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The July SCRIBNER 
Special Features of the Number: 

EDITH WHARTON begins the remarkable narrative of a journey 
" In Morocco." (See full announcement, adv. page 4.) 

A. MITCHELL PALMER, Attorney General of the United States, 
gives the dramatic story of his work as Alien Property Custodian. 

ARCHDEACON HUDSON STUCK of the Yukon (the man who 
climbed Mt. McKinley) tells about the only American Hospital 
in the Arctic Regions. 

JOHN FINLEY, just back from another tr ip, pictures his journey 
over " T h e Bagdad Railway." He followed the trail of St. Paul and 
the Crusaders, and " T h e March of the Ten Thousand" of Cyrus. 

ISOBEL FIELD, the daughter of Mrs. Robert Louis Stevenson, 
describes the humor and pathos of "A Theatrical Boarding House 
in Sydney" (Australia). 

LIEUTENANT HORACE WINSTON STOKES (of the Seventy-
seventh Division) gives a stirring picture of Swordfishing, with 
photographs of the sport. 

JUDGE FRANKLIN CHASE HOYT, Presiding Justice of the 
Children's Court of New York City, tells how one youth was 
made to believe in justice and good citizenship. 

Short Stories: 

MARY RAYMOND SHIPMAN ANDREWS tells a story of 
woman's suffrage—"Mr. Boyle." 

GORDON HALL GEROULD in "Dead Man's Shoes" tells a new 
kind of love story. 

SHAW DESMOND, the Irish novelist, author of " Democracy," 
appears for the first t ime with a short story—" Sunset." 

DANA BURNET has a story of New York life—" The Making of 
William Simms." 

A FOREIGN TRADE ARTICLE; the Financial Situation, by 
Alexander Dana Noyes ; The Point of View and The Field of Art: 
" Devastated France," by A. Kingsley Porter. 

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, M7 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 
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2 
Address-Xutue 

-issue, to 



TIFFANY & Co. 
JEWELRY SILVERWARE STATIONERY 

WATCHES AND CLOCKS 

HIGHEST STANDARD 

SUPERIOR SERVICE BY MAIL 

FIFTH AVENUE &37^ STREET 

NEWYORK 

3 



By authority of the French Governor 
A Series by 

EDITH WHARTON 
A Vivid Account of Her Experiences 

in Morocco 
To begin in the July SCRIBNER'S 

M MRS. WHARTON'S visit to Mo
rocco took place in September 
and October, 1918. Sbe went 

at the express invitation of the Gov
ernor-General, General Lyautey, at a 
time when, owing to the war, circula
tion in the country, and even access 
to it, were impossible for ordinary 
travellers. 

A military motor met her at Tangier 
and was at her disposal during her 
entire journey, and she was always 
lodged in the residences of the Gov
ernor-General or at the military post of 
the district she was visiting. Through 
the courtesy of General Lyautey she 
was everywhere accompanied by army 
officers or civil officials especially 
versed in the local customs, the archi
tecture, and history of the places she 
visited. She was received by the 
Sultan of Morocco in his palace at 
Rabat and invited to witness the great 
religious ceremony of the Sacrifice of 
the Sheep, an honor very seldom 
conferred on foreigners, and was re
ceived in the imperial harem by the Em

press Mother. She was also received 
by the great Chiefs of the cities she 
visited, and by their harems, and had 
exceptional opportunit ies of witness
ing religious ceremonies from which 
foreigners are usually excluded, and 
monuments which even few French 
officials have been allowed to enter. 

In showing this exceptional courtesy to Mrs. 
Wharton General Lyautey's wish was to 
make better known to Americans the great 
industrial and agricultural future of the 
magnificent colony, the important part it 
has played in provisioning France during 
the war, and its extraordinary and varied 
attractions as a fresh field for travel. 

To begin in the July SCRIBNER'S. 

The four articles, with ex
clusive illustrations, will 
appear as follows: 

I. Rabat and Sale . . July 
II. Volubilis, Moulay 

Idriss and Meknez . August 
III. Fez . . . . September 
IV. Marrakech . . October 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S SONS, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 
Kindly enter my subscription to S C R I B N E R ' S MAGAZINE for one year, beginning with the July number. 

Name- Address-
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The Hand Book 1919 
illustrates a large assortment 
of Jewelry, Watches, Clocks, 
Glass, C h i n a a n d Novelties 
of dist inctive style and most 
superior quality. 

Upon request the Hand Book 
will be mailed to any address. 

Philadelphia 

BAILEY, BANKS & BIDDLE CO. 
Jewelers 

Silversmiths 
Stationers 

The Selection ofWedding Gifts 
Simplified for those who 
reside at a dis tance 
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MAGAZINE NOTES 

HENRY VAN DYKE needs no further 
introduction to Scribner readers than the 
mention of his name. His first volume 
of fiction since before the war, "The Val
ley of Vision," has gone into the second 
large edition. 

LE ROY JEFFERS is connected with 
the New York Public Library. He is 
widely known as a mountain climber and 
as a writer and lecturer. 

CLAUDE BRAGDON is a distin
guished architect of Rochester, N. Y., and 
the author of several books on architecture 
and kindred arts. 

WILLIAM ROSCOE THAYER is 
widely known as an historian; he is the 
author of "The Life and Times of 
Cavour," "The Life and Letters of John 
Hay," etc. 

KATHARINE HOLLAND BROWN'S 
stories have been admired by Scribner 
readers for a number of years. They 
leave an enduring memory of charm. 
Among her published books are "The 
Wages of Honor," "The Messenger," 
etc. 

ALICE ROLLIT COE will be re
membered for her former poem, "The 
Turn of the Road." Her home is in the 
State of Washington. 

NIKOLAKI P. ZAROKILLI is a 
Greek, a native of Trebizond. His etch
ings are the result of long residence in 
the East. He has gone to the Peace 
Conference as a representative of his 
native country. 

SARA TEASDALE (Mrs. E. B. 
Filsinger) has been a frequent con
tributor, and her much-admired poems 
have been collected into several volumes. 

HENRY L. STIMSON was Secretary 
of War in President Taft's cabinet. He 
is a distinguished lawyer of New York 
and served overseas as a colonel of the 
Field-Artillery, U. S. A. 

HARRIET WELLES is the wife of 
Admiral Welles, U. S. N. Her book of 
navy stories, "Anchors Aweigh," has 
met with the very special approval of 
both the public and the service. 

ROBERT GRANT is judge of the 
probate court, Boston, one of the Maga
zine's most delightful essayists and com
mentators on social questions of timely 
interest. 

LANGDON WARNER is the director 
of the Pennsylvania Museum at Phila
delphia. He has only recently returned 
from Siberia, where he acted for the 
United States Government and as Com
missioner of the Red Cross. 

RHYS CARPENTER is a professor 
of Classical Archaeology at Bryn Mawr, 
on leave, and now serving as a first lieu
tenant on the General Staff of the United 
States Army, assigned to the Peace Con
ference. He is the author of two volumes 
of poems. 

ROY IRVING MURRAY has been 
in France for the Red Cross and is now 
teaching at St. Mark's School. 

GEORGE T. MARSH is a lawyer of 
Providence, R. I., recently lieutenant in 
the Air Service in France. He has made 
journeys into the far north wilderness on 
hunting and fishing expeditions. 

FRANK J E W E T T MATHER, JR., 
is professor of art at Princeton Univer
sity. He has been a member of the 
aviation service. 

DAVID LAWRENCE is one of the 
best-known newspaper correspondents 
in the United States, his articles from 
Washington, and recently from the 
Peace Conference at Paris, having won 
wide recognition. 
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MAURICE A. OUDIN is the Vice-
President of the International General 
Electric Company and is a recognized 
authority on Far Eastern business matters. 
He is a member of the Japan Society, the 
American Asiatic Association, etc. 
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" HIS name is Barrie," Stevenson wrote 
*• •*• a friend twenty years ago after read

ing "A Window in Thrums," "and he's the 
man for my money." And ever since then 
the reading and play-going public has gone 
right on echoing Stevenson's enthusiastic 
judgment. "Alice Sit-by-the-Fire," the 
drama of the invincibly youthful Alice 
which Ellen Terry made famous, has just 
been published in the Uniform Edition of 
the Plays of J. M. Barrie. 

Louis Dodge, author of " Rosy " 

LOUIS DODGE, author of "Rosy," a pic-
•*—' turesque novel with a mountain heroine, 
confides to his publishers that he is a bach
elor, has a little cottage plus one caretaker, a 
flock of homer pigeons, and two superior 
little dogs, Rags and Nancy-Gal. 

READERS with a bowing acquaintance 
•*-̂ - with the English public life of these 
turbulent days will recognize in the pages of 
Shaw Desmond's vividly done labor novel, 
" Democracy," a number of well-known Eng
lish public figures. 

THOSE planning to spend their vacation 
•*• this summer in one of our great out

door resorts—whether as a tourist, motorist, 
or camper—should most certainly read 

Robert Sterling Yard's "The Book of the 
National Parks," just published. Mr. 
Yard is an official in the Department of the 
Interior, and he deals in his fascinating and 
most informing book with the various fea
tures of our great playgrounds, from Lafay
ette National Park in Maine to the Yosem-
ite in California and the Hawaiian Na
tional Park in the Pacific. There are 
twenty chapters in all devoted to almost as 
many different parks. The book is elabo
rately illustrated. 

BEFORE he returned to England John 
-*-* Galsworthy donated the entire proceeds 
of his American lecture tour to the Ar
menian-Syrian Relief Work. 

MISS FINGAL," an extraordinary 
novel by Mrs. W. K. Clifford, the 

English novelist, woven about the question 
of the possibility of the transference of per
sonality from one individual to another after 
death, is just ready. The central figure 
is a young English girl whose dull, uninter
esting existence in a Battersea flat has re
duced her to the gray impersonality of—• 
well, of being Miss Fingal. Her first vital 
interest in life comes through her friendship 
for Linda Allison, a young wife who has 
separated from her husband. Miss Fingal 
meets with an all but fatal accident and 
Linda dies—apparently. But with re
markable subtlety the author causes the 
reader to come to feel that the heart and 
soul of the wife live on in the body of her 
friend, and in this way husband and wife are 
again united. 

" I T couldn't have happened," readers of 
1 Lawrence Perry's "Romantic Liar" say 

—and of course it couldn't, but it does, and 
goes right on happening, until the hero, 
whose first lie was a "white" one told for 
strictly business reasons, is compelled to 
pave the whole long, crooked course that 
never did run smooth with stepping-stones 
of falsehood. But at the end of it all 
Eleanor stands, waiting for him. 

CRITICS are unanimous in praising the 
^ impartial manner in which Arthur 
Judson Brown deals with the many con
troversial problems with which the Far 
East bristles in his recently published vol
ume, "The Mastery of the Far East." 
Typical among these comments is that of 

BOOK NOTES 

(Continued on page 10) 
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BOOK NOTES 

the New York Times, which says: "Read
ers who have learned to expect violent par
tisanship from almost any writer on Far 
Eastern affairs will be delighted by the im
partiality and good judgment which pervade 
this entire book." Nor does Doctor Brown 
avoid any of the major problems: Japanese 
aims in China, in Korea, and in Siberia; the 
politico-missionary situation; the fitness of 
the Koreans to govern themselves . . . the 
very issues tha t have been up before the 
Paris Conference. . . . Taken as a whole 
this important work is a strong vindication 
of Japanese policy on the mainland of Asia. 
I t is not free from considerable criticism of 
Japanese methods, but for tha t reason is all 
the more forceful. 

F R E D E R I C C. HOWE, author of " T h e 
•*• Only Possible Peace," " T h e Land and 
the Soldier," and other volumes, achieved 
the somewhat dubious distinction of being 
the only author on the list of notables— 
comprising governors, senators, and other 
public men—to whom bombs were recently 
forwarded through the mails. 

CARL A C K E R M A N , of the New York 
^—' Times, has been called " lucky " by other 
correspondents on account of his good for
tune in being on the spot when a big story 
has "broken " and being among the first to 
get it out to the rest of the world. This was 
true in the case of his book about Germany 
early in the war and is particularly true of 
his important book, "Trail ing the Bolshe-
viki," to be published about June 6. Mr. 
Ackerman has travelled twelve thousand 
miles with the Allied forces in Siberia, and 
over a period of many months has had an 
unusual opportunity to study the Bolshe
vists in action in city and rural districts 
and under all conditions. The resulting 
volume presents a vivid panorama full of 
incidents and pictures; it is fascinating 
reading—even aside from its political bear
ing upon a pressing problem of the day. 

T H E second volume of Professor George 
-*• F. Moore's important two-volume 

"His tory of Religions" will be ready 
early in June. I t will cover the three in
timately related religions, Judaism, Mo
hammedanism, and Christianity. The first 
volume dealt with the religion of China, 
Japan, Egypt, Babylonia, Assyria, India, 
Persia, Greece, and Rome. 

John Finley on the road in Palestine 

TTHE abrupt contrasts between the tradi
tional Palestine and the Palestine of the 

B. E. F., with camions roaring through the 
placid streets of Nazareth with " c u t - o u t s " 
open, have been caught in bold relief by 
John Finley in his " A Pilgrim in Palestine," 
just published. Fancy tramping up the 
mountainside beyond the Jordan to the 
plateau where Saul was stricken blind by a 
great light out of heaven so many hundreds 
of years ago, and running into a regiment 
of Anzacs strolling about waiting for 
" c h o w " and asking one for " f a g s " in their 
unmistakably Western accent. Dr . Fin
ley, who has just returned to resume his 
post as commissioner of education for the 
State of New York after many months ' ser
vice as Red Cross Commissioner in Palestine, 
is a walker of long experience, and in his 
day and night t ramps along the dusty 
roads of the Holy Land in the course of his 
official duties—from Beersheba to Dan, 
from Jaffa to Jericho, and in many other 
regions—he had unusual opportunity to ex
perience this dramatic quality of the present 
in the atmosphere of the past . 

A L A N S E E G E R ' S " P o e m s , " among the 
-^*- finest of all the poetry inspired by the 
war, has achieved the distinction of having 
sold 31,000 copies. 
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CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
RETAIL DEPARTMENT 
NEW, OLD, AND RARE BOOKS 

T T T 

MMESSRS. SCRIBNER would direct attention to the 

following books of importance which are shortly 

to be published: Brand Whitlock's long-awaited 

book on "Belgium," which will be of great interest and value; 

Senator Lodge's eloquent address on "Theodore Roosevelt," 

printed in a sumptuous and worthy form; " A Prelude to 

Bolshevism," in which A. F. Kerensky tells of the early days 

of the Russian debacle; and "Collapse and Reconstruction: 

European Conditions and American Principles," by the Lon

don diplomat and law authority, Sir Thomas Barclay. In 

fiction there will be two notable books: " M a r y Olivier," 

by May Sinclair, and a new novel by H. G. Wells, " T h e 

Undying Fire." 

The N E W E S T FRENCH BOOKS include: "Les Cousins 

Riches," by Colette Yver; "L'Aviation Demain," by Jean 

Dargon; "Les Deux Routes," by Georges Casella; and a book 

by Raymond Lefebvre and Paul Vaillant-Couturier called 

" L a Guerre des Soldats," with a preface by Henri Barbusse. 

Mail and telephone orders receive special attention 

T T T 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, Booksellers 
597-599 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 
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America's Greatest Ace 
tells America's greatest 
story of air fighting 

CJ Captain E D D I E R I C K E N B A C K E R gives the essence of Ameri
ca's share of the war in the air, as well as the most thrilling and satisfy
ing story of the conflict in F I G H T I N G T H E F L Y I N G C I R C U S . 
From his entrance into the Flying Service until his return to America 
as our Premier Ace, with twenty-six German air craft to his credit, Cap
tain Rickenbacker's exploits form the most vivid chapter of America's 
air history. Through a grim determination to make the experience 
gained in each aerial battle serve him well in the next encounter, Eddie 
Rickenbacker steadily rose to the position of Commander of the far-
famed " Hat-in-the-Ring " (94th) Squadron, that heroic group of fight
ers who did so much to put the German von Richthofen's Flying Circus 
out of business. A thoroughly interesting book of both immediate and 
lasting importance. 

€fl The new A L F R E D N O Y E S volume contains all this poet's verse 
written since 1914 and many other poems hitherto unpublished in 
America. It includes his great war poem, " T h e Avenue of the Allies," 
and such other vell-'iked poems as " Kilmeny," " Princeton, 1917," 
" T h e Phantom Fleet / ' etc. Entitled T H E N E W M O R N I N G , it 
represents Mr. Noyes' deep reaction to the past four years of world 
stress and his vision of a new morning on earth. 

q H. M. HYNDMAN'S authorized CLEMENCEAU : The Man 
a n d H i s T i m e , is hailed on all sides as the right book at the right 
time. The Atlantic Monthly calls it, " A graphic sketch, a faithful study 
and an honest portrait. . . . Interesting, anc1- growing in interest, until 
we are shown in a mighty crisis how the hour and the man of the hour 
meet." 

C| " As a background for intelligent understanding of current discus
sion," says the N. Y. Evening Post 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 , " t h e volume serves a useful pur
pose." A book that gives the essential facts about the national claims 
of Poland, Armenia, Jugoslavia, Arabia and fourteen other nations 
freed by the Great War. 

q The N. Y. Sun describes OLIVE HIGGINS PROUTY'S notable 
volume of short stories, G O O D S P O R T S , as " a treat to the lover 
of skilful story telling." Another striking example of "skilful story 
tel l ing" is GERTRUDE ATHERTON'S T H E A V A L A N C H E . 
" A mystery story and a good one," says the N. Y. Telegraph. " Mrs. 
Atherton has woven her tale so cleverly that the reader is kept in the 
dark until it is time for him to be given light." 

q At all bookshops. 

PUBLISHERS FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY NEW YORK 
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DORAN BOOKS for JUNE 
THE WAY TO VICTORY 

by Philip Gibbs 
Accredited Correspondent to the Brit ish Army In the Field 

Volume I—The Menace 
Volume II—The Repulse 
This great panorama of the war, drawn by the 
most widely-read writer on the great conflict, is 
an epic picture of the most gigantic upheaval 
in all history. Mr. Gibbs continues his great 
story. Maps. 2 Vols. Octavo. Net, $5.00 

THE NAVY AND THE NATION 
by The Secretary of the Navy JosephuS Daniels 
The picture one gets in these interesting pages 
of the navy at work will remain memorable 
both for its official character and its vivid de
lineation. 12mo. Net, $2.00 

AFTER THE WHIRLWIND 
by Charles Edward Russell 

Author of "These Shifting Scenes" 

A brilliant analysis of the causes of world cata
clysm, with a plea for better relations between 
nations and individuals. 12mo. Net, $1.50 

THE GRAND FLEET, 1914-1916 
Its Creation, Development and Work 
by Admiral Viscount Jellicoe, of Scapa, 

C.C.B., O.M., G.C.V.O. 
A book of supreme interest for which the whole 
world has been eagerly waiting. Admiral Jelli
coe lifts for the first time the curtain of mys
tery which has shrouded the Grand Fleet, and 
reveals the modus operandi of that world-sav
ing organization. Octavo. Net, $6.00 
A HISTORY OF THE UNITED 
STATES by Cecil Chesterton 
One of the most interesting personal interpre
tations of American history for the general 
reader. 12mo. Net, $2.00 
VICTORY OVER BLINDNESS 

by Sir Arthur Pearson 
A record of remarkable achievement and en
couragement to the blind. Explanation of the 
latest and best methods of teaching told by this 
distinguished Englishman. 12mo. Net, $1.50 
THE BRITISH CAMPAIGN IN 
FRANCE AND FLANDERS, 1917". 

TEN YEARS NEAR THE GERMAN Vol. IV. 
FRONTIER by Maurice Francis Egan 

Former U. S. Minister to Denmark 
"One of the most authentically informing books 
of the kind we have read for many a day."— 
New York Tribune. 8vo. Net, $3.00 

AMERICAN BUSINESS IN WORLD 
MARKETS by James T. M. Moore 
A survey of the wonderful opportunity which 
presents itself to American business for con
quest of world markets. Practical, thorough 
and interesting. 12mo. Net, $2.00 

MAN AND THE NEW DEMOC
RACY by William A. McKeever 

Author of "Tra in ing the Boy" and "Training the G i r l " 
A new plan for social reconstruction, as radical 
as was the Copernican theory in its day. 

12mo. Net, $1.35 

C H R I S T O P H E R by Sir Oliver Lodge 
Author of "Raymond," etc. 

This book stands for heroic young manhood all 
over the world. 12mo. Net, $2.00 

SPIRITUALISM, ITS HISTORY, 
PHENOMENA AND DOCTRINE 

by J. Arthur Hill 
A book for all who want to know what spirit
ualism has been, is, and promises to be. A 
resume of the whole field of psychical research. 

12mo. Net, $2.00 

by Sir A. Conan Doyle 
The fourth volume in a great contemporary his
tory of the world war. 8vo. Net, $2.50 
AMERICAN LABOR AND THE 
WAR by Samuel Gompers 

President of American Federation of Labor 
One cannot read these patriotic addresses with
out a very real pride in the whole-hearted sup
port which Labor gave the government. 

12mo. Net, $1.75 
REUNION IN ETERNITY 

by Sir Robertson W. Nicoll 
A book which brings together within one com
pass the imperishable passages of literature 
bearing on immortality. A volume to read and 
re-read. 12mo. Net, $1.50 
THE A M E R I C A N HUNTING DOG: 
Modern S t ra ins oi B i rd Dogs and 
Hounds and Their Field Training 

~~ by Warren H. Miller 
Former Editor of "F ie ld and Stream" 

This book is a practical manual on raising and 
training your hunting dog, the only book of its 
kind that is up to date—that deals with the 
stud dogs of today. Illustrated. 12mo. Net, $2.50 
SOCIAL STUDIES OF THE WAR 

by Elmer T. Clark 
A statesman-like discussion of the changes 
which are imminent in all the nations of mighty 
Europe; a book of singular vividness and vision. 

12mo. Net, $1.50 

GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY 
P U B L I S H E R S I N A M E R I C A F 

:: Publishers :: New York 
O R H O D D E R & S T O U G H T O N 
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H. G. Wells' 
New Novel 

THE UNDYING 
FIRE 

"The undying fire," God's indomitable spirit in the soul of mankind—this is the theme 
of Mr. Wells' startling novel. This modern version of the Book of Job is presented 
with intensity and vigor. Real individuals of our own time face again the problems and 
temptations of the old Biblical story. Through adversity, pain and despair, the leading 
character clings to the " undying fire " and in the end, like Job of old, he is rewarded. 
H. G. Wells' new novel is an inspired story, deeply human and stirring. 
Ready May 22. $1.50. 

FROM FATHER TO SON 
Mary S. Watts' New Novel. 

A singularly fine story of a young man and the 
problem he faces on discovering the source of 
his father's fortune. $1.60. 

JOHN MASEFIELD'S 
POEMS AND PLAYS 

The first collected edition of John Masefield's 
poems and plays, containing all the poems and 
plays this distinguished English writer has pub
lished. Vol. I, Poems—Vol. II, Plavs. Each 
$2.75. The Set $5.00. 

MEXICO: TODAY AND 
TOMORROW 
By E. D. Trowbridge. 

A clear, impartial statement of the Mexican 
situation dealing with the political, social, finan
cial and economic conditions of the countrv. 

$2.00. 

T H E IRON H U N T E R 
By Chase S. Osborn. 

Here the former Governor of Michigan tells the 
story of his interesting career. The book is 
full of picturesque material and throws con
siderable light on an important period of Ameri
can business. 111. $2.50. 

THE GAY-DOMBEYS 
A Novel by Sir Harry Johnson. 

H. G. Wells in his preface to "The Gay-Dom-
beys " writes: "Here is sheer fun for its own 
sake . . . a real story, warm (a'nd sometimes 
hot) with passionate feeling." $1.75. 

ENGLISH LITERATURE DURING 
THE LAST HALF CENTURY 
By John Cunliffe. 

A brilliant review and discussion of the great 
modern writers and their work, with chapters 
on The Irish Movement, The New Poets, and 
The New Novelists. $2.00. 

PROBLEMS OF RECONSTRUCTION 
By Isaac Lippincott 

What the great problems are and how they 
must be faced and solved if the normal order 
of life is to be restored. $1.60. 

THEODORE ROOSEVELT'S 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

Col. Roosevelt's own story of his life. " Em
phatically and unmistakably Theodore Roose
velt has stamped himself on every page of this 
book." New Edition. $3.00. 

MARY 
OLIVIER 

May Sinclair's 
New Novel 

The story of a woman's life, her thoughts, sensations and emotions directly presented 
without artificial narration or analysis. May Sinclair has here written a most un
usual and original novel, both in its method and content. It is a book that will stir 
wide comment. $1.60. 

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, Publishers, NEW YORK 
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ST. NICHOLAS 
The Magazine for Youth 

ONE of the wonderful things about having 
V_>/ St. Nicholas in our home is^ the bond it 

has made between my girl and boy and me," 
said a successful business man. " W e read the 
stories together and are partners in all the thrills. 
We discuss the articles on travel and sports. 
They bring to me the drawings, photographs 
and verses they prepare for the St. Nicholas 
League competitions. Thus I see just what 
St. Nicholas is doing for t hem; how it is help
ing form right tastes and stimulating ambition. 
St. Nicholas is giving them a great start toward 
success." 

For more than 40 years, St. Nicholas has 
been this kind of influence in the foremost 
families of the nation. Presidents and senators, 
congressmen, college presidents, writers, artists, 
publishers, manufacturers have all testified to 
the value of St. Nicholas to youth. They have 
subscribed to it for their own boys and girls. 

Does St. Nicholas come to your home? If 
not, subscribe for it now. 

St. Nicholas is a real magazine, better and 
brighter today than any time in its history. 
Give your boys and girls a magazine of their 
own, written and edited for youth. The cost 
is but $3 per year — less than a cent a day. 
Write out a check and mail it today to St. 
Nicholas Magazine, Subscription Depar tment 
F 8, 353 Fourth Ave., New York. 

Advertising in St. Nicholas 

goes straight to the heart of more than 7S,ooo worth-while homes. 
I t is seen by far more readers per copy than the ordinary magazine. 
St. Nicholas homes are live homes, usually with boys and girls of 
high school and prep, school age, who have a voice in family pur
chases and good memories. To make a lasting, valuable impression 
— put your advertising in St. Nicholas. 

One key does it all 
With the Yale Cylinder Master Key 
System every individual lock on your 
estate—each with its own individual 
key which will pass that lock and no 
other—is placed under the control of a 
single Master Key which will operate 
every lock, even though they number 
hundreds and m a n y types. 

THE Yale Cylinder Master Key gives the 
owner instant and complete control of 

every Lock—on entrance and interior doors, 
gates, garage, boat house, cupboards, cabi
nets, barns and other outbuildings ; down to 
the padlocks on automobile tire racks, feed 
bins or store houses. 

The Yale Cylinder Master Key System is a perfected 
development of the makers of Yale Night Latches, Door 
Closers, Padlocks, Builders' Hardware, Bank Locks and 
Chain Hoists. Correspondence is invited. 

The Yale & Towne Mfg* Co. 
9 East 4 0 t h Street , N e w York City 

Chicago Office; 77 East Lake Street 
Canadian Yale & Toivue Ltd., St. Catharines, Out. 
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Charles 
Scribner's Sons 

take pleasure 
in announcing 

for 
publication 

early in 
June 

Jndenuood & Under-wood 

Saint's Progress 
the new novel by 

John Galsworthy 
MMR. GALSWORTHY presents in this fine flowering of genius a story 

that touches all of us, a story of the gulf between the generations—of 
love and the loss of old-time faith. 

The scene is England, the awakened England of these 'days, and the 
story centres about a single family: Edward Pierson, the fine old vicar, and 
his two daughters. From the difficult love-affair of the one daughter and 
the discovery by the vicar that his religion is an impossible thing of the 
past to his other daughter arise a sequence of intensely dramatic events 
leading to a most significant culmination. 

At all bookstores. $1.60 

Other Novels 
by Mr. Galsworthy 

Beyond, $1.60 The Freelands, $1.60 
The Dark Flower, $1.60 
The Man of Property, £1.60 
The Island Pharisees, #1.60 
The Country House, gi.6o 
The Patrician, $x.60 Fraternity, $ 1.60 
Villa Rubien, $1.50 Five Tales, #1.60 

Studies and Essays 
A Sheaf, $1.50 
A Motley, £1.50 
The Inn of Tranquillity, $1.50 
A Commentary, gi.50 
The Little Man and Other Satires, 

ii.co 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Another Sheaf 
Of this latest volume of Mr. Galsworthy's 

charming and characteristic essays published 
this spring, The Atlantic Monthly says: "We 
must listen to Mr. Galsworthy. If the future 
of the world depends upon understanding 
between men and nations, we have reason 
to be thankful for his peculiar gift of sym
pathetic insight; he lives always in the House 
of the Interpreter." #1-5° net 

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" #1.75 

Plays issued separately at 75 cents each 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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(C) Fred Harvey 

The Book of the National Parks 
By Robert Sterling Yard 

Chief of the Educational Division, National Park Service 

This book, by an official of the Department of the Interior, is designed to meet 
the wide demand by tourists, motorists, campers for authoritative information about 
our national park system. It treats the national parks historically; scenically, as ideal 
resorts for motoring, sight-seeing, camping; and scientifically, as examples in world-
making. Above all else, it is a popular book. I t is written simply and entertainingly 
in the spirit of enthusiastic devotion to outdoor life and the sublime in scenery. 

Fully illustrated. $3.00 net 

The Mastery of the 
Far East 

B y A r t h u r J u d s o n Brown 

A new book of the first importance on the 
muddled Far Eastern situation. Political, 
racial, social, religious difficulties—the very 
problems that underlie the present Korean 
crisis and the demands of Korea, China, and 
Japan in Paris—are discussed with great 
completeness. 

"Readers who have learned to expect violent parti
sanship from almost any writer on Far Eastern affairs 
will be delighted by the impartiality and good judgment 
which pervade this entire book," says the critic of the 
New York Times in the course of a three-column review. 

Illustrated. So.oo net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

A Pilgrim in Palestine 
By J o h n F in ley 

New York Stale Commissioner of Education. 

An informal record of days afoot by the 
first American pilgrim after Allenby's cap
ture of the Holy Land. Dr. Finley's hickory 
cane is scarred with notches denoting tramps 
in many lands and he is also an old student 
of the Holy Land. He catches with startling 
effect the dramatic present in the atmosphere 
of the past in such glimpses as that of Anzac 
cavalry bivouacked on the very plateau above 
the Jordan where Saul was stricken blind so 
many hundreds of years ago. 

Illustrated. $2.00 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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Trailing the Bolsheviki 
By Carl W. Ackerman 

_ A vivid panorama of Bolshevism in action in 
city, village, and countryside, the result of many 
months ' s tudy in the course of 12,000 miles of 
travel through Bolshevist Siberia. The author is 
the well-known correspondent for the New York 
Times. $2.00 net. 

Money and Prices 
By J. Laurence Laughlin 

Emeritus Professor oj Economics, University oj Chicago 

An interpretat ion for the general reader of the 
problem of money and prices and their regulation 
(a problem touching every one, since it involves 
the cost of living) by means of actual chapters 
from our economic history between 1850 and 
1919. $2.50 net. 

Three Aspects of the 
Russian Revolution 

By Emile Vandervelde 
A thoughtful, first-hand study of the political, 

mili tary, and industrial aspects of the revolution 
by the well-known Belgian Socialist leader. M. 
Vandervelde had unusual opportunities to meet 
and talk with Russians of all classes when he 
headed a committee of Belgian Socialists to Russia 
at the time of the revolution. $1.75 net. 

The Way of the Eagle 
By Major Charles J. Biddle 

" There be three things which are too wonderful 
for me., yea, four which I know not: The way of an 
eagle in the air . . ." 

Graphic and informal letters from an American 
aviator presenting a remarkable picture of the 
epic of the American air fighters in France, their 
comradeship, daring, and achievement. 

Illustrated. #2.50 net. 

The Soul of Denmark 
By Shaw Desmond 

"Be ing an Ir ishman, he writes entertainingly, 
a t t imes brill iantly," says the New York Evening 
Post. " H e holds forth on business, education, 
politics, religion, women, l i terature, and morals. 
So beguiling is he, so much of praise is mixed with 
his condemnation, t h a t at the end of each chapter 
a Dane would be ready to vote ' a y e ' to almost 
everything he has said." #3.00 net. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Victory 
By Mrs. Humphry Ward 

The closing months of the war, the peace and 
the men who have made it, as seen by this well-
known English writer. Mrs . Ward has repeatedly 
traversed some hundreds of miles of the western 
front and in the tense Paris of the Peace Confer
ence days has been in personal touch with Presi
dent Wilson, Lord Robert Cecil, M. Jusserand, 
Lloyd George, General Pershing, Lord Derby, 
and many others. In press. 

The Soul of the "C.R.B." 
By Madame M. Saint Rene Taillandier 

The story of the work of the Belgian Relief 
Commission told by a noted Frenchwoman. Ma
dame Taillandier presents in moving and loftily 
poetic French prose and with a wealth of first-hand 
incidents a fascinating picture of the enemy in 
the invaded portions of France, of France's allies 
as France herself saw them, and of the work of 
the men under Herbert Hoover. In press. 

My Husband 
By Mrs. Vernon Castle 

The unconventional story of a rare character to 
whom life was a joyous game. His dancing, the 
very name Castle, were gay accidents in a high-
spirited career, according to this int imate record 
by his wife and dancing partner . The story ends 
with his heroic death to save a fellow aviator. 

Elaborately illustrated. $2.50 net. 

Alice Sit-by-the-Fire 
By J. M. Barrie 

Barrie's delightful drama of the invincibly 
youthful Alice is now ready in the Uniform Edition 
of his plays, which already includes: W H A T EVERY 
W O M A N K N O W S , QUALITY STREET, and T H E A D 
MIRABLE CRICHTON. Each $1.00 net. 

History of Religions 
By Prof. George F. Moore, D.D., LL.D. 

Volume II of this important work covering the 
three related religions: Judaism, Mohammedan
ism, and Christianity. Volume I dealt with the 
religions of China, J apan , Egypt , Babylonia, 
Assyria, India, Persia, Greece, and Rome. 

Each volume $3.00 net. 

The Land and the Soldier 
By Frederic C. Howe 

A carefully worked out and readable plan for 
the American co-operative farm colony of to
morrow along Danish lines and possessing the 
social advantages of the English garden villages. 

JS1.50 net. 

F I F T H AVENUE, N E W YORK 
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Democracy 
A Novel of To-Day 

By Shaw Desmond 
A labor novel of the very moment by a brilliant young Irishman whose work 

is attracting wide attention in England. Mr. Desmond has attempted to be neither 
demagogic nor sensational, and in the vivid portrayal of the central characters he 
has caught rather the tragic human significance of the labor problem. In the strenuous 
action readers may recognize a number of English public men, both statesmen and labor 
agitators. The extraordinary vitality of the book is due to Mr. Desmond's intimate 
experience in English political life as well as to his native power as a story-teller. 

#1 .60 mt 

Rosy 
By Louis Dodge 

A mounta in novel with a 
rare heroine. Two men come 
to Rosy's lonely cabin, both 
of them fugitives from justice 
—but for widely different rea
sons. It will be long ere you 
forget the picture of Rosy sit
ting in her doorway, a shot
gun across her knees, defying 
the search par ty . And in the 
end she and one of the two 
men—the right one—win out 
quite unexpectedly. 

j$i.6o net 

Lady 
Larkspur 

Meredith Nicholson 
" A literary cocktail." 
" M a d e off completely with our affections," 

says the New York Times. 

$1.00 net 

The Romantic Liar 
By Lawrence Perry 

When Tren t told the first lie, a " w h i t e " one, 
he failed to reckon upon the element of love a t 
first sight. But having lied to meet Eleanor 
Lowell for a "business reason," he has to lie in 
order to continue to see her, and so he becomes 
more and more desperately entangled. Yet he 
time and again puts fortune to the touch, and with 
the most extraordinary ingenuity averts disaster. 

#1.50 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Judith of Blue 
Lake Ranch 

By Jackson Gregory 
A Western story with a dou

ble-action plot and a cowboy 
heroine. 

" I like ' Jud i th , ' " writes a 
minister from Chattanooga. 
" F i n e character, and story 
well told. I have told my 
secretary not to begin it on 
Sa turday for she would surely 
break Sunday finishing i t ." 

Illustrated. $1.50 net 

Miss Fingal 
By Mrs. W.K.Clifford 

Can the dead return ? In 
this unusual novel this dis
tinguished English novelist 
conveys with exquisite sub
t lety the continui ty of per

sonality between one individual and another after 
death. In to Aline Fingal 's impersonal life comes 
a friendship. She meets with an all bu t fatal 
accident and her friend dies—apparent ly . But 
actually the personality of the one lives on in the 
other . $1.50 

Rusty Miller 
A STORY FOR GIRLS 

SHAW DESMOND 

Author of " Democracy," a Novel of To-Day 

By Joslyn Gray 
T h e name " R u s t y " came from the color of her 

hair, a'nd she had all the pride and proverbial 
quick temper t h a t go with red hair. How she 
came to know Reuben, and how, together, they 
each helped the other master his own difficulties 
makes a delightful s tory for girls. 

Illustrated. #1.35 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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) Pirie MacDonald 

The Valley of Vision 
A Book of Romance and Some Half-Told Tales 

By Henry van Dyke 

TTHE eloquent testimony in fiction form of a great American 
who has come through the furnace of war with a message 

that may not be ignored. 
A message contained in a book of romances, fables, allegories, 

of penetrating insight which the critic of the Tribune has aptly 
described as " filled with exquisite imagery and instinct through
out with an exalted spirituality which seems a part of, and not 
apart from, daily human life." 

There is in every one of these 
stories and dreams much more meant 
than meets the ear, for in them Dr. 
van Dyke has embodied all that is no
blest in the world's spiritual condemna
tion of the German a t tempt at world 
dominion. And yet, as the N. Y. 
Evening Sun so well expresses i t , " the 
charm of the work lies in the fact that 
it is done sp gently and with such deli
cate calmness tha t the suggested argu
ments become unanswerable and are, 
for tha t reason, more conclusive and 

convincing than words of thunder and 
the roarings of anathema. There is 
also a touch of tenderness in the telling 
that renders them peculiarly efficient 
as ennoblers of humani ty ." 

Said Theodore Roosevelt of one of 
these stories: " ' T h e Primitive and His 
Sandals ' is so admirable that I must 
send you a line to say so. I wish it 
could be read by every half-baked and 
every wholly-baked parlor Bolshevist 
in the land." 

Illustrated. $1.50 

Decorated cloth, uniform with the above in style and price 

T H E BLUE FLOWER LITTLE RIVERS 
DAYS OFF OUT-OF-DOORS IN T H E HOLY L A N D 
FISHERMAN'S LUCK T H E RULING PASSION 

T H E U N K N O W N Q U A N T I T Y 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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The Women Novelists 
By R. Brimley Johnson 

Readers of this suggestive book will turn with 
fresh interest to their Jane Austen, George Eliot, 
Charlot te Bronte, Fanny Burney, and the other 
notable women novelists of the period who, Mr . 
Johnson claims, invented the modern English 
novel. #2.00 net 

Service and Sacrifice 
By Corinne Roosevelt Robinson 
New poems by Mrs . Robinson, both grave and 

gay. William Lyon Phelps, of Yale, says: " M r s . 
Robinson's poetry comes from a full mind and a 
full heart . . . . She is an excellent illustration of 
the possibility of living to the u t termost in the 
crowded avenues of the world without any loss of 
religious or moral values." $1.25 net 

Prime Ministers and 
Some Others 

By the Right Hon.George W.E. Russell 
Reminiscences of no less than seven prime min

isters, from Lord Palmerston to Mr . Henry Camp-
bell-Bannerman. #4.00 net 

Old and New Masters 
By Robert Lynd 

A volume of sparkling literary criticism by a 
well-known English journalist and critic. Mr. 
Lynd's subjects include Dostoevsky, Kipling, 
Masefield, Conrad, Tchekov, Chesterton, Belloc, 
Shaw, Hardy , Wordsworth, Keats , Browning, and 
many others. #3.50 net 

Mind and Conduct 
By Henry Rutgers Marshall 

Studies in psychology grouped under three main 
heads: I. The Correlation of Mind and Conduct; 
If. Some Implications of the Correlation; and, 
I I I . Guides to Conduct. $1.75 net 

The Hapsburg Monarchy 
By Henry Wickham Steed 

A revised edition of this s tandard work on the 
Austrian monarchy. $3.50 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Athletes All 
TRAINING, ORGANIZATION, AND PLAY 

By Walter Camp 
A book for boys and for every scoutmaster and 

person interested in athletics. In the light of his 
experience as athletic director in the training-
camps, Mr . Camp points the great need for uni
versalizing athletics and explains the elements of 
training and the games of all kinds tha t have 
proved most successful in the training-camps. 

Illustrated. #1.50 net 

Problems of the Peace 
By William Harbut Dawson 

A new edition of this impor tant work, contain
ing timely mat te r on the Future of Alsace-Lorraine, 
the Polish Problem, the Race Problem in Austria-
Hungary , the Southern Slavs, the German Col
onies, and the Organization of Peace. #3.00 net 

A History of Everyday 
Things in England 

A. D. 1066 to 1499 

By Marjorie and C. H. B. Quennell 
A history of early English manners , occupa

tions, and amusements . There are nearly one 
hundred illustrations. I t should appeal to art 
s tudents and designers. Illustrated. #4.00 net 

Justice and the Poor 
By Reginald Heber Smith 

0/ the Boston Bar 

"A s tudy of the present denial of justice to the 
poor and of the agencies making more equal their 
position before the law, with part icular reference to 
legal aid work in the United S ta tes . " Published un
der the auspices of the Carnegie Foundat ion. #1.50. 

The Life of 
Benvenuto Cellini 

Translated into English by 

John Addington Symonds 
A reissue of this classic biography. 

With mezzotint portrait and 16 reproductions 

$3.50 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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PATRIOTISM RESIGNATION 
Two subjects from the series of original drawings by Lucien Jonas. 

Published exclusively in Town & Country. 

TO cultured M E N and W O M E N of the W O R L D it 
is the essential magazine because it represents the best 
in American life—social and intellectual. 

In sumptuousness of production, Town & Country has stood unsurpassed among 
ILLUSTRATED P A P E R S for a quarter of a century, not excepting such famous pub
lications internationally as Country Life of England or LTllustration of France. 

While an intimate personal note runs through all of its pages, Town & Country is never 
"cheap" nor intrusive. Brilliant departments, such as its notable London Letter, charac
terized by a world point of view, combined with a background of illustration, cleverly 
"edited" both as to interest and artistic value, have given this publication an outstanding 
individuality and prestige unique among all American magazines. 

As Town & Country comes to you THREE TIMES A MONTH, it is more complete, authoritative and 
timely in all of its departments than are magazines devoted wholly to the fields of ART, the DRAMA, 
AMATEUR SPORTS and SOCIETY, or to COUNTRY HOUSE and COUNTRY CLUB LIFE. 

36 issues. $.5.00 a year. 25 cents a copy 
Read carefully the coupon printed below 

Town & Country is never sold at a cut price or with premiums but the COST PER SUBSCRIPTION 
COPY is lower than that of any contemporary magazine, and tile measured value is that of 36 issues 
against 12, or at most 24, of other magazine;;. 

Society 
Recreation 
Country Life Town & Country The Fine Arts 

Literature 
Travel 

NO. 8 WEST F O R T I E T H STREET, NEW YORK 

You may enter my subscription for the next fifteen issues of Town & Country and $2.00 is enclosed herewith. 

Name and Address 
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Illustration from The House Beautiful 

The House Beautiful 
1$ Does not this attractive little cottage make you eager to begin the building of your 
house as soon as you can? 

<I Perhaps the plans for your house are rather nebulous just yet;—you may know you 
want a friendly, comfortable sort of a house with windows leading on to a brick ter
race,—that you do want a sun room,—yes, and plenty of closets, and a nicely arranged 
room and bath for the maid, so that you can keep one while your neighbors envy 
you; yes, you know more or less the kind of a house you are going to build some day. 

1$ But, be sure when you are actually ready to build that your knowledge leans heavily 
toward the "more" rather than toward the "less." 

<i Why not begin now to look over the successful houses-of the country, large and 
small, see what kinds of material lend themselves best to the different types—find out 
the advantage of one flooring over another—what style of garage will give you the 
greatest amount of service? 

f& There are a thousand and one details to be considered and there is no more fascinat
ing game in the world than to plan the building and furnishing of one's home to the 
best advantage. 

t | If you are going to build or remodel—if you are going to refurnish the living room,— 
if you are going to have a fruit, vegetable or flower garden,—if you are planning to do 
anything, great or small, to enrich your pleasure in life through the medium of your 
house and grounds, safeguard yourself from disappointment by subscribing first to 

THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL 
Special Offer: FIVE MONTHS FOR $1.00 

Regular rate $3.00 a year; 25 cents a copy 

THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL 
41 Mt. Vernon St., BOSTON 

(jentlemen: In accordance with your special offer enclosed find $1.00 for a five months' subscription. 

Name Street 

City State 
6-19 S.M. 

17a 



The flowery path of acting is a time-honored custom. 
We were introduced to it in " Sumurun " and mar
veled at the startlingly beautiful effect. There are 
hosts of customs in the life of Japan, China, India— 
all the peoples of the Orient—that cast a spell over 
Americans which can never be shaken off. Because 
their life, customs, habits, tradition, literature, art, 
religion is so unusual and interesting, and so little 
known and understood, the American Asiatic Associ
ation is publishing 

When the need for reliable information about the Orient asserted itself, the publication 
of ASIA was started—rich in illustrations and articles opening up a new world. Thus 
its field was broadened and all interested in today's great problems of the East can 
have the Orient brought to them in all its resplendent charm and beauties. This means 
that you can see and judge for yourself how the East lives, thinks and acts. 

Special Introductory Offer. Five Months for $1.00 
A Five M o n t h s ' Tour of t h e Orient 

ASIA is an expensive magazine to produce. It is membership in the American Asiatic Association the 
therefore non-returnable to the news companies and cost is $3.00 per year. But you may say, " I don't 
dealers, and so not easily obtained. To show you 
the richness and wonders of the Orient as disclosed 
by the pages of ASIA we make this special offer. 
ASIA sells for 35c per copy. Through associate 

know ASIA." Therefore this special offer. Through 
it you may have an opportunity to judge the maga
zine for yourself. You will get four current issues 
and one back number through this offer. 

Send Coupon Now. Offer Temporary 
The magazine ASIA is so different from any issued that we make this introductory offer. It's to get ac

quainted. It will show you that no matter how busy you may be you will, from these few issues, realize that 
you must find time to read and learn more about Asia—its countries and peoples. You will find that as a cul
tured individual this knowledge is essential. It will show you that ASIA is an educator yet not pedantic, with 
an appeal to every member of the family. 

Our standing as a leader of nations brings us into 
close contact with the Orient. The little that we now 
know about it must be supplemented by accurate and 
thorough knowledge. The magazine ASIA will give 
you this information, not as a dry and dusty discussion. 
It will take you on a caravan route through Asia, mak
ing it possible to penetrate and explore the cradle of 
civilization and world religion, the storehouse of cen
turies-old tradition. 

This special acquaintance offer is temporary. Sign 
and mail coupon now. 

American Asiatic Association 
627 Lex ington Ave. , New York, N . Y. 

J o h n F o o r d , Secretary-
A m e r i c a n A s i a t i c A s s o c i a t i o n 
627 L e x i n g t o n A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k C i t y 

Send me the next four issues of ASIA 
and a recent back number. Enclosed is $1.00 
in p a y m e n t . Scribner June 

Name - -

Address ... 

Business or Profession 
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Life 
Pictorial Profusion 
Editorial Excellence 
Wit, Humor 
Variety, Brevity 
Literary Distinction 

Among the artist contributors are 

Charles Dana Gibson 
Victor C. Anderson 
W. H. Walker 
Oliver Herford 
R. B. Birch 
R. M. Crosby 
T. S. Sullivant 
Walter Tittle 

Edward Sandford Martin's editorial 
page, pre-eminent for its sanity and 
humor, has a widespread influence. 
Other leading contributors are Agnes 
Repplier, Arthur Guiterman, Richard 
Le Gallienne, Carolyn Wells, James S. 
Metcalfe, Kenneth Roberts, Thomas L. 
Masson. 

E V E R Y T U E S D A Y 
E V E R Y W H E R E 

T E N C E N T S 

For Americans on sea or land, 
sailors and soldiers, and men in the 
hospitals : 

The One Thing They Like 
To the A. E. F., $5 a year, if no 

local foreign address be given. 

/ Special Offer 
E n c l o s e d 

find one Dol
lar (Canadian 

$ 1 . 1 3 , Foreign 
$1.26). Send L I F E 

for three months to 

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

LIFE, 54 West 31st Street, New York. 

O n e Year , $ 5 . 0 0 . (Canadian, $ 5 . 5 2 ; Foreign, $6 .04 . ) 



N E W BOOKS 
OF L A S T I N G IMPORTANCE 

Poetry, humor, love and adventure—all 
are here in these six most unusual 
boofe offered to the public this spring. 

Rudyard Kipling's 
THE YEARS BETWEEN 

"At his poetic best," says one reviewer in 
speaking of this, his first book of poetry since 
" The Five Nations " in 1903. The poems, 
some warlike and prophetic, some stirringly 
beautiful—all breathing the mighty Kipling 
doctrine, show the master-poet in the matu
rity of his inspiration. Net, $1.50; leather, 
net, $2.00. 

Harry Leon Wilson's 
MA PETTENGILL 

Once again Mr. Wilson comes to the fore 
with our old friend, Ma Pettengill, " the 
Mixer." These stories of Red Gap have a 
wide appeal for, as William Dean Howells 
says, " The details are of a richness kept from 
rankness . . . a pleasant mockery which 
could not be easily imparted at second hand 
. . . upon the whole a fresh contribution 
to the stock of American humor." Net, $1.50. 

Marjorie Benton Cooke's 
THE CRICKET 

From the time when she dropped from a 
tree into the midst of her fourth birthday 
party to that on which she wrecked the pet 
play of a great actor-manager, Isabelle is an 
exhaustless fountain of outrageous mischief. 
A witty book. As lovable as the author's 
" Bambi," and better. Net, $1.50. 

Joseph Conrad's 
THE ARROW OF GOLD 

Always a dexterous weaver of romance and 
adventure, Conrad excels himself in this 
glorious love story of a young sea captain 
and Dona Rita, beautiful, elusive and irre
sistible. "The Arrow of Gold" will bring to 
Conrad many new friends and draw those 
who know him now, the closer. Net, $1.50; 
leather, net, $2.00. 

By the author of "Elizabeth 
and Her German Garden" 

CHRISTOPHER and COLUMBUS 
They called themselves Christopher and 

Columbus when they set out to discover 
America, these irrepressible 17-year-old twins, 
Anna Rose and Anna Felicitas. Imagine the 
situation; with their English a's and German 
r's and their naive German naturalness in 
an America just entering the war. Net, 
$1.60. 

Sarah Comstock's 
THE VALLEY OF VISION 

The story traces the rather tempestuous 
lives of the figures of a human triangle through 
a maze of happenings that owes much of its 
cause and effect to the disappointments of 
birth. It shows a girl charming and coura
geous and tells of her struggle for success and 
happiness against the hereditary scruples of a 
small backwater town. Net, $1.50. 

At all booksellers 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO., Publishers 
Garden City New York 
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BOOKS OF THE MOMENT 
Bolshevism 

B y J o h n S p a r g o $1 .50 
" The first careful, intelligent study of that character that has been done in English."—New York Globe-
" If all Americans who talk so much, and often so ignorantly, about the Bolsheviki would read this 

book, they would be immeasurably better for the experience."—New York Sun. 

The Society of Free States 
B y D w i g h t W . M o r r o w $1.25 

The book sets forth simply and directly the history of the former projects for world peace ; describes 
the previous ventures in international co-operation, including those extraordinary ones forced upon the 
world by the war with Germany ; and analyzes minutely the proposed Covenant of the League of Nations. 

Experiments in International 
Administration 

B y F r a n c i s B o w e s S a y r e P o s t 8vo . $1.50 
" I t is quite obvious that such a book as this is just about the most timely and useful that could pos

sibly be put forth, now that the question of a league of nations to enforce peace is the dominant question 
in the mind of the world."—New York Tribune. 

International Ideals 
B y W o o d r o w W i l s o n $1.00 

This new and timely book is the fourth volume in the series of the messages, speeches and addresses 
of President Wilson. The present collection contains the speeches and addresses delivered by Mr. Wilson 
in the course of his visit to France, England and Italy, and before the Peace Conference in Paris up to 
February, 1919. 

The Cup of Fury 
B y R u p e r t H u g h e s I l l u s t r a t e d . $1.75 

Success following success. Another big novel from the pen of Rupert Hughes. I t is the story of an 
American girl left alone to face the charge of a crime—guilty of aiding the enemy! An American girl in 
England, accused of being in league with Germany. The story winds through many paths full of suspense 
and wonder, and the ultimate end is arrived at in a manner that only Rupert Hughes could have devised. 

The Desert of Wheat 
B y Z a n e G r e y $1.50 

" The author is a story-teller of tried popularity, and this is up to the standards of his previous nov
els . . . the story is effectively told."—The Boston Transcript. 

" The novel is a virile, red blooded tale, with much action and much fighting. I t strikes a deeper 
note than the author's earlier books, having a more considered philosophical outlook and a fuller realiza
tion of spiritual needs."—Cincinnati Enquirer. 

The City of Comrades 
By Basil King I l l u s t r a t ed . $1.75 

" A romance of unfailing sympathy and charm, attaining a little higher degree of artistic perfection 
than anything hitherto written by the author."—New York Tribune. 

" The novel is skillfully constructed and, like everything of Mr. King's, well written." 
—New York Times. 

"An exceedingly robust optimism is the keynote of ' The City of Comrades.' There is something of 
the magic of the old fairytale in it."—Boston Evening Transcript. 

Humoresque 
B y F a n n i e H u r s t I l l u s t r a t e d . $1.50 

" The eight stories in ' Humoresque' are so many tentacles reaching out to wring your heart. I t is im
possible to put them into a class with any other short stories of the day except those of Miss Hurst 's which 
have preceded these."—New York Evening Sun. 

" Miss Hurst can write—she has the magic gift of bringing swift tears on the heels of laughter." 
—New York Times. 

HARPER & BROTHERS Estab l i shed 1817 NEW YORK 
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"There, Little Girl, 
Don't Cry!" 

She had broken her heart—the same 
little girl who had broken her doll so many, 
many years before—and Riley's words of 
cheer and comfort, " There, little girl, 
don't c r y ! " tell, at once, what Riley has 
meant to the world. 

His is the great, warm neart we turn to 
in trouble. His is the spirit that brings 
joy and comfort. The strong soul that 

could bear the troubles of a world, and never flinch under his own. A 
home which has no Riley is a house without flowers. 

James Whitcomb Riley 
Few cold statues are built for him, but They are building playgrounds and hospitals 

magnificent monuments tha t distribute in his memory. 
goodness and gladness as he distributes 
them in his stories and story poems. He 

And in his memory, too, we have made a 
beautiful set of his work—the work tha t to 

the one author for father, mother, child. your soul is as a window to a house. 

His Heirs Desire Only a Small Royalty 

The heirs of James Whitcomb Riley came to us as the publishers of Mark Twain, and said that they would 
ba glad to reduce their royalty, so that we could place his works in the homes of all those who loved him. So 
we are able to make this complete set of all Riley's works, in 10 volumes, containing over iooo titles—for the 
present—at a price we can pass on to you. One edition, the De Luxe, of Riley's complete works sold for 
from $125 to #1750 a set. Yet you can have your set for less than one-fifth the lowest 
price before. They are full of beautiful illustrations by Howard Chandler Christy t = 
and Ethel Franklin Betts—some in full color—some in two colors—and some in / HARPER & BROTHERS 
black and white. The generosity of the Riley heirs and the resources of Harper / 26 Franklin Sqoare, N. Y. 
& Brothers give you a rare opportunity. / p l ea se send me t h e com-

„ . . . . i ^1 e / piete works, over 1000 titles, 

Don't miss it. Send the coupon without the money for your , of J A M E S WHITCOMB 
set on approval—To-day. ' RILEY in ro volumes, bound 
H A R P E R & B R O T H E R S 1817-1919 New York / CJX tt^£<L*%k 

' black and white by Howard Chandler 
* Christy and Ethel Franklin Betts. I 

/ may keep this set for 10 days for exam-
. ' ination and return it to you, at your ex-
* pense, if I do not want it. If I keep the books 

I will remit $1.50 a month for thirteen months. 
Scrib. 6-19 
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Admiral Sir John Jellicoe 
Gem Jan Christian Smuts 
Major Ian Hay Berth 
Col. Winston Churchill 
Surg-eon-General Gorgras 
Premier Borden of Canada 

General John J. Pershing" 
Kear Admiral Wm. T. Sims 
Rudyard Kipling 
Henry Morgrenthau 
Lord Northcliffe 
Premier H u g h e s of Aus-

tralia 
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Who Was There That You Knew? 
I IN the ranks of those who marched to victory or death only a few short months ago, w a s there bro ther 

or son or re la t ive of your s? W o u l d you like to have the record of the wonder fu l th ings he d id? 
W o u l d you like to keep the story of the splendid fight he m a d e ? 

If he w a s in France, if he w a s one gf the g a l l a n t lads tha t stopped the G e r m a n rush at Chateau 
T h i e r r y — t h a t smashed the H i n d e n b u r g l ine—that w o n th rough the A r g o n n e Fores t to Sedan—you will 
surely w a n t a pe rmanen t record of the things tha t he did, of al l tha t he saw and h e a r d , of everything 
that wen t on around him. 

If he was one of those who -were unable to get over, but who gave unstintingly of their time, of their effort—who 
helped the fighters fight—you -will want to see how much his efforts contributed to the victory, how his work helped 
to win the war. 

All of this—the whole story, from beginning to victorious end, is now yours in 

Frank H. Simonds' 

History of the World War 
Five Large Volumes, Size 10*4x7^x1% inches—1000 Illustrations 

Once in a generation—perhaps—there appears one man with a gift for writing history in a way ta make it interesting to everyone, 
—to make it vital, compelling. Such was Ridpath; such, in a larger degree, were Macaulay and Plutarch. Such a genius combines a 
natural gift for language, a natural gift for history, a natural gift for facts with great visi-n, and the ability to make ycu see and he 
thrilled by his vision. This greatest war has brought Simonds—he is tho man cf this generation—he is this generation's Macaulay. His 
tale is simple and direct enough to captivate children, yet so pro
foundly true as to hold scholars. 

So great, is Simonds' fame as a Historian, so pre-eminent is his 
standing, that famous statesmen and soldiers everywhere—men who 
have played big parts in this war—who from intimate personal knowl
edge know better than anyone else some part or some phase of the 
conflict—have been glad to contribute their knowledge to and proud 
to have their names associated with Simonds' "History of the World 
War." 
Here are a few of these contributors. There are many others equally 
famous. 

Hugrh.es


Chas. M. Schwab 

" F r o m t h e b e g i n n i n g M r . S i m o n d s h a s d e v e l o p e d a p e c u l i a r 
i n s i g h t w i t h r e g a r d t o t h e G r e a t W a r . I n v i e w o f c o n f l i c t i n g 
r e p o r t s f r o m v a r i o u s s o u r c e s I h a v e m a r v e l e d a t h i s a c 
c u r a c y . M r . S i m o n d s h i m s e l f i s a figure w h i c h t h e W o r l d 
W a r h a s m a d e . N o d o u b t t h e r e w i l l b e o t h e r s t r i k i n g 
r e c o r d s , b u t a s y e t I h a v e s e e n n o n e q u i t e l i k e t h a t w h i c h 
M r . S i m o n d s h a s w r i t t e n . " 

Used As a Text Book at Yale 
University 

Yale University has ordered 400 copies of se
lected chapters from Simonds' History of the World 
War, for use as a text-book in its History classes. 
President Hadley of Yale says of it: "I have had 
so much pleasure from what Simonds has already written about 
the War that I shall be particularly glad to have the results of his 
observations and conclusions in a more permanent form." 

The British Government has had Simonds' articles reprinted 
and distributed broadcast. The French Government has con
ferred upon him alone of all the Historians of the World War 
the Cross of the Chevalier of the Legion of Honor. 

To no other w r i t e r did s ta tesmen and genera l s so freely a n d f rankly give informa
t ion ; no o ther mil i tary cri t ic was so f requent ly quoted or so highly regarded as an 
au thor i ty . Mu l t i t udes based the i r opinions upon his j u d g m e n t ; his words governed the 
hopes a n d f ea r s of mill ions. 

War Service Record—FREE 
You a r e proud of your boy who has served, and you wan t to keep his record in a 

p e r m a n e n t a n d durab le form. 
W e have a p lan which will enable you to do this . 
W i t h each set of S imonds ' His to ry we will send y o u — F R E E — a handsomely embel

l ished record form, in full colors, which can be tipped in on t h e ins ide cover of the 
books, or f ramed separa te ly—whichever you prefer . On this form a r e spaces for the 
photograph and the service record of soldier, sailor, mar ine , or wa r worker . 

W h a t m o r e fitting, m o r e appropr ia te symbol of y o u r pr ide in his service could the re 
be than th is record , serv ing as an in t roduc t ion to the H i s to ry of the Grea t W a r in 
which he fought . 

Price Goes Up Again! 
L a s t W i n t e r t he p r ice of paper w e n t so high tha t we had to ra ise the price of these 

books. F o r t u n a t e l y , however , we secured one big lot of paper a t a comparat ively rea
sonable pr ice , so we had to add only one payment to the price of the books. 

So long as this paper (enough for one edi t ion) lasts, you can get your set of S imonds ' 
H i s to ry a t t he p r e sen t low price. 

B u t paper is still h igher now, cloth is h igher , labor costs a r e higher , so th is is the 
last edi t ion a t this low price. Send the coupon N O W — a t once—for y o u r set on ap
proval a n d t h e Se rv i ce Reco rd form F R E E . 

N o money—jus t t he coupon. 

REVIEW OF 
REVIEWS CO. / 

Ewing 

R o o s e v e l t s a i d : 
"No other man In this or 

any other country can quite 
parallel the work that Mr. 
Simonds has done." 

Lloyd G e o r g e s a y s : 
"This 'History' will con

stitute a m o s t valuable 
treatise for those who at 
this or any future time 
wish to consult an Independ
ent authority en the cause 
of this titanic struggle." 

L o r d N o r t h c l i f f e s a y s : 
" I do not know of a bet

ter guide to the War than 
Mr. Frank H. Simonds." 

S e n a t o r C u m m i n g s s a y s : 
" I think it is on© of the 

best bits of writing that I 
have ever seen," 

J u d g e A l t o n B . P a r k e r 
s a y s : 

"Simonds- is the only man 
I know of who can put the 
war situation so that I feel 
I begin to understand i t ." 

D r . H u g h B l a c k s a y s ; 
" I know no one in Amer

ica who has more knowledge 
and more insight into the 
great War than Frank H. 
Simonds." 

j? R e v i e w of R e v i e w s Co. 
30 I rving- P l a c e , N . Y. C. 

Please send me. all charges pre-

New York, 
N. Y. 

paid, the first 3 volumes of the "Hi3-
of\ w T»I S t o r y o f t n e Wor l<* War" by Frank H. 
oi) l r v i l l g J r l a c e 4 Simonds and other famous contributors. 

•& If not satisfactory I will return them in 
+f five days, otherwise I will remit SI.50 a 

4* month for thirteen months. In return I am 
/ to receive without additional charge the two 

V other volumes of this history as soon as they are 
* released from the press. The set will contain the 

complete history of the world war from beginning to 
end. Also the Service Record sheet, without extra cost. 

Scrib. 6-1g 

If yon prefer the more snmptnoos leather style binding 
just change the "thirteen" to eighteen mouths. 
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The dramatic 
authority for 
discriminating 
people. 

IF YOU ARE A THEATRE ENTHUSIAST 
YOU'LL LOVE THEATRE MAGAZINE! 

A wealth of exquisite photographs! Sprightly, witty articles; 
serious, noteworthy discussions. All may be found in the 
THEATRE MAGAZINE, the one publication devoted exclusively 
to the dramatic, musical and cinema arts! 

Let This Delightful Publication Come 
To You For The Next Four Months — 

Just fill in the coupon below and mail with $1.00 to this 
office. This is an unusual concession — and assures you of 
four months entertainment. 

THEATRE MAGAZINE, 6 East 39th Street, New York 

Enclosed find $1.00, for which I am to receive four issues of THEATRE MAGAZINE, 
beginning with the coming number. 

NAME ADDRESS 
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New York City and Vicinity 

emph.»ii/ing vocatien.il training. For either cata
log address M ISSC.E.MA50N,-LL.M. , ' 
Box* 707 . Tmrrytotvn-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
i i Eas t 51st Street, 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. Mu<ic, Drama, Riding-, Tennis , Rhythmic Dancing. 
61st year. Miss E l t inge and Miss Masland, Principals. 

CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY 
A School for Girls, 19 miles from New York. College preparatory 
and general courses. Music, Art and Domestic Science. Cata
logue on request. Miss Miriam A. Bytel, Principal, Garden City, 
Long Island, New York. 

FROEBEL LEAGUE KINDERGARTEN TRAINING 
SCHOOL 
2-year normal course. Graduate and special courses. Model 
kindergarten and primary department. Mission kindergartens for 

Eractice pupils. Students' Residence. Circular C. Mrs. M. B. B. 
angzettel, Director, 112 East 71st Street, New York. 

Ca.ta.Coque and views, address 

Mrs. E.RusseCC Houafitoix, PrirtcipaC 
Tarrutown-onHi 

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
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. 

T H E RAYSON SCHOOL FOR G I R L S 
168 West 75th Street, New York City. 
Home and Day Departments. 25th year, October, 1919. 

Miss Clara I. Colbourne, A.B. \ r> • • 1 
Miss Martha K. Humphrey, A.M. / • F r m c I P a L s -

H O M E SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Distinctively French environment. Planned exclusively for those 
wishing to pursue special studies in New York. Exceptional op
portunity to acquire fluent French and every advantage of the city 
provided for. (9th year.) Address Miss Maclntyre or Mile. 
Talguen. 320 West 107th St. (Riverside Drive), New York City. 

40 Minutes 
From New York 
A School for 
Hard Work 

St. Paul's 
166 S t e w a r t A v e . , G a r d e n Ci ty , Long Island 

Upper School (Boys 13-18) 
Preparation for College 

Lower School (Boys 10-13) 
Separate Faculty—Iluuxe Mother 

Healthfully located in beautiful Garden City. Buildings completely equipped. Chapel with pipe organ (seats 300), chemical and physical laboratory, 
library, infirmary, gymnasium, swimming pool, power house % mile distant, steam heat, electric light, pure water from private wells, fine athletic fields 
(35 acres), including tennis courts, cinder track, football, soccer and baseball. Shower baths in every corridor. 

For catalog address W A L T E R R. M A R S H , H e a d m a s t e r . 

New York State 
S T . A G N E S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S , Albany, N. Y. 

College preparatory ariVJ general courses in Upper School Lower 
School for younger girls. Special rates to daughters of Army and 
Navy officers. Summer Home for girls remaining through year. 

GLEN EDEN 
Dr. and Mrs. Frederic Townsend ' s boarding school for high school girls 
and graduates . Half-hour from New York City. Threesupe rb granite build
ings overlooking L o n g Island Sound. 15 acres. All advantages. Select 
membership. Tenth year. $rooo. Address for booklet and views. 

Glen Eden School, Glenbrook Road, Stamford, Conn. 

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. Linder, A.M., Principal, Box 61, 
Mohegan Lake, Westchester County, New York. 

M O U N T PLEASANT SCHOOLS 
For over one hundred years a refined school home for boys of 
all ages. Practical military training with field work. College and 
business preparation. Physical training and athletic sports. Ad
dress Charles Frederick Brusie, P. O. Box 508, Ossining-on-
the-Hudson, New York. 
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Castle 

Miss Mason's School for Girls 

KNOX SCHOOL 
for Girls 

vocatien.il


Private Schools 
New York State {Continued) 

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY 
INFANTRY 
CAVALRY 

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

(Special Rates to Good Musicians) 
For catalogue write to the Adjutant 

MODERATE EXPENSES 
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS 

THE LARGEST MILITARY PREPARATORY SCHOOL IN THE EAST 

CASCADILLA 
College Preparatory School for Boys 

Thorough preparation for college or business 
life. Small classes. Individual attention. Ath
letics. Gymnasium; athletic field; recreation 
buildinc on Lake Cayuga. Complete navy out

fit for the well-known 
1 Recreation Bid?, and Crew. s c h o o l crew. M i l i t a r y 

Drill. Enrollment lim
ited to 125. Health
fully located above 
Ithaca and Lake Ca
yuga. Experienced fac
ulty. Summer School 
specializing in prepara
tion for University En
trance Examinations. 
Catalogs on request. 

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

Mrs . Dow's School 
Br ia rc l i f f M a n o r , N e w Y o r k 

Mrs. Mary E. Dow, Principal 
M r s . Edith Cooper H a r t m a n 

M i s s Ber tha Peirce 
Assoc ia t e 

Principals 

Music Department 
Mr. Ossip Gabrilowitsch, M.r. Howard Brockway, 

Artistic Adviser Director 
Ar t Department 

Mr. Frank V . Du Mond, Director 

Junior School and Post-graduate Department 

SCHOOL for Boys Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster 
(54 miles from New York on Harlem R. R. 

Complete Equipment. 
Thorough preparation for College and Scientific 

Schools. 
Send for Catalogue 

PAWLING SCHOOL PAWLING, N. Y. 
I R V I N G S C H O O L F O R B O Y S 

25 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic " Irving " country. 83rd 
year. 28 years under present Head Master. New site and buildings 1904. 
Prepares for all colleges and technical schools, Individual instruction. 
Athletic field. Swimming Pool. Gymnasium. J. M. Furmari, A.M., Mead 
Master, Box 903, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. 

OSSINING SCHOOL 
For Girls. 51st year. Academic and economic courses. 
Separate school for very young girls. For Brochure address 

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

Box 146, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

MANLIUS 
Urgent is the need for hardy mental, 
moral , and phys ica l man-timber wi th 
keen, broad, and true minds. 

A- «H> SAINT J O H N ' S SCHOOL, 
' * T & P • * # M a n l i u s , d e v e l o p s i ts b o y s 

a c c o r d i n g t o c o m m o n - s e n s e p r in 
c ip les , s u c c e s s f u l l y c o m b i n i n g t h e 
t h e o r e t i c a l w i t h t h e p r a c t i c a l . I t 
offers p r e p a r a t i o n for college and 
b u s i n e s s , a n d g ives s u p e r i o r m i l i 
t a r y t r a i n i n g t h r o u g h i t s R e s e r v e 
Officers Tra in ing Corps. Thorough 
equipment. Eleven miles from Syracuse. 
Send for booklet* and information. 

Brig. Gen. Wm. 
Verbeck, Pres. 

Box 4 6 A, 
Manlius, N. Y. 

R u s s e l l S a g e C o l l e g e 
Founded by Mrs. Russell Sage in connection 

with Emma Willard School 
A School of Practical Arts 

Designed for the higher education of women, 
particularly on vocational and professional 
lines. Secretarial Work, Household Economics 
and Industrial Arts. B.A. and B.S. degrees. 

Address Secretary 
RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE TROY, NEW YORK 

SKIDMORE SCHOOL 
OF ARTS 

CHARLES H E N R Y KEYES, Ph.D., President 
A PROFESSIONAL and Vocational College for 

•** Women. Fine and Applied Art, Home Econom
ics, Music. Physical Education, Secretarial and 
General Studies. Athletic field. Non-sectarian. 

Degree Given 
Four-year courses lead'to B. S. Degree. Two-and 

three-year Normal Courses command teachers and 
supervisors certificate. Residence accommodations 
for four hundred students. Catalog on application. 

Summer Session 
SARATOGA SPRINGS, N. Y. 

P U T N A M H A L L S C H O O L 
Preparatory to Vassar College. Because of its situation can offer special 
opportunities academically and socially. College Preparatory and Academic 
Courses. Supervised athletics. Gymnasium. Tennis . Basket ball. Horse
back riding. Military drill. Sleeping porches. Junior department. Address 
Ellen Clizbe Bartlett, A.B., Principal, Box 8:>8, Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 

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 

Massachusetts 

School of Personality for Girls 
REV. T H O M A S B I C K F O R D , A . M., F o u n d e r 

HHAPPY home life with personal attention and care. Students in-
_ spired by wholesome and beautiful ideals of efficient womanhood. 

Hygiene and morals observed especially for health, character, respon
sibility and initiative. One hundred acres; pine groves and 1000 feet of 
seashore. Climate is exceptionally favorable for outdoor life. Horse
back riding, gymnastics. College Preparatory or Cultural Courses. 
French, German and Spanish by native teachers. Music, Domestic 

Science, Handiwork, Household Arts, Secretarial and other courses for securing Personality Diplo
mas introductory to definite service. Experienced, earnest instructors. Booklet. 
M I S S F A I T H B I C K F O R D , P r i n c i p a l B o x G, B R E W S T E R , M A S S . 

Sea Pines 
Distinctively devoted to 
and recognized as the Pio
neer School of Personality 

=TENACRE= 
A Country School for Young Girls 

From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age 

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

sports and athlet ics 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. 

D E A N A C A D E M Y 
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, 5325-S400 per year. Special Course 
in Domestic Science. For catalogue and information address 

Arthur W. Peirce, Lit t .D. , Principal, Franklin, Mass. 

THE SARGENT SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
Established 1881. Address for booklet 

Dr. D. A. Sargent, Cambridge, Mass. 

M I S S C A P E N ' S SCHOOL FOR G I R L S 
For many years known as "The Burnham School." 
43rd year opens September, 1010. 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

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

LASELL SEMINARY 
Course of study from first year h igh school through two years ad

vanced work for high school graduates covers a wide range of aca
demic subjects, and electives necessary to individual development. 
Unusual training is given in various phases of homemaking, irom 
market ing to enter ta ining. 

T h e school is situated on a thirty acre estate ten miles from Boston. 
Cultural advantages of the city are utilized. Many forms of outdoor 
sport and recreation play a part in the school activities. Address 

G U Y M . W I N S L O W , P h . D . , Principal 
110 Woodland Road Auburndale, M a s s . 

W l L B R A H A M ACADEMY 
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. 

W H E A T O N C O L L E G E 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.) 

T H E B U R N H A M SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Founded by Mary A. Burnbam in 1877, opposite Smith College 
Campus, Northampton, Massachusetts. 

Miss Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress. 

A School 
For Girls 
23 Miles 
from. Boston 

Abbot Academy 
ANDOVER, MASS. 

F o u n d e d 1838 

Thoro College 
Preparation 

General Course 
Household Science 

Ranked among the best preparatory schools by the leading colleges for women. Strong general course offering advanced work 
for girls who do not desire a college course. Experienced teachers. Thoro equipment. Long record of successful work. 

MISS B E R T H A B A I L E Y , P r i n c i p a l . 
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Private Schools 
Massachusetts ( Continued} 

Mount 
Ida 

School 
C miles from 
u Bos ton 

Send for New 
Year Book 

FOR GIRLS 
W e send s t u d e n t s t o college on cer t i f ica te . . Many girls, how

ever, after leaving high school do not wish to go to college. Bu t 
often t h e y desire advanced w o r k in a n e w e n v i r o n m e n t w i t h com
p e t e n t i n s t r u c t o r s , and t o select s tud ies bes t m e e t i n g t he i r t a s t e s 
and i n t e r e s t s . 

We offer jnst these opportunities. Students take English or literature, but 
the course otherwise is elective. All subjects count for diploma. 

Graduation from high school not necessary. No examination required. 
Course in Costume Design and Home Decoration. Secretarial course. Courses in Business Manag-ement. 
Special work in voice, piano, violin, cello, harp and pipe organ with e m i n e n t Boston masters. 
A finely equipped school. New building (6 in all) with n e w pipe orffan ; gymnasium and swim

ming pool. 
All o u t d o o r Sports. All the opportunities of Boston in Music, Art and historical associations are 

freely used. Domestic Science, Art, Elocution. 
A girl, after leaving g r a m m a r school, can b e g i n her studies at Mount Ida and continue them until 

she has an education equivalent to t w o y e a r s in College, taking through her whole course an elective 
p r o g r a m . 

There are some rooms with hot and cold water. Students for 1919-20 are being accepted in the order 
of their applications. 

Special cars from Chicago and Si. Louis Sept. 25 for JVesiern Cit'ls. 
EXCTdeufhtfulTo"meff'eWi'h 1 4 9 6 SUMMIT ST., NEWTON, MaSS. 

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN 
116th year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal, 
Miss Marion Coats, A.M., Bradford, 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. 

WORCESTER ACADEMY 
85 years given to the care and training of Tjoys. Accommodates 
200 boys. Faculty of 20 trained, aggressive teachers. Rates 
$55o-$85o. Alumni all over the world. Catalog. 

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

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. 

Connecticut 

The Ely School for Girls 
Ely Cour t , G r e e n w i c h , Connec t i cu t 

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. 

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 held. 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 CURTIS SCHOOL 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. 

WYKEHAM RISE 
A Country School for Girls. Fanny E. Davies, LL.A., Principal, 
Washington, Conn. Boston representative, Mabel E. Bowman, 
A.B., Vice-Principal, Cohasset, Mass. 

T H E 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. 

Vermont 
BISHOP HOPKINS HALL 

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. 

Rhode Island 
MARY C. WHEELER SCHOOL 

A town school offering country life and sports. College prepara
tory courses. Music, Art, Dancing, Home Economics, Gardening, 
and Secretarial work. University lectures, advanced course for 
graduate students. Country residence for young girls. 

Providence, Rhode Island. 
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Private Schools 
New Jersey 

D W I G H T S C H O O L 
F O R G I R L S Englewood, New Jersey 
Combining- the best features of the College Preparatory and Finish
ing- School, with special advantages for post-graduate work. Do
mestic Arts and Science. An exceptionally good school beautifully 
locatedsuburban to New York City. Splendid buildings and spacious 
grounds for outdoor games. Tenuis. Riding. Address Box 607, 

MISS CREICHTON an 

Liberally endowed and thoroughly equipped for 
boys who are able and disposed to take advantage 
of the unusual opportunities offered. Under Pres
byterian control, but not sectarian. General edu
cation and preparation for any college or technical 
school. 

A catalogue will be mailed upon request but a 
visit for personal inspection is more satisfactory. 

J O H N C. S H A R P E , L L . D . , H e a d m a s t e r 
Box N. BLAIRSTOWN, N. J. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

MANHOOD-a part 
of the curriculum 

Peddie boys are taught first of all to be men. They 
are leaders in college and in business not only because of 
what they know, but because of what they are. Man
hood is par t of the curriculum. 

Every Peddie boy is given a comprehensive phys
ical examination. Every organ Is noted and 
charted. Mental powers tested and developed 
by expert teachers. Character built and strength* 
ened by contact with virile Christian men. Peddie 
boys are educated—trained In body, mind and 
character—not merely schooled. 

Peddie is endowed, and conducted without thought of 
profit. Situated 9 miles from Princeton. Modern dormi
tories—fiO-acre campus—gymnasium—swimming pool— 
baseball—football—all sports! Music and public speaking. 
Summer camp. Lower School for boys from 11 to 14 years. 
Graduates enter all colleges by certificate or examination. 
54th year. An exceptionally fine infirmary has just been 
completed for the care of the boys in case of illness. 

Write for Booklets and Catalog 

ROGER W. S W E T L A N D , LL.D., Headmaster 
Box 6-C, Hightstown, N. J. 

PRINCETON PREPARATORY SCHOOL 
College preparatory school for boys over 14. Rapid progress. 
Limited number of pupils (60) and freedom from rigid class organ
ization. Excellent equipment and facilities. Special attention 
given to Athletics and moral welfare. 45th year. 

J. B. Fine. Headmaster, Princeton, New Jersey. 
BORDENTOWN MILITARY I N S T I T U T E 

Thorough preparation for college or business. Efficient faculty, 
small classes, individual attention. Boys taught how to study. 
Military training. Supervised athletics. 35th year. For cata
logue, address Drawer C12. Col. T. D. Landon, Principal and 
Commandant, Bordentown, N. J. 

KlNGSLEY SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
22 miles from New York City in the New Jersey hills. For illus
trated catalog address 

J. R. Campbell, M.A., Box A. Essex Fells, N . J. 

Virginia 
RANDOLPH-MACON ACADEMY (MILITARY) 

A BRANCH OF THE RANDOLPH-MACON SYSTEM. In the Valley of 
Virginia. Equipment cost $100,000. Prepares for College or 
Scientific Schools. Military training. Gymnasium and Athletics. 
28th session opens September 16th. Address 

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

MARY BALDWIN S E M I N A R Y FOR YOUNG LADIES 
Established 1842. Term begins Sept. 12th. In the beautiful and 
historic Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. Unsurpassed climate, 
modern equipment. Students from 31 states. Courses: Collegiate 
(3 years), Preparatory (4 years). Music, Art, Expression and 
Domestic Science. Catalog. Staunton, Va. . ^ _ _ _ 

W A R R E N T O N C O U N T R Y S C H O O L . . 
for Young Girls. Beautifully situated in the foothills of Virginia 
near Washington. College Preparatory and special courses. 
French, the language of the house. Teaches girls to study, brings 
them nearer nature and inculcates habits of order and economy. 
Mile. Lea M. Bouligny, Box 4, Warrenton, Va. 

Staunton Military Academy 
An Ideal Home School for Manly Boys 

Government Honor School 
52s Boys from 47 States last session. 

Largest Private Academy in tlie 
East. Boys front 10 to SO years 
old prepared for the Universities, 
Government Academies or 
Business. 
1,000 feet aboTO Bea-Ievel ; pu re , d ry , 
bracing mountain aiv of the famous Shen-
anduab. Valley. P u r e mineral spr ing 
waters. Mil i tary t raining develops obe
dience, health and manly carringo, F ine , 
shady lawns, gymnasium, swimming pool 
and othletia park . Daily drills. Boys 
rom homes of refinement only desired. 

.Personal, individual instruct ion by our 
TUTORIAL 8YFTEM- ACADEMY FIFTY-MICE 

YEARS OLD. ?275,OO0 barracks , full equ ip , 
t, absolutely fireproof. Charges, ?Li60_ 

Handsome c:it;il'iL''ie free. Address 
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Private Schools 
Pennsylvania 

THE PENNSYLVANIA 
ACADEMY OF THE FINE ARTS 

T h e Oldes t A r t Schoo l in A m e r i c a 
( B r o a d a n d C h e r r y S t r e e t s , P h i l a d e l p h i a ) 

S U M M E R S C H O O L A T C H E S T E R S P R I N G S 
C h e s t e r C o u n t y , P a . 

Open-air Instruction. Healthful location. Hig-h, rolling land. Beautiful 
and historic scenery, ideal for artists. Tennis Courts, croquet g rounds , 
e tc . Large and commodious dormitories and studios, electric light and 
running water. Board (including tuition) $10.00 per week and upwards. 
NOW OPEN. Experienced Faculty. Limited number of s tudents . 
References required. Write for circular. 

D . R O Y MILLER, Res iden t M a n a g e r 
C h e s t e r Spr ings C h e s t e r C o u n t y , P a . 

T H E COWLES SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Formerly Miss Marshall's School. In suburbs. City advantages 
8 miles away. College Preparatory, General, Music, Domestic 
Science, Art. Swimming, riding. Small classes. Separate house 
for younger girls. Oliver Denton, Visitor, Piano Dept. Emma 
Milton Cowles, A.B., Head of School, Oak Lane, Pbila., Pa. 

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. 

MERCERSBURG 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, L L . D . , Headmaster, Box 104, Mercersburg, Pa. 

THE 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. Howlaud, Eleanor O. Brownell. 
Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

CEDAR CREST 
A school for a limited number of girls over 16. Two new modern 
buildings on a high and picturesque campus of fifty acres. Ath
letics. All modern cultural and vocational courses. 

Pres. Wm. F. Curtis, Lit t .D. , Box S, Allentown, 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. 

Arkansas 

C R E S C E N T COLLEGE FOR GIRLS 
Standardized, Accredited, Junior College. In theOzarks . Limited 
to 100. Students from 20 States. Address for Catalog and View-
Book, Crescent College, Box Q, Eureka Springs, Ark. 

California 

LOS ANGELES MILITARY ACADEMY 
Huntington Drive, Los Angeles. California. (Suburb of Los 
Angeles, near Pasadena.) A Real School for Real Boys who ex
pect to become successful in life. Most complete equipment for 
work and recreation. Address the Principal. 

THE HARCUM SCHOOL 
FOR GIRLS—BRYN MAWR, PA. 

For Girls wanting college preparation a thorough 
course is offered. 
For Girls not going to college the school offers 
special opportunities to pursue studies suited to 
their tastes and needs. 
For Girls desiring to specialize in Music or Art, 
there are well known artists as instructors. 
In Bryn Mawr. the beautiful college town, ten miles 
from Philadelphia. New stone building, sunny 
rooms with private bath, home life, large grounds, 
hockey, tennis, basket ball, riding. Catalogue. 

MRS. EDITH HATCHER HARCUM, B.L. 
(Pupil of Leschetizky), Bead of the School 

Cornelia G. Harcum, Ph.D., Head of Academic Dep. 
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The BALDWIN SCHOOL 
A Country School for Girls Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

Preparation for Bryn Mawr, Mount Holyoke, Smith, Vassar and 
\\ ellesley colleges. Also strong- general course. Within 26 rears 
272 students from this school have entered Bryn Mawr College. 
Fireproof stone building. Abundant outdoor life and athletics. 

Elizabeth Forrest Johnson. A. It., Head of the School 

O G O N T Z SCHOOL 
Founded 1850 

A country school for girls in the Rydal Hills. 25 
minutes from Philadelphia, on the New York line of 
the Philadelphia and Reading. Catalog describing 
and illustrating new buildings sent on request. 

MISS ABBY A. S U T H E R L A N D , Principal 
Ogontz School, Penna. 



Private Schools 
Washington, D. C. Illinois 

NATIONAL PARK 
SEMINARY 

For Young Women 
Washington, I>. ('.. Suburbs 

James E. Anient, Ph.D., J.L.D., Pres. 
A higher school for high or prepar

atory school graduates with special-* 
ized instruction in Music, Art.Hxpres-
sion and vocational subjects. No 
extra charge for Domestic Science di
ploma course. 65-acre campus. Gym
nasium with swimming pool. Outdoor 
sports. Unusually attractive small 
group plan in cultured environment. 
Organized study of Washington. 

Registrat ion for 19I9--20 unusually 
far advanced. Early application 
advisable. References required. 

Catalogue on request 
Registrar, Box 102 , Forest Glen, Md. 

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. MCDONALD, M.S., Principal. 
H E L E N L. WEBSTER, Ph.D., Academic Head. 

Mount St. Alban, Washington, D . C. 

Miss MADEIRA'S SCHOOL 
A resident and day school for Girls. Lucy Madeira Wing, 
A.B.. Head Mistress (Mrs. David L. Wing). 1326 igth 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. 

SAINT ALBANS 
The National Cathedral School for Boys. College Preparatory. 
All sports. Master to every four boarding pupils. Bishop of 
Washington Board of Trustees. Write for catalog. 

Wm. H. Church, Headmaster, Washington, D. C. 

MONTICELLO SEMINARY 
Junior College for Young Women and Academy for Girls. His
toric school of the Mississippi Valley. Eighty-second year begins 
September 18, 191Q. 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. 

Miss S P A I D S ' S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
866 Buena Avenue, Chicago. Boarding and Day School. Delight
ful and healthful location. College Preparatory and Advanced 
Courses. Exceptional Advantages in Music. Intermediate and 
Primary Departments. Every influence which will make for the 
development of refined, capable womanhood. 

Miss KATE LOUISE SPAIDS, Principal. 

ROCKFORD COLLEGE 
A woman's college of first rank. Degrees of B.A., B.S., B.S. in 
Secretarial work, B.S. in Home Economics work. A five-year 
course leading to B.A. or B.S. with diploma in Music. Member 
of North Central Association and of the Association of Collegiate 
Alumnae. Julia H. Gulliver, Ph.D., LL.D., President, 440 College 
Ave., Rockford, Ill. 

Tennessee 
WARD-BELMONT 

For Girls and Young Women offers a six-year course of study em
bracing two years of college. Reservations for the iQig-1920 
session are now being made, and should receive the earliest possi
ble attention. Address Ward-Belmont, Belmont Heights, Box K, 
Nashville, Tenn. 

Missouri 
Miss COMPTON'S SCHOOL FOR CHILDREN OF 

RETARDED MENTALITY 
Limited to ten children. Play hours supervised. Ten and twelve months 
terms. Adjacent to three parks, thus combining the best features of coun
try life with city privileges. Founded 1901. Terms $90i_> and upwards. 

Fanny A. Compton, Principal, 3809 Flad-Ave., St. Louis, Wo. 

Wisconsin 

NORTHWESTERN M I L I T A R Y AND 
NAVAL ACADEMY 

ITWO hours from Chicago, on the shores of beautiful Lake Geneva. D e s i g n a t e d b y t h e P r e s i d e n t 
. a s a R e s e r v e Off icers T r a i n i n g Corps . Thorough preparation for college. With the advan

tages of a military and naval life, the school provides both culture and the definite values of discipline 
and education. 

Every known improvement in sanitation, heating, light and fireproofing. A fixed 
flat price, which includes board, tuition, uniforms, and all necessary expenses, includ
ing pocket money. 

Nine Cadillac military automobiles. Fleet of Naval Cutters. Northwestern is 
the only insti tution—the only organization—in the country that has been issued 
tanks by the government. 

Completion this Summer of buildings gives increased capacity. Limit, 200 select 
students. Nearly 200 refused last Fall for lack of room. Early registration very 
necessary. Catalog. Address. 
COL. R. P. D A V I D S O N . Supt. LAKE GENEVA, WISCONSIN 
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Schools 
Correspondence Schools Delaware 

Training for Authorship 
HoW to Write, What to Write, 

and Where to sell. 
Cultivate your mind. 'Develop 
your literary gifts.Master Ike 
arr of self-expression.Make 
your spare l ime profitable. 
Turn your ideas into dollars. 
Courses in Short-Story Wri t 
ing, Versification, Journalism, 
P l a y W r i t i n g , P h o t o p l a y 
Writing, etc., taught person-

D l ' . h S e n w e i n ally by Dr. J. Berg Esenwein, 
for many years editor of Lippincott's Magazine, and 
a staff of literary experts. Constructive criticism. 
F rank , hones t , helpful advice. Real teaching. 

One pupil has received over $5,000 for stories and articles 
Written mostly in spare time —"play Work," he calls it. 
Another pnpil received oVer $1,000 before completing 
her first course. Another, a busy Wife and mother, is 
averaging of er $75 a Week from photoplay Writing alone. 

There is no other institution or agency doing so much for 
writers, young or old. The universities recognize this, for over 
one hundred members of the English faculties of higher institu
tions are studying in our Literary Department. The editors 
recognize it, for they are constantly recommending our courses. 

We publish The Writer's Library. We also publish The Writer's Monthly, 
especially valuable for its full reports of the literary market. Besides our teaching 

150-page i l lus t ra ted ca ta logue free. 
Please address— 

Indiana 
CULVER MILITARY ACADEMY 

The catalog describes the famous Culver military system, the 500-
acre campus on Lake Maxinkuckee, the superb array of buildings. 
Send for a copy. Applications should be filed now to insure en
trance in 1919-1920. Headquarters C. M. A., Culver, Ind. 

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

Standard Courses leading to Degrees. Depart
ments of Expression, Household Economics, 
Conservatory of Music, School of Art, Elec
tive Courses. 12 buildings, gymnasium, nat-
atorium, 40-acre golf links, riding, etc. 

Member of the North Central Association of Colleges. 

Saint Mary-of-the-Woods Academy 

Preparatory and Special Courses. For 
Bulletins and Illustrated Booklet, ad
dress 

The Secretary, Box 2 0 4 
Saint Mary-of-the-Woods, Indiana 

Michigan 
BATTLE CREEK NORMAL SCHOOL OF PHYSICAL 

EDUCATION 
Summer Course—July 7th. Six weeks. Normal Course—September 10th. 
Three years. Broad, powerful training- for a dignified profession of whole
some and happy service. Unrivalled facilities and equipment. 

C. Ward Crampton, M.D., Dean, Box 33, Battle Creek, Mich. 

Warner Hall—A Dormitory 

n ^ h e Women's College of Delaware offers to women ex-
*- cellent training in Arts and Science, Education, 

Home Economics and Agriculture. Board and room $270. 
Tuition free to Delawareans; to others $50. 

For catalog and further information, write to 
Winifred J. Robinson, Ph.D. , Dean 

Newark , Delaware 

West Virginia 

S T . H I L D A ' S H A L L 
" T h e Chevron School for Girls." In the Shenandoah Valley-
near Washington. Under auspices Episcopal Church. 
College Preparatory, Elective courses. Music, Art. 
Athletics under trained Director. Open air classes. 
A teacher for every five girls. $500. Catalog. 

Marion Pendleton Duval, Principal, 
(Former principal Stuart HallJ, 

Charles Town, W. Va. 

Music and Dramatic Arts 

American Academy of 
Dramatic Arts 

Founded in 1884 

F R A N K L I N H . S A R G E N T , P r e s i d e n t 

T h e l e a d i n g in s t i t u t i on for D r a m a t i c and 

E x p r e s s i o n a l T r a i n i n g in A m e r i c a . Con

nected with Charles Frolunan's Einpire 

Theatre and Companies. 

F o r i n f o r m a t i o n a p p l y to 

SECRETARY, 150 Carnegie Hall, N e w York, N . Y. 

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART 
of the City of New York. Frank Damrosch, Director, 120 Clare-
mont Avenue. Examinations for admission now in progress. 

Teachers' Agency 
The Pratt Teachers ' Agency 

70 Fifth Avenue, N e w York 
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all 
parts of the country. 

Advises parents about schools. W m . O. Pratt, Mgr. 

Women's College of Delaware 
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Camps—Summer Schools 
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, 8s No. Fullerton Ave., Box O, 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. 

P I N E T R E E CAMP FOR G I R L S 
On beautiful Naomi Lake, =ooo feet above sea in pine-laden air of Focono 
Mountains. Four hours from New York and Philadelphia. Bungalows and 
tents on sunny hill. Experienced councilors. Tennis, basket-ball, canoe
ing^, " h i k e s " — a i l 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, $ Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. 

WINONA CAMPS FOR BOYS 
M O O S E POND 
Twelfth Season, Two camps graded (ages 8 to 16). For Illus
trated Booklet address 

C. E . Cobb, Denmark Inn, 13 Main St., Denmark, Maine. 

WYONEGONIC CAMPS FOR GIRLS 
M O O S E P O N D 
Eighteenth Season. Three separate camps (ages 8 to 21). For 
Illustrated Booklet address 

• Mr. and Mrs. C. E. Cobb, 30 Main St., Denmark, Maine. 

WYNONA CAMP FOR GIRLS 
LAKE MOREY, VT. 
Saddle horses. Golf, Tennis . Hiking. Swimming:, Canoeing-. Arts and 
Crafts. Sleeping Bungalows. Runn ing water. Electric Lights. Delicious 
meals. Sympathetic supervision. Booklet. The Secretary Wynona Camp, 
282 Summer Street, F i tchburg, Mass. Lake Morey Club for adults—same 
management . 

m T H E v > 

AMERICANBOY 
"The Biggest, Brightest, Best Magazine for Boys 

In All the World." 

AN American professor once spoke of a boyhood danger as 
L "soft reading." Flabby literature for boys is dangerous. 

Your boy needs sound and healthy satisfaction for his natural 
reading hunger : the kind of reading that The American Boy 
supplies its more than 500,OOOenthusiastic readers 
each month. Stories in abundance that absorb 
and inspire. Departments to encourage 
constructive play that develops ambition, 
ability and character. 

Give your boy this timely advantage. 
Bring this splendid boys'magazine into 
his home each month. Get i t regularly 
on newB-Btands—20o—by subscription— 
$2.00 a year. 
T h e Sprague Publishing: Company 
2 4 A m e r i c a n Bldg. , Detroit , Mich . 

Camp Dewey 
Establ ished in 1916 as t h e S u m m e r T r a i n i n g 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 Na,vy 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, $175 complete, including uniforms. 

Prospectus and application blanks from 

W. J . PHYSIOC, Director 
218 West 58th St ree t New York City 

CAMP NEHANTIC FOR GIRLS 
On the Connecticut Coast. Salt water bathing, living room, large 
athletic field. The Director is an instructor and supervisor in 
physical training, hygiene and corrective exercises. Fee for sea
son, $190.00. Booklet. Mr. and Mrs. Harry Davison, 272 W. 
Fisher Ave., Philadelphia, Pa. 

CAMP PENN 
VALCOUR ISLAND, LAKE CHAMPLAIN, N. Y. 
13th Season. Camp Penn is likely to make a strong appeal to 
parents who, these serious days, feel that a camp should mean 
more to a boy than merely a place for idling and playing! We 
believe in any amount of play, but also in many other mighty 
purposeful and worth-while things! May we send our booklet? 
Chas. K. Taylor, Director, M.A., Suite 308, 51 East 42nd Street, 
New York City. 

Paris 
OCTOBER 1919 TO JUNE 1920 
If passports are obtainable by Fall Mrs. Davis will take 

private apartment in best residential section of Paris and will chaperone six 
young ladies. Studies entirely optional. Fee for eight months $2800.00 each 
which does not include travelling" or tutoring expenses, but does include chap-
eroue's expenses from New York to New York. Full detail arranged by letter 
or personal interview in New York City. Alternate plan is Educational trip 
to Japan-China. Fee announced later, lianks and personal relerences of 
the highest order submitted and requested. MKS, SAMUEL T . D A V I S , JR. 
Address until July First, The Ardsley Club, Ardsley-onTIudson, New York, 
and after July First, Sasco Farm, Fairfield, Conn. 
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A happy message to send 
or to receive 

Send the Sampler. It will pay a compliment more 
gracious than words. Its charm and beauty give a higher 
pleasure than a mere gift of "candy." 

When you are fortunate enough to break the seal on 
a Sampler, you will soon discover the cause of its popularity. 
Selections from ten leading 
Whitman packages. Dain
ties that please the feminine 
taste. Substantial kinds for 
a man's real candy hunger. 

The Sampler and other 
Whitman packages are on sale 
in great variety at the Whitman 
agencies nearly everywhere— 
usually the better drug stores'. 

STEPHEN F. WHITMAN &. SON, Inc. 
Philadelphia, U. S. A. 

Makers of Whatman's Instantaneous Chocolate, Cocoa and Marshmallow Whip. 
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. SCRIBNER'S 
ojr. Fifth Avenue Section 

COSTIKYAN & Co. 

RUGS 
12 East 40th Street 

New York 

GORHAM 
GALLERIES 

Sculpture 
THE GORHAM COMPANY 

Fifth Avenue at Thirty-Sixth Street 
New York City 

HOWARD STUDIOS 
FRANCIS HOWARD, Pres. 

7 West 47th St. 
New York, U. S. A. 

Phone Bryant 491 

GARDEN ORNAMENTS 
OIL JARS FOUNTAINS 

MEMORIALS 

FAMOUS COLLECTION 

Send 50 cents /or Catalogue 

C A L E N D A R of 
CURRENT ART 
E X H I B I T I O N S 
Milch Galleries, 108 West 57th 
Street: An Exhibition of the Entire 
Collection of the ChMde Hassam 
Flag Pictures—May 20 to August 15. 

Art Alliance, 10 East 47th Street: 
An Exhibition of the Native Crafts 
of the Immigrant: Italian, Hun
garian, Bohemian, Oriental, and 
Czecho-Slovak—June 4 to 21. 

Arden Gallery, 559 Fifth Avenue: 
An Exhibition Illustrating the Evo
lution of French Art from Ingres and 
Delacroix to the Latest Manifesta
tions—to May 24. Exhibition of 
Decorative Art—during the Summer. 

Buccini's Studio, 347 Fifth Avenue: 
An Exhibition of Decorative Art 
Screens—to October 1. 

The Folsom Galleries, 560 Fifth Ave
nue: Exhibition of American Paint
ings by Henry G. Dearth, Willard L. 
Metcalf, Daniel Garber, Gardener 
Symons, and Others—during the 
Summer. 

Getz Galleries, 14 East 45th Street: 
An Exhibition of Decorated Single 
Color and Blue and White Porcelains, 
also Crystals, Jades, and Other Hard 
Stones Suitable for Gifts. 

Kraushaar Galleries, 260 Fifth Ave
nue: An Exhibition of Paintings, In
cluding the Works of A. P. Ryder. 
Monticelli, and Luks—after May 20. 

{Continued on page 2.j\ 

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 photograph, and let us give you an estimate 

BRADLEY STUDIOS 
435 Fifth Avenue, N e w York 

ANTIOUES of PECULIAR INTEREST 

Rarely can ODe find a pair 
of 6ne old Heppelwhite 
fire-screens such as these. 
Made about 1770 with 
petit point needlework 
b a n n e r s — b e a u t i f u l l y 
matched, each with de
sign of vase and flowers. 

An inlaid Sheraton drop-
leaf sofa table with won
derful grace of line. 
Drawer on side. Usable 
pieces of great beauty 
such as this are becoming 
more and more scarce. 

THE ARTS 
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Kent-Costikyan 
4 6 5 FIFTH AVE flEWYOBK; 

OPPOSITE PUBLIC UBBADY -' 
ORIENTAL & EUROPEAN 
RUGS 



CALENDAR of 
CURRENT ART EXHIBITIONS 

{Continuedfrom page 23) 

Macbeth Galleries, 450 Fifth Avenue: An Exhibition Especially Arranged 
for the American Federation of Arts and the College Art Association 
Representing the Works of Inness, Wyant, Martin, Weir, Daingerfield, 
Davis, Carlsen, and Melchers—to May 24. Special Groups of American 
Paintings—throughout the Summer. 

Mussmann Gallery, 144 West 57th Street: Exhibition of Paintings and 
Drawings of the Bethlehem Steel Works by George Ennis—to June 1. 

Montross Gallery, 550 Fifth Avenue: An Exhibition of Paintings and 
Drawings by Bellows, Blakelock, Davies, Glackens, Hassam, and Others 
—to June 1. 

Henry Schultheis Co., 425 Fifth Avenue: An Exhibition of American and 
Foreign Paintings. 

Howard Young Galleries, 620 Fifth Avenue: An Exhibition of American 
and Foreign Masters. 

Pen and Brush, 134 East 19th Street: Exhibition of Paintings by Mem
bers—throughout the Summer. 

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

Ehrich Galleries, 707 Fifth Avenue: An Exhibition of Old Masters. 

Columbia University, Avery Architectural Library: Roosevelt Memorial 
Exhibition—to June 4. 

Van Cortlandt Mansion, Van Cortlandt Park: Loan Exhibition of Shef
field Plate by the Colonial Dames of New York—from May 9. 

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

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

The Metropolitan Museum of Art, Fifth Avenue and 82d Street: Cen
tenary Exhibition of the Paintings of Gustave Courbet, Room 6. An 
Exhibition of Engraved Ornaments and Patterns for Craftsmen, Wing 
J. Rooms 8-10—to June 21. 

New York Public Library, 476 Fifth Avenue: Print Gallery (Room 321): 
Drawings from the J. Pierpont Morgan Collection. Stuart Gallery (316): 
Recent Additions to the Print Collection. Room (112): The Making 
of Prints. 

P. W. French & Co., 6 East 56th Street: XVI and XVII Century Flem
ish Tapestries, Antique Furniture, and Textiles. 
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SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth AVenue Section 

HOWARD 

YOUNG 
GALLERIES 

CANADIAN PASTORAL by HORATIO WALKER 

Important Examples by 

A M E R I C A N and 
FOREIGN MASTERS 

620 Fifth Avenue 
Bet-ween 4Qtk and joi/t Sis. 

N E W Y O R K 

Illustrated 
Descriptive 
Broc hit re 
o/i Request 

MILCH Galleries 

"ALLIES DAY" by CHILDE HASSAM 

On Exhibition Throughout the Summer 

FLAG PICTURES and STREET SCENES 

by CHILDE HASSAM 
Visitors to New York are invited to our galleries 

where a collection of Paintings by American 
Artists is always on free view. 

Our galleries' latest booklet sent on request 

108 West 57th Street New York City 

Paintings 
by 

American 

Artists 

Our "Art Notes" 
will be mailed 
on request " Spring" 

by Charles W. Hawthorne 

WILLIAM MACBETH 
Inco rpora t ed 

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



DAWSON 
9 East 56th Street 

(Bet. 5th and Madison Aves.) 
NEW YORK 

OLD ENGLISH AND FRENCH FURNITURE 

OLD ITALIAN FURNITURE AND TEXTILES 

T A P E S T M E S Sk. W O K K S O F A K T 

ANTIQUITIES * . INTERIOR DECORATION 

A. Kimbel & Son 
SPECIALISTS IN 
THE CONCEPTION 
AND EXECUTION 
OF DECORATIVE 
INTERIORS AND 
FINE FURNITURE 

Ant ique Tapestry Panels 

~*We have many desirable specimens 
of Antique Petit Point chair cover
ings. Brocades and Embroideries Fine Porcelain 

/.mnp, ff.rpuxe 
Jiasc & Support 

Paris, 16 Roe d'Artois :; New York, 12 Wesl 40th St. 

ESTABLISHED I71S 

ROYAL COPENHAGEN PORCELAIN 
^ and DANISH ARTS. Inc. ££S 
563 FIFTH AVENUE. Near 46€h St. NEWYORK. 

WWEDDING GIFTS 
of ROYAL CO

PENHAGEN POR
C E L A I N are ever 
treasured. Theirbeauty 
lies in their form, soft 
coloring and decora
tion—Dinner Services, 
Tea Sets, Vases, Flower 
Holders, Plaques and 
those exquisite minia
ture representatives of 
human and animal life 

A small old Silver 
T e a Urn of 

simple design, four
teen and a half 
inches high, made 
in London in 1789 
by John Robins . 
These small Urns 
are very difficult to 
obtain. 

§} Cg €3 A3 
The above Hall Marks 
appear on the Urn. 

CRICHTON B R O S , of London 
GOLDSMITHS and SILVERSMITHS 

In New York: 6 3 6 , F i f t h A v e n u e 
In Chicago : 6 2 2 , 5. Michigan Avenue 
In London; 2 2 , O l d B o n d S t r e e t 

Antique French 

in tmntuiat Ja«M mill? 

tit "^miimm 

SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth AVenue Section 

EMIL FEFFERCORN 
126 and 128 East 28th Street 

NEW YORK CITY 

Antique Furniture 
of all descriptions 

Also Correct Reproductions 
TAPESTRIES 
NEEDLE WORK 
PAINTING 

INTERIOR DECORATIONS 

Furniture 
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SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

XVlANDXVIII CENTVRYENGLISH 
FVRNlR/RE AND ARCHllECTVRAL 
WOODWORK' ORIGINAL EXAMPLES. 
HAND-WROVGHT FAC-SIMILES. 
INTERIOR DECORATION -FABRICS. 
FINE FLOOR COVERINGS 

Reproduction of XVIII Century 
English Mahoo'any Side Table 
shown in a Georg'ian Interior. 

W. & J. SLOANE 
FIFTH AVE &47th ST. 
N E W YORK. CITY 
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SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

FROM T H R E E F I F T H AVENUE FIRMS 

Jacobean bedroom distinctive in character and 
thoroughly livable 

Full of suggestions is the Jacobean bedroom above—a 
room of great character and charm. The furniture, consist
ing of twin beds, night table, upholstered armchair, straight. 
wooden chair, and beautiful chest of drawers, is in walnut. 
The detached threefold mirror is in black and gold Chinese 
lacquer. The bed coverings—aren't they lovely!—and panel 
are of old-fashioned wool embroidery. Over the night table 
is a mirror of black and gold Chinese lacquer with blue glass 
border inserted in mouldings. 

N O T E : Information where any of these pieces can be obtained 
will be given gladly. Address Miss VIRGINIA WALTON, Fifth Avenue 
Section of Scribner's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

Tuscan console or desk with hand-forged mitred mirror 

THERE is a new interest to be found in the shops and 
galleries along the Avenue due to the things just now 
arriving from overseas. For example, a member of a 

well-known firm, here during his leave from his officer's 
duties when overseas, found among other things this old 
Flemish tapestry of the Louis XIV period. This is of excep
tional interest because of its extremely fine detail, for, while 
it is 3 x 4 feet 3 inches, the scene depicted is complete—it is 
not a fragment of a larger piece. Such a piece can be used 
in many rooms where a larger one would not be suitable. I t 
is $650. Such things as this warrant a visit to the shops, for 
now there is an opportunity to procure pieces which have 
never been obtainable. 

The console or desk above—it can be used as either—is a 
copy of an old Tuscan piece found in a house not far from 
Genoa. It is of walnut in a dull antique finish—a charming 
thing. $140. Mitred mirrors are much in demand. The 
one above the desk has hand-forged iron in dull polychrcme 
coloring with blue glass rosettes set in the glass. $110. 
The brilliantly colored porcelain birds in blue or green are 
interesting. $25 a pair. 

Flemish tapestry of exceptional interest due to its 
fine detail yet small size 
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SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

The Hampton Shops ««, 
and the Ideal Country House 

WW H A T E V E R may be its archi
tecture, the furnishings of the 

ideal country house seem always to 
bring into each room some happy re
flection of the charm of out-of-doors. 

Your country house may suggest the 
stately carven oak of Elizabethan 
days, or, furnishings as light and 
joyous in color as this latticed break
fast room with its pedestaled table 
and inviting saddle-seated chairs 
finished in green and parchment, dec
orated in dull gold and gay little flow
ers. At the Hampton Shops you will 
find furniture in accord with every 
worth-while phase of decoration. 
But it is no less by their discerning 
use of color and textiles, their fine 
sense of lighting and arrangement 
than by their wide resources, tha t 
the Hampton Decorators give to each 
room the charm of harmony. 
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Hampton Shops 
18 east 5o!liiStrec0' 

racing, St.PatricKs CBttietoal 
ntujyoiR 

Furniture Antiquities Decoration 



SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

THE FINEST OF HAND-SPUN LINENS 
MAKE CHOICE GIFTS FOR THE BRIDE 

Addresses of shops where t h e s e c a n be o b t a i n e d will be given or 
p u r c h a s e s m a d e by Miss W a l t o n , Scr ibner ' s Magaz ine , 597 Fifth 
Avenue , New York. See d i rec t ions for p u r c h a s i n g on page 33. 

Mosaic embroidery and Irish linen form a combination 
unequalled for charm and durability. A lovely luncheon 
s e t—now used for dinner, too—of 25 pieces. 27-inch 
centrepiece, 12 plate and 12 tumbler doilies, $72.50. 
Thirty-seven-piece set, including bread-and-butter 

doilies, $110. 

An exceptional value is this Madeira luncheon set of 
pure Irish linen, hand-embroidered and hand-scalloped, 
at $9.50 for a set of 13 pieces. This includes a centre
piece, 6 plate and 6 tumbler doilies. As an increase from 
10 to 25 per cent in price of Madeira work is expected 
in the fall, this value warrants a purchase for gifts fur 

future use. 
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Point de Venice finger-
bowl doily made in Bel
gium. One of a set of 
twelve—the only set in 
this country. Each doily 
forms a different head— 
Louis XVII , Marie An
toinette, Mme. de Lam-
baille, etc. $175 for 

twelve. 

Such bed linen as this will 
prove an heirloom for future 
generations—a lasting invest
ment. Hand-spun Irish linen 
sheets and pillow-cases. Hem
stitched with fine monogram 
(any initials desired), a pair of 
sheets and pillow-cases, $83 

complete. 

Tea-cloth of antique filet, 
needlepoint, crapone lace 
and hand-spun linen—a 
rare piece of great beauty. 

$175. 

Nothing finer in linen can be ob
tained in aoy country to-day than 
this hand-woven Irish damask table
cloth and napkins. In "courronne 
de chine et laurier" pattern or plain 
satin damask, with monogram; 
cloth, dozen napkins, $78.50. 



SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

Gifts for the June Bride 

%A2—This very smart hang-
iug clock has a case of carved 
wood, Adam design, finished 
in antique gold. 19 in. long 
by 7 in. wide. Guaranteed 
tight-day u/ovemeut. $20.00 

IF you are in a quandary over 
a wedding gift—if you want 

something charming, distinc
tive and at the same time rea
sonable in price, this page 
provides a hint of what is to 
be found at Ovington's. 

From this page you can order 
with the certainty of the same 
service which distinguishes 
our Fifth Avenue Store. 

Catalog on request 

941—A complete and attractive refreshment service of 
crystal engraved in a laurel-leaf-aud-line design. The 
service consists of a refreshment jug, six sherbet glasses 
and plates, six goblets, six glass plates, and one cake 

server. The price, complete, is $35.00 

861—This graceful floivcr 
vase is wrought of heavy 
Sheffield in the Dutch silver 
design that endoivsitschawn 
loiih never ending durabil
ity. Gold lined, it is 12% "'• 

high. $15.00 

800—A pound of sweets be
comes a temptation to the eye 
as well as the palate in such 
a crystal candy Jar as this. 
$3. SO 

711—These candlesticks, only 
6 in. high, are carved in a 
fruit design of polychrome 
colors and gold. Cream-
colored caudles to match, 
with flower design. COM~ 

Plete, thepair, $10.00 

666— The ordeal of breakfast becomes a delight, served on 
this seven teen-piece set of white china decorated with 
bands of soft pink, blue, or canary, with panels of pink 
roses, and gold edges and handles. Complete, with 

white enamel tray, $12.50. Set only, §10.00 

948—This large glass 
aquarium, ]2 in. in dia., 
and wrought-iron stand, 
36 in. high, make a most 
artistic and comfortable 
home for your goldfish, 

$27.50 

795—This lamp combines unusual design 
with good proportion. The standard, 
heavily carveaLfruit is finished in poly
chrome and gold; the parchment shade 
is in antique tan with panels decorated 
with antique colored jlowers. Height, 
26 in.; shade, 18 in. in dia. Complete, 

$27.50 

OVINGTON'S 
"The Gift Shop of Fifth Avenue" 

312-314 FIFTH AVENUE N E W YORK 
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LET MISS WALTON BUY YOUR WEDDING GIFTS 
Send check to Miss Walton, of Scrib-
ner's Magazine, 597 Fifth Avenue, New 
York, or write her for addresses of shops. 

SHE WILL SOLVE YOUR GIFT 
PROBLEMS QUICKLY 

A lovely cigarette-box (cedar-lined) 
with birds and flowers embroidered in 
delicate colorings on Chinese satin. 

Amethyst surmounts the cover. 

Chinese porcelain powder blue 
vase with sprays in dull gold 
with pagoda-shape shade of 
Chinese yellow satin embroi
dered in harmonizing colors. 
Height, 24 inches over all. 
Shade, 18 inches in diameter. 
Vase is Ch'ien Lung period, 

1736-1775. 

The soft gray blue of the 
Copenhagen ware is at its 
best in a vase such as this 
with marine or floral decora
tion. This design is a happy 
choice for a couple where the 
groom hits seen service at sea. 
Not any two vases are alike. 
This, 8 inches high, is $28. 

Others from $18 to $100. 

A pair of quaint jugs, wonder
fully charming, of Leeds, with 
brightly hued decoration. 
Ever so useful, too, for milk 
or lemonade. They are exact 
copies of old ones. $6 each. 

We have had our eye on these candle
sticks for a long time. A shipment from 
Italy has come, so we can show them at 
last. If you could see their lovely color, 
soft yellow or green, you would realize 
why we were so enthusiastic. Capri ware, 
11 inches high, $8 a pair. Delia Robbia 

fruit comport, $10. 
A companion pitcher to the 
Captain Berry one opposite. 

Royal Doulton English china forms 
this breakfast set. I t is a colonial 
design, octagonal, with border in 
spring flowers. A cheery greeting 

for the morning. $14.25. 

An Amber lustre lemonade or iced-
tea set will lend new zest to these 
beverages after July 1. Covered 
pitcher, $5; half dozen tall glasses, 
including glass strawspoons, $5; 
pitcher in plain glass, $2; glasses 

5lA inches high, $3.50 a dozen. 

After Old Chelsea is the de
sign of this open-stock dinner 
or luncheon set of English 
Silicon china. I t is charming 
and one of which you would 
not tire, for the coloring is 
soft and blended in green, 
blue, and dull red. Breakfast 
plates or tea plates, $10.50 a 
dozen; teacups and saucers, 
$14 a dozen; comport, 

platter, f~ 

31 

SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

An ice-cream tray, or 
suitable for sliced 
pineapple »r sandwich
es; flat, easy to handle, 
yet with sufficient rim. 
Engraved crystal of a 
quality hard to get. 
Rose of Sharon design. 
14)^ x 10 inches. $15. 
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A/a^f in Platinum or Yellow iSK or 14K Gold; Green or 
While 14K Gold. Dial, Arabic or Roman Figures 

The fashioning of these beautiful small 
watches is a fine art. The Waltham Smallest 
American Watch is made in many designs, and 
different shape cases; some with combinations 
of diamonds and sapphires; others are chased 
solid gold or plain gold. These watches also 
have the " No Fuss" Ribbon and Clasp 
which are attached without sewing. Fitted 
with Waltham Movement, known the world 
over for accuracy and durability. 

Sold by Fifth Avenue and leading Jevoelcrs everywhere. Ask 
for Waltham Smallest American Watch. 

Write for illustrated Booklet 

JACQUES DEPOLLIER & SON 
Manufacturers of High Class Specialties 

for Waltham Watches 

15 Maiden Lane, New York City, U. S. A. 
DUBOIS WATCH CASE CO. Est. 1877 

'. ESTABLISHED* 1855 . 

CRANE Co. 
NEW YORK EXHIBIT. ROOMS 
2-3-WEST 44™STRE£T 

;HEATING * *e PLUMBING MATERIAL 
HOMES. APARTMENTS. HOTELS. OFFICE BUILDINGS 

VALVES. FITTINGS, PIPING I SPECIALTIES 
• • " . • • ' • - ( O B 

POWER PLANTS, MINES, OIL WESJLS.WATER WORKS, ETC. 
. visrrofts CORDIALLY INVITED- '.. 

The Smallest American Watch 
'Prestige WALTHAM MOVEMENT Accuracy 

Japanese Kimonos Made To Order of 
Oriental Silks in Marvelous Colorings 

Do not fail to visit the-Silk Galleries of 

Y A M A N A K A & C .O . 
680 Fifth Avenue,: NEW YORK 

(Between 53d & S4th Streets) 
BOSTON - OSAKA - PEKING - LONDON 
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Information Column 
THE following Fifth Avenue shops and galleries are 

recommended to Scribner readers. Information 
on any of the subjects listed may be obtained from 

the various firms. Many of them publish interesting 
and instructive booklets and circulars. Write direct to 
houses or to Miss Walton, of Scribner's Magazine, 
checking the subjects desired. 

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

at 36th Street. 
Illustrated Booklet of Art Notes: William Macbeth Galleries, 

450 Fifth Avenue. 
Illustrated Brochure of Paintings by American and Foreign 

Masters; Howard Young, 620 Fifth Avenue. 
Work of Early American Masters: Ekrick Galleries, 707 Fifth Ave. 
Latest News of the Art Galleries: Milch Galleries, 108 WestpthSt. 
Antique Tapestry Panels, Brocades and Embroideries: A. Kim-

bet y Son, 12 West 40th Street. 
Old English Furniture, Needlework, and Tapestries: Dazuson, 9 

East s6th Street. 
Antique French Furniture: Warwick House, 45 East 57th Street 
Old English Silver—The History of "Hal l -Marks" ; Crichton 

Bros., 636 Fifth Avenue. 

For the House 
The Spring Gift Book: Ovingtons, 312 Fifth Avenue. 
Furniture of Character: Hampton Shops, 18 East 50th Street. 
Chinese Rugs in any Required Size: W. ts" / . Shane, Fifth Avenue 

at 47th Street. 
Tea Sets of English and French China: Gilman Collamore Iff Co., 

Fifth Avenue at 30th Street. 
Italian Furniture and Decorations: MacBride, 3 East 52nd Street. 
Oriental and European Rugs: Kent-Costikyan Co., 485 Fifth Ave. 
Ancient and Modern Rugs: Costikyan y Co., 12 East 4.0th Street. 
Danersk Decorative Furniture: {Booklet T-$), Erskine-Danforth, 

2 West 4.7th Street. 
Antique Furniture and Correct Reproductions: Emil Feffercorn 

y Co., 126 East z&th Street. 
Copenhagen China: Royal Copenhagen Porcelain y Danish Arts, 

563 Fifth Avenue. 
Faded Portraits Recreated or Daguerreotypes: Bradley Studios, 

435 Fifth Avenue. 
Memorials and Garden Ornaments: Howard Studios, 7 West 

47th Street. 

Clothes 
Robes, Manteaux, Lingerie: Boue Soeurs, 13 West 56th Street. 
Illustrated Booklet of Smallest American Watch: Fifth Avenue 

Jewelers or Jacques Depollier y Son, 15 Maiden Lane. 
Smart Clothes: Gidding Erf Co., 568 Fifth Avenue. 
Sports and Street Hats for Women: {Booklet 4-T), Youmans, 

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

27 West 38/A Street. 
Oriental Silks and Kimonos: Yamanaka y Co., 680 Fifth Avenue. 

Direc t ions for P u r c h a s i n g A n y Article 
To purchase any article desired—whether illustrated or not—send 
check or money order payable to Charles Scribner's Sons. 
Give page on which article is shown. 
State how articles should be sent—by parcel post or express. 

Send t o Miss W a l t o n , of Scr ibner ' s Magaz ine , 597 Fifth 
Avenue, New York. 

DANERSK DECORATIVE 
F U R N I T U R E 

The newest and most 
beau t i fu l effects are 
given with Dunersk Fur
niture because we have 
the knowledge of how to 
obtain them. 
Not by p u r c h a s i n g 
" s e t s " as made for a 
thousand others will 
your home show vitality 
and charm, but by com
ing direct to the maker 
who has the knowledge, 
the personnel and the 
plant to produce the 
most beautiful decora
tive furniture in the 

world and finish it for each individual room of your home in some lovely 
s c h e m e of your own choosing. . 
Purchase through your dealer or decorator or let us help you with suggestions 
for single rooms or the entire house. Send for Valuable Catalog " 7 - 6 . " 
Complete sets in charming schemes on exhibition at 

ERSKINE-DANFORTH CORPORATION 
2 West 47th St., New York First door west o* Fifth Avenue, 4th foor 

SCRIBNER'S 
Fifth Avenue Section 

MACBRIDE 
•THE HOUSE OF THREE GABLES' 

3 E. 52D ST., N. Y. C. 

Before purchasing 

GLASS or CHINA 
for country house or bungalow 

visit the showrooms of 

Fifth Avenue at 30th Street 

or check the articles you are interested in 
and detailed information "will be sent: 

Tea Sets O p e n Stock D i n n e r Sets Iced T e a 
$18 - $25 5 0 Pieces Sets 

$35 $50 - $75 - $125 $18 - $30 

Frui t Salad Set, $8 - $14 - $25 
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5'-"AVE AT 46™ ST 

PARIS •) NEW YORK 

*Tm PARIS SHOP of AMERICA" 

MID-SEASON 

VERSIONS 

SMARTER 

CLOTHES 

TOWN 
AND 

COUNTRY 

WASHINGTON NEW YORK CINCINNATI 

PHILADELPHIA PARIS DULUTH 

PALM BEACH SALONS - ROYAL POINCIANA GROUNDS 

BOUE 
SOEURS 

9 RUE DE LA PAIX 
PARIS 

invite Madame's gracious 
at tent ion to their new orig
inations in 

ROBES — MANTEAUX 
LINGERIE and DESHABILLES 

Included are evening gowns of surpassing love
liness, d iaphanous summer frocks and enchanting 
fantasies in boudoir garments and lingerie. 

A n exhibition is given daily from eleven to one 
and from three to five under the personal direction 
of Boue Soeurs, Madame la Baronne d'Etreillis 
and Madame Sylvie de Montegut . 

13 West 56th St., New York 
The only Rue de la Paix house in America 

Imported Beret Tam 
The delayed shipment has just arrived. 

Colors Blue, White, 
Red, Qreen, Purple, 
Cardinal and Coral 

Price $4 

Write for Booklet 5N 

YOUMANS Inc. 
581 Fifth Avenue, New York City 

, Vidihi AAA*. AAA, AAA A. 
'All sizes includir^Spiflfl 

Past 
Prepaid 
Fit Guaranteed 

of distinctive footwear for 
spring and summer is offered 
in our catalog which shows 
44 styles. MORNING GLORY, 
the model pictured, is a coo!, 
shapely white canvas oxford 
w i t h l i g h t - w e i g h t welted' 
sole. Price $9 

Ask for Catalog S-io 
with Measurement Charts 

SHOECRAFT SHOP 
27 West 38th Street New York 
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Drawn by Rachel Taft Dixon-Ask Miss Walton to purchase or 
give addresses of shops. See page 33. 

BRIDAL THINGS FROM SEVEN SHOPS 
/tLL the youth and grace and innocence synonymous with brides 

s^-i is typified by this wedding gown, the production of a well-
•**- -*• known house. White charmeuse with pearl embroidery and 
strands of pearls, exquisite in cut and quality. The tulle train and 
veil is arranged in Turkish fashion veiling the lower part of face, 
with pearl-embroidered head-dress. Is there anything more generally 
becoming than such soft folds of tulle f The quaint little flower-girl' s 
costume is as picturesque as the page's suit of white satin with deep 
collar of real lace. Both are from respective shops which can be de
pended on for apparel of the most rigid correctness for girls and boys. 

One-piece Malacca cane, $10; new voile 
{or linen) handkerchiefs, $2; very nar
row taffeta tie, $1.50, and studs, links 
and out tons for dinner coat; ?iew design, 

of enamel and imitation onyx, $12, 

Silver or gold cloth mules (will -match 
any tea gown), satin-lined, $Q; ribbon-
covered slipper trees, $2.50; new beaded 
gold buckles, $12; to -wear -with satin 

slippers, slippers $10.50. 

Smartest hand-bag of black or blue moire, 14-
karat gold flexible mountings, $30; war tax, 

$1.50—total $31.50. 
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Good 
adds ornament 

and beauty to the table at which .you en
tertain your friends, just as good cooking 
adds relish to the meal. 

Silverware 

But its entertainment value is by no means 
confined to company, for it is an unfailing 
source of enjoyment and satisfaction even 
when the family dine b y themselves. 

It adds dignity to the commonplaceness of 
dining-and sheds the lustre of circumstance 
upon the most uneventful meal. 

is sold everywhere by 
leading jewelers and 
bears this trade mark 

Gorham 

Sterling 

Silverware 

GQRHAM COMPANY 
SILVERSMITHS & G O L D S M I T H S 

N E W Y O R K 





From a photograph iy P. S. Bernays. 

LOOKING UP KERN CANYON FROM THE LAKE. 

—"Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada," page 645. 
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HUMANE CULTURE—AND T H E 
GERMAN KIND 

BY H E N R Y VAN D Y K E 

EVERYBODY knows that 
there is a difference in 
meaning between the Ger
man word Kultur, and the 
word Culture as it is com
monly used in English and 

in French. The object of this paper is to 
trace a little more clearly the nature and 
effects of this difference. 

The fact that the German word is 
spelled with a K and the English with a C 
is of no great significance. I t is one of 
those orthographical accidents which may 
occur even in the best regulated languages. 

The fact that both words come from the 
same Latin root proves nothing in regard 
to their present connotation. In the wear 
and tear of usage, words from the same 
root often come to be not only different, 
but even positively opposed in their sig
nificance. Children of the same family 
may be not merely unlike but also actively 
hostile one to another, as in the celebrated 
case of Cain and Abel. 

I t seems to me that this is what hap
pened to these two words. They came to 
stand for two ideas so contrary that a con
flict between them was almost inevitable. 
I t was because of this contrariety that the 
Germans were not able to understand, 
much less to admire, the other peoples of 
the world. I t was for the same reason 
that these other peoples, the English, the 
French, the Italians, the Americans, while 
admiring some German products, as for 
example potash-fertilizers, cutlery, Dres
den china, and beer, found themselves un
able to love Germany as a nation, and 
absolutely unwilling to submit to the im

position of her Kultur upon the world at 
the point of the sword in 1914. 

This, in effect, is what Germany de
sired, resolved, and attempted to achieve, 
doubtless with a sincere purpose, and un
questionably by dishonest and lawless 
means. You may read the sincerity of 
the purpose in the verses of the pious poet 
Emanuel Geibel: 

" Und es mag am deutschen Wesen 
Einmal noch die Welt genesen." 

You may hear the threat to use dis
honest and lawless means in the words of 
the German Chancellor to the Reichstag: 

"The injustice we commit [in invading 
Belgium] we will try to make good as soon 
as our military aims have been attained. 
He who is menaced as we are . . . can 
only consider how to hack his way 
through (durchhauen)." 

You may judge the enormity of the 
claim advanced by the words of General 
von der Goltz: 

"The nineteenth century saw the Ger
man Empire: the twentieth century shall 
see a German world." 

Now the existence of national leaders 
capable of entertaining and avowing such 
sentiments, and of a vast and prosperous 
people ready to accept and support their 
plans, and of an army of well-trained, 
obedient and fanatical millions of simple 
soldiers eager to carry out their predatory 
designs upon the world, was due, in my 
opinion, to the essential intellectual and 
moral vice of German Kultur, which is 
diametrically opposed to the humane 
ideal of culture. 

Copyright, 1919, by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights reserved. 
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Doubtless there were many economic, 
political and geographical motives and 
causes in the great war of 1914. But 
from the point of view of an humble dis
ciple of philosophy, art and letters, I can 
see but one really important thing in it— 
the attempt of a narrow, racial, megalo
maniac Kultur to impose itself upon man
kind, not by the persuasive influence of 
sweetness and light, but by the developed 
force of a national "will to power." 

It was a separate and separating kind 
of civilization. As a system, clearly con
ceived and worked out, in school, univer
sity, community, industry, army and 
court, it was wonderful. But the value 
of any system depends upon the ruling 
ideas which are at the heart of it. There 
were three false assumptions at the root 
of German Kultur which put it in antag
onism to humane culture and made it a 
menace to mankind. First, the assump
tion that the Almighty made the German 
race superior to all other races of the 
world. Second, that God chose the House 
of Hohenzollern to rule the German race. 
Third, that under this predestination the 
German race had a right to do what it 
pleased to work out its claim to the 
domination of the world. 

It would be absurd to say that all Ger
mans have ever accepted these three 
superstitions—these Aberglauben." But it 
would be senseless to ignore the fact that 
they have permeated and poisoned the 
extraordinary system of German Kultur. 

Recall that luminous description of the 
aim and ideal of education which was given 
by Matthew Arnold in his simple, collo
quial English way some forty years ago. 

"Culture," said he, "means the ac
quainting ourselves with the best that has 
been known and said in the world, and 
thus with the history of the human 
spirit." That was a humane and liberal 
conception, at once conservative and pro
gressive, recognizing the unity of the 
human race, the value of universal stand
ards, and the necessity of knowing what 
was best in the past in order to advance to 
something better in the future. It was 
based', obviously, not on outward author
ity, but upon the appeal of right reason to 
the individual. 

German Kultur, on the contrary, was 
based on the authority of the state over 

the individual. It was a closely organ
ized system of education and discipline, 
scholastic, social, political, and military, 
specifically designed to produce obstinate 
adherents and obedient servants for dis
tinctively Teutonic ideals and ambitions. 

I happened to be a student in Berlin, 
about 1878, when the so-called Kultur-
kampf was in progress. It was a struggle 
between Rome and Prussia for control of 
the educational system. I felt as the wo
man in the classic story did about the 
fight between her husband and the bear. 
It was important, perhaps, but not inter
esting. Bismarck won. 

It was at that time that one could see 
clearly the cleavage between Culture and 
Kultur. 

The professors whom I most 'fre
quented, Dorner, and Weiss, and Her
mann Grimm, belonged to the liberal Ger
many of the brief past. But the popular 
idol of the university at that moment was 
Heinrich von Treitschke. In order that 
you may understand the significance of 
this man and his followers in German Kul
tur, I give a few quotations from their 
writings. 

"The German is a hero born, and be
lieves that he can hack and hew his way 
through life." (H. v. Treitschke, "Poli
tics," vol. I, p. 230.) 

"The appeal to arms will be valid until 
the end of history, and therein lies the 
sacredness of war." (Ib., p. 29.) 

"No state can pledge its future to an
other. It knows no arbiter, and draws up 
all its treaties with this implied reserva
tion. . . . Moreover, every sovereign 
State has the undoubted right to declare 
war at its pleasure, and is consequently 
entitled to repudiate its treaties." (Ib., 
p . i, 28.) 

His disciples and followers, Bernhardi, 
and a nameless crew of generals, univer
sity professors, high-school teachers, and 
preachers, went far beyond this. 

Take a few words from General Bern
hardi: 

"The proud conviction forces itself up
on us with irresistible power that a high, 
if not the highest, importance for the en
tire development of the human race is as-
cribable to this German people." (Gen
eral Bernhardi, " Germany and the Next 
War," p. 72.) 
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" World-power or downfall I will be our 
rallying-cry." {lb., p. 154.) 

"War is a biological necessity of the 
first importance, a regulative element in 
the life of mankind which cannot be dis
pensed with." (76., p. 18.) 

"Might is the supreme right, and the 
dispute as to what is right is decided by 
the arbitrament of war. War gives a 
biologically just decision." (Ib., p. 23.) 

Take a few more words from German 
preachers and instructors of the young. 

"Wha t does right matter to me? I 
have no need of it. What I can acquire 
by force, that I possess and enjoy; what 
I cannot obtain, I renounce, and I set up 
no pretensions to indefeasible right. . . . 
I have the right to do what I have the 
power to do." (M. Stirner, "Der Einzige 
und sein Eigentum," p. 275.) 

"Our belief is that the salvation of the 
whole Kultur of Europe depends upon the 
victory which German 'militarism' is 
about to achieve." (Manifesto signed by 
3,500 Hochschullehreren [professors and 
lecturers], quoted by Professor U. v. 
Wilamowitz-Mollendorf, " Reden," part 

II., p. 33) 
And take as a final specimen this ex

tract from the Weekly Paper for Young 
Germany, January 25, 1913: 

" When here on earth a battle is won by 
German arms and the faithful dead as
cend to Heaven, a Potsdam lance-corporal 
will call the guard to the door, and ' old 
Fritz,' springing from his golden throne, 
will give the command to present arms. 
That is the Heaven of Young Germany !" 

But it may be said that I am quoting 
private writers, personal teachers, to con
demn the German education which led to 
the late abominable war and lost Ger
many the friendship of mankind. Well, 
then, let us quote a late imperial author
ity, the Wilhelm Hohenzollern himself. 

He was a voluminous speaker, some
times good, but always copious. In 1890 
he assembled a so-called educational con
ference at Berlin. To this conference he 
said that "the School ought first of all to 
have opened the duel against Democracy." 
To this conference he declared: " Gentle
men, I am in need of soldiers—we ought to 
apply to the superior schools the organiza
tion in force in our military and cadet 
schools." 

Well, the Emperor Wilhelm got what 
he wanted. He got a government system 
of education which blotted out the old 
German love of liberty and produced the 
new German adoration of autocracy. He 
got a system of education which impreg
nated the soul of his fold with the super
stition of an almighty state, above moral
ity, beyond responsibility, supreme over 
humanity—a state not founded on the 
people's will, but absolute in power over 
the people's life—a state not answerable 
to other states for its conduct nor to the 
conscience of mankind for its actions—a 
state whose sovereign law was its own 
necessity, whose great destiny was the 
empire of the world, and whose highest 
function was war. He got a system of 
education, wonderfully organized and co
ordinated, marvellously perfect in routine 
and detail, and completely designed to 
produce in the German mind as the result 
of science, philosophy, and literature mis
applied, two monstrous false convictions, 
two fetich-faiths. First, that Germany 
is over all — Deutschland uber Alles; 
second, that the Kaiser is the All-Highest 
—der Allerhochste! 

Here are these fetich-faiths announced 
in his own words: 

"Remember that the German people 
are chosen of God. On me—on me as 
the German Emperor, the spirit of God 
has descended. I am His weapon, His 
sword, and His vice-regent." 

The effect of such a Kultur on litera
ture and the other arts was lamentable. 
The architecture of modern Berlin, the 
sculpture of the Siegesallee, the alleged 
poetry of Hauptmann and Siiderman are 
not things of beauty, but pains forever. 
The distance from Kant to Nietzsche 
measures a vast downward slope. Lessing 
and Goethe and Schiller have no poster
ity; they were all caught and devoured by 
the Ogre Kultur. 

But while the effect of this system on 
letters and the fine arts was such as to 
leave the stage free for the display of the 
Kaiser's own talents, it also, gave him 
what he said he most needed—soldiers, 
millions of them ! Soldiers ready to sink 
their conscience in their obedience to the 
Almighty State, and the All-Highest 
Kaiser. Soldiers ready under orders to 
violate all international pledges, all civi-
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lized rules of war, all restraints of hu
manity. Soldiers ready to invade neu
tral territory, to devastate and ruin 
peaceful lands, to burn villages, to poi
son wells, to attack hospitals and kill 
Red Cross nurses, to shoot old men and 
women and priests, to sink merchant 
ships without warning and drown help
less passengers and crews, to butcher little 
children, to rape women, and to carry 
away girls into white slavery. Soldiers 
who answer to the words which the 
Kaiser spoke to his guard: "You have 
given yourselves to me body and soul. 
For you there is only one enemy, and that 
is my enemy. I t may happen—I pray 
that God avert it—that I order you to 
shoot down your relations, your brothers, 
nay, your parents; but then without a 
murmur you must obey my commands." 

We may see, then, without any aca
demic obscurity, what German Kultur— 
a narrow, selfish, immoral organization of 
education, means. I t had an ingrowing 
mind, and a barbarous spirit. I t has 
been beaten, absolutely, on its chosen field 
of battle. Now the question is, what 
shall be the fruit of victory ? 

Shall it be a relapse into the ancient 
chaos of international antagonisms based 
on mutual hatred and mistrust ? Or shall 
it be an advance into a society of free 
nations pledged to maintain and enforce 
the pacific settlement of quarrels between 
nations on the basis of reason and justice ? 

We should hold fast to the ideal of Cul
ture, the knowledge and application of 
" the best that has been thought and said 
in the world." As we have approved the 
call to arms against barbaric Germanism, 
so we should approve the effort to estab
lish a better understanding and a wiser 
co-operation among the nations. Ameri-
canitis should be as repugnant to us as 
Germanism. The power of our Republic 
should be dedicated to the good of the 
world. 

" I t will be worthy," said George Wash
ington in his- Farewell Address, " of a 
free, enlightened, and, at no distant 
period, a great nation to give to man
kind the magnanimous and too novel ex
ample of a People always guided by an 
exalted justice and benevolence." 

Patriotism we believe in. Patriolatry 
we abjure and despise. We devote our 
efforts in art and letters not to any sys
tem of narrowing nationalist Kultur, but 
to the broad ideal of humane Culture, 
with its four aims of joy and power, 
sweetness and light. 

The light of seeing things clearly and 
truly. The sweetness of imaginative 
vision by which we behold things old and 
new and enter into other hearts and lives. 
The joy of free and sane thinking for our
selves. The power of resolutely choos
ing, out of all that knowledge and experi
ence bring, the best to love, admire and 
follow. 



MOUNTAINEERING IN T H E 
SIERRA NEVADA 

T H E K I N G S AND K E R N R I V E R R E G I O N S 

BY L E R O Y JEFFERS, F. R. G. S. 
I L L U S T R A T I O N S FRQM PHOTOGRAPHS 

EXTENDING for over five 
hundred miles the great 
range of the Sierra Nevada 
of California offers the 
mountaineer and the lover 
of nature an unsurpassed 

variety of beautiful and w o n d e r f u l 
scenery. No other mountains of the con
tinent are so exquisitely clothed with light, 
and nowhere is there greater charm of lake 
and waterfall, of tree and flower; while 
the multitude of polished granite domes, 
serrated ridges, and cathedral peaks offer 
fascinating work for the mountaineer. 
Unequalled are its marvellous canyons, its 
foaming streams, and its power to awaken 
in all the true spirit of joy. Range of 
light, of beauty, of wonder, destined in 
time to be known and loved by the na
tion! 

Year after year the mountains and the 
flowers have called me westward, and I 
have wandered and revelled amid their 
glories in pure delight. As one enters 
California from the north, over the wood
ed Siskiyous, he catches far-away glimpses 
of the glistening, snowy cone of Shasta 
14,162 feet in height. For hours one 
winds back and forth with ever-increasing 
views of this glorious peak that rises in 
volcanic slopes and ridges above the 
forests at its base. Presenting no especial 
problems to the mountaineer, it is a com
paratively simple though somewhat tire
some journey from Sisson to the summit. 

If one approach the Pacific by way of 
a central route, as he journeys across the 
desert in Utah, he is ever in view of dis
tant mountains etherealized in the heat 
and blending with the white and purple 
cloudlands of the sky. Nearing Salt Lake 
City, the snowy Wasatch refresh him 
with their pure elixir of mountain air. 
Leaving the deserts of Nevada we climb 
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the Sierra, pausing to visit Lake Tahoe, 
and to ascend Mount Tallac for its beau
tiful view; or we surmount the divide by 
another route and follow the fine scenery 
of the Feather River Canyon for hours 
before we reach the great central valley 
of the Golden State. 

No true lover of the beautiful can ever 
tire of the views of hills and sea which 
surround San Francisco. From the sum
mit of Twin Peaks the city and the bay 
lie mapped beneath one in the sunshine, 
flecked here and there with passing shad
ows of the clouds. Again of a summer 
morning I have struggled up their grassy 
slopes barely able to stand against the 
gale that swept in from the Pacific laden 
with whirling mist. 

Enticingly the hills gather around 
Berkeley, calling us to wander over their 
flower-strewn summits. Crossing the bay 
from San Francisco, we journey through 
streets lined with masses of scarlet, white,' 
and pink geraniums, while climbing roses 
embower the homes and luxuriant sweet 
peas and heliotrope everywhere delight 
the eye. Within the grounds of the Uni
versity of California the pungent odor of 
eucalyptus pervades the air, and we re
luctantly leave the shade for steep brown 
grassy slopes that burn in the sunshine. 
As we surmount ridge after ridge the 
waters of the bay broaden and lead the 
eye through the Golden Gate to the 
ocean, while the Marin hills loom purple 
and high upon the horizon. From the 
summit of Grizzly Peak we look eastward 
across wooded canyons and sunny hills 
toward Mount Diablo. On smooth, 
grassy slopes affording scarcely a foothold 
we fairly slide into Strawberry Canyon 
and follow it down to Berkeley. 

To leave San Francisco for the East is 
to part from a friend. Crossing on the 
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From a photograph by J. N. Le Conte. 

Tehipite Dome, 7,713 feet, Middle Fork of the Kings River. 
648 



From a photograph by W.L. Huber. 

The Grand Sentinel, 8,514 feet, Kings River Canyon. 
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Front a photograph by Edward Gray. 

Kearsarge Pinnacles. 
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From a photograph by A. H. Allen. 

Mount Tyndall, 14,025 feet, from the cliffs of Mount Williamson. 
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From a photograph by G. R. Bunn. 

Moraine Lake and the Red Kaweah. 
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From a photograph by G. K. Bunn. 

Sunbeams amid the Sequoia, Giant Forest, Sequoia National Park. 
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From a photograph by C. T. Mott. 

Juniper, or Red Cedar, on Wildcat Point, Tuolumne Canyon. 
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From a photograph by J. N. Le Conte. 

Eastern Cliffs of Mount Whitney. 
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ferry in the evening the myriad lights of 
the city outline the summits of its many 
hills and form sparkling pathways in the 
dark waters of the bay. Taking the train 
for Sanger I arrived in the morning and 
started by auto stage for the great lumber-
camp at Hume, about sixty-five miles 
distant. Travelling upward over the foot
hills of the Sierra through oaks, manzani-
ta, and chaparral one enters the great for
est belt of the range with its magnificent 
sequoia, sugar-pine, yellow pine, and in
cense cedar. This road passes through 
a section which has been lumbered and 
where only the gigantic stumps of the fin
est and noblest guardians of the forest re
main to give one a sense of desolation like 
none other in nature. If people in general 
could see the result of indifference, ade
quate support for the creation and pro
tection of our national parks and forest 
reserves would be assured. Stopping at 
the General Grant National Park I found 
a group of people gathered around the 
largest tree—thirty-five feet in diameter 
—singing ragtime ! How impossible for 
them to understand the life experiences 
of sequoia! 

We reached Hume by evening, seeing 
in the distance the great Tehipite Dome 
on the Middle Fork of the Kings River. 
This is one of the most remarkable of the 
glacier-polished domes of the Sierra, and 
will be visited by many when the region 
becomes more accessible. Starting with 
a horse at moonrise after ten o'clock, I 
travelled all night over steep ridges, fre
quently walking to keep awake, but was 
repaid by the long moon shadows of the 
sequoias and the fragrance of many 
azaleas. At four A. M. I had covered six
teen miles, reaching Horse Corral Mead
ow, where I left the horse, shouldered my 
thirty-five-pound pack, and strolled on 
through groves of silver firs and giant 
yellow and sugar pines into the Kings 
River Canyon, climbing Lookout Peak, 
8,547 feet, on the way. The view from 
this point is very comprehensive, extend
ing from the tree-covered floor of the 
canyon 4,000 feet below to the snow
capped high Sierra of 13,000 to 14,000 
feet. Deserting the winding trail and 
dropping rapidly down the precipitous 
slopes of the canyon, I reached the foam
ing river and crossed to its northern side. 
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Following the sandy floor of the canyon 
for mile after mile between increasingly 
wonderful walls that reflected the sun was 
warm work, but I arrived at Camp Ka-
nawyer for lunch, having come fourteen 
or fifteen miles since morning. 

The various forks of the Kings River 
leading into the heart of the high Sierra 
comprise much of the grandest and 
wildest scenery of the entire range. In 
the South Fork or main Kings River 
Canyon the surrounding mountains are 
considerably higher than in the Yosemite, 
but for the most part are not of as striking 
appearance, while its falls are generally in 
the form of magnificent cascades. Most 
impressive of the rock walls of the canyon 
are the North Dome, 8,657 feet, with its 
sheer white precipice, and the tremendous 
mass of the Grand Sentinel, 8,514 feet, 
which lifts the eye and holds it with its 
vastness of detail, while at the head of the 
valley Glacier Monument, 9,903 feet, rises 
majestically with a multitude of sculp
tured forms. Tumbling into the canyon 
from the south through a narrow cleft in 
the wall comes the white torrent of Roar
ing River. Following up the South Fork 
beneath 3,000 to 5,000 foot walls, we pass 
Mist Falls with its thundering clouds of 
spray, and finally come to Paradise Valley 
with its wild luxuriance of flowers. 

On this trip I intended to join the 
Sierra Club in the Kern River Canyon, so 
I left Kanawyer's in the afternoon and 
crossed the South Fork on giant logs 
which took the place of the bridge that 
had been washed away. Winding back 
and forth in the sun on the zigzags of the 
Bubbs Creek trail as it climbs to the sum
mit of the range, my pack seemed to in
crease in weight; but I had only to look 
back at the charmingly forested floor of 
the canyon and up at its mighty walls to 
receive new inspiration. What tempta
tion for lingering long by the foaming 
cascades of the creek, resting beneath its 
fragrant azaleas, watching the happy 
water-ouzels diving amid its spray! By 
evening I had covered a dozen miles and 
was ready for sleep, as I had journeyed 
continuously for three days and nights 
with only three or four hours' rest the first 
night on the train. Amid the glorious 
scenery, air, and water of the Sierra one 
feels little fatigue. 
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Early in the morning I found myself 
near Kearsarge Pass in company with the 
giants of the range. In the distance 
loomed Mount Brewer, 13,577 feet, while 
near at hand the great pyramid of the 
East Vidette guarded the entrance to the 
new John Muir trail, which I was soon to 
follow. Just beyond Glen Pass lies Rae 
Lake at an elevation of 10,560 feet, per
haps of all Sierran lakes the most beauti
ful. It is surrounded by a magnificent 
company of snowy peaks, while tiny tree-
clad islands seem to float upon its placid 
surface. 

Until 1916 no route existed from the 
upper Kings River region to the head
waters of the Kern, save one, impossible 
for animals, over Harrison Pass. But now 
a section was nearly ready of the great 
trail named in honor of John Muir, which 
is to open the very heart of the highest 
Sierra. Following up the stream toward 
Centre Basin I passed the Kearsarge 
Pinnacles, whose summits are so pictur
esquely serrated that the mountaineer 
may hardly hope to traverse them. The 
basin shelters a chain of exquisite blue and 
green lakes whose water lies so clear upon 
the glacier-polished rock that it remains 
invisible until one unexpectedly steps 
into it. As one approaches the for
bidding wall of Junction Peak the wild 
grandeur of the surrounding mountains 
grows upon him. University Peak, 
Mount Bradley, Mount Keith, and others 
unnamed are all between 13,000 and 
14,000 feet in height. Junction Pass, over 
which the trail is lost amid the snows, is 
about 13,200 feet, while Junction Peak is 
13,903 feet. From its summit a wide ex
panse of rugged peaks stretches far to the 
north, while close at hand is the sheer 
precipice of Mount Stanford. Down 
through the snows the long trail drops 
into the moraine fields of Shepard Can
yon, where a thousand-foot wall of snow 
must be surmounted to gain the summit 
of Shepard Pass. 

Desiring to climb Mount Williamson, 
14,384 feet, reputed to be the most dif
ficult to ascend of any in the region, I ap
proached its forbidding cliffs by way of 
Tyndall Basin. Here was the most weari
some travel imaginable, for great ridges 
of loose granite blocks were mingled with 
snow-fields filled with deep cups whose 

edges failed to support me. Anchoring 
my sleeping-bag behind a rock in an un
successful attempt to escape the incessant 
wind that came from every direction, I 
studied the inhospitable cliffs for a pos
sible method of attack. At daybreak I 
was on my way over slopes of shale, and 
up a long, steep gully of loose rock and 
hard snow that ended at a thirty or forty 
foot chimney which proved to be the key 
to the mountain. Finding possible hand 
and foot holds it was soon conquered, and 
I surmounted precipitous granite blocks 
and snow to the twin cairns upon the 
summit, arriving at about 7.30 A. M. The 
view from Williamson is particularly im
pressive, as the peak rises to the east of the 
main crest of the Sierra and commands a 
view to the north of wonderful extent and 
sublimity. Five miles to the south the 
giants of the range culminate in Mount 
Whitney, 14,502 feet. In the west are the 
jagged Kaweahs, red and snow-patched; 
while to the east tremendous canyons 
cleave the heart of the mountains, carry
ing their melting snows to the desert. In 
the foreground the lower peak of William
son, 14,211 feet, which is said not to have 
been climbed, invited my attention. Its 
smooth, beetling crags appeared impos
sible, but, on crossing the arete leading to 
the peak, I was able to force a route to 
the topmost gigantic block of granite. Al
most overhanging the Owens Valley, more 
than 10,000 feet below, I felt as if I were 
viewing the landscape from an aeroplane. 

Returning to the head of Tyndall 
Creek, I followed it toward the Kern 
River Canyon, finding the Sierra Club 
camped upon its banks. That night at 
the roaring fire I told the story of my 
trip; and early the next morning retraced 
my steps to Shepard Pass and followed 
down the creek to the desert. Although 
the canyon walls were grand, I fear a 
greater impression was made upon me by 
the merciless sun and the interminable 
trail that almost climbed a mountain to 
find its way out by another canyon. No 
one will ever forget his experience who 
has travelled afoot with a pack across the 
California desert, struggling through its 
deep, burning sand with only the lizards 
and the cactus for companions, longing 
for a cloud ora tree to dim the white fury 
of the sun that far exceeds 100°, praying 
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for strength to endure the weary miles to 
life-giving water. In this way I came at 
last to the oasis of Independence in Owens 
Valley. 

The Kern River Canyon extends from 
north to south, and draws its water from 
the highest summits of the Sierra Nevada. 
Frequently the Sierra Club has visited it 
by way of Springville, Nelson's, and the 
trail to Little Kern Lake. On this route 
are many remarkably fine individual se
quoias which gladden the heart of the 
traveller. On one occasion I joined the 
Sierra Club in the canyon, journeying by 
way of Lemon Cove and the Middle Fork 
of the Kaweah to the base of Moro Rock. 
After viewing the Indian pictographs I 
ascended the steep trail to the Giant 
Forest, finest of all the groves in the 
Sequoia National Park and comprising 
the most wonderful trees that are known 
to man. The sequoia selects the clear 
mountain air of 6,000 to 7,000 feet in 
which to live for thousands of years, 
and here reaches its greatest develop
ment in trees that are nearly 300 feet in 
height and from 30 to 36 feet in diam
eter. In the Giant Forest are 500,000 
trees, over 5,000 of which exceed 10 feet 
in diameter. Here and there a lofty tree 
has grown over the trunk of a fallen se
quoia whose wood remains undecayed. 
Beneath one's feet the centuries have laid 
a rich brown carpet embroidered with 
ferns and with mosses. Even the birds 
respond to the silence of this mighty 
forest, and the sunbeams filter softly 
through its shady aisles, while into the 
soul of the weary traveller sequoia 
breathes the spirit of peace. 

Taking the trail to Alta Meadow, a 
grassy flower-strewn mountain slope at 
9,000 feet, I forced my way through thick
est thorn-bush and manzanita into the 
depths of Buck Canyon, climbed out, and 
continued by starlight to the great trees 
of Redwood Meadow. In the morning I 
ascended the long slope of Timber Gap, 
and then dropped suddenly down to the 
little hamlet of Mineral King. The most 
interesting route into the Kern is over 
Franklin Pass, as it leads one rapidly 
upward to a high, snow-covered wall near 
the summit of a 12,400-foot peak. This 
is the Great Western Divide, which over
looks a wild, untravelled region of rugged 

mountains and snowy lakes. After rest
ing overnight on the rocks at the head of 
Rattlesnake Creek I followed it down 
past miles of striking walls that tower 
above its flowery meadows. After the 
cold and the loneliness of the mountains 
I was quite ready to enjoy the summer-
land of the Kern Canyon, and I strolled 
along its beautiful river to the lake where 
the Sierra Club was encamped. Kern 
Lake is fast being filled with islands, 
which will some day change it into a 
valley floor. 

One of the most remarkable views of 
the canyon is that from Tower Rock, 
8,512 feet. From this height its great 
trees seem small and its river like a silver 
thread. Near by is Golden Trout Creek, 
bordered by volcanic cones and lava flows, 
and filled with the most wonderful trout, 
that glisten in the sun with hues of red 
and gold. The Sierra Club has trans
planted these to some of the high moun
tain lakes, and I have seen a golden trout 
weighing eight and one-half pounds 
caught in Moraine Lake. Journeying up 
the Kern Canyon, which is unusually-
straight for twenty miles, the walls be
come increasingly high, and are sculp
tured and colored most interestingly. We 
leave the canyon to ascend Chagoopa 
Plateau, pausing at Sky Parlor Meadow 
to admire its flowers surrounded by dark 
pines, and its inspiring views of Mount 
Needham, Sawtooth, and the many-
colored Kaweah Peaks. We camp at 
9,500 feet, on the shore of Moraine Lake, 
and wander up to the rim of the Big Ar
royo for its wonderful views of snow-clad 
cirques and of the vast canyon below. On 
the rocky, inhospitable slopes of these 
mountains the foxtail pine lives in per
petual struggle with the winds and the 
storms. Among the last outposts of the 
forest, at nearly 10,000 feet, is the juniper, 
diminutive and stunted of form but in
domitable in courage, often overcoming 
the utmost difficulties of existence for 
more than a thousand years. 

One morning I left Moraine Lake for 
the summit of the Red Kaweah, 13,816 
feet, climbing its steep granite blocks that 
are tumbled together at every angle. 
Members of the Sierra Club had made 
the ascent by the longer slopes, and we all 
gazed in silence at a wilderness of moun-



tains extending in every direction. What 
wonderful blues and purples and violets 
were in the illimitable spaces about and 
above us! Often in the afternoon the 
grandeur of the Sierra Nevada is im
measurably heightened by white clouds 
high-flung like surf above their summits. 

No one in search of wild and beautiful 
scenery undisturbed by man should omit 
a trip up the Big Arroyo and down the 
Kern Kaweah to Junction Meadow. At 
first one fairly tumbles down the tangled 
slopes from the Chagoopa Plateau into 
the Big Arroyo; then up its stream to 
polished granite pavements, tiny lakes, 
and the high walls of its ancient glacier 
cirque. There is no evident route over 
the divide to the headwaters of the Kern 
Kaweah, but I found a comparatively 
easy one for the active mountaineer which 
I traversed alone in 1912. After reaching 
the river I climbed out of the canyon to 
the north and ascended an unnamed 
mountain of 13,350 feet, forming the 
westerly wall of Milestone Bow. The 
northern face is a sheer precipice of sev
eral thousand feet, over which I tumbled 
blocks of granite. From this a jagged 
arete leads to the curious tower of Mile
stone Mountain. Rapidly I journeyed 
down the Kern Kaweah Canyon, through 
thick tangle's and past unforgettable walls 
that increase in magnitude as they ap
proach the Kern River. Descending by 
the side of cooling falls, I came at last 
to the mariposa and tiger-lily fields and 
to the restful forest at Junction Meadow 
where the Sierra Club was camping. 

On the following afternoon I started 
alone for the summit of Mount Whitney 
and the desert. At first the trail goes up 
the river, and then winds back and forth 
on the canyon wall, affording glorious 
views of the surrounding mountains. 
Then for mile after mile it wanders up
ward to over 10,000 feet at Crabtree 
Meadow, where I spent the night. At 
dawn I followed Whitney Creek for five 
miles to the mountain, climbed some of 
its western cliffs for the exercise, and 
reached the top in time for a late break
fast. Mount Whitney, 14,502 feet, is the 
highest point in the United States, and 
from it one looks down on the region of 

Death Valley 280 feet below sea-level, 
which is the lowest in the country. The 
summit is strewn with granite slabs and 
snow patches which allow unhindered 
views in every direction. To the west 
rise the wild Kaweahs; to the south the 
rounded mass of Sheep Mountain, first 
climbed by Clarence King, who supposed 
it to be the highest of the Sierra. Ex
tending far to the north, a multitude of 
13,000 to over 14,000 foot peaks form the 
backbone of the Sierra, and a galaxy of 
giants clusters around the headwaters of 
the Kern and Kings Rivers. Fascinating 
beyond description is the view to the east, 
for the eye leaps from the snows about one 
to the burning desert shimmering in 
richest purples, reds, and browns nearly 
two miles below. On the far side of the 
valley winds the green thread of a river, 
pausing here and there at a cluster of 
trees before losing itself in the opalescent 
waters of Owens Lake. Across the valley 
are the mystical, richly colored Inyo 
Mountains, while beyond are desert 
ranges rising ethereally in the sky. 

Traversing Mount Muir, 14,025 feet, I 
came to snow-covered Whitney Pass, and 
glissaded down an exceedingly steep and 
long ice-gully into the amphitheatre of 
Lone Pine Canyon. Here are magnif
icent rock walls, the majestic eastern face 
of Mount Whitney being a perpendicular 
cliff of about 2,000 feet. Working my way 
down amid the gigantic desolation, and 
skirting beautiful little lakes, I was wel
comed by the venturesome foxtail pines 
and by charming clusters of mountain 
flowers. In the twenty miles from the 
summit of Mount Whitney to Lone Pine 
one descends about 11,000 feet, passing 
from snow-banks through all the zones of 
tree and plant life to the tropical desert. 
Through luxuriant meadows, by foaming 
falls, under the shade of Jeffrey pines and 
red and white firs, always in view of the 
splendid walls of the canyon, I pressed 
forward. With backward glances at the 
mountains, over which a thunder-storm 
was raging, I struggled across the hot 
sands of the desert, found my way through 
the dark-brown labyrinth of the Alabama 
Hills, and rested at last at the oasis of 
Lone Pine. 
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SOME CHINESE LETTERS OF 
WILLARD STRAIGHT 

By Claude Bragdon 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S FROM S K E T C H E S IN M R . S T R A I G H T ' S L E T T E R S , AND FROM P H O T O G R A P H S 

WWILLARD STRAIGHT died of These negotiations led to nothing in that 

pneumonia in Paris on Decem- direction, but established a relation which 
ber 1, 1918. In his thirty-eight soon became a friendship. I remember 

years of life—or rather in the final fifteen him as a modest, charming boy, with a 
years of it—he achieved distinction in clever knack for sketching. At that time 
various fields: art, 
diplomacy, interna
tional finance. His 
brief, brilliant career 
abounded in amaz
ing antitheses and 
dramatic contrasts. 
He steeped himself 
in the magic and 
mystery of the East, 
t h e r e a f t e r to im
merse himself in the 
social and financial 
vortex of Western 
civilization. He was 
in turn an illustrator, 
a newspaper corre
spondent, our con
sular representative 
in M a n c h u r i a , a 
member of America's 
most famous bank
ing-house, an ex
ponent of more en
l i g h t e n e d t r a d e 
relations, and a ma
jor in the American 

Expeditionary Forces, attached to the 
staff of the First Army. He was equally 
at home in Buddhist monasteries and at 
London dinner-tables, yet through it all 
he preserved an utter simplicity and 
directness—he was never guilty of an as
sumed emotion or of an heroic gesture. 

I first knew Straight as an architectural 
student in Cornell University. One of 
the requirements in order to graduate was 
a certain number of months of actual ex
perience as a draughtsman in an office. 
Accordingly, he applied to me for a posi
tion during the long summer vacation. 

Last picture of Major Straight. Taken just 
before he sailed for France in 1918, 

the art aspect of his 
manifold talent was 
uppermost and cov
ered his whole sky. 

Straight was born 
in Oswego, New 
York. His father, 
who was a professor 
of zoo logy , d ied 
when the boy was 
six years old, leaving 
the mother to pro
vide for the two chil
dren. She bravely 
carried on her hus-
b a n d ' s w o r k of 
teaching, and being 
offered a promising 
position in Japan, at 
the Girls' Normal 
School in Tokyo, she 
went there with her 
children, remaining 
for a period of two 
years. 

He thus experi
enced the seduction 

of the East when he was very young. He 
woke up, as it were, in a wonderland of 
sights, sounds, odors, from the sweet 
tyranny of which he was thereafter never 
able to escape. A born artist, the most 
powerful appeal the East made to him 
was the aesthetic appeal. As this hap
pened to be mine also, I encouraged him 
in his ambition to go to China after leav
ing college, and there render the perpetual 
pageant of the Oriental world in terms of 
paint; for he saw the world at all times 
as the painter sees it—multicolored, cor
uscating, in the camera obscura of the eye. 
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Not long after his graduation I began 
receiving letters from him from China, 
where, a clerk in the Chinese Imperial 
Customs under Sir Robert Hart [1902-4], 
he was soaking up the life around him like 
a sponge, and squeezing it out again in 
the form of pen-and-ink and water-color 
sketches of a charm and distinction which 
can only be characterized as rare. The 
following letter, adorned with spirited 
pen-drawings, well indicates the quality 
of his reaction to the spirit of the East. 

" M Y DEAR M R . BRAGDON, 
"As you'll see, again, by the above" [a 

sketch of the walls of the Tartar city], 
" I am in the Northern Capital, Peking, 
most rudely torn away from Nanking 
and its steaming summer. But in this 
case I pardon the impoliteness of the In
spector General in ordering me away from 
my Chinese studies in the south, for he 
has very considerately put me at them 
again up here, and with a better house, 
better climate, and what's more to the 
point, better teachers. 

"Then, too, I am well pleased because 
the place in itself, so many years the seat 
of empire, and latterly of the Boxer hor
rors, is full of ancient monuments, and, 
unfortunately, modern ruins. There are 
temples of all sorts and descriptions, 
tombs, and monasteries. At any time as 
one wanders through the crowded streets, 
one is likely to come unexpectedly upon 
some new wonder. 

"Then, too, the streets themselves are 
great unworked mines, from an artistic 
standpoint. The contrasts one sees there-
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on: rumbling Peking carts, rattling slat-
sided rickshaws, great lumbering goods 
wagons drawn by three or four mules, or 
shaggy ponies—or both, and then again, 
winding in and out, a string of camels, 
dirty, reeking with their own peculiar 
odor, blinking, as they pad softly along 
the way. 

"Legation quarter itself is a veritable 
fortress, surrounded by a glacis on three 
sides, and the Tartar City wall on the 
other. The weary diner-out, wandering 
homeward in the wee sma' hours, is halted 
every now and then by a sentry, and must 
answer 'Friend,' and be told in Russian, 
or Japanese, or Italian, or whatever else 
it may be, to 'advance and be recognized.' 

"The streets are policed by the troops 
of all nations; the duly appointed native 
guardians of the peace being by their 
own firesides, and the breakers of it 
everywhere throughout the Chinese City. 
The Russians are great, hulking fellows, 
bronzed and hardened by exposure and 
much vodka. The Japanese and English 
are smart and natty, our own men a 
bright-looking crowd, the French, under
sized, dirty little beggars, the Italian and 
Austrian sailors a fine lot of men, but the 
Germans! Ai ya ! Such a bargain-sale 
crowd I have never seen. Worse fitting 
clothes couldn't have been especially de
signed for them. Stupid and heavy, they 
are absolutely the worst crowd in Pe
king, and, for that matter, in all China. 

" I am following your advice, and 
sketching incessantly. I spend many of 
my afternoons wandering through the 
streets sketching and gossiping with the 



Some Chinese Letters of Willard Straight 667 

people, and on Sundays nose in and out 
among the temples, and about the coun
try which hereabout is charming. 

"There is a Spirit of the East. I feel it, 
all the time, and the feeling grows in me. 
I t is indefinable yet, but there is some
thing overpowering, crushing in its terri
ble strength, its disregard of human life. 
Here, where one falls and a hundred take 
his place, the Divine Spark is but a cheap 
commodity. There is not the Individual, 
rather, there is the Mass. This Essential 
Being is wild and ghostly—like the music, 
now low, now soft, thrumming, now shrill, 
screeching up and down the scale. I t is 
full of self-abnegation, of fanaticism, of 
demoniacal cruelty, and Divine Pity, and 
there is a mist about it, a mist that 
swirls and eddies incense-laden, thinning 
for an instant to unveil the vision that is 
wrapt again, ere one can realize its full 
portent. And the colors are gorgeous, 
yet subdued and softened, the light is 
dim, there are the passing reds of human 
blood, tainting now and then the heavy 
incense-perfume, and there are wild bursts 

of song, and 
the wailing of 
str inged in-
s t r u m e n t s , 
r i s ing in a 

But the Germans! 

paean that is 
yearning, yet 
full of an aw
ful, irresisti
ble power. 

" I t is thus 
t h a t I am 
beginning to 
fee l i t . I 
can't describe 
it really, but 
some day I 
want to paint 
it. Yet even 
that would 
be a meagre 
rendering, for 
it needs the 

The Russians are great, hulking 
fellows. 

h e a v y a i r , 
and the wild 
music too. I 
know t h a t 
t h e r e is a 
chance ou t 
here to learn 
s o m e t h i n g 
a n d to do 
s o m e t h i n g 
but the flesh 
is weak, and 
occasionally 
—yes, more 
t h a n occa-
s i o n a l l y — 
one slumps, 
and needs a 
s t r e n u o u s 
k i ck . That 
kick you can 
adminis
ter if you 
will, for 
as I said 
b e f o r e , 
you star
ted me 
off some 
time ago when you told me to work at the 
Japanese side of it all. So if you would 

make a good finished product of the 
rough material, you must stir the clay 
a bit now and then, and I assure you, 

the clay will appreciate the stirring, and 
the stirrer. . . ." 

The next letter (also illustrated) opens 
in much the same strain of confidence 
mingled with that natural self-distrust of 
lonely youth craving reassurance. In his 
own form of words, and confronted with 
his own aesthetic problem, he gives voice 
to the ancient plaint of every sincere ar
tist: Ars longa, vita brevis est. Then fol
lows an extended description of a temple 
ceremony which shows his extraordinary 
susceptibility to the purely visual appeal 
—to color, light, sound, movement. His 
knowledge of the Chinese language, to
gether with his sympathetic and engaging 
personality, enabled him to penetrate deep 
below the surface of Oriental life, and the 
temple priest, so amusingly described, who 
served him both as a model and as a pur
veyor of ancient scrolls, was only one of 



an almost endless procession of picaresque 
characters fixed by Straight's clever pen
cil and sensed by his impressionable and 
ever-curious mind. Years afterward he 
entertained me with the recital of adven
tures as preposterous, 
amusing, and dramat
ic as those of Haroun-
al-Raschid himself. I 
remember in particu
lar one tale about the 
effort of himself and a 
friend to discover, by 
means of Eastern mag
ic, the author of the 
theft of a valuable 
p h o t o g r a p h i c lens. 
The commonest meth
od—the questioning 
of an adolescent under 
h y p n o s i s — h a v i n g 
given no satisfactory 
result, a veritable high 
priest of the art of 
necromancy was per
suaded to make the 
a t t e m p t . In semi-
darkness, a m i d the 
most outre surround
ings, after the per 

Long, flowing, purple, with the em-
broidered ribands down the back. 

they had suspected of the theft from the 
first. 

" M Y DEAR M R . BRAGDON, 
" I t has been some time since I received 

your l e t t e r , m u c h 
longer, in fact, than I 
had supposed, and I 
trust that you will not 
consider my tardiness 
due to any lack of ap
preciation on my part, 
of your kindness in 
writing me so prompt
ly. As I wrote you 
before of your first 
letter, your s e c o n d 
was very helpful in 
that it started me off 
with an idea t h a t 
there was something 
to be done, the goal to 
be reached by steady 
work ahead still with
in the range of the 
Possibilities, at least, 
and not to be con
sidered absolutely un
attainable. T h a t is 
the great thing out 

formance of all manner of magical rites, here in the dozing East. One forgets the 
the necromancer succeeded in evoking be- constant striving that is apparent every-
fore their eyes a flat image—a picture—of where at home, and is tempted to let 
a man with averted head. Straight af- matters run their course more or less, 
firmed to me that to his amazement and trusting to luck. 'And when they ain't 
that of his friend this pictured head was pretendin', they are good.' Flesh is weak, 
then made by the magician to turn— and some weaker than others. In this 
hesitatingly, as though unwillingly—half particular case, a rather constant prod-
toward them, and that it revealed a ding would be most beneficial, not to say 
profile which they recognized as that of absolutely necessary. You have kindly 
the particular C h i n e s e official whom consented to assist in the pricking proc-
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ess, and I assure you, I am very greatly 
indebted. 

"There is so much to see, so much to 
paint, and to think about, that the im
mensity of the task is almost appalling. 
One wishes for a lifetime of bright blue 
days, and even then it would seem hope
less, for it could be done so well, and the 
technical difficulties are so hard to master 
and overcome. However, these may be a 
bit accomplished even 'in the ride,' and 
there's a deal of pleasure in trying. 

"Of late I have been Llamaizing, I 
suppose you might call it, lurking about 
in Buddha-decked nooks and corners in 
the great Mongol monastery, listening to 
the droning, chanting, mumbling voices 
of the priests—some of them rumbling in 
heavy bass, others giving their clear little 
boy-notes to the Song of Praise. There 
is a continual dum-dum-dumming of 
drums, the rising and falling notes of the 
trumpets, the squawking of flutes, the 
clank-clank of the cymbals, slower at 
first, then all finishing the measure with 
a terrible clash of sound. The service 
finished in one side-chapel, the Llamas 
file out, in their flowing crimson mantles, 
and their old-gold felt caps, like the horse

hair p l u m e d 
h e l m e t s of 
the a n c i e n t 
Greeks. These 
men g a t h e r 
about the door
ways or scurry 
t h r o u g h the 
courts to their 
cells, and the 
never-ceasing 
hum passes on 
to the n e x t 
chapel. I t is 
s t r a n g e how 
very like the 
robes of the 
C a t h o l i c 
priests the gar
ments of the 
Tali-llamas are 
—long, flow
ing, p u r p l e , 
with the em
broidered rib-

Mongols, skin-clad, heavy- a n d s d o w n 
shod, unwashed. t h e b a c k . 

A priest of the temple. 

"One Sun
d a y morning 
I went early 
to the temple. 
T h e y w e r e 
preparing for 
a feast, for the 
c o u r t s were 
full of orange-
robed priests; 
their crimson 
scarfs were 
f r e s h a n d 
c l e a n , a n d 
they" wore fur 
caps with yel
low tops and 
red buttons of 
twisted silk. 
F r i e n d s of 
m i n e , from 
other temples 
o u t s i d e the 
c i t y w e r e 
there, looking 
c leaner and 

more respectable than I have ever seen 
them look before, and beside them were 
many white and blue b u t t o n men, 
magistrates in the city. I went in past 
the great bronze lions at the gates, on 
into the inner temple courts, and into 
the first great hall. Here was a yellow 
silk canopy, covering a great map-like 
affair. Six or seven men were sifting 
colors, red and blue and green and yellow, 
in lines and scrolls and broad fields. 
'Twas the map of heaven, they said, and 
showed me the Palace of Lord Buddha 
in the center thereof. Moving in towards 
the other side of the room, I looked back 
over the group squatting and working. 
Around them were a crowd of onlookers, 
priests in purple, officials in silks and em
broidery, laymen in the omnipresent blue. 
A shaft of light came slanting through the 
doorway, bathing them in yellow splen
dor, and deepening the shadows. In the 
full light several orange-clad men were 
standing, and their gowns shone and whit
ened. Beyond was the shadow, the green-
gray, picked out by the glint of gold, or a 
bit of red, in the garments of the painted 
Buddhas on the walls. Rows of idols 
massed themselves dimly, scarcely losing 
themselves in the twilight. 
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"Then as I stood there, drinking in the 
color, two mongols, skin-clad, heavy-shod, 
unwashed, came slouching in, their as
trakhan caps in their hands. They threw 
themselves on their faces before the great 
smilingly impressive image, and prayed, 
their voices rising and falling, while from 
the chapel without came the low hum of 
the chanting priests. I t was a picture to 
be painted, if there ever was one. 

"Today I have been doing an oil sketch 
of a priest of the temple. A most disrep
utable individual he is, a thief and a 
blackguard—but useful. Already he has 
brought me four splendid scrolls, two of 
them from Thibet, painted in a sort of 
oils, on canvas, faded and worn and dusty. 
Two of them are of Buddhas, on silk, dat
ing back two hundred years and more, for 
the date is written on them in Chinese. 
The colors are mellowed and blended and 
softened by time. When I come across 
a good one I will send it on to you, trust
ing that it may be honoured with a 
place in your brown and orange and blue 
room. . . ." 

The following brief letter was written 
at the moment when Straight was just 
about to forsake forever the Primrose 
Path of art for one more dusty and ad
venturous, leading finally into high places 
and among great figures. Thereafter, he 
was to become an actor rather than a 
spectator in the world-drama of West 
and East. He makes me his executor, as 
it were, in the matter of disposing of six 
charming water-colors of Chinese types. 
These suffered the fate which so often at
tends things beautiful and rare: though 
much admired by connoisseurs they found 
no purchasers. Whether the series was 
ever completed or not, I do not know, but 
in any case this letter marks the end of 
his absorption in the East as material 
for art and the beginning of his absorp
tion in its political, economic, and finan
cial problems. 

" M Y DEAR M R . BRAGDON, 
" I t has been a very long time since I 

have written you how the Far Eastern 
world was turning, and as a matter of 
fact, any letter that I might have written 
would have been more of the nature of a 
political treatise than a bit of respectable 

correspondence. Our minds have been 
wholly wrapt up in the wonderment which 
the rapid course of events must have 
caused anyone who followed them, and 
which to us who are out here, of course, 
has been absorbingly interesting. And 
now as a result of this mental develop
ment, or deterioration, whichever you 
choose to call it, I have burned my bridges 
—whist!—and am off to the wars as a 
correspondent for Reuter and the Associ
ated Press, with a sketch book in one hand 
and a pad in the other and a telegraph 
wire around my neck. I am off to the 
front in high fettle, for I see chances for 
much exciting experience, and many real 
sketches. 

" I am therefore sending you six draw
ings of as many different sorts of China
men; the series I started was to consist 
of twelve, but some have fallen into the 
hands of friends and some went as Christ
mas presents. If you could do so, and 
think the subjects and the execution 
worthy of such a distinction, I should like 
to have you have them suitably mounted 
and framed, and sent to the American 
Water Color Society's exhibit or any 
other. My original idea, when I had 
hoped to go to St. Louis as Secretary to 
the Chinese Commission, was to have 
taken them there, but that now hardly 
seems w o r t h while. However, I put 
them in your hands for better or worse, 
and if you could exhibit them or sell them, 
or both, I should be greatly obliged. 
Some day I shall finish the task I was 
forced to drop in its more or less initial 
stage, and the final results may be more 
deserving of your consideration. But such 
as they are, I will turn them over with 
many prayers for their successful venture 
into the public gaze. 

" I trust that you are well and are find
ing the life of a Benedict all that the poets 
have claimed for that blissful state. I 
cannot write at greater length for I am 
off at a moment's notice and frightfully 
rushed. Thanking you in advance for 
your trouble, and trusting that you will 
not find the task a perfunctory one, I am 
with kind regards, 

" Sincerely yours, 
" W . D. STRAIGHT." 

The next is written on the somewhat 



Picture of Willard Straight [centre], taken at the American Consulate at Mukden in 1908. 

florid letter paper of the Hotel du Palais 
(L. Martin, Proprietaire) at Seoul, Korea, 
and bears the date of June 4, 1904. 
Straight is now a seasoned and accredited 
war-correspondent "in charge," as he 
says, of Korea, and contributing des
patches on the Russo-Japanese War to 
the leading newspapers of the West, and 
sketches to the London Graphic. 

" M Y DEAR M R . BRAGDON, 
"Many thanks for your kind letter. I 

was extremely glad to hear from you 
again, and to know, also, that you ap
proved of my pictures. Your approval 
quite braced me up. Now this can scarce
ly be called the Front, though it's much 
nearer than most people have been able 
to reach. I have been here for the past 
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three months, and if you've been reading 
the papers you've probably seen some of 
my stuff. Bare cable messages can scarce
ly be called literary efforts. However, it 
means something to have been ' in charge' 
of Korea. 

" I am now off on the most wonderful 
expedition ever arranged by any govern
ment. The Japanese are sending mem
bers of the House of Peers and the House 
of Commons, officials from the Foreign 
Office, the Foreign Naval attaches and 
several military men, with ten European 
and American correspondents to see the 
theatre of the war. The expedition goes 
on the 'Manchuria,' formerly of the Rus
sian Volunteer Fleet, and captured in 
Nagasaki by the Japanese at the outbreak 
of hostilities. The humor of the situation 
is tremendous. Think of running a naval 
picnic in wartime, sending out sightseers 
by a government steamer timed to arrive 
at Port Arthur as the Japanese land and 
sea forces make their final attack. Isn't 
the situation attractive ? 

"Up to date I have done very little 
drawing—some sketches in the London 
Graphic, and that's about all. One's 
time is very much occupied in chasing 
from Legation to Legation in a wild 
hunt for the desired news item. However, 
the experience has been most interesting 
and I have enjoyed every minute of it. 
Korea is more like a comic opera than any
thing I have ever seen. Some day I will 
write you of it—some day when I have a 
little more time. Just now I am busy pack
ing Korean chests and other truck I have 
laden myself with during my stay here. 

" I am glad to hear that architecture 
and magazines are booming—that's fine. 
One of these days I shall drop in on you 
again. Till then, believe me, 

" Sincerely yours, 
"W. D. STRAIGHT." 

An interval of three years appears to 
have elapsed before I heard from Straight 
again directly. The ever more swiftly 
flowing current of affairs in the East ab
sorbed his attention and his energies. By 
this time he had attained to the position 
of consul-general at Mukden, an office in 
which, by reason of his intimate knowl
edge of Eastern affairs, his tact, his 
ability, his scholarship, he performed 

distinguished service. The tone of this 
letter, dated May 12, 1907, from Muk
den, is noticeably different from that of 
the others. I t is more mature and re
flective. His attitude toward art has 
changed from that of a participant to one 
of interested, critical observation. He 
has glimpsed the truth that art cannot 
flower in any community torn by war and 
trade rivalries, and he has now definitely 
foresworn his earlier ambitions in order 
to do his part toward bringing about 
needed adjustments. In an article on 
Straight, published in the New Republic 
shortly after his death, he was character
ized as pre-eminently a pioneer, and this 
is a true characterization. Yet how few 
pioneers are called upon to make just his 
sort of a renunciation—not of a country 
in which life has become intolerable, but 
of a sweet demesne in which his spirit was 
perhaps more at home than in any other. 

M U K D E N , May 12, 1907. 

" D E A R BRAGDON— 

"Now that is temerity indeed. I won
der if you know the feeling that one has 
when one wonders about tacking on the 
tail to a name, or letting it drop in a de
sire not to be thought too formal—yet 
regretting the amputation as possibly an 
over-hasty claim of familiarity. How
ever, I should have written you long ago, 
for I want to congratulate you on being 
a father. I t must be a rather strange and 
yet a very wonderful thing to look such 
a problem in the face. For it is the 
making of one cannot foretell how much 
that is in one's hands, and the benefit 
of all manner of experience that should 
be given, and which one would so wish 
to impress upon the growing mind, but 
which will, I suppose as long as we are 
human, be disregarded by Youth who 
prefers to learn from nature and not from 
a parental text-book. I've often won
dered whether a boy ought to be taught 
to fight, and I rather think he had. Don't 
you? Don't you believe that beautiful 
instincts will come with age—control and 
regulation—while if the natural, primitive 
manifestations of a desire to excel or to 
conquer (which in the human male as in 
the other nobler animals must be ex
hibited in physical strife, more or less) 
are suppressed and discouraged, isn't the 
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result more apt to be a weakling ? And 
isn't it easier to control strength than to 
virilize weakness ? If I ever have a boy 
I think that I should make it a point that 
he should never fight in a wrong cause, or 
without reason, but that if he did he would 
have to win ! Is that Christian, or not ? 

" I have just re-read your letter in 
which you speak of Maxfield Parrish's 
decoration for the Knickerbocker hotel. 
I should like to see it. One admires his 
work tremendously—though as you say, 
it is too literal, in a way—there's no sweep 
of action. His people are all mural deco
ration people, and not of real flesh and 
blood. Yet after all is it not possible that 
as decoration they are more honest and 
frank admissions that they are decorations 
—color schemes embodying natural and 
human forms as the patterns ? 

" I should like very much to see your 
designs for the leaded windows. Haven't 
you a rough sketch thereof that you could 
send me? You've no idea how barren 
one becomes in this part of the world— 
how much a machine—or an ambitious 
sponge-like being, dipping into Treaties, 
and Regulations, and questions of pro
cedure, or policy, or trade, with never an 
instant hardly in which to think even of 
the better things—they are higher you 
know for they are enjoyed by those who 
have won the right to do so after hav
ing passed through all this travail which 
we are watching now—commercial read
justment. I mean of course from a broad 
point of view. 

" I n Italy the Renaissance came, didn't 
it, at a time when there was a great com
mercial prosperity, where the tradal rela
tions between cities were fairly well regu
lated, and when war had been reduced 
largely to a matter of the purchase and 
repurchase of mercenaries. Things were 
more or less adjusted, and people could 
stop a moment to think or to paint. Am I 
correct? They couldn't have done these 
things if they were all clustering around 
one market, clutching at one another, 
squabbling and pulling over taxes and 
freight rates, preferential treatment, and 
the confusion of political design with 
commercial ambition—could they? 

" I n Manchuria, many times, it is fas
cinating to think of it all in the abstract, 
but so frequently it becomes such a real

ity, so near and intimate a part of life, 
that it is impossible to secure the neces
sary perspective. In a way, therefore, 
you who at home have your plays, and 
above all your music, and your telegraph
ic connection with all parts of the world, 
are in many ways more blessed than we 
who are way at the end—the nerves far 
away from the center of intelligence and 
sensation. 

"The political problem is a fascinating 
one, and I wonder what you would think 
of the fellow-countrymen of Hokusai and 
Hiroshige if you knew them as diplomats, 
soldiers and merchants, in a land where 
they were preceded by folk who had little 
sense of the finer distinctions between 
meum and tuum. I make no comments. 

"What China is going to be able to do 
in these troubled parts I do not know, 
but it will at least be interesting to see, 
unless some sudden changes take place 
in the capital, which is not unlikely. We 
are to have a new Governor here—a per
son who has graduated from Columbia— 
who speaks English perfectly, who has 
passed through the Boxer trouble, and is 
as a result bitterly anti-foreign—but not 
in the old blood-curdling style—intelli
gently so, I mean, with a stern resolve ap
parently to wound them in their tenderest 
spot—their pocket—by refusing any form 
of mining or railway concession. He is 
reputed to be the cleverest diplomat in 
China and has stood the Russians off in 
good stead for some months in Peking. 
What will happen after his arrival, I do 
not, as I say, know, but that something 
will happen we all feel quite sure. 

" I am sending you some foolish pic
tures that may interest you. With kind
est regards, and hoping to hear from you, 

"Yours sincerely, 
"WILLARD STRAIGHT." 

The latter part of Straight's life, con
cerned as it was with large affairs both in 
America and Asia, is beyond the province 
of this essay, since the letters which por
tray this earlier phase end here. Few 
men touched life at so many points, and 
with such insight. But greater than his 
achievement in any field was the spirit 
behind that achievement, and these 
letters, written at a time when he had 
that leisure and liberty which is the 
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precious prerogative of obscure and un
trammelled youth, perhaps portray that 
spirit more adequately and truly than 
others written amid the dust and heat of 
the arena in which his greater battles 
were fought. He died young, and his 
career was meteoric, but he was captain 
of his soul—the bow and not the arrow— 
and the aloofness from those passions 
which commonly muddy the wills of men 
who mould the lives of other men was 
held by him to the end. 

To me he always seemed to be one of 
the vanguard of that younger race which 

is yet the elder, by reason of its greater 
wisdom, detachment, artistry in life—a 
race destined to unite not alone the East 
and the West, but continents not geo
graphical: those hemispheres of thought 
and feeling indifferent, or actually hostile 
to one another now. Straight's work in 
promoting a better understanding be
tween America and Asia was only the 
outer symbol of a reconcilement of ideas 
and ideals which he in his own person 
represented, and these are coming more 
and more into acceptance by free spirits 
everywhere throughout the world. 

PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF 
WALT WHITMAN 

By • W i l l i a m R o s c o e T h a y e r 
Author of " T h e Life and Times of Cavour," " Life and Letters of John H a y , " "Ge rmany vs. Civilization," etc. 

I F I R S T came to know 
Walt Whitman in 1885, 
when he was sixty-six years 
old. I had been living for 
several years in Philadel
phia, where Whitman, who 

had a little home in Camden, across the 
Delaware, was a conspicuous figure. One 
used to see him of an afternoon shuffling 
down Chestnut Street, a man so unusual 
that even if he had not dressed to attract 
attention, you would not have passed him 
by unnoticed. Although he leaned some
what sideways owing to his crippled leg, 
he must have stood nearly or quite six feet 
tall. His shoulders were broad, and 
neither age nor infirmity had broken down 
the original robustness of his frame. But 
what impressed you most was his face, 
with its fresh, pink skin, as of a child, and 
the flowing beard, white and soft and pa
triarchal, like that of one of John Bellini's 
saints. He wore a gray suit—sack coat, 
waistcoat, and trousers—which might 
have been of homespun—but was not, and 
a white unstarched shirt with collar care

fully turned over on either side and un
buttoned, so that you saw his sinewy 
throat and a span below it of his chest, 
which also had its fledge of whitening 
hair. The broad brim of his soft, gray, 
felt hat shaded his eyes so that you were 
not sure whether they were light blue or 
gray, but you could not miss seeing the 
perfect arch of the brow over each of their 
sockets. 

And so Walt made his slow progress 
down the street, dragging his lame foot 
along with a shuffling sound, and sup
porting himself on his stout stick. This 
was his parade. Nearly every one knew 
who he was; many nodded or said, "Hul
lo, Wal t !" and now and then some pal or 
acquaintance would stop and speak to 
him. He answered all salutations cheerily 
and looked at the throngs which swept 
toward him with the same searching in
terest with which in earlier days he had 
scrutinized the crowds on the Brooklyn 
ferry-boats. His eyes were dimmer now, 
but his heart kept its old zest. Occa
sionally, he would stop to peer into a win-
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dow or to make a brief call at some shop 
where he had a crony. Sometimes you 
ran upon him at the little musty old book
store of David McKay, on Ninth Street 
above Chestnut. McKay, an enterpris

ing Scot, had undertaken to publish 
Walt's books after the attorney-general 
of Massachusetts declared them to be un
fit for the readers of that Commonwealth, 
and Osgood, the Boston publisher, had 
hastily thrown them over. McKay, I 
think, would have welcomed further per
secutions as an advertising asset. 

Having finished his outing and received 
his homage for the day, Walt got into a 

osity; for I have always been eager to see 
the very form, complexion, and bearing of 
persons who for any reason have won 
notoriety if not greatness. In Walt's case 
there was something of the added pi-
quance of forbidden fruit. I had grown 
up in the belief that he was a strangely dis
solute man who, unlike most of his tribe, 
shamelessly spread the records of his de
bauches on the printed page. Nobody 

Walt Whitman. 

From a photograph presented to Mr. Thayer by Whitman. 

street-car—they were horse-cars then— 
and went down to the Market Street 
Ferry, which carried him back to Camden. 

From the first, I looked at him in these 
casual sidewalk passings with much curi-
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had forbidden me to read him; and at 
college I had dipped into "Leaves of 
Grass," but in the spirit of one looking for 
confirmation of an unintelligent prejudice, 
and I found the uncouthness of Walt's so-
called verse intolerable. The utter open
ness of the passages which had stirred the 
attorney-general were, I had sense 
enough to see, not deliberately erotic, but 
physiological, an offense against taste 
rather than morals. 

I t happened that I spent an August 
Sunday down at Wallingford with Dr. 
Horace Howard Furness, an old friend of 
mine, or at least one whose human kind
ness was so genuine and so winning that it 
made even a young fellow like me feel that 
we were friends. At any rate, so far as 
expressing opinions went, I spoke quite 
freely, and he listened with a wonderful 
courtesy to what must have often seemed 
to him—with all of Shakespeare's char
acters for interlocutors—crude if not 
callow. 

Dr. Furness himself was one of those 
rare persons who produce an impression 
on those who know them that cannot be 
communicated in writing—an impres
sion immediate, sweet and yet vigorous, 
almost elusive at the moment, but indeli
ble in memory. He was then a man of 
fifty one or two, short, with rather a large 
head already bald, a smooth-shaven face, 
except for the closely trimmed mustache, 
a Roman nose, and scholar's brow. 
Through his gold-rimmed spectacles he 
looked at you hospitably with that ex
pectancy common to the deaf, and his 
mouth, too, serious when in repose, quick
ly lighted up with a smile when- he wel
comed you, or listened to your talk. He 
used to sit astride of a chair, leaning his 
left elbow on its top, where he had con
trived a box with a lid for his pipe and 
tobacco—and having placed you as near 
as possible in front of him, and lighted 
your pipe and his, he would hold toward 
you his beaten-silver ear-trumpet. And 
then the talk would begin, and as you lis
tened, you took little note of time. 

That Sunday we rambled for hours 
among many fields of literature, he lead
ing, I following, in that unpremeditated 
way which is one of the conditions of de
lightful conversation. By chance Whit
man was mentioned. "Do you know 

Wal t ? " Dr. Furness asked. " N o , " I 
replied; " I 've often seen him on Chest
nut Street and I have dipped into his 
' Leaves of Grass,' but the stuff isn't 
poetry, and I don't like his dirt and vul
garity." "Tha t is only a part and not 
the most important part of it," said Dr. 
Furness, in substance. " I n his way, 
Walt is the most remarkable old creature 
alive. There will not be another like him 
in five hundred years. Go and see him. 
Talk with him." 

Dr. Furness got up, went to a shelf, took 
down a volume, came back and opened it. 

"As for poetry, my boy, listen to this." 
And then he read to me from "Leaves" 
a dozen or fifteen lines beginning; 

" I am he that walks with the tender and grow
ing night." 

When he finished, he paused a moment, 
waiting for the rich sounds to soak in, and 
then said: " Whether you call it poetry or 
not, that is great." 

Dr. Furness was a reader of such 
magical power that I believe he could 
have made you laugh or cry at will over a 
time-table. His voice was not massive, 
nor had it in high degree the ventriloquiz
ing quality which enables dramatic read
ers to feign different parts; but there were 
in it certain notes of surpassing tenderness 
and pathos and others of passion, which 
fitted it perfectly to express the mingling 
of personal desire and cosmic emotion in 
that passage from Whitman. 

A few days later I took the ferry to 
Camden, a town which, so far as one 
could judge from its water-front, was an 
unlikely abode for even a minor poet. A 
few minutes' walk across railroad-tracks 
brought me to Mickle Street, on which 
Whitman lived. I t was a street of small, 
cheap houses, some of them serving both 
as little stores and dwellings, with here 
and there a larger building and, at a street-
corner, a beer-saloon. An occasional tree, 
lean and starved and homesick-looking, 
threw a feeble shade on the sidewalk and 
gave the only hint of nature to that scene. 
Poor but respectable, with a suggestion 
that unrespectability was just round the 
corner, is the impression I recall of Mickle 
Street. Number 328 was only a few 
blocks away. I still remember the trepi
dation with which I approached it, for I 
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have always felt shy at breaking in unin
vited on a celebrity. At the last moment, 
before ringing the bell, a sense of the ab
surdity and of the impertinence of the 
situation came over me. What had I to 
say to him ? I could not flatter him. I t 
would hardly be polite to admit that I 
came out of curiosity. I certainly did not 
go merely to boast afterward that I had 
shaken his hand. My real motive was 
that of the naturalist, who wishes to see 
with his own eyes a unique specimen of 
mammal, but I could not with delicacy in
timate to him that I regarded him as if he 
were a freak in our fauna. Afterward, on 
knowing Walt, I saw that he was the last 
person in the world to justify such hesita
tion, for he laid himself out to be a show, 
and he would have been disappointed if he 
had failed to draw. He did not ask why 
you came, if only you came. 

So I rang the bell and prepared to take 
the consequences. 

Soon afterward, fresh from the adven
ture, I wrote to a friend the following 
description of it, which has at least what
ever merit may attach to very vivid first 
impressions. I reprint it as written, with 
the signs of haste and the youthful effort 
to draw a speaking likeness upon it. 

UNION LEAGUE, PHILADELPHIA, 
August 2, 1885. 

While the recollection of it is still fresh 
I want to give you a description of an hour 
I spent one day last week with the most 
singular personage among American writ
ers. Do you guess whom I mean? or 
shall I tell you ?—Walt Whitman. The 
afternoon was hot and bright and as I 
crossed the Delaware by ferry to Camden 
and walked along the straight, level 
streets I wondered what I should sayin ex
planation of my intrusion, but as soon as I 
reached the house I lost my perplexity. 
Even the exterior of Whitman's home, 
situated at 328 Mickle Street, is simple 
and friendly enough to dispel formality. 
The house, or rather cottage, is only two 
stories high and less than five paces wide. 
I t is of wood, and is shaded by a tree on 
the sidewalk. The front door was open, 
and when I rang, a comely housekeeper 
opened an inside summer door, through 
the slats of which I had already seen her 
ironing at the end of a corridor. 

VOL. LXV—47 

I asked if Mr. Whitman was able to see 
visitors—he had had a slight sunstroke a 
few days before—and she said: "Cer
tainly." Having seated me in the little 
parlor—a sort of double room, the back 
part of which does service as a chamber, 
being furnished with a bed and a few 
wooden chairs—she disappeared, and 
presently I heard rumbling as of slow 
movements overhead. I looked at the 
things about me—all simple, neat, and 
cosey—and felt half-ashamed to have dis
turbed the old man. Soon I heard shuf
fling steps and the regular clacking of a 
stick on the entry floor, and in a moment 
Whitman moved into sight through the 
doorway. Very cordial was his hand
shake, and ere I had made a short apology 
for interrupting him, his " Glad to see 
yer" put me quite at ease. He sat in a 
wicker-bottomed rocking-chair near one 
window, and I about six feet from him 
near the other. 

I wish I could draw him for you, be
cause if there be to-day a patriarchal-
looking man, it is he. His hah and beard 
are long and very white. His head on the 
top is egg-shaped, and a not very high 
forehead stretches down to the bushy eye
brows, in which white and black hairs 
struggle for prominence. His nose is 
large, straight, and rather flat, with per
haps a Roman tendency which is buried 
in the drifts of fleecy hair that cover all 
the lower parts of his cheeks and face. 
His eyes are blue, clear and kindly, set in 
thin almond lids which are so narrow that 
barely half of each iris is seen. Beneath, 
the flesh grows in little folds and wrinkles, 
which are never deep and stiff like those 
made by suffering or worry. His skin is 
rosy and as healthy as a child's. He wore 
a starched cotton shirt, whose broad col
lar was not fastened at the neck but was 
left open, exposing his chest. Trousers, 
that might have been of homespun, and 
stockings were of his favorite gray color; 
and worsted-worked slippers completed 
his dress. 

His expression has benignity, tranquil
lity, and contentment. You miss the 
deep-set eyes and the aggressive manner 
that you associate with men of passion
ate or profound genius; but you have the 
embodiment of the kindly, receptive na
ture, which is placid, observant, and inter-
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ested in whatever person or subject is be
fore it. 

We soon fell into an easy conversation, 
in which he showed no wish to take the 
lion's share, or to utter wise saws. He 
spoke deliberately, often waiting for a 
word or a clause, and without any affecta
tion, so far as I noticed. 

He asked me whether I had not written 
him two years ago in regard to a letter 
which he had received from Sidney La
nier. I answered yes, surprised at his 
good memory. He said that he had never 
replied because when my letter reached 
him he was ill, but that he had found La
nier's letter and marked it to send to me, 
but that it got displaced again among his 
disorderly papers. Lanier, he said, wrote 
" a florid, gushing" letter, and Whitman 
evidently did not put a high value on him. 

After a while we talked about Whit
man's own work. I told him frankly that 
while many parts of his "Leaves of 
Grass" had given me pleasure, I did not 
agree with him as to the propriety of pub
lishing in a volume of poetry certain pas
sages that belong in a handbook of 
physiology. He listened carefully, and 
replied: "You may be right. Many ex
cellent thinkers hold your opinion. I, 
however, have always believed the con
trary. Now, among the Arabs, if any 
man should suggest that the absurd cus
tom of veiling the faces of women be abol
ished, he would be denounced as immoral 
or as mad. I believe in unveiling. This 
is the age of expose. Darwinism makes 
expose in everything necessary. When I 
think how Darwin was abused before the 
world came round to his side, I see that it 
is possible that I may live long enough to 
behold a similar result in my case. And 
what makes me hopeful is the fact that of 
late years there has been an increasing 
number of pure, fine women, old and 
young, among my warmest friends. You 
know when doctors can bring a disease to 
the surface they are satisfied, but if it re
main hidden inside, the prospect is very 
bad. Still, I recognize there are grave 
objections. But my doctor forbade me to 
get into a critical or fatiguing discussion." 

So I changed the subject—not wishing 
to induce a stroke of apoplexy—and men
tioned that I hoped some time to write a 
history of the struggle of the Italians for 

independence. He seemed interested: 
asked many pertinent questions, about 
the character of the Italians, the pope— 
whose influence he thought was slight— 
and about Dante. He had read the 
"Divine Comedy" in Carlyle's transla
tion and in Longfellow's, but he could 
not quite understand Dante's great posi
tion among poets and in the history of 
Italy. " B u t I feel sure," he said, " t ha t 
the trouble lies with me. I haven't got 
the right clew. If I knew more it would 
be clear to me." This was his attitude 
through all our talk. He made no hasty 
conclusion, but habitually spoke as if he 
had not yet sufficient data for arriving at 
a decisive judgment. 

I asked him if among the younger 
brood of writers he saw encouraging 
symptoms. " I hardly see anybody to 
tie to," he answered. " B u t there's 
plenty of time. America knows what 
she's about. We must first clear up the 
farm, and put things in order—the rest 
will come later. I can't help thinking 
that in the past, too, America knew what 
she was about. If I were a young man, I 
probably should not go preaching to man
kind that they are a good deal better than 
they've been taught to believe—but as an 
old man that 's my firm belief. In old 
times the idea was that humanity couldn't 
be trusted. Perhaps the disparagement 
acted as a sort of spur to make men do 
better than they would have done other
wise. Now, however, I put my faith in 
humanity. Even unconsciously, the 
great bards seem to teach this same truth. 
America will produce what she needs in 
good time. We mustn't be too critical. 
We're critical of the weather, for instance, 
but at the end of the year the weather has 
done its proper work. I don't value the 
poetry in what I have written so much as 
the teaching; the poetry is only a horse 
for the other to ride." 

Before I left, he promised to send me 
Lanier's letter as soon as he should find it. 
I might repeat more that he said—al
though his ideas and not his words remain 
in my mind, and what I have given rarely 
represents his actual words—but I have 
already furnished you a fair report. 
What I have not furnished is the patri
archal look, the simple manners, the pla
cidity which bespoke the genial character. 
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This old man, partly paralyzed, very 
poor, lives undisturbed on the edge of a 
busy world, which he watches, and has a 
fellow feeling for everybody. I shall long 
remember him with his white fleece, pink 
complexion, and friendliness. If he has 
not taught others wisdom by his dis
jointed, devertebrated effusions, he has cer
tainly found wisdom for himself. 

I soon called on Walt again, and al
though I quitted Philadelphia that au
tumn, I frequently returned there and 
never missed going over to Camden for a 
chat with him. I kept no notes of our 
talk, but much that he said remains 
vividly in my memory, and I will set it 
down here in the miscellaneous fashion 
which was particularly characteristic of 
his conversation. 

One could not talk with him for five 
minutes without being struck by two 
qualities—his rare gift of discerning nat
ural objects, and the ease with which he 
seemed to improvise opinions on intellec
tual matters. Except for a few funda
mental ideas, which form the substance 
of his "message" or doctrine, he was not 
an orderly thinker at all. His mind was 
like a barberry-bush which catches wisps • 
of wool from every sheep that passes, as 
Lowell somewhere said of some one else; 
and at times it seemed to me that Walt 
was no more able than the barberry-bush 
would be to assimilate the stray catches. 
He, was unconcerned to hunt for an opin
ion, if one did not come readily to his 
mind, and he announced frankly his lack 
of knowledge or interest and changed the 
subject. 

Walt did not always care to admit the 
sources from which he borrowed freely. 
One day, for instance, he talked about 
Shakespeare's historical plays, which, he 
said, showed that Shakespeare was at 
heart a democrat, and that he had writ
ten the plays in order to discredit mon
archy and kings and the robber barons, 
and all that other old feudal nonsense. I 
discovered afterward that he had appro
priated this fantastic notion from his own 
stanch champion, William D. O'Connor. 

On another occasion he criticised 
Ruskin quite in the manner of one who 
had read widely in Ruskin's books; but 
when my eyes caught sight of a small 

paper-covered "Ruskin Anthology" on 
the little table beside me, I knew what 
had inspired him. 

Once I said to him: "Walt , in 'Leaves 
of Grass' you have the air of a rough-and-
tumble fellow who despises the well-to-do, 
mannerly people, and especially the 
learned and the literary. And yet your 
writings are sprinkled with foreign words 
(somewhat Whitmanized) and with un
expected references to scientific and other 
subjects which we don't at first associate 
you with." 

"The fact is," Walt replied, " I used to 
read all the quarterlies and magazines I 
could lay my hands on. I read 'em 
straight through; and so I stored up in 
my memory all sorts of odds and ends, 
which I pulled out and used whenever 
they came in handy." 

Being myself already saturated with 
Emerson, and persuaded that the essence 
of Walt's gospel of Americanism, and 
democracy, and, above all, of the supreme 
value of the individual had been pro
claimed by Emerson in imperishable 
pages long before Walt began his "Leaves 
of Grass," I was curious from the outset 
to see whether he would acknowledge any 
obligations. My own theory was and is 
that somewhere in the late forties Walt 
came upon Emerson's "Essays," de
voured and absorbed them, found in them 
a revelation which interpreted American 
life to him, and deliberately adopted the 
teachings as if they had been original with 
himself. When he came to write, he put 
them in his own language, laying em
phasis on this or that particular which 
most appealed to him, and giving free rein 
to his wonderful pictorial talent. And 
just as the disciple usually exaggerates or 
distorts some non-essential in his master's 
teaching, so Walt, bent on glorifying the 
individual, no matter how insignificant it 
might be, glorified rubbish as if it were 
the finest gold of the spirit. 

At one time, when I was wrestling with 
the old serpents of fatalism and evil, it 
occurred to me to go over and consult 
Walt. Ought not he, if any one, with his 
genial poise and his apparent acceptance 
of whatever fortune brought him, to solve 
these insistent questions? 

I attacked him rather too suddenly, in 
the stand-and-deliver fashion of a much-
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perplexed visitor at the Delphic oracle, 
craving an immediate reply. I asked him 
how he explained this terrible reality of 
evil, when the burden of every page of 
"Leaves of Grass" and of his other writ
ings and sayings was: "Life's all right." 
And I began to cite the misery—whether 
of body or of soul—the pain and sorrow 
and sin and injustice—from which no
body escapes. 

He did not let me go on long, but 
showed a little impatience, and replied 
almost testily: "Oh, you can't tackle it 
that way! This ain't a matter to be set
tled by yes or no. What you call evil is 
all a part of it. If you have a hill, you've 
got to have a hollow. I wish some one— 
I've often thought of doing it myself— 
would crack up the good of evil—how it 
helps us along—how it all fits in." 

"Tha t is just what Emerson once 
said," I interrupted. 

"Did h e ? " said Walt, with what 
seemed to me unexpected interest. " Did 
he ? Where did he say that ? " 

I told him the essay which contains the 
well-known passage, and I think I also 
quoted the familiar "Evil is good in the 
making." I t seemed to me that Walt 
was uncomfortable, as if I had unwit
tingly startled him into furnishing the 
clew to his inspiration; and whenever in 
subsequent talks I referred to Emerson's 
ideas, I thought that he feigned ignorance 
of them. In early manhood, he made no 
secret of his discipleship to Emerson, 
whom he called "master" in a famous 
letter. He sent one of the first copies of 
"Leaves of Grass" to Emerson, violated 
common propriety by printing in the New 
York Tribune Emerson's commendation 
and by stamping a sentence from it on 
the next edition of the "Leaves." Later, 
when he came to be accepted himself as a 
prophet, I suspect that he was glad to 
forget that he had ever called any one 
"master." In my frontal attack on the 
problem of evil, I made no further prog
ress with Walt that day or later. He was 
neither a philosopher nor a theologian and 
I doubt whether he had ever felt the pro
blem poignantly. For practical living he 
found it wise to turn away from or to dodge 
the grisly questions which challenged too 
rudely his pantheistic optimism. 

"Music helps better than argument," 

he said to me; "music soothes us, and, like 
a mother, draws us to her breast, and we 
fall asleep and we forget our difficulties." 

Then I began to perceive that morals, 
in the deepest sense, did not exist for 
Whitman. In deifying the Individual, 
he made each person his own standard to 
do and think what he chooses; with the 
result that the Whitmanesque world is 
made up of its hundreds of millions of in
dividuals as independent one of another 
as are the pebbles on a beach. They 
touch but they do not really merge. 
But human society must be based on the 
mutual interdependence of its elements; 
and the corner-stone of social life on every 
plane above that of the savages is the 
family. Whatever compliments Walt 
may have paid to the family in theory, he 
showed in practice that he neither under
stood its supreme function nor respected 
it. The relations between the sexes on 
which the family depends, meant for him 
no more than the gratification of appe
tite. He felt no obligation, no duty, 
either toward the women with whom 
he formed a temporary attachment or 
toward the offspring they bore him. I t 
has been proved, although I did not know 
it at the time of my acquaintance, that he 
admitted being the father of six children* 
by two mothers, but he rejected all re
sponsibility for their care and bringing up, 
casting the burden upon the women whom 
he abandoned. Nothing can be baser 
than that. 

When, therefore, Whitman's uncritical 
zealots rhapsodize him as the prophet of a 
new life and the proclaimer of a higher 
morality, they do him no service. What 
is admirable in his poetry and in his mes
sage lies in a different field. He can never 
be a help; on the contrary, by his example 
he must be a stumbling-block to every in
dividual, man or woman, who is strug
gling for that standard by which alone the 
sacredness of the family—and with the 
family the amelioration of the race—can 
be safeguarded. 

In this respect Whitman dwells at the 
opposite pole from Emerson, his master in 

*Walt himself stated this in a letter dated August 19, 
1890, to J . A. Symonds: " My life, young manhood, middle 
age, times South, &c., have been jolly bodily and doubtless 
open to criticism. Though unmarried I have bad six chil
dren," &c. See E . Carpenter: " Days with Walt Whitman," 
New York, 1908, pp. T42-3; Bliss Perry: "Wal t Whitman," 
Boston, 1906, pp. 44-5. 
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the gospel of individualism. Emerson 
takes it for granted that each individual 
to whom he addresses his auroral call, 
"Trus t thyself !" is already living the life 
of the spirit, instead of lagging behind in 
the lowlands of the flesh. Emerson urged 
perfection on the individual, not that he 
might enjoy himself for himself, but that 
he might be the better fitted to play a 
noble part in society, and to receive and 
obey the faintest intimation from the 
soul of the world. He never tolerated 
the thought of a community made up of 
units who, having known the higher moral 
standards, deliberately chose the immoral. 

So we can no more adopt Whitman as a 
model for our life than we could Rous
seau, whom he resembles only too closely 
on the ignoble side. Under promiscuity 
alone, the system which proposes to make 
utter selfishness the ideal of society and 
its members, could Walt and Jean Jacques 
be accepted as guides. 

So much I must say here, because it 
explains why Walt could not enlighten 
me as to the problem of evil. The more 
I saw him the more I recognized that he 
looked out on the world without any 
moral prepossession; but he was wonder
fully sensitive to some of the deepest 
emotions. Who better than he has ex
pressed the bewildered surprise, plaintive-
ness, the sense of unreality, and then the 
anguish of bereavement? And how 
nobly, as if he were welcoming an imperial 
guest, he goes to the threshold to greet 
death ! There was much more than the 
cant phrases in praise of universal broth
erhood, in his allusions to cronies and 
camerados, and to the thrill he felt when 
his hand rested on a pal's shoulder or as 
he looked into responsive eyes of a com
rade. The genuineness of these char
acteristics also was confirmed by ac
quaintance with him. 

However he may have been in earlier 
days or was then among his intimates, he 
never, as I knew him, indulged in coarse
ness. I remember that one morning I 
asked him why he would not consent to 
issue here such a volume of selections as 
William Rossetti's, brought out in Eng
land in 1868. That volume, omitting 
some of the most flagrant and physiologi
cal passages, and sparing the reader some 
of the tedious, long, prosaic, and repeti

tious lists, had given Walt his vogue 
among the intellectual elite in Britain, 
and I believed that one like it would 
reach ten times as many American readers 
as his unexpurgated editions had reached. 

He paused a moment, barely shook his 
head, and said: "That ' s just what Emer
son suggested. Years ago we spent three 
hours on Boston Common walking up and 
down, he urging and arguing just as you 
do, and I listening and thinking and some
times trying to reply. I couldn't match 
his arguments, but always something in 
me kept saying: 'Stick to it, Walt.' 
And at the end I said to him: ' I can't an
swer all your reasons, but I guess Eve got 
to hold on to the stuff you don't like. 
I t 's all part of the whole; and I can no 
more honestly cut out that part than any 
other . '" 

A snap-shot of those two on Boston 
Common that day would be among the 
most precious literary relics we Americans 
could have. 

Walt was equally firm in standing by 
his form of verse—if that be verse which 
form has none. He had been attacked so 
often that I suppose he took it as a matter 
of course that every new literary "feller" 
should take a shot at that target. I t 
seems to be pretty well proved now that 
he developed his Whitmanesque metrical 
scheme from earlier models and by de
liberate experimentation. Until he was 
thirty or over, he wrote rather platitudi
nous poems in ordinary iambic metre and 
rhymes and published them in newspa
pers. On the little table between the win
dows of the front room on Mickle Street 
was a thick quarto volume of Scott's 
poetry, printed in double column (if I re
member rightly), with pencillings on the 
margins. This, he told me, had been his 
favorite book in the earlier days, and I 
suppose that Scott's versification was his 
pattern before he found the requirements 
of regular prosody too fettering. His 
general doctrine that metre, which had 
sufficed for poets in countries more or less 
despotic, ought not to be tolerated by a 
chosen bard of this land of unlimited dem
ocratic freedom, has its allure for the 
very young in years and for all those who, 
no matter what their age may be, never 
grow up to understand that all art is dis
cipline, and that the supreme artists— 
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Sophocles and Phidias, Virgil and Dante, 
Michael Angelo, Titian, Raphael and 
Rembrandt, Shakespeare, Milton and 
Moliere—were supreme for the very rea
son that the discipline of their art had be
come instinctive in them, the necessary-
medium by which they expressed them
selves, as water is to the swimmer. 

Walt's other argument for his verse 
form was even more naive: our versifica
tion ought to match in amplitude the 
boundless sweep of "these States." If 
accepted seriously, this would mean that 
even a minor poet in Texas would employ 
lines of fifty or sixty metrical feet, to keep 
his relative distance, so to speak, over the 
Rhode Islander, who ought to be thankful 
with an allowance of four. Of course 
Walt himself would have seen the absurd
ity of this deduction; bu.t as he relied on 
his emotions and on intuition, and neither 
would nor could think, he would conclude 
this discussion, as he did the other, by 
maintaining his position without wavering. 

Once I tried a flank movement on his 
theory. 

"You profess," I said, " to make na
ture your guide and to be satisfied with 
nothing less broad and free and infinitely 
varied than you see in her. But the one 
lesson which nature teaches above all 
others is form. She takes care that 
everything from Sirius to a grain of sand 
shall have its own proper form. She 
doesn't strew a lot of rose-petals on the 
ground and call them a rose; she puts 
them together in a beautiful form. 
Many of your poems, it seems to me, are 
like heaps of petals, not always of the 
same flower, even, and intermingled with 
other irrelevant things. Their formless
ness is contrary to nature." 

This argument carried no weight with 
him. How many hundreds of times he 
must have heard similar ones! He said 
simply but without petulance, and as if he 
rather pitied my intelligence: "Of course 
my poetry isn't formless. Nobody could 
write in my way unless he had the melody 
singing in his ears. I don't always con
trive to catch the best musical combina
tion nowadays; but in the older pieces I al
ways had a tune before I began to write." 

Those tunes doubtless account for the 
haunting music of many of his first lines, 
and of other separate lines interspersed in 

the poems; but the metrical inspiration 
rarely continues for more than two or 
three lines at the most. 

As a parting shot I added: "Shake
speare's blank verse doesn't consist of a 
series of lines each of five rigid metrical 
feet; but it runs on over more or fewer 
lines, as the case may be, according to the 
sense. Hamlet's soliloquy, for instance, 
if printed in your way, would look very 
different on the page. The metre runs 
through it just as in musical composition 
there is a given key and beat. And, after 
all, in "O Captain! my Captain!"—the 
most popular of your poems—you showed 
that you could use effectively an accepted 
metre and even rhymes—although you 
balk at making the rhymes satisfactory 
throughout." But Walt took no further 
interest in the matter. 

Indeed, it was plain enough that Walt 
regarded me, as a college graduate, with a 
certain suspicion and lack of sympathy. 
His self-appointed mission being to break 
down all conventions and to shout his 
"barbaric yawp over the roofs of the 
world," he naturally looked upon a college 
as the last citadel of convention and there
fore as his special enemy. Although in 
England his readers came mostly from the 
university and literary circles, over here 
the colleges, partly from prudery and 
partly from pedantry, had been very 
slow even to mention him. At Harvard, 
in my time, for instance, a professor might 
casually refer to "Leaves of Grass," but 
when the student went to the library to 
consult the book, he found that it was 
catalogued with two blue stars, which 
meant that it was kept under lock and key 
in the "inferno" devoted to obscene pro
ductions. 

No wonder, therefore, that Walt eyed 
the academically educated with some dis
trust. I seemed to him a young man who 
came out of the university with a little 
stock of approved formulas, with which I 
was attempting to make a breach in the 
Whitmanesque cosmic theory, con
structed by him to supplant all others. 
In truth, however, I had no such ambi
tion; I was moved, as I have stated, by an 
insatiate curiosity, and by my desire to 
get from this prophet of a new order some 
solace for my own perplexities. But to 
the end I was marred for him by the aca-
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demic attachment. Yet he felt a sort of 
pity, too; and once, before going to 
Europe, when I bade him good-by, he 
urged me, with some ardor, to stand on 
my own feet, to think my own thoughts, 
and not to go on repeating what I had 
read or heard. What he wished, al
though he did not suspect it, was, that I, 
like Mr. Traubel, and one or two other 
unlimited disciples who passed much time 
with him in those last years, should give 
back to him his own thoughts as nearly as 
possible in his own language. 

One day after I had been warmly prais
ing Walt's poems on the Civil War, I said 
that I thought what he had written about 
Lincoln would stand along with James 
Russell Lowell's "Commemoration Ode" 
as the highest poetic tributes to the 
martyr President. He surprised me a 
little by saying that he had never read 
Lowell; that he supposed that he was one 
of those academic "fellers," who breathed 
the fetid air of college lecture-rooms and 
gave it out in his poems; that he was not 
a "cr i t ter" for us. I replied that al
though Lowell was a bookman, he was 
much more; at the very top of our writers 
for humor and a splendid force for patriot
ism before and during the war. "You 
ought at least to read the ' Ode,' " I said 
emphatically, "and you would see that he 
isn't the anaemic fellow you imagine. 
Much of his other poetry also is fine, some 
of it very good; and although he isn't a 
poet of the first class—who is in our time ? 
—he stands well in the second class." 

"You wouldn't persuade me to eat a 
second-class egg, would ye r?" said Walt. 
" I don't care for second-class poetry, 
either." 

In spite of his avowed ignorance he may 
have looked into Lowell's poems, and dis
missed them long before as having no 
worth for him. Completely lacking hu
mor himself, even "The Biglow Papers" 
must have been lost upon him. Walt 
had, in fact, read most of the American 
poets who were his contemporaries. We 
are told that at one time Poe attracted 
him, and we know that he absorbed Emer
son; but I recall only one of whom he 
spoke with some enthusiasm—Whittier, 
who had a "fine vein, narrow but deep 
and fiery, of the Scotch Covenanter in 
him." I remarked that E. C. Stedman's 

essay seemed to me the best any one had 
written till then on Walt himself, being free 
from prejudice and rich in appreciation. 

"Yes," said Walt, "Mr . Stedman is a 
very hospitable"—he waited a moment 
for the word—"critic and a good friend." 
Once or twice Walt mentioned Tennyson, 
ranking him as a real poet, but I have for
gotten which poems he had in mind. He 
took pride in telling me that Tennyson 
had invited him to go over to Freshwater 
for a visit, but that his health was too 
feeble. That the apostle of formless 
poetry should be elated over the sym
pathy of the chief master of poetic form 
in modern English literature struck me as 
interesting; but I think that Walt's ela
tion came from the fact that Tennyson 
was a great poet. Although he was thor
oughly democratic in his love of appre
ciation, he knew the different varieties of 
incense at a sniff. 

Looking back on our chats I perceive 
now, better than I did then, how much in 
his talk with me Walt repeated what he 
had already written down in his prose 
fragments. That description of his meet
ing with Emerson on Boston Common, for 
instance, or a long account of his last visit 
to Emerson at Concord; or the story of 
Elias Hicks and the Hicksite schism 
among the Quakers, bringing in his own 
boyhood and his recollections of his 
mother and of going to the annual meet
ings—all these he has told in print. But 
even though, owing to his failing vigor, 
they lacked something when he repeated 
them by word of mouth, they gained 
much in reality. The tone of the voice," 
the patriarchal look of the man, the 
slight gesture or the hesitation, and his 
permeating placidity can never be con
jured up by those who only read his rem
iniscences. Walt kept a certain inter
est in current affairs, but his opinions had 
been made up long before, and his chief 
interest then and always was himself. 
The casual visitor like me might let in a 
whiff from the world outside, but this was 
fleeting in comparison with the steady in
fluence of the little group of idolaters who 
echoed his thoughts, confirmed his delu
sion that literary "fellers" were every
where joined in a conspiracy against him, 
and so tended to hem in and narrow his 
vision. The more unrestricted the wor-
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ship which devotees pay to the founder of 
a cult, the greater the risk he runs; and 
the freedom which such a founder expects 
to enjoy by throwing off the fundamental 
conventions of civilized life and posing as 
a " rowdy" or a cowboy is an illusory 
emancipation which shuts more doors 
than it opens. 

But I find that I grow critical, whereas 
my purpose is rather to call up from 
time's oubliette Walt's speech and aspect 
as I knew them thirty years ago. As 
Dr. Furness said, the old fellow himself 
was what really mattered. Having seen 
him once, you never forgot his presence. 
On a summer afternoon he sat by the 
right-hand window and you at the left, 
with the little table covered with half a 
dozen books between you—the volume of 
Scott's poems most conspicuous; and he 
nodded to passers-by on the sidewalk and 
kept up his not-rapid chat with you. A 
newsboy would hand in the evening paper 
and Walt took a penny from a little pile of 
change on the window-sill and handed it to 
him with a "Thank yer, Billy," or other 
cosey greeting. In colder weather Walt 
settled into his rocking-chair, over the 
back of which was flung an unusually large 
and fine silver wolfskin. Whistler him
self could not have achieved a more beau
tiful blend of grays and whites than Walt 
did when he leaned his fleecy head against 
the gray fur. 

I talked with him frequently about 
Lincoln, whom I took it for granted he 
must have known well; but he surprised 
me by saying that although he "loafed a 
good deal around the White House," he 
never ran across the President but twice, 
and he heard Lincoln speak only twice— 
once of an evening from a balcony about 
some battle news. "He had rather a 
high voice with carrying power, but on the 
whole pleasant and impressive." 

Recently, in looking over John Hay's 
Diary, I was amused to come upon the 
following entry for October 20, 1863: 
" I went down to Willard's to-day and 
got from Palmer, who is here, a free ticket 
to New York and back for W. Whitman, 
the poet, who is going to New York to 
electioneer and vote for the Union 
ticket." So Walt's loafing around the 
White House was not wholly unremunera-
tive. 

I heard him say nothing that can add 
to his well-known and, in their way, un
surpassed descriptions of hospital scenes; 
but he made one characteristic remark 
which may be worth repeating. 

"The human critter," he said, "has be
come too self-restrained. He thinks it 
isn't manly to show his emotions, and so 
he tries to keep as hard and mum as a 
statue. This is all wrong. The Greeks 
howled when they were hurt and bawled 
with rage when they were angry. But 
our soldiers in the war would clinch their 
teeth and not let out a sign of what they 
were suffering, no matter how badly they 
were wounded; and so they often died 
because the surgeons couldn't tell where 
they'd been hit." 

Walt, himself, according to those who 
knew him in early and middle life, was 
preternaturally emotional and never at
tempted to check or to disguise the ex
pression of his feeling at the moment. 
His disapproval of discipline, which has 
been one of the chief gains made by nor
mal, civilized men since the Homeric age, 
harmonizes, therefore, with the rest of his 
philosophy of unrestraint. 

Of references to passing political affairs, 
I recall only one, bearing on President 
Harrison: " I guess he is the smallest egg 
ever laid in Uncle Sam's basket." 

I never saw him show resentment, even 
under unusual provocation. Thus, when 
Swinburne recanted in his customary 
vitriolic language his former bombastic 
laudation, I ventured to ask Walt whether 
he had seen the ferocious article in the 
Fortnightly Review. " Yes," he said with a 
tranquillity more effective than sarcasm; 
"yes, and I rather guess Swinburne has 
soured a little on me." 

Professor Bliss Perry, by far the best of 
all Whitman's biographers, has analyzed 
subtly a streak of slyness which ran 
through Walt's nature. At the time of 
my acquaintance I could not lay my 
finger on any more definite example of 
this than his apparent endeavor to escape 
from avowing his obligations to Emerson; 
but I did recognize in him a poseur of 
truly colossal proportions, one to whom 
playing a part had long before become so 
habitual that he had ceased to be con
scious that he was doing it. His offhand, 
hail-fellow-well-met manner was undoubt-
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edly genuine with him in earlier years, and 
then, after he had adopted his pose, he 
saw to it that that manner should not be 
rubbed away by conventional attrition. 
So he was almost fussily careful to have 
his costume attract as much attention as 
possible; and in his talk he stuck to cer
tain illiterate forms—like "cr i t ter" and 
"feller"—in keeping with the character 
he had assumed. We must remember 
that he was a contemporary of P. T. 
Barnum and agreed with that master-
showman's views of publicity; so he chose 
a style both in prose and verse which at 
once arrested attention; he did not blush 
to write for the newspapers puffs of him
self and his works; he craved notoriety 
even of the flimsiest sort. "The public," 
he said to me, "is a thick-skinned beast, 
and you have to keep whacking away on 
its hide to let it know you're there." 
Such egregious self-conceit has afflicted 
men much greater than Whitman, and, 
thanks to that quality which makes the 
artist a magician, the product, literary or 
artistic, of these men need not be insin
cere, for they write or paint or compose 
through their talent and not through 
their conceit. 

On one occasion, when I tried to get 
him to sum up in definite terms his creed 
—a thing which he avoided doing for half 
a lifetime, because he instinctively felt 
that vagueness was of the essence of it— 
he took a copy of the original edition of 
"As a Strong Bird on Pinions Free," and 
turning to the advertisement at the end 
he marked the margin of the third page. 
"There," said he; " I suppose you'll find 
the gist of it all there about as well as 
anywhere." He gave me the slender 
volume with its green-cloth cover, and 
wrote my name in it, adding two or three 
photographs of himself. One of these, an 
unusually beautiful portrait of him, rep
resents him as seated in a grape-vine 
rustic chair—the kind once common in 
photographers' studios—and on the fore
finger of his outstretched right hand a 
butterfly has just alighted, with wings 
still outspread. " I 've always had the 
knack of attracting birds and butterflies 
and other wild critters," he said. "They 
know that I like 'em and won't hurt 'em 
and so they come." 

How it happened that that butterfly 

should have been waiting in that studio 
on the chance that Walt might drop in to 
be photographed, or why Walt should be 
clad in a thick cardigan jacket on any day 
when butterflies would have been disport
ing themselves in the fields, I have never 
been able to explain. Was this one of the 
petty artifices by which Walt carried out 
his pose? I t doesn't matter; the picture 
is delightful and it has served ever since 
as the frontispiece to the precious little 
volume. Turn to page three of its ad
vertisements and you will find his own 
interpretation of himself and his works. 

A less venial form of slyness consisted 
in Walt's lack of candor in regard to his 
money affairs. During the last six or 
eight years of his life he allowed a few 
kind-hearted gentlemen—Dr. Furness 
and Mr. George W. Childs among them— 
to subscribe an annual sum for his up
keep; and when he grew too lame to 
walk, they supplied a horse and phaeton 
and paid a young man to act as his driver 
and valet. He even allowed some of his 
youthful admirers, who were earning a 
bare minimum wage themselves, to con
tribute a dollar or two a month apiece 
toward his support. Such a willingness 
to receive might be pardoned on the 
ground that he was affording his well-
wishers the superior blessedness of giving, 
but all the while, unknown to them, he 
was building out of his own resources a 
four-thousand-dollar mausoleum for him
self at Harleigh Cemetery. Apparently 
Walt doubted as to the value of the 
monument which posterity would raise to 
him, and so he took no chances. 

And yet, I had the feeling that if Walt 
had had much, he would have given lav
ishly; not having, he accepted without 
stint. Very likely he believed that, as he 
had bestowed upon the world something 
beyond all price, the world owed him a 
living. His tastes were so simple that he 
would not have known how to spend 
much wealth; but that four-thousand-
dollar tomb remains as an unpleasant evi
dence of his slyness. 

The last time I saw him was, I think, 
in December, 1891, a few months before 
his death. His housekeeper, Mrs. Mary 
Davis, told me at the door that he had 
been pretty feeble and was staying up
stairs, but she would ask him if he could 
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see me. He sent down word for me to 
go up. I climbed the short flight and 
went into the front room, which took 
up most of the second story of the small 
house. There stretched out in a long 
chair, propped with pillows and well 
wrapped up, with the gray wolfskin 
thrown over his knees, lay Walt, a broken, 
helpless, pathetic figure, who seemed 
hardly more than an antiquarian wreck 
in a dingy and disordered old curiosity-
shop. The room was filled with the ac
cumulation of years: bundles of news
papers, piles of books, printers' proofs, 
letters, bric-a-brac, some begrimed and 
chipped bedroom crockery, statuettes in 
plaster of Paris, a trunk or two, and a 
chair and stool long past the time when 
they could be sat in without caution. 
Boards strung on trestles made a sort of 
long table such as paper-hangers use, and 
this afforded a resting-place for other 
heaps of letters, documents, and junk. Of 
the two windows, one was darkened by 
the shutters being closed, and through 
the dirty panes of the other I saw the 
wretched buildings opposite, and the 
bleak, wintry sky out of which snow-flur
ries blew intermittently. Seldom have I 
had so complete an impression of cheer-
lessness. 

And there amid his sordid belongings, 
apparently deserted, the old man lay 
dying. 

He greeted me with his familiar " Glad 
to see yer," but in a feeble voice, and I 
took his hand, which he could hardly 
move. He said that he'd been sick, very 
sick; that the doctor told him he mustn't 
do anything, nor talk much, nor think 
much; but he liked to see old friends. 
Naturally, I started no discussion, but 
tried to suggest cheerful possibilities, 
though I knew there were none, and kept 
fearing I might be outstaying " the little 
while" which Mrs. Davis had warned me 
was all that the doctor allowed. 

To turn his thoughts away from the 
dismal present, I asked him what he had 
been doing before his illness. He re
plied: " I went through the whole of my 
poems; read 'em all from beginning to 
end; and for the first time I had some 
doubt whether they're going to last." 

The pathos of that confession moved 
me through and through. For what 

could be more tragic? Here was a man 
who believed he had made a new revela
tion to mankind—a prophet, who had 
borne mockery and neglect, and had at 
last persuaded a band of followers that he 
was indeed the true and only prophet—a 
poet, who in spite of the whimsicality of 
his poetic forms was recognized through
out the world as a poet—an arch-egoist, 
who honestly supposed that his personal
ity was and would be immensely precious 
in human progress—and now, at the end 
of his life, he expressed a doubt as to the 
validity of his message or the perma
nence of his fame. 

I told him I believed that the genuine 
poetical parts of his works would long be 
read, although what he had written to 
support his theory of composition or to 
preach his gospel would probably be 
gradually forgotten. " Posterity cherishes 
the poetry in poets," I added, "and not 
their theories. That is what has hap
pened to Wordsworth and to many an
other doctrinaire poet. But the true 
gold lasts—have no fear, Mr. Whitman— 
but it often takes more than one genera
tion to sift it from the dross." And I 
mentioned some of the p a s s a g e s in 
"Leaves of Grass" which seemed to me 
golden. 

Whether my words comforted him or 
not, I cannot say. Possibly, the doubt he 
expressed was born of a flitting mood, or 
perhaps of his lifelong craving for sym
pathy and acclaim; he could not have 
doubted seriously, for habit, if nothing 
else, would have enabled him to play his 
part through unflinchingly until the cur
tain fell. 

We talked a little more. Then I got 
up to go—probably the watchful Mrs. 
Davis was already signalling me from the 
entry—and I asked Walt whether I could 
send him anything, some fruit or wine, 
but he said that he had all he needed and 
more, and that the doctor didn't let him 
take much, anyway. His " Good-by, come 
again," was uttered feebly, because of his 
physical weakness, but without the 
slightest suggestion that he had lost cour
age or was even surprised at the defection 
of life—life which he had caressed and 
sported with and glorified, and which 
now, like a fickle mistress, had abandoned 
him. Neither that day nor earlier did I 
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hear him whisper a complaint against the 
weariness which old age and incurable 
disease laid upon him. 

I turned at the door and looked back 
upon him, a gray wraith amid the shad
ows of that dismal room. Walking to 
the ferry, I wondered whether, after what 

he had experienced, he would still sing, if 
the strength and will to sing should come 
back to him for a moment: 

" I have said that the soul is not more than the 
body, 

And I have said that the body is not more than 
the soul." 

T H E G I F T 

By Kathar ine Holland Brown 

I L L U S T R A T I O N BY A L O N Z O K I M B A L L 

HULLO, there , Carew ! " 
Jim Bolton tumbled from 
his taxi and strode, beam
ing, across to Carew, who 
stood by the warehouse 
door, sheathed to his ears 

in a huge furred coat. "Sa-ay, but 
you've done yourself proud, with all that 
mink! All dressed up, ready for hero 
stunts in Siberia, h e y ? " 

Carew nodded, shrugged deeper into 
his furs. His lean face colored a trifle. 
As usual, Bolton had shouted, rather than 
spoken, his greeting. He glanced im
patiently around him. 

I t was nine o'clock of a freezing winter 
morning. The wind poured through the 
great warehouse, an icy flood. Not forty 
yards away lay their steamer, bound in 
an hour for France. But both men owned 
an unspoken wish to stand on their own 
soil to the last minute. 

"One thing certain," Bolton beamed 
on, with breezy cheer, "we fellows will 
get mighty few bouquets for our volun
teer service. Now that the Greatest 
Show on Earth is over, our modest labors 
will be an old story. Though we'll be 
giving just as hard and necessary work, 
and running just as big risks." 

" I dare say." 
"However, fatalities now average only 

five per cent, I 'm told. Of course, I've 
made my will and all that, but it was a 
waste of time. S'pose you've arranged 
your affairs, too? Though you haven't 
anybody to provide for. I forgot." 

" N o . " Carew shrugged again. At 

the club Bolton was invariably addressed 
as Tactful James. No wonder. 

"What 's struck you to volunteer all 
over again, Carew ? Lord knows you've 
done your bit. Eighteen solid months on 
railway construction in France was no 
small chore. And you're needed, badly 
needed, on this side. Can't see how Tres-
cott Construction ever held together 
without you. Everybody knows the old 
major is only a figurehead." 

"Thanks for the kind words." 
"Tha t ain't answering my question. 

Anybody can see why I 'm beating it 
across. I missed out on the Big Thrill, 
thanks to my smashed knee. But now 
it's in commission again, I 'm out to find 
a few left-over thrills, if our Bolshevik 
friends will oblige." 

" N o doubt they will." 
"Just now I 'm collecting chills in

stead. Come along aboard." 
" Go if you like. I 'm staying ashore a 

bit longer." 
"The more fool you." Bolton exe

cuted a shivering jig-step, then raced 
away. Carew strode up and down the 
great cold, clamoring space, his gloved 
fists clinched, his gray young head bent. 
Queer, how Tactful James's prying had 
struck home! For the second time 
Carew was giving himself and all his 
powers to war, in the grim hope that, this 
time surely, his services would be ac
cepted in full; that this last dragging 
hour ashore would be his last hour of his 
own country for always. 

He was bleakly ashamed of himself. 
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He writhed under the praises which his 
friends had showered upon him, for this 
his double gift to his country. If only 
they knew how sick he was of his life, 
with what a coward's eagerness he was 
snatching at this chance to throw it 
away with honor! 

Upon him, the solid, able citizen, had 
fallen the deep and terrible loneliness that 
falls too often upon men and women of 
isolated middle age. He had everything 
—and nothing. He had won it all, 
money, prestige, high esteem. He had 
not one beloved creature of his own with 
whom to share. Not only the hunger of 
fatherhood tormented him; it was the 
sick sense of futility, the grinning futil
ity of all his years of driving effort, of 
sturdy, profitable toil. Bolton was right. 
He was a valuable citizen. But he was 
valuable only to other men, never to him
self. The joy of life had slipped from his 
grasp. All his clear, just, able dealings 
were broken shards in his lax hands. He 
went from his country as one who turns 
away in loathing from the ashes of his 
days. 

Before him glimmered his forty long 
years. He saw himself, a boy of twelve, 
in the tiny home his mother and he had 
made, their short precious time together. 
His father's young imperial portrait on 
the wall, the handful of flowers set al
ways before it; his mother's room, fire-
lit, scented of lavender, her books and 
her sewing scattered about, the cosiest 
chair drawn always for him close to her 
own; his mother herself, slim, arrow-
straight, her amber-gold hair folded in a 
great gold wreath on her little head, her 
gay brook-voice, her gray merry eyes. 
Curious. Little chap that he was, he'd 
always realized his mother, so to speak. 
He'd always known what a queen she 
was alongside of the other fellows' moth
ers. He had brought home more than 
one black eye, penalty for bragging about 
her to the gang. He'd been just fourteen 
when she died. Queer, how pluckily he'd 
bucked up and lived through that, and 
the long cruel loneliness afterward. He 
looked back with a curious sore pity for 
the blundering, dazed kid he'd been those 
first years without her. What a brave, 
gay, lovely heart she was; how vivid, how 
gloriously alive ! How could such a very 

flame go out, leave not a gleam behind! 
If she had lived on for him, if she were 
living now 

He drew a hard breath. Only a night 
or so ago he had dreamed of her, a dream 
so real it might have been her very pres
ence. She had entered his room with her 
fleet, airy step, her gray eyes greeting his 
with their eager sparkle. As he had 
scrambled up from his chair she had 
stripped off her gloves with her own im
patient little snatch, then put up both 
soft, cool palms and caught her boy's 
face in the frame of her hands, and pulled 
it down to give him her "four kisses," 
forehead, eyelids, lips. That was her own 
special caress, a tenderness that was her 
secret gift, that she never gave to any 
other creature. 

" I made it up for you myself the day 
you were born," she told him once. 
"Four kisses, to keep you all mine, your 
thoughts, your eyes, your lips. Mind 
you stay mine, sonny boy!" 

Well, he had stayed hers. Even the 
first year of his married life, with its 
stormy raptures, its swifter, harsher 
storms of quarrel and reconciliation, had 
not blurred her dear merry image to his 
sight. 

He was twenty-two when he had met 
Georgiana, beautiful, wilful, as solitary 
as himself, a vague uncle, "out West," 
her only tie of blood. He had loved her 
their first hour together, married her 
within the month. In her he had seen 
the perfection of all women. She would 
be all that his mother had been, and 
more—ten thousand times more. 

Georgiana herself had shattered the 
magic, torn away the rainbow veils. 

"The very first time we met, I saw you 
had the makings of a real business man. 
But you aren't making good like I'd ex
pected. Major Trescott promises you 
another raise by January? But what's a 
raise? What's a salary, anyhow? If 
you'd only borrow a few thousand and go 
into business for yourself! You owe it to 
Major Trescott to stand by the busi
ness? H'm. Where do I come in? I 
don't mean to be tied down like this 
my whole life long. If you had any real 
spirit " 

Carew would stand that gaff as long as 
he could. Then, either a blaze of re-
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crimination or a slinking flight. When 
the baby came it was worse still. Geor-
giana, fiercely maternal, found the baby 
a bludgeon to her hand. 

"She'd be the loveliest child ever, if I 
could afford to dress her like she ought 
to be dressed. And we ought to be put
ting money away for her school and her 
coming-out party this minute. But you 
will dawdle along with the major. What's 
the use of my hoping, even!" 

Taunted, overworked, straining in 
every nerve to carry twice his load of the 
huge ill-managed company affairs, Ca-
rew struggled on. He learned to hate 
his girl-wife with a hatred that held 
venom. The baby, Dorothea, a little, 
soft, cooing thing, held his heart in both 
her hands. She had not a trace of Geor-
giana. Instead, she bore a wonderful re
semblance to his mother. Her wide gray 
eyes, her amber-gold hair, her gentle, gay 
little ways, were to Carew an endless 
enchantment and delight. Yet he would 
look at her and wonder. Was all this 
lovely winsomeness hers to keep? Or 
would she grow with years to her own 
mother's stature, nagging, ruthless, mean ? 

He never solved that question. One 
night, when Dorothea was eighteen 
months old, Georgiana met him at the 
door, ablaze with excitement. She waved 
a letter before his eyes. 

"Say, you'll never believe this. You 
can't! I t 's from Uncle Steve out West. 
Here he's been living on that lonesome 
little ranch, poorer'n' Job's turkey, all 
these years. Last month, didn't the oil 
men come along and strike a gusher 
right alongside his kitchen door ! They've 
paid him two hundred thousand dollars 
for a year's lease—think of that ! 'Most 
a quarter of a million. He wants me to 
come keep house for him this winter. 
Says he wants to live in some style. I 'm 
going to take the baby and start Satur
day. You can rent the flat and board 
while we're gone." 

Carew had wheeled on her in a fury; 
but he could only stand, open-mouthed, 
speechless. Hard on his rage another 
thought had crashed down. If Georgiana 
went away for the winter—he would have 
three months to himself. Three months 
—think of the peace of i t ! The heaven 
of being alone! 

Utterly silent, he eyed her. Georgiana 
fidgeted. 

"Oh, you needn't look so grouched. 
I'll wager you're glad enough to see us 
go. It'll give you all the more time to 
spend on your precious Major Trescott's 
concerns. And I'm glad to go. For once 
in my life I won't have to pinch every 
nickel. If I like it well enough in Cali
fornia, I may stay right along. So 
there!" 

Stay she did. Carew wrote and sent 
money regularly. She never acknowl
edged his letters by a line. He worked 
like a Trojan through that winter, torn 
between the shamed comfort of this res
pite from Georgiana and his sore longing 
for his baby girl. 

Early in May came one letter from 
his wife, her first and only message. 

"You needn't send me any more 
money. Uncle Steve has been coining 
money all winter. He's settled a hun
dred thousand on me and the baby, and 
says he'll will us the rest if I'll stay with 
him the rest of his days. He's up in the 
seventies, and feeble at that, and I'd be 
a fool to turn down such a chance. And 
I don't plan to come back to you. Not 
ever. I don't want to be married to you 
any longer. You can't support me and 
the baby the way we'd ought to be. I 'm 
going to get a divorce, for incompatibil
ity, just as soon as I can. With best 
wishes, and hopes that you won't hold 
any hard feelings, I remain, 

" Sincerely yours, 
"GEORGIANA CAREW." 

* 
Carew read that letter three times be

fore his stunned brain grasped its mean
ing. When at last he understood, he 
started West on the first train. Twelve 
hours later the train struck a defective 
rail. For two months Carew lay in the 
hospital at Buffalo. When at last he crept 
back to New York he found the Trescott 
Construction Company toppling on the 
verge of bankruptcy. With the downfall 
of the business went every dlolar that 
Carew owned. 

This calamity blocked every road. He 
could not go to California and, penni
less, force Georgiana to return to him. 
Neither could he fight her divorce suit. 
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For that matter, he felt no desire to fight 
it. The thought of his baby girl ached 
in his breast. But even that ache counted 
little against his shame and dread at the 
thought of facing Georgiana. Old Major 
Trescott, his father's kindest friend, was 
pitiably broken by misfortune. If he 
could do nothing more, surely he could 
stand by his old employer. Numbed by 
long suffering, dulled in every nerve, he 
shouldered the monstrous task of reor
ganizing Trescott Construction and let 
his own life go by. 

The next two years spelled grinding 
toil. He was so tired that the news of the 
divorce hardly stirred him. Four more 
years; then, with arch irony, came the 
turn of the wheel. A forgotten patent 
was discovered to be of great value. 
Trescott Construction stock leaped up. 
With its rise Carew's own fortunes ral
lied, and swiftly. Year after year heaped 
up his measure of golden fortunes. To
day Trescott Construction was counted 
one of the huge solid pillars of the world's 
market. Carew, its vice-president, was 
reckoned its ablest executive. Yet, to 
his eyes, his life stretched before him as 
barren as a desert, as lifeless as a painted 
scene. 

In 1917, urged by that deep inward 
weariness, he had offered himself to the 
government. He had been sent .to 
France. There he had done invaluable 
service, whether in the safety of base 
ports or in the very teeth of bombard
ment. He had made himself and his 
methods notable, even in the face of the 
splendid achievements of thousands of 
his fellow workers. With the signing of 
the armistice he had returned to Amer
ica, unscathed—and, more than ever, a 
soul uncomforted and alone. 

To-day, all that he asked was the 
chance once more to fill his hollow hours 
with work for his country. Then, if it 
pleased the fates, to make his exit with as 
little splutter as might be. 

"Excuse me, sir." A petty officer 
barred his way. "You're Mr. Edward 
Carew? Sailing to-day?" 

"Wel l?" 
"The young lady yonder. She's wait

ing to see you, sir." 
"A lady? To see m e ? " Carew 

scowled. No ladies, young or otherwise, 
would be thus honoring him. " I t ' s Bol
ton she wants. Have him paged. He's 
gone aboard." 

"Beg pardon, sir, she says, 'Mr. Ca
rew. I must see him.' She seemed very 
particular, sir." 

"Wel l—" Puzzled, Carew swung 
across the wide floor toward the figure 
waiting near the entrance. A very small 
figure, indeed, against her broad clut
tered background. As he approached 
he saw that she was a young girl, slender 
and small, erect as a little birch-tree, 
dressed with the rigid simplicity of the 
very rich. Her blue-serge skirt reached 
the tops of her sturdy small shoes; her 
little face was submerged between the 
close, small tam and the huge furred 
coat-collar. But from under the tam 
glinted a ripple of curly hair, warm 
amber-gold. 

Quite nonplussed, Carew lifted his hat. 
" I beg your pardon, madam. You 

wished to see me " 
The girl flinched, started back, then 

looked up at him, quivering in a terrified 
shyness. Her little narrow delicate face 
turned white to the lips, her gloved hands 
shook. But her eyes, wide gray eyes 
with curling black lashes, lifted stead
fastly to Carew's face. Something in 
that dark, clear, steady gaze caught at 
Carew's heart. 

"If I can help you find the person you 
wish to see " 

"Oh," she faltered, bewildered. Then 
she took a step toward him. I t was as if 
she took her courage in both hands. 
"You don't know me! I thought you'd 
recognize me, the very first minute. I— 
I'm Dorothea." 

"Dorothea!" 
Carew gasped aloud. A curious thrill 

shook him. Dorothea ! Not his daugh
ter, his own little girl! I t couldn't be. 
Why, the last time he'd seen her she was 
a chubby mite in pink rompers, dragging 
a green-flannel elephant by one ear! 

"Dorothea!" Suddenly an immense 
embarrassment descended upon him. 
His skin prickled, his tongue swelled, his 
ears burned like live coals. The urbane 
official, the keen man of affairs, stood and 
blundered like a schoolboy before this 
terrified small girl. Then through him 
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poured a tide of warmth, a tremendous 
heartening glow. Dorothea, his own lit
tle daughter, his baby chum ! She could 
not possibly remember him. Why, it 
was all of sixteen years! Yet she had 
come, the one human creature who 
cared, to see him on this desolate jour
ney, to bid him Godspeed! 

He stooped and kissed her awkwardly. 
Her cheek was as satin-cool as a petal. 
She did not return his kiss, but her fingers 
gripped tight on his arm. She began to 
explain, still a bit tremulous. 

"You see, when—when you went to 
France more than a year ago and helped 
build railroads for the army, I read all 
about you in a newspaper. And I was as 
proud as Punch of you. And I wanted to 
tell you so. But I didn't know where to 
write. Nor just how to—to say it. And I 
was away out in California, with mother. 
I—somehow I couldn't manage to say 
things, nor write them, either. But I 'm 
a freshman in Vassar now. In yester
day's Times I read all about your new 
plans. How you'd no sooner gotten back 
to America than you were 'offering your
self again to the government, for any, 
service whatever, in Russia.' Oh, when 
I read that, I was so proud, all over again ! 
I just all but blew up !" Her voice broke 
in a quivering laugh. " I wanted to tell 
all the girls, I wanted to shout it. But— 
I couldn't." A soft red burned to her 
temples. Her child mouth trembled. 
" But I made up my mind I was going to 
tell one person how proud I was of my 
own father. That one person was you. 

"First , I planned to go to your office, 
but I telephoned, and telephoned, and 
they kept saying: ' Mr. Carew will not be 
in till later.' Finally I got excited, and 
came into town and saw your secretary. 
He didn't want to tell me one word of 
your plans. But when I said I was Miss 
Carew, he was so surprised he blurted 
out: Miss Carew! But how can you 
arrange to see him? He sails early to
morrow morning!' 

"Tha t was just what I wanted to 
know. I posted straight back to Pough-
keepsie and hunted up our English pro
fessor. She's my adviser, and she's aw
fully quick on the uptake. I told her the 
whole story. Of course she said, 'Wire 
your mother for permission,' and wire 

we did. But we couldn't get in touch 
with mother to save us. She's stumping 
Imperial Valley for the new bond issue, 
and the operators couldn't find her. I 
stayed up all night, waiting for news. 
Not one word came. At six this morn
ing I was so blue, I couldn't stand it. I 
bawled and bawled. Then Miss Keith 
said, 'This once I shall use my own 
judgment,' and she hustled me into my 
clothes—I'd howled till I hadn't wits 
enough to find my shoe-buttoner, even— 
and she caUed a hack and bundled me 
down on the first train. She's waiting 
yonder in that taxi now." 

Carew did not glance toward the taxi. 
But gratitude choked in his throat and 
misted hot before his eyes. 

"So here I am. I—I just couldn't let 
you sail without telling you, daddy. 
How splendid you were, to go over the 
first time. And twice as splendid this 
time ! If just you don't get hu r t ! " Her 
soft little fingers tightened on his arm. 
"You'll be sure to come back—daddy? 
You—you don't mind my calling you 
daddy?" 

" N o , " said Carew briefly. " I don't 
mind." 

"I 've always called you that, to my
self. I have your picture. It 's on my 
desk this minute. I t 's a perfectly stun
ning big one. I had a photographer copy 
it for me from the little one that was in 
the Engineering Continent. I wish I had 
one the way you'll look now," she added 
wistfully. " In your uniform, you know. 
You'll be simply great." 

"I ' l l have myself shot off for you the 
minute I hit Paris," promised Carew. 
"Diked out like a drum-major." 

"Will you? Honest truly? Oh, won't 
I make the girls sit u p ! " Her wistful-
ness turned to sparkle. She fairly 
pranced. Then all the prance melted 
out of her. She drooped, whitened. 
"B-but—there isn't so very much dan
ger, is there? I don't believe one word 
about people starving, and freezing, and 
storehouses being blown up, and troop-
trains dynamited! I daren ' t !" 

"Nonsense. No danger. Barely five 
per cent of fatalities, according to sta
tistics," said Carew briskly. "Now, I 
shall write you from Paris, and I'll send 
you a line from each stop as I go east-
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ward. And I'll send you some pretty 
things, too. Surely there are a few pret
ties left in Paris! And you'll write to 
me, Dorothea—dear?" 

"Won't I ! " Her eyes glowed. "I'll 
stuff your mail-bag ! I've such loads and 
loads of things to tell you, dad. Years-
ful!". 

" I know. I've no end of things to tell 
you." Carew's throat tightened. Things 
to tell her ! Couldn't he unpack his very 
heart to her ! "When I come back we'll 
go to my Westchester place—I have a 
house in the country, you know. We'll 
both talk at once." 

"A house in the country ! What fun ! 
I'll come for all my vacations, and I'll 
bring some of the girls from school. I 
want to know your friends, too, daddy. 
Every last one. Somehow I don't know 
anybody." 

"I'll have to brush up and meet peo-, 
ple again, dear. I've shut myself up 
pretty close, this long time." What a 
fool he'd been to cut himself off from his 
kind! He'd have to turn in and build up 
friendships, and be quick about it. But, 
at least, there was nothing he must tear 
down. "We'll do all sorts of things to
gether. I've always meant to lay out a 
terrace garden. And there's plenty of 
level ground for tennis. And I'll put in a 
swimming-pool " 

" Won't that be sumptuous! 'Specially 
the tennis. Jimmy Perkins says that, 
with a few years of practice, I may cease 
to be such a sickening spectacle with a 
racket." 

"Now who," inquired Carew, with a 
thunderous brow which masked a most 
absurd and stabbing jealousy, "now who, 
in the name of all your saints, is Jimmy 
Perkins?" 

"Jimmy? Why, he's my very best 
friend, dad. He and his father own a 
bean ranch in Ventura County, right 
alongside of ours. He has sort of car
roty hair, and he says himself that his 
feet don't track. You can't hire him to 
one-step, even. But he certainly can 
tear your heart-strings with a ukulele." 

Carew chortled at the portrait evoked. 
Although even carrot-heads have been 
known to triumph. 

"Jimmy Perkins is always saying I 
need a man's advice. After this, I'll 

show him." She slid comrade fingers 
into Carew's own. Suddenly she drew 
herself erect; upon her fell an enchanting 
gravity. " I dare say I am sort of be
hindhand. I haven't even decided on my 
life-work yet, dad. You'll have to help 
me plan. Mother thinks I might be good 
at public speaking, like her. But I'm 
terribly scared of people. I'd rather be a 
creative person, seems to me. A novel
ist, perhaps. Or else a playwright. A 
really great playwright." 
"Suppose you put off that decision till 

I get back. I'm only a business man, but 
I may be able to make a suggestion or 
so." 

" I know you will be." She leaned a 
docile moment against his shoulder. He 
looked down at her. He felt himself 
shaken, pulse on pulse, of profound un
speakable delight. So this was his own 
child, this precious thing was his own 
flesh ! This rose in his desert, this darling 
responsibility, his to shield and guide and 
treasure ! One instant, he wished he had 
not volunteered. That he must leave 
her, when she had been only this moment 
his! Then shame lashed him. Double 
traitor, to the very act that had given her 
back to him! 

"Dorothea, tell me. How are matters 
with you and your mother? Have you 
—have you everything you want, my 
little girl?" 

"Oh, yes. Mamma is a wonderful 
business woman. And she and I have 
dandy times together. When she has 
the time, that is. But usually she's so 
busy, with her ranches and clubs and 
charities, that she can't find many free 
minutes for me." 

"When I come back I'll manage to 
find time for you. Whenever you can 
spare some for me." 

" Spare it! I'll live in your pocket, see 
if I don't. And, oh, dad, will you take 
me camping? And teach me to sail a 
catboat? Mother was always afraid to 
trust me with anybody. But I couldn't 
be afraid with you." 

"Yes. I'll teach you all I know." 
"Won't it be fun!" She glowed. 

"Oh, if just I was going to Russia with 
you, this minute ! Listen, daddy." She 
paled, flushed, paled again. "Take me 
with you. Oh, please, please! I won't 
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be any bother. Truly, I won't. I'll be 
a Red Cross nurse, and you can have me 
appointed to one of the field-hospitals 
near where you're at work. Then we can 
see each other every day, and have all 
our evenings together." 

For all the darling eagerness of her, 
Carew choked back a helpless laugh. 
This little soft unformed body, thrown 

VOL. LXV—48 

into the maw of a field-hospital! Then 
he shivered. He set his teeth on a bitter 
word. A cruel vision flared before his 
eyes; the straggling endless file of the 
wan girl-children of Russia, as they wan
dered through the empty streets on their 
piteous, endless search; patient, starving, 
silent. Why, indeed, had he volun
teered "for service in Russia"? Why 
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hadn't all his sleek successful generation 
given themselves, body and soul, to this 
anguished need? How could they live 
and bear it, to hold back? 

"Honey, I 'm afraid a field-hospital 
wouldn't be the thing. Your mother 
might not like it, either." 

"Maybe not." But the disappoint
ment in her eyes hurt him to the quick. 

Then from the deck beyond rang a long 
echoing call; a sinister cry: 

"All ashore! All ashore!" 
Dorothea started, trembled; her wide 

eyes filled. Carew, his own eyes dim, 
took a step toward her. But she did not 
go into the arms he held for her. In
stead, she did a strange and lovely thing. 

Her gray eyes fixed on his own, she 
put up both slender hands. She caught 
his face in both soft little palms; so she 
held his face tight in the frame of her 
hands. Then, lips quivering, but her 
brimming eyes held steady as stars in his 
own gaze, she drew his face down to her 
own. Four times she kissed him, his 
forehead, his eyes, his lips. His mother's 
own kisses; the exquisite gesture, the 

T H E P R I C E O' D R E A M S 

By Alice Rollit Coe 

W E dream; and the mounting vision, 
Freed from the reek and stain 

Of sin-bound cities, is lifted 
To skies that are clear again— 

Homes redeemed from the spoiler, 
The child at his happy play; 

But for every dream we win to fact, 
With blood and with tears we pay. 

There kindled a dream of freedom, 
It burned with a holy flame; 

When, slowly, with lips that trembled, 
We spelled out that awful name, 

Down in the dust of the battle 
Our best—our dearest, lay. 

We dream, and the dreams come true at last, 
But we pay, we pay, we pay. 

dear secret heritage of a woman dead long 
years before her own sweet fife was born. 

Then, with a little sob of pure grief, 
her arms went around his neck and she 
was clinging to him with all her pitiful 
might. Then he was hurrying across the 
gangway, already swaying beneath his 
feet; and from the rail Tactful James was 
waving a cheery hand. 

"Hullo, old man. I 'd begun to won
der whether you'd concluded to crawfish. 
Decided the risk was too great, after 
all." 

Carew, silent, leaned against the rail. 
"But there's little danger for us fel

lows if we stay by the construction work." 
Carew a little hoarsely laughed out, a 

boy's laugh, defiant, utterly content. The 
world was his, and the love of life, and the 
pride in his nation, and the royal will to 
win, all given back to him by his own 
child's hand. " I ' m not going to stay be
hind with the construction gangs. But 
I 'm not going to get killed. I 'm coming 
back to America, when the job's done. 
Because—I've got something now to come 
back for." 
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Bokhara. Leaving the mosque. 

SAMARKAND 
P. Zarokilli* 

Amirs have been focussed, and as the 
waves of invasions came from east or 
west, north or south, these two cities suf
fered partial or total destruction. 

Under Timour Samarkand became the 
capital of his vast empire and was the cen
tre of Asia and the Mohammedan world. 
This ruler was responsible for most of its 
monuments, which have survived to the 
present day, and which may be justly 
acclaimed as the masterpieces of Islam. 
To Samarkand he sent architects, scien
tists, and artisans from conquered cities, 
and his army, when not engaged in war, 
he used for building. 

Conditions in Bokhara and Samarkand, 
once the greatest slave-markets of Asia, 
where at times a slave could be bought for 
about twenty-five cents, the same price 
as that of a measure of grain, so improved 
under Russian control that these cities are 
as safe to visit and inhabit as were Mos
cow or Petrograd before the war. 

The town of Bokhara is to-day exactly 
as it was in the days of Timour. The 
streets, the shops, the habits breathe 
medievalism. Samarkand abounds in 
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By Nikolaki 

FORTY years ago the un
furling of the green flag at 
Constantinople would have 
seen all Mohammedans, 
from Algiers to the confines 
of Asia, rise in a body 

against the infidel; but to-day conditions 
have changed. When the Sheikh, Ul 
Islam, called out the believers in the name 
of Allah, the world turned anxious eyes 
toward India and Central Asia, but in 
spite of their coreligionists in Turkey and 
much to the disappointment of Germany, 
who underestimated the work of Russia 
and England in the Orient, the Moham
medans of mysterious Asia cast their lot 
with the armies struggling for liberty and 
civilization and contributed their quota to 
the cause of humanity. 

Of all the cities of Central Asia, Mara-
kanda, as the Greeks called Samarkand, 
in Turkestan, has been the most impor
tant at practically all times. Upon this 
city and Bokhara for ages the covetous 
eyes of the various Khans, Khakans, or 

•The etcher, and author of these notes, Mr. Nikolaki P. 
Zarokilli, is a Greek, a native of Trebizond, who for the 
greater part of his life has been a resident of Asia. 



Samarkand. Main entrance of one of the three Medresses of the Reghistan. 
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Bokhara. Street scene. 

698 



Samarkand. Medresse court. 
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700 Samarkand 

Oriental interest. Particularly imposing 
is the scene of the Reghistan and its three 
monumental Medresses (colleges). Their 
facades, covered with beautiful multi
colored tiles of blue, green, and yellow, 
discreetly relieved by a little black, set a 
fitting background to the small shops 
under white or striped tents, where the 

white turbans. Their nonchalant move
ments, as they walk in the hot sun of Asia 
or sit in the purple shadows of their tents, 
crouched on benches lazily conversing, all 
go to make a picture that cannot be for
gotten. 

These Asiatics are gradually becoming 
occidentalized, and fanaticism is slowly 

Bokhara. Returning from the fair. 

merchants are displaying their wares. 
The fruit-seller's yellow melons individ
ually harnessed and hanging from hor
izontal poles (in which state this won
derfully fragrant fruit is supposed to keep 
for a whole year) remind one of Japanese 
lanterns. The whole place teems with 
stately sartes, Jadjuks, Oezbecs, or 
Daghis in their striped khalates of vivid 
colors and embroidered topis (bonnets) or 

giving way to reason.. That this fanat
icism has been coincident with gross ig
norance the following incidents will show: 

In the war of the Daghestans against 
Russia, Shamil, the Daghestan leader, 
carried off many nobles during a raid. 
Negotiations were opened for an exchange 
of prisoners, and an ambassador de
spatched to Shamil to offer one million 
rubles for the prisoners. The Daghi chief-



tain, whose knowledge of arithmetic was 
rather meagre, persisted that fifteen thou
sand rubles and not a kopeck less would 
he accept. Needless to say, this offer 
was readily accepted by the Russians. 

I recall another instance of the prevail
ing ignorance, when about thirty years 
ago a notorious bandit was captured and 
brought to Trebizond, where he was sen
tenced to death. Upon hearing the ver
dict the criminal protested, claiming that 
he should be set up in a palace with forty 
servants and enough gold to live happily 
ever after, for while he murdered a few 
human beings he also killed the devil— 
or, at least, one devil! He went on to 
explain that when on a certain highway at 
dusk he saw the devil speeding in the 
direction of a village, he killed him and 
put him in a cave, the entrance of which he 
closed with a huge rock. The credulous 
governor sent him with a few soldiers to 
the spot, and they brought back the re-

PLACES 

By Sara Teasdale 

PLACES I love come back to me like music, 
Hush me and heal me when I am very tired; 

I see the oak woods at Saxton's flaming 
In a flare of crimson by the frost newly fired, 

And I am thirsty for the spring in the valley 
As for a kiss ungiven and long desired. 

I know a white world of snowy hills at Boonton, 
A blue and white dazzling light on everything one sees, 

The larches and hemlocks and maples sparkle, 
Their ice-sheathed branches tinkle in the sharp thin breeze, 

And iridescent crystals fall and crackle on the snow-crust 
With the winter sun drawing cold blue shadows from the trees. 

Violet now, in veil on veil of evening, 
The hills across from Cromwell grow dreamy and far; 

A wood-thrush is singing soft as a viol 
In the heart of the hollow where the dark pools are; 

The primrose has opened her pale yellow flowers 
And heaven is lighting star after star. 

Places I love come back to me like music— 
Mid-ocean, midnight, the waves buzz drowsily; 

In the ship's deep churning the eerie phosphorescence 
Seems like souls of people who were drowned at sea; 

And I can hear a man's voice, speaking, hushed, insistent, 
At midnight, in mid-ocean, hour on hour to me. 
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mains of Satan—a human skeleton and 
a rusty bicycle. This is the sinister his
tory of the first American who ventured 
on a bicycle into that country. 

The delicate task of handling fanatic 
Orientals, who would sooner give their 
lives than be contaminated by Occidental 
culture, has been handled very master
fully by the Russians. The people of 
Turkestan felt that while they were not 
disturbed in their religion, habits, and 
customs, they were well guarded by a 
powerful neighbor, and apprehensive at 
first, they soon became reconciled to the 
new system; the success of this system 
was made evident in the Great War, 
when there were, to my knowledge, thou
sands of examples of Central Asiatics who 
not only joined the Russian army and 
society, but remained loyal to them to the 
end, even when the test of their loyalty 
meant an expedition against their own 
kind. 



PEACE BY PUBLICITY 

WE were sitting in an upper-
story suite in a Paris hotel, 
a half-dozen American 
newspaper correspondents 
and a European premier, 
having a hear t - to -hear t 

talk—most of it not for publication— 
which meant things were discussed as 
they were and not as they might be per
mitted to appear in the daily news. Sud
denly one of our number asked: "What 
do you really think of a league of 
nations? Will there ever be one—and, 
in your opinion, will it work ? " 

"There will be a league of nations and 
it will be a success if"—and here he 
paused to emphasize his answer—"if the 
United States becomes a member of it." 

We knew by his manner he had not 
said this merely to please us—he was not 
given to flattery, and, besides, we were 
talking candidly about people and issues. 
His next remark was proof both of 
earnestness and sincerity. 

"You see," he added, "after all, you 
come from the only disinterested nation; 
we—all of us in Europe—have some spe
cial interest. You have none. Yours is 
a mediating influence. So long as you ex
ercise it the cause of peace will be ad
vanced." 

Not many days later several hundred 
correspondents from the Allied countries 
gathered at a sumptuous palace in Paris 
which had been set aside by the French 
Government for an international press 
club. The usual speeches of compliment 
were passed. Next to me sat the editor 
of perhaps the most independent of the. 
French newspapers. 

"How many American correspondents 
are in Par i s?" he inquired. 

"About one hundred and fifty," I re
plied. " I s that too m a n y ? " 

" N o , " he said, "there never can be too 
many. The more eyes we have—Ameri
can eyes, especially—the more we shall 
know of the peace-making, the more the 
people shall know. You in America 
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believe in publicity. Your people can 
set the pace for the whole conference." 

I mention these two conversations— 
the one with a European premier and the 
other with a leading European journalist 
—simply to illustrate the attitude of 
expectancy with which Europe received 
America at the peace conference. As for 
America's mediating influence in making 
a just treaty of peace or an effective 
league of nations, that cannot be assessed 
at this writing. As for the influence 
which the United States exerted and ap
plied to make the conference of 1919 un
like any other in the world's history—an 
assembly of people's representatives—that 
is already measurable. For the whole 
course of the conference—so far as the 
public's knowledge of what was going on 
therein was concerned—was shaped by 
the President of the United States and a 
press delegation whose innocence of con
tinental news methods was a virtue and 
whose mandate from their many editors 
to find out what was happening and cable 
it ad Mb across the Atlantic was as scru
pulously cherished as if given directly by 
the American people whom they sought 
to serve. 

Their experience at the outset affords 
an insight into the workings of the peace 
conference; indeed, the skirmish over the 
method by which the public was to be 
advised of the debates and conclusions 
reached had as much to do with the final 
decision on procedure and organization 
as any other factor of outside opinion at 
Paris. 

There ever will be controversy, no 
doubt, as to how much the public was 
permitted to know, as to what interfer
ence or restraint grew out of the potential 
censorship in Paris, but if we start from 
the axiom that instrumentalities for mak
ing peace are no more perfect than instru
mentalities for waging war, we can inspect 
the affairs of the conference impartially 
and make allowances for the fact that 
nothing like it ever had happened before 

BY DAVID LAWRENCE 
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and that results were largely evolutionary 
—they had to take form on the spot with
out rule or precedent. If, for example, 
public opinion of the world had insisted 
that all the conferences be held on the 
public square in full view of the multi
tudes, they would have been so held. Be
cause public opinion recognized some re
straint as necessary, some privacy for dis
cussion, so that views might be aired with
out requiring the principals always to 
pick and choose words that would not 
offend or rile political constituencies—be
cause public opinion wanted the Paris 
conference to reach conclusions as quickly 
as possible and with the minimum amount 
of debate—the methods called for partial 
secrecy and partial publicity. I t was 
the proportion of each that caused differ
ences of opinion and many an irritable 
moment, but what most of the principals 
failed to realize was that it did not matter 
how many rules were adopted or how 
many restraints were imposed—it was 
literally impossible to keep a secret long 
at the Paris peace conference. There 
were too many reporters present, too 
many eyes watching. And behind each 
pair of eyes was the power to reach a mass 
of readers. Cables might be congested, 
delayed, interrupted, but wireless was 
available, and always the mails. And if 
any one had attempted to censor news at 
Paris, there was England near by—from 
London would go forth to the world the 
news of the peace conference. I t would 
have been impossible to manage the Paris 
meeting on any other basis than it was, 
no matter how stringent the rules. 

All the more reason why the fight for an 
open peace conference and the way in 
which the question was finally resolved 
has an intimate relation with the diplo
macy of the future. I t marks an epoch in 
international intercourse—the end of the 
old style of peace-making which prevailed 
at the Congress of Vienna a hundred years 
ago, when peoples knew very little of the 
proceedings and practically nothing of the 
great forces that lay behind the agree
ments that were reached. Just a handful 
of men made that peace treaty, as they 
had many another. True, a handful of 
men have been guiding the conference at 
Paris, but they derived their power from 
their sense of the public wish, their divina

tion of the popular will. In other words, 
they were able to dominate because some 
of them were ready at any time to have 
the things they were saying thrown open 
to public debate, to the ears of the 
world. They did not always make pub
lic their views, but they acquired poten
tial strength in the knowledge that they 
could often rally peoples, indeed world 
opinion, behind them by a simple state
ment of the proposals they were cham
pioning. 

Frequently extreme suggestions were 
made. In any gathering of national 
spokesmen the political personality will 
be found. Always there will be those 
who feel they can gain favor with a large 
or influential following in their own coun
tries by proposing an extension of terri
tory or an acquisition of resources for the 
exploitation of their own nationals. How 
were influences like these curbed ? Pub
licity—with all its subtle turns—better 
known, perhaps, in the parlance of news
paper writers as "leaks"—these were 
means of protection. Many a trouble
some proposal was squelched at the out
set by being made public. Anything that 
could not stand exposure, to the air of pub
lic opinion was promptly dropped by its 
proponents—dropped when the public 
learned of it, and usually somebody made 
it his business to acquaint the public 
through newspaper correspondents . 
Thus the great number of press corre
spondents performed a function at the 
peace conference the true value of which 
may only appear in retrospect to those 
who were intimately identified with the 
happenings at Paris. 

The story reverts in the telling to the 
happy November days of 1918 when the 
first armistice had been signed with the 
Germans, and the Allied diplomats in 
Paris were trying to reach an agreement 
on the place where the great peace con
ference should be held. The Belgians 
naturally urged Brussels. Premier Lloyd 
George wanted Geneva or Berne, and 
some of the Italians were inclined to agree 
with him. Colonel House was non-com
mittal. Premier Clemenceau appealed 
for his vote in favor of Paris because it 
had been the centre of the Allied struggle. 
I t was eminently fitting, he argued, that 
Paris should witness the closing scenes of 
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the peace. What more striking lesson to 
the Germans than a peace treaty signed 
at Versailles where but a half-century be
fore the Teuton had so arrogantly im
posed his will on vanquished France ? 

"We will agree to Paris," said Colonel 
House, "on one condition " 

"Name it," said Premier Clemenceau 
eagerly, "and it shall be satisfied." 

"Tha t a status of neutral territory be 
reproduced for the purpose of the con
ference," remarked the American repre
sentative, "and that censorship of all 
press messages relating to the peace con
ference shall be abolished." 

"Agreed," answered the aged executive 
of the French Government. The com
bination of Colonel House and Premier 
Clemenceau forthwith won the British 
prime minister and the Italian premier. 
So the palace at Versailles where the 
supreme war council had sat throughout 
war became the meeting-place for the 
great council of peace. 

I t was on the strength of the above 
conversation that President Wilson an
nounced to the Congress of the United 
States in December that the censorship 
out of Paris had been lifted, and with 
that understanding in mind the American 
correspondents went to the peace con
ference. The American mission said 
frankly that evidence of any contraven-
tion of this pledge would be viewed as the 
vital business of the mission. Technical 
difficulties there were at first—it was hard 
to abolish a war censorship quickly. 
Telegraph-operators would not send mes
sages unless they had a censor's stamp, 
so accustomed was the whole government 
machinery to official approval of press 
despatches. The French Government 
maintained its censors at the telegraph-
office to distinguish between messages re
lating to the peace conference and those 
describing internal affairs of a milita
ry nature unrelated to the conference. 
Thus on the occasion of a reported mu
tiny at Brest of French troops who were 
supposed to have refused pointblank to 
go to Russia, the French censors stopped 
all despatches relating to the incident as 
not within the limits of political corre
spondence or peace - conference occur
rences. Similarly the American army 
censors were stationed at the cable-office 

to stop any unauthorized despatches re
ferring to movements of American troops 
or articles relating to the morale of the 
American army. There were very few 
cases of direct interference with any kind 
of press messages, and while articles la
belled "peace conference" and referring 
plainly to international politics may have 
suffered inexplicable delays occasionally, 
they got through to destination intact. 

So much, therefore, for the restraint 
upon the correspondents. Both the 
governments of Great Britain and France 
carried out their pledged word to the 
United States Government, and the at
tainment of an open line of communica
tion to the American people was a distinct 
fulfilment of the promise given by the 
President to Congress. 

But it was apparent to most of us on 
arrival in Paris that the lifting of the 
censorship at the cable-office was value
less if another censorship—many times as 
important—were voluntarily imposed by 
the principals upon themselves. The 
point arose at one of the very first meet
ings of the famous Council of Ten, con
sisting of two representatives of France, 
Great Britain, Italy, Japan, and the 
United States. The suggestion was made 
that publicity of all proceedings should be 
limited to an official communique daily. 
Both President Wilson and Premier Lloyd 
George thought this would be insufficient 
and unsatisfactory to the press and the 
people generally. Moreover, it was pro
posed by the French that the principals 
should agree not to discuss with the 
press what occurred in their conferences. 
Against both these rulings the Amer
icans and British protested, and the meet
ing ended without a definite decision on 
the subject. 

That night—in fact, within an hour of 
the adjournment of the Council of Ten's 
meeting—an interesting thing occurred. 
Sir George Riddell, intimate friend of Mr. 
Lloyd George and official representative 
of the whole British press, summoned the 
English correspondents and told them 
what had occurred, with the immediate re
sult that resolutions of protest were for
mulated for presentation to the peace 
council on the following day. Sir George 
Riddell telephoned to the American cor
respondents what the British newspaper 
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men were doing, and promptly a meeting 
of the American writers was called where
in a similar protest was adopted unani
mously. True enough, neither the Brit
ish nor American correspondents needed 
any inspiration or hint, but plainly their 
action was exactly what President Wilson 
and Premier Lloyd George wished. They 
voiced a protest on behalf of their re
spective constituencies—the British and 
American peoples. The French, Italian, 
and Japanese delegates had seemed will
ing to adopt a rule which would suppress 
knowledge of the council's proceedings 
beyond the official communique, but the 
British and American spokesmen, armed 
with protests from the press of their coun
tries, checkmated the effort. I t took 
some plain talking to persuade their col
leagues of the dangers involved. Finally, 
it was unanimously agreed that the press 
of all the Allied countries should be in
vited to present a formula of publicity for 
the peace conference. Several hundred 
correspondents representing newspapers 
in the United States, Canada, Latin 
America, China and Japan, Great Britain, 
France, Italy, Belgium, Serbia, and 
Greece, gathered at the international 
press club in Paris. The American cor
respondents held a caucus just before the 
big meeting and adopted a set of resolu
tions demanding admission to the peace 
conference and a verbatim account of pro
ceedings. The newspaper men of the dif
ferent nationalities expressed their views 
and a committee of fifteen was then ap
pointed with plenary powers to return an 
answer to the peace conference. The 
British, Italian, and American corre
spondents on the committee found them
selves in agreement, but the French vigor
ously opposed what they regarded as ex
cessive publicity. They argued in much 
the same way that the French delegates 
had argued in opposition to the ideas of 
President Wilson and Premier Lloyd 
George. So after an all-night discussion, 
majority and minority reports were pre
sented. The American correspondents 
had refused to compromise in any sense 
on the principle of full publicity, and the 
British and Italian press representatives 
were unwilling to adopt the extreme posi
tion in favor of suppression which the 
Frenchmen had championed. Two days 

later many French newspaper writers held 
a meeting, at which they declared the 
spokesmen at the interallied conference 
to have been selected by the French For
eign Office and in no sense representative 
of the French press, which, they added, 
had no hesitancy in aligning itself with the 
liberal position adopted by the British, 
American, and Italian writers. But it 
was too late. The Council of Ten had 
adopted a compromise proposal written 
by Premier Lloyd George in collaboration 
with President Wilson. That proposal 
provided for the admission of the press to 
the plenary sessions, where all delegates 
were present and the final conclusions of 
the several committees were presented, 
but declared that privacy must neces
sarily prevail at the meetings of the Coun
cil of Ten, which, it was averred, were 
analogous to those of a cabinet. Indeed, 
it is gratifying to record that President 
Wilson was ready to agree to the presence 
in all conferences, however informal, of 
ten correspondents representing all the 
Allied nations. These men were to hear 
everything, secret, private, or confiden
tial, that might be said informally, for
mally, or otherwise. They were to agree 
in advance, however, to publish nothing 
except those subjects on which a mutual 
agreement between the delegates and 
the ten press representatives would be 
reached as to the facts and discussions to 
be revealed. This would have given the 
peace conference the benefit of the disin
terested judgment of newspaper men as 
to what the people of the world would like 
to know and, at the same time, would 
have protected the conference against 
publicity on questions admittedly so com
plicated as to cause friction between na
tions if published in piecemeal and with
out an adequate presentation of all sides. 
But while the President's proposal was a 
tribute to the integrity of the press as 
he viewed it and a record of his willingness 
to have somebody besides government 
officials listen to every word spoken, the 
suggestion was rejected as impracticable. 
For one thing, it is doubtful whether in 
these days of news competition an agree
ment could have been reached in all 
countries on the choice of ten men who 
should be given the enviable privilege 
of listening to all the private and in-
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formal discussions at the peace confer
ence. 

So the peace conference admitted the 
press to the plenary sessions, which all 
delegates attended, and limited their own 
expression of what occurred in the private 
conferences of the Council of Ten to a 
daily communique stating briefly the 
progress or result reached. 

But the American newspaper men—be
ing newspaper men and not diplomats or 
officials—felt it incumbent upon them
selves to go on record as against accept
ance of any restriction. They would not 
take the responsibility for any secrecy or 
suppression. The official delegates to the 
peace conference might do that, but the 
majority of correspondents, while in
dividually sympathizing with the decision 
as finally announced because it seemed 
the only workable way to get results 
quickly, nevertheless adopted resolutions 
of dissent. They felt this necessary to 
warn the delegations against too much 
secrecy in the proceedings of the Council 
of Ten and to minimize the number of so-
called executive private sessions of the 
full conference of delegates. 

As to what happened to the rule that 
the principals in the Council of Ten 
should not communicate with newspaper 
men on the subjects of their discussion, 
nobody was able at the time to learn. 
Certainly, it became a dead letter as the 
peace conference developed. In fact, M. 
Pichon, the French foreign minister, 
soon afterward instituted a regular con
ference with the press representatives of 
all countries on Sunday mornings. Pre
mier Lloyd George met the British corre
spondents regularly, and Foreign Secre
tary Balfour received both the American 
and British writers. Colonel House and 
Mr. Lansing occasionally gave audience 
to the British newspaper men, and alto
gether the contact between the reporters 
and the delegates became very useful. 
Whenever large groups of correspondents 
were invited by the different principals at 
the peace conference, an important an
nouncement was forthcoming or an ex
planation of some point in the policy of 
the interested country. Conferences be
came so numerous that newspaper men 
frequently found four or five scheduled for 
the same day, which led one of the Amer

ican correspondents to remark that when
ever anybody wanted anything printed or 
exploited, there were plenty of confer
ences, but when a conflict in view or fric
tion occurred—in other words, when what 
was termed as "real news" was in the air 
—reticence was the order and silence the 
mandate. 

But this did not last long—an edition 
or two might be missed but at the end of 
a few days of persistent investigation, 
the truth would be discovered. No rule 

•forbidding discussion of the various points 
of view expressed within the Council of 
Ten could be effective so long as it was to 
the interest of some delegate or some dele
gations to make such view-points public. 
Nobody professed to know how the news
paper men got hold of inside " secrets " on 
such occasions, and not infrequently the 
members of the Council of Ten would look 
accusingly at one another as they resumed 
their sessions with big head-lines staring 
them in the face telling the world exactly 
what had been discussed in the morning 
or on the night before. 

Old-fashioned diplomacy was impossi
ble in such an atmosphere. Even gentle
men's agreements to withhold certain 
questions from the press could not be ob
served, however willing or anxious may 
have been the principals to do so. Se
crets could not be kept with so many peo
ple acquainted with them and with no 
censorship to restrain their despatch on 
the cables or telegraph. Too many in
dividuals knew these "secrets." Every 
mission at Paris had a personnel of several 
hundred. The correspondents of the 
several countries knew these men inti
mately. Some one remarked in Paris 
recently that the easiest way to get some
thing printed in a hurry was to mark it 
"secret and confidential" and distribute 
it through the different delegations at the 
peace conference. 

Thus the principals discussed peace 
with a consciousness that they were being 
watched. The eyes and ears of hundreds 
of alert correspondents were on guard. 
Out of this self-consciousness on the part 
of the delegates grew a tendency to try 
out various proposals on informal and 
social occasions. "Feelers" were tossed 
from one delegation to another. Presi
dent Wilson, for example, was invited to 
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lunch with the members of the French 
Senate. The President of the French 
Senate sat beside him and devoted much 
of his conversation to the necessity for 
pooling the cost of the war so that the 
United States might conceivably bear a 
proportionate share of the financial bur
den, even though she had not been a bel
ligerent during the first two years. The 
President received the suggestion rather 
coldly. Certainly, no correspondents 
were eavesdropping. Also the President 
is not in the habit of repeating conversa
tions he hears at tables where he may be a 
guest. But the best of plans sometimes 
go awry, and more than one person knew 
of the carefully laid scheme to have the 
subject broached to Mr. Wilson on the 
occasion of that luncheon. Subsequently 
the French dropped the whole idea. 
There is, indeed, no record now that they 
ever formally proposed that America pay 
for two years of the European War in 
which she did not participate. Prema
ture publicity either killed the idea or 
satisfied the French that they could not 
afford to make such a proposal and stand 
the consequences of a public refusal on 
the part of her allies. 

There were many such instances in 
which the possibilities of publicity lurked 
ominously. Secret combinations to vote 
for or against certain territorial cessions 
were frequently talked of, but the danger 
in trying to make a trade was the ever-
present, one might say pestiferous, corps 
of correspondents. They might find out, 
and then all that was sought might be 
lost. Secret agreements of an informal 
character between individual statesmen 
at the conference were by no means im
possible, but they were rendered difficult 
by the presence of the press. I t was not 
merely that a delegation advancing an 
imperialistic or selfish claim might be held 
up to the scorn of other countries, but 
that opposition political elements could 
make political capital out of departures 
from the generally accepted principles of 
equity and attack the party in power. 
In other words, the press watched not 
simply for the peoples of the world but 
for the different domestic political fac
tions of each country. Because while the 
United States has been concerning itself 
chiefly with the speeches of Democratic 

or Republican senators in opposition to 
President Wilson's programme, much 
more vital to the European peace delega
tions was the activity of the opposition 
parties in the different parliaments in 
Europe. Opposition forces in the United 
States could not unseat the President be
cause of his fixed tenure, but elsewhere, if 
given a popular cause, could overthrow a 
premier and his cabinet and bring about a 
change in the personnel of a peace delega
tion. 

Naturally, this led to the closest inti
macy between certain delegates and the 
representatives of those newspapers which 
at home were outspokenly in support of 
the government party, while correspon
dents of so-called "opposition" newspa
pers preserved an attitude of critical aloof
ness. These alignments proved a most 
vital factor in securing dispassionate ac
counts of the proceedings. If, for exam
ple, the correspondent of a newspaper 
known to be unfriendly to Premier Lloyd 
George showed in detail how the prime 
minister had brought about a compromise 
over a delicate point, the English-reading 
public would not hesitate to credit Mr. 
Lloyd George with a signal achievement. 
On the other hand, any attempt to 
prove that the British prime minister had 
adopted an attitude favorable to the in
terests of Great Britain when, to the eyes 
of the disinterested correspondent, he had 
not championed the particular principle in 
question with an ardor sufficiently con
clusive to all observers, would invariably 
form the basis for opposition criticism. 
I t was the same in every country, and the 
correspondents representing publications, 
daily, weekly, monthly, of all shades of 
political opinion, acted in a sense as a 
check on one another. Frequently their 
debates among themselves furnished as 
heated controversies as the arguments of 
the principals. On questions of fact 
there were rarely disagreements—these 
could usually be resolved by individual 
verification. But on the interpretations 
of fact many a divergence of opinion oc
curred, which accounted to some extent 
for the differences in the daily cable de
spatches. Many great newspapers for 
that reason secured the services of several 
correspondents and printed various ver
sions of the same happening—in order 
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that their readers might make up their 
own minds based upon all the information 
available on the spot. 

Only in a few cases—and, fortunately, 
most of these were not American—did it 
seem that delegations were able to color 
the reports in ways to which individual 
correspondents might have objected if 
the proprietors of their newspapers had 
not been politically affiliated with the 
peace missions of their respective coun
tries. There were two or three instances 
in which governments obviously used cer
tain editorial writers as a medium for 
the expression of ideas which it would not 
have been discreet for them to mention in 
the peace conference itself. This sort of 
subtle attack often touched proposals 
which a delegation might be anxious to 
oppose but which it might not feel dis
posed to criticise because of possible ill-
feeling that might be created or because 
an atmosphere unfavorable to another 
problem under discussion might be pro
duced. Thus an "inspired press" was 
sometimes used for affirmative as well as 
negative purposes—to convince public 
opinion of the merit of a claim or to con
demn it by ridicule or an appeal to pas
sions of nationality. These manoeuvres 
were among the most vital of the whole 
peace conference, and it was not unusual 
to find President Wilson wondering at 
the origin of certain attacks in a French 
or British newspaper, and at the same 
time analyzing their contents because of 
the hint or trend of future policy con
tained therein. 

All the peace delegations read news
papers with avidity. Moreover, the 
American mission received every day a 
cabled summary of what the newspapers 
of the United States said editorially—a 
pro and con assortment. Also the Amer
ican delegates were apprised by telegraph 
or wireless daily of what was being said in 
the leading editorials in Switzerland, Hol
land, Spain, and the Scandinavian coun
tries, as well as in the newspapers of China, 
Japan, and Latin America. Protests from 
the people were bound to be heard that 
way. I t is no reflection on previous con
ferences in world history to say that no 
meeting of diplomats followed public 
opinion as closely as did the gathering at 
Paris this year. Facilities for such a 

study of world opinion were not available 
a hundred years ago. Cables, telegraph, 
wireless have brought peoples together 
only in recent years, and means of news 
communication have been particularly 
advanced by the Great War. But the 
facilities themselves would have been of 
little consequence if the delegations had 
not felt inclined to use them—to keep 
abreast of public opinion. No doubt the 
precedent established at the preliminary 
sessions in Paris of the league of victors 
will become the basis for action at the fu
ture meetings of the league of nations, or 
the international secretariat which is de
signed as a clearing-house for the foreign 
affairs of all nations. Notes, petitions, 
protests, and representations of every sort 
will come to the seat of the league of na
tions. Publicity will be the important 
factor behind them all. If they can be 
pigeonholed, they will avail little to the 
cause of international reconciliation. 
But at the Paris conference few commu
nications escaped the eye of the press. 
Even the informal conversations were 
more or less comprehensively reported. 
Many of these were not considered "in
teresting" from the view-point of corre
spondents in America, as they concerned 
territorial difficulties purely local to the 
nationalities affected. Only when broad 
principles were affected did the American 
writers feel it worth while to cable ac
counts thereof to American readers. 
And virtually the same principle was fol
lowed by the correspondents from other 
countries. On the whole, much of what 
was actually said in the conferences at 
Paris has been covered in the news de
spatches—the arguments for or against 
the proposals before the conference have 
in the main been published, however ob
scure the persons who stood sponsor for 
these arguments have preferred to remain. 
None of the principals cared to have him
self projected as dictating to his colleagues 
or as "winning victories" or "scoring 
points" over his fellow delegates. These 
were among the inevitable costs of public
ity—the appeal to personal jealousies and 
vanities and national pride. But much of 
this was offset by the attitude of those 
who phrased their articles with discretion 
and tact and with a sincere purpose to ad
vance and not obstruct the cause of 
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peace. The disadvantages of publicity 
were insignificant compared to the ad
vantages. 

The armistice ending the greatest war 
in all history was made by publicity— 
open covenants, openly arrived at. Notes 
were exchanged by the belligerents and 
published as soon as formally sent. And 
to any one who has watched the process 
by which conflicting national desires have 

been reconciled in Paris by statesmen 
whose peoples bade them thrust aside 
petty jealousies and personal politics in 
the greater interest of humanity, there 
can be no doubt that diplomacy has un
dergone its greatest test—it has been car
ried on under the eyes of. the people. 
Peace will have been made in 1919 by 
publicity, and peace will be kept by pub
licity. 

ARTILLERY IN A QUIET SECTOR 
By H e n r y L . S t i m s o n 

Late Colonel, Field-Artillery, U. S. A. 

THIS division believes that 
this is an artillery war. 
We believe that, given a 
thorough artillery prepara
tion, good infantry can ad
vance and take any Ger

man position up to the limit of the range 
of the guns. When that range is reached 
the infantry must stop and a new artil
lery preparation be begun." 

The speaker was the commander of one 
of the most famous British attack divi
sions, giving me a resume of his tactics at 
the close of my first day of war in Janu
ary, 1918. We were sitting in his hut in 
one of the ruined villages of Picardy. A 
few thousand yards in front of us lay the 
ridge over whose summit peeped the 
spires of Cambrai and along which ran 
the mass of wire and intrenchments of 
the Hindenburg line. Even then on the 
other side of that ridge German divisions 
were practising for the effort which was 
seriously to modify the general's tactics 
as thus laid down and to prove that under 
certain conditions infantry could push 
forward without waiting for a new artil
lery preparation. But in spite of this the 
essence of his statement remained true 
through all the varying fortunes of the 
coming months. The war remained an 
artillery war to the end of the chapter. 

The two new weapons of the defense, 
barbed wire and the machine gun, had 
completely changed the terrain for at
tacking troops. Human beings, whether 

mounted or dismounted, while struggling 
with the obstruction of the one could be 
almost instantly destroyed by the con
centrated power of the other; and artil
lery, until almost the close of the war, 
was the only weapon which could beat 
down the one and search out and destroy 
the other. Even the tank, when it ap
peared on the scene to supplement and 
assist the artillery of the attack, only 
served to create a new demand for artil
lery on the defense. The very same divi
sion, in whose camp I was sitting, par
ticipated in the surprise attack on Cam
brai in November, 1917, following behind 
the first tanks used in that way, and its 
assault was stopped for an entire day by 
the prompt courage of a single German 
artillery officer who pulled his guns into 
the open and potted the British tanks as, 
one by one, they loomed over the sky-line 
in front of him. 

So when we came into the war it was 
of essential importance that we should 
create artillery. At that time the United 
States Army contained only 459 field-ar
tillery officers, many of them with but a 
few months' training. At the end of a 
year and a half it contained nearly 25,000 
field-artillery officers, many of them ex
perienced veterans. At the beginning of 
the war we had only 11,000 enlisted men 
in the field-artillery. At the close of the 
war we had 400,000. These figures give 
only a suggestion of the size of our task, 
for they give no measure of the skill and 
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training required to produce an artillerist, 
whether officer or man. 

Fortunately, the traditions and methods 
of our American artillery were good. 
They had been developed for an entirely 
different country than Europe, a rough 
frontier country largely without maps or 
reference points, and our technic lacked 
the precision necessary for trench war
fare. But the initiative and spirit of de
votion to the service were high, and some 
of our best regular artillery officers, with 
a superb spirit of personal subordination, 
devoted themselves to the work of devel
oping in America the necessary schools 
and training-camps at the cost of their 
own participation in the conflict. 

Fortunately, also, we had for our for
eign instructors the best field-artillerists 
in the world, those of the French Army, 
and American officers can never over
praise the generosity with which French 
experience was laid at our feet or the 
patient intelligence with which we were 
initiated into the mysteries of the tech
nic which France for many years had 
been developing. There is a wide-spread 
notion among laymen that the secret of 
French artillery success is contained in 
the famous soixante-quinze—the French 
light field-piece. This is a very imper
fect conception. The French 75 is a good 
gun; all things considered, perhaps the 
best of the various light field-pieces used 
by the different armies on either side of 
the western battle-line, but its superiority 
is not excessive or controlling. What 
gave it its superiority was the technical 
skill of the French artillery officer devel
oped under a remarkable system of me
chanical aids and mathematical instruc
tion, all standardized according to the 
French passion for uniformity and sys
tem, until it had reached a level beyond 
that attained by any other nation. 
France had been measured and mapped 
until it was like a great artillery-range. 
Reference points and base points had been 
identified and marked. A system of pre
cision fire, based upon the physical laws 
of dispersion, had been developed; meth
ods for correcting errors caused by vary
ing temperature, barometer, or wind had 
been evolved, and the French artillerist 
had been trained to apply and use these 
with the same rapidity and accuracy with 

which the skilful musician plays his in
strument. And they had all been trained 
alike. There were none of the individual 
idiosyncrasies which we so often find in 
American artists, whether in war or civil 
life. An American regiment when trans
ferred from one French instructor to an
other, would always find the same doc
trine and the same art. 

In the changing tactics of the four 
years' struggle on the western front this 
exquisite technic of the French field-
artillerist held from time to time a some
what changed position, but it was always 
an important one. Heavy howitzers and 
longer-range guns were developed and took 
their places behind. Trench mortars, 
tanks, and machine guns multiplied in 
front. The soixante-quinze remained, par 
excellence, the weapon which protected 
the infantryman, and wherever it was 
put, the Frenchman's ability to handle 
his weapon quickly, intelligently, and ac
curately was responsible for saving many 
thousands of precious lives. During the 
grim struggle of the last year, when the 
long, thin line was being hammered re
morselessly, now here, now there, by the 
Boche battering-ram, the defensive bar
rage and the even more effective counter-
offensive of the French light artillery was 
perhaps the main prop by which that line 
was held until the accumulating American 
tide made possible the final counter-
stroke. 

One of my battery captains was fortu
nate enough to see the first repulse of the 
Germans at Belleau Wood, and his ac
count was dramatic. He had been sent 
forward on liaison duty, and reached his 
post at the infantry-battalion headquar
ters just as the attack began. From his 
observation-post in the attic of an old 
French farmhouse his view ranged over 
the broad meadows sloping down across 
the stream and up the opposite hill to the 
borders of the woods. Along the valley 
in front of him ran the thin American line 
behind such hasty shelter as could be 
found for the emergency. Just as he took 
his position the gray waves of assaulting 
German infantry emerged from the woods 
in apparently endless succession. They 
came on through the grain-fields, un
checked by the gaps made by the rifles 
and machine guns of the marines, but 
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suddenly, just as it seemed certain they 
would reach their objective, down upon 
them came the barrage of the French 
artillery. I t was one of those perfect 
barrages where range and correction and 
adjustment have all worked together ac
curately, and it swept the grain-field from 
side to side with a cloud of high-explosive 
smoke, as the sirocco sweeps the desert. 
When it lifted, the attack had ceased. 
Nothing living moved in the foreground. 
All that was left of the assault had been 
swept back into the shelter of the woods. 

When our own regiment reached the 
front it was in July, 1918. Nearly a year 
had passed since its organization and since 
the first raw recruits of the draft army 
had made their way from the railroad-sta
tion into the still unfinished barracks of 
the training-camp, sprouting up like 
mushrooms among the scrub-oaks of 
Long Island. The officers of the regi
ment had been at work even longer, 
nearly fifteen months. Under the inten
sive training system put into effect by 
our military authorities the pressure had 
been incessant during that period. First 
had come the keen competition of the 
officers' camp, then the long grind of drill 
and school at the cantonment through the 
weary months of the winter, and finally a 
third period, the most severe of all, at the 
French artillery-camp, where, day after 
day, on the target-range, on the drill-
ground, and in the lecture-room, men and 
officers were welded together into a shoot
ing machine by our French and American 
instructors. The news of German vic
tories coming from the front had short
ened our course and increased the pres
sure. We began shooting at seven in the 
morning and a steady round of instruc
tion continued until nearly nine o'clock 
at night, when men's minds had almost 
reached the limit of saturation in new 
ideas and impressions. When at last the 
long strain was ended and the day came 
to put into effect the lessons we had so 
laboriously learned, the first impression 
upon the officers was one of relief and re
laxation. Even the three days' journey 
across France by troop-train was a wel
come change from the pressure under 
which they had been working. 

The sector to which we were sent pre
sented a very different picture from the 

wintry, rain-soaked fields of Picardy, 
where I, who had preceded the division 
to France by several months, had ob
tained my first view of the war. I t was 
one of the so-called quiet sectors in Lor
raine. The country was rolling and 
great fields, golden with grain, alternated 
with the woodland. Behind us ran the 
valley of the Meuthe, not unlike some of 
the more beautiful valleys of central and 
northern New York. At our right began 
the wooded crests of the Vosges Moun
tains, and over all sparkled the radiant 
July sun. For most of us it was a veri
table oasis, lying between the long tedium 
of the past year's preparation and the 
grim uncertainty of the months that were 
to come farther north. 

Our troop-trains, each loaded with a 
battery, its men, horses, and vehicles, 
pulled into the stations in the valley of 
the Meuthe at intervals of a few hours, 
and the batteries were hastily unloaded 
and hurried into the sheltering protection 
of the great forests which lined the adja
cent hills. For the Germans commanded 
the air, and even the railroad and the 
towns in the valley of the Meuthe were 
not free from their aerial bombs and long-
range guns. 

The infantry of our division, whose 
period of training had been shorter, had 
preceded us by several weeks, and up to 
the time of our arrival were being covered 
by the groups of French artillery which 
we were to relieve. Each of our two 
regiments of light artillery was to cover 
a sector occupied by one of our infantry 
brigades, a battalion of artillery covering 
the subsector of a regiment of infantry. 
Scattered along the entire divisional line 
were the heavy howitzers of our third ar
tillery regiment. I commanded the first 
battalion of our first light regiment, and 
to me fell the position on the extreme 
right, part of my sector running through 
the open country in front of the aban
doned city of Badonvillers and the re
mainder running into the deep forests of 
the Vosges, where the opposing picket-
posts confronted each other in the woods 
and narrow ravines, and artillery protec
tion to the infantry at best could only be 
imperfect. 

Each day, after their arrival, the offi
cers of a battery would go forward and 
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reconnoitre their positions under the 
guidance of the French officers then hold
ing them. During the midnight hours 
of the succeeding night the guns of the 
battery would be pulled forward into 
their places. It had been the original in
tention, according to the programme of 
instruction outlined for our army, that 
the French artillery should then remain 
for thirty days as our instructors, teach
ing us the tactics of the sector and ac
quainting us with our duties in the field. 
But two days after our first units arrived 
the never-ending pressure from the north 
changed all this and our French friends 
received orders to pull out at once and 
leave us to our own resources. That 
made a very interesting situation for nov
ices at the game of war, and when I shook 
hands with my predecessor and saw him 
disappear into the darkness of the road 
that led to the rear and reflected on how 
much artillery knowledge he was carrying 
away with him and how little was left be
hind, I felt much like a Crusoe on a bar
ren island. 

Fortunately, the Boche was quiet, my 
junior officers were keen, intelligent, and 
indefatigable, and gradually the situation 
presented its landmarks, and one could 
grasp and even enjoy it. It was the duty 
of the artillery-battalion commander to 
master the tactics of his position, to keep 
his head above the pressure of details, and 
to get firmly grasped what must be done 
in all the possible emergencies of his sec
tor. He must not allow himself to be 
submerged by the ever-present paper 
work, or to be prevented by the constant 
necessity of battery supervision from 
learning the physical characteristics of his 
terrain, from getting his observation-posts 
in the best positions for future usefulness, 
and, above all, from keeping his head 
clear to meet the ever-present cunning of 
the wily Boche. Let him once get sub
merged in routine and he was lost as a 
competent group commander. 

To make the game more interesting, 
the American line of defense in that sec
tor had just been changed. The main 
line of resistance had been drawn back, 
and this involved radical alterations in 
the artillery plan of defense. Ordinarily, 
this permanent plan of defense is worked 
out beforehand in the careful, detailed 

method of the French, and a dossier con
taining map plans and calculations for the 
various barrages is handed down to each 
successive artillery commander in the sec
tor. The defense of each sector of the 
line is planned almost as carefully as the 
defense of a fortress. 

In our case, owing to the change in the 
infantry line of resistance, new battery 
positions had to be chosen, new defensive 
barrages calculated, and new plans of 
action made to meet the chance that the 
enemy might force his way through and 
compel a retirement. 

Far out in front of all ran the infantry 
observation-line. This consisted merely 
of isolated picket-posts, each containing 
four or five men situated several hundred 
yards apart. In front of them and be
tween them and the German line ran our 
first-line barrage. In case the Germans 
left their trenches and advanced for at
tack across "No Man's Land," this first-
line barrage was the place where the 
shells from the American batteries must 
instantly fall and stop them if possible. 
Day and night the guns must be trained 
on this line, and day and night a sentry 
must stand ready, on receipt of the signal 
of danger, to fire the first gun and call his 
fellows to begin the barrage. 

In our sector, however, the line which 
our regiment of infantry held and which 
we had to cover with our guns was so long 
and thin—nearly five thousand yards in 
all—that no single barrage fired by a bat
talion of artillery could possibly cover it 
with sufficient density of fire to afford any 
protection against a determined enemy. 
Consequently, it was divided into three 
subsectors, upon either of which the guns 
of the battalion could be all turned simul
taneously. One of these subsectors was 
carefully selected as the one where, from 
the character of the land and other known 
circumstances, any formidable attack 
must almost necessarily come, and this 
was called the "normal subsector." Upon 
it the guns were regularly trained. The 
two others were subsectors where a seri
ous attack was not deemed so likely, and 
if a barrage was called for on one of them, 
the guns must be retrained before the 
barrage could open, a matter of some 
minutes. 

Perhaps a thousand yards behind this 
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infantry observation-line lay the line 
where our infantry were to make their 
main resistance in case of a big attack. 
In front of this was to fall the second-line 
barrage. Naturally, our second-line bar
rage must not be fired until the artillery 
commander was certain that the infantry 
actually had fallen back, otherwise his fire 
would kill our own men. Finally, there 
was a third line, beyond which there must 
be no retirement. Here infantry and ar
tillery alike must fight to the last, and to 
make effective resistance here the batter
ies, in case of such a contingency, must 
be moved from their emplacements and 
take new positions where they could best 
assist in this last stand. 

These permanent plans must be* de
cided upon and carefully worked out by 
the artillery command; each detail of pro
cedure down to the separate batteries 
must be foreseen and provided for, and 
ranges and deflections for each gun in 
every contingency carefully worked out. 
Where a battery must move., its route 
must be carefully studied out, with a view 
to protection amid the vicissitudes of bat
tle and its new position prepared. Most 
important of all, the observation-posts, 
the very eyes of the commanders, must 
be selected and means of communication 
provided, including substitutes which 
would stand up against a time when all 
telephone-lines were almost sure to be 
cut by hostile missiles. We were shoot
ing in a country and at ranges where the 
variations of temperature, barometer, and 
wind would influence the flight of our 
shells from day to day by several hundred 
yards—an error the importance of which 
will be appreciated when it is remembered 
that in some places the opposing lines 
were less than three hundred yards apart. 
So-called "corrections of the day," there
fore, must be made every few hours ac
cording to meteorological data telephoned 
us from the rear. 

But, after all, these elements were 
merely the skeleton of the day's work, the 
permanent structure around which the 
daily game of battle was played. Every 
day we must harass the enemy, shoot 
him up wherever he was likely to be vul
nerable, sweep his roads with shrapnel, 
pound his communication-trenches, tickle 
his sensitive points, and do it all without 

giving away our main battery positions. 
For, in the language of the French adage, 
"A battery seen is a battery lost." Once 
let the Germans ascertain the particular 
spot which concealed any of our precious 
guns and it was a moral certainty that 
those guns would play no effective part 
in defending the infantry on the crucial 
day when the hostile attack finally came. 
They would not be destroyed at once, ah, 
no. After the few telltale shots by which 
the German guns registered upon their 
position they would be allowed to lie in 
fancied security for weeks or even months, 
but no event of fate would be more cer
tain than that when the final moment 
came and the German shock-troops lined 
up behind their trenches for their assault, 
this assault would be preceded by a tor
rent of high explosive and gas falling upon 
the doomed battery which would effec
tively put it out of the game. 

Every day hostile balloons were lining 
the horizon studying every movement in 
our area; every day hostile planes were 
flying over us taking photographs of all 
beneath them, and every minute hostile 
sound rangers were lying hidden in the 
distance to locate the report of an unwary 
gun and record its exact position. The 
game of wits involved in meeting and de
feating these attempts constituted the joy 
of war. The patient grind of the past 
year had merely furnished the mechanics 
by which this game was to be played. 
Application of these mechanics was the 
game, and required fighting wits—the in
stinct for combat which recognizes the 
glint in the opponent's eye. 

I t reminded me of nothing so much as a 
good grizzly-bear hunt in my younger 
days. But it required that the same 
spirit should be inculcated throughout 
the command. The momentary indis
cretion of a single man could destroy the 
safety of all his fellows; converging paths 
through the long grass, photographed by 
a hostile airplane, might betray an ammu
nition-dump; negligence in keeping fresh 
the camouflage over the guns, careless 
passing the sky-line in view of a balloon; 
any one of numberless errors was suffi
cient to destroy the labors of weeks. 
Right there the wit and intelligence of the 
American soldier showed at its best. You 
could take him into your confidence and 
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point out to him the reason, and you could 
be sure he would see it and act accord
ingly. I had some of our own planes take 
photographs of our positions from the air, 
and after I had passed them around 
among the men there was no more diffi
culty in enforcing camouflage discipline. 

When it came to defeating the sound 
rangers more effort was necessary. We 
selected a "p i ra te" position out in front 
where strong emplacements and a good 
dugout of earlier days offered ample pro
tection, and thither we sent out guns and 
crews selected by detail every few days 
to do our harassing fire. The position 
became perfectly well known to the Boche 
and was pounded by him at frequent in
tervals. But to go there became a great 
lark for our youngsters, as it furnished the 
main excitement of the sector. The first 
time it was shelled the lieutenant in com
mand informed me of it by telephone. 
As there was no need, at that particular 
moment, for the crews to remain in the 
position, I directed him to take his men 
and move out of danger until the bom
bardment was over. " Oh, but please, sir, 
we all want to stay and see what hap
pens," was the answer! 

Our battalion headquarters offered lit
tle ocular evidence of the grimness of war. 
We were located on the side of a small val
ley in a thick grove of firs, an outstretch
ing spur of forest from the Vosges Moun
tains. Below us in the bottom of the val
ley, through a bright, sunny meadow, ran 
a mountain-stream. Although dugouts 
were prepared as a refuge from gas in case 
of attack, we slept in our shelter-tents 
above ground. Under the branches of 
the firs camp-life went on with all the 
enjoyable surroundings of an outing in 
the Adirondacks. I t took careful search 
to discover hidden away in the evergreens 
the stores of ammunition and the em
placements from which projected the slen
der muzzles of our 75's. A mile away to 
the left and right fronts respectively lay 
the other two batteries, and up on a com
manding hill to the front was the main 
battalion observation-post. Every day's 
duties involved visits to each of them. 
An artillery commander who is worth his 
salt must also visit the terrain over which 
he is shooting, must learn the life of the 
infantry to which his arm is an auxiliary, 

and must gain by personal contact the 
ability to see the character of his work 
through their eyes. 

In my sector a visit to the front lines 
meant either a walk through the heavy 
forests on the right or a dash in a motor
cycle over the roads through the open 
country on the left. These roads were 
usually shelled from day to day just 
enough to give the ride interest and ex
citement. There was one long open 
stretch in full view of the German obser
vation-posts where my motorcycle driver, 
a youngster from the East Side, habitually 
put on full steam to a point that made me 
often wonder whether I did not prefer the 
risk of a shell. After we passed Pexonne 
there would be no traffic on the roads, 
nothing but a stray infantry soldier mov
ing warily along in the shelter of the 
screens, and there was always the pleasant 
uncertainty as to whether some stray 
German patrol had not pushed its way be
tween our isolated posts, as sometimes 
happened. Badonvillers, which lay just 
inside our pickets, was a deserted city. 
Even the infantry support-posts lay be
hind it, and as we rattled through its 
streets the exhaust of the motorcycle 
seemed distressingly loud, and one pon
dered whether it was safer to shoot 
through quickly or to leave the cursed 
machine behind and walk through in si
lence. Out on the right, on the other 
hand, progress was always peaceful. An 
enchanting air of serenity breathed 
through the arches of the forest, and one 
was tempted to go on and on, with noth
ing to remind you of war. In fact, it was 
here so difficult to distinguish the lines 
that there was danger of passing entirely 
through them, and on one occasion, when 
I was forward reconnoitring the locality 
of a raid which we intended to pull off, I 
accidentally passed between the picket-
posts without seeing them, and nearly 
walked into the German lines. I was 
with a young French officer, and when we 
discovered our predicament it was inter
esting to see the difference in army train
ing. I reached in my holster for my pis
tol; he reached in his pocket for a grenade. 
But we were undiscovered and soon 
hunted up our own picket-posts. 

Modern war has preserved little of its 
glamour, but certainly such glamour as has 
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survived existed in the quiet sectors and 
was to be found most often when we came 
in contact with the officers of our gallant 
allies. When the artillery of one division 
relieved that of another in a quiet sector 
the ceremony called for an exchange of 
hospitalities. And the hospitality of the 
French artillery was a constant marvel. 
They carried far less baggage than we. 
But within a short time after their soli
tary little fourgon wagon had rumbled up 
and deposited its modest load, there would 
be spread out under the pines a delicious 
repast, admirably served, with cooking of 
a kind to which the American Army was 
a stranger. 

When I took over the sector the head
quarters of my French predecessor were in 
the town of Pexonne, in the house of the 
only remaining civilian inhabitant of that 
town. My predecessor, the gallant Cap
tain N., had come only a few weeks before 
from the disastrous retreat at Soissons, 
where he had been obliged to abandon his 
guns, and had only saved his personnel by 
creeping ventre & terre for two kilometres 
under a sweeping hail of machine-gun 
bullets. But his spirit was as undefeated 
and his courage as dauntless as ever, and 
in Pexonne, in his own way, he was taking 
sweet revenge on the Boche. For when 
the Boche had occupied Pexonne earlier in 
the war he had committed the unpardon
able oversight of failing to discover that 
the cellar of our civilian host was fully 
and admirably stocked. Providence must 
not be thus tempted twice. Consequently, 
all our conferences over the defense of the 
sector must needs take place at dejeuner, 
and the dejeuners were unusually delicious 
and fluid in character. At them I discov
ered that our civilian host and I were both 
schoolmates of Gifford Pinchot, the one 
at the Forest School in Nancy, the other 
at Yale, and it made the world seem 
smaller than ever. I t was hard for the 
American officer, with his sober Puritan 
ancestry, at first to reconcile the buoyant 
gayety of the French officer with the steel
like spirit of invincibility which underlay 
it. But in this he only represented truly 
his people. Right here in the sector as I 
sped down the road to the front with occa
sional shell-bursts exhibiting their brown
ish puffs of high explosive on either side, 
looking out into the fields which bordered 

the road, I could see French women and 
even children calmly going about the task 
of reaping the wheat that was ripening in 
those fields. Without heroics and simply 
as a part of the day's work, they were 
doing their bit under shell-fire to rescue 
their beloved France from the Boche. 

As night would draw on at battalion 
headquarters the appearance of war would 
become a little more real. The last re
ports would come in from the liaison offi
cer at the infantry posts in front, the bat
teries would be communicated with, the 
observation-post visited, and everything 
made snug for the night. The slumbers 
of the commander, with his telephone at 
his ear, were rarely unbroken. Some false 
alarm or some real one was very apt to 
come in to be dealt with, as the case 
might be. Sometimes the Germans would 
put up a false signal for our barrage, try
ing to tempt us into a disclosure of our 
battery positions, and one must listen 
sharply for the telltale beat of their air
planes overhead trying to spot the flashes 
of our guns if we were led to reply. 

But at last a real call came. Under 
orders from headquarters in the rear one 
evening had been spent in the practice of 
signal drill with rockets, and rockets of 
various kinds and colors had been emitted 
from our lines until the Boche must have 
thought great things were in prospect. I 
anticipated an uneasy night, and was ly
ing in my blankets with my telephone 
close at hand. The slender wires running 
out into the darkness of the forest in front 
seemed like very frail connections with 
our fellows. Shortly after midnight a 
message from the observation-post: "A 
red rocket has just gone up from the in
fantry front line." Now a red rocket was 
the signal for our second-line barrage—the 
barrage which, if fired prematurely and 
before our own infantry had fallen back, 
would mean destruction to them. Fortu
nately, my visits to the infantry front line 
had warned me of the danger of wrong 
signals being given in the excitement of 
an attack, and I had supplemented the 
regular rocket code which we received 
from corps headquarters with private in
structions to my batteries that a signal for 
the second-line barrage was not to be an
swered without confirmation from me. 
Nevertheless, the anxiety of the moment 



716 Artillery in a Quiet Sector 

was keen until I had reached my batteries 
by phone, and found that while the signal 
had been seen it had not been answered, 
and that the men were standing to, await
ing further orders. By that time the tele
phone was clamoring again, and excited 
voices were heard from infantry advance 
battalion headquarters: "An attack in 
force is being made on our front lines; 
our pickets report the whole German 
army coming across 'No Man's Land. ' " 
" Where?" " I n the Negre sector. Give 
us a barrage at once." 

Now the Negre sector was a front-line 
subsector over in the woods on the right, 
where a real attack was unlikely, and 
where the barrage could be only delivered 
after relaying the guns. "Are you sure 
it is not a feint and that the real attack 
will not come in the normal sector?" 
"No. Don't argue. Give us the Negre 
barrage." And at the same moment a 
messenger dashed in with word that the 
"blinker"—the supplementary communi
cation—was confirming the call for a bar
rage. The order was at once given, al
though with doubt in my heart, and then 
the minutes were counted while we knew 
that the men in the distant positions were 
turning the guns, getting their new bear
ings on the right. I t seemed much longer 
than it really was, and when finally the 
first gun boomed out into the darkness the 
relief from the tension was great. The 
three batteries had barely settled into a 
great anvil chorus when again the tele
phone: "We were mistaken. An attack 
is now coming in the normal sector. Give 
us a barrage there." Again the order to 
change was given, but this reversal was 
easier than the first change, and the guns 
swung back to their old positions almost 
as promptly as a well-trained pack of 

hounds will swing in their course, and in 
a moment the shells were shrieking on 
their way over Badonvillers. Even in the 
seclusion of the command-post there is 
comfort in the roar of one's barrage, and 
out in the battery positions the relief to 
the men who had waited through long 
months of training for such a chance to 
get at the enemy was great, indeed. With 
fierce energy the shells were slid in, the 
lanyards pulled, and the cases snapped 
out until a rate of speed was attained 
which I fear considerably exceeded the 
rate which French instruction had pre
scribed as the maximum for such occa
sions. Alter the ten-minute barrage had 
been given and then repeated, the guns 
were slowed down and we listened for 
further news of the conflict. The rifle-fire 
out in front had stopped and in a few 
moments the telephone confirmed the 
news that the enemy's attack had ceased. 

Thus little of the outward drama passes 
before the eyes of the artillery-group com
mander while the fight is on. Shut up in 
his command-post, tied fast to his fines of 
communication, which concentrate there 
like the sensory nerves of the human 
body, he makes a few quick inferences, 
bases on them an equal number of quick 
decisions, and leaves the rest to his 
machine. Thereafter success or failure de
pends upon that machine—upon the pa
tient care with which it has been con
structed and trained, the intelligence and 
loyalty of his junior officers, and the 
steadfast accuracy and courage of his 
men. That these requisite foundations 
for its future success existed in the case 
of the men and junior officers of the 
American artillery, even the modest ex
periences of a quiet sector were sufficient 
to demonstrate. 
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ing mass of sodden blue linen. "Tha t 
coolie probably miscalculated the dis
tance between a sampan and the shore," 
he explained. 

The executive glanced more atten
tively toward the floating lump. " Could
n't he swim? Why didn't some one try 
to save h im?" he asked. 

"Uneducated Chinese coolies believe 
that a man drowns because the river-god 
wants him; they wouldn't dream of in
terfering with the river-god's plans!" 
replied the doctor, answering the second 
question, and adding: "This is the most 
dangerous river in the world. There's a 
treacherous five-knot current always, 
except in freshet time, when it's seven 
or eight knots; and the queer tricks played 
by the undertow, whirlpools, backwater, 
and eddies are beyond any attempts at 
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THE executive officer of the 
American gunboat paused 
a t the rail and looked 
thoughtfully t o w a r d the 
nearest shore off which 
they had just anchored. 

Between him and the bund—a high stone 
retaining wall pierced at long intervals by 
flights of steps to the water—the turbid 
Yangtze swept violently seaward; the 
ship tugged at her straining anchor-
chains. 

The executive was new to the China 
station as were most of the crew. The 
ship's doctor was the only veteran aboard, 
and he, crossing the deck, spied the exec
utive and hastened to join him. 

"Yangtze's beginning to tune up for 
the spring freshets," remarked the doc
tor casually, and pointed toward a drift-
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logical explanation. This crew is new to 
the Yangtze. I think that you should 
warn them that if any of them fell over
board they'd probably not get the fight
ing chance of coming to the surface. And 
we'd be safe in looking for their bodies 
anywhere except up-stream." 

The executive, scenting a joke, cau
tiously agreed; finding the doctor in ear
nest he promised to speak to the sailors 
before a liberty party left the ship. 

"But I didn't come to lecture on the 
whims of currents. I came to ask per
mission to go ashore," apologized the 
doctor, adding: "They haven't a surgeon 
at the mission here, and my uncle, who 
is in charge, wrote me when he heard 
that I was coming out for another cruise. 
He said that there were a number of 
poor Chinese who needed attention. I'd 
like to help out the missionaries at this 
and any other port where I could be 
useful when I'm not needed aboard 
ship." 

The executive nodded. "I'll speak to 
the captain right now," he said, turning 
away. 

An hour later, seeing the doctor and 
a hospital apprentice embarking in the 
ship's launch, the executive cheered them 
on their way with: "Good luck! Don't 
leave a guilty appendix at large in the 
village, doc!" 

To which the doctor retorted, "Your 
'village' has a population of nearly 
three millions of people!" as the launch, 
with perceptible effort, started against 
the current for the landing-steps a half-
mile away. 

"Micky" Kalish and "Turk" Flynn 
listened tolerantly the next morning to 
the executive officer's short discourse on 
the dangers of the Yangtze. They were 
part of a liberty party who were to be al
lowed eight hours ashore that day, and 
they resented the executive's infringe
ment on their time. 

"Y'd think we was bay-bies or young 
lay-dies," growled Micky, sotto voce, 
to the men nearest him. " ' 'Ang yer 
cloes on er 'ickery lim', an' don't g' near 
th' water,' " he supplemented. His 
neighbors grinned. 

The executive, frowning, glanced to
ward him and met the usual look of 

guileful innocence with which six weeks 
of transpacific journeying in Micky's 
company had made him only too familiar. 
Later, watching the duty boats depart, 
and meeting Micky's shifty eyes, he re
marked to the chaplain: "If I had any 
real excuse for keeping those two men 
aboard I'd do it! They'll get into trouble 
ashore just as sure as they land. They 
are the only misfits in the crew, and 
give me more trouble than all the rest 
put together. They're a bad pair; all the 
other men avoid them !" 

The chaplain soberly agreed. His 
cherished belief regarding the inherent 
good to be found in every man had died 
a lingering and painful death where 
Micky and Turk were concerned. Worst 
of all, they had trickily used his serious 
and earnest interest in them to enlist his 
assistance in helping to extricate them
selves from some of their more vicious 
scrapes, and had openly laughed at the 
chaplain's abashed and enlightened hor
ror at the part he had been beguiled into 
playing. "They haven't a vulnerable 
spot that I can find!" grieved the chap
lain. 

"Poor stuff—the scum of big cities," 
soliloquized the executive, then bright
ened. " Cheer up, padre ! We'll have a 
day off! Our two afflictions have gone 
ashore," he said. 

To Micky Kalish and Turk Flynn the 
day of liberty was proving a disappoint
ment. There seemed to be a remarkably 
small field for sport of any kind; where, 
at home, the solitary Chinese laundry-
man, humbly and precariously located 
in more or less tolerant neighborhoods, 
could always be made to furnish enter
tainment through such mild devices as 
suddenly smashing his laundry windows 
or slinging the contents of a convenient 
garbage-can through his door, here, where 
there were whole crowded streets full of 
quiet, stolid, unsmiling Chinese, such 
innocent playfulness seemed inadvisable. 
Micky and Turk, like all bullies, were 
cowards. 

"Where's there a bar?" demanded 
Micky. Careful search failed to reveal 
any place at all like the Chinese equiva
lent for a saloon. "This's a helluva 
town!" growled Turk. "Fine place t' 
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come to after cleanin' an' scrubbin' yer-
self and yer does an' a ship fer weeks. 
That executive'd keep us washin' nights 
if he could stay awake to make u s ! " 

" 'Tain ' t my fault. I didn't come here 
'cause I liked it," retorted Micky; "bu t 
there ain't no town but's got fun in it— 
if y' know how to find i t ! " and tried 
hailing likely looking pedestrians. Dis
creet questioning of hurrying, pidgin-

with keen disfavor. "Funny such a 
slow country has such a fast river," he 
complained. 

Micky was not interested in the Yang
tze. "Ain't there a place in this whole 
d town where a white man can get a 
dr ink?" he inquired plaintively, and 
looked toward the gunboat, dimly visible 
down-stream. "Never 'spected t' see th' 
time that that ole pile o' junk would look 

"Get yer other oar, I tell yer!"—Page 720. 

English-speaking messengers from the 
tea factories failed to reveal the existence 
of such haunts as their life in the slums 
of large cities at home had led them to 
expect. The few women going their way 
along the narrow streets looked neither 
to the right nor left. As for any response 
to Micky's or Turk's tentative advances, 
"All these female Chinks is deef's well's 
blind. Anyhow, I don't like them linole-
yum pants they wear," remarked Micky 
critically. 

The shops, filled with silks and em
broideries, did not interest them. Their 
first day ashore in the Orient was prov
ing a disillusionment. Bored, they 
sauntered forth from the Chinese city 
into the narrow strip of foreign "conces
sion " along the bunded river-wall. 

Turk eyed the rushing yellow water 

good t' me," he commented aggrievedly. 
" I don't know but what I'd ruther have 
give m'self up to th' police as t' hide in 
th' navy," he added. 

"Aw, well! Th ' police will have for
got by th' time we get back," comforted 
Turk. 

They strolled on, pausing at intervals 
to inspect the big houses facing the river, 
and conversationally attributing various 
Oriental depravities to the respectable 
English, French, and Russian tea com-
pradores who lived in them. The early 
dusk had begun to fall, when in a back 
street they discovered a villainous hotel 
with a bar, which they hastened to pat
ronize. 

"What d'you call this stuff?" in
quired Micky critically, tasting the 
wicked brown beverage served him. 
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The barkeeper, sniffing haughtily, dis
dained to reply. 

"Smells all right—but it's strong 
enough t' take the hair off of a dawg," 
commented Micky. 

Turk had finished his first glass. 
" I t ' d take th ' linin' off of a copper 
boiler," he supplemented; "takes hold of 
yer insides like a monkey-wrench ! Gim
me another!" 

The barkeeper, after collecting the 
price, complied. When, a half-hour 
later, the two sailors veered unsteadily 
into the darkening street they had 
shipped a full cargo and Micky carried an 
extra quart bottle in his hand. 

They tacked an unsteady course back 
to the landing-steps and, after deciding 
to return to the ship, hailed a sampan 
and, indicating their destination a half-
mile down-stream, climbed aboard. As 
the boat swung away from the steps 
Turk lapsed into slumber and Micky was 
about to follow his example when the 
actions of the sampan man attracted his 
attention. He watched him closely, then 
spoke. "Hi , you! Quit wigglin' that one 
oar off from the back of the boat! Get 
yer other oar and go t' work!" he com
manded thickly. 

The sampan man did not understand 
the words, but the tone seemed familiar. 
So all foreigners signified their desire for 
speed. He redoubled his efforts; the boat 
shot out into the current. 

To Micky this seemed intentional de
fiance. "Get yer other oar, I tell yer !" 
he snarled, lurching to his feet. 

The sampan man made a stupendous 
effort. Micky's anger flared up; he 
looked for a weapon with which to em
phasize his commands and spied the 
whiskey-bottle. With a yell he lifted it 
high, and before the cowering coolie 
realized his intention, brought it down on 
the sampan man's head; then with a 
frantic effort tried to regain his balance. 

He was too late. The sampan man, 
twisting the boat sharply about, went 
overboard clutching, with the frenzy of 
desperation, the heavy oar. The sam
pan overturned. There was no time for 
an outcry or a disturbance. . . . 

A few seconds later the only visible ob
jects that showed through the misty 
darkness were a sampan, bottom side up, 

and a bleeding, shivering coolie clinging 
to a spar and drifting swiftly down the 
rushing river. 

The executive officer, scanning the re
port the next morning, noted without sur
prise that Kalish and Flynn had over
stayed their liberty, and were still absent. 
" I should have been more astonished if 
they'd returned 'clean and sober.' I 
only hope they haven't raised trouble 
ashore for all of us," he said to Rooney, 
the veteran master-at-arms. 

"Two law-breakers like them can piz-
zen the town against a whole ship's com
pany of decent men! These is queer 
times, sor; every quarter, when I strikes 
the bell, a voice answers back from the 
riggin'," answered Rooney with sepul
chral intensity. 

The executive had been shipmates with 
the master-at-arms on former cruises. 
" Of course ! Every sound echoes against 
that stone-walled bund," he agreed 
cheerfully, and reverted to the absentees. 
"They'll be back by night with some 
cock-and-bull story," he said. Rooney, 
sighing funereally, shook his head as he 
walked away. 

But the executive officer's gift of proph
ecy failed him. Micky and Turk did 
not return that day or the next. The ex
ecutive questioned the doctor, who, with 
the apprentice, was spending long and 
busy days in his improvised operating-
room at the mission in the Chinese city. 

"No, I haven't heard a word about 
them," answered the doctor. "I ' l l ask 
them at the mission to send one of their 
students on a still-hunt, if you like," he 
offered, and added: " I performed nine 
operations yesterday, and my reputation 
for giving something for nothing has gone 
forth! Late in the afternoon a poor 
wretch came in and wanted me to pre
sent him with a sampan. He was quite 
insistent! I told him I hadn't one handy 
at the moment, but as a substitute I'd 
sew up a big cut on his head—the poor 
devil's scalp had been laid open and the 
cut was full of glass. We had quite a 
time detaching his mind from the sampan 
he wanted long enough for me to fix him 
up." 

The executive was not listening. "Guess 
I'd better go ashore and see the authori-



The Return 721 

ties. I don't want those two men to make 
trouble," he said. 

The chaplain interrupted. "May I 
help find them?" 
he asked. " I ' m 
not busy, and per
haps if Flynn and 
Kalish are in some 
scrape I could be 
of assistance. Up 
to now I've failed 
in everything I've 
t r i e d to do for 
them." 

The executive 
nodded. "Come 
along, padre," he 
said hospitably. 

An hour later, 
accompanied by 
an orderly, they 
disembarked at 
the landing-steps. 
The chaplain did 
not want any one 
with him. " I ' l l 
search through the 
long street near
est the river," he 
planned. The ex
ecutive officer and 
the orderly started 
for the tao- ta i ' s 
yamen. 

The river street 
which the chaplain 
had chosen proved 
to be a poor hunt
ing-ground. Mat 
huts, occupied by 
large families amid 
squalor and direst 
poverty, were so 
open to the gaze 
of chance passers 
that the chaplain 
soon gave up the 
thought of them as 
a hiding-place and 
turned back into 
the city, where, to 

his unaccustomed eyes, every street and 
every house looked exactly alike. The 
chaplain, very much at a loss as to how 
to start on his search, began by wandering 
into the shops and trying to question the 

shopkeepers. But this city was too far 
from the coast to have developed a pidg
in-English trade; the grave Chinese 

c le rks eyed him 
blankly. Only at 
an e m b r o i d e r y 
shop did his re
quest for informa
t ion a b o u t two 
sailors strike a re
sponsive chord; 
there, the proprie
tor, very proud of 
his intelligence, 
produced a square 
of pale-blue linen 
e x q u i s i t e l y em
broidered in plum-
blossoms, which 
the chaplain, not 
h a v i n g the lan
guage of refusal, 
paid for. 

But in the silk 
shops, the jewel
lers ' shops, the 
jade-cutters' shops, 
t h e m e d i c i n e 
shops, the smoke 
shops, and the pro
vision stores an un-
c o m p r e h e n d i n g 
stare was the usual 
answer to his timid 
questionings. The 
chaplain spent two 
unprofitable hours 
before he came 
upon a clew. A 
stealthy, loitering 
Eurasian, listening 
to his attempt at 
questioning a rick
sha coolie, sidled 
up and spoke with 
a cringing attempt 
at ingratiation. 

' ' W h a t y o u 
wan t -chee?" in
quired the Eura
sian. 

The chaplain disliked his appearance 
and manner. " I 'm looking for some 
one," he answered. 

The Eurasian's face brightened. "You 
not find?" he demanded. 

He had the assurance of the languid Eurasian 
lady . . . that she knew nothing of 

the . . . sailors.—Page 722. 
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"No," vouchsafed the chaplain, mov
ing away. 

The man laid a detaining hand on the 
chaplain's arm. " I know where," he as
serted. "How much you pay me?" 

The chaplain paused. "Why didn't 
you say so before ? " he asked, and added: 
"My government pays fifty dollars each 
for deserters. That will be one hundred 
dollars in this case." 

The Eurasian's eyes shone. "Come!" 
he commanded, leading the way. The 
chaplain followed, down five long squares, 
around three devious turns skirting a 
temple compound, across a little creek, 
through several evil-smelling alleys, and 
up a steep flight of stairs. The chaplain 
never willingly discussed the details of 
the very few minutes which elapsed be
fore, flushed and scandalized, he hastily 
descended those stairs. But he had the 
assurance of the languid Eurasian lady 
at the top of them that she knew nothing 
of the malingering sailors. 

The chaplain, hurrying toward an in
tersecting street, came out on a narrow, 
deserted alley and, stopping to get his 
bearings, realized that he was lost, and 
looked helplessly about. The crevice
like streets ran, without seeming rhyme or 
reason, in every direction, and the blank 
walls of the stone houses looked formi
dable and lonely. "There isn't a soul 
within a mile," was the chaplain's panicky 
thought. He was wrong. Through the 
peep-hole in a door almost in reach of his 
hand he was being very carefully ob
served, his hesitation noted. After a few 
seconds, while he still stood deliberating 
on a choice of directions, the door cau
tiously opened. " Excellenze !" whispered 
a voice. 

Startled, the chaplain turned and 
faced a Chinese servant, who beckoned 
him toward the dark hallway dimly visible 
beyond the narrow door. The chaplain, 
remembering his recent experience, 
frowned and shook his head. "No," he 
said sternly. 

The servant nodded. "Yes!" he af
firmed. "Al ' r i ' ! Here is! Have got!" 

"Are they in there? Did they ask you 
to call me?" asked the chaplain with re
lief. 

The servant acquiesced. "Catch-ee 
to-day," he said, and after closing the 

door, led the way to a small room at the 
end of the dark hallway. An old Chinese 
man, sitting by a table, hardly glanced 
up. "Not again will I do!" he asserted 
with aggrieved emphasis in a high-fright
ened voice. 

" I suppose they've given you a lot of 
trouble!" agreed the chaplain; "we've 
had a hard time with them for three 
months. Where and how did you find 
them?" he asked. 

The old Chinaman eyed him with stony 
distaste. "Where and how are no your 
concern," he said angrily; "but first—" 
From a concealed pocket he produced a 
small packet wrapped in a dirty rag, 
which he unwound. Inside was a smaller 
package tied up in a piece of white silk, 
which he turned carefully back and dis
closed a double handful of pearls, so 
large and so perfect that the chaplain, to 
whom all pearls—like all Chinese streets 
and houses—looked alike, blinked with 
amazement and wondered if they were 
genuine. 

"In scores of cities . . . through all 
the world . . . men hunt, and watch 
. . . for these ! Pearls of a great queen!" 
gloated the old Chinaman; then added, 
with sharp fretfulness: "Not again will I 
do ! Even now I fear!" 

The chaplain, puzzled, wondered un
comfortably by what combination of cir
cumstances Micky and Turk had come 
into connection with the pearls. " You're 
very kind to show me these," he com
menced; "but I wish you'd tell me how 
our men—" The door swung back. A 
Portuguese woman stood in the opening 
and glared furiously at the chaplain. 

"What do you want here?" she de
manded fiercely, and the chaplain saw 
that in her clinched hand she carried a 
revolver. He spoke with soothing defi-
niteness: " I am looking for two sailors 
who have overstayed their liberty from 
the American ship anchored in the river. 
I am the chaplain of the ship," he said. 

She stared at him. "How did you get 
in here?" she asked. 

" I had lost my way. Your servant 
opened your door and led me to believe 
that our men were here. Am I to under
stand that you know nothing of the sail
ors?" questioned the chaplain. 

The Portuguese woman turned vio-



The Return 723 

lently to the servant cowering behind her 
and broke into a choice assortment of 
mixed and vivid profanity, some of which 
the chaplain recognized as English, before 
she wheeled and faced him again. "Get 
out of here!" she shrieked. Then, as he 
was being hustled toward the door, the 
chaplain heard the whimpering servant 

steeled him to new effort. " If Kalish and 
Flynn are being detained here they need 
help," he decided, as an unexpected turn 
brought him out on a crowded street 
lined with shops. Two lepers, nearly 
naked, begged by a door-step; the chap
lain, shuddering, stopped to give them 
money. 

'Excellenze!" whispered a voice.—Page 722. 

blubber: "You say . . . man will stand 
by door . . . not speak-ee. Him do !" 
And the woman's furious answer: " I 
told you the man'd wear blue glasses! 
I'll kill you—you , fool!" as the 
door banged shut behind him. 

"This is no work for me," soliloquized 
the chaplain, hurrying aimlessly up the 
alley and deciding that he had better re
turn to the ship. But calmer thought 

"Poor souls!" he ejaculated aloud. 
A coolie, leaning with the discouraged 
weakness of hunger and suffering against 
an opposite wall, looked up and stiffened 
at the sight of the chaplain's uniform. 
Quickly crossing, he laid a detaining hand 
on the chaplain's sleeve. "Sampan!" he 
demanded. " Me—sampan!" 

"Not until later," said the chaplain, 
noticing a half-healed gash across the 
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man's scalp. " I don't want to go back 
until I've located my men. Have you 
seen two American sailors anywhere 
around?" He hesitated, then launched 
experimentally in to the vernacular: '' Two 
men! All-ee same-ee blue suits ? Have 
see?" questioned the chaplain. 

The sampan man nodded. "One dol
lar ! M e ! " he demanded. " I take-ee 
you where." 

"You mean that if I give you one dol
lar you can take me where there are two 
men with clothes something like mine ? " 
questioned the chaplain, and produced 
the money. 

The coolie seized the dollar. "Can 
d o ! " he promised, and started off. The 
chaplain followed; they went for about 
ten minutes. Then the sampan man, in
dicating a door, stopped. " I n there— 
you catch-ee," he promised, and disap
peared before the chaplain had time to 
knock. 

For some seconds there was no an
swer; the chaplain, with vigor, knocked 
again. There was a sound of muffled 
movements, and a pause. The door 
opened and disclosed a clean bare room. 
In the centre the ship's surgeon bent over 
a still form to which the hospital appren
tice administered the anaesthetic. The 
doctor glanced hastily up. "Hulloa, 
padre ! Can't talk to you now," he said. 
The chaplain was backing away when 
the doctor called to the Chinese servant: 
" T i ! Take this gentleman around to Mr. 
Farron's room!" 

Mr. Farron was the missionary in 
charge. The chaplain spent a pleasant 
quarter of an hour with him and de
scribed, without details, his futile search. 
Mr. Farron was immediately helpful. 
"Ti , the boy who let you in, knows many 
people in the city. He can go with you as 
an interpreter," he said. 

Ti was full of resource. He took the 
chaplain to the fan shop of a friend and 
explained the situation. The friend had, 
unaccountably, not heard any gossip 
about the missing sailors, but he could 
guarantee to direct the chaplain to the 
one person who would know. "I ' l l send 
my number-one boy, and the gentleman 
can command his services until his sailors 
are found," the friend promised Ti, who 
bade the chaplain a satisfied farewell. 

The number-one boy was produced and 
instructed; they started off. Ten min
utes later the abashed chaplain again 
faced the Eurasian lady, who greeted him 

. as an old friend and waved his apologies 
aside. "There was another of you here 
a while ago," she said. The chaplain was 
wondering if Micky and Turk had quar
relled and parted company, when she 
added: "A gem'man frien' of mine says 
he has saw your two sailors three times. 
He says they stays hid all day—then 
comes out mornings and evenings. I can 
tell your boy where to take you, but 
when you gets there don't knock ! Force 
the door open before they has a chance 
to make their getaway." She spoke in 
Chinese to the boy, then turned again to 
the chaplain. " Good-by. Come again !" 
said the Eurasian lady cheerfully. 

The number-one boy and the chaplain, 
following her directions, proceeded this 
time in rickshas, which after a ride 
across the city they left at a corner near 
their destination, taking one of the rick
sha coolies to assist in storming the door, 
which after many whispered instructions 
they rushed in approved formation. Un
fortunately, the door was not fastened, 
and the superfluous force used by the 
raiders carried them well into the apart
ment before the chaplain realized that he 
was again intruding on an operation; this 
rendered him too abashedly speechless to 
answer the doctor's startled exclamation: 
" Great guns, padre! Just because I 
can't fasten that door is no reason for you 
to tear it off the hinges !" 

The number-one boy and the ricksha 
coolie, after a glance at the operating-
table, miraculously disappeared. The 
chaplain, attempting no explanations, got 
himself quickly outside and around the 
house, where, in a warm corner, he came 
upon Ti dozing in the sunshine, and per
suaded him to take a new interest in the 
case. 

Ti reluctantly acquiesced, and pon
dered on the available purveyors of in
formation, then brightened. "AT r i ' ! 
Can d o ! " he promised sleepily. Again 
the chaplain fared forth into the city. 
This time their haven was a porcelain 
shop, presided over by a lady of enor
mous girth and unguessable nationality 
who spoke fluent English. The chaplain 
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relaxed unconsciously under her expan
sive friendliness. 

" Glad to make yer acquaintance," she 
welcomed, and listened to his questions. 
"Sailors? No, I ain't seen but one. He 
was here about an hour ago—bought a 
vase to take to his wife in America before 
he left— What do you want, kid?" 

The chaplain blinked astonished eyes. 
Through an open door behind the woman 
a small girl of six or seven had come shyly 
into the room—a delicate, frail little fig

ure with too white skin, golden hair, and 
appealing, wistful gray eyes, which she 
lifted to the chaplain's kindly face. 

"How did this child get here? Who 
is she?" he asked sternly. 

The woman laughed with disarming 
good nature. "That first question is the 
easiest," she answered, and added: "My 
sister-in-law's a stewardess on a trans
pacific liner; she brought the kid to me 
from San Francisco when the kid was 
just six weeks old. Who her folks are I 
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don't know—or care—so long as they 
pay well and reg'lar. I take her down 
to Shanghai when my sister-in-law's liner 
is in, so's they'll know she's alive and 
they ain't payin' fer nuthin'. But about 
your sailors! There's just one person I 
can think of to send you to. . . . " She 
spoke in Chinese to Ti. "You got that 
straight?" she finished. Ti nodded. "Al' 
ri ' ," he acquiesced. 

The chaplain was talking to the little 
girl. "Then it's sett led?" he asked. 
"I ' l l arrange that you shall go every day 
to the mission school and learn to read 
and write." She smiled joyfully up at 
him. " I will ask Mr. Farron to talk to 
you about the little girl's schooling," he 
told the woman, who agreed amiably, and 
watched him depart to follow the impa-
tient Ti back to the house of the tolerant 
Eurasian lady. After this the chaplain 
entered upon what the executive officer 
used later to describe as his afternoon of 
licensed depravity. 

Before the afternoon was over he had, 
with triumphant eagerness, descended 
eight times on the mission operating-
room and had faced the amused Eurasian 
lady six more, besides adding a number of 
interesting but unprofitable side trips to 
his experiences. But the missing sailors 
were still unapprehended when, late in 
the day, he met the executive officer at 
the landing-steps, and sank exhausted 
onto a seat in the ship's launch. 

"Any luck?" asked the executive. 
The chaplain shook his head. 

" I went up and powwowed with the 
tao-tai," volunteered the executive. 
"Told him, through an interpreter, that 
he'd have to produce our men. He 
wanted to know my reasons for suspect
ing foul play, and I asked him what else 
I could suspect when the men were gone. 
He was very bored with my arguments !" 

The commander reflected a minute. 
" I travelled around in circles like a bird-
dog," he said, and laughed. 

The chaplain, rousing himself, asked: 
"Just where did you go?" 

" Well," commenced the executive, with 
a rueful attention to details, " I really 
didn't go to so many places, but I went to 
those few often. I dropped in on our 
doctor nine times—each time I was cer
tain that I'd located Kalish and Flynn— 
and flung the operating-room door nearly 

off its hinges. Doc was sore the last 
three times ! Then I pranced in on a tan-
colored lady seven times. I was so tired 
of bringing up there that, finally, I tried 
to flag myself by marking the steps, but 
it didn't do any good! The place had as 
many entrances as an ant hill. I never 
went in the same door twice— W h a t ? " 

" O h ! Then you were the other sailor 
she spoke about!" exclaimed the chap
lain unguardedly. 

The executive officer stared in stupefied 
amazement at the chaplain, then broke 
into unrestrained laughter. "You!" he 
gasped. " I thought she—" and laughed 
again. "This is too good!" 

The chaplain eyed him disapprovingly. 
"You've a queer sense of humor," he 
said, then lapsed into a rueful grin. " I 
won't tell if you won't," he bargained, 
mentally picturing the hilarious mess-
table. 

The executive sobered as the launch 
swung alongside the ship. "We haven't 
even a clew that will help us to locate our 
men," he said anxiously, as he mounted 
the gangway ladder. 

There followed five days of careful 
searching in augmented numbers. In
habitants of the Chinese city, never much 
interested, grew indifferent to the sight of 
the navy uniform and the sound of unin
telligible questions, as the men strolled 
aimlessly about the streets or paused in 
front of houses which, they were sure, -
harbored the missing two. 

The ship's captain, as a last resort, 
visited the viceroy and demanded the safe 
return of his men, the viceroy mean
while eying him with impassive tolerance. 

"You know the ways of your cities and 
have facilities for conducting a search. 
Unless you direct the officials under you 
to locate these sailors and notify us, I 
shall report you to the authorities at 
Peking," warned the captain sternly. 

The viceroy's face was serenely im
passive. "If your men prefer our cities 
to your ship . . ." he suggested through 
the interpreter. 

" I have spoken," said the captain, 
turning away. 

The search went on. By the fifth day 
the doctor had ceased looking up from 
his work when the operating-room door
way framed for a second a shipmate's 
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abashed, exasperated face. As for the 
Eurasian lady! The chaplain had un
wittingly called upon her so often that 
on the last afternoon he stayed and, at 
her invitation, enjoyed a much-needed 
cup of tea. 

"She's a very friendly, pleasant per
son," he assured the executive with seri
ous justice. 

The commander's sense of humor was 
still working; he made a few appropriate 
remarks and visualized the chaplain's tea-
party, then added: "The only persons 
who haven't enjoyed our performance are 
that everlasting coolie with the sore head 
and the old master-at-arms. That coolie 
is the lineal Chinese descendant of Poe's 
raven—he's hollered 'sampan, sampan' 
at me on every street in the city. And 
that infernal nuisance, Rooney! If he 
doesn't quit telling me of the ghostly 
voices that he hears answering the ship's 
bell I'll get him a chaise longue and a 
lace boudoir-cap, and doc can stop carving 
his initials on those mission Chinese and 
spend his time aboard ship holding 
Rooney's hand! I've explained the echo 
from the bund wall just as often as I in
tend to ! Rooney knew me when I was a 
midshipman and he treats me as if I was 
the original Lord Fauntleroy," grumbled 
the executive. 

On Saturday morning unexpected or
ders arrived. The ship was directed to 
proceed immediately to Changsha, where 
incipient riots were reported by the 
frightened foreigners. 

There was a flurry of preparation; ex
tra food and provisions were bought and 
brought aboard; sailors ashore were re
called; the doctor closed his operating-
room at the mission and returned to the 
ship; an admonitory message regarding 
the lost sailors was sent to the tao-tai; 
the ship's launches were hoisted and se
cured. By noon they were ready to get 
under way for the voyage up-stream. 

The chaplain—the only person not 
busy with the details of embarkation— 
leaned against the after-rail and looked 
toward the dark huddled mass of build
ings comprising the Chinese city. His 
face was grave. Somewhere there, down 
a foul, narrow alley, Kalish and Flynn 
were perhaps imprisoned and tortured. 
The chaplain had read of the torturing of 

prisoners—long-drawn-out agonies of al
most intolerable suffering, where each 
harrowing detail had received SUCH mi
nute attention that the net result was an 
Oriental masterpiece of calculated mis
ery. . . . 

Or possibly, after the kind of rough-
and-tumble fight which would be their 
most natural form of aggression or de
fense, Turk and Micky had been over
powered and thrown into some isolated 
dark building and left to starve. "Star
vation," mused the chaplain, "is a slow 
and unpleasant procedure." Uncon
sciously he began to wonder if—all the 
time those stolid, inscrutable people in 
the Chinese city had been sending the 
searching-parties on wild-goose chases— 
they had known where the sailors were 
imprisoned ? 

"Kalish and Flynn may deserve it, 
but it seems cruel to leave them to their 
fate," worried the chaplain. Trying to 
think of something pleasant, he pictured 
the malingerers, from some safe vantage-
point, watching their ship prepare for 
departure and laughing with jeering ex
ultation. "If so, the Chinese will soon be 
sorry that we didn't find them," proph
esied the chaplain, moving away as a 
squad of sailors came to hoist the an
chor. 

The ship's siren, announcing immediate 
departure, sounded, and echoed with 
eerie uncanniness from the walled bund. 
Clustering sampans scurried to places of 
safety; orders were given and obeyed with 
the ease of habit and discipline; the an
chor came up and was swung to its place. 
Slowly . . . the ship moved hesitatingly 
forward . . . against the strong current. 
. . . The chaplain, leaning against the 
after-rail, looked down at the turbid 
water as the screw churned and the en
gines gathered force* then, with an ex
clamation of horror, he started back. 

From beneath the slowly moving ves
sel two bodies in sodden navy blue 
floated clear and turned gray faces to the 
sky. The chaplain, unbelieving, stared 
at them with a dumb and gruesome fasci
nation. . . . 

By some strange whim of swirling 
whirlpools and lawless currents, Micky 
Kalish and Turk Flynn, capsized and 
drowned eight days before a half-mile up
stream, had returned to their ship. 
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NO more firing was heard at 
Brussels—the pursuit rolled 
miles away. Darkness 
came down on the field and 
city; and Amelia was pray
ing for George, who was 

lying on his face dead, with a bullet 
through his heart." So it was written in 
"Vanity Fair," as everybody knows, and 
even the generation who "no longer read 
Thackeray" are familiar with Captain 
George Osborne's and Amelia Sedley's 
Georgian romance, which ended at Water
loo. Rather one-sided romance from the 
angle of the modern woman; yet vain fop 
and egotist as he figured, George Osborne 
was both brave and good-natured, break
ing with his purse-proud father in order to 
marry her—the most insipid, however 
estimable, heroine in fiction. When the 
world war began, the century since 
Waterloo was almost complete. Is not 
the contrast wrought by one hundred 
years in the size of armies and the deadli-
ness of implements of warfare rivalled by 
that of the revolutionized relations be
tween the sexes, especially husbands and 
wives ? Indeed, if we could translate our
selves back to 1815, which would seem 
stranger, the tin-soldier aspect of the 
battle-fields or the monumental subser
viency of woman? 

Either contrast is striking enough, 
whichever way we decide, and either is so 
patent that to elaborate would be tire
some. "Why, then," I hear some cham
pion of the old order demur, "single out 
as a prototype poor Amelia Sedley of all 
persons? She was so deadly dull, so in
tolerably constant. One almost forgets 
whether she married big-hearted, un
gainly, persevering Dobbin in the end or 
not, she took so long about it." Quite 
so; the only justification is that Amelia 
was a war-bride, and we hear so much 
of war-brides just now. She crossed to 
Flanders, too, not as a hospital nurse or 
canteen worker, but as a camp-follower, 
for the wives of the officers of the English 
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army of occupation were allowed to ac
company their husbands to Brussels. 
Was it the fashion of that day for girls 
to marry on briefest acquaintance the 
men going off to the wars, with only a 
week-end for a honeymoon before they 
sailed? Whether they did or not, they 
would have been ready to, for woman's 
nature has not changed, she has merely 
ceased to wear hobbles. I remember 
hearing in England in the summer of 1916, 
a little under the rose as if a disillusion
izing phenomenon, that the widows of 
men killed at the front were marrying 
again. The psychology of this appeared 
to be something in the air, a by-product 
of the carnival of war, which, if apologized 
for at all, was tagged as woman's "bi t ," 
done because she was so sorry for the men. 
Dame Nature is never at a loss for devices 
by which to repair the ravages in popula
tion, but whatever the scientific key to 
this particular idiosyncrasy, no one would 
attempt to ascribe the superb devotion 
and self-sacrifice and the infinite tender
ness of woman during the great war to a 
mating instinct. Moreover, her display 
of just these precious qualities has spiked 
forever the guns of defamers of either sex 
who wished us to believe that the new 
woman would renounce the old emotions 
which have made her, for eternally con
tradictory reasons, not always clear to 
herself, the slave of man from the begin
ning of time. Out of the welter of world 
agony, and because of it, she emerges the 
same old ministering angel with the iden
tical stock in trade. But henceforth she 
purposes to "wear her rue with a differ
ence"; the war has demonstrated this if 
nothing else. She is demobilizing, and 
though she may still don her emergency 
uniform, she is giving up or retiring with 
good grace from her emergency occupa
tions. Her net social gain appears in her 
having broken in the course of four years 
no end of hobbles—hobbles both of body 
and soul, hobbles that she has thrown off 
forever. And the net gain resulting to 
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man is that she still aspires to remain 
fundamentally what she was before. She 
recognizes her inability to compete with 
him in physical strength and that a 
feminine philosophy not animated by ten
derness and self-sacrifice would make her 
utterly miserable. 

If this be only another way of saying 
that she cannot help remaining what she 
is—the weaker vessel—she would rid the 
epithet of obloquy, not repudiate it. The 
new self-respect of woman is so far virile 
that it draws the line, and a hatpin or pis
tol on sundry masculine privileges which 
used to be regarded, however mourn
fully, as part of her lot. When a wo
man testified before me in court the other 
day that her husband had dragged her 
round the room by the hair of her head, 
I looked at her, not with horror, but with 
a mixture of suspicion and incredulity, 
it sounded so old-fashioned. "Describe 
what happened," I said, and pressed her 
for particulars. The wife-beater is by no 
means obsolete even in this country, 
but, except among the foreign-born and 
the lowest classes, he is a far less fre
quent figure in court than formerly, if 
only for the reason that his wife refuses 
to live with him on those terms. Indeed, 
the policy of marital brute force may be 
said to have become so discredited that 
courts, vigilant to protect proper victims, 
have to be a little inquisitive as to what 
really took place when wives seek sepa
rate support on the score of being pinched, 
slapped, or shoved. Nevertheless, as one 
ascends in the social scale an irascible flip 
in the face or pinch of the arm becomes 
no less intolerable than a vicious blow 
that really hurts, and husbands who in
dulge in the practice have only themselves 
to blame if their wives depart. Not only 
is the wife-beater on the wane, but that 
arch-enemy of domestic happiness, the 
male skinflint, who insists on holding the 
purse-strings and administering them on 
the theory that his wife must ask for what 
she requires, needs far less to eat than he 
does, and that more than one dress or hat 
a year is vanity. It is, perhaps, still a 
part of the consciousness of sophisticated 
courts that chiefly at afternoon tea do 
women eat with gusto; but why elaborate 
the list of obvious male tyrants? Only 
the other day, as it were, woman's self-

respect was so timorous, and her eco
nomic channel of escape from thraldom 
so undeveloped, that her reluctant ap
pearance in court was tantamount to a 
certificate that she had suffered infernally. 
It was part of her creed that a nice 
woman will not litigate her conjugal 
troubles until her cup is running over. 
When she could endure no longer, she 
solved her self-respect by asking: "What 
else was I to do?" And a nice woman 
was rather expected to endure dragging 
round by the hair of the head, provided 
her husband did not do it too often, and 
was what was termed "faithful to the 
marriage tie." 

So much for yesterday. To-day faith
fulness to the marriage tie in any spiritual 
sense excludes so many things which hus
bands used to do (and utter) with domes
tic impunity, that the law does not at
tempt to provide for them. Indeed, so 
zealous are both priest and lawmaker to 
preserve the institution we call the family, 
that the arbitrary tests which they im
pose for the guidance of nice people re
main deliberately conservative. Most 
churches still forbid the remarriage of 
divorced persons, discountenance divorce 
except for flagrant infidelity, and are luke
warm as to that, and look askance at 
legal separations (which do not sever the 
marriage tie) until the limit of human en
durance has been reached. If the offense 
be nothing worse than constant invective 
(the various synonyms of harlot, for in
stance), or physical violence resulting 
from occasional as distinguished from 
chronic sprees, the sanction is apt to be 
accompanied by advice to stick it out a 
little longer. When we turn to the laws 
governing divorce and take as a text the 
proposed model statute urged by the 
State Commissions on uniform legislation, 
who, except from sheer religious scruples, 
will claim that adultery, habitual intoxi
cation, conviction for crime (with im
prisonment for at least two years), or 
wilful desertion (for two years) are causes 
too flimsy to justify the severance of the 
marriage tie if the injured party so elects ? 
In this connection it is edifying to note 
that though national prohibition has been 
ordained with such despatch that an 
agonized minority is agitating the es
tablishment of floating saloons outside 



the three-mile limit, or a peripatetic 
cruiser, to be known as "Der Fliegende 
Hollander" (with apologies to Alice 
Brown's striking war-story, "The Flying 
Teuton") , only three States have thus far 
consented to subordinate local idiosyn
crasies as to what should or should not 
justify divorce to a national consensus of 
opinion. This suggests a latent but un
patriotic distrust by the individual States 
of extraneous interference with what the 
most divorce-ridden people in creation 
except Japan are fond of styling the 
"sanctity of the home"; and yet a con
stitutional amendment that would pre
vent divorce in one State from resulting 
in bigamy or adultery in some or all of the 
others, would seem quite as imperative 
as the dethronement of John Barleycorn. 
But, however this may be, it is indis
putable that the legal grounds for divorce 
in this country, when judged by the mod
ern standard of what men or women have . 
a right to expect of a partner for life, are, 
with rare exceptions, almost compulsory. 

In other words, in this instance as in 
others, law defines the least, not the most, 
which the conscience of human society in
sists on. The statutes regulating crime 
cease to concern most of us individually 
for the reason that theft, embezzlement, 
and arson seem utterly remote from our 
social sphere. Similarly the likelihood of 
landing in the divorce court, though less 
inconceivable than standing in the dock, 
is associated in our minds with unpleasant 
or, at the best, very unlucky people. 
Just as the law sentences the house
breaker but is powerless to deal with 
envy, hatred, and malice, and all un-
charitableness, so the court of domestic 
relations will set free the wife of a dipso
maniac but turn an inexorably deaf ear 
to the plea of incompatibility. And yet 
the world over, and especially among nice 
people, the true test of wedded happiness, 
the test which breaks or binds, is ability 
to get along well together. While the
oretically this has always been the test, 
it has become significantly so with the 
progress of woman's emancipation. Di
vorce laws at their inception were passed 
primarily for her benefit, and at least two-
thirds of the proceedings for severance of 
the marriage tie and all proceedings for 
legal separation continue to emanate 

from her. Yet in order to be convinced 
that the inhibitions on conduct laid down 
by the statutes as safeguards to wedlock 
are primitive when measured by the pres
ent standard of what marriage demands, 
it is only necessary to consider whether it 
seems strange that a woman, provided she 
has ceased to love, should try to cut loose 
from a spouse who beats her, gets drunk 
habitually, or commits serious crimes for 
which he is imprisoned. Would it not 
seem stranger if she continued to live with 
him ? And the corollary to this is the in
quiry: should the modern woman's love, 
deep-rooted though it be from instinct 
and tradition, be expected to survive such 
an ordeal ? Unquestionably, between the 
barrier against masculine behavior of this 
sort and the basis on which married 
couples purpose te live in a world made 
safe for democracy, there is a no man's 
land of tolerably wide dimensions. 

What are the limits of this no man's 
land? The so-called survival, notwith
standing she had been beaten assidu
ously, of the old-time woman's love, was 
partly due to her inability to help herself. 
Apologists for the old-time order of things 
have been known to claim that she rather 
liked it. Nevertheless, in case she left 
her husband and carried off her children, 
he could recover them even though she 
disputed their possession in court, and all 
access to economic independence was 
closed to her. Unless she could make out 
a desperate case, she had to grin and bear 
it under the conjugal roof, or starve. I t 
is not necessary to specify the avenues, 
one should perhaps say alleys, to income-
producing employment open to women 
to-day, which, tortuous though they be, 
are widening and straightening out so rap
idly that the menace of inability to make 
both ends meet, if she departs, no longer 
confines the housewife as in a bag, with 
the strings drawn. Not only is the self-
respecting woman freed to-day from mar
rying for purely economic reasons, but, if 
ill-treatment prove her matrimonial lot, 
she is often resourceful enough to be able 
to say to her husband: " I can stand it no 
longer, and can look after myself." In 
this event the children go with the wife un
less she has been meretricious, and their 
father must support them (if not her) 
will he, nill he, which gives her the whip-
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hand even in a literal sense. So also will 
the courts prescribe if she is forced to ap
peal to them. In fact, from the angle of 
refusing to live with a man after he has be
come intolerable, nice women with any 
appreciable earning power are virtually 
protected to-day from airing their griev
ances in public; they have only to leave 
the key of the flat under the door-mat and 
go. Indeed, so fast and so far has the 
pendulum of readjustment swung in her 
favor, that the crucial inquiry of the 
modern marital situation has come to 
be: at what point does a husband cease to 
be intolerable? Or to phrase it a little 
differently: how poor a sort of man is it 
a woman's duty to put up with ? 

The latest statistics of the National 
Census Bureau (1916) are said to show 
1050 marriages and 112 divorces to each 
100,000 of the population, in other words 
one divorce to every nine marriages, a 
considerable increase since the previous 
tabulation in the ratio of divorce to 
marriage in the United States. Over 
against these figures is to be set the 
judicial consciousness that e i g h t wo
men out of ten, provided their husbands 
are kind, affectionate, sober, and faith
ful, will stick to them through thick and 
thin, because such is woman's nature, 
which, as I have already indicated, has 
blossomed afresh with buds of efficient 
tenderness in the forcing process of un-
conventionality occasioned by the war. 
And yet, especially among nice people, 
who would no more expect to become as
sociated with the statutory causes for 
divorce (unless infidelity or desertion) 
than with shoplifting or arson, there has 
been a swift growth of the doctrine that 
it is incumbent on a man to retain his 
wife's affection, and that if he fails to do 
so he must not be surprised or unduly 
annoyed if she likes some one else better. 
This has been the prevalent note in Anglo-
Saxon fiction for some time, especially 
and more openly in Great Britain, but 
also frequently here, the distinction being 
that the British heroine is apt to burn her 
bridges, whereas her American sister, who 
has told her husband that she is tired of 
him and has become attached to another 
man, prefers to motor back to quasi-
respectability over the causeway of a col
lusive divorce. Here is a tendency over 

which both the courts and the church 
have ordinarily little control. A hus
band was always free to leave his wife if 
ready to pay for the luxury of supporting 
her apart. To-day the privilege is nearly 
reciprocal in that there is no bar except 
public opinion to prevent a wife from 
forsaking her husband if she can main
tain herself or get some one else to main
tain her, and, provided she mend her 
fences (sometimes even if she does not), 
public opinion, before condemning her, 
almost invariably inquires: why did she 
have to ? Indeed, the radicals would per
suade us that to be merely hopelessly 
bored by a man—out of conceit of his 
countenance and sure before he speaks 
what he is going to say—is sufficient justi
fication for a change, and that the mar
riage of the near future will be ethically 
dissoluble if a husband cannot pass the 
test of being plumbed to the depths and 
yet found interesting. 

After discounting the audacities of fic
tion as a guide to the philosophy of wed
lock, we must not ignore the residuum 
of truth responsible for this ferment— 
namely, that if men persist in their old 
methods, it will be more and more in the 
power of wives to get rid of them. But 
the economic power of woman to enforce 
this quasi-threat involves the gravest of 
responsibilities, for it makes the stability 
of the marriage tie largely dependent on 
her reasonableness as to what she has a 
right to require. The European theory 
of marriage, as every one knows, was 
based on preserving the husk or shell of 
the family life at all costs, with the result 
that disaffected husbands and wives who 
endured each other in public and strayed 
on the sly were tolerated like the thief 
who returns goods on the assurance that 
no questions will be asked. The pecca
dilloes of the individual were winked at in 
order to preserve the social institution— 
to safeguard the rearing of children and 
the future of the race. Even clerical re
pugnance to the remarriage of divorced 
persons, though reinforced by holy writ, 
springs from the same theoretical loyalty 
to social order. What is to become of the 
world if the family perishes? What, in
deed ! And yet the sober sense of civili
zation has given the sanction of law to 
the severance of bonds which the victims 
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were expected to endure for the sake of 
conscience, or to palliate, if at all, by 
clandestine means, and this remedy has 
overspread the globe. Though designed 
for the relief of the individual—conspicu
ously the wife—it protects the social in
stitution by serving notice that family life 
which is a festering sore precludes a suita
ble atmosphere for the children and helps 
perpetuate unendurable domestic stand
ards. 

In a previous article* it was pointed out 
that responsibility for the well-being of 
children rests on women to a far greater 
extent than ever before, owing to the 
tendency of the courts in settling domes
tic disputes to make the wife their cus
todian, unless her conduct has been wan
ton. If a woman is free to pick up her 
baby and snap her fingers at her husband 
merely because she finds him less con
genial than she expected, or, if there are 
no children and he palls on her, terminate 
their union to all intents and purposes by 
leaving a note on her pincushion and the 
wedding-ring pendant from the gas-fix
ture, it is obvious that she holds the holy 
state of matrimony in the hollow of her 
hand, to protect or to play fast and loose 
with as she elects. The inviolability of 
matrimony in the past was bulwarked by 
the plausible dogmas that, human beings 
being born to trouble as the sparks fly 
upward, it is the Christian duty of all, 
and especially of the weaker vessel, to 
bear whatever comes and not to expect 
too much, particularly from wedlock; and 
that in return for providing shelter and 
support a husband is entitled to certain 
prerogatives, euphemistically linked in 
the prayer-book by the words love, honor, 
and obey, which put his wife's suscepti
bilities wholly at the mercy of his tem
perament. The church would still have 
wives believe that the sanctity of marriage 
forbids its dissolution for mere brutality 
enforced by a bludgeon or carving-knife; 
but so many women in the world refuse 
longer to subscribe to this tenet that we 
have in the United States (and to a con
siderable extent over the world) the anom
aly of a great nation freely utilizing di
vorce in opposition to a church militant but 
legislatively powerless. South Carolina 

*See SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE for May, 1919, "Domest ic 
Relations and the Child." 

abolished her divorce laws in 1878, but in 
which other of the United States would a 
bill repealing them or forbidding the re
marriage of divorced persons have a 
ghost of a chance of passage ? In which 
of the countries of Europe would not any -
change in the relief already provided by 
law for intolerable conditions be toward 
greater latitude rather than restriction? 
This obviously puts a quietus on the 
theory that woman should be expected to 
endure matrimonial misery to the bitter 
end, but falls far short of a certificate that 
she ought not to be expected to endure 
anything. Civilization by its laws has 
served notice on the church and all other 
social recalcitrants that a wife is justi
fied in expecting more of her husband 
than he was ready to concede; but the 
consciousness of the courts detects a new 
social menace to-day in the propensity 
of some wives to expect too much. 

This takes us back to the war-brides we 
left waiting on the pier, in comparison 
with whose returning husbands, the proto
types of a century ago, and George Os
borne in particular, seem obsolete as the 
dinotherium. I t may be that a scarcity 
of men will arrest temporarily among the 
European nations decimated by war the 
trend of women to be less long-suffering, 
but the ethical inquiry: what is intolera
ble from a wifely point of view? is un-
obscured for American women by a short
age of supply. Nor can the heroes safely 
build upon the hysterical whisper: has 
woman left at home kept pace spiritually ? 
for who can doubt it if doing without un
grudgingly and helping bountifully with 
tireless hands be the test. Yet the main 
problem bristles with conflicting points of 
give and take due to changes in standards 
many of which have been accelerated by 
war liberty. Husbands and wives will 
return to their boiled mutton, but never 
again on exactly the identical basis as be
fore, either from an economic or domestic 
angle. Nevertheless, the world agony and 
stress of the past four years has served to 
set once more in high light an old truth, 
one which, especially in the United States, 
was in danger of being lost sight of in the 
medley of other spiritual forces—namely, 
that man is a robust and a fighting ani
mal. One of the effects of high-explosive 
carnage has been the emphasis put on 
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the fundamental differences between the 
sexes which quasi-feministic propaganda 
had begun to discredit and confuse. 
When the tocsin sounded, they rushed to 
their preordained posts—the men to the 
trenches with their horrors of hell-fire and 
shell-shock, the women to the canteens 
and hospitals, even the ambulances and 
munitions works, or to the task of keeping 
home-fires burning and the pot a-boiling. 
In short, when overwhelming dangers 
threaten, society reverts automatically to 
primitive instincts and the habits of the 
tribe. 

On this fundamental distinction be
tween men and women which dictates to 
each sex its offices in the domestic partner
ship rests the stability of the family, a 
conception at the very root of the policy 
of both priest and lawmaker concerning 
it. Though their cast-iron dispositions 
have been greatly relaxed, they still hold 
fast because forged in nature's foundry, 
notwithstanding woman has lately dem
onstrated her capacity to perform at a 
pinch or from economic choice nearly 
all of man's work not requiring brute 
force or brute courage. How is the family 
to be preserved? Not surely by forbid
ding a wife to insist that the phrase " I 
sometimes take a glass of beer," the ex
tenuating formula so often uttered in 
court, shall mean what it implies and not 
be a mere flimsy cloak to disguise the de
baucheries of an habitual drunkard. Not 
surely by perpetuating the already chal
lenged code of secrecy, which conceals 
from wives the ailments of their husbands 
in the name of professional honor instead 
of segregating or earmarking all afflicted 
with the virulent poison that makes the 
glory of maternity a cross. The menace 
from these robust vices is obvious; but 
turn about is fair play. The tastes and 
reactions of men differ from those of 
women, and no legislation will ever make 
them the same. Against abuses arising 
from the first the law, as has been shown, 

affords ample relief and protection, but 
against the other only when they are 
glaring. This puts into the hands of 
woman a weapon which, if drawn capri
ciously or without great cause, imperils 
the preservation of the family no less 
surely than masculine tyranny or vice. 
It is a safeguard of the race that most 
women realize this intuitively; yet there 
is a prevalent and would-be superior 
breed—one fostered by modern fiction— 
who claim the ethical right to leave their 
husbands, and thus conclude the marriage 
relation, on grounds so slender and flimsy 
as to mock at the valid grievances for 
which the divorce statutes provide redress. 
Dislike of household duties, distaste for 
cohabitation, disillusion with their lot, 
an uncurbed consciousness that they 
do or could like some one else better— 
this last most frequently and insistently 
urged, especially by those economically 
free, as the oriflamme of a new sex dis
pensation,—these are the threads in the 
woof of current social conditions of which 
courts are increasingly cognizant, but of 
which few statistics can be kept for the 
reason that the malcontents are answera
ble only to public opinion. Against the 
view of the church, declaring the marriage 
tie indissoluble for any cause (except per
haps adultery), and that of the lawgiver, 
permitting it to be severed only for the 
weightiest reasons, is set the inchoate 
theory that it ought to cease to bind, so 
far as living together is concerned, from 
the hour when the sensibilities of the fe
male are repelled by the conditions of the 
partnership. If this cannot be construed 
as license not to endure at all, it certainly 
constitutes her the sole judge of what she 
is expected to bear in the way of disap
pointment or dissatisfaction. Such a re
sult, if widely sanctioned, would from the 
point of view of the family as we know 
it at present be only one step removed 
from a virtual nationalization of hus
bands. 



THE WAY OF THE BOLSHEVIK 
By Langdon Warner 

Recently American Vice-Consul, on a Special Mission to Siberia 

OF course pictures of ravaged 
Belgium had prepared one 
for something of the sort. 
But a single sight of the 
lair of the beast, a few 
hours after he had quit it, 

made an impression which no description 
and no picture could make. The sheer 
useless destruction was so unpicturesque 
and so unwarlike. The station-master's 
house, where Ivanova had come as a 
bride from European Russia, bringing 
her warm patchwork quilt and her gaudy 
icon, was split open by the enemy and 
defiled by his dung. Indescribable things 
had been done for the pure sport of riot
ous filth. High up on the wall, and out 
of reach of anything but the most de
liberate and painstaking destruction, the 
sad face of the Christ in its glittering 
brass frame had been slashed across by a 
sabre. The quilt was ripped open and 
feathers from the mattress were smeared 
on the floor, mixed with honey from the 
great jars on the shelf. Outside, the bees 
were busy making more honey and filling 
in the bullet-holes in the hive that May 
day. But Ivanova was not there to 
gather honey or to patch another gaudy 
quilt. Ivan had been forced to stoke the 
trains for the Bolsheviks, and then left 
with a bullet in his skull near the track. 
Lucky for him he died before he knew 
what befell Ivanova. She was past car
ing if her pots and pans were smashed 
and her wool-work table-cloth, all ma
genta and mustard yellow with outlandish 
parrots, had been used to wipe a bloody 
sword. Ivan's best trousers that hung 
in the press had not fitted the beast, and 
they were slashed in ribbons. Ivanova's 
Sunday stays had hung beside them, but 
now were on that dung-heap on the bed, 
covered with honey and with feathers and 
bits of glass from the window that had 
been smashed inward. I had on high 
boots against the May mud, but I shrank 
to walk on the boards of that station-
master's house. 

I remember that, on the eve of Easter, 
I had stood at a little station platform 
where all the world seemed given over to 
the fight that was expected up the line a 
mile or so. At my back flat cars were 
shunted, and I could see by the lanterns 
where six precious three-inch guns were 
being cut out, to lie on the main track 
next the ammunition-cars which were 
about to move up with all possible speed. 
A hospital-car was behind me with lights 
at the windows, and a busy staff within 
attending to minor injuries. There was 
crash after crash in my ears as the cars 
were shunted. Now and then a shout 
was taken up from down the track, and 
signal lanterns swung wildly as the coup
lings were lifted and the trucks banged 
together. A hundred yards off was the 
village, barely a dozen families left out 
of three thousand souls from the horror 
which had just passed. Against the stars 
I could just see the church-steeple, but 
there were no lights. Then came the 
sound of unearthly song far off, and with 
a burst the church-door opened, shedding 
a path of warmth and light, down which 
trod women with flaring torches, followed 
by splendid priests. Out of the portals 
they came with slow song and measured 
steps. As I watched them, breathless, 
remembering that the morrow would be 
Easter, they turned in the churchyard 
and began to circle the church. The sad 
chant carried by the priests with a thin 
strain of women's voices changed, and 
the burden became clear and high, al
most triumphant with the song of boys. 
Crash! The three-inch guns were coupled 
at last to their ammunition, and could be 
got off any minute now to the battle 
which would start in a few hours. 

I t was Mary Magdalene come early when 
it was yet dark, into the sepulchre, and seeth 
the stone taken away from the sepulchre. 

The song grew solemn again with the 
anguish of the women, which no boy's 
voice can ever tell. Under it ran the bass 
of the priests. 

735 
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And they say unto her, Woman, why 
weepest thou ? She saith unto them, Be
cause they have taken away my Lord, and 
I know not where they have laid Him. 

The guns were away now, with shrieks 
from the engine and the grinding of wheels 
by my very elbow. The sound of singing 
was drowned, but the light was there 
from the open church-doors, and the 
little procession with its torches in the 
dark rounded the church, and came back 
again up the steps and into the chancel, 
and the doors were closed. 

They have taken away my Lord, and I 
know not where they have laid Him. 

I I 
I T became increasingly obvious that the 

American Government was not and ought 
not to be interested in the little campaign 
of Simyonov, except as a single pawn on 
the great European and Asiatic checker
board. Certainly, Washington could 
make up its own mind with reasonable 
correctness on the feelings toward Bol
shevism of the men who were in the field 
against the Bolsheviks. The question 
was: Are Siberians Bolsheviks ? Further: 
Is this a world movement that will level 
the mountains and fill up the valleys or 
is it the noise of the next-door neighbor 
moving his furniture about? 

The only way even to guess at the an
swers to the questions was to join the 
Bolsheviks themselves. I t could not be 
done across that particular front after 
one had become to a certain extent asso
ciated with Simyonov and his fights. 
Back I went through Harbin to Vladivos
tok on the east coast, and thence up the 
northern Ussuri River loop, which skirts 
the edge of Manchuria, and was at that 
time in Bolshevik control. Of course 
Vladivostok itself was governed by a 

, Soviet and was technically Bolshevik. 
But there were the British and American 
cruisers, and there were Japanese torpedo-
boats, and there were foreign consuls. 
One felt instinctively that Bolshevism 
was not to be studied there. Most cogent 
reason of all for not trying to study Bol
shevism at Vladivostok was the fact that 
the population was after all the only 
purely Bolshevik one in Siberia of any
thing like considerable size. The railway-

workshops and the shipyards and the 
longshoremen are the only people in Si
beria, except the miners, who have no 
stake in the land. I t is something more 
than chance which has made them Bol
shevik, and has made the peasant their 
enemy. This is a large class in Siberia; 
some enthusiasts say they are as much as 
10 per cent of the population, and to this 
day they undoubtedly remain in esse or 
in posse Bolshevist; but the very ablest 
statistician cannot make them a majority. 
The other 90 per cent are peasants who 
after a taste of Bolshevik rule have re
pudiated these masters more emphati
cally than they repudiated the Tsar. 

But that is getting ahead of the story. 
It was my luck to enter Bolshevik-
governed country with recommendations 
from the commissars at Vladivostok, 
and as an accredited agent of the United 
States. Few accredited Allied represen
tatives had passed that way for some 
months. The major with whom I trav
elled and I were eagerly met by people 
of all sorts who wished to get their views 
on the situation cabled at once to Wash
ington and Europe. We had nothing but 
the most sympathetic treatment from the 
Bolshevik leaders, and it was their ob
vious wish to strew roses in our path and 
save us from any ugly or unpleasing sight. 
I t was not the fault of these gentle
men that we met an occasional group of 
a dozen peasants under heavily armed 
escort being led out to be shot, followed 
by their women with their aprons flung 
over their heads wailing. I t was not 
their fault when we discovered that the 
peasants had been sentenced without 
judge or jury or court martial, and that 
their crime was to have been suspected 
of being unfavorable to the Soviet. Nor 
was it the fault of these hospitable per
sons that we were often unable to get 
food at all, never white bread and seldom 
sugar, except at their own kindly boards. 

I t must further be admitted that it was 
not the fault of the members of the Bol
shevik Soviets, in any of the twenty-five 
or thirty towns we visited, that we were 
waited upon secretly by persons un
friendly to them, telling of horrors be
yond anything an American permits him
self to think of. Both these clandestine 
visitors and the honorable members of 
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the Soviets urged immediate aid from the 
Allies and from America in particular. 
Their reasons for this request differed. 

If Russia under the Tsars suffered 
from espionage and threw off the hateful 
yoke of the secret police, it is not to be 
wondered. What did surprise the in
vestigator was that the Bolsheviks should 
have restored the system of espionage 
with twice its terror. When I say twice 
its terror I ask to be taken literally. In 
the old days the suspect was visited, his 
house searched, a document (possibly 
planted there by the police) found, and 
the poor wretch dragged off never to be 
seen again by his wife and children. That 
was sometimes the fate of the rich men 
or even occasionally of the bourgeois; al
most any public servant of the upper 
classes was liable to it. But it never hap
pened in the house of the peasant. 

Under Bolshevik rule the peasant is as 
likely to suffer as any one else. He too is 
dragged off without much ceremony, but 
he is more often shot than imprisoned— 
not that it makes much difference. Not 
only does he suffer, but his wife and his 
eldest daughter are outraged by the of
ficers of justice, who lead off the cow and 
drive the pigs down the lane, and fill with 
bullet-holes the objects which are not 
worth stealing. Next day the neighbor 
who has lodged the complaint feels justi
fied in taking charge of what is left, and 
in tilling the abandoned fields, if indeed 
he belongs to the class which tills. 

Thus it came about that the peasants 
could not be called sincere Bolsheviks 
once they had tasted the bitterness. I 
saw many who dared not protest and who 
would not say a word against the Soviets, 
but even the Russian peasant does not 
always succeed in hiding his terror. Back 
in the country districts one got bread 
that was white, and sometimes good 
honey in place of sugar. But money 
could not buy that wheat or that honey 
because the shops of the town had no 
cloth to make Ivan's coat and no needles 
and no thread and no nails and no farm-
tools for the money which was plenty or 
the love that was scarce. 

Over and over again in the privacy of 
my car I asked Ivan, when he had dried 
his eyes and accepted tobacco, why he 
did not bring in the wheat that his fellow 

countrymen in the towns might not 
starve. Invariably his answer was a 
variant of the same story. Ivanova had 
brought grain to be milled, but it was 
taken from her by the Red Guard, and so 
was the horse and cart. No, no, they 
had not killed her, though she had nearly 
died, and who was father to the little 
child soon to be born? Ivan Ivanovitch 
had brought to town potatoes at the 
command of the Soviet, and under its 
pledge of protection and fair prices. 
Marks of the knout were yet on his boy
ish face and back. That horse, the last 
one, had been taken and the potatoes 
carted off by the Red Guard. He who 
talked had made bold to come for redress 
at the advice of the elders learned in the 
lore of the Tsars. But some commissars 
had spit at him and other commissars 
had turned away with a laugh. Ivan 
wept and would take more tobacco. 

But it was not always Ivan who came 
at night to my car or swung aboard at 
some side-track to travel a dozen miles 
and walk back. I t was sometimes the 
old political exile, the revolutionary who 
had labored in the lead-mines and run an 
illicit printing-press of an evening. He 
had welcomed the Kerensky government 
as the millennium and had preached liber
ty and reform during its brief fife. Then 
he had been trampled under foot by the 
Soviets, and his revolution and his free
dom and all the God-given sunlight 
which for a moment had burst through 
the clouds was blackened. There seemed 
no balm for such hurt spirits. 

To such men, and to the Bolshevik 
commissars, one could give but one an
swer when they asked my country to 
come to their aid. America would help 
Russia with tools and with loans of 
money, but America was not going to 
choose the form of government. Recog
nition would eventually come, but it 
would be slower to persons who did not 
represent majorities. I t would be still 
slower to murderers and looters. I t 
would be extremely slow to persons who 
failed to restore the courts of law and 
dared not put their principles to the test 
of the open vote. 

I t did not take long or a far journey 
into the country to find that, after all, it 
was not Siberia which was sick. Never 
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was finer land for the planting and the 
harvest of a crop of grain or a generation 
of men. Neither was it the Siberians who 
were misgoverning themselves; it was al
most without exception the evil of for
eigners. Of Soviet members whom I met, 
and they were considerably more than 
half a hundred, I can remember few who 
were not Jews. Abler far than the Si
berian frontiersmen, these were foreigners 
after all, though for the most part their 
origin was Russian. But ten years in 
New York, seven years on the Clyde, or 
eighteen years in Chicago had not made 
them the better Siberians. I t was per
haps the ablest of the lot who had ele
vated himself to the position of head of 
the Far Eastern Soviet and its commissar 
of foreign affairs. He told me that he 
spoke English better than Russian, and 
that he had been in Siberia some months 
longer than I had. Our intercourse was 
somewhat sympathetic. At his request 
I gladly cabled to my government my 
strong hope that the embargo on food-
supplies would be lifted from the eastern 
part of Siberia. Apart from the human
itarian argument, he impressed on me the 
fact that it was desirable for a hundred 
other reasons, not least of which was the 
mere quelling of discontent among the 
townsfolk. I was able to tell Washington, 
at his very able suggestion, that I was 
convinced a starving people would not 
allow a single grain of wheat to pass 
through their land into the hands of the 
Germans. This I gladly did. 

I now regret that this gentleman's idea 
of courtesy, so admirably expressed by 
his reception of me and by the good fare 
which I enjoyed at his table, did not ex
tend further. Perhaps it was lack of 
imagination on his part which made him 
print in his papers, after I was gone, long 
interviews in which I appeared repentant 
that my government had hitherto failed 
to recognize the Soviets, and promised to 
do all in my power to bring recognition 
about. Surely he was oversensitive on 
my behalf when he made me "confess to 
my government's lack of faith," and 
"appear much chagrined when taxed 
with it." The one bit of sincere joy that 
I got out of this gentleman's acquaintance 
was when his newspaper article brought 
to me a letter of almost fulsome praise 

from the Soviet of Kamchatka, a coun
try whose name I had been accustomed 
to take in vain as expressing the very ends 
of the earth. The Soviet of Kamchatka 
in a burst of generous enthusiasm sat 
down and wrote me the most flattering 
kind of letter, holding me up to the ad
miration of all the other Allies who had 
none of them seen so clearly the state of 
things in Siberia. None of them had 
done as I had done (according to the 
Kamchatkans) in welcoming the new
born Soviet Democracy of Russia. If I 
am correct in my impressions of where 
Kamchatka may be found on the ordinary 
school wall-map, its inhabitants are re
mote; on this occasion they were way, 
way off. 

III 

T H E R E was another commissar, this 
time of the city of Irkutsk, with whom I 
became familiar. His name was Geitz-
mann, and he held the position of com
missar of foreign affairs in the Central 
Siberian Soviet. He and I travelled 
many hundreds of miles together on the 
same train, crossing and recrossing the 
fronts—and there were sixteen of them— 
along the Trans-Siberian road. He led an 
existence that reminded me of the little 
pink lady of the German barometers, 
coming out in sunny weather and retiring 
when it threatened. If we crossed Czech 
territory, he was nowhere to be seen ex
cept when he was routed out by the of
ficers who boarded the train. They won
dered that an American should keep such 
company, but at my suggestion cour
teously refrained from hanging him. 
When Bolshevik fines were reached he 
was fairly hanging from the platform ad
dressing crowds at the station. 

I t was my good fortune to be of service 
to this gentleman on several occasions. 
In the first place he was indebted to me 
for his life. Further, I had done my best 
to raise the food embargo for the terri
tory that he controlled. I t did not seem 
unreasonable that I too should beg a 
favor. When we came to three train-
loads of Russian and Serbian refugees I 
escorted him among them and gave him 
the chance to observe their manner of 
fife. I should add that political economy 
was his hobby. I t happened that these 
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refugees had been too long in trains. 
There were few men among them, and 
those not of military age or capacity. 
The children had for the most part merci
fully died already, and the mothers could 
not give suck. They had a small allow
ance of sour black bread, a wet dough 
encased in a stony shell. Though they 
starved they could not stomach it. Mr. 
Geitzmann and I stood by the grave of 
three of the more hardy children who 
were about to be buried by the railroad-
track. They had withstood all the hard
ships up to that time. Near us were 
women who wept and one who fainted. 

I explained to Mr. Geitzmann that 
permission had already been given by 
the Czech commander that I should 
use my engine to pull these refugee trains 
eastward, into country where white bread 
could be given them. I told him that the 
Czechs would go so far as to lend me an 
extra engine, though they were in need of 
rolling-stock and had small faith in any 
guarantee which the Soviets might give 
for their return. I went so far as to ask 
permission, as a personal favor, to be al
lowed to pull those trains, and I further 
humbled myself to the extent of mention
ing to him the small favors he had re
ceived at my hands. I t needed but a 
word from him and some seventeen hun
dred women and children and sick men 
would be saved. Mr. Geitzmann glanced 
at the graves which were being filled up 
with earth, and said, " I spit on them," 
and suited the action to the word. 

Later I returned to the subject, which 
by that time was distasteful to me; but 
it was of no avail. I dwelt on the fact 
that such actions on the part of the So
viet would become known in Europe and 
America, and would work harm to the 
chances of recognition by our govern
ments. His reply was that if I would 
wire my government advising instant 
recognition of the Soviets, he would con
sider the matter. But I noticed that his 
suggestion was in jest, and that he did me 
the honor to believe that I would not do 
this thing. After three-quarters of an 
hour of discussion, which I did not permit 
to become heated, I was forced to retire 
to my car for very fear of doing the man 
personal injury. 

This man's record in Irkutsk was such 

a stench that it is reported he was unable 
to escape when the crash came. I t is be
lieved that he was summarily hanged. 

Single instances, it will be said, are of 
small value in obtaining a general average 
of conduct. In this I heartily agree. The 
reason that I submit this single instance 
is because by the end of eleven months I 
began to consider it typical of Siberian 
Bolshevists. Consistent treachery is their 
record in Siberia. I have been eye-wit
ness of cruelty and treachery beyond any
thing that I care to write in SCRIBNER'S 
MAGAZINE. When I say that I have been 
eye-witness to cruelty of that sort I hasten 
to say in self-defense that I mean I have 
seen the after-effects of that cruelty, and 
that I have seen men marched off without 
trial to the brick wall and the firing-squad. 
That I attended the executions or saw 
any atrocities committed is of course not 
true. The Czech General Staff have, 
however, affidavits signed by me con
cerning the condition of bodies which I 
was forced to examine in the absence of 
any other Allied representative. I would 
gladly have avoided the task and pro
tested that, not being a doctor, I could 
not determine whether the mutilation oc
curred before or after death in battle. 
Ten minutes' talk with a physician, how
ever, convinced me that the blood, even 
from the heart of a magnanimous Czech 
or a Slovak, does not pump after death 
as that heart's blood pumped. 

So far as one could gather from men 
hot from battle, the Bolsheviks of the 
Russian race were less often concerned 
in such atrocities. The executions, it is 
true, were more often than not ordered 
by Russian Jews. But the mutilation of 
wounded and of prisoners was commonly 
practised by the Magyar and German 
troops. For a long time the various Eu
ropean and American governments did 
not believe that the prisoners of the Cen
tral Powers in Siberia had actually taken 
the field in large numbers. I t is probable 
that Washington was the last to believe 
it. But as early as June, 1918, Geitzmann 
threatened to arm every German and 
Magyar in Siberia if the Czechs persisted 
in their advance, and it was not a month 
before he carried out his threat as nearly 
as he could. I saw train-load after train-
load of them pass my car. I saw them 
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lounging in the streets of the cities near 
their internment-camps. I talked to 
them where they lay in the sun with the 
red Bolshevik brassards around their 
arms, nursing their rifles between their 
knees. I was arrested by them and 
brought both to the Red Guard camp and 
the "Internationalist" headquarters. On 
one occasion it took considerable search 
and inquiry before a soldier could be 
found able to speak anything but Ger
man who should escort the American vice-
consul back to his train. 

When the Soviets indignantly denied 
that foreigners were allowed to bear arms 
under their banner they hoped that they 
told the truth, for large numbers of Ger
mans and Magyars became Russian citi
zens before they received the bread issue 
and the rifle. And still larger numbers 
joined the "Internationalist" army which, 
from the very nature of its name, cannot 
be foreign to any land. But some whom 
I questioned had scorned such methods 
and remained true to their nationality. 
I asked the Danish colonel in charge of 
the Swedish Red Cross engaged in freeing 
prisoners to take up arms against the Al
lies how long it took for one of his pro
teges to become a Russian citizen. I 
shall never forget his answer because of 
his superb insolence in daring to tell the 
truth to an American. He said: 

"Several hours, unless the commissar 
of the Passport Bureau is sober. Then it 
can be done in a few minutes." 

By June it was obvious that central 
Siberia was already in the hands of the 
freed enemy prisoners. Everywhere we 
warned the commissars that to arm our 
enemy was not the way to obtain instant 
recognition from America. Everywhere 
they admitted it and said they regretted 
the fact. Occasionally a Soviet member 
would begin by denying that the Germans 
and Magyars were armed. But one could 
easily step to the door of his office and 
summon the guard in German and ask 
his nationality. I t was all too thin to 
keep up for long. 

IV 

B U T the Russian Jews knew what they 
were about. If some Americans hoped 
that Washington would act, these rulers 

of Siberia had little faith. Their sole hope 
lay with the enemies of America. That 
this hope was not realized is entirely due 
to the men from Bohemia whose conduct 
was so scrupulously correct through the 
year's campaign of consistent treachery 
and of intermittent fighting. 

That Czecho-Slovak army, gathered 
from the prison-camps of Ukrania and 
Siberia, without arms or food or clothes or 
friends, pierced the enormous inert mass 
of Siberia like a fencer's sword. Against 
their scattered sixty-five thousand they 
have had two hundred thousand at a 
time, with another potential two millions 
behind that. Bolshevism whispered in 
their ears, and they came upon Mr. 
Timorous and Mr. Mistrust, who told 
them of the lions which were in the path 
ahead. Mr. Worldlywiseman gave them 
of his counsel to settle where they were 
and to take up land that was not their own. 
There came in also three witnesses against 
them, Mr. Envy, Mr. Superstition, and 
Mr. Pickthank, whose testimony was duly 
recorded in the court presided over by 
that eminent j u r i s t Judge Hategood, 
and published largely among the Allied 
countries. Finally "Apollyon straddled 
quite over the whole breadth of the 
way." 

" Then did Christian draw, for he said 
it was time to bestir him." 

* * * * * * * * 

" HEADQUARTERS, 
CZECHO-SLOVAK NATIONAL ARMY, 

CHELIABINSK, SIBERIA 

September 30th, 1918. 
" To the Allied Representatives: 

" The Czecho-Slovak National Council 
in Russia welcomes the decision of the 
Allies to come to the assistance of their 
advance-guard—the Army of the Czecho
slovaks—who are fighting against the 
Austrians and Germans and their allies, 
the Bolsheviks in Russia. 

" I n the name of the Czecho-Slovak 
soldiers we ask for help at the front as 
soon as possible in order that we may not 
be compelled to abandon European Rus
sia. 

"After four months of laborious fight
ing and in consequence of their losses in 
killed and wounded and sick, the Czech 
forces are practically exhausted. To keep 
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the Volga front they must have not only 
the aid of supplies but the aid of sol
diers. 

"We shall be obliged to give up Sizeran 
and Samara, as we have already been 
forced to quit Simbirsk, Kazan, Volsk, 
and Volinsk. Thus we shall be prevented 
from connecting with General Alexiev's 
volunteers near- Kuban and with the 
British troops in the Caspian district. 
Further, the retreat from the Urals will 
result in the loss of the one railway to 
Turkestan from Samara through Oren
burg to Tashkent. 

"On the northwest our troops are ad
vancing slowly to Perm, and now Trotzky 
has declared that, Kazan being taken, it 
is the turn of Ekaterinburg. That is the 
menace to our hope of joining forces with 
the Allies who approach from Archangel, 
Vologda, and Viachta. 

"To quit European Russia has another 
disastrous consequence—that the Bol
sheviks will organize a new Red Army 
under German and Austrian instructors 
which, by spring, will be available on the 
west front as well as on the east. Already 
the result of co-operation between the 

A MARCHING SONG FOR ENGLAND 
IN T H E EAST 

By Rhys Carpen te r 

FROM Egypt into China they have builded them a wall; 
They have held the front of Eden from the Teuton and his thrall; 
On the snowy stairs of Elburz you may hear their bugles call, 

"Ye are safe! Be at ease! Ye are safe!" 

There are gardens in the southland where the Tartar may not go; 
There is dewy corn in Babel where the desert used to blow; 
In the vineyards over Gaza you may see the grapes aglow: 

Ye are safe! Be at ease! Ye are safe. 

You shall watch the ships adrifting with the Tigris underkeel; 
In the crooked streets of Baghdad you shall see the camels kneel 
With the good things out of Persia that the robber could not steal: 

Ye are safe! Be at ease! Ye are safe. 

In the brain of wounded England lay the silence for a span; 
Then she rose and wrought a marvel by the steppes of Turkistan: 
Oh, ye women-folk of Irak ! Oh, ye children of I ran! 

Ye are safe! Be at ease! Ye are safe. 

Bolsheviks and the Central Powers is ob
vious. The Russian people, demoralized 
by terror, will follow any leader who can 
organize them, whether he be German or 
Allied. This must be considered with 
care and must be acted upon with speed. 

"We ask a categorical answer as to 
whether we can receive two or three divi
sions at the front that we may take the 
measures necessary to either consolidate 
the positions we have already cleared or 
else to withdraw our army into safety. 

"The Allies have invited us to act as 
vanguard. This we have undertaken. 
Our troops have occupied the territory 
indicated to us on the Volga and in the 
Urals, but once again we are called upon 
seriously to give warning that if the main 
force does not come according to its 
promise, this vanguard must perish in 
vain or let slip what it holds. 

(Signed) 
BOGDAN P A V L U , 

Vice-President Czecho-Slovak 
National Council. 
RUDOLPH MEDEK, 

War Secretary Czecho-Slovak 
National Council." 



THE FIRST COMMANDMENT WITH PROMISE 

IT was strange how few 
changes the years had 
made. There was tha t 
curious intimacy of associ
ation about the very build
ings of the little town, that 

inevitableness of grouping, as of details in 
some picture, known intimately, forgot
ten, and then seen again. The same un
interesting shop fronts lined the shaded 
street, almost, one would have said, with 
the same thin array of articles behind 
their dingy glass. Beyond the turn, the 
street would widen into a vista of branch
ing elms, there would be a stretch of lawn, 
glimpses of mellowed house fronts, finally 
the little group of college buildings. 
Nothing had altered; it was as though 
time had stopped to wait for his return. 

The man handed a coin to the boy who 
had brought up his bag. Then he drew a 
chair to the window of his sitting-room in 
the hotel and sat down. His eyes searched 
the line of trees, farther up the hill, until 
they found the red-tiled roof of a house 
set high above a terraced garden. There 
they rested. 

Life has a way of forcing sharp deci
sions; the straight road branches, there 
must be no halting of the march until the 
journey's end. James Holden had de
cided which turn to take—had decided it 
instantly. It occurred to him, afterward, 
that all that he had wanted was the oc
casion for decision. That had come yes
terday. Perhaps it had come too late—it 
happened so sometimes—a man awoke to 
the realization that life was to be one ache 
of longing for the thing which he had 
thrown away. Since yesterday, when the 
lawyer had made his final report and had 
bowed himself out of Holden's office, he 
had been pulling his mind resolutely away 
from that possibility. Now the thought 
of it came again, stronger than ever. 

In the gathering twilight the red roof 
up the hill melted into the surrounding 
grayness. Holden turned from the win-
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dow. He must think, must try to form 
some definite plan; the nearness of the 
issue was confusing. The room had dark
ened; it was long past time for dinner. 
He put the idea of food aside as incon
gruous—a man does not eat when life lies 
like wet clay in his hands waiting to be 
moulded finally. Once, as he sat there, a 
sound of singing floated through the open 
window. He looked out; a group of ob
vious undergraduates were loitering arm 
in arm down the street. The words of 
the song flashed into Holden's memory: 
something about "youth" and "hope" 
and "glowing visions." I t was years 
since he had sung them, years since an 
arm had been caught into his in that sort 
of careless intimacy. Somehow, it was a 
symbol for all that he had missed—the 
trust of other men, the friendliness of in
tercourse, the confidence, the love. He 
was going to win them back now, hold 
them forever. He had come to do that. 
Or else—? The alternative was impos
sible. No, it would all come right, of 
course, once he had explained the whole 
hideous mistake; life would begin again— 
new, splendid. I t was beginning now! 
The man got up from his chair. He 
walked the length of the room and back; 
then he caught up his hat from the table 
where he had laid it. After twenty years, 
the idea of another hour's delay was sud
denly intolerable; he must know now— 
to-night! He walked heavily down the 
two flights of stairs and was in the street. 

The trees made black shadows on the 
walk. Far back across lawns lights glim
mered from open windows; there were 
blurred suggestions of figures on some of 
the steps—the thin sweetness of a mando
lin; the June night breathed with inti
mate sound and movement. Once, a 
young woman overtook him, passed, and 
turned into a gate in the hedge bordering 
the sidewalk. Holden noticed the long 
lines of her frock, that she wore no hat. 
The college clock, close now, struck the 
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quarter—he recognized the same flat note 
of years ago in one of the bells. His real 
mind had stopped trying to think; these 
details were simply the fringe of things 
brushing the outer edge of consciousness. 

Suddenly the mass of the house with the 
red-tiled roof confronted him, gray in the 
moonlight. There was no sign of life 
there; only the dull glow of the hall lan
tern through the open door. He turned 
down the short walk leading to the door. 
As he climbed the steps he heard music— 
low, modulated chords resolving into a 
vaguely familiar melody. From the door, 
he could see dimly a figure sitting at the 
piano which sprawled under a shaded 
lamp at the far end of the living-room. 
He stood there, in the doorway, until, as 
though conscious of observation, the play
er turned, leaving the tune hanging in 
mid-air. 

" I didn't hear you come in." The 
voice came across low, resonant. 

" I s this still the Omega House?" 
Holden questioned. 

"S t i l l ?" A puzzled frown drew the 
other's brows together for a second; then 
— " O h ! Yes. Was there anybody you 
wanted to ?" 

" I used to live here," the man cut in, 
" I ' m Holden—James Holden, class of 
'88." He stepped toward the circle of 
light. The boy stood up—a tall, slender 
lad, in baggy corduroys and a Norfolk 
jacket. 

" I ' m sorry," he began. " I mean, I 'm 
sorry nobody's here. They've all gone to 
a dance at the Country Club." He was 
dragging a chair forward. "You'll sit 
down, won't you ? I suppose you're back 
for a class reunion ? A lot of alumni are 
due this commencement." He fumbled 
in the pocket of his jacket. " I 've got 
some cigarettes. I 'm sorry everybody's 
cleared out," he said again. 

It came to the older man that he ought 
to make some sort of reply. 

"Thanks ." He took a cigarette from 
the boy's case, and sat down in the chair 
suggested. " I was just passing—taking a 
walk. I turned in to have a look at the 
old House—it's twenty years since I've 
seen it. I wish you'd go on playing," he 
ended lamely, and instantly regretted the 
remark. 

"Oh, that 's not my stunt. I only do it 

when nobody's around." He had sat 
down on the bench again, his back to the 
keyboard. "Mostly when I get low in my 
mind," he went on, as though to himself. 

Holden glanced up sharply; the re
mark struck him as strange. The lad was 
looking absently down the long room. 
"You see," he said, " I 'm especially low 
just now." He smiled. "Natural result 
of entering the business world. I got a 
job down-town to-day, and I've discov
ered that I can't add straight. I t 's a little 
awkward to find out, at the end of Junior 
year, that you can't add." 

Holden laughed. "You're likely to run 
into a good many things that you can't 
do," he said. " I did. I do yet." 

" I suppose college isn't really for that 
sort of thing, anyhow," the boy brought 
out after a silence. "And I have learned 
some things." 

"Such as—?" the man prompted. 
"Well, I've learned to care for the 

place a lot. I 'm glad I didn't miss my 
three years here. Mostly I 'm glad I didn't 
miss getting into the Society. You hear a 
lot of rot talked about fraternities, but it's 
that, mainly, I think, that gets hold of a 
chap—that feeling that he's got all those 
bully friends—that he can come back, and 
it will always be the same, no matter 
who's here." He smiled at the older man, 
rather an embarrassed smile. " M y talk
ing like this to you—right off the bat— 
that 's partly what I mean; you're coming 
back—it's twenty years, didn't you say? 
I t ' s largely the old feeling for the Socie
ty—isn't it? I t makes us—well—not 
strangers," he ended, a trifle vaguely. 

Holden felt himself lifted into an at
mosphere of unreality. Possibly it was 
the boy's face which caused it. He liked 
the face, lean and brown above the 
soft white collar. The lamplight glowed 
down on the upstanding, fair hair; the 
boy was leaning back on the bench, his 
long fingers laced together around one 
knee, his eyes—frank, clear eyes they 
were—resting quietly on Holden's. No, 
it was not the face. Mostly it was the 
voice—something unusual in the rounded 
smoothness of it—something, too, in the 
simplicity, the straightforwardness, with 
which the boy was talking of things which 
touched him nearly. Suddenly Holden 
felt himself caught in the inevitable whirl 
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of one of those familiar experiences where 
the details of a situation seem to have 
been lived through before; he knew what 
he would say, in a minute now—what the 
answer would be. He hesitated; then: 
"You haven't told me your name." 

"Oh—Ashton. I thought I mentioned 
it—Baily Ashton. Mostly you don't get 
your real name here, of course. The fel
lows take any handle that seems to fit. 
But " 

When the room stopped spinning Hol-
den shot a glance at the other. Evidently 
it had lasted only a second or two. He 
got up. 

"Could we"—his voice sounded un
naturally loud—"it's a little close in 
here: " 

" I was just going to suggest outside." 
He stood aside to let the man pass through 
the door into the veranda. It was the 
darkness that Holden wanted. Astonish
ing, he reflected confusedly, how things 
bowl one over. This thing that had been 
at the centre of his thoughts—one felt a 
fool, not standing up to it better. 

" I think, sometimes, that the garden's 
really best at night—when you have to 
guess at most of it. Still, you've got to 
have seen it before, I suppose." 

"Yes," Holden said, "you can't imag
ine what you haven't known." 

"Those white things," he was pointing 
to a gray stretch against a hedge, "are 
lilies. Was there a garden in your time, 
Mr. Holden?" 

"Oh, yes," the man answered, "it's an 
Omega tradition." 

The boy was sitting on the wide rail of 
the veranda, talking about gardens. " I 
know God walks in mine"—a line of the 
poem came into Holden's brain. " God," 
he whispered, "walk here, in this place— 
now ! God, walk here !" 

His mind was a haze of confusion. Sud
denly it cleared, like the abrupt stopping 
of some hideous noise. It left a blank, as 
though he had fainted. Then, somehow, 
he knew—knew exactly. He picked up a 
book from the table at his elbow, then 
placed it carefully back. 

"I've been thinking," he began, "of 
what you said a moment ago. I mean," 
he explained, as the other drew a chair 
across the porch and sat down opposite, 
" I mean—about one's not being wholly a 

stranger. There is something in the old 
place—something in this old Society of 
ours—I know I must have missed a lot of 
it—still, it's there." 

The boy leaned forward in his chair. 
"Yes," he said, "it's there. You feel i t -
it catches you. It's one of the big things." 

" It's the big thing—touching other peo
ple, like that, without the muddle." 

A sudden breeze brought a wave of fra
grance from the terrace below, stirred 
the trees into soft rustling. 

"There's a good deal of muddle, first 
and last," Holden went on, almost ab
sently. " It's worth while keeping clear of 
that—toying to, at least." Then, abrupt
ly: "Wasn't your allowance big enough ? " 

The boy started. "Big enough?" As
tonishment rang in the words. '' What do 
you—? Oh!" he laughed, " I see! It's 
what I said about getting a job." 

"Yes, you did say something about go
ing to work. People don't leave college at 
the end of Junior year like that for noth
ing. You see, it interested me. You 
won't mind, I hope? It's what you said 
—one isn't entirely a stranger, after all. I 
wondered if possibly you'd let me—help 
you, perhaps?" 

"It 's a little odd," the boy cut in. 
Then, all at once, he smiled again. " I 
mean," the quiet voice went on, "of 
course, you'll think it's absurd; I sup
pose it is. But, you see, I knew some
thing was likely to happen to me to-night. 
That's largely why I didn't go to the 
dance. It's a sort of second sight that 
I've got. Besides, you've hit the very 
middle of the thing that's bothering me." 

'' Look here.'' Holden's hand went out 
toward the other; he pulled it back with 
an effort. Not time for that yet. "It 's 
only this," he said, after a moment; "I'm 
older, and if there's anything—that is— 
well, if you've got yourself into some kind 
of difficulty " 

It was senseless, fumbling it like that. 
He sat back, waiting. The boy had 
twisted his chair out of the moonlight; Hol
den could not see the face, but he knew 
that the grave eyes were searching bis. 

"Yes," the words came finally, as after 
some deliberate effort at decision, "I've 
wanted to talk to somebody. I need that. 
I'd like to talk with you, I think—if you'd 
let me ? 
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" I t isn't that"—again the man's hand 
went out. " I t ' s if you will. People don't, 
as a rule. But—I'd like to have it to 
remember that you—that somebody— 
wanted to." 

The unconscious loneliness in the words 
cut the last barrier of the boy's reserve. 

" I t ' s odd," he brought out again, "bu t 
I do want that. I 'm in a good deal of a 
mess, really. Likely you'll know how to 
advise me. I don't know much about 
business—I told you I couldn't even 
add!" 

The lad had gone back to his seat on the 
railing. 

" I t ' s about money that I owe. A lot— 
I've got to pay it back." Holden sat up 
straight at that. 

" I t 's rather unusual—the whole thing," 
the words went on, "but , you see, there's 
nobody to pay it back to. That 's what 
makes it all so much worse—I can't get 
his name even; the lawyers keep putting 
me off about that. And I want him to 
know what I 'm going to do." Holden 
started at the abrupt change in the voice 
—a sudden, choking hardness. " I want 
him," the young features stiffened, then 
blazed into a flame of anger, " I want him 
to know that I 'm going to pay it back— 
every cent—that I've cleaned myself of 
his filthy charity. I want to get where he 
is—where I can " 

Holden leaped from his chair; it was. 
automatic. Instantly the rage died out 
of the boy's white face. 

" I 've never said it to anybody before—• 
like that." Holden had half-carried him 
to the chair. " I t catches me—I'm a 
beast then. It 's—it's " 

" I t ' s human nature," Holden finished 
quietly. The lad sat for a moment, his 
head between his shaking hands. Holden 
waited until the face lifted. "Now," he 
said, "tell me. Of course," he went on 
after a silence, "if you'd rather not " 

"After that rotten exhibition?" In
credulity hung in the words. "You'll 
still l isten?" 

" I 've hated people pretty thoroughly 
myself," the man said in a detached 
voice, as though to himself. " Sometimes, 
lately, I've thought that if I could have 
told somebody—if I could have talked it 
out— But that didn't happen. I t poi
sons you, hating people. I t poisoned me. 

I t wasn't worth it, boy." He put a hand 
on the other's knee. "You see," he 
smiled, " I know, and I 'm telling you." 

"Yes," the slow word came, " i t burns 
up something—something inside your 
soul." 

The two sat so, in the silence. Holden 
lost track of time. He was looking down 
across the garden. The moonlight had 
found the row of lilies against the hedge; 
it was so still that he heard the wash of 
the lake, far down below the garden. The 
peace of night—it was that—something 
almost definitely personal watching, calm-
eyed, the gray shape of a fear that stole 
nearer, nearer. I t must not cross the line 
that was the border of his real conscious
ness—he set his will against that. The 
boy was talking again—he would listen 
presently, after he was sure the gate was 
shut and barred against that threatening 
presence. 

"—and I read it"—Holden's mind 
gripped the end of a sentence—"I read 
the whole thing, at a glance, before I real
ized." The voice was changing again. 
"Then, in a flash, I knew. Of course, I 
had to think it through. I t didn't seem 
true. Nobody would have believed it— 
that's partly why I couldn't tell anybody. 
Besides, you can't tell a thing like that. I 
don't know why I 'm doing it now—to 
you. Somehow, it 's mixed me all up. 
I 'd taken things for granted—just gone 
on without thinking. There was always 
money—he'd arranged for that. I sup
pose he thought it was all that mattered!" 

Holden was listening now; the gray 
shape had withdrawn a little. The lad's 
face, full in the moonlight, turned eagerly 
to his. He talked rapidly, jerkily, as 
though in the effort to get it through. 
Obviously he had been keen to tell some
body—it happened to have been himself 
who had drawn it out, Holden thought. 
No—it was because the boy liked him— 
felt attracted to him. He caught eagerly 
at that—it was what the lad had said—a 
casual sympathy between two personali
ties, meeting by chance at a time of crisis. 
Perhaps he ought to wait; give it space 
to strengthen—the slight bond between 
them. 

" I ' d supposed, always," the words 
went on, " tha t he was dead. They told 
me that. I t was always impersonal, right 



Drawn by Gerald Leake. 

Then, into the whirling darkness that was closing about him, James Holden reached out his 
eager arms.—Page 751. 
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from the start—nurses and guardians 
and tutors. And a child can't realize— 
not at first. I t 's like being alone—you 
don't mind, until you notice how it is. I 
don't think I noticed, much, until I went 
to school—then it began to show. Even 
then I didn't mind—for a while—not hav
ing any place to go vacations—nobody 
who took an interest, like the rest of them 
had. You see, my mother—well, I can 
just remember her. Of course, everybody 
was decent; but a kid does get to see 
things." 

The voice trailed off into silence; the 
eagerness had faded from the face. 

" I used to try to imagine," he went on 
presently, "what it was like to be going 
home—where one had people and dogs 
and ponies. The rest of them were so 

' keen about it, for weeks before holidays. 
Once I went, for Christmas, with one of 
them. I was twelve years old. Kids are 
sensitive—people asked me questions. I 
never did it again." 

The man's quick imagination began to 
fill in details. 

"And that's about all." Holden forced 
himself to turn again toward the vague 
figure across the table. "Then I found 
out—a month ago—I told you: part of a 
letter that had got slipped into some pa
pers from my guardian. One typewritten 
sheet—something about increasing rry 
allowance." I t was coming again, that 
surge of insane fury—Holden saw it 
sweeping across the face like a sudden, 
devastating tempest. "He 'd known—all 
along he'd known—everything. I t was 
that"—the boy was pulling at his collar 
with a shaking hand—"it was his leaving 
me—his own son—like a package you'd 
check—dodging the whole business after 
he'd put me into the world—all the years 
that I'd needed him—when I hadn't any
body— Why, even dogs look after their 
puppies—even swine— A thing like that 
for a father—" The boy's lips twisted 
incoherently. Holden, hypnotized into 
immovability, watched the two hands 
shoot out and grasp the table's edge as he 
stood up, then bent, glaring with unsee
ing eyes into his face. "Does he think I'd 
go on—taking his money—after that? 
That I'd live off him? That I wouldn't 
beg or steal or starve first? Even the 
name I've got isn't my own—isn't his. 

He can't hide where I won't find him— 
God won't let even the dark cover a man 
like that ! And when I find him—when I 
get where he is—when I—when—" The 
voice sank into a whisper, light died out 
of the eyes, the taut body sagged, face 
down, across the litter of hooks and pa
pers on the table. Holden reached out 
timidly and touched the fair hair with 
fingers that trembled. Fear had stalked 
unchecked across the fragrance of the 
sleeping garden and laid a hand on James 
Holden's heart. Then it passed. 

"F igh t ! " The word flamed into his 
consciousness. He stumbled to his feet, 
his face bent low over the dim brightness 
that was the boy's inert head. 

"Don't—for God's sake—don't let 
yourself go like tha t ! Nothing—not any
thing is worth—that. You can't"—he 
shook with the intensity of the effort— 
"you can't hate a man like that. You 
don't know—it's dea th!" 

I t seemed to him that he was shouting 
—that he must shout. Sometimes, in mo
ments of crisis, instinct snatches the reins 
of conduct from the cool hands of reason: 
men do strange things then. When James 
Holden returned to the world of conscious 
action the boy's shoulders were bent into 
the gripping hollow of his arm; he was 
shaking them savagely. The echo of 
words repeated with rough insistence 
hung in the still air. 

"You must listen to me—you must lis
ten—you must " 

Somewhere, inside the house, a door 
slammed shut. A handful of rippling 
chords rang through the windows of the 
veranda; then, clear and sweet: 

' "Au clair de la lune, 
Mon ami Pierrot, 
Prete-moi ta plume 
Pour ecrire un mot. '" 

" Quick !" Holden pushed the boy into 
a chair. "Yes, that 's right," as his face 
went down between his arms on the table. 
Holden struck the sweat from his fore
head with a hand. 

" ' M a chandelle est morte 
Je n'ai plus de feu— 
Ouvre-moi ta porte 
Pour l'amour ' " 

"Oh, Baily!" the words cut across the 
song. "Baily Ashton! Where are you?" 



T h e F i r s t C o m m a n d m e n t w i t h P r o m i s e 749 

Then, from the doorway: "Wake up, 
you— O h ! " as he caught sight of Hol
den— " I didn't see!" With that, in
stantly, he was gone. 

The boy's face lifted. 
" N o , " Holden said quietly, "don ' t talk 

—yet." Then: " I t ' s all right. You went 
to pieces a bit, that 's all. I t ' s all right." 

Twice, in the long hour that followed, 
the lad spoke, in monosyllables; for the 
rest, James Holden talked—sometimes 
with a rushing eagerness of argument that 
rose almost to entreaty—sometimes in 
broken sentences whose pauses made for 
the emphasis of the words that he did not 
say. After the first effort to cover the 
boy's collapse—the stinging embarrass
ment of that momentary loss of self-con
trol—the man's quick brain, the whole 
strength of his will, pointed into a goad of 
persuasion, insistent, relentless. 

Surely there was something behind 
what the boy's father had done—some 
real reason—some motive—adequate, jus
tifiable. Not caprice; no mere lazy desire 
to shift responsibility. I t would have 
been simpler to have cast the boy adrift, 
and the man had not done that certainly ! 
These things happened. And they ex
plained themselves, of course, eventual
ly. Patience—always life needed that. 
Things worked out, in the end. Mostly 
one must stumble to those final explana
tions through the dark: it was so with all 
of life. Meantime, to refuse the man's 
money—it was childish. Besides, it was 
the least—the money was—the lawful 
least that the man could do. And he had 
done that, hadn't he—hadn't he? Again 
and again Holden came back to that ques
tion, each time with a sicker realization of 
futility. I t was as though he were a spent 
swimmer whose weary limbs move inef
fectually under the dying stimulus of the 
instinct of self-preservation. The boy's 
stubborn silence—it was like a gray waste 
of water—choking, heavy. 

Clouds had shut out the moonlight; 
there was a spurt of rain—the rising wind 
blew a handful of drops into the veranda. 
The boy's face was a blur against the 
blackness. The man's sentences fell, 
short, broken, across lengthening spaces 
of silence. He had finished what he had 
to say. Once, toward the end, there had 
been laughter—the jeering, youthless 
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laughter of disillusionment. I t came 
when Holden was fumbling with the point 
of duty. 

"Yes," the flat voice said across the 
darkness, " I know ! They read it out to 
you in church. 'Honor thy father and 
thy mother'—I've got it off by heart. 
They call it the first Commandment with 
promise.' I don't know what it is—the 
promise—but I don't want it. Not if it 
costs—that!" 

Failure—it meant failure. The full 
realization of his incompetence had 
touched James Holden at last. Always 
he had known it—been grudgingly aware 
that it stretched across the utter fiasco 
which had been his thin existence. Now 
it lay before him—incorporate in the 
aloofness of this young life which he had 
tried to touch. I t was ended, of course— 
all over. God was a hard creditor. Al
ways, at the last, one paid. 

" I 'm afraid I've kept you pretty late ? " 
The freshness had come back into the 
boy's voice. "And it's raining." 

" I t doesn't matter." Surprising how 
easily one snatches back the decent shel
ter of the commonplace, the man reflect
ed. " I t was good of you to listen so long. 
Only," he hesitated, " I see I haven't 
helped you any. I wanted to." A note of 
wistfulness crept into the words. 

"Oh, you have! Not in the way you 
meant—but you have! I t 's never the 
same afterward, when people—well, when 
they talk about—real things." Holden 
felt the boy struggling with his shyness. 
" I ' ve come to feel," he went on bravely, 
" tha t , somehow, you're my friend; that 
you—that you—care. And I need that— 
somebody, like you—older—to tie to. 
Balance—I haven't got much of that. 
You saw." 

Holden pulled his chair away from a 
gust of rain that swept around the corner 
of the house. 

"Yes," he said. "And it's about just 
that—" He stopped. Then: " I ' m going 
away, in the morning; likely I'll never 
see you again. No—wait!" This at the 
other's quick exclamation. "I ' l l tell you 
—in a minute." He paused, groping for 
a strength which he felt to be near, a 
strength which he must have. There was 
no sound beyond the steady, soft surge of 
the rain; the wind had fallen; the sweet-
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ness of the garden hung in the wet air like 
a perfumed curtain. 

"There is one thing—a hard thing"— 
courage was coming now—"I want you to 
promise to do it—to try." 

" N o t " 
"Yes—that. The hardest thing of all 

—not to hate him." He laid a hand on 
the boy's arm. " I see how it is; I don't 
condemn you. But don't let it spoil your 
life—hate. I t spoiled mine—killed i t ! " 

"Yes, but you " 
" I know. Money. I used to think 

what you are thinking now. But the 
other thing was all that ever mattered." 
His hand fell back along the table. 
"Love"—he said the mighty word quite 
simply—"twice I've known what that 
means. Some day you'll know. I t means 
life, boy, and hate—kills it ." 

The words were coming slowly now. 
" I want to tell you, before I go—make 

you see. I wasn't much older than you 
are when it—happened. Even then it 
seemed unbelievable, transfiguring. Late
ly I have come to think that it must al
ways be so with a man. I t lasted for a 
year. Then I found out the truth. An
other man—" Across the waste of years 
the anguish of that disillusionment echoed 
in James Holden's voice. Then, in the si
lence that had fallen, the lad's manhood 
woke, as he listened, into a rush of half-
comprehended sympathy. He stretched 
out a hand, instinctively, in the darkness. 

"Even before we were married; after
ward, when the child came—my child, 
she swore to that; always. The woman I 
loved— I drove her out, the baby in her 
arms—in the night. And then—then I— 
died." 

Again the boy's hand went out—found 
Holden's, clung to it. 

"And you can tell—me ? " he whispered. 
"Yes—I want to tell you. I want to 

make you know how it burns up your life, 
how it kills your soul—how it's damna
tion to hate as I hated her—as you are 
beginning to hate. I want to make you 
break it, now, before it gets too strong— 
before it chokes you and turns you into 
stone. Can't you see—don't you know 
that nothing is worth—that? Can't you 
see that you're never going to trust any
body, or help anybody—that you're never 
going to believe in anything—that you're 

going to get hard and cold and bitter ? I 
can't watch you walking into hell like 
that, lad—I can't!" 

The boy's fingers ached in the crushing 
grip. He bent toward Holden, across the 
table, in an agony of dumbness. 

" I ' m worthless," he stammered finally, 
" b u t if there's anything—ever—if you 
needed—wanted—me ' ' 

' ' Wanted you ? Wanted you ! God!" 
The word was a wrenching sob. Holden 
dropped the boy's hand; stood, swaying, 
at the table's edge. "Don ' t you see—my 
wanting you—that's the price I've paid— 
the price I 'm paying now?" 

" I told you—in the drawing-room," 
the brakeman insisted. "You'd better 
see about it. Hasn ' t got any baggage— 
or ticket. Looks like the old man's been 
making a night of i t ." 

The conductor pulled the collar of his 
rubber coat closer and swung himself up 
the steps of the Pullman. In a minute he 
was back, astonishment in his narrowed 
eyes. 

" T h a t man don't need a ticket," he 
said shortly; "he owns the road." 

Inside, a man watched, with sodden 
eyes, the rain-drops slanting across the 
window of the stuffy compartment. I t 
did not occur to him to take off his drip
ping hat. Those who sit amid the ruins of 
life are unmindful of the grotesque inade
quacy of costume in which they play their 
parts. His brain was clinging to those 
last few minutes before he began stum
bling through the rain. The June dawn 
had crept across the garden in time to 
show him the boy's face—the look in 
the eyes as the head turned away—the 
utter condemnation. He must tear his 
thoughts from that, somehow. 

I t was curious how the rain-drops hur
ried across the window-pane—gravity and 
surface tension were the cause of it. 

If only the daylight had waited! Then 
he might remember the face—clear-eyed, 
smiling—as it had welcomed him when he 
first stood in the doorway. 

When the train started the drops on the 
window would slant more—it depended 
on the speed—one could almost calculate 
the angle. 

He had said that he could not add! He 
had stood there—last night—slim and 
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straight, pointing at some lilies in the gar
den. 

The train was moving now, not fast at 
first, because of the wet rails. Somebody 
came running after it, down the platform. 
That was dangerous—running so close, on 
the slippery boards. He was trying to get 
forward, of course—forward to the day-
coaches ; he could catch the steps there, un
less he slipped. I t would be death—to slip 
—crushing death—under the wheels 

The train stopped with a sudden grind
ing jerk. There was a confusion of move
ment at the far end of the car; some one 
came stumbling down the aisle. 

A shadow fell across the rain-swept 
window; Holden looked up dully. In
stantly, the figure in the doorway of the 
compartment shut out the universe. 
Above the clamor that was the beating of 
his own heart the man caught a single, 
breathless word—the word by which first 
we learn to call on God, which, at the last, 
we hope to whisper, when night shuts 
down finally across the twilight of our lit
tle lives: 

" F a t h e r ! " 
Then, into the whirling darkness that 

was closing about him, James Holden 
reached out his eager arms. 

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

By George T. Marsh 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY FRANK E. SCHOONOVER 

"DE map l ie!" 
The old Ojibway turned 

from the slab counter of 
the trade-house at Jackfish 
Lake, a lean forefinger still 
resting on the engineer's 

map of a section of the preliminary survey 
for the new Transcontinental Railroad. 
There was a glitter in his black eyes as 
they met the surprised gaze of McDuff, 
the Scotch engineer. 

"What d'you mean, Dav id?" queried 
Cameron, the factor, peering over the 
Ojibway's shoulder at the map spread be
fore them. 

"All dees lak'," replied the old Indian, 
pointing to a chain of lakes along the 
shores of which ran a trial line for the 
contemplated Right-of-Way, "lie two— 
tree day travel to de sunset from de Flam
ing Riviere. Dey not flow dees way; beeg 
heel shut dat valley from de riviere." 
The speaker indicated with his finger. 

" D e man who mak' map; I know how 
he travel," the Ojibway continued. " D e 
freezing moon was near; he was starve an' 
in great hurry, an' he listen to half-breed. 
He mak' bad map, for de half-breed lie." 

The Indian drew a long breath as his 

narrowed eyes bored into the engineer's 
questioning gaze. , 

"You know this country pretty well, 
Dav id?" 

The Ojibway straightened to his full six 
feet. A flicker of a smile played at the 
corners of his set mouth. 

" Many snows I hunt dat country. My 
fader hunt dat country, an' hees fader. I 
know eet lak' I know my tepee out dere on 
de lak' shore." 

"There ain't a lake or hill in the Kab-
enakagami country that David don't 
know," broke in the factor. " H e was 
born there and his ancestors were born 
there and hunted it. You can depend on 
what David tells you about the Kabena-
kagami and Flaming River country." 

The eyes of the old Ojibway softened. 
"Well, the man who made this flying 

survey knows his business," grunted Mc
Duff to John Gordon, his assistant, "bu t 
if he was close to the freeze-up and had to 
get out in a hurry, he may have guessed at 
these lakes flowing into the Flaming River, 
when he worked up his notes with the to
pographer. The Agricultural Survey sure 
made a mess of their western Ontario 
map, but they hardly made a compass 



survey and plotted a great deal by hear
say." 

" I should say so," nodded Cameron; 
" the man who follows the Nepigon Trail 
to the Albany with that map will sure 
leave his bones in the bush. I t don't 
show half the network of lakes you travel 
through, and water running two ways out 
of 'em at that ." 

The government engineer turned to old 
David, who had been an interested lis
tener. 

"David, I want you and your sons as 
guides until the freeze-up. Will you come 
with u s ? " 

" To-morrow I tell you." And the erect 
figure of the treaty-chief of the Kabenaka-
gami Ojibways disappeared through the 
door. 

Later McDuff and Gordon sat smoking 
after-supper pipes in the factor's quarters. 

"There's no doubt in your mind, Cam
eron, that old David is the best man 
you've got for our business ? " asked 
McDuff. 

"There are others trading at this post 
who trap the Kabenakagami country 
above and below David's hunting-grounds, 
but if your map is correct the preliminary 
survey runs through the country he has 
travelled all his life. He's the man you 
want and he's the most intelligent Indian 
that trades at this post. That 's why he's 
treaty-chief." 

" I guess you're right, but it don't seem 
possible that Stevens could have made 
such a bull on the Flaming River survey. 
Why, it may mean running a new line 
thirty or forty miles." 

" I don't care," maintained the factor. 
"If David says your map is off, you can 
gamble your life that it is." 

"Well, we've got to go and find out." 

Down on the lake shore across the post 
clearing where already stood scattered 
tepees of Ojibways in for the spring 
trade, the occasional laugh of an Indian 
girl or yelp of a husky dog alone broke 
the hush of the June twilight. Each day, 
now, from north and east and west, would 
bring to the post the canoes of fur-hunt
ers, freighted with noisy cargoes of chil
dren and dogs, and the winter catch of 
pelts. Soon the trade-house would swarm 
with swarthy trappers, redman and half-

breed, bartering fox and mink, lynx and 
otter, for powder, flour, and cloth, or 
lounging about, smoking Company nigger-
head as they gossiped of winter camps 
and winter trails in the silent places. 

Beyond the tepees, where the cleared 
ground rose to a miniature sand-cliff above 
the lake, sat a motionless figure silhou
etted against the waning western light. 
Throughout the hours of the long twilight 
he had been there, as if carved from stone, 
chin in hands, gazing across the sleeping 
lake to purple western ridges. But his 
eyes had not seen the timbered hills of 
Jackfish, for they looked on a green, north
ern valley, where swift streams sang 
through forests of spruce and birch and 
fir, seeking lakes shimmering in the sun. 

I t was a valley that had been the hunt
ing-ground of his father and his father's 
father. For generations, by the law of 
the north, it had belonged to the family of 
the Makwa—the bear. For forty miles 
none but the Makwa trapped its ridges 
and streams or netted its fish-filled lakes. 
In the Ojibway tongue it was called 
Gwanatch Tawadina, The Beautiful Val
ley, and there David had been born, and 
as a boy first learned to snare the ptar
migan and snow-shoe rabbit, and later 
hunt the moose and caribou. In the out
let of these lakes his father had taught 
him the art of running the white-water 
and poling the swift current in a birch-
bark. There, as a child, he had lain when 
the camp was asleep, gazing in awe and 
wonder at the myriad stars while he lis
tened to the voices of the forest night. 
Not a spruce ridge, or swift brook, or wild 
meadow, with its dead water above the 
beaver dam where the moose came at sun
set to eat the roots of lilies and the sweet 
grasses, but was a loved and familiar sight 
to the one who brooded in the dusk. 

From the largest of the lakes of The 
Beautiful Valley, called the Lake of the 
Islands, lifted sheer a rocky mass crowned 
by a forest of ancient spruce and jack-pine. 
There for generations had the dead of his 
family found their long rest. There lay 
the mother of his tall sons, his father and 
father's father with their kinsmen, sleep
ing the endless sleep beneath the murmur
ing jack-pines and spruce of the Island 
of the Dead, the sacred ground of the 
Makwa. 
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The last light in the west had long since 
died. Deep the lake slept at his feet, mir
roring the stars. Down among the tepees 
the voices of the women were hushed. 
From the opposite shore drifted the hoo-
hoo, hoo-hoo, of a gray owl. But the lone 
figure on the cliff kept vigil far into the 
night with his vision. 

At sunrise the government engineers 
with their assistants, canoemen, and pack
ers, started north for the summer survey 
of the Kabenakagami section of the Trans
continental. In the bow of the big birch-
bark carrying McDuff and young Gordon 
paddled the grizzled treaty-chief of the 
Kabenakagami Ojibways, David Makwa. 
A hundred miles north, down river to 
Stevens's flying survey, then months of 
line running east and west, seeking an 
easier grade among the hills, around the 
swamps and along the wild rivers of the 
intractable wilderness, awaited them. 

All summer McDuff and Gordon with 
their chain-men and voyageurs, red, half-
breed, and white, toiled in the Ontario 
"bush," tormented by the forest pests, 
the midge, black fly, and bulldog; at 
times, when the packers failed to bring up 
their supplies, living on the fish and game 
of the country, in order that some day the 
deep voice of the Iron Horse might thun
der through the solitudes of the Ontario 
hills. 

Late in August, the trial lines having 
been run east to the Missinaibi section, 
the survey-party returned to its base 
cache on the Kabenakagami and pushed 
west. Here, in circling ridges and horse
backs, dodging lakes and bottomless mus
keg, the skill of that old wheel-horse of the 
Transcontinental staff, Donald McDuff, 
was taxed to the limit to find a better 
grade than that shown by Stevens's trial 
line, or even maintain the required sev
enty-three feet per mile. 

In the arduous toil of the past weeks 
the woodcraft and ability as a canoeman 
of old David had received the acid test at 
the hands of the gruff Scotch engineer, 
ruthless in the treatment of his men in 
the pursuit of his end and aim. And so 
great was the respect with which the old 
Indian came to be held that he started 
west from the big river as head man of the 
voyageurs. 

In September the survey reached the 

Flaming River, having found no glaring 
mistake in Stevens's lines. Here, to the 
west, paralleling the stream, a succession 
of high ridges barred the way, requiring 
a wide bend in the line either north or 
south. Stevens's line dipped south. 

One evening in his tent, with the help of 
two lanterns, the chief engineer and John 
Gordon were comparing the Flaming River 
country on Stevens's map with those of 
the Agricultural and the Geological Sur
vey. 

"Well, I guess there's something in 
what that Injun says about this proposi
tion, Gordon," rasped out McDuff at last. 
"This country west seems all cut up with 
small lakes and if the Geological survey 
wasn't made by blind men, it's some 
rough." 

"Compare these lakes off here to the 
southwest on Stevens's survey with this 
map," said Gordon, pointing with sinewy 
finger. "They don't look much alike, do 
they? David told me to-day," be con
tinued, " tha t we couldn't find a break in 
this ridge to the south for twenty miles. 
He says it turns and dips southwest." 

"If that's so, Stevens made a bad guess 
then," growled McDuff. 

" I got to the top of it yesterday with 
one of David's boys," went on Gordon, 
" and the glasses showed nothing but roll
ing horsebacks. I 'm satisfied we must 
swing north past this big shoulder." 

' 'Call Dav id!" commanded McDuff. 
Shortly the old Indian entered the tent. 
"Mr . Gordon tells me that you've been 

clear to the headwater lakes of this river 
and that the ridge over there holds with
out a break for twenty miles?" queried 
McDuff. 

David looked the engineer steadily in 
the eyes. 

"Dees heel run many mile' to de sout', 
den turn wes'. You get no trail tru' flat 
country for day travel. To de nord you 
get 'round een leetle piece." 

"You say that the outlet of these lakes * 
runs northwest and don't flow east into 
the Flaming. This map says it does. 
Are you lying or telling the t r u th?" 

At the insult the Indian's breath quick
ened. His hands clinched convulsively 
as he faced the factor, but choking down 
his anger, he answered: 

"Dees lak' run far nordwes' many day 
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travel. Dees map ees bad map !" The 
veins stood out like whip-cords on the old 
man's temples and neck. His dark eyes 
blazed defiantly into those of the engineer 
as he hissed: 

" Eet l i e !" 
"Well, maybe it does; maybe it does; 

we'll see soon enough." 
The Indian's resentment was lost on 

the thick-skinned McDuff, who turned to 
the map before him, but there flashed 
through the brain of Gordon the impres
sion that something more than the error of 
a surveying-party lay behind old David's 
vehemence. At Jackfish he had turned 
like a trapped wolverine to utter in that 
tragic manner the same words: " Eet lie !" 

There was something behind all this, 
but what it was he could not guess. 

Again David assured McDuff that he 
had been the length of the Flaming and 
only to the north could they maintain the 
required grade for the road. When he 
had gone McDuff turned to Gordon. 

"Well, I 'm stumped. Stevens gets 
through this ridge not ten miles above 
here and he don't have to dig much either, 
if his altitudes are right, and David, who 
is about the best bushman I've ever 
knocked into, swears it 's north, not 
south, we've got to swing." 

"To-morrow," he continued, "you take 
David and an outfit and go up-river a week 
and see what you can find. I'll swing 
north. I 'm inclined to believe that we've 
stumbled upon the first bad blunder Ste
vens ever made. He was in here when 
the country was freezing up, and starved 
out in the bargain. That may account 
for it." 

While the engineers still argued the 
pros and cons of the problem before them, 
a swarthy face appeared in the tent-open
ing. 

"Meester MeecDuff, I wesh to spik 
somet'ing wid you," was whispered. 

I t was one of the half-breed voyageurs. 
"Well, what d'you want? Haven't I 

ordered you to keep away from this tent ? 
If you've got any kick to make, take it up 
with David. He's your boss!" 

The half-breed waited until McDuff 
finished, his beady eyes wandering from 
the maps on the rough slab table to the 
faces of the white men; then he said in a 
low, insinuating tone: 

" Eet ees about Daveed dat I spik. He 
lie to you. Dees heel over dere," waving 
his hand to the west, " a beeg river come 
tru, a day polin' up de Flamin'. I have 
travel to de headwater. I know dees 
countree." 

McDuff looked at Gordon. Over John 
Gordon swept a sense of disappointment 
—of regret. If the half-breed's tale was 
true, David, whom he trusted, whom he 
had made his friend in the strenuous weeks 
behind them, was deceiving them. If the 
tale was true, the Indian surely had a 
powerful reason for insisting that the lo
cation of the road must swing north. 

That the old Indian with whom he was 
accustomed often at night to talk in Ojib-
way of the life and folk-lore of his people, 
whom he had found the whitest Indian he 
had ever known, should lie to them, was 
incredible. And yet—there were suspi
cious circumstances. 

"You say that a river breaks through 
the ridge a few miles above here?" asked 
McDuff. 

" Oua, yes ! To-day I hear you have 
talk wid Daveed an' I cum to tell you he 
lie." 

The half-breed seemed nervous. He 
turned to the tent-door and peered out 
into the darkness, then waited for Mc-
Duff's reply. 

"When were you on this r iver?" 
"Four—five year back. I come up 

here from the Kabenakagami for to hunt 
fur." 

"Um-m." The Scotchman scratched 
his bearded jaw. " All right, Jean! We'll 
soon know who's wrong. That 's all—get 
ou t ! " The engineer pointed to the tent-
opening. 

As the half-breed left, a dark form noise
lessly arose near the rear wall of the tent 
and was swallowed in the gloom. 

"Well, what do you think of that for 
half-breed jealousy of the Injun boss, 
or " 

The silence of the night was broken by 
the sound of trampling in the brush down 
near the tents of the voyageurs, followed 
by an oath and rapid talk in the Ojibway 
tongue. 

The two engineers hurried outside, but 
the camp of their men seemed hushed in 
slumber. 

"There was somebody in the bush out 
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there just now. Hello, down there!" 
McDuff bellowed. "What ' s all that noise 
abou t? " 

Shortly one of the white chain-men ap
peared. 

"What are y ' having down there, An
drew, a row?" 

" All quiet, sir, now! There was a little 
noise over near the Injun's tents, but no 
trouble. Somebody yellin' in his sleep. 
I looked in and they all had their heads 
under the blankets." 

"All right, turn in, then; but I won't 
have any rows in this camp, understand? 
Report anything you see !" 

"Yes, sir," and the sleepy chain-man 
returned to his blankets. 

Next morning, when the returning sup
ply-boats started back down-river for the 
Kabenakagami, the half-breed voyageur, 
Jean Nadeau, reported sick and asked to 
be sent home. Although he showed no 
signs of illness, he was allowed to go. 

"Looks to me, Gordon," laughed Mc
Duff, as the canoes pulled out, "as if that 
half-breed who knows so much about this 
country got cold feet. I guess he wanted 
to rub it into David, and then lost his 
nerve." 

The same day, with David and an In
dian crew, Gordon started up-stream to 
reconnoitre the country, while his chief 
followed the ridge to the north on a flying 
survey. 

Towering in the bow of Gordon's big 
Peterboro canoe old David piloted the 
craft up the quick-water of the swift river 
with a skill that only those born to the 
game possess. As they slowly bucked the 
current, driven by the setting-poles of 
David and the five voyageurs, Gordon's 
eager eyes followed the great ridge to the 
west searching for the opening that might 
mean a way through for the line. But in 
the middle of the morning, when he landed 
below a long stretch of white-water to get 
a better view-point for observation, it still 
loomed far to the south, hemming in the 
river. 

"Can you pole this rapid, Dav id?" 
asked Gordon. 

" I pole it in small canoe, in dees boat, 
maybe." 

"Those shores look pretty rough; 
Where's the Indian portage ? " 

"Injun portage all dees water 'cross 

leetle lak'. You no see hill from de por
tage." 

" I don't want to lose sight of that 
ridge. If you can pole it, go ahead." 

There was murmuring and shaking of 
heads among the crew, but a few words in 
Ojibway from David served to reassure 
them, and he turned the nose of the canoe 
into the boilers below the white-water. 

Up the first chute slowly moved the 
boat driven by the poles of the iron-
backed crew—the voice of the tall bow
man rising high above the roar of the 
waters that flung them back. Now they 
hugged the shore, where ran a deep chan
nel, now shot across current, seeking a 
way through between ugly ledges white 
with foam, huge boulders over which piled 
high the racing torrent, and pinnacle rocks 
which thrust upward sharp teeth that 
could slash the bottom of the boat into 
ribbons. Here, skirting destruction to 
canoe and supplies by a hair, dodging an 
upset there by the breadth of a hand, up 
the rapids the voyageurs fought their 
way, throwing their weight onto the long 
spruce poles at the command of the bow
man. 

They had not got far into the long 
white-water when John Gordon regretted 
having made the attempt. His supplies 
and canoe were too valuable to be reck
lessly imperilled. 

" I think we'd better get out of this, 
David, and carry around," he shouted. 

"Up dere a piece we can land," replied 
David, leaning on his pole. 

Again at his signal the crew thrust the 
boat forward, sometimes gaining feet, 
sometimes inches, on the weight of hur
rying water. Then, as the bowman pried 
the nose of the craft off the current to 
avoid a rock, his pole snapped in his 
hands. Unable to recover his balance, he 
plunged head first into the rapids, while 
the canoe swung broadside on. 

Before the crew behind regained control 
of the boat it was lifted and dropped on a 
jagged ledge; while, tossed and buffeted 
by eddies and cross-currents, the Indian 
was swept below them, his arms clasped 
about his head, as a protection from the 
rocks. 

Frantically the crew struggled with 
their poles, finally swinging the canoe off 
the ledge, then swiftly snubbed down-
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stream on the road they had come and 
landed half full of water below the rapids. 

There on the shore stood David wring
ing out his clothes. 

"Dees rapeed no good for beeg boat," 
he volunteered to Gordon. 

"Are you hurt, Dav id?" 
"Naw, not one leetle rock bite me." 
The bottom of the canoe was badly 

slashed and most of the flour wet. The 
flying survey must be made without de
lay. No excuses were accepted by Mc-
Duff. 

"Pa tch her up the best you can and 
drop back to camp, boys," he told the 
crew. " David and I will take a few days' 
grub and strike into the bush. I want to 
see what the country looks like from that 
big hill up-river." 

As Gordon spoke the eyes of the old 
Indian narrowed and the muscles of his 
lean face set hard, but he said nothing. 

That night, miles above the rapids, 
Gordon and David sat smoking in front 
of their camp-fire. 

" I thought you knew this river pretty 
well, Dav id?" Gordon essayed after a 
long silence. But the Indian smoked on 
with eyes averted, as if he had not heard 
the question. 

As they ate their supper, Gordon's 
mind had been full of the events of the 
last few days. In vain he had struggled 
to throttle the suspicion which was stead
ily gaining strength—that this silent old 
Indian sitting there across the fire was 
playing a deep and subtle game. But 
why? 

In the eastern survey lately completed 
they had camped together many nights on 
a flying reconnoissance of the country, as 
they were then camped. Born in a Hud
son's Bay Post where his father was fac
tor, Gordon as a boy had become familiar 
with the Ojibway tongue, and it was in 
Ojibway that he talked to David when 
they were alone. This knowledge of the 
language of his fathers had been the 
means of drawing out the proud old In
dian as nothing else could have done, and 
of speedily cementing a warm friendship 
between white engineer and red voyageur. 

Night after night, they had burned much 
tobacco discussing the ways of the furred 
prowlers and horned wanderers of the On
tario forests and muskeg. David had 

spun many a tale of his journeys to the 
great salt bay of the north where the geese 
and duck swarm in myriads for the fall 
migration. Gordon had spent two years 
in the British Columbian Rockies and his 
talk of that land of summer snows and 
glaciers, lying far beyond the sunset, en
thralled the imagination of the Indian. 
But for the most part it had been David 
who taught and Gordon who listened. 
The old man's knowledge of woodcraft, 
his many winter trails with the dog-teams 
and summer journeys in the boats of the 
Great Company through the Ontario si
lent places, his love of the mystic in na
ture, had been a source of interest and 
delight upon which Gordon never ceased 
to draw. 

And now, as he sat there by the fire, 
his doubts had at last crystallized into a 
deep suspicion of his friend. Well, a day 
or two would tell the story, he mused, 
and with a "Good night, David," turned 
into his blanket. 

I t was the afternoon of the next day. 
They had climbed to a shoulder of the big 
hill Gordon had seen far down the river, 
and sat for a space smoking. North and 
south at their' feet ran the winding val
ley of the Flaming River. Low hills of 
spruce and fir splashed with the yellow 
and gold of birch and poplar rolled to the 
eastern horizon where the pale blue of 
the watershed ridges of the Kabenakaga-
mi merged in a hazy sky. In places, 
where silver reaches of river met the yel
low birch forests, the stream seemed sud
denly to burst into flame. 

"Now, I know how the river got its 
name. I t looks afire down there, Da
v id ! " exclaimed Gordon. " I t ' s certain
ly a rare country." 

" I show you one at sunset," said the 
old Indian, whose brooding eyes were 
blind to the beauty of the valley. 

Then something impelled John Gordon 
to ask: 

" David, why did you take me into that 
swamp yesterday and lose m e ? " 

For an instant the Indian did not an
swer; then, turning, he rested his hand 
on his friend's knee and said in Ojibway: 

"Because, one sleep ago, the face of the 
sun was hidden, and when it died behind 
the hills the sky would not hang with the 
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colors of the flowers of the forest over The 
Beautiful Valley." 

"The Beautiful Valley?" Gordon's 
eyes widened in wonder. " What do you 
mean?" 

"My son," continued the old chief, 
" the country you look upon gladdens your 
heart, for the great Manitou has given you 
eyes to see the rivers and the hills. In a 
little while when we stand on the bald 
head of this mountain above us as the sun 
dies in the west, you shall behold a land 
as fair as the Happy Hunting-Grounds 
that lie at the end of the last trail, for you 
shall look upon The Beautiful Valley." 

Thrilled at the words, Gordon vaguely 
sensed what he was about to hear. 

"One sleep ago, if you had been the 
Big White Boss who has no heart you 
would now lie in the black swamp down 
there and no white man would see your 
face again—for the black swamp keeps its 
dead. But you have the soul of an Ojib-
way; your heart loves the lone lands; 
your ears hear the voices of the rapids and 
the talking wind in the birches. To me 
you are as a son." 

Held by the tragic face of the Indian, 
Gordon listened to the dramatic confes
sion. The old man rested his saddened 
eyes momentarily on the valley, then 
faced the engineer with a gesture of hope
lessness. 

"But it is no good! Others would 
come some day and find the break in the 
hills and bring the Iron Trail to The Beau
tiful Valley. The white man is strong. 
It is no good!" 

" You mean, David, that you have been 
trying to keep us out of your hunting-
grounds—this valley you call The Beauti
ful Valley ? There is, after all, a break in 
the hills above here?" 

"Yes, my son; the map does not lie." 
For Gordon the situation had cleared. 
" I thought yesterday when you led me 

into that swamp—that you were trying to 
lose me," Gordon said, half to himself. 
Then he reached out impulsively and 
gripped the hand of the heart-broken old 
man. 

"David, you know we are sent here by 
the government. We are ordered to find 
a trail for the road by the Fathers at Ot
tawa. If we make a bad trail, others will 
follow and find a good one. If I could— 

if I could keep the Transcontinental out 
of your valley, my friend, I would. You 
know I would do it, don't you?" 

"Yes, you would help me, my son, for 
you have the soul of an Ojibway. You 
love the clean waters and the green for
ests. The burned lands sadden your 
heart." 

To John Gordon the despair of the old 
man who stood with averted face to hide 
the play of emotion on his twisted fea
tures was a pitiful sight. 

" You will know when we stand at sun-
set and look upon The Beautiful Valley, 
why David, a chief, has lied to the White 
Boss that the Iron Trail might not come 
to the land of the Makwa." 

For a time the two sat in silence, then 
Gordon asked: 

"You scared that half-breed Nadeau 
into going back with the supply-boats?" 

"Yes, he knew this river. I followed 
him to your tent and heard what he said. 
Then I told him to go back with the sup
ply-boats, for he fears the Makwa." 

"And you broke your pole in the rap
ids and risked drowning yourself to keep 
us from finding the break in the hills?" 

"Yes, but it was no good, no good!" 
"Will McDuff find an easy grade 

through to the north?" 
"No, there are many hills there and 

high; they must come this way after all." 
"David, my friend, if there was a good 

way north, I'd try to help you. But 
other engineers follow us this winter on 
the snow. We are only a flying survey. 
They are sure to find the easy grade 
through the hills above here." 

"Yes," assented the old man sorrow
fully, " the white man is strong; he will 
find The Beautiful Valley." 

At sunset they climbed to the bald 
brow of the mountain. Gordon followed 
his guide up out of the thick scrub to the 
rock face of the summit and stood thrilled 
at the panorama rolling away for forty 
miles to the west. 

With a sweep of his long arm, David 
said proudly: 

"Look, my son, upon The Beautiful 
Valley." 

Flanked by high ridges to the north and 
south, the lower levels broken with undu
lating hills of jack-pine, spruce, and fir 
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shot with the maroon and gold of the 
hardwood, the hunting-ground of the 
Makwa faded far into the sunset. Here 
and there—like silver islands studding 
the sea of endless forest—shimmered a 
hundred lakes. And out of the nearest of 
these the bright thread of a river, now 
lost in emerald depths, now emerging, 
flashed off to the southeast. 

Far at the head of the valley loomed a 
range of purple hills, over which in won
drous hues the sunken sun painted the 
canvas of the sky with magic brush. Not 
a blemish of burned country or barren 
marred the perfect whole. 

Long the enchanted Gordon drank in 
the beauty of the picture. 

"God, what a country!" he finally 
sighed. 

"You know now why David l ied?" 
wistfully the old man asked. 

"Yes, I don't wonder you fought for 
it ." 

Then as the two watched the deepening 
splendor of the sunset, the Indian began: 

" Often I have journeyed to the south in 
the boats of the Great Company. Once, 
many long snows ago, far by the Big Sweet 
Water I saw white men, like ants, cut
ting a wide trail through the living forest. 
Again, when the mail-canoe went south 
we met the smoke of forest-fires, so thick 
that it hid the sun, two sleeps from the 
great trail. There we found men, as 
many as there are midges in a swamp, dig
ging holes in the hills like the foxes, and 
shooting the rocks and ledges with gun
powder, following those who went before. 
North and south for a day's journey stood 
blackened ridges burned by the fires these 
men had made. Later they laid small 
trees on the naked earth and over them 
made a trail of iron that ran into the 
east, without end. 

" And then one summer we saw the Iron 
Horse, fed with fire, come out of the east 
following the Iron Trail. And with the 
Iron Horse came the free-traders to barter 
for furs the burning water which the Great 
Company would not give the Indians. 
Here I saw Ojibways sell in one day for 
this devil-water their winter hunt of fur, 
while the women wailed in the tepees 
where there was no tea or flour. The 
young men, no longer men but slaves to 
the traders—and not ashamed—begged 

for the bad medicine that filled their veins 
with fire and stole their manhood. Here 
I looked on starvation and misery among 
my people brought by those who followed 
the Iron Trail with their camps. 

"All this I saw when I journeyed far 
south to the Big Sweet Water. 

"When I learned, two long snows 
ago, that the white man would make an
other Iron Trail, my heart was saddened. 
I t was in the freezing moon before the last 
long snows that white men came to The 
Beautiful Valley. I was south at the post 
when my sons found them, so they gave 
them their lives." 

On the old man's face was written the 
torture of his thoughts. Shortly he con
tinued: 

"You have the soul of an Ojibway, and 
understand. Look down there at those 
forests untouched by fire; those lakes, 
clean as the springs which feed them; 
those hills without a scar. In that big 
lake far up the valley—we call it the 
Lake of the Islands—lie the bones of my 
people. For many, many long snows, 
since the big battle when we took the 
country from the Crees, it has been the 
home of the Makwa, and now the Iron 
Trail will come through the break in the 
hills and The Beautiful Valley will van
ish. What your eyes see to-night will be 
hidden by the smoke of the burning for
ests. The thunder of the white man's 
powder will echo among its hills and its 
lakes lie befouled by the camps of the 
wood-choppers. And later the traders 
will come and corrupt my young men and 
women with their poisoned water. 

"Bu t it is no good. I am old and the 
white men are strong." 

With a gesture of despair David turned 
his tragic eyes from the land of his fathers 
and covered his face with his hands. 

Gordon tried to explain how the gov
ernment had made laws for the building 
of the new road; how there were to be no 
forest-fires started by careless workmen; 
how the whiskey-trader would be ban
ished from the Right-of-Way; but in his 
heart he knew that David was right. 
The magic of The Beautiful Valley would 
vanish at the coming of the Iron Trail. 

Slowly the riot of pagan color faded 
from the western sky, and twilight fol
lowed. But not until dusk masked the 
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valley did the watchers on the mountain 
stir. 

In the middle of Octoher, when the 
leaves of the hardwood yellowed the floor 
of the forest and the first stinging winds 
from the north gave warning of the 
freeze-up, the flying survey through the 
land of the Makwa was completed. In 
the last weeks old David had seemed to 
Gordon, who tried to cheer him, some
what reconciled to the inevitable, but 
the heart of the proud Ojibway was 
broken. 

One afternoon the canoes of the party, 
having run the outlet of the lakes on their 
way to the break in the hills, were nearing 
the portage which skirted the steep cliffs 
of the gorge through which thundered the 
river. In front, in a sixteen-foot birch-
bark, David paddled McDuff. Close be
hind, Gordon and five voyageurs followed 
in a Peterboro, with the remaining canoes 
in their wake. The large boat had already 
turned in to the shore at the head of the 
rapids, when suddenly the Indian rose to 
his knees, and calling to Gordon, " Bo'-jo'! 
Bo'-jo '!" paddled like a demon out into 
midstream. 

Off his guard, McDuff at first took it 
as an attempt by David to frighten him, 
but when the grim-visaged Ojibway, heed
less of the engineer's shouts to turn in
shore, drove the light canoe into the brok
en water toward the suck of the first chute, 
he knew that it was a madman who pad
dled in the stern. Then, for he was no 
coward, McDuff plunged into the river, 
attempting to reach a ledge jutting from 
the shore. But, though he fought desper

ately, the swimmer, together with the ca
noe, was swept into the flume. 

Stunned by the swiftness of the tragedy 
moving before his eyes, Gordon fancied he 
saw, as the canoe took the plunge, a smile 
light the swarthy face turned toward him 
and a hand raised in farewell as the 
doomed craft was sucked into the riot of 
wild water. 

Far down the break in the hills they 
found the battered bodies of the drowned 
engineer and the Ojibway. As Gordon 
lifted the broken clay and looked at the 
face of the old chief, he knew that it had 
been a smile of triumph his fancy pic
tured lighting the dark features in that 
last look back at his friend. For from 
the face of David sorrow and despair had 
vanished, and in their place, was peace. 

While the rest of the survey continued 
on down the Flaming River with the body 
of the chief engineer, Gordon, with Da
vid's sons, brought the old chief up the 
valley to the Lake of the Islands. There, 
on the Island of the Dead, they laid him 
beside his forefathers for his long sleep 
beneath the talking pines he loved. 

Gordon stood by the grave at the head 
of which they had erected a cross of hewn 
spruce, and repeated what he could re
member of the burial service. Then, in 
personal tribute to his friend, the engineer 
cut in the white wood of the arm these 
words, in English: 

H E R E LIES DAVID MAKWA, OJIBWAY 
CHIEF, WHO, RATHER THAN LIVE TO SEE 
THE IRON TRAIL DESECRATE HIS BEAU
TIFUL VALLEY—CHOSE DEATH. 

H I S WAS A GREAT SOUL! 



ward an ideal perfection, never to be at
tained and always to be longed for. 

The common school, the high school, the 
college, the university, the several tech
nical schools are always under attack; and 
they go on doing their work in their own 
fashion—not to the complete satisfaction of 
everybody concerned but fairly well, all 
things considered. They are doing their 
work more satisfactorily than they would 
be doing it if the host of educational re
formers were allowed to have the final word 
—those educational reformers, who, in 
President Butler's delightful phrase, be
lieve that "education is the art of conduct
ing the human mind from an infantile void 
to an adolescent vacuum." 

Perhaps it is in consequence of the mani
fold defects of our educational system that 
it has been supplemented of late by what is 
known as University Extension and by 
what is known as the Correspondence School. 
University Extension may be defined as an 
educational department-store, with a bar
gain-counter in the basement; while the 
Correspondence School is an educational 
mail-order house. From one or the other of 
these organizations, with their up-to-date 
business methods, any one of us can get in
struction in any department of human en
deavor; he can be guided to the acquisition 
of the art of playwriting and to the mastery 
of the science of plumbing. Reading and 
writing may come by nature, as it was once 
maintained; but nowadays playwriting 
and plumbing come by parcel-post. 

We are assured that if we subscribe for 
the course in self-mastery and self-expres
sion, we can at once raise the contents of 
our pay-envelope from five dollars a week 
to five hundred. We are allured with a 
promise that we can be taught by a familiar 
epistle how to approach a "prospect"—I 
believe that is the correct term to designate 
the person from whom you propose to ex
tract an order; and we can be instructed as 
to the precise psychologic moment, when 
we are to tell the prospect to "sign on that 
dotted line, please—just here. Thank you; 
that will be all to-day." When we have 
absorbed the attractive advertisements of 

THE POINT OF VIEW 

I IT is an obvious contradiction in terms 
that a prolix legal argument should be 
entitled a brief, and it is equally anom

alous that the exercises which mark the 
end of four years of college should be called 
a commencement. But there is never any 

profit in combating the vagaries 
of the vocabulary; and by any 
other name a commencement 

would remain what it is—the door through 
which thousands of young men and young 
women pass every spring on their way from 
their pupilage to their independence. While 
they are still lingering on the threshold of 
the outer world, they are copiously be
sprinkled with advice, with monitions, and 
with exhortations. They are told what to 
do and how to do it; they are solemnly 
warned against the evils of the outside 
world to which they are about to be ex
posed. They are asperged with precepts— 
which probably pour from off them as 
speedily as the water from the duck's back. 
As a professor of Yale once put it pithily, 
"The capacity of the human mind for re
sisting the introduction of useful informa
tion cannot be overestimated"; and its 
capacity for rejecting advice is at least as 
immeasurable. 

But if the baccalaureate sermons and the 
Phi Beta Kappa orations do as little good 
as they do harm tu the young folks who sit 
under them restlessly, these addresses serve 
to relieve the feelings of the pastors and 
masters who stand and deliver them. They 
afford a superb opportunity for letting off 
steam and for expressing opinions on things 
in general and on the world at large. More 
particularly is commencement felt to be the 
fittest occasion for calling attention to the 
manifold defects of our educational sys
tem. Regularly every June our mind 
focusses itself firmly on these manifold de
fects; they are catalogued and they are de
plored and they are objurgated until we 
are almost persuaded that these defects 
really are manifold. On the whole, our edu
cational system seems to be fairly sound; 
but as it is a human institution, it cannot be 
perfect. There is profit, therefore, in any 
discussion which may point the way to-
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these benevolent institutions we wonder 
how it is tha t anybody can resist their fas
cinations and how it is that everybody isn't 
a plumber or a playwright, with five hun
dred a week in his pay-envelop. The door 
of opportunity yawns widely before us. 
Every man can be his own university and 
get culture while he waits. 

SS T A N D I N G by the side of University 
Extension and the Correspondence 
School is the Teachers College— 

which is the normal school in a dress coat. 
The Teachers College not only teaches al
most everything, but it also teaches how to 

teach everything. In the cata
logue of one Teachers College I 
find one course on how to teach 

the "His tory of Husbandry as Social Con
trol," and another on how to teach "Field 
Work in Household Arts in Rural Com
munities," while yet a third course is on 
how to teach "Costume Design for Dress-
making." Here is food for a diversity of 
creatures; and digestible food, no doubt. 
If these subjects are to be taught—as to 
which there is, of course, no question—then 
the teachers of these subjects ought to be 
trained to teach them as skilfully as may be. 

What is even more admirable is that 
there are courses in this Teachers College 
not only to teach teachers how to teach but 
also to teach superintendents of schools how 
to superintend. This is as it should be, 
since the art of superintending is obviously 
different from the ar t of teaching. Super
intendents are always teachers who have 
shown fitness for administration. But 
when these teachers are taken away from 
the teaching they have learned how to do, 
they need to learn how to superintend. 
Whatever has to be learned can be taught; 
that is to say, the learner can save time by 
taking instruction in the new art from 
those who have acquired experience by 
practising it. 

Yet even this most comprehensive cata
logue of this most progressive Teachers Col
lege does not proffer two courses which 
seem to me to be as necessary as those 
which teach superintendents how to super
intend. After diligent search I failed to 
find any course intended to teach college 
presidents how to preside; and, what is an 
even more lamentable deficiency, I was 
unable to discover any course intended to 

teach college trustees how to discharge the 
duties imposed upon them by their trustee
ship. 

Both these courses ought to be estab
lished at once. Just as the school superin
tendent is a promoted teacher, so the college 
president is a promoted professor—at least, 
he usually is, and when he isn't he is a 
failure, more often than not. Now, the job 
of being a president is very different from 
the job of being a professor; and the presi
dent is called upon to do a lot of things 
entirely outside of the professor's field of 
activities. He has to pass from the com
parative obscurity of the scholar's study 
into the spot-light of publicity. He has to 
be the mouthpiece of the college; he has 
to be the connecting-link between the stu
dents and the alumni; he has to be inter
preter of the faculty to the board of trus
tees and of the board of trustees to the 
faculty. He has to respect the traditions 
the college has inherited from the past, to 
guide its activities in the present, and plan 
for its enlarged duties in the future. And 
for these multitudinous tasks he has not 
been fitted by his experience as a pro
fessor; and there is not even a five-inch 
shelf of text-books from which he can ac
quire the elements of his new profession. 

Perhaps the need is even more impera
tive for a course teaching trustees how to 
trustee. They are not promoted profes
sors; they are often not even alumni; they 
are sometimes rank outsiders, innocent of 
culture and even of education. What a 
beneficent thing it would be if there was a 
Teachers College course, a University Ex
tension course, or a series of Correspondence 
School lessons which might impart to the 
ambitious trustee the information he needs 
as to his exact function in the educational 
organization—a function most useful and 
yet often strangely misunderstood. By the 
mere fact that in many colleges the powers 
of the board of trustees are unlimited— 
sovereignty must reside somewhere—the 
individual trustee ought to learn the pre
cise limitations which the board, individu
ally and collectively, must place upon these 
powers. 

I t may be going too far to insist tha t 
every man who is elected president or trus
tee of a college should be required to take 
one or the other of the courses I have here 
suggested; and that he should not be al-
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lowed to preside or to trust until he has 
passed an examination in the work of these 
courses with a grade not lower than B—. 
I am not sure, however, that it might not 
be advisable to require every candidate for 
a presidency or a trusteeship to take one of 
the psychological examinations which are 
now so popular, to discover whether he pos
sesses the inherent qualifications which 
would justify the hope that he might fit 
himself for the post to which he aspires. I 
make no doubt that the expert psycholo
gists who have devised the trying-out tests 
for army aviators could be counted upon to 
arrange a proper sequence of experiments 
and inquiries to gauge the capacity of the 
applicants. With the hope of persuading 
as many as might be of all candidates for a 
college presidency or a college trusteeship, 
it would be well to conceal from these can
didates that the soldiers in our various can
tonments were so disrespectful as to desig
nate the psychologic experts as "nut-
pickers." 

TTHERE is one week in the year to which 
I always look forward with a feel
ing of irritation and annoyance—the 

week in which the representatives high in 
authority of the great insurance companies 
of the country meet in order to warn the 

public at large of the consequences 
of the great American sin of ex
travagance and waste. For, in 

the first place, human nature is such that 
few things are more exasperating to a per
son of moderate income, than to be lectured 
on the sin of extravagance by a man whose 
salary is four or five times larger than his 
own. Then again one is reminded that it 
isn't so very many years ago that the pred
ecessors in office of several of these very 
men were brought sharply to book, by an 
investigator who has since become famous 
for the exes which are now attached to his 
name—ex-governor, ex-associate justice of 
the Supreme Court, and ex-candidate for the 
Presidency,—for this very sin of extrava
gance in its extreme form in the manage
ment of their huge trust funds. 

The truth, I suppose, is that economy and 
thrift are not popular in America. Un
der Mr. Hoover's guidance, and Mr. Van-
derlip's, with his War Saving Stamps, they 
made some headway. Since the Civil War 
we had almost forgotten how to acquire 

the habit of thrift or how to practise the 
virtue of economy. Except under the di
rest necessity these baleful words were by 
tacit consent tabooed in the domestic circle 
as almost sure to result in discord. "There 
are three words," said my cynical friend, as 
he dropped into his easy chair at the club, 
" that I never want to hear again—Reform, 
Uplift, and Jane Addams." Many Ameri
can men and, I think, all American women 
would, if they were asked, express them
selves in the same way about the words 
Economy and Thrift. 

To the casual observer of affairs it does 
seem as if this love of extravagance were a 
national trait. It reveals itself everywhere. 
Nowhere is it more conspicuous than in the 
willingness, nay the reckless eagerness, with 
which representative bodies, from the small 
board of selectmen in a New England town 
to the Congress at the national capital, 
spend other people's money on all sorts of 
projects, bad and indifferent as well as good. 
And the surest way in which to bring abuse 
and obloquy upon one's head is to begin to 
preach upon the sin of such wasteful public 
expenditures and the necessity for economy. 
The real hero of to-day is not the man who 
courageously points out the dangers that 
lie in the pathway of such extravagance, 
but the man who is ingenious enough to 
find additional sources of revenue by tax
ation. 

Occasionally it is possible to arrest for a 
moment the attention of the individual who 
is given to extravagance by those always 
tiresome things, statistics. The apostles of 
thrift take peculiar delight in delving into 
the records of the surrogate's courts and 
the probate courts, and in confronting you 
with the grewsome facts which they find 
there. They will tell you, for example, that 
as Americans are living to-day, out of every 
one hundred men who die three leave estates 
of more than ten thousand dollars, fifteen 
others leave estates of from two thousand 
to ten thousand, while the remaining eighty-
two leave no income-producing estates at 
all. But the only reply that you are likely 
to get from any man of extravagant tastes 
to whom, in a moment of reckless confidence 
you may repeat these facts, is that "figures 
can be made to prove anything," and that 
he is more interested in deciding upon the 
color of the new motor-car he is planning 
to buy! 

The Unpopular
ity of Economy 
and Thrift 



K E N Y O N COX 

By Frank Jewett Mather, Jr. 

TTO estimate the personality of a man 
with whom one has had relatively-
short acquaintance may seem im

pertinent. Yet any criticism is perforce an 
estimate of personality, and that of Kenyon 
Cox was too masterful not to have a public 
character. When hardly out of the Ecole 
des Beaux-Arts, a struggling young artist in 
his late twenties, Kenyon Cox began to be a 
legend and a portent . People admired him 
and feared him; in his regard, no one 
thought of being lukewarm. He was one of 
tha t group of modernly trained young men 
from Antwerp, Munich, or Paris who per
turbed and eventually dominated the old 
National Academy through the transient 
rivalry of the Society of American Artists. 
The t rea tment these honest reformers re
ceived is one of the mysteries of the history 
of American taste. Without difficulty they 
got social and critical approval, everything 
but purchasers. For a generation, under 
the tactful coaching of the dealers, the col
lectors of New York had bought dearly the 
"conscientious n u d e s " of Lefebvre and Ca-
banel, not to mention Bouguereau. Why 
they should have ignored the equally able 
academies of Cox is not easy to fathom. 
Why the critics should have cavilled at these 
very skilful exercises of Cox, while applaud
ing the precisely similar achievements of his 
Parisian exemplars, is again mysterious. 
Perhaps it seemed right for Frenchmen to 
indulge a taste for the academic nude, bu t 
wrong for an American. Or with a subtler 
epicurism the connoisseurs of our by no 
means naughty nineties may have felt tha t 
a conscientious nude, like a cask of sherry, 
needs a sea-voyage to make it desirable. 
However tha t be, Cox, like most of his ar
tistic contemporaries, was driven back on 
teaching, writing, lecturing, illustrating, 
meanwhile laying in neglect the solid foun
dations for future success as a mural painter. 

In neglect bu t not in obscurity. As a 
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teacher in the Art Students ' League and 
committeeman or official of the Society, his 
influence carried far. He was an embodied 
conservative conscience, a stalwart and 
dreaded champion of the great traditions of 
painting, a dangerous critic of successive 
new schools and fads, a formidable foe of 
every sort of sloppiness. The times were 
fairly sloppy, so he was not popular. I t was 
a lot which he accepted, because he was 
thoroughly honest and fearless, and be
cause it was the condition of his loyalty to 
what he believed the great tradition. His 
death must have caused relief if not rejoic
ing among the wild-eyed inspirationalists of 
Greenwich Village. For them he was an 
uncomfortable person to have around. 

Cox came of extraordinary ancestry. 
His mother was the daughter of Doctor Fin
ney, the great evangelist, and first president 
of Oberlin College. His father, Jacob Dolson 
Cox, had an amazingly various career. He 
was a Civil War major-general in the field, 
and later one of the best historians of the 
war; governor of the State of Ohio, as he was 
senator and congressman; secretary of the 
interior for Grant, forced out of his place for 
resisting land-grabbing; president of the Wa
bash Railroad and of the University of Cin
cinnati. As if that were not enough, he was 
a lawyer, an admirable book reviewer for 
the Nation, a renowned microscopist, and 
had an uncommon knowledge of cathedral 
architecture. With all this versatility, he 
was a man of most stable competence and 
of highest integrity. To be born of such 
a father is a patent of intellectual nobility. 

Kenyon Cox was born in Warren, Ohio, in 
1856. The rich and pleasant scenery up
on which his eyes opened was the subject of 
one of his rare landscapes, a beautiful pic
ture called " Passing Shadows." His formal 
education was much hampered by illness, 
though in such a family as his the training 
of home was the best of educations. His 

765 

THE FIELD OF ART 



766 The Field of Art 

chieftain father came back from the war to 
find the tall lad in bed. From his ninth to 
his thirteenth year he was bedridden, at 
times in peril of his life, and periodically un
der the surgeon's knife. To this depriva
tion of the usual activities of boyhood one 
may ascribe a sort of bodily ungainliness, 
oddly contradictory of the robust pattern of 
his mind. On acquaintance this paradox 
worked as a charm. 

From early childhood his calling as a 
painter was manifest, and from his four
teenth year he was allowed to take drawing 
lessons. At twenty he sojourned for a 
rather unprofitable year in Philadelphia, at 
the Academy School, and at twenty-one, 
1877, hesought the land of painter's promise, 
and Paris. Beginning with the master most 
in vogue, Carolus Duran, he left him in a 
year for the severer atelier of Gerome. 
From 1879 to 1882 he was an exhibitor at 
the Salon. He returned to New York in 
that year, being twenty-six years old, was 
immediately elected to the Society of Ameri
can Artists, and soon became prominent in 
its schools and councils. He had pursued 
with passionate conviction the academic 
study of the nude at Paris, and continued it 
in New York against the difficulties we have 
already noted. With the plain man's dis
inclination to hang the academic nude in his 
home, I have considerable sympathy. He 
is naturally offish toward what he suspects 
is an exercise or a show-piece, and at best a 
hussy without clothes. The New Yorkers 
of the eighties and nineties, perhaps, deserve 
less blame for their uncovetous admiration 
of Cox's admirable exercises than for the 
snobbishness with which they bought en
tirely similar and by no means better acad
emies only because these were made by 
European artists. Cox was really prepar
ing himself with dogged grit and intelligence 
for his ultimate work as a mural painter. 
One sees in these designs the struggle for 
freedom through discipline. And half a 
dozen of these sheets he hardly surpassed. 

A discerning person might have inferred 
this from his delightful and too little known 
illustrations for Rossetti's "Blessed Damo-
zel," 1886. Meanwhile he achieved a few fig
ure compositions, such as " Moonrise," which 
will be more valued as time goes on, and did 
occasional portraits of character and dis
tinction. In some fifteen years of purpose
ful effort, without attaining vogue, he at

tained what is more difficult—personal 
authority. Then his chance came as a dec
orator, at Bowdoin College, in the Appellate 
Court, New York, at the Columbian Exposi
tion, Chicago, and in the Congressional 
Library. In this new phase, as he has him
self written, his development was character
istically slow and thorough. The color he 
had learned in the Paris schools and the 
habit of representing the model rather liter
ally had to be foregone in favor of colors and 
forms suitable for intricate compositions and 
great wall spaces. His whole practice had 
to be renewed in the light of the great mas
ters of monumental design. Too robust to 
seek the solution of bleached tones, with the 
followers of Puvis, he turned to the Vene
tians, Titian and Veronese. Since Rubens 
and Van Dyck probably no artist has stud
ied them more penetratingly. He believed 
that their richer forms and colors and in
tricate rhythms in depth were more suit
able for our modern ornate buildings than 
the paler hues and simpler forms based on 
the primitive masters of fresco. In his 
practice, as later in his writings, he scouted 
the idea that mere flatness and paleness were 
in themselves decorative necessities or dec
orative merits. I have often heard him 
laugh at the current notion that Veronese 
or Delacroix or Paul Baudry lacked monu
mental quality in comparison with Giotto or 
Ingres or Puvis. In such a view Cox stood 
almost alone. Though the unobservant 
took him as a formalist, he really was the 
foe of too narrow formulas whether old or 
new. 

From the year 1900 or thereabout Cox's 
decorative style assumed more urbanity and 
sureness in design while his color grew richer 
and more unified. I have not had the good 
fortune to see Cox's best decorations in 
place, but I did see the growth and promise 
in such works as the lunette "The Light of 
Learning" at Winona, Minnesota, when it 
was being finished in New York. Its beau
tifully calculated rhythms are both easy and 
noble, its color resplendent. Even more in
gratiating are the little lunettes for the Iowa 
State Capitol. There are fine decorations 
in the court-house of Wilkesbarre, Penn
sylvania, and mosaics and wall paintings in 
the State Capitol at St. Paul. For these 
learned and gracious designs I doubt if Cox 
ever got approximately due credit outside of 
the pages of this Magazine. It is fair to say 
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that the few competent newspaper critics 
are naturally embarrassed before the neces
sity of judging a mural decoration in the 
studio. The appraisal naturally belongs to 
the art critics where the decoration abides. 
Unhappily, regions that can very well afford 
mural decoration cannot afford critics, so 
many of our most noteworthy mural decora
tions never receive adequate criticism at all. 
Kenyon Cox had even worse luck in the 
grudging character of the mention he did 
get. He had been too long an Aristides, and 
the critics usually slurred him without intel
ligence. I present with only the comment 
of my own italics a passage which illustrates 
the journalistic formula for judging a Cox. 
It was written, by it doesn't matter whom, 
on Cox's "Marriage of the Atlantic and 
Pacific" at St. Paul. "One might have 
wished, despite the beauty of design inherent 
in his work, that Mr. Cox had chosen a less 
formal method of treatment." 

Kenyon Cox was an art critic himself for 
a matter of twenty-five years, and it is safe 
to say that in all that period of work, and 
often of hack work, no sentence like that 
ever slipped from his pen. He early won 
his spurs as a writer by becoming a re
viewer for the Nation. To this Magazine he 
was a frequent and welcome contributor. 
From 1905 begin his remarkable books col
lecting his periodical essays or embodying 
his lectures: "Old Masters and New," 
"Painters and Sculptors," "The Classic 
Point of View," "Artist and Public," "Con
cerning Painting." It was an unusual type 
of criticism—forthright, clear, emphatic. It 
drove straight to main issues, avoiding sub
tleties and by-paths. It was so clear and 
accessible that it was easy to underestimate 
its literary merit. I have heard the work 
dismissed as obvious. Such a judgment 
misses entirely the athletic compactness of 
Cox's English as it does the fine energy of 
his thought. There never was a greater 
error than to dismiss him as a cold person; 
he loved and scorned tremendously. Right-
mindedness was a passion with him. 

On the positive side Cox has left us unsur
passed appreciations of Veronese, Corot, 
Millet, Holbein, Saint Gaudens. These es
says seem to me already classics in a field in 
which classics are few. The various studies 
of Rembrandt and that on Michelangelo 
add something to these well-worn themes. 
Whatever theme he touched he enriched. 

Leonardo da Vinci, Raphael, Vermeer of 
Delft, Puvis—much bewritten as these mas
ters are, Cox supplied fresh points of view. 
It is not safe to neglect even the shorter 
essays and notes, most of which were taken 
over from the Nation. On Whistler and 
Burne-Jones, for instance, no one has writ
ten with more justice and discrimination. 

Again, on the constructive side, Cox 
treated the whole matter of the education 
of the artist and of the right relation of art
ist to public. Here, against the headlong 
individualism of the day, Cox took his stand 
on the side of a traditional and social art. 
The idea that the artist could find all neces
sary warrants in himself he rejected as sure 
to lead to eccentricity. To such barbarous 
self-assertion he opposed the Classic Spirit. 
" I t is the disinterested search for perfec
tion; it is the love of clearness and reason
ableness and self-control; it is, above all, 
the love of permanence and of continuity. 
It asks of a work of art, not that it shall 
be novel or effective, but that it shall be 
fine and noble. It seeks not merely to ex
press individuality or emotion but to ex
press disciplined emotion and individuality 
restrained by law." Such doctrine was 
naturally poison to young people who with 
neither knowledge of the past nor vision of 
continuity nor respect for law were trying to 
slap their souls rapidly on canvas. What 
could they make of the great half-truth, 
"the only study that has ever greatly 
helped the designer is the study of design as 
it has been practised before him" ? 

On the all-pervasive Impressionism, the 
success of which within its proper limits 
Cox generously acknowledged, he wrote: 
"Impressionism, which makes light its only 
subject, and ruthlessly sacrifices clarity and 
structure in the interest of illusion, is ac
ceptable in inverse proportion to the essen
tial beauty and interest of the objects repre
sented." For the rest he felt that the han
dling of the Impressionists was often brutal 
and ugly and hindered the attaining of a 
modern technic. 

To note the limitations of Cox's manly 
and pondered criticism is, perhaps, to repeat 
the error of the scribe who at once admitted 
that one of Cox's decorations was beauti
fully designed and in the same breath 
wished it quite otherwise. Cox necessarily 
missed certain finesses of appreciation which 
one finds in such all-viewing masters as 
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Mr. Brownell and the late John La Farge. 
Being almost impeccably right, as it seems 
to me, he was sometimes right on terms of an 
artificial simplicity. His intense percep
tion of general principles sometimes colored 
unhappily his particular judgments. He so 
loathed muddle-headedness that he insuf
ficiently admitted that irony of life by which 
a quite wrong-thinking person may act 
rather well, while an artist with wrong ideas 
or none in evidence may do very beautiful 
work. He was so resolute in condemning 
what seemed to him subversive theory that 
he sometimes swept into the indictment 
rather notable works. Thus he did scant 
justice to Rodin's real greatness, it seems to 
me, largely because Rodin had unwittingly 
demoralized the young generation of sculp
tors. But with all these reservations the 
bulk of Cox's critical writing seems to me 
sound and hearty and permanent. To read 
contemporary criticism after fifty years is 
usually to thank God that we are not as 
other critics were. I don't think Cox will 
give much basis for this kind of compla
cency, say, in the year 1969. I believe his 
occasional reader then will rather marvel 
how so much fighting energy and conviction 
could be combined with so catholic a taste 
and so delicate an insight, and will marvel 
the more that these books with their fairly 
eighteenth-century ease and lucidity could 
have come out of the welter of the early 
twentieth century. 

From the competent Cox never lacked 
honor. He was chosen an associate of the 
National Academy in 1900 and a full mem
ber in 1903. He was medalled by the Salon, 
the National Academy, the Architectural 
League, and at the recent world expositions. 
He had honorary doctorates from Oberlin 
and Dartmouth and was an early member 
of the American Academy of Arts and 

Letters. He believed in organization and 
authority and worked indefatigably in con
servative propaganda on the lecture plat
form or in the drudgery of art juries and 
committees. He had force and discretion, 
was a natural leader. No doubt, had occa
sion served, he would have led a brigade in 
the field as competently as his father did. 
His failure to gain from young students the 
confidence his contemporaries gave him was 
due to the fact that his teaching countered 
sharply the restless spirit of the times. In
deed, few of the art students of the nineties 
had historical background enough even to 
know what Cox was driving at. For this 
isolation there was balm in the fact that he 
was able to nurture a delightful painter's 
gift akin to his own in a wife and a son. 

Dying at sixty-two, Kenyon Cox's ca
reer as a painter snapped in the years when 
an artist of his reflective type is just coming 
to his own. Every mural design was finer 
than the last, his practice was gradually 
measuring up to his high and arduous theo
ries. Hence there is especial tragedy in his 
cutting off. What he had done up to his 
fiftieth year seems merely preparatory to 
great mural design, and it is only within 
ten years that he had been doing work that 
relatively satisfied his ideals for himself. 
Hence, considerable as the work is, it is frag
mentary as compared with what it might 
have been had strength and long years been 
granted to him. His was a painstaking and 
gradual development like that of certain 
of the old masters—Durer, for example— 
whom he loved. Such artists rarely give 
the full measure of themselves in their 
painting. So I feel it is with Cox. Whether 
in his pictures or in his writings, the future 
will have difficulty in realizing the massive 
and brilliant integrity of the man who is 
gone. 

A calendar of current art exhibitions will be found on page 23. 
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FINANCIAL SITUATION 

GERMANY'S INDEMNITY AND THE MARKETS 
BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES 

BBEFORE the close of April, the change 
in sentiment throughout this coun

try in regard to the financial, commercial, 
and industrial future, was apparently 
complete. As against the doubts and 
hesitations of January and the gloomy 
forebodings of February, recognition of 
the strong economic position of the 
United States, belief in resumption of a 
forward movement in prosperity, had 
come to pervade every section of the 
community. These new convictions were 
embodied, as they usually are, in the 
action of the Stock Exchange. 

The upward sweep of prices was ac
companied by the traditional evidence 
of confidence on the part of the large 
financial public—a long succession of days 
in each of which transactions on the New 

York Exchange ran beyond a 
million shares. Not the least 
striking part of this demon
stration was the converging of 

interest on stocks of companies doing 
business in almost every American in
dustry—iron and steel, shipping, food 
products, copper, chemicals, textiles, 
motor cars, oil, railway equipment. The 
one label on an investment enterprise 
which seemed to invite participation by 
the general public was the fact of its be
ing an enterprise associated with Ameri
can production, trade, and manufacture. 
Before the opening of May, average prices 
for the shares of such companies were at 
the highest point reached since the clos
ing weeks of 1916. 

NNOW a movement of this sort may 
have any one of several immediate 

causes, and it may not always have the 
same significance. Sometimes it will 
mean that all circumstances are working 
toward great industrial prosperity. Some
times it will merely reflect an overflowing 
surplus of unemployed money in the 

country. But it can never be wholly 
without significance. 

Occasionally, the advance in stock-
market prices was ascribed by conserva
tive watchers (with some vagueness) 
to "inflation." But actual inflation, 
both of the currencies and of bank credit, 
existed in European countries 
as it certainly did not exist in 
the United States. Since the 
beginning of the year, and 
despite some temporary reduction, out
standing currency had increased $100,-
000,000 in England, $800,000,000 in 
France, and $1,000,000,000 in Germany, 
whereas the United States paper cur
rency at the end of April was $136,000,000 
less than at the end of December. Yet 
there had been no such advance in the 
financial markets of those countries as 
in ours. Even at London, Stock Ex
change prices at the opening of May were 
figured out as 3 per cent lower on the 
average than when the year began, and 
there had been a decrease in every 
month of 1919. 

There were some singular circum
stances about the rise in prices. In the 
United States, this four-months' period 
had been marked, so far as industrial 
enterprises were concerned, by progres
sively smaller business and by reduced 
profits. Orders on the books of the 
great Steel Corporation decreased in 
three months from 7,300,000 to 5,400,000 
tons; the country's iron production in 
March fell below 100,000 tons a day for 
almost the first time since 1915. Mills 
which six months ago were turning out 
steel at 90 or 100 per cent of capacity 
were down to 45 and 50 per cent. Many 
of the largest manufacturing companies 
reduced dividends; a few suspended 
them. The Steel Corporation's annual 
rate was fixed at 5 per cent, as against 16 
paid in 1918. 
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Evidently, therefore, the rather re
markable movement of the investment 
market reflected expectations of the fu
ture rather than actual developments of 
the present. The part played in creating 
such hopeful views by the brilliant out
look for the American harvests, and by 
the extraordinary results in our foreign 
trade, every one knew beforehand. Con
fidence certainly had grown in regard to 
the world's urgent need for our products 
whether of agriculture or of manufacture; 
and, along with this conviction, the fear 
which beset the American commercial 
mind in the earlier years of war—the un
easy feeling that, when once the fighting 
was over, European manufactures pro
duced by labor at "starvation wages" 
would undersell our own producers in our 
own markets—began to disappear. 

I IT did not vanish entirely. As late as 
the end of April, the chairman of the 

United States Senate's next Finance 
Committee was urging in public speeches 
new legislation for an "adequate protec

tive d u t y " to preserve the 
American industries from for
eign competition. Yet in the 
very same week the experts 
of the steel trade were point
ing out that removal in April 

of government control over prices in Eng
land had resulted in an advance, not 
a decline. Under the new prices steel 
bars sold for $88.54 per ton as against 
$52.64 in the United States and steel 
rails at $69.90 against $45. Here was the 
plainest possible evidence, in a typical 
world industry, of how correct were those 
predictions, as far back as 1915, which 
held that, in view of Labor's control over 
European politics and Europe's loss of 
man-power in battle, the factor of labor-
costs would run so heavily against Europe 
and in favor of America, in the aftermath 
of war, as almost to reverse the old-time 
competitive situation. The prices quoted 
in the April steel market opened the possi
bility of selling American steel in Lan
cashire at a profit. 

To what extent such considerations as 
these explained the attitude of American 
financial markets any one may judge for 
himself. But nobody in Wall Street 
doubted that there were other causes. 

The whole history of our financial markets 
in the war years goes to prove that the 
most favorable economic events at home 
could not offset convincing evidence of a 
turn for the worse in the European mili
tary situation. What the struggle of the 
armies signified to the attitude of finance 
between July, 1914, and November, 1918, 
the negotiations of the diplomatists have 
signified in 1919. The Stock Exchange 
of 1898, notwithstanding an extremely 
favorable economic situation, merely 
hesitated after the military and naval 
defeat of Spain in July, and developed 
the real enthusiasm of the hour-only with 
the certainty, a month later, that peace 
would be successfully and satisfactorily 
ratified. Precisely so, it was without 
question the increasing belief in conclusion 
of peace with Germany on just terms, and 
in Germany's acquiescence in those terms, 
which colored the movement of financial 
confidence at New York as the conclusion 
of the Paris Conference drew near. 

TTHESE expectations involved an im
plicit answer to three separate ques

tions. Could the Entente Allies agree on 
the terms of peace? Would Germany 
accept the terms when they were an
nounced? Could the Ger
man constitutional govern
ment escape a chaotic over
turn at the hands of the 
anarchists, after the severe 
stipulations of the victorious 
enemy were laid before the people ? All 
of these questions were more or less in
timately bound up with the further ques
tion, whether Germany could meet the 
heavy money requisition laid on her as 
requital for her unlawful depredations in 
the war, or whether the terms of peace 
would confront the country and its people 
with economic ruin. 

Precisely what the German Govern
ment and the German people themselves 
expected, it is naturally difficult to say. 
According to their national tradition, an 
immense indemnity was the order of 
events. I t was so, regardless of the ques
tion of reparation. I t is impossible that 
any German familiar with his country's 
history should have overlooked the fact that 
the five thousand million francs exacted 
from France by Prussia in 1871 were im-

(Continued on page 64, following) 
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AMERICA'S OPPORTUNITY IN CHINA 

By Maurice A. Oudin 
Vice-President International General Electric Company 

CCHINA was the first country to feel 
the world impulse toward democ

racy. The revolution of 1911 which over
threw the Manchurian dynasty and for
ever eliminated the principle of heredi
tary rule, was engineered and successfully 
carried out by Chinese of the intellectual 
class who had studied abroad and had 
brought back with them to their native 
country the new thoughts and ideals that 
became current during the first years of 
the present century. 

The second-greatest of the latest democ
racies to-day is Russia. But it required 
a cataclysmic war and the fatigue and 
exhaustion incident upon it to bring about 
the elevation of the people to the control 
of government. In Russia 10 per cent of 
the people are said to be over-educated, 
while the remainder are ignorant. In 
China a smaller percentage are literates 
in a sense, but the balance of the vast 
population of that country have some 
education and possess common sense in 
great and conspicuous abundance. We 
know much about Russia, but our knowl
edge of China is limited. We have dis
covered Russia through the newspapers. 
I t needs a new explorer to reveal to 
Americans China and her possibilities. 

A recent cartoon pictured a number of 
men carrying a struggling individual. 
The accompanying legend explained that 
the victim of this force majeure was being 
hustled along to an insane asylum as the 
only fit place for one who was laboring 
under the delusion that he knew all about 
the situation in Russia. 

The magnificent part played by Russia 
as an ally, its tragic collapse as a power 

into an impotent and disintegrated coun
try, and the condition of unspeakable 
horror into which it has been plunged, 
have arrested our attention and excited 
our interest. As a result the average 
American reads with avidity all that the 
newspapers may publish about Russia. 

But as to China and its problems, its 
trade and commercial opportunities, and 
its relations to the United States and 
other countries, upon the solution of 
which probably rests the future peace of 
the world, our newspapers are almost 
silent. China is not advertised as has 
been Russia, and in consequence there 
exists a rather general ignorance on the 
subject, and a still more wide-spread in
difference. In thus ignoring China we 
are evading our supreme responsibility 
toward Asia. 

Russia, if we may speak of it as a coun
try that will some day return to a sane 
and sound form of government, is known 
to offer unparalleled opportunities for com
mercial enterprise and capital investment. 
Our business people and our bankers and 
capitalists have a fair knowledge of these 
opportunities, and on the return of nor
mal conditions are planning to carry out 
schemes in part already formulated. 

In the case of China, our merchants 
have exhibited a greater knowledge of 
conditions there, a keener insight into 
the possibilities of trade, and a courage 
and enterprise greater than that shown 
by American suppliers of capital. Yet 
China, free from social disturbance as 
compared with nearly every other coun
try, offers unexampled opportunities for 
trade and the safe investment of capital. 
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In almost all quarters of the globe 
Americans face unprecedented competi
tion in trade, and at the same time are 
handicapped by the preference secured by 
other nations through their existing in
vestments. Thus in South America, 
England, Germany, and France control, 
through capital investment, public utili
ties, commercial houses, mines, and rail
ways, all of which are purchasers of the 
products and manufactures of the na
tionals in control. Add to this a sparse 
native population of comparatively low 
purchasing power, and the South Ameri
can market for goods from the United 
States loses some of the glittering attrac
tion which many have assigned to it. 

The new impulse to the nationalistic 
movement in the English colonies and 
self-governing parts of the British Empire 
presages a coming competition with the 
mother country, and preferences in favor 
of the latter which will cut into the profits 
of other nations dealing with those parts 
of the globe. In Europe we must expect 
that every effort will be made to render 
importation of American goods increas
ingly difficult. As a matter of pure eco
nomic self-defense it becomes necessary 
that the impoverished countries should 
manufacture everything they can, and 
incur as few bills abroad as possible. The 
recent embargoes on certain imports by 
France and by England have these ends 
in view. Already we hear of the disap
pointment of American business men who 
have recently invaded France in great 
numbers, and who in their enthusiasm 
have been led to hope for large orders for 
material for the reconstruction of the 
devastated parts. 

American specialties and mechanical 
devices, the outcome of American in
ventive genius, and the products of our 
soil and mines, and semimanufactured 
articles, based more or less upon a partial 
monopoly of raw materials, will always 
find a market in Europe and elsewhere. 
But it would be folly to count upon the 
continuance of business which was done 
prior to the war, and more particularly 
that done during war conditions, for the 
countries of Europe have developed an 
efficiency in manufacturing, which with 
other conditions entering into cost, more 
particularly labor will, on the return of 

normal times, make it impossible for 
America to sell its wares in competition 
with home-made products of similar kind 
and quality. 

I t is to those countries where indus
trialism has as yet made little or no prog
ress, and whose natural resources of ex
traordinary richness are as yet undevel
oped, that we must look for the best re
sults of our economic endeavors. The 
country which comes nearest meeting 
these specifications is China. I t was that 
great statesman, John Hay, who early 
foresaw the possibilities of China as a 
market of growing importance for the 
United States, and who wished to pre
serve it for the merchants of this country. 
He induced the principal nations to accept 
the Far Eastern policy of the "open 
door," a policy which is as important to 
American commercial interests in the 
Orient as is the Monroe Doctrine on this 
continent in a political way. Honest 
adherence to Hay's doctrine means that 
no one nation or no group of nations may 
pre-empt in China special rights, either 
economic or political. In other words, 
equal opportunity in all China for all 
comers. 

The competition for trade, for conces
sions, for opportunities will be as keen 
in China as elsewhere, for all commercial 
nations will exploit this, the greatest mar
ket in the world. However, Americans 
have the advantage over other traders in 
that they possess the good-will and friend
ship of the Chinese as no other people. 
The United States alone is known to be 
disinterested, having never coerced China, 
never sought political advantage there, 
and never had any designs upon her terri
torial integrity. On the contrary, the 
United States has always upheld China's 
own interests and complete sovereignty. 
I t was because of this confidence in Amer
ica's intentions that in 1916 the Chinese 
Government negotiated with an American 
concern a contract for building one thou
sand miles of railway which embodied the 
most liberal and advantageous terms ever 
granted a foreign company. 

I t was not without reason that the 
German Consul-General at Harbin before 
the war said in a private conversation: 
"We Germans do not worry about com
petition from the English, nor that of the 

(Continued on page 85, following) 



OSTERMOOR 
MATTRESS 

4h 

Ostermoor Water
proof Sheeting and 
Ostermoor Baby 
Pants are of the 
s a m e s u p e r i o r 
quality as Oster
moor Mattresses. 

Write today for descriptive circular. 
Ostermoor Baby Pants sent post paid 
for #1.00 each. Three sizes: Small, 
Medium, Large. 

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY 
108 Elizabeth St., New York 

Canadian Agency: 
Alaska Bedding of Montreal, Ltd. , Montreal 

GG O I N G to bed is an ever new delight 
if you sleep on an Ostermoor Mat

tress — because you know that you will 
rise refreshed and vigorous in the morning, 
ready for the pleasures or business of the 
new day. 

Each nagging nerve and weary muscle of 
your body is rested by sleeping on an Oster
moor, for it is built up layer by layer, to 
give perfect rest and comfort. Look on 
every mattress you buy for the name " Oster
moor " and Trademark — it means lasting 
satisfaction. 

We will send you Free our 144-page cata
log, " The Test of Time," and with it 
samples of our ticking. If your dealer 
does not carry the O S T E R M O O R we will 
ship one direct to your home, express pre
paid, securely packed in leatherette paper 
and burlap, safe delivery guaranteed. 
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TTHE great illuminated Metropolitan Tower 
clock cost $100,000 and it's worth it. It 

tells time night and day to thousands of New 
Yorkers—but its utility is limited to its 
immediate vicinity. 

The Ingersoll Radiolite costs as little 
as $2.75, and because its dial is coated 
with a substance containing real radium, 
it glows your night time wherever 
you are. 

I t ' s the watch that gave our soldiers in 
France better service than any other watch 
on the front—it's giving the same faithful 
service to millions throughout the world 
now. 

Imagine the convenience of this watch 
at night to the business man, the house-

Ingersoll Radiolite $2.75 
In Canada $3.00 

Woterbury Radiolite $5.00 
In Canada $5.50 
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Radiolite 
Tells Time 
in the Dark 

Midget Wrist Radiolite $5.50 
In Canada $6.00 

Ingersoll 
2-in-l Radiolite $3.00 
In Canada $3.25 

keeper, sportsman, nurses, doctors—everyone whose 
work or play takes him into the dark. 

The Radiolite is a sturdy watch encased in 
nickel. The Radiolite 2-in-l is the same watch in 
an attractive stand. For outdoor men and wo
men, the Midget Wrist Radiolite is the ideal time
piece; small and strongly built, it comes with pig
skin strap. The Waterbury Radiolite is a hand

some and durable jeweled watch. Encased in 
nickel and made in popular size. Watches il
lustrated % actual size. Look for the store 
with an Ingersoll display and remember— 

" There's no Radiolite but 
the Ingersoll Radiolite." 

ROBT. H. INGERSOLL & BRO. 
315 Fourth Avenue, New York 

Chicago San Francisco Montreal Buenos Aires Shanghai 
London (Ingersoll Watch Co., Ltd., Distributors) 

NOTE: The U. S. Revenue Law effective April 1, 1919, places a 
5 per cent tax on all watches. 



Their Real Value is in Their 
"Insides" 

h o w we enforce liveliness, 
ruggedness, resi l iency and 
p h e n o m e n a l s t r u c t u r a l 
strength. 

The 'Royal Cord ' is made 
d i f fe ren t ly , — modelled and 
molded differently. Which 
makes a difference in life and 
wear and service—a difference 
in dollars to the motorist. 

N o soft spo t s—no w e a k 
p o i n t s — no c rud i t i e s —no 
structural defects. A truly 
perfected product, built with 
an excess of care, zeal, skill 
and—conscience. 

For passenger and light delivery cars—'Royal 
Cord', 'Nobby','Chain','Usco' and 'Plain'. Also 
tires for motor trucks, cycles and airplanes. 
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MOST often the positive 
W* side of a thing is the in-
r • side. Your watch is an 
example. You can't tell time 
by the case. The value is in 
the "works"—the name—the 
reputation. 

There is a big "inside story" 
in the'Royal Cord'. Astoryof 
principles and fundamentals, 
—that treats of the heart and 
the vitals. Somethingyou feel 
when you put on your power. 

It explains why the 'Royal 
Cord' is a good tire—tells how 
we build a bulwark as a base— 

United States Tires 
are Good Tires 



Varnish your bathroom with 
Valspar—the waterproof varnish — 

SSPLASHES won't spot it; puddles of hot, 
soapy water won't turn it white; even 

scalding steam won't injure Valsparred 
woodwork. 

For Valspar is positively waterproof. 

But don't stop at the bathroom—use 
Valspar everywhere around the house. 
Wherever you have woodwork you need 
Valspar to protect and preserve it. You 
can easily apply it yourself. 

Use Valspar— 
—on floors and woodwork. 

—on front hall and stairs where wet shoes and 
dripping umbrellas quickly ruin ordinary varnish. 

—on the front door and on all window sills for 
protection against rain and snow. 

—on linoleum, congoleum and oilcloths. I t ' s 
wonderful how Valspar will brighten and add to 
the life of such floor-coverings. 

—on your furniture, especially the dining-room 
table and sideboard, for spilled liquids or hot dishes 
will not mar a Valsparred surface in the slightest. 

And beware of this: Don ' t let yourself 
be talked into buying a cheaper varnish, 
for Valspar is worth double the price of 
an ordinary varnish, though it costs very 
little more. 

VALENTINE & COMPANY 
444 Fourth Avenue, New York City 

Largest Manufacturers of High-grade Varnishes in the World 
ESTABLISHED 1832 

New York W A L F k l T I N r O Toronto 
Chicago ™ A D E \ / A D N C u r N M * R * London 
Boston Wi-*n 11 IOM L.W Amsterdam 

W. P. FULLER & CO., San Francisco and Principal 
Pacific Coast Cities 

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 _ 
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Exercise Makes 
Tired Muscles 

After the eighteenth hole—the 
last set or the ninth inning, when 
violent exercise is over, you need 
a highly effective liniment for 
tired and aching muscles. 

A little Absorbine, Jr. well rubbed in, 
prevents after-soreness and promotes 
the exhilarating vigor that should follow 
healthful sport. 

Absorbine, Jr. 
T H E A N T I S E P T I C L I N I M E N T 

has for years been a staple household 
antiseptic and germicidal l iniment . 
It is the favorite of athletes and of college 
athletic trainers. It is preferred because 
it is absolutely dependable in eliminat
ing stiffness and allaying inflammation. 
Absorbine, Jr. cleanses as "well as heals; 
it may be applied to cuts and open 
•wounds, acting as a soothing and anti
septic lotion. 

You will like the " feel " of this clean, 
fragrant and antiseptic liniment. It pen
etrates quickly, leaves no greasy residue 
and is intensely refreshing. Only a 
few drops needed to do the work, as 
Absorbine, Jr. is highly concentrated. 

Ge t a bo t t l e today . Your druggist 
sells it. If, by any chance, he is out of 
stock, a bottle will be mailed to you any
where on receipt of price, $1.25. 

A LIBERAL TRIAL BOTTLE will be sent 
postpaid on receipt of 10 cents in stamps. 

W. F . YOUNG, I n c . 
255 Temple St. , Springfield, Mass . 
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Millions of Teeth 
Are Being Saved in a New Way 

All Statements Approved by High Dental Authorities 

There's Now a Way 
To End Film 

There is a new teeth cleaning method which 
everyone should know. I t is embodied in a den
tifrice called Pepsodent . 

Able authorities have proved it by many clin
ical tests. Leading dentists everywhere endorse 
and advise it. Millions of teeth are now pro
tected by it. And we are sending free to all 
who ask a 10-Day Tube to t ry. 

There 's a film on your teeth — a slimy film — 
which causes most tooth troubles. The ordi
nary dentifrice cannot combat it. I t clings to 
the teeth, gets into crevices, hardens and stays. 
T h a t is why tee th discolor and decay despite 
the daily brushing. 

T h a t film is wha t discolors — not the teeth. 
I t is the basis of ta r ta r . I t holds food substance 

The New-Day Dentifrice 

Based on activated pepsin. Now adopted and 
endorsed by leading dentists everywhere 

Sold by Druggists in Large Tubes 
(190) 

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 
tar tar , are the chief cause of pyorrhea. This 
film is therefore the teeth 's chief enemy. 

Dental science has found a way to com
bat it. The fact has been proved beyond 
question. Pepsodent embodies this new 
method. And we urge you to learn by a 
ten-day test how much it means to you. 

See Its Effects 
You know, we think, t h a t your present 

methods do not save your teeth. T r y this 
one and see what it does. 

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 long seemed impossible. I t must 
be activated, and the usual agent is an acid 
harmful to the teeth. But Pepsodent em
ploys a harmless activating method. I t is 
a new discovery which opens up an entirely 
new dental era. 

Send the 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 the teeth whiten 
as the fixed film disappears. 

Those ten days will convince you. The re
sults will be a revelation to you. Let those 
results decide for you what dentifrice to use. 
Cut out the coupon now. 

* | ^ * " — - " ^ " " " ^ PAT.OFF. J J " 

REG. U.S. Pepsodent 

10-Day Tube Free 
T H E P E P S O D E N T CO., 

Dept. 558, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 
Chicago, 111. 

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 

N a m e .... 

Address 
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Cleanliness 
is 

the corner stone of character. It's commonly 
accepted today that big successes of men and 
women are closely associated with clean 
minds and bodies. 
Shower bathing is the quick, vigorous and 
sanitary way to bathe. The 

Kenney Shower 
No splash-fare's whu 

is the most m o d e m shower 
bath . It does no t require 
the unsanitary curtain and 
it does not wet the hair. 
Diagram shows why. 
There are two portable 
models—the Niagara, $7.50, 
and Palm Beach, $15.00, 
bo th all metal and will last 
a life time. Easily attached 
to any tub and does not in
terfere with its regular use. 
Ornamenta l to any bath
room. 

Try it in your home 
A week's trial to prove 
what a Kenney Shower 

will mean to you. Money refunded if not satisfied. 
Your local plumber, hardware or depar tment store will 
supply you. If not , write us and you will be supplied. 
Interesting book, " Fun and Heal th in Running W a t e r , " 
free on request. 

The Curtainless Shower Co . 
FACTORY 507 Fifth Ave. 

WATERVILLE, CONN. New York 

5 So. Wabash Ave. 
Chicago 

T H E C U R T A I N L E S S S H O W E R CO. 
507D Fifth Ave., New York 

Enclosed is §7.50 for a Kenney Shower (Niagara model) or Sir* ror a 
Kenney Shower (Palm Beach model). Send same prepaid with the 
understanding- that it must fit my bath tub and satisfy in every way, 
or I have the privilege of returning' it within JO days and getting- my 
money back. 

Name _ __ 

Si. Address . 

P. O 

Dealer's Name . 

DURAND 
STEEL RACKS 

Labor is Expensive 
Space is Valuable! 
I IS your stock room 100 per cent 

efficient ? 
Our engineers recen t ly laid out an 
installation of Durand steel racks and 
shelving for a well-known automobile 
c o m p a n y . 

This equipment gave them over 60% ad
ditional storage capacity. And yet no in
crease in help was needed to handle stock! 

This is but one instance selected from many. 

Can we do the same for you? Our En
gineering Department is at your service 

Write for catalog of steel 
racks or steel lockers 

DURAND STEEL LOCKER CO. 
1508 Ft. Dearborn Bk. 

Chicago 
908 Vanderbilt Bldg. 

New York 
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DODGE 

Water power, steam power or electric 
power are best transmitted in all industries 
through the medium of Dodge products. 

Dodge Products are distributed from 
the great Dodge plants at Mishawaka, 
Indiana, and Oneida, New York, to 13 
branch warehouses located in each indus
trial center of America. 500 of the very-
best mill supply dealers in America re
distribute Dodge, Oneida and'Keystone 
products—all Dodge built. 

The Dodge Idea of service is the power 
users' ideal of service—What you want when 
you want it. 

Dodge Products are standard products—recog
nized throughout industry as representing the 
very best of engineering design and production. 

Dodge Sales and Engineering Co. 
Distributors of the Products of the Dodge Manufacturing Company 

General Offices and Works : Mishawaka, Indiana 
Dodge Branch Warehouses : 

Philadelphia Cincinnati New York Chicago St. Louis Boston Atlanta 
Pittsburgh Minneapolis Dallas Providence Seattle Newark 

Dodge distribution is thorough, our dealers 
will supply your average needs from their own 
stocks, delivering on the same day that you phone 
the order. 

No other builder of power transmission ap-, 
pliances distributes so complete a line of stand
ardized products over so great an area. 

If you have in mind an addition to your 
present plant, or will change from the manufacture 
of one product to another, put your problems of 
power distribution up to- Dodge Engineers—they 
are located in every Dodge Branch and there 
is no charge for their services. 

Are you reading "The Dodge 
Idea?" This monthly maga
zine of industrial progress is 
read by 32.000 executives, 
superintendents and engin 
eers. It will be sent free for 
six months if you send in your 
name. State also if you have 
the new Dodge D-iy Catalog. 
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11.78 miles per gallon of gasoline on this concrete 
road. This is over double the mileage obtained 

on the earth road opposite. 

5.78 miles per gallon of gasoline on this earth 
road—less than half the mileage obtained 

on the concrete road opposite. 

Why Spend $2—$1 Will Do 
T e s t s made last September at Cleveland, O . , with five 2-ton W h i t e 

T r u c k s carrying full load, showed that on an earth road in 
fair condition, gasoline consumption was twice that on a 
concrete road. 

The diagrams to the left and right illustrate the relative quan
tities of gasoline and its cost, used by one truck in making a 100-
mile run under the same condition of load over the two roads 
pictured above. Think what 5,000,000 motor vehicles would save 
in gasoline alone if they always traveled on concrete. 

Since one gallon of gasoline will carry you twice as far on a concrete 
road as it will on an earth road, why waste the other gallon? 

You pay the price of gpod roads whether you get them or not, 
and if you pay for concrete roads they pay you back. 

Let's Stop This Waste! 
Illinois, Pennsylvania and Michigan have voted big, road bond 

issues to do away with the mud tax. Many other states and counties 
are going to do the same thing. 

When You Think of Roads —Think of Concrete; When You Ride — Ride on Concrete. 

Write our nearest District Office for free copy of "Concrete Pavements Pay for 
Themselves" and "Facts About Concrete Roads." 

PORTLAND CEMENT ASSOCIATION 

ATLANTA DENVER 
CHICAGO DES MOINES 
DALLAS DETROIT 

HELENA 
INDIANAPOLIS 
KANSAS CITY 

O F F I C E S A T 

MILWAUKEE 
MINNEAPOLIS 
NEW YORK 

PARKERSBURG SEATTLE 
PITTSBURGH ST. LOUIS 
SALT LAKE CITY WASHINGTON 

PAVE THE ROAD — DOUBLE THE LOAD 
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SARGENT 
T a k e s 

the i ( s l a m ! b a n g ! " 
ou t of screen doors. 

** H e r e ' s one s c r een door 
tha t w o n ' t s l a m a g a i n " 

Don't wait until slamming, banging screen doors get on 
your nerves: make them quiet now with Sargent Noiseless 
Screen Door Closers. They shut doors quickly yet quietly 
—and tightly, without the rebound that shortens the life 
of locks and hinges. Easily and quickly attached: strong 
and dependable like all Sargent products. Suitable also for 
light inside doors, lavatory doors, telephone-booth doors, 
storm doors, etc. If not at your hardware store, write for 
descriptive folder and the name of our nearest dealer. 

To protect and beautify the home you are planning to 
build, choose Sargent Locks and Hardware. They have 
the solid quality and workmanlike finish that mean long 
years of satisfactory service. The Sargent Book of De
signs, sent free on request, shows the different patterns. 

SARGENT & COMPANY 
Hardware Manufacturers 

3 2 W a t e r S t r e e t N E W H A V E N . C O N N . 

LOCKS AND HARDWARE 



ABOUT the year 1200 the first 
paper mill began its career. 

Of all the fruits which that 
amazing, teeming Th i r t een th 
Century bore, this was the rich
est and most wide reaching. 

There is no need to record here the results 
which followed, but it will repay to think 
of the paper itself. 

A good book paper should be smooth and even 
of surface, but lacking in glare. In color, it should 
not be bluish or chalky white, but should please 
the eye by an almost imperceptible tinge of red. 
I t should welcome : nk with neither the blur of 
too much absorption, nor the scratchy thinness of 
merely surface contact. I t should be changeless 
in color and texture. 

These qualities are supplied only by Nature's 
favorite substance—cellulose. This she chose to 
use as the indestructible element in plant life. The 
paper maker's ar t has been to isolate cellulose from 
matter tha t decays or discolors. So far has the art 
advanced tha t today, because of such good and 
inexpensive papers as OLDE STYLE or LIBRARY 
TEXT, the common folk may own books tha t in 
former t i m e would h a v e been t r e a s u r e s for a 
Bourbon or a Plantagenet. 

S. D. WARREN COMPANY 

Boston, Mass. 

"Better Paper—Better Printing" 

Printing Papers 
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Elizabethan Design 
of Columbia 
, Qrafonola 

olumbia 
Grafonola 

in Period designs 
The beautiful Period Model Grafonolas shown 

on this page — Elizabethan, above; and Early 
> Ml 'Ml English, below—are faithful copies of carved chests 

•which have come down to us from the days of 
Queen Bess and Walter Raleigh. 

There are 27 different models of the Period 
Grafonola, representing everynoteworthy period 
in the craft of furniture-making, from Gothic 
to Chippendale. Each one is a piece of interior 
decoration of which any home may be proud, 
and is in addition a wholly satisfying musical 
instrument. Columbia Period Grafonolas, $250 
to $2100. Standard models up to $300. Columbia 
dealers invite your inspection. 

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY, New York 

London Factory: 102 Clerkcnwell Road, E. C. 



AAS a wedding gift, there 
is nothing more ap

propriate or more accept
able than a Seth Thomas 
Clock. Its beauty and un
erring dependability always 
reflect the wise choice of 
the giver. 

For over a century in the 
best American homes, Seth 
Thomas Clocks have been 
looked upon with pride by 
their owners, and given a 
high place among cherished 
family possessions. 

T h e supremacy of Seth 
Thomas Clocks is due to 
t h e u n f a l t e r i n g , f a i th fu l 
service they render, year 
in and year out. They are 
honest, dependable and un
failing in their t imekeeping 
accuracy. 

Your jeweler can show 
you a wide selection of 
S e t h T h o m a s C l o c k s . 
The re is a style, pattern 
and design to suit every 
taste — a model for every 
purpose. 

SETH THOMAS CLOCKS 



::/„./y Vudor Porch Shades give you all 
the cool comfort of a secluded, out-of-
door pavilion — right on your own 
porch—and transform an ordinary 
porch, if desired, into a perfect sleep
ing-porch. A Ventilator is woven in 
the top of each Shade. 

Easily hung in five minutes with 
our new Self-Hanging Device. 

Write us for illustrations in color 
and name of your local dealer. 

HOUGH SHADE CORPORATION 
276 Mill Street Janesville, Wis. 

Self 
Hanging 

Vudor 
Ventilating 
PORCH SHADES 
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/TLTHOUGH 
^ - Z The Angelas 
plays all standard 

''-•ro/lsy'the true 'value 
of the exclusive fea

tures of The Angelas 
is best obtained by use 
of Angclus Artistyle 
%olh. 

T H E MUSIC OF 
SPRING 
and 
THE ANGELUS 
ACHIEVEMENT 

Now comes the time of the freeing of the spirit 
when man seeks by reason of some strong urge within him, the sheer 
delights of pure music. Everyone responds to this common hunger of 
humanity for that which will liberate, the finer instincts. In how many 
homes today is this liberation found through the medium of 

The Angelus Player Piano 
What rhapsodies of song are being recaptured by this noble instrument! 
You know that The Angelus was pioneer in the art of reproducing music 
in its purest form. 

DO you realize what science now offers you 
in the shape of instant response to your every 

musical desire in Angelus flexibility ? Hidden away 
in the heart of the instrumentis the "Diaphragm 
Pneumatics,'' an invention that so humanizes The 
Angelus as to give expression to the finest shad
ings and colors of tone. 

FOR your complete control, permitting the 
emphasis of the individual touch there is the 

"Phrasing Lever" like the "Diaphragm Pneu
matics," found only on The Angelus. The An
gelus is personalized and humanized—the very 
source of musical enjoyment for which you are 
seeking. 

Write us today for our new descriptive catalogue No. 34. 
We "bill tell you where The Angelus can be heard in your own city, 

T H E W I L C O X & W H I T E CO. 
Makers of the Angelus Piano, The Angelus Player Action, The Artrio Angelus 

(with electrical attachment) and Angelus Artistyle Rolls. 

MERIDEN, CONN. 



Certainly you can learn to play this exquisite instrument. Just 
three or four simple lessons — and you are -well on the road 
toward a happy, life-lasting accomplishment that will make 
your Lyon & Healy mandolin more than ever a "pride and joy." 

World's Finest Tone 
Made on the same principles and 
with the same sacred care as a rare 
old violin, the new Lyon and Healy 
Own Make Mandolin produces a tone 
of marvelous fullness and purity. 
Its glorious "voice," its numerous 
exclusive features have made this 
l o v e l y i n s t r u m e n t t h e pe r sona l 

Sold by Leading Dealers Everywhere 

3 1 

choice of practically every celebra
ted professional mandolinist. 

"Play as You Pay" 
A most l i te ra l plan of purchase is 
offered if desired. Details will be 
mailed on request, with literature 
which is fully descriptive of the 

/ 
/ 

/ LYON 

beautiful Lyon & Healy Own 
Make Mandolin. 

EVE&YTHINO KNOWN IN MUSIC 

53-85 Jackson Boulevard CHICAGO 

/ & H E A L Y 
y 53-85 Jackson 

y Blvd., Chicago 
r Please Bend F r e e 

/ Book on your "Own 
Make" Mandolin, also 

/ d e t a i l s of Play-as-You-
Pay Plan. 

Name 

/ 
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Dynamite's 
Next Great Task 

THE next great task for Hercules Explo-
A sives lies in the fields. 

Up to the present time the power of dynamite 
has been mainly employed in the important 
work of developing our mineral resources and 
ofbuildingandmaintainingour great transport
ation systems—our railways, canals, and high
ways. That this work has been successfully 
carried on is evidenced by the rapid growth 
of our material prosperity. 
But today new problems confront us. The necessity of feed
ing a Jarge part of the world turns our thoughts to the unde
veloped agricultural resources of our Country In the United 
States there are a billion-nine-bundred-million acres of rural 
land—forests, wood lots, ranches and farms. Of this tottl 
46% or 870,000,000 acres are in farms. Only half of this 
farm land is improved. The other half is waste—undrained 
swamps, land studded with rocks or stumps, and land that 
needs irrigation. 
In the years to come we shall see explosives used to clear 
these thousands of square miles of waste land—we shall see 
millions of tons of foodstuffs grown upon land that has here
tofore been unproductive and thereby billions of dollars added 
to our National wealth. 
The Farm Dynamite made by the Hercules Powder Co. will 
play a most important part in this great work. 

Send for our booklet,' 'Progressive Cultivation, " 

HERCULES POWDER CO. 
Pittsburg, Kan. St. Louis Hazelton, Pa. J G £ \ 
Salt Lake City Chicago San Francisco {*% 
Pittsburgh. Pa. Denver Chattanooga Jffl\ 
Wilmington, Del. Joplin New York w; & 

t ^ e ? ! 
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W H A T consti-
tutes real value 

in Garden Hose? 
What kinds of Gar
den Hose are best 
to buy ? How long 
should Hose last ? 

There is much confu
sion and misconcep
tion on these points. 
The fundamental 
facts, briefly stated, 
are: 

Garden Hose seldom wears out. I t 
usually dies and falls to pieces. 
To give long service it must be 
built right, and to insure that it is 
built right the buyer must choose 
a standard brand made and guar
anteed by a reliable house. 

Garden Hose is of two kinds—sheeting 
hose and moulded hose. Sheeting hose is 
five, six or seven ply according to the num
ber of layers of strong rubberized sheeting 
wrapped around a seamless tube and final
ly enclosed in a rubber casing or cover. 
Moulded hose is made by v u l c a n i z i n g 
seamless t u b e s of rubber with double 
hraided jackets of tightly twisted cotton. 
I t is a heavier type construction than sheet
ing hose which is lighter and more flexible. 
Each variety has its strong advocates. We 
describe on this page the three leading 
brands on the American market, each the 
leader in its class. 

Bull Dog Hose 

Made in 25 ft. or 50 ft. lenfrths as de
sired, each wrapped with paper like 

au. auto t i re . 

has seven plies of strong rubberized 
sheeting, the highest grade tube of 
any hose made and a tough all rub
ber cover tha t wears like iron. I t 
was the original multiple construc
tion garden hose and money can not 
buy a better quality. I t has been 
on the market forty years and let
ters come to us frequently telling of 
lengths in service from fifteen t o 

twenty years. BULL DOG costs more than ordinary hose 
but it is the best investment in the long run. 

Good Luck Hose 
GOOD LUCK hose is similar in 
construction to BULL DOG but is 
slightly lighter. I t has six plies and 
is strong enough to stand high pres
sure and tough enough for hard 
service. I t is light and easily han
dled and will wear for a long time. 

Made i 5 ft. or 50 ft. lengths as de-

jatf-Mt MILO 
A corrugated moulded hose, the 
most popular brand in its class. 
Your dealer can cut it to any desired 
length. If you prefer m o u l d e d 
hose by all means specify M I L O 

for its high quality and splendid construction. 

Making The Garden Grow 
Whichever brand you select ask your deal
er for a copy of our Garden Manual, a pro
fessional handbook for the amateur gar
dener. If your regular dealer does not carry 
these standard brands or cannot supply 

you with the booklet, we will mail you 
a copy of the Manual upon receipt of 
a 3c. stamp and quote prices on either 
brand of hose for s h i p m e n t from t h e 
factory. 

BOSTON WOVEN HOSE AND RUBBER COMPANY 
Largest and Oldest Makers of Garden Hose in the World 

Manufacturers of the famous GOOD LUCK Jar Rubbers 
100 PORTLAND STREET, CAMBRIDGE, MASS. 
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In Springtime 
comes need of something 
to help build you up. Eno, 
a very a g r e e a b l e aper
ient, is nature's own tonic. 

Derived from the corrective 
properties of ripened fruit, it 
brings about healthful, normal 
activity of the digestive organs, 
thereby preventing headache, 
"spring fever" biliousness, indi
gestion and other constipation ills. 

A spoonful in a glass of water 
forms a pleasant effervescing 
drink equally good for child or 
adult. 

It comes only in a large size 
bottle at one dollar, but its re
sults are as priceless as spring
time. 

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 

ENO'S FRUIT SALT 
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Not So Bad this Month 
"Now, that's better! It's the first time the expense figures haven't 

given me a horrid feeling. 
"If I'd only known sooner about Jell-O and some of the other money 

savers, I'm sure I'd have more dollars and not be so near wrinkles. 
"What a lot of money and time I've wasted on things to eat, and 

especially desserts, when 

JELL-O 
would have helped me out." 

Every woman who wants to know how Jell-O can "help her out" will 
find the information she desires in the Jell-O Book, which will be sent free 
to all who send name and address. 

Jell-O is made in six pure fruit flavors: Strawberry, Raspberry, 
Lemon, Orange, Chocolate, Cherry, and is sold two packages for 25 cents 
by all grocers and dealers. 

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD COMPANY 
Le Roy, N. Y., and Bridgeburg, Ont. 
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Stein-Bloch 

The constant striving 
for an ideal—an ideal 
that admits no com
promise— finds ample 
reward in the number 
and in the high type 
of men who show their 
appreciation of that 
ideal as expressed in 
S t e i n - B l o c h S m a r t 
Clothes. 

THE STEIN -.BLOCH CO. 

M A I N OFFICES AND SHOPS A T 

ROCHESTER, NEW YORK 

EU2Sk_»- _*S5.Q 
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LASTLONG 
FLAT-KNIT FEATHER-WEIGHT 

U n i o n SUITS 

A tip to you 
and your retailer 

I INSIDE each box of Lastlong 
F l a t - K n i t Union Suits are 

instructions for measuring you 
correctly. Ask your dealer. 

Take one of the suits, examine 
the feather-weight, f l a t - k n i t , 
elastic and absorbent fabric—it 
allows perspiration to evaporate, 
and that means comfort. 

You'll like the finish, the fine 
appearance of these Lastlong flat-
knit suits,—get into one and dis
cover how comfortable a union 
suit tha t does not bind can be. 
Best feather-weight, flat-knit 
cotton fabric made in the U. S. A. 

Made in ankle length, three-
quarter and athletic styles a t 
popular prices for men and boys. 

If your dealer does not sell 
Lastlong, send us his name—we 
will see tha t you are supplied. 

Bookle t and sample of the 
flat-knit fabric sent on request. 

Lastlong Underwear Go. 
349 Broadway, N e w York 

Dept. 10 
Note the length of this suit— 
doesn't show through sheer socks 

•—it is a Lastlong % length suit 
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HAMPSHIRE PAPER CO. South Hadley Falls, Mass. 
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How to 
Write a Successful Letter 

PUT yourself into your letter; pull down the flap and seal your
self in. Then, when your correspondent opens the envelope, 

you step out ; your eye looks squarely into his ; your voice speaks 
your message in a way that commands his attention." 

One of the most successful professional letter-writers in America 
made that picturesque formula for the business letter that pulls. 
It is also one of the best arguments we have ever heard for the use of 

Old Hampshire Bond 
To what paper could you entrust your own personality so safely, or so 

successfully, as to Old Hampshire Bond ? What paper so powerfully ex-
presses the good taste, the sturdy character, and the clean, crisp authority 
that are of such important assistance to the business message? 

Write for Specimen Letterheads, using your present business paper, 
please. 

Old Hampshire Fine Stationery 
A writing paper of character for every social need. In a number of sizes 

and tints for men and women. Ask your stationer—or write for samples. 

file:///urite


SHOES 

The Composite 
Model 

A Nettleton last that combines \ , 
style and comfort to a remark- \ \ 
able degree. The Nettleton "Composite" 
is worn regularly by more men than is any 
other fine shoe in America. -Ask your 
Nettleton dealer to show you the "Com
posite Last." It may be had in both high 
and Oxford styles. 

TAKE time to analyze this sentence: Econ
omy through Quality." Applied to shoes 

it means good service, more comfort and better 
appearance throughout the life of the shoe. 
The satisfaction thus obtained more than justifies 
the initial expenditure. This is true economy. 

PERHAPS you do not consider price in buy
ing shoes. You may be interested only in 

style and leathers. Then you will come to the 
realization that Nettleton Shoes are the finest 
embodiment of real style you have ever seen. 
They have permanent style because the founda
tions are right. T h e lasts are right. The ma
terials are right. The workmanship is right. And 

they prove economical in the long run whether 
you are seeking economy or not. "Economy 
through quality" was first applied to Nettleton 
Shoes many years ago. And Nettleton Shoes 
have never failed to live up to it. 

NE T T L E T O N dealers are now showing 
Styles for Spring and Summer that will 

delight any person who appreciates fine shoes. 
You will find it a pleasure to see them. If you 
do not know the Nettleton dealer in your com
munity, won't you write us and let us introduce 
you? There you will find not only good shoes, 
but a good shoe store—a dealer on whom you 
can depend for trustworthy service. 

A. E. N E T T L E T O N CO., Syracuse, N. Y. 
Largest Manufacturers in America of Men s Fine Shoes Exclusively 
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The date 
on 

the Film 
In just a few years you will ask: 

This picture of John, was it made before or after the war? 

And this of little Mary taking her first toddling steps—how.old 

was she then? 

H o w those snap-shots, made on our trip to the Yellowstone 

bring it all back to us, except the date,—when did'we go? 

Grandmother before the fireplace with her knitting, growing 

old gently and gracefully—how old was she ? It is so annoying 

not to remember. 

Time plays the mischief with memory—but with the date on 

the film you may laugh at his tricks. All folding Kodaks and 

folding Brownies are now autographic and, with autographic film, 

provide the means for dating and titling each negative as you make 

it. It is all done in a few seconds, is as simple as "pressing the 

b u t t o n " and though it may not seem so at the moment , a date 

is always worth while. 

And there is no extra charge for autographic film. 

E A S T M A N K O D A K C O M P A N Y 
Kodak catalog free 

at vour dealer's or Rochester, N . Y., The Kodak City 
by mail. 
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We Do Things Slowly 
The American Hosiery Company knows full well t ha t 

if it should speed up some of its processes, it could 
tu rn out more underwear. 

On the other hand, almost anything in life t h a t is 
done slowly is well done. For instance, experience 
has t augh t us t h a t a superheated air blast takes the 
life,—the softness out of raw materials , so we dry 
them slowly in the free air of heaven. This is typical 
of every process used in the manufac ture of our shirts, 
drawers and union suits for men, women and children. 
We even hand iron our finished garments t ha t they 
may come to you with greater freshness and delicacy. 

You men now need knitted lisle thread shirts and drawers, made so 
as to absorb and dissipate perspiration, and keep you comfortable in 
Summer. Our Style # 270 W is full of the spirit of quality, light in 
weight, but substantially and beautifully made, with short sleeves or 
none; also made in union suits. Style # 80 W is similar, but of finer 
fabric, with extra value in all its features, which is reflected in a some
what higher price. 

Ask us for more reasons why we do things slowly; 
it will surprise you to learn what pains we take with 
our AMHO Body Clothing. 

A M E R I C A N H O S I E R Y COMPANY 
(Established 1868) 

N E W BRITAIN C O N N E C T I C U T 

Makers of knitted underwear for men, women and children 
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posed on a belligerent who had been unable by 
force of circumstances to do any injury to the 
people or property of the victorious enemy, and 
were imposed by a belligerent who, in so far as 
the opportunities of a brief war permitted, had 

indulged during 1870, on the soil of France, in 
the identical amenities which received so much 
more attention from the outside world, when 
practised again by the invading Germans of 1914. 

Financial Situation, continued on page 66 

Millions of Prompt 
Payments 

SSINCE this House was founded in 1882, we have built 
up a clientele of tens of thousands of investors, in 

every state in the Union and many foreign lands, who look 
to us for trustworthy investments yielding a satisfactory 
rate of interest, backed by willing and thorough service. 

During these 37 years, millions of payments of interest 
and principal on bonds safeguarded under the Straus 
Plan have been made through us, without loss and with
out delay. Every coupon has been cashed promptly. 
Every bond has been paid in cash on the day due. No 
bondholder has ever been asked to renew, or to wait for 
payment, or to deposit his bonds. 

This record is due to our effective and scientific system 
of safeguards, known as the Straus Plan. Write today 
for our booklet, "Safety and &f0," describing our plan and 
the sound first mortgage 6% serial bonds we offer, in 
$1,000 and $500 amounts. Ask for 

Circular No. F-910 

S.W. STRAUS & CO. 
Established 1882 

N E W YORK 
150 B r o a d w a y 

D E T R O I T MINNEAPOLIS 

PenobBcot Bide. Loeb Arcade Bide. 

Incorporated 
CHICAGO 

S t r a u s B u i l d i n g 
SAN FRANCISCO PHILADELPHIA 

Crocker Bide. Stock Eichanee Bide. 

Thirty-seven years without loss to any investor 
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Electric America—Forward! 
Countless American homes 

still eagerly await the com
ing of their electric l ight and 
telephone. 

Fast growing communi t ies 
now seek to unify the activ
ities of town and country 
through electric car routes. 

American industry, driving 
forward to i ts larger destiny, 
calls urgently for its awaken
ing life-force, more electric 
power. 

The inevitable needs of 
electric America will be met 
by American initiative. They 
will be financed through Pub

lic Utility Bonds, by the sav
ings of far-sighted men and 
women. 

I t goes wi thout saying tha t 
money so invested speeds up 
industry, gives men work, 
keeps labor productively and 
profitably employed. 

When you invest in a well 
chosen Public Utility Bond, 
your money rests solidly upon 
essentials of our nat ional life. 

Your ownership of such 
bonds keeps your money in
vested and pays you income, 
in the form of interest a t 
definitely stated periods. 

The National City Company 
National City Bank Building, New York 

You will find a National 
City Company Correspon
dent Office in 47 of the 
leading cities of the coun
try. 

Each of these offices is 
equipped to render un
usual service to investors 
generally, and to bond 
buyers in particular. 

BONDS 
SHORT TERM NOTES 

ACCEPTANCES 
All together—Let's continue production and insure prosperity. V. S. Depi. oj Labor, Win. B. Wilson, Secy. 
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Financial Situation, continued from page 64 

TtHAT is to say, Bismarck had set the example, 
as regards both financial and territorial ex

actions, of an indemnity imposed simply because 
the defeated government was at his mercy. But 
there is sufficient evidence that the German 

people have also been aware of what 
their army and navy had been doing 
in this war, contrary to all the rules 
of humanity and rules of war. It is 

impossible that they should not have taken into 
reckoning the fact that the victors would de
mand and exact money reparation for these per
formances. 

When Lloyd George and his colleagues, in the 
stress of a contested English election, announced 
that Great Britain and her allies proposed to ex
act from Germany the full amount of money 
which the war had cost the Entente, the declara
tion elicited a good deal of indignation and a little 
contempt, even among some of the British 
Government's allies. But no good reason ex
isted why it should have inspired such senti
ments in Germany. As long ago as August, 1915, 
when Dr. Helfferich, then occupying the post of 
Imperial Finance Minister, was setting forth to 
the Reichstag his reasons for not paying any part 
of the German war costs with taxes, he explained 
that "those who provoked the war . . . deserve 
to drag through the centuries to come the weight 
of these thousands of millions." The official 
opinion of this Deutsche Bank director as to who 
provoked the war, and the opinion of the present 
victors on that point, may have differed. It is 
even true that Dr. Helfferich expressed doubt 
as to whether the defeated and exhausted En
tente powers would be able to pay back Ger
many's war costs. But the principle was as
serted by him as unqualifiedly as Lloyd George 
asserted it last December, and every German 
who read the newspapers in 1915 knows that he 
did so. 

This does not by any means prove the right
fulness of Lloyd George's attitude. But it has 
some bearing on the attitude of Germany; to 
whom it left as the real matter of controversy, 
not what Germany deserved to be made to pay, 
but what she could pay. But it is supposed that 
on this very point the Committee on Reparation 
at the Paris Conference, to which some practical 
and experienced Entente financiers were the ad
visers, had taken counsel with German financiers. 
The terms of reparation and indemnity, as ar
rived at by this committee, were severe. But 
they are not as crushing as those which either 
Lloyd George or Dr. Helfferich proposed. They 
are assessed primarily as repayment for wanton 
and admittedly unlawful damage, and the ques
tion of Germany's capacity to meet them has 
been canvassed with the utmost care. If such 
payment can be made only through turning Ger
many into a tributary state for a series of decades 
to come, that merely signifies, through the post
poned payment, that the instinct of the victors 
was to be merciful and lenient even while being 
just. 

T tHE question, what would be the immediate 
effect on Germany—political or financial— 

of the announcement of this huge indemnity, the 
imposition of this heavy tribute for a generation 
to come, was open only to conjecture. Comment 
even from German sources was 
neither unanimous nor enlightening. 
Speaking to the National Assembly 
a month or two ago, the new German 
finance minister merely remarked that "no one 
is in a position to say whether Germany can ex
tricate herself from her present financial situa
tion." That "will depend on the kind of peace 
the Allied Powers decide on." One cheerfully 
futile proposal, emanating from Prince Max of 
Baden, was that the question should be settled 
by neutral commissions, after deciding on the 
facts, first as to responsibility for the war, second 
as to responsibility for its prolongation; third, 
as to the "violations of international law and 
atrocities with which the belligerents mutually 
reproach one another." Here is a somewhat pa
thetic echo of the ninety-three professors of 1914. 

More to the point, one of the Berlin bankers 
lately remarked to an American correspondent 
that "Germany's position is that of a bankrupt 
with the sheriff at the door to attach the furni
ture," and the only comforting reflection he could 
make was that the Allies "must, from sheer self-
interest, keep us upon our feet economically, else 
they will be able to collect no indemnities whatso
ever." Another German financier, Von Gwinner 
of the Deutsche Bank, declared to another corre
spondent that "a t present we cannot pay," but 
that a commission might ascertain, after say five 
years, how large a money indemnity it would be 
possible to exact. "Germany," he continued, 
"can give what she has—labor and what her soil 
produces. We can help in restoring what has to 
be rebuilt in France and Belgium. We took met
als, goods, machinery, from the occupied regions. 
Where, for example, we took a machine, let us put 
one back; a better one, if possible. It will be a 
heavy item, but we shall have to suffer as the 
vanquished party." 

It will be observed that this very eminent 
financier did not at all dispute the rightfulness 
of the heavy indemnity. But beyond even these 
considerations, Dr. Von Gwinner expressed the 
judgment that while, in his view, "Europe is 
ruined," Germany "is ruined first and most of 
all, unless we come together and find ways and 
means to put the Continent politically and 
financially in order against Bolshevism." Here 
arises the question of politics, and to the "spread 
of Bolshevism" a good part of the attention of 
the cable dispatches was devoted while the fixing 
of Germany's indemnity was under discussion. 
It must however be confessed that a vast deal of 
nonsense came over the cables; particularly 
when governments were being announced as 
"overturned" in Bavaria and Saxony. 
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Take Guaranty Travelers Checks 

WW H E N you t r a v e l — t a k i n g all your funds in cash means t a k i n g t h e 
risk of loss. T a k i n g a check book means d e p e n d i n g on a c q u a i n t a n c e 

ship. T a k i n g Guaranty Travelers Checks means conven ience , and safety 
for your funds. 

Guaranty Travelers Checks can be cashed at leading banks throughout the United 
States. They are accepted in payment for transportation at the principal railroad 
offices and in settlement of accounts by hotels and business houses. They are as 
readily available as actual cash, yet can be used only by the rightful holder. 

Abroad, these checks are also readily accepted by hotels and business houses. U n 
like other travelers checks, as formerly issued, Guaranty Travelers Checks are not 
payable in foreign currency at a fixed rate, but are cashed by all leading banks 
at the best current rate of exchange, thus affording the holder in most cases a 
greater equivalent in foreign money. 

Guaranty Travelers Checks are inexpensive — the charge is at the rate of 50c. per 
$100. They may be obtained at your own bank. 

Guaranty T rus t Company of New York 
New York London Liverpool Paris Brussels 

Capital & Surplus $50,000,000 Resources over $700,000,000 
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A "book" of Guaranty Travelers Checks. The purchaser signs the 
check in the upper left-hand corner. Before the check can be cashed, 
he must sign his name again in the lower left-hand corner, in the pre
sence of the person cashing it, who compares the two signatures, assuring 
identification and preventing use of the check by an unauthorized holder. 



Dependable! 
You can pay no greater t r ibute to a 
man than to say he is dependable. In 
every phase of life you desire what is 
safe—secure. 

When investing money be sure to ob
tain a dependable income. 

Municipal Bonds 
are dependable. You are guaranteed 
prompt payment of interest on every 
interest day, and principal in full at 
matur i ty , by the strongest of all financial 
guarantees—the taxing power of Ameri
can cities. 

Write today for our comprehensive list 
of desirable Municipal Bonds, exempt 
from all Federal Income Taxes, and 
Booklet S-5, 

"Bonds That Always Pay." 

KAUFFMAN-SMITH-EMERT 
INVESTMENT COMPANY 

Security Building St . Louis, Mo. 

Assured Income 
C I T I E S S E R V I C E COM

P A N Y ' S 84 public utility 
and 27 oil subsidiaries afford the 
investor the strength of diver
sified investments. 
The Company is not subject to 
risks encountered by corpora
tions restricted to a single line 
of business. 
Preferred dividend was earned 
over five times in 1918. 
Cities Service Preferred Stock 
yields about l}/2% at present 
prices. 

Monthly Dividends 
Monthly Earning Statements 

Write for Circular D-IOJ 

Henry L. Doherty 
& Company 

60 Wall Street, N e w York 
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RREGARDING this somewhat highly colored 
news, financial markets took a somewhat 

calmer view than the general public. They were 
not at all affected by the mournful predictions of 
the foreign correspondents, and for an excellent 
reason. . On the 19th of January the 
German people, by a perfectly free 
and open vote, chose their new na
tional legislature, and the legislature 
chose the government. Out of the 
421 delegates sent to that national assembly the 
Independent Socialists, of which party the so-, 
called "Bolshevists" are a faction, elected ex
actly 24. The City of Munich cast in all 325,000 
votes,5 and of .these only 34,000 votes were cast, 
for thesame, political extremists. 

Now there is_one plain reason why a Bolshevist 
minority was able to get control of Russia or 
Hungary. In Russia the constituent assembly 
had not been called; in Hungary it had not been 
elected. In both countries, a self-appointed 
provisional government was in control.' I t was, 
therefore, with a certain crude logic that the 
Lenines and Bela Kuns could assert that they 
had chosen to appoint themselves as rulers in
stead of the others; that, since neither faction 
had received endorsement from the people, one 
had as good a title as the other, and that force 
should settle it. But the case was manifestly 
different when the people of a given country had 
voted-, had voted within a few weeks, had voted 
distinctly on the issue of the kind of government 
which was to be set up, had voted down the. Bol
shevik kind by 10 to 1, and, through the. dele
gates thus elected, had endorsed the Ebert 
government. The only position which could then 
be occupied in Munich and Saxony, by ''Com
munists" or "Bolshevists" who should propose to 
upset the existing government and administer 
government themselves, was the position of a 
numerically insignificant minority resisting the 
people's mandate. 

Sometimes we call this sort of . thing a riot, 
sometimes a rebellion. It will clearly be more 
annoying a demonstration when a city is full of 
abandoned machine guns and ammunition than 
when such things are stored in a single arsenal, 
closely guarded. But the principle remains, and 
that the principle was recognized, even by the' 
Workmen and Soldiers' Councils, was proved by 
the vote of those very organizations afterward, on 
their own account. In response to such a test, 
and even in an industrial city such as Hamburg, 
the "Soviets" cast 82 votes of preference for the 
Majority Socialists (the party now in power), with 
33 others for the conservative Democratic party, 
and only 13 for the extremist Independents. At 
Kiel, lately the hotbed of proletarian insurrection, 
the Soviet vote was 15 for the Ebert party against 
only 4 for the Independents. Very probably a fair 
vote even of the Russian Soviets, if the Petrpgrad 
dictators should allow it, would show similar re
sults. It is undoubtedly because of knowledge 
of this awkward possibility-that the vote has "not 
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Experience is Necessary 
in Making Investments 

Many people know how to make 
money and less numbers save it. 
A smaller percentage know how to 
invest. Why? First, because 
many are tempted by the promise 
of high interest returns and forget 
safety of principal. Again, the in
vestment business, like any other 
highly specialized occupation, re
quires years of practical experience, 
knowledge of laws, customs and 
market conditions. When you 
buy other commodities, you deal 
with a house of reputation. Then 
why not do the same in investing 
your money? W e ask you to seek 
our advice, procure our literature, 
get on our mailing list. You will 
receive instructive information. 

If you desire a greater degree of 
safety than usual and a fair interest 
return, with entire freedom from 
the Federal Income Tax, we would 
direct your investment in national 
and municipal securities. The pay
ment of both is based on some form 
of taxation. Do you pay taxes? 

Then you contribute to the pay
ment of your national, state and 
city indebtedness. Does the com
munity in which you live pay its 
interest-bearing debts ? Practically 
all do. The credit of any com
munity can be maintained only 
through prompt payment of its ob
ligations. These are two simple 
proposals demonstrating the value 
of municipal bonds. Let us tell 
you further why our services are 
valuable. Procure our offerings, 
large in number, great in volume. 

Perhaps you desire a higher interest 
return than municipals will afford. 
Even then you need the services of 
an old, well-posted, reliable bank
ing house. W e can select for you 
good bonds, whether municipal or 
corporation. 

Whatever you do, you need our 
Service Department for Investors. 
It is free. Avail yourself of it. A 
good many thousands of shrewd in
vestors are yearly coming to us for 
advice and suggestion. 

Our nearest office will reply promptly to your inquiry. We are inter
ested in cultivating a sentiment for the highest grade security. It is the 
kind upon which our success has been built. Address Dept. B-6. 

William R. Compton Company 
GOVERNMENT AND MUNICIPAL BONDS 

"Over a Quarter Century in this Business" 

New York, Chicago, St. Louis, Cincinnati, New Orleans 
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Foreign 
Government Bonds 

Their Increas ing Impor
t a n c e t o E v e r y I n v e s t o r 

A pamphlet , just issued, dis
cusses the investment oppor
tunities o f f e r e d b y l e a d i n g 
Foreign Government Bonds, 
reviews the history of war loans 
of previous periods, and ex
plains the increasing impor
tance from an economic stand
point of investing in Foreign 
securities. 

Free on request 

% 

Members New York Stock Exchange 

66 Broadway, Ne w York 
m a ana i IIIU i Illl"il J 

\ * 

New England 
Securities 

W e special ize in h igh g r a d e s tocks 
of N e w E n g l a n d I n d u s t r i a l s of 
p r o v e d v a l u e . 

F ree of N o r m a l F e d e r a l I n c o m e 
T a x and free of S t a t e T a x t o res i 
d e n t s of M a s s a c h u s e t t s . 

To yield a b o u t 
M e r r i m a c Chemica l Co. 8% 
Old Colony Woolen Mills Pfd. 7% 
P l y m o u t h R u b b e r Pfd. 7% 

Sul l ivan M a c h i n e r y Co. 7% 
E m e r s o n Shoe 1st Pfd. 7.37% 
Rivet t L a t h e & Gr inde r Pfd. 7% 

Send for further information on 
above or other New England Securities. 

Earnest E. Smith & Co. 
5 2 Devonshire Street , Boston 

Members New York and Boston Stock Exchanges 
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been allowed. But even so, Russia's position 
in the matter of "Bolshevik rule" is not yet Ger
many's. As to what Germany's position actu
ally is, no intelligent observer can mistake. 

WWILL discussion of the actual terms of the 
indemnity result in a new and more form

idable demonstration by this small minority ? All 
things are regarded as possible in these unquiet 
days, but confident prediction to that effect 
would be one of those numerous 
prophecies which the course of events, 
both before and since the armistice, 
has shown to be extremely rash. 
The prospect of such a sequel will be 
much discussed; with, however, these three plain 
facts to govern it. Germany has already laid 
down her arms, and is no longer capable of mili
tary resistance. Her existing government is, and 
probably will continue to be, the only avenue of 
access to the food supplies of the outside world. 
Finally, as to precedent, the harsh terms of in
demnity imposed on France in 1871 were similarly 
submitted to a new Constituent Assembly, just 
chosen by a vote of the French people. Bis
marck's terms were denounced in France with the 
utmost indignation. Appealing to the provinces 
in impassioned speeches, Gambetta urged refusal 
and a fight to the death. But the Bordeaux 
Assembly recognized that acquiescence was in
evitable, and approved it by a vote of 433 to 98. 

It is for the future to show how Germany will 
provide for this enormous payment, spread over 
so long a period. Her gold reserve is flowing out 
of the country to pay for food. The paper cur
rency issued by her national bank is $2,500,000-, 
000 greater than in the armistice week, and the 
valuation of that currency has shrunk so rapidly 
in neutral markets that their exchange rate on 
Berlin lately reached 71 per cent depreciation 
from parity. 

In other words, if German exchange were still 
quoted at New York to-day, the mark, instead of 
its normal value of 2 3 ^ cents, would bring some
thing less than 7 cents in American money. 
How this adverse position in regard to other 
markets can be changed for the better, we shall 
know in the course of time. Perhaps the sugges
tion most in point would have to do with the 
well-known fact, demonstrated by all the finan
cial occurrences of the great war, that a thou
sand million dollars in these days means no more 
to the accumulated resources and the economic 
power of to-day than a hundred millions would 
have meant half a century ago. It was then that 
France was considered to be economically crushed 
by the billion-dollar war indemnity; which in 
actual fact she paid with no evidence whatever 
of ultimate impairment in her economic power. 

AALL such considerations clearly had a hand 
. in the season's great rise in the American 

markets. But when that is said, it remains 
equally true that the outlook for the American 
harvest has held a place of the very highest im-
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r! If y o u a re th ink ing 
about INVESTMENTS-

Our B O N D D E P A R T M E N T may be of value to you 
through the INFORMATION ON INVESTMENTS that 
it can furnish. 

Our AIM is to H E L P I N V E S T O R S by'analyzing securities, 
thus enabling them to avoid making unwise investments. 

Our P O L I C Y is to offer to investors only SUCH SECURI
TIES as W E BUY for our own account. 

Our P R E S E N T O F F E R I N G S , a description of which will 
be sent on request, include United States Government bonds, 
bonds of Foreign Governments, high grade municipal, rail
road, public utility and industrial bonds, yielding from 
4.40% to 6.50%. 

r' If you are th inking 
about BANKING^ 

Our BANKING and FOREIGN DEPARTMENTS, with 
world-wide facilities established through the greatest 

cjj banks in all countries, may be of value to you in 
many ways, for example— 

—financing imports and 
exports 

—handling commercial 
banking, d o m e s t i c 
and foreign 

—hand l ing pe r sona l 
active or inactive de
posits 

•—depositing funds for 
special purposes 

— securing credit and 
trade information, 
foreign and domestic 

—co l l ec t ing fore ign 
coupons 

—transferring funds by 
telegraph and cable 

— issuing t r ave l l e r s ' 
credits in dollars and 
sterling 

—issuing documentary 
credits payable in all 
parts of the world 

— handling practically 
every kind of finan
cial transaction 

Downtown 
Office: 

16 W a l l 
Street 

BANKERS TRUST 
COMPANY 

Member Federal Reserve System 

N e w Y o r k 

As t o r Trust, 
Office; 

:5thAvenue at 
'42nd Street, 
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portance in the financial mind this spring; and 
for more than one reason. By a very remark
able conjuncture of events, it may 
be said that the promise of our wheat 
crop—for which the government's 
official forecast is unquestionably the 
most remarkable in our history —is 
itself an event not only in American finance 
but in European politics. This statement calls 
for explanation. To many readers of a season's 
news, the story of agricultural vicissitudes, of 
food production, importation and exportation, is 
technical and tedious. It can be so, however, 
only because of ignorance regarding the frequent 
and dramatic reaction of the grain trade on the 
course of history. 

The influence, at various critical periods of 
the past, which harvest results have exerted even 
on the larger movement of political events, has 
received only grudging recognition from the his
torians; yet there have been many celebrated 
episodes whose history could not be written com
pletely without taking account of such influences. 
Few people associate questions of agricultural 
scarcity and agricultural prices with the English 
Revolution of 1640, for instance, and the subse
quent downfall of Charles the First. Neverthe
less, when patient investigators have established 
the fact that the convening of the Long Parlia
ment had been preceded by two or three decades 
of recurrent famine, with wheat up 209 per cent 
above Elizabethan prices and wages of labor only 
32 per cent higher, we of to-day know very well 
that such conditions could not possibly have 
failed to lend important impetus to the political 
uprising. 

Originally promoted, like the Russian Revolu
tion of 128 years later, by political idealists, 
the French Revolution passed quickly into the 
hands of reckless fanatics, and one of the reasons 
now admitted for that unhappy circumstance lay 
in the harvests of the period. The winter which 
introduced 1789, the severest in forty years, 
had ruined the French crops and confronted a 
whole population with famine. In a single 
province 40,000 laborers were thrown out of 
work; the same conditions existed elsewhere in 
agricultural France; with the result that desper
ate peasants flocked from all quarters of the 
country to Paris, where they could at least live on 
the scanty rations doled out by the government. 
On the eve of July 14, the anniversary of which 
France still celebrates, we are told by the con
temporary historians that every bakery was sur
rounded by a crowd clamoring for its meagre al
lotment of black and bitter bread. We are able 
to judge, from present-day experiences, just what 
effect such a situation had and must have had in 
turning over control of the Revolution from the 
philosophers to the anarchists. 

ONE need not go back to other centuries or 
other countries than our own to prove the 

influence of harvests on politics. Even historians 
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POWER 

T h e shrewd investor w h o takes advan
tage of prevailing prices in sound Public 
Utility Bonds will reap a two-fold reward 
for his foresight: 

1. A n assured and liberal income from 
the ever-increasing demands for power 
due to the approaching industrial expan
sion. 

2. Safe principal, b road market and a 
t rend—already apparent—toward nor
mal or bet ter prices wi th a consequent 
enhancement and profit. 

Send for our free 
booklet S S 200, 
listing a selected 
number of these 
bonds yielding 

A. H. Bickmore & Co. 
III BROADWAY, N.Y. 

New Prices for 
Old Bonds 

This is not a catch headline, bu t 
a s ta tement of fact which should 
interest investors. There are 
bonds tha t have been on the 
market for years, which are just 
as strong today as ever bu t are 
selling at prices that make them 
more at t ract ive than ever. 

For details regarding one of these 
bonds send for our Circular BS-46 

A. B. Leach & Co., Inc. 
Investment Securities 

62 Cedar S t . , N e w York 
105 S. La Sa l le S t . , C h i c a g o 
Philadelphia Boston Buffalo Minneapolis 
Baltimore Detroit Cleveland 

Larger Sig
nificance of 
Our Great 
Wheat Crop 



A Summary of the Special Advantages 
OF 

"A-M-I FARM MORTGAGES" 
i. They have behind them a record of forty-five years without loss to any investor. 
2. Every "A-M-I Farm Mortgage" is covered by the A-M-I Protective Agreement, 

which relieves the investor of every detail and risk of loss, and guarantees him his 
interest on the date due. 

3. Every "A-M-I Farm Mortgage " has passed the critical scrutiny of a well-balanced 
organization of expert farm loan men, trained by inheritance and years of experi
ence to select only good loans. 

4. Every "A-M-I Farm Mortgage" yields 6% interest net, and is secured by a first 
mortgage on an improved producing farm for an amount not exceeding 40% of the 
value of the land alone, apart from perishable improvements, as well as by the per
sonal obligation of a prosperous, reputable farmer. 

Write for offe7-ings froin $100.00 upwards 

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 
Qio-018 Granite Building 

C H I C A G O _ _ T 3T B I L L I N G S , M O N T . 
BURLINGTON, VT. R O C H E S T E R , N E W Y O R K CALGARY, CAN. 

* - " • " " : " • " ! ! " • ' " " » • " • " • ' " " " ' ' » • " » • H 

How to Invest 
During this period of industrial 
readjustment investors should re
strict their investments to securi
ties or proven safety and stability. 

Agriculture today continues as 
essential to peace as it was to war 
and consequently Farm Mort
gages continue an unbroken rec
ord for stability and profit. 

For over 40 years Wells-Dickey 
Farm Mortgages have been the 
standard for the Northwest. 
Thousands of investors the coun
try over stand as evidence of sat
isfactory investment service. 

Offerings from $100 up. 
Write for Circular "JS " 

WELLS-DICKEY COMPANY 
" ESTABLISHED 1878 
SURPLUS & CAPITAL $ 1,300,000 

MINNEAPOLIS • MINNESOTA 
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^S T H E HOUSE 
yjSf BEHIND THE BOND 

"-=-" It is important, when purchasing bonds 
= for investment, that the House Be-
= hind the Bond has a reputation for 
1 stability and financial strength, and 
I that its offerings can be depended on 
{§ as safe and secure. 

| The House of GOLD-STABECK has, 
§j for more than a quarter century, been 
| handling only the choicest farm land 
§ bonds, high grade municipal and cor-
i poration bonds, and farm mortgages. 

s For investors desiring the highest grade 
1 and most conservative investments on 
i the market, it would be well to get 
= in touch with this well known middle 
| west house of National Reputation. 

| No obligation is involved in receiving 
i offerings or an explanation why GOLD-
| STABECK service is different. 

= Ask for Special Farm Land Bond Circular S6Q 

GOLD- STABECK COMPANY 
INVESTMENT BANKERS 

MINNEAPOLIS 
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Investment Responsibility 
For each of our clients we attend to every detail 
necessary to insure prompt payment of both in
te res t and principal. Our clients carry no 
burdens of investment responsibility. 
Farm mortgages offered by us (negotiated by 
the Georgia Loan & Trust Company of Macon) 
yield 6%, 6'A% and 7%. They give satisfaction 
and freedom from responsibility obtainable in 
few other securities. 

Before making your next investment, investigate 
our offerings. 

Write for our booklet 
" Mortgages Payable in Gold" 

THETITLE GUARANTY &TRUST CO. 
FIRST BRIDGEPORT NATIONAL BANK BLDG. 

BRIDGEPORT, CONN. 
HORTHFRH OFFICE OF THE GEORGIA LOAN &TRUST CO. 

M A C O N . G E O R G I A 

H 'A 

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 P R O F I T A B L E 
E M P L O Y M E N T OF F U N D S 

The Science of 
Safe and Profitable Investing 

We have just published a booklet 

with the above title suggesting 

a simple solution of the problem 

confronting investors. 

Free copy on request 

P E T T E R S A N D C O M P A N Y 
SERVING INVESTORS SATISFACTORILY OVER 30 YEARS 

C A P I T A L AND S U R P L U S $ 4 0 0 , 0 0 0 
MCKN(GHT BLDG. M INNEAPOLIS . M I N N . 

Investing Scientifically 
in Farm Mortgages 

Safety Depends on Clear Titles 
T h e safe ty of a m o r t g a g e i n v e s t m e n t d e p e n d s on 
w h e t h e r or n o t t h e bor rower holds a clear t i t le to t h e 
l and a b o u t to be m o r t g a g e d . T o a sce r t a in th is fact 
an a t t o r n e y m u s t careful ly e x a m i n e t h e records a n d 
p r e p a r e a n a b s t r a c t . 

We maintain a legal department to examine titles 
and guarantee investors against toss through a defect 
in a title passed by us. 
For investment satisfaction we recommend 
Iowa and Missouri Farm Mortgages 

Write for booklet and current offerings 

P H O E N I X T R U S T C O M P A N Y 
OTTUMWA IOWA 

Harvests 
Which 
Made 
History 
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nowadays recognize that our resumption of 
specie payment on the United States currency 
in 1879 would very possibly have 
broken down through an outflow of 
our gold to Europe, but for the fact 
that disastrous harvest shortage in 
Europe during that very year, ap
proaching the famine mark, was met by the larg
est American wheat crop ever raised, by the larg
est export of wheat on the record and by an un
precedented import of European gold in payment, 
which ensured the reserve held to redeem the 
legal tenders. 

Involved as this country seemed to be during 
1896 in hopelessly pressing foreign obligations, 
with the Treasury's gold reserve being drawn 
upon, for export, close to the exhaustion point 
and with the country's internal politics torn up 
by the Bryan silver campaign, another memora
ble European harvest failure, with another famous 
yield in the United States, was the fundamental 
influence, first for turning in our favor the foreign 
exchanges and the tide of gold, then for ensuring 
the Gold Standard Act and the downfall of Bryan-
ism. What it meant in 1914 and 1915 to belli
gerent Western Europe—confronted with diver
sion of man-power from its own farms, and with 
the enemy's blockade of the Russian grain coun
try which had formerly sent out a fourth or a 
third of all the wheat received by importing na
tions—that the United States should in those 
two years have increased its annual crops and 
export surplus by the full amount of the former 
Russian export, most people remember. It was 
that event in agriculture which saved our subse
quent allies from possible famine at the outset 
of the war; an experience whose political results 
might have affected history. 

It has, however, possibly never been the lot of 
American agriculture to become the focus of 
interest at so critical a historic juncture as that 
with which the present year began. The war 
was over; but the European famine, of which we 
had heard only remotely during the progress of 
the conflict, threatened worse results than in any 
year of the war itself. Not only were our greater 
Continental allies living on a basis of hand-to-
mouth supplies, and not only did whole nations 
such as Belgium, Poland, and Servia, still have to 
be fed from the outside, but actual starvation was 
reported in Russia, in Germany, in Austria, and 
in the Balkans. Despite the voluntary econo
mies of our own people in food consumption, and 
notwithstanding the efforts of our Food Board 
to conserve the American wheat surplus and dis
tribute it where it was needed, the surplus was 
by April approaching exhaustion. 

HOW close was the connection between the 
shortage of food in Central and Eastern 

Europe and the spread of anarchy among the 
afflicted nations, all of us came to know within 
two months after the signing of the armistice. 

This was the admitted motive power in the 
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BROWN BROTHERS & CO. 
Philadelphia 

1 8 1 8 

NEW YORK 
Established 
1 8 2 5 

Boston 

1 8 4 4 

TRAVELERS' LETTERS OF CREDIT 
Payable in all parts of the world 

COMMERCIAL LETTERS OF CREDIT 
For the financing of imports and exports of merchandise 

BROWN, SHIPLEY & COMPANY 
Founders Court, Lothburv 
LONDON, E. C. 

Established 

1 8 3 9 Office for Travelers 
123 Pall Mall, LONDON, S. W. 
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6% to 7% 
Make Reservations Now 

for July Delivery 

The close of the final Liberty Loan 
Campaign and decreased borrowing 
of the Government means an increas
ing demand for the ordinary high-
class investments at higher prices. 

Our July Booklet No. 1034SC is now 
ready and offers well secured in
vestments at very low prices not 
yet influenced by the new demand. 

Take advantage of present high rates by 
letting us reserve securities for you 
to be delivered any time in July. 

Peabody, 
Houghteling &Co. 

(ESTABLISHED 1865) 

10 South La Salle St. , Chicago, 111. 
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This harvest paid interest L 

The Government's 
Wheat Price Guarantee 
O n e of the most important items in the recent finan
cial news is the bumper wheat crop to be harvested 
this year, by which it is estimated American farmers 
will take from the soil $2,479,222,000. 
In what clearer way could the safety of mortgages 
o n Northwestern wheat farms be demonstra ted? 

W e offer first mortgages on wheat growing farms of 
Washington , Oregon, Idaho and Montana . 

To Net Six Percent. 
W r i t e for current offerings and for 

" T H E NORTHWEST IN AGRICULTURE," 
Our new booklet for investors, sent free on request 

VERMONT LOAN &TRUST CO. 
B R A T T L E B O R O , (Address. S P O K A N E , 

VERMONT "office) WASHINGTON 
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A COMPACT REFERENCE 
BOOK FOR INVESTORS 

In compact form our investor's manual 
contains essential data regarding all stand
ard securities, including dividend records, 
high and low prices to date, earnings, capi
talization, bonded indebtedness, etc. It is 
convenient and helpful to both holders of 
securities and prospective investors. 

Write for the May issue 

JOHNSON & W O O D 
M E M B E R S N E W Y O R K STOCK E X C H A N G E 

A YMA f? JOHNSON J. FLETCHER SHERA 
CHALMERS WOOD.JR, VICTOR 5.BYRON 

115 B R O A D W A Y - * - N E V A / Y O R K 
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STRIKES 
NEVER A F F E C T 7% 

FARM LOANS 
D i v i d e n d s are cut and bond prices 
decl ine w h e n strikes affect railroads, 
public uti l i t ies and industrial p lants , 
but farm loans remain a t par wi th 
fixed interest rates. 

N o customer of ours has lost a dollar 
through our farm loans. 

Write for pamphlet and list 

THEIRRIGATEDFARMSMORTGAGECO. 
''Z&SSS*- DENVER.COLO. J ° S & r 

Prospective Investors' Service 
Farm m o r t g a g e i n v e s t m e n t s 
compared wi th other securities 

To assist you to compare the investment 
features of farm mortgages with other securi
ties, so that you can manage your invest
ments intelligently, 
We have prepared, and will submit upon 
request, a brief analysis of the investment 
features of our farm mortgages. 
This is one of four services we render pros
pective investors. You may accept the ser
vice without obligation. 

Write today. 

INVESTORS MORTGAGE COMPANY 
R. B. BISHOP, President 

610 Canal Bank Annex NEW ORLEANS, LA. 
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spread of Bolshevism, and it is not too much to say 
tha t world-wide harvest shortage during 1919 
would have gone far toward determin
ing the course of European history, 
and determining it for the worse. 
Russian wheat was almost unobtain
able; the Russian cities were them
selves starving. Hungary had practically no 
wheat left; the weather had been wholly adverse 
to the new German wheat crop; France and Italy 
were living virtually on rations, with a poorer har
vest outlook in 1919 than in 1918. Everything 
depended on the wheat production of the present 
year in the Western hemisphere; notably in 
America. Those producing countries had fed 
Europe in 1915 and 1916, but in 1917 and 1918 
they had almost failed of doing it. 

In many respects, the problem was a crucial 
test of the capacity of Na ture . An eminent 
English chemist, the late Sir William Crookes, 
warned the world in 1898 that , with the rapid 
increase in consumption of wheat and the equally 
rapid approach toward the limit of wheat-pro
ducing area, a very grave situation in regard to 
food was likely to arise, as he pu t it, " i n a com
paratively short space of t ime." The present 
year would surely have been a logical occasion for 
the crisis. But Sir William's prophecy over
looked things which might happen in the mean
time, such as the new methods of irrigation and 
cultivation, as completely as Professor Stanley 
Jevons overlooked other similar circumstances 
in his prediction of 1868 tha t half a century would 
exhaust the commercial possibilities of the Eng
lish coal fields. I t was in precisely this discourag
ing situation of the grain fields of older nations 
tha t our government pu t out its extraordinary 
first report of the present season on the growing 
winter wheat. 
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TH E country's crop, under the stimulus of the 
government 's guaranteed price to American 

producers, had been planted on an area greater 
by nearly seven million acres, or 16 per cent, 
than the largest previous acreage. The season 

had been as nearly perfect for wheat 
culture as is possible in so vast and 
varied a cultivated region. In con
sequence, the average condition of 
the crop in April was reckoned by the 
Agricultural Depar tment at ggj/z per 

cent, and, even after allowing for the usual de
struction of acreage in the winter, the indication 
for the winter-sown crop was 837,000,000 bushels. 
This would not only exceed last year 's winter 
wheat harvest by 278,000,000 bushels and the 
previous high record ( that of 1914) by 152,000,-
000, but the yield of winter-sown wheat alone 
would actually run nearly a hundred million 
bushels beyond the greatest total wheat crop, 
winter and spring combined, ever raised in 
America before the European war; and winter 
wheat will normally make up less than two-thirds 
of this country 's total yield. 

Two very notable inferences followed. First, 
Financial Situation, continued on page 78 
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Industrial Pittsburgh 

LLOCATED in Pittsburgh, the greatest industrial 
j center of the world, we are intimately in touch 

with developments in this district. 

W E offer a variety of bonds, which we have pur
chased and recommend for conservative investment. 

SEND for descriptive circular. 

BOND DEPARTMENT 
Mellon National BanK 

Pittsburgh, Pa., U. S. A. 
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Your Questions Answered 
Our little pocket monthly magazine 

" Incomes " contains a department where 
unbiased and disinterested answers are 
given to the questions of investors. The 
magazine itself is also free and the sub
jects treated are timely topics of interest 
to all investors. Write today for latest 
issue. Address our nearest office. 

Breed, Elliott & Harrison 
High Grade Investment Securities 

Chicago Cincinnati Indianapolis 

MUNICIPAL BONDS 
A Compelling Investment 

1. Exempt from Federal Income Tax. 

2. Secure as to principal and interest. 

3. Desirable as to yield. 

We specialize in Municipal Bonds and 
invite your consideration. 

fa Stacy & Braun 
INVESTMENT BONDS 

Second .National Bank Building, Toledo 
New York Cincinnati 

Selected 
Investment 
Securities 

We offer 

IOWA 
FIRST FARM MORTGAGES 

netting from 5J% to 6% 

IOWA MUNICIPAL BONDS 
Netting from \\% to 51% 

CORPORATION BONDS 
Netting from 61% to 7J% 

Send for descriptive matter Number A40 and list 
of offerings. Partial payment plan when desired. 

Bankers Mortgage Company 
Capital $ 2 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 

Des Moines Iowa 
CHICAGO N E W Y O R K 

112 W e s t A d a m s St. 5 1 2 Fifth A v e n u e 
Randolph 5700 Vanderbilt 2712 

Write the nearest office 
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A S H O R T T E R M 
S E C U R I T Y T O 

N E T S I X P E R C E N T 
First Mortgages on productive 
farms in Missouri, Kansas, Ar
kansas and Oklahoma to mature 
in five years, and to net 6%, in 
denominations of $300 and up
ward, is an ideal investment for 
surplus funds now available. 

Our securities are held by savings 
banks and insurance companies. 

We offer you the same grade 
of loans and the same service 
they receive. 

Write for our booklet of statis
tics, illustrated with 56 photo
graphs of properties pledged as 
security for our loans. 

THE NEW ENGLAND SECURITIES CO. 
CAPITAL & SURPLUS $ 4 0 0 , 0 0 0 

Kansas City M i s s o u r i 

Freedom from All 
Investment Worries 

You will never have investment worries if you buy only 
Municipal Bonds. You will have an assured income from 
every dollar of your savings. 
Write for our latest list of Federal Income Tax Exempt 
Municipal Bond offerings and Booklet G-6, 

" Bow to Invest Without Loss " 

Stern Brothers 
%J & Company < / 

INVESTMENT BONDS 
1013-15 Baltimore Avenue Kansas City. Mo. 

Our Most Prosperous 
Industry Is Farming 

Abundant crops in 1918 and a guaranteed price 
for wheat in 1919 mean unprecedented prosperity 
for the farmer. This is but one of several reasons 
w h y our bH and 6% First Mortgage Loans on 
Nor thwes t Farms make an ideal investment. 

Wri te for descriptive booklet. 

CAPITAL TRUST SAVINGS BANK 

id Surplus S500.00000 
Saint P a u l . / M i n n e s o t a 

Harvests 
and the 
Political 
Future 
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with reasonably favorable farming weather be
tween now and autumn, it seemed tha t the United 
States might be expected to produce a wheat 
crop substantially exceeding the famous "billion-
bushel y ie ld" of 1915, which was itself nearly 40 
per cent greater than the largest wheat crop ever 
raised before the war. Second, a harvest of such 
magnitude would make possible, this country's 
export, in the twelvemonth beginning next July, 
of 450,000,000 to 500,000,000 bushels. Now the 
largest export ever heretofore made from the 
United States was 333,000,000 bushels, in the 
first season of the war; and the difference be
tween the larger and the smaller of the three 
sums named would more than equal Russia's 
normal export of wheat before 1914. 

TH E importance of such a harvest during a 
year of urgent foreign demand, whether to 

our national prosperity, to the earning of our 
transportat ion lines, or to the country's position 
in the field of international finance and trade, 
was plain enough. I t s results in 
these directions will not be diminished 
or impaired by the fact t ha t many 
of the foreign purchasing nations 
will pay for the wheat with bonds of 
their governments, or by the fact tha t the wheat 
may have to be sold for less than the price guar
anteed by our own government. The farmer will 
none the less be paid in cash; the Treasury at 
Washington will provide for tha t payment and 
keep the foreign bonds. The payment to the 
farmer will be a t the guaranteed rate of $2.26 
per bushel; a price not touched in the United 
States, even momentari ly, between 1869 and 
1917, and probably the highest average price at 
which an American wheat crop was ever sold by 
its producers. For even in 1867, when wheat, 
touching $2.85 per bushel in the Chicago market, 
reached the highest price of our paper inflation 
period, i t also in another month of the same year 
sold as low as $1.55; and this year the farmer's 
price can a t no t ime be less than the government 
guarantee. 

But even this notable windfall of good fortune 
to the United States itself is a small matter, when 
compared with the results which it may achieve 
in the world's political fortunes. When famine 
is notoriously the surest breeder of anarchy, the 
phenomenon commonly described as the "spread 
of Bolshevism " originates directly from the suffer
ing and discontent arising from such a cause, and 
it is under exactly those circumstances that not 
only is enough wheat being produced to feed 
famine-stricken Europe, bu t t ha t the surplus and 
the distribution of it are in the hands of the one 
nation which combines adherence to the prin
ciples of sound government with absence of any 
selfish personal desires to be satisfied in the settle
ment of the war. The prediction may safely be 
made tha t the history of Europe, in the immediate 
sequel to re turn of peace, will be profoundly and 
permanently influenced by this event in American 
agriculture. 
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REAL-ESTATE SECURITIES 
STRONG-BOX INVESTMENTS 

B Y HORACE B. MITCHELL 

BY far the oldest investment in the world 
is the first-mortgage loan on real estate. 

That ingenious race of traders and financiers, 
the Babylonians, invented mortgages some 
two thousand five hundred years ago, and a 
large number of authentic mortgage loans in
scribed on clay tablets in the curious cuneiform 
writing of Babylon have been unearthed by 
modern scholars, vivid evidence of the an
tiquity of this form of investment. With the 
advance of civilization, many changes and im
provements have been made in the form of 
mortgage loans, but this type of securities still 
remains in its essentials the same as it was in 
the time of King Hammurabi—a definite prom
ise to pay a certain sum of money at a specified 
time, at a specified rate of interest, with a defi
nite pledge of real estate as security to guaran
tee prompt payment. 

The mortgage loan is an essential and neces
sary feature of modern life. The great major
ity of real estate in the United States is pledged 
as security for mortgages. A committee of the 
savings-bank section of the American Bankers' 
Association recently estimated that more than 
six billion dollars in mortgages are held by sav
ings banks and insurance companies in this 
country, and a total of at least ten billion dol
lars, yielding half a billion dollars in income, 
are held by institutions and individuals as in
vestments. 

The reasons for the popularity of real-estate 
mortgage securities are simple. Taken as a 
class, they yield a larger net income than other 
investments of an equal degree of safety. 
They are by their nature stable securities, free 
from fluctuation in value. 

The very simplicity of mortgages is urged by 
many investors as a point in their favor, on 
the principle embodied in the ancient proverb, 
"Happy is that people whose annals are short." 

Mortgages are bought as genuine invest
ments, for safety and income. They are recog
nized by law as safe and fit investments for the 
funds of savings-banks in the states which regu
late such banks most strictly, and which place 
them on a parity in regard to soundness with the 
highest grade of bonds, such as government and 
the best of state, municipal, and railroad issues. 

From real estate spring all human activities. 
On real estate as a basis is erected the whole 
complex structure of our modern civilization. 
Real estate is always last affected in periods of 

Continued on page 80 

A Wise 
Investment 

No other type of investment has a 
bet ter record for safety, stability, 
and good yield than good 6 % First 
Mortgage Real Es ta t e Serial Gold 
Bonds. 

The issues offered by this company 

are notable examples of this type 

of investment. 

They are invariably characterized 
by exceptional safety. Each issue 
is backed by new, income produc
ing property valued at double the 
amount of the issue or more than 
double. 

Federal Bond and Mortgage Com

pany bonds are purchased for in

vestment by men and women, 

banks, insurance companies, es

ta tes , and colleges, in every p a r t 
» 

of the country. 

Mail your request today for 

" Questions and Answers on Bond 

Investment " 

Federal Bond 
&MortgageCo. 
90 South Griswold Street Detroit 
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Manufacturers and Merchants 
Authoritative, unprejudiced and up-to-the 
minute information c o n c e r n i n g fore ign 
trade problems may be secured (without 
charge or obligation)by communicating with 

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

597 Fifth Avenue - N e w York. 
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I A Unique Experience | 
Between 1909 and 1919 Vermont banks invested p 

1 and reinvested over $100,000,000 in first mort- g 
M gages on farms located in twenty-seven states. 

H As Bank Commissioner Mr. Williams ex- 1 
g amined the mortgages and the methods of every ^ 
j company making loans for Vermont banks. 

^ Based on this experience we have organized a j 
g company to render farm mortgage service to in- g 
g vestors. ^ 

W e now offer first farm mortgages negotiated j 
1 by D e n t o n - C o l e m a n L o a n a n d T i t l e C o m - 1 
]§ p a n y , of Butler, Mo. They are high-grade in- ii 
p vestments yielding 6%. % 

H Write for ojferitigs and ou-r circular entitled 
g " Sound Investments." 

F R A N K C. W I L L I A M S , Inc . 
j NEWPORT . . . VERMONT g 
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financial and commercial depression. People 
must live and must do business and in order, 
to live and to do business they must have 
homes, offices, shops, and factories. In pro
longed periods of depression, the number of 
real-estate transfers may decrease, the real-
estate market may be dull, but people must 
continue to pay rents for houses, apartments, 
offices, stores, and what not. Indeed, a period 
of depression often paradoxically produces in
creased rentals—a phenomenon which we have 
observed during 1918, consequent on the war, 
the cessation of building operations, and the 
nation-wide shortage of housing and of busi
ness structures. 

In loaning money on real estate, one has an 
investment founded on the basis of all values, 
on the source of all wealth, and on the first 
necessity of human life. 

I t will be worth while to outline the two 
great classes of real-estate-mortgage securities. 
The first class consists of the ordinary undi
vided loan which is held in its entirety by the 
investor or mortgagee. Such loans are divided 
according to priority of claim into first, second, 
and third mortgages, and so on. Only first 
mortgages may properly be regarded as invest
ments as dealing in junior lien loans—"sec
onds," "thirds," and the like—is a matter 
which should be left to professionals. The 
great mass of such mortgages are unguaran
teed, but some may be purchased from banking 
firms and title companies bearing their guar
antee, for which a charge is usually made. 

In still another way, mortgage loans may be 
classified as amortized or unamortized. The 
ordinary mortgage usually matures in three or 
five years, interest being paid as in the case of 
bonds, semi-annually, and the entire sum com
ing due at maturity. When the mortgage ma
tures, however, the property securing it is no 
longer the same property. The improvements 
have depreciated and the land may have de
creased in value. In order to safeguard the in
vestment against such conditions, another type 
of loan, invented in France, is rapidly coming 
into vogue in this country, namely, the amor
tized mortgage. In these loans a portion of 
the principal is paid off each year by payment 
of an amount ranging from one per cent to two 
per cent, and even up to five per cent, thus 
steadily increasing the margin of security pro
tecting the loan and increasing the safety of 
the investment. 

The investor can purchase a mortgage rang
ing in size from a few hundred dollars, secured 
perhaps by a vacant lot in the outskirts of a 
city, up to the great loans running into the 
millions, which as a rule are taken by savings 

Forman 
Farm 
Mortgages 
by the 
Monthly 
Savings 
Plan 

A new booklet, describing this 
attractive plan of investing 
in an attractive security, is 
just off the press and will be 
sent free on request. 

GEORGE M FORMAN & COMPANY 
Established 1885 

FARM MORTGAGE BANKERS 

11 South La Salle Street, Chicago, Ill. 

80 
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banks and life-insurance companies to aid in 
financing building operations of the largest 
magnitude. 

He may make his investment in several 
ways. He may lend his money direct to the 
borrower. Perhaps the great majority of 
mortgages are made in this way, but this 
method is seldom advisable unless one is quite 
sure that he can qualify as an expert with am
ple experience in all the technical processes of 
safeguarding a mortgage security. 

He may make his loan through a broker or 
an attorney, which is a better method. 

But the best and safest way is to buy a mort
gage of an investment banking house, which 
has already purchased the loan through the 
investment of its own funds, and which deals 
in such securities as so much merchandise. 
This method greatly increases the protection 
of the investment. The expert knowledge, 
skill, and experience of the mortgage dealer are 
invaluable to the investor. Moreover, even 
where no formal guarantee of payment of the 
loan is given by the banker, his recommenda
tion and sponsorship of the mortgage entail 
an obligation on him which bind him to sell 
only such loans as he has carefully investigated 
and found safe, and which he conscientiously 
believes are fit investments for his own funds. 

The second class of real-estate mortgage se
curities is represented by that popular and in
creasingly large class known generally as real-
estate bonds, based on division of an invest
ment among many holders. These securities 
are generally known as real-estate bonds, and 
in fact constitute the most modern improve
ment in lending money on real property. Of 
these bonds there is a wide variety. 

Perhaps the most popular form is the first-
mortgage real-estate bond. An issue of these 
bonds is simply an ordinary mortgage loan di
vided up, for convenience in selling, into a num
ber of bonds in convenient denominations, 
usually one thousand dollars, five hundred dol
lars, and one hundred dollars. The borrower 
signs each bond, and the entire issue is secured 
by a trust mortgage or trust deed. Each bond 
participates pro rata in the security. 

The great majority of such bonds are issued 
in accordance with the principle of amortiza
tion, maturing in annual serial installments, 
amounting to some four or five per cent each 
year, so that the loan is being steadily reduced 
out of the earnings of the property, while the 
mortgage remains unreleased and unimpaired 
until the last bond is paid off and cancelled. 

Such issues are usually secured by large prop
erties, such as office buildings, apartment, hotel 

Continued on page 82 

. CITY PROPERTIE. 
NG PARTICIPATION 

GUARANTEED FIRST MORTGAGE 

Participations 
Safe Investments for Large or Small Amounts 

Issued as the direct obligations of the Mortgage Trust Company 
(operating under State Banking supervision), guaranteed as to 
payment of principal and interest by the Mortgage Guarantee 
Company, and participating in well secured first mortgage loans 
on improved city real estate, these investments offer a high degree 
of safety and stability. 

Adaptable Amounts 
They are available at any time for the investment of any amount, 
large or small, odd or even, over a minimum of $50. 

Optional Monthly Maturities 
They are payable on the first day of any month you specify, from 
two months up to five years. 

Interest Rates 
They bear 3}4%, 4%, 4M% and 5%—the rates being governed 
by the periods for which they are issued. A special rate of 5J^% 
is allowed or even $100's invested for five-year periods. 

Write for booklet fully describing these investment! 

Mortgage Trus t Company 
415 Pine St. St. Louis, Mo. 
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Watch the Long Swing! 
Stocks and bonds rise and fall 

according to fundamental busi
ness condi t ions . Unders tand 
these fundamentals and profit 
on the long swing. Babson's 
Repor t s are a safe guide to 
profitable investment. 

Avoid worry- Cease depending on rumors 
or luck. Recognize that all action is followed 
by equal reaction. Work "with a definite policy 
based on fundamental statistics. 

Particulars free. Write Dept. H-38 

Babson's Statistical Organization 
Engineering Bldg. Wellesley Hills, Mass. 

Largest Organization of its Character in the World 

Investors in Forty-Seven States 
and several Foreign Countries buy our 
6% First Farm Mortgages and Real 
Estate Gold Bonds. Our investments 
are of the conservative k ind and ap
peal to those seeking safe, sound, time-
tried investments for their funds. 35 

years' experience. Write for 
pamphlet " G " and offerings. 

E. J . LANDER& CO., Grand Forks, N.D. 
Est. 1 8 8 3 . Capilal and Surplus $ 5 0 0 , 0 0 0 . 0 0 

Sugar Stocks 
The adoption of the 18th Amendment 
to the Constitution (Prohibition) is 
expected to greatly increase the con
sumption of Sugar and Sugar Products. 

List of dividend paying stocks of suc
cessful sugar producers and refiners 
mailed on request. 

Dividend yields 7 % and upwards. 

F r e d e r i c H . H a t c h & C o . 
Established 1888 

7 4 B r o a d w a y N e w Y o r k 
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and commercial buildings of various character, 
together with the ground thereunder. They 
possess the great advantage of giving the in
vestor of average means the opportunity to 
participate in the highest grade of mortgages, 
which because of their size, were formerly avail
able only to insurance companies, savings 
banks, and large institutions. 

The record of these bonds in the United 
States has been an excellent one, and when 
properly safeguarded and underwritten by an 
investment banking-house of experience, char
acter, and expert knowledge, they offer an 
investment of the highest degree of safety. 

Another type of real-estate bonds whose 
record on the whole has been a favorable one, 
is the collateral-trust bond. An issue of these 
bonds is secured by a group of mortgages on 
various properties deposited with a trustee. 
In some cases these bonds, or certificates, as 
they are variously called, mature serially and in 
many cases they are sold under a guarantee, the 
investor being charged about one-tenth of the 
income each year for this additional safeguard. 

There are many inferior classes of real-estate 
bonds. Some in the past have been sold un
der the loose general term of "mortgage 
bonds," the vendors in some instances taking 
pains to ignore or to conceal the fact that the 
bonds were only second or third mortgages, 
being preceded by heavy prior obligations. 
Still more remote from the security—and in
deed from security also—are real-estate deben
tures, which carry no mortgage lien at all, and 
whose purchase is a hazardous speculation 
rather than an investment. 

Real-estate-mortgage securities are like all 
other classes of investments—they are good 
when they are good. One is reminded of Gen
eral Gouraud's order of the day, July 15, 1918, 
when he smashed the final German offensive 
in the Champagne: "The fortifications are 
impregnable if resolutely defended." So too, 
real-estate securities are safe if they are well 
safeguarded—if protected by ample margins, 
both of earnings and of value, in the property 
securing them, if all legal details have been 
properly attended to, if due provision is made 
for amortization, and if the buyer or the banker 
from whom he buys has looked well into the 
future and taken all necessary measures to 
protect the loan against any possible eventu
alities. 

High-grade real-estate-mortgage securities 
may justly be called Simon-pure investments 
—strong-box securities, to be locked away and 
forgotten until maturity. There is no better, 
safer, more satisfactory investment than a 
first-class mortgage security on real estate. 



Money to Loan on Business Properties 

We invite correspondence from 
corporations or individuals desir
ing loans on retail or wholesale 
business properties, centrally lo
cated in business districts of cities 
having populations of 30,000 or 
more. Current rates of interest 
and commission. 

All mortgages must be a first lien 

—no second mortgages or lease
hold estates will be even con
sidered. Money advanced on 
construction loans as work pro
gresses. Size of loans limited 
only by value of the security. 
Loans payable by our serial pay
ment plan. Write particulars as 
to your requirements. 

Real Estate Loan Department 

MERCANTILE TRUST COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo. 
CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, $9,500,000 MEMBER FEDERAL RESERVE BANK 

FORMAN 
FARM MORTGAGES 

Netting 6% 
for Investment Outright or by the 
Forman Monthly Payment Plan 

Your funds, while accumulating for investment, may 
earn 6% net. 
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portunity for the investment of capital t ha t can be found in 
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Our Safeguarded Gold Bonds are not speculative. They are an established investment 
security. They are purchased by Banks, Trustees, and experienced individual 
investors in every par t of the nation. The at t ract ive features are: 

Interest rate 7%. 

All bonds are secured by established I 
come properties. 

, in part, paid at 3. Income tax, up to 4% I 
the source. 

4. A fixed portion 'of the loan is repaid 
yearly, out of earnings; thus, you may 
purchase bonds maturing in any year 
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5. A provision in Trust Deeds requires bor
rowers to establish sinking funds by 
monthly payments of both principal and 
interest. 

6 Trustees are required in order that the 
investment interests of all bond pur
chasers be properly protected. 

7. In cities where properties are located. 
National Banks or Trust Companies 

validate the bonds, authenticating each 
bond as properly drawn. 

8. Trust Deeds drawn and each issue 
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9. Fire Insurance always required as ad
ditional protection to bond purchasers. 
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$500, $100. As part of the bonds are 
repaid yearly, your investment may be 
intelligently regulated. 

i r . The assessed value of the security is 
always at least twice the amount of the 
mortgage. 

12. Added to your investment is the pro
tection of G. L. Miller & Co., an estab
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whose customers live in 45 States and 
many Foreign Countries. 
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Japanese, strong as that is, but we are 
watching closely the American activities 
in China, and we fear them because the 
Americans have an asset which no other 
nation has, and that is the unqualified 
confidence and good-will of the Chinese." 

American trade with China is increas
ing at a most satisfactory rate. Not so 
the investment of American capital. In 
this respect we have disappointed the 
Chinese, who hold that we promise more 
than we perform, and are becoming cor
respondingly discouraged. The war 
closed down all railway construction in 
China save that of the Japanese in Man
churia. I t is not unnatural that the en
trance of the United States into the 
war, the heavy employment of capital in 
financing the war industries and in the 
purchase of government securities, and 
the largest tax bill in the world's history, 
should have suspended foreign-loan op
erations for the account of the allied coun
tries and the United States. The unfor
tunate political division of China caused 
by disagreement between the Northern 
and Southern factions reacted unfavor
ably upon plans for the investment of 
capital in that country. It is remarka
ble that, notwithstanding the civil strife 
in China, trade should have proceeded 
about as usual. 

The high price of silver has increased 
China's purchasing power. This has 
been reflected in both the external and 
internal business of the country. Colonel 
Sellers in the "Almighty Dollar" was 
about right when he measured his profits 
by the per capita purchasing power mul
tiplied by the population. Every incre
ment of improvement in the economic 
situation of the Chinese multiplied by 
nearly 400,000,000 will give some indi
cation of the increased possibilities of 
trade with that country. 

There are parts of China not reached by 
the wonderful system of rivers and canals, 
or by railways, where wheat has recently 
been selling at from fifteen to twenty 
cents silver per bushel. Given transpor
tation to tide-water, the wealth of such 
communities will be increased by the ad
vance in the price of a bushel of wheat to 
that in the world's market, less the cost 
of transportation, and also by the en
larged productivity due to the change 
from a local to an international market. 

When the Tientsin-Pukow Railway was 
under construction the agents of an Amer
ican brand of cigarette followed the ex
tension of the line. There was a phe
nomenal increase of sales with every few 
miles of track laid. Investigation showed 
that the opening up of a hitherto inac
cessible district had enormously added to 
the prosperity of the people, increasing 
their purchasing power, and stimulating 
a demand for more than their bare neces
sities. 

There are only 6,000 miles of railways 
in China. Expand this to 60,000 miles, 
every one of which, it is said, will give a 
fair return on the investment, and the 
economic improvement of the people, it 
can be confidently predicted, will advance 
in almost a geometrical ratio. 

A hundred and more years ago mer
chantmen flying the American flag were 
a common sight in Asiatic waters, and the 
United States was only second to Eng
land in the China trade. After many 
years of blight, which culminated with 
the downfall of our merchant marine, this 
trade, which was the foundation of not a 
few New England fortunes, is to-day in 
a state of recrudescence. Fortunately, 
American ships, for so many years a 
memory and a tradition, are soon to re
appear on the Pacific and on other oceans. 

The most successful merchandising en-
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86 America's Opportunity in China 

terprises in China are owned and man
aged by Americans. American oil, Amer
ican cigarettes, for the most part made in 
China, and American sewing-machines 
are found throughout the width and 
breadth of the land. The initiative, en
ergy, and imagination of the concerns 
conducting these businesses have carried 
them far beyond the competitive influ
ences of similar activities of other nations. 
The conspicuous success of these enter
prises is witness to the ability of Ameri
cans to do business in any quarter of the 
globe, despite the handicaps of language, 
customs, and distance. 

In its varied climate and topography, 
and its great waterways, China bears 
a resemblance to the United States. In 
some respects the merchants with whom 
and through whom most of the whole
sale and all of the retail business is done 
possess qualities akin to those of our 
own business people, or at least qualities 
which make it as easy to do business with 
the Chinese as with the merchants of any 
other country. 

According to a Chinese proverb, "One 
does not fight a lion without weapons, nor 
try to cross a river without a boat." 
This saying, more than two thousand 
years old, is based on an accumulated ex
perience of a much longer period. I t is 
indicative of the sound common sense, 
caution, and conservatism of the Chinese. 
I t is this conservatism of the people, 
coupled with the extraordinary vitality of 
their civilization, that has repeatedly 
overcome the conquering race by engulf
ing their numbers and the alien culture. 
On the other hand, this inertia and a fail
ure to react to external pressure have been 
the cause of most of China's recent 
trouble. 

There are many racial stocks in China, 
and many dialects. But written char
acters are universal and the same 
throughout the land, and so are the cus
toms, literature, arts, and habits of liv
ing, all of which go to make up a civiliza
tion. In all parts of China, then, we might 
expect to find the merchant possessing 
like qualities and characteristics. This 
is indeed the case. We find him shrewd, 
conservative, and honest, rather inclined 
to be suspicious at first of what is new, 
and, a bargain once made, scrupulously 

keeping it. Two of the Chinese mer
chant's main characteristics are a willing
ness to compromise and a keen desire to 
conclude a negotiation. These character
istics, together with a certain similarity 
of temperament, and what is frequently 
a sympathetic understanding of the other 
fellow's view-point, make it comparatively 
easy to do business in China. 

Like snakes in Ireland, it might almost 
be said of American capital investment in 
China that it does not exist. As com
pared with investments made by Eng
land, Russia, France, and Germany be
fore the war, and by Japan on a lavish 
scale since the war began, the Ameri
can showing is pitifully small. I t is 
impossible to say what the story would 
have been if the American Government 
had not withdrawn its support of the 
American bankers at the time of the 
Six-Power Loan negotiation in 1913. I t 
is a moot question whether the action 
of our government at that time was for 
the best interest of China and the United 
States. The withdrawal of the support 
of the American Government was due 
to the belief that the terms of the pro
posed loan were unfair to China and im
paired her sovereignty. Since then a few 
loans, amounting to less than $15,000,000 
in all, have been made by Americans to 
the Chinese Government. There have 
been established a few enterprises requir
ing local investment of cash, and Ameri
can banks have opened branch houses in 
China. Last summer the State Depart
ment broached the matter of a loan to the 
government of that country, and Ameri
can bankers were encouraged to offer 
$50,000,000 on terms acceptable to our 
government and in co-operation with 
England, France, and Japan. 

There should be no difficulty in float
ing in the United States a loan of this 
character. There exists a good deal of 
uncertainty as to the wisdom of attempt
ing to float loans for the construction of 
railways and public utilities, and a de
cided hesitancy as to the advisability of 
attempting to market the securities of in
dustrial and commercial undertakings at 
the present time. 

Capital seems timid and reluctant 
about going into China for a number of 
reasons. In the first place, there is a 

(Continued on page 89) 
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business on international lines, or at 
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the service of The Continental and 
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more or less well-founded belief that an 
independent financial undertaking of any 
one nation incurs the risk of meeting 
with hostility from some other nation, 
whose interest might be adversely af
fected by the proposed scheme. There is 
also the feeling that the lack of any clear 
official expression regarding the protec
tion of American interests abroad might 
militate against an ordinary commercial 
loan. Finally, there is the civil fight in 
China, which for the past year and up to 
a recent date has bordered on anarchy 
and prevented China not only from doing 
her part as an ally in the war, but from 
properly protecting her sovereign inter
ests. 

I t would seem that with all the financ
ing since the beginning of the war the 
American public has by now a good 
working acquaintance with foreign securi
ties, and should be educated to a proper 
appreciation of the value of Chinese 
securities. China has never repudiated 
a financial obligation. I t has an insig
nificant national debt, and to-day is 
fundamentally and economically one of 

the soundest countries on the globe. It 
is entirely free from any form of social 
unrest. The jealousies of other countries 
whose spheres of influence or other shad
owy rights are encroached upon point 
to the wisdom of international co-opera
tion, to which the consent of the Chinese 
should be secured beforehand. 

As to governmental protection of 
American foreign interests, our tradi
tions make this a difficult matter. A 
pronouncement on this point, however, 
is a prerequisite to free and independent 
capital investment, more especially in 
weak and backward countries. Other
wise, we shall experience the humiliation 
of other nations offering us as an induce
ment to co-operation that protection 
which our government withholds. 

In 1911 China was faced with the al
ternative of retaining the Manchu rule, 
subject to the restrictions of a constitu
tion; of erecting a new dynasty; or of 
establishing a republic. I t chose the lat
ter course. In 1916 China again gave 
unmistakable evidence of its inherent re
publican spirit, and Yuan Shi Kai's im
perial ambitions ended in his humiliation 

Export Consignments 
Financed and Shipped 

Proper shipping and satisfactory financing of foreign 
consignments are complex problems requiring precise 
knowledge. » 

More than 70 years' experience in all markets of the 
world enables us to offer manufacturers and mer
chants a very complete service in financing and for
warding export shipments. 

Let us send you our booklet, "Essentials in Exporting" 

Austin Baldwin & Company, Inc. 
Established 1 8 4 8 

44 Whitehall Street, New York 
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and hastened his demise, The attempt 
to restore the young Emperor in 1917 
ended in a fiasco. A country in which 
ideals of democracy are thus firmly seated 
and in which a philosophy more than two 
thousand years old teaches respect for 
law and order, and elevates common sense 
to the highest degree can be depended 
upon to lay aside its internal disagree
ments and present a unified front to the 
outside world. 

For twenty-five years China has been 
at the mercy of the powerful commercial 
nations. They have wrung from her 
territories, concessions, disadvantageous 
treaties, and exclusive economic rights. 
They have done many of those things 
which we have been led to understand 
the League of Nations proposes shall not 
be done to a weak country. 

To-day, China's only hope of rehabili
tating her international position lies in the 
League of Nations. The interests of other 

nations may be adversely affected on the 
surface by the application of the League 
principles, which will find their acid test 
in China. But that country, freed from 
the shackles upon her political, commer
cial, and industrial development, will ac
quire a prosperity that will wipe out the 
existing narrow margin which separates 
her teeming population from want, and 
enable her to realize in full her limitless 
possibilities. All the nations will gain by 
a powerful and rich China, and what is 
good for China is good for all the world. 
Such a China offers the prospect of a ten
fold return on any well-considered busi
ness enterprise and intelligent capital 
investment. 

But what is of greater importance, 
membership in the League of Nations 
should insure to China justice and the 
realization of her newborn aspirations. 
The Far East will then cease to be a 
danger-spot. 
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sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the BUSINESS M A N A G E R of the S C R I B N E R ' S MAGAZINE and that the following is, to the 
best of his knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, management , e tc . , of the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the above 
caption, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section 443, Postal Laws and Regula t ions , to wi t ; 

1. Tha t the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, manag ing editor, and business managers a r e : 
PUBLISHER: Charles Scribner 's Sous, 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. I MANAGING EDITOR: None 
EDITOR: Robert Bridges . . 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. \ BUSINESS MANAGER: Carroll B. Merritt, 597 Eifth Ave., New York. N. Y. 

2. Tha t the owners are: (Give names and addresses of individual owners, or, if a corporation, give its name and the names and addresses of stock
holders owning or holding 1 per cent, or more of the total amount of s tock. , 

Charles Scribner's Sons . 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. I Arthur H. Scribner . . . 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y< 
Charles Scribner . . . 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. | Charles Scribner, Jr. . . , 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 

E . T . S. Lord 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
3. Tha t the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders owning- or holding 1 per cent, or more of total amount of bonds, mort

gages , or other securities a re : . . . . None. 
4. T h a t the two paragraphs next above giving the names of the owners, stockholders, and security holders, if any, contain not only the list of 

stockholders and security holders as they appear upon the books of the company but also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears 
upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, is 
given; also that the said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant's full knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and conditions under 
which stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon the books of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than 
that of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any other person, association, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect 
in the said stock, bonds , or other securities than as so stated by him. 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 26th day of March, 1919, C A R R O L L B. M E R R I T T , Business Manager. 
T. S. Kemp . Notary Public, Kings County. Kings County Clerk's No. 90 

[ S E A L . ] Certificate filed with New York County Clerk No. 262. Commission expires March 30, 1920. 

HODGSON Portable HOUSES 
Your cottage or bungalow for the Summer is already planned and 

built for you—and it is built right. You will find it in the Hodgson 
Catalog—photographs show exactly how it looks. There are a number 

of models, from one to ten rooms. They are built of better mate
rials than you could be sure of buying yourself. Skillful work

manship makes them perfectly snug and weather tight. 
Perhaps you want a garage, play house, a dog kennel 

or even a bird house. We ship them in painted and 
fitted sections that are quickly and easily set up—and 
without the help of skilled workmen, either. Write 
for catalog today. 

E. F. H O D G S O N CO. 
R o o m 244, 71-73 Federa l Street , B o s t o n , Mass."* 

6 East 39th Street , N e w Y o r k 
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RED GUM 
"AMERICA'S FINEST CABINET WOOD" 
For a few hundred dollars you may add a few thousand dollars in 

the sales value of your residence, if you make a liberal use of Red 
Gum, "Amer ica ' s Finest Cabinet W o o d , " for trim, panelling,wains-
coating, and timbered ceilings. With Red Gum trim artistically used 
you can give to your own new home much of the charm of the wonderful residences 
of two hundred years ago. The wise man in this practical and unpoetic generation 
is he who, when building, not only produces an architectural atmosphere pleasing to 
himself and his family but who, at the same time, has his weather-eye open for the 
point of view of the unknown man to whom he may sometime want to sell the house. 

Fine interior woodwork (Red Gum Woodwork) is just so much sales insurance. 
It puts your house in "Class A" of general desirability—at very small expense. 
Red Gum costs less than any of the other recognized cabinet woods—improves 

with age and is easily kept in beautiful condition. Its finishes are manifold. 
Write for the Red Gum literature. Write for Red Gum samples. Write, anyhow. 

GUM LUMBER MANUFACTURERS ASSOCIATION.lSSSBankof Commerce Bldg., Memphis.Twin. —«ss,, • :"-mmt 

Genuine 

Bayer-Tablets 
of Aspirin 
An unmarked tablet is like an anonymous 
letter—seldom honest, sometimes dangerous 
and always a thing to beware of. 

T A B L E T S 
Tin pocket boxesof 12 
Bot t les of 24 
Bott les of 100 

C A P S U L E S 
Sealed packages of 12 
Sealed packages of 21 
Sealed bot t les of 100 

Marked with the Bayer-Cross 
for Your Additional Protection 

The trade-mark "Aspir in" (Reg. U. 8. Pat . Office) is a paarantee that the monoacetieacicU ^ 
eater of salicylicacid in these tablets and capsules is of the reliable Bayer manufacturo. 
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BEAUTIFUL — 
(so, of course, you want i t -

doors, trim and furniture.) 

HARD— 
(—las t ing a n d v i r t u a l l y " m a r -

proof.") 

ADAPTABLE — 
(so you can finish it to get any 

effect YOU desire.) 

INEXPENSIVE— 
(so, al though used in palatial as well 

as modest structures, b i rch is within 
the reach of ALL.) 

"SEEING IS BELIEVING,"—so let us send you 
SIX FINISHED SAMPLES of BIRCH—and the 
interesting birch booklet. Will you write? 

NORTHERN HEMLOCK & HARDWOOD 
MFRS'ASS'N. 

2I5F.R. A. Building Oshkosk. Wisconsin 

/orDeauti/iilQoodtoork 
I use SeautiYu/ 

WHITING-ADAMS 
BRUSHES 

PAINTING EFFICIENCY 
DEPENDS ON THE BRUSH 
Three factors make for High-grade painting— 

PAINT, PAINTER AND BRUSH 
W h i t i n g - A d a m s 

TRADE V U L C A N MARK 
RUBBER CEMENTED 

BRUSHES 
Bristles fastened with Vulcanized Hard Rubber, and 
held in a vise-like grip. Shedding of bristles and failure 
of brushes impossible. Guaranteed in every respect. 
The most extensive and best line of brushes in the 
world. Send for Illustrated Literature. 

JOHN L WHITING-J.J.ADAMS CO. 
690 to 710 Harrison Ave., BOSTON, U. S. A, 

Brush Manufacturers for Over 108 Years 
and the Largest in the World 

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 

"W i let a corn ache twice. 

. ' J Small bottles can be had at any 
^ V _ _ L - J ^ drugstoreintfe U.S. or Canada 
THE EDWARD WESLEY CO. CINCINNATI^OHIO 
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the finest reproducing phonograph 
' T ' H E builders of tKe famous Steger Piano 
•*• have also created tKe Ste£er—the finest 

reproducing phonograph , wh ich p l ays all 
disc records cor rec t ly ; -no par t s to change. 
Hear it—play i t yourself. A t y o u r Steger 
dealers. Style Book sent on request . 

STEGER & SONS 
P I A N O MFG. C O . Steger Bldg., Chicago 

Founded by John V. Steger, 1879 
Factories, Steger, Illinois, "where the "Lincoln" 

and "Dixie" Highways meet. 

W o r n t h e W o r l d O v e r 

Quality First 

Boston 
Garter 

SOLD 
EVERYWHERE 7^£^A& 350 AND 

UPWARD 

G E O R G E F R O S T C O . , B O S T O N . M A K E R S O F 

V e l v e t G r i p H o s e S u p p o r t e r s 
fo r W o m e n , Misses a n d C h i l d r e n . 

Confidence 
~?\\ 

y mm 

In Your 
Carburetor 

' "PHE more you associate with a new Stromberg Car-
•*• buretor the finner your confidence in its efficiency. 

Anywhere—in any weather—with any car the New 
Stromberg guarantees a quick start—then development 
of power that gels you there. And this at the greatest 
of mileage economy. 

The utmost of engine energy a t least of travel 
expense and trouble. 

Write for descriptive matter . State name, year 
and model of your machine. 

S T R O M B E R G M O T O R D E V I C E S C O M P A N Y 
Dept 052 6 4 E a s t 2 5 t h S t r e e t , C h i c a g o , 111. 

New STROMBERG Does it! 
40 CARBURETOR 
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Dutch Bulbs 
OrderyourSupp/y Now/ 

B Advices from big growers in Holland indicate 
1 great scarcity of bulbs this coming season and 
= enough cannot be grown to meet the demand. 
§ To insure getting your supply send us your 
j | order at once. 

| UNTIL JULY 1st NOT LATER 
§ our present low prices for trie choicest varieties of 
% bulbs grown by specialists in Holland will hold 
E good. 
1 By ordering from us now instead of waiting until 
§ Fall, you make a large saving, get a superior 
= quality o f Bulbs not usually to be obtained 
1 at any price in this country, and have a much 
H larger list of varieties to select from. 

H Hyacinths, T u l i p s , 
= Narcissi, Crocus, give, 
= for a small outlay of 
= time and money, an 
= abundance of flowers 
= in the house from De-
= cember until Easter, 
= and in die garden from 
= earliest Spring until 
= the middle of May. 
= Our orders are selected 
= and packed in Holland 
= and are shipped to our 
^ customers immediately 
= upon their arrival in 
= the best possible con-
= diticn. They need not 
= be paid for until after 
= delivery, nor taken if 
= not satisfactory. 
| A FEW PRICES 
= Fine Mixed Hyacinths -
= Fine Mixed Tulips - -
S Fine Mixed Darwin Tulips 
| Double Daffodils - - -
= Narcissus Emperor - -
= Narcissus Empress - - -
= Narcissus Golden Spur -
= Write today for = 
| FREE B U L B C A T A L O G | 
= The most comprehensive published. Contains imporiprice- s 
= list giving prices on small and large quantities. E 

1 ELLIOTT NURSERY COMPANY g 
| 3 4 8 F O U R T H A V E . P I T T S B U R G H , P A . | 
riiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiis 

White Mountain 
Refrigerators 
" The Chest With the Chill in it" 

They are built on scientific prin
ciples, and have earned for them
selves the universal and enthusi
astic approval of that great final 

Judge—the P U B L I C . 
Sold in every city and important town in the United 
States. Send for handsome catalogs and booklets. 

IN O V E R A M I L L I O N H O M E S 

M A I N E M A N U F A C T U R I N G C O M P A N Y 
N A S H U A , N. H. Established 1874 

A REGULAR 
HOLDUP 

A f e w o u n c e s of K A P O Ceibasi lk as 
appl ied by us wil l hold up the heavi
es t person , in the water , for 3 months. 
(Used by U. S. and foreign Governments for 

this purpose.) 

T H A T ' S W H Y 

KAPO 
LIFE-SAVING GARMENTS 

Absolutely protect you from the danger of 
drowning and cramps and from all worry. 

Very light, comfortable, and secure. 
.THEY ARE NOT FILLED WITH AIR 

S W I M - W I N G S $ 2 
For Bath ing and S w i m m i n g 

WATER-VESTS $6 
For Boat ing and S w i m m i n g 

OCEAN WAISTCOATS $ 1 2 
For Travelers and Sportsmen 

F o r M E N W O M E N C H I L D R E N 
Chest measurements for all garments: — Size 

No. 1, 24 to 30 inches ; Size No. 2, 32 to 
36 inches; Size No. 3, 38 to 44 inches; 
Size No. 4, 46 to 50 inches. 

Sold by D e p a r t m e n t and Sporting G o o d s 
Stores e v e r y w h e r e ; if not easi ly o b t a i n a b l e , 
will send post-paid upon rece ipt of price . 

Send for i l lustrated Book le t . 

KAPO MFG. CO. 
B O S T O N . M A S S . . U . S. A . 

IT IS N'T S A F E T O W A I T 

R O W E ' S GLOUCESTER 
HAMMOCK 

Take comfort and rest In the open air. 

Direct from factory to bome 
Charges prepaid in the U. S. 

The Rowe has all-quality construction — built up to an ideal and not 
down to a price. Standard in bed hammocks for thirty years. Used ex
clusively at summer resorts, clubs, camps and in homes of people who 
know values and demand comfort. Made in (government standard) non-
fadeable, 21-oz. U. S. Khaki or white sail duck that will resist wind, 
weather and rough usage — Costs n few dollars more, but will outlast ten 
One-season hammocks. Send for cnlalOTiie. 

If it's made of canvas we can make It. SAVE THIS AD. 
E. L. ROWE & SON, INC., Workers in Canvas 

1 5 3 W a t e r Street Gloucester , Mass . 
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Be suspicious of tender 
gums ' 

i FOR 
THE GUMS 
BRUSH YOimrEEIH 

mm IT 
FORMUtA. Of 

• • - • • • : x . 

NEW YOHK CiTt 

SPECIALIST Ifl 

DISEASES OF THE S O W 

I PREPARED 'TOR T W *; 

PRE3CR1PTIOH OF t « | j 

CENTAL PROFESSJOft 

BE suspicious of any tend' 
erness or bleeding of the 
gums. This is usually 

the first stage of Pyorrhea— 
an insidious disease of the 
gums that destroys the teeth 
and undermines bodily health. 

Gradually the gums become 
spongy. They inflame, then 
shrink, thus exposing the un^ 
enameled tooth-base to the 
ravages of decay. Tiny open
ings in the gums form gate
ways for disease germs to 
enter the system. Medical 
science has traced many ills 
to these infecting germs in the 
gums weakened by Pyorrhea. 

They are now known to 
be a frequent cause of indi
gestion, anemia, rheumatism 
and other serious conditions. 

So watch carefully for that 
first tenderness or bleeding of 
the gums. Try Forhan's im
mediately. It positively pre
vents Pyorrhea (Riggs' Dis
ease) if used in time and used 
consistently. 

And in preventing Pyor
rhea — it guards against 
other ills. 

Forhan's (For the gums) 
cleans teeth scientifically as 
well. Brush your teeth with 
it. It keeps the teeth white 
and clean. 

If gum-shrinkage has al
ready set in, start using 
Forhan's and consult a den
tist immediately for special 
treatment 

30c and 60c tubes 
All Druggists 

"Travel 
Money" 

H o t e l s , r a i l 
road and s team
ship compan ie s 
a n d t h e b e s t 
m e r c h a n t s ac
cept "A. B. A." 
Cheques r e a d 
ily. 5 0 , 0 0 0 b a n k s cash t h e m wi thout e x c h a n g e . 
Recognized t h e world over a s t h e safest form for 
tourists to ca r ry m o n e y . Ge t t h e m a t y o u r bank . 

P A.B.A. I American 
Bankers 

Association 
Cheques 

THE BETTER.'OLD 

Accord ing t o J a m e s M . Barnes, why and 
how one man drives further and straighter 
than another will always be of the u tmos t 
interest to golfers. T h e " g r i p " has much 
t o do with the success of celebrated profes
sionals and amateurs . 

This is the first of a series of no ted e x 
per t s ' " h a n d s . " T h e above is [popularly 
known as the V a r d o n grip. 

A s an assistance t o ' 'good golf,' ' t he m o s t 
impor tan t S I N G L E item is the use of 

DUNLOP VAC 
G O L F B A L L S 

Dunlop V a c s are perfect, t rue , accurate, 
dependable for every s t roke ; of a resiliency 
insuring t h e longest flights; yet , wha t is of 
even more importance, s teady in the s h o r t 
game. 

Large stocks now on hand in this count ry . 

Buy them of your pro; he'll 
back up our claim—he knows 

Dunlop Rubber Company, Ltd. 
Founders of the Pneumatic Tyre Industry 

BIRMINGHAM, ENGLAND 

N E W YORK: T. W . Niblett, Suite 2014-M 
305 Fifth Avenue 

TORONTO : Dunlop Tire and Rubber Goods 
Co.. Ltd. 

For length of/light, perfect balance, 
absolute uniformity and durability 
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HOTEL-RESORT-ii-TRAVEL-DEPARTMEHT 
— E L - w ^ R - f M O N T H I N T M A . & A Z . I M E 3 — 

Atlantic Monthly Century Harper's Review of Reviews Scribner's World's Work and The Canadian Magazine. 12th YEAR 
Write our advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO BUREAU, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. Ask us for travel advice. Enclose postage 

Where-to-go Bureau forms for Ju ly close June 1st. 
NOVA SCOTIA 

COME TO 
T H E QUAINT OLD 

Land of 
Evangeline 

A vacation l and of n o regrets — a golden 
spot for every seeker of rest and enjoyment. 
Old ocean, lovely rivers, peaceful harbors , 
boating, canoeing, ba th ing , fishing—all 
awai t your coming. Moderates prices, every
whe re . 

GTEBNIGHT FROM BOSTON 

"Via Boston & Yarmouth S. S. Line 
"Write for par t icu lars on Tour Ko. 105 

D O M I N I O N A T L A N T I C 
RAILWAY 

8 3 2 Washington Street , Boston 

R . U . PARKElt , General rasseDffer Agent 
llallfax, Nova ficotia 

THE PINES, KOYA SCOTIA 
Hotel and Log Cabi n s in beautiful grove over
looking Digby Basin. Golf l inks nearby. 
Tennis, Boating, Bathing. Motor Launches, 
Automobiling. Excellent accommodations, 
reasonable rates. 

Now u n d e r management of 
DOMINION ATLANTIC RAILWAY 

Write for booklet 
Hotel Mngr., " T h e P i n e s , " Digby, N. S. 

LOUR LODGE ££by,ot£fs: 
I('ree from flies, mosquitoes, andliay fever 
Golf, Tenuis, Boating, Bathing, .Fishing. 
Garage. "Write for booklet. 

RHODE ISLAND 

The Leading Hotel of 

B L O C K I S L A N D , R h o d e Island 
C. C II A L L , P r o p r i e t o r ^ 

A D I R O N D A C K MTS. N. Y. 
MOHAWK ithLake. Capacity 125. Lat-

est equipment, electricity, 
& Cottages running water every room. 

Garage. C. M. Longstatt, Old Forge, N.T. 
M 

MOUNTAIN VIEW COTTAGES 
" Adi rondacks . " On the shore of t h e beautiful 
Fourth Lake where na ture is supreme. Homelike. 
Established reputa t ion . Superior excellence of 
table. Booklet. C. 0. PETR1E. Old Forge, N. Y. 
Where to-tro is in 1,000,000 homes monthly 

A T L A N T I C CITY N. J. 

I A TLANTIC CITY'S newest and most 
I f\ distinctive hotel, located on the 
II Board Walk, yet in the quiet, ex-
/ elusive Chelsea residential district. 

Reservations now being made. 
Under the direction of D. M. Linnard, 

President of the California Hotel Com
pany, operating the famous Hotels 

Maryland, Green and Huntington 
at Pasadena, California, the Hotel 
Fairmont and Palace Hotel at San 

'rancisco, the Belvedere at 
Santa Barbara. 

MAINE 
Front ' s Neck, HJii in*-. 
At ocean'e edge on a 

high-jut t ing p e n i n s u l a . Cool breezes always. 
Puro spring. Baths have fresh and salt water . Our 
own farm products . Country Club golf and t enn i s . 
Auto t r ips . Bathing. Boating. Open June 24. 

Write to Ira 0 Foss, Prop. , for booklet. 

NEW H A M P S H I R E 

A good GOLF course 
A good BATHING BEACH and a 

good HOTEL — this combination can 
be found at RYE BEACH, N. H. 

Tho Golf Course of the ABENA QUI CLUB is one 
of the finest 18 hole courses on the NORTH SHORE 
Tho Berthing is sttperb. a n d so near tha t a ba th is 
tho natural finish to a round of golf, whi le both 
are near the 

FARRAGUT HOUSE 
DVC D C A P U N U W. E. Carter, Mgr. 
a i r . D u H o n , n , n . <>,.....- J.I.,.- -i 

Furnished Cottages for rent. 

THE GRAND 
Mont Vernon, N. H. 

Opens June 15th. Strictly first-class. 
Grandest scenery. Unique, delightful 
hotel. Golf, tennis, orchestra, everything. 

Send for folder to 
G e o . E . B a t e s <fc Son, Owners & Props. 
OAK BIRCH INN AND BUNGALOWS 
On Lake Winnipesaukee, in White Mt. 
Foothills. Modern, first-class. Golf & all 
land & water sports. 90 m iles from Boston. 
"Write for booklet to Alton Bay, N. H. 
N E W H O T E L W E I R S , Weirs, N H On 
Lake Winnipesaukee. Foothills White Mta. BOO ft. 
above sea. Capacity 300. Large, l ight rooms. Or
chestra Fishing. Boating. Bathing. Garage. Booklet 

CANADA 

Canada 
'Highlands of Ontario' 

Millions of acres of p ine and balsam with thousands 
of lakes and s t reams. The mecca for outdoor men 
a n d women. "Algonquin Park ' '—"Muskoka Lakes' ' 
—"30.000 Islands of Georgian Bay" —"Timajrami" 
— " Kawar tha L a k e s " — " L a k e of B a y s . " Modern 
hotels. Good fisbingand delightful climate. Altitude 
1,000 to 2,000 feet above the sea. Write for illus
t r a t ed l i te ra ture : 
C. G. Ort tenbnrger , 007 Merchants Loan and Trust 

IM.IL-.. Chicago, III. 
W. K. Eastman, 294 Washington St . . Boston, Mass. 
U . M. Morgan, 1019 Cbaniber of Commerce Bldg., 

Buffalo, N. Y. 
J . II, Hurgts, 819 Dime Bank Bl«lg., Detroit, Mich. 
A. B . Chown, 1270 Broadway, New York City, N. Y. 

THE WAWA, CANADA 
In Lake of Bays, Muskoka 

C O M J E T H I S S I R I M E l t 
150 outside rooms. Magnificent scenery. 
No flies,mosquitoes, orhayfever. Fishing, 
Golf, Tennis, Lawn Bowling, Dancing, 
Boating. Finest bathing beach. "Write 
to the Canada Railway News Company, 
Proprietors, Toronto, for details and rates. 

Windermere, Mus
koka, Canada. On 

famous Muskoka Lakes. Modern i m p ' s . Tennis on 
concrete. Dancing. All water sports. Wo hay fever. 

M A S S A C H U S E T T S 

HOTEL'PURITANI 
390 Commonwealth Ave,Bos}on * 

The Dis t inc t ive Boston I 
House , cal led by qlobe J 

i t rot ters one of the most homelike i 
I and attractive hotel3 in the world. I 
* Modest rates. Our booklet has quide » 
| _tc_tustoric Boston and vicinity^ 1 

Send to me for it. AlP.Co3tello.Mgr. f 

MAYFLOWER INN 
AND COTTAGES—" 

t f f i 
Completed 1917. The most 
modern and beautifully ap
pointed resort hotel in New 
England. Located on Mano-

met Point, adjacent to historic Plym
outh. Ideal for Cape Cod motorists. 
Golf unexcelled. "Write for booklet. 
George K. Sanford, Manager, P. O. 
Plymouth, Mass. 

Nantucket Island, Mass. 
Modern conveniences a m o n g old-time, 
quaint surroundings. Ocean's cool ing 
breezes from all sides. Ideal harbor, boat
ing, bathing, surf, golf, riding on Moors, 
driving, auto trips. Famous Siasconset col-
ony & resort. For booklet address Box 501. 
SEA CLIFF INN AND COTTAGES 
Nantucket Island, Mass. Every breeze an 
ocean breeze. June 20 to Sept. 20. Send for 
Illustrated booklet, " Quaint Nantucket." 
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WHERE TO GO 

SCOTIA 
NOVA 

Ocean View 

Ambassador 
Atlantic City, N. J. 

Will Open July 1st 

The Checkley 

AlP.Co3tello.Mgr


" T a k e a Planned V a c a t i o n " 
Send or call at any of these offices for 

r n r P Artbooklet "Nine Ideal Vacations." 
rilLtj T e l l a w h e r o t o B° 1° F , s h - Camp, 

Hunt, Travel, Rest, spend a few 
days away from home. Bee Historical Points, 
combine Businesswith Pleasure or keep within 
a fixed expense. 

Canadian National Railways 
Boston, Mass. 
Chicago, 111. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Dululh, Minn. 
Minneapolis, Mi 
New York, N. \ 
Pittsburg, Pa. 
St. Louis, Mo. \ 
St. Paul, Minn 

29i Washington Street 
64 W. Adams Street 

527 Majestic Building 
424 W. Superior Street 

311 Nicollet Avenue 
D10 Woolworth Building 

214 Park Building 
311 Pierce Building 

Jor. 4th & Jackson Streets 

H o u n t a i n v i e w H o t e l «fc C o t t a g e s 
In forest on lake shore. Water sports. Bathing. 
Boating. Salmon & trout fishing, bothtrolling, fly 
casting. Best of everything glountalnvlew. Me. 

YoJ.**ch HOTEL MITCHELL S l S 
Combines Country & Seashore. Beach200 
ft. away. Fishing. Tennis. Booklet. 

NANTUCKET MASS. 
Golf* Golf! 18 hole coarse on-Nantucket Island. 30 
miles nt sea. Best bathing on New England Coast. 
Water temperature 74 decrees. For booklet write 

P O I N T B R E E Z E H O T E L 

Mere size of space is immaterial to results. 

A few lines on a page the people read exert a most 
decided influence lo prompt actioD. 

In making plans for your summer 

vacation, consider -̂ , 

HISTORIC QUEBEC 
and the famous 

Lower St. Lawrence River Resorts 

traveling via the 

Q U E B E C C E N T R A L 
RAILWAY 

Through Pull man cars vvilh din in gear service from 
NEW YORK, BOSTON, PORTLAND, 

The White Mountains and all New England points. 
For full information write 

0. D. Wadbworth, General Passenger Agent 
Kherbrooke, Que. 

Our War Work Is Done 
We can now supply our Gold Bond Portable 

HOUSES SCHOOLS 

BUNGALOWS CHAPELS 
GARAGES INDUSTRIAL HOMES 

To Manufacturers : we furnisJi homes /oryour workmen. 
To Boards of Education . ice furnish portable school houses. 
To Missionary and Religious Societies : we furnish portable 
chapels. 

Not a nail to drive—not a board to cut. Ready built 
in sections—not in hundreds of pieces. Doors, windows, 
with glass and hardware, hung in place. Just a wrench 
and a screw-driver puts up your house in a day or two. 
No carpenters needed. Single or double construction 
for summer or all year round. 

Have that cottage in the woods or by the water now. 
Have that garage notu. Erect cozy homes for your 
workmen noiv. Send 15 cents in stamps for 64-page 
catalog showing these buildings in color, with floor 
plans, descriptions, etc. 

MERSHON & MORLEY CO., 
430 Main Street Sag inaw, Mich. 

HONOLULU 
The Palatial Passenger Steamers R. M. S. " NIAGARA," R. M. 

80,000 Tons 

Sail from Vancouver, B . C. For fares and sailings apply Canadian Pac. Ry., 1231 

Canadian-Australian Royal Mail Line, 440 Seymour St., Vancouver, B. 

S U V A 

N E W Z E A L A N D 

A U S T R A L I A 

S. " MAKURA " 
13,500 Tons 

Broadway, N, Y. , or to 

C. 

CANADA MAINE CANADA 

COME TO COOL COLORADO 
AND ENJOY THIS SUMMER 
This magnificent resort—a metropolitan hotel set 

j in its o w n private mountain park of 2000 scenic < 

acres, w i l l prove a revelation. Irreproachable 

appointments, service and cuisine. Riding stables, 

immense garage, swimming pool, tennis courts 

and fine golf course. But ten minutes f rom 

Colorado Springs by motor or trolley. Abso

lutely fireproof and open the year 'round. 

BROADMOOR 
COLORADO SPRINGS 

Large de Luxe booklet, illustrated by Vernon 

H o w e Bailey, on request. 
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Hudson River by Daylight 
In the swift, breezy rush over sparkling waters you will find the 
comfort and charm of this marvelous trip between New York 
and Albany. Ideal one day outings to Bear Mountain, West 
Point, Newburgh and Poughkeepsie. Season opens May 24. 
Daily including Sunday. Send 4c for illustrated literature. 

H u d s o n R i v e r D a y L i n e Desb^t8VJ£ pier 

Ocean Travel ™NE Inland Seas! 
Magnificent D & C Lake Steamers are in Daily Service, 
Detroit and Cleveland, Detroit and Buffalo; tour trips 
weekly on the Coast Line to "America's most beautiful 
island"—Mackinac. On D & C Steamers, you can always 
keep in touch w i t h your affairs by wireless 

Detroit and Cleveland Navigation Co. 
Philip H . McMillan, Pres., A. A. Schantz, V. P. & Gen. Mgr. 

Send 3c Stamp for Booklet to 
L. G. LEWIS, Gen. Pas. Agent, 9 Third Avenue, Detroit 

J ing le C o n t e s t 
If you can write a jingle, 
—One that Bets the blood a tingle. 
To sail the waters blue, with pleasant 

skies-
Come now, married folks and single, 
With the winning jinglers mingle. 
And wear a brooch of gold—for that 's 

the prize. 

Five gold "Sea Goddess" 
Brooches, i e w e l - s e t for 
women, will be awarded 
the bes t j i n g l e r s . The 
twen ty - f i ve n e x t bes t 
efforts will be rewarded 
wi th brooches of lesser 
value. 

Jingle Contest Closes July 1 
Mail to "Jingle Editor" 

Detroit and Cleveland 
Navigation Company 

Detroit, Mich. 

Here It Is! 

provides a surprise to the most skeptical 
—One does not have to be an expert to 
recognize and enjoy its origin and homely 
goodness, neither are you taking chances 
when you try it—the intrinsic value, as 
•well as the pleasure, is there. A substan
tial satisfying 20th century beverage for 
Everyone. 

A typical E V A N S product—100% plus in all that 
makes for dependability, enjoyment and benefits. 

E A S Y TO GET, E A S Y TO S E R V E , A L W A Y S B E A D Y 

A p p l y t o N e a r e s t D e a l e r or W r i t e t o 

C. H. Evans <& Sons E,s7'|6
b Hudson, N. Y. 
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NON-INTOXICATING 

Ale 
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BANFF IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES 
X T HAVE you ever been to Banff ? If not, go this summer. 
•*••*• Banff, the majestic, the beautiful, nestling in an Alpine 
Fairyland, where people of tired cities go to rest and p lay ; to 
get a deep breath of bracing air and a physical and mental up 
lift for working days to come. Banff, with its warm sulphur 
swimming pool, its trails for mounta in ponies, its embarrass
ment of riches to lovers of out-door sports — golfers, walkers, 
climbers, anglers. Or Banff, where you may leisure and loaf 
in a luxury of glorious scenery unapproached anywhere in the 
world. I t is easy to get to Banff and not expensive — b u t 
ha rd to get away, for a t Banff is the world-famous 

BANFF SPRINGS HOTEL 
The Mountain Inn of Ease 

Unreservedly, i t is one of the most , if not the most, appealing 
mounta in hotels in the world. Here are life, music, endless 
opportunities for pleasure. Here a Paris and New York cuisine 
and the unapproachable service of a Canadian Pacific Hotel 
— and always most interesting and cosmopolitan companions. 
Good orchestra and dancing floor. Dining-room with capac
i ty for 600 guests. 305 rooms. 

By all means, BANFF this summer, between May 
15th and September 30th. Plan your trip early by 
writing NOW for full information, address: 

C A N A D I A N P A C I F I C H O T E L S 
1 2 3 1 Broadway, New York ; 1 4 0 S. Clark St . , Chicago 

or Montreal , Canada 
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rT"'HE name Hartmann means 
-*• fine trunks, and fine trunks 

mean Hartmann Trunks. 

A LL you need to be sure of 
when buying a trunk is that 

it bears the name Hartmann. 

Wardrobe Trunks with the name Hartmann 
A catalog sent on request 



Titles of Booklets 

W E S T E R N 
Rocky Mountain Nat'l Park, 

Colo. 
* 

Yellowstone Nat'l Park, Wyo. 
* 

Glacier Nat'l Park, Mont. 
* 

Grand Canyon Nat'l Park,Ariz. 
Mount Rainier Nat'l Park, 

Wash. 
* 

Crater Lake Nat'l Park, Ore. 
* 

Yosemite Nat'l Park, Calif. 
* 

Sequoia and General Grant 
Nat'l Parks, Calif. 

* 
Hawaii Nat'l Park, Hawaii 

* 
Mesa Verde Nat'l Park, Colo. 

* 
Hot Springs Nat'l Park, Ark. 
Zion National Monument, 

Utah. 
* 

Petrified Forest Nat'l Monu
ment, Ariz. 

* 
Colorado and Utah Rockies 
California for the Tourist 
Pacific North West and Alaska 
Arizona and New Mexico 

Rockies 

C E N T R A L 
Northern Lakes (Wisconsin, 

Minnesota, Iowa, Illinois and 
Upper Michigan) 

• 
Michigan (Lower Peninsula) 

E A S T E R N 

New England Lakes and Moun
tains 

New England Shores north and 
east of Boston 

New England Shores south of 
Boston 

New Jersey Seashore 
* 

Adirondacks and Thousand 
Islands 

Saratoga Springs, Lake George, 
and Lake Champlain 

Niagara Falls and Highlands of 
Ontario 

* 
Catskill Mountains and Sulli

van County, N. Y. 
* 

The Poconos, Delaware Water 
Gap, Mauch Chunk, and 
Chautauqua Lake 

* 
Long Island, N- Y. * 
Blue Ridge and Alleghany 

Mountains 
* 

Summer Resorts in the South 

Make this a summer of Vacation Travel. The transpor
tation facilities of the Nation are again at your service for 
pleasure trips. 

North, South, East and West, in every section, glorious 
out-of-door playgrounds beckon you. Heed the call. Get 
away. See unfamiliar places. Know the scenic beauties 
and grandeur of your land. 

Every American owes himself a visit to our National 
Parks—a vast region of peaks, canyons, glaciers, geysers, 
big trees, volcanoes, prehistoric ruins, and other wonders. 

Visit the seashore, the lakes, the mountains, the woods, and 
the many places of historic charm. Choose the seclusion of 
the camp or the enjoyment of social life at the great resorts. 

Money and time spent in a well-planned vacation is a 
health investment. Its returns are big in renewed energy 
and the joy of living. . 

Summer Excursion Fares 
to National Parks and Principal Resort Reg ions 

Printed on this page is a list of 
booklets, covering summer-time 
attractions. Note the dif
ferent titles. Decide which 
you want. 

Each booklet is attrac
tively illustrated and con
tains up-to-date, author- w» 
itative information. These ^ v f 

booklets will help you decide where 
to go. They are furnished free. 

Ask your local ticket 
agent to help you plan 
your trip—or apply to the 
n e a r e s t C o n s o l i d a t e d 
Ticket Office—or mail the 
coupon below to the near
est Travel Bureau. 

• UNITED -STATES • RAILROAD -ADMINISTRATION -
Travel Bureau 

143 Liberty Street 
New York City 

Travel Bureau 
646 Transportation Building 

Chicago 

Travel Bureau 
602 Healey Building 

Atlanta 

Mail this coupon to the nearest Travel Bureau for Free Booklets of 
the section you plan to visit 

Please mail me booklets as follows: 

Name_ 

C i t y _ 

_Street Address_ 

_ _ _ _ State_ 
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Your Vacation Trip 
Plan It Now 

Let These Free Booklets Guide 'You. To the National Parks, to the seashore 
or the lakes; to the mountains, the woods 

or places of historic interest. 



BIG SAFE LIGHT 
of the DILLON LENS 

You Feel Safe 
In the Great Path of Dillon Light 

One short ride behind the Dillon Lens on a dark 
night will give you proof beyond question of its su
perior lighting efficiency. 

Take such a ride at our risk. The Dillon Lens is 
guaranteed and if you are not fully satisfied with its 
performance your money will be refunded. 

The Dillon Lens projects, diffuses and deflects. Its 
big light reduces the danger of accidents, minimizes 
the glare from the other fellow's lights, and is legal 
in all states. 

Get a pair from your dealer. Try them on a dark night 
and if not fully satisfied return t h e m and your money 
will be refunded. I f your dealer can't supply y o u order 
direct, same price, $3.50 per pair anywhere in the U. S. A. 

DILLON LENS & MFG. CO., Dept. " E , " WHEELING, W. Va. 

DEALERS AND JOBBERS CAN BE SUPPLIED PROMPTLY BY 

PITTSBURGH PLATE GLASS CO., Pittsburgh, Pa. 

fper pair 

Any Size 
Am/wfiere in US.A. 
The Dillon Lens is the 
only lens with the mag
nifying bull's eye. 

Atlanta, Ga. 
Baltimore, Md. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Boston, Mass. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
Chicago, 111. 

Cincinnati, Ohio 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Columbus, Ohio 
Dallas, Tex. 
Davenport, Iowa 
Denver, Colo. 

Detroit, Mich. 
Grand Rapids, Mich. 
Great Falls, Mont. 
High Point, N. C. 
Houston, Tex. 
Jacksonville, Fla. 

Des Moines, Iowa Kansas City, Mo. 
St. Paul, Minn. 

Pacific Coast States 
PATTON PAINT COMPANY 

San Francisco, Cala. Los Angeles, Cala. 
Seattle, Wash. 

Timms, Cress & Co., Portland, Ore. 

Memphis, Tenn. Omaha, Nebr. 
Milwaukee, Wis. Philadelphia, Pa. 
Minneapolis, Minn. Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Newark, N. J. Rochester, N. Y. 
New Orleans, La. Savannah, Ga. 
New York, N. Y. San Antonio, Tex. 
Oklahoma City, Okla. St. Louis, Mo. 

Toledo, Ohio 
Western Canada 

INDEPENDENT ELECTRIC CO. 
Regina, Sask. 

Export Managers 
J. J. NORDMAN & CO., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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LENS MULTI 
VISION 
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PIERCE ARROW 
SCRIPPS BOOTH 
PAIGE L1NW00D 

MARMON MERCER 
PREMIER REO SIX 
HUDSON KISSEL 

WHITE COLUMBIA 
COLE CADILLAC 
CHALMERS LOCOMOBILE 

Look for Pantasote Label inside the top—it protects you against substitution which is not uncommon 

Pantasote 



Quality 
First 

WHAT tapestry is 
to wall paper, 

Silvertown Cords 
are to tires. 

More artistic—more 
durable—the tires 
with the Twin Red 
Diamonds on the 
sidewall. 

Buy Goodrich Tires 
from a Dealer 

SILVERTOWN 

CORD TIRES 
B E S T IN THE L O N G R U N " 



A comfortable five-passenger 
car, 119-inch wheelbase; 50 h. p . 
Studebaker-designed and Stude-
baker-built motor; perfectly bal
anced chassis; genuine leather 
upholstery; Gypsy-type top with 
bevel French plate-glass windows 
in rear; equipment complete in 
every detail. 

Studebaker builds complete in 
i t s own fac to r ies p r a c t i c a l l y 
every vital part of the New 
Studebaker Cars, thus eliminat
ing middlemen's profits—making 
possible such sterling high quality 
at these prices. 

THE LIGHT-FOUR THE LIGHT-SIX 
$1225 $1585 

THE BIG-SIX 
$1985 

All vrices f. o. 6. Detroit 

BIG-SIX 

THE N E W 



Two Things Only In 
Beech-Nut Grape Jelly 

PP U R E granulated sugar and the juice 
of those lucious grapes grown in the 

famous lake section of New York State 
— these are the only ingredients of 
Beech-Nut Grape Jelly. 

Nothing added to make it " j e l l "— 
exact cooking temperature takes care of 
that. Nothing added to give it "flavor" 
—because nothing can improve the 
natural flavor of the grapes themselves. 
And this real grape flavor is carried into 
the Beech-Nut Grape Jelly. 

That 's why Beech-Nut Grape Jelly 
tastes so good—why it has the wonderful 
texture and sparkling translucence that 

you had thought possible only in the 
best of home-made jelly 

And every glass is perfect, for it is 
always cooked by thermometer tests — 
the Beech-Nut secret of unvarying re
sult. No drip test, no uncertainty. 

In kitchens as spotless as your own, 
the grapes are washed carefully, as you 
would do in making jelly yourself: they 
are stemmed by hand, and every unripe 
or bad" grape thrown out, before the 
grapes are cooked in the Beech-Nut 
silver lined kettles. 

But taste this Beech-Nut Grape Jelly 
yourself. Serve it tonight. Order a 
glass from your grocer now. 

BEECH-NUT PACKING COMPANY "Foods of Finest Flavor" CANAJOHARIE, N. Y. 

Beech-Nut 
Jams, Jellies 
GRAPE JELLY RED CURRANT JELLY 

CRAB-APPLE JELLY 
SPITZENBERG APPLE JELLY 

QUINCE JELLY BLACK CURRANT JELLY 
STRAWBERRY JAM RED RASPBERRY JA 

Marmalades 
BLACKBERRY JAM PEACH JAM 

DAMSON PLUM JAM 
ORANGE MARMALADE 

G R A P E - F R U I T MARMALADE 
INEAPPLE PRESERVE CHERRY PRESERVE 



SOLUBLE Coffee 
"Good-Bye, Old 

Coffee Pot!" 
Put away your coffee pot and 
make coffee the newer and 
easier way with Barrington 
Hall Soluble Coffee. Just add 
water and serve. It dissolves 
instantly. 

If you have not yet tried Bar-
rington Hall Soluble Coffee, 
tear out the coupon below and 
send it to us with your grocer's 
name and 30$. By return 
mail we will send you a stand
ard tin (25 cup size). 
Barrington Hall Soluble Coffee 
is Baker-ized Barrington Hall 
Coffee concentrated to a crys
tallized powder. You will be 
delighted with its smooth, de
licious flavor. 

It is packed in medium 45^ 
vacuum-sealed glass jars as well as in standard 30^ tins and costs no more per cup than 
any other good coffee. The coupon below with 30$ brings the standard tin. 

Medium Jaro/Barring-
lou Hall Soluble Coffee 
Equal 10 a Pound of 
Baker-ized Barrington 
Hall Coffee. 

Baker Importing Company 
210 N o r t h S e c o n d S t r e e t , M i n n e a p o l i s 127 H u d s o n S t r e e t , N e w Y o r k 

TEAR OUT A N D MAIL TODAY 

Enclosed find 30^ for which please send one 25 cup s tandard tin of 

Barrington Hall Soluble Coffee to : 

Name 

Address 

Grocer' s Name 

Grocer's Address 
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It's so simple and easy with Movette 
Motion pictures are taken and reproduced by Movette with 
the simplicity and convenience of operating your ordinary 
" s t i l l " picture camera. 

To take Snap-shots 
with an ordinary camera: 

1—You purchase film at your dealer's 1" 
and load camera. 

2—You press the bulb. 2— 
3~After the film is used you return it 3~ 

to your dealer for development 
and printing, 

4—Your dealer returns the developed 4~ 
negative and prints of the pic
tures on paper. 

5—You paste them in an album. 5-

6—You thumb over the album look- 6-
ing at the still pictures. 

To take Motion Pictures 
with Movette: 

-You do the same. 

You turn the crank. 
You do the same. 

-The same except the print is made 
on non-inflammable positive film. 

-You place the print in the Movette 
container. 

-You place the container in the 
Movette projector, turn the crank 
and see your own motion pictures. 

The result is a motion picture with the same clearness and 
detail as shown in moving picture theatres—but smaller. 
Movette is fox the home. 

Think of the pleasure and satisfaction of having now, and for 
your posterity, living likenesses in motion of events and loved 
ones—the joy of being able to live over again scenes and 
memories in motion pictures, in your home, at your will! 

Movette outfit, consisting of Movette camera and Movette 
projector, $100. For sale at the foremost dealers in all leading 
cities. Catalog upon request. 

MOVETTE, Inc., Rochester, N. Y. 

WjiuiflMTHimijffltm>uiiuitrM^ 
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Hereafter 
instead of ordinary snap
shots— take your own 

Motion Pictures 
of your own subjects 
— your family, your 
f r iends , p laces and 
events that interest you. 

Movette 
IS FOR THE HOME J 

Movette 



YOU are sure of beauty, quali ty of work
manship and material, and of the per
manence of the memorial when you spe

cify Dark Barre Granite—The Rock of A&es — 
and receive from your monument dealer a cer
tificate pledfein£ to you the genuineness of the 
product and the character of treatment it has 
received. 

Dark Barre Granite is the guaranteed memo
rial rock, with dealer, manufacturer and quarry 
owner back of it. It must be real Dark Barre 
Granite, from our quarries, and the workman
ship on it must be rifeht when such a certifi
cate is placed in your hands . You then know 

that your investment is the bes t you could 
have made. 

Whether for costly mausoleum or monument, 
whether for spire, tablet or marker, Dark 
Barre lends itself perfectly to the work of 
polisher and cutter. Its texture and freedom 
from elements tending to discoloration enable 
it to defy time and weather. Your memorial 
will a lways be the same strong and beautiful 
silent sentinel over the resting place of your 
dead. 

Wri te for a free copy of illustrated booklet, 
" T h e Rock of Afees." 

BOUTWELL, MILNE & VARNUM CO. 
Address : Dept. F, M O N T P E L I E R . V E R M O N T Quarries at BARRE, V E R M O N T 

The Granite Center of the World 
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This Glass Garden for $3000 
P r i c e I n c l u d e s 

Greenhouse Materials 
Heating Equipment 
Plant Benches 
Ventilating Apparatus 
Workroom 
Masonry "Work 

THIS snug l i t t l e Glass 
Garden and Workroom 

erected complete, ready for 
planting, costs $3000; which 
is exclusive of freight, cart
age, or workmen's fares. 

The Glass Garden is 18 feet 
wide by 25 feet long. The 
workroom is 12 feet by 15 
feet. 

The construction is simple, 
durable and practicable. 

If desired, the Workroom can 
be omitted and the Glass 
G a r d e n b u i l t against the 
dwelling or garage.' 

The cost of the Glass Garden 
without the workroom is 
$2000. 

to 

to 

Lord & Burnham Co. 
Builders of Greenhouses and Conservatories 

SALES OFFICES 
N E W YORK PHILADELPHIA CHICAGO 

CLEVELAND TORONTO MONTREAL 

FACTORIES 

IRVINGTON, N. Y. DES PLAINES, ILL. ST. CATHARINES, CANADA 

IRVINGTON, N. Y. 
BOSTON 
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SENECA CAMERA MANUFACTURING COMPANY, ROCHESTER, N. Y. 
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Yow cannot afford to carry extra weight 

T HE extremely light car of short 
wheelbase vibrates up and down. 

The extremely heavy car, whose 
wheelbase also is short considering 
its weight, cannot escape the wear 
and tear of side sway. 

You cannot afford to carry extra 
weight. Yet who would sacrifice it 
for jerky up and down vibration? 

The Jordan Silhouette has ban
ished both difficulties forever. It is 
the lightest car on the road for its 
wheelbase. 

Yet it possesses that peculiar bal
ance which cannot be-attained in cars 
weighing twelve to fifteen hundred 
pounds more — nor in extremely 
light, short cars. 

Its whole tendency is toward for
ward movement. It is a new kind of 
a car. And heralding the new, it 
has naturally marked the passing of 
the old. 

Picture the perfectly balanced 
chassis of finished mechanical excel

lence equipped with this new custom 
style all-aluminum body. 

Picture the new European wide-
opening doors — the r ec tangu la r 
mouldings—the smart French angle 
at the dash—the cocky seat cowl— 
the perfectly straight flat top edge— 
the distinctly different fenders—the 
tall hood with twenty-nine louvers— 
the slanting sport-type wind shield 
—the gun metal instrument board— 
the artistic hardware—the floor rugs 
of velvet texture—the tailored top— 
the cordovan leather boot and saddle 
bag built into the tonneau. 

Imagine stepping into this cai 
sinking down at a perfect comfort 
angle with knees not too high, wheel 
and pedal just where you want them, 
arm rests just right—and slipping 
away—with no bouncing—no joun
cing—no side sway. 

Such is the new Jordan Silhouette. 
Built in both four and seven pas

senger. Optional colors Egyptian 
Bronze and Burgundv Old Wine. 

m... J O R D A N M O T O R CAR C O M P A N Y , CLEVELAND, OHIO 

;*>» 
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An Incident in the Senator's 
Great Patriotic Speech 

PUB H i t , 
« t U o w K 
tera lo t t t 
at ii3.il the 
Fered qui te 

owed i n * , 
a a t p a r i -

" T V T E V E R let us forget, my 
I ^ friends, that the reason we 

*• ' • were able to force Victory a 
year ahead of the Allies' schedule, was 
because our men were fit, and were 
kept fit by regular inspection. (Loud 
applause, prolonged cheering.) 

"The idea of regular inspection in 
order to keep fit contains a lesson we 
can each apply in our daily lives. A 
homely illustration just occurs to me 
—if you will pardon a moment ' s di
gression! 

'"Sometimes I have to make several 
speeches a day, going from town to 
town in my car. Two years ago I had 
a speaking trip completely spoiled for 
me by a trouble-making battery in this 
auto of mine. I t was a specimen of a 

common trouble-making variety that 
kept a man busy wondering what it 
would do next. 

"So it was a happy day for me when 
I learned I could get a battery built 
for folks who haven't time nor incli
nation to study battery anatomy. 

"Since .then I have been riding in 
comfort with a husky, dependable, 
long-lived Pres t -O-Li te spinning the 
engine and feeding the deadlights. 
For the regular inspection which sol
diers and batteries alike require to 
keep them 100 per cent efficient I fall 
back on the Service Station man. This 
is one way in which I have tried to 
apply the lesson to myself. 

"And so never let us forget, my 
b i h ^ l flu 1 memorial 

Th« C T C M I 

330 m a i l ^ 
m i r k , fort 
• heal t »J 

of AmcrMd 
propose ' \ 

.rain y ^ 

Undr-V 
tun of A 
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proprtatlj 
Ministry, 
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M (he ( 
•t.ougn J 

unable \et 
propria!)'} 
Ministry, 
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«.( the I 
tliPuSf. • 
tvwywfa-J 

In mni 

The Prest-O-Lite Company, Inc., 30 East 42nd Street, New York 
In Canada: Prcst-0-Lite Co. of Canada, Limited, Toronto 

503 

The Oldest Service to Automobile Owners in America 
Look for t he n a m e Prest-O-Lite on Service Sta t ion signs everywhere 
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The Victory Model 

MOON LIGHT S I X 
The price of the Moon Car 
is an appeal to your reason 

$1685 

f.p.b. St. Louis 

MOON CARS 



• 

PHOTOGRAPHS OF MOON CARS ARE NOT RETOUCHED. 

Quality throughout 
Frame—Pressed steel, especially de

signed for Hotchkiss drive; with deep 
strangle in front to enable short turn
ing radius. Rear tire carrier integral 
with frame. 

Wheelbase—118 inches. 
Front Axle—Timken I-beam, drop forge, 

special heat treated. 
Rear Axle—Timken pressed steel, spiral 

gears. 
Brakes—Internal and external, 14-inch 

drums. 
Propeller Shaft — Tubular, with two 

Spicer universal joints. 
Springs—Front, semi-elliptic, 39 inches. 

Rear, semi-elliptic, 54 inches. 
Clutch—Borg & Beck, dry plate type. 
Motor—Continental Unit Power Plant; 

six cylinders, 3 34 x 4 J/2 inches, cast en 
bloc. New type cylinder heads, re
movable; pressed steel oil pan; en
closed valves; lubrication pump and 
constant level splash. 

Transmission — Brown-Lipe unit con
struction with motor and clutch, selec
tive sliding gear type, three speeds 
forward and reverse. 

Radiator -Fedders, honeycomb, nickel-
silver shell. Water pump circulation. 

Battery— Exide, six volts. 
Starter and Ignition—Delco system; two-

unit. Bendix drive. 
Steering Gear—Worm and gear type; 18-

inch steering wheel with corrugated rim. 
Tires—4-inch demountable rims, extra 

rim on rear. Rugged tread tires on 
rear wheels. 

Upholstering—High-grade genuine tan 
Spanish leather throughout; plaited 
type. 

Top—One-man, California style top of 
"Never-Leak" material. Bevel plate 
glass lights. Curtains carried in 
pockets of top. 

Windshield — Two-piece, both halves 
ventilating. 

Equipment—Foot rail; robe straps; tool kit carried in front door; jack; tire pump; 
trouble light connection; light cord; tonneau light; ammeter; oil gauge; lighting 
and ignition switches with patented lock; storm curtains that open with doors. 
Motor driven horn. 

Body—Beautifully designed with high radiator, full bevel lined type. Instrument 
board, front and rear, black walnut; wide doors with concealed hinges; comfort
able driver's position with spacious leg room; clear running board with deep 
one-piece stamped crown fenders. 

Price: $1685 i. o. b. St. Louis 
The low cost of driving the Moon 
car is the final verdict in its favor 

MOON MOTOR CAR COMPANY S T . L o u i s , U. S . A. 

MOON C A R S 



In every section of the nation you will find that 
Paige cars are regarded with respect and confi
dence. They possess that rare faculty of " making 
friends " and this, after all, is the final test of any 
manufactured product. 

But Paige popularity, please remember, is not 
mere price popularity. We have never produced 
a cheap car — and never shall. We believe that 
freedom from repair bills and excessive deprecia
tion is infinitely more desirable than a mere "catch
penny" list price. So we use only the best of mate
rials and workmanship — regardless of cost. We 
willingly pay the price of true economy. 

In brief, we build enduring satisfaction into every 
motor car that leaves this plant. We take the 
necessary time and pains to see that each individ
ual car is worthy of ourselves and our owners — 
or it cannot bear the Paige name plate. We build 
in the one way that we know how to build — for 
Quality, first, last and all time. 

Such a policy may not be spectacular — but it is 
sound. It produces motor cars that will outlive 
any guarantee that we might write for them. It 
protects and fosters that great volume of good will 
which is the most valuable asset of this company. 

PAIGE-DETROIT MOTOR CAR CO., DETROIT, MICH. 
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The Most Beautiful 
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Always keep a Daylo in the pocket of your car! 

As necessary in night motoring 
as the headlight 

Is the rear tire flat? 
What the deuce is making that engine sputter? 
Has somebody been monkeying with the carburetor? 
What does this Chinese guide book say? 
Is that a dodo in the fence corner? 
Does that sign read "Sni tzburg" or " P o d u n k " ? 

IMPORTANT 

For your protection the 
registered name : 

EVEREADY 
DAYLO 

is stamped on the end cap. 
Accept no substitute. 
2638, 3651, 2632, 2634, 
2659 are styles especially 
suitable for use on auto
mobiles. 

Daylo is guaranteed to multiply the joys and con
venience of night riding. Made in 77 styles. 

The Light that says : 
—"There it is !" 

With that long-lived 
EVEREADY 

All Eveready dealers 
are now well stocked 

Qurigsten Battery 

607 
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THIS BORDER 
IS A SKETCH 
"FROM L I F E " 
OF A FINE EX-
A M P L E O F 
C A R V I N G I N 
A M E R I C A N | 
WALNUT. 

American 

WALNUT 
'The Cabinet-wood Superlative." 

"Plenty of Walnut" 
is the happiest kind of news to all lovers 
of really good furniture. 
Notwithstanding the general belief in its 
scarcity, there is a lot of it left. Enough 
to supply with superior furniture all the 
discriminative people of the United 
States for several generations to come! 
Of course, this means moderate prices—notwith
standing Walnu t ' s superlative t rai ts as a cabinet-
wood—non-shrink, non-swell, non-warp (drawers 
slide easily, for 300 years if properly made)—and 
notwithstanding the rapidly growing insistence on 
American Walnut by the best American people. 

The Brochure, de luxe, on American Walnut is being pre
pared for your library table. On your request it will come, 
when ready, with our compliments. Will you place youv 
name on our list for one of the First Edition? Drop us a 
card, please. Thank you. 

AMERICAN W A L N U T MANUFACTURERS' ASSOCIATION 
Room 417, US Broadway, New York City 
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Why Affront 
The Architect 
With the Word Specify 

Suppose, as a manufacturer, all 
the Ads. in your t rade paper 
should continually harp, in big 
type, on the w o r d — B u y ! Buy! 

Not only harp on it, bu t make the 
entire text trend a bald command, 
and almost a demand to buy ! 

How many of those Ads. would 
long get your a t tent ion? 

The advertisement t ha t interests 
you is the one t ha t tells you of help
ful points about your business, t ha t 
you didn' t know; or tha t reminds 

you of those 
you have for
gotten. 

The architect, al though an artist, 
is likewise a business man. Why, 
therefore, assume tha t the word 
specify is magic for h im? 

W h y not tell him something about 
your product t ha t he doesn' t 
know; and then keep on telling 
him some facts he did know, bu t 
has forgotten? 

Think of the thousands of sales 
the architect influences. 

W e have some sound sense sug
gestions for securing your share of 
these sales. Consider this adver
tisement an invitation to send for 
them or send for us. 

ARCHITECTURE 
Publ i shed b y 

THE HOUSE OF SCRIBNER 
CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

597 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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That kitchen of yours 
let Linduro Enamel 

give it a porcelain-like lining 

OV E R N I G H T , almost, Linduro 
will give a glistening white, 

porcelain-like finish on your kitchen 
woodwork, walls and furniture. You 
don ' t need to miss finishing a thing. 
I t puts a porcelain enamel on even 
the hot-water boiler. Furthermore, it 
will stand the heat without cracking. 

Put this same porcelain finish on 
your refrigerator. Porcelain-coat your 
table, the chairs, and the bread-box. 

At once your kitchen of work-a-
day weariness becomes one of every
day cheeriness. No more rub and 
dub to keep it clean. Wiping it off 
with a damp cloth keeps it fair and fit. 

Best of all, Linduro Porcelain is 
easy to use. I t brushes on readily. 
Covers well, and clings to the sharp 
edges, giving every par t an equal 
protection. I t dries hard in a sur
prisingly short time. Once you have 
its porcelain lining on your kitchen, 
it is there to stay glistening white for 
years to come. 

This Linduro Enamel is sold by 
Lowe dealers everywhere. We will 
gladly put you in touch with the 
nearest one. 

Send for helpful hint booklet, 
called "Linduro , or Some Things I 
Found Out About Enamels ." 

^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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THIS Happy Solution Book 
on heating, which we will 

gladly send you with our com
pliments, is just a plain "folksy" 
kind of talk on various heating 
questions that are uppermost in 
your mind. 

To which are added a number 
that you had not even thought 
of, but that really should have 
your more than passing consider
ation. 

to y o u r 
h e a t i n g 
problems 

Of course it is your determina
tion, in these times of high coal 
costs, to get right at the heart of 
this heating question yourself. 

This Happy Solution Book was 
made for just such, who have a 
common sense determination. 
Further than that, it explains 
why The Burnham Cosy Comfort 
Heat is the economical, comfort-
giving heat it is. 
Send for theHappy Solution Book. 

Lord,& Burnham Co. 
MaKers of Burnham Boilers 

Irvington, N. Y. 
Representatives in All Principal Cities 

C a n a d i a n Office—Royal Bank Bldg. , T o r o n t o 
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"There she is in the window—my little girl—why don't they save her? Let 
me g o ! " How often is this human tragedy enacted? When is it due to 
happen in your city ? You cannot judge of this by the few accounts you read 
of school fires in newspapers. 

A school fire a day 
WHY don' t we read of school fires in the 

papers ? " one man will ask skeptically. 
" Schools are about the safest buildings in 

town," replies a friend, wise in his own opinion. 
Suppose you were on a trip far from home and 

your school house burns down. Your children 
have a narrow escape and your wife is prostrated. 

She cannot locate you by wire but trusts you 
have seen an account in the papers. 

Your eye may chance to fall on a dispatch, a 
mere item, that will drive you to the long distance 
for real news. 

W h e n you get back home and read your local 
paper you will realize how panic seized the hearts 

of citizens, how mothers 

Take These Plain Facts w a i t e d for t h c
f

w ? r d °f assurance or or eternal 
agony, how rescues were 
made by fire fighters 
and faithful teachers. 

Some five billion dollars of 
business property has been 
protected from fire by auto
matic sprinklers. 

State Industrial Commis
sions are guarding the lives 
of factory employees by re
quiring this same unfailing 
protection in business prop
erty. 

The United States Govern
ment insisted on war indus
tries being so protected. 

After that you won't measure the danger in 
school buildings by the few newspaper items you see 
now and then. 

According to experts in scientific fire protection, 
Grinnell Automatic Sprinklers are worth more than 
all the other building alterations and vigilant mea
sures a community can provide. They are always 
on guard, in every part of the building. W h e n the 
fire starts the water starts. 

Read—"Fire Tragedies and Their Remedy." 

Any individual, trustee or official will find in 
" F i r e T r a g e d i e s a n d T h e i r R e m e d y " the un
varnished truth and a path of imperative social 
service. Wri te for it today. Address General Fire 
Extinguisher Company, 287 West Exchange Street, 
Providence, R. I. 

GRINNELL 
A U T O M A T I C SPRINKLER SYSTEM 

When the fire starts the water starts 
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A picture and a letter from one of the 
doughboys in the Army of Occupation 

Wittlich, Germany, Jan. 2nd, 

Adv. Manager, The Procter & Gamble Co., 
Cincinnati, Ohio 

Dear Sir: 

I am sending under separate cover a drawing 
suitable for an Ivory Soap advertisement. 

This drawing is based on an occurrence 
which was too good for me to lei slip by. One of 
the boys got two bars of Ivory in his 3x4x9 
Christmas box and his attitude and joy in 
receiving it, is by no means exaggerated in the 
drawing. Ivory leaves a feeling of freshness 
and cleanliness that can't be equaled. We were 
able to get it at a commissary down in the 
Vosges about three months ago, but haven't 
seen any since. 

The background of the drawing will picture 
somewhat the comfort in which the Army of 

Occupation is 
now living. 
Our quarters 
arein a former 
seminary and 
we have all 
the conveniences of a college dormitory. 

Though the drawing is done on the only 
paper available and not on the usual 30x40 
illustration board you are accustomed to see, 
I'm sure it will reproduce well. An advertise
ment could be written around it for next 
Christmas or it can be used in the near future, 
as a good many of us shall remain here for a 
long time and boxes will come as long as any 
of us remain. 

Yours very truly, 

Sgt. George TV. Straub, 

Co. C, See F. Sig. Bo., American E. F., A. P. 0. 792. 
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The Annual 

Roll Call 
of WHITE TRUCK FLEETS 

ACCORDING to its annual custom, The White 
. Company is now publishing its Roll Call of fleet 

installations (ten trucks or more) in national magazines 
and metropolitan newspapers. 

Year after year this Roll Call grows. It is something 
more than a list of well-known concerns owning ten 
or more White Trucks. It represents a yearly progress 
in added trucks per owner—the most extensive growth 
of individual fleets ever published by a truck maker. 

The rate of growth of the installations which com
prise ten trucks or more is shown in the following 
summary for each year: 

1910...54 1912...495 1914..1704 1916..5147 
1911..194 1913..1001 1915..2601 1917..7436 

TODAY.. 9227 

There are now 2,774 White fleets in active service, totaling 
33,139 trucks, exclusive of all single truck installations. 

A copy of the 1919 Roll Call will be sent to anyone interested upon request 

T H E W H I T E COMPANY 
CLEVELAND 

.' 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 



There's 
Nothing 
Finer 
than a healthy, happy infant and there s nothing 
better to keep baby well than 

MRS.WINSLOWS 
SYRUP 

The Infants' and Children's Regulator 
Purely vegetable, guaranteed hon-narcotic and non-alcoholic, 
it is a simple, highly efficacious remedy for all baby's digestive 
troubles. The open published formula appears on every bottle. 

At All Druggists 
ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO. 
2 1 5 - 2 1 7 Fulton Street, New York 

Genera/Selling Agents .* Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc. 
New York and Toronto 

BAKER'S COCOA 

Pure , delicious, 
wholesome 

A well made cup of 

is a large p a r t of a 
good meal. 

It is practically all 
nutrition,very little 
was te , and its use 
saves o ther roods. 

TRADE ftofl/t Of/ £l/£f/Y PACKAGE 

WALTER BAKER& CO. LTD. 
ESTABLISHED 17QO DORCHHSTER.MASS. 

More Than Ever 

INSTANT 
POSTUM 

is appealing to people who 
should not drink coffee. 

Its rich flavor, health-
fulness, convenience 
and Economy are 
among the reasons 
why. 

Waterman's 
Ideal 

FountainPen 
Three Types 

Self-Filling. Regular and Safety 
$2.50 and up 

Sold by best dealers 
L. E. Waterman Company 
191 Broadway N e w York 
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