room 417, 115 Broadway, New York City 
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THE FRANKLIN CAR 

TO have defined motoring 
fineness as motoring effi

ciency, has been the unique 
service of the Franklin Car. 

This is the simple explanation 
of the fact that for seventeenyears, 
in economy, comfort, easy hand
ling and long life, the Franklin has 
given substance and reality to the 
somewhat shadowy phrase, motor
ing satisfaction. 

20 miles to the gallon of gasoline 
—instead of 10 

10,000 miles to the set of tires 
— instead of 5,000 

F R A N K L I N A U T O M O B I L E C O M P A N Y 
SYRACUSE, N. Y. 



INDIA 

oiuxtiitu the lituiiX itLqeuiAia&b oil paiee. ( jUeo^ina-paW^tkelanaeAi tnatd 

Pantasote 

Top Material 

Used C a r s ( f i a t & i i n a t h e In •. I.. I paiceA. .Jhe.Sc a x e Aanxe caxA Wi i i cn 

uAe <Jania.&ate aA A t a n d a v i a e q u i p m e n t p a a a J al t h e p u d d i n a in a nu tA l i cU . 

PIERCE ARROW MARMON MERCER WHITE COLUMBIA 
SCRIPPS BOOTH PREMIER REO SIX COLE CADILLAC 
LOCOMOBILE HUDSON CHALMERS 

Look for Pantasote Label inside the top—it protects youacainst substitution which is not uncommon 

The Pantasote C o m p a n y Bowling Green Building, New York City 

Jhe.Sc


Cole Aero-Eight 
Double the Range of Performance 

Cole Motor Car Company, Indianapolis, U.S.A. 



"Quality First" 

The City of 

GOODRICH 
Akron. Ohio W H A T white, 

~* flawless dia
monds are to 
gems, Silvertown 
Cords are to tires. 

Beyond others— 
the tires with the 
Twin Red Dia
monds on t h e 
sidewall. 

a 

Buy Goodrich Tires 
from a Dealer 

Silvertown 
Cord Tires 



Notable Achievement 
Reflected in New Series Stearns 

BECAUSE of the high ideals which sur
rounded every designing and manufac
turing operation, the Stearns organiza

tion was chosen for the war-time production 
of Rolls-Royce aviation motors in America. 

This notable commission has been com
pleted. And the return to peace finds this 
organization fitted for greater accomplish
ments. The original Stearns excellence, 
coupled with this significant experience, has 
wrought a motor car masterpiece in the new 
series Steams-Knight cars. 

Power and Stearns are synonymous. In 
flexibility and smoothness, the new series 
Stearns offers motordom the ultimate in de
pendability. 

So in every particular—in the silence of the 
car, in the unusual harmony of design and 
finish, in performance, Stearns brings the motor 
car quality that is sought everywhere. 

T H E F. B . S T E A R N S C O M P A N Y 
Cleveland, Ohio 

Write for illustrated 
brochure—a booklet of 
particular interest to 
those interested in post
war motor ca r building' 
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J. M. W. of the Prest-o-Lite Clan 

His Engineers Staged This Test 

WHY," said J. M. W. (president of the 
X Auto Manufacturing Co.) 
to his engineer, "should a car owner 

puzzle his brains about the patent insides of 
this, that, and the other battery? 

" Most sensible folks who ride in cars don't 
know and they don't want to know whether 
battery plates are made of wrinkled rubber or 
puckered lead. 

" What they do want to know is that they 
are getting battery service from the best bat
tery made—from a battery that can and actually 
has won a side-by-side test, designed to demon
strate beyond question which one carries the 
most power and lives the longest life. 

"Such being the case, it is up to you and me to make 
the test that will settle the question." 

Taking the best two of six batteries submitted—• 
Prest-o-Lite and a competitor of equal capacity—the 
engineer placed both together, with a fine new stiff 
eight-cylinder engine, in the coldest room of a big cold 
storage plant. 

There he left the whole exhibit, batteries and en
gine, to chill for seventeen hours in a ten-below-zero 
temperature. 

The two batteries were then hooked up in 
turn to the engine, which they were asked to 
spin continuously—to the limit of the battery's 
strength and power. 

At the finish of eight successive trials—with 
a rest of from one to three minutes between 
each—the score for the two batteries read:— 

A victory for the Prest-o-Lite—a clean decisive 
victory—in the toughest battery contest which could 
possibly be staged. 

The answer—for you who ride in cars and buy bat
teries—is self-evident. Join the Prest-o-Lite Clan!— 
and forget your battery troubles. 

There is a Prest-o-Lite Service Station man in your 
neighborhood. Write us for his name and address. 

The Prest-o-Lite Company, Inc., Indianapolis, Ind. 
In Canada, Prest-o-Lite Co. of Canada, Limited, Toronto. PrestO-Lite 

Battery 

T h e Oldest Service to Automobile Owners in America 
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( 142 Seconds 75 Revolutions 
for ) 13 5 

COMPETITOR ) 7 3 " 
(. 9 " 3 " 
( 237 Seconds 132 Revolutions 

for ) 25 " 10 
PREST-O-LITE ') 10 " 4 

(. 15 5 

A Correct Size 
For Every Car 



What You Want 
When You Want it 

That is The Dodge Idea of service, no 
Other builder of power transmission equip
ment distributes to so many different classes 
of industry—nor over so great an area. 

Dodge-built products are distributed un
der three trade marks—Dodge, Oneida and 
Keystone. 

Five hundred stock carrying dealers lo
cated in every important city and backed by 
13 Dodge branch warehouses stand ready to 
sell you Dodge products on the immediate 
delivery basis. 

These dealers carry complete stocks of 
line and counter shaft equipment^ Phone 
jipur order to them for quick service, save 
the cost of delay and high freight or express 
charges. 

Dodge, Oneida and Keystone distributors 
a re the very best mill supply men in 
America. 

They know the Dodge line to be as near 
trouble-proof as machinery can be made— 

Dodge Branch Warehouses: 
Philadelphia Cincinnati New York 
Chicago St.Louis Boston Atlanta 
Pittsburgh Dallas Minneapolis 
Providence Seattle Newark 

that means standardized service and saving 
to the power user. They know that every 
sale of Dodge-products means a satisfied 
owner—contrasted with selling many lines 
having no mechanical relation to each other, 
they prefer the standardized Dodge line 
that makes good whenever and wherever 
sold. 

All Dodge Products are standardized and 
interchangeable with each otherj a piece of 
Dodge equipment is a permanent asset in 
your plant. 

Make Dodge your shop standard and you 
will find an appreciable saving in power-
costs and upkeep charges. 

In changing over from war work to 
peace work call in a Dodge engineer from 
one of our 13 branches to advise with 
you in regard to the necessary changes in 
your transmission equipment. There is no 
charge for his services. 

If you are not reading The Dodge Idea, send in 
your name for a six months' free subscription; 32,000 
men of industry are reading it to their profit each 
month. 

Dodge Sales and Engineering Co. 
Distributors of the Products of the Dodge Manufacturing Company 

Genera l Offices and W o r k s : Mishawaka, Indiana 
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An Easily Cleaned Home! 
Every home may become an easily cleaned home if an 
ARCO W A N D Vacuum Cleaner is installed. The 
ARCO W A N D eliminates the drudgery and labor of 
dusting, beating, and sweeping. It saves time and 
strength and gives leisure to the housewife for recreation. 

ARCO WAND 
Solves the help problem— 
makes maids easier to get 
and easier to keep by its 

VACUUM CLEANER quick and efficient work. 
The ARCO WAND Vacuum Cleaner is a permanent, valuable improvement 
to any property. I t 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 dust bucket 
of the machine. Now reduced in price to encourage early buying! 

Easily put in any building, New or Old 
The ARCO W A N D Vacuum Cleaner is sold by our dealers everywhere. Terms 
of partial payments may be arranged a t your convenience. 

Send today for an illustrated catalog, " T h e ARCO WAND," 
which fully illustrates and describes its many labor-saving uses 

" • s r * AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 
Makers of the world-famous IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators 

Machine is set in basement 
or side room. A suction 
pipe runs to each floor. 
ARCO WAND Vacuum 
Cleaners, hose, and tools 
are sold by all Heating 
and Plumbing Trade. 
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A Bronze Honor Roll 
To commemorate the sacrifice and the patriotism of the 
boys who served their Country in the World War, a tablet 
of enduring bronze suggests itself as a fitting tribute. 

Matthews Honor Rolls of solid bronze are in every way ac
ceptable. Appropriate in design and perfect in workman
ship they stand a permanent and everlasting testimony to 
the memory of the brave boys whose names they bear. 

Many designs, suitable for churches, commercial and 
industrial organizations, fraternal orders, and munici
palities are shown in an illustrated booklet which we 
will be glad to send you. 

J A S . H . M A T T H E W S & C O . 
Established 1850 

3922 FORBES P L A C E , P I T T S B U R G H , PA. 
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Does it pay to Advertise 
to Architects ? 

THIS little chat is intended for makers of 
building materials and equipment who have 
felt it was a waste of money to advertise to 
the architects in Architectural Magazines. 

Admitted, much money has been wasted. Wasted 
mainly because of lack of serious consideration of 
the architect and his methods. 

Telling the architect, in big shouting letters, to 
specify your goods, is not advertising. 

It is a futile attempt to coerce him, which he nat
urally resents. 

W h y don't you tell him some of the straight sim
ple facts about your product ? 

Give him food—not blandishments. 

Give him helpful suggestions about the uses of 
your product—not commands to specify it. 

As publishers of A R C H I T E C T U R E , 
we know the architect. 

It is reasonable to assume that we can 
make helpful suggestions on ways of 
best reaching and convincing him. 

ARCHITECTURE 
P u b l i s h e d b y 

THE HOUSE OF SCRIBNER 
CHARLES SCRIBNER 'S S O N S 

597 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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Monuments of Beauty 
—monuments of dignity and endurance; monu
ments that harmonize with what you would 
choose as the proper environment for the rest
ing place of the departed — are made of Dark 
Barre Granite, the Rock of Ages. 

This is the closest possible reproduction of 
Dark Barre, but only the rock itself can give 
you full appreciation of its matchless blue-
gray tones, its fine, time-defying texture. 

Dark 
Barre Granite 

Rock of Ages 

polishes until its surface is as smooth as glass. 
The beauty given to it by Nature is preserved 
and enhanced by the process. For permanence, 
for freedom from flaws, for everlasting service 
as a sentinel in your cemetery lot, you should 
specify Dark Barre Granite. 

Any monument dealer can tell you about it. 
A handsomely illustrated book, "The Rock 
of Ages," will be sent you on request. 

Boutwell, Milne & 
Varnum Company 

Department F 
Montpelier, Vermont 

Quarries at Barre, Vt . 
The Granite 

Center of 
the WORLD 
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SHOES 

The Lombard Model 
Made in a rich Dark Tan 

Russia Calfskin. A new 
model created this season 
in response to an increasing 
demand for a narrow toe 
ajter-the-war style. 

In the making of fine shoes, tradition and prog
ress go hand in hand. Experience is all essen
tial. With every other facility, Nettleton shoes 
could not be reproduced without the traditions, 
the pride of workmanship and the esprit de 
corps that have developed in the Nettleton 
organization. 

An illustration of what this means to you; the 
difference of one sixty-fourth of an inch in 
placing a line of stitching may make or mar a 
pair of shoes. You can depend on the Nettle
ton workman to place that stitching right, 
even if it takes a little longer, even if the stitch
ing is hidden inside the shoe. That ' s the kind 
of spirit that has been developed through 40 
years in the Nettleton personnel. 

At the same time, "Nettleton" stands for prog
ress. Nettleton styles for this spring are 1919. 
Nettleton lasts have shown constant improve
ment. Every discovery in the tanning or treat
ment of leather that is really worth while is 
reflected in Nettleton quality. 

Quite often you have said: " I am going to find 
the right make of shoes and stick to them". Let 
us urge you to put on Nettleton Shoes this 
spring. W e feel quite sure you will "stick 
to them". First, because the shoes are right. 
Secondly, because the Nettleton dealer will see 
that you are fitted right. Where you buy 
Nettleton Shoes you find a dealer who gives 
real service. 

A. E. NETTLETON CO., Syracuse, N. Y. 
Largest Makers in America of Men's Fine Shoes Exclusively 
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The Distinction 
Begins With the Materials 

So fine are the raw materials used by the American 
Hosiery Company in making shirts, drawers and 
union suits, for men, women and children, that it is 
almost an insult to call them " r a w materials" at all. 

Cotton isn't all alike,—indeed not. W e go to Peru 
for much of ours, to get a long, strong fiber which has 
the peculiar quality necessary, if the garments are to 
be high grade; while our wool is Australian lamb's 
wool, which has no harsh and scratchy ends. In fact, 
whatever the material, it is the cream of the market. 
If you could see our store house of so-called raw ma
terials—but the best thing is actually to feel our A M H O 
Body Clothing next to the skin day after day, for thus 
it will demonstrate the quality of which it is made. 

You men 'will soon want knitted lisle thread shirts and drawers, 
made so as to absorb and dissipate perspiration and keep you comfort
able in Summer. Our Style # 2 70'W is full of the spirit of quality, 
of light •weight, but substantially and beautifully made, with short 
sleeves or none; also made in union suits. Style # 8 0 Ŵ  is similar, 
but of finer fabric with extra value in all its features, which is reflected 
in a somewhat higher price. 

Ask us what Lisle Thread is and what makes it so 
cool and comfortable ? 

A M E R I C A N H O S I E R Y C O M P A N Y 
(Established 1868) 

NEW BRITAIN CONNECTICUT 

Makers of knitted underwear for men, women and children. 
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How We Are Making It Easy 
For More of You 

To Own a Greenhouse 
BEFORE we tell you about the green

house itself, mayhap we had better be 
frank and tell you why most green

houses have always cost as much as they 
have. 

You will appreciate, of course, that we are 
talking about high grade greenhouses with 
a complete iron frame, best of glass, equip
ment and all that sort of thing. 
When you buy an automobile, you take the 
design and size the makers make. 
You don't ask them to turn out a special 
one for you, because you know it will cost 
out of all proportion. 

The reason you can buy cars so reasonably 
is because the few designs are made in such 
quantities. 
And it works out exactly the same way with 
a greenhouse. 
The special designs run into money. 
They mean special plans and special han
dling from start to finish. 
They hold up the movement, through the 
factory, of the regular standard designs, 
making all the houses cost more than they 
need to. 
To overcome that, and so make it possible 
for you to buy a house that costs exactly 
what that particular house costs, we are now 

making up in quantities a standard house. 
This is that house. 
Briefly it is 18 feet wide and 25 feet long. 
The work room is 12 feet by 15 feet. 
The material for the superstructure, includ
ing glass, plant benches, heating apparatus 
and work room, is only $1,865 '• °- b- our 
factory, Irvington-on-Hudson, N . Y., or 
Des Plaines, 111. 
The masonry work necessary for the foun
dation, cellar, etc., will cost approximately 
$975-
The material for the greenhouse and work 
room comes already framed, and can be 
easily erected by men employed on your 
estate, or by local mechanics. 
With the sale of material we furnish a full 
set of plans covering the erection of the 
house in every particular, including the 
masonry work. 
If you want the house larger, it can be in
creased in sections of 8 feet 4 inches each. 
Aside from the reasonable cost of this house, 
there is the welcome fact that you can order 
it today, and we can literally reach up on 
our shelves, take down the complete ma
terials and ship them all to you the next day. 
Here, then, is the happy solution to your 
greenhouse yearnings. 

Lord & Burnham Co 
Builders of Greenhouses and Conservatories ' 

SALES OFFICES: 
IRVINGTON NEW YORK CHICAGO ROCHESTER 

New York 42nd St. Bldg. Continental Bank Bldg. 29 Avondale Park 
CLEVELAND TORONTO MONTREAL 

1316 Ramona Avenue Royal Bank Bldg. Transportation Bldg. 
FACTORIES : Irvington, N. Y. Des Plaines. III. St. Catharines, Canada 
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Univernish is 
furnished as 
clear varnish 
and in t h e 
f o l l o w i n g 
transparent 
wood colors: 
Dark. Oak. 
Light Oak. 
Bog Oak 

Mahogany 
Walnut 
Green 

Univernish 
T h e Universal Varnish 
Supplied clear and in six 
transparent wood colors 

Every Bedroom May Become a Hospital 

The Sanitary Varnish because 
it can be scrubbed with 
boiling water. 

Abedroom may become a sick room. Then absolute, 
sanitary cleanliness becomes of vital importance. 

Perhaps you have seen them wash floors in a hospital! 
Univernish will stand tha t kind of cleaning without 

turning white or injury of any kind. 
Every square inch of woodwork and floors in bed 

room and bath room should be finished with Murphy 
Univernish or Murphy White Enamel, which is also 
resistant to boiling water. 

Think of the scrubbing that woodwork gets in the kitchen and 
butler's pantry. Univernish is an admirable finish for such wood
work. It is almost as hard and durable as glass—and as easy toclean. 

Keep Univernish on hand always as you do soap—it is as 
necessary for modern sanitary housekeeping. Touch up scarred 
woodwork. Univernish on linoleum preserves it and saves a lot 
of washing. 

Let us send you two brochures, "The Modern Bathroom" 
and " The Modern Sanitary Kitchen," and give you the name of 
a Merchant who sells Murphy's. 

Murphy Varnish Company 
Franklin Murphy, jr., President 

NEWARK CHICAGO 

The Dougall Varnish Company, Ltd., Montreal, Canadian Associate 
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May They Make a Peace That Will 
Stand Like Gibraltar—For Eternity 

To All Soldiers a n d Sailors 

While you have been making sacrifices to protect the 
homes of our loved Allies across the seas, your Gov
ernment has been making sacrifices to protect the 
homes of your loved ones here. It has furnished you 
life insurance on the Monthly Income payment plan 
at a very low cost because it has believed you would 
understand your duty to be just as obvious to your 
home as the duty of your civilian friends to theirs. 
The Government now tells you, and we emphasize it, 
that this duty is just as much yours now as when you 
were in active service. If you drop this Government 
Life Insurance you deprive those who have wept and 
prayed for you of a need as great today as when you 
donned the khaki or the blue. Don't do it. Hold fast 
to your Government Life Insurance. 

To All Civil ians 

In today's prosperity the wise man prepares for to
morrow's adversity. His is the wisdom of observa
tion — his foresight anticipating the approach of age, 
the decline of his earning capacity, the curtailment of 
his resources. Beyond that, he pictures the possibility 
of his widow, his children, his loved ones, struggling 
for very existence in a battle for which they are illy-
fitted, unprepared. Strong today, he provides against 
the needy tomorrow. He safeguards the future of 
those who may live after him. Not a big round sum 
in a single payment, but an assured amount on the 
first day of each and every month during the lifetime 
of those he protects with a MONTHLY INCOME 
POLICY. For the provident there are no mis
chances. 

A PRUDENTLAL POUCY IS AN ALLY THAT NEVER BREAKS FAITH 

The Prudential Insurance Company of America 
Incorporated under the laws of the State of New Jersey 

FORREST F. DRYDEN, President Home Office, Newark, N. J. 
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This man has just rubbed 
his hand over the boards 
of a house painted with 
pure white lead and oil. 
His fingers are all white 
from the chalking off of 
the paint. The paint was 
pure, but the paint is poor. 
Lowe's paint does not 
chalk oft. 

Paint lastingness 
how to secure it 
PA I N T I N G conditions being right, it 's just 

common sense tha t paint lastingness de
pends on starting right at the star t—by using 
the right paint. 

So-called " p u r e paint ," containing only 
pure white lead, zinc and linseed oil, can 
never have satisfactory lastingness. I t ' s pure 
but it 's poor. 

I t must have additional balancing pigments 
to check the disintegrating chemical action 
that ' s bound to take place between the oil 
and lead. 

I t must have additional pigments to give 
greater covering qualities, and tha t elastic, 
wear-resisting toughness procurable in no 
other way. 

Lowe's paints contain just such "additional 
pigments." They stand weather 's wear and 
tear. They have lastingness. Send for book
let, "F igure Your Paint Cost With a Brush— 
Not a Pencil." 

Lowe Brothers Company 
Paints - Varnishes 

473 EAST THIRD STREET, DAYTON, OHIO 

Boston New York Jersey City Chicago Atlanta Kansas City Minneapolis 
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To Glory in Nature 
—sense the exhilaration of all out-doors and drink of the joy of living, you 
must have health—largely a matter of keeping the digestive and eliminative 
organs functioning properly. 

ENO'S FRUIT SALT" 
(DERIVATIVE COMPOUND) 

A Very Agreeable Aperient 
is very efficacious for clearing the head, sweetening the breath and correct
ing, in a natural way, digestive disorders. A spoonful of Eno in a glass of 
water forms a pleasant bubbling tonic aperient, supplying all the medicinal 
properties of r ipened fruit. 

It is always gentle, but thoroughly effective in ridding one of indigestion, constipation 
and biliousness and their related ailments. It comes in a dollar package only, but like a 
faithful mount, it is worth more than gold. 

At All Druggists 
Prepared by J. C. ENO, Ltd., London, S. E., England 

Agents for the Continent of America : Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc., New York and Toronto 
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W h y does Swift & Company handle 
poultry, butter, and eggs? 

For the identical reason tha t your 
retail dealer handles them. 

He has the ice box necessary to keep 
meat fresh and equally necessary to 
preserve poultry, butter , and eggs. 

And he can reduce his expenses for 
rent, salesmen, and delivery service, 
by selling more goods. 

And he can serve you—because you 
often like to buy poultry, eggs, butter , 
and cheese, when and where you buy 
your meats. 

I t would be inexcusably wasteful if 
he did not do this. 

Jus t so with Swift & Company. 

The retail dealer finds it a convenience 
to buy other goods besides meat 
from us. 

We have the equipment—refrigerator 
cars and refrigerated branch houses 
built to keep meat fresh and just as 
necessary to preserve poultry, butter , 
and eggs. 

And we have the distributing organ
ization—branch supply houses, sales
men, and delivery equipment taking 
our goods to the retailer's store. 

I t would be an inexcusable economic 
waste to use this nation-wide dis
tributing organization for nothing 
but meats. 

Our entire selling cost is kept down 
by volume of business, made larger 
by handling poultry, but ter , and eggs. 

Swift 85 Company furnishes the most 
direct marketing route from the farm 
to the retail dealer. 

Swift & Company, U. S. A. 
Established 1868 

A nation-wide organization owned by more than 23,000 stockholders 
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The original color and texture of 
a fine rug need not be impaired in the wear and tear of 
household use. 

T V O R Y Soap is the elixir that perpetuates all the 
loveliness of a new carpet. Used properly, once 

a year or so, at housecleaning time, Ivory restores 
the brightness to tints that have been (lulled by the 
gray film of dirt which gradually forms on even the 
most carefully swept or vacuum-cleaned rugs. 

No particular skill is needed. Anyone can clean 
any kind or color of rug perfectly, just by follow
ing the simple rules given opposite. 

Suppose you try this economical, satisfactory Ivory 
method yourself, this year. Your most valuable 
rug can only benefit by this treatment with Ivory's 
mild, cleansing lather. 

rO CLEAN CARPETS 
AND RUGS. Sweep 

thoroughly. Then, beginning 
at the corner farthest from 
the door, scatter Ivory Soap 
Paste {see directions inside 
wrapper) o-ver not more than 
a square yard (it a time. 
Scrub vigorously with a stiff 
scrubbing brush. Scrape off 
the paste with a metal-edged 
ruler or a piece of zinc. IVipe 
thoroughly with a cloth 
wrung out of clean, luke
warm water. Work with— 
not against—the nap. Use 
tvater sparingly, being' care

ful not to saturate the body of 
the carpet. 

IVORY SOAP. 99ft* PURE 
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The WHITE Heavy Duty Truck 
with DOUBLE REDUCTION Gear Drive 

THE WHITE COMPANY 
Cleveland 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 

Having all the leverage and 
flexibility of a chain and 
sprocket and the frictionless 
driving con tac t of gears 
which roll in oil, dust proof 

Light Unsprung Weight * More Road Clearance 
Narrow Tread < High Leverage 



— "the kind t h a t 
t a s t e s best,? 
Well, l i t t le one, 
you m u s t mean 

GrapeNuts 
— i t surely makes 
little girls 
round and rosy. 
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