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Why Are You Interested ?

OMETIMES, even in your busiest moments, you will stop and
read an advertisement through.  In your Iuaure rime, when
vou are comfortably alone with the magazine, you stop and
read many of them through. But there are some, perhaps,
that you never read at all.

Our advertisers pay $250 for the privilege of being read
Scribner readers.  But Scribner readers are discriminating.  They
Our prob-
lem is to discover why Scribner readers are interested.  We want you to
tell us what there is that attracts you in the adverrisements you read,
and why there are some that you skip.  We want suggestions that may
help our advertisers to hold vour interest, and thus, at the same time, be
- of service to you.

1\\
will read what immediately interests them, and read it through.

Look over the advertisements in this March num-

Will you help us? r :
Then, in

ber; hnd the rhree that most attract and hold your interest.
' 100 words, tell us which of the cthree you consider the best.

Then find an advertisement that yvou would be inclined to skip. Tell
us, in another hundred words, how yvou would improve it.  Try to make
VOUT CTILICIST CONSTIUCTive.

We value your suggestions so much thar we shall give for the best
criticisms a

$24.00 Set of Richard Harding Davis
Crossroads Edition. 12 Volumes. Bound in Cloth

For the second and third and fourch best cniticisms we shall send a set of

Emile Gaboriau’s Famous Detective Novels

6 Volumes. $12.00
Gene Stratton-Porter George Barr McCutcheon
6 Volumes. $12.00 6 Volumes. $12.00
CAUTION : ast—1u areiving at your choice, consider the small advertisements as well as the large ones,

2 — Be sure to send in your list of four with your oo-word suggestions.

3d — Be sure to send o your suggestions before the rsth of March, zo17.
Competent advwrtising men will pass wporw your suggestions and make the awards.  Criticisms from
thase futerestod Tn the fnsiness of advertising ave not invited.

Awards for Criticisms of the January Advertising

Because ten of the criticisms were of high order and worthy of recognition, six
additional awards have been made

Fivep Awaed: R HENDERSON, Minneapolis, Minn, (Goodyear Tires), $z4.00 set of B, L. Stevenson’s Works, 57 vols,
cond Awarnd A, | POWELL, akee, 1L (Columbia Records),  $12.00 set of Booth an}.mg:on s Warks, & vo
Fhivd dward: |E CAMEBERON, Seattle, Wash. (Johns-Manville Ashestos), :sl.. 00 set of [. M. Barrie's Works, & vals,

Forrthe Award: T, HinpELL, Kansas City, Mo, (Am, Tel. & Tel. Co.b. Hapkinson Smith's Works, 6 vols,

Haow, Mewntionn! E ST 5. LELAND, Springfield, Mass xrns.un Granite) aw ' by Katharine Funcnon Gerould.
ARUHIE € SADE, Haolyoke, Mass, (Sant 1, " Ten Thousand Miles wnh a Dog Sled,” by Hudson Stuck.
Washington, I, hifd & Coy. " A Sheai,"’ by JTohn Calsworthy.
ew Ulm, Minn, T Hall Hours and Der T\,’. b) Slr James M, Barrie.
i “TON, Brooklyn, . ational Cu‘ (‘u ! Poe's Helen," by Caroline Tn:knm—.
. K. \|‘-.|rek Cambridge, Mass (Amn. Tel & Tel. * Financial Chapters of the War," by A, D. Noyes:
NOTE: Awards for the eriticisms of the advertising in the February Scrisver annsunced in April.

Address, Service Department

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

Consult our School :mdlCullege Service Department. Individual attention will be
cheerfully given to your requirements without cost toyou. Announce-
ments of the best private schools and colleges, pages 28 tq

Are you looking for
““ Just the Right School "7

32

[}
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JEWELERS SILVERSMITHS STATIONERS

THE QuALITY IS HiGH

AND

THE VARIETY LARGE

THE TIFFANY BLUE BOOK GIVES PRICES
[T WILL BE SENT UPON REQUEST

FIFTH AVENUE & 57™ STREET
NEW YORK




Padlqbks '
Nig‘ht Latches

Builders' Locks
House Hardware

Cabinet Locks
Trunk Locks

\ Motor Car Lock's;;
Prison Locks ‘|
' i

Time Locks

Dial Locks

il
Chain Blocks

Electric Hoists |

Door- Closing Devices|

Hasterker Eupment \ Hardware

Deep-Rooted

That name Yale is the briefest, surest guarantee of

Perfect Service
The world’s sense of satisfaction in Yale Products is rooted forty-eight RHVIH!
yvears deep. B
And the wisdom of placing reliance wherever that name Yale is seen
on locks and hardware, is confirmed in a thousand ways every day in every
civilized country. At All Hardware Dealers

Look for the name “‘ Yale ' on the product—it is your gum—c;ntee

The Yale @ Towne Mfg. Co., 9 East 40th St., New York City Il

Chicapo Office: 77 East Lake Street Canadian Yale & Towne Limited, St. Catharines, Ont. | If




THE SERIAL, “STRANDED IN ARCADY”

|\\||.\I' HAS HAPPENED UP TO THIS NI ."II"-I'.I\'J

ONALD PRIME, a writer of short stories, and Lucetta Millington, a young
D teacher of Domestic Science in a girls’ school, open their eyes on the shores
of a lake in the wilderness. They have never seen each other; they have

no recollection of how they came there; each remembers having been in Quebec.
There is no clew as to how they arrived by the shores of the lake except a double track
on the sand which seems to suggest an aeroplane. Prime discovers a canoe filled
with a lot of dunnage and near by two Indians or half-breeds lyving side by side,
hoth dead after a terrible duel. He does not care to tell her about the two dead
men, and so for several days they linger, waiting for the supposed owners to return.
In the meantime they practise paddling, which neither of them had learned, and on
one occasion they are swept through a series of rapids three miles down-stream. As
they cannot return with the canoe they have a long portage to bring the supplies
down to the canoe. By this time Lucetta has come to the conclusion that they
have a right to use the material that has fallen into their hands. Their reversion
to nature has given them a stronger, simpler view of life, and each confesses to the
other a keen enjoyment of the apparent disaster. There is a great storm and a
runaway canoe which is recovered in the nick of time. Then they begin their sure-
enough journey toward civilization. They discover that the river has turned toward
the north, and Prime has a suspicion that they are each day going farther away from
home but “I'm having the time of my life,” Donald said, and Lucetta repllcd

“T feel as if T had merely dropped a large number of utterly useless hamperings

LAWRENCE PERRY is a New WILLIAM CRARY BROWNELL is
Yorker and the FEvening Post authority very generally regarded as one of the
on college sports. For several years he foremost of
wrote under the name of “Fair Play,” American
and his articles have been quoted and critics, His
praised by every college paper in the bhooks,“Crit-
country. He is the author of severalnov- icism,’’
els, the last one, “The Fullback”—re- * American
cently puhlished—an admirable storyof a Prose Mas-
voung man's career in school and college ters,” *Vic-
sports. torian Prose

JOHN FOX, JR., needs no further in- ;\_I-'I*:‘::'lt:rs:]
troduction to ScrIBNER readers than to A Penc 1[
say again that his novels and stories have || 11: yi R i
placed him among the most popular and rench

: : Traits"” hold
widely read of American authors. o .
- d permanent

SHANE LESLIE is a young Irish- place in
man, a Nationalist, and an editor of the American
magazine [reland, published in New letters. In
York. He has a very large European his last pub-
acquaintance, and his delightful volume lished article
of English and Irish memories, “The in The Out-
End of a Chapter,” has had a wide sale. ook, " Essays Old and New.,” the late Mr.
His new volume on “The Celt and the Hamilton W, Mabie said of Mr. Brownell:
World" has been lately published.

Fron @ pio

rpit by Pirde MeDonadd,

William Crary Brownell.

(Continued on page 1)
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The birthplace of American liberty
—Independence Hall, Philadelphia

j' Pertormance Proves
| Their Case

|
| Watch a GoodyearCord Tire travel ‘
and you have its secret. ‘

Note the lack of labor in its prog-
ress—it does not toil on the road.

It covers ground buoyantly, in the |
easy exercise of its powers—it 1s all |
energy and spring, all athletic
strength.

The thousands of stout, pliant cords
busy under its tough tread, give and
take, flex and recover, play in cush-
ioned freedom under impact.

|
|
| Each of these cords, and each of the many
I( layers formed of them, is cradled in a lively
1 bed of quick rubber.
Blows of the road are softened, retarded,
absorbed by resilience—wear is enforced by
strength.
You should have Goodyear Cords on ysur car
—for comfort, for economy, for satisfaction.
They represent in usable form the sum of
the world’s progress in tire-building.
Their quality makes them higher-priced—
and better.

Goodyear Tires, Heawy Tourist Tubes and “‘Tire

Sawer" Accessories are easy to get from Good-
vear Serwice Station Dealers everyavhere. || i

The Goodycar Tire & Rubber Co., Akron, Ohio
4
i

Y EAR

AKRON

CORD TERES

i}



“Judged by the most exacting stand-
ards, and in the international field, Mr.
Brownell holds a foremost place as an
essayist of critical temper and analytical
method, broadened and enriched by vital
human interests. In the hands of this
able and courageous writer the essay in
America has reached its highest level of
penetrating intelligence and intellectual
vigor.”

JAMES L. FORD is a New Yorker
and a well-known writer of stories, es-
says, and criticism on literary and the-
atrical matters. He has a trenchant wit,
a sense of humor, and a clear vision for
discerning shams and affectations in the
life of the city he knows so well.

OSCAR FREDERICK HOWARD is
an artist who has also an excellent faculty
of expressing his appreciation and sense
of the picturesque in words,

ALINE KILMER is Mrs. Joyce Kil-
mer, the wife of the well-known critic
and writer on literary topics.

ARMISTEAD C. GORDON has heen
referred to many times in these pages.
His home is in Staunton, Virginia.

SAMUEL O. DUNN is the editor of
the Ruailway Age Gazelte and the author
of many articles and several books deal-
ing with railroad questions. He is looked
upon as one of the highest authorities,
and his opinions and comments have the
quality of great clearness and directness.

L. FRANK TOOKER has been for
many years on the editorial staffl of the
Century Magaszine, and is the author of
several novels of the sea and many short
stories.

GEORGE T. MARSH is a
whose home is in Providence.

lawyer
He has

nuade many hunting and fishing trips into
the Canadian Northwest,

FRANCIS LYNDE is a resident of
Chattanooga, Tenn., a writer of a number
of successful novels. His portrait ap-
peared in these pages last month.

JESSIE S. MINER lives in  Pitts-
burgh. A story by her, “A Little Flier
in Culture,” an amusing comedy of an
American girl’s German experiences, was
published in the Magazine some time
ago.

GEORGE C. HULL writes from San
Francisco. This is his first appearance
in SCRIENER’S

OLIVE TILFORD DARGAN is one
of the foremost of contemporary poets.
Her books, “The Cycle’s Rim,” “The
Path-Flower and Other Verses,” “The
Mortal Gods and Other Dramas,’” are
known to many readers.

COLONEL EDWIN A, STEVENS is
one of the best known of American en-
gineers, Commissioner of Public Roads
of New Jersey.

CORINNE ROOSEVELT ROBIN-
SON is a sister of Colonel Roosevelt, the
wife of Douglas Robinson, of New York.

FRANCES DUNCAN is a well-known
writer on garden topics. Her book,
“The Joyous Art of Gardening,” will be
published this spring by Charles Serib-

ner's Sons.

CARROLL AIKINS is a yvoung Ca-
nadian poet. Two other poems, ““Good
to Walk the World With” and “Car-
pentry,” have appeared in the Magazine,

ARCHIBALD D TURNBULL s
Lieutenant Turnbull, U, S. N. This is
his first story in bcmmm



LYDIA i PINES

By HONORE WILLSIE

Author of < Still Jim " and = The Heart of the Desert ™

RICHARD LE GALLIENNE calls this novel * a noble and
very moving story of a high-souled but most human girl,” and
adds, * Mrs. Willsie is growing in strength, more surely becom-

ing one of the authentic voices of nobler Americanism.”

The scene is laid in the primitive pine forests of the Hiawa-
tha country on the upper Mississippi and the story has to do
with the pioneer New England stock—" the best blood that went
West.”  Lydia, the heroine, develops in just the clean sort of love
story American men like,  She might be said to complement the
thoroughly masculine Still Jim in Mrs. Willsie's previous novel.

READY FEBRUARY 28th. Cloth, 12mo, nct 81.40

IN THE
WILDERNESS

By ROBERT HICHENS

Author of ** The Garden of Allah,” ete.

We look to Hichens for g genius of interpreting places, and  In the
Wilderness,” like “ The Garden of Allah,” takes our imagination into
far places. This is the story of the too-good woman and the woman
who is not too good. A man and his wife who love each other com-
pletely, a single tragic blow that snaps their drama, the black time that follows—this is the tangle
that is worked to a solution. Robert Hichens has advanced a long way in human realism since he
wrote *‘ The Garden of Allah.”

READY FEBRUARY 28th.  Cloth, 12mo, net $1.50

BRANDON of the ENGINEERS By HAROLD BINDLOSS

Author of “Johnsione of the Border,” ele.

A romance of the tropics in which love, intrigue and hardship are strangely blended. TItisa
story of strength and grit and justice, written in a spirited and colorful manner.

Cloth, 12mo, net S1.35

BINDLE. The Story of a Cheerful Soul

By HERBERT JENKINS

Irresistibly funny are the escapades of Bindle, journeyman furniture mover. Bindle micht be

called another ¢ Peck’s Bad Boy,” only grown up, transported to London and driving a furniture
van. Cloth, 12me, net §1.35

Publishers FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New York




N the picture above you see an in-
finite number of what seem to he
gigantic white caterpillars swarming

I

out over the field. They are French
aeroplanes preparing for an early morn-
ing flight. The picture is from “With
the French Flving Corps,” the new hook
by Carroll Dana Winslow. The author
thus explaing the photograph:

“Mechanics ran the machines out on
the field in long lines, and the motors
woke to motion with startling roars.
One by one the pilots stepped in, and onc
by one the little biplanes moved swiftly
across the field, rose, dipped slightly, rosc
again, and then mounted higher and
higher into the gray sky.”

MONG the fiction promised for the
A spring are the following: “The
Castaways,” a novel by W. W.
Jacobs; “Children of the Desert,” a
novel by Louis Dodge, author of “Bon-
nie May’'; two new volumes of “The
Stories of H. C. Bunner”; * Jan andHer
Job,” a romance of India and England by
L. Allen Harker; “Bringing Out Bar-

bara," a love story by Ethel Train, author
of “Son”; a book of stories by C. B.
Davis, “Her Own Sort"”; and “ The
Hiding-Places,” a romance by Allen

French.
A York Sun on George Deweyv, en-
titled, “* You may Fire when You
are Ready, Gridley,” " quotes the passage
from the admiral's autobiography in
which that famous command i3 recorded.
The editorial later refers to the ** Autohi-
ography ™ in the [ollowing words:
“Wherever American history is taught
that narrative should be studied. Tt pre-
sents a picture of the unassuming and
capable discharge of a duty of the highest
responsibility which can be imposed upon
a naval commander such as cannot he
found elsewhere in the annals of the sea,
and every American who reads it must be
made more patriotic by the perusal.” 1t
will be remembered that “ The Autobiog-
raphy of George Dewey’ has just heen
published in a new and cheaper edition,

(Continued o page 11)

RECENT editorial in the New



AreYouEquipped toWin?

The New International provides the means
to success. It is an all-knowing teacher, a
universal question answerer. It insures you
against embarrassing errors in spelling, pro-
nunciation, and poor choice of words. (The
right word in the right place may be worth
to you ten times the price of the work.)
This Dictionary contains the meaning of
puzzling war terms, unfamiliar names,
new words, etc.

If vou seek efficiency and advance-
ment why not make daily use of this
vast fund of information?

G. & C. MERRIAM CO.,
Springfield, Mass.,

o/ WEBSTERS NEW

==/ Are in use by business men, engineers, bankers, judges, archi-
BT¥ tects, physicians, farmers, teachers, librarians, clergymen, by
successful men and women the world over.

Here’s the Proof

that settles the matter when it comes
to selecting a dictionary:

1t is the standard of the Federal and State
Courts. Standard of the Govt. Printing
Office. Standard of nearly all school books.
Indorsed by State School Supts. Univer-
sally recommended hy Statesmen, College
Presidents, Educators, and Authors. Stand-
ard of the newspapers. Grand Prize, Pan-
ama-Pacific Exposition.

400,000 Vocabulary Terms. 2700 Pages. 6000
Illustrations. Colored Plates. 30,000 Geograph-
ical Subjects. 12,000 Biographical Entries,

WRITE for specimen pages, etc. Free,a sef
= of Pocket .:'lfa,ps

G. & C. MERRIAM Co.
Springfield, Mass.

me egecimeus of Regular
& In
tions, ete.

SCRIBNER BOOKS ON THE UNITED STATES NAVY

The Navy as a Fighting Machine
By Rear Admiral Bradley A. Fiske
Admiral Dewey said: * The book should be read by every

one at all interested in the navy, and every naval officer and

Jaw-maker should have it in his library.”

dmiral Frank S. Fletcher said: ** Admiral Fiske deals

: questions on broad lines, pointing out the general

principles involved and reaching his conclusions by that simple

style of logic peculiar to the author, so easy to follow, and yet
convincing to the expert and to the 1ayman‘. ... The book

deserves reading by all officers of both services and by I

everybody interested in the defense of this country.

$2.00 nel

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

Autobiography of George Dewey
I“\\'hun—\'c—r American history is taught that narra-
tive sl?uuld be studied. 1t presents a picture of the un-
assuming and capable discharge of a duty of the highest
responsibility which can be imposed upon an able com-
mander such as cannot be found elsewhere in the annals
of the sea, and every American who reads it must be
made more patriotic by the perusal.”

. —New York Sun Editorial.
Popular Edition. Tlustrated, $1.50 met

Gentlemen: Please send

ia Papers, Illustra-
Include FREE
Focket Maps per Scribner’s,

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK



BOOK NOTES

HE recent mobilization of the militia
along our Southern frontier will
make the setting of Louis Dodge's

new novel, “ Children of the Desert,” in-
teresting to a great many people.  The
whole backeround of the hook is that
desert of alkali and chaparral that
stretches over the frontier country as
far as the eye can reach on both sides
of the Rio, through which the national
guard manceuvred during the past sum-
mer. The story is a deeply dramatic
romance, quite different from * Bonnie
May,” which appeared by this same
author last fall.  The book will be quite
new to the public, not having been seri-
alized as was “Bonnie May.”

only among scientists but among

the general reading public, by
“Men of the Old Stone Age,” by Profes-
sor Henry Fairfield Osborn, gives great
importance to the announcement that his
new book, “ The Origin and Evolution of
Life,” will be published in March.

G | ‘HE great attention attracted, not

PICTURE of Alan Seeger, the

A American poet who died for

France, is given by John Reed in

a privately printed collection of verse in

which Mr. Reed gently satirized some of
his friends:

SEEGER

A timid footstep—enter then the cager

Keats-Shelley-Swinburne-Medizval-See-
2er;

Poe’s raven bang above Byronic brow,

And Dante's beak—you have his picture

now;
In fact he is, though feigning not to know
it,

The popular conception of a Poct.

Dreaming, his eves are steadily alight

With splendors of a world beyond our
sight;

He nothing knows of this
sphere—

material

11

Unwilling seems, at times, to linger here;

Beauty is all his breath, his blood, he
SIS

seauty is shrine, and Love its priestesses.

Wildly he talks, with solemn bell-like
volce,

In words that might have been old Mal-
ory’s choice—

Proclaiming, in the manner ol ascetics,

“Fur. Et‘l“‘lii::'- we must substitute wsthet-
ics,”

Another vivid impression of the poet
is given in a4 Point of View which re-
cently appearedin Scripner's MAGAZINE,
and which has since been printed for frec
distribution in pamphlet form. Seeger’s
volume of poems, recently published, has
heen so warmly received that a third edi-
tion has been necessary.

HAT is it like to be a soldier in

V v the Great War? Such psychol-
ogists as are not in it cannot tell

us. But the young soldier of good breed-
ing, whose storyis soon to be published un-
der the title ** The War, Madame . . . "
does answer this very question in his ac-
count of a visit he makes to Paris, on
leave for the first time since war began.
He reveals to us the psychology of the
TFrench soldier and of France hersell.
The book is announced for spring publi-
cation. )

sea in the new W. W, Jacohs hook

—his first novel in nine vyears.
Trust Jacobs to get you on board a boat
hefore he gets through with vou; here
there is a very incongruous and ludicrous
vachting-party, which lands abruptly on
an apparently desert island—but there
we go, spoiling the story for you! Sul-
fice it to say that the characters are as
truly delightful in a Pickwickian sort of
way as any in the Jacobs short stories;
and this book will gratify thousands of his
admirers who have been watching cag ly
for a novel from his pen. -

EUGHTER bubbles up out of the



MCCALL’S

MAGAZINE

now 10c a
copy at any
newsstand or
McCall’'s
Pattern
Agency

The
Nameless

Man

By MNatalie Sumner
Lincoln, is the big
new serial of love
and mystery, and
startling climaxes
like the snap of a
whip. Begin it at
once in the April is-
sue, our Easter An-
nual Spring Fashion
Number, printed in
March. This is your
last chance to get it
and all the other
good stories at the
ald price.

This Coupon
saves you
money.
Mail it today.

Your Last Chance

to get the Old Price on

MC CALLS

[ 4|

MAGAZINE

For nearly fifty years you have paid 50c a year for
McCALL’'S MAGAZINE. Now the price must go
up. Paper, ink, type, engraving — everything costs
more. So that McCALL'’S costs nearly twice as much
to print as it did a year ago.

To you who did not know of this, we give this one
more chance to get McCALL'’S at the old price. Send
coupon below on or before March 31st and you can
have McCALL’S for one year for 50c although it is
now 10c a copy on the newsstands.

Join the 1,300,000 women every month who turn to
McCALL'’S for their fashions, for patterns, for econom-
ical buying, for fancy needle work, for good stories
— for pleasure, for help, for style.

Fifty Years of Fashion

It is not silks or satins or plumes
that make a fashionable woman, It
is the one little clever touch of style,
of TASTE. You have the taste. Get
the style from McCALL'S.

The woman who desires to dress
well and to save money is our first
problem, and before her we place
every new fashion whisper from the
world’s fashion centers in McCALL’S
MAGAZINE — McCall's Fashions,
McCall’'s Embroidery, and McCall’s
Needle -Work — richly illustrated in
black and white, and colors. A siyle

Authority 50 years!

Cornell Classes Use McCall’s

To them itis a text book. T'o home-
loving women it is a household
necessity. This is your last chance
to get for 50c a year, all the depart-
ments—Correct Social Usage—
What Priscilla Learned at Board-
ing School —Words — How to Use
Them — Home Millinery — Common-
Sense Beauty Talks — Paris Fash-
ion Letter—Home Dressmaking—Em-
broidery — Children’s Page — Baby
Welfare — Foods and Food Values —
Gardens — Household Decoration —
Parties and Entertainments— House-

keeping Exchange.

THE McCALL COMPANY. McCALL BUILDING,

236 T0 246 WEST 3ith STREET, NEW YoRrK, N, Y,
Send MeCALL'S MAGAZINE for one vear, at the former low price.

This Coupon Must Be Mailed Quickly

............................................. EaL
MARCH 31st, LAST DAY Serib. Z: &
317 PTER

I encloze 60e | T5e Canada, $1.00

foreign.) Alse send, without further charpe, McCALL'S Spring ond Summer Pattern Catalogue. For 2

yvears enclose 31,00 (Canada $1.50; Foreign 22.00)

HAME. ... ocrnannnanmnas

ADDRESS.

If you wish also, free 0 Fund-Raising Plans for Churches, Sl:hol;li.s and Soci‘-é.t.i.ez.‘., O or Big Cash Offers
to Apents, [ or Name of Nearest MeCall Pattern Agent, check these items. AMer leehgshl, 1817,

ou will
Btreet, ’I'gron{u_\

ay T6c for MeCALL'S, one year, (Canada $1.00; Foreign $1.50.) (Canadian Branch at 70 Bond







- Read This Eleventh Hour Warning

We would like to impress upon you one very important
fact, and that is that the few sets we have left of The
Encyclopaedia Britannica, "Handy Volume" issue, printed on India
paper, are the last that can be had.

We simply cannot get any more because the publishers &3
cannot get any more India paper; the war has ruined that
industry as far as this country is concerned. You have not yet
bought the Britannica. It may be because you have forgotten;
it may be that you have simply put off the matter thinking that
you could buy it at any time.

Please understand that this latter supposition is
entirely wrong., If you are going to purchase The Encyclopaedia
Britannica, printed on India paper, you will have to do so
immediately.

India paper has enabled the Britannica to do what the
telephore and the automobile have done — to broaden the outlook
of every man who possesses one of these three utilities.

Make up your mind now that you do want the Britannica or that
you don’t. But if you make up your mind that you do want the
Britannica, take our advice and act at once.

SEARS, ROEBUCK AND CO.

Chicago, February 10, 1917.

The new Britannica (consisting of 29 volumes and including an index of 500,000 facts) isa
library of universal knowledge. It is the most authoritative, most modern, most
readable work of its kind ever published—most authoritative because its 41,000
articles present first hand facts and information; most modern because its
1500 contributors are among the foremost men and women of the present
day; most readable because its style appeals alike to college professor
and high-school student.

No person can hope to know all about everything. But the
demands of our complex civilization are such that each
of us must know more and more every day. And

we must know where to find out about what we
don’t know.

This is where the Britannica serves its
greatest utilitarian purpose—it is a
never-failing store-house of infor-
mation. Not merely a book to



Here are
the Facts—

The stock of India paper sets of
, the Britannica is nearly exhausted.

When the last remaining set is gone, no
more can be offered.

India paper makes the Britannica as light and easy
to handle as this magazine.

War has completely stopped the import of the flax
fibre for the making of the genuine India paper. No
more can be made—the unsold sets of the Britannica
on this superb paper are the last. Act immediately.

Coupon on next page will bring you
’ a book giving all information about the
Britannica and its practical value to you

be read as literature, or for its absorbing
stories of men and nations; but also a practical
book to be used in connection with your
every-day work, whether you are engaged in
manufacturing or business or scientific pursuit.

To an extent never before realized, the
Britannica is cosmopolitan. Each article was
written by the highest authority available,
irrespective of where he happened to live.
The contributors included 214 American
scientists, engineers, economists, historians,
university presidents, manufacturers and
business men. ;

One of the most convincing evidences of the
practical value of the Britannica is the fact
that it is owned and used daily by 170,000
Americans—including 100,000 business men
and women. These include captains of in-

dustry, great merchants, leading financiers,
famous scholars and scientists, and thousands
of others who are still in the ranks.

The Britannica never has been published
solely as a commercial venture, but rather for
the wider diffusion of knowledge. In the
splendid “Handy Volume" form, printed on
genuine India paper (selling for about 60% less
than the “rich man’s” Cambridge Issue) it is
within the reach of every one.

And you can obtain the entire set (29 volumes)
for a first payment of only $1, the balance
payable in small monthly amounts. But you
must act at once. Act to-day—INOW,

i1



SEARS, ROEBUCK AND CO., Chicago
Gentlemen :—Please send me, free, a book giving full in-
formation about THE ENcycLOPAEDIA BRITANNIC
tell me what I have to ' for one of the re
of the “Handy Volume" issue of THE BRITANNICA [
on genuine India paper.

Mame—=—-—
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“CLIPPER-SHIPS,” by W. J.
AYLWARD, the famousillustrator
of thesea. Pictures in color and
black and white, with text, by
the artist.

“OLD MEXICO AND NEW IN
QUERETARQ.” Picturesque
and historic impressions by JOHN
R. SILLIMAN, U. S. Consul.

THE Second of WILLIAM CRARY
BROWNELL'S notable articles on
“ STANDARDS "—Taste.

“THE NATIONAL PARK ON
L g MOUNT DESERT ISLAND,”
- by BEATRIX FARRAND.

NATION A L ¢THE ARMY SIDE,” by

Ex-Secretary HENRY L. STIMSON,

COMPULSORY “THE NAVY SIDE,” by
T R A I N I N G Asst.-Secretary FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT.

STORIES:

ﬂ]“THE BATTLE-PRAYER OF PARSON SMALL.” A Happy
Valley Story by JOHN FOX, JR.

ﬂ[’ “A MAN’'S OWN WIFE,” by S. D. MEEKER. A story of Porto

Rican life with an amusing revelation of native character.

“IT MIGHT HAVE HAPPENED,” by MARJORIE BENTON
COOKE. The romance that came into the life of an artist.

“ A WHIMSICAL TENDERNESS,” by THOMAS EDGELOW. The
story of a dreamer and a lover.

“THE RAIN-MAKER,” by MARGARET ADELAIDE WILSON.

How the long-waited rain came to the wilderness.

3

b

G

707

THE continuation of the stirring serial of adventure, "STRANDED
IN ARCADY,” by FRANCIS LYNDE.
“ THE FINANCIAL WORLD," by ALEXANDER DAna NOYES.

T,
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America’s Magazines

—their place in the Sun of Commerce

Their place in America’s homes—
millions of homes—that's an old story. Their
Their
place in homes — educating, entertaining,
inspiring—that has grown in the slow, steady

place in eommerce —that’'s newer.

strides of America’s progress; their place
in Commerce, by ¢leaps and bounds™
alongside of the young giant of advertising.

Their place in Commerce depends
upon their ability to sell things: ability to create
a demand, and therefore a market, where no
demand or market existed before; their ability
to reach people and make them think—to carry
a commercial message and imprint it in the
brain of a Nation; ability to raise a people’s
scale of living, and to nationalize their styles
and fashions as well as their soaps and breakfast
foods; their ability to build up and maintain
commercial Good-will whichbusiness men yearly

translate into assets worth millions of dollars.

For instance: There was no de-
mand or market for fountain pens when the
pioneer, only by much persuading, launched
Yet a
Nation, and then the world, were opened up

his venture in a magazine in 1884.

to his, and later to other men’s, fountain pens.

(FOR FIFTEEN

NATIONAL PERIODICAL ASSCCIATION

YEARS THE

FIFTH AVENUE BUILDING

What hours and days of women’s
work have been saved by various varieties of fac-
tory-preserved foods—trom picklesto pineapples
—rmade known through magazine advertising!

There was no crying need for
a handy camera, no demand for an inex-
pensive watch, yet in magazine advertising the

makers of both made them equally famous.

It required education to get
people to accept ¢ready-made’™ musie, but
its creators educated the people so master-
fully through magazine advertising that music
1s now practically universal in American homes.

Nothing started enameled bath-
tubs on their way to popularity until the
maker began to ¢“feel out’ the people with
his ¢¢Health depends upon Sanitation’” idea
That idea the
magazines turned into a national hobby.

in magazine advertisements.

Maybe you, Mr. Manufacturer,are
making somearticle which Magazine Advertising
can place in the homes of millions of peaple. We
shall be glad to discuss ways and means with you,

OTOIN CLUR)

NEW YORK CITY
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= Ainslea’s Farm and Fireside Literary Dizest G i

= American Magazine Garden Magazine McCall's = E:,;::zn::o-:l-”
Century Good Houseleeping Metrapolitan Smith _';; E
Christian Herald Hurper's Bazar Mother's Magazine Something-TeD
Collier’s IWeekly Harper’s Magazine National Geographic Sawser Loy T

Hearst's Outloak

FPapular

Red Cross Magazine
FReview of Reviews
St. Nicholas

Continent
Cosmapolitan

Country Life
Counirystde Magazine
Every Week
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To-day’s Housewife

Fanity Fuair I

Togue

Woman’s Home Companion
World's Wark

House and Garden
Independent
Judge

Lestee’s Weekly
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SCRIBNER BOOKS

THE CELT AND THE
WORLD

BY SHANE LESLIE

AUTHOR OF “THE END OF A CHAPTER"

*“The catastrophe which has befallen Furope,”
says Mr. Leslie, *has turned men's minds to his-
1ory. To those who realize the ||\|;Tu- dizsaster,
history can offer some suggestion if little con-
solation.  As drowning men visualize their past
lives in the moment of death so tradition and his-
tory flash before the nations of Furope in their
agony.”  NIr. Leslie has turned therelore to the
great histaric conflict of “*The Celt and the Teu-
ton, the Arst and second born of Aryan stock, who
have in different ways shown themselves dynamic
forces in the world.” That in the hands of this
brilliant voung Irishman such a study becomes
extraordinarily stimulating will be anticipated by
all who already know his work and may be as-
serted without fear of disappointment to those
read him for the first time.

1,25 net

who are two

EARLY NARRATIVES OF
THE NORTHWEST
BY LOUISE PHELPS KELLOGG

This new volume of the Original Narratives of
Early American Histary Series completes the
series. It includes narratives of the Journey of
Raymbault and Jogues to the Sault, 1641; Father
Allouez’s Journey to Lake Superior, 1665-1667;
Father Allouez’s Wisconsin Journey, 166g-1670;
The Journey of Dollier and Galinée, by Galinée,
166g—1670; the Mississippi Voyage of Jolliet and
Marquette, 1673; Marquette’s Last Voyage,
1674—1675; La Salle’s Discoveries, 1678-1690;
and many others.

Eighteen volumes have already been published
in this series: they relate to the foundation his-
tory of the early colonies of Maryland, New
York, Virginia, New England, the Carolinas,
Pennsylvania, Delaware, New Jersey, the South-
west, etc. The circular describing the entirc
undertaking will be sent on request.

$3.00 net

THE PASSING OF THE
GREAT RACE
BY MADISON GRANT

“Mr. Grant’s book teaches a profound lesson
resting upon a well-established foundation of
anthropological fact.”—Philadzlphia Public Ledger.

Maps. $2.00 net

THE
AMATEUR PHILOSOPHER
BY CARL H. GRABO

“ My expericnces and beliefs,” says the author,

“neither usual nor profound, may, because of their
illll'rz st to me, prove immteresting to atlier

In Mr. Grabo's ||l'=_'.~|-1|l.||i-||| they are some-
thing more than mers interesting—they are
\_]&'L'[ﬂ_'\' stimulating, su stive, and .'.'-I'-J|",'l:11\ll.‘.

The stary of his experience with the “problems of

conduct, of sell-realization, and ol one’s relations
to his fellows and to the universe ' is the sLary of
countless other Ihnu'@'htful men; and with its
thorough sincerity, earnestness without senti-
mentalism, with its humanity and sense of hu-

mor, it will be read with the kecnest sympat ll}'.

B1.50 net

LATTER-DAY PROBLEMS
BY J. LAURENCE LAUGHLIN

REVISED AND ENLARGED
EDITION

From the Author's Preface:

“In order to secure a more homogeneous char-
acter to this treatment of social questions, it
seemed best to omit the last three chapters, deal-
ing with banking and monetary subjects, and to
add five other chapters belonging to the same
field as the first seven. The whole volume in its
new form, therefore, is addressed to the one, al-
though large, constituency which is locking to
economics for aid in solving the so-called “social

problem. $1.50 not

FINANCIAL CHAPTERS
OF THE WAR

BY THE FINANCIAL EDITOR OF THE
“EVENING POST"

ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

“So long as the contest is proceeding, it is
difficult for those who are engaged in it to see with
the right detachment of mind all that they are
doing. . . . In ‘Financial Chapters of the War,’
Mr. A. D. Noyes holds up a clear mirror to Eu-
rope's financiers, and gives them the chance to
see themselves through a well-trained and disin-
terested neutral eye."—ZLondon Economist.

Br.25 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
FIFTH AVE. AT 48TH ST., NEW YORK




SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS

THE MELANCHOLY TALE EUROPE UNBOUND

OF ‘“ME"” THE INNER MEANING OF THE WAR
BY L. MARCH PHILLIPPS

This study contemplates not so much a

BY E. H. SOTHERN

“Tts whimsy and delicious informality savor Furope 1 from Prussian domination, but
of both Barrie and Carroll and its rare literary rather a new Europe, giving scope to those con-
charm and grace captivate the reader {rom the victions and E‘EPil'ﬂi]\'Jn.’:_ “-},EL:]-l the Prussian threat u
first page to the last.”—Philadelphia Press. lias only helped to hold in check. The ideal of :

liberty and its real meaning will, in the author's |
opinion, have a greater significance for future
generations if we attempt to realize the real
causes of the struggle of to-day—those eternally
Hivwstrated. $3.50 net in:_'—'_urnF'_.afib[._ philosophies of life of which the two
apposing groups of the free and the unfree na-

tions @ csentative.

A SHEAF : gr o

BY JOHN GALSWORTHY
Under this title Mr. Galsworthy has gathered THE NAVY AS A

another volume of his thoughtful, sympathetic, FIGHTING MACHINE

and beautiful essays and sketches—fellows of
those which in “The Inn of Tranquillity ™ and “A BY REAR ADMIRAL
Motley ™ have attracted to him readers as warmly BRADLEY A. FISKE

attached as those of his fiction.

“1t is all most charmingly said and reveals so
unmistakable a literary gift that you read the
final page with genuine regret.”—New York Timer,

Apyirar Georce Dewey said: “The book

“These papers reveal a mind sensitively re- should be read by every one at all interested in
acting to the beauty and tragedy of life, aware the navy, and every naval officer and lawmaker
of its ironies if not always able to find a way out should have it in his library.”
of its contractions, preoccupicd with the better- $2.00 net

ment of mankind, and expressing a reforming zeal
with literary charm.”"—Neaw York Evening Pos.

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY
OF GEORGE DEWEY
A BOOK ABOUT THE “Wherever American history is taught that *ﬂ,

THEATER narrative should be studied. It presents a pic-

ture of the unassuming and capable discharge of
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS a duty of the highest responsibility which can be
i upon 2 naval commander such as can-
ound elsewhere in the annals of the sea,
=very American who reads it must be made
mare patriotic by the perusal.”—New York Sun.

#1.50 et

This fascinating volume, in which the author

sets himself, as he lightly puts it, “to discuss the
minor arts of the dancer and the acrobat, to
chatter about the conjurer and the negro minstrel, Hllustrated. $1.50 net
ta consider the principles of pantomime and the

Il:I.'.Z'.'L'lrI]‘InL"I]t of scene-painting, ete,’” is the re- THE FREE MAN AND

sult of “excursions into the purlieus of the play-
house™ which hegan some decades ago in his boy- TI‘IE SOLDI ER
hoot BY RALPH BARTON PERRY

The Nese York Sun says: “A book of the

theatre for people whose enjoyment of the theatre

lozen brilliantly written essays on the
reconciliation of liberty and discipline.”

—]a.ltf:'[n‘}?cfr‘nf.

is intelligent.”

Illustrated.  $2.50 net F1.40 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK




From

WITH THE FRENCH
FLYING CORPS
BY CARROLL DANA WINSLOW

SEWith the Fresol Flyange Corpe

“The simple, straightforward story of his ex-
perience while undergoing the training required
for war service that Carroll Dana Winslow tells
is not only interesting in itsell but puts the book
in the pretty limited class that has real and per-
manent value."—New Yorl Sun.

“Very informative to anvbody interested in
any aspect of aeronautics, but specially in the
military one."—Philadelphia Public Ledger,

IHlustrated. $1.25 net

INTERNATIONAL
REALITIES
BY PHILIP MARSHALL BROWN

PROFESSOR OF INTERNATIONAL LAW
AT PRINCETON UNIVERSITY

The

as well as a professor of international law, speaks

author, who s an r"xp|'|"1r'.'nl‘-;'d diph‘uul.‘lL

with the sincerity and vigor of common sense

His bocok is a whole-

from a platform of facts.

» to the extreme arguments of Nili-

some antido
tarist and Pacifist which now agitate the country:
it is a telling analysis of the methads of interna-
tional law in the light of its apparent breakdown
in the war and a stimulating proposal of new
methods of applving it in the light of a candid
recognition of certain causes of war, geographical,
racial, ete.
B1.40 net

SCRIBNER BOOKS

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
FIFTH AVE. AT 48TH ST., NEW YORK

THE BASIS OF
DURABLE PEACE

WRITTEN AT THE INVITATION OF
NEW YORK TIMES'™

BY COSMOS

ADISTINGUISHED PUBLICIST

THE

Terms of peace which shall make impossible
another war—these are the substance and ideal
of the book; and they are presented with breadth
of knowledee and far ceing st manship by one
whose competence and .U.lll.'ll.-]’H}-‘ would be recog-
nized in both hemispheres,

THE PAN-GERMAN PLOT
UNMASKED

BERLIN'S FORMIDABLE PEACE-TRAP
OF “THE DRAWN WAR?"”

BY ANDRE CHERADAME

Janmes L. Forp, in the New Yord Ilerald, savs:
“The most comprehensive, illuminating, and fare-
seeing volume that the war has yet produced.”

JO centy net

The Pun- eI Gatns at the Beginning of g6
From " The Pan-Cerman Flot Unmashed




SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS

THE JOYOUS ART OF
GARDENING

( Ready Immediately )
BY FRANCES DUNCAN
Formerly Garden Editor of the '’ Ladies’ Home Jour-
nal."  Author of My Garden Doctor '

This 15 in every way the ideal gardening book
for those who

for the owner of the small plac

i
a most convenient L'I'![]I]"'.'[JLl'lIIII of ul
Especially helpful are
estions as to how the garden may best be

themselves love to wark ame their flowers

for all

g

and valuable information.
the sugg

suited to already existing surroundings; how we
may best choose and adapt our flowers and shrubs
to the given situation.

Prof

sely tllustrated with hall~tones and plans
$1.50 net

STUDIES IN GARDENING
BY A. CLUTTON-BROCK

Of the ' London Times ™

“Here we have a really remarkable book on
gardening. The author is not only a well-in-
formed and practical plantsman, but is a master
of fine phrasing and expresses himself in language
that illumines long-standing controversies in gar-
den art with a light which at once impresses and
cal:lti\'att's the reader,”—Horticulture,

Illustrated, $2.00 net

HAWAII
SCENES AND IMPRESSIONS
BY KATHARINE FULLERTON
GEROULD

“A book of beauty and delight, this, of a land
of beauty and beguilement. One puts it on the
shelf with the appreciation and la%ting pleasure
with which one hangs a rarely felicitous picture
upon his wall. The illustrations are worthy of
the text.”"—New York Tribune.

Illustrated. $1.50 net

POE’S HELEN
BY CAROLINE TICKNOR

“The book is a contribution the value of
which, to our knowledge of the most interesting
figure in our literature, cannot well be overesti-
mated."—New York Timer.

A1.50 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

THE HIDDEN HAPPINESS
BY STEPHEN BERRIEN STANTON

Author of ** The Essential Life,”” ** Soul and
Circumstance,"' etc.

My, Stanton's new volume adds another to
his remarkable series of “wisdom books,” which
have already given him a unique position both
here .Jru] abrr -(Id a3 dan u.-xpﬁru.'nt (_if the inner life.

P25 net

IS CHRISTIANITY
PRACTICABLE?

BY WILLIAM ADAMS BROWN, Ph.D., D.D.
Roosevelt Professor of Systematic Theology in the
Union Theological Seminary

Recognizing the failure of the churches to
exercise a controlling influence on the national
policy, as shown by the outbreak and conduct of
the present European war, Dr. Brown neverthe-
less draws hopeful conclusions from the lessans
already taught by the conflict and shows what
can be done in the way of spiritual reconstruction
after the war is over.
B1.25 net

THE JUSTIFICATION
OF GOD
BY REV. PRINCIPAL P. T. FORSYTH

This book seeks to answer the question: how
can we believe in a good God in the face of
the present European war? This involves the
whole question of the problem of evil in a world
which we profess to believe was created and is
maintained by a being both omnipotent and all-
good. This is not a book for easy reading. but,
nevertheless, the style is so brilliant and arresting
that few who take up the book will quickly lay it

down. 12mo. QO cents net

THE CYCLE’S RIM
BY OLIVE TILFORD DARGAN

“This poetry is exquisite—rich in thought,
subtle in music, fresh in diction, amazing in the
skill with which it follows feeling far out toward
the inexpressible . . . in short, the whole col-
lection is of unique excellence in American poetry
—perhaps | might say in modern poetry—for, in
no imitative way, it harks back to 1609.”
—Pror. G. H. PaLmEer, of Harcard,

$1.25 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK



SCRIBNER
NOVELS

A book that will
make you laugh

SCRIBNER
FICTION

CHILDREN OF
THE DESERT
BY LOUIS DODGE

AUTHOR OF ""BONNIE MAY," etc.

AMr. Daodge's new book dis-
closes a remarkable versatility in
the author of *“Bonnie May,”
but the same charm of style and
sentiment characterizes the por-
trayal of Svlvia, the heroine of
this mature and tragic tale, as
that with which her childish
predecessor was depicted. The
action of the moving story takes
place on the Aexican border of
the Southwest, and the characters

gz to this pioneer region
where races intermingle and the
romantic reigns side by side with
the sordid and the brutal. The
author
interior drama of the heart and
the passions can be as perti-
1 ged amid these sur-

, however, shows that the

t'lr's(.:\\']lt_'l't", and the
nterest of his narra-
tive lies in his sympathetic and
masterly study of a tempera-
ment of fatal complexity, which
neither the vounger Dumas nor
f *“Alanon Lescaut™
has more strikingly interpreted.

the author

$1.35 net

BONNIE MAY

A CHILD OF THE STAGE
BY LOUIS DODGE

. Lowis Republic.
v ReEcivatp Bircu

$1.35 net

ENOCH CRANE
THE LAST NOVEL OF
F. HOPKINSON SMITH

“Fnoch Crane himsell is one of
Hopkinson Smith’s happiest cre=
ations.”"—New York Tribune.

B1.35 net

THE
CASTA-
WAY'S

W. W. JACOBS

u
S Y
" ‘3{

A novel with Pick-
wickian characters,
a particularly ludi-
crous situation, and
the theme of the sea
that runs through
all the J'.li_‘l ybs stories

P1.35 net

S s e e ni A g
SCRIBNERS

THE STORIES OF
H. C. BUNNER

“Bunner's short stories are

marked by adroit drollery and
charming whimsy. And char-
acter values are sound. Most
of them studies of American life,
his tales stand the test of _\'r_':n.%.-‘

— Boston Herald,

TWO NEW VOLUMES

“ Short Sixes:  Stories to
be Read While the Candle
Burns.”

“More Short Sixes”

FIRST TWO VOLUMES
First SERIES: ** The Story
of a New York House,”
“The Midge,” * Jersey
Street and Jersey Lane."”
SECOND SERIES: “Love in
Old Cloathes,” **Zadoc
Pine,” and other stories.

Each; $1.335 net

XINGU
ANEW BOOK BY
EDITH WHARTON

“*Ningu' contains a numher
of literary gems. Mrs. Wharton
is such an artist that eviery sub-
ject she touches she makes the

most vital 1o the reader. Ther

2 & magic in her pen.’”

““Ningu, the story with which

the volume opens, *The Triumph
of the Night,” *The Choice,” and
the ‘Bunner Sisters,” with which

it closes, reveal the essence of
Mrs. Wharton's art.”

—Bastan Tran ieripl.

H1 40 net

1]




SOME SCRIBNER IMPORTATIONS

Charles Lister died in hospital of wounds received in the Gallipoli

Charles Lister: campaign, in August, 1915, at the age of twenty-eight. After Eton
Letters and Recollections he went to Balliol; then entered the diplomatic service and was at Rome
with a Memoir by His under Sir Rennell Rodd and later at Constantinople; then the army
Father, Lord Ribblesdale called him, and he served with the greatest distinction. This collec-
tion of letters of a young Englishman of the finest type is of universal

$3.50 net
interest.
Port Sunlight A valuable account of the successful experiment in industrial
A Record of Its Artistic  housing carried on at Port Sunlight, showing with great detail of illus-
and Pictorial Aspect trations and plans just how such a model village is designed and built,

By T. Raffles Davison and furnishing much information and material for all people interested

, - in the problems of house planning and construction.
Tllustrated.  $2.00 net

A striking statement of the Allies’ case against Germany in relation
to her violations of the laws of nations since the beginning of the war,

German
Imperla_hsm and in which evidence is presented in a convincing manner and with char-
International Law acteristic French lucidity and attractive form. The detailed maps
By Jacques Marquis  showing the German plans for the conquest and division of the various
Dampierre countries and continents of the eastern and western hemispheres are of

Hinstrated,  $3.50 net most unusual interest.

The purpose of this book is to furnish practical advice as to the

Annuals and choice of annual and biennial plants; to point out which are the best;

Biennials _ - SRl : S
to the use of annuals and biennials in various departments of garden
By Gertrude Jekyll practice. The book is illustrated throughout with excellent photo-
$3.00 net graphs of annual and biennial flowers, a plan of a mixed double border

to provide simple cultural directions and to offer suggestions relating
i £E g

of annuals and biennials, and charming colored plates.

Germany's A diagnosis and explanation of the methods by which the Germans
Commercial Gl’lp gained their great success in securing the world's markets, It will be
of the World of great interest to all Americans as throwing light on their conduct

of foreign business now and after the war. The topics discussed in-

By Henri Hauser clude “German Banks and Credit,” “Cartels and Dumping.” “Means
o ¥ i3 ars . Sho ot a — 2y g
rofessor of Dijon University: . Tygnsporration,” ““The Rale of the German State,” “The Svstematic

Tzmo. $1.25 net

: Study of Markets,” *“Commercial and Industrial Penetration ™

Journals
of an Ambassadress by the L :
Dowager Marchioness period (1872-1884) when Lord Dufferin was H. M. Ambassader at Petro-
of Dufferin and Ava grad and at Constantinaple,

In this new journal Lady Dufferin records her expericnce during the

Hiustrated, $3.75 net

Five Masters of _,-\ Tfl:j}su_lurla_h]nrl of lthe .rl_‘|:|lif')3.':' between national literature and
national life, which develops into a discussion of the literary influence of
French Romance i - P : Y
Anatole France, Pierre Loti, Paul Bourget, Maurice Barrés, and Romain
By Albert Guerard Rolland.
Author of * French o AR S : o
Prophets of Yesterday," eic. [t is discriminating, authoritative, and founded on conscientious
$1.50 net and comprehensive toil."—Chicago Herald.

PUBLISHED BY GHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, FIFTH AVENUE AT 48TH STREET, NEW YORK
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ALAN SEEGER

“The war made Alan Seeger a soldier and a
poet, vet impaired not at all his fundamental
gentleness, the beauty of the spirit. The war
made him and destroyed him. To England the
war gave as its poet-hero Rupert Brooke; as
token to the love of two great republics, it gave
to America and France this other soldier-poet,
eternally, divinely young; his life and death
made poetry,.too. If there is tragedy in such a
loss, we joyfully remember that in tragedy also

there may be pure beauty."—Collier's Feekly.

“There i1s much of great imaginative beauty
and fine

striles the reader is his notable facility in visual-

technic. The quality that most

izing both material beauty and human emation
and clothing them in sumptuous and opulent

language."—New York Timer.

“A book of verse of rare and delicate qual-
ity."—New York Herald.

“Imaginative beauty and much nobility of

expression mark all of these poems.”—FBooknan.

Sr1.35 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

POEMS BY
ALAN SEEGER

A COMPLETE COLLECTION OF
THE POEMS OF THE WARRIOR-
POET WHO WROTE “CHAMPAGNE
1914-15"" AND *‘““‘I HAVE A
RENDEZVOUS WITH DEATH?"

WITH AN INTRODUCTION
BY WILLIAM ARCHER

“There are verses here to which youth will
turn with kindling eyes and responding heart-
throb, with the shudder of regeneration when
once again the nations shall stand face to face
with war for what they deem the highest and
And that is all that can be
asked of even the greatest poers.”

—Neww York Tribune.

truest and best.

I'he poems of Alan Seeger are very beauti-
ful, of the very first order. They are even too
beautiful to admit of translation in verse. This
is absolutely my conviction after several car-
nest attempts which, in spite of all my experi-
ence, were nevertheless utter failures.”

—Jean Ricuerx, of the French Academy.

There we drained deeper the deep cup of life,
And on sublimer summits came to learn,
After soft things, the terrible and stern,

Alter sweet Love, the majesty of Strife;

There where we faced under those frowning

heights
The blast that maims, the hurricane that
kills;
There where the watchlights on the winter
hifls
Flickered like balefire throueh inclement
nights;

There where, firm links in the unyielding
chain,

Where feil the long-planned blow and fell in
vain—

Hearts worthy of the honor and the trial,

We helped to hold the lines along the Aisne
—From “The disne

25
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Paris'!

HERE is a French edition

of The Delineator called
“Le Miroir des Modes.” It 1s
printed in the Butterick Build-
ing, New York, and sent to
France monthly.

It sells for 10 francs ($2.00) a
year. And it has a larger sale
in Paris and throughout France
than any comparable magazine.

It illustrates 1dentically the
same dress designs shown in the
American Delineator.

Thus Paris, the Supreme
Court of Style, gives the verdict
to Delineator fashions over all
others in the world.
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MARDI GRAS

Are you following the delightful “American Ad-
ventures’’ series by Julian Street, with illustrations by
Wallace Morgan, in Collier’s? These charmingly humor-
ous narrative-descriptions of the most interesting placesand
customs in the South are worth watching for. The one in the February
24th issue is “Mardi Gras,” and there will be another one early in March.

Colliers

THE NATIONAL WEEKLY
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THE DEMAND FOR THE
PRIVATE SCHOOL
By Roger W. Swetland, LL.D.

Peddie Tnstitute

1 STUDY of the latest report of
the United States Commissioner
of Education reveals some in-
teresting facts regarding the
present growth and develop-
ment of private schools in this
It appears that the number of pri-

country.
vate schools is now larger than at any other
time in our history, and that the attendance
at such schools has greatly increased during

the past five years. Comparative tables also
indicate that the percentage of population
in attendance upon private schools, notwith-
standing the rapid increase in population, has
varied but little during the past twenty years.
Not only so, but taking the whole number of
pupils of high-school grade reported in the
United States, the percentage of such pupils in
attendance upon private schools has steadily
increased in the last five years. This percent-
age is now 11.35, or, to put it in another way,
one in nine out of all the pupils of high-school
age in the United States is now attending a
private school. This makes it clear that, not-
withstanding the rapid growth in our popula-
tion and the still greater proportionate in-
crease in the number of high schools, the
private schools continue to retain their per-
centage of population in attendance, and to
oain, rather than to lose, in their percentage
of the whole number of high-school pupils.
The importance of private schools as busi-
ness enterprises is also indicated by facts
gathered from this same report. The value of
the total equipment of the private schools re-
ported—and on this point less than two-thirds
of the schools made any report at all—was
S110,735,784, with an endowment of $26,877,-
256, or a total investment of about $137,500.-
ooo. The income of the private schools was
about $10,500,000, the benefactions received
during the yvear a little more than $1,250,000,
while there was expended for sites, buildings,

and other improvements nearly 83,000,000
during the same time. These facts seem to
make it clear that the private schools have a
very permanent position in our educational
svsten, and play a prominent part in the train-
ing of the youth of the present day.

Some of the causes not.often considered
which contribute largely to the support of the
private schools are: first, the overcrowding
of city schools and the increasing percentage
of foreign population in our cities. Many an
American parent grows dissatisfied with these
conditions, and secks the private school where
smaller classes prevail and where the student
body is more homogeneous in character and
quality; second, the lack of real home life in
suburban districts, where the commuter-father
must be absent from early morning until late
at night, or the lack of playground room in the
cities, where the streets or infrequent public
parks afford the only places in which children
can play; third, the steadily growing convic-
tion on the part of thoughtful people that pri-
vate schools offer an opportunity for training
in leadership not to be found in even the best
of our high schools. Any careful observer of
college life will at once be impressed with the
fact that in our great universities the prepara-
tory-school boys, while numerically fewer, are
almost invariably the leaders in student life.
At Harvard, at Yale, at Princeton, and in
many another college the more prominent posi-
tions as class officers, editors of college papers,
captains of athletic teams, members of de-
bating teams, leaders in Christian Association
work, are filled with boys from prep. schools.
For example, one comparatively small prep.
school, whose graduates scatter in their col-
lege attendance, had, during one year, one
boy at Amherst, captain of his baseball-team
and the leading man in his class: two others
at Princeton, one captain of his baseball-team,
the other a Phi Beta Kappa man: a half-
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dozen boys at Brown, one leader of the musical Ne-zz.! York C;'fy Cz'”d [;".C””fy
clubs, another editor of the college paper, a | p= e e |
third on the football-team, and a fourth promi- | || :
nent in Christian Association work; one hoy ? EllﬂOI‘ ComStOCh SChOOl
at Harvard, with honor rank in studies, a ! OF MUSIC

member of the mandolin club and prominent Endorsgd Leschetizky, Paderewski
in the religious work of the college; two others ¥ Goodson,Gabrilowitsch

at Pennsylvania, one captain of the baseball-

The Elinor Comstock 3chool of Music offers its pupils
team, the other manager of the basketball-

the unequaled epportunity of pertorming at the end of
the year for artists of world fame. This year Mr, Paderewski

® (cam. This is simply a sample of what will Eredetien S tuninnilng
. 3 . 4 The 3chool in order to accommaodate numerous de-
be found in college life everywhere. What is mands has been increased in size, and therefore has o
more, the same experience holds true among T hrae Likure, ot af o, Hesreonts, D

matics, Physical Cullure, Classic Dancing, Current Events.
Resident and Day Pupils accepted.

Elinor Comstock, Principal (Pupil of Leschetizfoy)

41 and 43 East 80th Strect New York City

prep.-school boys after they leave college, It | |
is surprising what a proportion of leaders in | §
various activities of life to-day received their | §
early training in the private schools of the
country. There is something about the at- | THE SEMPLE ScHOOL FOR GIRLS

3 ife - <t e Joola A city school with country advantages (opposite Central Park).
mO‘:-sphCTE‘.‘ and life of our best Pl:l\ ate schools Resident and Day Pupils. College preparatory. Special and
which develops whatever qualities of leader- finishing_courses. Music, Arl, Lectures, Social life. Riding,

. . . Tennis, Dancing, Swimming. Mrs. T, Darrington Semple, Prin-
ship a boy may possess, teaches him to think cipal, 241 Central Park West, New York City.

for himself, stand on his own feet, make his | THE GARDNER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

ol = . r 2 B : - Formerly at 607 Fifth Avenue, has removed to 11 East 515t Street
Wdy among his fellow S, and thus fits him to Large fireproot building with every modern convenience. Open

i hi < F . 1 i Air Claszes and Gymnasium, Exceptional advantages in educa-
forge ahead of his less fortunately trained com B
panions in college and after life. Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland, Principals.
Allthesereasons,with manyothers that might | THE HoLBROOK ScHoOL FOR Boys
be mentioned, make the demand for thoroughly | soo ft. elevation, commanding 2 40-mile view of the Hudson,
. . . F ¥ 30 miles from New York. Complete equipment. All sports.
gn-oradé private sch S asingly strong ollege preparatory. aracter references required. atalogue
high-grade private schools increasingly strong | Col ratory.  Character el ired, Catal
in the minds of thoughtful parents. snizcquest:” Ohsiningionskidson; New Yok

THE KNOX SCHOOL
Formerly at Briarclif Manor. Country School for Girls. 40 min-

- i 3 : utes from New York City.
Music and Dramatic Arts Mrs, Russell Houghton, Principal,

| Box 3, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York.

Miss C. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHoOOL
FOR GIRLS
Only 4o minutes from New York City. Upper School for girls 13 to 25
Lower School for girls 7 to 3. All departments, including voeation
Centificate admits to leading colleges. For circular address Miss ©. E.
Mason, LLM, lock Box jo7, “The Castle,” Tarrytown-on-Hudson,
New York.

L L CEL TN LT

LT TTUTE T TR

AMERICAN ACADEMY
#: OF DRAMATIC ARTS

Franklin H. Sargent, Pres,
The Standard Institution
of Dramatic Education

for 34 years.

Cannected with Charles Frohman's Empire Theatre
and Companies

Spring Term Begins April 3rd
Detailed Catalog from the Secretary
Room 1350, Carnegie Hall, New York

MissS BANGS AND MIiss WHITON

—1890-1917
The Only Country School for Girls in New Tork City
Small enough to be a real home, large enough to he a “Real
School.'  Full enjoyment of the cultural influences of New Vork
City withoutdoor advantages of the country.  Pupils enter college
wpon ifts own cerfificate.  Lwenty-seventh vear. Boarding and
Diay School.
Riverdale Avenue ncar 252nd Street, West, New York City,

SCOVILLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
2042 Fifth Avenue, New York City. Resident and Day pupils.
Regular or special eourses with lanzuages, art and music. Home
care, social life. Vacation and week-end trips. Out-door sports.
Mrs. Helen M. Scoville, Principal.
I Miss Rosa B, Chisman, Associate Principal.

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART OF THE CITY OF FRENGCH HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
NEW YORK Flanned exclusively for those wishing to pursue special studies in

An endowed school, Frank Damrosch, Divector. New York. Exceptional opportunity i 7
comprehensive musical ediication v all bra . ptional opportunity to acquire fluent French and

T T T 11111

r S | every advantage of the city provided for. (=th vear) Address

highest advantages b0 most excep 1 talents. removing the SR < SLYECA 42 - [ ¥ s address

going abroail.  Correspondence invited.  Address Miss Macintyre or Mlle, Talguen, 320 West 1o7th St. (Riverside
Secretary, Boy 627, 120 Claremant Avenue, New York City, Drive), New York City.

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL

Gﬂ? Intimate Teaching by Scholarly Men
: 9 Ibuardlgg ;nd day schg})i fu{? bc;‘ysc u? thanpeu country at giver-
: Yotk Ci ale-on-Hudson, upper New York City. Fourtecn acres. d.
154 East yoth St., namﬂ mﬁn‘ﬂpﬁ A A oLy country life, sound college preparation, expert physical Lrai:irn;
* S [ Special department for younger boys,
mum[ ff]ﬂﬂ Address Frank 5, Hackett, Headmaster,

Riverdale-on-Hudson, New York City.
Telephone, 123 Kingshridge. A
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New York State

OSSINING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Subiurlmn to New York
Conr

nal, Art, Music, anil Home
qoth year, N biild
; Boal

CASCADILLA SCHOOL FOR BOYS
A Fitting School for Cornell.  Able faculty of specialists. Exten-
sive up-to-date equipment. Athletic field. Recreation building
and boat house, Gymnasium; rowing shells, Terms $675 to $775.
Send for Catalogue.
W. D. Funkhouser, .M., Principal, Box 110, Ithaca, New York.

OAKSMERE
A country hoarding and day schoaol for girls, on Long Island Sound,
one hour from New York. Co COVET every requirement.
Special training in advanced E i, literature, art, history and
the languages.  Separate house for young girls. Mrs. Winifred
Edgerton Merrill, Ouksmere, Orienta Point, Mamaroneck, N. Y,

MOUNT PLEASANT SCHOOLS
For over 1oo yvears a refined school home for Loys of all ages.
Fractical military training with field work. College and business
preparation.  Physical training and athletic sports.  Address
Charles Frederick Brusie, P. O, Box 508, Ossining-on-Hudson.

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHOOL

(Military.)  Thorough prey ion for College, Technical School or Tusi-
iess, with e A ge number of pupils to a class, £,
iealthiul ssical Culture and Athletic
ompetent directe . Principal. Box 61, Mok
Lake, Westchester County, Nev

RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE OF PRACTICAL ARTS
Founded by Mrs, Russell Sage in connection with Emma Willard
School. For vocational and professional training of women.

Secretarial Work, Househald Economics, Industrial Arts.  Spe-

cial students. B. 5. Degree.

Russzell Sage College of Practical Arts, Troy, N. Y.

EASTMA

SCHOOL OF BUSINESS

v years the leader.  Thoro training in every business pursuit,
e in required duties. Accounting, Banking, Civil Service,
ourses, Both sexes. Has trained more than
syccessful men. Open all the year. Enter
eues
€. C, Gaines, Box 61g, Poughkeepsie, N, ¥,

fifty thoosar
any week-day.

Catalog on

REPTON SCHOOL FOR YOUNGER BOYS
Bridges the gap between home and the larger school.
invigorating athletic sports encouraged. Ewvery facility of home
and school. House Mother. Private farm insures pure food,
Summer camp, Address O. C. Roach, Headmaster, Box C-3,
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. ¥.

Healthiul,

THE MISSES TEWKSBURY'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
In its new home the Reynal Estate, sy acres on Mamaroneck
Road, twenty miles from New York City. (Express Station,
White Plains.) Catalog on request. i

Scarsdale, Westchester County, New York.

MACKENZIE SCHOOL

Monroe, Orange County, New York, oo minutes irom Jersey
City on the Erie: 2 hours by motor. Supplementing any recom-
mendations of college faculties and educational bureaus, the School
Catalogue offers personal and intimate testimony of patrons of
past fifteen years.  Conference and correspondence invited,

IRVING SCHOOL FOR BoYs
25 miles from New York, in the beau
year. o5 years under present Head
Prepares for all colleges a
Athletic field, Swimmming
Master, Box go3, Tarrytowi-

tiful, historic ** Irving '* country,  Soth

laster. New site and buoildings oo,
nical schools.  Individual instruction,

ium, | M. Furman, AM., Head
1, New York.

1-Hu

RYE SEMINARY

A girls’ school, one hour from New York. Diploma for college
grepalatory and general course. Certificate privilege to Vassar,
mith, Wellesley and Mount Holyoke. Unusual advantages in
music, Domestic science. Physical training, riding and outdoor
sports. Mrs. Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, Rye, New York.

INFANTRY
CAVALRY

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

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

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States

MODERATE EXPENSES
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS

Massachusetts

PowWDER POINT SCHOOL FOR BoOYS
Extensive grounds; 4 modern buildings. Concrete residence and
gymnasium. Athletic felds. Cinder track. College or business
preparation.  Upper and lower schools.  Address Ralph K
Bearce, A M., Headmaster, 45 King Casar Road, Duxbury, Mass.

""RESTHAVEN '’

A school in the country for girls, 33 miles from Boston. The
limited number of pupils permits invaluable association betwesn
teacher and student. College Preparatory, Art, Music, Lano-
guages, Science. Miss C. B, Seabury, Mendon, Mass.

Diomestic 5
Experie
ming Pool.

Rogers Hall School

38 minutes from Boston

Thorough preparation for college.
science, Handicrafts, Music, Art.
ced inst

structors in charze of all athletics,
For catalogue address

Miss OLIVE S. PARSONS, Principal, Lowell, Mass.

For
Girls

Faces Rogers Fort Hill Park
Advanced courses for graduates of high schools.
Large grounds for outdoor sports.
New Gymnasium and Swim-

25
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ﬂi[d.\'.fr?.’"/} 1setts (Continued)

Miss Guild and
Miss Evans’ School

29 Fairfield St. and 200 Commonwealth
Avenue, Boston

College Certificate Privilege
Advanced work for |
High School graduates.  Domestic Sci- ‘
Native language teachers. Sub-
All sports.

36th year.
General courses.

cnce. 1
urban Athletic field.
Horseback riding.

MISS JEANNIE EVANS, Principal
MISS CLARA A. BENTLEY, Assistant Principal

Miss Hall’s

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

In the Berkshire Hills, on
the Holmes Road to Lenox.
Forty-five acres. One thou-
sand feet above the sea level.

MISS HALL'S SCHOOL
Pittsfield, Massachusetts

Canoe

LASELL SEMINARY

For Young Women
rs regular, g repar tory aml

music,

Lasell off
special cou

It gives exceptional training in all phases ol
home econ cs, including hnu] villues, market
ing, caoking, the art of cntertaining house fur-
nishing and management, sewing, dressmaking,

and millinery.

The location of the school, surrounded by pluce
of historic interest and near Boston with il-'-
many advantages, its music and art, gives un-
usual oppartunity for general culture

Twenty acres, twelve buildings, gyvmnasium,
swimming pool.  Tennis, boating, bazketball,
horseback riding, field hockey, skating, swim-
ming,  Address

G. M. WINSLOW, Ph.D., Principal,
110 Woodland Road, Auburndale, Mass.

Ten miles from Bostan

1 here
Tunical T heary
Caoking an
Class Practice
Meet

SEA PINES SCHOOL
For Girls. Distinctly devoted to developing personality.
life. Cape climate favorable for coutdoor sports. 1o THE G PINE gEaves;
1ooo feet of seashore.  Gymnasti Music, Domestic Arts,  Secretarial
Course. Address Rev, Thomas Bickford, Miss Faith Bicklord, Principals,
F. 0. Box G, Brewster, Cape Cod, Massachusetts.

Exceptional home

‘WH EATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Only small, separate college for women in Massachusetts, g-year
course. A.B.degree. Faculty of menand women. z-year diploma
course for high school graduates. 2o buildings. 100 acres. En-
dowment. Catalog. Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.I)., LL.D., President,
Norton, Mass. (30 miles from Boston.)

HOUSE IN THE PINES
A school for girls. Preparatory and finishing courses. Lan-
guagta—nau\t teachers. Music, Household Arts.  Every atten-
tion, nol only to habits of -Ludy but to cach girl's health and
happiness. Miss Gertrude E. Cornish, Principal, Norton, Mas-
sachugetts. (4o minutes from Boston.)

ABBOT ACADEMY
A Bchool for Girls. Founded 1828. 23 miles from Boston.
General course with Household Science. " College Preparation.
Address Miss Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass.

WORCESTER ACADEMY

FOUNDED 1834

BY MEANS OF AN EFFICIENT FACULTY OF 20 EXPERIENCED MEN, A WELL-
NIGH COMPLETE MATERIAL EQUIPMENT OF BUILDINGS AND PLAYING
FIELDS, AND A DEMOCRATIC SPIRIT CULTIVATED THROUGH NEARLY
THREE GENERATIONS, WORCESTER ACADEMY REALLY EDUCATES BOYS.

SEND FOR THE CATALOG
D. W. ABERCROMBIE, LL.D., Prin., 97 Providence 5t., Worcester, Mass,
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Bradford, Mass.

athletics,

and work that are invaluable.
years.

For Young Women

| THIRTY MILES FROM BOSTON

T Bradiord Academy

In the beautiful valley of the Merrimac.  Extensive grounds devoted to outdoor life and supervised
A long life of 115 years, a careful selection of teacher and student, a maintenance of
the highest standards and a complete modern equipment make this school unique. .
The pupil forms lifelong associations, absorbs traditions and develops definite habits of thought ||

Certificate admits to leading call
Two-year course for high school graduates,

eges. General course of five |||
Course in domestic science. Address

LAURA A. KNOTT, A.M., Principal.

CHAUNCY HALL SCHOOL
Established 18:28. Prepares boys exclusively for Massachuszetts In-
stitute of Technology and ather scientific schools. Every teacher
a specialist, Franklin T. Kurt, Principal, 557 Boylston Street
(Copley Sg.}, Boston, Massachusetts.

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

THE MARY A. BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Established by Miss Burnham in 1877. Situated opposite Smith
College campus. College preparatory course with certificate admit-
ting to Smith, Wellesley and Vassar. Special courses with diploma.
TDlomestic science, new gymnasium, supervised athletics. Out-of-
doortennizand basket ball. Correspondence should be addressed to

Miss Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass.

MIiss CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
For many vears known as " The Burnham School.”
415t year opens September, 1917,
Correspondence should be addressed to
Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass.

MISS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

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

THE LESLEY SCHOOL OF HOUSEHOLD ARTS
Courses given by Harvard educators, Prepares for home effi-
ciency, Daormitory and house mother.

Mrs. Edith Lesley Wolfard,
Miss Lucy Maclnnes,
2g Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass.

THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Founded in 1886. Resident and day pupils. Schoolhouse and
Residence, modern, separate buildings.  General and College pre-
paratory courses. Art. Gardening, Swimming. Athletics.
Ruth Coit, Head Mistress, 36—40 Concord Ave., Cambridge, Mass.

TENACRE
A country school for young girls.
Fourteen miles from Boston.
Miss Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass.

Preparatory to Dana Hail

Maine

THE ABBOTT SCHOOL FOR BoOYS
Sizteenth vear opens September 26th.  Unique location appeals
to all *"lovers of inland Maine."! Health building, vigorous cli-
mate, beautiful scenery, Exceptional equipment. Terms, $8co.
George Dudley Church, A.M., Headmaster, Farmington, Me.

WAYNFLETE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Old-fashioned home-life and modern intellectual advantages.
Esteemed by parents who value thorough work and wholesome
pleasures far their daughters. College certificate. Outdoor sparts,
Miss Crisfield, Miss Lowell, Principals, Portland, Maine.

New Jersey

PEDDIE INSTITUTE

An endowed school for boys, offering thorough preparation for all colleges,
Stroug faculty.  30c hoys, Business, Music. to-acre campus, Gymmnasium,
swimming pool. Athletic field. Tower School for boys 11 10 14 years,
Moderate rates.  gist year. Catalog on request.  Address

K. W. Swetland, A.M., Box 3-C, Hightstown, New Jersey.

e
Virginia
SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE
For Women. 4 years' course leads to A.B. degree. Strong Music
and Art Depts. The Academy offers prep. and general courses.
Modern equipment, capacity for 300 students on estate of 3000

acres in Piedmont Section, Main Line Southern Railroad. For
__cata!n.g and views apply to the Secretary, Sweet Brar, Virginia.

DWIGHT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
College preparatory and special courses. Domestic Arts and Sci-
ence. Certificates accepted by leading colleges. Limited number
of pupils. Spacious grounds, Suburban to New York. Gymna-
sium. Tennis, riding. Address Box 6o7. Miss Creighton and
Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, New Jersey.

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

of Seribner's M agazine is to give information and offer suggestions
which will help in the selection of the right school. The correct-
oess of the information, the applicableness of the schools sug-
gested, depend on the facts you give us to work on.
ScHooL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE,
sog Fifth Avenue, New York City.
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Prrvate Schools

Connecticut

THE ELY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
In the country, one hour from New York City, Grounds twenty-
five acres, Modern equipment. Certificate admits to Unllege.
General Courses, Studio and Household Arts.  New department
for Girls under fifteen entirely separate from upper school.
Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticul.

LoomIs
A unique combination of | college preparatory
courses,  Practical t r business or farming
' ¢ A win Manualtrais
wine

rinent. &4 Iressy
teheler, A ter, Winclsor, Conn

LAST-MINUTE HASTE
in g0 important a matter as the selection of a school is always to
be deplored. Parents would .find it advantageous to gi mple
time in which to study and determine the proper -illllllill. 1wl

o

and Colleze Service, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, soo Fifth
Avenue, New York.

RUMSEY HaLL
In the Litchfield Hills. A school for boys under 13 Supervised

athletics,
Louis H. Schutte, M.A. Headmaster, Cornwall, Connecticut.

For
Boys
| o g in the f
N ¥ ity 1
yir
‘ i al courses.  One mwsts el 80 ¥ 1d
Rolaod J. Mulford, Ph.D., Headmaster,

Ridgefield, Connecticut

THE GATEWAY .
A School for Girls. Three buildings. Athletic field. Horsehack
riding. Domestic Arts. College preparatory, general and special
courses. Miss Alice E. Reynolds, Principal, 5t. Ronan Terrace,
New Haven, Connecticut.

W ashington, D. C.

The Washington College
Washington, D.C.
GIRLS AND YOUNG WOMEN.

Graduation from High School net es-
sential. Noexaminations. Classgrades
and recommendarion required.

School planc valued ar #3530
ten acres. Dhrectly in the city, Qutdoor ach-
letics. Representative patronage, Twenty-
second year begins Thursday, October4, R
$800.00 o 100000, Literature on request,

00, Campus of

Summer Scho
Courses and 5

R_\‘_\,'l_ﬂ.lr and Special
Rt oeeing.  F Menefes, President.

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY FOR
Young WomEN
In finest residential section of National Capital. Two yvears' course
for High School graduates, general and special courses. Domestic
Science. Outdoor sports. Edward W. Thompson, Principal,
1601 Conn, Ave., Washington, D. C.

MOUNT VERNON SEMINARY
Boarding School for Girls. College Preparatory and Advanced
Courses. Playground of twelve and one-half acres. Mrs. Elizabeth
J. Somers, Principal Emeritus, Mrs. Adelia G. Hensley, Principal,
Washington, D. C.

PAUL INSTITUTE
Mrs: Nanette B. Paul, LL.B., President. A boarding school for
Girls. Regular High School and College Preparatory Courses,
Special Courses: The Arts. Journalism, Short Story Writing,
Domestic Science. Business and Library Courses.  Parlinmen-
tary Law. 2107 5 Street, N. W., Washington, D. C.

20 minutes from Washington, D. C. Ideal climate, 65-acre
campus, 50 instructors, 30 buildings, division of girls into
small home and social groups, limited classes and specialized
instruction. Home economics, diploma course. Floriculture,
2 years collegiate work. James E. Ament, LL.DD., Pres.
For catalog address Registrar, Box 102, Forest Glen, Md.
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Private

Pe;; nsylvania

THE SHIPLEY SCHOOL-

Mawr College. Special educational and

in]-nll-n to Hryn
cial tunitics of situation opposite Bryn Mawr College.
E nIIr p,u‘ f‘u ratory and Academic Courses. Supervised athletics,

inm.  For circular, addre:
e Secretary, Box |, Bryn Maw

Well equippe i
3 Pennsylvania.

CHESTNUT HILL ACADEMY FOR BOYS
adelphia, College Preparatory and General
Cours last year's graduating class 14 entered college, 12
without conditions.  Separate room |-|r each boy, Junior Depart-
ment. Rt. Rev. Philip M. Rhinelander, President Board of Trus-
tees. James Lawson Patterson, Headmaster. Chestnut Hill, Pa,

1_| miles from Phil

THE BALDWIN SCHOOL

A Country School for Girls.
Elizabeth Forrest Johnson, A.B., Head of School.
Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania.

Schools

M EHCEHSBUHG QCADEM?
Ciffers a wigh physical, mental and moral training
Llnd-r C 11 masters from the gpreat universities. Located in the Cum-
land Valley, one of the most i :.r.-c.qm_ spots of America. New gym.
ium,  Equipment modern.  Write for catalog, Address Box xog,
William Mann Irvine, L L. Headmaster, Mercersburg, Pa,

rcollege or business,

THE BIFIMINGHAM ScHooOL, INC.
For Girls. An excellent school uﬁer:ng either Academic or Col-
lege Preparatory Courses.  Beautiful and healthful location in
the mountains, On Main Line P. R, B. Physical training. New
gpymnasium, swimming pool, sleeping porch.  For catalogue address
A. R. Grier, President, Box 105, Birmingham, Pa

[linois
MONTICELLD SEMINARY
For Young Women and Girls. 7oth year. Junior College.
College Preparatory courses. ( ‘ertificate courses in Music, Art,
Expression. Domestic Science.  Roof Garden for outdoor exercise,
Sun Parlor, Swimming Pool, Gymnasium. All outdoor sports.

Miss Martina (7. Erickson. Prin., Godfrey, TIL
S —

Maryland

THE TOME ScHoOL
An Endowed Preg

preparation for

Offers the best possible
il build.

mplete sch

chool.
The most beautiful and ¢

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND
A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Nowe Dame
tir train the body, mind and spirit—to develop true womanhood. Magnifi-
vent Luildings (n a beautiful park of 7oacres. HRowing, basketball, tennis,
nockey. Instructors all speciali Fegular and elective courses.  Music
Art. Write furcatalog, Charle Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland,

Dancnw Instruction

Correspondence Schools

—DANCING Jrom L. H. CHAL]F

Graduafe, Russian Imperial Ballet School
Persomally teaching Interpretive, Simplified Cla "\c]a. and
Ballroom C teachers, amateurs, children
163-5 WESTSTTH ST., NEW YORK CITY,

(_li

'You Get The Job’

“We've been watching you, young man, and we
know you're made of the stuff that wins. The man
that cares enough about his future to study an I. C.
5.course in his spare time isthe kind we want forre-
sponsible positions. You're getting your promotion
on what you know, and I wish we had more likeyou.”

The boss can't take chances, When he has a responsible job
to fill, he picks a man frained fo hold it. He's walching YU
right now, hoping you’'ll be ready when your opportunity
cumes.

Start today and train yourself to do some one thing better
than others. You can doitin spare time through the Inter-
national Correspondence Schools. Over 5,000 men reported
advancement last year as a résult of their 1, C. 5. training.

The first step those men took was to mark and mail this
coupon. Make your stari the same way—right now,

b (UM OO ES mm S ETEAR OUT HEAESS ou = s see o = o

INTERNATIDNM GURHESPUMDENGE SCHOOLS

Scranton, B.
Explain fully aboul your Cnuru in the subject marked X:
1Civil Enamu_rmg ADVERTISING CHEMISTRY
JEl elrl:nl |Salesmanship [ THustrating
ISte: |Commercial Law | Farming
l\llmng o |Bookkecping {Poultry
Mechonieal ™ Stenography French
Blrt‘lhianirul Drafilng Civil Service German
arehiteeinrs)l Drafting Rv. Mail Service Italian
LOARCHITECTURE AUTOMOBILES SPANISH
Name__ N T
Address — —_— —

The University of Chicago

in addition to resident
work, offers also instrue-
STUDY For detailed in- H
formation address Bl e

tion by correspondence.
z5th Year Ul ofC.(Div.F)Chicago, lll.  sicctentover

The War
ke

ated unlimited opportunities for thoce who
Freneh, German or liallan.  Better your
e your busine You can learn quickly
uring spare moments, Ly the

LANCUACE - PHONE METHOD
And Rosenthal's Practical Linguistry »

e professor pronounce ihe
u know 1t Our records fit
let, particilars of Free Trisl

The Languagz-Phone Method, 978 Putnam Bldg,, 2 W. 4510 8L, N.Y.

% Short-Story Writing

ll A conrse of 40 lessons in the history, form, structure,
| and writing of the hort-Story, tanght by Dr. 4. Rerg
Esenwein, for years Editer of Lippincott’s. Over
ne hundred Home St tudy Courses under Professo?s
in Harvard, Brown, Cornell and leading colleges.
250-pace entalos free.  Write tuday.

" The Home CorrespondenceSchool
Dents 64, Springfield, Mass,

STUDY AT HOME

¢ Rurident University
: 1 1|=;m ol
¥ of 40 I'||_|.z|guu_|u. Jurig

it g Free.
OELAHOMA CITY UNIVERSITY

403 Cilcarid UuildTng Oklinhoma City, Okla:

E A BANKER

Frepare by mail for thia h!a’h uru.fesa:on in which shere are great

opr..urtumt]en “‘u;‘g:‘c:)m 3 B nmn awarded. for frte
. * ANERICAR SEHOO1, e h A i ‘“""0 G
447 East State Street, COLUMBUS. OHIO



THE PSYCHO PHYSICAL BENEFITS OF CAMP
By D. A. Sargent, M.D.
HT is not merely the wonderful psycho-physical benefits ol camp games,

ph\'w!\_dl benefits derived from

summer camps which have been

tlle cause of their wide-spread

pupularit}'. but even more, per-

h:lps, the intense satisfaction in
the type of active outdoor life which camping
makes possible. There is in us all, and es-
pecially in youth before the cares of life have
dulled our more responsive sensibilities, a close
kinship with the world of nature, and a deep
joy in participating in natural activities. If
these instinctive emotions are deadened, let a
season at camp reawaken them; if they are
still fresh and eager for fulfilment, let the op-
portunities and attractions of a summer camp
satisfy them !

For it is through activities such as camp

& life offers that there can best be realized those
exhilarations of well-being, that access of
power and joy in achievement, and those loyal
ties of friendship which mark goals in the life
of youth—goals and starting-points, besides;
for these achievements and emotions are such
as can be carried through life, making of it a
finer experience and keeping alive in the heart
of each one the eternal boy or girl.

The physical activities offered by a good
camp, with its natural “equipment” of space,
seclusion, woods, mountains, lake or seashore,
are almost unlimited, and it is this type of
environment which adds so largely to the

athletic sports, and other forms of work and
play. There descends upon the camper, as
he approaches the spot where these weeks of
outdoor living are to be spent, a new spirit—
one both of relaxation and of exhilaration; of
independence, yet of obedience; of individu-
ality, but of co-operation. He is still respon-
sible in and to his community, but that com-
munity has so changed from the artificial sur-
roundings of school, town, and city that new
and wonderful experiences call out new adjust-
ments and unsuspected powers. And this de-
velopment of power, physical, social, artistic,
manual, mechanical, or what not—a develap-
ment which is swift and abiding because
coupled with the enthusiasm and joy of activ-
ity—becomes the end and aim of camp.

Active service is a large feature of camp
training, a service which demands democracy,
loyalty, obedience, and the putting forth of
one’s best efforts. This training 13 secured
both in actual physical sports and in the many
duties which devolve on the campers. It
provides against many pitfalls of youth, such
as offishness, arrogance, timidity, or selfishness.

Through this constant reaction of the physi-
cal on the mental, which a natural, wholesome
environment compels; through this stimula-
tion of character-building by activity; camp
life well exemplifies the educational watch-
word of “‘learning by doing.”

Summer Camps

CAMP MOY-MO-DA-YO
For girls and young ladies. An ideal camp. 1300 fi. on Pequaket Lake,
North Limington, Maine. L arge l\ualg:\l w, screened verandas for l:atlllh’
and -.Iee;nu;: R.es.u']em physicia graduates for councilors,
Swimming, canoeing, mountai 1, tennis, etc.; handcraft,

= music, dancing. Farnn camp for adults six

Miss Mayo, Miss Moody, 16 Montvien

es diskint,
Street, West Roxbury, Mass.

TRAIL'S END CAMP FOR GIRLS
sth Season, Beautiful location on the Kentucky River,
the mountains by house boat. Swimming. cano¢ing,
riding, etc. Mammoth Cave trip.  Send for booklet.
Mary DeWitt Snyder. 362 S0, Broadway, Lt\l[l‘_'ll_lﬂ. Ky

Trip ta
horseback

(Camp advertising continued on [ollowing page)
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Summer Camps—Continued

CAMP OXFORD
Dxrorp, Marne

One of the oliest and best eoui ||.|-.l-.l boys' camps in New Lng-
lind. I you wish for a healthful, hippy, belpiul summer place jor
vour son, sead for o Camp Oxford booklet. AL T Caldwell, AN

WYONEGONIC CAMPS FOR GIRLS
Moose Powo
Sixteenth Season, Three separate camps (ages 8 to z21).
Ulustrated Booklet address !
Alr. and Mrs. €. E. Cobb, Denmark, Maine.

Tor

WinONA CAMPS FOR BoYS
Moose Ponp
Tenth Season. Two camps graded (ages 8 to 16)
trated Booklet .1:] Ir: 55
C. E. Cobb, Denmark Inn, Denmark,

Far THlus-
Maine.

KAMP KiLL KARE
Stmurr CAMPS For Boys
Ilustrated Boollet give
of the camps, and the
camp. Eleventh S

i\llrh F Perry, Box '

LAKE CHAMPLAIY
full*information regarding the character
.|c1|\ ities. Recreation comp, Tutoring

B,"" Maorristown, N. J.

Dan BEARD WOODCRAFT CAMP
Under personal supervision of famous scout himsell, On shore of
heautiful Pen ania Mountain Lake. Dan Beard will help
vou make a real American of your hay,  Acquire musele, mind,
morals, manhood.  Address winier quarters

Dan Beard, g1 Bowne Ave.,

Flushing, L. I

QUANSET.

THE CnPE COD CAMP FOR GIRLS

wpert

amp for little ¢ |l|~ Unnsu: |

Ave., Newton Centre, Ma

Mes. Eo \ \\ Il||..n.1|| rog Commonwealth

CAMP WACHUSETT FOR BOVS
Lake Asquas, Horperness, N. H.
Fifteenth season, 7 buildings. Boating, canceing, swimming, fish-
ing, water and lamg orts, Music, games and a good time every
night. Tutoring if desired. No E(nts F'1sHER huts, Booklet.
Rev. Lorin Webster, L.H. .. Holderness School, Plymouth, N. H.

CamP PASSUMPSIC FOR YOUNG Boys
Laxg FATRLEE, VERMONT
«  William W. Clendenin, 120 Vista Flace, Mt. Vernon, N. Y.

CAMP KINEO FOR BOYS, Harkison, MaNE
Ages 815, .
e water sp

CAMP RUNOIA FOR GIRLS
BELGRADE LAKES, MaINE
Eleventh =
Lutorimg; ex
Miss Pond,

Horsshack
r.n.ccl e
It. Prospect Ave,

, New ark

i P

CAMP IDLEWILD FOR BOYS

LakE WINSEPESAUKEE, N. H.
=6th wyear. Buar couipped camp for boys in America.  Tllus-
trated booklet.  Address

John M. Dick, B.D,, Room 354, Exchange Blde., Boaston

CaMP POK-O-MOONSHINE FOR BOYS
Apmmonpacks, PEEesgm, N. Y
12th Season. 17 Masters. 100 Boys (8-17).
tellectual work daily,

Address Dr. C. A, Robinson, Peekskill, N, Y.

Two hours of in-

For
Girls

Sargent Camps

&  gmeme

PETERBORO N. H. Dr. D. A. SARGENT, President
Two camps, Seniors, 14 to 24; Juniors, 8 to 13

The place l'ur yOUr SUmMMer's out |r11' where you will find the
All d and Water Sporis, Horseback
zr, Arts -mrl Crafts, Nature Study, Dira-

T Canoeing and lam[mg un
k and other mountain trips.
g on the lake. Safety and
In spite of greater expense
For illustrated booklet address

Singing
{1: EJL

Gur rates are not increased.

T The Secretary, 24 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass,

Next Summer at

)

The Culver Summer Schools offera never-
to-be-forgotten vacation at a boy’s para-

dise. Plan now to send your son to one of
them next summer—Naval, Cavalry, or
Woodcraft. The latter is open o boys as
young as 12, Write for whichever catalog

inferests you most.  ypApQUARTERS,C. 5. 5.
(On Lake Maxinkuckee) Culver, Ind.

¥

CJ\MP INDIANOLA FOR BOYS
,.H-_\l-\m WISCONSIN

Our Aim: To make boys physi-
; to encourage patriotism, niauliness,

tain F. G. Mueller, Madison, Wisconsin,
Chicago Office: 1512 Masonic Temyple.

CampP GAHADA
Amironpack Moens
stperior camp for

NS
5. Ninth seazon. Patronz from eleven
ites.  Relerences asked. Lumﬁ'.{.rc equlpmenr William B.
ner, Box 686, Schenectady, N. Y. Dr. W. L. Anderson, Yale;
A. D, Sutherland, F'I\illirus-:‘-\ndo\'er. Ascociates.

ALOHA CAMP FOR GIRLS
3 distinct camps—ages, 7-13, I3-17, 17-25. Fun,
Frolic, Friendships, All sports. 12 years' experience.
Vigilance for health and safety. Tlfustrated booklet.
Mrs. E. L. Gulick, 253 Addington Rd., Brookline, Mauss.

Teachers’ Agency

Medical

The Pratt Teachers’ Agency

70 Fifth Avenue, New York

Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all
parts of the country,

Advises parents about schools, Wm. O. Pratt, Mgr.

a2

MASSACHUSETTS COLLEGE OF OSTEQPATHY
Chartered 18¢7. Right to confer Doctor's degree given by the
legislature.  Faculty of 6o physicians.  One-hundred-thousand-
dollar college and hospital just apened. Send for catalog and
booklet, ** Success of Our Graduates.” Cambridge, Mass.



An Invitation to
Better Living

Three startling facts have come to the surface of our twentieth
century hurrying life:
—That with people over 40 years of age, the death rate is increasing very
rapidly—and that this could be prevented.

—That millions are on their way to illness without knowing it,—on their way to
failure, lost opportunity, shortened life.

—That Americans, especially, are mot getting out of life what they should get.

The extraordinary recent records of the “degenerat-
ive” diseases,—impairments of the heart, blood ves- fit.
sels and kidneys—have led a group of prominent men
to organize the Life Extension Institute, with ex-Presi-
aft as chairman, to teach people how to prolong

dent
their lives and get more out of
every day of living. Professor
Irving Fisher of Yale is the
Chairmanof the HygieneBoard,
to which technical matters are
referred, and on it are such
men as General Gorgas, Dr.
William J. Mayo, Dr. Harvey
Wiley, the famous food expert,
and nearly a hundred others of
national reputation.

To get to the hundreds of
thousands who could better
their condition, the benefit of
the judgment of these eminent
men through personal contact
would be impossible. A new
department of the Institute, the
Health Study Chapter,does
work through the mails.

You are
here Invited
to Join this
Chapter

The instructions as to your

SOME OFFICERS AND DIRECTORS
of THE LIFE EXTENSION INSTITUTE

Irving Fisher,
Chairman Hygiene Reference Board
Prof. Political Economy, Yale Univ,
Hon. W. H. Taft,
Chairman Board of Directors
Ex-President of the United States
Gen. W. C. Gorgas,
Surgeon General, U. S. Army
E.L.Fisk, M.D., Directorof Hygiene
Charles H. Sabin, Direclor

There are about 100 Hygiene Advisory Board
Members in this country, Earope and Japan.

Hundreds of prominent men and leading phy-
sicians are giving lime to the work of the
Institate without charge. Among the thou-
sands who are consulting it—are not only in-
dividuals, but such izations as Ford Motor
Car Co. of Detroit, Guaranty Trust Company of

N. Y., Metropolitan Life Insurance Co., Postal
Life 1 ia 1

Co., G Co.

two men’s work, and come through the day feeling
A majority of people do not have to have bad
digestions or bad circulation or tired nerves. They
can avoid them by learning HOW TO LIVE. They
can learn how to live from this course of instruction,

In the l)ast generation of
swift, tangled modern life, the
deathrate from heart and arter-
ial troubles, kidney and digest-
ive maladies and nervous dis-
orders has greatly increased—
{II?Esome classes OVER 40 PER

Every day fifteen hundred
Americans die who might have
lived longer if they had learned
and acted. Every day a thou-
sand times as many are living
and working inadequately, with
too little joy and progress,
who could certainly improve
their lot by learning how to
live. This course will enable
you to do better than these.

HowtoJoin
the Chapter

Send the coupon below with
$L00—membership fee.

Uﬁon receipt of this a long
blank will be sent to you with
questions regarding your phys-
ical condition.

You fill this in and mail it,
and it will be analyzed and re-

health, your life, your work . "
your play, on which these hundred eminent authorities
agree, have been incorporated in fifteen simple
direct, stimulating lessons. They are to be studie
and cheerfully practiced at home, and students
will be inspired and checked up, through examin-
ations, by a competent central staff. Each student of
this full course is examined weekly by mail as to his
progress, and receives answers to any reasonable
questions on personal hygiene.

You are not asked to exercise wearily and monot-
onously,—or subsist on faddish foods—or give up
everything you like.

You simply learn how to live, how to readjust your-
self to a joyous good health in so far as modern science
can aid you. not think you can dispense with liv-
ing rightly because you are not absolutely ill. You
ought to feel “fine” as a regular thing. It is your first
duty and highest attainable pleasure to do so. You
ought to get up in the momning feeling ready to do

turned to you with comments
and hvgienic suggestions. At the same time,
you will be made a member of the Health Study
Chapter and receive Free—our 32-page book,
“What to Eat.”
One dollar may mean the difference to you between
health and sickness—between success and failure.
Send this coupon now—while you have it at hand.

Health Study Chapter, Life Extension Inst.
REVIEW OF REVIEWS, Official Organ Serib,
25 West 45th Street, New York 3-17

] one dollar m hip fee. Please gend me the
health examination blank and vour book “‘What to Eat,"
free. Also tell me about the Life Extension Health Course,
This puta me under no obligation.

Name

Address
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THE HAND BGDK
1917

(mailed upon reguest)

Most families will appreciate the
Hand Book as it does illustrate and price
JEWELS SILVER (CHINA (GLASS

WATCHES CLOCKS AND

NOVELTIES

of such design and quality as wanted
by Women and Men of discernment

BAILEY, BANKS & BIDDIE @

Philadelphia
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i'Sz'grns of Spring— Shop-W indows

H ERE are the signs of spring—not a single bud
has so much as thought of appearing—but the
shop-windows, they are filled with it through
the dreary days of mid-winter. Within, everything is
new and fresh and alluring, and on a morning's jaunt
along the avenue we saw so many different things we
liked that we thought what fun it would be to bring
some of them together in our own make-believe shop-
windows.

Somehow there is something—well, delicious, about
the blouse. It is of pale pink Georgette, very simple

in line with a broad pleated frill which extends all-

around the neck and is edged with real filet lace, one
of those enjoyable waists, dressy because of the rich-
ness of the material, but simple enough for wear with
the plainest of suits; $19.50.

Making you think pleasantly of summer suns to
come is the parasol of rough silk. The bright yellows,
reds, and blues it is stamped with are echoed in the
odd handle, flattened at one side; $r3.50.

The veil is so good; canary yellow with a white
border done in primitive colors, it would make a happy
thought with the parasol; $3.05. We suggest it as
very decorative on a plain hat in the country or for
the motor.

Not showy but notable are these light pumps with

Louis heels. They are of deep cocoa brown, which®is
the rage this spring, partly worked out in suéde.
Their very delicate shaping gives that air of perfect
trim dear to the heart of the well-groomed woman, and,
considering the way shoe prices are ascending, they are
very reasonable at $ro.00.

The vase in
our window is
one of the kind
thatisjustright
for almost any
flower, due to
the fact that
the opening is
neither large
nor small and
that the color-
ingsshadefrom
woodsy browns
to greens; from
Japan; $4.50.

Exquisite in
color, line, de-
sign is this suit
blouse. Very
fine blue chif-
fon is mounted
over delicate
maize; this

i
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forms the collar, yoke, and the chain embroidery which
covers the front panel and looks like soutache made in -
Fairy-land. This bit of perfection sells for §35.00. It *
fastens down the
side.

Isn't the little
vest adorable and
new | Made just
like a man’s, it
comesinall thenice
shades of rough
silkand willadd an
air of distinct chic
when the spring
coat hangs open—
suits tend to the
strictly tailored in
1917. These vests
are also a charming
idea for golf when
the coat is left
behind. This one
of oyster gray
has green and
black patterning;
F25.00.

Thepaintedlady
from Paris is en-
veloped in long
tan chiffon. A
little pleating of it
outlines the clever
insert of shadow
lace which height-
ensthecharmsand
prevents the feel-
ing of suffocation
and blindness usu-
ally experienced
behind such veils;
$1.95.

0000000000000 000000 O A AR S

FIELD - OF - ARTI
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GORHAM GALLERIES

SCULPTURE BY AMERICAN ARTISTS
THE GORHAM COMPANY
Fifth Avenue at Thirty-Sixth Street, New York City

AT AT SIS AT III'IIiiIIII:Ii:II:IIfIIIIIII:IIIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIlIIIIIiHIIIIIII'.‘i
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Daguerreotypes
REQ-'CREAT“%@;) \

01d@ pictures and daguerrectypes are often
lie one tie between the individual and the

net. T

hey can be restored permanently, and ap-
ropristely framed at small cost.

Bend uz & pleture nod lst us prepare an estimote,

Bradley Studios, 435 Fifih Ave., New Tork Oty
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aren’t they adorable! This was the prettiest—and

best priced—set we saw. Sheer batiste is refreshingly

new after the rage for silks; also the Irish lace which

is beginning to be used again, and is there anything nicer
| for lingerie? Copied from a French set which sells
| well over the fifty mark, this one may be had for $9.50;
gown, $5.00; envelope chemise, edged all around with
lace, [§4.50. They are trimmed with wide pink rib-
bon.

Here is the week-end luggage problem settled more
conveniently and inexpen-
sively than we have ever
seen it. This hat-box of en-
amelled leather is 8 inches
high by 24 square, has a tray
for clothes, a shirred pocket
in the lid, and an ample space
for hats; $6.00.

The little table and foot-rest
are of French gray enamel with
white trimming. The former
is unique and useful in the
matter of a glass top like a
tray. The little handles and
its lightness make it easy to
move about; 36 inches high;
$6.50; in mahogany at the
same price. The foot-rest has

F - Regardez—the little ““slip sleeves” of the night-robe,

S —— L N T,

Colonial lines and is covered with dark tapestry in
happy contrast to the light frame; $5.50.

The jar on the table holds a pot-pourri called
“Tout Mou Jardin.” It’s so good that—well, words
fail when we come to describe it. Among one's
]clothcs, or opened in the room, it is a lingering de-
ight.
In the tall bottle is the most enchanting perfume,
“Plaza’; one of those delicate odors with an elusive
quality which makes it ever new. This bottle is $g.00,
and many women know it is wisest to buy in large quan-
tities. Itsellsregularly at $2.00
the ounce.

The blending fragrance of
different lowers gives the other
its name, “Three Flowers” ;
per ounce, §1.00; large size, as
shown, §4.50.

The vase, white, done in blue
flowers and birds, is exceedingly
graceful and, when flowerless,
ornamental, not just standing
idle.

Things from China are scarce
these days, but this vase and
others like it may be had for
$4.50.

The spray of cherry blossoms
is §1.00.

—
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Every woman looks well in a sailor shape, and when
spring comes she usually buys one.  We saw two that
were particularly good; the one with the broad brim is
blue, has a blue silk overlay on its upper side, and—
for novelty and chic—stiff quills of blue, yellow, red,
and green are trained around the crown; $1g.00.

The other has endless resources; for the street or
sports wear, in the city or country, it always fits in,
The crown is rather high, the color is that greenish-
golden shade, the grosgrain ribbon is black, and the
price is §7.50.

Smart in the extreme is the turban o
on the high stand. The most be-
coming lines sweep up from the
hair—off the head you cannot
hall appreciate them. The
feathers almost cross and

give height. This hat /
takes a veil to perfection; [
$25.00.

The veil-scarf beneath
is lustrous green chiffon
of splendid quality and
the ends are hand hem- r
stitched, and the price
is $5.75.

H 36b

Broad stripes of taffeta and satin, alternating g,reer-,"I
and yellow, make this a very striking parasol. It has
a handle of polished wood and comes in all color com-
binations; $77.00.

The envelope purse achieves distinction in the com-
bining of two sorts of leather, black and pigskin; $3.95.

The bag is also remarkable in the matter of price—
$8.50—of fine quality long-grain patent leather with
moire lining. Being roomy—holding all one could
need for overnight—but not bulky, it is equally good
for travelling or shopping.

Speaking of prices brings us back to
| shoes; the very low-heeled, winged-
tip shoes like the tan ones in the
picture are continuing their pop-

ularity—style and comfort!

They are $12.00. The high
ones with heels are of cocia
brown and sell for $16.00.

Both are bench made and

excel in correctness of

line.

On request we will gladly
inform our readers where all
the above-mentioned articles
may be bought.

i Ll in- g2 ==
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The Comprebensive Charm
of the Hampton Shops

) T is the deft disposition, amid the sur-
rounding tapestried and panelled walls,
of the delightful timeworn Furniture

placed there by succeeding generations

from the days of Queen Elizabeth to those
of the late Georges, that gives more than

a passing charm to the old Manorial rooms

of England’s country families.

The Hampton Shops are able to trans-
plant all this to the city and the country
homes of our own day. Not the Furniture
alone, whether Hampton Reproductions
or imported masterworks, but the archi-
tectural fittings, the wainscotting and
tapestries, the quaint appearing Pewter,
the gleaming Sheffield Plate and richly
¢ hued Porcelains, are all to be found in
the spacious galleries of the Hampton
Shops,

HamptanShops 7oy

18 East s0tSereet
facing St. Pacrick's Cathedral
NewYotk

Al
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Gime Is the Gesr

Ben Jonson was esteemed greater than
Shakespeare, but nobody hears nmch
about him now.

Time is the test of merit, whether it be

in the making of plays or of table silver;

and the mistaken judgments of one gen
* eration are rectified by the next.

Eorham Gable Siker

has been famous for nearly a century;
and more famois with each succeed
ing generation, because it has stood the
test of time as the finest table silver-
ware that American skill can produce
or that American money can buy.

Sortem Serlng Siverware

is sold by leading jewelers every-
where, and bears this rade-mark

ol THE CORHAM CO

Jitversmiths and Goldsmiths
NEW YORK
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A snow-shoe hike ucross country

AMERICAN UNIVERSITIES AND
THE WHITE OUTDOORS

BY LAWRENCE

PEAUT of the white, gleaming,
open spaces has come to
the students of our north-
ern colleges and universi-
ties the ringing outdoor
call. The response to it
marks one of the significant phases of
extra-curricular life in seats of learning
which look frequently upon areas of snow
and ice between early Diecember and
March, while the young men of institu-
tions situated in less vigorous environ-
ment who are obliged, as one may say, to
take their winter weather when they can
get it, have begun to recognize the oppor-
tunities for exhilarating sport that lurk in
the heart of the so-called closed months.

It is a thoroughly wholesome condition;
it makes for husky physique, singing
blood, and clear heads. Probing deeper,

Copyright, 1917, by Charles Seribner’s Sons,

Vor. LXI.—:z29

PERRY

we find in faculty circles a well-estab-
lished theory that this modern outdoor
tendency serves in considerable degree to
ameliorate problems of student control;
for be it known that your average college
boy lacks something of that complete
repose in his hibernating period which
marks the ursine species. It may be only
a coincidence, but the fact remains that
old barns and hayricks contiguous to
northern centres of education are no
longer hurned on winter nights, and that
derangements of dormitory lighting sys-
tems and other manifestations of youth-
ful exuberance are rapidly passing into
the limbo of tradition.

Dartmouth makes as much of winter
sports as she does of football. Activi-
ties on snow and ice are conducted on a
definite, organized basis, and she is spon-

All rights reserved.
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sor Tor hrave, inspiring out-of-door inter-
collegiate contests, with dark, quivering
|ﬁ||:‘~% and silent white mountains as a
backeround, at a time when her southerly
friends are shivering over steam-radiators,

American Universities and the White Outdoors

There may be no doubt that eventually
every college and university which is situ-
ated in a region where snow and ice ob-
tain over at least a few weeks of winter
will go in for winter gports along definite,

A Diartmonth ski-jumper

A skilled shisjumpae o
Lk by,

or cheering for basket-hall in stuffy gym-
nasiums, or for hockey in damp huildings
devoted to themanufacture of artificial ice.
Williams has a strong winter-sport sys-
tem which invelves a large percentage of
her student body; so have the University
of Vermont, Colgate, Middlebury, Massa-
chusetts “Agpies,” and, in an unorganized
but growing basis, New Hampshire State,
Cornell, Wisconsin, and Amherst.

wing down-hill like 2 fash i soarbng into the air, is o tilling spectacle
Page g, 2

organized lines, Once a start is made,
enthusiasm arises spontaneously. For
there is a poetry in the winter hills that
grips, a lure that once felt is irresistible.
The tang of the sharp air adds zest to the
competitive spirit, sharpens the desire to
excel, while at the same time opponents
on ski or snow-shoe or ice-hoat are bound
together in the fraternal ties of a common
enthusiasm.
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And those who for the first time fare
forth on a hike when the world glitters
and the new-fallen snow crinkles under
foot, find that life holds for them that
Indian file,

which they did not expect.
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while the odor of frying bacon and broil-
ing steak arise. The evening wind begins
to moan through the pines, the shadows
melt on the snows, and the eyes of lusty
men turn toward the pine-bough beds

Fron o pizotogriph by Ledend Ly

Drartmouth students on the trail.

Iudian file, over partially obliterated trails, the long line of sturdy youth wends its way.

over partially obliterated trails, the long
line of sturdy wyouth in many-colored
toques and mackinaws wends its way, say,
to a trail cabin at the base of a brooding
mountain. Here are blankets, firewood,
cooking-utensils. A sparkling brook flows
near by. Seoon smoke is curling from the
cabin chimney, and the pedestrians gather
about the roaring logs with their pipes

with their layers of double blankets.
Never doubt they’ll sleep; never doubt
they'll return to their classrooms with
brighter eves, quieter nerves, and a vast
store of bounding health.

Cornell, while finding the weather too
variable to admit of the organization of
winter sports upon a definite basis, is
none the less ardent in their pursuit, and



The steel toboggan, Beebe Lake, Cornell University.

Here wbogganing flourishes whenever weather allows,

even finds in them a source of financial
increment. Cayuga Lake rarely freezes
over, and when it does the ice is generally
fissured and seamed because of the great
depth of water. On the campus, how-
ever, is Beebe Lake, an artificial body
of water a quarter of a mile long, shel-
tered by steep banks. Here tobogganing
flourishes whenever weather allows, and

202

skating, of course. The university per-
mits the athletic association to charge an
admission to skaters and toboggan par-
ties and the money goes to the support
of minor sports. There is a steel to-
boggan slide on the south bank of the
lake and it is very popular with the en-
tire student body. Skiing is also in favor
with the students, but there is no club



Cornell students on Eeebe Lake.

Beebe Lake, an artincial body of water a g
ad:

and the sport is purely an individual af-
fair. There is every desire for the con-
duct of winter sports on the Dartmouth
scale, but unfortunately the climate at
Cornell is tempered by the lakes of cen-
tral New York and thus Ithaca is not in
the snow belt.

Amberst and Yale have not gone in for
outdoor sports amid the snows in any

arter of a mile long, . . .
n, and the meney goes to the support of minor 5

Triphammer Falls in fur

& unive

harge an

organized way, but among the student
body are included many who fare forth
on ski and snow-shoe when conditions per-
mit, and entrants from hoth these seats
of learning have flaunted the purple and
white and the blue at the Williams and
Dartmouth carnivals, Colgate, a small
college with a vast amount ol spirit, has
an outing club and sends her men far
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2031 American
and wide to winter meets in the northern
region, while each winter she holds o meet
ol her own, The weather in the region of
Hamilton, New Yorlk—the seat of Col-
wite—is ideal Tor winter sports of all sorts,
Middlebury College, at Middlebury, Ver-
mont, has frequently sent her ski and
snow-shoe men to Hanover, and this year

Universities and the White Outdoors

ing over the blazing logs in some far-away
{rail cabin, Their skill and their strength,
the feats they accomplish both in the way
of endurance and of specialized aptitude,
create throughout the college a spirit of
emulation which each winter serves to en-
list an increasing number of men in the
pursuit of the white autdoor gods.

Huckey at Colgate University, Hamiltun, N. Y,

The seat of Colgate is idea) for winter sports of all sorts,

for the first time she haz a flourishing
outing club.

The University of Vermont at Burling-
ton also has a comprchensive winter out-
door sport system directed by an outing
club which comprises practically the en-
tire student body.

These outing clubs do a splendid work
in interesting students in the pleasures of
the open country, and all the system of
conducting trips, establishing trail cabins,
mapping the country, and organizing car-
nivals comes under their sole supervision.
Carnivals, of course, are devised as means
to anend, that end being the developing of
enthusiasm for all forms of skating, snow-
shoeing, skiing, tramping, and camping.
They are colorful and picturesque, and
serve to throw into the light of public-
ity deep-chested, rugged, powerful men,
most of whose spare time is spent in the
white open on ski or snow-shoe, or brood-

In the universities of our northwest
there is no definite organization devoted
to the encouragement of skiing, snow-shoe-
ing, and the like.  Perhaps this is because
so many of the students have been accus-
tomed to the employment of the shoe and
the skiin a practical way. The snows are
deep in northern Wisconsin and Minne-
sota, and not a few of the students come
from the lumber regions, where these ar-
ticles are a matter of course. Students
at these universities use them day in and
day out as they have always used them
—to get somewhere,

But a sport that does flourish at Wis-
consin is ice-boating. Lake Mendota, at
Madison, upon which the university is
most beautifully situated, is frozen prac-
tically all winter, and is of sufficient area
to admit of the widest latitude in manau-
vring these swift craft. The ice-boat is
for racing per se. It has no other use.



Student of Williams College on a hike.

There is a poetry in the winter hills that grips, a lure that cuce felt is irresist

The Wisconsin students so use it, and it is
their testimony that they cause more
thrills to the square inch than any sport
ever devised—not even excepting foot-
ball. When the ice-boat approaches head
on, one runner rearing high in the air, it is
a frightful thing to contemplate. Its
sheer momentum dazes the observer.
Sometimes it takes affairs into its own
hands, throws out its sailors, and goes

le.—Pare o6,

careering off to destruction like a mad-
dened horse. Itis the testimony at Wis-
consin that the sport of ice-boating fur-
nishes more to the second than any known
thing. Rohert Louis Stevenson said of
his experience on such a craft that it “was
living three to the minute.” And soitis.
It is the swiftest speed engine ever de-
signed by man—the aeroplane excepted;
it has travelled two miles in ninety sec-

¥
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o

Snow-shoeing party of Middlebury College leaving for a tramp to Lake Champlain.

Middlebury this year for the first time has a fourishing outing club, —Page o6g.
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Diartmouth ski-jumpers, three abreast

Tris a fascinating

onds. Alany students own their own
craft while others rent them from firms
in Madison. Skating, tobogzaning, and
hockey are other attractions that offer
amusement for a great portion of the stu-
dent body. Asa matter of [act, it is not
an uncommon winter spectacle for fivo or
three thovsand Lo be on the lake at one time,

Lovers of outdoor life who have never
learned to ski have missed a great deal.
It is a fascinating sport and an art as
well. A narrow, clean-cut spoor—always
the sign of an accomplished ski-runner
lying across the white flank of a hill is a
beautiful thing to behold, and so are the
“ herring-bone " tracks which a knight of
the ski will record on the flawless snow as
evidence of his skill.

Once the writer, who had not mastered
the art, undertook to follow a ski-runner
through the =nows of a northern forest on
snow-shoes.  The journey of several miles
was for the most part a solitary one; the
man on skis would glide along compan-
ionably on the level or up-grade, but
when a hill or the slightest depression ap-
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spart and an an as well,

peared he would wave his hand in ges-
ture of farewell and disappear.

It is really a modern sport, at least
modern so far as popularity goes. His-
torically, however, skiing dates back some
fourteen hundred wvears. Procopius—
sixth century—refers to it, and in the
thirteenth century Saxo Grammaticus.
The inhabitants of northern Norway have
employed the ski time out of mind, It
was not, however, until the late seventies
that peasants from Telemark came to a
winter meet held near Christiania and
electrified observers with their proficiency
on skis. All of Norway went in for the
sport with enthusiasm, but it was a long
time hefore it spread to other lands. Now
there are ski clubs throughout the world
where winters are characterized by snow
and ice.

The ski is used as a practical means of
locomotion as well as for sport. Dwell-
ers of northern mountain districts find it
essential in the closed months, but they
use it as they use shoes and stockings,
with no thought of carrying it beyond a



Paulson, of New Hampshire State College, turning a * flip.”’

it the Dartipouth Carpival, Paulson

merely utilitarian purpose.  In the realm
of sport skiing has attained its great de-
velopment as an art, and ornate furbish-
ings, such as the Telemark und Christiana
swings and other methods of turning or
stopping forward progress, the recording
of various sorts of tracks, and ski-joring
and ski-skating and ski-jumping have
been applied in the course of the years,
The general impression of ski-jumping
seems to be that the runner in his course
down hill leaps into the air and alights
some feet farther down. This is not the
case. Jumps are always made from an
inequality on a hill or mountain side.
This inequality may be natural or arti-
ficial. Usually it is artificial, as perfect
take-offs do not as a rule grow of them-
selves. Take-offs are built at heights
ranging from two feet for beginners to
eight feet for adepts. It is nothing more
than a snow-covered platform, projecting
from the hillside several hundred feet
from the starting-point. A skilled ski-
jumper coming down hill like a flash of
licht, taking the jump and soaring into

thivissannls of gpiectotors by tiening 2 complete e

the air, landing straicht as an arrow from
eighty to a hundred feet farther down,
and gliding out of sight is a thrilling spec-
tacle to witness.

Last year at the Dartmouth Carnival,
Paulson, of New Hampshire Universi-
ty, startled the thousands of spectators
by turning a complete somersault as he
left the take-off. He repeated this hair-
raising feat many times, while cameras
clicked and the wintry welkin shook with
acclaim.

The snow-shoe, of course, has existed in
varving forms from the time when men
first went abroad on the snows.  Itrivals
the ski in point of popularity with the
students at Dartmouth, Williams, and
other winter-sport colleges.  And the vis-
itor is likely to hear a great deal of good-
natured argument as to the relative merits
of the two forms of travel.

As a matter of fact, it has often been
demonstrated that a beginner on snow-
shoes can easily outdistance the novice on
skis, because snow-shoeing is by no means
as difficult an accomplishment. There is

267
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not the slightest doubt, however, that a
aood ski-runner can lose the hest man on
snow-shoes, It s true that the latter
makes better headway through thick un-
derbrush on the side of a hill and in
thickly wooded lands; none the less, the
nan on skis more than holds his own
with the exponent of the webbed shoe in
eeneral cross-country work.  Yet, as in-
dicated, the snow-
shoe sections of [
the various out-
ing clubs form a
very strong ele-
ment therein.
Dartmouth was
the founder of or-
ganized winter
sportin this coun-
try and to-day
stands supreme
in the field. The
plan of bringing
together students
who loved the
splendid Hanover
country, of ex-
ploring near-by
mountains, and
of going far afield
into the higher
hills of New
Hampshire met
with instant ap-
proval when the
Dartmouth Out-
ing Club was
formed during the
winter of 1gog-10.
It was during the early weecks of this
winter that a lonely ski-runner would fare
forth from the university in the white
dawn of a day of recess, dipping and rising
from valley to valley, returning when the
western horizon revealed over the tops of
the brooding pines a broad crimson gash.
And he marvelled that with more than a
thousand red-blooded men housed near
by he rarcly saw a ski-track other than
his own and all too few traces of the
webbed foot. He was Frank H. Harris,
of the class of rarr, and he deserves a
monument on the Dartmouth campus;
for it was he who sent the call ringing
through listless dormitory and [raternity
house, and so ended the one bane of ex-

drvnra g
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istence at Hanover—the long winter
months. Tt is a fact now that an appre-
ciable proportion of Dartmouth’s student
body sees the passing of the snow with a
tinge of regret. For the Outing Club is
one of Dartmouth’s strongest institutions,
and the annual winter carnival in Febru-
ary has come to be recognized not only
as one of the chief functions among the
colleges but as
one of the great
national winter
events,
Hanoveris very
happily located in
respect to facili-
ties for winter di-
versions. Itisin
a snow belt which
has for its south-
ern boundary the
northern part of
New York State,
its northern
boundary extend-
ing into Canada.
The snowfall is
heavy, the air dry
and cold, so that
the snow lies in
that powdery,
puffy condition
which makes for
the most satis-
| factory skiing

de g Ledinnd pages,

Uabin at Skyline Farm, Littleton, north end of the
Drartmeouth sixty-mile trail.

and snow-shoe-
ing. The univer-
sity is situated on
a pine-covered
plateau, rising sheer from the Connecticut
River, and on all sides rear the foot-hills
of the White Mountains.

Interesting and picturesque places lie in
all directions within an hour's trip of the
campus. A favorite short trip is through
the village of Norwich, Vermont, across
the river from Hanover, to Meeting
House Hill, where, looking down the won-
derful Connecticut River valley, can be
seen Mt. Ascutney, nineteen miles away
to the north, Mt. Moosilauke, Mt. Cube,
and Mt. Lafayette. Or an eight-mile trip
to the east, bringing the snow-shoer or ski-
runner to the Outing Club hut at the base
of Moose Mountain, which affords fine
opportunity for climbing. Then there is
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Catin at Mount Moosilauke,

o

The plan of exploring near-by mountains and o



Iee-boating on Lake Mendota, University of Wisconsin

The lake is frozen pracically all winter and s of sufficient area to admit of the widest latitude in manoeurving these swift craft,
—Page 26y,

the Pompanoosuc River road, which leads
the way farther to those beautiful little
mountain lakes, Fairlee and Morey.
Dartmouth, in brief, is rich in its sur-
rounding spots of beauty.

The Outing Club organizes and codifies
these trips and has established huts at
strategic points, Work also is continued
each year on the establishment of camps
penetrating north to the White Moun-
tains. The ambition is eventually to
open communications as far north as the
Dartmouth Grant, a track of virgin wil-
derness owned by the college near the
Canadian line.

The club now controls the cabin and
land at Moose Mountain; two cabins and
land at Cube Mountain; a cabin and land
at Farmington Pond; a cabin and land at
Glen Cliff and the Agassiz Basin; it owns
the sky-line farm at Middleton, New
Hampshire, as well as ski-jumps and to-
boggan-slides in the wonderful Vale of
Tempe at Hanover. The cabins are con-
stantly kept in order, supplied with blan-
kets and cooking-utensils, and stocked
with fire-wood. The club maintains sev-
enty miles of well-marked trail from Han-
over to North Woodstock, and conducts
trips to points of interest in a five-mile
radius of Hanover twice a week through-
out the year. There is an occasional long
trip to the cabins as well as an annual
ski trip to the Green Mountains and one
to Mt. Washington in the White Moun-
taing, in which ski-runners from Canadian
and other universities participate.

There is an annual ski-relay race with
McGill University, alternating between
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Montreal and Hanover, and club mem-
bers are entered in various winter meets
at North Woodstock, Vermont, New-
port, New Hampshire, and at Williams-
town.

A winter carnival at Dartmouth is an
extraordinary function, and the visitor
carries with him from this region of whis-
pering pines and snow indelible impres-
sions, The university throws open its
dormitories and fraternity houses to
guests, mainly attractive young women
and their chaperones, who arrive from all
points of the compass on a Thursday
night. Alumni come back as for Com-
mencement, with a fair representation of
those interested in winter sports from the
country round. The meet starts on Fri-
day with preliminary ski and snow-shoe
dashes on the Occum Pond; cross-country
ski and snow-shoe events, beginning and
ending in the Vale of Tempe; obstacle
snow-shoe races and a hockey match on
the Alumni Oval against a Canadian Uni-
versity team. In the evening the Dra-
matic Club gives its annual play. On
Saturday the ski-joring and intercollegi-
ate relay ski and snow-shoe events are
held, and the meet concludes with an in-
tercollegiate ski-jumping contest in which
students of American and Canadian seats
of learning participate. The carnival
closes with the junior prom.

One who has not been at Hanover at
this time can have no idea of the genuine
enthusiasm which attends these various
events. Over the white slopes move sev-
eral thousand spectators in sleighs, on ski
or snow-shoe, or on foot, following the con-
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testants from point to point and cheer-
ing them on. And last February, with
the carnival a thing of the past, it was in-
teresting to observe next morning groups
of students crossing the spacious campus,
on skis, packs on their backs, bound for
Sabbath communion with the white out-
door gods. The carnival was mercly a
phase, not the whole of winter at Huan-
OVer.

Williams College is almost ideally situ-
ated for the enjoyment of winter sports.
Surrounded on all sides by mountains
varying in height from 2,500 feet to 3,500
feet, this Berkshire community offers
countless opportunities for ski and snow-
shoe trips of almost any length. On the
south is Greylock, with an altitude of
3,505 feet, the highest point in the State.
Froni this elevation a superb view is af-
forded, embracing the Berkshires, Tacon-
ics, Green Mountains, and the Catskills,
and on clear days even the Adirondacks
and the White Mountains. Eastwardly
is Hoosic Mountain, which the famous
Mohawk Trail straddles.  The long range
of the Taconics, culminaling in Berlin
Mountain, 2,804 feet high, along which
runs the New York-Massachusetts State

271

line, shuts in the valley on the west., On
the north is the Dome, 2,584 feet above
sea-level, the imposing southerly outpost
of the Green Mountains. Near here
starts the Long Trail of the Green Moun-
tain Club, which stretches 250 miles 1o
the Canadian border.  All these summits
are within eight miles of the town.
Shorter hills, ideal for skiing, are numer-
ous near by, and even on the campus.

Despite all these natural advantages,
skis, until four years ago, were a curiosity
seen once or twice a winter on the cam-
pus, and snow-shoes were hardly more
common. In the last few vears, however,
winter sports have come to occupy a large
place in college life and interest in them
is still growing. Every afternoon parties
of enthusiasts may be seen going out or
returning from trips. Some are fresh-
men, bent on getting over their awlkward-
ness on some hill shielded from the public
gaze, others upper classmen whose pack-
sucks and blankets speak of longer expe-
ditions.

The Outing Club, to whose efforts these
changed conditions are due, was founded
in the spring of 1915, with the general
purpose of fostering the non-athletic out-
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Huckey practice, McGill University.

Canadian colleges and universities were our predecessors in the realm of winter sports.
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door life of the college.  The first officers
were Samuel C. MeKown, president ; Rus-
sel M. Geer, vice-president; Roland Pal-
medo, sceretary, and Roger WL Riis,
treasurer.  The club met with instanta-
neous success as it filled a mueh-needed
place among undergraduate activities.

The first definite event of the club took
form in the “ First Annual Winter Carni-
val of Williams College.” The events
were very well contested, although many
of the students who were just learning
the arts of skiing and snow-shoeing did
not enter, thinking themselves too green.
The races included roo-yvard and mile
events for skiers and snow-shoers and a
ski-jumping contest. Most of the partic-
ipators in the latter event were decidedly
new at the game, and tradition recalls
merry memories of their tumbles und gro-
tesque gyvrations. A jump of very mod-
esl size was used for this first contest and
is still being used by beginners.

Last year's winter carnival was a much
more pretentious affair. The list of en-
trants was almost three times as large as
that of the previous winter, and a distinct
advance was evident in skill of the con-
testants. Open and novice short and
long distance races for both skiers and
snow-shoers were conducted, and all were
closely contested. The new ski-jump,
which had been built during the fall, could
not be used on account of unfavorable
weather conditions, The features of the
carnival were perhaps the ski-joring races,
in which men on skis drive thoroughbred
trotters. Three heats were held on the
Main Street of the town, and the hest
time for the 300 vards was 43 seconds
from a standing start.

During the winter trips to the neigh-
boring heights, Greyvlock, Berlin Moun-
tain, and the Dome, are the rule on Sat-
urday afternoons. Greylock is the favor-
ite objective and is visited by scores of
students during the winter months. On
week-day afternoons the ski-jump, the
nearer slopes, and the more accessible
heights are popular,

The club entered the present winter
season with high hopes and good pros-

Universities and the White Outdoors

pects of getting the majority of the college
to spend their recreation hours in the
great outdoors instead of in rooms stufly
with tobacco smoke. It will co-operate
with the Dartmouth Outing Club in run-
ning a combined trip up Mt. Washington,
and a four-man ski-relay team will be sent
to the winter carnival at Hanover this
year.

Canadian colleges and universities were
our predecessors in the realm of winter
sports by a great many years. Asa mat-
ter of fact, this was due probably as much
to choice as necessity, since the long, hard
winters forced outdoor play under any
and all conditions. Then, too, the boys
of the Dominion come to college adept in
the use both of ski and of snow-shoe.  Itis
the testimony of physical directors at
Toronto, Ottawa, McGill, Queens, Rid-
lev, McMaster, Trinitv, and other seats
of learning in Canada, as well as the
four Provincial universities—Alberta, Sas-
katchewan, Manitoba, and British Co-
lumbia—that winter sports have a di-
rectly beneficial effect upon physical effi-
ciency, and that the good results of a
winter in the open endure throughout the
twelve months.,  McGill has its ski and
snow-shoe club, and annually sends a
team to the winter carnival at Hanover
as well as to events in Canada. Those
who have seen students at their winter
sports at the University of British Co-
lumbia paint enthusiastic pictures of
that wonderful region of Point Grey,
near Vancouver, where the snow-covered
mountains, the blue, icy gulf, and the
wonderful valleys are not transcended hy
anything in Switzerland.

New Hampshire State reports an ex-
traordinary advance in snow-shoeing and
skiing. Intramural hockey and tobog-
ganing have long characterized the long
winters at Durham. There is a Snow
Club at the university devoted to the de-
velopment of winter meets, and while en-
trance of members in the various winter
meets of the north has been individual, it
is expected that within another year they
will be sent forth under organized sanc-
tion.




THE LORD'S OWN LEWVEL

A HAPPY
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] huddled Dy the roadside
at the mouth of Wolf Run
hut of blackened
24 boards. The rooftree
sagoed from each gable
down to the crazy chimney in the centre,
and the smoke curled up between the clap-
hoard shingles or, as the wind listed, out
through the cracks of any wall. Tt wasa
bird-singing, light-flashing morning in
spring, and Lum Chapman did things that
would have set all Happy Valley to won-
dering. A bareheaded, vellow-haired girl
rode down Wolf Run on an old nag. She
was perched on a sack of corn, and she
gave Luma shy “how-dye’ when she saw
him through the wide door. Lum’s great
forearm eased, the bellows flattened with
a long, slow wheeze, and he wenl to the
door and looked after her. Profession-
ally he noted that one hind shoe of the old
nag was loose and that the other was
gone. Then he went back to his work.
It would not be a busy day with Uncle
Jerry at the mill—there would not be
more than one or two ahead of her and
her meal would soon be ground. Several
times he quit work to go to the door and
look down the road, and finally he saw
her coming. Again she gave him a shy
“how-dye,” and his eyes followed her up
Wolf Run until she was out of sight.

The miracle these simple acts would
have been to others was none to him.
He was hardly self-conscious, much less
analytical, and he went back to his work
again.

A little way up that creck Lum himself
lived in a log cabin, and he lived alone,
This in itself was as rare as a miracle in
the hills, and the reason, while clear, was
still a mystery: Lum had never been
known to look twice at the same woman.
He was big, kind, taciturn, ox-eyed, calm.
He was so good-natured that anybody
could banter him, but nobody ever car-
ried it too far, except a bully from an
adjoining county one court day. Lum
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picked him up bodily and dashed him to
the ground so that blood gushed from his
nose and he lay there hewildered, white,
and still. Lum rarely went 1o church, and
he never talked religion, politics, or neigh-
horhood gossip.  He was really thought
to be quite stupid, in spite of the fact
that he could make lightning calculations
about crops, hogs, and cattle in his head,
However, one man knew better, but he
was a “furriner,” a geologist, a “rock-
pecker’™ from the Bluegrass. To him
Lum betrayed an uncanny eye in discov-
ering coal signs and tracing them to their
hidden beds, and wide and valuable
knowledge of the same. Once the for-
eigner lost his barometer just when he
was tryving to locate a coal vein on the
side of the mountain oppesite.  Two days
later Lum pointed to a ravine across the
valley,

“You'll find that coal not fer from the
hottom o' that big poplar over thar.”
The geologist stared, but he went across
and found the coal and came back mys-
tified.

“How'd you do it?”

Lum led him up Wolf Run. Where the
vein showed by the creek-side Lum had
built a little dam, and when the water ran
even with the mud-covered stones he
had turned the stream aside. The geol-
ogist lay down, sighted across the surface
of the water, and his eve caught the base
of the big poplar.

“Hit's the Lord’s own level,” said Lum,
and hack he went to his work, the man
looking after him and muttering:

“The Lord’s own level.”

Hardly knowing it, Lum waited for
grinding day. There was the same ex-
change of “how-dyes” hetween him and
the girl, going and coming, and Lum
noted that the remaining hind shoe was
gone from the old nag and that one of
the front ones was going. This too was
gone the next time she passed, and for the
first time Lum spoke:

“Yo’ hoss needs shoein’.”
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* You stay hyeh with the baby,'" he said quietly, “an’ I'll take yo' meal hume."—Page 276,
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“She ain’t wuth it,” said the girl. Two
hours later, when the girl came back, Lum
took up the conversation again.

“Oh, yes, she is,”" he drawled, and the
girl slid from her sack of meal and
watched him, which she could do fear-
lessly, for Lum never looked at her. He
had never asked her name and he did not
ask her now.

“I'm Jeb Mul]ins's gal,”” she said.

Pap Il be comin’ ‘long hyeh some day
an’ pay ve.”

“My name’s Lum—Lum Ch.lpman

“They calls me Marthy.’

He lifted her bag to the horse’s bony
withers with one hand, but he did not
offer to help her mount. He watched her
again as she rode away, and when she
looked back he turned with a queer feeling
into his shop. Two days later Jeb Mul-
lins came by.

“Whad’ I owe ye? ™ he asked.

“Nothin',"”" said Lum grufily.

The next day the old man brought
down a broken plough on his shoulder,
and to the same question he got the same
answer:

“Nothin.” So he went back and
teased Nartha, who blushed when she
next passed the door of the shop, and this
time Lum did not go out to watch her
down the road.

Sunday following, Parson Small, the
circuit-rider, preached in the open-air
“meetin’-house,”” that had the sky for a
roof and blossoming rhododendron for
walls, and—wonder of wonders—Lum
Chapman was there. In the rear he sat,
and everybody turned to look at Lum.
So simple was he that the reason of his
presence was soon plain, for he could no
more keep his eyes from the back of Mar-
tha Mullins'’s yellow head than a needle
could keep its point from the North Pole.
The circuit-rider on his next circuit would
preach the funeral services of Uncle Billy
Hall, who had been dead ten vyears, and
Uncle Billy would be draped with all the
virtues that so few men have when alive
and that so few lack when dead. He
would marry such couples as might to
marriage be inclined. There were pecu-
liar customs in Happy Valley, and some-
times a baby might without shame he
present at the wedding of its own parents.
To be sure, Lum's eyes did swerve once
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when the preacher spoke of marriage—
swerved from where the women sat to
where sat the men—to young Jake Kil-
burn, called Devil Jake, a name of which
he was rather proud; for Martha's eyes
had swerved to him too, and Jake shot
back a killing glance and began twisting
his black mustache.

And then the preacher told about the
woman whom folks once stoned.

Lum listened dully and waited help-
lessly around at the end of the meeting
until he saw Martha and Jake go down
the road together, Martha shyv and con-
scious and Jake the conquering daredevil
that he was known to be among women.
Lum went back to his cabin, cooked his
dinner, and sat down in his doorway to
whittle and dream.

Lum went to church no more. When
Martha passed his shop, the same “how-
dye” passed hetween them and no more.
Twice the circuit-rider came and went and
Martha and Devil Jake did not ask his
services. A man who knew Jake's record
in another county started a dark rumor
which finally reached Lum and sent him
after the daredevil. But Jake had fled
and Lum followed him almost to the edge
of the bluegrass country to find that Jake
had a wife and child. He had meant to
bring Jake back to his duty, but he merely
beat him up, kicked him to one side of the
road like a dog, and came back to hisshop.

Old Jeb Mullins came by thereafter
with the old nag and the sack of corn, and
Lum went on doing little jobs for him for
nothing, for Jeb was a skinflint, a moon-
shiner, and a mean old man. He did not
turn Martha out of his hut, hecause he
was callous and because he needed her to
cook and to save him work in the garden
and corn-field. Martha stayed closely at
home, but she was treated so kindly by
some of the neighhors that once she ven-
tured to go to church. Then she knew
from the glances, whispers, and gigglings
of the other girls just where she stood, and
she was not seen again very far from her
owndoor. Itwasalong time before Lum
saw her again, so long, indeed, that when
at last he saw her coming down Wolf Run
on a sack of corn she carried a baby in her
arms. She did not look up as she ap-
proached, and when she passed she turned
her head and did not speak to him. So



2706

Lum sat where he was and waited for her
to come back, and she knew he had been
waiting as soon as she saw him. She felt
him staring at her even when she turned
her head, and she did not look up until the
old nag stopped. Lum was barring the
Way.
“Yo' hoss needs shoein’,” he said
gravely, and from her lap he took the
baby unafraid. Indeed, the child dim-
pled and smiled at him, and the little arm
around his neck gave him a curious shiver
that ran up the back of his head and down
his spine. The shoeing was quickly done,
and in absolute silence, hut when they
started up Wolf Run Lum went with them.
“Come by my shack a minit,” he said.
The girl ‘said nothing; that in itself
would be another scandal, of course, but
what was the difference what folks might
say? At his cabin he reached up and
lifted mother and child from the old nag,
and the girl’s hair brushed his cheek.
“You stay h}'eh with the bahj.-‘." he
said quletl) “an’ I'll take yo’ meal
home.” She looked at him with mingled

Oblivio Dei

trust and despair. What was the differ-
Eence r

It was near sundown when Lum got
back. Smoke was coming out of his rick-
ety chimney, and the wail of an old ballad
reached his ears. Singing, the girl did
not hear him coming, and through the
open door he saw that the room had been
tidied up and that she was cooking sup-
per. The baby was playing on the floor.
She turned at the creak of his footstep on
the threshold and for the first time she
spoke.

“Supper’ll be ready in a minit.”

A few minutes later he was seated at
the table alone and the girl, with the baby
on one arm, was waiting on him. By and
by he pushed back his chair, pulled out
his pipe, and sat down in the doorway.
Dusk was coming. In the shadowy
depths below a wood-thrush was fluting
his last notes for that day. Then for the
first time each called the other by name.

“Marthy, the circuit-rider’ll be roun’
two weeks from next Sunday.”

“All right, Lum,”

OBLIVIO DET
By Shane Leslie

THE Lord looked down on a

Christendom of blood and lint

Seemingly sacrificed Patri et Filio.
He looked as sad and beautiful as a Medici print
Of Self and Sonhead et cwm Spiritu Sanclo.

There were tears like planets in the eyes of Him
And a fierceness like the sun upon His brow,

As He broke the ‘\ll(,I'ICt“: of time with

Chcrub:m

And Seraphim, let us be done with Europe now.”

Then all the slain and starved children of the Poles
Answered from Holy Quire, “laus dulci Domino.”
And dead men drowned like rats or trapped like moles

In trench or tide sang,

“gloria Patri et Filio."

The Lord spoke in His heart not merrily nor stern:

“The Vengeance which

is mine be gone for devils’ debt!

O Cherubim, let neither love nor anger burn !
O Seraphim, that Europe ever was—forget !"

The Lord looked back from all the murder and first-aid

Men offered up on earth to Him et Filio,

And smiled as though He dreamed mankind were never made
In image like to Him el Spiritui Sancto.
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BY W. \C,

MEASURES OF VALUE

precisely to define the term
“standards,” but it is hap-
pily even more superfluous
than difficult because ev-

= ery one knows what it
Whereas criticism deals with the

means.
rational application of principles applica-
ble to the matter in hand, and has there-
fore a sufficiently delimited field of its

own, standards are in different case.
Thev belong in the realm of sense rather
than in that of reason and arec felt as
ideal exemplars for measurement by com-
parison, not deduced as criteria of abso-
lute authority. As such they arise insen-
sibly in the mind which automatically sifts
its experiences, and are not the direct re-
sult of reflection. In a word, they are the
products not of philosophy but of culture,
and consequently pertinent constituents
of every one’s intellectual baggage. And
in the field of art and letters they play
an especially prominent réle because art
and letters are artificial simplifications of
material much less synthetized and there-
fore less susceptible of comparative mea-
surement, namelyv nature and human life.
The possession of them is equally essen-
tial to artist and public. Without stand-
ards in common it is impossible for artist
and public to get together, for without
them the two have no common language.
Even low standards shared by each have
undoubtedly a strong cementing force.
Any kind of language uttered and savored
constitutes a bond of solidarity—even the
variety that Walpole said he used on prin-
ciple because everybody understood it.
A certain standard is therefore logically
to he induced from even such practice as
his—the elementary standard of compre-
hensibility. But as the instance of Wal-
pole shows it may easily be a low one and,
in considering art and letters at all events,

BROWNELL

I shall not be expected to apologize for
using the word standard to denote a qual-
ity rather than a defect, and just as when
we speak of “style” we mean good style
and not bad, to mean by standards high
standards not low, or what is the same
thing, exacting not indulgent ones. Be-
sides, speaking practically, nobody not
negligible is extravagant enough even at
the present time to profess low ones as
such; and those that may be considered
inevitable—since the act of judging in it-
self implies standards of some kind—are
no doubt subconscious possessions. So
that we may leave both these out of the
account without risk of misconception in
noting as one of the really significant
signs of our revolutionary and transitional
time the wide disappearance of standards
altogether, the contempt felt for them as
conventions, the indignation aroused by
them as fetters, the hatred inspired by
them as tyranny.

This spirit of revolt—conceived of
course as renovation by its votaries but
still manifestly in the destructive stage
witnessed by the fierceness of its icono-
clastic zest, so much greater than its con-
structive concentration—is plainly con-
fined to no one people and to no one field
of activity. It isindeed so marked in the
field of art and letters because it is gen-
eral and because the field of art and
letters is less and less a sheltered enclosure
and more and more open to the winds of
the world. Everybody is agreed about
the character of this spirit, both those to
whom it signifies the New Day of a di-
viner order and those who deem it a re-
turn to chaos, fatuously exultant in the
efficacy of a fresh start. Any considera-
tion of it accordingly need lose no time
in groping in the vague as to its nature.
Its friends and foes, exponents and cen-
sors, would probably agree that one of its
main constituent traits is impatience with
established standards of all sorts; but
what has not perhaps been as clearly per-
ceived is the extension of this impatience
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to an inveterate hostility to standards in
themselves—at least, as T have just noted,
to all explicit and conscious ones.  Goe-
the's idea of “culture conquests” has lost
its value, because the new spirit involves
a break with, not an evolution of, the
past. TIn the new belles lettres a historical
reference arouses uneasiness and a myth-
ological allusion irritation because they
are felt to be not obscure but outworn.
The heart sinks with ennui at the mention
of Amarillis in the shade and thrills with
pleasure in imaging the imagist in the
bath. The plight of the pedant in the
face of such preferences as prevail arouses
pity. His entire mental furniture is of a
sudden outmoded. The coin may be of
standard weight and fineness, it loses its
currency if its design is not novel—mak-
ing it, that is to say, fiaf and irredeemable
in the mart of art, sterling only in its
grosser capacity. The objection is to
formulations themselves as restrictions on
energy. The age feels its vitality with a
more excuisite consciousness than any
that has preceded it. It does little else,
one may say in a large view, than in one
form or another express, illustrate, or cele-
brate this consciousness.

And every one who sympathetically
“helongs” to it feels himself stanchly
supported by the consensus of all it es-
teems. Nothing fortifies—and occludes,
it may be added—like such confirma-
tion. The militancy of the age there-
fore finds itself not only in possession
of a perfectly definite—if mainly de-
structive—credo, but of a practically
united and enthusiastic army. Bunvan
would certainly have given the banner
inscribed “Anarchy” to one of his Diab-
olonian captains. But who now reads
Bunyan—any more than Bolingbroke—
or has ever read him? All the “modern-
ist” needs to do if challenged is to follow
the example of Max Miiller, who replied
to an opponent seeking to confute him by
citing Saint Paul: “Oh! Paulus; I do not
agree with Paulus.” Why is it that the
present age differs so radically from its
predecessors in its attitude toits ancestry?
Why its sudden break with, its drastic de-
parture from, its own traditions, its light-
hearted and adventurous abandonment of
its heritage? Why does it so cheerily
contemplate complete substitution in-

Standards

stead of, as has been the programme
of revolutionaries hitherto, amelioration
and advance? To compare great things
with small, Christianity assimilated the
antique world in transforming it. The
Renaissance was manifestly not a nais-
sance ; the Reformation as plainly not
a fresh formation. The Revolution was
retrospective as well as inventive and,
enriching its imagination with culture,
justified its most energetic phases by the
appeal to reason rather than to pure en-
erey—which indeed it regulated radically
enough. The present oklocratic expan-
sion, modified onlv by concentration upon
securing expansion for others and con-
temptuous of results achieved even to
this end by any former experience, is so
striking because it is in no wise a phase
of traceable evolution but is so marked a
variation from type.

The cause is to be found, no doubt, in
the immense extension in our time of what
may be called the intellectual and @sthetic
electorate, in which, owing to education
either imperfect or highly specialized,
genuine culture has become less general;
with the result that the intellect, which
has standards, has lost co-operative touch
with the susceptibility and the will, which
have not, but whose activities are vastly
more seductive as involving not only less
tension, but often no tension at all. For
the instinctive hostility to standards pro-
ceeds from the tension which conformity
imposes both on the artist who produces
and the public which appreciates. Hence
the objection to standards as conventions,
and to conventions as in conflict with
the spontaneity which is a corollary of
our energetic vitality. Conventions they
certainly are, and the epithet “conven-
tional " has doubtless earned the odium
it has realized. But it is a mark of
naiveté to object to conventions as such.
Criticism may properly analyze them in
examining their title to validity in the
disputed cases with which it is a consider-
able part of the function of criticism to
deal. But no one has heretofore main-
tained that there are not useful conven-
tions. Those of the stage for instance
are even necessary. Those of ornament,
even structural ornament, hardly less so.
In fact the foundations of the structure
in the roomy upper stories of which the
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artist works and the public enjoys are
based on conventions tested by the appli-
cation of principles by criticism and es-
tablished as sound. Conventions that
are standards are, in a word, not conven-
tions merely.  And the more securely and
unconsciously both artist and public can
rest on them without constant verifica-
tion of their ready-reckoner, as Carlyle
says, the less strain will there be on spon-
taneity of an elevated instead of an ele-
mentary order and on the appreciation
-of its exercise. Any one whose spon-
taneity is unable to find scope for its ex-
ercise in these upper stories, or is un-
prepared by the requisite preliminary
discipline to cope with the competition
he finds there, and who in consequence
undertakes to reconstruct the established
foundations of the splendid edifice of let-
ters and art, will assuredly need all the
vitality that even a child of the twentieth
century is likely to possess.

II
THE PUBLIC

TrE mutual relation existing between
artist and public has always been obvious
to any analysis of the origin and develop-
ment of art, whose genesis plainly pro-
ceeds from the fusion of co-operation and
whose growth has been governed by de-
mand not less than by supply, since how-
ever the artist may have stimulated de-
mand he is himself a product. It is plain,
accordingly, that in the main a public gets
not only, as has been remarked, the news-
papers it deserves, but the art and letters
it appreciates. And since every public
at present is far more sensitive than ever
before to the general spirit of the era
without restrictions of time and place,
our own is as open as any other to the
prevailing cosmopolitan spirit of revolt
against the accepted and the standard,
with corresponding results in its letters
and art. In this field we have always,
perhaps, been less marked by origination
than by impressionability, and no doubt
our reflection of cosmopolitan influences
at the present time is due to the same
disposition—observable indeed now else-
where than in this special field; in, for
example, the adoption of foreign forms
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of social violence without foreign justi-
fication, the tendency of our social senti-
mentalists, in fine, as has been observed,
“not to redress a grievance but to create
one.”  The grievance of standards, at all
events, we have taken very hard, and, ow-
ing to our ingrained individualism, have
accentuated what elsewhere has heen a
more unified phase of a general movement
by the incoherency of personal obstreper-
ousness.  This solvent has disintegrated
the force as well as the decorum of our
public, and made it clear that the agency
of which art and letters now stand in most
urgent need is a public with standards to
which they may appeal and by which
they may be constrained.

A detached observer must admit, how-
ever, that they seem less likely to get it
than they have been heretofore, since the
changes that have taken place in our own
generation have been in the direction of
enfeebling this public by extension and
dissipating its concentrated influence by
diversification. Democracy—to which,
so far as art and letters are concerned,
any advocate who does not conceive it
as largely the spread in widest common-
alty of aristocratic virtues is a traitor—
has largely become a self-authenticating
cult, as antagonistic as Kultur to culture,
and many of its devotees now mainly
illustrate aristocratic vices: arrogance,
contemptuousness, intolerance, obscur-
antism. Terribly little learning is enough
to incur the damnatory title of “high-
brow.” The connoisseur is deemed a
dilettante and the dilettante a snob,
fastidiousness being conceived as neces-
sarily affectation and not merely evinc-
ing defective sympathies but actively
mean. ‘‘ People desire to popularize art,”
said Manet, ““without perceiving that art
always loses in height what it gains in
breadth.” 1f Moliere, who spoke of his
métier as the business of making les fion-
nétes gens laugh, had only practised on
his cook, which he is said to have also
done, “we should perhaps have had,”
observes M. André Gide, “more ‘Four-
beries de Scapin’ and other ‘ Monsieur de
Pourceaugnacs,” but I doubt if he would
have given us ‘Le Misanthrope.”” And
M. Gide continues: “These konnéles
gens, as Moliere called them, equally re-
moved from a court that was too rigid
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and a pit that was too [ree, were precisely
what Moliére regarded as his particular
public, and it was to this public that he
addressed himself. The Court of Louis
XIV represented formalism; the par-
terre represented naturalism; they rep-
resented good faste. Without the Court
this society would not, I think, have been
possible. And it was through this so-
ciety that the admirable French tradition
was so long maintained.”

A public not unlike this we once had
and we have it no longer. Its limitations
were marked but they emphasized its ex-
istence. Its standards were narrow, but
it had standards. We had a class not
numerous but fairly defined, correspond-
ing to the class Charles Sumner found in
England, distinct from the nobility but
possessed in abundance of serious knowl-
edge, high accomplishment, and refined
taste, the class, precisely, called by Mo-
liere les honnéles gens. We have now a
far larger public but a promiscuous one,
in which the elements least sensitive to
letters and art are disproportionately
large, owing among other things to the
specialization of the elective system with
its consequent destruction of common in-
tellectual interests and therefore of com-
mon standards in our higher education;
and in which, owing to the spread of pop-
ular education, all standards are often
swamped by the caprices of pure appetite
and the demands of undisciplined desires.
Rapacity is not fastidious and the kind
of art and literature that salisfies its
pangs shares its quality as well as re-
sponding quantitatively to ifs exorbitant
needs.

The colleges no longer provide the com-
munity with an educated class in the
sense in which they used to. They are
greatly increased in number and pro-
digiously in size, but their graduates taken
in the mass are furnished with a different
equipment. There has been a marked
advance in the various branches of learn-
ing conveniently to be grouped under the
head of science, and there is undoubtedly
much more scholarship of any and all
kinds in the country than ever hefore.
Its contributions to the literature of all
subjects of study have an undoubted and
new importance, increasingly recognized
abroad, for example. The technical side
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of the art of writing has been effectively
studied and popularized so that all man-
ner of public questions social and political
are discussed not only competently but
effectively by writers who as writers have
no established position. The text-book
literature is enormous and the volume of
collateral reading allied with it corre-
spondingly large. The vast population
teaching and being taught is portentous.
Summer as well as winter the round pro-
ceeds without intermission for both sexes,
and all ages. Art and letters never be-
fore received a tithe of the general at-
tention now bestowed on them. Every
other painter has classes, every college
its art courses, every English Depart-
ment its seminaries in short-story or play
writing. Add the output of the common
schools and the American educational
conspectus becomes almost grotesquely
impressive. The proportion it bears to
the increase of population, however, is
a qualifying consideration, the obviously
superficial character of much of it is an-
other, the encroachment of business on
the professions in a rising ratio with
every college class graduated, a third.
Vocational training has ravaged the clois-
ters of the cultural disciplines. The
classics have disappeared before the uni-
versal passion for preparing, as Arnold
observed, ‘“to fight the battle of life with
the waiters in foreign hotels.” And cer-
tainly not the least hostile influence to the
cultural unification of a public thus mis-
cellaneously educated is the absorption
of its most serious elements in the various
special studies whose only common bond
is an indifference to general culture. If
Darwin could lose his interest in poetry
through devotion to natural science, it
can hardly be expected that the courses
which now dominate our curriculums will
fail to have a similar effect, except in so
far as they are less seriously pursued.
To expect literary and art standards of
such a public as this—incontestably su-
perior as it is I think, in other ways, and
especially as it appears to the eye of hope !
—is visionary. What does such a public
ask of arts and letters? Tt asks sensa-
tion. Hence its exorbitant demand for
novelty, which more surely than anything
else satisfies the craving for sensation, and
which accordingly is so generally ac-
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cepted at its face value. The demand is
impolitic because the supply is dispro-
portionately small. An ounce of alcohol
will give the world a new aspect, but one
is supposed to be better without it if for
no other reason because a little later two
ounces are needed, and when the limits
of capacity are reached the original stale-
ness of things appears intensified. Un-
doubtedly letters and art suffer at the
present time from the effort to satisfy
an overstimulated appetite which only
extravagance can appease. The demand
is also unphilosophic because novelty is
of necessity transitory and the moment
it ceases to be so it is no longer novel.
The epithet “different,” for example,
now so generally employed as the last
word of laudation, we should hasten to
make the most of while it lasts; some
little child, like the one in Andersen’s
story of “The Two Cheats,” is sure ere
long to ask how it is synonymous with
“preferable.” Andin losing its character
novelty inevitably of course loses its
charm. Nothing is more grotesque than
last year’s fashions. Fashions having no
standards they appear in reminiscence
in sharp stereotype, and following them
seems stark slavery. Ceasing to be novel
they disclose their lack of quality. In
fine the passion for novelty blinds its
victim to the distinction between intrinsic
and extrinsic, which is all the more im-
portant for being elementary. It would
be idle to deny the sanctions of the ex-
trinsic, but it is obvious that in this case
they are altogether subjective. If our
public would once admit that the element
of novelty in anything has nothing what-
ever to do with the value of the objet,t
it might reflect usefully on the value of
the mind that considers the object, with
the result of coming to perceive on the
one hand that all that can be asked of the
object is to possess intrinsic value, and
on the other that it is very much its own
business to justify the value of its novel
sensations. This may easily be below
standard, like the pugnacity of the chiv-
alrous soul who had only heard of the
Crucifixion the day before.

Carlyle, reading the Scriptures while
presiding at family prayers in the home
of an absent friend, and encountering the
line, “Is there any taste in the white of

281

an egg,” exclaiming to the consternation
of the household, “ Bless my soul, 1
didn’t know that was in Joh " exhibits a
surprise of different quality from that of
Emerson’s small boy who, laboriously
learning the alphabet and having the
letter pointed out to him, exclaimed,
“The devil, is that ‘Z'!” It has a
richer background—a background Carlyle
himself needed when, announcing that he
didn't consider Titian of great impor-
tance, he earned Thackeray’s retort that
the fact was of small importance with
regard to Titian but of much with regard
to Thomas Carlyle. So on those occa-
sions, admittedly rare, when candor com-
pels crudity to confess to culture: “I
never thought of that,” or “What sur-
prises me about Shakespeare is his mod-
ernness,”’ what culture feels is the lack
of standards implied in the lack of back-
ground disclosed. “How do you man-
age to invent those hats,” inquired a
friend of the comedian Hyacinthe. “I
don't invent them,” replied the actor,
“I keep them.”

One need not be learned in its hats to
value the light a knowledge of the past
throws on the present. Even to despise
the conventional intelligently one should
know its raison d'élre. As a matter of
fact the current dislike of it is largely
based on ignorance. How violate prec-
edent with complete satisfaction with-
out a real acquaintance with it? What
wasted opportunities for iconoclastic de-
light, what neglected possibilities of de-
structive activity lie behind the veil which
for the uneducated conceals the standard-
ized tradition. If, on the other hand, any
feebler apostle of the new spirit should
balk at the general disposition to revolt
for its own sake and maintain that mere
neglect of precedent and confining oneself
to the positive business of personal ex-
pression without regard to either follow-
ing or defying precedent is the path to
true originality, how is one to know that
he is not essentially respecting, or in the
case of our geniuses repeating, some mas-
terpiece of the unvalued past. In such
a case those who do know can hardly be
blamed for taking a different kind of inter-
est from his own in his self-expression.
They may rank his performance intelli-
gently, but how can he? His work may
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be good but his philosophy must be false.
In strict logic therefore only familiarity
with the standards of achievement can
justify the radical iconoclast to himseli.
A little general learning has come Lo be a
useful thing in a world where from its
infrequency it has ceased to be dangerous
and where the thirsty drink deep but
taste not the Pierian spring.

Even subjectively considered the charm
of novelty has no greater claim than that
of familiarity. Real value in the cause
once given—without which appreciation
of its novelty is valueless, since every one
must acknowledge that to admire what
is inferior merely because it is novel would
lower the most elementary of standards—
familiarity is as admirable a sensation as
novelty. I think myself it is in better
taste, but an inclination to one or the
other is no doubt a matter of tempera-
ment. Old things of value newly felt and
newly presented, new things of value
aptly introduced, have their own abun-
dant warrant, which it would be stupid to
contest. Saint Paul relied on the Athe-
nians’ openmindedness in this respect to
second his zeal for their spiritual welfare,
and Saint Augustine confesses charmingly
the charm he felt in the fugitive beauties
of new aspects of nature. Scherer has an
admirable passage in eulogy of freshness
of view and expression—in high differen-
tiation, of course, which is the whole point.
No one would deny the repulsiveness of
the commonplace, the trite, the fusty,
or the unprofitableness of the stale and
flat. In fact the clamor for novelty has
itself already reached the stage at which
it enters this category. But familiarity
in what is admirable has an equal authen-
tication. The richer the mind, the more
it delights in associations; the more un-
disciplined the temper, the more it chafes
at them as at best immaterial. Toujours
perdrix contains a warning for the intel-
lectual palate, but this organ has other
sources of satisfaction than variety; for
example, Alonso of Aragon's “0ld wood
to burn, old wine to drink, old friends
to trust, old authors to read.” “What
novelty,” says George Eliot, “is worth
that sweet monotony where everything is
known, and loved because it is known?"”
Deprivation of it often brings out its real
quality with unespected sharpness, The
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prodigal son no doubt found a solace in
the old environment which had escaped
the notice of his elder brother, and per-
haps it is still greater experience with
husks that our public chiefly needs to
teach it the attractiveness of the familiar
that is established—not causelessly—and
wean it from the pursuit of the untried,
the untested, and accordingly the prob-
lematical. At all events, by definition
novelty can have no standards and con-
sequently the love of it though it may
characterize cannot constitute a public
as distinct from the individuals that ma-
terially compose it. And it is so much the
most prominent as fairly to seem the only
common characteristic that with regard
to art and letters our public possesses.

A sound philosophy, however, is no
more than general culture, the deside-
ratum of an emotional age, and it is not
difficult to trace our depreciation of the
former to a popular recoil from disciplined
thought, in itself emotional, and of the
latter to the purely emotional extension
which our democratic tradition has of
late so remarkably acquired. One of the
results has been the wide-spread feeling
that intellectual standards are undemo-
cratic, as excluding the greenhorn and the
ignoramus from sympathies extended to
the sinner and the criminal—who have
assuredly a different title to them, be-
longing at least to a different order of
unfortunates. How otherwise account
for the diffusion of popular discussion of
literary and art as well as social and
political themes among the inexpert,
whose interest in them is taken as evi-
dence of the spread of intelligence, though
it is an interest which would cease if con-
fronted by subjection to intelligent stand-
ards. The less the science of these themes
is understood, the more opportunity for
the voces et praeterea nikil, now so audible
and often so eloquent in their exposition.
One of the commonest of current phe-
nomena is the emotional preoccupation of
intelligent but unenriched minds, in in-
stinctive revolt against traditional stand-
ards, with res non judicatae, things yet to
be adjudged, reading nothing else, for
example—save [iction, of course—and
showing in consequence less augmenta-
tion of mental furniture than the results
of prolonged emotional stimulation.
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A public of which a large element [eels
in this way is bound to make few demands
of knowledge in its artists and authors,—
even in its writers of fiction! Accord-
ingly one must admit that in the field
of fiction—bewilderingly populous at the
present time—our later writers, excelling
in whatever way they may, nevertheless
differ most noticeably from their Euro-
pean contemporaries in possessing less
of the knowledge which is power here
as elsewhere. They are certainly not
less clever any more than their public is
less clever than the European public.
But every one is clever nowadays. We
are perhaps suffering from a surfeit of
cleverness, since being merely clever it is
impossible to be clever enough. Our
cleverness is apt to stop short of imagina-
tion and rest contentedly in invention,
forgetful of Shelley’s reminder that the
Muses were the daughters of Memory,
Columbus himself invented nothing, but
the children of his discovery have im-
periectly shared the ruling passion to
which they owe their existence. New
discoveries in life are hardly to be ex-
pected of those who take its portrayal so
lightly as to neglect its existing maps and
charts. And this is why our current fic-
tion seems so experimental, so speculative,
so amateur in its portrayal of life, why
it seems so immature in one word, com-
pared grade for grade with that of Europe.
The contrast is as sensible in a page asin
a volume in any confrontation of the two.

1 know of no English short-story writer
of her rank who gives me the positive
delight that Miss Edna Ferber does—
or did. But why should we play all
the time? Why should we bracket O.
Henry's immensely clever “expanded
anecdotes,” as Mrs. Gerould calls them,
with the incisive cameos carved out of
the very substance of life taken seriously,
however limitedly, of a consummate art-
ist like Maupassant. Such fixed stars
of our fiction as Henry James and Mr.
Howells are perfectly comparable with
their European coevals, but T am speak-
ing of the present day—not of the day
before yesterday whose horoscope, so
rapid are our changes, is already super-
seded. And how are we to have a stand-
ard of culture, of solidity, of intellectual
seriousness, in fine, as exacting as that to
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which a Swiss or a Scandinavian novelist
is held, a standard to which such rather
solitary writers as Mrs. Wharton in prose
and Mrs. Dargan in poetry, having the
requisite talent and equipment, instine-
tively conform, il our public is so given
over to the elation of emotion as to frown
impatiently on any intellectual standard
of severity, or, owing Lo its dread of con-
ventionality, on any common standard
whatever? An enthusiastic writer, her-
self a poet, speaks ecstatically of “the
unprecedented magnificence of this mod-
ern era, the unprecedented emotion of
this changing world,” as if the twa were
interdependent, which T dare say they
are, but also as if mercurial emotion were
a better thing than constancy, which is
more doubtful, or as if unprecedented
emotion were a good thing in itsell,
whereas it is probably bad for the health.
Orderly evolution — which is at least
spared the retesting of its exclusions—is
unsatisfactory to the impatient, desirous
of changing magnificence. It involves
such long periods that we can hardly
speak of its abruptest phases as unprec-
edented unless they occur as “sports,”
which are indeed immune from the virus
of precedent. However it is quite right
to talk of this changing world, and since
it is so changing difhicult to talk of it long
—except in the language of emotion.
Otherwise than emotionally one is im-
pelled to consider its shiftings as related
to the standards of what is stable, which
is just what it objects to. Hence the
difficulty its apostles and its critics have
in getting together about it.

To assign to art and letters the work
of transforming westhetically the represen-
tative public of an era like this is to set
it a task of a difficulty that would deject
Don Quixote and dismay Mrs. Parting-
ton. There remains the alternative of
increasing the “remnant.” Of the un-
democratic doctrine of the “remnant”
in the social and political field T have
never, myself, felt either the aptness or
the attraction. The interests of people
in general are not those ol the remnant,
and history shows how, unchecked, the
remnant administers them. Except in a
few fundamentals they are less matters
of principle than matters of adjustment.
And the attractiveness of the doctrine
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must be measured by the character of
the remnant itsell—in our case certainly
hardly worth the sacrifice of the rest of
the nation to achieve. Bul the remnant
in art and letters is another affair alto-
gether, It cannot be too largely in-
creased at whatever sacrifices; and the
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only way in which it can be increased is
by the spread of its standards. Other-
wise art and letters will be deprived of the
public which is their stimulus and their
support and be reduced to that which
subjects them to the satisfaction of stand-
ardless caprice,

{To be continued. )

COMMERCIALISM IN THE THEATRE

By James L. Ford

AN the eyes of those who
3y have been unfortunate
enough to fall under the
spell of what I call, in my
8 simple, kindly fashion, the
2 “Hoot-Owl” school of
thought, in honor of a bird that flaps its
wings and hoots instead of talking sense,
Commercialism and the Critic of the Box-
Office are the two most thoroughly dis-
credited figures in the theatrical world.
As my own slender knowledge of the stage
has been derived from another school—
that of experience tempered by reflection
—1 feel moved to say a few words in de-
fense of these two much-maligned and but
little-understood figures. For I have long
since arrived at the belief that Commer-
cialism in the theatre means a great deal
more than mere money-making; that it
is absolutely essential to the highest forms
of dramatic art, and that the ticket-rack,
on which the box-office critic writes his
opinion in indelible ink, is an almost un-
failing barometer, not only of popular
taste but of the merit of the entertain-
ment that lies behind it.

It was the late A. M. Palmer, one of the
most distinguished managers of his day,
who coined the phrase “the critic of the
box-office”’ more than a third of a century
ago, as a staggering counter-blow to the
scribes who had denounced a play that
the public was clamoring to see. The
word Commerce and its derivatives al-
ways stood for dignity and probity in af-
fairs until the great money-bags of the
town were poured into the theatre with

lavish hands. And when the last of that
money had been absorbed in the quag-
mire of popular indifference, there re-
mained to the investors the satisfaction of
branding the successful playhouses with
the opprobrious term Commercialism.

Now I say unreservedly that every dol-
lar that passes in through the box-office
window is dedicated to the service of true
dramatic art and that every dollar carried
around to the back door in a bag helps to
pauperize and degrade it. The greater
the sums carried in through that back
door to supply the deficiency indicated
by the ticket-rack, the greater the danger
to the American drama. For every one
of those dollars paid into the box-office
is a ballot cast in favor of the play at
a polling-place where men, women, and
children have equal rights of suffrage.
Quite appropriately, too, for the stage is
a democracy, designed for the masses
rather than the academic classes, and the
keen judgment shown by the voters fre-
quently causes me to regret that a like
intelligence is not always manifested on
the first Tuesday after the first Monday
in November.

By Commercialism I do not mean gam-
bling in doubtful plays or newly made
stars, but high-class business principles,
similar to those employed by the late
Henry Irving, who was one of the best
commercial managers this country has
ever seen and, incidentally, the one who
did more to raise our standard of dramatic
representation than any manager of his
time. Henry Irving was not only a great
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actor but a great stage-manager and great
business man as well.  In the latter ca-
pacity he showed his genius even before
he appeared on our stage by making a
careful study of theatrical conditions here
and of the tastes and prejudices of our
plavgoers.  In his production of plays he
spent money lavishly, and he showed his
respect for his public by giving as finished
a performance in the smallest town as he
did on a first night in New York. In
other words, he conducted his affairs like
a business man of intelligence and in-
tegrity and not as a mountebank, and
the public responded by paving his high-
scaled prices without a murmur,

The theatrical gambler of to-day fol-
lows methods which, though distinctly
uncommerical, are called Commercial hy
the philosophers of the “Hoot-Owl"
school of thought. I do not know by
what means he guesses at the value of the
dramas that he produces unless it be that
he “hefts’ them with judicial hand after
the manner of an actor **hefting " his part
to see if it is a long one. I do know, how-
ever, that he places his new productions
in a row like a string of race-horses and
puts his money on the one that first
forges ahead.

“But,” cries Academic Thought, *“ how
is the merit of a play affected by the num-
ber of persons who pay to see it? Some
of the greatest books in the world have
not sold well at first, and some have never
sold. Some of the best pictures receive
no attention whatever until the hand that
painted them has ceased towork. Are not
plays to be judged by the same rules?”

This brings us to the milk in the cocoa-
nut. It is quite true that the value of a
book is not affected by the number of its
purchasers and that the merit of a picture
remains the same until its colors fade, but
in the theatre the audience is literally a
part of the play, representing, in the opin-
ion of experienced men, an equation of
one-third. To ohtain the highest artistic
results in a dramatic representation it is
necessary to have a paying audience that
fills every portion of the theatre. It takes
a Commercial manager to get this au-
dience together. It isimpossible to make
benches laugh, and deadheads have but
little better sense of humor than benches.
It is impossible for even the wisest man-
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ager Lo predict the popularity of a play by
reading the manuscript, and it frequently
happens that a finished dress rehearsal
fails to give him the information he so
anxiously desires.  Mr. Palmer told me
that once, at the close of a dress rehearsal,
he said in reply to the query of one of his
actors: “What do T think of this play?
I think it is the worst piece of rot T have
ever listened to in my life, and I helieve
that T am on the eve of the greatest [ailure
of my career.”  That was the prejudg-
ment of one of the most thoughtiul and
successiul managers of his generation of
a play called * Jim, the Penman,” with
Agnes Booth in the cast!

I asked Charles Frohman once what
salary he would be willing to pay a man
who could determine with absolute infal-
libility the drawing powers of a play by
simply reading the manuscript. To this
query Mr. Frohman promptly made an-
swer: “Ttrust that such a man will never
show himself in the business, for he would
rob theatricals of the element of uncer-
tainty which I find so fascinating, and
compel me to seek some other means of
livelihood.”

About a third of a century ago T was
present at the dress rehearsal of what T
still regard as the most brilhant comic
opera of our time, presented before an
audience of invited guests made up of
critics, managers, actors, singers, and
even a few of those hirds of ill-omen,
theatrical costumers, who in those davs
used to hover about dubious theatrical
enterprises like so many banshees. The
first act went without a laugh, and at the
close of the performance opinion was di-
vided among those experts as to whether
the next night would see complete failure
or stupendous success.  On every hand I
saw heads wageing doubtfully and heard
voices wail that the piece was “ahove the
heads of the public.” (I have yet to hear
[ear expressed that a piece is * below the
feet of the public.”") The next night T
saw the same performance given before a
house filled with paving spectators, who
are the only persons capable of judging an
entertainment, and by the time the cur-
tain fell on the first act we all realized that
“Patience’ was achieving a tremendous
success and was not above anybody's
head. The truth was also borne in upon
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me that paving spectators could laugh
even if benches and deadheads could not.
And I will remark that in hoth these in-
stances that T have named the ticket-rack
was quick to register the verdict that
neither managers nor experts could ob-
tain for themselves.
1f the Critic of the Box-Office is not to
be depended on, show me a single drama
that has won his approval that did not
possess some very greal merit, even if its
faults were glaring. Boil down “ Uncle
Tom's Cabin,” a paste-pot-and-shears
version of a book that is no longer read,
dealing with a theme that has ceased to
vex our polities, Ttisa play that staggers
under half a century of ridicule, but we
have only to skim off its absurdities and
non-essentials to find in the bottom of the
retort a nugget of the pure gold of drama
in the form of one of the greatest dramatic
themes of all time—the selling of a man’s
body without selling his soul. It is not
academic thought but the suffrage of a
vast number of unsophisticated people
that has enabled this play to bring back
more actors to Broadway than any other
attraction that ever went out on the road.
At the risk of being called unsophisticated
myself, T lift my voice in its praise. I will
even go further and maintain that the in-
troduction of the apocryphal tableau rep-
resenting Little Eva and the faithful
slave in heaven was a stroke of artistic
and commercial genius on the part of
some inventive fakir who has long since,
I hope, gone to join them both in the
world bevond. It was artistic because
this fakir knew that the audience must
be sent home happy and consoled after
the sight of so much suffering. It was
commercial because he wished his audi-
tors to come again—which they did.
Another play for which the democracy
has been casting its ballots for nearly half
a century, as recorded on thousands of
ticket-racks, is “Ten Nights in a Bar-
room.” Put that in the retort, and what
do we find in the shape of real drama?
The great, world-wide domestic tragedy
of drunkenness. ’
To speak of entertainments of a higher
order of appeal, though lacking in the
power to rouse the elemental passions of
simple-minded folk, I may quote the hox-
office criticism of “Ben-Hur” and “The
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Music Master,” the two great successes of
recent years, both of which are still play-
ing to enormous audiences.

“Ben-Hur” was first produced Novem-
ber 20, 18009, at the Broadway Theatre, in
New York, and during the first eighteen
weeks of its engagement the line of voters
at the hox-office was never broken be-
tween eight in the morning and ten at
night. Up to December, 1916, the play
has been presented 5,446 times to gross
receipts of $7,572,543, to an attendance
of more than 11,405,400 people.

“The Music Master” was first pre-
sented in the autumn of 1go4, at the Bijou
Theatre, in New York, and during the
twelve years that followed, although it
has not been produced continuously all
that time, three million auditors have
paid as many dollars to see it. Three
vears after its first presentation it was
given at the Academy of Music for four
weeks, to gross receipts of $97,967.50.

All of these entertainments are re-
garded by thinkers of the “Hoot-Owl”
school as ““mere hox-office successes,” for
theirs is a philosophy that considers only
the manager’s profits and never takes into
account the other side of the window
where the voters stand in unbroken line
waiting for a chance to register their opin-
ions on the ticket-rack, nor the enormous
amount of clean, wholesome entertain-
ment that they have received for their
money. And in that very quality of
cleanliness every one of these dramas ac-
curately reflects the taste of the American
public.

I do not pretend for a moment that
these audiences are made up exclusively
of the so-called “educated’ classes, but
it is those learned in life rather than in
books who really love the drama and can
tell the difference between good acting
and bad. Just now the academic mind is
supplying us with an immense number of
books dealing with the stage, and of all
those that have been written since Com-
mercialism became a crime I have read
scarcely one that was not penned by the
hand of ignorance. The Gospel that
nearly all of them preach is that the
righteous manager should produce dramas
that nobody wishes to see instead of sink-
ing into the slough of Commercialism
with those that fill his theatre,



A WINTER'S TRIP TO NASSAU

By Oscar Frederick Howard

TLLUSTRATIONS BY THE AUTHOR

HE water overside changed

in color, after two days,
from an olive green to a
deep, thrilling blue, with
golden patches of Gulf
weed laced over the wave
slopes. Flying-fish, tiny, vibrating darts
of silver, snaped from the foam patches,
sailed for yards, and then pattered back
into that incredibly blue sea.

Then there came the sight of an emer-
ald-green harbor, a clean sand bottom,
twenty feet down, with shoals of jewel-
colored fish as clearly visible from the
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boat's deck as are flowers by the wayside
from a carriage. Bending cocoanut-palms
were strangely like their photographs, but
the feel of a winter’s sun soaking warmth
on our shoulder-blades was a curious sur-
prise.

There was an ugly tin-roofed custom-
shed and a beautiful pink-walled custom-
house with shutters terra-cotta color, its
open door inky black in the brilliant light.
Little groups of men were on the dock
dressed in white clothes and speaking in
the crisp accents of England. About
them were a great number of negroes
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wearing ragged garments weathered into
hues of quality. They were meeting the
boat with two-wheeled, unpainted carts to
which were harnessed, mainly with rope,
the smallest, most disreputable horses in
the world, or sad and drooping donkeys.

Above were the branches of strange,
feathery cedar-trees; underfoot an un-
familiar sandy white earth.

For we had sailed down New York Bay
and in due course arrived at Nassau in
the Bahamas! The gentleman who had
been asked to look out for us told the
stuttering black truckman, with his ab-
surd cart and horse, and the bowing black
hack-driver where to take us, and just
how much incomprehensible English cur-
rency we were going to pay them.

We were driven into shimmering white
streets dotted with figures almost lost in
the sunlight, save for negro necks and
arms and feet. An old black woman was
passed who carried two long, crooked
green sticks jointed like bamboo. *That
must be sugar-cane,”” we said together.
In a shop-window at the corner were for
sale two unused, new, muzzle-loading
shotguns. The walls of the shop were
vellow, and by its windows and doors
hung blue-green shutters of heavy pan-
elled wood. DMasses of purple Dlossoms

238

The tops of cocoanut palms seem to whirl —Page 254

hung over a beautilul sagging gate. We
drove beside a thick, high wall of gray
stone which had been painted with vari-
ous pigments now weathered into thin
washes of faded color. There was no
dust and an extraordinary absence of
odor. Nothing smelled at all either good
orbad. Negroes suddenly seemed to have
the only proper complexion. They fitted
into the environment and the whites were
out of color value.

We came into a house with a cool,
shadowed porch completely shuttered
with permanent shutters which the people
there call **jalousies.” Outside the open
windows glared a more brilliant daylight
than our summer afternoons. Against
the garden wall blazed scarlet blossoms
we learned to know as hibiscus. There
was a new sound in the air—the shuffle of
bare feet on the road outside. A trim and
saucy little lizard, quite soberly clad in
gray, whisked into sight by the window,
ceased to move, then bowed politely three
times and blew out a yellow pouch on his
throat. We were duly welcomed to the
edge of the tropics. Our next acquaint-
ance was a royal palm, which grew in the
garden across the way, where two rooms
we hoped to occupy were being indolently
whitewashed by an antique negro well
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versed in lore concerning spirits. Since
the Baptist missionary lived on the floor
above, the old darky considered gravely
that our future studio would be compara-
tively free from any evil spooks, but he
advocated hanging an empty hottle over
the door to really make things certain.
Which has nothing to do with the royal
palm. When we first saw it, it seemed as
il the trunk must be made of concrete
modelled into a stunning, great gray vase.
It required close examination and finger-
ing to realize that there were live wood
fibres running under the pitted and lichen-
grown surface. Even the very top seemed
unnatural.  Amber and purple fronds of
blossoms and seeds grew at the summit
of the column, and the gigantic sheath
from which the swaying leaves sprouted
was apparently an artificial, dved green.

Nassau is an old town on a small island
called New Providence, one of a multi-
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tudinous spatter of reel-bordered islands
named the Bahamas. The archipelago is
strung around the northwestern hound-
aries of the Spanish Main. Stand on a hill
behind the town, and its grayv-shingled
or red roofs show through unfamiliar tex-
tures of deep-green foliage. The tops of
cocoanut-palms seem to whirl against an
emerald-green harbor where rise the slim
masts of many ships.  Across the bay isa
narrow island, its grayv-green length run-
ning along almost to meet another island,
and so on as far as the eve can see to the
northeast. Bevond the islands is the deep-
blue ocean and above the horizon a sky
of lavender. Spaniards and Englishmen
fought for Nassau. It was once captured
by Americans. Pirates controlled it ut-
terly for a time. Wreckers piled their
ships on the purple sea-fans of its reefs.
At one period the town was wealthy.
That was when the blockade-runners of
our Civil War piled cotton on its wharves

Gardens are usually walled to the edge of the walks and an every street are beautiful, graceful ates, —Page 290
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higher than the rools of the pink-walled
warchouses which now handle long brown
rows of sponges from the out-island mud-
flats, tawny bundles of sisal for rope
manuficture, and, since German dyes are
scarce, some logwood.

In the winter portions of the town are
given over to two big hotels, where the
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or fireplaces, and the porches are entirely
shuttered.  Frequently the house walls
are of smooth stone painted with bright
colors. Gardens are usually walled to the
edee of the walks and on every street are
beautiful, graceful gates. Inside the gar-
dens the fruits we were accustomed to as-
sociate only with grocers' windows and

Tying biiles of sisal on the docks,

Northern visitors can find tennis-courts,
screened by cactus and vine hedges, thirty
feet high, grown almost in a single year.

The chic metal tea-tables of French
type with their striped umbrellas are set
under palms and papaw-trees. Golf
tournaments, polo matches, and horse-
races take place. Each day there is surf
bathing on a white beach of coral sand.
Big game-fish are caught in the deep wa-
ter and smart vachts crowd the native
“flats™ in the harbor.

Despite these things Nassau remains
much as it was, sleepy, foreign, unspoiled.
There are many old houses like the ones
in New England which we call colonial.
They have the small-paned windows with
panelled wooden shutters but no chimneys

wooden boxes hang golden and shining
in the dark trees. Broad, ragged ba-
nana leaves reach over the walls into the
streets. There are shrubs with bright-red
leaves and vines with splendid masses of
blossoms. Where there are flowers come
the humming-birds, and they are as im-
pertinent as English sparrows are with us.
They perch unconcernedly at hand, scold-
ing an intruder as a red squirrel scolds.
Over the ground, on the walls, among the
branches scuttle the many and harmless
little lizards. Some are brown, some are
gray, some have blue tails; a very few are
bright, bright green. They like to bhe
whistled at, and theyv will sit and cock an
amused eve and a smiling mouth at the
musician, )
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The white inhabitants, as a general rule,
have a charming manner of receiving a
questioner, They will converse with him
for & morning, run over half the town to
introduce him to some one better in-
formed on the initial question, and at
the close of the day the flattered and
thoroughly entertained visitor becomes
dazedly conscious that the information
he began to seek just after hreakfast is
still unobtained at tea time.

On sunny, sleepy Bay Street, with its
colorful walls and brightly painted shop-
shulters, are gnarled and knobbed trees at
odd places just off the centre of the white
road. Negroes carrving weird fish and
fruits from the market stroll and gossip
in the shadows. On Bay Street are the
vellow buildings where Nassau’s tiny
Parliament meets in careful imitation of
the ritual of that body which sits beside
the Thames in London. Behind these
buildings is the ancient silk cotton-tree
under which Blackbeard, the pirate, is
said to have held barbaric court. That
picturesque sea-assassin chose a regal site.
‘The roots of his tree rise from ground to
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tree under which Biackbeard

. held barbaric court,

trunk in great wavering buttresses as high
asanelephant’s back. Theyv are elephant-
colored and wrinkled as in the hide of that
beast. The tremendous grayv and twisted
limbs spread for yards. Law and order
eliminated Blackbeard, and now, be-
tween dances, the hotel guests walk by
moonlight on a porch built over the place
where twelve of his cutlass-swingers were
hung by the neck in a row. The pirates
left some tangible traces behind, accord-
ing toa current story about a lone, mys-
terious man who sails every now and then
into an out-island harbor, always at night,
from no one knows where. He buyvs a
stock of tobacco and groceries, paying
with heavyv gold pieces of Spanish coins.
At night again he and his boat depart for
the unknown destination.

The Great War reaches over to touch
Nassau. At least one mother has lost a
son in the Low Countries. Every English
family has friends or relatives at the front,
and they watch for the tardy, stale news
mails from distant England with impa-
tience and apprehension. Their social
activities are limited to Red Cross ba-
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zaars and benefits,  Tired workers glean
surprising sums from the small popula-
tion. Knitting and handage-making are
constant. Three times the cruiser Sviluey
made the port for shore leave—once at
Christmas, at the special request of the
enlisted men who had been competently
entertained during the previous visil,
We saw them the morning alter Christ-
mas when the bluejackets gathered to
take the tender.  They arrived in high
state and ceremony, driven in hacks and
donkeyv-carts, in wheeled boxes drawn by
goats and attended by a flock of nearly
hvsterical negroes. It was a stormy
morning, but the voung officer in charoe
fought with his facial expressions and
gravely bundled his men into the plung-
ing tender. They smashed through a
real surf on the bar out to the anchored
sea-fighter. Next day the Svdney's crew
proudly showed the townfolk patches on
the turrets where the fmden’s shells had
struck at Cocos Island.

Three contingents of negro volunteers
have been sent from the Bahamas to
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Jamaica for training, and we heard that
the Bishop of Nassau had kindly offered
his vacht, the Message of Peace, Tor the
voyage.

At the down-hill end of each cross street
is a glimpse of the harbor, nearly always
framed by the pink walls. Tt is a flash of
blue-green water, as brilliant and living a
spot ol color as the metallic, burnished
cuirass of some beetle or the feathers of a
tropical bird in sunlight. Weeds on the
bottom streak the emerald-green surface
with purple. The time of day, the force of
the wind, or cloud shadows may slightly
change the color of the jewelled water, but
it 15 a continuous, amazing delight and a
lure to the docks and the water-front.
There the out-island boats with stripings
of crude color, the spongers, and the
fishermen are packed in bobbing, swaying
rows along the smooth stone wharfs. Five
or six negroes man the boats, They al-
ways have a charcoal stove amidships, a
tangle of apparently half-rotted rope and
canvas, a dog, a chicken tied by one foot,

At the dawn-hili end of each cross street is a glimpse of the harbor
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and frequently a sleeping pig.  They
bring their women Lo Nassau from distant
islands for shopping, where, clothed in
newest garments of pinks and blues and
lavenders, they piggle and gossip among
the lifting, snapping stern-lines on the
docks. It would seem as if ordinary sea-
farers would drown in a day's cruise on
one of those boats, but the black sailors
of Nassau are either able seamen or they
are not particularly wanted on the other
side of the Styx, for they take long voy-
ages over dangerous waters, losing few
men year in and year out.

The fishing-hoats have bulkheads
where the catch is kept alive. In the
shadowy holds swim great dark groupers,
silver-sided margate-fish, and a few of the
fire-bright, weirdly shaped recf-dwellers of
the tropics.

Each time we went to the dock where
our sedate, fat motor-hoat was anchored
it was almost a shock to see that familiar
form in the garish green water. Our lit-
tle boat seemed almost naked, with her
small propeller, anchor rope, and the cling-
ing anchor itself visible as though a de-
tailed drawing had been made to show
how she wags moored. One of the native
vawls docked alongside with sugar-cane,
fruit, and big yellow bhaskets on her
decks,

Day after day we went reef-fishing, run-
ning along the protected water behind
Hog Island, where it seemed as if we were
continually about to go aground on the
white sand bottom even after we came
to know that the water was from ten to
twenty feet deep. We got our bait for
reef-fishing at the market door—large live
shell-fish called conch, the polished shell
of which is still sometimes seen as a
trophy in country parlors.

The negroes have a trick of clipping
with an axe around the top coils of the
shell, so that the entire beast may be cork-
screwed out on the innermost turn of his
pink labyrinth. He comes forth a large
white chunk of tough meat acceptable to
most fish raw, but he can be cooked by
Nassau cooks into highly desirable food
for man.

Each of us would grab a water-glass,
an ordinary wooden bucket with a glass
bottom, and bait his personal style of
fishing-tackle, Every one leaned over the
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side, and the next moment produced
either concentrated silence or shrieks and
cries of excitement. The water-glass
eliminates all the surface movement of
the water, and at depths of about thirty
feet the bottom is revealed with the same
distinctness one sees glass and silverware
on a dining-table.

It was a world of grottos and caverns in
rocks of amber, gray, and gold, bordered
with stretches of silver sand omr which
were black pompoms of sea-eggs. Spark-
ling sunlight and sharp-cast shadows ex-
isted there, and the distances were lost in
a mist of pale peacock-blue. Twigs and
knobs of bright vellow, spots of scarlet,
bare branches or soft feathers of living
growths hung over the caverns, and from
the sides and tops of the rocks spread the
yellow and purple laces of the sea-fans
waving in the sea-winds—the tide cur-
rents. Through this colorful world moved
fish—fish of such gorgeous hues and
splendid stripings that they paled the
brightest corals. There were shoals of
tiny yellow fish and silver fish, little chaps
with blue-green heads, two purple bands
behind the gills, a yellow-green body, the
fing and tail of purple and Prussian blue.
Small scarlet fish with enormous dark
eves and very decorative fins rushed at
the baits from holes in the rock. Some-
times there might be parrot-fish of solid
living turquoise or rainbow parrots all
iridescent, broken color. Sometimes two
tang would sail into the reef, one a deep
blue and the other a ghostly moonlight
blue. Spanish angels were narrow, broad-
sided fish half jet-black, half blazing
orange. Black angels had a wonderful
dusky scale pattern and light-yellow fins.
One kind was lemon yellow with black
stripes. Each day’s fishing or each dif-
ferent reef showed some new beauty or
some weird marine specimen for which we
would eagerly begin to fish. Able to see
every move they made, we would shake
the bait away from the familiar or the
small kinds and wait and long for par-
ticular ones we wanted to bite—just one
good bite,

It was not as easy fishing as it sounds,
for many of the queerest ones bit very
tentatively and nearly all the gorgeous
ones had very tiny mouths, They would
nibble but not take in the hook. We
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caught a big Scotch porgic.  He had over-
grown scales laid out in a plaid of red and
gray. We also caught an octopus —for a
short time. Something Nashed through
the water and sat on the huit at the hot-
tom.  We hauled in rapidly and the two-
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gold. They had large, triangular-shaped
maouths full of formidable teeth, the cold-
est, wickedest eyes oncarth and a disposi-
tion to match. T there was one living
near where a bait was dropped he always
appeared and steadily curled and coiled

The market wharf

foot arms of a clinging octopus reached
over the edge of the boat. He squirted
water at us and squatted glaring on the
deck, but when we tried to put him in a
bucket he let go, and with astonishing
speed slid overside. We caught plenty of
morays, big green eels from two feet to
four feet long speckled with Dblack and

and fishing-loats

and glided for the hook in a gorgeously
beautiful, deadly advance, If vou had a
wire leader you got him; otherwise he
made off with the hook. They were a
snapping, dangerous bundle of trouble
when they came aboard, capable of tear-
ing ribbons of flesh from your finger and
quite anxious to try.
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[For two months we hunted for sharks.
We cruised in deep water.  We fished the
harhor by moonlight when the harbor was
supposed 1o be Tull of sharks travelling up
to the slaughter-house dock. Under the
tropical moon the hottom of the chun_m-l
could he mysteriously seen with roving
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tide race about four hundred yards wide
Letween Hog Island and Athol Island.
To us it came to mean the cocoanut grove
and half-moon beach at the end of Hog
Island where we pitched our tents and
lived.

There were orange groves, slrange,

Through this colorful warld moved |
wes.—HPage suy.

young barracuda slashing at our live bait,
On the near-hy boats the negroes were
still awake, singing and chuckiing over
their ruddy charcoal fires. We caught
two small barracuda, aggressive, pike-
like fish which even scientific writers call
the * wolf of the sea.” Hour after hour
passed by but no sharks.

It was not until we went camping for
the second time at the Narrows that we
really caught a shark. The Narrows was
the best place we found near Nassau. In
local reference the name referred to the

fish of . gorgeous

spiky bushes, and cacti. Little brown to-
bacco doves bobbed and fluttered down
the sunny paths between the trees. Con-
tinuously, in the wind, the cocoanut
leaves over our tents made water music.
Sometimes they sounded like the chuckle
and gurgle of a stream, again like the
steady thresh of drenching rain on hard
ground. The white beach was solt to the
skin. It had exactly the smooth texture
of corn-meal, and the clear water was al-
ways the right temperature for a swim.

Early in the morning the fishing-boats
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with their dark, weathered sails rounded
the island and, single file, disappeared for
distant reefs. They returned in the eve-
ning with their charcoal cooking-fires
burning and a wreath of smoke blown
across the mast.  Otherwise there was no
sign of neighboring habitations.

We took our boat between the islands
one moonlight night and anchored with a
big moray out on the shark hook. At last
that unsuccessful line began to move and
the slack sneaked out over the decks and
into the water. We struck and something
objected at the other end, something very
much alive and quite strong. It wus not
much of a struggle, however, before we
hauled a gray shape to the boat and saw
aneye gleam red under the light of luntern,
But it was a real shark with the wicked
mouth, rough, sand-paper skin, and beau-
tifully designed fins that finally flopped
about in our cockpit. A good-size fish
but not much of a shark, only three feet
long, so we set the line again and waited.
Shortly there was another bite. Here
was the fish we had been waiting to feel.
Solid bulk and weight were hehind that
pull. We never saw him. Our bait came
back unscratched. He had never been
hooked and just let go when his obstinacy
turned to fear.
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We caught some big hound fish.  They
have beaks like a crane with needle-sharp
teeth of verdigris green studded the en-
tire length.  Ours were over three feet
long and they jumped again and again,
fighting the bending rod, slim curves of
silver, green, and brilliant peacock-blue.

I might tell youabout * Bill,” who was
a deep-sea turbot of wonderful shape and
color who lived on the harbor bar where
we fished in quiet weather, He always
came to our baits, rolling a large eye on
one broad side up al us peering through
the buckets. We could sce his absurdly
small mouth close over the bait, but we
could never hook him.

I might continue ahout the Spanish
mackerel we caught and the enormous
jewfish we saw in a rock cavern there,
but things must come to an end. One
day we found ourselves back on the deck
of the boat which was to take us away
from Nassau, and we thought of all the
nice people who had given us their tea
and their friendship, and we thought of
the white sunny streets and of the wind
in the cocoanut-palms. T looked overside
to see swimming, in the place T had
hunted a dozen times, the very shark I
had hoped to catch from my little boat.
He must have been twenty feet long.



A DIDACTIC POEM TO DEBORAH
By Aline Kilmer

IrcvsrtraTioNn vy ELeNore Pramstin AsporT
Deporan, dear, when yvou are old, Deborah, put the blue and gold
Tired, and gray, with pallid brow, And rosy beauty that is you

Where will you put the blue and gold  Into your heart, that it may hold
And radiant rose that tint you now?  Beauty to last your whole life through.

You are so fair, so gay, so sweet ! Then, though the world be tossed and torn,
How can I bear to watch you grow, Grayer than ashes, and as sad;

Knowing that soon those twinkling feet Though fate may make your ways forlorn
Must go the ways all children go! Deborah, dear, you shall be glad.
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BY ARMISTEAD C. GORDON
Author of “ Maje,” * Ommirandy,'" et
ItzusTrATION (FRrRONTISVIECKE) 5Y WaLnlteEr Bices

JHE night had been a cold
one, and Uncle Jonas noted
the hoarfrost on the fallen
autumn leaves beneath the
aspen-trees. It was the
first sharp snap of Novem-
ber, whose approach the old man was
accustomed to regard with disfavor.

“De winter-time most in gennul give
me a pain in de j'ints an’ miz'ry in de
back," he would say to Janey as he sat in
the chimney-corner of her cabin at Old
Town and toasted the flat soles of his un-
covered feet at the crackling wood-fire.

But on this crisp autumn morning he
appeared oblivious of the aches which the
season was used to bring to his ancient
bones, and he moved with what seemed to
his daughter an unwonted alacrity.

“What dat you gwi’ do, daddy?" she
queried as she saw him go to the cup-
board and take from it an old hammer
and a small package wrapped in coarse
brown paper.

“T borried dis here hammer yistiddy
f’om Simon, which [ got him ter saw dem
bodes inter de right shape an’ len'th dat's
settin’ outside by de do’,”" he replied.

He removed the wrapping-paper from
the bundle and disclosed a handful of
small new nails.

“Dat white man at Yellowley’s sto’
over yonder gimme dese here nails fur
totin” a bun'le down to de wharf fur him.
I done got all de contraptions fur ter do
de job,” he said.

Janey paused in her domestic task of
cleaning the broken-legged spider that
habitually stood on the hearth, propped
up on a worn hrickbat, and asked:

“Is you gwi’ buil” a house?”

“T gwi’ do sump'n mo'n dat,” he re-
plied. “De boy is done got weaned {'om
his Ommirandy; an' now I gwi’ eddicate
him. T gwi' 'arn him 'bout hist’ry an’
'bout all dem things what ole mars useter
tell me 'hout befo’ de war an' endurin’
o’ de war, which ole mars’ pa been tell
him, 'bout Mars' George Washin'ton an’
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Gennul Light-Hoss.  De chile got ter
know ‘bout 'em, an’ M'randy ain’t nuver
gwi’ 'arn 'em ter him. She ign'unt. I
gwi’ eddicate him.” )

Janey looked at her parent with admir-
ing regard.

Uncle Jonas peered through the little
window at the early morning sun, as if
estimating its distance above the horizon.
Then he went to the front door of the
cabin and opened it, letting in the cool
morning air. He paused on the threshold,
gazing up the road in the direction of the
Great House.

“Dar he come now!"” he exclaimed.
“He done riz early out'n his warm little
bed.”

Janey, though conscious that her fa-
ther’s remarks could indicate the ap-
proach of no other than Little Mr. Wil-
liam, with feminine curiosity went and
stood beside him in the doorway, holding
the damp dish-rag in her hand.

“Come along, son! come along!" ex-
claimed the old man cheerily as he went
out to meet the little boy. * Evvything
is done good 'n’ readyv. De hodes is med-
jered an’ sawed. De do’ is done made.
De trigger gwi’ soon be sot. All T got fur
ter do is jes' ter fit 'em all in one wid de
t'other an’ put in de nails.”

He walked around the house, with the
little boy following him, to where the ash-
hopper stood near the chimney.

“I eben is got de two sawhorses,” he
said proudly.

The November sunlight shone brilliant-
Iy upon the spot that the old man had
chosen.

“Now vou set down dar on de een o’
dat piece o’ scantlin’ what stick out o’ de
flatform, which dat ash-hopper is restin’
on it. [ spec’ Simon must "a’ lef’ dat
scantlin’ dar careenin’ out o’ dat ash-hop-
per fur you ter set on it whence he built
de hopper. Janey she ain't got much
ashes in dat hopper vit fur ter make her
lve fur de saf' soap what she keeps in her
godes ter wash my shirts wid; an' so, ef
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you upsets de hopper wid yo' mighty
weight, de ashes ain't gwi’ drownd you,
eben ef dey duz come out on top o' you.”

He chuckled at his own humor, and the
little boy laughed.

Then the old man picked up some of
the boards and began to fashion them into
an oblong box, which Little Mr. William
regarded with evident disappointment.

“T thought you said it was going to be
a gum,” he commented as he saw the
thing take shape under Uncle Jonas’s en-
ergetic hammering.

“Dat what it gwine ter be, honey, dat
what it gwine ter be. You see, dese here
fo’ bodes is j'ined tergether, an’ dis here
little piece is de piece what comes at de
back o’ de gum fer ter keep de rabbit f'om
gittin’ th'oo. Den dis here do’, which de
nail is in de top of it, fur ter fasten it ter
de beam, it slides up an’ down betwix’
dese here two front pieces, dis-a-way.
Den dar’s dis here forky stick, which it
stan’s up in dis hole in de middle o’ de top
bode; an’ den de beam across de forky
stick is fasten’' ter de trigger, which it goes
down inter dis here t'other hole furder
back in de top o’ de gum, behime de forky
stick, so dat de rabbit run agin it when he
creep inter de gum fur de apple what we
gwi’ put in dar fur him an’ fling de do’
down.”

“But that isn’t a gum,” persisted Lit-
tle Mr. William. ‘I thought it was going
to be made out of a hollow tree.”

“Dat what dey useter make 'em out'n,
son, when me an’ yo’ gran’pa was boys,”
said Uncle Jonas, “but dat is been a long
time whence, an’ de trees dey don't grow
hollow no mo’ now. Lots o’ things is done
change sence dem ole times; an’ so we-all
has ter nail some planks up dis-a-way fur
ter make dese here rabbit-gums nowa-
days. Dat de same way we duz wid bee-
gums. You don't see no gums made out
0’ no hollow trees what de bees makes dey
honey in, up yonder at de Gre't House,
in vo' ma's gvarden, which you eats it on
yo' hot baddy-cakes mos’ evvy mornin’
fur breakfus’. Duz you?”

The little boy had to confess that the
bee-gums were all constructed of plank.

The old man went on: “It's gwine ter
do de work, son, it's gwine ter do it. A
rabbit gwi’ walk inter dis very gum ’fo’
daybreak.” )

His companion’s assurance mollified
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Little Mr, William, who stood looking on
until the trap was completed.

“Ef we jes’ could ’a’ had it made an’
sot lars’ nmight,” said Uncle Jonas, paus-
ing in his work, “we’d 'a’ sho’ kotch one.
Jack Fros' is a-trabbelin’ ’roun’ dese
nights purty sevig'rous, an’ Jack Fros’
an’ dem rabbits always trabbels tergether.
Den dey’s likewise out, cole weather like
dis, a-lookin’ fur dey rabbit terbacker,
which it is dis here life-eberlastin’ dat
grows in de ole fiel's on de aidge o’ de
broom-swadge patches an’ gits ripe long
o’ dis season o’ de year. You been seen it,
ain’t you, honey?”

Little Mr. William was familiar with
the life-everlasting, the fragrant immor-
telle of the country fields. He associated
it in his childish thought with the dried
lavender from the Kingsmill garden that
Ommirandy would put among the clothes
in his mother’s bureau.

“An’ ter-night is gwine ter be a fine
night fur ’em,” the old man rambled on.
“Jes' look up dar at dat chimbly smoke.
Duz you see whar it's gwine?”

The little boy looked up and saw a
stream of blue smoke ascending straight
up out of the chimney from Janey's re-
plenished fire. He did not know that she
was cooking ginger-cakes for him.

“When dat smoke go right on up inter
de elements like dat,” continued Uncle
Jonas, “dat’s a sho’ sign it gwine ter be
a cl’ar day ter-day an’ a cl’ar night ter-
night, an’ dey ain’t gwi' be no fallin’
weather. Mo’ 'n dat, dey's a full moon
dese nights, an’ dat what Jack Fros' an’
rabbits loves. Dey gwi' be dat hongry
ter-night, dem rabbits is, dat you cudden
head ’em off f'om seekin’ de apple we
gwi’ put in dis gum eben ef you was ter
hit ’em wid a meat-axe.”

This suggestion delighted the little boy
immensely.

“Den Jack Fros', he gwi’ be settin’
right up on top o’ de gum, behime de trig-
ger, watchin’ de rabbit go in dar fur ter
git his meal's vittles.”

The old man put the two sawhorses
near each other and placed the finished
box on them. Then he showed Little Mr.
William how to set the trap.

“De place fur ter put it,” he said, “is
in a fence cornder, nigh on ter de hottom
rail, whar dey is a rabbit-parf. De rab-
bits dey always blazes out dey parf th'oo
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de bottom fence rail. Dey nibbles an’
gnyaws de rail, an’ when you see de
gnyawed place, ef you look close you like-
wise sees de little rabhit-parf, which dey
done make it, comin’ up ter de fence.
Dey marks dey way th'oo de fence, jes’
like dem folks in de ole times, what yo’
gran'pa been tell me 'bout, mark dat
long road, which dey call it de Three Chop
Road, out o’ Richmon' plum up beyond
Looeezy County. Dem folks mark de
trees 'long dat road wid three chops in de
tree wid a hatchet, which dey call it de
Three Chop Road. Is you been heard
‘hout dat road, honey?"”

Little Mr. William had never heard of
the historic Three Chop Road.

“T knowed it !" exclaimed the old man
triumphantly. “I jes’ knowed it! Yo
Ommirandy ain't got no eddication’bout
hist'ry an’ things, like ole mars’ tell me.
Dat howcome I ax you dat queshtun.”

He seated himself in the sweet winter
sunshine on one of the sawhorses, and,
taking out his short-stemmed corn-cob
pipe, filled it with crumbled homespun
tobacco from his pocket.

‘ Janey, you fetch me a live coal off'n
de h'a'th!” he called loudly; and in a
few moments his daughter brought him
out a glowing ember in the long-handled
iron shovel.

Little Mr. William was charmed to see
Uncle Jonas pick up the coal with a deft,
swift movement of his fingers and lay it
on the bowl of his pipe.

“Uncle Jonas," he said gleefully, “you
must be a salamander.”

His mother had been reading to him the
day before a story in which salamanders
and griffins and unicorns had been the
leading figures.

The old man took his pipe from his
mouth and looked at the little boy with
simulated sternness.

“Sally who?"" he asked in a deep voice.

“Salamander,” explained Little Mr.
William. “It was an animal that could
live in the fire.”

“Looky here, son,” said Uncle’ Jonas,
“I thought you was callin’ me some "'oman
ur ‘nother, an’ I warn’t gwi’ stan’ fur dat.
Ef you calls me a creetur ur a varmint,
dat’s another thing. But I ain’t no Sally-
nothin’. T jes' yo' Unc’ Jonas what
worked fur yo’ gran’pa.”

He puffed vigorously for a few mo-

2301

ments at his pipe while the little hoy sat
silent.
Then the old man began to sing in a
low, crooning voice:
“Ez T was a gwine down de Three Chop Road,
I meets Mr. Ficklen an’ Mr. Ford,
An’ evvy time Mr. Ford "ud sing
Mr. Ficklen cut de pidgin wing,
Run, nigger, run ! De palter-roller ketch you !
Patter-roller ketch you 'fo’ de break o' day !

He paused and, sucking his pipe, blew
out a volume of smoke.

“You say vou ain't nuvver been hear
about dat road?” he queried again.
“Well! well! Yo' Ommirandy is sho’
ign'unt.”

“What is a patter-roller, Uncle Jo-
nas?" asked Little Mr. William. “Is he
a creetur or a varmint?”

The old man blew another cloud of
smoke from his mouth and rolled his
eyes,

“Daddy, vou gwi' freeze dat chile,
keepin’ him out dar in de cole,” said the
kindly Janev, who had again emerged
from the cabin to look after the welfare
of the little boy.

“You go on back in de house an’ ten’
ter wimmen folks’ biz'ness,” said the old
man tartly. “We's men. We's talk-
in’ ’bout things dat’s eddication things,
which dey don't consarn wimmen folks—
nuther you nur M'randy.”

The discomfited Janey disappeared and
the old man said to Little Mr. William:

“Dem patter-rollers was sump’'n’ what
chase good-fur-nothin’ niggers o' nights
whence dey was traipsin’ an’ trampoosin’
roun’ whar dey ain’t got no biz'ness.
Dem patter-rollers warn’t like Pharzy.
Dey ain’t nuver got kotch. Dey jes’
ketches.”

“Did you ever see one, Uncle Jonas?"
asked Little Mr. William with an ex-
cited hesitation whether his query should
be of the patter-roller or of Pharzy.

“Nor, son, I ain’t nuver seed 'em. 1T
jes' been heard tell on 'em. Dey warn't
none of 'em along dis here ribber in de ole
days. Dey live down Souf. T been hear
ole mars' talk ’bout 'em. Ole mars’ say
his niggers kin go whar dey damn please,
day ur night, jes’ so dey gwi’ be in de
fiel's by mornin’. He got conference in
’em an’ dey got conference in him. An’
dey went whar dey please, too, night ur
day, ole mars’ niggers did.
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“But what I was gwine ter tell vou was
"bout de Lord’s Cornwallis and Mr. Fran-
cisker an’ de Three Chop Road, which yo'
gran’pa is been tell it ter me befo’ de war.”

He paused impressively, while the little
hoy regarded him with eager anticipation.

“Dat road is a road,” he resumed,
“which ole mars’ useter talk 'bout it in
dem days, dat it was a road de great men
o' de yearth trabbel on fur ter git out o
Richmon’ one time, sebral hunnerd years
ago, when de Lord’s Cornwallis was a-
chasin’ of 'em. He was a-chasin’ of 'em
out o' de legislation, an’ whilst an’ en-
durin’ of his chasin’ of 'em he run up
agin Mr. Peter Francisker.

“Mr. Peter Francisker, ole mars’ say,
was big as de giant what David slunk de
rock at, which mis’ useter read ter de nig-
gers 'bout in de loom-room out’n de Book,
what hit him betwix’ de here an’ de here-
after an’ put his chunk out. Ole mars’
say dat when de Lord’s Cornwallis come
along up de Three Chop Road, out o
Richmon’, a-chasin’ o’ de great men o’ de
vearth, like de debbil beatin’ tan-bark,
Mr. Peter Francisker, he jes’ step’ out o’
his gyarden, which it lay 'longsides o’ dat
road, whar he was diggin’ his crop o’ early
pertaters, an’ he walk over his palin’
fence, he did, an’ den an’ dar he retch out,
an’ he ketch de Lord’s Cornwallis by de
nap o' his neck, an’ he shuk him, like a
fice-tarripin shake one o’ dese here rats in
vo’ ma’s smoke-'ouse, which de King's
Harnt lives in it. An’ darupon de Lord'’s
Cornwallis was mighty nigh onter skeered
ter death when Mr. Francisker shuk him;
an’ he turn 'roun’ an’ he run down de
Three Chop Road 'twel he git plum back
inter Richmon’. An’ he ain’t nuvver
come out o' Richmon' no mo’. He dar
vit, unter dis very day. Dat what ole
mars’ say his pa tole him.

“An’ all de time de great men o' de
yearth dey was up de Three Chop Road,
a-hollin” an’ a-larfin’, fit ter kill deyselves,
atde Lord’s Cornwallis runnin’ back. Dat
de way yo' gran’pa been tell me dat tale
befo’ de war.”

Little Mr. William asked;

“Who was Pharzy?”

“Pharzy?” repeated Uncle Jonas.
“Dey ain't many of 'em knows "bout him,
Yo' Ommirandy gwi’ tell you, ef you ax
her, dat dey ain’t no sich pusson ez Phar-
zy, nuther folks nur creeturs nur var-

Pharzy

mints. An’' Janey, she gwi' tell you de
same. An’ Simon, too. But I gwi' tell
you diff'unt. T been knowed Pharzy all
my times. Pharzy is a creetur dat gits
kotch befo’ he know he done been kotch.
He ain’t knowed it yit. Pharzy gits inter
places onbeknownst ter hisse'f, an’ den
he can’t git out. Sometimes he gits dar
hisse'f. Sometimes dey puts him dar.
But dar he is.”

“Tell me about the creeturs,” said Lit-
tle Mr. William.

The request seemed to the old man a
reflection on the historical incident that
he had just narrated, which he regarded
as one of his most significant educative
stories.

“Duz you like tales 'bout dem foxes
an’ animils an’ dawgs mo’ 'n you likes
’em 'bout folks?”" he asked.

The little boy admitted that he did.

“Den,” said Uncle Jonas, “T gwi’ tell
vou a tale 'bout a dawg, which he b'long’
ter yo' gran'pa. Duz you remembrance
dat tale I been tell you 'bout a passel o’
dawgs dat fit oneanother one time whence
dey chase ole Bullion th'oo Ole Town? "

Little Mr. William remembered it with
delight.

“Well, den, dat was one tale ’hout a
passel o’ houn’ dawgs an’ nigger dawgs.
Dis here tale is gwine ter be a tale 'hout
one dawg, which he was a diff'unt kynd
o' dawg f'om dem dawgs. He was a dawg
dat possess’ ez many gran’pas ez yo gran'-
pa is possess’ 'em, an’ dat was a plenty.
Ole mars’ he been had it all writ down in
a book "bout dis here dawg's gran'pas.
De dawg was a funny -louLm dawg. He
was hall bulldawg an’ de t'other half of
him was what de_\ call Scotch tarripin.
Ole mars’ say dat de dawg was like some
o' dese here Ferginyans. He say he was
f'om way back yonder, an’ warn't wuth a
tinker's dam. He say dat was howcome
he like de dawg. Den de dawg had side-
whiskers, jes’ like yo' gran'pa had ’em.
Dat was likewise howcome ole mars’ say
he favor’ de dawg. You done been ter
Christ Church, son?”

Little Mr. William said that he had
been there often.

“Well, you knows, den, how dat church
is circumvated? It got two do’s on bofe
sides, an’ it got a big front do’. An’
outside o’ de church, in de gravevard I
been hear M’randy tell, all o’ dem mar-
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vel tombstones is over de top o' whar
yo' ant-cestors an’ uncle- cestors is been
buried, up dar, fur hunnerds o' years.”

The little boy nodded acquiescence.
He had been told of it.

“Well, sir, one day, befo’ de war, I was
up in de nigger gall'ry in dat church. I
did'n’ useter go dar much, 'scusin’ yo'
gran'pa want’ me fur ter drive hll‘ll dar
in de double buggy wid de payr o’ sor-
rels, but dat day, howsomedewv er, he want’
me, an’ I druv hlm. Den an’ dar T seed
an’ heerd what was gwine on; an’ sump'n’
was gwine on, too.

“T gwi’ take another smoke.”

He filled his pipe again and once more
summoned Janey to fetch a coal.

“Son, I gwi’ tell you 'bout it. Dey
ain't nothin' a white man, nur a nigger
nuther, love like he love his dawg. ‘ Fur-
gittin® father an' mother, cleave unter
me,” Mis' useter read dem words ter we-
all out’n de Book; an’ dat what ole mars’
done wid dat side-whisker’ dawg. He
useter feed him, hisse’f, off'n de Gre't
House table, an’ 'arn him an’ eddicate
him, an’ one o’ de things he been I'arn
him is dat he ain’t nuver, under no cir-
cumspicion, got ter go ter Christ Church
wid de fambly. Christ Church ain’t no
place what, in de days befo’ de w. ar, per-
suadges eben niggers ter come an’ set in
de ga]l ry, let alone dawgs. Dat was a
white folks’ church, like it is now; 'scusin’
yo' Ommirandy, she useter go dar some-
times wid mis’, in de big kerridge what
let down de steps. But dat day I druv
vo' gran'pa up dar, an’ I walks up an’ sets
in dat cullud gall'ry. 'Twas in de sum-
mer-time, an’ de do's was all open on de
three sides, which dat was fur ter let in de
light an’ de ar. De hirds was a-singin’,
an’ you could smell de blooms in de woods,
an’ now an’ den a bug ur a butterfly ur
sump'n ur nother would flip in th'oo one
o’ dem opendo’s. De preacher, he was up
dar in de pil-put, wid his black silk night-
gown on, a- risin’ up an’ a- qettm down;
an’ ole mars’, he was in de nex’ ter de
fo'mos’ bench, wid his gole’ specs on, read-
in’ back at de preacher out o’ his book,
whence he warn't sleep. De quality was
all in de church, de men folks in dey
Sunday-go-ter-meetin’s an’ de wimmen
folks in dey rustlin' robes. An’ dey was
all a-risin’ up an’ a-settin’ down, jes like
.de preacher do; an’ sometimes dey sot

wid dey heads down on de back o' de
bench, which it was in front of 'em. You
done been dar, son.  You been see 'em go
th'oo all o' dem gyrations, ain’t you?""

The little boy nodded acquiescence.

“Well, sir, T comin’ ter it. I gwi’ tell
you, I was settin’ up dar in dat cullud
gall'ty, wid de white wall behime me,
lookin’ like a drownded fly in a saucer o’
buttermilk. Dar was ole mars’ down-
sta'rs, which he had done tuk his buck-
skin gloves an’ his buggy-whup out’n de
buggy an’ fotch 'em inter de church wid
him, fur ter keep some o' dese here bad
boys, ur de niggers what come wid dey
marsters an’ stay outside, f'om carryin’
‘em off. I been watchin’ ole mars’ out’n
de nigger gall'ry, an’ I seen him a-stan’in’
up an' a-deukin’ down, 'long wid de hal-
ance of 'em, when here come dis here side-
whisker’, eddicated, peddlegree dawg,
trottin’ inter de front do’ o' de church.
You could 'a’ knock’” me down wid a
broom-swadge straw. De dawg he done
furgit all his eddication, an’ come ter
church, which ole mars’ is been l'arnin’
him fur two year, ur mo’, he ain't nuver
got ter do. But dar he was.

“He come in th'oo dat front do’, de
dawg did, like sump'n’ was chasin’ of him,
an’ he run inter de fuy’ bcnch he come
ter an’ sniff at a young 'oman's petty-
cloaks. Tknowed de da\\g\\(h lookin’ fur
ole mars’, whence dey ain't nobody in
de meetin’, 'scusin’ me, knowed it. De
dawg he seed dat de young 'oman ain’t
yo’ gran’'pa, an’ so he run’ roun’, fus’ f'om
one bench, den ter de nex’ one, lookin’
like he got ter fine ole mars’ quick. He
was on de t'other side o de church f'om
whar ole mars’ was, which yo’ gran'pa
ain't seed de side-whisker’ dawg yit.
But nigh onter evvybody else is done
seed him. Den de dawg come up in de
front part o' de church, an’ he run up in
de pil-put an’ sniff at de preacher’s black
silk nightgown.

“I been settin’ up dar in de nigger
gall'ry all dis time, sayin’ ter myse'f:
‘Dawg, you dunno what you doin’. Ole
mars’ been pow'ful good ter you; but
when he ketch you carryin’ on like you
carryin’ on dis minute, de fus’ thing you
gwi’ know, you ain’t gwi know nothin’.’
Sho' 'nuf, dem words warn’t skasely out
o’ my mouf, when ole mars’ riz up in de
midst of 'em. He seen de dawg when he
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run up in de pil-put, an' he perceed ter
dror on his buckskin gloves, an’ he dar
an’ den tuk de buggy-whup up in his
right han’, an’ he crope out o' de bench
whar he was. De dawg ain't seed him
vit. Yo gran'pa crope ter de side do’ on
dis side o’ de church, an’ he shet dat do’.
He crope roun’ ter de front do’, an’ he
shet dat do’. He crope on’ ter dat side
o’ de church, an' he shet dat do.” I sez
ter myse'f: ‘Dawg, yo’ time done come,
Ole mars’ gwi’ I'arn you yo’ lesson.” De
preacher had done stop readin’ whence
he see de dawg sniffin’ roun’ him. De
dawg he turn 'roun’ whence he fine de
preacher ain't ole mars’; an’ he come
down de pil-put steps, an’ he meet ole
mars’ wid de buckskin gloves on an’ de
buggy-whup in his han’, right smack in
what dey call de chancellum. Den an’
dar it happen. Dey warn’t no soun’ in
de church. De preacher he done stop
readin’, an’ de folks was watchin’ fur ter
see what de dawg was gwi’ do when he
fine yo’ gran'pa, which he been lookin’
fur him.

“When ole mars’ meet his high-breed,

" side-whisker’ dawg in de chancellum, dat
was de mos’ s'prise’ dawg you uver been
see. Ole mars' reckernize de dawg, an’
de dawg reckernize ole mars’. Ole mars’
lif’ up de buggy-whup, an’ he say ter de
dawg: ‘Who de Lord loveth, he chaseth;
an’' I gwi’ chase you.” An’ den an’ dar he
done so. Soon as he say de words, de
dawg started ter run. But he cudden git
away f'om yo’ gran’pa. Ole mars’ litinter
de peddlegree dawg wid dat buggy-whup,
an’ up an’ down dat church dey went.
De dawg made a bee-line fur de front do’
whar he fus' come in, wid ole mars’ right
behime him. Den he come back whence
he see de do’ was shet, an’ "twas de same
thing over agin, wid de dawg a-howlin’
an’ ole mars’ a-lettin’ him have it. Yo’
gran’pa chase dat dawg up an’ th'oo dat
church, ontwel "twas scan’lous. De dawg
he holler an’ yell evvy time ole mars’ tech’
him, 'twel one o’ de deacons run out o’
his bench an' open de side do’ an let de
dawg out o’ de place.

“Den ole mars’ walk back ter his bench,
solemn an’ pompous, an’ evvybody, 'scus-
in’ him, was larfin’. He didn’ keer. It
didn’ make no diffunce ter yo' gran’pa ef
dey larf ur dey cry. He been eddicate dat
dawg; an’ when he eddicate anybody, he
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eddicate 'em. De onlies’ way de preacher

could get 'em all quiet was ter line out a
hymn; which he done so, an’ dey sung it.
“T been here ter tell you dat dat dawg
live ter be fo'teen year ole, an’ ain’t no-
body uver hear o' him comin’ inside of a
mile o’ Christ Church after dat, ter de day
o' his death. F’om datl time on, whence
de dawg see me drive de double buggy
roun’ ter de front do’, dat dawg would
run 'roun’ de house an’ hide hisse’f.”

When the story was ended the old man
said:

“Now vou come along wid me, son, an’
we gwi' set dis here rabbit-gum fur ter
ketch Pharzy, which he gwi’ be a big, fat
rabbit. We gwi’ set it at de fence cornder
over by de cullud plum-tree graveyard,
an’ dar is gwine ter be a nibble’ place in
de bottom rail o’ de fence.”

On their way across the fields he ex-
plained to Little Mr. William the whimsi-
cal mystery of Pharzy.

“You been ax me ‘bout him, an’ I been
tellin' you 'bout him zll along. De Lord’s
Cornwallis is him, which Mr. Francisker
kotch him de fus’ time he come up de
Three Chop Road. Deside-whisker’dawg
is him, which vo’ gran’pa kotch him de
fus’ time he git inter Christ Church.
Whatsomedever gits kotch, onbeknownst
ur onexpected, whether deys folks ur cree-
turs, an’ it's de fus’ time dey 'rives dar,
den dat’s him.”

Uncle Jonas set the trap, which he
baited with the half of an apple and a
piece of cabbage-leaf. Then he and his
little companion parted, the boy going
home and the old man returning to
Janey’s cabin—each with pleased antici-
pation of a capture, during the night, in
the new gum.

Uncle Jonas came to Janey’s door next
morning “befo’” sun-up.” He found his
industrious daughter at work washing the
breakfast things.

“Look like mo'n one is been eat here
dis mornin’ already,” he remarked as
she placed his breakfast before him. “Is
you got anybody co'tin’ you, Janey?
Widder-wimmen folks is got ter be mighty
wary havin’ nigger men in ter eat wid ’em
dis early.”

“ G’ way f'om here, daddy !’ exclaimed
Janey, charmed with the accusation of a
beau in her sere-and-yellow-leafed widow-
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hood. “You knows T ain’t gwi' let none
o' dese here Kingsmill niggers come foolin’
roun’ me. Dem extry things you see was
fur Tibe. He come up f'om de cote-'ouse,
whar he work, lars’ night.”

“'Fo’ de Lord,” said the old man, “ Ise
pintedly glad dat nigger boy is got dat
job, cote-'ouse ur anywhars else, jes' so
he work an’ git away f'om here. I been
¢'picionin’, fur many's de year, he gwi’
rive at some bad een’. What he come
back fur?”

“Is you been ter de trap?” Janey
asked irrelevantly. “You-all ketch a'ry
rabbit? "

A grim smile played over the old man’s
usually saturnine countenance as he
looked at her.

“Tanev, ain't vou know dat T been
makin’ rabbit-gums sence I was knee-high
ter a puddle-duck? Ain't you l'arnt yit
dat I been ketch hunnerds o’ rabbits in
dem gums which I been sot 'em myse'f,
an’ in dem furtherance gums what I useter
make fur Tibe, which he been sot 'em
hisse’f? Don't you know it? Is you
been exper'unce any gum which yo’ pa is
made ur sot, which it didn’ ketch sump'n
ur 'nother in it? Is you?”

Janey poured some water from the
brass-bound wooden bucket, with the
long-handled gourd, into the big iron
kettle on the hearth.

“I ain’t excusin’ you o’ not ketchin’ de
creeturs, daddy,” she replied. “You an’
Tibe is always been kotch’ 'em.”

“Me an’ Tibe!” ejaculated the old
man scornfully. “Janey, youan' M’ran-
dy ain't nuver been had no sense. What
you talkin' ter me 'bout Tibe fur? All
de wimmen folks I uver is knowed in my
long time what had sense was mis’ an’
Mis' Nancy.”

“Did you-all ketch de rabbit?” per-
sisted Janey. ‘“What you done wid de
chile? Didn’ he go wid you ter de rabbit-
gum?”

Janey's fusillade of questions aroused
the old man’s suspicion.

“Um-huh!” he grunted. “I done put
two an’ two tergether an’' make six.
Whar dat Tibe?”

“Tibe done gone down ter see Simon,”’
she replied. “Did you-all ketch de rab-
bit?”

“I gwi’ tell you,"” the old man respond-
ed, “dat chile git up befo’ daylight an’
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come down ter Ole Town. He wake me
up 'fo’ I was out o’ hed. Hesay: ‘Come
along, Unc’ Jonas. Jack Fros'is out, an’
I know we done kotch sump'n in our
gum.' "

“Bless his heart!” said Janey.

“I gits up an’ rustles inter my ole
clo’es,” continued her father, “an’ we sets
out tergether ter de fence cornder, whar
I been tell yvou dat it run by de cullud
plum-tree gravevard. What de matter
wid you, Janey? I ’spec’ some nigger
man ¢s been trampoosin’ 'roun’ here,
co’tin’ you 'fo’ daylight, "long o’ you car-
ryin’ on dat-a-way ! Whar you say Tibe
is?”

“He done gone ter see Simon,” re-
sponded Janey.

“Well, we walks th’oo de fiel's,”” con-
tinued her father, “an’ we gits dar ’fo’
daybreak. I sez ter Little Mr. William
'fo’ we 'rive at de place: ‘We done kotch
him, son. De gum do’isdown. I kinsee
it in de moonlight f'om here.” He say:
‘Come on, Unc’ Jonas, let's run!’ He
lit out, he did, an' he gits dar 'fo’ T gits
dar. He say ter me: ‘Unc’ Jonas, de do’
o’ de gum is nailed down!’”

Janey turned her face away and put
her hand to her mouth.

“Sez I ter him: ‘Son, I been ketchin’
varmints in gums an’ things fur nigh onter
a hunnerd years, an’ I ain't nuver yit seed
no trap whar a varmint is gone inter it
an’ nail’ hisse’f in.” Little Mr. William
he say: ‘Dat what he done dis time !’ I
picks up de gum, an’ soon ez I heits it up
I knows dey was sump'n’ inside of it.
Sez I: ‘Honey, we is sho’ done got him. T
dunno how he nail hisse’f up, 'case here is
a small nail jes’ like you say, holdin’ de
do’ down, but, howsomedever, he inside,
an’ you an’ me is gwine ter percede ter git
him out.” Darupon I prizes de nail out
an’ open de do—an’ what you reck'n we
fine in dar?”

“Well, T do declar’ ! exclaimed the de-
lighted Janey, showing a visibly simu-
lated surprise at her father’s account of
the nailed door. “ Tibe gwi' be here ter
supper ter-night. I sho’ly is glad you-all
kotch de rabbit. When you an’ Tibe gits
back after you done been down ter de
bush-meetin’ dis ebenin’ an’ heerd de
rev'un’ preach, you-all iz gwi’ fine a sho’-
nuf supper in dis house.”

Uncle Jonas’s memories of the rabbit-
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trap were submerged in his eager antici-
pation of the evening’s repast.

“Whal is dey gwine ter be ? " he queried
solemnly.

“Dey’s gwine ter be ash-cake, cooked
in de collud leaves on de h'a'th,” Janey
answered.

“Um-huh ! he responded with satis-
faction.

He had taken his seat in the corner by
the fireplace, with his walking-stick be-
tween his knees, and, with hands ex-
tended to the blaze, was gazing into the
well-smoked joists of the cabin, where
two hams, a shoulder of bacon, a string
of pepper-pods, and a bunch of onions
hung in well-ordered array.

“What mo'?" he queried.

“Buttermilk,” said Janey.

“Um-huh ! he grunted.
else?”

“Hot coffee an' cole cracklin’ bread.
But de main thing is gwineter be a fat
possum, wid sweet 'taters, an de possum
gravy dreenin’ down over 'em.”

She looked at him, smiling.

Uncle Jonas smacked his lips with a
resounding explosion of anticipated gus-
tatory delight and laughed aloud.

“Glway f'om here, Janey!" he ex-
claimed. “I knowed it! But howcome
he done it?"”

“He say dat he was 'feared dat you
moughtn’t ketch Pharzy lars’ night; an’
he was likewise 'feared dat de’ possum
dat he picked up 'longsides de road, like
he was dead, when he come up f'om de
cote-’ouse, mought git away,onbeknownst,
ef he was ter shet him up in de house.
"Possums is pow'ful sly. So he tuk de
creetur up dar whar you tell me vou gwi’
set de gum, an’ he nail him in.”

“Which he done so,” responded Uncle
Jonas. “Dat Tibe gwi' git in de peni-
tench” yit, an’ when he git dar ke gwi’
git nailed up so he ain’t nuver gwi' git
out. Dat what I been sayin’ ‘bout him,
sence he done me dat trick wid Baytop.”

He rubbed his hands together gleefully
in front of the warm fire.

“ Anything

“Mis’ Nancy,” said Ommirandy the
day after Janey had told her the story of
the nailed-up trap, “1 dunno whether you
thinks about it ur not, but ef you ain’t,
you orter, Dat ole Jonas is been givin’
me a heap o’ trouble dese here late days.”

Pharzy

“I am sorry,” said her mistress pa-
tiently. “I think you lel Jonas worry
vou unduly. Your Mars' Jeems and T
are both very fond of him.”

“Ef you been layin’ out yo' feelin’s on
dat ole nigger man, you done flung 'em
away,” the old woman replied.

Miss Nancy was ennuied, but listened
patiently. She had heard it all so often.

“De lars’ thing he done, arfter dat
Sunday fishin’ in de summer-time, is jes’
happen’. He gits de chile out’'n his bed
vistiddy mornin’ 'fo’ daybreak fur ter go
wid him ter see ef dey had kotch a rabbit
in a trap what dey done made de day be-
fo’. It was dat cole dat Little Mr. Wil-
liam’s teef was chatterin’ when I put his
clo’es on him. But he would go. Dat ole
nigger gwi’ kill dis here chile fo’ he git
th'oo wid him yit. An’ dey didn’ ketch
no rabbit nuther. What you reck’n dey
ketch in dat trap, Mis' Nancy?”

Miss Nancy, wearing a pained expres-
sion on her gentle face, could not guess.

“Dey didn’ ketch no rabbit, but dey
ketch a 'possum,” the old woman said
scornfully, “Yas'm, he was one o’ dese
here ole grinnin’, scaly 'possums which
dat offshoot o’ de debbil, Janev's Tiberius,
is been put in Little Mr. William’s rabbit-
trap, an’ nail him up in it, endurin’ ¢’
de night. What you think o’ dat, Mis’
Nancy?"

Young Mars’ Jeems, who was in the
room reading his newspaper, interrupted.

“Mirandy, you are too hard on Tibe-
rius, and you never did give Jonas half his
dues. Jonas and William get on together
all right, and Tiberius is the smartest
darky boy that ever lived on the Kings-
mill plantation.”

“Jonas’s dues ! exclaimed the old wo-
man with asperity, “I'd like fur ter see
him git half of 'em! On top o’ mighty
nigh [reezin’ de chile ter death, an’ not
ketchin' no rabbit fur him, dat ole scoun-
d’el tells Little Mr. William dat de ’pos-
sum was name’ Pharzy. He 'low dat all
de fus’ fruits o" his rabbit-gums an’ pat-
t'idge-pens is got dat name, Is you uver
been hear de beat o’ dat, young Mars’
Jeems? T knows you ain’t. Jonas is a
turrible ole lyin’ vilyun. An’ he an' Tibe
been eat Little Mr. William’s *possum,
what come out de chile’s own trap, an’
ain’t invite nobody ter eat it wid ‘em,—
not eben de chile hisse'f.”
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HIS American people awak-
1 ened recently to find them-
selves threatened with an
interruption of transporta-
tion throughout the coun-
trv. This imminent danger
aroused for the first time in a majority
a realization of the extent to which the
public welfare has come to depend on the
continuous maintenance of railway serv-
ice. To ward off the blow Congress
hastily passed the Adamson “ basic eight-
hour day™ act. The railways promptly
took this measure into court to test its
constitutionality. Threats of a sirike
were then heard again.

President Wilson recommended last
August the passage, along with the Adam-
zon bill, of a measure to prohibit strikes
or lockouts in train service until after pub-
lic investigation of the matters in contro-
versy. He renewed this recommendation
on the reassembling of Congress in De-
cember. The need for additional legisla-
tion dealing with labor controversies on
railwavs has been made so manifest re-
cently that hefore this article appears the
President’s recommendation may have
heen acted on.  The problem which gives
rise to these controversies is not, however,
one which legislation passed to meet a
single emergency is likely to solve. It is
a very difficult problem—a problem at
once important, complex, and unique. It
is a problem which has arisen inevitably,
first, from the economic developments of
our time, and, second, from the nature of
the railway industry.

The changes in economic conditions
which have taken place within recent
vears have made strikes and lockouts in
many lines of business matters of serious
consequence to the public.  When the
largest concern represented a capital of
only a few hundred thousands of dollars,
and employed only a few hundred work-
men, when employers dealt only with
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their own employees, and employees only
with their own emplovers, a lockout or
strike might work greal hardship or ruin
o those directly involved; but the pub-
lic hardly felt it.  There was then little
occasion [or government interference ex-
cepl to prevent and punish violence and
other ordinary infractions of the ¢riminal
law.

Within our time, however, there have
been great increases in the size of busi-
ness concerns.  Single corporations now
represent hundreds of millions of capital,
and employ many thousands of men.
Confronted by these huge aggregations
of capital, employees have organized on a
grand scale to pit against the large bar-
gaining power of the great corporations
the collective bargaining power of thou-
sands of workers. From local bodies,
labor unions have developed into national
and international organizations. Indi-
vidual corporations, even though very
large, have found themselves at a disad-
vantage when dealing single-handed with
labor unions national or international in
their scope. Therefore, in many indus-
tries labor unions national in their scope
are now confronted with employers’ as-
sociations national in their extent. Thus
have combinations of capital and of lalor
acted and reacted on each other until
there has developed a situation the signif-
icance of which, in relation to the public
welfare, can hardly be exaggerated.

In no other lield, however, is organtzed
capital confronted with organizations of
labor at onece so powerful, so militant, and
possessed of so many strategic advantages
as in the railway field. The principal of
these are the four brotherhoods ol em-
ployees in train service—the Brotherhood
of Locomotive Engineers, the Order of
Railway Conductors, the Brotherhood
of Locomotive Firemen and Enginemen,
and the Brotherhood of Railroad Train-
men.  For many years cach of these or-
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ganizations acted alone; and it was the
policy of each to deal with only one or a
few railways at a time. In not a few
cases [ailure to secure satisfactory settle-
ments resulted in strikes of the members
of single brotherhoods on single roads.
Perhaps the most famous and bitterly
fought of these was that of the locomotive
engineers on the Chicago, Burlington and
Quincy in 1888. The greatest strike in
the history of American railways, that
carried on by the American Railway
Union in 1504, grew out of a boycott this
union had declared against Pullman cars
because the employees of the T'ullman
Company were on strike. But the Amer-
ican Railway Union soon went out of ex-
istence; and the course of the leading
brotherhoods continued to be the same as
before.

About ten years ago, however, radical
changes began to be introduced in their
policy. The individual brotherhoods
commenced to make identical demands
upon, and to insist upon carrying on
negotiations with, the representatives of
groups of railways operating throughout
the three great sections of the country—
East, South, and West. Then the other
trainmen began to join with the conduct-
ors, and the firemen with the engineers,
in making demands upon the railways of
entire sections. Finally, in 1916, the en-
gineers, firemen, conductors, and other
trainmen of the whole country united in
making demands upon all the railways.
This, it may develop, was not the climax
of the railway labor movement. Tt is re-
ported that the employees in train service
have been trying to get all the other or-
ganized railway employees, especially the
mechanics and other shopmen, to join
with them in their struggles.

Every step taken by the employees has
been countered by the managements.
Committees representing groups of rail-
ways succeeded representatives of the in-
dividual managements in labor negotia-
tions. Finally, in 1916, for the first time
in history, a committee representing the
managements of all the railways con-
fronted committees representing men em-
ployed on all. This was followed by
another event without a precedent—a
meeting in Washington, D. C., of the
heads of all the leading transportation
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systems to decide what should be the final
stand of all in a labor controversy.
There will be no dissent from the prop-
osition that revolutionary changes in
economic and industrial conditions which
powerfully affect the interests of the
public may demand correspondingly rad-
ical alterations in public policy, Like-
wise, it will hardly be controverted that
the growth of great combinations of cap-
ital and of huge organizations of labor
largely to carry on gigantic struggles with
cach other has worked an economic and
industrial revolution. Finally, to most
persons it must be plain that the part of
this revolution which has occurred in the
railway industry is of peculiar impor-
tance. A nation-wide lockout or strike in
any of our large industries would soon be-
come a serious matter for the public.
The complete closing down of the steel
mills would speedily affect all connected
with branches of industry which sell them
raw materials or buy their finished prod-
ucts, and would soon threaten the gen-
eral prosperity. Much more speedy,
serious, and universal would be the con-
sequences of a general closing down of the
plants used to produce some essential of
industrial activity, which is also a neces-
sity of life, such as coal. But the most
immediately and universally disastrous
of all industrial catastrophes would be a
nation-wide strike in railway-train service.
Such a strike would at once throw all rail-
way employees out of work. By stopping
the movement of coal and raw materials,
it would swiftly shut down every mine
and factory. The crops of the farmers
would soon be rotting upon the ground.
Depriving merchants of the means of re-
newing their stocks, it would soon close
every wholesale house and retail store.
The people of our great cities are depend-
ent from day to day for their food upon
the supplies which the railways bring to
them from all parts of the land; and they
would all find themselves threatened with
starvation. As a nation-wide strike in
railway-train service would bring all in-
dustry and commerce to a stop, it would
soon have the cffects of a general strike
of all workers such as is advocated by the
syndicalists. 3
Until recently, it was replied to such
statements that the circumstance that
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the movements carricd on by railway em-
ployees were growing more and more ex-
tensive did not give ground for fears of
general tie-ups of the railways, or justify
coercive action by the government to pre-
vent them. The ablest report on a labor
controversy ever made in this country
was that rendered by the board which
arbitrated the wage dispute between the
eastern railways and their locomotive en-
gineers in 1gr2. This board, of which
President C. R. Van Hise, of the Univer-
sity of Wisconsin, was chairman, was pro-
foundly impressed by the danger of ex-
tensive railway strikes.  It, therefore,
advocated the creation of State and fed-
eral wage commissions to determine the
wages and conditions of work of railway
employvees, The representative of labor
on the board (P. H. Morrissey, formerly
president of the Brotherhood of Railroad
Trainmen) vigorously dissented. “The
developing power of the (labor) organiza-
tions through concerted methods carries
with it increasing responsibilities which
the organizations and their leaders rec-
ognize,” said he. *“They well know the
value of public approval of their activities
and are equally conscious of its disap-
proval. To intimate that the transpor-
tation of the country can be brought to
a standstill at the whim or caprice of a
small group of men is not a fair statement
of the manner by which the powers of
these organizations are exercised.” There
was a strike of the employees of all the
railways of France in 1ore, and the ma-
jority of the arbitration board described
this as an example of what might occur
in the United States, Mr. Morrissey de-
nied the analogy. “The immediate cause
of the French strike,” said he, “was the
refusal of the railway officials to confer
with the representatives of their em-
ployees in order that there might not
even be a discussion of the employees'
demands. There is no such condition in
America.”

Every argument made by Mr. Mor-
rissey was speedily refuted by the irresist-
ible logic of events. In 1914 the en-
gineers and firemen of the railways west
of the Mississippi River made demands
upon the companies, and the companies
made counter-demands.  The railways
offered to arbitrate the demands of both

e

sides.  The employees consented 1o arhi-
tration of their own demands, but refused
Lo arbitrate those of the railways. The
order was issued for a sirike. The war in
Surope had just begun. Tt was a time of
industrial and financial crisis.  President
Wilson intervened, finally appealing to
the managers of the railways on patriotic
grounds to withdraw their demands, and
arbitrate only those of the employees,
Only the compliance of the managers
averted the disaster,

Stll more impressive and conclusive
was the lesson taught last year. In this
instance not only did all the locomotive
engineers, conductors, firemen, and other
trainmen for the first time join in making
demands on all the railways, but they re-
fused to submit to arbitration in any
form any of the points in controversy,
whether raised by themselves or hy the
roads.  President Wilson asked the rail-
ways to accede to the demand for a
“basic eight-hour day” and leave other
matters in issue to subsequent determina-
tion. When the labor leaders heard that
the railways had decided to reject the
President’s plan, they immediately issued
an order for a nation-wide strike; and it
was averted only by the hurried passage of
the Adamson act. The order for a strike
was withdrawn only thirty-six hours be-
fore the strike was to have begun. Tt was
clear that labor leaders wha would issue
an order for a nation-wide railway strike
in this manner and under these condi-
tions would put such an order into eflect.
It was clear that railway managers who
would meet the issue unflinchingly, as the
railway managers did in this instance,
would let a strike come. It was evident,
therefore, that the time had arrived for a
change in our methods of dealing with
labor disputes on railways.

There has been [requent government
intervention in labor disputes on railways
in this country for some vears. The laws
under which it has occurred have applied
only to disputes between the carriers and
their emplovees in train service. The
Erdman act, passed by Congress in 18085,
provided for mediation by the Commis-
sioner of Labor and the Chairman of the
Interstate Commerce Commission, and,
if this failed, for arbitration by a board
composed of one representative of the
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railways, one representative of labor, and
one member chosen by these two or by
the mediators. The Newlands act,

passed subsequently at the joint recuest
of the railways and the labor brother-
hoods, created a permanent mediation
and conciliation board of three members,
and provided for arbitration, if mediation
failed, by a board of six members—two
representing the railways, two the em-
ployees, and two supposedly impartial.
The Newlands act, like the Erdman act,
left it optional with the parties whether
they should accept mediation or arbitra-
tion. So long as the parties were dis-
posed to make settlements through medi-
ation, or to arbitrate, this system was
useful as a preventive of strikes. When,
however, in 1916 the employees an-
nounced that they would not arbitrate,
and stuck to it, the system of voluntary
arbitration broke down.

Government ownership is urged by
some as a specific for all the ills which
develop under private ownership; and
recently it often has been suggested as
the only sure preventive of strikes. But
strikes have not been unknown on state
railways. The locomotive engineers and
firemen of the state railways of Victoria
struck in 1go3. A serious strike occurred
on the state railways of Hungary in 1004.
The employees of the state railways of
Italy, by threatening to strike, succeeded
in 1gos in getting rid of an objectionable
general manager. The employees of the
two state raillways of France went on
strike with the emplovees of all the pri-
vate railways in 1910. There even has
been a strike already on the railway which
the government of the United States is
building in Alaska; and it was successful,
the strikers getting practically all theyv
demanded.

Under either government or private
ownership differences are sure to arise
from time to time between the manage-
ment of the railways and the employees.
In case the differences become serious,
and strikes are permitted, the employ-
ees, especially if they are organized, are
likely to strike. The Prussian govern-
ment, true to its character in other re-
spects, makes strikes on the railways it
owns and operates practically impaossible
by prohibiting the emplovees from be-
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longing to unions or from holding meet-
ings except such as are attended and
presided over by their officers. The em-
ployees of the French railways, state and
private, on the very day the general strike
was declared in 1910, were mobilized un-
der the military laws and ordered to
the colors for three weeks’ training. The
duty to which they were assigned was
that of maintaining and operating the
railways in the usual manner. It will be
noted that this strike was on both state
and private railways, and that precisely
the same measure was used on both to
break it. Similar methods were em-
ployed in breaking the strike on the Hun-
garian state railways in 19o4.
It would be neither practicable nor de-
sirable for the government of the United
States to interfere, after the Prussian
manner, with the organization of railway
emplovees. Nor would it be possible in
this country, at least in time of peace, to
break a strike by mobilizing railway em-
ployees, as was done in France and Hun-
gary. At the same time, our recent ex-
perience demonstrated that we could not
reasonably hope much longer to avoid
nation-wide railway strikes unless some
form of coercion was adopted by the fed-
eral government to prevent them.
Legislation has been passed in many
countries for the prevention of strikes and
lockouts, not only on railways and other
public utilities, but in industries of al-
most every kind, Until a comparatively
few years ago proposals for the arbitra-
tion of labor disputes usually originated
with labor and were often rejected by
capital. Consequently, at that time la-
bor leaders, seconded by most social re-
formers, advocated legislation making
arbitration compulsory. Within the last
quarter-century this system has been
tried in several countries, especially New
Zealand and Australia. The original
compulsory arbitration act of New Zea-
land was passed in 18g4. District boards
of conciliation, consisting of both em-
ployers and emplovees, and a court of
arbitration, consisting of a president, one
representative of the unions of employ-
ers and one representative of the unions
of workers, were created. Reports as to
the operation of this system are prac-
tically unanimous. From 1894 to 1900
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New Zealand was prosperous; the awards
of the arbitration court usually resulted
in substantial advances in wages; and
during this time compulsory arbitration
was in high favor with labor, and there
were no strikes. During the next six
years the country was less prosperous, the
awards began to result in small increases
in wages or none, and, as one author says,
“labor became less satisfied, and capital
less distrustful,” but there were still no
strikes.

Between 1906 and 1012, when labor
was “in open revolt and capital endeav-
ored to uphold the act,” there were
sixty-three strikes. The first of these was
declared by the employees of the street
railways of Auckland in November, 1906,
showing that the law was no more effect-
ive as applied to public utilities and their
employees than as applied to other em-
plovers and their employees. There was
provided a maximum fine of two thou-
sand five hundred dollars for any em-
plover and one of fifty dollars for any
emplovee who should violate the arbitra-
tion law; and in this case both the com-
pany and the striking employees were
fined. But from that time strikes contin-
ued to occur in various lines of industry
in spite of the fact that fines continued
to be imposed. In 1909 the law was
amended. Three permanent commission-
ers of conciliation are now appointed by
the government. In case of a labor dis-
pute one of them goes to the scene and
tries to settle it. If unsuccessful he or-
ganizes a council of conciliation which in-
cludes two or more representatives of
both parties. Every dispute must now be
referred to such a council before it can be
carried to the arbitration court. This
system is said to work better than the
earlier one; but the record shows that
while compulsory arbitration in New Zea-
land has prevented lockouts, it has not
prevented strikes. It has been found
possible under it always to enforce
awards against employers, but nof al-
ways against employees. In other words,
the system is effectively compulsory only
in its application to employers.

The experience of Australia has been
similar, The Australian commonwealth
has a compulsory arbitration act which
has been in effect for twelve years, and

the different states have tried wvarious
similar schemes. They, also, have pre-
vented lockouts, but not strikes. Nor-
way formerly had a compulsory arbitra-
tion law, but oppesition to it by both
capital and labor caused its repeal. After
a general strike in 1916, which itself fol-
lowed a strike of four months in the min-
ing and iron and steel industries, another
compulsory arbitration law was enacted
to remain in effect during the continuance
of the present war in Europe.

A measure similar in purpose to those
mentioned, but narrower in its scope, and
differing widely from them in the means
it provides for accomplishing its ends, is
the Industrial Disputes Investigation Act
of Canada. This law was passed in 1907
as a result of a serious and protracted
coal-mine strike in one of the Western
provinces, It applies to railroads and
other public utilities, to mines of all
kinds, and, by a recent amendment, to
all industries engaged in productive op-
erations of any kind for military purposes.
It prohibits, under heavy penalties, a lock-
out or a strike until the matters in dis-
pute shall have been referred to a concilia-
tion and investigation board. The party
about to lockout or strike must give no-
tice to the Dominion government, to-
gether with a statement regarding the
matters in controversy, The Minister of
Labor calls on each party to name a mem-
ber of the board, These two are given
opportunity to name a third, who be-
comes chairman. If they fail to do so, he
is appointed by the Minister of Labor,
The primary function of this bhoard is
that of mediation. If it fails to effect a
settlement, it takes testimony and pre-
pares a report, which is made public,
summarizing the evidence and giving its
conclusions as to the bases on which a
settlement should be made.

This measure differs from those estab-
lishing compulsory arbitration in not re-
quiring obedience to the awards made
under it. Like them, it has not suc-
ceeded entirely in preventing strikes.
But almost always in cases of industrial
disputes its provisions have been obeyed,
with resulting peaceful settlements in a
large majority of cases. Of eighty-five
disputes on railways which have been in-
vestigated under its provisions, all but
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seven have been settled without strikes or
lockouts; and, as already indicated, the
Canadian law applies to disputes affect-
ing any class of railway employees, not
merely those in train service.

Our experience in the United States has
shown that a system which leaves media-
tion and arbitration of labor disputes on
railways entirely optional with the par-
ties cannot be relied on to safeguard the
interests of the public. At the same time
the experience of other countries with
compulsory arbitration shows that while
it is attractive in theory it often proves
unworkable in practice. If employees are
determined not to carry out the terms of
an award, there appears to be, at least in
democratic countries, no practical way of
compelling them to do so. Fines have
proved ineffectual, and provisions for im-
prisonment probably could not be en-
forced.

Tor the present it seems best to take in
the United States a middle course be-
tween the policy of entirely voluntary ar-
bitration and that of compulsory arbi-
tration. In other words, we should apply
to labor controversies threatening to in-
terrupt railway service a system modelled
after that of Canada. The most impor-
tant feature of that system is that it does
not make lockouts and strikes illegal and
arbitration and acceptance of the awards
compulsory, but that it merely makes
strikes and lockouts illegal if declared
before there has been a public investiga-
tion of and report on the matters in con-
troversy.

Most of the leaders of organized labor
formerly advocated compulsory arbitra-
tion. At present, most of the labor lead-
ers of this country oppose the placing
of any restriction on the right of railway
employees to strike. They declare that
merely to prohibit strikes until there can
be public investigation is to subject rail-
way employees to “‘involuntary servi-
tude.” But such a system does not in-
volve any abridgment of the freedom of
the individual. Tt merely imposes a limi-
tation on the action of employees collec-
tively; and no principle of economics or
jurisprudence is more fundamental than
that it may be the right and duty of soci-
ety to impose restrictions on the collec-
tive action of large numbers of men
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which it would be wrong to impose on
the action of individuals.

“Involuntary servitude’ is merely a
euphemism for slavery. It is obvious
that legislation prohibiting strikes until
after public investigation does not es-
tablish slavery. Therefore, we must look
beyond this argument for the true reason
why labor leaders are so strongly op-
posed to any restriction of the right of
railway employees to strike. The true
reason probably is that they fear such re-
striction will result in weakening the har-
gaining power of the labor brotherhoods.
As already stated, the labor situation
on railways and other public utilities
is unique, and this point calls atten-
tion to one of the most important condi-
tions which make it unique. In every
other class of industry employers have the
same legal power and moral right to seize
upon favorable opportunities to force
through reductions in wages and changes
in conditions of employment by resort
to the lockout that the employees have
to seize upon favorable opportunities to
force through increases in wages and
changes in conditions of employment by
resort to the strike. Therefore, in any
other industry in which both employers
and employees are strongly organized
there may be a substantial parity in their
collective bargaining power. In the case
of railways and other public utilities, on
the other hand, the employer may not
legally suspend operation. This means,
as to most classes of employees, that he
cannot use the lockout. In consequence,
if the employees of railways and other
public utilities are permitted to strike
whenever they please, this gives them in
collective bargaining an important ad-
vantage. The employees in railway-train
service in this country have used this ad-
vantage often and skilfully. Itis mainly
owing to this that they have got their
wages on a basis higher than those of any
other workingmen in the world. A law
absolutely prohibiting strikes in train
service, if enforced, would largely destroy
the advantage in bargaining possessed by
these employees. A law merely prohibit-
ing strikes until after public investigation
will greatly impair it. While the investi-
gation is going on the most opportune
time for putting a strike into effect is
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likely to pass, and the ardor of the men
for it is likely to cool. This will be partly
because of the delay involved. Tt will
also be partly because of the fact that the
public will be informed as to the matters
in controversy; that it will have before
it the recommendations of an impartial
board as to a settlement; and that it
probably will strongly oppose and con-
demn any move Lo bring about a strike in
disregard of these recommendations.

From the standpoint of the leaders of
organized labor these are strong argu-
ments against imposing limitations on the
right to strike. From the standpoint of
the public they are just as strong argu-
ments in favor of imposing such limita-
tions. It is not to the interest of the pub-
lic that the employees of railways and
other public utilities shall possess a dis-
proportionate power in bargaining with
their employers. The profits of public
utilities, unlike those of other concerns,
are controlled by public authorities to
prevent them from becoming excessive.
Since such concerns are required to do
business on a comparatively narrow mar-
gin of profit, every considerable change in
the wages they pay must affect the rates
they charge the public or the service they
render to it. Tt is hardly necessary to add
that it is to the public interest to inter-
pose all reasonable obstacles in the way
of strikes.

However, before a system of compul-
sory investigation of industrial disputes
can be made to accomplish the greatest
good, it will have to be given some fea-
tures which have not yet been introduced
into it. Its most important object should
be to prevent strikes; but it should also
aim to secure settlements of disputes
which will be just to all, including the
public. But what is just cannot well be
determined by such temporary boards
as have been organized under the Indus-
trial Disputes Act in Canada and under
the Erdman and Newlands acts in this
country. The determination of the con-
ditions of employment and the wages
that should prevail on railways is as
technical, and almost as important, a
matter as the determination of railway
rates. Therefore the investigation of la-
bor disputes on railways, like the regula-
tion of rates, should be delegated to some
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body which, from the training and experi-
ence of its members, will be skilful in get-
ting at the true facts and conditions, and
in making sound and [air recommenda-
tions as to scttlements.  The body 1o
which this function logically should be
delegated is that which already regulates
railway rates and operation, viz., the In-
terstate Commerce Commission. Inany
event, the connection hetween the body
that investigates labor disputes and the
body that regulates rates and operation
should be close.

Probably the best alternative to turn-
ing the entire matter over to the Inter-
state Commerce Commission would he
to provide that each investigating board
should be composed of the following: (1)
A permanent chairman, who preferably
should be an army officer, and who, be-
cause of the permanency of his tenure,
would in time become an expert on labor
controversies; (2) a member of the Inter-
state Commerce Commission, to be desig-
nated for the occasion by that Commis-
sion, who would bring into the delibera-
tions a broad knowledge of the railway
situation; (3) a member of the Federal
Trade Commission, to he designated for
the occasion by the Trade Commission,
who would bring into the deliberations a
broad knowledge of the general business
situation; (4) a representative of the rail-
ways, who would bring expert knowledge
of railway matters and express the rail-
way point of view; (5) a representative
of the employees, who would bring expert
knowledge of the labor situation and ex-
press the labor point of view.

The Erdman and Newlands acts pro-
vided for arbitration boards composed of
equal numbers of representatives ol the
railways, of the employees, and of the
public. It has been justly complained of
these hoards that the minority of their
members representing the public were
impartial but not expert, while the ma-
jority, representing the employers and
employees, were expert but not im-
partial.  Either the Interstate Commerce
Commission or boards organized accord-
ing to the alternative plan suggested
above would largely obviate these objec-
tions.

As Important as it is that the public
should have railway labor controversies
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clucidated for it by an expert and impar-
tial board, the service which such a
hoard could render in influencing the at-
titudes of the immediate parties them-
selves might be more important.  In
order that this service might he rendered
in the most efficient manner, the law
should provide that no strike vote might
he taken until the investigating hoard
had made its report, and that with every
strike hallot sent out there should he en-
closed a briel statement, prepared by the
hoard itself, setting [orth its conclusions
and recommendations and the reasons
for them. It might be well to provide
also that strike votes must be by ballot,
so that no employvee mayv be prevented
from expressing his true sentiments. The
ruuestion whether the railway transporta-
tion of the United States shall be inter-
rupted is a more important one than most
of those voted on at political elections,
and therefore no pains should be spared
to insure that it will be voted on intelli-
gently and without duress.

The insuperable ohstacle that has been
encountered in the administration of com-
pulsory arbitration laws has heen that of
getting employvees (o carry out awards,
Will equal difficulty be met in the admin-
istration of a well-devised scheme of com-
pulsory investigation? Both considera-
tion of the conditions and the experience
of Canada indicate that it will not be.
The only prohibitions of such a system
are those applying to strikes and lockouts
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previous to investigation.  There is no
reason why the penalties applicable, on
the one hand, to the railway companies
and their officers, and, on the other hand,
to the officers of the unions, to their in-
dividual members, and to the unions
themselves  and  their properties and
funds, cannot be made heavy enough, il
enforced, to secure obedience to the law;
and it should be much easicr to secure
enforcement of penalties for violations of
such prohibitions than to secure the en-
forcement of penalties against men who
have struck rather than carry out an
award already made and which they re-
gard as unjust. There is no “involun-
tary servitude " in the former proceeding.
The latter savors strongly of it,

It is not probable that a plan such as
that outlined would secure entirely equi-
table scttlements of railway labor con-
troversies; but it would secure much
fairer settlements than any plan tried
heretofore. It is not probable that it
would entirely prevent strikes in railway-
train service, but it would almost cer-
tainly prevent nation-wide tie-ups while
strictly  limiting the number affecting
smaller areas. Should a well-devised

scheme of compulsory investigation of
railway labor disputes fail, public senti-
ment might be educated by its operation
and irritated by its failure to a point
where it would cause the enactment and
enforcement of a law entirely prohibiting
railway strikes,




THE HOME-MAKERS
By L. Frank Tooker

ILLUSTRATIONS

HAVE always tried to
keep my mind open to the
least suspicion of the pres-
ence of genius in the
4 would-be contributors to

=~ our magazine and from the
beginning to give it what encouragement
I could; but in the case of Marlot T frank-
lv confess that I failed. Or did I? For
months he had been sending us almost
weekly a batch of poems that I read with
no other thought than of wonder at the
amazing rhythmical structures with which
he strove to dam the turgid and some-
what muddy stream of his thought. I
had come to know his handwriting well,
and at last to open the envelopes that it
adorned with no illusion as to any un-
covering of a vein of poetic gold, when one
day I came upon a poem—a real poem.
It was direct, imaginative, beautiful, and
from the mass of verbiage with which he
had been deluging me it stood out with all
the noble simplicity of the Winged Victory
placed amid the rococo parlor ornaments
of a trading-stamp-premium display.

I took it to Braddock, my chief. He
was delighted, and accepted it at once; he
even wrote an appreciative letter.

In due time an answer came back from
the author—an answer in six closely writ-
ten pages. Marlot was from the Middle
West,—at least his communications had
all come from a small town in that em-
inently seli-sufficient region,—but the
flambovant certitude of that letter be-
longed to no time or place. Its assurance
of genius—yes, genius—was colossal. It
was so colossal that it filled me with a cer-
tain awe. It was not repulsive, as much
abnormal conceit is repulsive; it was sim-
ply incredibly certain of itself, and in a
way curiously detached and impersonal.

It deceived Braddock—if T may call
that deceit which was so obviously sin-
cere—and Braddock had had too long
an experience with the self-assurance of
mediocrity to be easily deceived. He
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asked me o show him all of Marlot’s
poems thereafter.

He need not have asked.  After the ac-
ceptance of his poem and the letter of
commendation Marlot sent them all to
Braddock direct, and from that time
Braddock began to bring me the poems,
hesitatingly at times, perhaps, but still
ready to throw off his hesitancy at any
hint of objection from me,

“Yes, I know,” he would say; “still,
there seems something in this. T think we
can venture to take it.” Rather eagerly,
L thought, he would point out its merits,
growing more and more enthusiastic with
each succeeding discovery of beauty. In
the end I gave up protesting, and Marlot
became in time one of our most frequent
contributors.

Then one day he came to the office. He
was young, shy, and, so far from being
self-assertive, scemed awed by his sense
of our importance. He had come to New
York to be near the centre of literary life,
he told us, and his frank young face, as
he said this, seemed to plead with us not
to deride him for his presumption. We
did not. Non-committally I laughingly
said that we did think we were the centre,
and tacitly left it to Marlot to consider
my remark a justification for his coming.
Braddock simply laid his hand on the
boy's shoulder, and I saw Marlot’s face
brighten as though the touch were the ac-
colade that received him into the sacred
company of the literali. 1 saw at once
that Braddock would be the one to whom
he would turn in future, and for the mo-
ment his swift intuition almost persuaded
me that he had in him the making of the
poet he imagined himself to be.

We saw him much after that. He was
writing poetry, he told me when T asked
him what he was doing. He seemed to
consider it a wholly satisfactory answer,
and, as he was always well dressed and
looked well fed and happy, I judged that
he had the means that would permit him
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to indulge in so expensive a taste. In
conversalion, with me at least, he did not
open his heart as he had in his extraor-
dinary letter. T felt that he must despise
my own verse, Parnassian and conserva-
tive as it was, but he never gave a hint of
the feeling on the few casual occasions
when it came up in our talk. He was al-
ways pleasantly, if mildly, appredative,
and appreciative in a way that gave me
no chance to resent what T felt must he
his more intimate opinion. Though I
had been franker in speaking of his work,
I had not been too frank. We were at
least at quits.

He had apparently lived in his books
and his dreams, and appeared to know
nothing of life, and T was shortly in the
way to pity him. The pity would have
been wasted, for he got an in the only way
in which he probably cared. T am not a
conventionally social creature, and am
apt to be much alone; but I love life in all
its manifestations and watch it from afar.
1 can hobnob with sailors or truckmen,
and I take pride in the fact that with me
they are always approachable. The
truth is, I like to think, that my love of
life is too hroad to permit me to confine
my associations to those of my own kind.
So, wandering much alone in out-of-the-
way places, I often came upon Marlot in
one or another of the small restaurants in
Bohemia. He was always in a little group
of young poets and, from the talk that
sometimes drifted to my corner, 1 judged
that poetry was their one theme. They
seemed to have banded themselves to-
gether to exploit one another, and cer-
tainly I saw much of them in print—in
their poems and in their appreciations of
one another. I began to suspect that I
had belittled Marlot's knowledge of life.

T had to confess that, despite my opin-
ion, he was getting on. T even heard from
an undergraduate that he had been dis-
cussed in a class in modern poetry at
a well-known university as one of the
younger poets of America. Now, as far
as I know, T have never been discussed in
a college class as one of the younger or
elder poets, and the knowledge that Mar-
lot had been naturally gave me a shock—
a shock not so much of envy as of despair
for American taste and criticism. That
I gathered from my undergraduate that
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the lecturer had not held too exalted an
opinion of Marlot’s work did not sensibly
affect the situation. That he kad been
discussed was the main thing: he had
achieved that importance.

He always seemed to have leisure to
visit our office, and, returning from lunch-
con, I came in time to feel no surprise to
find him waiting for Braddock or me.
This had gone on for months before what
passed for intuition in me suddenly
flashed upon my dormant senses the real
cause of his visits: Marlot was in love.
On my entering the office at such times he
always rose to greet me from the same
chair—a chair that stood close to the desk
of Miss Hill, and he always rose with
what at last T understood to be a very
obvious assumption of relief. It was
months, T repeat, before my self-boasted
knowledge of life discovered in Miss Hill
the reason for his coming. Smilingly T
told Braddock,

“Those two babes in the woods!™ he
exclaimed. *Nonsense!”

But T was not now to be put down.

“Wait and see. It has long been in the
air,” I replied with an assurance that was
not less positive because the thought had
occurred to me only at that moment.

I suppose my own too obvious assump-
tion of not observing anything unusual in
the situation when next I came upon the
two hastened the dénouement of our re-
mance, for, after being preoccupied and ill
at ease all the afternoon, at the closing
hour Miss Hill sought an audience with
Braddock. She was with him for nearly
an hour, and when she at last went he
called me into his room.

“You were tight, Pierce,” he said.
“They are going to be married.”

“She has told vou s0?"” T asked. T
rather pride myself on my ability to re-
frain from gloating, and I did not openly
gloat over Braddock now,

“Yes. Sheisgoing to leave in a month.
He has no money, as you thought, and
vou know how utterly impractical she is.
Tt is absurd. T tried to persuade her at
least to wait a year, but she is incredibly
self-willed; my objections only increased
her assurance that she was doing the right
thing. Well,”—he waved his hand hope-
lessly and then added,—“I don't under-
stand what he can see in her.”
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I shared his opinion, with the adden-
dum that T did not understand what she
could see in him. There was his srowing
reputation, to be sure; but her long famil-
iarity with the foibles of the tribe of writ-
ers ought to have made her proofl against

ing creature, Not that she would assert
hersell as the leader in the hegemony of
their married life, or I]l'\'{'lri]: social ambi-
tion or expensive tastes. T could not see
that; but she was impractical, dependent,
and clinging, and my rather wide study of

Then ane day he came to the office —Page 315

that sort of glamour, and I should have
thought that his supreme belief in his own
importance, a sort of paganly godlike sell-
ishness, as it were, would have helped her
to steel her heart against him. She would
want to be considered herself, considered
immensely, and even at the best I could
not picture her as in any way a self-effac-

the clinging vine in nature and marriage
had led me to think that the clinging vine
demands and obtaing more than her shure
of a place in the sun. But if there is to be
no place in the sun? Impractical as she
was, I should have expected Miss Hill to
ask that.

She had been with us five years or more,
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a pale, slight creature, with Dlond hair
and a sweet face, but with that look about
her slightly compressed mouth that is
wont to harden into obstinacy under op-
position.  She was certainly neither flam-
boyant nor rococo, and I could not un-
derstand her appeal to Marlot.  She too
had written verse—pallid, moonlightish
lyrics—two or three of which we had pub-
lished. T was concerned, and could see
only folly in the marriage.

It was clear that Braddock was even
more concerned than I, for he came to the
office earlier than usual the next morning,
and, calling me into his room, shut the
door.

“I cannot feel that we are doing right,
Pierce,” he said at once, “if we do not
make some strong protest to this marriage
of those babes in the wood.” Braddock
is rather inclined to label things, and is
given to iteration. “Suppose you speak
to Miss Hill. You have enough disbelief
in Marlot’s genius to make you a thor-
oughly practical adviser. Speak strongly
for a delay of at least a year, and try to
persuade her, at all events, not to give up
her work here. I will see Marlot. He has
confidence in me.” He paused for a mo-
ment before adding hesitatingly: “In a
way I feel responsible for him. Taccepted
his first poem and wrote that unfortunate
letter. We might, perhaps, offer him
some sort of work here,”” He glanced at
me questioningly.

“Him!"” T exclaimed. “What could
he do here? With his dogmatism, his
scorn of details, he’d make a mess of the
office. T prefer to have him mess his own
life—and Miss Hill’s.”

“Oh, I suppose that would be hope-
less,” Braddock said. ““ But see Miss Hill
at once. You will know what to say.”

T didn’t in the least know what to sav,
and adequately proved it by failing lam-
entably. On the strength of having to
offer her my best wishes on her approach-
ing marriage, I invited her out to lunch-
eon. The fact that I had offered her my
best wishes was something of a bar to any
graceful appeal to her to give up the mar-
riage in question or at least to postpone it
for a year, and the extreme awkwardness
of the situation was borne in upon me the
moment I approached the task. T fear
that my argument was not happy; that it
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wholly failed Miss Hill made clear when
she af last broke the flow of my eloquence
hy suying:

“You have never believed in him—my
poet.”  She paused there, lingering over
the words “my poet’ with a saccharine
mouthing that struck me as being dis-
agreeably theatrical, and then she turned
her rather fine eyes up to mine with none
of the studied coquetry that they usually
displayed as she added: “I do, you know,
and T have no fear for our future. I am
only a domestic little creature; Ihave no
social ambition. To sit by the fire and
spin is all T ask. And we shall need so
little spinning!” Of course, she quoted
Omar then—"A jug of wine.” She must
have thought that the aptness of her quo-
tation and her own poetic apologia proved
her eminent fitness to be a poet’s wife,
and her good nature returned at once.
The coquetry came back to her eyes as
she then said:

“We both helieve that love is mainly
faith, trust in each other. How can I,
then, lay upon it the burden of distrust?
I cannot. It is nothing to the point that
he is a poet. There are poets and poets,
vou know. You, too, are one, Mr.
Pierce.”

The significance of her last sentence
was not wholly clear, but I waived the
issue by making a sort of disclaimer.

“But so little a one, Miss Hill | T mur-
mured.

She made no response, and presently
she spoke of other things—of the excel-
lence of the salad, if T remember rightly.
1 was in a way dismissed,

Braddock had no more success with the
poet than I with Miss Hill, and at the end
of the month she left us; a month later
the two were married. Having caught his
bird, Marlot came no more to our bush,
so to speak, but the flood of his verse even
increased in volume. Braddock took
what he possibly could, but no longer ex-
ulted over me in pointing out their merits.
As for myself, T thought that Marlot im-
proved, and, seeing his verses with grow-
g frequency in other magazines, even
came to take a sort of conscious pride in
having been in a way his discoverer.

Then suddenly, a year or more after the
marriage, the poems ceased to come, and
gradually Marlot and his wife dropped
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out of our thoughts, Once in a hali-
hearted way we tried to get in touch with
them; but fearing disaster of some sort,
we feared still more the certain knowledge
of disaster, and soon ceased our efforls.
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of an ignorant yvoung couple to make a
home therein,  As T entered, the voung
hushand had paused in his strugele 1o ad-
just the stovepipe of the kitchen stove to

enact a little love-scene with his wife, He

Poetry was their one theme,—Page 316.

One thing only was certain: Marlot, if still
living, had been deserted by the Muse.

In my solitary wanderings in search of
the social spirit I often step into photo-
play theatres, finding my main interest in
studying the taste of the audiences. But
one night in the second winter after the
disappearance of the Marlots I found the
play my sole interest. It was late in the
evening as I entered the theatre, and,
taking a rear seat in the crowded house,
found myself in a laughing, good-natured
audience. I had noted on entering that
the play was “ The Home-Makers,” with
Hilda Lord as the star. She and Walter
Hone were named as the authors. Miss
Lord was called “celebrated.”

The scenes of the play were in and
about a small farmhouse, and concerned
themselves with the awkward attempts

had taken her face in his hands to look
down into her uplifted eves, and T was
quite prepared for the roar of laughter
that burst from the audience when, on
returning to his task, the marks of his
sooty fingers showed on her cheeks,

The play was not only amusing and
touched with a clear insight into nature,
but was good comedy as well, and I fol-
lowed it with an interest that was piqued
by some subtly elusive recollection of hav-
ing seen it in part before. 1 was puzzled,
and searched my mind for a clew. Sud-
denly a gesture of the young wife as she
walked away [rom her hushand disclosed
it: she was like Miss Hill. True, her
hair seemed black, her figure less frail, and
her face not insistently like; but the walk
and the gesture were unmistakable, In
moments of anger—she had a temper of
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her own—how often T had seen Miss Hill
turn from me like that! T grew more and
more positive as the play proceeded: it
was surely Miss Hill, or, rather, Mrs.
Marlot. Her companion, her husband of
the play, was certainly not Marlot.

Of course I scented tragedy in the
little comedy, the collapse of the love
dream of our two poets. It seemed im-
possible not to believe that they had
parted, and in some surprising way Mrs.
Marlot had found in the ruins her true
mdélier. TFor she was a real actress, the
little wife of the screen. There was some-
thing like genius in the light-hearted
abandon with which she accepted her ig-
norance of the business of making her
home and in the restraint she showed in
never overstepping the narrow boundary
between comedy and farce.

There was one curious thing in the
play: during a love-scene in the kitchen
at night a face had appeared at a window.
An instant it stared in, then slipped back
into the darkness. It had no part in the
play, was not even seen by the actors;
but over the audience ran a little shiver
of sound, half sigh, half start, that was
the sensitive barometer of its common
surprise. It was curious and startling,
but to me all the more curious and star-
tling because it was not only the face of
Marlot, but was distorted into the sem-
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hlance of an almost malignant hate.
What did it portend? Why was it there?
It dwarfed to comparative insignificance
my wonder as to who Mrs. Marlot’s com-
panion player and collaborator might be.

I took Braddock with me the next
night. I had asked him to go without
giving him the reason for desiring his com-
pany, and it was not until the play was
half over that I felt his start of surprise
and knew that he had turned toward me.
But I did not turn from the stage, and he
did not speak until, at the close, we rose
from our seats.

“Most extraordinary ! Most extraor-
dinary !” he said. “But Marlot's %

A girl in front of him turned back to say
to her companion:

“Say, Mame, did ve see that feller at
the winder? Well, I'd stick close to my
little home, if I was her, with him around.
Say, he was fierce !

Braddock glanced up at the girl, then
went on:

“Marlot’s face—what did you under-
stand by that?”

“You recognized him, then?" I ques-
tioned in turn.

He shook his shoulders impatiently.

“Of course I recognized him. It was
Marlot. But what does it mean? What
hatred in his eyes! Yet it had no part in
the play. It's most extraordinary.”

Uf course, she quoted Omar then.—Page 318,
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I agreed with him that it was extraor-
dinary, but I had nothing to offer in ex-
planation of the mystery. Braddock is
more ingenious, and in the course of our
homeward walk evolved the theory that
the Marlots had parted. The Muse hay-
ing failed to provide for them, Mrs. Mar-
lot had evidently turned to the writing of
photo-plays and, with the growth of her
interest, to taking the parts of her her-
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irrelevance, would pique the interest of
the audience; it would he good husiness.
You heard that young girl as we came
outl; it was the one thing that appealed
to her most strongly.”

“But doesn’t that theory argue an un-
helievable sordidness in Miss Hill—NMrs.
Marlot?™ T objected. * She did love him,
you must remember; she would hesitate
long before exploiting her own wounds.”

It had no part 1o the play,—Page 320

oines. Braddock declared that one could
understand how Marlot, in his pride, had
first been piqued by her success and at
last insanely jealous.

“But why needlessly advertise it?” I
objected.

That was clear to Braddock. In the
preparation of the play, in taking the
photographs, Marlot had glanced in at
the window with that look of hate. Tt
had not been discovered at the time, and,
later, rather than destroy the films, Mrs.
Marlot had allowed the face to remain.

“She would be like that—both too
proud and too thrifty to be moved from
any course by what she considered the
folly of another. You know how imperi-
ous she could be on occasion, Pierce.”

“Yes,” I agreed.

“And there is another point,” he went
on. ‘““She had an extraordinary instinct
for advertising displays. She would see
clearly how that face, through ils very

“Yes, that is true,”" Braddock ac-
knowledged. He sighed, and then added:
“Well, we must find them, Pierce. 1
shall always feel in a way responsible for
them.”

In time we found the house where, two
vears before, they had last lived together
in the city. The landlady could tell us
nothing. She remembered them, yes, but
had seen little of them, as they had been
lodgers onlv. She was inclined to think
that they had prepared most of their
meals in their own room; they rarely left
the house. That Mrs. Marlot had gone
away first, and that after a month or two
Marlot had also gone, was all that she
could tell.

All that strengthened our conviction
that the two had parted, and we sought
outl the photo-play people who had pro-
duced the play. They would tell us
little, and we rather suspected them of
suspecting that we also were photo-play
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people and had designs on their star.
They unbent so far as to confess that they
knew Hilda Lord well, but they had no
knowledge, or feigned that they had none,
of any one named Marlot.  They were in-
clined to discredit
our belief that
Hilda Lord was
married, but could
not give her ad-
dress.  They add-
ed, in explanation,
that she had dealt
with them through
an agent; they
would not give us
the name of the

agent.
In our hopeless
case we then

turned our atten-
tion to the photo-
play journals.
There in time we
came upon far ru-
mors of our broken
romance. In frag-
mentary gossip we
gathered that Hil-
da Lord was in hid-
ing. The face at
the window was
said to be that of a
jealous lover who
had threatened her
life, and the whole
photo-play world
appeared to live in
the daily expecta-
tion of tragedy.
The plausible ex-
planation of the
face being allowed
to appear in the
play was that it
served as a means of identification for the
detectives who were searching for the
desperate lover. It was even stated that
a reward had been offered for his appre-
hension,

Tt was all very thrilling, and we saw the
play booked evervwhere. The theatres
were alwavs thronged, and, drawn to the
play from time to time, Braddock and I
saw that the interest of the audience in
the face had notably increased. As the

Something vaguely familiar in his face pigued my
interestinto a more searching scrutiny.
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time for its appearance drew near there
was always a noticeable craning of necks,
and as the sinister face flashed on the
screen a hushed, but general, “ Ah-h-h !
broke from the eager watchers. It seemed
reasonable to be-
lieve that, with the
hope of winning
the reward for his
detection, the face
of the lover was
more closely
scanned than that
of any other man
in the country, It
seemed a fantas-
tical end to the
dream of our
yvoung poet, who
four short years
hefore had meant
to startle the
world with his in-
spired verse.

Late in February
a severe attack of
the grippe paved
the way for my
taking a long-de-
sired visit to the
Bahamas. I had
been two weeks at
Nassau, when one
morning I saun-
tered into the pal-
metto-set court-
vard of one of the
imposing inns of
the island that
serve as the tempo-
rary abodes of our
Northern plutoc-
racv. AsIwalked
slowly along a
winding path my attention was drawn to
a tall yvoung man approaching me. He,
too, was walking slowly, turning his gaze
left and right in an evident search for some
one. He was dressed in white and wore a
full black beard. It was the fact that he
wore a beard, so unusual in the young men
of to-day, that drew my attention to him,
and I had glanced at him a second time be-
fore something vaguely familiar in his face
piqued my interest into a more searching



““My dear young people,” I grumbled,

scrutiny. At that moment his eyes rested
on my face for an instant, and I saw him
stop short, then wheel and move rapidly
off in another direction. But a voice
called, and I saw a young woman in an
elaborate gown run lightly toward him
from a neighboring path. He had stopped
at the call and turned back; but even be-
fore T saw the voung woman's face T had
recognized him as Marlot. His compan-
ion, of course, was his wife.

I saw his lips moving rapidly as she
drew near to him, and then she quickly
glanced over her shoulder and, with a gay
little laugh, hurried toward me. Behind
her he followed, with a smile that was
both welcoming and shamefaced.

“So you have caught us at last!” she
exclaimed as she seized both my hands.

“Caught you?"” I repeated with a
smile as I turned to shake hands with her
husband. “Doesn’t that imply 4

“Ch, you have been searching for us,”

S you want to talk in riddles
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she broke in gayly. “We know that. It
really did seem shabby not to tell yvou
and Mr. Braddock, you have both been
so kind to us and are so discreet; we
could trust yex, but we told almost no
one. When one begins to tell secrets, you
know!" She lifted her hands in a gesture
of mocking despair.

“Well, if T am not to know the great
secret,” I began, “may I 3

She stopped me with a reproachful look
of her eyes.

“QOh, we shall tell you now,” she said.

T looked about me vaguely.

“Shall we find seats, then?" I asked.

They led me to a shady spot, and there
we sat down, the two facing me.

“We're exiles,” Mrs. Marlot began at
once. ‘‘We dare not go home.”

“Exiles?™ T repeated.

“How much do you know?" she asked
abruptly. “About us, I mean.”

I told her as delicately as I could of our
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worry and search and what the search
had disclosed, and they listened with a
childlike joy that I was far from under-
standing until, at the end of my long con-
fession, Mrs. Marlot exclaimed:

“Oh, it did work! And we knew it
would, though of course we hadn’t for a
moment dreamed that it would work as
tremendously as this.  And it was all our
own idea—DNMr, Marlot's and mine!”

“More vours than mine,” Marlot de-
clared modestly,

“No,” she replied. “Of course T elab-
orated, but without your idea "

“My dear yvoung people,” I grumbled,
“if you want to talk in riddles v

“Oh, poor Mr. Pierce!” she exclaimed.
“We are forgetting you. Only it's all so
tremendous, so fairylike, we can’t quite
touch the earth yet.” She pulled herself
together with an effort and said gravely:
“Now for the whole story.

“Of course, you must know that we
had to begin our life together in a very
frugal way. I had saved up a little, and
Mr. DMarlot was beginning to he well
known, but all that was little enough.
But he had always thought that poetry
could be made practical, could be made
a part of life, so to speak, and with a view
to finding a medium even before our mar-
riage we had visited the movies and tried
our hand on plays of our own. Then
shortly after our marriage he won a
twelve-hundred-dollar prize for one, and
that gave us a start. 'We wrote more,
and then they found out that I could act
—I always knew I could—and we hegan
to build all our plays about me as the
central figure. A friend who used that
little farmhouse in ‘The Home-Makers’
for a summer home let us occupy it one
winter, and there we staged our play,
putting in our own experiences, touched
up a bit, of course. 'We had grown in the
way of being always on the stage, as it
were, and though it was great fun, it soon
taught us that, though he could write,
Mr. Marlot could not act, in comedy at
least. So I brought in my brother to sup-
port me. He was on the stage at the time,
It was while we were photographing that
little love-scene—my brother and I—that
in fun Mr. Marlot appeared at the window
like that. We had not seen him, but
when we looked at the pictures it came

Home-Makers

to me at once that that face, so wickedly
aside from comedy, might be used to
pique interest and advertise the play.
When we saw that it did, of course it was
an easy matter to deepen the interest by
starting all those ridiculous rumors about
a jealous lover.”

“Braddock said you had a genius for
advertising displays,” I murmured.

Her face brightened.

“Did he say that ?” she asked. “Well,
when they were started, of course we had
to keep in the background. That’s why
he wears that awful beard "—she nodded
toward Marlot—"“that and being a pirate.
Six months ago we came down to one of
these little islands to prepare a new play
a pirate play this time—it is very thrilling,
and is ready for the stage, but our mana-
gers won't let us come back. ‘The Home-
Makers’ is having so stupendous a suc-
cess that they fear a new play will destroy
the effect of the mystery we have built up
about the old one. So,in a way, vou see,
we have succeeded too well. Our success
has made us exiles.”

“But very comfortable exiles,” T said,
glancing about at the beautiful tropic
scene.

“Oh, we're comfortable enough,” Mar-
lot said with a smile. That was not
enough for Mrs. Marlot. Perhaps she
remembered mv foolish warning hefore
her marriage, for she added, with a tri-
umphant note in her voice:

“Comfortable! Why, we're wealthy |~

“But poetry—DMr. Marlot's poetry?”
I suggested. “How about that?”

He took me up eagerly.

“We've given it a new character, made
it a vital force,” he declared; and there-
upon he utilized half an hour of our time
together in explaining to me what he had
done to make poetry a vital force.

The thought came to me later that per-
haps T had been more or less influenced
by my association with them, for when
Tleft them to go back to my own humbler
inn I stopped on the way to cable to
Braddock:

“*“Babes in the woods!’
consummate fakirs!”

That was all; but it gave mea mystery
of my own with which to puzzle Brad-
dock. He had saddled me with the poet
and his mystery in the first place.

Of all the
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| Hall-Way-House, far over
the Height-of-Land on the
James Bay watershed, the
bitter December wind
drove around the white-
washed log buildings in
swirls of powdery snow. In the post
clearing outside the dog-stockade the te-
pees of Crees in for the Christmas trade
stood deep in drifts. Around the roaring
stove in the trade-house lounged a group
of red trappers filling the long room with
smoke as they gloomily discussed in Cree
the news brought by the freshly arrived
winter mail-team from the southern posts.
Behind the huge slab trade-counter sat
Nicholson, the factor, and his clerk bur-
ied in papers, weeks old, blazoned with
accounts of the world war raging since
August; for mail from outside came but
twice a vear to Half-Way-House, ma-
rooned in the wilderness of Rupert Land.

Presently the yelping of huskies an-
nounced the arrival of another team.
Dog-bells jingled in front of the building.
The low guttural of the Crees about the
stove ceased as heads turned to inspect
the newcomer. Then the door of the
trade-house opened, admitting a tall fig-
ure crusted with snow from moccasins to
hood

“Quey! Quey!” came the greetings
from the loungers, for the voyageur was
well known at Half-Way-House.

“Quey! Quey!” he threw out as he
strode to the counter.

“Hello, Joe! Ididn’t expect to see you
till spring !’

The factor turned from his paper to
shake hands over the counter with the tall
trapper.

“T thought you said you were going to
winter in the Sinking Lake country and
wouldn’t get in for Christmas?”

“T cum from de Sinkeen Lak’ in seex
sleep; I got nice fur for you.”

“Nice fur,eh? Black fox?”

“Tree of dem,” said the Cree, his small
black eyes snapping with pride. The
loungers who had moved to the counter to
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shake hands with the voy ageur and hear
the talk, grunted in surprise.

“Too bad! Too bad, Joe!"” The fac-
tor shook his head. *“We've sad news
from Quebec. War across the Big Wa-
ter! Nobody buys fur! Prices all gone
to smash |

The dark face of the Indian changed
with disappointment. '

“How? What you spik?”

“The Great Father in England fights
the Germans,” explained the factor.
“Mail-team just in with new prices for
the Company posts. I'm sorry, Joe, 1
can't allow you much on your skins.”

“T got plentee marten an’ feesher-cat,”
the Indian muttered in his chagrin.

“Too bad, furs all gone down; bad
times for the Company, bad for the In-
jun.”

“A-hah!” The dazed Cree sighed,
thinking of the rich fur pack outside on
his sled and the long days he had toiled
for it on his trap-lines in distant ice-locked
valleys,

“What you geeve now for black fox?”

“Can’t give you half last year’s price;
nobody buys ’em; they've all gone to
war. Canada sends soldiers too, to fight
for the King, the Great Father, across the
Big Water.”

“A-hah!” The tall trapper listened in
amazement. Then he asked:

“How long dees fight las’? ”

“No one knows, Joe. It’s the worst
war the world has seen and it may last a
long time. The Big English Chief says
three years."”

“Fur no good w'ile de fight las’?”

“No, fur won't be worth much for some
time.”

“A-hah!” The Cree sighed heavily
and went out to look after his dogs.

For two days Joe Lecroix—although a
full-blooded Cree, his family had acquired
the French name generations before—lis-
tened silently to the lamentation of the
trappers at Half-Way-House. It was des-
tined to be a sad Christmas indeed for
those who had journeyed from their win-
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For the Great Father

ter camps for the revel that the Great
Company annually provides for its chil-
dren of the snows. And long before the
trails went soft in April there would be
many a tepee in Rupert Land that had
not known flour or tea in moons.

But Joe Lecroix did not trade his black
fox and marten skins. While the Cree
smoked, mourning over the hard times,
his active mind was busy. He had long
credit at the post; in fact, had never heen
in debt since he swung out for himself as a
youth, and so could hold his fur.

One morning he drove his team of hali-
breed Ungava huskies, loaded with his
outfit and fur pack, up to the trade-house.
Entering the store he asked for provisions
for three weeks.

“What, Joe, you ain't goin’ back before
Christmas? "’ asked Nicholson in surprise.

“No, I travel sout’. No good hunt fur
dees long snows,” answered the Indian
dryly.

“South? What do you mean?”

“Fur too cheap! I got no woman to
feed. I t'ink I go to Kebec and see de
sojer.”

“Why, vou're crazy, man!” cried the
amazed factor. “Tt's four hundred miles
to the Transcontinental at Weymon-
techene and it's the same back. They
don't want Injuns; they won't take you.”

The Cree straightened to his six feet,
squaring his wide shoulders. His eyes
glittered angrily as he broke into his na-
tive tongue.

“You say they ask for young men in
Quebec to fight for the Big Chiel. You
say they will not take me, Joe Lecroix, to
fight over the Big Water? Because my
skin is dark, can I not fight? Where will
you find at the posts of the Great Com-
pany any who shoots the running caribou
so far as Joe Lecroix? Is there a dog-
runner at Rupert House, at Whale River,
at Mistissini, at the post by the Fading
Waters, who can take the trail from Joe
Lecroix? What Company packer carries
four bags of flour aver the Devil's Portage
on the Nottaway without rest? You saw
Joe Lecroix do it two summers ago. Has
any canoe man in Rupert Land run the
Chutes of Death on the Harricanaw and
lived? One! That one was Joe Lecroix.
“You say the white men will not take

.Joe Lecroix to fight across the Big Water
Vor. LXI.—34
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because he has a skin like the red cedar.
I will go to their camps and asle them.”

The deep chest of the Cree rose and fell
rapidly, his face set hard as his small eyes
fiercely held Nicholson's gaze.

“Itain’t that, Joe. All you say is dead
truth, my lad. You're as stoul asa moose
and the best white-water man I've ever
seen. It ain’t that vou ain't as able a man
as travels the north country. It's just
that they haven't enlisted Indians and
may not intend to. T can't tell, and it's
a long journey south, a long trail and a
hard one. Tt would be tough if they
wouldn't take vou. Eight weeks on the
trail with the dogs for nothing. TIt's safer
to stick to the traps, Joe.”

“I go and fin' out.” And no advice of
Nicholson could turn the stubborn Cree
from his purpose.

When his provision bags were lashed on
his sled, there was a handshake all around
and a babel of Bo'-jo'’s from the Indians
gathered to speed the mad trapper who
was taking a four-hundred-mile trail in
midwinter for the chance of getting him-
self killed in the great fight across the Big
Water.

The last to wring the voyageur’s hand
was Nicholson, who said:

“Take good care of yourself, Joe.
Half-Way-House can't afford to lose its
best hunter. 1If vou enlist we’ll expect to
hear from you by the spring canoe or the
winter packet at least. Good-by and
good luck ™

“Bo'-jo', Meester Nicholson. T sen’
vou news from de fight,” said Lecroix, and
with a parting wave of his hand he
cracked his caribou-hide whip and was off
on the trail to the southern posts and far-
off Flanders.

Day by day, as he followed the Singing
Rapids trail to the Height-of-Land, now
leading his team to pack down the new
drift, now riding where the wind had
brushed hare the icy shell of streams or
beaten the snow hard on the lakes, the
Cree came to look with changed eyes on
the bleak winter hills and silent forests of
his native land. It was a far journey he
was entering on, and, as he hurried south
behind his eager huskies, he realized that
there might be no return down these val-
leys for the dog-team of Joe Lecroix. He
was going he knew not where, to fight the
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enemies of the Great Father—the Great
Father, of whom his children of the forests
had but the vaguest ideas from post-
trader and missionary. In the two days
he spent at Hall-Way-House he had
learned what the factor had gathered from
newspapers and letters brought by the
Christmas-mail team, and it had been suf-
ficient for Joe Lecroix.

The fur trade stagnant and no one de-
pending on his efforts for support, the
news of the fighting in France had fired
the imagination of the Cree. The Big
Chief was calling for men. Thousands of
white Canadians had gone and more were
going. Should the red man be found
wanting? Where in all Rupert Land was
there a keener eye over the sights, a more
daring bow-man in Company boats, as
tireless a dog-runner? And the enemies
of the Great Father pressed him sorely.
Down in Quebec by the big river all
through the autumn the air had been torn
with the speaking of the rifles in the
ranges—so Nicholson had read to him—
and the wide plain trampled by the feet of
the marching sons of the Great Father.
For a year, maybe two, a black fox would
be worth hardly what an otter once
brought. TFar at the lonely post by the
Fading Waters the deep snow mounded
all that had once made his life a thing of
value to him—the Montagnais girl he had
married one year, and lost, all in the short
space between the passing and the return
of the gray geese. There were no small
mouths for Joe Lecroix to feed, no ties
that held him, and the Big Chief was call-
ing for men. The word had travelled far
into the north, even to the snow-swept
spruces of Rupert Land, and had found
the heart of one of his children.

It was a bitter trail that the Cree
had chosen—the trail to the St. Maurice
posts. In the Height-of-Land country
the first January blizzard swept down on
the team hurrying south. Burrowing into
the snow with his dogs, to escape the
searing wind with its scourge of fine crys-
tals that struck like shot, he waited, while
the forest rocked above him, for the storm
to blow itself out. Then, after days of toil
in the deep snow, the spent dog-team
floundered into the post at Lost Lake,

There the factor raised his hands in
protest at the purpose of the voyageur
to push south in the bhitter weather,

“There’s two feet of new snow. You'll be
weeks making Kickendache; wait until
the cold lets up and the wind eases the
trail.”

But the call of the Big Chief still rang
in the ears of the Cree, and when his dogs
were rested he pushed on. So he jour-
neved south, harassed by the stinging
January winds which cut the faces of
dogs and driver like a knife-edge; camp-
ing under star-encrusted heavens over
which the northern lights pulsed and
streamed, while forest and icy shell of
river and lake snapped and cracked and
boomed in the pinch of the withering cold.

At last a team of gaunt huskies crept
out of the north into Weymontechene,
where the new Transcontinental, leaving
the upper St. Maurice, swings west toward
the Gatineau headwaters. The weekly
train to Quebec was due in three days, but
the Cree would not wait; he had never
seen the Iron Horse of the white man and
preferred to keep on down the river with
his dogs.

One day late in January a sentinel
patrolling a road leading to the great
training camp at Valcartier, now almost
deserted of troops which had been for-
warded to England, saw approaching a
team of lean huskies hitched to a sled, fol-
lowed by a tall figure in caribou-skin ca-
pote. As they neared him he gazed with
surprise at the huge northern dogs and
their wild-looking driver. Stepping into
the road in front of them, he raised his
hand. The tall driver shouted to the lead
dog and the team reluctantly stopped,
slant eyes, flattened ears, and low rumble
in throat evidencing their desire to leap
at the stranger who dared threaten the
dogs of Joe Lecroix with lifted hand.

“Halt! Nopassing here! Whatd’ you
want?” shouted the guard, lowering his
bayonet as the lead-dog bared his fangs
with a menacing snarl.

“Quey! Quey!” replied the driver.
Then quicting his restless dogs he con-
tinued: “I cum from de nord countree,
?up‘u’art Lan’, to fight for de Great Fa-

er.

The Canadian stared at the wind-
blackened face, caribou capote with its
gaudy Hudson’s Bay sash, and embroi-
dered leggings of the voyageur.

“Good Gawd! Rupert Land? You've
travelled some to enlist,” he said. “Come



For the Great IFather

up to the sentry-hox.,
to the sergeant.”

Leaving the Cree in the road, the sol-
dier entered the neighboring shack.

“Sergeant, there's a wild Injun outside,
with a team of man-eatin’ dogs, who
wants to enlist. He’s mushed a long way
from the bush.”

The sergeant, who came [rom western
Ontario, was interested.

“Bring him in!"”

The Cree entered the shack where the
sergeant and two privates sat around a
stove,

“Quey !” said Joe Lecroix, his black
eyes snapping with pleasure at the mar-
tial appearance lent the room by the rifles
and kits of the men.

“Bo'-jo’!  Where you from?” an-
swered the Ontario man, using the Ojib-
way salutation. *You look like the end
of a long trail over the snow.”

“Qua, ves! My name ees Joe Lecroix.
I travel one moon from Hall-Way-House,
four sleeps from Mistassini Lac.”

“Well, I'll be damned ! So vou've been
on the trail a month and want to enlist 2"

“Qua! Fur no good! I cum to fight
for de Beeg Chief. I am good man.
Strong as bull moose, run lak de wolf.”

The Cree squared his shoulders, shift-
ing his gaze from one to another of his
hearers as if challenging them to disprove
his words.

“Well! Welll A month on the trail
in midwinter over the Height-of-Land!
That’s some spirit, men!”

The sergeant turned to the others
whose faces pictured the impression the
physique and story of the Cree had made.

“Idon’t know whether they've enlisted
any Indians vet, Joe; but I'll take you to
an officer.”

The Indian’s face fell. Almost fiercely
he repeated: “I am good man—can
shoot, run wid dog-team, bow-man on
Company heeg canoe. I can fight strong
for de Great Fader!”

“I believe your story, my boy! You
sure look like a rough customer in a mix-
up, and any man who comes clear from
Rupert Land to enlist deserves recogni-
tion. I wish we had a hundred like you
in our regiment. I'll take you to the offi-
cer of the guard.”

Followed by the Cree and his dog-team,
the sergeant strode to the neighboring

I'll turn vou over
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barracks, passing on the way soldiers whao
stopped to gaze in wonder at the wild re-
cruit and his huge huskies.

Gaining admittance to the office of the
officer of the guard, the sergeant saluted
and told his story.

“I've got a big Cree Indian outside,
sir, who says he's driven his dogs clear
from the Rupert River Country to enlist.
And from the condition of his face and the
looks of his dogs, T believe him. 1've
driven dogs mysell, sir, on the Transcon-
tinental Survey.”

“We haven't enlisted anv Indians vet,
sergeant.”

“I know, sir, but T wish you'd have a
look at him. He's a hig, handsome-huilt
lad, and it seems hard to turn him back
after being on the trail a month.”

“You say he’s come all the way from
the far north with his dogs?” asked a
gray-haired officer present.

“Yes, sir.  They look it, toa.”

“Have the sergeant bring him in, cap-
tain,” said the older ofhcer. “T'd like to
sce the Indian who is patriotic enough
to spend a month on the trail in midwin-
ter for a chance to get himself shot in
France.”

Entering the room the Cree opened his
skin capote, throwing back the hood from
a face cracked by wind and frost. A sin-
ewy hand brushed the thick hair from the
narrow eves that searched the faces of the
officers for a clew to the verdict that would
send him back heart-broken over the bit-
ter trail he had travelled, or make him a
soldier of the Great Father.

“You want to enlist?”

*Qua, ves, I cum to fight for de Great
Fader.”

At the quaintness of the reply the sug-
gestion of a smile crept into the gray eves
of the alder officer.

“Where are you from?”

“I cum wid dog-team from Rupert
Lan'.”

“When did vou leave? ™

“1 leave Hall-Way-House, Creesmas
tam.”

“You've been on the trail ever since?”

“Qua, ves. 1 cross Height-of-Lan’ to
St. M'rees water and follow riviere trail.
I cum more fas' but de blizzard ketch me.”

Then the Cree, wondering, if men were
wanted to fight, why they hesitated to ac-
cept him, impetuously burst out with:
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“Tam strong man! [ mak’ beeg fight!
1 can shoot goose in de air wid rifle. I
show you I am good man "

The earnestness of the Indian had its
effect.  While the gray-haired officer
talked with his junior in low tones, Joe
Lecroix, perplexity and fear written
plainly on his rugged features, awaited
the verdict. They wanted fighting men,
and here he was, known as a hunter and
voyageur from Whale River down to
Grand Lac Victoria, offering his services
to the Great Father, and yet these sol-
diers seemed unwilling to take him.

“He’d make a smashing man in khaki,
captain. He's the timber we want—look
at his neck and shoulders. Tt would be
shameful after the hardship he's endured
in getting here to refuse to enlist him.”

“We may have trouble with Ottawa
over it, sir, but I'll give him a chance.
These wild ones take a lot of drilling;
they don’t like discipline. They want to
see fighting at once because they can ride
and shoot. You remember those cattle-
men from Calgary, sir?”

“Yes, but give the Indian a trial; I'll
take the responsibility.”

So Joe Lecroix was enlisted into the
—th Canadian Infantry, then at Salisbury
Plain, England, a reserve unit of which
was still stationed at Valcartier awaiting
removal to Halifax.

When the red recruit stripped for the
physical examination the surgeon grunted
in admiration as muscles, steel-hardened
on the white waters and the portages and
sled-trails of Rupert Land, rippled and
bulged under the bronze skin.

“The handsomest big man I've seen at
Valcartier, colonel,” he told the gray-
haired officer who inquired for his pro-
tégé. “He's got the back and arms of a
Greek wrestler.”

Then, after much heart-hurning, mum-
bling in guttural Cree, mauling of hairy
heads and pointed ears, and rubbing of
wrinkled noses, Lecroix sold his friends,
loyal since puppyhood—friends which no
winter trail however bitter had daunted—
to a resident of Quebec, disposed of his
furs, and became a soldier of the King.

But great as was his joy in the attain-
ment of the goal which had lured him out
of the white north, his disappointment on
learning that most of the Canadian troops
had already left for England was no less
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intense. To have toiled through the mid-
winter snows of the Height-of-Land coun-
try, only to find that he would be cooped
up in barracks until spring, weighed heav-
ily on the spirits of the impatient Cree
thirsting for the firing line in France and
a shot at these unknown enemies of the
Great Father. Was it to be for this tire-
some grind of daily drill and inactivity
that he had left his trap-lines in frozen
northern valleys?

At first there were those among the
white recruits with whom Joe Lecroix was
quartered who resented the idea of com-
radeship with a wild Cree from the Rupert
Land “bush.” But the big Indian who
talked little and smoked much in bar-
racks, apart from his comrades, was pat-
ently too dangerous a subject for the prac-
tical jokes or hectoring of any but the
most reckless.

However, one night a commotion in
the bunk-room brought a sergeant cursing
to the door, to find an enraged Cree hold-
ing off two privates with the remnants of
a heavy bench as he stood over the insen-
sible bodies of three of their comrades,
Blood welling from a cut made by the
butt of a Ross rifle, smearing his thick
black hair, heightened the fierceness of
the narrow eyes blazing with the fighting
lust of his race. The Cree had swung the
bench back over his head for a rush at the
last of his assailants, who brandished
clubbed guns, when the sergeant sprang
between them.

The officer afterward privately re-
marked to his captain: “The Injun had a
fightin’ look in his face as he stood over
them drunks that'd "a’ put the terror toa
regiment of Germans.”

At the subsequent court martial, Le-
croix refused to make a charge against his
comrades who had returned from leave
drunk and started the trouble, In fact,
he scorned the opportunity. offered him by
the officers presiding, to avoid punish-
ment by pleading self-defense. So he suf-
fered the penalty of confinement and ex-
tra duty meted out to the rest; but by
the same mark, suddenly, to his surprise,
found himself the most popular man in
barracks.

“That Injun’s white clear through, and
a wolf in a fight,” was the general com-
ment from the ranks.

But Joe Lecroix was pining for the war
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in France and the weeks were slipping by.
Then, one morning, when the reserve unit
of the —th was ordered to Halifax, the
heart of the Cree was made light. At last
they were going—crossing the Big Water
to the great fight.

But at Halifax they were assigned to
the barracks of the —d Infantry which
was about to sail and the Indian gave
himself up to despair. He should never
see the war, never have the chance to fight
the hated Germans. As he watched the
men of the —d march down to their ship
there grew in his heart a fierce resentment
at his lot, almost a hatred of those fortu-
nate ones chosen to go, while he who had
toiled so for the opportunity to fight in
that far-off France, must stay behind.

Three days later Colonel Waring of
the —d Canadian Infantry, bound for
Southampton on the troop-ship Ontario,
was saluted by one of his captains.

“We've found a stowaway aboard, sir.
He’s a Cree Indian; belongs to the re-
serves of the —th, who arrived in Halifax
Monday."

“What in thunder did he stowaway on
a troop-ship for if he wanted to desert?”

“He wants to fight, sir, not desert. He
has quite a history.”

“What do you mean, Captain Booth?”

“Why, one of the officers of the —th
told me the Indian had travelled with a
dog-team from the far north to enlist.
He heard about the war in a Hudson's
Bay Post and mushed five hundred miles
in midwinter. I wish more Canadians
had his spirit."”

“Well, well!” muttered the colonel,
“and he couldn’t wait to go with the
—th, so came with us? Let me see
him

Smeared with the grime and tar of the
ship’s hold, Lecroix stood before Colonel
Waring and saluted.

Unflinchingly the small eves of the Cree
met the gaze of the officer.

“Do you know what desertion means? "

“Oua, yes, seer!” replied the Cree.

“Why did you leave your regiment,
then?”

“T wan’ to fight, not to rot all dees
winter in de barrack.”

“Um!” The officer scratched his chin.

“Didn’t you know you'd be sent back
on the next ship for Halifax? "

“I wan’ to fight, seer| T travail all de
Januar’ moon to Kebec to fight, not to
lie like a squaw in de barrack.”

The black eyes of the Indian bored
straight into those of the colonel. The
officer dropped his own to note the bold
features and powerful build of the man
before him. Here was no ordinary In-
dian, but the makings of a magnificent
soldier, He found himself wishing that
he commanded a regiment of the mettle
of this deserter. Finally he said:

““ Desertion in time of war is the gravest
offense a soldier can commit., Um!”
Again the stubby fingers sought the
square chin. “To be sure, you have de-
serted for the front. Um!” Another
pause. “Still you will he sent back to
your command and severely punished.
Um!” More rubbing of the chin fol-
lowed; then:

“Captain Booth, enroll and quarter
this man temporarily with your company
and report immediately to Halifax by
wireless. On landing I will turn him over
to the authorities for deportation.”

But somehow the case of Joe Lecroix
was not reported to the authorities when
the regiment landed and went to the great
camp at Salisbury Plain. Furthermore,
later, by some magic, the Cree’s name was
stricken from his company roll in the —th
reserve unit at Halifax and allowed to
remain on the roll of Booth's battalion
of the —d. After another severe repri-
mand from the colonel, there the matter
rested, to the surprise of the regiment.

But Joe Lecroix soon realized that at
the camp at Salisbury Plain, with its army
corps of marching men at drill, its cease-
less staccato of rifle practice in the ranges
and roll of the deeper-tongued field-pieces,
he was still far from the fighting in Flan-
ders. Yet regiments and divisions were
daily leaving for the front and his spirits
rose. Some day to him would come the
call to strike for Canada and the King.

It was not long before the —d Cana-
dians had reason to be proud of the stow-
away of the Onfario, for in the first rifle
match in which the Canadian Division
contested the red private from Rupert
Land showed a total absence of nerves
and an unerring eye by getting repeated
bull’s-eyes on the shorter ranges of two,
three, and five hundred yards, winning the
match for the Canadians.
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That night at mess the colonel of the
—d was overheard saying to a captain:

“That little matter at Halifax has been
adjusted, captain. They'll have to come
and get him if they want him now, after
this afternoon, eh?’”’ And the officers
grinned widely as they wrung each other’s
hands, for the rivalry at Salishury Plain
was keen.

Finally, one day there came an end to
the impatience of Private Lecroix, for the
Canadians were ordered to France. At
last the men [rom the Selkirks and the
Saguenay, from the ranches of the Sas-
katchewan and the forests of Ontario and
Quebec—cowboys, miners, and city men,
farmers, trappers, and lumberjacks—were
to have their chance to strike for England
and Our Lady of the Snows.

Without avail they had chafed and
growled and protested under the long pe-
riod of preparation demanded by the chief
of staff, but at last these hardy sons of the
north were pronounced fit, and soon their
ears would vibrate with the shriek of
shells from the great guns over the chan-
nel. And at the news no eyes in the Ca-
nadian Division brightened with antici-
pation as did the beady ones of Private
Lecroix, sharpshooter. At last he was
to see these hated enemies of the Great
Father.

For three weeks the —d Canadians
had been holding a section of trenches in
the mud at Ypres. TFor three weeks sharp-
shooter Lecroix had been watching the
Prussians opposite for a shot at a head or
an arm, as the gray owl of his native north
watches a barren for ptarmigan. Time
and again an unwary German had paid
the penalty of offering the target of a few
square inches to an eye trained to the
keenness of the hawk’s in wringing a live-
lihood from the lean lands of muskeg and
forest. An eye and a hand that had held
the rifle-sights true on a gray goose rid-
ing the wind found little leisure in the
trenches of Flanders.

But this holing up in the mud like
a musquash, this dull waiting for action
which never came, wore sorely on the
patience of the restless Cree. This was
not the manner of war he had pictured to
himself as he lay by his camp-fire in the
snow on the long trail south through the
stinging January winds. It was the per-
sonal combat of lunge and thrust, of

blow for blow, after rifle-firing and a wild
charge—the struggle of strong men at
close grips, of which he had dreamed
and for which he now thirsted. Of artil-
lery he had known nothing and this cease-
less thundering of the great guns, this tak-
ing to earth, like a fox to his burrow, when
the high-explosive shells shrieked over,
harassed his pride; this wiping out of
men with shrapnel and machine guns was
like emptying a charge of shot into a flock
of bewildered yellow-legs on the James
Bay marshes—it was not man’s work.

But at length fate smiled on the one
who had waited long. From the day that
the —d Canadians reached the front,
tales of the night forays of a neighboring
Gurkha regiment had travelled to them
down the trenches. In twos and threes
these little brown men of Nepal, armed
only with their terrible native kukeri, had
been wriggling over on black nights, like
snakes through the grass, to the advanced
trenches and listening posts of the enemy.
A leap, a thrust in the dark, a groan,
and the stabbed men lying stiff in the
gray dawn alone told the relief that the
Gurkhas had been out again.

That these miniature men from far
Himalayan foot-hills, whom he could toss
with one hand, as he tossed the fur packs
of the Great Company on a summer port-
age, should show the way to the German
trenches to a dog-runner of the Rupert
Land trails rankled sorely in the heart of
the proud Cree.

“I know,"” replied his lieutenant, when
asked for leave to go out on the next dark
night, “but they haven't got a listening
post or advanced trench in front of us;
they're too far away and you can’t expect
to pile into a main trench full of Boches
and not get wiped out. You're crazy, and
besides, we need you.”

However, one night, when, anticipating
a surprise attack, the eyes of those on
watch were straining into the blackness
which enveloped them, the heavy silence
was broken by a shout from the enemy’s
line, followed by rapid rifle-firing; then
all sounds ceased. For three hours an
officer of the battalion, followed by a ser-
geant, nervously patrolled his position.
At intervals they climbed to the parapet
and peered long into the darkness, con-
versing in low tones. Then, just before
dawn broke blue in the east, there was a
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challenge from a sentinel, followed by a
low reply from the gloom outside and
shortly over the parapet into the trench
crawled a dark shape. A hall-Irozen,
mud-caked figure, with a crimson blotch
smearing the neck of his sweater, stood
before the captain.

* Are you hit hard, Lecroix?” Capltain
Booth asked anxiously. “We thought
they had got you.”

“Eet bleed beeg, but ees only leetle
t'ing, seer. 1 leesen by dere trench, but
many men camp dere.  Eet was no good.”’
And, shaking his head regretfully, Private
Lecroix ran 2 calloused thumb over the
razor edge of the long knife he carried
lashed to his left wrist by a thong. “W'en
I grow ver' cold,” he continued, “and
tak’ de back trail, dey hear me and shoot.”

During the following nights the Ger-
mans were heard digging, and shortly
thev occupied a new listening post a
stone’s throw from the Canadian lines.
Following this discovery, Private Lecroix
was observed putting the finishing touches
on the edge of a second long knife, bor-
rowed from a battalion cook in the rear.
At last there was fighting ground within
reach where he might find the odds as
small as three or four to one, and the
heart of the Cree beat high, for his great
moment was at hand.

But at dusk, something was in the air
on the front of the —d Canadians. Offi-
cers talking in low tones hurried up and
down the trench. Then reserve battalions
from the rear began pouring out of the
communicating trenches, and from man
to man sped the news that brigade head-
quarters had ordered a surprise attack at
midnight.

Joe Lecroix lifted clenched fists to the
skies and cursed his luck in French, Eng-
lish, and Cree. These officers in the rear
at headquarters were going to spoil his
little personal affair out in front, and it
was sure to be a night of nights, for the
darkness was closing in black as a spruce
swamp. He had promised himsell a call
with a knife in either hand on that listen-
ing post, and now it was to be a general
advance,

Shortly the order was read to the men
in groups along the trench.

“At one o'clock the —d Canadians
will rush the enemy’s first line with the
bayonet. At one-fifteen, the artillery in

support will shell the enemy’s reserve
to check counter-attack. The advanced
trench in front of —d Canadians will
lirst be taken by surprise by a special de-
tail to prevent drawing enemy’s fire on
main attacking force following.”

To a grim group crowded in a dusk-
filled bomb-proof, Captain Booth re-
peated the order for the nighl‘s work, As
they listened to the call which meant to
many there certain death gradually the
carnest tones of the officer’s voice died
into the distance, while hefore their eyes
flashed visions of far familiar hills and
prairies fresh with rain, of rivers singing
through forests green in a Canadian June,
of loved faces—and then the deep voice of
their leader brought them back overseas
to a trench in the mud of the Flemish
lowlands.

“Men," he was saying, “I want volun-
teers to go out and get that sentry-post.
This is the job of the 1st Battalion. If we
get them without a racket, the —d Cana-
dians will see¢ the sunrise from the Ger-
man'’s first line. If we make a mess of it,
dawn will find most of us out there stiff in
the mud. I want single men, for it's des-
perate work,”

For an instant the men stood motion-
less, silent, as the officer waited, then the
tall figure of Private Lecroix pushed for-
ward from the rear and saluted.

“T weel get dem trench, seer,” said the
Cree, his eyes glittering with excitement,
for he knew now that he had not ground
the edge of that second knife in vain.

Then another and another [ollowed the
Cree, and passing down the trench, re-
peating his call, Booth soon had the pick of
the battalion. From these six were chosen.

“Lecroix,” said the officer, “you've
been out there and know the ground.
You are in command of this party and will
arrange the details at once.”

The general advance was to start at one
o'clock, so the six men on whose success
depended the lives of hundreds of their
comrades made their preparations.

At twelve the scouting party, stripped
to sweaters, trousers, and socks, wrung the
hands of officers and comrades, slipped
over the parapet, and crawled out into the
Flemish murk to their tryst with death.
With a knife in his teeth and another
bound to his left wrist with a thong, Joe
Lecroix moved snakelike through the
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slime toward the trench-head fifty yards
away. By agreement he was to attempt
first to learn the number of men in the
post and wait for the others to come up;
they would then divide, three circling to
the communicating trench in the rear, and
at a whistle all rush the sentries with the
knife. Tt was a long chance that they
might wipe out the Prussians without
warning the enemy’s main trench, but the
desperate nature of the work only steeled
the muscles of Joe Lecroix, filling his
heart with a wild exultation.

While his comrades of the forlorn hope
had sent home many messages before
starting, Lecroix had dictated but one, ad-
dressed to the factor at Hall-Way-House.

“Meester Nicholson,” he had said to
the sergeant, writing in the dim lantern-
light of the bomb-proof.

“De huntin’ ees ver’ good een dees
countree. To-night I tak’ leetle vovage,
not ver' far, to see Ir'en’. I bring leetle
present for dem, one een each han’. Eef
dey like dem present, I see you some tam
een Half-Way-House, maybe. Eef ma
fr'en’ don’ tak’ dem present, tell de peop’
een Rupert Land dat Joe Lecroix was no
good to fight for de Great Fader.

“Bo'-jo’ | ma Frlen’,
“ JoE LECROIX,
Y—d Canadaw Infantree.”

This was the farewell of Private Le-
croix to Rupert Land. But as he wormed
his way, foot by foot out into the black si-
lence of the No Man’s Land between the
trenches to the death-grapple that the
hour would bring, there went with him
the poignant memory of a mound in a far
forest clearing, where now the birch leaves
of two autumns lay thick under the shift-
ing snow, at the lonely post by the Fading
Waters.

The Canadians, flat in the mud fifty
feet from the trench-head, waited for Le-
croix to reconnoitre,

Wriggling on his chest, like a goose
stalker of his northern marshes, often
stopping for minutes to listen for voices,
the Cree noiselessly advanced. Finally,
out of the impenetrable gloom, came the
low sound of conversation. Whether the
parapet was [eet or yards away he could
not tell. So he crept nearer. Again he
heard voices. His keen eyes were unable
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{0 pierce the black wall in front. Yet the
trench must be close at hand. The Cree
moved a few feet. The voices ceased.

Lecroix waited, hardly breathing, for
what seemed an eternity, then he thrust
out his hand and touched a rise in the
ground. It was the slope of the parapet.
With mad indifference to the risk he ran
he rose to his knees, groping up the face
of the slope, when his fingers met a cold,
unyielding surface. He extended his
reach. It was the steel barrel of a ma-
chine gun.

Like a cat the Cree withdrew and cir-
cled the trench-head, hoping to find in the
rear a vantage-point from which, if a
match were struck to light a pipe, he
might determine the number of his foes.
Reaching the narrow passageway leading
to the listening post, he crawled upon the
loose earth thrown up at the sides and
waited. Shortly in the trench-head an
electric flash was turned on, and in the
faint glow the Indian caught a glimpse of
two faces bent over pipes and a burning
match. Then all was dark again.

It was late, how late he did not know,
but surely well on toward one o’clock.
There was no time to lose. To go back to
the men waiting for him and bring them
up to rush the trench-head might take too
long—and if they were heard? Then all
was lost! He had been chosen by his cap-
tain to do this thing. He could not fail.
He had seen but three, the two faces in
the light and the back of another stand-
ing. This was the way to them, from the
rear through their own trench, and—ina
flash came the decision—he, Joe Lecroix,
would go—alone.

At Valcartier they had hesitated to en-
list an Indian. Well, a Cree should show
them all, now, how one of his red children
could strike for the Great Father. He
would prove that the forests and barrens
bred men. Here to-night, in the alien
mud of Flanders, he would vindicate his
dark skin and the honor of his race. He,
Joe Lecroix, would go into that den of
Prussian wolves and with the naked knife
carve the name of the northern Cree high
on the honor roll of the soldiers of the
Great Father.

Fearing to disturb loose earth, he fol-
lowed the trench hack, then slipped into
it.  Down the passage, barely wide
enough for a man’s body, he crept upon
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his foes. At length the Indian lay within
two vards of the opening into the trench-
head, listening. He had already forgetten
the men waiting out there for his return,
for one o'clock was near and the lives of
the —d Canadians now rested solely on
the fighting blood of a dog-runner of Ru-
pert Land.

Grasping a long knife in each handl, his
legs set under him like steel springs, the
Cree crouched at the opening for the leap,
when again the flesh illuminated the floor
of the trench; but the light only served
him the better to drive his first thrusts
home as he sprang upon the Prussians.

Lunging savagely as he rose from the
stabbed men, Lecroix knifed the sentry at
the machine gun before the German knew
the fate of his comrades, but at the same
instant, from behind, a bavonet following
a German oath was driven deep into the
right shoulder of the frenzied Cree, crip-
pling his arm. Brought to his knees, the
Indian drove the knife in his left hand up-
ward in a desperate thrust as another
heavy body hurled itself upon him from
the parapet, and the three, fighting blind-
ly, rolled to the trench floor., But the left
hand of the wounded Cree, underneath,
finally wrenched {ree from the mélée of
arms and legs, the long knife lashed to the
wrist of steel found its men, once, twice—
and in the trench-head between the lines
there was left no sentry to warn the
Prussians in the rear of the coming of the
Canadians.

Smeared with mud and blood, his right
arm hanging helpless from his bayoneted
shoulder, his comrades of the scouting
party found Joe Lecroix with his Prussian
dead. Close on their heels, the —d Ca-
nadians stole by and leaped, like wolver-
ines, with knife and bayonet into the Ger-
man trenches before a single machine gun
spat its red flash into the blackness, Then
the artillery opened on the enemy’s re-
serves hurrying up from their second line,
and chaos was loosed.

Dawn broke on the Canadians an-
chored in their goal, but long before this
the tale of how the surprise was made pos-
sible by the taking of the Prussian trench-
head, single-handed, by Private Lecroix,
1st Battalion, had travelled far up and
down the lines,

Days later Booth told an interested
group at brigade headquarters:
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“When the rest of the advance party,
fearing Lecroix had been wiped out,
rushed the trench, they found the Indian
stanching a bayonet wound in his shoul-
der with his good hand, and five dead
Prussians piled around him. Our stow-
away, colonel, has paid for his passage.
He saved the —d.”

“And the —d, and Canada, will not
forget,” came the answer.

The spring mail-canoe was in from the
south at Hal{-Way-House. Nicholson,
the factor, sat in his trade-room devour-
ing the first papers he had seen since the
Christmas dog-team brought into the
north the news of the great war. The
teepees of Crees in for the spring trade—
little as the Company now offered for fur
—covered the post clearing where huskies
velped and Tndian children shouted at
play while their elders lamented the ruin
of the fur trade by the great war across
the Big Water.

Presently Nicholson gasped, and with
eves hulging sprang to his feet.

“My glory! Listen to this!” he cried
to the clerk.

“Official Gazette: For conspicuous gal-
lantry in taking single-handed an ad-
vanced post of the enemy with machine
gun, at Ypres, Flanders, in which he was
severely wounded, Joseph Lecroix, pri-
vate, —d Canadian Infantry, awarded
the Victoria Cross.”

“Hooray for Joe Lecroix and Rupert
Land!” bellowed the excited Scotchman,
waving the paper in his hand as he rushed
past his open-mouthed clerk and the as-
tonished Crees to tell his wife the news.

Presently a chattering throng of In-
dians and whites gathered at the flagstaff
in the stockade, while the howls of the
huskies added to the clamor. Then
Nicholson shouted:

“Ten volleys of Company shells, lads,
for Joe Lecroix and Half-Way-House !’

As the red emblem of the Great Com-
pany fluttered to the breeze, the explosion
of many rifles shattered the age-long si-
lence of the wild valley, loosing the echoes
among the timbered hills, and from a hun-
dred throats was shouted the name of one
who had journeyed long and dared much
in the far lowlands of Flanders for the
honor of Rupert Land and the Great
Father.
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N T the foot of the long port-
age which had closed the
week for them the twovoy-
agers found the course of
their river changing again
to the southeastward, and
were encouraged accordingly. TIn addi-
tion to the changing course the stream
was taking on greater volume and, while
the rapids were not so numerous, they
were more dangerous, or at least they
looked so.

By this time they were acquiring some
considerable skill with the paddles, to-
gether with a fine, woodcrafty indiffer-
ence to the hardships. In the quick
water they were never dry, and they came
presently to disregard the wettings, or
rather to take them as a part of the day's
work. As the comradeship ripened their
attitude toward each other grew more and
more intolerant of the civilized reserva-
tions. Over the night fires their talk dug
deeply into the abstractions, losing arti-
ficiality in just proportion to the crack-
ing and peeling of the veneers.

“Tam beginning to feel as though T had
never touched the real realities before,”
was the way Prime expressed it at the
close of a day in which they had run a
fresh gamut of all the perils. ‘“Life, the
life that the vast majority of people thrive
upon, will always seem ridiculously trivial
and commonplace to me after this. I
never understood before that civilization
is chiefly an overlaying of extraneous
things, and that, given a chance, it would
disintegrate and fall away from us even
as our civilized clothes are doing right
now.”

The young woman looked up with a
quaint little grimace. She was trying to

«* A summary of the preceding chapters of * Stranded in
Arcady " appears on page 5 of the Advertising pages.
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patch the frayed hem of her skirt, sewing
with a thread drawn from one of the
blankets and a clumsy needle Prime had
fashioned for her out of a fish-bone.

“Please don’t mention clothes,” she
begged.  “If we had more of the deer-
skin I'd become a squaw at once. The
iringes wouldn't look so bad if they were
done in leather.”

“Mere accessories,” Prime declared,
meaning the clothes. “Civilization pre-
scribes them, their cut, fashion, and mate-
rial. The buckskin Indians have the best
of us in this, as in many other things.”

“The realities?”’ she queried.

“The simplicities,” he qualified. “Life
as we have lived it, and as we shall prob-
ably live it again if we ever get out of this,
is much too complex. We are learning
how few the real necessities are, and it is
good for the soul. I wouldn’t take a for-
tune for what I've been learning in these
weeks, Lucetta.”

“I have been learning, too,” she ad-
mitted.

“Other things besides the use of a pad-
dle and a camp-fire?”

“Many other things. I have forgotten
the world I knew best, and it is going to
require a tremendous effort to remember
it again when the need arises.”

“T shall never get back to where I was
before,” Prime asserted with cheerful
dogmatism. Then, in a fresh burst of
confidence: ““Lucetta, I'm coming to sus-
pect that I have always been the merest
surface-skimmer. I thought I knew life
a little, and was even brash enough to at-
tempt to write about it. T thought I
could visualize humanity and its possi-
bilities, but what I saw was only the outer
skin—of people and of things. But my
greatest impertinence has been in my
handling of women.”

“Injustice?” she inquired.

“Not intentional; just crass ignorance.
I know now that I was merely imitative,
choosing for models the character-draw-
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ings of men who knew even less about
women than I did. Vapid sentimental-
ity was about as far as I could get. It
gags me to think of it now.”

Her laugh was as unrestrained as that
of a child. “You amuse me, Donald.
Most women are hopelessly sentimental,
Don't you know that?”

“You are not,” he retorted soberly.

“How do you know?”

“Heavens and earth!if T haven't had
an opportunity to find out H

“You haven't,” she returned quietly;
“not the least little morsel of an oppor-
tunity. A few days ago we were thrown
together—a man and a woman who were
total strangers, to live or die as the chance
might fall. I defy any one to be senti-
mental in such circumstances. Senti-
ment thrives only in the artificialities;
they are the very breath of its life. If
men and women could know each other
as they really are, there would be fewer
marriages, by far.”

“And the few would be far happier,”
Prime put in.

“Do you think so?
much.”

i Wh}'?”

“Because, in the most admirable mar-
riage there must be some preservation
of the reticences. It is possible for peo-
ple to know each other too well.”

“I don't think so, if the qualities are
of the kind that will stand the test.”

“Who has such qualities?” she asked
quickly.

“You have, for one. I didn’t believe
there was a human woman on earth who
could go through what you have and still
keep sweet. Setting aside the hardships,
I fancy most other women would have
gone stark, staring mad puzzling over the
mystery.”

“Ah, yes; the mystery.
be able to explain it?”

“Not if we decide to throw Grider
overboard, I'm afraid.”

“Doesn’t the Mr. Grider solution seem
less and less possible to you as time goes
on?” she asked. “It does to me. The
motive—a mere practical joke—isn’t
strong enough. Whoever abducted us
was trying for something larger than a
laugh at our expense.”

“You'd think so, wouldn’t you?
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I doubt it very

Shall we ever

Big
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risks were incurred, and the expense must
have been considerable, too, Still, as T
have said before, il we leave Grider out
of it we abandon the one only remotely
tenable explanation. I grant you that
the joke motive is weak, but aside from
that there is no motive at all. Nobody
in this world could have any possible ob-
ject in getting rid of me, and 1 am sure
that the assumption applies with equal
force to you. You see where it lcaves
us.”

“I know,” was the ready rejoinder.
“If the mystery had stopped with our
discovery of the aeroplane-tracks, it
would have been different. But it didn't
stop there. It continued with our finding
of the ownerless canoe stocked for a long
journey. Was the canoe left for us to
find?”

Prime knew his companion well enough
by this time to be willing to trust her
with the grewsome truth.

“I don't know what connection the
canoe may have had with our kidnapping,
if any, but I am going to tell you some-
thing that I didn’t care to tell you until
we were far enough away from the scene
of it. We reasoned that there were two
owners for the canoe, arguing from the
two rifles and the two hunting-knives.
Do you know why they didn’t turn up
while we were waiting for them?”

13 ND,”

“It was because they couldn’t.
were dead.”

“You knew it at the time?” she asked.

“Yes. I found them. Tt was in a
little glade just below our camp at the
river mouth. They had fought a duel
with knives. It was horrible, and I
thought it best not to tell you—it seemed
only the decent thing not to tell you.”

“When did you find them?”

“It was when I went over to the river
on the excuse of trying to get some berries
while you were cooking supper. I had
seen the canoe when I went after the can
of water, Instead of looking for berries
I began to hunt around for the owners,
thinking that probably they were camped
somewhere near by. I didn’t find any
traces of a camp; but in the glade there
were the ashes of five fires arranged in
the shape of a Greek cross: one fire in
the middle and one at the end of each

They
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arm. This mystified me still more, but
it was then growing so dark that it was
no use to look farther. Just as I was
leaving the glade T stumbled over the
two men, locked in each other’s arms;
they had evidently been dead for some
hours, or maybe days.”

“How perfectly frightful she ex-
claimed. “I don’t wonder that you
looked ill when you came back.”

“Tt nearly knocked me out,” Prime
confessed. “But I realized at once that
it wasn't necessary to multiply the shock
by two. After you were asleep that
night T went over and buried the two
men—weighted them with stones and
sunk them in the river, since I didn’t
have anything to dig with. Afterward,
while I was searching for the other knife,
I found a little buckskin bag filled with
English sovereigns, lying, as I supposed,
where one of them had dropped it. It
seemed to indicate the motive for the
desperate fight.”

“But it adds just that much more to
the mystery,” was the young woman’s
comment. “Were they white men?”

“Half-breeds or Indians, I couldn’t tell
which.”

“Somebody hired them to do some-
thing with us?”' she suggested tentatively.

“That is only a guess. I have made it
half a dozen times only to have it pushed
aside by the incredibilities. If we are to
connect these two men with our kidnap-
ping, it presupposes an arrangement made
far in advance. That in itself is incred-
ible.”

“What do you make of the five fires?"

“T could make nothing of them unless
they were intended for signal-fires of some
kind; but even in that case the arrange-
ment in the form of a cross wouldn't
mean anything.”

The young woman had finished her
mending and was putting the fish-bone
needle carefully away against a time of
future need.

“The arrangement might mean some-
thing if one were looking down upon it
from above,” she put in quietly.

Prime got up to kick the burned log-
ends into the heart of the fire.

“If T didn’t have such a well-trained
imagination, T might have thought of
that,”” he said, with a short laugh, “It
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was a signal, and it was lighted for the
benefit of our aeroplane. How much
farther does that get us?”

The young woman was letting down
the flaps of her sleeping-tent, and her an-
swer was entirely irrelevant.

“T am glad the protective instinct was
sufficiently alive to keep you irom telling
me at the time,” she said, with a little
shudder which she did not try to conceal,
“You may not believe it, Donald Prime,
but I still have a few of the civilized
weaknesses. Good night; and don’t sit
up too long with that horrid tobacco.”

IX
SHIPWRECK

TrOUGH the castaways had not es-
pecially intended to observe the day of
rest, they did so, the Sunday dawning
wet and stormy, with lowering clouds and
foggy intervals between the showers to
make navigation extra-hazardous. When
the rain settled into a steady down-
pour they pulled the canoe out of water,
turning it bottom-side-up to serve as a
roof to shelter them. In the afternoon
Prime took one of the guns and went
afield, in the hope of finding fresh meat of
some sort, though it was out of season
and he was more than dubious as to his
skill as either a hunter or a marksman.
But the smoked meats were becoming
terribly monotonous, and they had not
yet had the courage to try the pemmican.
Quite naturally, nothing came of the
hunting expedition save a thorough and
prolonged soaking of the hunter.

“The wild things have more sense than
I have,” he announced on his return.
“They know enough to stay in out of the
rain. Can you stand the cold-storage
stuff a little while longer?”

Lucetta said she could, and signalized
the Sunday-evening meal by concocting
an appetizing pan-stew of smoked venison
and potatoes to vary the deadly monot-
onies.

The Monday morning brought a re-
turn of the fine weather. The storm had
blown itself out during the night and the
skies were clearing. The day of rain had
swollen the river quite perceptibly, and
a short distance below their Sunday camp
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its volume was further augmented by the
inflow of another river from the east,
which fairly doubled its size.

On this day there were fewer water haz-
ards, and the current of the enlarged river
was so swift that they had little to do save
to keep steerageway on the birch-bark.
Nevertheless, it was not all plain sailing.
By the middle of the forenoon the course
of the stream had changed again to the
northward, swinging around through a
wide half-circle to the west, and this
course, with its Hudson Bay threaten-
ings, was maintained throughout the re-
mainder of the day.

Their night camp was made at the
head of a series of rapids, the first of
which, from the increased volume of the
water, looked more perilous than any
they had vyet attempted. It was late
when they made camp and, the darkness
coming on quickly, they were prevented
from reconnoitring. But they had the
thunder of the flood for music at their
evening meal, and it was ominous.

“T am afraid that noise is telling us
that we are to have no thoroughfare to-
morrow,” was the young woman's com-
ment upon the thunder music. “Let us
hope it will be a short carry this time.”

Prime laughed. “Isn’t there a passage
somewhere in the Bible about the back
being fitted to its burden?” he asked.
Then he went on for her encouragement:
“It's all in the day's work, Lucetta-
woman, and it is doing you no end of
good. The next time you are able to
look into a mirror you won’t know your-
self.”

Though she had thought that she was
by this time far beyond it, the young
woman blushed a little under the rich
outdoor brown.

“Then I'm not growirg haggard and
old?" she inquired.

“Indeed, you are not!” he asserted
loyally. “I'm the beauty of the two’'—
passing a hand over the three weeks’
growth of stubble beard on his face.
“You are putting on weight every day.
In another week your face will be as
round as a full moon. It may not sound
like it, but that was meant for a com-
pliment.”

“Was I too thin ? "’ she wanted to know.

“Er—not precisely thin, perhaps; but
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a little strenuous.  You gave me the idea
at first that Domestic Science, with gym-
nasium teaching on the side, had been a
trifle too much for you. Had they?”

“No; I was perfectly fit. But one
acquires the habit of living tensely in that
other world that we have lost and can’t
find again. It is human to wish to make
money, and then a little more money.”

“What special use have you for a little
more money?’’ Prime asked curiously.

“Travel,” she said succinetly.
should like to see the world; all of it.”

“That wouldn't take so very much
money. Goodness knows, the pen isn't
much of a mining-pick, but with it T have
contrived to dig out a year in Europe.”

“You couldn't have done it teaching
the daughters of retired farmers how to
cook rationally,” she averred. “ Besides,
my earning year is only nine months
long.”

“Then you really do want money?"”

“Yes; not much money, but just
enough. That is, if there is any such
hali-way stopping-point for the avari-
cious.”

“There is,” he asserted. “I have
found it for myself. I should like to have
money enough to enable me to write a
book in the way a hook ought to be
written—in perfect leisure and without a
single distracting thought of the royalty
check. No man can do his best with
one eye fixed firmly upon the treasurer’s
office.”

“I had never thought of that,” she
mused. “I always supposed a writer
worked under inspiration.”

“So he does, the inspiration of the
butcher and the baker and the anxious
landlord. I can earn a living; I have
done it for a number of years; but it is
only a living for one, and there isn't any-
thing to put aside against the writing of
the leisurely book—or other things.”

“Oh; then you have other ambitions,
too.”

“The one ambition that every normal-
minded man ought to have: I want a
wife and babies and a home.”

“Then you certainly need money,” she
laughed.

“Sure I do; but not too much—always
remember that—mnot too much.”

“What would you call ‘too much’

“1
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“Enough to spoil the children and to
malke it unnecessary for me ever to write
another line.”

This time her laugh was mocking.
“Tust now you said you wanted enough
so that you could write without thinking
of money,” she reminded him.

“Oh, there is a golden mean; it doesn’t
have to be all honey or all vinegar. A
nice tidy little income that would provide
at a pinch for the butcher and the baker
and the other people. You know what
I mean.”

“Yes, I think I do; and my ambition
is hardly more soaring than yours. As
you remarked, it doesn’t cost so fright-
fully much to travel and live abroad.”

He looked at her dubiously. * You
don’t mean that you'd wish to travel all
the time, do you?”

“Why not?”

“Why—er—I don’t know precisely.
But you'd want to settle down and have
a home sometime, wouldn't you?”

“And cook for a man?” she put in.
“Perhaps I haven’t found the man.”

Prime’s laugh was a shout.

“T notice you are cooking pretty assidu-
ously for a man these days. But perhaps
that is only in seli-defense. If the man
cooked for you you wouldn't live very
long.”

“T am merely doing my bit, as the
English say,” was the cool retort. “I
haven’t said that I like to do it.”

“But you do like to do it,” he insisted.
“If you didn’t, you couldn’t hit it off so
cheerfully. T know a thing or two, and
what I don’'t know I am learning. You
are a perfectly normal woman, Lucetta,
and normality doesn’t mean continuous
travel.”

“You have changed your mind again.
Last week you were calling me abnormal,
and saying that you had never met a
woman like me before.”

“T hadn’t; but that was my misfortune,
I hope there are a good many like you;
T've got to hope it for the sake of human-
ity and the good of the race. But this
talk isn't getting us anywhere. We had
better turn in; there is a hard day ahead
of us to-morrow.”

In the morning the prophecy seemed
destined to fulfil itself in hgaping measure.
While Lucetta was getting breakfast
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Prime took to the woods and made a
careful survey of some portion of the
hazards ahead. He was gone for the
better part of an hour, and when he came
back his report was not encouraging.

“Worse and more of it,” was the way
he described the difficulties. It is just
one rapid after another, as far as I went;
and that must have been a mile and a
half or more. Coming back, I kept to
the river bank, and tried to imagine us
picking the way between the rocks in the
channel. I believe we can do it if you
have the nerve to try.”

“If J have the nerve?”" she flung back.
“Ts that a revival of the sex idea?”

“T beg your pardon,” he hastened to
say. ‘It was simply a manner of speak-
ing. Your nerve is like the rest of you—
superb. We'll shoot the rapids if it takes
a leg. It would ask for more than a leg
to make the carry.”

A little later they loaded the canoe
carefully for the greater hazard, packing
the dunnage securely and protecting the
meal and the flour as well as they could
by wrapping them tightly in the canvas
roll. Past this, they cut strips from the
remaining scraps of deerskin and tied
everything, even to the utensils, the guns,
and the axe, to the braces, taking time
to make the preparations thorough.

It was well that they took the time
while thev had it. After the birch-bark
had been headed into the first of the
rapids there was no time for anything
but the strenuous fight for life. Faster
and still faster the frail craft leaped on
its way, down one rapid and into another
before they could congratulate themselves
upon the latest hair-breadth dodging of
the thickly strewn boulders,

From time to time in the brief respites
Prime shouted encouragement to his
canoe-mate. “Keep it up—it can'’t last
forever! We're doing nobly. Look out
for this big beggar just ahead!”

So it went on, from bad to worse and
then to bad again, but never with a
chance for a landing or a moment’s rest
from the engrossing vigilance. Prime
gasped and was thankful that there were
days of sharp muscle-hardening behind
them to fit them for this crowning test.
He was sure he could measure Lucetta’s
fortitude by his own. So long as he
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could endure the strain he knew he could
count upon hearing the steady dip of her
paddle keeping time with his own.

But the worst of the worst was vet to
come. At the foot of a series of rapids
which were like a steeply descending stair,
they found themselves in a sluiceway
where the enlarged river ran like a tor-
rent in flood. On the still air of the sum-
mer day a hoarse clamor was rising to
warn them that there was a cataract
ahead. Prime’s cry of alarm was not
needed. With the first backing dip of
the paddle he felt the braking impulse at
the stern striking in with his own.

“Hold her!” he shouted. “We've got
to make the shore, if it smashes us!”
But the puny strength of the two pairs
of arms was as nothing when pitted
against the onsweep of Lhre mighty flood.
For a brief instant the downward rush
of the canoe was checked; then it was
caught in a whirling eddy and spun end
for end as if upon a pivot. When it
straightened up for the leap over the
shallow fall it was headed the wrong way,
and a moment later the crash came.

The young woman was the only one of
the two who knew definitely what fol-
lowed. In the tipping glide over the
brink they were both thrown out of the
canoe and spilled into the whirlpool at
the foot of the cataract. Lucetta kept
her head sufficiently to remember that
Prime could not swim, and when she
came up from the plunge she saw him,
and saw that he was not struggling.

Two quick strokes enabled her to get
her fingers in his hair, and then began a
battle in which the strength of the single
free arm had to match itself against the
swirling current of the whirlpool. Twice,
and yet once again, the young woman and
her helpless burden were swept around the
circle, each time drawing a little nearer
to the recurving eddy “under the fall.
Lucetta knew well enoup;h that a second
ingulfing under the cataract meant death
for both, and at the beginning of the
fourth circling she made the supreme
effort, winning the desperate battle and
strugghng out upon the low shingly bank
of the pool, to fall exhausted when she
had dragged her unconscious canoe-mate
out of the water.

After a dazed minute or two she was

able to sit up and realize the extent of
the dizaster. The canoe had (“H.lll[!t.l,rt_d
after its leap into the pool, and she did
not know what had become of it. And
Prime was lying just as the dragging res-
cue had left him, with his arms flung wide.
His eyes were closed, and his face, under
the three weeks’ growth of stubble beard,
was haggard and drawn. In the dive
over the fall he had struck his head, and
the blood was oozing slowly from a great
bruise on his forehead.

X
HORRORS

It is a trite saying that even the weak-
est strand in the cable never knows how
much it can pull until the demanding
strain comes. As a young woman with
athletic leanings, Lucetta had had ardu=
ous drillings in first-aid, and had drilled
others. If Prime had been merely
drowned she would have known precisely
what to do. But the broken head was a
different matter,

Nevertheless, when her own exhaustion
was a little assuaged, she essayed the
first-aid. Dragging the hapless one a
little farther from the water's edge, she
knelt beside him to examine the wound
with fingers that trembled a little as they
pressed, in spite of the brave diagnostic
resolution. There was no skull fracture,
but she had no means of determining how
serious the concussion was, Prime was
breathing heavily, and the bruise was al-
ready beginning to puff up and discolor.

With hope still in abeyance, she
worked swiftly. Warmth was the first
necessity. Her hands were shaking when
she felt in the pocket of Prime’s coat for
the precious bottle of matches. Happily
it was unbroken, and she could have
wept for joy. There was plenty of fuel
at hand, and in a few minutes she had a
fire blazing brightly, before which she
propped the wounded man to dry out,
though his wet clothing gave him a
sweltering steam bath before the desic-
cating process began. It was heroic
treatment, but there was no alternative,
and by the time she had him measurably
dried and warm her own soggy discom-
fort was also abating.
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Having done what she could, her situa-
tion was still as forlorn as it could well
be: she was alone in the heart of the for-
est wilderness with a wounded man, who
might live or die as the chance should
befall—and there was no food. She set
her face determinedly against the erosive
impatience of despair. There was noth-
ing to do but to wait with what fortitude
she could muster.

The afternoon dragged on interminably,
and to make the prospect more dispirit-
ing the sky clouded over and the sun dis-
appeared. Toward evening Prime began
to stir restlessly and to mutter in a sort
of feeble delirium. The young woman
hailed this as a hopeful symptom, and yet
the mutterings of the unconscious man
were inexpressibly terrifying. What if
the recovery should be only of the body
and not of the mind?

As the dusk began to gather, Lucetta
found her strong resolution ebbing in
spite of all she could do. The thunder
of the near-by cataract deafened her,
and the darkling shadows of the forest
were thickly shot with unnerving sugges-
tions. To add the finishing touch, her
mind constantly reverted to the story of
the finding and disposal of the two dead
men and she could not drive the thought
away. In a short time it became a fren-
zied obsession, and she found herself
staring wildly in a sort of hypnotic trance
at the waterfall, fully expecting to see one
or both of the dead bodies come catapult-
ing over it.

While it was still light enough to enable
her to distinguish things dimly, some-
thing did come over the fall, a shapeless
object about the size of a human body,
shooting clear of the curving water wall,
to drop with a sullen splash into the whirl-
pool. Lucetta covered her eyes with her
hands and shrieked. Tt was the final
straw, and she made sure her sanity was
going.

She was still gasping and trembling
when she heard a voice, and venturing to
look she saw that Prime was sitting up
and holding his head in his hands. The
revulsion from mad terror to returning
sanity was so sudden and overpowering
that she wanted to go to him and fall
on her knees and hug him merely be-
cause he was a man and alive, and hadn’t
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died to leave her alone with the frightful
horrors.

“Didn’t I—didn’t I hear you scream?”
he mumbled, twisting his tongue to the
words with the utmost difficulty. And
then: “What on earth has happened to
me? 1 feel—as if—I had been run
through—a threshing-machine.”

“You were pitched out of the canoe
and hurt,” she told him. “I—I was
afraid you were going to die!”

“Was that why you screamed?” The
words were still foolishly hard to find and
still harder to set in order.

At this she cried out again, and again
covered her eves. “No—mno! Itisthere
yet—in the whirlpool—one of the—one
of the dead men!”

Though Prime was still scarcely more
than half conscious of his condition and
cripplings, the protective instinct was
clamoring to be heard, dinning in his ears
to make him realize that his companion
was a woman and that her miraculous
courage had for some cause reached its
ultimate limit. With a brand from the
fire for a torch, he crept half mechanically
on hands and knees to the edge of the
bowl-like whirlpool. In due time he had
a glimpse of a black object circling past
in the froth and spume, and he threw the
firebrand at it. A moment later he was
setting the comforting prop of explana-
tion under Lucetta’s toppling courage.

“It is nothing but a log—just a broken
log of wood,” he assured her. ‘Forget
it, and tell me more about how I came to
get this bushel-basket head of mine. Tt
aches like sin!”

She described the plunge of the un-
manageable canoe over the fall and its
immediate consequences, minifying her
own part in the rescue.

“You needn’t try to wiggle out of it,”
he said soberly at the end of the brief re-
counting. “You saved my life. If you
hadn't pulled me out, I'd be down there
in that pool right now, going round and
round like that bally log of wood. What
do you charge for saving a man’s life,
Lucetta?”

“A promise from the man to be more
careful in future. But we mustn’t slide
back into the artificial things, Donald.
For all you know, my motive might have
been altogether selfish—perhaps it was



Stranded in Arcady

selfish. My first thought was a scream-
ing horror of being left alone here in this
wilderness. It made me fight, fight /"

“Is that the truth, Lueetta?’ he in-
quired solemnly.

“Y-yes."”

“All of the truth?”

*Oh, perhaps not quite all. There is
such a thing as the life-saving instinct,
isn't there? Even dogs have it some-
times. Of course, I couldn’t very well
swim out and leave vou to drown.”

“No,” he put in definitively, “you
couldn't—and what's more, you hadn’t
the first idea of doing such a thing. And
that other thing you told me was only
to relieve my sense of obligation. You
haven't relieved it—mnot an ounce. And
I don't care to have it relieved. Let it
go for the time being, and tell me what
became of the canoe.”

“T haven't the faintest notion. I didn’t
see it again after we went over the fall.
Of course, it is smashed and ruined and
lost, and we are perfectly helpless again.”

For a long minute Prime sat with his
throbbing head in his hands, trying to
think connectedly. When he looked up
it was to say: ‘“We are in a pretty bad
box, Lucetta, with the canoe gone and
nothing to eat. It is hammering itself
into what is left of my brain that we can’t
afford to sit still and wait for something
to turn up. If we push on down river
we may find the canoce or the wreck of
it, and there will surely be some little
salvage. I don’t believe the birch-bark
would sink, even if it were full of water.”

“You are not able to push on,” she in-
terposed quickly. “As it is, you can
hardly hold your head up.”

“T can do whatever it is needful to'do,”
he declared, unconsciously giving her a
glimpse of the strong thread in the rather
loosely woven fabric of his character.
“I have always been able to do what I
had to do. Let’s start out at once.”

With a couple of firebrands for torches
they set out down the river bank, follow-
ing the stream closely and keeping a
sharp lookout for the wreck. Before they
had gone very far, however, the blinding
headache got in its work, and Prime be-
gan to stumble. It was at Lucetta’s in-
sistence that they made another halt and
gave up the search for the night.
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“Tt is no manner of use,” she argued.
“You are not able to go on; and besides,
we can't see well enough to make sure
that we are not passing the thing we are
looking for. We had much better stop
right where we are and wait for daylight.”

The halt was made in a small opening
in the wood, and the young woman per-
suaded Prime to lie down while she gath-
ered the material for another camp-fire.
Almost as soon as it was kindled Prime
dropped off into a heavy sleep. Lucetta
provided fuel to last through the night,
and then sat down with her back to a
tree, determined to stay awake and watch
with the sick man.

X1
‘A CRACKLING OF THORNS”

TraovucH she had formed her resolution
with a fair degree of self-reliance, Lucetta
Millington soon found that she had set
herself a task calling for plenty of forti-
tude and endurance. Beyond the circle
of firelight the shadows of the forest
gloomed forbiddingly. They had seen
but little of the wild life of the woods in
their voyagings thus far, but now it
seemed to be stirring uneasily on all sides
of the lonely camp-fire.

Once some large-hoofed animal went
crashing through the underbrush toward
the river; and again there were other
hoof-beats stopping abruptly at a little
distance from the clearing. Lucetta,
shading her eyes from the glow of the fire,
saw two gleaming disks of light shining
in the blackness of the backgrounding
forest. Her reason told her that they
were the eyes of the animal; that the un-
nerving apparition was probably a deer
halted and momentarily fascinated by
the sight of the fire. But the incident
was none the less alarming to the town-
bred young woman,

Later there were softly padding foot-
falls, and these gave her a sharper shock.
She knew next to nothing about the fauna
of the northern woods, nor did she have
the comforting knowledge that the largest
of the American cats, the panther, rarely
attacks a human being unless wounded,
or under the cruelest stress of winter
hunger. Breathlessly she listened and
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watched, and presently she saw the eyes
of the padding intruder glowing like balls
of lambent green fire, Whereupon it was
all she could do to keep from shrieking
frantically and waking her companion.

After the terrifying green eyes had van-
ished it occurred to her to wonder why
they had seen and heard so little of the
night prowlers at their former camps.
The reason was not far to seek. Days
well filled with toil and stirring excite-
ment had been followed by nights when
sleep came quickly and was too sound
to be disturbed by anything short of a
cataclysm.

As midnight drew near, Prime began to
mutter disconnectedly. Lucetta did not
know whether he was talking in his sleep
or whether he had become delirious again,
but at all events this new development
immeasurably increased the uncanny
weirdness of the night watch. Though
many of the vaporings were mere broken
sentences without rhyme or reason,
enough of them were sufficiently clear to
shadow forth a sketchy story of Prime’s
life.

Lucetta listened because she could not
well help it, being awake and alert and
near at hand. Part of the time Prime
babbled of his boyhood on the western
New York farm, and she gathered that
some of the bits were curious survivals of
doubtless long-forgotten talks with his
grandfather. Breaking abruptly with
these earlier scenes, the wandering under-
thought would skip to the mystery, charg-
ing it now to Watson Grider and again
calling it a blessed miracle. With an-
other abrupt change the babbler would be
in Europe, living over again his trampings
in the Tyrol, which, it seemed, had been
taken in the company of an older man, a
German, who was a Heidelberg professor.

Farther along, after an interval of
silence in which Lucetta began to hope
that the talkative fit had passed, Prime
broke out again—this time waxing elo-
quent over his struggles in New York as
a beginner in the writing trade. Here
there were revelations to make her sorry
that she was obliged to listen; for years,
it seemed, the fight had gone discourag-
ingly hard with him; there had been
times when he had had to choose between
giving up in defeat or going hungry.
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Lucetta pieced together a pitiful little
story of this starving time. Some one—
once Prime called the some one Grider,
and later gave him another name—had
tempted the struggler with an offer of a
comfortable income, the single condition
precedent being an abandonment of the
literary fight. Prime’s mutterings made
the outcome plain for the listener on the
opposite side of the camp-fire: “No, I
couldn’t sell soap; it's honest enough, no
doubt—and decent enough—everybody
ought to use soap. But I've set my hand
to the plough—no, that isn’tit. . .. Oh,
dammit, Peter, you know what I mean;
T can’t turn back; that is the one thing
T've never learned how to do. No, and
I can’t take your money as a loan; that
would be only another way of confessing
defeat. No, by George, I won't go out
to dinner with you, either!”

Lucetta wept a little in sheer sympathy.
Her own experience had not been too
easy. Left an orphan while she was still
too young to teach, she knew what it
meant to set the heart upon a definite end
and to strive through thick and thin to
reach it. She was relieved when Prime
began to talk less coherently of other in-
cidents in his life in the great metropolis.
There were more references to Grider, and
at last something that figured as Prime’s
part in a talk with the barbarian. “ VYes,
by Jove, Watson, the scoundrels tried to
pull my leg; actually advertised for me
in the Herald. No, of course, I didn’t fall
for it. I know perfectly well what it
was . . . same old gag about the English
estate with no resident heirs in sight.
No, the ad. didn’t say so, but I know.
What's that?—I'm a liar? Like Zeke
Iam!”

There were more of the vaporings, but
neither these nor the young woman’s
anxiety about the wounded man’s condi-
tion were disturbing enough at the last
to keep her eyelids from drooping and
her senses from fluttering over the brink
of the sleep abyss. Once she bestirred
herself to put more fuel on the fire, but
after that the breeze blew the mosquitoes
away, the warmth from the upleaping
blaze added its touch, and she fell asleep.

When she awoke the sun had risen and
Prime was up and mending the fire.

“Better,” he said cheerfully, in answer
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to her instant question.  “Much better;
though my head reminds me of the day
when 1 got the check for my first story
—vpretty badly swelled, you know. But
after I've had a good cup of hot tea—he
stopped in mid-career with a wry laugh.
“ Bless my fool heart! 1f L hadn’t totally
forgotten that we haven’t any lea or any-
thing else! And here I've been up a
quarter of an hour and more, trying to
get a good cooking-fire started ! Where
were we when we left off last night?”

“We had ‘-\Ll. out to search for the wreck
of the canoe,” she explained, rising to
stand before the fire. **We came this far,
and concluded it was no use trying to go
on in the darkness. You were pretty
badly off, too."”

“It's coming back to me, a little at
a time and often, as the cat remarked
when it ate the grindstone,” he went on,
determined to make her smile il it were
within the bounds of possibility. He
knew she must have had a bad night of
it, and the brightness of the gray eyves
told him that even now she was not very
far from tears. “Don't cry,” he added
abruptly; “it's all over now.”

Her laugh was the sort that harbors
next door to pathos.

“I'm hungry!” she said plaintively.
“We had no dinner vesterday, and no
supper last night, and there doesn't seem
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to be any very brilliant prospect for
breakiast this morning.”

Prime felt of his bruised head as if to
satisfy himself that it was all there.

“Haven't you ever gone without a
meal before for the raw reason that you
couldn’t get it?" he asked.

“Not since I can remember.”

“1 have; and it's bad medicine—
mighty bad medicine. We'll put the fire
out and move on. While there's life
there's hope; and our hope this morning
is that we are going to find the wreck of
that canoe. Let's hike.”

They set out courageously, keeping
close to the bank of the river and scan-
ning every eddy and backwater as they
moved along. For this cause their prog-
ress was slow, and it was nearly or quite
noon when they came to a quiet reach in
the river, a placid pond with great trees
overhanging its margins and wide stretch-
es of reeds and bulrushes growing in the
shallows. And on the opposite side of
the pond-like expanse and apparently
grounded among the bulrushes they saw
their canoe. It was bottom side up with
care, and on the wrong side of the river;
also they knew that its lading, if any of
this had survived the runawayv flight,
must be soaked and sodden. But the
triumphant fact remained—the canoe
was found.

ntinued )
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By Jessie

YET
S. Miner

T kvow death was the end of her.

I know

And all that's left of
And vet

that when she died she ceased to he:
Like some rare vase that's

shattered at a blow
it is memory.

This year my bulbs have burst into
A white-winged host of fair narcissus stars.
They never blossomed so for me before—

Only for her.
And yet

I know they are but flowers,

They strive so gladly toward the light,
It is as if the flower-like soul of her

Had bid them be, in

Very tran ‘:lf.‘IlC\'

The symhol of her 1mmorta!11v
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ORT RINCON, relic of the
days of the Conquista-
dores, stands upon a pla-
teau. Itswell-kept parade-
ground, bordered with the
green of lawns, slopes gen-
tly to the brow of a steep bluff, at the foot
of which there stood until recently two
blocks of ramshackle, one-story structures
packed so closely together that each
seemed entirely dependent on its neighbor
for support. This motley assemblage of
shacks formed an apparent connection
with other scattering houses, which, swell-
ing in numbers as they marched north-
ward, finally merged into a great city, so
that Tht‘ settlement at the gates of the fort
appeared as the bob to the tail of a gigan-
tic kite.

This settlement boasted several names,
none of which belied its sinister appear-
ance. Colonel Zeph P. McQuattie, com-
manding at Fort Rincon, always referred
toit as that “roost of buzzards,” and gen-
erally to the accompaniment of luridly de-
scriptive adjectives.

On pay-days the enlisted men, with a
patronizing sense of wealth, alluded to
it as “Old Town,” this being a compre-
hensive term in the West for settlements
composed exclusively of saloons, gam-
bling- houses, and dance-halls, a,ud wherc
dissolute joy is supposed to have full li-
cense.

On the other days of the month the men
of all arms, being bereft of cash, spoke of
it bitterly as ““that there hell hole.”

Sergeant William T. Smith of Battery
B, from the heights gained by fourteen
months of distinct sobriety, spoke of the
settlement often, eloquently and profane-
ly, by its common appellation. Time was
when, as “Wild Bill of the Batt'ry,” he
had been a troublesome although valued
patron of those lurid establishments. But
the chevrons bestowed upon him by a
wise captain had kindled the spark of am-
bition—led him to forego its dubious at-
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tractions and Dbe content in the knowl-
edge that his colonel pointed him out to
visiting officers as a ‘“natural soldier, and
the best gunner in the army, begad !’

Sergeant Smith had entered the army
because of a girl with a wonderful pair of
gray eyes and much common sense who
had formed the opinion that marrying a
man to reform him was a waste of time.
She believed in reform before marriage.
When William declined to go on probation
for a year Mary Ellen h"t(l cried a little
and bade him d(parl William T. Smith
had sought a recruiting office. At the
end of his first term of service Mary Ellen
had betrayed no apparent interest in his
career, so William had re-enlisted. Now
he remained in the army because he liked
the life. Also, the army liked William.
He was as tall and lithe and straight as
that Indian whose name he bore sand-
wiched between William and Smith—a
name used only on pay-days when he
signed the muster-roll as “ William Te-
cumseh Smith.” He was all American.

For months Sergeant Smith had not
been modest in vaunting that the “Buz-
zards’ Roost”’ held no lure for him. But
now had come a pay-day, preceded by
sundry sleepless nights, when he realized
that the nerves of a full-blooded man had
tired of the humdrum of barrack life and
were singing of that desire for strong ex-
citement which recks not of consequences.
Fighting against that devil whose gripping
talons caused his sanded throat to ache
with a pain which knew but one relief,
Sergeant Bill, in the twilight of the day,
sat in an embrasure of the parapet crown-
ing the bluff and told his troubles to
“Billy Brass.”

Now, this confidant, although but an
ancient cannon doing decorative duty,
had long been regarded by the sergeant as
a close-mouthed friend, and it had been
his custom to impart such secret thoughts
as might weigh heavily on him to this
artillery veteran of the Civil War. Inre-
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turn, the sergeant had, to the amusement
of his comrades, spent many an hour off
duty in rejuvenating the old gun with
polish and oils, so that “Billy Brass’’ still
appeared, as the sergeant expressed it,
“fit to make the fight of his life.”

And as the sergeant wrestled his eyes
dwell on the settlement below, now ablaze
with light and echoing with the guffaws of
the enlisted men blending with the shrill
laughter and songs of the women of the
dance-halls. Even the music of the me-
chanical pianos, grinding tunes from sol-
diers’ nickels, floated up to him.

“Look at it, ‘Billy Brass,”" whispered
the weary combatant. “It opens on a
pay-day and for five nights blazes like a
red-hot coal while the enlisted men feed
the fires. The rest of the month it lies
like a rusty, dead cinder because the sol-
diers’ coin is gone.

“Why does it look good to me, ‘Billy
Brass’? If T go down there to-night it
means losing my stripes, and mebbe the
guard-house, for, knowing me as you do,
‘Billy Brass,” it's a cinch I never stop
until my money is gone. And yet, know-
ing this, T want to go. I'm tired of sit-
ting around the post exchange playing
seven-up and drinking soda pop.

“ My blood runs hot, * Billy Brass,” and
I feel just like you would if you was load-
ed to the muzzle and was aching to be
fired but didn’t have no fuse or match to
touch you off. You'd want to bust, the
same as I do.

“Yessir, ‘Billy Brass,” if I had a fuse—
meaning a couple or three drinks, I'd
probably go down there and tear things
up; and if you was loaded, ‘ Billy Brass,’
and touched off, you might, too. Butit's
no good—that business, ‘Billy Brass'—
and mebbe I can beat it if I don’t have a
fuse.”

On the road below the bluff the ser-
geant could hear the tread of many feet.
He could distinguish between the steady
tramp of men going down to “ Old Town™
to spend their money and the faltering
steps of those who had gone down earlier
and now, with empty pockets, were find-
ing an uncertain way to barracks.

One came stumbling out of the gloom
and fell, sobbing with feeble wrath,
against the carriage of “Billy Brass.”
Sergeant Bill forgot his own trouble for

Through the Eyes of Mary Ellen

the moment as he dragged a dishevelled
youth to his feet. “What's the matter,
son?”

“They robbed me and beat me up
down there,” maundered the boy. “They
give me the worst of it, and I've come up
to get a gun, because there ain’t anybody
going to do that and get away with it."”

“Steady now, son. Of course they
robbed you. That's what them guys is
there for. T suppose you bought one of
them dance-hall girls a few drinks, and
learned later you was paying a dollar
apiece for the privilege, eh? Or did they
just short change you at the bar and
make you like it?  Tell me the story, but
make it brief, son. Now, in which partic-
ular trap did the rookie stick his head ?”

“Tt was in Reagan’s place, sergeant,
and, honest, I didn’t have no intention of
taking a drink when I went down; but a
fellow gets lonesome loafing around the
fort on pay-day, when everybody else is in
‘Old Town,” and so, when a couple of
fellows in the infantry, whom I knew back
home, come along, why, I went with them.

“Then it was just as you said. A girl,
she comes up and asks me if I won’t buy
her a beer, and hecause she looked kind of
pitiful like and tired I said I would, and
the first thing I knew I was drinking too.
Then the girl said I ought to have a bottle
of liquor to take to quarters with me, and
I ordered that, and when I came to settle
I put down a five-dollar gold piece, think-
ing the bill will be six bits or a dollar at
the most. But what does the man behind
the bar do? He rings up my five and
says: ‘One dollar more, vou !’

“'T gave you five dollars,’ T says, ‘gim-
me my change.” He laughs and points to
a dinky little notice behind the bar which
reads: ‘Ladies’ drinks one dollar each.’

“‘You've paid for her drinks but not
your own,” he says, and then I called him
a robber. ‘Go into the back room and
see the boss, if you don’t like it,” he tells
me. 1did so, and I'd no sooner got inside
the door than a man jams his arm under
my chin, puts his hand in my pocket, and
takes what money I had left. Then he
hit me and rushes me out a side door into
the alley, and T come up here to get a gun
so as I can clean up that place.”

“Huh, same old stuff,” remarked the
sergeant. “What's your name, boy, and



Through the Eyes of Mary Iillen

how did you come to tale on, for vou cer-
tainly ain't of age?™ -
“Eddie Stevens, that's my name, and 1
enlisted because my sister, the one that's
my guardeen, talked me into it.  She said
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join this outhit and to find her friend Bill
Smith, and that he'd look out for me, bhut
there's a lot of wagon soldiers around this
fort named Bill Smith, and T've been too
busy drilling with the rest of the rookies

*Shoot me, would yuli 7" he stormed. —Pa:

I was getting worthless, hanging around
pool-rooms, and that I had better join the
army, because it had made a man out of
an old friend of hers what had started out
to be a tramp. So Mary Ellen—that’s
my sister—she signed up a paper giving
me permission to enli She told me to

to go 'round and hunt him up. Anvway,
I promised her I wouldn't drink, and this
is my first pay-day, and I've broke my
word and lost my money and—and now
I'm going to get a gun and clean up.”
“And so voure Mary Ellen's kid
brother and you ain't met her friend
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Bill Smith ? " said the sergeant soothingly.
“Well, son, you've met him now, and he's
woing to look alter vou as she expeets,
That means that you ain’t going to gel a
gun and that vou are going to bed. I
there's any cleaning up to do, I'll do it.”

When the sergeant deposited his charge
on the latter’s cot, something slipped with
a gurgle from the boyv's pocket. Ser-
geant Bill's hand closed on a flask from
which the cork had escaped.  The bottle
was half full.  The remainder of its con-
tents was on the bedclothes and the ser-
ceant’s hands.  Anenticing, familiar odor
assailed his nostrils.  He trembled as he

groped for the cork.  “It’s the fuse,” he
muttered.
“Aw, throw it away, sergeant,” qua-

vered a voice from the cot.  “You don't
drink no more, she said, and T won't,
never again.  Toss it out the winder.”

Sergeant Bill straightened up and eved
the boy a full moment. “You mean
that ?” he questioned sternly.

“Sure!”

The bottle hurtled into the night, and
without another word Sergeant Bill
stalked from the room. “TI'll have to
explode without a fuse—on contact—I
guess,” he murmured as he went down
the steps, ““for he's Mary Ellen's brother,
and he's got her eves, but that strong chin
of hers—why, that he ain’t got.”

“Red’ Reagan, at the cash register, had
finished counting the receipts for the day.
His pink, fat face was wrinkled in smiling
creases, for business had been good. Taps
had sounded at the Fort and the soldiers
were gone for the night, save those few
who, lacking a friendly hand to guide
them barrackward, were staggering aim-
lessly about the streets, courting the
guard-house for remaining out after check
roll-call.  The dance-hall girls had dis-
appeared, following the departure of the
last soldier with money enough to buy a
drink. In the back room the bouncer
slept Toudly.

His eves resting gloatingly on the stacks
of gold and silver on the back bar, “Red”
Reagan poured himself a drink from a bot-
tle which, bearing the government stamp,
indicated that its contents, at least, had
not been made overnight for the military
trade. He was raising the glass when the
swinging doors crashed open and Sergeant
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Bill strode in.  The latter’s eyes, sternly
purposelul, swepl over the array of coin
and rested on the bottle,  “ Private stock
for Reagan and prune-juice and fusel-
oil for the soldiers, ch?’’ The sergeant’s
tongue clicked the sneering words.

“Why, if it ain’t Wild Bill!  Welcome,
stranger! " exclaimed the complacent Rea-
gun, pushing over the bottle and a glass.
“Where have you been keeping yoursel{?”

The acrgcdm poured a drink and with
great precision dashed it into Reagan’s
face. “Never mind that stuff,” he
erowled.  “Bring out that big bruiser
that loafs around here beating kids and
helping you rob "em—the tall man of your
hold-up team—the burly robber that
helped vou gather them y ellow stacks to-
day—bring him out or &

“Hi, Ja-ack,” quavered Reagan in ter-
ror and appeal. “Hi, Jack!” A chair
fell over in the back room. The sergeant,
with feline swiftness, changed position,
and as the bouncer, glowering, appeared
in the doorwayv, a heavy fist caught him
under the ear and he dropped limply.

Then the sergeant swung toward the
bar, where “ Red " Reagan held a shaking
pistol.  With one hand he twisted away
the gun and with the other blazoned the
pudgy features with the red finger-marks
of an open-handed blow.

“Shoot me, would yuh?" he stormed.
“Why, you vellow thief, you never had
the nerve! Now, vou listen to me! A
kid up at the Fort got robbed of a month's
pay in this place to-day. When he made
a holler one of your thugs threw him into
the street.  Now, vou gimme that money
or I'm coming across the bar after yvou.”

Reagan blindly laid some gold down.
“We didn’t know the boy was a friend of
vours,” he stammered. “Have a drink,
to show there’s no hard feeling.”

“Yeh,” snapped the sergeant. “You
haven't seen Wild Bill for months and
vou are wishful to collect his back pay.
Want me to drink with vou, and your

heart this moment full of murder! Ain't
you the fine citizen, you "
The houncer, temporarily forgotten,

groaned with returning consciousness, and
the sergeant, startled, turned his head.
“Red"” Reagan, whose right hand had
been nervously clutching a lead billy un-
der the bar for a moment past, struck
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with the energy born of desperation, and
Sergeant Bill Smith crumpled up with his
face on the floor. His assailant slipped
swiftly from behind the barricade and,
joined by a dazed bouncer hungering for
revenge, finished the “ trimmin’,”" as the
latter styled it.

Sergeant Bill Smith was not present at
reveille roll-call and so became a candi-
date for the cuard-house. He was Tound
a little later lyving beside  Billy Brass.”
The condition of his uniform indicated
that he had crawled there on his hands
and knees, but the manner of his entering
the Fort was a mystery. The sentry at
the gate swore that he had not passed
him; but Sergeant Bill was popular with
the men of the garrison.

Hosker, senior major, sitting as sum-
mary court judge, had been disposed to
deal lightly with the offender, not only
because of the latter's record as a soldier,
but because he considered the loss of his
chevrons and the beating he had received
was sufficient punishment. William Te-
cumseh Smith had himself obstructed the
course of mercy. He had determined that
the boy with the eyves of Mary Ellen
should not get into the black book of his
battery commander. Also, he was firmly

Reagan held sway.—Page

resolved that Mary Ellen should never
hear that her young brother had deviated
for an instant from that path which, con-
sistently followed, would, in the opinion
of the young woman, “make o man out
of a tramp.”

S0 he had made no defense, and when
asked why he, a good soldier—a model sol-
dier—should have so demeaned himself,
he had fixed his judge with one baneful
eve, the other being covered by a ban-
dage. " And why not, sir?” he had de-
manded fiercely.  “We live rough, and
we're supposed to die rough when called
upon to do so, and so why, I ask, should
we be expected to sit around and drink
soda pop and play dominoes, heing what
we are?  Talking of ‘good soldiers and
model soldiers,” if there's any of ‘em left
it ain't the fault of the people that gives
us dives like those in the settlement Lo get
sociable in.  I've said my sav.”  Major
Hosker had imposed a sentence of ten
davs in the guard-house without further
comment, .

Sitting on the edge of his bunk in the
guard-house, Bill Smith meditated fiercely
on his personal wrongs and those suffered
by his comrades through the “ Buzzards’
Roost.”  He would have revenge against
all those birds of prev, he told himself.
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“Sounds like a big gun ! exelaimed the major, upsetting the chess-board in a dash for the telephone, —Pag:

The manner of it was not plain, but when
his present troubles were over he would
devise and strike.

To him presently came cheer in the
form of a fellow victim of the “ Buzzards’
Roost,” also doomed to punishment.
“Hosker sure soaked you for that little
speech,” said the latter, “but you made a
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hit with him just the same. I was sittin’
there waitin’ for my case to be called,
when the chaplain, ‘Old Four Eyes,” vou
know, comesin. Hosker up and tells him
what you said, and at the end he says:
‘The man was right, dead right, but,in the
interest of discipline, I couldn't let it pass.’

*“The chaplain, he wipes off his glasses.
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“You bet he was right,” he says, his eyes
snappin’; ‘an’ I tell you, Hosker, that 1
hope the God of Battles, in lookin’ after
his own, hurls a thunderbolt that will
blast the * Buzzards' Roost™ off the lace
of the earth.’

“Hosker, he laughs. ‘It will have (o
be a miracle, then, chaplain,” he says,
‘because they don't have thunder and
lightnin’ in this country. You'd better
wish for a young earthquake, which is an
order more easily filled here.’

“But ‘Old Four Eyes’ don’t smile. ‘A
miracle is what I want, Hosker,” he says,
‘a blazin’, blichtin’, blastin’ miracle—an
earthquake would be too tame,” and with
that he walks off, pickin’ at his collar as
though it was chokin’ him."”

“That would be the proper thing,"” ob-
served Smith dreamily—"a blazing, blast-
ing bolt of lightning.”

Picking up bits of rubbish on the pa-
rade-ground under the eyes of a sullen
guard, as part of a prisoner’s toil, William
Tecumseh Smith, some days later, found
himself in the company of *Billy Brass™
once more. His custodian decreed a rest
the while he stealthily disposed of a ciga-
rette behind a companion to the gun. The
prisoner seized the opportunity to com-
mune with his ancient friend. *They got
me, old timer,”” he murmured, patting the
cannon as he surveyed the settlement;
“they sure got me.” His eyes rested on
the squat building where “Red” Reagan
held sway. Above it loomed the big elec-
tric sign, easy to read even in daytime:
“The Soldiers’ Club.”

A cynical smile wreathed the lips of the
prisoner. “Just as I told the major,” he
muttered. “That’s our club—and a sign
like a battleship’s target | If I could only
throw the muzzle of one of those big fel-
lows up on the point down on that—oh
me, chmy !” He looked at “ Billy Brass™
staring dumbly out over the settlement,
then, with an exclamation of glad surprise,
dropped to his knees at the sun-heated
breech and peered at the sign. “ Whe-ew !
right on the nose, and me a real gunner !
But the ammunition?” He pondered,
frowningly, a moment, then snapped his
fingers in excited delight. “ The old mag-
azine—and it full of the muzzle-loader
shells they used to use—the key hanging
up in the guard-room where anybody can
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get it—and me getling out to-night and
sure to calch guard duty to-morrow, as is
the rule.  Oh, what a chance!”

“Here you, get to work now,” ordered
the sentry, coming from his retreat. Wil-
liam Tecumseh Smith gave “ Billv Brass”
a farewell pat. “Keep that big eve of
yours right where it is now,” he whis-
pered, “and to-morrow night me and yvou
and a nice percussion shell will fix up that
there blightin’, blazin’, blastin’ miracle
the chaplain is wishful for.”

Several times during the remainder of
the day the morose sentry [ound it neces-
sary to order his prisoner to stop whistling.

As he had hopefully anticipated, Wil-
liam Tecumseh Smith was detailed on
guard duty following his release. During
the day he had secretly acquired several
implements which he would require in car-
rying out his plans and had safely and
securely hidden them. Relieved at mid-
night, instead of seeking his bunk for his
allotted four hours’ rest, Smith had quiet-
ly drifted out of the guard-room unno-
ticed by the nodding sergeant. With him
went the key to the old magazine.

Major Hosker and the chaplain, en-
grossed over a chess-board at the Officers’
Club, had ignored the midnight hour.
Fitful but fierce gusts of wind, which tore
at the corners of the building and splat-
tered vagrant rain-drops from an inky
sky against the windows, attested that a
storm which had been raging for twenty-
four hours was releasing its grip sullenly
and slowly.

“Fine weather, this!”" snapped the ma-
jor irritably at the end of his third suc-
cessive defeat. * Might be a regular trop-
ical burst coming up, save that there is
no electrical display. By the way, chap-
lain, it's a regular setting for that thun-
derbolt yvou've been hoping for.”

“T haven't given up hope,” replied the
chaplain serenely, and even as he spoke a
sound as of thunder rattled the windows,
followed by a more distant boom, and a
flickering light splashed the ivory figures
on the chess-hoard for an instant.

“Sounds like a big gun ! exclaimed the
major, upsetting the chess-board in a dash
for the telephone, to call for a report from
the guard-room.

The chaplain strolled to the window
and, as the major fumed over the wires,
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stood peering into the darkness toward
the settlement.

“Colonel McQuattie is off the reser-

vation for the nighl and the sergeant uf
the guard is on his way here to report,”
growled the major, slamming down the
receiver. “You don’t suppose, now,
that

“It was the thunderbolt,” said the
chaplain quietly, “and it struck in its in-
tended place. Look over there!”

The major slapped the chaplain on the
shoulder as he joined him at the window.
“Hah ! the ‘roost’ is burning ! Thunder-
bolt my eye! 1 beg your pardon, chap-
lain, but they don’t have them in this
country, as I've told you. At any rate,
you've got your miracle.”

Ushered by an attendant, a sergeant of
the guard entered and saluted. “I have
to report, sir, that the settlement is on
fire from end to end. Six men have been
detailed to go down, on the chance that
there might belivesindanger. They were
ordered not to risk their own in trying to
save property.”’

“How did it start?” queried Major
Hosker,

* Something of a mystery, sir. It might
have been a bolt of lightning. Private
Parks at No. 1 post—the lower gate—re-
ports that he heard a noise like thunder,
and thesky over the p’rade-ground flashed
up. Then came another noise like a big
explosion down in the settlement, and the
next thing, why, the Soldiers’ Club broke
into flames A

“The Soldiers’ Club!”
major.

“Yes, sir— Red’ Reagan’s place. And
the other buildings being frame, and them
jammed close ‘Logethcr, why, the blaze
-.pre’tds right awav.

‘Any one living in those shacks?"

“No, sir; there’s nobody stays around
there after dark, 'ceptin’ pav-day night
and three or four nights after.”

“Strange, very strange,” muttered the
major. “You may go now, but report
any further details you may gather.”

interjected the

“I suppose, colonel, that we shall be
called upon to investigate the phenomena
of last night which blasted the ‘roost,’”
remarked Major Hosker on meeting the
commanding officer the next morning.
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“And why, sir?” rapped the colonel,
“The city papers attribute it to a bolt of
lightning—something unusual out here—
and the scientists are puzzling their brains
over it. Let ’em! This is no dashed
weather bureau.”

“But it sounded like——"

“Just like thunder, sir. I never heard
a better peal, not even in the Philippines,
where they make it to order. No, sir,
there will be no investigation of mcteor-
ological disturbances at this fort.” It
might have been fancy, but the major
thought his superior’s left eyelid flickered
suspiciously. “The birds of prey won't
nest there again, either,” added the colo-
nel, “for the department has acted on a
suggestion of mine, and if an attempt is
made to rebuild those man-traps, the
gates of Fort Rincon, with its thousand
acres of park, will be closed to the public.
I don’t fancy that the citizens will permit
themselves to be locked out of a show-
place which forms one of the chief attrac-
tions of their city in order that a few ruf-
fians may flourish in iniquity.”

In the evening the chaplain flitted in
and out between the ancient cannon,
peering over the parapet at the foot of
the parade—ground When he reached
“Billy Brass” he halted, for a black
smudge had been transmltted from the
muzzle of that venerable relic to the
handkerchief he held. The chaplain drew
from his pocket a ragged piece of concave
metal. He had found it on the sidewalk
in front of the ruins of Reagan’s place
that morning. It wasapparently the frag-
ment of a sphere, and, although a man of
peace, he knew what it was. The chap-
lain had been with the artillery a long
time. He walked to an embrasure and
gazed for a time at the smouldering ruins
below. Then he extended his hand, as if
in benediction, and something fell tink-
ling down the face of the parapet.

The chaplain replaced his handkerchief
in his pocket. It could be laundered, and
he was a provident man.

Strolling toward his quarters, the chap-
lain halted a soldier who, with studied
nonchalance, was strolling in the direction
of the guns. “ Sergeant Smith, isn't it?”
he inquired with a bland smile.

“Private Smith, sir. T've heen reduced
to the ranks.”
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“Oh, yes. A fight in the ‘Soldiers’
Club,” wasn't it?"

“Yes, sir.”

“You're a gunner, are you not?”

siVies Sir

“T've always understood that one of
the chief duties of a gunner is to keep his
piece clean.”

“Yes, sir.”’

“Then, Smith, I wouldn’t let anything
interfere with my duty. I'd do it at
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once, or—er—at the first favorable op-
portunity.”

“Yes, sir,” whispered Private Smith
with perfect understanding.

“And, by the way, Smith, some one from
your home town was inquiring for you at
headguarters a while ago, and, if I'm not
mistaken, she has found you. Goodnight.”

Turning, William Tecumseh Smith
looked into the glad gray eyes of Mary
Ellen.

AT THE GATE
By Olive Tilford Dargan

It is the month of Spring’s full star;
Now Redwing makes each thicket his
And now the apple blossom is

The oriole’s honey jar.

The road flows down with bend and whirl,
(They take it who to market go,)
Flows, ripples, flies and falls as though

The mountain wore a curl.

The twilight drops great shadows where
They nestle down like giant birds;
And silent worlds with baffled words

Tap at the door of air.

One still field sleeps, brown row to row,
Where yesterday in furrow-house
We laid the corn, ere dog-wood boughs
Should drop their stars of snow.

A bullbat measures downily
His wheeling watch above the wood,
And a Golden owl drifts down a rood
Beyond her chestnut tree.

Yon grim, fir-castled peak that shades
The early stars with swelling gloom,
Will hang with berries, Autumn corme,

And laugh with lowland raids.

That dark ravine where waters sound,
And hemlock trees cloud duskily,
Is neither dread or dark to me,
But sweet as Maying ground;
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Tor there, on moss as soft as fur,
My love and I once lay in dream,
When we had followed up the stream
A belted kingfisher,

11

In grayest dawn he left me here,—
My wagoner for market town!
I saw him in the mist go down,
A phantom charioteer;

And watched until the sun, grown hold,
Built cedar fires on Blackeap spur;
Till, far below, the white mist blur

Shone magically gold;

Then set my face to day's affairs,
Too busy far to know me lone,
And safely, softly, half unknown,

Love moved amid my cares.

When swift, forgetful moments pressed,
Some dear, chance thing, new-seen, would start
A fledgling stir within my heart,—

I knew who kept the nest.

His book by apple basket spread
Gave me his poet while I pared;
Again the bardic gold we shared

As goldenly he read.

My carven spoon, brown wood, inlaid
With whitest hollv,—leaf and bird,—
In dairy bowl the same tune stirred
He sang when it was made.

And dipping water from the spring,
The stone-crop set in mossy cleft
Held up its stars,—his woodland theft,
There for my wondering.

At last a rifling hour I spent
By garden beds with ruthless knife
Where blossom clans were saucy rife,
And as T silent bent

Came thought of how he said “Let be
The valley lilies by the door;
They are the flowers that you wore
The night you came to me.”

I rose, a blush, remembering;
Though he was far and I alone;
And stood as quiet as a stone

With eyes upon my ring.
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Let Fortune bless as Fortune can,
Fame show her face nor hide again,
Still is supreme the white hour when
The woman goes Lo man.

And blithe the way of thorn and furze,
And royal then a rustic part,
If he but bear a singing heart

And all that heart is hers.

IIT

Now every flower is a bride's
In twilight’s hair. O love, come soon!
I can not meet the moon alone,

And all night’s lisping tides.

Soon up, and up, the flowing road

A sound will greet me as I lean,

Of wheels that climb and climb between
The dark wings of the wood;

On, where the stream leaps down in showers,
And bloodroot in the moist dark gleams,
Thick-white, as though the fleet spray dreams

To linger still in flowers;

On, by the “rhododendron stairs,”
Where leaves will touch a cheek for me,
On, till the height has wrestled free
And the blue night unbares.

Then, ah, that panting minute long,

When all our love is in our throats,

And “Nan!” and “Jock!” fall like two notes
Dropped from a bird's first song.

v

O Beauty, most thou lovest Night!
Now dost thou hold her like a mate,
And all the moon-swept mountainsg wait
As altar waits the rite,

Charmeéd as they, beside the gate,

T watch the road that like a curl

Drops flowing down with bend and whirl,
And like a rooted lily wait,
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GOOD ROADS
AND THE NATIONAL GOVERNMENT

HOW TO MAKLE THE MOST OF THE $75,000,000 APPROPRIATION

By Edwin A. Stevens

Commissioner of Public R«

2] THIN the past year Uncle
Al Sam has taken a hand in
the road-building game.
¥4 His coming in has been the
< subject of many dismal
prophecies of the probable
waste of public funds, of shiftlessness—in
a word, of the “pork barrel.” With our
remembrance of useless army-posts and
navy-vards maintained at Congressional
hehest, of the millions spent on so-called
river and harbor improvements and on
unnecessary public buildings, of legisla-
ttve improvidence and of the code of
morals that in Congress justifies the waste
of public money for a member's political
advantage, and, in the constituencies, not
only accepts the loot but applauds and
re-elects the looter, these prophecies can-
not be brushed aside as unreasonable.

Against the undoubted and disgraceful
facts on which these forebodings are
hased, it i3 well to recall some of the work
that Uncle Sam has put through with
credit to himself. The Panama Canal
stands first, but is by no means alone.
Our life-saving, geodetic survey, reclama-
tion, and fish-culture services need no de-
fense nor apology. Their work bears wit-
ness for them.

Which precedent is to rule our national
road work? 'The answer depends on the
people. However much a secretary of
agriculture may want to get results, his
way will be a hard one unless public
opinion is behind him.  If the public will
not tolerate waste, stupidity, and inepti-
tude in their road work, almost any sec-
retary will make good or zoon find a way
into the discard.

It is only fitting, therefore, that, in
these days when federal activity is about
to begin, those features of the problem
that influence results should receive the
fullest and frankest discussion,
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There has been for some time a demand
for federal aid. The outward signs were
seen in the federal-aid road bills that for
some years were regularly presented in
Congress. In the older States of the
East these were at first not given serious
consideration, They were thought to be
“buncombe.” This may have been true
in some cases, but whether the authors
were merely selfishly striving for political
advertisement or earnestly seeking to
make a great forward step in national de-
velopment, they, at least, voiced a popu-
lar demand that grew until it could no
longer be denied.

It is, however, not enough to have
aroused a public demand. The conse-
quent effort must be intelligently directed
to the end in view. This end, the object
of all road building, is to reduce the cost
of transportation. Any such reduction
cannot but have a direct and very imme-
diate bearing on the cost of living. But
little of our national output is not subject
at one time or another to some charge
for highway transportation. This charge
may be indirect, such as the cost of bring-
ing labor, raw materials, and supplies to
the point of production, or a direct charge
for hauling the finished output. The for-
mer is a big factor at all times in agricul-
tural work and to-day in the manufacture
of munitions, Both form part of the
price paid by the consumer. The citizen
of Massachusetts who has contributed
generously to the cost of that State’s
splendid road system is to-day paying for
the cost of bad roads in the unnecessarily
high prices of meat, flour, and cotton nec-
essary for his existence. Bad roads in
Wyoming, Kansas, and Mississippi are
costing him money. To emphasize the
conclusion let me repeat: the matter is one
of general interest, and so forceful has the
realization of this generality become that
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it has found expression in federal aid. To
make the latter effective there not only
must be a continued and lively interest,
but that interest must be an enlightened
one. For this there must be a general
understanding of the enormous task and
of its many difficulties, with an apprecia-
tion of the shortcomings of the methods
heretofore pursued, and a general deter-
mination to secure those best fitted to in-
sure success.

The sums to be devoted to work under
government auspices bulk large, but the
task before us is even larger. The fed-
eral appropriation, $75,000,000 for five
years’ work, is no insignificant sum, vet
to obtain it the States must spend at least
an equal sum. This $150,000,000 is but
a small part of the total foreseeable cost
of road construction in this country.
QOur total road mileage is some two and a
quarter millions. Of this but a small
fraction has been adequately improved.
A considerable mileage will probably not
repay improvement. Take it all in all,
allowing for bridges, for increasing ve-
hicle weights, for the unavoidable re-
construction of roads that have proved
too light for their traffic, for the ever-
growing total of our mileage, and for the
even more rapidly growing cost of work,
we shall be lucky indeed if we can get a
road system suited to our industrial needs
for twelve billions of dollars (a sum about
equal to the present war loans of the
German Empire). Our $150,000,000 is
but one and a quarter per cent (124%) of
this total.

It will probably take us forty years to
build such a system. Assuming, roughly,
that we shall need about 1,600,000 miles
of improved roads of all classes, our av-
erage yearly construction works out at
about 40,000 miles. This would, under
present methods, require a force of about
400,000 laborers. This does not include
those employed in producing broken
stone, cement, afid other road materials,
nor those producing the tools and ma-
chinery used in the work. Under the
labor conditions of to-day such a force
cannot be found, at least not without
greatly increasing labor costs. On New
York State work it is stated that the la-
boring force is to-day but one-third of
that needed. In New Jersey, in spite of

National Government 361
a hitherto unheard-of wage scale, the pro-
portion is but little better. Will the end
of the great war bring any relief? It
seems likely that the loss of men and the
demand for labor to rebuild the destroyed
factories and homes of Europe and to
place the former on a producing footing
will prevent our drawing very largely on
that source of labor supply for years to
come. We are excluding the Asiatics.
The prospect is certainly not without its
uncertainties. Of one thing we may be
assured—there will be no return to ante-
war labor rates for many years, and hence
there is ample scope for the exertion of
our national gift of devising labor-saving
machinery and methods.

But labor will not be our only difficulty.
If the government, after the end of the
first five years, applies $25,000,000 a year
to the work, it would have appropriated
about 8 per cent of the total estimated
cost. How are we to finance the other
g2 per cent? We are but too apt to
think that there is no doubt of the finan-
cial ability of the nation to build its roads
even without federal aid; that we can
afford to pay the bill if we get what we
pay for. There is no doubt that at any
reasonable cost and under reasonably
good management improved roads will
vield a generous return on the money in-
vested in them. We therefore assume
that we are pretty sure to build the roads,
cost what they may, whether Uncle Sam
continues his help or not. In fact, we are
doing this very thing. But let us look
around for an instant before we accept
this view, as indicating a satisfactory plan
for the future. Already, when as a na-
tion our road-building task is but fairly
begun, we hear a warning to our banking
interests to carefully consider the wisdom
of encouraging further increase in the
total of our State, county, and municipal
bonded indebtedness. This total is given
as $4,000,000,000. The warning is based
on the wasteful expenditure of much of
this vast sum. Lenders are now begin-
ning to ask whether they should not take
the same precautions in advancing money
to a public body as they now take in the
case of a private corporation; whether the
safety of their investment does not de-
pend, in some measure, on the wise in-
vestment of the moneys advanced. The



362 Good Roads and the
holder of a fifty-year bond, whose pro-
ceeds were spent on a road which has
worn out and which cannot be rebuilt for
lack of public funds, is beginning to ask
whether he is as safe as if the road were
earning a full return on its cost by fur-
nishing adequate service. His question
is a reasonable one. We cannot count
on raising any large part of our road mon-
evs by long-term bonds, and, unless we
can insure proper use of the proceeds,
this method of financing will have to
be largely abandoned. It must be im-
pressed on the people that a sale of bonds
does not create wealth; that the proceeds
are not income, and that the transaction
is merely spreading the cost of work over
a series of years; in other words, “passing
the buck” to our grandchildren. This
is all very elementary—kindergarten
“stuff,” in fact—but the prevalent ways
of financing roads prove that the lesson is
still to be learned.

We are also approaching the limit in
respect to the amount that can be raised
by taxation for road work. Neither the
amount of bonds that can be sold nor the
possible road charges in the tax levy will
be materially increased unless it is felt
that there will be a fair return. We must
be able to prove this. There is evidently
a serious proposition in finance awaiting
settlement.

Another difficulty arises from our tem-
perament. As a nation we dislike disci-
pline; we each want our say. A man
prominent in national affairs, who has
given the hardest and most thorough
study to road matters, was so obsessed
with the fear of imposing any restraint
on State or local officials, of creating a
so-called “bureaucracy,” that he pro-
posed a plan that would limit the United
States to loaning its credit to the States.
Again, when the present Federal Road
Law was framed, the greater part of the
work was done by a committee of State
Highway Officials. The question of divi-
sion of federal aid was discussed at some
length. There is, of course, no natural
basis for such a division. Any hard and
fast rule will work some inequity. It
was suggested that the division be left to
the discretion of the secretary, but this
was voted down; nor in all probability
could such a proposition have secured a
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majority in Congress. Each State, prob-
ably each State department, wants its
own way, and each has not only a differ-
ent way but a different set of laws. These
differences are rendered more serious by
the fact that neither theory nor practice
in highway engineering has been stand-
ardized so as to make available to any
great extent the digested experience of
the past, as has been the case with other
branches of engineering. Each State and
most of their officials are jealous of their
rights, and will yield little, if anything, to
each other, nor even to the federal gov-
ment, unless they have to. Some of us
need a lesson in discipline.

So much for our difficulties; the list is
by no means complete, but let us now
look how we are handling the job. For
the formulation and the carrying out
of our road-building policies the govern-
ments of our forty-eight States have here-
tofore been solely responsible.  All of this
work has been done under State laws
and through officials who hold office and
whose powers are fixed by legislative en-
actments, Tts transfer to political sub-
divisions does not lessen the responsibility
of the sovereign State.

In many cases the legislatures have es-
tablished State agencies to care for a por-
tion of the work, but in all cases, I be-
lieve, they have turned over the largest
part of their road mileage to counties, or
to minor political subdivisions, or to both;
the former are numbered by the thou-
sands, and the latter by the tens of thou-
sands. There is little centralized con-
trol or uniformity. The legal responsi-
bility for this local work rests usually on
some board. However much the mem-
bers may be interested in road work and
however honest, they are not as a class
accustomed to handling administrative
problems of any importance. Further-
more, their duties must be and are dis-
charged under most trying conditions.
They are generally electéd by the people
and are naturally looking for re-election.
Not only the employment of men, but the
location of work, the time at which it is
done, and its character will all influence
votes. Tradition and custom not only
allow but almost demand the exertion of
such influences to the utmost extent.

Taxes in many States are by law com-
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mutable into road work. *“Working off
taxes’’ has become a byword.  This proh-
lem has worried the famous “Ponts et
Chausées” engineers; it would be mirac-
ulous if an average American township
committee could solve it. Under such
conditions, is it a wonder that favoritism,
shiftlessness, stupidity, and wvacillation
should be characteristics of local road
work? “Public office is a public trust.”
We love that maxim. Tor a large part of
this trusteeship we have provided condi-
tions under which it is not only hard but
practically impossible for the trustees to
faithfully discharge the trust. No court
would allow an ordinary trustee in pri-
vate affairs to continue under such con-
ditions.

As units grow larger there seems 1o be
more appreciation of the needs and of the
importance of road work. Counties usu-
ally have engineers, and county work is
generally done on some plan. There are
counties in which a thorough plan of road
improvement has been worked out before
work was begun, but they are in a woful
minority.

Of the States, some thirty-seven have
State highway departments. The others
will probably organize these agencies, as
the federal act makes this a condition of
the grant of government aid. Many of
these departments, however, are far from
being adequately organized for the work
they should do. The amounts allowed
for their administration and for State road
work are too often ridiculously small; the
powers of the department are limited in
some cases to giving advice; in others, the
fundamental idea or the legislation has
not proven itself fitted to modern condi-
tions. My own State is a case in point:

Our improved road development has
been entirely along the lines of State aid
extended to local communities. In this
exercise of the power of the State, the
greatest regard was at first paid to local
self-government. As the problem in-
creased in size and difficulty, it became
evident that the State must assume more
and more control over the local bodies, in
order to insure the results aimed at.
While municipal bodies and township
committees had the right to improve
roads with or without State aid, the State
Road department became vested with the
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power ol practically stopping countly road
improvement by withholding State aid.
The demand Tor good rouds, however, in-
creased (o a greater extent than the legis-
lature was willing 1o meet in appropria-
tions; it therefore became necessary to
allow the counties, as an allernative, to
build roads entirely on their own means,
and this is the position to-day. The re-
sults have been far from SaLliH]';IL"tt'Jl'}'.

It has been very difficult to secure any
consistent policy ol road improvement.
The question naturally becomes involved
in local campaigns, and pledges are made
on the “stump " which must he redeemed,
if possible, often to the detriment of the
roads.

Some of the counties rushed into con-
struction with only inadequate provision
for financing the first cost, and none at all
as to that of maintenance; the patronage
of road service was handled in many cases
along political lines; the counties have
generally shown themselves unable to
meet the increasingly difficult problem of
maintenance in any thorough and satis-
factory manner; all of which resulted in
waste and loss. This sequence of events
covered about twelve years and coincided
with a State-wide growth of traffic the
like of which the world has never seen out-
side of such of our States as New Jersey,
Connecticut, Rhode Island, and Massa-
chusetts. This growth has been of the
utmost industrial importance. It has
changed methods in manufacturing and
agriculture, and has opened up to settle-
ment large areas heretofore unavailable
for the purpose. The older roads were
not designed to carrv any such loads as
these conditions have produced. As a
consequence many of them have deteri-
orated in condition, repair charges have
increased enormously, and several coun-
ties, overburdened with debt, find it dif-
ficult to provide adequate repair funds.

Vet results in New Jersey have not
been bad, speaking comparatively. We
have, however, outgrown an administra-
tive system largely based on independent
county units without centralized control,
and are now paying for our failure to meet
modern traffic conditions with modern
methods of administration. Our experi-
ence proves that the county is too small a
unit in which to attempt a thorough-
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going and complete road organization.
There is much work of investigation and
analysis for which the county does not
offer a sufficiently wide field, and whose
cost would constitute too high an over-
head charge on the necessarily small vol-
ume of work that can be handled out of
its resources. What is true of New Jer-
sey to-day may not be—nay, is not as
vet—true of most of our other States,
but growth is everywhere enormous. Al-
ready, among others, Towa, California,
Michigan, and Illinois exceed New Jersey
in motor vehicles per thousand of popu-
lation and will soon approach her in vehi-
cles per mile of road. The system of ad-
ministration that would have provided
for our present traffic is the same as one
that will insure success in our more
sparsely settled but fast-growing sister
States. Our conditions to-day will be
theirs at no very distant date,

I believe that all who have had experi-
ence during the last few years in those
of our States in which the development
of highway traffic has been most pro-
nounced, will agree that our shortcomings
are in organization and administration.
These are by far the more difficult fea-
tures of our problem. This, without
doubt, is the opinion of European road
men familiar with our conditions.

The strictly engineering questions will
be settled; engineers have a way of doing
this even without much aid from the pub-
lic. The same, however, is not true of
administration. This must furnish the
conditions under which engineering can
bear its full fruit. Mistakes in choosing
administrative policy are hard of correc-
tion; it is essential that they should be
reduced to a minimum,

Tn ScriBNER'S MAcazINE for February,
1916, I pointed out the reasons that led
me to believe that we must work out our
own methods. Not only our political
conditions and the demands of the public
for road service but also our trafhc and
our wage scale are so different from those
of European countries that their example
and experience cannot be directly applied
to our problem. How are we, then, to
attack our job?

I recall an experience of years ago illus-
trative of our situation. While in charge
of a shop I hired an extra planerman.
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We had on hand a lot of small engine beds
that had to be planed. The old planer-
man, a thorough workman, was doing
them one by one; my new man sat down
on a hench and studied the tool assigned
to him and the pile of engine beds. I
came around again about one hour later,
and he was still sitting down and study-
ing. There was no change when I came
around again about an hour and a half
later. I was on the point of discharging
him, but thought I would let him stay on
till noon. At that time I came back and
found that he had contrived a frame to
hold six beds and was planing them all
at once. By quitting time he was ahead
of our old hand, and the next morning
both were doing their work in the new
way.

It is just such preparatory study that
must be given to our road problem. I
have already said that we are impatient
of discipline, but we are even more so of
delay. We want to see the dirt fly, and
we are apt to make it unpleasant for the
fellow who insists on studving his job be-
fore he lifts the first shovelful.

It will be hard, very hard indeed, to
devote time and money to organization
and preparatory study when the people
in every State are suffering from the
wretched conditions generally prevalent,
and clanroring for better roads, and,
withal, are heavily taxed. Yet, when the
great mileage of roads to be improved, the
immense tonnage moving over them, the
still greater tonnage that will move after
their improvement, the necessarily high
cost both of construction and up-keep, and
the probable cost of mistakes in the origi-
nal design or in the methods of mainte-
nance are considered, almost any amount
that can be spent at this time in prepara-
tory study and in organization seems
trivial. Tt will take us not a few vears
to build our system; we can well afford to
devote a few months to getting ready for
the task.

Itis a hopeful sign that the Secretary of
Agriculture is to-day asking the States to
forecast their work for the whole of the
period covered by the federal appropria-
tion. This request will probably be an-
swered in many cases by the statement
that the State law will not allow any such
arrangement, and this point of order will



Good Roads and the

be well taken. Notwithstanding this, the
only fault with the secretary’s policy is
that it could not be made mandatory, Tt
is a fact that most State laws hamper
foresight. They fail also generally to
provide for concerted team-work.

If there were no interfering State legis-
lation it would be but natural to aim at
the mobilization of all available resources
of the nation in materials, machinery, and
men, into a compact disciplined and cen-
trally controlled force. Could this be
carried out under one controlling head, it
would be an immense but, for a capable
man, by no means a hopeless undertalk-
ing. A rough estimate of the force re-
quired may be of interest. As work is
now usually done, there would be needed,
in addition to the laboring force of 400,000
men already mentioned, from 30,000 to
35,000 foremen, superintendents, and
resident engineers, and about 10,000 in-
strument men, rodmen, axemen, and
draftsmen. There would also be needed
some 150,000 horses, 20,000 rollers, and
4,000 steam-shovels, or their equivalent,
and, in addition, road machines, drags,
scoops, and concrete-mixers galore.  This
force would use something over 53,000,000
cubic yards of road-building material.
This volume would be equal to that of a
dike similar to the Palisades opposite New
York Citv, about 300 miles in length.

Whatever is to be done, however, as to
organization, must be done under the
laws of forty-eight States., Uniformity,
however desirable, will not be possible,
Even were there a willingness to strive for
it, constitutional provisions will interfere.
Many States forbid any public improve-
ment by State agencies. The outlook is
not too hopeful, but it is by no means
hopeless.  While the powers conferred on
the Secretary of Agriculture are by no
means so wide as to allow him to control
all features of road work, he can, under
them, exercise an influence of no small
importance.

There is in all of us an instinctive de-
termination not to be outdone in securing
our proper share of government appro-
priations. Through this instinct much
can be accomplished. - To draw attention
to this possibility, to suggest how we can
take advantage of it, and to urge the ne-
cessity for success of a popular demand
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for such action, is my only warrant for
this article.

There are many details that will and
must form part of the government’s re-
quirements.  These T shall merely men-
tion. Such matters as nomenclature,
scales, sizes of drawings, etc., will stand-
ardize themselves in some way or other:
on others, such as methods of getting
bids, forms of contracts and specifica-
tions, no general agreement as to methods -
will probably be possible. There are,
however, some general principles on which
Unecle Sam can insist as conditions of his
extending aid. T venture to suggest the
following as practicable of enforcement:

1. The formulation by law in each
State of a general road policy and organi-
zation which shall provide for the proper
care of every mile of road in the State,
co-ordinate the activities of the different
agencies in charge of work, definitely lo-
cate the responsibility for road conditions,
and afford the means of enforcing the
proper penalty for failure.

2. The planning of State road systems,
including the location of roads, the char-
acter of work to be done on them, the
order of their improvement, and the prob-
able cost thereof. In no other way cana
comprehensive plan for interstate routes
be laid down by the general government.
It is only too clear that State road plans
laid out at this time can only be tentative.
Traffic will develop along unexpected lines
and plans must be changed to suit condi-
tions. Even in so old and densely popu-
lated a State as New Jersey, the unfore-
seen growth of the munition business
has played havoc with the plans for road
work, but necessary changes can be
made.

The preliminary plans of the Panama
Canal were none the less valuable because
during the period of construction the
growth in ship dimensions made changes
in the design necessary. Such changes
are well-nigh inevitable in any important
work the execution of which will cover a
period of years. The character of the
road must depend on the amount and
character of trathc. What these will be
after improvement cannot be foretold
with our present data, excepting in a hap-
hazard way. That a method based on
ascertainable facts can be devised to re-
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place present neglect of this precaution,
or the guesswork that is not much better
than neglect, is, T believe, indisputable.
For a new line of railroad, the traffic de-
partment reports on probable husiness, ils
data are given the same consideration as
those of the engineering stall, and its pre-
dictions are usually equally trustworthy.
Even if exact prophecy is impossible, ap-
proximate knowledge will he a sufficient
guide. The forecasting of traffic is also
necessary to allow of intelligent decision
as to the order of construction,

He would, indeed, be a bold man who,
remembering the development of the last
ten years, would care to foretell the cost
of work ten years hence. Not only have
unit prices increased, but the amount of
traffic has grown bevond all belief. Fu-
ture increases may involve changes in de-
sign and construction, Unit prices will
depend mainly on the labor supply and
demand, and on our providing conditions
under which it will pay to install labor-
saving machinery. As to the former, T
can see no probability of return to ante-
war wages; as to the latter, the work
must be planned on big lines, such that it
will pay the States or their contractors to
provide the outfit needed to do it in the
most modern and American way. As to
character of roads, let us frankly admit
that past growth has caught our road
authorities unawares and unprepared.
This, T submit, may be excused. Tt will,
however, not be excusable if, with this ex-
perience in mind, the same thing happens
again, and happen it will unless the solu-
tion of the problem is reached in a mod-
ern way.

3. A definite financial scheme should be
required of each State. These must vary,
but they can be formulated in each State.
Their thoroughness must depend on the
planning of the road system; but, even
if costs are roughly approximated, some
financial plan is far better than none. It
must include in its forecasts not only road
construction but the repair, depreciation,
and betterment charges, as well as the
costs of administration. The latter are
sure to be higher, but without this in-
crease thoroughness and economy will be
out of the question.

4. A system of accounting and cost
keeping that will not only be formally
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correct but which will include such sur-
veys of traffic as will allow the unit cost of
the service rendered to be accurately de-
termined. O the great services which
our American engineers have rendered of
late vears, possibly the greatest has been
the weight and importance they have
given to the correct and exact recording
of every item of cost. This is impossible
without accurate and detailed bookkeep-
ing. The exaggerated caricatures of the
application of this principle that we some-
times get from so-called “efficiency ex-
perts” are no argument against its proper
use. As to accounting of this sort, our
highway engineering has differed from
other progressive American work, but
only in the failure to apply the principle,
not in the need thereof.

These four requirements—a policy cov-
ering organization and fixing responsihil-
ity, thorough planning of work, financial
provisions, and accurate accounting—
must be enforced on all road authorities if
the best results are to be secured,  TIts full
enforcement may to-dayv be impossible as
to the minor political subdivisions. It
may take years to produce the necessary

force and to educate the people into de-

manding the thoroughness and foresight
in road work that marks our railroad ser-
vice, but until they are thus educated, the
end will not be fully obtained.

It is here that the participation of
the federal government becomes of value.
It might keep the $75,000,000 it has
voted to spend on roads, if it could other-
wise become the leading factor, the one
which can require others to conform to
its views and ways, and by this insistence
lead the general public to helieve its de-
mands possible and reasonable. The
power of the federal government, prop-
erly exerted, will be worth many times its
$75,000,000; on the other hand, it can, by
lax methods, allow its own cash and that
of the States to go as do the other millions
it has thrown in the past and is vet throw-
ing into the “pork barrel.”

Here let me repeat the assertion of the
importance of holding up the hands of the
secretary on whom devolves this great
responsibility. The published express
sions of the present incumbent of that of-
fice (Review of Reviews, September, 1916),
the instructions and the preliminary
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papers issued by his department, bear ev-
idence of a realization of his task. This
work is not a party measure and must not
be allowed to degenerate into a political
issue. The government has commilted
itself to a policy that, wisely carried into
effect, will vield a priceless return, but
which, ill administered, is fraught with
loss and disgrace. The difficulties are
great; let us not belittle any of them, but
let us recall that the greatest is our own
failure to understand the problem, our
ignorance of its requirements, our assur-
ance that it is the easiest thing in the
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world, and that cach one of us knows
exactly what remedy to apply and how
to apply it.  We must learn that the job
ahcad for the nation, the States, and their
subdivisions is, however we look al it, one
of great cost, of difficulties, political, ad-
ministrative, financial, and engineering,
that will try our wisest statesmen and our
ablest engineers; one that offers special
temptations to the well-meaning meddler
and to the spoilsman, and one that will
recuire, in addition to our best talent,
that backing that can be supplied only
by an enlightened public opinion.

URIEL

[II EsDRAS 4TH]

By Corinne Roosevelt Robinson

TrEN Uriel spake—the great angel, the angel of God—

“Would ve know then the secrets of Yahveh, the rule of his rod?
So, weigh me the weight of the fire, the blast of the wind

That has left in the wake of the tempest no whisper behind;

Or call me the day that has vanished—one hour of the day—
And I will interpret Jehovah, his will and his way!"”

And T answered, “Oh! angel of Yahveh, ve know and I know

That the questions ye ask are a riddle.

The gleam and the glow

Of the flash of the fire are fitful, and cannot be weighed,

And the whirl of the cyclone unmeasured can never be staved,

And the day that is past—could we call it—then Heaven would be here,
But, perchance, we could walk, even blindly, were the pathway more clear!”

Then Uriel answered, “I ask ye of things ye have known.

Ye have sat at the warmth of the fire; the breeze that has blown

Has cooled ye when faint with the summer's long sweep of the sun,
And the day that is past, ye have lived it, although it is done.

If ve cannot discern, though half hidden, the things ye have seen,
Would ye look on the veiled face of Yahveh, his might and his mien?”

And T answered God's angel in sorrow, “'T'were better by far

That we ne’er had been born to the bitter, blind things that we are;
To suffer, and not to know wherefore, to be but the sport

Of Jehovah who reads not the riddle of all he has wrought!”

Then, gently, the angel of Yahveh made answer to me—
“When the flame of the fire has flickered, oh: what do ye see,

The smoke that is left?

Are greater than smoke or than ashes.

Yea, the ashes, but fire and flame

The clouds are the same—

They pass to the earth in the shower, the drops shall remain,
But greater than drops, and unending the rush of the rain.
What has been is but drops and but ashes to the more still 10 be,

For the ways of Jehovah are wondrous.

Wait, mortal, and see!”



IN PRAISE

pqHERE be f](l?ghl.b, says
an ancient writer, “‘ that
{ will fetch the day about
from sun to sun and rock
the tedious year asin a de-
lightful dream.” Thus,
and very much' after this manner, the
charming old prose-poet, amiably garden-
made, continues, page after page, to de-
scribe the “ 1,000 delights” to be found in
the “flowery orchard” of his century—
describes them with an abandon of happi-
ness that suggests the rapture of Saint
Bernard when hymning the New Jeru-
salem !

In fact, barring the equally ancient and
alluring pastime of going a-fishing, no
hobby has a stronger grip on its devotees
than gardening. At four o’clock of a
summer morning Celia Thaxter could be
found at work in her radiant little island
plot, a sister in spirit to old Chaucer when
on his knees in the grass at dawn to watch
a daisy open. And these were not excep-
tional, not extraordinary cases of devo-
tion; they were merely typical exponents
of the true gardener’s passion.

Nor is this tense enthusiasm fleeting.
Not in the least! It is no more transient
than the bibliomaniac’s passion, no more
evanescent than the collector’s zeal, which
only death can quench. It is no sudden,
youthful fervor; indeed, it is rarely found
in youth at the storm-and-stress period,
while it may be observed to be strongest
in those for whom the days of wild en-
thusiasm are over. The bachelor clergy-
man or the quietest of spinsters, for whom
other passion is non-existent, will yet
lavish on their gardens enough devotion
to have won the heart of the most ob-
durate of persons, enough tenderness to
have sufficed for the mothering of a
dozen little ones. A garden is the world
of the recluse, the passion of the lone
man or woman, the diversion of states-
men, the recreation of poets and artists
0 musicians,
who may be overcareful of their hands.
It is the plaything of monarchs, the solace
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of the prisoner; it is also the delight of
little children.

No passion is more democratic than
that of love for a garden. The love of
literature, of art, or of music can, it is
true, occupy mind and heart with equal
completeness, but in all of these the joy
of creation is limited inevitably to the
gifted few. The passion for a garden,
however, and the joy of making one may
exist alike in millionaire and washer-
woman; the day-laborer, returning from
his work, betakes himself to tending his
rose-bush, and so, perhaps, does the bank-
er; learned and illiterate may be alike
in their devotion to their gardens; to
saint and sinner, otherwhere poles apart,
it is common ground; ill-tempered and
serene are one in their tenderness for their
plants. ‘““Oh, I forgot the violets!” ex-
claimed Landor in a shocked tone after
(according to tradition) hurling his man-
servant through the window to the violet
bed below.

Since 50 much enjoyment is to be had
in the cultivation of a bit of ground, itisa
pity that it is ever missed and that the
care of garden and grounds should become
for any one a perfunctory thing. Yetin
suburb after suburb one sees lawn after
lawn whose treatment is wholly perfunc-
tory; they are as ready-made and uniform
as the contractor’s houses, made by the
dozen, that they garnish. These little
yards reflect no more the thought and
personality of the owner than a sample
drawing-room or dining-room or bedroom
fitted up in a department-store radiates
charm and personality. Evidently the
same nurseryman’s agent has been about
and sold to each owner the same small
CVergreens.

Very noteworthy it is, that those to
whom the garden is a source of vivid
pleasure do a part or most of the work of
it themselves. This practice seems to be
a necessary precursor of the happiness.
A garden may make incessant demands on
the time and energy and patience of its
author—demands as exacting and con-
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tinuous as those of a child on its nurse or
mother, and yet, like the child, its very
dependence makes it the more beloved.

For real enjoyment the garden must be
considered as a work of art, not as a
*chore,” and one's plants as friends and
intimates, not employees. A garden on a
husiness basis is another matter. It may
vield a certain amount of pleasure and
satisfaction, but never the joy of a garden
grown just for itself. The plants must
conform to certain standards; definite re-
sults are expected, and failure to attain
these means disappointment and loss.

One may smile at a gypsy kettle filled
with coleus, at a boat marooned with its
cargo of flowering plants in the midst of a
sun-scorched lawn, but none the less these
express a definite creative effort on the
part of the author and are probably the
source of keen pride and enjovment. The
impulse is the same as when the million-
aire drags marble exedra: to an Adiron-
dack lodge and worries a rustic bungalow
with a Florentine well-head—and no more
discreditable.

One of the sweetest characteristics of a
garden—chiefest, I think, of its “1,000
delights”—is that its charm is wholly un-
related to the amount of money spent
upon it. The simplest of little gardens
may have more of this lovely and endear-
ing quality of charm than the most pre-
tentious of estates. For garden art for
the sake of aggrandizement always misses
charm. The display may have cost thou-
sands, but if the purpose is to make as
startling an effect as possible for the
astounding of the visitor or passer-by,
rather than the pleasure and happiness of
the owner, such gardening must always
miss charm. Like the prayer of the Phar-
isee, it “‘has its reward' and is seen of
men. The kingdom of art, no more than
the kingdom of heaven, is entered into
that way.

The garden art for which I hold a brief
is within the reach of every one who loves
the plants enough to place them where
they can grow happily and be in harmony
with the house, the situation, and each
other,

Much has been written about the
beauty of wide stretches of turf, about the
wisdom of massing the shrubbery and
“creating a park-like effect,” which is an
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excellent thing when the grounds are spa-
cious enough to admit of such treatment.
The wide greensward framed in flowering
shrubs and trees is restful, indeed, 1o look
upon and should be a part of every place
blessed with sufficient ground. But the
garden which is loved and labored in and
enjoyed to the utmost is the flower-gurden
—a flower-garden close enough to a man’s
house to he lived in, not one which has for
its purpose the making of an effect from
a distance. A rose is the same whether
grown in a nursery row or trained on a
trellis around one’s window, but the lat-
ter becomes a friend and intimate and is
beloved accordingly, increasingly as the
years go by. It is for this reason, that
they never become really “at home,” that
the so-called ** bedding plants’ are few in
the gardens of real flower-lovers. They
are transients—outside talent brought in
temporarily for display—and so are not
comparable in interest with the little cro-
cus that comes up every year in the grass
and may be loved and looked for.

To most amateurs the real fun of gar-
dening is in the flower-garden, with its in-
cessant claim on one for attention—inces-
sant, as I have said before, as that of a
baby on its nurse or its mother. And
(like the infant) it yields to its admiring
parent ‘‘r,ooo delights,” although less
prejudiced observers may fail to locate
these. The tiniest garden has room for
infinite possibilities and gives room for
endless experimenting—now in the nat-
uralizing of some wild flower, now in the
cultivation of some garden sport. The
sight in a pasture of a squat little apple-
tree, cropped year after year by cows
until it is as much of a shrub and more
than a Japanese quince, suggests that one
might make a hedge of apple-trees. And
how interesting to try! A New Hamp-
ghire artist, Mr. Stephen Parrish, clips his
Spirea Van Houttei, after it has finished
blooming, into as stiff a hedge as English
holly, and it finishes the summer as a
formal background for gorgeously col-
ored phlox. Another artist-gardener has
made house plants of tiny hemlock-trees
and used the common pine for topiary
work. No less a gardener than Robert
Cameron, of the Harvard hotanic garden,
holds the theory—like that which some
of our most advanced psychologists hold
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in respect to human plants—that it is
among the “discards,” those raled as
probably defeclive, and, in the garden,
those weaker plants that are pulled out
when thinning is done 1o give room to
their lustier hrothers—that it is among
these that the genius, the new and rare
sort will be found, and that for the plants
as well as for the human youngsters
these are always worth tending in a se-
cluded garden corner, to see what they
will come to.

Another of the delights of a garden is
that it is as changeful as life itself and as
capable of experiment. In other arts or
crafts what's done is done, One may do
better in the futare, but for the present
work—there it is, and so it must stand.
On the other hand, the peculiar charm of
the garden is that always one may change
it, better it, shift this plant where it will
be happier, separate two whose colors
quarrel, plan some new effect here or
there. To many a gardener there is
nothing more exhilarating than making
changes, planning a new pool, a new
trellis, or steps; there is pure joy in
thinking what one will do next year. Al-
ways thereis the “next year.” In thislies
the garden's long fascination.

In this America of ours we have large
estates a-plenty and some elaborate gar-
dens, but of lovely little gardens we have
sore need. And sore need we have also
for keeping what loveliness we have invio-
late. In every suburb the contractor is

Child

busy wiping out the wild beauty with a
baleful industry and thoroughness which
makes his progress like that of the army
worm or the seventeen-year locust; not a
tree or a bush is left in his path which
might hearten the gardening of some new-
comer; burdock and five-hundred-year
oak-tree fare alike, and instead springs up
his ideal—the checker-board of treeless
streets lined with close-set houses, their
outward form as cxactly alike as the
clothes of asylum orphans. It may be
progress, it may be improvement, and yet’
improvement, as St. Paul says of science,
is often “falsely so called.” In a com-
munity where charming little gardens
were the rule, such activity would at least
be modified in the interest of beauty.

Whoever is keenly interested in civic or
gocial betterment can begin in no better
way than in making his own garden
lovely, for never did any one make a gar-
den without being the better and happier
for it; and one of the sweetest effects of a
garden is that the art is both contagious
and infectious. I doubt if ever any one
made a garden without some other being
tempted to go and do likewise. Long be-
fore the roses have covered his bare fence
or even his bulbs begun to poke their
noses above the chilly earth, some neigh-
bor, who has been watching, is sure to go
a-gardening also.

“I go a-fishing,” said St. Peter, and the
inevitable response is that of Thomas and
Nathaniel: “We also go with thee!”

TO A CHILD
By Carroll Aikins

T crive to thee, as thou
To laughter clingest;

I sing to thee, as thou
To thy heart singest.

Thou, whom the elves make [ree
Of elfin lands—

Child, are they aught to thee,
My clinging hands?

Thou fluttering baby-bird
On fairy wing,

Sweeter thy songs unheard
Than those I sing.

Starry my child alway
Hides from the morrow:
Knows he that age is gray—
Age that is sorrow?
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OMEHOW, it
seems a good deal
like giving away
a secret to tell
vou about Bon-
mets at all. Tt
does a brisk lit-
tle business al-
ready, so does not
need the advertis-
ing; and it cares
not at all for the secker after Bohemia.

Least of all do we want to drop in next

Thursday night and find our pet places
taken. Still, if you are not our kind of

person you will forget all aboutit. If you

are our kind, then you may go and search
in the upper Forties, a little off Lexington.

There will be no carriage-caller, no row
of staring motor-lamps to guide you. But
just after you pass the second entrance, on
the north side, with its long iron-railed
steps, look sharp, and you will make out
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the little sign “BONMETS.” Then go
down two short steps from the sidewalk
and peep over the sash curtains in the lit-
tle door; or, if it is not storming, pop in
at once between its open hands.

On vyour right will be a tall desk, ma-
dame's own, from which a single dark
red rose will bow you a welcome, even if
the warm smile and cheerful * Bonseir”
of madame are abszent elsewhere in her
little kingdom. Count the tables—eight
of them in all.  Six take comiortable care
of four gcuests each, while one at each
side, at the back of the room,—ifable
amourelte,—is reserved for those who come
here, not to dine, but to dream away an
hour. Candles—real ones—with crimson
shades shed the soft glow upon the walls
that changes taking food into dining.
And the deep blue edge on all the china
completes the color plan that gives the
spirit of Bonmets.

But before you have noticed half these
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things you will have fallen into the hands
of Frangois. Tor it is he who will at once
come to meel you, with his smile that be-
gins with a tiny wrinkle at the corners of
his mouth and then, il he knows you for
one of his own, spreads until it covers his
whole beaming face. More plainly than
any words that smile says: “ Ah, yes, it is
a [riend who enters; it is not one of those
others. I make him welcome.”

Watch for that smile and, if you win it,
then know that yvou are free of Bonmets,
and of all that is within those white walls.

When Frangois has led you to a table;
when he has put you in vour chair with
his never to he excelled combination of
servitor and confidential friend; when,
menuin hand, he bends attentively beside
vou; then it is for vou to say: “Tam hun-
gry (or not hungry); what you will, Fran-
gois.””  For it is thus we put ourselves
wholly into his hands, knowing that when
we reverently approach our tiny liqueurs
it will be with that satistied sensation that
this old world is a beautiful one, New
York the best place in it, and ourselves
the leading citizens. So I say to you—
leave it all to Frangois.

He will (]1'—-’1])[)(_:].1‘ behind a swinging
green door, and in an instant his head will
peep out at you again, with perhaps an-
other small gray head beside his.  If this
last happens then vou are blessed in-
deed, for that means that Francois and
Pére Bonmets, who rules supreme in the
kitchen, have really gone to the length of
consulting together upon the vitally im-
portant matter of the tempting of your
palate.

But if T tell you more of Bonmets then
we who like to call it ours will find you
too thick about its sweets for our own
comfort. Go, then, and search for it.
Besides, it was of Frang¢ois’ journey that
I began to talk. That came about in this
wise. Some we saw ourselves, some we
had from the lips of dear, wise old ma-
dame.

For more than a long vear the beloved
France had been at war.  Always we had
discussed the day’s reports with madame,
with Francois, often with both at once.
Together we had felt encouraged at every
advance, had mourned over every set-
back; these last recognized to be but tem-
porary, for we are all ardently of the cause

Journey

of Bonmets. Two we had seen leave the
little place for France and glory. These
were the two younger men who had at-
tended those not favored by Francois—
madame’s own boy, Jean, and a friend.
In their places had come young girls,
Pére Bonmets was too old to go.  Indeed,
he could on some nights, when none but
ourselves were there, be drawn from his
kitchen to tell his tales of a Paris belea-
guererd years ago. Francois himself had
applied, but, to his deep chagrin, had
been rejected. *“Ah, yes—it was the lungs,
monsieur —gue vonlez-vous. She would
not have me, mon pays. It is my hard
luck. Monsicur le médecin he say 1
should go Lo your Arizona—but I—T have
not the money for yvour so expensive rail-
I remain here with monsieur ef

way.
madame.”
We had long thought Francois failing,

had known him growing perceptibly thin-
ner; but what could we, coming in for our
seventy-cent dinner, do more for him than
svmpathize? So it was with the greater
jov that we watched the coming of the
fairy godparents.

It was on a Thursday,
“party night,"” that they came. Four of
“those others” burst into Bonmets from
somewhere outside our part of the city,
led by what we mav call chance, but what
seems in truth the angel of Francois.
Three men and a girl, full of cheer and
good spirits and, from their exclamations
of delight, obviously making their first
visit among us. In that quiet street the
soft purr of a stopped motor had told us,
even before we saw the newcomers, that
they were of those whose path is made
easy by wealth.

Frangois met them just inside the door,
quickly appraised them, and, because I
think he saw what he sought in the face
of the girl, smiled and gave them the
table next to ours. Our ears and eyes
were open, for, as you know already, we
are jealous of Bonmets and of its impres-
siran upon the stranger.

“What a gem of a little place, Aleck!
How did you ever find it?”

This from the girl to the grave-eyed
young man at her left—a doctor, for a
thousand dollars.

“Chap I operated on told me of it.
About the time he began to take an inter-

our regular
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est in food we got to arguing the old
‘where to dine’ question. Shouldn’t have
thought of it to-night, though, if you all
hadn't said you were starved.”

“Well, then, I say thank the Lord my

Faleda

ehi

dency toward a growing waist-line, his
general air of being engaged in the real
business of his life. Tt was casy to fore
see that the pere's little cellar, of which
we knew not much more than rumors,

The warm smile and cheerful *“ Bowsoss " of madame,—Fage 371

appetite is like the poor, if not of them—
¢h, Alan?”

Thus the man opposite the girl, a keen,
lawyer-like person, who gave one the
queer feeling that he, with his sharp, black
eyes, was photographing everything
around him for some mental album.

Meanwhile the fourth member of the
party had entered into an earnest, low-
voiced discussion with Frangois. This
satisfactorily explained his evident ten-

would that night be raided. The appre-
clative “Mais oui, Monsieur, T under-
stand; certainly, I will see to it,” in Fran-
cois’ carefully dropped voice, told us that.
It was evident that these guests, new
though they were, had started well at
Bonmets.

Perhaps it was not all due to the girl,
then, though it was certainly she who had
made the first impression upon the sus-
ceptible little Frenchman. And why not,
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when it was so rare a pleasure {o look at
her?

Her high-held head was properly car-
ried upon honest shoulders.  The long-
lashed blue eves looked from beneath
nicely arched brows directly into the face
of the world, with sympathy, understand-
ing, and liking, but not without a touch
of fire. Only birth and breeding could
have moulded the lines and curves of that
fair face to meet and part without a false
note, without a disappointment, even in
the nose that spoke so plainly of a long,
clean strain.  And we were wholly satis-

fiedd when a small, modelled hand came up
to push back an inquisitive chestnut lock,
peeping down from beneath a big black
hat, with which a Dlue gull was about to
sail away.

It must have felt obliged to

“1tis a friend who enters,

I make him welecome. "' —Page 172
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come down, that lock, to caress a dainty
car, set out just enough to look gener-
LR10 58

Sitting there among the three men,
malking play with her flashing white smile,
her elusive, chuckling little laugh, she
casily met these widely differing spirits,
each upon his own ground. And she
made them wholly hers. Each seemed
visibly to glow as for a second she brought
him to the front only to set him back
upon his shelf at once and take down
another of her puppets.  Yes, after all, it
must have been the girl.

While we were making our several eye
sketches of her the quick, efficient hands
of Francois had led the four through the
hors d'euvres and up to one of the pere’s
wonderful clear soups. Indeed, it was as
he came in with their entrée
that he coughed his first hasti-
Iv stifled cough.

We saw “Aleck” look up
sharply, then turn back to his
dinner. A few moments later,
however, when the discreet
waiter was not so successful,
and when he was seized with
a real paroxysm, the man we
had taken for a doctor proved
it by turning squarely in his
chair and looking at Francois
with a little frown between
his eves.

“How can that be allowed
in a place like this?”’ we heard
him mutter. With a word of
apology he sprang from his
chair and strode up to ma-
dame, sitting at her desk.
There he stood for some time
talking, after waving away
Francois, who had run for-
ward, fearful lest some fault of
his had been made the subject
of complaint.

We could see madame pour-
ing into the man’s ear a volu-
ble French explanation. And
that this was having its effect
we could not doubt, for the
doctor’s expression changed
from the most positive an-
neyance to the livest sym-
pathy and interest. When
presently he returned to the
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table the others beset him with ques-
tions. What was it all about? The four
friends bent their heads together as he
whispered a story, evidently that of I'ran-
cois, for we heard the words:

“And so the poor beggar is stayving on,
just to help out the proprietors. Darned
good pluck, T call it. Ought to be out
at Billy White's this
minute, if I know my
name.”

Of course the story
had been hushed on the
appearance of Francois
from the kitchen, and
he, poor man, wholly
at a loss to understand
either the obvious si-
lence or the neglected
food, looked question-
ingly across at us, his
old friends. We could
tell him not a thing,
though we were as in-
terested as he.

Presently the girl's
voice rose a hit with ex-
citement when the wait-
er was out of the room:

“It must be money,
too. Of course he
couldn’t afford to go
way out there—or to
any lung place, poor !
faithful creature.” ’

Thensheleaned eager-
ly forward, a little hand
laid pleadingly upon
the doctor’s grav sleeve:

“0Oh, Aleck—Tom—
Alan—couldn't vou—couldn't we all—
make up a purse, and send him out to
Billy White's? You could write him,
Aleck, and tell him the man is coming
on my special recommendation. Oh,
please—couldn’t we do that? It would
be, somehow, like doing something for
France; you all know how I love her!
Oh, do! ["  She was already

&
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Come on!
opening a wonderful bag, done in the
Bulgarian colors. “Here's fifty—ffty-
three—and wait—the gold piece! I'm
sure, Aleck, this is the luckiest thing I
could do with it, isn't it? There! ™

For a moment the three men sat look-
ing first at the girl, then at the bills

His head will peep out at you again, with
perhiaps another small gray
head, —Page 372,

Journey

thrown upon the table, one shining coin
on top. Then suddenly three hands were
reaching into three breast pockets and
three wallets appeared like a conjuring
trick.

“Well—let's see”—from the epicure
—“here’'s one-fifty—sixty—seventy
cighty—eighty-five. Leaves me about
enough to get down-
town in the morning, if
vou'll see me home to-
night, Aleck.”

“Hurrah ! cried the
little lady. ‘“Now,
Aleck 2

“H-m-m—Dhest T can
do is ninety; hold on,
though—Tom, T never
knew vou to carry less
than five hundred——"

“Three-seventy is
the exact total,” inter-
rupted our lawyver per-
son.

“Well, let me havea
hundred overnight, old
man—even vour check
isn't good here.”

“Help vourself
here's my ante.”

And thus, before our
dazed eyes the pile
upon the tahble-cloth
grew to upward of
seven hundred dollars!
We gasped.

‘“Madame —ma-
dame!"” called the girl;
and when that comfort-
able person had reached
her side she poured out to her in excited
tones the tale of her plan.

“—So, don't you see, in a year he can
come back to vou, your Francois, and he
far more help to you than ever. Tell him
—oh, do tell him that he must go; I know
he'll say he can’t leave you.”

“Gor?" said madame; “mais certaine-
ment, he shall go—bien entendu. Only—
pardon, mademoiselle—for the moment
—c'est trop fort. It is—what you call—
magic—so much money—and for our bon
Francois.”

Then, as the little waiter came in again,
she went on:

“Eh, mon gar¢on—uois-tu c'que dit

and
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mademoiselle—pour toi—celle folle somme
de monnaiel”

“Comment, madame?
vire.”

Naturally, the stunned man had never
heard of such a tip, and he turned from
one smiling face to the other, looking for
the key to the riddle.

It was the girl who explained it to him,
partly in French, mostly in English, with
a word or two here and there from the
doctor about sanitariums, camps, and
treatments. Gradually they made it clear
to him that here was no joke, but the re-
ward of long and faithful service; inci-
dentally making it clear to us that the
spirit of human sympathy was alive and
working hard in the great pressing, driv-
ing city.

As he began to undersiand the little
Frenchman's effort was pathetic:

' Ah—it is too moch—madame, made-
moiselle—messieurs—je ne sais—but—but
—I cannot i

His protestations were drowned in a
chorus of “You must,” and then the girl
wentl on:

“Madame has put you for to-night at
my orders, Fran¢ois. You are going to-
morrow.”’

Of what use to resist that lovely young
tyrant? Francois, in a flood of protesta-
tions, vows, and blessings, was obliged to
agree to start before another twenty-four
hours had passed; to put himself wholly
into the hands of Billy White, the mys-
terious man of miracles, and not to return
until he was a well man.

Then what rejoicings swept the com-
pany! Peére Bonmets, dragged from his
kitchen to hear all about it, slapped Fran-
cois upon the back, called him “wmon
gars,” and, with a ridiculous broad wink,
told them a half-dozen times that they
would be well rid of “ce vaurien.” And
then he disappeared, to return in a few
moments with two long, slim bottles—oh,
so dusty !

“Ah, mademoizelle, messieurs, it is for
Bonmets a great night. You must all
drink a glass of wine with madame and
me,”’ cried the old veteran, and in a lower
tone he added: “ Something special, mes-
sieurs—for years I have kept it.”

At this madame must needs come over
to our table. Would not we, the old

Ah—c'est pour
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friends, join the new in the little celebra-
tion? We sprang up gladly. Introduc-
tions all around followed. Pere Bon-
mets filled the glasses, and as we stood
about the table the girl raised hers and
cried:

“To France—and Francois!"”

I doubt if there was a dry eye as we
drained that toast. Francois himself was
so moved that the pére fairly had to lead
him to the kitchen to pull himself to-
gether for a moment.

Next, the doctor called loudly for pen
and paper, to “fix it up with Billy"’ then
and there. Meantime the girl and ma-
dame were making the money into a neat
packet, tying it with a bit of red twine,
into which the girl thrust one of the white
roses she was wearing. Letter and money
were placed in Frangois’ shaking hands,
and then at last Alan's “ How about din-
ner?” finally got some attention. Even
s0, there was such a flow of interested ex-
citement, so much chatter, that the pére’s
most wonderful creations were treated
with but casual respect. Little he cared
for that, however, popping in and out,
telling over and over again how thrilled
and pleased he was.

As for madame, she had plunged deep
into the story of her boy Jean at the
front; of course these new friends must
hear all about him too. She gave them
the news she had had from his meagre let-
ters, outlined her proud hopes of the croix
de guerre, and could not, naturally, hide
her fears, never absent for long from her
mind.

“Such a splendid soldier he will make,
my boy. But I-—I would have him here.
Yet it is for France, if he——""

Somehow, there was that in the girl
that made one long to tell her “all about
it.”” In an hour she had us feeling that
she had been for vears one of our inner
circle, so many were the confidences al-
ready given her.

When at length thoughts of home and
bed began to strike us we moved in a
body to the door, where the doctor gave
Francois some last directions for his trip.
Once outside, it was the pére and Francois
who handed mademoiselle into her chariot
with a delicate grace which we, who could
never have learned it, were fain to admire.
Gay good-nights were said, and, as the
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great car began to move slowly up the
street, those of us left upon the sidewalk
broke into a low cheer. This was an-
swered at once by the four as the street-
lamp threw them for a moment into plain
view. And then, after more handshakes
and blessings, we went our several ways,
feeling as if we ourselves were responsible
for that night's fine work.

Next morning’s breakfast seemed
strange without our little Frenchman, but
madame regaled us with an account of his

"—Page 376.

final leave-taking. She told us how he
had insisted upon her accepting twenty-
five dollars, “ pour mon Jean ' ; how he had
embraced them, every one, even to the
small boy who helped in the kitchen, and
how he had patted his black serving coat
when he hung it on its nail, bidding it
await him faithfully, and vowing to return
in six months to wear it again. And his
plans! He was to go first to Buffalo to
see a sister who lived there. (And prob-
ably, we thought, to leave much of his

il
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Ie had embraced them, every ane, even to the

new wealth with her. That would be his
way.) Then on to Arizona, where this so
wonderful Monsieur Billee was to make
him over new.

How bright it made that day to hear
madame’s details, to add them to the
memory of last night’s excitement !

Toward noon two of us were near the
Central Palace. Drawn by the flaunting
banners of the Allies we joined the throng
that poured into and filled the great build-
ing to the straining-point. Past the
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small boy who helped in the kitchen.—Page 377.

booths, the stands, we made our slow
way, pausing now and again to buy some
unconsidered trifle and so add our mite;
rejoicing always in the sight of so many
fellow citizens and in the knowledge of
their purpose in the Bazaar.

What a heart-warming sight about the
“Melting-Pot "'l We stood there, watch-
ing enthusiastic sympathizers throwing in
money, rings, pins—anything of great or
small value, but usually beyond their ap-
parent means to give! “I must do what
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I can to help on the Cause,” seemed the
spirit that pervaded that whole crowding
mass. '

We had been looking on, fascinated, for
some minutes, when my friend cried:

“Surely that is—no, it can’t be—yes, it
is Francois !

He, indeed, it was, though we should
scarcely have known him, dressed thus
for the street and with a flower in his
buttonhole. What was he doing there,
who should even now have been on his
west-bound way?"

Gazing down into the pot, he stoad mo-
tionless, as unobserved we began working
our way through the crowd toward his
side. We had nearly reached him when
we saw his hand thrust into the breast of

a7
his neat black cutaway, saw it come out
again, laden with something, and then
saw him throw into the pot, still tied as
it had heen, stll bearing the Taded white
flower, the packet we knew sowell | And
we  heard him, forgetful of the crowd
about him, c¢ry oul:

“Alcide! Gaston! Jean! Pour vous,
mes braves— pour vous, el pour la France!”

We could not push forward and stop
him.  We coulid not call to him to reclaim
his packet.  We could only stand silent,
as with straight back and with flashing
eve this little recruit whom his Cf)uil[!')-;
had refused to accept pushed his way out
into the air, to march for that same coun-
try—to march back to a worn, shiny
black serving coat.

TH= POINT OF VIEW

NE of the latest of Sir James Barrie's
plays, “A Kiss for Cinderella,”

produced in London last winter,
has been brought out in New York this
winter by Miss Maude Adams; and one of
the earliest of his plays, *“The Professor's
Love-Story,” has rccently been
revived in Great Britain by Mr.
H. B. Irving and in the United
States by Mr. George Arliss.  Written
originally for Sir Henry Irving and acted
for more than a thousand times by the late
E. S. Willard, “The Professor's Love-
Story"” has reappeared without loss of
popularity on either side of the Atlantic.
It is now seen to be perhaps a little thin
in motive, a litile straggling in its con-
struction, but it has the essential qual-
ity—it has the perennial Barrie “charm.”
This quality may not be easy Lo analyze,
but it is never difficult to feel; and since
the gently humorous comedy was acted
by Willard a new generation ol playgoers
has sprung up to find pleasure in the re-
spective impersonations of the guileless
professor by Mr. Arliss and by Mr. Ir-
ving.

Vor. LXI.—40

The guileless professor, unsuspicious and
unsuspecting, entangled in a love-affair all
unwittingly, as blind in fact as the god of
Love was fabled to be, is the cenlral figure
of the humorous complications which make
up the story. How came Barrie to choose
a guileless professor as the hero of a love-
story? Did he evolve this character [rom
his kindly memories of any of his own in-
structors in the distant days when he was an
undergraduate at Edinburgh? Or has the
appealing figure no solid support in actual
ohservation of life, being only the author's
individual wversion of an accepted stage
type? Certainly the playgoer who is
amused by “The Professor’s Love-Story”
and who consults ** An Edinburgh Eleven™
can find in that collection of character
sketches no one which might serve as the
original of the fgure in the play: and if
this playgoer has been a constant play-
goer he can replevin from his playgoing
recollections other professors in other plays
quite as guileless and quite as simple-
minded as the Scotch professor Barrie has
lovingly delineated in his charming com-
cdy.
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And this raises the further question:
Why is it that the professor when he is a
personage in a play is so often represented
as guileless?  In the modern drama of our
lunguage Barrie's unworldly hero can be
companioned by hall a dozen or hall a
score other professors as unworldly as he
is, In fact, it is scarcely too much to say
that constant playgoers, when they dis-
cover from their playbills that the play
they are about to witness contains a char-
acter described as a “Professor” are im-
mediately justified in expecting to behold a
wool-gathering innocent mooning through
life, never knowing where he is at, and
hopelessly ignorant of the state of his own
affections,

These constant playgoers are likely tofind
themselves wondering how a creature wholly
unable to take care of himself ever suc-
ceeded in being appointed to a university
chair. They wonder furthermore how it is
that this pathetic incapable having once
“landed his job' is able to **hold it down.”
And finally the constant playgoers puzzle
themselves in the vain efiort to discover
the special chair which so guileless a pro-
fessor could fill; and they are ultimately
forced to fall back on the only possible pro-
fessorship for so inexpert a being—the one
to which Mark Twain accredits the New
Zealander who once was the cause of a
Blank Day at Yale. Readers of * Follow-
ing the Equator” will remember that this
visitor was a Professor of Theological Engi-
neering.

Now even in New Zealand, a land of
contradictions, no university has yet es-
tablished a chair of Theological Engineer-
ing. How is it that a dear and delightiul
creature, fit only for this impossible pro-
fessorship is to be discovered rambling
through Barrie's love-story and taking a
more or less prominent part in other modern
comedies? It is easier to put this question
than it is to find the answer; and an investi-
gation of earlier drama affords very little
help. In the Italian comedy-of-masks there
was a recognized type of professor, speak-
ing the Bolognese dialect, because Bologna
was the seat of the most famous of Italian
universities.  This professor was frankly a
pedant, and his mouth was crammed with
quotations from the classics; he was a fig-
ure of fun, set up to be laughed at. From
Ttalinn comedy he wandered into English
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comedy and into French comedy, and we
can find him in Shakspere and in Molicre.
But this harsh projection, tinted in the
primary colors, is not even a first cousin to
the gentle and unpedantic figure we find in
Barrie's subtler picce.

HAT gives novelty to the pro-

V V fessor in the modern play is that

he is a pedagogue who is entirely
devoid of pedantry, a teacher whom we
should never suspect of teaching unless we
were told on the programme and by the oth-
er characters that he was by trade
an instructor of youth. He iz de-
scribed as belonging to a profes-
sion which is known to have easily rec-
ognized characteristics and peculiarities—
just as all other professions have; and yet
he appears before us on the stage entirely
devoid of the accredited characteristics of
his calling. He stands forth as a professor
who never practises the art of professing.
Now this is never the method emploved by
the modern dramatist when he summons
before us the members of the other pro-
fessions.

On the stage the clergyman not only
wears the cloth in one form or another, he
is not only costumed for the part, he is also
made to speak and to act as a minister of
the gospel. He may be caricatured but he
is not self-contradicted, whether he is one
of the bland little curates who meander in
and out of a multitude of mild British
comediettas or whether he is one of the
four vigorously drawn and boldly contrasted
bishops whom Mr. Henry Arthur Jones ina
recent comedy set over against four equally
vigorously drawn and boldly contrasted
actor-managers. Humble or lofty, curate
or bishop. the clergyman appears in modern
comedy as a clergyman; and it is as a
clergyman that he functions, That heisa
clergyman is his excuse for being; and he is
never expected to lay aside his cloth to
stand forth merely as a guileless and un-
worldly man.

The lawyer and the judge are also ex-
pected to abound in their own sense and to
reveal the bent of their litigious profession.
They also may be caricatured, as in the
rascally attorney who is the pettifogging
agent of the absentee landlord in Bouci-
cault’s Irish plays or as the pert and perky

Other Professions
in Other Plays
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Lawyer Marks in the theatrical perversion
of “Uncle Tom's Cabin.”” Or they may be
accredited with all the acumen popularly
believed to be the portion of the leaders of
the bar, as in the brilliant Queen’s Coun-
sel in Mr. Jones's play who unexpectedly
finds himself forced to break down Mrs.
Dane's Defence. In so far as the lawyer
is introduced into modern drama, it is as a
lawyer that he is called upon to act. He
may be compelled to justify by his con-
temptible deeds the worst opinion which the
ignorant hold or he may be allowed to re-
veal the noblest qualities of the man who
seeks the truth only and who does his best
to serve justice; but whether he is villain or
hero, he is a lawyer, first, last, and all the
time.

And so it is also with the physician. If
he strays on the stage, where he is far less
frequent than either the lawyer or the min-
ister, he is sent for professionally. He is
bidden for a purpose; he is there to cure
or to operate or to declare that the case is
hopeless. He may be the guardian angel,
but it is as a medical man that his wings
sprout and that he is seen soaring aloft. He
may be a demon of selfishness, but he is
ever and always represented as a physician,
whether general practitioner or specialist.
Even when he is held up to scorn, as he
was by Moliere more than two centuries
ago or as he has been more recently by the
lively humorist whom a French critic has
rashly hailed as the ‘“Irish Moliére” the
doctor, whatever his dilemma may be, is a
doctor to the bitter end.

Clergyman, lawyer, physician, each and
all of them, play their parts in modern
plays panoplied with their professional skill.
Only the teacher, the professor, is repre-
sented as bereft of a profession, unrelated
toit, unsustained by it—remote, unfriended,
solitary, slow. Only the professor is put
into a love-story on the stage so that he
may show himsell as laughable as he is
harmless. In the phrase of Artemus Ward,
we may well ask ourselves: “Why is this
thus?” And perhaps we Americans may
feel ourselves entitled to wonder at this
strange fancy of the playwright to represent
the professor as a guileless innocent in-
capable of taking care of himsell and un-
able to see whal is going on around him;
—we Americans may wonder at this more
than other folk, because we cannot help

knowing that the man who is now President
of the United States was once, and not so
long ago, a professor and that the man who
was last the President of the United States
is now a professor.

I' was with real consternation that the
l present writer read the extremely in-

teresting and logical article in * The
Point of View,”" entitled “*Parsing ‘Para-
dise.! " )

The statement that grammar and poetry
never did go hand in hand, and
never will, and that the practice
of illustrating sentence-structure
by exquisite quotation is hoth unscientific
and unasthetic and that, further, it is pro-
foundly unethical, ought to be overwhelm-
ingly convincing, from the pen of so reason-
able and ready a writer. And doubtless the
dictum should be accepted also that no
school-child will ever unconsciously imbibe
a love of noble lines by gulping them down
as syntax.

It is not safe to forecast the future. Per-
haps no school-child ever will, but once
upon a time the school-child whom the
writer knew better than any other did find
that her path to Paradise largely lay in
the suggestions that came to her through
the exercises for parsing that bestrewed the
pages of her much-worn book of English
grammar,

It gives her a slight shudder to think that
maybe she was an abnormal child! But the
remembrance of torn and bedraggled frocks
and of sticky fingers surreptitiously licked,
which seem to indicate a natural childhood,
gives her courage to believe that there have
been others—quite human children—who
actually have enjoyed the study of gram-
mar, because of the brightness shed upon its
pages by the unscientific, un@sthetic, and
unethical radiance of the passages from
poems which were to be analyzed and
parsed !

Verily, to recite three times over to one's
self (in order to make sure that it would go
off spontaneously at the critical moment
when it might be of practical service in
class), ' ' Eden’ is a proper noun, third per-
son, singular number, neuter gender, and ob-
jective case, after the preposition through,
according to Rule XVI,” in no wise dimmed
the vision for one youthful student, nor

Grace and
Grammar
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hindered her from wondering why they
(whoever they werel)

“with wandering steps and slow,
Through Eden took their solitary way."”

In fact, the beauty of the lines so affected
her that she actually waded through pages
of “Paradise Lost ™ alittle later, in order to
re-cxperience the thrill that had accom-
panied the reading of them when she had
had to parse " way ™ and “ solitary ™ and
" Eden.”

What might have happened if we of that
well-remembered  class in grammar had
been required to work our way through the
whole of “ Paradise Lost ™ is not certain, but
it is certain that the slight inconvenience
caused by having to parse the nouns and ad-
jectives and verhs “ to be,” in the short quo-
tations from the world’s great literature
which were offered for our dissection, could
in no appreciable measure allay the joyous
spirit in which we read the lines that en-
abled us to see visions and dream dreams,
and to feel the first conscious response to
rhythm,

I opened a thoroughly modern and scien-
tific and ethical grammar the other day, to
the page devoted to illusirations of the
case of address. ** William, please open the
door,” I read.

There is no reason to doubt that that is a
scientific and ethical request, and it surely
is couched in irreproachable English, but
how about

“Milton, thou shouldst be living at this hour” 7

We could have recited the rule for the
case of address and have given its applica-
tion in either instance, but even the most
sluggish brain cells could hardly help re-
sponding, in some slight measure, to that ar-
resting call to the great poet, while the Wil-
liams who are requested to shut the doors
in our grammars are so numerous and so
commonplace as to be hardly worth the
breath it takes to parse them.

There is no contention, 1 am aware, that
the youth of our day should not be intro-
duced to Milton and Wordsworth in due
season and with seemly conventionalities,
but I am sorry for the youngsters who have
to wail for the years when they may really
study poetry as such before they can get
even a whiff of the feast that is before them,
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and to whom the book of grammar, unil-
lumed by any such gleams ol radiance as
streamed across the pages of ours of an car-
lier day, must be a dark means of discipline
indeed!

The smell of printer’s ink still recalls at
times the delight that was awakened by a
brand-new advanced grammar which was
placed in my hands, and upon the pages of
which, as I glanced them through, I read
(among the exercises that were Lo be parsed,
forsooth}):

“1 lave the old melodious lays
Which softly melt the ages through,”
and
“The gray sea and the long black land,
And the yellow half-moon large and low.”
and
“T held it truth, with him who sings
To one clear harp in divers tones,

That men may rise on stepping stones
Of their dead selves to higher things.”

What if we did have to remember that
“which” is a relative pronoun referring to
“lays” for its antecedent—the music of
those lines kept singing in our brains; and
though “gray” and “black” were adjec-
tivez in the positive degree, that wonderful
marine picture was hung forever on the
walls of our memories; and though truth, in
the stanza, held some occult relation to the
rest of the sentence, there was a sentiment
in those lines that stirred our blood.

The statement is doubtless true that any
good teacher could find enough examples on
an average editorial page to equip any pupil
with an unerring precision in regard to the
parts of speech, but I must take exception
to the clause in the article to which I refer:
“But to grammar its place and to poetry
its place in the classroom as in life.”

I want my poetry with my grammar all
the way along. I want a view from the
kitchen window by which I wash my break-
fast dishes, and I would rather have my
children parse the words in

“Breathes there a man with soul so dead
Who never to himsell hath said,
*This is my own, my native land [ "

than in the sentence: “ The United States
is bounded on the south by Mexico.”

By all means let us march to the music of
the spheres, even along the dusty high-
ways !
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Writing-talle.

Louis XIV—=Ferency period,

SOME MISCONCEFTIONS REGARDING
FRENCH DECORATIVE ART OF THE
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY
ASOME\VHAT strange though com-

mon impression held by many in re-

gard to French decorative art is that
under each succeeding monarch a new fash-
ion in furniture and decoration was sud-
denly invented. This idea is due to the
prevailing habit of affixing the name of a
certain king to furniture displaying those
lines and motives which are generally sup-
posed to be peculiar to the epoch in ques-
tion. Thus everything rococo becomes
“Louis-Quinze,” while all pieces which have
been designed on straight lines are at once
labelled “Louis-Seize.”” Nothing could be
further from the truth, however, and these
very comprehensible errors give one a to-
tally false idea of the dates which coincide
with the development, culmination, and de-
cadence of French furniture and decora-
tion during the course of the eighteenth
century.,

In the case of the art of Louis XIV the
use of that monarch’s name to designate a
very clearly discernible style is far more ac-
curate than in describing those belonging to
the succeeding reigns, for it is an undoubted
fact that that sovereign’s personality dom-

Vor. LXI.—41

inated even the art of his time, and it is
quite permissible and accurate to designate
as such all the furniture made from the be-
ginning of the middle period of his reign
until some eight or ten years before his
death. This uniformity iz of course due
to the fact that at that time there was a
very strict state intervention in art mat-
ters and that the establishment of the
“Manufacture Royale des Meubles de la
Couronne”” imprinted on its productions a
distinctiveness which resulted in a sense of
remarkable unity in all the decorative art of
the epoch.

Concerning this period, however, there iz
to be noted one very wide-spread mistake.
This is the popular belief that at the death
of the “Roi-Soleil ™ the art of France under-
went a sudden change and, freed from those
restrictions which had likewise imposed
rules of the strictest etiquette on society,
plunged suddenly into a veritable orgy of
riotous forms. In the case of the so-called
“Style Regence' this last was practically
entirely developed before the disappear-
ance of Louis NIV, which fact quite does
away with the somewhat absurd theory
that French decorative art by its great ex-
uberance denoted at once that feeling of
relief with which the court and society are

333
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supposcd to have greeted the end of the

ancion régime.
It would be of course extremely difficult
the

L0 ascertain exact dates in owhich a

The TField of Art

surdity to imagine that with the accession
of 2 new king or with the advent of an em-
peror the art of France, or indeed of any
other country, could immediately undergo
a practically complete
transformation, and that,
with, as we have seen, the
exception of Louis XIV,
the Trench rulers could so
strongly have impressed
their own personal taste,
whatever that might have
been, so completely on
their subjects as to rev-
olutionize the art of
their country. The evo-
|| lution of French decora-
tive furniture from the
middle of the seventeenth
century until the end of
the following one is, on

Console

Style of the latter hall of the reign of Totis X1V,

movement in the evolution of forms gave
rise to a difference in contour, but it is safe
to place the renewed interest in classicism
at that date when the excavations of Hercu-
laneum first began seriously to

=l the contrary, a distinctly
slow and logical evolu-
tion, naturally somewhat
influenced as to details by
passing events or dis-
coveries, but developing nevertheless in a
progression entirely harmonious and ex-
pected.  Even the somewhat short-lived but
greatly appreciated rococo peried never in

arrest public attention, namely, in
the year 1748. This marks the im-
petus, during the reign of Louis
NV, which aided the perfecting of
that style which we are accustomed
{o call that of *' Louis-Seize,”” and
it is equally safe to assert that by
the year 1765 its forms had been
fully mastered and the style had
reached its highest point of perfec-
tion. By this date the decorative
arts, following the lead of the archi-
tecture of the time, had once more
returned to the principles of Vitru-
vius, principles which were applied
in the making of furniture as well
as in the building of houses.

Thus it will be seen that French
styles of the eighteenth century
should merely be described as
forming two classes, that belong-
ing to the first half of the century and that
which flourished and finally became deca-
dent during the latter half.

It is also clear that it is an obvious ab-

Writing-table with sliding top.

By Riesener, dated 1766. Epoch of Lauis XV,

any way undermined the march of classi-
cism, which, having begun in the first days of
the French Renaissance, reached its apo-
theosis during the reign of Louis XV.
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It must be admitted, however, even in the
face of the above [acts, that the habit of de-
scribing styles in interior decoration by
using the name of a certain ruler is an
extremely convenient
method of classification
and one which is bound
to contain some amount
of truth. It has as well
become a recognized
method, which is used by
many authorities, and
one which, erroneous as
it may be, and particu-
larly so in the case of the
eighteenth century,
would be found diffi-
cult to replace by some
more accurate denomina-
tion,

It would be an inter-
esting question, though

Art
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epoch in reality belongs to carlier

ane.

an

Even a cursory examination reveals the
significant fact that the applied or super-

one attended by many
difficulties, to ascertain
how many ‘ébénistes”
and decorators (in the
latter case invariably architects as well)
continue through the years r715-1700 to
design during one recign in a style ex-
actly similar to that which had prevailed

Large marquetry commode ornamented with gilt-bronze

Perivd of the Regency.

ficial ornament used on furniture was, at a
given moment, invariably a herald of struc-
tural tendencies to come.  The bronzes on
the commaodes of Cressent, the numerous

designs for various details  per-

Mahogany commode.

First half of the epoch of Louis XV,

in a former one, and also to observe how,
as is evident in numerous cases, a piece
of furniture which may exhibit all the
characteristics supposed to denote a later

taining to objects of domestic use
by Cafhieri, as well as the treat-
ment of interiors by Oppenordt
in the last year of Louis NIV,
are as fantastic and extravagant
almost as the later chairs and
tables of Meissonier themselves
became.  And, in this same peri-
od, it will be found that the
most overdecorated and turbulent
commodes of Cressent date, not
from the years when the Regent
was actually in power, but from
the time when the serious Main-
tenon still gave the “ton” to the
court of France. Already the
Palladian-Rococo compromise,
which marked the decoration of
the middle period of the reign,
had grown into the freer ara-
besques and curves which, some-
what later, becoming practically indepen-
dent of an underlying order of construction,
as formerly understood, developed into the
intricate, fascinating, and illogical “style
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rocaille.”  Although this last fushion was
greatly apprecinted during the Regency, it
was only natural that many forms which
had obtained during the preceding reign
still remained in faver, and this is to be
particularly no-

The TField of Art

scems, without the slightest comprehension
of the meaning of this word, and it was
only after socicty had expanded into all
the brilliancy of a carcfully deliberate dis-
play that a natural reaction took place and,

tired of a fatigu-

ticed in the case
of the writing-
tables or bureaux
which continucd

= ing splendor, it
looked toward
new retreals in an
awakened wvision

to he designed in of things. It at
almost precisely last realized the
the same manner charm of inti-
as under Louis macy. Through-
NIV. The most out the greater
usual form of part of the seven-

bronze decoration
in this case was
the use of human
heads supporting
the four corners
on the table-top,
the shoulders
emerging from a
rococo motif, a
treatment distine-

tive of Louis N1V

teenth century
France had wit-
nessed a series of
theatrical tab-
leaux, most per-
fectly arranged,
and most of the
civilized world
had acted as audi-
ence to the care-

decoration in its
later period and
equally popular
during the Regen-
cy, but which fell into disfavor shortly after
Louis XV had assumed the reins of govern-
ment.

We have said that at the death of the
creator of Versailles France did not, in
breathing a sigh of relicf, at once change the
aspect of her salons and bedrooms, that a
change in the ideas of men did not become
suddenly apparent and reflected in the ap-
pearance of the inanimate objects within
their houses. There was one factor, how-
ever, which had been slowly developing,
which gradually showed itself in the interior
surroundings of those who constituted
French society. This was the desire for
privacy, the herctolore uncomprehended
charm of intimacy.

Tor centuries the world had progressed, it

Made about 1755,

Gilt console,

fully thought-out
entries and exits
of its privileged
personages. Even
the throes of love
and its attendant desires and passions seem
to have been regulated for the benefit of an
admiring populace, and the most customary
actions of every-day life had perforce to be
performed with noble gestures and pompous
amplitude.

So as not ta be dwarfed by the splendid
decorations of their surroundings, by the
gods and goddesses who had found a last
Olympus upon the walls and ceilings of
French palaces and chateaux, the perhaps
less human inhabitants of these sumptuous
abodes decked themselves out with the at-
tributes of semi-divinity and walked through
life and into death with much more de-
liberate staginess than was visible in their
painted, transplanted deities,

Hexry Coreman Mavy,

Epoch of Louls XV,




THE PROBLEM

OF OUR GOLD

IMPORTATIONS

BY

HEN the extravagant speculation
for the rise—which had prevailed
last autumn on almost every stock mar-
ket and commodity market of the coun-
tryv—was suddenly halted, and was re-
placed in the closing weeks of the year
by a series of extremely violent declines,
there were at least four explanations
offered. Germany’s sudden appeal for
peace was the explanation most in vogue.
Its reminder to the markets, that reliance
on indefinite continuance of ** war profits
was precarious, had undoubtedly much to
do with the change of attitude. The Fed-
eral Reserve Board's much-misunderstood
remarks about loans to Europe—whose
warning was directed, though too obscure-
lv, toone or two minor operations in which
circumstances were peculiar, and not to
the more important loans to the power-
ful Allies—may have had its influence.
But long before either of these occur-
rences, American bank reserves, on whose
plethoric condition the speculative mar-
kets had relied for indefinite supplies of
credit, were rapidly and heavily reduced.
On December 2, the amount

Ié:;l]‘l-‘“d of cash reserve, held by the
Reserves INew York banks in excess of

the required percentage to de-
posits, was reported as only $471,000,000.
It contrasted with $r125,000,000 barely
three months before and with $2:24,000,000
in the autumn of 1g9r5. This December
surplus was by far the smallest reported
at any time since our markets emerged
from the “war panic" of 1914. As are-
sult, the Wall Street rate for loans repay-
able on demand (the form in which Stock
Exchange borrowings are largely placed)
rose on December 4 to 135 per cent, a rate
not only nearly double the highest previ-
ous figure of war time, but actually above
any Wall Street rate since November,
1912, when the Balkan war began.

ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

Financial Editor of the New ¥y

ik Kz

o Post

This action of the money market, it
will be observed, involved not only a fun-
damental influence on the speculative
markets, but it introduced wholly new
considerations. However much the Stock
Iixchange may have been taken off its
guard by the German peace proposal of
December 12, the certainty of eventual
termination of the war and the possibility
of its early termination had never been
dl)scnt [rom T.ht' financial mind. But

“tight money” and heavily depleted
bank reserves had been possibilities so
remote as hardly to engage attention.

YET this phase of the situation passed
as suddenly as it had arrived. Three
weeks of the new vear had not elapsed
before New York's surplus bank reserve
had once more risen above $z200,000,000;
that excess being larger than any in 1916,
and having been itself qurpaqserl in only
four weeks (all during 1915) in the whole
of our banking history.

Never before had any such violent al-
ternation occurred in the New York bank
position as the decrease in surplus re-
serves, from $124,000,000 on November
4 to 841,000,000 on December 2, and their
subsequent increase to $202,- )
400,000 O January zo. Tight

s i Mone
I'here was scarcely more than Soon ¥
half aswide a swing, evenwhen Passes

our people hid away upward

of $200,000,000 cash in the panic of 1907,
and then threw it back into bank at the
moment when Europe was sending gold to
relieve the situation.  There had been no
“panic’ in the autumm of 19165 yet the
actual reserve money in the New York
bank wvaults decreased $56,000,000 he-
tween the November and December dates,
increasing $176,000,000 in the next seven
weeks. To many even of our experienced
ohservers, the thing was a mystery., Yet

397
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the general principles which dominated
the movement can be easily stated.

] T is true that during the first eleven
months of 1gro—the period of decreas-
ing New York reserves—iniport of gold by
the United States had reached the enor-
mous sum of $527,000,000.  Ilisalso true

that during 1915 the New
What York banks retained a large
E’haeusﬁ;%m part of these gold ElT'l'i\'iJ.]h'.
Changes ' But in 1916 came the im-

menselyv rapid industrial ex-
pansion of the Middle States, the West,
and the South. Such expansion has al-
wavs, even in ordinary times, drawn
actual money in great amounts from
Eastern institutions, That would hap-
pen for three reasons. Active interior
trade means rapidly expanding interior
bank loans, with larger cash reserves in
bank a consequent necessity. Such ac-
tive trade calls also for very much larger
sums of actual cash for hand-to-hand cir-
culation, to provide for the daily pur-
chases of prosperous communities and for
the increased weeklv or monthly pay-rolls.

If, in addition, as was notably the case
last vear, prices of merchandise rise to
a much higher level, then a proportion-
ately greater amount of credit (and there-
fore of local bank reserves) is required to
conduct a business. New York being the
banking centre of the nation, where in-
land banks keep large balances of their
own continually on (l&']JLMt it is from
New York that the cash for all these pur-
poses is drawn. Tt was drawn all the
more easily, during 1916, because the
grain and manufactures sold in such
cuantity to Europe were in the main
produced by inland communities, were
largelyv paid for from the proceeds of Eu-
ropean government loans floated in East-
ern cities, and therefore gave to the West-
ern markets an exceptionally large New
York credit on which to draw.

The reasons why the decrease in New
York bank reserves was so particularly
heavy in November were, first, that de-
mands on interior bank resources for the
“holiday trade” are always the largest of
the vyear, and, second, that gold ship-
ments to New York, on English account,
had slackened. The reasons why the
subsecuent increase in reserves progressed
so rapidly were, first, that England sent

The Financial World

to our ports through Canada, during De-
cember, $157,000,000 aold—by far the
largest lIl]]}l.Jl‘ldL]UH of any month on
record—and, second, that with December
ended and trade activity relaxing, West-
ern banks began to pour back their re-
serve money to New York.,

THE incident, taken as a whole, throws
a somewhat confusing light on the
much-discussed question of what the mar-
kets call the “incoming flood of gold.”
That movement has certainly been re-
markable enough to disturb The Flood
the financial brain. During &c oy
the two vears since the flow of

Luropean gold to our markets began, at
the end of 1g14, receipts of the precious
metal at American ports reached the pro-
digious sum of $1,138,000,000. In 1915
we imported $452,000,000 gold; in 1916,
$686,000,000. Even the moderate offset
of some $160,000,000, sent by us to South
American and other markets in the period,
was counterbalanced hy the two-year
production of $200,000,000 new gold from
American mines.

The result of this movement, as shown
by the government reports, was to in-
crease the stock of gold in the United
States by $1,030,000,000 between the end
of 1914 and the end of 1g16. What these
additions meant to the country’s money
supply may be judged from the fact that
the largest gains in that supply during any
previous two-vear periods were the $205,-
ooo,000 increase of 187¢ and 1880, when
resumption of specie pavments drew back
great sums of gold which the country had
previously lost to Europe, and the $246,-
000,000 of 19035 and 1go6, when we were
borrowing heavily in Europe to support at
home an enormous trade and speculation.
Even if all kinds of currency are included,
the increase in our total money supply,
since 1914, has been three times as great
as in any former period of equal length.

OTHING exactly like this episode has
ever before occurred in the economic
history of the world., There

is precedent enough, to be No Prec-
for larg edent in

sure, for large export of gold g -0

by a nation at war, especially History

when its currency had become
depreciated. The United States sent
$220,000,000 in gold to Europe during the
three-vear period from the middle of

(Continued on page s¢, following)
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SATISFACTION?

» 1" 1s difficult, not
to say impos-
sible, to con-
vey to one
who has not
yet experi-
enced 1t, the
feeling that comes from and is in-
spired by a long continued use of
the Pierce- Arrow Car. This feeling
is a compound of many emotions
whose range is wide and whose con-
stituents are varied. Our language,
rich though 1t be, does not seem to
offer at first quest an adjective
sufficiently specific, while at the
same time sufficiently comprehen-

sive, to put in front of that word
“feeling,” and thus forever charac-
terize each one of all the thousands

of men and women who are today
driving, or being driven in, Pierce-
Arrow Cars. Not in every case in
new Pierce-Arrows — particularly
not in every case in new Pierce-
Arrows, because that feeling toward
the
trying to express with one word
is a feeling that deepens in that
very quality which we are at such
a loss to describe, in proportion
with the length of time in which

Pierce-Arrow which we are

the Pierce-Arrow has been used.
This feeling 1s deepened by some
such delicate system as that by
which a diamond increases
value in geometrical ratio to its

in
increase of weight. Asa diamond
of two karats 1s measured at some-
thing more than twice the worth



of a diamond of one karat, so the
feeling of that Pierce-Arrow dev-
otee who has enjoyed his Prerce-
Arrow for four years is more than
twice as intense as that of one who
has known that feeling for only
two years.

But while we can thus so closely
approximate the intensity of the
feeling, we do not seem to have
come any nearer to defining it.
We do not find that one illumi-
nating adjective which will stretch
the broad but enlightening sweep
of its meaning from that shrewd
materialist secretly rejoicing in the
bargain of so many care-free miles
for so comparatively few dollars,
to reach and include that philoso-
phic idealist whose feeling is min-
gled with affection—affection tem-
pered with a judicious mixture of
pride perhaps that ministers to
an altogether worthy and justifiable
self-respect.

Every man has in his posses-
sions some things that he loves
because they have been especially
good to him. Long association
with them has overlaid with a

. i A T
A g O,

certain  patina of sentiment the
normil relation between a man
and the tools that have served him
and served him well. A beautiful
old book that 1s read again and
again with increasing pleasure; a
gun that has shared many a wet
but triumphant vigil among reedy
marshes; a gloriously illuminated
book of flies with many a thrilling
trout adventure written between
the lines; a polo mallet, or a mid-
iron, or a billiard cue, around which
his fingers close with a httle thrill
of recognition and comfort—what
man does not understand the mys-
tery of the way in which these in-
animate but faithful things, through
duty always performed and through
long association, have come to
occupy a separate, rose-windowed
niche in his heart? Does he not
say unconsciously: “Aye, it is only
a tool, or a machine, but the man
who made it turned out an honest
piece of work—an honest piece of
work that has never failed me in
my need?”

How then shall one take up
such a feeling as this—a feeling at
once so complicated and so simple,
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link 1t up by one reverberating
word with that other emotion, just
as natural, fully as legitimate, with
which a man views the choicest
things that he has come to own;
the things that have value because
they appeal to his self-respect?

The most obvious word to come
to hand is “satisfactory,” but “satis-
factory” is very unsatisfactory as a
candidate for that vacant place
before the word “feeling” 1n
characterizing the emotion or the
feeling of a man whose Pierce-
Arrow has become endeared to him
by the same exacting tests that try
out the devotion of a dog, the
trustworthiness of a horse, the
constancy of a friend. The owners
of Pierce-Arrows are “satisfied”—
yes, and much more. “Satisfacto-
ry’" 1s a lukewarm word, too pale,
too grudging, too passive to depict
the vivid,enthusiastic,active feeling
of the Pierce-Arrow owner toward
his Pierce-Arrow. You give a
man satisfaction when you wing
him in a duel. To satisfy is “to
make enough,” the legal limit;

“not heaped up, pressed down
and running over,” but carefully
measured and smoothed off; so
much for so much. No, “satis-
factory” will never do.

Nor does the task become any
easier when one tries to describe the
car itself than when one attempts
to define the feelings of its owners.
There 1s no one word that sums

The loyal

devotion of Pierce-Arrow owners

up the Pierce-Arrow.

to their cars 1s the sum of many
emotions, just as its appeal to them
is the sum of many motives. Its
Utlity renders them service; its
Science appeals to their reason; its

‘Strength gives a feeling of security;

its Comfort rests them. Its Beauty
attracts their taste; its Style aug-
ments their smartness. Its Prestige
flatters while its Distinction appeals
It has Grace
for the discriminating; Luxury for
the opulent; Faithfulness for the
appreciative; Worth for the eco-
nomical; Flexibility for the nimble;
Balance for the broad-minded;
Speed for the present moment;
Longevity for the future.

to their self-respect.
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Masterpieces of opera
by the
worlds greatest artists

The mere mention of opera suggests
Caruso, Alda, Braslau, Calvé, Destinn,
Farrar, Gadski, Galli-Curci, Garrison,
Gluck, Hempel, Homer, Journet, Mar-
tinelli, McCormack, Melba, Ruffo,
Schumann-Heink, Scotti, Sembrich,
Tetrazzini, Whitehill—the commanding
personalities who dominate the operatic
stage.

These renowned artists in full reali-
zation and acknowledgment that the
Victor alone reproduces their art with
absolute fidelity, make records for the
Victor exclusively.,

Any Victor dealer will gladly play any music you
wish to hear, and give you a copy of the Victor

Record catalog—the most complete catalog of music
in all the world,

Victor Talking Machine Co.
Camden, N. J,,U.5. A

Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors

Important Notice. a1l vicior Talking Ma-
chines are patented and are only licensed, and with
right of use with Victor Records only, All Victor
Records are patented and are only ficensed, and with
right of use on Victor Talking Machinesonly. Victor
Records and Victor Machines are scientifically co-
ordinated and synchronized by our special processes
of manufacture; and their use, except with ecach
other, is not only unauthorized, but damaging and
unsatisfactory.

e e




Is Your Battery Holding Its Own?

OUR car battles its way today through

the arip of Winter's worst storm,

few short months and the blazing heat
of Summer's sun brings new conditions.
Roads, speeds, trafic and many other
causes are constantly tearing down or build-
ing up the storape battery of your car.

Whether your battery endures these con-
ditions unfailingly, depends not only on
the kind of battery, but also on the service
behind it.

If your battery is “‘supervised by Prest-O-
Lite Service” you may avoid the greater
part of battery trouble—without this super-
vision your battery may be seriously handi-
capped. Any battery, no matter how good,
may easily be ruined by neplect.

No matter what conditions you encounter
—no matter where you may be—you'll find
Prest-O-Lite Service waiting to keep your

battery in good condition and insure your
satisfaction.

There are special Prest-O-Lite Service Sta-
tions in cities and towns in all parts of this
country—backed up by the great chain of
Prest-O-Lite factory branches in principal
cities — insuring prompt, direct factory
service.

When you need a new battery, remember
—there 15 a Prest-O-Lite battery of correct
size for your car, and it will give you
superior service and satisfaction.

The Prest-O-Lite Co., Ine. 4

U. 8. Main Office and Factory: Indianapolis, Ind,
Canadian Main Office and Faetory: Merriton, Ont.

Factory Branches in Principal Cities
Seecial Service Stations Everywhere

STORAGE
BATTERY

Not only a better battery but
backe

by Prest-O-Lite Service



The Gauge of Beauty
for a Year to Come

OR YEARS people have
bought the Hupmobile for
quality, for performance.

Now they are buying it for
beauty as well. The world's
finest Four has become the year-
ahead beauty-car.

We have always built for good-
ness and performance. We al-

ways will.

A Leader in Beauty
as in Performance
Those properties distinguish the
Hupmobile. They stamp it a car
of special values. They give it a
special reputation.

In designing for greater beauty,
we have locked a year ahead.
In this field the Hupmobile is to
stand as high as it does in per-
formance.

Here its supremacy is estab-
lished. It has won not only over
other fours, but over sixes, eights
and twelves.

Such a car was deserving of all
the beauty we could give it.

Quality Coupled

to Good Looks
We began to prepare a year ago.
New factories were built. New
equipment was installed. Our
plant investment was increased
by nearly a million dollars.

This to provide a larger produc-
tion. To effect greater factory
efficiency. To cut factory costs.
To enable us to add more beauty
without encroaching on quality.

For that is the last step we could
consider. We value Hupmobile
reputation too highly. Satisfac-
tion of owners is worth far more
to us than any profit we might
make by bulding to a lower
standard.

So the new Hupmobile keeps
faith with Hupmobile ideals. It
remains the same wondrous per-
former. It will continue to out-

perform the multi-cylinders.

It wears a new dress. It comes
to you with new beauty, new

style, new luxury—which no
other car will attain for a year to
COIMme.

See The New Car;

See What It Does

See the new Hupmobile. Note
its betterments. Check its per-
formance against other cars—
that have more cylinders or cost
maore money.

That is your one sure way of
proving Hupmobile value.

Hupp Motor Car Corporation
Detroit, Michigan

Bright finish, long arain, French seam
upholsiery

Improved cushions and lace lype back
springs in seats

Leather-covered molding finish along
edpe oi upholstery

Neverleek top, black outside, Lan inside
—waterproof

Tonneau gipsy quarter curtains, integral
with top

Hupmohile - Bishop door - curtain
carriers, folding wilth curiains
—exclusive feature

The Mark of
S perior

Some of the Twenty-five New Style Features

Large door pockets, weighted flaps
New hody color—Hupmobile blue

New variahle dimming device graduates
brilliance of head lights

Tail lamp independent of ather lamps
New soft operating cluich

S$IX MODDELS

Five-passenger Touring Car; Seven-
passenger Tourng Car; Year-
"Round Touring Car; Roadsier;
Sedan; Year- Round Coupe

Motor Car
Servecs




When Physician Meant
“Physic—Dispenser”

IN Shakespeare’s time, if you were sick and went to
a doctor he did one of two things, He either bled
you or “‘physicked™ you.

Physicians no longer practice bleeding. And the leaders

of the profession are equally opposed to the indiscrim-
inate use of laxative and cathartic drugs. In fact, the
habitual use of lixatives is now known to be one of the
most fruitful causes of constipation.

Physicians of the highest standing prescribe Nujol be-
cause it relicves constipation without any bad after
effects and without forming a habit. It acts in effect
as an internal lubricant, preventing the bowel contents
from hardening, and in this way facilitating normal
movements.

All druggists carry Nujol. Avoid substitutes. Write

teday for booklet, ““The Rational Treatment of Consti-
pation™ using coupon below,

STANDARD OIL COMPANY

(New Jersey) _
Bayonne New Jersey

Send for booklel, “1HE RATIONAL TREATMENT OF CO\QTIPATI(}N " ; 2
ph:nly below.  Dept Write your name and address

. a4 s Ui 1 | e e e SN G- . =, SO State
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“0Oh, Ican't come today —so dxsappomt:d! But it w:Il “Why yes, Auntie, I'll be alongin a few mmutes;-

take me all afternoon to' nish the cleaning and I'll be I m all readv—don't have to dress and about 10
too tired to be sociable!’ minutes with the ARCO WAND will finish my
cleaning."”

Odd moments for cleaning

How to keep the house clean is one of the most vexing questions of the
day. This question is solved when women realize what great amount
of cleaning can be done in spare moments with an ARCO WAND.

Cleaning then becomes the least of your

j worries. Itisnolabor at all. With the turn
of a switch and a few light strokes of the ||
magic ARCO WAND, dust, dirt and
. EE—— e 1 N

gritaregathered and shot down into
‘[ACUU M CLE ANER the sealed dust bucket.

The ARCO WAND is easily put in OLD

buildings—no tearing up. If you intend to

or are building, instruct your architect and contractor to specify and furnish
the ARCO WAND Vacuum Cleaner.

Sold, through dealers, on easy payments

Six years of successful use in all kinds of buildings,—Residences, Apartments,
Schools, Hotels, Churches, Clubs, Office Buildings, Factories, etc., have put
the ARCO WAND far in the lcad for durability and reliable service, Costs
about a penny a day to run. Made for electric motor or gasoline engine power.

Get a copy of our free book ‘“Arco Wand” —it gives you
valuable information on vacuum cleaning,

Machine is set in basement

Write to 816-822 ml' s‘id:-wur:\. A suction
it b Acor.
Department AMER CANRADIATOR (JOMPANY s mimaen ave. — Keeoah, 828
C.8 I DIA Chicago Clz.{nclr.ri. lxmselfgdaﬁ,"o‘;:
are sold b Heati
Makers of the world-famous IDEAL Boilers and AMERIC AN Radiators toa Plumbing Trader =

Llllllllllllllllllllllll COUPON FOR SPECIAL INFORMATION mnmmmummlT

Please send me, without any obligation whatever, the details of ARCO WAND
easy payment plan.

Name

Street S City_  State

Afia
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 NATCO Wall

Quickly erecting the tile.
Applying attractive stucco outside.
Applying plaster inside.

OUSE BUILDER! Note the speed and
economy, and above all, the safety of
construction with

NATCO-HOLLOW-TILE

Frank Chouteau Brown, the noted architect, says: “ Stucco
houses, the walls of which are built of Natco Hollow Tile, are
the most permanent and satisfactory.”

Natco construction is cheaper than brick or concrete, and,
while more expensive than flimsy and dangerous frame, the
resulting economies in mamtenance and insurance will in the
course of a few years pay for this initial increased outlay.
Natco should be used not only for walls, but for floors and
partitions—throughout the house.

Natco iz cooler in summer and warmer in winter, saving coal
balls, thanks to its blankets of dead air contained in the cellsof
thetile. It is vermin-proof, damp-proof, and, most important
of all, absclutely fireproof.

Think of Natco as a service, free to all architects, engineers,
contractors, and to you.

Send ten cents for the interesting 32 page book, “Fireproof
Houses.” It will show you how other discriminating people
have erected beautiful houses with Natco—for comfort, economy
and safety. For your protection, look for the imprinted trade
mark “Natco” on every tile.

NATIONAL FIRE - PRADFING
-+ COMPANY -

532 Federal Street Pittsburgh, Pa. J

Nalco residence at Plain-
freld, N. J. Architects,
Marsh and Gelle, New

org,
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i Unrestricted
SIntercommunication/

g’

@' Europe’s many tongues and

* consequent misunderstandings

The Fruits of Understanding

Throughout the vast area of this
country prevails a common tongue.
The whole of Europe hardly exceeds
our territory, yet Europe has more than
a score of nationalities and many dif-
ferent languages.

In the United States the telephone,
as exemplified by Bell System,renders
a matchless service in its mastery of
distance and in encouraging the use
of a universal language. This accom-
plishment is in spite of the great influx
of population from every country in

the world.

In Europe the independent coun-
tries, separated by barriers of language,

One Policy

One System

and lacking efficient telephone service,
suffer from inadequate facilities for
inter-communication.

We now talk from the Atlantic
Coast to the Pacific, and eliminate
more than three thousand miles. In
Europe, contending with a babel of
voices and unrelated telephone sys-
tems, a bare quarter of that distance

has been bridged with difficulty.

The ideal of the Bell System has
been day by day to extend its service
in the interest of all telephone users.
Its efforts have resulted in providing
the facilities to unite cities and rural
districts in true American democracy.

-«'@, AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
: AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

Universal Service



After Meals—B zllzards.

Of all the hours in the day the
“Billiard Hour” is best. Then
fathers and mothers gather with
their happy brood around the
Brunswick Carom or Pocket Table,
now the life of thousands of homes.

Dull care vanishes when Billiards
starts,and sportis King till bed time
COmeS.

For parties, holidays and leisure
hours—for health and happiness—
your home needs billiards!

HOME BILLIARD TABLE

Live cushions, true angles, fast ever-
level bed—on Brunswick Tables your
skill will triumph most.

A Size for Every Home

“‘Quick Demountables’’ can be set up
easily anywhere and folded away in a
closet when not in use,

Write for Color-Catalog
Low prices, easy terms and home trial offer
all explained in our handsome billiard book and
catalog—"Billiards—The Home Magnet.”
Get this book by return mail free. Send today.
The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co.
Dept. 475 623-633 S. Wabash Ave. Chicago

(T

Send Your Address For Catalog

““Baby Grand” and ‘‘Regulation
Grand’’ for homes with space to spare
for a table.

Beautifully built of mahogany and
oak, Cues, Balls, Markers, etc,.—com-
plete playing outfit included free/

I The Brunswick-! Bal'ke-Collendar Co.

Dept.475, 623-633 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago
l Send free, postpaid. a copy of your billiard book and
color catalog—"BILLIARDS—THE HOME MAGNET"
l and tell about your home trial offer.

i

=)
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Beautiful Floors

You want rich, lustrous floors. You want them
smooth and easily kept clean. You want them to stay
beautiful and to last.

Then use good varnish. Good varnish always looks
well. Poor varnish looks about the same as good varnish
when first put on, but soon begins to look shabby. Good
varnish is cheap — poor varnish is dear.

Murphy Floor Varnish

“Cthe warnish that lasts longest”’
beautifully brings out the grain of your wood, protectsitand

lasts and lasts. It gives you beautiful we]l'-kcpt floors
and saves the trouble and expense of frequent refinishing.

Other Murphy finishes for beautifying the home are:
Murphy Transparent Interior Murphy Univernish
Murphy Transparent Exterior Murphy White Enamel

Ask your painter or dealer for them. Also, send for
our handsome book ¢“Making a House into a Home .

Murphy Varnish Company

Franklin Murphy, jr., Prosident
Newark New Jersey Chicago Illinois
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B EE M A N’S
PEPSIN CHEWING GUM

i

Many Illnesses can be traced to Indigestion

It is the lack of a sufficient quantity of the gastric
juices of the mouth that causes many cases of
indigestion.

Improperly digested food, as everyone knows,
interferes seriously with the functions of all the
vital organs, and frequently leads to serious
illnesses.

The chewing of Beeman’s Pepsin Gum, into
which I have put pure chicle and pepsin in nicely
balanced proportions, releases the gastric juices
of the mouth which make up largely for what was
lacking when the food causing the indigestion

was eaten.
o\/j WM

Doctor E. E. Beeman

(AR EA R LTV R R
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LSOO ARRALERO TR

CHICLE

AMERICAN CHICLE COMPANY

SO SOOI
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A Letter to the Groceryman.

Everybody being out, and Bobbie and Dorothy having taken possession of their
father’s office, Bobbie proceeds to do business.

“You're my st'nogofer,” he says to Dorothy. ¢ Take this dictation.” And Dorothy,
at the typewriter, takes this letter:

“ Mr. Groceryman: Send me and Dor two packages of Strawberry

JELIL~(

and two packages of Orange Jell-O and two packages of Raspberry Jell-O, and send
real Jell-O that says it's Jell-O on the packages, and not that other kind.”

That is a businesslike letter and it shows, for one thing, that
Bobbie knows what he wants—*real Jell-O "—and does not propose to
take anything else in its place, as some older people do.

The air-tight waxed-paper Safety Bag enclosing Jell-O inside
the package keeps the flavor at full strength.

There are seven different flavors: Strawberry, Raspberry, Lemon,
Orange, Cherry, Peach, Chocolate. Each 10 cents, at any grocer's
or general storekeeper's.

The new Jell-O Book, just out, describes new things in Jell-O:
Salads—beauty salads and plain ones—whips, knickknacks, and dain-
ties of almost unlimited variety. Recipes for every-day salads and
desserts are given first place in it, of course, and particularly the new

things in fruity Jell-O desserts. It is the finest

of all Jell-O books. A copy will be sent to
you free if you will send us your name and
address.

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD COMPANY,
a paCKage Le Roy, N. Y., and Bridgeburg, Ont,

31
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G2 WHEN YOU PROPOSE TO

ug‘“c %\ build a house, you will likely select an
architect of established reputation.

It is equally desirable that the makers

of the plenishings to grace this home, be distinguished
for a high order of work.

|
I
I

]

i

Berkey & Gay have an international reputation for the
creation of furniture of dignity, elegance and comfort.

In old homes and new, Berkey & Gay furniture will
be cherished through all the years as ‘‘your children’s
heirlooms”.

A Porifolio of Pictures of Model Rooms will
be sent to you for twenty cents in stamps.

RKEY & GAY |

r URNITURE COMPANY

A

I

Factories, Executive Offices and Exhibit
178 Mom:oe Avenue, Grand Rapids, Michigan

Eastern Office and Exhibition

IN

|

|

113-119 West 40th Street, New York
Admt Ehbt thYk dG dde
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s An Invitation

/
7 INCE even the most literal and conservative statement of the
JJ j Ampico’s achievement is likely to sound incredible, we pass over
_ any attempt at verbal description.
& We simply invite you to hear the Ampico itself, either at the near-

est Ampico dealer’s or even better at one of the “comparison con-
certs” which we have devised as the most effective means of securing
for the Ampico the prompt public recognition to which an invention
of such importance is entitled.

Every important musical center in the country will hear at least one of these
“comparison concerts” in which the Ampico will play the encores of such artists
as Godowsky, Ornstein, Adler and Volavy, reproducing the artist’s interpreta-
tions with the utmost fidelity.

If the Ampico were less remarkable such a test would be fool-hardy. As it is,
the “comparison concert” is the most convincing demonstration that could well
be imagined.

The Ampico may be used also with any 88-note roll, to which you may impart
your own interpretation. And the tone and touch of the piano itself are unim-
paired for hand playing.

The Ampico may be had in the world’s oldest and best pianos: the Knabe
(1837), Haines Bros. (18s3), Marshall and Wendell (1836) and the renowned
Chickering (1823). Write for our illustrated caralogue and for further informa-
tion regarding t?le Ampico.

AMERICAN PIANO COMPANY
437 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK

— it

7 AMPICO -
Za i f/?cploducuczg Piano’




F N the 600 pages of this book Mr. Kniffin
Flle I covers cve}:ygphase and detail of the op-
. eration of a modern bank. There is not
Practlcal a detail from the h,:mclling of the morn-
ing’s mail to the extension of credit, from the
WOI‘k Of a duties of the messenger to the functions of
the president, that he does not consider care-

Bank fully and deseribe in an interesting way.
My, Kniffin has had a banking experience
By extending over twenty-five years, and is an
b acknowledged expert. But he has not de-
Wm. H. pended upon his own knowledge and expe-
Cion rience. He has, in addition, gone to leading
I\n!ﬁin, Jr. bankers throughout the country adding their
Author of experience and their methods to his own.
““The Savings Bank “The Practical Work of a Bank” is some-
and its Practioal Worle?? thing more than a book. It is an encyclo-
pzdia, a complete text book for the student

o of banking.

?}ei:on;l_gldltmn A valuable feature of this book is the
il e large number of charts and forms which are
IMustrated reproduced. These are the actual forms
which are used by some of the leading bank-
Price $5.00 ing institutions in their various departments
delivered and a careful study of them will give the

reader many valuable ideas and suggestions.

Bank equipment is discussed in detail. The
author goes into the subject of the best ar-
rangement of the banking room, the location
of the cages, the best place for the officers’
quarters. He discusses filing, the various
books used in the bookkeeping department,
the statement system, employees’ pensions,
days off, stationery and supplies, and the best
methods of handling the mail.

Particular attention has been given to the
subject of bank credit, one hundred and fifty
pages being devoted to that subject. On
this subject the author writes with excep-
tional information and force, holding the
prize offered in 1911 by the late James G.
Cannon to the men of the New York Chapter
of the American Institute of Banking for the
best essay on this important topiec.

Baxkers Pususuivg Comrany, 253 Broabway, New Youk

Gentlemen : — You may send me prepail one copy of ** THE PRACTICAL WORE OF A BANE,"
for which I enclose $5.00, with the understanding that if the book is not satisfactory I may re-
turn it within five days of receipt and you will refund my remittance.

By F 1 (TR S B L S

Mar, Bc, Address




“Standard” -

Tembroke Builth Baths

represent the consummation of an ideal, based upon the
practical principle of building in the bath to make it a
part of walls and floor,

The “Pembroke” is enameled all over; its lines are .
graceful; it is convenient for use, outside height being '\\
only 172% inches, 5% inches lower than the ordinary tub, 1 \

yet @quallx] spacious. 7 |

Tq].lc to your Plumber and Architect about "Standard”
Plumbing Fixtures for Bath, Kitchen and Lauudrg.

Write for free copy of “'Standard” P lumbing Fixtures {or
the Home"—also Special “Ellicieu«:q Kitchen Bulletin.”

Sandard Sanitary M. Co.
Dept (@ Pitts]a‘u.rgh

“Pembroke"” Baths can be seen at any “‘Standard” Showroom

NEW YORK...voiuvess 85 W. 31ST COLUMBUS. ., 243-255 S, THIRD
BOSTON, . ,... . 188 DEVONSHIRE YOUNGSTOWN.Z219 N. CHAMPION
PHILADELPHIA . ...1215 WALNUT WHEELING. ..., 8120-30 JACOBS
WASHINGTON. . SOUTHERN BLDG. ERIE........... 128 W. TWELFTH
PITTSBURGH.......... 108 SIXTH LOS ANGELES..... B71 MESQUIT
CHICAGO. .. -B00 5. MICHIGAN LOUISVILLE. .. -.819 W. MAIN

CHICAGO. .......14-30 N. PEORIA NASHVILLE.....,..815 S. TENTH

ST, Louis. , 100 N. FOURTH NEW ORLEANS, ... 848 BARONNE

CLEVELAND.. »+ 4408 EUCLID HOUSTON PRESTOMN & SMITH .

CINCINNATI, . .+.888 WALNUT DALLAS. 1200-08 JACKSON

TOLEDO........... 811-821 ERIE SAN ANTONIO..212 LOSOYA
EORT WORTH. & i a a G 828-830 MONROE

TORONTO, CAN. .
HAMILTON, CAN. ... ...,

BAN FRANCISCO OFFICE
DETROIT OFFICE

58 E. RICHMOND ¢
.20 W, JACKSON
.. 149-55 BLUXOME
. HAMMOND BLDG,
..RIDGE ARCADE
+aue .50 BROAD




(Continued from page 383)

1802 to the middle of 15865, although our
own mines were then producing less than
850,000,000 a vear. Bul those gold ex-
ports were distributed as automatically
and naturally among the various foreign
markets, in proportion to their trade ac-
tivities and their monetary needs, as is
the gold which goes out in an ordinary
commercial movement,

There have also been times when a
given country, l;'.‘-i[JL‘f_'iLl”_\' in stress of
|r'|.|1it' has grasped at the gold reserves of

the outside world and has drawn to its
own markets abnormally large sums,
The United States did this in the crisis of
October and November, 1007, when our
market’s bid of a 4-per-cent premium on
vold, payable in checks on solvent Ameri-
can banks, drew $100,000,000 gold with
areat suddenness from the bank reserves
of Europe. Not only, however, was this
a high emergency expedient, but the ma-
chinery utilized to effect the importations
(Continued on page 53)
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Is It Not Sound Policy

for vou to do vour banking business with
a Trust Company ?

Such a company not only can look after
vour money while you are alive but, if you
wish, can act as Executor, Administrator,
Guardian, Receiver or Trustee. Itis a Legal
Depository for funds of every description.

This Company especially attends to the
and

Real Estate and to the collection and re-

management of Personal Property

mittance of rents, interests and dividends.

U v o prasdiie, . . )
i mavement of Vour It 1s possible that we may be able to assist

Estute” vou materially i the preparation of your
Income Tax Return to the Government.

Union Trust Company of New Y ork

80 Broadway, New York

Capital and Surplus
$8,900,000

BEANCH BRANCH

425 Fifth Awve. 786 I7ifth Ave.

= m—
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The National City Company

National City Bank Building
New York

A National Investment Organization

possessing the resources, manage-
ment and distributing facilities which
make it possible to purchase and offer
the widest range of attractive invest-
ment bonds.

We take pleasure in offering our facili-
ties to institutional and individual
investors. Diversified lists prepared
in accordance with your requirements
will be furnished upon request.

CORRESPONDENT OFFICES

PriLapeLeaia, Pa. Bostow, Mass, Pirrsponc, Pa, Caicaco, [Lr. San Faaxersco, Car,

1421 Chestnut Street 55 Congress Street Farmers Bank Building 137 So. La Salle Street 424 California Street
Bartvore, Mo Areany, N. Y. WiLkessarre, Pa. Dergrorr, Mica. Los AxceLes, Car,
Munsey Building Doaw Building Miners Bank Building  Dime Bank Building Hiberpian Building

Wasmvcron, D, C. Burraro, N. Y. CreveLaxD, 0 &1. Louis, Mo. Kawsas Crry, Mo,

741 15th Street, N. W.  Marine Bank Building Guardian Building Bank of Commerce Bldg. Republic Building
3 Lombard Street, Lospox, Exe.

Opinions Differ
Regarding The Future

OF MOTOR STOCKS

Investors in doubt as to whether to
buy or sell will find our Statistical
Book on the wvarious Motor Com-
panies helpful in reaching a decision.

Ask for Book No. 8

L.R.JATROBE & Co.

111 Broadway New York

Odd Lots

diversify your invest-
ments and they may
be bought by our
Partial Payment Plan.

Booklet 8 tells how.
Write for it to-day.

MCClave & Co.

| MEMBERS - NEW YORK STOCK EXCHANGE

| 67 Exchangde Place, NY.City



B IR c5euives es AT

Investment
Service

OR 51 years PEABODY,
HouvenrterLing & Co.
have carefully adhered
to the principles of conser-

vative mvestments.

This cumulative experni-
ence in successful nvest-
ment banking, combined
with an eflicient organiza-
tion of trained experts,
insures you a most depend-
able, specialized Investment
Service.

It will be our pleasure to
send you a list of Choice
= First Mortgage Securities
5 which have been carefully
=| investigated and purchased
outright by us. Long or
short terms, 1in $1,000, $500
or $100 amounts, yvielding
590 to 69, and safeguarded
in every possible way.

EsTABLISHED 1865 1T

This company welcomes
your correspondence or your
call in reference to any in-
vestment matters.

Peabody;
Houghteling & Co.
(ESTABLISHED 1865)

10 South La Salle St., Chicago

G961 3IHSMNEVLSI

(Continued from page 50)

was wholly unlike that which has effected
our gold imports of 1915 and 1916,
Undoubtedly, in the 1907 episode, the
gold was eventually paid for through
exports of merchandise, just as the pres-
ent gold imports are being paid for in
war munitions. But, aside from the fact
that the gold import of 1907 was a trifle
compared with the present movement,
the radical difference of circumstances is
that, in the panic year, New York was
calling desperately for foreign gold in
order to save the currency from disorder
and the banks [rom disaster, our circu-
lating medium having been immensely
depleted by withdrawals for hoarding pur-
poses. On the present occasion, the for-
eign gold continued to come in long after
any need for increased American bank
reserves had apparently disappeared, and
long after any peril to our currency had
been averted. Furthermore, it poured
into our markets in such quantity that
before many months even Wall Street,
which of all things usually desires abun-
dant bank reserves to support enlarged
demands for credit, began to talk of the
gold import movement as involving grave
danger to our own financial svstem.

HE abnormal character of the incident
has produced some strange economic
ideas, which have been set forth gravely
to the general public, often by responsible
financiers. Incidentally, it has shattered
completely a notion long

prevalent on financial mar- Iséﬁég&
kets. From time to time in Finarice

past vears—even in official re-
ports by secretaries of the United States
Treasury—the propoesition has been urged
for creating an international gold reserve,
to be kept at some one or more designated
points, to be managed by a commission
of international bankers, and to be made
a basis for oold certificates current in all
the markets of the world. By this ma-
chinery, it was argued, the costly and
wasteful process of shipping gold back
and forth between markets of the various
nations might be avoided, and great econ-
omy in international finance be effected.
Whether such a plan is destined ever
to achieve success, in some changed era
of international relations, it will have to
be admitted that the incidents of 1914,
the rupture of financial as well as political

(Continued on page 6a)
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Income Assured—Principal Safe

MUNICIPAL BONDS

HE family income secured by Municipal
Bonds brings a decided feeling of con-
tentment and safety.

Municipal Bonds are safe, dependable, con-
venient, readily marketable, and free from
Federal Income Tax. They are the only se-
curities accepted by the United States Govern-
ment to secure Postal Savings Deposits, except
Government Bonds.

We offer Municipals in $1,000, $500 and $100
amounts yielding 4 to 5's per cent.

Note These Attractive Issues

Comphkete details on request

Rate Do Yield About
Marin \Ill[]]nip'{l Water District.o..uonins Ot 19446-55 470
James County, Tennessee. . .. S 1 1920-56 4,50
State of Louisiana Port C(_lmull-wi L b5 1949-55 4.15%
Cypress Creel: Drainage Dist. of _\r__. . .fl,!f‘: T 1935-46 5.05%
City=of DUroy, New Yorke o e 1% 1917-36 5.75¢

The house of William R. Compton Company, with its
extensive facilities, resources and experience, is ready
to act as your Investment Banker. Conservatism and
protection of patrons’ interests are foremost considera-
tions with us.

Premicr Invest-
Ask Tor it

“The

to mail you,

An 1[|lu» sting hooklet,

ment,” B3, is ready

William R.(®mpton (ompany

New York = St. Louis
14 Wall Street Municipal Bonds 408 Olive Street

Chicago L B ; i Dsiness” Cincinnati
1058, La b.llle Stiset Over o Cuarter Century (n This Bustness 102 Union Trust Blde,
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Unusual

Investments
Abnormal and

changes in the economic life

conditions

of this country have created
new investment opportunities
that should be carefully con-
sidered.

Write for our letter No. R.—1
that gives details about one
of these investments.

A. B. Leach & Co.

Investment Securities

62 Cedar St., New York
105 S. La Salle St., Chicago

Foston Philadelphia  Buffalo  Baltimore

Safe 5%.%
Bonds

Complete safety of principal.

Prompt payment in cash.

Choice of maturities—two to ten
years.

Widest diversification.

Stability in value.

Reasonable assurance of market.

These are among the merits of the first
mortgage 5127} serial bonds, underwrit-
ten and safeguarded in accordance with
the Straus Plan. Write for

Investment List No. C-710

SW.STRAUS & CO0,

Founded 1882
150 Broadway
NEW YORK

Detroit Cincinnati
San Francisco

Incorporated 1905

Straus Building

CHICAGO
Minneapolis

35 years without loss to any investor.

Lil}]

{Continued from page 53)

relations between the great European
states, the scizure of banks in one coun-
try by the soldiers of another, the suspen-
sion of gold payment on their currency
by a majority of the great belligerents,
can hardly have advanced its prospects
of immediate acceptance. What, for in-
stance, would have happened to Sioco,-
ooo,000 or so in gold deposited at Berlin,
to which London had a claim through
certificates issued against it and held in
England? What would have happened
to a similar amount lodged at London to
the credit of Berlin?

This old proposition has been forgotten
in the rush of events during the present
war. It has been replaced, however, by
several far more peculiar economic sug-
vestions, The first of these was the no-
tion, which became prevalent last year,
that our own financial and business or-
ganism was threatened with ruin through
this huge actumulation of gold. The
idea seemed to be, first, that increase in
our money supply through these gold im-
ports was raising the cost of living at an
abnormal rate, and, second, that the rapid
expansion of bank reserves was encour-
aging reckless speculation both in stocks
and in commodities, thereby making in-
evitable hardship to consumers and an
ultimate overwhelming collapse.

HE idea of such immediately impend-
ing consequences was greatly encour-
aged by news that the state banks of
Scandinavia and Holland were discour-
aging gold imports to those countries,
contrary to all previous ex-
perience. That action, how- Gold
ever, has been much mis- ImportsDis-
i S ) couraged by
understood and its purport gcandinavia
areatly exaggerated. The ac- and Holland
tual motive for it was officially
explained in last year's annual report by
the president of the Bank of the Nether-
lands, which set forth that the abnormal
war conditions had “created new induce-
ments to foreign countries for financing
gold via the Netherlands when occasion
offered, the proceeds of which would bene-
fit foreign countries’’; that the Dutch
Bank would thereby *““have become a tool
in the hands of foreign arbitrage agents,
in transactions for which the bank would
not directly have rendered its assistance
if it had been asked to do so.” There-

(Continued on page 62)
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JONES BROTHERS TEA CoMPANY, INC.

Proprietors of the

GRAND UNION TEA STORES

A Self-Developed
Business

The business of the
Jones Brothers Tea
Company, Inc., was es-
tablished in 1872, dis-
trihu[fng its 1-rrsduct~'.
through the Grand
Union Tea Stores.

The initial capital was
Iess than #1000, EFach
year  surplus  profits
without the use of out-
side capital were em-
ploved to develap the
business, which to-day
is one of the most com-
plete systems for im-
porting, manufacturing,
and distributing tea,
coffee, and general gro-
ceries in this country.

Organization

The Jowes BroTuers
Tea Comeany, Inc.,
manufacturing plant,
the largest in the world
operated by a tea com-
pany, is equipped with
the latest and most com-
plete automatic machin-
ery. Jones Brothers Tea
Company, Inc., pur-
chase directly from the
tea and coffee producing
countries and, in ad-
dition to the retail sales
through their distribut-
ing systems, do a large
and profitable wholesale
business.

Send for Descriptive Circular

The Granp Uston Tea
StorEs comprise a chain
of 196 retail stores in 190
prosperous cities cover-
ing practically every
State in the Union., It
employs more than 3,500
salesmenwhotake house-
to-house  orders.  This
company was one of the
pioneers in the practice
of giving premiums with
its sales,

The Grose GRocErY
Stores are also operated
by the Jones Brothers
Tea Company, Inc., and
carry, in addition to a
full line of the company's
manufactured products,
general groceries, This
chain consists of 6o
stores in Pennsylvania
and New York. No pre-
minms are given by this
chain of stores.

Capitalization
The Jones Brothers Tea
Company, Inc, is cap-
italized at $4 000000
Cumulative 79, Pre-
ferred Stock and fro.-
000,000 Common Stock,
The par value of both
issues is $100 per share.
The company has no
funded debt.

Quick Assets

The balance sheet as of
June 30, 1916, showed a
cash balance amounting

(il

to 781,000, or approxi-
mately two and one-
half times all debts. The
net current assets as per
the same balance sheet
amount 10 more than
$3,000,000,

Profits

The profits for the year
ending June 3o, 1916,
as reported by Price,
Waterhouse & Co., were
over p884.000.

After allowing for divi-
dends on the preferred
stock  there  remained
6.04"% on the common
stock. On the offering
price this would be
equivalent to 12.05%.
On the same basis the
average annual profits,
over a period of fifteen
years, applicable to the
common stock, were
equivalent to 10.78%;
per annuni.

An Investment
Opportunity

We recommend the enm-
mon stock and offer it,
subject to prior sale, at
$48 per share. Applica-
tion will be made to the
New York Stock Ex-
change to list the com-
mon stock. The latest
financial reports and
other data will interest
VOl
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A First Mortgage Underlying Bond
Free of Normal Income Tax

Tulsa Corporation

First Mortgage 5s, Due May 1, 1932

AN ABSOLUTE FIRST (CLOSED)
MORTGAGE on entire property  of
former Tulsa Corparation.

Assumed by DPublic Service Co. of
Oklahoma and PRIOE IN LIEN to its
1,500,000 outstanding 15t and Refund-
g Hs,

Controlled by the Middle West Utili-
tics Company,

Farnings equal 1o over SEVEN
TIMES interest charges.

Price— 1 00 and Interest, }'iefd'r'ngb- 10%

Chivadar’ a7 ok veqnes

P WERWKS &Vv

INCORPORATED

115 Broadway, New York
Philadelphia Boston

Your Investments
should combine safety of principal, fair in-
come return and marketability.

No investments too small or too larze to
have our best attention,
Correspondence invited on your invest-

ment problems.
Our

Partial Payment Plan
affords a desirable method for investing
small amounts to the best advantage.

Ak for Becklet £-10
We have prepared a booklet showing
PAR VALUE OF STOCKS
Listed on the
New York Stock Exchange
(When Par Varies from Usual $100)
Ak _for Booklet €15

LLoyp & Company
Memibers New Yok Stoch E_'n'.ﬂu.ru‘bra‘
Sinece IRTY

135 Broadway, New York

(Continued from page 6o)

fore, the report continued, the bank “had
made the stipulation that the causes and
purposes of such gold consignments
should first be clearly and fully explained
before the bank would be prepared to
purchase,” and that “whenever the bank
considered  that there was insufficient
ground for such purchase of gold, it re-
fused to do so.” Clearly, the motives
thus set forth were political as well as
financial, and in spite of the attitude thus
taken, the same report pointed out that
from $120,000,000 .Lt the end of March,
19135, the bank’s reserve of gold had risen
by the end of last October to $242,000,000.

0 such objection as that referred to by
the Dutch Bank could have arisen in
connection with the American imports of
eold, concerning whose acca-
sion, source, nature, and pur- Statement
pose no doubt whatever has ?gd(g:_“

: o al
existed. In a public state- Regerve
ment of last November, the Board
Federal Reserve Board made
this official declaration:

“The Board does not share the view,
frequently expressed of late, that further
importations of large amounts of gold
must of necessity prove a source of danger
or disturbance to this country. That
danger, the Board believes, will arise onlv
in case the inflowing gold should remain
uncontrolled and be permitted to hecome
the basis of undesirable loan expansions
and of inflation. There are means, how-
ever, of controlling accessions of gold by
proper and voluntary co-operation of the
hanks.”

And to this the Advisory Council of
bankers, which confers with the Fed-
eral Reserve Board, added their formal
opinion that * there are no dangers that
need come {rom further importations of
gold in settlement of our heavy trade bal-
ances, provided proper methods are em-
ploved to control the gold and to prevent
undue expansion.  The consensus of opin-
ion is that a general adherence to a policy
of prudence and conservatism would be
the surest means of maintaining our pres-
ent prosperous conditions.”

HE second notion which gained vogue

as a result of our huge gold imports
was more fantastic, It was, that the
belligerent governments, in view of this

(Continued on page 6.4)



“d NEW PLAN BY OLD INTERESTS.”

6 Per Cent Interest
—Plus Profits

The conditions which surround timber ownership and lumber
manufacture in the United States and Canada are not paralleled in any
other industry. To thoese fully conversant with them, these conditions
offer unique opportunities for profit with complete security.

LACEY
Profit-Sharing Bonds

form a new lype of investment which enables the average investor Lo
turn this situation to account. It enables him, with all the security of a
high grade First Mortgage Bond, to receive interest at 6 per cenl
and at the same time 1o share in profits, which are usually very substan-
tial. It goes without saying that this puts Lacey Profit-Sharing Bonds
in a class by themselves. One of the reasons for their prompt popularity
is the fact that they are available in

Denominations of $100, $500 and $1000

inte

The whole subject of this type of security is of extraordinary ‘

The name of Lacey is identified throughout the timber world
with 37 yvears of unbroken conservative success in timber investmenls. |
We therefore feel that we can [airly presume to speak with some author- |
ity concerning timber securities,

We have briefly and clearly covered the subject in a brochure |
which we invité you to read—to your profit.

LACEY BOOKNLETD T-208 WILL CONE |
BY RETURN JlATL, ) (e 8 A O

JACEY [IMBER (0

332 South Michigan Avenue Chicago

We refer those unacquainted with the meaning of the name of Lacey in ‘
timber finance, to any prominent lumberman or timber-owner in this country, and to
any bank anywhere which has ever given attention to lumber and timber securities.

il



Conservative
Investors

Should read our valu-
able March Report on
Progressive Public
Utilities.
carefully made, yield 5

Investments,

to 87 with a large de-

gree of safety.

Copy 19 mailed upon request

WilliamsIroth& Goleman

60 WALL STREET NEW YORK
Direct Wire to Columbus and Philadelphia Markets

IDLE FUNDS

“The discriminating investor has now the oppor-
tunity, which never occurs twice in a generation,
to make investments in American Railroads and
other American Corporation securities upon a babh
which years hence will be looked to as phenomenal.”

“Never in the history of the world has the wage
earner had such opportunity to save and invest.

article u the F vy irsi r1/ .’a’n
{lpl seald on vequest for Sooklet

EFCombs&’@

120 Broadway, New York City

This 43 (.lw{efﬂ @i
Amierican fnvestor,

ANY persons look back ond realize that $roo, $soo.

Fi.000 o more a year has drifted away—been wasted.
Most people should be worth several hundred or several
thousand dollars more than they possess.

VERYONE should sueround himself with an imfuence to
save strong enough to overcome the influence 1o waste,
A PARTIAL payment account with us provides the right
influence. Those who start buying standard securities

today may look 'I.nk i few years ||c|| e with more satis-
faction than they do now.

Send for Booklet No, 54

Harris, WinTHRoP & C©

Mesibers New Vard Stock Exchange
The Rookery, Chicago 15 Wall Street, New York
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(Continued from page 62)

country’s ahsorption of so great a part
of the world’s gold supplies and in view
of their own financial strain,

would deliberately demone- ﬁggsetic
tize gold when war was OVer, 14as Apbout
leaving the American accumu- Gold
Iution:,, from an international

point of view, a mere heap of dead leaves
in the bankers' hands. The question
asked, by any one interested enough in
this fanciful idea to ask r[uet,tmn:. at all,
would naturally be: If the Allies, or hel-
ligerent Europe as a whole, propose to
demonetize gold as the standard of value,
what would they substitute for it? The
experience of the last half-century might
suggest silver as an answer. But a sil-
ver standard would not help post-bellum
Europe; because, while the belligerent
governments, through their state banks,
now hold more gold than they did in the
middle of 1914 (despite the losses on ex-
port) their holdings of silver coin have
been heavily reduced.

All European markets have been
drained of silver, against whose hoarding
or export, unlike gold, few barriers have
been imposed. The Bank of France at
the end of 1016 held only $58,500,000
silver coin, as against $125,000,000 in
1914 the Bank of Germany, $4,000,000,
against Sr1,000.000; whereas the gold
reserve at the Bank of France at the end
of last December had increased $187.-
000,000 since the war began, to $1,000.-
000,000, while the Bank of Germany's
gold reserve had risen $1o0,000,000 to
$620,000,000. The Bank of Russia holds
to-day nearly fifteen times as much gold
as it holds of silver, and the reserve
against the $158,000,0c0 Bank of Eng-
land notes and the $700,000,000 war-time
currency notes of England is entirely in
gold.

But if gold, though demonetized, were
not to be replaced by silver as a standard,
then what would be the substitute? Sus-
pension of gold payment on notes of a
bank or government does not demon-
etize gold; it makes both the markets
and the governments so much more eager
to get the standard money that they bid
a premium for gold. To say that the
gold standard had, under such conditions,
been replaced by a “paper standard”
would be to make an assertion which is
meaningless—save possibly for the very

(Continued on page 66)
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By virtue of geographical loca-
tion, diversity of industries and
manufactures, which advan-
tageshavemanifestedthemselves
in the continual growth and pros-

perity of the state, Wisconsin
Public Utility Bonds are espe-
cially interesting to the investor.

We solicit the privilege of keep-
mg you in constant touch with
Wisconsin Investments through
the media of our monthly Invest-
ment Bulletin. March list now
ready. Ask for Bulletin “ B.”

Bond Department
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Your lnsurancePremlums

are many times invested in

KANSAS AND OKLAHOMA
FARM MORTGAGES

and you know your policy will be
paid i full when the company is
called upon to do so.

Life Insurance Companies are the
largest investors in FARM MORT-
GAGES. and they demand

SAFETY AND INCOME

Profit by the example set by these
large investors and invest your sav-

ings or surplus funds in some of our
hr'-.[ mortgage 525 and 6°; farm
loans.

Our booklet, *“ Safety and Profit in Cen-
tralKansas FarmMortgages,” explainsour
methods fully and is free for the asking.
Write today—learn what a simple form of
Investment the farm mortgage loan really is.

THE FARM MORTGAGE Co.
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Public Utlllty
Bond

so well secured and guaran-
teed that the yearly earnings
available for its protection
are nearly equal to the en-
tire principal of the issue.

Ask for ﬂn'ulnr D74

HENRY L. DOHERTY & CO.

. BOND DEPARTMENT
' Ground Floor)

Sixty Wall Street

5 N_uw York.
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OoON THE

PARTIAL PAYMENT PLAN

A small first payment enables you to
purchase one share or bond, or as many
as you care toof Railroad, Industrial and
Public Utility Companies. The balance
may be paid in convenient monthly in-
stallments of £5, $10, $20, etc., depending
upon number purchased.

You may divide your investment among
several dividend-paying securities under
this plan.

Write for “Booklet No. 44”

Lt s inferesting and fully cx-

plaing 4 The f 1rdiad LPayment
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Four of the
big Standard Oil
subsidiary companies will
shortly ratify increases in their capi-
talization, which will give shareholders
stock bonuses ranging from 607 to 30077,

And there are six more of the Standard Oils
which have accumulated sufficient surpluses to
justify nearby distribution of large dividends to
stockholders.

The ten subsidiaries in question, along with
aseneral information covering the Standard Oils,
are listed in our fortnightly publication

“ [nvestment Opportunities’’

Any one who is interested in increasing the
earning power of his surplus funds should regu-
larly receive this valuable publication. It will
be sent without charge, beginning with current
issue, upon request for 38-SC, including book-
let detailing

“The Twenty Payment Plan"

SLATTERY®(
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ECONOMIC PREJUDICES
By YVES GUYOT

INDUSTRIAL AMERICA
By J. L. LAUGHLIN

THE COUNTRY BANKER
By GEORGE RAE

$1.00 net

$1.25 net

$1.50 net

THE AMERICAN MERCHANT MARINE
By WINTHROP L. MARVIN  $2.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

Our Busihess

is to select and to make the best

Farm Mortgages
We can stll net 6%

Send for Our Booklet

it gives our methads in detail and shows
why our clients have never had a loss.

George M. Forman & Co.

{Founded 18851 11 So. L.aSelallu Street, CHICAGO
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commonplace meaning that debts, prices,
and wages were now reckoned in a cur-
rency which was not worth its face in
aold.

HE third notion which held the stage,

in this series of eccentric theories re-
garding our gold import, was the sugges-
tion that such accumulations were both
evil and dangerous because we should
lose them again when war
wasover. That result is pos- Gold Will
sible. No one denies that the Bé Ex-

E changed for
more gold we accumulate dur- commodic
ing the war, the larger will be ties
our conceivable exports when
surrounding circumstances change. But
nobody knows how much our markets
will be called upon to export, even after
war, or whether the process will be in-
convenient. One thing is certain—that
whatever we do send back from our war-
time hoards, it will go in exchange [or
something else which is equally or more

valuable to us. A once very celebrated
English economist of the early Victorian
period, Professor Senior, stoutly con-
tended that it was better to export gold
than to import it, because by sending it
abroad the country would get merchan-
dise which the people could use for their
individual comforts, instead of gold which
could not be used at all except by parting
with it.

The grain of truth in the theory last
set forth lay in the possibility that our
banks and bankers might become so used
to our enormously increased stock of gold
that all bank credits and bank loans
would be adjusted to it; so that exten-
sive decrease in this gold reserve through
export, especially if its occurrence were
sudden, would compel disastrous curtail-
ment of commercial and financial credits.
That, however, is a possibility which
must always arise after every period of
expanding economic peower, suddenly
enlarged export trade, and consequent
import of foreign gold in unusual quan-
tity, \\'ilh resultant increase of bank re-
serves. The situation which has been cre-
.md in the United States since 1gr4 dif-
fers only in degree, and not in kind, from
the situation created in the two or three
vears after resumption of specie payments
in 1870, and after formal adoption of the
gold standard in 1goco—hoth of those
episodes having (like the episode of the



European war) been accompanied in this
country by unprecedentedly abundant
harvests, in the lace of Toreien shortage,
and by large increase of our money supply
through gold importations.

N both of the carlier occasions, the
ending of the period was marked hy
cconomic reaction in this country, due to
the striking of too fast a pace in expan-
sion of home credit; but that reaction
was as invariably followed by
another forward movement in
American economic prestige
and prosperity.  To what ex-
tent, in the present instance, we shall
be preserved [rom the shock of reaction
through the enormous fund of European
oblications which our markets have ac-
cumulated since 1014 is a question much
debated. It depends, no doubt, very
largely on our own self-restraint at home.
But even that consideration leaves the
uestion open, how belligerent Europe
has been able to spare such prodigious
sums of gold, and what will be her own
financial condition as a consequence.
The striking fact about this $1,138,-
ocooo00 import of gold, during 1915 and
1916, was that $96o,000,000 of it came
from England, either directly or through
Canada. It represented Great Britain's
financing of the foreign war requirements,
both of herself and of her Allies. But
where did] London get possession of any
such sum in gold? During the two-vear
period the gold reported as held by the
Bank of EnUI nd decreased $76,000,000,
and that of the Imperial BanL of Russia
by nearly $50,000,000. But this is far
from accounting for the huge sum sent to
the United States; and, moreover, the
aold owned by the Bank of France in-
creased S187 coo.o00.

Reaction
and Forward
Movement

THE explanation is not wholly difficult.
Engll% investors own the Transvaal
gold-mines, which have produced $390;-
ocoo,000 gold in the two-vear period.
Under ordinary conditions, the new gold

thus produced is shipped to

The England, either to be retained
Transvaal % oo or ta be-disitibuted alee
Mines there or to be distributed else-

where as financial and com-
mercial needs prescribe.  There can be
no doubt that, since 1914, all of this
African gold output has heen sent direct
to Canada; whence it was forwarded, as

(Comtinued on page 68)

Takmg Proflts

Did you fail to take your profit

when you had it? The investor
who holds too long must accept
losses. Babson clients are ad-
vised when and what to sell.

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 sent free. Write
to Department [-40 of the

Babson Statistical Organization
Engineering Bldg. Wellesley Hills, Mass.
Largest Organization of ite Character in the World

Send for Circular 8-17.  “What Peace Holds in Storé,"

John, Muir & Co
0dd Lots

Main Office, 61 Broadway, New York
Members New York Stock Exchange

BONDS ISSUED BY
CITIESor CALIFORNIA

9/'/ For the Improvement of Streets

Write for Circular S 11
and Prices

OAKLAND STREET IMPROVEMENT BOND CO.

Oakland, Calil.

07

Tanks, Towers, Water Systems

Lot our engincering department work out the most effec-
tive and economical system to meet your re-

quirements. Have filled over 18,000 orders

for tanks, towers and water-supply systems

Lo meel requirements of country estales,

railroads, municipalities and factories,

. . &
Simplex Pneumatic System
This compressed air system is proving wonder-
|u||_\ popular for home re-
cuirements. ..m|||.f.LL ol
hits as low as
State your nurl- “and ask
for special Circular Num-
ber 26.

The Ba]tlmore Co., Balto., Md.
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needed, to the United States,
ol prace, a I:_::mfl Jrart of the Transvaal
gold went into English circulation or
How it has been

In years

English bhank reserves.
so readily dispensed with for such uses,
on the present occasion, is explained by
the fact that England's special war-time
paper currency, against which a reserve
of only 19 per cent in gold is at present
held, increased $550,000,000 between the
enil of 1ora and the end of 1910,

Furthermore, the Bank of France hus
at intervals been placing at the disposal
of English bankers part of the new gold
obtained from the Irench people in ex-
change for bank-notes. A year ago, the
Bank reported no gold reserve excepl
what was held at home. Last year it in-
troduced a new item into its weekly re-
ports, calling it “gold abroad.” By the
end of 1916 this account (whose deduc-
tion from the total gold holdings would
have left for the whole reserve a decrease
for the year) was reported as $338,000,-
ooo. There can be no doubt thatit rep-
resented a gold fund established, prob-
ably in Canada, to the credit of the Bank,
but on which drafts for export to the
United States could be made. How much
has been similarly drawn from the $770,-
000,000 gold fund of the Bank of Russia
is less clear.

HESE known circumstances show
what has actually happened. France

and England have largely drained their
home circulations of gold and have sent
part of the proceeds to this country. Itis
much the same process as has

How the  occurred in belligerent nations
Readjust- it CEE i Al ot
ment Wil AUHng Other long and. castiy
Be Made wars—though managed this

time with expert precision,
instead of leaving the movement to be
regulated wholly by the depreciation in
exchange rates and the premium on gold.
There can be no doubt whatever that,
when peace returns, these nations will
endeavor to draw back eradually to their
own markets, with a view to restoring
normal conditions in the currencies, a
good part of the gold with which the
American markets have been deluged.

Tt is as little open to doubt that the
United States will meet these economic
requirements of financial Europe, sub-
ject always to its own legitimate needs
for wold at home. The reassuring fact
in this part of the outlook is, that the
gold export from America after war will
be as carefully supervised and regulated
by competent public authority as has
been the gold export from Europe to
America. No question at the present
moment is engaging greater practical at-
tention and discussion, in the strongest
financial quarters, than the question of
perfecting the already highly serviceable
machinery, whereby the Federal Reserve
Board will he able to direct, and within
reasonable bounds control, that move-
ment.

FINANCIAL SERVICE
FOR INVESTORS

The Financial Department of SCRIBNER'S
MAGAZINE will gladly answer inquiries re-
garding investments. Of course, we cannot
make decisions for our readers or prophecy
the future of speculative issues, but we will
gladly undertake to furnish accurate, rele-
vant information to assist investors.

All inquiries will receive the attention of a
financial authority and will be answered by
mail.

Inquiries should be addressed to the

Investor’s Service Bureau, SCRIBNER'S
MAGAZINE, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York.

INVESTMENT LITERATURE

Through our Investor's Service Bureau,
readers of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE may ob-
tain, without charge, authentic literature
pertaining to any type of investment or
financial subject in which they are inter-
ested.

Readers will kindly check the subject or
subjects in which they are particularly in-
terested, sign the coupon below, and mail
this entire page to the INVESTOR'S SERVICE
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How to Invest in Standard Securities by the Partial
Payment Plan: Harris, Winthrop & Co.

Back of the Investment
Byllesby Management

Straus Investor's

LH. AL Bylleshy & Co.
S. 0.
Sheldon-Morgan & Co.

The

Magazine: Strans & Co.
The Partial Payment Plan:

Essentials of a Standard Public Utility Bond:
National City Com pany.

Systematic Saving: McClave & Company.
Selected Investments: Peabody, Houglieling & Co.
Partial Payment Plan for Investment: Liovd & Co.

How Forman Farm Mortgages Are Made:
Forman & Co.

$100 Bonds: Merrill, Lynch & Co.

Should Business Men Buy Stocks:
Organization.

Grorge 3.

Eabson. Statistical

Kansas Farm Moertgages: Perkins & Co.
“Investment Opportunities™: Slattery & Co., Luc.
Public Utilities Securities: Williams, Trolh & Coleman.
The Oldest Safe Tnvestment: S. 1.
Weekly Market Letter: Mc(Clawe & Co
*“Odd-Lot Review"': The Odd-Lo! Review, Inc.
The Partial Payment Plan: L. R. Latrobe & Co.

Straus & Co.

Street Improvement Bonds: Oakland Street T prove-
ment Bowd Co.

INVESTOR'S SERVICE BUREAU
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
507 Fifth Avenue, New York

Kindly have sent to me the investment literature
which I have checked.

by SRR L
Bbreeb ol e B

{501 iy e State, .
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Investments

\ EN before coal came into general use as fuel for

locomotives, and while railroad development was

in its mfun‘\, Hambleton & (:’Jrnpdu) became favor-
ably known to investors.

Individual investors of large or small amounts, as w

ell as banking
institutions, have availed them of our experience i

with sound investment securities. We will be glad to A V50
Your bank has probably dealt with us, or can advise you about us

Our booklet, ** Investing $100 to $10,000,"" will interest new in-
vestors, as well as those more experienced. Write to Dept. G, 43-47

Exchange Place, New Yark, or 12 South Calvert Street, Baltimore.

FHambleton & Compa

ESTABLISHED 1865

INVESTMENT SECURITIES

BALTIMORE WASHINGTON NEW YORK
T

If your plant can’t turn out
the necessary volume, the trouble may be due to
poor arrangement of machinery and equipment
Our organization studies your business and re-
adjusts equipment to secure the most efficient
and economical operation.,

The same scientific methods are also applied by
us to the erection of new plants or factory ex-
tensions involving the solution of technical prob-
lems. ln any case our service always saves you
money,
Write for Booklet, * The Puzde of Prosperity™
W. S. BARSTOW & CO., Inc.

50 Pine Street New York City

(© BARSTOW-BUILT

MEANS BUILT WITH BRAINS




The Spirit of
Good Building

note in building —and who is not

these days '—we will be delighted to
weleome you as a regular subscriber to The
Hoggson Magazine.

IJ’ YOU are interested in the exceptional

The Hoggson Magazine chooses to rellect
the spirit of good building. It seeks first
to create the desire to erect fine buildings,
and then help its readers to attain that
desire. It approaches and solves from
both the wsthetic and practical sides, the
manifold problems with which the pro-
spective builder is confronted, its partic-
ular purpose being to assist the reader in
harmonizing beauty with usefulness, in
obtaining full value of his expenditures,
and keeping the ultimate cost of his build-
ing prospect within the limits of his pre-
determined appropriation,

If a desire to build successfully awakens
an interest in The Hoggson Magazine we
shall be pleased to send you. upon request.,
a l"rhi_l_lp]lll.h‘.'l’llé_t[‘_\' copy. Oor 1o receive one
dollar for a year’s subscription Lo begin
with the March quarterly number,

The Hoggson Magazine
485 Fifth Avenue, New York

Ooyour nagazine o

Become a Game Farmer

Write for these twa books which tell
all about this interesting and profitable
work. "'Game Farming for Profit and
Pleasure,'" is sent free on request
It treats of the subject as a whol
deseribes the many me birds,

i " . Amer-

5 sent on receipt of 1ie in
stamps. Itis a complete man-
ual vn the subject.

HERCULES POWDER_CQ.

% 1031 Market Street
| Wilmington

Delaware

: The Pleasure

of a Perfect Canoe

Canoeing in an “Old Town Canoe” is
real pleasure. It is so light, strong
and glides over the water so smoothly.

You need never worry about leakin
or buckling. An o "

“@H F’ C‘( ”
is as safe as it is beautiful. Easy to
paddle and manage. Our ‘‘Sponson”
Canoes can't turn over, Write for illus-
trated catalog. 4,000 canoes ready to
ship. Quick delivery from dealer or
factory.  §34 up.

OLD TOWN CANOE CO.
683 Fourth Street, Old Town, Maine, U. 5. A.

il




d OC

Service
Beneath the Surface

When Jules Verne was writing “Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the
Sea,” the Habirshaw Company was developing the kind of insulated wire with-
out which Verne's dream—the submarine—could not have become a fact.

Beneath the polished black surface of Habirshaw wire lies service that
never fails. For more than 30 years

HABIRSHAW

“Proven by the test of time”

Insulated Wire

has been chosen for difficult work world, have been in continuous use

on land and under sea. Many miles  for years.

of Habirshaw telegraph cable under It is safe to specify and insist
the water, as well as wire for power  that your contractor use Habirshaw
plants and residences all over the = —*“ Proven by the test of time.”

Irite for information on insulated wire for every purpose where electric
current 15 used—in the home, in the factory, submarine, and um!rrg_rormd

THE HABIRSHAW ELECTRIC CABLE CO., INC., 10 E. 43d Street, New York

T




“The Motor Goose”

A Few of the
March Articles

There are 250 altogether
All Fully illustrated

Floating Safes for Ocean Liners

Digest Your Food Electrically

Mechanics of the Secret Service

How a Cargo of Dried Codhsh Sank a
Schooner

Hoisted by an Automobile Up to the
Clouds

Helping the Deaf to Hear with a New
Electrical Ear

Rescuing a Drowned Locomotive

Man's Invisible Friends and Foes

Treating Maniacs with Water

Curing Rheumatism with Radium

The Race Between Nature and the Mo-
ticn Picture Camera

Are You a Good or Poor Penman?

A Watch-Size Pocket Revolver

Ta the Narth Pole by Submarine

Preumatic Tires for Your Hiking Shoes

Electric Steel from Electric Furnaces

Running a Farm with Gasoline and
Electricity

How toMake Mechanical Crystal Chimes

An Automatic Stopper for Poison Bottles

Making Parallel Bars for the Home
Gymnasiom

A Heater for the Motoreyele Side Car

How to Make an Electrical Hegter

How to Become a Wireless Operator

Testing Spark-Plugs without Removing
Them

Making a Mahogany Case for a Grand-
father’s Clock

Developing a Long Photographic Film
in One Piece

A Foot-Power Jig-Saw Made from a
Sewing Machine

Night Mail by Aecroplane

Money in Muskrats

is the newest invention in automobiles. It runs
like a deer, swims like a duck, and what is
more, flies like a bird (so it is claimed). This
picture is from an actual photograph, yet the

Popular Science Monthly dubs this machine
“the Motor Goose.” Why ?»— See the March
number, page 370.

Over 300 Vivid Pictures

You will find hundreds of new inventions in the
March number and vivid pictures of every inven-
tion; and you will be told in simple, every-day
English the interesting and important things about
all these new wonders.

You cannot afford to miss this remarkable magazine. It is pro-
fusely illustrated on every page, having a total of over 300 photo-
graphs and drawings. Every page is more fascinating and
more thrilling than any fiction you ever read—vet every word is
truth. And any one of the hundreds of new ideas may give
you the one idea you have been hoping would come to you. Just
read in the panel at the left a few of the things illustrated in the
March number. Get it on any newsstand, now, or send 15 cents to

Popular Science
Monthly

239 Fourth Avenue New York, N. Y.
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HE MAN whose work depends on

clear thinking, knows the common
sense of choosing a smoke that does
not disturb.

That is doubtless why so many sound,
substantial men are electing Fatimas for
their steady smoke. Because Fatimas are

comfortable—comfortable while you're
smoking them and, even more impor-
tant, afterwards, too, even though you
may smoke more often than usual.

Your first package of Fatimas will
show you how sensible it is to decide
on a comfortable cigarette.

Lygetto MyensTiboseo Cs

FEATIMA

A Sensible Cigarette



A dehcmus sparklmg table water-—corrective in all
acidosis CDl’ldlthl“lS of the stomach and s 'tem

15 gmma of Lithia Salts to ﬂ)r.- gallon.

Sold everywhere in splits, pints and quarts only.

Don’t accept ordinary waters.

Insist on genuine

for Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,

Asthma, SoreThroat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

Don't fail to use Cresolene for the distressing, and
often fatal, affections for which it is recommended,

Itis a simple, safe, effective and drugless treatment.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxvsms of Whoop-
ing Cough and relieves Spasmoedic Croup at onee.

In Asthma it shortens the attack and ensures
comfortable repose.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat, and stopq the cough, assuring restful nights,

Cresolene relieves the bronchial ccrmphc‘ﬂmns of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in
the treatment of Diphtheria.

Cresalene's best recommendation is its 37 years of
successful use, Sendus postal for Descriptive Booklet.
For Sale by Druggists
Try Cresolens Antlseptic Throat Tablets for the eritated theoat,

composec of slippery el bark, licorice, sugar and Cresolene. They
can't harm you, OFf your drugyist or from ug, Toc. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St., N. Y.

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

T S Used while you sleep™

“Hotfled at
 The: Clysmic. Sprh 3
WAUKES H.A 1 S .

Enjoy Comfort

and Security

all day—every day
by wearing the

Boston

28cents 3ScEnts EOCENTS

Georce Frost CoMpaNnt
BOSTON

e o
Boston Garter antnn Garter Boston Garter Boston Garter




Refection, Prarmigan Lake, Glacier National Park, Montana
Cosivtesy of the Great Novthern Railway Company

miers AUSTRALIA

Go there now! Voyage is delightful via Honolulu and Samoa.
Splendid 10,000 ton twin-screw American sleamers every 21
days from San Francisco (March 13, April 3, April 24, May 15).
eturn [ st class, $337.50; 2nd da.ss 5225 OD mcfud’fng 5
Japan, Ist class, $575.00; fo Honolulu, $ 0. IL E. BURNE

17 Ihllery o N Yo or OCKA) 1¢
8. 8. CO., 669 Mkt 8L, 8. F., Cal,
YDNEY <horr iine

hina,
T

and tourist attractions of

and unique cities, Write

~ Safer than
Currency to Carry

has often been remarked when talking of

K. N. & K. Travelers’ Checks

Experienced Travelers Use Them
Checks not countersigned
may be replaced if lost.

Considering the protection
afforded, their cost is in-
significant.
Denominations of
$10, $20, 350 and $100
at a premium of 50¢ on
one hundred dollars’ worth

Get them from your banker or
write for full particulars

Knauth ‘Nachoo & Kilhue.

EQUITABLE BUILDING
NEW YORK CITY

A New England
Institution

CCOHE sumptuousness of

its equipment, the cui-
sine and the service all
suggest the comforts and
luxuries you expect to find
in the best homes.

Single Room with bath
$2.50 to .00
Double Rooms with bath
$35.50 fo .00

L. C. Prior

Managing Diveclor

Showing colored views of the unrivaled scenic

THE STATE OF WASHINGTON

See its snow-capped mountains, primeval
forests, national parks, inland seas, lakes

L. M. Howell, Sec. of State, Dept, C, Olympla, Wash,
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- MASS.
WORLD'S-GREATEST-HOTEL ERE congreqate the Distinquished Rep-
-SUCCES * E/ esentativgs of the Worlds oquaahion.ﬁrl,

Literature, Science, Commerce and States

i imanship. American or European Plan. Every
Convenience, Comfort and Luxury. Visit

the famous Submarine Grill and the

5
RAYA
ATLAN Ny
DIRECTLY ON THE OCEAN FRONT

The finest product of American creative
enius at apcost of more than $5.000,000.¢ gorgeous Peacock Room.Grand Opera
'D.g.WHITI':.Prest. JW. MorLGen.hqn : Concerts in the Grand Promenade.

BOSTON MASS. ATLANTIC CITY N.J. PASADENA CAL.

— — STREET | ATLANTIC CITY, N.J. 3 Pasadena, Cal. A Sanita-
T&h’ 1[(_.5]%'{;‘3;8?3}_%53 Galen Ha"- Hotel and Sanatorium. LaSEnCInas rium for chronlediseases,

%ncof eua‘ruﬂ?ats‘r HOTELS ~5end Newstone, brick & steel building. Alwa{s Homelike surroundings. IndividualmedL

r Circular-Box 21 — Linfield Damon, Prop. op(eln, always ready, always busy. Table|eal supervision (d ietarj"‘i t};ia"atmcnt. 1a\r;d

— . |and attendance unsurpassed. exercias eclosel anupervised): complete
= TE MTS. N. ical 2 q Py A
|[NTERVALE-WHITE MTS. N.H. SEATr e WA e e Bydselserany déparoments

No tuberculosls or insapity taken.

INN.TI;E\B\X%IEHE[“IT!ONP-S—E- HOTEL BUTLER Lretis| —MOUNT CLEMENS MICH.
=x EY R e S R T ron meumariom
TEPT a g Lo the traveler. A S CHELL, Mgr.
P provements, Grand Scenery, Car-
R e R TRAVEL Lo Bl An o)

O rd, LX= [ . =, [

i par E5 X ]&_ Paclﬁc Coast Tﬂur Personally con L]

cellent Table-Booklet-HS Mudgett Iy - ducted, special Send for booklet. F. 0. Box 247
L = = frain. July. Ask for booklet. Horman C. DeGrost, -
‘Where-to-go has two milllon eirculation. | Principal Schonl 31, Buffala, N.¥. (16th An, Tour.) | April Where-to-go forms close March lst.

DIET AND HEALTH

Ifﬁgo_u want to keep well-up to the Top-Notch-5trong,Healthy,
Efficient; then you must know how to eat.

The body is a machine. It demands certain quantities and qual
ities, and only under favorable conditions will the body do its
7 most efficient work._ :
This book j5 a condensed set of Health Rules-every one of which
may be easily followed at home, It tells how the "Battle Creek
Diet System™ has_been built through years of exhaustive scientific
research. It will give you a new idea of life and its possibilities,
The book is free. Write for it now.

THE BATTLE CREEK. SANITARIUM, BOX 109 BATTLE CREEK.,MICHJ

o : .

y AUSTRALIA | S waw i v
Honolulu, Suva, New Zealand -

Regular Sailings by the Can. Aust. Royal Mail Line .

For further particulars apply
Can. Pac. Rly., 1231 Broadway, N. ¥, or to Can. Aust.

Royal Mail Line, 440 Seymour 5t,, Vancouver, B. C.

ATLINZYUKON

See Alaska—Atlin and the Yukon via the
famed inside ‘‘passage.” Unquestionably
one of the grandest and most interesting
trips in the world. Read what tourists say
about the trip to this Northland in our bocklet “‘Opin-
ions "—this and other decidedly interesting booklets
—a new map and information regarding round trip
fares, etc., free on request—New steamers—Parlor
observation cars—Excellent meals and service,
Another trip to see the Midnight Sun at Fort
Yukon, sailing from Seattle about June 15th
HERMAN WEIG, G. P. A, A.F.ZIPF, T. M.
121 W. Washington St., Chicago 810 Alaska Bldg., Seattle, Wash.

White Pass & Yukon Route

HOTEL ST. CHARLES

Along the ocean front, with a superbview
of famous strand and boardwalk, the St.
Charlesoccupies an unique position among
resort hotels, It has an enviable reputa-
tion for cuisine and unobtrusive service.
12 stories of solid comfort (fireproof);
ocean porch and sun parlors; sea water in
all baths; orchestra of soloists. Week-end
dances. Golf privileges. Booklet mailed.

NEWLIN HAINES CO.

ATLANTIC CITY, N. J.

7



"7 Delights of Getting) Well”

When advised by your Physician to take “ THE CURE" abroad, you do
not begin to think about Sanatoriums or Hospitals, nor anticipate a dis-
‘lgrthlblL experience. Rather, you picture visions of up-to-date Hotels,
interesting surroundings, unusual and celebrated people, and agreeable out-
of-door diversions.

To take “THE CURE” means all these, and also, certain Baths and
Treatments, the Drinking of Medicinal Waters and Systematic, Out-of-door
Exercise; none of which interferes with the pleasures of your outing. So
“You make a delight of getting well.”

Do not imagine that because of conditions in Europe, it is impossible to
take “THE CURE.” There is just one place in America that combines
all of these pleasurable features, together with the Treatments and Medici-
nal Waters. That place is Hotel Chamberlin, Old Point Comfort, one of
the great Resort Hotels of America. Midway between the North and the
South, it is climatically perfect the year-round. Its unique surroundings,
by land and sea, give it the “ something different” atmosphere. The Cuisine
1s celebrated the world over.

An Eighteen Hole Golf Course.

And, finally, the Treatments and Baths at The Chamberlin are the most
scientifically administered in America. Every Treatment given at Aix,
Vichy, Karlsbad, Nauheim, or Harrogate is duplicated here, under ideal
conditions. The Ch: amberlin Saline Water, flowing from a depth of goo feet,
1s v\nndcrfull\ effective in many complaints due to the presence of uric acid.
This water is highly Radio-active, which adds to
its medicinal properties.

Several lntuestmg books telling of our Methods,
describing the various Treatments and enumerating
the Complaints we relieve, will gladly be sent on
application. Address

GEO. F. ADAMS, MGR., FORTRESS MONROE, VIRGINIA




JOURNEY of indescribable charm—sixteen days of

delightful cruising through the vivid blue waters of the

Atlantic and the Caribbean. Visits to the quaint old cities
of Porto Rico; glimpses of the picturesque life and buildings of
the romantic Spanish period. You explore ancient forts, ramble
through narrow, foreign streets and revel in the scenes and
atmosphere of the tropics.

16-DAY CRUISE

Expenses $94 5 and

The steamer is your hotel for the entire cruise, from New York to and around Porto
Rico, stopping at principal ports and return. Big, staunch vessels of 10,000 tons,
especially fitted for the tropics, supply every comfort and convenience. All necessary
expenses of the voyage included in the fare. A sailing every Saturday at noon.
Write for illustrated booklet, “Through Tropic Seas.” Address: Cruising Department,

PORTO RICO LINE
11 Broadway New York

DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES

BOSTON PHILADELPHIA WASHINGTON NEW YORK
192 Washington St. 701 Chestnut St. 1306 F Street, N. W, 290 Broadway
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A Terra Cotta
TILE ROOF

is acknowledged by most of the leading
architects to have every point of superi-
ority in its favor: Architectural beauty,
perfect protection from fire, leaks, mois-
ture and weather changes — wonderful
durability without repairs and therefore

eventual economy.

Consult your architect and write for our
illustrated booklet, ** The Roof Beauti-
ful,” printed in colors. Itcontains views
of many beautiful homes with Roofs
of Terra Cotta Tile, and is sent free
upon request.

This is the General Manager’s residence of the wonderful R. A. Long [ LUDOWICI-CELADON CO.
farm, Longview, Mo. The buildings, all designed by Architect | Manufacturers of Terra Cotta Roofing Tiles
Henry S. Hoit, Kansas City, Mo. , have roofs of lmpena] German tile. | Gen'l Offices: 1115-1125 Monroe Bldg., Chicago

Whrriters!

I can sell your M55, and show you how

Py M‘M to make them salable.

There is a ready market for Fiction, Short
Stories, Novelettes, Serials, Dramatic Moo,
ed every month in U. 5. A

Wirite Me Today for Pariiculars. Experience.
References from publichers an i @NEROYE.

LAURA D. WILCK, 1476 B’way, N. Y.

sau5a, LATHES

For Gunemiths, Tool Makers,
Experimental and Repair Work, ete.

Lathe Calalogue Free.

W.F. &Jno. Barnes Co.

528 Ruby St., Rockford, I.Il_.

ABLE IDEAS WANTED. Man-
P TE N ufacturers want Owen Patents.
W

¥$300,000 worth u

&2

The Brush that beats all t}le “deviliries” of Varnish |

WHITING ADAMS §|
KING CHISELLED VARNISH

BRUSH

A PERFECT GEM ; combines all the ex Send for 3 free books; inventions
and avoids all the defects of other Ch:sclled Var- anted, ete. T help you market your invention without charge.

nish Brushes. Very finest white bristles, soft and RICHARD B. OWEN, 135 Owen Bldg., Washington, D.C.
elastic, with a perfect chisel.

It will give {ou.r work lustre and snap —and put
the car in class-distinctive.

Send for Illustrated Literature 9
John L. Whiting-J. J. Adams Co. E AG E s
BOSTON, U.S.A.
BrushManufacturers for Over One HundredYears G LU E HANDY
Whiting-Adams Brushes Awarded Gold Medal and BOTTLES
Official BElue Eibbon, the highest award at Panama-

Pacific Exposition, 1916, WILL MEND [L= 22

Tooth Brush
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Aﬁ!lu'r' it ts cured each
ham is marked so you can
know at a glance that the
ham you buy has the pen-
uine ''Swift's Premium "
flavor.

This is the butt of a “'Swift's Premium'' Ham. Have one baked for
dinner and see what a difference the special Swift cure makes.

Serve baked Premium Ham once—
and your family will want it often

Bake the butt of a “Swift's Pre-
mium” ham for dinner today and see
how exceptionally delicate and deli-
cious this ham is. Know what a
welcome variety it offers in the
meals you plan for your family.

“Swift's Premium” hams are pre-
pared by experts. Each ham select-
ed is of superior quality, is given
the famous “Swift’s Premium” cure
and is smoked over fragrant hickory
wood fires,

You can utilize every Uit of a

“Swift's Premium” ham in a great
variety of really delicious dishes,
any one of which will delight your
family. Try baking the butt, boil-
ing the shank, and broiling or fiy-
ing the center slices, without par-
boiling.

If you are not already one of
the thousands of women who are
buying “Swift’s Premium” ham
whole —start now. It is the eco-
nomical way to buy ham. Swift
& Company, U. S. A.

“Swifts Premium” Ham & Bacon

8l




New Feather Pillows ||

—the most sanitary pil-
lows ever made, EW
feathers of the softest
grades are u=zed in

Restwel Pillows and all
are scientifically steril-
ized even inside the
quills. Guaranteed sat-
isfactory., On sale
everywhere, Send for
Restwel booklet,

Robinson-Roders Co.
Dept. 25 Newark, N. J.

Ke eleyTreatment
For Liquor and Drug Using

NOT only does the scientific Keeley Treatment f

removethe desire for liquor or drugs, but it restores
mental faculties that win success. 400,000 effective
cases in 36 years. Thnse who have taken the Keeley
Treatment find there is no confinement, no nausea.

Skilled physicians, good care, pleasant surroundings.
Both sexes.

Write For confidential information to any
of the following Keeley frlahtulea

Buffalo, N. Y. Lexington, Mass. Portland, M
144 Ningarn St. Los Angeles, Cal,  Salt Lake Clt}’ Utah
Columbus, Ohio 2400 W Pico Sk San Francisco, Cal.
Crab Orchard, Ky. Marion, Ind. 2420 Wehater St.
Dwight, Il Philadelphia, Pa. St. Louis, Mn
Grlnd Rapids, Mlch 1424 Girard Ave. 2803 Locust 8t.

35 Ottawa Ave. N.W. Pittshurgh, Pa. Waukesha, Wis.
{ Hot Springs, J\rk 4246 Fifth Ave. West Haven, Conn,

Kansas City, Mo, Plainfield, Ind. London, England
) wl ]'uclul Ave, _ B

":j ful Temperature |
| inYour Home with

Iycos

THERMOMETER|
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- __ ol : ‘. ."
laylor Instrument Companies
ROCHESTER NY.

There's a Fycosor Taylor Thermometer for Every Purpose

Will Your Children Make
Some’dmng of Their Music?

HAT depends on you. 'If you give them a faulty-
toned piano, you will eventually ruin their ear
for music. But if you choose a pure-toned instru-

ment, they will have correct musical taste as long as
they live.

o

o o
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The Hallet & Davis Piano has a pure, rich tone
and sturdy construction that have been praised by
greatest masters of music. In nearly 100,000 homes,
schools and conservatories today it is used and
loved. Before you buy your piano, don't fail to
write for our catalog and prices. Send today.

HALLET & DAVIS PIANO COMPANY
150 Boylston Street (Est, 1839) Boston, Mass.

Ha]let & Davis Plano

Famous Three-Quarlers of a Cenlury
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Builds city of 65000

There is a busy town in the Middle West that
has been described as being literally intoxicated
with an all-pervading prosperity.

In a short time its population has increased
from 13,000 to 65,000. It boasts of 182 men who
have made fortunes from $100,000 to $6,000,000.

This boom —this city and fortune building—is
the work of one man. Yet, big as this work is, it is
only one phase of this man’'s gigantic enterprises.

Today, he is master of several industries rep-
resenting an organization of $175,000,000, employ-
ing 36,500 men.
| This man started in a humble way as an employe
ina lumber mill. At twenty-one he said he had
masteredthebusinessandwasreadyforsomething else,

. Acigarfactoryrequired bolstering. He gaveitnew
life. The town water-works were in a bad way. He
put them on a sound basis.

Later he organized a carriage company. Then a
motor company. Inten yvears he was a multi-millionaire
and was building fortunes for other men.

He knew the underlying principles of
hl.lSil'IESS Success

Some men will tell you his 'success was due to a
series of “'lucky breaks." Others will say he is one of
the men who get all the opportunities.

But the fact is, this man started at seratch—he was
born with nothing more than most of us are born with.

The laws of business success do not vary

This man had to master the laws of businessbefore
he could become a success. His text book of business
knowledge was the experience of others and the facts
of his own daily experience. He was able to crystalize
these experiences into working principles.

The knowledge he finally gained in this way was
the same knowledge that has stood behind every big
business success., The difference was in the method of
learning. Unlike this man most of us need to have
these principles crystalized and set down in writing
before we can absorb them.

It is this business knowledge, this crystalized ex-
perience of thousands of America's most successful
men that the Alexander Hamilton Institute is giving
to more than 50,000 business men today.

Based on the actual experience of thousands
of successful business men

The Institute cellects, classifies and transmits to
you thru the Modern Business Course and Service, the
best thought and practice in modern business. It will
give you athoroand sound training in the fundamental
principles underlying all departments of business—it
will give you a knowledge that could otherwise be
obtained only by years of bitter experience—if at all.

The kind of men enrolled

Presidents of big corporations are often enrolled
for this Course and Servicealong with ambitious young
men in their emp]cv Among the 50,000 subscribers are
such men as H. C. Osborn, President, American Multi-
graph Sales Co.; Melville W. Mix, President of the
Dodge Mig. Co.; Geo. M. Verity, President of the Ameri-
can Rolling Mills; William H. Ingersoll, Marketing
Manager of the biggest watch company in the world ;
N. A, Hawkins, General Sales Manager of the Ford
Motor Company,and scores of others equally prominent.

“‘Forging Ahead in Business’

A careful reading of this 135-page book, “'Forging
Ahead in Business,” a copy of which we will send vou
free, will repay you many times over. It will help
measure what you know, what you don't know, and
what vou should know to make success sure. This
Course and Service will fit you to grasp the opportuni-
ties that are bound to come to those who are prepared.

ALEXANDER HAMILTON INSTITUTE, 750 Astor Place, New York, N. Y.

Send me ‘‘Forging Ahead in Business'"—FREE

Business

Address. . iia i e S e S e e S A S P S S

Business
Position
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Prevent Infection

The daily use of Absorbine, Jr., as
a mouth wash is healthful and re-
freshing. It kills germs and is a true
preventive. It is made of herbs—
contains no acids or minerals—and
is safe and pleasant to use.

In his report on Absorbine, Jr., after mak-
ing exhaustive tests, Prol. J D. Hird, Bio-
logical Chemist, Washington, D. C.,, writes:

" Four or five drops of Absorbine, Jr., to an
ounce of water is sufficient to thoroughly
cleanse the mouth and teeth of injurious bac-
teria, without injurious action on the teeth.”

in addition to being an efficient ger-
micide, accomplishes everything usu-
ally expected of a high-grade lin-
iment. It is needed daily for the
numerous little hurts that come
through work in and about the home
—for the children’s bruises in their
rough-and-tumble play.

Cleanses and Heals—cuts, bruises, lacera-
tions, sores.

Reduces Inflammation and Swelling—
from sprains, wrenches, swollen veins and glands;
tired, aching feet.

Relieves Aches and Pains—soothing and
cooling.

Absorbine, Jr., is mild
but powerful — has a
pleasing odor, does not
stain or leave a greasy
residue. Highly con-
centrated and only a
few drops required at
an application.

$1.00 a Bottle

at druggists or postpaid

A Liberal Trial Bottle

will be sent to your address
on receipt of 10 cents in stamps.
Send for trial bottle ar procure
regular size from your druggist
to-day.

W. F. YOUNG,P.D.F.
255 Temple St.
SPRINGFIELD, MASS.

Arrange Early for Spring Planting

HOME-GROWN ROSES
HARDY OLD-FASHIONED FLOWERS
TREES & SHRUBS
EVERGREENS
HOME-GROWN RHODODENDRONS

and 150 Other Specialties

We shall be glad {o send our illustrated
calalogue

Rutherford, New Jersey

HARRISON MEMORIALS of Barre Granite
embody the superior result of 72 years of
specialized experience. Our service is at your
service in any part of the country. Offices
in principal cities. Write for booklet 10.

HARRISON

' | GRANITE COMPANY |

' 200 FIFTH AVENUE - NEW YORK
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) C”MARION-HANDL

Q 24 V>~ THE /1X PRE-EAINENT
_ ! : NERC

The Car of Quiet Individuality
The Marion-Handley has a quiet and unobtrusive

individuality that is appealing; nothing freakish in
Six-60 design, construction or finish.

MARION-HANDLEY

THE Spx pRE-EMINENT

Twriein

Perhaps only the keenly observant instinctively |
$1575 sense that it is out of the ordinary, and owned .
- by out of the ordinary motorists. ||
;;‘;'l':‘:h And that is well, because restrained expression of individual- [H
abhabaie ity is a form of artistry, which is lost when it passes to the }
4% inch tires. point of general attraction.
T Not every man will appreciate the subtle touch of distinction |H
Six-40 in this Six Pre-eminent.
1h20 ]i;-;h We are content that this is so, because we want, as far as pos- |E
£ Wi = - . - - = E
o5piimioains sible, to interest those who appreciate just such a peculiar e
7 passenger type of individuality as we suggest.

E 'ourin 3

4 ﬁ)as%eﬁ::r See this unusual car at any of the addresses named below. \/

i t

i $1275. THE MUTUAL MOTORS CO., JACKSON, MICH. I

H| £ O Bodickaen SPECIAL MARION.HANDLEY DISTRIBUTING DEPOTS GIVEN BELOW i

I[ If none is near you, write for catalog and local dealer's address

g H Akron—Summit Auto Ca. Tallas—Ray-Fose Co. Omaha—Prince Auto Co.

z Augusta, Ga.—Lombard Motor & Supply Co. Dubuque, 1a.—F-H Motor Sales Co Pittshurg—Fittsburg Motor Sales Co.

H Albany - Y.—A, J. Kampf I ta.—H. 1. Meyers Motor Sales Co, Reading, Pa.—Fichthorn & Bechtel

Basile, I.a.—R. Clem LaFleur
Beaumont, Tex.—R. E. Ligon
Benton Harbor—D. M. Marshall Fresno, C
Big Springs, Tex.—C. F. Morris Gaflney, —Byers & i

Belleville, 11l.—Knals Motar Car Co, Haldredge, Neb.—K & Lancaster Co,

e, Ind.—Dennis Bros.
ealel, Ga,— Johnssn Hardware Ca,
—H, 0. Marshall Auto Co,

Mich.—Hedinger & Vasold
—H. V. Carter Motor Co,
Cal—7. €. E. Miller
Blumberg Bros,

f~G: M. Perry

TR P DU A B BT A AT TR

Boston, Mass.—F. F. Wentworth Co. Houwston, Tex.—C, Jim Stewart & Stew, . E. Wert
Brooklyu, N. ¥.—Jno. P. Agnew, loc. Hutchisen, Kansas—Oliphs . Kans.—C. F. Trendle
Buffulo—The Loveland Co. Johnstown, N, Y. J.—1. I. Peoples

Cauton—Heavner Motor Sales Co. Lititz, Pa.—]no. F. L Mutual Motors L
Chattanooga, Tenn.—Podgett & Garret London, Cnt.—Forrest City Motor Sales Co, Tulsa, Okla,—Purdy Motor Co.

Motor Sales Co. Los Angeles—C. H. Carter Co, Troy, N. ¥.—New York it Sales Co,
Chicago—Chicago-Briscoe Motor Co. Madison, Wis.—Madison Sales Co. Washington—I er Sales Co,

T T e e e

Cleveland—Marion-Handley Sales Co, Mechanicsville, N, Y. —Cowens Garage Watertown, N, ¥.—Pa Greene
Dayton—Stomps Auto Sales Co. Milwaukee—Marion Sales Co. Waco, Tex.—Ward.Fhillips Motor Ca.
Dretroit—B. F. Falter Sales Co. Minneapolis—LaCrosse Auto Co,

= e —
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IN THE DRIETING . STREAM o,é LIEE
the NATIONS HERQISM ss PERPETUATED

VEN so, in the drifting
stream of life the mem-
ories held dear by rich

and poor are perpetu‘ated-
| in modest or pretentious form

BARRE GRANITE

This_is the monumental stone
which has stood the test of time.

vose |

i e
Y The VOSE PLAYER PIANO

not only has one of the latest, most perfect conrrol

methods, but has a patent device that enables you 1o
instantly chanze the key in which a prece is written
to suit or the voice of the singer, Thisis

a most rem vement, without which no

The Rockefeller, Fleischman, player pianno is ¢ ‘I'o this is added the sweet
Heinz, Schley, Armour., Tark- tone and f rl'-lz Vose Piano, made
ington, [’utla.r Palmer, Anheuser, for 67 ye

Leland Stanford and thousands of We c.‘mlfenge cumgaruons

other memorials are cut from it e frome free of

For a family or individual m~-
marial of any kind or size, specify
this dependahle material.

Talk to your monument dealer
about Barre Granite, See speci-
mens of it in any cemetery,

BARRE QUARRIERS AND |
| MANUFACTURERS ASS'N
| Dept. A, Barre, Vermont

] . .
| The Granite Center of the World Farr S Hardy Plant SpeClaltleS
: This new edition for 1917-18 will be more
|

complete and helpful than any of its pred-
ecessors. In its completeness it will be
a text book that no reader of Scribner’s
will wish to be without.

Some Special Features

: :i:;;:ruf i In th_c Iris section there will be several notable
Heaitral new introductions from Europe; also several
booklet— | of my own seedlings including the Panama-
* Memorial | Pacific Gold Medal Collection. Among the

| Masterpieces” | Peonies will be a number of rare varieties

which I have been unable to offer before owing
to limited stock. A fortunate purchase of
Tree Peonies enables me to offer a unique as-
sortment of over 300 varieties. There will also
be several new Shrubs, Roses and Evergreens.

To insure receiving a copy of this edition
you should send me your name and address
now. As soon asthe work is completed the
book will be mailed to you without cost.

BERTRAND H. FARR,WyomissingNurseries Co.
132 Garfield Ave, Wyomissing, Penna.
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Whether Your Home Is Old or New
This Heat Is The Heat of Heats

T is the heat of heats, mainly because Whether in an old or new house, the Kelsey
it is a health heat heat ducts can be kept out of sight and the heat
openings be inconspicuous.

£
2
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g
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g
g
H
g
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A heat that is as fresh and wholesome PR - ol —

5 o 5 ~ i d - { e old Carter House, at shirley, and the Pat-
as the gladsome sunshiny outdoors. A rick Henry House, at Brookneal, Virginia, are
heat that has the welcome r“—'Stf”h}L’SIS of | both Kelsey Health Heated. Imagine the un-
being noisecless. No l'liSSirlg and sissing, fitness of radiators in either instance.
or thumping and banging. Ta say it briefly, the Kelsey Health Heat heats

A heat that allows a contentment of inind, be- and ventilates at the same time. It mixes the air
cause of an absolute freedom from leaking valves | with just the right amount of moisture.
or frozen pipes to flood floors and ruin rugs or
ceilings.

A heat that, because of its freedom from radi-
ators and the accompanying exposed piping, is Send for Booklet,
neither an ugly obtrusion nor a mar to the har- : ; : 3
mony of the room. €& Somie ..qd:-'“}l_:,-' Senge on Heating.”

NEW YORK: E‘l 5 E. CHICAGO:
103-L Park Avenue H El 2767-L Lincoln Avenue

DETROIT : DERATOR BOSTON:
Space 95-L Builders Exch, WARM AIR GE 405-L Post Office Sq. Bldg.
233 James St., Syracuse, N. Y.

It will deliver more heat from less coal than any
other heat. We can prove it.

S T e T e T P (T T T T T TP Tk
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Whether you build or remodel, be sure you in-
vestigate the economical and artistic values of

‘CREO-DIPT

STAINED SHINGLES
17 Grades 16, 18, 24-inches 30 Colors

Come in bundles ready 1o lay without waste. Only selected, live cedar
shingles—preserved with Crecsote and stained any color desired. No
waste, Save expense, lime and muss of staining on the job.

Write today for colors on wood and book of " Creo-Dipt"" homes.

Architect—Frank M. Ellsworth, = L
Stam ord.cConnI:a,l:‘or {3 E.sg;;ardus et . Sk STANDARD STAINED SHINGLE CO.

24" Gray Creo-Dipe Shingles on 3 ) 1053 Oliver Street No. Tonawanda, N. Y.
side walls, 18" Green on roof, L Factory in Chicago for West




_ WHITE HOUSE COFFEE is always
_.the same perfect blend:of -the highest
rade coffees obtainable ;

WHITE HOUSE TEAS are the choic-
‘est product of the ‘Orient. All varieties.

" Distributed by over 25, 000 dealers in
:'the United States.

'KEEP TO THE RIGHT

:AH in' packages confents in perfecr condition

NELL=WRIGHT COMPANY
Principal -Coffee Rcasrer_\ ‘Boston—Chicago

HODGSON/s64 ¢

Are you thinking of erecting a small building? If it's anything from a °
bird house to a cottage—listen, Imagine doing away with the trouble, worry
and extra expenses that go hand in hand with building. Imagine buying
the best lumber all finished, painted and fitted—ready to be put togetherin a
jiffy to form the exact house you want That's exactly what buying a
Hodgson Portable House means.

There are Hodgson bungalows, garages, play houses, screen houses,
chicken houses, dog houses and every other kind of houses imaginable, Get
a catalog and you’ll see them all.

They can be quickly and easily erected by unskilled workmen., They
withstand all kinds of weather.

Here is the best way to buy, By paylng 254 of the price of your house we will prepare
and hold it until wanted. This saves you money and insures prompt delivery. Our catalog
is illustrated with photographs—and prices, too, Send for it.

E. F. HODGSON COMPANY
Room 244, 116 Washington Street, Boston, Mass,
6 East 39th Street, New York City

Ao




Preserve your youthful eyesight
_asyou journey through the years

KRYPTOK (pronounced Crip-tock)
Glasses keep your eyes young in Jooks,
as well as in ysefulness.

KRYPTOKS enable you to glance up
from your book or paper and, without re-
moving vour glasses, see the distant view
with perfect distinctness. You see both
near and far objects as clearly as with the
eyesight of youth.

Many persons reveal their age by wear-
ing double wvision glasses with the con-
spicuous seam or hump; by removing or
peering over their reading glasses when-
ever they loock at objects more than a few
feet away; or by fussing with two pairs.

KRYPTOK Glasses keep your eyes
young-looking because they combine near
and far vision in one lens without the dis-
figuring, age-revealing seam or hump.
They are the oanly bifocals free from that
hump, seam or line.

The surfaces of KRYPTOKS are clear,
smooth, and even. When you are wear-
ing them, they cannot be detected from
single vision glasses.

Ask you oculist, optometrist or optician
about KRYPTOK Glasses.

Write for Booklet,
‘“ Eyesight Efficiency”’

It contains important information for
everyone who needs glasses for near and
far vision. When writing, please give (if
possible ) the name of your oculist, optom-
etrist or optician.

KRYPTOK COMPANY, INC.
1065 Old South Building, Boston, Mass.

Theold
Bifocal @
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For Health L Pleasure

This is the ideal time to take the Sea Trip of
One hundred Golden Hours between

New York and New Orleans
ON

Southern Pacific Steamships
(MORGAN LINE)

It will exhilarate you to breathe the bracing salt air nd revel in i
the warm sunshine. Connections at New Orleans with the

SUNSET ROUTE for points in Louisiana T exas, Mexico,
New Mexico, Arizona, ndleon nldngthef
mous “APACHE TRAIL"” auto trip. Literature n trequest.

L. H. NUTTING, General Passenger AgtSSGBoadWyNY
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= GUARANTEED NwrITING 5000 MILES

Ml

ARE REGISTERED TIRES

[JAX Tires come of fight-
f | ine stock. They were
fe=i| the first independent tires.

‘ Twelve years ago, they
entered, single-handed,
a monopoly-ridden industry
—and won on quality.

Quality was their arma-
ment and intrenchment—
and their quality-challenge
was the first tire guarantee.

The Ajax service-pledge in writing—
5000 miles—is held inviolate today as
then. Ajax inaugurated a straight-away
policy of cards-on-the-table dealing with
the tire owner. It met immediate and
lasting response.

There is no longer a tire monopoly,
but the Ajax initiative—the Ajax fight to
maintain always-higher inbuilt quality—
goes on and on.

Ajax Tires are still of “fighting stock”—
built for conquest in gruelling road test.
They have stamina, spring and vitality—
rugged resistance. Made of the cream of
rubbers and quality fabrics, by the pick of
tire-makers to one standard—the highest.

And note that Ajax Tires are now
registered at the home office in the indi-
vidual tire owner’s name as further insur-
ance and protection of the Ajax Guaran-
tee in Writing 5000 Miles minimum ser-
vice. Consider that this means, based on
the implied service of other standard
makes, 43% more tire miles, a saving of
$3 to $15 per tire according to wheel size.
Ajax Registered Tires prove Ajax deter-
mination to serve to e

the uttermost mile, While otficts o
11 il

Ask your Ajax dealer for I &
a copy of "' The Story of Ajax Clﬂl‘llllng %hty.
~ We dare

Tires,"" by Horace De Lisser,
Chairman of the Board, Ajax gﬁaranteeing _.“

Rubber Co., Inc.

AJAX RUBBER COMPANY, INC.

1796-1798 BROADWAY

Branches in Leading Cities

NEW YORK

Factories: Trenton, N. J.




Varnished with Valspar

from cellar to ga:m'et !

The Grove Park Inn,
Asheuville, N. C.

Four years ago the management of Grove Park Inn made a thorough
investigation of varnishes, and as a result the well-known hotel was
Valsparred from cellar to garreti—floors, doors, woodwork, furniture, bath-
rooms, halls, bedrooms—everywhere that it could be used to advantage.

Becauseof Valspar’s
special features, Mr.
Seely made his choice
of this varnish. Read
his letter:

VALENTINE'S

The Varnish That Won't Tum 'White

A SIS

Valspar gives unu-
sual service in this big
hotel where it receives
especially hard wear.
In vour home, where

Valentine & Company,
New York City.

Gentlemen:

December 6, 1016,

Our confidence in Valspar iz almost unbounded.

When I built Grove Park Inn 1 specified Valspar
on all woodwork, furniture, and practically every=-
thing that had to stand hard wear.

T was especially particular about the furnitore, to
avoid spots where guests get it wer with either
hot or cold water. Several thousand picces of
furniture were finished with Valspar four years ago
and have been in constant use ever since.

Grove Park Inn uses Valspar on all casement
windows and has never had any trouble with
Very truly vours,

swelling or warping.
7'Z/<f.e_w;
Vice-FPresident,

obviously there is
much less wear, it will please even better
—on your floors, woodwork, furniture,
and so on.

Valspar is absolutely waterproof and
won't turn white in cold or hot water. It
resists hot dishes and spilled liquids; 1s
tough, durable and retains its beauty of
finish.

There’s a Valspar dealer in your city.

Special Offer

If yvou wish to test Valspar send 2oc. in stamps
to Valentine & Company, 455 Fourth Avenue,
New York City, and we will send vou a four-
ounce can, enough to finish a small table or chair.

VALENTINE & COMPANY

New York

Largest Manwfactirers of
High-Grade Parnisies in the 1 ordd

Chicago Boston

e \ARNTHES -~

Toronta London Amsterdam

Established 1832

W. P. FULLER & CO., San Francisco and principal Pacific Coast Cities

e

T e -
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What “Cord” Means In

COODPDRICH

SIIVERTOWN |

CoORrRD TIRES

4 - -

T O settle exactly what the carelessly

i used, much abused term ‘coro tire’
& ¢ really means, we have here stripped

o back the thick, tough tread of a
Silvertown Cord Tire,an? laio bare its flexible
two-ply, rubber-saturated, cable-cord body.

Mark the sturdy size of the cord,and that .
it is cross-wrapped round the tire into a

base of fwo /gyers Only.

As each extra ply in a tire means extra inter
nal heat which is the great tire destro?er. ~
Silvertown with but two plies is bound o out:
last many-ply tires with their multiplieo heat

Scek this durability with elegance.comfort, free.
dom from tire trouble ,mileage.in Silvertowns,
marked with the RED-DOUBLE-DIAMOND.
You cannot afford to be without them.

The BF Goodrich Company Akron Ohia

Alsa makers of the famous fabric firey
Goodrich Black Safety Treads

10 Silvertown Cord X-cels

1 Increased engine power. 4 Speedier. 7 Easier 4o guide.

2 Smoother riding. 5 Coast farther. 8 Give grester mileage.

3 Fuel saving. 6 Start quicker 9 More resistive adgainst puncture
10 Repaired easily and permanendtly

’

“Silvertowns make all cars high-grade’
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There Are Many
Strong Trust Companies

It is not surprising that you may find it hard to decide which trust
company to choose as executor and trustee under your will, for there
are many strong trust companies.

But certainly you will choose wisely if you appoint the Bankers Trust
Company. You can be sure that the best interests of your heirs will
be served if this Company handles your estate.

Have your lawyer write the Bankers Trust Company into your will
as executor and trustee,and thus give yourself the satisfaction of mind
which ccmes from having assured protection to the property of
your heirs.

If you desire further information regarding the advantages afforded by
this Company as executor and trustee, call or write for bocklet “Let’s
Choose Executors and Talk of Wills.”

BANKERS TRUST COMPANY
16 Wall Street, New York
Resources over $250,000,000

R
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PERFECT FEACH SHORTCAKE

NaDDlng March aﬁnchtes will wake
when you serve t
layers and on top of a plain layer
cake spread Libby's Peaches, smoth-
ering them in a drift of whipped
cream. Garnish the IOD with prettily
cut pieces of the pea
parahle freshne.ss of Labb s full- H.a-
vared Peaches is ﬂpcr:aﬁ

| now, when heavy winter dishes pall

New Spring Dishes

Right where the fruits grow—
there are Libby’s kitchens

To give you the fresh flavored fruits your family craves
at this time of the year, Libhy has built kitchens right in
the heart of the most luxuriant orchards in the world.

At Sacramento, at Sunnyvale, at Selmaand at The Dalles,
in Libby's glistening kitchens, white-clad expert chefs put
up these luscious fruits within a few hours after picking.

Every year thousands of other women visit these kitchens
and see how Libby develops such wonderful lavor. Though
you may never see the perfect fruit selected, nor the prompt-
ness with which it is prepared, the moment vou taste it vou
realize what the Libby ideal of Aavor means. So success-
fully has Libby captured the genuine favor, the actual fra-
grance, that you could almost believe that you had just picked
the ripe fruit from your own orchard.

Knowing how essential variety is, in the plarning of your
meals, Libby puts up for you many fruits—peaches, apricots,
pears, cherries, plums and grapes—all the fruits that have
made California orchards famous. Serve your family their
favorite fruit for dinner tonight. See how quickly they notice
the genuine fruit Aavor. Contrast the Libby flavor with that
of any fruit vou ever tasted and you will realize at once why
Libby has built kitchens right wherc the finest fruits grow.

Libby, MENeill & Libby, 193 Welfare Bldg., Chicago

1f you live i m Canada address Libby, MSNeill & Libby of Canada, Ltd.
9 East Frar.\t Street, Torouto, Untario, sza a

Between the

he incom-

v needed
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HAWAIIAN SALAD FOR GALA
OCCASIONS

Never have you seen such a novel
delicious salad, so  easy to
prepare.  Border a salad bowl
with erisp lettuce leaves. Then fll
the center with Libhy's luscious
Hawaiian Pineapple. Garnish with
stripa of Libby's piquant pimientas
and serve with mayonnaise. Try it
once and you will serve it often.

A VERY DELICIOUS OMELET
Whisk six egga hl]}’ addm
four tubiespcnonfuls n- water, {:
a tablespoonful of butter ina iry:nr-c
or omelet pan and add the eggs.
When they begin to thicken, season
and spread with one package of
Libby's Corned Beef Hash, heated.
Fold over the edges and serve
wgarnished with parsley.

i C Iifﬂf@: :
pead”
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EN}OY the winter. Breathe deeply. Walk fast. Laugh at
snow flurries and frost nips. Let the cold, clear air quicken
your pulse and send roses to your cheeks.

What if your skin does burn when you come indoors? Ivory
Soap will enable you to wash hands and face without a particle
of irritation. Its soft, smooth, bubbling lather feels more grate-

ful than ever at such a time. Its purity, mildness and freedom
from alkali make it perfectly safe.

IVORY SOAP. .| 0| 99#% PURE

IT pLoATS

Factories at Ivorydale, O.; Port Ivory, N. Y.; Kansas City, Kans.; Harrilton, Canada
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Profit or loss in business is largely a question of bookkeeping. |
You are not “‘making money’’ unless there is more money

coming in than there is going out. And the bookkeeper cannot |
keep at top-notch mental and physical condition unless he eats |
food that replenishes the daily waste of tissue and energy.

Shredded Wheat

is the favorite food of men and women whose employment calls for long
continued mental concentration with little physical exercise. It is more
easily digested and is a better-balanced ration than meat or starchy vege-
tables. It supplies the maximum of nutriment with the least tax upon the
eliminating organs. For breakfast or lunch eat one or two Biscuits with
hot milk and a little cream. Delicious with baked apples, sliced bananas
or other fruits.

Made only by

The Shredded Wheat Company, Niagara Falls,N.Y.
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S e e s
Your Writing
Made Easy

Insist on
the Genuine.

Tustrated
Folder on
T FeC : Request.
LTI\ LESS you use the genuine itk
J s : :
Waterman's Ideal, you do
not know true writing convenience

Let Your Dealer Show You

the wide assortment of Self-Filling,
Regular, Safety and Pocket Types.
Points of every degree. $2.50 to $150.
LW )
Co., 191 B'way, New York “:‘_If-.__

9

L. E. Waterman

Bost Chicago Sin Francisco

"~ Apuredelicious and

o wholesome drink. Richin
food value yet of moderate
| price,it possesses the natural
flavor, color and aroma of
high grade cocoa beans.

. Warrer Baker & Co.L.

DORCHESTER.MASS.
ESTABLISHED 1780 <

WHY?

Think it over and dig up

the “reason.”

For many years

POSTUM

—the pure, delicious food-
drink—used in place of tea
and coffee—has increased the
pleasure and comfort of
millions.

“There’s a Reason™

Absolutely Pure

Made from Cream of Tartar,
derived from grapes

NO ALUM—NO PHOSPHATE
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